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Freshen Up

“Breanne!” I heard her call from the back of the office. “Breanne? Can you please come here?”

I shifted in my chair, feeling the wetness as the sensation of slick leather gliding across my bottom caused a noticeable distraction from the commanding summons. Twisting, I glanced down the hallway behind me, but I could see that Kari wasn’t at her desk. She’d been unusually needy the last few days and with careful consideration for the ridiculously high heels I was wearing, I stood up, smoothing down the hem of my dress. It was a short, little black number that Kari had purchased for me, and except for the fact that it wasn’t actually long enough to cover my rear end, especially while sitting, or that the bodice was daringly cut along the sides and just a tad bit too small to hold in my bosom, the dress fit like a glove.

A too tight, bulging at the seams, awkward glove.

The stilettoes made me leery of hurrying, as did the soft vibrations coming up from my loins, so I took my time going down the hallway. Another quick glance into her office confirmed that my boss, mistress, lover, and best friend wasn’t doing paperwork, so I took the corner and checked the kitchenette. Occasionally I would find her in there, making coffee, but today it was empty. Then I investigated her art room. This second “office” was full of pens and papers and paint and colored pencils, the tools of her trade as an interior designer, but no Kari. So, I continued to the conference room.

I found her standing at the end of the massive mahogany table. Blonde, tall, and gorgeous, Kari Anders was the epitome of natural beauty. Her suit was immaculate, and today colored the same shade of crimson as my hair. An off-white blouse seemed to shimmer beneath the jacket and looked as smooth as silk. Her ears, throat, and ring finger glittered with diamonds, and her shoes cost more than my monthly apartment rent. Maybe. Probably.

She smiled at me and then gestured at the table. A long strip of soft rubber matting had been laid across the full length. It was black and could probably best be described as a cabinet liner.

“Get up on the table,” she said quietly. “I want to freshen you up.”

I blinked, hesitating at the new term. “Freshen me up?” I asked, suspicious as hell.

Kari nodded, her face stern. I could tell she was in a mood, so I decided not to argue with her.

“Do you want me to take off my dress?” I asked, my mouth curling up into a teasing smile. Kari and I were lovers, of a sort, and I didn’t mind being a little naughty at the office. Or a lot.

She shook her head. “Just lay down. On your back. And spread your legs.”

“Ah,” I said knowingly. The dress was short enough that the position would bare everything below my navel all by itself. I kept my eyes on her as I turned my bottom to the table and hopped up, finding a seat. The bare skin of my buttocks pressed against the smooth and polished tabletop and I slid backward until I found the rubber runner, and then laid back. I brought my feet up and set the heels of the black stilettoes on the runner, my knees bent, and I felt the cool air of the room caress my petals as my dress slid upward around my waist, exposing every little bit of me from my belly button down. If Kari wanted to see pussy, she was undoubtedly getting an eyeful of wet pink perfection.

I stretched out languorously. “Is this how you wanted me, Kari?” I taunted, spreading my knees wide apart in a pose I knew would excite her. “Did you want to make me wet?” I was soaked already, thanks to the vibrating egg buzzing softly inside me, but I said it anyway. I reached down between my legs and pressed fingers to either side of my exposed clitoris, knowing that she would see it. Maybe she’d use her mouth? A dildo? Something more nefarious?

I smiled at her, eyes glittering, and she bent over to the side, reaching for something in the seat of one of the conference chairs. Her hand came back up, gripping something long and black, and instantly my smile faltered as she shook out the flogger, the multitude of thin rubber strands waving with menace.

“Oh,” I whispered in sudden understanding. “You meant freshen up.”

Kari nodded, her eyes brightening. “Now, I don’t want you making too much noise, and if you do, I’m going to gag you.”

I gulped. I hate gags.

“But if you’re a good little girl, and don’t close your legs, then I won’t have to get the gag.”

I blinked. “So, I get gagged if I close my legs? Or if I make noise?” The tone was just a tad bit sarcastic.

Kari gave me an irritated look, and then moved fast, swinging the whip. It swished down, passing my knees, sending a forceful breeze across my thighs, only to land solidly on my sex. The rubber strands bit into me, some lashing down on my petals, some digging deep into my depths. Others found bare skin. I let out a sharp yelp, mostly in surprise, and lifted my bottom up off the table.

But I didn’t close my legs. Because I liked it.

Kari smiled wickedly. “Very good. Now, keep your legs open.”

She swung the whip overhand and this time there was no stopping. I felt the rubber strands strike my sex, stinging heat overlapping the fluttering sensation of the first stroke, and the pressure I’d been feeling all morning from the vibrating egg seemed to double instantly. I clenched my teeth, closing my eyes as stroke after stroke fell upon my loins, forcing my sex open, spreading my petals, and tearing at my clit. Kari didn’t hit me hard, but she hit me fast, and by the time we got to the fifteenth stroke my hips were starting to roll. My body began to become sensitized by the direct stimulation and the wet smacking sound of the rubber strands slapping against my pussy made my head spin.

Of course, the other issue was the vibrating egg. Kari had slid it into me that morning, a fist sized ovoid object, stuffed to the brim with a battery powered motor, which was running, even at that moment, in low pulses of sex swirling sweetness. The very same stimulation that had left me slipping along the leather seat of my chair, combined with the stinging heat of the whip, left me breathless. Need; raw and unfiltered, seemed to burst from within my loins, struggling to escape, and I lifted my bottom off the table, an offering to the goddess herself, as my body seemed to beg for more. This spread my legs even wider, which was what Kari wanted.

And she took that offering.

There was a roaring in my ears and I brought my hands to my chest, shoving my fingers into the bodice of the dress from the sides, grabbing at my tits. I squeezed roughly, finding my nipples, pinching them and rolling the stiff points around as Kari continued beating out dark rhythms on my slit. I closed my eyes, a low pitched wail of desperate longing escaping my lips and I felt my pulse pounding as Kari hit me. I closed my eyes, chest heaving, a flurry of sensation overwhelming me until I couldn’t take it.

“Yes!” I blurted out. “Yes! Hit me! Harder!” I groaned, teeth clenched. My knees spread as the soles of my shoes came together, a butterfly on a flower.

Silence. Utter stillness.

My eyes snapped open and I looked down between my breasts. Kari had backed away, and even sat down. Her eyes were on my dripping, pink tinged, hot slit.

“Kari?” I whimpered, hot blooded need coursing through my veins.

Her eyes came up to mine and she smiled. “I believe you’re fresh now. You may return to the front desk.”

Hot lust surged through me, demanding satisfaction. “Kari?”

Her head tilted sideways. “You heard me.”

I pulled my hands out of my dress and practically sat up. “Kari? Please? Whip me more?”

She shook her head. “No. You’re too hot. Too bothered. Too close. I want to drag this out.” She stood up, the flogger swinging from her hand.

My mouth dropped and I watched as she started heading for the door. “Kari!” I half shouted. “You can’t leave me like this!”

Her eyes rolled. “Of course I can,” she sneered. Then she was gone. I lay there on the table, panting desperately, tormented. Finally, I heaved myself up, the horrible ache of denial running through me and returned to my chair. To suffer.

***

It was almost lunch time when Kari appeared at the side of my desk. I was in quite the state, the vibrations of the egg toy keeping me right on the cusp of sexual climax, but without sufficient force or energy to push me over the edge to orgasm. It was a maddeningly frustrating situation. My chair was soaked, and my own excretions had slicked the seat, leaving me uncomfortable as my bare bottom slipped and slid back and forth, responding to my pumping hips and throbbing clit.

The flogging Kari had given me an hour or so earlier had faded in intensity, the stinging heat of the rapid but admittedly light beating dissipating quickly. But the memory of it, of being laid out on the table, legs spread, my new black dress slipping up around my hips without even needing to be pulled to my waist, opening myself up for her, was so vivid, so present in my mind, that I kept mentally reliving it, making the denial she’d inflicted upon me even worse.

And then she was there again, right beside me. “It’s time to freshen up,” Kari said simply. She turned and walked away and I realized she meant for me to follow her. I stood up, ignoring the disgustingly large wet smear I’d left on the leather seat of my chair, in a rather enticingly erotic shape, and went down the hall. My stilettos were soundless on the carpet and I could feel my thighs sliding against each other, both slick with my arousal. When I turned the corner, I spotted Kari disappearing into the conference room. I hurried along then, only to find her waiting for me in the exact same spot as before. At the end of the table.

Yes. I looked for the flogger, but she wasn’t holding it. Maybe it was in the chair.

“Please lay down on the table with your legs spread,” she told me again, pointing at the rubber runner still protecting her precious mahogany surface. “And no matter what, keep them open.”

I didn’t waste time. My heart jumped and I knew, as horny as I was, that another flogging of my pussy was going to be more than sufficient to push me over the edge. I couldn’t help grinning as I climbed up on the table, twisting and lying flat on the runner, spreading my legs and offering up my leaking gash as a target. Excitement seemed to pour through me and I knew I was about to cum. How could I not? I let out a little laugh. “Freshen up.” It must be code for “get flogged between the legs.”

This time I slid my hands into the front of the dress before she even started and I was already teasing my nipples when she bent over to pick up the flogger. I closed my eyes, spreading my knees even further, opening myself up, exposing my dripping slit, waiting in breathless anticipation for the rubber strands to slash down, catching my folds, leaving me in stinging, hot satisfaction.

Which is why I stiffened and gasped, my knees almost touching, when something sharp and prickly rolled up my labia and over my clitoris. My eyes snapped open and this time I looked down to see Kari bent over my lower half. She was holding something metal in her hand and even as the sharp little spikes flashed in the light, I knew exactly what was happening. She had a Wartenburg pinwheel and was running the point speckled surface over my loins, perforating my labia and clit, and leaving me a trembling mess.

“Kari!” I blubbered. “You’re supposed to whip me!”

She looked up, an amused grin on her face. “On the contrary, I’m supposed to do whatever I want. The fact that you wish to be whipped did not escape me. Which is why you are being ‘freshened’ in a different manner. Now hold still and keep your legs open.”

I lowered my head, staring up at the ceiling. The prickling crawled up my sex again and this time, when she rolled the spiked wheel over my clitoris, she pressed a little harder. I gasped and tried to resist thrusting, or pumping, or moving, or rolling, but she seemed to know exactly where to put the pinpricks best. I gritted my teeth, discomfort and hurt blossoming between my legs as my knees twitched.

I started counting the seconds and spread my arms wide, fingers clenched into fists as Kari continued to inflict back and forth rolls across my sex, each spin of the wheel leaving tiny, shallow punctures in the very top layer of my skin. I knew she wasn’t pushing hard enough to draw blood, but she was definitely deep enough to reach the thin layer of nerves. I struggled to remain still, to remain open, and to be accepting, but for almost ten minutes she rolled the pinwheel over my clitoris, up and down my labia, scoring my flesh. The vibrating egg continued to buzz inside me and eventually I was gibbering, my chest heaving as the pain and arousal met and fought. And like any war zone, I was the ultimate loser.

Then, after one particularly vicious roll across my clit, that had me jerking half upright in pain, grimacing as I cried out, Kari pulled away from my exposed sex and came around the table. The pinwheel waved in the air as she came up to my shoulder, looking down at me in excitement.

“We’re almost done,” she assured me.

I was panting. “Almost?” I whined. She nodded, a warm smile on her face. Then she grabbed the bodice of the dress and tugged it inward, toward my sternum. And both my tits popped out on either side.

“Aaahhh!” I exclaimed, hands coming up, but she caught one of mine with hers and then the pinwheel rolled up the side of my freshly exposed boob, spun up one side of my turgid nipple, drove the sharp pins straight down into the hard tip, and then rolled around to leave a series of little red marks along the underside of my bosom. I shook, shuddering and it was everything I could do not to make a grab for her wrist. Instead I grimaced, eyes closing as she did the other side of my chest. Little needles pricked and bit and stuck at my breasts until I could barely lay still.

“P-p-please…” I whimpered, still not daring to close my legs. Maybe even hoping she still intended to bring out her flogger.

Then she lifted the pinwheel. “There. All done.” She left, whirling and spinning and after I reached up to wipe away a single tear, she was gone.

***

“You need to be freshened up,” Kari said to me an hour and a half later. My head snapped up from where I’d been looking at the snapdragons, eyes wide.

“What? No! Not here!” I hissed, glancing around the garden. Kari had stopped at one of our favorite gardens after picking up take out and we’d found a secluded little cove to eat in. Granted, there was quite a bit of privacy, at least when it came to eating. Anyone walking down the main path could look in, see the single table occupied, and under general principle, leave us alone. But having a picnic lunch was a far cry from being exposed from the waist down, with your legs spread, so your boss, mistress, lover, and friend could do something utterly vicious to your pussy!

Kari pointed to the wooden bench that was positioned off to the side of the little copse of trees. “There I think. You can lay back and don’t forget to spread your legs.”

I shook my head. “Kari! This is a public place! You can’t do this here!”

Her eyes rolled. “Of course I can. Though I suppose you can refuse me, which then puts you in conflict with your general nature. Are you a nympho humiliation pain slut?”

I bit my lip and looked down. “Yes,” I replied sullenly.

“Are you not required by the rules governing that title, to immediately submit to any and all torments and/or punishments I wish to inflict upon your body?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” The sound of my voice was small and timid.

“And am I correct in thinking that exposing you in a public fashion is not on your list of limits?”

Getting arrested was, but I knew damned well that the risk of that was minimal. I didn’t bother to answer. I just nodded. I was fucked. Or not fucked. Doomed. Certainly doomed.

Kari continued on. “So, you will obediently go and lay down on the bench. You will pull up your dress to appropriately display your pussy. You will then spread your legs to either side of the bench, and I will then freshen you.”

Slowly I stood up. The small, rickety wooden chair creaked as I scooted it back. Inside me, the soft and incessant vibrations of the egg churned my insides. Then I moved over to the bench. It was cedar, or pine. I wasn’t really paying attention. I was mortified. She was going to do something to me here. In the garden. Out in public. I sat down and then laid back. I never would have done it under other circumstances, but this was Kari asking me to do it. Telling me to do it. I lifted my right foot over the wooden seat and then closed my eyes as my dress, for the umpteenth time that day, rode up, exposing my perfect, beaten, needle-pricked pussy.

My very, very wet pussy.

Kari opened her purse and with a quick glance down the path, just to make sure we were actually alone, she pulled out a vicious looking leather strap. It was eight inches long and attached to a wooden handle. Not a paddle or a sap, it was highly flexible and she positioned herself at the end of the bench as my eyes widened in alarm.

“Kari!” I gasped, trying to keep my voice down. “Wait! That will hurt! I’ll make too much…”

She swung the strop down, the leather curling against my entire sex. I tightened instantly, my body locking around the vibrating egg, trembling as I clenched my jaw, eyes shutting as my spine arched. Pain exploded between my legs, a burning heat that seared my petals and almost made me cry out. My knees wavered in the air, almost closing, but I managed to keep enough of my senses to avoid almost certain punishment.

Kari didn’t wait for me to calm down, or for the scorched sensation of the impact to fade. Hell no. She lifted her arm again and brought it slashing down for round two. The leather strap smacked wetly into my cunt, flattening and mashing my folds, tearing at my clit, and seemingly burning the surface layers of my pussy. I thrust upward, one hand jammed into my mouth to keep quiet, and my hips jerked and thrashed as the pain bursts and unfolded along my sex. Kari swung again, and then a fourth time, each blow bringing a burst of color behind my closed eyelids.

My God… it fucking hurt! It was brutal and fast. She didn’t give me time to adjust, to embrace the pain, to even accept it! It was just light and fury and heat, like igniting a rocket that must burn hot and fast, only to peter out when the fuel is exhausted. Four strokes turned into a dozen and I began to lose the struggle. My knees came up, the distance between my thighs tightening as I chewed on a finger. More pain exploded on my clit, the wet slapping sound of the spanks punctuated by my muffled cries. Finally, Kari nailed me perfectly, the tip of the strap slapping down hard, right on my sensitive, swollen nub, the full length spreading downward to excoriate my labia. There was no way I could keep the full-throated wail from bursting from my throat and my knees slammed together as I curled up, protecting my delicate parts.

She let out a sigh of satisfaction. “Finally,” she whispered. Then Kari straightened and smiled down at me, as if my disobedience was not only expected, but welcome. I lay there trembling, my hands between my legs as the burn began to fade into an intoxicating heat. Then the vibrations seemed to intensify, the egg toy inside me rumbling faster and harder. I gasped and a fresh flurry of spasms rocked me on the bench, until I wasn’t feeling anything but sexual need. I pressed on my sore clit, my fingers finding the wet and protruding nub, and I moaned.

“Please stand up,” Kari said quietly. “And do not touch yourself.”

I opened my eyes and rolled over to look at her. I was panting, my face flushed, my sex dripping. I pulled my fingers out of my slit, the tips soaked. Slowly I sat up and put my stilettos on the ground. I stood up, still breathing hard, and looked at my mistress with an expression of utter predation. I licked my lips, looking at Kari from under half closed eyelids. Energy coursed through my veins and I wanted to grab hold of her and drag her down, to rip her expensive blouse from her body and devour her breasts. I wanted to press my face into her slit and lick her clit until she was screaming from orgasm. And I wanted to do it again and again, and damn the consequences.

I took one step forward and Kari lifted the strop.

“Bare your breasts,” she said, challenging me. Her voice rang up and she straightened to her full height. Her hair flashed, blowing back over her shoulder and her entire demeanor changed. She was the goddess I worshiped, the mistress I knew and loved and obeyed. “Hands behind your head,” she ordered.

Suddenly, the little submissive fuck slut was back. I bared my breasts, pushing the front of the dress inward so that both full curves popped loose from the sides. The huge nipples stood pink and waiting, the silver barbell piercings glinting dully in the light. I lifted both arms and interlaced my fingers at the nape of my neck. I watched as Kari lifted the strop, and with a perfectly aimed swing, lashed it horizontally across my chest.

The flexible leather snapped against my breasts, flattening and mashing them, even as the wet hide tore at my nipples. I gasped, eyes widening as the pain shot up through my jugs, combining perfectly with the ripples of pleasure still streaming up from between my legs. I trembled as she swung again, once more taking both breasts with a single blow, forcing me to grimace as the strap glanced off my bouncing boobs with a surprisingly loud smack. I winced, looking away as she spanked my breasts with the strop, until my breasts felt hot and heavy, burning with the sting, and aching deep. A moment later I heard her gasp and I opened my eyes.

A nice-looking couple were standing at the path to our little alcove, looking in. The man’s eyes were wide as he stared at my bared and now quite liberally striped chest, while she gaped.

“Sorry,” he mumbled. Then she whirled and pulled him away.

Kari jerked and looked back over her shoulder. She frowned as I hurriedly shoved my hurting breasts back into my dress and smoothed the hem down. But I was shaking as I did, energy coursing through me, desperation and wanton need sloshing through my veins.

“I think we’re done for now,” she said simply. Then she tucked the strop away in her bag and began cleaning up the remnants of our lunch.

I didn’t say another word.

But I burned.

***

The vibrating egg trembled violently inside me and I squirmed wetly in my chair, face flushed, while my hips jerked and thrust. Across from me, the empty expanse of the building’s atrium stood like a powder keg waiting to explode and my eyes snapped back and forth across the glass wall of our suite, expecting someone to emerge from the stairwell, or from the direction of the main entrance, or from the elevator. More of the offices had opened after the COVID lockdown and traffic was almost back to normal, which meant more opportunity for Kari to humiliate me.

In fact, that was exactly what she’d been doing since we got back to the office. Kari had been playing with the vibrating egg remote, all the way from her desk, changing the frequency and strength of the sexual oscillations and I had little doubt that she understood exactly what she was doing to me. Ripples of lust ran through my body like static electricity and charged particles made my hair want to stand up on end. I twitched in my seat, the metaphorical “ants in her pants” description running patently through my mind. I wanted to cum, desperately.

But the fact that Kari was deliberately holding back, keeping me from achieving climax, was starting to wear on me. She’d flogged my pussy that morning, then perforated it from top to bottom before lunch. Then came the embarrassing after lunch session in the garden, my pussy on display for a rather public whipping. Now it was nearing three o’clock and I was once more at the edge of sanity, sexually focused on trying to get satisfaction instead of on surviving. Or… you know… on work.

Remember, she pays me for this.

I was just on the verge of doing something stupid when I heard her approach. The soft sigh of silk, the light sound of her footsteps, and then she was there beside me, looking down. I can only imagine what I must have looked like; face flushed, breasts bulging out of the sides of the dress, only barely contained by the small bodice, hips rolling as I smeared the continuous flow of sex juice around my leather seat. I looked up at her, once more becoming breathless as her sapphire colored eyes stared down at me with the same sort of hunger I felt for her. I wanted to undress her, running my tongue along every delicious curve until I found her sweet spot, licking until she quivered.

And I was aware of what she wanted to do to me.

“It’s time to freshen up,” Kari said softly.

I swallowed my need, my frustration, my urges, and rose quietly, with only a simple nod of obedience. I didn’t follow her. I led the way, stepping quickly as we made our way back to the conference room. The rubber runner was still on the table and like before, there were no tools in sight, though I suspected whatever she intended to use on me was tucked into the seat of one of the chairs.

Unlike the previous times, I decided to strip naked, pulling off my dress and exposing my entire body. Kari let out a mewling growl of pleasure as I did it without being told and I slid my bare bottom across the mahogany table and lifted myself up. It only took me seconds to get positioned and I bent my knees and spread my legs. A trickle seeped out of my slit and I felt it slide down the crack of my ass. I licked my lips, my breathing and pulse increasing as the anticipation made me quiver, and I waited as Kari rounded the table and reached into one of the chairs.

She came up with a crop, the long handle capped with a small leather flap. I shuddered, knowing exactly what she could do with the tool, the sensations she could both instigate and capitalize on. I jerked a little as she lifted it and stroked the soft, inner portion of my left thigh, running the leather down to my sex. I groaned as she caressed me with it, the crop’s head soft and pleasant as it was brushed against my clit.

“Don’t close up,” Kari reminded me as way of warning. Then she lifted the crop several inches away from my sex, let the tip hover for just a moment, and then snapped it back down, striking my slit with a perfectly aimed stroke.

It stung enough that I let out a soft yelp. My buttocks tightened and my pussy squeezed down around the vibrating egg in response. But that sting dissipated within seconds, leaving a warmth that spread from my vulva to my clit. I gasped, hips thrusting up, as if my lower half was begging for another stroke.

Kari obliged, understanding the unspoken need permeating my sex and she slapped the crop back down between my legs, striking my clitoris with even more force. My teeth snapped together as a flash of pain seemed to bloom between my thighs. My back arched, but by the time I lowered my ass to the table again, only the heat remained and I sucked in a breath of air, panting as my fingers curled into fists.

Another stroke fell, this time catching more of my petals than my clit, though it still burned. My chest heaved and I brought my hands up to my breasts, squeezing them roughly, pushing the tips upward.

“Alright,” Kari said simply. “If you insist.”

Before I could even react, she flicked the crop up over my bare chest, striking my right nipple with a harsh, stinging blow. Fire seemed to lick at the tip of my breast, the point raised and turgid. I gurgled from the pain of it, eyes closing tight, grimacing as the torrid shock seemed to burn deep. But even as I reeled from that, Kari moved back down between my legs and struck my presented pussy with another impact that left me quivering, pain and heat and sexual need blossoming in two different spots, setting my nerves afire.

Then she lifted the crop and snapped it hard against my left nipple, creating a trifecta of targets. I hissed, trying not to screech as my other tit tingled, scalded by the fierce swat. My fingers tightened as my hips rose up and I mentally could not get past the hurt coming from my breast. Then Kari pulled my attention back down between my legs, giving my clit another blistering slap.

It took every ounce of willpower to hold still, to keep my legs open, and even then, I knew I was wriggling on the tabletop, knees coming perilously close together, as I rolled back and forth. Too much sensation, too much intensity, left me gasping, trembling with both hurt and need, and I didn’t know what to do. It was out of my hands. There was only reaction and the excess power had to go somewhere. I twitched violently as Kari whacked my right breast again, then nailed me between the legs once more.

Thought became impossible. It was all reaction. Sting. Pain. Heat. Need. Lust. Tight. Air. The crop whipped down onto my left breast. These were the things that I focused on and they weren’t rational thoughts. Kari spanked my clit again, my ass coming off the table. They were feelings. Right breast. They were instinctive responses. Pussy. A natural reaction to intense stimuli. Left Breast.

I cried out, unable to handle it any longer. “Fuck! Please! Fuck me! Please make me cum!” I blurted out passionately, fire lacing through my veins. Kari looked at me with her own passion, her own need, and she targeted the soft nodule at the top of my slit, slapping it fast and hard, her wrist flicking as she laid dozens of sharp, clit smashing strokes to my pussy.

I jammed a finger into my mouth, biting down on my knuckle, trying to muffle the sounds of utter ecstasy. Heat and fury and need all morphed and I felt the oncoming orgasm come barreling up toward me. I squealed, ready for it, my skin tingling with excitement, with expectation, with desperate need. I felt like I’d been thirsty for days, about to be inundated with relief. My pussy quivered around the vibrating egg, the crop beating out a tattoo of pain-induced pleasure on my sex and I threw my head back, my legs spreading wide, welcoming the climax.

Kari tossed aside the crop and threw her body across mine. And did nothing.

What happened next was the most horrible torment I’ve ever endured. I couldn’t touch myself. My hips thrust upward as I tried to rub my cunt against her hip, but she moved to prevent that. My hands scrabbled to get to my pussy, or my breasts, but she blocked me, her fingers closing on my wrists. I felt her breath against my neck. The orgasm faltered. Without the crop slapping my clit, the power behind my release failed and even though it coasted close, I wasn’t able to get to the edge. I stopped just short. Of course, I fought it. I tried desperately to reach my sex, to flick my clit, to pinch my petals, to thrust my fingers frantically through my slit until I reached the pinnacle I so desperately wanted. But Kari prevented it. She held my arms. She wrestled my naked body down, her own torso blocking my attempts as my heels thumped on the table.

“Let me go!” I howled, shaking against her.

“No,” she growled. “You aren’t cumming. Not like that.”

“I have to cum!” I squealed.

“No,” she repeated. “Not yet.”

“FUCK YOU KARI ANDERS! I CAN’T TAKE IT!” I practically screamed into her ear.

And then her lips were on mine, muffling my protestations. She kissed me, passionately, roughly, sucking the very air out of my lungs as I thrashed beneath her. She almost ended up on the table herself, one leg jammed against my thigh, her hip pressed to my pussy, her hand holding my wrist. She kissed me hard and I kissed her back, until the immediacy of my need passed, then ebbed, then receded. Like the tide.

I whimpered and relaxed, tears coming to my eyes, not from hurt, but from the withdrawal. I needed the pleasure. I needed the pain. I needed to cum. Oh God… I needed to cum. “Please?” I begged softly, looking at her as she picked up the little controller that went to the vibrating egg.

“Are you okay?” She asked softly, her eyes inches from mine. Our noses were almost touching and she lay across my body, a steady weight.

“No,” I said with a choked sob.

Kari leaned back down, her lips touching mine. “Good,” she whispered. “Do not touch yourself.” Then the vibrating egg went silent and ignoring my trembling, aching, needy form, walked out of the room.

I burst into tears.

***

The vibrating egg stayed off for the first thirty minutes after my three o’clock ordeal, but that was about all the recovery time Kari allowed me. Then the small, slight vibrations started up again. I was back at my desk and it was as if an itch had woken. I tried to ignore it, but I hadn’t cum even once that day and within another half hour my hips were rocking as the fires within me smoldered, ready for conflagrate. But as time crawled by and the clock rolled past four, I found myself thinking desperately of release, pondering my options.

None of them were good.

And when the clock hit four forty-five, just fifteen minutes before I was scheduled to leave, Kari called me back to her office once more. I stood up, leaving the wet print of my sex on the leather seat of my chair, and I hurried down the hall to find her waiting for me.

“I believe you need to be freshened up,” she said.

My eyes widened. I didn’t know what to say. She’d beaten me between the legs three times already, leaving me so intensely desperate that I would have done practically anything to be allowed an orgasm. Was this it? At the end of the day? I licked my lips and nodded, turning away from her and going toward the conference room. It was like walking the Green Mile. Or doing the walk of shame, naked, back to your dorm room. The large table was waiting for me. This time I didn’t strip. I just climbed up and laid down. The hem of my dress couldn’t handle the horizontal position and when I spread my legs, bending my knees and planting the heels of my stilettos on the rubber runner, the black material bunched up around my waist. I closed my eyes. I didn’t want to see what she was going to use on my sex. I could only hope, pray even, that she’d let me cum.

For a moment, all I felt was the soft buzzing of the vibrating egg. Then there was a tickle against my thigh as her hair touched my skin. Then, the most excruciating sensation I’d endured all day exploded through my senses as her mouth, wet and warm, enfolded my clit, sucking softly.

My knees slammed shut on her head as I thrust upward and every banked, smoldering coal of arousal she’d left simmering in my loins burst into flame, a roaring inferno that had only one direction to go. She swirled her tongue around my nub and in seconds I was on edge, panting with exertion. Kari pulled her head out from between my thighs and blew a cool breath on my pussy.

“Open up,” she reminded me. My fingers curled into fists, my body thrumming as I readied myself for the orgasm, and then it came. Kari lifted a leather sap up over my pussy, and with strong, steady strokes, began beating my sex.

There was a splatter of juice and I arched my back, teeth clenched as the pain surged through my body. I lost my position, heels slipping as my legs flopped outward, widening and spreading to give Kari an even better target. The sap slapped wetly on my clit, smashing it down, a burning, scorching sting that seemed to blister. My petals were flattened and mashed and fire crawled down through my loins as I tightened around the vibrating egg. My hands snapped back up to my breasts, forced beneath the bodice, and I grabbed my nipples, twisting them violently as I surged forward toward release. It was like playing chicken with a steam locomotive and I was betting that he was going to swerve first. My toes curled as Kari repeated the series of strokes and I cried out, ready to pop once more…

And then she stopped. Again.

My eyes snapped open. I lifted my head, staring at her in horror. I struggled to pull my hands out of the dress. “No,” I whispered, the tension in me peaking. “No… not… no…. can’t… I… you…”  I couldn’t even speak because the pressure was too high. Kari dropped the sap and hurried to my side and grabbed my wrists before I could even get them out of my fucking dress.

I kicked. I spat. I thrashed and she held me down. She is taller than me by a good foot and a half and despite my increased width at breast and hip, she weighed more than me. Fury raged through me and when I could speak, I let out a blubbering cry, begging.

“Please! Please don’t leave me like this! Please! I have to cum! It hurts so much!”

Kari kissed me, but didn’t say anything, as if this were meant to be. I tried to break free of her, but her iron-like grip held me in stasis and the fires began to ebb once more. My pussy stung, raw and tender and sensitized and then the immediacy of my arousal backed down and I whimpered.

Kari took a deep breath, eyes glittering. “That will be all for today, Breanne.” Then she straightened up and walked out of the conference room.

I lay there, panting for a few minutes. Rational thought percolated through my fried synapses and I fought with the varying urges, plans, and concepts floating through my head. Finally, I sat up and got down from the table. My thighs were soaked, my cunt a dripping mess, and the vibrating egg inside me was still buzzing, yet on the lowest setting. I retrieved a few paper towels and wiped down my thighs, the table, and then after getting dressed, stumbled out into the hall. As I swung by Kari’s office, I looked in. The blonde goddess was sitting at her desk, the remote to the vibrating egg in her hand.

“So,” she said in a friendly fashion. “Do you have plans for tonight?”

I swallowed. Plans? How could she fucking ask me that? I stared at her in disbelief. Then I cleared my throat. “Well, I figure I will go out to my jeep, strip naked, and then masturbate until I cum, right there in the parking lot,” I said, my voice tense and wavering. “And then I’ll drive home, where I will repeat the entire masturbation thing in the parking lot of my apartment.” I turned to face her in an accusatory posture. “And then, after I get inside, I will undoubtedly fuck myself stupid a third time, trying to quell the fires you started today, and after three or four additional orgasms, I will hopefully be sated.” The tone was nasty. I was angry at her. “But I doubt it.”

I may not handle denial very well. But come on… look what she did to me!

Kari smiled, as if I weren’t being a naughty little bitch. “That sounds very entertaining. And I wish you well. But there is another option,” she said.

My head snapped up and my eyes locked onto hers. My breath caught in my throat and down low, my pussy suddenly clenched hard around the vibrating egg. I couldn’t help noticing her fingers on the remote, her thumb dangerously close to the slider that set the speed. I gulped, waiting.

“If you would like, you could come to dinner with Robert and me.”

Dinner. With Kari and her husband. I swallowed. No promises of satisfaction. No assurances of orgasm. No offers to meet my needs. Only opportunity. Maybes. I bit my lip, my face flushing. I took a deep breath. I knew what would happen.

“Would I be… I mean… would I… would I need to be ‘freshened up’?” I asked weakly.

Kari laughed and her thumb moved. I felt the vibrations between my legs pick up, just a little, and I felt a shudder rumble through my loins. “Freshened up? Of course. Multiple times.” She said as my hips began rolling. I gasped and put a hand on the desk to steady myself. Kari rose and slid over to me, wrapping her arms around my trembling frame. “I will beat your beautiful, dripping, wanton little cunt over and over until you’re frothing. Until the only thought in your pretty little head is the need to cum.”

I swallowed. “I’m there already,” I replied. Kari chuckled, holding me tight.

“Not nearly enough. You’ll be freshened frequently, and then, when I deem it right, when you’ve earned it, I will let you have what you want.”

For a second I wavered. I could go out to my jeep and strip, spreading my legs in the front seat, and use the vibrator I kept in the glovebox on my clit. It would mean immediate release, a cessation of the torment in my veins. But… it wouldn’t be one of Kari’s orgasms. The ones that rock me to the core and tear me to shreds, the ones that leave me mindless with delight, trembling from the surges of hormonal euphoria. It would be vanilla.

And I wanted chocolate.

I closed my eyes, part of me shaking with disbelief that I would even consider going with her. I took a deep breath, then with an unsteady voice, accepted her invitation.

“Thank you, Mistress. I would be delighted to go to dinner with you and Robert this evening.”

Kari grinned and let me go. “Excellent. I’ve got just a little bit more to do here.” She went back around the desk as I stood there, still aching with need, still hurting, still burning, still wanting. I swallowed.

“Okay. I’m… I’m just about done too. And then…” I said, hesitating, my mind trying to enfold itself around the consequences. Could I do it? Could I be that accepting? That stupid? “Then I’ll just need…” I panted at my audacity. “I will need to…”

Kari looked up, curious. “Need?”

I licked my lips and looked her right in the eye. Then I said it. “I will need to… to freshen up.”

Kari's eyes widened and there was a long pause. “Oh,” she said wistfully. Hopefully. Surprisingly. Her mouth curled into a smile.

“I think,” she said softly. “That I can help you with that.”


Schuuluup

Around me, the leather straps creaked as my body tried to tear itself free of the restraint chair. "Julie!" I cried out, shaking terribly. "Please! I can't take it!" 

This wasn't said lightly, nor is it something I say often, and the Cheshire cat grin that danced across my mistress' face looked almost feral. It would have been easy to picture her with horns, red skin, a long tail, crimson bat wings, and glowing, coal like eyes. She looked down at me, fingernails raking lightly down my ribcage, admiring how my body tensed against the straps.

"I know," she purred. "But are you sure you want to switch again?"

My eyes snapped down to the massager, which was mounted on some sort of metal stand and positioned between my legs. The bulb, soft yet firm and vibrating violently, was pressed against my clitoris, providing a constant and devastating buzz. Beneath it, the soft hum and squelching sound of the fucking machine as it pushed the huge dildo into my pussy, only to pull it free a second later, competed for my immediate attention. It was making a schhhluuup sort of sound as my gaping wet hole was spread open with each thrust. My toes twisted as my nerves were overloaded with sensation and the chair seemed to groan as I struggled impotently.

"Yes!" I whimpered, finally giving up. "Yes! Turn it off! I can’t take it!"

Julie smiled and reached out. Her thumb found the button on the massager and she pressed it, quieting the noise. The vibrations stopped immediately and the friction burn I seemed to have developed on my clit cooled. I let out a choked sob, relief flooding through my groin. Now, if only I could have gotten her to stop the fucking machine too. It had been going for so long! The huge dildo pushed back into my well pounded hole, pulled out, then dived back in. I let out a tiny, exhausted groan.

Julie laughed. "A little sensitive, princess?" I could see her reaching for something.

I didn't cry, but I wanted to. I sniffled, almost blubbering, but I managed to hold it together. I looked up at her again. "Please? Don't?"

Julie tilted her head and gave me a disappointed look. "Oh, Bre. It's one or the other." She shook her head, mock sadness on her face, and picked up the TENS Unit, the wires of which led to both of my breasts and to my sex. A set of electrostim tabs had been positioned to either side of my clitoris, not to mention my nipples. "How many orgasms have you had again? Four? Five?"

"Four!" I blurted out desperately as she turned the dials that set the levels. I felt the sudden surge of energy. First it was just a touch, but as she rotated the dials it became a pinch. Next was a vicious squeeze, then a violent twist, which then began repeating itself every other second as she set the amount of electricity flowing through my breasts and clitoris to level four. One level per orgasm. The fucking machine kept going too, the dildo mindlessly sawing at me in steady, rhythmic thrusts. I let out a sound that was half agony and half ecstasy as my overloaded system failed to cope with the sensation and I turned into a gelatin mold, shaking. Julie loved it. Another spasm hit me and my clit seemed to tingle and burn, right along with my nipples.

She sat back in her seat and looked at me in satisfaction. "I'm kind of hoping you have another orgasm," she said with a smile. "I know you like Level 5."

My jaw was clenched as I responded. "Hurts..."

Julie snorted in amusement. "Of course it hurts. You're a fucking pain slut." Her eyes flickered from my nipples to my clit. "What hurts more? The vibrator? Or the TENS Unit?"

I didn't bother to reply. I just groaned, trying to endure. She reached over to my bare foot and began caressing my instep, running her fingers idly up and down my sole. It felt amazing, which just created more confusion in my fucked up brain. My pussy contracted again, trying to get a grip on the thick dildo sliding in and out of my pussy, even as my nipples and clit were repeatedly fried.

"Do you realize that you've been tied up in this chair for almost three full hours?" She asked wickedly, still caressing me, her fingers sliding up and down the sole of my foot. "I'm sort of surprised that you haven't needed any lube for that dildo fucking you, but then - this is you we're talking about. It's like abuse turns you on." She gave my sole a little tickle and I gasped, twitching in a panic. That too made the pain of the electricity a little less intense.

"Julie! Don't!" I squealed.

She giggled. "Are you sure?" She asked, once more reverting to the soft, light, slow touch that I could handle, the pad of her finger sliding around in a circle, right on the arch. "I think now might be a good time to do some tickle torture."

Tears bloomed in my eyes. Maybe she was fucking with me... what the hell was I thinking? Of course she was fucking me! Brutally! My pussy quivered, tightening as the shocks to my clit and breasts left me breathless. It hurt. Oh God, it hurt!

"Please?" I whimpered. "Please? Please let me up?"

She laughed, pulling her hand away. "Let you up? Are you kidding me? Mike doesn't get off for another hour and he said he wanted to see you in the chair." Her eyes went down to my hips. "Uh oh. Look at you twitch. Are you going to cum again?"

I gritted my teeth. "No," I hissed. "I'm not! I'm not! Please! Don’t make me! I'm not!"

Julie laughed. "Oh, I think you are. Look at the way you're grinding. I think you're going to pop again!" She smiled wickedly, eyebrows going up. "You know what that means!" She said with excitement. She leaned over and plucked the leather sap off the floor. “A fifth orgasm. Wow. Let's see. Five strokes per orgasm, so five times five." She gave me a bright, excited look. "That means you get twenty-five strokes!" She lifted a hand and touched my right nipple, which was still tingling from the shocks. Evidently it didn't electrocute her, but she moved my nipple around in a circle and once more my confused body seemed to short circuit. I groaned, closing my eyes, too overwhelmed to speak.

"Hmmm,” she hummed. “Now what little torment to apply to you next? Clothespins on your tits again?” She shook her head. “No, we’ve done that twice now.” Her face brightened? “Oh! I know! What if we used one of the wooden skewers on the bottom of your foot?” She glanced down at my terrified expression and laughed. “Or a feather? Well, maybe not yet. But we’ll get there,” she assured me. Then she adopted this surprised, happy expression. “I know!” She declared. She bent down again, but I was too distracted, in too much pain, in too much pleasure, to try to watch her. She straightened up, reached around and under my leg and something touched my bottom. Something cold and wet. I jumped, my buttocks tightening instantly as whatever-it-was literally pressed against my back door.

"Julie!" I squealed in shock. I would have jerked away, but I had straps running across each ankle, just above each knee, across each thigh, over my hips, under my breasts, over my breasts, and then at my elbows and wrists. I couldn't move if I'd wanted to.

"Relax, princess," she cooed. "It's tiny at the tip, but I guarantee it's going to get bigger." She laughed. "A lot bigger!" Then she pushed.

I fought her. It. Whatever. It wasn't conscious. My body was doing its own thing and I was just along for the ride by that point. I cried out, squealing as she pushed the plug into my ass. Then it started vibrating and I quivered, gasping. It was too much. Electricity, the pumping dildo in my cunt, the sensitivity, and now a vibrating anal plug?

"No!" I wailed again. "No! Please! I don't want to cum!"

"Nonsense. Everyone wants to cum," she retorted. "You especially. Granted, only nympho humiliation pain sluts like you want to cum this much, or in this way, but hey, I'm having fun!" She leaned over. “I know you are having fun!”

But I wasn't listening. I couldn't. My nipples felt like they were being ripped off, or crushed, and my clit was throbbing from the jolts of electricity being hammered through it. My pussy tightened rhythmically each time the thick dildo pressed itself into me, and the increasing pressure inside me, driving me toward climax, peaked. I cried out, eyes shut against the awful wonderfulness as my pussy struggled to tighten and grasp the dildo, as my clit throbbed and seemed to rip apart from the electricity. Even my freshly stuffed bottom seemed to hurt.

I lifted my chin and screamed.

"Oohh," Julie said in delight. "That's number five!" Fluids burst from around the massager and the dildo, soaking the stupid fucking machine and stand. My muscles froze as the adrenaline peaked and I tightened like a bowstring. I clamped down hard, not that this affected the thrusting dildo, but even my toes were curled and I closed my eyes as a rush of… well… not pleasure precisely, but sensation, overwhelming, wonderful, exquisite not-exactly pain hit me, pounding me into oblivion.

I gasped, eyes snapping open. And then the euphoria hit me. It was like a drug, shooting through my veins. My head lolled and my eyes rolled up into the back of my head. A stupid smile went across my face and I let out a sigh as my body relaxed. My vision tunneled and I have vague recollections of colors and shapes and words and behind it the pounding pressure between my legs as the thick rubber dildo just kept fucking me.

Then a flicker of pain cut through it. Like a knife slicing a cake. I groaned. Another pain. And another. First at my breast. Then my clit. Harder. Sharper. More acute. I whimpered, my orgasm induced high dissipating. I blinked, starting to come back, and then it hurt. Terribly. I grimaced, glancing down at myself.

“Owwww! Hurts!” I mewled.

Julie grinned. “Well, I need to give you your licks anyway.” She lifted the TENS Unit control and turned the dials down until I heard the click of them going off. No more electricity crossed my nipples or clit and I almost burst into tears, I was so relieved. She hopped off the stool and set the controller down, then moved around my outstretched leg, her fingers sliding along my flesh, until she was next to the fucking machine. She reached up, moved the massager away from my pussy and then grinned up at me.

“Ready?”

I looked down at my bound body. The straps were black against my skin and I glistened from the oil she’d rubbed me with when we’d started. But it was still terrifying to see her down there, holding the sap. I shook my head, suddenly fearful. “Please,” I whimpered. “Please don’t.”

Julie gave me a frown. “Excuse me?” She asked imperiously, stamping her foot. “What did you say to me?”

“Please Mistress! Please don’t whip my pussy!” I blurted out, tears streaming down my face.

“And why the hell not?” She demanded. “You are a nympho humiliation pain slut. And you are my submissive!” She practically shouted. “Your purpose right now is to suffer for my pleasure. Isn’t that right?”

I nodded, crying. She lifted the leather sap in the air and I blinked, tensing, frozen. She was going to hit me. Right there on the clit! I didn’t even realize I was close to panic, or that my chest was heaving as I struggled to breathe. Then the paddle came down, the flexible leather slapping wetly at the top of my slit, smashing my clit downward, even as another thrust of the stupid dildo drove deep. Schuuluup. Schuuluup. Schuuluup.

In hindsight, I am quite aware that the force used to spank my clit was perhaps a smidgeon of what Julie could have used on me. She barely hit me, and had I been at the beginning of my torment, or less sensitive, it would have been a love tap. I might have even been disappointed. I might have mocked her, or teased her. I definitely would have said something sarcastic. But after three hours of non-stop clitoral torture, she might as well have taken a blowtorch to my clit.

I screamed, thrashing against the leather straps as she began beating out a tattoo on my pussy and I clenched down so hard that the dildo had trouble sliding into my cunt, pushing the machine back against its platform. Julie gave me five solid smacks, enough to make it feel like she’d poured boiling water on my pussy. Then she leaned over the fucking machine, which still jamming the dildo into my cunt with that annoying schuuluup sound, and put her mouth right over my clit. Her tongue swirled in soft, wet, fast motions and the pain changed, morphing into pleasure. I squealed, thrusting upward, not that I went anywhere, and struggled to mentally process the change. It took me almost twenty seconds to process that now my clit was being licked, sucked on, and pleasured. Just as my brain finally figured out that it was supposed to feel good, she let go, lifted the sap, and gave me another five strokes before once more sending waves of acute pleasure surging up through my loins with her mouth.

I couldn’t cope with it. It hurt. It felt good. Then it hurt again. Then it felt good. Just as my brain switched gears from flight to fight to flinch to thrust, the next sensation changed the response so I was always just behind the curve. I started to tremble, shaking as the excess energy bled away, then tensing as it rushed back to cope. She licked and spanked me and then licked me again. Rational thought became impossible and all I knew was that I felt something powerful.

“Final five!” Julie announced happily, coming up. I looked down, eyes glassy and I didn’t know if I was going to cry, scream, beg, or cum. I stared at her, my mind shutting down as I was forced to merely respond to stimuli. Julie raised the paddle and I watched it come down on my pussy in slow motion. It struck, splattering juices across my thighs and it seemed disconnected, as if it weren’t really happening to me. The sap lifted, the underside soaked with girl goo, and Julie snapped it back down, flattening my clit. I still didn’t seem to feel it. She lifted it for the third blow and then suddenly the slow-motion film returned to full speed, the muffled sounds in my ears clarified, and burning, stinging heat exploded between my legs with such strength that all I could do was screech, clench my fists, and struggle.

To no avail.

And fucking fucking machine just kept going. Schuuluup. Schuuluup.

Julie finished and with a callousness, once more suckled my sore and abused clitoris into her mouth. She rolled it around, stabbing at the nub with her tongue, placing her hands on my loins as I jerked and rolled and shuddered. Explosions of sensation, sensitivity, even hurt, still ricocheted through my nervous system, until she pulled back, drawing my clit up with her, until it was stretched out, only to pop free of the suction. Then, as I let out a sob, she pushed the massager back down, pressing it against my clit.

“There now,” she said brightly. “That’s the punishment you get for having five orgasms,” she said simply. Then she pressed the power button.

Vibrations, strong and steady, surged through my abused clit and shot up through my spine.

“FUCK!” I yelled. “FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK, FUCK!” I pulled hard on all the bindings and the entire metal frame of the chair creaked.

Julie came around my foot, her fingers once more touching my skin, flickering over my curled toes. “I think that’s the point, princess.”

“Julie!” I gasped. “It hurts! I can’t!”

She laughed. “Nonsense. It doesn’t hurt. It feels good.” She sat back down. She watched as I began jerking, shuddering in spasms as the thrusting of the dildo, the vibrating plug in my ass, and the massager, all pushed on me again. My loins twitched madly and I was unable to control my muscles. I could barely think. A flurry of sound escaped my lips and for several minutes she just watched me as I struggled, panting and wriggling. My toes curled as my feet twisted, my fingers clenched into fists as I pulled on the straps.

“You know,” she said softly, “if the vibrations are too much for you…”

My wild eyes went to her face. “No! No! Please! Anything! Not the TENS Unit again!” She nodded, smiling.

“Well, eventually, when you need me to stop the vibrations,” she said softly. Then she leaned back. “Maybe clothespins on your nipples again,” she said teasingly. She shifted and a wooden peg appeared in her hand. “Here,” she said, lifting the clamp to my chest. I let out a mewling noise of desperation when it bit down, clinging to the tip of my breast. Pain lanced through my chest, but it didn’t go straight to my head. It went to my cunt. My buzzing, rubber stuffed, burning pussy. It rattled around, compounding every other sensation. And only then did it go to my head.

I gritted my teeth, eyes closed, my breath whistling sharply.

Julie lifted another clothespin. “My God,” she breathed happily. “I love doing this to you.” Then she put the peg on my other nipple. I screeched again, shaking, my tits jiggling as I wrenched myself back and forth, fighting the incessant sexual stimulation, the pain, and the straps holding me down. The clothespins wiggled, falling over to the side and twisting my nipples downward, sending more shards of pain through my bosom. Julie sighed in satisfaction, just watching me.

“I can’t wait for Mike to get home and fuck me,” she said softly. “Seeing you like this, hurting you, making you cum, I’m so turned on right now that I want to crawl on top of you and jam my pussy into your mouth.” She looked up and down my body. “Except that there is no good way for me to do that.”

There wasn’t. The restraint chair I was in was more like something you’d find at the dentist, and short of her standing on a pair of stools, squatting over my face, there wasn’t really a way to accomplish that. Besides, I was in too much… not agony, not ecstasy… whatever the sensation she was inflicting upon me... to really concentrate on pleasuring her.

I closed my eyes. I couldn’t even breathe right. My chest kept letting spurts go in and out, as if I were taking short, shallow breaths. Another spasm rippled through me and suddenly my pussy was burning again, the vibrations turning my clit into a fount of agony. I arched my back as much as I could and whimpered, shaking. Then I cried out again, clenching my jaw as I struggled to get away from the buzzing, oscillating toy.

“Are you going to cum again, Bre? Or are you just getting over-sensitized?” Julie asked curiously.

Tears welled up in my eyes again and I looked at her. “Massager,” I hissed through my teeth. “Burns.”

She nodded and leaned back, as if we were discussing the weather. “Yes. I would imagine it would.” She crossed her arms. “I mean, I’ve been vibrating your little clitty for,” she looked over at the clock. “Wow. We’re at three and a half hours now!” She shrugged. “At least, when I wasn’t shocking the shit out of it.” Then she leaned forward. “Want me to turn off the massager?”

I couldn’t help it. I nodded, mewling and whimpering. She smiled, reached over, and pressed the power button. The earthquake went still and I let out a sob of relief. But then she picked up the TENS Unit.

“Level one,” she said cheerfully. I heard a click but didn’t feel anything. Anywhere. I just blubbered a bit.

“Level two,” she announced. This time I felt something. A light feather touched over my nipples, but underneath the clothespins still clamped to the tips. It was a weird sensation.

