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Wardrobe Choices - Openings

I stood in the doorway of my apartment’s closet and stared up at the long line of clothing that hung neatly from a variety of hangers. A cacophony of colors and materials seemed to burn a wet, cold depression through my usually sunny demeanor, and I frowned in frustration, a sense of defeat overwhelming me. For just over two years I’d been working for my best friend, Kari Anders, a successful interior designer who catered to the tastes of Houston’s ultra-rich. Over the years she had thoughtfully supplied me with an entire wardrobe’s worth of outfits to wear to work, which most folks would consider incredibly generous. I would have held that same opinion, except for the fact that Kari and I had very different ideas on what was suitable attire for an office environment. 

The difference in that perspective came because we viewed my job responsibilities from slightly differing angles. I thought of myself as her personal assistant: responsible for keeping her schedule straight, helping with clients, ordering supplies, and handling invoicing. On occasion, maybe even adding in my own two cents worth of design expertise. Kari, on the other hand, liked to think of me as her “little nympho humiliation pain slut.”

And that was the crux of the problem. Instead of socially acceptable work clothes, I’d been given… well… my closet spoke for itself. Practically every outfit she’d ever bought me seemed to be lacking something, decency mostly. Each skirt I owned barely covered my butt or had inappropriately placed slits. Every blouse either had a plunging neckline, or was transparent, or missing buttons, the better to expose my bosom. Dressing for work was more like putting on a costume meant for an adult actress starring in “Secretary Vixens Get Bound and Fucked XIV.” 

And I seemed to have regular star billing.

I sighed. In truth, there was something liberating about wearing slutty outfits. There is a certain amount of power to be had in being constantly desirable. Let me put it this way; had Kari and I both been stripped naked, ordered to act “sexy” and then presented to a cadre of wanton men, Kari would be selected first. She’s tall, blonde, beautiful and elegant. Me? I'm short, with wide hips, and slightly too large breasts for my frame. My skin is dotted with freckles and my legs are bowed from years of riding horses. My face? Well, you wouldn't exactly need a paper sack in order to endure a night with me, but I'm under no illusions. I'm cute, rather than pretty. 

Dressing like a porn starlet has some advantages. First, I'm instantly approachable. I'm desired. I'm lusted after. Men look at Kari and see a goddess they must worship from afar, or in their dreams. Men look at me and they see a wanton slut begging for them to rip my clothes off, lay me on the altar, and sacrifice me to said goddess after exploring every hole. Multiple times preferably. Dressed in one of these outfits, the choice between Kari and me becomes easy. I’m the one they're more likely to fuck.

That's power, of a sort.

Still, another part of me hated dressing like a perennial sex kitten. Left to my own devices you'd find me in blue jeans, tee shirts, and long sleeve, button up oxfords, or flannels, considering the temperature outside. Certainly not some daring little strip of cloth letting way too much skin show. The conservative, South Texas, Catholic, former farm girl inside me had definite opinions on attire, not to mention behavior.

As I stood there, another issue reared its ugly head. Even more important than the laws involving public lewdness, or my fragile sense of decency, was the weather. Houston, during January, can be chilly and wet. I caught pneumonia one year, which put me in the hospital for nearly three weeks. I always seem to catch something about this time and freezing my cute little ass off seemed like a decent way to get sick quicker. 

Sex power be damned. I hate being cold.

Which left me in a quandary. My boss/mistress wanted me dressed like a slut and had made it clear that failing to do so would result in punishment. My doctor wanted me wrapped up like an Eskimo in a snowstorm and advised that failure to do so would result in a week's forced bed rest and a sore throat, all while trying to cough up my skull. And that morning, as I considered the skimpy shirts and short skirts, I knew that I was probably going to get punished. One way or the other.

An hour later I was sitting at my desk when my mistress arrived. It was exactly nine a.m., on the dot, and Kari didn't even make it to the door of our glass fronted suite before her eyes narrowed in displeasure. Her lips pursed with a pensive frown. She pushed open the door, paused at the side of my desk, and stared down at me.

“Good morning, Kari.” I said it brightly, cheerfully, as if I hadn't deliberately disobeyed her standing orders. 

“That's an interesting ensemble,” she observed. “It's very…” she paused to consider her words carefully. “Inappropriate.”

For a moment I looked her in the eye. There was the usual tug of wills and half a second later I wilted. A sudden flurry of regret, worry, and even despair shot through me. Kari was unhappy with me. It was almost enough to make me throw it all to the wind, strip naked right there, and beg for forgiveness. 

For the record, my mistress had already expressed concern for my constitution. Kari had excused me from having to strip naked while driving, a little dominatrix stipulation she'd ordered when she gave me a car for Christmas the year before. She had also made it clear that I could wear whatever I wanted into work, provided I was dressed suitably when she arrived. The fact that I was still in blue jeans, cowboy boots, flannel and tee shirts, must have really irked her. 

I looked down. “I'm sorry, Kari. I was so cold this morning,” I said. “I'm still freezing, but if you want me to wear the backup outfit, I will.”

The backup outfit Kari kept for me was a skirt so short that I'd be sitting on my bare butt, along with a gold and crimson peasant blouse that left half my bosom hanging out beneath the bottom hem. Humiliating as hell. Borderline indecent. And about as warm as a bikini in a snowstorm.

Kari’s expression didn't change a whit. “If I desire you to wear the backup outfit, you will. Whether you want to or not,” she explained in a clear, precise tone. “I don't need your permission to strip you naked and punish you either.”

I gulped. Fair points. I felt a shiver slide through me. 

“Are you at least stuffed with the toy of the day?” She asked with a disdainful sniff. I nodded, wanting to please her in some way.

“Yes, mistress. The vibroballs. But they're off right now.” Kari considered that, then held out her hand. For a second, I wondered what she wanted, then I realized her intent. I got up from the chair, dug into my pocket, and brought out the small fob that sported the controls. Kari took it from me and smiled wickedly.

“Do not cum,” she ordered. And with that, she pressed on the control and I felt an almost instantaneous vibration start up inside me. It went from low, to medium, and then to high with three clicks beneath Kari thumb. My sex, stuffed with the oversized, egg shaped vibrators, tightened enthusiastically. I let out a tiny, soft gasp even as my hips responded to the intense sexual stimulation.  Two or three thrusts of my loins, searching for something to fuck or hump, made it clear that the lust boiling through me was going to be difficult to resist. 

“I will consider your disobedience, and craft an appropriate response to it,” she continued, turning away. “We’ll be leaving in about an hour.”

“Kari?” I said breathlessly, the sweet bliss between my legs sending waves of pleasure up through me. “Kari?”

“What?” She asked curtly, even as she took a single step away, down the hall toward her office. 

I looked at her in bewilderment. “You said that I didn’t need to go with you to the Johnson account meeting this morning.”

Kari nodded. “That was the case. I’ve changed my mind.” 

“But… but I’m not dressed for a business meeting,” I stammered. There were certain proprieties in business. Showing up dressed like a ranch hand was just about as bad as showing up as a prostitute. At least to me.

She glanced back at me. “Yes. That is a concern. But I’ll come up with something. In the meantime, don’t cum or I’ll punish you more.”

I blinked. “More?” I whispered. 

“More.” Then she walked away, down to her office.

Slowly, I sat back down, my pussy clenching and squeezing and fluttering beneath my jeans, and I could feel the sticky, hot wetness soaking my panties. I took a deep breath, only to notice that it came in a shuddering draw. 

“Don’t cum, Breanne.” I snorted. Sure. Yeah. Right.


Wardrobe Choices - Part Two

“Breanne!” Kari called out from her office, twenty minutes later.

I sat in my chair, shuddering. My lower half was so close to the forbidden orgasm that I was scared the slightest movement might trigger the explosion I’d been so expressly trying to avoid. I twisted my upper half, even as my pussy tightened hard around the two buzzing, tumbling vibrators in my sex. 

“Yes?” 

“Come here please,” Kari ordered.

There was nothing I could do. I took a deep breath, steeling myself. I’d endured the intense vibrations for almost a full twenty minutes. To be honest, I was surprised I’d lasted this long. I had expected to blow a gasket much sooner. I put my moist palms down on the desktop and pushed myself up. The new angle changed the way the vibroballs moved inside of me. In some ways it lightened the intensity of the sensation, and in others, it just moved that sensorial stimulation to another little part of me. Frustrated, desperate, very wet and distinctly uncomfortable, I waddled down the hall, fingers curled tightly into fists, struggling to resist the urge to cream. Kari was in her office and I stuck my head in.

“Can I cum?” I said roughly, and without preamble. The tension in my voice was palpable, like a heavy fog on a dewy morning. Kari looked up, studied me for a moment, and then shook her head. 

“No. But you can go to the conference room. Remove your clothing, all of it, and sit in one of the chairs with your legs spread.”

I swallowed hard. “I’m going to cum,” I warned her. “It’s too much.”

Kari shrugged. “I told you not to.”

“It’s not like I have a choice,” I whined, frustrated. My hips were starting to swing, and I knew the battle was probably lost, just from that.

Kari eyed me. “You do. Think of something else. Garbage cans. Cleaning toilets. Dead puppies”

For a second, I looked at her in disbelief. “Kari, there are two motor filled plastic eggs in my pussy.”

She smiled. “Resist or you’ll be punished for cumming.”

I grit my teeth in frustration. “Then you better be prepared to punish me,” I snapped.

The glint in her eye, the wicked curl of her smile, suddenly chilled me. “Oh. I am.” She pointed. “Now go.”

I twirled on my heel, no longer caring if my steps drove me over the edge. By the time I passed the kitchenette I knew the orgasm was on its way. I passed the art room on my left, then turned into the conference room. A giant mahogany table filled at least three quarters of the room, surrounded by six, luxurious and very expensive leather chairs. A wet bar was built into the back-right hand corner, and a very large television hung on the wall. I began unbuttoning my shirt as the tremors raced through my loins. By the time I was peeling off the flannel and tee shirts, exposing the soft pink lace bra, I was ready to pop. I unclipped my bra, freed my breasts, and with two quick pinches to both pierced nipples, felt the awesome forces of orgasmic ecstasy hit me like an anvil, falling from the sky.

My eyes squeezed shut as I clenched my teeth against the cry of ecstasy that threatened to escape my throat. My entire lower half tightened in fanciful rhythms, shaking and trembling as my pussy squeezed and throttled the vibroballs. Even as the explosion rocked me, the fingers of my right hand shot down, struggling with the belt buckle, the button, and the zipper of my jeans. I pushed, frantic and needy, until I felt the sodden swamp between my thighs, and the faint buzzing of the embedded sex toys through my fingertip. I touched my clit, rubbing frantically as I threw myself, still half dressed, into one of the chairs. I spread my legs and cried out in utter pleasure, anything resembling thought obliterated by the pure physical bliss. 

Kari walked in on me like that. 

“I thought I told you to strip,” she said with a knowing smirk. 

I stared up at her, panting. She looked a bit blurry and I blinked, trying to get my eyes to focus properly. I smiled stupidly. Holy fuck I felt good. Oh God yes. I pulled my hand out of my jeans and licked the goo off my finger. It was salty and tangy and very, very familiar. Yum.

Kari stepped over to the table and set down a box. An honest to God wooden box. I stared at it for a moment, studying the wood grain, the two steel hinges, the brown knot in the plain wood. It wasn’t stained. It took me almost a full minute to realize that I hadn’t even wondered what was inside. 

“That will be another punishment,” Kari said simply, grabbing one of the other chairs and pulling it up in front of me. I stared at her stupidly, still brain fried. Sex is good.

“The box is a punishment?” I said, still not connecting two and two. Thank God she wasn’t asking me to do math. I might have responded with “fish.”

Kari gave me a direct look. “No. Failing to strip as you were told is a punishment, as was disobeying my orders to be properly dressed at work, not to mention the violation of Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #3.” She smiled. “You know, the one that says you are supposed to dress like the slut you are?” Her eyes seemed to sparkle. “Three punishments.”

“Strip?” I repeated dumbly, still just a touch behind. Then I remembered. I shook my head. “Oh. I was supposed to get naked,” I said in surprise. Kari’s litany of my violations seemed to rattle around in my empty, sex-soaked head, just like the vibroballs still oscillating in my pussy. I pushed myself up and finished pushing my jeans down. My boots got in the way, so I plopped back down, took them off and then held out one foot to Kari. “Socks too?” I asked with a silly grin.

“Socks too,” she assured me. I leaned forward and peeled the socks off. Then it was back to my feet this time, my soles feeling the rough carpet, as I tugged and pushed on my panties. They came down, the scent of both my arousal and my orgasm thick and heavy. I kicked the panties off and they flew further than I intended, landing somewhere under the conference table.

Then I sat back down, faced her directly, and draped my legs over the armrests of the chair. It was a provocative position, with my still shaking pussy readily available and exposed. There was a definite trickle of moisture that leaked from my pink petals, downward over my perineum, heading toward the leather seat. But I don’t think Kari minded.

She leaned forward, only barely glancing at my hot, slippery slit. “Let me first start by addressing your clothing choices. Despite my best efforts, you still feel it necessary to disobey me concerning your attire. I’ve decided that the only way to motivate you properly, is to make sure there are consistent and pervasive consequences.”

I blinked. Most of what she said went over my head. 

“So, from here on in, you may wear your jeans whenever you want,” Kari said.

“Wha?” I said, words slurred from the still rather pleasant tingles coming up from my loins. After all, she hadn’t turned off the vibroballs. 

Kari nodded. “Indeed. You can wear jeans at any time. However, it does come at a cost.” She reached back around to the box and opened it. I couldn’t see inside, not from my vantage point, and she pulled something silver and shiny from the container. I felt my breath quicken and my ass tighten in sympathetic pain as she held up the jeweled butt plug. 

“This will be in your ass anytime you are in jeans,” Kari said simply, setting the plug down on the table. It was huge. At least four inches long and two and a half wide. The base had a pretty red glass jewel in, but that mattered little to me. Who would see it if I were wearing jeans? What had me worried was the thickness and size of the anal plug. It was one of the bigger ones. I hate having things in my ass! It was almost like she really didn’t want me wearing jeans or something.

“As for the cowboy boots, you know how I feel,” she continued. She reached back to the box. “Again, you may wear any footwear you desire, however if I cannot see your instep and bare toes, then you will wear this.” She punctuated her sentence with another dive into the container of punishments, pulling out an alligator clamp. It was a smaller one than the jumbo alligator clamp that usually went on my clit, but this one came with an addition. A small silver chain dangled from the end of the clamp. Threaded on it were four beads. Each was the size of a blueberry, but that was where the similarity ended, because there was no way to use the adjective “spherical” to describe them. Each bead was randomly shaped, with hard edges and plenty of points. They hung down enough that I had little doubt they would work their way between my labia, providing an uncomfortable and inconsistent stimulus. Especially with the crotch of a pair of denim pants pulled tightly up against my sex.

“Lastly,” Kari continued. “Should you elect to wear a shirt that is neither transparent nor revealing in some satisfactory way, then your nipples will sport these,” she said, holding up something small and metallic in her right hand. I leaned forward slightly, then tensed as I realized what she had. There were eight, tiny, spherical magnets in her hand. Right now, they clumped together, but I knew that the idea was to arrange them in a circle, with the nipple between. The iron like pull would tighten the magnets, essentially crushing the flesh between them. It would hurt constantly. And with the piercings already threading the tip of each breast, God only knew how much worse it could be. 

Kari set everything in a line on the conference table. She turned back to me, a satisfied look on her face. “Firstly, you have the option of getting dressed in your select outfit from this morning, or the backup clothes, and wearing that to our business meeting.” She turned once more, and to my horror, pulled the peasant blouse and matching skirt from the box on the table. There wasn’t enough material there to upholster a dining room chair, much less cover one wet, lusty, nympho humiliation pain slut.

I stared at her. “Kari, I can’t wear that out in public! It’s meant for here, at the office!” 

She shrugged. “Admittedly, it’s a bit more risqué than usual, but with your coat on, you’ll be warm enough. At least until we get inside, and you take it off. I’m sure Mr. Johnson will be utterly entranced with you.”

I blushed crimson, right down to the tips of my breasts. Holy crap. I was getting turned on again! The idea of me walking along behind her, taking notes and making polite conversation with Mr. Johnson as he explained what he was looking for, with my tits practically hanging out, my dripping, vibrating pussy just barely out of view, scared the hell out of me.

I wanted it. Bad. But...

I lifted my legs from the armrests and brought them down, closing my legs as I put my feet on the ground. I leaned forward.

“Kari, it’s not about humiliating me,” I said softly. For a moment we just sat there, me not daring to look her in the eye. “I just don’t want to get sick again.”

She nodded. “I get that. I do. And it’s why I’ve allowed you, even encouraged you, to dress for the weather on your way to and from work. But it’s seventy-four degrees here in the office, which is warm enough for you to sit at your desk buck naked as far as I’m concerned.” She pointed a finger at me. “This isn't about the weather, or you getting sick. It's about you testing my limits. It’s about you resisting your nature.”

She stood up, kissed me on the forehead, and then bent over, picking up my jeans. She folded them up and laid them on the table, next to the peasant blouse and skirt. 

“You know what you need to do next,” she said simply. “Dress. And remember, if you select the outfit you were wearing just a moment ago, all that…” she gestured at the plug, clamps, and magnet balls, “are part of that outfit.” She smiled.

I blinked; the awful choice laid out for me. The steel magnet balls, the alligator clamp, and that awful, cold, thick, huge butt plug. Oh my God… I didn’t want that. I knew what I had to do. But then something occurred to me.

“Kari? I thought I was supposed to be punished?” I whispered, looking at her.

She grinned, holding up her hand and three fingers. “Three punishments. But don't worry. Get dressed first. Then we will deal with your multiple infractions.” She turned and walked out of the room. I sat there, staring at my two clothing options, then the steel plug. It was so big. And the alligator clamp and beads? Cruel. And I didn't even want to consider the magnet clamps. A friend named Beth had mentioned how uncomfortable they were. My hand lifted as the vibroballs purred and danced and eventually, I chose.


Wardrobe Choices - Finale

“Good morning, Eric.” Kari smiled warmly at the man who opened the door. He was in his early fifties, fit and good looking, and he eagerly welcomed the tall, blonde goddess who stood in his doorway.

“Ms. Anders, thank you for coming,” he said, backing up to allow her entry. I stood behind them, wrapped in my thick, warm coat. His eyes flitted to me, taking in the shock of fire-engine red hair that cascaded down over the cobalt colored felt of my jacket.

“This is my assistant, Breanne Erickson,” Kari explained. “She’s along to take notes and help me with measurements as needed.”

He smiled. “Indeed. A pleasure.” He held out his hand to me. I took it, giving a gentle squeeze. After that he paid me little attention. I put my foot over the threshold of his door, the heel of my shoe clicking noisily. He closed it behind us. Kari was already taking off her coat, glancing at me expectantly. I stifled the groan that threatened to escape my lips, then closed my eyes, ever so briefly. There was nothing to do but follow along. I unbuttoned my coat and shrugged out of it.

Mr. Johnson’s eyeballs popped out of his head, landed on the floor, bounced a few times, and only then returned to his skull. “That’s a … a… novel outfit,” he stammered.

“Please forgive my assistant,” Kari said smoothly. “She frequently forgets to dress for the weather. She is strong willed however and can take all sorts of punishment.” She gave Mr. Johnson a heavenly smile. “Now please show me the drawing room. I can’t wait to see it.” She took his arm, pulling him around so that I was no longer absorbing his complete attention. “Come along, Bre.”

Punishment. The perfidy of my mistress knew no bounds and her offhand remark to Mr. Johnson had a deeper meaning for me. I took a deep breath, ignoring the acute discomfort at the tips of each breast. The peasant blouse that pretended to cover them did nothing to hide the eight magnetic balls crushing my nipples. They made the piercings stand straight out, the small gold padlock on my right nipple dancing beneath the cloth. It was like someone was constantly pinching and twisting them, especially since they were tight enough to hurt, but loose enough to let the blood in, making them throb with each beat of my heart.

I took another step, feeling the heavy weight of the jeweled anal plug shift around in my bottom. It was just as uncomfortable as I had imagined it would be. Kari had lubed it thoroughly, but that made little difference. All I knew was that my ass ached, stretched wide, and stuffed to the brim. A bright red jewel was visible, just under the hem of the short, little skirt.

And as I walked, the spikey, hard edged beads banged, dangled, and teased my labia, while my clit burned and pulsed between the sharp, metal toothed edges of the custom set alligator clamp. And beneath that, buried inside me, softly buzzing, rolling, and stuffing me - the vibroballs, still buzzing, set to low.

The stilettos I wore clicked on the parquet floor of Mr. Johnson’s foyer and I followed along, a riot of sensation, hurting, wanting, dripping, tense, distracted, and second guessing. I should have worn the damn jeans, flannel and tee shirts. Right?

But then, how would Kari have punished me? Probably by stripping me naked and giving me the peasant blouse and skirt to humiliate me. I should have known I was screwed either way.

She looked back at me, her eyes sparkling, her mouth curled up in a wicked smile. Mr. Johnson glanced toward me as well, eyes burning with desire as he watched me move. 

Maybe, just maybe, there was going to be a choice. Maybe there would be a sacrifice to the goddess. The short, curvy, nympho humiliation pain slut on her knees, cumming with cock in her mouth.

I realized something else. I was warm. And wet. And ready.

I took a deep breath, nodded, and hurried forward.

Decency be damned. 

I was going to cum again.


Upside Down

I looked up skeptically at the apparatus Mike the Hardware Guy had rigged to the rafters of the warehouse. An electric winch was bolted to the steel frame and I must admit that it looked insufficient to lift fifty pounds, much less the one hundred and seventeen that I weighed. The chain, and the oversized hook attached to it, dangled down almost fifteen feet, just a few inches off the plush carpeted floor.

Nearby, Julie stood with her arms crossed, patiently waiting, her eyes flitting back and forth between me and Mike. She was dressed simply, blue jeans and a tee shirt, just like Mike. The man himself was busy laying out another set of chains, connected to an eight-foot-long steel bar. Mike was a large guy, with broad shoulders, and looked like a cross between Bob Villa (of Time Life Home Improvement fame) and a linebacker for the Houston Texans. His well-trimmed beard framed a warm smile and I could testify as to his physical prowess on several levels.

He finished attaching the unusually thick bondage cuffs to the spreader bar and then turned his head to look at me. 

“You ready?” He asked, the tone of his voice both wicked and sensual, as if he was looking explicitly forward to the coming predicament, I would shortly be in. I was about to say “no” when Julie interrupted.

“Of course, she is,” declared Julie. She looked at me and gestured me forward. I took a deep breath. There aren’t exactly options when your mistress gives you a lawful order. I took a few steps toward Mike, feeling less than sure about the whole thing. What if it gave out? What if I weighed too much? Could it really hold me?

He grinned. “Good. Just sit down there, with your feet up here,” he said, pointing to the spreader bar. His eyes dipped down to the wet, shaved, and quite pink slit between my thighs. I wasn’t wearing a stitch of clothing, which was par for the course when it came to an official submissive in the meeting rooms of the Society of the Golden Rose. Julie was a member, or mistress, which meant she could use the meeting rooms for the occasional, off-the-books torment session. Me? I was allowed access at any time, if I understood I’d be stripped naked, whipped, clamped, and fucked stupid by any mistresses present. While that may sound somewhat extreme, please bear in mind that I didn’t have to pay the three grand a month in dues. 

Besides, the Society had paid for the winch and I suspected that what was about to be inflicted upon my person was more of a test run than a one-time adventure. I sat down, giving Mike an even better glimpse of my sweet goodness, but he ignored the prize before him and took hold of my right foot. My butt slid across the shag carpet, but I moved with it, until my ankle was where Mike wanted it. The bondage cuff was heavily padded, three or even four times the usual size of the restraints I’m accustomed too. It wrapped around securely, Mike’s deft fingers tightening the straps until there wasn’t a chance in hell that I could free myself. I just hoped it was enough to keep my foot from slipping free.

“Spread your legs,” he said perfunctorily, already wrapped up in the mechanics of what he was doing, rather than the sexual nature of it. I did as he asked though. I’m used to it. “Spread your legs” is probably the most common order given to a nympho humiliation pain slut. After all, that’s where most of the fun happens. Right? I lifted my left leg, stretched it out as far as I could make it go, and Mike moved over to the other end of the spreader bar.

It was a process, getting secured, and my thighs ached with the stretch of it. “I don’t understand why I have to be spread so wide apart,” I grumped, to no one in particular, as I ended up flat on my back. An eight-foot-wide spreader bar puts an impressive distance between one’s feet. I’d say stance, but do you have a stance when you’re lying on your back or upside down? Gait? Bearing? Carriage?

Ah, who cares? My legs were spread, the chains connecting the cuffs to the spreader bar were taut, and there must have been a four-foot clearance between my knees, providing impressive and open access to my pussy. I propped myself up on my elbows, looking up as Mike lifted the electric remote control. “I’m starting to have…” I began, but then the electric winch started pulling the chain, hook, and spreader bar up way faster than I was prepared for. My feet started to rise and I gasped.

“Second thoughts!” I spluttered. My bottom came up off the carpet and I felt my body getting pulled along the carpet. I skittered forward, using my hands, trying to keep my back from getting rug burn, and mostly succeeded. But then my butt was up in the air, the bottoms of my feet pointed up toward the ceiling. I hunched my shoulders as my weight moved and then I gasped as I swung free, my long, red hair pulled along the carpet. A moment later I dangled, the winch stopping and I realized that I couldn’t even touch the ground while stretching my arms out. 

Oh. Oh fuck. 

For ten seconds I felt somewhat disoriented as up became down and I was given a rather unusual perspective of the Society meeting rooms. My head was still lower than Julie’s, so I looked down at her, fighting gravity’s best efforts to make me look up. She was grinning, her eyes bright with both excitement and arousal. 

That's when the blood started rushing to my head.

The human body was designed specifically to be upright, and while the risks associated with being upside down were minor, at least for a girl my age, it wasn't comfortable. I felt the pressure first, in my neck, along the jugular, then behind my eyes. I blinked, and was about to say something snarky, and maybe a little sarcastic and derogatory, when I felt Mike's hand on me. It slid down the inside of my thigh, almost to my pussy, and I felt the heat of his touch combine with a slick wetness. For a second, I tensed, hoping he’d push his fingers into my well. I wanted him to touch me. I admit it. Even upside down. But instead he denied me, pulling away and running his hand back up my leg, leaving me to gasp in delight as little shudders of pleasure shot up… uh… down… my spine. Then Julie hurried forward, hand extended. Mike gave her something and then she too was touching me, using both hands to spread and smear the clear grapeseed oil on my legs. Except… she didn't stop when she got close my pussy.

I gasped as she touched, caressed, fondled, and then spread my folds, working her oil slick fingers into my slit with prurient focus. Her fingers set me quivering and suddenly being upside down didn’t seem like such a bad idea. My own weight and the rigging kept my legs open, giving her both access and an angle unlike anything I was used to. 

“Oh… oh yes,” I breathed, my hips already starting to twitch. Then Mike distracted me from Julie's digging, questing fingers, by squirting a fair amount of the oil over my ass, back and stomach. Rivulets of grapeseed oil streamed down… or up… my body, heading toward my head. I couldn't help it. “Isobel is going to be pissed if you stain the carpet,” I warned them, referring to the Society’s matron. Isobel could be a terror as a mistress, but when it came to the Society’s Meeting Rooms, she was a dictator. Hands moved fast to catch the runnels streaking down, or up, my body. Then Mike tapped the bottle of oil against my tit. 

“Here,” he said. “Hold this.” 

I took the bottle. It was weird. It looked like I was holding it upside down and that the contents would pour out. I had to resist the urge to tip it, and frankly, had Julie not been thrusting three fingers deep into my well, working to get a fourth in there, I might have been more eager to investigate the warping of my reality. While Julie fingerfucked me, Mike oiled every other inch. 

It felt good, that's for sure, and I was panting in moments, the internal sexual pressure intense and visceral. Julie's thumb kept rubbing my clit and I continued to thrust my hips as Mike suddenly knelt, wrapped his arms around my body, and began kneading my breasts. Oil made his hands slick and the upside-down position made my full, 36C sized breasts fall… uh… downward, toward my chin, making them look fuller, larger, and admittedly more fantastic than usual. 

Clearly, gravity is not a woman's friend in most cases. This was an exception!

I almost lost it right then and there, the combination of sensations too much for me to handle. Julie's fingers were dancing in and out of me, pushing me toward the brink of climax, while Mike squeezed, pinched, and massaged my breasts. Waves of pleasure streamed through me, shooting up… down… my spine toward my head. I moaned, whimpered, and then made it very, very clear that I was about to cum. By asking politely, for permission.

“May I cum, please?” I panted strenuously. 

The effect of my question was immediate from both Mike and Julie. A verbal response might have been kinder, but instead Julie yanked her fingers out of my cunt and began slapping my pussy, spanking my petals with hard, stinging blows that changed the dynamic significantly, what with Mike’s hard, twisting pinches on both nipples. I swear, it felt like he was trying to rip off my tits. Pain shot through me, minimizing the immediacy of my arousal, and pushing off the orgasm.

For a bit.

Mike let go of my breasts and came around to my front, practically pushing Julie out of the way. It didn't seem to bother her though as she moved around my outstretched leg. My attention was suddenly diverted to Mike’s zipper, which had come down rapidly. A quick motion exposed his rock-hard cock, and then he thrust it toward my face.

I opened my mouth instinctively, taking as much of him in as I could. I also grabbed hold of Mike by the pants, my free-swinging hands providing some leverage. That's when I realized that sucking cock upside down is not as easy as doing it right side up. It was hard to swallow and spittle seemed to stream down my face. Some of it got into my nose and I gagged. Mike seemed understanding as I pushed him away enough to get my breath, and when I pulled him back, he moaned. I loved the scent and feel of him, so wrapped up in what I was doing, I never once considered where Julie was, or what she was getting.

Until I heard the swish. And felt the stinging hot blow over my entire cunt.

I squealed, which when you think about it, was a neat trick considering my mouth was full of cock. The scary part was that she'd hit me hard enough between the legs to make me want to grit my teeth. Pretty sure Mike wouldn't have liked that. I struggled as the bite turned into heat, surging through me, and it was everything I could do to keep my mouth open and sucking.

Julie hit me again and evidently my response concerned Mike enough that he pulled himself out of my mouth, leaving me panting and hissing. His cock bobbed and weaved a few inches away from my nose. Another blow sent streamers of fire burning across my loins. 

“Oww!” I blurted out. I reached down, (or was it up?), to my pussy, bending slightly to cover my sex as yet another swing from Julie's cat-o-nine-tails bit into the soft gash between my legs. I yelped, covered my sex, and got slashed across the knuckles as a reward.

That hurt. “Oww! Fuck!”

“Mike! Her hands?” Julie snarled in frustration, clearly wroth that I was impeding her efforts to beat my slit into mash. She swung the whip again, letting my fingers have it again. It hurt enough this time that I let go, as if I'd touched something that scalded me. I swung my hand around, hissing, and possibly expressing some choice cuss words, only for Mike to grab my arm roughly. The thick leather cuff Julie quickly wrapped around my wrist went on easily. Then they did the other side. I didn't technically fight them, but I sure as hell tried to make it difficult. Hard even. My hands were clipped behind my back and I heard the rattle of a chain against something metal. 

“Here,” Julie said. I twisted round, trying to see what she had, but I felt, rather than saw the D links being attached to the cuffs. Then my arms were pulled down (or up. Fuck this directional shit!) toward my ass. I felt something cold, hard, and rounded press into my back door and I squealed like a stuck pig as the anal hook was inserted. Julie cinched the chain and the weight of my arms pulled the hook in deeper. I groaned. Loudly. I hate things being in my ass.

I expected Julie to pick up her whip again, but instead she put her hand between my legs, caressed my perineum, and then pushed her fingers back into my slit. Instantly I was back at the edge, hips twitching as pure, unadulterated bliss streamed down - uh… up - my body. 

“Yes! Oh yes!” I blurted out. The pain of the whip was instantly forgotten, relegated to “prep work” on my sexually charged body.

Then Mike filled my view, coming around to my front. His cock was still out, still hard, and I strained myself, trying to reach him with my outstretched tongue. Without my hands, I had no way to grab him, or do more than twist and swing. I wanted to suck on him. Badly. But instead he dropped down, raising his hands to my right breast. My eyes widened in alarm as he positioned the steel clover clamp behind my nipple piercing. It was one of the ridged ones, to prevent slippage. But the true perfidy was the weight. At least a pound. I didn't think my tit could fall upward - fuck... downward - any more than it already was. My nipple twisted painfully and agony shot down… erm… up… my spine. 

I sucked in a ragged breath, my brain trying to cope with competing sensations and alternating directions. Up and down. Agony and ecstasy. Julie's fingers swirled and dipped, rubbing and creaming me, while Mike attached the second vicious clamp across from the first, onto my left breast. The tips of my bosom seemed to burn horribly, the twisting of each, round, pink nipple adding a bitter edge to the pleasure. But it also made me want to cum even more. 

Mike grabbed me by the head, his fingers wrapping in my scarlet locks, and stuck his cock back in my mouth. There was no finesse to it, no delicate mouthing of his member. Still, it wasn’t like I had options. I did my best to slurp on him, at first eager, my body tightening even more, wriggling to get the right bobbing action. That's when I realized that jerking your head back and forth, while suspended upside down, with your tits weighted, was a really, really dumb thing to do. The steel on my breasts swung, smacking me uncomfortably on the collarbone, but more importantly, they made the twisting of my nipples ten times worse. I screamed around Mike's cock, a muffled shriek as my brain tried to report my nipples being torn off my body. I froze then, trying to hold still, cock in my mouth, fingers in my pussy, as Mike continued to skull fuck me.

Yeah. Right.

Mike pumped his shaft into my mouth, obviously worked up, but I was in too much pain to ignore it. The second his grip wavered I jerked my head back, spitting, saliva dripping down my cheeks. 

“Please! They hurt too much! Medical out!” I shouted.

You should have seen them. The fingers in my pussy jerked loose and Julie knelt almost as quickly as Mike. Tears streamed down (up?) my face along my temples and then I screamed again, this time as the clover clamps were released. Blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts and the throbbing hurt pulsed in time with my heartbeat. Julie bent down and suckled one nipple into her mouth. It hurt, but it also felt good. Mike had stood back up and I felt his cock against my chin. I opened my mouth and swallowed the thick, long dick.

Mike groaned and Julie let go of my breast to rise. I have expected her to push her hand into me again, or to get the whip, but instead something soft, firm, and very cock-like was pushed firmly and gently into my gaping, wet gash. I stiffened, impaled in every hole, my ass clenching around the hook as Julie turned on the vibrator. I sucked on Mike the Hardware Guy even harder, my body now surging with pleasure. I couldn't control it. Worse, the sex toy Julie had chosen had an arm, an offshoot of the main shaft, which pressed tightly to my clit. 

My vision blurred and my hips pumped violently, even upside down. Mike thrust himself into my mouth, his balls literally smacking me between the eyes with every thrust. Spit soaked my cheeks and streamed down my face making a gooey mess. Then, just as I reached my limit, Mike yanked himself free, grabbed his cock, and began ejaculating on my face. White cream exploded out of him, splattering my chin, mouth, nose, and cheek. It dripped down into my hair. I spluttered, cum going up my nose. All this was going on at the same time Julie jammed the vibrator in and out of my sex, stirring the pot so to speak. Then my own orgasm hit. I swung my head back and forth, screaming. But not in pain. Oh God no. Every muscle in my body screamed with absolute, undying pleasure. Utter bliss. I exploded. 

I don't think I blacked out. But it was close. My vision swam. My heart thudded. A million amazing chemicals blasted their way through my bloodstream. Pure adrenaline flared through me, endorphins blazing through my brain. Oxytocin and dopamine, all natural and encompassing swamped my intellectual boat, rendering me nothing but a mindless, cumming animal, a sex doll in the process of blowing up. It was pure, sweet perfection.

When my brain started working again, I was no longer upside down. My legs were still in the spreader, hauled halfway up to the ceiling, but my back was on the soft pile of the carpet. Julie stood above me, now naked from the waist down, wearing just the thin tee shirt. Her narrow waist and taut belly made me want to touch her. My hands had been freed from the ass hook (which had been cruelly left in my butt by the way) and my arms were loose, positioned above my head. The vibrator had been removed, leaving my pussy empty.

“Was that a nice cum?” Julie asked sweetly, stepping over me. The light wasn't good from this angle, but her pussy looked delicious and wet. I nodded, still too lost in the euphoria of climax. It's like a drug. Julie knelt above my head and the scent of her made me lift my head. I got a close-up look at her slit. It was pink, and wet, and lovely. She lowered herself until her petals were almost within range. I realized that I was already straining, lifting my head, tongue extended, to get to her.

“You have to be punished now, for cumming,” she said simply, even while her pussy got closer and closer to my mouth. “Mike is going to spank your pussy.” It came out simply, like a fact of life, rather than a threat. A plus B equals pussy whipping. 

“With a sap,” she added. She came even closer and now my tongue touched her. The salty tang of her sweet syrup filled my taste buds and I licked, almost frantic now to eat her. Still, the idea of the coming punishment, the striking blows of the leather sap, filled me with trepidation. I sensed Mike behind me. Julie's pussy blocked my view, but my spread open legs made for an inviting and perfect target. I imagined the leather paddle beating out a dark, wet rhythm on my sensitive folds. 

“H-h-how many strokes?” I blubbered, my words caressing Julie’s soft slit.

Julie twisted and looked down at me, eyes sparkling. “Until I cum,” and with that she mashed her cunt down onto my face, fucking my nose and chin with her dripping snatch. I wrapped my arms around her legs, licking and sucking, literally drinking her juices. Her hips rocked violently, fucking my face just as passionately as Mike had a few minutes before. Fluids poured out of her, down my chin and onto my neck. I heard a smacking sound, a series of sharp snaps, and marveled at how loud they seemed. They sounded wet and intense. A nanosecond later came the stinging pain, bursting between my outstretched thighs. I jerked, but Julie's pussy kept me pinned and the brutal sapping of my pussy went on. And on.

I am a nympho humiliation pain slut.  A masochist. My fucked-up brain mistranslates sexualized pain incorrectly as pleasure. Or something. As I licked and tongued my mistress, the heat and fury of the paddle smacking my pussy, the pain and pleasure, the spark of arousal, reignited. And flared. And burned. Hot and wild.

The sap paused for a moment and Mike’s mouth came down to my seared, swollen clit, sucking and licking it, even as I chewed on Julie's matching nub. My body shook as passion exploded within me, the three of us rocking in orgasmic rhythm, me bound between them, a hot wet mess, meant for their sadistic pleasure. Julie cried out, grinding hard, and Mike raised the sap to my pussy again, tapping out a staccato measure as my mistress arched her back, yanked off her shirt, and began pinching her own meager breasts. My toes curled above me; my feet still secured to the spreader bar. All I could hear beyond Julie’s panting moans, was the wet, muddy snap of the paddle as it struck my sodden pussy and the beat of my heart, pounding in my head.

Then Julie cried out. Her body shook and I suddenly couldn't breathe as she pressed herself into my face. I didn't care. I was so close myself. I licked. I tongued. I held on for dear life as she shuddered and shook. And then, as the dark spots threatened my vision, she fell over to the side, giving me air. I looked and saw her twitching with orgasm, her chest heaving with passion. 

I looked back up between my legs. Mike knelt behind me, his face positioned in the middle of my thighs, his chin wet with my juices. The sap was raised over my dark pink, well beaten slit, and my swollen clit begged for it. Our eyes met and I nodded, just a little. A thousand words would never have conveyed what that look did, but if I could sum it up, it would have been, “yes. Do it. Spank me. Use me. Hurt me. Beat me there. I need… no… have to cum.” 

The leather sap came down hard and fast, spreading my folds and biting into my cunt with eager violence. I screamed, hips thrusting upward into the repeated spanks, as Mike brought the sap down ten, twenty, thirty times. I was only vaguely aware of Julie rolling over my top half, using her body to hold my arms back, her mouth on my left nipple, sucking and biting. My vision blurred and for the second time I came. Heat and cold and pain and pleasure fried every neuron in my brain and as I went limp, I closed my eyes and smiled.

Movement. I was moving. My eyes snapped open as I was dragged across the carpet. My feet rose fast, followed by my still hooked ass as the winch lifted me into the air. The blood began rushing to my head again as Julie grabbed my flailing wrists and clipped the cuffs together behind my back. Again. I whimpered as I felt the pull on the hook, the weight of my arms driving it deeper into my butt.

“But… but… I came,” I managed to splutter, my voice strained and exhausted. “We all exploded!” I twisted, hanging there like a piece of meat. I felt tired. 

“Yes,” Julie replied from behind me. “But I haven't flogged your titties yet.” 

I turned my head, trying to see her. Instead, Mike blocked the view, standing right behind me. That’s when the vibrator was pushed back into my squelching, sodden pussy. He jammed it in deep, the protruding arm smashed against my clit. Then he turned it on, the vibrations set to the highest level. Never mind the two orgasms I’d already had. I gasped and began twitching. So intense… holy fuck! I blinked, trying to sort out the sensations, blood again pooling in my head. My loins twitched violently as my pussy tightened rhythmically around the buzzing shaft. Could he possibly make me cum again? Mike kept a hand on the vibrator, moving it up and down through my slit with forceful thrusts. Within a minute, it was like I hadn’t even cum before.

Julie sauntered into view, her narrow form sensual and exotic. She was still naked, her tiny breasts mere points on a flat surface. She stood to the side of me, at an angle, the flogger swishing back and forth, its strands brushing the floor. She looked both lovely and menacing. 

“Are you ready, my love?” She asked me, shaking out the cat-o-nine-tails. I shook my head, teeth clenched, but she only smiled as she moved into the position. She flicked the flogger at my tits, and the ends of each strand smacked the soft undersides of both breasts. I gasped, the sting cohesive and strong. Between my legs, Mike pumped the vibrator. Julie didn’t stop or reset. She coasted on the back swing, letting the whip strike my breasts again. This time it was more centered, catching both nipples. I yelped, the pain just enough to make me tighten. The third stroke came and I heard it impact, more than just the swish, and I gritted my teeth as the high-pitched whine escaped my lips. 

Back and forth she struck me, never too hard, never too soft, almost in time with Mike’s solid, forceful fucking. My body shook and I began twisting, struggling to get away from the non-stop blows. My tits stung, then became hot, over and over with slashing pain. My nipples swelled under the constant abuse and attention, until I was yelling with each new slash. Tears welled up in my eyes and I blubbered. 

“Now, your ass,” Julie said in satisfaction. She moved around me as I blinked, trying to get the tears out of my eyes. I looked upward, toward the ceiling and my hanging breasts. They were flushed pink. There were a few welts, the thin narrow stripes of the leather strands. I’d be colored this way for at least a day, maybe two. My skin felt hot and tight and my boobs heavy. I sniveled, only to realize that my pussy was going crazy around the vibrator. The pleasure hit me like a brick, swiping much of the hurt away. I groaned, overwhelmed, shaking.  Then Mike came around, knelt down by my head, and grabbed my breasts with both hands. He didn’t pinch, but it was a solid grip.

No words were spoken. There was no warning. Not even a barest “brace yourself Bridget.” The flogger flashed, striking my rump from left to right. It caught and tug at the hook and my lower… uh… upper… half tightened, threatening to push the vibrator, which was still vibrating on high, out. Julie brought the whip back again, striking from the other direction, aiming for the other buttock. Back and forth, just like my breasts, she attacked my backside, never striking anything other than my butt. The prickling impacts began to burn, heating up and I knew she was hitting my ass with much more force than she’d used on my breasts. I twisted, trying to get away, to spare my burning rear, but Mike’s death grip on my tits kept me in place. Slash after cutting slash sliced into my flank until I was screaming again, crying out with the pain. 

Julie suddenly tossed the whip away and embraced me, her cheek against my bottom, her tongue digging into the crack. I felt the warm, squiggly wetness as she licked at my ass, then went higher. For a second, I lost control, quivering at the sudden introduction of pleasure. Then she began kissing the abraded flesh of my bottom and I felt the winch move, lowering me. My head got closer to the carpet, but I stopped right before I touched. I dangled. Then Julie pulled the vibrator from my depths, turned it off, and began kissing my pussy. 

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

The kisses were the butterfly kind, tingly and light. I panted, the dichotomy of hurt and bliss wreaking havoc on my mental state. I wanted down. I wanted up. I need her to fuck me again. I needed to hurt more. I couldn’t form a coherent sentence. Do I beg? Plead? Endure? Her tongue came out, lapping at my pussy, then dipped into my well. My clit came under her mouth, suckled and licked. Her head was buried in my pussy. I clenched again, my ass, my sex, my entire body as she drove me banana fucking nuts crazy. She held me, caressed me, and ate me. 

Mike came around to my front and the massager he pressed to my right breast only felt good. Spasms began to rock me, shooting up and down my body like lightning across the sky. I burned and froze, rocked and held still. Then, as her tongue darted, snakelike, at my clit, I couldn’t hold off. I stiffened, a grinding, clenched moan of utter desire coming out of from between my teeth. 

“Do you want it?” Julie asked me softly. 

“OH GOD YES!” I practically shouted. 

She let out a soft chuckle. “What would you do for it?”

“PLEASE! ANYTHING!” I said, thoughtlessly. 

“Would you hang here for the next hour, letting me torture you?” She teased, rubbing my clit with her still oily finger.

I nodded frantically. “YES, OH GOD YES! PLEASE JULIE! PLEASE LET ME CUM!”

Her fingers swirled across my pussy. “Of course, I will,” she said softly, pushing two fingers into me and curling them. I felt her nails on my insides and quivered. “But there is a cost,” she said warningly.

I gasped. My eyes widened, and for a moment my mind cleared. I thought precisely, analyzing the risks, the sensations, the effects. I thought about the weight of my internal organs on my lungs, making each breath harder. I thought about the blood pooling in my head. I thought about my heart laboring to push fluids upward, against gravity and nature, to keep circulation going to my toes. I thought about my resilience and whether I could take it. 

Then I nodded. “Yes. Do it.”

Julie pulled her hand out of my pussy, stepped back, and picked up the whip. Mike’s eyes widened as he looked around my torso, then he let go and moved back. Julie brought the whip up, and then brought it down, overhand, so that the middle of each strand landed right where the ass hook was embedded. The loose ends curled, cutting and splitting my folds, until my pussy was flayed open. The ends, bit at my pudenda, finding my swollen, hurting clit. Pure anguish shot through me, hot and hurting. She swung again, almost as hard. Then a third time. And a fourth. And a fifth. On and on, blow after blow. Searing heat lashing at my loins.

I screamed. I shook. And then… well…

I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. What did you expect?

I came. 


A Disturbing Find

“Here,” Kari said, looking down at me. “Put this on.” 

I looked up from my position at the desk. My boss, best friend, lover, and yes… sadistic dominatrix, stood looming over me like an iceberg in front of a cruise ship. She was tall, especially in the four-inch heels, and her sapphire colored business suit emphasized her figure perfectly, lending grace to her svelte form. Long golden tresses fell from her head to spill over her shoulders and gold glittered at her throat and ears. 

She shook out the lump of white colored cloth, holding it up for my inspection and I immediately focused on the new piece of apparel. It was a summer dress, or at least that’s what Kari would have called it. I had a less flattering definition in mind; like “hooker costume”. I could have guessed, even without looking, that it would be short at the hem, but I winced as I took in the lack of inches. Short was an understatement. The bottom edge danced with interesting curves, but I doubted it would go lower than my upper thigh and I didn’t think it would cover my rear. The shoulder straps were fastened close around the back of the neck with a simple knot, leaving a chevron of material close to my throat, but with open sides. The dress was designed to heavily promote the idea of “side boob” exposure. And none of this encapsulated the real issue with the damn thing. 

It was the stripes. 

Horizontal stripes of a slightly darker color were interspersed down the entire length of the dress, front and back, with the lighter bands set across where specific prurient areas might be located. I reached out and took the material in hand, discovering a light, gauzy texture. 

“Is this see-thru?” I demanded, glancing back up at her. 

Kari smiled wickedly. “Don’t worry. It covers the important parts,” she assured me. “We’re going out.”

That made me stiffen in surprise. “Out? Out where?” I asked, growing concerned. This wasn’t the plan. Today was supposed to be an office day. She had designing to do! She let go of the dress and it puddled down into my hands. I swallowed back a sliver of trepidation and looked up at her with panicked eyes. “I thought you were going to be working in the art room today.”

“I am. Now get dressed. We’re leaving in a few minutes.” She turned tail and I watched her finely shaped ass sway and jiggle under the suit’s skirt as she headed back to the office. I screwed up my face into an expression of frustrated disgust and looked at the dress again. It seemed… small. I checked the tag.

“Kari! I’m a medium!” I protested, twisting in my seat and glancing back down the hall at her. She’d made it to her office and merely turned with a grin, giving me a little wave. 

I looked away, out through the glass fronted wall of my lobby, out into the building’s atrium. There was no way I was changing here, at my desk. And honestly, if her intent was to humiliate me sexually by way of wearing slutty clothing, I didn’t exactly see what was wrong with my current outfit. The blouse I was wearing had a soft, flower print on it, but that didn’t seem to interfere with the plunging neckline, or the fact that half the buttons were missing. The scarlet colored bra beneath had spent more time outside the shirt than in it for most of the morning. The black mini skirt wrapped around my ass covered me completely, but still tended to roll up if I twitched my hips too much, revealing the matching set of panties. A pair of black, six-inch-high stilettos graced my feet, my bare toes and curved instep visible, just as Kari liked it. 

So why the new outfit?

I rose slowly, the dress in hand. As I expected, my toy of the day: a thick, nine-inch-long rod of rubber, started the process of slipping out of my pussy. It was caught by the panties, the ones that matched the bra, and left more than half the full length still embedded in my slit. I took a deep breath. The sensation was… frustrating. I liked being stuffed to the brim and frankly, what I really wanted to do was sit back down, driving the whole thing right back into my sex. But I had to change.

I walked back down the hall, past where Kari was sitting at her desk. I glowered at her, but she wasn’t paying attention, so I turned tail and flounced past her, straight onto the conference room. The large mahogany table stood off to one side and I began unbuttoning my shirt, contemplating what Kari had in mind. A moment later I reached behind my back and unclipped the bra. I tossed it aside and, still wearing the panties, I shook out the new dress and pulled it down over my head.

Thank God it was stretchy, because it was too small.

I had to wriggle a bit and felt a bit like a sausage as I struggled to get my breasts into the bodice, feeling the material squeezing me tightly. It didn’t work out too well. My tits bulged out of the exposed sides, making my bosom look… well… strange. I rolled the material down over my hips and then, realizing that the distended, dildo filled crotch of my panties were still in view, tugged and pulled. For a minute I danced in place, struggling, but there was no way the dress was going to cover my panties, especially with them stuffed with the Husky dildo. Frowning, I put my hand on the base of the phallus and pulled upward.

Four more inches of rubber went into me and my slit quivered in delighted expectation. It was pure heaven and I groaned as my insides went a little syrupy. All sticky and wet. I squeezed the dildo tightly and checked again. This time I couldn’t see my panties, at least down between my thighs. But I could certainly see them through the mesh stripe. Kari had said that my prurient parts would be covered, but she hadn’t taken into consideration the sizing issue. Or perhaps she had. But with the dress stretched down far enough for decency’s sake, the light-colored stripe revealed a disturbing amount of scarlet. I suddenly wished I had a mirror, but it became increasingly obvious that the whole dress was incorrectly proportioned. One of the see-thru strips meant to border my breasts was now perfectly centered across my tightly wrapped bosom. Both nipples were pink, obvious, and the raised, pierced tips were easily seen through the gauze. I groaned, grabbed my discarded clothing, folded them up, and then marched back to Kari’s office. Of course, the Husky dildo slid back out, the crimson bulge of my panties immediately obvious.

“Kari!” I spluttered. “I can’t wear this out in public!” I hurried into her office and her eyes came up to light on me. Her mouth curled up into a smile.

“My, my, my…” she said in appreciation. “You fill it out well.”

I blinked. “Well? Are you fucking kidding me? The hem is too high!” I pointed at my sex, where I knew she could see the crotch of my panties. Then I cupped my breasts. The sides of each tit were not even covered, and the tips were in full view through the transparent mesh. “It’s too small! I don’t fit in this!”

Kari stood. “Of course, you do,” she assured me. “Just not in the manner you would personally prefer.” She came up to me, took my elbow and set my clothing aside. Then she leaned in close to me and whispered, “Your panties are showing.” Her hand curled forward, and her fingers found the bottom of the dildo, held in place by the distended lace. She pushed it into me and I went rigid, gasping, mouth half open, staring at her as my pussy tightened eagerly around the nine-inch-long, two-inch-thick rubber rod. Fully stuffed again, I stood there, panting. She patted my rump lightly, grabbed her purse, and then headed down the hall toward the suite’s front door, clearly expecting me to follow. I watched her go, too surprised to do anything but stare.

She looked back at me and crooked a finger. “Let’s go, fuckslut.”

When her back was turned, I muttered a nasty little curse and then hurried after her, as fast as my high heeled stilettoes would go. She stepped out into the atrium, turned as she crossed her arms, and waited. I groaned internally. I knew what she was wanted.

It was my job to lock the glass door, which meant sinking to my knees, bending over, and sticking my key into the lock along the bottom. Kari stood behind me, admiring my ass. I fumbled a bit and much to my consternation, she lifted the point of her pump, pressed it against the base of the panty covered dildo, and pushed it back up into me. I hurried at that point, not wanting to get fucked there in the atrium where some random passerby might see. I climbed back up to my feet and noticed that both breasts had managed to pop out of the chevron shaped top. I tucked them back in and tried adjusting the dress again, feeling utterly humiliated as I followed along behind my mistress. We made it to her candy apple red convertible and I fell into the seat as quickly as I could, wanting to hide.

“Spread your legs,” Kari said as she started the engine. 

Biting my lip, I did as told. Her hand snaked down as the dress rolled up toward my waist. She pushed the dildo in again, and then once more as my pussy forced it back out with the small convulsions the arousal was causing.

“Hmmmm,” she mused, glancing down at my panties. “You may have a point. Your panties are showing.” 

I snorted, which was interesting because I was also panting from the sexual intensity of my situation. “Told you,” I said sullenly, trying to ignore the fact that my pussy was politely asking for Kari to keep pushing the dildo back in.

“Remove them,” she replied.

I blinked. “What will hold the dildo in?” I asked in surprise.

“Your hand, for now. In and out please. Until we arrive at our destination. If you manage to edge for me without cumming, I will allow you to go commando.”

I gave her a skeptical look. “That’s supposed to be motivation? Edge and I get to flash my pussy off to everyone who cares to look?”

She patted my leg. “Or you can put the panties back on, complete with the Husky dildo, and walk around the mall once or twice.”

My eyes widened and I gulped. I lifted my butt off the seat and slipped my panties down my legs. They got tangled on my heels for a moment, but I cleared them. Then I tilted the seat back a bit, took hold of the dildo, and began pumping. It was an incredible sensation, wet and slick and so good that getting to the metaphorical “cliff of orgasm” or “the edge” as Kari liked to call it, was ridiculously simple. Besides, I’d been aroused since I’d woken up that morning. Within fifty strokes I was breathing hard, my pussy tightening and quivering around the thick, rubber cock and I was getting into it. 

“W-w-where are we going?” I huffed, still working the phallus in and out of my gaping slit. I tried to ignore the cars we were flashing past, hoping that no one caught more than a quick glimpse of the X rated scene playing out. Every time I slid the dildo in deep, my pussy tightened in desperate longing.

Kari shrugged. “To look at a find. Juan called me early this morning.”

I grimaced. “Juan? The antiques guy?” Juan was a pencil thin, oily sort of guy who had a warehouse filled with unique antiques, which he acquired from all over the world. Most of them were shit pieces, falling apart and not worth a penny. But occasionally, he managed to get something decent, or so different, that it attracted Kari’s eye. We hadn’t been to his warehouse in over half a year. But there was another reason I didn’t care for Juan. He was a sadistic little prick who prided himself on giving Kari unique opportunities to sexually torture me, all in exchange for the opportunity to dip his wick in my well-abused cunt.

In retrospect, I don’t mind Juan all that much. At least, not the sexual aspects of it. My repulsion is more for his personality. He reminds me of a slimy, not quite ethical, used car salesman. One thing was sure though; if we were going to Juan’s warehouse, I was going to get fucked. Hard.

Which was good. I needed a good, hard fucking.

The anticipation made getting closer to the edge even easier and I spent the twenty minutes of the drive giving a few truckers a good view of my bright, pink, well-stuffed pussy, legs spread and presented well. Halfway through I got to the edge, quivering and straining and I froze, shaking with need, the dildo half out of my slit as I struggled to hold back. I managed, but only barely, and pulled the phallus out and licked it for a moment, with Kari smiling in approval. Then I stuck the rubber cock back in. By the time we pulled up to the Juan’s warehouse, I was close again. 

“Okay, pull it out,” Kari told me as the car lurched to a halt.

I moaned as I tugged the Husky Dildo out of my hot and slippery self. I stuck it in my mouth and looked at her with hungry eyes. Kari laughed, leaned over, and took it out from between my lips. “You won’t need this,” she promised me.

I swallowed roughly. “Are you sure? I need cock. I am insanely desperate right now.”

She smiled. “Good.”

“I mean, insanely.” I repeated, emphasizing the word “insanely.”

Kari gave me an intense sort of look. “Yes. I get it. I understand.” The underlying sarcasm of her tone made it clear that my message had been received.

Together we climbed out of the car and I quickly pulled the hem of the dress down over my ass. Wetness smeared my thighs and I followed Kari up the concrete steps and into the tiny lobby of Juan’s warehouse. The tiny office was cheesy. There was a fake fiscus plant, a cheap set of seats, a crappy wooden desk, and a crappy laptop computer. Sitting behind the desk was Juan. He was thin, with a waxed mustache and a scraggly beard that just couldn’t manage to fill in. His dark brown eyes flitted back and forth and when he looked at me my skin crawled. I squirmed slightly, hiding behind Kari. I felt uncomfortable. I was dressed like a slut, with my body on display, and I was already being ogled, but my big problem was that I was wet, wanting, and had absolutely nothing stuffed up inside me. 

“Good morning, Juan.” Kari said it politely as the man peeled his eyes off me and bowed obsequiously to my mistress.

“Buenos dias, Senora Anders. Cómo está usted?” He straightened back up as Kari smiled. Then, without waiting for an answer, he looked back at me. I’d say he was undressing me with his eyes, but Kari had pretty much rendered that pointless with the dress. “¿Cómo estás mi maravillosa puta mierda?” 

I blinked. My Spanish isn’t exactly great, but… come on. Really? Marvelous fuck slut? My eyes narrowed. I took a deep breath, about to put my entire knowledge of Spanish invective to good use when Kari laid a stilling hand on my arm. “She is fine,” she told Juan. “And she is my fuck slut. Not yours.” 

Juan bowed again. “Of course.” 

“What did you want to show me?” Kari replied with just a faint touch of irritation.

He held up two fingers. “I have two things to show you and your lovely assistant. Follow me, por favor.” He went to the inner door, opened it, and led the way into the warehouse.

I won’t lie. It was a junk store. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t interesting. Juan scoured the world for stuff, imported it, and then sold it at four or five times the cost. He frequently picked up stuff for a pittance and resold it at like a six hundred percent profit. Once he found an antique gynecologist’s chair and I remember that adventure well. But what made him special was his keen eye for the unique. He led us through three-hundred-year-old bed frames, dressers, settees, and other weird items, past one collection of ship’s wheels, and then turned us down another aisle. We walked far enough to put us at a decent distance from his office and I saw a single “station” with a white cloth draped over something tall. Next to it was a table with an old, beat up, leather trunk. We approached and Kari stopped a few feet away, crossing her arms. She looked at Juan expectantly, and without another word, he swept the cloth away.

It was… uh… weird looking. In fact, I wasn’t even sure what it was. A curved piece of wood, no thicker than my thumb, but wider than my hips, was mounted to what looked like an elliptical piece of iron railing. Several attachment points held the thing together and a swivel joint was positioned at the back, in the very center. It wasn’t a chair. There was no seat. And it wasn’t long enough, or flat enough to be a table. Even weirder were the two sets of iron cylinders that were attached to the side rungs. They seemed almost like afterthoughts, tilted at strange angles.

I tilted my head to the side, bewildered. 

Kari on the other hand studied it silently. Then she stepped closer, looked under and around it, and I saw an expression of understanding cross her face. She looked at Juan in approval, a smile touching her lips. 

“I see,” she said simply. “Yes.”

Juan grinned. “A demonstration perhaps?” He begged sweetly. “For a discount?”

Kari let out a light laugh. “Yes. I suppose that would be appropriate.” She looked at me. “Breanne, come here.”

I blinked, still clueless. “What for?”

The look Kari gave me was enough to make me weak-kneed so I dutifully stepped up to her. She took me by the arm, turned me around and made me step backward so that the weird… whatever it was… touched my rump. 

“Stand there,” she said. Juan came up and began fiddling with one of the lower iron cylinders and Kari did the same on the other side and I suddenly had a sinking feeling. There was a sliding grinding noise as Juan moved the cylinder upward along the rail until he found the right spot. He opened the mechanism, twisting it on a ball joint, and I realized what the circular iron pieces really were.

Fetters. Juan took my wrist and pressed it into the cylinder. The inside was lined with thick rubber. It grabbed me tightly as he closed the binder and the mechanism locked. I glanced the other way as Kari managed to adjust and open hers and then my left wrist was secured in place. I stood there, bound to the table thing, my fists down by my waist, but held outward along the rail. Still, this was idiocy. They should have lifted my arms and used the upper cuffs. Not the lower ones. 

“Well, this is stupid,” I declared knowingly. “Shouldn’t my arms be cuffed to the higher ones?” I taunted them. “Now you’ve got no way to secure my feet.”

Kari gave me a startled, but then pitying look. “Oh. Breanne. You are so innocent,” she said softly. Juan moved behind the strange apparatus and a very thick leather belt appeared, threaded between the iron side rails and the wood. Kari stepped forward, took the ends from Juan, and bound me even more securely. My dress crumpled a little and the hem rose enough that I squirmed a bit, trying to get the material to shift. If Kari cared about the fact that my wet, pink slit was now showing, she didn't act on it. I heard a click and then the entire stupid thing tilted backward. I gasped, my knees bending as my weight moved off my high heeled feet and centered higher up my spine. I looked upward at a very bright light, spots flitting in my eyes. Then Juan came back into view, reached down, grabbed my right leg, and bent me in fucking half.

He got a perfect view of my panty-less pussy, the gaping petals moist and grasping. He hauled my stiletto clad foot up and then the bench tilted back even further. I gasped in sudden panic, but then the chair thingy stopped and I lay horizontal. Kari lifted my other leg and my dress went up to my waist. My entire lower half was revealed and the two of them secured my ankles in the rubber wrapped cuffs attached to the frame near my ears as my dress rolled up around my waist, just beneath the leather belt. I groaned, shifting, pulling on my arms, but there was no hope. The manacles holding my ankles and wrists were tight and locked in place. The leather belt around my waist held me firmly. As they stepped back, I let out a whimper of need as Juan ran his hand down my leg, straight to my pussy, to flick his fingers once across my clit.

Oh, my fucking God. 

Juan tilted me even further backward, raising my pussy higher and closer to him and Kari. The light in my eyes dipped and I realized I was looking at another stack of furniture, some of it wrapped in plastic, from an almost upside-down perspective. I felt my weight pull on my wrists and ankles, and against the belt. I groaned. I glanced down, or up, or whatever, and my pussy was in full view, presented perfectly to Kari and the antiques dealer.

Juan seemed very eager and his eyes kept flitting across my exposed, gaping sex. “Now, Senora, let me show you my other surprise.”

I heard the old trunk being opened and Kari let out a gasp. “My goodness! This is a find!” She exclaimed happily. 

Juan nodded happily. “They have all been maintained perfectly. Perhaps you would care to test them? They have not tasted flesh in many, many years.” 

I struggled to get a look, but was not only upside down, but facing the wrong way. Still, Juan's words scared me. Tasted flesh? What the fuck?

I heard something swish through the air a few times. Then Kari made a satisfied sound. “Yes. Quite serviceable and well maintained. Would you mind removing Breanne’s shoes?”

“Certainly,” Juan said. He came back into view and began unbuckling my right shoe, but even before he got it off, something soft, supple and black touched my left thigh, so close to my pussy that I gasped at the sensation. I saw a flicker of leather, then it disappeared. I quivered in expectation, but then the sensation reappeared on the opposite thigh. This time I caught a better glimpse; a crop, with a doubled head. 

Kari ran the crop up from my thigh to my exposed buttock and I tightened up, expecting the stroke. It came, but not where I expected it. Kari lifted the crop and brought it back down firmly, yet still lightly, right on my spread open sex.

“OOHhhhhhhhh!” I gasped. It wasn't painful. In fact, it didn't hurt at all. It didn't even sting. It just came as a surprise. The head of the crop came up glistening with wetness and my sex tightened rhythmically. I pushed against the belt involuntarily, a purely physical reaction as my loins thrust forward. Kari put the crop back on my pussy and began stroking my clit and petals gently, as if brushing my hair. 

“Unnghhhh!” I said intelligently, my brain suddenly short-circuiting as the pleasure streaked through me. I was total at her mercy. Each touch of the crop against my clit and petals made me go rigid. Then, after a maddening minute or two of that intense, incessant petting, Kari snapped the crop down hard, flicking it painfully against my clitoris. If her intention was to bring me back down, that was not the right way to go about.

“Oh God, yes!” I hissed. “More please!”

Kari wasn't about to let that request go unanswered and Juan’s eyes widened appreciatively as the crop began beating out a wet, stinging tempo on my sex. I didn't even notice he’d removed both of my shoes until Kari used my right sole as a cymbal to my snare drum pussy. I squealed, ankle twisting near my head, but she went right back to smacking my sex. I squeezed my eyes shut, the stinging heat of Kari’s touch burning through me. My pussy tightened and I felt the emptiness inside me like an ache. Still, my clit swelled and the juices flowed as she tortured me.

When I was breathless and keening, she put the crop down. I lay there, partially upside down, my dress caught beneath the wide leather belt, wrists bound by my butt, ankles at my head. My pussy tingled with a fair heat and I was so wet that you could have slid just about anything in there easily. Dildos. Vibrators. Cucumbers. Table legs. Tractor trailers. Diesel locomotives.

“Very nice,” Kari said, placing the crop back into the trunk. 

Juan nodded eagerly. “Please try the next one,” he begged obsequiously. The next stroke came down with a swish of air and a dozen leather straps slapped down between my legs.

Okay. Flogger. Ooww. 

The flogger stung way more than the crop did, over a wider swath of my skin, curving to match my loins. The leather strands dug down into my pussy, spread my petals open, and excoriated my sex. Flecks of girl goo splattered my tummy and face, even spotting the bodice of my see thru dress, thanks to the backward leaning angle. The wail I let out was twice as loud and my pussy clenched hard, wishing for that morning's dildo.

“Senora Anders?” Interrupted Juan. He held up another object from the case. “Perhaps some alternating sensations might be beneficial?”

Kari nodded, stepped back, and let Juan grab hold of my clit with the tongs, squeezing and crushing it. He tugged it out and my back arched as I let out a cry of pain. Tiny sharp points dug into my clitoral hood and he twisted me back and forth, just a little. Then, just to complicate things, he slid in a thick, tapered, wooden phallus into my pussy and pumped it vigorously.

I about lost my mind. It felt amazing.

A rush of overwhelming need hit me like a brick and my brain began to fry. Did it feel good? Or did it hurt? Yes, to both. Or no. I couldn't even tell any more. I only knew I had to cum, hard and fast. Juan pumped and tore at my clit for maybe twenty seconds, only to yank the dildo clear and release my clit so that Kari could whip me between the legs with the flogger again. 

I grit my teeth and closed my eyes, my sex on fire, inside and out. I held back the tears even as my pussy screamed for satisfaction. I wanted something hard and solid inside me again and if it meant the tongs twisting and pulling on my clit, then so be it. My head rocked from side to side between my feet as I made all sorts on unintelligible noises as I tried to beg for a fuck. My butt slapped against the wooden backing as I tried to screw the leather strands striking in Kari’s hands.

Then she stepped back as the tears flowed from my eyes. Juan pushed the dildo hard into me, slowly enough that the delay in being filled was a torment all its own. And when the entire length was jammed home, the tongs came back up, found my clit, and squeezed it like a grape.

I needed to burst. Badly.

I made it through less than twenty pumps and God only knows how many twists and pulls of my clit before I screamed with mindless need.

“I HAVE TO CUM! PLEASE CAN I CUM?”

Kari pulled Juan back, freeing my clit and taking the dildo with him. 

“No,” she said simply. “You may not.” She set the flogger down on the wooden chest. Juan just stood there with a shocked look on his face as I blubbered and thrashed on the board. Kari gave him a very direct look. “I would like to browse the warehouse for a bit. Please keep Bre entertained.” 

Juan blinked. “But Ms. Anders, you've only tried half of the contents of the chest,” he protested. 

Kari smiled wickedly. “If she disobeys and cums, I will have something to punish her with.” Then she stepped close, grabbed my clit, and pinched it hard. “Remember, no cumming.”

For a second, I saw red, and blue, and green. I wanted her to touch me more, to twist and rub and lick and punch and beat my pussy. Instead she walked away, leaving me folded in half, lying spread open on the board, my feet above my head. Juan watched her curiously, but then looked back at me. He set down the dildo and tongs and came right up to my side.

“I wish to see more of your breasts,” he said, sounding apologetic, and his fingers began yanking on the material covering my bosom, tugging it out from under the belt. The fact he got my nipples too, multiple times, made it clear what he was trying to do.

Make me cum.

“I'm not sure if Senora Anders noticed these,” he said, going back to the chest, “but I think you might appreciate them.” He returned holding two mechanical marvels in front of me. “These are guillotine clamps,” Juan explained. “They will stretch your nipples.”

I made a whimpering sound as he flicked the tip of my right breast. There was some trouble with all the hardware; the piercing, the padlock, but then I let out a pained grunt as a sharp flash of agony went through my tit. Juan nodded, looking at me in sympathy. 

“I know. The clamp hurts. But just wait until I adjust it to pull your nipple out. Then you will truly know pain.” 

I gasped. “Juan, please…” I blubbered. “You can fuck me!” 

He laughed. “I am already going to fuck you. Why do you think Senora Anders left you here? She wants to hear you cry and whimper, and beg…” He put his mouth down by my ear. “... to cum of course. Which will only earn you more punishment. “His fingers attached the second guillotine clamp and a strangled sound of agony came out of my throat.

“Now, let me show you what else this chair can do!” Juan declared. He squatted down. There was a loud click. Then the whole fucking thing tipped even farther back and I was tilted even further back. I blinked, tears streaming from my eyes as I looked at the thick bulge of his crotch. He unbuckled his trousers and stripped down his pants, revealing… wait for it… white boxers with red hearts on them. 

Yeah. I had to stare at that for a moment. It takes a special kind of fruitcake to make Valentine’s Day boxers work. 

And Juan just wasn’t that kind of guy. 

He whipped out his manhood. “For every minute you take in getting me off I will tighten the clamps.” Then his cock smacked me in the kisser. “Just so you understand…” he continued, reaching up to my left tit. He messed with the guillotine frame, twisting the screw so that the clamp, and the nipple it was grasping, were pulled away from my chest. I gasped as the tightness and pain increased. Holy fuck! That was going to be excruciating!

I blinked the tears out of my eyes and quickly opened my mouth. Juan's shaft went in, but sucking someone off upside down is no easy feat. And he started distracting me by rubbing my clit, spreading my petals with his fingers, and then he did something absolute vicious. He put his mouth directly on my swollen nub, sucking and licking me even more thoroughly than I was doing to him. 

I went banana fucking nuts crazy. Or as Juan might say, “banana follando nueces locas!”

I admit freely that I am fucked up. And that's not just a commentary on my usual sexual state of having cock or sex toys jammed up my slit. I mean that I'm a sick masochist, who can tolerate obscene levels of abuse and pain, provided I'm insanely aroused, and the continuing torment inflicted upon me is sexual in nature. I gobbled cock as my nipples throbbed angrily. My clit was sucked up into Juan's mouth eagerly, swelling from the stimulation. I began creaming, fluids dripping down my tummy as my pussy convulsed and fluttered, wanting more than just tongue. It wanted, no… needed… cock.

“MMMMmmmmm,” Juan hummed. “That feels good, but your first minute is up.” He reached down while at the same time pulling his cock out of mouth. He grabbed my left breast, took hold of the clamp, and twisted the screw on the top. Pain exploded in my breast and I squealed. “Maybe you need something to take your mind off your pezones?” He reached around me, grabbed the tongs from where they were perched on the trunk, and then stuck his cock back in my mouth. I started sucking as best I could and felt the pointed, meat-tenderizer like pincers close on my clit again. He squeezed and twisted as I went rigid, pain and pleasure overwhelming me as I wailed right into his balls. He let go of my clit, leaned forward, and slid his tongue over and around it, lapping fast and firmly. He pulled his cock out of my mouth and it bounced against my nose. 

“Juan! Please! Oh my God! Please fuck me!”

He stopped slurping on my sex just long enough to move me back to the horizontal and I blinked as the bright, overhead halogen lights burned spots into my retinas. I caught a glimpse of him, struggling with a condom, and then something firm, and warm, and solid slid into my pussy. Even if it was a little on the small size.

I grasped it tightly, fluttering muscles massaging and working the full length until it slid halfway out. Before I could object or whimper it went back in, thrusting back and forth with piston like precision. I shut my eyes, the exquisite pleasure blocking out even the pain of the guillotine clamps. I heard the wet, squelching sound of my flower opening, spread wide, petals splayed as my depths were plunged. My toes curled and I kicked, the chair creaking as I thrashed in my bonds, with only the desire to pump my hips back against him.

I felt like a torrent of water was trying to gush through me and I trembled violently as the orgasm hit me like a tsunami. Juan continued to ram himself home, rocking the entire chair and me with it. He stayed firm and passionate even as I crested, shuddered, and then wilted. My nipples started to throb painfully and I winced, whimpering as the pounding Juan was giving made the guillotine clamps wiggle and sway at the tips of my breast.

It says something about a man who can cum when his lover is hurting. The pain at the tips of my breast grew as Juan groaned and thrust, ultimately climaxing inside me, the prophylactic catching his spurting cream. He pulled out with a gracious sigh and a broad smile. Then, noticing my discomfort, reached up and released the clamps. I let out a tiny gurgle of sound, blood rushing back into the crushed tips of my breasts, but it was a relieving pain and it began to fade.

“That was perfecto,” he sighed, his hand stripping off the condom and tossing it away. He gave me a sly glance. “Even better, you disobeyed your mistress and came, loudly, so she would know.” He found his trousers and pulled them up his legs. I lay there, breathing deeply and evenly. I felt spectacular. 

“You would not have been so eager if you knew the items left in this trunk” He patted the trunk and gave me a pleased grin.

That… chilled me. “Why? What's left?” I asked weakly. 

Juan looked down the aisle, then glanced back at me with slight bow. “I think you are about to find out.” He placed his hand on my sex, fondling me warmly, but I was already satisfied. It just felt nice. Then Kari sauntered into view and Juan pulled his hand away. It was wet.

“I heard her from the other side of the warehouse,” she said to him in mock disappointment. 

Juan grinned. “I may be too much man for her,” he replied with total sincerity. But then he gave Kari a smug shrug. “And she is an enthusiastic woman.”

Kari laughed. “So am I.” It came out cold and cruel and I saw her looking down at me like a cat eyeing a goldfish. Goosebumps raised on my arms, then my tummy, passing down my legs. My pussy tightened and I realized that I was pulling on the fetters. Juan looked at Kari, then me, then back at Kari and lifted both hands in surrender. 

“I presume you wish to make a purchase?” He asked shrewdly.

Kari nodded. “Of course,” she said, staring down at me.

He bowed to her. “Then I will go and prepare the invoice,” he assured my mistress.

She stepped closer to the trunk and lifted a wicked looking leather paddle from it. It was almost a sap, but perhaps a bit too flexible. She patted my pussy with it and then delicately began to stroke me. Juan watched as I gasped, his eyes widening as the unmistakable thrust of my loins made my desires clear, even after the orgasm I’d just had.

“Very enthusiastic,” he said in an impressed tone. “Que te diviertas.” 

“Oh. I will,” Kari replied. 

Juan turned and began walking away, step by step, heading back to his office. I know he was smiling, satisfied at what he’d done to me, how he’d hurt me, and how he’d used me. But he was happy that I’d cum, and that he’d done it to me. Now… now I was earning the punishment I’d been promised. 

I figured Juan made it all the way back to his office.

Before I screamed.

I wonder if he thought it was in agony, or ecstasy.

Or both.


A Walk in the Park

Sparkling sunlight streamed down on the fresh spring grass, banishing the morning's chill as I walked briskly along the concrete path. Silver trails glistened, crossing the sidewalk; the occasional snail straggler threatened with destruction as it tried desperately to reach the other side. My boots avoided the shelled critters and I couldn't help but feel a certain sympathy for them. Here they were, out in the wild, forced to cross a dangerous expanse, exposed and vulnerable. They had their shells. Me - my dress, a light cotton number, in a wispy blue, which fluttered just a few inches lower than my upper thigh. Like the snails I kept moving, enjoying the warmth of the sun and the fresh air.

Slung over one shoulder was a small purse. I try never to go anywhere without at least some identification, though admittedly the small bag was holding more than that this morning. Still, it matched my dress, the blues complimentary. This stood in sharp contrast to the coil of hemp rope, thick and stiff and fraying, that I’d hoisted over the other shoulder. Every eight inches or so it had been knotted, making the entire length quite bulky. It wasn't exactly heavy, but it wasn't light either. It was also not the kind of accessory a pretty, redheaded girl walking in a park would be carrying. I plodded along instead, then gauged the nearby woods, looking for an opening in the underbrush, and when I saw one, I moved off the concrete path. 

The first four steps were in mown grass, but then I pushed into waist high meadow. The fresh stalks of wildflowers parted as I trail blazed my way through dew-soaked flora. My boots did a decent job of breaking a path, but I felt the soft brush of bluestem and sideoats as they sprang up, slipping up beneath the hem of my dress, like a lover, caressing the bare folds of my sex. Panties had not been an option that morning, so I was going commando. The grass tickled a little too and I resisted the urge to stop for a moment and spread my legs, just to feel the brush of the grass top along my petals. Still, I couldn’t stop. I headed toward the woods, aiming for the break I had seen from the concrete path. As I stepped into the shade of the live oaks, the temperature dropped enough to make me shiver for a moment. I looked around, gauging distances. The underbrush was thick, but not impassable, so I pushed through, ignoring the grazing of leaves and stems against the bare skin of my knees and thighs. Thank God I was wearing boots. Texas Natural is not the sort of landscaping conducive for a casual jaunt in the woods.

I paused and looked around. It wasn't a clearing by any sense of the word, since only an absence of actual trees made it that. Snailgrass and sawtooth vines weaved their way through the small brush, none of it higher than my waist, most of it not even coming to the top of my cowboy boots. I looked back at the nearest tree, judged heights, and pulled the rope off my shoulder. The coil dropped and I picked up the free end. About eight feet was unknotted and I wrapped it around the trunk, just above a low hanging branch. I tied a half hitch, then carefully threaded my way backward, trying not to trip on the thorny sawtooth, loosening the rope, stretching it across the bramble. The knotted hemp was longer than the clearing itself, but it was still a good twenty feet of braid. I tied the other end to a tree opposite the first, at about the height of my belly button. I tightened the freshly tied knots and tested it. Solid. Which left me with just one more thing to do.

Start. 

I stood next to the rope, right where it was tied to the second tree. I put a hand on the line, letting it help to keep my balance. Then I lifted my right foot, grabbed hold of my boot, and tugged it off. My bare little foot came out, the instep soft, pink, and delicate. Gingerly, I dipped my toe into the bric-a-brac and felt something sharp. I moved my foot, tried again, stepped on something else. Squishy. Yuck. Still, I didn't have much choice. I settled my weight down, clung to the rope and lifted my other foot. I took that shoe off as well.

Barefoot, I hurled my boots across the clearing, right up next to the opposite tree. It was an emotionally difficult moment for me. No shoes meant that every step was a risk. There were sharp stones, thorns, and God only knew what other dangers littering the ground. It hindered my movements, forcing me to search for a safe spot to put my weight. Running was an impossibility. Hell, walking would be tough.

And… there is something about giving up one's shoes, as an act of utter submission. It delves back to the days when women were expected to be in the kitchen, barefoot and pregnant. The bottoms of a girl's feet are delicate. Having my shoes taken from me left me vulnerable in the basest of ways. 

I stood there, in my summer dress, and lifted one leg up and over the rope. The movement exposed my shaved slit, a breath of air the last soft caress I would feel for a while. I almost lost my balance as the hemp caught on the hem of my dress, pushing it up, and I jammed my left foot down to avoid falling. I felt something sharp cut at my outstretched toes, but there was nothing I could do about it. The hemp dug up into my sex, pressing and pushing as I let out a pained gasp, hands pushing down on the line, as I struggled to find my footing, or at least footing that didn’t cut into my toes and the balls of my feet. I rose on tiptoe, as high as I could, but that didn't prevent the rope from moving into the highest available position. It dug into my slit, splitting my folds until the thick, rough, line was wedged deep into my sex. I squirmed, gasping, my hips already thrusting, and I opened my purse, dug past the two, bright pink clothespins, and pulled out the purple plastic fob. 

There was just a single button, and I pressed it three times rapidly. Invisible lines of force connected and the two, egg-shaped vibrators, buried deep in my sex, sprang to life, shaking violently. I whimpered, but from the totality of sensation, rather than pain or pleasure. A fresh onslaught of sexually charged energy whipped through me. For a moment I danced, my feet coming up and going back down in the forest detritus, my body reacting as expected to the introduction of an inch wide, scratchy, thick rope digging up into my crotch. The discomfort of that outweighed whatever the hell I was stepping on, and I wriggled, resisting the urge to grab the rope and push down. That was a no no. 

I put away the fob. My purse I slung crosswise across my torso, so that the strap pressed down between my breasts, right over the dress. Before me was twenty-three feet of knotted rope. I bit my lip, winced, and sucked it up as my body trembled and I had no trouble imagining what twenty something feet of frayed, rough, coarse, hemp would feel like sliding through my pussy. That particular part of my anatomy tightened, trying to protect itself, but the rumbling vibroballs created an entirely different response. The wetness began to seep out of me, the arousal an underlying flavor of the torture cake I was about to eat. I took a deep breath and with timid, dainty, wiggling steps, I wriggled my hips and moved forward.

The rope slid through my cunt. 

Did it hurt? Not exactly. But you try rubbing a dry, coarse, scratchy, thick piece of rope against any part of your body and you’ll understand my reticence. Even dripping, the hemp line tore at my folds, excoriating and scrubbing my petals, as my legs pumped up and down, trying to find a safe place to step. I had to grab the hem of my dress and hold it up to keep it from being dragged under as I moved. It was just another exposure; my bare, rope-split loins in full view. Two inches away stood the first knot and I forced my way down the line to it, scraping my pussy until the massive bulge pressed hard against my clit. That felt both wrong and right. 

Now came the hard part. Without touching the rope, I had to force my way over the knot. Lifting up was meaningless. There was no slack in the rope. It meant taking a big, unwieldy step, leaning forward, and then pushing myself over it. Or… or dragging. I tried to mentally prepare, but honestly… nothing gets you ready for something like this. I swung my foot out, digging around for a safe stepping point, ignoring the scratching thorns of the bramble starting to slice at my soles and ankles. I found it, leaned forward, and pushed.

The knot caught on my clit, dragging it under as the two-inch-wide monstrosity forced its way through my pussy. Of course, it was me going over it, but that's not what it felt like. I was the Red Sea parted. I was a loaf of bread sliced. I was a piece of timber sawed in half. The rough bead of rope pressed and dug in, soaking up the copious juices of my sex, drinking deeply before popping into the mouth of my deepest opening. It was like getting fucked, for just a moment, and I rocked with the impact, knowing the worst was yet to come. I pushed forward, forcing the knot out of my pussy, to tear across my perineum, only to replicate the same sensation of impact as the bulge slid neatly into the puckering of my ass. I slid further along, gasping. 

I had to take another step, or lose my balance, and this time I did step on something sharp. It poked into my sole and I yelped, jerking backward, right over the fucking knot. It tore its way backward through my crotch, all the way to my labia, before I rocked forward again. For the third time the knot scored my perineum, tapped the small button of my back door, and crawled up my backside. I flailed, put my foot down, and this time managed not to step on a thorn. 

Brilliant. I stood there quivering, suddenly realizing that I was a fucking moron. I should have done this in Kari’s back yard. 

The vibroballs purred and I moved forward. The rope was cruel and every inch felt like I was scraping my pussy with sandpaper. I made it, gingerly, to the next knot, toes digging into the bramble, thorns scraping at my insteps. I took another deep breath, braced myself, and knotted my clit. Again.

Ow. Two down. Twenty-three to go. 

Okay. I blinked, concentrating. Lift the right foot. Ignore the shaking vibroballs arousing me. Swing leg forward. Point toe. Dip down, ready to pull back in case there is something sharp. Ignore the thorns of sawtooth vine scraping my calf. Find a safe space to support weight. Shift weight, ignore the digging rope cutting into pussy. Try not to tighten loins around vibroballs. Lift left foot. Swing it forward. Push entire body as far down the rope as my pussy can handle, or until I hit a knot. Left foot point toes. Find a safe spot to rest my weight. Ignore the goddamn vibroballs wanting me to cum. Do it all again. Knot. Brace. Tighten. Push over. Disregard tugging pull on clit. Try not to let it make the vibroballs worse. Drag myself over the knot, letting the bulge spread my petals until it gets to the opening of my sex. Gasp as it pushes in, a short, unsatisfactory fuck. Try not to thrust hips. Bad idea. Take another step. Drag the knot along the soft, delicate pad of flesh between holes, then grit my teeth as the knot pops into the indentation of my ass. Onward. 

Over and over. It took me thirty-five minutes to make it halfway. My legs, from ankle down, were covered in fine, light, red scratches and my toes and the balls of my feet had several small cuts and a few shallow punctures. Nothing serious, but I knew I was going to need to wash and use some Neosporin. That's for sure. The worst part was my pussy. Imagine rug burn on your private parts. Now on top of that, imagine being aroused, wet and leaking. Hell, the rope behind me had darkened from all the pussy juice soaked into it. My clit had started to swell from the repeated knots tearing and tugging it. 

There was a mental component too. I was half naked, outside, and while seriously unlikely, there was an offside chance someone might come along and wonder what all the girlie whimpering and gasps were about. That very fact intensified the situation, raising the stakes dramatically.  And trust me, my pussy noticed.

Which is why I was worried about cumming. 

The assignment restricted me from orgasming in a simple manner. Don't cum while crossing the rope. The consequences for doing so were extreme to say the least. So I tried, really hard, to think of other things; and not the burning of my pussy; or the sweet, intense vibration of the vibroballs; or my dress pulled and bunched up around my waist, exposing my open slit; or the way the knots felt against my clit and the fact that I was thrusting my hips, rubbing myself against them; or getting discovered for that matter, with someone finding my half-naked form and taking advantage of me; or that popping sensation as each knot dipped into my pussy or thudded into my ass; nor would I think of what was waiting in my purse, just in case I was dumb enough to let myself pop. No way. I wouldn't think about any of that.

From the halfway point I steeled myself, lifted my right foot, took a careful, probing step, and pushed myself, loudly whimpering, over the knot in front of me. The rope burned, the rough strands scraping me raw. My clit was pulled down and I gasped as it came free, snapping back with a stinging tingle that left me shaking. I leaned again, the knot sliding roughly through my pink slit, pushing the wet folds aside. I could feel every splintered piece of hemp line, every strand as it chafed my sex. Then came the pop, that weird, “almost fucking” that I loved, that I craved, as the thick knot dipped up and into my depths. I almost wish someone would make a hemp dildo. I could just imagine having it pushed into me, rough and…

Wait. What the fuck was I thinking? That kind of shit was going to make me explode!

I tried to hurry then. The knot slid out of me, now wet and soaked, across the soft and scored bits between pussy and ass. Then it struck my bottom, and as I found my next step, nudging aside another strand of fucking sawtooth, standing on a bit of fallen log, I whimpered and worked my way forward. 

Inch by fucking inch.

Step. Pull back. Vibroballs. Nudge the sharp shit aside with my toe. Press down. Vibroballs. Pray. Full weight. Lean forward. Drag pussy across scratchy rope. Vibroballs. Hit knot. Put other foot down. Pray. Full weight. Push. Vibroballs. Gasp. Wince. Ignore the pain. Ignore the pleasure. Ignore…

Wait. Damn it. STOP HUMPING THE FUCKING KNOT YOU STUPID BITCH!

What can I say? My inner me isn’t a very polite person. I pulled back, realizing that I was on the edge. Maybe six feet and seven more knots lay in front of me and I knew, that short of some serious intervention on my part, the vibroballs, the stimulation of my clit, and my own stupid mentality were going to send me into orbit. I was going to cum. Explode. Orgasm. Pop. Climax. Whatever the hell you want to call it.

And… I was so close. To everything. 

I looked at the next knot and my stomach tightened up as I struggled with the knowledge that I still needed to go over the one pressed tightly to my clit. The prickly, friable pieces of rope rubbed at my clitoris, exciting me in ways difficult to describe. How could something that hurt so much feel so fucking good?  Why was I humping the fucking knots like a little bitch in heat? Why? Oh God why did I need to cum?

Seven more knots.

I focused. I tried to still my breathing. I grit my teeth. I pushed. And made it over the knot. The rope burned as I slid forward, toes darting down, my calves burning. Another few inches and… the next knot. My clit seemed to touch it first and I lifted up and set myself down on it. The pressure was insane and I gasped, eyes closed, mouth open, hips rolling. Then I made the mistake. I slid one hand up my dress, lifting it. More belly, more hip, my ribs. Then right on up to my breast. My fingers found the nipple and the touch was electrifying. My body stiffened and there was no going back. I jerked, lost to the wilds, my hips swinging, pumping my split, slit, rope stuffed cunt up and down the rope, smashing my clit repeatedly into the knot. A long, ecstatic cry escaped my lips, more than loud enough to reach the concrete path. I shuddered violently, spasms rocking my entire body as the orgasm rushed through me. The little copse of trees and shifting shadows and briar seemed to dim as waves of bliss seemed to burst in my pussy and flow upward and outward. 

It took less than a minute for me to realize what I’d done and utter a few choice cuss words at my gross stupidity. Worse, with my arousal gone, or at least temporarily sated, the sensation of the rope between my legs had just become something much more uncomfortable. I had absolutely no desire to rub myself along it, or against it, or over it. And yet, there were still seven knots left. I collected my thoughts, standing there, the rope biting me between the legs, my calves trembling as I struggled to remain on tip toe, and then sighed. I was fucked. And not in a good way.

I grabbed the hem of my dress. This was the first thing to do. I pulled upward, peeling it off and over my head, shaking out my long, red hair. I bundled it up and then threw it, back toward the meadow. It didn’t quite make it, which was probably a blessing, but now it was a good twenty feet away and there was no chance of me darting to it, grabbing it, and covering up, just in case someone sauntered by. I was truly naked now, in every sense of the word. I felt… scared. And excited. Neither of those emotions were good for that moment. My breathing had finally slowed, so I licked my lips, looked ahead, ignored the still buzzing vibroballs and my total nudity, and plowed forward.

Ow. 

