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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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Prologue

The sound was loud and caustic and seemed to echo through the hardness of the room. There was an edge to it as well, an underlying ripple that cut like daggers as it slid across my skin and I had trouble locating its source. It wasn’t quite a shriek, but it was more than a wail and while there was clearly a sense of acute suffering in the tone, there was something else, something more tangible, embedded in the harmonies. I couldn’t put my finger on it. Need maybe? Utter desperation? Overwhelming lust? The squalling noise had so many layers to it that I wasn’t even able to unpack the harmonies, much less categorize it all. Then the sound died away, replaced by ragged breathing.

“That was a good start,” whispered Mistress Lucille, leaning over me. “Let’s do another one.”

I blinked and lifted my head, panting as I strained to look at her. Lucille was a tall woman, almost six feet, and thick bodied, though in almost perfect shape. She had brown hair which had been braided and came down to her shoulder, complimenting her similarly colored eyes. Her face was not soft though. Her gaze was piercing, her nose sharp and angular, and her mouth could curl upward in a vicious, sadistic smile, or downward in a disapproving frown. She wore skin-tight, black leather pants, along with a vest of the same material, and looked every inch the vicious dominatrix.

I shook my head and even tried to say something, but the red rubber ball gag that had been pushed between my teeth and buckled on, made my words unintelligible. My arms were bound above my head, wrists wrapped in tight leather cuffs, while my legs were spread wide, toes barely touching the ground, with the ankle cuffs secured to the floor. And while the physicality of my situation was intense, there were two other sensations that I was coping with.

The vibrations were undoubtedly intense and most of the incessant oscillations came from a massager, one of those soft rubber bulbed ones, and it was mounted on a metal stand, positioned just to the side of a very thick, very long, silicone covered, motorized dildo. The fact that the synthetic cock I was impaled upon was also pumping in and out of my pussy at a ridiculously fast rate, made for waves of acute pleasure. And lest I forget, there also was a plug in my bottom, a six inch long monstrosity called a “Thrusting Anal Vibrator,” that… you guessed it… was both thrusting and vibrating in my ass.

I couldn’t remember how long the massager, plunging vibrator, and plug had all been going, but I knew I’d just had my fourth orgasm of the afternoon, and was quickly approaching a fifth. Or was I on my sixth? I couldn’t remember. Everything hurt and everything felt good. I whimpered, mewling as I struggled to resist, to hold off, to deny myself that pleasure. It wasn’t that I didn’t crave it. I did. I wanted to cum so desperately that I could feel myself thrusting against the massager, tightening around the motorized dildo. Even the damn thing in my ass felt good. The juices were dripping down my thighs, or dripping onto the floor of Mistress Lucille’s play room. It was the punishment for not yet cumming that concerned me.

Mistress Lucille held out her hand and the other person in the room came into view. Bethany was naked, just like me, though we looked very different. Beth was a large boned woman and she was fighting the same weight battles we all did. Except she was losing. Badly. She wore a sari around her waist, open along the front and I could see the clear shine of her recent orgasm glistening on her thighs. She’d spent the last few hours softening me up, a round robin of minor torments that had left me so desperate that I’d welcomed Mistress Lucille’s arrival. Bethany held out the small, sterile, plastic encased medical lancet, and handed it to Mistress Lucille. The dominatrix took it with that same, wicked, vicious smile, uncapped it, and then held it up so that I had a very good view of the slender steel pin.

“Straight in?” She asked rhetorically. “Or through and through?” She smiled wickedly. “You know, Bre. All you have to do is stop trying to cum.”

I shook my head, screeching through the gag, my words unintelligible. I was pleading with her not to pierce me again. And that was the second sensation. There were already six needles throbbing and burning in my nipples. Pain shot through my breasts, wrapping around my heart, and then colliding with the vibrations coming up from between my legs. I was a sodden mess, my pussy clenching and releasing, hips thrusting, every muscle tightening as I was forced toward another climax. Mistress Lucille bent over, her eyes locked on my left nipple. I felt the agonizing tug as she pulled on it with the other pins, pain shooting through me. Then came the fresh prick, the sharp puncturing sensation, and another piercing metal rod slid through my tit.

And that’s when I realized that the source of the loud and caustic sound, the one with underlying layers of agony and ecstasy, was just me.


Chapter One

Two weeks earlier…

“You what?” Julie said, looking across the breakfast table at me. The shocked expression on Julie’s face made it clear that she thought I was joking. Or possibly crazy. Or both. She was holding a baby in her arms, rocking him back and forth while he busily sucked on her breast, having his morning meal.

I swallowed and looked across at my friend and sometimes mistress. Julie was a thin woman with a slight frame and angular limbs. Her brown hair had been cut short and she’d gone from looking pretty to looking adorably cute. She was dressed in a maternity shirt and pregnancy had given her what puberty had failed to do. She now had respectable sized breasts and I couldn’t help feeling a tiny pang of jealousy for cute little Tanner, who now had his daily dose of Julie’s sweet curves.

Up to this point, my life had been sort of static. As a sexual submissive with a penchant for humiliation and masochism, my world had been divided between two dominant women. Julie, not to mention her husband, Mike the Hardware Guy, were focused on their new baby, as well as their own relationship, while my other mistress, who was my best friend and now former employer, was just as busy. Kari Anders was a successful interior designer, and between the dramatic increase in business over the last two years and having a husband of her own, I’d become a sort of third wheel in every sense of the world. The truth was that both of them were too busy to satisfy the constant cravings I felt. I took a deep breath, looked back at Julie, and repeated myself.

“I quit working for Kari. Lucille offered me a job and I took it.”

It’s not often that Julie is at a loss for words, but this was one of those moments. Shock turned to dismay, then to fury.

“A job? Is that what she called it? Are you fucking out of your mind?” She said angrily, half rising from her chair. I flinched, even though there was a table and a baby between us.

I nodded carefully. “Probably,” I admitted.

Julie sat back down and I could see the wheels turning behind her eyes. “No. Not a chance in hell. I won’t allow it. There is no way you are going to submit to that… that… bitch!”

I let out a frustrated sigh. Julie had no love for Lucille. And honestly, I didn’t either. The two had sparred over the last few years, both members of the Society of the Golden Rose, an upscale lesbian BDSM society club that shared a passion for sadism, nubile submissives, and profitable social networking. Lucille had spent much of her time attempting to subject me to more stringent sexual demands, as well as harder and crueller torments. Julie had responded by protecting me from most of it. So it was to be expected that she’d find my announcement to be something of a betrayal.

I looked away. Despite Julie’s declaration, the decision had already been made, and there was even a contract. I’d signed it right before having one of the most powerful orgasms of my life, after an afternoon of agonizing denial and almost constant sexual teasing. In hindsight, I might not have been in the right frame of mind at the time, but the contract release was explicit and favorable, so I couldn’t help forgiving Lucille for trying to take advantage of my… um… condition. The reality was that I’d wanted it. Why else had I accepted Lucille’s offer to let me visit her in the first place?

It’s not like I liked the woman.

“Breanne,” Julie said darkly, eyes narrowed. “You can’t possibly be serious. Lucille is a monster! Of all the mistresses of the Society that you could have chosen from, you went with the one woman who wants to make you scream with agony on a daily basis?” She shifted the baby to the other breast, wincing. “What the hell are you thinking?”

I took a deep breath. “Look, I know you’re angry. But…” I said, biting my lip hesitantly. “But you and Kari are busy. You’ve got Tanner,” I replied, gesturing at the fat little blob in her arms, greedily slurping away on a pink nipple. “Not to mention Mike. You don’t have time for me. And with Mike’s new job too, I’m just a third wheel.”

Julie’s mouth flickered downward and I saw the hurt expression on her face. That changed to guilt a moment later and she looked away. She knew I was right, even if she didn’t want to admit it outloud. I leaned forward, not angry, or hurt. Just wanting her to understand.

“Kari is the same way,” I continued. “She has Robert at home each night, and during the day we’re busy. We’re working.” I paused, another wave of guilt rushing through me. “I mean, she’s working.”

Julie shook her head. “I thought you liked your job. Kari was giving you your own projects.”

I sighed and sat back, crossing my arms over my chest. “I don’t want my own projects,” I groused. “I want it to be like it used to be.” I shook my head. “It’s changed, Julie. I used to be Kari’s assistant, which was a polite way of saying that she really didn’t need me to help her with her business. I was there as a toy. A sexual plaything. I was there to scratch her itch just as much as I wanted her to scratch mine. And even then it wasn’t enough. I had to have you on nights and weekends. I helped out a bit because it was interesting, but the reason I was there was always because she was satisfying me.” Even as the words left my mouth I knew how selfish they sounded. Kari was my best friend since sixth grade, and she’d been both lover and mistress.

I looked out the window, feeling a little sick to my stomach. To be honest, Kari had hired me because she liked the idea of having her own little fuck slut sitting in the lobby, ready for use at a moment’s notice. The whole thing was perfect for me. Almost constant sexual torment, and plenty of time to write out my little adventures. The fact that I was basically a BDSM whore was sort of beside the point. But that changed over the years. Now there wasn’t so much sex as there was interior design. And Kari was having me do my own projects! Meeting clients I was expected not to seduce and beg to spank me. It just wasn’t the same.

I leaned back with a sigh. “That’s changed too. Now she has so much business that she doesn’t even have time to design everything herself.” I tapped my chest. “She gave me my own accounts! Me!”

“What’s wrong with that?” Demanded Julie. “I thought you were happy!”

“I was!” I said in frustration. “And I wasn’t! Julie, I never wanted to be an interior designer!”

Julie rolled her eyes, still angry. “Well, I guess we know what you wanted, don’t we?”

Now it was my turn. My eyes narrowed. “We’ve always known,” I said darkly. “Always. It’s not like I’ve hid it from anyone! What else do I need to do? Tattoo ‘I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut’ on my chest for everyone to read? I write freaking books about it!”

Julie’s eyes narrowed angrily. “Breanne, why not just come to us and tell us that your needs aren't being met? You don’t have to go to this extreme. I’ll make time for you. Mike will make time for you. Hell, Savannah, or Sara will make time for you. Nick or Zack? We can satisfy your urges without you submitting to… to… that woman!”

Mistress Lucille.

I didn’t say anything. What was there to say? I knew that such arrangements would have been temporary. Sure, I’d get a month or two of satisfaction and then it would be an imposition. Savannah and Sara both had submissives of their own. Trying to satisfy a second girl with insatiable carnal appetites and a heavy penchant for sexual masochism, especially one like me, was not going to be easy. Nick? Nick had a full time job. Sure, I’d get some fun in the evenings and on the weekends, but what about during the day, when my blood was boiling? And Zack? Zack had moved away from Houston, his degree earned. Life happens. And then there was the fact that I was just as much a mother as Julie. Sure, mine was a fledgling teen instead of a hungry infant, but my daughter Rachel needed me at home in the evenings. Sort of. Really I was just there to make sure she did her homework and went to bed. But surely Julie understood that?

“What does Kari think of this?” Julie asked carefully.

I looked away. I didn’t want to think about Kari. The pain was still a little too fresh. Too raw. “Kari was… upset,” I said carefully.

Julie shifted Tanner again, but only because he had more fat on him than a T-Bone steak. I swear, he looked like a miniature Buddha. “I’ve never seen Kari angry, much less upset,” Julie replied, looking more sure of herself. “What did she say?”

I thought back to the conversation I’d had with my best friend, lover, mistress, and now former employer. “She was… disappointed.”

Truth be told, Kari hadn’t gotten angry with me at all. My own blonde goddess had merely stood there, her cream colored suit perfect and dazzling, gold glittering at her ears and throat, shell shocked. I’d waited, standing in front of her desk, dressed in one of the cheap, sleezy, and revealing outfits she’d bought for me, my slit stuffed with a massive vibrator, held in place with just a pair of panties, softly buzzing. The seconds had stretched into an entire minute.

“I see,” was all she’d said. Then she opened the portfolio she was working on and started. I waited, just in case, until she looked up. “Is there something else?”

I shook my head and went back to my desk.

“Well,” said Julie, pulling Tanner away from her breast and covering her nipple back up with her shirt. “You are a dumbass,” she said, clearly hurt. “I get it,” she added, pushing her chair back from the table and standing up. She grabbed her coffee mug and moved toward the pot, Tanner still in her arms. “You have needs. Major ones. But this… this is not a smart move.” She poured herself another cup and turned back toward me. “I realize that you know this, but there is more to BDSM than just the act of bringing someone satisfaction. Kari loves you. I love you.” She took a sip of her coffee. I could tell she was trying hard to choke down her fury, her hurt, her disappointment. “Lucille does not love you. She will love what she can do to you.” There was a very long pause.

I looked at Julie very directly. “And I will love what she does to me.”

“It won’t be enough,” Julie said darkly, shaking her head. “When do you start?”

“January third,” I replied. “New year kind of thing.”

Julie’s head came up. “Wow. So soon? How much notice did you give Kari?”

I frowned. “Kari released me the day I told her,” I replied, a little sadly.

“I’ll bet,” Julie replied. “What is Lucille going to do with Bethany?” Bethany was Lucille’s regular submissive. I wasn’t absolutely sure, so I shrugged.

“Retire her. She said that Beth was ready to stop being a submissive. Gradually though. Beth will still be living with Lucille, but I’ll be the one going to Society meetings”

“So you’re replacing Beth? Even at the Society?”

I smiled. “See? There is some good in it.” And there was. It meant I’d be attending the monthly meetings of the Society of the Golden Rose, a hedonistic delight for a BDSM whore like myself.

Julie rolled her eyes. “Breanne, you’ll belong to Lucille. Savannah and Sara won’t be able to protect you. And Isobel won’t. They’re going to torture you.”

I leaned back in my chair. “I can handle it.”

Julie sighed. “Until you can’t.”

Until I can’t. The words echoed in my head. I took a deep breath and stood up.

“Where are you going?” Julie asked, just a little surprised.

“Home,” I replied. “I just wanted to tell you in person. Not on the phone.”

Julie looked hurt. “Breanne, you don’t have to leave.”

I smiled, just a little wickedly. “I’m… a little… you know. If you’re interested in punishing me for my decision?”

Julie’s face fell. “Uh. Well, you… it’s… Tanner…” She shook her head in frustration. “Can you wait around? He’ll take a nap in about an hour. We’ll have…”

“Thirty? Forty minutes?” I asked sadly.

Julie bit her lip and I could see the mixed emotions on her face. Guilt. Fear. Sadness. Frustration. I stood up and grabbed my coat, swinging it around my naked body. I gave Julie a smile. “I still love you. When you are ready, I’ll be here. Okay?” I turned my back and headed toward the door.

Like with Kari, I didn’t want to look back at Julie. Not because I didn’t love them both. But because I didn’t want to see either of them crying.

Or maybe I didn’t want them to see my own tears.

***

January third was a rainy Monday morning and I navigated my Jeep Wrangler down the smooth concrete drives of the upscale neighborhood with my usual caution. Some of this was because the roads had been a little slick on the drive to Mistress Lucille’s house, but most of it had to do with my constant worry that someone was going to notice my state of attire. Or more accurately, the lack of it.

The fact that I was driving my white, soft top Jeep completely naked was not exactly surprising. I do it almost all the time, a result of one of the various stipulations that Kari had applied to the vehicle when she first gifted it to me. Granted, there was a soft gray summer dress in the seat next to me, for emergencies, not to mention my blue felt coat, but with the heat going, and the rain coming down, I should have felt marginally better. I sat in the driver’s seat shifting my hips back and forth, the full sensation of having the large and rather impressively wide vibrator fully stuffed into my sex. It wasn’t on, of course, but it was still a minor distraction.

If you’re shocked at that admission, don’t be. The first rule of being a nympho humiliation pain slut is that I’m supposed to keep my pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock. I’d prefer the real thing of course, but since that isn’t terribly realistic, Rule #1 goes on to say that I should use any objects or toys available to keep myself wet, ready, and sexually excited.

Which as usual, I was.

Hopefully you know all about me already. It’s not like my life is a secret. But if not then I suppose you need to know that I’m a NHPS - a nympho humiliation pain slut. I’m addicted to sex, or more accurately the orgasms that come with great sex. That’s the nympho part. As for humiliation… well, I discovered at an early age that being embarrassed, especially sexually, in public, was a really good way to supercharge those orgasms. Add in a touch (or more) of sexualized masochism and some bondage and discipline and suddenly I’m reeling from one orgasmic climax to another. That’s my defining trait. I’m always wet. Always wanting. Always greedy for more. It borders on a psychological condition, or maybe even a physical one.

If you’re curious about the more mundane aspects of my person, you need to know that I’m about five foot four and a quarter, on the smaller side of petite, but with wide hips and a bosom that is too large for my frame. Naturally I have mousy brown hair, but I dye it red. Fire engine red. Kari says it’s because I’m also an attention whore and red hair attracts the eyes, encouraging people to look at me. I’m not much into jewelry, but my earlobes are pierced, as are both my nipples. The ears were by my choice. The tips of my breasts… not so much. Still, I’ve adapted to the accessorizing and the two silver barbels going through the tips looked stylish. My fingernails are painted to match my hair and I’m neither fat nor thin. I eat tons of rabbit food to keep my waist from ballooning out.

I pulled into the driveway of Mistress Lucille’s house, feeling a sort of trepidation that was one part excitement, one part disbelief that I was actually here, doing this, and one part revulsion. Lucille and I had known each other for about eight or nine years and it had not been a good, healthy relationship. As one of the original members of the Society of the Golden Rose, Lucille had been part of the first iteration of the social club, where some disturbing abuse had been tolerated. Kari had put a stop to that and because Lucille hadn’t technically participated in it, she remained an active member. That said, Lucille still was considered one of the more sadistic mistresses of the current membership, with a penchant for leaving heavy welts and dark bruises.

And I’d vexed her. Repeatedly. It had almost become a sort of adversarial relationship. Lucille despised my snarky and irreverent attitude and worked tirelessly to have me punished for it, while first Kari, and then Julie, stood in her way, muting Lucille’s calls to have me bound spread-eagled, or hung upside down, hands bound behind my back, while the assembled mistress took a quirt to my breasts, bottom, feet and pussy. A quirt, then hot wax, then a sap, then a whip. Lucille believes very strongly in corrective measures. Of course being stymied every time she was around me created a sort of obsession. I shamelessly mouthed off in front of her, and she wouldn’t get to punish me for it. At least, never more than Julie would allow.

When Julie stepped down from the Society, little did any of us know that a global pandemic was just three months away. Lucille had been given a little taste of me without my usual protectors standing guard when I was invited back to a few Society Meetings, not as a submissive, but as a sex object to be used. Then, when I was suffering from depression during the lockdown, and neither Julie nor Kari would let me out of quarantine, I did something I should not have done.

I called Mistress Lucille.

It was wrong. I knew it then. I know it now. But you have to understand, I was mad with desire. With need. I was desperate. I may also have been suffering from depression. Possibly. Regardless, I’d called the one mistress I thought would help me. Lucille laid out her demands then and despite her wanting to violate my set limits, I agreed, violating quarantine and sneaking out of my apartment to find her waiting. It had been a grueling three hours and I’d been forced through multiple orgasms. It was also the first time that anyone had broken my “no-bleeding” limit and pushed needles through my nipples.

It was awful. I had bruises, welts, and other marks. I’d ached for days after it. But the orgasms… all of them had been so powerful, so overwhelming, so perfectly intense, that days later I was masturbating to the memory, wishing I was on my back, stretched out with my legs spread, my clit being beaten with a sap, my insides vibrating, all while Mistress Lucille pushed more pins through my tits.

And that is seriously fucked up.

Julie had been furious when she found out. Kari had been… displeased. Both of them tried to give me more attention and for a while, that worked. But as business at Kari’s interior design firm picked up as quarantine released, I went from being her secretary fuck slut to being an actual partner. Suddenly I was meeting clients on my own, and not to seduce them and let them use me. I was showing them material samples and talking about color choices.

Dare I say it? I had a briefcase and a freaking tertiary color wheel.

It just wasn’t enough. And when Lucille had invited me over for a date I’d accepted it. I knew it would hurt. I knew she would abuse me, but I didn’t care. I wanted to be abused. I wanted it to hurt. All because I knew the resulting climax would satisfy the overwhelming craving I had. I just didn’t expect it to become a job offer.

And now I really am a whore. Paid to serve in a sexual manner.

I pulled my jeep up in front of the detached garage. Lucille was clearly wealthy, even more so than Kari, who I knew lived a semi-frugal lifestyle despite the fact she was worth a million or so. The house itself was gargantuan, and I don’t use that word lightly or frequently. A mix of limestone and brick, the structure sat on a two acre lot with sculpted landscaping, a pool, inground spa, and two fountains, expressing an opulence that I wasn’t uncomfortable dealing with, thanks to working with Kari, but still had trouble functioning in.

The rain wasn’t heavy, but the last thing I wanted to do was show up wet and shivering at the back door. The best I was going to be able to do though, was cut out the wet part, since it was made very clear to me that arriving out of uniform would merit immediate punishment. I took a deep breath and reached over into the side seat, picking up the two sets of crimson leather bondage cuffs that I’d been given.

They were custom made and very robust. As I buckled each one around a wrist or ankle, I couldn’t help feeling that the heavy knot that had formed in my stomach was something of a warning. Lucille was a sadist, and not one that just played around a little bit. She was darkly serious and got off on the screams, shrieks, and wails of her submissive. I’d literally seen her one day stradling Bethany’s face, all while repeatedly striking poor Beth’s clit with a whip. Lucille had only stopped once Beth had licked Lucille into an orgasm. Beth had been too tender afterward to even tolerate the soft touch of another submissive’s tongue.

I grabbed my umbrella and popped open the door, feeling the cold water splatter on my shoulder. The huge dildo I’d pushed inside of myself as I’d driven over started to slide out of my cunt and I grabbed hold of it, quickly dumping it into the cup holder in the center console. For those of you wondering why I didn’t clean it… well… It was too thick. I’d need a pharyngeal jaw to get that monster cock in my mouth. Thus properly attired, wearing nothing but a pair of sandals on my feet and two sets of scarlet bondage cuffs, I went up to the gate, typed the code I’d been given, and entered the Lioness’ den.


Chapter Two

I’m not ashamed to admit that I hurried. It was cold outside and goosebumps appeared on my skin within about five steps of getting out of my jeep. As the rain splattered on the umbrella, I realized that me being wet wasn’t going to be something I could avoid, mostly because I could feel the juices soaking my pussy in expectation. I was nervous and excited and maybe even a bit terrified. What was Lucille going to do to me? Would I be screaming in agony or ecstasy? What diabolical torments did she have planned for her new nympho humiliation pain slut?

The wetness coating my upper thighs chilled me even more and my nipples hardened into a pair of tight little pebbles sitting in a circle of pink. I skirted the back of the three car garage, glancing only tangentially at the pool and covered spa, and quickly skipped across the aggregated concrete deck to the back door of the garage. Another code, a different code, let me enter and even though the garage wasn’t warm, the difference in temperature was significant. I sighed in relief, shook my umbrella out, and then tucked it in a corner. I ignored the vehicles parked in the garage, though I suppose it's worth noting she had a Lexus SUV, a Porsche 911, and a black Cadillac Sedan. I’m not much of a car person.

I entered through the mudroom, which was as big as the kitchen in my apartment. Here I took off my shoes, sticking my sandals in one of the available cubbies. Still naked except for the bondage cuffs, I went through the next door and found myself in Lucille’s kitchen.

The place was huge and would have been sufficient to do prep work for a small diner or cafe. There was a double fridge with french doors, a double oven, two microwaves, and a six burner gas stove with a center griddle and grill. I’d been given a peek into the pantry, which was as big as my bedroom closet at home and I’d not been surprised to find that a portion had been turned into a wine rack. Lucille had a thing for reds, especially merlot, a commonality between us that I now found disturbing.

We liked the same kind of wine? Bizarre.

I hesitated in the kitchen for only a moment, then with an eye on the clock, proceeded down the hall, past the dining room, and into the living quarters wing, past the playroom, the media room, her office, and Bethany’s room, all the way down to Lucille’s private gym.

The room itself was huge. Everything you’d expect at your local fitness center was there, from rowing machine to treadmill, to a rack of expensive free weights. Lucille clearly had a wide variety of physical fitness interests, since I spotted a pilates ball, yoga matts, heavy ropes, as well as a weight machine with five different stations. The walls were mostly mirrored, but there were a few cabinets sitting around, including one that sported a faucet, sink, and paper cups.

But there was something else about gym, something that didn’t quite sit right with me. Not when Bethany had shown it to me right after I’d accepted the position, and certainly not now that I was there, albeit a little early, for my first day of whoring for Lucille.

There was a sexual nature to the room.

It might have been the various dildos scattered around. Or the fact that there was a tack mat with gold pins pushed through the rubber waiting for me a few feet in. A bucket full of rope, useless for exercise, would be perfect to bind some waiting girl’s breasts up into a tight harness. A more careful inspection showed clamps attached to chains, leather binding belts, and even a few paddles and whips tucked into various nooks and crannies, undoubtedly to provide the appropriate motivation to recalcitrant fitness trainees. A sybian sat in one corner, raised up on a padded mat, a rather impressive rubber phallus pointing straight upward.

“What the hell am I doing here?” I whispered to myself, looking around the room.

“Submitting yourself to my desires,” came a very firm, very confident voice behind me. I whirled and found myself looking up into Lucille’s face, her dark flashing eyes looking down at my nudity with a leering hunger. “I’m glad to see you made it on time,” Lucille said simply, moving past me into the gym. Her hand snapped hard against my ass and I yelped as the sting shot through my buttock. “Though I’m surprised that a whore like yourself can even get to work on time. I had thought that I’d be punishing you first thing this morning.”

I didn’t reply, but instead looked straight ahead, trying not to let my mouth get me into trouble. She gave me an expectant look, which turned into surprise when I didn’t respond.

“Get on your knees and spread your legs as wide as possible,” Lucille ordered. I dropped down obediently as she walked in front of me. She was wearing a pair of tight pink yoga pants that cupped her bottom perfectly, and I could even see the outline of her petals, a lush and impressive camel toe. In her right hand was a pair of plastic objects and I recognized them almost immediately. Vibroballs. Wireless ones.

She knelt down on one knee and our eyes met. Her smile was wicked and with the vibroballs in her palm, she cupped my pussy with her hand. I gasped as she teased me, awakening a fresh surge of girl goo as my body trembled with need. Slowly she pushed the two ovoid objects into my slit, settling them deep as I struggled to hold still and not thrust into her hand like a… like a… whore.

Lucille pulled a remote out of her pocket as she pulled her hand away and almost immediately I felt the soft, familiar vibration settling deep inside my sex. Almost instantly I felt energized and my hips began grinding as the tiny pussyquake fed the beast inside me. I tried to steady my breathing as Lucille pocketed the remote again, then took a step back.

“Stretch with me,” she ordered. She spread her legs and began bending.

I followed along as best I could, but I realized something quickly. Lucille was not only in better shape than I was, but she was more flexible as well. And I do yoga! Half way through her routine I was panting laboriously, feeling the burn in my calves, arms, and chest. I struggled to keep up and when she began a series of ballistic stretches, I fell out of position. I grinned up at her, both surprised and impressed.

“Wow, you must be giving Georgia a run for her money!” I panted, referring to one of the submissives in the Society who also happened to be a yoga instructor.

Almost immediately Lucille straightened. She stepped right up to me, eyes flashing. “Close your eyes,” she ordered.

I blinked, just a little confused as to what happened, but like any good employee who had been given a direct order from their supervisor, I closed my eyes. Which is why I was totally unprepared for the vicious slap she laid across my bosom.

A sharp stinging pain seemed to explode against my left breast and it traveled across my pierced nipple to the right and my body twisted from the force of the blow. I yelped, my arms coming up in a protective curl, only to find Lucille’s arm in the way. Even as my eyes snapped open, her steel like fingers closed down on my left nipple, pinching it tightly and twisting. The pain was so intense that I grabbed her wrist and my knees buckled. My wail filled the gym and she followed me to the ground, kneeling as the hurt swirled through me. I let out a sob, kicking wildly, only to feel her let go and grab me by the hair.

“I will explain this just once,” Lucille hissed, pulling my head back. “You will remain silent unless you are responding to a direct order or query. You will use minimum words. You will use my title in every sentence you utter to me or about me. The only sounds you are permitted to make without permission or being addressed, is to whimper, moan, cry out, or scream. Do you understand?”

I blinked the tears out of my eyes and nodded frantically, but Lucille lifted her hand and hit my breast again. I flinched and bleated, only to feel her fingers tighten even more.

“Do you understand?” She asked again.

“Yes! Yes Mistress!” I practically gushed.

“Spread your legs,” she ordered.

I rushed to do it, spreading myself open. Her left hand still held me by the hair.

“Wider,” Lucille ordered.

I whimpered, feeling the strain in my thighs as I struggled to obey her command.

“More,” she hissed. I pointed my toes, lifting my hips. My slit was still buzzing and she raised her right hand above my pussy. I almost panicked as I realized what she was about to do.

“I want you to understand something,” Mistress Lucille said, her mouth right by my ear. “I’m going to hurt you. Every day you are here. And not just a little. I’m going to hurt you until you are sobbing. I am going to hurt you with purpose. But you will be the one who decides which purpose. If you mouth off to me like you did to Kari and Julie, the purpose will be punishment, to correct your behavior into something more appropriate for a submissive. But if you obey me, and watch your mouth, and serve with respect, then the purpose of the pain will be to enhance the sexual torment pushing you into orgasm. Do you understand?”

I nodded frantically. “Yes Mistress!”

“I’m going to spank your hot little pussy now. You will keep your legs open and resist closing your legs. Each spank will reduce the number of nympho humiliation pain slut pushups you’re about to do by five.”

I sat there, head still yanked back, staring up at her, shaking. My legs were stretched open and I sucked in another gulp of air. “Yes, Mistress,” I whimpered.

Lucille hit me, right between the legs. My knees jerked and as the pain exploded through my groin it was a miracle that I didn’t close up just from the reflex reaction. I squealed and kicked, but didn’t protect myself and then I felt her fingers pushing into me, tapping the vibroballs inside my sex. Suddenly it wasn’t just pain, but pleasure surging through my loins and I pushed upward into her hand with desperation.

That earned me another spank, just as hard as the first and I felt my knees jerk. Fresh agony surged up through my sex, only to have her start rubbing my clit in circles. A third stroke fell and one foot moved inward, but I stopped it. Heat seemed to burst between my legs and then she was plunging a single finger into my depths, pumping vigorously, pushing around the vibroballs. The second my whimpers turned to moans, she drew it out, lifted her hand, and gave me another vicious, stinging spank.

Pussy juice splattered across my thighs and I found my hands flailing, struggling not to cover my sex as I strained not to close my legs. The hurt was so thick and solid that I found myself pounding a fist against the floor, bracing myself for the next spank.

It seemed like she was hitting me harder and somewhere just under ten she landed such a forceful blow that my body took control. I screamed, clutching at my sex as my knees came slamming together and I rolled into a fetal position, pussy pounding. Lucille let my hair go and then the damn vibroballs surged into high. I trembled, my central nervous system totally unprepared for the dual sensation of being hurt and feeling pleasure, from the exact same damn spot. I lay there quivering as Lucille stood up and walked over to the rubber tack mat. She picked it up and then brought it back to where I was laying. It slapped down on the floor next to me.

“Nine. That removed forty-five of seventy-five pushups you were going to have to do. That leaves thirty. Today is cardio. I’m going to do my run. Two miles. It will take me just under twenty minutes. If you haven’t completed all thirty of your pushups by the time I’m done, the spanking I just gave your cunt will be nothing compared to what I’m going to do to your tits.”

She didn’t give me the opportunity to reply. She just walked over to the treadmill, pressed a few buttons, and then climbed on. In less than thirty seconds she was running. I pushed myself up from the padded floor. Thirty NHPS pushups? I let out a whimper. Could she be any crueler? I reached out and tugged the tack mat over.

Kari had replaced the old tack mat Julie’s husband had made for me years before with an inverted yoga mat. The rigid plastic spikes on the underside were more than sufficient to provide some serious discomfort without me running the risk of having my breasts cut or punctured by sharp metal pins. Evidently Lucille didn’t mind me running those kinds of odds and gingerly I placed a hand on the mat, pressing down.

“Ouch!” I exclaimed in surprise, yanking my hand back and looking at it. Dozens of little red dots, each forming a depression in my palm, covered my hand. I glanced back at Lucille. She either didn’t hear my outburst, didn’t care, or maybe it met her requirements of a whimper, moan, cry, or a scream. I bit my lip and then got on my knees. Lucille’s eyes flickered over to me as I positioned the tack mat horizontally, then knelt over it, my breasts dangling down. I looked up at her, then stretched out, knees on the floor, my ankles crossed, my arms supporting my upper body over the tack mat. Then I dropped down.

The prickling sensation that crawled across my bosom was distinctly uncomfortable and as I rested my entire upper body weight on my breasts, I could feel the sharp points of the pins digging into my chest. Carefully, I brought my arms backward, touching my ass and making my boobs hurt even more. I held the position for a full breath, then quickly put my hands back down, lifting myself up off the tack mat with a mewl of pain.

The damn thing stuck to my tits but then fell. I held myself up for a moment, and as Lucille’s feet began pounding on the treadmill, I lowered my poor breasts back down. The sharp little spikes bit into me and I let out another whimper.

Over and over again I used my own body weight to mash my chest down onto the tack mat. It was physically demanding, but the constant vibration of the two motor filled balls inside me kept me right on the edge, giving me the strength to power through the hurt. Each “pushup” was slower than the one before it as I tenderized my breasts. I was right around the twenty-eighth pushup when Lucille slowed and began walking. I wasn’t sure if that meant I was safe, or if I’d screwed up, but my breasts felt like I’d been dragging them over a cheese grater. I hurriedly did the last two or three, crying out in relief as I lifted myself for the last time and rolled over onto my back. For a second I lay there, then remembered that my new mistress was watching me. I spread my legs open.

Lucille stepped down from the treadmill and grabbed a nearby hand towel. She mopped at her face and then looked down at me.

“They look nicely tenderized,” she said with evident pleasure. “It won’t be a daily thing, but you will most certainly see the tack mat again.”

Panting, I looked up at her. “Yes Mistress.” I felt my pussy tighten and I struggled not to thrust my hips. Or close my legs.

“I’m going to do a few reps with the free weights. Get on the treadmill. I want you to walk a mile. Fifteen minutes, so set it to at least 3.5 miles per hour. Understood?”

I nodded, but also spoke. “Yes Mistress.”

Lucille smiled and moved away. It took me a moment but I gathered myself up and moved to the treadmill. It was a new model and it took me a moment to figure out the buttons. I started it up and Lucille came back over.

“Safety is important, Breanne. Make sure you utilize the emergency stop line.” She grabbed the big red clothespin type clamp which led to the emergency stop button. She held it out and I took it, my feet already slapping down on the moving belt.

“Mistress? I’m not wearing any clothes. The clip won’t hook to the bondage cuffs.”

I’d meant the protest to get her to let me not use it. Instead, Lucille’s eyes darkened.

“Had you done the best you could, it would have been your decision. Now it’s mine.” She reached up, hit the pause button, and the entire treadmill came to a stop. Then she took the clip, pinched it open, and to my horror, moved it up between my legs.

It locked down on my clitoris and the resulting pinch almost sent me through the roof. I groaned pitifully, my pussy buzzing and throbbing, and when Lucille hit the start button again, I grimaced as the dangling weight on my clit sent a fresh surge of that same uncomfortable arousal through my body. She watched momentarily as I began waddling, my legs bowing out to keep the clip from digging into my thighs.

“Quite fetching,” she commented, then walked away, going to the free weights. She picked up a twenty pound barbell and began doing curls, eyeing me the entire time. About a quarter mile in I felt the vibroballs slow down, then a few minutes later shut off all together. That didn’t help, especially because each step made the stupid clamp on my clit wiggle and pull and tug. My thighs were slick with juice and when I hit my mile mark I looked up and called out to Lucille.

“Mistress? I’ve walked one mile,” I said.

Lucille looked up. “Good. Don’t turn off the treadmill. Just spread your legs to either side.” She set down the weight she was holding and walked over as I put my bare feet on the edges of the belt. The walking surface continued to flow beneath me.

“Now,” she said softly. “Remove the clamp from your clit…”

I began reaching down.

“...without using your hands.”

Well. Fuck.

Slowly I began backing up, watching with growing alarm as the string between the clamp and the emergency stop button grew tauter. I grimaced as the clamp pulled and I even let out a soft cry of pain as I backed far enough up to make the treadmill stop. I stood at the end, legs still spread obnoxiously wide, the clip still hanging from my clitoris, as little droplets of girl goo fell down upon the treadmill belt.

“Keep going,” urged Lucille viciously. “Or do you need additional motivation? Those pin pricked titties of yours look like they could use a proper whipping.”

I backed up, stepping off the treadmill. The large plastic clip snapped off my clitoris and  stung like the dickens as it landed on the belt. I put both hands between my legs, wincing.

“See?” chuckled Lucille. “You can be taught.” She leaned down, picked up the clamp and put it back in place. I almost responded to that but thought better of it.

“We will work out together each morning. I expect you to improve your physical fitness. Especially stretches. I require a great deal of physical dexterity from you since I will be tying you up in some very exposed and uncomfortable positions. You’ll need to be able to handle those.”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied. “I can already do the splits,” I assured her.

“So you can,” Lucille replied. “And every time I see you with your legs spread like that, do you know what I want to do to your cunt?”

I swallowed. I could feel my blood boiling. I wanted to cum. “Yes Mistress,” I whispered. “The same thing I want you to do to me.”

Standing there, naked except for the bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles, stuffed with the silent vibroballs and still desperate, I spread my legs. Maybe she would let me cum.

Lucille laughed and suddenly she kissed me, right on the lips. Her hand came up between my legs and she thrust her fingers into my slit, rubbing and fucking me. It was a brutal kiss too, passionate and hard and she left me breathless and trembling when she let go and pulled her hand away. I rolled my hips in frustration as she gave me a smile.

“I need a shower. Follow,” she said.

With my sex brimming with need I padded after my new mistress. We exited the gym and turned toward the master suite, only to run into Bethany in the hallway. She was nude, wearing a black collar around her throat and the second she saw Lucille she dropped to her knees and spread her thighs wide. It was a perfectly serviceable position and her averted eyes made her subservience clear. Lucille passed her without a word. The second after though, Bethany looked up at me and the clear animosity on her face was more than enough to startle me.

Did she think I was replacing her?

I passed Bethany without a word and a moment later stepped into the most lavish master suite I’d ever been in.

I normally would have said something about the king sized bed dominating the room, but the truth was that it didn’t. In fact, it seemed a little undersized. Lucille had a full bedroom suite with seven pieces that undoubtedly cost fifty grand. At minimum. She also didn’t favor antiques, even replicas, instead going for a more modernist look with varying shades of gray (yes, the irony is not lost on me,) all the way to solid black. The only “white” in the room would come from the lighting. Besides the table lamps on the matching nightstands, there were sconce lights around the room.

My discerning eye also noticed a few “customized” aspects to her furniture. For example, the headboard sported some rather odd, aftermarket brackets, undoubtedly to serve as binding points. There was a black metal ring hanging from the beam above the bed. And I spotted the end of a thick, black, nylon rope that was peeking out from under the mattress skirt. Evidently playtime wasn’t only for the gym and dungeon.

Lucille glided through the bedroom to the master bath and only my exposure through Kari’s interior design business allowed me to function without gaping. She had a jacuzzi big enough for four people. The shower was huge, with not one, or two, but three showerheads, one of them being an expensive Kohlar rain shower. There were two vanities, one clearly used by Lucille, the other empty except for a few strange sculpture pieces made of blackened wrought iron. I stood there, watching as Lucille stripped out of her exercise clothes until I was literally wearing more than she was.

“Let’s take those cuffs off,” she said.

I lifted my hands and watched patiently as she undid the buckles. The crimson leather was pulled free and for a moment I thought she was going to kneel down to get my ankles. Instead she ordered me to lie down on the small rug, on my tummy, and lift my feet into the air. I did exactly what I was told to do, once more spreading my legs. Lucille jammed her bare foot right up into my crotch, her toes wiggling against my soaked petals as she unbuckled the ankle cuffs. I groaned as another wave of need ran through me. Then I found myself waiting as she ran the water in the shower, still on my tummy, feet up in the air, knees spread wide apart. She moved back to the vanity for a moment, grabbing hold of the vibroball controller and I felt the oscillations in my pussy start up again. After a minute I started twitching my hips. I still hadn’t cum and I was starting to feel just a little irritated about that. Maybe even a touch irrational. I wanted to put a hand down between my legs and touch myself.

“Stand up, slut.”

I bit my lip but got to my feet, surprised to see that she had a very different set of bondage cuffs in her hand. These were rubber and webbing, with plastic clips and embedded rings. I held out my wrists and she quickly wrapped the new cuffs around my wrists, clipping them together. It wasn’t very secure, but I got the message. I was still expected to be bound. Then Lucille pulled me into the shower with her.

“Bethany is taller than you, but reach up and see if you can get the ring of your cuffs on that hook,” she said, pointing to a metal attachment mounted near the top of the shower. I stepped over to the wall and stood on tiptoe, lifting my hands high above my head. I felt the hook with my fingers but it took a great deal of strain to get the metal rings on the cuffs to slip over the protrusion. I managed, but only barely. Then I realized that I was going to slip.

“Can this support my weight?” I gasped as my footing started to go.

Lucille’s answer was impactful. I mean that literally. She slapped my breasts. My already spanked and pin pricked breasts. My feet went out from under me and I hung from the hook, my toes pointed and struggling for purchase on the slippery tile. My side hit the wall and suddenly I was under the sprayer, hot water splashing down on my wriggling frame. I blinked water out of my eyes and looked at Lucille, just a little shocked.

“Obviously,” she said scornfully. “And you failed to use my title.” She lifted her right hand, curling her middle finger against her thumb, and brought it up to my right breast. She flicked my nipple hard enough to make me yelp. I clenched my teeth together as she did the other nipple, then went back to the right one. Four hard flicks to the tips of my breasts and when she was done I was close to tears. Again.

Or maybe I was crying, and just couldn’t tell under the downpour.

“I would say that I hope you learn proper behavior quickly, but frankly, failure means I get to punish you more, so I don’t really care.” She flicked my nipples again a few times, then grabbed the soap and proceeded to liberally wash me down. It was a rough process, her fingers kneading my breasts and buttocks, pressing in between my legs and then into the crack of my ass. She even pushed her soapy fingers into my bottom, all the way up to the knuckle. It wasn’t sex, but my body couldn’t tell the difference and I found myself thrusting against her, writhing with need as she washed me. Lucille seemed to instinctively know how I was feeling, or maybe she was just very good at reading body language. Either way, she pulled her sudsy hands away from me just as I got close to the tipping point. Mewling with frustration, I dangled from the hook, my toes only able to support a small portion of my weight. Then she pulled the showerhead off the wall and rinsed me close, the piping hot water stinging my skin. It felt abrasive. At least until she turned it upward, pointing it right between my legs.

I gasped, eyes widening as the strong spray struck my labia and clitoris. She moved it around in a circle, but then went right back to my clit. I sucked in a sharp breath, my chest heaving. Her other hand came up, grabbing hold of my tit, her fingers tightening on my nipple.

“Are you close?”

I nodded frantically. “Yes Mistress! Please? Oh my God! I’m close! Please may I cum?”

Lucille let out a little laugh. “If you can,” she hissed. I felt the pressure on my nipple increase and she moved the sprayer closer. It was so intense! My clit flapped back and forth under the onslaught of water and I screeched, teeth clenched tight. Lucille started to twist my nipple, not far, but in this back and forth sort of movement that sent sparks shooting up through my body. Suddenly I was there, on the edge, my body trembling with need. I could feel the gaping chasm of orgasm just there, a few feet away as I dangled on the edge.

Lucille let go of my breast and jammed her free hand up between my legs. Her finger slid into me, her palm mashed against my clitoris, and I felt her touch the vibrating balls inside me. I jerked, moaning as she tilted her hand and the sprayer once more hit my clit. I kicked, both feet, dangling from my wrists, covered in water and soap, and exploded right into Lucille’s hand, screaming in ecstasy.

Any addict will tell you that there is a moment where they get their fix, when everything is right with the world. Your mind begins to float and your body is filled with nothing but perfection. Colors and lights and sounds are more vibrant. Sensations are exotic and explosive and wonderful. I tightened like a bow string and then, as the arrow was released, I trembled violently and felt the overwhelming surge of pleasure.

She rinsed me off as I hung there, panting from exertion, my head a swirl of euphoria. Then she put the shower sprayer back in the holder and proceeded to wash herself, ignoring me. The vibroballs continued buzzing inside my sex while I watched her, water dripping from my eyelashes.

And I was satisfied.


Chapter Three

A million different things went through my head as I knelt in the bedroom, watching Mistress Lucille dress. Most of my thoughts focused on how I was feeling physically and I admit that while I was mostly satisfied on a sexual level, the toll on my body had been intense. A quick inventory while Lucille was in the closet, donning a pair of tan slacks and a pretty, ivory colored blouse, made it clear that marks were going to be a regular thing. My breasts still sported a plethora of small, red dots from the repeated mashing on the spiked tack mat during Lucille’s exercise session. Both nipples were sore from being flicked and slapped, not to mention pinched and twisted multiple times. My pussy was in better shape, though the hard spanking she’d given me during the stretches had left my labia reddened and slightly swollen. Having my clit beaten, clamped, stretched, and then sprayed with water had forced me into orgasm, but also left that tender little nub highly sensitized, a fact that I was now starting to realize.

“Get up,” Lucille ordered, stepping over to me. I stood obediently, without opening my mouth for a change. Lucille eyed me carefully, maybe expecting a flippant remark, then pointed at her bed. “Lay on your back, with your feet hanging off the side of the bed, your arms raised above your head.” She didn’t wait for me to do it, but marched off, heading back to the bathroom. I climbed up onto the bed, trying not to rumple the covers, which were pulled up and exquisitely made. I stretched out, letting my heels hang off the side and lifted my hands above my head. Then, as an afterthought, I spread my legs too.

Inside me the vibroballs continued to buzz, the level set to low, which kept me wet and in the mood, but didn’t push me toward another one of those mind-blowing orgasms I’m so fond of. I concentrated on breathing slow and steady and closed my eyes for only a moment, only to hear Lucille come back into the bedroom. I looked at her, half expecting to see a whip or a flogger, but instead she only held the crimson colored bondage cuffs. Without a word complimenting me on having my legs properly spread, she began securing the leather to my ankles, then rounded the bed to do my wrists. She disappeared back into the closet and brought out a pair of high heels.

They were open toed and the color was the same as the cuffs. More intriguing was the fact that they clearly were made to accompany the cuffs and as Lucille put the shoes on my feet, there was a click as a small metal clip connected to the leather manacles. It almost looked like the cuff was part of the shoe, but then I realized that no one would think that. I looked exactly like someone ready to be bound open, spread-eagled and ravished. I looked up at Lucille, hoping that my spread open position would encourage her to do something, like stick her tongue in my slit, or shove a dildo into me. Hell, I’d even have taken another pussy spanking!

“Stand up,” she ordered once the shoes were on. I sat up, then got to my feet. The heels were high, but not stupidly high and I realized that the arch support was only an inch wide. Kari would have loved seeing these shoes on me. With that thought I felt a pang of guilt. I hadn’t spoken to my best friend in over a week and I suddenly felt… not homesickness per se, but a longing to be back at Kari’s office, preferably naked and stretched out on the conference room table with Kari looming over me, that twinkle in her eye. It almost made me cry. I took a deep breath and straightened up, standing in front of Lucille, hands behind my head, back straight, legs spread.

“We will be going out today, first for lunch, then for one of my classes. You will follow every order given to you immediately, and without contemplation.”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

Mistress Lucille leaned a little closer to me. “Do you understand what that means? Without contemplation?”

I nodded, then winced. “Um… no.”

She held out a piece of cloth and I took it. It unfolded into a silk robe, Japanese in style. It was artistic, with a detailed flower pattern with various shades of green and red flowers. I pulled it on, finding it insanely soft, and quite comfortable.

“It means that whatever I order you to do, should be done without you thinking about it. For example, if I order you to take off the robe, and we happen to be in the middle of the mall, you will do it immediately, without hesitation. There will be no tolerance for you thinking about the consequences of following my order.”

She reached out and grabbed the front of the robe and closed it over my body, tying the matching belt across my waist. I realized only belatedly that the hem of the robe barely came down mid-thigh, and that the front slipped significantly to reveal a great deal of cleavage. With the crimson colored shoes and bondage cuffs on the ankle and wrist, the whole ensemble made me look like the product of a high dollar pimp, hawking me out to the highest bidder.

When Lucille produced the matching collar, complete with a ring on the front, I knew I was in for a rough afternoon. The leash didn’t help and with the vibroballs still buzzing inside me, she led me out of the bedroom and through the house, all the way to the garage. She opted for the Lexus, which suited me just fine, since being higher would benefit me and the tint on the window made it almost impossible to see into. She pulled me over to the front seat passenger door and opened it, gesturing me to climb in.

As I sat, I felt the silk robe slide up over my buttocks, the material not long enough to actually cover my bottom. For a moment I contemplated letting her know about my tendency to soak most seats, but as she shut the door on me and rounded the front, I shrugged. She had the money to treat the leather. It was her problem. She got in behind the other wheel and the garage door started to open.

“Untie the front of your kimono,” she ordered, her foot already pressing down on the accelerator. The Lexus pulled out onto the driveway and she headed for the roadway, even as I undid the robe. I didn’t open it though. If Lucille was going to micromanage me I wasn’t going to help her in the least. The seatbelt held the silk fronts over my breasts sufficiently well that except for my lap, there really wasn’t anything to see. I kept my thighs firmly pressed together though.

“When we are driving anywhere,” Lucille said as she turned onto the street, “you will spread your legs wide and masturbate. Edging only. No orgasms. If you cum you’ll be punished.”

I gulped. “Yes Mistress,” I replied. With no options, I spread my legs and put a hand down over my slit. My fingers started tracing soft circles over my nub and I let out a tiny moan. “Mistress? May I ask a question?”

Lucille gave me a look. “I suppose I have to allow that, but if it’s sarcastic or impolite or disobedient, then I will make this afternoon’s torment twice as brutal.”

I licked my lips hesitantly. “Have I done something to upset Bethany?”

Lucile’s fingers tightened on the wheel. “Yes,” she said simply. “And no. It’s a complicated issue.”

I felt my pussy responding to my touch, tightening and pulsing around the vibroballs and I resisted the urge to slip a finger or two into the wet crevasse. “I don’t understand,” I replied softly, still rubbing at my slit.

Lucille took a moment but then seemed to soften, just a bit. “Bethany has been with me for almost twelve years, Bre. She’s become hardened against the kinds of things I like to do, and she’s older than you, by almost a decade. She’s lost much of the urge for sexual satisfaction and meeting my needs has become a chore, rather than a matching perversion.”

I slid a finger into myself and damned if my entire sex didn’t clench down. I swallowed, both from what Lucille had said and what I was feeling. “So, she’s mad at me because I’m replacing her?”

Lucille looked over at me. “You are not replacing her. Bethany cannot be replaced,” she said firmly. “You are here, on a trial basis, to allow her to seek a new path.” Then Lucille grinned. “Bethany also despises you on a personal level.”

“What? Why?” I blurted out, just a little surprised.

She laughed. “Because you’re a smart ass. You’re brash, incorrigible, obnoxious, arrogant, and rude. And that would be more than enough. But mostly she hates you because you can do what she can’t.”

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Cum from being hurt,” Mistress Lucille said firmly. My finger wriggled inside me and for a moment I cringed. I pulled out and just rubbed the wetness along my petals. Lucille’s lips pressed together. “Beth responds well to alternating between pain and pleasure. I can hurt her, which she bears, so long as afterward I bring her to orgasm immediately afterward. The pain itself is something she endures. It provides a counterpoint to her sexual satisfaction. Or at least, it used to. You on the other hand, provided that the pain is inflicted certain ways, will literally cum from that stimulation, all by itself.” She glanced over at me again. “Which is why I wanted you.”

“So you can hurt me over and over,” I said softly.

Lucille nodded. “Exactly. You also respond well to humiliation, which Bethany has never found arousing. Bethany also cannot handle toys like you do. Having the vibroballs in her all morning would have driven her into several orgasms and left her worthless for the rest of the day. Whereas you have endured two hours already and only cum once. And not even from that stimulation.”

I couldn’t help smiling at that. “Thank you for the orgasm, Mistress.”

“Do not thank me for those. First of all, it is your due, unless I specifically forbid you to cum, like right now.”

I let out a soft chuckle. “You know that I’m naughty, Mistress. How do you know that I’ll be good and edge, instead of just giving in?”

Lucille snorted. “Because if you cum now, you won’t be cumming later, when I’m actually hurting you. You’d really trade a simple, vanilla orgasm for a screaming, intense explosion later?”

My finger slid to a stop. That statement caused me to reevaluate my position and I came to the conclusion that I needed to be much more careful around Lucille. I bit my lip, thinking, and Lucille’s hand slid down to my thigh.

“Don’t stop, Breanne. Continue rubbing your clit. Constantly.”

My finger moved again. “Mistress? What if I’m getting close?”

“To the edge?”

I nodded, fingers still swirling.

“There are three clamps in the glove box. If you edge properly, you may get out the clamps and put them on your clit and nipples.”

I glanced at the glove box, reached out and opened it. There were clamps in there alright, as well as a vibrator, a small leather paddle, and an ice scraper. I hoped that the last tool was there just for scraping ice. I took a look at the clamps. They were one inch binder clamps, the kind you use in an office to hold paper together. They would be excruciating unless someone had bent them slightly out of shape. I flinched, closed the glove box, and tried to move my finger a whole lot slower.

Lucille was not a talker, but she was a toucher. Whenever she stopped at a light, her hand would invariably drop down to my groin and she’d push my fingers aside to caress me herself. I began dreading those moments because it became very, very clear she was trying to push me as close to the edge as possible. Whether it was drawing circles over and around my clit, or pushing her middle finger up into my cunt, her nail tapping on the vibroballs, I found myself gasping and moaning, trying desperately not to thrust against her hand.

It took a full thirty minutes, but eventually we pulled into the parking lot of a restaurant I was familiar with. The Garden House was one of the Society’s go to places and they maintained a private room inside. I’d eaten there on a number of occasions and the owner of the place, along with the wait staff, were not just tolerant of the sexual antics that would accompany lunch, but encouraged it.

Mostly because I’m pretty sure that there were huge sums of money involved.

Lucille parked the car in one of the “Reserved” parking spots and I had to wonder how much she paid for that privilege. She climbed out, came around to my side of the vehicle, and opened the door. Cold air flooded in and I looked up at her, face flushed, chest heaving, my finger buried up to the knuckle in my pussy, trembling as I danced along the edge of orgasm.

“Let’s go,” she said darkly. “And keep your finger in your pussy until both feet are on the ground.”

My sex tightened up even more and I swung the high heels out of the Lexus and out onto the concrete. I was so damn close to cumming! The sound of traffic hit me as the cold hardened my nipples underneath the silk. I could see the hard tips and even my piercings silhouetted under the robe. My heels hit the ground and I pulled my finger away from my sex, letting out a passionate groan of arousal. Lucille grabbed my leash, pulled me away from the door, and shut it.

“Suck your finger clean, slut.” Then she turned, pulled on the leash, and tugged me forward.

I jammed my goo-covered digit into my mouth and hurried after her, my other hand fussing with the robe. To my relief, Lucille didn’t drag me to the front entrance of the restaurant, instead taking me around the side to a small, private entrance I’d never seen before. She opened the door, pulling me in, and warmth flooded through me. We stood in the small room for just a moment, then the inner door opened and I recognized the manager. She was a small oriental woman with a polite smile. She nodded to Lucille, her eyes flickering over me.

“Mistress Lucille, welcome. Mistress Amanda is already here and waiting.” She looked at me. “And Breanne. How unexpected. But welcome.”

Lucille nodded and tugged on my leash again, as she followed the manager into the restaurant. We were led to the private room down a hall and I was relieved I wasn’t going to be forced to walk through the dining area, especially with me barely dressed. The vibroballs were still going, but now that I wasn’t being forced to masturbate, the immediate pressure to cum had subsided to a dull roar. I wondered how long that would be the case.

I followed along behind Lucille, stepping quickly to keep from having to be tugged along by the leash and a moment later I found myself in a familiar room. It was big enough for four tables, each sitting four persons, but only two tables were in the room. The rest of the floor space was empty. Well, empty except for the naked blonde woman kneeling at the feet of Mistress Amanda.

Gwendolyn was a sweet girl with soft, light colored skin, dirty blonde hair that I suspected was dyed to hide the graying roots, and large blue eyes that went well with her wholesome smile. She was curvy and properly proportioned and my eyes flickered down to her right nipple, which glittered with gold. She sported a hoop piercing and a small, gold padlock emblazoned with the outline of a rose.

I’d worn a similar padlock for years and I have to admit that losing that little piece of jewelry had been something of an emotional shock. Gwenie smiled at me and even gave me a little wave. I liked her. And I knew she tasted good.

Mistress Amanda was in many ways similar to her submissive. Blonde and buxom, Amanda was one of the more decent mistresses, though her constant association with Lucille had driven me bonkers for several years. The only odd ball thing about Amanda was her height. She was just under four feet and one of the shortest women I’d ever met. She wasn’t a midget or a dwarf. She was just ridiculously short. She was also exquisitely dressed in an absolutely gorgeous green pantsuit that made me think of lush forests.

Lucille turned toward me as the manager left us and she unclipped the leash from my collar, stowing it in her purse. “Remove your robe, fold it, and then pay your respects to Mistress Amanda and greet Gwendolyn.

I nodded. “Immediately, Mistress,” I replied, slipping the silk robe off my shoulders. I caught it as it fell and folded it. She took it from me as she sat down at the table. Across the way, Mistress Amanda gave me a welcoming smile and I dropped to my knees and crawled over to her.

“Hello Breanne,” she said warmly, touching my face, then my shoulder, then my breasts. I straightened up, bringing my hands up behind my head, eyes downward. “It’s wonderful to see you again, and this time with such appropriate supervision.”

My entire body twitched when she said that and I felt a sudden flicker of anger. Did she mean Kari? Or Julie? Or both. My eyes flickered over to Mistress Lucille and I saw her stiffen in preparation and I realized that if there was ever a time to keep my mouth shut, it was now.

“Thank you, Mistress Amanda,” I said, feeling guilty even as I spoke the words.

“Go greet Gwen,” Amanda replied cheerfully.

I twisted around away from the table and eyed Amanda’s submissive. Gwen was kneeling in a similar position and I moved over to her until our breasts were touching. Gwen’s right hand came up between my legs, while I returned the gesture, touching her slit, fingers pressing in. I let out a soft groan as I felt her penetrating my sex, pressing on the vibroballs. Her pussy was empty and I wriggled my finger deeply, eliciting a groan from Gwen. Then our mouths were touching, lips pressing against each other and I opened up, letting my tongue circle hers in a very wet, very erotic, very sensual kiss. Inside me, Gwen’s finger curled and I felt a spasm rock me.