“Level three,” she said with more interest. I let out a groan. Now I could feel it. Someone was pinching the tips of my breasts, even more than the clothespins. And I could feel the weird sensation on my clitoris.

“Level four,” she chirped. The pinching became a hard twist, with maybe a pull thrown in, and I let out a moan. Level four was… uncomfortable. It hurt. 

“But you’ve cum five times!” Julie giggled. Then her voice dropped into a vicious, dark, wicked sounding thing. “So, now we get to go to level five.” And someone grabbed hold of me with a pair of metaphorical pliers, twisting both nipples and my clit until I screamed. Pain lanced through me and I jerked. “That’s it!” Urged Julie, grabbing hold of my arm. “Embrace it! Take hold of it! Cum again!”

I shook my head, hair getting in my eyes. “NO! FUCK IT HURTS!” She looked at me, lips pressed together and then she reached for the massager. I caught sight of her hand and I jerked my head up. “NO!” I blurted out, but it was too late. She pressed the button and my world crashed.

The rhythmic schuuluup sound of the fucking machine driving the thick rubber dildo into my pussy provided the bass line and its steady beat, wet and pounding, set the pace. The thick plug buried in my bottom rumbled deeply, but forced the contractions that tightened my loins. The razor edged vibrations of the massager, pressed against my clitoris, buzzed like a swarm of murder hornets, bent on stinging and succeeding masterfully. The jolt of the TENS Unit, sharp and caustic, sent bits of lightning across my nipples and clit, searing my flesh as if someone was forcing red hot needles through my most sensitive bits And I couldn’t even feel the clothespins as they flopped around my jiggling breasts.

My mouth opened and the sound that came out was ragged and etched. It held everything. Pain. Pleasure. Regret. Happiness. Agony. Excitement. Despair. Ecstasy. Resistance. Acceptance. My body shook as my vision darkened and my mental acuity faded into primeval responses. I could flinch. I could shudder. I could scream. I could cry. And then, I discovered that I could cum. Again. My back arched and my feet twirled at the ankles, energy suddenly bursting within me, rushing out to my extremities as a series of dark, wet, powerful explosions suddenly blossomed in my loins. It was hard, and it hurt, but it spiraled out of me in a rush so devastating that I tunneled, my brain short-circuiting, shutting down to prevent damage. It seemed to go on and on, one long shuddering, violent, blood-curdling shriek that seemed to echo through the entire house as I twitched fiercely, my body at the limit. A stream of fluid burst from between my legs, cum splashing out around the still thrusting dildo, falling onto the concrete floor of Mike’s workroom.

“Holy shit!” Julie whispered. “Breanne! You exploded again!” And then…

Blackness.

***

When I blinked, it didn’t hurt. The massager and TENS Unit were both off, though I could still feel the pads against my chest, the wires going to the controller. The clothespins were gone. The massager bulb was still pressed to my clit as well, but it was just a weight. No vibrations. Only the steady fucking of the dildo was still happening and my pussy felt wet and sore and tender. Schuuluup. Schuuluup. Schuuluup.

I let out a soft groan.

“Oh thank God,” Julie blurted out. She was sitting next to me. Her face was a mask of worry and the look of relief that went across it made me smile softly.

“What happened?” I whispered.

“You blacked out,” she said in a worried tone. “Only for a few seconds. Long enough for me to turn the massager and TENS Unit off.” She licked her lips. “It looked like you were cumming, but the screech you let out. I wasn’t sure if I’d pushed you too far, and you didn’t ask for a Pepsi, so…”

I let out a laugh, half expecting it to hurt, only to be surprised when it didn’t. I shook my head. I was exhausted. I felt wrung out. I gave her a look and her eyes widened. She bit her lip. “Um, you want off, don’t you?” She asked softly.

I nodded. “I don’t want to use my safe word though,” I explained. “No medical out. I’m just… spent.”

She grimaced, glancing up at the clock. “Mike is going to kill me. He specifically wanted to see you on that thing.” She hopped up from her stool and went around the end of the chair. A moment later the fucking machine slowed, coming to a stop with the dildo half inside me. She pulled it away and I let out a soft whimper. Then she quickly started unbuckling me, starting at the ankles and moving her way up. I groaned as I finally was able to close my legs, my thighs sore. I sat up, looking down at my abused loins, my clit bright pink, and Julie peeled the electrostim tabs off me.

“Is it okay if I go to the bathroom?” I asked plaintively.

Julie nodded, giving me a “duh” sort of look. I padded into the master bath. My hair was a mess, my mascara had run, and there were tear streaks down my face. My nipples had a sort of cooked look to them and I ached everywhere, probably from the tension. I washed my face, used the toilet and then took a deep breath. I emerged to find Julie standing there, staring at the chair.

“You okay?” I asked. She glanced at me and nodded. “Yeah. I suppose.” She turned and gave me a hug. “Are you okay to drive?”

I blinked. “You’re kicking me out?” I asked incredulously.

Julie bit her lip. “I’d prefer you not be here if I’m going to get punished. It confuses me.”

“Confuses you?”

She made a frustrated gesture. “When I’m alone with Mike, I’m me. I’m submissive. I want him to do things to me. I want to cum and scream and squirm and explode.” She reached a hand up to my face. “But when you’re here I want to tie you up and make you scream and squirm and…”

“And explode,” I finished with a soft smile. “I understand.” I looked at the chair, the fucking machine, the TENS Unit, the clothespins, even the massager. “What will happen to you if I’m not strapped to this thing when he gets here?”

Julie’s eyebrow went up. She shrugged. “Best case scenario? A blistering spanking, some passionate kissing, followed by me getting pinned on the bed.” She grinned. “Which I can totally handle by the way.”

I nodded. “And worst?”

She put a hand on the chair. “I take your place,” she said softly. I took a deep breath and glanced at the clock. Mike was maybe fifteen minutes away. A thousand thoughts rushed through my head. But only one hung around long enough to take shape, to expand, to blossom. I gave Julie a hug.

“Thank you for the orgasms,” I said softly.

She grinned. “You’re welcome. I’m not going to apologize for hurting you. You liked it.”

I let out a laugh. “I did,” I admitted. “Sort of. I mean, I think I did.” Then I frowned. “No I didn’t. It hurt.”

Julie chuckled. “See? You’re confused. You don’t know if you love it or hate it, do you?”

I shook my head and grinned. “No. But I do know one more thing.”

“What’s that?”

I let her go and stepped around the brace that had held my leg. I twisted my hips to the side as I threaded my way between the fucking machine and the massager stand. Then I turned my back to the chair, pushed up, and sat down on the end. Julie’s eyes widened and I could see the hope bloom on her face. I laid back slowly, lifting my legs and setting them on the braces, stretching myself open again.

“But Bre,” she whispered. “You’re too tired! You’re sore!”

I took a deep breath as I lifted my arms above my head, setting my wrists against the leather straps that needed to be buckled. “My purpose is not to serve my own needs, but to serve yours. You need me here, tied open, tortured.”

“And hurting,” she whispered.

I gave her a curt nod. “And hurting.”

Julie began strapping me in and I lay there, breathing deeply as she bound my hands, my elbows, and then my torso, above and below my breasts. A belt went across my hips, then each upper thigh. Just above each knee and at my ankles, until I was immobile once more. I pulled, tugging, only to find that I was helpless, once again at her mercy. She moved down between my legs, squirting oil onto my sex and all over the fucking machine’s dildo. I gasped, just a little, as she set it back into place, half inside me.

“Ready to cum?” She asked.

I closed my eyes. “Yes.”

I heard the sounds. Schuuluup. Schuuluup. Schuuluup.

I felt the penetration, deep and thick and firm. Then something touched my clit, rounded and soft. I opened my eyes. The massager was in place. Julie peeled the stimtabs off their plastic backing and set them on either side of my clit, then did my nipples. She licked her lips as she returned to her stool.

“Bre?” She said softly, with only the sounds of the fucking machine interfering.

“Yes Mistress?” I asked.

She shifted a bit, almost nervous. “Do you know what I want to do to you right now?” She asked, her voice husky.

I smiled and closed my eyes. “You want to hurt me. You want to pleasure me,” I assured her. I took a deep, steady, relaxed breath. “You want to force me to cum again.”

She leaned over, her hand brushing my hair aside and she kissed me, passionately. “Absolutely.”

And then she turned on the massager.

***

Around me, the leather straps creaked as my body tried to tear itself free of the restraint chair. "STOP!" I cried out. "Please! I want a PEPSI!”

Mike stared down at me with a shocked expression and he glanced over at Julie, who was already reaching for the TENS Unit controller. He let out a frustrated grunt and then his thick fingers reached for the massager, pulling it away from my pussy, even as he flicked the switch shutting it off. He pulled the thrusting, pumping fucking machine away from my mangled pussy, which was still dripping with a combination of oil and his cum. Julie reached up and I groaned as the blood rushed back into my crushed nipples, her fingers plucking the clothespins off my tits.

“Don’t forget the ass plug,” she said to her husband, who still looked flabbergasted. He gave Julie a frustrated look and then reached down, his fingers pulling at the base of the thick, rubber phallus. It came out and I let out a quiet sob.

“Well,” Mike said, stepping back. “An hour and a half? That’s all?” He looked at Julie. “Did you fuck her or something before you started?”

Julie started to take the electrostim tabs off me, putting them back on the plastic backers. “No. I just put her in the chair when you told me to. Why?”

Mike gave me a suspicious look. “Well, I just expected her to last a bit longer. I mean, don’t get me wrong, four orgasms is a lot to handle, and I know that Bre doesn’t enjoy the TENS Unit going higher than level four, but…” his voice went quiet and he shook his head. “I just was hoping for a longer session.”

Julie smiled at him. “Were you satisfied?” She asked, her tone just a little sharp. Her eyes went down to Mike’s crotch.

Mike suddenly laughed. “Hell yeah. Bre is an amazing fuck.” He looked over at his wife. “Just like you.”

Julie grinned. “Careful. One of these days you might find yourself all tied up and the two of us taking turns.”

Mike’s eyebrow went up. “Ah, a milking session? You know I’m getting a little old for something like that.”

Julie laughed. “Trust me. We could make you cum,” she assured him. “Repeatedly.” She started unbuckling my wrists and I closed my eyes. I ached everywhere. I hurt. Not badly, but… enough.

My hands came loose, then my arms, and then Mike started undoing the buckles on my legs. I didn’t move. I didn’t think I had the energy.

“So,” Mike said conversationally. “Are you and Kari going to put her on trial for calling for a medical out?”

Julie snorted. “Of course we are. You know the rules for Breanne. If a nympho humiliation pain slut asks for a medical out, the specifics of the situation will be examined and a suitable punishment will be levied for not completing the required assignment.” She looked down at me. She chuckled. “Maybe her punishment for using her safe word phrase will be getting tied back up in the chair and forced to cum!”

Mike laughed. “That would be ironic.”

“You should carry her to our room and put her on the bed.”

Mike nodded. “Okay.”

“No,” I groaned, pushing up. “I’m okay. I can walk. Besides, I need to go to the bathroom.”

Mike sounded concerned. “Are you sure? I can carry you there.” He leaned over and then looked a little more closely at my pussy. “Oh. Damn. Your clit is swollen. Like badly.”

Julie came around and gave me a quick examination. “Yeah, a little,” she exclaimed. “She’ll be alright. Day or two of just vaginal orgasms and maybe no panties for a week will set her right.”

Mike looked at Julie with his eyebrow up. “Well, Breanne rarely wears panties anyway, so I suppose that will work out.” He eyeballed me again. “It’s just, I didn't think the combination of massager and TENS Unit would be so rough on you.” He shrugged. “Especially enduring it for just an hour and a half. Usually you have more stamina. I was sort of expecting us to be going for three or four hours.”

I smiled and pushed myself to the edge of the chair. “Bathroom,” I repeated, hoping down. I was lucky he was there though, because I lost my balance, pitched forward, and found myself pressed up against his abdomen, his hands keeping me in place.

“Yeah,” he said. He grabbed my arm and walked me forward, making sure I didn’t tip again. Then he gestured for Julie and she hurried over, going into the master bath with me. She helped me over to the commode and then went back over to the vanity to give me some privacy.

“Thank you,” she said simply.

I let out a soft chuckle. Then I whimpered. Peeing hurt.

“You okay?” Julie asked.

I shrugged as I finished up. “Sore. Tender. Tired. Hungry.” I cleaned up and then went to wash my hands. Julie stepped aside as I ran the water. “And very thirsty,” I admitted.

“I can fix the last one, if you want.”

I grinned. “You know what will happen if I stay,” I replied.

She nodded. “He will want to use you again.”

I blinked and looked at her. Then I turned toward my sometimes mistress, my friend. I shook my head. “No,” I said softly. “You will.”

Julie grinned, her eyes flashing. “You know me too well, princess.”

I grimaced. “Damn it! I hate it when you call me that!”

She laughed. “I know! Come on.” She took my hand, pulling me out of the bathroom. Mike was standing there, adjusting a few things on his special restraint chair.

“Mike? Breanne has requested a couple of hours to recuperate, which also includes feeding her. And getting her something to drink. After that, she’ll be ready for another round.”

His eyebrow went up, looking at me with interest. “In the chair?”

I nodded.

His mouth curled up at the corner. “I’ll start you back off at level one. You understand that? And that I won’t let you up till you’ve had five or six orgasms. Right?”

Julie stiffened beside me. I could feel it. I found her hand and gave it a squeeze. Then I let her go and slowly dropped to my knees. It wasn’t comfortable because of the concrete, but I didn’t quite care. I spread my legs so he could see my swollen, red-tinged, over-sensitized clit, and I set my hands on my thighs, palms up. A classic, submissive position.

“Six or seven orgasms is fine, Master. I am yours. And Mistress Julie’s. Please use me to satisfy all of your urges.”

Mike laughed. “Fine. Get up off the floor. Julie, why don’t you get her a drink? Then we can get dressed and go grab a bite to eat.” He gave us a wink. “Then we will come back here and put her through a real torture!”

Julie nodded and helped me up. “Absolutely, honey!” Her eyes sparkled. She led me out of the workshop and down the hall toward the kitchen. “Good grief,” she whispered. “You’ve already had ten orgasms since you got here.” She glanced at the clock. “That’s almost one every half hour. And you want to endure six or seven more?”

I smiled woodenly. “I had three this morning before I came over here.”

“Damn girl,” she said. “You know what we’re going to do to you when we get back from dinner, right?”

I nodded. “Torture another six orgasms out of me.”

Julie looked at me. She shook her head. “Or seven. You are out of your mind. You know that?” She got down a glass. “What would you like to drink?” She asked quietly, softly, maybe even a little fearfully.

I laughed. Then I gave her a hug. “A diet Coke please.”

Her eyes widened.

“After all,” I replied with a grin. “It’s what I like.”


P.I.T.A

I held up the white, button up blouse and looked at myself in the tall, four foot long mirror secured to the back of my closet door, and sighed in resignation. There just weren’t any good options. My bare toes tapped against the carpet as I crossed my arms, frowning. The material of the blouse was sheer, transparent to the point of having to color match your underthings, and the neck line plunged down to where the first button had been surgically removed, then went lower. Disgustingly lower. Half my chest would be hanging out and God help me if I leaned forward. I shook my head, deciding I couldn’t look like an extra in “Slut Secretaries VXI,” and hung it back up next to something equally slutty. Like every other morning, I’d spent a significant amount of time staring down the rack of clothing, trying to decide, from over a dozen porn shoot costumes, which one I wanted to wear to work. And I was no closer to getting dressed than before.

My cellphone rang behind me and I turned, picking it up from where it was resting next to my laptop on the small desk. A quick glance told me that it was from Kari and I lifted it to my ear, eyes still cataloging the various attire options I had available.

“Good morning, dearheart,” she said politely before I could even say anything.

“I have nothing to wear,” I said dispiritedly into the phone. It wasn’t as chipper as my normal “hello,” but considering how grumpy I was, I figured Kari could cope. It isn’t every day that you can get away with giving your mistress guff without getting an immediate spanking in return. “Everything you’ve ever bought me makes me look like a slut.”

“Which is exactly what you are,” Kari replied genially. “Your body is a piece of art, aesthetically enhanced by the outfits I have purchased for you.”

I snorted. “You don’t want me to look pretty. Or enhanced. You want me to look like sexual dessert.”

She chuckled. “There is that,” she admitted. “What can I say Bre? I like seeing your curves. I like admiring your long, pretty legs. I love to gaze at your bare instep. Your breasts are perfect globes that I want to pluck from the tree.”

“And mash into apple sauce,” I said, still staring at the horrible selection. “I know. I get it. But every day I stand here, agonizing over what to wear.”

“Then embrace it,” she told me. “Select the item that will encourage me to use you in the way you wish.”

I arched an eyebrow. “What do you mean?”

“If you want me to abuse your breasts, wear something low cut, or that provides me easy access. If you need a spanking, wear a short skirt. If you want me to torment your sweet spots all day, wear a dress.”

I screwed up my face into a weird expression. “Kari,” I said incredulously. “You do what you damned well want to do to me, regardless of what I’m wearing.”

She laughed. “True.” She admitted. “But I was trying to help you out. As outfits go, I would prefer you in something accessible today. A miniskirt. And perhaps one of the white blouses I purchased you. Yes. The one I removed the button from would be perfect.”

I rolled my eyes and glanced at the shirt I’d just put back in the closet. “Yeah. Whatever,” I said dejectedly.

Kari didn’t reply to my sarcasm. Instead she continued as if I hadn’t just been rude to her.

“In addition to wearing that particular outfit, I would like you to take a detour this morning.”

I put the phone on speaker and tossed it down onto the bed. “A detour?” I asked, slipping out of my robe to stand there naked. I glanced at my body in the mirror. I was still trim, but only due to strict diet control and daily visits to the gym with lots of yoga. My skin glowed with health and a slight glistening wetness along my slit caught the light.

“That’s correct. I’d like you to be at the Society Meeting rooms by eight-fifteen. Can you manage that?”

I froze and looked at the phone. “The Society Meeting rooms? Why?” I asked, ignoring the growing ball of lead that had somehow just materialized in the center of my gut. A sensation that wasn’t quite worry, but pretty darn close, gnawed at me as I yanked the black miniskirt Kari had instructed me to wear out of the closet.

“Isobel has purchased a new toy and she wants to have it tested,” Kari explained.

The knot of trepidation didn’t go away, but I managed to move, pulling the skirt up over my legs. My wet pussy seemed to quiver, tightening around the ben wa balls I had inside me. “That’s great,” I replied, a little harshly. “Why can’t Madeline do it?” I asked. Maddie was Mistress Isobel’s submissive. “I’m not even in the Society anymore.”

And I wasn’t. I mean, sure… I was never a member. You have to be rich to be a member. And you have to be lesbian. And rich. Oh… and it probably helps to be a sick sadist who likes abusing submissive women. As well as rich. And you needed your own submissive to torment, and share. And rich.

Kari had been in the society, giving up her position as Matron to Isobel when she made it clear she intended to marry her permanent boy toy, Robert.  I’d been gifted to another Mistress, a young woman named Julie, who had then turned around and married one of my other doms, a guy named Mike the Hardware Guy. Talk about a bizarre turn of events.

And that left me out of the Society.

Sort of. Isobel and the other mistresses had invited me back various times over the previous year, despite the global pandemic, and as a sub without a mistress, they had taken turns working me over in a variety of interesting, horribly cruel, and totally amazing ways. I’d come home each time bruised, aching, and so totally sated, at least on a sexual level, that I’m surprised I was able to masturbate the next day. In fact, a few times I hadn’t.

Still, the Society Rooms could be scary.

“Madeline isn’t available this morning. But you’ll get a chance to see her eventually. This isn’t a one-time event. You’ll go to the meeting rooms every morning, at the same time, for the next two weeks. With the exception of the weekend.”

I froze, the white blouse in my hand. “What?” I said woodenly.

“You will report to the Society rooms each morning, promptly at eight fifteen am,” Kari said firmly. “For the next two weeks. Except for…”

“The weekends?” I blurted out. “Are you insane? Do you know what they’ll do to me?”

She chuckled. “Exactly. I am quite aware of what they intend to do to you and I totally approve. I think you will come into the office after each session more pliable and accepting.”

I tossed the shirt down on the bed. “What the hell is that supposed to mean?” I demanded. Kari just laughed. “You know,” I said dispiritedly. “You are a total pain in the ass,”

That seemed to amuse her even more. “Have a lovely morning, Breanne. I will see you around ten.” Then she hung up.

“Fuck,” I muttered. Then I grabbed the shirt and put it on. “What a pain in the ass.”

***

I half expected to see a dozen cars parked out front of the small, industrial warehouse, a fifth of which Houston’s elite lesbian BDSM club rented on a permanent basis. There were no markings on the doorway, other than a phone number, and the door handle sported a combination keypad. The lot itself was tiny, not really meant for big rigs, though I suppose a talented driver could manage it. There were some smaller box trucks down at the other end of the warehouse and while I couldn’t see anyone, I knew that I wasn’t going to walk naked to the front door. That’s for damn sure.

I pulled in next to a huge pickup truck. Extended Cab, full sized bed, and a locked tool box on the back made it easy to identify and I felt a sense of relief flood through me. It belonged to Mike the Hardware Guy and that meant that he probably had Julie with him. I could handle that. Probably. Maybe.

But then I began putting two and two together as I pulled my coat on. My outfit – the miniskirt and the blouse Kari had instructed me to wear, was sitting on the seat beside me. Kari had said that Mistress Isobel had purchased a new toy. With Mike the Hardware Guy involved, it meant we weren’t talking about a new kind of vibrator. Mike was a sort of… designer. Of sexual torture devices. The Society and its members were his biggest buyers. He was constantly coming up with new designs meant to restrain submissive girls in various positions and for years he’d used me to test his creations.

Of course, after marrying Julie and all of us finding out she was something of a switch, and more than willing to allow herself to be spread-open and sexually tormented to the point of a mental breakdown, I’d been sidelined. They still brought me in, but only for “test to destruction” events. Julie did the initial testing and once Mike was beyond “proof of concept” he liked to test endurance. How long could someone suffer on whatever deviant, horrible device Mike had created? That’s when they would call me over.

“Screw it,” I said, leaving the blouse and the skirt on the seat beside me. Since it was cold out, my coat didn’t look out of place and I buttoned it up tightly. Cold air swirled across my toes and the high heels I was wearing only protected my soles from the crumbling asphalt lot. Not the elements. I hurried up to the door and knocked because I didn’t have the code. Only the dominatrix members did. Oh, and Julie.

She was waiting for me. I saw her in the little lobby and pushed open the glass door. Warmth hit me and I stepped in and was immediately enveloped in her arms. Her mouth found mine and for a moment, I was breathless as she kissed me passionately.

“Oh my God,” Julie breathed. “It is so good to see you!” She let me go, eyes sparkling.

“Um, it’s been five days.”

She gave me a frustrated expression. “Really? You aren’t happy to see me?”

I smiled. Woodenly. “You’re going to torture me. Of course I’m happy to see you.”

She laughed. “Great. Love the coat, but strip.”

She put her hands on her hips. She looked good, glowing almost and as I started to unfasten the buttons of my coat, I took a hard look at her. Marriage had done her good. She’d put on a tad bit of weight, which was very healthy for her because under normal circumstances she was a freaking stick figure. She was wearing tight leggings, a brown long sleeve tunic, and a darker brown vest. Lots of leather, but not in a dominatrix sort of way. More like a fashion model.

I slipped the coat off my shoulders and her eyes moved from sparkling love to aroused mischief and she gave my naked body an appraising look. “Hands behind your head, princess.”

My eyes widened, but I tossed my coat down on one of the two chairs in the tiny lobby and then interlaced my fingers behind my neck. I knew what was coming. I closed my eyes, sucked in a deep breath, and prepared myself.

Sure enough, Julie slapped me hard, smacking my left breast with a stinging blow, only to follow it up with her other hand, which swatted me across the right breast. For over a minute she just smacked my tits back and forth as my breathing got deeper and more labored, and the stinging turned into a hot and heavy heat. Finally she dropped her hands and leaned forward, suckling one nipple into her mouth, her tongue teasing the barbell piercing. I groaned as she grabbed my other tit, squeezing it with her fingers, her thumb rubbing back and forth across it.

I groaned.

“Feel good, princess?” She teased me.

I moaned. “No,” I replied, panting slightly. “It hurts.”

She grinned and then her fingers grabbed both of my nipples, pinching hard and pulling. “Good,” she hissed. “Now, Mike is waiting for you.” She didn’t let go of me and tugged me forward by my breasts.

Ouch. And I thought this was going to be a pain in the ass.

Julie let go of my breasts after a few steps and I followed her past the small kitchenette, the larger bathrooms (complete with showers and waterproof manacles) and into the main area of the Society meeting rooms. The carpet was double padded and thick plush and my heels sank into it deeply. Only a few of the lights were on and in one pool, I spotted Mike working on something that made my pussy tighten.

A new restraint.

It was vaguely table shaped, except for the fact that the center of the table was raised, so that anyone lying on it would be uncomfortably bent in half, their back arched. I’d been bound in that position before and while it provided easy access to breasts and clit, it wasn’t something the human body could stand for long periods of time. Maybe that was why Kari thought I’d be done in an hour or so. Longer torment just wasn’t advisable. As we got closer, I also noticed that there was a new fucking machine standing close. It was on a rolling stand and sported a rather thick, very firm, unusually long dildo. Mike was fiddling with it as Julie and I walked up. Then he spotted us and came round his machine only to wrap his arms around me and literally lift me up off the ground.

Mike is a bear of a man.

His beard and mustache tickled me as I was kissed, and then he set me back down on the ground. Mike was a good six feet tall and about as wide as an NFL linebacker. He wasn’t fat, but he had a beer gut and clearly marriage wasn’t helping him with his weight. His hands went to my shoulders, then moved down to my breasts. He held them, his thumbs rubbing against my nipples, and he smiled.

“What happened to your breasts?” He asked curiously. “They’re all flushed.”

I gave him an incredulous look, all while ignoring the stimulating caress. “Your wife,” I snorted.

Mike looked at Julie with a grin and she smiled back, shrugging. “I said hello,” she retorted.

Mike laughed. “I admit, I do like how she says hello to you,” he added, giving my nipples a little tweak. “You ready?”

“For what?” I replied. He laughed again.

“For training!”

I blinked. “Training? I thought I was testing some new device Isobel had purchased.”

Suddenly, Julie’s hand struck me hard on the ass and I gasped, flinching and twisting away. I gave her an accusatory look and she held up a finger. “Mistress Isobel,” she chided. “You know better,” she added.

I bit my lip, blushing slightly. She wasn’t wrong. Part of me wanted to blame Kari. She never liked the “mistress” appellation. And perhaps I could blame Julie too. She didn’t seem to care if I called her mistress or not. How the hell was I supposed to keep it all straight?

“I apologize,” I said softly. “Mistress.”

Julie grinned.

Mike clapped his hands together. “Great. So let’s get started. What’s the toy of the day?” Mike asked.

I looked up at him. “Ben wa balls,” I replied, referring to the set of golf ball sized spheres I had inserted into my pussy first thing that morning. They weren’t motorized, but they shifted with each step, keeping me lubricated and constantly ready for a serious fuck.

He nodded. “Well, we’ll be addressing Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one in a slightly different fashion, so I’m going to take the ben wa balls out.” He extended his hand and I obediently spread my legs wide. I’d have stood on tiptoe too, if it wasn’t for the stupid fuck me shoes I was wearing.

There is something both intimidating and exciting about standing in front of a man who is about to cup your sex. It is an act of submission, of recognizing your vulnerability, but it also is a major turn on. At least for me. It communicates how desirable you are, and how much you want to be, all at the same time. Mike’s hand came up, grazing my thighs, engulfing my entire pussy and I gasped as two of his fingers pressed at my labia, opening me up, swirling in the wetness, only to curl into my cunt. I gasped and brought my hands up to my head, trying not to thrust my hips, but wishing I could just grab his wrist and fuck his hand until my toes curled.

“Look at her face,” Julie told her husband. “I think she missed you.”

Mike grinned. “I like you too, Breanne. You need to come over more often so Julie and I can satisfy your needs.”

Julie snorted. “You mean my needs.”

Mike gave his wife a grin. “Our needs.”

“Okay,” I whimpered as his fingers twisted in my pussy. A surge of animal-like lust rushed through me and I felt him snag the small, waxed line that would allow him to pull the vibroballs out. I groaned as the pressure built inside me, then one by one, the pair of stimulating sex toy escaped the wet, warm, and soft enclosure of my sex, and dangled in Mike’s goo soaked fingers.

“Open up,” he said softly, lifting my ben wa balls over my face.

I closed my eyes, tilted my head back, and stuck out my tongue, only to taste the salty tang of my own arousal. Mike dangled the ben wa balls over my head and began dipping them into my mouth. I was only able to get one in. The other touched my nose, leaving a wet smear. Then Julie coughed and Mike pulled them out, a sheepish grin on his face.

“Sorry. Got distracted.” He looked over at his wife. “Are you sure we just can’t steal her?”

Julie laughed. “Isobel wants to know how your new trainer works.”

My eyebrow went up. “Trainer?”

Mike grinned. “You’ll see in a moment. First, let’s get you secure.”

Julie moved up next to me and a moment later they were pulling me toward the table. As I got even closer, I saw that there was a circular opening just a few inches offset from the peaked, center ridge. I thought that weird. Why would they need access to the small of my back?

“Lay down on your belly,” Mike said.

“Ohhh!” I exclaimed, suddenly getting it. “The hole is for access to my clit?”

He grinned. “Precisely.”

I climbed up onto the table. It was padded with leather, but felt a little wobbly. “Is this thing bolted together?” I asked carefully as I laid down. The ridge settled right into a line across my hips and wasn’t terribly uncomfortable. Sort of like lying on a pillow to lift your ass up.

“The frame is welded, except for where it is designed to come apart for transport,” Mike said, running a hand down from my buttock to my ankle. “The leather pads you’re lying on are all removable though, except for the center ridge. That way we can make adjustments.”

I felt a strap go across my ankle, but got distracted as Julie took my hand, stretched out my arm, and another Velcro strap was placed around my wrist. Now my entire right side was secured to the table. I pulled a little, just to check how firm things really were, and was pleasantly surprised to find that the frame didn't even creak. I pulled harder, then gave it a really firm tug. No movement.

“See?” Mike said. His fingers moved to my other leg and I felt him strapping that one down too.

“Yeah. Nice. I can’t move,” I said as Julie secured my other wrist.

She laughed. “That’s the point.” She looked up at her husband. “Don’t forget the waist and thigh straps. They’re the most important.”

He nodded. “Of course.”

“Wait,” I interrupted. “Waist and thigh straps? Why do you need my pussy locked into place?”

At that, Mike just laughed. He pulled a strap around my waist, tightening it all the way and then both he and Julie used two more straps right at my upper thighs. But weirdly, they didn’t even try to spread my legs very much. How the hell were they going to get that stupid fucking machine into my pussy when the angles weren’t right?

“I’m confused,” I admitted, still trying to figure out what was going to happen.

“You’ll understand in a moment,” Julie assured me.

“Why does that frighten me?” I asked in a snarky tone.

She chuckled. “No clue.” Then there was a sharp metal click and something grabbed my ass cheek.

It was a bizarre sensation and I looked over my shoulder, but all I could see was Julie adjusting some sort of lever arm. The other end had to be right near my ass. There came another sharp click of metal from the other side, which was followed by a second, cold, metallic touch on my bottom.

“Wait a moment,” I blurted out. But then Mike and Julie pulled and suddenly my flanks were tugged outward, exposing my entire butt crack. How freaking humiliating!

And that’s when I figured out what was about to happen.

“Wait!” I almost shrieked. “Are you about to buttfuck me?” I demanded.

Mike was already rolling the damn fucking machine into place and Julie produced a small bottle of oil. She squirted a copious amount of lubricant into my crack and I squealed as the cold oil slid down, coating my rear end. Then her finger began rubbing it in and I gasped.

“No! Please! Not there!” I begged. But it was too late. She circled the little brown star of my ass, and then without a word of warning, not even a “brace yourself Bridget,” she pushed her forefinger into my bottom. I tightened up with a groan and she went down to the second knuckle, just over half her digit fully impaling my ass. She pulled it out as I shook my head, then pushed it back in, all while humming to herself under her breath.

“Fuck! Fuck!” I whimpered.

“Oh hush, you big baby,” she retorted, working her oiled finger in and out of my bottom. “This doesn’t hurt.”

“Yeah?” I whimpered, my body tensing. “How about you get buttfucked with that machine then?”

“I have,” she said immediately. “Who do you think tested the machine?”

I twisted my head and looked at her. “Is it bad?” I begged to know.

She looked at my eyes and grinned, nodding. “Horrible.” She pushed deeper, going all the way up, and then for fun, wiggled it around inside me. I groaned and looked away. Then she pulled her finger out of me, wiped the excess oil on my flank, and glanced at her husband.

“She’s lubed, honey.”

Mike chuckled. “Yeah. I can see that. Makes me want to stick my dick in there,” he said lustily.

I didn’t like that idea any better than the fucking machine, so I kept quiet. “Why don’t you get the massager going and I’ll plug her ass.”

“Sure thing” Julie replied brightly. She bent down and disappeared under the table while I tightened up, knowing exactly what was about to happen. I braced myself for the coming anal impalement, wishing a bucket of oil hadn’t just been dumped in my ass. I could hear Mike positioning the fucking machine and it was a little difficult not to immediately remember the huge freaking dildo attached to the end. How much rubber was my ass going to be taking? I realized I was close to hyperventilating and I tried to prepare myself, to relax as Mike forced the dildo in.

Which is when something firm, long, and as thick as a cucumber was forced up into my pussy.

“Oh my God!” I blurted out. “What the fuck?” I demanded. I couldn’t see what was going on under the table, but then the object in my sex slid half way out, tingled with vibration, and then went back in. I gasped, totally blown away by the sudden stimulation of my pussy, and when it slid fully back into my body, the vibrations increased. Then the speed picked up. Out. In. Out. In, and I realized that I was at the mercy of not one fucking machine, but two of them. And the one beneath the table was freaking diabolical.

In a good way.

The vibrations were light and certainly not intended to overwhelm me, but the in and out drive of the motor screwing me was playing havoc with my libido. I freaking loved it. Each thrust sent waves of exquisite pleasure blasting up my spine, which then swirled around in my synapses, setting me up for an oncoming orgasm. I groaned, quite happily, not even realizing that I was ignoring the ache of my butt cheeks being spread.

Which is when something firm, long, and as thick as a cucumber was forced up my ass.

The sound I made when Mike pushed the dildo into my butt was quite different than the noise I made when Julie impaled my sex from beneath the table. First of all, I never like having things in my ass. And this damn thing was huge. Mike was relying on the fact that I wasn’t prepared to resist, and that the back door was drenched in freaking oil. The whole thing was in me before I even had a chance to tighten up, or resist. I let out a choked sob as my colon said hello to the fucking machine dildo.

Then, to add insult to injury, Julie pulled the padded rest right below my tits out from under me. Both breasts dropped, hanging beneath the table like ripe fruit. I shifted, trying to pull up, but I was bound tight. Something bit down hard on each nipple, and then the vibrations started. I gasped, shuddering as I suddenly moved a hell of a lot closer to the edge of orgasm than I’d been expecting.

“I’m going to cum!” I blurted out.

Julie climbed up from under the table and laid a hand on my trembling shoulder.

“We’re counting on it.

Mike started the buttfucking machine.

The thick dildo in my ass retracted about five inches, quivered a bit, and then went right back in. It was a little difficult to get the timing, especially because the other fucking machine was pushing a similar phallus up into my pussy from beneath and they didn’t match. Maybe twenty seconds in I began to adjust, recognizing that I was getting fucked from behind about twice as much as I was getting fucked from beneath. I twitched, my hips rolling as my loins tightened. Everything sort of went non-stop for a minute, maybe two, and then the fireworks started.

“Agggghhhh,” I groaned, clenching my jaw. The orgasm that bloomed between my legs expanded rapidly and my bottom tightened almost at the same time as my pussy. That didn’t stop either fucking machine from continuing the full impalement process, but it certainly amplified the surge of energy that left me breathless and quivering. The surprising part was how the vibrating clamps on my nipples seemed to just enhance the whole thing and I loved the combined sensation.

When my brain began working again, my entire body limp and pliable, not even the discomfort of those clamps biting at my nipples, nor the steady thrust of the buttfucking machine bothered me. Intellectually I knew that the endorphins, dopamine, and naturally occurring oxytocin dumped into my blood stream by my lymphatic system, triggered by sexual climax, were undoubtedly interfering with my nervous system, but since I happen to be an addict, a junkie who hungers for exactly that sort of sensation, it didn’t phase me. I smiled stupidly, eyes glazed, totally relaxed as two rubber dicks continued to pound my pussy and ass into gelatin.

“Mmmmmm,” I moaned.

“See?” Mike said to Julie. “Told you.”

My mistress nodded. “Yeah. I thought she’d complain more, but evidently the pussy dildo is doing its job.”

Mike moved around the machine and began checking the straps holding me down. He checked his watch. “So we’ll leave her like this until nine twenty-five. That’s just a little over an hour.”

Julie crossed her arms, looking at me as I just lay there, getting buttfucked. She shook her head. “This just feels… weird.” She gestured at me. “She can cum as much as she wants like this and there’s no punishment or anything!”

Mike laughed. “Well, we are testing her responses, right? And it’s training. Each day for two weeks.”

“What?” I asked in a mumble. “Train what?”

Mike patted my buttock. “Your ass. We’re training your ass.”

“To do whaaa?”

Julie chuckled. “That last orgasm must have short-circuited her brain.”

Mike grinned. “To cum from getting buttfucked obviously.”

“Oh,” I replied, not making the connection. “Okay.”

Then my brain started working. It took another twenty seconds and by then enough of the euphoria had softened that I put two and two together. “Wait. What?”

“You’ll see,” Julie replied, grabbing her husband’s hand. She looked up at him, eyes bright. “Mike? Fuck me stupid now?”

He grinned, wrapping his arms around her, pulling her up off her feet, and nuzzling her neck. She let out a squeal, but clearly liked it.

“Wait,” I panted, the thrusting thump of both machines banging against my lower half already forcing me back toward the cliffs of orgasm. I could feel it. Mike put Julie down and she began tearing off her clothes, even as Mike unbuckled his belt. I watched, eyes wide, my own pussy tightening down on the thrusting, pounding phallus coming up from under me. “Julie? Mike?”

Then Mike fell on her, just dumping her onto the carpeted floor and I watched him put his face between her legs as she leaned back, spreading herself open. She groaned, loudly and her fingers curled in his hair. My ass clenched and I whimpered.

“Oh my God. Please! I feel like I’m going to cum again! Julie? Mike?” But then Mike came up, still ignoring me, his cock rock hard and he drove down on Julie, thrusting hard up into her. Her face was flushed and they trembled and jerked.

I lowered my head down, trying to steady my breathing.

“Oh my God,” I whispered, the steady push of thick rubber going into my ass. The vibrations at the tip of my breasts, the thrust of the phallus in my pussy, even the slight vibrations there between my legs. “I don’t think…” I groaned. “I don’t think I can handle…”

Julie let out a cry of intense, passionate satisfaction.

And then… then I exploded.

***

I limped into the building and tossed my purse down on the small chair. Kari was at her office desk and I saw her look up with a grin, her eyes taking in my mostly transparent outfit and the short skirt wrapped around my hips. I put one foot in front of the other and her expression changed as I staggered down the hall.

A tiny look of concern crossed her face, but she masked it well and gave me a polite nod. “How are you this morning?” She asked me as I stepped into her office and leaned against the door. I folded my arms across my chest, giving her a dark look.

“I just spent the last hour getting butt fucked,” I said accusingly.

Kari smiled ruefully. “I’m aware.”

“Are you also aware that the plan is to do the same thing to me tomorrow?” I charged.

Kari nodded. “Of course. And the day after that, and again on Wednesday, Thursday, and Friday. An hour each day.” She smiled at me. “To say nothing of next week.”

The color drained from my face and I felt a little weak at the knees. The thought of spending each morning for the next two weeks strapped to that… that machine, my rectum being stretched wider and wider, all while my pussy was vibrated… it was just too much. I reached out, grabbed the chair in front of her desk and dropped down into it. My bottom ached and felt… violated. “So tomorrow…” I began woodenly. Kari nodded and folded her fingers together.

“You’ll arrive at eight fifteen, get strapped to the table, and get butt fucked, as you so elegantly put it, for a full hour.”

I gave her a desperate, slightly horrified look. “But why? Why do that to me?”

“Did you cum?” She asked curiously.

I nodded tiredly. “Repeatedly.” It came out sounding a little sour.

Kari sighed. “Isobel wanted a tool to train a submissive to cum from anal sex. Mike was happy to provide.” She leaned back. “We all know you don’t care for this particular kind of sexual activity, which makes you the perfect candidate to test its effectiveness.” She smiled. “Call it an experiment.”

I just stared at her.

“Each day, the speed of the vaginal phallus will be decreased. Eventually even your breasts won’t get any stimulation. And by the end of the two week period, we’re hoping that the full impalement of your perfect, cute little ass will, all by itself, be enough to force you over the edge.”

I grimaced. “I’d rather get spanked.”

Kari’s eyes narrowed. “That can be arranged.”

I took a deep breath and stood up. “So, every morning for two weeks huh? Orgasms and anal sex?”

Kari nodded.

I bit my lip, then turned my back toward her. “Will that be it? Or will there be other torments for me to endure?”

Kari let out a laugh. “Well, you’re still coming into work each day. After your butt fucking.” She said it with distaste, as if she didn’t like the words. “I still have needs, to which you will submit, though I’ll probably spare your bottom any penetrative torment.”

I looked back at her and nodded. “Okay. I just wanted to make sure.” I stepped to the door.

“I like the blouse,” Kari said softly. “And the skirt. It suits you.” Her eyes glittered. “And it makes me want to use you.”

My bottom ached and my tender clit seemed to throb under the skirt. My ben wa balls, once more rolling around inside my well lubricated and used pussy, seemed to ring softly. I kept playing back the multiple orgasms I’d had, watching Julie and Mike fuck like bunnies, while I took seven full inches up the ass.

I gave Kari a small, satisfied smile.

“I know.”


Pussy Hurts

“Does your pussy hurt?” Julie asked.

I blinked in surprise and pulled the phone away from my ear to look at it in disbelief. Not a “hello,” or a “good morning.” I brought the phone back up to my mouth, eyes narrowing. “No,” I spluttered in outrage. “What the hell kind of question is that?” I demanded as my foot pressed down a little harder on the accelerator.

“An important one,” Julie replied easily. “I need to know.”

“If my pussy hurts?” The incredulity in my tone was obvious.

“Exactly.”

I looked out the window of my Jeep. Traffic was light but I didn’t want to get distracted, so I pulled into a nearby parking lot. I stopped in the far corner, where the fact that I was agitated, and fully nude, wouldn’t be noticed. I scowled again as I glanced at the phone.

“Why is knowing if my pussy hurts important?” I asked my friend and mistress.

“Because that would determine if Mike and I invited you over today.”

“Ohhh,” I said, my attitude changing completely. I’d dropped my daughter off at my parents and had been contemplating what to do with myself and an invitation to go over to Julie’s place was exactly the sort of thing I was looking for. “I see,” I said brightly. I thought about that for just a minute longer. “Wait a moment,” I said. “If my pussy was hurting, would you have not invited me over today?” I asked curiously.

Julie hummed. “Of course not. What would be the point?”

I made a disgruntled noise. “To say hello? Hang out maybe?”

Julie let out a derisive laugh. “Right! And maybe we could play Parcheesi! And do each other’s nails!” The sarcasm that dripped from her voice was so thick I could have coated pancakes in it.

“You don’t have to be nasty,” I said. “Can’t I like you for you, and not just because you want my pussy to hurt?”

“Exactly,” Julie assured me. “Because I really do want to hurt your pussy.”

I sighed. “And if I was already hurting, you couldn’t go all out without worrying about me.”

Julie laughed. “Oh hardly! No, the reason I don’t want you hurting until later is because I want to do things to your pussy that will make you scream, and if you’re already hurting, I have to tone that down a bit.”

Her explicit admission of sadistic desire was very… open. I swallowed. “Oh. Well… um… that sounds very dark. Did you have something specific in mind?” I asked. I put the jeep back in gear and headed back for the road. Inside me, the ben wa balls were getting squeezed tight by my pussy as Julie expounded.

“Absolutely. It’s been awhile since you got to ride the wooden horse and Mike and I figured that we could start the second you walked in.”

“The wooden horse?” I felt a shudder of trepidation go through me. The wooden horse was nothing more than a triangular wooden prism, on which I’d be forced to sit. It wouldn’t be comfortable. “Wouldn’t I need to strip first?”

Julie laughed. “No, because a good little fuck slut like yourself would walk up to the door naked and ready to be abused.”

I pursed my lips. “I suppose that might be the case,” I said as I pulled out onto the street and accelerated. “Would it be straight onto the horse, or would you do something else to me first?” I asked.

“It’s a process,” Julie said simply. “First, we would check your wetness.” It came out somewhat breathlessly. “With my fingers stuffed deep into your cunt, wiggling around, all while I slap those beautiful, perfect breasts.”

“My breasts are perfect?” I asked teasingly, ignoring the fresh wetness between my legs.

Julie sighed. “Especially when they’re a nice, soft pink and your nipples are hard and aching.”

I took a deep breath. I wasn’t wearing a bra and I could almost feel her fingers pinching the tips of my breasts. “What if I cum?” I asked.

“With my fingers inside you?” Julie retorted in disbelief. “As if I’d let you.”

This time I chuckled. “But you don’t know how horny I am,” I replied. “I’m serious. What if I cum?”

“Then I’ll punish you,” she said simply.

“You already said that you were going to hurt me,” I replied. “What could be worse than that?”

Julie’s answer chilled me. “Because it will be the last orgasm of the day.” Her tone dropped down into a husky whisper. “I will drive you mad with longing. I will torture you until your blood is boiling with need. I will tease and tantalize and titillate you until all you can think about is release, and even then I will deny you.”

I gulped. That sounded… horrible actually. But from the way my pussy was acting, you would have thought that some part of me desired that. I shifted my hips and slid my phone into the holder on the dash, turning on the speaker. Then my hand dropped into my lap and I moved my left leg just enough so that my fingers touched the petals. They were wet.

Very, very wet.

“And if I’m wet enough,” I breathed, “and horny enough, and don’t cum, what will you do to me?”

“Next? I will drag you into the living room and put you on the coffee table. You’ll be on your back, stretched open and bound, with the sweet little pussy of your ready.”

“Ready?” I asked. “Ready for what? I thought I was supposed to ride the wooden horse.”

“You will,” she hissed. “But you have to be sensitized first. I’ll start off with my tongue of course, lapping at your delicate and tasty little clit before I begin the more intense portion of our little session. Then, once you’re on the edge I’ll take a crop and whip your pussy just enough to make sure there is no chance of you cumming. And then Mike will inflict a little more damage on your clit with a special massager, while I straddle that perfect mouth of yours.”

With that sort of description, I couldn’t help it. I slipped a finger into my pussy, my nail finding one of the ben wa balls inside me. It rang softly as I pressed and groaned. “Oh my god…” I whispered.

Julie chuckled as if she hadn’t heard me. “And when I’ve cum, Mike will put a few hard spanks on your well sauced cunt with the leather sap, which will prepare you for his cock.”

I tried awfully hard not to groan too loudly. “Mike’s going to fuck me too?”

She giggled. “Hard. Like brutal. All while I take a thin cane to your tits.”

“But, what if I cum?” I asked with a gasp, slipping my finger through my folds and finding my clit. It was everything I could do not to beg and plead.

“I hope you get close,” Julie smirked. “Because if you’re standing on the edge, Mike is going to pull out and I’m going to give your pussy another beating with my crop.”

I shuddered and almost closed my eyes, except doing that while driving was not smart.

“So go ahead. Cum. Or try to. We won’t let you. But Mike will cum and when he’s done, then it will be time for the real torment to begin.”

I checked my side mirror and changed lanes as I accelerated. My exit was just ahead and I turned down the road, trying to be careful. It isn’t easy to drive when you’re masturbating. “The wooden horse?”

“Mike made a new wooden horse,” Julie said softly. “It’s adjustable height and the edge is sharp. I can’t wait to put you on it, to see your pussy jammed tight against the spine. It will be agony. And I’ll tie your legs up and watch you thrust.”

I let out a breath. I knew what it would probably feel like, the sharp angle pressing up into my groin, mashing my labia and clit, the strain on my legs. Just thinking about it made me… well… I pushed my fingers in deeper, snagging the ben wa balls and drawing them out. They were soaked and I tossed them in the cup holder to rattle as the jeep moved with a hum. Then I thrust my fingers back into my cunt, groaning softly as my palm pressed against my clit. My other hand tightened around the wheel as I struggled to maintain control of the vehicle.

“I can’t wait,” Julie continued, “to watch you wriggle. And while you’re on it I’m going to flog your breast while Mike canes the bottom of your feet. It will be a round robin of tortures. We have a whole bucket of things to use on you,” she chortled. “I have vampire gloves and these new locking clamps and a tickler vibrator that will drive you mad.” She paused. “And I’m going to hurt you too,” she whispered.

I turned down the boulevard and headed into the old neighborhood. 1970’s style houses lined the road, but I was just a touch distracted. “For just thirty minutes?” I panted.

“For the first time. You can’t ride the wooden horse for any longer, so as soon you reach the time limit, we’re going to pull you off, take you back to the coffee table, and fuck your sore, hurting pussy.”

“Until I cum?” I gasped, my finger wiggling hard inside me. I turned at the stop sign and headed down the street.

“Seriously?” Julie said with disdain. “Why on earth would we let you cum? I plan on using the thickest, hardest, most uncomfortable dildo I can find on your tender little cunt while Mike oils your gorgeous body and then pours hot wax all over your tits and pussy.”

I swallowed. This was getting to be too much. Now my hips were pumping and thrusting and my grip on the steering wheel was just a tad bit tenuous. I needed to stop, but I was almost at my destination.

“And then,” Julie exclaimed. “After you’ve been hard fucked, oiled, and waxed, I have a new toy. A scraper that I’m going to drag along your skin, separating the wax from your body. I can’t wait to see how it pulls on your nipples! And for your pussy? A new scrub brush with these hard, stiff, prickling bristles and I’m going to rub your clit until it’s clean and raw and so sensitive that even licking it with my tongue makes you scream.”

I pulled the jeep up in front of the small bungalow house. A red two door coupe was parked in front and I glanced around. No one seemed to be out and about, and there weren’t any cars moving. I turned off the engine and plucked the phone out of the holder with my free hand.

“It sounds… diabolical,” I breathed desperately, my finger still pumping away between my legs. I was close. I could feel it. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. I jerked on the door handle and hopped out, even leaving my flip flops in the Jeep. I only took my keys. Then I ran toward the house, fully aware that I was streaking naked through the neighborhood.

“It is diabolical,” Julie was saying. “And after I’m done whipping and peeling the wax off you, it will be time for another thirty minute ride on the wooden horse. Then back to the coffee table. Then another ride! All so that the next time I ask you if your pussy hurts, you’ll be able to say…”

“Yes,” I breathed. Then I pulled my goo soaked finger out of my slit and rang the doorbell with it. My pussy was soaked, my chest heaving with excitement and nervousness and anticipation.

