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A Bad Little Girl

I squared up my bare shoulders as I looked up at the apartment complex. It was a nice place, better than mine in fact, with decent landscaping, fresh paint, and regular maintenance. It was also on higher ground, since it was on the northeast side of Houston, away from the mosquitos and gator filled bayous. That made it upscale, at least as far as the sort of residents you’d see walking around.

It was also not the sort of place you'd see a girl like me. My hair, dyed a fire engine red, was too bright and too flamboyant. Both of my ears were pierced, with huge, gold colored hoop earrings dangling from the lobes. My breasts, both of which were of respectable, but not ostentatious size, were wrapped in an ultra tight, white tube top that left most of my midriff bare, while creating a cleavage you could ski down. The hard, little bumps of my nipples were distinct, enhanced by the small hoop piercings that decorated the tips of my bosom. Even more intriguing was the shape of a padlock, charm-sized of course, that dangled from my right nipple, mashed tight beneath the tube top’s elastic material.

The skirt was made of the same cloth. Snow white and only a few inches from top to bottom, it hugged my hips daringly, as if the first sensual twitch of my lower half would cause my bottoms to drop to the floor. The hem, which was suspended just below my shaved, pink slit, stretched with each step and was practically an invitation to see just where those creamy thighs might lead. The snow colored cloth was also a perfect backdrop for the bright pink wire that led from a small battery back and control box, tucked into the waistband, that disappeared beneath the hem with exciting intrigue.

Around my right ankle was a chain, a series of small gold bells hanging evenly around its circumference. And of course, if you had made it from the slave anklet to my toes, you would no doubt smile at the nine inch platform heels, made of clear acrylic. They were more commonly known as “stripper shoes”. Like my hair and clothing, the idea was to draw attention. Not by choice, mind you. I would have preferred blue jeans, boots, and a tee shirt. But this was no ordinary visit.

In my right hand was the strap to a satchel and it banged against my leg as I threaded my way through the eastern boxwood bushes and lush hibiscus. In my other hand was a slip of paper, with a name and address. Yup. I was in the right place. The only thing out of place was me. I looked like a ten penny whore.

I found the apartment and stepped up to the door, rapping firmly and confidently on the wood. I glanced around nervously, the satchel full of stuff banging against my leg. This was the dicey part. The door opened and a very surprised young man looked out at me in surprise.

He was taller than me, even with the stripper shoes, but the difference in height was negligible, at least right at that moment. He was clean-shaven, but had a day or two worth of stubble which made him look a bit more masculine and rugged. He was lean, like a runner, but wasn’t terribly athletic in appearance. He was dressed in a tee shirt and basketball shorts and looked like he'd just gotten up, since his hair was all askew. I smiled immediately. He was in his mid-twenties, which only made him a few years younger than me. Not that I showed it yet. I might not have ranked high on the beauty scale, but gosh darn it, I was cute, and that baby face had gotten me ice cream cones before.

“Hi!” I said brightly. “Are you…” I brought up the slip of paper and read it aloud. “Henry Pence?”

“Uh, yes,” he replied cautiously. His eyes slid down from my scarlet locks to my face, then dipped down into the dark creavase that disappeared into my tube top. I pushed my shoulders back just a bit, just to get a bit more of my bosom in his face.

I lowered the paper, my mouth still curled up in a grin. “Well, someone really likes you,” I said. “I'm here to give you the special massage.” I gave him a sexy and rather obvious wink. He stared at me, rather dumbfounded.

“The special massage?” He repeated in a bewildered tone.

“Well, yeah,” I said with a chuckle and a roll of the eyes. Then I looked around, just to make sure we were really alone. “I mean, I can hardly say ‘handjob’ or ‘genital massage’ because that would be illegal.”

Henry blinked. “I don't understand.”

I sighed, but softly. He wasn't stupid, just oblivious. I gave him a very direct, very patient look. “Henry, someone felt you deserved something nice and asked me to come here and do something nice to you.”

I could see suspicion writ large upon his face. “Like what?”

I laughed. “Do I need to spell it out for you?”

He didn't answer. He just stared at my face, and I couldn't have that now, could I? I put my bag down on the ground, did another quick check of the nearby walkway, grabbed the bottom edge of my tube top, and gave him something else to look at. As both bare, pierced, pink tipped breasts bounced free a foot away from Henry's face, I pointed to my chest.

“Would you feel more comfortable inviting me in if I left my clothing out here, just to show you that I'm not hiding anything?”

Henry glanced down at the bag. I stooped and lifted it up, leaving my boobs out of course, and opened it. Flavored oil, my purse, some condoms, a set of bondage cuffs, a leather collar, a variety of clamps, and my sap, which is a kind of small paddle. I gave him a rueful grimace and hoped he didn’t think I was some kind of weirdo. That would have been unfortunate. For a long moment we stood there, me half naked, a hopeful look on my face, him still clearly in shock. So I reached into the bag, pulled out the bondage cuffs, held them out, and said, “if you want, you can tie me up.”

And that did it. Henry smiled, and stepped back out of the doorway, letting me in.

***

There are days I worry about mankind. Please note that in this specific instance, when I’m saying mankind I mean exactly that. As in different from womankind. That’s because over the years I’ve become frighteningly aware that most men will follow a woman anywhere. No. Seriously. If I approached ten different guys randomly, display a coquettish lift of my hip, flash a little skin, and curl a finger while giving them a sensual wink, nine of them would follow me into a dark alley. I’m being honest here. Despite knowing the risks, their assessment would be getting to fuck me verses all the possible bad things that could happen to them. It amazes me. It took me awhile, but I finally realized that the reason women don’t rule the world, is because we don’t want to.

Like me. My general “goal of the day” is basically to get fucked hard and cum. I’m not hard to please.

Henry’s apartment was cute. At least, it would have been had it been picked up. Clothes were strewn all over. Empty beer bottles seemed to be the arte decor, and there was leftover pizza sitting out on the kitchen bar. I wrinkled my nose. Ewww. Frozen pizza. Sad. Still, there were some pictures on the walls - some nature scenes that had come pre-framed from the art supply store, and two plants, though both of them looked like they needed water. Henry suddenly looked at his place with a critical eye and I watched the typical quick pick up process as he tried to make his living room look presentable. With an armful of laundry he darted down the hall and tossed his stuff in the bedroom.

“Uh, sorry,” he mumbled. “I wasn’t expecting company.”

I set my bag down on the coffee table and turned toward him. My tube top was still around my waist and his eyes were pretty much glued to my breasts, but I smiled for him anyway. He might have seen it. I grabbed hold of the top and pulled it back up, and I saw the disappointment start to appear on his face, until I kept going, freeing my breasts and pulling the entire thing up over my head. He gulped. I could literally see his Adam’s apple bobbing, and if the growing bulge in his basketball shorts were an indication, he was quite interested.

So half naked, I turned my back to him and bent over, deliberately and at the waist, so that my little white mini skirt could ride up in the back. Which it did. I began pulling things I thought I’d need out of the bag; a condom, my clover clamps, the bondage cuffs (all four of them), some clothespins, and the oil. I did it slowly, and deliberately, and I knew that Henry was half bent over himself, looking up my skirt, gazing with growing need at my wet, pink slit.

Because I wasn’t wearing any underwear.

Don’t get me wrong. I like panties. They are more comfortable in the long run, and on some occasions are even a necessity. (We don’t need to go into that, but you ladies know what I mean.) That said, for a nympho humiliation pain slut, panties can be a barrier. They form a psychological defense, as well as a real, physical one, preventing access. To get fucked, they generally have to be removed, so going commando emphasizes an attitude of willingness. As such, displaying my bare pussy is tantamount to an invitation itself.

Of course Henry’s eyes would also be drawn to the wire disappearing into the folds of my sex, wondering what was on the other end. I personally was ignoring the soft vibrations of the vibroballs buzzing in my slit, but I’m pretty sure they intrigued Henry. He took a step closer and I stayed right where I was, pretending to futz with my supplies, until I felt his hand right where I wanted it.

His fingers found my slit and I gasped loudly as two fingers slid halfway into my depths. Not really a penetration, but… my God… the promise of one! I stayed bent over, one hand now on the coffee table. And I spread my legs a little farther. I wondered if he would find it odd that was already so wet.

“What’s the wire for?” He asked curiously, rubbing my petals, teasing me. I let out a soft moan.

“It’s my vibroballs,” I explained simply. “I keep a vibrator inside me at all times so that I’m always ready and wanting. That way any man who needs to use me can just slide himself in. I just have to remove the toy and spread my legs.”

His middle finger slid in deep and wiggled around inside me, touching the vibroballs, making them move around. I mewled like a kitten, bracing myself with both hands on his table. I wasn’t quite expecting him to be so… forward. Usually in cases like this, I have to lead the guy around on a freaking leash to get him to touch me. This was… this was…

“Can I please suck your cock?” I begged softly. “Then you can fuck me hard?”

Henry laughed and pulled his fingers out of my pussy. That felt awful and I stayed in position, hoping he’d stick something back in there. Instead he waved his goo covered digit over the coffee table. “What’s all this?” He asked.

I straightened up, grabbed his hand, and brought it up to my mouth. I didn’t answer him. Instead I slowly pushed his Bre flavored finger up to my lips, stuck my tongue out, and licked him. Had that been his cock, he would probably have exploded right then and there. I worshiped his finger. I slid my tongue around the tip and then engulfed him fully, bobbing my head and sucking. He got the message, but I didn’t really let go until he was clean.

I smacked my lips hungrily as I let his hand drop and then I looked down at the table. “Well, this is flavored oil, which I love rubbing into a guy’s cock. I believe very strongly in using all my talents to make a man explode. So hands and mouth are important,” I explained easily. Then I lifted the bondage cuffs. “These are for my ankles and wrists, so that my clients can properly restrain me if needed.” I moved on but he stopped me.

“Restrain you?” Henry asked curiously.

I laughed. “Of course. I prefer spread-eagled on a bed, but doing the splits on the couch, with my hands bound over my head, clipped to the collar, is another position I like,” I said simply, matter of factly, and it made his eyebrows go up.

“Don’t you worry,” he coughed with embarrassment, “you know, about someone doing something to you that you don’t, you know… like?”

I grinned. “You’d have to be really, really kinky to get somewhere like that.” I shrugged. “Besides, there are a few people who know where I am, including the person who sent me here.” I gave him a wink. “So don’t think you can get away with tying me down to your bed for ever and using me as a permanent sex slave.” I cocked my head. “Not that I’d mind that, but I’ve got other responsibilities and it would be awkward.”

Henry blinked. I moved on, picking up some hardware. “These are nipple clamps,” I said brightly, holding up the steel chain with the cruel looking pincers attached to the ends. “They’re for my breasts,” I gave them a shake. “Though I suppose, if you really wanted to, you could wear them.” Henry laughed and shook his head. I let out a matching chuckle. “No? Well, then I guess they’re for me then.” I put them back down. “These are clothespins,” I said, picking up the plastic bag. There were two dozen of them and I held them up.

“No shit,” Henry said, still amazed. “What are those for?”

For a second I hesitated. “Do you know what masochism is?” I asked carefully.

He nodded. “I’m not ignorant. There are people who get turned on by pain.”

I grinned. “Well, there we go.”

He shook his head. “I’m not one of those,” he assured me.

I blinked. “Oh. But I am,” I replied honestly.

“What? Oh!” He reached out and picked up the bag. “So…” He looked at me curiously. I sighed and took the bag away from him.

“Maybe later. After you have me tied up,” I said.

His head bobbed. “Okay. And this?” He picked up the leather sap. It was short handled and firm, with the paddle end flexible black leather. He smacked it against his palm and grimaced.

I swallowed and gave him a direct look. “That’s for me,” I replied. “For when I’m being a naughty little girl.” I licked my lips. “It’s for spanking my bottom, or my breasts, or…” and this is where I slipped my thumbs into the waistband of the skirt. I pushed it down, the controller for my vibroballs palmed in my hand. I stepped out of the material, standing naked in front of him. He stared as I backed into the couch, just a foot away, and sat down, spreading my legs wide at the same time. My thumb pushed on the dial that controlled the vibroballs and suddenly I could hear them, buzzing as my pussy tightened around them in quivering desperation. I presented myself, putting my hands on my thighs, opening myself up.

“My pussy,” I finished.

Henry held the sap in his hand. His mouth seemed to water. “And when… I mean… when will I know if you’re a bad little girl?” He asked.

I pursed me lips and smiled. “Oh Henry. I’ve been a bad little girl from the moment I stepped into your apartment. Didn’t you know that?”

He used a foot to push the coffee table out of the way and then knelt down in front of me. He lifted the leather sap, still a bit uncertain, but totally willing. “And how many strokes does a bad little girl get?” He asked.

I leaned forward a bit and licked my lips. “As many as it takes before you can’t stand not fucking me.”

Henry smiled. “Perfect.” He lifted the little leather paddle above my slit.

And the sap fell.


A Bad Little Girl - Part Two

Henry rolled off me with a moan of intense satisfaction and I looked away, hiding the expression of frustration on my face. The sex had been fast and intense, starting with about twenty stinging, but not painful spanks to my slit, and ending with an awkward, half-on half-off screw on the couch. Between my legs, the wet and wanton, my now empty slit was grasping and convulsing, denied the pleasure of something thick and hard, while off to my right my client was now smiling idiotically, clearly pleased with himself.

I sighed. This was part and parcel for a nympho humiliation pain slut. The reality is that my purpose isn’t my own pleasure, though I try to work that inasmuch as possible. My existence is about pleasing others, and Henry was certainly satisfied. I leaned over and stripped the condom off his limp shaft, curling up beside him. Then I planted a few kisses on his hip, then began nuzzling his cock. He lifted his head curiously, then groaned as I took his entire member into my mouth, suckling the soft and disappointingly small bits, hoping for a shred of thick hardness.

While I felt a surge of initial disappointment, it didn’t stay around that long. Sure, I was insanely horny and wanted to cum, but this wasn’t my first rodeo and I’d long ago figured out the best way to get what I wanted was to learn how to stimulate others into giving it to me. So if I needed cock, the best thing I could do was get Henry hard again.

“Mmm,” I hummed, lifting my face off his flaccid dick and using my fingernails to caress his scrotum. “Did you enjoy that?” I asked brightly.

Henry nodded, the euphoric look of sexual climax still blurring his eyes. I could tell. That’s what I was after  myself. It’s what makes me tick. I needed that. I’m addicted. So I wanted to get him rock hard again as quick as possible.

Which meant being a tease. Or something else.

I got down off the couch and picked up the clover clamps from the coffee table. There was plenty of room since Henry had pushed it out of the way, so I made sure to move in a curvy, dancing sort of way. My hips swung, my high heels crossed with each step, and when I turned back to face him, the hungry, predatory expression on my face left no doubt that what I wanted was him. His eyes widened as I stepped up, straddling his lap as if I were a dancer, except the slick wetness of my sex slid over his shaft, which is not something you generally get to experience at a strip club. I rocked back, settling myself, my quivering petals surrounding his still soft dick. It felt incredible and even pliable I could picture myself cumming with enough grinding. But instead I focused on trying to get him hard again. I started with the clover clamps.

“Do you like my breasts?” I asked, draping the chain over his neck. He was still wearing his tee shirt, though the boxers and basketball shorts were long gone. I brought my hands up to my chest and cupped my bosoms, lifting them up and teasing the nipples with my fingers.

“Absolutely,” Henry agreed. He brought his hands up too, grasping my boobs and squeezing them. I let out a breathy moan as he fingered the tips, rubbing and tweaking the points. I lifted my arms above my head, which had the effect of lifting my breasts, increasing their allure, and even making me look more submissive.

“Do you know what bad little girls have done to their tits?” I asked, my voice low pitched and needy.

“Clamps?” He asked with a laugh.

“Hmmph,” I said wickedly, shrugging my shoulders. “Maybe,” I taunted. Then I looked him right the eye. “But only after their boobs been spanked and pinched and twisted.”

“Oh?” Henry asked. “Is that what you like?” His fingers were already tightening around the tips of my breasts and I groaned.

“It’s not what I like, it’s what you like,” I said breathlessly. The sensation coming from the tips of my breasts was right on, a tingly, hurting sort of sensation that sent little shivers up my spine and made my cunt tighten up like a glove. And I wasn’t the only one having fun with my nipples. Evidently Henry liked it too because I could feel him hardening. Not fast. But he was already a bit thicker than before, and because his sausage was sitting in my folds like a hot dog in a bun, I knew it wasn’t going to be long before round two started. So I looked him right in the eye and took a very deep, spine arching breath.

“Spank my breasts,” I pleaded. “Hurt me? Just a little?”

I didn’t think Henry was a sadist - the kind of person who gets off by hurting other people. But there is another aspect that sort of goes with it. There is a certain allure to a pretty, submissive girl, asking for you to smack her around, even if you aren’t intending on leaving handprints on her skin. I’m not even a true masochist myself, since the hurt I’m usually asking for is sexual in nature. Meaning if you come over and shove needles up under my fingernails you better hope I’m tied down or I’m going to try to rip off your face. But spread me open, whip my pussy, and then clamp my clit, all while seeing how many inches of dildo I can take in both holes?

Sign me up.

Henry smacked my left breast with a nice slap and I gasped, but it sent my hips twerking into overdrive. My eyelids fluttered as sweet bliss shot up from between my legs, the head of Henry’s cock hitting my clit with every coital thrust of my pelvis. He slapped my right breast, but a little softer; probably worried about hurting his hand on the small, gold padlock that hung from the piercing. I moaned, eyes closed, pushing my breasts out, making sure he knew just how much I was loving every second of it.

“More? Please? More? Hurt me?” I begged.

A flurry of spanks came, none of them hard, but all of them firm. It stung and heated my breasts up beautifully. It also did exactly what I’d hoped, and I pumped myself up and down the full length of his cock, not letting it stand up quite yet. Henry’s face had taken on a strained look and his fingers found the tips of my breasts and went back to twisting and tweaking the points.

“Now,” I whispered. “The clamps?”

Henry blinked and then gasped. He fumbled for the chain, found it around his neck, and brought it up. I cupped my breasts, offering them to him. “Put the clamps deep,” I whispered. “Behind the piercings.”

I might have made it sound like that would hurt me more, but it actually hurts less. Fewer nerves pinched. Still, the cold steel bit into my breasts, closing tight, sending delicious shivers up through me. The chain bounced against my belly and I only made it another dozen thrusts of my hips before nature took control and I felt myself slip, wet and hot, against Henry’s cock and it went right up inside me.

Sans condom.

“Ooops!” I squealed. I climbed off him, his shaft wet and upright and thick and hard and I snatched a condom out of my bag. I tore the package open and put it on him, then climbed right back on, impaling myself perfectly on his spear. I let out satisfied moan and began bouncing, thoroughly working myself, toes curling as waves of pleasure blasted out from my sex.

This time I came first, crying out in wild abandon, Henry’s hands on my hips, his fingers tapping the clover clamps. Flashes of light seemed to shoot across my eyes, especially after I closed them, the scents and smells of Henry’s body filling my nose. It wasn’t just the up and down movement, but the back and forth rocking that truly pushed me over the edge. My clit rubbed against his pubic hair and I quivered in utter bliss. Then things burst inside me, exploding with wet violence, and I cried out, grabbing at his hands, placing them on my breasts, and shaking.

He wasn’t far behind me, thank God, especially since I slumped forward, my brain nothing but pleasurable mush. My higher thought processes had been turned to liquified self-indulgence and I wasn’t really even capable of making sure he came. Thank goodness me being me, my body was a ready receptacle, and ribbons of his spunk shot out of his cock, filling the prophylactic reservoir. I slid off him, breathless and high as a kite, kitted on my own hormonal mix of drugs. I felt like a puddle of pudding, sliding to the floor, my head on his thigh. He ran his hand through my hair and let out his own sigh of sweet satisfaction.

We stayed like that for several minutes, and it was me who came out of it first. Henry had already had two orgasms in the space of an hour, which undoubtedly left him with fewer functioning brain cells than before we started. Slowly I unwrapped myself, standing without a shred of self-consciousness. I padded into the kitchen and rummaged around until I found a pair of glasses, filled both with water, and brought them back to the couch. Henry’s eyes had cleared and he gave me an appreciative look. I didn’t sit down. That’s not the appropriate place for a nympho humiliation pain slut. Instead I knelt before him, the steel clover clamps still dangling from my breasts.

“How do you feel?” I asked politely. I set my glass down and put my hands on Henry’s leg, fingers massaging him gently. It wasn’t erotic. It was just nice to be able to touch him. He grinned.

“Fantastic,” he admitted.

I smiled. “I’m glad. Are you ready to move to the bedroom?”

Henry’s eyes widened. “You’re kidding?”

I shook my head. “Massage time,” I explained. “My purpose here is to make you feel good. So what I’d like to do next is spend some time with my oil, rubbing you.”

There was a long pause. “Whatever God I’ve pleased, may I continue to do so,” he muttered. He took a deep breath and looked at me. “Do you need to take off the clamps? Don’t they hurt?”

I laughed. “Of course they do. That’s the point.” I noticed his look of concern. “But they don’t hurt very much. It’s more like when you were pinching my nipples.” I licked my lips. “I like it.” He nodded in acceptance. “However, if I’m going to be massaging you, my vibroballs need to go back in.” I picked up the fallen sex toy. He’d pulled it out of me right after using the sap on my sex during our first tryst and I’d managed to get it turned off. Now I held it out to him as I stood up, spreading my legs.

“What? I’m just supposed to put it in?” He asked, somewhat incredulously. “When the fuck do you sleep?” He asked in disbelief. I laughed.

“Don’t worry. I can take it. I like it even.” I leaned forward and gave him an encouraging kiss. Then, after I licked his lips, I smiled. “Besides, I have to be ready whenever you are. Wet and dripping. It’s my purpose to be insanely aroused and always wanting.” I lifted one leg and put my high heel on the sofa cushion, right next to his leg. That left my rose colored slit within touching distance. He lifted the two vibroballs and gently pressed them against my folds. I sighed, thrusting my hips toward him, opening myself up even more. It didn’t take very much to soak the two spheres and he slid them into me with a push of his thumb. I moaned, loving every second of it, and then handed him the controller. He turned it on, all the way up to medium, and the two plastic balls in my sex hummed to life. I took a deep breath, closing my eyes, not a bit shocked at how quickly my body energized under the new sexual stimulation. I swallowed hard and nodded, quite pleased with how this was going.

“Bondage cuffs?” Henry asked. I chuckled. “Not yet, big boy. Those are for when I’m really being naughty, or when you are desperate to tie me down and use that sap on all my good bits. And you are nowhere close” But I saw the disappointed look in his eye and grabbed the black leather collar. “But this won’t get in my way,” I said, threading it around my throat. I did the buckle with both hands until it was tight around my neck. Then I grabbed the bottle of oil and held out my hand.

“Bedroom?” I asked. “Or would you rather me start on you right here?”

For a second Henry blinked. Then I could see him thinking. “My bedroom’s a bit of a mess,” he admitted. I believed it. Considering the crap laying around the living room, where he might be forced to entertain a guest, his bedroom had to be in worse shape. I laughed.

“I don’t care,” I replied. “If you’re bed is clear and comfy, good enough for me.”

Henry looked startled. “I just can’t believe this is happening. Who asked you to come here?” He said, still totally flabbergasted. I smiled.

“Sorry. My clients are anonymous. Can’t say,” I replied simply. He finally took my hand and I helped pull him up from the couch. He looked down at me, my tightly clamped titties, my stuffed and buzzing pussy, my bare skin, my fuck me hard high heels, and he threaded his fingers in mine and walked me through the dark hall and into the back bedroom.  


A Bad Little Girl - Part Three

Our bodies were slick with oil and Henry’s rock hard cock glistened as my hand slid up and down the full length. He whimpered slightly, his hands caught up in the bondage cuffs I’d fetched an hour before, though I’d showed him how to get out of them, just in case. It meant that he was there by choice, and the raw, turgid, hardness of his cock was because he wanted it, not because I was abusing him.

The massage had gone exactly the way I intended, the oil glistening on his skin, relaxing him and easing away tensions. I didn’t even start to focus on the sexual aspects until a full forty minutes had passed, and only then did I start letting my fingers glide over his manhood. He liked it when I pressed my own oil-slick form against his, letting the softness of my breasts caress his back, and his legs. He loved it when my fingers went in circles over the balls of his feet.

And he liked it even more when I pushed his toes into my sex, wetly rubbing them with my own dripping cunt.

Me? I was going stark, raving mad. I wanted another fucking, but I knew I had to let him recuperate. At least, if I wanted him tractable. Sure, I could have tied him down and milked him, but that is a cruel and somewhat vicious way to make a man cum. Trust me. I know. Besides, the point was to get him all worked up so he wanted to fuck me. Him having the orgasm was not exactly my goal here.

Which is why I spent so much time on his shoulders, his back, his legs, even his glutes. I hummed under my breath the entire time, trying to ignore the building vibrations between my own legs, and when I flipped him over I was gratified to see that he wasn’t exactly soft. Not hard though. No. Not yet. But all in good time. I rubbed my oil slicked hands over his chest, working my way down, skipping his loins and doing his thighs, his shins, then his toes. And when he glistened everywhere, then I took off my shoes, swung a leg over his torso, facing his shaft, and grabbed hold.

For the first ten minutes I did nothing but gently rub him up and down. He was hard in seconds of course, and I had no doubt he was staring at my buzzing pussy. His own hands went up and down my flanks, caressing me as I knelt over him, my hands playing with his cock. Eventually though I moved to his side, bracing myself up with one oiled hand in my hair, my left arm against his belly, while my fingers circled and swirled, loving every slick moment as they slid against his skin.

“Breanne,” he said, voice straining. “I need to fuck you.”

I laughed teasingly. “Hardly. You aren’t that close,” I retorted. But I sat up and bent my head over his cock. It was ridiculously hard, the head purple and shiny with oil. I’d spent much of my time on the edges and I knew how sensitive he was. But I was hardly going to just give in. I lowered my lips to him and kissed the top of his mast. My fingers made a circle at the base and I slowly pulled upward, an inverted thrust, even as my lips parted and I sucked him into my mouth.

The oil was chocolate flavored, one of my favorites, and I’ve found guys seem to like it too, especially when parts of me are covered in it. The scent of it was strong and I licked and slurped and sucked slowly, sensuously, until he was straining upward to my face. I almost felt sorry for him as he got more and more desperate.

“Am I being naughty enough now?” I asked, licking his manhood like a popsicle. “Am I a bad little girl?” I asked cheekily, my ass waving in front of his face. Then I gobbled him whole, bobbing my head as he began making a repetitive grunting noise. I knew he was close, so I wriggled my body across his, pushing my dripping, buzzing snatch even closer to his nose. I knew I had him right where I wanted him to be, and sure enough, he pulled his hands free, only to grab my lower half and bury his face in my chocolate scented pussy. His tongue danced across my petals and down to my clit and it was everything I could do to keep from just going with it. Instead I tightened my grip on his shaft, and with my fingers, rubbed just the edge of his head, that overly sensitive area that drives a man nuts. He went rigid, stabbing at my clit with his mouth, until finally it was too much. He threw me off him, practically leaping up. He groped frantically at the nightstand where I’d placed the condoms and I helped him get it on as quickly as possible. Then he loomed above me, pinned my wrists, and stabbed me deeply. My entire body responded to his thrust, softening and accepting, as his hips pounded against mine, forcing me down into the mattress. I curled around him, gasping in ecstasy as he fucked me stupid, and I grabbed the chain of the clover clamps and held it up.

“In your mouth,” I begged. He opened up and bit down and suddenly each movement he made had an accompanying shard of pain, shooting up from my breasts. He kept it up for several minutes as my body ripened, moistened, burst, and blew. But that didn’t stop him. He groaned loudly, pressing me down, and then I felt his rock hard shaft shudder and pulse. I saw him stare down at me, mouth set into a firm grin, a pained expression crossing his face as he exploded with me, seconds later, gasping as all the pent up need and tension I’d created inside him released in a single, powerful moment. He collapsed on top of me, breathing hard, his cock still in me and I held him to my chest, ignoring the hurt as his weight pressed the clover clamps outward, twisting my nipples. Thirty seconds later I rolled him to the side and we cuddled, bodies wet and slick, oiled and saturated. I found the condom and tossed it aside and then pressed his spent self against my thighs. He murmured something soft and possibly even romantic, nuzzling my breast.

I sighed in satisfaction.

We lay like that for a full half an hour, but then nature asserted herself. Both of us had to visit the bathroom and I was starting to get hungry. I suggested a shower and he readily agreed. The bathroom was small, but the tub was normal sized so I took off my collar and the clamps on my breasts and climbed in with him. When he first grabbed the soap I laughed and took it away from him.

“There is no way I’m letting one of my charges wash himself,” I said, soaping him up. He purred and put his hands on the wall, letting me strip the oil, sweat, and left over girl goo off his body. I paid special attention to his ass, and to his cock, even going so far as to give him another blow job after rinsing the soap from his length. He was too sated to do more than stiffen slightly, but I liked that and let him go, letting him luxuriate under the hot water as I quickly washed down and cleaned myself up.

Afterward I requested a few minutes alone in order to get my makeup back together. Fresh eyeliner and lip gloss went on and I combed out my wet hair, letting it dry straight. When I emerged, I found him back in his tee shirt and basketball shorts.

“I’m getting hungry,” I said with a grin.

“I thought I’d done a pretty good job satisfying you,” he said with a smug expression.

“Sexually you are phenomenal. But there are other things a girl needs besides cock,” I said loftily. “Like actual food. Aren’t you hungry?” I asked.

He gave me a sheepish grin and nodded. “Yeah. I am.”

I raised my hands. “Option one. You let me root around in your kitchen to see what I might be able to make from whatever you’ve got. I’m a decent cook and can probably whip something palatable up.”

Henry frowned. “Uh.. yeah. Um… I’m sort of a beer and pizza kind of guy and…”

I held up a hand. “Yeah. I get it. Frozen pizza for lunch. Which brings us to option two. We go out for lunch.”

He blinked. “Out?”

I nodded. I found my white tube top and skirt and held them up. “Can’t be anything too fancy, but I’ve got a decent outfit.” I grabbed my fuck me shoes too.

Henry laughed. “That is not decent. Especially with those shoes!”

I grinned. “And if we go out, I have to have the vibroballs back in.”

“Most certainly not decent. How can you possibly want those on and inside you? Especially after… you know.” He gestured down at my loins.

“Cumming a couple of times?” I shrugged. “I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. I have to be wet and ready. What if suddenly you want to throw me across the hood of your car and fuck me?” I held up the vibroballs by their wire and swung them left and right across the front of my hips. He watched them with obvious interest.

“I'm not sure I'm up for that,” Henry said honestly. I pulled my tube top down over my head, hiding my breasts from view. Then I gave him a wicked smile.

“You will be,” I assured him as I pushed the two spheres into my wet slit. He shook his head in amazement and we finished getting dressed..

Twenty minutes later we were seated in a booth at a sit down restaurant, waiting on our drinks. Henry had readily accepted my suggestion on where to eat and I'd squeezed the seater for a specific spot. It meant no nosy neighbors, limited fields of view, and would enable me to see the waiter coming. In such situations I had to maintain a modicum of control.

“So,” asked Henry idly. “Do this a lot?”

I cocked an eyebrow up. “Show up at strange men’s doors, strip off my clothes,and fuck them repeatedly for a day? Or go to restaurants with a pair of vibroballs purring in my pussy?”

Henry snorted. “Both.”

I shrugged. “Going to strange men’s houses and fucking their brains out? It's not an everyday kind of thing,” I assured him. ”But I go into restaurants stuffed to the brim with vibrators practically on a daily basis.”

“What do you do in real life?” He asked curiously.

Now it was my turn to snort. “This is real life.”

He looked chagrined. “Sorry. I don't mean to pry. I just wanted to know about you.”

I smiled and reached a hand across the table. “You’re fine. I apologize. I just have an overly complicated sexual life.”

“I can believe that,” he said, grinning.

I slapped my hands down on the table excitedly. “Let's play a game!” I declared. “Truth or dare.”

“Truth or dare? What? Here?”

I nodded eagerly. “You’ve got questions. I'll go first. Truth or dare?”

Henry laughed, but then saw my expression. “Wait. You're serious?”

I didn't reply. Just stared at him. He sighed. “Okay. Truth.”

I grinned. “I didn't picture you going the safe route,” I accused. But then I got down to business. “Why don't you have a girlfriend?”

Henry shrugged. “I moved to Houston eight months ago. Just haven't met anyone until today.”

Today. Crap. I winced. “I am not good girlfriend material, Henry.”

“Said the girl who spent the morning in my bed,” he retorted. “And is currently sitting across from me stuffed with a vibrator and wearing barely enough spandex to keep from being arrested for public indecency.” He said it with a laugh, but I could see the truth in his statement. “Truth or dare?” He asked me.

I wanted to pick dare, but I wasn't sure he was up to it quite yet. “Truth,” I replied.

“Why aren't you good girlfriend material?”

I bit my lip. “Complicated. Short answer is that I'm bi-polar. Manic depressive. Subject to bursts of both severe depression and manic delirium, and I treat my condition by cumming as often and as powerfully as I can. That makes me incapable of having one on one relationships, or even normal relationships. I can get moody and depressed, and snarky and sullen. The only thing that brings me out is getting tied up, sexually stimulated and tortured, punished, and then exploding multiple times.”

“Doctoring you must be fun,” he observed wryly.

“Or demanding,” I replied honestly. “I have extreme and unusual needs. Truth or dare?”

Henry laughed. “Dare.”

I didn't hesitate. “Take the shoe and sock off of your right foot, stretch your leg across to me, and stick your toe in my pussy.”

“What?” he exclaimed. “We’re out in public!” He protested.

I shrugged. “So? I told you I had needs. Get used to them.” I leaned forward. “Go on. Take your shoe off.”

Henry looked at me in disbelief, but from the way his hand was moving under the table, he was already pulling his shoe and sock off. I smiled mischievously, staring at him, until he slouched back, extending his leg. I felt his left foot against my thigh and I put my hand on him, guiding him into the right spot as I spread my legs. Then his toes found my slit, and his eyes widened as he discovered just how wet I was. It was a good combination. Toes and vibroballs.

“Now leave your foot right there,” I whispered. His little piggies wiggled against my folds and I smiled up at the waiter who brought our drinks, setting Henry's beer down next to my diet soda. Henry jerked, but I had my fingers curled around his ankle, holding him in place.

“So what can I get you?” the young waiter asked us both.

I looked up with a smile. “I will have the steak salad,” I said easily, as if I didn't have some of Henry's foot in my pussy. “What dressing?” Asked the waiter. I was just about to answer when Henry began wiggling his toes, pushing them deeper. I gasped, glancing at him, stiffening, as overwhelming pleasure rushing up my spine.

“Italian!” I blurted out, face flushing. The waiter gave me a curious look, but then turned to Henry. “And for you sir?”

“9 ounce sirloin. Medium rare.  Broccoli and a loaded baked potato,” he said easily, as if his toes weren't still wriggling inside me or covered in girl goo. I wondered if he could feel the vibrations of my vibroballs. “Did you want anything else, Breanne?” His toes twitched again, nearly sending me over the edge and one of them brushed my clitoris.

“No! I’m good,” I squeaked. The waiter nodded and marched off. Henry took the opportunity to rub his big toe against my clit. “Truth or dare?” He asked.

“Dare,” I whispered. I was insanely close to cumming.

“Show me your titties,” he said.

I didn't hesitate. I tugged the tube top up, baring both breasts. Henry rewarded me and I groaned, bracing myself. “Oh god, I'm about to cum,” I said.

“Oh,” Henry exclaimed. “Can't have that now, can we?” And he pulled his foot out from between my legs. I whimpered. I'd been so fucking close. I glared at him, trembling.

“Truth or dare?” I asked. If he was dumb enough to select dare his foot was going right back in my cunt.

“Truth,” he replied, a smug smile on his face.

Bastard. “What's been the most favorite thing to do with me so far today?” I asked heatedly.

Henry laughed. “Truth and dare has been pretty awesome,” he teased me. “But honestly, the image that keeps going through my head is you on the couch, legs spread, with me beating your pussy with that paddle.”

I felt my blush go straight down to my breasts, which reminded me that my boobs were still hanging out. I pulled my top back down.

Henry smiled. “Truth or dare?”

“Dare,” I panted.

“Of course. Your vibroballs are on, right?”

I nodded.

“Turn them off.”

I blinked. The soft purring was half of what was keeping me aroused. “That is terribly cruel,” I said. “Don’t you want me aroused?” I asked. Henry gave me a peculiar look.

“I do, but you said you like torment. So I’m tormenting you.” I frowned, but pulled the controller out of my waistband and turned off the vibrations. I went to put it back, but Henry stopped me. “No. Leave it right there,” he exclaimed, tapping the table. My heart skipped a beat and I nodded. I set the controller next to my plate, where it would be terribly obvious.

Then it was my turn again. I took a deep breath trying to steady my nerves. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth,” Henry replied.

“Describe the kinkiest fantasy you've ever had.”

Henry frowned, clearly trying to think. “That's hard,” he said. “Today has kind of eclipsed anything I've ever imagined.”

I let out a giggle. How sweet!

“Pudding,” he declared after a moment’s thought. “Chocolate. When I was younger I liked watching mud wrestling. And I had this idea that wrestling with a girl in chocolate pudding would be just as much fun, and even better than mud.”

I laughed. “Sounds tasty.” He nodded with a very different look in his eye and I knew he was imagining me covered in pudding, the two of us licking, fucking, and wrestling.

“Truth or dare?” He asked.

I wanted to say dare, but I knew he had more questions. “Truth,” I replied.

“Is Breanne your real name?”

I shrugged. “Sort of. It’s my middle name, but everyone knows me by it. It defines me. Like my hair, or the way I dress, or how I have a set of vibroballs up inside me that are on and tormenting me.”

His eyebrow went up.

“Oh. Wait, they’re off right now.” I said in faux irritation. Henry rolled his eyes and I laughed. Then I turned the tables and asked him the question. He gave me a steady look, thrust his chin forward with confidence, and said the word I’d been hoping for.

“Dare.”

I leaned forward, my breasts resting on the table top. “Pick any item on this table and poke my left nipple with it until the waiter brings our food.”

Henry considered things for a moment, then unrolled his napkin, spilling the tableware out. He picked up one of the forks and leaned across the table. Through the material of my tube top, it was very easy to see where my nipple was. Hell, the hoop piercing alone made a massive outline. He placed the tines over my left nipple, and very gently began to rub and scratch at the tip of my breast. It felt amazing and the shivers I got from the sensation went right down to my pussy. It was almost better than the vibroballs.

“Truth or dare?” Henry asked, the fork still picking at my tube top covered nipple.

“Truth,” I replied breathlessly. I didn't want to risk him figuring out a way to stop with the fork. It felt too good.

“If I ordered you to strip naked right here, would you?”

I shook my head. “No, but I wish I could so you could show me off.” I swallowed, my body tingling. I wanted more than just what was happening to my breast. Badly.

“How come?” He asked.

“There are limits,” I explained. “One of them is not getting arrested and taking off my clothes here in the restaurant would probably result in going to jail, so I won't do it.”

He mused about that, the fork still tapping and picking at my nipple. It was driving me banana crackers and my pussy was tightening with rhythmic pulses around the still maddeningly silent vibroballs. “So, if we were out in the woods or something, with no one around?”

“I’d be naked in seconds,” I assured him.

“Okay, what are your other limits?” The fork pushed in on the tip of my breast and I moaned.

“Scat or pee play, kids, non-consensual play. Blood, so no cutting or needles,” I replied. “And I am allowed medical outs if need be.”

“Interesting,” he observed, turning the fork sideways, bouncing each tine in turn across my nipple. My hips couldn't keep still. Still, it was my turn. I needed to ask him the question.

“Truth or dare?” It came out strained, a whimper of need.

“Dare,” he said, grinning.

“Push the fork up under my top,” I begged.

“Until the waiter gets back?” He asked, just a little shocked.

I nodded.

“Oh! You bad little girl,” he chided me. But he pulled the fork away from my nipple, dragging it down across my breast, to where the white elastic ended, baring my tummy. He gently worked the fork under the material, pulling it upward until he got to the underside of my breast. I felt the prongs on my skin prickling me. Carefully he pushed the fork beneath and I gasped as the cool metal slid against my skin. There was no way he could keep my top where it was supposed to be, the table was too wide. So I felt the bottom of my boob come free and then the fork was digging into my nipple. I bit my lip and moaned while my pussy clenched tightly around the unmoving vibroballs.

“Truth or dare?” he asked me, the metal tips of the fork now pressed against my nipple.

“Truth,” I managed to gasp. On a scale of one to ten, with ten being “about to cum” I was easily at a level seven. Henry grinned, clearly wanting to extend my sexual discomfort. “Truth, okay,” he said easily, moving the fork back and forth, driving me crazy.

My brain wasn't really prepared for detailed questions, but I got lucky. “You said that there is a rule you follow about keeping your pussy stuffed. Who made the rule, and who enforces it?” He pushed the tines of the fork upward around my nipple, so that the little pink nub was caught between them, under the hoop piercing. The space narrowed and I felt the point of my breast compress. I gasped as he let go of the fork and it hung there, jammed up around the pierced flesh, only barely covered with cloth. I reached up for it but he raised his finger. “Ah ah ah! Don’t touch. Answer the question.”

I sat there, my eyes on the lookout for the waiter, trembling with energy, while my nipple tingled. “There are five rules for nympho humiliation pain sluts. Keeping our pussy full is the first. I have two mistresses who make sure I obey the rules.”

Henry looked intrigued. “What are the other rules?” He asked.

I shook my head. “Can’t ask multiple questions,” I said fast, dealing with a ton of overwhelming sensation. Including the reality that there was a fucking fork jammed onto my breast. “Truth or dare?”

He leaned back and crossed his arms. “Truth,” he said smirking, his eyes watching my extra utensil rise and fall with each breath.

“Before today, when was the last time you had sex with a girl?” I said.

“With a girl? Are you implying something?” he asked curiously.

Oops. Definitely a straight. I shook my head. “No, just wanted to eliminate any kind of self satisfaction events.”

Henry frowned. “It’s been awhile. I’m not sure of the exact date though. A year and a half? Two?”

I was about to reply to that when a server approached the table with two plates. It wasn’t our waiter, and this one was a girl, so I quickly snapped my arm up across my chest, trying to hide the fork clinging to my tit. The girl only took a marginal look at me, noting my gender, and set the salad in front of me. The steak and potato went to Henry and she asked him to check the doneness of his meat. I didn’t object to the male-centric service. The less notice she paid me, the more likely she wouldn’t notice my utensil predicament.

“Excuse me miss,” said Henry. “My partner has absconded with my fork. Could I get another one?”

The waitress looked at me and I blushed scarlet as she caught sight of the bottom of the fork. I could see the curiosity and suspicion in her eyes, especially as she saw the bright pink control box to the vibroballs. But then her customer service training kicked in. “Certainly sir. Let me get you one.”  She turned tail, disappeared for ten seconds, and then came back. Trust me. I hadn’t moved an iota. She gave Henry his silverware and he unwrapped it from the napkin. And she looked at me. “How is your salad miss?”

I blinked and looked up at her. I groped for my fork (not the one hanging from my tit, obviously) with my left hand and stabbed a bite. “Mmmmmm!” I said brightly, smiling at her. She frowned, but then nodded and walked away. Across the table, Henry was laughing. I moved my arm, grabbed the fork hanging from my breast, and pulled it down carefully. A little jolt of pain went up from my breast and I put his fork down on the table between us.

“You’re going to pay for that,” I threatened in a jovial fashion and he just chuckled even more.

He took a bite of steak, chewed it deliberately, his eyes on me every second of it. I followed suite, staring back at him. He swallowed.

“Yeah? Truth or dare?”

I set my fork down, looked him straight in the eye, and smiled.

“Dare,” I whispered.

He grinned. “Good.”


A Bad Little Girl - Part Four

“Oh MY GOD! PLEASE!” I yelled out, straining against the ropes that held me down to the mattress. The entire bed frame creaked alarmingly, but Henry didn’t seem to care as he lifted one of the vibroballs away from my clit and let it drop next to my thigh. The other one was still inside me, shaking violently, but that wasn’t really a concern for me as he lifted the sap and began spanking my pussy, whacking at my folds and clit with just enough force to make every stroke sting. I went rigid, keening out my distress, toes curling as my hips thrust upward and my bottom tightened.

He might have been counting. I don’t know. I sure as hell wasn’t, and my squirming made the clothespins on my breasts jiggle painfully. My brain could barely comprehend what was going on as Henry got to some magic, predetermined number, dropped the sap, and bent down, licking my clit in an entirely different, but altogether just as stressful way. I squealed, my eyes rolling up into the back of my head. Pleasure now streamed up from between my legs, swallowing the pain, changing it. I rocked, whimpering now with need, pressing upward against his mouth. It was so good! I groaned, panting with exertion, with need, teeth clenched.

Henry came up, his face wet and glistening. He smiled at me cruelly, then picked up the sap again.

I sucked in a breath.

The paddle impacted on me with the sound of wet mud being slapped and my petals were splayed open. My swollen clit seemed to rise and meet the falling leather each time, taking the brunt of the spanking. Somewhere, in the back of my head, I knew he wasn’t hitting me very hard, but at that particular moment, spread-eagled and bound tight to his queen sized bed, it was a little hard to tell. I was barefoot, thank God, because otherwise my thrashing would have knocked my shoes right off.

It had to be fifteen or twenty strokes and they burned. Then he dropped the sap and picked up the vibroball that had been sitting on the mattress between my legs and held it against my clit. I yelped, but the sudden change in sensation was just what I needed and my back arched as the orgasm began. It was like fire rushing through my veins. My toes curled and my heels thumped against the foam mattress as I exploded, my very soul seeming to tear, congeal, and come back together in divine ecstasy as Henry tortured me.

He sat there, watching it all with a smile on his face, holding the vibroball against my clit. Then, as the stimulation became too much and I began whining, he slipped the small, egg shaped vibrator downward and slid it deep into my sex. It banged into the other one, still buzzing away.

But less intense.

I lay there, covered in a sheen of perspiration, panting breathlessly. I turned my head, a wave of euphoric exhaustion hitting me as the adrenaline high crashed. My thoughts were sluggish.

“Thish is not supposed…” I panted, slurring my words, and not on purpose. “The way…” Pant. “It’sh supposed to…” Pant. “Be.”

Henry laughed. “You said that I had you for the full day. All the way until five pm this afternoon.” He looked over at the clock on the nightstand. “I still have forty-three minutes.”

I lay there, starting to relax again, to get ahold of my breathing. “Henry,” I said, trying to manage more than a few words at a time. My brain was mush too, and thinking was really, really hard. “I know I said you could tie me up,” I managed to say, but it came out slow and breathy. “But I’m supposed to be making you cum. Not the other way around.”

He shrugged. “Breanne, I've already had more orgasms today than I can conveniently count. I'm not even sure I could get it up again.” He bent over and pinched open the clothespin on my right  nipple. “I'm not sixteen you know,” he said, right before sucking the aching point into his mouth. I whimpered, pain and pleasure mixing in my head again. His right hand cupped my pussy and the intensity of the vibrations coming from the vibroballs seemed to double as his middle finger slid into my sodden chasm and diddle around, tapping the vibroballs. Despite the fact that I'd just cum, my body was more than willing to cooperate.

“I just want to use the sap on you again,” he said from around my breast. His finger worked me easily and I moaned.

“Well go ahead,” I breathed, my hips already churning. He lifted his face up off my bosom, a look of surprise etched there perfectly. “Seriously?” He asked, clearly startled. I nodded.

“If you tie me with my legs over my head I will be even more exposed and helpless,” I gushed. “Beat my pussy into paste,” I whispered.

Henry sat up and looked down at me, considering things. Then he unclipped the ankle cuff from the rope and drew it up, over my head, and out to my wrist. I shifted, my pussy buzzing, as my body accepted the pretzel-like position. I felt the muscles of my thigh stretch, aching perfectly. Then he did my other foot and I laid there on my back, my pussy wide open, accepting, and making a perfect target, as my feet twisted in the air near my head.

“Oh my God,” said Henry, and I knew I had him. I just had to do it right.

“Sir?” I said, but then changed my mind. No. Not sir. Not master.

“Daddy? I've been a really bad girl. Please punish my clitty?”

The effect on Henry was electric. He knelt on the bed in front of my spread body, the sap on the sheets near my hip, and he ran his hands down from the backs of my knees to the dark pink gash gaping there, ready to accept practically anything he was willing to give me. His fingers dug into my folds, parting them, exposing the deep insides, and he grabbed my clit and gave me a solid squeeze. I squealed, my voice high pitched.

“I'm sorry, Daddy! Please? Do it again, Daddy? I deserve it! And then shove your thick, hard, cock into me, Daddy!”

Henry jammed his fingers deep, thrusting with his whole hand, and I couldn't help it. My toes curled and I clenched in time with him, gasping. “Oh Daddy! Please! Please spank my pussy?”

And that was all it took.

Henry snatched up the small paddle and smacked it hard against my open groin, hitting with fast, sharp blows that took my breath away. He hit my thighs, working inward to my clit, flattening and smashing my petals, fluids splattering wetly as I squirmed, squealed, squished, and then screamed.

“Daddy! Please fuck me Daddy!”

Henry tossed the sap aside and rose up. He tore my feet from the bondage cuffs, not even trying to untie me. His cock, hard and straining bobbed above my reddened, pulped folds. There was a momentary fumble as he struggled to get the condom on, but then he jammed his cock into me, pressing down. At first I held my legs up and open for him, loving the feel of his weight, but he pulled them downward and eventually straddled me, our bodies pumping together in slick sweetness.

“I like it when you fuck me, Daddy.” It was just a whisper in his ear. But it was a good whisper, and I felt Henry cumming, his granite shaft shuddering inside me for the last time. He groaned, then sighed heavily, slowing to a standstill. He collapsed against me, breathing hard, but I could sense the surge of euphoric satisfaction flooding through him. I felt his shaft soften inside me, then slip free of my sex, and clenched my teeth in frustration. Bound, beaten, and fucked, and I still hadn't cum.

Damn.

Forty minutes later I pulled my tube top down over my breasts. Henry sat on the sofa, looking somewhat dejected.

“Do you really have to go?” He asked plaintively. “I'd love to take you out to dinner.”

I smiled. “Another round of truth or dare?” I asked with a laugh, pulling my skirt up. I lifted the hem, exposing my well sauced slit and gently began working the vibroballs between the folds. Henry watched, licking his lips. “You can't possibly be horny,” I chided him..

An expression of hope crossed his eyes. “Would you stay if I said I was?”

I pulled my wet fingers out from between my legs, running them down the pink wire, and picking up the battery pack slash controller, and I turned them on low. The gentle rumble inside me caused my loins to tighten and had I even the slightest cause to think that Henry could get hard again without an hour’s worth of work on my part, I might have said yes.

I shook my head. “Sorry. Got things to do,” I said a little sadly. It was too bad. I liked Henry. He was just the right amount of sweet and spicy.

He swallowed. “I'm not going to see you again, am I?”

I tucked the vibroballs controller in the waistband of my skirt, the wire obvious and intriguing against the white. My pussy was already quivering thanks to the stimulation, not to mention the fact that I was left wanting. I shrugged and smiled.

“We might bump into each other again,” I said brightly.

He frowned. “You are literally giving me reasons to stalk you.”

I sighed. “Henry, I like you. But I'm not girlfriend material. I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut and that means I can't be what you need me to be.”

“But what if I don't mind?”

I snorted. “All men mind. Most women do too.” I shook my head. “Besides, today was special, for both of us.”

I sat down on the coffee table and put on my stripper shoes as he watched, dejected. I knew I was flashing him my stuffed, vibrating slit, but it wasn't like he hadn't seen, touched, tasted, spanked, and stuffed it already. Besides, he was going to need a day or two to recover from me. Most men do.

I stood up, much, much taller, and picked up my canvas bag. The cuffs, the clamps, and the sap were all in there, and I slipped it up over a shoulder. I headed for the door and Henry got up, following like a broken hearted puppy. I put my hand on the handle and stepped out into the late afternoon sunlight. Then I turned to him.

“It has been a wonderful day,” I said warmly, reaching up to cup his cheek.

“Yes,” he mumbled.

I laughed. “You know, you're really cute.” I went up on tiptoe and kissed him, right on the mouth. His lips were soft and generous. “I'm glad you had a good time,” I said. “I’ll see you around.” Then I turned and walked away.

I half expected him to follow me, but instead I heard the door shut. I made my way back to my jeep, climbed in and chucked my bag into the seat beside me. I was running late… but something bothered me, and I wasn't referring to the vibroballs purring in my slit. Henry. He wasn’t what I had expected and…

I swallowed. Right. I shook my head. Henry was… he was fantastic. Then with a huff, I grabbed my purse. The note paper and pen were right there. I scribbled fast, then jumped back out onto the pavement, scurrying my cute little ass back toward Henry’s apartment. I knocked on the door loudly and he appeared, surprise and concern on his face.

“Bre? Is everything alright?” Just from his tone I loved him. Not “back for round two?” Nor a “just couldn't stay away from a studmuffin like me?”

Is everything alright? Well, yes. Totally.

I nodded, then grinned, and I thrust the paper out at him. “Here,” I said breathlessly.

“What's this?” He asked, looking down at the paper. His eyes widened.

“My phone number, and my address,” I told him. I swallowed and licked my lips. “I want to see you again.”

The happiness on his face was so obvious, so pure, that I practically melted. He held up the paper. “This Friday, 6:30pm?”

I nodded. “My place,” I nodded. Then I kissed him again, this time passionately. When I finally came up for air he looked dazed, or possibly oxygen deprived. I'm not sure.

“I'd stay, but I'm late,” I whispered. I started to back away, unwilling to tear my eyes away.

He smiled. “Yeah, okay.” I gave him a little wave and turned.

“Uh… do need to bring anything?” He called out when I was twenty feet away.

I stopped and turned. “Your toothbrush?” I said jokingly, but then I grinned. “And pudding. Lots of chocolate pudding.” His eyes widened and his smile got even bigger as I turned and skipped away. I got all the way to my jeep when I heard an excited whoop.

Pudding.

I really am a bad little girl.


Cat’s Cradle

"Okay," Mistress Julie said with a grin. "Let me know if you start getting close."

I didn't hesitate even a half second. "I'm close," I blurted out. I looked straight at her, my heart thudding in my chest, my loins tightening around the violently shaking balls..

Julie raised an eyebrow, a look of skepticism on her face. "Like HOW close?" She asked, crossing her arms over the tight material of her blouse. "Like, I'm hanging onto the edge of the cliff with my fingernails close? Or more like I can see the edge of the cliff in the distance and if I don't slow down in a few moments, I might accidentally slip off the edge close?"

I swallowed, my entire body was thrumming with sexual energy and I glanced around the busy mall. No one seemed to notice, which was a tremendous blessing, but Julie was clearly pushing me toward a very public, probably messy, orgasm. And an unauthorized one at that, since she'd made it perfectly clear that I wasn't allowed to cum.

"I'm close close," I replied roughly, feeling my insides flutter like a butterfly in a windstorm. The two rattling bullets she's slipped inside me earlier rumbled and rolled, all on their own, but I knew that if I took a few steps, it would feel even better. Honestly, I wondered what the punishment for cumming would be. Maybe it was worth it.

Of course, the oddity was my attire. Usually when we go "shopping," as Mistress Julie likes to call our little meanderings around whatever shopping center she selects, I'm dressed like a two dollar whore, or a teeny bopper with firm tits and a tight ass. Neither looks good on a thirty year old woman, though I've been assured that I still look as if I'm in my mid-twenties. Thank goodness for small blessings, right? Still, the last thing I like to do is to call attention to myself by dressing for sex. Weirdly, Julie had let me wear a rather decent summer dress.

Sans panties and bra though, which is still the norm for her. I'm starting to get irritable about the whole bra thing too. I'm guessing this is a psychological thing for men and dominatrix women, who should probably know better. They equate clothing with barriers. A woman who goes commando is in effect, removing one of many barriers inhibiting access to their sexual use. I won’t go so far as to say that it equates to "asking for it" in some men's minds, but let’s be honest; how we dress and act are visual clues as to our general demeanor. A girl who dresses like a “slut”, probably is one. And it’s not just panties. The same goes for the lack of a bra. Some people seem to think that if I'm "poking" the likelihood that those pokies are going to be in their mouth or hands, sooner or later, is much better than if I'm wearing a bra.

But the reality is that bras make me comfortable. I've got a healthy pair of C sized boobs that aren't exactly sagging (yet), but aren't easy to ignore. I like wearing bras. They keep things in the right place and make moving around more doable. Sex kitten aside, every woman I've ever met wears bras most of the time. Except, possibly, Julie. But then, she didn’t really have boobs either.

So here I was, at the mall, wearing a cute, short, summer dress. And nothing else. Again.