Those last seven knots were painful, especially without the shield of arousal. Still, I made it. When I got to the tree I reached forward and got hold of my small, blue purse and opened it. Now came the second part of the punishment for cumming; the clothespins. I plucked them out, two pink, plastic clamps, and with no hesitation put them on my nipples, sticking straight out like a good little girl wears her clamps. For a moment I stood there, still straddling the rope, still feeling the vibroballs, and now with my breasts clamped and tormented. I ran my hand over my bare belly, up to my breasts, squeezing my bosom, only to go back down to my loins. I touched myself, softly, gingerly. In seconds I was moaning again. I put my hands on the rope, pushed down, and swung my leg over, freeing myself from the cruel and vicious bite sawing. My feet were dirty, but my boots were right there, so I put them on again. Thank God. I was covered in little scratches, and there were even some oozing cuts. And in several places the sawtooth thorns had punctured skin, leaving dark red marks. 

For the next few minutes, I basically did maintenance. I untied my rope and coiled it back up, very aware of the dark, wet stains positioned just about every eight or so inches. I don’t really want to think about that. The implications are not complementary. Or maybe they are. What does it say about a girl who constantly creams herself while humping a one-inch thick piece of hemp rope? The boots provided ample protection from the bramble and thorns, and while I tripped once, I didn’t fall. The clothespins jiggled through the whole thing, wiggling up and down, sending sparks of pain through my bosom. And the vibroballs? Yep. Still on high. By the time I was done, I almost wished I’d left the rope up. 

So I could walk it again.

I stood in the center of the clearing, my purse over one bare shoulder, the rope over the other, hips twitching with the vibrations and my nipples throbbing from the clothespins. I looked around. It was a nice little spot. Shaded, sheltered, and private. I liked that. A lot. I took a deep breath and glanced over to where my dress had fallen. It was very close to where I’d entered, which was both a good and bad thing. Slowly, I made my way over, plucked the cotton material out of the brush, and then squatted, peering out through the leaves, looking across the small meadow, over toward the concrete sidewalk.

I didn’t see anyone. Good.

Now came the hard part. The scary part. The exciting part. Had I managed not to cum, I’d still be dressed, my breasts unclamped, and the walk across the meadow would be a slow stroll, rather than the coming dash. See, I wasn’t allowed to put the dress back on until I got to the sidewalk. I emerged from the underbrush and looked frantically left and right. There might have been movement in the distance, but maybe not. It didn’t matter. I burst out running, sedge and bluestem whipping at my already well sauced and abused pussy as I darted the sixty or so feet from tree line to sidewalk.

Running naked is always a challenge for a girl. Running naked stuffed with vibroballs which are rattling around inside you is even more difficult. Running naked, stuffed with vibrating sex toys, while your nipples are clamped with clothespins… well… one fell off.  Mid-run.

I almost slid to a halt and looked around frantically. Where the fuck was the clothespin?  You would think that a bright, neon pink clothespin would be easy to find. I looked hard, backtracking a few feet. Where was it? I looked over my shoulder. The movement in the distance? Yeah. Runner. Male. Just a spot. But I had to find the fucking clothespin! I got down on my hands and knees and pushed grass aside. Burrs. Prickling on my legs. WHERE THE FUCK WAS THE CLOTHESPIN? I lifted my head and looked again. Holy shit. He was fucking close! I panicked. I wasn’t even sure where I’d dropped it! I pushed grasses aside and then, there it was. Wedged downward. I grabbed it, jammed it back onto my tit, grabbed my dress, then the rope, stood up, whirled around, and…

There was just thirty feet between me and the sidewalk. The runner? His head snapped toward me, his eyes widening, for a moment he slowed, a shocked look on his face. I swallowed. I was buck naked, nipples clamped, a huge knotted rope on my shoulder. My pussy was dark pink, my clit swollen. As his steps faltered, I lifted one hand and gave him a little wave. And a small smile. My heart thudded painfully. Then he grinned, waved back… and kept running.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

I hurried to the path, his back to me. The second my boots hit the concrete I threw down the rope and my purse and pulled the dress on over my head. Agony hit me as the bodice came down over my tits, but I had expected that. I let out a garbled cry, clenching my teeth, but I managed to cover myself back up. The hem danced around my thighs and I picked up my stuff, breasts hurting way more than I had expected. My breathing came in short little gasps and I shuffled forward, or more accurately, back the way I’d originally came. Less than a quarter of a mile away there was a bench. It took five minutes, but I got there, my nipples going numb with pain.

I plopped down on the bench. Just one more thing to do. I again looked left and right. No joggers. No runners. No walkers. No one. Thank God. I lifted the hem of my dress and spread my legs. This was the first time I’d had a good opportunity to inspect the damage and much to my chagrin, there was plenty. My pussy wasn’t just pink, it was dark pink, and there were actual scratches on the labia. The inside of the labia. My clit was swollen and discolored, and I was leaking copiously. Of course, I was vibrating too, which was to be expected considering the vibroballs were still in me and turned to the highest setting. And I was sore. My pussy itself was tender to the touch and my perineum felt abraded and sensitive. 

I pushed my fingers into my well, jammed my thumb against my clit, and masturbated. For the first minute it was more discomfort than pleasure. Pain streamed up from my bent nipples, the material of the dress forcing the clothespins straight down, bending the tips of my breasts in a direction not planned by God. Not only that, but even the relatively smoothness of my fingers felt grainy and rough on my pussy, and my poor clitoris seemed hyper-sensitive to any kind of touch, regardless of form. But there were things in my favor. The vibrations for one. The fact that I was outside, my dress around my waist, legs spread wide, showing off my recently abused pussy was another. And as I focused on these things, the pain… well… it sort of morphed. Changed. Disappeared. Became something else. 

My hips rolled as I felt the waves of intense pleasure. Another orgasm was coming and my God, I needed it. I worked my fingers violently, vigorously, rubbing and curling them in my soaked slit. I slid forward, even more lewdly, gasping and shaking as I worked myself into a horny froth, one hand between my legs, the other sliding upward, exposing belly and rib, then lifting the dress so that one clothespin sprang upward, pointed straight out. I wiggled and twisted it, moaning loudly. I closed my eyes, shaking as everything hit me at once and I threw my head back, crying out, a spray of fluids shooting out from between my legs, sprinkling the white concrete, and leaving my own slimy, sparkling trail.

It took me thirty seconds to calm down, though I did remove the clothespins. I tugged my dress back down, closing my legs as the secondary waves of pleasure hit me. I took deep breaths, smelling the morning sunshine, the spring scents of lavender and paintbrush. Then, slowly, I stood. A slick wetness still seeped from my slit, but I ignored it, opening my purse, only to take the control fob and silence the vibroballs. I didn’t need the stimulation anymore. I’d exposed and tormented myself. I’d suffered the punishments. I’d even been seen. And I’d cum. Twice. What more could anyone ask of me? I tucked the clothespin back into my purse and picked up the rope. Then I stood, turned back down the concrete path, and began walking.

In the distance I saw movement, but it didn’t concern me. Not in the least. I smiled, dreamy and happy, my pussy still wet, but now only from my natural inclination, not anything else. I walked slowly and comfortably. The figure on the path grew larger, more defined, and then, with a start, I realized it was the guy. The jogger. The one who had seen me naked. For a second, I blushed crimson. Humiliated. But… I was dressed now. Granted, a short dress. And I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties. But at least I didn’t have the clothespins on my tits anymore! I took a deep breath and steeled myself. Another wave perhaps?

As he approached, I could see that he recognized me and this time he slowed. Fifteen feet away from me he stopped. We closed the distance. 

“Hi,” he said warmly. “You’re dressed.” He didn’t seem surprised, but I could hear a little bit of disappointment.

I laughed and shrugged. “Yeah, well… technically running around naked is illegal.”

He chuckled. “Yeah. Too bad.” I smiled. His eyes traced lines over my body. “I admit, it was the best thing I’ve ever seen on a morning run,” he admitted. I looked at him. Thin, tall, blond hair, clean shaven. Not dripping in sweat or anything. Just, healthy looking. I liked him. 

“You’re welcome,” I said. Beneath the hem of my dress, my pussy tightened. I blinked. Bad pussy. I meant my words to be a sort of dismissal, or at least a goodbye, but instead he got closer. His eyes undressed me, admiring me, touching me, and my pussy convulsed. It wanted something. Oh my God.

“I do have a question though,” he said curiously. I felt my pulse quicken, my heartbeat loud in my ears. Would I be sucking this man’s cock in a moment? Would he take me somewhere and use me? Would he ask to see my naked body a second time?

“Yes?” My eyes sparkled and the tension between us was palpable. I waited for the question with breathless anticipation. I was practically ready to strip, right there, and mount him. Oh yes...

He got closer, his perfect mouth curling. Then, softly, he asked his question. “What is the rope for?”

My eyes widened. Flash of memory. Lift right foot. Ignore the shaking vibroballs. Swing leg forward. Point toe. Dip down. Ignore thorns. Find safe spot to support weight. Shift body. Ignore digging rope cutting into pussy. Try not to tighten loins around vibroballs. Lift left foot. Swing forward. Push entire body as far down the rope as pussy can handle, or until I hit a knot. Left foot point toes. Find a safe spot to rest my weight. Ignore the goddamn vibroballs wanting me to cum. Do it all again. Knot. Brace. Tighten. Push over. Disregard tugging pull on clit. Try not to let it make the vibroballs worse. Drag myself over the knot, letting the bulge spread my petals until it gets to the opening of my sex. Gasp as it pushes in, a short, unsatisfactory fuck. Try not to thrust hips. Bad idea. Take another step. Drag the knot along the soft, delicate pad of flesh between holes, then grit my teeth as the knot pops into the indentation of my ass. Onward. 

Oh my God. My pussy convulsed and there was no denying it now. Not in the least. I swallowed, reached out, and took his hand.

Then came four, softly spoken, but very intense words. “Let me show you.”


Taste Me

Things were getting intense and my pulse quickened. I was kneeling on the carpet of the hotel room, my arms braced on his thick and muscular thighs. His pants were eight feet away, his boxers near my high heeled clad feet. His cock, granite like and long, stood straight up from his lap, the tip concealed inside my mouth. His eyes were open, and he stared at me as the strap of the little black dress slipped even more. My left breast, capped with a gold piercing and padlock, still sporting a half-healed welt or two, was exposed and his right hand touched my nipple each time I leaned forward, taking more of his manhood.

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice rough with need. I smiled up at him. We’d only met forty minutes before, and I knew that his words were honey. But still, there was no denying his desire. I knew he wanted me. I’d known it the moment he saw me sitting there. And I’d wanted to be wanted. The short little dress exposing just a touch more than it should, the six-inch stilettos, the dark eyeliner, the lip gloss - all of it. It had been obvious. When I saw the way he looked at me, I’d melted easily and gone to him.

My tongue wrapped around his shaft in sweet, sensual circles and I caressed him, rubbing up and down, tasting as I went. His skin was sweet, his scent a mix of masculinity and spice. My dress fell on the other side, spilling down off my shoulders, both breasts bared, down to my waist. I had it all mapped out. I would lick and suck on him until he couldn’t take it any longer, and then I would rise up and mount him, knowing that I wouldn’t get my own pleasure until after he came, and I’d aroused him again. But that was fine. That was perfect. That was the way it should be.

“Bre,” he groaned, his hands going to my head. “I can’t take it.”

I blinked. He was quivering with need. He wanted me. I could tell. Confused, I paused and he rose to his feet, lifting me at the same time. My dress fell to my ankles, pooling around the stilettos. I stood there, in nothing but the shoes and a pair of lace panties that matched my hair.

“I have to taste you,” he whispered. Then he pushed me backward, over the coffee table. I started to fall, to cry out, but he took me, holding me, lowering me gently. His fingers pulled at the red lace panties, drawing them down my legs, exposing my pink flower. I spread myself open for him, surprised at the turn of events. This was not what I’d envisioned. Not what I was supposed to be doing. I’m the one who is supposed to give the pleasure, to be used, to be…

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

His tongue lapped at my clit, but not just up and down. He went in a swirl. For several dizzying breaths a surge of instant, uncontrollable pleasure made my back arch and my fingers curl in his hair. He moved off my clit to lick my petals, not penetrating me, but just fluttering strokes against my folds. He nibbled his way up the outsides of my labia, only to suckle my clitoris. And when my ragged breath betrayed me, letting him know exactly what he’d done to me, he did it all over again.

And again.

And again.

And again.

Until I shuddered violently, cumming and screaming and reaching for him. And it was only then that he picked me up in his arms, his thumb pressing into my sex, pulling out the buzzing vibroballs, to carry me to the bed. He laid me down, spreading me open, climbing up to mount me. I sighed as he entered, soft and firm and solid. He completed me. He loved me. And he came.

His words still echo in my ear. “I can’t take it. I have to taste you.”

Well then… taste me.

Taste Me - 7 Days Later

When the chime on the front door of the office rang out, I didn’t get up. I didn’t have the opportunity to look at a clock, being distracted and all, but I knew it had to be close to nine, and that in all likelihood, it was just my boss, best friend, lover, and sadistic mistress coming into work.

Don’t get me wrong. The arrival of Kari Anders is usually stressful for me. First comes the morning greeting. Sometimes it’s something as simple as “good morning, Breanne.”  But other times I’m asked, “how are you this morning, fuckslut?” in as degrading a manner as possible. Regardless, I’m then subjected to an inspection, where Kari makes sure that I feel like I should be naked, rather than just dressed like a two-penny whore. God help me and my poor, overstuffed ass if I’m wearing jeans.

After she makes sure my skirts are too short and my shirts are transparent, or missing buttons, or otherwise set to expose my breasts in as an embarrassing fashion as possible, her next question will undoubtedly be about my “toy of the day.”  As a certified nympho humiliation pain slut, I’m always required to keep cock inside me. Except that’s not a realistic option, so any sex toy will do. This is to keep me in the appropriate mind frame - wet and ready at a moment’s notice - to get fucked.

I admit, as I knelt there in the conference room, sucking cock, and the doorbell up in the little lobby I normally sit in chimed, I wondered how the morning would go. 

Mr. Terrell Dwayne stiffened, for the second time that morning, and pushed on my head. “Someone's coming,” he whispered harshly. I pulled my mouth off his shaft and grinned.

“Oh, it's just my boss. She won't mind,” I declared. My hand was wrapped around his scrotum so I literally had him by the balls, though I would never have squeezed. Instead, I plopped my mouth back around his shaft, slurping noisily. 

“Bre? Are you back here?” I heard Kari call.

I lifted my head off Terrell Dwayne’s prick again. “Yes. Back here. Busy!” I yelled. Terrell’s eyes bulged but then glazed over as the pleasure of my tongue surrounded him once more. 

“Oh,” Kari said, sticking her head into the conference room. She took one look at Terrell’s stricken expression and waved her hand dismissively. “Already at it, I see. Carry on,” she said dismissively. A moment later Terrell’s cock spasmed in my mouth and ribbons of his spunk shot out, striking the back of my throat. Evidently, he liked the idea of getting caught. I was ready for it and swallowed, ignoring the salty, slightly acidic taste. He sighed lustily, slumping slightly in the leather chair. 

I didn't stop either. That's my personal trick. I keep sucking, trying to get them hard again.

“Bre,” he said. “I can't. I'm going to be late as it is.” He pushed my head away from his lap. “Really, you were amazing.” His voice sounded embarrassed and I sat back on my heels. The stretch black skirt I was wearing had rolled up around my waist and the pink, plastic, butterfly shaped base was pressed visibly against my sex. I stood up, pushing my skirt down, hiding the Rotating Venus Penis.

“What is that you're wearing?” Terrell asked, nodding toward my loins as I covered the RVP up.

“Rotating Venus Penis,” I replied with a shrug. “My toy of the day. Keeps me wet and ready,” I said teasingly, glancing over at the control fob sitting on the conference table. “Soon enough,” I told myself silently. 

He blinked in wonder. “I… uh… I…”

I sighed and nodded. “I know. It’s okay,” I assured him. He flashed me a quick grin as he pulled up his pants and a moment later he was hurrying down the hall. I took a deep breath and picked up the RVP controller. There were two controls of the fob; both sliders and I pushed them up about a third of the way.

Inside me, and I guess outside as well, the Rotating Venus Penis began vibrating. The plastic butterfly base shook just enough to make my entire sex tighten in rhythmic spasms. Since the tip was pressed to my clitoris, the vibrations felt incredibly intense, fraying my nerves and arousing me into instant need. But honestly, it was the other control that made the difference. It handled the speed of the four-inch-long rubber phallus that projected out from the butterfly’s abdomen. The probe was inside me and corkscrewing along in my depths, deep enough to send flutters of acute need jetting down to my toes. Just a tad bit breathless, I made sure my white halter top covered my breasts, the black mini hid my ass, and headed down the hall to Kari’s office.

The golden goddess was in, already on the phone, her appointment book open. Today was supposed to be a design day, with only one outing that afternoon to meet a client. I gave her a little wave and she held up a finger, indicating for me to wait. I did, leaning against the door frame while my nether regions slowly went nuts. It had to be obvious, what with my hips twitching back and forth, my side to side roll and frequent squeezing. Finally, she put the phone down.

“How does it feel?” She asked, giving me a direct look. 

I swallowed and nodded, holding up the fob. “Tight. And needy. Can I cum?”

She grinned. “You haven’t cum yet this morning?” She asked, seemingly surprised. 

I bit my lip. I couldn’t lie to her. I slumped a little. “Yes. About twenty minutes after I got her,” I admitted. “Kari, you know what the RVP does to me. You had to know I’d…”

She cut me off with a wave of her hand. “I’m well aware of your lack of control,” she said simply. “I believe the specifics of the assignment were for you to suck seven cocks before three pm today. Is that correct?” 

I nodded. That was precisely the assignment. Except I’d been told by Julie not to cum either or face a dire punishment, which is where I figured this conversation was going. In frustration, both emotional and sexual, I moved forward and plopped myself down in the chair opposite Kari’s desk. I didn’t bother to close my legs either and I could see her glancing down at the pink bug shaking over my dripping slit.

“So, what’s the punishment?” I asked, trying to make it sound off hand. “A pussy whipping? The Thrusting Anal Vibrator in my ass? Clamps on my nipples and clit? A flogging? Parading me naked out in the atrium? You beating the soles of my feet with a crop?”

Kari let out a laugh and she leaned forward. “I liked your tweet.”

I gave her a skeptical look. “My tweet? What tweet? The one about the story I’m writing?” I spun the fob of the RVP in my fingers.

Kari shook her head. “No. The one from seven days ago. About being tasted.”

“Oh!” I replied, a little surprised. She hadn’t mentioned it at all over the last week. Except… I’d been a little out of sorts. You know… cramps. Grumpiness. That sort of stuff. It had been my “week off” you might say. And now?

Kari leaned forward, eyes bright with mischief. She looked at me hungrily and I knew I was going to suffer for it. “Your punishment, for each orgasm you have today, is to squeeze in another dick to suck before three o’clock,” Kari went on. “As Julie said, the only time you may turn off the RVP is when you have cock in your mouth.”

“Wait. What?” I stammered. “More cock? You can’t be serious.” I gave her a disbelieving look. “Do you realize how many dicks I will need to suck today?”

Kari nodded. “I am. So now you have six hours to suck seven cocks out of a required eight. And if you cum again before you find another dick to put in your mouth, it will eight cocks still to suck out of nine.” She gave me a wicked smile. “You’re only safe from cumming if you’re right in the middle of sucking.”

I stared at her, trying to decide if the rhyme was a joke. “Is the prohibition on known males still in effect?” My voice sounded hollow. I knew why. This was… this was… this was… awful.

Kari laughed again. “I see you started with the guys of the new office upstairs.”

I nodded, my pussy quivering. The RVP was charging me up. At this rate I was going to cum again. Maybe in twenty or thirty minutes. Probably less. Ten? I swallowed, my fingers playing with the fob. That meant I needed to go find another guy to gobble down. Worse, while I thought I’d knocked out one of my required seven, thanks to the “punishment”, I didn’t have seven cocks to suck. I had eight. Which meant that Terrell was a freebee and had meant nothing. Well, not nothing. I certainly had enjoyed it. And Terrell clearly had. Still… I sighed. Great. Wonderful. Seven more guys. Seven more cocks to suck. That’s a lot of time to spend on your knees in a mini skirt.

I bit my lip and stood up. “Well, I guess I better go get to it,” I said, slapping my hands down on my thighs, the control fob of the RVP rattling.

Kari looked up at me. “Do you have a plan?” 

I shrugged. “The university,” I said after a moment. “I can hang out at one of the halls, or the language arts building. It’s got a lot of nooks and crannies.” I gave her a wan smile. “Then I’ll just start asking...”

“Can I suck your cock?” Kari asked with a wicked smile.

I grinned. “Something like that,” I replied. “Who knows, maybe I’ll be able to do more than seven.”

Kari stood up and held out her hand. I stared at her, unsure. “What?” I asked.

“The control fob,” she said simply. My eyebrow went up, but I lifted my hand and dropped the fob into her outstretched palm. She looked at it studiously, but then she pushed the one slider up. The corkscrewing sensation inside my pussy dramatically increased, making me gasp. My eyes widened in alarm as my thighs slammed together and I bent in half. The vibrations shot through me like lightning and the orgasm hovering off in the distance like an approaching storm suddenly raced across the plains, hurtling toward me.

“Low is for obedient little fuck sluts who do what they are told,” Kari said simply. “Not ones who cum at the drop of a hat. Adding another blowjob to your required number is Julie’s stated consequence for cumming.” She stood up and leaned on her desk, looking at me darkly. “Mine is that with each orgasm you have, the RVP goes to a higher setting.”

I let out a little gasp as my pussy tightened even more. “I won’t… I won’t be able to… to hold… off,” I blurted out, my entire body already humming with need. I could already feel the shivers, the sweet swirl of desperation. I wanted to cum. It wouldn’t be long before I needed it.

Or did it.

“That’s the idea.” Kari held out the fob to me and I took it. I didn’t dare turn it down, and I’d have been an idiot to turn it up. I took a deep breath, shuddering as my fingers closed around the fob. The vibrations sensitized me, but it was the rotation of the interior phallus that sealed my fate. I’d be lucky to make to the fucking car. I struggled to keep my hips from thrusting, but I couldn’t. What the hell was she playing at? I wasn’t going to be able to even do this. Kari waved her hand.

“Off you go. And remember, if you don’t have cock in your mouth…”

“... the RVP has to be on,” I whispered in response, still flabbergasted. My pussy tightened rhythmically, and I knew I was going to cum in minutes, if not seconds.

Kari smiled. “Let’s see if someone else can't take it,” she taunted. “See if they want you as bad as your paramour from last week did. See if someone gets to a point where they lift you up, set you on your back, lift the RVP away from you well-sauced cunt and...”

I got it. I did. That was what it was all about. That stupid tweet. Me getting pleasured, instead of doing the pleasure. It was a mental game. Forget the punishment. It was about providing guys with an opportunity. I smiled as I nodded, finishing her sentence. 

“To see if they want to taste me.”

Kari smiled.


A Roll in the Pegs

Nerves. Either they are things of steel, or weak, watery things. Mine were running toward the latter and I stood in the hallway with the bucket, feeling just a little nervous. I licked my lips, trying to summon the mental courage to get on with it, but the thumping metal bass of the music and the underlying roar of people talking were like an imposing wall. How could I possible walk in there; a room filled with almost forty people and do… well… you know.

I looked down at myself. I was wearing the flimsiest of dresses, a seven-dollar gauze number Julie had picked up online and given me right before she’d taken me out for dinner. That had been almost as humiliating, sitting there at the table, the waiter ogling me. I might as well have been naked for all the good my attire was doing. You could see my breasts perfectly, right through the black mesh, and had I been wearing a bra, or panties, you would have been able see the pattern of the lace. The dress was more costume than clothing. Julie had shown me the receipt too. She’d spent a measly seven dollars on it.

I shifted my weight back and forth. The black stilettos Kari had given me over a year ago were on my feet, the six-inch heels lifting me up precariously, but making me look like the sex slut I was. Considering the late hour of the day, my feet weren’t hurting, and I knew I wouldn’t be on them for long.

There was a light tap on my shoulder and I glanced over to my right. The young man standing there was tall and lean, clean cut and handsome. His chin was covered with a short, attractive beard and his blue eyes seemed to sparkle with anticipation. Zack gave me a look that said “get on with it” without saying it. I took a deep breath. Right. This group had been gathered for a specific purpose. There was nothing to do but “get on with it.” I took a step forward. Then another. I felt the change in pressure as I stepped into the fraternity’s common room and joined the party.

Black lights, strobe lights, and one of those kids’ party disco ball things had turned the great room of the fraternity house into a rave sparkled with eye blinding brilliance. Purple, blue, red and green stars flashed across the ceiling and everywhere kids were dancing. I say kids, but technically they were all adults. The reality is that I’m getting older. I know it. To me, these eighteen to twenty-two-year-olds look so young. Granted, I’ve got a baby face, so most people underestimate my age, which is nice. I look like I’m in my mid- to late twenties. But still, I couldn’t help feeling a twinge, knowing that I was fourteen years old and already sexually active when some of these whelps were born. 

I stepped to the doorway and looked in. The center of the room was clear, a taped square approximately fifteen feet across daringly empty, as if some sort of force was preventing the partygoers from entering the space. I pushed forward, already drawing eyes and I stepped across the tape barrier. Then I was alone, standing in the square as the music died down to soft tones and everyone began to hush. My pulse raced and I swear to God I considered running for it. People began settling down, finding places to sit, drinking and watching as I stood there in my gauze dress, and set the bucket down.

Nothing was said. Nothing had to be. They all knew why they were here. I knew why I was there. “A mid-term party with some special entertainment,” Julie had said. “You’ll have fun!” She said. Fun. Right. I moved to the very center of the square and tried, probably poorly, to do a sexy strip tease. The buttons on the front of the dress were small and cheap and my fingers fumbled them. Still, I swayed, and turned; presenting my ass, my breasts, exposing little bits at a time, pretending that they couldn’t already see my prurient bits. I expected a cat call or something, but the fraternity boys knew better and the few girls that were there seemed to understand. Then the front of my dress was open and I shrugged out of it slowly, letting it fall until I stood there naked, utterly and totally exposed.

Still sort of dancing to the music, I reached into the bucket. My hand closed on a fist full of wooden pegs and I drew them out. I tried not to look at the faces around me, the eyes staring, or the muted whispers I could barely hear over the music. I squeezed the first clothespin and set it onto my left nipple, sticking straight out. It closed, biting the tip of my breast tightly, wiggling as I breathed. The pain was noticeable, especially the way I put it on. With the clothespin parallel to the floor, the weight of the peg bent my nipple down slightly; each movement, each breath making it jiggle painfully. I set another one next to the first, and then a third a bit further out than that. Then, with my nipple already throbbing, little shards of exquisite pain mixing with the humiliation of my public nudity, I set the last two clothespins on the same breast, leaving five of the damned pegs jiggling on my tit. 

I went back to the bucket, sensually, as if I were a ballerina on the stage, swirling as I dipped down and got more. I sat down smoothly, one leg up in the air, spreading myself open, and I put a clothespin on my clitoris. Another went on my labia, then another. Clothespin after clothespin. I set them myself. Delicately. Painfully. Until my sex was almost hidden by rows of pegs clinging to my petals. My movements started to become hindered as I rose, the wooden edges digging into my thighs, but I managed it, standing and bending, a handful of clothespins waiting.

I did my right breast, another line of biting, pinching, crushing maws chewing on my flesh. It hurt. Every new bite hurt. My clit seemed to tingle; my left nipple throbbed with heat. And then my right breast joined in. More clothespins. Around in a circle. Each breast. I looked down into the bucket. It was only half empty, but at least now I could see the vibrator. It had been hiding under the mass of pegs, waiting for me. 

I ran out of room. There was nowhere else to stick the clothespins on my breasts or sex and I was starting to have trouble. I looked around. There was one girl, sitting on a lap, staring at me hungrily. She might have been twenty, with soft brown eyes, a mischievous smile, and luxurious brown hair that came down to her shoulders. She was dressed in a crop top and skirt, both of which emphasized her impressive bosom and hips. I stepped out of my square, hands held out, reaching for her wordlessly. Her eyes widened and she rose, handing off her cup, taking my fingers as I pulled her into the square. I scooped up a handful of clothespins and held them out to her. She seemed to understand. One by one, she helped me, placing a line down my left side, along the underside of my arm, then on my inner thighs. I bit my lip and placed my hands behind my neck. Pain shot through me and a few of the clothespins snapped free, requiring them to be placed back on.

Finally, the last of forty-eight pegs were hanging from my skin and I knew the hard part was coming up. I looked at her, practically scared to move, her eyes questing, unsure. “The vibrator,” I said, wanting to whisper but knowing she’d never hear me under the thumping music. She smiled and pulled the toy out of the bucket. I moved my arm carefully, took the purple phallic rod, and switched it on. Then, looking back out at the crowd around me, I set it against my clit.

It is not an easy feat to masturbate to orgasm in front of someone. Trying doing it covered in clothespins, pain shooting through every section of your body, and in the middle of a gaggle of someones, only half of which you know by name. Eyes caressed me, words of encouragement, of debasement, of hunger lapped at my senses. I wanted to run. I wanted to scream. I wanted to rip the clothespins off. My nipples and clit hurt. But so did every other part of me. The lines of clothespins running down my side, along my thighs, and on the underside of my arms burned horribly. Arousal? I didn’t think I could do it. Until the buzzing vibrator touched my clothespin crushed clitoris.

A surge of lust shot through me. Pain? I eat it for breakfast. Humiliation? It was what I was built for. My hips jerked forward, making the pegs wiggle. Another wave of agony flashed through me, but this one was graced with a different flavor. I needed now. The clothespin on my clit danced to a different tune as I rubbed the tip of the vibrator there, and I spun in a slow circle, growing rapture on my face. It didn’t take long, the waves of pressure building, and I realized that I had been halfway to orgasm from the very moment I’d stepped into the room, wet and ready. I moaned, the nature of my movements changing from a dance to a fuck. My hips rocked and thrust lewdly. I thrust my breasts forward. My eyes, half lidded in pleasure and pain. I started looking at faces, seeing their own arousal, their lust, match mine. I slid the vibrator into me, gasping as it spread my depths open, filling me fully and completely. The oscillations sent me skyrocketing upward and my lewd thrusts only enraptured the crowd further.

I could feel the orgasm. It was there and I was on the edge, skipping along the metaphorical line that represented a point of no return. Did I leap into the abyss, cumming with a spectacular finish? Or stop and suffer? A series of spasms rippled through me and I caught Zack’s eye, seeing him shake his head. He knew what I was thinking and his eyes narrowed, promising punishment.

I let out a squeal and yanked the vibrator away from my pussy. My hand shook. My body did too. The clothespins seemed to writhe like fire on my form. I hunched over, counting, teeth clenched, desire flooding through my veins like an empty arroyo during a rainstorm. I got to thirty.

I dropped to my knees.

I twisted and fell onto my back, staring up at the ceiling. Prone. I raised my hands above my head.

And did the unthinkable.

I rolled.

My body spiraled across the carpet. Agony shot through me as the clothespins were violently bent to the sides, their wooden maws unable to maintain a hold on my skin under the pressure. There was a snapping sound and pinching agony flared across my skin. Wooden pegs went flying, but some went under me as the line along my left side were mashed between my own weight and the floor. I completed the revolution, turning onto my stomach as my bosom hit the floor. The pain of it was something I was just not prepared for. The softness of my breasts yielded, and instead of coming off, the clothespins twisted on my nipples, or dug into the flesh of my bosom. I let out a sharp cry and felt the pegs on my pussy digging and jabbing, tearing at my labia as they were bent and forced, and with an awful realization, I knew that I’d have to move faster if I wanted to dislodge them. I’d need to fling them off. I came back up on the other side, the floor littered with at least a dozen, maybe even two, but that left still half clinging to various parts of my anatomy. I sucked in a ragged breath, legs spread obscenely as I braced myself.

The two clothespins I’d stuck directly on my nipples had managed to remain, the gold hoop piercings and charm padlock giving the clothespins something to grip. But most of the others on my breasts were gone as I took stock and got ready to roll back the other way. The ones on my pussy pretty much all remained, and I could feel the absence of the lines going down my sides. There was still the same pinching sensation on my thighs and arms and I pushed myself the other direction, rolling over the fallen clothespins more frantically, thrashing as if I were on fire, needing to put it out. More clothespins fell, but it was truly a bitter sensation. My arousal was forgotten. I didn’t need to cum anymore. I just hurt. I rolled again, thrusting my pussy forward. It was so hard to get the ones on my labia off! Then I felt the clothespin on my clit snap free and I almost brought my hands down to my sex, it stung so much. Tears beaded up in my eyes, but I rolled again. It took me three more spins before my breasts were free, and only a few errant clothespins clung to my pussy.

I came to a stop, chest heaving. I was out of breath! I was tired. I was… exhausted. I was hurting. I was trembling, shaking, just lying there on the floor amidst a battlefield. Clothespins lay around me like fallen soldiers. I spread my arms wide and lay there, about a dozen beneath my ass and back, but just too blown away to even try to do something about it.

The vibrator: it lay forgotten. 

The girl who helped me picked it up. She turned it off. She leaned over me and put it back in the bucket. I looked up at her and she smiled. Then she picked up a clothespin and made to throw it in with the vibe, but suddenly Julie was there. She’d stepped into the square. She grabbed the girl’s hand and pushed it back toward me. The girl’s eyes widened as I nodded, accepting and Julie pointed at my breast. The girl with the big boobs in the crop top brought it down, toward my bosom. Our eyes met and her expression was enticing. I could see she wanted to do it. She just wasn’t sure if she should. So I helped her. I reached up, cupped my breasts, and nodded. She licked her lips and then pinched open the clothespin. She pushed it into my tit, deep, letting it bite just to the side of my piercing, where the other clothespin still dangled and I arched my back, grimacing. I hadn’t even recovered. 

Julie stepped away, grinning, eyes sparkling at my discomfort, and disappeared back into the crowd. I was too focused on what was happening. Clothespin after clothespin being picked up and set on me again. Movement caught my eye and another girl crossed into the square, a sweet little blonde. She smiled at me, scooping up the wooden pegs. She pushed at my leg and I spread myself. She put the first one on my clit.

Someone else joined in, and then another, until I was surrounded. I closed my eyes, taking the pain, the attention, the utter sound and fury of it. Shards of glass seemed to cut at me, along my labia, my inner thighs, my biceps, along my sides. And oh God, my breasts. My breasts hurt so much! I was rolled, just enough to get the pegs beneath me, then those too were pinned to my form. I moaned, whimpering, and then I heard the vibrator. I opened my eyes to see the girl I’d pulled into the square with me first, holding it up, then press it down to my sex.

My legs were already open and to my shock, she didn’t aim for my clit. The pink, inviting depths were her target and I gasped as the vibrator slid into me. It felt amazing and I suddenly realized that I was horny. I was wet and ready and wanting. The energy pulsed through me, over the throbbing heat at the tips of my breasts, over the caustic pain of the pinched folds of skin on my arms and legs and sides. And that girl fucked me. She slid the vibrator in and out, over and over. Someone else leaned near me and took hold of the clothespin on my clit, gently twisting it a few degrees back and forth. I cried out, thrusting upward, desperately surging upward and downward as my toes curled in my shoes. I heard the voices commenting, the excited exclamations, and then someone kissed me, passionately. I felt long hair on my face. A tongue pushed its way into my mouth and I kissed her back.

“She’s still not allowed to cum,” I heard Zack shout over the music, through the kiss. “Don’t let her cum!”

And then I was there. The orgasm I’d been denied the first time hurled itself at me. I twisted my head and freed my mouth. “Stop! Please! Please!”

Zack’s head flitted into view through other, surprised faces. “Get back! Let her roll! Take the vibe away!”

The phallus between my legs was pulled mercilessly from my snatch and I literally cried out more from that than anything else. I brought my arms down to my stomach, clothespins already snapping off my skin. But then Zack reached down and snagged my wrists, hauling my hands back above my head. 

“Roll Bre!” He shouted at me over the music and the cheering. The girls around me scattered and I felt him twisting my arms, not to hurt me, but to give me torque. I did it, rolling onto my stomach, shards of pain exploding through me, all at the exact same time I was cumming.

My mind fogged. Too much stimulation. Was it hurting? Or was it something else? I couldn’t tell. My muscles stopped taking my commands and it was Zack who rolled me, keeping me from curling up into a fetal ball. Still, it isn’t easy to spin someone who isn’t cooperative, and I ended up with my knees at my chin anyway. He looked down at me in frustration, two dozen clothespins still clinging to my body as I shuddered, eyes rolled up into the back of my head, humiliating myself as I proved, once more, that I was a nympho humiliation pain slut.

“Help me get her to her feet!” Zack shouted at someone, and hands grabbed me under my arms, hauling me up. I felt more pain, especially as the glow of the orgasm faded, and I looked down. Most of the clothespins on my sex were still there. Including the one on my clit. Worse, the ones on my nipples had stayed on. I felt my legs give way, but Zack and his friend held me up. I laughed, a little hysterical, and I was practically dragged away, out of the room, back into the foyer. 

Quiet. Hurt. Satisfaction. I felt a riot of sensation as we escaped the music, the eyes, the people. I let out a small cry as Zack picked me up, carrying me in his arms as he started up the stairs. I clung to him, still shaking, my clothespinned breasts pressed to his chest. On the second floor he turned left, and into the first, small room. A bed was waiting, stripped of nothing but a soft, fitted sheet, and he laid me on the mattress. Another boy was there too and they took my wrists, pulling them upward. I didn’t fight it. The ropes were already tied to the metal framed headboard. Then they moved downward. My legs were spread, bound at ankle and knee, and then Zack began removing the remaining clothespins still attached to my pussy. I winced, whimpering as they came off. He set each one on the nightstand.  

“That was pretty impressive,” he said simply. His fingers danced along my labia and it felt good and bad at the same time. Another clothespin went on the nightstand. “But I thought you were supposed to wait thirty seconds before rolling and then cum.”

I didn’t reply. I was too breathless. I jerked as another painful spot made me groan. The clothespin went on the stand. I looked down. The only one left was the one on my clit, and the two still clinging to my nipples. How the hell had that happened? 

Zack stood up. “Well, enjoy yourself,” he said simply. 

I blinked, bound and spread open, my nipples and clit throbbing in torment. “Zack! Wait! The clothespins!”

He grinned. “Julie said to leave them on you and let your first paramour take them off.” He leaned down and kissed me. “And to make sure they knew to put them back on you before the next one came in.”

He flicked the one on my clit and I gasped. Then he turned and left the room, closing the door. The other boy, who had helped tie me to the bed gave me a smile.

“It’s okay, Bre. I’ll take them off,” he said as he unbuckled his pants, shucking out of them. His boxers went next and he pulled out a huge, thick cock. He rolled a condom onto himself and then climbed up between my legs. He reached down and pulled the clothespin off my clit. Without squeezing it open first. I squealed. Then he slid himself in.

“Well, one of them. I like the ones on your tits,” he whispered as he thrust deep. I opened my mouth, whimpering as the rush of pleasure hit me, the sensation of his member inside me, the wet bliss of sex. I shook my breasts back and forth, the clothespins sticking straight up from my nipples wiggling, and tines of pain rushed through me. I felt the heat, the power, the energy, the want. I gulped and looked up at him. 

“Fuck me hard, please.”

And he laughed, his hips pounding against mine.

“Breanne, everyone is going to fuck you hard.”

And the clothespins danced.

Breanne, you will find a place to get naked, cover yourself in pegs everywhere you can fit them, and then use a vibrator to bring yourself close to orgasm. Edge. Wait 30 seconds, then drop to the ground and roll over and over until all the pegs fall off your body. If you don't orgasm from the pegs breaking off, put them back on and repeat. - Mistress Jess


The Post - Part One

The knocking sound was insistent and I contemplated getting up from the couch to answer the door. As with everything in my life, there are pros and cons, each which needed to be carefully considered to prevent rash action. For example, I was quite comfortable after a grueling and intense day at work and because I was extremely sore in some delicate places, remaining where I was seemed totally reasonable. 

Of course, not answering the door could be trouble too. What if it was my mother, looking for help? What if my neighbor was dropping by to borrow a cup of sugar? What if…

While still lost in the mental cogitation of indecision, an eleven-year-old pixie ran through the house at Mach ten and slammed into the door. I slumped back into the cushions with a sigh of satisfaction. Sometimes the universe solves its own problems.

"Aunt Julie!" I heard my daughter say. "Kylie! Did you bring it?"

I let out a groan. My daughter's cryptic greeting told me that two women were at the doorway and I didn't even need to lift my head to look. Julie, a bony, almost anorexic looking woman in her mid-twenties would be standing there in hip, but respectable clothes, her long, dark chocolate colored hair framing her rounded face. Kylie, on the other hand, with her short pixie cut, would be in a tee shirt and shorts, looking relaxed and comfortable. 

I looked up as I saw movement above me, on the other side of the couch, and Kylie looked down at me with a rueful grin. She was holding a video game box that said "Overwatch" and was being dragged through the apartment by my daughter. 

"Bye Bre," Kylie said somewhat sympathetically, as she was pulled away by my daughter, and I couldn’t help but wonder just how bad things were about to get. I laid there, waiting for the other shoe to fall. It did, just a moment later as my Mistress Julie leaned over the back of the couch and looked down at me.

"How ya' doin', princess?" She asked, her eyes studying me from head to toe. I was wearing loose gym shorts and tee shirt and I still felt as if she was looking through my clothes, examining my naked body with a visceral hunger. Despite the entirety of my day and the sexual abuses inflicted upon me by my other mistress, Kari, I felt my pussy tighten. 

Of course, that hurt. Just a bit.

"I'm fine," I replied quietly. Maybe Julie was just checking on me. And had brought Kylie for some, as of yet, unexplained purpose. Julie's eyes narrowed and the corner of her mouth twitched upward. 

"Really?" She asked with a knowing smirk. "Show me."

I sighed. And maybe rolled my eyes a bit. "Julie, really? Don't you think that's a little too…" My words cut off as she reached down and grabbed my nipple, right through the tee shirt. I wasn't wearing a bra, so her fingers got a good grip on my teat and twisted. 

"Oohh okay!" I yelped softly. "Okay! Sheesh!" I snarled as she let go. I glared at her, but the expression on her face made it clear she expected compliance. I put one hand down to the shorts, and then carefully pulled the waistband down, exposing my sore, swollen, bright red clit.

Julie's eyes widened and her smile grew. "Wow. That's impressive." She reached down to touch it, but I curled away.

"Don't!" I pleaded. "It's super tender," I said apologetically. Julie pulled her hand back and instead stared at the engorged nub. Finally, she nodded and I let my shorts cover my ruby colored slit back up. 

"No panties?" She teased. I'm predictable, and for me not to be wearing them when I hadn't specifically been told to go commando was probably more telling than anything. I shook my head.

"They were rubbing my clit," I said wryly. Julie nodded sympathetically. 

"Are you stuffed?" She asked, probably more hopefully than decent. After all, if I wasn’t, she'd have de facto right to punish me. 

I nodded, frowning. "Of course, I am," I retorted. "Ben wa balls." I wasn't lying either. Deep inside my tenderized, overused gash were two, golf ball sized spheres, connected with a simple, rubber coated string. No motors of course, but had I been ambulatory, the offset weights inside the sex toys would have rolled and rung, juicing me into arousal. Which is why I was laying on the couch, trying not to move. 

Julie nodded. Then she braced herself. "Okay," she said matter-of-factly. "Let's go." She jerked her head toward the hallway. 

I blinked, the utter shock of her order freezing me in place. "What?" 

She gave me an expectant look. "Get up. Come with me."

I sat up. "Where?" I asked worriedly. 

"You'll find out. Now get up."

I still didn't rise. "Julie," I whispered. "I'm spent. Do you have any idea what Kari did to me today?" 

She cocked her head to the side. "Eleven clitoral orgasms, four different kinds of clamps attached to your clit, including that jumbo alligator one you’re so fond of, a forty minute TENS unit session where your nub was fried all the way up to level seven, which is incredibly impressive by the way, followed by a reportedly very intense painting of your clit with that heating cream you're using now."

I gulped, eyes widening. She did know. "On4Her," I replied weakly. "It's called On4Her." 

Julie nodded. “And last but not least, three pussy sappings for being a naughty little fuckslut.” She leaned over the couch menacingly. "Get up. Now." 

Slowly I stood up. My shorts rubbed across my crotch and I whimpered as the cotton seam grazed my clit and labia. I swung my legs down. I did not want to stand up. But I did. The alternative didn't bear thinking about. And me going with Julie explained why Kylie was here. She was babysitting. 

Overwatch my ass.

Julie waited as I shuffled around the couch. "Let me grab my shoes," I said, but she shook her head.

"You don't need them. Besides, I parked close." Instead she took my elbow and pushed me toward the door. 

I resisted, but only a little. "This isn't going to be anything serious, right? I'm not sure I could take much more. I'm not even aroused right now." I said defensively. 

"Really?" Julie asked, clearly skeptical. She pushed me against the wall and jammed her hand down the front of my shorts. I squealed a bit as her fingers touched my enlarged, sensitive, tender clit, but then they slid into me, squishing wetly against my folds. I groaned as she jammed two fingers in up to her knuckles. I felt her twiddle with the ben wa balls. That felt… really good. But wrong.

"That's funny," she said, wiggling her fingers, making me tremble and twitch. "You seem aroused to me." I gasped and she drew her hand out, dragging my own wetness across my clit. That was also overly intense, and I froze, a high-pitched whine escaping from my lips. Then she wiped her fingers on my shirt. "Come on."

Neither my daughter nor Kylie came to say goodbye as I padded out barefoot to Julie's car. The little red Mini Cooper opened to a nice, beige leather interior, and as I slid into the seat, Julie stepped up to my door, as if worried I might try to escape.

"I'm not going anywhere," I grumbled, tucking my bare feet up under the dash. 

"Oh, I know. Now strip."

I looked up at her. "Excuse me?" 

"You heard me. Strip."

"Here?" I demanded. "What if Kylie and Rachel see?"

Julie leaned closer. "Then I suggest you hurry," she said darkly. "But if you aren't out of those shorts and that tee in ten seconds your ass is going to be the same color as your clit." 

I hesitated. Then she laid a finger on my nose. "Blue."

I blinked in confusion. "Uh… my clit is red right now. Dark red."

She put a finger under my chin, lifting just enough for it to be disconcerting. "It will be blue after I beat your fucking cunt with my sap for giving me flack. And then I'll spank your ass."

My hands moved even before my brain truly registered fear, hooking the gym shorts and yanking them down my legs until I pulled them off over my bare feet. I snagged the tee shirt and pulled it up over my head, baring my pierced breasts. The late afternoon sun glittered on the gold hoops and the padlock dangling from my right nipple. I wrapped my arms across my chest as Julie bundled up my now cast-off outfit. She shut my door and I expected her to round the front of the tiny car and climb in. Instead she went back into the hallway by my apartment door and threw my clothes at the threshold.

Irritation suffused me and when she got in behind the wheel I snapped. "Hey what the hell am I supposed to do if you have car trouble, or get pulled over for speeding?” I demanded angrily. I didn't even wait for her to respond. "Or God forbid, an accident?"

"Then you will be admired for your body and willingness to accept sexual abuse without complaint," retorted Julie, jamming her key in the car’s ignition. “Next time, do what I fucking tell you.” The engine purred like a vibrator and the wheels spun as I struggled to buckle up without flashing the entire apartment complex. The little coupe turned and down the road we went.

The psychological effect of having no clothes, not even a spare outfit in the car, was pretty damn harsh. Sitting naked in her car, all I felt was the utter humiliation of being stripped and exposed. And that made me wet.

Okay… wetter.

The drive through Houston was awful. For the first mile or so we were on side roads as Julie navigated her way to the inner loop and the Mini Cooper’s windows aren’t exactly dark enough to keep people from seeing in without trouble. I kept my arm pressed to my breasts, but I couldn’t help but look out the window, trembling as other drivers would glance toward me. Stop lights were bad, and I’d stare straight ahead. But while I felt this surge of humiliation, my pussy kept tightening around the ben wa balls, squeezing them to the point where I didn’t need to be walking to have them ring lightly. And when Julie kept pace with that semi… well, the honk scared the living shit out of me.

All of that was enough to keep me from realizing just how much trouble I was in until we practically pulled up into the warehouse parking lot. One end was busy, with about a dozen pickup trucks parked in the lot to panic me, not to mention a semi-trailer. About ten empty loading bays were spaced between us and where Julie pulled in next to a big, silver Toyota Tundra. A massive toolbox was mounted behind the cabin, and rather than being a relief, seeing Mike the Hardware Guy's truck worried me more. Parked behind it was a silver Lexus. Great. Fucking great.

"We're here!" Julie said happily. She parked and climbed out, looking at me expectantly. I blushed crimson as she came around and opened the door. My arm was already covering my breasts, but the other went across my loins. "Let's go," Julie ordered. She stood far enough away to give me room to climb out, but not enough to shield me from view. I swiveled, bare soles on the asphalt and gravel, and stepped out into glorious public nudity.

And I ran. 

Well, it was more of a dash, or a humiliating jog. Regardless of the little stones digging into my bare little feet, I hurried across to the concrete steps and flung myself up them, grabbing at the door handle. The combined effect of the nude drive with the dash was just more than I could cope with. My fingers pulled and my entire hand slipped off the handle.

Locked.

I stood there, cringing and whimpering, trying to shield myself from no one in particular, and more on general principle, as Julie casually mounted the steps behind me, clearly in no hurry. She typed in the numeric code to unlock the door, then stepped back as I yanked it open and darted in. 

It never occurred to me that I was eagerly seeking torment so much worse than being exposed. 

The meeting rooms of the Society of the Golden rose were housed in an industrial warehouse just southwest of downtown, and had been converted from the harsh, concrete and fluorescent lit storage bin it had been designed to be, into a posh, mostly sound proofed, open floor, orgy hall.

And I'm being gracious.

The small lobby I'd entered opened to a hallway that boxed off a decent sized kitchen, bathroom, and dining bar. After that, the place led into a massively large, yet almost cozy feeling space. The thick shag rug was so soft and deep that walking barefoot on it was a pleasure, and even kneeling was nice. It was hell on heels though. Air conditioned, but only enough to keep the south Texas sun from cooking us, the ceiling was padded and insulated, lost in darkness, and two sets of accordion walls were positioned to break up the space. One was totally open, and with most of the lights off, left a bevy of shadows. The other was mostly closed, since the back section of the place was used to store the increasingly disturbing collection of sexual torture devices owned by the Society.

On meeting nights, these room would be packed with women in various states of dress, mental states, and arousal. The Society, an upscale BDSM club for Houston elites, was a by-invitation-only lesbian social club, where sharing was half the fun. Membership was costly, and not only did you need to be able to afford the excessive dues, but you needed to supply one willing, nubile submissive, who could be shared, tormented, and properly abused for the entertainment of your fellow dominatrixes. 

But this wasn't a meeting night. 

Mike the Hardware Guy, who was standing in the center of a pool of light, fiddling with a dildo on a stick, would never been allowed in the meeting rooms had the Society been in session. As a man, he was persona non grata. Still most members were aware that Mike had personally designed, tested, perfected, and then set up their collection of restraints, so on off nights getting him access wasn't a problem. The fact that a current member of their society was living with him didn't hurt either. Julie and Mike were an item and had been for well over two years. They’d met through me and after one failed attempt at a relationship with Mike, I was glad that Julie had stepped in to make the man’s life better. Of course, that also meant that I was subjected to twice the sexual torment.

Near Mike’s foot was a metal bracket that looked like it might have started life off as a flagpole stand. You know, the kind you see in meeting halls. I’m not stupid either. I knew that the dildo on a stick was destined for two holes, and that the stand was one of them. I was the other. Off to the side was a full-sized mattress - just the mattress mind you - covered in a white fitted sheet. Stitched to the mattress and slipped through holes in the sheet were six restraining straps. 

Julie stepped past the mattress and hurried right up to Mike, hugging him tightly. He bent down, his broad shoulders and full beard exuding a masculine aura of supreme confidence. I watched him kiss my mistress with a passion that made me feel a spark of jealousy, then sadness. There had been a time when Mike had been interested in me, and I’d done what I usually do.

Fuck things up.

Behind Mike, relaxing in a comfortable looking chair, was a blonde woman. She was wearing a pink business suit, and made it look stunning. Her plaited hair ran down her right shoulder and she looked at me with the same sort of hungry look I’d seen on Julie’s face. Honestly, I wouldn’t have been surprised to see my other mistress, Kari Anders, sitting in that chair. But that’s not who this was.

“Good evening, Bre.” 

I bowed my head slightly. “Hello Mistress Savannah.” This explained what Savannah’s submissive - Kylie was doing with my daughter. No doubt Julie had bartered the opportunity to be here, for whatever she was planning to do to me, in exchange for using Savannah’s submissive to watch my kid. 

“You look beautiful,” she said. “But your clit appears to be somewhat swollen. Come stand here, in front of me, and spread your legs so I can examine you.”

I tried not to frown or look at Julie. One of the rules of the Society was that you didn’t refuse orders from any of the mistresses. Any of them could punish you. And since Mistress Savannah had a known love affair with crops, and frequently used them on any available clit she could find, I stepped smartly up to her, spread my legs obscenely wide, and brought my hands up behind my head.

All she did was look, but that was disturbing enough. Her hands came up and I flinched, but she merely touched my thigh, pushing slightly. Then she nodded. “Go lie down on the mattress and spread your legs wide apart,” she instructed.

I bit my lip but did as I was told. There is something intensely erotic, and more than a little submissive in this act. I lay back on the mattress and opened myself up. To me, this is an act of acceptance, of me offering myself up to whatever use my mistresses might prefer to inflict upon me. It put me in a mindset that only emphasized my arousal and I stared up at the lights, my heartbeat already increasing as I felt the excitement surge through me.

By this time Mike and Julie were done with their French kissing and Julie watched as I gingerly laid down and opened up. The light spilling down from overhead illuminated me completely and I’d have closed my eyes, except I was worried about what was coming. Savannah rose from her chair, crossed over to me and knelt. I checked her hands, looking for a crop, but there wasn’t one. Instead she looked at me from between my outstretched legs.

“Please stay open,” she said to me, then bent her face down, extended her tongue, and licked my clit.

It was gentle. I’ll give her that. But I went rigid instantly. My toes curled and I gasped. I almost wished I’d been bound open because my legs began trembling as Savannah’s tongue lapped at my clitoris with soft wet strokes. She wasn’t trying to hurt me. She didn’t even suck my clit into her mouth. She just licked, but seriously, as if she were trying to work me into a froth.

Okay. Admittedly, she was working me into a froth.

My clit tingled, and in a way that wasn’t unpleasant, but certainly didn’t feel good either. My nub was raw from the repeated abuse it had sustained during the day’s torment and my nerves were hypersensitive. Everything felt twice as intense as normal, even Savannah’s tongue. While I began to pant, thrusting my hips up for more, I was also struggling to control my involuntary responses; specifically, the one that wanted me to screech, roll away, and jam my hands down between my legs. 

But I am a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. That makes me different. It makes me a bit of a masochist and sexualized pain is like candy to me. It excites me. It arouses me. It intensifies every orgasm. In the end, arousal won out. I whimpered and pushed back against her. Savannah sat up, a wet smile on her face. She lifted a hand, slid a finger into my pussy, and pulled the ben wa balls out of me. They rang a bit as she set them aside. Then she looked at Julie and Mike.

“She is ready,” Savannah said simply. She rose, smoothing out her suit. Then Mike and Julie grabbed me, pulling me up from the mattress. I was manhandled over to the flagpole stand where Mike had done exactly what I’d suspected. The dildo stick was embedded in it, sticking straight up. I took a moment to examine the dildo before they positioned me over it. It was thick rubber. In fact, it was one of the thicker dildos I’d seen. At least three inches in diameter, the taper wasn’t impressive. It widened fast and thickened near the base. 

Now I’m not exactly an expert but…

Wait. Screw that. I am a fucking expert on dildos. Credit where credit is due, right? I mean, I own like twenty-five of the damn things. I’ve taken them in a variety of ways and had them in every single hole of my body that can take one. I can discuss materials, rigidity, texture, seating, grip and lubrication responses. And I’ve tested several of them to destruction, which is both impressive and scary, considering most of them are solid rubber. Let me say, for the record, that this particular dildo on a stick wasn’t exactly comfortable going in. It was just a tad too thick, too rigid, and the circular ridges made it look more conical than dick like. 

It was, however, nicely lubricated. 

Mike knelt and grabbed the stick, lifting it in the extended flagpole holder, until the tip of the dildo touched my slit. I bit my lip, making sure to position myself so that the dildo didn’t touch my sore clitoris. 

“Try to get your feet as close to the post as possible,” Mike told me, even as the first inch of the dildo went into my sex. I nodded, but my pussy was already fluttering, tightening up in rhythmic pulses. Part of me couldn’t believe that I was already wet and ready, especially since I knew that my clit was so sore. Had Mike been torturing that part of me, he would have needed the restraints on the mattress! Another inch or two slid into my pussy and I let out a needy groan as my labia parted, opening up to accept the thickening girth of the dildo. I stepped a bit, repositioning myself, until my feet were literally standing on the flagpole stand base. I rose on tiptoe and Mike shook his head. 

“No. Stay flat footed. Let me know when the dildo is deep.”

I whimpered as he lifted the stick up another two inches. I had to bounce slightly as the enormous phallus dug into me. Finally, I knew that I must have had at least nine or ten inches of the rubber cock inside my hole, and since it was as thick as Julie’s wrist, I felt I’d done my duty. I nodded and groaned.

“It’s deep,” I said, putting a hand down on Mike’s head. That’s when Julie returned. She held a pair of oversized handcuffs, connected not with a chain, but with a set of metal clips. I blinked as she went down on her knees next to Mike, and I felt the cold steel wrap around each of my ankles. She clipped each cuff to a pair of small eye hooks welded to the stand itself, and I realized that I now had no options. I couldn’t spread my legs (not that I’d want to, since that would have jammed the dildo even deeper), but I wasn’t getting off the dildo stick without help either. I was stuck. Literally. I could go up a few inches on tiptoe or stand flat footed with ten or so inches of thick rubbed jammed up inside me.

Savannah produced a piece of rope. “Wrists,” she ordered. I held out my wrists and she began tying them together, a fine piece of shibari, or the oriental art of rope bondage. All the mistresses had been taking lessons. Multiple strands were wrapped around my hands until they were bound together. That’s when I heard the electric winch. I looked up. A hook was lowering from above my head. I knew what came next. I lifted my hands and Savannah threaded the hook with a loop of hemp. Then the winch reversed and my arms went up, up, over my head until I was stretched taut. 

Except… they didn’t pull me up on tiptoe. I remained flat footed. Which was suspicious as hell. I looked on in growing concern as the three of them moved around me. It was too much too watch, but then Julie and Savannah knelt in front of me. Savannah had a roll of black duct tape. Julie had a…

“Wait! Wait!” I squealed, twisting on the pole. “Fuck! No! You can’t!” I blurted.

Julie ignored me and positioned the Hitachi massager against the dildo stick so that the head of it was pressed right up to my clitoris. She’d oiled the bulb too, but that didn’t matter. I still felt the touch. It might have passed for Savannah’s tongue, but I knew what would come next, and it wouldn’t be me! I rose up on tiptoe, trying to get away from the massager, even though it was off, and shook my head as Savannah taped the damn thing in place. 

“Julie! I’m too sore! Please! Don't do this to me!”

Savannah looked up first and smiled. “No, you’re not. I tested you. And besides, this is you we’re talking about.” She wrapped the tape around it some more. Obviously, they didn’t want it slipping. Even a little. In fact, they raised it up a bit more, tightening the distance between the wet looking, bulbed head and my swollen, red clitoris. I grit my teeth and yanked hard on the rope holding my wrists. This was bad. Bad. Bad. Bad.

They pulled back, studying their work. Julie nodded at Savannah, then looked back up at me. “Go down flat footed, Bre. We want to make sure that it’s tightly pressed to your clit.”

I shook my head. “No fucking way,” I told them. Fear tingled through me. I knew it would hurt. This was going to hurt. The massager would vibrate against my sensitive clit and it would feel like fucking a steel file.

Then strong hands grabbed my breasts, as arms wrapped around me from behind. Fingers pinched my nipples and forced me downward. The four inches of dildo that I’d managed to clear was suddenly jammed back deep into my cunt, and my clit was mashed quite effectively against the soft rubber head of the massager. I squealed, but then trembled. Mike let go of my nipples and just held me. Julie studied my clit, now pressed upward by the massager. She looked up at Mike. “Perfect,” she affirmed. “It’s jammed tightly against her nub.”

Mike let me go and I rose back up on tiptoe as Savannah and Julie both stood. He moved to the easy chair Savannah had been sitting in before, which was positioned to observe me perfectly, and Savannah disappeared behind me as Julie stood in front. I let my arms hang as I stood, toes already aching, calves starting to burn, as my mistress eyed me.

“Breanne, your torture tonight is going to be very simple. In a moment, I am going to turn the Hitachi to full power. Your breasts and bottom will then be subjected to a whipping.”

My mouth went dry, especially as Savannah stepped back into the light and handed a thick leather flogger to Julie. I wasn’t too out of it either, to notice that Mistress Savannah was also holding a crop. I stood there, panicking without any hope of escape, my chest already heaving. No one said anything else as I thrashed and even managed to hurt my ankles as I tried to pull myself off the stick. I went back down accidently, pressing the still silent massager against my clit, and knew I was fucked.

Totally fucked....

Julie reached down to flip the switch. “Wait!” I screamed. “Wait!” She hesitated and looked up.

“How many?” I blurted out, begging. Julie blinked, seemingly confused.

"How many what?" 

“How many strokes?” I pleaded, struggling to stay up, to keep my clit away from the massager. I had to know. How long was I going to be mounted? How long was the massager going to be rubbing my clit? How many welts were going to be left on my ass and breasts? How many orgasms were they going to force out of me?

Julie laughed. “Oh princess,” she said. “We aren’t counting strokes.” She turned on the massager and I heard it buzz beneath me, waiting for me to come down and feed it, to press my swollen, sore, tender, red, sweet clit against it. Julie kissed me. “We’re counting orgasms.” And then she stepped back, raised the flogger, and slashed it across my breasts.


The Post - Part Two

Of all the various instruments used to scour my skin raw, one of the ones I prefer the most, especially across the breasts, is the leather flogger. The why is simple. It hurts the least. I know that as a certified nympho humiliation pain slut I should be offering my bosom up for the most unspeakable torments, but the reality is that a little bit of pain goes a long way for me. No need to peel my skin off in layers, or break bones, or push needles through my various sensitive bits to push me over the edge I assure you. And if you’re going to get a full body whipping from head to toe, then let me impress upon you - choose the flogger.

Admittedly it also depends on how the person utilizing said weapon is swinging it. But I figure that this is a variable that will change with each of us, and what we’re talking about is the whip, not the person handling it. When comparing example A: “Julie swinging a flogger, beating my breasts,” and example B: “Julie swinging a rattan cane, beating my breasts,” the choice becomes immediately obvious. 

Except, Julie was barely striking me. Oh sure, the leather strips of the flogger were biting at my bosom, but the sting was barely noticeable. It was like she was playing with me. And even when Mistress Savannah brought her crop sideways across my buttocks, I knew that she’d hit me with barely a fraction of her normal force. Still I flinched away, struggling, my body reacting as if I’d just taken felling blows. 

In hindsight, which is much clearer than when you’re strung up, hands above your head with your tits and ass serving as the party’s pinatas, all while straddling a massively thick and uncomfortable rubber cock, while struggling to stay up on tiptoe to prevent your over-sensitized clit from pressing down on a violently rumbling silicon massager, I understand that they were trying to drag things out. They knew I’d be up there for quite some time and they wanted to be able to hit me for the full duration. So for the first few minutes, rather than wriggle and thrash away from the repeated smacks of Savannah’s crop and Julie flogger, both of which were kissing my bottom and breasts thoroughly, I focused more on the increasingly difficult task of keeping my pussy away from the massager.

And that, my friends, wasn’t easy. 

As the burning sensation of staying up began blooming in my calves, I desperately tried to think of options. This isn’t as easy as it sounds when someone is smacking your boobs with a multi-stranded leather whip. As the sting from that kept distracting me, it took way longer than it should of for me to think of pulling myself up by the wrist bindings. I looked up, flinching as another swing took me across the chest, and pulled. I managed to put most of my weight on my wrists, only to discover that the rope bit into them horribly. I gritted my teeth and squealed, but in the end, I managed only ten or so seconds, punctuated by another two or three light strokes across my rump and rondure. I let out an explosive breath and dropped back down onto my toes. The burning only increased and as my pussy contracted around the overly thick dildo, I knew what was coming. It was inevitable. I was going to drop.

Julie and Savannah switched and suddenly the crop was tapping my breasts, or nipples to be precise. Sharp, hard, swats that left me breathless. Somewhere in my fucked up head I had a thought that going down now, before I didn’t have the strength to pull myself up, would be better than just collapsing and riding the massager, so despite Julie’s stinging strokes to my butt, and Savannah’s attempt to knock my piercings off with her crop notwithstanding, I lowered myself downward, carefully, fear and near panic shooting through my soul. Could my clit withstand the surge of vibrations?

I rode the dildo, sliding down it, feeling it spread me and I realized that the entire rubber shaft was shaking. Having a rapidly oscillating massager taped to the post probably had something to do with it. As my clit got closer, I let out a whimper. Then the bulbed head touched my labia, working its way up, higher and higher until I gasped, eyes widening. I held there, heels an inch off the floor, toes bent, struggling not to go up or down. I sucked in a shuddering breath as my clit touched the massager's head.

It hurt, but like a rug burn, or sand brushed off a sunburn. It also felt good, but like pressing your tongue against a canker sore. It felt sweet, like the sugar coating on a bitter pill. It felt hot, like dry ice. Energy surged through me as the vibrations excited nerve endings already frayed from a day's worth of sexual torment. It was like swallowing a pitcher's worth of water or standing in the bright sun. My body couldn't take it. I lifted myself away, back into the beating of my breasts and bum which had never stopped, chest heaving, nerves on fire, wanting… wanting… something.

Julie switched back to my bosom and the flogger slapped against my curves with biting heat. Stinging warmth spread across my tits as I struggled. Then, between one stroke and the next, I had another idea. I could rest one foot at a time. The flogger smacked my breasts harder, making me gasp. Panting, shaking, hurting, and wanting, I quivered on the impaling post, and lifted my right foot. I relied on my pussy, tightening around the rubber phallus to hold me in place.

But the ankle cuffs prevented me from lifting. I let out a frustrated whine and then my left foot gave out. I dropped down flat footed, both feet, jamming my pussy full of the dildo, and mashing the massager against my clit. Nerves misfired as bioelectrical impulses short circuited. I screamed out loud, yelling as surging, cutting bliss hit me. The flogger encased my breasts, spreading the prickling burn to every soft curving edge. I lifted myself back up, away from the overstimulation, my buttocks tightening as Savannah beat out a sharp tattoo on my ass. 

That's when I lost it. Banana fucking nuts crazy. I blubbered, begging them to let me go, the flogger slashing across my nipples with heated insistency. I lifted my feet, goose stepping up and down as I began bouncing, unable to tolerate pressing myself to the massager, but unable to stay off it. Each elevator like movement seemed frantic and forced, my own frailty conspiring to bring me down, while my over-sensitized panic forced me up. The flogger flashed, whacking at my breasts, sparking heat and sizzling hurt. My ass tightened as the crop snipped and snapped downward, along my legs. My feet rose and fell, the anklets crimping at my legs, as I expended energy in spurts and dashes. The minutes crawled by as I shuddered, hurt, and began creaming. Girl goo coated the massager and the dildo until both glistened wetly. My breasts were on fire and my ass stung. It was a struggle to even breathe without crying out. I rode the dildo and massager, twitching and squirming until exhausted, I slumped, flat footed, unable to lift myself even the few inches needed.

A tsunami of sensation stormed up into me, like nails on a chalkboard, or machine gun fire. And there was nothing I could do about it. It was like fucking a waterfall, a tornado, a mountain. It was like trying to drink from a fire hose. It was like burning in the sunlight. And yet it was torture too, like Savannah licking my clit, or Julie taking my clothes, or Mike impaling me with the dildo, or Kari beating my pussy with her leather sap, smashing my clit over and over until I jammed my fingers in my mouth, muffling my cries of agonized ecstasy. 

And this was all that and more. I’d been brought not to the edge, but past it. Suddenly I felt a surge of adrenaline, my body preparing for fight or flight, and suddenly I was bouncing again, fucking the thick, conical dildo with a passion. The bracing impact of the massager against my clit only punctuated my animalistic thrust and the ladies switched again, so that Savannah’s stick crossed my breasts, aiming at the tips, as I jittered and jounced, squealing. Brilliant warmth flashed across my rump as the flogger struck in waves, beating and heating, until it was all lost in a single, overwhelming burst of sensory overload that fried my synaptic paths and turned my brain into sexual mush. 

Colors spun in my vision and I remember seeing Mike the Hardware Guy sitting there, jeans down around his knees, his extended and rising cock in his hand, stroking himself. I remember darkness and flashes of light. I remember pain and pleasure, stinging heat and searing cold. I remember crying out, head lifted high, eyes closing as I let myself down, not easily, not gently, but with my full weight on a single post, capped with a dildo, letting the violent spasms of the massager hurl me out over the abyss.

I’ve spoken of orgasm as a cliff, and of the ways to approach the edge. Often times I am forced inch by inch to the limit, sometimes to slip and fall with small satisfaction, other times to tumble with a sigh of relief. I’ve run full tilt, throwing myself over, and sometimes I’ve been pushed, suddenly and forcefully. I’ve scrambled in the dust, struggling to keep myself from falling. And I’ve stepped gladly, willingly even, into the euphoric bliss or orgasm.

That night I was strapped to a fucking rocket and launched out into the darkness, screaming. 

The explosion started deep in my loins, where my pink, soft, wet depths clenched around the dildo. Bolts of energy shot up and down my body, some going to my calves and toes, forcing me to bounce up and down. The nerves in my clit, already overload, misfired, unable to tell the difference between what feels good and what doesn’t, and I ground my pussy down on the massager, fucking it almost as much as I did the dildo. My back arched as energy surged, folding upon itself like Damascus steel, rigid and flexible, brittle and crystalline. The flogger came back to my breasts, slashing left and right and that only tempered me, aligning my thoughts to a single unity of purpose. Cumming. I had to cum. Oh my fucking GOD I had to cum.

The tips of my breasts tingled and pulsed, and a ripple shot through my sex. I didn’t even realize that both feet were planted firmly on the ground as I pressed my clit against the massager. Suddenly I felt a release, like a bowstring releasing, an arrow shooting out, energy and power flashing up and out, blossoming like a fireball. I cried out, shuddering as waves of utter bliss overwhelmed every thought, every feeling, every need, but one. My vision darkened as I settled, the rapid tremors shaking me. And beneath it all, a whisper of crushed glass, grinding and cutting and rubbing at me between my legs…

I didn’t pass out. At least, I don't think I did. But when my brain rebooted and took stock of my situation, I was lying on my back, supported on the mattress, while Mistress Savannah untied my wrists.

I felt… damn… it's hard to describe. Used? Flushed? Uncomfortable? Perfect? I couldn't even tell. Part of me recognized the euphoria that comes with powerful orgasms, but this had other elements attached. I tried to catalog them while the ropes were pulled from my hands but holding a thought longer than a few seconds seemed impossible. I gave up and just breathed. That seemed like a good idea.

When my wrists came free, I stretched them out, a natural reaction to being bound. But I felt Savannah’s hands in mine, and she pulled gently. At first, I thought it was a massage, but then the strap encircled my wrist and was pulled tight. I jerked my left arm, but it was now secured to the mattress tightly. A bubble of concern managed to form in my head, but before my fried synapses could formulate a response, my other hand was bound too.

Which is when I realized that Julie was pulling on my foot. Drawn outward, another strap went around my ankle. Now I started to panic, a fresh jolt of energy waking me up. I managed to kick once, but then Julie had my other foot in her iron like fingers and that was that. I was spread-eagled and bound.

A dozen thoughts rattled through my head. They couldn't possibly be thinking about torturing me again, could they? I was in no condition for another session. In fact, a whole host of minor, but distracting pains we're waking up, now that I wasn't so befuddled. I lifted my head and looked down my body at Julie. She was grinning up at me and I watched as she moved to my side. Savannah knelt opposite her, and my worst fears began to realize as they slipped the straps beneath my legs and pulled me open. That couldn’t mean anything good.

I blubbered something unintelligible, but Julie just shushed me.

"Hush Bre. It's for your own good," she declared.

How being tied open could possibly be good for me under those circumstances escaped me. I struggled fruitlessly for a moment and only succeeded in leaving myself breathless. Then Savannah loomed over me, standing just above my feet. Julie backed away and disappeared. And then… then Mistress Savannah began to strip.

Well, strip tease.

The first thing she took off was her suit coat. The powder pink jacket was folded and tossed to the side and I saw the creamy white blouse she wore beneath. Slowly, her eyes smoldering, she began unbuttoning the shirt, revealing a deep cleavage and a pastel pink lace bra. It was a little too much pink, even for me, but when she shrugged out of the shirt and tossed it down, I had to gulp a little. Savannah was freaking gorgeous and her breasts looked soft and scrumptious, like big balls of vanilla pudding.  She unzipped the pencil skirt and stepped out of it. Her panties matched her bra and then, as my heartbeat quickened, she undid the harness holding her breasts. 

Huge, pink nipples capped the white splendor of her bosom and I barely was able to tear my eyes away as she hooked her panties with her thumbs and drove them down her bare legs. She stepped out of the lace, kicking it aside, and I realized she was still wearing the white pumps. She stood above me, victorious and nude, and I stared, mouth open and expectant. What was she doing? What was she going to do? Then Julie swung back into view, handing Savannah a bottle.

I didn’t have enough time to process what was coming and Savannah upended the container and began pouring before I could even twitch. Something cool and slick struck my belly, trickled down into my navel, and then Savannah fixed her aim. I felt the oil fall across my pubis, coat my clit, and then seep between my folds. Then the southern goddess above me left trails down each spread open leg, my inner thighs turned upward because of the straps holding me open, and back up to my chest. She did my arms too and I shuddered. It was a lot of oil.

Savannah dropped down, kneeling on the mattress between my outstretched feet and she put the bottle to the side. She put her hands on my shins, smearing and spreading the oil down toward my strapped ankles, and then back up to my knees. In seconds my legs glistened and then she moved her fingers to my feet, rubbing and kneading my tired soles.

Holy fuck, that felt good! I moaned, this time in utter pleasure. I wasn’t sure how long I’d been impaled, vibrated, and whipped, but it had to have been more than twenty minutes. At least, that what my toes and arches and calves were telling me. But Savannah soothed those parts of me easily and I felt myself relaxing, my breathing slowing as she massaged those aches and pains away. 

Then she moved higher and now I stiffened slightly, afraid of what her fingers might do to my clit. But she avoided my loins, rubbing my thighs both lightly and with force, her nails grazing the skin, only to be replaced by deep, forceful gouges that worked the muscles perfectly. She went upward to my hips, tracing circles on my skin. Then she climbed over my right leg, moving to my side. She rubbed my belly, emptying my navel of oil and spreading it fully. When she got to my breasts I gasped. I was tender there and I lifted my head to look down. Unsurprisingly, my bosom was flushed, the remnants of both Savannah’s crop and Julie’s flogger marking my skin. It had been Julie’s strokes that turned the whole area into a bright, rosy shade of pink. But it had been Savannah’s crop that had left the three or four darker welts that I could see. The ridges of each line stood up and I couldn’t fail to notice that each one bisected at least one nipple. And one crossed both. 

Savannah began rubbing my breasts, cupping and smearing the oil, squeezing and pinching the tips of my breasts. I groaned, wincing and turning my head, but there was still something arousing about it. Savannah wasn’t gentle, but she wasn’t rough either, but she must have spent almost a full five minutes rubbing, kneading, and handling my abused breasts before moving on to spread oil up and down my arms. She moved up above me, kneeling on either side of my head as she finished the oil massage. I looked up at her massive breasts dangling down, just far enough away that it wasn’t even worth the effort to stick my tongue out and lift my head. Instead I waited. I could smell her arousal. And considering where she’d ended up, I knew now what was going to happen. I smiled. Savannah scooted forward, her knees touching my shoulders, and she spread herself open, dropping down perfectly. 

Her pussy was shaved bare, though like most of the mistresses of the Society, she’d left a small, well-trimmed patch above her clit. For me though, at that angle, I saw the perfectly light pink petals of her sex, dripping with need. Her skin was like ivory and I opened my mouth and stuck up my tongue as she dropped onto all fours, pressing her sex into my face, her breasts falling to land on my belly. Her clit rubbed at my chin as I began lapping and licking, occasionally thrusting my tongue into her well. At first, she tasted like strawberries and cream, but then came the flavor of her juices, a salty, tangy sensation that danced across my tongue. There was a sweetness there too, and I devoured her as best I could, licking her folds, lapping at her clit, and even suckling her sensitive nub when she let me. 

I thought everything was going rather well, what with my tongue up inside her as she writhed on top of me, until she slid down my body, away from my mouth, and used her large, soft breast to smear the oil on my pubis down over my clit. The sudden intensity of that sensation, of her fucking nipple gliding across my clitoris, felt like being shocked. I stiffened, gasping. In hindsight I should have screamed or something, because she drew back, repositioned her breast, and did it again. Her nipple, soft but firm, taut and pointed, struck my clit and it slid across it. Even with the oil it was like being rasped with a file. I shuddered, a unique and confusing pain shooting up from between my legs. I’ve rarely been so stimulated and for the first time I think I understood what Kari goes through after sex. Over-sensitization. I hadn’t thought I had limits, but I guess I was wrong. Savannah did it again, pressing her boob into my slit and shimmying around. I twisted frantically, trying to get away from the sensation, but I was bound to the mattress with a hundred- and thirty-pound woman on top of me. 

Just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, she scooted back up to my face and tried to fuck my nose and chin. The relief of not having her touch my clit was enough to relax me again, and instead I stuck my tongue out. Savannah rocked her hips, her breath quick and loud. She moaned and I wished my hands were free so that I could wrap my arms around her legs and hold her to me. 

"Yes!" I heard her exclaim. "Yes! Yes! Yesssss!" Then she cried, falling forward, her breasts pressed to my belly as I lifted my head, still lapping at her gushing slit. She shuddered, pulling away from me just a little and I closed my eyes as her weight pressed me down. Slowly she rolled off me, landing on the carpeted floor, one shoe knocked loose, her bare instep sexy and sweet. Julie reappeared, looking down at Savannah, not me.

"Are you alright?" She asked.

Before Savannah could reply, I whimpered. "No.".

Both glanced at me, but Savannah's lazy smile spoke volumes and I realized that Julie’s question wasn’t meant for me. "I think I'm going to do that to Kylie," Savannah hummed. 

Good, I thought. That little vixen playing Overwatch with my daughter needed to be strung up, impaled, vibrated and whipped. Multiple times.

Savannah picked up her panties and pulled them on. Then she rose, found her bra, and began dressing. No one moved to untie me. I laid there, trying to sort out a bevy of conflicting feelings. What Savannah had done to me was sexy as hell, but I was too sore and tender for it to be arousing. Right? I'd just had my twelfth orgasm of the day, along with a full body whipping, and then a rub down, and then... 

But, if I'm being honest, there was something there, a spark. A cinder. Something. And I was still naked, still tied up, still spread open, still covered in oil. 

As Savannah put on her clothes, Julie began peeling off her jeans. My heart skipped a beat as my mistress' long, pretty legs were bared. She wasn’t wearing shoes, which I thought sexy as hell, and when she tugged her shirt off over her head, standing naked in front of me, I couldn't help licking my lips. I took a deep breath, preparing myself for another round of sapphic licking.

Except Julie didn't straddle my face. She sat down at the end of the bed, her feet between my knees. Then she leaned back, lifted her right foot, and pressed it to my thigh. I sucked in a sharp breath as she slowly slid her toes upward. It felt good and I relaxed when she pulled back, staying away from my sex. For the next five minutes she played footsie with me, caressing both legs with the soles of her feet, smoothing and spreading the oil until I was heartily glad that there was carpet on the floor. Otherwise she would have slipped. Her toes glistened that much, as did the tender arch.

It felt so good that I was close to falling asleep, even bound open, so I was totally unprepared when she did it. Her toes slid up my inner thigh, curled down toward my buttocks, and then pressed in, dipping first to my ass, then sliding up, spreading my labia. I cried out as her foot found my nub and she rubbed me soundly, pushing with her heel.

It hurt. My clit, even after the rest, was abraded, swollen, and tender. I pulled back from her, but that meant nothing considering the straps holding me down and open. I squealed, words forming in my brain, but unable to get to my mouth. Julie began moving her foot up and down through my crotch, using the sole to caress, rub, and spread my folds. Back and forth. It was too heavy, with too much pressure, and despite it being sexual in nature, my pussy couldn't take it. I started blubbering, head shaking back and forth, until strong hands grabbed me, twisted my head to the right and a thick cock was jammed into my open mouth. 

Julie didn't stop, her foot gliding over my clit, back and forth. It felt like I was being sawed in half. Slowly. Incrementally. And yet, the arch of her narrow foot was soft. It slid across my folds and over the engorged nodule of my clit, sending this toe-curling sensation that wasn't quite pain, but definitely wasn’t pleasure. Incredibly I found myself thrusting even as I sucked and licked Mike's cock, the duality of what was happening to me breaking lines of thought and reasoned response into involuntary reaction. I mewled, shaken and stirred, which evidently was exactly what Julie was waiting for.

She pulled her foot away from my slit and hurled herself forward, her face pressed to my wet, oiled slit. I keened a wild whine around the muting sausage in my mouth, but as her tongue began lapping at my clit, the self-imposed limit I had placed on my own body was revealed to be wildly conservative. My back arched, and while it felt like a belt sander was being pressed to my sex, instead of Julie's tongue, the surge of sexual need still blasted through me. 

And it was worse. 

Julie seemed to be pretending that my pussy was an ice cream cone and she was licking and circling it eagerly, devouring the sweet goodness. Each time her tongue swirled over my clit my entire body went rigid, tensing violently. It almost became a rhythm. Sweet but intense pleasure, then this sudden blast of super sexual, arousing hurt, then back to intense pleasure. And let's face it. Tied down, spread open, sucking cock, while being licked… how could I not respond to that?

Julie looked up, her lips and chin shiny from oil, or possibly my gushing cunt. She grinned up at Mike. "She sounds like a Japanese porn flick. All those high pitch squeals, doesn’t she?"

Mike chuckled. "She seems to like it when her clit is licked."

Julie nodded, stuck out her tongue, and ran it in a slow circle around my swollen nub. I squealed again, like a Japanese porn star. Then Julie stuck a finger in me, pumping as she lapped and then sucked on my clit. You should have heard the noise I made for that.

This went on and on, the seconds mounting into minutes, then passing five, and then ten. It became a circle of sensorial overload, hurt and pleasure, in equal installments of $19.95 each. It was torture. It was bliss. Then my nervous system overloaded, as usual, and the mixed dichotomy of sensations screwed with my perceptions. Everything hurt. Everything felt amazing. I couldn't think. I couldn't speak. I couldn't stop. I couldn't cum. 

And my body wanted to cum. Badly. But while the things being done to me pushed me toward the edge, toward another orgasm, it hurt so much! I was being dragged, by the hair, through brambles. 

Wow. Sorry. That's a fucked-up metaphor, isn't it?

Mike yanked his cock out of my mouth. His voice was tense. "Julie, I'm almost there," he grunted. Julie lifted herself up.

"Come here dear heart," she encouraged. I gasped, panting. My body hummed with energy, with need, but no one was sucking, lapping, or touching my clit. That was a major relief. Mike went to Julie and she moved out from between my legs. I lifted my head. I wanted to see them fuck. I wanted him to throw her down and jam his cock into Julie's pussy and fuck her brains out. I wanted her clit to feel like mine. I wanted her screaming as she came.

She reached out and grabbed his wet shaft, slipping on a condom. He stood there, a masculine god, and she turned him back toward me. I looked at Mike in confusion. How could he fuck her facing me? Why was he kneeling on the mattress? How was she going to relieve… oh. Oh fuck no. Oh Holy Shit Fuck NO. 

"No! No! No! You can’t!" I blurted out, but it was too late. His thick hard shaft slid into my sauced slit so easily you would have thought I was a sheath specifically designed for his weapon. He drove in, to the hilt, grinding his hips into me. My pussy fluttered around his cock, clenching and rippling. But it was his pubic hair, the rough patch above his penis, that tore a scream of agony out of my mouth. The course texture, his weight, and the thrusting action of his hips, rubbed at my abraded, sensitized, swollen clit, and shredded me.

Julie leaned over me and began licking my nipple, as if that mattered. I didn't even feel it. 

Pain shot through me, obliterating the pleasure and I clenched my teeth, enduring the forceful, rapid pounding. Julie moved, straddling my head. I didn't want to lick her. But certain actions have been trained into me, and I couldn’t help myself as I stabbed her clit with my tongue. I tried to channel the hurt into her, but deep down, I knew that all I was doing was giving her the best tongue lashing her sweet little clit had ever had. She started sounding like a Japanese schoolgirl on a porn set. 

Mike was like a jackhammer, and as I sucked and chewed on Julie’s clit, he pummeled me with his coital might. Twenty, thirty, forty thrusts. Fifty, sixty. Then, somewhere between the next set, Mike exploded, ramming himself deep. I cried out, the sound muffled as it hummed through Julie's cunt. My fingers clenched into fists as my toes curled. It hurt. It fucking hurt so much! And yet, my pussy convulsed. I felt another sensation. A need. A longing. I wanted to cum too. I didn't know what to say or do. Too much of everything. Then Mike pulled out, rolling away with a happy sigh. I cried in relief. But also in want.

Julie panted above me, hips rocking, and I began lapping more gently. I tingled everywhere, but mostly between my legs. My mistress, lover, and friend ground her sex down on my face and with delicate grace, whimpered, shuddered, and then came. A flood of fluids drenched me, soaking my face down to my ears. She lifted away and fell over to the side, and I saw Savannah, fully dressed again, stand over the three of us. She clapped her hands appreciatively.

"Bravo," she said softly. "Bravo."


The Post - Part Three 

I was untied and allowed to stumble my way to the bathroom, where I took a long, hot shower. I could barely tolerate the touch of own fingers, but I managed to strip most of the oil from my skin and make myself presentable. My clit was a fucking mess; bloated and dark red, almost purple. I slipped the ben wa balls back into my slit, surprised to find myself wet and eagerly accepting. I dried and brushed my hair, reapplied some makeup, and then padded out to find Julie waiting alone. Mike and Savannah had left. The dildo on a stick was put up, as was the mattress, and she was dressed, sitting in the easy chair. I knelt in front of her and laid my head on her knee. She ran her fingers through my hair.

"Doing alright, princess?" She asked tenderly.

I sighed and looked up at her. "That is so demeaning. I hate it when you call me that," I chided her. She smiled.

"I know. I like demeaning you."

I gave her my Kermit the Frog frown, but she seemed unaffected. I decided to answer her question. "I'm fine," I told her. I wasn't though. Not really. My clit was now beyond tender, beyond sore. Touching it even lightly was like dragging my nails across a bad sunburn. My breasts ached from the whipping, and there was a spot on my ass that I knew was going to turn a vivid shade of blue. 

And that wasn't even the worst part. What truly sucked was that underneath it all, deep down, I'd been left unsatisfied. They'd used me for their own pleasure, never expecting to stoke the fires in me again. There I was, wet and soaked, desperate and needy; the ben wa balls rolling gently. But I was lost too, because there was just no way could I take even the slightest touch. No way to cum.

Julie sighed happily, then patted my shoulder. "Come on, let's get you home." She rose and I followed behind her walking gingerly. Each step made the golf ball sized spheres roll, and the tiny bells inside ring. 

Julie heard it.

She stopped and looked at me in surprise. "Did you put the ben wa balls back in?"

I nodded. "Rule number one," I said ruefully. 

Julie sighed. "Bre, after what we did to you tonight, I would have been fine with you taking a break."

I looked down. "I'm sorry mistress. I didn't realize."

Julie let out a deep breath. "No, it's my fault. I should have told you. Do you want me to take them out?" Her hand moved toward my groin, but I shied away.

"No!" I blurted. "I mean, no mistress. It would be better to leave them.in." 

Julie nodded and then kissed me on the lips. "As you wish," she said a moment later. Then she guided me out of the building. It was dark outside, the lot illuminated by the glow of the LED floods on the side of the building, but her car was the only one. I walked gingerly behind her, the added thrill of being exposed outdoors making my pussy tighten around the rolling sex balls. Julie unlocked the car and I climbed in. As soon as I was seated, I spread my legs as wide as her little car would allow, letting the night air caress my petals. Julie got in, looked down at my dark red slit and sighed.

"You are fucking beautiful."

I didn't say anything. I didn’t need to.

She started the car and I put one foot up on the dash. I know. This isn't a smart thing to do, but I had my reasons. Julie finds this intensely erotic. And I wasn't thinking clearly. My right hand slid down my leg, still smooth, a touch of the oil still on my inner thigh. I avoided my clit, but touched my labia, stroking. My sex tightened around the ben wa balls as my pulse quickened.

The road hummed beneath the tires and I slid a finger into myself. The need left in me after Mike's brutal fucking ignited and eventually even Julie noticed as my hips began to move, and the twirling of my finger in the slippery hot wetness grew loud enough to hear.

"Bre?" She asked, bewildered. “What are you doing?”

I swallowed. "Find someplace to pull over please." I didn't look at her, but my pussy clamped down hard on my finger. I gasped. "Someplace alone." 

Julie stared at me for a long second, before her eyes snapped back to the road. I moaned, then whimpered, continuing to work myself into a froth. I still didn't dare touch my clit, but I pushed the ben wa balls around inside me. Julie took the exit ramp, drove around for just another minute or two, then pulled into a dark alley behind a massive auto shop, closed for the night. She stopped the car, a high hedge of red tipped gardenia on one side, the sparsely illuminated building to our left. She twisted in her seat.

"Bre, I'm not sure what you're thinking, but I…"

I yanked on the door handle, not even waiting for her to finish, my hand slick with my juices. Julie's eyes widened in surprise as I hauled myself out of the car, stepping down carefully, my bare feet fragile and unprotected on the concrete. I walked around to the front of the car, took a few steps away, making sure my naked, exposed body was in the full brightness of the headlights, and curled my finger at her. She understood. The engine died and by the time she got out, my bare ass was sitting on the hood of her car. It was very warm. Barely lit darkness closed in around us.

"Bre?" Julie asked, stepping close enough for me to wrap my arms around her.

I looked up at her. Her brown eyes were beautiful, her pursed lips sweet and kissable. I wanted to lavish her with kisses, exploring every nook and cranny until she whimpered with the same need I was feeling. 

"Help me?" I asked plaintively. Julie stared at me, then nodded.

"What do you want me to do?" Julie asked.

I gulped. At any moment a car could come down this alley, or a random pedestrian, or a cop. But I knew exactly what I wanted.

"Make me cum?" I begged.

Julie blinked. Her eyes snapped down to my sex, half hidden in the shadows. "But… you're too…" her voice floundered.

"Damaged? Tender? Tortured?" I whispered. I pushed myself up further on the hood of her car and then drew my legs up. I planted my feet over each headlight and spread myself open wide. My mistress' eyes widened as she looked down. 

My clit was dark red, even in the limited light of the alley. It was swollen too, twice its normal size. I was scared to touch it. But maybe she wouldn’t be.

"Julie? Make me cum," I repeated. Then I put a hand down between my legs, above my slit, and despite my skin already burning and tingling, just from that touch, pulled with my fingers so that the clitoral hood slid back. "Lick my clit until I'm screaming."

For a moment, neither of us moved. Then her eyes softened. She nodded imperceptibly. Her face dipped and then all I saw was her hair. She extended her tongue and with it, gently touched my clit. That's all. No licking. No sucking. Just the wet softness of her tongue.