“Hold on Bre,” Julie said suddenly, her tone changing from sadistic perverted dominatrix to normal. I heard her put the phone down and I hung up. It took only another few seconds and then the door opened.

Julie blinked in shock. “Bre?”

I smiled at her. “Hi. I was close… I mean, I am close,” I said. “To cumming.

She looked at me, at my flushed face, the wetness coating my thighs, the pink flush of my sex. Her eyes brightened. “Yes. I can see that,” she said. She opened the door all the way.

“So… um… what time did you want me to come over?” I asked carefully, stepping into the lion’s den, the spider’s web, the villain’s lair… 

Julie shut the door and then her mouth curled up in a smile, her eyes sparkling with renewed anticipation and delight. Her left hand came up between my legs, pushing me back against the wall even as her fingers slid into my pussy. I whimpered, spreading myself open for her, lifting my arms and clasping my hands behind my head as the sexual pressure intensified, increasing exponentially.

“Right now is fine,” she whispered. Her fingers curled inside me and then began to thrust. Her thumb grazed my clitoris, moving back and forth. I gasped and she smiled, the coiled tension ready to burst forth. I licked my lips, trembling and I knew I was ready. The words came out as I panted with need, with want, with acceptance. We both knew what I was going to say, even before I said it. But it had to be spoken. It had to be real. It had to happen. I looked Julie in the eye and whispered it aloud.

“Please make my pussy hurt.”

And she did.


Deserving Why

I am not generally predisposed to panic, but I had to admit... the wait was killing me.

I was sitting at my desk, the glass wall of the atrium separating Kari's office suite from the building's main lobby, and all things considered, I was pretty damn sure that my fight or flight reflex was close to being triggered. My eyes flitted nervously between the screen of my laptop computer and the broad expanse visible from my little corner, and when movement caught my eye, I stiffened in alarm, expecting to see golden locks and Kari's fiery glare.

It was just Mr. Johnson, the CPA from upstairs. He hadn't exactly lost any weight by choosing to use the stairs, which ended right next to my fishbowl-like wall, rather than the elevator, but I told myself it was still good for him. Of course, the real reason he was using the stairs was because it gave him the opportunity to walk past my office, glancing in to see Kari's personal assistant, slash secretary, slash nympho humiliation pain slut.

And at that particular moment, I was definitely doing the latter.

It all started at my toes, which were quite visible, thanks to the black six inch heel stilettos I was wearing. These were a new set, with a disturbingly wide band around my ankle. Kari had taken the shoes to someone, (I had no idea who) and had them add a pair of thick silver metal rings to each shoe, creating for all intents and purposes, a pair of bondage cuff high heels. They were awful too, and I'm not just talking about having to walk in them. Everyone who saw them thought one thing: here is a girl who likes having her legs tied open.

But as usual, the shoes were just the start.

Around my right ankle, plainly visible to Mr. Charles Johnson, CPA, were a pair of scarlet colored, lace panties. Thong style, not that anyone could really tell, considering they were hanging from my leg, draped over my shoe just under the "bondage cuff" part. The panties were as red as my hair and for the same reason. To attract as much attention as possible. The location of my underwear was another flag stating that I was an insatiable fuck slut with control problems.

But Charles' eyes didn't stop there. I could feel his gaze slide up my smooth legs, delving into the shadow beneath my desktop. Kari had arranged for the center partition to be removed, giving passersby an opportunity to look right up my skirt. Any normal secretary would have been sitting with her knees tightly pressed together, her calf length pencil skirt stymying any prurient glances. But per Kari's orders, I wasn't permitted such an option. I wasn't wearing a pencil skirt, and the short, black, elastic mini I was wearing had rolled up my thighs to a disturbingly inappropriate height thanks to the fact that my legs were spread to the sides of my chair. Which meant that Charles was undoubtedly getting a pretty good look at my bare pussy.

Granted, it wasn't like Kari had installed a light under the desk. Nor did the vibrator have LED lights. (God forbid. I've seen those Japanese bondage videos with those strange, tentacle-like dildo vibes with spinning lights and wriggling appendages. Could you imagine? Brrrr!) But considering the way my hips were grinding, gently fucking myself as I bounced on the thick, rumbling rod, trying very hard not to cum, there was little doubt that Charles could see my state. Wet, pink petals that matched my flushed cheeks.

Wait. There's more.

Yes, I was trembling from the strain, from the pressure, from the utter humiliation, but those oscillations weren't all about my impending orgasm, nor were they simply ricocheting waves caused by the vibrator. In fact, the damn thing was set to its lowest level, shaking only enough to keep me insanely aroused, instead of dragging me to the cliffs of orgasm and shoving me, screaming, off the edge. Admittedly, it was my nervous system short circuiting, the adrenaline screaming through me as I waited for Kari to appear, that caused the tiny bells to ring. I could see Charles smile as he took in the dangling chimes hanging from the clover clamps. Sure, the clamps themselves were hidden beneath the simple, valance-like curtain that covered my breasts, but it was thin enough, gauzy enough, that the silver metal tightly gripping each barbell pierced nipple was obvious beneath the peasant blouse. A simple elastic band at the top kept the material in place and the silver bells rang like a clarion with each sexual spasm.

Charles slowed, his eyes really appreciating my predicament, and possibly some visible underboob.

I was also wearing a choker, something that Kari had gifted me a few weeks before. It was black, to match my shoes and skirt, and consisted of a leather band the width of my finger. A silver ring, matching the ones on the ankle bands of my new shoes, hung from the front, resting perfectly in the hollow of my throat. Kari called it a choker, but make no mistake, it was a collar, plain and simple. Part of me thinks I should be grateful it didn't have a nametag on it, or worse.

And then there were the earrings. Two big silver hoops dangled from my ears. I'm not normally a giant earring girl, but Kari had requested these specifically, and since she'd bought them for me, I felt honorbound to acquiesce to her demands. Besides, they went well with the black eyeliner I'd put on, complimenting the heavy mascara and the dark red lipstick.

Charles came to a stop, glanced back over his shoulder, and then, apparently sure of himself, pushed the glass door of Kari's Interior Design Office open, and stuck his head in.

"Hi Breanne!" He said cheerfully. "You look absolutely fantastic!"

Since my pussy had tightened rather dramatically around the vibrator, I gave him a chagrined smile, undoubtedly communicating my tension.

"Thank you?" I replied breathlessly.

Charles continued to admire me. "What's it set at?" He asked, obviously wanting to humiliate me further. But now I was sure he'd spotted the base of the vibrator sticking out from between my exposed folds. I swallowed, trying not to twitch my hips, which would have been even more embarrassing.

"Low," I replied with a low pitched, throaty moan.

He whistled and shook his head. "Wow. What did you do?"

My eyes widened and the color on my cheeks deepened, even as the pitch of my voice rose into stratospheric levels. "What do you mean?" I squeaked, absolutely sure he'd figured things out.

Charles let out a laugh. "Breanne, clearly you're being punished. It's been awhile since I've seen you in an outfit this revealing, and you're practically vibrating."

I swallowed. "I am vibrating," I muttered ruefully, my voice returning to normal. I glanced down at my desk, the bells hanging from my breasts still ringing softly. And not because I was breathing.

"I sort of disobeyed her," I admitted softly. I closed my eyes. "It was an accident. Well, not really. Sort of. I mean I didn't think about it. I just did it and..."

A new voice interrupted my confession.

"Good morning, Charles. Here to request an estimate?"

My eyes snapped open. Standing behind Mr. Johnson was a golden haired goddess. She was wearing a green colored suit that was tailored to her tall but thin frame, with an ivory colored blouse beneath the jacket. Gold glittered at her ears and throat and hand, her matched jewelry glimmering in the light. Her shoes were sexy, svelte and looked expensive because they were. While the cost of my outfit boarded on maybe fifty bucks total, her entire ensemble probably bordered two grand.

Charles let out a laugh as he eased himself out of the doorway, but he was gentlemanly enough to hold the door open for my boss, best friend, lover, and sadistic, humiliating mistress. She smiled warmly at him as he shook his head.

"I'm afraid I can't afford you Ms. Anders," he said cheerfully. "I was actually complimenting Breanne on her outfit." He gave Kari a knowing wink. "It's clear she's disappointed you lately."

Kari laughed. "It's not a disappointment. Merely a consequence. Breanne's behavior is something of a fixed constant in most situations. She was given a choice. An opportunity to exercise self-control and resist her nature or give into her depravity."

Charles nodded. "And she chose the latter. What a surprise."

I frowned. "Hey, I'm right here." It came out a little snarky. And trembling.

Kari looked down at me. "Of course you, dear heart. Good morning. Are you ready for your punishment?"

I blinked. I thought I was being punished. My mouth dropped open and I stared at her in shock. Charles coughed, which I think was meant to cover up a laugh, and he started to back up.

"Well, I have to go crunch numbers, but if there is anything I can do to help you discipline Breanne, by all means please send her up. I don't have any appointments today so I'm totally available," he assured my mistress.

Kari nodded with a smug smile. "I appreciate that. If the need arises, I'll be sure to send her up."

Charles laughed. "Oh, it's 'arised'," he assured her, the innuendo obvious. He gave me a little wave. "Hope to see more of you later," he said. I blinked.

"I'm practically naked now," I blurted out. Charles winked.

"I know." Then he turned and walked toward the stairs, letting the glass door close, leaving me with the monster. Kari stepped over to my desk, her eyes going over me just like Charles' had. I shuddered, once again suppressing the urge to run. Or cum. I'm not sure which.

"You look stunning," Kari said, leaning over. Her long hair brushed against my shoulders and I turned my head. The kiss was soft and sweet and my pussy tightened again as the lavender scent of her perfume filled my nose. She inhaled too and the strawberry and vanilla perfume I wore undoubtedly made her mouth water. Kari is of the opinion that submissive girls should always smell like something sweet.

And edible.

"Give me five minutes," she said, straightening. "You will sit here and continue to suffer. I'll let you know when I'm ready."

I gulped. "Kari? Can I cum?" I asked.

Her eyebrow went up. "Of course not," she said immediately. "The vibrator is on low, correct?"

I nodded roughly. "Yes, but..."

She waved her hand. "Then you should have no trouble resisting. Even an hour of vibration at that level should be manageable by a submissive with your experience. I expect you to be sufficiently aroused for your punishment." I bit my lip. She left out the fact that my nipples were throbbing gently in the bite of the clamps, or the fact that I could feel the tension in my thighs from keeping my legs open, or the embarrassing outfit I had been ordered to wear, or the red lace panties hanging from my right ankle like a flag, humiliating me. I almost died right there. "What are you going to do to me?" I whispered.

Kari smiled, and it wasn't a warm, loving smile. It was the wicked, evil, sadistic monster smile, the kind of smile you get from someone contemplating awful, horrible things. She leaned back over to me, lifting and extending her hand. Her finger curled and I felt her nail against my throat. She pushed through the ring and pulled, which caused me to shift, which made the vibrator move inside me. I gasped, my fingers tightening on the armrests of the chair.

"You remember what got you into trouble?" She said softly, teasingly.

I gulped, nodding. "My clit..." I floundered just a bit. "But Kari... that wasn't my..."

She let go and I dropped back into the seat, which meant the vibrator jammed deeper into my cunt. The sensation caused me to groan, interrupting my protest.

"Five minutes," she warned me, then turned and walked down the hall. I didn't look back. I focused inward, on my fluttering pussy, on my pulsing nipples, and on not running.

Punishment.

Five minutes later, and not a second sooner, I heard my name. "Breanne," Kari called out from her office. "Please come with me to the conference room."

I was still pretty much in the same state as I'd been when she'd arrived, and I reached down to my right foot and grabbed my panties. It took me a moment to thread my left shoe through the thong and I tried to ignore the possibility that someone else would be walking past the front of the office as I drew the lace up my legs. During the last five minutes three more people from upstairs had taken the stairs, each of them looking in, wondering what revealing, slutty outfit I'd be wearing. All of them gawked at my clearly clamped breasts, the short mini skirt that exposed my pussy, the choker, and matching bondage shoes. It had almost been enough to push me over the edge.

But I'd managed to hold off. Now my nervous system was as much of a mess as my chair and I was afraid it wouldn't take much to push me over the abyss. Would that upset Kari?

I stood up, the panties catching the vibrator as it tried to slide out of me and pulled the thong into place. Fortunately the atrium was empty and I tugged down my skirt a moment later, concealing my loins and the bright red lace cupping my pussy. The distended base of the vibrator was just a tad bit obvious. I made sure the peasant blouse was covering my tits, which was always a problem since there was no bottom elastic to make sure the material stayed in place, and I turned slowly. Kari had evidently preceded me because she wasn't in her office. I walked carefully down the hall, partly because I was wearing stupid shoes, and partly because walking was making the vibrator shift and move inside me.

Which was not good. At least from a "don't cum" standpoint.

I passed the small kitchenette on the right. I could smell Kari's coffee, which is why I presumed she needed five minutes. On the left was her art room, or design room, as she had taken to calling it, and I saw that it too, was empty. I got to the conference room door and looked in. Kari was standing at the edge of the large mahogany table, a leather mat laid out, on which were a number of items. I came to a halt, eyes widening, and I admit that I almost turned tail right then and there. Kari looked up.

"Come in. Close the door, and remove your panties."

For a second, I almost broke. It was like I intuitively knew what was about to happen. I'd been bad. Thoughtless. Selfish. Disobedient. Now I was going to pay for it. Would I cum? Yes. Probably. But would it hurt?

Absolutely.

I stepped into the conference room and shut the door. And that was that. There was no escape. No options. I was in the lioness' den and was her lawful, rightful prey. I pulled my skirt up, exposing my stuffed, panticlad pussy and began pushing the lace right back down.

"What about the vibrator?" I asked softly, meekly. I suppose a part of me hoped that acting the obedient and sweet submissive might earn me a little mercy.

"Take it out. Turn it off. Clean it." The amusement and utter desire in her voice made it clear that mercy was probably not an option. I grabbed hold of the vibe as it slid out of my sex, coated with almost an hour's worth of girl goo. As my panties fell to my ankles, I twisted the base of the toy, shutting off the motor inside, and I brought it up to my mouth. The tangy sweet taste of my own sexual arousal danced on my tongue as I stepped out of the thong and I made a wet show of sucking the vibe clean, even going so far as to demonstrate my deepthroating capability, on the off chance it would impress Kari and she might be inclined to go easier on me.

As if.

I held out the vibrator and she took it, setting it down on the leather pad. I felt a moment's trepidation as my eyes crossed the other items, but then Kari's body blocked my view and she pointed toward one of the leather executive chairs. "Sit," she ordered, "and put your legs over the armrests."

That was not exactly a surprise. Kari had a preference for me being seated, spread open and exposed, especially when she intended to stimulate, torment, and punish my clitoris. The Velcro straps on the leather pad made it clear I was going to be bound. I sat down, leaning back as I lifted my legs. The miniskirt rolled upward and did nothing to cover my loins as the chair tilted back.

"Hands on your knees," Kari said as she brought the straps over. I complied and a moment later I was tied to the chair, unable to move my arms, or close my legs. My feet dangled in the air. Admittedly, I probably looked insanely sexy, or at least wantonly slutty, and I could tell Kari was drinking it like I was some sort of elixir. I wiggled my toes and tested the bonds. My wrists were tightly constrained against my legs. I could have probably gotten free with some serious work, but the bondage was more than enough to keep me relatively immobile while being pussy whipped.

Which I knew was coming next, because Kari had picked up the leather sap. She studied the small leather paddle as she pulled up another chair and sat down, moving between my outstretched legs. I tensed, bracing myself for the coming stroke. Was it going to be one of the light kisses that would sparkle and tingle across my sex, inciting me to orgasm? Would it be one of the burning, searing blows that would make me grind my teeth and close my eyes, hissing with pain, only to have this mind-blowing heat flush through my sex, pushing me toward climax? Or would it be a blistering spank that made me yelp in shocked agony, the pain so overwhelming that tears would form and the bells hanging from my clamped nipples would ring violently as my body trembled?

Kari set the paddle on my pussy and began stroking me with it, as if the leather was a paintbrush and my sex the canvas. No hitting. No pain. Just the smooth surface and rough edge petting my pussy, brushing at my clit. I gasped, quivering, and that caress was so much more intense than the vibrator had been. My toes curled and I thrust upward toward her. I felt my eyes rolling upward as intense, direct pleasure, all focused clitorally, rushed through me and from a metaphorical standpoint, I rushed toward the cliffs of orgasm, ready to throw myself off the edge.

But Kari Anders is a virtuoso, a skilled mistress of her instrument. And like any artist with extensive experience, knew the limits to which she could play. As I shook with pressure, practically on the edge, poised to hurl myself into orgasmic ecstasy, she raised the sap above my pussy and brought it down with such force that I had no choice but to jerk violently. I let out a sharp cry, agony exploding up from between my legs and in less than a second I was blinking back the tears. The fact that Kari went back to gently stroking my clitoris and petals meant nothing as the blistering pain left me reeling.

Ow.

My feet kicked, not because I was trying to stop her, or hurt her, or defend myself, but because I couldn't do anything else. My wrists were bound to my legs, which were strapped to the chair, and the excess energy needed to go somewhere. My ass came up off the leather seat, my pussy leaving a dark, wet smear of juice, and squealed through clenched teeth. The hurt started to fade, leaving me with the sensation of the paddle stroking my pussy, the edge brushing at my clit over and over.

"You," Kari said, just a tad bit breathlessly, "are a very bad girl."

I nodded, somewhat frantically, in agreement. "I'm sorry!" I managed blubber. My hips thrust forward and I realized she'd switched me again. From pain to pleasure and I was now hurtling back up the fucking mountain, heading straight for the cliffs of orgasm for another round of "let's not jump, shall we?" I moaned, whimpering as my clit tingled and I could feel my empty pussy quivering, desperate for something to grab onto. Kari sensed that and she slid two fingers of her left hand into my grasping little slit. I cried out again, this time in pure, animalistic lust, throwing my head back, racing for the edge.

Which is why I didn't see the next blow coming.

She pulled her fingers out just as the sap slammed down on the soft folds of my sex, smashing my clitoris downward. I jerked, feet once again twisting in the air, toes curled tight as the pain lashed upward through my body. In my imagination, I was yanked away from the edge like a child who had wandered too close to the abyss, about to fall, and I tensed, arching my back, thrusting my hips upward, giving Kari an even better view of my poor pussy. The sap began stroking me again but the pain of the second stroke still hurt too much for me to handle. I choked back the wail and shuddered uncontrollably as Kari once more switched gears and sent me down a very different track.

"I have to admit," Kari said matter of factly, "that I'm glad they haven't leased the suite upstairs yet. Otherwise, I'd have been forced to gag you."

I managed to open my eyes, the ringing of the bells quite loud as I panted and trembled. I gave her a look that probably spoke volumes, because her response was to stop stroking my pussy with the paddle. She lifted it up, gave me a wicked grin, and then slammed it down again. The spank was vicious and stung and I went through the same set of convulsions as before. Then her fingers were inside me, swirling and pumping and curling, and to my utter discombobulation, her head dipped down and I felt her mouth on my clit, her tongue licking and stabbing the tender, sore, swollen nub of my clit.

At that particular moment, I both loved and hated her.

As you can imagine, it was a quick trip back up to the edge. My whimpering need surged and Kari lapped at my sex with a diabolical hunger. In hindsight, I wasn't sure if she was sating her own urges, or just doing something to me she knew would create sexual imbalance. Either way, I was totally wrapped up in the flurry of sensations, the dichotomy of pain and pleasure, agony and ecstasy. I wanted to cum.

She needed to hit me again.

"Please," I whimpered. "More," I managed to stammer. I wanted one or the other. Kari let out an amused laugh. Her fingers inside me twisted, the pumping sensation increasing. How she knew where I was, the distance between me and satisfaction, I had no idea, but she denied it to me once more. The spank burned and I jerked as my pussy was flattened, mashed flat by the blade of the paddle. My jaw clenched as my eyes shut with silent agony and I could barely hold myself together. The chair creaked as my legs and arms pulled on the straps.

Her mouth came back down, even before the stinging had turned to heat, and even that caress felt like knives cutting at me. I let out another wail and felt my loins shudder, the familiar overload of my nerves cutting at me, leaving me raw. My fingers tightened into fists and if she'd asked me a question, I'd have responded with gibberish, unable to articulate beyond the guttural as she controlled my physical responses. The hurt faded again, replaced with the softness of her tongue, the intense sexual pleasure streaming up channels that had just been seared with agony. I reeled from the mix, my brain starting to short-circuit from the back-and-forth clusterfuck of sensations. Kari sucked my clit into her mouth, drawing it almost fully in and a wave of acute pleasure, so intense and powerful shot through me, that I found myself back on the fucking edge of the cliff, about to fall.

Somehow, Kari knew. She let go and the sap slapped down with hard, wet cracks. A flurry of strokes pounded into my sex and my mind snapped. Rational thought, which was already pretty much gone anyway, was replaced with pure instinct, misfiring neurons, and sensorial overload. Too much too quick. Part of my mental sink was still swirling with “gee, that feels freaking amazing, I think I’ll just go ahead and have myself an orgasm,” while the other part was screaming, “oh my fucking god, that fucking hurts, oh my god, get away!”

I was unable to react, and I froze in a sort of trembling stasis. Kari kept whipping my pussy with the sap, the wet muddy sound of the flat, smooth letter beating out a caustic, burning tempo on my slit filling my ears. The manic look on Kari’s face made it clear how much she was enjoying it and I collapsed into a semi-catatonic state, rolling between “mmmmmh” and “oowwwww.”

But Kari wasn’t the only fucked up person at this party. While she is a dedicate sadist who gets her jollies from sexually hurting her personal assistant, I’m just as much a masochist. I don’t like being hurt, but in moments of clarity, I recognize that having pain applied to certain parts of my anatomy serves as a sort of aphrodisiac, a sort of squirt of nitro in my otherwise standard unleaded engine. Being humiliated, tied open, exposed, teased, and then tormented, was exactly the sort of thing that turned my normal aroused state into hyper-sexuality. It supercharged me, intensifying my response to a point where everything gelled and became clear. Pain and pleasure were just different ends of the same thing and I wanted… no, needed… to experience the whole. So as I slipped into the fugue my body responded in a different way, no longer retreating from the edge as Kari continued to blister my pussy with the paddle, beating and smacking me with short, sharp, fast strokes. Instead I surged up against the heat, the sting, the hurt, mostly because my brain was no longer registering it like that. I took in the sensation, the overwhelming stimulation, and changed course. I hurtled toward the cliff. Fast. Violently. I was running pell mell. I was going to jump. Leap. Hurl myself into the abyss of sexual climax, cumming with a scream and a gush.

The reason though, that Kari is, and will probably always be, my mistress, is because she recognized that moment. The second my psyche twisted, that the pain became pleasure and vice versa, she did the unthinkable. She pulled back, removing her fingers and the sap from the equation. She didn’t inflict pain. She didn’t provide me pleasure. Instead, she did nothing, inflicting the worst possible torture on my fucked up mind and body possible.

For a second, I just thrashed on the chair, hips pumping frantically, toes curling as my ankles twisted around in circles. I could hear the creak of the metal frame and plastic of the seat as I struggled against the inevitable. My pumping heart and labored breathing got me within an inch of the edge, but like always, she did it again, keeping me from achieving climax. I burst out into a desperate sob, fire racing through my veins as pure and utter lush, wanton need, and burning desire rushed through my veins. Tears poured down my cheeks as Kari turned away, putting the sap down on the leather pad. She looked back at me and waited, watching as I calmed down, regaining a sense of composure, and backing away from the edge. When my breathing had slowed down enough so that the bells hanging from my clamped tits were no longer ringing constantly, she turned back to the leather pad, hand extended.

It took me a moment to realize what she picked up and even longer for me to gain enough mental traction to recognize the threat. The tube was plastic and white and she unscrewed the tiny cap easily. Her fist tightened, squeezing a tiny dot of the pearly cream out of the container and she scooped it up easily with a forefinger. I shrank back away from her as her hand got close, shifting in the seat, the panic I’d felt earlier coming back in droves.

“No! Please! No! Please don’t Kari!” I blubbered, still crying. “PLEASE! NO! PLEASE DON’T!”

But it was too late. She touched just my clit, smearing the coldhot cream over and around my clit with a petting motion. That felt… amazing of course. And it hurt. But then the chemical reaction started and I felt an icy tingle.

Kari leaned back and wiped her finger off on my instep, almost slipping it underneath to my arch. I sort of ignored that, mostly because my clitoris, which had been licked, sucked on, and beaten mercilessly, was now prickling with what felt like cold. Retrospectively, I know that isn’t the case, but I would have sworn that Kari was pressing the edge of a particularly sharp ice shard against my sex, perhaps even rubbing my clit with it. I whimpered, more from the intensity of the sensation than from arousal. Or maybe it was because I knew what was coming. Or not cumming. Sure enough, the icy feeling began to fade, replaced by a growing heat. The fact that it was centered on just one, well tormented little piece of me, just made it all the worse and in less than a minute, Kari was watching as beads of perspiration appeared on my forehead as I grimaced in pain.

It fucking burned.

She reached back to the leather pad. “I hope,” she said softly as she picked up the alligator clamp, “that you will have second thoughts about disobeying my instructions.” She held up the clamp. A small chain had been attached at the bottom, and below that, a plastic tube only a few inches long. She twisted the pendant and it started shaking. Even more than I was. I let out a choked sob as Kari bent closer, pinching open the clamp. The metal teeth, even dulled, looked wickedly sharp and I squealed as they closed down on my clitoral hood, biting my burning, beaten clitoris, chewing viciously as the vibrations traveled up the chain and into my clit. Kari tapped the pendant and it fell perfectly into my slit, like a hot dog sausage in a long bun and I gasped. Suddenly, the burning pain didn’t seem quite so bad.

I heard the tearing sound of the Velcro straps and felt the pressure on my wrists and legs lighten. I blinked, burning and wanting, buzzing and desperate, and stared at Kari as she pulled away. I realized I was free. It was over.

But it wasn’t.

“You will return to your desk,” Kari ordered briskly. She picked up the vibrator from off the table, the one that I’d licked clean just ten minutes before. “You will put this back in, set to low. Your panties need to be around one ankle, and you will sit, with your legs spread.” Her eyes flickered down to my chest. “The clamps stay on as well,” she said with a smile.

I shuddered, bringing my arms up as I lifted my legs off the armrests of the chair. My limbs felt wooden, and I could feel the pressure between my thighs building at an alarming rate. My clit still burned, hot and wet. It hurt too. And it felt amazing. I bit my lip, confused and desperate.

“One last thing,” Kari said, suddenly leaning forward. Her hand came up and she grabbed hold of one of the clamps on my breasts, tugging hard. I squealed and came toward her, agony lancing through my tit. “This time, you better not cum.”

“What?” I bleated, eyes widening with panic as my fingers closed around her wrist. She gave the clamp a slight twist and a fresh shard of pain shot through my nipple.

“Don’t cum. That’s an order.”

Then she let go and stood up. I collapsed back into the chair, sprawled with my legs spread, clit still on fire, the pendant vibrator back between my petals, tits exposed as the peasant blouse rumpled, face flushed and stupid bell clamps ringing. She made it to the door before I managed to reply.

“But Kari!” I struggled to get upright as she slowed and looked back. “I’m desperate! I’m so close. I won’t be able to hold off!” It came out in a rush and I watched as my boss, best friend, lover, and sadistic mistress smiled. When she spoke, it came out softly, cheerfully.

“I know,” she agreed.

I sat there, twitching, flummoxed, my clit still burning and crushed and vibrating and the idea of sliding the vibrator back into my pussy and going to my desk almost sank me right there.

“But… but… why?” I whispered.

Kari smiled. “Why did I beat your clit, freeze and burn it, then clamp you? Why torment you to the point of insanity? Why send you back to the lobby, wanton and desperate and hurting? Why make you sit there with your legs spread wide, stuffed with a vibrator, clamps hanging from your nipples and clit? Why have you dressed like a cheap whore with those bondage shoes? Why put a collar around your neck? Why keep you on display in the most awkward and humiliating way possible?”

I nodded, speechless.

“You know why,” she said softly. She gave me a wink as she left the room. “Happy cumming.”

***

Slowly I rose. I grabbed the vibrator and slid it into my sex, groaning softly. It was hard to function because my entire mindset was on one thing. I turned the vibe on and whimpered as I struggled to draw my panties up. I managed, but the vibe kept sliding out, forcing me to catch it and put it back in. The bells rang constantly as I moved, the throbbing pulse at the tips of my breasts harsh and intense. My clit still burned, though it wasn’t as bad as before, and I finally shuffled out of the conference room, down the hall. I didn’t look into Kari’s office. I didn’t want to see her smirk, her desire, her absolute knowledge in my predictability.

I found my desk and with a worried look, checked the atrium, just in case anyone was out there, waiting to see what the nympho humiliation pain slut would do next. My panties hooked on my thumbs slid down to my knees as I sat, and the vibrator jammed up against the leather seat. It took only a moment for the red lace to once again settle around my ankles and I stepped out of one side, my flag of humiliation flying. I spread my legs to either side of the chair, knowing that my stuffed slit was on display, should anyone walk by. The bells clinging to my nipples moved constantly, both because of my labored breathing, and the tremors shooting through my tormented body. I shuddered, unable to focus, unable to stop the sensations, unable to cope with the pressure. My fingers tightened on the arm rests of my chair and I trembled.

I walked up to the edge of the cliff. Darkness loomed in front of me, the orgasmic bliss of satisfaction. Part of me screamed, “don’t do it! You know she wants you to! She’ll use it as an excuse and you’ll be there again, legs spread, her sap beating your pussy!” But the other part of me hummed in excitement at the thought and I didn’t even hesitate. I jumped off the edge, cumming hard.

I blinked, a wet, gooey mess on the chair between my thighs. The residual euphoria of the powerful climax left my thoughts a clunky, unmovable blur. I let out a laugh. Oh my God. Slowly I closed my legs and reached down, turning off the vibrator. I wrapped my arms around myself and just sat there, breathing, the bells still ringing softly. Until I felt a hand on my shoulder. I glanced up to Kari smiling down at me.

“Feel better?” She asked brightly.

I grinned. “I feel amazing.”

“Good,” she said, totally sincerely. “Now go to the conference room. Same as before.”

That… that was enough. My sluggish thoughts began to move and a thrill of excitement, or trepidation, or just plain want, slid through me.

“Yes Mistress,” I said.

Because I deserved another blistering punishment.


At Sara’s

I pulled up in front of the house and for a moment, just admired the landscaping. It was a single-story home, not too ostentatious, especially considering the neighborhood, and I couldn’t help but feel a magnetic draw to it. Part of that was probably because two very dear friends of mine had recently purchased the residence and I already had a few good memories inside it. And now, here I was, planning on making a few more.

Memories. I’m not sure if they would be good.

I pulled into the circle drive and parked my jeep. One nice thing about the Woodlands is that most of the houses were far enough apart that I wasn’t exactly worried about some nosy neighbor peeking out the window to watch me exit my vehicle. Which was good because I wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing.

It might sound odd to most people for a cute redhead to be out driving in the nude, but since the Jeep had been a gift from a sadistic, cruel, and utterly amazing dominatrix, who also happened to be my best friend, lover, and employer, the fact that the Jeep had come with the stipulation that I drive it naked if alone was something I tried to respect. Of course, there were other demands placed upon my driving – for example, if stopped at a light, I had to insert the large, six-inch vibrator I usually kept in my console cup holder – into my pussy and turn it up to the highest setting.

But only for the light. Driving while vibrating is dangerous. And since being a nympho humiliation pain slut also required me to keep something stuffed into my pussy if I wasn’t actually mounted on a real cock, it just made sense to leave that vibrator in, but turned off.

Or… mostly off.

I let out a soft groan as I pulled the vibe out of my slit and deposited it in the console cup holder. The toy glistened with goo and I popped the door, setting my black stiletto on the driveway. The sharp point of the heel took my weight and then I was standing there in the sun, surrounded by towering pines and lush banana plants, walking in a slow and deliberately march to Mistress Sara’s new front door. Per her request, I’d given myself a healthy coating of the massage oil she’d gifted me over Christmas and I knew that if anyone were watching, they were marveling at the way the sunlight glistened on my skin. I wasn’t wearing much in the way of jewelry. I had the small silver studs in my ears, the two steel barbells piercing my nipples, and a slave anklet covered in small bells, that rang prettily with each step, around my left leg.

The door of the house was huge and made of metal, with leaded crystal forming an intricate window. I could see light inside, probably from windows on the backside of the house. I took a deep breath and rang the bell, feeling just a tad bit uncomfortable at seeing the camera underneath the button. I stood patiently though and a moment later a girl answered the door.

“Breanne!” She exclaimed in a giddy voice. Then she stepped out eagerly and embraced me.

Alissa was an inch or two shorter than me and had her arms wrapped around me instantly, hugging me tight. I let out a laugh and squeezed her back, marveling at the softness of her breasts. Had she been wearing anything, I might have worried how the oil on my body would have stained her clothes, but since she was just as naked as I was, and just as glistening, I just enjoyed the slick sensation of our bodies rubbing against each other. I trailed one hand down her spine and to her bottom.

“Hello Alissa,” I said softly, happy to see her. She looked up at me.

“That’s not how you and I say hello,” she said wickedly. Then her right hand slid down my side and I gasped as her fingertips fluttered against my hip. Then her hand was between my legs and I couldn’t help groaning as she slid her hand down against my petals, opening me up, her thumb teasing my clit as she penetrated me. Two fingers no less.

Suddenly I was moaning, rigid with pleasure as Alissa finger-fucked me in the open doorway. I was already aroused of course. Trying to drive through the Woodlands naked, with the requirement that I stuff my cunt with a vibrator at every stop light and even turn it on if the Jeep wasn’t moving, did not make for a relaxed and uneventful drive. I was already humming by the time I pulled up. Alissa’s fingers inside me only exacerbated my excitement. I thrust my hips against her, tilting her face up to kiss her passionately. As I did, I slid my own hand down over her star-speckled skin and found her sweet honey pot.

She was just as wet as I was.

I’m not quite sure how long the two of us stood in the doorway, essentially visible to anyone who actually pulled up in front of the house, and it took me a minute or two to realize that this would be a rather awkward moment for a delivery driver to pull up. Both of us were panting heavily as we teased each other and it was Alissa who finally broke away, pulling her hand out from between my legs. I curled my fingers to keep her on the hook for a moment longer, but she grinned and kept tugging, freeing herself from my now gooey clutches. She let out a laugh as I gave her a disappointed look.

“You’re early, you know,” she said with a rueful smile. “Mistress Sara isn’t even here yet.” She stepped backward into the house, beckoning me to follow. I stepped into the foyer and she closed the door.

“Sorry,” I said apologetically. My brain wasn’t quite working right thanks to the immediacy of Alissa’s “hello,” which I was hoping we could go right back into, maybe on a soft, horizontal surface. “I was worried about traffic.”

Alissa nodded. “Well, I can call her and see if she wants me to do anything specific with you.”

That surprised me. “She isn’t here?”

Alissa grinned. “She ran up to the store. Something about an amazing meal she wants to cook for our lunch. She’ll be back in about twenty minutes. Like I said, you’re early. And I can call her.”

I gave her a pouty look. “Or you and I can spend some time together.”

Alissa’s eyes widened just a bit, but then she smiled. “As much as I would like that,” she assured me, “I don’t think Mistress Sara would appreciate it.”

I jerked back a bit. “Really?” I asked, the mood sort of evaporating. I gave Alissa a worried glance.

Alissa laughed. “No silly, not like that. Of course, she doesn’t mind you and I fucking. But she has some very specific plans for us this morning and I don’t want to risk either of us cumming. She would not be happy.”

“Oh,” I said, a little more forgiving. Alissa was probably right. Having an orgasm before submitting to Mistress Sara was not a good idea. I’d need both the energy and protection of being insanely and mindlessly aroused to cope with her sadistic nature. I shifted my hips, wishing Alissa’s fingers were still in my pussy, or better yet, her tongue. “That makes sense. So, where now?”

Alissa grinned. “The toy room.”

I let out a laugh. “The toy room?” I said somewhat incredulously. Alissa nodded brightly. Then she turned on her heel, her bare feet soundless on the tile floor, and beckoned me to follow. The curve of her back and the two little dimples above her pert bottom were intensely attractive and my eyes couldn’t help staring. The little star-shaped scars all over her rump and even on her back didn’t detract from the overall beauty of the woman in front of me, though I knew the awful violence she’d endured to get them. It wasn’t something either of us liked to dwell on.

As I’d mentioned before, I’d already been in the house, but that had been at the welcoming party. Mistress Sara had invited almost everyone from the Society of the Golden Rose over to see the place, and both Kari and Julie had been honored guests. Things had devolved into a lesbian orgy of course, but at the time half the furniture hadn’t been delivered, so much of it had been off the cuff. Afterall, the only thing you need for a good spanking is a hard hand and a soft, naughty ass. Alissa turned right to go down one of the extra hallways and I found myself following her to one of the spare bedrooms. It had been empty a few weeks before, but now… oh my.

Toys.

I don’t want you to get the wrong idea. This wasn’t a nursery, or a play pen, or some sort of child’s fantasy. Alissa was an adult sexual submissive who belonged to Mistress Sara. The two of them had been together for just over eight-years and their relationship was way deeper than most d/s combinations. Or maybe not. Sara and Alissa, despite their twenty-year age difference, were clearly in love with each other and Alissa had blossomed under Sara’s hard hand.

And Sara’s whips. And Sara’s paddles, Sara’s canes, and Sara’s straps. Which brings us back to the toys.

The room, which was pretty large for a bedroom in the first place, was full of bondage furniture. There was a wall that had been covered with a wooden frame and latticed with wooden dowels, making it look either like a laundry drying rack or the widest, weirdest ladder to nowhere I’d ever seen. It covered the center of the wall, leaving the corners free for a set of benches with binding points all over them. A circular, black leather ottoman sat in the middle of the room, a strange half circle bump in the very center and I didn’t miss the embedded steel loops stitched in various places around the circumference. A rolling cart held a TENS Unit, a device designed to send electrical current through both willing, and unwilling victims, while a rack on the wall held rows of crops, whips, canes, and floggers of various sizes and lengths and materials. A huge glass jar sat on a small table, filled with clothespins, and another rack of hooks had a variety of clamps connected to chains. A bondage table took up another corner, while a set of modern stocks, with adjustable frame (so you could change angles) was in another.

“Holy shit,” I blurted out. “This is the ‘toy’ room?” I asked incredulously.

Alissa grinned. “Totally. Neither of us wanted to call it a ‘dungeon’,” she said teasingly.

“Why not?” I asked skeptically, still looking around. “It fits!”

Alissa laughed. “I suppose. I’m in here a lot though.”

I gave her a look. “Well, yeah. Of course you are.” I gave her a more studious look. Alissa blushed and turned slightly and this time, knowing what I was looking for, I found it. The welt was faded, but clear, curling up from underneath her right breast and going across her chest.

Suddenly, the tension between us increased and our eyes met. I could see Alissa’s heartbeat pulsing at her neck and the desire to throw her down on that black ottoman and just ravish her was intensely strong. I wanted to open her up, even tie her legs open, and suck and nibble on her clit until she was screaming with need, begging me to fuck her. I glanced around. Yep, underneath the rack of canes and whips and things there was a shelf and I saw a basket full of hugely thick dildos and I was more than willing to bet there was a strap on harness in that basket too.

Alissa gulped and then looked away. What had she been thinking? To let me ravish her? Or had I been bound in the imagination of her mind, spread open for her pleasure? She cleared her throat.

“Um… wait here. I’m going to get my phone and call Mistress Sara.” She turned, folding her arms across her chest protectively. I nodded, not trusting myself to speak, absolutely positive that I’d beg her to let me fuck her. I watched her go and let out a shuddering breath.

Sheesh.

Alone, I took a few minutes to appreciate the room itself. The walls were painted a shade of blue that in the right light could look gray or bright. I found the light switch – a dimmer no less – and tested my theory, only to find it correct. More light made the place brighter and cheerier. Less made it feel dark and slightly sinister. My pussy liked the latter. It played into the psychology of the room.

I started looking around. I found a basket full of leather bondage cuffs, a pair of vampire gloves, and several different sets of spiked pinwheels. An entire array of lubes and lotions and oils, and multiple pillar candles in a variety of colors. Clearly Mistress Sara had spared no expense on her new toy room. I walked over to the strange but compelling ladder-like thing attached to the wall, lifted my hands and tugged experimentally. It was secure and I sensed that I could have climbed right up the thing straight to the ten-foot ceiling.

It also occurred to me that it would make tying someone to the wall ludicrously easy.

“Oh!” Alissa said, walking back in. “I guess that’s not surprising.”

Alissa blushed. She was holding her phone in her hand, but she wasn’t talking into it. She put it on the ottoman. “Sara is in the checkout line. She should be here in about ten minutes,” Alissa said. Then her cheeks turned an even darker color. “Um… she asked me to get you prepared.”

I chuckled. “Oh sweetie, I’m so wet right now I’m not sure anything else needs to be done.”

Alissa bit her lip. “She meant getting you tied up.”

I blinked. “Oh,” I said easily. “Well of course. Where do you want me?” I asked.

Alissa smiled. “Not me. I personally want you on top of me, with my face buried in your pussy and your tongue in mine. But Mistress Sara wants you tied against the ladder, arms above your head.”

I glanced at the dowels behind me. “Oh. Right.” I twisted until my back was to them and raised my hands up. “Like this?”

Alissa looked up. “Higher,” she said. Then she went to a closet door, opened it, and brought out a step stool. She brought it over to me and watched as I gripped one of the dowels above my head. “Can you reach higher?” She asked, still holding the stool.

I chuckled. “I could, if I grew a couple more inches. Or if you let me have the stool. I’m almost on tiptoe now.”

Alissa glanced down. “The stool is for me, silly. Go up on tiptoe,” she said seriously. “Otherwise Mistress Sara will be unhappy with me.”

I gave her a very direct look and then stretched up even higher, up another few inches to the next dowel. My entire body felt strained and then Alissa was tying my wrists to the dowel, wrapping the soft, thick rope expertly around my fists. In less than a minute my left hand was bound and then Alissa went to work on the other. I was able to keep most of my weight on my toes though, so it wasn’t awful, but I could feel it. Alissa stepped down, moved the stool off to the side, and then raised both of her hands and placed them on my breasts.

“Do you have any idea how amazing you look?” She whispered.

I chuckled and shook my head. “Show me?”

Alissa sucked in a breath and then ran her fingernails over each nipple, over to my sides, and then downward. I gasped, a flutter of ticklishness threatening to unnerve me, but then her hand was between my thighs again and I felt her push a finger up into my pussy. I groaned, wishing I could spread my legs open for her, but that would have left me hanging from my wrists.

“You are always so amazing,” Alissa said, only to punctuate her sentence by putting her mouth on my right nipple and sucking. I gasped, my pussy locking down on her curling fingers. Her tongue darted against my teat and I quivered with need as she teased me. “Every time I’m with you something opens up inside me and I want to be like you.”

I shuddered and drew in a breath. “Alissa, you are like me. Out of all the subs of the Society, you’re the closest. You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut too.”

She shook her head, which felt really interesting considering she put her mouth back on my breast, sucking. Then she pulled back. “I hope you know how much I love you,” she said honestly.

I grinned, still bound and stretched on her mistress’ rack. “Love?” I asked, “or lust?” Alissa took a deep breath, clearly trying to steady her own nerves and she walked over to the far wall where the various bins and buckets were positioned on the shelf below the rack of whips and canes. She grabbed one container, pulled two items out, and then returned to me. “Mistress Sara said that she would like your nipples clamped and throbbing before she gets home.” She held up the first clamp and my eyes widened. It was a rather wide and vicious looking duckbilled clamp and looked more like something you  might find securing a bag of chips than attached to a woman’s nipple. Alissa didn’t wait for me to agree, or protest for that matter. She just squeezed it open, set it in place, and then let it close.

“Owwww! Fuck!” I squealed. Pain shot through my tit, the clamp crushing down on my nipple painfully. I closed my eyes, teeth clenched as a very different sensation than the one caused by Alissa’s mouth surged through me. She gave me a sympathetic glance.

“Yes. I know. These hurt. I’m sorry.”

I opened my eyes to give her a pained look. “Alissa…”

She shook her head. “I have to.” Then she lifted the second clamp and set it over the tip of my other breast. I braced myself, but nothing was going to mitigate the crushing agony that blasted through my bosom. I sucked in a tight breath, then gasped as Alissa slid her fingers back into my pussy.

Well, that changed everything. I moaned, closing my eyes as the different sensation clashed and then combined. I hung from Mistress Sara’s wall ladder, stretched out, panting heavily as my breasts pulsed with hurt, all while waves of acute pleasure streamed up from between my legs. Alissa didn’t just thrust her fingers into me either. She curled them, twisting them around in my pussy, spreading them, bringing them together, and generally working me into a frothing desperation. My left leg kicked out and the heel of my shoe got caught on one of the rungs. That gave me the ability to spread myself even further open and Alissa dipped downward, her fingers still inside me, to kneel. I was thrusting my hips forward when her tongue darted out and began lapping at my clit.

It was like downing an energy drink, pressing on the accelerator, and winning the lottery, all at the same time and I closed my eyes, shuddering as the sexual pressure inside me doubled, then quadrupled. I cried out, totally ready to cum and Alissa stopped licking, her fingers freezing inside me.

“No!” I mewled, pushing out with my hips so that my pussy was speared on her hand. “No. Please… please don’t stop!”

Alissa pulled her hand away from my groin. “Breanne, you can’t cum. Not yet. Please.” Her words were soft but strained and somewhere, back in my head, I knew she was correct. But at that particular moment, the more intelligent part of my mind was being suppressed by the monster she’d awoken. I wanted to cum more than anything. I looked down at her, panting, wanting, desperate.

“I want you,” I whispered.

She smiled up at me. “I know.” She leaned forward and put a soft, but rather chaste kiss on my clit. I groaned and pushed forward again, rubbing myself against her face. It wasn’t enough, but it was so, so good.

“Well, well, well,” came a new voice, deeper and more mature. “I see my two little love birds are having fun on their own.”

My eyes snapped open and I looked toward the door. Standing in the open frame was a woman a decade older than myself. She was thick bodied and insanely curvaceous, with large breasts and an impressive cleavage. She was wearing a pretty, white and blue flowered blouse that buttoned up the front and the neckline dipped with intriguing lines, taking the eyes right to the tops of her breasts. It was decidedly sexy, rather than slutty. She also wore a charcoal colored skirt, though it was knee length and she had on a pair of knee high boots, black of course, to go with it.

Alissa jerked away from me immediately, her mouth wet with my juices. I watched as she scrambled up onto the ottoman, kneeling with the strange center bump right behind her ass, bare feet spread to either side. Then she bent over backwards, resting her spine on the bump as she lifted her arms above her head. It was a provocative and sexually explicit position and I had to admit that I heartily approved. Her knees had spread, giving me a perfect view of her pink and quite glistening slit, and her breasts had flattened slightly as she presented. Alissa had her eyes closed and was breathing steadily, waiting.

Mistress Sara walked into the room. Her dark crimson locks fell down on either side of her face and she went straight to Alissa. She ran her fingernails up across the spread open girl and I watched Alissa shudder. Sara slipped her hand down to Alissa’s groin and the soft groan that came from my friend as she was penetrated was more than enough to tell me how it felt. A surge of jealousy ran through me. Then Mistress Sara pulled her fingers away from Alissa’s slit and licked them. Our eyes met and I felt a sharp thrill go through me. It was desire of course, and need, but also just a touch of fear.

“Hello Breanne,” Mistress Sara said warmly. “I’m going to tear you to shreds.”


At Sara’s - Part Two

I gulped and freed my left foot from the ladder, thus allowing me to press my thighs together. I didn’t really think about it. It was just a sort of instinctive reaction on my part. Protect the delicate parts of me. Even as I did it, I realized I was being stupid. Suspended as I was, there was nothing I could do to prevent Mistress Sara from using me in any way she wanted. She stepped closer, leaving Alissa still bent over backward on the ottoman and a moment later I was looking into Mistress Sara’s eyes.

“H-h-hello, Mistress Sara,” I managed to blubber. Her left hand dropped down, her fingers sliding along my belly. “H-h-how are you?”

She grinned, her right hand coming up along my side. It was a caress. Definitely a caress, and I gasped as her touch tickled me. I was about to squeal and flinch away, when her left hand found my pussy. I ended up jerking in the opposite direction and then her fingers spread my petals. I gasped and my foot swung out and then she was cupping my sex, her thumb pressed against my clit.

“I’m wonderful,” Mistress Sara said softly, her voice low and sultry. I tried to keep track of both hands, but it was difficult with one between my legs, doing very naughty things to my pussy, while the other slid up the side of my body. “Especially now that you’re here.”

I gulped as her right hand found my left breast and she gripped it firmly between her fingers and thumb, lifting it up a bit. Her eyes went to the clamp, which was still hurting like the dickens, causing my nipple to pulse hotly.

“Th-th-thank you for letting me come,” I managed to reply.

She laughed. “Oh, Breanne. I have no intention of letting you cum.”

I blinked at the warping of my words and then her fingers found the clamp. She grabbed hold and bent it almost a full ninety degrees to the right, twisting my nipple horribly.

“AAaarrggghghhh!” I screamed, my knee coming up in response to the pain. She expected it though and pushed it aside with her hip, her left hand still gripping my sex tightly, rubbing my clitoris. I continued to squeal like a stuck pig as she rotated the clamp almost a full three-hundred and sixty degrees and I was pretty damn sure she was trying to tear off my nipple. Then she pressed down on the clamp and it came off my breast, which created an entirely different kind of agony as the blood rushed back into the crushed tip.

Then I felt Mistress Sara’s middle finger slide into me.

As I vacillated between agony and ecstasy, my body responded long before my brain did. I pretty much was responding on full autonomous response, instinct even, and as my pussy tightened around her finger, her palm pressed against my clit, I thrust forward into her hand frantically. The heat blossomed and I shuddered as orgasm loomed right up ahead of me.

Which is when Mistress Sara grabbed my freshly unclamped nipple, pinched it viciously between her thumb and forefinger, and then twisted it horribly. Just like that I swung away from “oh God yes” and entered “oh God no!” Pain shot through me and I let out another cry as I tried to determine if I still had a nipple. Then Sara let go and I hung there, panting.

With a finger still inside me.

Mistress Sara wiggled it around, then swirled it, and then began pumping it back and forth. My right breast still throbbed, the nipple caught in the clamp, but the pain in the right side of my chest faded as the arousal began building again. I whimpered. I didn’t want to cum now, because I knew what she was going to do. She’d get me close and then hurt me again.

“Did Alissa properly excite you?” Mistress Sara asked in a teasing voice, still fingerfucking me thoroughly. I groaned, only to discover that I was starting to thrust up against her again. I couldn’t keep my stupid hips still. Mistress Sara’s face was only a few inches from mine, her breasts actually touching my body. I let out a mewling gasp as my pussy tightened around her digit and as the pressure peaked again, my toes curled as I stepped close to the edge.

Only to have Mistress Sara remove the other clamp from my breast.