“Breanne is not to cum,” announced Lucille.

Amanda looked over at us and with a quiet chuckle, said Gwen’s name. I felt Gwennie pull away from me, her hand much more soaked than mine. I stared at her, pulse pounding, realizing that my chest was heaving. Gwen gave me a grin, sucked her finger clean with a sparkle in her eye, then turned back to her mistress, once more kneeling at attention.

“Not permitted to cum?” Asked Amanda cheerfully as the waitress came up with glasses of water. “Does that mean you don’t want her stimulated?”

Lucille snorted. “On the contrary, I’d like her on edge.”

The waitress ignored the entire exchange. “What would you like to drink, Mistress?” She asked Amanda.

“Lemonade please, and the same for my sub.”

The girl looked at Lucille who waved her hand. “Iced tea, unsweet.” The waitress nodded and waited, but then glanced at me. “And for your submissive?”

I waited, curious. How much did Lucille really know about me?

“Water will be fine. With ice,” Lucille replied.

I gritted my teeth but didn’t say anything. I preferred diet soda. Did she know? Or did she just not care?

Lucille’s eyes flickered to mine and dared me to protest. Instead I let out a deep breath and settled into a similar pose as Amanda. The waitress nodded and moved away leaving the four of us alone.

“Perhaps a challenge?” Offered Mistress Amanda. “Usual terms. Breanne’s edge against Gwen’s orgasm.”

Lucille frowned. “I don’t want her cumming, Mandy. I’ve got my ropes lesson this afternoon.”

Amanda laughed. “Of course. Just an edge. I promise.”

Lucille shrugged. “Usual terms then.”

Amanda clapped delightedly and looked at both Gwen and myself. “Girls, you will pleasure each other. Breanne, you will endure until you are close to cumming and you will then stop. If you can make Gwen orgasm before that moment, you will be spared punishment. Gwen, if you can keep from cumming before Breanne is forced to pull away in her edge, you will be spared punishment.”

I swallowed and almost asked what the punishment was going to be, but Gwen was already turning toward me. Her hand came up, pushing on my shoulder and I realized that she intended to put me on my back. My eyes widened but as I fell to the side I realized I was already too late. Gwen was rolling with me and suddenly I was staring up at the ceiling. Then my view was impeded by her sweet silky thigh and the shaved pink petals of her gash.

Being on the bottom is not where you want to be if the goal is not to cum. The person on top has a greater level of control and can press harder or pull up, leaving you straining to reach their clit. Even grabbing on with both arms doesn’t help for that long and as I stuck my tongue out, trying to run it through her petals, I felt Gwennie’s mouth come down on my pussy. She licked twice, the entire length of my slit, then suckled my clit, rolling it around with her tongue.

I managed to reciprocate and I felt her tremble as I began pleasuring her. I also realized that Gwen wasn’t stuffed to the brim with vibrating sex toys. I was the only one suffering that imposition and the sexual pressure I was feeling doubled in about ten seconds as her tongue swirled around my clit. I felt her hand pushing my legs even further apart and then she pushed her arm under my leg, bending her wrist so that her fingers were in just the right spot. I gasped, still trying to lick her properly, when I felt her press against my ass, pushing in just a bit.

During all of this the two mistresses at the table conversed. I didn’t catch much of it. Pleasantries, society business, finances. Me. I heard my name several times as Amanda queried about how Lucille had stolen me. It helped, to a point, distracting me from Gwendolyn’s talented mouth and the way my loins were thrusting in desperate need.

“I didn’t steal her,” replied Lucille tartly. “She came to me and I merely offered her something she was craving. True submission. That and satisfaction. She’s actually more tractable than I’d previously suspected, at least when she’s being given the correct amount of attention.”

“Really?” Amanda said, glancing down at where Gwen and I were busily licking each other. The waitress returned with drinks, setting all four glasses down on the table. How they managed to ignore the two girls intertwined, licking each other's pussies, I don’t know.

“Can I take your orders?”

My brain slipped away back down between my legs and I struggled to focus. Gwen, clearly not wanting to suffer the promised punishment, was doing her very best to work me right up to the edge of orgasm. I, on the other hand, was barely managing to get her stimulated. I ignored the interchange between waitress and mistress, and instead tugged down hard on Gwen’s hips until her pussy was mashed up against my mouth.

Yum. Who the hell needed lunch?

Gwen took the new position as a personal challenge, trying to lift herself back up off my face while at the same time attempted to suck my clit right off my pussy. I was vaguely aware of the waitress leaving again, undoubtedly looking at Gwen and me in the throes of sapphic passion. My fingers tightened on Gwen’s ass, squeezing her buttocks. I felt her shudder and realized she liked that.

Not that it was doing me any good. I was just too keyed up. The self-masturbation in the car, the vibroballs buzzing in my slit, and Gwen’s tongue? I wasn’t counting the minutes, but as Amanda and Lucille talked quietly, even before the waitress brought our entrees, I felt myself rushing toward the cliffs of orgasm, the gaping abyss beckoning with alluring beauty. I shook, one little part of my mind wondering just how bad it would be if not only I failed to make Gwen cum before I edged, but what if I just threw caution to the wind, and let Gwendolyn push me right over the edge. My brain raced through options and consequences and by the time I made up my mind, it was already too late.


Chapter Four

Gwen jerked her head up from my pussy as I cried out, my mouth still buried in her folds, my sex squirting cum as my hips jerked wildly. I could tell I surprised her because she pushed off me in a panic, rolling to the side as I spasmed in delight on the floor. A wave of acute pleasure surged through me, though admittedly it wasn’t as strong as the one in the shower from that morning. Still, the familiar relief flowed through me and I took a deep breath, moaning in ecstasy. Sweet bliss slid its way around through my synapsis and it took almost a minute for me to realize that the room had gotten awfully silent.

I opened my eyes and looked up at Lucille. Her face was hardened stone and I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. Was she angry? Was she pleased? For a second I felt a rush of rebellion. What did she expect? I’d been stuffed with vibroballs for two hours! I’d just masturbated for thirty minutes during the car ride! And then she had another girl lick and suck on my clit! Of course I’d exploded. Wouldn’t anyone in those circumstances?

Then reality hit me like a brick and the more demure, submissive side of me took the reins. Gwen was sitting off to the side, her eyes wide with disbelief, her legs spread, her bright pink slit soaking wet. I sat up, scrambling onto my knees, only to crawl past Gwen, heading toward Lucille. I stopped with my head near her knees, sat up, placed my hands behind my head, and did what any disobedient submissive might do.

I begged.

“Mistress Lucille, I am so, so sorry!” I blurted out. “I was just too close and I misjudged…”

The sentence didn’t get completed because Lucille’s hand flashed, smacking my wagging jaw and knocking me senseless. My body twisted with the blow and I fell over, almost banging my head on the table leg. I lay there, blinking from the pain, then felt something poke my breast, right over the nipple. I jerked my hands down and felt Lucille’s shoe, her high heeled boot, pushing against my breast.

“I didn’t want you cumming for a reason,” Lucille hissed angrily. “You deliberately disobeyed me, so I can only presume that you are testing me, pushing the limits to see how far I will go. Pain clearly does not scare you, or dissuade you from being a disobediently little fuck. That means I’ll have to show you that I am not to be trifled with.”

My cheek was still stinging and I blinked away the tears. Then the vibroballs shut off. Completely. It left me aching as my sex went quiet. I sniffed and brought a hand up to my cheek. Tears. Brilliant.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I whispered.

“You will be, that’s for certain,” agreed Lucille, her voice still hard.

“Lucille,” said Amanda in a chiding voice. “You’re scaring her.”

“Good,” Lucille replied. “She needs to be scared. She needs to be controlled. She’s disobedient, rude, disrespectful, greedy, wanton, and…”

“She’s Breanne,” Amanda said firmly, interrupting. “She was all this before, and this is day one. Did you expect her to be Bethany after what, four hours?” Amanda glanced at her watch to make the point.

Lucille frowned again, then sighed.

“And you don’t want her scared of you,” Amanda said a bit more sternly. “She’ll leave you. Remember, she is the one with power. She’s the one that can tell you to fuck off.”

Lucille grimaced again, but she didn’t disagree. For a moment, no one moved. Then the waitress came into the room with multiple dishes and I watched as I spotted one of my favorite dishes, their grilled chicken salad, get placed next to Lucille’s. The waitress politely asked if she could get anything else and Lucille shook her head. As soon as the waitress left, I made a decision. I straightened up, got back to my knees and once more put my hands behind my head. I moved to Lucille’s side, averted my eyes and waited.

And waited.

“You have something to say?” Demanded Mistress Lucille.

I nodded softly. “Yes Mistress. I am sorry that I am such a disobedient nympho humiliation pain slut. Please punish me for my error so that I can learn proper behavior.” The words burned in my throat, but I meant them.

“See?” Amanda said brightly. “She can learn!”

Lucille looked at me, then scooted her chair backward. The movement surprised me.

“Up. Across my lap, face down.”

I blinked. Uh oh.

“Oooh,” Amanda cooed, picking up Gwendolyn’s plate and setting it on the floor next to her. Gwen quickly moved over, still on her knees, and put her face down in it like a dog. I gulped, rose up, and then carefully bent over my mistress’ lap. I felt her knees against my abdomen and I let my breasts dangle off the other side of her thigh. Then her right hand was against my rump, grabbing my ass and squeezing. It wasn’t a fun sort of squeeze either. It was rough and degrading and she pushed my cheeks apart with her fingers. I almost expected her to stick something in my bottom when she let go.

I let out a breath.

Which is when she hit me.

It was a sharp, hard spank and it landed with a viciousness that I’ve rarely felt. I gasped, eyes widening as one foot came up off the ground. Then Lucille hit the other buttock with similar strength and the stinging heat exploded across my ass with a voracious rush. I clenched my jaw, struggling to hold back the cry that threatened to explode out of my throat, even as she swung her hand again, smacking the first cheek a second time. The stinging burn turned to heat, only to be compounded as Lucille let loose with a flurry of strokes, spanking me savagely until I couldn’t hold it back. My mouth opened and I let out a wail. My ass burned brightly and she kept hitting my behind until I couldn’t take it, swinging an arm backward.

That was a mistake because she grabbed it with her free hand, jamming my body between the table and her lap. I struggled as pain exploded through my ass and her hand just kept coming down. A moment later I was crying, sobbing hysterically as the blistering beating just seemed to go on and on.

“Lucille!” Amanda said urgently. “Your hand! You’ll hurt it.”

Lucille’s spanking slowed and I sagged on her lab. I felt exhausted and my butt felt like I’d been seated on a hot plate and cooked thoroughly. I wiped tears and even some snot away from my face and I hung limply, my bottom throbbing painfully. Lucille shifted and picked something up from the table. I felt a cold droplet of water on my ass, then realized she’d taken a sip of her iced tea. I shuddered as she set the cold bottom of the glass on my butt, holding it with her right hand.

“I’m impressed,” Mistress Amanda said a moment later. “I don’t think I’ve ever given Gwendolyn a spanking like that.”

Lucille snorted. “Bethany has received a few over the years,” Lucille smirked. “It’s about time Breanne got one.” She pushed me off her lap and I caught myself as I fell under the table. “Breanne, go get a chair from the other table and bring it here.”

Slowly, still crying, I crawled out, glancing at Gwen, who was busily munching on her own dish. Her face glistened with a bit of vinaigrette. She didn’t look at me as I crawled across the room, my bottom still feeling like it was on fire. At the other table I stood up, grabbed a chair with both hands, and then carried it back to Lucille.

“Yes Mistress,” I said simply, sniveling, as I set down the chair next to her. Lucille smiled warmly, but I could tell there was more cruelty behind it. She pushed my grilled chicken salad to the edge of the table and then set down the cutlery and napkin.

“Sit,” she said simply. “Eat.”

I blinked. I glanced down at Gwen, who was eating her food on the floor. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that getting to sit wasn’t a blessing. It was more punishment. It would hurt like hell on my sore ass.

“Please Mistress?” I whimpered. “I don’t deserve to sit with you or Mistress Amanda like an equal. Please may I join Gwen on the floor?”

Lucille laughed and Amanda grinned. “I appreciate that perspective, slut. You’re quite correct. You don’t deserve to sit at this table. That said, I’m permitting it, even insisting, so that I’m able to see the suffering in your eyes.” She flicked my left nipple hard and I yelped. “Now sit the fuck down in the chair or I’ll see if my left hand is as strong as my right.”

I hurried to my feet and sat down.

Hard, pulsing pain surged through my buttocks and I almost started crying again. Amanda and Lucille began a conversation about art as they dug into their entrees and I struggled to compose myself enough to join them. It wasn’t easy. I could barely sit, the firm wooden chair so uncomfortable that I could barely put my full weight on it. Wiping my face with the napkin, I picked up the fork, only to see my hand shaking. Slowly, I sent the fork downward, stabbing a piece of chicken, spinach and kale and tomato beneath, and brought it up to my mouth.

And the vibroballs in my pussy spun back up.

My sex tightened instantly, which made my ass clench. That hurt even more and I looked over at Lucille, who was holding the remote. My bottom lip trembled and I forced myself to take the bite, chewing carefully.

“So tell me, Breanne,” Amanda suddenly asked. “Do you like ropes?”

I looked up from my salad. “Ropes mistress?” If my tone sounded fearful, I think I could be forgiven under the circumstances. Amanda nodded

“Yes. Ropes. My understanding is that you prefer to be tied up.”

I glanced nervously over at Mistress Lucille. She didn’t look at me, instead digging into her own plate of food. I swallowed and looked back at Amanda. “Ummm… yes Mistress. I like to be tied up.”

“Why?” She asked politely, as if she were just making conversation.

I took a moment to be careful about what I said. God only knew what would set Lucille off.

“I like being in a position where I have no control,” I finally replied.

Amanda nodded with appreciation. Then her eyes sparkled. “Are you in control now? You aren’t tied up.”

I hesitated and once more looked over at Lucille. She was ignoring me now. I bit my lip. “Some ropes are invisible,” I whispered.

Amanda laughed at that. “Indeed they are. For example, how about the one on your right ankle?”

I blinked, fork frozen between the plate and my mouth. “Mistress?”

“The rope, Breanne, on your right ankle,” Amanda repeated again, this time much more slowly. She held up her hand and began making an odd, pulling gesture. Suddenly I realized it was part of the game. I lifted my right foot and swung my leg out to the side, toward her. This forced me to groan again as my weight shifted and a fresh part of my bruised backside was forced into contact with the chair.

“You know what else I like about invisible ropes?” Amanda asked me. “They don’t necessarily work in straight lines.” She held up her other hand. “For example, this one on your left ankle, pulling your foot toward the door.” She gestured again and mentally I felt the tug. I moved my other leg until I was now straddling the chair instead of sitting in it. I winced with pain, rolling my hips as I tried to find a way to sit without hurting my ass.

Lucille reached over to her purse and pulled something out of it. “If you’re going to sit in such an obscene fashion, showing off your clit, then at least do us the courtesy of decorating it.” She dropped a pendant clamp on the table in front of my plate and I stared at it helplessly. Amanda grinned as I put down my fork and picked up the clamp. The pendant was rather heavy and shaped like a teardrop. I brought it down between my legs and with quivering fingers, pinched the damn thing open and set it over my clit. I closed my eyes as it began to close, only to mewl as it bit down, sending a fresh shard of very different sensation through my body.

“Turn it on,” Lucille said darkly.

I flicked the switch and just like that, a flurry of tiny vibrations slid up into my pussy, right through my clamped clit. My hips rolled and each movement made my buttocks hurt even more. I struggled to go back to eating my lunch despite the torments being inflicted upon me. Agony and ecstasy.

“If you want to avoid another spanking, you’ll be sure not to cum this time,” Lucille warned. I nodded frantically. The good news is I wasn’t close.

Yet.

“Yes, mistress,” I agreed.

“You know, Lucille,” said Mistress Amanda, “I think one of the major problems with Julie and Kari were the formalities.”

I took another bite, trying to ignore the way my clitoris was shaking. I shifted a bit too far forward and the pendant began rattling against the chair, so I leaned back again.

“In what way?” Lucille asked politely.

“Breanne has had no formal training. There are no rituals. No taught positions. Everything is spur of the moment or very relaxed.”

Lucille thought about it for a moment, looking over at me. “So you think she’d be more tractable with more formal training?”

Amanda nodded and looked at me. “Breanne, after each bite you will set your fork down and then ask one of us to flick your nipple. After each bite,” she repeated.

I swallowed and then nodded softly. I set my fork down and glanced at Mistress Lucille. “Mistress? Would you please flick my nipple?” I asked softly.

Lucille let out a chuckle and lifted her hand. I flinched a tiny bit, but that didn’t stop her from flicking her finger off her thumb, striking the tip of my breast. I jumped in my seat slightly, which sent a fresh burst of discomfort through my butt. Then I grabbed my fork again. I took another bite. I went through the mastication process almost mechanically, my mind focused on the buzzing between my legs, my aching ass, and my tingling nipple. I set the fork down and looked at Mistress Amanda.

“Please Mistress Amanda? Would you flick my nipple?”

She smiled warmly, as if I were asking for a lollipop or a tissue. “Of course, dear.” She leaned over and flicked my nipple so hard that I yelped and brought my hand up as the hurt surged through my breast. Lucille let out a chuckle as I jerked back, the pain flickering across my face.

“All this will do is encourage her to lose weight,” Lucille told Amanda. “

“Which is not a bad idea,” encouraged Amanda as I picked up my fork and took another bite. I set the utensil back down, looked at the short dominatrix and tried to smile.

“Please, Mistress Amanda? Please flick my nipple?”

She leaned over with a comforting grin, as if I’d asked to borrow a cup of sugar. “With delight,” she assured me, lifting her hand. She flicked the tip of my breast just as hard as Lucille had and I jerked from the pain of it. I looked down at my salad, tears forming in my eyes. There were still plenty of bites left. Go slow? Big forkfuls? Decide not to eat any more?

I licked my lips with indecision, but then decided that I had to eat something. The chicken. I could eat all the chicken. Protein. A bit of carb. Maybe five more huge bites. I stabbed downward, trying to get as much on the tines as possible, then brought the whole heaping thing up to my mouth, jamming it in.

Lucille looked at me with curiosity, understanding exactly what I was doing and I could tell she was trying to decide if I should be castigated for such unladylike and barbaric behavior at the table. I began chewing, crunching on the spinach leaf and kale and carrot slivers, the taste of ranch dressing in my mouth. I swallowed slowly, trying to give my breast even more time to recover.

“How is Bethany?” Asked Amanda.

Lucille glanced at me, then shrugged. “Emotional. She was supportive of the idea at first, but having Breanne in the house has forced her to confront some of her immediate issues.”

Amanda gave Lucille a more direct look. “I meant medically.”

I blinked and looked over at Lucille as I set my fork down. Lucille shrugged.

“We’re waiting on the tests.”

“Is Bethany okay?” I blurted out.

Lucille looked daggers at me,  probably for speaking out of turn, but then I saw her sag a little. “Bethany has been ill. We took her in for some testing. Right now, we don’t know anything,” she said stiffly. “Do you care?”

I jerked back a bit. “Of course I care!” I said indignantly. “I’ve made love to her! I’ve held her in my arms. I know what she tastes like!” I glared at Lucille. “I don’t have to like someone to care about their welfare.”

Amanda’s eyes widened and she gave Lucille a silent look. The two mistresses stared at each other for a moment, then Lucille looked back at me. I realized I’d gone too far.

“Mistress? Please flick my nipple.”

“Lean forward,” she ordered. I did and Lucille flicked my left nipple hard. I gasped and brought a hand up to my breast. “Eat your lunch,” Lucille added.

I looked down and picked up my fork. I stabbed another huge amount of salad and jammed it in my mouth.

“So she doesn’t like having Breanne around?” Amanda asked in a lighter tone.

Lucille took another bite, then dabbed her napkin against her mouth. “She’s avoided Bre completely. Tomorrow we’ll take Bre through her paces and we’ll see if Bethany can’t find some positives in this.” Lucille grinned. “I noticed last time we had Breanne bound open Beth took quite some pleasure in hurting her.

“That’s for sure,” I muttered, loud enough to be heard.

Both of them, at the same time, reached out and flicked their fingers at my nipples. I gasped, grimacing as the pain shot up through my tits and I pulled my arms up and covered my breasts.

“Owww!” I whimpered.

“Your impertinence is noted,” Lucille said in disapproval. She reached over, grabbed my salad bowl, and put it down on the floor. “Get off the chair and on your knees and finish your food. No utensils. And keep your ass up high or I’ll give it more swats.” Her words were stern and unfriendly.

“Yes Mistress,” I replied sullenly, slipping from the chair. I settled in next to Gwendolyn, leaned down, and let my sore breasts touch the floor. I put my face into the salad and concentrated on keeping my butt high. I didn’t want another spanking.

“You have your work cut out for you,” chuckled Amanda. “She’s irascible.”

Lucille’s response sort of chilled me. “Indeed I do.”


Chapter Five

Lunch had taken almost an hour and a half and my buttocks hadn’t quite recovered from the blistering spanking Lucille had given me. That made the seats of her Lexus uncomfortable, though admittedly they were better than the dining room chair. I shifted back and forth, legs spread, the silk kimono open down my entire front, with one hand between my thighs, fingers lightly stroking my petals. I was wet, and not just slightly aroused, but full force desperate, and the buzzing of the vibroballs wasn’t making it any easier as I brought myself to an edge.

“I’m there, Mistress!” I croaked suddenly, my hips thrusting as I reached for the binder clamps. My hand was shaking as I grabbed the largest one, bringing it down to my clit. I squeezed it open, praying that Mistress Lucille had bent it slightly out of shape. It closed down tight, tighter than I’d hoped, but not as much as it could have. I whimpered as the pain shot through my pussy and almost pushed me over the edge.

“Nipples too,” Lucille said from behind the wheel. “We’re still four minutes from our destination.”

I let out an agonized whimper as I reached for the glove box again and tried not to look out the window. We were in another neighborhood, not quite as well off as the one Lucille called home, but better than anywhere I’d ever lived. The houses were a peculiar mix of modern, clunky boxes arranged in artfully non-perpendicular layouts, interspersed with a mix of 1990s brick and stone Greek revival that only worked because the residences were so far apart. Lots were easily an acre, and in the heavily wooded pine forest, it didn’t make that much of a difference having such different styles right next to each other.

I set the next binder clamp on my right nipple and the crushing bite was horrendous. I let out another bleating wail, gritting my teeth as I reached for the last clamp. When I put it on, orgasm was now the furthest thing from my mind and I just sat there, hurting and suffering.

Breathing.

Lucille ignored the entire show, which irritated me considering I was suffering some real pain for her. My clit and nipples began throbbing and after about two minutes I looked over at her.

“Can I please take off the clamps, Mistress?”

She glanced over at me. “Are you still about to cum?” I shook my head. She nodded. “Then you may remove them.”

My hands moved fast and I think I had them all off in about five seconds. Then Lucille smiled and pointed back at my groin. “Go on. Start rubbing again.”

I groaned, but dutifully dipped my fingers back into my pussy. Twenty seconds of acute pain had pulled me back from the edge, but not that far and I felt myself flutter almost immediately, the rush of wanton slutiness once more surging forward. I closed my eyes as I drew wet circles around my sore and sensitive clitoris. How many more minutes?

I tried to work slowly and was rewarded when the car skewed to the side and Lucille turned into a gated drive. A white stucco wall surrounded the property and I was immediately struck by the landscaping. There was a definitive Asian feel to it. The gate was surrounded by Japanese maple and several well-maintained topiary bushes added some lower texture and green. A wavy gravel line interspersed with a rocky border and then a line of monkey grass made me think the owner was a gardener. Lucille pulled up to a small keypad on a mounted bar, typed in a code, and the large cedar gate slid open, allowing us entry.

Into a garden. A freaking beautiful garden.

“What is this place?” I asked in wonder.

For the first time Lucille didn’t chastise me for forgetting to use her title and she nodded as we drove through a lush, manicured but wild looking landscape, complete with flowing brook, wooden cedar bridge, rows of low bushes and more boxwood sculpted into fantastic shapes. But then I realized that the surrounding forest was way closer than I’d thought. The landscaping was like a veneer; very thin but pretty, to hide the untamed or raw appearance of the material behind it. It also meant what I thought would take hours a day to maintain probably was a simple four hour job, split between two days a week.

Which was doable. Sort of like me. I’m very doable. In every hole.

“Master Itasaki lives here. I take lessons from him,” Lucille said as we wound our way up to the house itself. The building was modern, but the outside art was so Japanese that I almost felt like I should have brought my passport. The drive curved away around the building, but Lucille stopped the car in front of the main door, a massive wooden construct that was custom made and carved with intricate Asian designs. She climbed out of the Lexus and came around to my door as I closed up the kimono. Then I climbed out.

The temperature was still in the lower sixties so it was cool, but not cold and I wrapped my arms around my body as I followed her delicately up the two sets of steps to the door. She rang the bell and we waited.

But not for long. Less than thirty seconds later a young, beautiful girl with long, dark, black hair, wearing an outfit similar to mine, but longer and not revealing, opened the door. Her feet were clad in white socks and her smile was huge. She bowed as she stepped back, inviting us in with her movements.

“Good afternoon McGivens-san,” the girl said softly, even cheerfully.

Mistress Lucille bowed and then slipped off her shoes. I blinked and Lucille looked at me expectantly.

“Remove your shoes, Breanne.”

I blinked and reached down. It was awkward. The clips going from the bondage cuffs to the back of the heel were not easy to undo and I found myself floundering for almost a minute as I struggled to remove the high heels. Finally I had both shoes in hand and I set them down next to Lucille’s footwear and stepped barefoot into the house. The door shut behind me and the girl moved between us, walking down the hall, leading us deeper.

The hall was overly wide and I realized that this wasn’t a house at all. It was a dojo. Off to the left was a huge room that looked like the decor had been pulled from a Bruce Lee movie. Tatami mats were on the floor and long scrolls of Japanese writing were hung between the wooden panels. Of course, the room was completely empty and we moved past it. The girl continued to walk slowly and carefully and we passed two or three more rooms. Then she stopped, turning, gesturing us into a space that wasn’t much bigger than Lucille’s bedroom.

Which was more than enough.

The first thing that struck me was the scent of incense. It took me a moment, but I identified it after a few breaths: Jasmine. I looked around the room as I breathed deeply. There was no art. The wall partitions were standard Japanese shoji and I figured that most of the dojos could be reconfigured into huge, long rectangular rooms simply by opening the panels. Our room was only twenty or so feet wide, and fifteen feet long, with dark wood along the vaulted ceiling. A huge wicker basket sat near the middle of the room and as we approached I could see skeins of rope.

The girl stopped, turned and bowed to us, and then straightened back up with a smile. She cocked her head, looking at me curiously, then addressed Lucille. “Where is Beth-chan, McGivens-san?”

The girl had no accent whatsoever and I glanced at Lucille. My mistress smiled at the girl. “Beth will no longer be assisting me, Ichika-chan.”

The girl nodded and looked at me. “Then who is your new seidorei?”

I didn’t recognize the word, but I guessed it was something along the lines of nympho humiliation pain slut.

Lucille glanced at me. “This is Bre.”

Ichika stepped over to me and bowed. I bowed back, mostly because I didn’t know what else to do. “I am Itasaki Ichika,” she said, introducing herself. “Nice to meet you Bre.”

I’m no rube. I watch anime. I know about the Japanese honorifics and both Ichika and Lucille were using them. “Chan” was sort of like a familiar title, meaning friend. It was less formal. “San” was like Mister or Missus. Formal. The fact that I didn’t get either one spoke volumes. I wasn’t a known entity, thus earning the familiar title, and because I was a submissive to Lucille, I certainly didn’t deserve “san.”

As usual, I was just a nympho humiliation pain slut.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

A polite cough came from the door behind us and I turned to see a man in his late forties come into the room. He was wearing a black ghi, the normal outfit for a martial artist and his belt matched. I’m not into karate or whatever, but I knew enough about what his outfit meant. What the hell was Lucille getting me into? He came into the room, feet bare, gray at his temples, and he moved in front of us, next to Ichika, and bowed.

Lucille squared off and returned the bow. “Sensei Itasaki-san,” Lucille said in greeting.

“McGivens-san,” the man replied, then looked at me.

“My new submissive,” Lucille said in explanation.

Master Itasaki looked me over, then put his hands behind his back and stepped right in front of me. His head cocked to the side.

“You are safe and no unwanted harm will come to you. Are you here of your own free will?”

I blinked, just a little surprised.

“Um… yes?”

“You will be subjected to intense physical restraint. Do you understand that?”

I began to get a nasty suspicion that we weren’t here to learn karate. “Yes,” I said, a bit more slowly.

“You will be exposed and subjected to sexual stimulation outside your control. Do you consent?”

I nodded. “Yes sir. Master. Sir.”

Then he laughed. “Oh, not to me,” he said assuredly. “I am only the teacher. You may address me as Sensei.” He stepped away and looked at Lucille, who immediately whirled toward me.

“Disrobe.”

That was a bit of a shock. “Here?” I asked, eyes darting toward Ichika. She barely looked old enough to drive!

Lucille’s nostrils flared and I saw a flash of anger in her eyes. So much for “without contemplation.” That was enough to motivate me and I slipped the kimono off one shoulder even as my hands went to the sash. A second later the silk was lying in a puddle on the floor, surrounding my bare feet, and I was standing unabashedly nude in front of two strangers.

“Spread your legs wide and place your hands behind your head,” Lucille ordered.

I gulped and did exactly as she told me, finding a sort of refuge in her commands. It allowed me to think of something other than the utter embarrassment of being stripped in front of this man and his daughter, and it wasn’t until Master Itasaki walked around me in a circle, studying my body with a sort of appraising expression, that I began to wonder.

“First, she is built somewhat differently than Beth-chan,” he began, clearly speaking to Lucille. “While she is of similar bust, she is shorter, leaner. But she will also tire more quickly in the leg and foot. See? Here?” He pointed down at my toes. I looked down too, trying to understand what he was talking about. Lucille studied my foot and nodded as if she understood what he was talking about. I felt a sort of anticipatory excitement as the first doubled bit of rope was hung around my naked frame. The rough hemp grazed my nipples and I stood still as Master Itasaki and his daughter watched as Lucille began the process of binding me.

I’m not into shibari. At least, not as a practitioner. I don’t mind being the model, since being tied up is second nature to me. I like not being in control. But if there are any special terms, phrases, jargon or other specific descriptions for specific ties, knots, or bindings, I sure as heck don’t know them. At least from an academic perspective. Lucille on the other hand was clearly on the other side of the fence because it became clear she knew exactly what she was doing in short order. Especially when I groaned softly as my breasts were bound tight.

My arms came next, hand to elbow, bound behind my back and this was followed by a rope between my legs, tugged tightly into my wet slit before being threaded into the harness encasing my breasts.

Master Itasaki kept a careful eye on things as Lucille worked and while he tested a few knots after Lucille had made them, he evidently didn’t find anything wrong with her ropework. A fresh skein of rope came out and this one was thrown over one of the heavy wooden rafters above us. I felt her tying the back of the harness up, then the old man’s hands checking her knots. Ichika took the end of the rope and pulled hard enough to almost lift me up off my feet, tied it to a wall hook.

“Your right leg, Breanne.” Mistress Lucille took a fresh skein of rope and wrapped it multiple times around my lower thigh, right above my right knee. The end of this line went over the rafter too and was secured. Lucille went over to where Ichika was standing, and together, grabbed the rope and hauled me upward. I went from flatfooted on my left leg to tiptoe as Master Itasaki stood nearby, checking me, hands ready to catch me. I felt the harness tighten even more around my breasts, which now ached and throbbed, but it didn’t impede my breathing in the slightest. The position left me incredibly vulnerable, since both my breasts, bottom, and pussy were in full view. Which made them the perfect targets. I just wasn’t prepared for who delivered it.

As Mistress Lucille backed away from me to admire her handiwork, Ichika whirled into view. Her hair had been pulled back into a ponytail and she had two leather floggers in her hands. The little girl spun up the floggers, swinging both in fast circles as she moved in front of me. I felt the breath of wind first on my breasts, then the very tips striking my nipples. I gasped, jerking away from the sting, only to have Ichika move with me, the next few bites still striking just the swollen tips of my tied bosom. I mewled and twisted, which on one foot wasn’t all that easy to do, taking my now tingling tits out of range. Ichika adjusted to that by simply switching targets. As I rotated, my vulnerable and very exposed pussy was pointed right at her and she changed the way she was swinging the floggers and went horizontal, striking my labia directly with a back and forth pattern. The leather strands bit at my clit and I squealed as the harsh sting made me jerk. The little girl moved up and down just a bit, so that the other whip hit my thigh. I twisted again, which just exposed my backside to the vicious dominatrix.

As Ichika beat out a stirring tempo on my backside, I felt the vibroballs inside me start up. The vibrations offered a very different, yet complimentary sensation to the erotic beating I was getting, and I began moaning in response. As I twisted on the rope, changing the various impact points of the floggers, I spotted Mistress Lucille standing off to the side, holding the control fob, playing with the control that changed the intensity of the vibrations, moving it up and down.

The torment kept going on for what seemed like an eternity but probably wasn’t longer than five or ten minutes. My breasts had turned a soft shade of pink, my pussy was tender and my clit was tingling by the time Ichika’s arms either got tired or she thought I’d been softened up enough for the real torment to begin. I hung there panting, my pussy clenching around the vibroballs, hips twitching, while flashes of heat seemed to flit across my skin, especially where I’d just been flogged. So you can understand why the sudden introduction of something cold and wet touching my ass elicited a fresh gasp of astonishment.

I felt the tapered tip of the narrow phallus as Master Itasaki’s daughter worked the firm, but soft rubber into my butt. I twisted of course, involuntarily, but she wrapped an arm around my waist, holding me in place, as more of the long and narrow plug was pushed into my bottom. I clenched, but there was a ton of lube on the thing and my sphincter was insufficiently powerful to stop the steady intrusion. Three or four inches slid in, then I felt it slide out and I cooed in relief.

Only to have Ichika push it back in. A moment later I realized that the demonic girl’s goal wasn’t to stuff my ass and leave me aching. She was actively fucking my butt with the phallis, repeatedly reaming my back door as I hung from her father’s dojo ceiling. I moaned pitifully, wincing as I was sodomized, but then Lucille stepped back in front of me, the vibroball remote no longer in her hands. Instead, she pressed a huge, battery operated, bulbed massager against my pussy. And it was on.

In seconds, I didn’t care about the steady fucking of my ass. Or more accurately, I didn’t mind it. It went well with the sudden surge of overwhelming need that flowed through me. I crooned, trembling and thrusting against Lucille’s hand, rubbing my shaking pussy over and around the massager with such desperation that I must have looked wanton. Ichika seemed to handle all of my coital movements with aplomb, because at no point did she ever stop moving the carrot sized dildo in and out of my bottom.

My body strained as I felt myself being forced to the edge of orgasm and I prepared to leap from that metaphorical cliff. The vibrations inside me, the pressure of the shaking massager on my clit, the tightness of the harness around my breasts, and even the slipping rod going in and out of my bottom, all of it combined into a surge of energy that had me panting in desperation. My toes curled as I prepared to jump, trembling with need, and at the last moment I remembered to beg Mistress Lucille for permission.

“Please Mistress?” I gasped. “Can I cum?”

Lucille pulled the massager away. “Of course not,” she said flatly. As she turned Ichika pushed the phallus all the way into my ass, deeper than before, this time leaving it in. I clenched my teeth and yelled, twisting and shaking in the rope harness. Then the vibroballs inside me went still and the only thing I had was the boiling of my blood. I wanted to cum. But without any outside stimulation, there was no way to get myself over the edge.

“Please,” I whispered as soon as my frantic kicking waned. “Please? I just want to cum!”

Ichika appeared before me, holding a handful of chopsticks and I blinked in confusion as she brought a pair of them up to my right breast. One end of the pair was secured with a rubber band and she placed the wooden rods above and below my nipple. Another piece of elastic secured the free side and when my nipple reported the hard pinch, my brain finally started working.

“Owwww!” I mewed, wincing and pulling away. Ichika didn’t seem to care in the least and pulled me back toward her with the simple expedient of grabbing my unclamped nipple and tugging. I swung back toward the girl and whimpered as she secured the second set of clamps to my skin. My nipples throbbed painfully and as she backed off, Mistress Lucille stepped back up, this time holding a cane. She grabbed my foot, the one suspended in the air, and lifted the thin wooden dowel. I got close to panicking as she lifted the stick, but just as she was about to hit me, the vibroballs buzzed back to full power, forcing my pussy to tighten.

And then she hit me.

The stroke landed across the arch of my foot and stung. Lucille followed it up with another tap, this one only about half the strength, against the ball of my foot. Then she worked her way downward to my heel with about half a dozen taps that didn’t really hurt, but still made my toes curl, and not in a nice way. Then I got another harder shot on the arch again, making me cry out. I jerked and the cane moved to my calf where Lucille tapped firmly on my muscle, up toward my knee. When she got to my thigh I began pulling away from her, not that I had anywhere to go. I freaked again when the cane tapped my petals, striking my clit, which was sticking out through the double strand of rope still pulled tightly up between my legs. I was almost expecting her to hit harder there, but instead she left another firm, somewhat stingy stroke to my left thigh, then squatted down, striking me repeatedly as she worked down to my other foot.

It hurt. I won’t deny it. I was hissing and spluttering and moaning and whimpering and even, on occasion, yelping quite a bit. My ass was clenched around Ichika’s stupid butt plug, my nipples were throbbing with each beat of my heart thanks to the chopstick clamps, and I felt like I was a pressure cooker set to “explode”. Worse, I didn’t know if it was going to be a sexual explosion, or me screaming in agony. And when Mistress Lucille turned the cane so that the small end pointed at me directly, only to have her begin poking my bound and bloated boobies, I almost lost it. Except Ichika came up behind me, reached up between my legs, and jammed the damn massager against my pussy.

This time I didn’t bother to ask permission. I just casually informed everyone in the immediate vicinity that I was going to orgasm.

“Oh my God!” I screamed. “I’m going to cum!”

I half expected Lucille to hit me again. Or for Ichika to yank the massager away. Instead the cane moved to one of my already clamped nipples, pushing and mashing the already crushed tip, and the massager… oh God… it pushed harder against my clit. Every sore and aching muscle in my body seemed to tighten and my pussy pulsed, squeezing the vibroballs still going wild inside me. The oscillations of the massager seemed electric and even my stuffed bottom and burning, pulsing nipples only added to the overall experience. My brain was totally unable to differentiate between good and bad, or hurt and pleasure. It just knew something was happening. Something intense. Something powerful. Something…

“Ohhh!” Ichika spluttered, pulling the massager away from me in surprise. “She soaked me!”

Well, duh.

The surge of adrenaline rushing through my bloodstream petered out and I sagged, no longer even trying to support myself with one foot. The rope harness seemed to tighten even more around my breasts. I sucked in a breath, still with no difficulty, and struggled to pull my thoughts together. It wasn’t easy. I was too hyped up. Too overwhelmed. I blinked, unable to really respond to what had happened, at least for the first thirty seconds. Then the pain hit me.

“My nipples,” I whimpered. The tips of my breasts were in agony, throbbing so hard that it felt like someone had taken a pair of locking pliers, crushed the little points, and then twisted. Lucille moved awfully quick for someone who liked hurting girls like me and I screamed when she undid the chopstick clamps, freeing my nipples from the crushing bite. Blood surged into the tips and that hurt even worse. By the time I was done sobbing, my right foot had been untied and I was being lowered to stand on my own two feet. The vibroballs got shut down and then all three of them, Lucille, Ichika, and Master Itasaki, helped get me untied. The old man held me upright, moving me to a soft mat where I was laid down. Ichika came over with a bottle of oil and began massaging my thighs and arms and I lay there in a sort of orgasmically comatose state, reveling in the entire experience. I felt fucking awesome.

“You were magnificent, Breanna-chan,” Ichika whispered to me. “I see why Lucille-san likes you. Bethany-chan is not so expressive.” I lifted my head. Across the room Master Itasaki and Lucille were having an in-depth conversation, so I looked at the girl.

“I was?”

She nodded, a beaming smile on her face. “My father will undoubtedly ask Lucille-san if she would allow him to use you at a class, though you would be dressed for that.” She paused. “Unless you would prefer being nude.”

I blushed, trying to understand what was being said to me. Finally I took the easy way out. “That will be up to Mistress Lucille,” I replied. Ichika nodded knowingly, her hands still gliding up and down my arms, then moving to my back. I groaned, closing my eyes, just relaxing into her massage.

“Breanne,” Mistress Lucille said, and I snapped awake, just a little shocked. I’d fallen asleep? I lifted up from the mat and looked around. Ichika was gone and Mistress Lucille looked ready to leave. She had my kimono type robe in her hand and held it out. “It’s time to go.”

It took a bit, but I climbed to my feet and let Mistress Lucille slip the robe onto my arms, then over my shoulders. I belted it around my waist and was only a little surprised that Lucille took my hand, guiding me out of the dojo. I didn’t see Master Itasaki, but Ichika was in the hall and she bowed deeply to Lucille as we passed her. I got a wink. I gave her a smile back and then we were back outside, into the cold. I shivered, wrapping one arm around me and only the fact that we were just a few steps from Lucille’s car kept me from freezing. She opened the door and helped me in.

I checked the time. It was just after three o’clock and I knew there was at least a forty minute drive back to Lucille’s home. Trying to be a good submissive, I spread my legs as wide as the front passenger seat compartment would let me. Gingerly I slipped a hand down between my legs and began rubbing myself. Slowly.

“You remembered,” Lucille said with interest. I looked over at her.

“Are you disappointed, Mistress?”

Lucille glanced at me as the car rolled on down the road. “Disappointed? On the contrary, you have performed very well for someone unused to my expectations. And for the Shibari lesson, you did better than Bethany. She never cums.”

“Oh,” I said softly. I really wasn’t aroused. Not now. But my fingers still played with my petals, teasing and rubbing my slit. There was just enough moisture…

“Admittedly, I expected to have to punish you much more today than I did. I’m not sure if you’re trying to be careful, or if you are changing your behavior to suit my inclinations, but I appreciate your attempt at a proper temperament, if not the lost opportunities to inflict suitable chastisement on you.”

I swallowed in trepidation. “Mistress, if you wish to hurt me, I accept it willingly,” I said. I reached over to her right hand, which was on the wheel, and took it. She allowed me to move it between my legs and suddenly I was much, much more wet. I felt her finger and thumb find my clit and then there was a pressure. She rolled it around and I gasped, hips rolling.

Lucille shook her head, a look of surprised satisfaction on her face. “Bethany is never accepting of more after a shibari session,” she said simply. Then she removed her hand. “But I have to focus on driving, and must get you back to my place by four pm, as per our arrangement. I will torment you tomorrow.” She paused, looking thoughtful. “But I would hate to deny you satisfaction. Put one of the binder clamps on your clit. You can suffer that until we get back to the house.”

I closed my eyes for a moment. Stupidity? Lust? Submission? I opened my eyes and reached out, opening the glove box. The binder clamp was there, waiting, and I took hold of it and pinched it open. With my left hand I reached down and pressed just above my sex, causing my clit and folds to prutrude. I set the binder clamp over my sex and let it close, feeling it pinch, then bite, then dig into my sweet, tender little pussy.

And the vibroballs came on.

I groaned, shuddering and Lucille patted my leg. “Do you think you’ll cum before we get home?” She asked me.

I quivered. “I hope not,” I whimpered. “Cumming in the car isn’t allowed.” Her eyes met mine for a second. Then I smiled. “But if I do, I know I’ll be properly punished for it.”

“You will indeed.”


Chapter Six:

I woke up Tuesday morning, aware of two things. The first was that I was sore, in a good way. Except for a few minor abrasions left from the Shibari session, my body was in relatively good shape and I was ready for whatever Mistress Lucille had in store for me on my second day. The other thing I knew was that the dreams I’d had of those three, intense explosions I’d experienced on Monday had left my pussy wet, pulsing, and entirely ready for more. I sat up in bed, the ben wa balls slipping through my insides as I forced myself up and headed to the bathroom. I took care of some personal issues, slipped on a robe, stuffed my vibroballs into my slit, (per Mistress Lucille,) and went to make breakfast.

My daughter gave me some awkward looks, but otherwise kept her peace as I disappeared back into my room to get dressed for the day. I opened my closet and for the first time in ages, didn’t agonize over which slutty costume to wear to work. The peasant blouse hung from its tiny hanger, the black skirt with the slit in the front remained still. Even the shirt with the loose strips on the front barely moved as I plucked the two sets of crimson colored bondage cuffs from the hook and took them back to the bed.

I slipped out of my robe and let it fall. The cuffs, solid leather and padded on the inside, fit snugly around my ankles and wrists and the metal rings embedded in the leather only tinkled a little. And that was it. Ready for the day. Nothing else needed. I gulped at the audacity of it and after checking my makeup and hair, grabbed my blue felt coat, and wrapped it tightly around my naked frame. The only thing left was to turn on the two golf-ball sized spheres, letting the encapsulated motors begin stirring my honeypot as I made my way out the door.

It was cold outside, but at least it wasn’t raining. I slipped into my Jeep Wrangler, started the engine, and once the heater was on and blowing warm air toward me, I slipped out of my coat. It’s never easy sitting in a parking lot, totally naked, but I’m somewhat used to it and I bit my lips as I spread my legs slightly and removed the vibroballs I’d just put in an hour before. Wet and shaking, I turned them off and dumped them in the spare cup I keep in the console. But Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 says that I have to have something in my pussy at all times, and the rules for driving my Jeep meant that I had to push a very thick, impressively long vibrator into my sex.

Years before, when Kari had given me both the Jeep and the “stipulations” that went with driving it, I’d argued before about the hassle of having to switch out toys every time I got in or out of my new vehicle. Kari, with her usual grace and mischievous smile, responded simply.

“I like the idea of you having to sit there, naked and exposed, forced to take the time to essentially fuck yourself. It increases the chances of someone seeing you and appreciating your predicament and thus humiliating you even further.”

I pushed the vibrator into my pussy with a sign. Admittedly, the thought of being caught (not to mention the numerous times it had actually happened) certainly made my arousal that much more intense.

But not this morning. This morning I managed to strip, stuff, and drive away without anyone looking in my windows, or seeing the blush on my face as my tight pussy gripped the vibe with gusto. Even off, it moved around inside me as I shifted my weight and my arousal only increased when I hit the stoplight wrong and was forced, for the duration, to turn on the vibrations.

By the time I made it to Mistress Lucille’s, I was a sopping wet mess and the switch from vibrator to vibroballs did nothing to mitigate the issue. I pulled on my coat, climbed out of my jeep, and once more walked through the gate, entered the garage, and found Bethany in the kitchen.

“I’m surprised you had the guts to show up for a second day,” Beth sneered. “But you won’t tomorrow. Today you’ll be used properly. Not strung up for a simple shibari session.”

I took a deep breath. Beth’s animosity just felt wrong and I was determined not to respond negatively to it. I shrugged and smiled at her. “I suppose that’s possible. We’ll have to see. But I’m ready for it,” I declared.

Beth was buttering toast and looked away from me. “Are your vibroballs on?” She asked.

My eyebrow went up. I hadn’t turned them on, mostly because I was worried I’d cum. I lifted the remote. “No.”

“Turn them on. Even if it’s just on low. It’s required.”

I frowned, but then twisted the dial, feeling the vibrations start up inside my pussy. I felt my hips twist as my sex locked down on the small, motor filled balls, and took a deep breath, trying to steady myself. Bethany didn’t say anything else so I headed toward Mistress Lucille’s private gym. I was a tad bit early and just like the previous day, it gave me a little bit of time to look around. The same equipment I’d noticed on my first visit was still present. Rowing machine, treadmill, squat machine, exercise bike, free weights… even the sybian, which in my mind doesn’t count as an exercise machine. All were clean and in place. But so were the various additions that turned the entire place into something sexual. I spotted something new and out of place; a steel plate with a set of handles mounted about a foot above. In the middle of the plate was a very thick, very firm, suction cup dildo. I frowned. I had one just like that. Nine inches long, realistic, with a half set of balls. It came with the name “Husky.”

“Do you like it?” Came Mistress Lucille’s voice, startling me. I jumped with a sharp little yelp and then immediately dropped to my knees. Lucille came into the gym, dressed in her exercise clothing and circled around me. I spread my knees a little wider, just in case, and lifted my hands, placing them on the back of my head.

“I’m not sure, Mistress.” It was a safe answer.

Lucille let out a laugh. “Well, let me assure you that you’ll have a definitive answer shortly.” She came back into view, holding an exercise ball. “But before you get more familiar with that dildo, let’s stretch.” She moved into the open space and gestured for me to follow her. “Give me the remote for the vibroballs.”

I handed over the small controller, hoping she’d turn the motors to a higher setting, but instead she merely set it down on a small table next to a rubber stranded flogger. Then she moved into one of the open spaces, pointed to the spot in front of her, and spread her feet wide. Like the previous day, I moved opposite Mistress Lucille and began following her lead with the exercises. Ballistic stretches, dynamic, then isometric. I copied each and every move, feeling my body ripple as I pushed myself a little farther than usual. Then Lucille pushed the exercise ball over to me. It was huge and I stopped it with a hand.

“Bend backward over it,” Lucille ordered, stepping over to one little table to pick up a flogger. I gulped, quite aware of the precarious position I was about to adopt, and the easy availability of my breasts and pussy for Mistress Lucille. I did as ordered, rolling up the side of the ball until I was looking up at the ceiling, and I spread my legs and lifted my arms above my head to stay balanced.

“I am about to whip you. Every three strokes that you take without losing your balance or closing up will result in my turning up the vibroballs. Are you prepared?”

I felt myself trembling, just a little. Terror, maybe? Perhaps. Excitement? Definitely. A mix? Probably. This was Lucille we were talking about. She wasn’t going to pull her punches. Part of me wanted to laugh hysterically. Another part wanted to sob. I licked my lips and sucked in a breath.

“Mistress, I’m ready for what you think is appropriate for me.”

Lucille moved into my view and stood over me. I could see the thick, puffy folds of her pussy outlined perfectly in the skin-tight pants. The rubber flogger dangled from one hand, the remote to my vibroballs in the other. “No you aren’t,” she said simply. “Because if you were, you’d be bracing yourself much better.” And before I could process that remark, she swung the whip down sharply, right between my legs.

The thin rubber strands bit into my sex and the bright burning sting that exploded between my legs elicited a shout as I rolled off the exercise ball and fell to the padded floor of the home gym, curling up into a ball. Fire seemed to burn between my thighs and I clenched my teeth. Lucille walked around me, flicking the flogger at my rump, shoulders, and even bottoms of my feet as I struggled with the immediate pain. How had such a small, light whip hurt so much?

“Back on the ball,” Lucille insisted after a moment.

I sat up, uncurling. There were pink lines on the soft, upper parts of my inner thighs that spread into my petals. Slowly I reached out to the ball, put my back to it, and once more rolled backward over the top until I was looking up at her again. This time I spread my legs even wider, and tilted backward over the ball, bracing with my hands as the blood rushed to my head. I took a deep breath, bracing myself.

I was expecting it between the legs again, but Mistress Lucille targeted my breasts and despite the kinetic energy of the impact pushing me sideways, my feet and hands managed to keep my upright, despite the fresh sting that seemed to prickle its way across my bosom. I yelped, cringing and whimpering as my nipples puckered and burned, but I managed to hold the position.

“That’s one successful stroke. Two more will allow me to turn up the vibroballs,” Lucille said simply, moving to my side. She raised the flogger and I knew she was aiming at my loins again. I tensed, struggling to lock my muscles, and when the rubber strands bit into my labia, the only movement was the ripple of impact energy that flowed through me and into the ball. I barely made a sound, hissing instead, eyes closed as my toes curled from the hurt.

Lucille grunted, evidently pleased, and she moved back to my upper body. With no warning, she slashed the flogger across my chest a second time, striking both breasts viciously. Again, I withstood the pain, panting as my body struggled to cope with the sensation.

And then the motion of the vibroballs changed inside me. Inside my sex, the oscillations increased, intensifying. I felt the vibrations, the shaking of my sex, and I groaned. Then Lucille put her hand on my pussy, running her fingers through my exposed and wet folds, thrusting her fingers into me, tapping the vibroballs, literally fucking me as her palm rubbed against my clit. My ass tightened as I thrust up into her, rolling on the exercise ball as I was tormented, not with pain this time, but pleasure.

“Another three strokes,” she said a minute later, pulling her fingers away from my dripping pussy. I gasped as she straightened up and watched as the flogger came flying down on the exact same spot her hand had just been rubbing. It was like lightning struck and I cried out, hips rocking back and forth with the burn. My feet had evidently moved closer together during the pleasuring, because I wasn’t braced properly and I fell over, though it wasn’t because I was covering.

“I told you to keep your balance,” Lucille said snidely. “Get back on the ball!” Her whip slashed into my butt, then hit my breasts and belly several times as I struggled to get back into position.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” I blurted out. “I lost my balance!”

The whip hit my breasts again, not as hard as the “official” strokes, but it stung nonetheless. “Do you think I care about your excuses? Get in fucking position!” Lucille snarled. I slid over the ball, stretching my legs and arms out as I grimaced, the whip still flicking hard against my breasts. As soon as I was braced, legs spread wide, Lucille stopped hitting me. “Now, let’s try again,” she spat.

I whimpered, knowing exactly what was coming. I closed my eyes because I was scared that if I watched the flogger swing toward my exposed sex, I’d flinch and close up. I tensed my legs, all the way down to the arches of my feet, and braced myself. The impact landed right where I expected it and I cried out as fire rushed around in a circle over and through my sex, but I managed, just barely, to hold my position. I was rewarded for this with another breast slashing swing that made me hiss with pain.

“Here comes the third,” Lucille warned. “Make sure your legs are spread properly.”

I moved my heels even further. I wasn’t sure if I’d lost ground, or if I’d closed up, but my thighs seemed to ripple with that ache I love, of being spread open. My pussy waited and this time I watched the flogger slash downward, perfectly lined up with my labia. It spread my folds open, biting deep, and had my back not already been arched over the curve of the exercise ball, I’d have risen up to echo that very arch. I cried out, eyes closing, but I held the position and then the vibroballs turned up even higher. I realized I was shaking, struggling to stay supine and inverted on the exercise ball.

“Does it hurt, my pet?” Lucille asked softly, kneeling down next to my side. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, but then managed to croak out an answer.

“Yes, Mistress!” I whispered. Her left hand found my right breast and I felt her thumb begin to trace circles around my tender nipple. Then her right hand was between my legs, two fingers dipping into my slit, her other thumb on my clit, rubbing it back and forth. The trembling increased and I realized it was because my body was having trouble delineating between the pain and the pleasure. It kept expecting one only to find the other. My eyes began rolling up into the back of my head and I felt the surge of sexual need suddenly become an irresistable force.

“Please?” I begged suddenly. “Please Mistress? Can I cum?”

And with that, the fingers were withdrawn from my pussy, the thumbs touching my clit and nipples gone. She pushed me off to the side and I yelped as I rolled onto the floor. I almost put my hands between my legs as she turned back to the table and dumped both the vibroballs remote and the flogger on the surface. She picked up a bottle of lube and dropped it on the floor in front of me and it bounced, hitting my thigh. I winced, but kept my mouth shut.

“The dildo you were admiring a few minutes ago needs a good lube. I suggest being thorough.”

I took a deep breath and picked up the tube. “Yes, Mistress.” I didn’t bother getting to my feet and instead crawled back over to the metal square with the handles and dildo. I opened the tube and smeared the clear gel all over the rubber cock, then capped the tube and looked at my still greased finger, trying to decide what to do with the excess. Lucille tapped me on the shoulder.

“Your bottom,” she said with this cruel grin.

I bit my lip, a seething frustration hitting me. Lucille knew I didn’t like things in my ass. I gave her a tiny glare as I brought my hand back, touching my own anus and even thrusting in enough to give my back door a decent coat of the gel. At least it got my finger clean. Which is when I realized what was about to happen.

“I’m going to run my miles. Two. You will sit, legs extended straight, on the dildo, with it in your ass. If it becomes uncomfortable, you may lift yourself up.” She gestured at the plate. I blinked.

“Mistress,” I protested. “That dildo is huge! I’m not sure it can fit me…” My words died out as Lucille suddenly squatted down and grabbed my nipple, giving it just enough pressure to scare the hell out of me.

“Are you refusing to cooperate?” Mistress Lucille asked carefully, almost hopefully. I felt an increasing pressure on my snagged tit. My eyes widened and I looked away from her.

“No, Mistress,” I replied softly. I licked my lips and waited, hoping that my apparent change of willingness would result in her releasing me. It did, and suddenly my breast was free. I turned my back on the dildo, sliding up to it until I felt it against the crack of my ass. I grabbed the hand holds and pushed up, getting into position. The dildo was much firmer than I’d first expected and it pressed against my ass. It was very firm, much firmer than most phallic toys I’d used and I wondered if there was something hard inside the rubber.

“Smart girl,” she said in a pleased tone. “Now drop down and impale yourself fully. I want to see you grimace.”

I allowed a full inch or two into my butt and grunted. “I am grimacing,” I muttered.

Her hand flashed before I could even apologize and she struck my right breast, slapping my tit sideways. I squealed and thrashed a little, which only put more of the huge dildo in my ass. She lifted her hand to hit me again and I flinched away from her, turning my head.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!”

“You will be,” Lucille assured me. “Now keep going.”

I groaned, fingers curled tightly around the grips, trying to hold myself up. Six inches of very firm rubber were buried in my ass and the last thing I wanted to do was put the last three inches in there. But with Mistress Lucille watching, I didn’t think I had a choice. Slowly I let myself down until most of the damn thing was in my butt. My fingers tightened on the handles, which gave me a four inch safety zone. The big question though, was how long would I be able to support my body weight. I bit my lip, not liking the situation at all. When my arms gave out, I was going to get the last four inches in a sudden rush.

I perched there, trying to think of a way to do this without it hurting. The vibroballs were still going, set to medium, but that did absolutely nothing to counteract the very thick and uncomfortable sensation in my bottom. Mistress Lucille looked down at me with a grin and shook her head.

“That will hardly help you,” she teased. “I suspect you won’t be able to support yourself for longer than a minute.”

I clenched my jaw, but I knew she was right. I decided that lowering myself down slowly was better than just falling. With a whimper, then a groan, I bent my elbows and took the thickest part of the anal plug up my ass. Oh my freaking God, it hurt!

I whimpered as Lucille grinned in satisfaction. As she walked off to the treadmill. I immediately grabbed the handles and lifted myself up until my arms were straight and only an inch or two were still embedded in my bottom. The thump thump thump of her feet on the machine sped up and I strained, forearms burning as I struggled to stay up. My ass clenched tightly as I realized I wasn’t going to be able to hold myself up that long. Rather than have my muscles fail, dropping me down violently, I groaned as I once more carefully lowered myself onto the nine inch long phallus.

“Oh my God,” I moaned quietly.