Julie gave me a knowing smirk. "As I suspected," she assured me, or mostly herself. "You're not that close." She took my hand and pulled me forward a few steps. I gasped, my pussy tightening up around the vibrating, rolling, demanding toys inside me and I followed along, flailing as the acute pleasure threatened to overwhelm my sensibilities. Julie pulled me into a nearby clothing store, weaving her way toward the back. I went along helplessly, struggling to resist the waves of pleasure. She plucked a shirt off a nearby rack, not even bothering to look at the size, and entered the fitting room with me in tow. The second the door shut, she put her satchel down on the bench next to her and gave me a steady look.

"Tell me when you're close," she repeated again.

"I'm close," I replied in a near panic, my voice strained to the bursting point.

She sat there, staring at me, the seconds ticking my. My hips started to pump as my sex quivered in response, my muscles tightening in rhythms impossible to keep up with. My breathing was labored, harsh and excited, and my entire body seemed to thrum with need.

"There," she said after another minute watching me suffer, getting closer and closer to the forbidden edge. "That's where you need to be." She lifted her hand and I saw the controller that went to the vibroballs inside me. She rotated the little dial and much to my dismay, she turned the vibrators down all the way, leaving my pussy to wallow in still silence. I groaned, hands pressed to my pussy, right through the dress, wishing I had the guts to beg her to torture me, or fuck me, or parade me naked through the mall, just for the right to cum.

"Okay. Take off the dress," she said in a no-nonsense sort of way. I blinked in surprise. Was the torture of being denied orgasm not enough? Evidently not. Hesitantly at first, I tugged the hem upward, revealing smooth, creamy, and wet thighs. Then my pink slit came into the light. Julie smiled and her hand moved. For a moment, I thought she was going to touch me, but she held back, clearly wanting to slip just her fingers through the wet folds of my sex. I finished, pulling the dress off over my head, dropping it to the side, to stand naked before her as she fondled my pussy. The smoldering look I gave her should have left little doubt in my mistress' mind that I wanted her to do more naughty, totally sexy things to me.

Julie smiled and let go, digging her hand into her satchel. As she did, she ordered me to turn around. I pirouetted, putting my hands on the changing room wall, only to arch my back and stick my ass out. Granted, I hoped for her hands, or failing that, her tongue. But instead I felt something cold and smooth glide across my perineum, only to dip into my slit, strike one of the silent vibroballs, and then get swirled around in my goo. I moaned.

"Ohhhhh, yes." I said, panting softly.

Julie chuckled and whatever it was she'd stuck up inside me came out with a soft sucking sound. I felt the rounded point, or edge, or whatever, and it traveled across my perineum, right up to the tiny, brown button of my ass. I gasped, puckering a bit as the cold, wet steel pressed up into my rectum. For a second, I thought Julie was just teasing me, but when the force applied increased, my heart fell and I realized she meant to stick something up my rear. I tried to relax and felt myself loosening. Then the steel ball popped through my sphincter and slid deep. I gasped, tightening once, but loosening almost immediately as Julie settled the ass hook. I could feel the steel handle up along my tailbone, almost to my lower back and I quivered, panting as I grimaced.

I am not a fan of having things in my ass.

"Perfect," Julie said, tugging upward, which was just cruel. The damn thing was seated deeply and the pressure of her pull just made my butt ache. "Now turn around," she told me.

Whimpering, uncomfortable, and even a little cold now, I turned back around. No pirouette this time. I wasn't trying to be sexy. I was enduring. My eyes widened as she pulled a set of clover clamps from her satchel. Neither was attached to a chain, which confused me, though each had a base ring. Julie gestured me forward and I bent over at the waist to give her access to my breasts. Much to my surprise, she attached the first one from the top, pinching the nipple tightly between the pads and letting the metal twist painfully. She did the other side and then stood, using her hands to hold the clamps in place, upside down, along the upper slope of my breasts. This was not the right way to put clamps on a girl.

"Here, hold these there," she said quickly. I brought my hands up, holding the clamps above each nipple, wincing as even my breath caused little twinges of pain to shoot through my jugs. Then, even more alarming, Julie produced two lengths of elastic, about the width of my finger. Evidently this had been planned, because a snap fitting had been added near the end. She threaded each strand of elastic through one of the clover clamps, only to lay the lengths of elastic line over my shoulders.

I connected the dots, figuring that she was going to do the worst thing I could imagine - tie my tits to the ass hook.

"Julie?" I whimpered. "Please... please don't!" I begged.

Julie went back to the satchel and produced another set of elastic. She turned me around by hand and I felt the pressure of her hands on the anal hook.

"Hush. You have no idea what I'm doing," she chided.

A moment later, four separate lengths of elastic hung across my shoulders. Two of them were tied to the end of the anal hook, going up my back, parting to either side of my neck, and then flowing down to my clamped breasts. I figured she was going to tie them there, but I was wrong. Oh so wrong. The elastic dangled down almost to my knees. In the back, the two strands that had been bound to my breasts via the clamps, dangled down separately across my buttocks. I stood there, wondering what was next in Julie's evil, twisted head, when she pulled out what looked like a hanger wire, threaded through about twelve inches of rough hewn, coral beads. Each end had been bent into a loop and she patted my thigh.

"Spread your legs, princess."

The horror of her concept hit me like a brick and I spread my legs, allowing her to position the rough, jagged edges of the coral beads between my legs. With dexterous fingers, she began tying the elastic, first to my backside, then to the front. She used half hitches and a moment later she slid the knot upward toward my belly, tightening first one strand, then the other, until I gasped as the beads bit into my perineum, my slit, and worst of all, rubbed up against my clitoris. The elastic stretched, but she tightened it a bit more, making my nipples throb painfully.

"How does that feel?" She asked me.

I looked down at her, feeling a sense of panic. "Awful," I whispered. The deviousness and cruelty of the setup astounded me. The ass hook was literally holding up the front of the band of coral beads now digging into my pussy, while my poor nipples were doing the same to the back end. I couldn't even imagine what WALKING would feel like. Julie grinned, bent down, picked up my dress, and shook it out.

"Here, you can put this back on."

I stared at her in horror, understanding that she really meant to lead me back out into the mall, with a string of rough, gouging, jagged beads digging at my sex. She stood and slipped the dress over my head. The wide neckline didn't manage to hide either the elastic strands or the ends of the clover clamps, and my boobs now had a distinctly odd shape. The material slid down my body and stood out where the elastic line stretched provocatively. You could even see how it was holding up the crotch line.

"Damn, that's hot!" Julie said in appreciation.

I had entirely different feelings. I shifted a bit, realizing almost instantly that there would be nothing I could do to keep things under control. The coral beads were going to wiggle, rub, and dig into the delicate flesh between my legs, driving me nuts. The steady pull on my nipples were making the tips of my breasts throb with pain, and the discomfort of my ass being distended with a steel hook didn't make things any better. The dress added its own weight and pressure and Julie opened the fitting room door and gestured me out.

I took two steps, felt the first cruel, stimulating sensations, and froze.

Using the elastic was genius, because it allowed the shifting of my own body to provide sufficient movement, all while keeping the beads pulled tightly against my flesh. The coral jerked as I tried to walk, dragging back and forth as first my bottom, then my boobs, kept the metal threaded strand in place. I felt the rough edges digging through my folds, my wet petals surrounding and caressing the skeletal stones. The tops ones struck my clit, banging their way upward toward my belly. I whimpered, loudly, as Julie saw me hesitating and took my arm.

"Come on, princess. You just have to make it to the next clothing store," she assured me.

I swallowed my trepidation, taking another step, feeling the coral beads drag through my pussy. My hips jerked, which made them move again. My nipples felt like they were being twisted off. Julie had to pull me forward another tiny step and once more I felt the dragging sensations as the beads were tugged back and forth through my slit. I felt the gush of fluids, my body attempting to lubricate the beads, but at the same time letting me know that parts of me were thoroughly enjoying the sensation. I groaned, taking another step.

"J-just to the next store?" I gasped, every muscle in my loins tightening. Julie nodded.

"Yes. Once we get there, I'll remove the coral beads," she assured me. "Just one store."

I shuddered. "Ok," I panted. "Just one store." Then the vibroballs in my pussy roared back to life. They were on full power, metaphorically hurtling me toward the cliff of orgasm like a rock fired from a catapult. I froze, shocked and bewildered, only to suddenly feel myself squeeze the two vibrating toys in my pussy as if they were sponges, filled with water.

"Unless of course," Julie said conversationally, "you're dumb enough to cum before we get to the next store. Then you get to walk past five of them." She put her hand at the small of my back and pushed, forcing me to lurch forward, my gushing pussy rubbed by the moving, seemingly twisty strand, of coral. My clit seemed to swell and burst and as I stumbled, waddling past the sales counter, the two women there stared in confusion, wondering what was wrong with me. Julie smiled at them, shrugged, and then we emerged out onto the concourse. People streamed past us. I stood there panting, unwilling to take another step, my body shaking with tremors that seemed to center in the little spot between my legs. My hips jerked again and I was unable to control them. Julie took my arm.

"Just another step," her voice ringing with assurance. "Let me know if you're close," she told me.

I leaned against her, closed my eyes, felt the surge of light and energy and passion and wetness burst. My voice, strained and cracked and I grabbed her arm, squeezing as my body shuddered with release. Her eyes widened, as if she were surprised at the suddenness of my explosion. As orgasms go, it was a quiet, unremarkable blow up. I stood there, breathing deeply, my nipples still hurting, the coral moving back and forth between my legs, my chest heaving, ass clenched tightly around the embedded hook. I breathed out once and looked at my mistress.

"I think I'm close," I whispered, wispily, a dazed look on my face.

Julie laughed. "Five more stores, Bre. And you’re not close. Not yet. Not remotely.”


Cat’s Cradle - Part Two

The walk past the next four stores was grueling. First of all, Julie didn't bother to turn off, much less down, the vibroballs. With a 6.9 earthquake rumbling between my legs, my body's overcharged libido merely assumed that I was up for round two and turned right back toward the ring for another fight. I waddled forward, Julie's hand on my arm propelling me, as each step caused the elastic, front and back to shift and contract. The beads on the metal wire rubbed at my pussy with a rough, pressing caress, and I was glad that I only had to walk the equivalent of maybe a hundred feet with that sort of torment going on between the petals of my slit.

My pussy was just beginning to seriously tighten and squirm from the vibrations when we finally entered the fifth store and Julie turned off the vibroballs, leaving me a bit more leeway as we made our way to the back. Another blouse from the rack gave us the right to enter a changing room and Julie hung it on a hook before setting down her satchel, giving me a look, and grinning maniacally. "Just lift up your dress," she said.

I did and her fingers danced swiftly as I spread my legs, giving her enough access and room to work so that she could pull the jagged edged beads out of my sex. She unclipped the front wire, pulling the coral from my clitoris, and I gasped as I felt the pull on the anal hook lessen dramatically. There were a few answering twinges from my nipples, the clover clamps twisting as the balanced tug changed, but then she moved behind and uncliped the back.

I gasped as the elastic going from the clover clamps on my nipples, up over each shoulder, down my back and over my ass to the crotch... whatever it was... thingy, shrunk. The clover clamps, which are designed to clip from UNDER your boobs, not from above, didn't like that at all and flopped forward, pulling on the loose material of my dress. And... it twisted both nipples painfully. I squealed, clapped an arm across my boobs to hold the damn clamps in place, and stared down at Julie as she studied the coral. All of the beads were wet. Very wet. It looked like they'd just been pulled from the ocean, glistening with sea foam. Her eyes glimmered with delight and she stuck her tongue out, tasting one, only to shiver and close her eyes before pulling away.

I'm pretty sure that particular bead had been pretty deep in my pussy.

I stood there, hurting and wanting, while she put the coral wire away and dug in her satchel for the next one.

"Hmmm... no. Not that one. It will hurt too much," she said to herself, shifting things around in the bag.

"Uh... how many do you have in there?" I asked timidly, wondering how bad this was going to be. She looked up and smiled. "Four."

"Four?" I whispered, leaning back against the wall. So I was a quarter done? And there were worse ones?

"More," Julie added with a grin.

Five in all. Fuck.

She pulled out a new wire and to my relief, the beads on this one were all wooden spheres, each the size of a typical glass marble. She quickly hooked the front up to the elastic hanging down between my breasts and I felt the pull on the anal hook. Then she did the back and a fresh burst of pain shot through my nipples as she tightened things up. The beads were quickly coated in my own personal brand of Bre jelly. Julie even grabbed both ends and slid the metal wire back and forth, maybe a full four inches, just to make sure things were lubricated and flowing smoothly.

It about drove me up a wall. And it hurt, but not along my pussy. My bottom tightened hard around the anal hook and my nipples seemed to pulse with pain. The beads were large enough to strike my clit at the top when they moved, and to rub the full length of my sex, pushing my labia apart and spreading my cunt like a pink taco. Then there was the roll of the beads across my perineum, and the one bead that seemed like it wanted to fight the butt hook for ownership of my ass. I groaned a little and let my dress back down.

"There," Julie said in satisfaction. "Let's go for a walk."

As we exited the changing room, she turned the vibroballs back on. Full power. I whimpered and let out a groan, but honestly - the worst of it was the nipple clamps.

"Julie?" I whispered softly to her as we headed back out into the common area. She glanced back at me curiously.

"Yes, princess?"

I winced. "It's the nipple clamps," I said breathlessly, the hurt of them almost overwhelming whatever pleasure I was feeling from the vibroballs and rubbing off the beads.

She pursed her lips, studying my expression, and instead of taking me out into the mall proper, she pulled me off to the side. "Pull the front of your dress down," she said quickly.

For a second I hesitated, but the pain was just a bit more than I could cope with, and I think Julie knew it. I tugged down the front of my dress, never mind the fact that only a few racks of clothing stood between me and other shoppers. Julie reached up and quickly released the clover clamps. I gasped, wincing as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips.

"They tightened," she said knowingly. I could heartily agree. Of course they'd tightened! The elastic was constantly pulling on them, literally making them squeeze the tips of each breast even harder! She stood there, not knowing what to do about it. Then she shrugged, and much to my discomfort, she reapplied the clamps, this time not to the nipple itself, but the piercings. Both of my breast sport match gold hoops. They're awful. Ostentatious and ridiculous. Even though they are only the size of nickels, they stand out. Now the clamps pulled, but didn't squeeze. It ached, but nowhere near the levels that I'd been enduring a moment before. Julie tugged up my front.

"There," she declared in satisfaction. "Let me check the elastic adjustments." She stepped around me and lifted the back of my dress, exposing my hook stuffed as. I felt her tug on the elastic straps going up and over my shoulders, then back down to my boobs. This time there wasn't any overwhelming pain. Just a steady discomfort. And considering that the vibroballs were still rumbling on full power, and the wet beads were pressing up against my pussy, the discomfort was rapidly changing into pleasure. Or whatever.

I get the two confused sometimes.

She lowered the back half of my dress and spun me back around. I stood there, pleasure streaming up from between my legs, a throbbing pulse emanating from my bosom, my eyes barely focusing, looking like I was halfway through a drug high. Oh. Wow. I swung my hips and felt the beads slip and bump through my slit, each one almost a separate and unique sensation. Oh hell yes.

"Bre?"

I swayed a little. "Hmm?" I asked in a sort of sing-song voice.

Julie gave me a cautious smile. "You okay?"

I grinned. "Oh God yes," I replied. It came out fluffy. Like a cloud.

Julie's eyebrow went up. "Yeah. Okay. Time for a little walk," she said brightly. "And hopefully another orgasm so I can punish you!"

"Okay," I agreed happily. She pulled me forward a bit and the beads rubbed at me, from one end of my slit to the other and I wheezed a little as my hips twitched back and forth. Julie noticed me twerking as she pulled me out of the store and into the mall concourse, only to give me a stare as I continued, seemingly uncaring about who might notice the obvious, lewd and provocative coital action.

And yet, despite the odd looks we were getting, she didn't stop me. Or even remind me that maybe that particular moment wasn't a good time to get all interactive with people. In fact, I was making eye contact, smiling and giving coquettish looks. A couple of men passed me, staring, and when I looked back at them over my shoulder, caught them staring. I liked it. We walked along in short bursts, with frequent pauses, as my lower half got down and busy. Julie stayed right by me, making it look like we were out for some sort of meandering window shopping. She played it cool, despite the fact that I had girl goo making glistening lines down my thighs. We were three or four stores further along when I grabbed her arm, surprising her.

"Julie!" I said roughly.

She jumped slightly, surprised at the intensity of my voice. "Yes?"

"I think I'm going to cum," I said roughly, but softly..

"Oh?" She said in relief. "Is that all? Hell, you've been swinging your hips back and forth like a pumpjack for five minutes. Of course you're going to cum!" She rolled her eyes.

Inside me I felt a wet, energetic surge tighten my pussy around the buzzing vibroballs. I let out another gasp and glanced around, the intensity of sensation actually making me a little more aware of where I was standing, and what I was doing. "No. I mean, I'm going to cum... NOW," I blurted out.

Julie's eyebrows went up but by then it was too late. I twisted away from her and stepped into the store opposite us, the wooden beads rubbing back and forth through my pussy. My entire lower half was clenching, vibrating, and shaking and I damn near swooned as the orgasm shot through me like a lightning bolt. I must have looked like I was having a seizure, which is actually a sweet lie we use a lot out in public.

Julie came with me of course, eyes widening, but the corners of her mouth were pulled up into a grin. There's nothing better than my public humiliation, and me hunched over, both hands pressed to my groin while pumping my hips wildly, was exactly the sort of thing Julie liked. Even better if a clover clamped nipple slips out of my bodice, which it did.

“Holy shit!” Remarked a nice looking young man a few feet away. I didn't even turn to look. I was busy cumming. Julie wrapped an arm around me, patted my back sympathetically and grinned.

“Yeah, she's something of a slut,” Julie admitted candidly, as my obvious moans and whimpers made it very clear that I was in the middle of an orgasmic epiphany. The young man watching just stared as I trembled and shook.

I was on the downhill side of things, feeling pretty damn good, when I realized that my breast was hanging out. I pushed the clamped nipple back inside my dress and shrugged, adjusting the elastic. Now I really was a sopping, wet mess. I looked at Julie, the embarrassment starting to kick in. She gave me a look, her mouth curled up into a smirk, and slipped her hand up the back of my dress. Her fingers squeezed my ass. Right on the bare skin.

“Well, that certainly deserves a punishment,” she observed, eyeing the young man who was still watching me. She looked over at him. “What do you think?” She asked engagingly. “Should I make her show you her tits? Or give you a blowjob?”

I saw the expression on the young man's face change to utter shock. Then he grinned, glancing around. “As much as I'd like the blowjob, I'm working right now,” he said apologetically. Julie waved her hand dismissively.

“No, no, we understand. Breanne, show him your tits.”

The sexual euphoria I'd been feeling had already faded to a dull afterglow, and it certainly wasn't the intoxicating arousal I'd felt on the climb to climax. Nothing close. So the idea of hauling down the front of my dress to show off my clamped nipples wasn't something I was eager to do. Julie sensed it. Which is why she delivered a hard, stinging slap to my rump.

“Now, princess,” she rebuked. My hands shook as I brought them up to my bodice, but Julie spanked me again. “No, you lost the privilege of showing him your tits that way,” she said. “Lift your dress up to show him.”

The color drained from my cheeks and my eyes widened. I may have even spluttered. If I showed my breasts by lifting the front of my dress, by the hem, he'd see a hell of a lot more than just my bosom. Julie smiled, an evil, cruel smile and I withered inside. I couldn't oppose her. She'd spank me again. Now my hands did shake. I reached down, took hold of the hem, glanced around, faced the young man standing there, and exposed myself.

“Wow,” he said, clearly in awe, his eyes wide and enthusiastic.

Heat returned to my cheeks and I blushed furiously. In fact the color spread downward to my breasts. I felt Julie's hand on my bare bottom again, kneading my right buttock. I held the dress up, counting in my head, and when I hit ten, Julie made a pleased noise, so I lowered the hem. The look of rapture on the young man's face faded, as if the joy of a sunset had passed into darkness. I almost felt bad for him.

Julie let go of my butt. “Come along, Breanne. You have another toy to endure.” She grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the store and all I could do was give that poor guy an apologetic smile.

She pulled me right into the next store, grabbed some clothing, and headed back to the fitting rooms. I stumbled along behind her. Sure, I'd just orgasmed, but the beads rubbing at my slit, not to mention the vibroballs still purring inside me, insisted that I begin the arduous climb back up to sexual satisfaction. So when we were closeted alone once more, and she ordered me to strip, I was still very wet and receptive.

“Is the next one going to hurt?” I asked meekly as she unhooked the elastic and pulled the wooden beads out from between my labia. She snorted as she put it back in her bag.

“I certainly hope so,” she declared. “It looks like it should hurt.” she rummaged around in her bag as I contemplated my odds at grabbing my dress and fleeing. Then she let out a chortle and pulled a new wire line from her satchel.

My jaw dropped. “Are those seed pods?” I asked in disbelief, staring at the golf ball sized, spiky spheres threading the bent wire.

“Sweet gum,” Julie confirmed. She gave me a direct look. “Tough to find this time of year too. But I'm betting you won't cum wearing this one!” She threaded the damn thing between my legs and I just stood there, accepting it, right up until she attached the thing to the elastic lines and the pointed spines of each husk began digging into my skin. There was one right atop my clitoris, and three more working their way into my slit. I had to keep my legs spread too, because there were three more on the line, and had I tried to take a normal step, or even stand with my legs together, the points on the seeds would have dug painfully into my thighs. I hissed and whined a bit as she finished getting everything attached.

“I won't be able to walk!” I protested, even as I felt the prickling seeds seem to pry apart my labia. I winced. This was not fun.

“Normally,” Julie amended, lifting my dress off the floor and handing it to me. “You just have to walk five stores. Then we switch it out for one much more fun. Bali style!”

“Bali what?”

She rolled her eyes. “Put your dress on,” she said in annoyance.

As usual I did as ordered, but one thing I understood right from the start was that the string of sweet gum seeds strapped to my groin weren't going to force another orgasm out of me. Each tiny movement of my body cause the whole string of them to shift, freeing some spikes and driving others in. To make matters worse, my natural state of acceptance complicated matters as my pussy seemed to open, the wet, tender labia stretching out to embrace the tiny, spiked balls. The dress came down hiding the elastic over each shoulder, the clover clamps holding the back of the crotch saddle up, and even the butt hook keeping the front seeds against my clit. I looked in the mirror.

Julie opened the door and I took a few experimental steps. Walking normally was an impossibility, so I adopted a strange, awkward duck waddle. The harness hanging from my breasts and butt was designed to facilitate back and forth movement, except there was a design flaw. The seed pods were pierced in a line perpendicular to my hips. The seeds couldn't move in line with my sex. So the spines stuck deep and just wiggled as I took each step.

Walking past five stores was going to be utter torture. But that was the point, right?

I looked at Julie, a pained expression on my face. “This isn't cool,” I said to her, taking another, slow, uncomfortable step. The vibroballs inside my slit didn't seem to counteract the prickling discomfort. “I can't walk with these on!” I said in frustration. Julie shrugged.

“Waddle then,” she suggested.

The walk from the changing room just to the front of the store took a full minute. I was forced to go slowly, legs spread at a wide and unusual gait. I must have looked utterly ridiculous. Yes, I took a roundabout course, trying to keep a rack of clothes between me and anyone else, but still - what a nightmare! I felt as if everyone was staring at me! And for all the wrong reasons! It wasn't that I was sexy or slutty or exposed, but because I was walking funny. How humiliating.

Julie pushed me out into the commons and my face flushed crimson. I waddled slowly and I couldn't help feeling as if it were obvious to every person who walked past me. They had to know right? That I had seven sweetgum spiky seed pods pressed tight to my crotch? I think I was starting to hyperventilate, especially as people from behind me started to go around. It was intolerable.

“There,” Julie said in mock satisfaction. “One store down, four more to go.”

I didn't reply. My lips were pressed together. To make matters worse, the spikes digging into my clit and sex seemed to be sensitizing me. I thought I could feel each and every sharp pin point. Then my pussy began contracting. It was unexpected, involuntary; a fluttering of muscular fibers. But it caused my labia to pulse, closing up around the spiky balls. And it felt… it felt… holy fuck.

It felt good.

Like Wartenberg pinwheel good.

I bit my lip. The last thing I needed was Julie finding out about my change in sensation. I didn't understand it myself. Was I responding physically to the pain of the spikes? Was it the way they nestled and clung to my pussy? Was it the spike digging into my clit? Or were the buzzing vibroballs the instigator? The needling of my inner thighs as I took a misjudged step? Or was it the utter humiliation I was feeling as I worked myself into a panic attack? All I knew was that only in my fucked up, nympho humiliation pain slut world, would I be getting turned on by having to walk a mall with barbed balls tied against my pussy.

“Store three!” Julie sang out. “Just two more to go.” I stopped, panting, and leaned against the wall.

“Please,” I wheezed. “Please turn off the vibroballs?”

Julie's eyes widened in surprise. “Now why would I do that?” She asked curiously. “I mean, your ass is twitching, which is a good thing.” Her eyes narrowed in suspicion.  “Wait. Are you liking this?”

“No!” I hissed, trying to look outraged at her suggestion. “It's just a lot of sensation to handle at once.” Even to me that sounded lame. I refocused. Two more stores. I waddled forward, picking up the pace, wincing as the seeds did their thing. I was halfway to the finish line when I realized that my hips were thrusting. And I was soaked. Fuck.

“You are!” Julie said with a laugh. “You are such a pain slut!” She looked up ahead at the shoe store. “Ohhh, bad luck. Five stores didn't work out for you.” She patted my rump obnoxiously. “That's okay. Since you like the sweet gum seeds, we can just keep going until we get to a store that will have a changing room.”

I might have whimpered. Maybe. “They're just empty pods,” I whispered. “The seeds are gone already.” It was a mindlessly stupid thing to say, and the tightening of Julie's expression made it clear that I'd pay for that correction.

“Yes,” she said mockingly. “You are right. Thank you for pointing out my error. Walk bitch.”

Oops.

She pushed me forward, which just complicated the riot of sensation I was enduring. I was embarrassed, sort of hurting, wet, and purring. I wanted to teach down and push on the seed pods, making the spikes dig in deeper, especially on my clit, while at the same time I wanted to tear the damn strand out from between my legs. But then Julie took my arm, forcing me to swerve. Instead of marching past the shoe store, we went in.

“Julie!” I gasped, the spikes digging into my soft bits as I heard a bell chime, announcing our presence. Less than five seconds and two more steps passed when a handsome young man named J’lon came out of the back room.

He was tall and lean and obviously athletic, but in a runner's way, not a football player's. He had brilliant white teeth, dark brown eyes and skin the same color as his black hair. I admit, my heart, or maybe it was my pussy, did a little pitter patter.

For the record, despite being a conservative girl from South Texas who believes that gun control is defined by how well you aim your pistol, I am not a racist. I believe quite firmly that any man, regardless of skin color, height, and yes - even weight, have appeal. I look for interest, that intense gaze that communicates “damn, I bet she’d be a handful in bed!” I look for a man who takes care of himself, that is clean and well-groomed. I respond to that. So please, this whole thing with J’lon wasn't me showing a preference or anything.

But damn, he was good looking.

“Hello ladies, can I help you?”

My jaw dropped. He was a base, his voice so low pitched that it practically made me vibrate. Which was neat trick considering what was going on between my legs.

Well, vibrate more. Afterall, Julie had left the vibroballs on the whole time.

“I certainly hope so,” Julie said fusily. I'm pretty sure she noticed J’lon staring at me in admiration. “This little fuckslut has been terribly naughty, and earned herself a quick spanking. There are rules for that, the first being that there needs to be a witness.”

I'm not sure which of us were more shocked at this sudden, open declaration. Me at the idea that I'd earned a spanking, a public spanking at that, or the shoe salesman at the sudden realization that he was going to see me swatted.

Julie nudged me, trying to get me to.come out of my frozen, shocked, dismay. “What’s the second rule about spankings, slut?”

I blinked, tearing my eyes off of J’lon. “Uh…” I stammered. I gulped, then looked down. Holy fuck, was I about to say this to him out loud? I felt my entire body cringe. “All spankings are to be taken on the bare bottom,” I whispered, the previous blush draining from my cheeks. But Julie wasn't satisfied.

“And?”

I was mortified. “And bare breasted.”

Julie nodded. “Damn right,” she said. She looked around. There was no one else in the store. “Would you be willing to witness?”

J’lon gave us both a skeptical look. “Is this some sort of prank?” I almost cheered him.

“Really?” Julie said in exasperation. “Does this look like a prank to you?” And without asking, or even warning me, she reached around my waist, grabbed the hem of the dress, and yanked it up to my belly button.

I squealed. J’lon looked shocked. Then, reacting completely out of surprise, I used both hands to push my dress back down to cover myself. Julie let me, laughing softly as I struggled to get my clothing back down and sorted out. I looked up at J’lon and the skepticism was gone. It had been replaced by intense curiosity. He'd seen my spiked seed pod panties. Well… shit.

Julie seemed to know exactly what he was thinking. “I told you she was a pain slut. Those spiky things are making her wet. So, can I spank her in here or not?”

The store wasn't shallow, but it wasn't deep either. Both J’lon and I had the same thought and we looked around. There was only one spot, in the back right corner of the store, where I could be bent over, forced to display my bare butt and boobs, and not risk casual observation from passersby.

Customers actually coming in? Well, we'd have a few seconds warning…

“Yeah,” declared Julie, either reading our minds or coming to the same conclusion. “That will work in a pinch.” She put her hand on my ass again and pushed me forward, forcing me to take another vibrating, prickly step. J’lon just stood there, still unsure of what was happening, or if he should do something. I didn't seem to have a choice. Julie propelled me deeper into the store, taking me back behind the shelving unit situated in a decent place to hide me.

Oh. And look. One of those benches you can sit on to try on new shoes.

I waddled into position and let Julie bend me in half as J’lon sauntered on over. He still was looking at us suspiciously, at least until Julie flipped my dress up again, exposing everything from my waist down. And this was a loose summer dress, designed to hang from a woman's body. Julie pulled the material all the way up, exposing the hook in my butt, the elastic straps and I felt air three quarters of the way up my spine. This also lifted the dress up my body. There was no need for me to expose my breasts purposefully. Julie did it all by herself.

Of course, leaning over made the clover clamps fall downward, twisting my nipples. This drew the elastic tighter and the spiny pods dug deeper into my pussy and clit. I moaned, then whimpered, astonished at how aroused I was. Julie looked back at J’lon, who was quickly coming to the conclusion that this wasn't a setup.

“Can you see okay from way over there?” Julie asked him.with a taunt. Then she slapped her hand against my ass.

My reaction was about what one would expect. The impact stung, but rocking forward was the real problem. The elastic harness, the ass hook, the clover clamps on my nipples, it was all meant to torment a woman standing upright. Bending over created new stresses on the setup and me rocking back and forth as Julie delivered ten, quick, vicious strokes to my backside had some unique and unexpected side effects. Considering I basically had a row of spiked golf balls pulled tight against my inner petals and my clit, you'd expect the acute discomfort of those pointed barbs to increase exponentially.

Unless you knew I was a sexual masochist.

Masochists are individuals who experience pain in a slightly different way than other people. I'm not talking about emo kids cutting on themselves because it forms a distraction from their emotional agony. No, I'm talking the truly fucked up individuals who become aroused by being hurt. Granted, there are varying levels of fucked up. But at its core, it's all about the intensity of sensation.

Me? I am a sexual masochist. When it hurts, especially in a sexual way, I don't cringe, or cry, or snivel. I gasp, let my hips twitch, and beg for more. Electricity frying my nipples? More please. A pair of pliers twisting my clit around while applying enough pressure to pop it like a grape? More please. A clit blistering paddling that leaves my pussy swollen and ripe? More please. Tying me down and taking a thin cane to my breasts, my ass, my pussy, and then to the very bottoms of my feet? Yep. I’m a fucked up nympho humiliation pain slut. More please.

Jamming spiky seed pods into my gash and giving me a hip slinging rump thump?

Well, you know the answer as well as I. By the time Julie was done, I was moaning, swinging my hips, and basically twerking as the spiky seeds poked me all over the best spot. J’lon was staring in surprise, still about ten or so feet away. I closed my eyes, hoping Julie would continue, or better yet, that J’lon would decide that he needed to get involved, when I heard a pretty, ringing chime. Someone came into the store.

J’lon immediately swiveled away and Julie grabbed the back end of my dress and drew it down over my still stinging buttocks. “Straighten up,” she whispered. I did it slowly, mostly because all the pieces had to get back into place and the clover clamps on my breasts actually required me to hold them and get them pressed back against my upper chest. Standing up however also relieved some of the pressure between my legs and as I looked out over the medium height shelf, I saw J’lon talking to some guy, looking at a shoe on display at the front of the store. Julie looked at this thoughtfully, then grabbed her satchel.

“Don’t move,” she warned. My eyes widened as she slid behind me and sat down on the bench I’d just been propped up on. Her hands went up the back of my dress and I felt her fingers tug on the elastic. “Spread your legs.”

I leaned forward and planted my elbows on the shelf, but I also did exactly as she asked. A second later the sharp points of the spiky seed pods were pulled away from my dripping slit. J’lon glanced back at us, but since I was staring right at him, and I knew my dress was properly covering my boobs, I figured what Julie was doing out of sight was sort of inconsequential. At least to J’lon. To me it was a big deal. Then Julie hooked a new wire to the front of the harness and I felt a pull on the hook. My bottom clenched hard, and a very different sensation pressed up through my sex, spreading my folds, and making me gasp.

I didn’t have a chance to see what sort of cruel beads were threaded on this fourth wire, but as Julie adjusted the back elastic, tugging on my breasts just enough to make them hurt again, I could tell that my response was going to be enthusiastic. The beads were thick, and long, and there were ridges or bumps or something. As Julie let the back of my dress drop back down, I thrust my hips, my hot and slippery petals enjoying the easy glide. But oh did I feel it. Wow. Oh. Oh hell yes. This was even better than the wooden beads! And it beat the hell out of the spiky balls! Julie stood up as I turned and looked her in the eyes, my expression plain.

“Like that, do you?” She asked with a smirk. “I figured.” She shook her head and put her finger on my chin, lifting it slightly. It was a demeaning gesture that I found both objectionable and humiliating. “Don’t let it get the better of you. You’ve got to walk at least ten stores before we go to the last set. And no cumming either. Or I’ll punish you.”

I licked my lips and rocked my hips, waves of pleasure streaming up from my pussy. I nodded perfunctorily at Julie, but didn’t move. Maybe J’lon would be done soon? But Julie didn’t wait. She took my hand and pulled me forward through the store. The barrel beads rubbed at my sex and clit, a massage that was almost impossible to ignore. I let out a whimper, my pussy tightening around the vibroballs, my nipples throbbing with each beat of my heart and I knew it was going to be a challenge to keep myself in check this time. J’lon looked up in disappointment as we walked past him. I gave him a little wave and a sorrowful expression, but he just stared. Then Julie dragged me out into the commons.

Ten steps later, my thighs were soaked. I hadn’t cum, but I had little doubt about my chances of making it ten more stores down the concourse.

“So how are you feeling?” Julie asked, tucking her arm into mine. I swallowed, trying to collect my thoughts into something more coherent than “mmmmmmmmmm”. I bit my lip.

“It is easier to walk,” I said, my voice strained and high pitched. Indeed, it was nice not to have to use that weird, bowlegged waddle. The spiky balls might have been intense, but they didn’t make getting around easy.

Julie chuckled, still forcing me along at a pace that intensified the rubbing of the beads against my gash. “That’s it? It’s easier to walk?”

We passed the first store and my fingers tightened on my mistress’ arm. “So what’s the punishment if I cum?” I asked, trying to make my voice sound light, rather than stressed and tense.

“Was the spanking not enough?” She asked with a laugh. I gave her a rather direct look. Julie looked up thoughtfully. “Well, you know I’m a spur of the moment sort of dominatrix. I will think of something. How do those Bali beads feel? Good?”

“Bali beads?” I panted, the pace Julie set, maximizing the unique friction between my legs. Julie continued to tug me along.

“Yeah. They're about an inch long, and have all these little bumps on them. Feel good?”

I bit my lip. Did they feel good? “You should try them,” I tried to say, but my voice cracked. Every step rubbed those little bumps through my slit. Back and forth. This was way worse than the spherical beads.

“How many more stores?” I whimpered. I'd lost count. Had we crossed two? Or three?

Julie snickered. “Why? Are you close?”

I didn't look at her. I kept moving, passing the entrance of another retail outlet. Julie hummed softly, under her breath. Inside me and outside me the pressure  I was too busy trying not to make gasping mewling noises. Finally I couldn’t take it. I grabbed her hand. “Please! Turn the vibroballs off!”

“Now why on earth would I do that?” She asked me. “I want you to fuck up and cum without permission.” She pulled her hand out of mine and touched my back. “I wrote a song about you. Want to hear it?”

I blinked. “What?” I stammered, teetering on the verge. If orgasm was a cliff, I could see the edge just ahead. And I was metaphorically running toward that abyss at full speed. And she wrote… a song? What the fuck?

“I'm a little nympho and I'm all about…” sang Julie softly. Her hand moved to where the elastic stretched under my dress and she tugged on it. “My sweet, painslut body that I like to flout.”

I groaned and found the strength of will to increase my pace. For multiple reasons. Except she quickened her step to keep up with me.

“Stuff me full of dildos and make me shout, I need to cum, so make me spout.” Julie pulled on the ass hook. “Sing it,” she told me, even as she pushed me another step. The bali beads caressed and rasped at my clit and slit, and I could barely stand it.

“Sing it,” she hissed, a little more strongly this time. I swallowed. My God, I was so fucking close! I looked at her and she literally reached up and flicked a finger hard at my left nipple. I yelped and gave her a shocked look.

“Sing it.”

“I'm a little…” I wheezed, overwhelmed with sensation. Julie tugged on the elastic and I felt the clover clamps tighten, biting down even harder on my nipples.

“Go on,” she urged. I looked around, a sense of panic hitting me. I was too close. We needed to get into a store, behind a rack.

“Julie,” I whined.

Her hand moved down, grabbing the hook itself, right through my dress. Her hiss of anger combined with the hard yank upward lifted me up onto my toes. “Sing. It,” she snarled. She pushed me toward the wall pinning me there.

My bottom lip trembled. Not from fear.  I was going to cum. I could feel it. She tugged on the anal hook again. It made my bottom ache and clench. I trembled, head to toe. The words came out, weak and thready.

“I'm a… little… nympho,” I whispered.

“That's right. ‘and I'm all about’,” she hissed.

My blood seemed to.pound in my ears and I felt weak kneed. “I'm… and I'm all… about.”

“My painslut body,” Julie prompted, pressing herself against me.

Now I really was shaking. “My painslut body…” I sang.

“That I like to flout,” Julie said darkly.

I closed my eyes. “That… I… have… to… flout,” I stammered.

“Like to!” Julie said, giving my rump a little slap. “Not have to!”

“Like to!” I gasped. I could feel the wave rising, gathering strength. It was going to be a big one. I was going to burst.

“Go on. Say it,” she urged. Her hand began jacking the anal hook, basically fucking my ass with it. She wasn't even looking around. People were passing us, wondering what the fuck was going on. Why was I pressed to the wall? What was Julie doing to me?

“Say. It. ‘Stuff me with a dildo…”

I opened my eyes and looked into hers. “Julie,” I begged. “I have to cum.”

“Say it,” she repeated, still jiggling the hook.

“S-s-stuff me with a…” my voice trailed off. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head. Every fiber of my body suddenly vibrated as if I were a giant guitar and someone had struck a power chord. The wave crested and broke, smashing me with such a flood of orgasmic ecstasy that I grabbed Julie in a bear hug, jammed my face into her shoulder and screamed in relief.

Yeah. Well, that drew attention.

As girl goo dripped down my legs, I shuddered in Julie's embrace. She held me through it, and when a concerned bystander asked if I were okay, she nodded easily, smiling.

“She's just being emotional. Girl stuff.”

I nodded, wheezing as the urgency subsided and I was left feeling like an empty bowl that had just been used to make the most delicious frosting ever made. And then licked thoroughly. Maybe even repeatedly. And scraped clean with a spatula.

I lifted my head. Julie was grinning. She looked at me with a laugh. “You couldn't wait until ‘make me spout’ line? It would have been a hell of a lot more dramatic if you'd cum at the correct moment.”

“Sorry,” I mumbled. I felt exhausted. I could barely think.

She helped me straighten up, but it still took more energy than I really had. I felt good though. Better than good. Great even. Julie looked around, spotted a bench, and started pulling me toward it. My orgasmically fried synapses didn't process what she was trying to do for me until she maneuvered me to sit.

“Julie,” I said. “I can't. The beads.” I winced as the throbbing of my breasts began cutting through the euphoria of my latest explosion.

Her eyes widened. “Oh. Damn. Right. Come on,” she said, wrapping an arm around me. She walked me into the nearest store. I don't even remember what the place was selling. All I remember was that we were in a corner. Julie made me face her, then she pulled down the front of my bodice and quickly freed my crushed nipples from the clamps.

Pain seared through my tits and I couldn't help letting out a short, but sincere yelp as the blood rushed back into the smushed tips of my breasts. I reached up and grabbed my tits, my fingers trying to massage and ease away the pain. Julie, still holding the clamps, gave me a frustrated sort of look.

“Can you hold these?” She asked, extending the clamps and elastic bands out to me. I still felt the stretch and pull of them on my shoulders and between my legs. I let go of my breasts, pulled up my top, and grabbed the clamps. Julie grinned. “Thanks!” Then she knelt down, lifted the front of my dress, and untied the bead wire. I felt the pressure on the bottom hook ease. Then she reached around and the beads dropped away from my sex.

“Tada!” she sang, standing up. In her hand was a bent wire, threaded through eight, barrel like cylinders, tipped on their sides. Each was dotted with little bumps and I could instantly see why they felt so good while rubbing against my pussy. I also noticed that they were covered in clear slime. Girl goo. Lots of it.

Julie gave the thing a little shake. Droplets fell, a few of them hitting my bare toes. I couldn't help grimacing with embarrassment. Julie noticed as she put the cat’s cradle    back in her satchel.

“Yeah, you really liked that one,” she observed wryly. She reached up, took the clamps from me, then grabbed all the elastic, pulling it out from under my dress via the collar. I blinked in surprise.

“Are we done?”

Julie stuffed the elastic into her bag and looked up at me. “Breanne, you just had a mind blowing orgasm in front of five people and left a puddle of cum on the tile.” She suddenly looked concerned. “I wonder if we should have tried to get a wet floor sign or something,” she muttered.

I looked at her aghast.

“You didn't notice?” She sighed. “You've done me proud. You had what, three orgasms? I think we're good.”

I shifted my weight, one foot to the other. “But, what about the fifth strand?”

Julie picked up her satchel and dumped the clover clamps into it. “Gem beads. Uncomfortable, but not as bad as the seeds or intense as the Bali beads,” she replied. “We’ll do them some other time.”

“Oh,” I replied. I didn't know how to respond. I wasn’t used to something like this. It made me uncomfortable. I gave Julie another moment, but she didn't seem to have anything else to say.

“Um.... Julie?”

“Yes?”

The hook in my bottom, not to mention the still purring vibroballs, seemed very solid. Ok, I wasn't aroused technically. In fact, I felt totally satisfied. Yet, and I know admitting to this isn't a good thing, but part of addiction is wanting something even when you don't need it.

“I don't… well, you know… mind,” I said breathlessly.

Julie looked at me blankly. “Mind what?”

“The last strand,” I replied shortly. “Besides, I know I earned a punishment for cumming like that, and I'd prefer not to have it hanging over my head.” I tried to make the explanation sound matter of fact, rather expressive. But Julie gave me a hard look.

“Breanne Erickson, are you asking me to continue to torture you?” Julie asked, somewhat surprised. She gave me a look that was half disbelief and half pleasure.

I didn't want to look her in the eyes. “No,” I hemmed. “I just, uh... didn't want you to think I couldn't handle it.”

“You're asking for it,” Julie stated, grinning. “You are actually asking me to torture you.” She looked around, as if judging the location. Then she turned back to me. “If I punish you, and make you wear the last strand, everything goes back on. The clamps, the elastic, all of it,” she warned.

“Okay,” I replied meekly. But down between my legs I felt a little surge. Okay. Maybe more than a little.

Julie grabbed her satchel. “Well, we can't put it all together here. Come on. Let's find a place and then we’ll hike back to the car. Of course, if you cum, I’ll have to punish you.” Her eyes brightened in eagerness and I paused.

“Could we… um… go back to the shoe store?” I asked, thinking of J’Lon.

Julie blinked. “That’s twice the distance. We’re closer to the car,” she said. “There’s no chance you’ll make it to the shoe store without cumming again.”

I met her eyes and for a moment, neither of us said anything. A slow smile crept across my face. “Well, we’ll never know…” I began.

And Julie nodded, thrilled, happy, and eager. “Until we try it.”


The Loop

I stumbled, the high heeled boots encasing my feet skidding on the ceramic tile, only to be caught by the steel grip of Kari’s hand. That morning, a blast of cold weather had sent both of us scurrying for the darker corners of our closets, and I had pulled out a pair of blue jeans, a tee shirt, and a warm, long sleeved flannel button up. Kari had dressed normally, still looking like a million bucks, but in a warmer suit.

Damn the consequences! Full speed ahead!

Granted, we were mismatched. I looked like a ranch hand, fresh from mucking out stalls, while Kari appeared to be a successful business executive. It's hard to believe that the reality of our relationship wasn't as benign as it appeared. Indeed, it was something much more diabolical: Kari was actually a cruel, sexual tormentor, inflicting her sadistic will on the nearest submissive female willing to stupidly accept whatever abuses came her way.

And… that would be me.

Her hard edged beauty and dynamic confidence were so defined that mousy me darted in its shadow. I couldn't help feeling as if I were just another orbiting body reflecting her light.

“Are you okay?” Kari asked mildly, keeping me upright. There was a distinct lack of concern in her tone, as if I hadn't just almost fell on my face.

I looked at her, cheeks red, a riot of sensation making coherent thought, much less speech, difficult. I resisted the urge to jam my hands between my jean covered thighs and grit my teeth. I was panting as well, each breath fighting the tight constriction of my breasts. I felt my loins flutter around thesex toy, and a fresh prickling sensation spread across my labia and clitoris as everything seemed to move in the wrong directions. This discomfort blended well with the incessant vibrations of the Rotating Venus Penis, which was driving me up a wall. My bottom tightened as well, stuffed with a jeweled, four inch butt plug that made me feel like I needed to go to the bathroom.

My lack of a response, or at least a verbal one, to Kari’s assistance, didn't seem to faze my mistress and she continued to propel me down the mall’s common area. Her ability to multitask was impressive, since she managed to keep me moving, walking straight and upright, and carry three shopping bags, all at the same time.

“Bre, do you need another break?” She asked in a concerned tone. My eyes widened in alarm as the color drained from my face. I wasn't fooled in the least. I shook my head with a frightened gasp.

“No! Please! I'm fine!” I blurted out. She nodded sympathetically.

“Of course you are,” she said in a comforting tone. “But I don't want to make things so difficult for you that there isn't a chance. If you need to sit down, I'm fine with that.” She sounded all helpful, and concerned, but the push on my arm didn't change. I was forced to take a few more steps, the four inch long, plastic phallus twirling non-stop through my slit. The pinpricks of the spikes rubbing at my clit, petals, and perineum seemed to intensify and I wondered how the hell I had ended up in this mess. Then Kari glanced down at her watch.

“Oh. My. It's time again,” she said in a dispirited tone, as if commiserating with me. “Pick a wall.”

I whimpered. I had no idea what interval she was using, but I didn't want to do it. But if I didn't, she could certainly punish me. I turned away from her, stepping into the nearest store. She followed, her lips curled into a slight smile, and watched as I stepped up to a support pillar, one out of sight from the cashier's desk. It was covered in mirror, but that didn't matter. I took a shuddering breath, clasped my hands behind my back, and leaned forward.

The front of my flannel shirt had opened up to expose my tee shirt, so it looked like there was only a thin layer of cotton covering my breasts. Had anyone been really looking, they might have noticed that my boobs seemed unusually pronounced, especially for a girl of my build. The flannel shirt had hid things sufficiently from the sides, keeping passersby from realizing that each of my breasts were tightly wrapped at the base with black electrical tape. But now, with my breasts pressed against the wall, the distended, tight, uncomfortable globes were quite apparent.

The tape was torture, yes. But the true torment came from the 4 inch wide circles of plastic foam, cut from a carpet yoga mat, which had been secured (also with electrical tape), over each of my nipples. To make matters worse, the tiny quarter inch long spikes on the yoga mat material, intended to keep the plastic from shifting on a shag rug, were pointed toward my nipple. Each sharp little tip dug at the tender, soft, sensitive tips of each breast. As I leaned against the pillar, suffering for Kari’s pleasure, my swollen, tight breasts pressed tightly against the vertical surface, sending a decidedly uncomfortable sensation through my bosom and up to my brain. It matched the one between my legs.

Kari seemed to relish it.

For several moments I stood there, enduring what amounted to a sensory overload. Between my legs, the RVP spun and shook, further confusing my ability to distinguish the difference between pain and pleasure. I moaned, whimpering as my butt tightened around the jeweled plug and my sex throttled the grinding, shaking, motorized synthetic cock. Kari watched for a moment, then laid a hand on my back, pushing. My breasts, already bound tight enough to make them firm, taut spheres, were no longer pliant, soft, and impressionable. It was sort of like squeezing a pair of overripe grapes between your fingers, waiting for that moment when they burst.

“That's it,” she said softly, as if she were trying to avoid attention. “Press them hard. Push.” She placed more pressure on my back, doubling the force pressing the spikes into my nipples. I winced, whimpering, but the fresh blast of hurt coming from my breasts only emphasized the sensations coming from other spots. In seconds I knew I was doomed. And maybe she knew it to. After all, I am a nympho humiliation pain slut.

“Kari?” I pleaded softly, whimpering, my front still pressed against the mirror. My breasts seemed to throb, my nipples practical pierced. My hips churned with need. “Please? Please can I cum?”

The phallic probe of the Rotating Venus Penis had been thrust through a strip of the same material as the discs prickling my nipples. The yoga matt piece was roughly nine inches long and resembled the shape of an hourglass. The sex toy vibrating against my pussy held the spiked plastic foam in place, as did the anal plug in my ass. But honestly, the vibrations shaking those little spikes were maddening. The riot of sensation was just too much. In fact, it really didn't matter if she gave me permission, because I was going to pop anyway.

“Of course not,” Kari replied. “Cumming? Absolutely not. And rest assured such behavior will be punished. Severely.” She gave me a hungry look. “But by all means, do what you have to do,” she continued, “Just be aware that there are consequences.”

I squeezed my eyes shut, her words reverberating in my ears, even as a riot of sensations hit me. The consequences for the last explosion had been the electrical tape around each breast and the two inch spiked circles on my tits. And the first orgasm had resulted in the pinning of the strip of yoga matt between my legs, using the four inch phallus of the RVP swirling in my pussy and the anal plug to keep it in place.

So knowing that another orgasm would undoubtedly result in worse torment, there was only one viable way I could respond to Kari’s declaration. I repressed the shudder that threatened to rattle my teeth, and with quiet, yet unbridled passion, declared my status as an unrepentant violator of instruction. I gulped, closed my eyes, resisted for just a moment longer, then said in a loud and clear voice:

“Oh God. I'm cumming!”

Beneath my jeans, my fluttering pussy gushed wetly as the plastic probe twisted in circles. The vibrations shook everything: the synthetic cock, the spiked strip, even the anal plug. Waves of sensation, which I couldn't correctly call pleasurable or painful, but an amalgam of both, rushed up my spine and proceeded to make mincemeat of my emotional and physical selves. I gasped, eyes opening with astonishment as I rippled in climax, bouncing on my breasts as I leaned against the pillar. The pin prickling feeling on the tips of my breasts merely excited me to further heights.

“Ah,” Kari breathed in satisfaction, only then letting up on the pressure applied to my back. Her hand came down, grabbed my right buttock and squeezed through my jeans. That hurt, since it drove some of the plastic spikes into my butt. “Now we can deal with your antics more appropriately,” Kari declared, obviously pleased that I had, for the third time, disobeyed her. I slumped against the mirrored column, no longer pressing my breasts flush to the surface, but with a shoulder propping me up. Kari rubbed my back, pretending to be supportive and caring, when in reality, I knew she was relishing every additional sexual stress I suffered. And did she turn the motors of the Rotating Venus Penis down? Mitigate the vibrations or slow the wiggling finger inside me? Of course not. I was left to suffer the continuing depredations without recourse or cessation.

She took my hand and pulled me from the store, a rich, elegant woman with her cowgirl, cornbread, country cunt trailing behind like a whipped dog. I stumbled along behind her, my hand in hers and I couldn't help wondering if people suspected, that underneath my respectable and warm clothes I was a fuck slut to the core, sexually suffering for trying to hide my true nature. Would they see me stumble only to wonder if maybe I had tripped? Or would they realize that my pussy and ass were both stuffed to the brim and my trouble with walking came from the spikes digging sharply into my labia, clit, ass, and breasts?

Kari pulled me along for almost five minutes, threading our way through shoppers and kiosks, evidently with a specific destination in mind. I had no idea where we were heading, and frankly didn't care, at least until she turned me and I found myself wobbling into one of the more upscale department stores. Shoes, luggage, clothing, even jewelry, all with price tags higher than I could afford, were displayed in lavish elegance. Eventually we wound up in the women's apparel section and the clerk at the counter not only straightened up noticeably, but even smiled at Kari. Then, much to my disgust, addressed her by name.

Seriously? Does she know everyone? I rolled my eyes. Hopefully Kari didn’t see that.

“Good afternoon, Ms.Anders. Everything is ready as you requested. Can I be of any further assistance?” the young lady asked, practically fawning over my mistress. I felt a sudden surge of jealousy, as if I should be the only one allowed to simper and swoon at Kari’s pretty feet. I gave the cute little blonde my “Kermit the Frog” frown, ignoring the fact that she was thinner, and prettier, and better dressed than me.

Kari smiled at her warmly. “Not today, Jessica. I'm merely assisting my protégé find attire more suitable for her class and station.” She gestured at my clothing and I resisted the urge to strike some sort of modeling pose. Mostly because my breasts were still throbbing and the RVP was spinning crazily in my pussy.

Jessica eyed me, and if I were displaying any signs of my past, or admittedly incipient arousal, she didn't let it show. I suppose the buzz of the vibrator and the sound of the churning motor cranking the phallus around in circles didn't carry across the counter.

“I can certainly understand that,” Jessica declared judgmentally, clearly agreeing with Kari. 

I looked away. “Yeah, but can you cum with your boobs tied up and used as pincushions?” I muttered under my breath.

“I will pick out some appropriate items and take them to Bre to try on,” Kari added.

Jessica bobbed her head like a good little doggie. “If there is anything I can help you with, please let me know.”

Her obsequious tone made me want to puke. But then Kari pushed me toward the back of the section. She paused at one rack, eyeing a cute but dangerous looking romper, then nodded at me.

“Go to the dressing room and remove your shirts,” she said with distaste, eyeing the flannel and tee shirt combo I had on. “When I join you, I expect your breasts to be pressed against the wall.”

I glanced back at Jessica. Had she heard that? She was walking away, toward the dressing rooms. Fuck. I glanced back at Kari and nodded. There was no point in whining about it, but I wanted to.

Kari began looking through the various outfits and I gave her a dirty look. I was actually surprised, since none of the blouses she was rifling through looked like something Kari would want me dressed in. I made it to the changing room, only to find pretty miss suckup waiting there for me. I hesitated for a moment, but it was pretty clear she wanted to talk to me.

“Please use the private dressing room,” she said. “It's the back door.”

I blinked. “What private dressing room?” I asked quizzically. I'd been in these changing rooms a few times and while better than stalls, there wasn't a…

“This one,” she said, going to a door marked “authorized entry only”. She opened it easily and stepped aside to let me in.

It was twice the size of the other fitting rooms, which was good, because there was a metal clothing rack standing in the middle of the room. It looked awkward, and somewhat out of place. A bench was positioned along one wall, and mirrors were everywhere. Hooks were positioned in various places. There were fresh cut flowers in a vase, on a small, eight by eight inch table in the corner. And mints. Mints!

What the fuck?

There are times that my inclusion in the world of the rich irritates the fuck out of me. This was a department store for God's sake, and while no, I'd never shopped here because everything was stupidly overpriced, I was damn sure a girl like me wouldn't have been offered this changing room unless I was a top customer, accustomed to spending shit loads of money here. Of course, I stood there gaping while Jessica watched me.

Probably to see if I'd steal a mint or something.