Pain shot through me and I screamed again, yanking hard on the ladder dowel to which my wrists were tied. I heard the wood creak, but it didn’t give, even an inch, and I squeezed my eyes shut as the tears came. It was so much sensation that I didn’t even have the forethought to anticipate what was coming next, not until Sara’s thumb and forefinger grabbed hold of my dial and changed the channel.

“FUUUUCCCCK!” I yelled. Loudly. I kicked out, totally unable to help myself, but Sara seemed to have been expecting the completely involuntary response. She avoided my flailing feet, moving to the side, her hand slipping out of my pussy and away from my loins. Then she let my nipple go. The residual pain was still intensely real for me and I blinked away the tears, sucking in huge breaths as I hung limply. Mistress Sara lifted a hand and I flinched, but then she began stroking my torso, from just under my arm down to my hip, and I started to calm down.

Sara turned away from me when it looked like I had finally caught my breath and she walked past the ottoman, and Alissa’s still offered and vulnerable form, to plug a flogger off the rack on the far wall. It was a leather number and as she turned back, her hands came up to her blouse and began unbuttoning the front. She was wearing a black lace bra beneath and I could see the dark pink of her nipples as more of her bosom became exposed. Then she stopped along the side of the ottoman, right near Alissa’s upturned face. Mistress Sara leaned over, her hair brushing Alissa’s beautiful breasts, and she kissed Alissa right on the mouth. It was one of those romantic, upside down kisses, but I could see Alissa’s hips thrusting, as if Sara’s lips were fucking her.

It happened fast. The dominatrix straightened even as she swung the whip and the concentrated strands slashed down between Alissa’s open legs. They landed with a sharp crack and Alissa yelped, her bottom rising up even as her knees spread even wider apart. That only spread her labia further and the next stroke must have stung like the dickens because Alissa had trouble holding herself still. She rose halfway up with a squeal and Mistress Sara placed her left hand on the center of Alissa’s chest, pushing her back down. Her back bowed over the hump in the center of the ottoman and as Sara swung the flogger again, still lashing down at Alissa’s pussy, I watched as the dominatrix lifted a knee, tugged up her skirt between strokes, and then literally straddled Alissa’s head.

How the fucking hell could Alissa bend like that?

I stood there, shifting my weight from one foot to the other, my toes aching, as Alissa clearly began licking and sucking on whatever was under Sara’s skirt. Was the dominatrix wearing panties? No idea. But Sara’s cheeks got a little redder and the strokes from her whip seemed to ease. This lasted all of thirty seconds and then Sara slipped off Alissa, relieving the pressures on the little submissive.

“Up,” she said softly, giving Alissa’s shoulder a soft squeeze. Without any more direction, Alissa pushed herself up, now practically sitting on the ottoman’s hump. She interlaced her arms behind her back, thrusting out her breasts. Mistress Sara walked around her, the skirt falling back down her thigh, but not before giving me a quick glimpse of her thick, pink petals. Alissa’s face was wet… again, but her eyes were bright and I could see the fire smoldering in her gaze as she looked at Sara.

“Not a sound,” Mistress Sara said aloud and I wondered if she were talking to me, or to Alissa. She shook out the whip and suddenly I realized that I was the one about to get hit as she moved slightly off to the side. I clenched my teeth, my heart starting to race as she lifted the flogger and swung it horizontally. It slashed across my breasts, biting hard, but with much less translated pain than either Sara’s clamps or the pinching. I gasped, but managed not whine, wail, bleat, or even moan. I winced though, looking away as I closed my eyes. I waited for the next stroke and I heard it land. But I didn’t feel it. I turned my head to look and it was Alissa who had taken the second stroke, Mistress Sara swiveling between us.

Which is when I realized that the form and function of the room was perfectly designed. Sara could literally stand between the ottoman and the ladder and with a simple pivot, whip either Alissa’s breasts or mine. And after Alissa had taken one stroke across her delicate and beautiful breasts, the soft rounded globes bouncing with the blow, Mistress Sara turned to me and left another stinging stroke across my bosom. I gritted my teeth, the burn almost enough to make me cry out, but I suspected that losing this particular contest came with some unfortunate consequences. Alissa stoically endured the next strike, rocking only a little.

And to think, she wasn’t even tied in place!

My third stroke made me hiss and I closed my eyes, wishing the back and forth were over. I managed two or three full breaths, listening to the crack of the whip as it bit into Alissa’s boobs, before I felt the impact as it lacerated my own bosom. Back and forth we went, through almost a dozen blows each, the strokes seemingly never lightening, until finally I broke, yelping with pain as the strands of leather seemed to cut deep into my breasts.

“Alissa, oil her,” was all Mistress Sara had to say, turning away to put up the flogger. Shaking, I hung there, still a bit breathless, as Alissa came up off the ottoman. She grabbed a bottle of oil from one of the nearby shelves and hurried over to me. I watched as she poured a generous amount of mineral spirits into her hand, cupped it warmly over my right breast, and then proceeded to rub it in.

“Ohhhhhh, God yes…” I groaned, closing my eyes. Alissa let out a soft chuckle and then put oil on my other tit. Her fingers kneaded away some of the pain from the flogger and I couldn’t help giving her a thankful look.

She didn’t just knead my breasts either. Alissa teased my nipples, circling them repeatedly, touching me both lightly and delicately. Then she would draw her fingers forward, until the tips of each breast was at the center of her fingers, her nails just barely touching my skin. Then she went back to squeezing my breasts, working me through the pain. Best massage ever.

Mistress Sara dropped what appeared to be some sort of foam on the floor just an inch from my feet. “Kneel,” she ordered, and I presumed she meant Alissa because I was still strung up like a goose about to get plucked. Alissa didn’t let go of my breasts though. Instead she extended her arms as she dropped, still teasing and rubbing my sore nipples as she got down on her knees. This also happened to put her face exactly level with my pussy again and evidently Mistress Sara didn’t have a problem with what Alissa did next. I didn’t either. Not at all. Because Alissa’s tongue darted out and she began licking my clit.

The smoldering coals of arousal once more flared brightly and the beating of my breasts was forgotten. I whimpered and pushed my hips forward, giving Alissa an even better angle. Pleasure seemed to burst upward from my clitoris, rushing through my body like a geyser. My head lolled as I moaned, my loins twitching as I was taken through my paces. My vision tunneled and all I knew was that Alissa was sucking and licking and touching me.

Or… wait… how had her hand moved from my breast down to my pussy? I felt her fingers pushing into me, her other hand now wrapped around my buttocks, squeezing and holding me against her face. I shook my head, trying to make sense of it through the burning need spurting up from between my legs and I only caught sight of Mistress Sara at the last second, a thin and absurdly flexible cane in her right hand.

Fire seemed to ignite in a line across my chest and the screech that came out of my throat was raw and brutal. I don’t even think she hit me that hard. I think I was just sensitive. My entire body jerked and Alissa’s oiled hands weren’t able to hold me. Not that this mattered to either of us. I was a little too absorbed with the fiery welt that was beginning to form across my bosom, like a perverted and diabolic “connect the dots” game. Alissa on the other hand, merely leaned harder against me, pressing her face into my pussy, licking frantically, her upper body weight keeping me in place. Mistress Sara paused for a moment to examine my breasts, pressed a finger against the slope of my right tit, and then calmly, casually, hit me again.

In the exact same goddamned spot.

Or so I thought. Thirty seconds later I sported two different welts, almost but not quite laid on top of each other. Both of them touched the sensitive tips of my breasts, one above the delicate nipple and firmly on the areola, the other beneath the raised point. I let out a choked sob as my brain began short circuiting, totally confused as pleasure came from one end and agony came from the other. Alissa kept licking too and I knew more blows of the cane were coming.

The third stroke landed on the upper slopes of my breasts, sliding downward after the initial impact to catch on my actual nipples. This stung horribly and I let out a choked sob, screeching as the burning heat burst against my bosom and then seemed to sizzle downward. The fourth stroke came in from underneath and I swear to God this one hurt three times as much. Sara left another line across my nipples then and this time it hurt so much that I screamed, legs kicking and not even Alissa could keep me still.

Mistress Sara stepped back. “Please get two six foot strands of the one inch soft nylon,” she said to Alissa, who was trying to get back into place. My feet danced as I strained and Alissa rose quickly and obediently, crossing the room to where all the supplies were stored. I watched her with a pained expression, blinking away tears as she pulled out the required pieces of rope. She came back to Mistress Sara who gave her a single look. Then Alissa brought her arms up, the rope dangling from her fingers, and she put her hands behind her back…

And presented her breasts.

“Wait! Please! Don’t!” I blurted out, but it was too late. Mistress Sara took the cane and gave the willing, dirty blonde girl a vicious stroke across the chest. Alissa winced but didn’t break her silence, even as a dark red line appeared. I bit my lip, watching in awe as it became apparent that Sara hadn’t missed there either. Both of Alissa’s nipples had been struck perfectly.

“Lift your leg, Breanne.”

I blinked a tear out of my eye and looked at Mistress Sara. She was on my left, the cane tucked under her arm, the rope in both hands. I lifted my knee, my high heel dangling in the air, and she looped the rope around my knee. She clearly knew what she was doing because a second later she threaded the rope through the ladder by my side, almost at shoulder level. I started to get a grip on everything as she tied it off and I found myself partially suspended, one foot high up in the air.

“Now,” said Mistress Sara, “the other side.”

I gave her a panicked look and Alissa moved into help as my leg was unceremoniously yanked out from beneath me. All of my weight moved to my hands, and to some extent my left knee, as Mistress Sara bound my other leg to the ladder. When she was finished, my lower half was wide open, with my legs spread obscenely wide apart. As the strength in my arms failed, I suddenly discovered that I was not terribly uncomfortable with my weight being distributed to my legs.

“Now,” said Mistress Sara to Alissa. “Please continue.”

“Yes Mistress,” she replied obediently, but I knew she was more than happy to comply thanks to the grin on her face. Alissa knelt down and I felt her hands on my upper thighs. Her thumbs suddenly touched my labia and she spread my pussy open and began licking from my perineum all the way up to my clit.

“Ohhhhh!” I gasped, wriggling. Then Sara’s cane came across my breasts. She wasn’t hitting me. She was teasing. Or gauging. I wasn’t sure which. The plastic rod was only a couple of millimeters thick and she rubbed my already beaten nipples with the cane. It wasn’t a light sort of caress, but more of a very solid flicking sensation. Combined with Alissa’s fucking tongue, it sent me shooting right back up the damn mountain toward climax.

“Oh my God,” I whimpered, tilting my head back as Sara continued to tease my nipples and Alissa licked at my sex. I felt Alissa’s hand move and suddenly there was a finger in my pussy, pushing upward. That only made things worse… I mean… worse as in closer to cumming, and I quivered as she dipped repeatedly into my slit. Her finger swirled and thrust, all while her tongue danced across my clit and dug deep through my petals. I whimpered, panting with pent up need, right on the fucking edge.

“Now Alissa,” said Mistress Sara. My head snapped to the side, looking at the dominatrix, expecting the cane to snap down across my breasts, which was why I was total unprepared for Alissa’s finger to get pulled out of my cunt, moved a hairsbreadth lower, and then get pushed unceremoniously up my ass. Alissa didn’t pull the punch either, or stop at the first knuckle. Her entire digit was coated with girl goo and she took advantage of that to drive it in all the way. I squealed, lifting my ass up violently as I was impaled in a rather awkward manner.

And that’s when Sara hit my tits with the cane.

Lightning struck, or I think that’s what it would feel like if lightning struck. I screamed, shaking as Sara left almost a dozen sharp swats across my bosom. Each blow seemed to leave scorch marks across my chest, invariably intersecting at least one nipple on each blow. Tears bloomed in my eyes and even scrunching up my face as I yelled didn’t keep some of the salty flow from pouring down my cheeks. The stinging burning sensation felt like it was alive, a snake made of acid that writhed and crawled across my breasts. I pulled as hard as I could against the bonds holding my legs and arms and I kicked wildly, my shoes undoubtedly posing a danger to both Alissa and Sara. Fortunately, one was pressed up against my knee while the other was positioned right between my legs. No one got gored by my six inch heels.

But that certainly wasn’t because I was trying not to kick anyone. I had Alissa’s finger up my ass, her tongue stabbing at my clit, and Mistress Sara leaving hot red lines across my breasts. Thank the Lord that Sara’s house was sitting on a freaking acre of land because if we were any closer to the neighbors the police would have been called.

Then the Mistress Sara stepped back and I slumped with a sob. Agony seemed to be lacing its way through my veins, spreading out from my breasts, only to be stopped short by the exquisite pleasure coming up from my clit. Then there was the finger in my bottom, which confused me even more, since I didn’t like it and it felt amazing, all at the same time. I felt Alissa pull her hand away and my sphincter closed, tightening in protest and then even Alissa’s mouth disappeared. I hung there, crying and shaking and wanting and feeling and not sure if I was hot or cold or hurting. It was just so much. So much sensation. So much stimulation. I could feel myself right on the edge, so close that if I leaned over, I could look into the abyss of orgasm.

And as my tormentors backed away, I knew no one was going to push me.

I was left to suffer. Not just pain.

Want.


At Sara’s - Part Three

Mistress Sara led Alissa across the room and over to the stocks. It was a metal, modern type version with adjustable everything and clearly had already been set to Alissa’s height. While Sara’s version could easily be used like the original medieval equivalent, I watched as Alissa backed up to it, moving her arms behind her. Mistress Sara quickly secured Alissa’s wrists, which forced my brown hair friend to lean backward, just a touch, thrusting her breasts forward.

A dark red welt had appeared crossing Alissa’s chest, clearly intersecting both of her nipples. It didn’t seem to be bothering her, though the matching dozen across my own bosom were bothering the hell out of me. My breasts felt hot and heavy and the lines smarted horribly. I was also getting very uncomfortable as the ropes around my knees were digging deep into the backs of my thighs and I was having to reposition, shifting the bulk of my body’s weight back and forth between my arms and legs.

But as soon as Alissa was bound in place, her feet spread obscenely wide in order to brace herself, Mistress Sara came back to me. She untied my left leg first, then my right and I was suddenly able to put my toes on the ground again. I let out a soft groan as Mistress Sara reached up and began fondling my breasts, kneading them with her fingers, tracing the welts with her nails. It wasn’t exactly painful, but it wasn’t pleasant. Then it got confusing when she bent down, suckled my nipple into her mouth, and ran her tongue in circles. That hurt. But it felt good too.

Ah.. the fucked up response of a pain slut. Good times.

Then Mistress Sara complicated my response by bringing her hand up between my legs. Once more my pussy was spread open, the labia parted as fingers slid through my petals and then into me. I was wet of course. Soaked actually, and Mistress Sara had absolutely no problem penetrating me fully as I shivered, stimulated both top and bottom. I gasped as the heat between my legs began to approach the same levels as my breasts and I moaned breathlessly, my arms still bound above my head. For a second, I thought maybe, just maybe, Mistress Sara would let me explode, but as the spasms intensified, I felt her hand move away from my pussy, her finger coming out of my slit. Then her mouth came up and I was left hanging again, on tiptoe.

I faced Alissa from across the room and Mistress Sara left my side. She skirted around Alissa and plucked an entirely new weapon off the wall. This was a much thicker, heavier leather whip and she tested it with a flick. It hissed through the air above the ottoman, hissing as it went. Then Mistress Sara looked at me, a hungry look in her eye. I tensed, my biceps flexing as I pulled hard against the wooden dowels. I sucked in a breath, bracing myself for the whip to strike me.

Mistress Sara whirled and with perfect precision, slashing horizontally across Alissa’s bosom. The bound girl’s breasts jiggled as Alissa let out a cry, her face reflecting the pain as the heavy leather bull whip bit deep. Her body twisted as she grimaced and Mistress Sara recoiled the whip, only to swing it again a few seconds later. Alissa yelped and then whimpered after the second strike and I could see the mark of the first blow appearing as a stripe of reddened flesh. Unlike the welts of thin, whippy cane covering my tits, or the single line bisecting Alissa’s nipples, the bullwhip left a mark as thick as my thumb stretching across Alissa’s breasts.

It had to hurt.

Mistress Sara left three more strokes on her submissive’s chest, turning Alissa’s pretty boobs into two, dark pink, striped balls that seemed to swell for the beating. Alissa was panting heavily, clearly stressed. Then Sara dropped the whip on the ottoman, stepped right in front of Alissa, and thrust her fingers into the pink, wet slit waiting for her. Alissa mewled desperately, her hips pistoning in need, clearly moving from the agony bit to the ecstasy part. I watched, feeling just a tad bit jealous as Alissa quivered, getting closer and closer to orgasm while I hung on the other side of the room, suffering. Alissa let out a groan that was so erotic that I my own pussy tightened as I heard it. Then came the words I never expected to hear.

“Thanks Mistress, I’m close.”

Sara backed away, leaving Alissa’s chest heaving, her face flushed, and a sticky wetness clearly coating her labia. Sara lifted her hand, still covered in girl goo, and wiped it across Alissa’s right tit, eliciting a whimper from the girl. Alissa shuddered and I wondered just how close she’d been to the edge before telling Sara.

If I got that close, I’d damn sure keep myself as quiet as possible. I wanted to cum.

Sara turned, picked up the whip, and I knew that my short break was over. Once again her eyes found mine and I realized my mouth was moving when it shouldn’t.

“So, um, hello Mistress Sara,” I said in a slightly panicked tone. “That’s a nice whip and did you get your hair done?”

Sara ignored me, taking a few slow steps closer, shaking out the whip. I realized I was close to hyperventilating. “H-h-how is Alissa’s schooling going? Picked out any l-l-law schools yet?”

The whip flashed and I cried out as it lashed across my breasts, just below the nipples. The noise morphed into a high pitched squeal and I lifted one foot up as the agony shot through me.

“FUCK!” I screamed angrily. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

Mistress Sara’s response to my tantrum was to hit me again, almost in the exact same place. Fire seemed to explode across my bosom, but it was the breaking glass sort of pain and I felt as if the shattered slivers were slicing my skin across both nipples. I kicked out. Not at her, but just because it hurt so fucking much that my body had to reach somehow. I danced at the ends of my pretty shoes as four more blows left me breathless and sobbing.

I hung from the ladder, my hands and wrists still bound tight, my breasts burning and I cried. Oh hell my boobs hurt! I may have taken the same number of strokes from the whip that Alissa had, but my bosom had already been marked by a dozen thin welts of the cane. And I’d worn those damn clamps! And Mistress Sara had twisted and pinched my nipples! I hung, tears streaming down my cheeks, miserable, as the humming got closer.

And then I felt the massager press against my clit and Mistress Sara’s body was next to mine. I felt the lace of her bra.

“No! No!” I managed to sob, shaking my head. But it was too late and I heard the calming “shhhhh” noise Sara whispered into my ear. Of course her hand pressed the bulb of the massager even harder into my sex and the vibrations spiraled through me, igniting the other fire as if I’d been playing with lighter fluid and matches. My hips churned and I pushed against, first to get away from vibrations, but then accepting them, fucking her cupped hand as it held the buzzing toy.

In less than a minute I was whimpering instead of crying and my body was forced through the transition between agony and ecstasy one more time. I felt fingers pressing at my sex and then Sara’s tongue touched my cheek.

She was literally licking my tears.

But the strain was too much. I’d been jerked around, up and down on the arousal meter once too often and this time, with a vibrator mashed against my clitoris, the pressures inside me quadrupled. I locked my jaw as I shuddered and some little part of me couldn’t believe that Mistress Sara couldn’t feel me shaking, or sense that I was getting too close to the edge. It was the light at the end of the tunnel and I was barreling straight toward it. Fast. Maybe too fast. And then I remembered.

“I’m close!” I screamed, not sure I’d said it in time. Ripples of energy were running through me. “Sara! I’m close! STOP!”

Sara’s eyes widened and she yanked the massager away. I screeched, the orgasm just barely there, so close I could taste it, feel it, yearn madly for it.

“Well,” Sara said, watching as I let out a croon of desperation so acute that even Alissa winced. “That was both unexpected and beautiful.” She lifted the massager and turned it off. “I was going to let you cum. But clearly you want more.”

The energy inside me swirled and sought escape, but when there wasn’t an outlet, it fed upon itself. I shook and jittered, my high heels dancing madly and then I slumped, breathing laboriously as I struggled with the frantic disappointment. Mistress Sara walked back across the room, hung her whip back up on the rack, and took down a crop. In her other hand she snagged the huge glass jar of clothespins and set the jar on the ottoman. Her hand dug in and she pulled out a handful. I watched, feeling exhausted, as she put her crop under her left arm, holding it in place to free up her right hand. Then she began by putting a single wooden clothespin on Alissa’s right nipple.

Alissa made no noise and when Sara stepped away the wooden peg stuck straight out from her tit like a branch. It had to hurt but Alissa was coping with the pain easily. Or at least soundlessly. She was still bent backwards slightly, her wrists caught in the metal frame of the stocks. I saw her go up on tiptoe, changing her position as much as possible as her calves tired.

Then Mistress Sara blocked my view and I shrank back as she lifted the clothespin. For a terrified second I thought she was going to put it on my nipple, but instead she fitted it on my clitoris. I gasped as the crushing bite locked down on the swollen, tender nub and I felt the arousal flare in me again, only to recede back into that sullen, pulsing river of want. Sara went to Alissa and a second clothespin was attached to Alissa’s bosom, this time on the other nipple. I heard Alissa let out a gasp, then Sara came back to me. I felt my second clothespin get attached to my labia.

Back and forth, like a fucking ping pong ball, Sara went to each of us. A half a dozen clothespins were hung on Alissa’s breasts while a similar number adorned my pussy. It wasn’t terribly painful, at least for me, but it had to be excruciating for Alissa, considering the blows she’d taken to the chest. Then Sara came back toward me with the eighth clothespin and I lifted one foot, giving her better access to my pussy. I braced myself for the little pinch, that tiny bit of discomfort from my sex, when I realized she had something else in mind.

The clothespin came down on my right nipple.

“Fuck no!” I yelped, jerking away, but it was too late. The clothespin was on, biting hard as I whimpered, pain shooting up through my breast. I twisted back and forth, trying to dislodge it, but there was no give. And because I’d jerked, the wooden peg was close to the tip. Horribly close.

“Hurts! Hurts! Please! Hurts!” I bleated like a stuck pig. I arched my back and Sara slipped a hand behind me, pinched open the clothespin and held it there as I cried.

“Don’t flinch then,” she warned me. Then she put it on again, this time letting it bite deeper, behind the piercing. It still hurt, but without the agonizing pain I’d felt a moment before. Sara went back to Alissa, put another clothespin on the meaty part of her breast and came back to me. She clamped my other nipple and I let out a choked sob, this time accepting it like a good girl.

Over the next ten minutes she must have put twenty clothespins on each of us. Probably more. I know that she had one on each of my nipples, a set to either side, and then five or six in a circle around each breast. Add the seven or eight or nine on my pussy, and I looked like a clothesline. It hurt too, throbbing pains shooting up from my clit, around my breasts, and most notably my nipples. And damn it, the welts and stripes didn’t make it any easier to deal with either. It just fucking hurt.

Alissa wasn’t spared below either. While Mistress Sara had moved to my breasts, eventually she’d put her last clothespins on Alissa’s clit and labia, leaving us in matching straights, bound open and waiting. I hung almost motionless, my toes still able to touch the ground. Alissa on the other hand, was bent over backwards, just enough to make the position uncomfortable. She coped by leaning backward and spreading her legs wide and even going up on tiptoe. It made her look intensely erotic as her hips thrust and weaved, showing off the star-sparkled scars that marred her thighs, buttocks, and loins.

And then, our prurient spots looking more like porcupines than tits and pussy, Mistress Sara put the empty jar back on the shelf and freed her crop.

“Oh shit,” I whispered in sudden realization.

Sara went to Alissa first, raising the crop up to Alissa’s right breast. The tip of the crop was a looped piece of leather and the dominatrix began flicking it up and down. This caused the loop to strike the clothespin biting down right in the middle of Alissa’s nipple and she sucked in a harsh breath, the pain in her expression obvious.

Talk about a horrible torment! My heart went out to Alissa as Sara spent over a minute teasing and striking the clothespin just enough to twist the tip of Alissa’s breast in every direction. I could see her close to breaking and knew it had to be agony. Just when I was about to say something to Mistress Sara, the crop snapped up and down viciously and I heard the sound of the leather striking hard. Alissa screamed, short and loud, then clammed up with a choked sob.

And the clothespin was on the floor.

I looked down at it. So did Mistress Sara. Then we looked at each other.

“Oh shit,” I whispered.

Sara turned toward me, crop extended. The leather loop got closer and closer and I flinched away.

“It's best if you hold still,” she warned me.

I shook my head. “Please? Please don’t hit me?” I felt the tears rise in my eyes again. Sara smiled.

“Breanne, you know you can stop me any time,” she said softly.

I gulped. “I know.”

“Why are you here?” She asked gently.

I felt myself starting to cry. “To submit, to let you hurt me.”

“Exactly. And what do you get in return?”

“An-an- an orgasm,” I blubbered.

“That’s right. An orgasm you can’t have anywhere else.” The crop began touching the clothespin hanging on my right nipple. It bounced, tweaking the tip of my breasts as it bent the wooden peg down and then up and then side to side. I winced, whimpering. Pain sparked in my breast and hurtled down to my cunt. My clothespin covered cunt.

I took a deep breath, aching with hurt and I closed my eyes.

The blow was violent, harsh, and stung like the dickens as the clothespin was ripped off my nipple, hurtled to the ground by the crop. The leather snapped against my breast too, leaving a fresh mark along the top of my areola, right down to the raised tip.

I’m pointing this out because with all the other marks Mistress Sara had left on my breasts, a visible fresh mark was damned impressive

The yell that came from my throat rivaled anything I’d let rip earlier when I was getting my nipples clamped or twisted, or when I was getting my breasts caned or bullwhipped. It might have even hurt worse than anything else. Sara left the clothespin on the floor and turned back to Alissa. This time it was the other breast and I knew the agony Alissa was feeling. The wooden peg was twisted back and forth and all around until I could see Alissa sucking in hard breaths. Then the crop flashed and whack, Sara hit Alissa’s breast.

The clothespin stayed on.

For a second I figured Sara would strike again, but instead she came back to me. I tensed, my heart racing as I braced myself. The crop came up, this time on my left breast. She pushed and pulled on the clothespin with the end, sending waves of sharp agony lacing through my tit. Then came the blow and the leather loop ripped the clothespin off my nipple with a clatter. And… a scream. I couldn’t help it.

Sara went back to Alissa.

Blow by blow, Mistress Sara denuded us of clothespins, knocking them off our breasts with swift, well aimed strokes of her crop. Almost each blow stung like the dickens and she made an effort to swing from the side, just to catch a nipple as she knocked another clothespin loose. I was sobbing by the time the last wooden peg was brutally ripped off my chest and Alissa was clearly in the same condition, if a little more stoic than me.

Mistress Sara put down the crop and to my surprise, released Alissa’s wrists from the stocks. I watched as the naked sub straightened, then bent left and right, stretching. Her breasts were a mess; a mass of welts and stripes and even some dark red marks were the crop had really done a number on her. She’d be sporting black and blue bruises for sure. What I thought odd though, was the fact that Alissa’s pussy, and mine for that matter, were still covered in clothespins.

I knew that Mistress Sara had a thing for boobs. She always has. But she wasn’t above ignoring the pegs on our labia.

“You may sit,” she told Alissa, gesturing toward the ottoman. Alissa nodded and stepped over, sitting daintily, or as daintily as you can when you’ve got nine or so wooden pegs hanging off your pussy. I tensed as Mistress Sara came to me, but when she started untying my hands, I relaxed.

“Thank you,” I whispered as my right arm came free. The strain of being stretched out had been tremendous and I’d been up there for almost forty minutes. Sara smiled warmly, moved to my other side, and untied my left hand. I rubbed my biceps and wrists, working some of the strain out. Then my hands went to my breasts. The skin was hot to the touch and smarted as I touched it, and I could feel the raised welts crisscrossing my chest. The thin lines were the worst, the whippy cane almost having cut the skin. Yet, I wasn’t bleeding. At all. My nipples were not just tender. They stung as I gingerly checked them.

Ouch.

I glanced over to Alissa, who was sitting on the ottoman, her legs spread, her pussy still sporting the clothespins. I glanced down toward my own loins. I matched her and I started to reach down when Mistress Sara touched my arm.

“Retrieve eight bondage cuffs. Put a cuff on each of Alissa’s limbs. She will then put cuffs on your wrists and ankles. When you’re done, secure her on the ottoman, face up, spread-eagled. Make sure her legs are as wide apart as possible.”

I glanced at Alissa and to my astonishment, she smiled, eyes brightening. Was our torment almost over? I took a deep breath. “Yes Mistress,” I said obediently. What else could I say? I padded across the room, gingerly stepping through the mess of clothespins scattered all over the floor. These were the ones Mistress Sara had knocked off our tits. I grabbed the basket with the bondage cuffs. There were way more than eight, so I counted out the right number, and once more tiptoed my way through the carnage to where Alissa sat. She lifted a wrist.

“Thank you,” she said simply as I buckled on the leather cuff. I let out a soft chuckle.

“You’re welcome, I think,” I said, just a touch ruefully. As I moved down to her ankle, Mistress Sara grabbed hold of the center bump on the ottoman, and to my surprise, lifted it completely off. A small circle of Velcro had held it in pace, the hooks on the underside of the padded bump. She set it aside, leaving a flat plane. I finished with Alissa’s ankles, my eyes continuously going to her pussy. It was wet. Like ridiculously wet, and I couldn’t help wanting to pull those clothespins off her clit and labia so I could lick her from top to bottom. She scooted back on the ottoman, centering herself, then lifted her arms out straight until her fingers dangled in the open air. She spread her legs until her dainty feet were hanging off the edge.

“I’m ready,” she said simply. “Bind me.”

And I did.


At Sara’s - Part Four

Mistress Sara had made it easy, what with all the metal clips attached to the ottoman’s metal rings. In seconds, Alissa was about as secure as possible. Her arms were outstretched to the sides rather than above her head, but one her wrists were clipped, she didn’t have much movement capacity. I did her ankles too, securing them to the ottoman. Her legs were spread a little wider than I’d expected, and the resultant position left her sex exposed, the clothespin sticking up like tiny wooden penises.

There’s a funny thought.

I finished and looked over at Mistress Sara. She was standing next to the rack of whips and canes and I watched with growing concern as she selected a short rubber flogger. It had a handle only as long as my fist, and the strands were about eight inches. There were a lot of them, but I knew that depending on how hard Mistress Sara swung the thing, it could cause anything from a light tingling sensation to a bitter, cutting burn. She turned back toward us and as she approached I saw her unzip her skirt. It fell down and she stepped out of it, revealing bare loins and thick, puffy pink petals.

She was soaked too.

I licked my lips in anticipation. I’d made love to Mistress Sara before. Multiple times. I had thoroughly enjoyed it too because she wasn’t as sensitive as my own mistress Kari. Sara could handle multiple orgasms and loved getting licked almost as much as she loved beating a girl’s breasts. She approached the ottoman and put one knee up next to Alissa’s head, giving her little star-speckled submissive a phenomenal view of her pussy. Then she lifted the flogger and pointed it at me.

“No witty sarcasm?” She asked playfully.

I blinked, then laughed. “Why? Do you need some?”

Mistress Sara grinned. “There we go. I was beginning to get worried!”

“That I wasn’t sufficiently sarcastic?” I asked curiously, and somewhat dismayed. Sara shrugged.

“It is one of your more endearing features,” she said, moving even closer to Alissa’s head.

I rolled my eyes. “Not according to some dominatrixes,” I responded in a surly tone.

She smiled at that. “I like It,” she affirmed.

“That’s a relief.”

“Because it gives me a phenomenal reason to whip your tits.”

My mouth started open with a sarcastic response, but then I processed her comment and my brain managed to halt the words. “Oh,” I replied. “Maybe sarcasm is overrated?”

Mistress Sara laughed. “What do you think of your torment so far? Have I beaten your breasts sufficiently?”

I nodded vigorously. “Absolutely,” I said quickly, not a single sarcastic comment anywhere near my brain.

“And what about Alissa? Do you think I’ve inflicted enough upon her breasts?”

I swallowed and hesitated. The last thing I wanted was for her to do anything to my boobs. I took a deep breath. “I’m not a dominatrix, Mistress Sara. I’m not sure if Alissa has been appropriately tormented.”

At that, Mistress Sara nodded. “Very well. You’re my timer. Without using your hand, and on your knees, you will remove each of the clothespins on Alissa’s pussy and put them back in the jar.”

I glanced down at Alissa’s outstretched body. Her legs had been pulled wide apart and bound and I’d have easy access. I’d have to use my mouth of course, but getting a clothespin off of Alissa’s pussy wouldn’t exactly be difficult. A quick nip to pinch the peg open, move away from Alissa and then crawl across the floor to the jar. Drop in.

“Okay,” I agreed. I dropped down to my knees, waiting for the order to start. Mistress Sara moved again and now she was positioned right above Alissa’s face. I could see the distance between my friend’s nose and Sara’s pussy disappearing and then Alissa tilted her head back, stuck out her tongue, and ran it along Sara’s folds.

The shiver of delight that ran through the dominatrix was quite impressive and she dropped all the way. Alissa’s fingers curled into fists and she pulled on the metal clips binding her hands to the ottoman, clearly wishing she could wrap her arms around Sara’s thighs and hold her down. I stood there, just watching in awe, when Sara swung that little flogger downward, striking Alissa’s left breast with a sharp, rather hard swat. The resulting squeal from my friend was muted by the fact that Alissa’s face was covered in pussy.

I winced as Sara ground her crotch up and down Alissa’s face, then viciously hit her other breast with the flogger. Alissa jerked, clearly hurting and then I realized what Sara had meant.

“Oh! Fuck!” I blurted out, diving for the ottoman. I jammed my face in between Alissa’s thighs and hurriedly put the end of one of the clothespins in my mouth. I was a little rough though and I heard Alissa let out another yelp as I tugged free the wooden peg. Then I turned and hurriedly crawled over to the glass jar on the floor near the shelf. Even as I dropped it in I heard another muffled cry from Alissa.

“Damn it!” I whispered, hurrying back. As I got there, Sara grinned at me and hit Alissa’s breasts again, the flogger snapping at the poor girl’s boobs and making them jump. I practically leapt up onto the ottoman, grabbed another clothespin between my teeth, and hurried away.

*CRACK*

It wasn’t as easy as it sounds. The floor was still covered in clothespins, knocked off Alissa and my breasts. Not only that, my own pussy still had nine pegs dangling from my labia and clit, creating friction, jabbing me as I moved, and generally making the entire process more difficult. I heard another stroke land and I looked back to see Alissa jerking. Her head was vigorously working at Sara and as I managed to get another clothespin into my mouth, I saw Sara’s face flush, the beginnings of an orgasm clearly starting to show.

*CRACK*

It took about three minutes to get all nine clothespins off of Alissa and by the time I was done I was panting from the exertion. My own sex was stinging and Sara had popped open her shirt, exposed one breast by pulling it out of her bra, and was twisting her own nipple as Alissa licked her slit. I stayed near the end of the ottoman, Alissa opened like a buffet in front of me, hoping Mistress Sara would let me use my tongue on Alissa’s pussy.

“Yes,” Sara groaned. “Right there! Harder!” She swung the flogger and caught Alissa’s tits in another blow crosswise. I bit my lip, watching as the two of them as Mistress Sara clearly started to orgasm. The busty dominatrix swung her whip down once between Alissa’s legs, eliciting another cry, then Sara fell forward, dropping the whip, her mouth latched onto Alissa’s clit, sucking hard.

Holy shit.

I stood there feeling like a third wheel for a moment, but then Sara lifted her eyes, her mouth still on Alissa’s cunt, and she beckoned me closer. The second I was within reach, she spun her finger, indicating I should turn around. I did, bending over, and I felt her finger start probing me from behind.

So I put a leg up on the ottoman. Clearly Sara didn’t mind because I felt two fingers slide into me, pumping gently, making the clothespins still clinging to my labia sway. I groaned and I heard Alissa let out her own cry of satisfaction and I realized I was the only one who hadn’t cum yet. I began pumping back against Sara’s hand and quivered, tightening up, only to have those two fingers get pulled completely out, followed by a slap across the ass.

I turned, ready to beg for more, but Mistress Sara was extricating herself from Alissa and then bent over, freeing my friend’s hands. Alissa sat up, looking inordinately pleased with herself, despite the fact that her chest was a flushed pink mass of excoriated flesh. I saw Mistress Sara glance at me and I went over to release Alissa’s ankles. I have to admit I was feeling a little surly. I was the only one who hadn’t gotten to explode!

As soon as Alissa started to get up, Mistress Sara threaded her way through the clothespin strewn floor back to the whip rack and she hung the flogger back up. I have to admit I felt a real sense of relief as she did that, despite the fact that my pussy was still covered in clothespins.

Then Mistress Sara pulled a quirt down.

Well fuck.

She turned to both of us as she picked up the clear glass jar that held a meager nine pegs. The ones I’d put in it, taken by mouth from Alissa’s pussy. Mistress Sara set it down in the center of the ottoman.

“Ladies, you will work quickly to clean up the clothespins. You are not permitted to stand, or to use your hands. You will retrieve a clothespin and bring it here, putting it in the jar. The submissive who brings the most clothespins wins.

“Wins what?” I asked, already leery.

Mistress Sara grinned. “Forbearance.”

That sounded ominous and I glanced at Alissa. She didn’t seem to have an issue with it, so I looked around. There were pretty much an even number of clothespins on each side of the room. Still, this didn’t quite seem fair. After all, I had a pussy full of clothespins myself. That was going to impede my ability to crawl. I hesitated for a moment. Did I want to ask Sara to remove the clothespins? Perhaps. But if she removed them the same way she did with Alissa? With me on my back, tied down to the ottoman, with her whipping my breasts while Alissa slowly removed each peg with her teeth? My own breasts didn’t look any better than Alissa’s, perhaps even a touch worse. I decided to just deal with it.

“You may begin,” she said simply.

I dropped to all fours and made a beeline for the nearest clothespin. Getting it between my teeth wasn’t terribly difficult, though it was a tad bit awkward, and I rushed toward the ottoman to deposit it in the jar. As I was climbing up though, I felt a hot sting on my buttocks, flashing down my thigh and I yelped, dropping the clothespin. My hand flashed to my backside and I turned to see Mistress Sara with that fucking quirt, flicking it back toward me for another slice. This one caught my side.

“Owww!” I said, rubbing at the spot where she’d gotten me. But then Alissa climbed up onto the ottoman and Mistress Sara sent the quirt toward her. It struck her cute little ass, even leaving a red mark, but she didn’t mewl or cry out or bat an eye. Instead she just dropped her clothespin into the jar with a clatter. Then she turned, grabbed the one that had just been in my mouth, and put it in the jar too.

“Hey!” I protested. “That one was mine!”

Alissa got another stroke as she was getting down, but then Mistress Sara turned the whip back on me, catching me again on the buttock as I scurried down. It was more who was in range and going for the jar. I grabbed another clothespin, aware that I’d given Alissa an edge, and hurried back. We arrived at the same time and both of us got a cut from the quirt. This time though I didn’t let go, though I flinched. The clothespin dropped in and I was still one behind. Fuck!

Back and forth we both crawled, picking up the fallen pegs and putting them in the glass jar. Just when I thought I was even with her she’d beat me to the next clothespin. Worse, each clothespin was now farther away. And each time we came back to the ottoman Mistress Sara was waiting nearby to slash the quirt at our quivering bottoms.

But as I headed back to the area around the ladder where most of my clothespins had been knocked off, I suddenly had a brilliant idea. Using my foot and elbow, I scooped a couple together. It may have taken me a second or two longer, but Mistress Sara hadn’t said that I needed to only get one clothespin at a time. With two in my mouth, I scurried back to the jar, feeling the bite of Mistress Sara’s quirt flicking at my bottom, I put two in the jar.

Then I crawled back and did two more.

Alissa hadn’t caught on and she was a little shocked when I was right beside her, on the stock side of the room, fighting for the last few clothespins. As we both put our bottoms in reach of Sara’s stinging quirt, I dropped the last peg into the jar and then quickly got out of range.

I was panting. It had been a rush. Exercise, and doing it with a pussy full of clothespins hadn’t been easy. I knelt nearby, facing Mistress Sara, echoing Alissa’s position on the other side of the ottoman.

“An interesting contest,” the red headed dominatrix said brightly. “Breanne has won.” She gave me a totally warm smile. “Please go to the rack and select a paddle suitable for a spanking.”

I bowed my head in acknowledgement and crawled back over to the rack. There had been two or three paddles there, each hanging there by a hook. There was a flexible black one that seemed to be made of leather, a wooden one drilled with holes, and a third which was injection molded rubber. As I came back I couldn’t help noticing that Alissa’s bottom was covered with random red marks, clearly welted from where the quirt had caught her. My own rump was still stinging a bit too and I had no doubt that I was in similar shape. I handed Mistress Sara the molded rubber paddle and she smiled at me.

“Remove your shoes please,” she said simply.

“Yes Mistress,” I replied. I rose up and sat down on the ottoman just a few inches away from Alissa and I looked at her as Mistress Sara went over to the rack I’d just visited. “Sorry,” I whispered to Alissa, who let out a little laugh.

“Nothing to apologize for,” she said sweetly. Our eyes met and I smiled. There was just something about Alissa I loved. She was accepting, sweet, with just a touch of spiciness. Most of all, I loved how her breasts looked after all the torment. She’d been lashed with a flogger, beaten with a cane, and even bullwhipped and her breasts were this amazing mix of creamy white skin and dark red lines and flushed pink stripes. I wanted to oil her breast and then spend about an hour licking the tips while grinding my hip against her clit.

But I had other things to do. Like taking off my high heels. I unbuckled them and was working them off my soles when Mistress Sara returned. In her hand she held a pair of vicious looking pressure clamps. They were made of a long, handle-like wire that you were meant to squeeze to open the pincers at the top. She moved toward me first, which made my breath catch, but then with a grin, she swept past and rounded the ottoman to the other side.

So she could put them on Alissa.

Oh my God.

Alissa had a stoic look on her face as Mistress Sara attached the clamps. There was a flutter of pain in her expression and from the way her nipples darkened, I had no doubt that pulsing agony was rushing up through Alissa’s breasts. The other issue was that Mistress Sara had put the clamps on from above, so as she let go, the entire weight of the clamp dangled down, twisting Alissa’s nipples. It had to be excruciating. Part of me was uncharitable, realizing that it could have been me getting that torment, and considering how my own breasts felt, I thought “better her than me” for half a second before I realized that was awful. She’d gotten a flogging that I hadn’t. Though I suppose I’d gotten a caning she’d been able to avoid.

Tit for tit?

“Go to the ladder. I’ll string you up in a moment,” Mistress Sara ordered.

Alissa nodded and she stood up. I watched as I finished taking off my shoes and Alissa walked over to the wooden dowels that formed the weird ladder to nowhere on the far wall. I’d been secured to it, facing outward, but she faced inward, her nose touching one of the wooden rungs. Mistress Sara went back to the supply bins and to my horror pulled out a two foot long bungee cord with plastic hooks on the bottom. Then she went over to Alissa.

My mouth dropped as Alissa lifted up onto tiptoe, rising up on the balls of her feet. Her arches were exposed and her height increased dramatically.

“First rung please,” Sara ordered.

Alissa reached out, grabbed one of the wooden dowels above her, and then put her bare foot on the lowest rung. It was only about eight inches off the ground, but she pulled herself up until she was standing there on both feet, perched on the wall.

Mistress Sara was tall enough to reach the clamp on Alissa’s right breast and she hooked it easily with the bungee cord. Then she threaded it around the dowel right in front of Alissa’s face and brought it back down onto the other side. Alissa hissed, then moaned as the other end of the bungee cord was hooked through the clamp on her left breast. There wasn’t any pull on them yet, though I suppose that Alissa could appreciate how the clamps had finally straightened so that her nipples weren’t being twisted from the weight of the clamps.

“You may step down,” Mistress Sara said gently.

And that’s when I realized how viciously cruel Sara could be. Alissa had been about eight inches up off the floor when her breasts had been hooked to one of the upper dowels. As she stepped down the bungee cord pulled on the clamps. There wasn’t enough slack and while Alissa put her toes on the ground, she certainly didn’t go flat footed. Even then, the bungee cord stretched a good ten inches, pulling hard on her nipples.

And for the first time, I heard Alissa whimper.

I sat there on the ottoman, just a little slack jawed. Within seconds Alissa started to dance and her hands flapped at her sides as the pain clearly worked its way through her bosom. Mistress Sara grabbed her wrists and quickly locked the cuffs together behind Alissa’s back. This forced Alissa to arch her spine, pushing her boobs up and out, not that this did even a little to mute the pain she must have been experiencing. She began marching in place and I realized that the bungee cord/clamps set up was pulling on her breasts, yanking her upward, and that her calves and toes were being placed under tremendous strain.

And what would happen when her feet tired?

One of the torments I’ve endured multiple times before is called a wooden pony. It is a wooden ridge, usually cut to a somewhat sharp edge, over which a submissive masochist like myself is positioned so that she is on her toes. As her calves and feet tire, she begins to lower, which then forces her to find a position where the majority of her body weight is resting on the sharp edge. As you can imagine, this is not comfortable. In fact, it hurts like hell and after a very short period of time, with the horse biting into her pussy and crotch, she quickly lifts herself back up. After a while, she’s bouncing up and down because her legs and feet are too tired, but it hurts too much to just sit on the wooden edge.

As Mistress Sara backed away, I realized that this was the “breast” version of the wooden pony. Alissa’s tits would be stretched out horribly by the clamps if she went all the way down, so she was trying to mitigate the pain going into her nipples by staying on tiptoe and “dancing.” But that was going to tire out her feet and eventually she wasn’t going to be able to keep that gorgeous arch of her foot. She’d have to “rest,” and when she did the pain shooting into her breast was going to triple.

But damn it… watching her like that, suffering so sweetly, was about the most fucking erotic thing I’d seen in a long time. Her bottom, lightly marked with little red squiggles from the quirt, glimpses of her pussy, slick with cum and need, the deep curve of her instep that made me want to save her and oil every inch of her, my God… it was freaking beautiful. And to watch her dance?

Oh my God.


At Sara’s - Part Five

The minutes crawled by and after about three of them I watched as Alissa’s strength finally gave way. She dropped down, the bungee cord stretching her nipples, letting out a cry of agony as she let her calves and toes rest for all of five seconds. Then the pain was more than she could bear and she lifted back up, relieving the pull on her breasts. Sara stood there, one hand between her legs, rubbing her clit, while the other gripped the paddle. My eyes flitted between the two of them and as Alissa’s legs gave out again, forcing her to drop all the way down, Sara moved into position off to Alissa’s side. She lifted the paddle, gauged the distance, and then started to swing.

“Wait! No!” I blurted out, jumping off the ottoman, but it was too late. The rubber molded weapon smacked into Alissa’s ass with a sharp crack and even my stoic friend couldn’t hide it. She cried out, her hands twisting to try to cover the spot she’d been struck, all while shaking violently.

No way. This was just too much. I hurried over and put myself right behind Alissa, my breasts touching her back. I wrapped my arms around her waist and did my best to try to lift some of her weight.

“Breanne, what are you doing?” Mistress Sara demanded.

I took a deep breath as I felt Alissa’s sobs. “I’m offering myself in Alissa’s place,” I said quickly. “You can spank me instead.”

Mistress Sara hesitated. “I was going to give her twenty strokes, which is about the number of clothespins each of you had to pick up.”

Twenty? Jesus Christ! I closed my eyes. “I will bear her punishment, Mistress.” I didn’t look at Sara, but I could tell she was considering it. Finally she sighed.

“Very well,” she said simply. “Place your hands behind your back.”

I grimaced. “Mistress, I would like to hold onto Alissa, if you don’t mind. Can you cuff me so that I’m embracing her?”

“No. Put your hands behind your back.”

Muttering a small curse I let go of Alissa, who immediately started dancing again. I worked my hands behind my back and felt Sara lock the cuffs together. It was a simple metal clip and I probably could have freed myself with some concerted concentration and some time, but it effectively reduced my options to just about zero. I watched as Alissa let out another cry of agony as she was forced to drop down and when she rose back up, Mistress Sara moved up, snagged the bungee cord, and quickly pulled one hook out, detaching it from the clamp on Alissa’s right breast.

Alissa let out a choked sob, clearly relieved as she was allowed to drop back down. Then she cried out again as Mistress Sara released the clamp on her nipple.

I blinked. “Wait. I meant the spanking!” I said in a rush, my voice trembling. Sara freed Alissa’s other tit and then turned to me. I started to back up, pulling on my cuffs, but a sharp command from Mistress Sara to stop froze my feet.

“You offered to take her punishment,” Sara told me. “And you will.” She lifted the clamps, squeezed both of them open, and positioned the pincers over each of my nipples. I stared on in horror as they started to close, and that’s when the pain shot through my chest, hit my heart, and almost made me drop to my knees in pure agony.

I have been forced to wear many clamps on my nipples over the years. Duck billed, vibrating, tweezer, even alligator, but nothing seemed to hurt more than these. Tears bloomed in my eyes. Maybe it was because the metal biting my nipples was right on the tips of my breasts. Maybe my barbells got caught, increasing the pressure, sort of like pinning my nipple between a hammer and an anvil. Or maybe I was just super sensitive from having my breasts treated like a piñata at a six year old’s birthday party. All I knew was that it hurt. A lot.

Sara grabbed my arm and forced me up to the ladder dowels. Alissa was shorter than me, even flatfooted, and as the first hook was attached to the clamp on my right nipple, Sara threaded the bungee cord through the next highest rung. They weren’t that far apart. Six inches? But that six inches made one hell of a difference. She hooked my other breast and I suddenly found myself on tiptoe, struggling to keep my nipples from being ripped off my chest.

I let out a choked sob and then the paddle struck my buttocks hard. It smashed me forward, my hips striking the wooden dowel in front of me and a burning sting seemed to explode into being, flaring across my bottom as if I’d just sat down on hot and scalding metal. I let out a yowl and despite my hands being cuffed together, and my breasts clamped and yanked on, I moved my hands to cover my bottom.

“The sooner your spanks are done,” Mistress Sara said simply, “the sooner I can let you down.”

My nipples throbbed with sharp, caustic pulses, as if someone were sticking needles through the tips. I whimpered, blinking the tears out of my eyes as I struggled with myself. I could feel my calves straining to keep me up as much as possible. Even my toes were starting to burn. And I weighed more than Alissa too. I moved my hands back up to the small of my back and Mistress Sara swung immediately.

The force of the blow forced me forward and my hips smacked against the dowels. I was still up on tiptoe, but moving made the bungee cord contract and then pull again. The rubber paddle stung like a thousand bees had all made a target of my ass and I shifted left and right, my fingers trying to rub my ass. It took me about ten seconds to collect myself enough to get my hands out of the way and accept my third stroke.

Thirty more seconds. Then the fourth stroke. Then my toes gave out.

I hadn’t really understood how bad it was going to hurt until that moment. My breasts got stretched and pulled upward and the clamps seemed to tear at my nipples. I figured out a moment later that both were caught on the barbells piercing my breasts, but only after I rose back up, squealing with pain. I blinked the tears out of my eyes, sobbing.