Over at the treadmill, Lucille glanced over at me, clearly enjoying the look of acute discomfort on my face. She was puffing a bit already, so at least I was spared any caustic commentary, but I couldn’t handle the pressure on my sphincter and lifted myself up again. That lasted just half a minute before I was once again forced to lower myself down.

Psychologically, it became a race. I figured Mistress Lucille was doing two miles, just like she had the day before, and at nine to ten minutes a mile, I was going to be thoroughly buttfucked for around twenty minutes. Having the full dildo in my bottom was distinctly uncomfortable, but I realized pretty quickly that my upper body strength wasn’t quite where it needed to be to keep my rear end elevated. Soon I had no choice but to begin riding the damn thing, like a mad elevator, going up and down as Lucille’s steady pace set the beat.

And the vibroballs… those weren’t making it any easier. The vibrations in my pussy weren’t terribly strong when compared to the discomfort in my ass and the burning of my shoulders and arms, but they were more than enough to push my libido, making me gush. I wanted to reach down and stroke myself, rubbing my clit in rough circles. But to do that I’d need to let go of the handles. I tried to figure out how I could do it without coring myself to the navel, but it was impossible. Instead, I suffered, whimpering as I moved up and down the lubed rubber rod.

By the time Lucille was done with her two miles my ass felt like I’d forced a freight train through it. My forearms and biceps burned and my hands ached. But mostly my bottom hurt, and not the buttocks. I’m used to being spanked, or whipped across the ass. This was inside me, deep and penetrating. As Lucille slowed down and began walking she looked over at me and nodded.

“You can lift yourself off the dildo,” she said.

I twisted one leg under the other, giving myself enough leverage and pulled myself off the devilish device, rolling over with a groan. Lucille looked at me with a wicked smile and nodded. “Get on your knees, present your ass toward me, and reach back with both hands to pull your buttocks apart. I want to see the gaping hole.”

I closed my eyes. I wanted to touch my clit, but I rolled over onto my knees, turned a bit more so that my butt was pointed toward the treadmill, and then put my head on the padded floor. I reached back, grabbed my butt cheeks, and spread them, showing her my back door. I figured it was obscenely wide. I looked at her feet through my spread legs and I noticed that both my thighs were glistening. I held the position for a few minutes, then had to rest my fingers, only to open myself up again.

“Alright,” Lucille announced. “Free weight time. Come over here.” She stepped down from the treadmill and I let go of my ass. She walked over to a rack of barbells and I crawled to her, just a little scared to stand up. She looked down at me as I knelt at her feet and she picked up a chain that was draped over one set of weights.

Nipple clamps. Of course.

“Cup your breasts and lift them for me,” Lucille said. I moved my hands under my boobs and held them. The clamps were clovers and I winced as they bit down on my nipples. The chain wasn’t heavy, but it wasn’t light either. It hung down past my navel, at least until Lucille picked up a fifteen pound weight in her right hand, grabbed the chain with her left, and threaded the steel links around the shaft. My eyes widened as I felt the tug and then she did a simple curl.

I didn’t move fast enough and the slack in the chain disappeared immediately. I gasped as the clover clamps flashed upward, twisting my nipples, pulling on them firmly. Then Mistress Lucille lowered the barbell, completing the exercise.

Only to do it again.

I realized after three curls that going up and down via my legs was not really a good option, since it was tiring. I tried straightening up and just holding my own that way, but Lucille made sure that the tension came on the downstroke then, yanking my nipples downward. I whimpered, gritting my teeth as my breasts were yanked and pulled on, until she completed a full set of twenty-five curls.

And switched hands.

“Put your fingers on your clit,” Lucille said as she began a fresh set of curls. I pushed a hand down between my legs and felt a wild thrill, despite the way my nipples were being jerked. The metal clamps flashed, but then the soft, warm, wetness of my flower sent a wave of acute pleasure through me, numbing the pain slightly and changing everything into a sort of melded sensory overload. I tried to pick out specific sensations. My bottom still burned from where I had been impaled. My arms ached from having to hold myself up during the previous torment. My nipples were throbbing from the pressure of the clamps, but the twisting and jittering movement of each curl being translated down the chain into the pincers was like shards of sharp pain. And now… my masturbating fingers?

I mewled, and this time it was pretty clear where I was coming from. I rubbed at my clit frantically, hand going around and around in circles, and I thrust my hips forward. I wasn’t counting curls, but I figured Lucille was close to finishing, just as I was.

“Please Mistress?” I begged, breath ragged. “Please can I cum?”

“If you can,” she replied.

I almost snorted. If she thought I wouldn’t be able to cum, she was crazy! I leaned back, increasing the pain on my nipples, but it was just absolutely perfect. I arched my back, thrusting my breasts forward as I spread my knees wide. It took only another curl and I cried out, pussy squirting as I began jamming my curled fingers into my slit, touching the still vibrating balls inside me with my nails. As usual, my vision tunneled and only the way my nipples were being wrenched back and forth cut through the utter euphoria of my orgasm.

As I slumped, Lucille bent down and removed the clamps from my nipples. That made me cry out, the pain cutting through my orgasm. Then I dropped, curling up into a shuddering heap as the vibroballs kept shaking inside me, creating a secondary wave of bliss. I was aware of my mistress walking around me, then the vibroballs slowed and shut down. I took a deep breath as Lucille continued her workout, pumping the now matched set of weights in different directions. It took me a minute or two to collect myself, and when I caught my breath, I slowly rolled onto my back, spread my legs wide, and stretched out my arms.

“What are you doing?” Lucille said sharply, as if she objected, but I could tell from the way she was looking at me that the view was intriguing her.

“Can I have another whipping, Mistress?” I asked simply, spreading my heels even more. It was a calculated risk. I didn’t think she would want to whip me again, but I’d get bonus points for asking. For a moment I thought I’d pushed it too far, because Lucille’s eyes went back to the flogger, but then she shook her head, finished her reps, then set the weights back on the rack. She grabbed a nearby towel, patted her forehead dry and shook her head.

“Not right now. Later though,” she said. “I have work to do. Let’s go shower.”

I started to get to my feet and she gave me a dark look. “No. You’ll crawl.”

I bit my lip and nodded. I followed her out of the gym and down the hall to her bedroom. I caught a glimpse of Bethany staring at me, a cruel glimmer in her eye, but then she disappeared. Lucille took me back to the master bath, started up the shower, and tossed me the rubber wrist cuffs. After the previous day, I knew what I needed to do and I took off the leather manacles around my ankles and wrists and put on the waterproof versions.

“Remove the vibroballs from your cunt,” Lucille said from the other side of the bathroom. I looked up at her, then reached down between my legs, pulling the two plastic spheres from my sex. Her eyes burned into mine and I held them up, licking them lightly. Lucille, already half naked, marched over to me, grabbed the vibroballs, and tossed them in her sink. “Get the water hot,” she snapped. I nodded obediently and got to my feet, going to the shower and turning on the water. It didn’t take long to get it hot. Then, with her hand on my back, I stepped into the shower.

Lucille had put a plastic folding stool in the stall under the hook and I climbed up onto it, lifting my arms and securing myself to the metal attachment. It had held my weight the previous day so I knew it would hold me again. What I wasn’t prepared for was Lucille, naked and beautiful, stepping in with me, to place her foot on the stool.

“I’m going to take the stool away,” she told me.

“But,” I spluttered, water spraying down on me. “I’m not tall enough to…” But it was too late. She hooked her foot around and pulled it out from under my feet. I had only a second to brace myself and suddenly all my weight was on my arms. I cried out, but then felt my body stretch, my toes touching the floor. I managed to get my feet under me and take some of the weight, but I had absolutely no wiggle room.

“Arrggggh,” I gargled, water going into my open mouth. Lucille grabbed the rough luffa sponge and began scrubbing at my body. Strawberries and Cream body wash got added and I hung there like a sack of potatoes as my Mistress cleaned me. There were a few rough moments when she lifted one of my legs and did my pussy, but she finally rinsed me and and pushed the stool back under my feet.

“Now,” she said quietly, the water pouring down on the two of us. “Clean me.”

I soaped and washed Lucille, running my fingers over her skin in sensuous circles. I felt… pretty good actually. I’d exploded. I was clean and refreshed. And Lucille felt amazing. Then she pushed me down onto my knees, put one foot up on the stool, and pointed at her slit.

“Clean there,” she ordered. “With your tongue.”

I almost laughed, but drove my nose into the crinkly hair above her shaved petals. My tongue darted out and I began lapping at her sex. She leaned back against the wall of the shower stall and I reached up, wrapping my hands around her buttocks. I could hear her panting as I licked and sucked at her clit, running my tongue down through her sweet folds. I moved one hand deeper, driving my fingers into the crack of her ass until I found her tight back door. I wiggled a finger around as I suckled her clit and I felt her shudder as a surge of cum gushed into my open mouth.

Lucille groaned, then pushed me away. I wiped my face, grinning like an idiot, feeling insanely powerful. I knelt there, water washing away the flavor of Lucille’s orgasm, cleaning us both. Then without a word, she turned off the water, grabbed a towel and got out of the shower. I stayed right where I was, waiting for her command, only to get a soft, warm, fluffy towel in the face.

“Dry off and put the leather cuffs back on,” Lucille said. “Then touch up your makeup.”

It didn’t take me long and once my black eyeliner was fixed and the red leather cuffs for my wrists and ankles were buckled on, I knelt on the soft rug in the middle of the bathroom. Lucille was in and out, getting dressed in a pair of expensive gray slacks and a white shirt. Then she snapped her fingers at me in expectation. I understood the gesture intimately.

Follow.

I half expected to be taken to the playroom. Or dungeon. Or whatever it was called, but Lucille walked briskly to a different hallway that took us to another side of the massive house. The hall had expensive art hanging in it and I wished that I’d been allowed to walk, rather than forced to crawl. Lucille had amazing taste, at least in impressionism. Eventually she stepped through a set of open French doors and I crawled in behind her. It was a home office that was at least as large as my apartment’s living room. Um… plus my dining area. It was big. An ultra sleek and very modern looking desk sat in the middle of the room, complete with computer and all sorts of office accouterments. But what really caught my attention were the two “chairs” sitting opposite her desk, a few feet away.

The first “chair”, if you could call it that, made my blood run cold even as a shiver of excitement flowed through me. I was unsure if it was made of wood or metal, but I could see that there was a center post to which a protruding brace had been mounted. The brace itself was about three and a half feet up from the floor and there was no mistaking the slightly rounded edge. The chair was a wooden pony, a modern interpretation of a medieval torture device. I knew, were I to sit on that edge, that it would place an uncomfortable amount of pressure on my sex, forcing me to rock back and forth, or lift myself up and down, to relieve the discomfort, all depending on how I was secured to it. My eyes didn’t miss the multiple metal rings embedded in the center post either.

The other “chair” didn’t look much better as far as I was concerned. There was a full seat, except right in the center was an odd looking phallus. It appeared to be made of black plastic, except there were two bands of copper embedded in the material, about three inches away from each other. It was a pretty aesthetic, but it only took me a second to realize which hole that phallus was intended to fill. But then my eyes flickered to the massager at the front of the seat and it intrigued me. Like the first chair, the “back” of the seat was the center post and more metal rings were attached in different places. I also noticed the battery operated Transcutaneous Electrical Nerve Stimulator, or TENS Unit for short, resting in a sort of metal pocket on the back of the post. Red and black wires were attached, leading down some sort of wiring box. My eyes spotted a set of dangling duckbill style clamps, capped with copper and running black and red wires.

That wasn’t the only furniture in the room either. One corner held a padded weight bench, complete with upright posts to hold a barbell. Except there wasn’t a bar. Instead more metal spring loaded clips had been secured to the posts, clips that would work rather well with the large silver rings embedded in my wrist and ankle cuffs. And there was a cabinet. It matched the desk. The front doors were closed, but I had little doubt that a sadist like Lucille wouldn’t just keep office supplies in it. 

The woman turned and gave me a smile that reminded me of a cat about to pounce on an unsuspecting mouse. “Please,” she said congenially. “Have a seat.”

I sucked in a breath, hesitating. I’d barely had time to process what I was seeing, not to figure out which torture device should be used first. I mulled the decision over. Which would be better? Having my ass impaled, clitoris vibrated, while getting fried, or bouncing horribly on the sharp edge of the wooden pony, riding it for Mistress Lucille’s entertainment?

“Which seat would you like me in, Mistress?”

She laughed and waved her hand. “It doesn’t matter.”

I looked back at my choices. Slowly, I crawled over to the second chair, the one with the black and copper butt plug. It was already glistening and I quickly touched it with my finger, only to find it was pre-lubricated. I glanced up at her with a questioning look and she nodded approval, so I rose up, turned my back to the post and straddled the seat. Gingerly I lowered myself downward, feeling the tapered, slick tip of the plug against my ass. It was thick, but certainly not outside the scope of that morning’s previous experience, and round two wasn’t quite as unpleasant as I’d expected. I shifted my hips, my bottom tightening on the probe.

Mistress Lucille came over and she reached down to the massager. To my surprise, she was able to adjust its position so that it was closer to my pussy. Much, much closer. Like, touching me closer. I glanced down and saw the bulb firmly pressed against my clitoris.

“Uh oh,” I muttered.

“Hands above your head, slut.”

I licked my lips and lifted my hands, only to have the fetters on my wrists attached to metal rings on the center post. That wasn’t too bad because it still gave me wriggle room. But then Lucille reached down and grabbed my right foot, pulling it back as well. Then my ankle was attached to the post and she followed that up by doing the same thing to my other leg. My entire body weight was on the seat, though I thought I could pull myself upward by pushing downward with my legs, and maybe pulling with my arms.

I tested the bonds. Sure enough, I could lift my ass up a few inches and when I did, I heard that same ominous click. I didn’t want to risk dismounting, especially while Lucille was messing around behind me, but I knew that lifting myself up would be strenuous and tiring. Not to mention that from the way I was secured, I’d have to suffer both the indignity and discomfort of having to let myself back down, getting rammed repeatedly.

A clamp flashed in front of my face and I pressed my lips together as Mistress Lucille tweaked my right nipple and set the pincer in place. I was surprised that it didn’t really hurt, there was just pressure, though I expected the level of electricity that would flow through it at some point would correct that. She pinched my other breast and set the second clamp on my nipple. I braced myself, expecting a tingle, or a twist, or even a burn.

But there was nothing. And that worried me. Had she even turned it on? Would that come later? I bit my lip. I hated mind games!

Mistress Lucille then turned on the massager and the electric hum filled the room. With the bulb touching the front of my pussy, the vibrations went straight into my clitoris and I let out a groan of pleasure so distinct and solid that Mistress Lucille let out a laugh. The vibrations of the massager seemed to amplify the sensations coming from my bottom and jaw dropped as a wave of insanely intense pleasure began building inside me.

“I advise you not to thrust, but enjoy it now, while you can,” she said simply, moving away from me and circling the desk. She began turning on her computer.

I struggled against the sensation. If she were trying to make cum, this was a damned good way to do it. Spasms began rippling up and down my legs and my toes curled. The urge to begin bouncing trickled through me, though I resisted. Butt fucking myself was not something I generally think positively about. “So I’m just supposed to sit here and cum?” I asked, already breathing heavily.

She smiled wickedly. “That is the idea,” she responded, seemingly distracted.

“So I have your permission to orgasm?” The tenor of my voice seemed just a little shrill and high-pitched.

Lucille nodded. “As many times as you’d like in fact.”

That scared me and I bit my lip with a fresh new emotion. It was too easy! The massager felt incredible and the urge to thrust, pressing myself harder against it was almost impossible to resist. I realized I was starting to pant and I closed my eyes. Pleasure streamed up through me. But even as my hips began to wriggle, a little portion of myself began to wonder. This couldn’t be everything. Lucille was a sadist. What about the TENS Unit? What about the clamps?

I let out a soft groan and suddenly I couldn’t hold back. The sensations were intense. Very intense. I gasped, loving how fast and hard I was moving toward climax, and if Lucille was telling the truth, I’d be allowed to cum, jumping off the cliffs of orgasm with enthusiasm. Her warning seemed to slip from my mind and my hips bucked as I thrust my pussy forward, pressing my clit harder against the massager. As I did, the massager seemed to give, but only a tiny bit, and I heard a loud, ominous click. 

And that’s when the pain exploded through me.


Chapter Seven

The human body is equipped with a self-defense mechanism designed to reduce damage. For example, if you’re dumb enough to put your hand on something super hot, you’ll find yourself flinching, yanking your hand back automatically, without really thinking about. Your central nervous system reacts instinctively, hopefully to keep you from burning. This happens all without conscious thought - because thinking takes too much time. But what happens when your body can’t actually identify the source of the pain?

I admit that I cried out when the electricity shot through me. And unlike the involuntary response you might expect when exposed to something agonizing, my nervous system was unable to identify the source of the pain, only where it was hurting. Between my buttocks, I felt like I was shitting a fire hot brick, while at the tips of each breast my body was reporting that scalding needles were being shoved through my nipples. At least, that’s what it felt like and I belatedly realized that the TENS Unit was on, and set to a ridiculously high level.

My back arched as my fingers and toes curled, but more importantly, I jerked violently, pulling my pussy away from the massager. My ass tightened and the muscles in my arms and legs tensed, lifting me halfway off the electrified anal plug. More importantly, the movement pulled my pussy back from the massager. I barely heard the click of the switch that turned off the electricity flowing through my nipples and ass. The way I was bound kept me in place and then I cried out as I slipped back down into the seat. The massager was now lightly touching my clit again, still vibrating intensely.

Unfortunately, I wasn’t done with involuntary reactions because for some inane reason, my hips thrust forward again. Rinse and repeat. There was the click, then lightning blasted its way across my breasts and up into my ass. Again. I shot back up, screeching. Then collapsed back down into the seat, once more slinging my hips too far forward.

It took me three more times before I figured out that pushing my cunt against the massager was the dumbest thing ever. Finally I managed to control myself, quivering violently. I wasn’t quite as aroused now. I was scared. Little twitches went through me as I struggled against the growing urge to thrust again. And the massager, the fucking massager just buzzed softly against my clit.

Lucille looked over at me. She smiled, was mysteriously quiet, and then began typing.

I froze, too scared to move. I trembled, my entire body shaking as my clit withstood the onslaught of powerful vibrations without me moving a muscle. Two or three minutes passed and I felt myself tightening, the oncoming orgasm barrelling toward me like a freight train. I tried to hold off, to prevent the orgasm from hitting me. I managed a minute. Maybe two. Then with a cry, I felt myself exploding, cum gushing from around my vibrator mashed slit, my hips driving my body forward. Fire exploded inside me, and around me, and I screamed as the pain and orgasm merged and melded. I tightened and shook, and even then, waves of orgasmic bliss and hot current shot through me, until I finally slumped. .

If my climax was of any interest to Mistress Lucille, she didn’t show it. Her fingers continued to type, manipulating whatever was on her screen. I panted, spasms rippling up and down my legs. I realized one foot was shaking, the effects of adrenaline still leaking from me, like the cum that had splattered the seat between my legs. I stared at her, chest heaving, as the massager kept going and going. I was becoming sensitized and the primal urge to thrust forward, to rub myself hard against the massager, became monstrous. I focused on that, on control, on trying not to move. I didn’t want to hurt again, until the vibrations finally became more than I could handle. I tried pulling backward, but there was no way to go, no way to spare my clit the vibrations. I only had one direction. One option. And I clenched my jaw as I was left with no other choice. My hips rolled and I thrust forward, pressing my poor clitoris hard against the massager.

*Click*

Lightning struck again and I shrieked. It was like… it was like having a hot poker shoved up my ass. Or at least what I think having a hot poker thrust up my rump would feel like. And someone grabbed hold of both of my nipples with a pair of pliers, twisting them around a full three hundred and sixty degrees. And that was before the hot needles were pushed through them. I jerked, thrashing again as the pain overwhelmed me. Once again my back arched, my head hit the center post, and I came up off the anal probe, lifting myself away from the massager. The agony died and I slumped back down..

I gave Lucille a panicked look, but she was still ignoring me. My brain wasn’t working as well as I wanted. No matter what I did I couldn’t get away from the massager. I knew I couldn’t thrust up against it, but how to keep myself from doing it? My lower half was begging me to thrust. To push. To press myself against the rubbing, massaging little fucking machine.

I clenched my jaw and ever so gingerly, pressed forward. I heard the click from the massager again and then my ass and nipples were on fire. I have never moved as fast as I did, pulling backward, trying not to put pressure on the massager. Then I tried rolling my hips in a grind, avoiding the forward direction, and that helped for a moment, changing the pressures applied to my now sensitive nub, but all I got for my antics was to refresh my arousal. Suddenly I wanted to pump again. And I knew that was a bad idea.

The minutes crawled by and my central nervous system began shorting out. Weird twitches and jerks affected me as I struggled to hold my pelvis as still as possible. My breathing steadied somewhat, but I could feel the vibrations affecting me more and more. Mistress Lucille had said I could cum as much as I wanted, but what she hadn't said was that I’d be forced into it, moving at a pace my body couldn’t handle. It was either that or agony.

My third orgasm was even more intense than the first, and came a mere half-hour after I’d been impaled, spread, bound, vibrated and electrified. As the waves of pleasure rocked through me, my body struggled against competing initiatives - my brain locked my hips in place to keep myself from being shocked, while my central nervous system was interpreting the onslaught of vibrations to my clit as calamity. Suddenly, the autonomous flinching reaction seemed particularly unwise.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered, looking at Lucille. She was studiously ignoring me, clearly checking email and doing some other important, business related work. I was mere background noise. Or maybe interactive art? I don’t know. What I did know was that even my prodigious ability to resist over-stimulation was going to fail, sooner or later.

I’m not one of those girls who can’t handle her clit being played with. In fact, I’ve been subjected to forced orgasms via a variety of vibrational toys attached to or touching my clit. It’s not that I don’t get sensitive. I do. But my fucked up brain usually translates the acute, grating discomfort in a sexually perverse way, which pushes me toward the next orgasm. The massager, set to the highest possible level, was doing a phenomenal job of both setting my clit alight with pleasure, and shoving me up to the cliffs of orgasm to throw me bodily from the edge. Once more, the reaction to the orgasmic forces running through me ended with the searing agony of the TENS unit pumping voltage through my nipples and bottom, and it took almost a minute for my fucked up systems to settle enough to end the cycle of pleasure and pain.

As the orgasm waned and I was left with the raw stimulation rubbing aggressively against my clitoris, I realized that I was truly fucked. My bottom clenched around the plug and I was left to suffer as the stimulation being forced upon my clit kept going.

I sat there, totally defeated, as the nerves in the tiny bud above my slit became over-sensitized and sore. The minutes crept by as Lucille continued to work, until I let out a scream of frustration and jammed my hips forward in desperation.

Click.

Tears poured down my cheeks as I shuddered, my pussy pressed tightly to the vibrator. Pain roared through my ass and nipples, but it distracted me from the discomfort of the massager rumbling against my clit. I held my place for a second or two, then jerked back. I sat there, trembling as I struggled to breathe, then did it again, mashing my clit hard against the massager. Power seared through me and I pulled away, then did it again, ricocheting between agonies.

I don’t know how I managed orgasm number four, but it came anyway, hurtling toward me like a bus. Lucille continued to ignore me, despite the fact that I was wheezing and sobbing, then shrieking as the electricity shot into my nipples and ass. Girl goo was dripping copiously from around my sex, and my chest heaved in dramatic gasps. My hips were jerking back and forth, completely involuntarily, as my nerves frayed, split, and then began shredding. Then, as the orgasm slowed and faded, I managed to exert enough control to keep the electricity at bay.

“W-w-why?” I managed to gasp, trying to catch Lucille’s eyes.

She looked up. “Why what?”

“W-w-what did I do?” I panted, mouth curling down as I struggled against the urge to push myself toward the massager.

“Do?” Lucille asked. “You didn’t do anything,” she assured me. She leaned forward a bit and smiled wolfishly. “I’m doing this to you because I can.” She sat back in her chair and tapped her fingers on the desk. “Honestly, you’re handling it better than I thought you would. Four orgasms in forty-three minutes is quite impressive. You show almost as much discipline as Bethany does, and that’s without training. The first day she sat in that chair she bucked like a bronco and only lasted twenty-one minutes. Of course, it’s not quite an apples to apples comparison, since I have the TENS Unit set to seven for you, while she was on five, but that fact just reinforces how exquisite you are.”

My entire body was shuddering as she went through her litany and I tried to process what she was saying. It didn’t really stick though. My body and brain fought each other as Lucille went back to paying more attention to her computer than me.

The next ten minutes were agonizing. My muscles ached from the constant movement, the tension, and my clit felt like someone had taken an electric toothbrush to it, followed by a motorized sander. Bethany came into the room. She was almost nude, a sort of sari slash skirt wrapped around her pudgy waist to hang down along her flank. Her sex was uncovered and she walked over to Mistress Lucille with a tray in hand, which held a steaming cup on a saucer. She set it down on the desk with only a mild look at me, and then knelt dutifully. Mistress Lucille picked up the drink, sipped it, then set it down, only to put a hand on Bethany’s head. There was a light caress and then Lucille’s hand went down to Beth’s left breast, finding her nipple and giving it a vicious twist.

Beth grimaced, but otherwise kept her mouth shut, which was in stark contrast to the bevy of noises I was making. I was wheezing, crying, hiccuping, moaning, and whimpering in a wild carousel as my loins wobbled back and forth, grinding my pussy into the massager to endure the agonizing violence of the electrical current in my ass and across my nipples, only to pull back and try to hold still for more clitoral overstimulation.

Suddenly, I wondered how long I was going to have to endure the torture. And make no mistake. It was torture. Damn the orgasms! My vision blurred as Beth crawled from the room, her weird sari/skirt showing off her thicc ass as well as the jeweled plug embedded in it. Lucille typed and I suffered.

And suffered.

At the time I didn’t know that I managed another fifteen or so minutes. It felt like an hour. I lifted myself up again, pulling my bottom almost clear of the plug, only to fall back down hard when my arms and legs gave out. I knew I’d bruised my ass doing it too. Then it was back to the massager.

The fifth orgasm did it. It wasn’t as powerful as the other four and it drained me. I slumped forward, unable to even jerk away. My breathing was ragged and tears and snot dripped from my face. My knees were shaking and my clit… oh my God… my clit felt like I was humping knives, or fucking broken glass. I tried not to move, and sat there, sobbing.

She waited another minute before getting up. Mistress Lucille rounded the desk, put her hand on the massager, and shut it off. I cried out in relief, in blessed thanks, blinking more tears from my eyes as she moved behind me. She undid my ankles first and I jammed my bare feet down, pushing up and away from the seat so quickly that I almost fell. Then my right wrist came free and I’m ashamed to admit that I practically ripped the duckbill clamps off my own tits, sobbing. My other hand came loose and I fell forward, only to be caught by Lucille’s clutching fingers. She lifted me off the chair and lowered me to the floor where I curled up into a fetal ball, crying hysterically.

To Lucille’s credit, she sat down on the floor right next to me, a hand on my shoulder and back, and comforted me. It took maybe five more minutes for me to calm down and stop sniveling. Then she leaned over me.

“Were the orgasms you had sufficiently strong enough?” She asked. Her tone confused me. I wasn’t sure if she was telling me, or asking me. Was there a sneer in there? A sort of “ah ha! Gotcha!”? Slowly I rolled over until I was looking up into her face. I didn’t feel angry. Instead, I felt a sort of acceptance. This was what I was here for, wasn’t it? To be hurt? To be tortured? I nodded, still not trusting myself to speak. I hiccuped and looked away, embarrassed, but Lucille only laughed. She got to her feet, leaving me splayed out on the floor of her office. Lucille went back to her desk, opened a small refrigerator I hadn’t noticed before because it matched the desk cabinetry, and pulled out a bottle of water. She brought it to me, unscrewing it. Then she knelt back down, lifted my head, and gave me a drink. I sipped and then sat up. She took that as a positive sign and when I grabbed the bottle, she let go.

“Not that it's a contest, but you did last much longer than Bethany ever has. It has nothing to do with tolerance or ability, since you’ve had twice as much training as Beth did when she first started that torment. Either way, I still found it impressive. But like Beth, I presume you’ll improve.”

I blinked. “I have to ride it again?” I gasped, alarmed.

Mistress Lucille blinked. “Every Tuesday and Friday morning you’ll be allowed to choose one of the three ‘chairs’ I have in my office. None of them are easy to endure. Now, rest. Recuperate. When you are feeling somewhat recovered you may prostrate yourself before me, face up, legs spread wide so that I can see your cunt.” She went back to the desk and sat down, her attention once more turned toward the computer.

I stared at her, feeling just a little squirrely. I wasn’t sure if I was happy or upset about what had just happened, but I know that I wasn’t aroused any more. Not in the least. I took another sip of water and then spread my legs to check my bits and pieces. My clit seemed a little swollen, but not terribly, and even though it was a darker pink than usual, the vibrations seemed to have avoided doing any real damage. I checked my breasts too. Nothing. No scorch marks, and let me tell you, I was pretty sure there would be. Finally, I finished the water. With nothing else left to do, I scooted to my right until I could see Mistress Lucille from head to toe. Then I laid back, spread my arms outward, then moved my legs, and lay spread-eagled right in front of her.

I half expected her foot in my crotch, or for her to get out a whip, or to light up a candle and drip it on me. Instead she continued to type as I lay there. Honestly, I welcomed the respite. I closed my eyes and slowed my breathing, relaxing slowly and surely. I’m not sure how long I laid there, half dozing, my body recovering, but it had to be about twenty minutes.

“When you’re feeling up to it, please go to the kitchen and assist Bethany with lunch,” Mistress Lucille said. I opened my eyes and looked up at her. A sudden flurry of trepidation fluttered through me and I pushed myself up on my elbows.

“Um… Beth doesn’t like me,” I said carefully.

Lucille swiveled on her chair to face me and the expression on her face was dark. I would have backpedaled, except when you’re laying on the floor, with your legs spread wide, buck naked, it’s tough to do anything remotely like that. Instead, my knees wavered a bit, coming closer, as if some part of me expected her to hit my already sore pussy.

“Did I ask for your opinion?” Lucille asked, her eyes practically turning red.

My brain was a bit slower on the uptick than my body and I realized I’d screwed up. I shook my head and let myself back down to the floor. I stared up at the ceiling, wondering how bad it was going to be.

“Roll over, get on your knees, put your face on the floor, and stick your ass up.”

Bad. It was going to be bad. I was going to get another spanking. I whimpered as I rolled over, then pulled my knees up under myself. I bent in half, prostrating myself, head toward the door, my butt up in the air, presented to my mistress. I heard a drawer sliding open and I shut my eyes tight, bracing myself. I heard a snap, flinched, but then when nothing struck my buttocks, I started to relax. Lucille leaned toward me. I could feel her motion. Then something cold, wet and solid touched my bottom.

Oh damn.

Four the third time that morning, my butt got fucked. Mistress Lucille began pushing what felt like an enormous plug into my ass and I groaned as the impressive length and width filled my rear end completely. It didn’t hurt, especially since I’d been freshly used in that manner, but it didn’t feel good either. Uncomfortable. I groaned, twisting my hips as it settled. And then Lucille spanked me.

It wasn’t a serious punishment. Five or six spanks? Somewhere like that. I wasn’t counting. She hit me hard enough to make it sting, but not enough to make me pull away. And when she stopped I remained in position, breathing hard, wondering if a quirt or cane was next.

“Go to the kitchen. On your knees the whole way.”

I pushed up and began crawling.

“And Breanne, if Bethany orders you to do something, do it.”

“Yes mistress,” I muttered as I crawled out of the office. I moved down the hall, crawling awkwardly, humiliated at the position. I didn’t want to enter the kitchen like this. Not subservient and submissive to Beth. I bit my lip as my bottom clenched tightly around the plug and I wondered just how awful the next few moments were going to be.

I made one wrong turn, found myself crawling into what was obviously the living room, or den, or possibly a sitting room, slewed myself around, and managed to find the kitchen. Beth was at the massive center island, one hand clutching a chef’s knife. I slowed, then climbed to my feet, keeping the granite countertop between us.

She had a knife.

Beth eyed me and I smiled brightly, trying to sound bright and positive. Friendly even. “Hi, Beth. Mistress Lucille told me to come here and help you make lunch. What would you like me to do?”

“Stuff freshly cut ghost pepper up your cunt,” Beth replied without hesitation.

I blinked. “Uh… that sounds… like a particularly unwise thing to do,” I replied carefully.

“Then I guess you’re lucky we don’t have any,” Beth sneered.

I sighed and rested my arms on the counter. Beth was still wearing nothing but the sari styled skirt and I had to admit that her breasts, which were bigger than mine, were quite impressive. I looked down at her board. Lettuce, Kale (oh God, please not Kale), spinach, beets, cucumber, cherry tomatoes, hard boiled eggs, and ham and cheese were in various states of preparation. There were also two carrots, both already peeled. One was regular sized, the other a monster.

“Chef salad?” I asked, putting two and two and two together. Beth nodded. I pointed. “I can help dice if you want.” Beth shook her head.

“No, you can do all the dicing,” she retorted. “I have to make Mistress Lucille’s smoothie anyway.” She dropped the knife and moved away from the board, heading toward the double door refrigerator. I moved immediately, figuring that if anyone was holding a knife, it should be me. I picked it up and began chopping the smaller carrot.

“Nice butt plug,” Bethany said a moment later, carrying a number of vegetable type items over to the far counter where a very expensive mixer was sitting. “It really makes the redness of your ass stand out.”

“Thank you,” I replied cheerfully. “I wore it because it reminds me of you.”

Beth blinked. “What?”

I snorted. “Because you’re a pain in the ass.”

Beth whirled and came over to me. “What did you say?” She whispered.

I held the knife low, right down by the board, in a non-threatening manner. “You heard me.” I chopped a bit more carrot. Beth stared at me, but I didn’t meet her gaze.

“Are you following nympho humiliation pain slut rule number one?” Beth asked viciously.

That got my attention. “What?” I asked. Then I felt a flutter of trouble. “Uh. No. Mistress Lucille didn’t feel it necessary to…”

Beth grabbed my left nipple with her hand, her fingers pinching down hard. I cried out as pain shot through my tit and I was hauled around. Wisely, I dropped the knife as I was pulled to face her. I didn’t want to be cut, or cut anyone else.

“Spread your legs bitch,” Beth snarled. She didn’t let go of my breast, but she did stop pinching it hard. Lucille’s admonition to follow Beth’s orders echoed through my head and with a frown, I moved my feet apart.

“Wider,” she hissed, giving my nipple another squeeze. It hurt, but I wasn’t going to show her that. I spread my legs even wider. Bethany let go of my breast and reached past me. For one split second I was absolutely sure she was picking up the knife, but as I readied myself to dart away, I saw she had picked up the other freshly peeled carrot, the massively thick one that looked cancerous. When she brought it down between my legs, I knew exactly where it was going to go.

Oddly, Beth was unusually gentle, rubbing it through my petals, even avoiding my clitoris, until the tapered tip was inside me. I wasn’t very wet, with most of the moisture being a remnant of my five orgasms, but evidently that wasn’t a big problem and I gasped as she slid about three quarters of the root into my furrowed slit. I still wasn’t feeling really aroused though.

“Tighten around it,” she spat.

I clenched my pussy and she let go.

“Drop it, and I’m going to get a wooden spoon and give each of your tits ten strokes. Cut up everything else, and only then can you remove the carrot and dice it up. Understand?”

I nodded, speechless and once more pussy stuffed.

Beth turned and began walking away. “Beth?” I said softly. “Am I allowed to touch the carrot with my hands? If it starts slipping?”

She looked back at me and the cruel smile on her face was answer enough. She said it anyway. “No. So start chopping.” She turned her back on me and I stuck my tongue out at her. Then I twisted, grabbed the knife, and began quickly dicing the rest of the salad fixings.

Thirty seconds later the mixer was on and I was standing at the counter, both holes stuffed to the brim, scrambling to get the salad fixings sliced, diced, and ready to serve. I stood stiffly, thighs pressed together to keep the orange root fully embedded, and I admit that I might have been clenching a little bit as well. The mixer slowed and stopped, then started up again as I mowed my way through the various greens.

Four minutes in and I realized that my brilliant plan of standing with my thighs tightly pressed together may not have been as smart as I thought. Between my kegal exercises, tightening my sex down around the carrot, and the back and forth shifting, which on the full length of the carrot made some interesting sensations, I suddenly found myself recovered from the morning’s torments.

I was wet. And it was fresh. I could feel the moisture slipping down the carrot and onto my thighs and this only made me squirm as the carrot began moving back and forth inside me even more. This side to side motion was very, very bad because I could feel the carrot slipping. It wasn’t much, but each passing minute was going to make it harder and harder to keep the tapered root in place.

“Are you finished yet?” Bethany asked from over my shoulder. She had two large bowls, which she set down next to my cutting board, while in her other hand she held a tumbler. It was filled with a green goop that looked like a mixture of algae and biological waste. I swear… it was almost glowing.

“What is that?” I asked, ignoring her question and the slippery thickness inside me.

Bethany’s eyes narrowed. “Mistress Lucille’s protein and vegetable shake.”

My eyebrow went up. “What’s in it?”

Beth rolled her eyes. “Make the salads. Dressing is in the fridge. I want Ranch but I’ll put it on myself. I’m going to set the table and then come back for you.”

She walked off and went through a doorway into the next room and I heard the clicking of dishes and utensils. I bit my lip, reached down, and pushed the carrot back up into my pussy, shocked to find it had slid two or three inches. I quickly grabbed the chef’s knife, finished mincing up the ham chunks, and began to throw a mix of kale, iceberg lettuce and spinach into both bowls.

Beth got most of the kale. Yuck.

Salads are easy enough to make so I put even amounts of all the other ingredients into both bowls, capping it off with the cut up hard boiled egg and then turned, heading toward the refrigerator. I must have looked ridiculous, waddling like a penguin, trying not to let the stupid carrot slip out of my pussy. Each tiny step caused the thick, long root to wriggle inside me and by the time I was at the fridge it had slid right back to where it had been when Beth left the room. I glanced over my shoulder, noting the fact that I was still alone, and for the second time, pushed the carrot back fully into my pussy.

“Ranch,” said Beth, reminding me as I reached for the door. I practically jumped, realizing I’d only barely avoided getting caught and I looked over at her, sticking my tongue out.

“You already said,” I responded. I opened the left side refrigerator door and whistled. “Wow, do you guys eat all this?” There were clear plastic containers of apples, clementines, strawberries, and pears. There was a cheese drawer. Lots of cheese. And deli meat. Ham. Roast Beef. Chicken. Three different kinds of breads. I licked my lips. “Why the fuck am I eating a salad?” I asked no one in particular.

“Because I am,” Beth snarled from right behind me and before I could respond, her hand flashed out and struck my right flank hard. I yelped, jumping forward as the stinging pain sliced through me and even as I whirled I felt the carrot sliding. My hand flashed down and I caught the root, slick with my own juices. Beth’s eyes went down and her mouth curled up into a grin. She leaned over to where she’d been working on Mistress Lucille’s drink, and pulled a wooden spoon out of a ceramic jar.

“Wait!” I spluttered. “Wait! That’s not fair! You made that happen!” I said, turning and backing away from her as I pushed the carrot back into my wet pussy. I had to ignore the resultant rush of arousal, but the fact that Beth was holding the spoon, with every intent to start beating my tits, was… well, actually… that would have probably sent me over the edge. I bit my lip and gave her a very insolent glare, practically daring her to do it.

Instead, Beth tucked the end of the spoon through the tie of her skirt and then opened the refrigerator, got the bottle of Ranch and what looked like a pitcher of iced tea. She retrieved two more glasses out of the nearby cabinet, filled them with ice, and then poured. I watched gingerly as she finished.

“Are you… pouring me a drink?” I asked suspiciously.

“Grab the salad bowls. We will be eating in the dining room with Mistress Lucille.” She tucked the bottle of salad dressing into the crook of her arm, then with a glass in each hand, headed toward the dining room.

I let out a silent snarl when her back was turned. I waddled back over to the counter, carrot still in my pussy, and grabbed our lunch. I carried both bowls out of the kitchen and into the dining room, following Bethany.


Chapter Eight

The dining room was impressive. A giant mahogany table with seating for twelve was positioned in the center of the room and there was space for a china cabinet, sideboard and a circular table in the window inset. The room, despite its overly large size, was… quaint. Almost Victorian, and the wood was finely cared for. Very different from what I’d seen in the rest of the house. Everything was polished. I glanced around, admiring the aesthetic. There were some Georgia O’Keefe prints on the walls… and then I realized they weren’t prints.

Geeze.

There were three place settings at one end of the table and the tumbler of green goop I’d seen Bethany making was sitting in between the other two place settings. This was sufficient indication on where Lucille would be sitting. That was fine by me. It meant an entire table width between me, Bethany, and Beth’s spoon. Beth, glasses in hand, slipped by me, set our drinks down, and stood by the chair to the left of the Lucille’s. I put her bowl of kale salad in front of her, then edged away, around the table, trying not to let the carrot stuck in my pussy slip out. I set down my own burdens and looked up at Bethany. She pulled the wooden spoon out of her skirt and set it down, right where I could see it.

“Now what?” I asked congenially, trying to be friendly.

“Now we wait,” she said darkly.

“How long?” I asked, acutely aware that my awkward wobble into the dining room had once again caused the carrot to somewhat slip. I resisted the urge to reach down between my legs and push it back in. Instead, I pressed my thighs together, once more feeling the moisture sliding along my skin.

“As long as it takes,” Beth replied.

I fidgeted a bit more. “And we just stand here?”

Beth nodded.

I frowned. I looked at the art. I did a few kegel exercises on the carrot to help keep it in place. I glanced back at Beth. I shifted my weight back and forth. I squeezed the carrot in rhythmic, pulsing motions, only to realize that my hips were grinding in slow but sure circles, as I unwillingly worked myself up into a fresh sexual froth. About eight, excruciatingly long minutes later, Mistress Lucille came into the room. She moved gracefully to her seat as Beth hurried to pull the chair out for her. I waited until she had seated herself, then waited some more. Once Beth started pulling her chair out I looked at Lucille.

“Mistress? Bethany had me stick a carrot in my pussy and it's too long to sit comfortably. Can I remove it?”

Beth’s eyes widened in shock and she glanced over at our mistress, who looked over at me.

“No,” Mistress Lucille said simply, taking her tumbler in hand. “But for your own comfort, you can pull the carrot out and shorten it.”

I blinked. “Shorten it?”

Lucille nodded. “Bite off the unwanted parts. Chew them up. Swallow. And then stick the carrot back in. Between bites.”

I stared at her. Beth smiled evilly and I stood there watching as Lucille took a sip of her goop and Beth dug into her kale salad. I ground my teeth for a moment, then took a deep breath.

“Fine,” I declared. I was not exactly unfamiliar with my own sexual taste. I’ve been cleaning sex toys for years by sticking them into my open mouth right after tugging them out of my freshly creamed slit. I reached down, spreading my legs and caught the carrot as it immediately began to slide out of my pussy. The peeled length was still massive and I held it up, gauging just how much I was going to need to eat to get it to full fit. I figured three inches would do it, so I brought it up to my face, my own goo glistening on the orange surface, and opened my mouth. I bit down quickly and began chomping on the bits and pieces, only tasting myself for half a second before the internal juices of the carrot overwhelmed my taste buds.

“I told Breanne that if the carrot fell out, or she touched it, I would give her breasts ten strokes each. She touched it once.”

I blinked, outraged and struggled to swallow a half-chewed, pussy flavored carrot bite, waving the organically grown dildo around.

“Breanne? Is this accurate?” Lucille asked patiently as I struggled with the morsel.

“What?” I finally managed, the words half garbled. “She hit me! She spanked me! It was a surprise! I jumped and the carrot fell out!”

Lucille glanced back at Beth. “Is this true?”

Bethany nodded. “I did. She was being sarcastic and rude about my diet.”

My jaw dropped. “I just asked why we were both eating salad!”

Lucille gave me a disappointed look. “Breanne, making fun of other people’s weight is not an appropriate behavior. You’ll apologize to Beth.”

“But…” I protested.

“And…” she added, raising a finger. “Take all twenty strokes.”

I stood there, holding a pussy soaked carrot, looking at both of them in frustration. I wanted to yell. To raise a ruckus. But the look in Beth’s eyes was enough.

“I’m waiting,” Beth told me, the tone of her voice making it clear she was loving every second of my discomfort.

“I’m sorry, Beth.”

“For what?” She asked.

I clenched my jaw. “For being rude and sarcastic.”

“Honestly, I’m not sure you’re being sincere,” Beth replied.

I blinked. “What do I need to do to convince you? Get down on my knees and grovel?”

“That would be a good start,” she agreed. “And right after that you’ll beg me to double the strokes you’ve already earned.

I gave Lucille a desperate look, and it wasn’t sexual desperation. Lucille ignored my silent plea. I frowned, then dropped the carrot in my salad bowl. Both women looked at me in surprise as I rounded the table, moved to the side of Beth, right near the spoon. Slowly I dropped down to my knees, tilted my face upward but kept my eyes down.

“Beth, I’m sorry I was rude. With Mistress Lucille’s permission, I’m offering you my body, to use or punish as you see fit, to atone for my poor attitude.”

And who says I can’t be diplomatic?

Beth’s eyebrow went up and she glanced at Lucille, who nodded, then added. “She is to be hung and whipped this afternoon.. So nothing too serious.”

I blinked. “Hung?”

“By the wrists, Breanne. Not the neck,” Mistress Lucille added with a chuckle. Beth gave me a thoughtful look.

Beth looked at Lucille. “Can I sap her cunt?” She asked.

My mouth opened, but Lucille shook her head. “First of all, Breanne likes having her pussy beaten. That’s not exactly a punishment for her.”

Beth snorted. “Not the way I’ll do it, Mistress.” She set her hand on the spoon and I admit that I felt a mixture of outright fear and some seriously misplaced excitement at the thought.

Lucille ignored that. “And second, I intend on giving her pussy a thorough whipping this afternoon, after I’ve scored her from breast to toe. And she’ll be on the auger.”

I gulped. The auger? That sounded… awful. I shifted my hips again as I realized that this entire conversation, while irritating as fuck, was also turning me on.

Beth frowned, but then looked over at me. “Would it be alright if I edged her with a point vibe?”

Lucille thought about it. “How many edges?”

I flinched. Edging with a point vibrator can be… intense. Plus I’d just spent an hour with my clit pressed to a massager. And I’d been subjected to that kind of torment from Beth before. Except she’d been using a motorized toothbrush that time. Beth smiled. “At least three, but it might just be better for me to do them between the body and pussy whippings.”

Lucille nodded. “Yes. That will be totally acceptable.”

Both of them looked over at me, kneeling next to Beth. Feeling like I’d just made things even worse for myself, I let out a breath, rose, and started walking back around the table to my seat.

“Don’t forget the carrot,” Beth told me. I glanced at my salad and grabbed the huge root with the end bitten off. I picked it up and without a word, jammed the carrot back into my pussy. Beth let out a tittering laugh as I pumped the root vegetable in deep, then pulled it back out for another bite. I gave her a dark look as I masticated with one hole and masturbated with another, sliding the now ragged, rough, tooth marked end of the root back into my slit. It slid in disturbingly easy and I was able to push almost the whole thing in. I let out a soft groan through a mouthful of carrot bits and finally sat down. It wasn’t quite comfortable, but at least it didn’t hurt to sit.

“Pass the Ranch please?” I asked plaintively a minute later. Beth gave me a dirty look, but handed over the bottle. I poured an unhealthy amount over my salad because I could, and set the bottle back down between Bethany and myself. I grabbed my fork, stabbed some iceberg lettuce, and began eating.

“How was work this morning?” Beth asked Lucille in a polite manner.

Lucille shrugged. “The usual. The Crossfire project is over budget, but I’ve been expecting that.”

Beth nodded. “Does that mean Mistress Jennifer will be coming tomorrow for tea?” She glanced over at me, a speculative look on her face.

Lucille tilted her head. “Indeed. At two o’clock.” She gave Lucille a small smile. “Are you jealous?”

Beth looked down at her bowl. “No. At least I don’t think so. I presume you will put Bre in the birdcage?”

I swallowed. “The birdcage?”

Lucille ignored my question. “Of course. Though if you’d like, you may put Bre in the birdcage.”

Beth brightened. “I can?”

“What’s the birdcage?” I asked again.

“Of course,” Lucille replied. She put a hand on Beth’s arm. “Beth, I’m not forcing you out. I understand that you are evolving. Our relationship is changing, but not our friendship.” She squeezed Beth’s arm. “You will always have a place here.”

“Somewhere between,” Beth said a little wistfully.

Lucille shrugged. “You aren’t comfortable at the bottom, and yet you don’t want to be at the top,” she replied, only to glance at me, “unless there is someone else at the bottom you specifically want to use.”

Beth looked over at me too, but thoughtfully. “I want to hurt her.”

Lucille held up a finger. “The question is why?”

“Yeah,” I agreed immediately. “Why?” I tried to make it sound polite.

“If you are upset with Breanne, then you shouldn’t touch her. If you find her attitude and behavior improper, then she should be properly corrected, forcefully and with a firm but fair hand. And if you want her to cum, hard and powerfully, then by all means, torture the fuck out of her. She is a pain slut.”

My eyes widened. “Um…” I started to say.

“Cumming seems like a reward,” Beth said, interrupting me as she pushed her kale around with her fork. I suddenly felt bad about putting so much in her bowl. “But she is a rude little fuck, and she needs correction.”

“Constantly, as the case may be,” agreed Lucille. “Breanne is a difficult girl to both control and tolerate.” I clenched my jaw. I was right there and wasn’t sure I liked being talked about quite so bluntly. Lucille continued. “She uses her behavior to manipulate those dominating her. When she is getting what she wants, she is sweet, obedient, and pliable. And when she isn’t, she is sarcastic, willful, and difficult.”

“So the trick is to know exactly what she wants,” Beth observed, looking at me.

“A ham sandwich,” I retorted. 

Beth gave me a sour look. Lucille rolled her eyes. “Perhaps she does need you to give her cunt a solid spanking before I whip her.”

My eyes widened and I looked down at my salad. And shut the fuck up.

“So punishing her is pointless,” Beth muttered. “She wants it. Even if it hurts.”

“On the contrary, punishing her is imperative. You just need to know how to do it.” Mistress Lucille looked over at me. “Stand up, Breanne.”

I put my fork down and stood up. I kept my feet close together in order to keep the carrot in.

“Spread your legs wide and thrust the carrot in and out of your cunt until I tell you to stop.”

I licked my lips, excitement flooding through me. “Yes Mistress,” I replied. I reached down between my thighs even as I spread my legs and I caught the carrot as it slipped from my well sauced slit. I gave Beth a grin as I began to slowly and steadily thrust it in and out.

“Faster Bre. Pump it harder.”

I began giving the carrot a bit more speed and let out a soft moan. My pussy tightened and my breathing picked up. My wrist and hand jerked between my legs and Beth took another few bites of her salad. Lucille drank down another half a glass of green protein shake, I moved closer and closer toward climax. I lifted one bare little foot and put it on the seat of my chair. It gave me a much better angle. I let out a groan and felt small splatters of girl goo on my foot.

“Make sure you ask for permission before you cum,” instructed Mistress Lucille, noting my reddened cheeks and heaving chest. She looked over at Beth. “That is a very large carrot.”

“I picked it just for Breanne,” Beth replied with a small smile.

I panted. I kept at it, going faster. Waves of sexual pressure swirled through me and the conversation I’d just heard played back through my head. I didn’t know what the “auger” was, but it sounded dirty and intense. And the birdcage? But most of all, I pictured myself on my back, legs tied open, with Beth standing between my thighs, holding that spoon, bringing it down sharply on my pussy, pain shooting through me. “Mistress? Can I cum now?” I begged raggedly.

Lucille put her glass down. “No. Push the carrot all the way in. Hold it there, and sit back down.”

Whimpering, I did as ordered. I shoved the whole root in, almost pushing myself over the edge at the same time, but I managed to hold off. Then I sat down, knees knocking together as I trembled.

“And that is how you punish Breanne,” Lucille said quietly. “Don’t give her what she wants.”

I shook, desperate and longing.

“After she cleans up lunch, I’ll give you time to correct her for the violation earlier. When you’re finished with her tits and cunt, get her mounted on the auger. Then it will be my turn.”

Beth grinned. “Wait. Did you say I could spank her pussy too?”

Lucille smiled. “You’re giving her ten strokes to each breast, correct? Might as well make it a trio. Besides, she clearly wants to hurt, just as much as you want to hurt her.”

Beth looked at me and I sat there, still shaking with need, the carrot digging up between my legs, my pussy tightening but not able to push itself over the edge. “I don’t suppose you’d be willing to tell me the reason you want to hurt Breanne, Mistress?”

Lucille smiled. “The best reason of all. Because it turns me on.” She stood up, her empty glass on the placemat. “Finish eating, both of you. Breanne, after lunch you will clear the table, put the dirty dishes in the dishwasher, and clean up the kitchen.”

I nodded. “Yes Mistress.”

As Lucille walked away, Beth sighed. Then she looked down at her bowl. “Ugh…” she muttered. “I can’t. It’s too bitter,” she spat. She dropped her fork and stood up. “I’ll be back for you in about forty-five minutes.”

I shifted on my carrot, my sex squeezing it tight as she turned.

“Yes Mistress Beth,” I said softly. “Thank you.”

She stiffened, as if my words hurt. Then she left me alone.

The first thing I thought about doing was removing the carrot, but while it was still driving me crazy, I couldn’t help thinking that Beth or Lucille might return and do a carrot check and find my pussy empty. I didn’t want to risk increasing the already overwhelming torment that was clearly heading my way, or worse, endure more of Lucille’s “punishment.” I don’t handle orgasm denial very well. I was already dripping, already insanely aroused, and the edge I’d given myself at Lucille’s orders was still causing all sorts of unsavory thoughts to swirl around through my head.

I wanted to cum. Desperately.

I finished my salad. It was good. Maybe not as filling as I wanted, but to be honest, I eat salads quite a bit. And there wasn’t any kale in it. Besides, I was fighting the same battle Beth was on weight, even if I was at least holding the monster at bay. There was a time I could eat practically anything and working a farm was a sufficient calorie expender to keep me at a hundred and seventeen pounds soaking wet. I’d put on another ten or so after going to work for Kari, and regular visits to the gym, weekly yoga classes, and changing my diet with an increase in rabbit food had gotten me back down to my regular range. I hadn’t actually meant to tease, or insult, Beth about her weight. I understood that pain.

I picked up the dishes. It took two trips back to the kitchen, the carrot wriggling around inside me as I waddled back and forth. I had to use my hand to push it back in as well, but I finally gave the dining room table a wipe, collected the cloth placemats for cleaning, and returned to the kitchen to deal with the cutting board and bits.

Lucille’s dishwasher was oversized. I put all the dirty stuff in it, including the blender. I sniffed the remnants of green goop, wrinkling my nose. “Yuck,” I muttered. “How can you drink this stuff?” I checked the clock. Fifteen minutes to go. I looked around, noticed the bathroom closeby, and slipped in to take care of some personal business. When I stepped out, Bethany was waiting for me, spoon in hand.

***

A year or so ago, Julie and I had been watching a movie, cuddling after some very extreme sexual fun, and we’d watched a condemned prisoner being led out through the town square, on his way to being hanged at a very public execution. Julie had wondered, verbally, what that felt like and me, being flippant, told her I knew exactly what that felt like. Death might not be the end result, but I could describe the leaden weight in my belly, the electric trepidation of fear, the knowledge that the experience would be brutal and agonizing, with at least the hope, or expectation, that there would be a definitive, if not explosive end to my suffering. Doing it in front of a crowd was just the icing on the cake.

“On your knees, bitch.”

I dropped down to kneel on the kitchen floor, one hand between my legs to hold the carrot in. I didn’t say anything. I just did it, feeling that exact same feeling I’d described to Julie.

“Now follow me. Crawling.” Beth turned and I managed three feet.

“Mistress?” I blurted out.

Beth turned, her sari styled skirt swirling. As before, her pink pussy was in full view and her magnificent breasts hung exposed from her bare top. “What?” She demanded.

“The carrot,” I said simply. “I can’t keep it in and crawl.”

Beth let out an exasperated sigh. She marched over to me, her bare feet slapping on the ceramic tile. She reached down to my bottom and I felt her hand against my flank. The end of the vegetable was already slipping out and she grabbed it, tossing the carrot across the kitchen and into the sink.

“Let’s go,” she said.

“But my pussy is empty now,” I protested. Sure, I still had the plug in my ass, but I figured that was there to stay.

The glare that got me was like being cut up with daggers. “If you don’t move, I’ll shove my foot up there.”

For a second, I thought about agreeing to that. I’ve been fisted before, and even had multiple toes fucking me. But then Beth turned and left the kitchen and I figured I needed to follow her. I winced as I crawled, at least until we got to the carpeted hallway and I wriggled after my new “semi-mistress” until we reached the playroom.

Or torture room. I guess it all depends on your perspective.

Beth walked around to the tilting stocks and then looked at me expectantly. I crawled over and then stood without being told too. I knew what needed to happen and I stepped into place, lifting my arms up so that my hands were even with my head. It took Beth only a minute to lower the brace to the right height, then open it. I gulped as I felt the foam padded brackets tighten around my throat and wrists, the metal brace solid and unyielding.

“Spread your legs,” Beth ordered.

I widened my stance, surprised that I could almost get my feet to the edges of the stock frame itself. Beth produced two leather loops which went around my thighs, right above the knee. These she secured to the frame itself, making sure that no matter what was done to me, I wouldn’t be able to close up. I felt my pulse quickening, my eyes flickering to the wooden spoon she’d stuck back in her sari/skirt. The leather belt that went around my waist got buckled tight and Bethany tightened the chains to the stock frame, locking me in place, with absolutely no control over my own fate.

Mistress Lucille’s stocks were a little more modern than the medieval design most people are familiar with. The frame was hinged about waist height and could be unlocked to tilt it forward or back. Want your victim bent over, ass out, so you can whip or spank her properly? Simple. Unlock. Tilt. Lock.

Or, if you were like Bethany, go the other direction.

I gasped as I was tilted backward and I felt the strain on my spine increase, only for it to disappear as the leather belt provided support. Beth took me about ten degrees backward, forcing me to look up toward the ceiling. I heard the click of the frame locking into place and then she was standing to my right, her left hand coming up, grabbing hold of my breast, plumping it and squeezing until her fingers were curled around the base against my ribs.

And she raised the spoon.

“Beth?” I suddenly blurted out.

“What?”

“I really, honestly, didn’t mean to hurt your feelings about your weight,” I said. My chest was heaving already.

Her eyes narrowed. “Do you think a fake apology is going to make me spare your tits?” She demanded.

I shook my head. “Not in the least. I know you’re about to punish me for the carrot thing. And for being a smart ass. But I just wanted you to know that if I hurt your feelings, I’m sorry.”

She blinked. I moved my eyes away from her and looked back at the ceiling. “I’m ready,” I said, not feeling even remotely ready.