I froze, my breath catching in my throat. It felt… intense. Raw. Sweet. A thrill of fear shot through me at the thought of her beginning to lick, but the seconds ticked by, with nothing but the slight pressure against the hypersensitive nub. Then, as I panted in expectation, I felt movement. 

Instantly the muscles in my legs tightened and I could see and feel myself shaking as my body was forced to deal with the sensation. Julie's tongue felt like sand on a sunburn, hurting and terrible. But there was also the underlying pleasure. My toes curled as my breath caught in my throat. My pussy tightened around the ben wa balls, trying to crush them. My back arched and a pained, screeching hiss escaped through my clenched teeth. Her tongue did another circle and I didn't even have a chance to relax. Instead I sat there on the hood of her red Mini Cooper and trembled violently, locked in a haze of agony and ecstasy. 

Then it stopped. I lifted my head, sucking in a ragged breath. Julie was looking at me worriedly. "Are you sure?" She asked worriedly.

I nodded.

She smiled then, her eyes bright with love, with admiration, with desire and… with cruelty and sadism. She wanted to hurt me.

Her mouth came down hard and she pressed her palms to my thighs, holding me open as she sucked my clit into her mouth. I squealed, loudly, my ass coming up off the hood of the car, hand tightened into fists. I fell backward, the windshield wiper digging into my back, but I barely felt it. Her tongue stabbed and swirled around and over and seemingly through my clit, devouring me and it burned with a light and a fury. It was candied sugar and crushed glass. It was sweet chocolate and sea salt. It was lemon sour and papercuts. It hurt. It felt amazing. It seared me. It tore me. I threw my head back, teeth together as my body rippled with tension, locked in a hellish whirlwind of overwhelming sensation, all from one tiny bundle of nerves. My thighs began shaking and my pussy stayed clenched, as if electricity were coursing through my veins. I screamed. A real one, the tip of Julie's tongue tearing and flaying my clit. I felt the pressure build behind the excruciating stimulation and jerked against the windshield as my hands went to my breasts. I grabbed my nipple piercings and twisted, pinching and pulling back and forth so hard that I tore myself, just a little. I let out another raucous cry and then felt it. 

Time slowed. I stood on the cliff, a dark storm above me. Julie was there, and behind us, the specters of Kari, Savannah, and Mike. Julie held a stick in her hand, or was it a broken windshield wiper? The tip was sharp and pointed. She pressed it to my back and I could feel the pain. 

"Are you going to jump?" She asked.

I looked at the storm and shook my head. "No. It's too much. It will tear me to shreds."

Julie nodded. "You know I'm going to push you then." 

I bit my lip. "I know."

"It's going to hurt," she warned me. "Pushing you. Almost as much as going into that." She gestured at the storm.

I didn't reply. Then she took the stick, thrust it through my back, and shoved me off the cliff, into the storm.

I thrashed violently on the hood of the car, tears streaming down my cheeks as Julie sucked my clit hard. The fingers of her right hand, three of them to be precise, were jammed up into my cunt. I cried out as the orgasm shook me, my legs kicking out, my hands clenched tightly to my own breasts. I thumped around, then pushed on her head, gasping, crying, until she pulled away. Burning pain seemed to rush up from between my legs, dampening the euphoria of my orgasm, but the relief of just having her step back was like a drug in and of itself. Somewhere off to our right, a dog barked. I let out a choked sob and curled up on the hood of her car, shuddering violently from the surge of ecstasy. 

"Jesus Christ, Bre." Julie said softly. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, leaving a wet streak down her arm. She came to me, stroking my head, just holding me as I tried to recover.  A pool off cum was dripping down the front of the car from between my legs, and Julie's shirt was soaked from the collar down to her small breasts. I felt weak. My pussy hurt. But I also knew that the quiet desperation I'd been feeling was gone. Slowly I unwound, relaxing and opening like a night flower. Finally, I sighed in relief and laid back, legs spread, arms wide, draped across the hood of the car like a limp rag doll. I could hear cars and the damned dog still barking. 

"You okay?" Julie asked, her hand on my side. I nodded stupidly and smiled.

"Just don't touch my clit," I said softly. Julie laughed.

"Princess, not even you will be touching your clit," Julie said wistfully. "For several days. It looks like raw hamburger."

I lifted my head. Even at that angle I could see inflamed, distended bit of pussy, and even in the limited light I could see that the color was closer to purple than pink. Holy shit. And my right nipple was bleeding from the piercing. Just a tiny bit. How the hell had that happened?

Julie took a deep breath. "We should get a move on. I need to get you a bandage." She held out her hand and I took it, swinging my legs together and down. But even as my bare feet touched the ground a lacerating pain rushed up between my legs. My knees buckled as I yelped, and I would have fallen if Julie hadn't caught me.

"Bre?" Now there was deep concern in her voice.

I shuddered, breathing hard. "M-m-my clit," I whispered. My thighs had closed and brushed it. I spread my legs again. 

"Oookay. Awkward," Julie said. "Come on. Waddle." I spread my feet and limped like a duck around the corner of the car. She opened the door for me and I carefully got in, making damned sure I didn't close my legs. Julie helped me the rest of the way and even got me buckled up. Then she got in next to me.

"Alright?" She asked. I nodded, still a bit breathless.

Julie grinned. "Good. I wish I could do this to you every night." 

I blinked. "My clit wouldn't survive it," I replied, just a little concerned. She laughed and held up the keys. 

"I know," she said. “But it would still be fun.” For a moment the two of us looked at each other fondly, lovingly. Finally, she grinned. “You know, you're cute all naked and tortured and open like that." 

I laughed weakly, my clit throbbing with pain. “I know.”

She gave me a wink, and then light flooded the interior of her car. Her eyes opened in shock as a set of headlights approached from the rear. I twisted to look, and I saw the unmistakable blue and red colors flashing. I froze for a second, panic written clearly across my face.

"Oh. Fuck," muttered Julie. Just then a second set of headlights appeared in front of us, having turned the corner at the end of the alley. Red and blue flashing lights came on from both directions. I felt a surge of panic. There was nowhere for us to go. We were trapped.

"Damn it," Julie added in frustration.

I turned and looked at my mistress. I felt a hysterical laugh coming up and I couldn't help it. Naked, hurting, happy, and sated, I was about to get arrested. I laughed, the words bubbling out of my mouth as Julie frowned.

"And this is why you don't throw my clothes away!" 


The Law

It was rather dark in the formerly deserted alley, except for all the red and blue flashing lights. I laughed, ignoring the shooting pain coming from my right breast and my groin as Julie, clearly frustrated with the turn of events, twisted around in her seat.

"I'm going to go jail," I giggled, punch drunk on adrenaline and endorphins and sex. “If you pass go, do not collect $200,” I commented stupidly. Julie snarled something under her breath and rummaged behind my seat.

"You aren't going to jail," she snapped. I laughed again.

"Julie, I'm naked. You chucked my clothes back into the doorway of my apartment. Remember?" I shook my head, still chuckling. Then something soft fell into my lap.

"Here. Quick. Cover up," she ordered. I unfolded a car blanket and found myself concealing my bare, yet bleeding breast and wet, over-sensitized pussy, just a second or two before two powerful beams of light streamed into the car. I brought my hands out and used my arms to keep my breasts covered, but it had to be obvious I had nothing else on. Right? I looked out the window. There were two cops, a young one standing at Julie’s window, while an older man in his late fifties stood on my side of the car, looking in at me. 

Julie rolled down the window, then put her hands on the wheel. "Good evening officer. Can I help you?" 

I snickered. How cliché!

The young officer looked professional, but his light lingered on me. I smiled and tried to think happy thoughts, which wasn’t easy. I was tired and hurting. And I think my nipple was still bleeding a bit too.

"What are you two ladies doing back here?" He asked conversationally. But I saw that his right hand was still on the butt of his gun. And the retaining snap was undone. That was… concerning. The officer on my side of the car rapped on the window and pointed down, indicating he wanted me to unroll my window. I obliged, trying not to move suddenly and keeping my hands out where they could be seen. Of course, my other goal was trying to keep my breasts where they couldn’t be seen, but I’m not sure I was terribly successful at that last bit.

"Girl stuff," Julie said with a shit load of innuendo. "Breanne has issues." She jerked a thumb in my direction.

“Yeah. I have issues,” I repeated idiotically. I gave the officer at Julie’s window a friendly little wave and the blanket slipped a bit. That was unintentional. I let out a chirp and dragged the material back up, hoping I hadn't just had a nipple slip. 

"What's with the blanket?" The younger officer asked. Before Julie could answer, I put a hand on my bosom to hold it in place and leaned over the console to look up at him directly.

"Because she threw my clothes back into the apartment," I said accusingly. "I told her she should have kept them in the car at least."

That made the officer pause. "You aren't wearing any clothes?"

I shook my head and grinned. "Not a stitch."

His mouth curled down. "Have either of you been drinking?"

My mouth moved without checking in with my brain. "Just pussy juice," I declared, while at the same time Julie replied, "no sir. Nothing." The mixed answer got a raised eyebrow and Julie, whose hands were still on the steering wheel, glared at me.

"I'd like to see some identification please," the officer said, resorting to the police standard procedures playbook. I have that effect on authority. 

Julie hesitated. "Officer, I want to comply fully, but I need to inform you that I'm an LTC holder and that my personal weapon is in my purse. I'd rather you have me get out of the car, and let you retrieve my purse, weapon, license, and identification." She sighed, as if in defeat. 

I blinked. Wow. And she was acting so calm! But then I noticed that Julie was trembling. Then things escalated. All three cops drew their weapons but didn't point them directly at us. 

Holy shit. What the hell had we done? All I’d asked for was an orgasm on the hood of her car! I gulped. Both our doors popped open and the young officer saw Julie's purse by her left leg, on the floor. He grabbed it and put it on the hood. The officer next to me stood in the open door, his weapon drawn but pointed down. I watched as the young officer found Julie’s Glock 42 in about three seconds, unloaded it, and then set in on the hood. Her wallet came next. Julie and I watched as he then added a dozen, singly wrapped condoms, a ten-inch rubber coated dildo, a set of clover clamps, and a leather sap. Julie’s face turned a color closer to that of my beaten clit and I gave Julie a suspicious look. 

“You weren’t kidding about smashing my pussy earlier, were you?” I asked loudly enough for everyone to hear.

Julie eyes widened and I could tell she was about three millimeters short of apoplexy. 

The older officer, the one by my door, looked at me. "Are you carrying any weapons?" 

I shook my head. "Nothing. Care to see?" I asked, gesturing at the blanket. I could see the indecision on his face. Poor man. He shook his head. Then he spoke into his radio, requesting a female officer be dispatched to his location. Then he holstered his weapon, evidently deciding that the barefoot little naked redheaded fuckslut in the blanket wasn’t a threat.

I leaned over again, this time letting the blanket slip deliberately. "Tell them to send a cute one. I'm bi-sexual." My breast was in full view and he only gave it a cursory look. Guess he was used to fucksluts with gold padlocks hanging from their tit. Or hell, maybe he was gay.

"Bre!" Julie hissed. "You aren't helping."

"What's your name?" The older officer asked me. I told him, noticing his eye on my pierced nipple. I covered up again. "But I don't have any ID on me. I can give you my birthdate and driver's license number though."

“You’re bleeding,” he said, pointing down to where the blanket covered my breast.

I nodded. “It’s nothing. It’s already stopped.

“How did it happen?” He asked curiously. I bit my lip. Telling him that I’d twisted my own nipple to a point where I’d torn my skin didn’t sound all that brilliant. “I slipped and fell,” I told him, not able to think of a better lie. His eyebrow went up. 

Julie glared at me. 

“Alright miss. Give me your name, date of birth, and driver’s license number.”

He wrote that down on his notepad. I liked that because it meant his hand wasn't on his gun. Then I remembered something. "And I have a License to Carry too, but I don't have anything on me." I paused, thinking. "Except my ben wa balls."

The officer, who was still leery, gave me a look. "Ben wa balls? What are those?"

Julie groaned and closed her eyes. She leaned forward and put her forehead on the steering wheel. "I was wrong. You are going to jail," she muttered. I looked up at the officer. 

"I'd show you, but it would mean moving the blanket."

He shook his head. "Just keep your hands out where I can see them and tell me about them instead." He was so polite.

I lifted a hand and held it up, finger and thumb about two inches apart. "They're two balls, about this big each, keeping me wet."

He didn't get it. "Wet?" 

I pointed down low and Julie shook her head in dismay. Then the younger cop came back up to the door with Julie's licenses. There was a quick conference, then the first officer asked Julie to step out of the car. She did and he took her to the trunk where there was a soft-spoken conversation that I couldn't hear. 

Then the older cop looked directly at me. "Please step out of the car, miss."

Nympho humiliation pain slut rule number two states that I must follow orders, so even though I wanted to ask why, I know better. And screw the NHPS Rules. When a cop asks you to do something, do it. I climbed out, setting my bare feet down on the concrete again. There was an awkward moment as I tried to cover my backside with the blanket. I'm positive the cop saw quite a bit of my ass. I managed to get it wrapped around my torso and tuck it in, like a bath towel. He started to lead me over to the squad car parked in front of Julie’s Mini Cooper, but he saw my awkward waddle.

“Why are you walking like that?” He asked curiously.

I grit my teeth. Every step I took either had the ben wa balls rolling around inside me, or my stupid, freshly aggravated, overly sensitive clit rubbed against my thighs. It basically hurt to walk. I shrugged.

“I fell and hurt myself,” I said, repeating my earlier explanation. We got to the patrol cruiser and to my consternation, he opened the back door and asked me to sit down. I did, but gingerly. It was something of a relief and I spread my legs as wide as the blanket would let me. I sighed and closed my eyes. 

“Comfortable?” He asked. 

"Can I at least get some handcuffs?" I replied wryly, holding up my wrists. I wasn’t trying to be funny. I was doing it because I was nervous. Okay. And maybe funny.

"Do you like cuffs?" The officer asked, but I could tell from his tone that he wasn’t implying anything sexual. This was a psychological question. I shrugged. "It wouldn't be the first time tonight," I replied, thinking back to the steel anklets Julie had used to keep me impaled on the dildo stick. 

"Really?" The officer sounded interested. "Why don't you tell me about that?"

Granted, I should have seen it coming, but as everyone knows, I’m not the brightest bulb in the chandelier. Besides, I was tired and hurting. 

I sighed. "Well, Julie picked me up after work, and I told her I was too sore and sensitive for sexual torture, but she insisted, and then she took my clothes and made me ride naked, because she knows I get off on being humiliated like that. Mike and Savannah were waiting for us at the warehouse and I got tied up and whipped while riding a dildo stick that had a massager taped to it and that hurt a lot because it was pressed against my clit. Julie used a flogger on my breasts while Savannah hit me with a crop and then I had an orgasm, so they pulled me off and tied me to a mattress and then they all fucked me. But I didn't cum again, so on the way home, even though my clit is all red and hurting and swollen, I asked Julie to fuck me and make me cum." I smiled. "She licked me."

The police officer stared at me, wide eyed and flabbergasted. He paused. "So, was this consensual? You asked her to tie you up and whip you?"

I shook my head. "Of course, I didn't ask her to whip me! But I didn't mind her doing it." I cocked my head to the side. "Well, maybe at the time I did. But the whipping made the orgasm much stronger. I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut."

The cop nodded. "Right. So, you went with her willingly? She wasn't trying to hurt you?”

This was not going right. "Well, yes, she was trying to hurt me. But only a little bit. The way I like it. And of course, I went with her willingly. She's one of my breast… I mean best, friends. And my mistress." I gave him a suspicious look as I finally put two and two together. "Wait a moment. You didn't just stumble on us. Someone reported something." I did some more mental math when he didn’t reply to my comment. “Oh,” I said, realizing I needed to shut the fuck up. Someone heard me screaming. Oops.

"Seriously, what were you two doing in the alley?" He asked instead.

"Ummm... yoga," I replied, suddenly feeling cautious. "I had a bad kink and needed her to help me work it out." He gave me skeptical look. I bristled. "I'm not exactly lying. I'm just being…"

"Unhelpful?" He asked me sarcastically.

I frowned. Then looked away. "I plead the fifth," I declared and crossed my arms over my blanket covered chest. The cop sighed.

"We're just trying to get the facts."

I bit my lip. "I get that, but I don't have anything else to add except that I am fine and that I want to go home, and Julie is my friend."

He looked like he was going to argue with me when another police car pulled up. A female officer climbed out and I could see the visible relief on the older officer's face. The lady cop came up, eyed me in the blanket, and a look of compassionate concern crossed her face.

"Shouldn't we be transporting her to the hospital for a SAEK?" She pronounced the last word as "sake", rhyming with "rake." Not the Japanese liquor. 

The other cop shook his head. "No. Weapons check." He gave me a meaningful look. "She’s not wearing anything under the blanket."

The attitude of the female cop changed dramatically as I transitioned in her eyes from victim to suspect. I rolled my eyes. "For God's sake, I don't have any weapons." And just to prove it, I opened the blanket. Both cops stared down at me. My legs were spread, not wide apart, but enough, because my poor clit was swollen to three times its normal size and looked purple. The male cop ogled me for a long moment, then turned away and walked off. The lady cop sighed.

“Put it away, please.” 

"If I have to have a body cavity search," I said darkly, "I want the other cop to do it." She gave me questioning look and I grinned. “With his baton.”

The lady cop reached in, grabbed the blanket, and pulled it out from under me. "Spread your legs," she said. I did. "What happened to your vagina?" She began checking the blanket, but then gave it back to me. I didn't bother to cover up my breasts, but I did hide the damage between my legs. 

"It's a long story," I replied to her question. "But entirely consensual, if overly perverted, darkly sadistic, and borderline abusive.”

"You look like you need medical attention," she said simply. 

I sighed. "Nah. A bandage, a day or two of rest, no sex at all, and some Tylenol will work." She gave me a skeptical look and I sighed. “I’ve done this before,” I admitted. I pulled the blanket back up over my chest.

The first cop, the one who had been speaking to Julie came up, nodded to the lady cop, and looked down at my now concealed breasts, frowning. 

"Want to tell me what's going on?" He asked patiently, ignoring my rondure. 

I lifted the blanket up to my chin, suddenly feeling self-conscious. "I already told the other guy," I replied. 

The younger cop nodded. "I know. Can you tell me?"

"Are you pumping me for information?"

He smiled. "I'm just trying to sort everything out," he said assuredly.

"Well, good,” I replied congenially. “If I'm going to be pumped for information, I want it to be in a proper torture chamber. Or at least be tied down to a table naked." I have no idea why I said that, but I was still nervous. Maybe that was it. 

That didn't faze the young guy, though the lady cop looked disgusted. I sighed in exasperation and looked up at him. "Simply put I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut and Julie is my mistress. She took me out tonight for a party with some friends. We were on our way home when I needed some help and she pulled in here for a touch of privacy." I gestured around the alley.

"What kind of help?" The cop asked. 

I rolled my eyes. "I had a sort of muscle cramp."

The female cop snorted and crossed her arms.

"Sure, you did," he replied with a sigh. He gave the lady cop a nod, then marched off to confer. Julie was standing at the other end of the Mini Cooper, arms folded, and looking miserable. Then the young cop went past me, grabbed Julie's purse and took it back to her. They spoke and then he went and got his ticket book. Julie looked relieved, nodding at whatever was being said, even when he had her sign the paper. The cop tore off the copy, handed it to her and stepped away. Julie hurried over to the driver's door of her car and got in. 

Then the young cop came over to me. "We can take you to the hospital, or drive you to a shelter," he declared. I blinked. What the heck?

"Why can't I go with her?" I demanded, pointing at Julie's car.

The young cop smiled. "You can, but I wanted to make sure this was really your choice. Look, I get it. You're into the kinky shit. But there's an appropriate place to do it, and everywhere else." He gestured around the alley. "This is part of everywhere else."

I frowned. "Am I free to go?" I asked. 

The young cop sighed and nodded. I stood up, pressing the blanket to my frame. I walked over to Julie's car, but then stopped at the door, looking back. I crooked a finger and beckoned him over. He came warily, but he came.

"You are incredibly cute," I whispered to him. "I would love to suck your cock."

His eyebrows rose.

"What's your badge number?" I asked.

"Get in the car," he said with a smile, grabbing the handle and opening it.

"You can pump me for information," I added quickly. "Or practice handcuffing techniques. If you handcuff me to a bed you can do both at the same time." 

"Please get in the car," he said tiredly.

I grinned. "But you haven't searched my body cavities. Don't you want to see my ben wa balls?" I let the blanket drop. Just a little.

“Breanne!” Julie said harshly. “Get in the fucking car!”

He reached out, put a hand on my head, and pushed me down into the car. I plopped down in the seat with a squeal, my legs brushing my clit. That was… intense. I spread my knees as the young police officer dumped my blanket over me. 

"Don't forget to buckle up please," he warned. I saw the flashing lights of the cop cars in front of us turn off. Then both did a tight turn in the alley. I swung my legs into the car and buckled up over the blanket. The young cop shut the door and walked away. I looked at Julie, who was staring straight ahead.

"You okay?" I asked.

She hesitated. "No. No, I'm not. I got a ticket."

I frowned as Julie put the car in gear. "For what? A broken taillight?"

She drove down the alley without comment and then pulled out onto the street. "Bre, someone called 911 and reported your screams. They were responding to a rape or an assault call." She sighed. "I got cited for disorderly conduct." 

I digested that. "Oh," I said. "Sorry." For a moment I was quiet. “Did they give you your gun back?”

Julie snorted. “I have to go pick it up tomorrow from the station, but I’m probably going to lose my license to carry.”

Now I felt really bad. “Julie? I’m sorry.”

She shook her head. “No. This was my fault. I’m supposed to be responsible. I’m supposed to be watching out for you.” She looked at me. “Chance made it clear that you could have gone to jail. They had enough for a public lewdness charge.”

“Chance?” I blinked. “Oh. The young cop.”  I swallowed. Well that was… shitty. “Why didn’t they arrest me?” I asked.

She picked up the ticket from the dash and waved it in the air. 

“Oh.” I went quiet. “I’ll pay for it,” I said softly.

Julie pursed her lips. “Damn right you will.”

I bit my lip. I wondered how much a disorderly conduct charge fine was. 

“But not tonight. You’ll need to rest and recover first,” Julie added.

I blinked. “What?” The words processed. “Wait. What?”

She looked back at me and she was smiling. “Soon enough we’ll work you right back to this point, all sore and over-sensitive. And then… then you’ll pay for it.”

I reached across the console and put my hand in hers. “Absolutely,” I said.

Absolutely.


Nick’s Night - Part One

I paced around my apartment, my bare feet thudding softly on the carpet, waiting for the person I was calling to pick up. It took four rings before the line went to voicemail and I sighed in exasperation, throwing the phone down onto the bed in frustration.

“Neither of them?” I asked no one in particular, raising my eyes toward the ceiling. “Neither of them is answering? What if I was in trouble? What if I were hurt? What if I needed…” my voice trailed off because that was the problem. Need, of the most intense sort.

My day, up to that point, had been mildly frustrating. Kari had been in one of her creative moods, practically locking herself into the art room, leaving me to my own devices. And by devices, I mean the vibroballs that I’d slipped inside myself that morning. I’d turned them on for fifteen minutes stretches, one each hour, on low, per her standing instructions, which only kept me insanely wet and desperate for more attention. I’d gotten a ton of writing done; a full fifteen pages. And there had been a quick desk fuck in the upstairs office of one of the CPAs that work in our building. But that had been so vanilla that it practically wasn’t worth anything.

I had fire running through my veins that needed quenching and that was a bad thing.

Neither Kari nor Julie were answering their phones and to be fair, I knew why. Kari was probably doing something with her husband Robert, which was understandable. They had active social lives that frequently did not include me, especially in the evening. They were constantly going to galas, parties, grand openings, and other elitist events that would not have reacted well to a scantily clad, redheaded fuckslut following in Kari’s wake. It was one of the reasons that having two mistresses worked out well for me. Kari had me during the daylight hours, while Julie had me for the evenings.

Except… she didn’t. Not really.

As a parent, I had responsibilities, so most weekday nights I spent at home. I cooked for my daughter. I helped her with her homework. We read together. We got ready for bed. Then we would go to sleep. Julie had compensated for my lack of availability by finding someone else to fuck stupid. I didn’t mind that of course. She and Mike the Hardware Guy were now quite the cute couple and even I could see that the romance between them was real and special. I just hadn’t been expecting it. Julie had moved out of her apartment and in with him, which put a thirty-five-minute drive between the two of us during non-rush hour traffic. She was busy.

The nice thing about being me though, is that I have alternative options. I picked up my phone and scrolled through my contacts list, considered two or three names, only to have my thumb hover over one in particular. I knew he’d pick up, and I knew he’d be available. The only issue was that I also knew that I’d barely be able to walk afterward. Then my pussy contracted wetly around the still silent, still unsatisfactory vibroballs and I made my decision. I pressed the button.

He picked up on the second ring.

“Well hello,” Nick drawled. “I’ve been wondering when I’d hear from you.”

I’d met Nick four or five years before after a seriously bad bout of pneumonia had left me hospitalized. Oddly enough, he had been visiting a friend who had been sharing a room with me and a relationship developed. It had been Nick who had pushed me back into the semi-public life I lead as a nympho humiliation pain slut. And I appreciated that. Nick had flitted in and out of my life since then, but one thing I knew about him was that he tended to push my limits. Sex with him was about straining capacities. And since that’s sort of what I was looking for, I smiled at the inflection in his voice. He wanted me too.

“I was wondering if you were interested in spending some time with me this evening.” I asked carefully.

He paused. “That depends. Are you giving yourself over to me?”

I laughed. “For the duration of the evening, yes.”

“Well, you have my attention, but I have to warn you that I’m feeling unusually energetic and sadistic. You’ll lose your voice.”

I blinked. “I’ll lose my voice?” I asked skeptically, wondering how the hell he was going to fuck me to a point where I’d not be able to talk anymore. “What, you’re going to gag me or something?”

He chuckled. “No. But you’ll be screaming so much you’ll go hoarse.”

I started to laugh, but there was something in his voice that made me pause. “The ‘oh my God yes’ sort of screaming? Or the ‘holy fuck that fucking hurts do it some more’ sort of screaming?”

“Yes,” he replied smugly.

I sighed. Admittedly I reconsidered it, but the pressure that had built between my legs was just too much.

“Okay, I’m in. Sign me up for horrible sexual torture,” I agreed.

He laughed. “When?”

“I’ve got to drop Rachel off at my parents,” I told him. “Should I pick us up a bite to eat?”

“Nah, I’ll take you out for dinner. Wear the gray summer dress.”

I squirmed slightly at that. The gray summer dress was actually decent, with a collar that hugged the throat, bare shoulders and arms, and had a wide-open back. It wasn’t super sexy or revealing. But it was soft and malleable. That did not bode well. “Okay,” I replied. “Shoes?”

I could practically hear him shrug. “Whatever. You won’t be wearing them long. And considering what I’m going to do to the bottoms of your feet, you might want something simple and soft for the ride home.”

I paused. “Ride? Why wouldn’t I drive myself home?”

Nick laughed. Evilly. “Because you won’t be in a condition to drive yourself. See you soon.”  He hung up.

I set down the phone and started to strip as I padded into the bathroom. I looked at myself in the mirror.

“Okay, girl. You’re getting what you asked for,” I told myself, my lips pressed firm and in a thin line. I looked at myself, naked in the mirror, a blank canvas ready for paint. 

Why the hell did I feel so nervous then?

***

When I arrived at Nick’s apartment, I was wearing a pair of high heeled sandals that I thought went well with my dress. I’d elected to go sans panties, and a bra was already out considering the dress I was wearing had no back. I had a single article of clothing to my name, along with a small purse that held my wallet, about half a dozen condoms, two different sets of nipple clamps, and my phone. Oh, and a battery pack. He opened the door a second after I knocked and he looked down on me with hungry eyes.

I felt a shiver of trepidation run through me. I imagined that was exactly how a wounded zebra felt on the Serengeti, being stalked by a lion. 

Nick was tall, but not basketball tall. Even with my heels he stood over me by a good six inches. But then again, I’m short. His hair was dark brown and he had an impressive, clean shaven chin. Neither fat nor thin, he was relatively average in the physique department, which didn’t bother me in the least. I don’t need washboard abs to be attracted to a guy. It’s all about attitude. And Nick had plenty.

“Well, Breanne Erickson, my favorite nympho humiliation pain slut,” he said casually, leaning against the door frame. I smiled.

“You know more than one?” I queried with just a bit of snark. I knew I could get away with it. Nick appreciated a little bit of witty banter. It would give him a justifiable excuse to punish me. Besides, there aren’t a lot of us out there. I doubted Nick had been banging another one.

“What’s the toy of the day?” he asked me, though I’m pretty sure he noticed the bright pink wire coming out from under my hem and going up to my handbag.

“Vibroballs,” I told him simply. “They’re off.”

He nodded. “Okay. Take off the dress,” he told me, though he didn’t move. He was still blocking the doorway. My eyebrow went up.

“Here?”

He grinned. “Right here.”

“I thought we were going to go get some dinner?” I sidetracked. The doorway of Nick’s apartment wasn’t terribly exposed, but his neighbor’s door was literally next to his. This wasn’t exactly a great place to undress.

He shook his head. “First we’re going to do an assessment of your horniness. Then I’m going to hurt you while you make me cum. Then we’re going to dinner.”

I blinked. “Um, will I get to cum?”

He laughed. “I doubt it. Not unless you get off on the abuse I’m about to inflict on your pussy.”

I swallowed. “Well, you never know,” I said glibly, not feeling confident at all. “So the idea is to take me out aroused?”

Nick reached out, put his finger on my chin, and lifted it up so our eyes met. “Breanne, you will be so fucking desperate when we go out to eat that you’ll be begging me to fuck you up at the restaurant.”

“Uh… you mean fuck me. Not fuck me up,” I amended.

“No, I meant exactly what I said. Now take off your dress.”

I took a deep breath. I’d already made up my mind, but it perhaps didn’t quite show as firmly as Nick would have desired. I looked hesitant, worried. Still, I peeled my dress up, despite standing in the doorway of his apartment. In seconds I was standing there in the buff, my pierced breasts hanging out, begging for a whipping. My well-rounded posterior hung out, facing the walkway, and my stuffed pussy glistened with anticipatory wetness. Nick held out his hand and I handed him my dress, though I obviously kept my purse. The pink wire running to my pussy was quite visible against my white skin.

Nick reached into his pocket and brought out three clothespins. He held them out to me. “Put them on. Nipples and clit.”

I took them, but I also glanced around. This was called “public nudity” in police parlance and the sexual connotation put it dangerously close to “lewdness.” I’d recently had an encounter with the fuzz and while I’d managed to get off with nothing more than a warning, my mistress Julie had gotten a ticket for disorderly conduct. Still, no one was around, so I did as told. The tight bite of the wooden pegs on my nipples went straight to my sex, making my wet slit tighten around the vibroballs. I spent some time positioning the last clothespin, letting it close on my clitoris with a gasp. It felt incredible and my slippery hot sex tingled with anticipation. I looked up at Nick, slightly breathless, loving the thrill of being naked outside, fearing the risk of being caught, and enduring the delicious bite and pain of the clamps.

“Now, you’re going to get on your hands and knees and crawl into the living room,” Nick explained easily. “You’re going to sit down on the coffee table, lay back, and spread your legs open as far and as wide as you can.”

“Okay,” I gulped.

His eyebrow went up. “Just okay? No smart alec quips? No snarky repartee? No questions why?”

“I know why,” I replied. “Can I get on my knees now, sir?”

He pursed his lips, then nodded. I dropped down. The concrete wasn’t comfortable, but he moved out of my way as I crawled into his apartment. How could he not realize that I was going to cooperate completely, just in order to get out of the public space?

Nick’s apartment wasn’t dirty, but it wasn’t picked up either. Beer bottles stood on a few tables, some dishes clearly needed to be put away, but I wasn’t there to be his maid. Just his little nympho humiliation pain slut. I turned to my left, saw the couch and coffee table, and made my way in that direction. Large, sturdy, and square, this wasn’t going to be my first time on Nick’s coffee table. I lifted my head and torso, rising, when I caught sight of the flogger and leather sap. A tightness spread across me and I wondered just how bad things were going to get. I lay back. The coffee table was wide enough to support my entire body, but my head dangled uncomfortably off the other side. I didn’t like it, and knew I’d get tired quickly, but couldn’t think of a good way to complain about it. I spread my legs and then Nick was there. I felt him grab my left foot and watched as he buckled on a rather nice, black leather bondage cuff. Evidently, he’d threaded rope under the coffee table and when he did my other foot, he was able to tie me down and open with an impressive strain on my thighs. I groaned with pleasure at the sensation. I’ve always loved being spread open and tied that way is even better. I love the feeling of helplessness, of exposure, and of being stretched and strained. His fingers found my dripping cunt and he rubbed the smooth, slick petals before tying off my hands. I moaned prodigiously.

“There,” he announced, when I was securely bound to the table. “Now I’m going to whip you, right between the legs, while you give me a blowjob.” He stripped off his jeans and then his boxers, retrieving the flogger and sap and setting them down next to me.

“You really want to smack me with a whip when your cock is between my teeth?” I dared him. He laughed.

“I don’t think you’ll bite me. And if you do, the punishment you’ll get for that will make a simple flogging of your girlie bits seem like a love tap.” Then he moved between the table and the television, his nutsack just a foot above my face, and he knelt, literally resting his scrotum on my face. I didn’t have a lot of maneuverability, but I was able to tilt my head and start licking his balls. He didn’t make any noise, and I couldn’t see his face, but he did pick up the flogger. This weapon was rubber and had about a zillion strands, but I didn’t mind. What Nick didn’t realize was that the whip didn’t have a whole lot of bite. Not compared with the leather sap. I felt him drag the ends of the rubber strands across my breasts, making the clothespins still clinging there jiggle. That hurt, but I loved it too.

He lifted the whip off my body and began swinging it in a circle. He didn’t hit my pussy though, or my thighs. His first few strokes slashed across my boobs. I yelped loudly, but since my mouth was full of testicles, the noise wasn’t exactly all that impressive. The pain shot down through me, but I realized a moment later that he wasn’t aiming at my chest specifically. He was aiming at the two clothespins sticking straight up from my nipples. Each stroke forced the wooden pegs to bend and twist, sending shards of hurting glass cutting through my nerves.

Then Nick lowered himself and I realized that the main reason he hadn’t wanted my head supported by the coffee table was because it would be tough to kneel upright and fuck my mouth if I’d been looking straight up. Instead I found myself staring at his testicles, his cock pushed into my mouth, the blood rushing up into the top of my head, as he picked up the whip again. He had a perfect angle too – not for cocksucking – but for cunt whipping, and the flogger swung down with enough straight up force to rip the clothespin he’d made me put on my clit right off. I squealed loudly again, despite the cock in my mouth. My thighs tightened as my legs pulled on the ropes and bondage cuffs, but he’d tied me pretty good. My sex squeezed the vibroballs, and because he’d hit with enough force not just to remove the wooden peg and leave a sting, it felt more like the promised punishment than some sort of kinky foreplay.

Still, my body responded predictably. I felt my sex tighten in rhythmic spasms. My pulse quickened and my chest heaved. My brain began to shut down the higher thought functions in order to keep up with the stimulation being inflicted upon my body. The cock in my mouth set the stage and Nick’s flogger danced across my breasts, tummy and pussy, leaving me ready for more. 

As I struggled to suck cock upside down, which is not easy by the way, Nick began slapping the flogger against my thighs. At first I thought his aim was just lousy when he smacked my inner right leg, but then as he placed another swat on my labia and clit, only to nail my left thigh in turn, I began to realize that he was working himself into a pattern. The flogger swung in circles, starting at one knee and working across my crotch until he got to the calf of the other leg. Then back again. Each blow seemed firm and while I wasn’t going to leave me screeching, I could feel the blooming heat of the beating.

But what really got to me was the fact that my pussy wanted to be hit more. I was craving it. Each time he got closer I got more excited, sucking harder on his cock, licking more forcefully, trying to communicate my needs. I wanted more than just the flogging. I wanted him to smack my gash into paste. I wanted him to beat my clit. I wanted him to lick and fuck me stupid. I wanted to cum. Hard. And instead I got this light dusting that just left me humming with desperation. Well… more desperation… than before.

His shaft was rock hard too, and I thought that maybe if I got him off he’d be more willing to spend some direct time on my clit. If nothing else, it would get my mouth free so I could beg. I focused on that, rather than the building heat and residual string of frustrating blows moving across my loins. My ass tightened up as my hips began pumping and if he couldn’t see that I was rising to meet his strokes, then I’d have been willing to eat my shirt.

Well, okay. Dress. Or some of my dress. Wherever the hell Nick had put it.

As he got closer to cumming, I detected a distinct shift in his focus and way more strokes began landing directly between my legs. I loved it and began eagerly devouring his cock. My ass was thumping against the coffee table, my pussy quivering with both stinging heat and desperate desire. I moaned loudly, around the thick shaft wetly pumping in my mouth, only to get two quick slashes of the flogger across my quivering breasts. One tore the clothespin off my left nipple, and that hurt like hell, but the one on my right tit took both hits like a champ and stayed there, sticking straight up like one of those knock down clowns on a carnival midway. Nick, who was clearly getting ready to shoot his load, went back to beating me between the legs, the cracking sound of the rubber whip striking wet, swollen flesh loud and clear. I keened loudly as the intensity of it grew and I would have traded just about anything to have my hands free so that I could grab the man’s cock and rub him into the necessary release. Instead, I could only lay there, barely moving, a living, breathing, tied down, fuck doll.

And a target.

Nick let out a tense groan and I knew he’d finally gotten to the point. His strokes with the whip faltered, though he still managed one or two more across my torso, stinging my tummy and leaving marks across my hip. Then his cock jerked and shuddered. I took a deep breath of air, in expectation, and I wasn’t left wanting. His thick salty cream blasted its way down my throat, making me choke and sputter as I tried to swallow it all. Evidently that wasn’t quite to Nick expectations and he yanked his cock out of my mouth, his fist pumping the hard shaft, and another stream shot out, splattering my belly and pussy, leaving me wet from cunt to chin. Another, smaller spurt left globs of white across my chest and as he relaxed, letting go of his cock, he began swinging the flogger again.

The first stroke of this second round ripped the last clothespin off my breast and I did scream a little, along with some choice commentary now that my mouth wasn’t full. I gritted my teeth as he spent over a minute hitting my tits, smacking them back and forth with the whip, turning my bosom a nice shade of light pink, before he turned once more to my stretched open loins. My thighs were flushed and my pussy itself dark, but he mixed the moisture of his cum with my own sopping wet juices, using the wet strands of the flogger to open my labia and dig in deep. Even then, he couldn’t really do anything serious with the flogger and I think he realized that a moment later, as all I did was make loud, high-pitched noises of distress. He moved around to the couch, right by my open sex, sat down, and picked up the leather sap.

“Do you want to cum now, Breanne?” He asked me, holding the leather paddle a few inches above my gaping hole.

I lifted my head and nodded frantically. “Oh God yes! Please! Oh please! I need to cum! Please!”

“How many strokes do you think an orgasm is worth?” He asked but then he grabbed at the wire leading to my pussy, following it not to my wet, dark pink slit, but to my purse. He pulled the vibroballs controller out.

“As many as it takes,” I moaned. He nodded. Then he turned the vibroballs on. To full power.

My quivering depths did a double take and had those vibroballs been any more fragile I might have crushed them. As it was, my entire lower half went to high speed, thumping hard as the vibrations drove me way closer to the edge than I’d expected. Sure, I’d been in the vicinity, but this… wow. I closed my eyes and let my head drop back. I braced myself for what was coming.

Nick hit my pussy with a hard enough smack to splatter girl goo across the paddle and over his lap. He adjusted his aim, targeting my clit directly, and began pounding me with forceful, steady strokes. My heels thumped on the coffee table as I strained, my bound open legs tensing. I keened out a pained, but exquisite wail, and as I felt the oncoming orgasm rear its head, I began blubbering, begging him to hit me harder.

Which is when he dropped the paddle on my tummy, leaned back, and sighed.

For the first few seconds I was dumbstruck. My pussy was on fire, both from the beating and the need and I wanted him to either fuck me stupid or finish up and turn my slit into tenderized raw meat. One or the other damn it. Preferably both? Instead he put his hands up behind his head, lifted his bare foot, and jammed the arch up against my dripping, stinging cunt. I gasped. It felt good. I needed it. But it wasn’t enough. Not by a long shot.

“Whip me? Please? Oh God Nick! Beat me! Please! Hit my pussy with the sap!” I bleated.

Instead he just jiggled his foot. I struggled in vain, perched on a precipice. The vibroballs purred and his foot pressed heavily on my cunt, but there wasn’t quite enough to push me over. I wanted, no needed him to hit me again. I lifted my head. Our eyes met.

“Nick,” I croaked. “Please? Whip my pussy? Please? PLEASE? FUCK PLEASE?”

Nick smiled cruelly and said nothing. But he did wiggle his foot again. Just a little.

“Nick! Damn it! You can’t do this to me!” I spat. My head fell back. I couldn’t keep it up. Already the urgency of need was starting to fade, and not in a nice way. Then he moved his foot and I tensed, expecting the needed stroke of the sap. Instead there was a pressure, something pulling, and the two vibroballs popped out of my convulsing gash, rattling loudly against each other. I groaned, a horrible disappointment spreading through me. I lay there panting and then something hard and painful grabbed hold of my clit, twisting slightly. I let out a pained mewl and looked. The clothespin. He’d put it back on. Then he leaned over me and set the other two wooden pegs that he’d knocked off my tits back on my nipples.

“Now you’re ready for dinner,” he said simply. “Let me get your dress.”


Nick’s Night - Part Two

I hid behind him as the seater took a long look at us, trying to decide if I was decently enough attired to be allowed in.

It wasn’t a terribly upscale restaurant as far as they go; just a simple steakhouse. But I’m pretty sure they weren’t used to getting women dressed like me in their clientele portfolio. I was wearing my gray summer dress again, except this time it was on backward, an alteration insisted upon by my companion. When I’d first put it on at the apartment, Nick had pointed out that since I wasn’t allowed to remove or reposition the three pegs hanging off the delicate parts of my anatomy, he was interested in how I intended to wear the dress. Obviously, I wasn’t going to be able to have it on the normal way. The two clothespins on my nipples, both of which were sticking straight out, would either get pressed down by the material (thus creating a shitload of non-stop agony for me) or the material would get bunched up together between my breasts, leaving both clamped and pretty globes totally exposed.

Of course, there was another option. Since the dress itself was backless, I could reverse it. This would leave a massive open space down my front, with enough loose material to cover my bosom and the intriguing accessories I was wearing. The downside to this was that it was loose material and I knew from experience that my breasts had a nasty habit of sliding free of the folds and hanging out like low hanging ripe fruit. Which was probably what Nick had in mind. I just had to hope that the clothespins would hold things in place.

We were walked to our table and I was relieved to find myself sitting in a booth, my left side exposed to the aisle, with no one sitting adjacent. Nick seemed disappointed, since showing off my slutty side seemed to be one of his priorities. The greeter told us that a girl named Karen would be our server and sauntered off with a sneer of superiority. I could just imagine what was going through her head about me.

“How are you doing?” Nick asked me as he casually looked at the menu.

I frowned. “Contemplating murder,” I told him sourly, looking straight at him.

He laughed. “Just because you’re horny?”

“No,” I retorted. “Totally because I’m horny. What you did to me was wrong,” I said simply. My tone might have been just a tad bit homicidal.

He shrugged. “In your opinion. I would imagine your fans all thought it terribly appropriate.”

I thought back to a twitter conversation I’d had on my way over to Nick’s place. I seemed to recall someone stating that I should be denied orgasm for being such a naughty little fuck slut. Either that or sent to a strawberry farm. A strawberry farm? I still didn’t get that. I looked at Nick with a direct sort of accusatory stare. “I wanted to cum.”

He grinned. “You will. Eventually. But you have to be properly tormented first.”

I blinked. “You pegged me, tied me to a coffee table doing the splits, skull fucked me, whipped my tits, thighs, and pussy, then sapped me. Doesn’t that count?”

“Of course. But that was just round one. A girl like you needs…” he looked thoughtful. I felt a ball of lead form in my stomach.

“Needs?” I prompted.

“Oh, four or five rounds before being allowed orgasm,” he finished.

I rolled my eyes. “You’re an asshole.”

“Totally. But I’m your asshole.”

“Fine. Let me stick something large and uncomfortable up it,” I said bitingly.

Just then a very young, very pretty, overly endowed blonde showed up at our table. She had heavy makeup on, but I didn’t think she needed it. Her white shirt wasn’t quite buttoned up all the way and the amount of cleavage she was showing would have been almost indecent if there hadn’t been anything worse nearby to compare it to. I glanced down, making sure my clothespinned tits were still tucked behind the folds of the reversed summer dress.

“I’m Karen,” she said brightly, not even blinking at the open front of my dress. “What can I get y’all to drink?”

Nick went with a beer while I asked for a margarita. I felt that I was going to need the alcohol at some point, even if it was just to numb the pain a little. Karen didn’t seem to mind my outfit, or at least she didn’t make any comments about it, and off she sauntered to get our drinks.

“Impressive bust,” Nick observed a moment later. “She’s bigger than you.”

I frowned. “No shit. She’s a D cup. I’m just a C, and a smaller one at that.”

Nick laughed. “I only have a vague understanding of that sort of classification.”

“Because you’re a man,” I replied haughtily. “You need to have boobs compared to fruit in order to conceptualize it.” I pointed at mine. “Grapefruit,” I said slowly, just in case there was an idiot in the class. “The waitress? Cantaloupe.”

“Now, now, let’s not be nasty,” Nick warned, wiggling a finger. “Or you’ll get another paddling.”

I snorted. “I’m going to get one regardless. So, what does it matter?”

“It matters if you want it to be back at the apartment or here in the parking lot,” Nick explained for the slow learners in the class.

“Oh,” I said more gracefully.

Nick shrugged. “Regardless, you came to me to be sexually tortured. I’m going to torture you. The whipping at the apartment was to put me in the right mind frame and get you primed for the bad things about to happen to you.”

My eyebrow went up. “Bad things?”

He nodded. “Well, bad is a subjective term, right? I mean, good for me. And in the end, good for you. But it will feel bad when they’re done to you. Or it will make you feel bad.” He paused, considering. “Of course, that depends on whether or not you consider those sensations bad.” He shook his head. “Let’s just say intense instead.”

I was about to respond to that but Karen brought our drinks. I took my frozen margarita and the ice water with a nod, again making sure my clamped nipples were tucked away, while Nick ordered. I had a salad, again. I silently cursed whatever genetic lottery I’d lost that forced me into eating like a rabbit to keep my midriff from bubbling out alike a half-cooked muffin. Karen the Waitress wandered off and I sipped my drink, wondering when the next shoe was about to fall.

“Spread your legs,” Nick suddenly said.

“They are spread,” I replied. They were. My clit was tender and while I wasn’t exactly spreading myself wide, there was an inappropriate gap between my knees.

“Wider then.”

My eyes narrowed. “How wide do you want them?”

“As wide as physically possible,” he admitted.

“So you can tie my ankles to the booth seat?” I sneered. “I don’t think that’s happening. You didn’t bring any rope.”

Nick grinned. “Nope, I brought this.” He dug into the pocket of his jeans and pulled something out. He set it on the table and the knowing smirk on my face dropped. I reached forward and plucked at it, only to gulp. It was an alligator clamp, one of Mike the Hardware Guy’s altered ones. If you get those electrical alligator clamps straight from the store you’re likely to do some permanent damage to yourself, so Mike fixed a few up for me, lessening the biting force and dulling the teeth. This one was jumbo sized and someone had tied a thin, four-foot-long string to the end.

“Take the clothespin off your clit,” Nick said.

I swallowed. I didn’t have to look down. The hem of my dress had ridden up as I’d spread my legs wide, so my hand found the wooden peg easily. My sore, swollen clit didn’t quite like the sensation as I removed the wooden clamp and I let out a whimper and set the damn thing on the table.

“Now, take your glass of ice water and press it against your clit for thirty seconds,” Nick said. He leaned forward and pushed my glass closer. “I think you’ll want the numbing effect.”

I bit my lip. I’m not a fan of temperature torment, which is what this was. I might as well have been fucking ice cubes for all the good it was going to do me. I picked up my glass and took a deep sip. I didn’t want the water sloshing around. Then I dropped it down into my lap, spread my legs even further to avoid touching my thighs with the ice-cold glass, and pulled it against my pussy.

Yes. I said pussy. There was no way I was going to be able to control a small, tiny touch and my clit was too narrow a target. I pressed the whole damn thing up against my cunt, gasping as the searing cold and condensate both soaked and cooled my hot, slippery slit. My clit, still tingling madly from the removal of the clothespin, which had literally been on for over forty minutes as we’d dressed and driven to the restaurant, responded just the way Nick had expected. By protesting madly.

I let out a pained whimper as the seconds began to tick by.

“See, I know something about you, Bre. You’re much more than a fuck slut. And frankly, I feel that Kari and even Julie sometimes underestimate your ability to cope with torments of a more serious nature.” He folded his fingers together as if we were discussing the weather.

Which was icy. Trust me. “Oh?” I replied through clenched teeth.

Cold seared my clitoris and labia and as I held the glass in place, my sex reacted predictably. First, the blood vessels constricted, trying to conserve heat. This caused a tingling sensation, most noticeably in my clit, which was without a doubt the most sensitive of spots. Ten seconds later the tingling sensation had maximized and I was trembling. My legs were shaking, my ass had tightened and my pussy was clenched tight. The cold was literally painful and I could hear the ice rattling in the glass as my hand continued to press the wet sides to my clit and petals. Nick licked his lips, enjoying the expressions crossing my face, which ranged from dismay, to acceptance, to shock, to discomfort, to pain, to strain. I gritted my teeth, my breaths coming in short little gasps, and when I hit thirty seconds, I pulled the glass up with a gasp of relief, setting it down on the table with a jarring thud. My pussy ached from the cold.

“Now, before your clit thaws,” Nick said, flicking the jumbo alligator clamp over to me.

My hand was cold and trembling as I took it. I looked down, noticing obliquely that my little torment had allowed my breasts to escape the confining folds of material, but I didn’t stop to fix it. Instead I pushed the metal toothed beast downward, letting the string unravel. I pinched it open, a thrill of both fear and desire rushing through me. I knew what this was going to feel like. It was going to hurt. 

I let the toothed maw bite down on my clit and let out a mewl of pain, eyes brimming with tears. The clamp was sharp and cutting, though I knew that Mike’s craftsmanship would prevent any actual damage, provided that the sadistic doofus who tied the string to it didn’t rip it off my body. The trembling I’d experienced with the glass against my clit increased as shards of hurt shot up from between my legs, building exponentially. I let out an almost panicked whine and put both hands down on the table, bracing myself.

“The string Bre. Lift it with your foot.”

My clit began throbbing as I reached back down into my lap and tossed the string. Even that little bit of movement, of weight, made my clit respond with toe curling sensation. I struggled to comply, lifting the string up with my high heel clad foot, and Nick took the end. I lowered my leg and sat there, knowing I was utterly at his mercy. He pulled the string taut and my widening eyes and gasp told him that he’d reached a limit.

“There,” he said calmly. “That’s nice, isn’t it?”

I was about to reply when a salad plopped down in front of me. I jerked upright from my slouched position, hastening to cover my lap since my dress was pulled up, and as Karen looked down at my exposed, clothespin breasts, I turned scarlet and smashed an arm across my chest.

Holy fuck.

“Oh sweetie, I’ve seen em before,” Karen assured me pragmatically. “I like the clothespins. Very kinky,” she said smiling. “Here’s your steak, sir.” She put another plate down. “Let me know if y’all need anything else.” Then off she went.

“God bless millennials,” Nick said with a sigh of satisfaction. “Do you think she meant that she’s seen plenty of tits, or just yours in particular?”

I sat there, scared to move. My legs were still wide apart and I could feel the tension on the string. The jumbo alligator clamps moved just a little and the sensation of it chewing on my clitoris had me trembling. He literally had me… well… I hate to say this, because it’s not anatomically correct for the situation, but damn it – metaphorically – he had me by the balls. One pull would have elicited a scream from me.

Still, I couldn’t help myself. “You’re a millennial.”

Nick shrugged. “Guilty as charged,” he admitted. He gave me a direct smile but I could tell that the tension on the line remained the same. “Go on. Try your salad.”

I tucked my tits back into my dress instead. Karen's approval notwithstanding.

Slowly, I began eating. Nick watched me, digging one handedly into his full loaded baked potato, just so he could maintain the pull on the line. Then, right after I swallowed a bit of carrot, he moved the string.

Not toward himself. No, that would have gotten a scream out of me. Instead he pulled the damned thing sideways, all the way to the end of the table. This had the effect of bending the jumbo alligator clamp off to the right, twisting my clitoris, and sending a fresh and excruciating burst of agony up from my loins. I said something unladylike and squealed, or maybe it was the other way around. But I knew it burned and ached.

Then the line went back to center and I sat there gasping, chest heaving, my breasts back out, clothespins waving like flags of surrender.

Nick laughed. “I love your tits.”

I wanted to say something like “fuck you,” but I was a bit breathless. Hurting is work, trust me. He unraveled more of the string and he pulled it up onto the table itself. I watched in trepidation as he dropped a saltshaker on top of the string, weighing it down to keep it from slipping. Then he picked up his serrated knife and began cutting his steak.

I took a deep breath, tucked my breasts back in under the dress, and started to eat.

“So, how are things going with Kari?” Nick asked conversationally. My eyebrow went up.

“Fine,” I said sullenly, scared he was going to hurt me again. Wait. No, not again. Hurt me right then. Instead of later.

He nodded and ate another bite of steak. “And Julie? How’s she doing? Moved in with Mike, right?”

This time I nodded. I was scared to move more than my head and my arms. I took a sip of the margarita. Now I wanted the alcohol. Badly. My clit was throbbing painfully and what I really wanted to do was reach down and pull the fucking clamp off. Or tell him to throw me down on the table and screw my brains out. One or the other.

“Is she giving you what you need?” Nick asked carefully. His fork caught another glob of potato.

Now that got my attention. “Why?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Well, it’s just that you’ve seemed very needy as of late. You haven’t been writing as much…” I snorted at that comment. Nick didn’t know shit. I’d been writing up a fucking storm. I just haven't been posting it on the blog. “… and then I got this call asking me to sexually torture you.”

“Which you are doing,” I observed.

He grinned. “Yes. Quite well too. I’m sure your clit is hurting like hell. Oh. Left tit.”

I looked down. Fuck. I pushed my breast back in under the dress.

I stabbed another bit of lettuce and chomped on it, utilizing both my anger and my arousal to combat the intensity of the clamp’s discomfort.

“The reason I’m asking is because I’d like to make a proposal,” he said simply.

I ate another bite of salad. “What kind of proposal?” I asked carefully.

He shrugged. “I’d like you to submit to me twice a month, instead of at your whim. Two specific days where you come over and…”

“Get tortured?” I finished for him.

Nick’s eyes turned a little steelier. “Yes.” He said it clearly and simply, with no doubts or hesitation. He put down his fork and pulled the string out from under the knife. I felt the vibration translate right up between my legs. “I won’t mince words here, Bre. You need more. You need more than Julie can give you. I can make your dreams come true. The dark ones. The ones you rarely write about and when you do, they go into that Skeleton Closet section on Michael Alexander's website. If you let me, I can hurt you properly and make you cum in ways that Kari can’t even contemplate. I admit that Julie’s got a creative streak, but she’s still a woman. The things I would do to you would make you cry, cum, and then cry some more. Then cum. Afterword you’d crawl back to me begging for me to do it to you again.” He punctuated his statement with a couple of light tugs.

Pain raced up from my clit and I gasped as his words echoed around in my empty head. I knew what Nick was capable of. If I submitted to him on a regular basis, it wouldn’t just be a little public humiliation, a pussy whipping, and some clit torment. He’d share me with others. He’d make me serve him in embarrassing fashion. He’d strip me naked in public and whip me for good measure. He’s punished me for failings, and not in a sexually fun way, that’s for sure. In fact, I knew what he was really talking about. Orgasm was just a part of it.

He was talking about me being truly submissive. All the way.

In all honesty, I’m a shitty sub. Everyone knows it. I’m a smart aleck. I’m snarky. I am a brat. I have an attitude. I am frequently uncooperative. Kari doesn’t really “punish” me. She tolerates me, loves me, and adores me. When I do something “wrong” it’s a setup because the consequences are generally more of what I really want – strenuous, severe sexual stimulation.

“Don’t cum Bre,” she said while holding a vibrator to my clit is a crock. Of course I’m going to cum. And of course, the “punishment” for being a naughty little girl who cums is to get my clit beaten with a paddle. Which is what I wanted in the first place. Julie isn’t much better, despite being a bit crueler than Kari. I am hardly ever chastised for being a bad submissive.

Nick had different ideas than my two dominatrixes did. He wouldn't put up with my moods, or my attitude. He would subjugate me and use my own sexual nature as a tool to affect my behavior. He wanted to make me serve, to submit. 

“You’re talking about me submitting to you,” I managed to say. The jumbo alligator clamp jiggled and I tensed again. My right leg had spasms as my lower half tensed again. “You aren’t talking about my pain tolerance,” I managed to say. 

“Well, not by itself.” Nick leaned forward and the tension on the string doubled. I went rigid, my clit burning. “Breanne, I can promise you the most intense, horrible, amazing, and mind-blowing orgasms you've ever had. I don’t need a servant. I need a sex slave. I need someone I can torment and fuck with and keep on edge for hours at a time. I need someone I can drag out into the woods, strip naked, tie to a tree and whip until she’s covered in welts before I throw her down over a log and butt fuck her ass. I want someone who will suck my cock the second she wakes up because she knows that if she doesn’t, she’ll get thrown over a knee and soundly spanked, no orgasm coming. I want someone who would see my sadistic side wanting, grab a cane and come over and present her breasts, just because she wants to see me satisfied. I need you. I want to shred your heart. I want to tear your soul. I want to fuck your body in ways that will make it seemed like I burned you to a crisp. And I want you to love every fucking minute of it.”

I swallowed. It was quite an offer. Part of me was intrigued. What would it be like submitting like that? I knew some submissives did it. Everything. Every little part of their life managed. Need to take a shit? Well, only at approved times or wham… punishment. Eating too much chocolate? Wham. Punishment. Resistant to the idea of being paraded around in public with your tits hanging out, decorated in 1970’s clothesline? Wham. Punishment.

But on the other hand, I didn’t have to imagine the kinds of orgasms I’d have, and daily. Nick was cruel, yes. But he was very, very good at making me cum. Or holding me back. Even at that point, with my clit on fire with the alligator clamps, my nipples throbbing, I was thinking about sex. About how it was going to feel when he finally allowed me to explode.

I shook my head. To be honest, I didn’t think I could do it. I had responsibilities. And friendships. What would submitting to Nick say to Julie, or to Kari? And how did I give up all control to him? There was a reason I hadn’t called Nick in a month or so. It’s because he was scary intense. I might be blithe with the term “abuse”, but, some of what Nick liked to do to me could be considered just that. There were rules about being a dominant like that. I wondered if Nick had read them.

“How you guys doin’?” Karen asked.

I jerked my head, shocked and looked up at the buxom blonde. She was grinning down at us and I sat there, still twitching as Nick tugged on the string. It was everything I could do to keep from mewling out loud.

“I’m doing great,” Nick said happily. “Good food, good drink, and good company.” He gave me a winsome smile. “Don’t you think, Breanne?”

I nodded, afraid to open my mouth.

Karen looked at me, or rather at my chest. But both breasts were still covered, thank God. I wondered if she had a look down into my lap, and what she’d think of my clamped clit.

“Well, if y’all need anything, just let me know,” Karen said. Then she sauntered off.

Nick looked back at me. “Think about it. And in the meantime,” he said, setting the string back on the table, letting go of it. I let out a sigh of relief. “In the meantime, put that other clothespin on your right breast.” He pointed at the clothespin sitting next to my plate, the one that had been on my clit when we walked in. I picked it up, pulled my right breast out from under the dress, and pinched another good portion of flesh between the wooden maws. It hurt.

But not as much as elsewhere. Nick ate more steak.

“Yum.”


Nick’s Night - Part Three

I walked gingerly back to Nick’s apartment, my bare feet hurting with every step. I was holding my high heeled sandals in one hand, making what I thought was a valiant attempt to cover both boobs with one arm, while the other blocked my pussy from casual view. The wire of the vibroballs ran like a leash from my slit, between my legs and up my butt crack, to where he held the controller in his hand, a backward pull making me walk even slower than I would have under the circumstances. The incessant buzzing between my legs was not the only reason my thighs were wet. I glanced around nervously. I’ve never liked “walks of shame” and this one was a doozy. Only the fact that we were about twenty feet away from his door enabled me to handle it. That, and the fact that no one seemed to be around.

Part of the reason I was limping was because once we’d arrived at the apartment complex, Nick had made me lay across the hood of his car, face down, pressing my clothespinned tits to the hot metal, bending my nipples upward, while he’d relieved me of my footwear. The sun had barely gone down and there was more than enough light. I was scared to death we’d been seen. Then, with casual patience, he’d removed his belt, doubled it, and ordered me to lift my right foot.

“Keep it steady,” he’d warned, then slashed down viciously with his belt, letting the leather catch me right across the arch.

I’d whined of course. You can’t take that kind of blow easily, and I put my foot down with a whimpering hiss. He hadn’t liked that. “If you put your foot down, the next stroke will be across your bare ass,” he warned. A car drove by and I couldn’t help wondering what they thought of the tableau. Barely dressed girl, bent over the hood of a car, getting the bottoms of her feet whacked. I lifted my foot back up immediately. Same foot. He’d grabbed my ankle, held me for a moment, and then let another blow fly. Pain shot up from my sole, burning away as I gritted my teeth and keened a bit under my breath. Two more strokes fell, turning the soft undersides of my foot into a burning hell, and when the third hit, I couldn’t take it. My natural instincts kicked in. I dropped my foot, ankle twisting as my instep stung. Nick didn't wait. He flipped up the back of my dress with a practiced hand and didn’t even bother to warn me that the belt was on its way across my buttocks. I let out a bit of shriek as the belt cut into my rump, but a warning hand on my back made me clap a hand across my mouth.

“Left your left foot again and hold it up. Leave it there,” Nick ordered. I choked back a sob. Everything hurt, from my clothespin clamped breasts and clit, to my ass and now, my feet. I shuddered and blinked away the tears. The only other sensation that was affecting me was the vibroballs, both of which Nick had made me shove back into my tortured cunt at the restaurant and turn on to medium. I was horribly aroused, desperate for attention, and I heartily wished it was my pussy getting belt, rather than my poor feet and ass!

“Raise your right foot now. Don’t drop it.”

The belt swung down hard and I grimaced, wincing horribly as pain shot through my sole, stinging my toes. He hit me again and I let out a sharp little wail, my eyes closing and half coming up off the hood of the car. My bare breasts, once more free of the backward facing dress, dipped and swung, even with the clothespins on them. Another swing of the belt at my feet elicited a cry and I kicked madly, rolling my ankle around in pain.

“Fuck!” I swore.

“In just a little bit,” Nick assured me. “Just a few more strokes.”

I let out a sob. “Why? What did I do?” I demanded, wiping tears from my eyes.

“What did you do?” He asked incredulously. “Next time I tell you take off your fucking dress you better do it.”

“Nick! We were in front of the restaurant!” I exclaimed. “There were people watching us!”

"Like me, they all wanted to see you naked," he said and hit my foot again. I yelped and this time put my foot down. I couldn’t help it. It fucking hurt. The back of my dress went up again and he whacked my ass with the belt. Twice. I squealed and put my hands back, covering my derriere. Holy fuck it hurt!

“Foot. Right one. Up. Now.”

I whimpered desperately and raised my foot. He snapped the belt against my toes, a burning sting shooting across my arch. I swore again, blinking away the tears. I held my foot up though, bracing myself for another blow. But evidently, he decided I'd had enough.

“Now, straighten up. You can walk barefoot to the apartment.”

I sniffed and wiped at my nose. I rose from the car, not bothering to tuck in my breasts. The clothespins stuck out at right angles, dipping and bobbing painfully. In fact, everything hurt. And underneath it, the buzzing of the vibroballs and a disturbing need for more. He’d rubbed me in the car. Softly. His fingers dancing over my petals, exploring my wetness, arousing me. Now I wanted to fuck him. I felt torn. Why on earth did I feel like this?

I took a step, only to feel Nick grab the back of my dress. Or… actually it was the front. He tugged and I yelped as he pulled it off me, effectively force stripping me in the parking lot. The hand holding the shoes went across my breasts while the other covered my clamped clitoris. Unfortunately, my purse went with it, so the wire running from the vibroballs to the controller stretched out.

“Nick!” I squawked as he wrestled the material out from around the shoes. 

“Next time I tell you to strip, you better fucking do it. Go on,” he said easily, taking the controller out and giving my cunt a little pull. “The apartment. Now.”

So I made my way slowly forward, buck naked, across rough concrete, wincing and whimpering with each step, scared to death someone was going to walk by and see the nympho humiliation pain slut vibrating and grinding her hips, limping and aching, her nipples throbbing, her swollen clit sporting a clothespin, on her way to more sexual torture. And hopefully a mind-blowing orgasm.

Nick followed behind and let me in.      

As soon as the door shut behind me Nick's hand smacked me across my already sore butt and he pushed me toward the coffee table. Had I been wearing the heels, I think I would have fallen.

"Put the bondage cuffs on your ankles and wrists," he said following me over. I looked down at the table where the bondage cuffs I'd worn earlier were sitting next to the rubber flogger and the sap.

"There are only two cuffs," I pointed out, giving him one of my patented "dummy" looks. He bent over, reached down to the coffee table drawer, and drew two more leather manacles out.

Oops. Me and my big mouth. He put the vibroballs controller on the coffee table. I pressed my lips together and set my shoes down. I picked up the cuffs and started putting them on as Nick disappeared into the bedroom. Over the years I've become rather adept at buckling bondage cuffs on my own wrists, so in only four or five minutes I was pretty much ready to be tied down. My pussy was tingling from the vibroballs and clothespin, and I debated going in after Nick, or waiting. 

Kari would have wanted me to come in when I was ready. Julie would have wanted me to crawl in, begging for a spanking. Nick? Are you kidding me? I stayed right there, waiting. However, I did kneel in the middle of the living room floor, knees spread wide apart. I didn't adopt the waiting pose, instead leaning back, sitting on my feet, pegged pussy and clothespinned nipples thrust forward as I supported myself on my hands. It was a provocative pose, one meant to offer immediate satisfaction. I couldn't hold it for long either.

But I didn't have to. Nick came back in just a minute after I'd gotten into position and he paused to admire my position of supplication. With my knees so wide apart it presented the full, pink wetness of pussy, clothespin and wire notwithstanding. My arched back pushed my breasts forward and up, the wooden pegs begging to be twisted and tugged on. 

I wasn't the only one who had gotten ready. Nick had stripped down to a pair of ridiculous blue boxers with pink hearts on them. And when I saw that, well… I'm sorry. I couldn't help myself. I laughed. And laughed. And laughed. Forget discipline at that point.

Nick grinned, which just made me giggle even harder, shaking the clothespins and I couldn't hold the pose, not and laugh at the same time. I collapsed into a heap, tittering at first, but going full force into hysterical laughter. In hindsight, it might have been a pressure release mechanism.

My tormentor gave me a rueful look. "I meant it to be funny, but don't you think you're taking this a bit far?" 

I was crying now, but in response to the raucous guffaws coming from my belly and Nick sighed and shook his head. He retrieved the flogger from the coffee table, came back to me, and picked up the vibroballs controller. I felt the motors slow and then stop. Then his toe dug into my side and he rolled me onto my back.

“That’s enough, cunt.” His tone changed dramatically and the laughter sort of died in my throat. I looked up at him, surprised. “Bend your knees and spread your legs. Present your pussy.”

I gulped, still chittering, but then drew up my knees, raising both bare feet up into the air. I grabbed hold of my legs, just under the thighs, and the spread my shins, already feeling the trepidation. He was going to hit me. I grimaced as he pulled the vibroballs out of my slit and set them on the coffee table. 

“Keep your legs spread,” I was told. Then the flogger flashed down and whacked me solidly right on my sex. It wasn’t a soft hit and despite the warning, I cried out and slammed my knees together. The flogger had ripped the clothespin off my clit and sent it flying. That’s how hard he’d hit me. 

Nick sighed and shook his head. “Well, now you have to take another one. Spread your legs.”

I whimpered and looked up at him, pain still running along through my loins. He just stared down at me. Slowly, I opened. I put my feet flat on the floor, this time spreading my legs even further apart and lifting my ass up so he could really nail me. He looked down at my offered cunt and then just flicked the ends of the flogger against my petals so lightly that I could barely feel it. I think he sensed my frustration, because when I let myself back down, I wasn’t really expecting the quick and sudden slash of his whip across my bosom. One clothespin held, the other went flying and I clapped a hand to my tits, squealing. 

“Get me a beer from the fridge,” he ordered. 

Still suffering, I rolled to my right and got on my knees. Then it was a simple matter of climbing to my feet, except I got another slash of the flogger, this time across my ass. 

“I didn’t say you could stand. Crawl. With your legs open,” he said, punctuating his sentence with another lighter stroke. I whimpered but started to crab walk across the foyer and dining room, into the kitchen. I managed to make it to the fridge and I opened it, pulling a cold can from the shelf. I held it in my hand and was about to try to crawl on three limbs, when Nick smacked me across the rump again with the flogger. 

“No. Carry it between your thighs, and it better be pressed up against your cunt, because I’m going to cup you in a moment, right before I spank your pussy, and your clit better be fucking cold.”

His words chilled me, but not as much as that cold aluminum can did, pressed tight up into my crotch. Ice seemed to chill me horribly as I began the slowly waddle slash crawl back to the living room. It didn’t help that he literally stood right behind me, flicking the rubber flogger at my ass. I dropped the can twice too, and Nick used both opportunities to direct the whip a little lower, catching my labia. It took me almost half a minute to get the damn can back to the living room. At Nick’s direction, I put it on the coffee table, expecting him to drink it, but instead he made me kneel upright in front of him and he reached down between my legs and brought his hand up quickly and heavily. The blow rocked me, but it wasn’t exactly unexpected, or painful. But his hand did feel hot, so I’m guessing he was at least satisfied with the temperature of my pussy. His finger slipped through my folds.

“Damn, you’re wet,” he observed. I moaned as he rubbed me vigorously, spreading my own juices up and down my slit. He pulled his hand out from between my legs and stuck his middle finger into my mouth. “Suck it clean,” he ordered.

The taste of my own arousal touched my tongue and I drew hard on his finger. He pumped his hand, fucking my face with his hand. As I slurped noisily, his other hand idly flicked the rubber flogger across my body, around my back, catching my thighs, my butt, and midriff. But not hard. It was just another sensation. He pulled his hand away and took a step back.

“Cup your breasts.” 

I lifted my hands, held my bosom up and offered it to him. I saw the flogger go up and I resisted the urge to turn away, or at least close my eyes. My heart began to race as he wound up like a batter at home plate. Then the flogger snapped at my right breast, right where the last clothespin held on above the padlock, behind the piercing. It took four strokes to knock it loose and I’d finally turned away as the stinging heat seared my nipple. My spine seemed to melt as the crushed tip of my boob throbbed. The loss of posture didn’t make him happy either, and I got another stroke, this time across my shoulder blades.

“Don’t slouch,” he barked. “Back straight. And offer me your tits again!” 

I whimpered, struggling to obey. The flogger swung again, the little strands catching my fingers, but he’d aimed for my left breast this time. Matching heats. Yay.

“Suck my cock now,” he demanded, pulling the front of his boxers down.

His shaft was long and mostly hard and I lurched forward desperately, not wanting to get another lashing across my chest. I wanted to please him. But mostly, I wanted his cock in my pussy. I wanted it badly. The bondage cuffs seemed to drag at me, but I reached up, grabbed hold of him, and in seconds had my mouth wrapped around his shaft. I bobbed my head and felt him stiffen even more. I eagerly twirled my tongue over and up, down and along, until I’d licked every inch of his pole. I could see the tension in his face as he stared down at me, my mouth filled with his need. Until he pulled away.

I swallowed. Was he ready?

“Crawl to the window,” he said, pointing at the living room window. This one looked out onto the small bit of yard between the building and the parking lot, the same lot I’d just walked naked. I moved quickly. There were blinds on the window and they were closed, but to my horror, he grabbed the line and pulled, raising them up. I cringed, even though some part of me recognized the minimal risk. It was darker inside than outside. It would be tough for someone to see me.

“Anyone out there,” he asked me teasingly.

I looked, then shook my head. “No sir,” I said softly.

“Too bad. Stand up and press your tits against the glass. Put your arms behind your back.”

I rose to my feet, my sense of exposure tripling. Now I wasn’t peeping over the windowsill. I was standing, buck naked, fully visible. My pussy clenched and I could feel the wetness seeping over my petals. I leaned forward until my breasts were touching the glass. It was warm. I felt Nick’s hand press against the middle of my back, making sure that both of my tits were nicely mashed against the transparent pane.

“Spread your legs. Spread them wide. And stick your butt out,” he told me. I changed my stance until my feet were further apart than the windowsill was long. I arched my back and Nick pulled his hand away. I braced myself, feeling awkward as I stood there, legs spread and tits pressed to the glass. 

“Let me know if you see someone,” Nick warned me. 

I let out a little keening noise. “What if they see me?” I asked in near panic.

Nick’s whip flicked upward, the rubber strands catching my exposed, wet slit. I gasped and went up on tiptoe.

“Then I will hit you harder,” Nick replied.

None of the next fifteen or so strokes were vicious, or even hurt much, but there was something terrible about them anyway. Perhaps it was the fact that I was being forced to hold the position myself, rather than being bound. Or maybe it was the fact that I knew he could have been much more brutal, and instead merely left me even more aroused. I watched the parking lot, terrified someone would park, or see me, and as two or three cars passed by without slowing, I still tensed, until my entire body was a riot of sensation and near panic. 

“Lift your right foot,” came Nick’s voice. I did, holding it up, and the whip slashed harder across the sole. I squealed but knew better than to put it down. He hit my toes again and I hissed. “The other one,” Nick commanded. I switched out my feet and got another foot whipping for my trouble. 

“Now, on your hands and knees again.”

I dropped away from the window in utter relief.

“Crawl over to the couch and sit in the very center with your legs open.” He picked up the leather sap, which was on the coffee table, dual wielding with a disturbing gleam in his eye. I swiveled and sat and then opened myself, spreading my arms along the back of the sofa while I braced my heels across the entire width. Nick looked like he wanted to be directly in front of me, but the coffee table was sort of in the way. Nick literally kicked the damn thing practically into the foyer. I gasped in surprise. Then he got on his knees in front of me. My moist slit was prominently displayed and I figured I was going to get another few strokes of the flogger first, but he tossed it away. My eyes went to the sap, and even took me back to a certain level of seriousness, but I wasn't expecting what happened next. Nick put his face over my clit and sucked my overly tender nub into his mouth.

Sometimes pleasure can be just as terrible as pain.

I frequently talk about the dichotomy between agony and ecstasy when mixed with sex, but this was such a great example that I can't really stress how incredible it felt. Nick had been hurting my clit all evening. He'd clamped me there, whipped me, spanked me, froze me, clamped me again, whipped me again, and pulled hard on my clit. Now I was sensitive in ways I could barely describe and Nick had turned everything around and was now inflicting such an intense, pleasurable sensation that it fucking hurt.

I cried out, my hands going to his head as I pressed my pussy up into him. 

"Ohhhh!" I squealed. "Fuck!" But Nick didn't respond verbally to my commentary. He gave my clit a little nip, then began licking me like a dripping ice cream cone. He pushed on my thighs, pressing me up until I was voluntarily doing the splits. He worked two fingers into my depths, curling them. I groaned lustily, my hips thrusting as waves of overly intense pleasure streamed up from my pussy.

I let go of Nick's hair and instead brought my hands up to my breasts. I began pinching and pulling at my nipples and in seconds I had gone from a slow drive down the countryside, to a full speed race, hurtling down the road. My body trembled and pulsed and I felt the pressure build in waves, eliciting an exciting panoply of vocalized cries from my throat. My chest heaved as I sucked in a series of ragged breaths, my body thrumming with power and energy. I thrust up again as Nick devoured my sex and…

He let go.

He pulled back.

And when I cried out in frustration, to reach for him, he surged forward with the leather sap and smacked my cunt hard.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

One leg flew out, off the couch, the pain forcing me away from the edge, but not alleviating even one shred of the maddening desire burning through my veins. Some little part of me recognized it and I struggled to hold my position. I got my twitching foot under control, back on the cushion, my thighs opening, spreading my feet so he could hit me again. “Oh my God, Nick… hit me again!”

But he didn't, and that seemed to frustrate me even more. I laid there, fingers twisting the tips of my breasts, my butt tightening rhythmically as I waited, breathless, for another stroke. 

“Beg me. Tell me what you want,” he said softly.

“Hit me,” I pleaded, without a second’s hesitation. “Hurt me! Please?”

He smacked my pussy hard with the sap and I went rigid with pain and sweetness, a low wail escaping my lips. My body trembled.

“That’s not really what you want,” he told me. He began stroking my slit with the paddle and my clit tingled. I sat there, breathless, expectant, waiting, and he lifted the paddle and began tapping my sex, beating out a tempo that left me jerking. The blows weren’t hard, but I felt them deeply.

“What do you really want?” He demanded of me. The sap spread my labia open and my chest heaved with passion. It heaved with hurt. It heaved with need, and I suddenly realized what I really wanted.

“I want to fucking cum!” I bleated.

“Damn right you do,” he snarled. Then he stood up. 

"Let's go. Crawl," he ordered, snapping his fingers. I surged up off the couch immediately, desperately, willing to follow him anywhere if the horrible need between my legs was taken care of. I mewled, whimpering as I scrambled behind him. He led me to the back room, right up to the side of his bed. Then, in a display of impressive manliness, he bent down, scooped me up, and dumped me in the center of the mattress, on my back. I spread my feet, offering up what was already his, on the unspoken principle that if I were eager and willing, maybe he would give me what I wanted. 

Instead he grabbed my left foot and secured it to the corner of the bed using a hooked bungee cord and the bondage cuff around my ankle. In seconds my left leg followed suit, my lower half drawn outward like DaVinci's "Vitruvian Man". Nick didn't stop there either. He moved around the bed, securing my wrists as well, leaving me spread-eagled, vulnerable, and unable to do a damn thing about it. Empty, wet, needy, with my veins on fire, I was more than ready for whatever Nick felt like dishing out. 

Which is when I noticed the distinct smell of a candle.

“Nick! Please! Just fuck me?” I begged.

My head rolled to my left and I saw the tall, white pillar candle on the nightstand. A bottle of baby oil sat next to it. I gulped as Nick moved around, grabbed the oil, and poured a healthy amount into his hand. His left hand. He leaned over me and slapped the whole thing down on my pussy. 

My hips surged upward. It felt really good, especially how the slick oil spread over and around my petals, seeping into me, but what I really wanted was for him to fuck me. I’m not particularly a fan of baby oil as a personal lubricant, but Nick wasn’t pushing his fingers into me. He was just making sure my petals were covered. His palm rubbed at my pussy. He poured oil onto my chest, plenty of it, and began spreading it over my bosom as I closed my eyes and groaned in frustration.

Nick took his hand away from my bosom, only to pick up the pillar candle. There was plenty of wax pooled in the top and he held it above my left breast. He tipped it sideways and molten paraffin fell, cooling only slightly in the air, before striking me almost directly on my pierced, aching, oil coated nipple. Heat surged into me and I arched my back, squealing at the pain of it. Then the fire moved across the way to my other breast, though Nick wasn’t quite as accurate this time. A much larger melt was needed to encase my nipple and the wax began to congeal around my piercing and the padlock as the heat seared me. 

When he pulled his hand away from my sex, I froze, tightening up, eyes wide now, watching the tilt of the candle. I clenched my teeth in expectation, breasts already hot, waiting for the fresh wax to fall on my most delicate of parts. Nick didn’t disappoint me. The pour shattered and splattered as it struck my mons, moved down, coated my sensitive clit, and ran in rivulets down my labia. I shrieked through my teeth, coming up off the bed, heels jammed down into the mattress as my toes curled. But Nick kept pouring, making sure that the congealing, hot, white wax coated my pussy completely. 

I let out a choked sob, the heat so intense that I could barely feel the vibroballs now. Nick put down the candle, seeming to get an idea, and he released my left foot from the bungee cord. 

“Don’t close up,” he told me.

I nodded frantically. He moved around and freed my other leg. Then, much to my dismay, he lifted my right foot up, bending me, until my bare, still marked sole, was up over my head. He used the bungee cord again, attaching my foot to the headboard. He rolled across the mattress to my left leg and did the same. He’d blocked off access to my breasts, but had exposed my sex more completely. 

Of course, a bunch of the wax had shattered and come off. Nick picked up the candle again, and this time coated my hole, the petals, and even managed to sear a cap onto my bottom. It hurt like hell. Melt seeped into my sex, deeper than I would have thought, and as Nick branched out, making sure that my buttocks and the backs of my thighs each got a hot paraffin shower, I went quietly nuts. 

There are limits a person can take. Nick had just about reached mine. He’d tormented me, aroused me, and then tortured me, blurring the lines between pain and pleasure, but mostly by destroying any shred of control I might have had. Unlike the relationships I had with Kari and Julie, both of which danced with me in a contrived, yet consensual spiral, Nick forced my body, my mind, and my soul to dance to his tune. My veins burned with sexual need, the desire and will to cum, and yet I was hurting so much! I gritted my teeth, screeching through my thinly pressed lips.

Nick moved to the top of the bed, grabbed my left foot, bent my toes upward and poured hot candle wax right onto my arch and toes. Had I been able to kick, I would have. It burned and since that spot was already so tender from the whipping he’d given me, I screamed out loud as the heat moved from the ball of my foot to the heel. Nick ignored me as I sobbed out my protest, though maybe “ignored” is not the right word, because he was only ignoring my noisy complaints. He focused on my body, inflicting all sorts of intense, localized sensation, and when he did my left foot I closed my eyes, panting hard. 

He put down the candle and picked up the leather sap. I know this only from the fact that I felt his pressure ease up off the bed and move. Then he crawled up in the center, below my sex, raised the sap, and brought it down on my pour, wax covered cunt, in a series of sharp, hard blows that forced another scream from my throat. Heat and pain and pleasure merged as he beat my pussy, knocking the melt free of my flesh. He used the sap to flick smaller bits from my skin, but the oil had done its job and after maybe twenty strokes the shards of wax were on the bed, not my loins. Then he began spanking me, flicking the other bits off my buttocks. 

It was a long moment for me and seemed to hurt even more than the alligator clamp thing at the restaurant. Heat and energy and need and pain flashed through me in waves and finally I couldn’t bear it.

“Nick…” I panted. “Master!”

The sap paused momentarily. “Yes?” 

I looked at him, eye wide, mouth open, heart willing. I nodded. “Yes. Twice a month. I’ll submit to you. All of it.” I said it calmly, even though the rest of me was burning.

Nick sighed and tossed the sap away. “Thank God,” he whispered. Then he rose, surged forward, and thrust his rock-hard cock into my pussy. It felt like the sun coming up after a long cold night. It was like a breath of air after swimming to deep. It was pure pleasure after hours of pain. He buried himself to the hilt, thrusting hard and I lost count as the pounding rattled my bones. I felt myself clench tight, eyes closing, my mouth curling into an agonized expression and I heard him gasp, shuddering. And to my utter delight, we both came.

Submission. True and utter submission.

Twice a month.

Dear God...


Lunch Demands

I looked down at my plate, the tension rippling through me. Half of me wanted to leap up and run, accepting the stunned attention of my fellow diners as they wondered what sort of personal emergency might force me to flight. The other half wanted to slip beneath the white linen tablecloth and hide, hoping to prevent the coming humiliation. My lower half tightened involuntarily, a natural physical reaction from the incessant stimulation I was enduring. Between my legs was strapped a purple, battery operated toy, consisting of a four-inch probe and a vibrating base shaped like a butterfly. The probe itself was spinning, and considering its bent angle and corkscrew like shape, it was churning its way through my sex like a burrowing worm looking for a meal. My pussy itself quivered and clenched around the smallish phallic probe, but that was by no means the only issue. The base of the butterfly shook madly, a soft humming noise that couldn't even be heard over the low-level intensity of the restaurant's conversation. But I could feel it. Oh yes. I could feel it.

The oscillations made not only the base vibrate, but the synthetic cock inside me as well. You can understand why I was in a state, sitting there in my chair, my pussy creaming from the sexual stimulation. There was another factor as well though. My bottom had been greased and plugged with a similarly sized toy - a four-inch jeweled plug. It didn't vibrate, but it filled me up, keeping a distinctive and complicating sensation at the forefront of my mind. It combined with the vibrations and the rotation of the other toy easily enough, leaving me twitching.

And if all that wasn't bad enough, my attire drew more than enough attention as it was. The skirt I was wearing was knee length, but a pair of slits had been cut right up between my legs, front and back, so that every step revealed an inappropriate amount of leg, and if I wasn't careful, glimpses of both my jeweled ass and my butterfly covered slit. The blouse I'd been given to wear was gorgeous, but also made almost entirely of gauze, and except for the print, left little to the imagination. If you looked closely enough, you could see the gold piercings going through each nipple, as well as the padlock that dangled off my right tit.

"Well," Kari asked me expectantly. "Answer the question please."

I took a deep breath. "I am a fuck slut," I said softly, trying to ignore the churning deep in my sex.

"Excuse me?" She asked again, even more sternly. "What was that?"

I closed my eyes, bracing myself. "I'm a fuck slut." Of course, I was. I was sitting there, right there, getting fucked.

Kari's eyes narrowed. "More specifically?”

I gulped. “I am a nympho humiliation pain slut." The vibrations and rotation between my legs were on full power and I knew I was going to explode again, humiliating me. Kari leaned forward slightly.

"Do I need to remind you of your true purpose in life?” She asked. “You are here to serve as a willingly receptacle for my desires. If I have a desire to see you cum in public, then you will do so. If I want your nipples decorated with clamps, then I will put them on you. If I feel the need to humiliate you, then I shall. And if I want your cunt to be stuffed to the brim, vibrated into a wet, sloppy mess, while you squirm from the plug jammed up your ass, then that is what will happen." Her gaze was almost as penetrative as the plug in my bottom. “And if I desire to hurt you, then you will accept that pain.”

"Yes Mistress," I whispered. My lower half was going crazy. So close... I wondered if I was going to be able to keep from crying out.

Kari tapped her fingers on the table impatiently. "So how should you keep your pussy?"

I swallowed hard. "Stuffed and wet, Mistress. At all times."

"Correct. And your bottom?"

That worried me. Was she changing our rules? "Uh... available?" 

She nodded. "Also correct. And your emotional state?"

I looked up now. The diners around me faded to nothing and suddenly it was just me and her. I knew EXACTLY what my emotional state was. "Needy. Wanting. Desperate."

"For what?" Kari urged.

I knew the answer, but it was still hard to get out. My pussy was clenching tightly, my bottom quivering. I couldn't stop my hips from pumping and I gave her a panicked look as I felt the orgasm start "To please you?" I gasped, clutching the table.

Kari reached out a hand and took mine. "And do you know what will please me?" She asked, her voice going soft. I shook my head. There was no way to stop it now. The pressure was too intense, too powerful, to wet and ready. I was going to cum. I couldn't help it. The best I would be able to do is strangle the cry of relief as my lower half burst. Kari squeezed my fingers. 

"Cum, Breanne. Cum like the little nympho humiliation pain slut you are."


Hand Mouth Pussy

I pulled my jeep up into the parking lot, took a deep breath, and looked out across the campus. It was a wannabe university, more commonly known as a community college, and already demonstrated one of the stark differences between the four-plus-year university where I’d gotten my degree, and the cheaper, more friendly, two-year version.

I had no trouble finding a parking space.

School was already out for the summer, which was probably more of a factor than the size and scope of educational institutionalism, but even at my old alma mater the school commons would have been filled with bright rays of morning sunshine, each with a smile on their face as they trudged off to their eight o'clock summer classes. Here, hardly a soul was seen, and for that I was grateful. I barely knew the place, having only ventured across the grounds a few times before, and never on my own. So with that settled and the sunlight just starting to turn things from dawnish gray to golden morning, I tugged my halter top back down over my bared breasts, pulled the purple vibrator out of my wet, needy slit, and checked my backpack. 

Oil? Check. Alligator clamps? Yup. IcyHot? Unfortunately. Everything else? Uh huh. Yes. Yes. And yes. I took a deep breath. The trepidation I was feeling was normal; a mix of aroused excitement, tempered with dread due to the coming potential of abject humiliation. It seemed like every time I went out these days I was dressed like a hooker. I sported a blue pleated skirt that was way too short and would flash my bare bottom if I even looked downward, and a tight crop top that squeezed my breasts together and displayed a cleavage deep enough to ski through. 

It was sort of slutty coed style. Of course, I was a couple years out of date and only my baby face and a strict diet of rabbit food made this possible. I was going to have to have a chat with certain dominants about what is considered NHPS appropriate. No one wants to see a woman in her prime dressing like a teeny bopper whose breasts haven't yet encountered gravity. Least of all me.

My outfit was going to raise eyes, but rather than looking old, I merely looked overly lush. I planted my flip flop clad feet on the ground, hopped out of the jeep with an impressive bounce of the bosom, shouldered my bookbag that didn't hold books, and strolled out to make guys cum.

I know. I have impressive personal goals. I should be a motivational speaker. 

The first stop for me was a two-story edifice of red and beige brick, where I quietly and unobtrusively veered around the security desk and found an unoccupied restroom. Inside the handicap stall (yes. I'm handicapped. I have a rare condition called stickasomethingupmybuttis,) I opened my backpack and pulled out the first item required by Master Brandon's assignment. A set of anal beads, in graduating size from marble to golf ball, were strung on a thick wire. The last "bead" was actually both battery pack and controller, and after I used a small bottle of grapeseed oil to lubricate not only the beads, but my rear end as well, things went in with the typical grimace and catching of breath.

When it comes to anal sex, I’ve never been an enthusiastic participant. Still, that dislike has made my poor bottom a frequent target for various doms and dommes. Over the years I've become accustomed to having cock, beads, dildos, and other inappropriate items stuffed up my bottom, and while I still don't care for it, I have to admit that my body has begun to react to the various sensations in positive ways. Which meant that even without turning on the anal beads, my pussy was still tightening in want, upping my arousal levels. 

I wiped off the extra oil onto my pussy and a thrill shot through me as my fingers grazed my clit. I realized I was practically panting and bit my lip as I pulled my hand away.

"Calm the fuck down," I whispered out loud. 

Another deep breath got me out of the bathroom, and I began the process of exploring the building. Walking around, I was practically on my own. Barely anyone was there and that’s what I wanted. I needed that quiet. After about four minutes of walking around I'd already spotted two study nooks perfect for my purposes. But then, on the second floor, I hit the mother lode of locations. 

At the back end of the hall, in what looked like a very unused section, I found a niche. It was multi-level and constructed of a wooden platform covered in a thick shag carpet. But what really was cool was that there was a sunken section at the back. I could have literally laid down in it and been completely out of view. I wondered how often it was occupied on a regular day, but a quick look for electrical outlets told me that I’d be hard pressed to find a student studying there. Kids these days are connected to their phones and laptops. Without an electrical outlet to plug a charger, I doubted anyone utilized the niche.

Feeling better about my options, I continued my tour and found another gem in the opposite wing of the building, but on the first floor. A library. 

I love libraries. They are wonderful places, with all sorts of spots that provide solitude and even privacy, while still creating a bit of risk. As I passed down a row of cubicles, I knew I'd be back here soon enough. On the off chance I'd get lucky, I checked each one, just to see if there were any overly dedicated students who needed a break from their studies, but as I expected, they were all empty. 