Then Alissa pressed up against my side. She was kneeling, her hands were free, and her left hand came up, sliding along my left leg. I felt her hand touch the clothespins on my pussy and I cried out, jerking away, but she persisted and a moment later I felt a tug on my clitoris as she removed the clothespin.

I didn’t even notice the bulbed massager in her hand until she pressed it against my pussy and turned it on.

When the next spank came, the massager head struck the dowel, which both pressed into my pussy and clit and cushioned my loins. It was also what I needed to counteract the agony. Suddenly I was thrusting my hips, panting as Sara spanked me, blow after blow, and when I had to drop down again, resting the arches of my poor feet, the vibrations went with me until I lifted up again. By the time my ass was a blazing, burning mess of hot flesh, I was so close to cumming that I almost, almost, would have agreed to a few more strokes.

Sara freed my hands, then my right breast and I almost passed out as the blood rushed back into my crushed nipple. She quickly removed the clamp from the other side as well. I stumbled backward away from the ladder and admittedly I wasn’t sure if I should cup my abused tits or frantically masturbate. I wiped one hand across my eyes, trying to see through the tears when I felt a hand on my arm. It was Alissa. She was guiding me backward.

“Lay down, Bre.”

I don’t know which of them said it. It might have been Alissa. It might have been Sara. But I found myself falling backward over the ottoman. At first, that felt good. The leather was cool and my ass felt like I’d sat in a bucket of boiling water. Then I felt the small rough circle in the center of the ottoman where that weird bump thing had been stuck earlier. Then my head was up at the top and Sara and Alissa were spreading me open. My arms were drawn outward, the wrist cuffs clipped to one of the many metal rings lining the circumference of the ottoman. Then they opened my legs, spreading me insanely wide.

“Mistress, how do you want me to secure her ankle?” Alissa asked as Sara forced me into almost the splits.

“We’ll use bungee cords for her knees. Feet downward, like this,” she said, bending my leg. She hooked my ankle cuff to the ottoman, scooped up the bungee cord that had held my breasts, and then wrapped it around the inside of my knee. She hooked it to the ottoman up near my hands, forcing half of me into an exposed butterfly position. Alissa quickly went and got another stretching cord, brought it over and a moment later my clothespin covered pussy was totally exposed.

You need to understand that I was still somewhat out of it. My bottom still burned from the vicious paddling, both buttocks marked. Underneath that pain was the tiny flecks from the quirt.  My nipples ached horribly, even freed of the clamps, and the rest of my breasts felt hot and heavy. I thought I could feel the lines of heat etched across my bosom by Sara’s cane and whip. My calves felt knotted and hard and my freaking toes tingled, and not in a good way. It was enough to bring a girl to tears.

But more than anything, I wanted to cum. My blood was boiling almost as much as my bottom and breasts, the remnants of the vibrations forced through my clit still screaming through my veins. I needed orgasm. It wasn’t fair that Alissa and Sara had both had one and my pussy was still playing host to a handful of fucking clothespins lining my labia.

Sara had a plan for that.

“Alissa, please remove the clothespins on Breanne with your mouth,” she ordered.

Had I been paying more attention, I’d have stiffened with worry, expecting the flogger to come lashing down on my breasts. But while Alissa began removing the clothespins from my petals, her soft hair against my open thighs, Mistress Sara put up the paddle and the clamps. I couldn’t see this of course. I was guessing. I suppose I could have twisted my head up to look in that direction, but between every clothespin removed from my labia, Alissa was licking my clit and sucking on it. A Breanne flavored lollipop and I swear to God, she was trying to see how many licks it would take to get to my creamy center.

If Mistress Sara objected, she didn’t say anything to stop her and in short order I was moaning like one of Scooby Doo’s ghosts and my hips were pushing up against her mouth. And even after all the clothespins had been removed, now lying in a pile nearby, Alissa continued working her tongue around my clit and down into my pussy, bringing me right back up to the point of wild need. The pressure built inside me and suddenly my bottom didn’t hurt quite so much, or my breasts. All I knew, all I felt, was the exquisite pleasure pushing me inexorably toward the edge of orgasm.

Suddenly Sara was leaning over me. Her crimson locks touched my face. “Breanne,” she said softly. “Do you want to cum?”

I nodded, frantically I might add. “Yes Mistress! Please? Please can I cum?”

She smiled softly. “Yes. It’s time. But it won’t be by Alissa’s mouth. You understand that, right?”

“YES!” I gasped, still feeling Alissa licking my clit. My heart was racing as I panted. “I just have to cum!”

“Exactly,” Sara said. I didn’t even realize she was holding the leather sap, but she set it on my arm, dragging it up toward my torso. Alissa kept licking. I sucked in a breath as Sara got close to my chest and when she dragged it up over my aching, throbbing boob I cried out, scared she was going to spank my tit.

Alissa kept licking.

Sara didn’t hit me though. She caressed me with the paddle. The smooth, flexible leather slid across my nipples, one after the other, teasing me even more as I was thrust upward. I felt Alissa slip her arms beneath my outstretched legs, holding me even as my hips started to roll. I clenched my jaw, this time to keep myself from blubbering and begging as the speed increased and I saw the cliff ahead. I was going to jump. I was going to fucking hurl myself off into the abyss. I was going to freaking cum!

Alissa kept licking.

“What are you Breanne?” Sara whispered in my ear, the sap still sliding from one breast to the other. Sensation poured through me and I quivered violently, my pussy clenching tight as Alissa licked and licked and licked.

“Nympho, humiliation, pain, slut,” I managed to pant. I was going too fast. Even if Sara wanted to stop it now there would be nothing she could do. I was going to cum. I could feel it. I knew it. I’d gotten there, through the pain and the torment and having my fucking nipples clamped and practically ripped off. Through the caning of my breasts, the whipping, the stupid quirt on my ass, even the paddle. I’d survived her torment and now, now I was going to cum.

I realized Alissa wasn’t licking me.

“Exactly,” Mistress Sara said in satisfaction. Then she slapped the leather sap down upon my swollen, desperate, wanting clitoris, smashing it flat and opening my petals wide. I screamed, hot pain shooting up from between my legs, but it was so mixed with pleasure that instead of killing my orgasm, it supercharged it. My toes curled and my back arched. The sap landed again, a burning sting flashing up from my loins. I could have twisted left or right, avoiding any further impacts. Instead I thrust upward, meeting her blow, accepting it and embracing it, loving it even. I screamed again as the sexual equivalent of a pressure escape valve opened and I felt myself catapulted out into the crevasse, exploding with orgasmic ecstasy.

That’s when I passed out.

Mistress Sara assures me that I was only out for three or four seconds, and frankly this is not all that unusual for me. When I woke Alissa was licking my clit. I shuddered, unable to think, or react, or respond. Adrenaline raced through my bound body and my muscles rippled, shaking as my frame had no other way to cope. I sucked in a breath of air, my eyes open and staring unfocused up at the ceiling. If you had asked me my name, or where I was, or who was President of the United States, I wouldn’t have been able to formulate words, much less articulate correct answers.

I let out a low, whimpering moan.

“May I try now?” Alissa said eagerly, looking up at Mistress Sara.

“Yes, you may,” she responded, and Alissa’s mouth went back down between my outstretched legs, her hands on my thighs as she began vigorously licking my petals, sucking on my clit, and sending an entirely fresh wave of acute pleasure through me. I let out a groan, then a shrill little screech as I felt my nervous system rebooting.

“P-p-p-please!” I manage to splutter.

“Please can you have another orgasm?” Mistress Sara said with a grin. “Of course. You’ve certainly earned it. That plus the other three you’ll have before I let you up.” She sat down next to me, laying the leather sap on my belly, just over the little dimple of my button. In her hand she had a bottle of oil and she uncapped it, pouring out a generous amount. It spilled over my left breast and down my sternum, but she caught it with her hand and smeared it across my tummy. Her hand cupped my breast. No pressure, but I could still feel it as she began rubbing it into my bosom. My nipples tingled as she teased me, then began kneading my breast with one hand. “Alissa asked for five minutes to see if she could get you to cum with just her tongue.”

It took me almost thirty seconds to process that.

“What happens if I don’t cum? I asked breathlessly. Alissa’s mouth was suckling my clit and oh my God… it felt amazing. I wanted it. I wanted to cum again. I wasn’t that close, but I could be. Soon. Oh so soon!”

Mistress Sara grinned. Then she lifted the paddle. “There are other ways to make a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut cum,” she assured me. Then she pressed herself up against me, breast to breast, nipple to nipple, the oil on my chest smearing across her bosom. Her mouth came down on me, kissing softly. When she finally lifted her face. “And I promise you. We will make you cum.”

And they did.


Blind Date

“Can I get you something to drink?”

The question startled me and I looked up to see the waitress looking down at me, her sea colored eyes sparkling. I tried to analyze the tone of her voice, detecting a flicker of amusement, tinted with disdain, but the fact that she was wearing a mask over her mouth, denying me any visual input into her emotional position, left me uncertain.

“Umm… just water, for right now,” I said in embarrassment. Her eyebrow went up, and even with the mask, I knew my answer surprised her. I cringed, just a little. “Blind date,” I added with a little shrug of my shoulders. She blinked at that and then cocked her hip to the side.

“Well, they say dress to impress,” she replied saucily. “I’ll be back in a moment.”

Inwardly, I died. The waitress might have been making fun of me, but I understood the nature of the critique. When Kari, my boss, best friend, mistress, and lover, had set me up, she’d made some specific suggestions on my attire. I’d protested of course, as I always do, but Kari had won out in the end, as she always does. I bit my lip as my arm swept down over my bosom, ensuring that the gold, gauzy material of the peasant blouse covered my breasts properly. This was constantly an issue, since the shirt I was wearing was nothing more than a thin, pleated valance of thin material, stitched to a single strand of elastic, connected to a pair of short sleeves. The material lay draped over my breasts and the reality was that a single stiff breeze or an ill-timed movement, could cause the entirety of my chest to pop out in full view.

Though, admittedly, it was sexy as hell. Slutty even.

Kari had also given me a new, dark blue mini-skirt and let me tell you, it had been just as much of a challenge to wear as the damn blouse. The hem was too high and walking in I’d been certain that I’d been flashing the lower half of each buttock to everyone behind me. I’d smoothed it down as I’d been seated, but the material had been steadily working its way back up and I could feel the leather against my bare bottom.

And that was it. My entire outfit. No bra. No panties. Just… accessories.

The shoes? Black stilettos, with an open toe. Kari’s favorite. They were expensive too, the arch so narrow that my feet felt bare. They looked sexy, but they were murder to walk on for any length of time. Six-inch heels are never easy to handle. I liked to think of them more as bed shoes, for when I was on my back, laying on a mattress, with my legs spread and my feet up in the air.

I shifted nervously and checked the time on my phone. My date wasn’t technically late, not yet, but I expected him any second. I wondered what he’d look like. Tall, dark and handsome? Short, wiry, and thin? Muscular and good looking?

“Here you are, sweetie,” the waitress said, startling me out of my thoughts once more. She set down the glass of water. “Can I get you something? Or did you want to wait for your date?”

The emphasis on the last word made me flinch, because I knew she’d fingered me for a hooker. And why not? I was certainly dressed like one. I blushed crimson, my face turning the same color as my hair, and I shook my head. “No, thank you,” I replied, just wishing she’d go away, when suddenly a man slid into the booth, sitting opposite me.

“I’ll have a glass of merlot, if you don’t mind,” he said amiably to the waitress as both our eyes widened. I stared at him, somewhat astonished. Because… well… holy crap!

He was gorgeous. He looked straight at me, a beaming smile on his face. “And would you like something with a bit more flavor, Breanne?” He eyed my water with a sort of teasing grin.

I gulped, still shocked. I glanced up at the waitress. “Sex on the beach,” I said. Her eyebrow did another one of those things and she nodded. “Of course,” she taunted me. “Be right back.”

I licked my lips, looked away from her retreating form, and studied my date. He was of average height for a man, which put him at least six inches higher than me, though in my heels I’d be looking him straight in the eye. He was wearing a suit, which was quite the surprise, but I must admit he looked dashing. It was tailored too, not off the rack, and I could tell it must have cost some serious money. It even had a vest and I found that… both archaic and sexy. His dark blue tie was silk and had some gorgeous whorls on it, almost a paisley, but not quite. His strong and clean shaven chin was halfway between blocky and pointy and he had a thick head of dark, almost black hair. I put him in his late thirties, maybe early forties.

He held out his hand. Neat, manicured nails. I took it, touching his skin for the first time. “I’m Richard,” he said, introducing himself.

“Breanne,” I replied, as if he hadn’t already made it implicitly clear he knew exactly who I was. He laughed as he let go of my fingers and my blush deepened enough to go down to the tips of my breasts.

“Of course, I know who you are,” he said amiably. “After all, there aren’t that many red-headed girls in Houston who would dare to be seen out in public in such fascinating attire.” The way he said it made me squirm, just a bit. I began to put two and two together, because I’m not exactly stupid. Most of the time. I let out a soft groan.

“You’re a reader,” I guessed, looking away.

He chuckled. “Worse. A fan.”

“Oh boy,” I muttered. My eyes flickered back to his. “That explains Kari’s mysterious comments,” I said ruefully.

Suddenly he frowned. “I hope this isn’t making you uncomfortable. The last thing I want to do is force my attention upon you. Ms. Anders put me through quite the interview when I requested an outing, but I’d feel awful if you weren’t a willing participant. And having a good time.” He said it with such earnestness, that I couldn’t help feeling both sorry for him, and attracted. I shifted my hips again and then smiled. I held out my hand again and he looked at it with a puzzled expression.

“My name is Breanne, and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I added. This made him laugh. He took my hand and shook it, this time with even more confidence.

“Well, with an introduction like that, I can’t help asking if you are following nympho humiliation pain slut rule number one.”

The heat returned to my cheeks. “Kari instructed me to wear my vibroballs. The wireless ones.”

He nodded. “A particularly good choice, though I suspect they aren’t on right now.”

My eyes bulged a little, but I nodded. “No,” I admitted. “I’m a bit sensitive. Kari wouldn’t let me cum today,” I said in explanation.

Richard grinned as he picked up the menu. “I’d ask if you were wet, but in your books, you’ve claimed that is your default state, especially when following rule number one.” He looked over the booklet. “Would you care for an appetizer?”

For a second, I sat there, trying to figure out what implicit sexual suggestion he was trying to make, when I realized he was just asking if I wanted an appetizer. “Um, sure,” I replied. Suddenly I felt hokey. As if I’d been plucked up off a farm, showered and poofed, dressed like a whore, and was now playing out the plot of “Pretty Woman”. I frowned. Julia Roberts was way prettier than me.

“I’d love an appetizer,” I replied more formally, trying to sound erudite and svelte. Whatever the hell that means.

Richard smiled. “Have you ever eaten here before?”

I looked around. “Twice, with Kari. But she isn’t much into French cuisine,” I told him. “So I’m not terribly familiar with the menu.” Richard nodded.

“Then will you allow me?”

I smiled gratefully just as the waitress came back with our drinks. Mine was peachy and tart and I picked it up immediately, suddenly thankful for the alcohol. I’m not a big drinker, but Richard was a level or two beyond my normal encounter and I needed to relax. I didn’t even hear what he ordered, but the waitress sauntered away, leaving our menus on the table. I set my drink down, at least an inch off the top. Richard eyed it, then reached across to take my hand.

“Are you nervous?” He asked, genuinely concerned. His fingers were warm.

“Nervous?” I squeaked. “No, not at all.”

He gave me a dubious look. I squirmed, the silent vibroballs stuffed up inside my pussy a definitive pressure. “I’m just… I feel out of place.”

“In what way?” He asked.

“You’re so… so… polished,” I blurted out. “I’m… just a…”

“Fuckslut?” He guessed.

My eyes widened and my cheeks burned. “I was going to say country bumpkin,” I whispered. Our eyes met again and I realized that Richard already knew me. And knew me well. I quivered for a moment, resisting the urge to flee. His thumb stroked my palm. “Breanne,” he said firmly. “Please give me the remote to your vibroballs.”

My eyes snapped up to his. For a moment, I thought about protesting, but then I gave in, like I always do. I reached down for my purse, opened it up, and took out the small controller. I set it down on the table and Richard took it. I expected him to activate the sex toy inside me, but instead, he reached into his coat pocket, extracting a small, velvet pouch. My eyebrow went up.

“After reading your books, I’ve come to the realization that you like games,” he explained, setting the little bag on the table. He gave me a comfortable grin and took a sip of his wine. “Would you like to play one?”

I licked my lips. “Will it result in me cumming?” I asked politely.

Richard laughed. “Eventually. But for this game, you need to hold off.”

“Or what?”

“Or you’ll get punished.”

“What if I want to get punished?”

Richard gave me a rather direct look. Then he reached into his outside jacket pocket. He brought out something shiny and big and pear shaped. My mouth went dry as my pussy tightened and my ass clenched. “That’s a… a… very nice plug,” I managed to say.

“Still want to get punished?” He asked.

I shook my head. I’m not a fan of anal sex and would prefer my back door remain an exit, rather than an entrance.

Richard nodded amiably. “I thought not. Now this game will test your endurance skills.”

“I have none,” I said quickly. “I’m dry tinder.”

He laughed. “Of course, you do,” he replied. He picked up the bag, opening it. To my astonishment, he poured the contents out on the table top. I expected clamps. Or coldhot cream. Or some other nefarious thing. Instead, there were dice.

Pretty. Strange. Dice.

I looked up in confusion. “Are we going to play Dungeons & Dragons?” I asked teasingly. “If so, I want to be a thief.”

He chuckled. “While there are some intriguing thoughts that go along with that, no. We are not playing anything like that.” He fingered one six-sided die, which looked rather normal to me, except that it was colored red, and slid it toward me.

“This die has six sides,” he explained, “and will be used to determine the required number of minutes you will endure the vibroballs.” Then he selected another die, this one with just three sides and pointed like a spike. “This die has three-sides and will be used to indicate the level of the vibroballs.” He pushed both of them toward me. “Give them a roll. To practice.”

I couldn’t help it. I laughed. “This is ridiculous,” I said, but I picked up the dice, shaking them in my hand. “What are the other dice for?” I asked as I played his game of chance. The two dice rattled on the wooden table and I counted the pips. A five had landed face up on the six-sided die, and a two was showing on the three-sided. Richard nodded.

“The other dice will come into play later on,” he said. “For now, your roll means that you will endure the vibroballs for five full minutes, on medium.” He picked up the controller and I stiffened, reaching out to grab his wrist.

“Wait. You mean, here? Now?”

His head tilted. “Of course, here. And now,” he added. Then his thumb flicked the controller.

Instantly, the vibroballs went active and my sex locked down around them as I let out a soft gasp. Richard watched as I stiffened, tilting forward as the two motorized, golf ball sized spheres began shaking inside me. He’d gone straight to medium too, and the resulting intensity made my head spin.

“Oh,” I managed to whimper.

He glanced at his watch. “Five minutes,” he said happily.

I took a breath, barely noticing that it was just a tad bit ragged. “So… I’m… uh… not supposed to cum?” I managed to say tightly, my voice clearly strained.

He nodded. “Exactly true. Now I realize that my stimulating company might be more than your poor libido can withstand, so if you get to a point where you need me to turn off the vibroballs, so that you don’t cum, all you need to do is ask.”

I blinked. “What’s the catch?”

He laughed. “Good girl. There is a catch.” He tapped his finger on the unused dice. “See, there will be a minor, but intense punishment for being unable to resist. And of course if you do cum you’ll see that plug again.” He picked up his menu. “You’ll need to select an entrée,” he encouraged.

I licked my lips and lifted the menu. The options were overwhelming. Everything looked delicious. And decadent. I quivered, my pussy fluttering as my lower half was stimulated. I wondered how long I could handle Richard’s little “game”.

“Have you made a decision?” He asked politely.

I looked over the top edge of the menu. “Yes. It will stay on for right now,” I replied.

His eyes widened. “I meant for dinner. What are you having.”

“Oh!” I glanced back down at the menu. “Scallops,” I said, making a flash decision. I set the menu down and took another gulp of my peachy drink.

Richard gave my drink a quick appraisal. “You know, I’m surprised. I wasn’t expecting you to be this nervous.”

“Nervous?” I replied, trying to make my voice sound calm and rational.

He nodded. “Yes. From your books, I always got this impression you were tightly controlled, and that in an environment like this, quite ready for Kari and Julie’s antics.”

“I’m not nervous,” I said defensively. “I’m just… under a lot of stress.”

Richard sighed. “Yes. The pandemic. Work. Family life. I understand.”

I blinked. “I meant sexual stress.”

“Oh,” he replied.

I shifted, which did nothing to help the surge of wetness between my legs. “I haven’t cum all day,” I said softly, “and here I am, dressed like this, and there you are, handsome and wonderful and…” I shook my head. “I’m just a little tight.”

He laughed. “I have no doubt.”

“Not like that,” I protested with a chuckle. His eyebrow went up. “Okay,” I said chagrined. “Exactly like that.”

He looked at his watch. “Three minutes left.”

I took a sip of my drink. “So, what’s the punishment for asking you to turn off the vibroballs?” I asked.

Richard shrugged. “Varies. They’re sufficiently humiliating and/or painful that it should discourage you from wanting relief, which will force you to endure the vibrations.”

“But I’m not allowed to cum.”

“For now,” he said cheerfully. “Though if you are patient enough, and I’m persuasive enough, then we might be able to satisfy both of our needs. That said, it will need to be after dinner and preferably outside of earshot of anyone with a phone.”

I blinked. “Because they might record it?”

Richard laughed. “Because they might call the police.”

That startled me. “Oh.”

“Don’t worry. I’m not too terribly sadistic. I think I fall somewhere between your two mistresses.”

I picked up my glass. “That’s not exactly a comforting thought.”

“But is it an enticing one?” He countered. I thought about it. Then I nodded.

“I suppose,” I said. “I guess it depends on what you intend to do to me.”

“What would you like me to do to you?”

I thought about that one for a moment. Then I looked back up at him. “Part of me wants you to rip off my clothes, throw me down on your bed, tie me spread-eagled, whip my breasts and pussy, and then satisfy yourself with my body.”

I said it, intending to shock him, but it clearly didn’t. He just listened, as if we were discussing the weather. “But the submissive inside me says for me to tell you that whatever you want to do to me is what matters.”

Richard nodded. “I can respect that. Just as I can respect your desires as well.” He took a sip of his wine. He leaned forward. “Would you like to cum?”

My eyes widened. “Yes. Yes please,” I said.

“That’s good,” he replied. “Perhaps a challenge then?”

My eyebrow went up. “What sort of challenge?”

He pushed my glass of ice water toward me. “Bare your right nipple and press the glass to it. If you can keep it there until our appetizer arrives, you will earn the right to one free orgasm during dinner.” He leaned forward. “But if you remove it from your nipple, even for a second, you lose the chance and earn an immediate punishment.”

I blinked. Ice cold glass pressed to my right nipple. Good lord. “Till the appetizer shows up?”

He nodded. I bit my lip. “But that will mean the waitress sees.”

Richard shrugged. “It’s the humiliation aspect in nympho humiliation pain slut. I want to humiliate you.”

I gulped. “I’ll… I’ll think about it.”

He shook his head. “No. This offer expires in the next ten seconds. Either accept the challenge, or we’ll move on.”

Indecision flooded through me. But then, just as I could see his smile about to change, I picked up my water glass with my left hand, swept up the peasant blouse just enough to expose my right nipple, and pressed the cold drink to my tit. Richard smiled beautifully and I gasped, letting out a soft mewl as my nipple hardened. The condensation on the side of the glass moistened my skin, cold and intense and I felt it drip down the underside of my boob.

Richard checked his watch. Then, much to my dismay, he turned the vibroballs off. “Five minutes is up.”

Without the stirring of my honey pot, the sensorial intensity of the ice water against my breast began to overwhelm me. I let out a groan as my skin puckered, tingling and I felt the creeping cold begin to hurt the tip of my breast. There was a clink as the little silver barbell piercing my nipple hit the cup.

“Does it hurt?” Richard asked.

I nodded. “A little,” I said. “I’ve been iced before. It will take a moment for my nipple to go numb.” My fingers began to burn a little as well and I realized that I was pressing the glass harder against my breast. “This isn’t easy,” I said.

“I can tell,” Richard said amiably. “But I assure you that it is the most intensely erotic thing I’ve seen today and it makes me want to touch every part of your body with ice, just to watch you tremble.”

I shivered. The cold was seeping into my bosom. I bit my bottom lip, then clenched my teeth, trying to keep the ice in place. “I’m not sure how much longer I can stand this,” I replied.

“I have no objections to you stopping. I suppose the question is more about whether you want a get out of jail free card. I presume our waitress will be by with our appetizer any minute. Then you can remove the glass from your breast.”

More freezing cold water dripped down the underside of my tit and then splashed down onto my abdomen. I whimpered. “Can I at least have the vibroballs back on?”

Richard shook his head. “You’ll have an opportunity to roll for that every ten minutes.” He checked his watch. “We have another three to go.”

I grimaced. “This is hard!” I panted. The cold was searing, burning at my breast. Even my fingers were feeling it. Every part of me screamed to pull the glass away.

“Good. It won’t be the only hard thing you’ll endure this evening,” he said with a mocking grin.

I closed my eyes, trying to count in my head. I managed to get to maybe seventy-five when I couldn’t take it any longer. I let out a little cry of pain and pulled the ice water away from my breast, setting the glass down quickly. I looked down. My nipple was sticking out, hard and eager, and the pink nub was wet and tingly. I cupped my hand over it, my warm palm sensing the cold tip as I closed my eyes. I shivered and Richard grinned.

“Well, that was certainly satisfactory. You’ve earned a punishment.”

I looked up at him, hand still cupping my frozen tit, and nodded. “Yes sir,” I managed to pant. But then I caught sight of movement and the waitress slid a platter down onto the table. I quickly pulled my hand away from my breast, tugging down on the peasant blouse to cover my still tingling teat.


Appetizer

“Here we are,” she said. “Are you ready to order?”

Richard grinned at me, eyes sparkling. “Of course. Breanne? What would you like?”

“Scallops, please.” I replied.

“An excellent choice,” he affirmed. “And I’ll have the beef short ribs.”

The waitress gave him a smile. “Very well. I’ll have that out to you in a moment.” She turned without giving me another look and left. Richard eyed the appetizer and I admit, it looked incredible.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Puff pastry with goat cheese and beets with a honey vinaigrette,” he replied. He reached out and took one, taking a bite and I suddenly felt a longing that had absolutely nothing to do with sex. My mouth watered and I followed Richard’s lead. I picked up one of the little pastries and took a bite. Delicious.

Richard grinned, clearly pleased that I was enjoying the food, but then he slid the six-sided and three-sided die back toward me. “Time to roll again.”

I swallowed. “What about the punishment?”

“That’s next. But we are on a time frame. For convenience only. I need to keep track of your stimulation. So, roll the die.”

I did. Three and one. Three minutes, lowest level. I looked up at him with a mischievous grin. “You must be disappointed,” I teased.

He laughed. “On the contrary, it will only excite you and make you more prone to cumming next round.” He thumbed the controller again and I felt the vibroballs spin up once more, this time at a lower intensity. He reached into a pocket and pulled out a clothespin. “Besides, there is still your punishment to endure.” He pushed the six-sided die back at me. “Roll to see how many minutes you will wear this.”

I rolled the die, letting it clatter across the table. “Four,” he said as the quartet of pips showed. He slid the clothespin over toward me. “On your clit please.”

I blinked. “That’s direct,” I challenged.

“It is,” he admitted. “But with such a short time frame on the vibroballs, the presence of the clothespin might be enough to push you over the edge.”

I snagged the peg and put it in my lap, lifting the front of my skirt up. It was depressingly easy and I moved my legs apart. With one hand I spread my labia, while the other placed the clothespin. It bit down hard on my clit and I let out a soft groan. It didn’t technically hurt, but it certainly intensified the vibrations. Clearly Richard knew exactly what he was doing. I brought my hands back up and ate a bit more of the appetizer.

“What’s your favorite sex toy?” He suddenly asked me.

My mouth was full, so I had to finish chewing and swallow. “You,” I said coyly.

He chuckled. “Yes, well, I can see how that has some advantages,” he agreed. “But I meant from the collection kept in your toy box, or owned by one of your mistresses.”

I pursed my lips and thought about it for a moment, trying to ignore the dual sensation of my pussy shaking at the same time my clit was tightly clamped. “I suppose my Monster Vibrator,” I replied. “It’s twelve inches of motorized goodness. And I never know when it will turn on.”

Richard nodded, taking another bite of the goat cheese and pastry. He licked his lips. “Of course. I don’t suppose you’d let me have the code?”

“To operate it?” I asked curiously. He nodded. “I don’t have it,” I told him honestly. “You’d need to get it from Kari or Julie.”

“Alright, then how about your favorite position?”

“You mean like Missionary? Cowgirl? The Wheelbarrow? Leap frog? Champagne? The Golden Arch?”

Richard’s eyes widened. “I’ve never even heard of most of those,” he admitted ruefully. “Clearly I’m lacking in education. Hopefully you can rectify that.” He leaned back, picking up the vibroballs controller. “So, which one is your favorite?”

I laughed. “None of them. My favorite doesn’t have a name.” I glanced down at his thumb. He was going to turn off the vibroballs. I could tell. My three minutes was almost done.

“So describe it to me.”

I leaned forward and put my elbows on the table. “Simple. I’m lying naked on your bed, on my back, and I spread my legs as much as I can, until I’m practically doing the splits. Then you tie my ankles, and my wrists. Then you take off your belt, and use it to whip my sweet, vibrating little pussy.”

I said it seductively, batting my lashes. And the reward I got for that was for him to turn off the vibroballs. I let out a frustrated groan. He laughed.

“It’s a vivid image,” he agreed. “I take it you’re rather aroused.”

I took a rather savage bite of another puff pastry. “I’d like you to throw me down on the table and ravish me.”

He laughed. “I’m not sure the restaurant would approve of my secondary choice of appetizers. How about we save that for dessert?”

I nodded. “What about you?” I said, turning the question back on him. “Do you have a favorite position?”

He arched an eyebrow. “I’m amiable. If there is something soft, wet, and warm around me, I can pretty much enjoy myself.”

“I can do soft, wet, and warm,” I assured him.

“I have no doubt.” He took another bite of puff pastry. “So why don’t you like the peasant blouse? I think it looks quite nice.”

I gave him a curious look. “Because an errant gust of wind will expose my breasts?” I said with a snort.

“So?”

I gave him a slightly exasperated look. “I’m into humiliation, not public nudity.” That made him chuckle.

“Sure you are. You’ve already exposed yourself to me once this evening.”

“To you, sure. To everyone else?” I shook my head. “I’ll pass.”

He checked his watch. “You can take the clothespin off your clit now,” he said. “Your punishment time is up.”

I gave him a rather wicked smile. “What if I don’t want to?” I asked.

“Take the clothespin off?” I nodded. Richard grinned. “Well, I suppose if you want to endure the punishment for longer, I can hardly refuse such an offer.” He leaned forward. “But I want you to be sure. Because if you don’t remove it right now, then you’ll lose the power to remove it until I want it off your clit. It might remain on all night.”

“Until you fuck me,” I replied sweetly.

He shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe I’ll leave it there.” He gave me another look. “Last chance.”

I took a sip of my drink and let the sparkle in my eyes be the response. He chuckled and shook his head. “Alright. It stays on. What does it feel like?”

I set my drink down. “Having a clothespin on my clit?”

He nodded. I thought about it for a moment. “It feels uncomfortable, but in a very specific, intensely sexual way,” I replied. “Imagine us lying in bed, right after you’ve just cum. I reach over and take hold of your cock, but not the whole thing. Just the tip, gripped between thumb and forefinger. Squeezing. Not too hard, but not soft. Not gentle. Firmly.” I leaned forward, dropping the pitch of my voice. “Now imagine me twisting back and forth, just a few degrees, stimulating you. It would be intense, and uncomfortable, because your body wouldn’t really understand what I’m doing to it. Part of you would want to get aroused, and another part of you would want me to stop.”

Richard’s eyes had widened and I could see him gulp. “I am totally willing to experience that this evening,” he assured me. “You are a surprising woman.”

“Girl,” I retorted.

He blinked. “Girl?”

I laughed. “Kari Anders is a woman. Julie is a woman. I am… a girl.”

His eyebrow went up. “I fail to see the difference.”

I sighed. “Women today are supposed to be confident, powerful, amazing people who can do anything. Feminism, right? Kari is a goddess. Julie is a tyrant. I love them both. But I am not confident. Nor am I powerful. I am an object, specifically a sex object. To be used for the pleasure of others. Thus, in the pantheon of feminine terms, I am undeveloped. Thus…”

“A girl,” replied Richard. He seemed skeptical. “I think this is a mental construct you’ve created to help yourself deal with the circumstances that define you.”

“Excuse me?”

He nodded. “I’ve read your books,” he reminded me. “You have historically placed much of your value on your sexual uses. Even your rules aren’t about your own pleasure, but others.” He checked his watch and slid the dice across the table. “It’s time to roll again,” he said with a grin. I picked up the dice and he continued.

“Even now, the fact that you are stuffed with vibroballs and are about to endure sexual stimulation, is technically done for my pleasure, not yours. The fact that you’re getting some anyway is just the icing on the cake. But let’s think about this for a moment. You claim you’re willing to suffer just about anything, provided you are, how did you put it? Serving your betters? But I’ve read about the torments Kari has inflicted upon you. The things that Julie does to you. Or Nick, or Alex, or Zack. Or one of your other random doms. I suppose I’ll be added to that list if you write this date up. But I know that they do what they do to you, because you like it.”

I stared at him. Then I smiled and rolled the dice.

Richard looked down at them. “Well, that’s a stroke of luck.” He let out a laugh. “Six minutes, on level three.” He leaned forward. “Think you can make it?”

I shrugged. “We’ll see, won’t we?”

He lifted the controller to the vibroballs and pushed the slide upward, all the way to the top. Inside me, the two motorized spheres spun up, shaking and rattling against each other, causing my sex to tighten. My knees came together tightly, which made the clothespin on my clit twist, ever so slightly, and I was absolutely certain that the strain of the stimulation was immediately apparent on my face. I closed my eyes, taking short, but steady breaths, struggling to remain still.

Oh God. It was so difficult!

“You look stunning. You know that?”

I opened my eyes. “What?”

“You look stunning. I can see the pressure building. The tension. Your entire body sort of shifts. It tightens. Like a bowstring. You’re practically quivering.”

I licked my lips and swallowed. Then I took a deep breath. “You told me I’m not allowed to cum and that if I do, I will be punished.”

He nodded. “The anal plug.”

“You’ve also told me that if I get too close, I am permitted to ask for relief from the vibroballs.”

“True. But at a cost.”

“Which will also excite me.”

He grinned. “But in a very different way.”

I nodded. “It will hurt.”

He shrugged. “A little. I’ve chosen punishments that you’ve endured before, so I don’t see myself crossing any lines.”

I gave him a wry smile. “Too bad. I love creativity.”

“That’s exactly what Kari said about you,'' replied Richard. He watched as I shifted my weight, wriggling my hips. The vibroballs were on full power and I could hear the muted purr, even over the restaurant’s music. “I love the way you’re moving. Resisting the urge, but still unable to control yourself.”

“I’m glad you’re enjoying yourself,” I replied. “How do you know Kari?”

He blinked at the sudden question. “Oh. Through Robert of course.”

That surprised me. “Really?”

Richard laughed. “I’m in the financial business. Fund Manager. Robert and I move in some of the same circles. I saw you two years ago at a party, with Robert and Kari.”

I thought back. “The Christmas party?”

He nodded, grinning. “You were wearing a green dress that left little to the imagination. Do you remember?”

Oh boy, did I. I smiled weakly. “Yes. It was the one with the green sparkly gauze things that crossed over my boobs. I’m glad you liked it.”

“Everyone liked it. You looked scrumptious.” He took another bite of the pastry. “Honestly, I hadn’t read your books then, so I didn’t recognize you. It was about six months ago I stumbled across them on Kindle and after reading all of them, I put two and two together and figured out that my acquaintance had to be Kari’s husband, and that the slutty looking redhead who came to the party with them was…”

“Me.”

“You,” he acknowledged. He wiped his mouth with his napkin. “So after I figured out that there was only a step or two between our connectivity, I worked to land a few deals for Robert, get into his good graces, and then eventually made an effort to meet Kari. Her description matched the books perfectly, as did her behavior. After that, I merely confronted them with what I knew and asked for a date.”

I shifted again, well aware that half of my discomfort was from the vibroballs purring in my little slit, and from the clothespin dangling from my clitoris. The other half…

“That easy, huh?” I asked, taking another sip of my “sex-on-the-beach.”

Richard laughed. “Well, I was a bit more diplomatic than that. And the vetting she gave me was beyond rigorous.”

I couldn’t help grinning. “She is a bit over-protective,” I agreed.

He gave me a direct look. “Are you feeling it yet?” He asked.

My eyebrow went up. “Feel what?”

“The urge to cum of course,” he said with a glance at his watch. “You’ve been sitting there twitching for the last four minutes, and you still have two to go.”

I ran a finger along the edge of my glass and gave him a knowing look. “Maybe the vibroballs and clothespin aren’t enough,” I said teasingly. “After all, I am used to having a toy inside me. And on.” My eyes sparkled and I smiled. “And I can’t even begin to tell you how often my clit is clamped.”

He leaned back and gave me a studious look. “Interesting,” he said finally. “I wasn’t expecting you to be so... resilient.”

I laughed. “Or I could be faking. I could be trying to hold it in, letting the pressure build and build.” I closed my eyes and took a deep breath. I wasn’t lying either. I hadn’t been allowed to cum all day and the vibrations swimming through my depths were definitely setting me off. I probably wasn’t as close to exploding as Richard wanted me to be, but round three was going to be tough. I took a breath, noting that it came out just a little ragged.

“So you’re good at hiding it?” Richard asked curiously.

I scoffed. “Of course I am. I’m forced to cum in public all the time,” I retorted. “It’s the quintessential way to embarrass me.”

“I’m guessing you don’t do ‘When Harry Met Sally’ level orgasms,” he said with amusement.

“Why? Do you want one of those?” I asked mischievously. “It will attract attention.”

Richard considered it. “Personally I wouldn’t mind. My clients barely know me. I am self-employed, and I have no public person or reputation that needs protecting.” He glanced down at the mostly eaten appetizer. “However, I am quite hungry, and for more than just your charms, so I think I would prefer to be thrown out of the restaurant after we’ve eaten our entrees.”

I couldn’t help it. I laughed. He glanced at his watch and I grinned. “How many more minutes?”

He shrugged. “Just one. Five minutes on high power. I’m impressed.”

I leaned forward and put both elbows on the table, reaching out to him. “I’m close. Turn it off.”

That surprised him. “What?”

I repeated myself. “I’m close to cumming. Turn it off, please. I accept the punishment.”

He gave me a skeptical look. “Why do I feel like I’m being toyed with?” Richard asked.

I shook my head. “I’m not toying with you. Honestly. I’m close. I haven’t orgasmed all day and you’re keeping me focused on the physical, the sexual.” I closed my eyes and took another shuddering breath. “I’m feeling it.”

I must have persuaded him, because before I opened my eyes, the vibroballs rolled to a stop and I let out a soft groan. My pussy quivered, mostly in frustration, and I opened my eyes.

To see three options.

Richard had not only turned off the sex toy inside me, but he’d moved our appetizer plate aside. Arrayed in front of me was a set of steel clover clamps, a single vibrating clamp, and two wooden clothespins. I gulped. Richard watched my eyes widen and he pushed the three sided die back over to me.

“One,” he said, tapping the clover clamps, “to go on those sweet, delicate nipples of yours. Two,” he added, pointing at the single vibrating clamp, “can go on your clit, replacing the clothespin there, which of course must be placed elsewhere on your body.” He moved his hand over the two wooden pegs. “And three, these can go on your breasts.”

I gave him a measured look. “I have to roll to choose?”

He gave me a reassuring grin. “Of course.” He glanced down at his watch. “And the six minutes is now up.” He leaned back and stretched a little. “I suspect our meal will be here any minute.”

“Are you pressuring me to move quickly and roll?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Your choice. Though I suppose our waitress will be checking on us soon, to top of your water if nothing else. I can only imagine what she might think seeing those three items on the table.”

I picked up the triangular die and tossed it. A two rolled up where I could see it. I gave him a dirty look and took the vibrating clamp. “On my clit, right?”

He nodded.

“Where does the clothespin go, then?” I asked, putting the new toy down in my lap. Richard pulled the other two items off the table and deposited them back in his coat pocket.

“I recommend your nipple. The right one,” he said amiably. “Correctly, I might add.”

I cringed. He claimed to have read all my books and that was certainly right out of them. Julie insisted that clothespins going on my breast be placed “correctly,” and that meant straight on. I reached down into my lap and gasped as I pulled the clothespin on my clit off. My pussy didn’t like that. Or maybe it did and that was the problem. I brought up the wooden peg, gave Richard a direct look, and then swept my other hand up, exposing my right breast.

The pierced tip was still somewhat raised, after having my ice water glass pressed to it. I set the clothespin in place, pushing deep so that it wasn’t the very tip that got crushed, but the fleshy bit behind my piercing. I let out a soft gasp as a delicate, but intense burst of pain shot up through my tit, did a lap around my heart, and then shot straight down to my pussy. I clenched up, hissing a bit, and then lowered my hand.

The peasant blouse dropped and as I expected, rested on the clothespin sticking out from my breast. This increased the discomfort of the clamp because it forced the peg downward. And since the wood was rigid, something had to give. Like my nipple. It bent downward almost a full twenty or so degrees and I suddenly could feel the throb as my heart labored to push blood up into the crushed and turned tip.

“Beautiful,” Richard said in a reverent whisper. I saw him shift and reach down under the table. I knew he was adjusting himself. I smiled.

“Now the clamp on my clit,” I said. He gave me an approving nod and I looked down into my lap. The clamp was a simple butterfly, capped with little rubber tips, and I pinched the thing open easily. I found the apex of my sex, the protruding nub, and closed the clamp over it, letting out another groan as it closed down. I couldn’t help rolling my hips and part of me longed for him to turn the vibroballs back on. Then I looked at him as my fingers picked up the pendant. I felt the switch, small and rough on the side, and with a simple movement, slid it upward.

Holy. Fucking. Hell.

Vibrations, intense one, surged up into my sex and my eyes widened as the very audible toy buzzed loudly. Even Richard seemed a little surprised. But what I was hearing was only a sliver or the sensory avalanche that blew through me. The pendant slipped down into my folds and since I was already nicely wet, and my petals were opened just a bit, the pendant worked its way between my labia, where it slid, danced, and jittered. Those same oscillations traveled upward, along the chain connecting pendant to clamp, which then transferred directly into my clit. It was like having a vibrator not just rubbing against my clitoris, but literally gripping it. I gasped, loudly, and this time when my hips churned it was with clear intent.

Because I was about to cum.

Richard pushed the six sided die over to me. “Perhaps you better roll that,” he urged.

I raised my hand, only to see it trembling as well and I rolled the die. A two came up and Richard looked at me, chagrinned. “Fortune favors the fuckslut,” he said ruefully. Then he glanced at his watch. “The question then, is can you hold off cumming for two minutes.”

My right nipple burned, the weight of the blouse light, but more than enough to send little bursts of pain shooting up through my breast. My pussy was quivering, squeezing the vibroballs tight, quivering desperately as the loud vibrator rumbled and buzzed against my petals. My clit… sensorial overload. Two minutes? I closed my eyes. I didn’t think I could make it.

I started counting, but then Richard laid a hand on my arm.

“Are you experiencing pleasure?” He asked softly.

I nodded, gulping, my cheeks feeling warm. “And pain,” I assured him. “My nipple and clit hurt too.”

He smiled. “Good. I know you like it when it hurts, at least a little. But I want to make sure that I’m pleasing you.”

“Does that matter?” I asked breathily. I was having trouble concentrating. I took another gulp of sex on the peach and felt the alcohol burn pleasantly in my throat.

“Yes,” replied Richard, his tone sincere.

I licked my lips. “Me being pleased isn’t an issue. Your pleasure is. Are you pleased to see me on the edge like this? To see me suffering? To see me hurting, and wanting to cum?”

He nodded. “I am,” he confirmed.

“Then that’s what is important,” I said.

“But is it?” He mused. “I mean, how do you know what pleases me? What if I get you home tonight and want to tie you up, then whip your breasts and pussy until you’re so covered in welts that taking a bath hurts.”

My eyes widened. “Is that… is that what you want?” I breathed.

He shook his head. “No, but see my point? You should be more concerned about your own pleasure.”

I licked my lips. “What kind of car do you drive?” I suddenly asked.

His eyebrow went up. “What? Why does that matter?” He asked in confusion.

I leaned forward. The vibrations were driving me up a fucking wall and I couldn’t keep my hips still. “Answer the question, please.”

He crossed his arms, giving me a skeptical look. “I own several cars,” he admitted.

I shook my head. “Your favorite. The one you love the most.”

He hesitated, then shrugged. “I have a silver 2018 Corvette Stingray,” he said.

I closed my eyes, resisted the urge to jam my hand down between my legs and plunge my fingers into my cunt. Instead I closed my legs, pressing my thighs together. “You love it?”

“Yes.”

“When you drive it, do you like to feel the power of the engine?”

He laughed. “Yes. Of course.”

“And you like to drive her fast?” I managed to breathe. The vibrations were not being helped by my thighs. Now the buzz was affecting my entire loin.

“I do,” Richard replied, clearly not seeing where this was going. But he was clearly enjoying the redness of my face, or the fact that I couldn’t sit still, or the flashes of my clothespinned nipple.

“And I presume you take care of her, right? Get her oil changed? Radiator flushes? Chassis lubrication? Air up the tires?”

“Breanne, I don’t see how this relates to…”

“Do you take care of her?” I demanded more roughly.

His eyes snapped up to mine and I could see a touch of anger, and maybe of worry. “Yes. I maintain her.”

I bit my lip. I could feel the orgasm coming. Approaching. Whatever. I had maybe thirty or forty seconds before I was shuddering in climax. “Your car is an object. You use her as she was intended. And in return for the use, you take care of her needs. You maintain her.”

I gulped. I was thrusting now. “I’m… like that. I’m an object. A sex object. I have one purpose. To sexually please you. I’m just like your car in that sense. And I know,” I started to pant, “that you will take care of me too. Torment me. Humiliate me. And hurt me, just enough too, so that I cum.”

Richard swallowed. “You can turn off the vibrator on your clit now. It’s been two minutes.”

I gripped the table. “Too late…”

And then I exploded.


Entree

It was a clitoral orgasm and the epicenter of my particular earthquake began right between my legs. The vibrating pendant that was attached to my clit shook violently, creating an overload of my nervous system, with the “fail point” above that little nub of nerves. Instantly every muscle in my body stiffened, locking me in place as my adrenal system injected a flurry of go go juice into my blood stream. Similar to the “fight or flight” cocktail, the infusion forced energy into the now burgeoning blossom of sexual overload, resulting in an instant spread. The sensation raced up my spine, only taking a minor detour to my throbbing right nipple, before shooting right up my brain stem. There, my brain was unable to handle the flurry of signals, the hurt of the clamps, the tightness of my sex around the vibroballs, the intense shaking of my clit and labia. My synapses misfired and pain became pleasure and pleasure, pain.

I gasped, eyes wide, and the sound I made was somewhere between muffled wail and strangled cat. Richard glanced at me in surprise, then glanced around, to see if anyone was noticing his girlfriend in the middle of a seizure. Yeah. A seizure. That made a good excuse. No. She isn’t orgasming. She has seizures. They look like this. She’ll be fine. Just ignore the dripping goo squirting out from between her legs.

My right hand was jammed down between my thighs and my fingers were already deep, touching the two vibroballs. I quivered as I came, and then I felt the wetness as I let loose. It soaked my hand, then the bench seat. It wouldn’t have surprised me if I’d splattered Richard’s patent leather shoes. I let out a whimper, eyes closed as my heart rate slowed. The adrenaline petered out, leaving just the excess dopamine and endorphins swimming through my veins. A sense of euphoria overwhelmed me and I swayed in my sweet, twitching as my nervous system tried to reboot.

“Breanne?”

It took me a moment, but then I let out a slightly hysterical laugh. “Wow,” I whispered.

“Bre?”

The first thing that really made sense to me was the vibrations. I blinked, looked down into my lap, and groaned. My hand slid up, grabbing the vibrator pendant and I just pulled it off my pussy. It was wet. Soaked really, and I brought it up. It was even louder above the table.

Richard coughed, reached out, and grabbed the slick and glistening pendant. He dragged it toward himself and then shut it off, a slightly chagrined look on his face. “Um. Actually Bre, maybe we shouldn’t be drawing that much attention to ourselves,” he said, glancing over his shoulder. I gave him a smile that made it very, very clear that I didn’t give a damn.

“Yum,” I said dreamily.

He looked uncertain for a moment. “For a woman who said she wasn’t interested in replicating the orgasm scene from “When Harry Met Sally,” you certainly do a good impression,” he said, giving me a rueful smile.

I shook my head, still grinning like an idiot. “Mine wasn’t fake,” I assured him. Then I looked past him. A number of other diners were looking back toward our table. Suddenly I felt a bit less sure of myself. “Did, um… I scream or something?” I asked, blushing again.

Richard smiled. “You were… obvious,” he said at last. “I suppose you realize that such behavior merits…”

“Punishment?” teased. “Isn’t that what got me into this?”

He shrugged. “Your books make it clear that you prefer either or situations, provided that the outcome is the same.” He pulled the anal plug back out of his coat pocket and held it out to me. “I believe this needs to go in your rump.”

I took the plug from him. It was steel, shiny and very slick. But not lubricated. Not even a little. I eyed it for a moment. It wasn’t small, but it wasn’t huge either. It would be… there. Very noticeable, slightly uncomfortable, but not terrible. Probably. I brought it down beneath the table.

“I’d be happy to wait here while you go and get it properly set in place,” he added. I just stared at him. Then I gasped.

“Bre?”

I licked my lips. “It’s a little thicker than I thought,” I said. My right hand gave it a good spin, letting the sides get nice and wet. I let out another groan as the tip hit one of the vibroballs.

“Wait,” he said suspiciously. “Are you fucking the plug?”

“Lubrication,” I replied. Then I pulled it out, a small moan on my lips.

“That’s…. that’s…” he stammered. “Damn.”

Then I sort of lifted my ass off the seat and brought the plug right up to my bottom. “Wait. Here?” He asked incredulously. I didn’t reply. I pressed the slick tip right up against the little button of my rear and was about to push it in, when we were rudely interrupted. I let out a gasp as my scallops were deposited in front of me, jerking my hand out from under my rump, only to sit down.

Hard and fast.

Oops.

Our waitress gave us both a smile as she set our dishes in front of us and I brought my hand, slick and wet, up to my mouth to gnaw on. The plug, now seated firmly and deeply in my bottom, felt huge and uncomfortable, but I managed to hide the sensations I was feeling as Richard thanked our server and managed to send her on her way with a second drink order. I needed it. My sex on the beach was almost finished and frankly, I figured I’d need another helping.

“Are you okay?”