“I believe Ms.Anders told you to remove your shirts?” Jessica said, her voice a combination of “what a clodhopper!” and “if Ms.Anders instructed me to strip in the food court I'd probably wet myself at the pleasure.” I snapped out of my wealth and privilege ruminations and began pulling off the flannel shirt. Then, as I noticed her still standing there, I gave her an expectant look.

“Well? Privacy?”

Jessica remained right where she was. “Ms.Anders insisted I collect them.”

I blinked. “She what?”

Jessica took a step closer. “You should be grateful Ms.Anders has taken such an interest in your welfare. You certainly need the help.”

Now my jaw dropped. “Excuse me?” I demanded, totally shocked. “Uh… customer service?”

She had the gall to smile. “I need your shirts.”

For a split second I almost went off on her, despite the vibrations, the prickling bits of yoga mat taped to my body, the butt plug, and the corkscrewing movements of the RVP’s little cock. But suddenly I figured disabusing her of the notion that Kari was some sort of benevolent goddess was a better idea. Angry, I peeled off the flannel, crumpled it into a ball, then threw it at her. She caught it, then looked at me expectantly.

So I faced her, grabbed the bottom of my tee shirt and took it off, showing her my grossly swollen, tied up, tortured and pin pricked boobs.

For a moment she didn't say anything. I could tell it surprised her. The sound of the motors vibrating me and twisting the phallus in my pussy seemed loud now. Very loud.

Then her eyes narrowed. “Oh. You're one of those. No wonder she's trying to fix you.”

Then, before I could say anything, she snatched the tee shirt out of my hand and whirled, letting the door close behind her. I stood there gaping, before finally sagging in defeat. Was she wrong, about me at least? I was “one of those” kinds of girls. Wasn't I? Slowly I moved to the mirror, put my hands behind my back, and leaned against the wall, mashing my breasts between my ribs and the glass.

I suffered in that position for what felt like twenty minutes, but was probably only five. The worst part was that Kari had the remote to the Rotating Venus Penis and she was playing with it. The vibrations changed intensity almost constantly and the phallus twisting in my pussy picked up speed. My hips jerked in response, which caused the spikes to rub at my labia, my perineum, and my clit. And of course my breasts ached and stung from the bindings, the pressure, and the spikes. So when Kari came in, I was practically twerking with sexual energy.

“See?” Kari asked. “I told you.” Behind her, Jessica was looking right at me judgmentally. In her hand was the fucking RVP remote, which she was still manipulating, turning the levels up and down. Great. Just fucking great. The clerk was the one who had been torturing me? I let out a whine as Jessica cranked everything to max.

Over Kari’s arm were a number of articles of clothing. I couldn't get a feel for them, but there was already too much gauze for my taste. Kari moved to the bench and sat down, skirting the short, metal clothes rack in the middle of the room. Even more disturbing was the fact that Jessica stayed, letting the door close behind her. But since my tits were still getting smushed between a wall and my body, and the RVP was now going ballistic between my legs, I had greater concerns.

“Turn around,” Kari ordered. I pushed off from the wall, breathing a sigh of relief that came out like a guttural moan. I turned, deliberately not looking at the obnoxious little blonde twit watching my humiliation, instead focusing on Kari. Of course I was no longer really in control of my loins. The RVP was going banana crackers. It made me snap and I whirled on Jessica.

“Please stop. Okay?” I blurted out in frustration. “You're driving me crazy.”

Jessica, unperturbed, gave me a small smile. “Ms.Anders instructed me to assist her in training you.” She looked down at my jeans. “It's not my fault you can't follow instructions.”

I blinked. “Instructions?”

Now Kari sighed. “Breanne, what is nympho humiliation pain slut rule number four?”

I felt a heat spreading to my cheeks. “A nympho humiliation pain slut should always dress provocatively, and in attire that makes it clear that her purpose is to be used sexually,” I said softly. I got it now. The punishment, the torments, the humiliation- this was all because I had shown up at work dressed… inappropriately. The jeans. The tee shirt. The flannel. It had been a challenge to her authority. Kari was making it clear that if I dressed conservatively there were going to be consequences.

If my degradation or recitation surprised Jessica,  she didn't show it. I stood there, my hips still working, my pussy wet and clenching. Kari leaned forward, tapped the metal stand between us and looked up at me. “Straddle it.”

I blinked. “What?” I said, dumbfounded.

“Swing your leg over the stand and press your vibrating and stuffed cunt down on the metal,” Kari ordered, but in a much sterner voice. I was about to comply when Jessica decided to weigh in.

“Do it, you stupid cunt,” she said sternly..

Ok. No one talks to me like that. I whirled on her, starting to bring up a fist, but the little bitch grabbed me by the breast, twisting and squeezing the nipple hard. I cried out, opting to grab her wrist instead of hitting her, and for a second, we were locked in a death struggle.

“Breanne!” Kari said sternly. “Rule number two?”

As the words penetrated the haze in my head I felt my anger disappear. I let go of Jessica's wrist, whimpering with the pain. She slowly released her deathgrip on my nipple as I felt tears well up. It was like she sensed my defeat.

“A nympho humiliation pain slut has to be prepared to endure a painful torment from anyone, at anytime, provided it is within her limits.” The words came out of my mouth slowly, passionless.

Kari nodded. “Straddle it. Now.” She pointed at the clothes rack.

I swung a leg over and Jessica took my arm as she saw me almost lose my balance. I rose up on tiptoe, but the rounded bar at the top was already driving into my crotch as I settled. I bit my lip as the anal plug, the spiked strip of yoga mat, and the RVP were all mashed against my groin. It was not comfortable.

But it also created some very interesting, very intense pressures.

Jessica stepped back and stood in front of the door, as if she expected me to bolt. Kari pulled the first blouse off her arm and held it up. It was a camisole, and not exactly suited for warm weather. Granted, it was nice, but it had a plunging neckline and was clearly meant to worn over something else, since the arm holes dipped down low. In other words, if that were the only thing I was wearing up top, I'd be constantly flashing my breasts, presuming they’d even stay in there.

I shifted uncomfortably, the spikes digging into my soft bits as I struggled to keep my weight off of Kari’s improvised horse. It wasn't easy. My calves were already starting to tingle and even raised up I was putting pressure on my groin. The RVP actually seemed much louder as my straining crotch came in contact with the clothes rack. Jessica continued to play with the RVP settings and my pussy was quietly going crazy as the little dildo inside me spun and shook, moving in sudden spurts and stopping at unexpected moments. I let out a whimper and started to rock back and forth. This just changed where the little yoga mat spikes were digging into me. Oh. And it pushed the RVP into my labia and clit.

I started to pant. I wasn’t that far away from another orgasm.

Kari tossed the camisole aside. Then came a red Michael Kors halter top. I liked it. I really did, except I knew what Kari would do to me while wearing it. And exposure was the least of it. Access to my breasts would be simple enough - just pull it up. I gave her a grim little look as I began to hump the clothes rack. Pain begant to radiate up from my calves, mingled with the discomfort between my legs, merged with the pleasure in my pussy, then shot up to my brain. There was no chance of being able to distinguish difference of intensity, or even specifics of source.

Kari held up the third item. This was a body suit, though it was clearly meant to be worn underneath other items. It was black mesh, see through, and only had a few solid swirly things blocking the more delicate areas. “What about this?” Kari teased. With the feelings of sinfully aroused pain burning between my legs, all I could do was shake my head. Kari sighed, as if I were being terribly unhelpful, and held up the next one.

It was even worse. It was that romper, and admittedly cute, but I saw the problem with it right away. There was a zipper running down the front, all the way to just an inch or two above the panty line. A black leather belt was included, but I just knew that such a long and poorly placed entry point would create all sorts of mischief. I wanted it, but didn’t. Instead I looked down. My calves were burning and I realized that my strength was about to give out. I tried to figure out where, in the seven or so inches between my clit and ass, would be a good point to actually try to rest the vast majority of my weight, but really, there weren't any good options. Not with the fucking spikes. The best I could would be to tilt forward, rest as much of my weight on the base of the Rotating Venus Penis, and spread it out across my entire pussy. Of course, this meant that my labia, already suffering from the yoga mat strip, would end up looking like a piece of tenderized meat as the plastic spikes dug into my folds. My clit would get it too, the swollen little nub pressed against the pointed, sharp pin.

And of course, pressing the RVP deeper into my pussy would just make me want to cum all the faster.

As Kari put the romper aside, I settled. There was no choice. I let out a choked whimper and sat, leaning forward so much that I had to bring my hands forward and prop myself up. Still, I lifted my feet from the ground, to make it obvious to both Kari and her stupid little blonde enforcer, that I was actually sitting on the clothes rack. It groaned too, the metal biting into my crotch straining under the weight of an actual person. The hard bar pushed up on the base of the RVP, right through my blue jeans, and pressed the entire piece right up into my sex. Jessica was still jacking with the controls too, which meant the little cock digging into my slit was oscillating in wild and unsettling ways, while the vibrations from the base shook me up like a California high rise during an earthquake.

“Well, I have a final option for you,” Kari said, watching my antics on the metal horse. She held up a beautiful, warm looking blouse. It was tunic length, just an inch or so too short to be called a dress. The base of it was an ivory colored shirt, and attached to it was this poncho like outer layer, except it was cut into artful strips, twisted, and then sewn back together at the bottom. I loved it. Instantly. It was the only warm, concealing, decent looking thing she had selected.

“That one!” I gasped. Kari smiled, placed the blouse with the other outfits, and turned toward the salesclerk. “Jessica, this next part might be a bit squeamish. Breanne needs to be punished. If you will give me the remote, we will be out to make our purchase in a few minutes.”

“Please Ms.Anders,” Jessica said breathlessly. “I'd like to stay, if you don't mind.”

I was just a little too far gone to put in my two bits, but I know I would have told her to get the hell out. However, I was too busy bouncing up and down, dealing with a choice between having plastic spikes mashed into my pussy or having my calves burn and give out.

And underneath, goddamnit, I was getting close to another orgasm. The prickling and squishing of my clit was sending paroxysms of agony and ecstasy up through my loins. That made grinding even more necessary.

Kari nodded at Jessica. “Very well. Please turn off both functions of the RVP.”

Jessica eyed me and nodded, her thumb pushing down the controls. The vibrations inside me stopped suddenly, just as the churning curl of the phallus ceased. I was suddenly left in a horrible, wanton state, aching desperately. I lifted my feet, my ass wriggling to make it clear I was riding the metal clothes rack.

“Now Bre, dismount and remove your jeans.”

Yeah, like I wanted to do that. I stood there, suffering and pumping, not really even acknowledging Kari’s orders. I could sense Kari about to repeat herself, but Jessica stepped up, grabbed my right breast in her hand, wrapped her arms around me, and pulled me forcibly off the metal, makeshift horse.

I didn't fight her, but I twisted out of her grip as fast as I could. And of course the two inch wide circle of spiked plastic covering my right nipple came loose with the tape as she lost her hand hold. My breasts, still bound tight, seemed to throb, but as Jessica looked down, her eyebrows went up in surprise.

“What the…?” She exclaimed, running a thumb across the sharp little spikes. Then she looked at my now exposed breast. The nipple, pierced and even padlocked, was now exposed to the light. There was a two inch circle of dark, reddish indentations where the pins had dug deep into my flesh. My nipple, already misshapen from my piercing, now looked even stranger.

Her eyes widened as I steadied myself, already feeling the loss of the vibrations. My pussy was clenching and quivering, furious at being denied the sensations it craved. I gave Jessica a hard, desperate look, then reached down and yanked off a boot.

Taking your shoes off is rarely erotic or graceful, especially when your crotch is lined with plastic spikes and your ass has a four inch long steel bulb in it. Or when your breasts are all tightly bound up and swollen. But if the next thirty seconds of my whimpering, groaning, stretching gyrations as I removed both boots, socks and then jeans, didn't dissuade anyone from leaving me alone, nothing would. I threw my jeans aside and stood there in mostly naked glory. Jessica didn't say anything. She just stared, still holding the spiked circle in her hand.

“Hands behind your back,” Kari said. “Jessica, please remove the tape binding Breanne's breasts.”

From innocent observer to active participant, Jessica didn't even hesitate. She circled round the clothes rack, her fingers outstretched. The spiked, foam circle was extended, the loose ends of the tape curled slightly. Much to my consternation, Jessica positioned the circle back on my nipple, and to add insult to injury, pinched it and made sure it was stuck back on solidly. I winced, the arousal I'd been feeling just a minute earlier disappearing fast. Then, with both hands now free, Jessica began picking at the tape wrapped around the base of each breast.

Admittedly, it did feel good when the tape finally came loose. I gasped and groaned as the tension that had been keeping my breasts swollen like two water filled balloons relaxed. Two, dark, red circles were left, testament to my discomfort, but as I brought my hands up and massaged the skin, the relief was palpable. Jessica stepped back, the electrical tape dangling from her fingers.

“Breanne,” Kari said both softly and sternly. “Remove the spiked strip and the items holding it in place.”

My eyes widened slightly and I glanced over at Jessica, who seemed both entranced and a little shocked. But in for a penny, right? The Rotating Venus Penis was held in place with a number of simple straps and I undid them quickly and efficiently.  As the base of it fell, the yoga mat strip came with it, as did the small phallic probe that was pushed through it. I let out a small moan. But then, as the spikes came free of my labia, then my perineum, the anal plug held it all up, dangling between my thighs like some sort of sick, perverted tail. I reached back, and with a grimace, pulled the anal plug out of my ass.

You should have seen the look on Jessica's face!

I dropped it all on the floor of the changing room and Kari stood up. She still had the entire collection of outfits draped over an arm, but it didn't seem to weigh her down. She nodded back toward the clothing rack.

“I will purchase the selected items. You will straddle the bar until my return.” She said it simply, as a statement of fact. I looked at the clothes rack. Without my jeans, or the RVP, or even the foam strip, the metal rod would sit deep within my slit. Even standing on tiptoe really wouldn't help that much. For a moment I considered arguing with her, but I knew how that would end. Wincing, I went back to the makeshift horse, swung a leg over it, and still on tiptoe, slid myself into the center. The metal was cold and it parted my labia, pressing hard.

“Come Jessica,” Kari said judiciously. “I know which of these she wants.”

I hadn't said a word, but Kari knew me. The last one, with the white base and colored strips. I watched as they both left, leaving me to my own devices.

Well, the one device; the metal pony I was riding.

The first thing that went through my mind was to get off. After all, they'd just left. The chances of them coming back in to check on me were pretty slim. I could have spared myself a lot of discomfort. But Kari trusted me. And I wanted to keep that trust. So if she told me to stand there naked, straddling a metal clothes rack, rubbing my pussy along the slick steel, standing on tiptoe, then that's what she needed to get from me. I felt the burn in my calves return, then grow deeper and sharper. I gave up, letting my weight down, listening to the creaking of the metal bar now biting hard up into my pussy. It hurt. Ten seconds worth. Just enough to give my legs a rest, then back up on tiptoe.

For the first two or three minutes, not to mention the four or five “rides” I endured, I was good and kept my hands behind my back. But each time my legs gave out and I was forced to support my weight on my sore sex, that “ride” lengthened. Eventually, gritting my teeth, I brought my hands down on the bar in front of me, leaned forward, and took a good portion of my weight on my arms. It helped. Not much, but it gave me a mental, as well as a physical boost. I needed that. Then I felt recovered enough to go back on tiptoe.

I have no idea how long I was in the dressing room by myself, riding that damn clothes rack. It was more than 5 minutes, that I know. But I do not think that it was 10. I had just settled back down onto the metal clothes rack when the door opened and in came Jessica.

Just Jessica. She was carrying the shirt I'd liked, the one with the white base and the colorful strips going vertically down the front, sides, and back. She looked at me, her eyes darting down to where my pussy was spread apart, the metal bar digging in deep. She nodded.

“Kari...Ms.Anders… says you can get off the rack and dress.” She tossed me the shirt. I didn't hesitate. I pushed off the rack with a whimpering groan, ignoring the long smear of wetness on the metal. My pussy ached, mostly from being smashed by my own weight on the bar, but it could have been worse. So after a moment I just shook out the shirt, only to have my attention diverted by Jessica, who had picked up my jeans and begun folding them.

“Uh… you don't have to do that,” I said, gesturing at the jeans. “I'm going to have to put those back on.”

Jessica gave me an odd look and continued folding up my jeans. “You should dress, as Ms.Anders instructed.” She tucked my jeans under her arm.

I frowned at her, flipped the shirt I was holding around, and felt a hard knot of steel form in my tummy as I noticed something wrong.

“What the…?” I muttered as my fingers worked the material. “What did you do to it?” The white cotton base had been mutilated. The sleeves, shoulders, and collar were intact, but someone had taken a pair of scissors to the front, and while leaving the vertical strips intact, cut out the entire undershirt. A five inch wide strip remained at the bottom, so the colored material strips would have something to attach too, but the damn thing was now a ventilated series of narrow drapes. My mouth gaped in shock and I gave Jessica an accusatory glare.

“Ms.Anders made the alterations,” she said quickly, actually backing up to the door. I watched as she deliberately put the clothes rack I'd been humping between us. “You are to dress and put the Rotating Venus Penis and the plug back in, but don't need to wear the spiked strip.”

I wanted to be angry, but having been told it was Kari’s doing took the wind out of my sails. Of course she'd cut out the undershirt. Why had I assumed she wouldn't? The one decent shirt? Of course she had a plan to alter it into something she deemed appropriate. Defeated, I let my shoulders slump and I pulled the shirt over me head. The material fell and I slipped my arm into the sleeves. Then, as the tunic settled into place, I looked down.

Both bare breasts, still covered with the foam, spiked pasties taped to my nipples, stuck out between the colored strips. I closed my eyes, trying to figure out how I was going to keep the ladies from jutting out.

“Oh,” Jessica said, sounding slightly alarmed. “I didn't realize it would be quite that... revealing.”

I reached up and repositioned some of the strips, covering my breasts. This worked for about six breaths, then my boobs began to emerge from hiding again. Well, fuck.

I let out an exasperated sigh and pointed at Jessica. “My jeans please?”

Her eyes widened and now her face turned pink as she blushed. “Um… Ms.Anders told me to bring them to her. I think she wants you to wear just the tunic.”

I blinked, my eyes darting to the mirror. Yes, the shirt was long enough to mostly cover my ass, but mostly isn't completely. And the front hem danced just an inch below my dripping, bruised slit. But come on! There was no way I could walk around the mall like this! Besides, I'd freeze the moment we went outside!

“Jessica,” I whispered, giving the girl an almost tearful, look. “Please give me my jeans?”

For a moment I thought she was going to, but then that customer service shit kicked in and I wasn't the customer. She shook her head.

“You should discuss it with Ms.Anders,” she said earnestly. “I'll mention your… uh… difficulty with the cut.” She pointed at my breasts, which had once again fallen out between the strips of colored material. Then she left me on my own.

Frustrated, I bent down and picked up the RVP. The anal plug was still connected to it via the hourglass shaped strap, threaded over both phallic probes. I tugged the plug free, put a bare little foot up on the bench, and worked it back into my ass. It was uncomfortable and I ignored the feeling of needing to take a shit until it settled properly. Then I began strapping on the Rotating Venus Penis.

I was just about done when the four inch long phallus began moving, set somewhere around medium. And since it was already inside me, I gasped, my moist pussy ripening to flutter and spasm around it. I fixed the tunic again, smoothing it down to cover my bottom and sex, but that only made my tits pop back out. I stared at the mirror, frustrated, aroused, humiliated, and dreading the walk of shame I was about to endure.

Finally accepting defeat, I picked the spiked foam strip off the floor, straightened, tucked my breasts back in behind the vertical slats of material, and sat down to put on my boots. I was just lacing them up, my pussy quivering with need, when the vibration function began.

Well, fuck. Kari was trying to make me cum again.

So she could punish me.

I put my boobs back in the shirt, stood with the spiked foam strip, and went to the door. No one was around in the fitting room hallway, so I moved to the entrance and glanced out. Kari and Jessica were near the register and Kari had added another large bag to her collection. Jessica spotted me and nodded, which made Kari turn around. My mistress looked at me with hungry, delighted eyes.

“Well, step out here so we can see it on you properly,” Kari said, pointing at a clear space in front of her. I checked around to see just how many people might be around. The women's apparel section seemed quiet. Thank God. So then I checked to make sure I wasn't hanging out of the shirt.

Fuck. There were my breasts again.

I tucked myself back in and with very small, very even steps, vibrated and swirled my stuffed and tormented pussy out to where Kari wanted me. Her eyes took in every line, every curve, and lingered around my bare, upper thighs.

“Lift your arms above your head and turn around,” Kari ordered. I did a pirouette and when I completed the full rotation, I saw that Jessica's eyes were wide and she had covered her mouth. She took her hand away.

“Ms.Anders,” she breathed hurriedly. “I'm not jure that outfit is…”

“Perfect,” Kari said in satisfaction. “You may lower your arms, Bre.”

I dropped my arms and crossed them over my chest, because I knew both of my breasts had once more emerged from between the colored material. Both women looked at me and Jessica coughed lightly, then pointed downward at my loins. I looked down. The fucking shirt had ridden up and gotten caught on the front of the RVP, showing off the vibrating base. I flicked a hand downward, freeing the hem. I could feel the heat on my cheeks as I blushed crimson.

I fixed a hard stare at Kari. “I want my jeans back,” I said.

“And your tee shirt no doubt,” Kari agreed. “But I want to make it perfectly clear, that without my approval, wearing such an outfit that is totally inappropriate for someone of your demeanor and will result in punishment.”

“You've punished me almost from the moment we got here!”

Kari shook her head in disagreement. “Hardly. Inflicting the RVP on you was simply testing your ability to resist sexual stimulation when you knew you were not permitted to cum. And yet you did it anyway, thus earning the punishment of the spike pasties and the strip,” she pointed to the spiked, foam hourglass strip I was still holding. “And even straddling the rack.”

She took a step forward, grabbed my arm, and pushed it down, away from my breasts. “Your punishment for dressing improperly, is to be dressed properly.

“Kari!” I hissed, yanking my arm free of her grip and pushing my bosom back beneath the shirts slits. “I fall out of this shirt! It's too short! And my ass is showing!” I turned again, catching my tits as they surged forward, erupting out of the slits in the shirt, even as I thrust my jewel stuffed rump upward. I looked at her over my shoulder, one arm across my chest again, as Kari and Jessica looked down at my plugged ass.

“Well, it's sort of difficult to see…” Jessica stammered. Kari smiled.

“I find it suitable. You are not in violation of the law,” she observed.

“Just every standard of acceptable behavior,” I shot back, turning to face her again.

Kari crossed her arms. “Breanne, what is nympho humiliation pain slut rule one?”

I winced. Fuck. I looked away, already knowing where this was about to go.

“A nympho humiliation pain slut is required to have cock in her at all times, or if coxk.is not available, a suitable toy that will keep her wet and ready for use.” It may not have been the exact wording, but it was close enough.

Kari nodded. “And the second rule?”

I glanced at Jessica. She was staring intently at me. I checked to make sure my breasts hadn't wriggled their way out of the front of my shirt. Once assured they were still tucked away, I took a breath. “A nympho humiliation pain slut must be ready to submit to sexual torment and torture at any time, for any reason, to anyone.”

The stunned look on Jessica's face was almost worth it. But then I could see the machinations.

“Rule number three?” Kari continued.

“A nympho humiliation pain slut is not allowed to refuse to perform a required sexual act, or fail to submit herself for use, unless the act or use violates her limits,” I explained.

Kari tapped her fingers on the register counter. “Excellent. Please explain the fourth rule.”

My heart quivered, right along with my pussy. This was where she was heading. The recitation of the first four rules was merely the mantra to remind me of my place: at Kari’s knees, a subservient fuck slut. I gulped, my cheeks burning with shame as Jessica listened and watched, intrigued and titillated. My voice came out as a squeaky whisper, almost, but not quite too soft.

“A nympho humiliation pain slut should always dress provocatively so that she can be easily identified by her betters as a sexual object.”

That was gist of it. There's a bit more with an exception, but I knew what Kari wanted to hear,  and what she wanted me to remember. Even as the words fell from my lips I knew I'd made a mistake that morning. I had to find another way to stay warm, or to protest my nature. Kari had made it very clear that further attempts to circumvent Rule Four would result in increasingly cruel and difficult torments. It just wasn't worth it.

So, without looking around, I dropped to my knees. The tunic lifted up, exposing my rounded buttocks and the base of the vibrating, churning RVP, and both breasts slid out from between the colored strips of shirt. I kept my eyes lowered and spread my legs wide, adopting the position of acceptance. With palms up, my prurient bits exposed, I apologized.

“I'm sorry, Kari. Thank you for reminding me of my place.” I made an effort to resist the urge to cover up, to wince, to hide, even to run. The the RVP suddenly went crazy between my legs, both functions turned to maximum. My pussy tightened violently around the RVP’s corkscrewing cock and I looked up, shocked and on the verge.

“I'm glad you’ve come to your senses,” Kari said. She picked up her shopping bags. “Now come along. We've taken up enough of Jessica's time.” She gave me a wicked smile. “If you cum before we get to the car, I will put a set of clover clamps on your tits.”

I stood up and as Kari turned away, I adjusted the tunic to cover up as much as I could. Jessica hurried out from.around the counter, another shopping bag in her hand.

“Here's your clothes,” she said softly.

I took it and met her eyes. “Thank you,” I replied. I couldn't be mad at her. We were both just pawns in the queen's game. Jessica smiled at me.

“Anyone, anywhere, at anytime?” She suddenly asked, almost embarrassed. Her cheeks were pink.

I nodded. Suddenly she reached out with both hands, her fingers slipping between the colored strips. I stiffened and then gasped as she found my breasts, only to grab them both, kneading them roughly. The spikes on the inside of each foam circle dug deep into my nipples.

“My number is in the bag,” Jessica whispered. “Call me.” Then her fingernails scratched at the sides of my breasts. She pulled both spiked circles off my nipples, dropping them in the bag too. I let out a whimper.

“I hope you cum,” she said sincerely, “and get punished for it.” She then went back to the register. I looked down. The tips of each breast were exposed, peeking out from between the vertical slats of the shirt, gold piercings glinting in the light, the skin of my areolas dark and spotted with deep, red indentations. I couldn't help it. I smiled back at her.

“Oh,” I said with a smile. “I plan on it.” The swirling maelstrom between my legs suddenly seemed supercharged and I gave Jessica a little wave, then took my bag and hurried after Kari. My tunic failed to cooperate, and as I caught up with my mistress, just feet from a main thoroughfare, my breasts preceded the rest of me, poking out. Kari glanced at me, looking down with a smile.

“Now that is appropriate for a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

I reached up and tucked my tits back in, just as another shopper walked by, giving me a disgusted and imperious look. I licked my lips then gave Kari a direct look.

“Kari, I think I need to be punished,” I whispered. My voice was practically shaking with tension. Or vibrations. One or the other. Or both.

“Really? So soon after having to wear that outfit in public? After being humiliated and forced to straddle that metal bar? After having those spikes pressing into your breasts and sex?”

I nodded frantically, the waves rising up inside me. “I need to be punished.” I gasped.

Kari’s eyebrow went up. “Why? What have you done that makes you deserve punishment?” I couldn't tell if she was truly clueless, or just being coy. So I grabbed her arm, which knocked my right breast back into view.

“Because…” I breathed, shaking now. Another person walked past us. A man. His eyes were wide in shock as he looked at my bare breast poking out the front of the shirt, right between the strips.

“Because?” Kari asked.

I trembled. Too late. I felt the Rotating Venus Penis swirl inside me, the vibrations rattling me to the core. The humiliation, the torment, the punishment, Jessica's fascination, all of it, came together in a tempest, with me in the middle. I took a deep breath. The other breast came out from between the strips of colored shirt.

“Because I'm cumming,” I blurted out. The orgasm hit me and I felt a spurt of wetness around the base of the RVP. Kari took my arm as I shuddered.

“And done while dressed as what you are,” she breathed in satisfaction, feeling the spasms rock me. “A nympho humiliation pain slut.” She waited until the surge left me dazed and I felt the RVP slow, then go quiet. I stood there, feeling amazing,  not even caring that my breasts were sticking out, or that we were attracting a lot of attention. Kari put her hand on my chest, and to my surprise, tucked my bosom back behind the material.

“Come now, let's find someplace quiet and private,” she said, forcing me to take a step.

“Okay,” I agreed, still wrapped in the bliss of climax. “Why?”

Kari laughed. “Because I know someone who has earned another punishment.”

I looked at her, then laughed. I squared my shoulders, knowing damn well what would happen. Kari’s eyes widened.

“I want to be dressed appropriately,” I said softly.

Kari kissed me. “You are,” she said. “You most certainly are.”


Zippered

“Ooohhh,” exclaimed Kari as she came into the office. “Stand up! Let me see it!”

I gave the gorgeous blonde woman in front of me a mischievous and welcoming grin. Kari was both my boss and mistress and I'd finally worn one of the outfits she'd bought for me two weeks prior. I stood up, ignoring the soft, muted buzz emanating from between my legs, and did a little pose. Kari put down her purse and studied me.

“I like it,” she said in approval, nodding at me. “The olive green really goes with your hair.” I couldn't help blushing, her words of appreciation going all the way down, past my heart, around my belly button, to some little spot that was wet, warm, stuffed full, and vibrating. I smiled at her, wondering if maybe she'd give me permission to do something I wanted to do all morning…

Like cum.

But even as I stared helplessly into her amazing, blue tinted eyes, I could see a sudden shift, as if something had occurred to her. She pursed her lips, tapping a finger against her chin.

“The zipper,” she declared. “I don't like it.”

The front of the romper I was wearing was closed down the front with a zipper; one that ran from the collar to an inch above my panty line. Of course I'd zipped it all the way up. That's how it was meant to be worn, the accessorized leather belt be damned. But clearly my mistress had other ideas. Her hand came up and she took hold of the zipper. She drew it downward slowly, sensually, and I stiffened slightly at her touch, my sex tightening around the monster vibrator as my body prepared itself for something sweet and sexy.

She got the metal tab down to just between my full breasts, when she let go, a hiss of exasperation coming from her mouth. She shook her head as I stood there, the center of my rather utilitarian bra now exposed. I glanced past her, through the glass walled front of our little office suite, and out into the building's atrium. No one was out there, but I couldn't help feeling subconscious about the deep cleft of cleavage showing. I might have squirmed a little bit.

I looked at Kari expectantly. I could see the wheels turning, the mental machinations as she considered options. I suddenly felt like I needed to run and hide, as if bad things were coming right at me.

“Well, we can deal with that first,” she said briskly, clearly having come to a decision. Her mouth curled upward at the corners in a calculating smirk. “You have thirty minutes,” she said, reaching into her purse. I blinked as she drew out her cellphone.

“Thirty minutes?” I repeated dumbly. “To do what?”

Her attention however, was on her phone. But she still answered me. “To have someone remove your bra obviously.”

“Excuse me?”

Her eyes darted up from the screen and glanced at my chest. “You will find someone who you have never had sexual contact with, and politely ask them to remove your bra. It is inappropriate to wear with that outfit, and technically unneeded.”

“You've got to be kidding me!” I protested, glancing down at my chest. Granted, the romper was cut in such a way wearing a bra might have been considered superfluous, but the material was thin. The tips of each breast would be painfully obvious. Not to mention tender. There's a reason women wear underwear.

She ignored my outburst and tapped some more on her phone. I stared at her, somewhat aghast, until she finished. She smiled this time, wickedly. “You are also forbidden orgasm during the time frame, and I suggest you hurry.”

Totally shocked, I could only think of one thing to ask. “Why?”

Kari tapped on the phone’s screen just once more, and the twelve inch long sex toy, jammed in between my legs, began fluttering in a sweeping, rolling pattern that made me gasp.

“Because that will only get worse over the next thirty minutes obviously.” She tucked the phone back into her purse. “So you don't have much time.” She lifted her bag and gave me a little wave as she walked deeper into the office. I stared after her, my pussy tightening and quivering, but then the vibrations subsided back to the quiet hum of before. For a second, I didn't know what to do. Then, I grabbed my purse and hurried out through the glass door.

I had to find someone to remove my bra.

***

The first thing I figured was that my office building would be a wash. The honest fact was that it was relatively small, with just three stories, and only a handful of offices. The other reality is that while I could have easily found three dozen men, and even a few women, on site willing to help me remove all of my clothes, Kari’s requirement of finding someone who hadn't had sexual contact with me was a doozy. I ran through the list mentally a few times.

Wow. I'd fucked, sucked, or licked almost everyone in the building at one time or another. No wonder I had a dubious reputation.

I needed a new building.

For a moment I considered taking a drive, but I quickly realized that time was of the essence. If I got in my jeep it would mean stripping, putting on nipple clamps, going somewhere, getting dressed again, then completing my task. Worse, there was the added complication of the Monster Vibrator. I had no way to turn it off, which meant an added distraction behind the wheel. No way. I could kill someone, or myself!

So that meant walking. Okay. No big deal. There were a number of office buildings nearby, none of which I'd visited before. And better yet, it was warm enough, in the mid-seventies, so I could go in just my romper. I grabbed the zipper, hauled it up to my chin, and rushed out of Kari’s demesne.

I wasn't wearing heels because they would have looked stupid with the romper, but I did have on a pair of flat soled sandals that wrapped up my calves. It was a very “safari” look and I felt like I needed a pith helmet and a machete to complete the outfit. I was halfway to my target, striding down the sidewalk on the busy road, when the Monster Vibrator went crazy again.

I admit that I stumbled, and wouldn't you if suddenly a massive wave of pure, unadulterated pleasure seemed to explode between your legs? There were cars driving by for Christ's sake! So I sort of gave myself a momentary break, just to properly process the sensations.

The first thing I noticed was that whatever program Kari was using to control the Monster Vibrator, this little session was both a little more intense, as well as longer, than the first one I'd endured, standing there at my desk. That worried me, especially if it was a trend. And as my pussy convulsed around the plastic phallus, I couldn't help but glance at my watch, noting the time. 9:08am. Great. Wonderful. I wondered when the thirty minute time frame had started.

Then the Monster Vibe slowed. Most of the motors switched off, leaving just a soft, pulsing buzz to titillate my libido. I felt the wetness, the warmth, and let out a groan. This was going to be harder than I thought. I swallowed, steeled myself, and hurried forward.

The office building next to ours was similar, though it had a few extra stories and had a much brighter feel. It was still too small to warrant a security officer, or even a reception desk, so I felt comfortable standing in the lobby. The directory listed a variety of offices, mostly various business operation stuff. But my task immediately became harder as I realized that there weren't any people going in and out. Everyone was already at their desks.

Shit.

I stood around for two or three minutes, watching the empty lobby, when I gave up and figured that wandering the floors would be a better option. I pressed the elevator button, got in, and as it rose, the fucking vibrator went back into overload. 9:12am. I gasped, closed my eyes, and leaned heavily against the side of the elevator, waves of exquisite bliss pouring up from between my legs. For a full sixty seconds my brain practically shut down in order to process the sweet pleasure. When the Monster Vibe quieted again I let out a moan of desperation that could have competed with a thirsty man in the desert, needing water. The elevator door dinged and I blundered out into the hall, my body screaming for sexual release.

Empty.

The hall. Not my pussy, obviously. No, definitely not my pussy. I took a shuddering breath and walked the carpeted corridor, searching for the right someone… okay, any someone by that point… who might be willing to take off my bra, undoubtedly getting a chance to see my breasts. No one. I considered trying doors, but that was going too far. I found the stairs and went down a floor, only to repeat the same, disappointing process again.

Where the hell was everyone? I hesitated, tapping my fingers nervously on my arm. Should I wait for someone to head to the restroom? Go into an office and ask for help? I checked the women's bathroom. It was empty and clean. Then, on a lark, I slipped into the men's restroom. No one. I waited there for almost a minute, but then pushed off from the wall in frustration. I should have checked the damn directory. Maybe half the building was empty.

I got back in the elevator, by myself, and returned to the lobby. My luck however, had not changed one whit. No one seemed to be around. I went to the directory. It was only helpful in as much that it listed a handful of business. Even the personnel section was depressing, though the head shots were professional enough. I sighed in frustration, only to suddenly go rigid as the Monster Vibe began its dark and secret dance once more.

Since I was disgustingly alone, I went with it, rocking my hips, revelling in the intense stimulation as my pussy fluttered around the rapidly oscillating phallus. I couldn't help reaching down between my legs and pressing on the base. Push. Squeeze. Push. Squeeze.

My eyes snapped open. What the fuck was I doing? Masturbating in the lobby? I looked down. One hand was pulling the zipper of my romper down. My bra was showing. I shook my head and closed up my top. And I moved my other hand away from my groin. There were three ways I could fuck this up. I could take longer than the required thirty minutes. I could not get my bra removed, and I could explode like a wanton fuck slut.

At this rate, Kari would be inflicting three punishments on me.

As the Monster Vibrator slowed, I found myself secretly wishing it had kept going. Still trembling as most of the internal motors went silent, I shambled back to the elevator with all sorts of thoughts in my head.

None of them were G rated.

I returned to the top floor of the building and made the decision to Donkey Kong my way back down. An efficient search pattern. And if I couldn't find anyone, I'd just slink back to Kari’s office in defeat and accept the punishment. I mean, really… how bad could it be?

The top floor restrooms were still empty. Yes. Both of them. I put on my Kermit the Frog frown and marched my romper covered ass down a floor. Empty as a banker's soul. That included both bathrooms. Frustrated, wet, stuffed, and really starting to feel the effects of the vibrator I searched the building until I got to the first floor. It was only there that I encountered a living person; a day porter cleaning the women's restroom. I peeked in around the cart.

It was a she. She saw me peeking in, and in accented but understandable English, told me in no uncertain terms, that the restroom was closed.

For a second I thought about asking, but from the way she turned away from me, with polite disinterest, I knew it was a dry well even before I jammed a shovel into the dirt. Frustrated, I let the door close and went back out into the hall, only to gasp in startled surprise as the Monster Vibrator went back into overdrive.

And then some.

I stopped dead in my tracks outside the restrooms, my pussy clenched tight around the monster vibrator. It was so intense! Designed to push me rapidly toward the edge, especially with the way the motors changed speed in these waves, I found myself locked in place, trembling with sexual need, barely able to think straight. Which is why I didn't say anything when the man came out of the men's restroom.

He was in his late forties, going bald, and had a significant gut, but he wore his suit well. No tie, which generally means manager, or at least a relaxed office environment. He looked familiar. I realized I'd seen his face on the directory. I didn't remember his name though. But what really made him stand out was that he noticed me immediately, and came to my aid.

“Hello,” he asked cautiously. “Are you alright?”

The buzzing noise of the vibrator was loud, and obvious, and the twitching of my hips might have clued in a younger man. I quivered instead of answering, teeth clenched as my body really, really, wanted to give in and go for broke. I felt like the epicenter of a full scale earthquake. With a nuclear reactor right inside me. Explosion was a definite possibility at this point.

“Miss?” He repeated as I leaned against the wall. He stayed by me for almost a full minute, concern writ large upon his face. Then the vibrator slowed and the vibration dwindled. I let out a quiet moan. Even I could hear the difference.

“Are you okay?” He asked. I could see the curiosity in his eyes. But there was something else. He was suspicious. I nodded.

“Yes,” I said roughly, “But I could use some help.”

He responded perfectly. “What can I do?”

I gave him an adorable, winsome, sappy smile. “Really? You’ll help me? It's a bit silly. And weird sounding,” I warned him.

He smiled. “Like what?” It came out laughingly, like there was absolutely nothing he could imagine me asking that wouldn't phase him.

“I need help getting my bra off,” I said quietly.

That phased him. He blinked. “Excuse me?”

I reached up to the zipper at my throat and tugged it down. Way down. Like belly down. Almost to the belt down. His eyes widened as my cleavage, bra, and then abdomen came into view.

“Please? If you could just undo the clasp in the back,” I said, starting to shrug out of the top.

That practically set off a panic. “Whoa… maybe… maybe… I'm not the right person to…”

But by then it was too late. The top of my romper came off my shoulders and my full, white, utilitarian bra emerged into view. To save the poor man I turned around to face the wall, pulling the outfit far enough down my back that he could see the clasp.

“Can you undo it please?” I wheedled. For a second there was silence,  but then I felt the flutter of his fingers along the strap, against my skin. The constricting, supporting pressure of my bra disappeared and I knew he’d done it. Clasp undone. Now I just had to get him to remove my bra for me.

“Oh,” I cooed, pretending to be overly grateful. Even relieved. “Thank you!” I turned back around to him, even as the bra started to slip, and his eyes widened as I tugged my right arm out of the sleeve of the romper. The piercing and padlock at my nipple appeared. Then he turned away, closing his eyes.

“Miss!” he protested. Ah. A gentleman.

“Sorry,” I replied. “I'm snagged again. Can you pull?” I grabbed his hand, and lifted it to my breast. Maybe he was expecting the material of the bra, but that had already fallen, exposing my entire, soft, sweet mound. I pressed his fingers to the curve of my tit. He jerked.

“Oops,” I giggled. “A little lower.” I drew his hand downward, over the nipple, even as I held on to him. His fingers snagged my bra and pulled it down off my arms. I let go of his hand as he clutched my underwear, and began threading my arms back through the romper.

Which is when the day porter came out.

I already had my arms in the romper, so I merely turned away, shrugged the material upward, and pulled the zipper up to my chin. There was a moment when I worried about my boobs getting caught between the metal teeth, but everything compressed nicely. I looked back at the day porter, who was staring in shock. But not at me. At the gentleman. Holding a bra. I sensed that the time to leave had come.

“Well, thank you very much for helping me,” I said swiftly, taking my clothing from the nice man and bundling it into a nice, tight package. “Have a wonderful day!” The embarrassed and flummoxed expression on the man's face made me feel guilty, but only for a moment. Not everyone gets blown, or gets to fuck a nympho humiliation pain slut. I leaned over, gave the man a kiss on the cheek, and hurried down the hall toward the stairs. I folded up the bra into a tiny, unidentifiable package. I pushed through the door and a minute later I was down in the lobby.

I checked my watch. If my time limit had started at 9am, I was probably already fucked. And not in the nice way. Even hurrying, I wasn't sure I could get back in time. Still, I'd accomplished Kari’s stupid little task. I could get back to the office, show off my success, beg for permission to cum, and then shudder my way through orgasmic release.

I hummed as I hurried out of the building.

I was maybe forty feet from my own office complex when the Monster Vibe roared, once again, to life. I took a few steps, my pussy clamped hard around it. Waves of need, of pleasure, of pure lust washed over me. I needed to explode. But dammit, I was so close! I just needed to clench down, bite the bullet, and resist. I stumbled forward, putting one hand against the wall, panting and twitching, right out in full view, clearly trodding the last few feet of a path that led to only one destination.

Come on, Bre! Just one minute. Just sixty seconds. You can handle it. Then the vibrator goes back to low!

I stood outside, leaning against the building, and it wasn't until I realized that I was about thirty seconds away from cumming, that the vibrator was not switching off. My eyes snapped open and I looked down at my watch. Fuck! I jerked forward, a surge of sexual frustration giving me some juice to move. I marched up to the doors, yanked them open, and ran smack dab into Mr.Johnson, one of our building's Certified Public Accountants.

“Hi Bre!” He said delightedly as my tits bounced off him. “In a hurry?”

Charles Johnson was a big man, over six feet tall and built like a weightlifter. All his mass was in his top half. Unfortunately, much of it was around his waist. Still, he was a nice guy, and had helped me out in a number of situations involving me completing certain assignments.

He laughed before I could reply. “Pretty outfit, but aren't you overdressed?”

The Monster Vibrator was still going strong and as I suffered and swayed and tried to think of a way to extricate myself from the situation, Mr.Johnson heard the vibrator.

“Oh,” he said knowingly. “An assignment?” He asked.

I nodded frantically. “Yes!” I blurted out. I jammed my hands between my legs, as if that would help me to resist what was clearly coming. “Please? I need to go!” I jiggled up and down as if I needed to go to the bathroom.

He smiled. “Well, I suppose I can allow that, but only if you promise to come visit me.” He wiggled his eyebrows up and down suggestively.

“Okay,” I agreed. “Soon.”

He shook his head. “Today,” he replied. Then he leaned forward. “I love the romper.” He reached out, grabbed my butt, and gave it a hard squeeze, but as he let go, my body gave in. I gasped, my eyes rolling up into the back of my head. I swayed dramatically,  only to have Mr.Johnson catch hold of me as I began the process of jumping off the edge of the cliff, leaping into the orgasmic abyss.

It felt amazing.

I heard the zipper, but didn't think about it until Charles slipped a hand into my top, and cupped my breast, playing with my nipple. He put his mouth by my ear. “I love your tits. Why aren't you wearing clamps like a good little nympho humiliation pain slut is supposed to? Hmm? Do you need a titty spanking for that?” He squeezed my nipple, rotating it around. I stiffened, my nipple pickering to his touch, and I pressed my groin against his hip. The pressure helped jam the Monster Vibrator deeper. “That's right. Cum for daddy,” he said.

So I did.

As my shuddering slowed I gulped in a few breaths of air and looked up weakly. I felt wrung out, but in a good way, and Charles was already pulling his hand out of my top. He cupped my cheek tenderly even as the remnants of my explosion continued to swim around in my head. The Monster Vibrator was still going nuts and I let out a groan, pushing off Charles.

“I really need to go,” I said softly, trying to ignore the continuing vibrations. Charles grinned.

“Sure, but I expect you up at my office for that spanking. Bring a paddle,” he told me. He stepped away and gave me a little wave as I back into the atrium and he continued out into the parking lot.

“Breeeeeeeeee!”

I whirled to see our day porter, Jose, standing in front of me. He was grinning widely, and it wasn't until he brought his hands up to his chest, cupping imaginary breasts, that I realized he wasn't quite looking at my face. I glanced down.

“Shit!” I spluttered, grabbing the zipper and yanking it back up. My boobs disappeared beneath the romper and Jose pouted. I patted his shoulder as I hurried past. No one else was in the lobby and I went to the back right, opening the door to Kari’s office. I could see her behind her desk, so I walked down the hall.

“You're late,” Kari said without looking up.

I licked my lips. Protest? Object? Make excuses?

“Can you turn off the Monster Vibrator?” I said instead.

She looked up at me for a long moment,  then picked up her phone. Ten seconds later the Monster Vibrator slowed. But it didn't go silent. I quivered, still suffering. But at least it wasn't going to drive me into another orgasm.

Kari put her phone down. For a moment I stood there, waiting. She didn't say anything. She went back to working on her computer. I shifted my weight back and forth. The silence stretched and I began to feel really, really, uncomfortable.

“Uh… I found someone to take off my bra,” I told her, putting the folded material on her desk. She didn't reply.

I pursed my lips. “Kari?”

She continued to ignore me.

“Uh...okay,” I said uncertainly. “Let me know if you uh… want me to do something else.” I turned back toward the door and she spoke.

“You took thirty-eight minutes,” she stated.

I glanced down at my watch. She was right. Probably. I shouldn't have tried to wait out the last vibration of the Monster Vibrator. And the orgasm itself took a minute. I frowned. Good reasons. Bad excuses. I shrugged.

“Yes. I got distracted,” I admitted.

Kari looked up at me. “You should be going crazy right now, begging me to let you cum, not simply asking for the vibrator to be turned down.”

Ah… that explained her attitude. “I exploded,” I admitted.

“Of course you did,” she replied.

I let out a chuckle. “But hey, I got my bra taken off.”

Kari put her hand on my bra. “Yes,” she said softly. Then she opened the drawer of her desk and drew out two items. They clunked heavily when she set them down on the desk. I recognized both and felt my tummy flutter. Garotte clamps and a one pound weight.

“Put them on,” she ordered.

I took a deep breath. The garotte clamps had become a recent favorite of Kari’s, and I had become accustomed to suffering the tight grip. Simply put, the clamps were two loops made of cable, positioned over my pierced nipples, and tightened behind the gold rings to put pressure on the tip of each breast. I grabbed the zipper of the romper and pulled it down to the belt. This let my bare breasts fall out. I picked up the garotte clamps, attached the first behind the padlock and piercing, then did the other side. I tugged once, to make sure they were tight. Then I took a deep breath. I wasn't exactly looking forward to hanging the weight on the cable. I reached for it, only to have Kari stop me.

“No,” she said. “Zip your top back up.”

Surprised, I did as asked tucking my tits back in and pulling the zipper up to my chin. I looked down, very pleased. I couldn't even see the outline of the hardware through the olive green cotton. I knew I liked this outfit!

Kari gestured me closer, and as I complied, she picked up the weight. Then, much to my consternation, she hung the damn thing on the romper’s metal zipper tab.

I could barely feel the weight of it, so it took me a moment to see the diabolical nature of the punishment. With every breath, the weight pulled the zipper downward. Just a tiny bit. It meant I would have to pay closer attention as gravity worked to undress me. I watched as the front my romper slowly parted. My cleavage appeared, dark and inviting, then the slopes of my breasts. I stood, breathing deeply. Watching as the zipper kept going downward, navigating the bulge of my bosom and heading to my navel.

Kari however, was busy while my romper was self undressing. She surfed the internet, wrote something down on a notepad, and handed it to me. I took it and read it, then looked up.

“I need a set. Get one for me.”

I gave her a skeptical look. “That’s all?” I asked. Kari shook her head, reached back into the drawer, and pulled out a pair of alligator clamps. “No. Find someone’s cock to suck, and have them put those on you afterward.”

Slowly I took the new set of clamps. I recognized the set. These were the ones I didn't like. They pinched too hard. She knew I would try to go as long as possible to limit the time my nipples were going to be caught between the toothed clips. My lips formed a solid, bloodless line.

“Right,” I said darkly. I turned to leave.

“And Bre? Make sure it's another stranger.”

I ground my teeth. “Is there a time limit?”

Kari smiled. “I think an hour is appropriate.”

I shook my head. “An hour and a half,” I countered. She nodded.

“Replace the Monster Vibrator with the six inch vibrator from your jeep. And leave it on if you aren’t driving. Full power. And no cumming.”

My eyes widened. “But Kari!” She held up her hand.

“No. That's it. Go.”

So with my nipples tingling from the garotte clamps, and my wet pussy still twitching from the Monster Vibe, I left her office and headed out to my jeep.

***

I was naked. I looked out the windshield of my jeep as I struggled to pull my panties up over my sandaled feet, and wondered why the fuck I put up with half the crazy shit Kari forced upon me. The Monster Vibrator was silent and sitting in a plastic cup, resting in the center console, but its sister; a six inch long, battery operated version with a curved tip, was shaking merrily in my pussy, reminding me repeatedly exactly why I put up with all the crazy shit.

It turned me on.

The drive to the office supply store had gone smoothly enough. I'd left Kari’s office, gone to my jeep, and promptly removed my romper. It wasn't easy either. The belt had to be undone, and since I'd been in a rush, I unzipped the front myself, rather than let the weight hanging from the tab handle it. 

Kari had already turned off the Monster Vibe, so it was simplicity itself to shuck out of my panties and switch toys. You'd have been proud of me. I even licked the Monster Vibrator clean, like a good little fuckslut should. I didn't turn on the new vibrator, because that would have been stupid, but my pussy still loved that thick, full feeling of getting stuffed. Combined with the garotte clamps on my nipples, I was already charged enough that orgasm seemed a reasonable and attractive goal. Kari’s admonition against it be damned.

I hit a few stoplights and went through the now familiar practice of hunching down in my seat, hoping no one could see me, while simultaneously turning on the vibe to full power while my vehicle was stopped. Of course, my fingers swirled across my clit, and by the time I reached my destination, I was about as wet, hot, and ready as I ever am. As Kari had ordered, I turned the vibrator on as I turned off the engine, and tried to ignore the intense sexual stimulation as I pulled on my panties and romper, tightened the belt, and zipped the front up.

It wasn't easy.

I climbed out of my jeep, self conscious and nervous. I checked the zipper of my romper. I crossed the lot and went into the store, nipples aching with a dull throb, Kari’s note clutched in my hand.

She needed a special pen set and I almost felt I needed to be at an arts and crafts store. Still, I wandered around, looking for the exact item she wanted.

Oh. And cock to suck.

After wandering around for a minute or two, I realized I was going to need some help. For this, I found the zipper to be a helpful feature of my attire. The weight hadn’t pulled it down more than a few inches, so I helped it along. I unzipped the front of my romper down to what was probably an inappropriate point between my breasts, exposing the cable between the garotte clamps, if not the little nooses themselves. Then I just looked lost. I had a helpful male responding to my breasts… I mean needs, in short order. He wore a name tag that said “Daniel”

“How can I help you?” He asked my breasts, his eyes glued to the white curves peeking out from between the zipper teeth.

“They're looking for two things,” I replied brightly. He missed the joke. Mostly because his attention was on the cable spanned expanse highlighted by my half open romper and the heavy weight still pulling my zipper downward. “The first is this.” I lifted Kari’s paper and interposed it in poor Daniel's line of sight. He blinked, shook his head, and read the note.

“Oh. Sure. We have that. Let me show you.” He turned, clearly expecting me to follow. So I did. Each step made the vibrator inside me shift and I couldn't help realizing that I was well on my way back up the mountain, heading straight for another climax. If I were going to obey Kari and not cum, then I needed to scale things back. I couldn't turn off, or turn down the vibrator,  but I could try to speed things up. We got to our destination, and rather than pulling the zipper back up, I gave gravity another helping hand, right down to the belt.

Daniel plucked the pen set off the shelf, turned toward me, and gaped. I wasn't technically hanging out, but only a fucking moron wouldn't realize that the cable stretched across my decolletage was attached to my nipples. I plucked the pen set from his hand, breathing deeply, knowing that the weight Kari had attached to the zipper was inexorably dragging it downward.

“Well, that's the first item on my list,” I agreed.

Daniel, staring at my breasts, fell right into my trap. “What's the second?”

“Your cock in my mouth,” I said in a sultry tone. At the same time I reached out and put my hand on the bulge tenting the front of his pants. Poor Daniel. He didn't know how to handle me. I gave him a gentle squeeze. “Where is the restroom?” I asked, making it clear what I wanted.

He tore his eyes off my breasts and stammered something unintelligible, then turned guiding me through the store, while at the same time adjusting his pants. I followed and at the same time zipped the romper backup. The last thing I needed was a line. We threaded our way to the side of the store and he paused, clearly unsure of what was going to happen next. I handed him pen set.

“Go put this back. Count to a hundred, then come to the men's restroom.” His eyes widened, bit then he nodded and hurried off. I smiled, went to the door of the men's restroom and looked in. Empty. Two stalls and a urinal. Double sink. Hmmm. I could see easily. Too easily.  Still, I knew how to solve that problem. I could always pretend I’d made a mistake and went into the wrong restroom. What were they going to do? Have me arrested?

I sat there, mentally urging Daniel to hurry as the 6 inch vibrator played havoc with my sex. A very long minute later the door opened and I kept my feet on the ground, making it damn obvious there was a girl in the men’s restroom. The footsteps came closer and no one protested, so I presumed it was Daniel. I hadn’t bothered to lock the door and it swung open gently and Daniel peeked in. The weight on the zipper had taken a bit, but done its work.

Both of my breasts were in full view, garrote clamps and all, and Daniel’s mouth fell open. I smiled, curling a finger and beckoning him closer. He did, even locking the door of the stall. I stayed right where I was, mostly because if someone else came in, now I had to be able to pull up my feet. Daniel stepped up to me and I quickly began unbuckling his trousers, then unbuttoning. When I pulled down his zipper, I felt a sort of longing pang and then it was child’s play to pull out his thickening cock.

It was the first cock of the day, and with the vibrator in my pussy driving my libido, you can imagine the enthusiasm I expressed while devouring Daniel’s prick. I took hold of him with both hands and wrapped my mouth around his tip, sucking and swirling my tongue in circles. It felt amazing and I quickly began pulling him in deep, swallowing the full length of his sword. I bobbed my head eagerly, wetting his shaft as I slurped on him. He was an eager participant, but left the mechanics to me. In short order he was moaning, then began thrusting himself. When he did that I knew it was time and I curled my fingers around his shaft and made a warm, wet hole for him to fuck.

Then he let it rip, filling my mouth with a thick load of his spunk. I resisted the urge to swallow immediately, instead letting him pump two or three full squirts onto my tonsils. Then, as he pulled out, I opened my mouth so he could see the two tablespoons worth of cum he'd left in my mouth.

Then I swallowed.

Daniel sighed in relief and stepped back. I cleared my mouth of the salty syrup he'd deposited and stood up. As he put his junk away, I reached into the pocket of the jumper and pulled out the alligator clamps.

"Would you mind taking these," I gestured at the garrote cable, "off, and putting these," I held up the alligators on a chain, "on for me?"

Daniel, satisfied, was clearly tractable and he took a step closer. His hands went down to my breasts and I gasped as his fingers loosened the tightened loops on my nipples. Pain shot through each tit as circulation was restored and I brought my hands up, rubbing at my nipples, wincing. Daniel handed me the garrote clamps and took the alligators from me.