That was fine. I still hadn't officially started the assignment. And to do that, I had to find a bench.

I went back out into the main hall of the building. There were no benches, but there were plenty of tables and chairs. A smattering of students had begun to show up, most of them holding cups from the local Starbucks coffee shop. I opted for a table at the back of the common area and as I sat down, the pressure of the anal beads dug into my ass. I couldn't help it. I squirmed, letting the rocking movements of my own hips work the anal beads around. Just a bit.

Nervous but aroused, I glanced around, trying to keep an eye on the few people walking by. No one really seemed interested in me, which was a blessing. But the other thing of note was that I saw a pretty wide age variance. They were all dressed respectably, or at least decently, compared to me, even though it was the summer session. There were even a few short skirts, though none as daring as mine. I could feel the plain plastic of the chair against my bare bottom. In a quiet moment between passersby, I opened my bag and extracted a narrow plastic pendant that was attached to a rubber coated duckbill clamp. The vibrator pendant wasn't a complicated piece of machinery. There was an on/off button and a charging port. That's it. So with a watchful eye, I spread my legs under the table, lifted the front of my skirt, and began the unsettling process of clipping the vibrator pendant to my clit without being able to see what the fuck I was doing. 

It wasn't easy and it's not like I practice trying to attach a clamp over my clitoral hood daily. There were a couple of moments where I froze as some student’s eyes passed over me, noting my scarlet colored hair, or daring crop top. The table blocked the view of what my hand was doing between my legs, the rubber tipped clamp digging around at the top of my slit, searching for something solid to bite, but it still unnerved me when someone glanced my way. It took four attempts, with one frightening second when it looked like this one guy was going to sit down at the table next to mine, but he opted for something near an electrical plug and jacked into his laptop, totally oblivious to my sexual escapades. Eventually I gasped as the pressure finally closed in the exact right spot.

I sat quietly, knees once more pressed together, clit tingling under the pressure of the clamp and pulled downward from the weight of the pendant. I could feel the length of the cylindrical vibrator against my petals, and as I rocked back and forth, rolling on a massive set of beads filling my ass, it began to work its way into my folds lengthwise. I licked my lips as my body adjusted to the new levels of arousal and I realized that, like usual, I was doomed.

Doomed in, like, a good way. 

Master Brandon had tasked me to provide four young men with sexual service: specifically, a handjob. Each had to be a stranger, to me and to each other. The doomed part came from the fact that I had to literally milk a series of orgasms out of four different cocks, all before the vibrating anal beads and clitoral pendant drove me into an explosion of my own. Except I could tell I was already well on my way up that mountain, heading for an impressive climax. 

That’s always my problem. It’s so easy to get me going. 

And I hadn't even started the vibrations yet! I took a deep breath, knowing that the moment I turned the toys on I was on a timer. I tilted to the side, reached under my ass, and turned on the anal beads. I gasped loudly at the unexpected intensity of the vibrations and blushed prettily when a rattling sound came from my seat. I jumped up, alarmed, but at least that stopped the noise and only a few people turned to look. I grabbed my backpack, made sure the back of my skirt was down, and hurried off.

Because I hadn't turned on the clitoral pendant and needed to do that too. 

I didn't go far, just around the corner, and I ducked into an empty doorway. I flipped up the front of the skirt and turned on the clitoral pendant’s vibration function. It didn't have a setting, which sucked, so it was just on. Immediately my pussy tightened around absolutely nothing, sending an expressive wave of longing through my loins. 

And just like that the timer was set. I had until I exploded to get four cocks milked and satisfied. With my lower half buzzing and clenching, I went looking for guy number one.

It took me about six minutes. Six horrifically buzzing, ass clenching minutes.

On the second floor, just a few feet past one of the little niches I'd found, was a young man reading a textbook. He was sitting on the floor and frankly he wasn't doing a good job studying, because he was looking at me as I approached. I decided to move directly, and stepped up right in front of him, a beckoning smile on my face. For a second, he just grinned, but then his eyes widened in shock, the grin growing larger. Trust me; I knew damned well that I was standing close enough for his distinct perspective (sitting on the floor) to give him a very explicit look right up my skirt.

I bent over slightly, grinning, and spoke as politely as I could manage. "You look like a man who needs a rub," I teased.

He blinked. "What?" He stammered.

I squatted down, which upped the ante dramatically, since my legs were spread and my skirt rode up my thighs. I wouldn’t have done this if anyone else had been around, but we seemed temporarily alone, and besides, the way my skirt flared open, only he’d be able to see anything. His eyes widened as he got a close view of my clamped pussy and the sound of my vibrators seemed to rattle him.

"I want to rub your cock until you cum," I said softly.

The stunned look on his face was priceless.

"What?" 

I stood up slowly, making sure he got another good look up my skirt, maybe so he could see the big bead poking out of my ass. I crooked my finger and started back to the niche, beckoning. 

And he followed.

I hate to say this, but men will follow a half-naked woman anywhere. I took him down to the end of the hall, where I’d found the perfect spot when I’d first arrived. I climbed up onto the carpeted area and got on my hands and knees, and if there were any doubt about my new friend seeing my bead stuffed rump, this cleared that up. I made it to the lower level, sat on my legs and gestured him in. 

He came easily and I positioned him sitting against the back wall where he could keep an eye on the corridor. I opened my backpack, set my phone on the carpeted rise to my right, and dove right in, unzipping his trousers. In seconds I had him out and just as I was ready to oil him, I pressed the stopwatch function on my phone and grabbed his cock.

Handjobs are a unique but interesting method of making a man cum. I have noticed that if we were to include male masturbation into our source figures, more orgasms come as a result of fondling by hand than any other. But as a student of sexuality, I've also discovered that a woman making a guy cum with just her hands is not an easy task. I've considered the reasons for this and the only thing I can think of is innate knowledge. A guy instinctively knows what feels good when he's rubbing one out. A girl rubbing a guy is going by observable response. The latter may not go as fast or be as responsive. It's going to be more intense, because it always feels that way when you’re being touched by someone else. There is no way to rush a handjob.  

My oiled palm slid along the now firm length and the young man I was rubbing sat there, a look of bliss on his face as I massaged his prick. He was decently long, and sufficiently thick, so I had plenty to work with. The oil I'd selected was chocolate flavored, or at least pretended to be, and smelled like it. I curled my fingers around his shaft and stroked in long up and down movements. He was circumcised, which is a lot more common than you'd think, which just exposed the ridge of his head. That's the most sensitive part of a guy's cock and I made sure to up the ante by giving that part of him plenty of attention.

He was still moaning and groaning a few minutes later and I glanced over at my phone.  The readout was quickly approaching the five-minute mark. I tried to go slower, more reactive to his needs, but as the seconds flew past, I knew that I'd blown it. Or more accurately, was about to blow it. 

Literally. 

I had offered him a handjob, but what he didn't know was that I'd been given an ultimatum by Master Brandon. If I could service the young man in question within five minutes, well and good. Move on to the next cock. If it took longer than five, I was to up my game and swallow my pride - and the cock in front of me. Which is why I bent over, opened my mouth, and took him in deep.

Now I will be honest. I'm a good little cocksucker, especially when the dick in question is covered in flavored oil, my clit is tightly pinched and vibrated, and eight motorized beads of varying sizes are buried in my ass, shaking like mad. I kept my hand around the base and began licking up and down. It seemed to do the trick, and I'd barely wrapped my mouth around his full length, gently slurping as he groaned, before he twitched and I felt the typical hardening that precursors an eruption of jism. I sucked harder, wanting to push him over the edge. It happened just like that too, right at about the seven-and-a-half-minute mark. He let out a short bark, thrust upward into my mouth, grabbed my head, and began spurting.

I swallowed most of it like a good little girl, allowing just a little bit to drip down my chin so that I could scoop it up with a finger, all dramatic and slutty, and then lick it up. I leaned back, happy and satisfied at the dazed look in his eyes.

“Better get dressed before someone comes,” I said, patting his leg. I put the oil back in the bag and as he zipped himself closed. I stood up and swung the backpack over my shoulder and climbed out of the niche. I could feel the timer pushing on me, but the worst part was that my pussy was disturbingly, horribly empty. 

“Wait!” He called out, wrestling with his pants.

I turned back. “That was a one-time special. Just search ‘Breanne’ and ‘NHPS’ on the internet,” I told him, spelling it out. He looked confused, but I turned and marched away. You might think me cruel for doing that, but, I didn’t have the time to coddle him. I had three more dicks to service before I could cum without consequence and I at least wanted to try to manage it. Each passing minute I wasted messing around meant more arousal afflicted upon my own sex. Trust me, I was feeling it.

After stopping at the restroom, I made my way back to the library on the idea that someone might be studying by now. I didn’t have a dearth of options, but I was right. In the very back, in the second of four private little cubes, there was a dark-haired kid typing on a laptop. I paused as I leaned in. He didn’t even see me. He was that focused. I made a coughing sound and tapped him on the shoulder.

And scared the freaking crap out of him. Oops.

“Uh, yes?” He asked, confused at my appearance. Or maybe it was the sound of the vibrators. Either or. I smiled.

“I’m here to give you a handjob,” I explained easily. 

“A handjob,” he repeated dumbly. I nodded. This was actually pretty normal. Most guys have trouble imagining something like this happening to them. The idea of a barely dressed, redheaded slut showing up to pump their dick is just not something they’re mentally ready for. I stepped into his cubicle and pointed at the desk. 

“Just let me get in under there and I’ll do everything,” I assured him. 

You could see the indecision on his face, but good sense won out and he scooted back, no doubt curious as to what I intended. I dropped to my knees and slid under the desk. He pushed back in and I knew he couldn’t see me. But I could see the bulge in his pants and together we worked to get his cock out. 

I propped my backpack up to my side, got out my phone and oil, and started the timer as I spread the slick fluid over and around his dick. He was shorter than guy number one, but thicker, and I enjoyed the sensation of touching him. He also seemed much hornier and was shortly slumped in his seat, leaning back, panting heavily as I worked him carefully. This time I tried not to over-sensitize, but to pump in steady waves. His cock slid through my greased palm like a knife through butter and even as I clenched around the vibrating anal beads, I could feel his blood pressure rising. 

I was as shocked as you when he blew his wad around the four minute and twenty second mark, white froth squirting and creaming over my hands. I let out a bubbling laugh, utterly pleased with the situation. 

It was at this point that I realized I'd failed to properly consider this outcome. I had nothing to clean either of us up with. He was covered in oil and spunk, as were my hands. I snapped my fingers to the side, flicking off as much of the sperm as possible, and wiped off the excess on the carpet. Then I took him into my mouth. 

The chocolate flavor of the oil hit my taste buds and I didn't work to tantalize him, I cleaned him off. He groaned a few times, and when I came up for air, he was already stiffening again. I stopped before he hardened though. Always leave them wanting, but had he gone all woody on me, I'd have been honor bound to give him seconds, and I knew that wouldn’t count. I pushed on his knee so he'd know to let me out from under the study cubicle desk. He zipped up first, then pulled back. 

"That was fucking incredible," he said softly, keeping his voice down. We were in a library after all. I held up my still slick hands.

"Gonna go wash up," I told him. "Don't go anywhere. Ok?"

He nodded eagerly. Gingerly I swung my backpack, already loaded with my gear, over my shoulder, and left the library, heading for the bathroom. I wasn't the only one in the restroom though, and my vibrators seemed incredibly loud. A pretty, dark skinned girl eyed me as I joined her at the vanity, her pierced eyebrow going up.

"Having fun?" She asked snidely, making it damn clear she knew what the source of the noise was. I frowned, trying to decide how to handle the comment. I gave her a direct look and smiled. "I'd be handling this assignment a lot better without the damn anal beads. They're driving me crazy," I said ruefully. Her other eyebrow went up and a shocked expression crossed her face. 

"It's an assignment?" She asked, obviously appalled. I nodded. 

"The clamp and vibrating pendant on my clit isn't so bad though."

"My God," she blurted. "What class are you taking?"

My brain skittered sideways, but fortunately my sarcastic side was still working.  "Advanced Sexual Practices 3600," I replied easily. "It can be embarrassing, but the orgasms are incredible." She stared at me as I shook my hands and then dried them off. I gave her another smile. “I could use a study partner if you’re interested,” I said, wiggling my eyebrows. Her eyes widened and she just stared at me, slack jawed, but she clearly didn't know how to respond to that. I gave her a little accepting wave and left the bathroom, taking an extra wad of paper towels with me. I headed upstairs, back toward that out of the way niche. It was empty again, and better yet, no one was around on the second floor at all, so it was a simple matter to go downstairs, glance around the common area, and select my third target.

I didn't waste any time either. There was a handsome young man sitting at a table, the remnants of breakfast beside him, playing on his phone. I slid in beside him and he glanced up, eyes widening in surprise. I get that. How often does a crimson topped slut sit down next to you with a hungry, wanton look on her face, buzzing softly?

"Hi," I said. "I'm Breanne and I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut."

He blinked, dumbfounded.

I put a hand on his thigh, though my fingers might have accidentally touched something a little more centrally located. 

"Come with me," I whispered. "I want to rub your cock," proving once more that men are fucking lucky that more women are not in the habit of banditry. He followed me willingly, without question, right up the stairs, down the hall and to the niche. I gave him a wink and crawled across the raised platform, showing him my bead stuffed and vibrating ass, my wet, pink empty slit, and the clamp and pendant swinging from my clit. 

A moment later I was kneeling between his legs, hands well oiled, grasping, pulling, and teasing his thick shaft. My phone was on the ground next to him, the seconds counting upward as I stroked and squeezed. He felt good and to be honest, I had to resist the urge to suck on him. That would be cheating, though I knew if he passed the five-minute mark my mouth would be wrapped around his sausage anyway. Instead I concentrated on the massage, the ebb and flow of my fingers up and down his full length, the supple texture of his skin overlying the rigid firmness beneath. I squeezed in patterns up and down his length, and when I noticed his desperate intake of air when my fingers slid over the delicate and sensitive ridges of his tip, I made sure to rub that spot on every pass. 

I was so focused on working the oil into every inch, I almost missed it as the timer on my phone passed the five-minute mark. As I saw the seconds sweep past the first-time limit, I changed my mode of attack, bringing my head down and sucking his full length deep into my mouth. He moaned as I began bobbing my head, and I squirmed lower, just to get a more comfortable. As I ran my tongue in circles around the tip of the cock, it took me a minute to realize that I'd stupidly laid myself down in a way that pressed the vibrating pendant right into my pussy. My hips started to grind deeply, and my arousal level kicked up a few notches. While I swirled my tongue around, slobbering over cock, some little back portion of my brain rang up the numbers.

Under normal circumstances, the vibrating anal beads are more an annoyance than turn-on, and even with the vibrations set to full power, the beads alone would never have driven me over the edge. Don't get me wrong. They can seriously up the ante, adding impetus to an already volatile and explosive situation. The vibrating pendant and the clamp it was attached to however, were a different story. Imagine having a vibrator held to your clit, but also pinching it tightly at the same time. Then picture the vibrator also touching your petals, dancing along them, and in some cases, even slipping between them like a hot dog in a bun. 

My mistress Julie once ran a test to see how long I could handle the intensity of the vibrating clitoral pendant. Wearing a conservative outfit, with no other toys or stimulation, I was walked around the mall, only slightly desperate, and never came close to cumming.

So why the hell did I feel like I was going to pop soon?

I teased the underside of his cock, enjoying the bounce and feel of it. I realized that much of the chocolate flavor had started to fade and I glanced over at my phone, shocked to see I had just a minute left. That concerned me as I turned my efforts back toward providing the best blow job possible. But now I was also distracted, counting seconds in my head along with the bobbing motion. His cock delved deep, wetly embraced between my lips and I shot a desperate look over at my phone as I swirled my tongue around frantically. He moaned, clearly enraptured with the oral dance I was inflicting in his upright shaft. Just twenty seconds left. Oh god. I slurped hungrily, trying to force him to cum, my eyes off to the side, watching second by second by second…

Ten minutes. Fuck.

I let go and came up for air, even as my left hand dug around in my backpack. My paramour looked at me with glazed eyes, trying to figure out why the exquisite pleasure had stopped. Well that was simple. It had stopped because the assignment specified I was only allowed to suck cock for five minutes. Just like I’d only been allowed to rub cock for five minutes. I tore open the small foil packet, drew out the prophylactic, and placed it over his shaft. 

Then I threw a leg over him, rose up, and mounted him. 

His sword slid into my sheath as if we’d been made for each other, and before he could even gasp in surprise or make a noise of welcome satisfaction, I was grinding and pumping like crazy. I bounced crazily on top of him, my own sex quivering in perfect pleasure, the vibrator pendant on my clit pushed off to the side and pulling in its own little way. The beads in my ass only intensified the fucking sensation and my own desperation didn’t click up a few notches. It went blasting upward toward the mountain’s pinnacle as if I were a freshly ignited rocket. 

He put his hands on my tits and after a quick turn of my head to make sure no one was walking down the hall, I pulled up the front of my shirt and let him hold my breasts. He may have been intensely aroused, but I matched and surpassed him. In seconds I was close to exploding, my body reacting as expected to the low level but constant stimulation followed by intense, rhythmic penetration. Somewhere, in the back of my head, I realized I’d been set up. Again. The terms of the assignment were clear. The first five minutes - hand job. The second - blow job. Third - fuck his brains out until he cums. There were no more limits. I just had to fuck him and fuck him and fuck him until he emptied his nuts into my pussy. 

And the kicker? I still wasn’t allowed to explode.

Right. No orgasms for me. I was just supposed to let these guys use me. My pleasure was immaterial. Except, I don’t believe that. And I don’t think Master Brandon does either. In fact, this was all about my pleasure. Driving me banana crackers until I was just cumming in massive waves, gnawing on a knuckle, knowing that I couldn’t help myself. And thus earning the coming punishment. Because inflicting just a little bit more sexual torment upon my mind, body, and soul was the whole point.

I shuddered as the climax worked its way through me, culminating in a dick squeezing pulse at the end of my rocking cervix. Inside me, eight inches of straining, hard cock worked its way up and down my insides, leaving a trail of utter delight. My body went rigid, a low-pitched moan escaped my lips, and I trembled for a moment as I exploded wetly, passionately. Then I felt him shudder as well, a look of pained perfection on his face as he grunted. A spasm rippled between my legs and then I felt the spurt of him jerking. I sighed, panting in satisfaction and for a long moment we just stayed like that, him inside me, his hands on my breasts, his thumbs idly brushing my pierced nipples. As I calmed down, I felt him softening and I dismounted, opening my backpack to pull out the wad of paper towels I’d stolen from the bathroom. I helped him clean up. Just a little.

“Wow,” he finally said. I pulled the front of my shirt back down. My breasts were going to be feeling the bite of the alligator clamps in a few minutes, but he didn’t need to see that. Besides, I needed a break. I put my gear back in my bag, and then, as the vibrators in my ass and clipped to my clit irritated me, I gave my recent fuck buddy a short little explanation, advised him to look me up on the internet, congratulated him for being a character in my next book, and headed for the restroom. Again.  


Hand Mouth Pussy - Part Two

I took about twenty minutes to collect myself. This involved turning off both sex toys and removing them, using the restroom for the purpose God intended, rather than as a convenient place to stick lubricated motors up my ass, and generally taking a break. I also wanted to keep things calm, and I felt that disappearing for a little while might be the right way to make sure nothing else happened. At least, nothing I wasn’t in control of. When I finally felt ready, I put the anal beads back into my rear end, clipped the vibrator pendant on my clitoris, and swung my backpack over my shoulder, fully cognizant that I’d fucked up the assignment and had earned a punishment.

Refreshed and freshly stuffed, I made my way back to the library. The studious student I'd provided hand service to had gotten tired of waiting for my return, because his cubicle was empty. I checked the entire row and found myself perfectly alone. That worked for me as I slipped into one study desk and turned on the vibrating pendant. 

Instantly the vibrations made me tighten and I squirmed and twisted in my seat to activate the anal beads. Then, with my lower half emulating a California earthquake, I opened my backpack, extracted both the IcyHot muscle cream and the alligator clamps.

I tugged up my shirt, baring both breasts, and quickly smeared a healthy dollop of the IcyHot on each nipple. The overpowering scent of menthol practically knocked me out, but I managed to survive that and smear the cream around each nipple until the chemically induced coolness made the tips of my breasts harden. At that point practically everything tingled, so I dug out the alligator clamps.

The two metal toothed clamps had been attached to a chain that was far too robust and heavy for the simple purpose of keeping a matched set from being separated. The clamps themselves had been subtly altered from their original state and purpose, with the teeth dulled and the bite pressure lessoned. But not by much, as I could personally attest to. I lifted the first one, ignoring the weight of the chain, and pinched the toothed maw open. I slipped it behind the padlock and piercing on my right nipple, and as my loins vibrated intensely and my breasts began to burn from the IcyHot, I added another intense, sexually traumatic sensation. 

Oh boy. 

I hissed, the tight pinching making me suck in a sharp breath of air. For a moment, I just sat, the riot of stimulation making me quiver. My ass was full and shaking. My clit was tightly bound, with a vibrator hanging from it. That same vibrator was bouncing along my labia - a torment all its own, and now my nipples were being chemically burned, bitten, and pulled downward, all at once. And the worst thing about all of this, the absolute fucking worst… was that my pussy was fucking empty.

Oh my God I wanted something inside me. I drew my crop top down carefully over my breasts. One of the other reasons wearing the alligator clamps were a punishment, rather than just a requirement of the assignment is because braless, the crop top displayed the chain and clamps rather well. I mean, looking at my boobs, even completely covered, would leave absolutely no doubt that my nipples were currently being chewed on by a pair of clamps. The other issue was the chain. I had two choices; attempt to gather it up in my cleavage, supported by the elastic band of the crop top itself, or let it hang down underneath. I went with option one, which made the crop top sag a bit, showing more cleavage. Silver, stuffed cleavage. Talk about humiliating. I gathered my belongings and shoved them all into my backpack and stood up. One arm went across my breasts, and vibrating, stuffed, clamped, and tingling, I went back out, looking for my cock to rub, suck, and fuck.

The original terms of the assignment had me servicing four men, which would have meant that I only needed to find one additional willing dick. But cumming had changed that. Not only was I now suffering physical consequences, but I needed to add two additional cocks to my total. Six in all. Which meant instead of almost being done, I was only halfway to the finish line. I had three more cocks to handle. Part of me despaired at that thought. Every public sexual act is another opportunity to get caught and I wasn’t so naive to think that I could just set up camp upstairs and use it has my boudoir. Eventually campus security would find me. If I was lucky, I could fuck the officer too. If I was unlucky…

I shook my head. Enough fantasizing about being arrested, strip searched, interrogated, and then fucked thoroughly by the law.

I walked the library. One good thing about the progression of the morning, was that there were significantly more people showing up as the morning deepened. On the flip side, there were significantly more people showing up. I won’t say that the library was crowded. Not by a long shot. But more students were sitting in the main area, and while they hadn’t trickled back into the nooks and crannies where I’d been sitting, it looked like privacy was going to be difficult to find. That meant I needed to move fast.

There were like seven different males sitting in different spots. I selected a handsome young man who was studying diligently. He looked up as I approached, the sounds of my vibrators a major tip off. His eyes widened as he caught sight of my bare legs, the short skirt, and then my crop top, which clearly confused him. I sat down next to him, my knees pointed in his direction, and thanked God that the chairs were upholstered.

“Hi,” I whispered. 

“What’s that buzzing?” He whispered back, his curiosity getting the better of him.

I grinned. “I’m stuffed full of vibrators. Want to see while I rub your cock?” I said softly. 

His eyes widened, and just to show him I was being up front, I lifted the hem of my skirt and let my knees spread. He got a shadowed glimpse of my clamps and decorated pussy. “Come on,” I said, standing up, smoothing down my skirt. I started to turn, but he just sat there, stunned. I crooked a finger and gave him one of my most alluring “please come and fuck with me” smiles. It worked again. He hurriedly shoved everything into his book bag, stood up, and followed me. 

Right back to the study desks. 

One was occupied, which made me frown. There was a girl in it, but she had headphones on and was watching something on her laptop, which convinced me she wouldn’t be a problem. Still, I led my newest victim down to the end, beckoned him in, and sank down onto my knees as I moved under the desk. He gave me a weird look but sat down. Which was all I needed.

My hands worked at his jeans and belt, getting them open. He helped a little, still obviously nervous, but as I tugged him further under the desk, he got the idea. In seconds he was slouching in the chair, his pants and undies down around his knees, while my oiled hand began the steady up and down caress I knew would drive him nuts. Slick, scented oil made his shaft glisten, and as my own body dealt with the vibrations, the delicious pinching and tingling of my breasts and clit, I felt myself wishing that first five minutes would go rapidly. I wanted cock. I wanted to lick that rod in front of me and suck on it. Badly. My empty pussy quivered and I glanced down at my phone. Barely two minutes had gone by. 

I slid my palms up and down, changing the shape of my hand by circling fingers, curling them, or even spreading my knuckles and sliding his cock up between my fingers. I came down from the top, simulating the encapsulating warmth of my mouth, or better, more wanton parts.

I tried to match the strokes of my hand to the seconds, which is not good technique for a hand job. Still he responded to that just as well, groaning softly as I jacked him. At four minutes I made a ring of my thumb and middle finger, loosely encircling the ridge of his cock, rubbing up and down. He really liked that and I deliberately slowed down, just to get the opportunity to swallow his shaft. Five minutes passed and I eagerly, enthusiastically, gobbled him down.

He felt amazing against my lips, going across my tongue, down my throat, and I gleefully sucked the flavored oil right off him. My head thumped lightly against the underside of the table as I bobbed my head, alternating the various slurping and blowing options as he thrust upward. My fingernails stroked light circles across his scrotum and I rubbed his shaft with my lips. 

As I suspected, he couldn't handle the intensity, and around the nine-minute mark, just when I thought I might get lucky enough to mount him, he trembled and reached down, grabbing my head. I didn’t mind, because it meant that I’d get the full blast into my mouth, rather than across the face. He thrust up, but then let loose, his thick, salty cream hitting the back of my throat just as the phone’s timer passed the ten-minute mark. I swallowed him eagerly, sucking him dry, and then even giving him a little bit of an “afterblow” as I liked to call it. 

Finally, he sighed simply and pushed back, pulling his limp dick out from between my lips. I looked up at him from my spot on the floor and crawled out, brushing my skirt back down over my stuffed and buzzing bare ass. 

“Thank you,” he said politely, still slightly dismayed over the course of events. I put a handout and ruffled his hair. 

“No, thank you,” I insisted. I swung my backpack over my shoulder. I was really feeling it now. I wanted to fuck. Badly. I took a deep breath and gave my last conquest a little wave and left the library, once more heading upstairs, just to see if my little niche was still empty.

And it was. Thank God. In fact, the whole second floor seemed basically deserted. I could jive with that. I turned tail and headed back downstairs to find guy number five.

It took a little longer than usual, mostly because everyone was pretty much in class. I wandered around, just a little despondent, and increasingly horny as the vibrators in my ass and clinging to my clit worked their magic. I wasn’t terribly worried about another orgasm, since Master Brandon’s assignment only specified a “punishment applied at a later date,” and I’d long since disregarded that sort of shit. “A later date?” So what, Julie would go straight to whipping? Or would there be some other horrible assignment humiliating the fuck out of me? Whatever.

Still, I figured that the better part of valor would be to get the last two cock services done as quick as possible, regardless of “later punishments,” so when I went back into the library and spotted a guy eyeing me, I sidled up to him immediately.

“You look like a man who needs his cock rubbed,” I said softly, but enthusiastically to him. It took him by surprise, but only for a moment.

“That’s a fair assessment,” he replied. Then I realized he was wearing a name tag. With the school logo on it. Shit. “Do you know anyone who might be willing to do that?” Tony asked. 

I gulped, but then figured, what the hell. Right? Staff have needs too. And they generally know quiet, out of the way stops to do it too. 

"I'm an expert," I assured him. I had been about to say "professional," but I didn't want to confuse him. "But it's not something I can do right out here in the open."

Tony smiled. "Follow me," he said. So, I did.

He led me to the back area of the library and up to a door marked "staff only". Tony held it open for me and I went in, then paused long enough for him to squeeze by me. The hall was way more encapsulating than the larger library floor and suddenly the sound of my toys seemed very, very loud.

And intense. Tony paused and gave me a look. 

"Vibrators," I replied easily. "It's as assignment for Advanced Sexual Practices 3600."

He grinned. "Now that's a class I'd like to take," he replied easily. He headed down the hall with me in tow, made a left down another hall, then used a key to open a door marked AV.

Great. Another AV closet. I've been in these before. 

I was expecting push stands with televisions and DVD players (or even VHS video cassette players) but instead found myself in a large room filled with shelves. The boxes on the shelves were narrow and labeled, but Tony lead me down an aisle so quick I didn't have time to do anything more than read a few titles, none of which I recognized or remember at this point. Then we were at the back of the room and Tony opened another door. This one led to a small room, closet sized, with a table and four chairs. Comfortable chairs. I stepped in and the door closed behind us. 

Before I could do anything, or take control of the situation, I was grabbed by the arm and slung forward, only to find myself face down on the table with my feet barely on the ground. The alligator clamps dug hard into my nipples and I gasped as my skirt was roughly shoved upward.

“Wait! I need to rub you,” I managed to splutter. “I’ve got oil.”

“I don’t want a rub,” Tony replied heavily. His hand smacked my bottom hard, and I yelped. “You’re just a nympho humiliation pain slut. Look at your stuffed ass!” He spanked me again, then clenched and squeezed my butt. His left hand went up my side to my shirt, pushing it up and over my breast. He grabbed at my nipple, found the chain going to the alligator clamps and pulled. 

“Oh my God,” I whispered. “Fuck me! There are condoms in my bag. Let me put one on you!”

Tony tossed my bag down on the table and as I opened it, he kept me bent over, his hand smacking my bottom roughly. He found the anal beads control and turned them to maximum, making me quiver. Then, after leaving another handprint on my rear end, he found my gaping wet pussy and stuck a single finger in, leaving me a puddle of quivering jelly.

“Damn you’re wet girl,” he said. I managed to find the condom and hold it up, twisting. He let go of my shoulder and suddenly I was able to straighten. I turned and his cock was already out, his trousers down around his ankles. I went straight to my knees. No oil. No timer. Nothing but cock. I opened my mouth and took him in. His fingers entwined in my hair and the next thing I knew he was fucking me, rather than letting me blow him. It was totally out of my controller and spittle spilled down my chin, over his balls, and onto my bared, clamped breasts. I gagged, sucked in air, and generally tried not to choke. I reached up with the condom and tapped his arm at some point. He let me go and I spluttered, coughing. 

“Put it on whore,” Tony demanded. 

Part of me wanted to tell him to go fuck himself, but the other part wanted to tell him to get on with it and fuck me. That’s the part that won. I tore open the condom package and slipped it onto his cock. I was about to ask how he wanted me when he reached down, picked me up and practically threw me onto the table. I gasped as my head pillowed on my backpack and he roughly shoved my legs apart. I drew up my knees as he positioned my hips down at the edge and ripped the vibrating pendant off my clit. I squealed at the slight pain, but he didn’t seem to care, and without another word, shoved his cock up into my cunt with a groan of lusty satisfaction.

The feeling of cock inside me is one I always love. Dildos and vibrators and fingers and tongues are all well and good, and I can always find satisfaction that way. But there is something about a man’s dick, real and long and solid and soft, that no amount of silicon or rubber can emulate. Tony fucked me hard and was clearly not interested in my needs or pleasure. He screwed me for his own. The fact that before he could cum, I was chewing on a knuckle, keening out my own orgasm was beside the point. He just knew I was having a good time. He kept tugging on the alligator clamps chain and slapping my thighs and it drove me over the edge. 

As the stars exploded in the periphery of my vision, I could feel his shaft pumping through my wet depths. He groaned, his balls slapping against my vibrating ass, and he reached down and began rubbing at my clit with his thumb, even as he fucked me. Another wave hit me like a brick and I whimpered, nodding eagerly, eyes closing as his right hand came up, grabbed the clamp on my right nipple, and twisted. 

“Hurt me! Please! Yes! Hurt me and fuck me!” I gasped out. “Hit my breasts!”

It didn’t exactly take much motivation for him to inflict the pain I was craving. He twisted my nipple so far that I yelped, half coming up off the table even as he still pinned me to it. He let go, only to start slapping the shit out of my boobs. But even then, he only hit me half a dozen times before his attention seemed to focus on his cock. I quivered desperately, wanting more, only to have him grunt and thrust hard, burying himself deep. I felt his cock pulse and knew we were done. He was cumming. Tony’s eyes closed and he spasmed, spurting his thick cream into my pussy.

I laid back with a frustrated groan and felt his rock-hard cock soften. He left me and there was a creak from the chair. I propped myself up on my elbows and looked down my body at him. He sat there, a satisfied expression on his face.

“Put the clamp back on my clit,” I said quietly, but with a pretty confident assurance.

His eyes widened a bit, but he didn’t say anything. He just bent over, picked up the still buzzing vibrator pendant and leaned forward. My spread legs ached at the thighs but I held the position until I felt the delicious pinch and the fresh vibrations fluttering into my sensitive clit. I leaned back sighing. Oh God… that felt fucking good. 

“That was fucking good,” Tony said smugly.

I nodded. “My thoughts exactly,” I said, sitting up. I gave him a frustrated look. “But if you’d waited, I would have rubbed you with oil for the first five minutes, then sucked your cock for the next five, and then fucked you.”

He laughed and shrugged. “I knew I could do you, Breanne.”

I smiled. “Well of course you did. I’m me. But…” My voice faded. I blinked. I hadn't told him my name… “Wait. You know who I am?”

“A redheaded nympho humiliation pain slut?” He grinned. “Of course, I do. Never thought I’d meet you. But I’ve read your books.” He gave me a direct look. “You’re cuter than I expected. You keep telling folks you’re a butter face and you’re not.”

My cheeks suddenly turned the same color as my hair. 

He reached out a hand and took mine, pulling me into a sitting position. The pendant vibrator seemed to slip down between my petals. I gulped and shuddered.

"Are you okay?" He asked. "Do you need to cum again?" 

I took a deep breath. "Yes. But I shouldn’t. In fact, I wasn't supposed to the first time," I admitted. "Or the second," I muttered wryly.

"Oh." He grinned. "So, what's the punishment for exploding?" 

I smiled and pushed him down into the chair. "Doing it my way." I reached into my open bag and pulled out my bottle of oil. "Until you cum."

I slipped to the floor and onto my knees, then took his cock in my oil slick hands. His spent shaft jumped and twitched and I knew exactly how this was going to play out. By the time I hit the five-minute mark he was hard again. At ten minutes, my lips around his rod, he was panting. And when I straddled him, sliding down his cock, my clamped breasts in his face, my hips grinding as I bounced, I knew it wasn't going to be long before we exploded.

I came first. For a third time.

Later, my breasts free of the clamps, my bottom empty of beads, and only the vibrating pendant still tormenting me, Tony walked me to the door of the library. I got a kiss on the cheek and then he turned and walked back to the shelves. I sighed, then went and sat down in the common area.

Honestly? I was sated. Three unauthorized orgasms will do that. I'd serviced five guys, one twice, and felt that while I probably hadn't done the assignment properly, I'd still get partial credit. Still… I knew Julie. And Master Brandon for that matter. Neither would appreciate things being left undone. I really needed to service one final cock. But I also knew exactly what that meant. 

I returned to the bathroom and restuffed my ass full of the anal beads, groaning dramatically as each progressively larger bead stretched me open. I used a bit of fresh oil too, until my bottom felt stuffed and strained. Then I turned on all the vibrators, tightening up as the oscillations just made the emptiness of my cunt that much more obvious. I lifted my shirt, exposing my breasts, and when I let the alligator clamps close on my nipples, the energy shot down to my pussy, making it spasm in wanton need.

"Shut up," I muttered to my libido. I covered my tits back up, grabbed my bag, the flavored oil, and extra condoms, and went back to school.

It took almost ten minutes, but I found him. His name was Carter, he was a sophomore, just twenty years of age, and wanted to be an engineer. As our polite chitchat at the soda machine became more personal, I told him I was having trouble with one of my assignments and asked if he would be a willing subject for a quick stimulus response experiment.

The doofus didn't see it coming. 

I got him situated in the second-floor niche and after laying out the phone and oil, he finally asked what exactly I was testing.

"Whether or not I can rub you into an orgasm in five minutes," I replied, reaching for his zipper.

"You're kidding!" Carter exclaimed.

I shook my head. "Not in the least," I replied, working diligently on his pants. “Advanced Sexual Practices 3600. Great class.” To Carter's credit, he didn't stop me and a moment later a long, gorgeous, thick cock stuck up just inches from my face. I poured a liberal amount of oil into my palm and then wrapped my hand around him, pumping slowly. He groaned.

"This can't be a legitimate assignment," he said, his voice strained. My oily fingers slid wetly over the now glistening tip of his shaft.

"Oh? Why?" I asked conversationally. I glanced at the phone. Twenty-four seconds in. 

"No teacher would assign a student to jack off another student."

I laughed. "It's not that sort of assignment," I told him, rubbing my thumb in a circle around the tip of his penis. 

His cock pulsed in my hand. "What kind is… oh… oh yeah… is it?" I glanced up. His eyes were closed.

"It's a temptation assignment," I said. One minute, two seconds. "It's about me, not you."

Carter opened his eyes. "How so?" He asked, but it came out as an elongated groan. 

"I've got eight beads of varying sizes buried in my ass, vibrating. My clitoris is pinched in a pressure clamp, and there's a small pendant vibrator hanging from it, sending waves of intense sexual desire flooding through me." I yanked up my shirt, showing him the clamps and chain on my tits. "And this is just fluff to make me think of my breasts all the time." I drew my hands up his shaft in a long slow pull, only to switch directions when I got to the tip. Same speed, going down. From the look in Carter's eyes, he was having trouble processing both the stimulation and my words. One minute forty-eight seconds.

"Right now, I want to wrap my lips around your cock and suck on you. Or better yet, throw my leg over you, and slide you into me." I tightened my fingers around his base and twisted my hand gently, creating an entirely different sensation. "Except if I do, I know I will cum, and that will earn me a punishment." I pulled my curled fingers up the oiled staff to the sensitive head.

"Punished?" Carter managed to gasp. "What do you mean?"

Two minutes, eleven seconds. "Oh, a whipping probably. Between the legs. Or a brutal spanking. Or they might tie me down and hold a vibrator to my clit until I'm about to cum, only to take a leather paddle and smack my pussy hard. Then they put the vibrator back on me. Over and over."

Carter stared up at me and I could see it in his eyes. "You like that idea, don't you?" I asked him, fucking him with my hands. His cock was rock hard and pulsing. "You want to be the one with the leather sap, tasked to spank my sweet, little pussy?" Carter's breath came in short gasps and I knew he was done for. I checked the time. Almost three minutes. Fuck it. 

I reached into my bag and grabbed the condom. In seconds I had torn the package open and rolled it down his oiled shaft. He didn't even notice until I let go of him, climbed up into his lap and grabbed his cock again. I moaned softly as the tip of him pushed the vibrating pendant aside. My petals spread as I lowered myself downward. A look of rapture crossed his face as I began grinding. His hands found my hips, then my bottom, kneading and squeezing. Waves of sweetness shot up from my pussy and the pressures inside me doubled and tripled. It became a frantic fuck, both of us racing to orgasm, and damn the consequences, I wanted to get there first!

"Huuungh!" Carter groaned a moment later, his hand coming up to grab the chain, pulling on it. I felt him cum, the spurting, pulsing sensation inside me. I thought, just for a second, that I would manage to match him, but my own climax slipped away as his thrusting ebbed and slowed. I let out a soft whimper as he softened and I pulled off him unsatisfied, needy, and wanton.

The vibrating pendant had fallen off during our coitus and I found it and turned it off. Then stripped the condom from Carter's limp manhood. He sighed and looked at me directly.

"Oh my God, that was incredible." 

I smiled, then bent down and took him into my mouth. It's a signature move. Always leave them wanting.

"Oh shit. Bre, I've got class soon," he said, pushing me off his cock. I nodded and sat up, watching as he put his junk away. I packed up as well, idly noting that the timer on my phone had just passed the eight-minute mark. He looked down at me as he shouldered his stuff. "That was amazing," he said honestly. "Thank you. Gotta go."

"Wait!" I blurted out. "Give me your number."

He paused. "Really?"

I nodded and then grinned. "Might need someone to help the professor inflict that punishment I mentioned."

Carter laughed. "Sure…"

I finished up in the restroom, stripping the leftover oil from my hands. I wasn't going to be able to do anything about the streaks of flavored chocolate on my breasts and thighs until I got home. The anal beads, vibrating pendant, and even the alligator clamps were all in my backpack. I gazed at my reflection. I might have been a tad bit too old to be in community college, but I at least looked the part. I touched up my makeup and headed out, considering the assignment. 

Technically I'd serviced all six guys, just as requested, even if I'd taken a few liberties, not to mention unauthorized orgasms. Undoubtedly, I'd get punished for that, and probably skipping through what I did to Carter, but I could accept that. All in all, I thought I deserved a solid A. 

As I passed the security desk heading toward the door, I realized I wasn't walking alone. Someone had caught up to me. I turned and looked, expecting one of the young men I'd serviced. 

"Hi," she said. "How did your assignment go?" It was the pretty black girl I'd met in the bathroom a few hours before. I smiled.

"I think I will get an A," I said smugly. 

She nodded. "So, what's the next assignment?"

I blinked. "Uh…"

She looked at me intensely and I knew I had to say something.

"Intense oral sexual practices and forced orgasm in women," I replied. She smiled. 

"Sounds interesting," she said.

I stopped, gave her a seductive look. "I could use a study partner," I offered.

She nodded and took my hand. "Sounds great. Let's go study."

Breanne, for this assignment you will dress like a slutty college co-ed. Your blue, short pleated skirt and a halter top will do nicely, and I think flip flops will satisfactorily complete the look. You will also need to bring the following items:

Vibrating anal beads

Clitoral vibrating pendant

Pair of alligator clamps

A small tube of IcyHot (no worries. Not for internal or genital use!)

A bottle of flavored oil

A half dozen condoms

Once dressed and equipped, you will proceed to a nearby college campus. (Excluding your alma mater. You are entirely too comfortable in that location.) You are excused from NHPS Rule #1, however upon arrival you will go to a restroom and insert the vibrating anal beads into your ass. Do not turn them on. After your butt is stuffed, find a public space and attach the pendant to your clit. Turn both toys on to low. This starts your assignment and serves as your timer. Do not cum.

The point of your assignment is to provide sexual relief to four men before you cum. They must be strangers to both you and each other. You will start off by offering each of them a handjob. What you won't tell them is that you have a five-minute time limit to make them cum. If they do, good for you - move on to the next guy. If you pass five minutes the handjob becomes a blowjob. Now you have ten minutes to make them pop. If you pass ten minutes, apply a condom and fuck them hard until they cum. 

You still are not allowed to explode until all four guys have been serviced.

However, should you cum before you have serviced all four men, you will apply the IcyHot to your nipples, followed by the alligator clamps. You will also add an additional two men to service to your total. Additional orgasms are still not authorized and will result in a later, more severe punishment. 

So happy cumming… for them. Not for you. - Master Brandon. 


Partition

Kari paused, her eyes flitting across the unusual wall partition. It was slatted, looking out on a pleasant garden complete with fountain. I almost ran into her, arms crossed carefully over my chest, and followed her gaze. Green, verdant grass grew in manicured sections of lawn, bordered by monkey grass and sculpted boxwood. Daffodils sprouted up near a few live oaks and I had to admit the whole thing was rather pretty. 

"You will wait for me here," she suddenly said.

My eyebrows went up. "Really?" I asked in relief. Kari had been tormenting me all morning; first by making me wear a rather indecent tunic made of strips of colored cloth, and then by keeping a large, egg shaped vibrator jammed up inside my sex. The shirt itself would have been fashionable had she not cut out the undershirt. Now the slightest movement tended to reveal my bosom, and to be honest - the tips of my breasts kept peeking out from between the strips. I'd experimented that morning with a set of clover clamps, clinging to each nipple, with a heavy chain connecting them, on the principle that such weight would prevent, or at least reduce, the exposure. All I'd managed to do is bring the hardware out with me, and when I'd gone to remove the clamps, I'd been politely ordered to leave them on.

Kari liked seeing the steel pincers clinging to my breasts.

As for the egg, it was the size of my clenched fist and filled with an overpowered motor on steroids. It was wireless too, and I certainly had not been given the power to control it. That had stayed in Kari's hands and I can assure you that she abused it to the maximum. Every few minutes it would rumble to life, stressing and arousing me, leaving me breathless, wanton, and very, very wet.

Lunch had been embarrassing, with me desperately fighting a losing battle against my shirt, flashing half the restaurant, all while trying to resist crying out in orgasmic bliss as she pushed me into a sexual frenzy. My cheeks had ended up the color of a well spanked ass, and my pussy was still fluttering desperately. The last thing I wanted to do was get my butt and my overly revealing shirt marched up to a client meeting, where I'd undoubtedly be put on display and humiliated even more.

"I can stay down here?" I asked.

Kari nodded. "This should be short. No more than twenty or so minutes. You can enjoy the view," she replied, gesturing through the slatted partition at the garden. I glanced around. There was no seating.

"Uh... maybe I could wait in the car?" I posed.

Instead, she took a step back and placed her hand between my shoulder blades. I felt the push and moved closer to the partition. Eventually the clamped tips of my breasts were brushing the wooden slats. Kari pressed herself against my back, reached around, and pushed my arm down.

"No one can see you here," she assured me.

I bit my lip. "Until someone walks by," I muttered, nodding at the garden path. Kari laughed. 

"On the other side of this partition? Unlikely." Her hand slid up to my breast and the strips of cloth yielded to her pressure. My clover clamped nipple became exposed and I let out a tiny yelp as she pinched it open, freeing my breast.

"Oh, thank you!" I gasped in relief as the blood surged back into the crushed tip. "That's been wearing at me all morning." Kari let the chain fall and it slipped back underneath the cloth to hang just from my left breast. I winced but lifted my arm as she reached into my shirt to touch my tit. 

"Of course," Kari said sympathetically. Her fingers found the clamp on my left side, but instead of freeing it, she took hold of the chain and pulled it out through the front of the shirt. I blinked in shock as she threaded it through one of the spaces in the slatted partition in front of me, and then caught the other clamp as it went around the wooden board. 

"Kari!" I hissed. But then her fingers exposed my right breast again, pinching the clover clamp and setting it right back over the spot it had been on all morning. Fresh pain surged through my breasts as Kari secured me to the fucking wall. Worse, the pull on the chain practically guaranteed that my breasts would be literally pulled outward, through the openings of my tunic.

"You can't!" I whined, momentary panic almost making me jerk away. 

Kari gave me a knowing smile. "On the contrary, I can. You appear to be standing here, appreciating the garden. You will continue to do so. I will return shortly. I expect you to be here when I return, nipples still clamped to the partition." Then she turned on her heels and finished going down to the elevator. I gaped after her, eyes wide. Her finally sculpted ass disappeared into the lift and I was left alone, breasts hanging out, chained to the wall art.

Which of course is when the fucking vibrating egg turned on. To full power.

I didn't know what to do with my hands. The slatted wall in front of me suddenly felt like the bars of a cell. I bit my lip, the tips of my bosom aching horribly, all while my pussy tightened and squeezed and went nuts around the egg-shaped vibrator inside me. I leaned back a bit, trying to get some space, only to have both full, round, clamped tits pop out for a good look around. 

Intolerable. 

I did my best to try to hide my breasts again, especially since I couldn't see behind me very well. Anyone could come down the hallway. I shifted my weight back and forth for a little while, concentrating on controlling my breathing, when I saw movement outside the window. A woman was walking down the path. In a panic, I pulled back away from the slatted partition, which of course didn't go with me. It exposed me even more and as I struggled to get back in place and cover up, I realized the Kari had been right. The window was tinted, the slats were stained a dark reddish hue, and I doubted they could see me unless they pressed hands up against the glass and peered in. I sighed in relief, tension draining from me as they continued along, none the wiser that a redheaded nympho humiliation pain slut was chained to an interior textural art object. 

As the seconds ticked by it became a race to see which would hurt more - my feet, stuck in the uncomfortably high stilettos Kari preferred me to wear, or my nipples, which responded to every shift in posture by pulling on the clamp chain, which per form and function, tightened the clover clamps. Within minutes my nipples were throbbing horribly and I kept lifting one foot, then the other, trying to relieve the ache.

The vibrating egg was another matter altogether, and as it continued to audibly oscillate in my slit, I found myself ripening wetly. My hips began thrusting, an involuntary physical reaction to the sexual stimulation, and my pantyless pussy began dripping. I could feel the wetness on my thighs and petals, the scent of my arousal a constant agitation. I tried to grab hold of the slats, just to help take some of the pressure off my feet, but they were too thick to hold properly.  

My hands began to wander. At first, I set one arm above my breasts, but instantly regretted it as the weight pulled on the clamps and chain holding me to the partition. Then I set my arm beneath, lifting my boobs out and pillowing them gently. This left my right hand free and it was only a matter of time before it found its way to the hem of my short skirt, pulling it up and exposing my slit dangerously. My finger found my clit and as the nail grazed the delicate nub I moaned softly, wantonly, realizing that perhaps Kari had put me here to cum. I began rubbing myself softly, whimpering just under my breath, closer and closer, when I heard the elevator ding.

I couldn't turn to look. Not really. But I heard the click of high heels getting closer and closer. I pushed the front of my skirt down and sidled closer to the partition. Just in case. The scent of Kari's lavender perfume hit me and I sighed in relief.

"Thank God," I said abruptly. "I was getting closer to cumming," I admitted. 

Kari smiled as she leaned up against the partition, looking down at my chest. "Do you want to?" She asked dangerously.

I blinked. "What? Cum?" 

She nodded, crossing her arms. 

I swallowed. Fuck yes, I wanted to cum. But... I knew that the cost would not be something I would want to pay. How aroused was I? "What will it cost me?" I asked.

She grinned. "Does it matter?"

"Fuck yes, it matters," I hissed. 

She unfolded her arm and slipped her left hand past my hip, down to the hem of my skirt, and then pulled upward. It was her fingers that found my dripping slit next, working my clit in tight circles. I went rigid, panting desperately.

"Does it?" She asked again. "Does it... really?"

My body betrayed me, exploding wetly and rigorously, shaking in her arms as her left hand diddled my nub until my knees buckled. Fresh juice exploded out from between my legs, getting all over her fingers, even as I tilted back, spine arching. This only made the chain and clamps on my breasts tug harder and sweet shards of agony shot down through my bosom, grabbed hold of the pleasure streaming up from between my legs, and intensified it. I shuddered in her arms and when I began to calm down, she pulled her hand out from between my legs and stuck her wet fingers in my mouth.

"It seems it doesn’t matter after all," she said smugly. She plucked her hand out of my mouth and slid it down to my left breast. I gasped again, but then let out a pained whimper as she opened the clamp, freeing the tender, pinched tip from the steel bite. She let the chain loose and pulled me away from the slatted partition. "There we go," she said gently.

I turned toward her, already tucking my breasts back in, under the cloth strips of the stupid tunic, trying to maintain a semblance of decency despite the wet streaks on my thighs and slivers of skin still showing. I was about to tuck the steel chain and swinging clamp into the shirt as well, when Kari grabbed it.

"And this is the cost you inquired about," she said simply, bring it back up. The clamp was attached to my left tit once more, biting hard. Except this time... this time the chain was outside my shirt, encouraging my breasts to hang out in full view. "Now you'll walk out with me. Do not cover yourself. Hands down by your side."

"Kari!" I whispered, both appalled and outraged. "I can't walk around like this!" She grinned. 

"This was the cost you didn't want to pay. And yet you took the prize anyway." She reached out and took hold of the chain, pulling me around. My nipples throbbed and I let out a little yelp, bringing my hands up. I almost grabbed at her wrists, but something in her eyes told me not to.

"Hands. Down by your sides," she reiterated. Firmly. I dropped them. I looked down at myself. My thighs were wet. My pussy was still vibrating like mad. My nipples burned and ached in time with my heartbeat, and the tips of my breasts stuck out through the strips of material, clamped and chained. Kari took my hand.

"You look amazing. Delicious. Wanton."

I swallowed. "I am, Mistress."

Kari laughed and kissed me, gently, on the cheek. "I know." She squeezed my hand. "Trust me. I know." She pulled on my breasts. “Now walk.”


Hugs - Part One

Kari pulled a small, colored bag stuffed with tissue paper from the back seat and handed it to me. I stood there, a dark, sinking feeling in my stomach. I've begun to get suspicious about getting "gifts" in parking garages.

"What's this?" I asked warily as my well-dressed mistress gave me a wicked smile.

"You complained about always having to walk the mall wearing inappropriate shirts, so I bought you a new one."

I frowned. "Is it see through?" 

"No," she replied patiently.

"Plunging neckline so my breasts hang out?" 

Kari shook her head. Perhaps my skepticism was showing.

"Cropped so that my midriff is exposed, and the bottoms of my tits are visible?" I guessed glumly.

"Not at all," Kari replied. "Pull it out and take a look." 

I reached into the bag and was surprised not to feel mesh or fishnet or gauze. Instead there was thick cotton and I pulled a white tee shirt from the bag. 

"A tee shirt?" I exclaimed. "With a mini skirt?" 

Kari laughed. "Black and white go well together." 

I began to unfold it, still expect the worst. Holes or something. There were black letters on the front and I held it up.

"Free hugs?" I read aloud. 

"Indeed, your challenge for the day."

"So, there is an assignment today," I said with a sinking feeling. 

Kari grinned. "Breanne, you're wearing your Rotating Venus Penis toy and we are at the mall. Of course, there's an assignment."

I held up the shirt. Admittedly it was way better than the cheap, gauzy, see through piece of crap I was wearing at that moment, but I couldn't help feeling like I was being played. 

"There's more in the bag," Kari added. 

I blinked, a little surprised. Leery, I stuck my hand in, expecting clothespins, or Icy Hot, or something else intended to make the coming hour a sexual hell. Instead I pulled out…

"A sports bra?" I asked in bewilderment, holding up the light pink, stretchy material. "Seriously?" I asked. I couldn't remember the last time Kari had let me wear a bra, much less buy me one. "A bra?"

Kari held up a finger. "Ah! An elastic sports bra, designed to provide close, skintight support."

I frowned, still suspicious. If I wear this, you won't be able to reach under my shirt and pinch my nipples."

Kari laughed. "Wasn't planning on that, but I can if you'd like, before you put the bra on."

"What's the catch?" I asked seriously. Kari grinned.

"I have pads for the bra," she whispered.

"Pads? What the hell for? It's a sports bra," I asked, even more clueless. 

Kari gave me a smirk. "You'll find out soon enough. Now take off your shirt and put on the bra."

"Here?" I demanded, glancing around the parking garage. Kari shrugged.

"Here seemed like a better choice than in the food court," she explained. "Or would you rather do it standing outside the car?" Her voice took on a very dark tone, one that promised a severe response if I made the wrong choice.

"Here is fine," I squeaked. I began unbuttoning my blouse, looking around, just in case I needed to clasp the material back against my breasts. I shrugged out of the shirt, slipped it down my arms, and then hurriedly put on the bra. My pierced nipples dipped into the soft cups and I felt a definite sense of relief. 

"Tee shirt?" I asked Kari.

"Almost," she replied. "First, I have the pads to put in your bra. Close your eyes."

I swallowed. "I don't want to close my eyes," I replied, still worried about what she was going to do to me. Kari gave me a stern look, then opened her purse. She stuck her hand in and then suddenly the sex toy strapped to my slit began vibrating.

Gently.

I gasped. The Rotating Venus Penis, or RVP, as I liked to call it, was a combination of two very different systems. The first was a motor that shook the RVP's butterfly shaped base, which was strapped tight against my sex. The butterfly's proboscis was pressed directly to my clit, translating the shaking movement across my petals and into the most sensitive nerve bundle on my body. This was what I was dealing with immediately. 

The second system or function involved the "rotation" of a cockeyed probe, jutting out from the RVP's base. Due to the positioning, there was only one direction the four-inch-long phallus could go and my pussy was full of it. Vibrations traveled along the full length, delving deep enough into my innards to set my teeth on edge.

"Oh," I gasped. "Oh my."

"That's your timer," Kari said simply. "I can assure you that finishing your assignment before you cum is in your best interest." She patted my bare leg, running her hand up my thigh to wear the miniskirt hid the RVP. "Now shut your eyes or I’ll turn on the rotation function." 

I don't respond well to threats. Promises however…

I shut my eyes. Between my legs I felt the steady purr of the RVP humming against my sex. I could feel the need, the desire, to cum as a pressure inside me. All it needed was the proper escape valve. Then I felt Kari’s finger tugging my new bra away from my breasts, fitting something into the cups, and letting the elastic brazier snap back into place. 

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

Instantly I recognized the sensation. She had cut circles out of a roller mat, for an office chair. One side was undoubtedly smooth, but not the side pressed against the soft rondure of my bosom. No, a pattern of sharp, hard plastic spikes poked into my boobs with uncomfortable intensity. And worse, the very centers, positioned directly above each nipple, had one of the awful spikes.

Suddenly I understood the assignment, even without her telling me. Free hugs my ass. I would get squeezed and each one would drive those awful, sharp pins right into my bosom. That was the primary torment, with the RVP depredations against my slit being the other. Now there was just two more questions.

"How many?" I asked weakly, the urge to reach up and pull the spike stuffed bra away from my bosom. Hell, even breathing felt like a bad idea.

"Sixty," replied Kari. "And I will be turning up the RVP a level after each ten."

Of course, she would. Two functions. Three levels each. That made six possible increases. With my pussy already vibrating for the first ten I'd be forced to hug the last group with the sex toy cranking through and against my pussy at full speed. The thought of which made a nice segue way into the other question.

"What's the punishment if I cum?" 

Kari grinned. "Oh. You'll love it! First, we add ten more hugs to your needed total. And on top of that, you must find some guy's cock to suck, all while wearing these!" She tugged her hand out of her purse and produced the cruelest looking nipple clamps I'd ever seen. They were metal, and heavy, and consisted of two rings that formed a conical shape. The larger ring obviously was meant to surround the nipple, while the smaller, which formed the top of the cone, was three inches above the bottom ring. A vicious looking clover clamp hung from the top ring and a screw, designed to allow the clamps' pull to be adjusted, sat near the top. I’d seen them before. Guillotine clamps.

Kari grinned as I lifted one of the three-pound clamps, my mouth dry. Of course, my pussy was fucking soaked. But I chalked that up to the vibrations of the RVP rubbing against my pussy, and not any kind of sick, masochistic perversions that made the idea of the coming sexual torment arousing. God forbid. That would be so wrong. 

"I've got IcyHot too," Kari added. Just in case you're dumb enough to cum twice."

"IcyHot is the punishment for cumming a second time?"

Kari laughed. "No. It's the additive. You will still have to blow another cock and hug an additional ten people." She put the tube of muscle cream back in her purse. "I hope I get to use it!" She said wistfully. "Now put on your shirt."

Trembling, though whether from sexual stimulation or from nervousness, I shook out the tee shirt. Every movement of my arms caused my bust to shift, making the sharp spikes dig in that much deeper. Already uncomfortable, I held up the cotton tee advertising free hugs and studied it for a moment. 

"What size is this thing?" I asked, a terrible suspicion flitting through my brain. Something didn't look right.

"Small," replied Kari brightly. 

"Kari," I whined. "I'm a medium. This won't fit."

"Of course, it will," she assured me. "Put it on."

Feeling even more reticent, I struggled into the tight shirt. To her credit, she was right. It did fit. Barely. It squeezed tight against my tits and I tugged it down. Or tried to. 

"Uh…" I said in concern. The swell of my breasts, too large for the cut of the shirt, needed extra material, and had taken it from the hem. Now the bottom of the shirt was floating three inches above the waistband of my black mini skirt. 

I hate having my midriff bare. 

When I was a farm girl it wasn't hard to stay trim. I was working constantly. My mother made healthy meals. Snacks were rare. Now, as an administrative assistant (or if we are being honest, an office whore,) I spent most of my time sitting, kneeling, or on my back with my legs spread. I had exchanged a rigorous, healthy lifestyle with something much more sedate. I had to go to the gym three days a week and basically eat rabbit food to keep my tummy remotely decent.

And remember, I'm not exactly a teeny bopper anymore. I'm in my early thirties! I'm an adult woman, in my prime. I shouldn't be prancing around with my belly button peeking out!

"This sucks," I whimpered.

"Perfect," Kari said cheerfully. “Let’s go get hugging!” She climbed out of the car. I sat there, really, really not wanting to go anywhere, much less “hugging.” Kari walked around to my side, opened the car door, and gave me an expectant look. “Get out of the car, Bre.”

I looked up, my bottom lip caught between my teeth. I admit there were tears in my eyes and I gave her a half-panicked look. “Please. Please don’t make me do this?” I whispered.

Kari reached in and took my hand. “Breanne, you can explode after this,” she said softly. “And it will be an amazing orgasm.” Then she pulled me hand. My body flowed after her and I stepped out of the car. 

Time to hug.


Hugs - Part Two

In my head, there are two Breannes. The first is a mousy looking girl with brown hair, no makeup, wearing blue jeans, boots, and a flannel, long-sleeved shirt over a dark tee. She isn’t wearing earrings, or jewelry, and were you to get her alone in a dark room, sensuously seducing her, you’d get down to a pair of tube socks, bikini cut pink panties, and a very utilitarian underwire bra. She is about as erotic as a rock. She’d be soft in bed, and passionate, but probably just a little boring. Very vanilla.

On the other side of my psyche is… well… a fucking demon. She has scarlet hair, darker than mine because it’s natural. Her skin is white and flawless. Her boobs are full, tight, and sensitive, and she’s much more limber than me. She prances around in black bondage cuffs, a chastity belt that I highly suspect holds two very powerful, motorized, phallic probes, and frequently displays marks upon her body that could only have come from a thorough body whipping. That Breanne craves orgasm, powerful explosions that rock the soul, dumping endorphins and dopamine and oxytocin and God only knows what else into her bloodstream. She’s addicted to sex, and not just the simple ins and outs of a good ole’ fashion fucking. She wants it chocolate. Violent. Pressing against the boundaries. She’s the one who wants to try everything and doesn’t shrink away from having her belly button exposed, or sharp spikes pressed against her tits. She wants it. She begs for it. She wants the lines blurred, the definitions dismantled. She wants pain and pleasure to be the same thing, blasting through her body like a cleansing wave, leaving nothing but pure and utter mindless bliss. She’s a slut, with no sense of self-preservation, of decency, or humility. 

Every day I must choose between which of those Breannes I allow to make the decisions. Neither are good for me. If I went with mousy Breanne, I wouldn’t be the girl I am. I’d have found some cowboy in some bar, been lured into a haystack where my virginity would have been taken, while at the same time getting pregnant. I’d have been young and immature, then forced by circumstance to marry. I wouldn’t get to wear those jeans either, or go riding like I used to. I’d be in a simple farm dress, barefoot and pregnant, cooking dinner and keeping house. Then I’d be raising children, a handful of them, washing the clothes, waiting for my husband to come home from a hard day’s work.

The other Breanne would have destroyed me too. Giving into my cravings, on top of my bi-polar mental state, would have had me searching for bad boys to hurt me. I would have fallen into darker and darker BDSM roles, yielding to others while searching for the next sexual fix. I’m quite aware that this darker Bre isn’t good for me either, and while I yield to her far more than the mousy Bre, I still must keep her at a distance. In fact, it’s a combination of the both that make me… me. 

Besides, I wouldn’t have been humiliated if mousy Bre wasn’t totally appalled at what fuckslut Bre was allowing Kari to do to me. 

We were walking along the mall’s common area and Kari was taking the opportunity to do some window shopping. Window shopping for Kari basically meant walking along until she saw a store that appealed to her, glancing in the window, then going in and buying something. Don’t get me wrong. Kari doesn’t spend money just to spend money. Everything she buys has a purpose. Lately, she’d been spending money on my daughter, buying her new outfits. Kari was already paying for piano lessons for Rachel and had bought her an expensive keyboard (since my parents took the piano with them to their new place.) Kari chalked it up to being Rachel’s godmother. I could hardly fault her. 

Of course, Kari also kept a look out for appropriate outfits for me. Fortunately, finding costumes for the next filming of “Secretary BDSM Sluts XIV” isn’t as easy to do at the mall, so I wasn’t too terribly worried that I’d be sporting some new gauzy bit of sleaze. Instead, I followed along in my high heels, the little black mini skirt emphasizing my butt, as the Rotating Venus Penis hummed between my legs. 

“One more,” Kari reminded me. “You aren’t considering your situation tactically,” she warned me. “At the rate you’re going, you’ll cum long before you get to the required sixty hugs.”

I wrapped my arms across my belly. I’d made the mistake of crossing my arms over my breasts only once. The sharp pins digging into my breasts had been enough of an issue to make me move lower. And there were benefits. My belly button was covered up. I felt like a pressure cooker, with also sorts of internal issues bubbling up. 

“Do you want to do this?” I snapped. 

Kari laughed. “I’m only pointing out that the longer you take to get through the hugs, the longer your pussy will be subjected to the vibrations.” She turned into a clothing store. “You need to ask people to hug you.” Then she began digging through a nearby rack.

I took a deep breath, regretted it instantly, and turned my back on her. Ask people to hug me? It was insane! I wasn’t wired for that kind of intimacy! My lower lip trembled as I bit into it, looking around. Most of the clerks were women. No big surprise there. But this store sold men’s clothing, so I wandered away from Kari, my pussy wet and purring, looking for hugs. 

I found a nice-looking guy folding some shirts and he looked at me with a big, welcoming, customer service smile. I returned it, though I’m sure I looked pained. “Hi!” He said to me. “Can I help you?”

I swallowed my fears, trying to summon the necessary confidence to pop the question. “Actually, yes.” I managed to say, my voice cracking. “I could use a hug.” I smiled again and pointed at my shirt where the words “Free Hugs!” were still printed in broad strokes.

He blinked, but then seemed to accept the idea easily enough. He came around the table full of shirts, arms opening. I lowered my arms and the next thing I knew I was being held, his hands rubbing my back, squeezing me. His chest pressed tight against mine and as our bodies came together, the pressure on the spikes doubled, pushing the sharp plastic tines deep into my boobs.

I groaned, mostly from the pain, closing my eyes as I struggled not to say or do anything that would alert this poor man to my sexual issues. He let go a moment later, still grinning. “Better?” He asked.

I nodded, my face a mask. My breasts were not better. Not by a long shot. I wanted nothing more than to reach up, grab my shirt and lift it, exposing my bra, just so I could pull the damn thing away from my tits. I gave him a wooden smile and was just about to answer him when something horrible happened. 

“Yes. Thank you,” I managed to squeak as the silicone covered phallus in my pussy began cranking around in tight circles. Kari, who was in possession of the Rotating Venus Penis’ control remote, must have turned on the secondary function. So not only was the toy between my legs vibrating on low, it was now corkscrewing around in my depths, churning me into a froth. My slit tightened up dramatically around the small cock inside me, quivering with intense excitement. The pressure went up dramatically.

I turned and hurried away from my hugger, back to Kari, who evidently was paying more attention to me and my antics than the clothing. I stomped up to her, trying to ignore the new and very intense stimulation going on between my thighs, and I glared up at her.

“That was mean!” I accused. 

She cocked her head. “In what way?”

“I was talking to that man!” 

“So? You’re a nympho humiliation pain slut. I’m trying humiliate you.”

I clenched my teeth. “He might have realized I’m stuffed and vibrating!”

Kari held up a finger. “And corkscrewing too. Don’t forget that.”

“How the fuck can I?” I demanded. 

Kari grinned. “Well, you’ve got fifty more hugs to go. And I’m going to turn up the RVP a level after each ten. Do you think you’ll cum soon? I like the idea of putting the guillotine clamps on your nipples before you blow someone.”

I didn’t even know how to respond to that. But she was right. I wasn’t thinking tactically. The longer I took to get through the sixty hugs, the more aroused I was going to get. I had to pick up the pace. Dramatically. 

I let out a frustrated breath. “You don’t know how much these hurt,” I said gesturing to my breasts.

Kari gave me a frank look. “On the contrary, I wore them all day yesterday.”

My eyes widened. “What?”

She nodded. “Yesterday I had them in my bra. All day. I wanted to make sure that you could tolerate today’s assignment.”

I blinked. “But… but… I didn’t know!”

“Quite right. I admit, it was quite uncomfortable, and very much a distraction. I didn’t get as much done as I would normally have been capable of. I found the pins to be quite sharp. However, there was little damage, other than a series of dark red marks by the end of the day.”

I frowned at her, just a little appalled. “You didn’t have to do sixty hugs,” I said bitterly.

Kari shrugged. “I hugged you four times, and I hugged Robert six. While that is not the full sixty you will be experiencing, I wore the spiked pads for eleven hours. You will wear them only as long as it takes to get sixty hugs.” She looked up thoughtfully. “Unless you cum. Then you’ll wear the pads a bit longer.”

“You’re trying to make me cum,” I hissed.

She gave me a look, like I was an idiot or something. “Of course, I am. I’m your sadistic mistress. It’s my job.” She took a deep breath. “I have no problem with you dragging this out. Eventually I’ll get to inflict a much worse pain on your nipples than those spikes. And you’ll endure it until someone squirts a nice load of cream down your throat.” She looked at the shirt I was wearing thoughtfully. “I wonder if the shirt will be able to cover the guillotine clamps properly.”

Now that frightened me. Walking around the mall with the guillotine clamps on my breasts? I’d look fucking ridiculous! She couldn’t! 

In hindsight, I should have realized she was joshing me. There would have been no way that the three-inch-long metal frames would have fit under the tight tee shirt. But in all fairness, I wasn’t exactly using my brain at that particular moment. Everything I was thinking, and feeling was between my legs, pressed against my clit, and buried in my slit. 

I needed a hug.

I walked away from Kari with a new sense of determination and admittedly it had a whole hell of a lot to do with the fact that there was four-inch-long probe swirling in offset circles through my pussy. Each spin of the RVP’s phallus turned up the heat on my pressure cooker just a tiny bit. I’m a very sensual, sensitive woman. I wandered through the store and tried to make eye contact.

I’m an introvert. If you haven’t figured that out already. I’m not exactly the life of the party. Okay… that’s not true. I usually am the life of the party. But that’s because at parties I’m usually naked, or mostly naked, and getting my brains fucked out and that always seems to be a good ice breaker. In real life however, mousy Bre oversees approaching people and that shy little fuck doesn’t do it well. I have learned, however, to compensate. And eye contact is an absolute must. If a person looks at me, and the expression on their face is a positive one (i.e. friendliness, compassion, sympathy, appreciation, jealousy, or outright lust) than I can break out of my shell and approach them. It’s about giving me an edge to prevent running into negative responses.

I wandered around, trying to look at people, to judge their attitudes. Two minutes later I managed another hug with a young woman who had laughed at my shirt and grinning, gave me a warm, loving embrace. She never realized that for me, it hurt my breasts like the dickens, and that the low-level hum she heard was going to a spinning, shaking sex toy strapped to my slit. 

I hugged another guy a minute later, trembling slightly as the spiked plastic pins dug deeply into the softness of my bosom. He seemed to sense it, asking if I were okay. I nodded, moving back toward Kari. She grinned in appreciation, having watched me, and we moved onto another store. And more hugs.

“You’re doing well,” she said. “How close are you to cumming?”

I looked over at her. “I’ve spent…” I looked down at my watch. “Thirty-five minutes being sexually stimulated, while enduring sharp pins poking my tits, and hugged nineteen people out of a required sixty. I better be able to hold off a lot longer,” I said. 

Kari laughed. “Are you telling me? Or yourself?” 

Kari is frighteningly wise. “Both,” I replied, my voice tense. “My lower half wants to cum and my brain keeps telling my pussy that cumming is a bad idea.”

Kari chuckled. “Hardly. Cumming is a wonderful idea. It will give me the opportunity to punish you.”

“This whole assignment is a punishment,” I muttered.

Kari took my arm, pulling me to a stop. “You look beautiful. You are sexy. You are desirable. Most importantly, you are allowing me to use you in a way that pleases me. Your needs, the dark ones you like to pretend don’t exist, but constantly spoil for, are being met. If this wasn’t exciting you, or wasn’t fulfilling those desires, then why are you so aroused? Why are your hips thrusting? Why do you look so sexy? Why is cumming a problem?”

“Because you’re going to hurt me!” I said.

Kari shook her head, keeping her arm in mine. “Hardly. I’m going to apply an intense sensation to your sensitive bits. You know very well that in your current state of mind that such feelings will merely intensify your own need.”

I stopped, forcing her to halt. “Kari, you said you were going to put the clamps on my nipples after I cum. As punishment.”

She grinned. “Yes, well… when you put it that way, I am going to hurt you.” She started walking again, forcing me to go along. The RVP swirled and shook inside me with every step and my pussy quivered wetly around the spinning, shaking prong. “I like hurting you. It turns me on,” she added.

I swallowed. “I know.”

She grinned, wrapped her arm around my shoulder, and gave me a hug. Except not the kind from the front. “You are amazing. Now go hug someone.”

I took a deep breath, lifted my chin, and looked down the mall’s common area. There was a man, in his middle fifties, heading right for us and our eyes met. I didn’t hesitate. I didn’t stop. I smiled and went right up to him, even as he tried to swerve around me, hesitant. He came to a stop when he realized I was deliberately blocking him.

“Can I give you a hug, sir?” I asked, my smile warm, my pussy wet, and my heart beating hard.

It surprised him, but then he smiled. He took a step forward and I wrapped my arms around him, squeezing tight, pressing my breasts into his chest, the sharp pins digging into my skin like skewers. I quivered and then… then the RVP’s vibration function moved throttled upward, moving to medium. 

Oh boy.


Hugs - Part Three
 

Kari stood next to me, mouth open, her eyes bright with excitement. We were huddled behind a rack of clothing in one of the big department stores, or more accurately – I was huddled. Kari was standing in plain view, providing a sort of shield as I shuddered uncontrollably.

“That’s it,” she hissed. “Cum for me!” 

I gritted my teeth, eyes closing as the waves of pleasure shot through my lower half. My legs were trembling, and my hips were doing this rolling dance that was half twerk and half jerk. Inside me, the RVP was spinning viciously, the vibrations at full power now, while the rotation function was still one level away from being at maximum. The good news was that I had hugged fifty people, managing to hold off way longer than I’d thought possible considering the time and the torment. And I was cumming. Hard and violent and very, very intense. Doing it in a public place had its own allure too, even though a part of me hated and feared the spectacle. I braced myself against the wall, struggling not to cry out as my body tensed, shuddered, and then shattered under the load.

The orgasm itself was powerful and wet. A splatter of juice squirted out from around the still buzzing, still stirring Rotating Venus Penis toy strapped to my cunt and my skirt either sopped up the flow, or it went trickling down my thighs as my eyes began to glaze over. My breasts had stopped hurting as I’d approached my climax, the pins sticking the soft, malleable flesh only antagonizing me to greater heights. My pussy was clenched around the four-inch-long probe, loving every second as it corkscrewed around in my slit like a probing finger, looking for the string of my vibroballs. Kari was loving every second of it, watching as if she were at the movies with a bag of popcorn, a large drink, and a vibrator.

And then, when it ended, I sagged against the wall like a wet noddle, energy bleeding from me like an open wound. Suddenly the RVP was too much, too intense, and I was overly sensitive. My breasts began to hurt, and way more than I expected. The sharpness of the spikes felt even worse after I exploded. I felt wrung out and wiped. So when I finally looked up, panting as if I’d just run a mile in high heels, only to find Kari holding one of the guillotine clamps in her hand, you can understand why I felt just a tad bit overwhelmed.

“Punishment time,” she said, smiling. 

“Oh my God,” I whispered. 

Kari held out the clamp. “I’m going to be generous and not put these on until we are in private with your gentleman. With that in mind, please be explicit when you offer your mouth to someone, so that they understand that this is a punishment, and that I am here to witness it.”

I gulped, a sense of utter shame hitting me. She had to be kidding. I couldn’t tell someone that! I straightened up, my sense of balance seemingly disrupted by the massive orgasm, and I might have stumbled slightly. Kari caught me and led me forward as I looked out at the store in a daze. I wanted the RVP off. I wanted the spikes out of my bra. I wanted to go back to the car and collapse. I wanted the fucking high heels off. I wanted to be at home, in gym shorts and a sweatshirt, eating ice cream and watching NCIS. 

But then, in my head, mousy Breanne got pushed down onto the sofa and I watched as fuckslut Bre stood over her. For a second the two girls looked at each other. Then fuckslut Bre began ripping off mousy Bre’s clothes. The gym shorts were torn away from mousy Bre’s pussy, and the dominatrix began whipping mousy Bre’s pussy with a leather sap. I expected mousy Bre to scream and fight, to pull away. But then she gasped, opened her legs wide, and began cumming as the leather splattered her little cunt open.

Okay. My head is seriously fucked up. Enough of that shit.

I took a deep breath and managed to pull myself together, ignoring the spikes, the spinning, the vibrations, the ache of my calves and feet, and began looking for a guy to blow. Inside the department store I might have more available locations for a clandestine fellatio session, but the number of potential cocks was reduced dramatically. Most of the sales staff were female. Even in the men’s clothing section. Every minute I spent walking around the place, followed by a cruel dominatrix and being tormented by the RVP was another tick against the possibility of me cumming again. I was quite aware of the fact that “slippery slope” metrics were being used against me. Now that I’d cum the first time, the likelihood of me being worked right back into the same state even quicker was much greater. And since I am multi-orgasmic and tend to get even more turned on by the oversensitivity of my clit, Kari’s decision to leave the RVP spinning and shaking in my pussy, even after my previous explosion, was totally understandable.

And I was already halfway up the mountain to round number two. 

I almost fell I stopped so quickly, spotting a young man off to the side. I wasn’t sure if he was shopping, or stocking, but he looked handsome and was wearing a suit. That made him either a lawyer, or a salesclerk and I turned quickly and headed toward him without a moment’s hesitation. Kari followed along behind me like a ghost, her eyes studying us both. 

I made my approach and was grateful to see the name tag: Josh. Nametags meant employee, and while many of them might have been concerned about losing their job or some shit like that, more importantly it meant that I might have an outside chance of convincing him that he needed to pull his trousers down for me.

“Hi,” I said briefly, more because I was in a hurry. “My name is Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.” The words just tumbled out of my mouth. His eyes widened at my spiel. “I’m on an assignment and I need a cock to suck. Would you be willing to help a girl out?” 

His eyes snapped up to Kari, who had moved up behind me. “I’m her mistress. She’ll need you to put these on her tits while she’s sucking you off.” She held up the two guillotine clamps.

Poor Josh. He went from “deer in the headlights” to “frightened chick scurrying around, trying to escape the farmer.” He looked back and forth between us, trying to reconcile the information we’d just imparted. I glared at Kari, snatched the clamps out of her hands and tried to shoo her away. 

“Sorry about that,” I said with a sigh as Kari turned and moved a discreet distance. “She’s a mother hen.” 

Josh just stared at me, still too flabbergasted to say anything. I gave him another smile. “I’m stuffed with a vibrator that shakes and spins. Want to see it?”

He blinked. I took a step back and lifted my skirt to show him the pretty purple butterfly strapped to my slit. I only flashed him for a second. Then I lowered the elastic material of my skirt, gave him another grin, and got close. “Want to feel it vibrating?” I asked. 

He still just stood there. I took his hand and dragged it down to my groin. He let me, feeling the vibrations.

“Are you for real?” He asked finally.

I laughed. “Yes. But we need to hurry. I want to suck your cock. Is there a place we can do it?”

He looked around, obviously thinking. “The changing room?” He finally asked. I shrugged. I’d been in this store’s changing rooms. Both the women’s and men’s. 

“We might be able to get away with that,” I said. “But wouldn’t the family bathroom be a better choice?” He thought about it, then nodded. “I’m going to head right over there. You come a minute later. I’ll leave the door unlocked. Okay?” He nodded again so I give his hand a squeeze, then wandered away, seemingly on my own. The bathroom suite was just fifty feet or so on the other side of a center island, near one of the exits, and I turned down the hall and went right on into the center bathroom.

The sign had been changed. Now it said “Transgender.” 

What the fuck?

I considered this, buzzing and quivering and getting stirred. I’m not a terribly political person, and I generally adopt the attitude of fuck and let fuck. But if you’ll allow me just a moment of contemplation. So, let’s say there is a person who feels that the gender they were born with doesn’t work for them. I understand that intellectually, even if I can’t really empathize with the idea personally. (Very girl here. Having a cock and testosterone sounds like a curse.) Let’s say this person begins behaving differently. Dressing more how they feel. So, wouldn’t they LOOK like the gender they feel is them, rather than the gender they are? And wouldn’t it just be easier to go into the bathroom of the gender you’re dressed as? I mean, I’ve been going into the women’s restroom my entire freaking life and I’ve never, not once, been asked if I’m a girl, or if someone could check my genitals to check to see if I’ve got a ding dong instead of wet sinkhole. 

Of course, I’ve been in the men’s restroom hundreds of times and proved myself decidedly female each occurrence by showing off said “wet sinkhole.” So maybe I’m the wrong person to be commenting on this.

I don’t know. It just seems trivial. If you’re a guy and you dress like a woman to go into the women’s restroom so you can take illegal pictures of other women, then that is just as illegal as if I went into the women’s restroom and took illegal pictures of guys. It’s taking the pictures that’s illegal. Or assaulting the other person. Not dressing like someone of the opposite gender. And hey… did someone not think about the fact that there are separate stalls in a women’s restroom? It’s not like I invite people in with me…

Oh. Um… actually, I’ll just shut up now. You know. I don’t want to be hypocritical. 

I opened the door to the transgender bathroom and found it empty and dark. I went in and found a spacious, single toilet room that probably had once been meant for parents. In fact, there was still a diaper changing table on the wall for trans-infants or something. I set the clamps down on the vanity by the sink and peeled the tee shirt asking for hugs right off.

The mirror revealed a pretty, cute, redhead girl with haggard eyes, ringed with dark eyeliner, heavy mascara, and scarlet eyeshadow. I looked erotic, exotic, and quixotic. With questing fingers, I pulled my bra away from my breasts, pulled free the pads, and gasped in utter relief. I groaned as I cupped my boobs, and I was just in the process of pulling off my bra when the door opened.

Josh stuck his head in, saw me half naked at the sink and almost retreated until I grinned and waved him in. He stepped into the bathroom and locked the door behind him, staring at my chest. I realized I had pulled the bra away and my tits looked… well… 

“I’m not contagious. I promise,” I assured him ruefully. I lifted one of the spiked pads sitting on the counter and showed him. “Kari has been torturing me all morning.” I put the pad down, watching his face as he took that in. My breasts were both covered in red dots and the only thing supporting my explanation was the pattern. I glanced down. Criminy. My boobs looked like a measles factory. The little red indentations were deep and sore. “Here,” I said, trying to encourage him. “I could use a bit of a rub. Would you mind?” I took a step closer to him, grabbed his hands and set them both on my tits. 

The second Josh’s hands were on my breasts everything changed between us. He lost his nervousness, I felt better, and the tension was gone. I groaned as he began to massage my bosom and for a moment, I thought about sticking my head out the door and shouting for Kari to give me the fucking Icy Hot. 

I didn’t though. 

Josh spent a good three or four minutes kneading my boobs as I leaned back against the vanity, moaning. Then he went in for a taste and a moment later his tongue was lapping at my pierced nipples as his fingers played with the padlock beneath it. I felt a shiver run down my spine, find my pussy, and encourage it to throttle the RVP. I swallowed, trying to get some control, and realized I needed to move things along.

“Please? Please? I want you in my mouth,” I said softly.

Josh lifted his head from my breast and nodded. I pushed him back up against the far wall. I sank to my knees and shamelessly used the bra and the “Free Hugs” tee shirt to pad the floor. Then it was just a simple matter to unbutton his pants, tug the belt open, pull aside and down some material, and get a good hard look at the hard shaft pointing straight at my nose. 


Hugs - Part Four

For the record, I am a good cocksucker. Meaning that I have years of practice and have logged hundreds of inches. I’ve sucked long ones, thick ones, short ones, fat ones, thin ones, small ones, and everything in between. I prefer sucking cock when the men are laying down, since that seems to be more erotic for them. I like sucking men who don’t touch me while I’m servicing them. While I don’t mind being skullfucked, the idea is for me to make them cum. Not to be a mobile, human fuck hole to be used roughly. I have skills. Talent even. I know how to hold a man by the balls and literally suck the freaking cum right out of him. I do it gently. Intensely. And thoroughly.

So when I went down on Josh, please understand that this was the act of a professional cocksucker. 

I started out with both hands, one cupping his scrotum and the other surrounding the base of his shaft. Then I spent a good minute or so licking just the tip, all while basically tickling his balls with just my fingernails. I waited until I felt him tighten up before I began the process of going up and down his prick with my mouth, sucking and licking, slurping a little too. When he was moaning dramatically, I changed things up, using my hand to pump his dick, all while sucking too, so that he couldn’t really tell where my mouth started and my hand ended. It was just one, long, wet hole. His breathing grew labored and I felt his fingers caressing my head. I was really getting into when I suddenly remembered something.

Ha. Did you forget too?

I yanked my head back. “Oh fuck! The clamps!” I blurted out.

Josh’s eyes snapped open and I realized he was way closer than I had realized. His face was flushed and his eyes almost glazed. I grimaced, realizing I was losing the advantage, so I stood up quickly, turned and grabbed the guillotine clamps off the sink, and turned back toward him.

“I forgot! This is supposed to be a punishment. Would you put these on me?”

Josh stared at me, his wet dick hanging out. I understood how he felt. The RVP was doing similar things to me. We looked at each other, both of us desperate, both of us wanting something slightly different. He licked his lips, then reached out and took the first clamp. 

“Just… uh… set it over my nipple,” I explained, “and then pinch the clamp open. Once it’s on, you turn the key on the end and it will pull my nipple outward.” 

Josh let out a puff of air. “I get it,” he said, clearly focused. He set the frame of the guillotine clamp over my areola, the pierced nipple of my left breast in the very center. Then he tried to get the clover clamp on the tiny bud itself. That wasn’t as easy. I reached up, and holding the frame, let him use two hands to get the blasted pincer on my tit. 

“Owww,” I whined. 

“Are you okay?” He asked, concerned. I nodded and then hissed a little.

“Hurts, but then, it’s supposed to. Right? Now crank the key until my nipple is all stretched out.”

He stared at my boob and then started cranking the key at the top of the clamp. The clover began retracting. And retracting. And retracting, until I gasped, pain shooting down through my tit from the tip. The pincers closed even tighter and it felt like needles being driven into the point. 

“Oh my God,” I whispered. 

“Is that… too much?” He asked.

I quivered. “Just… just one more turn of the key,” I replied, thinking of Kari’s opinion and undoubtedly proving that fuckslut Bre is the girl in my head that I listen too. Mousy Bre was too busy on the couch getting her pussy whipped. 

Josh cranked the key a bit more and the pain intensified. I brought up the other guillotine, pressing it to my right breast as agony radiated down my body from my bosom. I was trembling, way more than before, and it had nothing to do with arousal. At least, I didn’t think it did. Much. Josh clipped the clover clamp to my nipple, behind the piercing, the padlock not getting in the way at all. Then he began turning the key until my right breast looked much like the left one. Stretched, pinched, and clearly hurting.

And with that, I sank back down and took Josh into my mouth. 

Realistically, the pain didn’t do diddly-squat to increase my cocksucking skills, and if I might venture an opinion, the clamps on my tits might have even hampered my ability to bring oral pleasure. That said, I suspect that the intense breast torture served an important purpose – that of reducing my ability to suck a man off, which would lengthen the amount of time I was on my knees getting the bejezzus squeezed out of my breasts. My nipples were throbbing hard, and that was a distinctly unpleasant feeling, but when combined with cock down my throat, and the buzzing, swirling, churning sensation of the RVP, became more than tolerable. I wrapped my hands around Josh and in time honored tradition, began deepthroating his full length. 

When Josh came, I was ready and I swallowed like a good little fuckslut. Ribbons of white froth shot out of him and I caught every drop, drinking my milkshake through his straw like a hungry child. And when he slumped against the wall, I continued to lick and suck on his rapidly softening dick until he pulled away.

“That was… that was…” 

I wiped the back of my hand across my lips. “Delicious,” I declared. I stood up and gave him a smile. “I know you have to get back to work. Thank you so much for helping me out.” I said quickly.

He shook his head, grinning. “No. I mean you were the one who…” he started to say, blathering on and on about how awesome I was, what a good cocksucker I was, and how much he liked how my tits looked in the clamps. Me? I just wanted him to leave.

“Josh? I need to pee,” I finally said. He blinked. 

“Oh! Sorry!” He blurted out, his face blushing. He got his pants back together as I stood there, tits hurting like hell, until he finally unlocked the door, gave me a smile, and left me alone. The door shut quickly and the second it did I let out a sob of anguish.

“Oh, my fucking God!” I managed to whimper. Then the door opened again.

“Good,” declared Kari as she stepped into the bathroom, locking the door behind her. “I was almost afraid that you wouldn’t wear them.” She gave my breasts a hard look. “Do they hurt?”

I leaned against the vanity. “Oh God,” I whispered, my arms coming up under my tits. 

Kari took a deep, appreciative breath. “Well, now that you’ve blown someone, I suppose those have to come off so we can put your bra back on.” She reached up and began uncranking the key on the left guillotine. A second later I burst into tears as the blood rushed back into the crushed and pulled nipple. It was utter agony and I clapped a hand to my chest as she began to do the same thing on the other side.

Blubbering with the pain of it, Kari managed to free my breasts and I realized that I really, really didn’t want to have to wear those things again. Not for any reason. The punishment was far crueler than I’d expected. Kari reached down to the floor and picked up my bra and tee shirt, shaking them out and handing them to me. 

“Please…” I whispered, sniveling. “Please can I have a break?”

“Why?” Kari asked. “You’ll just cum again. Is that what you want?”

I shook my head violently. 

“Then put your bra back on,” she ordered, holding out the halter. I took it, my hands trembling, my nose running, and with an almost fearful terror, pulled it back down over my head. 

The expectation of it hurting was worse than the reality though, and the soft cotton only made my breasts ache. It wasn’t until Kari picked up the first of the spiked pads, pulled the front of my bra out, and slipped the damn thing back in, that I began to wonder about my sanity. How could anyone be so accepting of such physical abuse? And for that matter, how could anyone get off on being so cruel? The pins dug into my already crushed, stretched, burning nipple and Kari settled the bra back into place with a self-satisfied sigh.

“There we go,” she said. “Now put your shirt on. You have to hug twenty more people.”

Twenty. Twenty more. Not ten. Twenty. Not sixty. But seventy in total. I blinked tears out of my eyes and struggled to put my hands in the shirt. Kari had to help me, dressing me as if I were only a few years old. She pulled it down over my chest and I let out a whimpering cry of distress, my nipples hurting in ways that I can’t even really described. It was like someone had taken the tips of my breasts, closed them in a vice, burned them with a blowtorch, and was now slicing them into pieces. Oh, my fucking God they hurt!

Kari kissed me and I felt her tongue on my cheek. “I like the taste of your tears,” she said softly. “Ten more hugs and I’ll turn the Rotating Venus Penis to full power. Then you can do the last ten.”

“I don’t know if I can,” I blubbered. 

“Of course, you can!” Kari said. “Here. Let me check you.” Then, much to my shock, she reached down and lifted the front of my skirt. The RVP was rumbling fast and she pressed her hand against it, mashing the base against my petals, against my clit, and moving the cock inside me even deeper.

I stiffened, gasping. My eyes widened. 

“See?” Kari whispered. “You’re nothing but a fuckslut who deserves to have her cute little clit rubbed until she can’t think straight. Go on. Thrust against me. You want to, don’t you?”