I cleared my throat. “Um. Uncomfortably stuffed,” I replied. I looked at my plate. “Food,” I said softly.

“Yes,” Richard replied. “Looks good, doesn’t it?”

I nodded. Then I reached for my fork.

“Just one more thing,” he interrupted. I looked up to see him push the dice toward me. “You’ll need to roll to see how many minutes the vibroballs are on. And on what level.”

“While I’m eating,” I said roughly.

Richard nodded. “Absolutely. And just as before, there are consequences. For example, you no longer have the option of having the vibroballs on low. If you roll a one, it has the same value as a two, so you have a sixty-six percent chance of having the vibroballs on medium.”

My eyes widened. “That seems a little cruel.”

He laughed. “Cum again and two and three will mean high.”

“So, don’t cum again,” I said ruefully. “Got it.”

Richard shrugged. “I suppose it should be easy to hold off now, since you’ve had relief.”

I gave him a crazed look. “Are you kidding? I’m primed now,” I retorted. “I’m soaked and stuffed and you’re about to inflict more stimulation on me?” I shook my head. “It’s more likely that I’ll cum now.”

His eyebrow went up. “Good,” he replied. “Oh, one more thing.” He reached for the six-sided die, picking it up and pulling it away from the triangular one. It went back to the pile of weird dice and he exchanged it for a new one, one with more sides. Eight of them. I could see the numbers. “You also have a chance to have more minutes.”

“Eight,” I gulped, looking down at the piece of molded plastic. Our eyes met for a moment and then I reached out, grabbing both. I shook them in my hand and then let them roll across the table. “Ha!” I declared, pointing. “Four minutes, on medium.”

Richard gave me an amused look. “You look pleased.”

I picked up my knife and fork and began cutting one of the scallops in front of me. “I am. I fought the odds and did pretty well,” I said, lifting the little piece of meat up to my mouth. It was delicious. I savored the flavor, closing my eyes. That’s when the vibroballs started back up.

The sensation was… not intense. But it was incessant. With the two spherical toys deep inside my sex, my clit was spared the direct stimulation that caused my previous orgasm. I could tell that they were set to medium and my pussy tightened around them, pulsing softly. I frequently describe the process of sexual stimulation as climbing a mountain, heading toward a cliff. I’d started the evening at the very bottom, run upward at a frantic pace, leapt off, and instead of falling all the way back to the foothills, managed to land somewhere halfway up.

Meaning there was much less of a climb back to the summit.

I swallowed my scallop and looked up at Richard. He was watching me, only paying a tiny bit of attention to his food.

“You know,” he said a moment later. “There is another issue we need to discuss.”

I took another bite. “There is?” I said a moment later.

He nodded and took a sip of his wine. “The vibrator pendant. You took it off. Without permission.”

I blinked. “I thought you said I could take it off.”

“Turn it off. There’s a difference.”

“Oh,” I managed to say. I ate a bit more. “So, what does that mean?”

Richard put down his fork and reached into his pocket. Once more the clover clamps came out, but so did the vibrator pendant. And two clothespins.

“Oh,” I said again. He pushed the triangular die back between our plates, next to his arranged “punishments”. I pointed at the clover clamps. “If I accidentally get those, will I have to put the clothespin I’m currently wearing on my clit again?” I could still feel the throbbing on my right nipple.

He nodded. “Well of course. You earned that one. It stays on.”

I licked my lips. It wasn’t like I had a choice. Though I suppose if I’d been forced to make one, I probably would have selected the clover clamps. I reached for the die and tossed it. A three came up and Richard pointed to the clothespins. I groaned in frustration.

“You know these hurt, right?” I said, a little put out as I picked up one of the wooden pegs.

Richard smiled. “I’m very much aware of it. I also know that being forced to wear them with that shirt causes them to hurt a bit more, and it humiliates you.” He leaned forward and smiled wickedly. “But I have to admit, seeing you sitting there, with the clothespin on your nipple like that, peeking out from under the edge of your shirt, is perhaps one of the most erotic things I’ve ever witnessed in my life.”

I stared at him for a second or two, then bared my left breast. The clothespin went on easily, especially since the stupid peasant blouse was so easy to pull up. I tried to settle the material, but with the clothespin now sticking straight out from where it was attached to my nipple, the best I could do was a sort of half covering that left my breasts shadowed. And throbbing.

I gulped. With the vibroballs on, my ass aching and clenching thanks to the plug, and my nipples now throbbing painfully, I turned my attention to the last clamp. This went down into my lap and I spread my knees. The seat was still wet, as were my thighs, but I found my clit easily enough. It was a touch swollen and when I set the clamp in my place, a surge of excitement rushed through me, and for a moment the bite of the pegs on my nipples, and the ache in my ass, and the vibrations in my pussy, all congealed into this acute pleasure that flashed up through my body and made me gasp. Richard noted the reaction and swept the other two “punishments'' back toward him. They disappeared into his pockets. I took a shuddering breath, trying to steady myself.

He slid the eight-sided die back in front of me. “To see how long the two clothespins stay on,” he said with a grin.

My eyebrows went up. “Really?” I asked, picking up the die. “You’ll let me take them off?”

He nodded and I rolled. A two came up. He looked disappointed. “Two minutes,” he said gruffly.

I gave him a soft smile. “Want me to roll again?”

He shook his head. “No. Chance doesn’t work like that,” he replied. “But, I can make you deal instead.” He reached over to his dice and plucked a different one out. “This has twelve sides. If you roll this one to replace your two minute requirement, I will permit you to remove all three clothespins when the time is up, rather than just two of them.”

I considered it. Then I nodded. “I suppose that’s fair,” I replied. I rolled the twelve sided die and laughed.

“Three minutes!” I declared. Richard looked irritated. “Looks like chance favors the fuckslut,” I said snidely, quoting him from earlier.

“Indeed it does,” he said in defeat. He dug into his braised short ribs and for a moment, we just ate. I was distracted, obviously, since the vibroballs were still going, and the clothespins were throbbing, but it wasn’t very long before he nodded at me.

“You can take the clothespins off now.”

I sighed in relief and put my fork down. I went after the ones on my nipples first, letting out a soft mewl of pain as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips. More importantly though, my peasant blouse settled back down over my breasts, hiding them completely. I pressed an arm to my chest, closing my eyes, and was just about to take the clothespin off my clit when the vibroballs turned off too.

“Oh,” I said softly, clearly disappointed.

Richard laughed. “Don’t worry. They’ll come back on.” He gave me a sheepish grin. “Besides, you need to eat. I don’t want your scallops getting cold.”

I laughed and reached down between my legs. The clothespin on my clit came off and I put all three back on the table. He left them there though and I picked up my fork. I took another bite, just as Richard posed a new question.

“If you have to give a man a blowjob, what position do you like him to be in? Standing, seated, or on his back?”

I blinked, chewed my food, and swallowed. “That’s a bizarre question.”

“Why?”

I took another bite. Then replied. “Because it doesn’t matter.”

“Why wouldn’t your preference matter?”

“Because it shouldn’t. It should be his preference.”

Richard gave me a curious look. “Defend that premise. Why should it be his?”

I rolled my eyes. “Because I’m the nympho humiliation pain slut. I should be responding to his needs.” I took another bite of food and gestured with my fork. “Besides,” I added a moment later. “Some men have trouble climaxing when standing. Others can’t do it seated.”

“Ever met a man who couldn’t do it supine?” Richard asked.

I paused, thoughtfully. “No.”

He waved a bite of short rib in the air. “Forget their preference. If they invited you to do it in any position, which would you choose.”

I chewed, thinking. It wasn’t a complicated question, but I wanted to think about my response for a moment. Finally, I nodded. “Lying down I think. It would put me in control.”

Richard’s eyes widened with interest. “You like the idea of being in control? I thought you were a submissive.”

I laughed. “Not in control, like you know, dominating. But in control of the action.” I blushed a little. “Actually, I guess it is a little domineering. Blowjobs are one of the few times I feel like I have power, even if I’m on my knees.”

“Power?”

I nodded. “When I’m sucking cock, I’m providing stimulation with an intended goal. But the man I’m pleasuring is at my mercy when it comes to how fast or slow we get to that goal.” I let out a little laugh. “Trust me. I can spend an hour sucking a guy’s cock, bringing him so close to orgasm that I can taste it, yet not actually push him over the edge. Or I can bring him to satisfaction in such a short period of time that he can’t believe it's over.” I shrugged. “That’s why I’d choose laying down. When I’m on my knees, I’m rushed by the physical limits my body can handle.”

Richard laughed. “I guess kneeling for a long time isn’t fun.”

I shook my head. “No, it isn’t.”

“So, laying down.”

I nodded. “Exactly. I can take my time. I can get him right to the edge and then take him back down.”

“But isn’t the point getting him to climax?”

I blinked. “What? Of course not.”

That surprised Richard. “It isn’t?”

I laughed, shaking my head. “No. The happy ending is just that. A happy ending.”

He gave me a confused look. “Except you just had a happy ending.”

I snorted. “But I’m a girl. And multi-orgasmic at that.” I stabbed another bit of my dinner. “Look, the reality is that for a guy, you explode and it takes at least twenty or thirty minutes for you to recharge. And that’s presuming you aren’t getting daily release, which frankly, most guys are thanks to porn.” I paused. “And my books. But even then, I have to work at it to get one of you hard again. Trust me. I know. I’ve milked guys before.”

Richard grinned. “So I’ve read.”

I went on. “But most women are capable of multiple orgasms. Even a woman like Kari,” I said. “She gets sensitive, but it's clitoral. If she let me stuff her with something like these vibroballs, I could make her cum repeatedly.”

Just as I finished the sentence, the waitress returned, placing another Sex on the Beach in front of me. She also had another glass of Merlot for Richard, and she politely asked if we needed anything. I considered asking her to take the anal plug out of my ass but figured that might be pushing it. Or pulling it. One or the other.

As soon as she left, Richard pushed the two dice back in front of me. “Time to roll again.” I picked up the two dice. The triangular one landed on a three, while the eight-sided die landed on a 5.

“High, for five minutes,” Richard said smugly. He picked up the controller.

“That pleases you?” I asked.

He nodded. “Very much so. I like to see you wriggling.” And he turned on the vibroballs.

Again, the rumble between my legs began and before I could even focus my efforts on resisting the stimulation, my hips rolled as my pussy locked down tight on the two, golf ball sized spheres. They rolled and rattled around in my sex, and the vibrations re-ignited the passion I’d been feeling only a few minutes before. My petals, wet and slippery, just begged to be opened and caressed, and my clitoris… well, it seemed to be begging for one of those clothespins. Or maybe the vibrator pendant again. I took a deep breath, just to steady myself.

“Out of curiosity,” I said off-handedly. “What happens if I accidentally cum again?”

Richard looked up from his plate. “You shouldn’t,” he said warningly, but I could detect the touch of eagerness in his voice.

I leaned forward. “I know I’m not supposed to. But your punishments aren’t designed just to hurt me. They’re designed to also incite me to further levels of sexual mayhem. In other words, there is a good chance that another punishment will push me over the edge. And then, I’ll need to be punished more.”

Richard leaned back and gestured at me with his fork. “Do you realize that you keep talking about being punished, when the reality is that you actually want the punishments Kari, and Julie, and now me, keep inflicting upon you? Which begs the question ‘are they really punishments’?”

The vibrations made me shift my weight and with the vibroballs on high, I was having trouble keeping my pussy from clenching and releasing, over and over. I didn’t even seem to be in control of it. “You didn’t answer my question,” I said in a chiding tone.

“Answer mine,” he retorted.

I sighed. “It’s perspective. And semantics. And drama.”

Richard laughed. “Well, that’s certainly true.”

I had to chuckle too. “Are they punishments? To an extent. Kari likes to phrase it that way, as does Julie, because they are extremes. I guess the real question is ‘do I like them?’ And the answer to that is complicated. Because I do. And I don’t.”

“That is complicated,” he agreed.

I grinned. “Take the clothespins. They hurt. When I put them on my breasts, my nipples throb painfully. But if I’m aroused, then that pain eventually becomes something else. And voila,” I said magically. “Boom.” Which was what I was going to be doing in a few minutes if the vibrations didn’t stop.

“So what does Kari or Julie do to you if you’re bad.”

I scoffed. “I’m never bad.”

His eyes widened. “That’s not the image you paint.”

I raised a finger. “I’m naughty.”

“And sarcastic. And rude. And disobedient,” he added. “Your books make that very clear.”

I shook my head. “Naughty,” I repeated. “I do those things to earn the punishment.”

“Which by your own admission isn’t a punishment.” He leaned forward. “What happens if you were truly bad?”

I gulped. The vibroballs were becoming a distinct distraction and my hips wouldn’t stop twitching. I longed to put my hand down between my legs and finger myself. “Kari would hurt me. And in a non-sexual way. Like a spanking with no release.”

“I have trouble imagining Kari hurting you in such a manner,” Richard disagreed.

I got quiet and all I could hear was the din of the restaurant and the buzzing coming up from my hot, slippery slit. “She’d stop.”

“Stop what?”

“Everything,” I said simply. “She wouldn’t touch me. She wouldn’t push me to the edge. She wouldn’t set up these kinds of adventures. She wouldn’t help me explode.”

“You mean allow you to cum?”

I shook my head. “No. Not denial. That is a form of torment in itself. I’m talking about punishment. And that punishment would be to stop helping me be me.”

Richard digested that. “So, they aren’t punishments. They’re torments, and your attitude, your snarkiness as you call it, it’s all to encourage additional torments.”

I didn’t say anything. I took my fork and ate the last little bit of my entrée and then pushed the plate away. I picked up my Sex on the Beach and took another swig. I realized I was taking some rather deep breaths and my pussy was brimming with need.

Richard glanced at his watch and then, a moment later, turned off the vibroballs. I let out a desperate groan. “Problem?” He asked.

“You’re teasing me,” I said breathlessly.

“I think that’s the point,” he answered smugly. “After all, isn’t this foreplay? Isn’t this what you want?”

I shrugged. “Is it what you wanted?”

I watched him take a deep breath. “I want to touch you. I want to taste you. I want to press myself up against you and sate myself.”

I grinned. “Then it isn’t what you wanted.” I brought my hand up to my left breast and swept the peasant blouse up to bare a nipple. “Touch me.”

He reached across the table and I leaned forward. His finger found my nipple and it felt electric when he just barely grazed my sensitive nub. Then he pressed, not hard, but firmly, and wiggled the tip of my breast, caressing me until I was panting. Then he pulled back. I didn’t cover up, wanting him to want me more. And damn it, I wanted the vibroballs back on.

“Let me roll the dice again.”

Richard shook his head. “Too soon.”

“Does that matter?” I asked.

He bit his lip, considering. “I suppose I can allow it.” He slid the triangular and eight-sided dice over in front of me and I picked them up. Except this time, I didn’t roll them. I set them down. His eyes widened. “Are you playing with me?” He demanded.

I shrugged. “I thought we were playing a game,” I said, finally letting my shirt fall back down over my breast. “Isn’t this what you were hoping for though? The vibroballs on full power? And me suffering for a full eight minutes?”

“You’re trying to explode,” he said accusingly.

I laughed. “No. I’m being naughty.”

“For more torments.”

I shrugged.

He lifted the controller and suddenly the vibroballs were again rolling inside me at full power. I let out a muted groan as my pussy tightened and I shifted uncomfortably on the anal plug. But it wasn’t enough. I knew that now. Sure, I could eventually cum like this, but I needed more.

The waitress appeared, looking down at our empty plates. “Would either of you care for some dessert?” She asked.

Both of us, in unison, replied “yes.”


Dessert

When the waitress brought the dessert menu to us, I was getting close. Well, maybe not close enough to explode, but I sure as hell could feel it. I could barely keep still. And as she explained the various options, Richard looked up at me.

“Vanilla? Or chocolate?”

I gave him a very direct stare. “Do I look like the kind of girl who likes to go vanilla?” I asked scornfully. He laughed. “We’ll have the biscuit brownies with chocolate ganache,” he told the waitress. She nodded respectfully and marched off without giving me another look. I didn’t care. My pussy was quivering.

“I need you to turn off the vibroballs,” I said as soon as she was gone.

Richard’s eyes widened. “It’s been four minutes.”

I nodded. “I know. But you said specifically that you didn’t want me exploding. You want me aching. Needing. Desperate. Well, I’m aching, and needing, and I’m desperate.”

He smiled. “You’ll have to be tormented.”

I laughed. “We aren’t calling them punishments anymore?”

He shrugged. “If it makes you feel like more of a rebel, sure. You’ll need to be punished.”

“For being naughty? Or for asking you to turn off the vibroballs?” I teased. “Or both?”

Richard’s eyes twinkled. “Are you daring me to inflict two punishments upon you?”

I put a hand on my chest. “Me? I’m just a submissive little fuck slut. I can hardly force you to do anything.”

He shifted to his right and put his hand in his pocket. The clover clamps came back out. But instead of setting them on the table, he dropped them in my ice water. The cubes were mostly melted, but there were still enough of them inside that the chain didn’t completely fall to the bottom. I gasped.

“Richard!”

He grabbed the glass and set it in front of me. Then the vibrating pendant and its clit clamp appeared. He placed it on the table, next to the glass. Another dip into his pocket followed and he set two, thick blue rubber bands onto the table.”

I picked one up. “To snap against the sole of my foot?”

He shook his head. “Those will go around the base of your breasts.”

I set it back down. He pushed the triangular die over. “When you roll, the number you get is the one you won’t have to endure.”

My eyebrow went up. “Two punishments?”

He grinned. “One for having an attitude, and the other for requesting me to turn off the vibroballs.”

I tossed the die and let it roll. Richard peered at it since it went behind his glass. “Three,” he announced, looking a little disappointed. “I guess you don’t get to wear the rubber bands yet.”

“Hmmm, too bad,” I said wickedly, grabbing both elastic bands before he could take them back. “I can’t help wondering what they would feel like.” I stretched one playfully. “I mean, my entire boob could probably fit in this,” I said. Then, without another word, I lifted the right side of the peasant blouse, bared my breast and promptly fitted the thick rubber band around the soft, full globe. It tightened at the base and I have to admit that while uncomfortable, it was exciting. My nipple stood out and the entire soft globe of flesh began to darken.

“Oh,” Richard said, a little shocked. I laughed and then let my shirt cover it back up, then I did the other side.

It felt… amazing. I slipped both hands up under the shirt and let my fingers circle my nipples rubbing them. Suddenly I was trembling and I felt good.

“I think,” I said softly. “That the vibrating clamp and pendant should go on my clit first. What do you think?”

Richard nodded and he put his hand in his lap, undoubtedly to adjust his erection. That made me happy and I pulled the vibrator pendant over. It took me only twenty or so seconds to spread my legs, put both hands down between my thighs, find my clit, and then give it a nice, secure pinch that held the pendant in the right spot. It pushed it down between my labia, so that the entire thing was in place like a hot dog sitting in a bun. Then I found the little button and flipped it on.

Oh. Oh my. Way better than the vibroballs.

I swallowed, shifting as my body began reacting to the stimulation and that left just one more torment. I reached for my glass of ice water and took a long sip. Then I fished the steel clover clamps out. They were cold and wet and I resisted the urge to dry them off. Instead I gripped one of the clamps, ignoring the temperature, and pushed it up under my blouse. My nipple was tight and I knew that I’d have trouble getting a grip on it, so I rubbed the pincers back and forth across the tip of my breast. Little shivers went through me, the sensation of ice, the pleasure of my nipple being stimulated, the expectation of the pain I knew was coming. All of that combined with the taut, binding sensation and the vibrations going through my pussy.

Holy crap. I was a ticking time bomb.

It took maybe twenty or thirty seconds of rubbing to get my nipple hard and raised, and even then, the best that I could do was merely clip the clover clamp to the tip itself. I tried to go lightly, but clover clamps are not exactly finessable pieces of hardware. They’re designed to tighten as you pull or tug on them. But they still cling tightly. They’re designed to do that.

I let the weight of the chain and the other clamp dangle from my boob even as the cold and pressure suddenly seemed to double and intensify all the other sensations. By the time I was moving the other clamp up to my right breast, intending to rub the metal against my nipple, I knew I was in trouble. I looked up at Richard.

“Um. I might have underestimated my ability to handle all this,” I said roughly.

His eyes narrowed in concern. “Is it hurting too much?” He asked quickly, worried. “If it’s overwhelming take it off.”

I let out a slightly hysterical laugh. “No… that’s not it!” I gasped. I closed my eyes, shuddering. “I’m about to cum!”

“What?” Richard exclaimed. “Already?”

I nodded. “Turn the vibroballs on!”

Richard’s mouth dropped. “Please!” I begged. “Turn them on?”

And he did.

I jammed my knuckle into my mouth as my body rippled with sensation. My pussy was now a riot of shaking, the sides of my sex trembling as I tried to both squeeze and throttle the vibroballs. My clit felt huge and tight, clamped firmly as the vibrator pendant poured a series of oscillations into my sex that left me feeling like a jingle bell. My fingers, still rubbing the second clamp against my right nipple, seemed to fumble as I struggled to clamp the raised tip, and all in all I felt like a boiler about to explode. Richard watched in awe as I let out a short pitched wail, muffled by my hand, and then froze.

Which is, of course, when the fucking waitress showed up at the side of the table and set our chocolate brownies and ganache with pear right between us.

I am not exactly good at hiding orgasms. Oh, I like to talk a good game, but the reality is that my climaxes are usually wet, noisy, and physically intense. My entire body shakes. I pant. I mewl. I sometimes twitch.

“Is everything alright?” She asked, looking at me in alarm. I was trembling like a leaf, rocking back and forth, crooning as the orgasm raced through me. I could feel the juice squirting out of my pussy, soaking my thighs, the back of my skirt, and the bench seat. I had my arms wrapped around my chest, both to hide the fact that one boob was clamped, and that both were tightly bound with blue rubber bands. Add in the fact that I was making some rather interesting chipmunk like noises, and I’m shocked she didn’t call for an ambulance. Or the police. One or the other.

Richard smiled. “She’s fine. Breanne is just an excitable young lady. Thank you for your concern.”

I nodded, looking up at her, eyes more than a little wild.

She gave me a dubious look. Richard’s voice took on a slightly different tone. “Thank you for the dessert, and your discretion. It will reflect well on your tip.”

The young woman waiting on us took the hint and retreated as the promise of the almighty dollar held sway. I shuddered as the orgasm finished coursing through my veins and a moment later, I slumped in the seat, the aftermath of wet satisfaction leaving me breathless and just a little dizzy.

And of course, hurting.

“Can I turn off the vibrator?” I begged.

Richard nodded. “Yes, but the vibroballs will remain on.”

I reached between my legs and turned off the pendant. I left it on though. I didn’t want to risk another punishment… I mean torment, for taking it off. I gave Richard a weak smile, my brain still reeling from the rush.

“Are you okay?” He asked, echoing the waitress, but giving me a knowing grin at the same time.

“Yes?” I said, still a little shaky. I mean, my pussy was still buzzing.

“You don’t seem too sure of that,” Richard pressed.

I swallowed. “I’m alright. I get like this when the orgasms are intense.”

He laughed. “Do you even have non-intense ones?”

I nodded. “The ones I do to myself are usually pretty vanilla.”

He picked up a spoon and held it out to me. “Well, try some chocolate.”

I took it. “I thought I already did,” I retorted. I pulled my hand away from my chest and the chain fell with it, tugging on my left nipple. “Oohhh,” I groaned.

Richard pointed. “You can either properly attach that to your right breast, or you can take the whole thing off and turn the vibrator pendant back on.”

My eyes widened. “You’re a glutton for punishment.”

He laughed. “That’s the pot calling the kettle black! I’m a glutton for your punishment.”

“Torment,” I said, sticking out my tongue. But I traced the chain down to the dangling clamp and picked it up. “It’s hard to get these on with the rubber bands.”

He took a bite of the brownie. “You’re the one who volunteered to put the rubber bands on,” he said, as if that absolved him of blame. “But you can take them off if you want.”

I gave him a look. “What’s the cost? The vibrator pendant going back on?”

He smiled. “Yes. But not just that. You’ll leave the clover clamps on until our date has ended.”

“Ahhh,” I said. I reached up to my left breast, squeezed the clamp, and freed my nipple, hissing as the blood rushed back into the tip. I began pulling the rubber band away from the base and the ache that accompanied it was intense. I freed my breast, trying not to flash my chest more than was necessary. Then I did the other side. Finally, my bosom was unbound and I lifted the chain once more and this time, made sure Richard could see as the pincers went on each pink, pierced tip.

“Exquisite,” he said, taking another bite.

A shard of pain shot through my breast. “Me? Or the dessert?”

“Yes,” he assured me. I took a breath through the ache and hurt and picked up my spoon.

“Well, save some for me.” I reached forward, but he blocked me. “Aren’t you forgetting something?” He asked.

I blinked.

“The vibrating pendant?”

“Oh,” I said. “Right.” I reached down and turned it on again. Instantly my pussy contracted and the mix of vibrations set me alight. I let out another gasp and tried to hold still.

“Again?”

I licked my lips. Tremors ran up through me, but I held as still as I could. “No,” I replied quickly, but he could see it in my eyes. So I cringed. “Well, maybe. Eventually. Probably. Yes. Soon.”

“You are voracious.”

This time he didn’t block me as I pressed my spoon into the chocolate. I placed it in my mouth, closing my eyes. Damn… it was really good. Ecstasy filled me.

“How long do you think you’ll last?” Richard asked.

I licked my lips and took another bite of dessert. “I can cum all night. The better question is ‘how long can you last’?”

“Can I do what?” Richard asked, even if he knew the answer.

“Last. You’ve been sitting across from me and only touched me once. You’ve watched me cum twice from your torments, and are still toying with me, still working me up toward another orgasm.” I licked the spoon, and not in an expedient fashion. More in a seductive, slinky, feline sort of manner. “When are you going to want some chocolate?”

He dipped his spoon into the dessert. “I’m having it,” he said politely.

“Don’t you want something darker? Something more substantial?” I asked. “Don’t you want to see just how far you can go? Tormenting me?”

“Is that an offer?”

I leaned back and laughed. “I like wearing these,” I said, grabbing the chain that dangled beneath the hem of the peasant blouse. I gave it a tug, which of course tightened both clamps deliciously, the pinching hurt combining with the vibrations. My hips thrust and rolled and my pussy tightened in rhythmic patterns, clenching and releasing around the vibroballs, all while the pendant danced along my labia and sent dizzying spirals of pleasure into my clamped and tingling clit.

“You do?”

I nodded. “I hope I’m still wearing them later,” I said.

“Really?” Asked Richard. “Why?”

Why? I licked my lips and stared at the man in front of me. He was handsome. Subtle. Creative. Interesting. “Because it means our date won’t be over,” I said it with every ounce of suggestion I could and Richard smiled. He turned in his seat, stuck his head out of the booth and raised his hand.

“Check please? And bring a to-go box.”

Richard walked me out with my nipples still clamped, a dark wet spot staining the back of my skirt, and the obnoxiously loud buzzing of both the vibroballs and the vibrator pendant accompanying our passage. He made me carry the remains of our dessert as well, to help hide the clover clamp chain. I left my jeep in the lot and climbed into his Corvette looking every inch the whore. It purred, just like me and I had to twist in my seat and beg him to turn off the vibrators, just to keep me from making a mess in his custom leather seats. He obliged me.

He lived in a luxury apartment complex and his place was immaculate. Maybe he knew I’d come home with him. Or maybe he had hoped. Either way, the ropes, the candles, the leather sap and the flogger were all laid out, and I left a puddle of my skirt and blouse on the bedroom floor as I stripped for him. His hands fell on me, roaming over my skin, touching my breasts, squeezing my buttocks, and then his mouth came down on mine. We kissed, but only for a moment, as his lips moved down my throat. He removed the pendant vibrator from my clit.

“Please?” I whispered.

“Please what?” He asked roughly.

“Please let me suck on you. With you on your back?”

Richard laughed as he let my arms go and I went to my knees, unbuckling his pants. I undressed him slowly. Sensuously. And when I removed his boxers, I ran my hands over his body, reveling in it. Then I pushed him down onto the bed.

“Oh! Wait!” I exclaimed, turning toward where he’d draped his jacket on a nearby chair. He lifted his head, curious as he watched me rifling through the pockets, the clover clamps still swinging from my nipples.

“What are you looking for?” He asked.

“The dice!” I found the bag and pulled it out with a grin of triumph. I upended it on the nightstand and picked up the six-sided one. I held it out. “Roll this,” I said wickedly.

Richard’s eyebrow went up. “Why?”

“That number, times ten, will be how many minutes I will keep you on the edge,” I whispered, my hand sliding up his thigh until I was touching his hard, throbbing cock. I slid myself over his leg, laying down between his knees. The clamps on my chest bent, but I didn’t care. The vibroballs were still inside me, still buzzing, and the clamps merely sent little sharp jolts of pain through me. It felt amazing. It felt wonderful. It felt…

Richard rolled the die. But I didn’t look at it. My mouth wrapped itself around his cock, my tongue lapping softly as he groaned. Slowly, passionately, carefully, I pleasured him until I could feel him straining. I lifted my head. I couldn’t see the die from my position.

“What did you roll?” I asked softly. Then I licked the head of his cock again.

He groaned. “A… a…. oh fuck… oh Bre….” He whispered as I encircled the tip of his shaft with my fingers, gripping the tip and giving it this back and forth twist. Not enough to hurt. But damn if that didn’t get him right to the edge.

“What number did you roll?” I asked again, sweetly, still tormenting him.

“A six! A six damn it!” He gasped. “Oh my God! Breanne. Fuck! Ride me! I want you on top of me. I want to be inside you!”

“You do?” I teased. Then I bobbed my head back down on his cock. “There’s consequences,” I said when I came back up for air. He arched upward, his chin almost touching his chest. His hands reached for me and I found myself pulled forward, the chain on my breast dragging over his cock and stomach. Suddenly our faces were close and I wriggled my legs so that I was astride him. The hot fullness of his cock pressed against my stuffed slit.

“If I ride you,” I said, kissing him, “You have to agree to give me my full sixty minutes afterward. You. In my mouth. Non-stop.”

“Yes,” Richard groaned. “Yes. Whatever.” I smiled and reached down between my legs. My fingers grazed his cock, but it was to my own sweet slit that I touched. I pushed a finger inward and snagged the vibroballs. They came out with a dull, muted roar and I tossed them aside. They fell to the floor, still buzzing.

Neither of us cared. I positioned myself above him, my hand around his cock, aiming him right toward my waiting, wet pussy. “When I’m done tormenting you,” I said, looking down at him. “You’ll punish me? You’ll tie me up and whip me and spank my clit and use me?”

Richard nodded, his face red with need, desperation racing through his veins. I smiled and sighed. Torments. Punishments. Climaxes. Chocolate. I slid downward, Richard’s full length slipping into my sex until it filled me completely. He thrust upward, his hands coming up to my breasts, his fingers finding the clamps, twisting and pulling on them, as my sex convulsed and swallowed him. We moved, thrusting and rolling, twitching as our bodies melded and melted, and as his back arched and I felt him throb within me, I glanced over to the nightstand, where the small, white, six-sided die had come to a stop after Richard’s telling roll.

A single black pip faced up. I laughed as my hips pumped against him and then Richard exploded, ribbons of cum spooling out of his cock into me. I didn’t stop moving, my loins thrusting until his shaft softened and he slipped from my sex. I leaned over, panting, my eyes locked on his, still needing. Richard’s eyes were closed and he looked asleep. I kissed him gently and he looked up at me.

“You are incredible,” he said softly.

I shook my head. “No,” I replied. “I’m naughty.” I slid down his body until his cock was right above my lips. “And I intend,” I whispered. “To keep being naughty!”

Cumming Together

I froze as the small, neon green Kia pulled into the parking space and my eyes widened in alarm as I looked across the passenger seat of my jeep. For a second, my heart hammered in disbelief, mostly because I was on the fourth floor of the parking garage, and there were about a zillion available parking spaces closer to the mall entrance than the one that happened to be next to my passenger side door. In fact, the improbability of some random schmuck choosing to park in that particular spot was almost zero, which was good, because I wasn’t exactly decent.

For me, decent would have meant dressed, which at that particular time was something of a problem. I had an outfit with me; a tight halter top with a plunging neckline, paired with a short blue denim skirt with a ruffled hem. A set of red lace panties lay in a scarlet line atop them. There were also a pair of cork wedges, basically high heeled sandals that I knew would make my panti-clad ass look like a million bucks and turn my tree-trunk thick legs into long, lithe, sexually appealing stilts. And the entire ensemble was sitting on the passenger seat next to me.

Of course, me being buck naked, sitting next to my clothes, wasn’t the only issue. Lying atop said outfit were a few items that would have generated a series of embarrassing questions, or impressions, or fantasies, depending on who saw them. So, when I saw Georgia rise from the driver’s seat of the green Kia, my heart skipped a beat and I sighed in relief. Then I rolled down the window with a press of the button.

“Georgia,” I said in an accusatory fashion. “What the hell are you doing here?” I demanded.

Georgia Tai was a beautiful, thirty-one year old Yoga Instructor who had a lean, muscular, athletic build, and the inherent, ethereal beauty that all Asian women possess while young. She was pretty, rather than cute, and her dark brown eyes glittered with intelligence. She was wearing a simple sundress that left her more interesting attributes to the imagination, and provided only interesting tidbits of information. Like the fact that there was an unusual lump at the tip of her right breast, outlined by the bodice of the dress. It was in the shape of a padlock. A small, gold padlock.

“Hi, Breanne. Julie called Haley and suggested I join you,” she said amiably, walking up to my Jeep. She leaned on the window edge and looked at my bare body in amazement. “You really do drive around naked, don’t you?” She asked in a teasing voice. “Yum.”

I blushed and looked away. It wasn’t by choice, me driving naked. The jeep had been a gift and the person who had given it to me had asked for something simple in return: that I drive it unclothed unless I was with someone else, someone who didn’t have carnal knowledge of me. I’d been very appreciative of the gift and felt that abiding by her request would be the honorable thing to do.

Which is why my clothing was sitting on the seat next to me.

“Where were you planning on getting changed?” Georgia asked curiously.

I sighed. I’d never been on an assignment with Georgia, who was a submissive from the Society of the Golden Rose. Georgia and I had been intimate on a number of occasions, and I enjoyed her strawberry and vanilla by way of Bangkok flavors. But she was one of those competent women, even without her dominatrix standing over her shoulder, who seemed to be confident, ultra-competent and self-sufficient.

While I, on the other hand, didn’t seem to be able to buckle my shoe without someone telling me to do it.

“Right here,” I said sullenly in answer to her questions about where I was going to get dressed. “You can be my lookout.”

Georgia nodded. “Cool.” She looked around the empty parking garage level. “This is kind of exhilarating. Being naughty like this.”

I reached over and grabbed my skirt and began threading my bare feet through the denim. “Welcome to my world,” I muttered. Georgia finished looking around the garage and then back down into the passenger seat.

“Wow. Butt plug and alligator clamps too?” She asked curiously. “Isn’t that a little extreme?”

My head turned and I stared at her. “Doesn’t Mistress Haley punish you occasionally?”

Georgia laughed. “Of course. I get the occasional spanking, and she indulges in tickling torture on a frequent basis.”

I blinked at that. “You’re ticklish?” I asked as I pulled the halter top over my scarlet locks. She nodded.

“You have to know the right places, and the right way to do it,” she affirmed, “but yes. Very ticklish.”

I pushed and prodded at my clothing, finally satisfied with everything. The halter top had a plunging neckline that dipped so low that almost the entire half-circle of boob on each side was visible and the tightness of the shirt created a cleavage you could fucking ski down. I slipped on the cork wedges and popped the door open.

“You aren’t going to put in the plug or the vibrator?” Georgia asked curiously.

I sighed, closed the door, and came around to the other side of the jeep. “I need room to maneuver,” I told her patiently. Georgia took a step back, but watched me with a warm smile, seemingly totally interested.

I gave her a suspicious look, but then grabbed hold of the anal plug. It was a thicker one than I was comfortable with, mostly because it also contained a motor inside of it. I lifted it up and made sure it was clean and ready, and then nearly jumped when Georgia leaned in close.

“Don’t you need to lube it first?” She asked skeptically.

“Georgia! I know what I’m doing!” I blurted out. Then, just to prove it, I lifted the front of my skirt, pushed the crotch of my panties down, and began rubbing my sex with the thick, tapered point of the plug.

“Oh. You’re wet,” she said knowingly. “That’s one thing I have trouble understanding. You are wet all the time. It’s like you’re constantly aroused.”

I let out a soft groan. “How often are you stuffed with sex toys?” I asked her, my voice strained slightly from the pleasure coming up from between my legs. Georgia shrugged.

“Sometimes. Haley isn’t particular.”

I turned my head. “Are you full now?”

She shook her head. “In public? Are you mad?”

I turned away, gasping as I pushed the entirety of the plug in my pussy, coating it with my goo. “Apparently,” I muttered with a moan.

Three or four thrusts, all while standing between our two vehicles, was all I was willing to risk and I tugged the plug out of my pussy. It was soaked, glistening with my personal lubricant, and I quickly moved it around to my ass.

“Oh! Brilliant,” Georgia exclaimed. “Need help?”

I nodded. “Please?”

She reached under my skirt, flipping the denim up, exposing my pert bottom. I half expected her to knead a buttock, or give me a slap across the ass, but instead she slipped her fingers against mine, grabbing hold of the base of the plug and maintaining the pressure as the tip pushed into my bottom. “Brace yourself,” she said simply and I nodded, bending over slightly as she increased the force.

My bottom, which is unfortunately accustomed to having various large, conical items shoved up it, accepted the anal plug with relative ease, especially when I was able to turn all my attention to relaxing, accepting the intruder. It popped in, with my bottom tightening around the flared bottom, locking it in place, and Georgia let out a little laugh.

“I can’t imagine what that will feel like walking around this place!” She said.

I lifted my hands off the jeep, turned and looked at her. “You really don’t know?”

She shook her head. “You’re the nympho humiliation pain slut. I’m just a normal, vanilla submissive.”

I laughed at that. “I’ve seen you dance,” I reminded her. “And at Society meetings you’ve been tied down, spread-open, whipped, cropped, clamped, and tormented, just the same as me.”

“Breanne,” Georgia said seriously. “No one is like you.”

I bit my lip. I've been hearing that quite a lot lately. I reached back into the jeep, tugged my vibroballs out of the console cup and held them up in the air.

“Put these in and walk with me,” I told her.

Georgia’s eyebrow went up. “Excuse me?”

“Put these in and walk with me. I have to do six circuits. Walk the first two on low, the second two on medium, and the last two on high.”

She shook her head, emphatic. “In public? Are you crazy?” I rolled my eyes and she flinched. “Sorry. You know what I mean.”

With a sigh, I tossed the vibroballs back into the jeep and grabbed my vibrator. It was my pink, six-inch-long version, the one with the curved tip, and I once again lifted the front of my skirt, pushed my tight, red lace panties, down to expose my soaked slit, and then slid the entire thing right up into my sex.

“Damn,” Georgia whispered. “That is fucking sexy,” she said seriously.  “The way it just slides into you. I always have to work at it.” She paused and gave me a more serious look. “Wait. Are you going to walk around with that thing inside you? On?”

I looked at her as I smoothed down the skirt. “Do you read my books?” I asked in disbelief. Georgia cringed.

“Uh. Honestly? No. Haley doesn’t like the pseudonyms you gave us,” she said apologetically. My eyebrow went up.

“You have an anglicized name,” I said accusingly. “And Haley is so Caucasian that she makes the Swedish Bikini Team look dark skinned!”

Georgia shrugged. “Put them on tape for me?”

I turned my back on her again, this time picking up the two alligator clamps. They were vicious looking things, and I knew exactly how they were going to feel. I tugged up my halter top, exposing both breasts. Georgia leaned in, watching, her eyes going straight for my boobs.

“I admit, I like the silver barbells. They suit you.”

I nodded as I brought up the clamps. “Better than a gold padlock,” I admitted.

This time she looked sad when she smiled. “You’re missed,” she said softly. I set the first clamp in place and let the metal teeth close on my nipple. I gasped as a shard of pain shot up through my tit. “I’m sure Lucille misses me terribly,” I hissed.

Georgia shook her head. “I miss you. Alissa misses you. Kalie misses you. Gwen misses you. Tiffany, Brooke, and Wendy all miss you.” Her voice was soft and I glanced at her. The expression on her face was tenderness. Love. Compassion. And… a touch of arousal. Maybe. I licked my lips. Even with the vibrators in my bottom and pussy off, I could feel the surge of wanton lust inside me. Part of me wanted to drag Georgia into my jeep, tear her clothes off, and spend the next three hours licking her clit and seeing how much of my hand I could fit into her pussy. I shook my head, pushing the image of her naked, legs spread wide, out of my head. Besides, where would I fit her? My jeep was for two people only. I put on the second clamp. It hurt just as much as the first.

“You are in pain,” Georgia said softly. I nodded and moved the halter top back into place. The material was incredibly tight in order to create the incredible cleavage I was sporting, which caused the clamps to dig in, twisting their little mouthfuls. I could feel my nipples throbbing already.

“Yes,” I said, swallowing back the tension.

“What is the assignment?” She asked.

I took a breath, which hurt. “I have to do six circuits with the vibrators in my bottom and pussy. Set to low for the first two rounds, then medium for the third and fourth, and on high for the fifth and sixth. And I’m not allowed to explode.”

Georgia’s eyes widened. “That seems unlikely. That is more stimulation than you can handle.”

I nodded. “Which is why there is an out. If I get close to an orgasm, I am permitted to remove the vibrator.”

Her eyebrow went up. “Just the one in your pussy? Not the plug in your ass?” I nodded. “What’s the catch?” She asked, already suspicious. I smiled sadly. I pointed to my cleavage.

“I have to store the vibrator, without cleaning it, and without turning it off, right here.” I told her. “Until I’m capable of putting it back in.”

Georgia’s eyes studied my half bared bosom and smiled. “I see how that would be erotic. Your juices will soak the white material of your halter top and moisten your skin. The pink of the vibrator will draw attention to it, while the noise of the motor turns the ear. The vibrations will be uncomfortable in such a spot, and between that and the humiliation, you will be encouraged to return the vibrator to your pussy.”

I frowned and didn’t say anything. As usual, her penetrative intellect had summed up my afternoon rather well.

“What happens if you cum?” She asked curiously.

I took a deep breath, regretting it almost instantly as the alligator clamps shifted beneath the halter top. “Nothing good.”

“So, we should proceed with haste, yes?” She asked. I nodded. I went to close the door to my jeep, but her hand stopped me. I glanced at her in confusion.

“I feel that to support you properly, I must have a common frame of understanding,” she said with a grim smile. Then she reached past me and grabbed hold of the vibroballs. She drew them out and held them up. I grinned back at her as she lifted the front of her dress. She was wearing a pretty set of lace panties with high cuts, but she was able to slide the two golf-ball sized spheres into her smooth slit. I grabbed the remote and handed it to her. She gave it a quick look. “Low, right?”

“Yep,” I said. I reached back behind my bottom and stuck my hand along my flank. I found the small switch on the base of the plug and flipped it on. My ass tightened instantly around the butt plug as the vibrations moved through my loins, and then I moved around to the front. It took me only a moment to turn on the vibrator, switching it to low. Fresh vibrations went into my sex and I groaned, shuddering for a moment, only to realize that Georgia was in similar straights.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “You walk around the mall with this going on inside you?”

I swallowed. “Try doing it with an anal vibrator and nipple clamps,” I said with pretend cheerfulness. I grabbed her arm and pulled her away from our vehicles. “Come on. We have to finish six laps before we cum.”

Georgia stumbled along beside me, already gasping. “We’re fucked!”

And at that, I laughed. “Exactly.”

***

I had opted for one of the smaller malls in Houston, mostly because I’m not a fucking idiot, and because this wasn’t my first rodeo. The clientele was mostly female, and older, but I still cringed as Georgia and I hurried along. My Thai friend seemed to have adjusted after a few minutes, handling the oscillating stimulation caused by my vibroballs with sufficient grace. Her cheeks were a little flushed, and her chest was heaving a little more than I was accustomed too, but other than that, I couldn’t tell that she had two egg sized objects stuffed up her cunt, both of which were dancing back and forth inside her.

I, on the other hand, was twitching crazily, mostly from the hips, but couldn’t help the occasional spasm that went up the spine. We walked quickly, her sneakers silent while my cork wedges clattered noisily on the tile floors. My pussy was already quivering, trying to throttle the vibrator jammed into my sex, all while my nipples reported nerve damage and my ass worked overtime, tightening in rhythmic bursts, trying to expel the anal intruder. At the same time, I cringed every time someone looked at me. I could see it in their eyes. They knew. And they liked it.

“You need to stand straighter,” Georgia suddenly said.

“What?” I blurted out, turning to look at her.

She made a frustrated sound. “You are attracting attention. Stand up straight.”

I grimaced. “Georgia, I’m attracting attention because I’m dressed like a tart and I’m stuffed with a combined total of ten inches of motorized, vibrating rubber.”

She snorted. “No one can hear the vibrators in here and your skirt and top are fine.” She gave me an exasperated look. “Breanne, I love you dearly, but your outfit isn’t even close to indecent.”

I blinked. “What?”

She let out a laugh, but I could see the tension behind her eyes. I wasn’t the only one suffering sexual depredation. “Breanne, under the best of circumstances, you are a prude. Your ideals are ultra-conservative, and I’m not talking politically. I’m referring to your social perceptions. I can assure you that your current attire is not only commonplace for young women today, but actually accepted. No one is looking at you because of your attire. They’re looking at you because you flinch every time someone makes eye contact. You look like you’re about to fall to your knees and beg someone to fuck you. You avert your eyes. You carry yourself like someone suffering…”

“I am suffering!” I interrupted.

“from a desire to serve.” She finished.

I blinked, looking down at my outfit. “You’re saying that I’m not dressed like a slut?”

Georgia shook her head. “I’m saying that you’re acting like one.”

I swallowed and glanced at her. “I am one.”

She took my elbow. “Your demeanor is slowing you down. Your Mistress is taking advantage of your psychology. Your mental state. You believe yourself to be a lowly sex slave, who is meant to be abused and tormented. You understand this and you believe you deserve it. So you are subconsciously inhibiting yourself from being able to complete these assignments, thus earning yourself the torment and punishment that you subconsciously think you deserve.” She stopped, put her hand on my back, and pushed. “Straighten up.”

I arched my back.

“No, do not push your breasts out like an offering. Just. Stand. Straight,” Georgia insisted. I did. Suddenly the pressure between my legs softened. It was still there, still noticeable, still incessant. But it seemed less forceful. My eyes widened. Georgia nodded. “See? Exert the force of your will over your body. Determine what you will allow it to experience.”

“Is that how you are handling the vibroballs?” I asked.

She nodded. “I am trying not to give into the arousal. I am thinking of other things. Of you. Of shopping. Of our task. Of not failing in our task. What I am not doing is allowing the vibroballs to force me to think of sex, or satisfaction, or what I want to do to you right now.”

I swallowed. “What do you want to do to me?” I whispered hungrily. Georgia shook her head.

“No. Afterward. Not before. Come. Let us walk.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me along. As we went, she would occasionally push her fingers along my spine, reminding me to straighten. To my shock, we completed the first lap in just under twenty minutes. As we passed the entrance we’d come in at, I looked at her.

“I haven’t’ cum!” I said in surprise.

She grinned. “Were you expecting too?”

I nodded. “Kari wouldn’t let me orgasm this morning, so I’ve been aroused all day. Then to be enduring both the vibrator and the anal plug, not to mention the alligator clamps, and I…”

She put a hand on my arm. “Breanne, talking of such things focuses the mind upon them. You need to push them away. Not discuss them with me.”

Suddenly, my pussy locked down tight around the vibrator and my hips began churning. My breathing became ragged and Georgia’s eyes widened. “Breanne? Bre? Fight it,” she urged. I looked around. I was in the middle of the mall and the pure force of utter need seemed to burst inside me. I shook my head.

“I don’t think…” I gasped. “I don’t think… I can!”

Georgia looked around, spotted a clothing shop close by, and steered me toward it. I stumbled along, tremors racing along my torso, making my breasts tingle and swooping down to my pussy. My fingers tightened in hers and the second we were behind a rack of clothes, out of view, she turned toward me.

“Bre, take it out!” She urged.

My hand flashed down between my legs and I shoved my fingers deep into my panties. It took only a second to drag the shaking vibrator out of my pussy, the wet folds flaring as I groaned in relief. For a moment I just stood there, a goo covered vibrator in one hand, my head pressed against Georgia’s firm shoulder.

“Oh God,” I whispered. “That was close!”

Georgia ran her hand down from my bicep to my hand, and she took the wet phallus from my fingers. I looked up and she gave me a smile, then brought the vibrating toy down to my breasts, pushing it in between my boobs. I gasped as the moisture made me jerk, but it was the vibrations shaking my bosom that gave me the most issue. It seemed so intense. I wrapped an arm across my chest, muffling the sound and blocking the sight of the vibrator, then looked at Georgia.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

“Am I okay?” she replied in surprise. “Are you okay? You’re the one being subjected to unspeakable torment!”

I swallowed. “I’m alright for now.” The vibrations going through my breasts weren’t uncomfortable, but they were different. Almost irritating. I took a few deep breaths and felt the alligator clamps chewing on my nipples. Pain flickered through me, but it was still melding with pleasure. I licked my lips and looked around. “I think we need to move on.”

Georgia nodded and a moment later we were back out into the mall.

We were halfway done with our second circuit when she grunted. “Why?” She said in a strained voice. “Do you subject yourself to this kind of thing?”

“I’m a nympho humiliation…” I began and she waved in irritation.

“Yes, yes. A nympho humiliation pain slut. I get it. But what does being one get you?” She demanded roughly. “Why do you allow Julie and Kari to inflict this kind of torment on you?”

I looked at her quizzically. The question was valid, but what concerned me was her tone. She seemed almost angry. “I’m a submissive,” I replied.

Georgia waved. “I am too, but neither Julie nor Kari are here to enjoy it. They aren’t benefiting in any way.” She turned her nose upward. “Were Haley to order me to do this, I would refuse.”

My eyebrow went up. “Would you? Would you really?”

Georgia caught my expression and grimaced. “Maybe. I don’t know.” She turned and gave me a pained look. “Breanne, I want to cum,” she whispered.

I nodded. “I know you do,” I replied. I pulled her into a little niche, my back to the common area. Then I lowered my arm and pulled the vibrator out of my shirt. Her eyes widened a little, especially when she saw me lower it back down to my pussy. I smiled, then pushed my panties down even as I lifted my skirt. The vibrator slid into my grasping little cunt and I let out a groan as it filled me. I let the panties snap back up into my crotch, catching the vibe and holding it there, even as I smoothed the blue denim ruffles back down.

“My God,” she groaned. “Do you know how jealous I am that you can do that? Just push a vibrator into you with one thrust?”

I licked my lips. “Straighten up. Focus on something else.”

She nodded, shaking her head as if to clear it of thoughts. “So explain to me why you like this,” she asked again.

I bit my lip as we continued down the concourse. “I’m addicted to it.”

“To being humiliated? To public orgasm?” She asked roughly. But I shook my head.