"These look like they will.hurt," he observed.

I swallowed, a slightly bitter taste in my mouth. "They're supposed to," I said quietly. "I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut." I stood up and cupped my breasts, offering them up to him. "Please? Hurt me sir?"

Of course my standing up changed the position of the 6 inch vibrator, still purring loudly at full power. I tightened hard around it. Daniel raised the first alligator clamp and hung it on my right nipple, behind the hoop piercing and small, charm sized padlock that dangled from my tit.

Shards of sexually charged pain shot through my breast and went straight down to my pussy. I didn't even realize I was that ready to pop, but as Daniel finished putting the second alligator clamp on my left breast, I grabbed hold of him and pressed my groin against his leg. That was all it took. I let out a high pitched squeal as the orgasm hit me like a kick to the privates. I held on for dear life, humping poor Daniel's leg until the ripple of high pressure spasms stopped. I let him go, undid the belt, unzipped my jumper all the way down until I was able to reach the vibrator. I turned it off with a sigh, but left it in. Daniel was staring at me in astonishment.

"Did we just have sex?" He asked in awe.

I laughed. "Not in the Clintonian fashion," I replied. "Besides, I swallowed the evidence."

Daniel blinked.

I zipped up my romper, covering my freshly clamped breasts back up. After the orgasm, the clamps hurt quite a bit, but I was used to it. I might have left the zipper a little lower than what might have been acceptable in public, but I rationalized that simply enough. I didn't want the bodice of the romper hugging my clamped breasts too tightly.

"Go on," I shoed him away. "And don't forget my pen set."

Grinning, Daniel unlocked the stall door and headed out. A moment later I heard the door squeak, leaving me alone in the restroom. I checked myself in the mirror, left the bathroom, and two minutes layer was hauling the zipper back up my front as I bought Kari’s pen set. I left the store, climbed into my jeep, and stripped once more.

Time to head back to work.

***

I swallowed the salty flavor down and pulled the 6" vibrator out of my mouth, trying not to gag as it slid past my tonsils. As usual, I challenged myself to see just how deep I could go and had managed to get almost the entire thing in my mouth, which I thought quite respectable. Around me the sunlight filtered through the trees, leaving patches of brilliant light next to shadowed darkness.

My jeep was parked in the lot of Kari’s office building, in the very back corner, where the untinted windows wouldn't provide an immediate eyeful of very naked, nipple clamped, redheaded, nympho humiliation pain slut. After cleaning off the 6" toy, I swapped it out for the Monster Vibe again, activating the bluetooth function on my phone. That would undoubtedly alert Kari to my arrival, but I figured I could handle it. I threaded my sandaled feet back through my panties, and then my romper, struggling to get dressed. There were some necessary gymnastics as I pulled my clothes up far enough to keep the Monster Vibrator buried in my wet, but now quite satisfied pussy, and was just pulling the weighted zipper up over the alligator clamps still hanging off my boobs, when the Monster Vibe rumbled to life.

I took a deep breath as it oscillated through a number of tantalizing patterns before settling down on something I recognized. It was on low, a gentle rumble with the occasional flutter. Nothing too intense, but I knew that it would keep me wet and wanton. I climbed out of my jeep, pussy tightening around the massive plastic phallus in my pussy, and sauntered into the building with Kari’s pens.

She was in her art room, busily working on a current project and I dumped her pen set on the desk. Then I climbed up into the stained canvas director's stool against the wall. I crossed my knees and wriggled a bit, trying to ignore the incessant low level stimulation in my pussy. Kari picked up her pens.

"How did it go?" She asked politely.

I but my lip, fidgeting. "Fine. I sucked cock and had the alligator clamps put on."

Kari nodded. "I see that," she said, nodding toward my chest. I glanced down and sighed. In the space of time that I'd walked in and sat down, the single weight on the zipper had opened up my front enough for Kari to see the chain hanging between the alligator clamps. Brilliant. I grabbed the zipper and pulled it upward, hiding my breasts again.

"Is that all that happened?" Kari teased.

I blushed crimson. Fuck. She knew. No idea how she knew, but she knew.

"I might have accidentally cum," I blurted out.

Her eyebrow went up. "Might have?" She inquired with a smile.

I glowered. "Okay! I exploded, alright?" I crossed my arms across my chest ignoring the tight pinching of the alligator clamps on my nipples.

Kari grinned. "Of course you did," she replied smartly, opening one of the drawers of her desk. She drew out an object, another iron weight that looked exactly like the one already hanging from my zipper.

"Oh fuck…" I whispered. "Kari, it's hard enough as it is!"

She laughed viciously, then stood up. I had no choice but to let her hang the one pound weight next to the first. As soon as she pulled her hand away I dragged the zipper up to my chin. Before my hands were in my lap it had fallen a full inch. It slowed as it was forced to cope with the curvature of my bosom, but each breath freed another tooth.

"Now, I need you to head to the store and pick up some snacks for the kitchenette." She held up a prepared list and shook it. "While you're out, you should find someone willing to put this," she produced a jeweled butt plug, "up your cute little ass."

I glared at her. "And how exactly am I supposed to lube that thing up?" I demanded, not noticing that my top had opened up another inch or so. "What am I supposed to do? Buy some… gmmmphghhh!" Kari cut off my tirade by popping the butt plug into my mouth. I yanked it out angrily.

"Eeeww! Do you know where that's been?" I spat. I held up the now lubricated plug.

"Where my foot's about to be," replied Kari curtly. "Now go get the snacks. And as a reminder, no cumming."

I glared at her. "You're the one with the controls to the Monster Vibrator," I accused.

Kari smiled. "Show some self control for a change." I spluttered a bit at that insinuation and Kari said, "Bre, if you cum, you better have cock in your mouth too."

I blinked. "Wait. So I can cum if I'm giving some guy a blowjob?"

Kari.shook her head. "No, you still aren't allowed to cum. But if you do cum, and you don't have dick down your throat when you cum, I will double the punishment."

That shut me up and I grabbed the list and stormed out, jamming the plug into my romper’s pocket. I was halfway to my jeep when the Monster Vibrator went crazy, leaving me breathless and tight, quivering in the parking lot. I pushed through it, struggling out to my jeep. Kari must have been watching from the window because the vibrator went still as I climbed in.

My phone chirped. A text message. Leave the Monster Vibe in. You've got ten minutes to get to the store. You still need to strip naked to drive.

I frowned. Undoubtedly the Monster Vibrator would switch back on at the end of the time limit, so I closed the door and started the engine. I needed AC. I  reached up to the romper’s zipper, only to find it seven inches below my sternum. Half of each tit was hanging out and I was still struggling with the bite of the alligator clamps. I yanked it down and shrugged out of the sleeves, unbuckled the belt, then pulled it down over my ass, snagging my panties with it.

For a second I considered leaving it on, just sitting in it, but half the humiliation factor is being totally naked. Exposed. And unable to easily cover up. So I unbuckled the romper, pulled it off, and hit the road.

The drive to the store was relatively uneventful. You know, except for the slow and steady leak of pussy juice coming out from around the base of the Monster Vibe.

When I pulled up into the store, I selected an empty space in the very rear of the lot, just to avoid stares as I struggled back into my romper. I was just zipping the damn thing up when the Monster Vibe hummed into full blown craziness, waves of tremors rocketing through my loins, ricocheting off the alligator clamps, and aggravating my arousal to admittedly difficult to tolerate levels. Kari must have been having fun jacking around with the Monster Vibe's controls. I sat there, trembling, waiting for the intensity to drop and it did after thirty or forty seconds.

That left me seriously wet. With a deep breath I climbed out of the jeep and rezipped my front. Then I headed into the store, got a shopping cart and… rezipped up my front. Kari’s list of snacks in hand I began going down the aisles, zipping up the front of my romper in each one.  As far as challenges go, this one was dramatically easier, though I certainly got some odd looks. I must have zipped the romper back up to my chin twenty times, but it was only a minor annoyance. The major annoyance was the Monster Vibrator.

I was in the coffee aisle getting creamer when the toy in my cunt began a more intrinsic dance. I froze, my pussy locked down tight around the shaking phallus, and I clung to the shopping cart. Down the aisle there was a heavyset woman walking towards me, her eyes already curious. I put on a brave face as my pussy fluttered violently around the vibrator and the distance closed between us.

She had to have heard the toy inside me. Hell, I could hear it plainly enough when the motors hit their top speed, then slowed. But she walked by me without a word and as soon as she was at the far end of the aisle I let out a breath that I hadn't even realized I was holding. I grabbed the creamer, and leaning on the cart, waddled my way along. The Monster Vibrator didn't shut down either, and a little surge of anger shot through me.

That bitch was trying to make me suck cock!

With my libido in cahoots with Kari, I didn't have many options. The first and best scenario was to hurry through the grocery list and subsequent humiliation at the checkout, the buzzing obnoxiously loud, and then rush out to the jeep where I could legitimately turn off the Monster Vibrator. It wasn't even a bad idea. I had most of the stuff on the list already. I even knew where the remaining items would be in the store.

Or, option two: look for cock.

Sucking cock was fraught with peril. Sure, I'd avoid a double punishment, which under the circumstances was an attractive thought, but did I really want to trade the risk of making it back to the jeep for certain torment and temporary satisfaction? And Kari would know. She'd be timing me.

I decided to straddle the fence. I'd rush around trying to get the last of the items, despite the tempest between my thighs, with an eye out for appreciative admirers who might need their wick licked. It seemed like a good plan, so I scooted down the aisles, getting the last few items as I risked getting off scot free at the price of double the trouble.

I was in the line at the register, getting even more frustrated as the woman in front of me pulled out a checkbook. A fucking checkbook. Who uses a checkbook anymore? Each passing second was forcing me closer to the edge and I knew there was going to be no way to stop the orgasm if it came. I yanked the fucking zipper back up as my hips began twitching madly. The noise of the Monster Vibrator was obviously loud. Why didn't I use the self serve?

Finally it was my turn and I was shaking by the time I swiped my debit card. The cashier looked at me, eyes narrowed.

"What's that noise?" She asked curiously.

My eyes widened as the vibe seemed to swirl and roll and lick and suck and my pussy was just loving every fucking second of all twelve inches. I gulped as I took the receipt.

"My phone. The vibrate function is broken and just goes crazy sometimes," I replied lamely. She gave me a look that said rather clearly that she not only rejected my explanation, but knew exactly what was buzzing.

"You might want to zip your shirt up," she replied politely.

I looked down. The zipper had made it down past my breasts, the alligator clamp chain in full view, and even some impressive cleavage. Like really impressive. I grabbed the zipper and hauled the weights back up to my chin. She finished ringing up my purchase and gave my chest another look. I glanced down, sighed in frustration, and zipped my front back up. Then I took the receipt and fled.

The distance from the entrance of the store to my jeep must have been two or three miles, or so it seemed to me at that point. My pussy was trying desperately to crush the Monster Vibrator and my hips were jerking so much that walking, much less pushing a grocery cart laden with bags, was near impossible. I cursed my stupidity for parking in BFE (beyond fucking Egypt) and twerked my way through sexual hell. I was almost there when I knew, just knew that I was not going to make it.

Had there been a man around, any man, I would have rushed to him, begged permission to suck his cock, and pray that I'd managed to get him in the right hole before the tsunami of utter pleasure hit me. In all honesty, I doubt I would have been successful and I realized I should have played it safe. I should have found someone in the store, snuck off to the restrooms, or a back office, or the autoparts section or something and gotten it done. I'm an idiot.

So twenty feet short of my jeep I slowed, shuddered, gasped, jammed my hands between my legs, and violently exploded.

I imagine that from a distance I looked like I was having a seizure or something. I was stooped over, shaking, eyes closed, making a strange groaning sound. My rump jerked back and forth and my hips ground right and left as the battery operated orgasm machine drove me through the roof. The pattern the multiple motors used seemed to feel as if there were a dozen tiny squirrels running in spirals up and down a tree trunk and I was pretty sure this was what the tree felt like it.

All in all I was pretty much immobilized for thirty seconds, and when I pulled my hand away from my crotch, I saw the now obvious dampness in the crotch of my romper. Great. Just great. My pussy quivered and I knew that I was approaching an overload of sensation, and that I needed a break from the Monster Vibrator. I grabbed the cart, pushed it forward, and made it to my jeep without any other issues. Other than having to zip the front back up.

I yanked out my phone and shut off the bluetooth. In seconds the Monster Vibe stopped, a sudden, relieving silence that made me lean against the side of the jeep, just breathing. That in and of itself was almost enough to make me shake. The quiet… the peace… I only had to contend with the physical shape of the phallus.

I took a deep breath and told myself to load the car. I got my groceries into the back, put the cart in the return spot, and climbed into the vehicle. I looked down. My zipper was almost all the way to my belly button and one tit was hanging out. I wondered how long I’d been walking around like that. I decided to just go with it. I pulled my arms out of the sleeves, exposing both breasts, but I left the Monster Vibrator in, and the romper wrapped around my ass. Fuck driving naked. What more could Kari do to me?

The drive back to the office took just minutes and I pulled in near the entrance and hurriedly redressed. I was zipping up the front when I felt the bulge in my pocket and remembered the other task I’d been sent out to do. Fuck! The anal plug! I was so fucking screwed! Kari would know that I’d come back from the store, because the Monster Vibrator app made it clear when the toy was offline. So she’d be expecting me, wet, horny, unexploded, and walking around with my ass stuffed. Now, instead of just two punishments, I’d get three! I put my face into my hands.

That’s when I remembered. Charles Johnson. Certified Public Accountant.

And I needed an accounting.

***

My plan, formulated behind the wheel of my jeep, was simple. I’d rush in, scurry past Kari’s office, run up the stairs, go to Mr. Johnson’s small suite, beg him to stuff my ass in exchange for later services, and then hurry back out to the parking lot, turn the Monster Vibrator back on, and then grab the groceries and come in. It would still be suspicious, what with the extra eight or nine minutes, but maybe I could make Kari buy that. Decided on a course of action, I climbed out of the jeep, hauled the zipper up again, and hurried into the building.

The atrium was empty, thank God, so I quickly traversed the gray and white lobby and glanced into Kari’s suite. My desk was empty, obviously, and the light in her office was off, so I presumed she was in the art room. Yippie. Distracted and unable to see. I went past the glass, practically tiptoeing. I made it to the stairs and climbed them two at a time, patting the plug in my pocket. I got to Charles’ door, opened it, and found myself in a small lobby the size of a broom closet, with a larger, more impressive room just beyond.

“Breanne!” Charles Johnson boomed as he looked up and saw me. “You came!”

I eyed him and gave him a small smile. “You have no idea,” I half muttered. Then I walked in. “I have a really big favor to ask you,” I said apologetically.

He grinned. “Favors will cost you,” he warned mischievously. I chuckled.

“I know,” I assured him. I pulled the jeweled anal plug out of my pocket and held it up. “I need this in my ass. Like right now. And I’m not allowed to be the one to put it there.” I set it down on his desk and he picked it up, studying it. His face made it clear that he was already enjoying himself.

“Is this a punishment, or a torment?” He asked knowingly, with a wink. I wasn’t sure myself, so I shrugged. “Both?” I replied. He nodded and set the plug aside. “So let’s discuss terms.”

I put on a straight face, nodded, and waited.

“For this service, the cost is a blowjob a day for a week,” he said easily. I blinked.

“That’s it?” I asked, actually surprised. He nodded. I’d been expecting to have to agree to an entire dinner date on his arm, and the rest of the evening on his cock. To be honest, I’d have agreed to that too. Charles Johnson was a nice guy.

“That’s it,” he said. “Starting right now,” he added, tapping the desk.

Oh. Right. Time frame. I shifted. “Uh… I’m not sure I have the time right now. I’m sort of in a rush. Can’t you just stuff me and I can come back a little later and do it?”

Charles gave me a look. I must have been acting suspicious or something and his eyes narrowed. “Does Kari know you’re up here?” He asked.

I blinked. “Uhhh…”

He picked up his phone and dialed a number. It only took me half a second to realize what he was doing and I jerked forward and pushed down on the phone, cutting off the call.

“Okay! Okay! I’ll suck your cock now!” I blurted out.

Charles smiled. “Excellent.” He slid his chair back from the desk and gestured me around. “Blowjob first, and then you can take off that cute little romper and bend over the desk.”

So that’s how I ended up on my knees, with cock in my mouth.

Charles Johnson’s johnson wasn’t as impressive in size as the man himself, but he was still a mouthful. I went to work on him with an urgency that may have perhaps belied my concerns about time, and each minute that passed with him groaning and not shooting his load down my gullet made me more and more tense. I used every trick in the book; I swallowed him deep, I licked his glans, I sucked on his tip, I stroked his shaft, I tickled and caressed his balls. Almost fifteen minutes later he shuddered and the geyser erupted, spitting ribbons of salty froth into my mouth. I drank it down like a good little fuck slut, until he sighed in utter satisfaction. I let go and stood up. The zipper was at the belt and both breasts were hanging out. I undid the buckle and let the zipper work its way down another few inches, then I shrugged out of the romper top and pulled it down my thighs.

My panties, which were holding in the Monster Vibrator, were bulging, but I pulled them down enough to expose my ass. I turned around and bent over his desk, my alligator clamped boobs resting on the blotter. Charles slid himself closer, grabbed the plug and lifted it.

“It needs some lube,” he said. I licked my lips and reached down between my legs. I grabbed the Monster Vibe and tugged it out of my cunt.

“Put it in there, please.” Charles grinned and I felt the short plug against my petals. He pushed it in and I groaned. It was wider than the Monster Vibrator, but much, much shorter. He fucked me with it, a half dozen thrusts, leaving me to moan, pussy tightening, only to pull it free, lift it a few inches, and push it steadily into my ass. The pressure of it entering changed the dynamics in my sex, and I handed the Monster Vibrator back to him. “Put that back?”

Charles laughed and slid the massive, foot long plastic cock into my slit, only to draw it out again. Then in. Then out. I whimpered, the pleasure amazing, and in moments my hips were rolling, accepting the fuck as if I had all the time in the world. Nevermind the fact that I was twenty minutes overdue and that Kari would be checking the GPS tracker and see I was in the building. My bottom rose and fell, jeweled point flashing above where Charles was pounding me, and the resulting orgasm was sweet, satisfying, and done without cock in my mouth.

Sigh.

It took me another ten minutes to clean up, pull the romper back into place, and march my stuffed ass downstairs. As I passed Kari’s suite I looked in, not even trying to sneak by. She was back in her office. I don't think she saw me. I went out to the jeep, pulled my phone out, and reactivated the bluetooth function. I had only two of the grocery bags out when the vibrator switched on, buzzing gently.

I went back inside and entered the suite. I put everything away in the kitchenette before finally going into Kari’s office and plopping my uncomfortably full bottom into the plush armchair. I didnt bother pullung the zipper back up. Both breasts were hanging out, the clamped nipples throbbing gently. Kari looked up at me.

"Where have you been?" She asked curiously. "I expected you back over half an hour ago."

"I was getting my taxes done," I told her.

The corner of Kari's mouth curled up. "And how are your taxes coming?"

"I'm afraid I'm going to end up owing a penalty or two." I frowned. "Or three."

"Goodness," Kari exclaimed. "So many? I suppose that means your attempt to get a deduction from Mr.Johnson didn't go as planned?"

She knew. She totally knew. I slumped in the seat. "Are you kidding? Where do you think the third penalty came from?" I groused.

Kari laughed. "So my question now is was it three orgasms, all with cock in your mouth, or two orgasms, one with and one without?"

I counted, following her train of thought. I did the math. Oh. Oh shit. I swallowed. "Uh. Did I say three penalties? I meant four."

Kari looked inordinately pleased, like a cat who just had a tub of mice placed in front of her. "So two orgasms, neither of which were authorized, both of which occurred without you having cock in your mouth." She grinned. "That's four punishments, Breanne."

I cringed slightly. "Thumbscrews? Bastinado? Drawn and quartered?"

"How about I tie your legs open and I beat your clit with a sap?" She countered.

I blinked. "Okay," I agreed immediately.

Kari laughed at me. "That's not punishment for you though, is it?" She reached into her desk and pulled out another one pound weight, sliding it across toward me. I took it with a sigh and hung it on the zipper next to the other two. "But this is."

"What's the point of even trying?" I muttered in defeat.

The third weight matched the other two perfectly and all three were resting between my thighs, with the zipper as low as it could possibly go. In fact, as I shifted around, the Monster Vibrator still rumbling softly inside me, I realized the weights were sitting right on my clit. This was going to suck. And turn me on even more.

"Remove the alligator clamps please," Kari requested next. I did, handing them over as my nipples tingled horribly. Kari took them, then passed back an entirely different set. My mouth went dry as I took the pair of vibrating nipple clamps.

"You're trying to make me cum again," I accused her. She grinned.

"Put them on your breasts and turn them on."

I took a deep breath. My nipples were already tender from wearing the alligator clamps all morning. Granted, the new ones were essentially tweezers with a light, battery operated motor casing dangling from each one, but as far as I was concerned, Kari was upping the ante. I was much more inclined to cum with these things hanging off the tips of my tits. I let out a soft groan at the delicious pinching, only to tremble slightly as I turned the pendants on, feeling the light but incessant tremors shoot right up into both breasts. Now with my nipples vibrating, the still soft thrum between my legs felt unusually intense.

I was doomed and knew it.

"For your third punishment, in lieu of a clit sapping, you can wear this." Another clamp was slid across the desk, this one much larger. It was a plastic, clothespin style clamp and I had to stand up and slip the top of the romper down so that I could dip into my panties. Kari watched with great interest as I exposed myself, revealing my very wet, completely stuffed pussy.

The pink plastic clothespin went right on my clit and I stood there holding my panties absurdly pulled forward. Kari sat there, a predatory look in her eye, just enjoying the discomfort, arousal, and other mayhem she was inflicting on me. I let the elastic waistband snap back against my tummy and felt the cotton shift the clothespin. I knew this was going to hurt a bit.

"What's the last punishment?" I asked, zipping up the romper over the clothespins and my clamped and shaking breasts.

Kari smiled. "You will go and get our lunch. I'm in the mood for Mediterranean. You are still not permitted to orgasm, and if you do cum, and do not have cock in your mouth, the punishment will be doubled. In addition," she added, holding out a roll of electrical tape, "you will find someone willing to bind your tits into small, tight, uncomfortable balls. They should be a nice shade of purple when you get back."

I noticed my fingers were trembling as much as other portions of my anatomy and I took the tape. I knew what she was doing. I was being set up.

"The usual?" I asked, my throat raspy. I felt my heart pounding in my chest.

Kari nodded. "And don't forget to strip naked while you're driving. It's very important for you to be properly humiliated in that manner, but you can leave in the Monster Vibe. Just don't forget to turn off the bluetooth on your phone."

I stood up, tape in hand, pussy fluttering around the monster vibrator, my ass stuffed full, my nipples buzzing, and realized I needed to zip my romper back up. I didn't glare down at her, but I wanted too.

I rezipped the romper as I left our suite and I knew exactly where to go. I had another tax question. I headed back up the stairs, found Charles' front door, and let myself in for the second time that day. He looked up, rather surprised to see me.

"I said once a day, Breanne," he chided. I stood there in front of him, buzzing away, as the front of my romper unzipped itself. I helped it down the last few inches, my clamped and vibrating tits coming out. I lifted the tape.

"Would you mind wrapping up my breasts as tight as possible?"

Charles crossed his arms. "Do I mind handling those gorgeous tits of yours? Hardly. But nothing comes for free and you already owe me a blowjob a day for the next week. What do you have to offer me next?"

I racked my brains, nipples tingling, and admittedly couldn't think of a damn thing. "Do you have something in mind?" I finally asked.

Charles crossed his arms and gave me a thoughtful look. "I'd like a day with you, on a weekend, to use you any way I want."

I pursed my lips. "Standard limits?"

Charles nodded. "The ones on your website in the wiki."

I made a face. I hated that thing. How embarrassing is it to have a wiki dedicated to your sexual deviances? I didn't even write it or create it. Still, I suppose it had its uses.

Charles laughed. "Besides, I understand you've got a soft spot for being split open wide and having your clit spanked."

I gulped, but that comment sealed the deal. Kari hadn't been joking when she said that getting smacked on the pussy with a paddle wasn't exactly punishment for me. It is singularly the most erotic thing I can think of happening to me, and I'm a girl that gets wet when you snap a fucking rubber band against the bottom of my foot.

"Agreed," I said simply. "When I come tomorrow for your…" my voice faltered a bit, "uh… service, we can set a date for you to spank my..."

"Pussy! Excellent!" Charles boomed. "Now come over here and kneel."

I went to him and once more shucked my arms out of the romper's sleeves. Then I laced my fingers behind my head. Charles freed the end of the black electrical tape and gave me a look as his hand began fondling my right breast.

"Just how tight do you want this?" He asked cautiously.

I laughed. "As tight as you can make it."

***

It took only ten seconds for the Monster Vibrator to activate, and as I sat in the parking lot in front of the restaurant, I just knew it was going to be bad. Bad is, of course, a subjective term. But with everything else going on, and Kari’s finger on the metaphorical trigger, I highly doubted that I’d manage to “control myself” as she so delicately put it. The plug in my bottom felt thick and huge. My breasts, bound tightly together and bundled were hot and heavy, and the two vibrating clamps attached to my nipples tingled and danced. The Monster Vibrator, a twelve inch long plastic monstrosity, was buried in my sex, and was already moving according to the wishes of my mistress, who was sitting at a desk, four miles away.

I pulled my panties up from my ankles, lifting my ass off the seat and tightening my sex to keep the vibrator in. Admittedly, having to drive naked did give my underwear a chance to dry out, though it did nothing for the vinyl seat. I winced as my bikini cut panties just soaked up the copious juices leaking out of me. Next came the romper, a single piece, dark olive green outfit. Kari had bought it for me, all because she’d liked the zipper. It went low. Unusually low. Like expose your pussy low. And now that she’d attached three pounds of lead weight to the zipper, it had a tendency to open all by itself. Gravity powered exposure. Yay.

I zipped the romper up to my chin and climbed out of the jeep. The Monster Vibrator was noisily churning inside me, a sensation that I was quite accustomed too, even if my body responded in typically erotic ways. I took a deep breath, checked the zipper, found that it had managed to get down to my nipples, and pulled it up again.

After Charles had bound my breasts in exchange for a date night where he could spank my pussy, we’d discovered that the bosom bondage complicated how I wore the romper. The zipper liked how my tits were squished together, no longer slowing at the curve of my breast. Worse, as the front of the romper opened, my clamped and buzzing nipples were now much more easily exposed, since they’d been pulled toward my center line. Basically, not only was the bondage uncomfortable, erotic, and intense, but it made it easier for me to accidentally expose myself. So with a hand on the zipper, I walked into the restaurant, headed toward the “to go” counter, and ordered lunch for myself and Kari.

The sound of the other diners was loud so the noise of my vibrators was lost in the ruckus. I sat down carefully, out of the way, knowing I had a fifteen minute wait. Kari must have known it too, because the pattern of the Monster Vibrator changed dramatically. The speed and vibrations increased, and the switching force of the various motors inside it became rather intense. I stiffened in my seat, struggling not to let any of the sensations change my demeanor. I brought my knees together as my pussy tightened and in less than two or three minutes, I was rocking back and forth gently, letting the movements of my hips change the angle on the Monster Vibrator. The pattern changed again and I let out a tiny groan. I was just sitting on a bench, so it wasn’t like I had a table to hide behind. People were all around me.

Five minutes into the wait and I was muttering under my breath, cursing Kari’s name, when a young man finished his to go order at the counter, turned and saw me, and then sat down on the bench next to me. He pulled out his phone, thank goodness, rather than studying me, so I did the same, trying to distract myself. No good. The vibrator was driving me nuts.

“Are you okay?” He suddenly asked, looking up at me.

I startled. “What?”

“Are you alright? You’re fidgeting bad.”

I swallowed and froze. “No. I’m alright. Just… um... “ My sex fluttered again, demanding I thrust my hips. “New clothing,” I blurted out.

He eyed me curiously. Then his eyes widened as they slipped down to my chest. “Oh. Um. Your zipper…”

I looked down. Black electrical tape was showing. Alot of it. And way too much boob. Fuck. I hauled the zipper back up. When I looked back, I saw he was laughing. I frowned.

“New clothes huh?” He said again, shaking his head. He grinned at me. “I’m Fred.”

I resisted the urge to groan. I hate introductions. Mostly because Kari required me to provide a title along with my name. I took a deep breath. “I’m Breanne. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.”

Fred paused for a moment, digesting that. “Um… okay. And you’re telling me because?”

I bit my lip. “So you understood,” I said. “About…” I gestured at my chest. “You know.”

He got it. “About your ‘new’ clothes?”

I smiled. “Yes. Exactly.”  Then the monster vibrator changed its speed again. I couldn’t help the groan and I crossed my legs, twisting my hips as I struggled not to do anything stupid. Oh my God… what was Kari thinking?

Fred eyed me. “Are you sure you’re okay?” He asked.

I gave him a weak smile. “Honestly? Probably not. But there’s nothing you can…” my words suddenly petered out. I blinked. “Actually, there is something you can do about it.” I leaned closer and he gave me an interested look. “I’m stuffed right now with a twelve inch long vibrator,” I said as quietly as I could and still be heard. “The person controlling it is miles away and told me that if I had to cum, I had to have a certain something in my mouth." I pointed down at his crotch. "I’m about two or three minutes away from having that orgasm.”

Fred grinned. He loved it. “What do you have to have in your mouth in order to cum?”

I looked at him with a level gaze, straight up. “Your cock.”

He pulled back. “Seriously?”

I nodded. “Please? We can go out to your car, or my jeep. I’ll give you a blowjob while we’re waiting for our food. I’ll cum. You’ll cum. It will be easy. Please?”

He checked his watch, but then he nodded. He stood up and I followed him immediately. Together we left the restaurant, went out into the parking lot, and he led me straight to a Nissan Altima. The windows were tinted, but I suggested the back. We climbed in, him on the left behind the driver’s seat, and I on the right. By the time I turned and looked at him, my zipper was practically to my navel.

“Damn girl, that’s intense,” Fred commented, looking at my clamped, vibrating, and tape bound breasts.

I laughed, my fingers struggling to free his cock. “Just wait. Let me show you intense.” The hard, swollen head popped out of his shorts and without a moment’s hesitation I  brought my face down, opened my mouth, and swallowed him whole.

He let out a passionate groan as my head began bobbing up and down eagerly. “Damn…”

***

I sat in my jeep for a moment, relishing the stillness between my legs. Sure, I still felt the fulness of the massive phallus inside me, but the orgasm I’d had in the parking lot of the restaurant had managed to quell the storm and instead of a raging cyclone, my arousal levels could now best be described as a nice, afternoon shower. Very wet, with only a little bit of thunder.

The drive back had been filled with temptation, but fortunately it was the more mundane kind that came from having two styrofoam boxes filled with delicious food sitting next to you. The Monster Vibrator was off, thanks to my deactivating the bluetooth function on my phone, and I’d even shut down the vibrating clamps on my breasts. Kari probably wouldn’t like that, but considering my bodice was still wrapped up with the electrical tape, and was quite uncomfortable, I figured she’d overlook it. Besides, my nipples were really, really sore.

As usual, I’d parked a little farther away from the door than I would have preferred, but considering that my windows weren’t tinted, and I was buck naked, there are just some things I have to do. So I wriggled into my panties, pulling them up over my ass, making sure that the base of the Monster Vibrator was firmly planted in the small, cotton cup that settled over my sex. The romper, with it’s evil, weighted zipper came next, and when I finally zipped the damn thing up over my bound tits, I heaved a sigh of relief. I almost grabbed the food when I remembered: I still needed to turn the damn Monster Vibe back on.

I picked up my phone, activated the bluetooth, and wondered how long it would take Kari to notice. I put everything back in my purse, grabbed the bag of food, climbed out of the jeep, and yanked the zipper back up, just barely preventing my breasts from falling out the front of the romper. I took three steps and the Monster Vibe roared to life. My steps faltered as my pussy tightened and a serious squall in that rainstorm flashed through my nethers.

With one hand on the weighted zipper and the other carrying the food, I padded up to the office, went into the atrium, and then headed straight for Kari’s suite. She was at her desk and her eyes lit up as I waltzed in with the food. She even stood up, eyes eager as I let go of the zipper and walked down the hall toward her.

“Hello, dearheart. How are you doing?”

I smiled. I knew I was about to confess to cumming, and that I’d earned myself a punishment, but I’d at least cum with cock in my mouth, so I sort of felt proud. “I’m quite well, thank you,” I replied smugly. Kari’s eyebrow went up as her eyes went down to my chest. She raised a hand and pushed open the front of my romper, getting a better look at my bondage.

“My goodness, someone taped you up quite nicely.”

I smiled. “I had to file an amendment on my taxes,” I explained.

“Indeed. Charles did well,” she said. Her hand went to my left boob and she stroked the taut, purplish flesh. “But I think it’s time to cut this off. Come with me,” she said. I followed her to the conference room with the food. A large mahogany table, big enough to seat eight, took up the majority of the space. Waiting there ominously, was her leather sap, a short, flexible leather paddle that I was familiar with, intimately.

A small wet bar occupied the back corner of the room. Kari kept one drawer filled with office supplies and she extracted a sharp, but small pair of scissors, and she turned toward me. In moments I was groaning as circulation was restored to my bosom and a ball of electrical tape was dumped on the table. Kari massaged my breasts as I moaned in relief.

“I can’t help noticing you turned off the vibrators,” she said, jiggling my breasts in her hands. She pulled the two clamps off and tossed them onto the table. I sighed in relief. She’d moved behind me to get a better grip. I shimmied back against her, loving the sensation of being in her arms.

“They were too sensitive,” I admitted. Her hands let go of my breasts and slid down to the belt of the romper. She undid it and the weighted zipper fell another four inches. She slipped her hand into the opening and under the waistband of my panties. I gasped, her finger finding my clamped clitoris. She removed the peg on my nub and rubbed it, the combination of her caress with the stimulation of the vibrator turning the heat up. Her hands continued to caress me and then she was pushing the romper down, pulling it off my body. I let it fall, the material slipping off, falling down my legs, until I stood there in just my high heeled sandals and the pink panties, holding in the Monster Vibe.

“Are you hungry?” She whispered in my ear. I wasn’t sure which kind she meant. Still, I nodded. It didn’t matter. Recent orgasms or not, I am who I am.

“Yes, mistress,” I whispered back. Her finger moved in swirls around my wet clit and my pussy fluttered and clutched at the shaking vibe. I took a ragged breath.

"You came, didn't you?" The way she said it, made it unnecessary to answer, but I nodded anyway.

"Another set of punishments then," she said with a grin.

I twisted my head. "Just one! I had cock in my mouth!"

"Did you?" She asked in surprise, her right hand still between my legs, drawing wet circles around and over my clit. Her left hand cupped my breast, thumb sliding back and forth over my nipple.

I moaned. "Yes! Some guy who was picking up food. We did it in his car," I was definitely panting now. The pressure on my nipple increased as Kari rolled the pierced tip between thumb and forefinger. Then her grip shifted, her right hand going deeper into my panties, until she was able to grasp the base of the Monster Vibrator. She pulled it part way out, my panties bunching up, slipping down over my ass. I gasped as she pushed the vibe back in. For over a minute I shuddered in her grasp, just on the verge of orgasm.

I felt her lips on my neck, right where it meets the shoulder and it tingled. I shuddered, a thrill shooting straight down the front of my body. Her hand pumped the vibrator even faster, my panties pushed down, out of the way. I let out a wild, desperate, hip churning moan, leaning back against her. The scent of her lavender perfume, the coconut moisturizer on her hands, the feel of her skin… it all overwhelmed me as I rode the wave.

"Do you know what I'm going to do to you for this last punishment?" She said in my ear, her tongue darting out, licking. "And you're about to cum too, aren't you? Another punishment for your pour, abused little cunt?" The Monster Vibrator slid in and out and I felt my knees buckle.

"Yes!" I cried out, shaking with need, Kari's hand pumping the massive, vibrating rod through my slit. She suddenly pushed me forward, spinning me, my bare bottom against the edge of the table. I tripped, my own panties causing me to fall backward and Kari’s momentum lifted me up, sliding me across the oiled surface of the conference table. She tore my panties off over the sandals and she spread me open, one hand still between my thighs, grasping the Monster Vibrator. She pulled it out and pressed the soaked, goo covered end against my clitoris until my back arched.

"Kari! Please! Can I cum?" I pleaded.

"Not a fucking chance," she taunted, " though I know you will anyway." She pulled the vibrator away and lifted the sap. "If you're going to cum now, it will be with me spanking your pussy into paste." Then she struck me, bringing the cruel little paddle down on my sex. The blow stung my labia and my clit,  forcing me to tighten. I braced myself for another spank, but it was Kari’s tongue that licked at my slit next. I froze, reeling in pleasure, toes curling as her mouth munched on my girl bits. Then she smacked my pussy again, four solid spanks, her eyes sparkling as I went quietly and completely nuts. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth, but not before begging.

"Yes! Fuck yes! More! Please! Hit me more!"

And Kari spanked me till I came.

We ate, me sitting there naked, Kari with her shirt half buttoned and her skirt on the other side of the room, the flavor of her sex still bright on my tongue. My pussy was sore, wet and stuffed once more with the Monster Vibe, which was buzzing gently. I wiped a bit of tzitziki sauce from my lip and pushed away the empty styrofoam plate. Kari looked up at me.

"Satisfied, dearheart?" Kari asked langoriously. I wasn't the only one who had exploded during lunch. Kari's smile was worth a hundred strokes of the sap. I nodded happily. But then I gave her a look.

"Uh, was that an authorized orgasm? I asked curiously.

Kari laughed. "You are incorrigible. How can you possibly want more?"

I blinked. "You stuck the Monster Vibrator back in me after you came," I said simply. "It's been pressing my buttons since you turned it on."

"Right," Kari agreed mildly. She leaned back in the chair. "Do you want it to be authorized?" I shifted in my chair and the Monster Vibrator felt good. Very good.

"What's the punishment for cumming?" I asked meekly.

Kari told me.

"And what's the punishment for not having cock in my mouth while cumming?"

That made her laugh.

Fifteen minutes later, dressed in my romper, stuffed silly with the Monster Vibrator  (which was on high, rattling my insides intensely,) I traversed the twenty or so feet of the atrium, between the door of Kari's suite and the stairs to the second floor. The belt I'd worn all day was in the conference room, draped over the back of a chair, along with my panties. I felt oddly at peace, content for the first time that day with who I was, and how I was dressed, and what I was doing, totally unconcerned if I were observed or spotted or followed.

By the time I hit the foot of the stairs, the zipper and all four weights had made it to just beneath my breasts. My cleavage, pressed together by the material, was opening up, a glint of metal just barely revealed. At the landing, the heavy zipper was under my belly button and my boobs were practically hanging out, a steel chain clipped to my nipples with clover clamps. Had I met someone coming down the stairs they would have gotten an eyeful, but I didn’t care. By the time I made it to the top of the stairs there was just a touch of pink showing down where the zipper curved down under my crotch, and when I pushed open Charles Johnson’s office door, the weights dangled from the lowest point, swinging with each step, striking my thighs, only the barest bit of material holding in the Monster Vibrator. I took a right, into Charles' inner sanctum, and found him staring slack jawed at me. The vibrator hummed and I slowly came around his desk until I stood in front of him, hands behind my back, my front exposed from my clit to my chin.

"Thrice in one day?" He asked incredulously. "And to what do I owe this honor?"

I sidled in front of him, scooting between his knees and the desk. Fortunately he did his computer work on the credenza to the side, leaving his main desk empty so he could talk to clients across it.

Or deal with recalcitrant nympho humiliation pain sluts sitting on it.

"I've been a bad little girl," I said simply, but honestly. "I've earned a punishment for cumming when I wasn't supposed to, and I thought you might be interested in giving it to me." I drew my right hand out from behind my back, showing him the black leather sap. His eyes widened and I grinned at him. "You did say you wanted to spank my soft, sweet, little pussy, right?" I began shrugging out of the romper because the rumbling of the Monster Vibrator stopped.

“This doesn’t replace our little date, so think of this as a practice session,” I advised him. I'd arranged a time with Kari for her to turn off the Monster Vibrator, and I pushed my clothing down, catching the massive phallus as it began to slip out of my pussy. Charles watched as I caught it, drew it from my well sauced slit, and then dragged my tongue along the gooey outside . The romper was pulled from my hips by the weight of the zipper and I let it slip down my legs until I leaned against his desk naked. I kicked off the romper, lifted my bottom, and sat down. I scooted back. Then it was just a simple matter to bend my knees, lift up, and expose my waiting, ready, needy petals. I held out the sap.

"Twenty strokes minimum, as hard as you think I need it sir, right on the clit." It came out as a seductive purr.

Charles took the sap. “Minimum?” He asked curiously.

I gave him a wicked smile. “Twenty is the minimum I have to be given. But you can do as many as you think I deserve.”

“And what happens after I’ve given you all the strokes I think you deserve?” Charles asked, looking across my delicate, pink, dripping, waiting gash and up over my clamped breasts to my eyes. He was grinning.

I brought my left hand forward, showing him the small condom packet. “Then you’ll need to make it feel all better by putting something thick, long, and very hard in it.”

Charles grinned. “You are a bad little girl.”

I agreed. “The worst.”

“This is going to hurt,” he assured me.

I sighed and spread my knees wider. My pussy was there, right there in front of him, waiting and begging to be spanked. I could feel the tension, the pressure, and I nodded, both in acceptance and in desire. “Please sir? Please hurt me?” I asked, my voice soft, and delicate, and small. I felt my heartbeat jump and my pussy tingled in anticipation. Charles raised the sap a few inches above my sex.

“With pleasure,” he agreed, as he flicked his wrist downward. The sap smacked wetly between my legs and my eyes widened as the stinging heat exploded across my cunt. I let out a strangled cry as my toes curled, my ass came up off the desk and I almost fell, the sting changing into a searing heat. I struggled to hold my balance, to keep my legs open, to stay ready and available, despite the now burning fire along my labia. I shook, closing my eyes. Oh my fucking God. What had I gotten myself into?

Charles stroked my sex with the paddle until I’d resumed my previous position, open and ready and wide. “I know this is your favorite torment,” he whispered, then slashed downward again. I clenched my teeth together, a thin, thready whine still escaping as I closed my eyes. My knees swung toward each other and I again came up off the desk, my clit burning as if someone had just touched it with a hot poker. I looked down. My petals were darker and my clit had come out from under the hood. My pussy burned as if it had been set on fire.

“P-p-please,” I whimpered. “Can I have another, master?”

Charles Johnson, Certified Public Accountant, grinned. “Of course my dear, you can have as many as I want.” With that, the third spank to my sex fell and tears brimmed in my eyes. I trembled, violently, the urge to close myself up, to protect my delicate bits, to scream and run and thrash and cry, surging within me. Instead I grit my teeth and looked away. No more waiting, no more judging. Master Charles knew what he was doing now. The sap flew, spanking my petals, my clit, my entire sex with sharp, hard swats. I lost count as I fell apart, and somewhere near the twenty mark my body couldn’t take it and my knees slammed together, my legs curling as I choked back my scream. Charles put down the sap and grabbed hold of me, pulling me off the desk and into his lap. He was caring, cuddling me, comforting me as I cried. It wasn’t until I was just barely under control when I felt it.

His cock was pressing against my pussy. I pushed on him, swiveling, until I found the condom packet. He said nothing as I slipped off his lap, onto my knees. He’d undone his trousers and his cock was already out. A part of me wished that he’d just slipped himself into me, but I knew that this was stupid. I put the condom on him and climbed back up into his lap, this time legs spread to either side. His thick mast pressed against my hurting, aching, delicate petals and pushed. I let him, grinding my hips desperately.

“Yes,” I hissed, hurting and wanting all at the same time. And then, oh yes. Oh my fucking God yes. He slipped into me.

I was impaled all the way in the very first thrust and this feels amazing, to both lovers. The beating of my pussy was the foreplay and now this, this was the consummation of our needs. I moaned loudly as he reached up and grabbed the chain between my breasts, using it to control my movements. My nipples began throbbing as the clover clamps tightened down on them.

But I didn’t care. Not one whit. I was right where I wanted to be. Right where I needed to be. Waves of acute pleasure hit me, dragging me under, changing pain into pleasure. My pussy fluttered and squeezed, wrapped around the most exquisite toy if the day. As we rocked, I knew I needed him to cum, and quickly, before I lost control. I put my hands on his head and looked him in the eye, so close, so wanton, my hips grinding frantically.

“I’m not allowed to cum,” I whispered.

“Even if I allow it?” He asked, his breath ragged. I wasn’t the only one close.

I shook my head, hips pumping. “I’m here for your pleasure,” I gasped. I could feel it, like the crest of dawn on the horizon, the sun ready to burst into flaming glory.

"What's the punishment," he groaned. "For cumming?"

I knew the answer. The image of me back on his desk, legs spread wide, pussy wet and gaping, dark pink and stinging, the sap in his hand, slapping down over and over. My legs tied apart, a flogger snapping at my sex. A whip, flashing through the air at my breasts, leaving hot lines of agony, and beneath it all the incessant, underlying need, desperation, and urge to fuck my way to satisfaction again.

I cried out, shaking as I exploded. A surge of wetness soaked us both and he held me.

But only for a moment. Then he lifted me completely, standing himself, hands wrapped around my stuffed ass, setting me down on his desk. His cock stayed in my slippery cunt as he lay me back. I lifted my legs, still lost in the swirl of sexual euphoria as Master Charles thrust himself into my open, wet cunt and satisfied himself with my body.

He exploded with a hard shudder and a loud groan and then collapsed back into his office chair, breathing heavily. I remained where I was, sapped of strength, relaxed, happy, and satisfied. I unfolded, my body relaxing until my legs hung limply off the edge of the desk. I just breathed.

Then I felt something, something smooth. It stroked my clit. Instantly a surge of acute but confused sensation shot up from between my legs. I was oversensitized, my clit red and swollen. Part of me registered the caress as hurt. The rest of me liked it. I couldn't tell if I should cover my pussy, or draw my legs up and beg for more. I gasped, an energized shudder going through me. It was unconscious certainty, or perhaps just instinct, but I drew my legs up, spreading myself open, presenting my sex, as the caress grazed my clit, spread my petals and sent sugar, laced with crushed glass, down my throat.

Charles was stroking my pussy with the leather paddle.

"You know, I didn't quite believe them," he said, painting my pussy with the sap. The gentle caress was maddening, both caustic and sweet. I whimpered, trying to keep my hips still and my legs open. "Your tales. In them you always want more. You're insatiable." Then the sap lifted, just an inch from my sex, and instead of a slow, sensuous caress, there came a jarring thud as he tapped my clit. It wasn't a spank, or a stroke, or a blow. But it felt like a roll of thunder announcing a summer storm. I gasped, toes curling as he dragged the sap down over my sex again and I felt the wetness smearing.

"Normal girls aren't like this," he continued. "After a pussy spanking, then a fucking. You just had an orgasm for fuck's sake, not four minutes ago. And look at you. You want more. You're totally willing to take another pussy whipping, if it will drag you back to the edge."

The slickness of the paddle was maddening and now my hips were rolling. It was like he knew exactly which buttons to push, how to ignite the fires… no. How to stoke the fires that were always burning inside me, between my legs, in my heart and mind.

He rose up from the chair, standing over me, the sap tapping, heavier and stronger with each movement of his wrist. "You, my dear, are incorrigible." He looked down at me, our eyes meeting. "Again." He smiled, the sap giving me love taps right between the legs, almost but not quite hurting. "What should I do to you now?"

It's possible the question was rhetorical, but really… was there any other answer?

I licked my lips, chest heaving, grasped my knees and spread myself open. The dark pink, almost red gash glistened. Then the words poured from my mouth, quicker and more certain than anything I've ever said.

"I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut. Please punish me sir."

Charles bent down and kissed me. It was a strong, masculine kiss, and when he pulled away from my mouth, he raised the sap.

"For you there is nothing else," he replied. The sap lifted, a foot above my vulnerable gash. I sucked in a breath, terrified, excited, anticipating, knowing it would hurt, but knowing I'd love it. I gulped, watching it fall, the wide leather paddle already wet with my juices, aiming for my clit, time slowing…

SMACK * SMACK * SMACK * SMACK * SMACK


Little Bags

“You've got to be kidding me,” I said in disgust and hung up the phone. I shook my head and went back to slurping on my straw, the sweet taste of diet cola hitting the back of my throat. I wasn't counting the seconds, but a moment later a man slid into the chair opposite me, looking more than a little chagrined.

I gave him a glare and his mouth suddenly curled up into a very pleasant smile. He had dark brown hair and was neither fat nor thin. His skin had a slight olive complexion, as if he had some well watered down Indian ancestry in his pedigree. He wore blue jeans and a tee shirt and he reached out, took my cup, and sucked a bit of my drink. Without asking.

“Sorry,” he apologized. “I wasn't thinking.” He looked around at the humming, packed food court. “I wasn't expecting the mall to be this busy.” His eyes came back down to me. “I thought you preferred something more sedate?”

I glanced around too, and he was right, on both accounts. “I do,” I admitted with a quick shrug of my bare shoulders. “But Julie has a theory. More people means I will be noticed less.”

He blinked and looked around again. “You just chastised me on the phone for asking where you where,” he said slowly.

“I didn’t say she was right,” I retorted. Besides, my hair was the color of a fucking fire engine. How hard could it be to find me in a crowd of brunettes? Henry’s eyes went down to my chest.

“Nice shirt,” he said wryly. “I presume this is the peasant blouse I've been reading about?”

Henry was referring to the abomination of a shirt I was wearing. Little more than a seven inch long, white colored curtain, it hung on an elastic strap positioned just above my bosom. And with the hem floating free, it had a tendency to flip up, revealing both bare breasts, every time I bent over, or if there was a paltry gust of wind.

My eyebrows rose, even as a shiver went up my spine and my stuffed slit tightened hard on the four inch long plastic cock inside me. I’d confessed to Henry that I was an erotica writer and he’d gleefully purchased every book I’d written. “You're that far along? I asked in surprise.

Henry shrugged. “Well, if you can't spend every waking moment with your girlfriend, then reading about her sexual adventures is the next best thing,” he admitted candidly. I sighed, rolling my eyes slightly.

“Henry,” I said patiently. “I am not your girlfriend. I'm a…”

He waved his hand in submission. “Yes. Yes. A nympho humiliation pain slut. I get it.” He smiled very happily. “Yet here I am.” He took another sip of my soda. “So what's the assignment? Another from Master Brandon?”

Master Brandon was on of the online doms who routinely sent me shocking and sexually explicit assignments designed to humiliate, titillate, and satisfy my need for overpowered orgasms. But he wasn’t the only one who crafted these sorts of activities for me. I shook my head. “Julie herself,” I replied. I clasped a hand across my chest to keep my breasts from falling out, leaned over to my right and thrust my hand down into the shopping bag. It wasn't filled with recently purchased items, but about a dozen or so small, white, paper sacks, each stapled closed. I pushed my hand deeper, finding the stopwatch and one other item, both of which I extracted and laid on the table. Henry looked curious.

“You're my timer,” I said simply.

His eyebrow went up. “In what way?”

“Simple. Every five minutes you turn up one of these controls a bit,” I said, tapping the purple box. There were two sliders on it and I'd even taken a black sharpie marker and delineated levels. Why leave things to chance?

Henry took it. “This goes to your Rotating Venus Penis toy, right?” He studied it carefully for a moment. I nodded. Bluetooth technology is both a blessing and a curse, meaning that even without wires, Henry could control the sex toy stuffed up inside me. He grinned with a knowing look. Then he pushed both sliders up to maximum.

My eyes widened and I gasped loudly as my pussy suddenly convulsed around the now violently shaking and churning sex toy. It consisted of a plastic, butterfly-shaped base that served as a mount for a cockeyed, corkscrewing, four inch phallus. It was strapped to my loins in place of panties, and as the sudden surge of mindless pleasure interrupted every sort of coherent thought in my brain, I grasped the table and forced myself to not scream in ecstasy. Please understand - It wasn't easy, especially in a crowd of people.

The sexual torment only lasted five or six seconds, the entire thing vibrating as it pressed tightly against my clit and jacked my insides into a creamy froth. Then the sensation ended just as suddenly as it began. Henry pocketed the controller to the RVP, a massive grin on his face. “Just checking,” he assured me.

Panting slightly from the tension, but more from the general need to orgasm, I glanced around. I was still being stared at by a number of people, mostly men, who looked away quickly. But if any of them had noticed the few seconds of sexual insanity, they weren't announcing it. I shifted uncomfortably as a trickle of wetness seeped out from around the RVP stuffing my slit. I could feel it along the underside of my bare thigh where it touched the chair.

“Done?” I asked testily, just a little breathless.

Henry laughed. “Not in the slightest,” he said honestly. “I plan on fucking with you in every way possible.” He leaned forward. “Like a good boyfriend should.”

I sighed.

“So besides your orgasms, what am I timing?” Henry asked.

I pointed down at my shopping bag and he looked down into it. He looked back at me blankly. “Small, white bags.”

“Every five minutes I open a bag. Inside is some sort of nipple or breast torture, which I am to apply to myself.”

“Like what?” He asked curiously.

“How the heck am I supposed to know?” I retorted with a shrug. “Julie packed them all. And stapled them shut.” That wasn’t totally honest. A few exploratory shakes and some pressing fingers told me that I was in for a rough morning. There was at least one set of clothespins in there.

He pursed his lips thoughtfully. “And the RVP?”

I swallowed. This was the part that worried me. “It goes up a level, on your choice of function, every five minutes too.”

Henry grinned. “Well, it won't take you long to cum. That's for sure!” He laughed. I gave him a worried look because he wasn’t wrong. The RVP wasn’t exactly a precise device. The best I could hope for was low, medium, and high. And with only two functions, the rotating phallus and the vibrating base, that gave me a thirty minute window before it was at full power. And I hadn’t even told Henry the worst part. So I did.

“I'm not allowed to cum,” I said softly. It was almost inaudible over the hum of the crowd around us. But Henry heard it.

“What? Really?” He asked incredulously. “From what I understand, you can’t handle the Rotating Venus Penis very long.”

I didn’t disagree. “If I do cum, you are to spank me. Hard. Twenty strokes. Bare breasted, bare bottomed…” My voice trailed off dramatically.

“Bare handed?” He joked.

I rolled my eyes and resisted the urge to kick him in the leg. I didn’t, but it wasn't because I was feeling nice. I was worried that the acrylic platform stripper shoe barely hanging on my right foot would go flying off. I settled for a scowl.

“Ah, ah,” he warned, holding up the controller to the RVP. “Be nice.” I wasn't about to yield to that sort of threat so I continued to glare at him, at least for a couple of seconds. Then I nodded.

“So, are you okay with this?” I asked carefully.

Henry grinned. “Watch you strut around a packed mall with your tits and ass practically falling out, while holding the key to your eventual spanking, all while you get sexually tortured?” He laughed. “Of course I’m okay with this!”

I stood up slowly, grabbing the shopping bag as I stood. There was no way I intended to bend over to get it. Not while standing in the food court. Everything north of my belly button would fall out unless I put my arm back over the peasant blouse. 

“Great, let's go find someplace semi private to open the first paper sack,” I said. I noticed that I'd left a disturbing wet spot on the seat of the chair and frowned. There was nothing I could do about it under the circumstances. My long, bare legs felt very naked and I self consciously smoothed down the blue, pleated skirt, then wrapped an arm across my bare midriff.

Showing this much skin always leaves me a little self-conscious.

Henry stood and fell into step next to me, enjoying the slow, sensuous walk I was forced to adopt because of the shoes. You never hurry when wearing stripper shoes. For any reason. Together we left the food court, a thousand eyes on me, stripping me naked and fucking me. I could feel the intensity, even the wistful guilt. And Henry was grinning, clearly thrilled at the looks of hungry jealousy directed at him.

I tried to focus on walking, and ignored the fact the my breasts were practically hanging out of the peasant blouse, or that merely bending over to touch my toes would lift the back of my skirt sufficiently to expose my rump. I kept the shopping bag to my side, using it to shield long legs and short skirt from a few of the stares, while Henry himself blocked the other side. That left only the front, and I only really had to cope with the sudden, shocked or outraged expressions of the people I encountered head on.

I guided Henry off to the right and into the first clothing store that didn't look busy. That’s the nature of malls. We made our way to the very back, me pretending to look at a variety of outfits, until I found a semi private space behind a rack of clearance items.

I turned toward him and opened the shopping bag. "Quick. Pick one," I instructed. Henry dipped his hand in and came out with a small white bag, folded and stapled. He held it out to me gingerly and we swapped. He got the shopping bag while I got the little one.

"Meet me near the front," I explained, dragging a shirt off the rack. Henry nodded, shopping bag in hand, and he headed back toward the counter. I found a salesclerk and asked to use the dressing room. She gave me a studious look, but was unable to find a legitimate reason to tell me to take a hike, so I was let in with just a single article of clothing.