My hips jerked forward. I don’t know why. I didn’t do it. Okay. I did. Involuntarily. Voluntarily. I don’t know! It just happened! I grit my teeth, pumping now, hard against her. She was rubbing my pussy with the Rotating Venus Penis and I was grinding. Her fingers dipped beneath the butterfly, along my petals, smearing the copious amount of juices around. I quivered, violently, especially when she found my clitoris, sparing it from the vibrations, but rubbing it instead. My loins did a herky jerky dance and I grabbed her arm.

“Kari! No!” I hissed.

She laughed and pulled her hand out from under the RVP. Her fingers were wet and she licked at them. “Delicious,” she said. “Are you ready for the last hugs? Because if you do twenty more, I’ll make you cum so hard your brain will explode.”

I didn’t think my brain was in any condition to detonate. But whatever. I gulped and nodded roughly. “Let’s go,” I muttered. I smoothed my skirt down as she picked up the guillotine clamps. They went back into her purse. She opened the door, unlocking it as she did, and we stepped back out into the hall. I could feel the spinning, shaking, swirling intensity of the toy inside me and I wondered if I was going to make it. Could I manage twenty more hugs before I popped a second time?

Kari took my head and led me back out into the mall.


Hugs - Part Five

I wasn’t going to make it. I wobbled ahead of Kari, my high heels seeming to wiggle dangerously with every step. My vision was blurred and everything seemed too bright, too loud, and too intense. My body was burning, a cacophony of aches and pains that seemingly erupted from odd parts, a sort of orbiting debris that only shadowed the fire flowing through my veins. My hips were moving on their own, and not in time with the stumbling steps I made as I searched for the next guy to hug. Instead, the corkscrewing churn of the RVP was turning my pussy into a swollen river of lust that demanded satisfaction in the most humiliating way possible. 

Kari was being both unhelpful and difficult. Her teasing voice went past my head. “Just three more,” she was saying. “But don’t hurry. I love the idea of you having to give someone another blow job.” I knew that’s what she wanted, but I struggled against the memory of the guillotine clamps. I couldn’t face that. Not again.

Right?

I was panting and undoubtedly looking a little wild as I struggled along in my white “Free Hugs” tee shirt. The black mini skirt had ridden up my thighs, the wetness seeping down almost to my knees, the scent of my extreme arousal about as obvious as the sharp, loud buzzing of the two motors spiraling me into orgasmic extremes. Had I been more acutely aware, I’d have realized that the little purple butterfly cupping my pussy was in view. 

“Hug?” I blurted out to a guy we were passing. He gave me a look, and not the kind I liked. It was fraught with suspicion, not lust, and I could see him wondering what drug I was high on. He shook his head and walked past me, not even realizing that he could have thrown me down on the floor, fucked my brains out, and I would have thanked him for it. I let out a high-pitched whine, my hands trembling as Kari watched me self-destruct. 

“If you are going to succeed, you’ll need more control,” she said softly in my ear. “Seduce them. Smile. You look like you’re falling apart.”

“I’m exploding,” I said, my voice both loud and soft at the same time. The pitch changed as well, my voice merely echoing the strain and pressure affecting me. 

“Really?” Kari said excitedly. “Are you going to cum again? Fantastic!” She grinned. “I can’t wait to put the guillotine clamps on your tits!” 

I gritted my teeth and turned away from her. I looked around and marched into the nearest store. My chest heaved, the sharp pins still digging into my nipples, the soft material around them, all the way out in four-inch circles. I walked straight up to the first clerk I saw, a sweet young girl in her early twenties. 

“Please? Please? I need a hug!” I told her breathlessly.

She looked at me crazily. “Uh… are you okay?”

I shook my head back and forth. “Definitely not. I’m falling apart.” I blubbered. Tears swam in my vision and it was everything I could do not to jam my buzzing pussy against the corner of the display table and just hump it. The clerk came around the side, a concerned look on her face. 

“Hey, what’s wrong?” She asked me. She wrapped an arm around me and I turned into her. Her chest pressed against mine and the sharp pins dug into my breasts. I gasped, quivering. “What’s that noise?” She asked me, looking down at my skirt.

“I… I…” I stammered, then I fled, turning away from her, lurching away from her. Across the aisle was another person. I didn’t even check to see if they were female or male. 

“Can I have a hug? Please?” I begged, the words rushing out of my mouth.

An older lady. Mid-forties. She looked at me in concern. “What’s wrong sweetheart? Are you okay?”

I felt it. The orgasm. Oh my God. It was cumming. Hard and fast. Way worse than the one I’d had before. This one was going to knock me off my feet. And I was so close! So very close! I burst into tears. 

“Oh Goodness! Don’t cry! It’s fine!” The clerk said, grabbing me and hugging me. “Ssshhh, baby! Just tell us what’s wrong!” 

Kari moved in swiftly. “Breanne? My God! Are you alright?” She said, gushing with concern. She looked at the salesclerks. “I’m her friend. I’ll take her. Bre? Bre darling? Are you okay?” She wrapped her arm around my shoulders and began leading me out of the store. I trembled violently. I wasn’t going to be able to hold it off. It was already starting.

I twisted and looked at Kari. “I’m…I’m cumming!” I said, way too loudly, especially since the two clerks were sort of watching and following us. “It’s almost here!” 

Kari licked her lips, a look of indecision on her face. “Breanne, you are so close,” she said softly. “You’ve gotten sixty-nine hugs. If you cum now, you’ll have to do eleven more.” She stroked my cheek as I stiffened. “And you’ll have to suck another cock and wear the clamps.”

“The clamps,” I whispered. “They hurt so much!” I shuddered. 

Then her eyes softened. She looked at me and sighed. Then, she wrapped her arms around me and drew me against her. “Cum,” she whispered. “Seventy hugs.” And she squeezed me tight.

The dam burst. In a loud, obnoxious voice, I called out, right there at the front of that clothing store, “Oh my God! I’m cumming!” Kari dragged me off to the side, behind a rack of clothing (not that it did much good) as I jittered and jerked, hips pumping madly as my body seemed to fall apart. Cum seemed to spurt out from behind the butterfly and I jammed my loins into Kari’s leg, humping her knee madly. I squeezed her back, pressing and mashing my breasts against her. Pain shot through my chest, went down to my pussy, tripled the intensity of the orgasm, and raced back up to my head. I let out a wild keening noise as my vision darkened and I clung to Kari, my heart pounding, my breath raspy and wild. Tears poured down my face, but in relief, not terror, and I jammed a knuckle into my mouth, muffling the cry. Energy surged through me and I felt like flying. Like screaming. Like ripping off my clothes to go running naked through the world. 

And then it slowed and stopped. 

I didn’t even realize Kari had turned off the Rotating Venus Penis until I slumped against her. The rush of adrenaline faded and I felt more tired than I’ve ever felt in my entire life. I sagged and she caught me, a look of satisfaction and concern on her face. Slowly, she pulled me up. “Come on. I think our welcome has worn out here.” 

I glanced back. The older clerk was looking at us with serious disapproval and the other girl, was at the register, looking at us, lifting the phone. I nodded and struggled to walk forward with Kari. My feet weren’t moving right for some reason. Kari half pulled me out of the store and she turned us in the direction we’d come from. A dozen steps later she tugged me into another clothing store, one that wasn’t our usual cup of tea. Supporting me, she walked me to the back, and when it looked like we were alone, she lifted my shirt up, dipping her fingers into my bra. 

“Here, you don’t need these anymore,” she said swiftly. The spiked pads came out of my sports bar and I whimpered as the sharp spikes finally came out. A spot of red on the white plastic caught my attention, as it did Kari, and she looked at it worriedly. “The changing room. Quick.” 

I managed to make it there while she grabbed a strange looking shirt off a rack, carrying it with her. Then she pushed me in, telling me loudly to try it on. Then she leaned against the door. “Take off your shirt and bra. I want to make sure you’re okay.”

The changing room had a bench and I collapsed into it. I felt weak. My body ached and I longed to remove the RVP. I just didn’t have anywhere to put it. Slowly I reached up and lifted my shirt, pulling it off. I didn’t see any red, so I pulled up my bra, staring at myself in the mirror.

Kari knocked on the door. “Breanne? Bre? Are you okay?” She sounded worried. 

I checked my breast. There. On the left boob, just under the nipple. One of the spikes must have moved sideways somehow, tearing my skin. The cut wasn’t deep and the tiny trickle of blood had already dried. There wasn’t even any on the bra. I reached over to the stall handle and cracked the door. Kari peeked in. 

“Bre?” 

I lifted my left arm and showed her. Kari sighed in relief. “Thank God,” she said earnestly. “That’s nothing.” I nodded grimly. For a moment neither of us said anything. Then I looked up at her.

“Thank you,” I said softly.

Kari looked down at me and the outpouring of utter love that came through in that moment made my toes curl. She literally adored me. I could tell. It was so powerful that it made me gulp, just a little startled. Then she smiled. “Well, it seemed the right thing to do. Obviously. I mean, I hadn’t gotten a hug, so at that moment, you know… me being the seventieth seemed…”

I gave her a confused look. “Huh?” I asked. “That’s not what I mean,” I said. “Though, I appreciate that hug too.” I shook my head and started putting the bra back on. “Thank you for the orgasms. They were incredible.”

Kari’s eyes widened and she grinned. “You know, I’ve tortured you today, and the only thing you have to say to me is thank you.”

I smiled back. It felt good. 

Kari sighed. “Come on. Put your bra and shirt back on. We’ll get some drinks. Maybe lunch. Then we’ll head back to the office.” 

I pulled the shirt down over my head and a moment later followed Kari back out into the mall.

***

Two hours later Kari popped the trunk of her convertible and I started loading the bags into the back of the car. She’d bought my daughter several outfits, all of them cute, while I’d gotten a new blouse that desperately needed the unbought undershirt it was supposed to come with. Even the clerk had been confused when Kari said I didn’t need the undergarments. I’d been watered and fed, and while my feet ached, I had to admit that my breasts were only sore. My pussy, which was still stuffed with the RVP, even if it was off, was achy. In short, Kari had taken care of practically every single one of my needs, from the burning desperation of sexual want, to food and drink. She’d clothed me and my family. 

It was time to pay her back.

“Kari?” I asked, as she climbed into the driver’s seat.

“Yes, darling?” 

I took a deep breath. “You’ve been wonderful to me.”

Kari rolled her eyes. “Breanne, please. You’re precious to me. I can afford to take care of you.”

I shook my head. “No. That’s not what I mean.” I lifted the “Free Hugs” tee shirt and then right there, sitting in the parking garage, pulled the sports bra up. My red speckled breasts plopped down into view and Kari’s eyes widened. My heartbeat suddenly picked up and I felt a rush of nervousness.

“Would you please punish me? I need the guillotine clamps on. And maybe the RVP?” 

Kari looked at me. “But… why?”

I smiled. I wanted to tell her it was because I’m a fuckslut. Because I want to cum again. Because mousy Breanne is tied up in the bed, her legs spread open, getting hammered by dominatrix Bre. Because the pain of the clamps and the humiliation of being seen while driving down the freeway, my tits out in plain view, would supercharge my orgasm. Because I crave pain and pleasure. Because I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and you’re a fucking sadistic dominatrix.

“Because I love you and I want to make you as happy as you make me.”

Kari sucked in a breath. She stared down at my breasts and I saw her lick her lips. She slid her hand into her purse and I felt the movement start up. Between my legs. The vibration function coming to life. Then the probe, the four-inch-long dick, began to turn, stirring me back up. I let out a breathless, hungry moan.

“It’s going to hurt,” she warned, pulling out the guillotine clamps. “You’ll have to wear them all the way back to the office.

“Okay,” I told her.

She positioned the first one over my right breast, much more competent and quicker than poor Josh the salesclerk. Her hands moved quickly as my pussy tingled and twitched and my hips began to thrust in small circles. The clover clamp bit down and I whimpered, pain shooting through my breast again. She turned the key, stretching my nipple out until I gripped the seat, teeth clenched, keening hard.

“The other one now,” she warned me. I nodded, hurting too much to really care.

Except, I cared a second later as my other nipple was suddenly clamped and pulled outward. My breast ached badly and I shuddered. Kari seemed to notice and then the RVP moved up to medium, both functions increasing pace and strength. I gasped, shuddering, the pleasure equalizing with the pain, both sensations combining. 

“Perfect,” Kari said. She looked down at my clamped, stretched tits, grinning. Then she put the convertible into gear and backed up. As she rotated the wheel, I looked over at her, my pussy quivering with refreshed need, my breasts bouncing, my nipples throbbing with agony.

“Kari? What will you do to me if I explode?” I asked simply.

She laughed. “How could you possibly explode? You had two massive orgasms! Even what I’m doing to you now shouldn’t push you over the edge, right?”

I stared at her, not staring anything. She looked at me, shocked.

“I’ll punish you. You’ll be forced to keep the guillotine clamps on your nipples as you lick my clit and I explode,” she said softly. 

For a moment we sat there. The two of us. And then mousy Breanne got up from where fuckslut Bre was thrusting a dildo steadily into her cunt. She climbed out of my psyche, and down into my entire body, where her nipples throbbed and her pussy gushed. She swept her brown hair out of her makeup less eyes and smiled.

“Then you better turn the Rotating Venus Penis up to full then,” she teased Kari. “Because I want to cum.”

Way to go, mousy Bre!

And Kari, best friend, lover, boss, and dominatrix, did just that. 

Kari, for this assignment, Breanne should be dressed in a mini skirt and a shirt that says, "Free Hugs". The tee shirt will encourage her to wear a utilitarian bra. High heels are fine. For her toy, please have her pussy stuffed with the RVP. She also needs the old tack pads for her bra. Lastly, you might wish to bring along her vibrating anal beads, and a variety of nipple clamps. 

Breanne should be taken to a public venue and the tack pads inserted into her bra. The RVP has two functions and three settings. At the start of the assignment, select either function and turn it to low. Breanne then is forbidden orgasm until she has hugged sixty 60 people. After every ten hugs, the RVP should be turned up one level. 

Breanne will increasingly resist hugging strangers, mostly due to the embarrassment factor, but also because it will hurt her nipples. However, the fact that she will be allowed to cum when finished, will encourage her to hug. 

If Breanne cums before hugging the required number of people, she should be punished with the vibrating anal beads, and the addition of a blowjob after each set of additional ten hugs. Additional orgasms should result in a spanking, and having her nipples viciously clamped during the blowjobs. 


Punishment Timer

My entire body was rigid with strain as my eyes looked past Julie to the small egg timer sitting on the coffee table next to her. Small grains of sand trickled down and I tried to stifle the thin, reedy wail coming from between my teeth. My bare feet were kicking wildly and the leather straps holding my legs down and apart creaked. Julie sat there though, rather focused, her tongue sticking out from between her lips, as she held the bristles of the motorized toothbrush against my clit.

I groaned, or maybe whined. I'm not sure. Regardless, I watched in breathless anticipation as the last grain finally fell and I blurted out the words that had been percolating around in my head for practically the entire three minutes.

"It's done!" I squealed. "Stop! Please stop!"

Julie pulled the brush away from my dripping, exposed slit and turned the motor off. Her grin made it clear she was enjoying the twitching shudders going through my bound form and she set the brush down. She reached out and touched the sole of my foot, a light caress, and ran her fingers up my leg, over the straps, and right to the sopping wet and pink petals of my gash. 

"That's four," she said brightly, sticking two fingers into me. I heard the squelching noise of being penetrated, then felt it as a sudden and overwhelming pleasure that cut through the residual over-sensitization of my clitoris. The scent of mint was swallowed by the aroma of arousal and Julie fucked me slowly and methodically with her hand.

"This must be driving you crazy," she observed, continuing the steady in and out movement. I let my head lag to the side, taking the opportunity to relax. It wasn't like I was about to cum. 

Probably.

She glanced down at my sex. "Your clit is starting to look like raw hamburger. How does it feel?"

I blinked. "You've spent twelve full minutes holding what amounts to an abrasive vibrator against it. How do you think it feels?" I retorted.

She shrugged. "Not my fault you fucked up the assignment."

"It was rigged," I muttered. Still, the expectation of responsibility was there, and I had deliberately sort of accidentally had a few too many unauthorized orgasms. Getting my clit rubbed with the motorized toothbrush, with a generous dollop of winter mint toothpaste on it, was meant to be my just desserts. Intense, almost agonizing stimulation. And Julie promised that if I survived each of the six, three-minute rubs without cumming, then she'd give me the opportunity afterward.  Of course, there was a threat too. If I exploded, the leather sap was sitting there right next to me on the couch, waiting for Julie’s well-trained hands.

I let out another groan, my cunt spasming around her fingers. There was nothing I could do to stop her. My hands were bound behind my back and she had unfettered access. She teased me mercilessly, knowing that the softer thrusts merely excited me to the point of utter idiocy.

"Just about time," she said a few minutes later, still curling her fingers in my wetness. "You ready?"

I shook my head. "No," I whispered, terrified of how it would feel. But she pulled her hand away regardless and picked up the brush. Another dollop of the toothpaste went on the bristles and she turned it on. 

"Here we go!" She said in a sing song voice, turning over the hourglass timer. I shrank back as far as the couch and straps would let me, but it didn't help. The dental paste touched my sore, abraded clit first and began tingling. Then I felt the bristles as she pressed the brush harder. The vibrations seemed to burn and my buttocks tightened, clenching as my frayed nerves began reporting all sorts of miscellaneous bric-a-brac. Cold. Heat. Pressure. Pain. Even pleasure of a sort blasted through my pussy, tearing its way up my spine. My toes curled as my legs caught against the straps, trying to tear myself loose, just in the desire to close and protect my sensitive bits. Julie began stroking my clit heavily, worsening the shredding sensation as the bristles worked the paste into a foam around my nub, digging in under the hood.

I clenched my teeth, keening loudly, the energy of my distress escaping vocally. Julie kept at it though, fingernails on a chalkboard and howling cats, rubbing in tight circles, the bristles humming with power. My loins shook, and not in the "ooh la la yeah baby" kind of way. They shook with strain, trembling violently as my synapses overloaded. It hurt. It felt good. I wanted it to stop and to never end. My fingers tightened into fists and I screamed out in frustration, the burning bristles swirling and scraping and prickling as each solitary grain of sand slowly fell…

I almost missed it when the timer ran out. No ding or annoying beep. No, you had to watch this one. I squealed as my tortured clit burned beneath the brush and called out. "It's done, Julie! It's done!"

As before, she pulled the brush away from between my legs, but my overstimulated clit continued to tingle way beyond what I felt was a reasonable time. I shivered, not from cold, but from the extraneous energy that had built up. As I calmed down, a wave of lusty desperation swelled, cresting into a longing that I couldn’t help but express. I moaned, loudly. Acutely even. Julie gave me a wicked smile, flipped the toothbrush around, and slid the entire fucking handle right up into my pussy.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

I suppose in hindsight that it was lucky the designers anticipated a tight grip, because I tried my damnedest to shatter that thing with the rhythmic tightening of my cunt. Julie didn’t pump it, which was probably for the best considering that if she had, I’d probably have cum straight away. Instead she just left it in me, a thick full presence that did absolutely nothing to alleviate my wants. It just made things worse. 

“Pump it!” I begged. “Please?” 

Julie laughed. “That would be foolish,” she assured me. “You’d cum for certain.”

I panted loudly. “I don’t mind!” 

Her eyebrow went up. “Are you sure?” She asked. She leaned over and opened one of the drawers of the coffee table, extracting a very different tube of cream. “If you cum, I’ll be using this on your clit, instead of the toothpaste.”

Muscle cream. Fuck. That would burn like a hot cinder. “On second thought,” I whimpered. “I’ll pass.”

Julie laughed. “Right after I beat your pussy with the sap.” She tapped the leather paddle sitting next to me on the sofa. And of course, that’s when she began slowly drawing out the handle of the brush. I gasped, quivering again, and she pushed it back in. I danced on the edge of orgasm, or more accurately, she kept me on the edge of cumming like a master musician playing their instrument. My strings hummed. She must have pulled the handle of the toothbrush out of me eight or nine times, slipping it back in delicately, with agonizing slowness, until the sap spanking and muscle cream idea didn’t seem like a bad one. 

“Okay. Time for the last torment,” she told me, drawing the motorized toothbrush handle from my dripping gash a final time. “And if you make it through the full three minutes, I’ll give you the opportunity to cum without punishment.”

I nodded, just a little frantic. My pussy clenched tightly, wanting the toothbrush back in there, except on and pumping. Instead, Julie grabbed the tube of toothpaste (and yes, I double checked to make sure she wasn’t using the IcyHot.) She flipped the stupid egg timer over and the sand began falling… falling… like her hand.

The bristles were pressed to my clit. The motor rumbled and I went rigid, eyes opening wide as a sensation too intense to properly describe shot up from between my legs. It was bright and dark, heavy and light, cold and hot, burning and freezing, it was soft and hard. It was all those things, pleasure and pain, everything and nothing. My spine arched as my toes pointed and I let out a wild screech that wasn’t quite pain but wasn’t anything else either. Julie circled my clit with the brush, bubbles forming over and around my sensitive, swollen, sore clitoris. My hips bucked and she had trouble holding the brush in place. I felt it gash at my labia, spreading the toothpaste, the minty sweet cool burning, the wetness, and the hardness. Then she touched my clit again and I was on fire, burning from the inside in desperate need. It hurt. Oh my God did it hurt! It hurt so bad that I wanted more. MORE dam nit!

I’m not sure when I realized that I’d given up. Cumming was too important, too much of an imperative. I was no longer holding myself back, trying to resist. No, I’d gone full throttle, fucking and jerking and presenting my pussy for Julie’s fuckslut torment without restraint. I wanted her to do me. Whatever. Stick your fingers in. Abrade my clit. Put the burning muscle cream on. Whatever. If I got to cum…

But Julie sensed the change and reduced the intensity of her ministrations. She left me whimpering and moaning, my body shuddering with need, my internal pressures so high that I was ready to do anything, accept anything, just to cum. And when the last grain of sand fell from one part of the three minute timer to the other, signifying the end of the horrible, vicious, evil torment from my mistress, she lifted the toothbrush from my swollen clit and turned it off. The cry of chagrin, of need, that came from my throat spoke volumes.

I had to cum. My chest was heaving and I opened my eyes, staring at her. “I want to cum,” I whispered harshly. 

She looked away. “We all want that,” she assured me. “But I was told that I couldn’t do it.”

“Do what?” I asked stupidly. 

“Make you cum. I was to tease and torment you. Hurt you and punish you even. But I’m not allowed to bring you to satisfaction.”

I misunderstood. “What? I’m going to be left like this?” I practically screamed. Julie shook her head. 

“Hardly,” she retorted. She stood up, leaned over me, and pulled me upright so she could get to the bondage cuffs. Suddenly my hands were free. She let me fall back against the sofa cushions and I brought my hands down toward my pussy, totally intent on giving myself the orgasm I desperately craved. 

“Wait,” Julie said, grabbing my right hand. She used the D link clip on it and suddenly my wrist was bound to my thigh. I couldn’t get close to my pussy. I stared up at her. 

“You said I’d have the opportunity to cum!” I raged. 

Julie nodded. “I did,” she said simply. “With this.”  She held up the toothbrush. My jaw fell, mouth open, as I stared at her with awful realization. I could cum, but only with my left hand, my weak hand, and I had to use the fucking toothbrush? More torment? Oh my GOD. 

Then Julie picked up the muscle cream and to my absolute horror, put a small dollop on the bristles, and then just for good measure, another one on the handle side. She capped the tube and held out the toothbrush to me, her fingers in the middle, daring me to take it.

“How bad do you want that orgasm?” She asked me softly, tenderly. “Because if you are who I think you are, then you’ll be cumming in a minute or so, your pussy on fire, screaming in utter ecstasy.”

My breathing came in ragged wisps. “What if I’m not that person?” I asked roughly. “What if I’m someone else?”

Julie gave me a concerned look, but then her eyes softened. “Then I will accept that too,” she said. The toothbrush moved out of arm’s reach. I took a deep breath. I could see the look of disappointment on her face. But there was something that was in reach, and my questing fingers found it easily, lifting it up.

“Punish me. Hurt me. Make me cum. Please?” I begged, handing her the paddle. Julie’s eyes widened and in sudden realization, she knew what I was asking for. It was even more than she’d hoped. Her eyes flashed with sudden pride, and a craving that matched my own. 

“Are you ready?” She asked mischievously.

I nodded. “Yes. Oh, hell yes.”

She grinned and lifted the paddle. “Then let’s make you cum.” She flipped the timer over and the sand started to fall. I looked at it.

“What’s that for?” I asked, breathless, ready, dripping. 

“That’s how long I’m going to paddle your pussy.” She began slapping my slit with the paddle, softly at first, but getting firmer with each blow. “And when it runs out, I’ll flip it over again and use the toothbrush on your clit. On and on. Over and over.” The sap fell more strongly, flattening my labia, sparks of heat flying outward and upward. My free hand came up to pinch my own nipple, twisting it and playing with it. My body arched and I squirmed violently, the sap coming down hard and fast, my juices splattering as she beat my sex into a mushy paste of sexual frenzy. And then I screeched, fingers tightening on my nipple, my body crumbling as I exploded; wet, hot, wild.

When I opened my eyes again, Julie was still sitting there, a contemplative look on her face. She was holding up the timer and there were only seconds left. “You came before we got to the end,” she said in disappointment.  

Our eyes met and for a moment we just stared at each other. Then I leaned forward, took the hourglass from her hand and turned it over.  “Until the sand falls,” I said softly. Then I put it down and leaned back. I relaxed my legs, my wet, beaten sensitive pussy wet and delicate and ready. 

Julie sighed, a smile crossing her face. Then she lifted the motorized toothbrush, the tip still glistening with the muscle cream, and turned it on. 

“You,” she said lovingly. “Are fucking amazing. And fucking insane.” Then she pressed the bristles against my clit.

Until the last grain of sand fell. 


Park Punishment

Julie looked around. "Okay," she said. "This is good."

My head swiveled. We were standing in one of Houston's parks, out on the west side, closer to Katy than downtown. The sun had just dipped below the horizon and the sky was a brilliant cacophony of color; reds and blues and oranges. It was still hot and the sound of cicadas were fading into the chirping of crickets. A few late walkers, just like us, traveled the main path, though none of them had followed the two, half dressed, crazy women off onto the outer edges of the park, so we had a little bit of space. Julie patted the wooden bench she was sitting on and gave me an expectant smile.

"Take off your right flip flop," she ordered.

I blinked. "My right flip flop?" I asked, standing beside the bench.

She nodded. 

"Just my right flip flop. Not the left?"

Julie's smile got a little strained. I grinned, looking down at her.

"I'm just checking here, because shoes come in pairs, and if I have to take one off, then I might as well take both off."

Julie took a deep breath. "Breanne, take off your fucking shoe before I get pissed."

I pursed my lips, reached down, and slipped the flip flop off my right foot. It wasn’t anything special; just a simple foam sole with a plastic bit to hold it on over my toes. With my instep bared, I stood on one leg and held the shoe out to her. I was wearing a summer dress, complete with panties, though I admit that I wasn't wearing a bra. The dress was cute, even sexy, but not overly daring. I'd been surprised when Julie had agreed to let me wear it. She took my shoe, tossed it down on the bench beside her and then stood up.

"Now turn around and lift your right foot up behind your butt," she said, moving behind me. I gave her a suspicious look, but then did it. I balanced on one leg, impersonating a flamingo. I got a good view of most of the park as I looked at it from over the bench. No one was close, and the deepening shadows meant that even fewer people would be wandering over. Then she added, "and try not to be too loud." 

"Too loud?" I demanded, half twisting. "What do you..." Then something slapped the bottom of my foot with such force that I lost my balance. For a second, I thought she had hit me with my discarded flip flop, but my right foot flew downward, toes stubbing on the pavement, even as a wave of hot fire flashed across the arch, the ball, and toes. "Fuck!" I yelped, whirling to give her an accusatory look. "What the fuck?" It came out way louder than I'd intended. I think some heads might have looked our way, but no one was close enough to see what had happened. Not really. And besides, the light was fading.

"Just nine more," Julie replied as I grabbed my foot, squeezing it with my fingers. She was holding a leather sap. 

I glared at her. "What the hell was that for?" I practically hissed. It had hurt. Hell, it was still stinging. Julie shrugged. 

"It was punishment. What did you think it was for?" She swung the sap toward my face, but not to hit me, only to gesture her emphatic interest. "And then I'm going to sap your other foot too."

"So, I can't walk?" I sneered, angry. 

Julie snapped her finger back at my foot and with a rough sigh I lifted it up again, knee bent. I faced the bench though, grabbing the back and leaning over it. Julie scooted forward and grabbed my ankle. I felt her rest the sap on the soft part. It still stung. I leaned forward and grabbed the back of the bench, bracing myself. "Walking won't be your one of your worries when I'm done with your feet. Your tits will be the issue." She lifted the sap and smacked it down hard. Not quite as viciously as the first time. I jerked just a little, but she held on to my ankle and I didn't lose too much control. Then she struck again, twice in rapid succession, and I squealed, this time managing to get my foot free. 

I gasped and as I recovered my breath, I couldn't help but ask. "Why will my tits be the issue?" I breathed, twisting my ankle in a circle, the movement seeming to help mitigate the pain.

She laughed, motioning me to bring my foot back within distance of her sap. "Because I'll be spanking them next, obviously."

I blinked and stared down at her, but she gave me a look that said not to trifle with her. Stunned, I lifted my leg again and she grabbed my big toe. The sap came up and she beat out a rapid tempo as I gritted my teeth, hissing under my breath. I wanted to remind her that the bottom of my foot was not a drum set, but that seemed to be a stupid idea when she was in the middle of whacking my arches. When she was done, my right foot felt like I'd been walking across flaming hot asphalt. 

"You'll need to stand on it, obviously. You need to take the other flip flop off now."

I put my foot down, but it hurt so much that I could barely tolerate it. I hissed and then took the nearest alternative. I knelt on the bench. It was the only thing that made sense. Julie pursed her lips, then shrugged in acceptance. I kicked off the left flip flop and Julie looked down at my feet studiously. 

"The color looks good. Nice and red," she said in admiration. "Now let's beat the other one."

I winced. "What did I do?" I whimpered.

Julie laughed. "Remember five days ago? Right before your time of the month started? In the morning?" She lifted the sap and smacked my left foot. Hard.

I yelped, my toes curling. At the same time, I racked my brain. Five days was a lifetime in sexual terms for me. Since that morning I’d had sex more than a dozen times, with at least six different people of various genders, implanted a few interesting and phallic shaped objects in not one hole, but all three (though not in consecutive order. Gross.) And I’d been tormented, tortured, and punished frequently. So, it took me a while to think.

"Uh... you asked me to edge," I said, then I remembered. A sinking feeling seeped through me as my mind flittered back to that morning. Julie had ordered me to edge and instead I’d gone full cum slut, masturbating until I’d splattered my bedsheets. "And I blew it." The sap struck my left foot again. "Owww...fuck!" I hissed, glancing down at her, then once more around the park. It was next to empty, the last few pedestrians heading for the parking lot.  

"That's right," replied Julie, her fingers coming down to rub my stinging hot foot. "And you tweeted about it. You even wondered what the punishment was going to be." The sap snapped down, hitting the ball of my foot this time. I hissed, the pain shooting up my leg. "This is the punishment."

I looked back. She was gauging the distance for another blow. "And spanking the bottoms of my feet and then my breasts is the punishment?" I asked, almost fearfully. Then the sap snapped forward fast, two, then three times. Each stroke slapped against my sole, right against the arch, and the burning sting spread like fire across the bottom of my foot.

"Two more to go!" She announced, glancing around. The main path had practically emptied and if my discipline was being noticed, no one was saying anything. Besides, it was getting tough to see. There weren't any lights, at least not appreciable ones. 

I took a shuddering breath, bracing myself. I gave her a little nod and closed my eyes. The last two blows fell and only the fact that I was swirling my foot around in circles, with heat and pain radiating upward along my calf, convinced me that Julie hadn't chopped it off like a medieval executioner decapitating a prisoner. 

"Now sit down," she ordered.

Slowly, sniffling a bit, I rotated on the bench and dropped down. The bottoms of both feet hurt like the dickens and I didn't dare let them touch the ground. I held them out, suspended in mid-air, hoping that I'd be able to walk back to the car at some point. Then Julie reached up, grabbed the bodice of my dress, and yanked downward. The cotton, being cotton, stretched easily and a moment later both heavy, pink capped, pierced breasts were hanging out. I let out another shocked sound.

"Aaaahhh!" I voiced, hands shooting up, only to get blocked by Julie's arm. 

"Now, now!" She warned me. "Be a good little girl. Don't cover up."

I struggled to control my breathing and lowered my arms. Julie reached up and repositioned my dress again, so that both of my boobs were supported by the bunched-up material of the dress, now underneath them. My head swiveled around frantically, worried someone was going to get a really good view of my chest. Of course, no one was on that side of the park, and considering the lighting, they'd need to be pretty damn close to even see the pale, moon like circles. I sat there, fidgeting heavily as Julie twisted on the bench, lifting the sap. 

"Now, I don't want you to think about what I'm doing to your tits," she said simply as she moved around behind the bench. I felt her hand on my shoulder. Then the sap appeared next to my cheek and I flinched.

"You don't?" I asked, trembling. I eyed the leather paddle which was moving dangerously close to my right breast and I knew what it was going to feel like smacking me. “Why am I not supposed to think about what you’re about to do to my breasts?” My voice came with a panicky, breathless sort of shudder.

She shook her head. "Well, I am going to spank the shit out of your tits, until they’re both hot and red and heavy." She wiggled the sap in the air. "But that's really not what you should be worried about."

I blinked. "It isn't?"

She grinned. "Of course not. You need to be worried about your ass, because after I'm done spanking your boobs, I'm going to paddle your rump."

My entire body tightened at that point, especially my pussy. The ben wa balls inside me; each about an inch or so in diameter, rolled as my insides churned with tension. I couldn't help thinking about Julie's sap spanking my bottom, heat flaring across my derriere. But then my attention was drawn back to my chest as Julie grabbed hold of my right breast with her left hand, plumping it up around the base, so that the pierced and padlocked nipple was taut and extended. Then she lifted the sap with her right hand, positioned it two or three inches away and grinned.

"Put your arms and hands on the back of the bench and lean back. This is going to hurt," she assured me.

Slowly I raised my arms until my elbows were resting on the back of the bench. I looked relaxed, but I was anything but. Even in the darkness, I could see my breasts; two white globes that almost glowed. Julie licked her lips and then began spanking my right tit with sharp, hard blows. The first two or three weren't bad. They stung, but that was pretty much it. But by the fourth stroke I could feel the stinging heat building and my skin wasn't absorbing the force of her stroke quite as easily. By the sixth spank I was grimacing, pain shooting up through my bosom as if I'd dipped my nipple in a cup of hot water. I threw my head back, keening softly as she snapped the leather hard against my breast, until I realized my ass had come up off the bench and my toes were stretched out, supporting my weight on the ground.  

Julie let go and the right side of my chest felt hot and heavy. I let out a choked sob as she repositioned herself, leaning across my body to do the same to my left breast. She tweaked my nipple for fun, making me gasp, right before grabbing my whole boob. I looked away, my bottom lip caught between my teeth, as she began the thrashing process over again.

The heat was awful, but nowhere near as bad as the stinging. Pain radiated up through my chest, into my heart, and then up to my head as I struggled to endure the punishment. Again, my spine arched and I almost came up off the bench as the hurt overwhelmed me. I was absolutely positive she was hitting my tits harder than she'd hit my feet, and from the splotchy look, even in the dark, I suspected that I'd have some interesting blood blisters to show off. After the tenth strokes to each soft side of my bosom, she let me go and I slumped down, crying a little bit, blinking away tears. 

"That hurt," I whined. I didn't want to break down, but damn... 

Julie sighed in satisfaction. "Good. Maybe you'll learn not to cum when you're supposed to edge. Now kneel on the bench again. It's time for your spanking."

I looked at her, eyes welling wetly again. "Julie? Please? I'm hurt enough. I know not to do it again. I'm sorry. Please?"

Julie tapped her fingers on the wood. "Turn around and keep your titties out. Maybe someone will come along and like to see how red they are. And you might as well pull your dress up around your waist. I'm going to be yanking your panties down."

"Julie! Please! Really! I'm sorry!" 

She gave me a stare that would have frozen lava. It was that cold. My protestation dried up and my mouth went dry. Slowly I rose, my feet hurting, but not as much as my breasts, and I climbed up onto the bench. The park was empty, much to my relief, and I bent over the back of the bench, resting my freshly spanked boobs on the wooden edge. I braced myself and then reached back, lifting the back of my dress. 

She didn't waste time. She grabbed my panties and yanked them down forcefully, all the way to my knees. I’m surprised they didn’t tear.

"Now hold still while I spank you. Ten strokes on each butt cheek. I'll alternate this time, to make it easier for you to stay in place."

I shook, scared of the spanking, but wanting it all the same. I felt the slick edge of the sap as she rubbed it against my seat, but then her left hand curled around my hip, pushing between my loins and the back of the bench, and I felt her fingers touch my pussy.

"Hey, are you wet?" She asked curiously, delving. She didn't even need a verbal answer, because her finger slipped into me so easily that the sexual swamp between my legs literally made a squelching noise. I gasped as she pumped it in and out a few times, making my hips rock. I spread my legs a little further apart, widening my stance, just to make it easier for her to fingerfuck me. 

"Of course, you are. That's nice," Julie complimented, her finger still curling inside me, tapping the ben wa balls. "Now, I'm going to hold onto you like this during the spanking, but I don't want you to focus on either my finger, or the sap." Her hand moved between my legs and frankly my panting now had very little to do with the lingering pain in my breasts and feet.

“Did you hear me?” Julie said again, her thumb pressing hard on my clit and rubbing it in a circle, all while her finger jerked inside me. “Hey! Did you hear what I said?”

Was she fucking kidding me? I could barely focus on what she was SAYING. Her fingers were driving me nuts! "What..." I gasped. "Am I supposed..." I moaned. "To be focused..." I groaned. "On?" 

The sap came up, rubbing my bum in soft, slick circles. "You should focus on the fact that right after I'm done cooking your sweet little ass, I'm going to sit you down, spread your legs wide, and sap that fucking cunt of yours raw." Her finger dipped in and out of me, making me suck in a harsh breath. "And when I'm done beating your fucking little pussy, you're going to edge for me, like you were supposed to in the first place."

I didn't have time to process that, because she began hitting my bottom with the sap. My hips jumped as the hot, stinging pain seared across my rump, but her finger, buried in my twat, held me in place. I squeezed her tightly, crying out. She alternated too, moving back and forth between one butt cheek and the next, slamming my lower half forward onto her extended finger repeatedly. I clenched my teeth, keening into the spreading darkness, until I let go of the bench and grabbed my own breasts, my fingers pinching my nipples. A fresh surge of hurt rushed through me as my blood surged and there was a pounding in my ears that matched the beating of my ass. My hips thrust forward, fucking Julie's hand in time with the blows against my bottom, mashing it between my mons and the back of the bench. 

"All done!" She declared, yanking her hand out from between my legs. I let out a new sound. One of panicked desperation. My pussy quivered violently, wanting Julie’s finger back in it. "Turn around and sit down. Then spread your legs wide."

Shuddering, eyes glazed, ass hurting, breasts aching and exposed, feet still sore. I twisted on the bench. It was an awkward, glancing movement and I fell onto the seat, rather than sitting nicely. My butt twinged with more hurt as I spread my legs hurriedly, lifting my dress out of the way and showing off my hot, pink, wet gash. Julie stood up and yanked my panties off, tossing them down on the bench next to me. Then she walked around the bench to stand behind it, and me, reaching down and over. Her left hand found my left breast and her right hand, grasping the sap, reached down. 

"Bring your feet up onto the bench. Bend your knees," she whispered in my ear."  

My breathing was loud and ragged and I drew myself up. "Stick out your pussy. Spread yourself wide. Wider.” She smacked my inner thigh with the sap in frustration, but not that hard. “Open the fuck up, Bre." 

I sat there, legs spread obscenely open, my gaping pussy exposed and dripping. I leaned my head back against her as her fingers began tweaking and twisting my sore left nipple. Then she lifted the sap.

"Do you think you'll be able to cum in just ten strokes?" She whispered eagerly. And before I was even able to answer that question, her hand flicked hard and the short, leather sap slammed wetly into my sex.

The leather flattened my labia and I felt the splatter of fluids on my thighs. A sharp sting flashed across my loin and I gasped, my spanked bottom coming up off the bench. I realized my legs were shaking from the strain of the position and I tried to relax. But then Julie hit my pussy again, this time leaving a wide swath of hot fire burning across my cunt. My clit felt as if it had been dipped in chili sauce and then fried gently in a skillet, while my labia felt scorched. I jammed my right hand into my mouth, sucking on my fingers, crooning in pain and want, because my pussy was in control, not me, and I was fucking her paddle as it came down, kissing my folds and beating my slit. My vision narrowed and would have gone dark had it not been nighttime already. But all I knew was that I was in the throes of passion, and it was not a good passion, but an intense, agonizing, painful one. Another stroke, more pain, until finally she pulled the soaked, black leather sap away, leaving me a shuddering, crying, quivering heap of punished, sexually frustrated and well done fuckslut. 

"Guess that's a no," she observed wryly. "It takes more than ten swats for you to cum."

I burst out into tears, but not the kind you'd expect. Now... now I was frustrated. I was hurting. I was wanting. I needed... badly. And she fucking knew it. And I KNEW that the TRUE punishment was about to start.

"Now, edge for me," she said, coming back around the bench to sit next to me. "Stay in that position. Put your fingers in your cunt. And get right on the edge." She leaned back and watched, her eyes eager. "And I mean on the edge. You should be so fucking close that the slightest miscalculation will send you over."

I nodded and dropped my hands down to my burning pussy. Everything hurt. My breasts. My ass. My feet. And especially my sex. Gingerly, eagerly, desperately, I spread my petals open and slid two fingers into my gash. My entire body tightened and spasmed. I realized I was grinding my teeth and I was twitching, almost violently. My thumb grazed my clit and then, as my fingers began pumping, I realized that I was almost there. 

And I was going to cum. 

"Julie," I whispered frantically. I could see the metaphorical freight train barreling right toward me. It wasn't going to stop in time. "Julie. Please? Please can I cum?" I pleaded. 

"No. Keep edging," she retorted, watching as my nervous system began overloading. I sucked in another shredded breath, my fingers jammed into my pussy, frantically fucking myself.

"Julie! Please! Oh my God! I need to cum!" I bleated out.

She shook her head. "No. Edge. You are not allowed to cum, damn it!"

I pulled my hand out from between my legs, scared and panicked. Julie grabbed my sloppy wet fingers and to my shock, pushed them right back up against my cunt. 

"You aren't close yet!" She hissed. "Not yet. You can't be. You're scared you might cum, but you aren't truly at the edge. Rub. Finger fuck yourself right now!" And she forced my fingers back into my wet depths.

I convulsed around the probing digits and my hips thrust forward. She held my hand, pumping it for me and in my head, I heard the shrill blast of the train whistle, the roar of the engine, the squeal of the metal wheels on the track. 

"Julie!" I rasped. "I'm going to cum!"

"You better fucking not!" She practically shouted back at me, and she yanked my hand away from my pussy. My other hand, the one I'd been tweaking my own nipple with, shot down to finish the job and she grabbed that too, standing up suddenly in front of me, her bare knee coming up only to get shoved into my spread open sex. I groaned, hips frantically pumping as I humped her patella, until she realized what I was doing and lowered herself away. 

"Bre," she said roughly. "Breanne!"

I opened my eyes and stared at her. "Breanne," she said softly. "I'm going to let your hands go. If you cum, you know what's going to happen. Right?"

I swallowed, torrents of sensation, of desperation, of need and want rushing through me. "You're going to punish me," I managed to croak.

She nodded. "Exactly. And you know how, right?"

I glanced down at her sap and nodded. She smiled. "Your feet. Then your tits and ass. And then finally, right back here again. Do you understand? I'm going to beat your pussy raw and then make you edge again. You need to think about that. Think about it nice and hard."

I nodded and then she let go. For a second, I sat there, legs still bent, spread open, my pussy dripping and pulsing and wanting. My breasts still hung, hot and heavy, exposed and sensitive. My bottom tingled, still warm and sore. And my feet... aching along every inch of well beaten sole. I held still, considering, thinking, hurting, resisting...

Julie stood there and let out a deep breath. I could see it in her eye. Relief. 

I looked her right in the eye as I moved my hand. My fingers found my slit. I drove my right forefinger and index into my hole with one, hot, moist thrust and let out a groan so satisfying, so filled with longing that even Julie's eyebrows went up. I moved my hand, starting to pump, and then picked up the pace until my palm was slapping wetly at my pussy. I let out a high-pitched whine, eyes rolling up into the back of my head, my body trembling as I hit the point of no return. The freight train of orgasm came shooting out of the tunnel, the light blinding me. It struck at full speed, wheels churning. 

Then I came, crying out and twitching as the orgasms (yes, there were multiples) overwhelmed me. I slumped over on the bench, not carrying what the dress covered, or who saw me, or where I was, or what was going to happen next. I was in the throes of passion, of satisfaction, of utter relief. Pussy juice squirted out of my slit, leaving a splatter of cum on the bench and concrete. 

"Holy fucking shit," Julie breathed quietly. 

I have no idea how long it was before I sat up. Minutes? Probably. At least a couple. I felt lethargic, satisfied, happy even. I gave Julie a lazy smile, my drugged up, sex-addicted brain on an orgasm high. She plopped down next to me, a defeated look on her face. I gave her a dopey look and smiled. 

"Hi," I said stupidly. 

She just stared at me. 

"Well?" I asked, unaware that my speech was slurred. "I'm a naughty little girl, right?" I leaned over, falling against her. "Want me to do something really naughty?" My fingers went to her shorts and before she could even stop me, I unbuttoned them.

"Bre! No!" Julie protested. But not very much. I slid half off the bench, tugging and yanking, starting to laugh. 

"Give them!" I insisted and then suddenly the blue denim was sliding down her narrow legs. She was wearing pink panties and I went after them too, yanking and laughing and giggling like an idiot. 

She shook her head. "Bre! No! Not here!" She insisted, looking around in a panic. But I didn't listen and a second later her sneaker went flying as I struggled to strip her. We wrestled over her shorts and panties and the narrow folds of her slit were only a dark line in the tight crevasse of her thighs. I won, throwing her clothes off into the darkness, laughing. I fell on her like a lioness on a fallen zebra and one leg went up as I pushed her over, horizontal on the bench. Her cute little foot waved in the darkness above me, toes pointed. I nosed my way in, pushing and licking until I heard her gasp, stiffen and open herself up. Then came the sweet, sweet taste of her sex. 

"Bre... oh my... oh my God..." 

I licked and licked and then sucked, my tongue worming through her slit until she shuddered beneath my mouth. I slid my fingers into her, gently pumping as I continued eating her sweet gash. She shuddered and I knew her own orgasmic train was bearing down on her. I lifted my face from her loins, wet with her juices.

"Do I still deserve a punishment?" I asked slyly, then gave her clit another long, slow lick. My fingers moved in and out of her as her toes curled. "Hmmm? Do I?" Another swirl of my tongue and I drew her clit into my mouth, sucking on it gently. She trembled, crying out as the thunder rolled and the train that had gotten me hit her squarely. Above me, her raised foot twitched. And when she was done, she looked up at me, eyes unfocused, her brain addled with endorphins. She licked her lips, a slightly bewildered and satisfied look on her face. 

"You bitch," she moaned. "And yes. You absolutely deserve a punishment. Two of them." She hauled herself vertical, sitting upright on the bench. I could tell I’d exhausted her. She looked like she was ready to fall asleep.  "But not tonight," she added. I nodded as Julie looked around. "Where are my panties?" She asked. "And my shorts?"

I blinked and looked around too. "Uh…"

That cleared her head quickly and a more energetic expression crossed her face. "Find them," she told me, her tone making it clear she wasn't happy. I slipped my flip flops back on, ignoring the state of my feet, and stepped into the waist high grass, trying to find her shorts and panties. I could feel the rough stalks cutting at my shins and calves.

A moment later; "Bre?" 

"Still looking!" I called back. I walked back and forth. Holy crap. How far had I thrown them? Hell, I didn't even remember which direction! I grew concerned after a minute or two passed and I moved out a little farther. 

"Bre?" Julie asked again, this time in irritation. 

"Uh… hold on," I replied, a little more frantic.

"Can't you find them?" Julie asked, clearly upset. 

"They've got to be here!" I said, kicking at the grass. "Can you give me some light?" 

Julie's cellphone came out and she turned on the light. It just cast long shadows and I didn't see either the shorts or her panties. "They were white, right?" I asked.

"What was?"

I let out a frustrated breath. "Your panties," I replied.

"Pink," she muttered. "I'm going to be pissed in a moment."

I gulped and began searching more intensely. Julie crossed her legs and sat on the bench, tapping her fingers on the bench nervously. At five minutes she threw up her hands in frustration, watching me crisscross an area that was in all probability the outfields as far as I was concerned. 

"Bre, you'd need to be an Astro to throw them that far," she snarled. "You can come back tomorrow morning and find them. Get your ass back over here."

"But… but…." I spluttered. 

Julie snapped her finger and I saw the sap wiggle. I let out a frustrated grunt and padded back. I looked at the sap. Was she really going to punish me for cumming? Again? Or… was this for losing her panties and shorts?

"Take off your dress," Julie told me.

I squirmed a bit. "Julie, I think it might be better if we held off until tomorrow. I'm really sore and need a little time before I'm ready again." 

Julie stared at me. "I said take off your fucking dress." She snapped the sap against the bench to add emphasis and my eyes widened. My heart rate shot up and my bottom lip quivered. Another ten strokes to the bottom of each foot? Then another beating of my bosom? Naked this time? And after that would come the spankings. First my rump, hot and stinging. Then I'd be opened again, legs spread wide, and she'd smack my sore, wet pussy until I screamed. 

I stood there naked, twitching as I handed over my dress. Now I was wondering where my own panties had gotten off to. Julie took my dress and I climbed up on the bench, kneeling. I kicked off my flip flops and braced myself.

"I'm ready, Mistress." I whispered. 

Julie stood up, her bare lower half cute, even if her hips were a little bony. She lifted my dress, shook it out, held it horizontal, as if it were a pool towel, and then wrapped it around her waist. She rolled her eyes. "Get over it, Bre. We're done for the night."

"We are?" I asked stupidly.

"Get your panties and put your flip flops on." 

I got down off the bench and found my own underwear, drawing them up my legs and over my well sauced and smacked slit. As I put on my flip flops, I looked at Julie. "I guess I'm not getting my dress back?"

She gave me a dark look, so I sighed and wrapped my arms across my chest, covering my breasts. 

"What do you think?" she asked. She began putting on her shoes as I stood there, looking down at her. 

"Are you mad at me?" I asked worriedly. She finished tying her sneaker. 

"No, just irritated about my shorts."

I nodded. "I'm really sorry," I apologized. 

"You're the one getting to do the walk of shame," she replied, standing up. She took my arm, pulling it away from my breasts as she began leading me away from the bench and back toward the main path.

"Julie!" I hissed.

"Oh, suck it up, buttercup. You're a nympho humiliation pain slut. And you've got panties on. Besides, no one is even here anymore." 

We made it back to the car without encountering anyone. We both climbed in and Julie started the engine. I looked over at her sheepishly. 

"I’m sorry about your shorts," I said again.

Julie shrugged. "You can come back tomorrow morning and find them in the light" she replied. Then she gave me a mischievous look. "But after you do, you’ll sit your cute little ass down on that bench, and you’ll finger yourself to an edge."

I swallowed and nodded. “Julie?”

“Yes?”

“What happens if I cum?”

And she only laughed...


Office Work - Part One

I stood there on the crowded train, the press of bodies against mine as the afternoon rain pelted down onto the streets of Downtown Houston. Dark storm clouds scattered what little sunlight was falling and the lengthening shadows created all sorts of shades of gray. I clung to the strap above me, my body moving in time with the motions of the train. The car was packed full of people and I knew that they all wanted me. I looked down, suddenly feeling a strange sensation.

My clothes had disappeared. 

In seconds the man behind me was squeezing my bottom, kneading the rounded globes as I gasped. I was unable to do more than cover my breasts with one arm, which enabled the man beside me to reach over, pressing his fingers into the crevasse between my legs. I gasped, moving my hand and the passenger to my right grabbed a breast, tweaking my barbell pierced nipple. Confronted by these assaults on all sides, I panicked, hands covering nothing and going nowhere. Fingers slid into my slit, finding my wetness with an eager push. I felt my buttocks pulled apart, spread so that something smooth and cool could be pushed into my backside. And my breasts, grabbed and fondled, squeezed and pinched, I was pressed against the window. I quivered, wanting it and hating it. Then the surge of need, of desire, hit me and I groaned with wanting. I twisted, turning toward them, already begging them to fuck me, right there, in front of everyone. The whole damn train car for all I cared.

I was lifted, my legs spread open wide and I prepared myself for the first, satisfying thrust of cock...

... and woke up. Alone. In my bed. Aching with need.

My pussy was dripping, which was no surprise and the unsatisfying presence of two silent, unmoving ben wa balls within my sex clashed with the thrust of my hips. I wanted... no... needed something more. I glanced at my alarm clock. It was five in the morning and I groaned. In just a few more hours I needed to be at work. There was no chance of going back to sleep, not with the urgency flowing through my veins, so instead I grabbed my phone.

As I expected, the usual daily email from Julie was waiting. I read through it. "Hi. Hope you are doing well. Today's toy is going to be your Husky dildo. Please wear the red lace panties. Have fun." I rolled my eyes and let out a groan of disappointment. Then I thought about it. Nine inches of solid, thick rubber. Maybe putting it in would satisfy some of those urges.

I rolled out of bed, a tad bit more eager than I probably should have been and went to my closet. On the top shelf, which used to be out of the reach of the single child residing in my apartment, but which now was well within her height range, sat a metal box. I pulled it down and opened it, revealing a collection of sex toys eleven inches deep. I took it back to the bedroom, set it on my desk, and began rifling through it.

Monster Vibrator. Nope. Chastity belt with phallic plugs. No. Six inch vibe. No. 13 inch screw dildo. No thank you. 18-inch double dong? Nope. Ah... there it is. My 9-inch, flesh toned, Husky dildo. I pulled it out and examined it. Clean, ready, and permanently stiff, the thick rubber felt rather solid in my hand. I took it back over to my bed, and since I was already as buck naked as I'd been on the train in my dream, I reached between my legs, pulled the ben wa balls out by the string, and threw myself back on the bed, already thrusting the fresh phallus deep.

Fuck it felt good! And not just good, but totally great. I jammed the full length into me, feeling it all the way back, and I knew that Julie's expectation of a single thrust insertion wasn't going to be in the cards. I was going to jam that thing in, pull it out, and do it again. Repeatedly. Besides, she hadn't specifically forbidden me from masturbating, so without another word, I began doing the naughty, legs spread wide, toes pointed towards the corner of the bed, making love to myself.

I even had the mental wherewithal to push myself to the edge, stop, tease myself a bit, and then do it again, finally driving myself into the abyss of climax with a panting whine of satisfaction. 

Ah... I love early mornings!

After I'd screwed myself silly, I hopped into the shower. All the normal processes and procedures happened. Clean and refreshed, oiled and poofed, I pulled a pair of crimson colored panties up my legs, the scratchy lace already stretching across my petals. I wrapped a bathrobe around me and stuffed with nine inches of yummy, well fucked, rubber phallus, went out to make breakfast for the eleven-year-old.

Forty-five minutes later she was on her way to school, while I traipsed back to the bedroom. Since it was Friday, I didn't have a lot of options when it came to attire. Actually, let me rephrase that. I had plenty of options. Just none that I liked. Almost all of them were indecent in some way. For example, my knee length pencil skirt was slit, and not on the side, but just to the right of center, and all the way up to the waistband. Each step revealed every inch of leg and would frequently flash a great deal of my pink slit. That white blouse with the collar that went all the way up to the hollow of my throat? Transparent. Anyone looking at me would be able to see the freckles on my chest, not to mention my pierced and padlocked nipples. That mini skirt? Too short. Every movement would make it roll upward, exposing my buttocks. That beautiful blouse made up of strips of rainbow colored material? No undershirt. The second I put it on, my breasts would emerge from out between the strips, both nipples providing circular points of contrast.

Simply put, there was NOTHING decent that I could wear in the closet. 

Which meant I needed to find the least slutty thing. No easy task when your wardrobe echoes the costume trunk of a porno flick. Finally, in frustration, I grabbed the stupid pencil skirt and the translucent white blouse, threw them into a bag, and then yanked a summer dress down off the nearby hanger. My boss would have a conniption if she saw me in the dress, but I could at least wear it to work.

Sorta.

A few minutes later I locked the front door of my apartment, my slutty apparel and some shoes in a small bag, purse slung over my shoulder. I marched out to my jeep, feeling the Husky dildo shift inside me, the elastic lace panties only doing a so-so job in keeping it firmly embedded in my slit. I opened the door and climbed in, shutting myself into the semi-privacy of my vehicle. The full nine inches of synthetic cock was pushed deep into my wet pussy and I did what any decent nympho humiliation pain slut would do under the circumstances. I stripped naked.

I know. I seem to spend a lot of my time undressed. That's by design. Kari herself had bought me that jeep and one of the stipulations for driving it was that I not wear any clothes when behind the wheel. In Kari's perfect world, I would not only strip out of my dress, but take off the crimson lace panties as well. I'd draw the Husky dildo out of my pussy, replacing it with the "car vibrator" she'd provided. 

Of course, only an idiot would drive around with a vibrator going in her pussy. It wasn't meant to be on, except at stop lights. But that morning I didn't feel like going through the gymnastics needed to strip out of the panties, much less switch out a nine-inch rubber dildo for a six-inch motorized alternative.

That's what I call the power of positive thinking.

I DID jam the vibrator down into my panties at the two traffic lights I did get stopped at, rubbing the purring tip against my clitoris, if that's any consolation. 

By the time I got to work I was right back to being worked up, almost as much as I had been that morning when I woke. I pulled on my pencil skirt, shimmying around so that the Husky dildo did some interesting things inside me, then pulled on the white blouse. As the collar settled at the hollow of my throat I looked down, somewhat disturbed at the practically gauze like material. I could see the gold coloring of the piercings and the padlock decorating the tips of my breasts, and the material itself had a distinctly pinkish tinge that deepened right next to the gold. Of course, just below all that, where the slit in the skirt had opened, my crimson panties held the Husky dildo in place. 

I took a deep breath and climbed out of my jeep, which is not an easy thing to do when wearing high heels. I walked, gingerly of course, thanks to 9 inches of rubber jammed up my slit, to the front door of the building. Then it was just a matter of traversing the atrium, kneeling quickly to open the lock of the glass door that marked the entrance of Kari Ander's Interior Design firm. Had anyone been standing in just the right spot, they would have been able to see my entire left leg, and a good deal of my panties as well.

I usually arrive early out of a sense of guilt. Kari arrives promptly at 9am every morning, and generally works until 6 and sometimes 7pm. I, however, am sent packing at 3pm, in order to be home for my daughter. Six-hour days seem rather easy so I try to get there around eight each morning, just so that I can feel a little better about Kari getting her money's worth out of me. Of course, the sexual torments probably make up for the hours.

It was exactly at 9am when Kari walked up to the door. While I looked like an extra on "Slutty Secretaries Suck and Swallow IV", Kari looked like a goddess in a sapphire white suit, complete with an ice colored blouse to match. Her earrings and necklace were gold and her long, straight, blonde hair fell in sheets down around her pretty little neck. Her flashing blue eyes took in my attire as she opened the door and came in. She had gotten Julie's email that morning, along with myself, so she knew that I had a full 9 inches of solid rubber impaled in my slit. I squirmed a little.

"Nice. Very nice," she murmured as she stepped up to my desk. "You look very professional," she said. 

I cocked an eyebrow. "Sure, if I were a whore," I sneered. 

Kari didn't rock back, but instead her hands went to my shoulders, caressing me. "Whores are professionals. And my dear Breanne, you ARE a whore. You're my whore. I pay for the right to do anything I want to your sweet little body." She bent down and kissed me on the top of my head. "And right now, I want your panties down around your right ankle."

I gulped. This wasn't the first time she had made such a demand of me. I hated it too. My panties were red, which made them about as noticeable as my hair and the gold hardware drawing attention to my chest. Having the lacy strand hanging off my right ankle, in full view of anyone walking past the glass fronted lobby of our little office, was like waving a flag and flashing a sign that said "look at the little whore sitting here at the desk!" It was utterly humiliating. There was no way to "explain" the fact that my underwear was wrapped around a single ankle. And the fact that it was practically a thong...

I took a deep breath. Then I jammed both hands up through the slit of the pencil skirt. I flashed a good deal more than just the panties as I lifted my ass up off the chair, tugging the crimson colored lace downward. I tightened my sex up along the dildo and pressed my thighs together. Both long legs were completely in view because of the slit in the skirt and I quickly sat back down so the Husky dildo wouldn't slide out of my cunt.

I let out a tiny groan.

"Issues?" Kari asked, running her hands back up my arms, and this time bringing her fingers down my chest to rest on the upper slopes of my breasts. 

I swallowed. "The Husky. When I sat back down..."

"Of course!" she laughed. "It's almost like getting fucked, isn't it?"

Then her fingertips found my nipples, rubbing them lightly back and forth, right through the material of my shirt. I stiffened immediately, back arching, as a surge of arousal shot through my breasts and down to my pussy, where I tightened around the Husky again, clamping down. 

"Perfect," she said, sighing. "It's too bad I can't just torture you personally all day. I have work to do. You however, can sit here and suffer."

I gulped, nodding. Suffer indeed. I was so horny at that moment that I would have agreed to practically anything to get an orgasm. 

So as Kari walked off, leaving me there to stew, I wriggled back and forth, pussy leaking around a nine inch long rubber rod, panties around my ankle, nipples hard, wearing see thru clothing, wondering just how bad things were going to be.

I had no idea.


Office Work - Part Two

Movement caught my eye and I looked up, my face flushing instantly. On the other side of the glass lining my lobby office one of our business neighbors slowed to look at me on his way to the stairs. His eyes were on my ankle and I could see the calculations going on in his head. His attention snapped upward, looking under my desk, and I knew he was trying to get a look under my skirt. Since I was sitting, the slit had opened up enough to expose an entire leg, and to be honest, if I’d spread my legs, even a little, he probably would have seen enough pussy to satisfy his curiosity.

There was just no way I was going to do that. Blushing, I looked away as our eyes met and his appreciative smile seared into me.

He wasn’t the first person to walk past my office. Or even the fifth. I’d garnered something of a reputation in the building and many men, and even a few of the women, had begun opting for the stairs, rather than the elevator. This was because getting to the stairwell meant going right by our little corner office, and that also meant getting a very, very good look at me each morning. Part of me didn’t mind it, and part of me feared it. The constant attention every morning was just another aspect of the sexual humiliation Kari routinely put me through. 

It was over an hour before she came back out to my desk and I felt her hand on my shoulder.

"I don't think you are focused enough," she said, looking over at my laptop. I was doing a mix of things; answering emails, working on some invoices, and lastly, one of my perverted tales was open in one window and I was working on it intermittently. 

"Excuse me?" I said, trying to understand what she meant. 

"What I mean is that you should be thinking about your breasts."

I blinked. Other than the fact that I was wearing a shirt that was indecent anywhere closer than ten feet away, due to the see through, transparent nature of the material, there really wasn't any reason to focus my attention on my bosom. 

Her hands slid down off my shoulders and onto my chest, her fingers easily finding the raised tips of my bosom. I gasped as she lightly pinched the points, sending shivers of delight through me. I tightened easily of course, my leaking pussy slipping up and down on the well lubed Husky dildo. I moaned, loudly. 

“Here. Put these on too. It will keep your mind on the appropriate things.” A bulky, black colored, foot long cable suddenly fell onto the desk in front of me. It was nylon… I think. Or something else. Who knows? Each end sported a loop with a rubber ring adjuster. I bit my lip, recognizing it perfectly. The garrote clamps. I took a deep breath and started unbuttoning my shirt, already recognizing the coming difficulties. The garrote clamps would go behind my piercings, tightening down to uncomfortable, but not terribly painful levels. It would leave me perceptive to the tension, the pressures being applied to my nipples, but not send me into the throbbing agony some other types of clamps could accomplish. Instead, the garrote clamps would keep my mind on my breasts, first and foremost. Right after the nine inches of rubber I was impaled upon. Or the indecency of my wardrobe. Beyond that, both toys together would emphasize my incessant horniness and need for climax. 

My eyes did a frantic dance between the cable on my desk and the atrium, especially as the front of my shirt opened to a point where my bare breasts just fell out. I hurried then, snatching up the garrote clamps, and setting the first loop over the padlock and hoop piercing on my right nipple. Then came the tightening and I let out a little gasp as the garrote closed in around my nub. It didn't technically hurt, but it was distinctly uncomfortable, in a sexual way. Girls will understand that sensation. Guys, I'm not sure how to best explain this. Maybe imagining me under your office desk, firmly tugging on your cock, when you're trying to give a presentation to your boss over the internet…

I licked my lips, stretched the cable out, and slid the loop at the other end over my left nipple. It took my fingers only a moment to pull the garrote tight, effectively throttling the tips of my breasts. 

"Very good," Kari observed. "But they need adjustment." She reached down, her hands deliberately touching as much skin as possible, and found the loops. I winced a little as she tightened them up even further, but mostly, she shortened the cable stretched across my cleavage. I let out a groan as the garrote clamp was left taut, tugging my breasts toward each other by the points. 

"There," Kari said with satisfaction. "That's much better." She looked down at me. "You may button up, if you wish." She grinned, leering at my exposed bosom. "Though if you'd like to leave them out on display, I won't object."

I hastily tucked my clamped and bound breasts back into my shirt and began buttoning up. A momentary sense of relief flooded through me, as worry about passersby getting a good look at my top half faded. That is, until I looked down and realized that I could see the entire black cable right through the freaking shirt, even after I buttoned it back up. My breasts were pulled awkwardly together and the pull was starting to make my nipples throb. I let out a pained whimper.

"I see your panties are appropriately around your ankle, so I'm pleased that you are complying with my orders so well. Continue working here for now."

She turned away, leaving me at the mercy of humiliation, bouncing ever so slightly on a thick rubber dildo, nipples bound tight.

Fuck. I needed to cum.

An hour later, her voice, just over my shoulder, came as a surprise, and I jumped a bit, which caused three or four inches of the Husky dildo to move out, then back into me. My breasts, still bound tight by the garrote clamps, shifted uncomfortably beneath the bodice of my shirt. Kari rested a hand on my arm.

"You aren't wiggling enough," she told me. I resisted the urge to say something snarky, or groan with renewed arousal, and processed her comment for a moment.

"Uh… what?" Admittedly, it wasn't the brightest thing I've ever uttered, but I'm know for my sexual masochism, constant arousal, and willingness to bunny fuck practically anything that comes along. Not my intellect. Besides, I was seriously distracted. 

Kari smiled wickedly. "You aren't fidgeting enough," she reiterated. "Come back to my office." Then she turned and walked back down the hall. I looked over my shoulder as she went, then clucked my tongue, reached down to my right ankle, and proceeded to thread my left foot through the scarlet lace panties. I drew them up, eyes glued to the glass separating my little lobby from the atrium proper, ready to cover myself back up as I pulled my thong back up to my crotch. 

There was a dicey moment as I transferred responsibility for keeping the Husky dildo in my slit from thigh to panties, but all in all I was successful. I smoothed the pencil skirt down, turned tail, and gratefully escaped my humiliating post at the desk. I walked smartly down the hall to Kari's office, boobs firmly bound by the tips, feeling the slippage of the Husky dildo as it responded to my movement. It wasn't enough to drive me over the edge, but my pussy certainly liked how it all felt. 

I stepped into Kari’s office. It was pristine, organized and uncluttered. Her barely used laptop sat off to the side and a portfolio book was open before her. I gave her an expectant look. She looked up from her seat and pointed at the front of her desk. 

"Bend over," she ordered.

In a normal office environment, such a command would be considered sexual harassment at best, and wildly inappropriate at worst. But as Kari had poignantly reminded me, I am, in essence, a whore; paid more to submit to whatever sexual purposes my "client" desired, rather than what I accomplished on the computer up front. I swallowed a bit of my trepidation and folded in half, resting my bosom on the open portfolio book. 

Well, that didn't feel good. As I positioned my upper body weight on my boobs, the changing pressures pulled on my nipples, straining the garrote clamps. I grimaced, shifting a bit as I struggled to find an angle that didn't make it seem like I was having a nipple ripped off. Finally, I managed to settle and Kari ran her fingers through my hair. 

"Turn you head the other way please," she added. I pressed my lips together, turned my head, and stared across her desk at the wall. This meant another thirty seconds of fresh discomfort. It also meant that I couldn't see her as she opened her desk drawer, or as she stood up, or when she moved around the desk. 

But then I felt her. Her fingers yanked my skirt upward, baring my panty clad ass. My breathing got just a little heavier as she tugged my panties down, just under my buttocks, and I pressed my thighs together as my thong slipped a bit, letting the Husky dildo fall an inch or two. Kari rubbed her hand across my bottom, testing the texture, flexibility, and feel of me. Two light swats of her hand followed, just hard enough to elicit a gasp, and to leave me tingling with excitement. 

"Now hold still," she told me. I heard the snap of a cap and I sensed movement behind me. Then came the ultimate humiliation as something cool, wet, soft, and firm was suddenly pressed against the button of my rump. I gasped, pussy tightening so hard that the Husky dildo was jammed up against my thighs. A silicone covered plug was then pushed inexorably deep into my ass, until I groaned at the full length of it. 

"There," Kari said in satisfaction. "How does that feel?"

"Awful," I whimpered. With nine inches up front, and what felt like five in back, my lower half was well stuffed. I stayed in position, waiting for permission to rise.

"That's just too cute," Kari suddenly said, almost to herself. "Stay like that a moment." I heard the drawer open again and something else was drawn out. There was a very pregnant pause, and then something very wide, and very hard, smacked me viciously across the rump.

I wasn't exactly prepared for a spanking, especially a swat containing as much force as the one just delivered. I squealed out loud, shooting up from the desk, both hands flashing back to my buttocks as I looked at Kari in astonished outrage. 

"That fucking hurt!" I spat, tears already forming in my eyes as I rubbed angrily at my burning butt. The Husky dildo slipped another inch or two as my thighs lost their tight grip on the damn thing, but my panties, still down just beneath my buttocks, kept the phallus from falling. Across from me, Kari was holding a freaking wooden paddle, with holes drilled through it. She had a beaming smile on her face. 

“I know,” she replied, somewhat dreamily. “Your bottom was just so soft and white and delicious. I knew exactly what I wanted to do to it.”

I sniffed, blinking away the tears, still rubbing at my bottom. I didn’t even know how to reply to that. She liked my ass so much she wanted to turn it scarlet? That was just… scary. And just like her too. I wanted to say so much, but instead I shut my mouth. After all, she was still holding the paddle. 

“Would you like another one?” She asked sweetly.

I froze. How to reply to something like that? Option A: tell her the unvarnished, literal truth, which was “no, I do not want another swat across the ass.” Option B: gulp a bit, avert my eyes, and respond with “if it would please you, mistress.” That option would be properly submissive yet make it pretty darn clear that I wasn’t really wanting another swat. Or Option C: Just bend over the desk while lifting my skirt, baring my poor, targetable bottom, and give her what she really wanted. 

Our eyes met and neither of us said anything. I slowly turned, faced the desk, and bent back over it. I lifted the pencil skirt up at the same time, right up to my waist. I closed my eyes. Maybe I’d get lucky or something.

Suddenly, the plug she’d stuck in my ass came alive, vibrating intensely and I gasped as my lower half instantly tightened, squeezing both the anal probe and the Husky dildo. Thank God my thighs were pressed together, or that poor dildo would have shot out of my pussy like a bullet. Instead I quivered. Now I understood what she meant about wriggling. 

Just as I was adjusting to the intensity of the vibrations streaming from deep in my ass, Kari swung the paddle again, this time with less force, but still hard enough to make me yelp. It took every ounce of willpower not to replicate my earlier impropriety and this time I remained in position, with my hands on the desk. I gritted my teeth as a burning heat flashed across my posterior and my upper thighs were rammed into the edge of the desk. A prickling sting flashed across my ass, followed almost instantly by a hot flame. Then Kari was rubbing my rump again, taking delight in the freshly excoriated skin, and the impressive rose coloring my seat had surely taken on. 

I remained in position of course, which was either intensely stupid, or intensely submissive, because it gave her a chance to leave five more spanks across my ass, each one burning with heat. Between the vibrations, the blows, my quivering sex, and the tugging on my nipples by the garrote clamps, when she finished, I was practically blubbering.

“There,” she said simply. “That will do, I think. It should keep you wriggling at any rate.” She patted my ass again and stepped back around her desk. I straightened up and she nodded. “You may pull your panties back up.”

I wiped away a tear and tugged the lace back up into my crotch. Sniffling, I had to reach down and adjust the path of the Husky dildo as my panties pushed it back into place, fully impaling my wet, pink slit. I let out another little whimper and was more than a little shocked as the sudden rush of arousal swamped the pain of the spanking. Just that one thrust, that one sensation of having my innards separated by the Husky dildo, was enough to push me halfway up the metaphorical mountain of orgasm, and when my pussy tightened down on the Husky, responding to the vibrations moving from front to back, there was a definite sexual bent to it. I lowered my skirt and straightened up, looking at Kari.

“You may go back to your desk. Please remember to wear your panties around your ankle again.” She smirked. “And this time, wriggle.”

I sniffed again. “Yes mistress,” I replied, still more than a little surprised at the way my sex was pulsing around the Husky dildo. I turned tail and shuffled my way back up to the front. My bottom was still smarting, but the vibrations inside it were so intense, so powerful, that sitting down was almost a relief. In moments I realized that the building arousal was enough to make want desperately, but insufficient to push me over the edge. In hindsight, that was probably a good thing. Who knew what sort of punishment Kari would inflict upon me for an unauthorized orgasm?

I had just barely sat down, and was slipping my panties back down my legs, when Kari appeared at my elbow, startling me. She watched as I sat back down on my skirt, undoubtedly causing a wet spot on the back side as the Husky dildo was jammed between my copiously leaking pussy and the skirt covered chair. I tugged the thong down, off my left leg, and then left my underwear hanging from my right ankle. Part of me wished I’d worn white lace, because if ever there was a flag of submission and surrender for a woman like me, it would have been worn in a similar fashion. I looked up at Kari, who grinned, then held up a tube of muscle cream. 

“I forgot. I’m sure your nipples must be aching from the garrote clamps. Let’s put a little bit on you.”

I stiffened in my seat, my hips jerking softly as my rump reported acute discomfort from where I’d been spanked, violent shaking from where I was plugged, and thick, throbbing arousal from where I was impaled. I shook my head, ever so softly. 

“You don’t have to unbutton your shirt,” she suddenly said, opening the tube and squeezing an ungodly amount of the white cream onto her fingertip. I blinked, totally confused. 

“I don’t?” I asked stupidly, totally missing the cues. Kari grinned down at me, eyes bright and mischievous. 

“No. You don’t,” she said. Then her hand moved faster than I expected and she smeared the entire fucking glob onto the front of my shirt, right over my breast. 

There are different kinds of muscle creams. You are undoubtedly familiar with IcyHot, which is the market’s top brand. But while Kari has that stuff lying around, we’d found an off brand, water-based version. It was very, very wet. It made for better rubs, and this high moisture cream was what she’d used on me that morning. Even before I could gasp and blurt out a panicked “no!” the muscle cream had soaked into my transparent blouse, right above my clamped nipple. I tried to pull the shirt away from my breasts, but Kari grabbed my hands.

“No. Leave it!” She barked.

I sat there, trembling, both from the sensorial overload and the vibrating plug in my butt. The cream soaked into the shirt, spreading outward in a circle, until most of it had been absorbed. The active ingredients, which were in direct contact with my skin, had done their thing, and my constricted nub was already tingling as if someone had pressed an ice cube against it. The medicinal scent of menthol hit me like a brick and I turned my face away, trying not to inhale the fumes.

I felt Kari let my arms go and it was everything I could do to keep from reaching up and grabbing my shirt or thrusting an arm across my chest. I kept my eyes shut too. I didn’t want to see how bad it was, or if there was someone walking across the atrium. This submissive attitude was not very smart, because it gave Kari the opportunity to squeeze out another massive glob of the white cream and do the other breast.

I squealed again as I felt the cream and this time Kari rubbed the damn stuff into my nipple deeply. Cold burned through the clamped, throbbing nipple, even as the temperature of my other breast had begun to rise. My chest was heaving and I looked down, eyes burning from either the fumes or the tension, and saw that what had been a filmy white, was now practically crystal clear. The shirt had soaked up the moisture of the cream and was displaying my black looped, gold pierced nipples perfectly as if I were a contestant in a wet tee shirt contest. 

It was a gaudy and disgusting display. Firstly, the garrote clamps didn’t just squeeze the tips of my breasts. It forced the piercings outward, which made them into hard, protruding bumps. The black color of the garrote cable contrasted with both the transparent whiteness of the shirt and the pink areolas. The gold of the piercings and of the padlock on my right nipple, which could have been seen even had the shirt been dry, were now perfectly exposed!

And both breasts were burning, as if I’d just dipped them in hot wax.

“Kari…” I whimpered, shuddering. It was just so much. The heat. The cold. The pressure. The shaking. The stinging. The very fullness of the Husky dildo. The chair rattled as my body’s nervous system started to short circuit. 

Kari sighed and stepped around to the front of the desk, looking down at me like an artist appreciating their final brushstroke to a masterpiece. Her critical eyes studied my arousal, my pain, my panic, my fear, and yes… my desire, and found it… perfect. “You will remain here, at the desk, until eleven.” She leaned over, putting her nose near mine. “Sit with your legs spread. Do not cover your breasts. Wriggle for me. And do not cum.”

She started to walk away and I croaked out a muffled, half-strangled word. She turned back with a grin.

“Because I will punish you,” she said. Our eyes locked together and for a second there was a surge of defiance in me, of anger, of smoldering fury. I spat something nasty. And Kari laughed. Then she came back and kissed me, hard and with hunger.

“More,” she whispered. “I’ll punish you more.”


Office Work - Part Three

The cream had dried, but the damage was done. Two circles, three inches in diameter, had formed on the front of my shirt, undoubtedly staining the material permanently. But the worst part wasn’t the thought of losing the blouse to the rubbish bin. It was the fact that the drying muscle cream had changed the very material itself, turning something white and gauzy into an even more translucent form. Color from underneath leaked through the cloth almost perfectly and I’d spent the next hour frantically looking out at the atrium, instinctively ready to bring an arm up to cover my breasts. Kari was going to absolutely love the shirt now.

Admittedly, Kari’s orders were hard to follow. I sat in panicked readiness to bring my arm up to conceal my breasts. My legs were spread, but only barely, and the best I could say for myself was that my knees were not touching. I’d pulled up the back of my skirt at one point, scared that the moisture leaking from my slit would leave an unconscionable wet spot, so a hell of a lot more leg was showing than I was comfortable with. But you’d still have needed a flashlight and probably a spelunking kit to see my Husky stuffed pussy. My bottom, still stuffed and vibrated, had pretty much recovered from the spanking, and was now only dealing with the incessant shaking of the oscillating plug. Lastly, my panties were wrapped around my right ankle, in full view of anyone walking past my little glass fronted office, which was just freaking cruel. 

All in all, it had been a tough fifty or so minutes, and there was only one thing that I’d technically done right.

I hadn’t cum. Yet.

The Husky Dildo was nine inches of thick, pleasing rubber and it fit nicely in my sheath. But surprisingly it was the butt plug that was providing the impetus for misery. The shaking of my rump was literally forcing my hips to move left and right. That translated to the dildo, and when combined with my humiliation and clamped nipples, turned into quite the sexual pressure. For almost an hour my sputtering butt wiggled and squirmed, slowly turning up the heat until finally I knew I'd reached my limits.

"Ummm… Kari?" I called out. I twisted in my seat and looked down the hall. She was sitting at her desk, working. "Kari?"

"Hmmm? Yes, dear heart?" 

I swallowed, the intense arousal making my head spin. My pussy was clenching and releasing and what I really wanted was to jam a hand down between my legs and pound my slit into paste. 

"Kari? Please? Can I cum?" 

She looked up, eyes sparkling. "Of course not," she replied easily. 

I bit my lip and looked back at the atrium through the glass fronted office. It was empty. "Kari, I'm too wired. I'm going to cum with or without permission." My voice sounded oddly calm, as if I were discussing the weather, or politics.

Okay. Maybe not politics.

Kari let out a dramatic, suffering sigh. "Are your legs spread?" She asked primly.

My face turned red and I jerked my knees wide apart. With my panties around my ankle, and the damn slit in my skirt, not to mention being half turned in my seat, my Husky stuffed pussy instantly saw light. The wet petals gaping open, jammed full of thick cock, were out in full view. I glanced out at the atrium. No one was out there, thank God, but…

“Yes,” I said hurriedly. Every instinct told me to close up again and now my head was swiveling back and forth, scared to death someone was going to walk by and get a show. Which was probably Kari’s intention.

Slowly she stood up and began walking down the hall toward me. Now I didn’t dare close my legs and when she got to my little lobby office, she looked down at me. I was still twitching, still bouncing, the anal vibrator still sending shock waves through me. My mistress stood there, assessing my situation and I got quite a bit closer to the cumming explosion. 

“Quite right,” she said suddenly. Her hand came up and I saw a little controller in it. I blinked in confusion and then the vibrations in my bottom stopped. For a second, I sat there in disbelief, shocked. The impetus for orgasm was gone. I was still aroused. Terribly. But I wasn’t going to cum now, at least not unless I put my own hands down there. 

Then, much to my horror. Kari turned and started to walk away, clearly finished with me.

“Wait!” I blurted out. “Wait! Kari! Please! I want to cum!” 

She snorted. “Of course, you do. You always do.” Her beautiful long legs continued to move. 

I jumped up from my seat, the skirt finally falling back into place, but I had to jam a hand down between my legs to push the Husky dildo solidly back into my pussy. Then I duck walked behind her, making it to her office just as she sat down at the desk. She looked up at me, my flushed face, my hand jammed between my legs, half bent over.  

“Yes?”

I felt the heat on my cheeks. “Kari, please. Please don’t leave me like this,” I begged her.

“A wanton fuck slut?” She chided. “That’s your natural state.”

I blinked. “Horny,” I said with more steel.

“Also, your natural state,” she taunted me.

I pressed my lips together, the pressure getting to me. “Kari, you’ve been tormenting me all morning. If I don’t cum soon, I’m going to go nuts.”

She sighed, obviously relishing every fucking second of the little drama we were enacting. “Well, I suppose. If you meet certain requirements.”

“What requirements?” I asked eagerly. Stripping in the conference room and letting her hot wax my naked body? Bound upon the kneeler in the punishment closet, my bare feet and ass available for a whipping? Or perhaps laid back in one of the conference room chairs, legs spread wide, my pussy open and accepting for a solid spanking with a sap?

“Return to your desk. Sit down, except with your legs through the armrests. Then you can masturbate to orgasm.”

I froze. “What?” It came out as a terrified whisper. 

“If you want to cum, go back to your desk, put your legs through the armrests of your chair so that you’re properly spread open, and you may rub your little pussy into whatever delights you want.”

“That’s… that’s… that’s insane!” I spluttered. “My knees won’t fit beneath the desk if I sit like that!”

Kari nodded curtly. “Exactly.”

I leaned forward and put my hands on her desk. The position she was suggesting was chock full of problems. I glared at her. “In this skirt, with my panties around my ankle, my pussy will be in full view of anyone walking by,” I added carefully, wanting to make sure she understood every aspect of what she was asking me to do.

She smiled. “Yes. Precisely.” 

“What if someone does walk by?” 

“We can only hope,” she replied brightly.

I straightened up, my lips pressed together in a fine line. My pussy was squeezing the Husky dildo and I felt the pressure on my thighs. My bottom ached around the plug. I bit my lip. Well… okay then.

Feeling a touch of irritation… well, a lot of irritation, I whirled away from her desk. The red panties around my right ankle flopped about, a distraction.

“By the way, if you cum without permission, the punishment is sitting the way I’ve just described,” she added smugly. 

My step faltered and I froze in the doorway of her office. But I didn’t say anything. Fine. No orgasms? She wanted to deny me? To make me suffer due to want? Fine. I could handle that. I marched away, panties around one ankle, feet stomping, which is a neat trick in high heels. I muttered under my breath, the Husky Dildo slipping through my wet pussy just enough to make my blood simmer. I was just about to sit down when the fucking ass plug went into freaking overdrive.

Kari plays dirty.

I gasped, hands going to my ass and I whirled, looking down the hallway back at her office. She sat at her desk, grinning. She was wearing her glasses, the ones that made her eyes look twice as big and she was looking down at her work. She wasn’t even paying attention to me! I opened my mouth to say something when I realized where this was all going. She’d left me no choice.

My stomach squirmed and I felt a shudder go through me, one that didn’t start in my rump. My pussy contracted tightly around the dildo and I looked out at the atrium. If I exploded without her permission, then the punishment would be the same as if I took advantage of her offer. One way or the other I was going to be on display. I looked at the clock. It was late in the morning. Lunch hour would be beginning in another thirty to forty minutes. She couldn’t keep me there long, right?

Which meant I needed to hurry. 

The atrium was empty so I reached down between my legs and pulled the nine-inch-long Husky dildo out of my pussy. It glistened wetly in my hand and for a moment, I had a strong urge to lick it clean. But time was of the essence, so instead I set it down on the desk, right in front of the computer, so at least it was out of sight if someone happened to pass by. Next, I moved the chair backward. It took some flexibility, but I threaded my right foot, shoe and all, through the armrest, twisting as I did. My skirt didn’t like this at all and my wet slit emerged from between the folds of black material. I half lowered myself down, then curled my left leg up at the knee, pushed it out sideways, and straddled the chair in a most awkward position.

The seat was wider than a girl like me really needed and in hindsight, I’m almost positive that the reason Kari had selected it was because she wanted me opened like this. My skirt opened at the slit, my pelvis was tilted outward and my pussy was on perfect display. If I pointed my toes, I could touch the floor. I took a deep breath and rolled myself closer to the desk, my knees banging against the wood drawers. Granted, the desk provided some cover, which was a terrible relief, but if anyone came into the office, and stood near me, there would be nothing I could do.

I grabbed the Husky dildo, lifted myself up just a bit, and drove the full length into my sodden hole. I groaned lustily as I did it, ignoring the fact that raised up as I was, anyone walking by would have gotten a fantastic view. I was worked up now. Horny as hell. My ass was vibrating, my pussy full, humiliated and on display. But surprisingly it was the stretch in my thighs I loved the most. The armrests were keeping my legs open in a way that I just craved. It felt awful and amazing all at the same time. I kept trying to close up and I couldn’t. Being forced to keep my legs spread was just about the most damn erotic thing Kari could have done to me.

I lowered myself down, the base of the Husky now firmly on the leather seat of the chair. I realized I was panting. Being positioned open, on display, stuffed front and back, my nipples still tingling from the garrote clamp beneath my shirt, with my rear end shaking from the vibrating plug, was exactly what I needed. I put my hand down on my pussy, my fingers finding my swollen clit, and I rubbed in frantic, breathless circles. 

I must have made a sufficient amount of noise, because as I orgasmed, my best friend, lover, mistress, and boss appeared. She watched, just off to the side as I squirmed, gasped, shuddered, and moaned. And when the Big O finally looked ready to hit, she stepped over, put a hand on my breast, and pinched my nipple right through the material of the shirt.

As orgasms go, it was great. Strong, powerful, full of adrenaline and endorphins and all sorts of addictive chemicals that make me a natural junkie. I crave cumming and as my eyes rolled up into the back of my head and I slumped down in euphoric bliss, my body suddenly free of the pressure, Kari planted a chaste kiss on the top of my head. 

“Beautiful,” she whispered. Her hand came up off my tit and she smiled. “Now, you just need to cum once more, and then you can get up out of the chair.” She patted me on the shoulder. “After that, we’ll go to lunch.” 

She turned and walked down the hall. 

I blinked. My brain still wasn’t working properly. “What?” I slurred, the wheels slowly turning. “What?” I repeated, more clearly as the elation of cumming ebbed. “Kari?” I twisted in my seat, which really just meant turning it and leaning forward. “Kari?” 

My mistress had returned to her seat. She put her glasses on, but looked at me anyway, giving me a wave as her big, blue eyes sparkled. “Another orgasm, dearheart. Right now.”

Tension returned. I gulped. I swiveled my chair back toward the desk, my open legs displaying my dildo stuffed cunt. “Oh God,” I thought to myself. “Oh, my freaking God.”

But there was only one thing to do. I reached down, touched my clit, and started over.

Because that’s what I do.


The Green Dress - Part One

“I like that dress on you,” Kari said as I stood in front of her desk. The emerald green number I was wearing was uncomfortably tight and displayed an amount of cleavage that would have satisfied Jessica Rabbit. I wasn’t anywhere near as well endowed, but I was already resisting the urge to wrap an arm across my bodice, for fear that my bosom would spill out. The rest of the dress was just as slinky, with tight tucks in all the right places and a dancing hem that was both too long and too short, in all the wrong spots. I wasn’t wearing stockings, per the standing order of my employer, lover, mistress and best friend, and even though they weren’t a perfect match, the black strap stilettos worked well with the outfit.

“Of course, you do,” I snorted. “I look like a slut.”

Kari laughed as she checked her purse. “You are a slut,” she reminded me. “A nympho humiliation pain slut. How does the vibrating egg feel?” She asked.

I pressed my lips together, feeling humiliated. “Fine,” I said sullenly. Thirty minutes prior, she’d pulled me into her office, yanked up the dress, and proceeded to stuff my soft, wet slit with an object the size of an apple. Egg shaped and motorized, Kari held a control fob that could send a dizzying array of vibrations up into my body. Fortunately, it was off. For the moment.

I wasn’t wearing panties either.

“And the clamp on your clit?”

I grit my teeth. “Also fine,” I assured her, though it was something of a lie. The clamp she’d hung on my clitoris was a more common duck-billed version, but hanging off it was a chain threaded with six of the most awful and violent looking beads you’ve ever seen in your life. Spiked, prickly, and vicious looking, they teased my petals, working their way between my folds as I moved and sat, making me both self-conscious and insanely stimulated. I was constantly wanting to touch myself because of those damn things. The spiked beads also discouraged me from closing my legs tightly together. The pressure would be… unwise.

“Excellent,” Kari observed. “Now if you’ll just pull down the front of your dress, we can take care of the last item.”

I blinked. The front of the dress was already so low that anyone looking straight at me could practically see my nipples. Looking down my cleavage would probably give them a perfect view. For a moment, our eyes met and we just stared at each other. But then I did as I was told, pulling down the front of the dress. My tits fell out easily, which was just as disturbing as I thought it would be. Two luscious white globes capped with pink and gold were suddenly presented for Kari’s inspection. The pink was the tender exposed tips. The gold: the two piercings and the padlock that dangled from my breasts. I took a deep breath as she dug in her purse and pulled out two, silver colored, metal vice clamps.

They were squarish and awkwardly big. Inside the frame was a bar, mounted on the end of a screw. She placed the first one over my left nipple, threading the piercing all the way through it. Then she tightened it up until the tip of my breast was caught firmly between frame and bar. It hurt. I groaned and closed my eyes as she then did it to my right side, leaving me evenly balanced, both nipples burning and throbbing with discomfort.