“No, no. That’s not it,” I explained. “I’m addicted to orgasm. To the endorphins and dopamine and oxytocin released when I cum.” I tapped my head, even as my pussy began a rippling series of contractions that almost made me lose it. I closed my eyes for a second, struggling to resist. “I’m addicted to the explosion. And I need big ones. The humiliation. The pain. The games. The torment. All of it. Intensifiers.” I gulped. Georgia looked at me and I think she understood. We walked for a moment longer. There was the entrance. Circuit number three. And it meant both of us had to turn up the vibrators. We took a few more steps and I tried to keep myself from hyperventilating in expectation.

“We need to turn the vibrators up,” Georgia moaned. I nodded.

“Yes. Can you handle it?”

She let out a high pitched giggle. “Fuck no. I’m so horny right now that if you asked me to straddle your face, right here, in the middle of the mall, there’s a good chance that I’d be grinding my pussy into your nose before I thought about the consequences.”

“Then I probably shouldn’t ask you to straddle my face just yet,” I panted.

She nodded, then laughed. It was almost hysterical. “In private?” She said, pointing toward a store. I agreed and we went into the nearby clothing store. Behind a rack I reached down, once more finding the base of my vibrator, and I twisted it another half turn. Between my legs, the vibrations picked up speed, now firmly shaking at medium, sending waves of intense sexual stimulation into my pussy. I let out a soft wail and pressed my face against Georgia, but she’d removed the remote that controlled the vibroballs from her skirt’s pocket and turned it up. Her face drained of color and she looked at me in shock.

“Georgia?”

She shook her head. “I can’t, Bre! It’s too much!”

I grabbed her arms as I straightened up. “Yes. Yes you can,” I insisted. “Think. Focus. We can do this. “Come on,” I demanded, grabbing her hand and pulling her out into the mall. We hurried along, Georgia stumbling along behind me, clearly having trouble focusing. My pussy quivered and hummed, but before I knew it we were halfway through the third circuit. Georgia was panting. But I saw a wetness on her thigh. Oh… oh fuck.

“Georgia,” I said, swallowing. “How many… uh… how many Yoga classes do you teach?”

“What?” She whimpered.

I yanked her up to me, still moving forward and she almost tripped. And I was the one wearing the fuck me shoes! I shook my head. “How many yoga classes do you teach per week?” I questioned.

“Uh…” she said, trying to think through the vibrating stimulation. “Nine?”

“Teach any of them naked?” I asked.

“What?” She said in sudden surprise. “No! Of course not!” She declared. Her steps quickened and suddenly she was keeping pace with me. “What a suggestion!”

“Ever wear ben wa balls while doing yoga?” I asked.

This time she blushed and looked away. “A few,” she admitted. “Mistress Haley insisted.” She grinned and glanced at me. “She said that if Breanne can do it while riding a horse, then I could do it while practicing yoga.”

“I thought you and Haley didn’t read my books!” I laughed. “I haven't been on a horse in ages,” I added, then shuddered. “Unless you count the wooden ones at the Society Meeting rooms.”

Georgia nodded. “Mistress Haley has chosen not to subject me to that. But I have ridden the smaller ponies on occasion. It is a painful and grueling experience.”

I nodded. Another spasm rippled through me and I saw the entrance coming up. Lap number four. “What’s your favorite torment then?” I asked.

Georgia shook her head and closed her eyes. “Breanne, I said we need to focus on non-sexual things. You are gravitating back. And I… I can’t… “

“Come on,” I urged. “One more lap.”

She shook her head. “At medium. Then we have to do full power, and two more circuits. I won’t be able to take it,” she told me, her voice wavering. “I’m almost done.”

I closed my eyes. I could feel it too. “Me too,” I whispered. Then I shook my head. My nipples hurt and my bottom clenched tight. I reached down, not caring that I was still standing in the concourse, and I yanked out the vibrator. I shoved it down between my tits. Then I wrapped my arms around my middle and held myself together as I struggled to resist the orgasm.

“Oh my God,” Georgia gasped. Then her eyes rolled into the back of her head, and for the first time in my entire life, I watched another woman cum in public.

It was amazing actually. She shuddered like she was having a seizure and her teeth locked together. Georgia made a wheezing sound as her hips rolled around in an obscene circle. I grabbed hold of her, hugging her tight and she thrust her pussy forward against my hip, mashing her clitoris against my body. I could feel her trembling and I cupped her bottom, squeezing her flank. She felt good. Better than good, and the scent of her intensified. I turned toward her, hugging her, pressing my vibrating tits against her bosom.

“Ohhh,” she gasped, and a literal second wave plowed through my friend, my submissive sister, and I held her as she let out a passionate, but fiery cry. Panting, she straightened and looked at me, then around the mall in horror. “Oh God!” She looked down. Visibly, she didn’t look like she’d just cum, but then I noticed the glistening wet streaks on her thighs, going all the way down to her knees. “I uh… I need to clean up.”

She pulled the remote out of her pocket and I gasped, realizing what she was about to do. “No!” I said, grabbing hold of it, snatching it away. “You can’t!”

“What?” She blurted out. “Breanne! I’m sensitive!”

I turned away from her and started walking. The vibrator between my tits slipped deeper thanks to the slickness surrounding it. I shook my head. “You can’t,” I declared. “That’s the point. That’s what makes me a nympho humiliation pain slut. I don’t turn off the stimulation.” It came out forced, and my boobs were becoming uncomfortable.

“Breanne! Please! Give me the remote!” Georgia begged, hurrying up beside me. She reached for it, but I held it away from her.

“No. You have to suffer! Adjust! Accept it!”

“BREANNE!” Georgia practically yelled. “Please! I can’t! I can’t take it!”

By this time we were attracting attention. Georgia was almost frantic and people were starting to stare, though whether it was Georgia's antics or the fact that I was obviously storing a wet vibrator down between my tits, I don’t know. I bit my lip, but then gave in, handing her the remote. She took it and I watched as she turned off the vibrations. Her sigh of relief was almost inhuman and I stared at her. She looked up, saw my expression, and then flinched. For a moment, she didn’t know what to say. I took a deep breath, ignoring the hurt, the alligator clamps still chewing on my nipples, and stepped into the nearest store. Georgia followed behind, still quiet, no longer twitching, her face still flushed. I pulled the vibrator out from between my tits, lifted my skirt once more, and behind a display, stuffed it back into my panties. Buzzing on medium.

“Come on,” I said, gulping, my sex already fluttering. “Let’s walk.”

Georgia nodded and followed along as I marched forward, my sex quivering violently. We were almost back to the entrance, and the demarcation point for each circuit. Number Five. Then Number Six. “Breanne?” She said softly. “I’m sorry.”

I wasn’t mad at her. I shook my head. “No, I’m sorry. You aren’t me,” I replied roughly. I looked up at her and saw her smile.

“Breanne, no one is like you.”

“So I’ve been told.”

We passed the doors and I slowed. A little niche stood between two stores and I turned into it, my back to Georgia. I reached between my legs, lifting the skirt, pulling aside my panties, and for the last time, adjusted the controls of the vibrator. It went to full power, shaking forcefully, and this time I gasped in astonishment, shocked at just how much more powerful the stimulation was. There was no way I was going to be able to avoid pulling the vibrator out and holding it in my tits. It was either that or explode. And I didn’t dare! Not again.

“Breanne?” Georgia asked carefully. “You look…” her words faltered and she looked unsure of herself.

“Yes?” I groaned. “I look?” I filled in the blanks silently. In my head. Like a slut? Like a whore? Like a sex object? Like a fuckslut? A fuckpig? A psychologically deranged, mentally screwed up fuck toy? A walking cunt?

Georgia swallowed. “You look… beautiful. I want you.”

My feet froze and I lurched to a stop. Georgia almost ran into me. I turned, eyes wide as I looked at her. She stared at me and there was no deceit in her face, no duplicity in her eyes. She meant it, every word. Desire, pure and perfect, flooded from her into me, her hunger, her lust, her love. I gasped in utter shock, a warmth so much more intense than the stupid vibrations in my ass or my pussy, or the throbbing of my nipples, seared me right through. I opened my arms and let out a groan and a moment later Georgia was in my arms and we were holding each other. Her lips pressed to mine and the kiss was electric. My hips thrust forward, pounding against her and then I couldn’t hold back. I gyrated, my movements no longer in my control, and the intense sexual pressure increased until it felt like I was going to scream. I pressed my mouth against her lips again, my tongue searching for hers. She was taller than me, even with my cork wedges, and when she opened her mouth I let out a wail as my world crumbled and all I felt was glory.

I was beautiful.

I was wanted.

I was cumming.

That last one snapped me out of it and my eyes widened. I hadn’t even really started the fifth lap. Much less the sixth. I jerked back out of Georgia’s arms. There was a splatter of my cum on the floor and my shins and toes were soaked. I twisted, my face a mask of horror, my pussy and ass still quivering from the shaking of the butt plug and vibrator.

“Oh NO!” I squealed. “NO, NO, NO, NO, NO!”

Georgia leaned forward, her hands still on my arms. “Breanne?”

“Oh fuck! Oh FUCK!” I whispered, twisting in a circle. I looked around. 

“What’s the matter? Breanne! Please! Tell me what’s wrong?” She grabbed me around the shoulders and forced me to look at her.

“I came!” I blurted out, tears filling my eyes.

Georgia smiled. And then she laughed. “Of course you did!”

I shook my head, tears coming now. “You don’t understand!” I whimpered. I turned and began marching toward the entrance, reaching beneath my skirt. This one old man coming in through the doorway looked at me with shock as I lifted my skirt, jammed a hand down into my panties, and turned off the vibrator. My hand came away wet and his mouth just hung open.

“Bre! Breanne!” Georgia said in a shocked voice, trying to catch up. “What’s wrong?” She followed behind, only barely glancing at poor Grandpa. I shook my head and crossed over the bridge to the parking garage. Cars were driving around, but I went to the stairs and marched up them, my pussy still sliding wetly around the now silent vibrator. Here, in semi-privacy, I reached behind and flicked the little switch on the anal plug. Now, with all the vibrations off, I tugged up my halter top and let out a tiny, pained gasp as I freed my nipples from the alligator clamps.

“Please? Breanne? What’s wrong? Why did we stop? Just because you exploded?” Georgia followed me up until I swung out on the level where we parked the cars. I stomped across the concrete and she caught up with me.

“Bre?”

“I’m a fucking idiot,” I swore. “I came. I tried.”

Georgia looked frustrated. “Bre. I need you to explain this to me. Wasn’t you cumming the point? Wasn’t it powerful enough?” Her lips pressed tightly together. “I’ve never cum in public, but I have to admit that it was one of the strongest orgasms I’ve ever experienced.” She suddenly blushed. “I wasn’t expecting it.”

We got to my jeep and I unlocked it. Then, closing my eyes, I took a deep breath and I turned back to Georgia. “I’m sorry. I’m not trying to be a bitch. It’s just… this assignment. I have to do it over again. Tomorrow. Seven laps.”

Her eyebrow went up. “You do? Why? Because you failed?”

I nodded. She stood there for a moment, seeing the tears in my eyes. Then her eyes widened. “Wait. Bre,” she said, suddenly understanding. “You said seven. Not six.” The color drained from her face. “Breanne?” She said softly. “How many times have you tried to do this assignment?”

I looked away and then she wrapped her arms around me. “Bre? How many?” She whispered, kissing my ear softly. I sniffed, trying not to cry.

“This was the third time,” I mewled. I felt a tear slip down my cheek.

“Oh baby,” she moaned. “I’m so sorry.”

We stood together for a few minutes. But then she turned me around. “I’ll be here tomorrow at 2 o’clock. We will do it again. All seven laps.”

I wilted. “I can’t ask you to do that,” I said, shaking my head. “This is my punishment.”

Georgia Tai smiled. “You forget,” she replied. “I came too.” She grabbed my hand and squeezed. “We do this together.” Georgia leaned in and kissed me. “Now,” she breathed. “Can we please go somewhere and make love?”

I couldn’t help smiling. “Of course.”

***

I froze as the small, neon green Kia pulled into the parking space next to my Jeep, and this time, I recognized Georgia’s car. But then, another vehicle approached and pulled into the parking space on the driver’s side of my jeep and my eyes widened in alarm. Then, even more terrifying, a third vehicle pulled in, followed by a fourth. And a fifth. Then a sixth! Utter panic raced through me as I scrambled for my halter top and skirt, struggling to get into them before someone saw my naked body. I was so busy getting dressed, I didn’t even look when I heard the doors opening, or voices talking cheerfully. Then the passenger door of my Jeep opened and Georgia was there, smiling. She wore a halter top, damn close to mine, and a pretty, blue skirt.

“Hi, Breanne. I’m here for you,” she said simply.

Then I jerked as my own door opened. Standing there was a dirty blonde with long hair and star-speckled skin. “Alissa!” I whispered. She smiled.

“I’m here for you,” she replied with a wink. Then an elfin girl with a pixie cut stuck her head into the doorway.

“Hiya Bre! I’m here for you,” said Kylie. Behind her stood a diminutive blonde, a few years older than me. She gave me a little wave. Gwendolyn. “Breanne. We heard you need support. We’re here for you.”

I saw Tiffany get out of her car. That’s when I realized every single one of them was wearing a halter top with a plunging neckline and a blue, or bluish skirt.

Every one of them.

Tiffany came up, smiling, and she opened her purse, pulling a huge vibrator out of it. She held it up. “Low for the first two, right? Then medium for three and four?”

I nodded, too shocked, too overwhelmed, too stunned to know what to say.

Georgia stepped up, her own vibrator in her hands. She twisted it and then lifted the front of her blue skirt. She slid aside her panties and gasped, working the vibrator into her slit. It took her a moment, longer than it would have taken me, but she got it in. “The last three are on full power,” Georgia said.

The girls gathered around me, each one sporting the gold hoop piercing and padlock at her right nipple, and they wrapped their arms around me, each one touching my shoulder.

“None of us can be you,” Georgia said. “But we can be with you. Today, you’ll make it.”

Breanne, for this assignment, you will need to wear a top (or one piece) that provides a pronounced and revealing cleavage without a bra. A halter top or tube top would be ideal, however you may wear something else provided it has a plunging neckline and keeps your breasts firmly pressed together. The only other required article of clothing is a pair of panties. You may wear whatever footwear you desire but know that you’ll be walking a great deal.

When you are ready to start the assignment, you will need your pink six-inch-long vibrator, and if you’re naughty, your vibrating anal plug and a pair of alligator clamps. Proceed to your local mall. Your task will be to insert your vibrator into your pussy and turn it to full power. You must then complete three circuits of the mall’s interior, passing by every, single store front. You are not permitted to cum.

Understandably, three circuits will take you some time and you might find yourself close to orgasming. As an out, you may remove the vibrator and (without washing, licking, or otherwise cleaning it) stick the buzzing vibe down your cleavage. You will leave it on and you must continue your circuit. Replace it in your pussy as soon as you feel capable of resisting the stimulation.

Should you cum at any point during the assignment, you will have to start over. Preferably on another day. However, you will add an additional circuit. You will also add your vibrating anal plug.

Should you cum again on your third attempt, you should once more start over. You will add another circuit. You will also clamp one breast with an alligator clamp.

Should you cum on your fourth attempt, add a sixth circuit, and place another alligator on your bosom, so that both breasts are painfully clamped.

Additional failures should be repeated with the above requirements until you finally walk the mall and not cum.  - Master Brandon.


Not the Clothespins!

“Careful,” warned Nick. “That almost earned you another one.” The smirk on his face was driving me nuts, almost as much as the stinging sensation still crawling across my ass. I almost stomped my foot, but the footwear I had on wasn’t exactly the kind of shoe you wanted to put through that kind of challenge. I’d twist an ankle and fall on my scantily, fresh caned ass. I took a deep breath, struggling to keep my hands down by my waist as the bells dangling just under my bosom jiggled and tinkled with every step. My face was flushed. I was trying not to pant. And the utter humiliation I was feeling as each passerby blinked and stared in astonishment as Nick escorted me through the mall was enough to almost make me sick to the stomach.

“Are you close yet?” He asked curiously, matching my hesitant, hip thrusting shamble with even and confidant steps. My body trembled from an onslaught of vibrations, a flurry of sensation that left my libido a ravaged ragdoll that had been tossed off a very high cliff. The first orgasm hadn’t been that hard. Humiliating, yes. Quick? Yes. Hard? No

“Yes,” I managed to whimper as another gawking shopper stared in shock at my upper half. The business ends of the tweezer clamps were hidden under the white, gauze-like peasant blouse, but the bells that dangled from beneath them were in plain view against my taut belly, ringing with the tiniest of movements. They rang when I breathed. They rang when I moved my arms. They rang when I took a step. And they certainly rang each time Nick had flipped up my skirt and given me a burning welt with the fucking cane he was carrying.

“Just don’t lift your hands,” he said with a grin, twirling the plastic stick in his hands. It had come from a set of blinds in his apartment, detached at the tip, and made for a vicious weapon. I gulped. There were already four lines, etched in red, across my buttocks and I didn’t want any more.

“Okay! Okay!” I blurted out. “I won’t! Geeze! You didn’t have to be such a hardass about this!” I complained. It came out whiney, mostly because I was distracted by the vibrations coming up from between my legs. The majority of those vibrations came from the five motor filled balls that had been stuffed up my ass, but the last bit came from my Rotating Venus Penis, a strap-on toy that consisted of a four-inch-long probe attached to a motorized base. There were two motors, one that twirled the cock in a stirring motion, while the other shook the entire apparatus. Only the latter motor was on and my pussy was convulsing in rhythmic pulses in response to the vibrations, squeezing the probe in desperation. Nick checked his watch.

“You know we’ve been walking for twenty-five minutes?” He asked in amusement. “Honestly, I’m shocked you came so quickly that first time. But then, what with those tweezer clamps, the vibrations, and four strokes of the cane, all while having a nice time getting humiliated, maybe it isn’t so…”

I hit him. Not hard. But a solid thump on the arm. “Nick! Please!” I hissed. His voice was much, much too loud. Conversational. People were overhearing and staring as we walked. Well, while he walked. I sort of hip wiggled my way down the concourse, trying not to look at anyone directly.

The outraged expression of a woman who was coming from the opposite direction caused an involuntary response as I caught sight of it. My pussy tightened. I felt a leaden weight appear in my belly. My ass squeezed the beads tightly. And my arms came up, crossing over my breasts, hiding the tweezer clamps. I hadn’t even realized I was doing it until I heard the tinkling noise stop. I muttered a curse and yanked my hands downward, but it was too late. Nick grinned wickedly, grabbing my arm and pushing me to the side.

“Oops. That’s another,” he said as he forced me into the store next to us. It was a shoe place and he glanced around as I stumbled along. He pulled me behind one of the low shelves and smiled. “Lift it.”

I wilted. “Please! Please Nick! It was an accident! I’m sorry! I won’t do it again!” I almost blubbered. He shook his head.

“That’s what you said last time. Lift the back of your skirt. You know the drill.”

I blinked, feeling the tears forming, but I did as he told me. Across the store, near the back, I could see the clerk there watching us. He couldn’t see anything below my waist, but since he was getting a pretty impressive look at my tits, especially as I bent over slightly, lifting my skirt, I wasn’t exactly feeling great about the situation. I heard the cane whistle and then a searing, brutal sting crossed my butt and I yelped, jerking upright as I let my skirt fall back down.

The bells rang dutifully.

“Owww! Fuck!” I squealed, both hands going to my ass, clenching my cheeks. “That fucking hurt!”

Nick laughed. “It’s supposed to. Now, are you going to cum? Or do we need to swap out clamps?”

I bit my lip. One of the clerks had moved out from behind her counter and was heading our direction. “No,” I said quickly to both questions, jerking my hands away from my burning bum. “Let’s go. Please?” I begged. The sting, combined with the vibrations, melded into something even more strenuous and as Nick took my arm and escorted me out of the store, I licked my lips in frustration. Having cum just ten minutes before, the second orgasm was going to take a bit more… stimulation.

“Okay,” I breathed a minute later. “I want the rotation function on,” I told him. Nick’s eyebrow went up.

“Really?” He asked with a pleased smile. “Let me get the clover clamps out.” He paused. “Do you want the weights too?”

I shook my head. The clover clamps were going to dramatically change my stimulation situation. Right now, with the tweezer clamps, my nipples were only experiencing a soft, delicate pressure. No pain. That was about to change. Besides, why suffer even more when a little would do?

“Are you sure? You could get both functions on,” he teased as he pulled the steel clover clamps out of his pocket. We looked at each other and I rolled my eyes.

“Come on,” I muttered, grabbing his hand. I pulled him into the next store, a clothing place, and behind a rack I let go of his hand and turned to face him. The peasant blouse was basically a valance; a free hanging curtain attached to an elastic line that kept it somewhat in place. That somewhat was because an errant breeze, or me bending over, tended to allow my full breasts to present themselves to the world. In this case, I swept one arm upward, baring my bosom as Nick’s hands came up. He didn’t just remove the tweezer clamps. He groped me, squeezing and kneading my chest as his fingers tugged the tweezers free with a ringing sweep. He jammed them in his pocket and then brought up the clover clamps.

“Ready?” He asked with a smirk.

I nodded. I tried to control my breathing, but the RVP and anal beads were still shaking, albeit on their lowest setting. It was driving me batty. There was just enough to make my slit a sodden swamp, but not enough to push me over the edge. “Do it,” I hissed.

Nick knew how to put the clamps on and he set the plier-like pincers deep, behind the silver barbell piercings on both nipples. I groaned softly as the bit down, pinching deliciously. It wasn’t quite enough to make me cum, but damn if the pain didn’t supercharge the stimulation I was already feeling.

“Mmmm,” Nick hummed. “Looks good.” Then he frowned as I let the peasant blouse fall back down to cover my suffering nipples. “Oh. You can’t see them!”

I glanced down. The outlines of the clamps were noticeable, but since the peasant blouse is pleated, I knew what he was talking about. You had to be close to realize that the lumps weren’t just folded material. I took a deep breath, felt the pressure of the clamps on my nubs, and groaned.

“Are you sure you don’t want the weights on?” Nick asked hopefully.

I gave him a little glare. “No.”

“So additional pain is an acceptable alternative to humiliation. Got it.”

I stopped and gave him another glare. “Adding the weights increases both pain and humiliation, because everyone would be able to see the weights hanging from my tits.”

“I know!” He said brightly. “Wouldn’t that be awesome?” He pulled out the RVP controller. “Time to switch.” He thumbed the slider for the vibrations and I felt them slow even more and then go still. My pussy didn’t like that. Not one bit. I let out a groan. Then he moved the other control and the four-inch-long probe inside me began to turn.

And boy did my pussy like that.

I grabbed his arm as waves of acute pleasure shot through me and Nick tucked the controller away with a grin. Carefully, he escorted me out of the store and we turned, walking slowly along the common area of the mall. I tried hard to control my breathing as my pussy quivered and tightened, responding to the probing finger swirling inside me. The vibrations from the anal beads were almost enough to shake the RVP.

“Can you… can you…” I gulped. “Turn up the anal beads?” I begged.

Nick let out a laugh. “Nope. Not allowed.”

I let out a frustrated sound and did the unthinkable. I crossed my arms over my chest. Not because I was trying to hide my boobs, but just for comfort. I realized what I did a second too late, yanking my arms back down, but Nick had seen.

“Oh boy!” He exclaimed. “Another swat!” He tapped my butt with the cane, right over the denim skirt and I didn’t bother trying to protest as he pushed me into the next store. Clothing again. He found a quiet corner, gave me an excited grin and I turned around, flipping the back of my skirt up. I closed my eyes, not wanting to know when the stroke was going to land.

“Ready?” He asked, rubbing my buttocks with the cane. It was insulting and stung a little, thanks to the five red lines he’d already etched there.

“No,” I whimpered. But in reality, I was. “Just do it.”

He lifted the cane away from my rump and then snapped his wrist with a quick flick. The hard plastic stick smacked loudly into my ass and I yelped again, this time through clenched teeth, as the pain shot through my lower half, straight to my pussy.

Straight into my pussy.

Suddenly I was there. The pinching of my nipples. The stir of the RVP in my cunt. The vibrations in my bottom. The burn of the cane. The humiliation and embarrassment. My sex tightened up and I began thrusting, waves of pleasure and pain mixing to overload my brain. I gasped, flushing red as I began panting.

“I’m… I’m…” I began to say.

“Not here!” Nick shook his head. “You aren’t allowed to cum inside stores. You know that.” But he didn’t pull me forward. We were only twenty or so feet from the entrance. I’d been eagerly accepting the orgasm. Now I was trying to hold off as I surged toward the commons. Need crashed and burned through my veins and I managed, just barely, to get my tiny sandaled feet onto the tile when I couldn’t hold it back any more.

“Oh my God!” I blurted out, more than loud enough to be heard by several people walking by. “I’m cumming!” I shook violently as the orgasm rocked through me and I felt Nick wrap an arm around me as I shuddered. I closed my eyes, panting as I leaned against him. The only blessing was that the squirt of cum that would have splattered my toes, shoes, and the floor, was bottled up by the RVP mashed against my pussy. Instead, I felt the fluid seep down my inner thigh.

Nick was laughing as he maneuvered me a little further down the concourse. I was mindless at that point, my second orgasm overwhelming. And in just forty minutes! Two of them! Not shabby at all!

“Want to take the clover clamps off?” Nick asked softly.

I blinked and took a breath. I had to take stock. I’d had the metal clamps on for less than five minutes and while my nipples were throbbing, they weren’t that painful. At least not yet. I shook my head.

“No break?” He asked curiously.

I licked my lips. “No. No break. Third orgasm.”

Nick’s eyebrow went up. “You think you can ride the wave.” It was a statement, not a question. I’m multi-orgasmic and I knew what he was thinking. Hell, I was thinking about it too. Maybe, just maybe, I’d be able to ride the flow and cum a third time.

Or not.

“Look, every second I’m out here, people are looking at me,” I whispered.

Nick agreed. “Because they want to fuck you.”

I ignored that. “The sooner I cum the third time, the faster I’m done.”

“Put the weights on then. I can turn both functions of the RVP on.”

I bit my lip. “Give me a second.”

He shrugged. “Okay, but we walk.” He took my elbow and propelled me down the mall corridor, walking me slowly. He stood between me and the crowds, so that my right side was against the storefronts. It was a gentlemanly gesture but did little to keep the looks I was getting from being seen. Some people stared openly. Some surreptitiously. Some grinned. Some leered. Some gave me looks of disgust. Some men looked at Nick with jealousy, but he didn’t seem to care.

“Don’t you worry that someone will recognize you?” I asked in frustration a few minutes later.

“Nope,” he replied cheerfully. “Being seen with a gorgeous, redheaded fuck slut is only going to improve my reputation.”

I frowned. “I’m not sure that’s a good thing,” I replied ruefully. I looked away from another person staring at me. I felt… dirty. As if the only thing I was good for was being humiliated, hurt, and fucked.

He laughed. “How’s your pussy?” He asked. “Ready to cum again? Or do you want the weights?”

I bit my lip. I wasn’t anywhere close to cumming again and I think he knew it. The RVP spinning around on low, after a second orgasm, just wasn’t doing it. There wasn’t enough. I needed… more. I held off on saying it, hoping the passing minutes and us walking would work me into a froth, but practically with each step, with each throb of the clover clamps on my nipples, I knew I’d need more to get over that edge again. I concentrated on not earning another swat to my ass with the cane, along with ignoring the looks. But despite the steady stir of the probe in my cunt, the vibrations in my bottom, and the pulsing of the tips of my breasts, I knew it was going too slow.

“Okay,” I blurted out, almost five minutes later. “Fine. Weights.”

Nick smiled and once more reached into his pockets. The two steel weights were pendants, each about three inches long, smooth and heavy. The top held attachments making it easy to hook them on the clover clamps. He pulled me to a stop and lifted the first.

“Wait!” I exclaimed in a panic. “Not here!” I glanced around. There were too many people and not a few of them were staring over at the two of us.

Nick laughed. “You don’t have to expose your tits,” he chided. He flicked at the hem of the peasant blouse and I gasped, bringing up my hands, scared he was going to expose me. “Ooh. That’s another swat with the cane.”

My eyes widened. “What? I wasn’t covering my breasts! I was keeping you from flipping up my blouse!”

Nick grinned. “By covering your breasts.”

I slumped. “Nick… please! It hurts!”

Nick pushed me toward the store behind me and I stumbled along, my pussy quivering. “Hey, you got your wish. I’m going to put on the weights here.”

I bit my lip, trembling as he tucked me behind one of the displays. He lifted the weights and nodded. “Expose your tits, babe.” I glanced around. The clerks were all near the back, totally oblivious, so I exposed my chest again for him. The clover clamps quivered as I breathed, the pincers biting down hard on my nipples. Nick didn’t waste any time and a moment later an extra pound of weight was hanging from each breast. The steel pendants pulled downward on the clamps, which tightened in response on my delicate flesh and the corresponding hurt that rushed through my bosom made me groan pitifully. It felt like someone was taking a hammer, setting my nipples just above a board, and then giving each one a nice hard tap. In unison.

“Now, bend over and grab your ankles,” Nick ordered.

Breathless from the pain in my chest, I gave him a concerned look. “What?”

“Bend over.”

I blinked. “But… but my shirt!”

Nick lifted the cane and gave the weight hanging from my right tit a solid tap. “Owww!” I yelped, my hand coming up to my chest, catching the weight.

“Well, that’s two strokes to your ass,” he retorted. His eyes narrowed. “Now bend over.” The tone of his voice darkened and deepened, and I felt a surge of lust run through me. Any resistance inside me folded and all I could feel was the RVP swirling through my pussy. Then, before I could even comply, I felt the vibrations start up again, the Rotating Venus Penis dancing along my labia and against my clit, shaking even the four-inch-long probe steadily spinning in my sex.

Suddenly, I wanted to bend over. I groaned and did as told. I felt him flick my skirt up with the cane, exposing my white, red lined bottom. My hips were already churning, thanks to the combination of vibration and swirling, and my ass tightened around the vibrating anal beads in expectation. I felt the brush of the hard, plastic rod against my flank as Nick rubbed the target spot. My peasant blouse fell straight down from the elastic and my breasts, both clamped and weighted, came exposed, dangling beneath me in full view. I put my hands on my shins, sucked in a breath, and waited.

“Make sure you stay in position after the first stroke,” Nick said quietly, clearly not wanting to attract attention. I felt a thrill of fear and I realized that I was close to hyperventilating. Then I heard the swish of the cane and before I could even think, it struck my bottom.

Pain exploded across my butt and I jerked with a sharp, loud shriek as both hands snapped backward to my bottom. Holy fuck! It felt like he’d poured whiskey across my rump and lit it on fire! The weights on my breasts bobbed viciously, doubling the hurt, but even that didn’t change how my ass felt. I whirled, looking at him aghast, my bottom lip trembling as I struggled not to cry.

Nick smiled wickedly. “One more.”

For a moment, neither of us moved. I stood there, back ramrod straight, my hands on my butt. Then I heard a voice behind me.

“Can I help you two?”

I twisted and spotted one of the clerks standing a few feet away. She was a cute thing, in her lower twenties, wearing a cute little number that while similar to my own outfit, was about twenty times more decent. The off the shoulder top emphasized her curves without making her look like a slut and the skirt was fashionable, rather than revealing. Like mine.

“No,” I managed to blurt out, hands still behind me, fingers covering the hurting welt, but Nick waved his fucking stick around.

“Actually, yes. My girlfriend is being a bit naughty. She’s earned herself another smack, but she thinks I’m too vicious. Would you mind giving her the next one?” He held the cane out to the clerk.

My eyes widened and I saw the poor woman looking down at my rump, which is when I realized that I’d managed to put my hands on my ass before letting the skirt fall down. Which meant she could see the end of the anal beads stuffing my butt, not to mention the six criss-crossing lines that had been drawn by that very cane across my bottom. I quickly pulled the back of my skirt down.

“You can’t be serious,” she said firmly, giving Nick a dark look.

Nick laughed and gestured. “Look at her. She’s a pain slut. Clamps and weights on her tits, vibrating beads up her ass, and you’d be shocked if I told you about the toy strapped to her cunt.”

She hesitated, then looked at me. “Is this consensual?”

I didn’t hesitate. I looked her straight in the eye, turning to face her. I was blushing furiously, but I nodded. “Yes. It’s consensual. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

Both Nick and I could see the indecision on her face and Nick gave up. “Come on, Bre. I’ll give you the next swat elsewhere.” He turned toward the clerk. “Sorry to bother you. Have a good day.” Then he took my arm, pulling me toward the entrance. He made it two feet before she stopped us.

“Wait.” Nick turned and looked at her. She glanced back over her shoulder. “Okay. But over here.” She gestured toward the far wall. Nick grinned and turned me back around. We followed her to a niche neither of us had noticed and she stopped, tilting her head to look toward the back of the store.

“Okay, she can’t see us here,” the clerk said, obviously referring to her co-worker. I felt weak and lost and mostly just insanely aroused. Nick nodded, glanced at me, and smiled.

“Bend over again, sweetheart.” He handed the cane to the clerk as I once more bent over. My blouse went straight down, my breasts dangled in view, the clamps and weights swung awkwardly. I felt a hand, rather than the cane, on my bottom and it felt feminine. My skirt was flicked upward and she began touching my bottom, tracing the lines already left.

“Do they hurt?” She asked softly.

I nodded. “They sting,” I managed to reply. “Especially when you’re touching them.”

She jerked her hand away. “Oh. Sorry.”

Nick snorted. “Whatever. Touch them. She likes the pain.” He reached out and I hissed as he gave my left buttock a smack. It sounded very loud, but it didn’t hurt. What hurt was the way the weights hanging from my tits swung. The clover clamps seemed to get even tighter and my nipples throbbed in time with my heart beat. The girl touched me again and I struggled to hold still as she ran her finger back and forth from one side to the other, her nail tracing each line. Then she moved to my side and lifted the cane.

“Remember, you have to hit her hard enough to leave a mark,” warned Nick. “Otherwise, you have to hit her again.”

She nodded. I sucked in a breath and held it. Time seemed to stop and my bottom puckered. All I felt was the motors, churning and buzzing away at my sex and ass, along with the aching pulse of the my nipples in the clam…

“CRACK”

Pain exploded across my ass and I shot up like a gazelle suddenly in fear of its life as it was chased down by a lioness. Both of my hands went to my bottom, and I squealed for a moment, though I managed to get it quiet again a moment later. As the burn across my buttocks faded into a bright heat, I realized that my chest, just below my breasts, was hurting too. My sudden posture change had caused the weights to smack my ribs pretty good. I groaned, whimpering, and brought my arms up. I rubbed at my ribs, groaning.

“Nicely done. Hold still, Breanne. We want to check the line.” Nick grabbed my waist and hitched up my skirt, exposing my ass as I buried my face in his shoulder. I wasn’t crying but I was close, and I clung to him, everything aching, everything screaming “cum you slut!” I felt a hand on my bottom again and I felt my hips thrust. The base of the RVP was pressed between Nick’s thigh and my pubis and a moment later I was humping him desperately as the clerk found her mark and redrew it with her finger. The burn hadn’t even left and I felt myself ripening, pleasure and pain melding and swirling, much like that damn probe in my pussy with the vibrations…

“Nick,” I whispered. “I need to cum,” I moaned, mashing my toy covered pussy against his hip. He let out a chuckle.

“Not here or it won’t count,” he replied. I swallowed hard.

“Let’s go?”

He shook his head. “Not yet.” He kissed my forehead but held onto me. “Stand still,” he added. The clerk’s hand was still on my ass, rubbing and grabbing my buttocks and I managed for all of maybe eight seconds. Then my hips thrust forward again.

“Nick!” I hissed, starting to get just a little panicky. “I’m not allowed to cum inside a store! If I do, it won’t count.” My pussy thumped against his leg again and I felt the pressure. I wasn’t a minute away. I was seconds.

He nodded. “So don’t cum,” he replied.

“Nick? Please?” I begged. “Please?” Our eyes met and I knew I was doomed. I tried. I really did. I tried not to thrust again…

Then I shuddered and exploded.

“Is she… cumming?” The clerk asked in astonishment as I trembled violently, grinding myself against Nick.

Nick, who is much taller than me, grinned over my head as I mewled and rippled. “Absolutely.” I felt the juices from my cunt leak out from around the RVP and my head spun as all the wonderful chemicals my body produced naturally surged through my blood. Nick held me up as my knees buckled and I sagged against him.

“Ooh. Oh boy. Come on Bre. Hold it together,” he said, pushing me back up straight. My eyes fluttered and I had this stupid grin on my face. “Yeah. Okay.”

But then the pleasure faded and was replaced by the hurt. My bottoms stung. My nipples were in agony. I blinked and groaned, then reached up, quickly unclipping the steel clover clamps from my breasts. A surge of pain hit me as the blood rushed back into my nipples.

“Oh my God,” muttered the clerk, watching with a fascinated expression. Nick clicked his tongue and pulled the remote to the RVP out of his pocket.

“Going down,” he told me blithely. Then the RVP’s swirling and vibrating slowed and stopped and I was left with a partially stuffed and understandably tender pussy. He held out his hand and I put the clamps in it. “Don’t think you’re getting off on this,” he said warningly. I nodded. I knew I’d fucked up. Or he’d set me up. One or the other. He was only allowed to pull me into stores when I needed to be caned. And he knew I was only allowed to cum in the concourse. This orgasm, which was supposed to be my third and final orgasm, didn’t count.

Fuck.

“Go wait for me at the entrance,” Nick said, putting his mouth close to my ear. I nodded, more than sufficiently humiliated. I glanced back at the clerk who was still looking at me in shock and then pushed it out of my mind. I headed for the mall concourse, smoothing down the back of my skirt, and once Nick wasn’t looking, my peasant blouse.

Out in the mall I took stock. Within about two seconds I already had strangers eyeballing me and I was immediately sure they all knew I’d just had an orgasm. I could feel the wetness seeping down my thighs. My ass still tingled and vibrated from the anal beads, and the RVP, pressed tightly against my sex, stuffing it with that four-inch-cock, sat immobile. My nipples still throbbed a bit as circulation returned to them and I realized that Nick was going to make me walk the mall again. If I wanted the RVP on, to shorten the time I was being ogled and humiliated, I had to accept more nipple clamp pain. I looked back. Nick was talking to the clerk, who was walking him to where I stood. Nick had his phone out and was typing something into it. Then, he nodded, smiled at her, put his phone away, and joined me as she headed back toward her counter.

“What was that about?” I asked.

Nick grinned. “Nothing. I want a blow job.”

I blinked. “What?”

He shrugged. “I’m horny. Watching you strut your stuff and cum has turned me on.”

“But… we had sex before coming to the mall!” I protested. “You already exploded.”

He nodded knowingly. “Exactly.” Then he leaned forward and took my hand. “But think about this, if we are in private with you sucking my cock, no one can see you shaking your booty out here.”

He had a point. I considered it for a moment and then nodded. “Okay. There’s a spot close by.” I took the lead and pulled him along. He deliberately lagged, just so the walk would take longer and more people would get a look at me, but finally I turned into the department store I was looking for, and found a restroom complex with one of those “family” bathrooms. On a weekday? Way back here? I wasn’t worried about making some mother with five diapered kids wait.

The bathroom was spacious and Nick immediately unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers as I went down on my knees, suddenly hungry and passionate. I grabbed hold of his cock and began eagerly sucking, rubbing his shaft with my hand, licking the tip and underside, then caressing his balls. When I heard him moan, I knew he was ready. I pulled my head back.

“Nick? Can I please have the tweezer clamps?” Then I sucked on him again.

I could tell it took him a moment, and his hand even moved toward his pocket. Then he blinked and looked down.

“No,” he said roughly, even as his cock bobbed in my mouth. “You’re trying to exchange your toy time in here for when you’re supposed to be out in the mall, giving everyone a show.”

My eyes widened. I hadn’t expected him to be that clued in, because that was exactly what had gone through my mind. Get aroused enough in private, while sucking his cock, and maybe I could have that last orgasm back out in the concourse with minimal exposure. I glared at him, but like a good girl, kept sucking.

“Unless of course,” he added, “You’d like to put on the clothespins. They override everything.”

I pulled back again. “No,” I spat. “I’m not doing that,” I told him immediately. “No way.”

He shrugged. “Okay. No vibrations then, at least until we’re back out in the mall.” He put his hand on the back of my head and pulled me back down onto his shaft. I dropped one hand away from his groin and put it between my own legs. No vibrations? Fine. I could do it myself! I licked and sucked on him while my fingers diddled my own sex, slipping underneath the RVP. Or at least, I tried to. It wasn’t easy. The Rotating Venus Penis was on tight and it was in the way. I tried to multitask on both of us, but as expected, my master found his satisfaction long before I was even close.

Hot, white cream shot out into my mouth and I gagged once at the unexpectedness of it. I gulped, getting it down as Nick unloaded his balls into me and I swallowed the last bit of spunk as his cock began to soften. I kept sucking though. I always do, and even as my knees started to hurt from the hard floor, I kept at it until Nick pushed me away. He helped me up, then got his clothing back together. I checked my face in the mirror, discovering only a few smears of cum that had smudged my lip gloss.

Nick let out a deep sigh of satisfaction, then looked at me. “Are you ready to go back out into the mall?” He asked. I turned around and leaned back against the vanity. It was a provocative pose. My feet were spread wide and the skirt rode up just enough to let the base of the RVP peak out. Even the peasant blouse sort of lifted and the underside of my breasts came into view. I licked my lips, trying to look like a seductive fuckslut needing attention.

“Yes sir,” I said in a low-pitched tone. “I’m ready to cum for you.”

He smiled. “Well, if you want the RVP on, at any level, you’re going to have to accept one of the clamp sets.” He stepped right up to me, brought his hands up to my shirt, and flipped it up, exposing my boobs. His thumbs brushed my nipples and I let out a soft groan of pleasure. “Tweezers? You’ll get the vibrations.”

I gulped and shook my head. “Not enough,” I whispered.

He grinned. “Well, if you want the rotation function on, you have to wear the clover clamps again.”

“I want both functions,” I replied.

“Weights,” he replied smiling. “I don’t mind that. Of course, that would just be on low. If you want medium, or high…”

I put a hand on his chest. “Medium. I don’t need high,” I told him quickly.

He tilted his head in acquiescence. “As you wish,” he said as he pulled out the alligator clamps. They were attached to a steel chain which weighed almost a pound by itself. Both had slightly dulled teeth, and were basically electrical clamps that had been adulterated by concerned citizens so that they wouldn’t cut too deeply into my nipples. That said, they’d still hurt, in a very different manner than the weighted clover clamps. I took a deep breath as he brought the two steel pincers up and I watched as the teeth closed down on the soft, pink, pierced tips of my tits.

Ow.

Sharp, spikey pain shot through my tits and I let out a high-pitched whine as Nick pulled his hands away. I tiled my head back, my teeth clenched together, waiting for what I needed, and Nick gave it to me a moment later. The probe in my pussy spun up, this time twice as strong, and then the vibrations added to the mix. I gasped, the pleasure mixing with the pain and I brought my arms up, crossing them as I hugged myself.

“Damn it, Bre!” Nick muttered. I blinked and immediately dropped my arms.

“Wait! I wasn’t covering up!” I blubbered.

He rolled his eyes. “I know,” he muttered. “Which is why I’m not going to cane your ass for the infraction.”

My eyes widened. “You’re not?” I asked in shock.

The corner of his mouth curled up. “No. I’m going to give the sole of each foot a good solid whack instead.”

My chin dropped as I stared at him. “What? Wait. No!”

He held up a finger. “Turn around, lean over the sink, and slip your foot out of that sandal. Lift it up.”

I bit my lip. “You can cane my bottom,” I offered lamely.

He shook his head. “No. The soles of your feet.”

My nipples were starting to throb and the RVP was pushing my arousal to higher levels. Slowly I turned around and leaned forward. My breasts fell out from under the curtain of my peasant blouse and I shuffled my right foot, tugging it out of my high heel, only to lift it up, the soft arch presented. Nick moved to my side and I felt the cane against the center of my foot, right in the middle. Then he hit me.

It wasn’t as bad as I expected, but it hurt. I yelped, shook my foot, and felt him rub the cane up my leg, all the way to my butt.

“Other foot now,” he said softly. My toes curled as I struggled to get my high heeled sandal back on but managed after a moment. My pussy was starting to contract and tighten and I could feel the sexual pressure building rapidly. That’s when I realized that I had unwittingly gotten exactly what I’d asked him for. The opportunity to vibrate and churn my way closer to orgasm in private. And all I’d had to do was get a punishment.

I may have spent three times the time getting my other foot out of the sandal and up.

The other blow was about as hard as the first and later that day, when I checked, Nick hadn’t even hit my feet hard enough to leave a welt. There was only a bit of redness on my arches. That didn’t stop me from playing it up though, wincing and rolling my ankle, taking every bit of time I could squeeze from him before I put my shoe back on.

“Come on,” Nick said, probably realizing I was stalling. “Let’s get back out in the mall.” He took my arm, his cane twirling in the other hand, and we opened the bathroom door. We escaped quickly, heading back toward the concourse as my pussy became a maelstrom of sensation. The chain hanging from my burning, tingling nipples, swung with each step, but I tried to tell myself that it was better than the bells, despite the pain. Regardless, my body did what it usually does, encapsulate the sensation, sending it up to my fucked up, painslut, masochistic brain in its usual flurry. We’d barely made it past a dozen stores before I grabbed Nick’s arm.

“Oh my God,” I said loudly. “I’m cumming!”

And the juices spurted out from around the RVP, splattering my legs and even the floor. My hips twitched violently as I burst like a freshly pinched grape in front of almost a hundred people. I was positive all of them were watching the redheaded fuckslut cum and adrenaline shot through my body. I felt supercharged as my pussy fluttered and tightened and locked down on the RVP. Then Nick wrapped his arms around me, hugging me tightly as I whimpered and shook, quivering as if I were suffering a seizure. I closed my eyes as the familiar sensation of satisfaction, of utter bliss, replaced the energy and I slumped against him. Then, even the sexual euphoria faded and I started to feel only the tight, bitter shards of pain coming up from my nipples. I squirmed.

“See?” Nick said gently. “That wasn’t hard. Was it?”

I shook my head, licking my lips. “Please? Can I take off the clamps?”

He nodded and pushed me backward. A moment later we were in another store. His hand swept up under my blouse and I gasped as he freed first one nipple, then the other. I groaned and grabbed hold of him again, eyes closed. The RVP continued to vibrate and swirl inside me. I expected him to turn it off, but he didn’t. He took my hand and pulled me back out into the mall.

“Nick?” I said urgently. “The RVP. It’s supposed to be off.”

He grinned. “Call it a reward,” he said with a shrug.

I blinked. “I don’t need it. I’ve cum four times.”

He let out a laugh. “Maybe you’ll cum five.”

I looked around. “Nick, the car is the other way.”

He nodded. “Nothing says we can’t do some window shopping.”

I grabbed his wrist with my other hand. “Nick!” I said urgently. He only laughed. He pulled me along and now, without the pain coming from my nipples, and with the RVP still on medium, my insides were rapidly adjusting to the waves of pleasure still coming up from between my legs. Nick paused frequently, admiring or asking my opinion on some outfit or display, walking me back the way we’d come.

The way I’d cum. And each step brought me closer.

I spotted her almost immediately. It was as if she were watching for us. Her blonde hair, smart outfit and pretty blue eyes. It was the girl. The clerk who had given my poor ass two swats of the cane. Nick marched me right up to the store front and back in. Nick started to head toward the same niche as before, but the girl shook her head.

“Cindy is in the back, eating lunch,” she told him.

Nick grinned. “Elizabeth, this is Breanne. Bre, Elizabeth.”

I bit my lip. “Hello,” I said softly.

“Hello Breanne,” she replied. There was a tone in her voice. I recognized it. Desire. I was just about to say something when the RVP strapped to my loins went silent. Off. Totally.

I gasped, my hands shooting to my groin as my pussy objected. Strenuously. “Nick?”

He held up the controller. “Sorry Bre. I’m not giving you any more orgasms.”

Frustrated, I swallowed and struggled to stay composed. It wasn’t easy.

“But I will,” Elizabeth said softly. I blinked and turned toward her.

“What?” I whispered.

Elizabeth smiled. “Nick gave me his number. He said when I was done with work, I could come over and have you.” She brought a hand up, slipping it beneath my peasant blouse. Her fingers felt hot to the touch and I shuddered with longing. Suddenly she was even closer and our mouths were just inches away.

“Do you want that?”

I nodded. “Yes,” I whimpered as her finger and thumb found my nipple.

“Then there’s just one thing you have to do for me, to get ready,” she breathed softly.

“Anything,” I blurted out, melting like butter.

And her other hand came up.

Holding Nick’s clothespins.

***

How I made it back to Nick’s sedan I don’t know. The clothespins stuck out from my breasts, the white material of the peasant blouse resting on them like a shelf, the entirety of my nipples and underboob completely visible. My ass burned horribly, thanks to the five new lines etched across my buttocks, adding to the six previous ones given to me. My feet hurt, my nipples throbbed, and the RVP was spinning and shaking like mad. Not one, but two additional orgasms had hit me while I’d been humiliated, marched on my way back to the car.

“Well, I’m surprised we didn’t attract police attention,” Nick mused playfully as he pushed me into the passenger seat. My breasts bobbed as I panted desperately.

“Please? Please?” I whimpered. “I can’t… I can’t…”

Nick laughed. “Elizabeth made me promise. She has to be the one who removes them.” He leaned over and gave me a kiss. “But if you want, I can turn the RVP off for you.”

I closed my eyes.

“No thank you,” I whispered. “I’m fine.”

Ow. And… oh…. Oh yes.

Breanne, for today’s assignment, you will start out by changing into your favorite outfit – a super short denim skirt and your white peasant blouse. I think high heeled sandals would also be appropriate for the task at hand. Underneath the skirt you will have the joy of not one, but two toys. First, your Rotating Venus Penis, which I would like tightly strapped to your loins, the small but fun probe buried in your wet, pink, little slit. The second toy will be your vibrating anal beads, which I would like well lubricated and popped, one by one, into your derriere. You will also need your tweezer clamps with bells, your clover clamps (unchained) with one pound weights, and your alligator clamps. Lastly, you need a friend with a thin cane. Then go to the mall.

Your task, once you get to a suitably embarrassing public place, will be to walk the mall until you’ve cum three times. That’s right. You get to orgasm! I expect you to do it publicly. No hiding in stores or behind stuff. In addition, don’t forget to announce them as you’ve been taught. Of course you’re wondering what’s the catch? This should be easy, right? Well, the RVP won’t be on. That’s right. Only the vibrating anal beads will be active for this. At least, unless you’re willing to purchase the use of the RVP.

To turn on the vibrations, set to low, you will need to put on the tweezer clamps. Should you wish to alternate to the stirring sensation of the RVP’s probe churning in your cunt, you will need to put on the clover clamps. Want both vibrations and stirring? Add the one pound weights to the clover clamps and you can turn both functions to low. And if you want both functions on medium, you’ll need to put on the alligator clamps.

You can only wear one set of clamps at a time. You can take the clamps off whenever you want, but the RVP has to get turned off as a result. Oh, and no covering up your tits with your arms. That’s why you are bringing a friend. Their job is to make sure you don’t cover your breasts, for any reason. If you do, they are to immediately flip up the back of your skirt and give you one hard stroke across both buttocks. Admittedly, I would like it if your ass ends up nicely striped, as well as vibrated and fucked.