Beth let out a frustrated breath. I closed my eyes, expecting the first stroke of the spoon, only to hear her moving away. I quickly took another breath and watched as she opened one of the little cabinets. She grabbed something inside of it and brought it over.

Vibroballs. A pair of them. And a wireless remote.

Beth placed the cupped sex toys against my sex and began pushing. I groaned, thrilled at the sudden change of fortune and as the two egg sized objects were thrust into me. With my pussy filled again, I tilted my head back. Then, even better, she turned them on and I tightened with a gasp as the vibrations swirled through my slit. Beth set the remote down.

“Apology accepted,” she said firmly. “But now I’m going to hit you harder.” Before I could say a word, she grabbed my right breast, lifted the spoon, and smacked my nipple.

The smooth, wide back of the spoon was evidently the perfect weapon to use on my bosom because I squealed like a stuck pig as the burning sting flashed through my tit. I yanked on the brace holding my wrists and neck, even as my hips swung, trying to pull myself free of the stocks. My legs shook, still bound to the frame and then the sting began to fade, turning into a hot, blistering heat.

Holy shit.

I sucked in a breath, shocked at just how much that had hurt and it took me a moment to realize that Beth had moved to my left side.

“W-w-wait,” I spluttered as she grabbed my boob. “Beth! Please! Wait! I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I didn’t mean it! I didn’t…”

The spoon flashed down, smacked the plumped and taut skin of my breast, flattening the nipple and forcing another agonized cry out of my mouth. I blinked tears out of my eyes and Beth disappeared. Completely. I twisted in the frame, trying to see where she was. I glanced down as I caught movement in my peripheral vision and between my legs, the back of the spoon appeared, right down by my bound knees.

“BETH! PLEASE! NO!”

And the spoon snapped upward.

Heat and pain shot through my groin and I screamed, shaking violently in the stocks. With my eyes closed, I felt the hot spank on my labia rush into my body. Then Beth’s hand was cupping my sex, fingers pushing into me even as her mouth came down on my right nipple, sucking and licking. The sensation was like flicking a lightswitch inside me and suddenly I was thrusting desperately against her, twisting and whimpering. The pleasure was just so much more intense!

“Yess!” I hissed. “Oh yes!”

Which was all Beth needed to hear. She let go of my pussy, pulling her now soaked fingers out of my cunt. The spoon went back into her right hand, she grabbed my breast, and while I was still reeling from the acute perfection of her caress, gave me another horrible, burning blow to my chest.

I cried out again, but maybe not quite as much as the first time.

Her fingers slid down my body back to my pussy and she flicked them across my clitoris before sliding up to my left breast. She gripped me tightly and I braced myself, sucking in a breath as the spoon was lifted above my bosom. It smacked down, a sharp crack filling my ears as fire exploded along and through my nipple. I thrashed, crying out in pain and then her hand was between my legs again, spreading my labia, her thumb lightly rubbing my clit.

“Fuck! FUCK! FUCK!” I blurted out.

She moved her hand and if she wasn’t targeting my clit specifically, I’m a monkey’s uncle.

Her fingers slid into my pussy again and I let out a choked sob. They wriggled and my brain started to short circuit, not sure if it hurt or felt good.

“You know,” Beth said softly, her hand still between my legs. “I’ve always envied you. No matter what they did to you, the mistresses of the Society, you always seemed to love it. You fought it of course. You made it clear it was agonizing. But you still exploded. Always.” She pulled her fingers out of my sex and wiped the excess moisture on my breast. Then she grabbed it and lifted the spoon again.

“Of course, I understand their pleasure too. Of doing it to you. Of making you hurt.” She shook her head. “I didn’t think I was a sadist, Breanne. I was submissive. Even something of a masochist. Or at least, I like the way pleasure feels after being hurt a little. But… with you.” She sighed. “I see you and I want to tear you to pieces. I want to hurt you so much.” The spoon snapped again, smashing my breast and I clenched my teeth, keening through them. She touched my sex again and I jerked.

“And you know what I’ve figured out?” She asked me, moving around to my left breast again.

I gasped. “W-w-what’s that?” I blubbered.

She leaned in so that our eyes met. “I’ve learned that as long as you cum, I can hurt you as much as I want, over and over, and over again. Can’t I?” The spoon spanked my tit. Hard.

“And you like it,” she added. The spoon slammed up between my legs, hammering my pussy. She moved again, back to my right side, her makeshift paddle poised to once more slap hard into my bosom.

“Let me know if you’re close to cumming,” she whispered, then hit me again.

Her hand came up between my legs once more and the heat and pain was suddenly muted by pleasure. Her palm pressed against my throbbing clitoris and her fingers pushed inside me, tapping the vibroballs which were still buzzing. I mewled, thrusting my loins against the pressure of Bethany’s hand, until my blood seemed to boil. I threw my head back, crying out, only to have her let go of my pussy, grab my breast again, and hit it three times fast, all in a row.

I barely had time to process that sensation before she grabbed my pussy again. Her thumb swirled in circles over my clit and I shuddered, the stinging burn fading so fast that I wasn’t sure if my freshly smacked nipple was hurting or tingling. And my eyes rolled upward. Her hand left my slit again and my other breast felt the pressure, then the spoon. Three shots. It wasn’t painful any more, even though it hurt like hell. It wasn’t pleasure either, despite pushing me closer to orgasm. My brain coughed and sputtered, suddenly unable to process the flurry of sensations. My toes curled as I struggled in the frame of the stocks, bent over backward. Then the spoon came up between my legs, another trio of strokes.

Bethany might as well been fucking me hard and pressing a vibrator to my clit.

I clenched my teeth, trying to hold back. To hold off. She moved back up to my right nipple. Three more blows, each hot and hard and excruciating. She leaned over me and swatted my left breast, right across my entire body. I felt her own bare skin against mine, cool against my blistered heat. Then her hand slid down my tummy, fingers dipping into my navel. I stiffened, gasping as she touched my clitoris, then slid her nails along my swollen, spanked labia. She opened me, fingers curling, dipping, touching.

“Beth! Beth! Please? Oh my God! Please!”

She thrust hard. “Don’t you dare cum,” she hissed, roughly fucking my gash with her hand. My eyes rolled as waves of need shot up through me. “Not here. Not like this.”

My head swiveled. My vision was blurred. My hips jerked as my blood boiled in desperate need. Despite Beth’s admonishment, she didn’t pull her hand away from my sex. “Hit me! Please! Beth! Hit my pussy! Oh God! PLEASE SPANK ME!”

Beth took her hand out from between my legs, her fingers soaked, and I braced myself for the blows. I wanted them. I needed them. I was ready for them. I felt her hand on my belly, wiping the girl goo in a glistening streak across my torso. Then… nothing.

Nothing.

I opened my eyes. Beth was walking away. She set the spoon down on the table.

“Beth!” I whimpered.

“BETH!” I yelled. “Please! Please don’t leave me like this! Hit me! SPANK ME! PLEASE! I need to cum!”

She turned around and crossed her arms over her breasts. She leaned back against the wall as I became frantic, shaking and pulling on the bonds that held me. I pulled hard on the stocks and there was nothing I could do. My pussy squeezed the vibroballs tight, but without that direct stimulation to my clit, I wasn’t going to be able to explode.

“BETH! DAMN IT! PLEASE! I’M BEGGING YOU!” I sobbed.

Beth smiled. “And now,” she said softly, “now I know how to really hurt you.” And with that she left the room, leaving me to stew.


Chapter Nine

I hung in the frame for about fifteen minutes before Beth came back. By then I’d calmed down, though there was still an undercurrent of raw need flowing through my veins. I eyed her darkly as she straightened the frame so that I was standing upright.

“I appreciate you coming in to straighten me out,” I said brightly, as if my loins weren’t still on fire, or my breasts sore from the spanking I’d been given. Beth ignored my flippant tone and instead reached down between my legs. For a second, I groaned as her fingers dipped into me, but then I realized she was taking the vibroballs out.

“Wait! Wait!” I begged. “Please! Don’t! I want those!” But it was too late. I caught her eye. “Beth. Wait. Please. You want to hurt me, right? Clamps. Guillotine clamps. And weights. Just… please let me cum. Okay? I’ll suffer for you.”

Beth patted me on the pussy, which was so much worse since the little taps on my clit only heightened the denial. “You are suffering for me.”

She stepped away, placed the vibroballs on the small table, and then got out one of the weirdest things I’d ever seen. It was a flat disk, about three feet wide, with a center socket, that rested on a central support. Except… the support rocked. Or the disk did. I wasn’t sure. Bethany put it down and the entire thing tipped over, almost to the point where the edge was touching the carpet. I stood there, still bound and spread open, still suffering as the urgency of orgasm ebbed and faded, watching as Bethany stuffed a thick wooden half ring under the disk.

“Is that a stool?” I asked gruffly.

Beth nodded. “Yes,” she replied, offering no more than that.

“Why does it tip over?” I asked. “Who would design a stool like that?”

She looked up at me with a grin. “Your buddy Mike the Hardware Guy.”

I blinked and then looked down at the disk. Mike was Julie’s husband and a handy guy to have around. Especially if you liked owning sexually explicit and deviant devices.

“Oh. Uh…” I replied, watching as she extracted a telescoping metal bar out of the cabinet. The end was capped in a socket and she fitted the opposite end into the stool. The socket, on the other end, got filled with a familiar looking dildo.

“I get it,” I said a moment later. “An auger!”

It was a silicon dildo in the shape of a machine screw. I owned one. It was more of a novelty gimmick than a realistic means of pushing a woman into orgasmic bliss and frankly, I found mine to be… well… let’s just say that I could manage an explosion on it, but it took way too much work. In fact, the dildo worked best when it was being rotated, rather than pumped in and out straight. Of course, pumped in and out while being rotated…

Still, the thing was thirteen inches long.

Beth took a look at me in a studious manner, then adjusted the length of the metal bar.

“Oohhh,” I exclaimed excitedly. “Do I get to ride that?”

“You do,” she said simply. “Are you ready?”

I blinked, surprised at the question. “Oh hell yeah,” I agreed.

Beth came over to me, freed my legs, then my waist. Finally she loosened the brace holding my wrists and neck and I groaned as I came loose. I rubbed my arms for a moment, then looked at her. “You’re mean,” I muttered.

“And you’re a painslut,” she retorted. “Now stand on the stool.” She pointed at the wooden disk. I bit my lip and then climbed aboard. The wooden half circle bracket under the edge of the disk kept it from tipping, and I felt the very top of the dildo brush against my labia.

“Now what?” I asked.

Beth pointed up. There was a chain hanging from the ceiling, two D clip brackets attached to the end. I lifted my arms and Beth attached the clips to my wrist cuffs. Then she went to the wall, pressed a switch, and my arms were dragged up another six inches.

“Ohhhhh,” I groaned. I went up on tiptoe, mostly because I had to. Beth came back to me and began twisting the metal telescoping bar between my legs. I let out another gasp as the dildo began rotating up into my pussy, giving me a good screw. Beth kept raising it until I was solidly filled, though not to a point where I was uncomfortable. Then she went back to the switch and let me down a few inches.

I twisted my hips around. “Very full,” I muttered. I was about to see if I could lift myself off the whole thing when Beth pulled out two more small chains. These went to my ankle cuffs and she forced my feet out to the edge. That made the dildo inside me press a little deeper, but I could take it.

“You’re going to need some time to adjust,” Beth explained patiently, “before Mistress Lucille comes in and starts.” She bent down and began fiddling with the half circle support.

“Starts what?” I asked.

Beth looked up. “The whipping.” Then she pulled the support completely away from the stool.

And I tipped over.

Gravity is sort of a constant force in my life and I am acutely aware that it keeps me grounded. I cried out, just a little startled as the stool I was mounted on fell forward and only the fact that my hands were bound above my head kept me and the stool from tipping all the way over. Of course, I still felt like I was falling and my body responded instinctively. I jerked the other way, tugging with my bound hands. That caused a very interesting effect to occur. The entire stool rotated, and then tipped in the other direction. And as I fell, the mechanics of my new torment became evident.

The screw dildo slid out of me by about three inches, all while I rotated around it.

Essentially, I got unscrewed. I gasped, jerked again, and the entire thing rotated in a different direction, tipping over once more. I felt the dildo rotate into me this time, deeper than Beth had set it, until I was almost completely full. I overcorrected again, only for the disk I was standing on to spin, sending waves of pleasure up through my pussy as I was totally screwed.

“Oh my God!” I groaned. I started to tip myself over, all on my own, testing the mechanics of the stool. I found that with only a little bit of effort I could swirl myself around, mewling in soft ecstasy as the screw shaped dildo went up and down inside me, rotating as I spun. Soon I could feel my juices dripping down my thighs and I looked over at Beth, panting.

“You won’t be able to cum,” she said, watching me.

“Try me,” I gasped, twisting again.

She shook her head. “I’ve been mounted on that thing for hours. If you spin too much you start to get dizzy and have to stop. And it's tiring.”

“So what’s the point?” I asked, still twisting. “Frustration?”

Beth shrugged. “For me, it was training.”

My hips did a circle as I tipped again, my entire body curving. “Training for what?” I managed to ask.

Beth stepped close. She reached out and grabbed my hips, hauling me straight to face her. I tipped forward, my breasts near her chin. I let out a little yelp as Beth looked me in the eyes. “To be you.” Her right hand came up and her middle finger flicked my left nipple so hard that I squealed. Then she let me go and the stool tipped off to the left as my body flinched. The dildo unscrewed downward as I rotated, confused, hurting, and aroused.

To be me?

I was about to ask about that but didn’t get the chance. Mistress Lucille walked into the room. She had changed into an outfit that took me a moment to appreciate, though I have to admit that it was both daring and appropriate. A narrow black leather vest that showed off her arms, bust and waist covered her top half and a pair of black leather chaps tried to do the same thing to her lower bits. Lucille’s trimmed pussy was in full view. And she had one of those pink, remotely operated vibrators in there.

My goodness. Evidently I’m not the only one.

“Hello Mistress,” I said breathily, still slowly spinning.

“Hello Bre,” Lucille replied politely, only to go straight for Beth. I watched as the two of them kissed and it was pretty passionate, with Lucille fondling Beth’s breasts and then even slipping her hand down to Beth’s exposed slit.

“You’re very wet,” Lucille said softly.

Beth smiled. “Breanne was… pliable.”

“Was not,” I muttered.

Lucille looked back over at me, then let go of Beth. The dominatrix reached out, grabbed my right nipple, and as I let out a tiny wail, hauled me to a stop. “I like the mottling,” she said, studying my bosom, which had been left with a splotchy red and pink pattern after being hit repeatedly with a wooden spoon. “Did she cum?”

“Almost,” Beth replied. “I denied her the satisfaction. She’s been quite incorrigible, trying to provoke me into beating her so she can achieve orgasm.”

Lucille gave me a faux expression of sympathy. “Oh, does Bre need a beating to cum?”

I licked my lips. The truthful answer was… yes. But suddenly I wasn’t sure that I wanted it coming from Lucille. I glanced up. My wrists were bound and as tight as I was strung up, I wasn’t about to get myself free. I was completely at Lucille’s mercy. I tried to think of something to say besides “yes,” but Lucille took my apprehensive silence at face value and let go of me, turning away.

“Breanne,” Lucille said in a different tone, almost a lecturing one. “Your previous mistresses, and even the bevy of men you’ve submitted to over the last few years, have all lacked both the sophistication to see what you could be if treated correctly, and the understanding of how to make it happen.” She opened the cabinet and reached in. I caught a flash of leather floggers, whips, and quirts before rotating again, my back to her.

“You see,” she said, as I wriggled frantically to get back around, just so I could see what she was doing, “their failure was to give you what you wanted, rather than what you needed. I will not make that same mistake.” She moved in front of me and my mouth dropped. The whip in her hand was six feet long, leather, and very heavy. She shook it out and for the first time, I stopped spinning. I just stared at her, hanging at an angle.

“I’m going to whip you now, from top to bottom. Most of the strokes will land on your buttocks, breasts, and thighs, but don’t be surprised if a few land across your back, calves, or belly.”

My lower lip trembled. “Mistress?” I asked plaintively.

“Yes?”

“Am I allowed to cum at least?” I begged.

Lucille laughed. “Oh, sweet little Breanne,” she said, shaking her head. “You can try.” And with that she lifted the whip and swung it at me.

The leather end struck my left hip and about a foot and a half of thin plaited leather swung around my flank, striking me solidly across both buttocks. I won’t lie. It stung like the dickens and Lucille hadn’t even really been swinging it fast or hard. It was like an underhanded toss. But damn if I didn’t feel it like a burning line of fire across my butt. I squealed, jerked, and my entire body tilted and spun, the corkscrew dildo grinding downward and then back upward through my pussy. Then I was facing away from her. Not that this helped in the least. Mistress Lucille merely flicked her whip again and this time the impact was on my right shoulder blade, beneath my upraised arm. The end of the whip curled just beneath my underarm, onto my right breast, just under my right nipple, and then jumped across my cleavage to my other boob, cutting a fresh line of scalding heat on the downward slope.

“Aaaaggghhhh!” I cried out, even as I jerked and the stupid stool tilted a new direction. “Fuck!” I spun to the right this time, feeling the dildo inside me crank down. I was already panting hard, and I was absolutely positive I could feel the two welts forming on my flesh. Unfortunately, my antics had put me in the worst possible position. Beth’s next stroke landed perfectly across both breasts, slicing at my nipples and the end of the whip then curled around to cut into my back.

I cried out, throwing my head back and the entire stool spun again.

In retrospect, Mistress Lucille was barely hitting me. The only weight impacting my body was that of the bullwhip and while it eventually took three days for the welts to fade, the process of getting them was both excruciating and sexually frustrating. Lucille was clearly a master of the whip, striking me steadily and repeatedly, focusing just as she said, on my buttocks and breasts, with enough strikes to my thighs to leave half a dozen red lines etched into my skin. My ass probably got the worst of it, but I think she spared my breasts because Beth had already spanked them thoroughly and there was some initial bruising. I cried out frantically as the whip slashed and bit and burned, all while that stupid auger screwed up and in and out and down with every frantic flinch and jerk and wiggle I made.

And that was the problem.

It hurt yes, by God, but all through it I was getting fucked. Literally screwed. And I found myself spinning frantically on the stool, whip slashing at my tits, trying to work myself into the offered orgasm. It wasn’t easy. If I seemed close, Lucille hit me just a tad bit harder, while if I was slowing, struggling to catch my breath between the spasms and pain, she flicked just the end of the whip at my calves or my sex. Finally it became too much. I hung there as the bullwhip slashed and except for a soft jerk, I didn’t shy away. I wanted to cum. I wanted to cum so badly.

And I wanted the hurt to stop.

Lucille turned away from me, curling the bullwhip up and she put it back into the cabinet. I didn’t have anything to say, mostly because I felt like my skin had just been ripped off. Worse, my hips were still grinding softly, forcing me to rotate on the stool, the auger dildo slowly going up and down.

I was so desperate.

Beth grabbed hold of me around the waist and for the first time I felt myself get straightened. Lucille slid the half circle support back under the stool and then my ankles and wrists were loosened, Lucille holding me as Beth twisted the metal telescoping arm, pulling the dildo out of my dripping slit. For a moment, I couldn’t stand upright and only Lucille’s arms supported me.

“Beautiful,” Lucille said softly. “I love your stripes.”

I think I murmured something nonsensical and I vaguely remember them moving me. A few steps and I was laid down on a padded leather bench, Beth holding me in place as Lucille lifted my arms and secured the wrist cuffs to something above my head. I groaned as the two women each grabbed one of my feet and my legs were pulled up and outward, spreading me open, exposing my abused and sauced pussy.

“Breanne?” Lucille asked. “Are you ready to cum?”

I nodded, whimpering. “Yes. Please. Oh yes. Please… hurts.”

Beth snorted but Lucille smiled. “Yes Breanne. It’s going to hurt. I promise you. But it is going to make you feel good too.” She looked at Beth. “Well start with a cane please.”

Bethany nodded and moved away, only to return thirty seconds later with a thin rod. It was whippy and looked synthetic, even in Lucille’s hand, and my mistress moved away from my sex and down to my right foot.

“Please!” I blurted out. “Please…” but it was too late. Lucille grabbed my big toe, pulled my foot up to expose the tender, delicate arch, and proceeded to leave half a dozen solid thwacks to my sole.

“I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” I managed to blubber before I wasn’t able to articulate words. Beth had shoved a red rubber ball gag into my mouth. I snorted and choked, but Beth continued to buckle the gag around my head, even as Lucille moved the cane down my foot to my heel, giving me several strokes. Mewling, I shook my head as Lucille moved up my leg, striking my calf, then my inner thigh. I half expected her to hit my clit, but instead she just rubbed the cane over my extended, swollen nub and went down the other leg, brutalizing me steadily until the final five strokes landed on the arch of my left foot.

I blinked tears out of my eyes, knowing that I now had two dozen additional welts along the insides of my legs, to match the two dozen whip marks striping my buttocks, bosom, and thighs. Lucille held out the cane to Beth and for a second I thought I was going to get “Round Two, the Revenge.”

Lucille smiled. “The double floggers now, Beth.”

Beth took the cane as I lay there, shaking and when she put the stick away and she grabbed two leather floggers, Lucille squatted down and without a word, put her mouth on my clit, sucking on it hard. I squealed, shocked at the sensation, the intensity of it, not to mention the utter surge of pure pleasure. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I thrust my hips up so needfully, so helplessly, that Lucille had no choice but to acknowledge my desperation.

She stopped sucking, gave my clit a long, slow, sensuous lick, and then stood back up, taking the floggers from Beth. She began spinning both whips, the leather strands whistling through the air in sync, then stepped closer, letting the flying straps touch my already burning skin.

“MMmmggghhhgpph!” I shrieked as the floggers bit into my open thighs. Then one hit me squarely on the pussy, tearing at my clit and pulling on it repeatedly. I couldn’t hold still. My hips jerked and wriggled and if Lucille was aiming for my cunt purposefully, I knew I was presenting a challenge.

“Look, Mistress,” Beth said, pointing. “Is she cumming?”

“No. Not yet,” Lucille said, still swinging the whips. “But soon. Get the sap. And the vibroballs.”

The floggers continued to lap and snap at my loins, leaving me gibbering mess. It burned and stung, all while swirling with sexual urgency. I wanted Lucille to fuck me. I wanted to cum. I wanted to scream. I wanted… I wanted… I wanted…

“Now, Beth. The vibroballs.”

I cried out as Beth pushed the two vibroballs into me and turned them on. To full power.

“YYYEMMMMPPHH!” I blurted, eyes closing in ecstasy. Powerful vibrations rushed through me as I tightened down hard. My back arched and I could feel the orgasm, still in its infancy, start growing inside me.

Then a sharp snap filled the air. It sounded like a gunshot. Or a paddle striking some errant girl’s bottom. Or a leather sap spanking a sodden, creamy cunt. Then it felt like my pussy caught on fire.

Oh. Oh my fucking god.

“AARGGGHHHMMPPHH!” I screamed into the gag. Pain exploded across my pussy, but instead of overwhelming the desire, it joined it. My brain, already at the limits of sensual processing, began to short circuit, unable to decipher the various signals being sent along my central nervous system. Someone was stroking the arch of my right foot with her fingernail, right on the border between sensuous and tickling. Another stroke of pain exploded across my labia and my clit. And inside me… oh God… the vibroballs danced and fluttered and rolled.

Lucille spanked my sex with steady, hard strokes, one hand wielding the paddle, the other buried between her own legs, rubbing at her sex. I broke. I sobbed. I screamed. I shook. And then I popped. Fluids gushed out, splattering and creaming Lucille’s paddle. I trembled, pulling hard on the bonds holding me to the bench. My vision tunneled as I exploded, my ragged breath loud and hard in my ears as my blood pulsed hard, hammering through my veins. I let out one final mewl as Lucille’s last spank burned.

Then… nothing.

I blinked and the first thing I was forced to process was the soft, gentle licking of my clitoris. It was both uncomfortable and pleasurable at the same time and I groaned, lifting my head. I saw Beth down between my legs, her nose pressed against my mons, her tongue stabbing and swirling over my clit.

“Beth?” I managed to say, my voice cracking. That’s when I realized they’d removed the gag.

Beth looked up, her face wet with my juices. “How do you feel?” She asked carefully.

I let my head fall back down and I groaned. “Oh my God. What did you do to me?”

Beth chuckled. “Me? I only prepped you. The mistress is the one you have to thank for your orgasm.”

I sucked in a breath. I was sore… everywhere. I tried to bring my hands down, only to find that I was still bound to the bench, legs spread wide, hands secured above me.

“Let me loose?” I begged.

Beth stood up. “Sure. Hold on a moment.” She unclipped my right ankle first and I groaned as she lowered my leg down to the floor. Then she came up to my head and undid the links to the wrist cuffs. I brought my hands down, wishing I could take off the leather manacles. She moved around to my left leg and let my other ankle down. I sat up and looked down at my body.

I was covered in marks.

Lucille had done a phenomenal job of turning me into a zebra. The welts across my breasts were especially vicious and I knew that I was not only going to be sporting some impressive lines, but also some dark bruising in a few spots. I reached around, tracing another raised welt along my left side, then a hash of them on my buttocks. I glanced down at my thighs, shocked at the lines drawn on the flesh. These went down to my calves and even to my feet, though you couldn’t see where she’d hit my arches. But damn it, I sure could feel it. I groaned.

“Mistress Lucille said I should take you to the master bath. She said she would have the jacuzzi ready for you.”

“The bath?” I repeated dumbly. She nodded, took my arm, and then pulled me up. I wobbled for a moment, leaning against her. “Owww,” I whimpered.

For a second, Beth looked sympathetic. Then her usual stern and uncaring look came back down. “Let’s go. She went easy on you. Friday’s torment will be harder. She knows you’ll have all weekend to heal.” She kept hold of my arm and began walking me forward. I didn’t reply, mostly because my brain was still chewing on what she’d just said. I wish I could say that I’d already processed their meaning, but I hadn’t. We made it halfway down the hall before I realized what Beth meant.

“Worse?” I blurted. Beth looked over at me.

“Wow. Are you really that addled?” She asked contemptuously. “I mean, I get it. You popped. Whatever. I have those too. On occasion.”

I blinked. Then we entered the master bedroom. Beth moved me across to the bath and across the white marble. The jacuzzi was full of hot water and soap, steaming gently. An oil aroma diffuser had been lit and the scent of sandalwood wafted around the room. Beth began unbuckling the wrist cuffs and I stood there stupidly as she then bent down and started on my ankles.

“Get in,” she said, tossing the leather manacles aside. She held out a hand and I took it, then put one foot in.

The water was hot and slippery and smooth and I grimaced a little from the heat as I stepped into it. I slowly sat down, gasping as the water came up over my bottom and thighs, then my knees as I slid down onto my rump. I leaned back, groaning in pleasure as I slipped almost fully in, the hot water feeling absolutely incredible on my skin. It seemed to seep into my muscles too and I didn’t realize until I started to relax, just how tense my body still was.

“It’s the positions,” Beth explained, getting out some soap and slowly starting to wash me, first at the hand, then moving up my arm. “They’re strenuous. Especially the tilt-a-whirl stool. Is your pussy sore?”

I took a deep breath, looked at her, then slid my free hand down between my legs. The way I winced as my fingers explored my labia told her everything and she nodded.

“The mechanics could use a little adjustment,” she said, moving to my shoulder and neck. Her hand slid down over my breast and I hissed. It wasn’t a caress though. She was actually washing me. And it felt heavenly. I leaned back again and closed my eyes.

“Have you ridden it a lot?” I asked wearily.

Beth shrugged. “Often enough. She likes it because it keeps us spinning while she whips us.”

“Right,” I muttered. I opened my eyes as a sudden thought hit me. “What time is it?”

“About two-thirty. But don’t worry. She’s done with you today. Soak until you want to get out. Then go home.” Beth rinsed her hand and then pushed herself up.

My eyes followed her. “And that’s it?” I asked, a little bit of my suspicious nature coming into my voice. “No final spankings, fucks, or torments?”

“Why?” Beth asked, an eyebrow going up. “Weren’t you satisfied?”

I opened my mouth to retort, but then realized I didn’t really have anything to say. I was satisfied. More than satisfied to be honest. I blinked and frowned. I bit my lip for a moment and as Beth started to turn away, my mouth started moving before my brain.

“I don’t think that’s what's important,” I said quickly. Beth paused and glanced back.

“It isn’t?”

I shook my head. The hot water sloshed around me a bit more. “I think the better question is ‘were you satisfied’?”

“Was Mistress Lucille satisfied?” Beth asked in confusion.

I snorted, feeling a bit more like myself. “I know Mistress Lucille was satisfied, Beth. She wouldn’t have stopped when she did if she wasn’t.” I looked at her directly. “Are you satisfied?” I repeated. “Did you get what you needed from me?”

“Like you know what I need from you,” Beth spat.

I closed my eyes. “I know you need me to suffer for you. Pain or pleasure, or denial. It doesn’t matter. As long as I’m hurting for you.”

Beth leaned against the counter and crossed her arms over her bare breasts. “I think you’re hurting enough.”

I opened my eyes again. “But not for you. I’m hurting for her. What do you need? You said I’m done for the day, right? For her? But I’m still here. I’m still available.”

Beth slapped her hand down on the marble countertop. “Breanne. Stop it. I don’t know what game you’re playing, but I’m not in the mood for…”

I twisted in the tub. “Get in with me. Right now. Do whatever you want to me.”

Beth bit her lip. “You don’t know what you’re asking,” she muttered.

“On the contrary,” I said smugly. “I have a good idea.” I let out a breath. “Your foot shoved into my pussy? Toes wiggling fast while my legs are propped up on the side of the tub?” I shook my head. “No. Your fist. Clenching inside me,” I said with more assurance. “Or… your fingers pinching me? Maybe. Or better yet, my mouth on your pussy, licking your clit until you…”

Suddenly Beth was kneeling by the tub. Her right hand plunged into the water and I yelped as her fingers found my sore pussy, grabbing hold of me tight. There was a moment of discomfort, but then she slipped herself into me, soap and water mixing. I gasped, my hands flying out to grab hold of the side of the tub, my legs spread as my feet kicked.

“Are you wet?” Beth demanded, her fingers swirling inside me. “Even after all that, are you wet?”

I groaned and looked up at her. I knew she didn’t need me to answer her question. She already knew.

“God damn it. You are,” Beth snarled, her fingers still thrusting and working my pussy. “This is why I hate you.” Her palm pressed against my clit as she rubbed and wriggled her fingers inside me. “How can you want it after what we did to you? What she did to you?”

I whimpered, thrusting my hips upward. Our eyes met. “I’m really sorry,” I whispered.

Beth’s mouth curled downward. “Sorry for what?” Her palm pressed hard against my clit and she did this little circular movement.

“For all of it,” I moaned. “For hurting your feelings. For taking your place. For being turned on all the time.” I brought both hands down to my breasts and cupped them, lifting them, offering my sore, whiplashed nipples up to her. “Satisfy yourself,” I begged her, even as I felt the arousal building between my legs.

Suddenly Beth’s thumb was on my clit, rubbing it back and forth and I cried out, jerking in the water. It was so intense!

“Pinch your nipples,” Beth barked at me as I floundered. The direction gave me stability and my fingers locked down on my tender nubs. Pinching them was difficult with the soap, so I used my nails, wincing as pain shot through my breasts. The direct stimulation didn’t stop and I struggled and gasped as I got closer and closer. My chest heaved and my heels thumbed on the bottom of the tub.

“Yes! Beth! Oh Yes! Please? Please can I cum?” I cried out, jerking in the warm, soapy water.

Beth leaned over me. “You can’t be sorry for what you are,” she said softly, gently. Maybe even lovingly. Then she pulled her hand out from between my legs, swished it through the bubbles floating on the surface of the bathwater, and stood up as I slipped and almost went under, astonished and aching and longing. She looked down at me.

“The answer is no. No cumming. Not now. Not on the way home. Or even in your apartment. Not tonight or tomorrow morning. Not until you get back here and she allows it.”

“Beth! Please!” I whined. My pussy fluttered desperately, wanting… anything. Anything to bring me to climax.

“Now,” she said with a steely grin. “Now, I’m satisfied.” And with that, she turned her back on me and walked out of the bathroom.

***

I drove home desperate. It wasn’t my aching muscles, or the welts on my breasts and bottom and thighs. It wasn’t the bruises forming in the arches of both feet, or on my bosom. No, I drove home wet and aching and wanton. So wanton that I tried to catch the red lights, just to suffer, or perhaps risk, the stimulation from my car vibrator.

Oops. Sorry Beth. I accidentally exploded. Couldn’t help it. Maybe next time. Feel free to punish me for it.

Except, I didn’t. I didn’t explode. I got back to my apartment, wrapped myself in my blue felt coat and walked in. My daughter was in her bedroom, the end of the winter break weighing heavily on her, and I managed to get back to my closet without her seeing me. I dropped the coat and studied myself in the mirror.

The redheaded nympho humiliation pain slut that stared back at me looked thin, tired, and like she’d been through hell. Welts and stripes marred her entire front and even a little on her back and all over her rump. Her eyes looked haunted, but pleased, at least a little, and there was no denying the glistening wet smear against her thighs, or her swollen, wanton little clit. I slid my ben wa balls into my pussy, following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one, which would keep me wet, wanton, and desperate.

And totally unsatisfied.


Chapter Ten

I woke horny as fuck.

Ostensibly, that is not exactly an unusual occurrence for me. In fact, it’s actually pretty normal, even on days following massive sexual expenditures of energy. There is something about sleeping that restores and revitalizes me, and I was already moaning, twisting, and touching myself, when Bethany’s orders echoed through my head.

No cumming. Not now. Not on the way home. Or even in your apartment. Not tonight or tomorrow morning. Not until you get back here and she allows it.

I pulled my hand away from my aching pussy, fingers wet and trembling. I closed my eyes, breathing deeply. “Alright, Bre. Get a grip,” I said to myself. I bit my lip then kicked off the covers. “Cold shower. Cold shower.” I sat up, the ben wa balls already rolling through my pussy, and rotated to put my feet down on the floor.

“Oooohhhgggrrrrrrr,” I groaned, a flurry of aches and pains (and not the fun kind of pain) seemed to ricochet through me. I glanced down. The welts I’d been given by the cane, all along my thighs, no longer had that fresh, angry look and had faded into a dark pink that still looked acutely painful on my cream colored flesh. I touched once and winced, grimacing as a little shard of pain snapped up my spine, reminding me that I wasn’t made of iron. I stood up, only to feel more discomfort and I hobbled on my bruised feet across the bedroom and to the bathroom. I went in, shut the door, used the necessities, then cranked up the shower. Heat loosened me up, though it did diddly squat for the bruises and lines etched in my skin.

I checked on my thirteen year old daughter while wrapped in a bathrobe, and assured that she was still alive, had sufficient food in the fridge, and would be suitably entertained for the day, went back to my bedroom, put on my makeup, combed my shoulder-length red hair, and slipped into my blue felt coat. I put on my stilettos and quietly headed out to my jeep, ready to drive naked and desperate through the streets of Houston, all the way back to my mistress’ house.

The drive was relatively uneventful, considering my coat was laying on the seat next to me, my pussy was stuffed with a vibrator (only turned on at stop lights,) and feeling the desperation of an almost sixteen hour respite from orgasm. I managed not to attract the kind of attention only a bare-breasted, red-haired nympho humiliation pain slut can while driving, and pulled into Lucille’s driveway with a steady excitement running through my veins. Or maybe that was the vibrator I forgot to turn off at the last stoplight.

I chucked the motorized dildo into the cup I keep in the console (yes, after cleaning it properly - mouth, baby wipe, sanitizer) and began buckling on my wrist and ankle cuffs. It only took my deft fingers a few minutes and when properly accessorized, I climbed out of the Jeep. Inside, I slipped out of my coat, hanging it on a hook in the mudroom, and went into the kitchen, expecting to find Beth at the counter, waiting for me. Instead, the room was empty. I noticed the vibroballs sitting on the edge of the island, along with a piece of paper that had my name. I rolled my eyes. Sure. Vibroballs. I picked them up and began rubbing them against my pussy as I waddled down the hall toward Lucille’s gym. I’d just managed to get both of the motorized spheres settled as I stepped into the mirrored exercise room, when they spun up, rumbling inside me at low speed. I gasped, let out a groan, and then wriggled my hips a little. Great. Just great. The internal sexual pressures inside me began increasing, and to be honest I wasn’t exactly at sea level in the first place. I was half-way up that mountain and even at low, I was building toward some serious expectation. I sat down on one of the two yoga mats and crossed my legs, trying hard to ignore the rollicking vibrations now swirling up through my pussy.

I didn’t have to wait long. Mistress Lucille came in a few minutes later, dressed in her skin tight workout clothes, hair pulled back with an elastic band. My eyes flickered down to her hands, both of which were full, and I felt myself stiffen with expectation. Grasped in the fingers of her left hand was a battery operated bulbed massager along with a small but vicious looking leather paddle. The paddle was two inches wide, about four inches long, and made with a disturbingly flexible leather, which made it perfect for small targets. Like the nipple or clit of a nympho humiliation pain slut. In her other hand was a decently sized bottle of baby oil. I sat still and waited for her to step onto the matt in front of me, her bare feet and lavender colored toenails directly in my line of sight.

“Good morning, Mistress.” I tried to make it sound both pleasant and inviting.

Lucille sat down cross legged in front of me, mirroring my pose. Except, not naked of course. Or wearing ankle and wrist cuffs. Or stuffed with rolling, shifting, buzzing vibrator balls trying to push her over the fucking edge. I felt vulnerable and delicate, as if I were perched on the edge of a cliff.

“Good morning, fuckslut. Lean back and look up at the ceiling.”

I blinked, then dutifully leaned back, bracing myself with my arms. Lucille rose up, switching to a kneeling posture as she set down the paddle and massager. She unscrewed the bottle of oil, lifted it up, and then proceeded to pour about a quarter cup of the olegenous fluid out onto my chest.

I let out a soft moan as she began rubbing the oil across my breasts, her hand and fingers slipping over my skin, sending little shards of pleasure through me as my nipples tightened.

“Spread your legs,” Lucille ordered as her hand slipped down my belly. “I shouldn’t even need to tell you that.”

I moved my knees outward and gasped as she found my slit. I don’t think she was trying to push me closer to orgasm, but sliding two oil covered fingers into my cunt certainly energized me. I quivered, moaning piteously, needing the orgasm desperately. Except she moved on. I whimpered as she drew her hand away from my pussy, leaving it wet and oily and pulsing. She oiled my thighs right down to my knees.

“Get on your stomach. On the yoga mat,” Lucille told me.

I moved quickly, my hips twitching as the sexual pressure inside me rose dramatically. I couldn’t help it. I was under Mistress Lucille’s control. I was naked, oiled, and being tormented with pleasurable sexual stimulation. Add in the vibroballs and the psychological effects of the bondage and wrist cuffs, and do you blame me for thrusting and rubbing my clit against the yoga matt?

I almost wished she’d let me do a few NHPS pushups!

More oil fell onto my back, right between my shoulder blades and Lucille went to work. I groaned softly as she worked her fingers down my spine, spreading the oil and turning my skin into a glistening sheen. When she got to my buttocks she began kneading and squeezing me, then pulled my ass open to pour even more oil right down on my brown button. Her fingers followed and despite my dislike of having anything in my ass, I have to admit that Lucille’s single finger going in and out wasn’t half bad.

She buttfucked (or is it fingerfucked?) me for about a minute while I quivered, then moved down my legs. My pussy got touched again as I spread my feet wide and her nails flickering along my labia drove me up a wall. Mistress Lucille put more oil on my thighs, then my calves, then my feet.

And she rubbed my feet. The way I liked it. A single finger going up and down slowly through the arch and against my instep. I practically swooned. My eyes were closed, my hips were grinding slowly and perfectly downward, and while I wasn’t that close to cumming, I could have gotten there pretty quickly.

Which is why, when the leather paddle came down sharply on my bottom, in a flurry of hard, hot, stinging spanks, I was totally unprepared.

“Ugggghh!” I yelped, kicking in surprise. I almost rolled away off the mat, but had enough presence of mind not to. My ass tightened and I clenched my jaw. Heat burned behind me and just as I was about to lose control and reach back with my hand to cover my butt, Lucille stopped. She moved over to her own yoga mat, leaving me shocked and hurting and just a little aggrieved.

“What did I do wrong, Mistress?” I asked, blinking away tears and trying to hold myself together. Geeze, my bottom hurt!

“You forget yourself. You don’t have to do something wrong for me to give you a spanking. I can do it just because I like the look of your ass when it's red. Now get up. We need to do our stretches before yoga.” She stood, looking down at me. She didn’t offer a hand either.

I gulped, palms wiping away tears. It took a moment, but I managed to get upright. My bottom still burned and I climbed to my feet, the disparity between the pleasure and pain quite acute in my mind.

“Clearly you handled yesterday’s activities adequately. Now follow along.”

Lucille led me through about fifteen minutes of stretches, none of which were physically challenging, unless you happened to be stuffed with a pair of motorized, vibrating spheres designed to frustrate you sexually. Mine were still set to high and that stimulation quickly and thoroughly overwhelmed the remnants of pain from my spanking as I did toe touches, squats, curls, and leg bends, all while being aroused. I stood, posed opposite my mistress, skin reflecting the light from above, and tried to ignore the seeping cream coming from my slit.

“Enough,” Lucille said. She bent over and picked up the massager and paddle again and I resisted the impulse to step away from her. Instead I spread my legs, tucked my hands behind my back, gripping my own elbows, and thrust my breasts forward. If I was going to get paddled, then so be it.

Maybe she’d do it to my pussy and I’d get to cum.

“I’m aware that you are missing Georgia’s yoga class today. I’ve already alerted her mistress that you will be absent, and I will make arrangements to permanently reschedule the class. In the meantime, I don’t want you to lose progress, so I will be giving you specific poses to do.”

My eyes flickered down to the massager and paddle and maybe there was a look of skepticism and maybe a little bit of trepidation.

“To incentivize you, each position must be held for a twenty second count, during which I will hold this,” she held up the massager and showed it to me, “against a body part of my choice.” She lowered the massager. “Should you break the position, you will receive an equivalent number of strokes from this,” she held up the paddle, “on a body part of my choice. As punishment.”

I felt the nervousness run through me. “Um… Mistress? Am I permitted to cum? I’ll be honest, I haven’t cum since you whipped me between the legs yesterday and I’m already on the edge. I don’t think I’ll be able to hold off if you…”

“You will refrain from orgasm,” she said, cutting off my explanation.

I swallowed and took a deep breath. “Mistress, what I’m trying to say is that I don’t think…”

“Are you telling me that you intend to disobey my order not to cum?”

My jaw dropped. “Well, no. Not like that. I mean, I’ll try, but I just don’t think I’ll…”

“So you would willfully disobey me?”

“What? No Mistress!” I managed to splutter.

“Downward Dog. Now,” she ordered, gesturing at my yoga mat.

I stared at her for a moment, but then rotated my hips and bent myself in half. Downward Dog is a traditional yoga pose and while not the easiest, isn’t exactly strenuous. With hands and feet both on the ground, I stuck my ass up in the air, making a triangle with my body, arms and back straight, forming a ninety degree angle with my legs.

“Now hold it,” Lucille said. I didn’t think about it until I felt the massager, the bulbed head already buzzing, pressed against the nipple of my right breast. I gasped as the vibrations stimulated the very sensitive tip and I heard Mistress Lucille counting down from twenty. Slowly.

Holding Downward Dog isn’t hard, even when your tit is being vibrated. When Lucille hit zero I started to relax. But before I could do anything, I was given another yoga position to assume.

“Mountain Pose.”

I pushed myself up straight and stood at attention. Lucille rewarded me for that by jamming the massager up against my clit, already counting.

“Twenty, nineteen, eighteen, seventeen…” she said slowly.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

Pleasure rippled through my loins as Lucille pressed the massager against my clit. But then the bulb started moving around in tiny circles, effectively caressing my clitoris. I mewled with need, struggling not to press back, or lose my balance, or break position. This was harder than tree position. Lucille was somewhere between eight and seven, and suddenly I felt my balance going. Or maybe it was the powerful vibrations against my pussy. Or maybe I was pushed. I don’t know. All I know is that I took a single step back. Lucille pulled the massager away as I jumped back into place, but she shook her head.

“You held it to seven. Lay down on your back, spread your legs wide and raise your feet up into the air.”

My eyes widened and I swallowed hard. I dropped down onto the matt, lay down on my back, and spread my legs. I used my hands to help support my back as I lifted my feet up and raised them even with my head. Lucille knelt there, clearly ready, and she raised the little paddle up.

“Seven strokes,” she announced simply. Then with a sort of expedient, disinterested expression, she began spanking my poor little pussy.

I yelped at each blow, the sting only giving way to heat. But underneath that bit of pain was a bubbling river of utter sexual desperation. I trembled, toes curling as the spanking pushed me rapidly up the mountain trail towards the “cliffs of orgasm”. Each smack spread, slapped, and smashed my labia and clit, upping the sexual pressure until I was quivering in desperate need. I crooned with encouragement as she left the last one on my pussy.

“Please Mistress? More?” I begged. I wasn’t that far away from cumming and maybe eight or nine more strokes would send me over the edge.

She ignored me. “Locust pose.”

I ground my teeth silently, but flipped over on the mat. The locust pose wasn’t easy. I reached back with my hands, extending my fingers and stretching toward my feet. Then I arched my back, lifting my head and chest off the mat, then my feet.

“Twenty,” intoned Mistress Lucille, while jamming the massager into the crack of my ass. “Nineteen, eighteen, seventeen…”

Had my rear end not been competing for a new oil drilling permit from the federal government, I doubt the massager would have gone quite as deep as it did. But that small bulb managed to slide right up between my butt cheeks, until it was pressed against my tiny star. The vibrations excited all the nerves there and let me tell you… on a good day, without sexual torment, I can hold Locust pose for about fifteen to twenty seconds.

I made it five.

“Lay flat,” Mistress Lucille said a moment later, the massager still jammed up into my butt. I quivered as I tried to relax, but there was no fucking way. I waited for her to remove the massager and start hitting me, but clearly my new mistress was ambidextrous, because she skipped that step and went right to the beating, with the massager still pressed against my anus.

I cried out as she wielded the paddle with her right hand, smacking my bottom, one cheek after the other. For a second asswhipping in less than twenty minutes, I felt like it was adding insult to injury, but Lucille didn’t quite hit me as hard, though I got more strokes. Frankly, the addition of the massager changed the whole nature of the torment and if she’d been willing to move that damn thing just a little lower, so that the bulb touched my pussy, I’d have been more than happy to get another twenty blows.

“Camel pose,” Lucille ordered next, putting the paddle down and pulling the massager out from between my buttocks. I moved lightning quick, my pulse hammering with arousal as I got on my knees, leaned back, and put my hands on the backs of my ankles. I stared up at the ceiling and wasn’t disappointed as Lucille put the massager right back between my legs, rubbing my clit as she slowly counted down from twenty.

A series of spasms ripped through me as I contemplated the fine line I was walking. Mistress Lucille had said no orgasms. I figured, if I was going to be a good little girl, I’d resist as long as I could, then warn her that I was close, even begging for permission. If I were going to be a bad girl, I could let myself get dangerously close, then blurt out I was going to cum. It might provide enough cover that I avoided punishment if I accidentally popped. Or, I could just be a naughty little fuck, clamp down, hide my arousal, and let loose when I needed too, splurting and cumming like crazy. I’d get a punishment of course, but that wouldn’t be a bad thing, right?

I’m not exactly known for making good decisions. Especially when under duress.

I managed to hold the Camel Pose for the full twenty seconds and I had every expectation of cumming in the next half minute. I was just too close. Metaphorically, I was dancing along the edge of “cliffs of orgasm”, ready to jump into the abyss. I straightened up right after Lucille pulled the massager away from my pussy and my heaving chest and open mouth probably made it pretty darn clear where I was on the “cummings trouble” scale. Lucille gave me a knowing look.

“Pigeon Pose,” she commanded.

“What?” I protested in a whiney voice, but it was more to myself, than to her. Lucille glared at me, letting me know that my verbal commentary was borderline disrespectful, so I pushed one leg back while curling the other in front of myself. I placed the fingers of both hands on the matt and stretched my back straight, holding myself in place. There wasn’t a chance in hell that Mistress Lucille would be able to press the massager against my clit like that.

Which could be why she held it against my nipple. The one that hadn’t already been shaken thoroughly. I groaned, struggling against the touch, the stimulation, whimpering as it seemed to shoot through me. I held the twenty seconds again, avoiding the paddle once more, only for Lucille to grin wolfishly as she pulled the massager away. I groaned as I unpretzled myself, kneeling on the yoga mat, and waited for her next order.

“Flying Crow.”

My eyebrows snapped up. “I can’t do that for twenty seconds!” I protested.

Lucille smiled again. “Thank you for letting me know your limitations. You’ll receive a double set of strokes for your meaningless protest, and an additional five for failing to use my title,” she said nastily, leaning forward. “Try.”

For about two seconds there was a battle of wills. I stared at her, appalled at what she’d just announced. Double strokes for the objection? What if I only held Flying Crow for two seconds? That would earn me eighteen pops with the paddle, which then would be doubled, to thirty-eight, with an additional five tacked on for failing to use her title. That would make forty-three spanks!

“Not even Georgia can do twenty seconds in Flying Crow!” I muttered, not learning my lesson.

The slap that flashed across my breasts was unexpected and knocked me to the ground, but only because I was already off-balance. Suddenly I was on my tummy, stinging breasts pressed to the floor. Lucille straddled my legs, grabbed my right foot by the ankle cuff, and hauled it upward. I yelped in surprise, only to cry out as the leather paddle began coming down hard and fast on my sole. I squealed. I kicked, not that it did any good. Her fingers were like iron and she used her right knee to put pressure on my free leg, holding it down.

Bastinado, or the art of beating the bottoms of someone’s feet, is not something everyone masters, much less is interested in. Lucille however, seemed to know all about it because she left about half a dozen strokes on the ball of my foot, another six on my heel, and then a few on the arch, just to give me a nice rounded experience. I wasn’t crying when she let go, but I was damn close. The bottom of my foot felt like I’d just walked across hot lava. Or maybe half melted glass? I’m not sure. All I knew was that it was throbbing. My toes curled as I coped with the pain and then I rolled, my foot coming up and my hands going down to rub my sole.

“Owww,” I whimpered.

“I’m sorry. Did you have further objections?”

I shook my head immediately. “No Mistress!” I blurted out frantically.

“That’s good to hear,” Lucille said simply. “Breanne, I want you to understand this. If I tell you to do something, I want you to do it. Even if it isn’t possible I at least want you to try. If I order you to fly, I expect you to jump into the air and flap your arms as enthusiastically and proactively as possible. Even if you know you’ll never get off the ground. You will try anyway. Do you understand?”

I sniffled and nodded. “Yes Mistress.”

She took a deep breath. “We will hold off on Flying Crow for a moment. Instead, let's do Plank.”

I licked my lips and nodded. “Yes Mistress,” I managed to snivel. I twisted back to face down and put myself in a sort of pushup position. The key is keeping your spine and pelvis straight, and as Lucille started counting, she brought the massager up underneath me, once more pressing it buzzingly against my pussy.

Never, in all my life, have I ever wanted to push downward, as much as I did right then.

“Keep your ass up,” Lucille snarled.

I didn’t reply with words. I made a sort of wailing moan. My pussy wanted very much to push downward right that moment. I struggled against carnal urges and the pleasure and need and wetness basically eliminated any remaining discomfort in my right foot. I heard Lucille’s voice.

“Three, two, one.” She pulled the massager away from my pussy and I mewled, collapsing onto the mat, panting.

“Now,” Mistress Lucille said. “We shall try Flying Crow again.”

Flying crow shouldn’t ever be done after plank. Mostly because you are using your arms again. I was being set up. I knew it and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it. Trembling, I sat up. My pussy was dripping. I could feel the wetness against my thighs and it sure as hell wasn’t oil. I put my palms down on the mat. I was supposed to tilt forward, supporting my entire body weight on my arms, while tucking my right leg up under my left elbow and extending one foot backward.

Like I’ve said, I’ve done Flying Crow before. With Georgia holding my foot, helping me keep balance, and I held it for maybe eight or nine seconds. And I was not naked at the time, or straining, or so mindlessly aroused that I wanted Lucille to spank my pussy and make me cum. I took a deep breath, pushed up, and…

Lucille caught my leg, helping me get into position, just like Georgia would have. Her hand gave me just enough balance to give me time to tuck my leg into place and as I marveled at that, I felt the massager. Lucille pushed it up against my pussy, moving it in tight circles. I let out a groan. No freaking way.

“Twenty, nineteen, eighteen, seventeen, sixteen…” she said, counting downward a little more quickly than she had any of the other times. I felt my arms starting to ache, then tremble and I knew I was almost at my limit. “Fifteen, fourteen, thirteen…”

With a cry, I fell and rolled, gasping. The bulbed massager separated from my pussy and I shuddered, my sex trying to cope with the overload of stimulation. My chest heaved and I rubbed my hands up and down my arms, caressing my aching muscles. Lucille leaned over me, smiling.

“See? You can do it.” She shrugged. “At least for a little. You’ve earned twelve strokes, which doubled will mean twenty-four.”

I swallowed. “Plus the five for not using your title, Mistress.”

Lucille laughed delightedly. “Of course. How can we forget that? Twenty-nine total, but we’ll round up for sake of expediency. Thirty strokes.” She moved the massager, which was still buzzing by the way, to her left hand, while picking up the paddle with her right. “Tuck your hands under your ass, spread your knees wide apart, and push your pussy up right toward me.”

“Yes Mistress,” I whispered, totally okay with this. I know… how many girls are fine with their mistress getting ready to spank their pussy? But I’ll tell you, I’ve never been more ready to receive a spanking than I was at that particular moment. I moved my knees, exposing my slit even more, and lifted my butt off the mat. I tucked my hands under my rear and braced myself.

“We will do sets of five,” Lucille said simply, throwing a leg over my head and straddling my body. I looked up at her gray, yoga pants covering her curved bottom, wishing she was naked and oiled so that I could put my tongue into her slit. I sucked in a breath, unable to see, not knowing when the paddle would hit, or if it would target my labia or my…

*CRACK*

Fire exploded between my legs, right on my clit and curling down through my petals. I cried out, hands almost coming free as my hips twisted and my knees jerked. I almost closed up! I sucked in a new breath, only to have another stroke land right in the same place, only a second or two later. A third came right after that and I found myself mewling like a newborn kitten. A fourth, then a fifth stroke landed, burning a hole right through my pussy, straight down into the depths of utter desperation.

Because beneath the surface, I was aroused as fuck.

As my brain processed the hurt, Lucille pressed the massager, still rumbling at full speed, against my pussy. I cried out again, mostly because the sudden switch from hurt to “mmmmm” caused my central nervous system to overload. My back arched and my heels thumped against the floor, but then the paddle came back, smacking my burning, pulsing, moist slit into smithereens. Five more strokes landed, bringing the total to ten and I let out a scream, my body shaking. If she’d hit me again right then, I’m not sure if I would have bucked her, or broken loose, or cum. I’m not sure. What I’m sure of is that she pressed the massager back up against my pussy.

“Mistress!” I screamed, “I’m going to cum! Please stop!”

The bulbed massager continued to rotate around through my petals and up against my clit and I felt myself catapulted forward, the huge dark abyss of orgasm right there ahead of me. I struggled against it, metaphorical fingers clutching at the cliff, trying to keep from falling. The massager was pulled away from my pussy, but it didn’t matter. It was too late. I was going to cum.

I heard the sharp crack of the paddle. I felt the hot searing sting, and my overloaded brain short-circuited. Cognitive thought shut down and everything became instinctive. Need, want, desire, love, heart… all of it. You would have thought that me being repeatedly spanked right on my pussy would have a dampening effect on my oncoming orgasm, but maybe Lucille didn’t hit me hard enough. Or maybe I’m a fucked up nympho humiliation pain slut. Either way, I screamed, thrashed back and forth, and spurted out about half a cups worth of girl goo all over the fucking yoga mat.

Lucille rolled off me, extracting herself from her position with grace. She turned off the massager, put it and the paddle away, and then picked up a small remote. I was only barely cognizant of the vibroballs inside me slowing and then shutting down. I lay twitching in a wet, steaming heap, eyes closed, just trying to catch my breath.

Lucille moved over to weights and began doing curls, ignoring me for all intents and purposes. I finally felt the spasms stop after about five minutes and cracked an eyelid, noticing that my mistress had moved again. She was now straddling one of the weight benches, doing arm curls on one of her machines. I didn’t say a word. Then Lucille moved to the treadmill. She put on running shoes and sped it up, devouring the virtual mile in minutes. When she finished, she was panting and a bead of perspiration dotted her brow. She walked for five more minutes at a slower pace to cool down, then came over to me. She nudged me with her toe.

“Are you okay?”

I opened my eyes and the beaming smile that crossed my face was probably enough. But I didn’t want there to be any ambiguity. Besides, she’d asked her submissive a direct question and I was starting to learn what that meant.

“Yes Mistress,” I replied honestly. “I’m great.”

Lucille smiled down. “Good. Because you still have fifteen strokes coming.”


Chapter Eleven

She didn’t deliver those strokes right then and she made it clear that I’d be taking them at a later time that day. Something to look forward to. Yay. I crawled after her as we left the gym and made our way to the master bath. I gazed longingly at the jacuzzi, missing the soapy warmth from the day before, but as I removed the bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles, I found myself more accepting of circumstances. I put on the foam and rubber manacles, stepped into the running shower, climbed up on the stool, hooked myself to metal bracket high up on the wall, and even kicked the stool away to hang by my hands, toes barely touching the tile floor, all before Lucille even got in with me.

She scrubbed me first, a plastic scrunchy rubbed roughly against my nipples and clit and I discovered that it was the previous day’s welts that smarted, not the spanking I’d gotten to my pussy and bottom that morning. She directed water up between my legs, causing me to squeal a bit, and she even ran soapy fingers up into my pussy, touching the silent vibroballs still inside me, then ran her hand backward through my ass. It took a bit to strip the oil from my skin, longer than usual, and by the time she pushed the stool back under my feet, my shoulder and wrists were aching. I was happy to get off the hook.

Then I cleaned her. Gently of course, followed by my tongue dancing through her folds and against her clit. I felt her shudder with climax, then she pushed me away, breathing heavily. We finished up in silence and she got out of the shower, drying off without looking at me. I followed and then went to the second vanity where I dried my hair, fixed my makeup, and made myself presentable.

Lucille came back from the closet wearing a terry cloth bathrobe and holding a shopping bag. “Here,” she said. “Your outfit for the day.”

I took the bag with a measure of suspicion, not to mention surprise. It was heavy. I reached in, pushing aside some material. I’ve been given outfits before by nefarious mistresses and then been paraded around half naked, so I was a little shocked to see a pair of leather boots that would come up almost to my knees. There were a pair of dark gray stockings, and then a lighter gray sweater. I blinked and looked up at Lucille.

“Thank you, mistress!” I said, more than a little pleased. Lucille nodded and made a shooing gesture.