“There,” she said simply. “Let’s go.” She grabbed her purse off the desk and I quickly yanked my dress back up over my bosom. She was already halfway down the hall and I made a mad scramble to follow her, only to almost trip and die as the vibrator buried in my pussy suddenly buzzed into life, sending waves of sexual stimulation up into my loins. I stumbled, gasping as orgasmic urgency surged through me and instinct made me press my thighs together. The beads hanging from my clit dug sharply into my skin.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

“Kari,” I whimpered, mentally telling myself to loosen up before she even got to the door. “I can’t…. I can’t… I can’t go to the meeting like this!” I begged her. Another wave of acute vibrational pleasure hit me like a brick and for the second time, my knees knocked together as my thighs locked tight. “I can’t!” Little sharp pins dug at my pussy.

She smiled at me. “You aren’t attending the meeting like this,” she said assuredly.

Another wave of acute pleasure, intermixed with pain, shot through me. “I’m not?” I stammered.

She shook her head. “No. But you will travel to it like this. You will suffer, and hopefully even cum, before we arrive. And then I’ll turn off the vibrations. You will sit, quietly, your nipples throbbing, your clit aching, while the beads torment your pussy.” She leaned forward and licked her lips. “I want the client to know that you’re available.”

“Am I?” I asked weakly. My pussy quivered violently in rapid spasms and it felt like I was dripping with need. “Available?”

Kari laughed. “Always. And utterly.” She kissed me then, softly, and on the lips. “Do you know what you are?”

“Fucked?” I replied bleakly as my body quivered with need, the vibrations swirling through my pussy.

“A nympho humiliation pain slut,” breathed Kari. “In every way. You are a sex object. To be hurt, to be humiliated and yes; to be fucked,” she replied. “And your reward for being the mindless fuckslut everyone wants to use?”

“I get to cum,” I whispered.

Kari smiled. “That’s right. You get to cum. You get to cum often, and the way you like. Powerful, mind blowing orgasms.” She straightened up and adjusted her purse. “And that is why you are dressed like a whore. It’s why I’ve attached clamps to your tits and clit, and why there are spiked beads playing with your pussy. It’s why you’re stuffed to the brim with a vibrating egg. Because I want you excited, and humiliated, and hurt. I want you to be an object of desire. And ultimately, I want you to cum.”

I looked up, breathless, eyes pleading. “Mistress? Can I please cum?”

She laughed. “Absolutely not!” Then she winked. “If you do, I’ll have to punish you. It will hurt you. And it will make you feel one other sensation. Do you know what that sensation is?”

“The need to cum more?”

“Exactly. It’s a beautiful, vicious cycle. Now, let’s go. We have a business meeting to attend.” She took my hand and led me out of the office. I knelt to lock the door, pussy brimming with sensation, the clamp on my clit tingling. The beads fell away from petals, the back of the dress rising, undoubtedly flashing my bare bottom and dripping cunt to my mistress. The bodice of the dress fell away from my breasts, showing off the steel square clamps on my nipples, and I locked the door. I stood up, desperate and trembling, trying to adjust my dress as everything fell back into place. Kari turned and we headed toward the atrium door. I made it just twenty more steps.

“Kari?” I whispered; my voice strained.

“Yes, dearheart?” She replied, turning toward me.

“I think… I think…” I began, but then it hit me. Strong and sweeping. I gasped, my knees knocking together, my thighs tightening, my pussy squeezing the vibrating egg. The sharp spines of the beads dug into my folds, and my thighs. I wrapped my arms around my body and shook like a leaf, the orgasm surging through my veins. It took almost half a minute for me to calm down and Kari stood there, watching it with delight in her eyes.

“I think,” Kari said softly. “I think you deserve a punishment.” She licked her lips. “And what a punishment it will be!”


The Green Dress - Part Two

I sat in the car, my lower half thrusting and twitching as Kari rounded the front of the convertible, an irritated look on her face. She grabbed the door handle and yanked, her eyes narrowing.

“Get out of the car,” she ordered me again.

My bottom lip trembled. “Please,” I breathed in distress. “Please! I’m so close! Don’t make me!” I begged. The green dress I was wearing fluttered in the breeze, revealing my long, bare legs and way more thigh than was appropriate. An astute observer might have even got a glimpse of wet pink, decorated with gold, as I didn’t dare close my legs, thanks to the clamp attached to my clit, a five-inch line of spiked beads dangling down through my folds. I was aching too, as well as buzzing, and the movement of the egg vibrator in my sex combined with the delicious pinching of my nipples was sending me into orgasmic overload. All I needed was another minute. Just a single minute. I could tell.

Kari’s voice hardened even more. “Get out of the car or what happens next will be so humiliating, and so painful, that you’ll wish you’d never dared to disobey me.”

I looked up at her. Kari was a bit of a perfectionist, and very OCD, which stands for obsessive compulsive disorder. She was a tyrant when it came to being on time and frankly, I suspected that the real reason she was forcing me out of the car was that she liked to be able to walk into a place within a sixty-second expected time frame. Delays were not acceptable, even if it meant me not getting to cum in the privacy of her car.

I considered the possible “humiliating and painful” things she could do to me. A variety of images flashed through my head. In one, I was pulled from the car, the dress ripped from my body, only to be bent over the hood, my breasts pressed to the hot metal while she proceeded to spank me stupid. Then my imagination treated me to having the Thrusting Anal Vibrator jammed into my bottom, while Kari asked strangers if they would like to clip clothespins to my tits. Then I imagined myself suffering sexually, wanting an orgasm badly, constantly denied satisfaction. I’ve never handled that well, especially when the stimulation doesn’t stop either. 

I bit my lip, summoned a little bit of willpower, and climbed, twitching spasmodically, out of the car.

Kari, somewhat mollified, closed the door and began hurrying toward the building, her dark attaché case in hand. I had no choice but to follow, swinging my little purse over a shoulder. A leather notebook was held in my other hand and I struggled to catch up in the stilettoes I was wearing. Fortunately, Kari was somewhat delayed at the entrance of the building, a tall high-rise downtown, and I managed to squeeze in through the door after her.

Cool air swept across my body and down the bodice of the dress. Waves of pleasure were streaming up from between my legs and the intensity of the vibrating egg had reached a point where I was going to pop, and soon. My slit tightened rhythmically, pulsing and squeezing as the beads teased my folds. The throbbing of my nipples, each tip caught in the steady pinch of the clamps, hidden just beneath the neckline of the dress, only added to that pressure. My heels clicked on the marble floor.

The lobby was mirrored and a security officer in a nice suit greeted us from the concierge desk as we walked in. I gave him a smile as his eyes fixated on me, not because I was prettier than Kari, who is tall, gorgeous, blonde, and perfectly proportioned, wearing a charcoal colored suit and pastel blue blouse. He focused on me because my hair was dyed scarlet and I was attired like a whore, in an evening dress that was obviously meant to end up on the floor of someone’s hotel room. The hem was a wave, too long in unneeded areas, and too short in some rather inappropriate spots. I had to make sure I took tiny steps to ensure I wasn’t heedlessly flashing my clamped and beaded slit. The bodice of the dress was also daring. Too low, and seemingly ready to fall off, the apparent risk of my breasts just popping out was not something to be taken lightly. And since my nipples were clamped, the dipping material ensured that even the most casual observer would notice the silver tops of the square framed clamps peeking out from the top.

So sure. The security guard liked it.

We headed across the lobby to the elevator and the buzzing between my legs reached a point where I wasn’t going to be able to hold off. As Kari hit the elevator button, I gasped, leaning against the wall, jamming a hand down against my groin. That turned out to be a mistake because the clamp on my clit, not to mention the spiked beads dangling down along my folds, were suddenly pressed hard against my pussy. The orgasm choose that particular moment to hit and I made a noise that turned the security officer’s head, his eyes curious, as I exploded with a cry, wetly, splattering the floor.

Oh dear. Security to Housekeeping. Wet spill on floor one.

The elevator dinged and Kari stepped into it. I glanced back at the security officer who had come to the obvious conclusion and was looking at me in shock. Mortified, my face flushed crimson to match my hair, I stumbled forward, pussy still dripping, my loins quivering like mad as my pussy convulsed in hard squeezes. I sagged as the doors shut and the lift began to rise. I closed my eyes, only to feel the vibrations between my legs suddenly slow and still. I sighed in relief as the oscillations ended for the first time since Kari had turned the toy on at the office, and I straightened, looking at her.

“Thank you,” I said weakly, still reeling from the sudden rush of endorphins and adrenaline. I felt like I’d just been flushed with a fire hose. I wanted to stop by the women’s restroom and take a moment just to clean myself up.

“Do not,” Kari said simply. “I told you that cumming was not permitted, and yet you did it anyway. You will be punished after the meeting.”

I swallowed. Punished. Right.  My eyes narrowed. “For making me cum in front of the security guard, right there in the lobby? How was I supposed to hold off?” I said sulkily. “Do you have any idea what having that damn thing shaking in your cunt feels like?” I crossed my arms, felt the clamps on my nipples move painfully, and let out another groan of frustration as I dropped my hands back down.  

“I do indeed,” Kari replied as the elevator lurched and slowed. “I have observed your response to it on multiple occasions. You evidently seem to enjoy losing control,” she added. The doors opened and I looked out onto a typical upper floor elevator lobby with tile floors. Kari turned right, looking like she knew exactly where she was going, and it turned out she did know. A set of glass doors were set in the short hallway and she opened them, allowing me to go through first.

I can’t tell you the name of the business, because that would be inappropriate. But I would have recognized the name even if they hadn’t contacted Kari about an interior redesign. This was high-profile. Seriously high profile. A receptionist sat at the desk and she looked up at the two of us with immediate attention. She was beautiful in a way that was hard to describe, and she was in her late fifties, maybe even early sixties. The desk plate read “Laura” and she had the prerequisite family pictures on the credenza behind her.

“Good morning, Ms. Anders. You’re exactly on time. I’ll let Mr. Nickerson know you and your associate are here,” Laura said immediately. She evidently recognized Kari on sight, which wasn’t exactly odd. Practically everyone does.

Kari smiled. “Thank you. I greatly appreciate it.” She didn’t bother to sit down in one of the available chairs, instead opting to stand and look around, taking in the décor. Her eyes narrowed at a couple of color mismatches and I could see the wheels already turning. The receptionist looked at me, her eyes taking in my hooker costume and I could see the effort she made in restraining herself from a critique. I turned away from her and moved over to one of the chairs. Maybe sitting would be the smart move.

Just as I managed to plant my butt in one of the soft chairs, two men emerged from the back off the office and immediately greeted my employer. Kari did her thing, shaking hands, smiling, easily speaking to them.

“This is my assistant, Breanne.” Kari gestured at me.

I blinked, reality snapping back in a frightened instant. I rose, ignoring the brush of the beads against my folds, the still very present pressure of the sex toy in my slit, and the throbbing pulse of the nipple clamps. I stepped up next to Kari, holding out my fingers. The first man was older, with gray hair and a distinguished persona. He took my hand gently, though his eyes slid down my body like a freshly deposited squirt of boy cum that had landed between my tits. I could feel him lean forward slightly, undoubtedly intrigued by my cleavage, and curious as to what the silver, glinting above my hidden nipples, were.

“Delighted. I’m Jason Cavanaugh,” he said, introducing himself. Then he let go of my hand and gestured at his younger comrade. “And this is my junior partner, John Parsons.”

The younger man with dark hair smiled at me warmly and shook my hand. His fingers lingered a bit longer than appropriate and I even felt him stroke my palm gently. As far as I was concerned, it was way too much attention for a personal assistant. Even one belonging to Kari Anders. I waited for him to let go, and when he did, I smiled and tried to move a little behind Kari without squeaking. Mousy me, right?

“This way please,” Mr. Cavanaugh said.

I followed behind Kari and Mr. Parsons took the rear, undoubtedly looking at mine. We were led to a private conference room. It was relatively small, with a table only big enough to hold six people. Cavanaugh took a seat at the head of the table, while Kari sat next to him. I was about to sit down next to her, when Mr. Parsons invited me to the chair opposite. I glanced at Kari and she gave me a little nod. I sat down. Then Mr. Parsons sat next to me, so that I was sandwiched between Cavanaugh and Parsons, across from my mistress.

The content of the conversation would bore you, since it mostly consisted of design ideas, material concepts and costs, time frames, and other assorted facts that are necessarily part of the interior design business. Mr. Parsons didn’t seem to be adding very much to the conversation and I sort of turned my chair slightly to focus more on what Kari was saying to Mr. Cavanaugh. Which is when I felt the touch.

It was light at first, tentative and somewhat “accidental”, but John Parsons most definitely had run a finger along my leg. I didn’t react, at least visibly, but my insides did a little flip and my pussy tightened around the silent egg with excited quivers. Stupid pussy. I couldn’t technically close my legs, not with the spiked beads hanging from my clit, along my folds, and down to my thighs. The touch came again, a little heavier this time, but still with a sense of “oops” attached to it. It slid along the outside of my leg then disappeared. I still hadn’t looked at Mr. Parsons, but when his fingers found my skin for the third time, I turned and looked straight at him, and smiled.

Smiles are great at communicating things. They can convey happiness, comfort, love, and pleasure. At least in our culture. They are instinctive and they can make you feel good. But there is one other thing a smile can do, especially between two people. They can convey permission.

The fourth touch wasn’t accidental in the slightest and went from a single finger to his entire hand. He started at my knee and drew his fingers upward, testing the texture of my skin, pushing at the green dress. I didn’t turn or enable things in anyway, but I didn’t stop him either as he touched me. My breathing might have picked up just a bit as the movement of his hand got more and more explicit, moving from my outer leg to my thigh, then even higher up. I shifted, opening my legs even a bit wider on instinct, inviting the inevitable. 

But then I reconsidered, biting my lip as I glanced at Kari. Should I open all the way and let him find my wet, stuffed, little slit? What about the beads? They weren’t technically sharp enough to hurt someone… well, sort of. But the image of Jessica Rabbit getting her cleavage searched and the villain screaming in agony to pull his hand out of her bodice with a fucking bear trap caught on the end flickered through my mind.

I spread my legs a little more and John Parsons’ hand slid deeper, going up my dress.

Mr. Cavanaugh was too distracted by the conversation with Kari to note that I’d twisted my lower half back toward his junior partner, or that my face was getting flushed. But Kari noticed. She glanced at me with a smirk and looked at John Parsons. Mr. Parsons had an expression of polite interest on his face, his right hand now on my left thigh, so high up that his pinkie finger was almost touching my clit. I gave him a bit more freedom, spreading my knees just a touch more, and caught the look of surprise on his face when he felt the clamp on my clit.

Of course, the touch of his finger on that little piece of metal gripping that tender nub caused me to gasp, just a little, and Mr. Cavanaugh glanced at me. I recovered instantly though, smiling warmly.

“You agree with Ms. Anders, Breanne?”

I tried to look interested, even though I had no fucking idea what they were talking about. But I did catch the fact that Kari was “Ms. Anders” and I was just “Breanne.” Of course. I was just the administrative fuck slut assistant. I swallowed and gave Mr. Cavanaugh a big smile. “In these matters I always defer to Ms. Anders. She’s the real genius. I just try to help make the wheels turn.”

Which is right when Mr. Parsons’ finger slid down my slit a bit, feeling the thin chain that held the beads. He let out a laugh. “Sort of the lubrication of the wheels you might say?” His finger wiggled just a bit, and I couldn’t help another gasp as the beads jumped around between my petals. I could feel the pinpricks, the wetness, the movement of his hand. Thank God the table was blocking his boss’ view!

Kari distracted Cavanaugh though, reaching out and tapping the table. She smiled. “Breanne is an amazing assistant, and a designer in her own right, albeit with a very different style than mine. She does southwest, Pueblo, and Texas art styles with ease.”

“Is that so?” Mr. Parsons asked. His finger went a little deeper, and downward. I knew he could feel the little chain, but had he found any of the beads yet? I didn’t think so.

Trying very hard not to tremble, I grinned. “I’m full of surprises, sir. When you get deep down.”

“I can’t wait to find out,” he replied with a smile.

Cavanaugh coughed. “Well, if we could get back on track, I wanted…” His voice trailed back off into numbing garbage for Kari’s ears, which suited me perfectly. Because John Parsons had found the beads. I glanced back at him and saw the confused, curious expression on his face as his fingers felt the spiked little balls. He traced them back up the line to the clamp and I could see him trying to figure out what the hell he was feeling. I pressed my lips together as his finger went back down, pushed the bead aside, and pressed into my wetness. His touch was shallow, not deep enough to feel the egg toy inside me, but my God it felt amazing. My eyes widened and stiffened in my seat, mouth slightly open. Forget the fact that I’d cum just twenty minutes before downstairs. I sat there, frozen, my lower half going nuts.

“Well, I think that tells me exactly what I need in order to get started,” Kari suddenly said. “Of course, I will need to get some measurements as well. In general, Breanne handles that function for me. Is there a specific date and time I can have her return to get the information required?” She looked directly at John Parsons.

Mr. Parsons coughed, gesturing with his free arm as he drew his hand out from under my dress and out into the open air. I couldn’t help noticing the wedding band on his left hand, or the moisture on his right pinkie, all the way up to the knuckle. “Well, I’d prefer not to have it done during business hours,” he replied thoughtfully. “It might be disruptive. Could Breanne come some evening this week? Maybe tonight even?”

I blinked. Wow. “Uh… well, I’m available this evening,” I said after a moment's thought. “I could be here at close of business.” I looked over at Mr. Parsons. “But I need to be honest. It could take up to an hour or two. I mostly use laser measurement tools, but I’ll need to crawl around on the floor too and take about a zillion pictures” I explained.

John laughed. “Oh, I don’t mind. I can get some work done, or even help.”

Cavanaugh nodded. “Excellent. That settles it.” He stood up and we all followed suit. I glanced down at the chair and couldn’t help turning red as I noticed the wet spot I left behind. Mr. Parsons saw it too and grinned. Cavanaugh led the way back to the lobby, followed by Kari, followed by me, with John right behind. His hand cupped my bottom once, giving me a squeeze, as we went back out to the lobby.

“Is six alright?” He asked me, letting go of my ass. “That will give everyone a chance to clear out of here.”

I swallowed hard, knowing exactly how this was going to work out. I looked him straight in the eye. I knew exactly what was going to happen, and taking measurements was the least of it. “Yes sir. I’ll be here.”

He smiled. “Great. I look forward to seeing you this evening.” Then he leaned forward and stuck his mouth right by my ear. “I’m really curious about your accessories.”

I quivered inside, smiling to keep myself from blurting out answers, or just stripping naked right there on the spot. Finally, Kari was ready to go and with another glare from Laura at the desk, we stepped out into the hall and headed down to the elevator.

I took a deep breath.

“That went well,” Kari said simply. “This one will be easy, but quite expensive. I presume Mr. Parsons got a decent feel for how you work?”

The innuendo in that comment was about as obvious as… as… as the clamps on my tits. I gave her a little frown and stuck my tongue out. Then the elevator doors opened and I hurried onto the lift. As she got on, the quiet, unmoving egg in my pussy suddenly roared to life, full power now shaking the motor that rumbled inside my convulsing cunt. I gasped, knees slamming together, the spiky beads jabbing my petals and thighs. I quivered, letting out a tiny yelp, and struggled to get some control as I widened my stance again.

“I do appreciate your willingness to come out here and take the necessary measurements,” Kari said simply, as I fell against the wall of the elevator and tried to stay on my high heel clad feet. The vibrating egg was simply going nuts inside me, rolling fast and hard. My entire sex had tightened up dramatically, pulsing hungrily as the thick, full, vibrator inside me shook. Kari looked over at me, smiling as I struggled for control, face flushed. Then the elevator dinged and I realized we were on the ground floor of the lobby. The doors opened and Kari stepped out, leaving me standing there. I hesitated, but as the doors started to shut, I slid through them.

And knocked down the wet floor sign in the middle of the lobby. The tile was dry already, but no one had picked up the sign. A mortified expression crossed my face as I looked over at the security guard. Same one from before. Oh my God. I took a few steps away from it, when Kari stopped, turned, and gave me a disappointed look.

“Breanne, you naughty girl. Pick that up,” Kari chided. My face went scarlet. If I went back for it, and bent over to pick it up…

Our eyes met and then I glanced over at the guard, who was watching with intensity. Slowly, I went back to the elevator lobby, my back to my mistress and the security officer. Then I bent over, grabbed the sign, and set it up right.

From the expression of delight on the man’s face, I knew he’d seen everything. My dress, too short in back, coming up to reveal my wet slit, the dangling beads bumping against it, my bare bottom, begging for a spanking. Humiliated, flushed, buzzing, and close to cumming once more, I pressed my lips together and followed Kari out of the building. All I could hope was that the same man wasn’t working the evening shift. Kari walked out to her car. I sort jerked and twitched my way there. I was able to open the car door and flop down into the seat, ready to cum. I spread my legs, not caring who might see me, and began reaching for my pussy.

And the vibrator went quiet again.

“Kari!” I shrieked in desperation. “No! Please! Don’t turn it off!” I begged. Kari climbed into the car next to me glancing down at my lap. 

“Touch your pussy and you won’t cum again till tonight, when you’re dancing to John Parsons’ tune,” she warned me. I whimpered, pulling my hands away from my exposed loins. Kari nodded in satisfaction and started up the engine. I sat there, my hips thrusting, my dress yanked up to expose the clamp on my clitoris, the beads opening my slit, pressing sharply against my labia. My stuffed cunt pulsed with wet, desperate need.

“Consider it punishment,” she said smugly, putting the car into gear “For your earlier orgasm.”

I groaned and closed my eyes. Shuddering. I wanted her to touch me. I wanted to march back up to John Parsons and beg him to fuck me. I wanted to strip in the lobby of the building and let the security officer watch. God damn it… I wanted to cum.

Punishment. Right.


The Green Dress - Part Three

The red convertible I was riding in bumped up into the old parking lot and I looked around in concern. We were in a rather run-down portion of Houston, behind an old, possibly condemned motel, where not even the city’s homeless were interested in camping. Trash littered the ground, abandoned and half broken pallets were stacked against walls, and milkweed had sprouted in some areas, growing to disturbing heights. The sunbaked concrete was cracked and discolored and the cement block border wall between the hotel’s back lot and a two-story storage facility located on the other side was the only thing in decent repair.

“Uh…” I remarked to the golden-haired goddess next to me. As commentary, it left plenty to be desired, but as a simple observational utterance, it was rather explicit. It didn’t take a genius to figure out that between the lines I was wondering “what the fuck?”

Kari pulled her car into the shadow of the hulking monstrosity before us. The abandoned motel had boarded up windows and there was debris and litter all over the place. No one was around and even the sounds of the street fifty yards away were swallowed up. It was like being alone in a desert, except we were in the middle of a major metropolitan area.

Weird.

The car came to a halt and she put it into park, turning off the engine. “Get out,” she said to me.

I gave her a suspicious look. She’d tormented me all morning, first at the office, then at the meeting with our new clients, then at lunch. The first aspect had been the skimpy green dress I’d been instructed to wear. It was low at the collar, high at them hem, tucked at the waist, and pretty much looked like something a high dollar escort might wear to a trick. The second aspect of my torment was a pair of steel, square framed clamps that Kari had attached to the tips of both of my breasts, just behind my gold hoop piercings. Tight enough to tingle and throb a bit, the clamps had been a major distraction, bringing my personal attention back to one of my erogenous zones. Then, moving down, the third part of my torment was another clamp, this one holding a light, silver, five-inch chain, threaded with six beads. Each bead was about the size of a large marble but shaped nothing like the cat’s eyes and aggies we played with as kids. Instead, they were asymmetrical, spiked and dangerous looking. Each point was sharp enough to prick skin and since Kari had hung the clamp on my clitoris, with the beads hanging down along my petals, you can imagine the sensation. Lastly, my poor little pussy was a sopping wet mess thanks to a fist sized toy she’d made me put in that morning. An egg shaped, plastic, wireless vibrator was nestled delicately in my sex, and since I wasn’t in possession of the control fob, it had rumbled at various intensities, at various inopportune moments, throughout the day.

So yeah. I was suspicious. What was next on her list?

I mean, besides torturing me.

I climbed out of the car. The first sensation to hit me was the wave of heat. It was September in Texas, and we have a special term for the first week of fall: Hotumn. Because it was still hot. Muggy heat surrounded me and penetrated into the green dress, making it feel moist and sticky

.

Much like other parts of me.

The next sensation I felt was the movement of the beads. While I’d been sitting down, the silver chain and assorted spiked accessories has worked and worried their way into my slit, forcing my petals apart just from resting atop them. Having the prickly balls opening my labia like that had, by necessity, kept my legs apart. Standing up, there was a sense of relief. Now that I was standing, the lowest bead now dangled right beneath my sex. It meant a wider gait than I normally used, and forced me to adopt a more sexual, lewd pose than was proper.  Girls aren’t supposed to stand with their legs spread apart.

As I mentioned, Kari, who was also my lover, best friend, and boss, as well as cruel, sadistic mistress, had tormented me all morning. That sexual harassment had led to me being fondled by the new client, as well as a very intense session of sexual denial while sitting in the middle of a crowded restaurant getting stared at.

And I hadn’t even gotten to cum.

Now my blood was boiling, my pussy was hot and sticky, and I was standing in the shade of a condemned building, wondering what the fuck was going to happen next.

Kari got out of the car.

Tall, leggy, blonde, rich, and perfectly beautiful, Kari Anders was the perfect woman. She was commanding, willful, intelligent, competent, understanding, and domineering. As a bi-sexual sadist, she had specific needs which included hurting, humiliating, and forcing submissive men and women to her will. This in turn excited her, proving to be the necessary foreplay prior to her own sexual satisfaction. The fact that I was a willing, eager, mentally fucked up masochist with a penchant for enduring exactly the kind of perverted shit she liked to inflict on others just made us a good pair.

She looked at me like a predator, licking her lips. I gulped just a little and she pointed to the ground in front of the car. “Come here,” she ordered.

Obediently, I circled around the fender, my black stilettos with the spiked heels not liking the cracked concrete one bit. I almost fell, stepped over a parking space block, and then found myself near the hood of her vehicle. The engine was ticking as the metal cooled and even with the heat of Houston’s Indian summer, I could feel the radiated warmth coming off the hood. Kari looked at me with a hungry smile.

“Very nice. It’s time for your punishment though.”

I blinked. “Punishment?” I asked stupidly, bewildered. Had I earned another one? I mean, I had chalked up my humiliation at lunch as “punishment”. She’d worked me into a tizzy over the space of an entire hour, turning the damn vibrator on and off at inappropriate moments, making snide remarks to the waiter about my deviant, sexual antics, and even giving me permission to cum if I did it quick enough. (I didn’t, by the way, and she’d turned the egg off completely, just to further torment me.) All in all, people had been staring at me and I’d turned a shade of scarlet that I thought only came in hair dye.

At least my cheeks and hair matched.

“I…I…I thought you already punished me,” I managed to stammer. Kari laughed, a pure and beautiful sound that betrayed the absolute cruelty of her attitude.

“Already punished you? That little thing at the restaurant?” She shook her head, still chuckling. “Oh Breanne, you are such a cute little fuck slut.” She chortled for a moment longer, then the laughing ceased abruptly. “Hardly. Strip.”

You would think that a girl like me, a certified nympho humiliation pain slut and all-around fuck buddy would be used to that command. I mean, I’m naked or half-dressed a good portion of the time. But as usual, the order startled me, the idea of me undressing there, in what was essentially a public place, even if there wasn’t an attending audience other than my lover, friend, boss, and mistress, was totally anathema to me. I looked around, terrified at the idea, my more conservative half rebelling instinctively. The words in my head raised to fever pitch. “You’ll get arrested! You’ll be seen! You’ll be caught! You can’t!”

But then I looked at Kari and saw the steel in her eyes, along with equal parts love and compassion. Why was she doing this? Because she knew, deep down, that I craved it. She’d brought me somewhere I could be indulged, giving into my need to be denigrated, humiliated, and sexually abused, but without the negatives. Those things would supercharge my coming orgasm, or orgasms (if I got lucky.)

Trembling with nerves, I shifted uncomfortably. “Ummm…” I asked. “How naked?”

Because there are like, levels of being naked.

“Completely,” Kari said eagerly. “Like all naked.”

I took a deep, shuddering breath. Completely naked meant that I couldn’t even have the dress within clutching distance. I’d be standing out there, in the buff, totally exposed, with nothing around to conceal myself with if a random security patrol came around the corner. Of course, this just made my pussy wetter, but inside, I was screaming. I gulped again and tried to slow my breathing. I knew that real panic was just a little bit further down that road.

And from that point there was just one more thing to do.

I pulled the zipper of the dress down my side and the low-cut bodice that had been threatening to fall and expose my clamped bosom all morning did just that. In seconds my breasts were out and in the air, and the full assortment of hardware accessories decorating the tips seemed cool against the heat. The square frame clamps were the most obnoxiously obvious bits, but the gold of my hoop piercings clashed with the steel of the clamps garishly. And then there was the small, charm-sized padlock that symbolized my being a submissive of the Society of the Golden Rose. It dangled from the piercing on my right breast. All in all, plenty of metal.

I did a cute little hip wiggle to work the dress down a bit more, the “cuteness” of which was totally unintentional, but Kari seemed to eat it up, her eyes flashing wildly. Her hand twitched and rose, as if she wanted to touch my suddenly exposed body, but she held back as I pushed and twisted, finally getting the green cloth down over my hips. A moment later the glint of silver at the apex of my slit flashed in the light and then the material slipped, just a bit. I thought it was going to fall to the ground, to puddle around my high heels, but instead it got caught on one of the spiked beads.

I let out a soft wail, my hands flashing down to free the material, mostly because it felt like my clit was about to get ripped off, but Kari suddenly grabbed my wrists and held me there. For fifteen or so seconds I quivered in pain, naked and vulnerable as pain shot up through my pussy. Then the duck billed clamp and the associated beads pulled free of my clitoris, falling with the dress. I let out a strangled sob as my clit seemed to burn. Kari let my wrists go.

“Pick it up,” she ordered.

Quivering, my eyes rapidly glancing back and forth, I wrapped one arm across my clamped breasts and bent in half, my knees coming together as I picked up the dress. When I stood back up, she put her hands on my hips, turned me more toward the front of her car, and kicked at my foot with her pointed shoe. I shifted immediately, my inner thighs spreading, exposing my wet, sticky slit. I held the dress against my naked body, still scared out of my wits that someone was going to come along and see me.

Kari stood there watching me for a moment, then reached out and pulled the dress slowly out of my grasp. The covering material stopped covering me and I resorted to the tried and true method of arm coverage. Which does a shitty job of covering nakedness.

“Beautiful,” Kari breathed, tossing the dress down on the hood of the car. For a moment we both stood there, me in the buff, nervously glancing left and right, her focused completely and totally on my availability. Her hand dipped into her pocket and when it came out, I saw she had the control fob. Before I could say anything, she once again turned on the vibrator inside me, the egg-shaped toy shaking with full force in my desperate and sodden slit.

Instantly my circumstances changed. The sexual stimulation was already supercharged by the mere fact that I was naked, outside, and at risk of being caught in the act. I gasped, knees quaking as the vibrations inside me radiated outward. My hips rolled, thrusting lewdly and my thighs tried to press together again. The arm I had pressed against my stomach, covering my pussy, slipped even further and my fingers found my wet, grasping, pulsing little slit and the movement of my fingers sent a surge through my pussy. I gasped as my lower half started to pump, fingers rubbing my sore clit in tight, frantic circles, and that’s when Kari stepped close and said something very nice.

“Let me take the clamps off your nipples.”

Had I not been so totally wrapped up in the exquisite pleasure streaming up from between my legs, or the frantic need to keep an eye on my surroundings, I might have had the presence of mind to realize that her wanting to reduce the amount of pain and/or sexual pressure I was feeling was highly unlikely. Had my pussy not been oscillating like a quartz watch, sending pulses of exquisite pleasure through my loins, I might even have had the presence of mind to question her, or at least wonder as to why she wanted the heavy, square clamps off the tips of my breasts. And if my clit hadn’t been the focus of my attention, fingers working myself into a frothy avalanche of sexual goodness, vibrated by the fist-sized sex toy inside me, I might have even realized that what she was really worried about was her car’s paint job.

“Good,” she praised me, pocketing the steel clamps and looking down at my lovely, dark pink nipples. “Now bend over and put your tits on my car.”

For the third time, I stood there flabbergasted. Oh sure, I’ve been bent over the hood of her car before, so I knew exactly what this time would feel like as well. But I’d never been this… turned on… before. Or done it in such a public, yet still empty place. And the vibrations in my slit… oh God. I was so wet! I swallowed hard and looked at her. Then I took a deep breath, took a tiny step forward, and bent over at the waist.

My tits dangled down. I’m not exactly super-well-endowed. For you men out there who feel the need to compare a woman’s bust to fruit (really? Fruit?) my breasts are about the size of grapefruit. They are full, relatively firm for a woman my age, and hang beautifully when I’m supine or bending over. I put my hands down on the hood of the car and promptly yelped, pushing off and standing straight.

The hood was hot! Very, very hot.

I glanced at Kari in alarm rubbing at my singed palms, but she just smiled. Then she repositioned my cast-off dress. “There,” she told me. “You may support yourself on that. And spread your legs wide when you bend back over.”

“Kari,” I protested. “The hood is too hot!”

She shrugged. “The car was out in the sun, and then it was on. What did you expect? It’s not too hot.”

“Yes, it is!” I declared.

Kari blinked, stared at me for a second, and then slapped her hand down on the hood of her convertible. Except, unlike me, she left it there. Three seconds, four seconds, five seconds. My eyes widened as she just let her hand cook on the painted metal. At ten seconds I squirmed, my pussy still doing yoga around the vibrator. At fifteen I felt awful. And when she got to twenty, her eyes still locked on me, I looked away humiliated. She pulled her hand off the car and held it up. The skin of her palm was quite pink, and obviously flushed, but it wasn’t burned. Not at all.

“You will support yourself using the dress as a barrier, and you will allow your breasts, specifically your nipples, to touch the hood of the car.”

I let out a frightened whimper.

“You will do this while I am spanking you with my belt,” she then announced. My eyes widened as she began removing the narrow leather belt she wore at the top of her business suit’s skirt and she pulled it loose easily, doubling it. Now I understood what she intended.

“Kari,” I breathed, totally blown away. “Please!” The whine in my voice was so bad it needed cheese to go with it.

“Bend over now, or I will double the number of strokes you are getting.”

I turned straight toward her convertible. Then I took a deep breath, and for the second time, bent over at the waist. I put my hands on the dress, moving it to cover my palms, and then my forearms, and I spread my legs obscenely wide as I got into the appropriate position. For a moment, I kept my breasts off the hood of the car. My butt was still high up, still available for that spanking, but I knew that Kari would want me tortured properly. She would want me hurting. And subjecting me to the heat would do it.

“Lower,” Kari ordered. “Touch the hood with your nipples.”

Quivering, both in strain and sexual stimulation, my pussy rippling as much, if not more, than the muscles in my arms, I dropped down. I could feel the heat emanating from the engine compartment, the hood acting as a diffuser that spread the heat across my entire torso. But my breasts were closer and I could feel a bead of perspiration forming on my forehead. Then Kari put her hand on my back and pushed.

“Down,” she insisted.

Then I felt it. Heat. Firmness. A pressure. The padlock on my right nipple bent upward as she pushed me into the hood and suddenly my breasts were compressed against the hot, ticking metal. I cried out, loudly too, but with no one around to hear my wail of anguish, Kari ignored it, holding me in place. I held my place for the first five seconds, but after that I started to push back, the heat becoming hotter and hotter.

“No. Hold it there. I want your tits to cook,” she hissed.

Ten seconds. I realized I was panting. My breasts felt like I’d dipped them in hot wax. My hips rolled and then there was a swish of air. I didn’t even realize what it was. Kari was standing to my side, her right hand on my back, and from there, with her left hand, she slashed the doubled leather belt into my backside.

It wasn’t a terribly hard blow as these things go, and I wouldn’t have expected a brutal welting in such a place. Done with the left hand, I doubted she even left a mark across my poor rump. But my brain wasn’t exactly functioning in a cool, collected fashion, evaluating circumstances logically. My breasts were being fried on a hot griddle. I was being held down. My pussy was shaking like a bowl of gelatin in an earthquake. And now my ass was being beaten with a leather belt. You’ll forgive me if I thought she was flaying my rump.

“Oh my God!” I blubbered, trying desperately to rise from where my boobs were searing on the hood of Kari’s car. The belt swished again and a hot, sharp sting rose up from my ass. I pushed upward and it was more than Kari could handle, at least one handed. I got my breasts off the hot metal and let out a wail that I’m surprised didn’t draw a flock of people from the roadway on the other side of the motel.

“Stop!” Kari snarled. “I’m going to give your ass twenty strokes and you’ll keep your tits pressed to the hood of the car the entire time or I will start that count over! Now get your chest back down!” She pressed on me again and I still fought her, not quite right in the head. I stayed bent over, but without touching the hood with my boobs and then felt the belt slash across my rump a third time.

“That’s one unless you get yourself back down,” Kari hissed.  “Then the next stroke will be one.”

And something broke inside me. I let out a ragged sob and felt tears flood my eyes. I felt suddenly weak and my pussy spasmed. My entire being seemed torn and I gave in like wet tissue. I dropped back down, the heat searing into my chest.

“One,” I managed to blurt out.

Kari took her hand off my back and moved around to the other side of me, switching to her dominant hand. I can only presume it was so she could hit my ass harder and faster. The belt flashed against my bottom again and I twisted, waves of differing pressures and needs shooting through me. “Two!” I managed to wail through gritted teeth. I realized I’d spread my legs even further, my feet now so wide apart that I could feel an uncomfortable pressure in my ankles as I tried to balance on the stupid five-inch-high heels. My butt was burning already, a sharp, stinging heat drawn in scarlet lines from one side to the other. Inside me, the pressure to cum was building in spurts, rapid and drowning and my body was beginning to confuse the pleasure with the pain. My clit tingled and I suddenly wished the chain of spikey beads and the clamp were still there. My breasts seemed to throb with heat, aching as they cooked atop Kari’s car. My hips rocked at the excess stimulation, the pressures applied, and that just made it all worse. Another stroke of the belt made me gasp.

“Three!”

Kari’s arm began moving faster and as the belt landed in a steady rhythm across my ass, I couldn’t tell if she were being cruel to me, inflicting so much more pain on my bum, or being a loving, caring, generous dom who wanted to curtail the amount of time my bosom sat on the burner. I remember practically shouting out the numbers. Four. Five. Six. Seven. Eight. Nine. T-t-t-ten. I sniveled, almost sobbing. Pain shot through me. Or was it intense, overwhelming pleasure? I couldn’t tell! I jerked with each stroke and my voice quavered almost as much as my pussy as I got past fifteen. My breasts felt so hot! Perspiration dripped from my forehead down onto the car hood and I would have sworn that it began steaming.

“Eighteen!” I wailed after another series of hot lines scorched their way across my flank. My pussy tightened and then my eyes widened. There was a rush, a cool flood of relief. I didn’t even understand what was happening until a moment later. My sex locked up and I jerked my sex forward and jammed it up against the grill of Kari’s car, frantically pumping, rubbing my slit on the grill. I felt my entire body burst with sexual need, the climax overwhelming me as I was spanked naked across the hot hood of Kari’s convertible.

My brain shut down as Kari left the nineteenth stroke on my rump, not even realizing that I was cumming. My teeth were locked, my eyes shut, my body shaking violently. Waves of orgasm were slicing through me just as surely as Kari’s belt was cutting into my bottom. I jammed my pussy against the front of Kari’s car and I began humping her vehicle, but I didn’t even care what that must have looked like. It felt good. Great even! Wonderful. Oh, my fucking God I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m…

“Oh, you poor dear. You missed one. I guess I’ll need to start again,” Kari intoned sweetly.

I jerked up out of my euphoria, hauling my cooked tits off the front of the car. “I’m cumming!” I shouted. “I’m cumming! Kari! Please! I’m cumming!”

Kari grabbed my wrist and turned me round. The waves crashed against my cervix and she slammed her mouth down upon mine, kissing me with a passion that rocked me to the core. My hot breasts pressed against her blouse, my tender nipples rubbing against the smooth, slinky, silk shirt she wore. Her hand cupped my rear and pressed me too her and her knee came up between my legs, jammed against my quivering pussy. Time seemed to stop, except that I stayed in orgasmic bliss far longer than I thought possible, held by the woman who had tortured me to this very point.

How long I was held in her embrace I can’t tell you. It felt like hours but was probably less than a minute. My head felt light and I felt faint as she let me go. I teetered for a moment, dazed and confused, eyes unfocused as my pussy continued to quiver because of the vibrating egg. Then that too went silent and Kari was threading her belt back into the loops of her skirt. I stood there, not caring that I was naked, that anyone walking by could have seen me. Not caring that there was a wet splatter on the ground in front of Kari’s car, or that the front fender was going to need a wash. I didn’t care that my breasts were both a flushed, dark pink.

Kari seemed to get it together and she picked my dress up from the front of the car. Carefully she shook it out, then helped me back into it. I threaded my high heels through the opening and she drew it up my body, covering my now well marked ass, and my dripping, rose colored, stuffed slit. I lifted my arms, expecting her to cover my breasts, but she hesitated, looking down at my flushed, hot bosom.

“Kari?” I breathed tiredly.

She gave me a look that was part lust, part pity, part love, and part cruelty. “What were you planning to wear tonight?” She asked. “When you go back to the client for measurements?”

It took me a moment to get my brain in gear. “Uh… jeans? A tee shirt?” I guessed. It made sense. I’d have to be crawling around on my hands and knees for some of it, and John Parsons would strip me naked regardless of what I was wearing.

“No,” she said firmly, shaking her head.

“No,” I repeated dumbly.

Kari smiled. “You’ll wear these,” she said, digging into the pocket of her skirt. She pulled the two square framed clamps out, the silver shining.

I blinked. “What?” I managed to stammer.

She lifted the first clamp, threading it onto my left nipple. I started to pull back put she put out her other hand, grabbing my right breast and pinching. I gasped. Wow. It fucking hurt!

“Kari!” I let out a sharp cry.

“Stand still,” she snapped. I clenched my fists and looked away as she let go of my right breast and began tightening the clamp down onto my left. I felt the cool pressure against the seared dryness of my skin and then the pressure began biting. I felt discomfort, then a throb of pain. She’d tightened it quite a bit more than before. I gasped, my nipple pulsing.

“Now the other side,” she said, her eyes focused, her tongue partly sticking out from between her lips as she concentrated. I whimpered, my body once more shaking as she tightened the second clamp on my breast. Then the weight of the clamps matched, as did the pinching agony of the crushed tips of my breasts. I sagged as she grabbed the green dress and yanked it up over my breasts, covering them. The relief I should have felt, no longer naked for the world to see, just didn’t come close to abolishing the agony of the clamps. Kari zipped up the side of the dress.

“Oh!” She said, ducking down and picking up something off the ground. “One more thing.” She held up the clamp, the prickly beads swinging. “Let’s put this back on your cute little clit.” She grabbed the front of my dress at the hem and tugged it up, exposing my wet slit. It only took her a moment to pinch open the duck-billed clamp and then let it close on my tender, exposed nub. “There,” she said satisfactorily.

I swallowed, hot and sweaty and hurting and buzzed. “I have to wear the dress?” I asked.

“For now,” she said simply. Kari took my elbow and led me carefully around to the car door, pushing me in. I sat down heavily, breathless and weak. I swung my legs in, but the beads kept me from closing my legs, even when the dress rode up, exposing my slit. My mistress got in next to me and the engine started. Cool air blasted out at me and for a second, I longed to just pull the front of my bodice down, nipple clamps be damned. 


The Green Dress - Part Four

The keys to the office door rattled in my hand as I knelt, bending over to unlock the heavy glass door. I never understood why the lock was at the bottom of the door itself, in the most inconvenient of places. It almost always required me to get on my knees, presenting my ass, which provided Kari with plenty of opportunity to get a good look up the back of my dress as I unwillingly flashed my goods to the entire freaking atrium.

The green dress I was wearing was half of that problem. If I were wearing something more decent, showing off my bum wouldn’t be an issue.

As the key turned, I quickly put my other hand on my bosom, trying to keep my breasts from falling out of the dress’ bodice. The lock clicked and I tugged my key loose, only to rock back and see Kari’s smirk of satisfaction looking down at me.

I frowned back up at her.

She was nice enough to help me to my high heel clad feet, the black stilettos making my back ache. She held me close to her, enjoying the softness of my body pressed to hers, the fruity scent of my perfume, and the fact that I was sexually suffering, just for her. I felt her hand curl over my flank, cupping my ass.

“Does it feel good?” She asked, her voice husky as she gave my rump a nice, hard squeeze.

I swallowed. “My ass? Which you whipped with a belt just twenty minutes ago?” I asked acidly. But then I decided that this needed a multiple-choice answer. “The clamps on my nipples? Or the one on my clit with the spiked beads hanging from it? Or are you asking about the vibrating egg you’ve got jammed up my twat?”

Kari seemed to be amused by my sullen and spirited resistance. “Yes,” she breathed, selecting “all of the above.” I sighed and turned away from her, pulling myself out of her grip. I grabbed the door and yanked it open.

“Good isn’t what I’d call it,” I muttered, but loud enough for her to hear as I stepped aside, holding the door open, giving my mistress, lover, best friend, and boss right of way. Kari walked through, her step elegant and feminine. She glanced at me.

“What would you call it then?” She asked in a teasing voice.

“Torture?” I opted sarcastically. It was just a wild ass guess, but a good one.

Kari laughed again. “Oh dearheart, you don’t know what torture is, if that’s what you’re going to call what I’ve done to you today.”

I let the door close behind me, making sure it didn’t hit me on the ass. I dumped my purse on my small desk and looked at her, my hands on my hips. “Kari, you forced me into cumming in the lobby of a downtown high rise, splattering the floor and humiliating me in front of the security guard. Then you shamelessly put me in a situation where our client has every expectation of fucking me stupid this evening. After that, you took me out for lunch, which admittedly was delicious, except you constantly played with the vibrator control, making my sexual distress obvious to everyone sitting within fifteen feet. And then, after denying me an orgasm there at the restaurant, you took me to a parking lot, stripped me naked, whipped my bottom with a belt, all while cooking my breasts on the hood of your car.”

She shrugged. “You had an orgasm, didn’t you? Are you complaining?”

I glared at her. “No,” I replied sullenly. “But I don’t want to get into an argument about semantics with you.”

Kari smiled. “Indeed. I would hardly challenge a wordsmith such as you.”

I turned away and crossed my arms. I might have still been a little focused on previous events. “It’s not my fault I exploded,” I declared. Mostly to myself.

Kari stepped closer and lifted her hand. She turned me back around to face her. Her fingers cupped my chin and she looked me in the eye. “Of course, it’s your fault. Your role as a nympho humiliation pain slut is to endure whatever sexual torment I wish to inflict upon you, and to control yourself as ordered. I inflicted a grotesque amount of direct stimulation upon you, and you folded. As I expected.” She smiled again, as if her little story meant something. “Thus, you earned the punishment I inflicted upon you. And the punishment to come.”

I felt the resistance inside me crumble again. Torture. Torment. Punishment. Pleasure. Who cared what it was called, if it all did the same thing? Besides, it wasn’t like she was ever going to put me in thumbscrews, or strap me to a wall and fry my genitals with a car battery (probably, though she might get close, using the TENS Unit I knew she owned.) She wasn’t going to ever permanently hurt or damage me, and Kari would have rather killed herself than brought harm to one of my family members.

In reality, she was just constantly looking for a convenient excuse to inflict more sexual insanity upon my person in order to satisfy her own needs. And if she needed a convenient mental construct to do it, fine. After all, I knew that the difference between torment and torture, at least within the scope of inflicting it upon me, was mostly a matter of spelling.

She took a deep breath. “I would like you to go down to the conference room and remove your dress. Then have a seat in one of the leather chairs and spread your legs wide.”

I gave her a surprised look. “You’re going to punish me again?”

Kari smiled and gave me a little shrug. “I did your backside in the parking lot. Now I intend to do your front side.”

“Why? Wasn’t the belt on my ass enough? I even exploded!”

This time her teeth showed when she grinned. “Exactly! You exploded.” She hummed to herself as she walked away, preceding me down the hall. Frustrated, I muttered a few choice words under my breath and then sort of stomped down the hall. Doing it in five-inch heels isn’t practical though and after a few feet I adopted my usual gait; a wide, awkward, sexually explicit sort of roll.

She went into her office while I proceeded down to the conference room. A large mahogany table dominated the space and six expensive, leather chairs encircled it. I pushed one out and over toward the wall, even as I unzipped the side of my green dress. The bodice fell first, letting my clamped breasts free of the restraining material. Two, squarish metal blocks were attached to my nipples, right behind the hoop piercings and the single padlock that dangled from my right breast. These were simple, screw-tightened clamps and they were secured with just enough pressure to send a weak pulse of discomfort through my bosom with every beat of my heart. Kari liked to say that it would “remind” me that my breasts were a sore spot. I’d been wearing them pretty much since ten that morning and I was getting quite tired of having the metal appendages clinging firmly to the tips of my breasts.

The dress slid down over my hips and I pulled it away from my pussy as it fell to the floor. It had snagged on the clamp attached to my clit earlier. One terrible, forced removal of the black and silver duckbill clamp was enough for one day. Hanging from the clamp was a silver chain with tiny links. Only five inches long, the chain held about six beads in line. Each bead was about the size of a marble, and sported enough spikes, spines, and pins to please an acupuncturist. For me, it was about torment, since the beads tended to wriggle and prickle their way into my slit, opening my folds, any time I sat down. Standing up, the dangled excitedly, bouncing and banging against my pussy and upper thighs with every step. They were maddening either way.

Lastly, there was the egg in my sex. It wasn’t a real egg. Instead it was plastic and filled with a motor. Or several of them. I don’t know. What I did know was that the thing was wireless and that Kari had the control fob. At that particular moment, as I plopped down into the chair, spreading my legs wide and lifting them so that I was propped up on the armrests, the motor was running at low speed, sending a resolute, but not yet desperate vibration into my depths.

Besides, I’d cum just forty minutes before, bent over the hood of Kari’s freaking car, her belt swishing soundly against my bottom while my tits were sautéed on the hot engine block of her convertible.

I looked down at myself. My full, white breasts were quite pink, a result of a day’s worth of moisture being cooked out of them. The nipples ached too, but that was from the metal square clamps. My stomach was a thick bump, but still lean enough to be called trim. Then below it came the smooth expanse of my totally shaved snatch, along with the deep pink folds of my labia. The heavy duck billed clamp, silver metal and black rubber, stuck up, with the padded pincers pressing tightly on my clitoris and I bit my lip as I studied the prickly, spiny beads that were already working their way between my petals, trying to open me up.

And I waited. Part of being a good submissive is being patient, knowing that the things I needed, which was to be the things Kari needed, would come in good time. I sat there naked, my stupid black stilettoes hanging in the air, red painted toenails pointed upward, my legs propped up on the arm rests of the chair. My dripping, stuffed slit was teased by the spiked beads, waiting for Kari to come.

She finally did, maybe fifteen minutes later. I had no idea if she’d locked the front door of the office, or if she’d put her calls on hold. Instead she came in holding four silk scarves. Without a word she began wrapping them around my thighs, threading the loose ends through the arm rests. I’m not stupid. I knew she was tying me down. And when she was done securing my legs, she did my wrists, binding my arms up over my head.

“I need to be tied up?” I asked with concern.

Kari chuckled. “You always need to be tied up. If I could swing it, I’d have you on display in the front lobby like this.”

I think my eyes bulged a little with that statement and it shut me up. The idea of her rolling the chair out to my desk, or worse – out the front door of our little office and out into the atrium, both excited and terrified me. The wet pulsing of my pussy made it clear which side of me won that battle. I tugged on the scarves holding my wrists and found that she’d done a pretty darn good job. She tilted me backward, then locked the chair so that I was reclining. A lot. I looked up at the ceiling.

“Be right back,” she said, giving the clamp on my clitoris a tiny little wiggle.

The new position wasn’t any better than the old one and the buzzing of the vibrating egg in my sex still permeated my loins completely. The tingling of my clit added to the arousal, complicated by the spiny little beads tormenting and teasing my petals. My nipples, still caught firmly in the squared off clamps, pulsed softly, not quite hurting, not quite feeling good. I felt a trickle of moisture leak out of my slit and slide slowly down over my perineum, until it found my bottom. Kari came back, arms full, and dumped a frightening panoply of items on the table.

My eyes locked on the red, rubber ball gag first and foremost. I’m not a fan of gags. In fact, I hate them. I don’t mind being unable to talk, or having my cries muffled. What I hate is drooling all over myself. It’s a distinct sensation that I find abominable. So the appearance of the ball gag had some serious mental side effects. Side effects like failing to note the flogger, or the crop, or the leather sap. And that wasn’t all. I didn’t notice the spiked pinwheel, two forceps clamps, and a dozen clothespins.

Kari grabbed the gag.

“P-p-please. I don’t need that!” I blubbered.

Kari smiled and gave me a patronizing look. ‘Of course, you do. You’re about to get punished. We can’t have the folks upstairs calling the police.”

“You want me to scream?” I asked worriedly.

Kari laughed. “Of course not. That’s why I’m gagging you.”

“But… but I won’t scr… mpggghhhrgggggllllsssssh!” I managed to mumble as she jammed the rubber marble into my gob.

It wasn’t the big one, but it was large enough and my jaw locked down on it uncomfortably as she buckled it behind my head, pulling my hair through the band. I sucked down the saliva already filling my mouth and looked daggers at my mistress as she reached up. She grabbed hold of one of the clamps hanging on my boob and began loosening it. A surge of not-quite-pain shot through my tit and then she pulled the square frame clamp off.

I made an obnoxious remark that only came out as “mmmpphh jjgggghhrrr fgfrrrrg” or something like that and Kari responded by pulling the other clamp away from my chest and stretching out my nipple. My eyes widened with the pain and I squealed, only a muffled cry coming out from around the gag.

“That sounded sarcastic,” Kari chided. Then, with my breast all stretched out and pain shooting up through my bosom, she grabbed the little screw. “Let me loosen this.” But instead of twisting to the left, she went to the right, tightening the clamp. She took several turns until I was squealing right through the gag itself. My feet kicked and the silk scarves she’d used to tie me tightened as I pulled. Pain shot through my tit as all the circulation was cut off to the tip of my breast.

“Oh, did I go in the wrong direction?” Kari asked in faux dismay. She laughed as my nipple throbbed horribly, then she loosened the clamp up. But not much. Just enough for the blood rushing back into the crushed nub to hurt me too. Agony raced through my chest for a minute. Then she loosened the clamp up completely and took it off, tossing it onto the table next to the other one.

I sat there, panting.

A small key fob type object appeared in her hands and my eyes widened as she pressed the control buttons. Suddenly, deep between my legs, the vibrating egg went into overdrive, shaking violently. I gasped, my hips thrusting as my pussy tightened violently around the sex toy. I sat there trembling as Kari picked up the flogger.

“Time to sensitize you,” she declared. The flogger began spinning and I felt a cool breeze suddenly strike my skin. It hit me only a second or two before the swinging leather strands began hitting as well. Kari was aiming at my breasts and she switched from a circle, the tips of the flogger whip striking my nipples, to a back and forth type slashing motion. Suddenly the full breadth of the whip was slapping hard against my breasts, first from the left, then from the right. The blows stung and Kari wasn’t pulling punches either. Within five hits the stinging had become almost intolerable and I was keening through the ball gag into the inside of my arm. My back arched as my body suddenly tried very hard to get away from the slashing bite of Kari’s whip. Only the fact that my pussy was doing the can-can with Kari’s vibrating egg, kept me from screaming bloody murder.

So, Kari moved the target. Suddenly the flogger was slashing straight downward, impacting with hard, stinging strokes right on my pussy. My eyes went wide and I shrieked into the ball gag. I would have tried to close my legs, except I was tied - knees to armrests. My feet kicked wildly and I lifted my bottom up from the chair. Except that only gave her a better angle and the next few burning licks literally tore the clamps from my clitoris and ripped the strand of spiked beads right out of my slit.

That was probably a good thing, because the next few swings drove a few lengths of leather in between my petals, spreading my labia open even wider, and leaving me breathless. The flogger caught my inner thighs and Kari decided to work her way out to my right knee. That hurt, stinging hotly. I let out a panicked sob and the flogger worked its way right back down to the wet, stuffed, burning slit between my legs. Then she went up the left leg.

The chair creaked as I tried desperately to free myself but Kari was used to tying up little sluts like myself. While my insides shook and squeezed and pulsed, my outsides burned and stung and hurt. Kari whipped my pussy hard, then went back to give my tits round two. I couldn’t take it. I turned my head away and squeezed my eyes shut, gasping through the gag, sucking in air, saliva spilling down my chin onto my shoulder.

Then it stopped. I let out a choked sob, opened my eyes, and looked down at myself. My chest was an even darker shade of pink than before, the whipping of my bosom combining with the cooking my tits had received leaving my skin flushed.

And my pussy? Except for the fact that my petals were soaked and I could hear the vibrating egg going inside me, as well as feel it, only a few light red marks marred my sex. My entire slit felt hot, the skin flushed and excited. My clit was peeking out, as if expecting more adventure. As Kari turned back to the table, I shifted left and right, my hips trying to fuck the sex toy inside me.

Her foot shot out and snagged one of the other chairs and she dropped into it, a flash of silver in her right hand. She rolled herself closer and I saw the needle-sharp points of the pinwheel. This one was a dual set, meaning two sets of pinwheels. She brought the sharp little points down toward my pussy and I shrank back into the seat, gibbering as I slobbered around the ball gag. I expected those sharp little points to roll their way along my sex and over my clitoris, but her hand grabbed my right shoe at the heel, and while still holding the double pinwheel, she began unbuckling my stiletto.

There are some things I’m scared of, and the idea of her running the Wartenberg Pinwheel along my instep was one of them. I’m very sensitive on the bottoms of my feet and I tried to communicate my concern with some loud pitched whines. Kari ignored them, but as she brought the spiked wheel down to my foot I squealed and kicked, perhaps risking serious injury, but properly communicating the fact that I did not want her to run that damn thing over my sole.

Kari pursed her lips, considered my actions, turned back to the table, and picked up one of the forceps clamps. Before I could really process what was going on, she opened it, set it on either side of my clit, and locked the damn thing down tight.

If you have ever been on the receiving end of a pair of forceps clamps, you probably know exactly what this felt like to me. I stiffened, eyes wide, as the pain shot up through my pussy, straight to my heart. My throat closed up after a moment and I only realized then that I’d been squealing like a stuck pig. Kari gave me a cruel smile and then, just to really drive home the point, twisted my clit around a full one hundred and eighty degrees.

Ow.

“Now that I have your attention,” she said simply, returning my clitoris to the correct orientation, if not releasing it from the forceps clamp, “I would like to encourage you to keep your foot as still as possible.” She lifted the pinwheel again as I stared at her in gibbering horror. She brought the sharp pins close to my foot. The urge to kick surged through me, but the memory of her twisting my clitoris kept me still and then I jerked as the sharp pins touched the very center of my foot, right on the arch. She didn’t push. She just began rolling them back and forth, lightly, up to the ball of my foot and back down to my heel. It drove me crazy. It didn’t tickle, but it might as well have. The prickling sensation was just something I couldn’t handle. I struggled to hold still, but then it was too much. I let out another wail through the gag and yanked my foot up and away from the pinwheel.

Kari twisted my clit.

My entire body went rigid with pain and the chair creaked again as I squealed through the gag. She spun my dial to the point where I shook violently, pain shooting up from between my legs. My pussy tightened down on the vibrating egg and I started jerking my hips. That made her grip shift and to my shock, the forceps clamp came loose. My clit burned horribly and when Kari went to clamp it again, I bounced my ass around in the seat back and forth. Tears poured down my cheeks and my chest was wet from drool.

Then, much to my shock, Kari dumped the pinwheel and the forceps on the table and slid out of her chair, onto her knees. I’m not used to her being on her knees, and she tucked a lock of her long, blonde hair behind her ear. Then she brought her face down between my legs and I saw her tongue dart out, lapping at my swollen, hurting clitoris. I gasped, shaking, and suddenly the residual pain changed to pleasure.

My world twisted and suddenly the pain was gone, fading into the background as my cruel, vicious mistress licked at my pussy. She suckled my clitoris and I pushed up against her. Then her hand came up to my bare foot and even while she was licking me, her fingertips rubbed my sole.

For me, sex is frequently about oscillating between extremes. Kari had hurt me. Now she was pleasuring me. Somewhere, in the back of my mind, I knew what would be coming next, but for that moment, I didn’t care. This was perfect. This was amazing. I thrust up against her, humming with need, practically purring as her mouth danced on my sex. My chest heaved, too many good things happening all at once, and I felt the surge of energy. I recognized it. I was going to cum again. I could feel myself tightening, ripening, the pressure intensifying.

And just as expected, when I was right on the cusp of cumming, she drew her mouth back, grabbed my clit with her thumb and forefinger, and pinched. I cried out, the sudden pain only merging with the pleasure, but it let her reach back to the table and this time she came back with the leather sap. I watched, shaking violently, as she stood up. Then she lifted her skirt, pulling them hem up higher and higher, until I could see her white, lace panties. She pulled them downward, exposing a shaved slit with just a touch of trim above it. Then she grabbed the chair I was tied in, spun it around so that I was looking at the wall, and tipped me backward.

Talk about unnerving! I thought I was going to fall but Kari held onto the chair, lifting three of the five rollers off the ground. Then the back of the chair was on the floor and I found myself looking right up her skirt, seeing her white thong. I blinked, rather disoriented since I was still tied to the chair and was looking straight up at the ceiling. Kari, still holding the leather sap, shimmied out of her skirt, letting it fall. Then she took off her panties and that’s when I my breath caught. Her pussy was wet.

Very, very wet.

I didn’t dare hope, but as she dropped down, kneeling over my head, I suddenly realized that I was going to get my wish. She put the sap down and quickly released the buckle holding in my gag. It came loose with a gasp and I swallowed, licking my lips. She moved herself right above me, her legs spreading wider and wider as she dropped down. Her petals were glistening and her smooth, pretty pussy looked like it was made to be licked. The scent of her arousal was almost overwhelming. My mistress is not easily pleased, and as a sadist, it takes an awful lot of inflicted sexual torment to bring her to a point where she was ready to cum. Had I taken enough? Had I been hurt sufficiently to make her want to cum? Kari leaned over and picked up the leather sap.

Evidently not.

Her slit hit my nose first and my tongue jabbed upward, tasting her salty tang. There was the scent of lavender mixed in with her need and I sucked and nibbled on her petals with a voraciousness that probably seems out of place. I rarely got the opportunity to use my mouth on Kari. She just couldn’t handle it. And the fact that she was letting me lick her was a fucking gift. At least as far as I was concerned.

As my tongue swirled against her clitoris and her breathing changed into a ragged, struggling series of gasps, I felt her move. There was a breath of air between my legs and then something struck me, right on the pussy. It was flat, stung and burned, and sent a shearing shock through my body, enough to stop my licking and instead force a muted scream out of my throat. Of course, it had nowhere to go but up into Kari’s cunt and I wailed as another wet, excruciating slap smacked into my open sex.

“Yes,” hissed my mistress. “Lick me. Scream for me.” Her hips rolled, grinding her pussy up and down my face, smearing her goo from my chin to my eyes. She literally fucked my nose and I had no way to stop her. Or control her. More blows landed between my legs, so hard that I could barely focus on getting my tongue up and into her. I squealed, crying out, fire and fury burning down through my loins. Kari’s hips were going back and forth so fast that I could barely keep my tongue in her. The wet, sharp spanking noise of the sap hitting my wet cunt punctuated our fucking.

And then… then Kari moaned.

The sap slowed and stopped, but her hips didn’t. She folded, bending in half as I found her clit once again. Her mouth came down, latching onto my own pussy and we quivered together, our mouths doing everything to each other, and the pain and agony of my punishment faded into a searing, overbearing pleasure that left me breathless.

But Kari was way closer than I was. She shivered violently a second later and pushed herself away from me, falling backward. I lay there, still panting, still needing, still hurting as she curled sideways, into a ball, eyes closed, fingers tightened into fists. All I could really see were her knees and face and she just lay there next to me, her muscles locked in rigor.

“Kari?” I whispered. “Kari? Are you okay?” I asked weakly. Oh my God I needed to cum. I needed her to whip me again. And fuck me. And hurt me. And do me. Hard. “Kari? Please?”

She nodded, her teeth still clenched together. I knew she became intensely, even painfully sensitive to stimulation during sex. I couldn’t even imagine what that might feel like. I watched her for almost a minute, wishing I wasn’t tied up, that I could go to her, brush her hair back, rub her shoulders, or something. Instead I was bound and splayed open, pussy still stinging and wet and hungry. I wanted to hold her, whisper sweet nothings into her ear, and beg her to do it to me all over.

It took my mistress almost five minutes to collect herself, and when she did, she was quiet. She pushed herself up to her feet, picking up her fallen panties with a sweep of her hand. She stepped further away from me, out of my direct line of sight. The vibrator inside me went silent and I knew she had picked up the small control fob and turned off the egg. She left the room and I suspected she was getting herself straightened out. The white lace thong would slide up her legs, disappearing beneath her business suit. She’d straighten her jacket, checking each crease. Then she would check the mirror, making any necessary fixes to her makeup.

I ached. Tied the way I was, the position was uncomfortable. My arms were still secured above my head, my legs draped over the arm rests. But with me on my back, the silk scarves were cutting into me. Add in the simmering desperation, the fact that I still needed to cum, badly, and I grimaced with frustration as the minutes ticked by. I was just getting ready to call out to her, to beg her to come back and let me loose, when she waltzed into the room. Kari was herself again, no longer lost to the carnal needs of her body. She was an ice queen, a princess, in control and dominant. I was impressed with her strength as she lifted the back of my chair, my entire frame still bound to it, and set it upright with a bounce that jolted me. The wheels thunked down, rattling me to the bone, and I stared up at her with a silly grin on my face.

“Feel better?” I asked smugly. Kari pursed her lips. I could tell she was just a tad bit embarrassed. And maybe a little angry. She didn’t like losing control, even if it was with me. She looked down at little fuckslut, eyes cold and cruel. She picked up the duck billed clamp, the one with the spikey beads on it.

“I will feel better when you’re suffering properly,” she said easily, bending at the waist. Her hand came up and I sucked in a breath.

“I am suffering properly,” I assured her. That did nothing because she pinched open the clamp, set the gaping pincers to either side of my swollen, well smacked clitoris, and let it close. I yelped, the delicious pinching both painful and pleasurable. The beads fell against my petals, prickling and poking my pussy.

Kari laughed. “Oh, hardly.” She shook her head. “You haven’t begun to suffer.” She turned back to the table and picked up the first of the steel square clamps. I watched as her thumb and forefinger opened the pressure bar. I didn’t even realize I was close to hyperventilating until she brought the damn thing up to my right breast. It only took her a moment to tighten it up on my protruding tip and I groaned as a surge of intense discomfort shot up through my breast. Then the other clamp went on, leaving me wincing as I looked up at her.

She gave me this warm smile, as if she were giving me chocolate cookies or something similarly innocuous. Then she reached down and pushed her finger into my pussy, making me gasp and tighten. But it wasn’t a finger fuck, that’s for damn sure. Instead she gently slid her nail up along my petals, opening my folds, lifting the beads and letting them settle deeper between the wet, sensitive labia. I gasped, the sharp little pinpricks even more horrible than before. I began squirming, trying to get the beads out.

“Now now,” she warned, her fingers digging into her pocket. “None of that.” She drew something out and knelt down. I quivered with concern, my pussy aching, wanting, needing, and tingling. Then she attached something to the very last bead, the one scratching and poking at my perineum. I sucked in a sharp breath as the weight hanging from my clit, digging into my open folds, practically doubled. And then came a frightening moment when I heard the vibrations, right before I felt them.

“There,” Kari said satisfactorily. She studied the small vibrator clamp she’d hung on the last bead, watching as the vibrations traveled up them, through the prickly spines, into my pussy, and then up to the clamp. My clitoris seemed to shudder. Or tremble. Or whatever. All I knew was that this was so much worse. So much more horrible than getting whipped.

“Kari!” I whispered, already feeling the agitation. “Please!”

She smiled. “So much pleasure. So much pain. Not enough to cum, but just enough the same.” She patted my bare foot and stroked the instep with her thumb. “I’ll leave you to simmer now. We’ll have dinner around five. Then you can head over to your meeting with John Parsons.”  She turned and grabbed my green dress.

“I’ll get this hung up,” she smirked. “After all, you’ll need something to have ripped off your body later.” And with that she left the room, leaving me to stew in my own juices.


The Green Dress - Part Five

When I climbed out of my jeep that evening, the sweet scent of jasmine filled the air, the sky was full of scarlets and gold, and I was experiencing my own personal earthquake.

Generally, the United States Geological Survey keeps a pretty close eye on seismic movements, but since it’s been close to twelve years since I last fucked someone with even aspirations of becoming a geologist, I’m pretty sure that no one from the government was aware of the pear sized sex toy that was shaking violently in my sex. It was purple, not that they’d be able to see it, since they’d need a speculum or a serious sense of perversion to tell what color it might be. But I could sure as hell feel it as my pussy tightened around the rolling, buzzing egg in rhythmic spasms, quickly working myself into a froth.

The control fob (since the damn thing was wireless) was in my right hand. To be honest, it was just a little unusual for me to be in possession of the thing. Kari, my best friend, lover, mistress, and employer, all rolled into one, had held onto it for almost the entire day, tormenting me on and off as she saw fit. Several orgasms, none of them authorized and all of them resulting in some sort of additional sexual torture “termed” as punishment, had left me both wanton and desperately deviant. 

But that is the nature of a nympho humiliation pain slut.

I walked slowly across the parking lot, my bag bouncing against my leg. My reduced speed wasn’t because I wanted the vibrating egg to have more time to push me into an orgasm. Nor was it because of the slutty green dress I was wearing, which threatened to dump my breasts out into the warm, muggy air. It had more to do with the duck billed clamp which was still clinging to my clit, and the swinging, spiked beads that dangled off the clamp. The beads started off small and got larger as they went down, so that the largest, spiniest, was positioned right between my thighs. Standing upright, this made walking an interesting proposition, and considering the five-inch black stilettos I was wearing, a slow, methodical process.

Oh. Try doing it with a vibrator going nuts inside you too. 

Sitting down, the beads had been even more intolerable. Not only was I unable to truly close my legs properly, but the smaller beads tended to work their way between my labia, digging the spikes and spines into my sensitive skin. Admittedly, it was a tease – a horrible, awful tease – and the resulting lubrication kept me wet and dripping. 

The spikes weren’t the only torments exciting me. Had you tugged up the back side of the green dress, exposing my panty-less rump, you would have caught sight of a jeweled butt plug, another “punishment” from Kari for an accidental orgasm. Tugging my bodice downward would have revealed a pair of square shaped clamps, locked firmly over each nipple, and only barely concealed by the dress itself. 

So yes. My personal earthquake was quite an event. Sorry you USGS guys missed it. Next time put one of your seismic sensors up my ass. 

I was parked in front of a downtown high rise and despite the evening hour there were still plenty of people who did a doubletake as I approached the front entrance. Late workers heading home, a few contractors getting set up to do whatever it was they did, everyone had time to look over at the redheaded fuck slut in her stupid high heels and the dress that barely covered her ass…ets. And imagine… they didn’t even know about the vibrating egg, or the clamps, or the spikey beads!

I took a deep breath, preparing myself for the worst as I opened the glass door and stepped inside. Earlier that day I’d had a little bit of an accident in that very lobby and the resulting splatter of cum had resulted in security getting way too much information about me. I half expected to see the same security officer standing at the desk, but to my sense of relief, it was a different man.

I walked purposefully across the lobby, but our eyes met and I saw cold, stark recognition. He knew who I was. He knew I was the slut who had literally orgasmed while standing in front of the elevators, leaving an intriguing pattern of girl goo on the floor. My cheeks heated up instantly and I probably could have boiled water on the tip of my nose, I was so humiliated.

Yet, neither of us said a word. I thought the vibrator between my legs was very loud, but I made it to the elevator without opposition or comment. I pressed the button and a moment later I stepped into relieved silence as I whizzed upward, my elevation meeting my sexual heights as I climbed the mountain path toward another climax. The elevator dinged and I saw that I’d reached my intended floor, so I shouldered my bag and stepped out into the hall.

The law firm I was visiting that evening was well known, so don’t expect me to name it. I was scheduled to meet one of the junior partners in order to collect some measurements for Kari, who had been hired to re-design and execute new ergonomics and add some artistic flair to their lobby, hallways, and breakrooms. In fact, we had both sat there that morning for preliminary discussions between her and a man named Jason Cavanaugh. Of course, while they’d talked art styles, Mr. Cavanaugh’s junior partner was putting his hand up my dress, checking to see if I’d been wearing panties. 

Instead, I’d had the duck billed clamp on, the one with the beads. And he’d liked that fact.

I knocked on the glass door. The receptionist was already gone for the day and the lights were out. Still, there was illumination pouring out from the hall doorway, and as I stood there, pussy still quivering, nipples throbbing, legs spread wider than was proper, I wondered if John Parsons, Mr. Cavanaugh’s junior partner, would be there alone. I saw a shadow appear, which then became the man himself.

John Parsons was tall, lean, with a full head of dark hair and a winsome smile. I had noticed a wedding band on his left hand earlier that day, but it was missing now. Besides, it wasn’t my place to keep a person’s vows and fidelity. I gave him a beaming smile and a little wave as he came up and quickly unlocked the door.

“Hello Miss Breanne,” he said warmly as I stepped into the office. 

“Good evening, Mr. Parsons,” I replied. “And please, call me ‘Bre’.” I felt my cheeks heating up and I hoped it looked pretty. “Thank you for being willing to let me come in this evening to get measurements,” I added. 

He waved his hand. “Of course. It’s not a problem. I had a few things I needed to attend to anyway.”

I glanced around. It didn’t seem like anyone else was there. I cleared my throat. “If you don’t mind, is there a place I can change outfits? I’m going to be crawling about on the floor and in this dress I’d be flashing my goodies everywhere.” I gave him an embarrassed grin.

“I wouldn’t mind at all,” he replied, though whether it was to show me a place to change, or me flashing my goodies, I didn’t know. However, he led me back down the hallway, into the light. We bypassed a few offices and the same conference room we’d met in earlier that day, and I found myself in a spacious room against the glass panes of the tower, looking out over downtown. It was impressive. There was a large desk, a round table in the corner, lots of bookshelves and law books, and even a small sofa. The overhead lights were off and instead the illumination came from two smaller lamps. “You can change here,” Mr. Parsons said, gesturing around.

I put my bag down on the table. John Parsons made no effort to leave and instead stood in the doorway, arms crossed, eyes smoldering. Our eyes met and the sexual tension rose dramatically. I gave him what he wanted.

I started by turning away from him. When doing a strip tease you never just strip. No, you need to taunt. Tantalize. Torment even. As I slowly unzipped the dress, he got a really good view of my back. The bodice fell away from my breasts and I wrapped an arm across them as I turned once, pirouetting for him. By the time the green material fell away from my hips I was already facing the other direction again. He got to see my well rounded, jewel plug stuffed ass. I swayed a bit, but then I turned once more, dropping my arm, revealing myself to him. I cocked a hip as his eyes widened, and I knew he was staring at the clamps on my breasts. He eyefucked me up and down, finding the clamp on my clit, and the spiked beads. 

“That sound,” he said softly, inquisitively. “A vibrator?”

I nodded. I fished the fob out of my bag and held it up. “Do you think I’m a naughty girl for having it in me?” I asked.

He grinned. “Definitely.”

“Naughty girls deserve to be punished,” I said simply.

“Do you need to be punished?” He asked.

I shrugged and looked upward. “I’m being naughty, aren’t I?”

“Absolutely. What sort of punishment do you think is appropriate?” 

He was fishing. I knew it. This was tantamount to asking how far he could go. I licked my lips and closed the distance between us. “A spanking? Your belt being whipped against my pussy and my bottom and my breasts? You making me taking Kari’s measurements naked, humiliated as I crawl around on the floor? Spreading myself open on your desk? Getting fucked at the window, my clamped breasts against the glass?” I half-expected a look of shock on his face, but instead he just looked hungry. I could see him mulling it all over.

“Or all of the above,” I finished. I stepped close to him and pressed my naked body against his, my hands going down to the bulge in his pants. I felt his rock-hard cock under the material and rubbed it eagerly. 

He smiled. “In any particular order?”

I stepped back and leaned against the desk, looking younger and naughtier and more sexual. “On the contrary, it’s your choice,” I purred. 

John Parsons began to undo his belt. “Then,” he said pragmatically, pulling me over toward the sofa, “let’s begin with that spanking.”

He sat down, dragging me across his lap. I lay there, his knees against my side. His left hand came up under my breast, teasing my nipple and squeezing the soft flesh, even as his other hand began rubbing my bottom back and forth. His right hand came up off my rump and my breath caught. The first swat was light, a love tap, and when I only moaned in pleasure, wiggling my little ass seductively, he managed a stronger blow. 

“Mmmmmm,” I hummed as the third spank landed. I looked back over my shoulder at him, a teasing expression on my face. “You know, I’m a much naughtier girl than that.” 

John laughed, rubbing my bottom enthusiastically. “Oh? Do you like it harder?”

I grinned. “I like everything harder.”

The next swat was more like it and it stung this time, turning to a soft, pulsing heat as I gasped. My thighs bounced against his legs, my pussy clenching around the vibrator. My hips began thrusting and another spank caught my left buttock, pushing it upward from below. I let out a hissing coo and wriggled again.

“Ow!” John gasped, pushing me half off him. “What the hell?” 

I slid to the floor and saw him rubbing his leg. I blinked. “Oh! The beads!” I

exclaimed. I put a hand on his leg and gave him a pained look. “I’m sorry!” I climbed to my feet, spreading my legs wide in front of him, and he got his first good look at the spiked and spiny beads dangling from my clitoris. 

“It’s alright,” he said. “I don’t think I’m bleeding or anything.” He grinned. “A booby trap?” 

I cupped my clamped breasts. “These are my boobies,” I said smugly. “The beads are meant to torment me. They constantly prick my pussy and keep me…” I paused meaningfully. “Sensitive.” I thrust my hips forward and put my slit within a fingerbreadth of John’s hand and he reached up. 

“Well, I don’t think we need these on while I’m punishing you,” he said assuredly. His fingers touched the clamp and I gasped as he pinched it open, freeing my clitoris. “And as for the vibrator, you’re going to have something else inside you shortly.” He put the clamp down on the side table next to the couch, and then ran his hand between my legs again. I groaned as he slid his thumb into my pussy, snagging the loop of the egg, drawing it out. I turned off the vibrator with the control fob, and then handed it to him as he tugged the toy out of my sex. He dumped it wetly on the floor, grabbed my wrist, and pulled me back across his lap. I let out a laugh. 

This time he played with the jeweled butt plug, teasing it, pulling it half-way out and pushing it back in for a moment before he began the actual spanking. Without the vibrator inside me, I came down a few levels of intensity, but as the stinging heat spread across my posterior, the wetness of pussy didn’t diminish in the least. As the discomfort rose to a point where I was panting, I could feel the hardness of his cock against my ribs. John’s hand flew, smacking my ass with faster and harder blows. My high heels kicked in the air and I squirmed across his lap until he slipped his fingers into my slit, going deep, right up to the knuckle. 

I cried out in utter pleasure, which was what he wanted to hear. For almost a minute I wriggled like a fish on a hook, his fingers inside me, curling and fucking me. I could feel my orgasm building, coming straight at me, and I was quite verbal in my appreciation. Then he pulled his fingers out of me, wiped his hand off on my bare ass, and pushed me to the floor. Panting, desperate, I looked up at him as he stood up. He began unbuckling his belt, his eyes flashing with need, so I twisted and slid onto my back, opening and grabbing my legs behind the knees. It was an obscene, lewd position, offering my perfect, well sauced goodies to him. Our eyes met, though he kept glancing down at my breasts and pussy.

“Please sir? Whip my pussy with your belt?” I begged him.

He took it off, taking ahold of it so that the last ten inches formed a nice sap-like paddle, but the next twenty strokes he gave me were more like love taps than real punishment. My clit swelled and I gasped and squealed enough to make him happy, all the while wishing that Kari was there to truly punish me. When she whips my sex, it burns. Still, the leather of John Parson’s belt kissed my pussy, flattening my petals and making my clitoris tingle until I was moaning and thrusting my hips in desperation. I wanted him to hit me harder. I needed him to be more forceful, when he grabbed my wrist and yanked me upright. I balanced on my knees and looked up at him, mouth open, waiting.

“Now,” he ordered, “cup your breasts.”

I knelt before him, cupping my clamped breasts. Each pierced nipple was caught in an impressive bar type clamp, squeezing the delicate nubs and making me incredibly conscious of how they felt. The clamps weren’t tight enough to hurt, but they were uncomfortable, and I could feel the light throb of my heart trying to push blood through the compressed tips. John took the last few inches of his belt and began striking my breasts, right over the clamps. It bent my nipple painfully and I groaned. I turned my face to look away as he smacked my breast and I winced as the pain began to overwhelm me. 

Just when I neared my breaking point, he dropped the belt, flinging it away and struggled with his trousers. I kept my hands on my breasts, not daring to move without orders, but wanting to help. Then his cock, hard and erect, seemed to leap from his boxers, smacking my cheek. I didn’t need to be told what to do. I opened my mouth and began sucking.

He tasted like clean soap and the earthy scent of warm skin. He was a little above average in cock length too and I found the tip of his shaft banging into the back of my throat as I bobbed my head eagerly. I let go of my breasts, one hand coming up to caress his scrotum as my other found the base of his dick, squeezing it and massaging it. He put a hand on my head, more for support than to control my movements. I licked him up and down, along the sides and around the tip, teasing the edges of his circumcised head. I heard him groan, but I didn’t want him coming in my throat. I wanted his cock in my cunt. It was time to take charge. I pulled my head back and grabbed hold of his cock.

“I need you, sir.” It was a whisper of promise and from the flushed coloring on his face, I knew he’d do exactly what I wanted. Still holding his shaft, I grabbed a condom from my bag and I put it on him, stroking his rod eagerly. Then I turned toward the credenza against the glass windows. I bent over, looking out of the building, my nudity blatant and obvious, and pressed my breasts against the cool glass. 

John Parsons stripped off his pants and boxers, moved up behind me and slid himself into my pussy. 

“Ohhhh,” I moaned. “Yes. Fuck me hard please?” I begged him. His balls slapped against my bottom, his thrusts getting more and more frenzied. I groaned, loving every second of it. He held onto my hips. Then, much to my surprise, he grabbed me, turning me around, his cock pulling out. He pushed me to the floor, onto my back, and followed me down. In seconds his shaft was back in my pussy, him on top of me, fucking me stupid on the floor of his office. 

“Yes!” I cried out. “Harder!” I yelled. I know its cliché. But there are certain expectations when you’re a fucking nympho humiliation pain slut. I wrapped my arms and legs around him and a moment later, he grunted strongly, thrusting hard into my loins. His cock jerked inside me and I felt the pulse as he let loose. The condom held it all though, and he gasped, pulling out and falling backward.

“Holy shit,” he whispered, clearly winded. 

Me? I was still heavily aroused. I sat up wanting more. I looked at him, a sinking feeling already spreading through my chest. John Parsons was probably done for the night. 

Fuck.

Slowly I stood up. I gave him a warm smile as I went back to the couch. I grabbed his trousers, then picked up his boxers, and took them to him. He had moved to the office chair and was sitting there with a silly smile on his face. 

“That was incredible,” he said. I gave him a kiss.

“Absolutely.” I turned and went back to my bag. I pulled out a skimpy little set of shorts and a tee shirt that declared I was a “whore in training.” Then I grabbed the egg toy from where it was sitting on the floor in front of the sofa. I sat down, spread my legs obscenely, and stuffed it back in. Parsons watched, his eyes wide. 

“So, you, uh… have that thing in you all the time?”

I laughed and shook my head. “God no,” I replied. “It’s something different each day. Otherwise I’d get used to it.” I let out a little groan as the egg settled. Then I found the clamp with the spiky beads. 

“So that’s what I was feeling when you came by earlier today,” he said, leaning forward. “What’s that for?”

I took a deep breath. “To torment me. The spikes are constantly poking and pricking my pussy. It keeps me wet and makes me move in a more graceful manner. It’s maddening and makes me want to touch myself, or offer myself up to be touched.”

“I approve,” he said, grinning. 

I sighed. “Except it's not as much fun when you’re wearing shorts!” I said dramatically, shaking out the clothing I’d brought. “Can’t really do the measurements in a dress, but when this gets tight it jams the beads into my pussy.”

Mr. Parsons looked quite concerned. “Doesn’t that hurt?” He asked.

I nodded. “Absolutely. But I think that’s the point, isn’t it?”

He blinked. “You are quite the young lady,” he said finally. I stood up and pulled the shorts up to my waist. Just as I predicted, the crotch came up, pressing the beads firmly between my petals. I tightened up around the egg, gasping softly, and then buttoned things up. Next, I pulled the shirt over my head and covered up my breasts, leaving the square shaped clamps on my breasts. 

I grabbed my bag and pulled out a notepad and my tools, including the laser level. Mr. Parsons slipped back into his boxers and trousers, pulling them up.

“Do you need me for anything?” He asked curiously. I shook my head. 

“Not really. Unless you want to watch me crawl around on my hands and knees, taking measurements and notes, all while trying not to move too fast or too much with all this…” I gestured to my shorts, or more accurately, what was under the shorts, “sending me into sexual apoplexy.”

John Parsons let out a laugh and walked over toward me. He picked up the small control fob that went to my egg toy. “Watching you crawl around, trying not to explode, sounds like a perfect way to spend the evening,” he replied. I smiled and turned. I didn’t even make it to the door before the vibrator inside me turned on.

I stopped and looked back at him. 

“You know, there’s one measurement I’ll definitely have to get,” I said in teasing voice. His eyebrow arched.

“And that is?”

I grinned. “Just how long your amazing cock is. Will you be willing to get it out again when I’m done with everything else?”

Jon Parsons laughed. “For you? Absolutely. But afterward, can I take you out for a drink? And will you wear the green dress for me?”

I smiled, warm and light and fun. “Sir, I’ll wear anything you want.” I walked out into the hall, leaving him to stare at my sweet, spanked little ass. “Or nothing at all.”


Doctor’s Visit

“The doctor will be with you in a minute,” the nurse said, giving me a slightly confused look. I sniffed and pushed myself up onto the examination table. Honestly, I felt awful. Terrible in fact. My nose was runny, my throat hurt, my head was pounding, and I’d just tried to cough up my skull a few minutes before. Despite the summer heat, I was wearing sweatpants and a hoodie, which was only half effective as I alternated between freezing and roasting.

I hunched over, trying not to sneeze and I blinked miserably as I waited. This wasn’t the kind of trip to the doctor that I usually I preferred or experienced for that matter. This visit wasn’t preventative, but reactionary, and a previous bout with pneumonia a few years before had made me somewhat skittish with respiratory ailments. I sat there, aching and rasping, until the door opened four or five inches and a man in his late fifties peeked in cautiously. He was balding, and his hair had thinned to a point where we both knew he’d be bald in another few years. He was neither fat nor thin, but instead seemed to inhabit a perfect balance between the two. He paused a moment, and I could see him relax, then open the door all the way and enter the room.

“Hello Breanne,” he said ruefully. “You must be a very sick young lady.” He slapped my file folder on the small counter and hooked his foot around the padded stool, pulling it out. He sat down, crossed his arms and looked at me patiently.

I sniffed again, eyes watering. “What clued you in?” I asked tiredly, but trying to make light of it.

He blinked. “This is only the second time in the last four years that you’ve been dressed when I’ve come into the examination room.”

I stared at him for a second, trying to process that. I had to admit there was some merit to the observation. In fact, the very first visit I’d made, for one of my routine three-month checkups, I’d set the standard. After the nurse had taken down my vital statistics, I’d shucked out of my outfit and sat bare naked, waiting for my turn. The very first time he’d seen me naked, the doctor had paused momentarily, unprepared for my nudity, but had adapted to it easily. After all, he saw naked people all the time. Right? Even somewhat cute girls with scarlet hair. Who were visibly stuffed with vibrating sex toys. 

Though I remember him being more concerned about the dark bruises and red welts on my breasts.

“Well,” I said roughly, wiping at my nose again. “I’m really sick. So, I can’t give you a blowjob this time. Sorry.”

He smiled. “You’ve never given me a blowjob,” he said patiently.

I looked away. “Not for lack of trying,” I grumbled.

“We have a special relationship,” he said for what must have been the twentieth time to me. “Doctor and patient. Trying to seduce me won’t work. I won’t abuse your trust in me.”

“I don’t want your trust in me. I want your dick in me,” I retorted, but then wilted a bit. “Except right now. Right now, I want to die.”

“I know you only feel like you want to die, and that you are not emotionally depressed. Am I correct?”

I shrugged. He was right. Probably. I wasn’t feeling depressed. I was feeling awful. Big difference. He stood up and pulled out his stethoscope.

“Are you following NHPS Rule #1?” He asked as he warmed up the listening end. What a pervert. He might as well have asked me, “hey Bre, what’s up?”

I shook my head. “No. Kari excused me until I’m feeling better,” I replied listlessly. “But I’m craving it. I tried one of my vibrators earlier, but it was just too much.”

He slid his hand under the front of my sweatshirt and I felt the cool metal of the stethoscope between my bare breasts. He didn’t take advantage of the fact that I wasn’t wearing an undershirt, or a bra. It was so weird not having someone go right for my nip. Instead he touched a spot on the slope of my bosom. “Breathe.”

I tried. I did. But I ended up going into a coughing fit. He repeated the process on the other side of my chest. More coughing. Then he pulled his hand out from under my shirt.

“The reason it was too much is because your body is fighting off a respiratory infection. Your natural tendencies run toward sexual stimulation, so your body wants that, but it also knows that you can’t really handle it right now.” He leaned forward. “Listen to your body.”

I looked at him. “If you ordered me to suck two dicks and call you in the morning, I would you know.” It was a lame attempt at humor. He didn’t laugh. Finally, I sighed. “Antibiotics?”

He shook his head. “Not in this case. It’s viral, not bacterial. And technically it hasn’t gotten into your lungs.”

“But… I’m coughing so much!” I protested.

He shook his head. “The drainage is seeping down your bronchial tubes, but you haven’t picked up an infection in your lungs themselves. I’ll give you a prescription to help open up your airways, but your body will fight this off all by itself, provided you stay warm, drink plenty of fluids…”

I interrupted him. “Like cum?”

He sighed and rolled his eyes. “If that’s all I can get down you, then yes, cum is fine.”

My eyes widened. “Well, great. Just pull down your pants and I’ll get my first dose.”

That shocked him. Then he recovered his calm demeanor. “You misunderstood me. I’m not providing fluid personally, unless you’d like a cup of water.” He literally turned around, stepped over to the sink, grabbed a paper cup, filled the thing, and handed it over to me. I took it and drank it down.

“I would have preferred a straw,” I said roughly. Then coughed again.

He smiled. “Breanne, even if I were willing, which I’m not, since you’ve been my patient, you are in no condition to suck cock, or get fucked, or to allow someone else to whip, cane, tie, or clamp any part of your body.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I croaked. “A nympho humiliation pain slut is always ready to accept a painful sexual punishment at any time, from anyone, provided it doesn’t violate her limits.” Then I started hacking again. He waited until I was done.

“Her limits,” he repeated. “And I’m telling you that you’ve hit them.”

“Or they hit me,” I replied, sullenly.

He laughed. “Yes, possibly.” He took a deep breath. “Any other issues?”

I shook my head. “No. Just the pneumonia.”

He smiled. “You don’t have pneumonia.”

“It feels like pneumonia,” I muttered. I looked over at him. “Can I masturbate?”

He let out a sigh. “If you feel up to it, and you think it will make you feel better, then yes. Be my guest.”