I love suspicious people. If I were going to steal shit would I really do it wearing fuck me shoes, a short little skirt, and a blouse that was little more than a seven inch long stretch of fucking gauze concealing my tits?

Of course not. Still, I had to give the clerk credit. She suspected something was up. She just had no idea it was four inches long and coated in silicon.

In the dressing room I hung up the shirt and gingerly tore open the bag. Instantly my stomach tightened into a knot. I pulled out four, squared off sticks, each a few inches long. They were paired, bound together with rubber bands. I let out a whimper, realizing just how bad this was all going to be. It took a moment to get things adjusted, but I removed the rubber bands from one side of each pair, and then gingerly, carefully, slipped the wooden, half sized chopsticks over each pierced nipple. Then it was just a matter of wrapping the rubber band round and round, until the pressure on my nubs was so great that they throbbed painfully.

I brushed the peasant blouse back down over my now clamped breasts, noting the unusual shape, hissing with discomfort. The ends of the sticks stuck out each side, making my breasts look misshapen. I tried to take a deep breath, but my boobs protested and a glance in the mirror told me that I couldn’t go out. My peasant blouse wasn’t laying flat, thanks to the chopstick clamps. Even shortened, the wood was making the material of my shirt stick up, and way more than just the very bottom of my tits were visible. That meant I had to adjust the clamps. Pain radiated up from the tips of my breasts as I lessened the pressure, twisted the pieces of squared off wood around, and then tightened them back up. A minute or so later I was finally satisfied and I opened the door of the changing room, a pained expression on my face. Crimney, my tits hurt! The salesclerk was right there, looking suspicious. But her eyes were on the shirt I’d taken in. Not the weirdly bulging one I was wearing. I grimaced and held out the shirt.

"Not for me," I said, shaking my head, trying hard not to breath.

“Honey, any shirt would be better than that one,” she replied under her breath. I handed her the clothing and carefully walked back up toward the front of the store. I felt my nipples throbbing with every step. As I passed the register, where another clerk stood eyeing me, the Rotating Venus Penis came to life.

From the entrance, Henry waved, holding the controller.

He hadn't turned it on full blast, thank the Lord, but the corkscrewing sensation of the offset, silicon covered phallus was more than enough to make me falter. My sex tightened around the probe as it stirred my honeypot and a strong wave of stark sexual pleasure went blasting up from between my legs. It made a short pitstop at the crushed and throbbing tips of each breast, before smashing its way up my brainstem. I let out a wide-eyed gasp and froze.

"Did the shirt fit, sweetheart?" Henry asked loudly. He stepped over and gave me a smile.

I tried to respond verbally, but the combination of pain and bliss was just a tad bit overwhelming. My mouth opened, but nothing came out. My pussy fluttered violently and instead I wrapped my arms across my bosom, one above, one below so that I didn't accidentally press on the chopsticks mashing my nipples. I shook my head and Henry grinned.

"Oh well," he said shrugging. He looked at the clerk. "Thank you," he said politely. “Do you need to check my bag?” He offered. The clerk shook her head, but still gave me a stinky eye, and I managed to get ambulatory, waddling out with a hand on Henry’s arm. Oddly, it was somewhat comforting to get out into the mall, where I was just the subject of stares, instead of suspicion.

"You look tense," observed Henry. He took my hand, holding it possessively. "What was in the paper sack?" I swallowed, still dealing with the various sensations. I turned him into the very next store, which was a shoe place, and guided him down the aisle. Relatively alone, I turned my back to everyone else and swept the peasant blouse up to expose my breasts. Henry responded exactly as expected, loving the sudden flash of my tits, but more importantly, giving out a low whistle as he took in the cruel but simple clamps pinching the tips of my bosom.

"Wow," he said as I brought the peasant blouse back down. "Rubber bands and sticks. Do those hurt?"

I blinked. Then I glared at him. "What do you think?" I asked.

"If they hurt as bad as they look," he said sympathetically, "I don't think you'd be wearing them."

I softened a bit, then gave him a rueful look. "Okay, they ache and throb, more than hurt," I admitted.

"Good!" He replied. "Hows does your pussy feel?"

"Desperate for more," I said, sighing. It was almost a relief to drop the act. "Almost enough to make me ask you to turn the RVP up."

Henry grinned. “I’d be more than happy to do that,” he said eagerly. But then he caught my frown. He checked his watch. "You've still got three minutes before you do another bag." He gave me a curious look. "Are you really just going to switch each item out?"

I shrugged. "I don't know. Depends on what's next," I replied.

Henry looked around. "No dressing room in here," he concluded.

I bit my lip. "I can just duck down," I replied.

He grinned. "Works for me," he said. His eyes slid over my body and the expression on his face made me quiver. He looked… hungry. He shook his head slightly and held out the shopping bag. "Why don't you see what's next?"

I bit my lip, but reached in and plucked another white paper sack out of the bag. This one felt heavy. I tore the paper and tried to catch everything that fell out.

The largest item was a thin roll of black electrical tape, the kind used to censor girls like me for years. But what concerned me most were the pair of two inch squares. They were made of thin rubber and studded. At least, that's what I thought until I turned them over. The studs were actually tacks, and sixteen sharp, stubby points poked out from the backside.

Ouch.

I looked up at Henry as he looked down at my hands. "Oh," he said, clearly interested. "That's going to feel good." He plucked the tape out of his fingers and then produced a pocket knife. He cut a strip two inches wide and held it out to me. "Times up, so here you go."

I glanced around. We were lucky that the available clerks were too busy with other customers. I sank down to my knees, and once marginally concealed, I lifted my shirt and began the painful process of removing the Chopstick clamps. Of course this caused all sorts of shooting pains to jab their way up my jugs. When the blood began seeping back into the pinched tips of my nipples, a rushing pain shot through me, beating in time with my heart.

In hindsight, I'm lucky I didn't just get some different sort of clamp to put on my breasts. I put the chopsticks down and reached up for the tape. Carefully, gingerly even, I pressed the sharp spines into the raised, sensitive, pink tip of my breast, ignoring the piercing, and taped the sharp poking pins to my teat. Henry watched in appreciation as I did the other side, and when I adjusted the peasant blouse to cover back up, I felt a new sensation; this time between my legs. He'd turned the vibrator on.

It was on low of course, but that mattered very little to me since it combined perfectly with the swirling, "spoon in a pot" sensation I was already feeling. Now I hummed too, clenching as the four inch long plastic probe ground and buzzed inside my sex. Worse, the base of the RVP was pressed to my petals and clitoris, sending a sweet wave of oscillating ecstasy right into my most sensitive bits. A breathless gasp came from my lips as my lower half took advantage of my situation and rocked in time with the tremors. I clenched around the synthetic cock in my cunt and wished heartily that it was either moving faster or further, or preferably both. I rose slowly and looked at Henry, practically scared to take a breath. He spread his arms wide.

"You look like you're about to cum," he said happily. "Come here. Let me hug you."

So naturally, with my mental gears in sexual bypass, I fell into his arms. He grabbed me tight and squeezed.

"Ahhhhhh!" I squealed, softly of course, remembering not only the tacks I now had taped to my breasts, but also the fact that we were in a shoe store at the mall. I pushed at Henry, but he held on tight for a few more seconds, just to make absolutely sure that each sharp little point had dug in deep. Finally he let me go and I whimpered, hands coming up to my breasts.

"Owww," I moaned. Then I bit my lip, struggling to maintain my composure. Henry looked at me with a pleased expression,  scooped up the chopsticks on the floor, and tossed them in the sack. He checked his watch.

"Four more minutes," he announced glibly. "Come on." He led me out of the shoe store and back out into the throngs of people. I kept my eyes down, taking small steps. My thighs were slick and I could feel the wetness spreading as the RVP spun and shook through my slit. Every few steps my hips would give an involuntary twitch. More like thrust really, where I'd tighten up rhythmically around the churning probe inside me, and try to fuck it.

Well, you know… fuck it more.

"You know," whispered Henry in my ear. "The black tape on your nipples can be seen right through your shirt. People are staring!"

My arms snapped up to my bosom, pressing against it as I reacted to the humiliating thought, and once more managed to stupidly push the prickling pins into my nipples. If there was lemon juice in one of those bags, I was fucked. I lightened the pressure, but kept my arm in place as we passed one store, but turned into the next.

Another clothing store and this time the clerk merely noted me in interest. My hand shook as I made a show of selecting a dress to try on, grabbed another little paper sack from Henry, and went into the dressing room.

Peeling the tape from my breasts was uncomfortable, but not terribly painful, and I spent a good half minute checking to see if I was going to need tetanus shots and some antibiotic ointment, but it turned out that my nipples were either more resilient, or softer than I'd imagined. Except for some imaginative red spots, I seemed to be okay. And five minutes wasn’t that long. So with that sense of relief mixing with the depredations of the Rotating Venus Penis toy, I tore open the next little bag of "please hurt my breasts."

Orchid clamps.

Tiny, green, plastic, and tined, I've found these particular devices to be agonizingly cruel. Designed to hold the delicate stem of one of nature's most beautiful and difficult to cultivate flowers to a support rod, orchid clamps present a rather cruel reality to the girl unfortunate to have them attached to her most beautiful and difficult to ignore parts. But to understand the true cruelty, you need to understand how regular clamps work when attached.

First there is pressure and pain, depending on the clamp itself. Then comes a tingling sensation as your circulation to that spot is restricted and practically stopped. You go a little numb, which reduces the pain, but makes you more cognizant that your heart is trying to push blood through the now pinched off blood vessels. Thus, you feel a throbbing timed to your pulse.

Orchid clamps follow a similar path, with one, notable exception. The tines don't prevent blood flow. So no tingling sensation. No numbness. More blood to the tip means more sensation. More sensation means more pain. Orchid clamps hurt.

Thank God I randomly selected these near the beginning of the assignment, instead of the end. I stared at myself in the mirror, my peasant blouse swept upward to bare my breasts, my skirt swishing as my hips danced to the beat of the RVP. I whimpered as I put on the orchid clamps, pain shooting through my nipples. I took a few steadying breaths and found that I was trembling. I felt like I needed to cum, and had someone said, "cum Breanne. If you cum I will remove the clamps and massage your breasts instead," I'd have popped right then, on command. Instead I stumbled out of the changing room, nipples throbbing in time with my heartbeat, the discarded remains of the the last torment clutched in my hand.

"Where's the dress?" Asked Henry. I blinked.

"Oh," I replied numbly, still focused on the sensation of being viciously pinched as my own heart did the dirty work. My boobs hurt so damn much. As I turned to go back into the dressing room, the four inch long rubber dildo jammed inside my pussy sped up.

Significantly.

I gasped, swooning a bit, and only staying upright by slapping a hand against the door. I closed my eyes as a riot of sensation smashed into my brain and I would be lying if I said I processed it all correctly. Would you? I had utter, pure, wicked, pleasure streaming up from between my legs, stuffed and creaming, with my clit vibrating, while at the same time the tips of my breasts felt like they were caught in a hydraulic press, smashed and released in quick, but constant cycles. Agony and ecstasy mixed and my psyche, already damaged, warped, and hypersexual, couldn't cope.

Essentially my brain threw up its metaphorical, anthropomorphic hands and said. "fuck it. It's all good!"

And that's when I exploded.


Little Bags - Part Two

I would like to believe that when it comes to orgasm, I am not only a connoisseur, but something of an expert. After all, my usual daily average needs two hands to count and occasionally even a foot. Or two. Admittedly, most of my climaxes are self-inflicted, meaning me, myself, and I get involved with a select toy, or even just my own fingers, and tease, rub, and/or penetrate my gaping wet gash until… boom.

But one thing I discovered from an early age, was the fact that as good as those masturbatory sessions are, nothing… and I mean nothing... compares to an orgasm forced upon you by someone else.

And if you also happen to be a sick, hypersexual, mentally fucked up nympho humiliation pain slut like me, well… there are some additional ways to crank up the volume. Like causing distinct, sexualized pain at the same time your are humiliating the fuck out of me.

The orgsm that ripped through me as I stood in the doorway was loud, intense, and messy. It was so strong that I did my own little version of the lunch scene from "When Harry Met Sally," except I wasn't faking it. There was proof, because I gushed enough to wet my thighs practically down to my knees. Splatter marks, that I hadn't noticed the first time I'd gone into the dressing room, were now quite obvious. And of course, the fact that I felt fucking amazing, was sign enough. For years the medical community has marveled over the physiological effects of orgasm. Dopamine, endorphins, naturally produced oxytocin, along with a healthy dose of adrenaline to act as a supercharger, makes smoking a joint look like a trip to the local convenience store.

Without, you know, the chance of getting lung cancer.

"Wow," exclaimed Henry, eyes wide. He glanced around to see if anyone had noticed.

I stood there panting from the exertion, my entire body suffused with a sort of sexually charged euphoria. I felt good. Better than good. Amazing even. At least until the pounding hurt of my orchid clamped nipples started to cut through the good stuff. I sagged as a number of other minor sensations rushed back into the gap and I realized that my adrenaline levels had crashed. Suddenly my feet hurt in the stupid acrylic nine inch heel platform fuck me shoes. My back ached. The RVP, which was buzzing along at level one, pressed to my clitoris, as well as still swirling inside my well sauced pussy, was pushing me to the verge of oversensitivity.

And holy fuck… did I mention my nipples were killing me?

Henry gave me a steady look and cleared his throat. I looked around. My vocal and dramatic performance had attracted attention. "I think it's a good idea to head out now," he said wisely, taking my elbow. He propelled me toward the entrance, nodding at the two girls behind the register who were staring at me in shock. I didn't care. I whimpered, and in front of God and everyone, swept up the front of my peasant blouse and practically ripped off the clover clamps.

Henry blinked. "Okay… " He waved at the two female clerks, who had gone from shock to catatonic in surprise, and he brushed his hand across my front, probably adjusting the peasant blouse to hide my breasts again. I wobbled a bit on my heels and he took more than my arm, wrapping his arm around my waist. Together we made our way out of the store.

We took maybe fifteen steps and Henry guided me into the next store. More clothing. He threaded me through the racks and in another quiet corner gave me a chance to recuperate.

"Are you okay?" He asked. His tone made it clear he was concerned, but not worried, and there was a touch of amusement there as well. I nodded, wishing there was a place I could sit down.

"Yeah," I replied faintly. I shook my head to clear it just a bit more. "I'm fine."

Henry gave me a smile. "Good," he said. "Because we need to find a place to spank you."

I blinked. Right. The spanking. I'd cum against the rules, which meant a punishment. I looked down into my hand. The orchid clamps were still there, rattling against each other. Shit. I was going to be in trouble for taking them off. I pursed my lips and glanced around. People were looking, but the clothes rack in front of me was certainly tall enough. With my left hand I lifted the peasant blouse, exposing both my breasts. Henry watched in surprised delight and I hissed painfully as I put the orchid clamps back on. In seconds they were hurting me, but I struggled through it. I looked around again, then glanced at Henry.

"There supposed to stay on until I’m spanked. Give me two here," I said quickly, reaching behind and pulling up the back of my skirt. Henry looked down at my ass, no doubt taken with the shapely curve of my flank.

"Two what?" He asked stupidly.

"Spanks," I replied. "You can give me two in each store until we get to twenty."

He touched my ass, caressing, then squeezing. It felt way too good. I moaned.

"As good as that sounds, especially with those cute little clamps on your tits, and the RVP going in your pussy, I kind of feel that the whole point of doing the spanks all at once is to hurt your butt." He paused. "Besides, in one of your early assignments, Kari made it clear that all spankings were to be done bare bottomed, with your tits showing…" He reached a little lower and I felt him touch a more delicate spot. "And in front of an audience."

He punctuated his sentence with an action the Japanese refer to as kancho. In Tokyo it's considered something of a prank when someone tries to poke you in the ass with two fingers. In Texas, it's generally considered a shooting offense. Unless you're a scantily clad fuckslut with your butt hanging out. Then it's just another day in the mall with someone's fingers up your rump.

I squealed and went up on tiptoe. I twisted, which prevented further ingress and I glared at him. Henry just smiled and tried to pat my rump again. I looked away and struggled with myself for a moment,  knowing I had to accept it. I took a deep  breath, only to wince at the fresh surge of acute discomfort coming from the tips of my clamped breasts and nodded. Henry seemed to appreciate my willingness to cooperate, or maybe submit, and we left the store, looking for a quality place and an audience.

Getting spanked, especially the way I do it,  in public, can be challenging. Doing it bare bottomed and bare breasted means exposing yourself, totally. So trying to find a place in a crowded mall where Henry could bend me over a table, or counter, or product display and let my tits fall free of the peasant blouse, while flipping up my skirt to deliver twenty hard strokes to my derriere, turned out to be harder than he thought. We walked a quarter of the mall, leaving me in orchid clamp hell, before I spotted an opportunity.

A temporary store had sprouted out in a formerly closed space and the vendor was selling luggage. Despite the crowds, the storefront was empty, a single young man of Middle Eastern origins standing at the entrance, a hopeful, but futile look on his face. At least until he spotted me. His eyes took in my attire, correctly categorized me as a fuckslut, and proceeded to undress me with his eyes.

I tugged Henry over, who followed me in clueless as we entered the store. I squeezed his arm and whispered, "ask him!" Henry looked over at the young kid and grinned. But before he could approach or say anything, the boyish clerk attacked like a fucking tiger shark.

"Hi!" He boomed, obviously just thrilled to have someone in his store, nevermind how I was dressed. "Let me show you our latest models!" He grabbed a suitcase big enough to hold me, were I bound tight in a fetal ball, stuffed with vibrators, and had it unzipped and open in two seconds flat. A veritable machine gun's worth of words described a whole host of bullshit features, none of which truly encapsulated the fact that this was a cheap, shitty, Chinese knock-off, bought wholesale and quintupled in price. I immediately regretted bringing Henry in, on pure capitalistic principle.

Eventually though, the guy stopped for air. Henry handled it simply enough. "This is my girlfriend, Breanne."

"Hello," the young man said to me, or rather to my breasts. I took the opportunity to move as far away from the shop entrance as possible and pointed out a hard case that wouldn't be in view of the passing multitudes.

"I like this one," I said simply. It was as tall as my knees and it looked sturdy enough.

"That's a fantastic model," said the young man, clearly thrilled that I’d expressed interest in the more expensive model. "It has multi-directional wheels, recessed carrying handles on the top and sides, and can…"

I bent over at the waist and braced myself on the suitcase. Of course my breasts fell out of the peasant blouse, both the material and my grapefruit sized knockers reacting to the gravity of the situation. The tips of my breasts were totally visible, capped with the green orchid clamps. Pain was shooting up through my boobs but I ignored it. As I folded, my skirt rode up, the blue pleated material insufficient to cover my derriere properly. It exposed the very spankable target of my flank. Henry put on a fake scowl.

"Oh you naughty girl" He declared quickly, moving behind me. Then his hand smacked hard against my bare ass.

Normally, dominants who spank me like to take their time, rubbing my bottom between blows, fondling my hanging breasts, sticking their fingers into warm, wet, slippery places, or finding delicious spots to pinch, tweak, and tease. But while I'm sure Henry would have preferred this slower, more sensual style of torment, he seemed to intuitively understand that we were on a clock, and that there were limits to what we could get away with.

So after I gasped, eyes widening as the heavy sting of his hand spread across my seat, he drew back and let me have another. Heat blossomed and I rocked, breasts and hips swinging as Henry delivered blow after blow, smacking my butt on alternating cheeks. I almost toppled over, but manage to hold the position with only one leg lifting in protest.

Ouch.

When Henry stopped, my breasts weren't hurting nearly as bad as they had been before. That was a good thing, but it came at a cost, because now my ass was hurting too. It felt like my rump at been dipped in hot wax. I blinked a tear out of my eyes and sniffed as I straightened up. The peasant blouse fell back down over my breasts and Henry helped with the skirt.

"Sorry about that," Henry said to the utterly shocked young man who stood there staring, mouth open. A disturbing moment passed where none of us said or did anything and all I could feel was the heat in my rear and the throbbing hurt at the tips of my breasts.

And oh yeah… the incessant, evil, vibrating, churning swirl of the fucking Rotating Venus Penis screwing me back toward orgasm.

"Allahu akbar," breathed the young man.

Henry grabbed my hand and pulled me through the display line of cases. "Well, thank you very much!" He gave the young man a sheepish grin and four seconds later we were back in the common mall area. Henry led me into the next corner store and pressed me into a secluded niche.

I didn't care about embarrassing myself at the point. I reached up under the shirt and pulled off the orchid clamps with something like a sob of relief. Henry, who was looking out for me, reached up, grabbed my breasts and kneaded them gently I slumped against him. Thank God he stayed away from the tips!

"You okay?" He asked, moving his hands away from my chest and wrapping them around my torso. I held him right back, cheek against his chest. With the clamps gone, and the heat in my rump fading, only the steady churn and vibration of the RVP affected me. I didn't realize how much though, until I'd mashed the base of the sex toy buzzing against my clit up along Henry’s leg, grinding in slow, but urgent need.

Henry kissed the top of my head. "Looks like you're ready for another little paper sack," he declared happily. I looked up.

"Take me to your place and fuck me silly," I begged. "You can put the clamps on me there. Or tie me up and whip me between the legs until I cum."

His eyes widened and this time he kissed me on the lips. It was a soft, sensuous kiss. "I thought you'd never ask," he whispered warmly, passionately. "Just as soon as you're done with this assignment."

I spat something impolite and turned away. Henry reached into the shopping bag and pulled another of the small sacks out, tapping my shoulder with it. "Here you go," he said enthusiastically. I snatched it from him, glancing around. There were too many people wandering around for me to feel comfortable doing it behind the rack, so I selected a shirt, held it in front of my chest, and headed for the changing room.

Safely ensconced in privacy, I tore open the next bag. Inside were two wooden clothespins. I groaned at the thought of wearing them, but my vibrating, churning  pussy loved the idea of them getting hung on my tits. I looked into the mirror, lifted the front of the peasant blouse,and tried to delicately hang the pair of wooden pegs from my breasts without it hurting too much. I was mostly successful, with only a dull ache coming from my boobs. I let the blouse fall, covering up, and was actually pleased that I couldn't see the outline of the clothespin, and only tiny bits of the very ends, sticking out from under the hem.

Clothespins can be a rather difficult clamp to deal with. Afterall, they're designed to hold wet clothes to a drying line. So there is a significant amount of pressure being applied to a narrow area. The bite is intense, and I have found that placing the clamp as deeply as possible, reduces the overall discomfort dramatically. It's the tips of a girl's breasts that are truly sensitive.

I took a deep breath. My nipples were sore and that made the clothespins hurt a little more than they probably should have, but all in all I felt I was handling things well enough. I did a quick check of my flank, noting the flushed skin, the smoothed down my skirt and stepped out of the changing room.

Henry was waiting for me and I put aside the clothing I'd taken in with me. "Didn't fit, huh?" He asked, playing the part. I shook my head, but even as I did the RVP suddenly picked up in vibrational speed, making me gasp and tighten. Henry slipped the controller back in his pocket and started me walking toward the entrance of the store.

"What was in the bag?" He asked conversationally, but at a much lower volume.

"Clothespins," I replied under my breath. "Wooden ones."

We took a few more steps and I could see him looking at my shirt, no doubt trying to make out the outlines of the pegs. He frowned. "Are you wearing them?"

I gave him an incredulous look. "Of course I am," I spluttered.

He stopped and pulled me to the side. "Okay. Prove it."

My pussy was fluttering around the RVP which was both dancing and spinning, but I managed to look around cautiously before giving him a quick flash. The peasant blouse dropped back down, and I noticed Henry frowning.

"What's wrong?" I asked. My nipples were throbbing again, and tingling, and that sensation combined with the RVP was not making my life easier. I'd done… what… three of the little bags? I needed to pick up the pace before I exploded again.

Henry hesitated, then put a serious expression on his face. "Ummm… I realize I'm sort of new at this, but even I know that's not how you're supposed to wear clothespins."

"What?" I said, but my mouth had gone dry. He couldn't have read that far ahead. Had he?

"Mistress Julie has made it perfectly clear that clothespins are to be worn straight on. Not down like that."

I didn't even know how to respond. It took me a moment, especially since I was very distracted by what was going on between my legs. The swirling vibrations were driving me crazy. "Henry? The peasant blouse won't lay flat," I explained. "My breasts will show, and the weight of the shirt will rest on the pegs." I looked at him, expecting total understanding.

He nodded even. "I get that. Doesn't change anything. Either put them on straight or I will tell Julie."

I hesitated. That… might be worth the eventual punishment.

Henry continued. "And you'll get another spanking."

I pursed my lips. Okay… I could probably handle…

"And I will be done with this assignment," he concluded, albeit regretfully.

"Wait. What?" I spluttered.

He nodded. "I can't, in good conscience, continue to participate in this assignment knowing you violated a basic precedent and I didn't correct you." He said it evenly.

I just stared at him, flabbergasted.

Henry smiled. "So, what's it going to be?"

Tears filled my eyes. I looked around. We were behind another rack, and relatively alone, as much as you can be in a mall clothing store. I bit my lip and bared my breasts, looking away. I made no move to take off the clothespins. I left that to him.

The pressure biting at my bosom lessened as he pinched the pegs open, tugging them free of my crushed and tender nubs. I hissed, whimpering as the blood flow returned, only to yelp as Henry put them right back on, this time straight on. He let the wooden maws close behind my piercings, which was a blessing, and when I glanced his way the two clothespins were sticking straight out from my boobs, wiggling softly with each breath.

And it hurt.

I lowered the peasant blouse gingerly. The material covered the top half of my bosom, then didn't know where to go, so it followed the line of the clothespins. Straight out. The weight of the material would normally be considered negligible, but the attachment points for the clothespins were my nipples. They bent downward just enough to double the amount of pain I was feeling.

Worse, my shirt no longer covered my breasts.

Henry kissed me on the cheek and I just stood there. But then I flinched as I saw movement out of the corner of my eye; a fellow shopper. My arms came up, one above, one below, with the wooden ends of the clothespins sticking out between my forearms. Henry pulled me against him as I crooned a terrible little noise.

"Just five minutes," he said in my ear. "Do you want to move on?"

I shook my head. Was he nuts? Walk the fucking mall with my tits clothespinned? Even with my arms crossed over my front it would be obvious. Wouldn't it? I shuddered, the pulsing between my legs matching the throbbing of my breasts. My pussy had gone into overdrive mode, entranced with the utter humiliation inflicted upon me, intensifying my arousal. The pulsing hurt at the tips of my breasts seemed to get swallowed, drowning in the current of arousal. Don't get me wrong. It still hurt. I knew it was hurting. But the part of me that was able to respond to it in that light was gone, thumping away at a different pace thanks to the Rotating Venus Penis. I made a mewling sound and put my face back into his shoulder.

A minute later I realized we were attracting attention. I was clearly in distress, though I'm hoping the slick wetness of my bare thighs wasn't as noticeable as my hyperventilating, or the lewd thrusting motion of my hips. Anyone watching must have realized the true nature of my situation. It was obvious I was in the throes of passion. Wasn't it?

Suddenly I wanted to leave. "Henry? Please?" I whined. "Please can we go?" I pulled on his arm, forgetting that I was covering my clothespin exposed breasts. I heard a few sharp gasps of surprise and the whispers started. I deliberately didn't look.

"Sure," Henry replied easily, unflappable. He took my elbow and led me out of the store and into the mall. I had managed to cover up again, half hiding behind him as he led the way and carried the bag. Walking felt difficult, the high heels seeming to want to slip out from underneath me. Or was that just the lurching twitch of my hips? He turned into the next store, another clothing retailer, but smaller, pulling me behind him. He led me to the back.

"Bre, you need to pick out an outfit to try on," he whispered, nodding at the rack in front of me. Croptops. How appropriate. Trembling, I grabbed one in my size and made my way over to the dressing rooms. The clerk gave me one disgusted look and then she opened the door.

"Sweetheart?" Henry said loudly. I turned and he leaned forward, handing me the tiny, white paper sack. It felt… heavy. A surge of trepidation, even fear shot through me. My God… what the hell was in there?

"Uh… thank you," I managed to croak. I went into the changing room and shut the door.

And took the clothespins off my breasts.

Pain surged through my top, but as aroused as I was, it was just a temporary blip on my sensitivity radar. I did slump against the wall, but only to jam my hands down between my legs, struggling to fight off the insidious churning of my insides. That little four inch cock was doing its damnedest to push me over the edge and my pussy had joined the sex olympics, competing in the sports of "cock throttling," "speed convulsions", and "drag the rest of her over the edge of the orgasmic cliff."

Point being, I almost popped right then and there.

I tore open the paper sack. Inside were two single pound weights. I expected clamps, but these just had hooks. I realized they were meant to go on my piercings. That was totally uncool, but maybe that was the point. Still, it would be a relief. Not having my nipples crushed, chewed on, bent, or perforated seemed like a blessing. I quickly hung the weights and grimaced. It wasn't comfortable, and it stretched my nipples down. I let the peasant blouse cover my breasts back up and saw the bottom inch of each weight swinging from my tits, well below the hem of the shirt.

Ah… I understood the torment now.


Little Bags - Part Three

I took a deep breath, regretted it, and then stepped out of the dressing room with the croptop held across my front. Henry was chatting amiably with the salesclerk, a pretty blonde who laughed at some quip. They both looked at me as I brought one arm up under my weighted breasts and held out the crop top.

"Didn't fit?" The girl asked in a teasing voice. "Or did it not show enough?"

My eyes widened.

"Leslie," Henry chided. He gave me a smile. "Leslie wanted to know why I allowed you to walk around dressed like that."

I blanched. Oh my God. What had he told her?

"So what was in the bag?" He asked conversationally.

I felt the heat then, creeping down my cheeks, then throat, blushing down to the tips of my aching breasts. Leslie was staring at me expectantly, a smirk on her face. I gulped, my stomach fluttering. Or was that just residual vibrations from the Rotating Venus Penis swirling up from my pussy?

"Weights," I whispered, looking away. I didn't want to see what Leslie thought of that.

"Really? Can I see?" She asked.

Suddenly I felt my fear dissipate. I was still utterly humiliated, but if she wanted to see, then that meant she was cool with it. I bit my lip, nodding. Then I drew my right arm upward. The bottoms of the two weights came into view and I drew the peasant blouse up even more. Leslie's eyes widened as my nipples came into view, pierced hoops pulled downward. Her hand came up, but then stopped.

"You can touch if you'd like," Henry said quickly. "Isn't that right, honey?"

I nodded. Then her nails were on my skin, touching my aching breasts. She reached downward and lifted one of the weights, relieving the strain, examining my right nipple, the piercing and the gold padlock hanging there. Which is when the RVP kicked up a notch and drove me over the fucking edge.

I jammed a knuckle between my lips as I let out a soft squeal and Leslie looked surprised as my hips began jerking. She glanced back at Henry who held up the controller and she turned back to me. She reached out and lifted the front of my skirt. The noise level of the motors was quite obvious.

"Ah. Of course," she said, her mouth curling into a wicked smile.

I caved. First, the aching of my breasts was quite different from the throbbing hurt of the clamps. It combined with the surges of acute pleasure streaming up from between my legs, where my stuffed slit was still having trouble coping with the cranking movements of the stubby cock inside me. Add in the intense vibrations, making the whole damn apparatus shake and tremble along my petals, inside my slit, and directly against my clit, and suddenly I couldn't take it. Being ogled and fondled was just the icing on the cake.

Henry looked delighted, but Leslie evidently felt different. She surged forward and clapped a hand over my mouth and pushed me backward. I fell into the changing room, my back against the far wall, Leslie's cute frame pressed to mine. I was already cumming, but she held me tightly, and then brought her fucking knee up to my groin, pushing the RVP tight against my pussy.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

Her left hand slipped around to my ass, squeezing it, and I trembled violently,  overloaded. The nose of the RVP base, shaped like a butterfly, pressed hard into my clit, sending the vibration straight into me. The probe in my slit churned rapidly, the corkscrewing motion far to steady to resist, pushed me relentlessly toward the edge. I didn't even try to stop, panting and whimpering as a freaking tsunami of sweet and utter bliss blasted me into sexual submission, right there in that tiny cubicle of a changing room.

Granted, some little part of me appreciated not cumming out on the floor. The rest of me couldn't have cared less.

"Ewww," Lesie said, pulling her knee out from between my legs. "You got me all wet." Sure enough, her pant leg sported an impressive wet spot. Oops.

Henry moved closer, sticking his head through the door. "Now Bre, you know you aren't supposed to cum," he chided me as I slumped against the wall. I felt freaking amazing. The orgasm had been even stronger than the one before. My chest heaved, sucking in air, the weights pulling at my breasts. Then something twinged between my legs as my pussy tightened up around the RVP again, and a slight sensation of discomfort hit me. I brought my knees together and twisted, trying to change the angle.

"Are you okay?" Leslie asked, no longer concerned about the girl goo on her trousers evidently. I nodded, grimacing.

"Sensitive," I mumbled.

Leslie looked back at Henry. "You should turn it off," she said. Henry laughed. "This girl? I think not. She's a nympho humiliation pain slut and if it hurts a little bit she'll enjoy it all the more." He pointed down at me. "She had an orgasm too. That means a spanking," he said. He gave Leslie a smile. "You want to do it?"

She hesitated. "Let me, uh… check in at the desk first. Just to be sure. Okay?" She pushed past Henry and hurried away, wet knee notwithstanding. Henry smiled.

"You're doing great!" He said softly to me. "Two orgasms! I had no idea your assignments were this intense. I'm hard as a rock right now!"

I wished there was a bench in the changing room.

"She's coming back. You should get in position," he said, glancing to his left.

"There's nothing to bend over,' I replied.

Henry leaned in. "Then get down on your hands and knees and stick your scrumptious little ass out." His words were clipped and firm. "She's coming." Then Leslie arrived. She looked in.

I was on all fours. The weights pulled my breasts straight downward, and I admit it was almost a relief.

"Come with me to the back," she said crisply. I looked at Henry, who nodded, and I stood up, reaching out for his hand. The weights swung down, pulling on my nipples and smacking my ribs painfully. He pulled me upright and I smoothed down the skirt. Then I made sure my breasts and the weights were properly covered.

Leslie led us to a door at the back and we entered what was obviously a storage room. Boxes were stacked everywhere and she guided us down a sort of corridor to a small but simple room holding a table, two chairs, a fridge, and a microwave. It was obvious what was going to happen. I was going to get folded over the table and smacked stupid.

Instead, Leslie stepped in front of me and grabbed my chin, forcing me to look right at her. "You messed up my pants," she accused. Then she let go, and much to my surprise, she unbuckled her belt and the trousers fell.

She was wearing cute little white panties with tiny pink hearts on them.

And while Henry was still ogling the panties, she stripped those off, revealing the prettiest pink folds. She hopped back up on the table until the wall was against her shoulders. Then she spread her legs, pointed to her slit, and said, "lick me."

Holy crap.

I took a few steps forward and put my hands palm down on the table, bending at the waist. The weights dangled down again, but this time I could lower myself enough to let them rest on the tabletop itself. I shamelessly took advantage of this. My skirt had ridden up, exposing my rump and well stuffed, vibrating, clenching cunt, but that wasn't sufficient for Leslie. She put her hand on my head, grabbed a fistful of hair and yanked me forward until my nose was pressed into her wetness. I stuck my tongue out and began lapping.

Leslie gasped. "Now," she blurted out. "Spank her."

Ever provide oral sex at the same time you're being spanked, while a crazy sex toy rotated around in your pussy, while the vibration rattles your clit, with weights hooked to your nipples?

Well neither had I until that moment.

Leslie didn't give me alot of choice and I spent more time shallow fucking her with my nose than preferrable. But as I managed to adjust my angle, the first stroke to my rump landed with vicious heat. A bright sting blasted across my right buttock and it sure as hell didn't feel like Henry's hand. I squealed, most of the noise lost in Leslie's sweet slit. But I did take my hands off her bare thighs and swing them back to my rump.

That's how my palm got that dark red line on it. Leslie's belt, wielded by Henry, caught it perfectly. I made another pain ridden noise and yanked my hand back. Leslie caught one flailing limb as I lifted my foot up and twisted slightly. The belt lashed down again, blistering the other side of my ass. I yelped, but licked anyway, the creamy taste of fresh pussy flooding my mouth. Leslie slipped a bit lower, giving me a better angle and I stabbed my tongue at her clit desperately as another stroke of her belt burned a line across butt. A surge of moisture flooded my mouth and I realized that she was panting, moaning, and cumming, right there with my nose against her perfect little clit. I forced my mouth upward and sucked her nub in, slashing my tongue around and across it.

Leslie went rigid and a high pitched mewling noise whistled above me. I didn't stop sucking, even when another line of agonizing fire crossed from one side of my ass to the other.

Then she let go of me. But sauce for the goose, right? If I got to endure the squirming, swirling vibrations of the RVP nonstop, then certainly she could handle little ole me sucking on her clit. I grabbed her legs and drew more of her into my mouth. Wetness flooded over my chin but I didn't care.

"Wait!" She gasped, her voice trembling. "Wait!" She pushed on my head, but there was no way I was done. I bit down just a bit, a little bit of pressure and she squealed. I slid my hands under her legs in a flash, drawing her almost flat on the table, carpet munching her little nub like a dog with a chew toy.

Leslie, loudly and strenuously, went bezerk. Her hands pushed and pulled at me, but she didn't try to hit me, or pull my hair, and even another stroke along my ass didn't make me stop. Even when I realized that the weights on my breasts had swung free of the table as I had moved my mid-morning snack closer to the edge.

"Fuck this," I heard Henry mutter.

Leslie kicked a little, but then her hips rolled. I let go of her clit and jammed my tongue deep, then licked her folds again. She thrust up against me, panting and moaning, which is when I felt Henry's cock.

It pressed against the base of the RVP, the head swirling through the excess juice. I should have turned at that point, just to keep what happened next from occurring, but I was too focused on Leslie. Which is why I was totally unprepared to get buttfucked.

Henry’s cock pushed into my rear and it was my turn to go rigid. I tightened up on pure reflex but it was too late. He was already several inches in and lubricated enough with my own pussy juice that my dryer line of entry meant nothing. His full length combined with the RVP and the heat of my whipping. Suddenly I felt like cumming again. Considering Leslie was spread out before me, legs spread wide, pussy open and wet and hot pink, if I was going to cum again, then dammit, so was she.

So I attacked her clit again.

Blonde hair swung as her head went back and forth, but she never technically said no. I felt her fingers on my head again, and I suppose she might have pushed harder, but I sucked her clit back into my mouth, teeth grazing her little nub and she shuddered beneath me. I held on like a leach, sucking her life juices out through her sex, while the weights on my breasts swung heavily. In some ways that was worse than the clamps. And then, behind that, was the Rotating Venus Penis, still going crazy inside me, both functions, turning the temperature up, raising my tension levels, and making it impossible to differentiate between hurt and yum.

Oh. And did I mention getting assfucked?

I heard someone's muted scream and realized it was me. My lower half clenched and shook and Leslie's butt had come off the table, thrusting upward into my mouth. I let go of her legs and instead ran my hands up to her breasts. I fought her shirt and she helped, trying to pull it up and expose her boobs, but then she sort of forgot about that as I just pinched her nipples right through the material. She was wearing a bra, but it was thin and light and her body arched as I drove her mad.

But Henry beat her to the finish line. He held me by the hips, pounding hard and he groaned with excitement as his cock shuddered, rippled, and then spurt its creamy froth into my ass. At the time, I hadn't even realized he put a condom on.

Seeing that was all Leslie needed and her legs closed on my head as she squirted and jerked, mouth open, making yelping noises as she came. I didn't stop licking though until she pushed me away, this time forcefully. Well… more forcefully. I looked around. Henry was leaning against a stack of boxes looking satisfied, while Leslie lay on the table like a limp rag doll that had just been thrashed in a rabid dogs mouth, her pussy juice pooling on the veneer. Her clit was a deeper shade of pink than the rest of her slit and I blamed myself. I looked her in the eye critically and realized her eyes were glazed over. She was toast. So I slid back up, caressing her legs, feeling her twitch, and then, since she was still spread open, gave her a little lick.

That last bit was evidently too much. Guess not everyone is like me.

Leslie roused enough to push me away and close her legs, coming up off the table a dripping mess. But her eyes were clear and her face as prettily pink as her pussy had been. I straightened up, standing there as my skirt and blouse fell back down to cover my more prurient parts as Leslie ducked down, grabbed her panties, and struggled back into them. It took her a minute to find her shoes and I just watched as my own lower half pushed and prodded me, getting me closer and closer to another climax. I glanced back at Henry. He had gotten his pants adjusted and looked at me with a grin. Our eyes met and I nodded.

So we left.

Stepping back out into the store’s main floor was like an assault on my senses. Lights and sound and smells. The back room had been so much more peaceful, even with Leslie’s cries. I couldn’t walk fast, so I kept a hand on Henry’s arm and let him guide me. He conscientiously led me in a circuitous manner, trying to minimize my contact with other shoppers. We passed the clerk at the counter who gave me a curious look, then went back to helping a young woman buying a croptop. I had to laugh. Just a little.

As we made it to the entrance, Leslie ran up. She was dressed, except for her shoes, which actually made her look really vulnerable. Her hair was mused, her makeup needing just a tad bit of attention,  but she looked really upset. I squeezed Henry’s arm to get his attention and he turned.

"That's it? No goodbye even?" Leslie asked, stricken. The hopeful look in her eyes was so pitiful that I couldn't resist. I leaned forward and kissed her. It was just a quick peck, but she didn't flinch away or anything.

"Let me give you my number," I told her.

It took a minute, which felt very long thanks to the RVP and weights, but she came back with her phone. I put in my name and number, gave her a promising smile, and then led Henry out of Leslie's store.


Little Bags - Part Four

"Is it always like this?" He asked as we moved down the mall. I had my arm back across my chest and we entered another clothing store, this one four times the size of Leslie's. I shrugged.

"More or less," I admitted. Then my mouth curled up into a grin. "I bring out the best in people."

"Or the kinkiest," Henry retorted. "I'm just a little shocked." We found a spot near the back corner that was out of view and I quickly removed the heavy weights from my breasts. Henry took them and put them in the shopping bag.

I gave it a little thought. "The millenials are more likely to be liberal in their sexual views," I stated. Henry gave me a look.

"Leslie was about twenty. She was born this century, or close to it. She wasn't a millennial. You are you goob."

I cocked my head to the side. "Oh." I shrugged. "Whatever."

Henry sighed and handed me another little paper sack. I tore it open. Inside was a travel tube of muscle cream. I sighed in frustration. Great. Just great. Henry looked at it in confusion.

"Oh. Like IcyHot."

I uncapped it. "Give me your finger," I said, glancing around to make sure no one was standing right next to us. Henry held up his hand and I squeezed a liberal amount out onto his outstretched digit. In hindsight, way too much "Now, rub it on to my breasts," I said.

He put his hand under the peasant blouse and I felt the cold touch of the cream on my left nipple. He smeared a liberal amount around and over my piercing, and the icy feel of the cream made me gasp. It actually felt good too, when you consider what I'd endured already. Then he did the other side, completely coating the tender little nub.

It was cold, or at least it felt like that. I knew what I was actually feeling was a physiological response to the application of menthol, a plant derivative, that is technically called a counterirritant. It produces a sensation other than pain. Like extreme cold. It sort of felt like my nipples had been dipped in an ice bath. But as Henry finished rubbing most of the cream onto my breasts, the other ingredient in the muscle cream began activating. This is methyl salicylate, which creates a warming sensation. In another few seconds, the cold began disappearing and a fresh, tingling heat bloomed across my bosom.

I moaned.

Henry held up his finger. It was still coated with a disturbing amount of white paste. “What do I do with this?” He asked with a smirk. I blinked.

“Wipe it off?” I suggested, like an absolute fucking idiot.

Henry laughed, as if he knew that already. “On what?”

I gestured around us. “I don’t know. Anything!” Which was probably the dumbest thing I could have said. Henry gave me a knowing look, shrugged, and then wrapped his arms around me. For half a second I didn’t even realize what he was doing as he flipped up my skirt and jammed his cream coated finger down into the crack of my ass.

“Wait! Not there!” I squealed loudly, but it was too late. I felt the slick cream against my bottom even as I twisted away. My movement dragged a cold line up my rump and when he lifted his hand, the finger was mostly clear.

My eyes filled with horror. “Fuck,” was all I whispered. I knew what was coming.

Sure enough, there was a cold, freezing sensation on the small, brown button of my bottom. I clenched, but I knew that the cold would only last a minute or so. Then the methyl salicylate would kick in and it would feel like someone had set a hot coal against my ass. Henry wiped his hand off on his pants leg and I stood there, breasts already cooking from the chemical reaction, waiting as the cream began burning my ass.

The thing is, muscle cream works by opening up the blood vessels in the area it’s applied too. And by creating fluctuating sensations of warm and cold, at the same time, it tricks the brain into ignoring pain. That’s why you put it on hurting calves, or sore back muscles. But applying it to areas not in pain already (though I suppose my nipples should have counted on the first point) or specifically to areas where there were high numbers of nerve bundles, and the chemical counterirritants became… well… much more intense.

Don’t believe me? Try dipping your elbow in IcyHot and then put some on the inside of the arm. Tell me which one is hotter.

So in seconds, my bottom was burning. And that was way worse than my nipples. I whimpered, grimacing as my ass puckered and I squirmed. Of course that meant I tightened up, which locked my pussy around the Rotating Venus Penis, squeezing the still agitating probe. This made me even hornier and I grabbed hold of Henry, not really thinking straight as a variety of sensation hit me at once.

Now that I think about it, BDSM for me, is much like the muscle cream. If you mix signals, sending both pain and pleasure to my brain, I start to short circuit. I can’t tell one from the other. The sensations grow and change until it all builds up into one massive tsunami. And then…

I whimpered as the vibrations between my legs suddenly increased, dramatically. Henry’s hand was in his pocket but I didn’t need to see that to know he’d just turned up the Rotating Venus Penis. I still wasn’t at the maximum, but dammit, I was well over halfway. I tried to calculate how long we’d been at the mall, doing all this, and I figured I’d been vibrated, swirled, and tormented for at least an hour and a half. Minimum. That’s a long time to walk around with a four inch rubber coated cock whirling around in your pussy and your own non-stop personal earthquake shaking your sensitive bits.

Henry pulled on my elbow. "Come on," he encouraged. "Let's walk."

I didn't have much choice, but movement seemed like a better option than standing still, especially with my ass on fire, and not in a good way. The burning around my sphincter felt raw and intense, but admittedly got dulled somewhat by the rest of the riot of sensation. I clung to Henry, one arm pressed to my chemically doused heated breasts, while the other had a death grip on my escort. I stumbled along beside him, no doubt appearing intoxicated, as waves of sexual need swept upward along my spine, laced with molten lava. We plodded along, or more accurately, I plodded along, eyes out of focus, pretty much oblivious to the stares, muttered comments, and hungry looks. Henry hummed under his breath. The bastard was enjoying himself. Then he turned right and pulled me into another clothing store.

There are a lot of those.

The place was only marginally busy so we managed to make it all the way to the back, right near the dressing rooms, before Henry reached into the shopping bag and pulled out another of the small, white paper sacks.

I took it, my face loosing color. "How many are left?" I asked weakly. Some sort of spasm had started inside my sex and it was playing havoc with my nervous system. The female sex organ just wasn't designed to take such intense and overwhelming stimulation for such prolonged periods.

At least not with me ambulatory. Sure, tied down to a bed or something…

"Three," he said, pointing at the one in my hand. "Counting that one." He smiled. "I hope it hurts."

That irked me. "How about I give you a hand job with the muscle cream as a lubricant?" I replied sarcastically, eyes narrowed.

His smile didn't fade. "Sure," he agreed amiably. "As long as you ride me immediately after."

I yanked a pair of jeans off a nearby shelf, not even bothering to look to see if they were close to my size, and stalked away. I went into the fitting room, tossed the denim down on the bench and tore open the sack. My mouth went dry as two black, metal binder clamps fell out into my palm.

I stared down at them. These were going to hurt. Then I had a terrible thought. What if Henry was using the time I spent in these changing rooms to feel the bags, trying to determine what was inside each, then selecting from the known objects?

No. That would be cruel and devious. Henry wouldn't do that to me. I bit my lip and lifted my peasant blouse up, exposing the puckered and menthol scented points of my breasts. The burning had started to fade, at least enough not to feel like I'd set my bosom on a hot griddle. So just to keep the excruciating pain alive and well, I pinched open the first binder clip, pushed it into my right tit, and let it bite down behind the piercing.

Oh. Oh fuck.

I've worn binder clamps on my breasts before. They hurt, but I had several sets that had been bent, slightly, to reduce the pressure. The rolled metal ends didn't quite come together. Those I could handle for extended periods of time. These however? I blinked tears from my eyes as I quickly put on the other clamp. They hurt horribly and felt like they were fresh from the office supply closet. Within seconds my tits were hurting way more than my ass, which may or may not have been a good thing. I tried to get the peasant blouse back down over my chest, but the metal handles of the binder clips jutted out even worse than the clothespins had.

And there was no fucking way my shirt was going to be able to cover my breasts.

But as the tingling and numbing began to overwhelm the heat, I knew I was only prolonging my agony. Every second that I stood around bemoaning my quivering, clenching pussy, or my convulsing, burning ass, or the faint but increasing throb of pain shooting up through my breasts, was time that Henry was not counting as part of my five minutes of torment. With my boobs hurting horribly, but in a way that only made the other things being done to me feel better, I wrapped my arms across my chest, hiding the exposed skin, and concealing somewhat the hardware clinging to my nipples. Then I struggled with the door latch and left…

...forgetting the jeans.

Another clerk, but male this time, stood chatting to Henry. They both turned and looked at me, with the clerk's eyes widening in astonishment. He checked out my fire engine red hair, my bare shoulders, the disheveled material of my shirt, the metal ends of the binder clips peeking out from between my forearms, my exposed midriff, the short blue mini skirt hardly covering my rump, the wild twitching of my loins, my wet thighs, my long, bare, shaved legs, and then my fuck-me-stupid-stripper-shoes. And underneath, the audible roar of the Rotating Venus Penis motors as they performed a variety of movements that left me trembling, breathless, and about to cum.

"The pants…" I said stupidly. The two men glanced at each other, one with confusion, the other with a mischievous grin. Then the sound of the RVP’s motors got louder and the four inch long probe in my pussy went banana crackers.

I should probably explain what I mean by using the term "banana crackers". This wasn't meant to imply that my sexual parts had suddenly been turned into a trail mix ingredient, (though that's an interesting thought,) nor does it mean that someone pushed a banana up into my slit with the expectation of it remaining there until it dried out, thus becoming cracker like. (Eww. Right?) Nor does it mean that a sliced, dried banana is somehow like my pussy. In this context “banana crackers” means crazy, wild, insane, and what I truly meant to say was that the RVP's four inch probe, now spinning and corkscrewing around in my soaked gash, was so intense, that I was now beyond rational thought.

Which was why I brought my hands down to my crotch, bending my knees and groaning, as if this might reduce the cresting pressure between my legs. Of course it also meant that my binder clamped titties, only partially covered by the peasant blouse, were now out in the open.

The clerk made a surprised sort of gasp and looked around wildly, but then lurched forward and shoved me back into the fitting room. I fell, but only against the wall, catching myself with both hands. The doorway filled with the two men as I gasped, my hips undulating. I grimaced, looking at the two of them as the pain of the binder clamps combined with the exquisite pleasure streaming up from between my legs. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth, trying to stay quiet as a series of spasms made me whimper.

“She’s close to cumming,” Henry observed in satisfaction. “Again.”

“Fuck me!” The sales clerk muttered, eyes still wide.

Henry laughed. “I think she’d be happy to!” He pointed at me. “Bre, suck this man’s cock.” And then he gave the clerk a tiny push into the fitting room with me, and shut the door. We stared at each other for about five seconds. Then I did what any good nympho humiliation pain slut, hurting, and on the verge of cumming, would do.

I got down on my knees and sucked cock.

In seconds I had the salesguy's dick in my mouth and frankly, I was glad of the distraction. My nipples throbbed horribly, though not as bad as they had when the orchid clamps were hanging off them for twenty minutes. And with the sales clerk in my mouth, I was able to focus on sucking cock, and not the riot of overstimulation going on between my legs. Despite my best efforts however, I still felt the building lust inside me. I bobbed my head frantically, holding and rubbing his shaft, licking up and down his length, as my hips twitched and thrust. The RVP danced along my slit, vibrations going right into the most sensitive nerve bundle on my body, while the probe in my cunt stirred me like chef’s pot filled with something, hot, sticky, and sweet.

So is it any surprise that I came before the sales clerk? Fuck. I don’t even know the guys name!

But even after I shuddered violently, I kept the dick in my mouth. I had to. Could you imagine me letting go? Giving up? Or falling over? No way. Not like this. I had a responsibility. So I kept going, still on my knees,  a burning tingle at my clit as the RVP continued to rub me vigorously, my body weak with sexual euphoria, until suddenly he yanked his cock out of my mouth, stroked it furiously for ten seconds, and then shot his entire load straight at my face.

Holy fuck there was a lot of it. And his aim wasn’t exactly good.

The fist squirt hit my right cheek bone, just next to my nose and it splattered from the force, sending gobs up into my eye and out as far as my ear. Some of it dripped into my open, waiting mouth, but I felt wetness on my chest a moment later, even as another impressive stream hit my chin perfectly. That was the money shot I think, because there was just so much jism. It never had a chance. It fell immediately, and since my peasant blouse was pushed up by the binder clamps, it caught the entirety of the glob, soaking multiple folds. The third spurt finally found my mouth, filling it with his salty spunk and I swallowed dutifully.

He sighed in relief and slumped backward against the wall, his cock already softening. I leaned forward, ignoring the goo dripping from my face, my tits, and of course my pussy (though that was a totally different sort of goo) and wrapped my mouth around him. I wanted to wipe my face of course, but it wasn’t like I had anything available. So I sucked on him, making him moan, until he suddenly pushed me away.

“I can’t,” he babbled, quickly zipping up his pants. “They’re going to wonder where I am!” He hissed. I sat back on my heels and brought my hands up to my face. I wiped at the cum, some of it coming away black as my mascara ran. Yuck. I did what I could, but this was going to be awful. I stood up, feeling tired and worn, and frankly the predominant sensation was the awful throbbing of my breasts, hurting beneath the biting grip of both binder clamps.

The clerk opened the door and Henry looked in with a grin. “Hey Bre, I’ve got the… whoa.” His eyes widened as he took one look at me. “Oh. Wow. He nailed you.” Henry glanced at the clerk, who was blushing, which was cute. “Nicely done.” Henry looked back at me and held out a small, white paper bag. “You can open this while I find a paper towel or something,” he said politely, extending out his hand.

I took it. Anything to rid myself of the agony building at the tips of my breasts. The sales clerk shuttled off and the door shut. I reached up, grabbed the binder clamps, and I’d be surprised if they didn’t hear my whine as I pulled them off.

It hurt. Oh man, did it hurt. Blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts and that hurt almost as bad as having the damn clamps on my nipples in the first place! I folded, once more trusting the wall for support as my breasts ached and pulsed. I felt a shudder hit me and I realized that half the problem wasn’t my breasts, but the Rotating Venus Penis, still going crazy in my pussy.

Oh. Wait. Right. I forgot. I’d cum. Again. I was going to get spanked.

There was something else. Something with a bit of edge to it. A sensitivity that I’d not really felt before and with the RVP on full power, I was starting to feel it. It wasn’t inside me, but along my labia, and centered on my clitoris. It was an irritation, a tickle, a tiny burning sensation.

Take your finger and rub a random spot on your arm, but don’t stop for about thirty seconds. Same spot. Not hard, not fast, just steady and quick. Now pull your hand away. Feel the urge to rub that spot again? To smooth out the sensation? Yep? Okay. Now imagine that feeling on your pussy, or your cock. It was erotic as hell, but also an indicator that I was reaching a limit. I was getting oversensitized and the RVP was still going.

I looked in the mirror. That was a mistake. I gasped at the damage the sales clerk had done to me. I was a dripping, fucking mess. I’ve done bukkake stuff before, but this guy had dumped practically a quarter cup of fluid on me and almost none of it went into my mouth. My peasant blouse was now truly transparent all along the middle and up onto one boob, where the pierced and padlocked nipple was now very visible, sticking to the material wetly. My belly was streaked, all the way down to the skirt, which had caught some of the spunk as well, showing the wet marks like deep water ripples. My face was the worst though. My eyeliner and mascara had run, making me look like some sort of clownish actor, crying her eyes out.

I did what I could with my fingers, but this was beyond my capability to fix without some serious help. So I did what any good, cum soaked nympho humiliation pain slut would do. I opened the next little white bag.

Tweezer clamps. With bells. I stared at them in horror and one thought went through my head.