Lastly, I’ll give you another option. Should you wish to turn the RVP up to full power, you may do so by placing a set of wooden clothespins on your nipples, positioned correctly. The catch is that once they’re on, they can’t come off until the assignment is done. Have fun! – Master Brandon


Christmas Shocks

It was a rainy Saturday morning and I shifted uncomfortably as I drove my white Jeep Wrangler through the upscale residential neighborhood. Gorgeous oaks and pines stood in clusters, flower beds lined with white limestone, and expansive lawns were parceled out in neat rows. Each lot was at least an acre and I bit my lip as I calculated how many years of my current salary it would take me to make a purchase. Then I snorted. Who was I kidding? I’d never own anything like these houses. But then, what would a south Texas cowgirl with a penchant for sexual deviance, masochism, and public humiliation do with such a place? Besides, I would have preferred a small farmhouse, a big barn, and about twenty acres to ride a horse.

I kept driving, knowing that each exquisitely maintained property probably had a Bentley or Porsche parked in the garage and I did my best to ignore the scenery. At least I tried to. It wasn’t easy. The architecture was interesting, and a couple of the houses had turrets. And guard towers. Or at least, faux guard towers. I shook my head in amusement, part of me snickering at the ridiculousness of adding a stone lined guard house to a mansion, another part of me admitting that it was kind of cool. The map on my phone directed me down another side street. Each house was marked with the address number on gorgeous brick mailboxes, and I located my destination, slowing down as I took the turn into the long, straight drive. The house was still a distance away and I proceeded down to the detached garage, not wanting my vehicle to be in the way later. I didn’t want to create problems.

“You have arrived at your destination,” the sweet, feminine voice of the artificial intelligence program said as if I hadn’t already figured it out. I sighed, rolled my hips again as the uncomfortable pressures pushed on my insides, and then put the jeep in park. Rain pattered softly down on the windshield, and I contemplated my next task. Getting to the front door without getting wet, falling, or being seen.

“You’re already wet,” I chided myself as I picked up my phone and checked the temperature. It was seventy-four degrees out, but with the rain it would feel cooler. I pulled the umbrella I’d brought over to my side of the vehicle and tucked my phone away in the bag beside me. I wasn’t going to need it. Not today. Instead, I grabbed two small controllers, both the size of a key fob. Those I would need. Or at least, I’d be required to hand them over. I hesitated just a little. Inside the satchel was a soft gray dress, which I longed to put on, but I knew that doing such a thing would just invite further trouble.

“Go on,” I urged myself quietly, “you said yes. You capitulated. You wanted this.”

But I wasn’t so sure now that I was here. I was taking a big risk and putting myself in a situation that maybe, possibly, I couldn’t handle.

I took a deep breath and palmed the remotes, then steeled myself. I grabbed the door handle and stuck the umbrella out as rain splattered down on my bare leg. I managed to open the umbrella enough to avoid a complete soaking as I climbed out of the vehicle, putting the soles of my new high heels down on the concrete. The heels weren’t that tall, only four inches, but the pumps sported open toes with leather buckles that made it look like I was some sort of female Roman gladiator. I just needed a shield and sword.

Oh, and armor. Definitely armor. Or hell, I’d have settled for a simple tunic. Or a loincloth. Anything.

I shut the door and began walking back toward the street, or more accurately along the west side of the house. I tried to ignore the fact that anyone driving by on the road would see me, but there wasn’t any traffic, and with the houses so far apart, I doubted any of Mistress Lucille’s neighbors would be standing at their living room windows, peeking across acres of manicured lawn, gawking at a nude redhead walking in the rain, holding an umbrella.

I turned on the walk that led up to the front door, trying to suppress the urge to run. It wasn’t easy. Being naked in public tends to do that to me, but the pumps limited my range of options down to “walk carefully,” which meant an even slower gait than had I been barefoot. Maybe I should have carried the shoes with me to the front door, then put them on before ringing the bell?

I shook my head under the umbrella. Oh well, too late now. I turned right again, finally stepping up onto the porch. I had to admire the architecture. Kari had taught me the different styles and Lucille’s place was American Craftsman with some English Tudor highlights, all supersized. The front door was an extra foot wide and made of metal, with leaded glasses obscuring the insides. I felt myself shiver, and it wasn’t because I was wet, though I was. And it wasn’t because of the temperature.

It was because I was clearly insane for coming here, so I rang the bell

I closed my eyes as I waited, counting the seconds in my head. I listened too, ready to dart to the side if I heard the hissing of rubber tires on the wet roadway a hundred feet behind me. I even turned and looked, but there was no traffic. I stood, getting more and more nervous, until I heard the turning of the lock. The door swung open and I saw exactly who I expected.

Except, she was dressed.

“Well, well, well,” Bethany sneered. “If it isn’t little miss fuck slut herself.” She stepped back, clearing the way for my entry.

I closed the umbrella, shaking it out at the same time, and then stepped across the threshold. “Good morning, Bethany. That’s a nice outfit.”

Bethany glared at me. She was a big woman, easily eight inches taller than me, though thanks to her lack of shoes and my high heels, we were closer in height at that moment. Bethany was also older than me by a decade and she was losing her battle of the bulge. I could tell, even with the soft and comfortable blouse she was wearing. It went well with her stretch pants.

It was so weird seeing her clothed.

She held out her hand and pointed. “The umbrella goes there,” she told me, pointing to a three-foot-tall decorative vase sitting next to the door. “And you can give me the remotes.”

I gave her a questioning look, but then decided that it was smarter to capitulate than create further problems. Besides, what was the worst she could do? Turn the vibrators on? I handed her the remotes and then stuck my now folded up umbrella into the big jar next to the door.

Follow me,” she said haughtily. She turned her back and led me deeper into the house.

The place was huge, easily six thousand square feet and sported a kitchen that was about the size of my apartment. There was a den, a living room, an entertainment room with a freaking bar, and multiple bedrooms. And there was a sexual playroom. I know because that’s where Bethany took me.

“She’s here,” Bethany announced as I followed her into the dark, barely lit cave. I’m familiar with the modern, sexual equivalent of a dungeon, but Lucille had gone a little more sinister than I was used to. The walls had been painted matt black and sconce lights had been fitted every few feet, providing only indirect lighting. Custom track lights had been mounted on the fifteen-foot ceiling, with individual spots illuminating some of the more interesting pieces of furniture.

Off in one corner was a full-sized vacu-bed in black, supported on what looked like a foam mattress. There were two different kinds of punishment benches, one with a padded waist support bar raised in the middle, with kneeling and arm rests on either side, while the other bench was a huge thing that looked like an anime version of a wooden horse, except with spots to kneel on either side. It was padded and looked comfortable, except for all the straps that hung off the thing in multiple spots. Of course, Mistress Lucille had a real wooden horse too. It was a vicious-looking with an impressive point and more than enough space to tie the heavy weights sitting nearby to a victim’s ankles. Multiple stands were set in a corner, some capped with dildos, others with calf stirrups. There was even one with a spiked cradle. A stool with a fucking machine underneath it sat off by its own, and a collection of stockades, violin restraints, manacles, bondage cuffs, and other straps were hanging on the wall.

It was like a theme park for BDSM enthusiasts.

And don’t get me started on Mistress Lucille’s collection of canes, switches, whips, floggers, paddles, and strops. Think blacksmith shop meets pervert and you might get a glimmer of an idea. But that’s where it really turned dark. There was a bar clamp big enough for a girl’s entire bosom and the inner sides were lined with sharp studs. There were tack mats, like what Kari frequently used on my breasts, except with much longer spikes. There was a steel bucket full of clothespins and a rolling cart in one corner, on which a transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulator, or TENS unit, sat. It had eight channels and I could see that Lucille had opted for two electrical inserts and three clamps as permanent additions. I could just imagine the clamps on my clit and nipples, with the two electrified dildos jammed up both holes. I’d be screaming. I knew it. And don’t get me started about the selection of massagers, vibrators, dildos, and other battery operated sex toys she had.

Mistress Lucille was standing near a full-sized St. Andrew’s Cross which was leaning back slightly, holding a flogger, and I must admit that I felt a very real shiver of fear ripple through me. She was wearing all black, and fashionably. Her pants were leather, and she was wearing boots. A stylish black blouse lay against her bosom, and she wore a black leather jacket that looked more Prada than Dungeon Mistress. Her brown hair had been cut short and her black eyeliner and heavy red lipstick made her look especially evil.

Bethany held out the two remotes she’d taken from me and handed them to Lucille. The dominatrix slid them into her left jacket pocket. I noted that, but really, I was more focused on the leather cat-o-nine tails in her hand.

Wouldn’t you?

“Hello fuck slut,” Mistress Lucille purred, turning to look at me. “Are you ready for your punishment?” Lucille was also a large woman, though she wasn’t putting on pounds like Bethany. I wondered if Beth’s problem was medical. Regardless, Mistress Lucille’s defining trait was her eyes, both of which were large, brown, and sparkled with cruel mischief. Every time she looked at me, I felt as if she were not just mentally undressing me (which admittedly was unnecessary since I was naked) but also binding me spread-eagled for a brutal pussy whipping.

“Um…” I said in confusion. “I thought we were just going…”

The flogger moved faster than I expected, and to be honest, I was expecting it. The heavy leather strands struck my breasts with a harsh sting, snapping painfully across my entire chest. I gasped, both arms coming up to my bosom, as I stumbled backward into Bethany, nipples tingling from the blow. Then Beth’s hands were on my back, pushing me forward, right back toward Lucille.

“Disappointing,” Lucille said darkly, eyeing the way my arms were now covering my breasts. “Lift your hands above your head.”

I gulped. Slowly, I raised my hands, bracing for the next blow, which came almost immediately. It hurt more too because I think I leaned into it, and maybe Mistress Lucille was hitting harder. This time though, other than yelp and blink a few forming tears from my eyes, I stayed in position and suffered. Fire seemed to lace across my chest, and I panted, closing my eyes in expectation of another stroke.

“Spread your legs as wide as you can,” Lucille said softly. I opened my eyes and spread my feet apart. Lucille had let the flogger hang from her hand down by her waist and I won’t lie. I was expecting it to come up between my knees, lashing at my sex. Part of me wanted that, but another part of me feared it. I braced myself, almost going up on tiptoe as I prepared to hold still. Which is why, when Bethany kneeled behind me and touched my thigh, I let out a tiny cry and jumped.

“Hold still, bitch,” Bethany muttered, her hands strapping some sort of belt or garter around my leg. It was high up, only a few inches below my pussy and I looked down to see her tightening the buckle. I winced. Then I noticed the bulky, boxy thing attached to the belt. Except it wasn’t a belt. It was a collar. A dog collar. Oh my God…

“Is that a shock collar?” I bleated out. I’ve dealt with shock collars before. They’re painful. Very painful. And they’re designed to be like that. Negative reinforcement, right? Be bad. Zap. Ouch. Pain is a very good motivator. I blinked, then I noticed something even more frightening. There was a wire coming out from the box. Two wires in fact. One black, one red. And they led to a plastic duck bill clamp. With metal pincer pads.

“Only the best for a painslut like yourself,” Mistress Lucille said haughtily. “I had this made specially for you, Bre.” Bethany moved around my leg, still on her knees, and caught the dangling clamp. She looked up with a vicious smile.

“This might be a little uncomfortable,” she teased evilly. Then she brought the clamp up to my clit and let it pinch down on my little nub tightly. I let out a gasp. It didn’t technically hurt, but she was right. It was uncomfortable. Then Beth ran her finger down through my slit and I realized I was practically dripping with sexual excitement.

“She’s soaked,” Beth said in disgust, standing up as she wiped her finger dry on my other bare thigh.

Lucille snorted. “Of course, she is. It’s Breanne’s default state.” She put her hand in her jacket pocket and fished out the two remotes Bethany had given her. I licked my lips in expectation as she picked one and turned it on.

Instantly, the vibrating beads I’d inserted into my ass that morning began vibrating and my bottom clenched tightly as I let out a little groan. I’m not a big fan of having anything in my bottom and had Mistress Lucille not made it a requirement for our little soiree, I’d have skipped the back door penetration with enthusiasm. The five spheres of varying size shook and trembled individually; each embedded motor just different enough from the others to create a different oscillation. I clenched tightly and if I had to admit it, it felt… amazing.

Guess I’m starting to get used to anal play. Go figure.

Lucille studied me for a moment, then grinned. “So, this one must be for the vibroballs,” she said wickedly. As her thumb moved, I felt the two motorized spheres in my pussy begin shaking. I gasped, waves of pleasure shooting through my lower half as my pussy tightened dramatically and I thrust my hips involuntarily, my body desperate for sexual satisfaction. Seven different motors, all buzzing around in my insides? Can you blame me? I stood there, legs spread wide, hands still above my head, clit clamped, ass and pussy vibrating wildly, my brain already swirling with need.

“Today you follow my orders without hesitation. Without question. And without commentary. When you are good, this is what you will feel,” Mistress Lucille explained.

My eyes were already going unfocused and my hips were rolling. She must have turned the vibroballs up to full power to get me going this quickly. Or maybe I was just totally aroused by her fun house of BDSM toys. Who knows? But I felt myself shaking. I was going to cum. Soon.

“Failure to comply, or if you question me, or make one of your usual smartass remarks, will result in punishment.”

And just like that, lightning struck my clit.

Pain seared through, or maybe across, my nub and I let out an impressive shriek. I buckled, unable to hold the position I’d been told to adopt and my hands shot down to my groin. If the pain hadn’t been momentary, I’d have ripped the clamp off my clit and fallen to the ground. I’ve been shocked before. If it had been a TENS Unit, I think it would have been a level eight, or maybe a nine. Neither of which I can handle. At least not for long. It hurts too much. I looked up to her, blinking more tears out of my eyes.

“Do you understand?” She asked simply. I nodded emphatically, not trusting myself to speak. She smiled, showing way more teeth than needed and I felt a terrified shiver run through me. “Good. Bethany has today’s outfit for you.”

I blinked. “Today’s outfit?” I asked, somewhat confused. I had expected to get bent over one of those benches and brutally fucked and tortured. Maybe I would be forced to ride Mistress Lucille’s wooden horse, straining and suffering as the hard edge bit into my pussy. Or maybe restrained on the vacu-bed, locked in stasis between the rubber sheets while Lucille inflicted various textural torments to my body through the thin layers of rubber.

Another searing shot of electricity burned its way through my clit and I cried out again. I hadn’t even removed my hands from my cunt and my knees buckled as I squealed. Then the pain was gone, leaving only the buzzing of the vibroballs and the anal beads. Holy shit! I felt a gush of wetness in my hands.

“Turn around and get dressed,” Lucille ordered.

I didn’t hesitate. I whirled. Desperately. Anything to prevent getting shocked again! I drew my hands away from my groin and found Beth holding out a bluish gray sweater. It was a jacket and I had to turn back toward Lucille to put my arms in the sleeves. As soon as it settled, I gasped. It was more a bolero style, with a single fastener just below the hollow of my throat. The front managed to cover my breasts, but barely, leaving a massive amount of bare skin showing. It was incredibly slutty, but stylishly slutty.

“Now the skirt,” Lucille ordered.

I turned back to Bethany who held out a black mini skirt with a rippling paisley pattern. She bent down and I stepped into, letting her pull it up my legs. As it rose, I realized that the paisley parts were made of black gauze. From a distance, it would look pretty, and even designer. But a closer look revealed way more than I’d been expecting. I could see the curves of my inner thighs, and the stupid shock collar, and my clamped clit, the plastic and metal glinting dully. Oh boy…

I turned back around and faced Mistress Lucille. She gave me a quick inspection, then turned and picked something up off the nearby table. She held it out to me and I flinched.

“A collar?” I asked.

Lucille didn’t smile. Instead, her eyes narrowed slightly. “You should always have a collar on. And when you are under my direct control, you will advertise your subservience properly.”

I gulped and nodded. “Yes Mistress.” I reached out and took the smooth, narrow strap of leather and placed it around my throat. Admittedly, it looked like an especially thick choker, rather than a more typical bondage or dog collar, and when I caught sight of my reflection in one of the wall mounted mirrors, I took a moment to admire the image. I looked… sexy as hell. In an overtly slutty manner.

Lucille gave me a satisfied look and smiled. “Now follow.” As she began walking away, I felt the vibrations between my legs slow down, then cease. The anal beads followed suit, leaving my body aching with desperation. I felt my pussy tighten with wet, rhythmic pulses, but ignored it as Lucille walked out the dungeon door.

“Have fun,” Bethany said brightly to Lucille. Then her eyes narrowed as she looked at me. “I hope she hurts the fuck out of you,” she hissed. I blew her a kiss.

Whatever.

I then was forced to take a five-mile hike to Mistress Lucille’s garage. Or at least, that’s what it felt like. Lucille had a fitness room with two treadmills, a rowing machine, a stair stepper, and a cycle. I guess Bethany didn’t spend a lot of time in there. There were two bedrooms richly decorated, though I could tell it wasn’t a custom job. There was a reading nook. And the kitchen… wow. She had an amazing kitchen with two ovens, a four-burner stove and a grill! Right there in the counter! Granite countertops too. And the refrigerator was a double.

Honestly, I didn’t feel out of place. My exposure to these kinds of residences had increased as I’d gotten more involved in Kari Ander’s Interior Designs, and I wasn’t shocked. Still, the idea of living in a place like this was a little more than my southern Texas cowgirl persona could handle. Finally, we walked through the laundry room, then the mud room, until we got to the garage.

The four-car garage. And it wasn’t even the detached garage I’d parked by.

I spotted Lucille’s Lexus SUV immediately, but I also noticed the Porche. A golf cart was parked in one of the third spots and the last section was empty. I followed Lucille to the Lexus and when she gestured to the passenger side door, I climbed in obediently.

Mistress Lucille was not a talker, but she was kind enough to turn on the heat as she navigated the luxury SUV out of the garage and out into the rain. I needed it because the sweater, with its mostly open front, did very little to keep me warm. But soon enough I felt the warm air caressing the exposed skin between my breasts, flowing down to my abdomen. Lucille turned onto the street and then accelerated, leaving her immediate neighborhood behind. She didn’t speak so I didn’t either.

We had just pulled onto one of the main roads with a much higher traffic volume when she finally said something.

“Unbutton your sweater and expose your tits.”

I blinked, just a little surprised. “Here?” I asked. “Right…”

She must have been ready because the shock that lit my clit on fire came before I’d even finished the question. I let out a screech, rising up in my seat with a gasp as the electricity fried my clitoris, then disappeared.

“Do I need to repeat myself?” She asked eagerly.

“No! No!” I blurted out, my hands darting up to the single fastener. It was a hook and loop closure and I struggled with it for a moment, scared she might zap my pussy again, just for being slow. Finally, I got it open, and I flipped the front of the sweater off my breasts, exposing my hard, pierced nipples. The passenger window was covered in rainwater, but I bit my lip as other cars whizzed past. Then the anal beads began vibrating and I let out a soft moan as I wrapped my arms underneath my breasts.

“Do you really prefer those barbells to the gold rings you used to wear?” Lucille asked in a friendly tone.

I nodded. “The rings look… stupid,” I said to her. “Like a bull with a nose ring. Barbells are way more stylish.”

Lucille glanced at me, eyes smoldering, a look of disgust on her face. Then I realized what she was really asking, so I backpedaled.

“But I miss the ring I had to wear as a submissive of the Society,” I said quietly. “It symbolized something precious to me. I didn’t realize I would miss it so much.”

That seemed to appease her, and I knew it because the vibroballs started up too. On low, but they began shaking in my pussy.

“Play with your nipples. Make sure they are nice and hard,” she said.

I brought my hands up and began touching myself. It wasn’t difficult, but with the anal beads and vibroballs both going inside me, granted at low levels, but going, it wasn’t long before I’d caressed my boobs into forming two hard, pebble-like bumps at the tips. My hips were starting to grind, and I realized I’d stopped caring about who might accidentally see me as we drove along. I let out a soft moan, quivering with sexual stimulation.

“Now, put these on.”

I opened my eyes to see Mistress Lucille holding out a pair of clothespins. I took them immediately, pinching the first one open and setting it on my left breast, right over the hard nipple. It pinched down deliciously. Then I set the other one in place, the wooden pegs sticking out, bouncing with the movement of the car. If Mistress Lucille was trying to get me to cum, she was doing a damn good job of getting me there. My entire body was thrumming with need, the vibrations of the road, the vibroballs, the anal beads, the pinching of my clit and nipples. It was like a tsunami of sensual delight.

“Put your fingers on the ends of each clothespin and push until they’re pointed downward,” Lucille ordered.

I knew that was going to hurt, but it was going to hurt less than getting my clit shocked again. I lifted my hands, lightly placed my fingers on the ends of each peg, then pushed downward. Pain shot through my nipples as I forced the tips of my breasts to bend and fold. I whimpered as shards of agony seemed to explode across my bosom and Lucille smiled.

“Hold and count to ten, then release.”

“One,” I whimpered. “Two… three…” I counted out loud through the rest of the numbers and then gasped as I let go of the clothespins on ten. They snapped back up, pointing straight out and my nipples throbbed angrily. Then then the vibroballs went full power, shaking inside my pussy in a frenzy. I let out a hungry moan and gripped my thighs as I struggled with the sensation. Ten seconds later the vibroballs switched off, leaving only the anal beads buzzing inside me. My bottom clenched tightly and I took a shuddering breath as my racing pulse began to slow down.

Mistress Lucille didn’t say anything else. She concentrated on driving, and I watched as she turned toward the Woodlands. Maybe five minutes passed before she glanced at me again.

“Put your fingers on the clothespins again. This time, push them both toward me.”

“Toward you?” I asked. I wasn’t sure I’d heard her right. Then the electricity shot through my clit.

“OWWW!” I squealed. Then the pain stopped. “I’m sorry! I wasn’t arguing! I just wanted clarification!” That earned me another jolt and my hands shot down to my groin, pressing hard as the pain floored me.

“If you don’t bend your nipples and get those clothespins pointed in my direction, you’re going to get a third shock,” Lucille said cruelly.

My hands snapped up to my breasts and this time I didn’t bend the clothespins slowly. I pushed them to the left, twisting my nipples hard. Tears filled my eyes again and I blinked, counting slowly to ten.

“Ten,” I gasped, my breasts hurting. Then I let the clothespins go.

And once again, electricity friend my clitoris. I jerked in the seat, trying to understand what I did wrong.

“I didn’t tell you to hold them there and count. I just told you to hold them there. Now do it again. Properly this time.”

My hands shot up to my breasts and I twisted my nipples again. This time I could feel the tears break free, running down my cheeks. Pain throbbed at the tips of my breasts and I suffered. But only for about ten seconds. She must have been counting.

“Now you can let go of the clothespins.”

I gasped, mewling with pain as the wooden pegs snapped back straight, poking out straight from my chest. Then the vibroballs turned back on. I groaned as pain was replaced with pleasure and the pulses of acute discomfort coming from my tits swirled with the pure bliss coming from my pussy and ass. I groaned and shuddered as my poor brain struggled to make sense of the varying stimulations. It all sort of blended together. I wondered how much more I could take.

“Now push them up, toward your chin,” Mistress Lucille said.

This time, I did exactly what she told me to do.

***

“You may release,” Mistress Lucille said. I gasped in pain and let go of the clothespins. My nipples felt like they’d been ripped off and then reattached and I grimaced as the two wooden pegs twisted back, rotating from the 180 degrees I’d been holding them. The twenty-five minute drive from Lucille’s home to the mall had been agonizing, with moments of torture, followed by sensual pleasure. After I’d bent the clothespins upward to my chin, I’d been stimulated with the vibrations. Then I’d been ordered to push the ends of the clothespins toward my window. Then came another full power vibration session. Finally, just as we entered the parking garage of the mall, she told me to twist both pegs a full 180 degrees.

But at least I hadn’t gotten another shock.

I let out a sob, slumping in the seat of the car as she put the vehicle in park. One hand came up to wipe at my cheek and I shook, crying as I was forced to deal with the throbbing agony at the tips of my breasts. Pain shot up through me and I would have slumped over if not for the fact that Mistress Lucille once again turned on the vibrators inside me, leaving me shaking from more than just the sensorial overload. She got out of the car with her bag, walked around it, and then opened my door.

“Take the clothespins off your tits and button up your sweater.”

She didn’t have to tell me twice, and even with the now pleasurable vibes coming up from my pussy and ass, I moved quickly and with purpose. The clothespins came off and I grimaced as fresh, but welcome pain shot up through my chest. I handed them to her and then brought the front of my sweater back together. I hooked the top, once more utterly conscious of the fact that the knitted material basically only hung to cover my breasts. Then she shut off the vibes again. I let out a groan, shuddering. This on and off thing was getting annoying.

“Get out of the car,” ordered Mistress Lucille.

I complied and avoided another shock, then fell into step beside my tormentor. We’d barely made it twenty steps through the parking garage when a young man appeared, hurrying in our direction. His eyes caught sight of me, or more accurately, my daring outfit, and he almost stumbled. Mistress Lucille glanced at me.

“As he passes, flash him your tits,” she whispered.

Instantly, the conflict within me raged. Part of me was like “hell yeah!” Totally willing and eager. Another part of me however rejected the idea, appalled at the idea of showing some random stranger my bust. As the distance between me and the young man decreased, my brain slowed. I struggled with the decision. I almost panicked. And then he was past me, turning to look at my ass, and it was too late to sweep up the sweater.

*ZAP*

I cried out as the pain shot through my clit and I stumbled. Lucille caught me, keeping me from falling to the ground as I jammed both hands down against my groin.

“When are you going to learn that you must obey me?” Lucille asked.

I struggled to catch my breath. “I’m trying!” I whimpered.

Behind us, the young man stopped. “Is she okay?” He asked. I glanced over my shoulder. There was a look of concern on his face.

“Now,” whispered Lucille. “Do it.”

I gulped. “Yes. I’m fine. Thank you,” I said softly as I swept my arm up.

The sweater didn’t need much, and I watched as the young man’s eyeballs practically popped out of his head. His jaw dropped and for a moment he just stared. Then the vibroballs buzzed to life, rewarding me. My pussy clenched down on the two plastic, motor filled spheres and I almost exploded, right then and there.

“That’s enough,” Lucille said, tugging on my arm. I let the sweater fall back down, covering my breasts, and turned away from the young man. Mistress Lucille didn’t give me any time to recover either. She pulled me forward toward the mall entrance, leaving me to cope mentally and physically with the remnants of pain, the sweet vibrating pleasure, and the utter humiliation of flashing my tits to a stranger. A moment later the automatic doors of the mall opened and we walked on through.

Christmas was in full swing and within about ten seconds I knew I was fucked. Well, more fucked than five anal beads and two vibroballs could make me. The place, even at ten in the morning, was crammed full of people trying to get their Christmas shopping done. I wrapped my arms across my chest, one on top of the other, trying to mitigate the exposed, slut look I had going. It didn’t help that Mistress Lucille hadn’t turned off the vibroballs as we continued onward. She let go of my arm and I stumbled along beside her, my pussy quivering as the vibroballs rattled and rolled against each other.

Like most rich women, Lucille is a shopper and she turned into some of the more expensive clothing stores with a comfort that only comes when you don’t really care what the price tag says. I’m more of a blue jeans and flannel shirt sort of girl, at least when I’m not dressed like the star of “Painwhores IV: Spreading them Wide Open.” I followed along like an obedient little dog, trying not let myself get worked up into an orgasm.

It wasn’t easy.

“Stop fidgeting,” Lucille said a few minutes later as we navigated around a clothing rack of blouses that cost about half of my weekly paycheck.

“I’m trying, Mistress. But it’s not easy with the vibroballs going.” I struggled to hold still, but then the anal vibrating beads started up too. I gave her a glare. “That’s not fair!” I protested as my ass clenched tight.

I wasn’t expecting it, but I should have been, and when the dog collar activated, sending voltage right up those wires to the clamp clinging to my clit, I felt the electricity surge across my tender nub as if someone had taken a needle and pushed it through the very same spot. I let out a shriek, knees knocking together as I jerked and then the pain disappeared. It left me with the vibrations and I straightened up, panting heavily.

“Do not talk back to me,” Lucille said with a sneer. “I won’t put up with it like Kari or Julie did.”

I swallowed hard, once more wrapping my arms around myself. “Yes Mistress,” I whispered. My hips rolled, completely out of my control, and I moved behind Lucille. We made it almost to the back of the store before I couldn’t handle it any longer.

“Mistress?” I whispered softly, about thirty seconds out. “Mistress? Can I please cum?” I was begging. And I knew what her answer would be before I’d even asked. 

“Of course not,” she snorted. “You haven’t earned that privilege yet.”

Twenty seconds. “Please? What can I do to earn it?” I pleaded. My ass clenched tightly around the beads and my pussy quivered violently. The pressure was so strong, so heavy, that I could barely stand it. Lucille looked thoughtful for a moment.

Fifteen seconds.

“You know what you can do to earn an orgasm?” She asked in a friendly tone.

I shook my head. Ten seconds. “No Mistress. What?” I crooned. So close! So close!

Five seconds. Then her eyes narrowed. Mistress Lucille leaned over to me, her lips near my face. “You can suffer,” she said.

Then the vibrations shut off. In both my bottom and pussy. I let out a wanton groan, frustration writ large upon my face. Lucille gave me a satisfied look and put her hand in her pocket.

*ZAP*

Oh, my fucking god. I managed not to cry out as my body curled inward, pain shooting through my freaking clitoris. For the next few minutes I followed along behind her, scared to even speak, waiting for another shock.

“Breanne, what is your favorite sexual position?” Mistress Lucille suddenly asked.

I blinked. “Um… for sex with guys? Or girls?”

She gave me a feline grin. “For torture.”

I swallowed. “Oh.” I took a deep breath as we moved to another clothing rack. “Um… tied open I think. My legs spread as wide apart as possible.”

“So that your cunt can be properly paddled?”

I blushed crimson. Lucille knew me very well. “Yes Mistress.”

We moved to the next store, and I followed along, my entire body tense. Part of it was because I was still pressurized for orgasm. Sure, not as close as I was a few minutes before, but I could tell my blood was boiling. The other part was I did not want to get shocked again. At all. The pain of each zap was too sudden. Perhaps if I was able to build up to it, like being tormented with the TENS Unit, one level then another, I’d have been more accepting. Still, I felt the oozing moisture seeping out of my stimulated cunt and walked behind Lucille, basically on eggshells, waiting for her next command.

It didn’t take long.

Lucille was looking through a table full of sweaters as I stood next to her. “Do you see the young lady putting clothing away?”

I glanced off to my right. There was a cute, blonde girl, in her lower twenties, who was restocking one of the displays. “Yes mistress,” I replied quietly.

“You will go up to her, introduce yourself, and then offer to lick her pussy in the dressing room.”

I blinked. About a hundred questions rushed through my mind, like “what if she gets upset?” or “what if she says yes?” Instead of asking them, I headed straight toward the clerk. My arms dropped down as I approached, and I was a little surprised to see that she saw me coming and turned toward me instantly.

“Hi,” she said brightly. “Can I help you?” Her name tag said Emily. Blonde and cute, she was about the same height I was, or would have been if I wasn’t wearing four-inch heels compared to her sensible flats. I smiled at her, trying to ignore the fact that there was at least an eight-year difference in ages between us. I put on a wooden smile.

“Umm… my name is Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I said softly. “I was wondering if I could lick your pussy.” Her eyes widened and for a moment she just stared at me. Inside I died of mortification. Of course, this girl would reject such a proposal! I was a red-headed fuck slut almost a decade older than her! She’d probably call security.

“In the dressing room,” I added lamely, already wondering if I were about to get myself kicked out of the store. It would serve Mistress Lucille right, but would probably mean I’d get another zap right between the…

Emily gave me a quick nod. “Follow me in thirty seconds. I’ll leave the door open.”

I blinked as she turned away and watched with wide eyes as she walked over to the fitting rooms. She stepped into one and I could hear the zipper of her pants go down.

Well… I’ll be damned. I glanced back at Lucille who nodded and waved me forward. I turned back toward the dressing rooms and as I approached, the anal beads in my bottom started vibrating again. I pulled on the door and stepped in quickly, finding Emily with her pants and panties around one ankle, her legs spread as she sat on the bench, her fingers already rubbing her slit eagerly. She was clean shaven and already more than a little wet.

“Quickly,” she cooed. “I don’t have a lot of time.”

I nodded and dropped to my knees, my hands already going to her thighs. I pressed her open a bit and breathed in her scent. There was vanilla and strawberries and then the musky tang of her need. I stuck my tongue out, touched it to her clit, and heard her gasp. Then my own hesitation faded and a second later I was sucking on her little lollipop like there was no tomorrow, and it was the best thing I’d ever tasted in my freaking life. My finger slipped into her well, sliding in easily and I realized she was just as wet as I was. I swirled my tongue around her clit as she put her hand on my head, entangling her fingers in my dyed, red hair. I let go of her clit and began licking up and down her slit, always coming back up to stab and flicked her clit with my tongue. It didn’t take Emily long to start panting and I felt her pulling on my head, pushing my face harder into her cunt. I slipped another finger in and she quivered beneath my face.

“Oh yes!” She gasped, lifting her left leg up and over my shoulder. Then she slapped her right hand down on the wooden bench as her left forced me even deeper. I drank her in, going back to her clit and sucking hard.

“Harder! Oh God yes!” She blurted out. Then a rush of wetness exploded against my face and I drank her down, sucking as she squirmed and twisted beneath me. The pull became a push and this time I grabbed her, refusing to let go, or stop, my tongue still darting against her clit. I had to take my fingers out of her just to wrap my arms around each leg.

“Stop!” She gasped, her desperate hands pushing at my head, then my shoulders. “STOP! I can’t! I can’t! It’s too…” Then she quivered again and another squirt of pussy juice flooded into my mouth. I heard a high-pitched squeal and this time I lifted my wet face, looking up. Emily’s eyes were unfocused and she was panting heavily, clearly lost in the moment. Grinning I pulled back, slowly standing to look down at the twenty-something year old clerk. She was slumped on the bench, legs spread stupidly wide, cum dripping from her cunt, her tan slacks bunched up around her right ankle, right beneath her cute little pink panties.

“That,” I said with utter satisfaction, “was amazing.” I licked my lips and then wiped the back of my hand across my face. She stared up at me, just breathing and when I opened the door and stepped out, she jerked but was unable to stop me. I closed the door behind me and then found myself face to face with Mistress Lucille.

“How was she?” Lucille asked.

I let out a laugh. “Can we buy her?”

For the first time, ever, Lucille laughed at something I said. She looked away. “I’m fairly sure she isn’t for sale.” She glanced around for just a moment, then looked me right in the eye. “Don’t make a sound,” she said sternly.

My eyebrow went up. “Don’t make a sound?”

But even as I said it, Lucille’s hands touched my sides and then slid up my front. Her fingertips disappeared under the front halves of my sweater, and I felt her palms on my breasts. I gasped, a sort of sensual surge shooting through me, and my eyes widened as she began kneading my tits. I licked my lips as her fingers worked down and suddenly, she wasn’t cupping or holding my bosom now. Her fingers tightened on the sensitive tips and I shook my head in alarm.

“Mistress!” I hissed. “There are people here!” And there were. Lots of them. Sure, none of them were standing right where they could see, but if she did what I thought she was going to do, they’d hear me.

Lucille’s fingers tightened anyway and the pleasure changed to discomfort. I winced. Then grimaced. Then I gasped as she began cruelly twisting. I struggled not to respond for a moment, but then it began really hurting and I brought my hands up, grabbing Lucille’s wrists. I pushed on her arms but her fingers were lock tight. For a moment I thought I was going to scream, but then she let go and I yelped, stumbling back away from her as she pulled her hands out from under my sweater. My arms came up and I cupped my breasts, the pain dulling but still very present. Then I looked at Mistress Lucille’s face and I knew I’d fucked up.

Badly.

I shook my head and held out a hand. “Please! Wait! I didn’t mean it! You can do it again and I won’t…”

*ZAP*

I let out a short cry, which I can assure you was heard throughout the entire store and my hands shot down to my crotch. It had been another short jolt, just like all the others, but it had been excruciating too. I trembled in the aftermath, half bent over, both hands pressed to my sex.

“Are you okay?” A familiar voice asked, and I looked up to see Emily, her clothing now back in place. She seemed very concerned, and I nodded, blinking away my tears.

“Of course, she is,” sneered Lucille. “She’s a painslut.” Emily looked at Lucille in confusion, then back at me. I nodded, then straightened up. Then the vibroballs in my pussy began rumbling and I tightened, groaning as I looked over at Lucille. Her hand was in her pocket again. The low-level vibrations combined with the ones still coming from my bottom and then the vibroballs increased speed to medium.

“Say goodbye, Breanne.”

I looked at Emily. “Are you for sale?”

Emily gave me a weird look and cocked her head sideways.

“Breanne,” Lucille said sternly.

“Goodbye,” I said softly, then started to follow my mistress.

Emily looked back between the two of us, then lurched forward and grabbed my hand, nodding emphatically. “Yes.”

I blinked. “Yes, what?”

She grinned. “I’m definitely for sale,” she replied.

But Lucille was walking toward the entrance. I gave Emily a pained look then hurried after my mistress. Out in the commons I caught up with her. She didn’t say anything but continued along with me beside her. I kept my mouth shut, mostly because I didn’t want to be shocked again, but also because she hadn’t turned off either the vibroballs or the anal beads. Both were buzzing along firmly and I could feel the pressure building again.

Fast.

The number of people in the mall had increased since we’d arrived and I found myself covering my breasts with my arms, just to keep people from staring. Lucille seemed oblivious to my discomfort, at least I thought she was, until a minute later she slowed, just enough for me to get ride by her side.

“Put your arms down,” she ordered. “I brought you out here to be humiliated.”

“But…”

I didn’t get any farther than that before the shock collar with its jury-rigged wire clamp sent another agonizing jolt through my clit. My arms certainly went down then, and I tipped over, squealing. It was only for a moment though because I caught sight of my reflection in the store window next to me. The sweater had fallen forward, and both of my breasts were in full view. In a flash, the pain still echoing through my clit didn’t seem that important. I straightened back up, bringing my hands up to my breasts, tugging the sweater back against my nipples. Then, before Lucille could shock me again, I swung my hands down to my hips, bracing myself for the coming jolt.

Instead, the vibroballs went to full power. So did the beads in my ass. I let out a panicked little mewl, trying not to thrust my hips lewdly. Lucille kept walking and I stumbled along beside her. Waves of sexual need rushed through me, and my pussy wouldn’t stop clenching. Or maybe it was my ass. Both. Whatever. People were staring at my top, or maybe they could see the clamp on my clit through the gauze of my skirt. I don’t know. Either. Both. I realized my heart was beating fast and I was once again racing toward the cliffs of orgasm, intent on throwing myself off the edge.

“Breanne, how much does Kari pay you?”

My head snapped and I looked at Lucille with a suspicious glare. “Um… I’m not sure Kari would approve me sharing that.” I braced myself, expecting a shock, but Lucille nodded as if she expected that answer.

“I’ve heard that your duties have changed somewhat. Has she decreased your salary?”

I blinked. “Decreased it?” I asked. “No. In fact, she increased it because I’m doing more.”

Lucille rolled her eyes. “Doing more of her work.” She took my arm and began walking us to another store. “But your value as a nympho humiliation pain slut has been reduced.”

My eyebrow went up. “But, we have so many clients. I’ve had to help out.”

Lucille shook her head. “No Bre, what I’m saying is that your value as a painslut is greater than your value as an interior designer.” Her mouth curled into a smirk. “Especially since all you do is southwest.”

I pursed my lips, about to retort to that accusation when Lucille took a sharp right turn, propelling me into one of the stores. It was a candle place and she marched me straight up to the woman at the desk.

“Good morning,” Lucille said simply. “I need a candle with a low temperature melting point.”

I gritted my teeth as the clerk gave Lucille a weird look.

“A low temperature melting point?” The clerk repeated. “Um… I’m not sure… uh…”

I closed my eyes and silent whispered, “don’t ask why. Don’t ask why…”

“Why a low temperature melting point?”

Fuck.

“I plan on dripping the hot wax all over my sex slave’s breasts,” Lucille said simply, pointing at my bosom. I felt the heat on my cheeks, but then the look on the clerk’s face was rich too. She had blushed just as much.

“I’m… I’m sorry. I don’t think we sell anything appropriate.” The shock in her voice was apparent.

Lucille nodded. “Well, what about inappropriate?”

The clerk shook her head and retreated without another word. Lucille let out a little laugh and led me out of the store. Back out in the commons she pushed me forward.

“I will match your current salary and add a fifty-thousand-dollar yearly bonus.”

I froze and stared at Lucille. “Wait. You’re offering me a job? To do what?”

Lucille gave me a strange look. “What do you think?” She scowled. “Certainly not to redecorate my house in cow horns and wagon wheels.”

I bit my lip. “You want me to quit working for Kari.”

Lucille started walking again and I caught up to her. It wasn’t easy to think with the vibroballs and anal beads still buzzing between my legs.

“I’m confused. You have a submissive,” I said.

Lucille’s expression softened. “Bethany is just over ten years older than you. Her body is going through some changes. While I will not cast her away, she is unable to bear the rigors of my needs,” Lucille replied. “She has also made it clear that she is considering leaving me. Not because of our relationship, but because she has lost the craving.”

“For being dominated?”

“For being tortured.”

I swallowed. “Oh.”

Lucille continued. “You will arrive at eight each morning, Monday through Friday, in the nude, rain or shine. The first hour you will join me in the gym for a physically demanding workout that will include sexual use and torment, followed by getting cleaned up. After that you will accede to any of my demands or needs, whether that be in my playroom, or accompanying me out. I will provide you suitable clothing for your station as needed.”

I didn’t reply. I didn’t know what to say.

“You will also replace Bethany as my official submissive at Society Meetings, which means that I’ll be sharing you frequently with the other mistresses.” She flicked a glance at my chest. “And you’ll remove those stupid barbells and will wear an appropriate gold ring with lock on your right nipple.”

I closed my eyes. This was… momentous. Incredible. And frightening. The very thought of not driving into work each day to see Kari. Well, I couldn’t even imagine that. But… it was true that things had changed for me. The workload Kari was seeing had doubled since she first hired me. In fact, when my parents had literally sold the farm and I was lost in a world where my only major asset was my penchant for physical sexual use, she gave me a place and used me in exactly that way. That first year Kari hadn’t needed a secretary, or an assistant. She used me as an office slut. Someone to humiliate and abuse and torture, all to satisfy her sadistic needs.

But that was years ago. Things had changed. Now I spent four days a week, not wearing humiliating and slutty clothing meant for the set of “Slut Secretaries Punished XIV”, but outfits that were actually decent. Borderline decent, sure. Daringly sexy you might even say. But… decent. I met with clients about interior design. Materials. Timetables. I was managing the freaking demolition crew! Sexual torment had stopped being part of the job. Or at least, it had sure diminished. If I took Lucille up on her offer, sexual torment would be the job.

Mistress Lucille didn’t say anything else, but then turned us into another store. It was a weird one for her – not clothing but watches and jewelry. She took my hand and I felt something metal fall into my palm.

“Ask a man of your choice to put those on your breasts.”

My objection died on my lips because I knew if I said a word, I’d be given another shock, so instead I nodded, clenched my fist tight around the chain and clamps she’d deposited in my hand, and looked around. I didn’t even look at them. There was one guy in a corner, not a clerk but a customer. I headed straight for him and with my back to the rest of the store, and to Lucille, I tapped him on the shoulder.

“Excuse me,” I said politely.

He turned and his eyes widened as his gaze flickered down to my bosom. I smiled. Thank God men are simple to understand and motivate. I held out the clamps in my hand. “I’m Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. Would you mind putting these on my breasts?”

And that’s when I got a glimpse of the clamps. I’d been expecting clovers, or duck bill, but Lucille had given me alligator clamps. I stiffened in alarm because alligator clamps ran the gauntlet from mildly uncomfortable to causing exquisite agony. Depending on the interior spring, they would either bite down lightly, with minimal pressure, or squeeze so tight that I’d cry. Knowing Lucille, they were probably in the latter range.

“Seriously?” He asked, glancing down.

I nodded. “Please? I need it,” I whispered.

He glanced around, obviously uncomfortable with the location, but I fixed that by exposing my left breast. Maybe someone else saw a flash of skin, but my assistant moved quickly enough, pinching open the toothed clamp and bringing it up from underneath my nipple. I felt it bite down, first with a light pressure, then cruelly and I gasped, wincing from the pain. It might not have been as bad, had Lucille not been torturing my nipples all morning, first with those clothespins, then with the pinching and twisting. I let the sweater drop and exposed my other breast. The chain was cold and touched my belly, then rose as the man in front of me clamped my other tit. Pain rushed through my chest and I groaned, then gripped his arm as I shuddered. Then the fucking vibroballs went to full power.

Oh yeah. I was on the edge.

The pain morphed, just as it always does, into something more than the sum of its parts. My fucked up brain couldn’t handle it and I pushed myself away from man who’d just clamped my nipples and rushed back toward Mistress Lucille. I had to ask for permission! The chain, fully exposed and dangling out from under the sweater, jingled and bounced, and the thick material of my top didn’t hide the thick outlines of the clamps. I was even more a spectacle. I hurried up to her.

“Please? Please can I cum?”

Lucille smiled wickedly. “Of course not.”

I gritted my teeth, frustrated and over-pressurized. “Please! I can’t hold it back!” I knew that, just like she did. Instead, she took my hand and pulled me over to a niche between stores. People walked past us, most ignoring the nympho humiliation pain slut trembling in front of her mistress, but some gazing on with interest as my hips thrust forward and I shook.

“Breanne, do you know why you’re special?” Lucille asked softly. I shook my head. I was too close. Too hot and bothered. Too desperate. I was going to cum. It didn’t matter now. Permission or denial. I was about to pop.

“Because unlike most masochists,” she said simply. “It’s not about the differential. It’s about overload. Most of the submissives of the Society tolerate the pain, so that when the pleasure hits, it feels twice as strong.” She suddenly wrapped one arm around me, pulling me tight and I put my face down into her shoulder. “You on the other hand, get off on the pain itself.” Her arms tightened around me. “If you thrust against me, even once, I’ll shock you.”

I froze, but only for a second. I couldn’t help it. I’m not sure if I thought it through and made a conscious decision, or if I was running on autopilot. The Christmas music playing in the background seemed especially loud and people swirled past in my peripheral vision. My hips moved, thrusting and grinding against Mistress Lucille as the orgasm crested and I jumped, hard and fast into abyss. I felt an explosion between my legs. It might have been pain. Or pleasure. I don’t know. My brain wasn’t processing those sensations differently. It was just pressure. Overt sexual pressure. But so strong! I swooned as the adrenaline hit me. I felt wetness on my thighs and then I slumped against Lucille, my clit on fire but with the rest of me in excited ecstasy.

“Sssshhhh,” she whispered, stroking my back. I felt the vibroballs slow and then shut off, but the beads in my ass just went to low power, still buzzing softly.

I straightened, pulling myself out of her embrace, and looked at her weakly. “Did you shock me? I asked in confusion. “While I was cumming?”

Lucille nodded. “Five times,” she said wickedly. “With each thrust you made against me. It took you to climax and over the edge”

“I… but… it didn’t hurt.”

“No, it hurt you. I could feel the way your body responded.” She smiled. “But your brain interpreted the sensations as something else. That’s what makes you special Breanne. What makes you different. I’m going to hurt you some more on the way back to the car. And then, after lunch, I’m going to play with you in my dungeon, where your screams will not bother anyone.”

I nodded and grabbed her hand, holding it tightly. “Am I going to be allowed to cum again?” I asked softly as we started walking.

Lucille laughed. “Of course not. But you will. Because pain turns you on. And you are you.”

I pulled her to a stop. For a moment neither of us said a word. Then I leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek.

“I’m ready,” I said softly. “I accept. You can hurt me. Right now, if you want.”

Lucille nodded. There was no smile. Just acknowledgement “I know.” She pulled her hand out of mine and started walking. “Let’s go.”

And I disobeyed.

She realized I wasn’t there beside her and she stopped and looked back at me. I waited.

“Breanne?”

I stood there, people moving around me, my nipples still throbbing, caught in the alligator clamps, my ass clenched tightly around the vibrating anal beads, and my dripping wet pussy quivering. Our eyes met and suddenly she understood. I felt the vibroballs come on, and not on low. Full power. I bit my lip, straining not to move.

“Oh yes,” Lucille breathed, her eyes sparkling. “There it is. That snarky brat who deserves punishment.”

I lowered my eyelids and smirked. My entire body twitched with sexual need.

Then I felt it. The violation. The pain. The shock.

I bore it. I didn’t yelp, or squeal, or cry out. I didn’t put my hands down on my clit. I took a step forward, embracing the pain and I moved next to her. Not a word was said as we walked through the mall, back to the car, the dog collar delivering shock after shock, every two or three minutes. The vibrations never stopped and the looks I was getting… oh my god.

I was only a few feet away from the car when I finally cried out, lurching forward to brace myself as the second orgasm rushed through me. I could feel the electricity shooting across my clit, fire and ice and pressure. Girl goo squirted out onto the concrete, soaking my thighs and splattering my feet.

“You didn’t ask for permission,” Lucille said darkly, holding the small remote that went to the shock collar encircling my thigh.

I looked up, panting. “I just guess you’ll have to punish me for it,” I whispered. I felt the vibroballs and the anal beads slow and then stop. Lucille moved around to the other side of the car and opened the door.

Lucille grinned. “Oh. I intend to. Right after you give Kari your two-week notice,” she said, handing me her phone. I took it, sexual euphoria still cascading through my body. A thousand questions ran through my mind. Was this the right thing? Was I going to regret it? Was I going to even survive it? I gulped and then nodded. Kari’s number was in the contact list and I dialed.

“Hello?”

“Um… Hi Kari…” I said softly, feeling the vibroballs start back up. My pussy tightened and I slipped one hand down between my legs, feeling the shock clamp on my clit. “Um… I… I’m sorry, but I’m giving my two-weeks’ notice. I’m quitting.”

*ZAP*
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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 either would 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 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. I was bent in half, and not the easy way, a padded bar positioned across the small of my back. My arms were bound to my ankles, another support positioned under my shoulders to stick out by my biceps. My knees were bent, my legs wrapped around a third padded bar, and I could touch the bare soles of my feet with my fingers. My knees had been bound to the bar, forcing my legs apart, but as uncomfortable as that happened to be, there were two other sensations that I was coping with.

The first sensation was the vibrations. Most of them came from a massager, one of those soft rubber bulbed ones, and it was mounted on a metal stand, positioned just above a very thick, very long, vibrator. The fact that the synthetic cock was also buzzing, and at a very different pace and frequency than the massager, made for these bizarre waves of prickling sensation. 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 extending and shaking in my ass.

I couldn’t remember how long the massager, vibrator, and plug had all been buzzing, but I knew I’d just had my third orgasm of the afternoon, and was quickly approaching a fourth. 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 vibrator and the plug. The juices were dripping down the sides of the vibe to fall to the floor of Mistress Lucille’s play room. It was the punishment for 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 black collar around her neck, just like mine, though she wasn’t sporting the ankle and wrist cuffs that I now knew were part of the uniform. 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?”

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 me.
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