I rolled backward, my thumbs going to my waistband and I had my pants down around my knees before he could grab my wrist. “Not here,” he added.

“You said ‘be my guest’!” I protested. “You’re confusing me.” I unhooked my thumbs and the pants fell the rest of the way down to my ankles. He didn’t even look.

“Right now, I think you should go home by way of the pharmacy. Take the medication. Have some chicken soup, drink plenty of hot tea, and rest.”

I frowned at him but nodded. He went back over to the counter, opened the drawer, and pulled out a prescription pad. “I’m going to give this to you in an inhaler. Have you ever used one before?”

I blinked. I had vague recollections of one of the characters in the Goonies movie using it. “Uh… vaguely. How do I use it?”

He laughed. “It’s like sucking cock, Bre. Stick it in your mouth, and suck.”

I stuck my tongue out at him. “Sometimes I blow,” I sneered.

He literally picked up the box of tissue on the counter and held it out to me. “Blow this.”

I grabbed a tissue and blew my nose again. “You are a great doctor, but a lousy lover,” I whined.

“We’ve never been lovers,” he reminded me. “So, you wouldn’t know. Despite what you might think, playing doctor and patient is not a sexual game.”

“I’ll show you mine if you show me yours?”

“Bre, you’ll show anyone yours, regardless of what they do.”

I looked away. “Only in person.”

He shrugged. “Rest. Drink plenty of fluids. No alcohol. Sleep. Heal.”

“Die?” I whimpered.

“Eventually, but many, many years from now.” He stood up. “I suggest the ben wa balls. They will keep you full and somewhat satisfied, without taxing your body. When you feel like you want to cum, that will be a good sign that you’re getting better. You’re going to be achy, grouchy, and uncomfortable, but if you feel the need to cough, take the medication.” He headed toward the door.

“Doctor?” I said suddenly, looking up at him. He paused and gave me a direct look.

I swallowed. “I just… well… I know I’m a challenging patient…”

He smiled. “In some ways.”

“But thank you,” I said, totally meaning it. “I appreciate everything you do for me. The checkups. The concern for…” I gestured at my breasts. “The welts and stuff. The fact that you’ve even read my books. All of it.” I smiled. “One of these days I’m going to thank you properly.”

“Breanne,” he said gently. “You just did.” Then he stepped through the door and let it close behind him.

“One of these days,” I said to him, knowing he wasn’t going to hear me. “I’m going to suck your cock until you’re shaking with pleasure. And we’ll play doctor in ways you’ve never even imagined.”

I could almost hear him laugh. “No. No we won’t.”

The nurse came in a moment later, waving my prescription.  I’m not sure she noticed the look of resolution in my eye.

But one thing was for sure. I was already feeling better.


Ten Minute Clothespins

When the toe of my flip flop hit the concrete, I was already quivering.

It was a hot, muggy, autumn morning and I was parked outside one of Houston’s premier shopping centers, once again on the verge of doing something sexually stupid. Rain had been a frequent visitor to the area as of late and the scent of wet earth, moistened asphalt, and the sort of searing hiss that went with tires streaming along wet roads filled my senses. Behind me, I shut the door to my jeep, locking away the safety of solitude, and instead turned myself toward the entrance to the mall.

For a moment, I stood there, taking stock. I’ve already mentioned that I was wearing flip flops, and I appreciated the opportunity to wear something a little more reasonable for an assignment that required a significant amount of walking. My stripper shoes sure are nice to look at, but they are a killer to walk on, and three or four laps around the place would end with me needing a visit to the chiropractor. The foam shoes showed off my toes, my sexy instep, and made moving around easier.

The shorts I was wearing did not.

They were a pair of white, extremely tight shorts, that felt like they were glued to my groin and crawled up my butt with a permanent wedgie. I didn’t care for the sensation, because I was constantly feeling the urge to pull them down out of the crack of my ass. This tightness heightened another issue involving my “toy of the day”; a battery-operated torture device I affectionately referred to by its acronym – the RVP. That stood for “rotating venus penis”, which consisted of two independently running motors, one that shook the plastic, bug shaped base strapped to my pussy, and another that spun the offset, slightly corkscrew shaped phallus jutting out from the base’s underside.

With the shorts as tight as they were, the already buzzing RVP was jammed right up against my sex, one end of the base pressed against my clitoris, and with my usual resistance to all things sexual, I was in a highly aroused state and just a few minutes away from cumming. That wasn’t technically a bad thing, considering that for this assignment I was allowed to cum.

I just had to meet certain conditions first.

I headed into the mall and felt the cold breeze of air conditioning slip in through the side of my shirt. Admittedly, this shirt was an unusual piece of attire for me, or for any woman, though I’d worn something similar before. I was wearing a “wifebeater,” which admittedly is a fucking horrible name, or even nickname, for a shirt that should be called a “sleeveless tee”. It was white cotton, a little loose, and was deliberately too big for me. The arm holes went down almost to my hips and if you were standing next to me, and I happened to move in just about any way, you’d get a great big glimpse of a ton of side boob. Hell, just walking revealed a hell of a lot. And if I wasn’t careful, you just might get a look at my pierced nipples, the small good padlock of the Society of the Golden Rose hanging off the right tit, or the two wooden clothespins that were dangling from the tips of each breast like Christmas ornaments on a tree.

Yeah. Clothespins. Not exactly the sort of accessory a smart young woman wears to the mall, especially in such a revealing and provocative fashion. But those clothespins were integral to the assignment and having an authorized orgasm. I checked my watch. I had just ten minutes to find two random strangers and ask them, independently, to remove one of the clothespins. Pretty straightforward right? Except my problem was that regardless of how successful I was in accomplishing this task, at the end of ten minutes I’d been ordered to put two additional clothespins on my breasts, as well as turn up one function of the RVP. If I exploded with clothespins on… well… there were consequences.

For a girl who doesn’t spend a whole lot of time shopping for herself, I know malls well. I can tell you where most of the good stores are, and I know where all the bathrooms are positioned. I can provide lists of private dressing rooms, with mirrors and benches and room, along with a relatively up-to-date list of which stores have staff that monitor their fitting rooms, and which don’t. I know a few back halls as well. When I walked into a nearby department store, I knew that I was only a few feet from the men’s clothing section, and that I’d have my first opportunity at getting one of these damn clothespins off my tits.

As expected, my early arrival limited the number of shoppers who might spend time ogling me, but it did nothing but free up the staff. All I needed to do was browse and I did just that, examining a nice-looking polo shirt that would have fitted Mike the Hardware Guy or Nick just fine. I was there less than a minute; a wild, red haired vixen, wearing a shirt that exuded sexual need, when the salesclerk came up. His name tag read “Tad” and his “Hi! Can I help you?” question was spot on.

I blinked, turned towards him, and beamed my million watt “please take me somewhere and fuck my brains out” smile straight at him. His eyes widened at the intensity of it and he even involuntarily took a step back from me as I moved closer. Subconsciously he must have realized that he was prey and I, the hungry lioness.

But I wasn’t going to eat him.

“As a matter of fact, you can help me,” I said sweetly, lowering the pitch of my voice. “I got dared to do something, and I swore I’d do it. I need to ask you if you’d be willing to remove a clothespin from my breast.”

His mouth opened, his eyes widened, and he appeared to be somewhat in shock, so I decided to give him a bit more. That was the beauty of the wifebeater tee. I just snagged the arm hole, pulled the stretchy cotton six inches toward my sternum, and my left breast, capped with a wooden peg hanging from my nipple, popped into view.

“Please? Take it off me?” I begged, trying to sound innocent and hopeful. And as expected, his hand came up, took the clothespin, and gently removed it.

I sighed in satisfaction. Don’t get me wrong; I like clothespins on my tits. I really do. I love having the tips of my breasts clamped. The pressure hurts, just the right amount, (generally, unless I’m wearing clover clamps) and since I’m a perverted, fucked up masochist, that’s a good thing. Add in the fact that it keeps my mind on my breasts, clamps are good thing.

But getting them off is good too. The blood rushes back into the tip and it aches. I love the feeling. I sighed and moaned softly. He held out the clothespin and I took it, keeping my breast exposed.

“Thank you. It hurts a bit. Would you like to rub it a bit?” I asked innocently, arching my back and practically thrusting my boob straight at him.

Poor Tad’s eyes got even wider and he reached up, touching the pink, raised bump gently, stroking it with his thumb.  “No, you should grip it,” I told him. “Between your thumb and forefinger.” He did as I suggested and I smiled. “Now give it a good squeeze,” I whispered. The pressure increased and I moaned. “Now a twist. Make it hurt just a bit.” Tad did, but only barely. Still, I loved it, and my pussy tightened noticeably around the buzzing phallus of the RVP. Set at low, with just the vibrating function on, I could barely hear it. But I could sure feel it. Tad kept a hold of my nipple as I quivered and then grinned.

“Thank you,” I said finally, pulling back a bit. He held onto my tit. “Uh… you can let go now?” I said. Tad jerked his hand back and I tucked my now bare breast back into my shirt. “Thanks,” I said, truly appreciative.

“Uh… sure,” he replied. Then I turned my back on him and walked away, tossing the clothespin into my bag. I glanced down and checked my watch. To my surprise, I only had four minutes left before I had to turn up the RVP and put on two clothespins.

“Shit,” I muttered, suddenly a little more concerned about the time. I hurried off, looking for the next “Mr. Right Now” and felt my pulse quicken as the few guys I encountered were either with other people, or not looking at me. 

Which is sort of important. You must know when and where, but also to whom you can get away with shit like this. Some people can’t handle the sudden exposure of a breast, especially one capped with a clothespin. The other sales guys weren’t really looking at me, which meant they were either gay or too disciplined. I needed a young guy, someone I could manipulate. Or I needed a guy who was already staring openly, wanting to rip off my clothes. So as the seconds counted down, I got desperate.

Well, not in that way. Yet. I glanced at my watch with just a minute or two to go when I spotted one young man tucked in a corner. My mouth twitched up into a smile as I made a beeline for him. His name was Steven, or at least that’s what his name tag stated. He was stocking some shelves. He hadn’t even noticed me and it wasn’t until I cleared my throat that he looked over, somewhat in surprise, to find a sex kitten standing in front of him. “Hi. Can I help you?”

I love good customer service.

“Actually, yes. Can you come over here for a second?” I asked, wanting to get away from the open area where anyone could have seen my exposed boobie. “I’ve got a question.” I back away and then turned as well. I checked my watch. One-minute left. I stepped behind a clothes rack and turned to see if he had followed. He had indeed and without a word I exposed my right breast. “Would you mind taking off that clothespin?” I begged. “I know… it’s a sex dare. It’s okay.”

Shock value is another commodity for a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut like myself and a man confronted with a situation like this will almost always comply. Direct, specific orders. Look at the titty. Take the clothespin off titty. Simple. Easy. Concise. He reached up, pinched the clothespin open and lifted it up to me. It was only then that amusement started to change his expression and by the time I had covered my breast, he was grinning, almost laughing. I blushed crimson and took the clothespin from him.

“Anything else?” He asked with a wink. My cheeks got hotter. I wanted to tell him “absolutely” and then offer to let him do whatever he wanted to me. Instead I stammered something unintelligible and thanked him, only to back away confused. How had he managed to make me embarrassed? It didn’t make any sense! I hurried away, the snap of the foam flip flops against the bottoms of my feet seemingly loud. I got about forty feet away and that’s when my watch beeped.

Ten minutes were up.

I said something impolite and very unladylike, darting off to the side. Tucked between a couple of racks of golf shirts, I pulled the controller from the pocket of my shorts, the purple wire going down to my leg and up the inside of my thigh. I have a wireless RVP, but I knew why I’d been told to wear this one. The wire would humiliate me even more. People would see it going up the leg of my shorts and know exactly what it was going to; my pussy and some sort of motorized sex toy. If only they knew…

I had two options at that point. Turn up the vibrations to medium, or activate the corkscrewing phallus, activating the motor that would spin the offset, four-inch long cock around the insides of my pussy like a chef’s spoon in a warm stew pot. Either were going to cause issues. If I turned up the vibrations, my clit was going to bear the brunt of it and I knew that I was probably going to cum relatively soon. But the churning swirl of the RVP’s “cock” would drive me banana crackers. Cumming wasn’t an “if.” It was a “when.” Knowing this I went with the vibrations, opting to over-sensitize my clitoris instead of turning my nether regions into a whirlpool of churning sexual froth.

I slid the appropriate control up a bit and felt the intensity of the oscillations between my legs increase dramatically. As did the audible noise of my torment. Now anyone standing within a few feet would hear the muted sound of the motor that was strapped to the petals of my sex, under the white cotton shorts. I gulped even as my slit tightened and squeezed, quivering under the vibrational love. The little cock inside me may not have been rotating, but the vibrations from the other motor were carrying right up it, straight into my depths. I had to shift my hips back and forth a few times and I tried to ignore the growing wetness. I took a deep breath, trying to settle my nerves, and then reached back into my small bag, plucking the very same pair of clothespins I’d just asked two of the department store employees to remove, up into my hand. I turned toward the wall and bared my right breast, lifting the first clothespin up to my nipple.

My mistress Julie would have been appalled at the way I hung the clothespin from my breast. Rather than putting it on straight so that the wooden peg stuck out,  thus lifting and stretching the material of the shirt and placing an excruciating twisting sensation on my nipple, I clipped the wooden pegs onto the tender, raised tips from underneath, so that the clothespins hung from my boobs. Julie felt that the only correct way to wear clothespins was straight on. But Master Brian, the online dom who had submitted the assignment, hadn’t specified which way I had to wear the clothespins. And since Julie wasn’t there…

Fuck it.

The clothespins hurt, but only a little, and I admit that the sensation intensified the waves of acute pleasure streaming up from between my legs. I was wet and I could feel my pussy squishing around the four-inch phallus, even if it wasn’t churning. The vibrations were still carrying deep inside me, but it was the tip of the RVP that was doing the most damage. It pressed against my clitoris and I knew I was on the shot clock.

A short shot clock.

I covered my pegged bosom back up with the shirt and moved along as quickly as I could, keeping an eye out for someone who might just be interested in helping a poor nympho humiliation pain slut out. Unfortunately, I ran out of department store and ventured out into the mall. On a weekday, at a little after ten o'clock in the morning, the number of unattached, young, horny males wandering by were slim. I went almost three minutes before I noted a guy standing in a cell phone kiosk eyeing me with an appreciative gave. I figured he worked there and walked straight up to him.

“Hi!” I asked brightly, giving him a little wave. I felt a twinge from my breasts as the shirt shifted the clothespins, but I ignored it. A second later I had closed the distance to a point where, if I had put the clothespins on the way Julie wanted, they’d have been touching him.

“Hi,” he said amiably.

The music in the common area was loud enough that I could barely hear the motor between my legs. That was a relief of course, but I still had to bring up the clothespin in casual conversation, and then see if he’d remove it. One problem. His store (if it was his) was the size of a fucking closet and it was standing in the middle of the concourse. There was privacy where I could get away with baring a breast. That meant I needed to think creatively.

“Let me see your hand,” I told him, raising my own and wiggling my fingers. Like most men when confronted by a girl they consider ripe for sexual conquest, he obeyed me instantly. I was tempted to ask him to rub his head and pat his belly, while counting backward from one hundred, which I totally expected him to do as long as there was a remote possibly that he’d be able to stick his dick in me. Instead, I grabbed his hand, drew it to my side, and then pushed it up under the material of my shirt, until his fingers were touching my breast.

Of course, it shocked him. His eyebrows were so high up on his forehead that they almost met his hairline. But except for him, no one could see that he was pawing my boob. His fingers found the clothespin and I gasped, and it wasn’t a pained sound. My eyes sparkled and we looked at each other intensely.

“Feel that?” I whispered. He nodded. “That’s a clothespin. Take if off my breast for me?” I asked softly. He nodded mutely, though whether because he expected me to strip naked for him, or because he was just responding to acute stimuli, I have no idea. I suddenly felt the pressure lift and he drew his hand, and the clothespin, out from under my arm. He held it out to me and I took it with a grin.

“Thanks!” I said brightly. Then I nodded and spun, almost dancing away. I wasn’t trying to be nasty, but I wasn’t sure what was going to run out first – my time, thus necessitating a second set of clothespins on my breasts, or my tolerance for the vibrations, thus necessitating a messy and very public orgasm.

“Hey! You’re a cock tease!” The young man shouted when I was about twenty feet away. There were maybe five or six shoppers within ear shot, but that didn’t faze me and I waved back, then hurried on my way. I checked my watch. Four minutes left. How the hell was this taking so long? I bit my lip. The tension below my waist was increasing dramatically and I was pretty darn close to reeling into a store, jamming a fist down against the RVP, mashing the vibrating tip into my clit, to lose what little control I had. I decided not to worry about it and glanced left and right frantically, looking for another opportunity. I passed another store. Then another. Shoe place. Clothing place. Electronic place. Junk toy place. Weird… what the fuck is that stuff? I shook my head as my feet faltered, my interest peaked. Then I felt the wave and knew I was screwed. I barely made it to the clothing store nearest my vibrating pussy, ducked behind a clothing rack as far away from everyone as possible, and declared in my normal voice.

“Oh God! I’m cumming!”

Under normal circumstances, one might wonder about such a statement, but as a nympho humiliation pain slut, I’ve been informed several times that my orgasms are officially public events, to be appreciated and enjoyed by as many people as possible. I understand that. Declaring out loud that I am in the throes of passion draws attention to me. Even when I’m hiding behind a clothing rack. I shuddered violently, one hand jammed into my mouth, my other hand pressing against the front of my shorts. Colors and sensations swirled within me and I closed my eyes as my pussy went through a series of impressive spasms. I clenched tightly around the shaking phallus, which wasn’t yet rotating, thank God. My toes curled in my flip flops and time sort of stopped.

Forty seconds later I sighed in relief, opened my eyes, and found myself face to face with a young blonde woman who was staring at me skeptically. I licked my lips and swallowed. “Uh… hi,” I said, sort of apologetically. I shifted my weight from one foot to the other. She considered me for a moment.

“Did you just do what I think you did?”

I blinked. Hadn’t I just literally said, “Oh God. I’m cumming!” out loud? Instead I nodded.

She gave me a look that was a mixture of disbelief, astonishment, and a flash of something I recognized. Jealousy and admiration. I gulped and took a big breath. “But I wasn’t supposed to,” I admitted quietly. I reached into the bag and pulled out the jeweled butt plug. “This is the punishment,” I told her. She looked down at the plug, eyes widening. For a moment I thought she was going to kick me out, but instead she glanced around. Then she grabbed a shirt of the rack behind me, thrust it at my chest, and said loudly, “you should try this one on. It would look good on you.”

I took the shirt, realizing it was a show, and then smiled. She gave me a grin back and led me to the rear of the store. A second later she pushed me into a fitting room, and much to my surprise, followed me into the tight, enclosed space.

“What’s the sound?” She suddenly asked.

My cheeks turned red again. “The vibrator. I mean, my ‘rotating venus penis’,” I replied. She clearly didn’t understand so I unsnapped my shorts, tugged down the zipper, and revealed the purple plastic bug sitting on top of my slit. The noise level increased dramatically as I tugged my shorts down.

“Wow! That’s amazing! What’s it doing to you?” She asked curiously, staring.

I let my shorts fall to my ankles. “Vibrating, right now,” I replied wryly. “But in a moment, I’m going to have to turn it up a level.” I rooted around in my bag and drew out the plug again, along with a small bottle of grapeseed oil. I sighed. “I hate having things in my ass,” I muttered.

“You do?” She asked sounding confused. “Then why do it?”

I uncapped the bottle and poured out enough oil to coat the end of the plug. “Sex assignment,” I explained. “People send me these dares. I do them and write about them.”

That intrigued her. “Really? Cool.”

I licked my lips as I put down the oil and made sure the steel plug was appropriately smeared. “This is the punishment for cumming with clothespins on my breasts.”

She glanced at my chest, some of which was peeking out through the open arm holes of my shirt. “I noticed, but I didn’t want to say anything.”

I nodded. “Two clothespins every ten minutes,” I explained, bringing the plug back behind my bottom. The tapered tip touched my butt and I screwed up my face as I began pushing. It wasn’t easy. The jeweled plug always takes some force to go in, even lubed. It’s just so wide. Imagine pushing a three-inch-wide object up your ass. You need to mentally prepare for it.

“Do you uh… need some help?” She asked.

I blinked. “Do you mind?” I pulled the plug away and held it out to her.

“Not at all,” she replied, taking the toy. I turned around and bent over, putting my hands on the bench. Then I concentrated on not tightening up. True to her word she pressed the plug against my ass and I felt the steady pressure. I held myself open, even as every instinct in my body said to tighten up and expel the intruder. The Anus is not an EXIT! Alert! I let out a groan as we got to the largest width of it and then it popped into my ass with a thud.

“Pretty,” she said, wiping her oily hands off on my ass. I straightened and shifted. With the RVP still buzzing against my clit, the addition of the anal plug only increased the sexual pressure. I may have just cum, but I knew that nothing had really changed for the better. Well, at least from my perspective. From yours, I was much closer to the punishment you all seem to want to have inflicted upon me. I wiggled my hips, trying to get a feel for how the plug filled me, when my watch beeped, warning me I’d hit my ten-minute mark.

“What’s that mean?” She asked.

I sighed. “Two more clothespins and that I have to turn this,” I pointed at the RVP, “up.” Since the wire for the RVP was running all the way down to my shorts, I took the easy way out and just picked them back up, drawing them along my knees and back around my waist. Once I was tucked in properly, I pulled the controller out of my pocket and turned on the rotation function. To low.

I’d been so focused on the vibrations coming from the RVP that I seriously underestimated just how fucking marvelous the rotation function would feel, especially with me already keyed up. Inside my pussy, the four-inch-long, silicone covered cock began twisting, like a butter churn, swirling inside me in steady stirs. I gasped and put a hand on the wall, tightening up even more than before as my sex started to grasp and squeeze, pulsing around the shaking, now spinning phallus inside me. The girl with me finally tapped my arm.

“Clothespins?” She reminded me. I looked at her and she had already taken two out of the bag. I let out a little, half hysterical laugh.

“What is your name?” I asked as I grabbed my shirt and tugged the front away from my breasts, exposing both.

“Candace. But everyone calls me Candy,” she said. Her eyes went to my right breast, which was pierced with a gold hoop. Hanging from the piercing was a small gold padlock emblazoned with a black enameled rose. “Does that hurt?” She asked, pointing at the clothespin that was set just beneath the piercing and padlock.

“Yes,” I admitted. “At least a little. I’m a masochist and a bit of pain turns me on.”

Candy processed that. “Okay. I can understand that.”

I took the two clothespins from her. One I put on my left nipple, just under that piercing. She watched intensely. Then I pinched a bit of boob back on my right breast, just off to the underside, and jammed the third clothespin onto my tit. I took a deep breath, then turned to her. “What do you think?”

“That you’re incredible,” Candy replied honestly.

I smiled at that and then let my shirt loose so that it covered my breasts. I zipped up my shorts, buttoned them, and pretty much got myself ready to move on. There was just one more thing to do. I picked up the shirt she’d grabbed off the rack and handed it to her. “Not sure this one is for me,” I said with a grin. “Too decent.”

Candy laughed. “Totally.”

We stepped out of the fitting room, with her glancing around to make sure we weren’t exactly being observed. I followed when she gestured the all clear, and we headed back up to the front. I saw another salesclerk near the register, an older lady. I tapped Candy’s arm and pulled her back to where we first met.

“Take one of the clothespins off me,” I whispered.

Her eyes widened. “What?”

“I’m supposed to ask people to take them off between when I turn the Rotating Venus Penis up,” I explained. “So please?”

She hesitated. “Which one?” She asked.

“The one not on a nipple,” I told her.

“Does it hurt the most?”

I shook my head. “But that’s the point. I’m supposed to leave the ones on my nipples to the last. Trust me, you’re helping.”

She bit her lip, but then slid her hand into my shirt. She found the clothespin almost immediately, but hesitated, her fingers touching my breast. “You feel incredible.”

“Please?” I said softly. “Take it off?”

Then the bite of the clothespin released and she drew it out from under the white cotton. Now, with just the two on my nipples, I grinned and took the peg from her.

“Come back later if you need another clothespin off,” she said. I nodded. Then, purely on reflex, even though she was probably ten years younger than me, I leaned forward and put a kiss on her cheek. She smiled as I started to pull back, but then leaned forward and put her own kiss right on my mouth. It happened so fast I was flabbergasted. “See ya later,” she said, truly meaning it.

I blinked. I smiled. I waved. Then I left.


Ten Minute Clothespins - Part Two

With nine minutes on the clock, my sex toy vibrating quite intensely at medium, and the attached corkscrew phallus turning my pussy into a maelstrom of sexual energy, I was under quite a bit of pressure. Sexual pressure. The only good news was that instead of three clothespins hanging off my tits, I only had the two. My nipples had started to throb from the bite of clothespins, which was totally understandable as I kept reducing the blood flow to the tips of my breasts with each application and removal of the wooden clamps. All in all, despite the recent orgasm, I could tell that I was still primed for action, and that it wouldn’t be all that long before I was once again forced to call out “Oh my God! I’m cumming!”

I needed to get the other two clothespins off as soon as possible.

I continued down the mall, passing several shoppers who were either too intent on their own personal issues to care about the nympho humiliation pain slut stumbling along, or they didn’t really see me as a sexualized person. I mean, sure the white shorts were utterly tight, showing off my long legs. But girls wear those things all the time. The shirt? Daring, but not overtly sexual like a crop top would have been, or worse… my peasant blouse. As for the clothespins, unless someone stood off to my side and I raised my arms above my head, or leaned forward deliberately, there was no way to see them. I moved down the common area of the mall until I spotted another likely assistant. I checked my watch. Seven minutes left. No time to waste.

He was a shoe salesman in one of those athletics stores and he saw me coming from a mile away, no doubt thanks to the fire engine red hair. I smiled at him and as I got close, I decided to go for speed, rather than stealth. With us standing in the doorway of his store, I popped my right tit out of the shirt, the clothespin dangling.

“Take this off for me?” I begged.

His eyes popped open and he glanced around. The timing was fortuitous. Barely anyone was around and no one was looking. He reached up, grabbed the clothespin, and took it off. I sighed in relief and immediately tucked my breast back in. He handed me the clothespin, still too shocked to say anything.

“Thanks,” I said. Then I turned.

“That’s it?” He said incredulously as I started to walk away. I turned my head, blew him a kiss, and then just to be playful, smacked my ass, giving it a little wiggle. I felt the plug shift and my butt tightened around it.

He didn’t call me a cock tease, but he shook his head, still awestruck.

A few stores later and with just two minutes left, I found guy number two. He was obviously shopping for himself and I swerved into the men’s clothing store and sidled up next to him. Large and a little pendulous, he became aware of me rather quickly, and since I was standing next to him, hand up on the rack, I’m pretty darn sure he was getting a good look at my clothespinned teat. It was enough to keep him right there, staring obviously.

“Hi,” I said softly. “Can you take the clothespin off me?” I said.

“Excuse me?”

“You see the clothespin, right? Can you reach in and take it off?”

“You… you want me to take it off?”

I nodded. “Yep. You can give me a good squeeze too, if you’d like. But take the clothespin off.” Between my legs the RVP was spinning and shaking and I was starting to feel energized. I wasn’t worried about cumming again. I was worried about having clothespins on my tits when it happened. Finally, the young man reached into my shirt. His heavy paw grabbed my breast, squeezing it hard, kneading away. I groaned but endured it. Then he finally pulled the clothespin off, leaving me to chirp out a pained gasp. He drew his hand out, holding out the clothespin. With my nipple still tingling with discomfort, I took it from him.

“Thanks,” I replied, sticking it in my bag.

He nodded firmly. “Sure. Anything else?” I shook my head.

“Not today.”

He shrugged. “Figures.” Then he turned his back on me. 

I stopped. I gave him a cold, hard look. That comment… it upset me. I took a few steps back towards him and snagged an elbow.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I asked.

He shrugged again. “Pretty girl. Guy like me. Nothing else.” He seemed sullen about it. I stepped in front of him, blocking his escape route.

“Nothing else… ever?” I asked.

He gave me a dark look. “I’m over three hundred pounds, five-eight, and twenty-seven years old. Look at me.”

I knew what he meant. He wasn’t pretty to look at. He needed to lose like eighty pounds. His jowls were massive and he carried a lot of weight. Still, he was clean and had intelligent eyes. I frowned. Then I put a hand on his chest. He looked at me in surprise. I grabbed an XL shirt off the rack, knowing it was the wrong size. “Go try this on in the fitting room,” I told him.

He looked at the shirt. “It won’t fit,” he told me. I gritted my teeth.

“You’re missing the point,” I hissed. “Go try it on.”

“Why?”

God save me from the obtuse. I grabbed him by the bulge and gave his cock a squeeze. “Because I’m going to suck your cock in a moment and I’d rather do it in the fitting room than out here.”

Now the expression on his face was so awestruck that he didn’t know what to say. He took the shirt I was holding up and I tucked my arm through his until we got to the fitting rooms. We glanced around. I pointed to the one at the end and we ducked in. There was a bench inside, but there was no way it would support him, or that he’d fit in it. So instead I sat down. He leaned against the wall as I tore at his belt buckle, then his zipper. There was a shit load of denim to move, but I managed it and a moment later a disturbingly small cock popped out from under his gut.

The bench was not going to work.

So I dropped to my knees, ignoring the steel bulb in my butt, the purring intensity of the RVP, or the accompanying rotations stirring my honey pot. If the noise of the double motors phased him, he didn’t say a word. I took hold of his hard shaft, got down low, and began licking him. He liked it.

Cock sucking is an art, but I must admit that when your lover is overweight, the best position to have him in is on his back. I could have really worked him good that way. I’m not biased against larger men either. I mean sure… I like guys who clearly take care of themselves. But extra poundage isn’t a turn off for me. I’ve literally ridden guys with guts that almost came up to my ribs, all while bouncing away on their shafts.

But on my knees, sucking a cock under a ledge? Sigh… there are better ways.

I was a few minutes into it when my watch beeped. I pulled off him and tugged my shirt off. He looked down at me, still clearly aroused, wondering why I’d stopped sucking and slurping on his manhood. I reached into my bag, drew out two clothespins and held them up.

“Can you put these on my nipples?” I asked him.

He didn’t hesitate and for the first time that day, I cupped my breasts as two wooden pegs were put straight on my tits, sticking out from my breasts the way Mistress Julie likes it. I reached down to my shorts and turned up the RVP’s spinning function and the little cock in my pussy picked up the pace. I gasped, knowing that my orgasm was just a minute or two away. I went back to sucking cock, accepting the coming punishment as a fact of life.

Because I wasn’t going to leave this poor guy with nothing.

Five minutes later I came first, shuddering violently as the toys diddled me and I tongued him. It wasn’t all bad per se, because my evident pleasure sent him over the edge himself, and two minutes later he pulled himself out, and rubbed his own cock as I knelt there, mouth open, ready to get the fruits of my labors.

He missed.

The spurt of jism hit my cheek, splashed down my face, and then dripped onto my breasts. Thank God I’d had the presence of mind to remove my shirt! Another squirt followed and it ended up in my hair. A third and final pulse soaked my breasts even more, splattering cum all over my chest. He sighed in relief and sagged a bit.

I knelt there, a bit stunned at the amount of cream I’d just been doused with. Cum was still dripping off my face and I ran a hand along my cheek, wiping some of it off. For a moment, I thought about licking it out of my hand, but really… I couldn’t. I wiped it on the carpeted floor.

“Uh… I guess I should get you something to clean up with,” he said simply. I chuckled and stood up. There wasn’t much room in the place.

“That would be wonderful,” I admitted. The cum had begun seeping down over and between my clothespinned tits and was making its way down towards my belly button. I wanted to help him get dressed, but it became apparent that I was just in the way. I sat down again, still soaked, still vibrating, still pulsing, still clamped. And time was ticking away.

The other thing that went through my head was the punishment for cumming with clothespins on my tits. I’d almost forgotten and with that came the realization that I already had the means to clean myself up. I sighed. Still, it was my own damn fault. I reached down, grabbed the white sleeveless tee shirt, and wiped my face and hair. Then I did my chest, cleaning up as much of the spooge as I could. A moment later my shirt was a sodden mess, half transparent and soaked. There was no way I could wear it under the circumstances.

Which was totally okay, because I reached into my bag and pulled out my punishment.

The material was light, almost transparent, and consisted of an elastic strap and just enough material to cover my breasts. I slipped my arms into the non-existent sleeves and then pulled it on over my head, swearing at my own stupidity as the peasant blouse settled just above my boobs. As I said, there was enough material to cover my chest, unless something got in the way; like two wooden clothespins stuck at perpendicular angles to my sternum. The material rested on them, which made them push downward, twisting the tips of my breasts just enough to make them really start to hurt. I let out a soft groan.

“Wow. That’s hot.”

I smiled ruefully. “Thank you. Satisfied?”

He nodded, his eyes soft. “Thank you. No one has ever sucked my cock before.”

I blinked. “Not ever?”

He shook his head.

I let out a tiny laugh. “Well, you have just had the pleasure of getting blown by Breanne Erickson. You should look me up on the internet.”

“You’re famous?” He asked skeptically.

I shrugged. “Let’s just say, known.”

“What now? Do I buy you lunch?”

I shook my head. “No. I did this for my own reasons. You don’t owe me anything.”

He nodded. “Pity fuck. I get it.”

That pissed me off, partly because it was true. And that made me feel bad. “Hey now, that’s not fair… what’s your name?”

“Tim.”

I nodded. “Tim. Now listen. You need to place some value on yourself. I blew you because you’d never had one before. Not because I felt sorry for you. You were also nice enough to help me with part of my sex assignment, without objection.”

“Sex assignment?”’

I sighed, nodding. “Yeah. Every ten minutes I must turn the sex toy in my pussy up a level, and put a pair of clothespins on my breasts,” I told him, pointing to my pinned bosom. “I’m not allowed to cum with them on though, so I’ve been asking strangers,” I pointed at him, “like you, to take one off.”

“Why not both?” He asked curiously. I frowned.

“Because the person who gave me the assignment wanted to humiliate the fuck out of me, and approaching two strangers within a ten minute time frame, and having to ask them to take a clothespin off my chest, and exposing myself, would humiliate me more often.”

He blinked at that thought. “And you… like to do this?”

I pursed my lips, looking away. “Like is a difficult term. Let’s say that I have an addiction to extremely strong orgasms and I recognize that pain and humiliation makes my explosions really, really strong.”

“That makes sense.”

I bit my lip, studying him. I knew I didn’t have a lot of time. My watch was about to beep at me again and two clothespins were about to become four. And I wasn’t allowed to ask someone to remove the ones on my nipples first.

“Tim, what’s your number?” I asked, quickly pulling my phone out of the bag. He looked at me in astonishment, then rattled it off. I typed it in and called it. His phone rang, but he didn’t answer it. He just stared at me.

And possibly my clamped breasts.

I gave him a smile as I opened the door of the fitting room, glanced out, then grabbed my bag. I whirled as I did, aiming my phone at him and I took a good picture as he stepped out of the changing room. Then I got close again.

“How much do you weigh?” I asked softly, putting a hand on his arm. “Be honest.”

He gave me a crestfallen look. “Three-oh-five.”

I smiled. “I want you to lose ten pounds. When you do, I am going to come over to your place, double check it on a scale, and if you’re being honest with me, and lost the weight, then I’m going to fuck your brains out, right then.”

His mouth opened. “W-w-what?”

I grinned. “It’s the Breanne Erickson Weight Loss System.” I patted his tummy. “Every ten pounds you lose, I come over and bunny fuck you. But you have to be steady. We can’t go a year with no forward movement. I’m providing the motivation here. I want to be able to come over every month and do really naughty, slutty things to you.” I paused and checked my watch again. Two minutes. Fuck. “Tim, if you manage fifty pounds, I’ll spend an entire weekend with you.”

His eyes widened and he just stood there gaping. Another quick glance around showed we were still reasonably alone. I lifted the peasant blouse over my right breast. He stared at the clothespin crushed tip of my pierced and padlocked breast, and he nodded. I lowered my shirt, at least as far as the clothespin would let me, then blew him a kiss.

“Call me!” I said, holding my thumb and pinkie to my ear. Then I spun, dragged an arm under my tits to hide my half-bared breasts and the clothespins, and hurried toward the entrance of the store. As I did, one of the clerks, a young woman about my age, blundered in front of me and I snagged her.

“Excuse me,” I said earnestly. She turned, looking at my face as my arm moved. Then her eyes opened wide in shock. “Would you mind taking that clothespin off? It hurts.” I said it matter-of-factly and her hand came up and pinched the clothespin open without a word of protest. I let the material drop and I sighed in exaggerated relief, taking the wooden peg from her, dumping it in my shopping bag. “Thank you,” I said honestly. “You are a lifesaver.” Then I hurried out of her store, knowing that the questions and dismay would begin to percolate through her head.

Because frankly, they were already going through mine.


Ten Minute Clothespins - Part Three

My watch beeped a moment later as I stepped into the common mall area and turned to my right. I was going clockwise around the mall before I had met Tim and I wanted to keep that pattern, but now I had additional problems. First and foremost came the peasant blouse, a valance like curtain that did nothing but a half assed job of hiding my breasts, or at least it would have provided that if circumstances were perfect. Like no wind. No bouncing style activity on my part. And not having anything wooden attached straight onto my nipple, acting like a fucking shelf support for the material.

Then there was the plug in my ass. It wasn’t vibrating (thank God!) but it was thick, uncomfortable, and filled a space that God had intended to be empty most of the time. I’m not a big fan of anal sex in the first place, and having that thick bulb jammed up my back end wasn’t exactly pleasant. There wasn’t anything I could do about it, and I admit that it did make my hips swing back and forth a lot more noticeably, which my mistresses would no doubt consider a benefit.  

The other problem was the Rotating Venus Penis. I was already enduring both the churning, swirling sensation of the rotation function on medium, and the shaking, oscillating vibration function at the same rate. Neither stimulation was easy to endure, orgasm or not, and my pussy, even as happy as two unauthorized orgasms could make it, was responding predictably to the incessant, increasing, and overwhelmingly wonderful stimulation. I wasn’t going to cum in the next few minutes, or even the next ten, but I knew that I was still going to explode eventually. The big thing was to try and get the clothespins off my tits, because the next level of punishment was not something I was looking forward to.

Despite what my pussy might want.

I dove into the next shop, not even checking to see if there were a few suitably minded people inside. It was another clothing store (thank God,) but what I really needed was a little bit of space and some privacy. I made my way to the back, found a quiet corner, and pretended to browse some sweatshirts, while at the same time plucking the RVP controller out of my shorts pocket.

The wire that led down to my thigh and up the leg of my shorts was disgustingly obvious against the pale white skin, not to mention visible through the shorts themselves. Sort of. Still, it would take a moron not to understand what was going on between my legs, especially as the noise level had dramatically increased. I was clearly being vibrated. And that was the option I selected. The vibration function. I turned it up to high.

Between my legs I felt the increase in sensation as the RVP’s base jitterbugged over my pussy like a Los Angeles skyscraper in the middle of an earthquake. With the tip of the plastic butterfly pressed against my clit, I felt every single shake as if someone’s finger was on my button. It was making me tighten too, a normal and totally expected response to having your own personal tremor with an epicenter over a tight bundle of nerves. Of course, squeezing my pussy hard created additional problems, because the RVP’s four-inch-long, silicon covered cock was jammed in there as well, swirling around and churning me into a sexual froth. Sensitivity be damned, I could suffer through a dozen explosions while strapped into this toy. With one level more to go before I was stuck at full power, both functions, I plucked two more clothespins out of my bag and brought them up to my tits.

The first one obviously had to go on my left nipple, and I admit I took the coward’s way out and pinched it open, setting it from the bottom. Unlike the clothespin on my right breast, which was sticking out straight, the freshly applied peg hung from the tip like a towel from a hook. This prevented it from snagging on the peasant blouse or keeping it from properly covering my chest. The next clothespin had to go on as well, but there was no way I was going to put it on the right side. The clothespin sticking out from my nipple wasn’t going to cover my breast and it would be in plain view. I pinched a bit of skin on the left side, part of my underboob, and winced as the wooden clamp squeezed a fold of my bosom.

Thus, with my nipples freshly hurting, my clit buzzing violently, my ass stuffed with an uncomfortable steel plug, my pussy quivering and pulsing around a corkscrewing phallus, with one tit hanging out, and dressed like a cheap whore in peasant blouse and tight, short shorts, I started my hunt for not one, not two, but three people who would be willing to remove the clothespins from my bosom, all in the space of ten more minutes. I understood time was of the essence and that I could no longer be picky. Another orgasm with clothespins on my breasts would mean that I’d be exchanging the clothespins for the clover clamps. That in and of itself wasn’t so bad, but the weights I’d been told to bring… that was the problem. Each was a pound, and hanging two, four, and possibly even as much of six pounds from my nipples, via clover clamps, was a recipe for disaster. And a lot of pain.

I took a quick tour through the clothing store and found my next target within seconds. He worked there, was dressed nicely, and was eyeing me with definite interest. I could understand that. I was wearing all white, much of which looked transparent, with a bare midriff, a purple wire going up under my clothing, with the bottom of one breast hanging out of my shirt. How could that not attract attention? Hell, I could have been blonde, or brunette, and still been the talk of the town.

In hindsight, I realize that this could have been worse. What if I’d been told to wear my slave bell anklet?

I stepped up to him with a warm smile on my face, mostly because if I was grimacing from the intensity of the stimulation and ache I was feeling, I’d scare the poor guy away. “Hi!” I said quickly. “Would you be willing to do me a big favor?” I asked. My arm was still pressed to the underside of my breasts, but I could see the end of the clothespin on my nipple was still sticking out.

“Sure,” he said. I read his name tag. It said “Rick.”

“Would you mind taking this clothespin off?” I asked in a pleading sort of tone. Then, I lifted the peasant blouse away from my right boob and showed him everything. Piercing. Padlock. Peg.

“Whoa!” Rick exclaimed, staring. For a moment we just stood there, him looking at my chest, me looking at him.

“Hello? Can you help me?” I repeated, starting to get nervous. I mean, I was standing there, exposed.

He blinked and grinned at me. “Don’t see that every day!” He exclaimed. I sighed.

“I do,” I muttered. “Look, either take the clothespin off me or I’ll find someone else.”

Rick held up his hands. “Okay. Okay. I just… wanted to enjoy it.” He reached over, pinched the clothespin partly open, and tugged it off. A pained twinge went up from my breast, but I swallowed the little yelp that rushed up from my tit. I covered myself back up with the peasant blouse.

“Thank you,” I said simply, taking the peg back from him. I dumped it in my bag and started to walk away. He followed along like a little lost puppy dog.

“Hey, is this the norm for you?” Rick asked me. I could feel his eyes on my ass.

“Asking random strangers to pull clothespins off my tits?” I replied testily, heading for the entrance of the store.

He laughed. “Yeah.”

I frowned. “You’d be surprised,” I said, partly under my breath, “about what is the norm for me.” I was only a few feet away when he grabbed my hand, the one holding my bag.

“Need to check your bag, miss.” He said it with a grin, but suddenly I felt very, very trapped. He obviously wanted to keep me here and he began looking into the bag. My entire body tensed, which wasn’t a good thing considering the massive amount of motorized mayhem going on between my legs. “I hear a buzzing,” he commented, looking at me. “Nice wire. What’s it go to?”

I bit my lip. I didn’t have time for this. I pulled on my bag. “Please! Please let me go!”

He held on. “But I’ve got questions.”

I leaned in towards him. “I will tell your manager!” I hissed.

He laughed. “Dressed like that? I’ll tell him I saw you trying to steal something.”

That made me angry and he saw it. “And concealed it where?” I spat. I looked around, wanting to find his manager, but instead I spotted someone else.

“Tim!” I half shouted. Across the way the large man I’d blown not fifteen minutes before was shambling along. He jerked his head at the sound of my voice, obviously surprised.

I looked at Rick. “That’s my boyfriend and he’s about to kick your ass.” I looked back and Tim was already heading in our direction. Rick let go of my hand, a worried look on his face. Tim was not a small guy.

He stepped right up. “Everything okay, Bre?” He asked me.

I squared my shoulders. “Yes. Just a misunderstanding,” I said politely, giving Rick the stink eye. I pointed a finger at the salesclerk. “I’ve got my eye on you,” I warned him.

He shrugged. “Ditto.” Tim gave him a frown. I stepped forward, threaded my arm through Tim’s and let him lead me away. A moment later we were forty feet down the mall and I shuddered in relief. 

“Thank you,” I said to Tim. He smiled, which was rather nice. I didn’t pull my arm away. 

“Did you get your clothespins off?” He asked.

I looked straight ahead. “One of them,” I replied sourly. “But Rick was being something of a Dick,” I added. I looked at my watch. “I’ve got four and a half minutes to get two of them off my left tit.”

Tim looked down at me. “Can I take them off you?” 

I gave him a rueful smile. “Are you a stranger?”

“Well, sort of.” 

“Do you or I have carnal knowledge of each other?” I pressed, almost giggling. 

He chuckled, also a good sound. “Well, you do. I don’t.” 

I looked back ahead. “Well, lose ten pounds so I can fix that.”

He sighed. “It’s not that easy.”

“Nothing worthwhile is,” I said. Suddenly a wave of pleasure streamed through my loins. It wasn’t an orgasm, but it was certainly a step in that direction. I groaned.

Tim responded instantly. “Are you okay?” He asked. 

I shook my head. “Time is running out and I really, really don’t want the next punishment.”

“What is it?” Tim asked. 

I frowned. “Clover clamps and weights. Lots of weights. It will hurt.”

He didn’t seem to like that. “Do you want it to hurt?” 

I shook my head, then paused and nodded. “Yes and no?” I countered.

“That is confusing,” he replied.

We kept walking, the RVP spinning and shaking inside me. “Look, I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut,” I explained. “Part of me craves these intense, overwhelming orgasms, and the way to get those is to be subjected to some intense, overwhelming sensations.”

“Like clothespins pinching your nipples?”

I rolled my eyes. “That’s actually a little far down on the intense and overwhelming scale,” I admitted. “They’re kind of tame. It’s the RVP and anal plug driving me nuts.”

“The noise I’m hearing?” 

I nodded. “Yes. It’s spinning inside me and vibrating, all at the same time. I’ve been turning up the levels every ten minutes for the last hour. Now I’m at high, both functions, and I’m keyed up.” I looked at my watch and swore.

“Fuck! I need to get a clothespin off!” I let go of Tim’s arm and just marched right up to a small kiosk. A young man was sitting there, eyeing us as we had been starting to walk past. 

“Hi! Can I…” he started to say, only to let his jaw drop as I exposed my left tit. 

“Yeah. Yeah you can. Take the clothespin off please?” 

His hand came up quickly and obediently. He went for the one on my nipple, but I wasn’t about to complain. It popped off and I clenched my teeth as the crushed tip surged with renewed circulation. Fuck it hurt! 

“Thanks!” I chirped, covering back up and taking the clothespin. Tim had barely lost his stride, though he looked shocked. The two guys stared at each other as I moved on, bottom twitching. I looked at my watch again.

“Two minutes,” I said quickly.

We passed another store and I gave Tim’s hand a quick squeeze. “Wait for me?” I asked.

He didn’t even hesitate. “Absolutely.”

I ducked into the store - a shoe store. A lady’s shoe store. Not good. I walked past a few displays and found a tall, black girl wearing a uniform. She looked at me incredulously, judging my attire. A flash of amusement crossed her face. I felt another wave of humiliation as I could see the derision in her eyes, and my pussy quivered. I went up to her, taking a deep breath. I didn’t have a choice. I had to do this. I scooped up the peasant blouse, but only by an inch, exposing the clothespin clipped to the underside of my left breast. 

“Can you help me?” I asked plaintively.

“Help with what?” She asked, her sculpted eyebrows going up. 

“Take it off? Please?” 

She put her hands on her hips. I could feel the seconds ticking. In a moment I was going to have to put two more clothespins on. 

“Why can’t you do it?” She asked suspiciously.

I frowned. “Sex dare,” I replied, trying to simplify things. 

“What happens if I don’t?” She asked curiously. 

I blinked. “Uh… I ask someone else?”

She shook her head, rolled her eyes, and then grabbed the clothespin, yanking it off. This time I did yelp, but the pain was minor, and since the clothespin hadn’t been on my nipple, it wasn’t too bad. Just an ache on the underside of my breast. 

“Here,” she muttered dismissively. I took it.

“Thank you,” I said.

“Whatever. Stupid slut.” 

I was about to open mouth the reply to that, but then my watch beeped. Ten minutes. Time for two more clothespins. I looked up at her as the alarm sounded, then shut it off. “So much for that,” I said grumpily.

That got her attention. I lifted the clothespin she had just handed me, flipped up the right side of my peasant blouse, exposing my pierced and padlocked nipple, and this time put the clothespin on the tip, just underneath the piercing. The salesclerk looked at me in shock as the wooden clamp bit down, sending a deep surge of need down to my quivering cunt.

Then I drew a second clothespin out, held it up, and bared my left breast. She watched as I clamped my other tit, silent for the entire spectacle. I took a deep breath and covered back up. 

“Damn girl, you are fucked up. Don’t that hurt?” 

I nodded. The fresh ache from my nipples combined with the vibrations and twisting sensation made me even more cognizant of the precarious nature of my arousal. I’d been averaging about fifteen to twenty minutes between orgasms. And if that were the case even now, then I didn't have long to get the current pair of clothespins off my breasts. At least neither of them was sticking straight out anymore, and I appreciated the hell out of that fact. I turned away from the shoe salesclerk and hurried back into the mall. Tim was right there, waiting for me.

"I'm in trouble," I said. "Ten minutes just isn't enough time. I'm not going to get to a point where I don't have clothespins on my breasts. Every time I'm free and clear it's time to put them back on."

"Do you have to do it?" Tim asked.

"Are you kidding me?" I replied incredulously. "If I don't do this I'll be stripped, tied spread-eagled to a horizontal "X" frame, so that my mistress can have my breasts, pussy, and the bottoms of my feet beaten. Then I will get flipped over so my mistress can spank and fuck my ass with an oversized, extra-thick strap on that's spent a week in the freezer before being shoved up my ass."

Tim looked at me in shock. I frowned, then slumped a little. "Probably." 

He continued to stare. "What?" I demanded.

Tim was still looking at me with a disbelieving expression. "That… that could really happen to you?" 

I snorted. "Has before, why not again?" I looked around. There were many more people, and I was twice the spectacle, but what was the point? My throughput levels were so low that I'd get the clothespins off at the same time I had fresh ones applied. 

"The best I can do is suffer as fast as possible," I concluded. 

"Suffer?" Tim queried, so I nodded.

"Exactly," I repeated. "I'm going to end up with my tits clover clamped and weighted no matter what I do. There's no sense in making a production of things. We hang."

He looked down at me. "So… we are hanging around, waiting for…?"

"For me to either cum a third time or for me to get forced by the timer to put a second set of clothespins on my tits and then cum," I declared. 

Tim digested that. "Okay. How close are you?" 

I considered the waves of pleasure streaming up through my loins. "Pretty close," I admitted. "I doubt I'm going to last…" I checked my watch. "Another eight minutes."

"But if you do…"

I patted the bag. "Another pair of pegs on my clothesline," I declared.

"Can I put them on you?" Tim suddenly asked.

I turned and looked at him. "Uh… you want to?" 

He nodded sheepishly, as if he was asking more of me than he was comfortable. I took his hand, pulling him forward and then into one of the larger stores. I led him to a back niche, then plucked a pair of clothespins out of the bag. I held them up and put them into his beefy palm. 

"Go ahead," I said softly, lifting the peasant blouse up. His eyes tracked down to my bare breasts. 

"We're early though."

I shrugged. "Doesn't matter at this point. I’m close to popping. One clothespin or a dozen. Same outcome."

"Where do I…?" He asked, faltering.

"Just grab a bit of my breast and put the clothespin on," I said, guiding his hand. A second later a pinch of skin was clipped, a clothespin hanging from the underside of my breast. I bit my lip, looking past him to make sure no one was coming up on us.

"Now the other one," I told him, suddenly realizing that it was about to be a moot point. I swallowed, trying not to tremble. Then as his hand came up with the fourth clothespin, I grabbed a hold of him, my pussy quivering, toes curling in my flip flops as the RVP drove me over the edge. I let out a whimper and jammed my hips forward, mashing my pussy against his leg. The Rotating Venus Penis was trapped between us, under my shorts, and his eyes widened as he truly got an understanding of just how intense things were for me.

"Oh God!" I gasped. "I'm cumming!" I clung to him with both hands as the violent physical reaction of my body to everything happening burst out. I let out a soft, but high-pitched squeak and pressed my clothespinned breasts against Tim’s belly. He held me, looking around until I let go. I almost dropped, I felt so loose and weak. My pussy was soaked and the spinning, shaking sensation still stimulating my clit and insides was a driving force. I quivered; eyes slightly unfocused as waves of pleasure still circulated through my nervous system.

"Are you okay?" 

I gave him a stupid little smile. "I've got four inches of steel in my ass, a matching amount of swirling, vibrating silicone in my pussy, and I'm about to swap out three clothespins for a pair of metal clamps that are designed to pinch harder the more you pull on them. And I'm about to hang a pair of fucking weights on them."

"So, you're fine," he replied. 

I looked up at him in astonishment. But then acceded to his point. "Yeah, I guess so."

"So… now what?"

I looked around. No one seemed to have noticed my very public orgasm, undoubtedly due to our position at the back of the store and the fact that I had a bear of a guy with me. I smoothed down the peasant blouse, ignoring the clothespins still clinging to my breasts, and took Tim’s hand. 

"I need somewhere private to put on the clover clamps," I explained.

He looked around. "Why not here?" 

I glared at him. "Is this private?" I asked testily, gesturing at the circle of clothes racks around us. "Anyone could wander up!"

"But if the point is to humiliate you so that you cum, shouldn't you do it here?" Tim asked. “It’s not like exposing your breasts is illegal.”

I opened my mouth to protest but I couldn't think of an appropriate rebuttal. I stood there looking like a fish. A sexy, sexually tormented fish. Then I lifted the peasant blouse again, exposing my clothespin clamped boobs. 

"Take the clothespins off me?" It came out as a pained whimper.

Tim didn't hesitate. He freed my nipples first, leaving me wincing as the blood rushed back into the crushed tips of my breasts. Then he nipped the third clothespin from the underside of my breast. I covered back up, still nervous, still suffering the depredations of the RVP, and pulled the clover clamps out of the bag.

They were unattached to each other, so there wasn't the usual steel chain. This was so the two large keychain hoops could hold the weights. The pads of each clamp had been filed into ridges, for better gripping, and I knew that I was in for a very rough thirty or forty minutes. Tim watched intently as I secured the first clamp on my right nipple, eliciting a groan as the pain of getting my teat squashed came through my clenched teeth. I gave it an experimental tug, which just made it squeeze tighter. 

"Now, the other one," I said in a strained voice. I intended to do it myself, but Tim took it from me, handling the hardware with aplomb. Next thing I knew, my left nipple was throbbing like my right. I looked down and he had set it perfectly, letting the pincers bite down deep behind the piercing. 

"I am so going to owe you," I whispered. He pulled my shirt back down over my breasts. 

"When do we put on the weights?" He asked, clearly eager to increase my torture.

I hate it when fate conspires against me, because before I even had the opportunity to answer him, my watch beeped again, indicating another ten minutes had passed and that it was time for me to accept the consequences of my inability to manage my orgasms. Tim grinned as I opened the bag and he reached in.

"Holy shit, these are heavy!" He exclaimed, lifting one. It was a fishing weight, complete with bevel and clip and our eyes met. "Are you sure?" He suddenly asked. I nodded.

"Hurt me," I said. 

He glanced around. Still no shoppers or clerks, so he lifted the peasant blouse, exposing my clamped tit, and hung a pound of fucking lead from my nipple.

I won't lie. It was not a pleasant experience. The weight pulled hard on the clamp, forcing the pincers to tighten on my nub. My nipple stretched downward and a twisting, throbbing sensation shot through my breast. Had I not been stuffed to the gills, spun and shaken, I'd have cried out in agony.

But the hyper aroused state of my pussy was sufficiently intense to dull, or at least absorb some of the pain, converting it into the fucked-up mixture of sensation I crave. Tim hung the other weight, doubling the pain, or more accurately, evening it out, so that my entire chest hurt all at once.

"Ohhhh," I groaned.

"Wow," Tim said in awe. "That is the sexiest thing I have ever seen." He put his hands on my shoulders and maneuvered me two feet further along the wall, then turned me around. I found myself staring at my reflection. 

My red hair was a bit messy and needed to be brushed. My white clad hips were twitching madly, obviously thrusting to the pulsing rhythm of the Rotating Venus Penis. The crotch of my shorts were very damp, and the purple bug shaped base of the RVP was now somewhat disturbingly visible through the material. The peasant blouse covered my full, hurting breasts, but I could see the strange outlines of the clover clamps, and even a glint of steel through the thin cotton. But the absolute worst thing was the fact that the bottoms of both clamps hung below the edge of the blouse, and the weights dangled in full view below my tits. There was no hiding the torment. I might as well not wear the damn shirt. Anyone looking at my chest would know exactly what I was suffering. 

"Oh my God," I whispered in horror. "The walk of shame." Tim appeared in the reflection behind me, a concerned but appreciative look on his face.

"What now?" He asked.

What now. Good question. The assignment specifically stated that it wouldn’t end until I had cum six times. And now, as the weights caused the clover clamps on my nipples to tighten, I felt a flurry of panic. My initial plan had been to just endure the weights, until I had cum the prescribed six times. I figured if I even got to the weights, it would be after my fourth or even fifth orgasm. Not right after my third. 

Sure, the RVP was going to send me over the edge another three times, but the amount of pure hurt coming from my tits was going to slow that process down, especially if the clock ticked around and I had to hang my second, or even third set on my breasts. Two more pounds of weight on my throbbing, burning nipples, every ten minutes? I was seriously fucked. 

“How many of those weights do you have?” Tim asked.

I think my face went white. I had four more in my bag. I did the math. I looked up at him, in near panic.

"I've got to get these weights off!" I blurted out. 


Ten Minute Clothespins - Part Four

I didn't wait for Tim and he found himself chasing after me. I didn't even leave the store and instead walked right up to the first person I saw. She was a middle-aged woman, and from the size, shape, and style of clothing she was looking at, she was shopping for someone else.

"Excuse me," I said tapping her arm, a frantic look on my face. "Can you help me please?" 

The woman looked over at me and I saw the processing that goes on when people see me. There was confusion, trying to make sense of the visual clues, forcing them to fit preconceived concepts, only to be forced to rearrange values as the understanding and realization takes you over a line. 

"I don't work here," she assured me, her voice growing stern with disapproval. Her eyes flashed down to my bare midriff, where the first two weights were banging against my rib cage with every breath. 

Normally I'd have just moved on, but the pain shooting through my tits was interfering with my cognitive processes. "I just need you to help me take off one of the weights," I begged, bringing a hand up to my right breast. 

She scowled at me. "If you were capable of dressing in such a lewd manner and putting such items on yourself, I see no reason why you can't remove them in a similar fashion."

"It's a punishment!" I said, practically hopping up and down… which would have been inordinately bad. 

"For dressing like that?" She sneered. "I believe it." She turned away. "Please leave me alone." The finality of her tone spoke volumes.

I know a dry well when I see one. Tim had just managed to catch up and I sped off again, my pussy quivering, my stuffed ass clenched around the anal plug, but mostly my tits hurting. I spotted a salesclerk and made a beeline for her. 

"Hi. Can you help me please?" I begged, interrupting her as she folded a few clothing items for a display table. 

"Sure," she answered positively, before even looking up. "How can I help…" Her eyes widened in shock as she saw the weights dangling beneath the half-assed piece of crap shirt I was wearing. The final word of her question faltered and came out as a squeak. "...you?" 

"Can you remove one of the weights?" I said, pointing to the hook. “Please?” I didn't even need to lift the peasant blouse or show my breast. Look. A silver lining.

She didn't even hesitate. She just unhooked the damn thing. Unfortunately, the damage was already done. The clover clamp had tightened. But at least the weight wasn't pulling on my nipple anymore, and additional weights wouldn't have a friend. 

Now I just needed to get the other one off me. 

"Want me to get the other one?" The girl asked in concern. I shook my head, still a little unglued at the thought of having to put a second weight on with one of the first. I gave her a little smile and hurried away, Tim catching up with me as I practically fled the store back into the common mall area. I jammed an arm against my ribs, supporting the remaining weight and hiding it from view.

“Hey! Are you alright?” Tim asked, clearly concerned.

My head swiveled left and right. “No,” I snapped, though not meanly, my eyes already scanning for suitable help. “I’ve got to get this weight off in…” I glanced down at my wrist. “Seven minutes.” I turned right, directly into the next store and froze.

Cars. They were selling… cars. WTF?

A salesclerk looked over at me, his expression totally bewildered. Because obviously I didn’t look like the person who walked into his storefront looking to buy hideously expensive electric vehicles. I looked like the sort of person you put in the backseat of one, spread her legs, and fuck her brains out. 

I spun and almost ran into Tim. He stepped to the side, probably just figuring that the smartest thing to do was stay out of my way and follow along to watch the disaster unfold. I went down another few stores and turned left into one of the other big department stores. Twenty feet in I found what I was looking for.

“Excuse me, can you take this weight off me?” I asked, stepping up to the guy near the register. He was young, white, with a close shaven, red beard and he blinked at me as he looked where I was pointing. I was being careful not to show my breast and in the back of my head I couldn’t help recognizing the fact that my mistress, Julie had miscalculated on the clover clamps. With the weights being hung so low, they showed just fine, but I didn’t even have to flash my titties to get the weight off. Redbeard the Salesclerk unhooked the weight and handed it to me as I sighed in relief. I gave him a knowing grin, a wink and then thanked him as I hurried away. The bewildered look on his face was just the icing on the cake. I found Tim a few feet further along.

“Are you okay now?” He asked curiously.

I shook my head. “Not in the slightest,” I said. My nipples were throbbing, my pussy was fluttering, my ass was clenching around the plug, and the insides of my sex felt like a chef’s pot after cooking a particularly difficult sauce. Orgasm number four was on the way, even if I couldn’t quite see it on the horizon yet. I took a deep breath then checked my watch. There was… a lot of time left?

“What the fuck?” I muttered. “Why did that only take me six minutes?” I asked Tim.

“Why did what take only six minutes?” 

I tapped the watch. “When I was wearing the clothespins, I had trouble getting them off in under ten minutes. But with the weights, I did it in six.” We stared at each other for a moment. Then I rolled my eyes. “Right. I didn’t have to expose myself,” I said, almost smacking myself for stupidity.

Tim nodded sagely, as if he’d known the answer from the beginning. He just stood there watching me. “So, what now?”

I took a deep breath, regretting it seconds later as my nipples responded to the pressure. “Well, I need to cum, as quickly as possible, now that I have the weights off.”

“What’s the punishment for cumming if you have the weights on?” He asked curiously.

I blinked. “There isn’t one. This is the punishment.” I gestured at my chest.

Tim took that in. “That doesn’t seem right.” 

My gaze hardened a little. “I’m having to hang two pounds of lead from my tits every ten minutes. How is that not right?”

He shrugged slightly. “Well, when you were wearing the clothespins and didn’t get them off before you orgasmed, there was a punishment. Shouldn’t there be a punishment if you cum when you have the weights on?”

I just stood there, staring at him. I looked away. “You are adapting to knowing me way too fucking fast.” I bit my lip. He was sort of right. In a way. Not that it mattered, since I wasn’t wearing the weights. But what if I didn’t cum in the next few minutes? It wasn’t that hard to envision. I was aroused, certainly. But ready to pop? Not likely. I expected at least another ten or so.

Which meant that there was at least a possibility that I’d still have a weight or two dangling from my breasts when my pussy next clenched tight around the spinning, shaking cock and my entire body went into orgasmic convulsions. 

“You said that you have to stay here for at least six orgasms, right?” Tim added. I nodded, already not liking where this was going.

“What if, as punishment for cumming with a weight on your tit, you had to stay for an extra orgasm?”

I frowned. “No. I’ll burn out. I’m already sensitive. Going for seven, or even eight orgasms isn’t a good idea.” An alternative occurred to me, since I was hanging out with Tim, but I’d already decided what to do about him. At least in the short term.

“Then how about an extra set of weights?” He countered.

That made me pause. “What?” I whispered, terrified at the idea. 

“The other weights. You cum, another pair go on. You said that the more there are on your breasts, the more they hurt, right? And hurting makes your orgasms stronger.”

I swallowed. There was merit to his idea and that was the problem. Part of me resisted totally. This was not part of the assignment. At all. Was it my responsibility to fix an error? An oversight? Or maybe the fact that there was no prescribed punishment if I orgasmed with the weights on my tits was intended. What if the dom who created it was concerned about my well-being and just thought “well, this is probably enough,”? 

Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1 states that sluts like myself are always required to keep their pussies stuffed. I had that one down. The RVP was swirling and shaking between my legs in a manner that was causing all sorts of interesting, degrading, and possibly obscene twerking. But NHPS Rule #2 was more to the point. “A NHPS must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture at any time, for anyone, for any reason.” 

And if that wasn’t enough reason to accept Tim’s suggestion, Rule #3 clinched it. “A NHPS is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits,” I whispered to myself.

“What?” Tim asked. 

I met his gaze. “Alright,” I gave in. “An extra set of weights, but only if I have an orgasm with a weight still on my breasts. Just like the clothespins.”

He smiled, but only briefly. I bit my lip and looked around the department store. “We need to go back to the main part of the mall,” I told him. He nodded and we headed toward the escalator. My pussy, tingling, sore, and just a tad bit over-stimulated, fluttered and clenched around the RVP, trying to throttle the small, four-inch cock and I was getting hardily tired of being filled with something so small. The fact that it was agitating my insides and pushing me towards another orgasm was sort of beyond the point. And to be honest, it was my clit that was the issue. Having the RVP’s base touching it constantly, so that the high-level vibrations went straight in was having a deleterious effect on me. I was sensitive. Four orgasms in, what did you expect? 

My ass was aching, which was more of a background issue than anything else, but it added a sort of “fuck you” to everything else going on as I walked a little further down the mall’s concourse, dressed as a sex toy. The clamps on my nipples throbbed horribly, in time with my heartbeat, and the pain, mixed with the pleasure, was starting to get to me. 

My watch beeped as we got to the second-floor entrance to the mall and I muttered a soft curse and pulled Tim over behind some clothes. I held the bag open and he pulled out the weights, holding them out.

“Oh, just put them on me,” I hissed.

He glanced around, but the fact that the steel rings attached to the clover clamps were positioned below the hem of my peasant blouse alleviated the need to expose myself. 

Design flaw in my favor. 

Tim hung the first weight quickly and I felt the tug instantly as his hands moved to the other side of my chest. My nipple was tugged downward, but thankfully a single weight was insufficient to cause the clamp itself to tighten any further. Then my right nipple joined in on the fun, getting pulled toward my toes, and the slight twisting sensation was added to the throbbing pulse of the clamp biting down.

“Ow,” I whimpered. Tim, touched my shoulders, then ran his hands down my sides. I stood there, trying to get a grip. His hands got to my waist and then he moved his right palm across my vibrating, wet loins, and felt the vibrations. His eyes widened slightly.

“Wow, that’s pretty intense,” he said. “What if I press?”

Before I could object, agree, or otherwise react, he cupped my sex. This mashed the Rotating Venus Penis even deeper into my pussy, and in seconds I was humping him like mad. It wasn’t a conscious decision. It just sort of happened. I threw my arms around him, ground my pussy frantically into his hand, buried my face in his shoulder, and exploded.

It was a wet one, and when he pulled his right hand away from my crotch I could see the glistening moisture all over his palm, which meant that my copious fluids had managed to seep through the cotton of my shorts. I swayed dangerously, eyes glazed, nipples hurting, pussy clenched and quivering, but satisfied. The orgasm had both hurt and felt good. Tim was looking around, checking to see if anyone had noticed, but while there were passersby, we were behind a display. He looked down at his hand and then wiped it on his jeans. 

I blinked stupidly. “I came,” I said, still dazed. Then a surge of discomfort shot up from between my legs. My clit, protesting at last. I groaned and put a hand down between my thighs.

“Are you okay?” Tim asked.

“Sensitive,” I blurted out. “My clit has been vibrated too long.”

That got his attention. “Do we need to turn the vibrator off?” 

Did we? Absolutely. But if I had to get all six orgasms. “How many orgasms have I had?” I asked. My brain wasn’t working. 

“I think you said this would be your fourth,” Tim replied.

My bottom lip trembled. “I am so fucked,” I whispered. 

“I know. It’s amazing,” Tim said. He lifted the bag. “Ready for the next set?”

My eyes widened in realization at what I’d done. What I’d agreed too. I didn’t want another set of weights on my breasts! Not at all! I stood there, too flabbergasted to say anything, and Tim pulled the next pair of lead sinkers out of my bag and hung them on my bosom.

A new, and very fresh pain surged through my chest as the weight hanging from my nipples was doubled. The clover clamps, responding as designed, tightened on the already crushed tips of my breasts, even as they were both pulled downward, twisting the nub almost vertical. It was almost too much for me and maybe the reason why I hadn’t been told to do something exactly like this was because someone thought I couldn’t handle it.

Hell, I wasn’t sure I could. 

“Tim,” I breathed. “Where is your car?” 

He gave me a concerned look. “Uh… near the coffee place.”

I knew where he was talking about. It wasn’t technically that far, unless you were toting four pounds of lead via your nipples, while shambling along with two overpowered motors going nuts between your legs. For me, it might as well have been miles away. I gulped. “Let’s head there, please.”

He blinked at that request. “Why?”

Yes. Why. “Because you’ve been amazing today, and I’m not sure I would have been able to do this without you. So as soon as I have my sixth orgasm, I want you to take me somewhere private, with a bed, so that I can fuck you.”

His mouth dropped. “What?” He whispered. I gave him a smile. “I thought I had to lose ten pounds first,” he replied carefully.

I sighed. Then regretted it as more pain hit me. My voice quivered, but whether from the sexual stimulation, or from the hot agony at the tips of my breasts, I wasn’t sure. “And I will still do that. But you need to know that I’m serious, and I still think a reward is appropriate for you being awesome.”

Another wave hit me. “And I’m not sure I can make it back to my own car in this condition,” I admitted. 

He looked down at me. “We… uh… we might want to think about that.” He grimaced. “You came so much that it looks… well… it looks like you wet yourself.”

I glanced down, which made the weights swing from my nipples, changing the twist, and that fucking hurt. But he was right. The purple bug on my pussy was now so easy to see through the material of my shorts, and the white cotton so wet, that you could see skin tone around it. 

“Oh my God,” I whispered in utter humiliation. 

I considered my options. I could wait until my shorts dried, which obviously wasn’t going to happen until after the last two orgasms. I could purchase something, which might be a problem since I didn’t bring my wallet. Or I could utilize the tiny bag I had brought, and just hold it in front of my crotch.

Then Tim did something magical. “I’m with you,” he said softly. “And I think you are amazing.”

Okay. Time for a serious walk of shame. We passed the jewelers for obvious reasons. They are never interested in sex. The mall was twice as busy now as it had been when I arrived, the obvious complication that came as lunch time approached. I was drawing attention, even as Tim shambled next to me. I kept one hand across my midriff, trying to both support the four lead weights (which was next to impossible) and to keep them from hitting my ribs with each step. My other hand held the bag, which I swung up and over my vibrating, foaming, stirred and sensitive pussy, to hide the fact that I’d cum enough to wet myself.

Maybe people noticed that I wasn’t right, or that my thighs were glistening. Or maybe it was the fact that my hips wouldn’t stay still, and that I was thrusting at odd intervals, lewd and provocative. Women glared at me as they walked by. Men stared, their eyes going from me to Tim in wordless wonder. I knew that my face was sculpted by the hurt I was enduring, mostly from my breasts, but with a cutting edge from my sore clitoris as well. I was getting near the end of my rope. I could tell. 

Suddenly, and without telling Tim, I swung into the next larger clothing store, one that I’ve been in several times before, and saw one of the male salesclerks. I left Tim behind for a second, hurrying forward, and before I lost my nerve, walked right up to the guy, the bag positioned above my groin, and moved my other arm just enough to expose one of the weights.

“Excuse me,” I said, noticing how strained my voice was. It wavered a bit. He glanced up.

“Yes miss?” His reply was rote, but his eyes began taking in my situation and a questioning expression crossed his face. 

“Can you help me a bit? I need one of these weights off and my hands are a little busy.”

He looked at the weight dangling from beneath the peasant blouse. I could see him calculating, trying to figure out what it was hanging from. I think he realized it and I nodded. “Yes. It’s on a clamp. Hanging from my nipple. Please?” 

His hand came up, a surprised but clearly happy look on his face. He unhooked the weight and I lifted the bag. He dropped it in, but then his eyes darkened. “You uh… you might need to change,” he whispered. “You look like you’ve had an accident.”

“No kidding,” I replied ruefully. I turned my back to him, repositioning the bag. There was another clerk twenty feet further back, restocking a display. I walked right up to her. Same nipple. 

“Hi, can you help me?” I begged. She. Gave me an incredulous look but shook her head and walked away. So, I approached the next person. And the next. 

When we left the store, I only had a single weight on my breasts and my little side adventure had only taken four minutes. I stepped back up next to Tim, who stood there with pursed lips, studying me.

"Better?" He asked. I shook my head.

"I'm still hurting, and still aroused, but better off," I concluded. I checked my watch. I still had a few minutes and dragged him along. "If I can get this last weight off, it won't matter if I cum. "

"Unless you hit your ten-minute mark again," Tim reminded me. "Which is how many minutes away?"

I gave him a sour look. "Four," I replied.

He smiled. I glanced around, saw a guy walking toward us, and interposed myself in his path.

"Hi," I said. "My name is Breanne and I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut and I was wondering if you could take this weight off really quick?"

His steps faltered and slowed. He looked at my exposed midriff and the weight, then his hand came up. I was thankful the hooks on the weights were so easy to manipulate. He handed the weight to me with a smile, then kept going. 

"I'm impressed," Tim said as we kept going. "Which do you think will come first? The timer or you?"

I rolled my eyes at his pun. "Timer," I said, after thinking about it for a second. I was sore yes, and the Rotating Venus Penis was still going crazy between my legs, but cumming within the four-minute time span didn’t seem reasonable. "So, it will be a race to get them off," I admitted. "But my mistress really screwed up adding those big rings to the clamps." I smirked a little. Then another acute wave of pleasure hit me, right between the legs, reminding me all was not well, and that orgasm number five was on its way. I took Tim's hand and continued my walk of shame, covering up the sodden and visible swamp of my pussy with the other hand. We made it back to the main portion of the mall and were headed towards the escalator down to the first floor, when my watch beeped. I pulled Tim into the store to our right, down one side, and when we were away from the other shoppers, I held open the bag and let him pull out the weights. 

After a quick glance around I lifted my peasant blouse up, exposing both clamped nipples. They ached horribly, throbbing as my heart labored to pump blood through the pinched tips. Tim had a look of rapture on his face as he lifted both weights up and I closed my eyes as he began attaching the hardware.

"There," he said satisfactorily. I felt the tug on my blouse as he lowered it back down over my breasts. I opened my eyes, grateful. Then I turned and took a step.

Something was wrong. And I wasn't referring to the transparent and soaked crotch of my shorts, or my tingling, shaking burning clit, or my aching ass.

The weights… they were not hitting my ribs. 

I stopped short and looked down, but my tits were in the way. Concerned, and not caring one lick about who might or might not be watching, I swept my arm up, lifting my peasant blouse. I looked down. The big, steel clover clamps clung tightly to my pierced breasts, pinching indecent amounts of pink capped skin. And hanging beneath them were the two weights. But my eyes tracked the difference immediately. 

Tim had hung the weights, not on the keychain rings, but on the tiny steel loop connecting the rings to the clamps. It literally raised the weights almost two inches higher on my bosom. The implications were immediate. The positive was that there wasn't as much of the weight showing, reducing the attention my bosom was attracting. The negative was that if I wanted to have some remove the clamps, I was going to have to lift my shirt and expose my breasts. And because the attachment points were small and awkward, it would take helpful strangers longer to get them off. That would increase the time I spent flashing my breasts.

I'm not sure if I hate or love doms who listen to me. 

I didn't know what to say so I gave him the stink eye, glaring at him just a little. Besides, fresh surges of pain were shooting up through my tits. Tim smiled ruefully and we made our way out of the store. Unsurprisingly, I found myself waffling between the need to get the weights off, thus exposing myself and my perversions, or just hiding somewhere, enduring the added weights, until I exploded two more times. 

Also, I was close to being toast. I knew it. I was tired, hungry, and hurting. I was just minutes away from another orgasm, the fifth for the day, and my clit was starting to react negatively to the incessant and high-level vibrations. The crotch of my shorts was soaked with girl goo and only the RVP itself prevented me from violating public lewdness laws. My pussy and ass were sore from clenching, and I won't even go into how the tips of my breasts felt, or the fact I was wearing a blouse that was almost transparent and showed off my bosom. 

I stood there, pain shooting up from my nipples, my pussy fluttering around the spinning, shaking RVP, and tried to think. It wasn't easy. Hell, I'm not exactly known as an intellect even when not being subjected to constant sexual torture. I couldn't decide what to do as I hid behind the clothes rack, staring out into the mall.

"Bre?" Tim asked after a moment. "Are you okay?"

My eyes weren't focusing. "I… I… don't...."

My voice faded without answering. I felt my eyes begin to tear up. "I don't know what to do!" I suddenly blurted out.

Tim moved to my side. "What do you mean? We are heading to my car."

I shook my head. "It hurts," I whimpered. A choked sob came from my throat. "I need to cum!"

Tim looked down at me, then glanced around. Something satisfied him and he reached down, wrapping his arms around me. It felt comforting, even though I still hurt. 

"Do you need a break?" He asked me.

For a second, I considered it. If I took a medical out, Mistress Julie would judge me, deciding on whether I had really, truly been at my limits. I’d be punished too, regardless of the outcome of that decision, though the intensity of it might be less if I was found to be in sound mind. I waffled for a moment, but then my breasts just hurt too much. I nodded at Tim. Then, to my utter surprise, he reached up under my shirt, and with quick, deft hands, freed my breasts. And I don’t mean he took the weights off.

Blood surged back into my nipples as both the brutal pinching and heavy weights disappeared. I let out a cry of anguish, intense pain shooting through my breasts. It was way worse than anything I’d felt so far and I grabbed a hold of Tim, crying into his mass as I struggled to deal with it. And I admit, there was a part of me ashamed, ashamed that I’d not been able to take it. Between my legs the RVP continued to hum and I realized I was grinding myself against him. But Tim dealt with that too. His hand found the wire, pulling until the controller popped out of the pocket of my shorts. Then the RVP went silent between my legs. I hadn’t realized just how loud it had been as the noise of the vibrator and the rotation motor disappeared.

I let out a croaking noise. “Oh my God,” I whispered, shuddering. 

It took me almost a full minute to calm down, to recover enough that I just wasn’t standing there in this man’s arms, shaking. Eventually though, I managed to pull myself together enough to look up at Tim, wiping tears from eyes.

“I’m sorry. You were right. It was too much,” he said. 

I swallowed. “What was?”

“Adding weights when you orgasmed.”

I let out a little laugh and hiccupped at the same time. That made him chuckle. I shook my head. “No. I was just… too stimulated,” I explained. I took another deep breath, relishing the cessation of pain, both from the tips of my breasts and between my legs.

“Are you feeling better?”

I bit my lip. “Tired. Mostly hungry,” I admitted. 

“Fine. Let’s get some lunch.”


Ten Minute Clothespins - Part Five

Without the clover clamps and weights dangling from my breasts, and unhindered by the roaring stimulation between my legs, the walk of shame I endured next was rather simplistic and easy to deal with. For a moment, I was worried that Tim intended to take me to the Food Court, forcing me to sit in a crowd of people, which was exactly what I deserved under the circumstances, especially with my shorts in the condition they were in, but instead he took me down to the ice rink and then into one of the eateries there. He asked for a table though. I was about to object, but then realized that he probably couldn’t sit in a booth. His belly was too big.

The waitress led us to the dining area and I found myself sitting with my back to most of the room, lucky as hell, sitting across from Tim. We got drinks and I sucked down my soda with so much enthusiasm that Tim grinned. 

“Thirsty?” He asked.

I nodded. “Cumming is thirsty work,” I said wryly.

He gave me a wink. “I enjoyed watching you.”

I had to snort at that. But then I sighed. “I’m in so much trouble,” I admitted.

“Because you stopped the assignment?” 

I shrugged. “I have the right to ask for a medical out, and that certainly qualified,” I said, remembering just how bad my breasts had felt at that moment. “But every time I do, my mistress - Julie - well she sort of runs this trial. She determines whether I did the right thing, and then she sets a punishment depending on if she thinks I should have stuck with it or if she approves.”

Tim nodded. “So, if she agrees that you made the right decision, no punishment.”

I laughed. “Hardly. I still get punished. Just… not as much.”

That made his eyebrows go up. “Oh. So… you mean that getting stripped naked, spread-eagled and whipped, followed by getting butt fucked is still on the table?” He said it almost jokingly. But I gave him a very serious look.

“Totally,” I assured him. "It's just that if she decides against me, then I'll probably get clamped and weighted as well." I bit my lip. “Julie likes to match the punishment to the torment I tried to escape.”

Our food arrived and we put the conversation on hold, talking about more mundane things. Tim was an IT guy who did shift work at a datacenter. I explained that I was basically a whore, since I worked as the personal assistant to one of my mistresses, and that sexual torment and use was practically a daily occurrence for me. Over the next thirty minutes, Tim asked enough questions to really start to understand me. 

"What if," he said as I chewed the last bite of my salad, "we mitigated the consequences of your medical out by finishing the assignment?" 

My eyebrow went up. "Finishing?" I looked at him skeptically.

He nodded. "The moment I ask for the check you turn the Rotating Venus Penis back up to full power, both functions, and you put the clover clamps back on your breasts, complete with weights"

"Are you crazy?" I asked, glancing around. "There are people here!"

Tim followed my gaze. "There is no one behind me, and no one can see your front, unless the waiter comes back, and from the way he's been staring at your breasts, he won't mind at all." He took a sip of his drink. "We will leave once you've cum your fifth time, and after you've put on the second set of weights."

My eyes widened and I stared at him. What he was suggesting was that I walk out of the restaurant with both tits clamped and weighted with two pounds each. All while my pussy got crank shafted. The entire idea was nuts!

"Then we walk back to my car. If you take longer than ten minutes, the last set of weights go on your tits. And if you manage to cum between here and the car, then all of them come off." Tim said. 

I stared at him in horror. What he was suggesting was abominable. First, I’d have to cum there in the restaurant, with my tits clamped and weighted. Then walk out of the restaurant and to his car. Vibrated, stirred, clamped and weighted. And the time frames! But… he did have a point. Julie would be more lenient if I at least finished the assignment. And the fact that I started it in even worse constraints than before, with only the forty-five-minute rest between cummings and clampings, might just sway my mistress. I just shook at the idea of the coming humiliation and pain. At least my shorts had somewhat dried out.

“One last thing, for me,” he added. “You have to hook your thumbs in your pockets, all the way back to my car," he said. Before I could respond to that, he paused gingerly. "If you still were coming back to my car," he said. 

I sighed, giving him a little glare. "Of course, I'm coming to your car. But my thumbs, hooked in my pockets? What the fuck for?" 

His eyes flicked down to my chest. "Because you like to cover up when you are clamped."

I blinked. "I do not!" 

He wrapped both of his meaty arms across his chest and I recognized the very maneuver I used to hide the clothespins and support the weights. My mouth went dry and I grabbed my diet soda and drank some. He was right.

Oh my God. I was fucked. 

But that was the point, right? To put me through such torment that the next, sixth and final orgasm would be a monster? I bit my lip and sat there, squirming internally. Tim looked at me expectantly and I knew I had little choice. I nodded, already quaking at the very thought of what was about to happen. “Okay. I’ll do it.”

"Are you ready?" He asked.

I gulped. "Yes." It came out as a whisper. I pushed my plate away. I was done anyway. 

"RVP to full, then the clamps, with one set of weights on. Then you cum."

I nodded, just a touch annoyed. "I know, okay?" 

"I just want to make sure we are…" his words drifted off and I saw his eyes lift. He raised his hand and waved. Almost immediately our waiter appeared. Sure enough, he was looking at my breasts, or at least the peasant blouse covering them. Fucking see thru material. 

"Can I get our check please?" Asked Tim. 

"Certainly," responded the smiling waiter. He sauntered off and Tim's eyes snapped to me. 

"Now Bre," he ordered.

I'd already pulled the wired controller out of my pocket. The silence between my legs had been golden, but I knew that was about to change. I felt the thick, unmoving bulb of the anal plug, the motionless four-inch-long phallus, just barely filling my sex, and the pressure of the inert form of the plastic, bug shaped base. Then I slid the dual sliders up and an earthquake began between my legs. 

Stuffed, but unstimulated, my pussy had somewhat recovered from the nonstop torment of before and it responded with a growl of excitement. I felt my muscles clench violently, reacting to the instant and full throttle buzz that took me from zero to sixty in seconds. A surge of sexual energy flashed through my veins setting me on fire, filling me with need. My hips churned, thrusting before I could even reassert control. I gasped loudly and I am positive it must have turned some heads to look in our direction.

"The clamps now," Tim’s eyes flashed to the other diners he could see, just over my shoulder and I could see the excitement and fascination in his face. I dug the first clover clamp one out of my bag, shocked at the tone of his voice, or maybe just at the rush of adrenaline being pumped into my system. I gulped again, my fingers going into the bag. I hadn't removed the weights from the clover clamps when Tim had taken them off me. Now they were ungainly, cumbersome pieces of hardware. I set one on the table while I struggled to ignore the tempest coming from my pussy. It wasn’t easy. The RVP was not just vibrating but also rapidly, almost maniacally, stirring the pot. My slit was fluttering and clenching with increasing speed and my hips were already swinging, fucking the sex toy with wild abandon. 

Breathlessly, I lifted the first clamp and weight and brought it up under my right breast. I had to lift the peasant blouse because I needed to see where the pincers were going. I licked my lips, just a tad bit frantic, and set the steel just behind my piercing, pushing into the meat of my tit. I let the clamp close, gasping as a fresh surge of energy shot up through my bosom, which then took a deep, dark dive down to my cunt, and proceeded to do a little dance in my sodden swamp before shooting back up to my brain. I took my hand away and the one-pound weight pulled the clover clamp downward. It only twisted my nipple a bit, mostly because I’d put it on from the underside, but it also tightened quite a bit beyond what I’d first set it at. I let out a very loud whine.

“Here’s your check sir…” the waiters voice said, then faded in stunned silence and I quickly looked up even as I swept my hand down, allowing my peasant blouse to cover up my now clamped and weighted tit. There was instant communication between us and I knew, I just fucking knew, that he was totally aware of the four-inch-cock in my pussy going round and round, and the vibrating base buzzing against my clit, and thick steel plug in bottom.

Because he sure as hell knew about the clover clamp. 

“Thank you,” Tim said politely. The waiter tore his eyes off me and looked at Tim, a wistful and jealous look on his face. Then he took a deep breath and walked away.

“Why didn’t you give him your credit card?” I asked in a strained voice.

Tim smiled. “I have to look at the receipt first.” Then he set his card in the booklet without looking.

“You’re taking time,” I whispered, understanding. 

“Don’t forget the other clamp,” Tim said, pointing at my left breast. I bit my lip, but my hand was already moving. I picked it up, totally forgetting that the waiter had probably seen this clamp and put two and two together. I swept the peasant blouse up again, just exposing the left side of my chest. Only Tim saw as I set the second clover clamp, letting the plier cut pincer pinch deeply into my flesh. Pain shot through my boob, through my heart and back to my spine, the heavy one-pound weight seeming to pull hard. I whimpered and let the shirt cover my breast back up. Just in time too. The waiter swirled back by, obviously to see me, but he picked up Tim’s payment for the lunch.

“Now we wait for you to cum,” he said with a grin.

I could barely sit still. And my nipples were throbbing in ever increasing hits. I let out a pained groan as my lower half did a chair shimmy. “It won’t take long,” I managed to croak. I leaned forward and clumsily rested the weights hanging from my tits on the table, hearing the one-pound weights clunk on the wood. Which is of course, right when the waiter returned with the receipt.

“Here you are sir,” he said, not bothering to look at Tim, and instead staring at me. Tim took the receipt book and pen and retrieved his credit card. Then he signed the paper, all while the waiter stood there, his eyes seeming to bore through the flimsy, cottony film of material hiding my shaking boobs. I knew he could see the glint of metal, the dark pink pinched tips of both breasts, and the weights themselves were peeking out from the hem. Suddenly I felt overwhelmed, and in a fit I swept my arm up, exposing my boobs completely.

“There. You want to see me? What do you think?” I demanded.

The waiter just about had a fit of apoplexy and he stammered something and hurried away. I looked back at Tim who just shook his head. I pursed my lips and looked away, humiliated, and I lowered the peasant blouse back down.

“How close are you?” Tim asked curiously.

My pussy clenched tightly around the RVP and I gulped. I closed my eyes as the swirling vibrations turned my cappuccino into milk froth. I couldn’t sit still. “A few minutes?” I said it still hunched over, the weights still resting on the table. It was a cheap shot, but what else could I do? Besides, from the way Tim was eyeing me, he didn’t mind. The front of the peasant blouse was turned up because of it. I suspected he could even see my crushed little nipples, tightly bitten by each clover clamp. 

“Are you still going home with me?” He suddenly asked. 

I cocked my head to the side, trying to resist the urge to jam a finger in my mouth and gnaw on it. “Of course, I am,” I said, somewhat bewildered. “Why? Did you think I was leading you on?” It came out sort of indignant.

“No,” he quickly reassured me. “But I understand what I am. And what you are. And…”

“And fuck that,” I blurted out. The strain in my voice was very, very evident and I was trembling. The orgasm, the fifth, was on its way and heading straight for me. “Look, are you perfect? No. But look at me. I’m not pretty. I’m just cute. And I’m in my thirties. You’re what, twenty-five? Twenty-six? Besides, do you even know how fucked up I am? I mean, I’m running around a mall stuffed with sex toys, getting turned on by having my nipples ripped off, dressed like a whore.” I tapped my head. “And you know what? I’m loving it. I love the pain. I love the humiliation. I love the fact that I’m about to cum and get my goo all over this seat.” 

I blinked, suddenly shocked. I’d said all that out loud. I looked down, mouth flopping open, and groaned as my pussy locked tight around the corkscrewing phallus. “Oh my God. I’m cumming!” 

Tim leaned forward and took my left hand as I jammed my other hand into my mouth, muffling the gross moans coming from my throat. For over half a minute I shuddered violently, cumming in silent waves of pleasure and pain, until finally I slumped forward. I let out a slightly hysterical laugh and folded my arms on the table, just on the other side of the weights, and lowered my head down. 

“Oh my God,” I whispered. 

Tim grinned. “I think God enjoyed it. I sure did. So did the waiter.”

My head snapped up and I turned my head. Sure enough, about fifteen feet away was the waiter, watching me intensely. He quickly turned and darted away though. I let out a ragged breath and looked at Tim.

“Can we leave now?” I begged, utterly humiliated.

He seemed to waffle. “As soon as you put on the next set of weights.”

I bit my lip. “That’s going to hurt.”

“That’s the point. Besides, you already agreed to this. And to walk out with your thumbs in your pockets.”

My breasts were hurting bad already. “You want me sexually frustrated, in agony, and to be humiliated too?” 

Tim smiled. “You said you were a nympho humiliation pain slut. Did I misunderstand what that meant?”

I looked away. “No.”

“Then the weights please.”