“I am going to fucking kill Julie,” I breathed. I imagined my cruel, sadistic mistress tied spread-eagled to a bench while I impaled her with a vibrating dildo on a stick for all of eternity. Roughly.

I looked back at the mirror and lifted the sodden front of my peasant blouse and gingerly began slipping the tweezer clamps on my abused nipples. I whimpered a little. I was sore. But at least the tweezers weren’t that tight and they hung easily, the tiny ringing sound of the bells seemingly loud in the small fitting room. I got them hung and swept the peasant blouse back down, but I could see that the bells were in full view, hanging like ripe fruit beneath both breast and hem. It would have been utterly humiliating, had my nipple not also been in full view thanks to the slowly drying spunk soaking the white material.

There was a knock on the door. I hesitated. “Breanne?”  It was Henry’s voice. I brought an arm up to my chest and opened the door a bit. I didn’t want him to see me, so I hid, and stuck a hand out. Fortunately something wet and paper towelly landed in my hand.

“Hey, what was in the bag?” He asked as my fingers closed around the cleaning supplies.

“Tweezer clamps,” I replied sullenly. “With bells.”

“Yeah? Let me see,” he ordered. I didn’t want to. It meant showing my face. I tried to just give him a peek, but he pulled on the door and I let out a tiny squeal. What if someone else was out there? But Henry must have been looking out for me. No one but him stood there. He eyed my tits and gave a low whistle. “Nice,” he complimented. “Okay. See what you can do about your face,” he advised me.

“No shit, Sherlock.” I let go of the door and turned back toward the mirror. The door banged shut behind me. I started wiping my face when the RVP suddenly began alternating between low and full power, sending waves of both pleasure and pain through my pussy.

Remember how I said I was starting to get sensitive? Remember how I mentioned that it wasn’t the corkscrewing, swirling probe, plowing my depths? Remember me stating specifically it was the vibrations going into my clit, shaking that little nub of nerves? Remember me calculating an hour and a half of direct, intense, earthquake like tremors going right into it?

Turn all that up to ten.

My knees slammed together and my legs began shaking. Just my legs. Thighs. Whatever. My ass tightened as my flanks began rippling, my body reacting to the varying stimulation. My hand went down to my crotch involuntarily, without a single thought in my head, every intention being to pull the RVP away and out of my pussy. My fingers were already yanking up the skirt, exposing my soaked thighs, the noise loud and rhythmic. The purple bug resting on my slit jerked and rumbled and I heard a ringing in my ears. I caught sight of the bells hanging from my tits, trembling from the same spasms that were rocking my body and that managed to connect. I stopped myself just in time, clenching my hands into fists and pressing them to my hips.

“Breathe,” I hissed.

The sensation was like sex, but about four times too intense. I struggled to hold it together, then realized I was still clutching the paper towels. The RVP fucking danced inside me, slowing and speeding up, twisting and shaking. Still tight down below, I glanced up at the mirror and began wiping away the streaked makeup and as much of the sticky cum as I could. It took a minute, but that minute allowed me to cope, to accept the intense stimulation between my legs, knowing that I was headed for another orgasm.

I wasn’t happy with my face. Half my makeup was gone. There were still streaks that nothing short of soap and water and makeup remover would get rid of. I was a mess. I looked like a mess. I felt dirty and sticky and disgusting. Not that the cum the clerk had dumped on me was yucky or anything. Just me. As a result. People were no longer going to look at me like I was a two penny whore and wish I was spread out like a buffet for them. They were going to look at me like a used two penny whore, wishing that I’d get out of their sight and go take a shower.

My clit burned.

I licked my lips, the taste of cum on them. I took a shuddering breath. I probably wasn’t thinking straight. The RVP was actually a discomfort, rubbing my clit raw. My hands were trembling. I opened the door and looked out.

The clerk was back, eyeing me sympathetically as I stepped out, bells ringing. Henry and him both looked at the tweezer clamps, then up at my face, grinning. I expected to see revulsion, but evidently they liked it all. They liked me. Even like this. I twitched, my loins spasming, trying to get away from the RVP’s vibrations. This made the bells ring even more.

Henry put away the controller for the RVP, leaving it on full power, a wicked smile on his face. “Come on, Breanne. Let’s walk some more.” And he reached out and took my hand, leading me stumbling forward, through the racks of clothes and out into the mall. Utter humiliation.

I tried not to look at other people, which under the circumstances wasn't that hard. My hair was stringy, with congealed gunk in it. Henry walked by my side, an imposing presence, but a comforting one as well. I stumbled along, ringing and buzzing, my body trembling with the onslaught of sensation. Then Henry pushed me into another entrance, this time a department store. We threaded our way into the housewares section and between a rack of toasters and butcher block knives, he handed me the last bag.

I had trouble opening it so he helped me. My mouth went dry as the conical springs fell into my hand.

"Okay, I have no idea what these are," Henry admitted. I sniffed and looked him straight in the eye.

"They're nipple threaders," I explained. I lifted the peasant blouse, flashing my right nipple, and tugged the tweezer clamp free. Henry stared curiously as I tossed the clamp into the bag he was holding, then positioned the spring's wide base over my nipple and began turning it. My ring piercing caught in the circular metal and began riding the spiral upward. I moaned a little as the base of the spring dug into my breast, stretching the nipple out painfully as the ring rose up to the tip.

“Wow,” Henry said, impressed. “I like these!” He took the other tweezer clamp off my nipple and began threading on the second spring. Like my other breast, it scooped up the piercing, lifting it and the tip of my breast away from the areola. I kept glancing around, nervous as hell, afraid someone was going to pop up and exclaim “hey. You can’t be doing that here.”

Of course, as Henry stretched out my right breast, I knew there were other issues. Like the fact that I hadn’t confessed to cumming in the last store. Or the fact that the Rotating Venus Penis was starting to over-sensitize me, making me both more susceptible to orgasm, but also more likely to have a conniption or something. Usually, my tolerance for direct vibration is pretty high, but going for so long, on such a strong setting?

I gulped and looked up at him as he gently tried to get the peasant blouse down over my breasts. They looked… distended, thanks to the spring threaders, and while the translucent material covered the springs, I could tell that the bottom half of each udder was in all probability, hanging out. I licked my lips.

“I exploded,” I whispered to Henry.

He smiled and nodded. “I know.”

That made me blink. “You do?”

He laughed. “You think I couldn’t tell that your stress level decreased? You were walking on eggshells before that last store. Now you’re just… tense. I could tell.”

I tried to take a deep breath, only to feel my nipples throbbing. “Why didn’t you say anything?” I asked.

He shrugged. “I wanted to see if you would.”

I bit my lip. “So what now?”

He took my arm in his and began leading me back toward the mall entrance, out of the department store. We began passing other shoppers and the stares started immediately. I turned crimson and tried to look away.

“Now, I take you back to the car, and back to my place,” Henry declared easily.

My eyes widened. “No public spanking?” I asked incredulously, but in obvious relief. “No audience?”

Henry laughed. “You are at the end of your rope. I can tell,” he said. In silence, we walked back through the mall; a ten minute walk of shame, nipples aching, people staring, and my pussy clenched tight against the depredations of the Rotating Venus Penis. As we made it to the entrance, heading out into the October heat, Henry stopped me, turning me toward him.

“This was absolutely amazing,” he said softly, wrapping his arms around me. I quivered in his grip as my chest pressed up against his. I smiled up at him.

“Take me to your place? Please?” I begged him.

He chuckled. “And then what?”

“Use me,” I urged. He shook his head.

“No. I will make love to you.”

I bit my lip. “I don’t care what you call it. I just… need you.”

His hand came up and he stroked a lock of crimson hair out of my face. “Breanne, I will satisfy your cravings, as you do mine.”  His eyes suddenly glittered in mischief. “And then, when it is dinner time, I’ll strap the Rotating Venus Penis back on you, we will come back here, and we’ll give this bag of torments another go,” he said.

I blinked. “What?” My mouth went dry.

“And you will get your public spanking,” he assured me. Then, without waiting for a response, he took my hand, pulling me along, back out into the parking lot.

“B-b-but…” I stuttered.

“Afterall,” he said. “You are a nympho humiliation pain slut. And a naughty one at that.”


Daffodils

For the fifth time, Ms. Daffodil Lucas interrupted Kari, and I could tell that my best friend, boss, and dominatrix lover was reaching the end of her patience. There were no real visible indications. No rolling of the eyes, or quirk of the mouth. Instead there was a stiffness, like a wire stretched too tightly. I could tell she was near her breaking point, which is why I stepped in quickly, before Kari snapped.

"Ms.Lucas?" I said quickly, interposing myself between the client and my interior designing boss. "You have such a lovely home. Would you mind showing me some of the other rooms?" I asked as sweetly as I could. "I'd like to take some pictures, if it's alright with you, so that Ms. Anders will be better able to fit the new design with your current tastes."

Daffodil Lucas was in her late fifties and she gave me a look that could have wilted roses. She'd been giving me the stink eye since Kari and arrived, obviously disapproving of me in general, and my attire in particular.

I personally understood. I disapproved of my outfit almost as much. The pencil skirt I was wearing was more of a stubby, too short to be decent and constantly threatening to ride up my ass. The blouse Kari had selected for me that morning had been unusually thin, with a frill that ran down the center, which made the scarlet bra I was wearing just that much more obvious, since you could see it right through the translucent material. The black stilettos I was wearing made my feet hurt, but I admit they looked great. At least, they did if I had wanted to look like a high dollar escort.

Ms. Lucas sniffed haughtily. She had called Kari for the express purpose of having her living and sitting rooms redecorated and she'd been one of the most demanding, argumentative, pain in the ass clients I've ever had the displeasure to deal with. She was exceedingly arrogant and thought she knew better than Kari, which made me wonder why she hadn't just decorated herself. Ms. Lucas gave me a somewhat disgusted look, but turned her back on Kari and began walking away.

Kari looked at me in relief and mouthed a silent "thirty minutes?" I nodded and she smiled. I blew her a little kiss and followed our client into the next room.

The den had also been professionally decorated, or so it seemed, but the style was a little haphazard. Ms. Lucas stood with her arms crossed as I wandered around a little, taking a few pictures on my phone.

"Did you add any of the accents yourself?" I asked conversationally, since a couple of the sculptures sitting on the side table and mantel seemed, well... odd.

"Yes," Ms. Lucas replied, her eyes trying to burn holes straight through me. "Is that a problem?"

I smiled at her, trying not to show my irritation. "Not at all! They're really quite interesting. It helps for Kari to know because she can get an idea of where and how you might like to customize."

She huffed as I took a couple more pictures with my phone. Then I asked to see the kitchen. The room was massive and obviously designed for someone cooking lush banquets. It was empty, but I got the distinct feeling that the "chef" would be arriving at some point later that afternoon. There was no way the kitchen was used for just cutting up watermelons. That's for sure.

I took a couple of more shots, noting the overabundance of stainless steel and lack of personality, when Ms. Lucas leaned back against the counter, crossed her arms, and gave me a peculiar look.

"I'm curious as to why your employer allows you to dress that way," she said snidely.

I turned and looked at her, blinking. The question was perfectly valid, but I've rarely been confronted with it quite so abruptly. Or tactlessly. I swallowed, giving myself time to take a deep breath and think. Afterall, this was a client.

"She says that it reflects my nature, and is therefore appropriate," I replied carefully.

"It makes you look like a slut," Ms. Lucas retorted.

I gave her a slight smile. "A nympho humiliation pain slut," I replied. "To be precise."

"A what?" Daffodil Lucas asked, as if she hadn't quite believed what she was hearing.

I gave her a very open, friendly look. "A nympho humiliation pain slut," I repeated. "Kari likes to allow me to express my nature. You're quite right to label me a slut. But I'm also masochistic, and I get turned on by being humiliated." I tried to keep it calm, and informative, but Ms. Lucas still looked both shocked and outraged.

"That's disgusting," she said a moment later. "You should be ashamed of yourself."

I nodded in total agreement. "Oh, I am. Trust me. Part of me hates the fact that I'm addicted to sex, or that being embarrassed or spanked and whipped, make my orgasms stronger. I die a little each day because of that," I assured her. "But Kari helps me. She satisfies me. And she keeps me..." I struggled to find the right word. "Stable."

Ms. Lucas did the math and I could see the realization in her eyes. "You and her... are lovers?" For the first time her tone changed. It wasn't quite so... hateful.

I shrugged. "She's one of them. I am something of a free spirit," I sighed. Then, feeling as if we'd gotten off track; "Can I see another room please? This one is a little spartan. I'd like to see a room that reflects you."

Ms. Lucas frowned, but then she pushed herself up off the counter and led me deeper into the house. We passed a set of stairs, and then a moment later we entered a room bigger than my entire apartment. A massive, king sized bed dominated the floor. It was Victorian, with dark cherry wood, and the matching furniture made the room feel old. There were blue lace curtains and the comforter matched, with accents of gold. I walked past our client and looked around. Frankly, it was pretty.

"This is actually really nice," I said, lifting my phone to snap a few shots. The place was immaculate and I turned to take in the full view.

Ms. Lucas was standing behind me. Directly behind me. Within touching distance.

Startled, I took half a step backward, but her bony hand lashed out and grabbed my wrist. I stood there, petrified, but not scared, and to my shock, she reached up with her free hand, placed her finger under my chin, lifting it. My breath seemed to still as her face bent down toward mine until her lips pressed down on my mouth.

She kissed me.

It wasn't a passionate kiss. Or an exploratory kiss. It wasn't a wet kiss either. It was just a simple kiss. She let go of me a second later and I just stood there, stunned and bewildered as she took a step back. We stared at each other for a moment, neither of us knowing what to do. I saw a small clock on the wall behind her. Kari needed another twenty-five minutes. I licked my lips.

"I'm sorry if my attire has offended you. If you'd like, I could... uh... remove it."

There was a barely detectable widening of her eyes. Then she nodded, barely. Almost imperceptibly.

I stared at her, eyes locked on her face as I began unbuttoning my shirt. It didn't take me very long, especially since there were only five buttons, but I managed to get it done both simply and easily. I shrugged out of it, letting it fall to the floor, a puddle of white linen, as my scarlet clad breasts pulled Daffodil Lucas' eyes downward. I did the pencil skirt next, too short for decency's sake, but perfect for a back bedroom. I undid the zipper and let it slip down, until I stepped out of it. The crimson colored panties barely covered my sex.

"What... what is that sound?" Ms. Lucas suddenly asked. She'd picked up on it now that I was almost undressed.

I smiled and pointed at my loins. "Kari makes me keep a set of vibroballs in my sex, to keep me wet and ready, just in case someone wants to use me."

Then I reached up behind my back, and unclipped my bra. The scarlet lace fell, exposing my breasts, the gold piercings, and even the padlock dangling from my right nipple. Ms. Lucas' eyes glittered in curiosity and her hand rose, nail pointed. I took a half step forward, making it clear that it was okay to touch. Then I shivered as her finger found the soft pink button of my breast, rolling it around.

"I'm sorry I was bad and wore that outfit," I whispered, already feeling the electrifying energy of arousal. My pussy tightened significantly around the vibroballs and I knew that were Ms. Lucas to put her hand down the front of my panties, that she would find me soaked.

"You are a naughty girl," Daffodil said roughly. Then her thumb and forefinger closed on my nipple, pinching me. "What should we do about it?" She asked, suddenly recovering her earlier confidence.

"I should be punished," I replied. I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties, my nipple still being tweaked between her fingers. I pushed downward, exposing my shaved, bare slit. My panties were too tight to lower further than my thighs, because I couldn't bend down, not with her holding onto my tit, but she knew. Her other hand came up between my legs and I gasped as she ignored the panties and instead thrust her fingers between my thighs, finding my vibrating honeypot. Her nails dug in, pinching at my folds until she found the wetness of my sex. I stood there, breathless, staring into her eyes as she began rubbing at my clitoris. I let out a soft moan.

"I've been bad," I whispered to her.

She nodded gruffly. "You certainly have," she agreed. Her finger delved a bit deeper, going inside me, thrusting in, until her nail struck one of the vibroballs. I stiffened, eyes widening, as my body surged with energy. Her other hand found my breast, her fingers pinching at my nipple and I found myself being moved, pushed backward toward the bed, until she maneuvered me around in a circle.

Daffodil Lucas sat down first and with her finger still curled into my slit, she pulled me down across her lap. Her hand came out from between my legs and I groaned as her bony knees dug into my tummy. She was incredibly strong and she hauled me up until my stilettos barely touched the floor. Then her hand flashed and a scarlet heat seemed to explode across my rump. She began spanking me with a steady rhythm.

They were sharp, hard strokes and I took the first ten or so just by clenching my teeth and enduring. But eventually she got the better of me and I began whining, then squirming, as the pain in my ass grew and spread. A moment later I was kicking, then squealing, and I finally couldn't take it, putting my hand over my backside.

Daffodil didn't like that and she grabbed my hand, giving me a couple more swats as I began thrashing on her lap like a landed fish. She hit me a few more times, struggling with me, until she pushed me off to the side, rolling so that I ended up face down on the bed, my legs hanging off the side. She grabbed my ankle and hauled, forcibly turning me over, and I felt my panties tear. 

And that didn't stop her.

Suddenly my legs were spread wide and her hand was slapping my sex. I squealed, hips thrusting upward as her hard and chiseled fingers spanked my pussy. I heard the change in sound as the moisture on my petals spread and my folds opened under the beating. I crooned out loud as I took the punishment, making it clear that I both hated it and loved it.

"You are nothing but a disgusting little whore," Daffodil hissed, punctuating her words with more smacks of my cunt. "You should be ashamed of yourself, dressing as nothing but a sex object. And if your boss won't take you to task for it, I will!"

Inside me, the vibroballs roared, my clit felt huge and hot, and my petals were soaked, splayed, and tingling. Heat burned between my legs and I knew what was coming.

Me. That's what was cumming.

"Ms. Lucas! Please! I'm about to cum!" I managed to gasp.

And that just seemed to infuriate her. Her hand flashed down even faster, until I cried out, spine arching, toes curling, enduring the slap slap slap spanking of my pussy, until I couldn't take it. I exploded, closing my legs, protecting myself. For a second she smacked my thighs, but then, as I rolled to the side, quivering violently, Daffodil paused, looking down at me with an expression of satisfied superiority.

I lay there in a daze for a moment, until the sexual euphoria had seemed into every part of my body. I felt... I felt amazing. Incredible. My pussy still tingled, and okay... it hurt a little. But come on... that was freaking amazing.

I lifted myself up a little. "Ms. Lucas? Please? Can I please you?"

Her eyes widened now and I could see the shock on her face. I guess she wasn't expecting the offer. Would she lift her dress and allow me to pleasure her? I waited, expectant, ready to accede to her wishes...

And my phone rang.

The look on Daffodil's face was both relief, but regret. For a moment I hesitated, but she nodded, and then picked up my phone and handed it to me. Kari.

"Hi," I said.

"I'm done," she replied. "You okay?"

I almost laughed. "Oh, absolutely. Be there in a moment," I told her.

When I hung up, Daffodil was holding my shirt and skirt in her hands. I dressed quietly, not saying anything, and neither did she. I looked around for my torn panties, but they were gone. I gave the old lady a look, but then shrugged. She didn't even smile.

A minute later she was walking me back out to the living room and we found Kari standing there. She looked satisfied and gave me a questioning look as both Ms. Lucas and I entered the room.

"I've finished my measurements," Kari said politely. "I'll be able to put some preliminary design sketches together over the next week or so. Then we can bring over a materials book so we can get some ideas on what you like."

Ms. Lucas nodded. "Very well. Thank you."

Kari paused and I knew she was confused. Daffodil Lucas had lost some of that... I don't know... caustic edge?

"Is there anything else we can do for you?" Kari finally asked.

Ms. Lucas shook her head. "Not at the present moment. I expect to hear from you, and your assistant, shortly. Good day."

And with that summary dismissal, she gestured toward the foyer. I followed Kari toward the door and a moment later we were outside in the heat. I still didn't say anything. Kari gave me a look, but led me over to her convertible where I climbed into the passenger seat.

It was inevitable. The skirt, too short for decency's sake, rode up high, and as Kari sat down, her eyes glanced down to my wet, freshly spanked, bare slit. The expression on her face changed. Then she looked away, started the car, and turned on the air conditioning.

"Weren't you wearing scarlet lace panties when we went in?" She asked casually.

I blushed.

“Well, thank you for the time,” Kari added. Then she leaned over and slid her hand between my legs. I opened up obediently for her, gasping as she slid her finger through my slit. “And frankly, I prefer you pantiless anyway.” I smiled as she teased me, until I was quivering again. I groaned, eyes closed, pussy wet. And I could only think of one thing to say.

“So does Daffodil Lucas.”


Christmas Shopping with Kari and Julie

It was a week before Christmas and the sounds of carols echoed through the busy retail center. Decorations were everywhere; silver and gold baubles, red and green Christmas Trees, and empty wrapped presents sitting in faux snowscapes. The scent of roasting chestnuts mixed in with cinnamon rolls added just one more heavenly distraction to the mix of sensations I was enduring. And with that in mind, I stood in the entryway of one of the stores, tucked back into the corner, totally ignoring the Christmas bling.

Julie stood in front of me and held up the brown paper lunch sack with an expectant look on her face. I cringed, a sense of desperation, and not the good kind, bringing me close to the point of tears. The discomfort at the tips of my breasts pulsed evenly, ignoring the steady beat of my racing heart, as well as the thrumming, swirling vibrations of the Rotating Venus Penis, or RVP for short, which was strapped on beneath the short, black mini skirt. I shivered from the tension. First was the aching need to orgasm as the motorized sex toy shook hard and fast against my clitoris and folds. Then came the four inch long phallus twisting through my sex like a worm burrows into the earth. I shifted the canvas bag hanging on my bare shoulder and felt the wires coming from it move against my skin. I longed to reach up under the peasant blouse, a short, translucent, pleated valance that hung on a single elastic band above my breasts, and tear the electro-stim tabs away.

The TENS unit in the bag was set to level three, a reward for the same number of unauthorized orgasms I’d managed to have over the previous hour. The RVP might have been the instrument of my failure, and that my general attitude could have been less needy, but I knew who to blame.

Myself mostly. But also Julie and Kari. My cruel, evil, wicked mistresses.

The three unauthorized explosions I’d publically suffered had resulted in the TENS unit getting turned on, with the level of energy coursing across my nipples increasing with each orgasm. At first it had been a featherlight touch, which had actually been a turn on, driving me toward orgasm two. Then came the tweaking sensation, fingers giving each nipple a light squeeze. Now it felt as if someone had grabbed hold of the pierced tips of my breasts, and  was pulling, stretching and twisting my tender nubs.

I picked at a clump of still sticky, but mostly dried boy cum that had coated one lock of my long red hair and grimaced. Julie shook the bag again and Kari nudged me with her elbow.

“Pick Bre. We're waiting,” Kari said impatiently. She checked her watch, then looked at Julie. “Three more minutes.”

Julie grinned. “I know,” she replied.

I glanced back and forth between the two dominatrixes. One would have never suspected the two, well dressed women harbored dark, sadistic, sexual urges; fantasies of humiliating, hurting, and fucking young, cute, stupid redheads’ with masochistic bents. Julie was dressed in a brown velvet jacket, with a chocolate and green blouse beneath. Her tight pants were black, but not leather, making her look fashionable. Kari, on the other hand, was wearing a forest green business suit, cut perfectly to her shape, the evergreen colors accentuating her golden straight hair. I, on the other hand, was dressed exactly like I was meant to be; a nympho humiliation pain slut.

My hair was the color of a sports car: candy apple red and meant to draw attention. The outfit, from the scant coverage of the peasant blouse, to the tightly wrapped black mini-skirt, to the pair of slip-on fuck me shoes, all screamed “sex kitten” or possibly “whore”. My eyeliner was thick and black to highlight my eyes and make me look exotic. My lips were glossed to make my mouth look wet, and the eyeshadow was heavy, to give my blushing cheeks counterpoint. I looked and felt as if my only purpose was to be stripped naked, displayed for all to see, laid upon my back, forced to spread my legs, and used as a sexual receptacle. I lifted a hand, trembling, and thrust it into Julie's bag as if I expected to find live snakes, rather than the small, folded pieces of paper inside.

I almost wished for snakes.

I selected one randomly and drew it out of the bag. The paper rustled as my palm touched it, The last one I’d picked had required me to offer oral sexual services to a random stranger. That’s how I got cum in my hair. With Julie and Kari watching, I'd offered myself to one eager young man in a shoe store, kneeling on the floor in the back room, tits exposed, my mouth bobbing up and down. In full porno fashion, he'd pulled out a few seconds before popping off, directing his goo right at my face. Thank God Kari had wet wipes in her purse.

But the blowjob wasn't all. The paper before that had left a series of pink lines etched into the arch of my right foot, caused by a tightly snapped rubber band. Kari had propped me up against a counter, told me to lift my right foot, and slip off my shoe. The rubber band went around my toes and then settled in the center. I'd hissed and twitched as twenty snaps had sent a stinging pain up into my stuffed, vibrated, sexually charged pussy.

And the first torment of the morning? The one I’d picked out the moment we’d arrived? It meant getting bent over the hood of Kari’s car, my skirt flipped up, only to endure the penetrative embarrassment of having a jeweled butt plug jammed up my ass. So I hope you understand my trepidation as I took another one of Julie's fucking challenges.

I carefully unfolded the paper and as my eyes read the handwritten words, my throat clenched tight. The feeling of dread I’d been feeling solidified into a solid ball of lead, working its way from my esophagus to my tummy. The first thing that went through my head was wondering if I could escape these two women, fleeing into the distance to flee the coming humiliation and pain. But the second thing that went through my mind was the acute pleasure I was feeling. The RVP was churning and buzzing, setting my loins afire, and despite the discomfort of the TENS Unit lightly frying the tips of my breasts, even that was more an aphrodisiac than torment. The squeezing, churning, vibration sensations seemed to energize me and make me want more.

I gulped, swallowing down my fear and feeling slightly lightheaded, I held up the paper and read it aloud so Kari and Julie could hear it. “Have a stranger place a pair of clothespins on your nipples.” I said it faintly. It combined all the worst things. I’d have to approach someone, humiliate myself with the request, offer up the clothespins, then expose myself, letting the chosen individual clip them on, which would cause pain. And then there would be the questions. What does that feel like? Is that cum in your hair? Can I touch? Are you getting shocked on your tits?

Yes. Yes. Yes. Yes.

I licked my lips nervously and handed it to Kari. She nodded sagely and took the paper. When I looked back at Julie, she’d put the bag away and in her hands were two, pink, plastic clothespins.

“I just want to make it clear that you can only ask to have them put on. You cannot specify how they are put on,” Julie clarified as she held out the clothespins. “If the person you select puts them on wrong, you’ll take them off and try again until someone puts them on correctly.”

The lead weight in my stomach suddenly increased in mass and density, and a small wave of sickening nausea flashed through me. There was no need for me to ask what was the “right” way to have clothespins on my breasts. I knew. Straight on, with the plastic pink clips sticking out from my nipples like a pair of shelf supports. It would prevent the peasant blouse from covering my breasts properly and ensure that the lower half of each tit was constantly and erotically in view.

Oh. And it would hurt more, since the shirt’s materials would be resting on the clothespins.

I squeezed my thighs together, which was not exactly a good thing. I was trying to hold off on another orgasm, since that would result in an increase in level on the TENS unit. Level Three was tolerable; that pinching, twisting sensation I'd described earlier. Level Four would be more of the same, except feeling as if it were being done with a pair of pliers. It was also pretty much my limit before I’d start screaming. Level Five was not something I wanted to think about. On that level, the pliers would still be pinching and twisting and pulling on my nipples, but only so that someone could shove a metaphorical needle through each tit. I needed to avoid that. Unfortunately, with the RVP on medium, both functions, it was still only a matter of time before I’d be at that point. And neither Kari nor Julie had told me where the end was. For all I knew, they were going to drive me up until I hit Level 10, though admittedly, it would have caused a ruckus. People tend to wonder why when redheaded sluts start screaming.

Even if they like the cause. And the effect.

I took a deep breath, which didn’t feel as good as it should of, thanks to the TENS Unit and the electricity making my nipples contract elastically. I looked around. We were standing in front of a department store and the simplest, and wisest course of action would be to go in, find the men’s department, and then hunt for a likely candidate. I took the lead, letting Kari and Julie follow along behind me. Besides, I was the slowest of us, since both Kari and Julie were wearing more sensible footwear. Their heels topped out a four inches. Mine were 9 inch platforms. I pushed in, ignoring the looks I was getting, and trust me, I was getting some looks. Every person we passed stared at me in either astonishment, disgust, or undisguised lust. I didn’t mind the astonishment. I wilted when I saw the disgust. And the lust? That was the easiest to understand, to react to. In fact, that’s what I was looking for.

It took maybe two minutes before I found it.

It was a woman, oddly enough, which is not the normal way things go. Homosexuality is still in its infancy as a rule, with most folks still clinging to their heterosexual ways. I don’t mind. But it generally means that the likelihood of me finding a guy to do something with is relatively more common than me finding a woman giving me the look. The lady who eyed me was in her early twenties, eyes smoldering and I stopped as she stared at me. That surprised her a bit, and the look went from lust to curiosity as I approached her.

“Excuse me, can I talk to you for a moment?” I asked timidly, meekly. Embarrassed. She nodded and I looked back. Kari and Julie were twenty feet away, far enough that it wasn’t obvious that they were watching over me. I stepped into the racks, hoping that the clothes would shield me from view. The young lady followed me the few steps and stood in front of me as I glanced around nervously.

“Are you okay?” She asked, her pretty eyes filled with concern.

I let out a pained laugh. “No,” I assured her. “Definitely not.” I lifted my hands, the clothespins cupped in both palms. “Would you please put these on my breasts?” I asked plaintively.

Her eyes widened in shock. For several seconds she said nothing. But then her hands came up, cupping mine. Possession of the clothespins changed hands and I swallowed hard, pulling my hands away from hers.

“Are you sure?” she asked, still bewildered.

I nodded, gulping again. Then I lifted the peasant blouse.

Her eyes widened again as she saw the stim tabs stuck to each side of my nipples. “Oh my God,” she whispered. Then it was her turn to glance around. No one seemed to be paying us any attention. She looked back at my breasts. “Does it hurt?”

I nodded. “Please hurry?” I asked her, getting even more nervous. Anyone could come along. She looked at my face, then my eyes. For a moment there was something that passed between us, something passionate. It made me want to kiss her, to beg her, to offer myself up even more to her. I shook my breasts slightly and she smiled. She lifted the clothespins, pinching them open, and set the gaping maws over my nipples, pushing them into the flesh to get behind each piercing. The small gold padlock on my right nipple jiggled. Then the clothespins closed, tightening in sweet agony. My pussy tightened around the audible buzzing of the RVP.

She’d put them on… wrong.

I gasped, a shudder overwhelming me. The sensation was… intense. The electricity, the clamps, the jeweled plug in my ass, the exposure, the swirling, corkscrewing phallus in my slit, the buzzing, shaking base against my clitoris, all of it pushed me closer to the edge. I wanted to cum. I needed to cum. I closed my eyes, swaying dangerously. The orgasm was there, so fucking close. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth, even as the lady before me watched in excited anticipation.

“Yes,” she whispered, grabbing hold of my arms. “Do it.”

So I came.

It hit me like a brick, with enough force to make me let out a low, loud moan. My hips twitched and she wrapped her arms around me, holding me as I banged my pussy against her. She had to have felt the vibrations of the Rotating Venus Penis. But she had no way of knowing what it was doing inside me. Not that it mattered. She kept me stable and upright as a surge of energy pounded through me, followed by a searing bliss that made my heart pound and my chest heave. The pain of the clamps, and of the TENS Unit, was lost in the swell of sweet pleasure streaming up from my pussy and for a good thirty seconds, the only thing I knew was that I was, very, very happy.

Then the adrenaline burst petered out. The euphoria hit me, as did the exhaustion. I slumped against her, panting, a stupid grin on my face. She held me, patting my back, rubbing and touching me with a familiarity that bordered on intimacy. Her hand came down to my bottom, finding the plug beneath the skirt.

“I love it,” she whispered in my ear. And I didn’t even know her.

I took a deep breath and straightened. Our eyes met again. My blue to her hazel. “Call me?” She asked seriously. I nodded. After what we’d just shared? Hell yes. I jammed my hand into the bag on my shoulder, bypassed the TENS Unit, and grabbed my phone. Her eyes glittered as I held my fingers poised over the buttons. She dictated a number and I dialed. Then there was a buzz in her purse. She didn’t answer it, but grinned. “I’ll call tonight,” she promised. Then she let go of me and stepped back. I turned and watched as she walked away, her step brighter and higher. She walked past the two women nearby who were shopping, ignoring the blonde and brunette beauties, and heading out into the mall. Julie watched her go, then looked back at me.

“Replacing me already?” She asked jokingly.

I stood there, shaking my head. I wrapped my arms around myself. I needed the RVP turned off, or at least down. I needed the TENS Unit shut off. I wanted the clothespins off. I wanted to sit down, or better yet, lay down. Instead, the RVP began swirling at an even greater pace inside me. I glanced at Kari, who had the remote in her hand. Deliberate. I swallowed, my pussy fluttering around the vibrating, churning toy. Julie pushed her hands up under my shirt, grabbing my breasts, squeezing them, then latching onto the clothespins. She didn’t open them. She just pulled them off, straight down.

I yelped in a shocked voice. Julie lifted the clothespins up, holding them out to me. “Too bad she put them on the wrong way. Try again.”

Instead Kari, came closer. “She came too, Julie. The TENS Unit has to be turned up.” Julie nodded and reached into my bag. She took hold of the device. It looked like a television remote, and without another word, she twisted the dials so that the twin readouts read 4 instead of 3.

I felt it immediately. True pain hit me, not just the firm and steady pinching I’d endured up to this point. No. This was different. It was still a pinch, but it was done with twice the pressure. There was a brutal twist, a burning at the tips of my breasts. I gasped, wincing horribly. She might as well have left the clothespins on. I'm not sure I would have even felt them. I whimpered. It hurt. Not terribly, but enough. It was torture.

As was the overload of sensation between my legs. Cumming for the fourth time had left me acutely sensitive and the RVP, strapped tightly to my loins, was still buzzing and twisting, even more powerfully than before. It was like a tornado between my legs. My clit felt like it was being rubbed raw.

But there is a reason I'm called a pain slut. Masochist. There is something broken inside my head, something wrong, or off-kilter. Warped even. Pain, applied to my sex, to my breasts, to my bottom, even to the bottoms of my feet, carry a sexual connotation. It titillates, it arouses, it charges me. Forced orgasm. Oh my God. Each bigger and harder and more overwhelming than the last. So no, I didn't break down and cry. I didn't collapse. I didn't beg for mercy. Not at Level Four. I straightened, felt my pussy tighten rhythmically, my ass clenched around the jeweled plug, and grasping the clothespins in one hand, I went looking for someone else to put them on.


Christmas Shopping - Part Two

Less than five minutes later I found him. He was wearing a name tag, staring at me hard, stripping me with his eyes. I marched up to him, burning with need, with hurt, with embarrassment and held out the clothespins with my right hand.

“Can you please put these on my tits?” I blurted out in a rush. My left arm swept up, lifting the peasant blouse, exposing both sizzling and aching breasts. His eyes widened in shock as he took in the gold piercings, the small, charm-sized padlock dangling from my right nipple, and the electric stimtabs. He had no way of knowing that every two seconds a surge of electricity fried each of my nipples, jolting my senses and causing a tightness that was only matched by the frantic twisting and shaking of the RVP’s phallus in my slit. I wanted to fuck him. Hard.

I've heard that there are times when no words are necessary. He took the clothespins and put them on me, straight, letting the plastic pegs bite into the tender, hurting, tips of my breasts. I felt it. I hadn't expected that. Not with the electricity coursing across my nipples in bursts of fire. I whined, a flash of agony crossing my face. Then I let the peasant blouse down; the light, translucent material suddenly weighing much, much more than I thought. It rested on the clothespins, forcing them down, bending my nipples five degrees downward.

Oww.

Julie popped up next to me, startling the hell out of the young salesclerk who had just pinned my rack. “Excuse me,” she said easily. “Can you direct us to the women's lingerie section?”

While he stammered a reply, I felt Kari take my wrist and pull me back. She turned me around and cast a careful eye over my front.

“I expected to have to make some adjustments, but except for a bit of underboob, you aren't showing.” Kari smiled at me as if I were a teenage girl going to prom, worried about my dress exposing an indecent amount of skin. Julie came up next to me.

“Six more minutes and then we turn up the RVP. Full power, both functions. How's your pussy feeling?” She asked curiously. 

I gave her an incredulous look. “Like Los Angeles after the Big One,” I retorted, my voice revealing the sexual strain. Between my legs the RVP hummed, churning away at my insides as if I were cream being turned into butter. I wanted to fold in half, to jam my hands down between my legs. I wasn’t sure if I wanted to yank the RVP out and away from my pussy, or press down on it hard. I could feel the edge, my muscles starting to shake from the tension. It didn’t even matter that I’d just exploded. My body was being forced into another one. I bit my lip, closing my eyes. And Christ... my nipples hurt!

“Here,” Julie said. “You can pick another one!” She held up the brown paper sack. I opened my eyes and gave her a murderous stare. Then I grabbed the bag, jammed my hand down in it, and drew one of the papers out.

“Twenty snaps to the left foot,” I read, trying to remain calm. Holy fuck. They were going to rubber band the other foot now!

Julie laughed and tucked the paper, then her brown sack, away. “Yay! Time waster!” She declared.

I blinked. “Time waster?” I wheezed.

She nodded. “Yes. I put in a bunch of minor little torments, all intended to take up your time, so that you spent more of it struggling not to cum.”

My mouth fell open and I looked at her, suddenly realizing just how expertly I was being manipulated. Julie leaned forward, and in a conspiratorial whisper, said “one paper says ‘lick Julie to an orgasm!’ I can’t wait for that one!” She put a hand on my back, pushing me forward. “Come on. Let’s go show off your tits.”

Kari, who had watched the entire exchange gave me a rueful smile and shrugged. “Find a spot, Bre. Then slip that shoe off.”

Julie slapped a hand against my rump, along the buttock. “Go on. Find a spot.”

So I shambled forward, my nipples throbbing in pain, my clit oversensitized and tender from the vibrations, my bottom stuffed full, and my wet gash agitated into a dripping, hot, slippery, froth. I clasped my arms over my chest, careful to make sure that the clothespins were trapped between my forearms, thus hiding the state of my breasts, and giving myself some measure of comfort against the two second pulse of electricity that made it feel like someone was tugging me violently forward by holding onto to my nipples. I wandered toward the lingerie department, eyes flitting back and forth, until I found a spot where no one seemed to be hanging out. I stepped into a corner, bras and pajamas surrounding me on every spot. I put all my weight on my right foot, lifted the other, and slipped off the “fuck me now” stripper shoe.

Kari moved quickly enough, getting into position. She grabbed my ankle, pulled it up high, and then slipped the same rubber band she’d used on me earlier over my toes.

“Now don’t move,” she said simply. “This is going to hurt.” Her nails scraped against my arch, snagged the rubber band, and then pulled it away from my skin. Then she let go.

It didn’t hurt, at least, not the first few snaps. It stung, but only lightly. Compared to what was going on at my bosom, I’m afraid the impact of the rubber band on my sole was not as devastating as they might have wished. Kari took it nice and slow too, so as not to overwhelm me. But as I stood there, suffering for my two mistresses, I realized that Julie had called it for what it was. A time waster. They wanted me standing there, quivering, my pussy clenching and squeezing and swirling and pulsing, all while the TENS Unit did the electrical equivalent of yanking on my tits.

By the tenth snap however, I was starting to hiss. Kari was making the rubber band bite into the same spot each time and my tender arch was her target. A shopper moved into my view and I stiffened, suddenly scared the woman would see me and guess what was happening, despite the racks of clothes between us. Kari didn't stop though. Her fingers dug into the stinging sole of my foot, plucking the rubber band like a harp. I jammed a knuckle into my mouth and watched as the oblivious lady turned and walked away.

“Gonna cum again?” Julie taunted me. “Can you imagine what people think, looking at you? Dressed like a slut, your tits hanging out, clamped and fried? Do you think they know your ass is stuffed full, or that your pussy is buzzing?” Her left hand yanked up the back of my skirt, even as Kari put another line on my foot. Julie's hand grabbed my buttock, squeezing hard. I gritted my teeth, feeling more than a little overwhelmed. The rubber band snapped, harsh and burning against my foot and then Kari let go.

“You can put your shoe back on,” she said simply.

I let out a choked whimper and lifted my foot. I peeled the rubber band off. Sure enough, the arch of my foot had been scored, an impressive, dark pink line etched across the middle. I rubbed at it, hissing.

And my breasts still hurt more.

Julie laughed and held out the bag. “Pick another!” The brown paper sack rattled in front of my eyes as I lowered my leg and pushed my foot back into the slip on, fuck me stupid shoes. I winced, then put my hand into the slut sack.

“Hump a piece of furniture for thirty seconds,” I read aloud. I looked up.at Julie. “What the fuck does that mean?” I demanded roughly.

Julie shrugged. “Simple. Pick something. Straddle it. Then rub your crotch against it.”

I blinked. “So I take out the RVP?”

Karin pulled my skirt back down, covering my butt. “No dearheart.”

I spluttered. “But… but I’ll cum!”

“Really?” Kari replied in nock surprise. “How wonderful!”

“For us,” Julie said, her tone wicked. “The TENS unit goes to Level Five!”

My eyes widened. Level Four was hurting enough as it was. The electricity coursed across each nipple, making it feel like I’d caught the tips of my breasts in a door I’d just shut. Level Five would constitute much of the same sensation, with the added fun of additional pain analogous to having a needle shoved through my nipples as well. That thought scared me, which caused the typical reaction.

My pussy tightened around the grinding sex toy and my hips began to involuntarily thrust back and forth. Kari smiled warmly.

“Let's go,” Julie ordered. “Pick something to hump.”

I stumbled forward, my entire lower half brimming with sexual need while my top tingled and hurt with every jolt of the TENS Unit. We passed half a dozen other shoppers, and close to that many salesclerks, all of whom looked at me with inscrutable stares. I felt incredibly self-conscious, resisting the urge to flee, or cover myself. I kept my arms folded across my chest, the clothespins sticking out between them. It actually helped, because I was able to hug myself, which offset, or at least enabled me to deal with, the pain of the TENS Unit.

I searched for something to hump, while every step made holding off the incipient orgasm harder. I considered trying to do a clothes rack, but the reality is that a thin, metal frame isn’t exactly best for rubbing yourself against. And it would be awkward. I’m an expert. My first orgasm ever was done by rubbing myself against a fence, so I would know. But after about four minutes, I found what I was looking for; an out of the way club chair, obviously meant for a tired husband who couldn’t stand following his wife around any longer. It was against a wall, relatively hidden from view. I went to it, put one knee on the seat, and lowered myself down onto the arm.

“No,” Julie said. “You have to grind. Fuck the chair. Hard.”

I bit my lip. My back was to them, so I couldn’t see if anyone was around. I closed my eyes. Thirty seconds. That’s all. I could handle that, couldn’t I? The RVP was already pressing deep into my pussy. The phallus twisted and turned around inside me while the base rocked against my folds and clit. My weight made it all the better. I took a deep breath and then rolled my hips. If the pressure was bad, the new movement made it twenty times worse and suddenly my tits weren’t hurting any more. Energy surged through me, waves of sweet pleasure coursing up from my groin. Every little movement caused the angles to change, forcing the phallus inside me to touch different spots. The base rubbed everywhere and I knew, as I lost count of the seconds, that my mistresses were about to get their wish. I was going to cum.

I closed my eyes, lost in the rapture, and just didn’t give a fuck anymore. I didn’t care who saw me, or the fact that my peasant blouse was no longer actually covering my bouncing, jiggling, clothespinned boobs. I didn’t care that my ass was contracting violently around a thick, jeweled plug. I didn’t care that the hardened, hurting tips of my breasts were being fried, and that the reward for orgasm was even more pain. I didn’t care that my hot, slippery pussy was stuffed with a loud, vigorously churning sex toy, or that my feet hurt from the rubber band snaps and the stupid high heels. The only thing I cared about was reaching that one goal.

I let out a pretty impressive cry of satisfaction and it alarmed Julie so much that she slapped a hand over my mouth, muffling me as I rocked back and forth on the chair. Spasms flitted up and down my body, a riot of sensations overwhelming me in such immediacy that I had no idea what I was doing, other than providing the satisfaction my body’s craving demanded. I felt hands on me. I continued to pump, to grind through it, my bloodstream filled with adrenaline, dopamine, and endorphins. I felt great. I felt amazing. I felt better than I had all fucking day. My own hands came up to my breasts, grabbed the clothespins, and twisted.

“Sssshhhh!” hissed Julie in my ear. “You’re being too loud!”

I didn’t care. That was her problem. But then she pulled me backward, off the chair, so that the pressure of my weight no longer pressed the Rotating Venus Penis into my groin. My hips continued to pump and I felt my butt slap against her hip. Then the motors of the sex toy slowed. They didn’t stop, but the intensity diminished. It wasn’t until later, after I’d calmed down, that I realized that Kari had used the remote to bring me to a more reasonable setting. I shuddered again as the adrenaline ran out and my entire being was suffused with a sort of euphoria. It was like a drug. I started to giggle madly as Julie reached up and pulled the clothespins off my tits.

“Oww!” I blurted out as the blood rushed back into the crushed points. But even that short little pain meant nothing at that moment. I didn’t even have the presence of mind to swipe a hand over the peasant blouse to hide my bosom again. Kari had to reach over and assist.

“I think it wise to move along,” Kari said abruptly. “We’ve attracted some attention.”

I blinked, still slightly hysterical, and saw two people watching from a few yards away. One had a name tag and he looked irritated. I let Julie push me and a few seconds later I was stumbling, one hand on Julie’s arm, back toward the mall’s interior entrance. By the time we left the store my brain was starting to work again, which meant I’d realized what I’d done, and what it meant. A new emotion hit me; fear. Oh my God. They were going to turn up the TENS Unit!

Each step now raised my tension. Sure, my pussy felt great, even though the RVP was still rolling around down there. But.. the electricity. I didn’t think I could handle it. Level Four was bad enough. Level Five? No way. I’d go nuts. I’d scream. I had to think of something to offer them, something bad enough that they’d spare me this torment.

“Here,” Kari said smoothly. She tugged me sideways and a moment later we were in another store. I was led to the back, like a condemned prisoner to the electric chair. My chest was really hurting now, as the orgasm laced energies faded beyond my grasp and I had to deal with the two second surge. Between several tall racks of clothes, my mistresses faced me. Julie reached for the bag hanging from my shoulder, to pull the TENS Unit out.

“Julie? Please?” I whispered, frightened. “Please don’t?”

She rolled her eyes and pulled the TENS Unit out. “Oh please. You’ve handled Level Five before. Even in public.”

“And it wasn’t a good thing!” I bleated. “Please? Kari? Please don’t! I’ll do anything! I swear! You can take me back to the office, or to the Society’s rooms and whip my pussy! Wax me! Cane my breasts! Or hell… stick needles in my tits. Anything!”

Julie paused, considering. “Anything?” She asked, looking optimistically at Kari. Kari smiled in acquiescence, as if she knew exactly was Julie was thinking. I nodded frantically.

“Anything.”

Julie smiled and twisted the dials on the TENS Unit. I stiffened, my mouth opening to should as I prepared for the arc of electricity to burn the tips of my breasts. But instead of pain, the energy subsided. The hurt faded and between one beat and the next, the current dropped to something so soft, so low, that it felt like the soft brushing of fingers across my nipples. I sagged in relief. Oh God…

Julie dropped the TENS Unit back into my bag. “Well, we were going to end things after thirty seconds on Level Five or so, but since you asked so nicely…” she left the end dangling forebodingly. Then, much to my horror, she pulled out the brown paper bag. “Time to pick a new challenge from the slut sack!”

“What?” I said stupidly. Julie shook the bag.

Kari reached out a hand, adjusting my peasant blouse. “In essence, dearheart, we begin again. Every ten minutes we shall increase the power on the RVP. If you cum, the TENS Unit is turned up. And now…”

“Now we play until we run out of challenges!” Julie explained. She shook the slut sack again. “Personally, I’m hoping we can get you to have four more orgasms before we run out.” She leaned forward, eyes bright. “It means Level Five!”

I looked at her in horror. That was… that was… awful. I looked at Kari. She seemed totally fine with it. She was clearly waiting for me to pick a new challenge. I reached into Julie’s slut sack, hand trembling, and drew out a piece of paper. There had to be at least ten or fifteen more slips in the bag. I opened it.

“Get a ten stroke spanking - in front of an audience,” I whispered.

Julie smiled. “Perfect. An excellent start!”

I felt faint.

Kari put a hand on my shoulder. “This is who you are,” she said lovingly. “And the orgasms? They’re a gift.”

“I’m paying for them,” I blubbered.

She laughed. Julie joined in. “That you are, princess. That you are.”

Kari smiled. “Merry Christmas. Come Bre, let's get you spanked!”


Fraternity Slut - Part One – The Arrival

“Wow,” said Alissa. “I didn't realize it was this big.”

I looked up at the fraternity house and smiled. It was a two story edifice that seemed to be a hybrid of hotel and home. Situated near the University, it was home to approximately fifty young men, most of whom were undergraduates. Painted brown with black trim, it held a special place in my heart. Well… maybe pussy.

“I got gangbanged here at my very first freshman party,” I said fondly. I looked over at Alissa and Kylie. “Then Kari fucked me in the common room with a beer bottle. It was quite the show.”

Kylie blinked. “I have no doubt,” she said, shrugging beneath her jacket. “But can we get inside? It's cold out here.”

Alissa nodded and I chuckled. “Of course,” I said, leading them across the gravel lot and up to the porch. The dawning light that December morning seemed unusually bright and it took my eyes a moment to adjust as we went under the porch roof. I rang the bell and grinned at my friends.

Alissa was short and blonde and her hair had been done up in a single long braid that fell down her back. The youngest of us, Alissa could easily have passed for an underclassman at the school.  Kylie on the other hand, looked like a graduate student. She sported a pixie cut of chocolate colored hair the emphasized her huge brown eyes. Me, as the oldest and an alumni, with my scarlet locks, stretch marks, and plain face looked sort of… well, worn. 

I sighed. Age. It sucks getting older. 

When the door opened, I got another taste of it. Zack, the fraternity president, stood there looking at me with a grin of affection. A teaching associate at the school, and a masters candidate, Zack had been a friend for years.

A friend with benefits. 

“Hello, ladies,” he said in a deep voice, stepping back to let us in. I led the way with Alissa and Kylie following. He shut the door behind us and stuck his hand out toward Kylie.

“You might not remember me but we met at…”

“Breanne's Welcome Back Party a few years ago,” Kylie replied in a friendly manner. “If I recall, I sucked your cock.”

Zack blinked. “Yes. Yes you did. And you were amazing.” it came out honestly. Then he turned to Alissa. “Hello Alissa.”

She grinned, reached out, and hugged him. “Hi Zack,” she said warmly.

Zack seemed surprised at the hug, but genuinely pleased. After she let him go, he gave them both apologetic looks. “Not that you two are required, but Breanne isn't permitted regular clothing in the frat house.” He looked at me expectantly. 

I knew I'd be stripping the moment I got here so I'd dressed appropriately. I took off my coat. There wasn’t anything on underneath except for a small, gold padlock that dangled from the piercing on my right nipple.

“Holy fuck!” Zack said with a laugh, grabbing the heavy, felt long coat. Alissa chuckled and shook her head, her eyes going to my naked body. Then, much to my surprise, she shrugged out of her coat, handed it to Zack, and pulled off her shirt. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her bosom was beautiful. Like me, she sported a pierced nipple and a matching padlock hanging from her right breast. She kicked her shoes off, pushed her pants and panties down, and stepped out of her clothing. Her sex was shaved clean and I couldn’t help noticing the glimmer of moisture on her petals. Evidently I wasn’t the only one with lustful thoughts on the mind.

“I don't mind following the same rules,” Alissa said simply. 

Zack looked over at Kylie. “You don't have...” but his words trailed off. Kylie was already undressing and I can’t even begin to describe the feeling that went through me. Relief? Satisfaction? Love? These were two of my best friends and they were joining me. A moment later Kylie handed him her clothing as well. She was thinner than either Alissa or I, elfin almost in her beauty. Zack gulped and I could see the bulge at the front of his pants. Having the three of us standing naked in front of him may have been a mistake.

“Is it wrong for me to admit that I wish it was me you were here for?” He said wistfully. I reached out and patted his crotch. 

“I'll take care of you,” I said, giving him a wink, “when I have a spare moment.” Alissa snorted.

“She could take care of all of you,” she said sarcastically, her eyes flicking off to the left, where the entryway to the common room was positioned. 

Zack grinned. “Well, right this way please. Follow me. Ryian’s in his room.” Zack placed our clothes and jackets on a sideboard, then led us upstairs. Zack was prepared and a  a small, black bag was waiting for us at the top of the stairs. He handed it to me with a grin. I took it, knowing exactly what was inside. Word of our arrival however, had spread, and the hall began filling with guys wanting to ogle us. We maneuvered down the corridor, with Zack running interference, while we watched as a few guys in the hall, whose eyeballs seemed to explode out of their skulls, stared and whispered to each other. Zack knocked on a door, and as a muted “come” came back, he twisted the knob and stuck his head in. 

“Girls are here. You ready?”

A young man emerged and I recognized him as another member of the fraternity’s leadership. Tall and blonde and dressed in blue jeans and a red Cougar shirt, Jonathan smiled at me, then led the way down the corridor with Zack, until they came to a decorated door.

It was black, with “December 2018” written in gold. Graduation caps made of paper were stuck to it. Jonathan rapped hard, waited for a response, and then marched in. Zack held up a hand, keeping me and the girls back and out of sight. 

“Ryian Marshall Mitchell,” said Jonathan in a deep, booming voice. “Having graduated from the University with honors, you have informed us of your intention to leave the fraternity and assume the role of alumni. Is that still your wish?”

I heard laughter. “Damn it, Jon. You know it is. Come on, man. What is this?”

Zack chuckled. Jon answered. “To leave the fraternity you must prove yourself worthy. There is one final test you must survive before you truly become an alum.”

More laughter. “Survive? You hazing me, bro?”

“Survive, endure. What's the difference? Regardless, the next ten hours will be the longest and most grueling of your life.”

There was a very pregnant pause, then another bark of laughter. “Do I have to endure your bullshit?” Evidently Ryian Marshall Mitchell was unimpressed with the threat. 

“Mine?” retorted Jonathan. “Fuck no. Theirs.”

I know my cue. 

I pushed past Zack and marched into the room with Alissa and Kylie close on my high heels. The room was neat and almost spartan. A single, full sized bed was in the middle, the headboard against the wall. There was a desk on the left, complete with computer, while a single nightstand was positioned near the bed. A built-in bureau was tucked into the far wall. And standing there, with a shocked look, was a very fit, incredibly muscular, very handsome man.

Yes. He was black, but who the fuck cares about skin color in today's world? Ryian Marshall Mitchell was graduating with a Master's degree in engineering for God's sake. I'd met him before, intimately, on one of the various sexcapades I'd undertaken at the fraternity. So you can understand why that shocked expression quickly turned to a smile as he took in the vision of three, beautiful sex kittens standing naked in front of him.

He had no fucking idea what was about to happen to him. 

I stepped forward with my bag in hand and a smile on my face. “We’ll take it from here, gentlemen,” I told Jonathan and Zack. Alissa and Kylie stepped up along with me, the predatory and hungry looks in their eyes very apparent.

Zack gave Ryian an apologetic grin. “Dude, good luck.” Then he grabbed Jonathan by the arm, and left the room, leaving the three lionesses with their prey.

Wait! Hold on! You might be asking yourself what are three submissives of the Society of the Golden Rose doing at a frat house, about to engage in a foursome with a graduating member? Shouldn't we have been tied up, bound and gagged, and left on the downstairs dining room table for everyone’s use? Well calm down. You want bondage? I can arrange that. Because I had two sets of black leather cuffs in the bag. 

“Girls,” I said specifically. Alissa and Kylie knew exactly what to do. They went to Ryian, pressed themselves against him, and while they shimmied and rubbed their nubile little bodies up and down his torso, they stripped him of his clothes. And holy shit, things only got better. 

I'd seen Ryian naked before, but it had been in a whirlwind of other men. I knew that he was well hung, but I hadn’t remembered all the specifics. His cock was a tad bit oversized for his frame. And since he was just over six feet tall, his manhood was way more than a mouthful. Alissa seemed enraptured, caressing his already stiff cock as he stepped out of his sweat pants and boxers. Then, with him appropriately naked, they moved him over to the bed. Alissa tumbled him, moving her small, lithe body down until her mouth hovered above his hard, mast like staff. I got out the bondage cuffs as the little blonde opened up and began noisily slurping on his dick. I handed one pair of restraints to Kylie, while I took the other set to the end of the bed. Alissa’s bare feet stuck out between his, her ankles dainty and elegant; perfect for being wrapped in black, silver studded leather, and hauled apart.