“Go get dressed.”

Smiling, I stepped out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. I went to the bed, emptied the bag and laid it all out.

No panties. No bra. Well, not everything could be perfect, right?

I unfolded the sweater on the bed and frowned. It was beautifully made, with a warm, thick yarn that was so freaking soft that it would be like laying on cotton balls. But I’m no dummy and I instantly saw two things that were going to create problems. First, there was a slit in the front, right across the bosom. It was sewn in, part of the design, and I realized that while my nipples would still be covered, a fairly good portion of my chest would be on immediate and provocative display. Second, the sweater was a tad bit too small. It would be tight on my body, though I appreciated the length, which looked like it would come down and even cover some of my bottom.

Sheesh. Cover my bottom. My standards are not exactly impressive, are they? One of these days someone is going to give me a skirt that comes down to my knees and I’m going to have a heart attack.

I checked the leggings. They were essentially stockings that would come up mid-thigh. I bit my lip, looking back and forth between the sweater and the leggings, doing the math.

And things weren’t adding up. Where was the skirt?

I slipped the sweater on over my head and immediately found that my analysis had been correct. A curved oval of bare skin, from just above both nipples, almost to the hollow of my throat, was laid bare. The sweater was also tight at the bust, pushing my breasts together and creating some, if not a lot, of cleavage. I could see the bumps of my nipples through the material, but they weren’t terribly obvious. Then I twisted, smoothing down the yarn, checking the length.

It was long enough. Barely.

The sweater was almost a dress, and a little long for a tunic. It came down over my ass, covering my freshly spanked bum, and admittedly it did hide my bare, freshly paddled, vibroball stuffed pussy, but there was like zero margin for error. No bending down. No hops, skips, or jumps. Hell, I’d need to avoid walking up stairs with someone behind me in this outfit.

I sat down on the bed and began pulling on the stockings. To my horror, the tops stopped three inches away from the bottom of the sweater. The gray material emphasized the bare skin and I knew that the dark to light color change would draw eyes. Every person looking at me, male or female, would be wondering just what I had on underneath this dress, with most of them probably right in their assumption. I slipped on the boots, which felt good and solid, despite the four inch heels, and stood up. I walked across the room, looked in the mirror and felt…

Sexy. Undeniably sexy.

Was it a touch slutty? Well… yes. Probably. Okay. Fine. Yes. It was a touch slutty. But it was fashionably slutty. It wasn’t blatant, or obvious. It was… awesome. I suddenly felt ashamed that I’d given Mistress Lucille such a hard time before. Smiling, I walked back into the bathroom to find Lucille half dressed. She turned and looked at me as I struck a pose, grinning from ear to ear.

“How do I look, Mistress?” I said brightly.

Lucille didn’t smile. Instead she gave me a thorough examination, walking around me. I stayed still, waiting expectantly. “It will suffice,” she said in the end, as if she wasn’t happy.

I blinked. “What’s wrong with it?” I asked curiously.

She came back to stand in front of me. “A nympho humiliation pain slut like you should be paraded around in public, wrapped in leather straps to keep you under control and uncomfortable, with every private part on full display. You should be stuffed with sex toys to keep you wet and desperate, while your clit and nipples are throbbing from being caught and presented in clamps. Your current outfit, while acceptable by normal standards, doesn’t do you justice.”

I admit, my mouth fell open. I looked down. “Oh. Um… right.” I imagined myself kneeling on a cart, hands bound behind my back, wearing one of those leather BDSM harnesses with everything exposed, my knees forced apart, with huge vibrators jammed into my pussy and ass. From there it wasn’t hard to imagine Lucille holding a leash, going not to the collar around my throat, but down to my breasts, hooked to the pair of clover clamps gripping my nipples, pulling me along. The red rubber ball gag would keep me from mewling with the pain, humiliation, and orgasms as I trembled in agonized ecstasy, passing each astonished and appreciative passerby.

“Well,” I said a bit defensively. “I think it’s beautiful.”

Lucille snorted and went back to her own preparations. “Because you’ve been dressed like a tart for the last three years.”

I felt a little bristle at that. Lucille was slamming Kari and while she wasn’t technically wrong, Kari had dressed me in slutty, rather than sexy clothing, because Kari knew that my response to being publicly humiliated in a sexual fashion was a huge turn on for me. I hadn’t spoken to Kari in three weeks, since I’d informed her I was quitting her interior design company to come “work” (if you could call it that,) for Lucille. But, I wasn’t mad at Kari. Just… I needed more and Kari had been busy with her business. So had Julie for that matter, though I didn’t blame her for having a baby. It’s not like I turned my back on them. Right?

Right?

I bit my lip.

“Since you seem to be ready before I am,” Lucille continued, evidently not noticing my expression, “you can have a seat and wait for me.” She opened a drawer and pulled out a freaking dildo almost as long as my arm. A suction cup on the base and a pair of balls added to the length and she opened the shower door, grabbed the stool, and dumped it out onto the floor of the bathroom. She slapped the dildo onto the flat of the stool and gestured to me. “Sit down.”

“On that?” I asked, somewhat incredulously. “What about the vibroballs?”

Lucille’s entire body stiffened and I realized my mistake instantly. “Yes Mistress!” I exclaimed and hurried over to the stool. My right hand was already pulling up the dress, fingers slipping into my pussy to tug free the two plastic covered motors. They came free and I stifled a tiny groan as I set them aside on the floor, then I turned toward the stool. The suction cup on the dildo wasn’t working because of the texture on the stool and as I squatted down, I had to grab the synthetic cock and set it upright. My knees bent, the sweater dress thingy scrunched up and I felt the tip of the huge dildo against my pussy. I’d been pretty much satisfied by my intense explosion during our morning exercises, so I was surprised at just how easily the whole thing slid into me. Fully stuffed, I leaned back against the wall, holding the position. It wasn’t easy and the urge to bounce started building immediately.

“Where are we going today, Mistress?” I asked congenially, aware that my pussy had started this sort of involuntarily squeezing. I couldn’t really sit on the thing. It was too big. I felt my legs getting tired and rose up a bit. Which felt freaking amazing. Then I realized that going back down would feel even better.

“Shopping,” Lucille replied. “I’m not very materialistic,” she said, which made my eyebrows go up. Everything in her freaking mansion said “materialism”. “But you are in need of appropriate attire for our outings and the lineup of ridiculous costumes given to you at your previous place of employment are unsuitable for my purposes.” She started in on her makeup and I slid back down the huge dildo, letting out a tiny moan. “The outfit you’re wearing I’ve had for some time, with the expectation of having you under my control. But I only bought one.”

I glanced up at her, legs spread wide, squatting over the stool, fully impaled on her rubber cock. She expected to have me?

“Oh,” I said politely. “Um, how long have you had this outfit?” I asked carefully, lifting back up a bit, creating some space inside my sex.

“I bought it three years ago,” Lucille replied.

“Three years?” I blurted out in surprise, slipping. My lower half dropped and I barely caught myself before the giant dildo perforated my diaphragm and left me impaled all the way up to my navel. I let out a little groan. “But…”

Lucille turned and looked back at me. “I knew then that eventually you would come to me, on your hands and knees, begging me to hurt you and make you cum. I just wasn’t sure when that would happen.”

I pushed back up, using my back to brace against the wall and watched as Lucille finished dressing. She wore a pair of black trousers with brown knee high boots similar to mine, matched to an ivory blouse and a tan blazer. She looked sophisticated and commanding. By this time, I was pretty much going up and down like a fucking jack in the box… or a fuckslut fucking a jack in the box. Either or. She gave me a pleased smirk and then motioned me to stand up.

“Clean it and put it back in the drawer please.”

I whimpered a bit as the lack of thickness and length leaving my pussy empty made me tighten in need and I stuck the slick tapered end of the thing into my mouth, sucking off my juices. I was wet, and just horny enough to want more, but I deep throated the thing once, almost gagging, then went to the sink and washed it thoroughly. A quick splash of sanitizer left it ready for the next use and I opened the drawer Lucille had pulled it out of. Only to gawk a little. She had a whole fucking collection in there! Multiple dildos, vibrators, water toys, and rubber clamps. I was a little taken aback. I put the dildo in the only obvious spot available, since the damn thing was a foot long, and closed the drawer.

“Put the vibroballs back in and let’s go.”

Hurriedly, I grabbed my little spheres, rinsed them in the sink, then pushed them back into my pussy. It felt great to have them in again, but with the motors off they were more a pressure than a pleasure. I groaned, closing my eyes, and if Lucille had wanted to give me those remaining fifteen strokes right then and there I’d have gleefully spread my legs for those spanks..

Lucille was already in the bedroom and with my pussy wet and now stuffed, I followed her down the hall and out toward the garage. I still didn’t see Beth and resisted the urge to ask about her. Lucille chose the Lexus again and she opened the door for me, getting me settled in my seat before moving around to the driver’s side.

“Do you remember the rules for driving?” She asked me as I buckled up.

I nodded. “Yes Mistress. Legs apart, pussy exposed, masturbating and edging constantly. If I get close, I’m allowed to put the binder clamps in the glove compartment on my clit and nipples, but not stop.” I swallowed. “And cumming is not allowed and will result in my punishment.”

She nodded. “Pull down the front of the sweater. I want your breasts exposed too.”

I bit my lip but brought both hands up. I tugged the material down, the yarn soft as it slid over my pierced nipples. The little silver barbells came to light and I felt the dress bunch underneath my bosom. I also spread my legs wide apart, letting the hem of the sweater dress slide up, exposing my pussy. I put my hand down between my legs, fingers slipping through my soaked folds. It felt really, really good. Too good in fact.

“Very nice,” Lucille said. “I appreciate your compliance.”

“Thank you, Mistress. I want to make you happy.”

“You’ve done that this morning. It was quite pleasing to spank that filthy little cunt of yours.”

I blushed crimson, fingers still swirling. “Thank you, Mistress. I like it when you spank my filthy little cunt too.”

Lucille rolled her eyes. “Don’t be patronizing, Bre.”

“I wasn’t! I was trying to be, you know… submissive! And polite!”

She put the SUV in gear. “If you want another pussy whipping, just ask. I probably won’t give you what you want, at least not immediately, but at least you’re being honest.”

I looked at her very directly. “I want you to hurt me, Mistress.” I said it quietly, but sincerely.

Lucille put her foot on the gas. “That’s not what you want,” she replied with irritation. “You don’t want to be hurt. You want to cum. The fact that certain kinds of pain supercharge your orgasms is beside the point. Humiliation does it to you just as well, though you balk at that, which means that pain is the easiest way for you to achieve those climaxes.”

I licked my lips. She wasn’t wrong. I looked out the windshield, hand still playing with my now sopping wet slit. And I was balking at humiliation. Even now, with a mostly tinted window, I was blushing crimson with my breasts exposed and my pussy in full view.

“I want to cum, Mistress. And I accept what you have to do to me.”

Lucille shook her head again. “You always want to cum. That’s one of the things I treasure about your subservience. You are voracious, meaning that I can torment you almost constantly. As for you cumming, that is your reward for properly serving. If and when I choose to grant you that reward. The better behaved you are, the more submissive and polite, the more accepting of everything I want to do to you, the more I will allow you to cum. Do you understand?”

I looked away, embarrassed, my fingers still swirling delicately through my petals. “Yes mistress. Of course. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to… aaggghh!” I groaned as her hand slid down between my legs and she jammed a finger into my open pussy, pushing my hand aside. She wriggled around inside me like a worm on a hook, pushing the vibroballs around, making them rattle against each other and swirl. Her palm pressed heavily against my clitoris, rubbing. My arousal level shot up dramatically and my eyes closed with acute pleasure. I thrust my hips forward until she pulled her hand away. I let out a ragged breath and slowly put my hand back down between my legs as she wiped her finger off on my stocking.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I moaned. I almost asked for more, but thought of the binder clamps in the glove compartment.

Lucille didn’t respond and seemed to be focusing more on her driving than on me. I settled back into the seat and pushed my right knee up on the door. My right hand stayed right where it was, practically covering my sex, but with my fingers gently and steadily rubbing my folds up and down. I stayed away from my clitoris, not wanting to risk pushing myself even closer to an orgasm. The SUV moved away from the multi-million dollar residential neighborhood and back out into the real world as Lucille drove us westward.

Getting on I-45 was stressful for me because we were constantly next to another vehicle and I pressed myself back into the seat. Intellectually I knew that it was unlikely the other driver’s could see me, not with Lucille’s dark tinting, but I still fretted about it. She turned onto the Beltway and headed toward Northwest Houston. I was familiar with the area. Hell, I lived in it. But I still wasn’t sure where she was going until we pulled into the shopping center.

It wasn’t a mall exactly, at least not in the traditional sense. Instead of being one big building, this was a collection of strip malls, all holding expensive retailers of various kinds. To be honest, I hated these kinds of places. Each store was essentially a destination location, needing their own parking closeby. Pedestrian traffic wasn’t exactly encouraged - since you were walking outdoors, in the elements, whether it be rain or shine, hot or cold. Not only that, but this place was huge! And you had to cross busy roadways and even parking lots to get to other sections. With the temperature hovering around 45 degrees that morning, I was hopeful that we weren’t going to be walking all that much.

Lucille pulled us into a parking spot and stopped the car. As she climbed out, I straightened out my dress, popping my breasts back into the sweater’s bodice and smoothed down the hemline to cover my pussy again. My door opened and Lucille’s hand was there, helping me to my feet. She gave me a quick visual inspection, nodded, and then closed my door. She started walking away, clearly expecting me to follow, and I hurried forward, pulling my blue felt coat up around my shoulders.

At first I wasn’t sure where we were heading, but when Lucille pulled open the door of the coffee shop I couldn’t help smiling. Heavenly scents hit me and my mouth watered. I’m not a coffee person, but there are other drinks in the world and sure enough, they had a chai tea latte. Gleefully, I asked for one when Lucille inquired as to my desires. She selected a table big enough to seat four and when her name was called, she nodded to me and I retrieved our cups.

Yum.

She didn’t start up the vibroballs until I was back at the table, sitting, and had set our cups down. I gasped, stiffened, glancing first at her and then around the restaurant. The place was sparsely populated, with only two other customers, both of whom were more interested in their phones than me. One was female too and since I still had my coat on you couldn’t even see my ass or exposed thighs. I squeezed my knees together, my hips grinding only a little and gave Lucille an acknowledging nod.

“Thank you, Mistress,” I said softly, picking up my drink and taking a sip. Pure heaven.

I sat quietly, buzzing and drinking, while she pulled out her phone and sent a text message. I contemplated certain realities. Lucille wasn’t exactly friendly, but the morning’s orgasm had been so amazing, and so strong, that I was still feeling the effects. Add to that the growing arousal, the sexual need building inside me, and I was just about ready for anything. Even fifteen more paddles strokes right on my clit!

My back was to the coffee shop door and I heard the tiny bell ring. Lucille didn’t seem to react, calmly sipping her own coffee, which she took black, so I ignored the newcomers and continued enjoying my own tea. There was no way anyone was going to get a glimpse up my sweater dress, not with where we were sitting, and no one could hear the soft buzzing of the vibroballs, buried in my slit. 

I was so absorbed in my own pleasures, both carnal and gastronomical, that it came as a complete surprise when a gorgeous blonde girl sat down opposite me, with a broad smile. But then she looked at my companion and spoke to her first.

“Hello Mistress Lucille. How are you today?”

Lucille grunted non-committedly.

“Jillian!” I blurted out. “What are you doing here?”

The blonde laughed, grinning from ear to ear. “What else? Shopping! Though Mistress Charlotte implied I’d get to see you humiliated, tormented, and probably punished, and maybe even get to join you.”

Before I could even respond to that, another woman arrived at the table. Unlike Jillian, who was blonde and thin, with an athletic frame, Charlotte was a large breasted woman with wide hips and dark brown hair. Jillian was wearing a soft white coat which was open down the front, revealing a pink turtleneck and a slit pencil skirt going down almost mid-calf. She was wearing boots similar to mine, and she looked beautiful as well as sexy. Charlotte was even better. She was wearing a lambskin jacket with a fur trim, a turquoise and ochre blouse that looked like it came from Santa Fe, a matching dark brown and reddish skirt, and boots.

“Breanne, it is so good to see you again,” Mistress Charlotte said with a big smile.

It had been awhile since I’d seen either Jillian or Charlotte. Over a year in fact, since just as the Covid pandemic had hit. Both of them looked healthy and happy and I smiled right back at them.

“Hello, Mistress Charlotte,” I said immediately, straightening in my seat. “It’s good to see you!”

Charlotte turned to me. “Would it be alright if I gave you a hug?” She asked.

I blinked. I glanced at Lucille who shrugged and went back to looking at her phone. I nodded. “Of course, Mistress.” I opened my arms and felt Charlotte grab hold of me. She squeezed me warmly, then let me go.

“Hi Bre,” Jillian said next, giving me a little wave. I grinned.

“I haven’t seen you in so long! How have you been?”

Jillian shrugged, but Mistress Charlotte let out a sigh. “Challenging times, Bre. But we managed. Didn’t we Jill?”

Jillian nodded with a grin. Then she looked over at me and with a wicked glimmer in her eye, asked me a question. “So, what’s up, Bre?”

I blinked, recognizing the double entendre, but it was Lucille who replied. “A pair of vibroballs, currently set to low, which followed a nine inch rubber cock intended to reinvigorate her sexual drive after an extremely intense morning yoga session.”

Jillian glanced at Lucille, then at me, and then she laughed. “Well, it’s good to know some things don’t change.” She tilted her head toward Lucille and gave me a very direct look. “Even though some things do.”

I knew what she meant. Here I was, with Lucille, one of the mistresses of the Society of the Golden Rose that everyone knew I disliked. Or at least thought I disliked. And I did dislike Lucille. I just happened to love what she did to me. I couldn’t voice that all there though so I just smiled.

“Charlotte?” The barista called out from behind me.

Jillian immediately got up and retrieved the drinks, bringing them back to the table. She set Charlotte’s down, then slid back into the seat opposite me.

“I like your outfit,” Charlotte said to me, taking a sip of her beverage.

“Thank you,” I replied, smiling. “Mistress Lucille got it for me.”

Charlotte laughed. “I’d surmised that. The style is different from what Kari has traditionally dressed you in, and more sophisticated than Julie is capable of.”

I’m glad my cup was in front of my mouth, because I felt a surge of anger flow through me. Her comment about Kari wasn’t wrong, but Julie was not unsophisticated. I was about to put my drink down and protest, when Lucille glanced up, looked me straight in the eyes, and completely distracted me from Charlotte’s comment.

“Your breasts, Breanne. Expose them.”

My mouth opened as my brain was forced to switch from defending my previous mistresses to “oh, I’m about to be exposing myself in a public place.” I sat there for a long moment, shocked, then realized that any objection I had was pointless. First of all, Lucille could have ordered me to strip naked and I’d have been required to do it. Second, with my back to the rest of the coffee shop, no one but Lucille, Jillian, and Charlotte would be able to see my boobs. I licked my lips, took a deep breath, and then reached up to the slit in the sweater dress. Carefully I pulled the material downward, stretching it just like I did in the car, until both tits were hanging out like ripe fruit waiting to be plucked.

“What marvelous stripes!” Charlotte exclaimed, looking down at my nipples. “And perfectly positioned. Did getting those hurt?”

I looked at Lucille. “Yes Mistress. It was excruciating,” I replied, just a little sullenly. Lucille smiled and I knew exactly what she was thinking. “And I have matching ones on my rear, thighs, and even a few on the bottoms of my feet.”

Charlotte took another sip of her drink. “But not your pussy? I find that a bit disappointing, Breanne. I figured you’d be the first to have your legs spread, begging to be whipped there.”

I turned my head to give Charlotte a smile. “On the contrary, Mistress Lucille used a leather paddle on my pussy, Mistress Charlotte. I’ve received more strokes there over the last three days than anywhere else. In fact, I still have fifteen more to take as punishment, when my mistress wishes to apply them.”

“Which is going to be soon, the way you’re going, along with some extra,” Lucille muttered. Charlotte let out a delighted laugh.

“Well, the old Bre is still in there, though I have no doubt you’ll fix her tongue, Lucille. Eventually. And I do have to say that her breasts are magnificent.”

Lucille nodded, then opened her purse. Her hand dipped in and she pulled out two metal screw clamps. Both Jillian’s and my eyes widened as they were slid over to sit in front of my bare bosom. “Breanne, put the clamps on as tight as you feel comfortable with.”

Gulping, I picked up the first clamp. It was formed of a thick, heavy squarish frame with a vice inside, tightened with a single screw. I bit my lip as I brought it up to my left nipple, setting it in place so that it would squeeze top to bottom. I twisted the screw and then when I felt the slightest bit of pressure on my nub, tugged my nipple out a bit more so that the vice would close down behind my piercing. I winced and Jillian gave me a sympathetic, but excited look, until I knew for certain the clamp wouldn’t come off accidentally. I could have tightened it more and tolerated the pain, but I knew what was coming.

And it wasn’t me. At least, not yet.

I attached the other nipple clamp in a similar fashion, letting it all tighten down until both of my nipples were throbbing in time to my heart beat and I gave Mistress Lucille an expectant, submissive look when I was finished. I even arched my back a little to present my boobs to her more fully. She nodded, pleased, and then took a final sip of her coffee.

“You can cover up now, Bre. Are you ready Charlotte?” Lucille asked.

Charlotte shrugged. “I can bring my drink with me,” she said assuredly. “Are you ready Jillian?”

Jill grinned. “Of course, Mistress.” She lifted her cup, tipped it back, and drank down the rest of it in just a few gulps.

Everyone looked at me. My fingers curled around my chai latte and I smiled softly, ignoring the buzzing between my legs and the throbbing hurt at the tips of my breasts. “I’ll just bring it with me, if that’s alright with you, Mistress Lucille?”

Lucille waved her hand. “Whatever,” she replied, then stood up. We all followed suit, with Charlotte and Lucille heading toward the door. Jillian threw her cup away in the trash and then grabbed my hand.

“Are you fucking nuts?” She hissed quietly. “What the hell are you doing?”

I gave her a shocked look. “What do you mean?”

“Mistress Lucille? Do you have any idea of what she wants to do to you? Why would you leave Mistress Kari?”

I frowned. “I know exactly what Mistress Lucille wants to do to me,” I said carefully and quietly, glancing at the two dominatrixes a few feet ahead. “She’s providing me with what I need.”

Jillian, who had dropped the cheerful Barbie act, gave me a skeptical look. “Girl, I know you’re insatiable and more than a little fucked up, but Mistress Lucille is going to tear you apart, piece by piece. And I’m not talking about stupid orgasms. You’ll stop being you.”

“What?” I asked, somewhat incredulously. We stepped through the door, following our mistresses as the cold air enveloped us. I was warm, except for the three inches of bare thigh above the stocking and below the hem of my sweater dress.

Jillian took my hand. “Breanne, you’re special. Being with Mistress Lucille is going to change who you are. You need to think about that.” Then her bubbly smile returned, she looked forward brightly, and pulled me along a bit faster until we were right on the heels of Lucille and Charlotte.

Next came a whirlwind of shopping as Lucille and Charlotte got to play dress up, using me as the Barbie Doll. Each outfit I had to try on was accompanied with some sort of instruction.

“Remove a clamp from one of your nipples and put it on your clit. Fucksluts like you deserve that sort of treatment.”

“I know how much painsluts like yourself enjoy having their backdoor filled. Here’s a plug. Put it in your ass while you’re changing.”

“Dab a bit of this coldhot cream on your nipples before coming back out.”

“Put the clamp currently on your clit back on your tit, and attach this pendant vibrator to your clitoris.”

“Replace the vice clamps with these vibrator clamps.”

“Change out the butt plug for this vibrating one. Turn it on.”

This was daunting, not only because each order was accompanied by a different outfit, but because by the end, I was going mad with orgasmic need. The vibroballs, still stuffed into my wanton little slit, didn’t shut down through the entire process and adding in the various torments done to my nipples and clit and ass, I was a walking time bomb about to explode.

“Mistress?” I mewled plaintively, modeling a new outfit for her as I came out of the changing room. The black dress was form fitting, a little tight at the bodice, and daringly short at the hemline. But it was sexy, rather than slutty. I could live with that. What I couldn’t live with were the vibrations. The vibrating pendant on my clit was the worst, swinging and bouncing with each step, but the two clamps on my nipples, both oscillating at different frequencies, was almost as frustrating and I won’t even talk about the thick plug jammed in my ass, rumbling along in time with the vibroballs. I’m shocked I was able to walk, much less try on a new dress. I was trembling, my body overloaded and there was no way I was going to be able to hold off much longer. My pussy was dripping.

“Yes?” Lucille asked.

“Please,” I panted. “I’m… close. I want to cum, but I know I’m not allowed to. But please… I can’t… it’s too much…”

Lucille gave me a steady look. “I understand. I appreciate you letting me know your limitations. Obviously, having a public orgasm isn’t ideal. You may remove the vibrating clamps from your clit and nipples, but only by putting these on.” Her hand came out of her purse holding three clothespins. “When you change back into your regular outfit, have all three of these on and bring me back the vibrating clamps. Including the one on your clit. Oh, and I like the dress.”

Charlotte snorted. “Clothespins? That’s hardly painful enough for a masochist like Breanne.”

Jillian gave me a sympathetic look.

Lucille frowned. “I’m not using pain to stimulate her this morning. I’m humiliating her.” She looked at me directly. “One thing that I always felt your previous mistress had right, was the proper way to wear clothespins.”

I froze. Julie had always insisted that the correct way to have clothespins attached to my nipples was straight on, so that they stuck out perpendicular to my spine. I took the pegs. What choice did I have? I slipped back into the changing room and stripped out of the little black dress with a small croon. It took me only seconds to tug the vibrator pendant from my throbbing clit, and then to turn off the clamps on my nipples. I removed them with a whimper, first expecting a sense of relief, only to have my body cry out for more stimulation. My pussy clamped down on the vibroballs and I put my stockings back on, then the sweater dress.

Then it was clothespin time.

I looked in the mirror. The wooden peg that needed to be attached to my clitoris was the easiest to apply. I just lifted the hem, put one leg up on the bench, and found my distended nub. The clothespin bit down on it tightly and I groaned. Except for a little bit of pressure twisting it from where my thighs brushed the wood, it wasn’t a problem. The problem came from the two pegs needing to go on my nipples. Lucille said she agreed with my previous mistress on placement, and Julie had always wanted clothespins to go straight on, sticking out from my bosom like a pair of branches on a particularly sexy tree. If I did that, the tight material of the dress would force them upward, or downward, or to the side. This in turn would bend my nipple, viciously twisting my sensitive nubs and causing an excruciating amount of pain. Or… and I figured this was Lucille’s goal, I’d have to wear the dress with my breasts exposed.

I pulled down on the slit and both of my breasts plopped out, nipples fully exposed. They weren’t pretty, unless you were into the “naughty slave a day off the whipping post” look. Pink lines still criss crossed the soft curves and the tips were puffed and a little swollen. I grimaced as I put on the two clothespins so they were sticking straight out toward the mirror, and with a pained look on my face, wrapped my arms over my chest, one above and one below the two wooden clamps.

Lucille, Charlotte, and Jillian were all standing there, eyes bright with anticipation, as I came out of the dressing room. “Oh good. You’re done. Let’s get lunch,” Lucille said. She turned and started walking. Jillian walked beside me as we followed our mistresses.

“Are you okay? Did that help? Are you still going to cum? Does it hurt?” She asked without giving me a chance to answer any of her questions. “You’ve been wearing clamps all morning.”

I gave her a look that spoke volumes. “Feel free to ask Mistress Charlotte for one of the clothespins. I’d be happy to donate,” I managed to gargle. “And no, I’m not okay.

“Are you close?” Jillian asked again. “Are you going to cum?” She looked at me analytically. “You know that you’re trembling, right.”

I pressed my lips tightly together. I was trembling. Taking off the vibrating clamps only delayed the inevitable. I could feel it. The pressure inside me. It was so intense. And now that I could feel the clothespins wiggle and twist my nipples with each step, I wasn’t so sure getting rid of the vibrating clamps was the better option.

Jillian wrapped an arm around me. It made it harder to walk and jammed on the clothespin between my legs, making it twist my clit. I groaned, but I didn’t tell her to let go. We threaded our way up to the checkout register and I stood there, my back to the clerks as Lucille purchased the dress I’d just been wearing. My pussy was locked tight around the vibroballs and my breath became ragged as I struggled against the pressures inflicted upon me. Finally Lucille was done and she grabbed the bag to add to the others. We marched out of the store and once back out into the cold open air, I finally gasped, stumbling to a halt as the outing’s torments finally took their toll.

“Mistress!” I called out frantically. Lucille turned, as did Charlotte, and that was that. “I’m sorry!” Then I closed my eyes as Jillian held me and exploded.

To the few people who were walking by, they probably got concerned because it looked like I had a seizure. At least for the first ten seconds. Then my arms slipped and my bare breasts got a nice cold air bath, the nipples hardening despite the jiggling clothespins as my entire body let loose. I cried out, teeth clenched, only to hunch over, hands on my knees. Then I felt the wetness as my pussy clenched, quivered, and squirted.

“My goodness,” Charlotte said delightedly. “How embarrassing!”

For a moment, I didn’t care. I felt… amazing. Sexual euphoria rushed through me and my second orgasm of the morning, while not as strong as the first, was pretty darn amazing. Suddenly it was worth it. The pain. The humiliation. The vibrations. Lucille’s demeaning commentary. All of it. Then the pleasure started to abate, fading like always, and the rush from my orgasm ebbed. I was faced with reality. Again.

The vibroballs were still going. As were the vibrations from the anal plug still jammed in my bottom. I was standing on the sidewalk, cars driving past, undoubtedly interested in the redheaded fuckslut hunched over, breasts bare and dangling, sporting a pair of wooden clothespins. The tops of my stockings, right by my thighs were wet and soaked for about two inches as the material soaked up my cum, and the splatter of droplets on the concrete between my legs made it look like I’d just had an accident.

I brought my arms back into place as I straightened up, wobbling forward and this time, Jillian’s arms actually helped support me, or at least keep me straight. I managed to cover up my breasts, again with one arm above and one below the clothespins. This, for the most part, covered my tits and I got even with Lucille.

“I’m sorry, Mistress,” I whispered.

Lucille grinned. “You will be, I assure you,” she said simply. “When I double the number of strokes I’m going to give your disgusting little cunt this afternoon as punishment for your wanton behavior.” She looked over at Charlotte. “Are you getting hungry?”

Charlotte grinned, still looking at the wreck that was Breanne Erickson. “Absolutely.”

“Perfect,” Lucille said. She turned her back on me and Charlotte’s eyes sparkled. Then they turned.

“Mistress?” I blurted out. “The clothespins?”

Lucille looked back over her shoulder. “After lunch, Bre. After lunch.”

I stood there, eyes wide, still quivering, still suffering, still vibrated, still humiliated. And God help me, still horny.

Jillian came up even with me. “Told you,” she sniffed. “Come on. We better catch up.” She took my arm and pushed, forcing me to march, vibroballs swirling in my depths, the plug wriggling in my bottom, the clothespin on my clit swinging with each step. My arms pressed tightly against my bare bosom, hiding my chest from view, except for the ends of two wooden pegs, sticking out from between my forearms. As I moved, I could feel them twisting my nipples just a little. Too much. I groaned.

“What’s wrong?” Jillian asked.

I licked my lips. “I need to cum again,” I whispered.

“What? Why? You just exploded!”

“Not yet,” I replied back, giving her a look. “But eventually. Soon.”

Jillian shook her head. “You, Breanne Erickson, are incorrigible.”

I smiled.


Chapter Twelve

The ride back to Lucille’s house was much more humiliating. With Lucille’s purchases and my new wardrobe in the back of the SUV, Lucille had ordered me to strip out of the sweater dress, leaving me to sit in just the gray stockings as she weaved the large and powerful vehicle through traffic. We were in something of a hurry, due to the engagement she and Bethany had mentioned the previous day. Meeting someone named Mistress Jennifer.

I was quiet during the drive back, mostly because I was a bit preoccupied with masturbating. My mistress had turned off the vibroballs and the vibrating anal plug, but while that helped reduce the immediate sexual pressure, my own hand was doing a good job of subbing. My fingers slid and slipped and rubbed, my legs spread wide, and I found that Mistress Lucille was constantly checking to see if I was doing an adequate job. If it looked, even for a minute, that I was going easy on myself, to avoid having to put the binder clamps on and resist the coming orgasm, she’d reach over and pinch a nipple.

Or jam a finger into my pussy.

Lunch had been hard. The clothespins had stayed on through the entire meal and I’d been forced to hide my clamped tits everytime the waitress had come by. Once I’d been a little late getting my arms in place, and I’m positive she saw my pegged nipples. She kept giving me looks afterward. The clothespins had hurt too, especially after wearing them for almost an hour. Getting them off had been a relief and Lucille had been kind enough not to put anything else on my breasts, giving the poor abused tips of my bosom a bit of a break.

Charlotte and Jillian had said goodbye, and I’d gotten another set of hugs, along with a quick groping from Lucille’s counterpart. “I can’t wait for the opportunity to use you at the Society Meetings,” Charlotte had whispered, her hand digging into my pussy, pressing on the vibroballs. “I promise to make your next orgasm excruciating!” Then she’d made me lick her fingers clean, only to wipe my own spittle on my bare breasts, and walked away.

We pulled up into the garage, me panting, wet, and ridiculously horny for a girl who had already cum hard that morning. It was a relief just to be able to stop and give myself a break. Lucille climbed out of the SUV, giving me a smug look. “Get the bags and carry them to my bedroom. I’ll sort them later. And don’t forget your dress. I’ll need to get it cleaned.”

Naked except for boots and stockings, I grabbed my dress, went to the trunk, and opened it. There were like eight bags and I sighed, grabbing all of them. It was a lot of clothes. Still, I had to admit that all of them were beautiful, sexy and in some cases, daring. But none of them looked like costumes. Kari and Julie had, for the most part, dressed me in cheap garbage, none of which lasted long and always looked like something worn in “Secretary Sluts IV: Typewriter Sex” or something like that. Clearly Lucille had something more sophisticated in mind.

I dragged everything into the house, following her, and found Bethany in the kitchen. Unlike the previous day, Beth was dressed and I halted long enough in surprise to get a good look. Today she was wearing a black dress, very similar to the one Lucille had just purchased me. It wasn’t quite as form fitting as mine, but Beth looked very good in it. She’d tied a white apron around her waist and frankly, she looked a little “maidish,” if there is such a thing. I gave her a smile.

“Hello Beth,” I said politely. “How are you today?”

She looked over at me. She was preparing something on a tray. “Better, if you tell me that you’ve been properly whipped, denied orgasm, been humiliated, and are about to be horribly punished.”

I blinked. “Uh… yes, sorta with a no, yes, and probably.”

Beth’s eyes narrowed.

“In that order,” I added defensively. “It wasn’t my fault I exploded.”

“Breanne!” Lucille called out from the hall, her summoning voice clear.

“Twice?” I said to Beth, just a little teasingly. “Excuse me.” Then I hurried through the kitchen.

Beth’s voice called out. “The tops of your stockings are cum stained! They need to be treated!”

Well, duh.

Back in Lucille’s bedroom I dumped the assorted bags on her bed. Lucille gave me a look,then gestured. “Take off the stockings. Leave the vibroballs in, but remove the butt plug. Shower. Five minutes. No longer. And don’t get your hair wet. Just wash the cum off your legs and cunt. Touch up your makeup and then go see Beth. You need to be there by twelve forty-five. She’ll put you in the birdcage. Oh, and don’t forget to put on your ankle and wrist cuffs.” Then she left the room.

I glanced at the clock. Not much time. Fifteen total minutes? I bit my lip, still a little worried about the “birdcage,” but I figured that I’d find out soon enough. I turned on the water in the shower, stripped out of the stockings, then pulled the butt plug out of my ass. I rinsed it off in the sink and used the facilities. A quick scrub of my lower half was all that was needed, and I got that done with a minute to spare. I hurried to the sink, made sure my makeup was good, with dark eyeliner, shadow, and lip gloss. Then, satisfied with my appearance, I quickly buckled the leather ankle cuffs into place, grabbed the manacles for my wrists, and hurried down the hall, securing the leather as I ran to the kitchen.

Beth was waiting.

“Let’s go,” she said. “We don’t have much time.” She walked through the dining room, then down the hall, turning left this time, toward a portion of the house I hadn’t seen yet. She led me into a room that had two entrances, and I thought I recognized the hall on the other side, near the front door of the mansion. Then I got a better look at the furniture.

“Formenti,” I muttered.

“What?” Beth asked.

“The sofas. They’re Formenti. At least, I’m pretty sure they are.” Beth blinked and I shrugged. “I work for an interior designer, Beth.”

“You worked for one,” she retorted. I flinched at the reminder as Beth walked over to the corner of the room. There was something there, with a rounded top, under a fitted and tailored white cover. She reached up, grabbed the material and pulled, revealing a brass colored cage.

But it certainly wasn’t designed for a bird. Well, maybe an ostrich.

It was at least eight feet tall, maybe two and a half wide, and there was some rather intricate metal work. At the base, instead of a solid floor, were rows of metal bars, each formed of a triangular prism with the point facing upward. Lucille moved to a nearby cabinet, opened up the door, and pulled out a wooden disk the size of the bottom of the cage, along with two wooden rods, one rounded like a dowel, the other a triangular prism.

“Oh fuck,” I whispered.

Lucille turned the wooden disk on its side and dropped it into the cage. Then she stepped back and gestured to me. “Get in,” she ordered.

“Um…” I hummed. “I’m scared.”

Beth actually laughed. “Well, that shows you’ve got some brain power left. I’ve always believed you mostly used your pussy to think.” She held up the dowel. “You get a choice. Select the rounded one and I take the wooden base out of the bottom of the cage. You get to stand on the bars. They are not comfortable. Opt for the triangular prism, and you get to keep the base.”

“What's the catch?” I asked, stepping up to the cage door.

Beth shook her head. “No catch. Where do you want to hurt most?” Then she grimaced and sighed. “Look Bre, this isn’t that bad compared to some of the things they’ve done to us at Society Meetings. It’s an hour at most. And… I prefer the rounded dowel. My legs always get tired and sitting on the dowel is easier than enduring the prism. Even with the pointed base bars. Now get in.”

I gulped and climbed into the cage. It was… restricting. I felt a flurry of panic which I tamped down.

“Choose,” Beth said, holding up both wooden rods. I nodded toward the dowel. She smiled. “Good choice. Now, go up on tiptoe. Try to touch the top of the cage.”

I rose up, lifting my hands, the arches of my feet straining. Beth slid the stained and smooth wooden dowel through one of the available openings and I gasped as I felt the end tap against my pussy.

“Higher Bre,” Beth urged. “Don’t make me get a stool.”

I pushed higher and felt the wood slide between my petals. Then there was a heavier pressure and I realized that the back of the bar had been braced in one of the cage openings, just like the front. I groaned, letting a little of my weight back down and instead of staying on my toes, I felt it transfer right to my crotch.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered. I rose back up, straining my toes. Beth moved away from the door of the cage for a moment, then reappeared with a bottle and some metal hardware. She pointed the bottle at my pussy and squeezed, and a splash of fluid struck my clit. I yelped, a hand going down, only to find that my sex and the dowel had just been oiled.

“Baby oil. That’s it,” she assured me.

“But… I’ll slip back and forth,” I protested.

She smiled. “That’s sort of the idea. Hands please.”

I held out my hands and to my growing consternation, she attached pressure clamps to my thumbs, behind the middle knuckle. But it was the two clover clamps connected to the pressure clamps that concerned me. She brought my right hand up to my right breast and I gasped as the clover clamp locked down on my nipple. Then she did my left. I was suddenly left straddling the dowel, arms bent and hanging like the wings of a bird, nipples throbbing. I mewled, my body already reporting strain in my thighs, calves, and back. Beth stepped back a bit, examined me for a moment, then nodded.

“I’m going to pull the board out of the bottom now,” she told me.

I tried. I really did. But putting all my weight on the wooden dowel between my legs was just too much. I kept slipping too. Beth didn’t care though and she grabbed hold of it and when I wouldn’t pull my feet up, she yanked. I almost lost my balance, my elbows flapping frantically as my thumbs pulled hard on my nipples and the clover clamps tightened even more. Then my right foot found purchase and the sharp, painful ridge of the floor bar bit up into the ball of my foot.

“Owww!” I cried out, shifting my weight. My other foot found the same sort of purchase and I sort of did this awkward dance, sliding back and forth on the bar, my elbows swinging, toes straining as I tried desperately to find a purchase that wasn’t agonizing. The movement wasn’t good for my nipples either and pain shot up through both breasts.

Beth produced a ball gag and to my utter humiliation, one side was capped in a bright orange, foam point, looking for all intents and purposes, like a stupid beak.

“No Beth,” I declared, shaking my head. “Not a gag. Please. I don’t like…” Beth jammed the ball into my mouth and started buckling it around my head. I gave her an angry glare and made a series of muffled, unintelligible threats. Beth closed the cage and then to my further dismay, the freaking vibroballs started up. On full power. I put even more of my weight on the dowel, pinching my clit and sliding as I started to thrust and buck. I felt a bit of spittle leak down my chin and it landed on my breast.

“Perfect,” Lucille said as she entered the room. She came over and admired me as I squirmed on the bar between my legs. I let out a muffled, muted chirp of protest and flapped my wings. That just made my nipples throb even more so I stopped. The bars at the bottom of the cage were absolutely horrible and any amount of pressure caused the sharp ridges to press deep into my soles. Still, the dowel was so damn uncomfortable, so thick and pressing and slick, that I couldn’t help myself, constantly trying to find a more stable and less distressing purchase every second. Within minutes, I knew this was going to be one of the worst sexual predicaments I’d ever been subjected to.

Suddenly, a series of chimes rang through the whole house and I realized it was the doorbell. Lucille looked at Beth.

“Get the tea. I’ll greet Jennifer.”

Beth nodded obediently and hurriedly left the room. Lucille went to the larger of the two entrances, stepped into the hall, and I heard the front door open. There was a greeting. Laughter. Some light conversation that was too low in volume for me to understand, then the voices grew louder and Lucille, along with another woman, came into the sitting room.

“Oh my goodness!” Said Mistress Jennifer. “You have a new birdie!”

Jennifer was taller than me, especially in the dark pumps she was wearing. The gray business suit was cut to her figure and it lent her a very serious air. Her hair was shot with gray and cut short and I figured she was in her late fifties. She was an attractive woman who seemed fit, but she was plump around the middle. Her skirt showed off a pair of muscular legs and she looked like a runner. She held a brown leather briefcase in her left hand, though her bright blue eyes were focused on me. She stepped right up to the cage, staring in pure appreciation.

“Wait, is this… Breanne?” Jennifer asked with a gasp.

“It is,” Lucille said from behind Jennifer, sitting down on one of her thirty thousand dollar couches. She leaned back as Jennifer’s mouth dropped.

“You got her?” Jennifer asked in disbelief, clearly familiar with me. She looked back at Lucille, who nodded, then went back to admiring me. “Well, I can see one of the reasons you’ve been lusting after her for so long. She’s quite the catch. And I love the stripes on her breasts and thighs. Quite the plumage! How did you get her away from Kari Anders?”

At the name of my previous mistress, I stiffened. Mistress Jennifer knew Kari? I was instantly both curious and concerned, all at the same time. Especially since Jennifer’s tone communicated a sort of dislike, or at least an apathy toward Kari.

“I offered Breanne something she wasn’t getting.”

Jennifer walked over to the couch and sat down, though her eyes were still on me. “And what was that?”

“Attention,” Lucille said briskly. “Kari squandered her available assets and figured that everything would go the way they always had. I knew Breanne better though. She’s worth more than being an interior designer.”

Jennifer laughed and began opening her briefcase. “Worth more to someone like you,” she said simply. “You are tough to please. You tend to use people up,” she said, but with respect.

“Perhaps.”

Jennifer looked around. “Where is Bethany, if I might ask?”

“Getting our tea,” Lucille said amiably. “I wouldn’t dream of denying you a cup of chamomile. I’m not the only one who is difficult to please.”

Jennifer laughed. “I’m glad to hear the tea is coming, and even more happy to hear that you haven’t discarded Beth.”

A flicker of annoyance crossed Lucille’s face. “I care deeply for Beth. She will always have a place with me.”

Jennifer smiled. “Good. Now, with pleasantries out of the way, let’s discuss…”

The next three or four minutes of conversation was mildly interesting, but only if you’re a real estate developer. I didn’t bother to pay much attention because they weren’t talking about me, or Beth, or Lucille. There were budget estimates and so on and construction updates. All dry and technical and boring. Besides, I had much more important things to focus on, like the growing pain in my toes, deep in my crotch, and at the tips of my breasts. Oh, and the vibroballs were making me twitch and thrust and I wasn’t absolutely positive that oil was the only fluid coating the wooden dowel by that point. It was entirely possible that a fresh coating of girl goo was adding to the slipperiness factor.

Beth came carrying a tray and Jennifer gushed over seeing her. I was in the middle of another moment of discombobulation after losing my balance, jamming my clit hard between my pelvic bone and the wooden dowel, followed by trying to tear my nipples off with my wrists. I mewled, whimpering and wailing, all of which was successfully muted by the birdy beak ball gag.

After fifteen minutes in the cage, my calves and toes were hurting too much to keep myself even partially off the dowel and I had to pull my legs up and just take it, sitting on my new perch. I had to spread my legs, exposing my pussy even more and spreading it wider, all to brace my knees against the sides of the cage. That just made my sex ache even more and I think I lasted three or four minutes before putting my feet back down.

Beth knelt on the floor nearby, looking attentive, refilling tea cups. Every minute my discomfort grew until I was unable to sit still, constantly jerking and whimpering, my pussy grinding into the bar as I rattled around the cage. The oil between my legs prevented me from getting any kind of purchase and even when I found a spot that didn’t hurt quite so bad, I slid away from it, hurting some other part of myself.

And through it all, the fucking vibroballs were driving me crazy. Suddenly I couldn’t stop myself. I rolled my hips, jamming my clit against the dowel, pinching it hard, only to slide backward, pain radiating up into my crotch, before doing it again. I found a rhythm, grinding and whimpering with increasing need as my body used the admittedly caustic pleasure, to mitigate the biting pain.

“I see what you mean,” Jennifer said, staring up at me wondrously. “No offense Beth, but I never saw you doing that.” She pointed at me, though I was a little beyond caring at that point.

Beth pressed her lips together, but it was Lucille who responded. “Breanne is… special,” Lucille said, making it sound like I’d spent my life riding the short yellow school bus. “She has psychological issues that make her receptive to this sort of torment.”

I whimpered, my hips now moving frantically, trying to saw myself in half on the bar. I’d wedged my toes into the edges of the base, more for stability than support. I humped the dowel, waves of… well… not pleasure, but at least not pain, but stimulation… swirling up through my body. My nipples throbbed and I jerked my wings… I mean… arms, feeling the tight tingle and pinch and pull.

Lucille eyed me and stood up, stepping over to the cage, eyes curious. “This is… unexpected. Are you about to cum, Breanne?”

I didn’t bother to respond. Or maybe I couldn’t. I was more than a little focused.

“Breanne, answer me.”

I flapped my wings, cried out, and continued grinding my pussy.

Lucille shook her head. “Breanne, I forbid you to cum,” she declared.

“Oooh! Can I watch you punish her if she does?” Jennifer asked brightly.

Lucille gritted her teeth but then turned back toward Jennifer. “Our meeting is technically over. She’s already been in the birdcage about four minutes longer than Beth ever has been. Still, I am curious. Beth never orgasmed in the birdcage.”

“Beth isn’t Breanne,” Jennifer observed.

“Thank God,” Beth muttered with a roll of her eyes.

I felt the pressure inside me hit the stopping point. There was nowhere else to go. My hips were grinding, a frantic pelvic thrust that was the only thing between me and agony. Or maybe I was already in agony and the lust and desperation flowing up from between my legs was converting it into something I could cope with. All I knew was that I had to cum.

Hard.

“Don’t do it, Breanne,” Lucille warned darkly.

I stretched out as the adrenaline started to flow. Dopamine hit my brainstem and a surge of endorphins sent me spiraling up into oblivion. I crowed in ecstasy, in release, in utter satisfaction as fluids burst from my pussy, soaking the perch I was on and dripping down my legs. I shook violently and then, as Lucille and Jennifer watched in amazement, I slumped down, falling off to the side, my arm and shoulder resting on the side of the cage.

Lucille sighed in frustration. “Beth?”

Beth was there in an instant and they opened the cage. Beth grabbed me as Lucille tugged the dowel out from between my legs. It slid easily, twice as wet as it had been before. I let out a choked cry again as my arms pulled on my nipples, but then Lucille was freeing the clover clamps, pinching them open.

And that made me scream. Thank God I was gagged.

They set me on the rug twitching and shaking, my nervous system overloaded and Beth unbuckled the gag while Lucille removed the pressure clamps on my thumbs. I felt the vibroballs go quiet. Jennifer stood over us, watching with amusement.

“Good lord,” she said brightly. “Look at her pussy! There’s so much cum!”

I wasn’t in any condition to comment on what was leaking out from between my labia, but I’m pretty sure that there was plenty. I lay there in a daze as my body responded to a very new sensation.

Not hurting.

“How are you going to punish her for cumming like that?” Jennifer asked excitedly. “A whipping? A blistering butt paddling? Needles through her nipples and clit?”

Lucille sighed and stood up. “Jennifer, I’m afraid that Breanne, for a change, is in no condition to endure another punishment. I’m going to have Beth draw her a bath and then let her soak until it is time for her to go home, which is in about an hour and twenty minutes.”

Jennifer looked crestfallen. “But… she disobeyed you.”

Suddenly Beth looked up. “Mistress? There is one torment… I mean punishment… that you could inflict on Bre, right now.”

Lucille looked down at Beth. Then Lucille nodded. “I suppose under these conditions,” she mused. Then she nodded. “Very well.”

Beth rose immediately and Jennifer grinned. “Can I help?” She asked.

“As a matter of fact, you can.” Lucille went over to the coffee table, picked up the remnants of tea, and deposited the entire thing on the nearby sideboard. “If you’ll help me get her on the table?”

I didn’t resist, mostly because I was still out of it, as the two women grabbed me by the wrists and ankles and hauled me up. They only had two or three feet to go and suddenly I was on my back, staring up at a crystal chandelier, the hard surface of the oval table beneath me. I groaned and Lucille produced two lengths of chain, handing one to Jennifer. “Right wrist to left ankle please.”

My arms were pulled outward and bent at the elbow, so my hands were under the table. Then my legs were spread obscenely wide, cum dripping down and pooling on the wood. I groaned as my feet were pulled up, my knees bent, my heels touching the underside of the table.

Bound and helpless.

Lucille tucked a tiny pillow under my head and then Beth showed back up, holding not one, or two wireless massagers in her hands. But three. Lucille took two, handed one to Jennifer, and then nodded at her guest. “You may do the honors.”

“Mmmm…wwai…” I managed to mumble, but before I could articulate my thoughts, Jennifer switched on the massager to full power, sat down on the couch, leaned over, and pressed the buzzing, shaking rubber tip right against my swollen, sore, distended clitoris.

I let out a garbled shriek, my head coming up, but then Beth pressed her wand against my left breast. Lucille joined in and my already overloaded body, sensitized and raw and barely functional, interpreted the new stimulation like I was being cut with glass.

Wait. Did I say “cut”? I meant fucked. Fucked with sharp, broken glass.

I’m not a stranger to forced orgasm. I’ve been fucked non-stop for hours in slow, sensuous bliss. I’ve been run through my paces, cumming over and over in a whirlwind of pleasure. I’ve even been brought to orgasm after a hard orgasm. But the torment of the birdcage, after the clamps of the morning, the pussy whipping I’d endured, not to mention the torments of the previous two days, had left my sex stinging. And with the vibrator on full power, I pulled on my bonds, feeling the wrist and ankle cuffs tighten around my limbs, unable to stop, I began thrashing back and forth. It made it hard for Mistress Lucille and Bethany, but Jennifer had no problem keeping her buzzing toy on my pussy as I went frantically nuts. My toes curled and I arched my back, yelling helplessly as the three women pushed me right back up the fucking mountain, tormenting me wildly, only to force me to the edge and push.

“PLEASE! PLEASE! I CAN’T!” I cried out.

“Nonsense,” Mistress Lucille said, “of course you can.” Then she turned the vibroballs back on.

And I screamed.

Jennifer gasped as my cum bubbled out over the end of the bulb and I realized that she’d actually jammed it into my pussy, forcing my petals wide apart. It wasn't deep. Not like a dildo, but it was more than enough. She laughed delightedly as I turned to jelly, hips jerking, once more lost and almost unconscious. She pulled the massager away as I began whimpering, eyes unfocused, a bit of drool dripping from my mouth.

“No,” Lucille said, pointing.

Jennifer gave her a quizzical look. “No, what?” She asked.

“Don’t stop.”

Jennifer’s mouth fell open. “What? Again?”

Lucille nodded. “Again. It’s the definition of forced orgasm.”

For a second Jennifer considered this. “I still want her whipped,” she said firmly.

Lucille nodded. “I will make arrangements to drop by the Crossfire site tomorrow as part of my regular inspection. I’d like to look over the grounds anyway. While I’m doing that, you may, with Beth’s assistance, give Bre that whipping.”

“Really?” asked Jennifer with excitement. “Where?”

“You have an office at Crossfire, right?” Lucille asked.

“I meant, where on her body?” Jennifer said, pointing down at me. “Where will I be able to hit her?”

Lucille blinked. Then she laughed. “Oh. Anywhere you’d like, but if you need a specific target…” She pointed.

Jennifer jammed the massager back between my legs, the rumbling bulb pressed to my poor, brutalized, over-sensitized clit. I screeched again, jerking, back arching as my toes curled and my fingers tightened into fists. I thrashed back and forth, overwhelmed, my pussy on fire, and freezing, and tightening, and burning. It felt good and bad and hot and cold and wet and dry. My blood began boiling and I heard a thumping under the table as my heels kicked hard against the wood.

“Oh,” Jennifer cooed. “I know right where I’m going to hit her.” The massager whirled around and then Beth’s and Lucille’s joined in, each touching one of my breasts, rubbing the nipples. I let out a screech, eyes closed, tears pouring from the corners of my eyes, trickling down my temples, into my hair, lightning rushing through my body, going to the tips of my breasts and down, down, down…

Oh my God. I’m going to explode…


Chapter Thirteen

The alarm woke me and for the first time in… well… years, I wasn’t horny.

With a groan, I rolled over, silenced my phone and curled up into a fetal ball. My pussy felt weird and as I took stock of the aches and pains still affecting me, I tried to decide if it was because I wasn’t following Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number One, or because I was still suffering the after effects of Mistress Lucille’s sexual torture.

I wasn’t sure.

Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule One states that girls like myself, insatiable fucksluts who constantly need to be used, are supposed to keep cock, or an available sex toy, inside their pussy at all times. This is simply for expediency, since she is supposed to be ready for use at any moment. But I have often thought that the real reason wasn’t so that my skirt could be flicked up spontaneously as I was bent over a nearby table, only to get something thick, hard, and long stuck up inside me. Perhaps it was psychological, a physical manifestation of an attitude, constantly reinforcing the mental construct stating that I was a sex object, meant for the sexual satisfaction of others by spreading my legs wide and offering up what was probably my number one value.

I swung my legs out of bed, grimacing. I wasn’t following Rule Number One. I shook my head. The very idea behind that was anathema to me. I’d been following that rule for years. Except during my time of the month, it meant punishment. Serious punishment, if Julie or Kari found out. I padded to the bathroom, realizing belatedly that only Lucille really mattered. Probably.

Why wasn’t I stuffed? It didn’t have to be motorized. It didn’t have to push me toward another orgasm. I could have just been… aroused. A little. A tiny bit wet. I could have stuck my Husky dildo in there. Nine inches of firm, non-vibrating rubber. Or ben wa balls. Non-motorized, but gentle and easy to endure. I wouldn’t have cum. I bit my lip and opened a drawer. A six inch vibe was in there, thin and covered in silicon. For use in the shower. Guilty, I picked it up, turned it on, pressed it gingerly to my sex, the tip against my clitoris only to slide up and down through my petals. Then I groaned, pushing the entire six inch tube deep into my slit as I remembered the previous night.

My pussy was sore as fucking hell.

Wednesday at Mistress Lucille’s had been… intense. Multiple orgasms, the last two forced from my body as if a doctor had cut me open and pulled out important bits from inside me, had left me tender, sore, and aching. I’d tried to put a dildo in my cunt the previous night, only to wince, grimace, and roll away. I’d gone to bed that way, empty and aching.

But a full night’s rest had done wonders. The pain had faded and while I was still tender and bruised, the vibrations inside me acted as a sort of primer. I let out another groan, feeling the fresh wetness on my hand. I slid the vibe out, remembering how Mistress Lucille, Beth, and Mistress Jennifer had worked me into a screaming series of orgasmic waves, my nervous system overloaded, my entire body shaking in violent spasms as they ripped the fourth and final orgasm out of me. For some reason, I didn’t quite remember the pain, but I certainly remembered the pleasure, the ripstopping heat that seemed to rush through me as my brain shut down and all I could do was respond to the stimulation.

I pumped more urgently, the bubbling need of arousal seeming to quadruple and burst inside me and I spread my legs wide, looking down at myself. My labia was a mottled mixture of pink with purple marbling while my clit looked larger than normal, as if swollen and ripe. I pulled the tip out of myself, ran it up through my folds, and then shuddered as my clit responded forcefully, my pussy contracting desperately. I didn’t think. I just pushed the stupid little motorized rod right back in, pumping much more enthusiastically.

When I began panting, sitting there on the side of the bathtub, I realized I was getting dangerously close to an orgasm, the thin narrow vibrator slipping in and out of my pussy, glistening moisture already spotting my thighs. That was when my brain, still foggy from sleep and more than happy to accept the pleasure of the moment, suddenly had a forceful and frightening thought.

I was going to get punished today. I had to go back to Mistress Lucille’s house. We were going somewhere and Beth and Mistress Jennifer were going to whip me. Probably between the legs, right on my pussy. I forced my hand to stop, holding the vibe in place, only to yank it free and lift my free hand to my mouth, biting the meaty part of my palm.

I left marks.

But it was enough to get me to stop in time, and I licked the vibrator clean, tasting my own sweet arousal, before washing it off in the sink. My arousal was a shield, blunting the pain of whatever was going to be done to me, and giving me the energy to endure the torment.

Probably. I put away the vibrator and replaced it with my vibroballs, but I didn’t turn them on. I was scared too. I felt on edge, as if even the slightest bit of stimulation would put me back on that coffee table, stretched open, hands and feet bound underneath, three black witches stirling the bubbling cauldron.

Forty-five minutes later, still aroused and stuffed, but relatively stable, I once more donned my coat, my black stilettos, and marched out the door to my jeep. My blue felt coat was buttoned up to my neck and only in the relative privacy of my vehicle did I unfasten my coat and strip out of it.

“Here we go again,” I said, reaching down between my legs to pull the vibroballs clear of my pussy. They went into the console cup and I satisfied NHPS Rule #1 with the vibrator I kept in my Jeep.

I almost turned it on too. Except, I knew I’d have that pleasure at the first red stop light I hit.

By the time I made it to Lucille’s house, my pussy was a wet mess and the thought of getting whipped between the legs wasn’t exactly unwelcome. I slipped in through the backdoor, noted Beth’s absence again, ditched my shoes, made sure my ankle and wrist cuffs were on correctly, and made my way to the house gym.

The previous day a pair of yoga mats had been left out, giving me some indication as to Lucille’s selected exercise regimen day. Today there was something new. I walked up to the small stand and felt practically every muscle between my legs tighten.

The metal stand was only about twelve inches tall and it sported what could only narrowly be defined as a “seat”. The resting platform was just a few inches in diameter, sloped like a saddle, and sported two massive dildos, both already coated in an oily lubricant. I hoped the smaller of the two was meant for my bottom, while the grotesquely thick and bulbous one would be sliding into my already well sauced pussy. A light metal chain, only about eight inches long, was secured in front of the vaginal dildo and the end was fitted with a vicious looking clamp. I squatted down, reaching out, only to discover that the seat swiveled, rotating in a full three hundred and sixty degrees. I knelt down, looking under the seat, with my ass up in the air, when Mistress Lucille walked in.

“Stretching might be a wise start before attempting that particular physical challenge.”

I jerked upright, twisting to look at her. She was wearing leggings and a leotard today, all tight fitting and conforming to her body. I quickly moved into a more submissive pose, spreading my knees wide as I sat back on my feet, placing my hands on my thighs, palms up.

“Yes Mistress,” I said obediently.

Lucille let out a laugh and moved to the clear area. “You may follow along with me,” she said simply. I stood up, crossed over to where she was standing, and opposite her, followed along through her normal routine. Eventually we were both lying on the padded floor, one leg high up in the air, her eyes clearly enjoying my exposure.

“How are you feeling?” She asked, not even out of breath.

“Mentally, physically, or emotionally?” I asked without hesitation, but then I blushed. “Mistress,’ I added, as an afterthought.

Lucille sighed with exasperation. “You need to learn how to control your mouth, Breanne. If you can’t correct yourself it will fall upon me to be more strict.”

I bit my lip. I was kind of surprised she wasn’t already being more strict. And that was scary.

“Mistress,” I replied hurriedly. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I’m still a little brain fuddled.”

She nodded and began swinging her arms. “You were subjected to a great deal of intense stimulation yesterday. It’s understandable that you might still be suffering some effect. But nevertheless, I’m intrigued. Let's unpack your response. How are you mentally?”

I blinked. I bit my lip. “I’m not sure, Mistress.”

Lucille started some back stretches. “Are you aware of where you are?”

I let out a laugh. “Of course.”

“Where are you?”

“In your torture chamber,” I replied, glancing back at the double dildo stand. “Or your gym. I’m not sure what you call it, Mistress.”

Lucille couldn’t help smiling. “And what are you here for?”

I hesitated. I wasn’t sure about the answer to that. “I’m here to satisfy you, Mistress.”

She nodded. “That’s a good enough answer. And what are your personal desires?”

I smiled. “To satisfy you, Mistress.”

“Better. I like that. On Monday, you would have said you were here to cum.”

I didn’t smile. I still felt that way, but… things were different than Monday. I didn’t feel quite so sure of myself.

“Physically then. How are you feeling?”

I took a breath. “Sore, aroused, and a little achy.”

“Did you have to take any painkillers last night?”

I shrugged. ‘Just two Tylenol, Mistress.”

“That’s acceptable. I admit I was a tad bit worried after you left. Your pussy looked…” she grimaced. “A little raw. It does look better this morning though.” She paused. “And if I ordered you to lift your foot up in the air and keep it there, so that I could take a strap to your cunt?”

My eyes widened and I lifted my right leg high. I smiled at her, exposing my sex. “I’m ready, Mistress,” I said, wondering if she was really going to go get a whip right that moment. Instead, she shook her head and emulated me, raising her own foot up, her tight leotard outlining the puffy petals of her sex.

Lucille shook her head. “I asked you how you felt about doing it. I wasn’t ordering you. Still, your immediate compliance communicates your willingness to accept my attention. Stay in that position. I like looking at your cunt.”

I nodded, which wasn’t easy with one arm propping up my head, the other bracing my body, with one leg waving up above me like a mast. I watched as Lucille finished up and then to my utter shock, she crawled over to me and stuck her head between my outstretched legs.

“Now,” she breathed sharply. “Do a dozen hamstring stretches. Slowly” I rotated onto my back, lowered my extended leg, then raised it up again. It’s an easy stretch and I was already warmed up. Then something soft and wet and swirling slid up through my pussy, found my clit, and began sucking hard.

“Aaaahhhhh!” I cried out, the suction of Lucille’s mouth and the stabbing of her tongue on my sensitive nub sent a flurry of sensations down through my body, every single one of them amazing. My hands flopped out to my sides as my leg jiggled in the air and my fingernails pressed into the carpet. I didn’t want to close my legs on the off chance she would stop! I groaned as her tongue flickered up and down my slit, only to suck my clitoris again until I was panting with need, my hips giving little jerks upward, pressing myself into her mouth. I longed for her to plunge her tongue deep into my pussy, licking at the vibroballs inside me.

I lowered my leg, only because a little voice told me I needed to do the required twenty stretches. As my foot came down, Lucille pulled her head back, leaving my clit alone. I let out a little whimper and jacked my leg back up. Lucille pushed forward and once more I swooned with pure ecstasy.

Her tongue did things to me that made every agonizing torment of the last three days disappear in an onslaught of utter and pure pleasure. My leg went up and down a dozen times, each completed stretch rewarded with more sweet bliss. My clit throbbed, not with pain, but with utter need, and I felt the pressure inside me growing and increasing until I was on the very edge. With five more hamstring stretches to go.

“Mistress! Please! Can I cum?” I begged, foot trembling up in the air.

Lucille let go of me, her face wet and she pulled away. I whimpered as she quickly got to her feet, hurrying over to one of the cabinets. I lay there, one foot still above my hip, toes pointed, the delicate arch curved. I sucked in a breath, my mind still overloaded with need, as I saw the item she pulled out. Then she came back over to me, the small paddle held firmly in her hand.

“If you can,” she said reasonably, “you may cum.” Then, without a word of warning, she gave my exposed, wet, and pulsing pussy a rather vicious little spank.

I yelped and honestly, bringing my leg back down might have been instinctive, my body protecting itself. The sting was bright and caustic and it turned into a rolling heat. But I was already so close that instead of pain, my fucked up brain categorized it as something else. Not exactly pleasure, but intense, perfect stimulation. I jacked my leg back up, bracing myself for the next stroke.

Except Lucille didn’t hit my pussy. Instead she rose up, lifted the leather sap, and gave the bottom of my foot a blistering stroke. I yelped again, dropping my leg, the arch of my right foot burning. My thighs touched again and I lifted back up. This time, Lucille swatted my pussy again, not as hard as the first time, but enough to have me yelping, teeth clenched. I held the position for a moment, then brought my foot back down.

On my fourth leg lift, she hit my foot again and I mewled with pain, shaking my toes as I brought my legs back together.

“One more, Breanne,” Lucille urged. “You know what I’m going to do to you, don’t you?”

I nodded, my blood boiling, my pussy clenching and tightening and pulsing. “Yes Mistress! I’m ready!” I lifted my leg and closed my eyes, bracing myself for the brutal stroke of the sap, biting into my pussy, leaving a wash of hot fire across my slit.

And instead, her tongue lapped at my clit. I jammed a finger into my mouth, muffling the cry of ecstasy I was feeling and I lowered my leg, but at the same time spreading my feet as wide as possible. Mistress Lucille lay on her stomach, her face between my legs, licking and sucking until I pressed up toward her.

“Mistress!” I gasped uncontrollably. “I can’t… Please… I’m going too…”

And then it was too late. My fingers tightened into fists as my heels thumped on the ground. Fluids gushed out of my pussy, splattering Lucille and leaving spotlets all over her hair and back. She didn’t stop either, her mouth sucking and licking and drinking. Then, as the wave of orgasmic ecstasy subsided, she gave me a final tongue stroke and pulled back, wiping her face with a hand.

I lay there shuddering, a stupid grin on my face, shocked at how easy the orgasm had seemed. Why had Lucille been so nice to me? What had I done right? Or what was she planning? I watched her silently, just catching my breath as she rose, retrieved a towel, and wiped at her glistening chin and neck. Finally she came back over to me and nudged me with her toe.

“Let’s discuss ‘emotionally’,” she said simply, referring to our previous conversation.

I let out a chuckle. “I think I’m pretty good, Mistress.” I grinned up at her.

She nodded. “Right now you’re suffering from the rush of adrenaline, endorphins, and dopamine the orgasm pumped into your bloodstream. Your perceptions might be affected by that.”

I let out a soft groan. “I think the adrenaline has petered out,” I replied.

“Which is why you are about to suffer a new challenge. Stand up.”

Slowly, I climbed to my feet. I felt… not exhausted, but I was actually very satisfied. If Lucille wanted to give me a ten minute break before sexually abusing me again, I’d have been fine with that. Instead she led me over to the metal stand and double dildos.

“Do I have to sit on that?” I asked ruefully, then remembered the title. “Mistress?”

Lucille looked up. “On the contrary, you don’t have to sit on them. But there will be a certain level of encouragement to do so. And to kneel.”

I grimaced. “Yes Mistress,” I replied dutifully.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered.

I turned my back toward her and set my fists against my spine. Using the wrist cuffs, she bound my hands behind my back, a metal clip connecting one to the other. She took my elbow, turned me so that I was facing the metal stand and it's incredibly low seat.

“Now squat.”

I dropped down on my heels, spreading my feet a bit wider apart than I probably would have, had my hands not been bound behind my back. She maneuvered me a step forward and I only realized what she had in mind as her fingers picked up the clamp and chain.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered.

“Now hold still,” Lucille warned. Her hand slipped between my legs, fingers pinching open the clamp. I looked away, partially because falling over would have been stupid. I felt a cold sliver touch my labia, then came the biting pinch to my clitoris. I gasped, wincing as a little bit of pain shot up through my legs.

“The metal stand weighs sixty pounds,” Lucille said, pulling her hand back. “I’m going to do my mile on the treadmill. When I’m done I will come and release the clamp.”

I hadn’t changed position. I was perched on the balls of my feet, arches exposed, squatting in front of the stand with dildos, my clit attached via an eight inch chain.

“So I just… squat here?” I asked precariously.

Lucille laughed and started to walk over to the treadmill. “I doubt you’ll be able to hold that position for a full ten minutes, much less the twenty it will take me to do my two miles. I’ll let you explore your options.” She mounted the treadmill and started it up. “Oh, and there are consequences for whatever you choose.” Then she pressed a few buttons, getting the thing up to speed.

My thighs and feet were already starting to ache and I licked my lips. I looked ridiculous, or at least I thought I looked ridiculous, but from the way Lucille was admiring my predicament, I think she was pleased with the overall situation. I gritted my teeth. I did not want to have that anal plug in my bottom. The steady thump thump thump of Lucille’s shoes on the treadmill seemed to echo my own increasing pulse and after about a minute and a half, I bent one knee and tried kneeling. Without being mounted on the seat.

Lucille hadn’t been wrong. The chain was clearly not long enough and it pulled upward on my clitoris painfully, making me gasp and wince. I think I managed maybe fifteen seconds before getting back to my feet, and let me tell you that wasn’t a picnic either. I misjudged the necessary squat and the second harsh pull on my clit by the chain and clamp left me panting. I twisted a bit and the seat rotated, so I did this sort of insane wobble and swung my left leg over the seat. Now hovering above the two dildos, I slowly began to lower myself down.

I felt the vaginal probe first and was surprised that it was as firm and solid enough for me to get it in without a hand guiding it. I dropped another inch, the strain on my thighs deep and impressive, then felt the pressure of the anal plug. I let out a groan as I went down even more and when both probes were pretty much fully in me, I transferred some of my body weight away from my aching thighs and down to my ass.

Take a seat, Bre.

Almost immediately, the probe in my butt began shaking, and it wasn’t a mild buzz either. It was like an entire nest of wasps had suddenly begun flying in my rear end and I gasped, just a little shocked at the intensity of the sensation. I wondered if there was something wrong with the other dildo, the one in my pussy. Because it just filled me, silent and still and thick and uncomfortable.

I began bouncing and as Lucille moved past the half mile mark, I found my legs, forced to bend uncomfortably, were aching again. Losing my balance was less of a problem when I had nine inch long rubber rods jammed up both lower holes, so I switched positions again, this time trying to kneel on the stand.

The vibrations in my butt stopped as if I’d tripped a switch and new ones started, this time up front. I groaned, shocked, but then, even as the vibe in my pussy began rotating and trembling, felt a pinching sensation as the clamp got caught between the saddle and my body. I started rocking, jerking, and when the pain got to be just a little too much, I once again switched positions, back to sitting, as the vaginal vibe slowed and stopped and the anal probe once more went banana crackers in my ass.

In short order I realized I wasn’t able to handle any of the positions for longer than a minute or two and I started cycling through them, whimpering and groaning as my clitoris throbbed angrily. I was getting to the limits of my endurance, the vibrations, the ache, the pulling and tugging on my clit, when Lucille finally slowed. I watched her in desperation as she walked another five minutes, cooling down, forcing me to switch positions five or six more times. Finally she was done and she came over to me while I was kneeling, fully impaled, vaginal vibrator going crazy in my pussy. She reached down and unclipped the clamp.

“Aggghh,” I moaned.

“Which is the best position?” She asked curiously.

“Sitting,” I replied immediately. “But my ass can’t take the vibrator.”

Lucille nodded. “It’s a very powerful vibrator. You can get up now.” She took my elbow and helped me up. Fluids dripped from my pussy as the vibrator stopped, now that I wasn’t squatting on top of it.

“That was hard.”

“Let’s talk about emotional now. What are you feeling?”

I paused, then I blushed. “I’m grateful, Mistress.”

That seemed to surprise her. “Grateful? For what?”

“For using me. For pushing me to my limits. For hurting me properly.” My voice dropped to a hush. “For letting me cum. Thank you, Mistress.”

Lucille gave me a thoughtful look, then nodded. “Lets go get cleaned up. We have lots to do today.” She turned and walked toward the door and I followed, hands still bound behind my back, the remnants of my arousal still smeared on my thighs as I left the small stand and two thick dildos behind.

Cleaning up went about the same as usual. Remove the bondage cuffs. Put on the shower cuffs. Get strung up, washed, fingered, arousal building, get down, clean Mistress, dry off. Familiarity made it easier to accept and the daily shower with Lucille was starting to get comfortable. Even when I was hanging from the hook, toes barely able to touch the floor of the shower, I felt safe and cared for as she ran her hands up and down my body, touching every little place, soap spreading and washing away the mess I’d made of myself.

After drying off, Mistress Lucille came over to me, grabbed my chin, and looked at my face. “I want you to put black eyeliner around your eyes. Very dark today.”

“Really?” I asked, just a little surprised.

She nodded. “I want you to look a little more exotic than usual. And add some crimson to your eyeshadow. Go heavy. And don’t skimp on the mascara.”

I bit my lip. I’m not into heavy makeup, but the request wasn’t unreasonable. “Yes, Mistress,” I said obediently. I went to the sink and started complying. She checked on me several times, but then disappeared into her closet. When she came back out she was wearing a business pantsuit and looked just as good as Kari on any given day. Lucille’s short dark hair was curly and cute and her thicker frame filled out the material in all the right places, without compromising her beauty. She went to the sink and put on a little bit of makeup, but hers was light.

“Your dress is on the bed,” she said to me.

I nodded obediently and went out into the bedroom. Laying on the coverlet was the black dress Mistress Lucille had purchased for me the day before. I picked it up. No back. Plunging neckline, ridiculously short hem… but still… it wasn’t slutty. Quite the opposite in fact. I slipped it on, enjoying the way it felt on me and I moved in front of the mirror, smoothing down the material.

Just like the previous day, it was short. Shorter than mousy, conservative me would have liked. With only an inch between the hem and my still quite wet pussy, there wasn’t much wriggle room. And the bodice was daring. I wasn’t going to slip out of it, but it didn’t leave much to the imagination either.

“Do you like it?” Lucille asked, walking in.

I grinned. “I love it actually,” I said warmly.

“Good,” she replied. “Show me your breasts.”

I froze, but only for a moment. Then I turned and faced her. I put my hands on the front of the dress and pulled the material away from my chest. Both pierced nipples popped out in full view, the silver barbells glinting in the light.

“An accessory for you to wear today,” she said politely, holding up a silver chain. It was only about eight inches long and both ends had what looked like keychain rings on the ends. And not very big ones. I took it from her, confused. Lucille chuckled. “Here, let me show you.” She took the chain back, her fingers locking on one of the end rings. This she threaded over my nipple and with a momentary pinch, behind my piercing. I didn’t make a sound. It wasn’t technically uncomfortable, or painful. There was just a slight weight. Then she tugged on the chain and had to push my other breast toward my sternum, slipping the second ring over the other piercing.

Now I was uncomfortable. The short chain was insufficiently long enough to connect to both breasts without some tugging and while there wasn’t any pain, there was just enough pull to make me hyper-aware of both my nipples and breasts in general. Lucille took the front of my dress and covered my breasts, but as I took a breath, I noticed that the dress wasn’t quite cut to handle a tighter bust. My left breast was already being pulled decidedly out from under the material, piercing, ring, chain and nipple coming into view.

“Uh oh,” I muttered, covering up my breast again. Four breaths later it was the other side. “Mistress? I can’t stay covered with the chain on,” I told Lucille who was putting on her boots. She looked over at me.

“Really. How surprising,” she said in a sort of tone deaf manner, as if she’d expected that outcome. I bit my lip, realizing I was just going to have to cope with it. I tucked my nipple back under the material and crossed my arms over my chest. “Put your stilettos on,” she added. I grabbed hold of my shoes and ignored the way my bust completely fell out of the front of my dress as I bent over to buckle them. I got reorganized and stood in front of my new mistress with what I thought was an appropriate demeanor.

“Vibroballs?” Lucille asked.

My eyebrow went up. “They’re off right now, Mistress.”

She nodded and glanced at her watch. It was an elegant looking thing, encrusted with diamonds. “I’ll be turning them on shortly. You will resist orgasm. If you get close to cumming, you need to inform me so that I can turn them for a suitably appropriate period.”

I nodded and for the fifth time, tucked a nipple back underneath the front of my dress. “Understood, Mistress.”

Lucille turned and I followed her down the hall, walking carefully in my six inch heels. We stopped at the kitchen to get my blue felt coat, while Lucille belted on a London Fog overcoat. I expected her to take me out into the garage, but instead we walked back to the front of the house, our coats draped over her arm.

“Stand there,” she said, pointing to a space opposite the front door. “Place your hands behind your back and spread your legs wide apart. Do not move from that position.”

I didn’t see anything suspicious about that. I wrapped my arms behind me, fingertips to elbow, and felt both breasts sort of pop loose between the fronts of my bodice, the chain pulling my tits together by the nipples. I widened my stance as much as the stupid shoes would let me, quite aware that the hem of the dress had rolled up that last inch and that anyone standing in the doorway would have been able to see my dripping pussy. Not that anyone was standing at the door. I could see that, right through the big oval leaded glass window.

And then the vibroballs came on. I saw Mistress Lucille tucking the remote into her suit coat pocket, her smirk one part amusement and two parts wicked delight. For a moment I wondered what we were waiting for, but the sweet swirl of the vibrations, the strange pose, and standing there being watched by my Mistress was more than enough to occupy my attention. Right up to point a dark shadow appeared outside the window and the doorbell rang.

I jerked, but Lucille pointed a finger at me. “Don’t move,” she hissed, “or your punishment will be severe.”

I gulped, nodded and froze, aware that my tits were hanging out and that my pussy was in all probability, just as visible. Lucille opened the door and a dark skinned man of Mediterranean descent, wearing a suit, stood at the door.

“Madam, Mr. Boyer is waiting,” the man said politely. His eyes flickered over toward me and I expected a leer, or maybe a shocked look. Instead he smiled appreciatively. I felt his gaze almost like a caress and I felt a very different sort of sensation rush through me. There was an instant attraction and I knew that if given the chance, I’d let this man fuck my brains out. A small little smile crossed my face.

“Thank you, Kamil.” Lucille turned toward me. “Alright Bre. Put your coat on,” Lucille said, holding out my jacket. I broke my stance, letting the hem of my dress fall down and I admit that I tucked both boobs back into the dress. Not that it did any good. One fell out again as I slipped on my coat and I was starting to get a little frustrated. Maybe just having one side hanging out was something I was going to have to accept.

I stepped out into the cold first and closed the distance between myself and Kamil. Our eyes met and rather than button up the front of my coat, I let my hands drop and then deliberately took as big of breath as I could. My dress shifted and my bound breasts did exactly what I expected them too. The left one popped out, flashing a steel banded nipple. Kamil grinned, though he didn’t say anything. Behind me Lucille closed the door, locked it, and then put her hand on my back. Kamil turned and led the way, down the walk along the front of the house, to the driveway, where a freaking black limousine was waiting.


Chapter Fourteen

I’ve been in limos and they come in flavors, especially in Houston, Tx. In fact, limousines were sort of dying out in favor of extended SUVs. More room. Limos on steroids. But this one was sleek and spotless and not as ostentatious as the big monsters I’ve seen driving around, and even been in a few times. I followed Kamil, who opened the back door for me and I knew almost instinctively that I needed to get in first. I gave Kamil another smile, hoping he saw that just as much as my exposed breast, and bent in half, climbing into the spacious interior.

Which is when my fucking six inch heel caught the bottom edge of door, causing me to stumble and I fell right into the arms of another man.

He was sitting on the side seat, a briefcase on the seat beside him and his suit was immaculate. He was wearing a silk tie, in blue, and a tailored suit in dark charcoal gray. He was a young man, in his mid-thirties, with a full head of dark colored hair and a very short, well manicured beard.

He caught my arm and maneuvered me toward the back seat as I sort of collapsed on the floor in front of him, on my knees and already blushing furious. Any chance that my boobs were going to stay where they were supposed to was long gone. Still, he barely reacted to the fact that my tits were hanging out, or that my nipples were pierced, ringed, and chained together. And if the now fading whip marks crisscrossing them were an issue, he didn’t mention it, or ask me how my breasts had gotten caught in a weed whacker.

God damn, I am so fucking crass. Aren’t I?

Behind me, Lucille sighed in exasperation. “Get in a seat, Breanne. In the rear.”

I smiled at my rescuer, who grinned back at me, and rotated, falling back into the bench rather gracelessly. I shifted, trying to push my dress downward and I pressed my knees together, especially when I saw the man’s eyes flicker down to my still vibrating, glistening wet pussy.

Lucille, with more grace, poise, and dignity, got in the limousine and sat down next to me as Kamil shut the door. I finished adjusting my outfit and the man across from us gave Lucille a gracious smile.

“Good morning, Ms. McGivens.”

Lucille didn’t smile back. “Thank you Wallace. What’s on the agenda for today?”

Wallace pulled a piece of paper out of his briefcase and handed it over. I only got a glimpse but there were a bunch of weird names on it, with status updates and then more detail concerning construction. I ignored most of it. I didn’t care what Lucille did for a living. Mostly I was concerned with trying not to move and keeping my errant boobies under control and inside my dress.

Fucking chain.

Wallace cleared his throat after giving Lucille a minute or so to look over the itinerary, and he glanced at me, then back at Lucille.

“Might I ask where Bethany is?”

Lucille’s eyes snapped up. “Bethany has adopted a new position with me. She’ll be joining us at the Crossfire Project. Taking her place, at least for right now, is Breanne Erickson.” She gestured at me. “Breanne, this is my Business Manager, Mr. Wallace Boyer.”

I smiled and held out my hand. He took it politely, shook it, and let go, despite the way I used a finger to stroke the palm of his hand. I felt a little rejected as he turned his attention back toward Lucille. It was weird, as if he were trying to ignore me. Was he gay? He didn’t give off that sort of vibe. In fact, from the way he’d originally looked at me, before Lucille got in the vehicle, I’d have sworn he was interested.

“Our first stop will be Lakeview. They’ve put in a new request for capital improvements and the board has requested your review prior to approval. Here are the documents. After that we are heading to Stony Hollow for a meeting with the new property manager. Lunch will be at the Belle House. After that is the Crossfire Project, followed by a quick visit to Providence Tower. Housekeeping mostly. Nothing important.”

I took a breath. A deep breath. And maybe I accidentally sort of might have not bothered to try to hold the bodice of the dress in place. I didn’t check. I could feel the air on my nipple. He didn’t bat an eye or even fucking look.

Lucille took the extra papers and began reading them, which would have made me car sick. Wallace Boyer turned his attention to the passing scenery and even when I sort of let my knees separate a little bit, making sure that he had plenty of opportunity to see something which would be way more interesting than trees, or even my chained titties, he kept his poise.

She finished reading the papers and started firing off questions. Don’t ask me to repeat them. I didn’t understand half of them. Most of it was about money, financing, and shipment delays. Steel was mentioned a few times, China twice, and Covid more than once. There were bits and pieces, but eventually I got bored. I looked out the window, watched the trees, and suffered the vibroballs still buzzing softly inside me. It wasn’t enough to push me over the edge but it certainly kept me entertained while I fantasized about a threesome between Wallace, Kamil, and myself. The idea of cocks at either end was quite appealing.

Lucille kept up the questions and Wallace answered every one of them, seemingly to know exactly what answers she needed and by the time she seemed satisfied, the limousine was slowing. We pulled into some sort of residential community with apartments and condos and townhomes. The car took us around to an office and then stopped.

“You can wait here Wallace. This should not take longer than thirty to forty minutes.”

Wallace, who had seemed prepared to go with Lucille, stopped and then glanced over at me. Then he nodded at Lucille.

“As you wish, madame.”

Kamil came around and opened the door and Lucille climbed out. She looked back at me.

“Please keep Mr.Boyer entertained Breanne.” Then the door shut and I was left alone with Wallace.

Don’t worry. I didn’t attack and devour him. I thought about it. But I didn’t.

I smiled directly at him and slipped my hands down between my knees, parting them a good four or five inches. Our eyes met and the only thing I noticed was the throbbing of his pulse, right above the collar of his starched shirt. He sat there, then grabbed a stack of papers and pretended to read them.

“So, you’re Mistress Lucille’s Business Manager?” I asked politely, trying to make conversation.

“That’s right,” Wallace replied professionally.

I wriggled a little bit, which caused the dress to ride up even further. I bit my lip and looked out the window. “So, does she own this place?”

Wallace looked up. “Her company does. There is a board that oversees regular operations, but they’re looking at completely tearing out one of the pool complexes and building a new one. That requires her approval. Ms. McGivens has an eye for that kind of thing.”

I smiled at him, appreciating the interchange. “So you know Bethany?”

That made him stiffen and not in the preferred way I like to “stiffen” men. “Yes,” he replied curtly, offering no further information.

“Mistress Lucille said I was to keep you entertained. What do you like to do for fun?”

Wallace actually grimaced. “Miss Erickson, while I appreciate this conversation, you are a distraction, which is even more difficult to ignore considering the state of your attire. I’m somewhat used to Beth’s antics, but I’m quite aware that you are a lesbian and not interested in men. So flaunting your body at me isn’t going to help anything.”

My jaw dropped. “What?” I asked, dumbfounded.

He leaned back. “I had a very positive relationship with Beth. We had some excellent conversations and I was always impressed with her thoughtfulness and insight. She even had a talent for some of the financials. I’ve worked hard to protect my position with Ms. McGivens and I’m not about to risk it.”

I sat there, shocked. Eventually he noticed. “Why do you look surprised?” He asked.

“I’m not a lesbian,” I declared bluntly. “I’m bi.” Then I glanced away, looking a little sheepish. “Actually, someone suggested that I’m pansexual, because I’ll fuck just about anyone or anything at the drop of a hat, but I don’t see what kitchen hardware has to do with it.” I put a finger on my chin. “Except, I have literally fucked a pan once. Or maybe twice. Just the handle. It was awkward and I wasn’t cooking anything obviously.”

Wallace gaped at me. I’m not sure why he was that surprised. Isn’t that what pansexuals do?

I leaned forward, my breasts definitely not contained by the dress. Only the chain. “Mistress Lucille said that I should entertain you. So, what would be entertaining? A lap dance? Me slowly stripping? Or would you just like my mouth surrounding your cock?”

I spread my legs wide apart in a very, very unlady-like fashion and ran my hand down to my petals, smearing some of my wetness around and lubricating my clit. I began rubbing the nub in swirling circles and let out a soft moan.

Wallace at least had the courtesy to adjust himself. Then he clenched his teeth and looked away. I let out a huff, pulled my hand out of my lap and brought my knees back together. I adjusted the top of my dress, tucking in my breasts, at least for the moment, and crossed my arms.

“Alright, how about a game?”

Wallace looked back at me. “A game?” He said skeptically.

I grinned. “Truth or dare?”

At that he laughed. “Not a chance in hell.”

“Q and A?” I asked.

“What’s that?”

I shrugged. “You can ask any question you like and I have to answer it truthfully. Then we switch and I get to ask you a question.”

The suspicion hadn’t left his face, but he settled back into his seat a little more relaxed. “Alright, I suppose I can humor you.”

“Great. Who goes first? Me or you?”

He tipped his chin. “You can ask the first question.”

“Are you married?”

His eyebrow went up. “You’re very direct, aren’t you?”

I smiled. “You have to answer my question before you ask yours.”

He rolled his eyes. “No. I’m not married. Why does it matter?”

I shrugged. “It doesn’t. I’ve had sex with a lot of married men before. I find it liberating. The relationship is purely physical and there is no excess baggage.”

He seemed taken aback by that response. “How many men have you had sex with?”

I let out a laugh. “Oh, I stopped counting years ago,” I assured him. “Hundreds? Maybe a thousand? I’m known to be a little voracious.”

“If you’re into guys, how did you end up with Ms. McGivens?” He asked curiously.

I held up a finger. “Ah ah… you aren’t allowed to ask two questions in a row.” I tapped my fingers thoughtfully against the seat. “What’s your favorite sexual position?”

“Really?” He responded with a smirk. I nodded. He looked outside the window for a moment. “Honestly, I’m not all that versed in sexual positions. I guess missionary.”

I snorted. “Missionary? That’s like saying you played tee ball in elementary school.”

He frowned at me. “I’m sorry that I don’t meet up to your standards,” he replied.

I shook my head. “On the contrary, think how much I could teach you!”

“I’ll repeat myself. How did you end up as Ms. McGivens’ assistant?”

I bit my lip, thinking about that for a moment. “That’s a long story and I’m not sure how much I’m at liberty to tell. At least, not yet. I mean, at some point I’ll write it all out I suppose. But I guess I was just in the right place at the right time.” I smiled. “Blondes, brunettes, or redheads?”

He sagged in his seat, looking a little defeated. “I admit that I do like your hair,” he admitted. “It's loud and brash and demands attention, even if that attention is a little unwholesome.”

“Mr.Boyer, you just described my entire personality,” I said a little ruefully. “But you didn’t answer my question. You avoided it, which means that preferentially, you prefer something else.”

“Brunettes,” he said simply. “Though hair color for me isn’t a mitigating factor in selecting female companionship.

“Really? What is?” I asked, knowing that I was asking a second question out of turn.

Wallace shrugged. “I’m not sure. I’ve dated a few women. I guess I’m attracted to women with intelligence. I don’t want a trophy wife on my arm. I’d rather have a partner or a friend.”

“How romantic,” I said, truly impressed. “I will assure you, up front, that I am not the woman of your dreams.”

His eyebrow went up again. “Because you aren’t a brunette?”

“Because I’m not the sharpest knife in the drawer,” I replied with a laugh. “I’m incorrigible, difficult, sarcastic, needy, emotional, and sexually depraved. And just a little crazy. Just ask Mistress Lucille.”

Wallace chuckled. “Well, that settles things rather well, doesn’t it.”

“The hell it does,” I replied. “Right now, I’m horny as fuck and what I want to do is slip out of this dress, crawl over to you, and start off by devouring your cock. I am an excellent cocksucker. And then, once you are suitably aroused and unable to hold back, I’d rise up, spread my legs, and impale myself completely on your shaft, and then bounce up and down until one of us was screaming in pleasure.”

He swallowed. “One of us?”

I shrugged again. “Well, if I cum first, I’d get back down on my knees and go back to sucking on you until I milked every drop out of your balls and drank it down. If you exploded first…” I gave him a sad little look. “I’d just have to get back down on my knees and suck on you till you were hard again.”

Wallace licked his lips and adjusted his crotch again. The bulge there was impressive. “You are very… blunt.”

“Direct,” I replied. “Would you like that blowjob now? Or later?”

He hesitated. “I thought it was my turn for a question.”

I laughed. “Touche,” I said.

“Are you always like this?”

I shook my head. “No. Usually I’m worse. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

“A nympho humiliation…”

“Pain slut,” I replied. “It means that I’m constantly looking for sexual satisfaction and that being publicaly humiliated, sexually tormented and in some cases, actually hurt, at least a little, makes me cum.”

“Thus the intriguing marks on your breasts.” He pointed at my chest and I looked down, both boobs once more hanging out. “I presume Ms. McGivens gave those to you?”

“If you are referring to the welts, she did indeed,” I stated, then with just a touch of concern. “It was consensual. I have matching ones on bottom and thighs”

“Why? Did you do something bad?”

I leaned back, moving one leg outward. It was quite the provocative pose and the vibroballs were driving me nuts. “Yes. Plus I have deviant needs.”

Wallace snorted, though I caught his eyes dipping down to my thighs. “Beth does too. She often had marks. That’s not what surprises me.”

“I surprise you?” I said teasingly. “I like that. How do I surprise you?”

“You’re hungry.”

I blinked. “Well, not yet,” I said ruefully. “Where are we eating lunch again?”

“Belle House. It’s an upscale cafe, very exclusive. It’s heavy on the vegetarian menu but has a decent prime rib.”

I grinned. “Yum. I like prime rib.”

He gave me an inscrutable look. “But that’s not what I meant. Food. You’re forward. Aggressive. Beth is reserved and I’ve known her for three years. We’ve had many conversations, some at length. You are very different.”

I rolled my eyes. “Very. Beth is… Beth.” I didn’t want to say anything negative about Beth to Wallace. Besides, I was getting confused about Beth and her motivations. Being around her a little more, and being with Mistress Lucille had changed a few of my perceptions.

“Are you aware that you’re running out of time?” I asked.

He gave me a curious look. “Running out of time? What do you mean?”

“Mistress Lucille said that she would be back in thirty to forty minutes. Presuming the first number is right, that leaves us just about ten minutes for me to bring you to climax before she gets here. My average is about ten minutes for a man who hasn’t already cum in the last hour.”

He laughed. “You think you could bring me to climax in ten minutes?”

I shrugged, chained boobs bouncing gently. “I don’t generally make assurances, but in this case, considering the bulge I see, I’m pretty sure I could have you groaning in half that time limit. There’s an art to it,” I said, bringing one hand up to my jaw. I curled my fingers around an imaginary cock and then pushed my tongue against the opposite cheek, making it look like I was sucking an invisible penis.

Wallace gave me a mock horrified expression. “Well, that’s another difference between you and Beth. You are quite crass.”

“Or you could call it playful?”

He blinked. Suddenly his voice dropped down to a hush. “Lucille is going to destroy you.”

That made my blood run cold. “What?”

Then he stiffened, as if he realized he said something he shouldn’t have. He leaned back in his seat, crossed his legs stiffly, and folded his arms back over his chest. “Thank you for the conversation Ms. Erickson. It has been… entertaining.”

“Wait. That’s it? You’re not going to explain?”

“There is nothing to explain. As you said, it’s consensual.”

I floundered a bit. The silence grew and then became uncomfortable. “Um… I think it’s your turn on the questions.”

“I have no further questions.”

“Well, I do,” I muttered. “Tons.” Wallace Boyer pulled out more of his files and began going through the paperwork, studiously ignoring me. I sat there, uncomfortable for a long couple of minutes, and I was just about to prop one foot on the bench seat beside me and start masturbating, when Kamil opened the door and Mistress Lucille climbed back into the limousine.

“A successful visit, Madame?” Wallace asked.

Lucille nodded. “I made two suggestions. I doubt either will cost more than two or three thousand extra but will greatly increase efficiency. Margaret and David were both receptive and said they would rework the proposal. But I told them I didn’t see a problem with approving it now and getting the funds on the table.”

“Excellent. I’ll make arrangements.”

The limousine started moving and I sat there quietly, except for the occasional twitch due to the incessant vibrations pushing me toward doing something sexually crazy. I kept glancing at Wallace. Then at Lucille, all the while wondering what the hell Wallace had meant.

“Did the two of you have a chance to become acquainted?” Lucille asked politely.

Wallace at least had the courtesy to blush.

“Not as well as I’d have liked,” I groused. “Mr. Boyer was a gentleman.”

Lucille let out a little huff. “Really,” she said. “I’m disappointed in you, Breanne. I gave you an opportunity and you squandered it.”

I shrugged. “Sometimes job perks can be confusing, Mistress.”

She nodded. “They can indeed.”

Wallace wisely kept his mouth shut, but I grinned at him and licked my lips.

Our next stop was only ten minutes from the first and this time, Lucille asked both Wallace and I to accompany her. I climbed out of the limo with a hand from Kamil, who I was absolutely sure would have been more than happy to let me suck him, fuck him, ride his face, and do whatever the hell else I wanted to him. I shivered and then Lucille helped me into my jacket.

“Mistress? Should I button up?”

Lucille nodded. “If you’re cold,” she said simply. “But you may unbutton inside if you want.” Her hand disappeared into her pocket and to my relief and disappointment, the vibroballs inside me shut off.

Stoney Hollow was… an office park. It had a second name to it too. Something something at Stoney Hollow, which made me think there must have been a bayou or stream or creek or… God forbid, a hollow… around some place. The complex had five or six buildings, all concrete and glass, very modern, without a sliver of aesthetic anywhere, all tucked in a lush forest.

“Ugh…” I said, looking around. “Who designed these? They’re just glass boxes.”

Wallace, who was getting out of the car, gave Lucille a glance, but our mistress ignored both of us. She began walking to the closest building and I followed along obediently. Wallace was only a step or two behind us. Kamil stayed in the car. I wished I’d stayed with him.

We entered the first building and we found ourselves in a rather plain, sort of sterile lobby. A glass fronted office was off to the side and we turned there. A secretary, or receptionist, or someone like that was sitting at the desk and I felt a weird reminder of my old role at Kari’s interior design company. I used to sit there, just like that, typing away.

Except wearing less clothing. A lot less clothing.

The lady was in her twenties and was dressed in a nice outfit - very professional. Similar to Lucille’s in fact, if about a thousand dollars cheaper. She gave us a polite greeting and acted like she was expecting us. She stood, was deferential to Lucille, and showed us into the property manager’s office.

If the building itself was spartan, the office was the exact opposite. Colorful art hung on the wall, the furniture looked new, and the woman standing behind the desk, wearing a red dress with pearls, standing in greeting, had a welcoming smile on her face. Her eyes found Lucille’s first, then flickered past Wallace, and settled on me. And that’s when I recognized her.

“Breanne!” Megan Davies blurted out in surprise. Trust me, I was just as shocked.

“Megan,” I said rather stupidly, still shocked. But then I smiled. “Hello, Megan.” That greeting came out a hell of a lot more sensual. Mostly because of some rather sexy memories.

Megan and I had met several years before when Megan had been working as a property manager for a Houston mid-rise and she’d hired Kari to do the interior decorating. Kari evidently knew her. Megan was both a lesbian and closet dominatrix, though at the time, she didn’t have her own little submissive. I filled that gap, temporarily. We had about half a dozen “dates,” if you could call them that, since it generally meant dinner at her place, me having my clothes peeled off, followed by getting tied down to Megan’s bed. The oddball thing was that Megan wasn’t a sadist. Even a little bit. Megan liked control, not causing pain, and the things that she did to me had at first been exquisitely wonderful. But… I’m a picky eater, and a steady diet of vanilla, day in and day out, over and over. Well, there’s a reason that I opted to go to Mistress Lucille and it wasn’t because I knew she was going to tie me down to her dining room table, cover me in whip cream and strawberries so she could lick it off.

. It was one of the things that contributed to the ending of Megan’s and my relationship. She knew that I liked… well… things more intense. We separated as friends, but I hadn’t seen her in two years. At least.

Lucille’s lack of surprise was telling however and Megan glanced from me to Lucille and back again, only to tilt her head cautiously. She was reassessing Lucille and I wondered just how much she was going to put together.

“Well,” Megan said politely. “Under normal circumstances, I suppose you would be asking how I know Breanne. But I suspect you’re already well aware of our previous relationship.”

Lucille smiled while Wallace looked confused, and a little disturbed. I could understand that. As the only person in the room who hadn’t fucked Breanne Erickson in some way, he was the outlier. And it’s not like I didn’t try. Maybe we needed to invite the receptionist in. She was cute. I wouldn’t have minded.

“I am indeed. Kari was very honest. Actually, it is Breanne’s presence here that is unplanned. I came into possession of her just a few days ago.”

A shiver went up my spine. “Possession.” Like I was an object or something. Then I looked down, remembering that was precisely what I was. A sex object. I was a walking, talking, whimpering, crying sex doll, intended as a toy. But then my brain started moving beyond myself and I realized what Lucille was admitting too. She had spoken with Kari about Megan.

“Kari recommended you for the position when I put out feelers. Following the candidate interviews, you were Mr. Boyer’s top recommendation. I had no influence on his choice.”

Megan’s smile didn’t fade a whit. “I’m glad to know that networking is still important.” She glanced back at me and I could see both the fire and desire still circulating in her eyes. “Still, how the hell did you pry Bre away from Kari?”

Lucille’s voice stayed perfectly flat and toneless. “By giving Breanne what she needed, instead of what she wanted.” Lucille sat down in the chair opposite the desk and Megan followed suit. There was one other chair and Wallace gestured for me to sit, while he remained standing. The coat I was wearing dug into my skin. I started unfastening the buttons and tried to be inconspicuous as I adjusted the dress to properly cover myself. At least as best as I could under the circumstances. Megan glanced at me a number of times, her eyes sparkling as more skin was revealed. I’m guessing she liked the front of the dress too.

“This is technically a simple meet and greet,” Lucille continued. “Though I felt a property tour might be beneficial, so that I can share some of my thoughts with you and get your impression on some viable solutions.”

“By all means,” Megan replied. “I welcome your input.” She stood up quickly, just as Lucille did. “Do you have a preferred starting point? Or would you like me to choose?” She asked, writing something down on a small yellow sticky note.

Lucille didn’t hesitate. “Building 3,” she replied, only to have Megan hold up the pad, the number three written in bold strokes on. Megan’s mouth curled up into a smile.

“It’s clearly the worst problem.”

Lucille smiled. “Foresight is just as invaluable as competency and organization.”

I sighed as I stood up. Why the hell had we just sat down if we were going to go on a tour? We all trooped out of Megan’s office and I moved in beside Wallace, the front of my coat now mostly unbuttoned. He glanced down at my cleavage, which was every bit as impressive as it had been in the limo, especially since the chain connecting my nipples had once again tugged one free of the dress. I didn’t bother to fix it, though as we went outside I did gather my coat up as we hiked across the lot. It wasn’t that cold, but between the stilettos, the short dress, and an open coat, there was more than enough exposure. Moving into Building 3 was the best part as a wave of warmth fell over me.

“We only have one tenant, and he’s rarely here,” Megan explained, gesturing out into the parking lot. “And he’s only renting about two hundred and fifty square feet. The rest is a former clinic and lab that went out of business three years ago. It’s going to take some significant investment to remodel the suite, not to mention TI to attract a tenant.”

Lucille nodded. “I’d like to walk it.”

Megan grinned and held out her hand. “Of course.”

Lucille stopped, turned toward me, and gestured me close. I complied immediately. “Breanne, you will lead the way. But it’s quite warm. I don’t think you need your attire.”

“Oh. Of course, Mistress.” I shrugged out of my coat. I folded it in half as Megan ogled my one exposed breast and handed it over to Wallace, who took it gracefully. Then I stepped in front of the two women and turned to face down the hall, when Lucille touched my shoulder.

“Breanne, I said ‘attire’, not just your coat. Are you deliberately disobeying me?”

My eyes widened and my jaw dropped. I glanced at Megan, who suddenly appeared very, very interested, and Wallace, who had blushed the same color as my hair. That’s when everything changed. My pussy tightened down and I felt the familiar trepidation of humiliation. Sure, the chances of someone seeing me naked, other than Lucille, Megan and Wallace were slim to none. But the door of the building was open, and the one and only tenant might arrive at any time. There would be windows. And the thrill of exposure, of risk, of being seen and lusted after… my God. Is there any greater aphrodisiac?

I gulped and then nodded. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I misunderstood.” My hand went up to my neck and the top of the dress came loose. It fell away from my breasts and the look on Wallace’s face was near apoplectic. I felt bad for him. He was trying to maintain his composure but I’m not sure that Lucille ever had treated Bethany like this in front of him. Was it because Lucille and Beth were both lesbians, while I was bi-sexual? Was it because Lucille knew that I’d be comfortable, nude in front of her business manager? I didn’t know, but I wriggled my hips, letting the dress fall to the floor in a soft puddle. I bent down, grabbed hold of it, and then handed it to Lucille.

“An apology will not absolve you of this failure. We’ll discuss punishment in a moment. For now, you can lead us to the next suite. Go slow and with each step cross your ankles. Like you were a model walking down the runway.”

I nodded immediately. “Yes Mistress,” I replied, all while thinking, “well great. I’m naked AND about to get spanked or pinched or humiliated, all in front of a former mistress and a man who is uncomfortable looking at me.”

I took one step, spreading my legs, and with a very deliberate hip swing, struck a seductive pose for about three seconds, then turned my backside on the group. I hoped they were all appreciating my swinging, swaying ass.

“Damn,” Megan whispered. “She’s still amazing.”

Lucille sighed. “You have no idea,” she replied.

Megan snorted. “I’ve got some.”

I put my right foot forward, the black strap stiletto sexy and daring. I stepped crossways, a sort of walk used by professional models, emphasizing the sway of hip and bust. It was a decidedly sexual movement and after a few steps, just as I was getting into the swing of things, the vibroballs inside me began softly buzzing.

I faltered, letting out a quiet gasp as my pussy clenched tight and my knees buckled. Even on low, the two motors spun me up immediately, and as quiet as the building was, with only the sound of the heating system blowing hot air through the facility, I was absolutely sure that the sound of my two little motors were instantly audible. My hand flickered down to my groin, but I managed another step. Then another. My hips rolled as I took the next step and I had to resist the urge to do something stupid, like beg to get fucked, or twerk or something. My breasts, still connected by the chain, nipples pointing inward at each other, started to rise and fall as my breathing increased. I also wondered who was staring at me the hardest.

A large wooden door appeared on my left, the door plate missing and only an old swiggle of dried glue remained. “Right there, Bre. You can open that one. It isn’t locked,” Megan said cheerfully..

I opened the door, turning, blushing red as I was forced to confront their expressions. I was not comfortable with my nudity. Not at all. In fact, it was intense, and disorienting. Combined with the vibroballs, not to mention my previous arousal, and I’m surprised I wasn’t in the throes of sexual orgasm yet.

I held open the door as Lucille, then Megan, walked in. Wallace stopped short, gesturing for me to proceed him into the room and I wasn’t sure if he was being gallant, or wanted more opportunity to stare at my rear end. I flashed him a strained smile and whispered, “ever been on a building tour with a naked girl?”

Wallace couldn’t help cracking a polite grin. “Not completely naked, no.”

“Half-naked?” I asked curiously.

Wallace smiled mysteriously.

I followed them all in and stopped. The suite was a wreck. First the layout was horrible. Small waiting room, boxed in receptionist area. Then a bunch of built in counter desks. Which I suppose made sense since it was a former lab, but… the place needed help. And not just new carpeting. It made me glad I was wearing shoes. Across the entire outer wall were a series of floor to ceiling windows, each boxed in with a weird, solid black box frame, at least eight inches deep. Ugh.

“This will take some significant capital to renovate,” Megan said ruefully. “But what I’d really like to do…”

I tuned her out. Who cared? I sure as hell didn’t. And with Lucille's attention on the suite and Megan, I moved right in front of Wallace and turned to face him, my back to one of the counters. I leaned back, putting my hands on the built-in surface behind me, and stretched. The vibroballs send a fresh flurry of lovely sensation up inside me and I made a whimpering noise as I licked my lips.

Wallace walked past me and followed behind the ladies.

What the hell? I rolled my eyes.

“Breanne,” Lucille snapped. “Open the blinds on one of the windows.”

I pushed myself upright again and walked to the window. The blinds were old, but I managed to do it, suddenly finding myself awash with sunlight. I could see out into the parking lot. The vast majority of it was empty, but there were a few cars still by the other building, the one where Megan was officing.

Lucille opened her purse and drew something out. She held it toward me and I brought my hand up, somehow sensing she wanted me to take it.

“Punishment time. Hang that from your clit.”

Even as she said the words, my fingers touched the object and I knew what I was being handed. It was a vibrator pendant. A heavy one, and I suspected the motor inside it was powerful. But as I drew it towards me, it was the clamp that caught my attention. Metal, toothed, and then coated with rubber. It wasn’t the most vicious alligator clamp I’d ever had attached to my clitoris, but it wasn’t going to feel sweet and cozy.

“Yes Mistress,” I swallowed, then spread my legs wide enough to get a look as I bent down. My clit was already a touch exposed, probably from what I’d endured the previous day. Or maybe because I was already horribly aroused. Or maybe just because that’s the way I am. Who knows? Still, this was a bad thing because it meant that there was plenty of sensitive, nerve filled nub for the clamp to bite, chew up, and then swallow whole. I pinched the damn thing open, and then braced myself, sucking in a breath and holding it as I let the toothed maw bite down.

It wasn’t as painful as I thought it would be. The rubber coating on the teeth made it hurt, but not cut and I appreciated the difference. The pendant however, was a significant tug and I groaned as the pull of the thing drew my clitoris completely out of its hood and stretched it downward. I stood there facing her, clit throbbing and she reached up to my breasts. I flinched, thinking she was going to hit me, but the churlish look on her face made me look away in embarrassment. Instead she began freeing my nipples from the chain and I was surprised that, despite clamps not being involved, how tender the tips of my breasts were. She pocketed the chain and stepped aside.

“Now,” Lucille told me. “Get into the window frame.”

I blinked. “With the open blinds?”

Lucille nodded. I knew better than to resist the order, but I wanted to. What if someone drove by? Or worse, walked? I licked my lips and stepped into the black frame. It was eight inches deep at least and I felt the temperature drop a bit as I got close to the glass.

“Spread your legs so that your shoes are touching the corners.”

I let out my breath in a fluttering stutter, feeling even more pressure as I followed her orders. I jammed the heel of each foot into the corner, essentially spreading my legs about five feet apart.

“Hands on the frame, Bre. Brace yourself.”

I lifted my hands, setting them on the frame to either side of my head. “For what, Mistress?”

I felt her fingers on my back. “You will lean forward and press your tits to the glass until we return. If you pull away, even for a second, reach down and turn the vibrating pendant on. I don’t think I need to tell you that orgasm will be dealt with most strictly.”

I didn’t trust myself to speak. I nodded instead. I started leaning forward, but Lucille wasn’t having it. She pushed and suddenly both of my breasts were pressed against the glass, then flattened. I yelped, not because she surprised me, but because the glass was fucking cold! Instinctively, reactively, I jerked away and Lucille must have been expecting it because she held me in place.

“I want it to be a conscious decision,” she whispered. Then her hand left my back and I was standing there, looking out onto the parking lot, my breasts pushed up against the windows, legs spread wide, with a fucking pendant hanging off my alligator clamped clitty.

“Megan? Wallace?” Lucille said and I heard her talking, getting quieter and then… then I was left there.

The first minute was bad. The vibroballs were still on, purring gently on the lowest setting and I was stretched out, a significant weight pulling on my clit, while the cold caused the tips of my breasts to tingle, burn, and then start to go numb. I moaned. I groaned. I gritted my teeth. I shook my head. I panted. Three minutes in my breasts were hurting, the cold creeping deep into my flesh and I couldn’t take it. With a cry I pulled away, both hands coming down to cup my frozen nips. The heat from my palms was almost too much as well and I shuddered as I tried to cope.

“Come on Bre,” I whispered to myself. Knowing what needed to happen, I reached down and found the pendant and switched it on. The vibrations were strong, translating up the chain into the clamp, then into my clit and my mouth opened in astonishment as my blossoming arousal got cranked to eleven.

“Oh shit!” I blurted out. I knew I was fucked… well… not fucked per se, but I knew I was going to cum. I knew it. I could try to hold off, but the vibrations… oh God… they were just so intense! My hips jerked again and the damn pendant swayed, tugging on my clit while vibrating and I jammed a knuckle into my mouth to mute the whimpers, moans, and mewls.

For once, my brain managed to assemble a sort of risk assessment before shutting down and just responding to the stimuli. The first thing I had to decide was whether to fight it, the way Mistress Lucille wanted, or to accept defeat and just explode like a water balloon in a cactus garden. The urge to say “fuck it,” and go for broke, cumming crazily, had some powerful incentives. Satisfaction being the most important. But I also knew that the pendant wasn’t going to get shut off the second I was done cumming. Who knew how long Lucille, Megan, and Wallace were going to be touring the building?

I decided to at least try to hold off. There was a chance, slim though it be, that they’d be back before I exploded. Maybe I’d be given permission. Maybe I’d avoid the punishment. My eyes flickered across the vista of the parking lot. I needed something to distract me. Something that would take my mind off the swirling hot stimulation pouring up from between my legs. Something so overwhelming that I could…

Oh. Well… duh.

I leaned forward and mashed my tits against the cold window.

The first minute was rough. I knew it would be. Experience is a great teacher. But this time, the cold had a competitor. The vibrator fought with the burning ache searing into the tips of my breasts and while both sensations had some serious bite, I think the vibrator sort of won. At least, what got to my brain was more “mmmmmm” than “ahhhhhh!” My eyes caught movement and a car came into view, but it was on the far side of the lot and I doubted they would see me, much less notice me. Still, it added a whole new concern and the thought of being caught like this, nude window art, suddenly became very real.

A few more minutes passed and my nipples, hard as rocks and still pressed against the class, were throbbing in time with my heartbeat. My clit felt like someone was holding a vibrator to it, and the strain in my thighs from having to stand with my legs open like that was acting like its own aphrodisiac. If I’ve never confessed it before, I happen to like having my legs spread wide. Tied open is even better and I’m limber enough that if you want me to essentially do the splits, I can.

For a limited time. And as I said, tied is better.

As my nipples grew numb my panting chest moved up and down the window. I may have broken contact accidentally, only to immediately push up again and as far as I was concerned, I wasn’t breaking the spirit of the rule. Eight or so minutes in I couldn’t hold still. My hips rolled, causing the pendant to swing like a pendulum, except in crazy circles. My breasts were frozen solid, burning and throbbing, with the tips numb. And the vibroballs inside me just kept going, purring and pulsing and pushing until I was tightening in rhythmic pulses, my nerves on fire. Everything mixed. The strain in my thighs, the pain at the tips of my breasts, the shaking of my clit, the buzzing in my pussy. Worse, I wasn’t paying attention and when I realized that I was right there, only a few inches away from the ledge, it was basically too late to manipulate anything. Which is exactly when a car drove by the fucking building, with me in the damn window.

“Oh God!” I cried out, loudly. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m…”


Chapter Fifteen

I’d say I tightened like a bridge cable, only to snap, but I was already tight. That pressure had been building for a little over ten minutes. The snap however… that happened right then and I arched my back, thrusting my cunt forward as my legs shook. My eyes rolled up into my head as I tilted my head back, breasts against the glass, then my thighs and hips touching the cold surface too. Adrenaline surged through me and I felt the release, starting between my legs, a rush of wetness, then spreading out through the rest of me like a flood.

I lost it, for a few seconds, where nothing mattered. Not Lucille, not the car outside the window that kept going, evidently without seeing the naked, creaming redhead. I didn’t care about my frozen nipples, or the fact that Lucille was going to use my lack of control to punish me again. A little voice laughed in my head about that. Punishment… yeah. Whatever. Lucille could fucking “punish” me whenever she wanted! Punishment might have been intense, even a little painful, but holy crap… the orgasms!

I must have shuddered and moaned for about thirty seconds, then sagged. It was good that my feet were braced because I might have even fallen. That’s how good I felt! I heard a soft tick and glanced down. The window… holy crap! It was a mess! There was cum smeared all over the spot right in front of my pussy and the splatter. Oops. Megan wasn’t going to be happy with me. And what would the window cleaners she sent say? The bottom of the frame was even worse and another drop of cum fell from my pussy, missed the still buzzing vibrating pendant, and landed on the frame.

“Ooohhhhhhuggggggghhhh,” I groaned. My head fell against my bicep and I struggled to hold the position. The worst part was the vibrations. They hadn’t stopped. I didn’t dare turn off the pendant, and I had no way to turn off the vibroballs. I felt my pussy tighten again and it was a caustic sort of sensation. It felt… strong. I whimpered, my ass tightening and my hips shaking. I made sure my boobs were still pressed to the glass and suffered, slowly and steadily, as my body responded predictably to the ongoing onslaught of stimulation.

Like nails on a chalkboard. Or rubbing yourself across shards of glass. Except… it sort of turned me on. I’m a masochist. Sexualized pain feels… well, not good exactly, but… right? And what better way to inflict that sort of agony on a girl than by overstimulating her and using her very own sensitivity to bring her to additional heights of torment?

My eyes were closed and my hips were involuntarily thrusting when Lucille, Megan, and Wallace returned. I heard them, noted it somewhere subconsciously, and continued my wriggling window dance. The movement of my hips was the only way I could tolerate the buzz and bite on my clitoris.

“That’s enough, Bre.”

I stiffened as Lucille put her hand on my shoulder and pulled me backward. Her hand flashed down between my legs and her deft fingers pinched the alligator clamp, loosening it from my pussy and pulling it away. I let out a sob of relief as she shut it off. Then a pair of hands came from behind me and the hot touch of Megan’s palms cupped my icy nipples.

“Oh my, you’re so cold!” Megan said in my ear. Then her tongue licked my lobe. I leaned back against her. Lucille walked away, spoke quietly to Wallace, who dropped my coat and dress on the weird, built-in counter. Then they left the suite.

Megan kept her hands on my breasts as I started to settle down. The wild twitching stopped as the only stimulation still going on came from the vibroballs. And with those so deep inside me, I could handle that. At least for a while. My nipples tingled uncomfortably as they got heated back up to normal and eventually I sighed, settling comfortably against Megan.

“Breanne?” Megan asked in a very different tone.

“Yes?”