Which is why I put the cuffs on Ryian. 

I'm not totally sure he knew what we were doing, what with Alissa trying to deep throat his manhood, but Kylie and I had him bound to the bed in short order, spread-eagled and ready. I thought he might resist, thinking it a prank or something, but no, he trusted his frat brothers, never suspecting that what Zack and Jonathan had arranged was a hundred times worse than any hazing. 

As I finished securing him, I saw Kylie backing off. Alissa began alternating between licking Ryian’s balls and sucking his cock. I wasn't timing things officially, but the bedside clock read 9:08am. She bobbed her head, caressed his scrotum, and by the time 9:11am rolled around, with his cock in her mouth, Ryian Marshall Mitchell had his first orgasm. 

Alissa swallowed like a good girl, gulping down a geyser of white cream. 

Ryian sighed in utter bliss, eyes closed. Alissa lapped at him for a moment, but then looked over at me and Kylie, smiled, and then rose up, a slightly embarrassed look on her face.

“Sorry,” she apologized to me. “I didn't mean to cut in line.” She climbed up off the bed.

I laughed. “Hey, I’ve got no problem with it!” I said honestly. “He’s scrumptious.” I gave Kylie a direct look. “I guess it’s your turn,” I said to her. “Unless you want me to go second.”

She shook her head. “No. This one will be easier than the third,” she said, giving me a wink. She passed Alissa and ran her hand up Ryian’s leg, straight to his balls. She began stroking them, caressing them with her fingernails. That’s when he opened his eyes. 

“Hey babe,” he cooed with both satisfaction and arrogance. I guess it’s great to be young and in your prime, right? Kylie leaned over him and began kissing his chest, licking at his nipples, all while rubbing his shaft. I’ll be damned if she didn’t have him hard again in ten minutes. Alissa even looked a little chagrined as she dropped down into his desk chair, still licking her lips. I stood leaning against the bureau with my arms crossed, watching as Kylie played with Ryian’s shaft. 

But Kylie wasn’t just trying to get him hard again. Not by a long shot. Getting a man stiff is just the first step. She swung a leg over him and took up where Alissa had stopped. Her mouth opened wide and she swirled her tongue around his glistening tip. She got into the rhythm easily, bobbing her head, driving poor Ryian right back up toward a second climax. Her lithe body twisted, making sure he could see her pert breasts, the dangling padlock with the embossed golden rose. Her cocksucking skills were certainly impressive. 

Ryian thought so too. I glanced at the clock. Nine forty-five.

Except Kylie wasn’t quite as experienced with fellatio as I thought, because she wasn’t ready for the spurt of cream. And there wasn’t even that much. She gagged once, swallowed, then went right back to sucking, getting the last little bit. Alissa giggled. 

“Second orgasm,” She announced. “I got more out of him,” she said snidely. I couldn’t help it. I laughed too. Except, I knew it was almost my turn, and I’d get even less.

Kylie slid off Ryian with a smug, satisfied look on her face, leaving the now passive, happy, very relaxed graduate lying in a puddle of sexual euphoria. She stepped up to me and gestured at the young man with an expectant look. “Okay, Breanne. Show us how it’s done.”

I grabbed the bag Zack had given me and pulled out a bottle of flavored oil. Then I sat down next to Ryian on the bed, pouring out a healthy amount directly onto his limp shaft. My fingers curled around him and began stroking gently, staying away from the sensitive tip. I knew instinctively that this was where things were going to get challenging.

“Hi Ryian,” I said softly.

He let out a laugh. “You’re turn?” He asked, shaking his head. “Sorry Bre. You’ll have to wait.”

I smiled. “Well, I don’t mind waiting. I think the foreplay is more fun anyway,” I said, running my hand down over his balls, then lower, almost to his ass. “Does that feel good?” I purred, leaning over and pressing my breast against his side. 

He groaned. “Totally. But I’ll need some time to recharge.”

I chuckled. “Hardly. You just need the right sort of stimulation,” I assured him, running my hands back up to his cock. I wrapped my fingers around the base and began rubbing up and down, still avoiding the tip. I switched to my nails, then back to the pads of my fingers. A little more oil, the scent of chocolate filling the room. I stretched out, my feet near his hand, my own sweet, moist little pussy just a foot or two away from his face, and massaged his prick.

While I was doing this, Kylie and Alissa were getting comfortable. Alissa had pulled the desk chair out and set it at the end of the bed backwards, so that she could straddle it and watch the action with acute intensity. Kylie on the other hand and sprawled in the corner armchair, one leg draped over the side so that her pink, wet slit was exposed, and she was rubbing herself gently, masturbating as she watched what was going on. Neither commented on what I was doing, other than to watch acutely. About fifteen minutes later I felt the first real pulse of energy in the cock I was holding and I knew my cue.

I went up on one elbow, slid halfway across him, and took the oiled, but unrubbed tip of his dick in my mouth. The taste of chocolate - cheap chocolate - but chocolate nonetheless, filled my mouth and I finally began caressing the sensitive edge of his glans. Ryian seemed to like that, thrusting up and I realized that he had truly begun to stiffen, hardening as I slurped and bobbed my head. I continued to rub his full length and I knew that he would have trouble figuring out where my mouth ended and my hand began, but that was sort of the point. I pulled upward, tugging and sucking on him at the same time, until my palm touched the edge of his tip and he gasped. I knew he was feeling it. 

Suddenly Alissa jumped up and came around to the top of the bed and her mouth came down on his chest. As I suckled Ryian’s cock, she began licking at his nipple, then climbed up on top of him, her cute little pussy brimming with wetness. She straddled his head, pressing her pussy down on his lips, and I came up long enough to frown in jealousy as she moaned. Ryian was licking her clit fervently. 

“Alissa,” Kylie chided with a chuckle, but the blonde waif ignored the comment, grinding her hips eagerly. I pushed an oiled finger downward, past Ryian’s testicles, and found the brown button of his ass. I stroked it, which had an immediate, intense reaction as my right hand pumped the base of his cock and my mouth sucked on the crest. I heard Ryian panting, moaning, and a moment later, I felt the tell-tail pulse of his third orgasm. I lifted my mouth, tightening my grip, and pushed my finger into his ass up to the first knuckle. He lifted up, thrusting, and I watched in immense satisfaction as a small surge of jism bubbled up from the opening at the top of his cock. It was less than a quarter of a teaspoon, and I licked it from his tip even as he began to soften. Third orgasm. The clock said it was eight minutes after ten.

“Your turn, Alissa.” I said it evilly, knowing she hadn’t cum yet. She turned and looked at me, eyes brimming with need, but pulled her cunt away from Ryian’s face. He looked dazed, his mouth and chin wet, covered in girl goo. Alissa sighed and scooted around the other way. Her fingers found his cock, limp and wet, and she lifted it. 

“Well, shit. He’s toast,” she muttered in frustration. She was still straddling him, her face and hands right down by his loins, while he was getting a perfect view of her ass and pussy. Her cute little feet were right up under his arms as she played with his cock, touching it without rubbing, just feeling it, as if it were a rubber facsimile. Ryian groaned. 

I gave Kylie a smile. “I’m going to go get us some snacks and drinks. If you absolutely have to let him up, call for an escort first. Jon and Zack are nearby,” I told her.

Then I left Ryian’s room, leaving him with my two fellow sorority sisters. I knew that it would take Alissa at least a half an hour to revitalize Ryian, so it wasn’t that much of a risk. The hall was empty, but when I passed Jon’s room, his door was open and I stuck my head in. “Hey,” I was all I said and Jon looked up from his desk.

“Hi, Bre. How’s it going?” His eyes moved down from my face to my naked body and I could see the bulge in his shorts. I sauntered in. 

“We’ve done three so far,” I told him. “And Alissa is working on number four.”

He laughed. “He boasted he could take it. A full milking.”

I shrugged and sat down on his bed. He rotated his chair around, and since I didn’t exactly close my legs, he got a really, really good view of my pussy. “Well, in my experience, every man can endure one. It’s all a question of how long.”

Jon leaned back and crossed his arm, a look of curiosity on his face. “What’s the record?” He asked.

I thought about it. “Fourteen. It took eleven hours.”

He nodded thoughtfully. “Not sure I could handle that.”

There was a shadow in the doorway and Zack stuck his head in. “Yeah. Neither do I,” Jonathan said, giving me a grin. He noticed Zack. “Zack. What’s up?”

Zack nodded at Jon. “Heard Breanne’s voice. Hey girl. How’s it going?”

“I need drinks and snacks,” I told him honestly. “Don’t want us to get dehydrated. Dry pussy isn’t fun”

Zack laughed. “I can’t possibly imagine you drying up. Still, it makes sense.”

I rolled my eyes. “So, will you bring them up?” 

He shook his head. “Nah, but I’ll escort you down to the kitchen to collect what you want.”

I tilted my head. “We’re here, doing you a favor, and that’s how you’re treating us?” 

He smiled. “Well, I’ll carry everything back up. However, there is a cost.”

“Cost?” I replied skeptically, crossing my arms. 

He nodded and dug into the pocket of his shorts. He pulled out three wooden clothespins, jiggling them in his hand so that the wood clattered against itself. “You have to wear these.”

My eyes narrowed. “To get snacks and drinks?” I looked over at Jon who snickered.

“We could just make them a stipulation for being here in the frat house,” Zack retorted. I blinked

“On second thought,” I said brightly. “Can I please have some clothespins to wear on my tits?” Zack grinned. I went over to him, cupped my breasts, and offered up the pretty, pink, pierced tips. He quickly applied the clothespins to my tits and I winced slightly as he put the pegs straight on.

“Owww,” I muttered. 

“Your clit now,” he said. 

I let out another sigh and lifted my right leg, putting it on the nearby arm chair it seemed each room was equipped with. This exposed the full length of my wet slit and Zack had no problem finding my clitoral hood, or letting the wooden maw of the clothespin bite down on it. I gasped slightly, a surge of lusty heat going through my loins, and I knew that when I got back to the room that I was going to want a lot more than just a mouthful of cock.

I waved goodbye to Jon and followed Zack downstairs.

We encountered a few of the other fraternity guys on the way, all of whom greeted me with enthusiasm and open friendliness. And fingerings. Zack made a special effort to order me to spread my legs and allow each guy we encountered to slide a finger up into my soaked slit. The constant moving of the clothespin on my clit only exacerbated my arousal and the fact that I didn’t have the time to drag each and every one of them to the ground and ride them to orgasm was the only thing holding me back. I was insanely popular too. But I expected that. I was a regular feature of the place, and had a history of interesting and wild gangbangs there. I’d been bound, frigged, and fucked in the backyard at a barbecue, and the common room had seen me at the ripe old age of eighteen, drunk as a skunk, buck naked, covered in cum, as my blonde, blue-eyed mistress had screwed me stupid with an empty beer bottle. Of course, in more recent times, I’d been tied open, whipped, spanked, clothespinned, and humiliated during multiple events. So of course everyone knew me.

And wanted me.

“Will you be staying after you guys do Ryian?” One young man asked me eagerly, looking down at my pegged chest and pussy, his finger wiggling wildly in my cunt.

I smiled woodenly, trying not to lose it as his hand pumped between my legs. “Desperate for some loving?” I asked breathlessly, going up on tiptoe as his palm pressed against my clit. I reached out to cup his groin. His cock bobbed beneath the material and I managed to grab him, holding on. Our eyes met, the smoldering heat almost enough to burn me. He nodded and I knew that the only reason we weren’t on the floor was because Zack was standing there.

“I might,” I replied. Honestly, it was one of the reasons I’d had Kylie drive. “We’ll see.”

Zack coughed and I gave the young man a kiss; a wet, wild kiss full of desire. His free hand roamed over my body, squeezing my bottom, only to come up to my breasts, while I squirmed desperately on his finger. There was no way I was going to willingly end the encounter, so it was Zack who clapped the underclassman on the shoulder and pulled him away. I let out a groan of lustful desperation as the wet sound of the finger came from between my legs. Then I felt empty. I followed Zack along obediently, giving a sad, but hopeful little wave to my admirer. He waved back, his finger glistening wetly. Zack and I made it to the kitchen with only a few more interruptions of a similar bent, and he helped me gather up some drinks and some food. He laid it all out on a tray and I finally nodded. 

I glanced at the clock. It was almost ten minutes past eleven. “I better get back up there, or I might miss my turn,” I told him sheepishly, clothespins bobbing on my breasts. “I’ve been down here for over an hour.”

Zack nodded and picked up the tray. There was fresh fruit and whipped cream. Some chocolate. A few left-over mini blueberry muffins. A couple of cans of soda and four bottles of iced tea. “Okay,” he said. We started back, this time making a bee line for the stairs and a minute later I was taking the tray from Zack as he opened the door to Ryian’s room. I stepped in, kicking the door shut, and looked down at the bed.

Kylie was fucking Ryian. 

The sweet, nubile fairy girl was riding him vigorously, her sensuous body squirming in delight as she bounced up and down, impaled on Ryian’s massive cock. I could see her pink flower opened and grasping, the wetness of her arousal coating the thrusting pillar. Ryian had a condom on and was pumping hard, his face a mask of serious need and I could tell that the climax was only moments away. But the interesting part of the whole tableau was that Alissa was on all fours, positioned over his abdomen crosswise, her breasts grazing Ryian’s ribs. Better yet, Kylie was spanking her with intermittent swats. I had to admit, I appreciated the setup, and took the tray over to the desk. I picked up a slice of apple, dipped it in the whip cream, and walked around the bed to the other side. 

“Hi Ryian,” I cooed. He looked up at me, eyes slightly glazed. I showed him the apple, then brought it down to Alissa’s pussy. A shocked expression crossed his face as he realized what I intended to do, but it was Alissa who gasped as the cool sliver of whip cream covered apple slid easily into her slit. I pumped it a few times, spreading the cream around her petals, then pulled the apple out, brought it up to my mouth, and ate it in three bites.

Yum. I love snacks. Then, just to up the ante, I bent over and jammed my face in between Alissa’s buttocks, my tongue lapping at the now cream covered petals. Alissa gasped, moaning piteously as I teased her, licking up the whip cream. For a moment the four of us all moved in time. Then I pulled my head out from between Alissa’s legs. I looked back at Kylie, who was clearly near her own rapture. Her narrow hips were grinding frantically and I could tell from her slightly pink cheeks that she was going to cum, really, really soon. I took a step back and this time, instead of spanking Alissa’s bottom, Kylie drove multiple fingers up into the little blonde girl’s freshly creamed slit. So I went back to the desk, sat down in the office chair, grabbed a snack, and watched the show.

Four orgasms. 


Fraternity Slut - Part Two

Watching three people fuck is always fun. There is a sensuousness to it, a sort of vibrancy as the motions of independent and eager participants all compete. Eventually though, a rhythm becomes established, and for a few moments there is synchronicity, a natural flowing of energy. Pumping hips and thrusting loins, stroking hands and licking tongues all move in the same frame of time. The nearest thing I can compare it to is watching a series of pendulums moving, first out of sync, but then flowing into a rhythmic pattern, matching velocity and movement for just a moment, then falling into individualism again.

That’s what this was like, and I got to see Kylie shudder first, cumming hard, eyes closed, one hand gripping her left breast, squeezing her nipple, while the other was frantically jacking through Alissa’s pussy. Ryian was next to fall into the orgasmic abyss, his fifth for the morning, following and filling Kylie’s squeezing, gripping, soft cunt. His orgasm was short and intense and I doubted he was able to produce more than a lick’s worth of jism, but I knew it was still a powerful explosion. Alissa didn’t cum, but I could tell from the way that she was twisting on Kylie’s hand that she was enjoying the travel time between her last explosion and the next one.

They ground down to a halt as Ryian softened. Kylie pulled her hand out of Alissa, who moaned disappointedly, and dismounted. Kylie was actually perspiring and almost stumbled as she came down off the bed. I jumped up, grabbing her hand, my fingers almost slipping in the left over goo from Alissa’s sex, and she gave me a grateful smile. “Tell me you have something to drink,” she said.

I laughed and handed her one of the bottles of tea. She took it, open it, and gulped down a bit, then looked at me. “Nice clothespins,” she commented, her eyes going to my breasts and clit. I was still sporting Zack’s “requirement” for going downstairs.

“Cost of getting snacks,” I replied easily. I gave my hips a little shake, which had the desired effect of making all three wooden pegs bounce provocatively.

Kylie grinned. "It's very you," she agreed, taking another sip. "And good timing by the way. It's your turn."

I looked over at the clock. It was just a little past eleven thirty. Alissa had gotten up from the bed and was standing near the corner of the headboard. Ryian’s hand was between her legs and his fingers were swirling through her pussy.

“Are you okay?” I asked her in concern. She nodded, her face flushed, a look of lustful hunger flashing in her eyes.

“Just… just a little… just a little desperate,” she panted.

I frowned. I’d always known that Alissa could be quite the nympho, but I really hadn’t gotten a chance to see it in action. I thought about offering her my turn, but she looked rather fetching with her pussy stuffed with Ryian’s middle finger. I climbed up onto the bed, right in the middle, and on the opposite side Alissa was standing. I took the clothespins off my breasts, handing them over to Kylie who had sat down by the desk, munching on snacks. I left the peg attached to my clit. I knew the clothespins on my breasts would get in the way of what I was going to do, but the one dangling from my tender and sensitive nub would be fine. I lay down between Ryian’s outstretched knees. My face was only an inch away from his flaccid cock, so I propped myself up on my elbows and finished stripping the condom from him. Kylie took it from me generously as I opened my mouth, wrapped it around poor Ryian's shaft and did… nothing.

I know. What an evil scheme right? 

It sounds like maybe I wasn't trying to get him hard again, but in reality, I was setting up a sensation that I knew would drive him crazy. I held him in my mouth, only barely moving my tongue. Then, with just the tip of my fingernails, I began caressing his balls. Or maybe tickling them would be a better description. It was an insanely soft touch, just enough to make his hips shift. Besides, I had time. As much as I wanted. Presuming Alissa didn’t just grab him and force him to fuck her.

Milking a man, especially one who had already experienced five orgasms in just two and a half hours, is not a fast process. Men aren’t designed for that. Besides, the point of milking isn’t to force the most amount of orgasms out of a man in the shortest period of time. It’s about pleasure, or at least sexual sensation: non-stop. So even between the last orgasm and the first faint stirrings of arousal, the idea was to subject Ryian to sexual stimulation. Soft and gentle or firm and rough, the point was to constantly, incessantly push sexual activity on his body. I may have been giving him time to recover, but with his cock in my mouth, getting softly licked and massaged, it was still sexual. Fifteen to twenty minutes of gentle oral pressure, with only the barest, unfocused movements of my tongue providing any kind of stimulation, got him right where I wanted him. I felt the pulse, his cock twitching between my lips. It is a common physical reaction to sexual pleasure. That's when I knew I had him. Then I began sucking in earnest, swirling my tongue, moving from soft and gentle to firm and rough. 

There came a short gasp and a frantic, high pitched cry and I looked up to see Alissa holding Ryian's hand, keeping it still as she bounced frantically. Clearly in the throes of her own orgasm, she shuddered, thighs soaked, cum splattering out of her cunt, leaving a puddle of pussy juice in Ryian’s palm. Kylie leaned over from where she was sitting, and pointed a piece of banana at Alissa.

"You're supposed to be helping Breanne make him cum," she chided. “Not fucking available fingers for your own climax.”

"Are you saying we aren't allowed to have fun too?" Alissa replied, just a tad bit breathless. Her eyes were slightly unfocused and she was panting.

Kylie stuck her tongue out at Alissa. "Breanne has a clothespin on her clit," she said a moment later. Alissa glanced down at me, studying how I was hardening her lover.

"Good," Alissa said. "Breanne likes it intense." She leaned across Ryian’s face, her left breast falling right into his mouth and patted my ass. "What's he taste like?" She asked with a snigger, staying in the position as he began mouthing her nipple. 

I could have answered, but that would have meant pulling my mouth off him and I was making good progress. Ryian’s cock was nice and firm, if not quite hard as a rock. So I just mumbled something unintelligible and went back to focusing on the tasty, strong shaft in my mouth. I realized he liked that mumble, so I started humming, sending the low frequency vibrations into his now solid shaft. A deft touch of my tongue against the tip of his rod made his cock jerk in my mouth and I knew I had him. I began bobbing my head, sucking and slurping with now obvious gusto.

Ryian liked it and I heard him moaning. Then he pushed up against my mouth, thrusting his pelvis. Part of me wanted to rise up, slip a condom over him, and impale myself down on his cock, but I knew that I needed to save that for later. Alissa had little self-control in moments like this. But I knew I might need the promise of my soft, wet pussy to bring him to climax again. So I continued doing what I was doing, listening to his ragged moans. Another three or four minutes passed and my head began truly bobbing up and down on his rigid cock. Finally I felt his cock trembled in my mouth. There was a meager squirt as he emptied his balls for the fourth time that morning, depositing half a teaspoon's worth of cum into my mouth. I didn’t let go. I swallowed his spunk with his softening shaft still between my lips, and I held onto him until his cock had shrunk to only a finger’s length.

Ryian let out a groan and I pulled my head back. His wet dick lay limp, but even soft his cock was pretty damn impressive. I lifted a finger and began drawing wet circles on the side of his shaft, playing with him, then came a soft touch on my shoulder and Alissa bent down. 

"Six orgasms. Very nice, but I think it's my turn now," she said simply. I nodded and took my hand off Ryian’s dick, rising up. As I got off the bed I turned and found Kylie standing there waiting, the wooden clothespins Zack had placed on me raised and pinched open. 

"I thought you might like to get dressed again," she said, grinning. “What do you think, Ryian? Should Breanne be dressed?”

Ryian looked up from the bed. Still bound spread-eagled, his eyes found me and he grinned. “I can appreciate that outfit,” he agreed. Then he sighed and lay his head back down on the pillow. I frowned, but when I didn't move away, she took it as acquiescence and pinned both nipples tightly. I let out a soft groan and Kylie took my hand, pulled me over towards the bed, and positioned me where Ryian could see me easily. 

Alissa had climbed up onto the bed as well, sitting between his legs, her own calves crossing his thighs. She had the bottle of chocolate flavored oil and had poured a ridiculous amount onto Ryian’s belly, just above his groin. She was already rubbing it in as I moved up next to him.

"Breanne has been a bad little girl," Kylie said with a seductive, knowing tone.

"When is Breanne not a bad little girl?" Quipped Alissa sarcastically, her hands grabbing hold of Ryian’s rod, rubbing gently. “Breanne’s the sort of girl that gets off on being bad.” She worked her hands up Ryian’s cock and Kylie, who was standing directly behind me, wrapped her arms around my torso, pressing her bare breasts against my back. I felt the cold touch of the small padlock that dangled from her right nipple as she grabbed both my tits, cupping and squeezing them, making the wooden clothespins wiggle up and down right above Ryian’s face. Little shards of hurt shot up through my breasts.

"I know, right?" Kylie said. "What do you think Ryian? Is Bre a bad little girl?"

He nodded. His eyes focused on me as Alissa worked to bring back a semblance of firmness to his cock. Kylie shook my tits again, then suddenly let go of my left breast, spinning me around. Now Ryian was looking at my rump.

Sure, I could have resisted, but why? It wasn't like we were competing against each other. This wasn't a contest to see who could get Ryian to cum fastest. It was a team endeavor, our goal simple and beautiful: to make Ryian cum as much and as often as we could.

"A spanking maybe?" Kylie said to him, looking over my shoulder. Her hand came down and playfully smacked my rump a few times. It didn't hurt. Hell, it hadn’t even stung, and I shook my hips left and right, playing the coquettish strumpet for all it was worth. Men are stimulated visually, so I knew that a show would help Alissa get him hard again. Evidently Ryian gave Kylie an affirmative, because several more spanks landed on my ass. Her fingers kneaded my bottom, then found their way lower, her fingernails grazing across my petals. I gasped. I didn’t quite realize how ripe I was. For a second I longed for her to push her fingers up into me.

"Get up on the bed, Bre. Kneel over his tummy him so he can watch your clamped tits swing while I do your ass," Kylie said, letting me go. I gave her a knowing grin, then got up on the bed, climbing over his oiled tummy. I went down in all fours, my pendulous, clothespin capped breasts barely touching his chest. I arched my back so that my bottom stuck out high and I wondered if what Kylie was going to use on my bottom. I inventoried the contents of the bag in my head. There was a sap, two floggers, and even a short crop. Any of those would work. Ryian lifted his head, looking down at my side as I got in position. He might not have been able to see my pussy directly, but I think he approved of my clamped boobs swinging.

"He likes that," commented Alissa. Kylie sniggered. I can only assume that his cock had responded positively to my humiliation and coming spanking.

“I do like that,” Ryian replied.

"Wait till you see the next expression on her face as I do her ass," Kylie retorted. 

I heard a snapping sound, which should have clued me in, but it wasn't until Kylie pressed the lubed, silicon coated vibrator against the brown button of my ass, pushing steadily, that I realized what "do her ass" meant under these circumstances. I had expected a spanking!

I gasped, eyes widening as the oscillating tip of the vibrator slid into my rear end. It wasn't that big of a phallus, but it wasn't terribly comfortable either, and Kylie managed to get half of it in before my natural instincts caused me to tighten up. A hard, stinging slap against my flank loosened me again and the next thing I knew, I was groaning, my belly touching Ryian’s stomach, with clothespins hanging from my nipples, positioned in front of a blonde waif rubbing oiled cock, while a perverted pixie pushed a six inch long, two inch wide, motor filled torpedo up my butt. 

And according to Alissa, Ryian loved it. 

"That's it," she cooed. "There’s nothing like a long, hard vibrator jammed up Breanne’s butt. And Breanne deserves it, doesn't she?" I glanced back at her. Alissa’s hands slid up and down Ryian’s mast, which had now hardened to previous lengths and thickness. She seemed to time the movement of her hands, wrapped around his cock, with the thrusts of the vibrator in my bottom. "Breanne always says she doesn't like it up the ass, but look at her wiggle." While this little monologue was going on, Kylie was pumping the vibrator in and out of my butt with regular and steady thrusts. At some point she twisted the base too and the whole thing picked up speed, shaking violently inside me. The clothespin on my clit seemed to wiggle even more, the sensation almost more than I could take.

"Ryian? Do you think those clothespins are hurting her enough?" Kylie asked, her right hand still moving the vibrator through my sphincter. She slapped my bottom hard and my body rocked, clothespins swinging. I put my head down, closing my eyes. My pussy was dripping and what I really, really wanted was to shove Alissa aside and mount that hard, oiled cock. I wasn’t the only one close. Ryian was panting now, but he groaned out an answer to Kylie’s questions about my pain levels.

"No," he replied as I rocked back and forth above. Behind me, Alissa was stroking solidly now, Ryian’s firm and upright mast slipping between her oiled fingers, just a foot away from where Kylie was driving the vibrator. I let out an uncomfortable moan as my bottom truly opened up, accepting the pumping silicon dick. Kylie, keeping up the same rhythm to fuck me that Alissa was using to fuck Ryian, hummed. "I agree, so let's replace them. Bre, let Ryian take the clothespins off your titties. With his mouth."

I lifted my head. I was lying perpendicular across Ryian’s torso. Kylie kept her hand on my bottom, keeping the vibrator in my ass. Carefully I pushed myself up, then twisted. Alissa was still rubbing vigorously and I shifted, dangling my breasts over Ryian’s face. He looked up at me, eyes bright with need. I swung my left breast over Ryian’s mouth. His eyes tracked the clothespins as I dipped low and the wooden clamp touched his lips. He lifted his head, opening his mouth and a moment later he bit down on the clothespin. There was a short tug of war, with my nipple as the rope, for just a moment, shards of sweet, delicious agony shooting up through my tit. Then the clothespin opened, freeing my nipple, which snapped back into shape. It would have felt a whole lot nicer if Kylie wasn't still fucking my ass with the vibrator though. Ryian spat out the wooden peg, grinning.

“Next one, Bre.” He declared. I moved my chest over and gave Ryian the opportunity to squeeze the other peg free. He latched on but I either jerked, or he did, and instead of releasing my nipple, the peg was torn off. 

Oww. That hurt quite a bit, and I gasped, wincing.

"Sorry!" Ryian managed to whisper as the peg fell away from his chin. I bit my lip, still trying to sort out the sensations of the vibrator in my ass and my nipples hurting. Then Kylie put her free hand on my back pushing me down. 

"Suck it to make it feel better," she told Ryian. He opened his mouth and then I felt the strong suction on my right nipple. The padlock on my tit sort of got in the way, but Ryian managed. I whimpered, because rather than making my breast "feel better", it hurt, which made me even more aroused. 

"That's it," Kylie urged. "Suck hard. Chew on it. Hurt her." 

For about fifteen seconds I endured the results of that instruction, becoming intimately aware of how a piece of chicken feels when masticated thoroughly. I was about to pull back, even if it meant fighting both Ryian’s jaw and Kylie’s hand, when I heard a tearing sound. Ryian let me go, his eyes wide, his entire body shuddering. I wondered what was happening when I felt Alissa’s hand on my thigh. There was a tug on my clitoris and the clothespin that was hanging there suddenly was released. 

“Now,” Alissa said softly. “Breanne, swing your leg over and come backward, toward me.”

I scooted down his body, my right leg swinging. Kylie’s hand, along with the anal vibrator, went with me. Then I felt something else between my legs, something firm and hard and I glanced down between my dangling boobs to see his condom clad prick sticking straight up, Alissa’s fingers wrapped around it, the tip already beginning to spread my petals. I let out a groan of want and went faster, impaling myself fully and completely on Ryian’s thrusting cock.

Having sex when two other girls have their hands on you, one trying to hold a buzzing phallus in your ass while you pump, while the other is still wrapped around the base of the cock you’re fucking, is not easy. In fact, Kylie lost her grip and the toy in my butt shot out and almost hit Alissa in the face. This made Alissa let go of Ryian though, which was a good thing too, because I managed to get him a hell of a lot deeper. 

And damn it, I wanted to cum!

“Oh my God! Please, please, please untie me!” Ryian urged. I knew what he wanted. He wanted to be on top. But that wasn’t how this worked. Milking is an art and you can’t let them up. Not once. They might be able to get away. Instead I switched the roll of my grinding hips, going in a circle instead of back and forth. I sat up, raising my hands above my head, my entire body riding him with fast paced thrusts. Alissa grabbed hold of my arms, locking me into the position, which was when Kylie swung the flogger at my breasts.

“Aaaahhh!” I gasped as the rubber tipped whip smacked across my clothespinned bosom. It stung just enough that Alissa had to tighten her grip on me. Neither peg came off though, so Kyle struck again, making my full boobs jump and dance. By the third blow I was quivering and it was only Ryian’s face that made me realize that my getting whipped with a flogger across the chest was not really for me. He was loving it. His eyes focused on my breasts and how the whip bit into them, how they jiggled. Kylie struck again, and then again. The clothespin on my right nipple snapped off, flying to the right and disappearing off the side of the bed. I made the right noises, my pussy quivering and tightening as we pumped and jerked. Kylie continued to whip my tits and a few strokes later, the other clothespin was torn from my nippe. I felt the pressure building inside me, driving me fast and furious toward orgasm and I bit my lip.

“Harder Kylie? Please?” I managed to gasp. The whip flashed and this time my breasts began to turn pink under the flashing black strands.

Ryian suddenly groaned, lifting me almost completely off the bed, he thrust up into me so hard. I tippled a little, even as Kylie slashed the whip across my breasts. I felt him harden inside me, a rod of solid granite, and then came the violent shudders of release. I felt his cock pulse, squirting whatever small amounts he might have been able to produce in the last few minutes, and then Ryian’s eyes rolled up into the back of his head and he slumped down. I let out a wild, frustrated wail as he softened inside me almost instantly and tried, desperately, to grind one out. But to no avail. He was done. And I was so fucking wet and aroused that I would have gleefully let Kylie whip me between the legs to get to the orgasm. 

“Wow,” Alissa said in awe. 

I rolled off Ryian and sat on the edge of the bed, putting my head in my hands. The clock said 12:48. Seventh orgasm. Both of my friends eyed me. “Are you okay?” Kylie asked. 

I took a deep breath, noting that it was a little ragged. I nodded. “Yeah. Just… I really needed to cum.”

Alissa let out a laugh. “Me too. Besides Breanne, when do you not need to cum?” She teased. I gave her a dark look. But she was right. I always needed to cum. I looked back at Ryian, who looked like he had fallen asleep. 

“Is he okay?” I asked wearily. 

Kyle stepped over to him, leaned over, and lifted an eyelid. Ryian moaned and turned his head away from her, so she began rubbing her breasts back and forth across his face. I wondered how he felt about the little gold padlock on her right tit. Alissa chuckled.

“He’s fine,” she assured me. 

I got to my feet and stepped across the armchair, dropping into it. I grabbed a drink and watched as Kylie got to work. 

We were now seven orgasms, working on number eight in and I checked the clock. We’d been at it for almost four hours, which was a pretty good time frame, averaging one orgasm every thirty minutes. But I knew those statistics weren’t going to last. Each subsequent climax after this point would take longer and longer and I knew that Kylie would be at it for a good thirty to forty minutes before she would manage to even bring Ryian back to a point where he’d be hard enough to fuck again. I watched as she began rubbing the excess oil Alissa had used on him upward, over his stomach and up to his chest. I watched as she straddled him, her wet little cunt pressed to his flaccid cock. Then she began rubbing him in a very non-sexual, relaxing way, her hands going up and down his body. It was good technique because Ryian responded to it, moaning as she eased away tensions. But while her hands were relaxing him, her glistening petals were sliding back and forth across his dick. Alissa went over and began freeing Ryian’s outstretched limbs, one at a time, bending them and helping with the massage. Then much to my surprise, she reached up to her right breast and popped the small, gold padlock hanging from her breast open, pulling it off and handing it to Alissa.

“Hey!” I spluttered. “How did you do that?” I demanded.

Alissa laughed. “Bre, they aren’t even real locks. You can take it off. In fact you should every once in a while.”

I blinked. Every fucking time that lock had come off it was because either of my two mistresses; Kari or Julie, had unlocked it with a key. Kylie looked over at me and shook her head sadly. “Jesus, Bre. Please tell me you aren’t that stupid.”

I looked down at my own breasts. Unlike Alissa and Kylie, both of my nipples were pierced, a small gold hoop going through each one. I hated those actually. I didn’t mind piercings, but I wanted barbells, not hoops. Barbells are sexy. Hoops… are demeaning. One might have been okay, but two? No thank you. 

The gold padlock on my right piercing dangled down and I reached up and grabbed it. Then, being careful, I tugged the way Alissa had on Kylie. It didn’t pop open. I tried again. Still no go. Kylie had dropped down and was now doing a more thorough job on Ryian, shimmying all over his torso, rubbing her pussy over his hips and half down his legs. Alissa came over to me, grabbed the lock and pulled.

“Oww,” I grunted. Alissa blinked. 

“Well, that’s weird,” she said. She looked over at Kylie. “It’s locked. I mean, for real.”

Kylie looked over at me from where she was shimmying all over Ryian. “Sucks for you, Bre.” 

I rolled my eyes. “Okay, whatever.” 

Alissa patted my shoulder and went back over to Ryian. She poured some more oil into her hand and began rubbing his feet. I sat there and watched the two of them work, all the way up to the point where Alissa threw a leg over Ryian’s leg, positioned herself over his upright toes, and started to grind her pussy on his little piggies, just like she’d fucked his finger earlier.

All in all, I felt a little left out.

This went on for quite a while, with both of them working Ryian bit by bit. He clearly enjoyed the attention and after about thirty minutes I began to see the faint stirrings of arousal in him. Of course by that time, Alissa and Kylie were literally fucking each other above him, doing a lesbian love scene that was about as X-rated as you can get. Kylie had one hand wrapped around Ryian’s poor cock, pressing it to her pussy, while her other was down between Alissa’s thighs. It was quite impressive. Another ten minutes or so passed and I saw the firm length of Ryian’s shaft and knew that he was at least somewhat ready to start the road down to his seventh orgasm.

Kylie moved from rubbing to sucking and the fact that she did it in a sixty-nine style position, with her pussy only a few inches away from Ryian’s nose, made the whole thing even sexier. She wasn’t even asking for reciprocation; she was just slurping and gobbling that massive dick. And with her pert little butt up in the air, I rose from my seat, looked around, found the vibrator she’d used on me, and poured a little oil on it. 

“Oh,” Alissa said disapprovingly, as I closed the distance. “I’m not sure she’s going to appreciate…” 

I didn’t wait. Instead I just grabbed Kylie around the waist, pressed the phallus against her ass, and pushed.

“Ohhhhhh!” Kylie gasped, pulling her head off of Ryian’s cock for a moment. “Breanne!” She grunted uncomfortably. “Not so much! Please! I’m not used to that like you!”

I twisted the vibrator on so it was buzzing in her ass and the smile on Ryian’s face made it clear he was appreciating the abuse I was inflicting upon his masseuse. I began pumping the phallus gently, trying to get the tip deeper, feeling her shudder under my arm.

“Tit for tat,” I replied smugly, fucking Kylie’s butt with the vibrator. At the far end of the bed, Alissa was literally fucking Ryian’s foot, with at least his big toe buried in her pussy. But she was also grinning and she gave me a wink of approval as I teased Kylie. I decided to take a page out of Alissa’s book, and since I was in the right position, near Ryian’s left hand, I threw a leg up and allowed his fingers to start playing with my petals. 

“This is, like… beyond my wildest fucking dreams,” Ryian groaned. I brought my left hand down to his chest and gave his nipple a little tweak. The answering murmur from Kylie told me that doing it again was a good idea.

The three of us did our thing, focusing all our attention on Ryian. Well, accept me. I was still fucking Kylie’s ass with the vibrator, pulling it almost all the way out before sliding it back in. In fact, she was moving too much, so I slipped my free hand down between her legs, thrusting my thumb deep into her pussy. She let out a gasp as I cupped her slit, my fingers grazing her clitoris. Then I held her tight, pushing the vibrator in and out as she continued gobbling Ryian’s dick. This went on for a few more minutes until suddenly she gasped, even as Ryian thrust upward and there was a few, pathetic pulses from Ryian’s thick, hard cock. I saw a bead of white cream come to the tip, and then it disappeared as Kylie licked it away. Then Ryian sagged, his cock softening. I felt his fingers in my pussy stop wiggling.

“Oh…” Kylie said in both disappointment and satisfaction. She climbed off him, obviously a little tired, and gave me a smile. “Your turn.”

Well of course it was. But first, this was a good point to do some maintenance. I stepped over to Ryian and looked down at him. “We’re going to let you up for a bathroom break, and to work out any kinks you might have. But you have to promise to be good and let us tie you back down when you’re done.”

Ryian nodded his head easily, so I figured we were probably good. Alissa came around to the other side of the bed and together we uncuffed his arms. We helped him to sit up and then brought his manacled wrists back together behind his back. Ryian was a little surprised to find himself still prisoner and gave me a look.

“Honestly, Bre. I won’t try to run. This has been incredible,” he assured me. I grinned. 

“Good,” I replied. “Then you won’t mind still being our prisoner.”

Ryian laughed and nodded. We freed his legs, swung him around and let him stand. “Bathroom first,” I declared, grabbing hold of his cock. Ryian let out a startled sound. 

“You’re going to lead me around by my dick?” He asked sarcastically. I responded in the same vein, giving his soft cock a nice squeeze.

“That’s how most men are led around,” I said sweetly, adding another soft squeeze. I pulled him toward the door and Kylie waved to us from the chair where she was resting.

“Have fun,” she said. 

Alissa opened the door of the room and stepped out into the hall after first glancing left and right. “No one’s out here,” she declared. “Which way is the bathroom?”

“To the left. Four or five doors down,” I told her. Ryian cooperated, though I could tell he was just a bit disconcerted that I was holding him by his penis. What he didn’t realize was that this was part of the arousal process. The male mind is designed to interpret sensual actions and mine were already confusing his body. When a woman touches a man, holding his cock, there is an expectation of sex. So the fact that I was holding his cock, and he had no biological expectations, confused him. Why was I holding him by the penis? What did it mean? Was he supposed to harden? Was he supposed to ignore it? 

I knew from experience that most men his age can handle the first five or six orgasms relatively well, but we were on seven. Between the fifth and sixth was where Kari and I had routinely stopped during our college days, letting up our victims for brief periods. It was the next session of five or six more orgasms that left our boy toys broken. So I took him into the bathroom. Alissa came along. 

“Uh? Some privacy?” Ryian asked. “And free my hands?”

“Do you just need to take a piss?” I asked.

He blinked, not realizing why I was asking. “Yeah. So?”

I pulled him over to the toilet, positioned him, lifted the seat, all without taking my hand off his shaft, and then moved behind him. I pointed his manhood at the watery hole and said “let her rip.”

“You’ve got to be kidding me,” Ryian muttered. Alissa stepped up to his other side and reached down to cup his balls. She knew the drill. Her other hand began caressing his back. 

“Go on,” she said. “We’re here to take care of you.”

It took Ryian about thirty seconds to get past the fact that two girls were literally holding his penis and scrotum as he began pissing. I did a pretty decent job of getting his hose aimed in the right direction. Admittedly, I’ve had practice doing exactly this sort of thing before.

I don’t mean to be disgusting here, and I apologize if I’ve destroyed the mood. We shook him off, then used some warm water and soap and washed him. Again, we never took our hand off his cock except when we were sliding our fingers up and down his full length. By the time we were done, there was an unexpected firmness there, a hint of promise, and I knew that we’d done a good job. I pulled him out of the bathroom and back down to his room, only to motion Kylie up out of the chair. She rolled her eyes, but got to her feet. I pushed Ryian down. 

I went to my knees, opened my mouth, and began sucking his soft cock. I knew I wasn’t going to get him hard again, but it was a pleasure aspect. With his hands still cuffed behind his head, he didn’t have much power to resist us.

“Drink?” Alissa asked brightly holding up a bottle of water. Ryian nodded. She gave him a sip and a little of the water trickled from the side of his mouth. She gave him a few more sips, even as I kept going, swirling my tongue in soft and gentle circles around the tip of his cock. 

“You know, this would be a whole lot easier if my hands were untied,” Ryian commented wryly.

Alissa ignored him. “Every sip has a cost,” she said in reply. “You have to suck on Kylie’s tit.”

Kylie pushed forward and holding her left breast, forced the unpierced tip into Ryian’s face. He fell backward but didn’t hesitate to lick and suck on the brunette pixie’s breast. She let him do it for about ten seconds, then pulled away. 

“Another drink?” Alissa asked. Ryian nodded.

This went on for another two or three minutes, with Alissa offering drinks and snacks, each separated by Ryian having to suckle either Kylie’s or Alissa’s boobs. I didn’t get to participate because the whole time I was suckling Ryian’s cock. My head bobbed and I decided to go for some deep throat action, sending the semi-firm length of meat down the back of my throat. It wasn’t easy, nor is it something I choose to do regularly. But I resisted the gagging reflex and really did a number on him. 

I really wasn’t listening but I heard Alissa up the ante. “Okay. The next bite of the candy comes at a cost,” she said, holding up a wooden clothespin. “Where does this need to go? On a clit or a tit?” It was a tease, meant for his mind to wrap around the sexual, rather than some cruel and perverted torment. “Bre, Kylie, or me?” Ryian didn’t even hesitate.

“Nipple first. And on Bre of course. Put them all on Bre,” he replied.

Kylie laughed as my eyes widened. Why was I the pin cushion? Next thing I knew Alissa was bending over. She let the clothespin close down on my right nipple, sticking straight out. I groaned, which undoubtedly felt good to Ryian. Alissa stood back up as Kylie picked up the next clothespin. “Bre’s other tit or her clit?”

Ryian, who had finished chewing, answered easily. “Clit.”

Kylie dropped down, reached between my legs, and clamped my clitoris. I felt the bite, the crushing pinch on my sensitive, tender nub and a surge of sexual energy shot through me again. I moaned, right into the pulsing hard cock in my mouth. Another bite of candy and my left nipple was suddenly gripped tight as well. 

Ryian’s cock was now actually pretty firm and I felt that I’d reached a point where I could have tried to fuck him, but I was somewhat scared to let him out of my mouth. What if he lost his hard-on? Sitting and screwing isn’t easy, nor is it generally a position that I’ve had success with, in getting men to cum unless I was doing it orally. So despite my aching knees, nipples, and clit, I stayed where I was. Ryian continued to snack and Alissa and Kylie hung additional clothespins on my bosom, then my labia, and eventually ran out of room on my prurient parts. A line of clothespins went up my right side and I winced as each knew peg pinched my skin. I focused on sucking cock, bobbing my head up and down on Ryian’s shaft as Alissa and Kylie fed and watered the poor man. Each sip and bite he took resulted in another clothespin added to my poor body. 

It was a relief when Ryian finally thrust upward, groaning and grunting, only to pump a tiny spurt of cream into my mouth. I swallowed it almost without noticing as he sank back into the chair. I kept sucking on him as he softened, swirling my tongue round and round until he twisted his legs, pushing me away. I almost fell backward, but managed to keep my balance, my knees creaking. I groaned too. Slowly I stood up and his eyes widened. “Holy shit!” He declared.

“Wow,” Alissa said in astonishment.

Nine orgasms.


Fraternity Slut - Part Three

I was covered in clothespins. At least two dozen or more clung to my skin. Most of them were on my breasts, but I could feel a bunch of them dangling from my pussy as well, hanging on my labia. Alissa and Kylie had run the wooden pegs in haphazard circles along the outside of each breast, along my petals, on my clit and nipples, and then, when they ran out of room, down my right side, from just under my arm almost to my hip. I even had two or three on my inner thighs. I stood there panting as Alissa put down the bottle of water and grabbed the bottle of oil. 

“Now,” Alissa said, reaching down to grasp Ryian’s freshly sucked dick. “Obviously we need to remove the clothespins from Breanne, so Kylie is going to whip them off with a flogger.”

“Didn’t we just do that an hour ago?” I demanded roughly. Alissa grinned as Kylie grabbed the whip. With a sigh, I rolled my eyes, but like me holding Ryian’s cock in my mouth for fifteen minutes, or butt fucking Kylie with the vibrator earlier, the idea was to create new and sexually exciting ideas in Ryian’s mind. He looked at me with obvious interest, which was more than a little disconcerting considering he’d just cum in my mouth. He leaned back watching me tremble a little. Maybe the shock, the idea of me getting whipped, right there in front of him, was new and different. He nodded as Alissa’s hands began caressing his balls and then even lower. Hands still cuffed behind his back, he slouched in the chair, giving us… well… Alissa, access to everything. 

Kylie pulled our rubber tipped flogger from the black leather bag Zack had given me earlier and gave me a grin. It was basically a cat-o-nine-tails, but instead of nine leather straps, it was about a hundred, thin rubber strands. It made a nice sound when smacked against the skin, but you had to swing it really hard to do more than leave a slight stinging sensation. 

Unless you were using it to rip clothespins off the delicate bits of a woman’s body. Then you didn’t have to use much force. Physics took precedence.

Alissa leaned against Ryian. “Now, we are going to play a little game,” she announced. “The rules are simple. Breanne is going to hide this alligator clamp in one of her hands.” She held out a metal, toothed clamp and I took it carefully. “Then Ryian will get to guess which hand it is in. If he guesses right, Breanne gets one, hard stroke of the whip. If he guesses wrong, then Breanne is going to get back down on her knees and suck his cock hard for thirty seconds.”

Ryian laughed. “Win - win for me then, right?”

I pressed my lips together and tucked my hands behind my back. I hid the clamp in my right hand, palming it firmly, then brought out both fists for Ryian inspection. My entire body ached from the clothespins, but the worst were my nipples. They were throbbing painfully. Ryian made some sort of pretense of inspecting my hands, but he nodded toward the right one, as if he knew somehow.

I showed him the clamp and he grinned.

“Great!” Alissa exclaimed. “Breanne gets a stroke.”

Everyone looked at Kylie, including me. She smiled wickedly, took a step back, and swung the flogger in a big circle. I braced myself, expecting to have clothespins flying every which way. But Kylie’s first swing of the whip managed to miss every single clothespin, as well as my front. I jumped at the impact though. The flogger smacked my bottom perfectly and the resulting hop made the clothespins all wiggle. Especially the ones on my breasts. I let out a whimpering squeal and turned to glare at her. “Kylie!”

“Whoops,” Kylie said unapologetically. “Let’s see if Ryian can guess right again?”

I pursed my lips and gave Kylie another frown, but I palmed the metal toothed clamp once more, still in my right hand, and brought my fists out for another round. Ryian casually nodded at my left hand and this time I opened my palm with a grin. He shrugged, still smiling.

“Like I said, win win.”

“On your knees, slut,” declared Alissa haughtily.

“For you,” I replied. Just as I was about to drop down, Kylie dumped one of the pillows from the bed on the floor. I instantly forgave her for whipping my bum. With a groan, I got down, put my head between Ryian’s knees, and drew his cock into my mouth.

It wasn’t hard. It wasn’t even firm. Hell, it wasn’t even close. But I knew after just a few seconds that what we were doing was having an effect. Sex is very much a mental game and we’d already exhausted the physical appeal aspects. Now it was time to work on the brain. So instead of going slowly and easily this time, the better to work him into a tizzy, I was… intense.

Rough even.

I devoured his cock. I sucked and bobbed my head. I grabbed his scrotum and rubbed him. I nibbled at his flesh and stabbed my tongue at the head of his prick. It was not like any blowjob I’d ever given.

It certainly scrambled Ryian. He leaned back, gasping, unprepared for the intensity of my oral ministrations. When I sucked hard on his straw, he groaned. And when I grabbed the tip with my fingers, pinching and pulling, only to lick the underside right down to his balls, he grunted. And when I kissed and bit my way back up the soft flesh, he moaned. I didn’t bother counting in my head, and when my minute was up, Alissa tapped me on the shoulder.

“Time for another choice.”

I rose up, the clothespins bobbing. I hid the metal clamp in my left hand this time, holding them out. I knew he had a fifty-fifty chance, or I did. One way or the other. He nodded toward my right hand and I showed him my empty palm. I grinned.

“Brace yourself,” I warned. Then I got on my knees again.

The minute went too quick, but by the time I came back up, my forceful blowjob was having an effect. He was getting firm. I could feel it in my mouth. I hid the clamp and held out my hands. This time, he found it.

“Whipping time!” Alissa crowed.

Kylie braced herself and gave the front of my body a studious look. Then she wound up and brought the flogger down in a slashing motion, right across my bosom. The rubber struck perfectly, snagging on the wooden clothespins, ripping the majority right off my tits and sending them rattling to the floor.

Of course, it hurt like hell. You try having a bunch of clothespins ripped off your breasts and tell me what it feels like. I squealed and brought my arms up to my chest. Unfortunately, not all the clothespins had been knocked off, including the one on my right nipple. Clothespins littered the floor around me.

“Hmmm,” observed Alissa, who glanced between my trembling body and Ryian. “I think the next choice should be whether Kylie whips Breanne’s tits again, or her bottom.”

Ryian nodded, his eyes staring at me hard. He cleared his throat. “Yes,” he said. “I agree.”

Shaking, I hid the clamp again. I brought it out and Alissa held up a hand. “If Ryian picks correctly, her breasts get whipped again.”

I stared at Ryian and he looked me right in the eye. Maybe I turned my head slightly to the left. Maybe I leaned that way. But he found the clamp again and I raised my hands above my head, giving Kylie the target she needed.

The whip stung as it tore the last two clothespins off my boobs and I let out a sharp cry, turning my face away. My nipples seemed to burn and I watched as Alissa reached down, her oiled fingers finding Ryian’s firm length. She began rubbing him.

“Hide the clamp again, Bre.”

I looked at Ryian and then suddenly turned around, showing him my ass. Out of his view, I lifted the alligator clamp and quickly clipped it onto my right nipple. The metal teeth dug into my flesh and I winced. Then I cupped both hands over my breasts and turned.

“Where’s the clamp?” I said through the throbbing hurt.

Ryian’s eyes widened. He bit his lip and then nodded toward my left side. I moved both hands and he saw the alligator clamp chewing on my right nipple.

“Doesn’t that hurt?” He asked roughly. Alissa’s hand slid up and down steadily.

I nodded.

“Butt whipping time,” cooed Kylie. She didn’t wait either. The flogger slashed across my rump. I let out a yelp, expecting to bring my hands back up to my breasts, but instead, Kylie gave me two more fast blows that ended up forcing me to turn and cover my ass. I glared at her in shock.

“Hey!” I protested.

Kylie grinned. “Time for me knock those clothespins off your cunt.”

Ryian’s cock began bobbing as Alissa kept rubbing.

“Take the alligator clamp off, Bre.”

Panting, I reached up and took of the clamp, grimacing as the pain shot through my tit. Slowly, I turned around. This time I had to put it on the left side, what with my right nipple hurting.

And Ryian expected exactly that. He nodded toward my left tit and I removed my hand, showing him the crushed little nub, firmly bitten between the metal jaws of the alligator clamp.

“Oooooh,” said Kylie. “Spread your legs wide.” She kicked at my ankles, pushing my legs further and further apart as I laced my fingers behind my back. My nipple burned and pulsed with pain. Kylie moved behind me, and with a sharp, underhand swing, brought the flogger up between my legs.

She hit straight on, which only caused two of the clothespins to snap off. But since they had been hanging on my petals, this hurt quite a bit. I hissed, the pained expression on my face seemingly to do more to arouse Ryian than Alissa’s rubbing. Kylie pulled the whip back and I realized we were done with playing find the clamp. Instead Kylie swung the flogger again, bringing the whip up between my legs in fast, hard strokes, trying to knock the clothespins off. 

I stood there, legs spread, bracing myself as the whip slashed upward between my legs. The first one managed to send almost half a dozen clothespins rattling the floor and I hissed, arching my back dramatically. Ryian seemed to appreciate the show, his cock now rippling with energy, stiff and a standing tall as Alissa’s hand slid up and down it. My calves trembled and I went up on tiptoe. Kylie swung against and this time I yelped as the rubber strands didn’t just catch the wooden pegs, but cut into my petals. Still, a few more fell. Then Kyle went deep, letting the flogger swing up, curling through my crotch and spreading me open. The whip caught on the clothespin clinging from my clit and ripped it off with a snap. I couldn’t hold the position. I let out a shriek, folded over, and jammed my hands down between my legs. For a second, no one moved. But then Kylie dropped the whip, grabbed me, and threw me backward, down onto the bed.

“Alissa!” Kylie snapped. Alissa looked up, saw what was going on, and her hand tightened around Ryian’s arm. She hauled him up as Kylie grabbed a condom and covered him. Then Alissa undid the clip that held his arms behind his back and he lunged forward, over my body, shoving his hard, turgid prick into my depths, on top of me, screwing my brains out.

Oh. My. God.

A full eight inches of cock pumped through me, thick and meaty and I loved every freaking second of it. Alissa came around to the other side of the bed, since I was laying across it, and grabbed my hands, hauling them up above my head. Kylie opted to kneel down by Ryian’s legs, reach between his thighs, and stroke his balls with her nails. I shuddered, finally getting exactly what I wanted, what I needed, and Ryian pinned me to the mattress. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as he pumped, the entire bed frame jerking with each of his thrusts. I felt the wave of pressure build and grow, until my pussy was tightening around his shaft in spurts of spastic pleasure. I arched my back as heat and energy surged through me and then my toes curled as the orgasm hit, turning me into a puddle of girl cum. I cried out in ecstasy, loving every fucking second of it, my brain turning to endorphin filled mush. 

But Ryian wasn’t done, not by a long shot and he scooped me up, lifting me onto the bed, turning me lengthwise so he could climb up as well. His cock stayed inside me, his hands cupping my ass. I gasped as we shifted, but then his weight was on me. I felt the heat of him, his muscular chest against mine, and I sighed in satisfaction as his cock slid wetly through my hips. I started to open my legs, but instead he straddled me, using his feet to push my ankles together, locking me in place. His pelvis rocked as his pumping grew more intense and I reached up and ran my fingernails along his chest, tweaking lightly. He really liked that. There was a powerful thrust, noticeable through the pounding, and then he froze, his rock hard cock buried deeply in my slit. I felt him shudder, and I'm not talking about his shoulders. There was another ripple in my loins and then Ryian groaned, closed his eyes, and collapsed onto me.

Not like unconscious. But the orgasm I'd just ripped from his body, the tenth I might add, had taken every last bit of energy from him. He rolled off me, almost falling off the bed, and I had to scoot over quickly to make room. Kylie was on his other side, kneeling at the side of the bed, already pressing her breasts to him, her hand stripping off the condom, then gently caressing along the base. I laid there, feeling absolutely wonderful.

"You okay?" Alissa asked, coming up.to stand over me. "Sorry I used you without asking, but you seemed to need it," she said wryly. I chuckled, nodding.

"I certainly did," I told her.

She patted my shoulder. "I'm hungry. What time is it?”

I looked at the clock. “Oh. Oh snap. It’s three twenty!”

Kylie nodded. “Bre. We need food. And a snack isn’t going to cut it."

I grimaced. "I know.” I ran my hand through my hair and struggled up to my feet. “Give me a few minutes to get something together.”

Kylie piped up from the other side of the bed. "Okay, but not too much longer Breanne. And we need feed Ryian too.”

Alissa gave me a knowing smirk. “One canna live on sex alone,” she said in a really bad Scottish accent. I stuck my tongue out at her and left them to get Ryian tied back up.

As I headed for the door, Alissa leaned over the bed and began pulling on Ryian, trying to get him centered. He sort of helped, probably not even realizing that he was only assisting the two sex kittens in securing him spread-eagled to the bed once more. I grinned as Kylie uncapped the bottle of oil, pouring out a healthy puddle into her hand. I opened the door and headed out into the hall.

No one was around, which I appreciated since naked women in this particular fraternity tended to be treated as mobile dick warmers. Not that I minded, but my tummy was making it clear I, and my friends, needed some real food. And not just a couple of slices of apple and some strawberries. I went to Zack's room, rapped my knuckles on the door frame, and went in through the partially open door. 

Zack, as both a grad student and fraternity leader, had a room all to himself. This meant a larger bed, a desk, and even a sort of table with two chairs. He was sitting here, grading papers. He glanced up at me with a smile.

"How's it going?" He asked as I pulled out a chair and plopped down. I crossed my legs out of habit, and not due to any sense of impropriety. I was naked after all. 

"Ryian is unusually robust," I affirmed. "We just pulled orgasm number ten out of him and Kylie is working on number eleven."

That made Zack blink and he checked his watch. "He's averaging an orgasm every thirty minutes?" It came out in a sort of disbelieving statement.

I shrugged, lifted a leg, and set my bare foot in Zack's lap. He reached down and began rubbing my sole almost mindlessly. I loved it. "Sort of. He went quicker at the beginning. It’s taking him a lot longer to get it up now. So that average is about to get worse. The last one was a fluke and it still took almost forty minutes of cocksucking and seeing me get whipped."

Zack laughed. "I noticed you were missing your clothespins."

I pulled my foot out of his lap and leaned forward. "We're hungry."

"For cock?" He asked hopefully.

I frowned. "For food," I corrected him. 

He checked his watch. "I know. I sent out for it about fifteen minutes ago, so lunch should be here soon. We can go down to the common room and wait for it." He stood up, but I shifted slightly, looking uncomfortable. 

"Uh, can we wait here?" I asked uneasily.

His eyebrow arched. "Why?"

"Because the common room is busy, and I'm buck naked, and last time I went downstairs you let six different guys jam their fingers in my cunt. I will get dragged into something."

Zack leaned over and kissed me. It wasn't a sexual kiss. It was a romantic one. Then, while looking into my eyes, he asked me a question. 

"Are you following NHPS Rule Number One?" 

I rolled my eyes.  "Of course not," I retorted. "I've been fucking your frat brother on and off for the last four hours."

"But you aren't right now," he replied sweetly. "And that earns you a punishment. Now, do you have a toy to stick up there?"

My face darkened. "You know I don't."

"So, according to Rule one, you are to always be stuffed with either a toy or cock. Since you have no toys, you will accompany me downstairs, where you will be stuffed with cock while you're spanked."

"Spanked?" I spluttered. "What the hell for?"

"I told you already. Not following rule one." He grabbed my hand and pulled me out of the chair. "Come on Bre. Play along. At least until lunch gets here."

I kept up the sullen act as he led me out of the room and down the stairs. A turn to the right took us into the common room. It was huge. Two pool tables, four couches, three televisions, and even a small stage. You could have fit fifty people in there.

I was lucky. There were just four besides us, all guys, all of whom looked up eagerly as Zack led me in.

"Hey Zack! Bre giving out freebies?" One guy asked. There was a murmur of similar interest as I blushed crimson. Zack laughed.

"Bre is in trouble for not following Rule one, so if one of you wouldn't mind stuffing Bre's cunt with cock while I fetch the fraternity paddle, we can do some spanking."

Instantly there were five volunteers to fuck me. Zack disappeared for a moment, leaving to get the heavy leather instrument, which was officially kept around more as a reminder of how hazing used to work, rather than a useable tool. I heartily disagreed with that assessment, since this fraternity’s paddle saw plenty of use. On my ass.

I sat down on the arm of the sofa as the guys worked out a plan. They were to all get a turn, arranged by seniority. That made sense to me. In addition, I was to be fucked both vaginally and orally at the same time. So when guy number one dropped his drawers and slid the condom over his already thick cock, all I did was straddle him, impale my dripping pussy on his shaft, and then twist to the side, laying horizontally across his lap, my bare butt in the air.

That put my face in the lap of guy number two, and a second later I was gobbling his cock as fingers kneaded and slapped at my buttocks. I heard Zack return, humming under his breath, undoubtedly carrying the heavy leather paddle. 

"She's not going to like the next part," he announced to the bystanders. "Can I get you to hold her feet? And you to get her arms?" 

I was a little busy, what with getting fucked in one hole and sucking cock with the other, both at the same time, to see who Zack was talking to. But evidently everyone else understood just fine because I felt fingers encircle my ankles, pulling my legs out straight. Then my arms were drawn up over my head and I was stretched out across the laps of two guys, held in place by two more, penetrated with one cock in my mouth, the other in my pussy. Thus positioned, Zack raised the paddle and brought it down on my ass with a blistering swat. 

A number of intense physical reactions occurred as a result of the impact. First and foremost was the tightening of my pussy around six inches of solid cock. I was also driven downward, which made my impalement feel quite deep. Then a sharp, stinging heat exploded across my rump, which clenched even more. My natural instinct was to kick, but with my feet being held, inhibiting my natural, instinctive reactions, the energy coursed upward to my hips, which began wriggling in spastic jerks. I also squealed like a stuck pig, the sound muffled by the thick, solid cock teasing my tonsils. Then there was the urge to cover my burning ass, which was thwarted by the guy holding my wrists. All of this happened in the second and a half right after the first spank, and only a breath before the second. 

Another wave of cunt clenching pressure, followed by the scorching heat across my flanks, left me contemplating certain basic realities. Like just how many strokes of the paddle Zack intended to give me. Again I let out a wail, the pain rushing through me, with the end result of titillating the two guys I was fucking. I tried kicking again, without thinking about it, and merely managed to move my ankles up and down, toes curling. A hand on my head forced more cock down my throat and another grabbed my ass, kneading the seared skin of my rump. There was a ten second count, punctuated by the guy with his cock between my legs thrusting up into me. We were perpendicular, so it slid in at an angle. I only had a moment to consider the sensorial difference before the hand on my butt were removed, in order to make way for another hot swat. 

I made it through seven repetitions before the cock in my mouth suddenly squirted, sending a stream of cum into the back of my throat. This necessitated an entire shift in personnel, and I was unceremoniously dumped on the ground as the guy who had been in my pussy stripped off his condom, moved to sit where my face would be. Then the guy holding my feet sat down, cock exposed as he put on a condom.

"Bre? You're up," Zack said simply.

With my butt still stinging, I crawled into the frat guy's lap, straddling him. I felt the head of his prick slide through my folds and this time it slid in so easily that I gasped in astonishment. Seconds later I was grinding, thrusting my hips against his in frantic eagerness.  

There was a burst of laughter from Zack. "Sorry Bre. You don't get to cum. Lay across him."

I was pulled to the side and had to contort myself, flattening out. We moved together, until I was lying across his lap, his dick still in my slit. Then I felt the hands on me, even as I moved my mouth over the cock that I’d had in my pussy just a minute before. I started slurping as they stretched me out, hands kneading my ass. My hips pumped as I braced myself, trying to focus on the thick meat in my mouth, rather than the impending impact of the …

“Owwwmmppphg!” I squealed around the human gag. Zack had smacked the paddle down onto my ass with more than enough force to tighten my pussy, make me kick, and want to reach back to protect my tender derriere from additional blistering blows. And like before, I was prevented from all of it, unable to cum, unable to kick, unable to scream, and unable to block the next spank. 

And the next spank was just as bad. And so was the next. I jiggled and jerked, cock sliding in and out of me in two different places, hands kneading my rump between each paddling and I think we got somewhere into the upper teens when the front door of the frat house opened and two guys marched in with lunch.

Thank the Lord. 

But remember how many guys there were originally? That's right. Five. Plus Zack. I was lying across the laps of two of them, while two more were holding my feet and hands. With Zack wielding the leather paddle, that left one poor schmuck as a spectator. And that was about to end.

"Here," Zack said in frustration, handing the paddle to the fifth guy. "Give her ten more while I take the food up to her friends. She can eat after you guys all cum."

I tried to get my head off the cock, but there was a hand on the back of my head, holding me down on it. All I could do was gargle out a mumbled expletive and hope things went quickly. Then Zack left the room and the two guys who had gotten the lunches joined the fray, encouraging my debasement and punishment. 

I endured ten more swats of the paddle, but the guy Zack had relinquished it to wasn't quite as heavy handed and the resulting spanks were more like love taps. I didn't mind at all, and actually began to enjoy the very different sensation of laying across multiple laps. The only negative was that the guy whose cock was in my pussy wasn't getting much action, and when my blow job managed to be more productive, I utilized Zacks absence to restructure things just a bit. 

“Here’s an idea guys,” I said simply. “Why don’t I kneel here on the couch, and you guys can spit roast me.”

I climbed up onto the couch on all fours and this time the guy drilling my wet, wanton gash came in from behind, doggy style. This gave the guy fucking my pussy some leverage, while the guy fucking my mouth stayed seated with my face in his lap. One creative young man reached up underneath me and began pinching and twisting my nipples, making me whine and whimper. I tasted cum and one softened cock was switched out with a hard one. 

I lost track of who had cum, and who still needed to pop, but a box of condoms had been dumped on the coffee table and I'd swallowed more than enough spunk to quiet my hunger pangs. I heard a polite cough and my name.

"Breanne, it's your turn," Alissa said wryly. I lifted my head off the dick in front of me and blinked. My cute little friend was standing there naked, arms crossed beneath her breasts, one bare little foot posed with toes pointed. My mouth would have watered had I not just had a healthy serving of man sausage complete with cream sauce.

Then, before I could reply, her eyes tracked down my body. "What the hell happened to your ass?" 

Since one of the young men was kneeling behind me, still pumping his dick into my well used pussy, I guessed the results of Zack's beating were still quite visible.

I licked my lips. "Uh, I got spanked. Hard." My words came out a bit choppy, thanks to the fucking.

"I see that," she said looking around at my little group. "Were you not getting enough cock?"

My head swiveled around and I suddenly realized that there were almost a dozen guys around me, and I'd only fucked a third of them. "How long have I been down here?" 

The guy holding my hips drove himself in a bit faster.

"Kylie took almost an hour, and we ate." Alissa took a step closer. "We let him use the bathroom again, and he's waiting for you."

The guy I had been sucking let out a grunt of disapproval. "Hey, we were waiting for our turn! Bre promised."

"Yeah," said the guy screwing me from behind, still pumping. 

"Uh…" I said intelligently. Technically, I hadn't promised a damn thing. And how the hell had five guys become a dozen? Heck, how many more of them did I fuck? How many more were left?

Alissa looked around. "Alright, who is still waiting to fuck Bre?" 

About seven hands went up. Alissa asked for a pen, then went around drawing a little "x" on the back of each raised hand. Then she waved at me.

"Okay," she said. "I got this."

My eyes sort of bugged out. "What?" I exclaimed. 

Alissa waved at my coterie. "I will handle this until you either get back, or they've all cum. One or the other." She stepped forward, grabbed my arm, and literally pulled me off the couch. And off the cock behind me. As I stumbled to my feet, she knelt down in exactly the same place I'd just been occupying, and wiggled her cute little ass just long enough to encourage the guy who had just been fucking me to put it in her.

To her credit, it slid in easily.

For a moment, I just stood there watching the scene unfold. Alissa, the cute little dirty blonde, with long hair and star speckled skin, knelt on the couch with one cock in her mouth and another in her slit. Her head bobbed up and down eagerly, obviously enjoying herself as she was boned from either side. I looked around. Clearly there were no objections to my departure, and since boy jism might be a decent snack when you get enough of it, I was still hungry for something more substantial. I turned away, listening to the wet sex sounds of Alissa getting pounded, and padded my barefoot ass out of the common room and up the stairs.


Fraternity Slut - Part Four

I opened the door to Ryian’s room and found my lunch waiting for me on Ryian’s desk. Kylie was lying on Ryian’s bed, against his side, stretched out languorously. Her body was streaked with oil, especially across the breasts and her loins, but there were glistening smears on her belly and buttocks as well. She had her head resting on Ryian’s left thigh, using it as a pillow as her right hand played with his cock. It was soft, but not flaccid like I was expecting. That meant that not only had Kylie got him to pop, but also fed him and was already working him back up. Kylie was doing me a serious favor. Don’t get me wrong. I would have done it for her, but I still appreciated it.

What a sweetheart!

“Oh! And there she is!” Kylie said, looking up. Ryian glanced at me and his cock seemed to jump in her hand. “We were just talking about you.”

My eyebrow went up. “In glowing terms I hope?” 

Kylie laughed. “I told him about the time you had to fuck yourself with that frozen coconut oil dildo in the park."

I laughed. See, time is a wonderful thing. What had been a humiliating, rather disgusting mess, was now a funny story. I sat down at the desk and poked through the leftovers, finding a dish for me. A gyro. Fuck yeah. I picked it up and took a bite. 

"Yeah, that was pretty bad," I admitted, swallowing. “I didn't think it would dissolve like that. Did you know that the original assignment wanted me to use butter?"

"Butter?" Kylie asked, still gently rubbing Ryian’s manhood. "That's not a good idea to use internally," she said curiously. 

I chuckled. "I know. That's why we used that coconut grease instead. It was the consistency of lard, so we just stuffed a condom with it and froze it. So there I am, sitting in the middle of the park on a hot, summer day, my bare ass on the wooden slats because I was wearing a short skirt, and I open my cooler and pull out my coconut oil dildo. I unwrap it, look around to make sure no one is close, and jam it in.”

Ryian snorted. “What happened?” He asked, clearly amused.

I shrugged and took another bite. “It was very cold. And I was very hot. In seconds it started melting, oil all over the place. I managed to keep it inside me for a minute or two. Then I started to hear a dripping sound.”

Kylie laughed. “The dildo. It was melting.”

I nodded. “It was melting fast, converting past the gelatin phase back into liquid. In less than a minute I had a significant puddle of liquid coconut oil beneath me. So I’m about to get up and make my escape, but I notice that there is a couple coming up. They’re too close for me to do anything but clamp my knees together and look disinterested.”

“And it looked like you’ve just pissed yourself," Kylie giggled. 

I nodded, remembering that at the time I was mortified. “Of course they stared at me, with disgust I might add, because it took almost four minutes for the dildo to melt, so I was still dripping significantly as they walked by.”

Ryian laughed. “Good Lord, Breanne. I can’t even imagine how you handle that kind of stuff.”

I snorted. “After they walked off I figured it would hurt to sit there for a moment longer until the damn thing melted. And when I stood up, the oil had seeped into the wood of the bench, and coated my thighs, all the way down to my knees, and left a stain that you can still see, to this day.”

Ryian’s eyebrows went up. “Seriously?” I nodded and took another bite.

“What about here?” He asked. “The frat house. Is it true what was in your ‘Coming of Age’ book?” 

I swallowed the bit I was eating. “About that first party and me getting drunk and then banged in your common room?”

He nodded and I couldn’t help but notice that his prick was actually sort of standing up on its own now. I leaned forward, my bare breasts hanging enticingly. “Do you want to hear about how I was pulled up here first for some private nookie, and how many guys I fucked before Kari found me? Or do you want the details of her laying me out on the floor of the common room and fucking me with a half full beer bottle?”

Before Ryian could answer, I shook my head. “No, what should concern you is the stories of me and Kari milking young men in our bower.”

Kylie smiled, her fingers now only lightly rubbing at Ryian’s rising stiffy. “You mean Kari and you,” she corrected. “We both know who was in charge,” she teased.

I shrugged. “Okay. I admit it. Kari picked the guys and I went along for the ride,” I said, wiping my mouth. The gyro had been amazing. “But despite the fact that she was in charge, it was me that did most of the work,” I assured them. “I was the one who spent the most amount of time fucking and sucking and licking.” I stood up and sidled up to the bed, looking down at Ryian. “Kari would tease me along the way, just to spice things up. But it was me keeping the pulse going.” I leaned over and grabbed Ryian’s penis, holding it firmly in my hand. And just for fun, I gave it these little squeezes. I leaned over and whispered.

“I tortured them,” I said softly. “Like what I’m about to do to you.”  I slid my hand down just enough to expose the tip of his shaft in full, and then I surrounded him with my warm, wet mouth. 

The whole point of this was to stimulate just the tip of Ryian’s cock, a process that I’d had plenty of success utilizing before. I swirled my tongue around in circles, almost touching my own fingers as I pumped him gently. But mostly I licked the indentation of his head, where the foreskin folded up over his cock. It was a sensitive, delicate area and couldn’t take a lot of stimulation. Which is why I was gentle. Regardless, it did exactly what I wanted. Drive Ryian banana crackers.

It wasn’t a quick process. I’d already spent fifteen minutes eating my lunch. And since Ryian’s cock was dessert, I have to admit that it took an even longer amount of time to get him firm enough for a condom, especially since we were going for orgasm number twelve. Kylie rolled off the bed, leaving him to me and I swung a leg across his groin. I rocked my hips back and forth, rubbing his shaft through the folds of my sex. Despite having had two or three additional orgasms downstairs during my hour and a half frat fuck, I was still in my element; soft, warm, and wet.

I slid down his length, moaning softly as I felt the thickness open me up, spreading my petals. I controlled the depth of penetration, and while some girls might have gone shallow, I dropped myself down, as low as possible, so that I got the full experience of Ryian’s eight inches of manhood.

And then I ground my hips in circles. 

Kylie climbed up behind me and I felt her press her breasts against my back. Her arms wrapped around my torso, her hands coming up to my own full bosom. Her fingers found my pierced nipples, twisting and tweaking them gently. I lifted myself halfway up Ryian cock and then with agonizing slowness, impaled myself fully once again. I closed my eyes, relishing then sensation of being filled, of his pillar slipping through me, of Kylie’s sweet and nubile body pressed to mine, her fingers driving me closer to orgasmic bliss as I worked myself into a froth.

Ryian though, had reached a plateau. I could tell. Aroused enough to be the hardness between my legs, but without sufficient stimulation to push through to orgasm. I also knew that just doing what we were doing would lose him. He'd soften without cumming. So I pulled away from Kylie, pressing my breasts against Ryian’s chest, deliberately changing the angle of our union as I lowered my voice to a husky whisper.

“You’re standing near the front door of fraternity house when you hear a knock,” I said. “You open the door to find a cute little freshman girl standing there, wearing a crop top and short shorts. She looked nervous. ‘Hi,’ she says, giving you a slightly terrified smile. ‘I’m here to apply for the position of fraternity slut.’ Well of course this is perfect for you and you step back, gesturing for her to come in. She does, looking around, and so you take her upstairs, to this very room, sitting her down in the armchair as you sit by the desk. ‘Do you know about the position?’ You inquire.”

Beneath me, Ryian’s thrusting became just a bit more intense as the imaginary scene I was painting for him did what my body just couldn’t do any longer - excite him into orgasmic frenzy. This is actually a normal tipping for point at any milking. I’ve literally pulled out books of erotica, reading out loud while at the same time stroking my victims back into climax. 

So I continued. “‘I have the flier,’ she says, pulling a crumpled and folded piece of paper out of her pocket. She holds it up. ‘Wanted,” she reads aloud. ‘A suitably attractive, nubile girl wanting constant, intense, sexual attention, for position as Fraternity Slut. Must be masochistic, a great cock sucker, and enjoy humiliation, being spanked, bondage, and discipline. Multi-orgasmic a plus.’ She lowers the sheet and looks at you intently.” 

Ryian groaned. “Little fuck slut needs an interview,” he teased, thrusting hard into my pussy. I laughed a little.

“So how do you test her?” I asked.

“A blowjob,” Ryian said immediately as I rolled my hips, still fucking him. I clucked my tongue. 

“A simple blowjob?” I asked mischievously. “The advert said masochistic. And that she needs to enjoy humiliation. So have her strip and put some clothespins on her delicate bits first. Then have her suck your cock.” I wriggled a bit, catching sight of Kylie, who had settled into the armchair, spreading her legs on the padded rests, dipping her fingers into the wet slit between her legs. Both of us watched as she smeared the moisture around, focusing on her clit. Her eyes seemed to glitter intensely and I suddenly wondered if I was doing this for her, or for Ryian.

“Hmmmm,” Ryian groaned. “You’re right.”

“You should hurt her a bit first,” I whispered. 

“Spank her,” Ryian agreed.

“You lean forward,” I told him,” and tell her to strip. Hesitantly at first, but then with confidence, she peels the crop top off her tits, exposing two, huge, firm melons. The nipples are pierced, steel barbells going through both. Then she peels her shorts down. No panties. Instead you see a perfectly shaved slit, wet and pretty. Kind of like Kylie’s over there,” I said.

Ryian glanced over and saw where Kylie was masturbating herself and he smiled. “Yeah. Like her pussy.”

I gave Kylie another quick glance and then continued the story. “The little freshman girl licks her lips and stands in front of you, naked. She is modest, and resists the urge to cover herself. ‘First,’ you tell her, ‘I’m going to spank you. It will test your tolerance and your endurance. Twenty strokes. And you’ll count them out loud. Miss one, and you get two extra. Do you understand?’ She nods, clearly gulping with nervousness, and you gesture toward your lap. She comes close and then lays down across your knees. You touch her for the first time; her sweet little soft bottom. She whimpers slightly and you push her legs apart, dipping your fingers into her slit. She is soaked and you slide yourself in, up to the knuckle.”

While my little narrative was in process, Kylie was acting it out. She stood, came right up to the side of the bed, turned around to present her cute little ass, and then moved over to where his hand was cuffed to the bedframe. She replicated Alissa’s earlier act of fingerfucking, sliding two of Ryian’s fingers into her cunt.

But while I’m sure Kylie’s antics were fun, and the rolling churn of my hips felt good, it was the story that was exciting Ryian. His breath was starting to get a little ragged and I could tell that he was digging the fantasy. So I continued. “You pull your hand away from her cunt, rubbing her bottom again. Then you know it is time. You lift your arm high and bring it smashing down. A sharp crack fills the room and there is a sting that goes across your palm. But you know from the way she stiffens, a choked yelp coming from her throat, that what she felt must have been much, much worse. Her thighs come together and you feel her quivering. But she doesn’t cover her bottom. She stays in position. Giving you an opportunity to spank her again.”

I felt him thrust a little harder, his shaft moving inside me eagerly. From my perspective, I loved the sensation. It felt good to me of course, but it also meant that we were just about there in terms of cumming. He just needed a little push.

“The rest of the strokes fall and she counts them perfectly, though the pained cries that come from her throat, the kicking of her cute little feet, make it clear she feels them. And after the twentieth blow almost leaves her sobbing, she slides to the floor and rolls onto her back, only to open up her legs. Bare little feet wave in the air. Her gash is a sodden mess, dripping. ‘Please sir? Please let me prove myself? Whip me with your belt? Right here?’ She begs, pointing at her slit.”

And as I said those words to Ryian, I did it with the same sort of urgency our imaginary wannabe fraternity slut might have used. I sounded like her, wanting the leather strap to smack me right on the clit. And that sound and imagery was almost more than poor Ryian could handle. I tightened my pussy around him, our bodies jerking together in rhythm. Now it was my voice that was a little ragged. “So you grant her little wish. You pull your belt off, doubling it. And then, with her legs spread open, you begin to spank her slit, hard and fast!” 

Ryian closed his eyes, thrust wildly into me, then froze for a full ten seconds. I held him as he let out a sigh of relief and I felt the pulsing of his cock fade, then soften. My own urgency faded and I bit my lip, struggling with the ebbing lust for just a moment. Still… success. Right?

Twelve orgasms. 

I sat up and looked over at Kylie. Her right hand was gripping Ryian’s wrist and she was literally fucking herself on his hand. She gave me a knowing smile. “Nicely done. Can I apply for the position?” She teased, her loins still pumping. .

I laughed and pulled myself off Ryian, reaching down to pull the used condom off. As I suspected, it was practically empty. Poor guy. I tossed it in the trash can near the desk, then sat down on the bed opposite Kylie. “Do you need your pussy whipped with a belt?”

She shrugged. “It’s an entertaining fantasy.” She looked at the door. “Where is Alissa? It’s her turn.”

I looked over at the clock. It had taken almost forty minutes to get Ryian to come this time. I took a deep breath. “Can you get him started while I go find her? She’s probably downstairs still getting gangbanged.”

Kylie gave me a lazy look. “I’m starting to run out of ideas,” she admitted honestly. “Are we going to tell him stories now?”

I shrugged. “I’d start with cleaning him up. Warm water, then some lotion, and some oil. Tell him about some of your adventures.”

Her eyebrow went up. “Breanne, I don’t have adventures. Not like you do,” she assured me. “In fact, my best stories have you in them, because you’re doing something sexually insane, humiliating, and disgusting.” 

I laughed. “Okay, tell him some Breanne stories!” I licked my lips and started sweeping up all the lunch debris into the large bag it had come in. “I’ll take this downstairs and find Alissa. Then we can do some challenge games.”

Kylie got up from the chair. “Okay, wait till I get back with the water.” Then she left the room. I went over to Ryian. 

“Hey, you okay?” I asked gently, putting a hand on his shoulder.

He sighed. “I had no idea…” he said.

“No idea about what?” 

“What ‘milking’ really meant,” he said with a groan.

So I repeated my question. “Are you okay?” I asked again.

His eyes opened and he looked at me directly. “Yes. But I’m not sure I can handle much more.”

I snorted, looking away. “Of course you can. Besides, you’re doing really well. You’ve had twelve.” 

He blinked. “I’ve had twelve?”

I nodded. “See? You’re multi-orgasmic!” 

Ryian looked away. “I don’t think that’s how it works. You’re pushing me.”

I ran my hand down to his crotch. “No,” I whispered. “I haven’t. Not yet.” And I took his cock up in my hand. It was damp and I began kneading it, really softly. It was just touches really, me handling him. I leaned down, pressing a breast against his chest. “You’ll know it when I’m pushing you, because your cock will be sore, sensitized, and you won’t be able to tell if I’m hurting you, or pleasuring you.”

Ryian blinked and gulped. “What’s the record?” He suddenly asked.

I smiled, still rubbing him, but so softly it was a caress. “Nineteen,” I replied.

“Nineteen orgasms?” He coughed a bit. “How often do you try to beat that record?”

I bent down and sucked on his nipple, drawing it in and teasing him with my tongue. Then I looked up at him. “Every time,” I said. Then I slid down his body and took his dick into my mouth. He was too soft, and I knew there was no way I was going to be able to harden him, not so soon after his last orgasm. But part of the revitalization process is pleasure, and so I swirled my tongue in circles around his cock, and while that felt good I knew I was confusing his brain. Part of him resisted the sexual stimulation. He’d been used, repeatedly, and his body needed time to recover and I was just not giving him that time. Another part of him recognized the motions of what I was doing, and instinct told him that this was the time to fuck. Those two parts fought each other. 

Kylie came back in, paused to look at the scene, and then shook her head. “You just got done with him and you’re back at it already?” She asked. She set the bowl of water. “Go on. Let me get him all washed up and ready for Alissa.” She had a cloth and she wrung it out in the bowl. I looked up and then pulled myself off Ryian’s flaccid cock.

“Okay,” I replied, standing up. Kylie got right to it, wetting and washing Ryian’s groin as I took stock. I grabbed the trash from lunch and then gave her a little wave. A moment later I was padding back downstairs, still naked. 

I found a fucking gangbang fucking going on in the common room. The only thing missing was an empty beer bottle jammed up Alissa’s cunt.

My friend was no longer on the couch. She was on her knees in the middle of the floor. One guy was doing her doggy style from behind while she eagerly sucked and gulped another in front of her. There was a freaking crowd around her and the moment I was seen, two guys grabbed me. Despite my protests I was thrown down onto the couch and before I could do more than push a few of the guys away, a condom clad cock was slid into my wet pussy. Dick waved in my face.

“Wait!” I yelled! “Wait, damn it!” I said, even as my hands were grabbed and lifted above my head and my legs were pulled wide apart. Strong fingers encircled my wrists and ankles, and despite the fact I found it a terrible turn on, I couldn’t just give in to the moment. There were other issues at stake. “Damn it!” I yelled. “I said wait!” 

For a second I thought things were going to devolve, but then I saw Zack walking into the room. He looked around for a moment, then quickly came to my side, pulling bodies out of his way. The one frat brother already pounding my pussy was pushed aside and he only let out a temporary snort of frustration as Zack looked down at me.

“You okay?” 

I frowned, just a bit irritated, especially since I was still being held spread open. “We’re not here for this. And I need Alissa back upstairs.”

Zack’s eyes went to the four guys holding my limbs. “Let her go.” Then he turned and looked over to where Alissa was still getting banged. “Time’s up,” he told the two guys still getting services. They both protested, but Zack and another one of the graduate students pulled them away, leaving Alissa kneeling there, her slit dripping, looking both inordinately pleased with herself, and just a little tired. I climbed up from the couch and went over to her.

“I thought you were only going to do the ones with the marks you put on their wrists,” I said wryly, helping her up. She gave me a sheepish look. 

“I wasn’t thinking too clearly. The newcomers just put the same mark on their wrists. And I sort of lost count.” She looked around. There had to be eighteen guys around. Some dressed, some not. “Oh. Oh my…”

I rolled my eyes. “It’s your turn,” I told her. “Are you even up for handling Ryian?” I asked, somewhat put out with my friend. Alissa suddenly looked both tired, and unsure of herself.

“Uh…” She muttered. “I’m not sure. I could use a break,” she admitted. I took her hand and began leading her out of the common room. We climbed the stairs and I looked back down. There were some seriously disappointed faces down there. The story I’d been telling Ryian came to mind. They looked like they needed their very own fraternity slut. We went back to Ryian’s room and found Kylie holding Ryian’s shaft, stretching out the limp member, while she drew little circles on his testicles with her other hand. She was using just the fingernail and I understood what a tease that could be, having employed the same technique myself on occasion. Alissa plopped down into the chair and I sat next to Kylie on the bed, with Ryian between us. 

“I think it’s time for us to move to the backup plan,” I said simply. “This is usually the spot where things start to get difficult.”

“Are you sure?” Kylie asked, still rubbing Ryian’s scrotum. I nodded, reached out, and began rubbing the bottom of Ryian’s right foot. He twitched, but evidently it didn’t tickle, because he just sighed a bit. I scooped up a bit of the oil Kylie had used to lube his groin and ran a wet line down the inside of his arch.

“Yeah,” I said. “I know, but Ryian’s orgasms have been intense. Look at him.”

Ryian sighed. “Yeah, look at me,” he repeated. 

"That calls for more serious action," I replied. I gave Alissa a grin. "I think it's time to play Choose the Dare."

Alissa’s eyebrows went up. "Uh, am I playing, or rubbing?" 

I glanced over at Kylie who gave Alissa a studious glance. “You look a little tapped. Are you even up for rubbing?” She asked. The petite brunette pursed her lips, clearly thinking. 

“Might be better for me to the dares,” Alissa conceded.

Kylie smiled, still tickling Ryian’s balls. “I concur,” she agreed. “Especially up against Bre.”

There was a masculine cough. "So what's 'choose the dare'?"

I smiled down at Ryian. He had no idea what was coming, though if he guessed “himself,” he’d be mostly right. "It's a game. Alissa and I will both dare each other to accept certain sexual torments, inflicted upon us by the other. You get to choose which dare gets done."

Alissa smirked. "The loser has to do the dare and the winner gets a point and thinks of a new dare. First to ten points wins," she added, looking at Ryian. "If you chose my dares, then only Breanne gets the torment. And I get the points." She stood up and rounded the bed to stand opposite me as Kylie continued to rub and fondle Ryian's limp noodle.

I glanced around and noted the cup full of pens on Ryian's desk, including a black permanent marker. I smiled at Alissa. "Fine. I dare you to let me draw a smiley face on your left breast, with your nipple as the nose."

Ryian let out a laugh as Alissa gave me a bewildered, "are you fucking nuts?" Sort of look. Then her expression changed to determination. "You have to give the toes of Ryian's right foot a one minute massage," she retorted. "With your pussy."

I looked up and pulled my hand away from Ryian’s foot with a frown, but then I looked over at Ryian. Still stretched out spread-eagled, he cocked his head slightly to the side and looked at the two of us. Then his eyes focused on Alissa.

“Sorry. I like the idea of the smiley face,” he said ruefully, chuckling.

“Fuck,” Alissa muttered, looking away. I grinned, spun, pulled the marker out of the cup and then curled a finger at Alissa. 

“Point for me. Come here darling,” I teased.

Alissa came over and with her back to Ryian, cupped her left breast as I uncapped the marker. 

“Please don’t make it look stupid,” she said weakly. 

So I drew two big round eyes on the upper slopes of her tit, with the eyeballs rolling wildly in different directions. Then, underneath her nipple, went a big curved line. I drew a tiny tongue sticking out, lolling. Alissa glared at me. 

“Show him,” I said with a laugh, capping the marker.

Alissa covered her breast and went around up the side of the bed. Slowly, dramatically, all while Kylie still played around with Ryian’s flaccid cock, she uncovered the cartoon tit. Ryian let out a chuckle as I quickly circled around her and grabbed her boob, squeezing it a little. It made the eyes roll and dance and the tongue wag. Ryian started laughing in earnest.

“Now that’s funny!” He said. 

“It is pretty silly looking,” Kylie agreed, her own smile making it clear she thought my drawing appropriate. 

Alissa fumed a little bit. Then she turned back to me. “Alright hot shot, next dare.”

I bit my lip. I had to think. Something a little more intense. I looked around the room. Her drink was still on the desk. “Take a cube of ice and rub it all over your pussy, then push it in to melt”

Alissa looked over at Ryian. “Well?” 

He blinked. “Don’t you need to come up with a dare as well?”

She shook her head. “No. My dare from last time stands. Which is better? Ice on my pussy, or her pussy on your toes?”

Ryian looked at both of us, back and forth. “Her pussy on my toes.”

I opened my mouth to protest a little, but Alissa smirked and snapped her fingers. “Well? Go on. Give him a one minute toe fuck.”

I gave her a little sneer and then moved down to the end of the bed. Ryian’s foot was sticking out, still tied via the bondage cuff to the corner. I lifted one leg and straddled him, giving him a sheepish look. Then, when he grinned, he wiggled his toes. I felt them against my thighs. I dropped down just a bit, until I felt his touch against my petals, and with deliberate slowness, began rubbing my wet little pussy across the end of his foot.

I didn’t try to fuck him. Not technically. Not yet. No, first I needed to really soak him, so I spent a decent amount of time just getting his little piggies as wet as I possibly could. Alissa watched, her hands rubbing Ryian’s other leg as Kylie continued to play with the man’s cock. 

“Oh, stop wasting time and fuck him!” Alissa finally declared. “Like this!” She moved down to the end of the other leg, grabbed Ryian’s left foot, and jammed his toes up into her pussy. He gasped as my mouth dropped open in astonishment. A look of satisfaction crossed her face and she moaned. As she was clearly ramped up, soaked and eager, I drove myself down on the toes wriggling in my pussy, intent on the toe fucking, not to be outdone. 

“First one off gets ten strokes with the flogger,” Alissa declared. “Right on the pussy. No cumming."

She was crazy! Ten strokes? And clearly she was way more aroused than I was. I hesitated for a moment until I got a look at Ryian’s dick. It had started to firm up. “Okay," I replied.

“Deal,” she declared. Then she looked over at Ryian. “Wriggle those toes!”

Poor Ryian. I’m not sure he’d ever experienced something quite like this before and we were certainly abusing him, albeit in an unusual way. I've actually been both  foot fucked, and been on the receiving end before and the sensation of having a wet, warm cunt on your toes is a bit unusual. And two girls at the same time? 

I felt him wriggle beneath me. There wasn't much in the way of penetrative depth, but since I was just basically humping his foot, there didn't need to be. Plus the width was a bit more than I'd had before. He must have had size twelves or thirteens. 

Kylie noticed the difference in Ryian too and her rubbing, oiled fingers were suddenly replaced with her tongue. Thank God for flavored oil, right? Opposite me, Alissa was being a wild little bunny, writhing, cupping her breasts and pinching her nipples.

How the fuck could a girl who had just been gang banged still be horny? 

Wait. Sorry. I sort of understood that actually. 

I noticed Ryian was trying to alternate the movement of his toes between us, clearly trying to work us both into a froth. I could see his breathing quicken, and Kylie wasn't just sucking. She was bobbing. That was a great sign. From my perspective, that made a difference. 

I looked over at Alissa and suddenly felt guilty. I'd been the one to ask her along. Why should she have to take ten strokes to the pussy? I bit my lip and began quickening the thrust of my hips. It wasn't easy to push myself back up toward climax, especially against such an oddly shaped phallus. Toes just weren't made for fucking pussy.

But Alissa evidently disagreed because a moment later she gasped, twitching with pleasure, her eyes closing as she frantically rubbed her clit along Ryian’s big toe. My eyes widened in surprise as she shuddered, letting out an obvious sigh of relief. I slowed to a stop and just looked at her. A smile spread across her face and she glanced in my direction with a wicked look.

“Oh… oops,” she said with amusement.

Between Ryian’s legs, Kylie was now sucking Ryian’s full, hard cock. Alissa extracted her cunt from Ryian’s foot and staggered around the bed, up past Kylie. Then she climbed up, pushing the brunette pixie out of the way, to swing her leg over Ryian’s head. For a second, I thought she was going to press herself to his face, but instead she dropped to all fours, her luscious breasts dragging along his tummy. I wondered how the stupid padlock we all wore felt to Ryian, but as Alissa took Kylie’s place, her sweet little mouth surrounding Ryian’s cock, I suddenly understood what was happening. 

I turned to the desk where our bag was and I pulled out the short flogger. It wasn’t a full sized number, but it was sufficient, and I moved up next Alissa on the bed as Kylie moved away and sat down in the arm chair. Alissa’s butt was up in the air, her legs spread to either side of Ryian’s chest, and her shins were jacked up against his outstretched arms. It was a great position. Ryian had a perfect view of her wet, dripping pussy, just a foot away from his nose. 

And I had a target.

From the side I lifted the flogger. “Alright girl, let’s give you your ten strokes,” I said dramatically. I swung the whip at about a quarter strength and the silly thing did exactly what I intended it to do it. It curled through her butt crack perfectly, snapped against the brown star of her bottom, and then slapped against her pussy with a wet smack. Alissa jumped and squealed way more than she needed too, making it seem like I’d just left a blistering burn down through her petals. But with her mouth still wrapped around Ryian’s cock, her hands gripping the base, stroking hard and fast, I didn’t want to hit hard. Besides, this wasn’t for Alissa’s benefit, or mine for that matter. It was for Ryian’s. He was the one who had to cum. 

“You’re going to pay for being such a fuckslut,” I announced in a loud voice, slapping the flogger back down between her legs. Alissa squealed a bit, shaking her rump back and forth and I added a decent spank of my hand to her flank. I swung the whip again, coming close to Ryian’s nose, but doing an even better job of curling the leather strands down over her pussy. Alissa gasped, churning her little rump in circles. Her pussy was still very wet and I smacked her again as her head bounded up and down. 

“Oh God!” Ryian gasped.

I managed to get to eight just as Alissa came up off him for just a moment. “He needs pussy!” She declared, then gobbled him back up. I took the opportunity to hit her again, lightly, right over the pussy. It was Kylie who came to her rescue, grabbing a condom and hurrying over. I couldn’t really see what they were doing, but I swung the flogger again, striking poor Alissa right on the petals. Then she came up, my target disappearing, and Kylie swung herself over Ryian, her breasts pressed against Alissa’s chest. She sank down with a groan and began furiously fucking.

Alissa licked her lips, but got off Ryian as Kylie did the deed. She looked at me from the other side of the bed with a grin. “I dare you to put clothespins on your nipples, and let Ryian take them off with his mouth,” she said with a grin.

I laughed. “Wow. That’s original. We’ve already done that,” I taunted. “Ryian? Ice in her pussy? Or clothespins on me?” I asked.

His attention was focused on Kylie, who was doing a damn good job of getting the man close. “What?” He gasped.

“Clothespins on my breasts? Or ice in Alissa’s pussy?” I repeated.

He blinked, pleasure still written deeply across his face. “Clothespins!” He managed to say.

I blinked. His choice surprised me and I saw Alissa’s wicked grin as she stuck her tongue out at me. With a frustrated grimace on my face, I turned back to the desk and grabbed a handful, then went back to the bed. With Alissa on the other side, I reached across and held out the wooden pegs. After she took them, I cupped my breasts, so that they were right above Ryian’s face. 

“This is going to hurt,” Alissa said eagerly. “A lot.” Then she pinched the first clothespin open and set it on my right nipple.

Normally, when someone puts a clothespin on my tit, they push it in a bit, the idea being that you don’t want to pinch just the nipple. The tip of a woman’s breast is very delicate, sensitive, all because we’re supposed to be able to handle the sucking of a baby, or a man. So when you put a clothespin on, or any clamp for that matter, you try to pinch behind the nipple. It aches, but isn’t excruciating. 

Alissa deliberately went shallow and the intense surge of hurt that shot up through my tit made me gasp. I jerked, eyes wide and she lifted the second clothespin. Just like the first, she clipped it right on the tip of my breast, so that the pincer was right on the pink nub. Pain rushed through me and I shook a little. Ryian absolutely loved it, grunting hard as he thrust up into Kylie. Then I moved a little, offering him my pegged titties.

“Take them off? Please?” I whimpered. I pushed the clothespin on my right breast up to his mouth and he was about to open up, to bite the end and free my breast, but then he shook his head. 

“Ice!” He blurted out. “Put a cube of ice in her pussy and then I will!” 

I looked up at Alissa and saw that her eyes had widened. With the tips of my breasts hurting like hell, I turned, grabbed one of the cups on the table, and reached in, pulling out a half melted ice cube. I handed it across to her, a few cold droplets falling on Ryian’s chest. He didn’t seem to care and Kylie was energetic in her movements. Alissa took the cube, looked at it for a moment, then turned around. She bent over, sticking her butt out and exposing her slit. Then my friend did exactly what was expected of her. She rubbed the ice over her clit. There was a little gasp from her, then she slid the white, melting rock right up into her cunt with a squeal.

I bent over immediately and before Ryian could say anything, put the end of one of the clothespins in his mouth. He bit down, but there was a twist and I gritted my teeth, squealing through them as fresh pain shot up through my breast. Then the peg came free of my tit. I took the clothespin from him and offered him my other breast. 

Across from me Alissa was twitching due to the cold, her fingers rubbing at her slit, while Kylie rode Ryian eagerly. Her eyes were closed and she was pinching her own nipples, the muscles of her abdomen rippling with feline feminine grace as she slid up and down Ryian's shaft. I managed to get the other clothespin into Ryian's mouth.

"Bite down," I groaned.

Instead he moved his jaw back and forth. I let out a panicked squeal as my nipple was twisted in similar ways. Agonizing pain shot up through my tit.

"Ryian!" I gasped. He laughed, but then bit down, freeing my breast. I lurched backward, my hand coming up to my breast as he spit out the wooden peg. 

But before I could say anything, or admonish him, Kylie fell forward, pressing her breasts to his chest, rubbing her entire, oil slick body against his. Ryian responded, straining against her, and in her. So I reached up and freed his right hand. Alissa saw me do it and did the left. In seconds he had her, pushing her up, his fingers kneading Kylie’s tits. She groaned shuddering, clearly close, and I watched as she exploded a few seconds later. 

"My feet! Please!" Ryian gasped.

Alissa looked at me, a worried look on her face. I bit my lip. Some men have preferred positions and maybe Ryian was a guy who liked being on top. And admittedly Kylie was slowing down, clearly satisfied. But if I let him up, would he agree to go back down?

"Bre! Please!" He begged. 

I let out an exasperated breath and went to his ankle. Alissa took the hint and unclipped the other bondage cuff. Kylie was still out of it, wrapped in his arms and flushed with the euphoria that comes from sexual climax. The second Ryian was free he surged up from the bed, spinning with her in his arms, like a Brazos gator with prey, dragging her down to a warm, wet death. 

Kylie was on her back, pinned to the mattress beneath him, gasping as Ryian showed just how strong and powerful he truly was. He thrust into her hard, his muscular hips pounding against her narrow curves, her eyes glazed, mouth open. I blinked, just a little astonished at how forceful his thrusts were. Kylie’s entire body rippled as she was fucked silly. I leaned back, feeling just a tad bit jealous. 

Alissa stared too as our friend was smashed. It took only two more minutes and then Ryian was gasping, grunting. He drove his hips against Kylie and the bed creaked. Then he froze, holding himself deep within her. 

“Ohhhhhh,” Kylie whispered, eyes widening. Her body twitched. Alissa and I froze, watching her, just a little worried.

Oh?

Ryian suddenly collapsed on top of her with a sigh of relief and she wrapped her arms around him. It was an utterly romantic thing to do and the look of sublime satisfaction on Kylie’s face made it pretty damn clear how she was feeling. He moved to roll off her, but she held on for a moment longer. The seconds crawled by and I know she was letting him soften inside her. Then finally she shifted and a moment later they were face to face, lying on their sides on the bed. 

I glanced at the clock. It was just after six in the evening. Thirteen.


Fraternity Slut - Part Five

“Kylie?” I said. “We um… we need to start again,” I reminded her. Kylie hummed something affirmative, but she didn’t move at all. Instead it was Ryian who looked up. 

“No offense, Bre. But I’m done,” he said in a relaxed tone. “You did me good, but I’m tapped.”

I snorted. “Of course you aren’t. I’ve worked guys way past the fourteen orgasm mark.” I shook my head. “Just lay back down so we can tie you up again and in just a few minutes, I swear, you’ll be hard as a rock.”

Ryian laughed easily. “Nah. It’s after six. We’re done.” He extracted himself from Kylie who let him go willingly, still blinking away her orgasmic aftermath. I moved around the bed quickly, hands raised.

“Wait. Ryian. No,” I said, putting up my hands. I closed the distance and put my hands on his chest. “Please?” I begged. “Please lay back down?”

He smiled. “Bre, you’re beautiful, and so are your friends. But seriously, I’m done.”

Alissa suddenly sidled up to him. She reached down, gently taking hold of his penis. “Come on baby. You can handle another few cums, right? A big guy like you?” She rubbed her breasts against him, but to my surprise he reached down, pulled her hand away from his groin, and shook his head. 

“Done. Gonna shower now,” he said.

“Great!” I replied. “I could use a shower.”

Alissa nodded. “Me too. We could wash you,” she said suggestively, running her hand down his back and to his nicely sculpted ass. 

Ryian turned, reached out, and grabbed Kylie’s hand, pulling her upright. “Kylie is going to shower with me,” he said amiably. Kylie blinked. I could see the sexual daze in her eye. Having her in the shower would be about as arousing as handling a bar of soap. Ryian grinned. Alissa and I gave her a look, then took a step back. Ryian helped her to her feet, then they walked out of the room.

Alissa looked at me. “What the fuck?”

I frowned and plopped down into the desk chair. “We let him up,” I said dejectedly. “They almost never go back down after ten if you let them up.” 

Alissa sat down on the edge of the bed. “Kylie might get him going again?” 

I gave her a look. “Did you see her face? She so sated right now she won’t be horny again for an hour or two.”

Alissa cringed. “Longer than that, Bre. We aren’t all like you.”

I glared at her. “You seemed to be enjoying yourself downstairs,” I accused. “Where I found you gangbanging over a dozen guys!” 

Now it was Alissa’s turn to get mad. “And where were you when I found you? You were supposed to be up here! Maybe he wouldn’t be resisting if you’d done your fucking job!”

I stood up and so did Alissa and I’m not sure where it might have led if Zack hadn’t peeked in through the half open door at that precise moment.

“Ladies!” He said lightly. “How are things going?” 

Alissa gave me another nasty look and turned away. I could tell she was tired. I was tired. I crossed my arms over my bare breasts and looked at Zack. “We got to thirteen. Then he escaped to go shower with Kylie. He says he’s done.”

Zack digested that. Then he shrugged. “So, he’s done. If you girls are still hungry, there’s plenty of meat downstairs,” he said, the innuendo obvious. 

I gave him a frustrated look. “That’s not the issue! This was supposed to be a milking! Thirteen orgasms? That’s it? For three girls? It’s embarrassing!”  

Zack came up to me and wrapped his arms around my shoulders. It was a hug. Nothing more. No groping. No pinching. No slipping of fingers up my butt crack or into my pussy. 

“Breanne,” he said gently. “It’s okay. Really. There were no expectations other than Ryian, and the three of you, having a good time.” He squeezed me gently, then let go enough so that we could look each other in the eye.

“You’re not disappointed in me?” I asked, still worried.

Zack laughed. “You did great. So did Alissa and Kylie. Okay?”

I smiled. Then I sighed. Zack let me go and I sat back down. Alissa seemed somewhat mollified and I looked at her. “Sorry,” I said honestly. “I got grumpy. Forgive me?”

Alissa let out a frustrated breath and nodded. “Yeah. Sorry. Me too.” 

Zack clapped his hands together once. “Great! So what’s the plan?”

I took stock. “I guess we wait to see if Kylie is successful in getting him interested again. If Ryian wants more, we’ll see if we can get him tied down. If not, then I guess we’re done.”

Zack nodded. “Alright, though again, you don’t have to leave if you aren’t satisfied.”

Alissa laughed. “No kidding,” she said. But there wasn’t anything after that. I squirmed a little. 

“You know what sucks?” I asked. Zack and Alissa looked at me.

“I didn’t get to finish the fraternity slut interview story.”

Zack looked intrigued. “The fraternity slut interview story? What’s that?” 

I chuckled. “I made up a story about some freshman girl showing up to interview for the position of fraternity slut. The requirements were extreme. Ryian was the interviewer, getting a strip tease, then a blow job. Somehow, the girl ended on her back, legs spread for a whipping, with clothespins on her breasts.”

Zack looked at me with a sparkle in his eye and laughed. “You’ll have to write it out. Another fiction story.”

I shrugged. “Maybe.”

Zack ran his hand through his hair. “Well, unless either of you beautiful ladies wants to come back to my room for an interview, I’m going to leave you here. Bre, stop by to let me know the plan, okay?”

I grinned and Alissa giggled. “Alright,” I said with a short nod. He turned around and left the room, leaving me with Alissa.

“Sorry,” she said to me, really meaning it. 

I nodded. “Me too.”

For a moment we stared at each other. “Do you think she’ll get him going again?”

I frowned and shook my head. “Unlikely.” We waited for almost a full half an hour before the two of them came back into the room. Kylie was no longer dazed and I have to admit she looked pretty positive. Ryian was wrapped in a towel and Alissa and I looked up. We’d discussed tackling him, but didn’t know if just the two of us would be enough to get him back down on the bed. Besides, he’d taken off the bondage cuffs. Even if we did get him down, how were we supposed to secure him before he managed to get back up again.

“Ready to cum again?” I asked brightly.

Ryian gave me a smile. “Look Bre, I appreciate what you three girls have done. I will remember this for the rest of my life. But yeah, I’m still done.”

I licked my lips. “You aren’t even getting into the top three guys,” I said dejectedly. “I mean, really. You want to be immortalized by being remembered as the guy who could only take thirteen orgasms?”

“Fourteen,” Kylie said. “I blew him in the shower.” 

Alissa and I blinked. 

“It was quick, but he definitely came,” Kylie said sincerely.

I gave Ryian a steady, long look. “Lie down. Two more.” I held up two fingers. “Get through two more and then if you want to quit, we’ll let you up,” I told him.

Kylie squeezed his hand. Still wrapped in a towel, she was the only wholesome one of us. “Please? Just two more.”

“I’m wiped, babe.” Ryian was being honest. 

“We’ll be gentle. I promise,” she urged. For a moment he stood there, indecision written clearly across his face. Then he seemed to acquiesce, his shoulders slumping. Slowly he let his own towel drop to the floor and he laid back down on the bed. 

Alissa and I moved fast, quickly putting the bondage cuffs back on him while Kylie bared herself, got out the oil, and began rubbing Ryian’s chest, staying away from his cock. It wasn’t until we got his legs spread and his arms secured that her hand slid down to his groin. 

“Whose turn is it?” Alissa asked. I grinned.

“I think we’re a little past that,” I told her. “But technically mine.” Alissa gave me a short nod and Kylie, letting the towel drop, moved up next to the bed. We all looked down at Ryian, who took a deep breath.

“Just two more?” He asked suspiciously as he tested the bondage cuffs holding him spread-eagled to the bed.

I grinned and climbed up onto the mattress. Kylie grabbed a few clothespins as Alissa picked up the whip and the flavored oil.

I let out a laugh and flipped my hair back over my shoulder. “Two. Ten. Nineteen,” I whispered in a low, seductive voice. “Who’s counting?”

And then all three of us bent down, to use him.




Fraternity Slut - Epilogue

It was late and I think what really ended things was hunger. Alissa and Kylie stood in the foyer of the frat house, a cadre of very disappointed men standing around. We had already gotten into our coats and Alissa was glaring at me as I struggled with whether I should stay or not.

“Breanne. You need to eat. You’ve been fucking all day,” Kylie reminded me. She held up the pair of gift cards Zach had given her. They went to one of our favorite restaurants.

Zack nodded. “Bre, we’ll all still be here tomorrow. Trust me,” he said with assurance. “Go. Eat. Rest.” He gave me a warm smile.

I sighed, then nodded. “Alright.” We opened the door and Zack walked us back out. As we got to the car, he took my elbow.

“Out of curiosity, how did he do?” Zack asked.

I grinned. “I don’t kiss and tell. At least, not with statistics. He did quite respectably. Not quite the record, but not bad either.” My eyes narrowed a bit. “When do you get your masters?” I asked.

A slightly concerned look in his eye flashed momentarily, but then he smiled. “Not for a while yet,” he assured me. “But I’ll let you know.”

“Or Jonathan will,” I replied saucily. For a moment we looked at each other as the other girls got in the car. “Gotta go,” I replied. “Hungry.” I rose up on tiptoe and kissed him on the cheek.

Zack smiled. “Here,” he said quickly. He reached into his jacket and pulled out an envelope. “Here. For you.” Then he opened the door and helped me in. I sat down next to Alissa and she revved the engine. “Are you really going to eat at the restaurant? You aren’t wearing anything under that jacket.”

“Starving,” I said again, grinning. “See ya later!” I closed the door and the wheels turned. I watched as the frat house disappeared from view.

“I still can’t believe we managed seventeen orgasms from Ryian,” Kylie said from the backseat. “And I had five.”

Alissa laughed. “I had more than that, but I admit that a few of them were downstairs, getting gangbanged.” She looked over at me. I had lifted the envelope with my name on it. “What’s that?”

I opened it up. There was a single piece of paper inside. Across the top, printed in broad, black letters, was the word “Wanted.”

I snorted and laughed at the same time.

“What?” Kylie asked. “What does it say?”

I read it aloud. “Wanted: Fraternity Slut. Must be beautiful, lusty, and wanton. Must expect constant sexual use, be masochistic and able to accept bondage, discipline, public humiliation and sexual torment. Multi-orgasmic is beneficial for the position. Requires flexibility, excellent cocksucking skills, high tolerance to pain, and acceptance of repeated oral, vaginal, and anal penetration. Familiarity with clamps, whips, dildos, vibrators, and other sexual tools beneficial. Walk-in interviews acceptable.”

Kylie laughed. Alissa smirked. “That’s the story you were telling, right?”

I nodded. “Guess Zack wants me to write it out,” I said, tucking it back into my coat.

“Or to apply,” Kylie said snidely.

I blinked.

Alissa looked over at me. For a moment none of us spoke.

“Tomorrow?” She asked.

I nodded.

“Tomorrow what?” Kylie asked in confusion.

Alissa grinned. “It says walk-ins are welcome.”

I laughed. I couldn’t help it. Somethings are ingrained. They’re meant to be. Alissa, me, and Kylie. On our backs, our legs spread wide, someone holding a leather belt or sap above us, spanking our little clits into paste. I’m not the only nympho humiliation pain slut.

And who knows… maybe, just maybe… I’d have a new title the next day.

Fraternity Slut.
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