“Why are you with Lucille?” She asked softly. “I recognize her now. From your writings. Different name, but I know what she’s done to you in the past. What the hell happened? Why aren’t you with Kari?”

I looked down and she let me go. I bit my lip, uncomfortable and Megan turned to the counter. She got my dress and held it out for me, helping me slip it down over my head. Once it was settled around my hips, I turned around and she tied up the bit behind my neck. I glanced down. Without the stupid chain on my breasts, my boobs stayed perfectly in place within the bodice. I turned around and Megan cupped my chin.

“I’m serious. I need an answer,” she said softly.

I looked away. “Because…,” I said roughly, emotionally. “Because Kari was busy. Okay? It wasn’t fun any more. It was work. I had my own clients. I was doing design.” I looked back at Megan. “I didn’t want that.”

Megan gave me a confused look. “So you went to Lucille? Are you insane? Do you have any idea what she is going to do to you?”

I didn’t hesitate. I nodded. “Of course I do. She’s going to strip me naked, hang a vibrating pendant from my clit with an alligator clamp, force me to stand in a window, thoroughly humiliating me, all while forcing me to freeze my own breasts on cold glass, while forbidding me to cum, thus ensuring that a powerful, insanely amazing orgasm is on its way.”

Megan’s face clouded. “That’s not what I meant.”

I grabbed my coat. “It’s the truth. And these last three and a half days haven’t been all that bad. I mean, sure… she’s hurt me. But the orgasms….” I shook my head. “Megan, I’m not sorry I went to Mistress Lucille. Sure, she isn’t loving like Kari or Julie, but…” I took a deep breath. “I’m getting what I need.”

Megan put her hands on her hips. “You’re getting more than what you need.” She sighed. “I think this is a bad idea, but it's clear that I’m not going to be able to talk you out of it.” She glanced at her watch. “We’re supposed to meet her back at my office in about ten minutes.”

I smiled. “Is that enough time for me to send you to the moon?” I asked teasingly.

Megan laughed. “Probably, but honestly, my blood is boiling more for the opportunity to force another orgasm out of you. I want to tie you open on this strange counter, press a massager to your pussy while I suck on your nipples, and just make you cum and cum and cum.”

I laughed, then noticed the look in her eyes. My mouth dropped a bit and I felt a shiver rush through me, straight down to the damn vibroballs. My fingers started to take off the coat…

“No. No Bre. Not now. I’m going to have to take special care when dealing with you. If you still belonged to Kari, or even to Julie, I could take you. But you’re Lucille’s now. You’ve made that clear. And she has power over me. I think she’s a professional when it comes to money, but I don’t want to upset the balance. Not until I’m sure that she and I are on the same page.”

I licked my lips. “I understand.”

Megan looked away, and even a little sad. “I get why you didn’t come to me. I mean… it was never going to work out for us long term. Kari told me that at the beginning. I’m too vanilla. But… Bre… if you ever need… well… me. I’m available.”

I looked over at her and I admit I blinked back some tears. Leaving my coat on, I went to her and hugged her. “Thank you,” I said softly, squeezing her. “I appreciate that. I really do. And I do want vanilla sometimes.”

Megan let out a wry chuckle. “Provided there is chocolate sauce, caramel syrup, peanuts, maraschino cherries, whip cream, and chocolate sprinkles on top of the vanilla.” She shook her head. “Trust me, I know who you are.”

“Then you know why I’m with Mistress Lucille.”

Her eyes narrowed. “I know why you think you’re with her.” She took my elbow. “Come on.” Then the expression on her face turned sad. “But this won’t be good for you. Not in the end.”

Megan led me out of the suite and to the building door. As we were leaving, a nice gentleman in his early sixties was walking up to the door and Megan looked surprised.

“Mr. McGowin, so nice to see you,” Megan said, giving me a glance.

He blinked, looked at Megan, then at me, then back at Megan. “Oh. The new property manager. Hello.” Then he scooted past us without another word. The door shut and we were left out in the cold. Megan gave me a horrified look.

“Oh my God. What if he’d come ten minutes ago?” She asked.

I laughed. I couldn’t help it. The window I’d been standing in, naked, shaking and cumming, was about twelve feet off to our right. I’d have been in full view. Megan gave me a look of disbelief as I giggled and then she broke out into laughter. Finally, we got it out of our systems and once more headed across the lot toward her building.

“Well,” she said, right before we went in. “Having you in my life has always been interesting. I guess we’ll see where this takes us.”

Back in Megan’s office, she introduced me to her assistant, who was a nice girl studying online to be a counselor. It was pretty clear she wasn’t clued in on Megan’s sexual preferences. We sat down in Megan’s office and waited, exchanging small talk about Kari, Julie, and Megan even asked me to share some of my experiences being with Lucille. About fifteen minutes later, Mistress Lucille and Wallace walked in with only a quick knock as warning.

Megan stood up.

“I listed out some ideas for Wallace and he’ll walk you through them. I think two million honestly, at least. I’d also like to move forward on the cafe idea.”

Megan nodded. “Of course.”

Lucille half turned, then paused, then looked back at Megan Davies. “Ms. Davies, it has been a pleasure getting to meet you in person. Kari Anders was absolutely correct about your capabilities, and I’m pleased that you’ve joined the team.”

Megan smiled. “I’m glad to be here.” She glanced at me. “Especially if it means occasional contact with Breanne.”

Lucille shrugged. “You’ll see her on a regular basis. Perhaps even more than that. We’ll see. Much still depends on this trial period with Breanne. As you undoubtedly noticed, she has control issues.”

My mouth dropped open and I was about to protest, but Megan came to my defense.

“Which merely gives you the perfect excuse to do unspeakable things to her person, over and over,” Megan replied with confidence. “While I don’t share your tastes completely, I certainly understand them.” She glanced over at me. “And the application process.”

“Good day, Ms. Davies,” Lucille replied. She then turned and left the office. I gave Megan a little wave and Wallace followed behind. We trudged back out to the limousine and climbed in. I sat next to Lucille while Wallace immediately got out a small tablet and began typing notes into it.

Belle House was nice, but I realized very quickly that while I was eye candy, that was all I was supposed to be. The vibroballs in my pussy were shut off, the chain on my nipples removed, and I was given instructions to provide polite by non-sexual conversation. Lucille was meeting with two men who were investors and much of the talk was so far above my head that I sat there bored for most of the meal. The food was good and the salad that I ordered was delicious and sweet. Finally we said our goodbyes, I got my knuckles kissed and we were back out in the limo. From there we headed east and I settled back into my seat, wondering what was coming next.

Would it be me?

Twenty minutes later we pulled up into a construction site, sliding through the open fence gate and across a gravel lot. Workmen were swarming over one side of the project and I looked out the window to see that a series of buildings were under construction, with the one on the far side completed, the next two almost done, and a fourth and fifth still in the foundation process. We rounded the site, eventually getting on a paved road and moved around to the finished building. Here things were quiet and we parked in front of the main entrance. There were two other vehicles, a red Chevrolet Corvette Stingray, and a very familiar silver Lexus SUV.

Kamil opened the door for us and Lucille climbed out first, followed by myself and Wallace. We walked into the building like Lucille owned it, which she probably did, and I found myself in what would eventually be an impressive lobby. The place had a seriously unfinished look. The floors weren’t done, the wall texturing was only half completed. We climbed a stairwell and Lucille entered an office opposite the top of the stairs that was unmarked, but had a light on inside.

The office was finished out, complete with drywall and paint, but it hadn’t been decorated yet. There was a desk in the lobby, but no chairs, and a hallway led back through to a series of individual offices. I heard talking in one and watched as Lucille went straight there.

“Hello ladies,” Lucille said cheerfully. I rounded the door frame and saw Mistress Jennifer, the woman who had been over for tea the previous day, and Bethany. Dare I say, Beth looked… amazing.

She was wearing black leggings, brown leather boots, and a sort of leather and cotton tunic with all of these geometric designs cut into the leather. It was really an impressive look. It also hid her extra weight very well, and emphasized her impressive bust, which was even bigger than mine. My eyes widened as I appreciated Beth’s attire, but felt a hand on my side as Wallace pushed in.

“Hello Beth,” he said and in like the space of 3 seconds I understood more about Wallace Boyer than practically anyone else in the room. Maybe even Beth. She glanced at him, totally oblivious to the damn torch, and gave him a polite little nod. Then her hand went to the large black satchel sitting on the chair beside her.

“Hello Mistress,” Beth said simply. “I have everything you recommended.”

Lucille nodded and looked at Jennifer. “Wallace and I are going to walk the project. It will take at least an hour, possibly longer. Please don’t exceed the limits. Beth will provide guidance in the event you get close.”

Jennifer, wearing blue jeans and a polo, grinned like a cheshire cat. “Oh, I can assure you that I’ll behave. Bethany and I have been talking about strategy.”

Lucille’s eyebrow went up and she turned toward me. “Breanne, I imagine the next hour or so will be exceedingly strenuous for you. Understand that Jennifer acts in my stead. You are being punished.”

I gulped. “Yes Mistress.”

Lucille smiled and looked back at the other dominatrix. “Oh, and Jennifer, the little fuckslut orgasmed without authorization earlier today, earning another punishment. I’m sure you can work a little extra discomfort into what you’re planning on doing to her?”

“Oh God, yes…” Jennifer laughed. She produced a set of silver handcuffs. The kind that police use.

Lucille nodded. “Very well. Wallace?”

Lucille’s business manager looked longingly at Beth, then followed after Lucille like a little puppy dog.

Beth reached out, grabbed my arm, and forced me around. “Hands behind your back, bitch.”

“You don’t have to restrain me,” I said obediently. “I’ll be good.”

“Yeah?” Asked Beth. She held up a rubber ball gag, even as Jennifer grabbed hold of the top of my dress, tugged the front down my shoulders and suddenly baring my breasts.

“Wait. Please? No gags. Please Beth! You know I don’t… mmpphhghhghhhhhhh!”

My teeth bit into the rubber as I glared at her angrily.

“And now,” Beth said. “Bend over.” She pushed me down over Jennifer’s desk and my boobs landed on the surface. I felt the back of my dress lifted and someone kicked at my feet. I spread my legs and then something thick rubbed at my slit. I gasped, shuddering, as something very thick, very hard and somewhat short was forced into my pussy. It was smooth, tapered, and not exactly uncomfortable.

“She’s soaked,” announced Jennifer, as if Beth didn’t know. “I think that’s enough,” she said and I felt a twisting movement as whatever was in my pussy was pulled out. Then the tip of the object was pressed against my ass and I squealed as Jennifer quickly began pushing it deep into my butt.

“MMGMGGGPPHHHH!” I managed to say, which translated from “rubber gag” into English, was “oh my God! That’s a fucking huge plug!”

In the space of two minutes, Bethany had already managed to bring to bear two kinds of torments that she knew I didn’t care for. Anal sex and freaking gags. I felt a sudden anger and wriggled hard as Jennifer finished jamming the damn thing into me.

It was uncomfortable, but not exactly painful and I was hauled back up into a standing position. Beth knelt down and began tugging on my dress, jerking the waist downward and suddenly I was stepping out of the fallen cloth. I was breathing through my nose, wondering what was about to happen next, when Beth wadded up my dress, jammed it into the leather satchel she had, and then walked out into the hall. Jennifer took my arm and pushed.

“Let’s go, slut. You’re about to suffer in ways you’ve only ever dreamed of.”

At first I thought I was being taken to another room in the office suite, but as Beth rounded the corner and walked through the receptionist’s area, I felt a flutter of fear. What was with marching me around naked through empty buildings? We stepped over to the elevator and I shifted nervously, hands cuffed behind my back, gagged and already starting to drool, until the doors opened and I was pushed in. We went up to the seventh floor and we stepped out onto a completely unfinished floor. No interior walls. I could see from one side to the other. Only the fire stairs and elevator and building core room were in place. We headed toward one piece of furniture, a massive drafting table, slanted at about 5 degrees, that was about the size of Lucille’s SUV. Clearly this was our destination because someone had already thoughtfully tied ropes all along the top.

I felt the cuffs being unlocked and then Jennifer turned me around, pushing at my chest with one hand. “Hop up on the table and lay back.”

I didn’t actually have much of a choice because I was already falling backward. But then my palms felt the smooth acrylic workspace and I lifted up just enough to get my stuffed ass over the edge of the table. Jennifer and Beth moved around to the top corners and grabbed at my wrists, pulling me bodily upward. Truth be told, I didn’t resist in the least as the rope was wrapped around each wrist and my arms were drawn outward. My legs hung off the end of the table and I groaned, kicking a bit with the discomfort. But then both of them came back down, grabbing a foot in the process, and that’s when I realized that I was in trouble. My thighs rippled as I was stretched open and rope from the same top corners where my wrists had been tied, went around each ankle.

I don’t know knots worth shit. I know three or four of them and one of those is a clove hitch. I’m pretty sure that’s what Beth tied because I gasped as my left foot rose up above my hip. Jennifer did something similar. I brought my feet in, bending my knees and then even that movement was taken away from me as another piece of rope was wrapped around my leg, taken under the bottom part of the drafting table, looped through something near the top, and then tied to the other leg. Thus gagged, stuffed with vibroballs and an anal plug, naked, and now spread open like a fucking buffet, all while doing the splits, I lay there panting, aching, and basically wondering how bad this was going to be.

Bethany set her leather satchel down on the table just above my left leg. She reached in, grabbed something, and then handed it over my body to Jennifer. “Sap,” Beth said.

Jennifer took it, held it up and smiled. “Perfect for spanking pretty little pussies,” she announced. I looked up at her, eyes wide, mouth round the ball gag and to my shock, she gave me a quick swat with the thing, right on the clit. I yelped, which sounded weird since the noise went straight into the gag. A burning sting sort of burst over my pussy as she set the sap down and I pulled hard on the ropes. The whole damn table creaked.

“Pencil Vibe,” Beth said next. Jennifer took it, turned it on, and without a word just pressed it heavily against my clit. Vibrations seared into me and I bucked, ass tightening around the plug as intense waves of pleasure shot up through my pussy. Still, it was only for like four or five seconds. Then she turned it off and set it down next to the sap.

“Zapper,” Beth called out next. A red plastic triangle appeared in Jennifer’s hand and I shook my head, crooning desperately. But it was too late. Or maybe she was actively ignoring me. The tip came down, there was a cracking noise, and then pain zipped through my pussy as if someone had just stuck a metal needle deep into my flesh. I screeched, not that it did a bit of good and then Beth was holding up one of those wireless bulbed massagers.

“Massager,” she said, only to hand it to Jennifer. Jennifer didn’t go after my clit specifically. Instead she just jammed the whole damn thing against my pussy, cupping it in a hand as I felt one of her fingers slide into me. My vision blurred as fresh ecstasy rushed through me and then as my hips thrust upward, she pulled her hand away.

“Clamp,” Beth added.

It was some sort of broadleaf clamp, the kind used to hold potato chip bags closed. Jennifer pinched my petals together and then clamped them shut. It stung.

“Flogger,” Beth said next. It was a rubber one, with about three or four dozen thin rubber strands. I shuddered as Jennifer raised and I tried to say “clamp!” but it came out sounding like “aaaammml”. Jennifer didn’t seem to care and slashed down, using the rubber flogger to rip the clamp off my labia.

“Suction vial,” Beth said, handing over this little plastic vial, attached to a rubber bulb. Jennifer took it, looked at it for a moment, then stuck it briefly in my pussy. She pulled it out and reached up to my left nipple, setting the vial over it. Beth watched with a grin as Jennifer pumped the fucking air out of the vial, sucking my nipple up into the clear plastic cylinder. Then she sealed the end, pulled the bulb off, and set the air bulb aside.

“Five row pinwheel,” Beth said.

Jennifer took this one with special glee and went straight for my clit. I arched my back, pulling away, but it wasn’t like I was going anywhere. The pins dug into my little nub, not hard, but holy fuck it stung! I screeched again, the gag muting my sounds and I was relieved when Jennifer set the pinwheel aside.

“Rose vibe,” Beth said, pulling out the strangest toy I’d seen yet. It was in the shape of a rose bulb and she passed it to Jennifer. I could see a little hole in the front and I was trying to figure out what it did when Beth switched the damn thing on and then pressed it to my pussy. I gasped, toes curling as my clit was just sucked right into the thing, something soft and sweet swirling around it in steady waves. I groaned, eyes rolling up into my head. I shuddered and my arousal levels went skyrocketing.

Beth handed over a multi-headed leather whip. “Last but not least,” Bethany said, “ the Cat O Nine Tails.” The grin on Beth’s face was both wicked and expectant. Jennifer took the leather flogger, made an experimental swing that didn’t hit me, then swung it again, this time letting it fall viciously right between my legs. I shuddered, yelling into the gag as the pain flashed across my groin.

Jennifer put down the flogger and picked the massager back up. She jammed it up against my pussy, turning it on, and I groaned. She leaned over me, the buzz against my sex sending waves of pleasure through me again.

“Now Beth has warned me about you,” Jennifer said cheerfully, pushing hard on the bulbed massager. “You’re not the typical masochist, and admittedly, from what I saw yesterday with you in the birdcage, I have to admit there is something special about you. Which is why I’m not going to do my usual thing. See, if it were Beth tied to this table, and just to let you know, it has been, I’d hurt you first. The paddle, the whip, the zapper, the pinwheel. All of it. Over and over and then, once you were crying, that’s when I’d pleasure you, bringing you to orgasm, overwhelming the pain.”

Her hand didn’t just hold the vibe against my pussy. She pressed it hard against me, pinching my clit between bone and rubber bulb. I mewled, shaking as I felt Beth’s hand begin unbuckling my left shoe, taking off the stiletto high heel.

“Instead, I’m going to focus on something entirely different, and I admit that it excites me!” Jennifer whispered. She straightened up, pulled the massager away from my pussy, turned it off, and then grabbed the leather paddle. “I’m going to focus on sensitizing you. And once you’re properly sensitized, and hovering on the edge, then I’ll punish you.”

And with that, she began spanking my pussy.

Mistress Jennifer didn’t hit me as hard as she could have and I recognized that, even when bound on my back, legs pulled up into the splits, gagged and butt stuffed. The leather paddle snapped down in a flurry of strokes, with absolutely no waiting time in between and my entire body tensed, muscles contracting, as heat flared between my legs, my pussy clamped down on the vibroballs, and my back arched. I coped with the pain the only way I knew how, shrieking loudly into the gag, toes curled as my fingers balled up into fists. The entire table creaked as I struggled, unable to close, curl, or cover my delicate sex. I was still shaking violently when the strokes stopped and the massager was once more jammed against my clit and it was only then that I felt Beth’s fingers fluttering fast and terrible against the sole of my left foot.

Tickling me.

And if Mistress Jennifer thought I had a negative reaction to having my pussy whipped… well… my physical reaction to being tickled certainly changed that. Because I went nuts.

I’m sensitive on the bottoms of my feet. In fact, one caress I absolutely love is for someone to gently run a finger up and down the soles of my feet, especially along the middle of the arch and maybe the instep. It is borderline maddening, feels incredible, and makes me swoon. Pick up the speed even a little, or add additional fingers, and I’m overloaded, tickling me ferociously. Beth knew this. Which is why she was doing it.

I screamed. I kicked, at least as much as I could. Mostly I rotated my ankle, trying to get away from her. I showed them where their stupid ropes hadn’t quite secured me as fully as they thought and Jennifer scrambled, pulling the vibrator away from my pussy to tighten a few knots and even adding a second rope to my lower half. Beth grabbed my big toe, held my foot tight, and continued tormenting me until I was doing this maniacal screaming laugh into the gag.

Then Beth let go and I let out a choked sob. Eyes closed, tears streaming down to my temples, I felt something soft and trembling touch my clit. That wasn’t enough to elicit a response, but when the suction started up, dragging my clit deep into the Rose Vibrator, tendrils swirling around the sensitive nub, I groaned, shuddering as my nervous system took another horrible blow.

I began kicking again though, even with my clit being subjected to such wondrous stimulation, when I felt Beth pulling off my right shoe. I knew it meant more tickling and sure enough, with Mistress Jennifer subjecting my cunt to the vibrations and suction of the Rose Vibe, Bethany decided to flutter her fingers up and down the bottom of my right foot, once more driving me insane. She tickled me for at least twenty or thirty seconds and the table creaked and at one point, even came up off one leg, as I struggled viciously against the ropes holding me down.

Then, as Beth stopped, the Rose Vibe disappeared and something pointed and light touched my clit. I tried to figure out what it was, but my chest was heaving and for some reason, my neck didn’t want to cooperate with my brain’s order to lift my head and look. But then lightning struck and electricity sliced into my clit, leaving a sharp, clear pain that faded a second later. I yelped, then yelped again as Mistress Jennifer moved the zapper from one labia to the other, giving me little jolts on either side of my cunt, all the way down to my perineum. I’m pretty sure she would have done my ass too, if it wasn’t for the massive plug blocking the entrance to my back door.

The zapper was then replaced by the pencil vibrator, rubbing at my clit and I groaned, tensing again as the intense stimulation replaced the pain. Something sharp touched the arch of my right foot and I glanced down to see Bethany holding the five row pinwheel. I jerked as the sharp, tacky sensation of the quintuple row of sharp spikes ran up and down the bottom of my arch. Mistress Jennifer, clearly enjoying the mixture of pain and pleasure being inflicted upon me, grabbed the leather sap again and began slapping it down on my inner thigh, moving down to my knee, all while still holding the pencil vibe against my clit.

It was too much for me. I don’t mean sexually, at least not at that point. I mean sensorially. There were too many signals going to my brain, demanding a response I couldn’t give. The pinpricks on the bottom of my foot created mental commands to curl my toes, pull away, and twist my ankle in a circle to avoid the  discomfort. The pencil vibrator in Jennifer’s hand, pressed against my clit, created the need to roll my hips, thrusting upward into the point. The sharp spanks on my soft, upper thigh stung like the dickens and in contrast wanted me to pull away, closing my bound and tied legs. The vibroballs, now buzzing inside me, wanted me to purr like a kitten and beg for a thorough fucking.

Wait… when did the vibroballs turn on?

Like I said, it was too much for me. My brain basically threw up it’s metaphorical hands and said, “fuck this!” and jumped into the damn pool. I was barely cognizant as the spiked pinwheel moved from my right foot to my right breast, or the pencil vibrator being switched with the sap itself, short, hard spanks being delivered to my sodden slit. I mewled, trembling, eyes closed as I was forced to deal with a flurry of constantly shifting torments. The pinwheel was replaced by Beth’s mouth, sucking on a nipple. The sap was replaced by the massager rubbing my clit. Then came the rubber flogger, slashing and cutting at my pumping pussy, the vibroballs swirling and rattling around inside me.

Time sort of became meaningless and I began keeping track of things by where I was on the arousal scale. I’d started somewhere around a quarter way up the mountain, trodding steadily onward toward the pinnacle, only to have someone swoop by on a fucking snowmobile, haul me bodily across their lap, (spanking me thoroughly in the process) to dump me in the upper quarter. I rose, headed toward the edge of orgasm, only to have something (probably the tickling) knock me on my ass and send me sliding down the fucking mountain to the midway mark. Then I got up again, started back up the hill, only to get thrown back up to the final quarter in a rush of pure pleasure, just to get slapped back down, and forced away from the ledge.

Except, each time I was pushed back down the hill, I didn’t quite go as low as I had been before. Each and every time the sap, or the flogger, or the rubber whip bit into my pussy, or the zapper shocked my nipples and clit and various parts of my thighs and tummy, or when Beth put the clamp on my breast, each time hurt me, but added that energy to the underlying current of desperation. Thirty minutes in and I was bouncing between half way and the very edge.

“Beth, look at her clit,” Jennifer said, lifting the zapper away from my freshly fried pussy. “Does she look swollen to you?”

Bethany leaned over and stuck her face down between my legs. “Hmmm… absolutely.”

Jennifer grinned. “Perfect.” Then she stuck the Rose Vibrator sucker against my sex and I felt my entire clitoris slurped into the center of the rose, swirling around. Beth swapped the pencil vibe, which she had been using on my left nipple, for the leather sap and without a word, bunched up my left breast and began beating the tip. They weren’t hard strokes, but they were firm. And there were a lot of them. I crooned, whimpering and squealing as I shuddered, unable to cope with the onslaught.

Then… then it changed. Just like it always does. Suddenly the sucking sensation on my clit was agonizing, and the sharp repeated blows against my breasts felt good. Or… maybe everything just balanced out. I don’t know. Or I do. Maybe. My brain, already past the point of response and only working to categorize each new diabolical sensation, gave up. It short-circuited and each flash of information shooting up my spine suddenly became garbled and mis-read.

Pain and pleasure became the same thing. Intense.

It took Beth a moment to realize it, but when she did, she waved her hand frantically at Jennifer, holding out the sap. Jen must have been briefed, because she pulled the sucking rose vibe off my clit without even turning it off and suddenly the flat, flexible surface of the little leather paddle was slapping wetly into my pussy. Explosions of color flashed behind my eyes and I screeched into the gag, my body arching as I was catapulted toward orgasm. And let me tell you, I wasn’t far from the edge.

Beth didn’t stop either. She leaned over, grabbed the rose vibrator, and brought it down on my right nipple, all while pinching the shit out of my left breast, twisting and pulling on my tit as if her goal was to remove the tip completely. But I was too focused for any one thing to pull my attention, and as the pressure inside me crested and then had nowhere to go, my toes curled and I screamed. Finally! I braced myself to cum and…

And then it stopped. Even the goddamned vibroballs. All of it. Every touch, every pinprick, every excruciating swat. Not even the steady purr of the vibroballs inside me.

My oncoming orgasm puttered and spluttered, only to find itself unable to get to the edge. It backed away as a series of agonizing spasms rocked me. My eyes snapped open to see Mistress Jennifer standing two feet away, watching me shake and I screamed again, eyes begging. The gag blocked my words, but I was saying “hit me! Hit me! HIT ME!” over and over. My neck arched and I looked for Beth. She was standing off to my shoulder and I thumped my fist on the table angrily. Tears filled my eyes and the surge of adrenaline that my body had produced, thrusting me toward climax, now had nowhere to go. In a fury, I thrashed, madly, lustfully, angrily. Oh my God! How could they fucking do this to me! And I threw a fucking tantrum.

Four? Five minutes? That’s how long it took me to go limp, long red hair damp with perspiration, arms and legs aching madly, my clit sore and swollen, my ass aching around the plug. I concentrated on breathing and then my right hand was freed from the table. I lifted it, only to find that the rope around my wrist was still there. Beth’s fingers took hold of my hand, bending my arm until I was touching my shoulder, then she lifted my elbow and began wrapping wrist to bicep, binding me. I mumbled something into the gag, but then felt the rope around my waist loosen. Jennifer was untying me too. My right leg slipped and the tension in my thigh dropped and I groaned, crying. Then my left leg dropped and then Beth untied my left wrist. Jennifer pulled me down from the table and I almost collapsed. Mistress Jennifer caught me, holding me tight as I cried. I felt Beth’s fingers on the back of my head and the ball gag came loose. But I was too wrapped up in the emotion, the physical denial, to be able to express anything but pure misery, latent need, and physical exhaustion.

“P-p-p-please,” I managed to sob. “P-p-please c-c-can I c-c-cum?”

“Ssshhhhh,” Jennifer said, still holding me, her other hand stroking my hair and head. “Sssshhhh.”

I felt Beth tying something to my left wrist and I managed to put some weight on my feet, turning my head. It was a rope, thick and scratchy, with knots every two inches. I blinked, my brain still not sufficiently rebooted to understand what was happening, but Beth squatted down, her cute little outfit making her look so commanding and in charge. She passed the rope between my legs and Jennifer pulled back, just enough for Beth to run the hemp line between our bellies.

I swayed and Jennifer kept me steady. I blinked as Beth pulled the end of the rope up to my bound right arm, and pushed the loose end through the gap at the top, between my forearm and bicep. “Whaa…” I managed to whimper, but as Bethany pulled, I felt the tug on my left wrist as it was drawn behind my back, just above the crack of my ass. Then she pulled some more and I felt the knotted, scratchy rope touch my labia. I gasped and Beth tightened it even more, her other hand going down to my sex, checking to make sure that the string was touching my slit but not buried in it. Then she knotted it off at my arm and smiled.

“And that’s punishment, bitch.”

My eyes flickered to Beth’s face and for a second, I utterly hated her with every fiber of my being. I wanted to tear her stupid little leather and cotton tunic off and slap and spank her breasts. I wanted to rip her fucking pants off and shove my fist into her cunt. I wanted to throw her down onto the floor, straddle her head, and sit on her face, forcing her to lick me to orgasm while I took that stupid leather paddle and spanked her clit until I exploded.

And you know what? That seemed like a really good idea. My right arm jerked, my brain unaware that I wasn’t exactly in a position, much less condition, to take action against my nemesis. My elbow managed five or six inches. The problem was that the rope Beth tied to that arm dragged roughly over my pussy as I moved, the thick, scratchy, knotted rope not only tearing at my clit, but digging into my slit. My left hand was jerked downward and I gasped in alarm.

And… arousal?

“Come on, Breanne. We’ve been at it for about an hour. I presume your mistress will be done with her tour by now,” Mistress Jennifer said. Beth bent down and picked up my shoes, swinging them with a grin. I twitched, unable to process everything at once, especially since I pulled with my left hand and two or three knots rubbed roughly at my clit, then spreading my labia, and tearing through my crotch. I felt my breathing pick up. Would it be enough? I watched Beth cleaning up the table, packing away the sap, the zapper, the flogger, the cat-o-nine-tails, the clamp, the spiked pinwheel, even the rose vibe. All of it. I stood there, working my left hand up and down from the small of my back to the crack of my ass, tugging the knotted rope through my pussy.

The walk back to Jennifer’s office was an exercise in frustration. The rope was caustic, hurting and abrasive and I could feel my flesh being… well, if not torn, then rubbed raw. And yet, there was this stupid element of… not pleasure… it hurt too much to be pleasure… but need? Want? Lust? Desire? Gross stupidity? I have no fucking idea. But I moved my arms back and forth, sawing the rope through my already sensitive, sore, tender, and massively abused pussy.

“Whoa girl,” Jennifer said at one point. “Don’t get too excited!” She reached up to my right arm, untied the knot, and took up another three inches of slack. This brought my left arm down from the small of my back and drastically reduced the back and forth capacity I had. Now one huge knot was tight over my clit and tugging moved it up and off it, then back to it, only to have it dragged over my clit and down into my pussy and back up.

“Sit,” Jennifer ordered. I sat down. That made it worse. I couldn’t move the knot. I whimpered, naked, frustrated and horrified and desperate.

Which is precisely how Mistress Lucille and Wallace found me ten minutes later.


Chapter Sixteen

Mistress Lucille looked down at my naked body, analyzed the way my arms were bound, and evidently found it acceptable. Or maybe even to her liking. She proceeded to give Mistress Jennifer some very specific instructions about the project, all of which I tuned out, since I was much more preoccupied with trying to find a way to masturbate myself with the knotted rope, all while sitting there.

Wallace studied me for a moment too, and I have to admit that I blushed crimson at his stare. He looked over at Bethany, an appreciative smile on his face. Beth grinned and the electricity between the two of them managed to permeate even my shell of abject misery. My head swiveled between the two of them.

“Geeze, find a fucking room,” I muttered in frustration. It was whiney, rude, and the tension and pressure I was feeling came through perfectly. Beth’s response was… measured. She reached into her satchel, pulled a clothespin out, and calmly latched it to my left nipple.

“Owwww,” I yelped, flinching.

Jennifer and Lucille looked over. “Is there a problem?” Lucille asked, one eyebrow going up.

Beth smiled. “Nothing I can’t handle, Mistress.”

Lucille looked at me as I struggled to sit still, which was practically impossible. I was twisting and pulling on the fucking rope, unable to get enough movement to bring me to climax, at least without actually flaying skin off the sides of my labia. Lucille nodded and turned back toward Jennifer.

“I think we’re done for today,” she said politely. Jennifer nodded.

“I appreciate the opportunity provided,” she said, pointing at me. “Breanne is exquisite and I have to admit, without Beth I’m afraid I wouldn’t have been able to punish Bre properly. I would have done what I normally do and she would have popped immediately. Beth’s insight was perfect.”

Lucille nodded. “Thank you.” She looked at Wallace and Beth. “Please escort Breanne to the limousine.”

Beth grabbed my left arm and pulled me up, eliciting a gasp and another whimper from me as the rope slid through my pussy and the clothespin wiggled on my tit. The knot pressed on my little nub and I felt my chest shake. Then Beth pushed me forward, almost into Wallace, and I was guided toward the door. Wallace grabbed my dress and coat from where they were sitting, draped over a chair, and I was marched naked out into the hall, then down the stairs.

“Put the coat around her,” Beth told Wallace as we neared the entrance of the building. He moved in front of me, pulling the blue felt over my shoulder. He fastened a few of the buttons, but with my arms bound to my body, and a fucking peg on my nipple, there wasn’t enough room for me. Wallace gave up and the whole thing hung with the front open, the sleeves dangled loose.

“What about my shoes?” I asked ruefully. I tugged on the rope, feeling it slide through my pussy, sending waves of agonizing ecstasy up through me. And fuck did it hurt! .

Beth held them up. “It’s not far. Barefoot, even in the cold, shouldn’t be that big of a problem for you.” Then she pushed open the door and I followed her outside. The cold wasn’t that big of a problem, at least for the first few feet. Then the concrete became uncomfortable and the cold breeze blowing up along the front of my exposed body caused a wave of goosebumps. I whimpered, trying to hurry toward the limousine. Fortunately it was right in front of the building and thirty steps later, along with about six passes of the knot back and forth over my clitoris, I saw Kamil opening the back door, his grinning smile making it very clear he was enjoying the piss poor way my coat covered my naked form. I climbed into the limo and dropped into the seat, groaning as the knot dug into my clit.

Beth stuck her head in. “Coat,” she demanded.

I blinked. “It’s not like I’ve got a free hand,” I retorted. Beth’s eyes narrowed, she stepped back, and Wallace got in. He slid over toward me and pulled. The blue felt slipped from my shoulders as he tugged and I had to lift my ass off the seat to let it completely loose. He handed it over to Beth, who was once again standing at the door. She took it, but then tossed it into the front of the cabin.

“Seats are for girls who aren’t leaking pussy juice on the leather,” Bethany explained. She pointed to the floor. “On your back, legs spread.”

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” I muttered, wriggling down painfully from the bench seat. Wallace helped me as I tilted over because I couldn’t use my hands.

Beth laughed. “Are you kidding me? This was fantastic. Let’s do it again tomorrow!”

Admittedly, my face lost a bit of color. Then I settled, shoulder on the carpet, and I had a bit more freedom. My back was to Beth and I looked up at Wallace, turning just a bit pink. This was a bit more explicit than my earlier attempts at seducing him.

“It was good to see you Wallace,” Beth said, her tone a little softer. “I hope you’re enjoying Breanne.”

Wallace smiled and looked past me. “I’ve enjoyed seeing you use her,” he said cheerfully. “I wish I’d gotten to see you guide Jennifer in Breanne’s punishment. But mostly, I’ve missed our usual conversations. Maybe next week you’ll be able to come along in the limo?”

Beth gave him a peculiar look, but her smile didn’t fade and she nodded. “I’ll discuss it with Mistress Lucille.”

I ignored the entire exchange. I was more fucking focused on the fucking rope fucking me. Laying on my side provided way more opportunity. I let out a groan, jerking my hand and elbow back and forth, sawing the rope through my crotch. Each time one of the knots hit my clit I shuddered.

Beth snorted. “You’re disgusting, Breanne.” Then she disappeared from the doorway and the car door shut, leaving me alone with Wallace. I looked up at Lucille’s business manager, panting.

“Do you mind if I cum?” I moaned.

Wallace shrugged. “That’s hardly my purview, but if I may, aren’t you supposed to be asking Ms. McGivens?”

I twitched. “She isn’t here,” I replied. “And I’m getting close.”

The corner of his mouth curled upward. “I get the impression you’ve been close for the last hour and a half. Perhaps longer.”

I rolled my eyes. “Fair point,” I allowed, quivering. “But do you mind?”

The car door opened again and Lucille climbed in. If she was surprised to find me impersonating a floor mat, she didn’t say anything, stepping over my prostrated form to sit in the bench seat at the back. The door shut behind her and I admit that my shiver came from the blast of cold air that temporarily enveloped me. Then the heat swirled again and I groaned, twisting around to look up at Lucille.

“Mistress? Please? Can I cum?”

Lucille looked down at me. “I would prefer it if you held off, at least a little longer.”

The look I gave her was stoney. I swallowed. “I’m… I’m not sure I’m going to be able to help myself, Mistress.”

Lucille slid half off her seat, pushed her hand down my shoulder and toward my left hand. Then to my horror, she tightened the rope. This forced my wrist closer to my ass, tightening the crotch rope and preventing me from sliding it back and forth. Now it was just dug in tight, the knotted hemp spreading my labia and putting pressure on my clit. If I pulled, it didn’t rub anymore. It just put pressure on my pussy. I let out a frustrated groan and rolled again, this time onto my tummy, though my bound and bent right arm was now supporting a good portion of my weight.

“Wallace, I’d like to apologize,” Lucille said in a business-like tone. “While I know you are accustomed to a certain level of sexual innuendo and even some minor displays from Bethany, I’m aware that I have exceeded that level by several orders of magnitude.” She sighed. “Breanne is… incorrigible, provocative, and voracious. Her appetites can be somewhat disorientating and overwhelming when first encountered. If I’ve created a situation that has offended you, I would be willing to consider appropriate compensation.”

Wallace was grinning. I could hear it in his voice. “Ms. McGivens, while I will never object to increases in financial compensation for my services, there is no need to apologize. I’m not offended in the least. If anything, I’ve found today’s events to be quite interesting. And while Breanne is exactly the way you described her, I’m actually hoping that Bethany’s change in status means that she’ll be accompanying us next week, perhaps fitting with her new role?”

Lucille didn’t reply right away. “Bringing Beth is a possibility, though I should warn you that she possesses a fascination with Breanne that would undoubtedly occupy much of her attention.”

Wallace’s response was cute. “Watching her torment, humiliate, and denigrate Breanne would be quite entertaining.”

I looked up at him in frustration, rolling again. “My earlier offer to suck your cock?” I asked ruefully. “Rescinded.”

Lucille bent over, grabbed the clothespin on my left tit, and twisted it. I let out a shriek as pain shot through my breast. Then she pulled the peg off and tossed it onto the seat next to her as I grimaced, rolling again.

“Owwww,” I whimpered.

Lucille leaned over. “If Mr. Boyer wants to stick his dick in any one of your holes,” she said simply, “he has my permission to do it. Repeatedly.” Then she slid back into her seat. I nodded roughly and looked back over at Wallace.

“I’m sorry, sir. Please fuck me?” I said. “Repeatedly?”

Wallace shook his head and rolled his eyes.

I kept quiet after that. I was incredibly uncomfortable and had to keep rolling, eventually figuring out that if I laid on my right side, facing the door side of the limo, I could at least keep the pressure off my arms. I felt the slewing of the limousine, the change of the sound of the tires striking concrete and then we slowed.

“Wallace, I hate to ask this,” Lucille said. “If I untie Breanne, she’ll get into mischief, undoubtedly taking advantage of my leniency. But if I leave her tied, I need to have someone monitor her wellbeing. As this is just a quick visit, housekeeping as you said, would you mind sitting with her?”

Wallace smiled. “Of course madame. Whatever you need.”

She handed him something small. “Feel free to keep her distracted.”

He nodded. Then Lucille stepped over me, and as she opened the door, Kamil tugged it wide and helped her out. I shivered once and then the heat started up again.

“How about that blowjob now?” I asked, rolling over and wriggling into a sitting position. Wallace gave me a suspicious look. I winced as the crotch rope dug into my pussy even tighter, but then I managed to get on my knees. I scooted closer toward him. “Wallace, I just need something to distract me. Seriously. I’m desperate here.”

His thumb moved over the object that Lucille had given him and suddenly, the vibroballs inside me began rumbling. I let out a passionate moan, eyes widening and then going unfocused. “Oh… oh… oh yes,” I whispered. I looked up at him, blinking. “You are my hero. Just unzip and I’ll have you cumming before I do.” I pushed forward, pressing my arm against his knee, pushing my head between his thighs. For a second, he let me, my nose and mouth pressing against the thick bulge. My hips were already cranking, thanks to the vibroballs and with the rope so tight between my legs, the pressure itself was now part of the arousal equation. I nudged the fly flap of his trousers open and tried to get to the zipper with my teeth.

But then his hand was on my head, pushing me back.

“No Bre,” he said simply.

I tilted my head. “But… Mistress Lucille said you needed to fuck me.”

He chuckled. “No, she said I had permission to fuck you. But I’m a bit more selective about who I get physical with than you are.”

“I’m selective,” I said defensively. “I don’t just fuck anyone.”

His eyebrow went up and I cringed.

“Well, mostly,” I amended. “But I don’t see how me sucking your cock is a problem. It’s not like you’re having sex with everyone I’ve had sex with.” I smiled up at him. “And I’m a good cocksucker. I am. I bet that I can have you squirting jism down my throat in under ten minutes.”

“You want to bet you can make me cum?”

I nodded eagerly. “Absolutely.”

“And what happens if you can’t?”

I blinked. “Uh… I keep sucking until I do?”

Wallace laughed. “That sounds more like a win for you.”

I bit my lip, then my brain figured it all out. I straightened up, kneeling in front of him. The vibroballs were amazing, pushing me in a slow swirl and while I wasn’t close to cumming, I was certainly more than two thirds of the way there. I swallowed and gave him a very direct look.

“Forget the time limit, or a bet,” I said softly. “Let me suck your cock and I will do everything in my power to help you win Beth.”

This time it was Wallace’s eyes that widened. “What do you mean?”

I rolled my eyes. “Please, I can see how you feel about her. It’s obvious. At least to me. I’m bi. I understand men, at least to an extent. I know you are attracted to her, and for more than just the physical aspects. You like her. You like her personally.” I looked off to the side. “I’m not quite sure why you like her of course, because I find her to be something of a bitch and considering what she did to me earlier today…” I muttered.

Wallace’s hand came up and grabbed my chin, turning me to face him. “What can you possibly do to help?”

I took a breath. “Bethany is clueless. She’s been a lesbian all her life. But there is an attraction there. I saw it. She may not be ready to strip out of her clothes for you, but she’s interested at least. If you guys have something in common other than Lucille, you’ve got a shot.” I nudged myself back between his knees. “I can insinuate. Manipulate. Plant seeds in her subconscious.” I bent down again, my nose getting closer and closer. “I can help you win her.”

I kissed the bulge where I thought the tip of his cock was and damn if Wallace didn’t close his eyes. I didn’t stop, nuzzling and kissing, adding pressure to him. Then Wallace pushed me away and I grinned with expectation, knowing his hand was about to go to his zipper and…

He gave me a look, set his palms on his knees, and closed up his legs. “I appreciate the offer, Breanne. But I don’t need your help with Bethany.”

I snorted. “The hell you don’t,” I said, my entire body quivering with frustration. “Look, if you aren’t going to let me suck your dick, at least turn the vibroballs all the way up, so I can cum?”

“And undo all of Bethany’s hard work?”

My eyes narrowed. “That is very uncharitable, Wallace. I’m disappointed. I expected better of you.”

He smiled. “It’s not my place to grant you anything, Breanne. I will not allow you to manipulate me, anymore than I’d ask or require you to manipulate Beth.” He held up the remote to the vibroballs. “Now, sit quietly and enjoy the vibrations or I will turn them off.”

I opened my mouth to protest, but he held up a finger. “In silence.”

I closed my mouth. I sat back on my legs, in a sort of kneeling position, my left hand tied at the crack of my ass, my right arm still bent uncomfortably and bound with my hand against my shoulder. The knotted rope stretching between my elbow and wrist, threaded through my groin, rubbed at my sensitive bits in frustrating, abrasive, and arousing ways, while inside me, the two spherical plastic encased motors spun in steady, slow circles. I closed my eyes, frustrated beyond all boundaries, and tried to focus on breathing.

Maybe, just maybe, I could cum from just sitting there. Or more likely, suffer.

Lucille came back ten minutes later. The door opened and she climbed in. I continued to kneel there as she discussed the property with Wallace. Finally she turned her attention back to me, when Wallace handed her the remote. She glanced down at it, perhaps surprised to find that the vibroballs were on.

“Have you exploded yet, Bre?” Lucille asked.

“No Mistress,” I said sullenly. I wanted to be polite, but I was burning inside. My hips were twitching uncontrollably and the sexual pressure that had built up was just waiting for a weak point.

“Really?” She asked curiously. “Even with the vibroballs on?”

I licked my lips. “They’ve been on low the entire time. Please turn them higher?”

“I might. How have you enjoyed your day?”

I hesitated. “This morning’s orgasm was wonderful, Mistress. This afternoon’s torture was… difficult.”

“In what way?” Lucille asked mechanically.

I shrugged. Or tried to. It’s tough to do when one arm is all folded up and bound to your shoulder. Plus it pulled on the rope between my legs. “I feel like I’m about to explode, but can’t. Everything’s bottled up.” I gave her a very direct look and felt the little girl inside me sort of creep out. “And I’m scared that you won’t let me cum.”

Lucille leaned forward. “We both know that at four o’clock, when I release you to go home, you’ll get in that stupid Jeep Wrangler of yours, jam the vibrator into your cunt, and work yourself into an orgasm, even before you leave. You’ll cum, but it won’t be one of those orgasms, will it? It will be a normal, vanilla explosion. The kind that gives you a half hour’s satisfaction and then you’re hungry again. And then, this evening, the pressure will build again. Memories of what we did to you today will arouse you to the point where you throw yourself down on the bed, jamming your Husky dildo in deep, remembering the hurt and humiliation and need, but again… you’ll cum. Quick and messy.” She leaned back and crossed her legs.

“You might do that anyway,” she said easily, relaxing. “But I’m disappointed in you. And insulted. You may not behave properly for a submissive, but I understand my responsibilities as your dominatrix.”

I blinked, reeling. I wasn’t… I wasn’t quite prepared for the dressing down. How had I insulted her? And what did she mean… responsibilities?

We traveled in silence. I had to shift positions twice. Then the limousine pulled up in front of Lucille’s mansion, slowing and stopping. Kamil got out from behind the driver’s wheel, came around to the door, and opened it up. His appreciation for the kneeling naked nympho humiliation pain slut was quite apparent. Lucille draped my coat around my shoulders, my dress and high heels in her hand.

“I’ll be in touch with additional directives tomorrow, Wallace.”

“Of course Madame,” he replied as she got out of the limousine.

“Come along, Breanne.”

I squirmed, getting to my bare little feet. I pushed out through the door. The concrete driveway was cold. I couldn’t help dancing a little. Lucille turned and I followed after her. She opened the front door with a key card and then we slipped into the regular warmth and comfort of Lucille’s home. She pulled my coat off my shoulders and carried it with my dress and shoes.

“Follow me.”

I padded obediently behind Lucille and she led me directly to the dungeon. I mean, playroom. My heart skipped a beat as she began untying my right arm, then loosened the rope between my legs. I groaned as it all came free and I stretched, working out the kinks. Well… some of the kinks.

I have a lot of kinks.

Lucille produced two pairs of leather manacles. The first set went on my ankles, while the second pair were secured to my wrists. She secured my hands behind my back, seeming to relish the groan I let out. I glanced at the clock. There was less than twenty minutes to go before I was supposed to be released to go back home. What torment could she inflict upon me in twenty minutes?

But I should have been more accepting. More trusting. Lucille led me over to the sybian. It was on a stand and she had to make me mount a stool before I could swing myself over it. The attachment on the top wasn’t penetrative. It was just a rubber pad with a very thick bulb at the front, pressing against my beaten, fried, suckled, and abraded clitoris. When she removed the stool, I had nothing to stand on, legs pushed out as if I were riding a horse, hands behind my back. Then she grabbed a bungee cord, the ends capped with strong plastic hooks. These were threaded through the silver rings embedded in the ankle cuffs and my feet were pulled up, suspended to the sides of the sybian, forcing me to lean forward. I almost lost my balance too, until a second bungee cord, hooked around the cable holding my bare feet up, was pulled to my bound wrists. The vibroballs were still buzzing and the new position made that sensation more intense. I groaned, thrusting and bucking, even with the sybian off. At least until Lucille pulled the flogger out of the nearby cabinet.

“I’m going to whip your tits now,” Lucille said simply, running the soft leather strands through her hand. “And your ass.” I knew that depending on what she wanted, the impact of the flogger could be a stinging kiss, or a brutal, cutting bite. “Every ten strokes will earn you one minute of the sybian on the highest power. You will need to determine how many minutes you will need in order to cum. Of course, I’m also going to use a cane on your feet during your ride.”

I blinked. I tried to process all that, but then she just swung the flogger, slashing it across my chest with a hard, vicious swing. The leather struck my hanging boobs perfectly, making them sway back and forth and I clenched my jaw as the stinging heat seemed to spark across my nipples. Lucille hit me again, and then a third time, before I made a mewling sound. The leather strands stretched around my breasts over and over, stinging and tearing at my nipples, until I was blinking away tears.

“One minute,” Lucille said in a pleased tone. “Would you like to buy another?”

Panting, I tried to use my brain. How many minutes of intense sybian would I need in order to cum? Especially if Lucille was hitting my breasts, bottom, or feet with a cane? Three? Four? Ten? I knew it would be more than one, no matter what, so I nodded my head, my pussy tightening on the vibroballs as I rocked back.

Round Two. Ding Ding.

Lucille moved to my right side and took a more baseball centric approach to aiming her weapon at my… um… bosom. I didn’t make it easy for her either, wriggling like mad on the silent sybian, the flesh of my chest, already still pink from the beating Beth had given my tits, a deeper rose coloring. I cried out as the flogger bit into me, my nipples tingling and burning. Then the second set of ten was done and I’d bought a measly two minutes. I sucked in another breath, trying not to choke or sob.

“Would you like to buy another minute?”

I shook my head. “No!” I blubbered.

Lucille smiled. Then she lowered the whip, placing it on a small side table. She grabbed a thin, whippy cane from the cabinet, walked back over to me, and turned on the sybian. Between my legs a powerful motor roared to life and the vibrations that rushed up into my groin, especially through the rubber bulb pressed against my clitoris, were beyond overwhelming. I gasped, then cried out in utter pleasure, thrusting hard and bucking as if I were riding a bronco. Something hot and sharp cut across the sole of my left foot, right over the arch, but I ignored it. Then I felt a similar agony in my right foot. A sharp point dug into my sole, only to scratch a vicious line downward. I rolled my ankle in desperation, the pain of it distracting me from the sexual stimulation overwhelming my coital area.

Then the cane snapped hard against my ass, under my bound hands and I screamed. “FUCK!” came out of my mouth and I lifted myself almost completely off the sybian. My eyes found Lucille, which only gave me a moment’s warning as the cane snapped up and hit me across both breasts, right over the nipples.

“Owwww!” I yelled. “Fuck! Please!” My hips were rolling frantically, jamming my cunt down hard on the sybian, waves of pleasure and need rushing through my loins. But… the strokes from Lucille’s fucking cane were just… brutal! Another one caught me on the left butt cheek, the thigh, then the calf, followed by the bottom of my left foot again. She was just going around in a circle, hitting whatever part of me was immediately opposite her!

But… I was close. I could feel it. The intensity of the sybian was so strong and I was so bottled up! I hadn’t cum since before lunch and the pressures inside me, despite waxing and waning and Beth’s punishment, rose so quickly that I was almost frightened of it. I threw my head back, teeth clenched as my back arched. I kicked a bit, even as the cane cut into my right foot again, then my calf, thigh, butt, and once more, across the breasts. I crooned, even when Lucille was hurting me, my body shaking as I finally, desperately, closed in on climax.

And that’s when my inability to do math hit me. Lucille shut off the sybian.

“Sorry. Time’s up,” she said cruelly. “Would you like to buy another minute?”

“YES!” I practically screamed. “HIT ME! HIT ME! OH GOD, PLEASE! PLEASE TURN IT BACK ON!” I thrust and wriggled on the sybian, almost maddened with need.

Or… maybe totally maddened. I’m not sure. What does it say about your mental state when you beg someone to hit you across the chest with a whip, so that a powerful motor pressed to your clit, over sensitizing the nub there, can be turned on and up to full power?

Lucille switched to the flogger again and this time she went quick. I arched my back, thrusting my tits toward her as the leather strands slashed back and forth in a flurry. Pain exploded over me, my chest a hot fire, nipples prickling and raised.

“Do you want to buy another minute?” Lucille asked again. I nodded frantically, teeth clenched, fingers balled into fists behind my back. The vibroballs held me in rhythmic stasis as the whipping continued, smashing my boobs back and forth, cutting and biting and slashing until I was shrieking with the heat and pain.

“NO!” I wailed. “Turn it on! Turn it on!”

Lucille switched on the sybian again and even as she picked up her cane, I cried out, my entire body shaking, unable to hold back, even if I’d wanted to. Everything came rushing back to me. The morning orgasm from Lucille’s mouth. My desperate attempt to entice Wallace. Megan’s soft nibbles on my ear lobe, cumming in the window, the pendant vibrator hanging on my clit. The humiliation of having the vibroballs buzzing inside me at lunch. Bound to the drafting table as Jennifer and Beth tortured and punished me. My nuzzling Wallace, trying to get my mouth around his cock. The pressure exploded out of me, adrenaline surging through my body as I frantically fucked the sybian’s ridge, cum exploding out from my pussy, soaking the saddle and my thighs.

And Lucille hadn’t even hit me with the cane. She looked up at me in surprise as my eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I shuddered, only to hunch over. The surge of energy that came with orgasm began to fade and I groaned, twitching as my central nervous system tried to figure out what the fuck just happened, and how to restore system operations. I felt her hand on my leg, her thumb stroking me. Then my brain coughed, turned over, and the hamster that runs the whirly wheel in my mind got up from its stupor, hopped on the wheel, and began turning it.

And that’s when I realized my clit was super fucking sore. And it was still pressed to a violently shaking rubber bulb. I mewled, pulling back, but the fact that my feet were hauled upward and bound behind me, prevented me from doing more than shifting a bit of weight away from the apex of my pussy.

“Mistress?” I whimpered. “Please? I’m… I can’t… I’m… it hurts!”

For a second, I thought she was going to leave me like that, claiming I’d bought the minutes, I’d have to endure them. But Lucille turned off the sybian and I sighed in relief as the ferocious oscillations ended. Then she turned off the vibroballs and unhooked my feet.

“Oh my God,” I groaned as she freed my wrists. She pulled me off the sybian, holding me and I admit I clung to her, even as she set me down on the padded floor. I curled up, breathing, lost in the continuing euphoria of sweet oblivion. Lucille put away the flogger, then the cane, and eventually I felt her pulling off the leather cuffs surrounding my ankles and wrists. Slowly, I rolled over onto my back and looked up at her.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said softly. Lucille looked down at me, a disdainful expression on her face.

“I told you that I would complete my end of the bargain,” she said with a sniff. She squatted down. “I know what you need. You are supposed to freely offer yourself to me, to obey me, to cooperate with my demands, needs, and wishes. You are to provide me respect, and to behave in accordance to my requirements. And for that, I will provide you with the one thing you want.”

Orgasm. I didn’t say it aloud. I didn’t need to. I blushed as I looked away. Then Lucille stood back up.

“I’m finished with you today. You may depart when you are feeling up to it.” She didn’t wait for an answer. Instead she just turned and walked away, leaving my coat, dress, and shoes there on one of the benches. I didn’t say anything either. What could I have said that wouldn’t have made me sound desperate, or whining, or just plain stupid?

Five minutes later I got to my feet, wincing. I ached everywhere. I grabbed my coat, the dress, and my shoes and limped my way down the hall, heading toward the kitchen. My tits looked like I’d gotten a bad burn while sunbathing nude, there were bright red lines etched across my thighs, calves, soles, butt, and breasts, and my pussy was a fucking mess. My clit was engorged, swollen, and raw and my labia were inflamed and abraded from where the rope had cut into them. I limped into the kitchen.

“It looks like the cost of orgasm was pretty damn high,” Bethany said from the counter. She was making a snack, most of which consisted of carrots, a few crackers, and some cheese. “Was it worth it?”

I shuffled around the island, trying not to groan. I got next to her and gave her an exhausted look. Then to my surprise, she held up her plate, clearly offering me a bite. I took a cube of cheese. Manchego. Mmmm. I chewed and swallowed.

“I think so,” I replied softly. “What you did to me though…”

“Was punishment,” she said, interrupting me. “You earned that.”

I put my hand on her arm. “Was fucking amazing.”

Beth blinked. “What?”

I smiled ruefully. “You know what pushed me over the edge?” I asked. “There at the end?”

Beth gave me a hard look.

“Remembering what you and Mistress Jennifer did to me.” I sighed deeply, closing my eyes. “Thank you, Beth.” I let go of her and headed toward the door.

“Don’t,” Beth replied. “Don’t thank me. Not for that.”

I let out a laugh. “Why not? It’s the truth.”

Beth clenched her teeth. “Tomorrow’s Friday, bitch. You know what happens on Fridays?”

I half turned. “No. I don’t. But if it’s even half of what was done to me today, then I’m looking forward to it.”

Beth’s mouth curled up into a smile. “Well then, we’ll see. Won’t we?” She turned her back on me, plate in hand, and walked the other direction. “If you thought today hurt, just wait until you experience what the mistress will do to you tomorrow.”

I snorted. “Why? Why is Friday so special?” I demanded.

She only looked back for a moment. “Because,” Beth said, a cruel and wicked smile on her face. “You’ll have all weekend to recover, before you come back again.”

And I felt a shiver run through me.

Oh. Oh fuck.


Chapter Seventeen

I woke up Friday morning with a groan. My body tightened as I stretched between the sheets, a flurry of aches and pains shooting through my frame. My mind tried to sort out the various pulses shooting up my spine into my brain, but there was so much to process! For example, the soles of my feet ached when I wiggled my toes, probably because Lucille had whacked my heels, arches, and toes with a cane the previous day. My calves tingled, probably due to the multiple welts, now faded to dull pink lines, which matched the ones on my thighs, etched across the skin. On my thighs it wasn’t the welts that were the issue, but the muscles underneath those welts that ached, undoubtedly a result of being forced into the splits and tied tight while suffering beneath Beth and Mistress Jennifer’s hands. My breasts hurt too, which wasn’t a surprise considering they’d been whipped (multiple times), spanked, pinwheeled, clamped, zapped, sucked on, and vibrated. My nipples were sore and I had bruises forming in multiple spots, especially on the sides. Several thin red lines were also visible across my bosom, perfectly intersecting the raised tips.

But none of this compared to the sensations coming from my pussy. I lay there on my bed, staring up at the ceiling, and tried to just focus on what was going on between my legs. My clit… well… it hadn’t technically recovered from the onslaught of stimulation inflicted upon it the previous day. I didn’t even have to reach down and pull my pajama bottoms and panties away to check. I knew that the little raised bundle of nerves was still swollen and tender, aching with delicious need. My labia were in slightly better shape, the abrasions from the rope having faded overnight. But mostly I felt aroused. Full and wet. Stuffed and soaked. Packed and ready for fun. More than a little wanton.

Or, to put it bluntly, completely normal.

I took a deep breath, resisting the urge to reach down and begin pumping the nine inch long Husky Dildo which was, right at that moment, taunting me directly. I’d slid it inside myself after dinner the previous night, shocked that the memory of the day’s orgasms gave me both enough energy and lubrication to push it in with one solid thrust. I clamped down on it as I rose, not that it would have come out or anything, since it was held in place by my panties, but more as a reflex. I waddled to the restroom, started up the shower, stripped and then while waiting for the water to get hot, sat down, my will already weakening..

The urge to masturbate was strong and as memories of what Beth, Jennifer, and Lucille had done to me circled through my head, I found myself pumping the dildo enthusiastically. The best and most intense parts were played out in my imagination, my brain already reducing the more painful aspects to tolerable levels and keeping the more pleasurable ones. I found myself close to cumming, leaning back against the wall, one hand twisting a sore nipple as the other jacked the stupid dildo in and out of my now sopping went cunt, a breath away from orgasm.

I was just about to let go when my brain, which was screaming frantically, managed to cut through to my consciousness. Cumming would reduce my ability to handle the torments Mistress Lucille undoubtedly planned to inflict upon me later that day. It would keep me from pushing myself over the edge when I needed to be strong. Cumming would leave me susceptible to a host of various torments and prolong Lucille’s ability to make me suffer. And… cumming would feel fucking awesome.

I cried out, girl goo squirting out around the dildo as I pounded it hard and fast into my pussy, until the adrenaline ebbed and I slumped against the wall in a sort of shocked catatonia. Endorphins flowed through me and the unique high I experience when reaching climax left me just a tad bit brainless and grinning like an idiot. Minutes passed and the water in the shower steamed. Finally I drew the dildo out of my sex, groaning as the emptiness sucked at me, then climbed into the shower, my limbs feeling like jello. The heat helped energize me and I stuck my head under the water, holding onto the dildo like it was a lifeline.

I am so fucked up.

Clean and mostly recovered, I climbed out of the shower, put away my now clean Husky dildo, and did my hair and makeup. I stared at the girl in the mirror and wondered if Beth’s parting comment from the day before was going to come true. Was today going to be that much more difficult than all the rest? Had I already doomed myself?

I checked on my daughter and found her asleep, so I left a note reminding her to eat, drink, take her vitamins, brush her teeth and do all the normal things she needed to do. Then with my pussy stuffed with gently purring vibroballs, my blue felt coat wrapped around my naked body, and my open toed high heels on my feet, I headed out into the parking lot. I got in my jeep, stripped, put on the ankle and wrist cuffs, replaced the vibroballs with the six inch vibrator, and started the trip to my mistress’ house.

The trip was uneventful, unless you call stopping at three separate traffic lights an event. At each stop, one foot pressed on the brake, I twisted the base of the vibe, cranking it all the way up. I can’t tell you how difficult it was to turn it off after the light changed to green and I may have pretended to have trouble twisting the base and turning the rumbling phallus off after the second light. By the time I reached Lucille’s place my pussy was in even worse condition than before my shower; a sodden swamp ready to suck down the first thick, hard, long object stuck into it.

I slid my vibroballs back in and turned them on.

The weather was still cold so I put my jacket on and headed into the house. I was about fifteen minutes early and this time I caught Beth standing in the kitchen, just finishing the construction process on a bowl of sliced peaches and cottage cheese. She looked at me with an exasperated sigh, as if I’d just ruined her breakfast.

“Good morning, Beth!” I said it bright and cheerfully, moving over to the island. “How are you this morning?”

Beth grumbled and turned away.

“Oooh…” I teased. “Grumpy. Do you need a cup of coffee?”

She gave me a frustrated look. “I need you gagged, and preferably bound spread-eagled somewhere, getting your pussy whipped.”

I grinned. “Sounds good to me. I’m sure Mistress Lucille will be more than willing to provide that.” I gave her a wink. “I am too.”

Beth stared at me. “You’re mental.”

I laughed. Then I did the unthinkable. I skipped over to her and before she could react, rose up on tiptoe and kissed her. Right on the mouth. “Totally!” I said with a grin. Then I whirled away and headed down the hall to the gym.

As usual, I beat Lucille to the exercise room and I looked around, wondering what crazy thing she had in store for me. The yoga mats were out, but they usually were, for stretches if nothing else. I looked around for the dildo on a stick, but it had evidently been put away. I started to wander around, which is when I saw it.

I found the suction cup dildo a moment later, when I rounded the home gym in the corner, and I admit that the shiver of anticipation I felt was not exactly negative. In fact, my pussy quivered around the vibroballs and I bent down to examine the huge, pink colored monstrosity. It was long, at least ten inches, and it stood a full foot above the bench if you added in the suction cup and half set of balls it had for a base. I gave it a little shake, finding the base secured tightly to the leather padded bench beneath and I tried to imagine what sitting on it would feel like. I wrapped a hand around it, and to my shock, the whole thing started to vibrate. I let out a gasp and let go. It stopped shaking. With a laugh, I grabbed it again.

“Mmmmm,” I said to no one. “This might just be fun!”

“Not if it’s in your ass,” said Lucille from behind me.

I jumped, startled. “Holy shit!” I exclaimed, putting a hand to my chest. “You scared the fuck out of me!”

Lucille laughed. “I hope not. Fucking you is one of the things I value you most about our relationship. Not to mention punishing you for forgetting titles.”

I grinned, let out a little chuckle, and then dropped to my knees, spreading my legs and placing my palms on my thighs. “Good morning, Mistress. Thank you for correcting me.”

Lucille gave me a look. “I’ll deal with the punishment later. As for right now, we will start with stretches.” She walked away from me and moved to the yoga mats. Instead of getting up and walking, I crawled over, trying to ignore the buzzing of the vibroballs in my slit.

“Stand up. Let’s go,” Lucille ordered, gesturing with her hand.

It was the same set of stretches we’d done practically every day that week and since most of them were close to yoga poses anyway, I didn’t have any problem. If anything, they helped work out some of the aches and pains from the previous day. Days. Week. Whatever. The vibrations inside me added a definite sexual spin however, and by the time we went through the whole set I was eyeing the huge dildo on the weight bench with increasing interest.

Lucille grabbed the vibroballs remote, turned off my little toys, and set it back down. “Lay on your back and spread your legs,” she ordered, pointing at my mat. I obeyed immediately, remembering the different kinds of licks she’d given me the previous day. I almost hoped she’d go get a crop or a flogger. Instead she pushed two fingers into my slit, eliciting a soft groan, and snagged the vibroballs. She pulled them out of my sex and then dropped them on one of the small side tables.

“You can stand up.”

Disappointed, I rolled onto my knees, then got to my feet. Clearly I needed to be a bit more incorrigible, and tried to think of something sarcastic to say, when Lucille led me over to the weight machine.

Before I describe what happened, you need to understand what I mean by “weight machine.” First of all, it was a massive home gym and wouldn’t have looked out of place in an actual fitness center. There were technically eight “stations”, six of them with seating of some kind, that had the required armature to translate some sort of bodily motion into lifting weight. Admittedly, none of the stations were unfamiliar. I’ve been in gyms before and from chest lats to leg presses, this thing could pretty much do it all. The question was whether I’d be able to do the repetitions with ten inches of vibrating rubber buried in my pussy. Um… or twelve. I’d be completely seated and I needed to remember the balls and suction cup.

“You’ll need to do twenty reps at every station,” Lucille said simply, leading me around the machine and pointing. “Obviously, you aren’t permitted to orgasm. Instead I would like you to edge. If you feel you are close, you should stop, and if necessary move to a non-sitting station. Cumming will have consequences.”

That made me smile. “What kind of consequences, Mistress?” I hoped the playfulness of my tone made it clear that I would be thrilled if it involved something dark and disturbing.

Lucille gave me a very intense look. “Does it matter, slut? I’ve told you to edge. This means you should do your very best to follow my orders. It is not up to you to decide if the punishment is worth disobeying me.”

I looked down apologetically. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I will do as I’m told.”

“Damn right you will. Get down on the ground and kiss my foot,” she said, her tone even more rigid. I dropped to my knees and kissed the top of her bare foot. She nodded. “Good, now get up, choose a station, attach the dildo to the seat, impale yourself properly, suffer, and edge.”

I crawled over to the gym and looked around the machine. Eight stations, six of which would all require me sitting in some fashion, on a vigorously shaking, very thick, and very long phallus. I glanced at the pink super cock sticking up from the nearby seat. Then I looked back at Mistress Lucille.

“Mistress? Do you have a preference on where I should start?”

Lucille shook her head. “I don’t care. Just as long as you’re fully impaled.” She couldn’t help smiling. “And suffering.”

Mistress Lucille might not have cared where I started, but I sure as hell did. I grabbed the dildo, one fingernail sliding under the suction cup. It activated in my hand for a moment, then went silent again. I rounded the gym until I was standing in front of the crunch machine station. I slapped the dildo down, ignoring how it again vibrated in my hand, and as Lucille adjusted her own weights on the other side, I slipped the peg bar through the thirty pound slot and then threw a leg over the bench.

Impaling myself on the dildo was an exercise all by itself and I had to admit that as it slid in, I let out a very impressive groan. I barely had to guide it and after a settling point where it was fully inside me, I positioned my feet under the padded ankle bars, reached up, and grabbed the overhead handles. The vibrator was going absolutely crazy now that my full weight was on it and my pussy tightened in rhythmic waves. I pulled up on my knees at the same time I pulled downward, essentially tightening my abdominal muscles. Of course, it also tightened my pussy and shifted my entire internal alignment, forcing the shaking phallus to touch a very different part inside me.

Like my fucking G spot.

I gasped and released the tension, eyes wide and the noise I made must have attracted Lucille’s attention because she came over to me, eyes curious. I did another rep, feeling the vibrator move inside me again, touching that exact same spot. I felt a spasm ripple through me and I groaned, this time adding a sort of frantic thrusting to the position.

“Breanne?”

I looked up at Lucille as I released the weight. “Have… have you ever…” I panted, “done… this?” I managed to gasp.

Lucille’s eyebrow went up. “Honestly? No. Why?”

I gulped and curled again. My eyes rolled into the back of my head. “Because…” I managed to say. “It’s hitting my G spot.”

Lucille let out a frustrated breath. “I hope you enjoy it. Remember. Edges only.”

I sort of nodded, relaxed the weight, then did it again. And again. And again. I think I made it to somewhere around fifteen and I recognized the familiar tightening inside me, the cresting urge and the need for release. I did one more crunch and then hauled myself physically off the vibrator, completely lifting my body off the full length. It stopped shaking and I clung to the exercise machine, trembling with desire.

Mistress Lucille, who was two stations away and working way more diligently than me, eyes my glistening thighs.

“I didn’t cum,” I said defensively, still struggling to catch my breath. I gulped. “But it was close,” I whispered.

“Did you finish the reps?” She asked, just a little breathless herself, though hers came from working out, rather than being on the cusp of sexual overload. I shook my head.

“Four more to go,” I replied, feeling the immediacy of my need subside, just a bit.

Lucille nodded. “Do twenty reps on the cable crossover and then finish the four on the crunch station.”

I nodded. “Yes, mistress.” I moved over to the cables, set the weight, grabbed the handles, and began pulling. It was a purely mechanical operation and frankly, not having sexual stimulation helped dramatically. I felt my body shifting gears from “gotta cum, gotta cum” to just running with the exertion. I was almost disappointed when I finished. I let the cables down, turned back to the crunch machine, threw my leg over the bench, and once more impaled myself.

Oh, my freaking god.

The final four crunches took me almost, but not quite back to the point of orgasm. The urge to do about a hundred more crunches was pretty damn strong. Granted, I knew I’d never manage that. Another ten and I’d have been screaming out in absolute ecstasy, cumming and squirting crazily. But if there was ever a good incentive to work your abs… I’d found it.

With great reluctance I pulled myself clear, slid my fingers through the pooling goo around the base of the suction cup, and moved it to a different bench. This time I was doing leg curls, lifting the bar upward with my ankles. This drove my bottom down onto the bench, which did absolutely nothing to help me cope with the intense vibrations. I worked my legs, panting heavily as my body tried to cope with the strain of working out and ignoring intense sexual stimulation.

Frankly, I wasn’t handling it well.

“How does it feel?” Lucille asked a moment later. I looked up at her, my face flushed, my pussy dripping, and I sucked in a breath, trying not to pant.

“Um… this is really hard. I’m in serious trouble,” I blurted out.

Lucille gave me a knowing look. “Already? Another edge? Why am I not surprised?”

I shook my head. “Not yet, Mistress. But I’m only a quarter through on this set and I don’t think I’ll make it.”

She grinned wickedly and leaned over. Her hand went down to my nipple. I expected her to pinch me, and she did, but it wasn’t a painful pinch. It was this little tweak, which sent just enough of a twinge through my chest to make me groan. My pussy tightened and now I was absolutely sure I wasn’t going to make it to the end of the reps. I did four more, then launched myself up as my pussy fluttered and quivered, almost falling to the floor as this powerful surge of need swirled through me desperately. Mistress Lucille watched me quiver and shake as she continued to do lats.

I dragged myself back over the curls station and tried to refocus myself on exercise, rather than the utter longing coming up from between my legs. It helped, but not much, and when I was done with twenty reps, the thought of me sitting down on the vibrator again was almost… terrible. Lucille watched in expectation as I straddled the bench, positioned the soaked tip of the synthetic cock at the opening of my pussy, and slid down.

The second I applied downward pressure to the vibrator, it switched on.

“Your friend, Michael the Hardware Guy, has become quite adept at alterations,” Lucille said roughly as I struggled to hold back. And I don’t mean the weights. She continued to pull on the weight bar as I looked over at her.

“What?” I gasped, totally distracted.

“The vibrator. I asked him to install a pressure switch on it. That way it would activate every time Beth sat on it. I got it a year ago.”

I trembled. Two more reps. “G-good for her.”

Lucille crossed in front of me, staring down at my crotch. “Indeed, Bethany was never able to hold off and just edge. Even when she knew the reward would be hours of forced orgasm, compared to a single climax preceded by the most acute and agonizing torments.”

I finished the rep and hauled myself up, panting. I couldn’t even keep my hips still I was so aroused. I bent down, still not quite paying attention to my Mistress. The dildo was soaked with pussy goo and I had to pry the suction cup off the leather seat with my nails. I moved to the next station, the leg press, and jammed the dildo down. I fixed the weight level, then sat down, groaning as the foot long rubber rod pushed up into my pussy. It began shaking immediately. My eyelids fluttered and I felt myself tighten.

But then her words hit me. “Wait,” I blurted out. “Is that my reward for edging too?”

Lucille was already focused on another station and she gave me a curt nod. “If you manage to edge all the stations, yes.”

“How… how many hours?” I managed to ask, the vibrator already pushing me ridiculously close to the edge I was trying to keep from falling over.

Lucille, pumping, shrugged. “Four?”

I blinked at the thought. Tied up, for four hours, undoubtedly with my legs spread open, unable to stop, cumming non-stop. Now that was worth it. That was worth the effort. I bit my lip and after just two repetitions, forced myself up and off the bench. I had to calm down. I had to resist!

Lucille may have noticed my new found determination as we both moved from one station to another. She was faster of course, despite doing more reps than I was. My problem was the constant stops and starts as I lifted myself trembling from each impalation, quivering on the cusp of orgasmic overload. But… I managed not to cum. I don’t know how. I just know I did it. When my mistress finally finished her last bit, she came round to where I was sitting, doing a row, studying my flushed face.

“You may get off the dildo now,” she said simply.

I let the weights fall and pushed up so quickly that I almost broke out in tears. I dropped to my knees, trembling.

“I’m honestly impressed,” Lucille said, grabbing a towel and dabbing at her forehead. “Beth has never, not once been able to edge for my entire workout. You’ve earned the forced orgasms.”

I could barely move and I watched her as she turned around, stretching slightly.

“Admittedly, I would have preferred torturing you, with just one orgasm at the very end. Applying pleasure and pain to your body over and over, never quite giving you enough to destroy your arousal, or achieve climax until I’d wrung you dry is something I enjoy doing. And you would have been exquisite hanging there, screaming…”

My nervous system may not have been quite ready to respond, but I heard her. I processed her words. I could see the dildo, sitting there quietly, waiting for me to impale myself.

“Mistress?” I found myself gasping.

Lucille turned back toward me. “What is it, Breanne?”

“Can I please finish that last rep?”

Confusion crossed her face. “What?

I pushed myself up, breasts dangling. “The last rep,” I whimpered. “Can I finish it?”

Her eyebrow went up. “How many did you have left?”

I licked my lips. It didn’t really matter how many. I made up a number. “A dozen?”

Lucille gave me a suspicious look, then her eyes widened. She hesitated, then gave me a short little nod. “I suppose, if you feel that it's necessary.”

It wasn’t easy getting up, but I did it. I got to the bench and threw one leg over it. Lucille watched me, fascinated, her eyes scratching at my body like fingernails. I positioned myself over the dildo and let myself down. My weight activated the pressure switch before even an inch was inside me and I let out a groan so powerful that Lucille sucked in a breath. I slid downward, spreading my legs even wider. I didn’t even bother grabbing the weight handles. That wasn’t important. I lifted my feet, setting them on the braces. The vibrator, roaring now inside me, shifted angles and the waves of acute, overwhelming pleasure started, surging up through my loins.

“Oh my God,” I whispered. I started pushing with my legs and the rhythmic repetitions of the exercise translated into increased movement inside me. I may not have been bouncing per se, but it sure as hell felt like that monster cock was exploring and touching my insides with almost deliberate intention. My toes curled as I ground my hips crazily. Lucille stood there, eyes wide, with an expression of utter amazement, only to watch me shudder. And this time… this time I didn’t even try.

“Oh my God! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” I cried out. The surge of adrenaline and other chemicals flashing through my brain left me almost catatonic, a feeling of utter bliss making thought all but impossible. I started to pitch forward and Lucille grabbed me, holding me upright, her hands on my breasts and back and buttocks. She tipped my head up and suddenly her mouth was on mine, devouring me, her tongue touching mine. It was a heady kiss and I wasn’t prepared to accept or refuse it. I endured it. Happily. My arms dropped useless at my sides and when she finally came up for air, I sat there stupidly, the vibrator still oscillating inside me. I could feel the cum dripping onto the floor from where it was puddling around my ass. Lucille, kneeling just beside me, leaned back in satisfaction.

“Another perfect demonstration of your lack of control,” she said roughly, almost emotionally. “I guess you won’t be getting four hours of forced orgasm.”

I nodded. “I’m sorry, Mistress. I couldn’t help it,” I smiled gingerly. “But at least you’ll get to punish me properly for my lack of control.”

And for the first time, Lucille really and truly laughed.

She helped me off the vibrator and kept her arm wrapped around me as we walked back to her bedroom. She took off the leather bondage cuffs instead of making me do it and when those were set aside, she took the rubber ones and put them on my wrists. She was gentle and caring and even when she put me into the shower, standing me on the stool so that I could hook myself over the metal bracket, she supported me. Her soapy hands washed me clean, spreading my folds gingerly and carefully, and when she let me down, I was rejuvenated enough to do a good job washing her body. I tried to put my mouth on her clit, but she pushed me away.

“Later, Bre.”

After the shower I redid my makeup, heavy on the eyeliner as usual, and then at Mistress Lucille’s direction, put the leather bondage cuffs back on my wrist and ankles. Still sated from the explosion in the gym, I was pleased I’d been given such a long break from sexual stimulation, but that came to an end when Lucille ordered me to spread my legs and a fresh set of vibroballs were slipped into my pussy.

“Come with me,” Lucille ordered, freshly dressed in a comfortable set of soft cotton pants and a long, tunic-like blouse. I walked behind her, still intrigued by the art we passed. Then suddenly we were in a new room and I blinked. This one was done in a soft yellow, with cream colored furniture, cherry wood, and filled with trailing ivy in some rather impressive oriental planters.

“Wow,” I said aloud. There was a sofa and an easy chair, along with an expensive light on a handle. There was a white, fluffy, sheepskin run in the very center of the room and frankly, it made the whole thing look like a half eaten Twinkie.

“Do you like it?” Lucille asked curiously, sitting down in the easy chair. I stepped onto the rug and turned slowly. I wasn’t sure. The green, white, yellow, red and cream mix made me think of Texas Toast, which is a buttery garlic bread with little bits of parsley.

“Honestly?” I asked carefully.

Lucille nodded.

“Not really,” I admitted. “There’s too many colors in here. The yellow, green, and beige works, but adding the white and red throws it off.”

Lucille nodded. “Kari said the same thing.”

“You… you consulted Kari?” I asked in surprise.

“Of course I did. She’s an interior designer. She might not know how to satisfy your needs, but she’s talented at what she does. Which is interior design.”

I licked my lips and shifted my weight from one foot to the other. I felt uncomfortable. I didn’t want to talk about Kari, or hear about her faults. I still felt guilty as hell.

Lucille crossed her legs and smiled. “In the corner you will find a tall porcelain pot. There are several crops stored inside. Please bring one to me.”

My eyes flickered to the corner. I’d seen the pot, but mistaken the leather crops as dried foliage on my first inspection. Gulping slightly, I walked over. There were six of them in the pot, some with narrow tips, and one with a huge, broad head. I went with one just about as wide as my hand and pulled it out. Four inch leather paddle on the end, flexible, and wicked. I took it back over to Lucille.

“Why this one?” She asked curiously.

I hesitated. For a moment I didn’t want to tell her. Then I sagged a little. “It’s the right size,” I said simply. “The narrow ones will only hurt a part of my pussy when you hit me with it. The big one is too broad, catching on my thighs. This one will totally cover my sex, but not hit my leg. Unless you’re aiming for it.”

Lucille gave me a soft nod. “Let’s see. Lay down on your back and spread your legs.”

My blood pressure spiked, just from that suggestion, but I dropped down onto the rug, rolling onto my back. I lifted my feet up into the air, drawing my knees all the way up and holding them with my hands. Lucille rose from her seat, the crop in hand. I closed my eyes, bracing myself for the stroke.

The soft touch she used to stroke my pussy was almost enough to make me break the position, it startled me so much. I was expecting pain, not pleasure and she touched and teased my clit and petals for almost a minute. I kept expecting the blow too.

“You are quite right,” she said, giving my pussy a light, but delicious tap. “The head of this crop does properly cover your cunt.” She took a step back, the head of the crop waving above me. “Lift your arms above your head and cross your wrists. Then spread your legs outward, as wide as you can, heels on the floor.”

I followed her order, feeling my thighs ripple. I crossed my wrists and I felt… exposed. Terribly and perfectly exposed. My pussy tightened on the vibroballs, which were still off, and boy did I want them on.

“This position is called ‘present’. You will remember it.”

I gave a short nod. “Yes Mistress.”

She walked around me and the crop dipped down. She tapped my left breast, teasing the nipple but not hitting me. And I kept expecting it. The leather going back and forth across the tip was just… arousing. I bit my lip, struggling to hold the position, which was so weird! Lucille moved the head of the crop up my chest to just under my arm, then dragged it up the inside of my bicep. That felt amazing. She got to my crossed wrists and then stroked down the other arm, all the way to my right breast. Again, my nipple got brushed with the leather end of the crop, teased and tormented as my pussy tightened over and over again. Then she drew lines down my belly, to my pussy.

“I’m ready, Mistress,” I mewled with need, expecting the crop to start spanking my clit, but then Lucille drew the crop down the inside my leg, all the way to my right foot. She played with my toes and the bottom of my foot. Soft. No hits.

“Your readiness is the least of my concern,” she said. “Sit up. Cross your legs and sit with your back straight. Eyes should be cast down and place your hands palms up on your knees.”

Sexually frustrated, I closed my legs, brought my hands down, and then pushed myself upward. Sitting cross legged is easy for me thanks to my yoga classes and I tucked one foot in, kept my back straight, and adopted the pose I usually use for meditation. Well, when I try to meditate. I suck at not thinking about things. Usually when I’m told to meditate I’m thinking about sex. Of course, I also usually have something buzzing inside of my pussy when I do it too, so I’m not sure that I’m doing it properly. My yoga instructor says I may be slightly distracted.

“This position is called ‘sit’. It’s a waiting position,” Lucille explained.

I nodded. It wasn’t challenging or anything. I could hold this position for ten, maybe even fifteen minutes. It was also less stressful than “present”, mostly because there was no way for Mistress Lucille to hit my pussy or breasts with the crop. At least, not easily.

“Present,” she said simply.

I blinked, but I wasn’t surprised. If she were teaching me positions, I needed to be flexible and remember them. Going back to ones I’d just been taught was an honest attempt to help me memorize them. Besides, Kari had similar positions. I’m no newb. I laid back, lifted my arms above my head and spread my legs as wide as I freaking could. My thighs rippled with strain and I pointed my toes. Maybe, just maybe, Lucille would touch my pussy again. Even if it was with the crop. I gasped when she gave me exactly what I wanted, brushing my petals with the weapon so lightly that I couldn’t help thrusting upward toward her.

“The next position is called ‘down’. You will roll over, with your legs spread just as they are now. Hands should be behind your back, your head facing left.” Lucille gave my pussy a light tap and I gasped. I held my position for a moment, hoping for another love tap, or a stroke, or even a blistering smack, but she stepped back, giving me an expectant look.

“Yes Mistress,” I replied obediently. I swept my arms down, rolled over, and once more spread my legs. I tucked my hands up into the small of my back and waited. The crop began tapping lightly on my right buttock, then my left. It didn’t hurt. It was just… intense. I don’t even know why. Then I felt the leather head come up between my legs, the edge touching my pussy, flicking at my folds. I gasped, my buttocks clenching in response.

“No,” demanded Lucille. “Relax.”

“Yes Mistress,” I replied, trying. But it was very, very hard. My sex wanted to tighten and that made my buttocks do it too. Suddenly a sharp sting landed on my right flank and I yelped.

“No. Relax.”

“I’m trying, Mistress! I am!”

Lucille took a deep breath. “Alright, grab hold of your ass and spread your cheeks.”

I moved my hands, feeling even more vulnerable. And just a touch ridiculous. “Is… is this part of the position, Mistress?”

“Not in the least,” she replied glibly. Then the edge of the crop’s paddle touched my exposed anus, teasing me. “Try not to clench.”

Yeah, well tryin’ and doin’ are different things. I whimpered as my butt responded to the feather light touches predictably. And finally Lucille hit me. The crop smacked an exposed part of my rear and I yelped, jerking.

“Don’t clench,” Mistress Lucille repeated.

“I’m trying! Really! I am, Mistress!” I shuddered as the crop touched my bottom again, right on that one spot and I closed my eyes, trying to concentrate on staying relaxed and open. It was absolutely maddening, but after about ten seconds worth, Mistress Lucille seemed satisfied.

“Sit,” she said, taking a step back.

I immediately closed my legs, scissoring myself upright and I folded my knees, crossing my ankles. I straightened my back, set my hands on my knees and then looked downward. Lastly, I turned my hands so my palms were up and I waited.

“Present,” Lucille told me,

I hurried into the now familiar position: on my back, arms above my head, wrists crossed, legs spread as wide apart as possible. Lucille didn’t touch me with the whip.

“Down,” she ordered.

I rolled over onto my belly. I spread my legs again and put my hands in the small of my back.

“With your cheek on the ground, tuck your knees under you and lift your bottom up as high as possible. Then move your knees as wide apart as possible and place your palms as flat as possible above your head.”

Her instructions were explicit and I moved into the new position. I felt even more exposed this time and once more Mistress Lucille decided to use the crop to tease me between the legs.

“This one is called ‘Ass’. There will be times when I want to whip your cunt or paddle your bottom. This will be the position I use.”

That… that scared me. “Yes, Mistress,” I replied.

“Present,” she ordered. I rolled over and adopted the position, spreading my legs, pussy exposed and vulnerable. She studied my precision, tapped my soft, inner thigh, and nodded. “Now stand.”

I climbed to my feet obediently.

“Stand with your legs spread wide apart,” she ordered. I moved my feet about as wide as I could get them. Lucille tapped my leg with the crop lightly. “Your knees should be locked. Now bend over and put your hands on your knees.”

I folded, sticking my butt out.

“This one is called Bend.” She paused. “Breanne, can you reach your ankles? Maybe hook a finger through the ring of each ankle cuff?”

I bent a little more. Being a nubile little fuck slut has its advantages. “Yes, Mistress,” I replied as I grabbed hold of the rings.

“Excellent. You will grab your ankles for this position,” she said. “Now, sit.”

I sat down, crossed my legs, and straightened my spine. I set my hands on my knees, palms up.

“Present,” she said next.

Look, I think you get the idea.

The next new position she taught me was “Inspect.” Similar to Bend, I was on my feet, legs spread as wide as I could, except this time with my hands behind my neck and my eyes on her directly. She tapped the tips of my breasts, flicking the head of the crop up and down across each nipple. Not hard. Not even a little. It was… tantalizing. We repeated all the other positions, the repetition firming them in my brain and I was shown “Fours” and “Wait. Fours was simply down on locked elbows and knees pressed together. Head up. Wait was kneeling with my legs spread wide, ass touching my heels, fingers interlaced behind my head, thrusting my breasts forward.

We cycled through the entire set four more times and on the fourth, she turned on the vibroballs inside me. I whimpered, groaning, as she used the crop to torment me in each position, stroking and teasing, never striking, and never letting me get close to orgasm.

“We will be practicing these frequently,” Mistress Lucille assured me as I knelt on the white sheepskin rug, ass up in the air, her paddle coming up underneath me, from between my thighs, to tap mercilessly against my dangling clit. “But I’m pleased. You’ve picked these up and done them without a single snarky comment.”

I closed my eyes, wanting something… more.

“Go and help Bethany prepare lunch,” Lucille said. “Afterward we’ll see about that punishment you so richly earned during exercises this morning.”

And with that, she turned and walked out of the room.


Chapter Eighteen

Lunch was delicious, and not just because I prepared it. I found Bethany in the kitchen preparing flatbread pizza and she greeted me almost pleasantly. I followed her directions, making six different versions, from mozzarella and goat cheese with bacon bits, dried figs, and a drizzle of balsamic vinegar, to Canadian Bacon and pineapple chunks. There was an arugula and feta cheese version, with a mix of white onion and chicken that had been cooked and seasoned with garlic and onion, black pepper and salt. And there was a mini pepperoni and Italian Sausage. Everything was kept in glass containers that went back into the fridge or freezer when we were done prepping.

I ate my lunch quietly. The vibroballs were still on and I hadn’t cum, but I’d also avoided any kind of punishment and even managed not to offend Beth. At the table the two of them talked and Beth took a moment to inquire how the position training had gone. Lucille felt it necessary to have me demonstrate, and next to Bethany’s chair I was required to repeatedly spread myself open and adopt a carousel of positions, several of them multiple times, to prove that I’d learned how to adequately debase myself properly.

Afterward I was told to clean up and given a full forty-five minutes to do so. I’d just come out of the bathroom when Bethany came back into the kitchen, a dark look on her face.

“Reward time,” she announced simply.

My eyebrow went up suspiciously. “Reward time?” I asked, just a touch confused. I knew I had a punishment coming, but a reward?.

She nodded. She walked toward me, her own breasts bare and exposed, wearing just another sarong style skirt that didn’t cover shit. “Follow me,” Beth ordered. She turned and walked out of the kitchen. I padded after her and realized we were heading toward the playroom almost immediately. I felt myself ripening even more, the vibroballs now serving as a foundation for more serious sexual torment. Beth entered first and I followed, watching as she pointed toward a thick, soft looking rubber mat, positioned beneath a pulley mounted to the ceiling, with a hook and chain. Beneath the mat was a flat piece of metal, about eight inches wide and six feet long, with a pair of eye hooks welded at either end.

There was also a cart with so many scary looking items laid out on the top that I could barely categorize them. Dildos, clamps, little floggers, a zapper, tiny bottles of God only knows what, clothespins, spiked wheels. The one that caught my eye at once was the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, mostly because Beth picked it up and gave me an expectant look.

“Ass,” she said.

“Yes,” I agreed, frowning. “I have one.”

Beth’s eyes lit up with fury and her open hand lashed out before I realized that my mouth had moved before my brain. She smacked one of my boobies and I yelped, half spinning.

“No, you dumb fuck. Get on the goddamned floor and stick your ass up in the air.”

I glared at her. “You didn’t have to hit me,” I said ruefully, rubbing my breast. “I didn’t realize you wanted me to get in one of those positions.”

Beth turned and grabbed a leather flogger from off the cart too. Double wielding.

“Whoaa! Whoaa! Okay! Okay!” I said, dropping fast. I knelt on the rubber mat, planted my face on the carpet, stuck my ass up in the air with my knees spread, and pushed my hands out above my head. “There! Okay?”

Evidently my pisspoor apology was insufficient, because Beth moved behind me and swung the whip. It landed with a harsh sting and I winced, gritting my teeth as she gave me half a dozen strokes across both buttocks. I blinked, surprised to feel wetness in my eyes.

“Thank you, Beth. I’m sorry,” I managed to say when it appeared she was done.

“You should be,” she spat. She put aside the flogger. “Now hold that position.”

I lay there, my freshly whipped bottom high up in the air as she began preparing the anal plug. Something cold and slick touched my back door and I let out a desperate groan as Beth began to push. I hated that thing. I grimaced.

“Please? Do I have to have that in me? I really don’t like it.”

Beth snorted. “All the more reason to put it in then.”

“It’s long, thick, and uncomfortable,” I protested. “Especially when it extends inside me.”

“We have bigger anal toys,” she offered. “Would you prefer one of those?”

I clenched my jaw. “No,” I replied sullenly.

“Too bad. Still, Mistress Lucille wants this in your ass for the next few hours.” She started to press again.

“What?” I exclaimed, shifting, making it harder to get in. “Few hours?”

Beth let out an exasperated sound. “Breanne Erickson, if you don’t hold still, I will tie you first and then push this thing in your ass. If you cooperate now, we can go slowly and I’ll ease it in. Force me to do it the other way and I’ll lube you, then it. Afterward I’ll ram it so fast into your ass that you’ll think I used a cannon to get it in.”

I froze. That was… a vivid image. I closed my eyes, breathing through my nose, and forced myself to relax. I felt the first inch of the Thrusting Anal Vibrator’s tip going into my bottom. For those of you unaware of what this particular toy looks like, or what it can do, please imagine the Xenomorph creature from Ridley Scott’s Alien movie. Now imagine what that species' phallic member might look like. You know, if it had a penis. Now chop it off, stick it in my ass, turn it on and the damn thing shakes like a blender with nails in it, all while extending a full inch deeper into my butt. Yay.

Or, I suppose, you can just look it up on the internet. I mean… they’re for sale.

I whimpered as Beth worked it in and out and then in. Firmly in. Deeply in. Uncomfortably in. I expected her to turn it on, just to make my life worse, but she didn’t.

“Stand up,” she said, turning away. I got to my feet, keeping my legs spread somewhat, due to the thick rod of motorized Alien rubber stuck up my rear. It made walking, or even moving, challenging. Beth went to a switch near the wall, pressed it, and the hook above me descended with a light hum. I watched it warily until it got to within six or seven inches of my head. Beth came back to me and I knew what came next. I held out my wrists obediently, without even being told. The leather cuffs I was wearing had metal rings embedded in them and she slipped them over the hook. I licked my lips, not sure if I was excited, or scared. Then Beth went back to the switch and I figured it out as my hands were drawn upward.

I was scared.

She didn’t stretch me though, which I was grateful for, but I wasn’t going anywhere either. Not now. Maybe I could have gotten myself free if I needed to, but it would have taken some time and some repeated jumping… with a massive plug in my bottom.

“Spread your legs,” Beth ordered. “Wide. Out to the eyehooks.”

Changing position dropped me a few inches as I put my feet near the eyehooks in the metal, but still standing on the rubber. Beth knelt down and moved me just a bit, spreading me just a tad bit more, clipping my ankle cuffs to the metal floor. And just like that I was secure, unable to do more than twist my torso back and forth. Beth stood up, gave me a wicked grin, and then went back to the wall switch.

“Wait! Please!” I spluttered, but then she activated the motor and hauled me up even more. Another eight or so inches. I groaned as I was stretched, forced up on tiptoe.

Beth came around to my front and put her hand right up against my sex. I gasped as her fingers swirled between my petals and her palm pressed against my clit. I thrust, grinding against her, gasping as she inserted two fingers into me. I felt her nails tapping the vibroballs but then she pulled, extracting the two spherical vibrators. She switched them off, dangling them in front of me for a moment.

“Lick them,” she ordered. I stuck my tongue out, tasting my own arousal. But then she pulled them away, tossing the two connected spheres onto the cart. I watched, tense and to be honest, somewhat excited, not sure what was going to happen next. Bethany fiddled around at the cart, where I couldn’t see, then came whirling back around to face me, a clothespin in her hand.

“Let me just put this on you before I turn on the Thrusting Anal Vibrator,” Beth said, lifting the clothespin up toward my right breast. I pulled back.

“Don’t hurry on my account,” I replied, eyes locked on the wooden peg. She positioned it over my nipple and to my consternation, let it close down on just the tip, in front of the piercing, which hurt like hell. “Owwww!” I yelped, wincing. “That fucking hurts!”

“Good,” Beth retorted, then moved behind me. As my nipple burned I felt the vibrations start up and then the six and a half inch length of the anal plug in my ass extended to a full seven and a half inches. Yay for sodomization. I winced, shifting my hips, which made the stupid clothespin wiggle. My nipple was already starting to throb.

“Beth,” I panted. “That really hurts,” I pleaded with her, glancing down at the wooden peg.

“Yeah? How about now?” She asked, picking up a medium sized massager from the cart, turning it on, and then jamming it against my clitoris.

I gasped, eyes wide as pleasure streamed into me, shot up my spine and then collided with the sparks of agony coming from my right tit. As usual, my screwed up brain wasn’t sure what to do with that kind of input and it misinterpreted both, dialing down the ouch and changing the pleasure into this caustic sort of perfection. I would have folded if not for the bonds holding me open and upright. Worse, Beth held the massager against my pussy for almost a full minute, pressing hard. By the time she pulled it away I was near swooning.

And well on my way to that promised orgasm.

Beth set down the massager and stepped over to the wall rack, where an entire set of paddles were hanging. She selected a leather one, about a foot and a half long and five inches wide, and barely flexible. I stiffened as she pulled it down, gave it an experimental swing, and then marched back over to me.

“Beth?” I whimpered as she stepped behind me.

The fledgling dominatrix slammed the paddle into my butt with blistering speed and my entire body was flung forward, at least until the eyehooks at my feet and the bonds holding my wrists arrested my forward motion. I cried out, hot pain flashing through my ass as she hit me again across both buttocks. The pain was… well… I’ve felt worse, and I didn’t tear up, but damn it burned! Frankly, it made me mad. I gritted my teeth as she left a few more strokes on my bum, undoubtedly turning my cheeks as red as my hair. When the sixth blow landed I rose up on tiptoe, shaking with sensation.

“Is that all you got?” I snarled as she went back to the cart and set the paddle down. Beth ignored the comment and picked up a plastic clamp. This one had a vibrator embedded in it, as part of the clamp itself, and she came up to my left breast and began attaching it to my nipple. I whimpered, waiting for her to tighten it down, but she barely let it squeeze me, instead just giving it sufficient tension to keep it secured. It didn’t even hurt! Then she turned it on and the oscillations went right into my nipple. I gasped, then groaned. Pain. Pleasure. Pain. Pleasure.

Beth went back to the cart. In hindsight, I realize what she was doing, but right then, I still hadn’t figured it out. Mostly because I was distracted. Come on, would your brain be working smoothly if you had a six inch shaking probe extending another full inch in your ass every other second? Or if your right nipple was throbbing in agonizing pulses in time with your elevated heart rate? Of if your clit was still tingling from having been mashed with a massager? Or if you butt was still smarting from a spanking? And let’s not talk about the vibrator clamp on my other tit. So please excuse my lack of mental agility. Besides, I’m not know to be the sharpest knife in the drawer when I’m not being fucked stupid.

Bethany had not one, but two clamps in her hands when she turned back around and I stiffened in trepidation. Both were steel clover clamps, with six inch chains attached to the ends. And on the ends of those chains were metal weights. Big ones. I wasn’t sure how much weight, but I’m guessing, both from the way Beth was holding them, and from what was about to happen next, that we’re talking two pounds.

Each.

“No Beth, please? Please?” I whimpered as she knelt down on the rubber mat and set one of the clamps down by my foot. The other came up to my pussy and she pulled on my labia with her free hand, then positioned the pincers over the meaty part of my fold. I gasped as it closed and bit down, whimpering, then groaning. She slowly pulled her hand away and not only did the clamp tighten even more, I felt my left labia stretching horribly, pulled downward as the weight tried to cooperate with gravity. Beth put the other one on me and I stood there shaking, the weights swinging between my outstretched legs as she got up and went back to the damn cart.

My God… what was she going to do next?

Another clamp was in her fingers and I flinched, only to have her pluck the clothespin from my right nipple. That made me scream as the blood rushed back into my crushed tip and I grimaced as she rubbed it stiffly. That freaking hurt and I admit I blinked tears out of my eyes. Then she set the other clamp in place, not really tightening it. She turned it on and I looked up at her, grateful.

“Thank you,” I managed to say, still shaking, especially now that both breasts and my ass were being vibrated.

Beth smiled. “From now on, I want you to thank me only when I’m hurting you.”

I swallowed. “Thank you,” I said, a little more forcefully.

Beth’s eyebrow went up and she looked at me in confusion. “You're hurting?”

I glared at her. “I have clamps on my pussy lips,” I said darkly. “They hurt.”

“Oh,” she said. “Right. Sorry. Well, I’m about to give you another chance to thank me!” She turned back to the cart and I immediately regretted… well… pretty much everything. She turned back around with one of the multi headed pinwheels, which was basically just five wheels stuck together to make a super roll of sharp, metal spikes. She knelt down between my legs and to my immediate consternation, began rolling it back and forth across my clitoris.

From a pain perspective, the first few passes didn’t hurt that much and I kept my mouth shut. That was a mistake because Beth pressed harder then and I squealed. She glanced up at me, her hand still rolling the sharp little pins over and around my clit, an expectant look on her face.

“Don’t you have something to say to me?” She asked, one sharp little point digging right up into my swollen, tender clit.

Admittedly, I was in pain, but something inside me snapped. “You said to only thank you when it hurts,” I spat.

Beth blinked. Then her eyes narrowed. The wheel rolled off my clit, then back on. Except this time she was trying. I gasped, cried out, and I would have flinched away from her except I was already pushed backward to the limits of my bondage. There was nowhere for me to go. My left leg began spasming and I threw my head back, fingers tightening.

“FUCK! THANK YOU!” I yelled.

Beth smiled and the pressure lightened. “You’re very welcome,” she said simply, only to roll the pinwheel back across my clit.

“Thank you!” I blurted out. “Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! Thank you!” It came out in a rush, but not a single one of my words stopped her as she continued to poke dozens of tiny holes in my clit and the surrounding flesh. “Please! Beth! Please! Thank you!”

None of it stopped her. For almost a minute she pressed those damn sharp pins into just my clit. She didn’t go down the outstretched labia. She just tormented my clit. It was horrible. And wonderful. I’m not sure. All I knew was that I was trembling like a leaf when she finally pulled the pinwheel away and stood up. She set it down on the cart and grabbed one of the small bottles. I whimpered as she moved around behind me and then touched my bottom.

Her fingers were slippery and she began kneading and rubbing my ass, first with one hand, then both. It wasn’t soft and tender. She worked her fingers deep into my gluts, but after everything else, it felt fucking amazing. Sure, it made my labia hurt even more as the weights swung, but combined with the buzzing against both nipples and the Thrusting Anal Vibrator violating my rear end, it was a welcome distraction and I went from agony to ecstasy pretty quick. The minute or two she spent massaging my bum were moments of pure pleasure and I groaned appreciatively.

I did not thank her.

She went back to the cart and set the bottle back down, only to pick up a very small leather paddle. The end wasn’t any wider than two inches and even with the handle it couldn’t have been longer than eight or nine inches. She went to my right breast, pulled the vibrator clamp off my tit, and turned it off with a flick of her finger. Then, much to my consternation, she began bunching up my breast, squeezing it with her left hand, getting her fingers around the base.

“I’m about to thank you again, aren’t I?” I whispered.

Beth laughed. “Oh hell yeah.”

“I’m confused.”

“I have no doubt,” she replied, raising the paddle.

“What are you doing to me?” I asked, stressed and dangling and aching.

She smiled. “Torturing you.” Then she began hitting my left nipple with a flurry of sharp, hard strokes.

I clenched my jaw and threw my head back as the pain shot through my breast. The little sap in her hand left a hot sting, right on the sensitive tip and I admit that the switch between pleasure and pain was leaving me shaking, both physically and emotionally. I wasn’t sure what was coming next. I blurted out a half dozen thanks as she left a similar count of strokes on my left boob, only to have her toss the paddle down, grab a huge vibrator, and then kneel down between my legs.

I cried out again when she removed the heavy clamps from my labia, setting them on the floor next to her. But then she slid, gently mind you, the entire length of the vibrator, which was already buzzing at maximum, right up into my pussy.

Oh fucking hell yes.

For a minute, maybe two, I was driven senseless with arousal and I was shocked at how close to the edge I got. Maybe Beth sensed it. Maybe my thrusting back against her pumping hand was a sign. Maybe I got beet red in the face. Or maybe I was panting like a dog in heat. But Beth left me there, right on the edge, wanting and desperate as she pulled the vibrator out of my pussy.

“Up on tiptoe please,” she said politely a moment later. Trembling, I lifted up, only to shake my head as she slipped angled spike plates beneath both my heels. I pulled downward on the hook holding my hand. I knew about those plates. Mike the Hardware Guy had made about two dozen for the various mistresses of the Society. They were just thin pieces of wood and he’d hammered different sized nails through. They looked like wedges. You could put your weight on one, without fear of having your foot punctured, but it wouldn’t feel good.

Then Beth removed the vibrating clamp from my right nipple, put it on the cart, and picked up her stupid sap again. I hung my head as she bunched up my tit and began smacking it harshly.

“Thank you,” I wheezed after she was done turning my nipple into a fiery landscape of excoriated flesh. She smiled, tossed the little paddle away, sank down on her knees, and proceeded to lick and suck on my clitoris. Two minutes of that brought me right back to the edge and then she stood, grabbed a cane from the wall, and left a half dozen welts across my bottom. I danced, feeling the pinpricks of the nails on the bottoms of my feet, especially in the arches and I swung there from the ceiling, blubbering “thank you, thank you, thank you,” over and over.

Beth moved to my right nipple, a soft paint brush in hand, only to tease and torment the tip with the bristles for almost five minutes. It was maddening. Direct, unceasing stimulation. Then she grabbed the sap again. Stepping back, she brought it up between my legs in a vicious snap, smacking my pussy hard.

And that’s not just how the first thirty minutes of my torment went. It’s how the full two hours of it happened.

I don’t even remember all the things Bethany did to me. I only remember the order. Left nipple, then my clit, followed by my ass, then going up to my right nipple, and ending with my pussy. Rinse and repeat. It meant that on every loop I’d get a different sensation. Once pain, then pleasure. Or vice versa. I don’t know. I don’t remember. By the time we were thirty minutes in I was pretty much brain dead and just responding to stimuli.

There were garrote clamps for my breasts. And oil. And hot wax. And a flogger. And vacuum clamps. She held point vibrators to my nipples. She ran the pinwheel across them. Once she sucked and licked the tender tips. My clit received even worse torments. There was an alligator clamp with a vibrating pendant and I’m not even sure if that was supposed to be a pain or a pleasure torment. She dabbed cold hot cream on my clit. She used the point vibrator on it. She tied a string around my clit and hung my vibroballs from the string. On. She put a tweezer clamp with a bell on my clit, listening to it ring non-stop as my hips jerked wildly in response to all the other horrific and wonderful things she did to my body.

My bottom… well… there were a few more impacts delivered, once from a quirt and once from a wooden paddle, but other torments included having a violet wand dance across my ass, electricity zipping into my beaten ass. I had my butt cheeks oiled and then she held the massager to each buttock in turn. And the highlight was at one point she turned off the Thrusting Anal Vibrator for an entire cycle!

But the things Beth did to my pussy…

Binder clamps holding my folds together. One of those crazy Japanese multi-function vibrators with lights and corkscrewing motion. Chopstick clamps on each labia. A grotesquely thick dildo on a stick, jammed in hard. The flogger spun fast and brought up between my legs, the thin rubber strands snapping at my folds. Vibroballs, inside me and left on for a full cycle. A thick bristle brush shoved into my depths, only to have her fuck me brutally with it. Another soft rubber dildo, gently thrust into me over and over, followed by a metal stand placed beneath me, the top capped with a metal prism, the point facing upward and set against my abused, hurting, dripping, desperate sex, while she removed the stupid prick plates beneath my feet.

Each cycle took anywhere between ten and fifteen minutes and by the time Lucille arrived, I was mad. Mad with pain. Mad with pleasure. Mad with need.

***

Mistress Lucille grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head upward, looking me in the eyes. They didn’t focus and even after I blinked it took a moment for me to realize she was there.

“Mistress…” I croaked, still shuddering. My body trembled like a California building in an earthquake and I was so desperate for orgasm that I would have agreed to anything. “She… she won’t… I need…” I managed to say.

Lucille smiled and wrapped her arms around me, squeezing. “Sssshhh, Breanne. I know.” She hugged me. “I can give you what you want, but it will cost you.”

Another spasm rocked me, probably because the Thrusting Anal Vibrator was at its maximum settings and I’d basically been sodomized for over two hours. Or maybe it was the fact that my right nipple was sporting an alligator clamp with a vibrating pendant hanging from it. Or maybe it was the fact that my clit had been sucked into a vacuum vial. I’m not sure.

“Are you willing to give me what I want in exchange for an orgasm?” She asked, letting go of me.

I nodded frantically. “Yes! Oh God YES Mistress! Please let me cum!”

Lucille smiled and stroked my face. “Good.”

She stepped back and I panicked for a second as Beth came back up to me. Flinching away from her did nothing however, like it hadn’t for the last two hours, and her hand came up between my legs, only to release the vial clamp on my clit. I whimpered, thrusting my hips lewdly. Then she removed the alligator clamp on my nipple and I screamed as she bent down and sucked the entire teat into her mouth. I felt her tongue swirling and she held me tight as I struggled.

When Bethany pulled away, Mistress Lucille put one of her metal post stands between my legs. Attached to the top was a thick phallus. She didn’t bother to lubricate it. There was no need. She positioned it right beneath my pussy, adjusted the stand to extend the pole, and a moment later the entire rubber rod was inside me. I started to bounce, working myself into a froth.

There was also a clip on the front and Mistress Lucille snapped the medium massager into place, adjusting it upward so that it touched my engorged clitoris. I was so sensitive that I mewled, just from the contact, but then she reached out, cupping my chin, forcing me to look at her.

“I’m going to turn on the vibrators now. You are going to cum. When you do, I’m going to hurt you. Do you understand?”

I nodded. I didn’t see Beth move behind me.

“Good,” Lucille said simply. As she let my chin go, Beth dropped a red rubber ball gag over my head and forced it into my mouth.

I was too… on edge to object. I bit down, eyes wild. My hips were grinding, blood boiling. Breasts and ass aching so much… I just didn’t care.

Until Lucille started putting on rubber gloves.

I hadn’t seen the lancets in the small plastic case.

Beth turned on the vibrator between my legs. Then the massager, just as Mistress Lucille opened the tiny box. Each pin was two inches long, the safe end capped with a light blue plastic knob. I panicked, shaking and mewling into the gag. But the slow vibrations between my legs didn’t feel slow. They sent me spiraling into ecstasy and I couldn’t help myself. I saw the metaphorical “cliffs of orgasm” and knew I was running straight at the edge, fully intending to jump.

Beth came back up with a roll of black electrical tape, and to my distress, began binding my breasts, one at a time, turning the soft blobs of well beaten, shocked, clamped, licked, sucked, and hurting bosom into a pair of taut, hot globes, the nipples stark and easy targets. Lucille licked her lips and got into position, watching me acutely.

“Cum Breanne. You want it.”

And God forgive me, I did. I wanted it. I needed it. I had to have it. I tilted my head back and shrieked into the fucking gag as my loins tightened. It was just too much. The vibrations in my ass, against my clit, inside my pussy! Not to mention the in and out thrusting of the anal vibrator. Then I felt a pressure on my left breast, a sharp prick, then a caustic and biting pain as Lucille pushed the first needle through my throbbing nipple.

The orgasm was, well… rather impressive. Lucille probably thought I was screaming from pain, from the thin metal sliding through the tip of my breast. But honestly, it was because I was cumming. I shook violently as Mistress Lucille stepped back, clearly admiring her handiwork as I squirted and exploded.

As the wave of ecstasy ebbed she stepped back forward, her hands going down to the base of the vibrator in my pussy. I was still twitching, the enormous levels of adrenaline that had just been shot through my body triggering spasms. In the back of my mind I was done. Satisfied. Whole.

She turned the vibrator up. Then the massager.

Set to medium now, both toys sent flurries of fresh sensation into my pussy and clit and suddenly that left over adrenaline focused. My hips moved again and a fresh surge of need began circulating. It was then I realized my left nipple was throbbing, hurting in a way that I’d not experienced even once with Beth. My eyes snapped open, looking around for my nemesis, only to find her sitting on her stool, watching eagerly, legs spread open while she toyed with one of the vibrators she’d used on me earlier.

Lucille began stroking my other breast, the one without the needle sticking through it. “You want another orgasm,” she said simply. I nodded, a line of salvia starting to drip from my lip, down toward my chin. Lucille turned, got another lancet and held it up. “Perfect.”

This time she didn’t wait for me to cum. She slid it through my other nipple, just in front of my piercing. Pain shot through my breast and I wailed. I went up on tiptoe, then slammed back down, even as the vibrator and massager worked their magic, driving me back up the mountain toward that same edge.

Mistress Lucille got another lancet and with a smile, went back to the first nipple she’d pierced and drove it through the pink tip. Perpendicular to the first. I cried out again, pain bursting through me. Across from me, Beth slid the vibrator she was holding deep into her pussy, groaning softly. My own cunt quivered and squeezed the huge, shaking phallus inside me and I couldn’t help grinding down as another orgasmic wave began to build. A tsunami creeping up toward the shore.

Mistress Lucille got another lancet, the fourth, and with a grin of delight, pushed it through my right nipple. I chewed on the gag, a flurry of sound, harsh and bright, came from my mouth and I closed my eyes, trying to unpack all the different sensations. There was so much hurt, all from my breasts, but the fucking vibrations! Suddenly my bottom felt good and I began pumping my hips, fucking the phallus inside me hard and fast.

“That’s it, Breanne. Fuck it hard!” Mistress Lucille encouraged me. I bounced madly, feeling the wellspring of need fountain inside me again, erupting in a current of lust so strong, so violent that it swept me away. I mewled again, this time with pent up frustration and even the fifth needle being pushed into my breasts did nothing to stem the tide. I cried out, the second orgasm cresting, rushing up to engulf me, even as Mistress Lucille pushed a third needle into my right nipple, the sixth in a box of ten. I screamed, the pain only pushing the need and when I exploded, fluids shot out of my pussy, around the vibrator filling me, splattering the rubber mat upon which I was standing.

Mistress Lucille stood there as the sound of my climax engulfed her, a loud and caustic cry that seemed to echo through the hardness of the room. There was an edge to it as well, an underlying ripple that cut like daggers as it slid across my skin. Pain and pleasure washed over me and I had trouble locating its source of the sound. It wasn’t quite a shriek, but it was more than a wail and while there was clearly a sense of acute suffering in the tone, there was something else, something more tangible, embedded in the harmonies. I couldn’t put my finger on it. Satisfaction? Need maybe? Utter desperation? Overwhelming lust? The squalling noise had so many layers to it that I wasn’t even able to unpack the harmonies, much less categorize it all. Then the sound died away, replaced by ragged breathing.

“That was a good start,” whispered Mistress Lucille, leaning over me, stroking my sides, my breasts, even my loins. “Let’s do another one.”

I blinked and lifted my head, panting as I strained to look at her. Lucille was so different from Kari. Tall, dark, powerful. A titan instead of a goddess. Frightening instead of beautiful. Her brown hair was braided and came down to her shoulders. Her brown eyes flashed with hunger and need. Her gaze was piercing, her nose sharp and angular, and her mouth could curl upward in a vicious, sadistic smile, or downward in a disapproving frown. She wore skin-tight, black leather pants, along with a vest of the same material, and looked every inch the vicious dominatrix.

I shook my head and even tried to say something, but the red rubber ball gag made my words unintelligible. I pulled on the hook above me and even tried to close my legs, thwarted by the way I was bound, arm bound above my head, wrists wrapped in tight leather cuffs, legs spread wide, toes barely touching the ground, ankle cuffs secured to the floor.

Mistress Lucille tapped the massager again, then the vibrator and I groaned as the vibrations increased to full power. All of them combined and the intensity seemed to overwhelm me. The worst came from the incessant oscillations of the massager, pressed heavily against my sore, over-sensitized clitoris. The synthetic cock I was impaled upon seemed to pump in and out of me and made waves of acute pleasure. The Thrusting Anal Vibrator… well… that was still going.

Everything hurt and everything felt good. I whimpered, mewling as I struggled to resist, to hold off, to deny myself that pleasure. It wasn’t that I didn’t crave it. I did. I wanted to cum so desperately that I could feel myself thrusting against the massager, tightening around the motorized dildo. Even the damn thing in my ass felt good. The juices were dripping down my thighs, or dripping onto the floor of Mistress Lucille’s play room. It was the punishment for not yet cumming that concerned me.

Mistress Lucille held out her hand and Bethany handed her another small, sterile, plastic encased medical lancet. The dominatrix took it with that same, wicked, vicious smile, uncapped it, and then held it up so that I had a very good view of the slender steel pin.

“Straight in?” She asked rhetorically. “Or through and through?” She smiled wickedly. “You know, Bre. All you have to do is stop trying to cum.”

I shook my head, screeching through the gag, my words unintelligible. I was pleading with her not to pierce me again. And maybe, just maybe, I was asking her to do it. To pin me as the next orgasm hit me. Pain shot through my breasts, wrapping around my heart, and then colliding with the vibrations coming up from between my legs. I was a sodden mess, my pussy clenching and releasing, hips thrusting, every muscle tightening as I was forced toward another climax. Mistress Lucille bent over, her eyes locked on my left nipple. I felt the agonizing tug as she pulled on it with the other pins, pain shooting through me. Then came the fresh prick, the sharp puncturing sensation, and another piercing metal rod slid through my tit.

A sound filled the room, loud and caustic, as my body tightened once more, with need, with hurt, with underlying layers of agony and ecstasy. What the hell was making that sound?

Fire and heat and lightning and pure, unadulterated satisfaction. My hips jerked and as I started to black out, I realized that the source of the loud and caustic sound, the one with underlying layers of agony and ecstasy, was just me.
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