I drew another pair of one-pound weights out of my bag and I had to lift the ones on the table up. I began attaching the second set, wincing as pain shot up through my boobs, like someone pinching and twisting my nipples over and over. I felt the throb of the clover clamps increase as the pincers tightened up even more, responding to the doubling of weight. It was awful and I felt my eyes begin to water, tearing up as pain overloaded any sort of pleasure that had been left in my empty, fuckable little head from the last orgasm. 

And the RVP kept right on churning too. Don’t discount that. My pussy was squeezing the stupid sex toy with just as much interest as it had before I’d cum, or before I’d put the weights on my tits. And while I wasn’t in immediate danger of having to announce to God and humanity that I was in the throes of sexual passion, the fact that I was being butter churned and creamed was as obvious as the lewd twitching of my hips. How could anyone miss it?

I straightened up and the full four pounds of steel dangled from my boobs. I wasn’t going to be able to handle it very long. My bottom lip trembled. Then Tim rose from his seat and gestured to me. “It’s time. Thumbs in your pockets. You go first. I want to see people’s faces as they watch you walk past.”

I didn’t even know how to respond to that. I quivered and stood up, my little bare feet still in the flip flops. I turned, gasping as the weights swung with my movement. They dipped, peeking out from just beneath the hem of the peasant blouse. Obvious, but not terribly. It was also the first time I got to see the other diners. We’d been insulated, which is why Tim figured he could get away with abusing me in such a fashion at the table. No one was within twenty feet of us, and indeed, the restaurant didn’t even have that many customers. 

But there were enough. And we had to walk by them. 

I started moving carefully with each step, willing myself not to run or breathe hard. Pain accompanied every breath, every fucking beat of my heart, and the spinning, buzzing, fucking twirl of the four inch cock inside me confused the issue, making me want to strip naked and beg for a fucking, while at the same time I wanted to throw myself on Tim’s mercy and let him whip me. Mostly I wanted my nipples to stop hurting so bad. I saw a shocked expression on one man’s face, his eyes practically popping out of his head and I deliberately looked away, focusing elsewhere, as the tips of my breasts burned. I saw the waiter who had been serving us, standing near the entry, so I ignored everything and instead marched resolutely forward toward him.

Which meant I didn’t really see the blonde woman looking at me in shock and then disgust. Or the man with her admiring me with a lustful gaze. Or the businessman who spotted me in the mirror behind the bar and turned to look at my humiliation. All I knew was the pain, and when I got to the waiter, I stepped closer than I probably should have. I grabbed his hand and brought it up to my right breast. 

“Take one of the weights off, please?” I begged him quietly, pushing his fingers up underneath the shirt. If he got a glimpse, it didn’t matter. Not one whit. Not to me. Not at that point.

Because I knew that I still could ask to have the weights removed. 

He looked around, but then focused on his task and I felt his fingertips against my flesh. It took him almost five seconds, five full seconds when my shirt was up and my breast was hanging out. But he got the damn thing off. He handed it to me and I did my best to give him a thankful smile. I dropped the weight in my bag and then turned to the door. The second I stepped out into the mall, I brought my left arm up in a choked sob, supporting the weight of the hardware hanging from my tits.

“Nicely done,” Tim said a moment later, stepping up behind me. “The looks you were getting were amazing!” 

My face was flushed crimson. “Please? Your car?” I begged.

He nodded. “We have to go upstairs.” He took my elbow and we started walking past the ice rink. Every step was punctuated with pain. He turned us toward the escalator and a moment later I was jiggling on the moving stairs, the additional oscillations combining with the tempest between my legs. I leaned against Tim, bracing myself. With my thumbs hooked in my shorts, I was so fucking obvious. My hand twitched and I felt the RVP with my thumb. 

I felt the RVP with my thumb.

It took all of five seconds to maneuver my thumb, still in the pocket mind you, over to the RVP. The even thinner material made little difference as I pushed my nail under the RVP, pulling it away from my clit with a sigh of relief. Sure, my labia was getting even more vibration now, and the phallic probe was now grinding in a slightly different spot, but the relief from vibrations going directly into my sore clit was nirvana. I stayed that way until we got to the top of the escalator and Tim turned me right. I stumbled along beside him for a moment, the two of us making our way back toward the center of the mall. 

“How are you doing?” He asked conversationally as I walked, the weights swinging from my tits. I realized I was hunched over and tried to straighten up a bit, but the agony that shot up into my heart from the tips of my breasts practically took my breath away. 

“Hurting,” I managed to say. 

Tim nodded, his mouth curled in an easy smile. “Close to cumming?” 

My thumb was still hooked under the RVP. “No,” I hissed. We passed a couple who both stared at me. The guy looked fascinated, and jealous of Tim. The woman looked like she wanted to rip off my clothes and tar and feather me. Ha. If only she knew that the punishment I was enduring was worse!

Well… probably.

“Almost there. Too bad you aren’t cumming yet.”

I bit my lip, acknowledging Tim’s comment. Then it occurred to me. Tim was right. I blinked. Holy Shit. I’m a fucking idiot! I dragged my thumb out from under the RVP, hands still at my pockets, and instead, pushed on the other side of the RVP, pressing it down hard on my pussy.

My feet suddenly stopped working correctly and Tim almost ran into me as I came to a faltering stop. Waves upon waves of intense, excoriating, almost knife-like shards of pleasure started shooting up through my groin. I used my other thumb to press as well, shaking the base of the RVP back and forth. The rotating probe inside me was suddenly given an extra fifteen degrees of movement to play with and my arousal levels skyrocketed. I cried out, knees buckling, hunching over. Of course the peasant blouse wasn’t designed to keep my tits covered if I was bent over, so Tim suddenly grabbed me himself, almost picking me up, and moving me in a shambling, shaking gait, over to the side, shielding my trembling form from view with his massive bulk. 

The weights swung back and forth heavily, four pounds of lead pulling hard on the clover clamps and my numb nipples burned with a fury that only fueled the conflagration going on between my legs. My entire body shook, the weights dancing at the end of my breasts, as my pussy fluttered, convulsed, and then tried to throttle the RVP’s probe. I mashed the end of the damn base into my clit and held it there with my thumbs and the searing sensitivity of that little nub seemed to explode with sensation. I turned my face into Tim’s chest, and literally screamed into him, muffling the sound of my orgasm, as lightning raced through my body. I tightened, then I tightened some more. Every muscle was locked in rigid apoplexy, my mind a white, blank slate of fuckslut heaven. Adrenaline surged through my veins, mixing with the nefarious drugs of orgasmic bliss - natural oxytocin, dopamine, and endorphins, which sent me spiraling up on a sexually induced high that would end up lasting minutes. I yanked my hands out of my pockets and grabbed Tim tightly, holding myself to his massive frame as every single thought but of my orgasms was ripped from my stupid, pretty little head, and dumped on the floor of the mall commons.

“Bre?” Tim said softly. “Bre? Are you okay?” He tapped my shoulder.

I opened my eyes. I was hurting, but it was like a cloud on the horizon. I looked up at him, then around, and I noticed that there was literally three or four people standing nearby, watching me. I flushed crimson and gulped. “Please? Please get me out of here?” I begged him.

Tim nodded. He wrapped his arm around me and in seconds I was practically lifted off the fucking ground. My toes dragged as he fucking carried me the fifty feet to the mall’s entrance into the parking garage. I just held on, the RVP still swirling and shaking inside me. I felt one of my flip flops fall off, but I didn’t care. They were cheap. Then we were in the late summer heat, but in the cooler shade of the parking garage. Tim carried me to a beat-up old Nissan Altima and only when we were shielded by the other cars did he set me down.

“Your shoe!” He exclaimed, looking down at my bare foot in shock. He looked backward as I struggled to pull the RVP controller out of the back pocket of my shorts. 

“F-forget it,” I said, still trembling. I shut down the RVP and the silence between my legs was almost enough of a relief to make me cry. 

Tim looked back, his eyes going down to my chest. Then his hands came up, lifting the peasant blouse. I squealed as his fingers found the clover clamps. Then when he pinched them both open, freeing my nipples, I let out a cry that filled the garage, which only was muffled when I slapped a hand over my own mouth.

It is tough to describe the agony that shot through the tips of my breasts as the clover clamps came off. Red ridges marred both sides of each nipple, the now reddened tips extended and pulled. They looked misshapen, but mostly they throbbed with pain. Blood rushed back through the crushed tips, a process almost as brutal as walking around with my breasts clamped. Tears exploded in my eyes, streaking down my cheeks as I sobbed in relief. Tim tucked the weights into my bag and then opened the door. He helped me in and I fell into the seat, wrapping my arms around my torso. Tim moved around to the driver’s side, got in, and the whole car creaked and shifted, tilting to the left.

Damn.

He started the car and a cool breeze came out of the vent. Then he put it into reverse and we started backing up.

I didn’t say anything. 

For a few minutes we drove, escaping the mall. I concentrated on breathing and getting my emotions under control. Finally, I started to take some notice of where we were and was surprised to find that Tim had pulled over into a parking lot. The car slowed and came to a stop. I felt a shiver of fear. Was he going to tell me to get out? 

“Tim?” I asked.

He took a deep breath. “Where can I take you?” He asked.

I gave him a dark look. “Your place,” I repeated. “Remember? I owe you.”

He nodded. “Yes. You’ve said that. But I do not want to force you to that. You were under pressure before.”

I rolled my eyes. I was starting to feel better. Not great of course. I still hurt in all the right places, but come on… “Tim, I was in my right mind,” I assured him. “Take me back to your place.”

He took a deep breath. But the car didn’t move. 

“Tim? What’s wrong?” I asked, still scared he was about to kick me out. We were at least a mile from my jeep, and I had one shoe, no money, and was dressed like a hooker.

Tim looked over at me. “I never, ever thought I’d meet a girl like you. And don’t get me wrong, I want to fuck you. But…”

I swallowed. “But what?”

“But you’ve been abused today. And I’m worried that if…” his voice trailed off.

I blinked. “You’re worried that I can’t handle it?”  I asked incredulously. “That I can’t perform a simple screw?”

Tim looked away from me, his fingers tightening on the wheel. “That’s just it,” he snapped roughly. “I don’t want a simple screw.” He looked back at me. “I want to torture you. I want to hurt you. And I want to force you to cum. Over and over.”

I sat there, my mouth agape in surprise as Tim closed his mouth. He wanted… he wanted to torture me? He wanted to hurt me? He wanted to…

… make me cum over and over?

Holy fuck.

I looked out the window. Cars were rolling by us in the parking lot. It was the middle of the afternoon. I didn’t say anything to him. Not yet. I grabbed my bag and fiddled with it for a moment. Only a tiny gasp came out of my lips and then I turned to him.

“Tim?” I said softly, submissively. “Master?”

He turned and looked at me and his eyes widened. My peasant blouse was lifted along the front, resting perilously on two wooden clothespins which were sticking straight out from my sore nipples. I lifted my hand. The controller to the RVP was resting on my palm. “Please sir, please hurt me. Please use me.” I swallowed hard. “Please satisfy your every urge with me.”

Tim took the controller, his mouth starting to smile. He turned the RVP back on and down between my legs the vibrations started, and the little four-inch-long phallus began spinning inside me once again. I let out a soft, needy moan.

“What if what I want, is for you to cum over and over again?” Tim asked, turning up the RVP to medium. Both functions. I stiffened in my seat and put one foot - the bare one - up on the dashboard. 

“Then make me, sir.” I said it breathlessly and I reached over and laid a hand on his bulging cock. “But please do it with your dick sir. I want you inside me.”

For the first time, Tim looked like he’d swallowed something too big and put the car into drive. He licked his lips and then stared resolutely ahead.

“Yeah,” he said. “Me too.” 

I kept my hand on his shaft, stroking it through his jeans and looked out the window as we began to roll. Only one thing matched the revving of the engine as he took off through the parking lot. His thumb pushed both sliders of the Rotating Venus Penis’ controller to maximum and I shuddered next to him. I groaned, leaned back, and cupped my breasts, pushing the peasant blouse aside. 

“Yeah,” I whispered. “Me too.”

Breanne,

Your next assignment should be a difficult, but sexually satisfying adventure for you. First, in preparation, stuff yourself with your Rotating Venus Penis. I highly recommend being aroused for this assignment, since you will be permitted to cum, and cum often, so you should be prepared for that. Once your cute little pussy is jammed full of RVP, seal it in by putting on a pair of tight short shorts; the kind that crawl up your ass crack. For the RVP, please use the wired version, with the wire coming out the leg hole of your shorts, that way people can see it and come to the obviously right conclusion about you. Shoes are up to you and your mistresses, but I’m fine with flip flops. Or sandals. Or the stilettos. Next, you will need a very loose shirt. I highly recommend an oversized, sleeveless tee shirt, especially the kind with big arm holes so that someone standing to your side will get a big old glimpse of side boob. No bra obviously. Lastly you will need a small bag with a dozen clothespins, your clover clamps, six single pound weights, a jeweled butt plug, and your peasant blouse. If you’re smart, and yes… lucky, you won’t need all of that.

Once you are properly prepared, I would like you to take your bag and proceed to a public location, like a mall or a school campus. Immediately upon arrival you will apply two clothespins to your breasts, one on each nipple, and turn one function of the RVP up one level. Begin walking the area. Every ten minutes after that you will need to turn the RVP up one level, on one function, as well as apply two clothespins to your tits. Again, on your nipples.

Except… wait! There are already clothespins on your nipples. Right?  That’s the fun part. See, you aren’t allowed to cum while there are clothespins on your tits. So, you must get them off. You will go up to random strangers and ask each one to remove a single clothespin from your breasts. Of course, if you manage to get two clothespins off every ten minutes, you should be able to time your orgasm properly so that you don’t earn a punishment. 

But if you don’t ask people to remove the clothespins fast enough, or you cum too quickly with clothespins still on your tits, or you decided to delay in some other way, then the punishment for cumming while still looking like a drying rack is to put the jeweled butt plug in your ass. I know you dislike having things in your bottom, so that should be a significant deterrent. A second orgasm while wearing clothespins will mean that you need to replace the wifebeater shirt with your peasant blouse. I know wearing the peasant blouse in public is utterly humiliating, so again, that should motivate you to cum properly. A third unauthorized orgasm with clothespins on your tits will result in you exchanging the clothespins for clover clamps. Except you will leave these on permanently and utilize the pair of one-pound weights as a replacement for the clothespins. You will ask people to remove the weights, only to put them back on every ten minutes. 

When does the assignment end? After six orgasms, unauthorized or not. So that’s it! Have fun! – Master Brian


A Blind Rope Walk

"This is going to be fun," said the voice behind me. The tone was dark, flavored with a touch of cruelty, and the very sound of it made my skin crawl. Admittedly, it sounded familiar, but under the circumstances I couldn't place it, and the fact that my head was covered with a black hood, loosely tied around my neck didn't help one damn bit. A chorus of laughter complimented the comment, and I could hear at least four distinct voices, surrounding me on all sides. I flinched somewhat, the raw, crackling, sadistic lust inherent in that sound grated on my nerves. I would have reached up and ripped the hood off, eyes stabbing at my captors, except for the fact that my hands were tied off behind my back. 

The rope was rough hemp, soft and yet scratchy. I knew that my wrists would be marked the next day. They'd bound my palms together, then wrapped the rough cordage up my forearms, all the way to my elbows, drawing me tight. It was uncomfortable to be sure, but I knew that they were enjoying the way my breasts poked out, thrust forward temptingly. Heavy hands had groped my bosom, kneading the bare flesh, fingers teasing and pinching the tips, playing with the hoop piercings and the gold padlock that dangled from my right nipple. It had been humiliating and arousing, all at the same time. Except when the pinching and twisting had started.  

At one point I'd have run away, but that option had been denied me as well. After my arms were bound behind me, I'd been lifted, legs pulled open by hard fingers until I was set back down, my bare toes extended toward the cold, rough concrete. I felt the other rope, the one they'd stretched across the warehouse, from one beam to another. It must have been tied at about waist height, because it dug up into my wet slit instantly, pressing against my labia, and then settling between my petals to bite deep. The rope between my legs was also made of hemp, but a rougher, thicker version than what was wrapped around my arms. I could tell as I tried to lift myself off it, going up on tiptoe to relieve some of the pressure. It worked, somewhat, but I could still feel the scratchy, rough surface of the line pressing against my clitoris.  

"Look at her dance," someone remarked, clearly enthusiastic about the way my arches flexed as I bounced up and down. My calves were already aching, but standing flat footed wasn't exactly an acceptable option, not if I didn't want to excoriate my pussy, turning it into raw meat. Even without moving back and forth, I could still feel the flex of the rope sliding through my folds, against my clit. It was a confusing sensation. Part of me loved it, craved it even, wanting to force my hips to thrust back and forth, fucking the coarse and tangled braiding. The other part of me feared it, knowing that worse torments were coming, and that the brambly, undoubtedly knotted line would tear at my body, both hurting and pleasuring me.  

Still, I had little choice. I danced for them, unwillingly perhaps, but with desperate movements, trying to keep still. I didn't dare thrust my hips, or take a step forward, or move backward. It would draw the rope THROUGH my pussy, instead of just pressing up against it. Hands touched me again, fingers digging into my flank, my breasts, pinching my nipples and twisting. Someone reached between my legs, trying to rub my clit but finding it buried beneath the rope, unreachable.  

"What a fucking slut!" someone said. Fingers twisted my right nipple and I gasped, hurting. "She likes it. This is good for her." A hand slapped against my ass and my hips jerked forward just a bit. I sucked in a sharp breath as the rope slid an inch through my cunt. "She gets off on it hurting," another person said behind me. "I think it's time she walks it then, right?" There was a chorus of laughter, of agreement. And then the hands all pulled back. I stood there, trembling, on tiptoe, straddling the thick, scraggly rope. Then I couldn't help it. My pussy tightened, pressing against the line, and my hips moved instinctively. I thrust forward and rubbed my clit along the rough-hewn hemp, shockwaves of acerbic pleasure searing their way up from between my legs, right to my brain.  

Then something sharp poked my ass, right on the buttock and I squealed, jerking forward a full step. Seven more inches of rope sawed its way through my crotch, abrasive and cutting. It tore at my clit, scratching at my folds before tearing at my perineum. I felt it slide up through the crack of my ass before I managed to lurch to a stop, gasping at the immediate burn.  

"Nice," someone said as I went back up on tiptoe, whimpering as the poor-quality rope dug into my cunt. I twisted at the waist, struggling against my bonds, when something sharp and biting suddenly clamped down hard on my left nipple. Agonizing pain shot through my bosom and I let out quite the scream, enough to get whoever had put it on to take it off again.  

"Hold still," came a stern voice, and this time I was grabbed more firmly. My left breast was lifted and I squirmed and whined as I felt the clamp go back on, this time deeper and more firmly. I heard a ringing noise and as I gulped, puffing frantically, the bell hanging from my tit rang merrily, teasingly. I shivered and it tinkled madly. Shards of lightning seemed to shoot up from the tip of my breast, running deep into my heart. There was a laughter as I jiggled, ringing like a fucking reindeer on Santa's sled.  

"Another step now, Bre." The familiar voice came right by my ear and a hand slapped my bottom hard. I yelped and jerked forward again, sliding my pussy along the braided rope. My clamped nipple jingled and throbbed as a sullen fire burned its way through my slit until I hit something hard and thick, pressing firmly against my clitoris. I lurched to a stop and there was a fresh round of laughter as I pranced in place, struggling to find my balance.  

It was a knot. I understood it viscerally as I pressed against it, even though I couldn’t see it. Someone had knotted the rope, creating a massive, crabapple sized lump. The thick bulge pressed hard on my clitoris, inciting both the urge to fuck, and to back away. I lifted up, going back on tiptoe, trying to adjust, but instead it just made the knot rub against my nub. A confusing sensation. Panting, the bell on my tit ringing lightly as my clit moved against the knot, I considered my options. 

I could force my way above it. Rise up and then drag my body over the hemp swell, letting it mangle my clit, pulling it down as I slid along the rope, until the knot itself found my deepening slit. It would cleave my pussy in two, opening my petals wide, excoriating the soft, pink folds, leaving fine, almost imperceptible scratches. At least the first time. Or I could stay in place, unmoving until I was forced. I stood there, my calves tensing as my toes tired. I dropped back down, groaning, whimpering, hurting, and wanting as the hemp dug up into my sex. 

Another sharp poke to my bum forced me forward. It wasn't a pin. It wasn't that sharp. A skewer? A pen? A sharp stick? It didn't matter. I squawked and lurched forward, forcing the knot hard against my clitoris, then down through my sensitive slit. It did exactly what I thought it would, rasping at my flesh, tearing at my skin, abrading my flesh right down to the sensitive nerves. I felt the excruciating tug on my clit, then a jarring thump as it released the swollen nodule and half buried itself in my pussy. It settled into the opening of my sex, penetrating me just enough to send mixed messages through my body, half of me approving and wanting a deeper thrust, the other frightened of what was coming next. I was forced to move even further and the knot tore its way through my folds, slashing across my perineum. Then with a final humiliating blow, it forced itself just deep enough into my bottom to open my star and scratch at another sensitive spot.  

I shuddered as the thick bulge crept up through my buttocks. My pussy was already hurting, but there was another sensation too, one that confused me horribly. I was wet. So wet that I was dripping. The dry hemp was soaking up my juices like a sponge. Involuntarily, I jerked my hips, my slit tightening up as if I were mounted and fucking something. Pleasure hit me, but not like a caress. More as if I'd been insanely aroused and denied satisfaction for hours on end, a single sensitive spot tormented and teased and touched for the entire time. It was electric, charged, and I wanted more. 

And I wanted less. 

As I child, I remember wrestling with a friend once, and being dragged along the floor of her living room. The shag carpet was soft, softer than the rope between my legs, and still it had scored my arms and backs, giving me the equivalent of a sunburn. Now I was doing it again, except this time, instead of my backside, my pussy was getting the full force of the abrasive and excoriating rub. I stood there trembling, my shoulders and arms aching as my body pulled against the bindings. The arches of my feet ached as I went up and down, struggling to lift myself off a rope that was pulled tight up into my crotch.  

"Walk it Bre. Go on. Fuck that rope!" Someone said, trying to sound encouraging. I shook my head, biting my lip. The bell on my breast rang, except while I was saying no, my hips were twerking and jerking. A perfect example of the mental and physical disconnect of a nympho humiliation pain slut in action. Another few inches slid through my pussy, cutting at my soft bits. I lost my balance again, jerked the wrong way, and slid backward until I felt the knot I’d already mounted, fucked, and moved past, press against my bottom. I groaned, whimpering softly as I tilted forward again, and slid the rope through my pussy once more. I suddenly realized that I needed to move forward, purposefully. So, I took a step. 

"That's it. Just a few more inches," I heard behind me. A few inches? Till I found the end? I swung my other bare foot. My toes were cold. Very cold. I lifted up again. My pussy was on fire. Why were my hips thrusting? What the fuck was wrong with me? How could any part of me find this arousing? Or good? Then my forward movement stopped as my clit was jammed once more against a terrible nodule, another knot. 

"Go over it," someone ordered me. "Rub that cunt on it!" 

"Yeah!" another voice agreed. "Fuck it good." 

My chest heaved, the bell ringing as I gulped in near panic. Another knot? Another burn through my loins? My hips began grinding, left and right and this moved my clit in new and dangerous ways. I gasped, a surge of manic sexual hunger going through me. Damn the fact that I was literally tearing skin, leaving micro scratches all over my sex. Still, the overwhelming sense of desire, of need, was a power of sort and I grasped it, making it mine as I surged forward and up. The arches of my feet burned as I rose on my bare toes, dancing as I struggled to get over the bump. The projection dug into my clitoris, smashing it inward before pulling downward, sucking it low. Then the knot slammed into my slit, smashing my folds apart, taking another layer of skin off my pink abraded petals. The burn sharpened as it scratched the bit between my sex and my ass, until the lump dug into my bottom. I yelled, thrusting hard until it escaped out of my buttocks, the burning heat between my legs difficult to analyze. Was I merely aroused, burning with passion? Or was my sex scuffed and chafed?  

I stood there for a moment, struggling with the sensations, the urges, the needs, the pain, and even the pleasure. I wanted the fucking hood off. I wanted to see how far I had to go. How many knots would I have to drag myself over? And who was there with me? I knew it was at least three or four men. I thought I recognized one of the voices. Not knowing was frightening. But what scared me more was the fact that my pussy was quivering and what I wanted was cock. I wanted something thick and firm pumping into my cunt. I wanted to be on my back, legs wide apart, with the rope off my arms and instead, wrapped around my ankles, spreading me open. I tried to say this, but I knew the hood would muffle my words and my captors wouldn't know my willingness. 

Besides, they wanted to hurt me. 

Suddenly another biting squeeze made me cry out, the acute hurt flashing up from my right nipple. I shook and jerked, the bell on the left tit now ringing in time with the one hanging from my right. My breasts throbbed in time, the crushed tips pulsing with every labored beat of my heart.  

"We'll take them off when you get to the end," someone said near my ear. There was more laughter. "Maybe."  

The sharp stick jabbed me in the ass again and I staggered forward, the nettlesome crinkly strands of the hawser cutting at my sex. The cold concrete seemed even worse as I wormed my way down the line, tearing at my groin, until I once more stopped short, my pussy pinned against the next knot. The bells on my breasts rang viciously, constantly, as I panted in desperation. Desperate to stop, desperate to continue, desperate to cum. My nipples throbbed, but now the kindled heat between my legs drew my attention, a stinging, scalding glow that only seemed to make things worse. I knew I needed to mount the next knot, to rise above it. But my legs ached so much. I lifted my feet, the cold now so bad that my toes were starting to go numb. I felt a new shiver start, the bells reacting to it easily, and the sharp skewer stuck me again.  Motivating me.

I didn't have time to wait, or to mentally prepare myself. The pain of the poke forced me into action. I lifted, the rope going with me and with only some of the pressure on my pussy lessening. I squealed as I pulled myself over the hump, the thick knot opening my sex wide, almost fucking me as it scored my pussy and gouged its way through my folds. The hood kept the squeal I let out down to a minimum though, hardly more than the ringing of the bells on my hurting breasts. Then the knot slid out behind me and I went down, flat footed onto the cold floor, my sex stinging hot and wet. 

Wet. And slippery. 

My pussy was too wet. Too slick. I shifted my weight, trying to understand and I heard the snickers behind me. "Like that Bre?" Someone sniggered. "Nice and cool? Yeah?" 

I blinked in the darkness. I froze. I tried to take stock, to understand, but there was just too much else going on. Then I felt it. A cool, chemical tingle. Like ice being rubbed against my hot flesh. It spread over my clitoris, down into the petals of my flower. My heart thudded hard and the panic I felt almost burst free of my body. What had they done? Images of muscle cream, smeared on the knot, shot through my head and I wailed into the hood, suddenly thrashing, a wildcat on a rope. It would start burning in seconds, fiery heat searing through my slit. It was too much! I couldn't handle that. Not like this! Hands grabbed my upper arms, trying to make sure I didn't fall. 

"Bre!" Someone shouted. I didn't listen. I kicked. More hands held me. Restraining me. Forcing me to hold still. The cold between my legs was biting, but I was expecting it to turn hot, to burn, to scald me.  

"BREANNE!" The hood was ripped off my head and I turned frantic eyes to see Zack looking at me. "It's not Icy Hot! It's just petroleum jelly. But we had it in the fridge. Okay? It's NOT Icy Hot!" He practically had to scream it. 

My eyes were wide and I stared at him, my brain only barely starting to compute. The cool wetness between my legs... a trick? A joke?  

Or salvation? 

I burst into tears and Zach wrapped his arms around me, holding me tight. I shuddered, sobbing in his arms, the arousal fading into only hurt and relief. Over his shoulder I could see more rope. Three more knots. That's all. Just three knots. Beyond that... a mattress, wide and ready, positioned between two of the steel pillars holding up the roof. Around me there were four more of the fraternity brothers; concerned faces, worried looks. Had they gone too far? Had they pushed too much?  

"Zack?" I whispered. 

He pulled back enough so that we could look each other in the face. "Yes?" 

I swallowed. "Fuck me?" I begged. "Just lay me down on the mattress over there and tie my legs open and everyone just fuck me."  

He let out a soft laugh and I felt the concern around me drop away. She must be alright if she wanted to be fucked. Right? His thumb brushed my throat and Zack smiled.  

"You want to be tied with your legs pulled into the splits. Yes? You want to be stretched open and used?" 

I nodded, eager.  

"And you want each of us to fuck you hard, over and over, until you can't even walk?" 

I quivered now, my pussy convulsing around the rope, my hips starting to jerk again. The wet jelly made the hemp smooth and suddenly my lubricated pussy went nuts as I began fucking the line, smashing my hips against Zack's side.  

"Oh God yes!" I pleased. "Please yes! Fuck me hard!" I begged.  

"Even knowing that when none of us can get it up again, after all that, I'm going to beat your hungry little cunt with a sap?" 

I gasped, the idea of it, the terror of it, the horrible beauty of being tied with my legs far apart, unable to protect my delicate bits, my clit swollen and scratched, my petals flayed and sensitive, to be whipped between the legs and then fucked again... 

I pressed myself against him, nipples throbbing, nodded frantically. There was nothing to say. Nothing I could do. But instantly I was wet again, horny again, aroused as if someone had put fire into my veins. 

Zack let me go. The bells on my chest rang as I heaved, desperate and energized. "What will you do for that?" He asked, eyes bright and excited. 

"Anything!" I blurted out. I could almost feel it. Being opened. Being fucked. And cumming. Oh yes. Cumming. Repeatedly. Hard and fast and so many times! 

Zack stepped back and gestured at the rope in front of me. Three more knots. "If you want that, you'll need to get to the end of your rope, and all the torments that come with it."  

My jaw fell open and the hood slapped back down over my head. I screamed into it, the sound muffled as sight and sound and then scent descended into darkness. Laughter surrounded me. Hands slapped at my bottom. Someone grabbed my breasts and jiggled them up and down, making the bells dance, the pain shoot through my bosom.  

"Walk Bre. Take a step," Zack said. His hand went down to my ass, squeezing my buttock, fingers digging into the flesh. I whimpered, stumbling forward, the rope slicing through my pussy once more. Two steps, then a third, pain radiating up from my abraded little cunt. I hit the speed bump, the tangled bit of cord waiting for me. I gasped, hips thrusting, working myself against it. My clit tingled madly from the stimulation, the rasping, coarse strands leaving me raw. Energy surged through my body and I felt my thighs tremble, shaking. My pussy stung as I dragged myself up, feeling my clit pulled and pawed. 

"That's it, go over it," somebody said darkly. "Cut that pussy!" I rose on tiptoe again, bracing myself, then pushed myself over. 

The knot ripped through my crotch, tearing at my sex with whip like force and I squealed as it bounced against my bottom. Then I was over it, trembling. I went flat footed again, resting my legs, my hips doing a lewd and dirty grind as I mewled in plaintive agony. The bells rang as I tried to catch my breath. 

Then I felt something touch me. It tickled and I flinched away to the left, only for the same thing to glide along my opposite side. A feather? Some sort of duster? Another soft, tickling touch went up my flank, and then another over my left breast, teasing the nipple. I twisted, gasping, my hips rolling and a second later another two feathers touched me. Up my right calf, along my left buttock, across my right breast, and just under my left arm. I shrieked into the hood, the lightness of the torment too much and I flinched as the feathers urged me forward. I moved fast, the rope slipping through my soaked cunt. The fluttering caress touched me everywhere. Down my legs, and even across the bottoms of my feet as I pranced on tiptoe, up my thighs and across my belly. I felt the maddening brush across the undersides of my breasts, down my sides and across my hips. One ran up my spine, to my neck, then over my shoulder and down between my ringing, jiggling breasts. 

And I laughed. Oh my God. I giggled. I squealed. I guffawed. It was too much! And the only way to escape... 

Was to walk forward. I took a struggling step toward the last knot, trying to catch my breath, trying to escape. I hurried, the rope burning between my legs. The tickling didn't stop. In fact, it got worse. Each of them must have been holding two feathers! I felt it all over my body! I whined desperately, my pussy tearing as I dragged myself along the scratchy hemp. Then I felt it. The knot! The feathers darted everywhere and I rose up, higher than ever, lifting myself. It wasn't enough to clear the rope, but I surged up and onto the knot, letting it tug and tear and pull through my slit. It pounded into my sex, then my bottom, until I was over it, panting desperately. 

The feathers... they were gone.   

I took a shuddering breath, trying to get a grip. My entire body felt like I'd been touching a live electric wire and the burning of my pussy was agonizing. I knew the last knot would have tenderized my sex beyond sensibility, and God only knew what my perineum looked like. The rope had rubbed the little bit of skin between my holes raw.  

"Just one more knot, Breanne. And when you hit the next knot, rub that fucking little cunt all over it." It was Zack and I felt his hand on my bottom. He squeezed my flank. "Come on. You can do this. It's just another twelve inches." 

I took one, short, tiny little step. The rope between my legs sliced through my sex, razing and hashing my flesh. Pain radiated up from the sensitive, abraded skin. I whined into the hood, wet and needy and wanting and hating. Suddenly Zack's hand snapped, leaving a blistering spank against my rump. I jumped, squealing, three or four more inches of twine bisecting my pussy. Zack hit me again, once more across the bottom and I moved forward another step. I let out a choked sob. How close was the knot? Was I almost there?  

"And Bre?" Zack whispered at my ear, through the hood. "When I stick my dick in you, I want your pussy so thoroughly sensitive, minced, and gashed that even getting fucked is a torment." Then his hand smashed my ass one final time. 

I pressed forward, almost wanting to get away from him. I hit the knot, hips surging, fucking the stupid thing. I mashed my pussy against it, like a ship on the rocks, searching for safe harbor. For relief. For safety. I was torn and broken, grating my clit on the bulging nodule of hemp. I lifted, frantic, rolling over the knot, dragging it through my cunt, cleaving myself in two, just as Zack wanted.  

I let out a sob, hunching over, but before I could collapse, or cry, or do anything, hands grabbed me. I was hauled off the rope, feeling the rough line scrape against my right thigh. The bells on my breasts rang wildly. Someone caught me in their arms and I was carried a few feet away, then set down. I was kneeling on a mattress. Hands worked at the bindings on my arms. I groaned as the line loosened, my shoulders aching. My elbows flopped and then my hands came apart.  

"Lie back now, Bre."  

I fell back and they manhandled me into the center of the mattress I couldn't see, the hood still on my head. I groaned, blinking away tears I couldn't wipe away, and hands touched me. The clamps on my nipples were removed, blood rushing into the crushed tips of my breasts, and I cried out in pain. Then I was spread open. I felt more rope, nylon this time, wrapping around my ankles and wrists. Each of them worked independently, but none of them pulled until they were all ready. My arms and legs were drawn outward, tied to the nearby beams, holding me stretched wide.  

I heard the murmur of voices and then the mattress moved. Someone kneeled at the end and I quivered as I felt the pressure. Something touched my pussy and I thrust up, desperate but knowing it would hurt. A cock slid into me, but I could tell it wasn't Zack. I felt a weight and my pussy quivered wetly. I gasped inside the hood as I was screwed hard and it was no surprise to me that I exploded a moment later, crying out, shuddering.  

The sex continued, one after another. I came again, and then a third time. Cock after cock. I think Zack fucked me, but I couldn't tell one from the other. All I had was the darkness of the hood and the pounding thickness between my legs. I laid there, dazed and helpless, my pussy hurting and fucking and wanting. 

A lull. I felt another hard cock touch my pussy. Instead of going in, the tip rubbed at my clit. I was so sore, my clit swollen, I whimpered. He leaned forward, sliding himself into me. I gasped and his fingers found the hood, untying it from around my neck. He pulled it off and I looked up into Zack's face. 

"How do you feel?" He asked, his chest against mine, his hips pumping as his cock moved within me. I squirmed beneath him, groaning as he fucked me.  

"Tender," I whispered. "Like I've been shredded and put back together for one purpose." 

He laughed, still thrusting, soft and gentle, but hard and firm too. "To be used, to be loved?" 

I let out a breath. My pussy was hurting, even though it felt good to have him inside me. "To be tortured." 

Zack grinned. "That's a good purpose," he said. "And perfect for you. Does your pussy hurt?" 

I nodded, wincing still as he thrust.  

"Good," he replied, hips grinding against mine. "I want it to hurt you." Then he gave me a softer, more sympathetic look. "A little at least. I don't want it to just hurt." 

I swallowed. "I know."  

"Do you know that you've fucked six people today? Four of them twice?" He asked me. "I'm the seventh." 

I blinked. I knew I'd taken a lot of cock. But that many? How long had I been on the mattress? How many guys had watched my walk of shame down the knotted rope? 

"Hungry," I replied. 

He laughed. "Do you want my cum? Or a sandwich?" 

I thought about it for a moment, trying to ignore the abrasive irritation of his pubic hair rubbing against my clitoris. "Both?" I finally replied. 

He laughed and pumped hard, obviously working himself to a froth. My pussy burned, my labia scored and stretched. The rope marks seemed to smolder. I could tell he was getting close and he suddenly pulled out. 

"No!" I gasped. "Stay in me!" But it was too late. Zack was already pulling off his condom, his dick above my face. He jammed himself into my mouth and I had no choice but to suck on him. The scent of my own cum was thick on his cock. Then he pulled out, rubbed his shaft with one hand, and a thick, white cream squirted from his manhood, striking my face. He got the next shot in my open mouth and then stuck his dick back in with a sigh. I swallowed, sucking down his spunk as his shaft softened. Then he groaned, pulled out, and sank down onto the mattress next to me.  

I pulled on the ropes holding me tied open. There was little play in them and I couldn’t close up.

"Zack?" I said, turning my head to look at him. 

"Hmmm?" He said lazily. 

"Are you going to untie me?" 

He rolled to face me, his hand coming up to my breast. He played with my nipple before sliding his hand down to my crotch. He cupped my wet pussy. A pained expression crossed my face as he thumbed my clit. 

"Sensitive?" 

I swallowed, gulping as I nodded. "I just had sex with seven guys, after tearing my pussy to shreds. What do you think?" 

He chuckled and rubbed some more. Pleasure, laced with intense pain, seared upward from between my legs, straight up my spine. I arched my back, whimpering. "Zack... please!"  

"I think the rope was the catalyst," he said smirking. He moved his hand again, this time extending a finger and putting it inside of me. I puffed out a breath of air, pulling on the ropes holding me open.  

"Zack! Please!" I pleaded as he rolled his finger around my insides. I was shocked how good it felt, and how much it hurt. His knuckles kept grazing my labia. He continued finger fucking me, putting in a second finger, rubbing me, pressing his thumb against my clit. I whimpered and whined, pain and pleasure, until I was gasping, thrusting upward with my hips. I needed to cum. Again. 

Again... 

"Do you remember what I told you?" He asked, his fingers curling inside me. I saw colors and shapes and quivered like jelly. My legs strained to close and the ropes tugged at my ankles. He was touching my G spot, stroking it. "Do you remember what I told you I was going to do last? After you'd been fucked thoroughly? When I couldn't get it up again?" 

I blinked. I replayed the rope walk back in mind. What had he said? He wanted me tied open. And to fuck them all. And then... and then... 

Oh, my fucking God. 

Zack pulled his hand out of my pussy and rolled, reaching off the mattress. He grabbed something and lifted, so that I could see it perfectly. Black leather hovered above my body, a thin paddle only two inches across, perfect for beating a singular, specific spot.  

"Fuck!" I spat, pulling on the ropes in earnest. "Zack! I can't! You can't! I'm too sore! I'm too sensitive! Zack please! You..."  

He laid the sap on my belly, with the paddle portion resting on my clit. Then he put his finger on my lips and I tasted my own flavors, my juices. He pushed inward, silencing me. I had no choice but to suck my own goo off his hand. 

"Sssshhh," he whispered. "What are you?" He asked, drawing his finger out of my mouth. 

"Zack! Please!" I blurted out. He leaned over and kissed me, once more muting my words. 

"What are you?" he asked once more, coming up. 

I swallowed, staring at him in distress. "I'm a girl whose pussy was shredded a few hours ago, who was then fucked stupid repeatedly, by seven guys, and right now cannot handle getting her pussy whacked with a leather sap!" 

Zack sighed and shook his head. His hand went down and picked up the sap. "No. What are you?" He demanded again, this time, smacking the paddle against my clitoris. It wasn’t a very hard stroke, but it felt like fire. Pain shot through my pussy and my entire body went rigid. My eyes snapped wide open and I made a sound that echoed through the empty warehouse. I kicked and thrashed and got another even stronger stroke as a reward. 

"FUCK!" I yelled.  

"WHAT ARE YOU?!" He yelled back at me.  

"I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut!" I screamed at him.  

"And what are you for?" He snapped, sitting up. The sap slapped down again, igniting another burst of heat between my legs. I screeched, teeth clenched. I closed my eyes, tears brimming.  

"I said, what are you for?" He demanded. I gasped, panting.  

"To be fucked and hurt!" I sobbed.  

"And why do you like being hurt?" The sap flashed down spreading my petals, the stinging heat blossoming.  

"BECAUSE I CUM!" I shouted. My words echoed. I braced myself, waiting for the sap, for the spanks. For the whipping to continue. Instead, I heard a motor.  

A thick, silicone covered vibrator slid into my pussy, the extended extra arm pressed against my clit. Zack had it on high and the intense sexual stimulation drove me straight up to the edge of orgasm, forcing me to dance on the edge of a razor. It hurt. It felt good. It burned. It was cool. My legs shook, thighs aching. Once more I got close, orgasm cresting within me and I clenched my teeth, eyes closing as the intensity of the explosion was beyond my normal sphere. I clenched my fists, toes curling in my shoes and I thrust my lower half up, fucking the vibrator. 

"Oh my GOD!" I shouted. "I'm cumming! I'm cumming! I'm..." 

And Zack pulled the vibrator out and slapped the sap down into my pussy fast and hard, blow after blow as I screamed in agony and ecstasy, cumming so hard that the resultant squirt of juice splattered him from shoulder to waist, soaking his shirt. He threw the paddle away, pushed the vibrator back into me, and watched me shudder.  

"That's right," he said tiredly. "You're a masochistic, fucking cum slut." 

That's when I blacked out.  

When I came to, I was no longer tied. A blanket had been placed over me and I was alone on the mattress. Slowly I sat up, covering myself. Zack was coiling up the rope I'd walked across. He saw me and smiled. 

"Feel better?" He asked. 

I took stock. My pussy was still burning, but the fire in my veins had been quenched. I blinked. "I'm not horny," I said definitively. Zack laughed. 

"That's good. Usually that's your default position." He swung the rope over his shoulder. "You ready to get some food?" 

My stomach growled. "Fuck yes," I replied and hauled myself up. "Have you seen my clothes?" 

He glanced around the empty concrete floor. "Uh... they were here before..." He looked back at me, a sheepish grin. "Um... guess you get to wear the blanket." 

I pursed my lips. I sighed. Right. Naked. Out to eat. Wrapped in a blanket. Then I spotted the nylon ropes that had been used to tie my arms and legs apart. Next to them was the massive vibrator Zack had been using on me. "Just one other thing," I said, grabbing it all and standing up. I let the blanket fall. 

"I'm a nympho humiliation pain slut," I said with chagrin. I held out the vibrator and the rope. "Rule Number One." 

Zack dropped the knotted hemp line with a smile. "A nympho humiliation pain slut will always have cock in her cunt, or at least a sex toy. Preferably one that vibrates."  

He tossed the vibrator back down onto the mattress and began running the rope through his hands. He doubled one full length of it up, then draped it over my shoulders. He began tying it around my body, wrapping it tightly around my breasts, down my tummy, around my hips, and then through my legs. Two strands, spreading my petals. He paused. Grabbed the vibrator, and then told me to spread my legs. 

"Think you're wet enough for this?" He asked curiously. 

I shrugged. "Maybe. Doubt it."  

He pressed the tip against my labia, rubbing up and down. I felt a surge. Then the tip slid in. Zack began pumping, thrusting it up into me, until it fit completely, the little extended arm pressed against my clit. He quickly wrapped the end and the arm with rope and bound it all in place. I rolled my hips, testing things. Damn... it felt full! 

"There," he said in satisfaction. "Oh. Just one more thing." He reached down and turned on the vibrator. I gasped as it rumbled softly to life, sending a new flurry of sensations through my well-used cunt. Not all of them pleasant. I was too sore. Too sensitive. He lifted a finger. "No cumming though. At least not until after we eat." He grabbed the blanket and handed it to me. I wrapped it around my shoulders and gave him a nod.  

"Uh... what happens if I do cum?" I asked a minute later, as we headed toward the door of the warehouse.

Zack laughed and in a joking tone, gestured over his shoulder. “I put you back on the rope of course.”

I paused and licked my lips. I gave him a look and she stumbled to a stop. He blinked, clearly taken aback. Confused even.

"You can't possibly be..." He paused and gave me a suspicious look. "Bre, seriously. You can't possibly need to cum again. Right?"  

I turned my back on him. The rope moved against my skin and the vibrator purred inside me. "Just make sure you bring that rope. And the sap," I retorted, turning on my heel and letting the blanket drop as I walked through the open doorway. "Definitely the sap,” I repeated.

Zack stared at my retreating backside and shook his head. “Dear God,” he whispered in awe. “You are a nympho!”

I looked back at him just once, a beckoning gleam in my eye. “I am a nympho humiliation pain slut. Now feed me before I cum again.”

Zack laughed and hurried to catch up. “What about the knotted rope?” I asked. He shrugged.

“We’ll come back if we have to.”

I nodded. “Good. Let’s do takeout,” I told him. “We will definitely have to come back.”


Part One – Final Meetings

There is a secret society in Houston, Texas. Shrouded in mystery, decadent, sexual and private, it’s the sort of organization you’ve always suspected existed, but never had proof. It stays almost completely in the shadows, and its membership is exclusive. You must know someone, the right someone, to even be considered as a potential candidate. The requirements alone are dizzying. You must be beautiful. Beauty is a power all on its own. You must be wealthy. The dues are more than I make in a year. And you must be powerful; commanding and dominant. This, perhaps more than anything else, is important.

In the end you are left with a dozen of the most beautiful, most wealthy, most powerful women in the Houston Metropolitan area. Oh, and all of them have a penchant for sadism and lesbian sex. 

Complicating matters is that each member of the society must have their own submissive. A girl who has willingly accepted her role as a plaything; a sex object, an obedient toy: to be coddled, cherished, used, punished, and dominated. The dommes each have a gold ring that they wear on their finger bearing the crest of the society: a golden rose. The submissives wear the sigil as well, but not on the finger. Mine, just like all the other submissives, is worn hanging from the right nipple, on a charm sized padlock, dangling from a gold ring piercing the pink tip. The sigil is a rose, enameled in black, with gold petals, because that’s what the society is called: The Golden Rose. It is by invitation only. If you (and your submissive) are ever invited to a meeting - well, be prepared. You should know what you are getting into.

Meetings all start the same way. There's a table, beautifully decorated, laid out with a scrumptious assortment of tasty goodies. My mistress, a thin, energetic woman in her early twenties, is named Julie. She is always good to me, selecting an assortment of finger foods that I can barely see from my usual vantage point; kneeling at her feet. I am not permitted to stand, at least not unless I’m to be bound by the hands for a whipping or some other torment. The thick, shag carpet under my hands and knees makes crawling physically easier but does nothing for the emotional toll. Julie is wearing a pretty, little black dress that emphasizes her sexual dominance whilst I am naked. Well… mostly naked. There are black leather bondage cuffs around my wrists and ankles. As I crawl along behind Mistress Julie, the small padlock dangles from my right breast, another humiliating reminder of my submission. 

Once we’ve gotten the food it is time to socialize. After all, it is a society. Despite my position as a bottom, I know that these women help each other, promoting, advising, and networking. They are friends and associates. I crawl after my mistress, away from the food and toward one of the various "stations" that have been set up in the huge meeting room. I am not the only naked, bondage cuffed submissive and it is something of a relief.

Each station consists of a variety of seating options; armchairs, settees, even a few love seats. These are each clustered around some sort of sexual torture device. I use the term “torture” loosely. We are not talking thumbscrews, or the putting out of eyes. I use the term in context of Bondage, Discipline, Sadism, and Masochism. There is pain, yes. But much pleasure too. 

At one station sits a wooden pony, slick and stable, already being ridden by an amazon of a woman. Her name is Morgan. Her skin is black. She is oiled. Her breasts are huge, making her look top-heavy, though there is not an ounce of fat anywhere on her body. My eyes are pulled to her hips, where she is already grinding her beautiful, shaved sex against the wooden edge. Her calves are tight as she raises up on tiptoe, to spare herself the pain. I smile. I like Morgan. The gold padlock on her right breast, just like mine, rises and falls deliciously.

Her mistress, a gorgeous woman, also dark of color, though not quite as black as Morgan, is named Haley Opada. Mistress Haley sits graciously on a nearby chair, eating and watching as Morgan rides the edged wood. She is wearing black leather chaps and a matching bustier, and I blush rosily as I realize she is wearing nothing else; her pink petals are exposed and wet. She notices Julie and waves and my mistress walks that way.

“You look apprehensive, Julie. Come, sit with me,” urges Mistress Haley. Julie smiles and goes to sit. I look at my Mistress. She is smiling, but Haley is right. There is something on Julie’s mind. It is inappropriate though, for me to ask now. Here. Perhaps later I will be given the opportunity. 

There is a greeting between the two dominants; kisses to the cheek. I am expected to show deference, as well as submission, to Mistress Haley. Normally this is done by presenting myself and this time is no different. I rise, fingers laced behind my head, eyes averted, breasts pushed forward, knees as wide apart as I can make them. Haley sees me, reaches down and grabs hold of my left nipple, giving the hoop piercing there a small twist. It hurts, but only a little, and then she beckons to Julie down. I move to my mistress’ side, kneeling, watching as Morgan struggles to keep her thick labia off the wooden edge. 

I watch Morgan ride the pony and think that could be me.

Morgan is beautiful and the two mistresses converse. It is shop talk. Both Haley and Julie are in marketing and frankly, the topic bores me. Still, Julie seems tense and the conversation forced. I do not particularly care. I am more interested in what Morgan is doing. Not how she is doing though, but what she is doing. Morgan goes up and down, straining. I get glimpses of her perfect pussy; the bright pink inner petals highlighted by the darkness of her labia. I wonder, if I got close enough, would I be able to see the bruises on her sex? The marks of the sharpened edge of wood that bites into her pussy? Her calves tremble and she is up on tippy toe. I am transfixed, watching Morgan’s body strain. I lick my lips, aware that my own sex is wet and wanting. I imagine myself up on the pony, the oiled edge biting into my slit, pinching my clitoris as I struggle to lift myself just one more time.

We are joined by another mistress and her submissive. My pulse goes up slightly. The dominant’s name is Sara, the other redhead in the Society of the Golden Rose besides myself. She is in her mid-fifties, elegant, busty, and precise. She is not into marketing, but law. Her own sub, a twenty something blonde with long, braided, brown hair, and star like splotches on her skin, who is kneeling beside Mistress Sara, gives me a wicked looking smile. She too is wearing nothing but bondage cuffs. And the padlock. We all wear that little padlock through the ring on our nipple. Her name is Alissa.

Alissa’s breasts are marked. There are half a dozen half-healed welts across them; a road map drawn with a whip between two raised points. I stare at the scarlet lines, wondering how it felt to get them. I have a sudden urge to run my tongue across Alissa’s chest, following the welts from one nipple to another. As Mistress Sara greets Julie and Haley, Alissa crawls over to me. Had Morgan not been riding, I would have greeted her in the same way Alissa and I do just then. We both spread our knees, lean close to each other, and kiss. It is a deep, wet kiss, our tongues entwining. Our hands drop down to each other and I feel her wet softness as she feels mine. Our tongues swirl and suddenly I am lost in the sensation, the sexual need. Her finger slides into me, a welcome penetration that makes my pussy tighten in desperation. I want to drag Alissa down onto the carpet and thrust my tongue into her slit. I want to wrap myself around her, to force her mouth between my legs. Alissa and I are close. My thumb grazes her clit and hers mine. But both of us know this is not good. Cumming without permission? We would both be punished. So, we let go, hearts pounding, pulling our soaked fingers out of each other. Alissa’s eyes sparkle and her smile is huge. I resist the urge to greet her again and instead lick my finger clean. She tastes like strawberries and cream. I lean back against Julie’s leg and look back at Morgan bouncing on the pony. I need the support. I want too much.

“Are you up for this?” Sara asks Julie. My mistress nods, smiling. But she glances down at me. She is uneasy. I give her a questioning glance.  

At Mistress Sara’s direction, Alissa greets Julie and Haley. It is simple; the presentation. A kiss to each foot, though I can Alissa looking at Mistress Haley’s wet pussy. There is a look in Alissa’s eye; a desire. But neither mistress recognizes it. Or so I think. Then Sara sits, her plate in hand, and Alissa goes to her. Sara begins feeding Alissa bite sized morsels. Alissa is like a puppy, kneeling there, eating daintily from Sara’s hand. It reminds Julie that she needs to feed me as well, but my mistress wants me to pay for my food. Either that, or she thinks I need an appetizer.

“Ask Mistress Haley if you may be permitted to lick her pussy for one minute, in order to get a treat.”

There is a chuckle of laughter and Haley spreads her legs, leaning back in the chair. “Of course, she can, darling.” The exposed slit between the chaps begs for my tongue. 

I turn to Mistress Haley. “May I please lick your pussy for one minute, Mistress?” 

Haley laughs. “You may lick for as long as your mistress allows it,” she assures me. I crawl closer. I know Morgan will not mind. The mistresses share us during meetings. And even outside of meetings. That is the way of things. I dip my tongue into Haley, tasting her slit, licking it up and down, pressing my nose to her clit. She arches her back, slouching in the chair to give me better access. I make it my goal to try and get her to cum, so I am energetic, engaged, and eager. I hear her moan as I suck and swirl my tongue over her clitoris, my hands curling up under her bottom to hold her sex to my face. I wonder if Alissa is jealous.

A minute passes, and another. I hear Sara and Julie talking. Inconsequentials. A critique of my pussy licking technique. The taste of the hors d'oeuvres. The curvature of my bottom. Mistress Haley is the only one that matters to me though and from her grinding hips, the way her fingers entwine in my hair, holding me to her slit, I know she is close. She gasps, crying out just a little, her toes curling, and I feel a surge of wetness on my face. She is cumming and I drink her down, sucking on her clit. 

She pushes me away, panting, and closes her legs. I have fallen back, but I know I've done well, and I get back on my knees and go to Julie for my reward. I do not dare wipe Mistress Haley's cum from my face. A piece of strawberry, lightly dusted with sugar, is placed in my open mouth and I accept it. 

Haley, clearly satisfied, orders Morgan down from the wooden pony and tells her to greet us. Morgan groans as she dismounts and goes to me first. Her kiss is aggressive, wanton, her fingers curling in my pussy as we rub against each other. I am more careful as I touch her sex, knowing she will be sore from riding the sharp, wooden edge. The kiss is almost too long and sensual. She seems to be devouring me. My pussy tightens around her groping fingers as I realize she wants her mistress' cum from off my lips. Haley breaks us apart and then it is Alissa's turn. Morgan is gentler with Alissa. 

Food and talk. Mistress Savannah arrives, a Southern belle blonde, dressed in a blue silk blouse and white capris. The shirt is daring, the front open so that her large, soft breasts are almost falling out. The capris are so thin that I can see the royal blue thong she has on underneath. Her submissive is a lithe, nubile girl named Kylie, her short pixie cut making her look elfin. Kylie's bondage cuffs are pink, but just as rugged as mine, which are the regular black leather. Kylie’s right breast has the gold padlock hanging from the tip. She goes to Morgan first and I watch the kiss, the hands slipping between open thighs; hot, wet, slippery slits touched and opened. My own sex, empty and desperate, trembles in anticipation. Finally, Kylie gets to me. Our tongues touch, but it is her fingers I crave. They slip into me as I find her own wetness, and for a moment I am lost in sapphic bliss, bodies rubbing against each other. Again, our mistresses separate us before we are driven too close to the edge. 

Julie makes another trip to the buffet table with me in tow, crawling along behind her. This time we go elsewhere. Another station. To socialize. This one has a sybian in the center, but it is empty. Mistress Amanda sits with her sub Gwendolyn, a tiny burst of a woman, who is eating. When I kiss her, Gwen tastes like chocolate, but she is not as wet as I am. Her padlock seems large, though it is the same size as mine. From the other seat, Mistress Lucille glowers at me. She doesn't like me. Or maybe she does. I am not certain. She, more than anyone else, asks for me. But she is a cruel mistress and I have suffered under her hands. Bethany, Mistress Lucille’s submissive, kisses me hungrily. She pushes two full fingers into my sex as we greet each other, instead of the regular single digit. She pumps at my cunt frantically as well. I practically melt as she fingerfucks me and it is only after Julie separates us that I realize Bethany was trying to work me into an unauthorized orgasm, knowing I'd be punished. 

Bitch.

There are more greetings. Kisses. Fingerings. We do the rounds. More stations. Mistress Lisa and her submissive Wendy greet Julie and I with soft caresses. Mistress Margaret kisses Julie on the cheek while her puppy girl Lisa, whose bottom is stuffed with a tail plug, wagging happily, licks my face, knocks me over, and then presses her nose to my clit, licking frantically. Lisa is wearing a collar and Mistress Margaret pulls her off me with a sheepish apology to Julie. I am left panting, legs spread, on my back, desperate for more. Brooke, Mistress Jillian’s sub comes up to me, sliding a finger into my pussy, only to lean over me and kiss me on the lips. I am flushed. Feverish. I just want to cum. My heart pounds. Wet and warm and soft. I moan. Everyone wants to make me cum. Mistress Charlotte, with her sub Tiffany at her feet, asks Julie for permission to spank me, because my bottom is too white. Julie agrees and I'm hauled across a lap and swatted until my rump is hot and stinging. Charlotte jams her fingers in my cunt, wriggling them around. I whimper, but I love it, almost creaming. I resist the urge to beg for permission, because I know Julie will deny me.

An hour passes as we move from clique to clique. I am penetrated repeatedly, driven almost insane as I am shared more than any other submissive. Fingers, tongues, even a few dildos are pressed into my slit. But never enough. A thrust here. One there. I am the flavor of the month, or perhaps Julie is being extra generous as Mistress Brooke asks to put a peg zipline on me. Julie agrees easily and the clothespins bite at my padlocked and pierced nipples, my clit, my labia, then up my torso and around my breasts. I am ordered to stand, hands behind my head, legs spread obscenely wide, and close my eyes. I lift, onto tiptoe, and Brooke’s submissive, a waif of a girl named Kaitlyn, is given spike plates to push under my heels and arch. I don't dare drop down. A minute passes, then another. My calves tire. My toes ache. My nipples and clit are throbbing from the pressure of the pegs. A trickle of wetness, leaking from my sex, is driving me crazy as it slides down my inner thigh. 

Pain. Stinging, hurting pain. The wooden pegs are ripped off my body. I shudder, gasping, my fingers come free as my body struggles to cope with the burn, but I remember myself in time. Something sharp digs into the arch of my left foot and it hurts enough to lift me back up. Julie swirls in front of me, her short dress flaring around her waist. She isn't wearing panties. I realize she has a flogger and she swings it at my breasts.

The beating is quick and light, leaving me breathless and even more aroused. The tips of my breasts tingle and my petals have been stung, but this is just a warmup. Julie pulls me off the spike plates and pushes me back to the floor. My pussy is gaping wide, desperate for more attention, and I wiggle my hips, my bottom, trying to entice someone into driving something thick and hard into me. Mistress Lisa arrives, dark haired and wearing a simple summer dress. Her submissive is Georgia, a Thai girl who is a yoga instructor. I know she wears simple and tight clothes to work. I wonder how she explains the one pierced nipple, or the tiny, charm sized padlock we all are required to wear.

I rise up to meet her and Georgia's kiss is soft, as are her fingers. She is the only one who isn't trying to make me cum, but she is the one that does. I press against her, desperate. She is surprised, but her thumb grazes my clit and I cry out, shuddering as her fingers slide inside me. I grip her shoulders, shaking with pleasure, with joy. Julie, and Lisa, and Brittany, and Charlotte watch with satisfaction as I break the rules. I cum without permission. I am a toy for their pleasure.

I sigh as Georgia looks sadly at me, sorry that she was the one who pushed me over the edge, but I smile at her. It isn't her fault. It's mine. This is the way I am. I am too ready. Too needy. Too wanton. I am a nympho humiliation pain slut craving each touch. Each sensation. Each moment.  

Julie leads me back to where we started. Alissa is riding the wooden pony now, Mistress Sara watching with intensity as the little body of her submissive struggles to stay above the sharp, wooden edge. Morgan is on the floor, staring up at the ceiling, her breasts bound with red electrical tape, making them bulge obscenely, while Kylie is pushing a double ended dildo into Morgan's pussy with her own, dripping snatch. I realize they aren't allowed to use their hands. An almost impossible task. Cruel, but exactly the kind of sexual torment preferred by the mistresses this early in the evening. It is unlikely that Morgan and Kylie will be able to work themselves into orgasm like that. It is only fucksluts like me who can’t obey the rules. Julie sits to watch and I am given more to eat. I am still wet but sated for the moment and I rest my head against my mistress' knee, knowing that my punishment is pending.

Everyone has arrived. It is time to start. The matron, a gorgeous, dark haired mistress named Isobel, stands in the center of the room. She looks like a young Caroline Munro, with olive colored skin and a Mediterranean look. She too wears a sexy, black dress, along with black boots. She claps her hands, drawing attention. Her submissive, a pretty little brunette named Madeline, in a revealing, yet delightful "little French maid's" outfit, kneels by her side. The bodice is non-existent, her breasts cushioned on white frill, the gold hoop piercing and padlock dangling in full view.

"Ladies, it is time to begin."

A circle of padded chairs sits in the center of the room. I crawl behind Julie, a sense of excitement, but also dread infusing me. It is punishment time. Each mistress has the opportunity to detail violations since the last meeting. Suggested punishments are offered, and a vote follows. Not many of the mistresses opt for this, but Julie enjoys humiliating me in this manner, and almost always puts me in the center of the circle. I am undoubtedly punished more than any other submissive of the Society. She likes having me punished. This month Breanne had this many unauthorized orgasms. Breanne didn't remove her clothing when driving on such and such dates. Breanne was only supposed to edge that morning, and instead exploded like a bomb. Breanne didn't lick enough pussy that afternoon. 

Oh. And Breanne just had an unauthorized orgasm.

However, it is Alissa who is brought forward first. She asked to be spared from NHPS Rule #1 at work one day. I am familiar with this rule. It states that a nympho humiliation pain slut must always be stuffed with cock. But this is a lesbian society. Allowances must be made. So instead we are to keep toys inside us. At least, those of us that are made to follow the rule. Mistress Sara granted the stay, but now Alissa must pay. Vicious and cruel Lucille suggests the stocks, heavy weights clipped Alissa's breasts, and a twenty-stroke paddling. Savannah recommends a clamp on Alissa’s clit for the remainder of the night, along with a vibrating plug in her ass. Mistress Charlotte, knowing Sara's fondness for the soft, full pleasure of Alissa's breasts, suggests a tack mat, followed by a ten-stroke paddling, ending with ten cuts of a switch across the chest. 

Alissa gulps, her face flushed. The mistresses vote, though it is Sara who has the final decision. It is close. Almost half want Alissa in stocks. But it is the tack mat, paddling, and switch that wins. While Madeline goes to fetch the necessary tools, Alissa choses which Mistress will paddle her, and who gets to swing the switch. It is simple. She hands the paddle to my mistress, Julie. The switch goes to her own, Sara. That is a gesture of love and trust. A stool is placed in front of the brown-haired waif. The tack mat goes on the stool. I watch, kneeling, knees spread, pussy wet and waiting, as Alissa gently lays her breasts down, grimacing as the sharp plastic spikes dig into her soft, already welted globes. She holds the stool. There are hand grips. Julie rises and steps up to the submissive that is not me. She swings the paddle hard, driving Alissa forward and down. The girl gasps, crying out. For a second, I stare at her smacked bottom. The coloring spreads quickly, flushing red. Julie spanks her again. Hard. Dark red blotches. Alissa is squirming. I know it hurts. I shift sympathetically. The sound of the paddle is visceral, and I feel each stroke reverberating through me. My pussy clenches each time Alissa's bottom quivers with pain, her tender breasts digging down into the spikes, her little bare feet kicking. 

Then the paddling is over. Alissa is not crying, but it is close. Her bottom is very red, with blotches of scarlet. Julie holds onto the paddle and returns to her chair. I rest my head against her knee and she rubs me gently. She is satisfied. 

Sara repositions the stool behind Alissa, who remains on her knees, thighs spread wide, her pussy wet and exposed. She leans back, placing her hands on the stool behind her, presenting her breasts. Sara swings the switch, testing its flexibility, its freshness. I know Madeline cuts them right before the meeting. Sara places the thin branch against Alissa’s breasts. They are spotted with tiny red dots from the tack mat. They look… tender. I suppress a little surge of jealousy. 

Alissa grits her teeth, a yelp of pain squeezing through her tightly pressed lips as the narrow cane bites in deep. Both breasts are mashed, a line drawn perfectly across both nipples. Sara is an expert, timing her strokes and aiming for unmarked spots with each successive swing. The last blow is the one that draws a tear from Alissa and Mistress Sara falls to her knees, scooping up Alissa, holding her tight. I watch as Alissa lets out a sob, more from tension than pain, and melts in Sara's arms. Together they go back to Sara’s seat and Alissa is comforted.

No one else has been bad. Julie waits only a second. Then it is my turn.

I am ordered into the center of the circle while Julie enumerates my failures for the month. There are multiple, yet incidental violations of the NHPS Rules. Not specifically deliberate, but circumstantial. A medical out during an assignment. Failing to drive naked while alone. Not sucking enough cock on a certain day. Not licking enough pussy. Not offering my slit up for a sapping quick enough. Not cumming when I’m supposed to. Cumming when I shouldn’t.  

The debate over my punishment becomes terrifying. 

Lucille wants me to ride the wooden pony for an hour, the oiled wooden edge biting into my pussy while my nipples are clamped and vibrated, followed by a full body whipping, finished with a series of forced orgasms to be drawn from me via use of vibrators and the leather sap. Mistress Savannah suggests that my bottom, breasts, soles of my feet, and clit are all soundly whacked with a crop, followed by my being forced to lick every mistress to orgasm once. Mistress Amanda suggests that I be bound for the remainder of the meeting, in one of the restraint chairs, with my feet, breasts, and pussy exposed for any mistress to punish. Cumming prohibited. 

I am astounded by the creative cruelty. The things these women wish to do to me are both vicious and sexual. My body craves it though, and only a sliver of self-preservation prevents me from mouthing off, suggesting all the punishments be inflicted upon me. The voting commences and there are two clear favorites: Lucille’s and Savannah’s. There is a second round and the winner is clear. I am to be bound and left for random torments. Lucille fumes, but quickly moves to Mistress Amanda’s side, speaking in soft words while glancing over at me frequently. Madeline is sent for the iBench while there is quiet conversation. 


Part Two - Bound to the iBench

Madeline brings not a chair, but a bench. It is on wheels, made of reinforced aluminum, and resembles a capital letter "I". A black leather bad is belted to it. I watch with trepidation as Madeline slips the upright posts into the corners of the frame, putting it together with expertise. Julie leads me to the bench and I sit, only to be laid back, arms and legs drawn outward, the bondage cuffs at wrist and ankle secured. Additional straps go around my legs at mid-thigh, then around my waist, just above my hips, preventing movement. I am at their mercy now. The bench can tilt, back and forth and I am lifted a few inches so my head is higher than my exposed, vulnerable, and wet slit. 

I am rolled to the side, out of the circle, and Julie brings a dildo gag. I do not want it. I hate gags, but they can't have me disrupt the performance. Two submissives: Wendy and Georgia, are to dance. An erotic, sexually explicit dance. I am turned so I can see them as they prepare. Georgia is wrapping a purple, silk ribbon around her breasts and loins. She is beautiful and I can't help comparing her toned, athletic form to my lush, soft, and overripe curves. Wendy is just as beautiful as she dons a green ribbon. She less toned than Georgia, but still sleek and muscular. A dancer. I am forced to bite down on the rubber cock in my mouth, saliva already working its way around the edges of my mouth. I dread this, the spittle dripping from my chin, trickling down my cheek and onto my neck. 

As Georgia and Wendy prepare, Madeline is passing around a bowl and each submissive is taking a number, passing the paper up to their mistress. Except Julie. She has no submissive on the floor. She gets no number. I see bartering, trading. Mistress Margaret, with her puppy dog Lisa, goes over to Julie and begins talking to her. As the surrounding lights are dimmed, I see Savannah grinning, a tightly held slip of paper in her fingers. She is first and I realize, as she looks toward me, that I am the prize. 

Mistress Savannah heads toward me and I feel the tension. She is a beautiful woman physically. Her eyes are blue and penetrating. She licks her lips as she approaches, already clutching her weapon of choice: a crop. Behind her is Kylie, crawling across the floor. Savannah stops near my right foot, lifting the black stick and little leather flap up, stroking my arch and instep with the tip. It feels good, but the promise of pain is there. I expect it. I am unprepared when the first thing I feel is Kylie's tongue lapping at my clit, followed by a thick, shaking, rubber coated phallus being pushed into my pussy.

It is pure, unadulterated pleasure and it streams up through my body like lightning. I gasp. Tightening, thrusting my hips up into Kylie’s mouth and against the dildo, relishing the direct and utterly sexual nature of her ministrations. I whimper in longing, the gag inhibiting me as I suck rubber cock. Despite my earlier orgasm, I am almost instantly ready again, wanting and wanton. 

Music starts and I see the lights on Georgia, then Wendy. The dance is lyrical and representational. They meet. They are attracted to each other. Swirling around in mesmerizing patterns, each sweet contact removes a ribbon. They are cast off like flaming stars. Between my legs Kylie laps at my nub, leaving me breathless, while her hands push and pull the phallus in and out of my gash. Another ribbon flies off Wendy, a breast bared, her body and soul exposed as they simulate eating, playing, talking. Then something strikes my foot, a flash of hurt. More blows strike my arch, my toes, my heel. It is Mistress Savannah’s crop beating out a stinging tempo in time with the music. 

It hurts. Hot and bitter. My ankle twists on the cuff, toes curling as my body struggles to get away. Savannah is good though. She anticipates my movements, striking the bottom of my right foot until I am keening through the dildo gag. Then the crop strikes my ankle, right above the cuff. Then my calf is targeted, the crop snapping, biting, and working its way up my leg. Each blow is sharp, but not enough to do more than sting, and through it all Kylie is devouring and fucking me. She is sucking on my clit, stabbing it with her tongue, swirling back and forth across it until I am cross eyed with pleasure and pain. The crop skips over Kylie's head and begins to work its way down my left leg, to my other foot. 

Across from us, in the circle, Georgia has bared herself almost completely. She twirls, looping the last ribbon around Wendy, who is almost as naked as she is. The ribbon becomes bondage and Georgia ties the ribbon around Wendy's torso, just under her breasts. There is a flurry of exaggerated kisses down Wendy's arm, then across her bosom, and even I can see the glistening wetness where Georgia has left a trail across Wendy's bosom. 

The crop reaches my left foot and Savannah focuses on my arch. I tremble, struggling to pull my foot away. Pain shoots up my leg, but it mixes with Kylie's probing tongue and the incredible sensation of penetration. I realize I am panting. My hips thrust and grind, my pussy squeezing the dildo inside me. I've never been more desperate in my life… or have I? Am I always this way? The crop leaves a stinging shot to the underside of my toes and I squeal, biting down roughly on the synthetic dick filling my mouth. 

Wendy is now bound in ribbon and Georgia dances around her enraptured. Every movement emphasizes control and Wendy turns to focus on Georgia. They are still dancing, even as Wendy is dropped to the floor and spun, ribbon twined around her bare foot and up her leg. Georgia drops and with sudden intensity, runs her tongue through Wendy's exposed sex. But the lick starts with Georgia's foot, her leg arching, her hips cocking to the side. The spine curls and her head tilts so that Georgia's extended tongue is merely more of her. My mouth waters at that lick, the rapture on Wendy's face, the electrifying sensuality of it. It was chocolate and sex and utter ecstasy all rolled into one sensation. Even knowing it was contrived and part of the dance, I still want it.

Kylie sucks my clit into her mouth at the same time I am filled to the brink. I am now on edge. Orgasm is a risk and I tremble as energy surges through my loins, around my head, and down to my toes. I pull on the bondage cuffs, vibrating with need. I lift my head and look down. Kylie is too focused, her attention on pounding the dildo through my slit and licking my clit. I yell through the gag and am unheard over the music. And then Savannah snaps the crop against my nipple, the padlocked, pierced, point jumping as the leather pad snaps and presses, stings and pounds the delicate tip. This hurts more and in seconds I am at my limit, breast throbbing as snap after snap of the crop strikes my breast. I shake my head, squealing behind the gag and Savannah merely switches to my other breast, the one that's pierced but without the gold padlock. My breasts burn and sting and I am screaming, nerves on fire, desperate to cum. 

Wendy is folded, on her back, arms bound, legs open and accepting. She moves still, wanton and supple. Georgia mounts her, entwined with her, melds her body to hers. Fingers and toes together, twisting, pulsing, tongues extended, in each other with exaggerated movements until they settle, shudder, and perhaps even cum. It us exotic, erotic, entrancing. And I am right there with them, teetering on the edge of orgasm. The pressure inside me is more than I can bear.

Savannah speaks. "Move your head, Kylie."

The sucking sensation on my clit disappears but the thick, solid vibrator is still inside me. I barely register the absence of Kylie's mouth when the crop falls upon my sex. My back arches and I surge upward, arrested by the bondage cuffs holding me down. The leather loop at the end of Savannah’s crop flicks toward my clit again, striking with heat and fury. I go rigid, eyes wild, body thrashing as the fire blasts through my pussy. I hear the applause as the assembled mistresses and their submissives show their appreciation for Georgia and Wendy’s performance. For me, I rock between utter agony and desperate longing. I must cum, badly. But it hurts so much! Savannah’s beating of my cunt is both blistering fire and cold, sweet bliss and I gyrate wildly between opposites. I am on the edge, unable to be thrust in either direction, and Savannah knows me so well. Stroke after stroke slaps at my focal point, getting stronger and stronger, until my orgasm is cresting. Then the vibrator is yanked from between my legs, the brutal impact of the crop no longer smashing down on my clit. I am left panting, hurting at the tips of my pierced breasts and between my legs. I cry out, not even the dildo gag enough to conceal my struggle, my fury. Oh God. I need to cum so badly!

The beating of my clitoris has stopped. This is a blessing, but the crop moves to my inner thighs, just enough so that the edge of the loop of leather catches my labia. It stings but is no longer the acute burn I’d been taking. Savannah doesn’t stay there long, moving the end of the crop back down my right leg to my foot. I squeal as she once more begins striking my instep, fast, whippy blows that feel as if I’ve stepped on a hornet. I wish that Kylie, Savannah’s submissive would lick me again, or at least put the vibrator back in.

I lose count of the spanks to my right foot. My mind is in a flurry. Most of my body is pleading with my brain to make it stop, all while a few, more pertinent parts are begging for more. Savannah seems to know this, because as she brings the end of the crop back up my leg, this time Kylie’s head isn’t in the way. My pussy gets another few love taps, hot and strong, before Savannah moves back down the other limb. I am trembling, burning, stinging. She gets to my left foot and pain erupts from my arch. 

“Savannah? Time’s up, darling.” It is Mistress Lynda with her submissive Brooke. She is holding a piece of paper. There is a “two” on it.

Savannah nods. “Just three more,” she agrees easily.

“Certainly,” Lynda agrees.

I am confused. Three more minutes? Savannah lifts the crop away from my foot. It suddenly hovers over my left breast. Snap. It flicks down, smacking my nipple hard. I quiver. Mistress Savannah moves to the right breast, the pierced and padlocked one. The extra hardware does absolutely nothing to absorb the force of her strike and my nipple feels like it’s about to burst. Then I understand. I know what she means. Three. Three blows of her crop.

My clit is the last target. The last blow is the hardest.

My legs pull on the straps as my body reacts, jerking as I squeal into the dildo gag. It is perhaps the worst of it all, my clit stinging and burning and hurting and wanting and swollen and… thank God for the gag. 

Because I would have begged for more.

Mistress Lynda is a doctor in real life, a plastic surgeon to be precise, and her submissive Brooke is one of her nurses. This does not relieve me in the least. As Savannah walks away, Lynda inspects me, her fingers delving across my skin. It feels good, but there is an aspect of humiliation to it as well, a clinical exploration that makes my skin crawl. She spends some time at my sex, feeling the hot and slippery petals, gingerly lifting my clitoris, even pushing two fingers deeply into my depths. It is confusing for me, because my body wants it to be erotic, treats it as such, while my brain recognizes the pathology for what it is. I am being examined.

Mistress Lynda speaks softly to Brooke, who scurries away. The lights of the meeting room have come back on and the Society of the Golden Rose moves on to their next stage. Trading. Each mistress can barter their submissive in exchange for another girl. There are favorites. Alissa for example, is a popular choice. I understand this. I am frequently traded as well, at least when I’m not bound to a bench. The mistress who asks for me the most is Mistress Lucille, but Julie rarely lets her have me, unless I’ve been a snit, sarcastic and caustic. Lucille is a true sadist. 

Brooke returns with a ball tip massager and she kneels between my legs. I want it against my clit. I can imagine how it will feel and when Brooke begins to rub it against my splayed open, crop sensitized petals, drawing up and down through the girl goo, I moan with satisfaction. I am soaked, on the edge, hips thrusting lightly. I am almost embarrassed. Brooke pushes the narrow, marble sized vibrating head into my slit and I groan. But then she pulls it out, down toward my perineum. I gasp as the vibrations seem to intensify, then shudder as it is removed from my pussy, and down to my bottom. It is an intense sensation, erotic and disturbing, but without the pressure against my pussy, the immediate need to cum begins to ebb. Brooke rubs it around in slow circles, massaging my bottom and I tighten, thrusting upward, whimpering with need. I can’t help thinking it’s in the wrong place!

It is then I feel the pins. 

Mistress Lynda is wearing a vampire glove in one hand and is wielding a Wartenberg pinwheel in the other. She grabs hold of my left breast, the fingers pressing into the soft skin. The glove itself is studded, tiny pin pricks all over my breast. Of course, the pinwheel goes down on the other tit, finding my nipple, leaving tiny shoots of pain throughout my top. The dichotomy between the soft vibrations not quite on my pussy, and the hurt at the tips of my breasts makes me vacillate between sensations. I want to beg them both, to stop and to continue, and I’m not even sure which. 

Brooke senses my need and the massager sweeps upward toward my clitoris. I brace myself for it, expecting the soft, rubber head to push me over the edge. Mistress Lynda switches breasts, her vampire gloved hand now squeezing and hurting the right side of my chest, while the pinwheel crisscrosses my left areola. Then, as I am panting and squirming, Mistress Lynda rolls the wheel down my side. I gasp, pinpricks making me jerk. I feel the pinwheel roll up over my hip, aiming straight for my pussy. I squeal into the gag, a muted, high pitch noise, trying to warn Brooke as she rubs the massager over and through my folds. But Brooke moves out of the way, lifting the massager away from my tingling clitoris. Mistress Lynda rolls the pins across the apex of my sex and down one side of my pussy easily, metal spikes biting into my labia. Then the pinwheel moves across my thigh and my back arches as the pain hits. The vampire glove comes down, cupping my pussy, a thousand needles, pinpricks everywhere.

I am rigid, muscles locked as Mistress Lynda lifts the glove from my sex. My body quivers with tension. I am a pressurized vessel, ready to burst apart at the seams, but it doesn’t seem that I can explode. Eyes wide with expectation, I look down at Brooke, who is smiling, her pretty little face grinning up at me over the swollen, engorged bulging of my clitoris. She lifts the massager and I nod frantically, my gagged mouth making pleading noises. The bulbed and vibrating tip touches my clit and sweet euphoria shoots through me for a second. Then it disappears as she slides the massager away, down through my petals, over my perineum, back to my bottom, pressing the wet tip into my brown button.

Mistress Lynda looms back over me. “You’d like to cum, wouldn’t you?” She whispered in my ear. “But I’ll hardly allow that. You know what you are, right Bre? You’re incorrigible. You’re the best and worst of all the submissives. You’re coddled instead of disciplined. For you, there is no difference between punishment and play, because you like the punishments. But I know what hurts you,” Lynda whispers. “So, suffer.”

She flicks a hand at Brooke who pulls the massager away from my ass. The pinwheel flows again, fast and hard, digging into my skin, hurting me over and over. My back arches and my toes curl as Lynda aims for the delicate parts of me. Under my arms, along my side, across my hips and loins, and then over and over my pussy. A minute, maybe two, goes by until I’ve lost almost every bit of arousal. It just hurts. Sort of. God I am so fucked up!

The pinwheel comes up off my stinging clitoris. “Now,” says Mistress Lynda, but not to me. “Lick her.” Brooke, still kneeling, puts her mouth on my sex. She sucks in the nub and I am washed with warmth and soft swirls. For a second my brain seizes, unable to cope with the difference in sensation, the move from pain to pleasure. Instead of relaxing, I tighten even more, in different places, gasping through the gag.

“I wouldn’t let her cum,” announces a new voice. My head turns reflexively. It is Mistress Isobel. Behind her, on her knees, arms tucked primly behind her back, is Madeline. She is the only submissive permitted clothes. Or more accurately, instructed to wear them. The outfit provides no concealment for her charms however, with both breasts bared and resting upon frilly white lace. The gold of the padlock on her right nipple, hanging from the circle piercing, glimmers in the light. The skirt of the costume is so short that it does not cover her loins. Maddie’s sex is light pink, shaved clean and clearly dripping.

Evidently, I'm not the only one having fun.

Mistress Lynda bows. “I’m guessing my time is up?” She asks sorrowfully. Isobel nods. Lynda takes a disappointed breath. “Ten minutes to torment this slut is just not enough time to do it right,” she mutters. But she taps Brooke on the head and the tongue on my slit goes away. “Come along, little one.”

I watch as the doctor walks away with her nurse crawling behind her. Then Madeline is there, rising to her feet. She has a bottle of oil and pours so much of it onto my chest that I feel it literally stream downward toward my stomach. Her hands catch it and I realize that Mistress Isobel is nowhere to be seen. I focus on Maddie. She is gorgeous. Petite, beautiful, with a slightly upturned nose, I realize she looks very similar to Kylie, except her hair is darker and longer, falling in ringlets. Madeline’s fingers glide over my skin, spreading the oil. She touches my sex, but only for a moment, and not in an overtly arousing gesture. Then her hands come back up to my breasts, swirling around them, more oil slickening across my skin until I glisten from chin to my sex. She moves down to the end of the bench, to where my legs are spread, tied open, and she oils my thighs, my calves, and then, much to my concern, the bottoms and tops of my feet. She spreads my toes, working oil into each little crevasse as her fingertips caress my soles.

I know how I must look. Mistresses frequently prefer their submissives oiled, and lately it has been a fetish at the Society. I’m practically dripping there is so much lubricant on my body. Worse, it is scented. Chocolate. I inhale deeply, the aroma enticing, mixing with expectations. Over the last year I’ve begun to associate the scent with sexual climax. A fucking bon bon will set me off. Will this night be any different? My body is demanding it. Still, it is relaxing. Madeline caresses me, massages me, with no incessant stimulation other than soft pleasure. She doesn’t avoid my prurient parts but doesn’t seek them out. In moments I am slipping away, relaxing into utter bliss.

Just as Madeline finishes with my skin, her hands running up my sides to coat my arms, right out to each fingertip, Mistress Isobel returns. She holds two glass cylinders in her hands and light flickers deep within both. Instantly I stiffen, recognizing the coming pain. They are candles, fitted into glass jars. The wax has already been softened, sitting in a crockpot full of water, heated to almost liquid consistency. The wicks are lit, but it would take only a fraction of the lit flames to turn the paraffin into liquid. Madeline backs away and Isobel looms over me, holding the jars. A surge of panic flashes down my body as the jars begin to tip. My back arches and my chest rises and falls in fast bursts as I suck in air around the dildo gag, screaming. I watch, thrashing against my bonds, unable to avoid the first falling stream.

Heat. It bursts against my breast like a firebomb, heating my skin until I feel as if I’ve been placed under a heat lamp to cook. Hot wax, lots of it, envelopes my left breast, coating the nipple and areola in less than a second. Burning melts run off down my ribs and toward my tummy. The heat is intense. Not enough to burn me. No. But hot enough to make me think I am on fire. Even as I rock and twist, Mistress Isobel moves to my other breast, coating it with the same liquid torment. I cry out, tears filling my eyes. It hurts. My chest… it hurts. The falling drips she lets land on my stomach is nothing compared to the searing heat cooking my bosom.

I am so lost in the burning torment that I do not mentally prepare myself for what is coming next. Mistress Isobel moves the candles down until they hover above my spread open sex. I am not even looking, eyes shut against the cooking of my breasts. Then the liquid paraffin falls, splashing and covering, coating and splattering, my clitoris, my folds, my inner depths, my thighs, until there is wax covering every inch of my open pussy. It runs down between my legs, over my perineum, and into the brown button of my ass. Hot flames seem to lick at my clit as my skin is superheated and flash fried. Every muscle in my body goes into spasms and I can’t help feeling that I am being roasted alive.

I do not even realize that I’m having trouble breathing. I am crying, and screaming, and begging, and blubbering. Then I can’t seem to get my breath. I gag. I gasp. I bite down on the dildo in my mouth. Isobel jams the candles into Madeline’s hands and she quickly rips the dildo gag off my head. I suck in a breath of air, but it is only so that I can cry out in agony. A long wail erupts from my mouth, filling the cavernous warehouse space of the society’s meeting room. It seems to echo.

Mistress Isobel makes a brushing off motion to Madeline and then begins to soothe me. Her hands are soft on my head, brushing my hair back as I struggle to catch my breath despite feeling as if I were in an oven. My breasts and sex are still coated, heavily, in hot wax. It has gone solid, but is still so, so hot! I whimper, tears spilling from my eyes. All the arousal that I had is gone. I feel nothing but the pain and the heat.

Then Maddie returns. Her eyes look sad, as if she sympathizes with my torment. She knows what this feels like. It’s been done to her. And she knows intimately what is coming next. She holds out the flogger to her mistress and Isobel takes it. The strands are leather, thin and long. Each ends in a tiny knot. It will sting. But as Isobel loosens up, rolling her shoulder as she draws the twenty or so leather strands through her fingers, she looks down at me. “It is acceptable to scream. Please be as vocal as you would like.”

I blink at the warning. Or is it a warning? Is it an order? Scream? What does she mean? Why would I need to…

The flogger cuts through the air with a swish and the very first stroke impacts across my chest with a wax cracking force. I gasp, pain exploding behind the heat. I shudder, violently, toes curled, my arms and legs pulling so hard on the frame of the iBench that it literally creaks from the strain. The shells coating each breast are no match for the vicious fury of blows that follow and wax chips fly from my body with each impact. Isobel swings and swings, slashing down on my top, hammering my breasts over and over until my eyes are squeezed shut and I’m blubbering. I am not sure if she is whipping the wax from my body, or just whipping my breasts.

Something wet and cool touches my left nipple and I gasp, back arching. Then a breeze blows across my nipple and I open my eyes. Madeline is there, next to me. Her lips are pursed and she licks at my nipple, wetting it again. Another blow, this time cold, makes me shiver. She picks a piece of wax out of my piercing, dropping it to the ground. The paraffin on my breasts is almost all gone, unable to claim purchase thanks to the oil. Not even small flecks. Madeline takes another breath and then releases it and I shiver. It is only then that my brain realizes the danger, cataloging the heat still covering my loins.

Isobel has moved between my legs and her wrist snaps forward, causing the flogger to whip through the air. It lands, crashes even, right on my wax covered cunt, breaking the mold into a thousand pieces. Isobel cocks her arm even as my legs jerk, my hips thrusting upward, but not even the crooning cry from my lips can stop her. She swings again, striking me hard between the legs. The leather straps bite into my sex, flaying my labia and opening me up as my swollen clit takes a beating. Three, then four, and five more blows leave me mindlessly yelling, my loins hot and blistered and raw. And Maddie continues to lick and blow on my nipple.

Mistress Isobel leaves two more strokes on my sex, eliciting cries of pain from me with each stroke, only to bend down herself a moment later, and like her submissive, lap at my scoured and scorched flesh with her tongue. With Madeline at my left nipple and Isobel at my clit, I whimper as wet and cold begin to mitigate the heat and pain. I shiver violently, sucking in a ragged sob. I want to be let up. I want it to stop. I want to cum.

Then Isobel looks up. She gives me a sad look. “I’m sorry, Breanne.” She says it deeply, and meaningfully. I blink, lifting my head to look at her.

“Why?” I manage to gasp.

Then someone who is behind me slips the dildo gag back into my mouth. It is buckled on tight as I struggle with it. Isobel straightens. She looks at Madeline who backs away and gives me a little wave. I am left gagged once more, aching and whipped. There is a new voice. I recognize it and the chill I feel seems to make the hot waxing welcome.


Part Three - Torment

“Some say Breanne’s cunt is filled with fire. Some say in ice. From what I’ve tasted of desire, I hold with those that favor fire. But if she has to suffer twice, and she does, I think I know enough of pain to say that ice is nice and will suffice.”

I recognize the poem. Or at least, the bastardization of it. It is Robert Frost’s “Fire & Ice.” Worse, I recognize the voice and chill goes through me. It is Lucille’s turn. 

A hand slides down my head and onto my shoulder, gliding down to my still hot to the touch breast. Rough fingers grab me, squeezing and kneading my bosom. Mistress Lucille’s face looms into view. She pinches both of my nipples hard, twisting them until I squeal, eyes half closing in agony, my body lifting in a desperate attempt to relieve the pressure. I can see how it pleases her, to see me in pain. Then her submissive – Bethany comes up between my legs. She is holding something white. A Popsicle? I lift my head up, trying to see past Mistress Lucille’s arms, but my vision is blurred. Tears. Strain. Lucille herself. Then the object is lowered and I know that I will learn what it is a totally different way.

I feel the cold of it first. Icy and slick. My hot pussy contracts tightly as the tapered tip is rubbed up and down my labia. It doesn’t just feel cold. It feels… odd. Not wet or sticky. It feels slippery. Insanely slippery and suddenly a memory slams into my head. Me, Alissa, and Kylie sitting around the table in the Society’s kitchenette, filling condoms with coconut oil and tying the bases around popsicle sticks. We are naked, filled with vibroballs, and teased. We tell jokes. We are making these sex toys, knowing they are to be frozen and then used upon us later. But we don’t care. We’ve been promised orgasms.

And then Bethany slides her coconut oil dildo, on a stick, into my pussy.

In the movie, a small boy sticks his tongue onto an icy metal pole and it freezes in place. For a second, I wonder if this will be the case, but instead, the outer layer of the frozen dildo begins to melt almost immediately. My already oiled, smacked, cooked, and lubricated slit suddenly gushes with melting coconut oil and Bethany begins pumping the dildo in and out of my cunt. It is too cold to excite me to orgasm, and the fact that she keeps pulling it completely out, just so she can rub my clitoris with the cold end is more than enough to keep my libido in check. My pussy spasms, trying to keep the cold thrusting rod out, but it is too slick and the penetration hurts.

I am too preoccupied to notice Mistress Lucille and her glass. It is full of ice cubes and she uses a steel set of forceps clamps to latch onto one. She turns, holding it above my body as her submissive continues to pump the frozen oil popsicle through my insides. An icy droplet falls, splashing on my arm. It is cold. Way colder than I am prepared for, and I jerk.

“Careful,” Bethany sneers, looking down between my legs. “You really don’t want me to accidentally break this thing off inside you.” It is a threat. Or a promise.

My eyes flash with anger, glaring at a girl who should have been my ally. The coconut oil dildo goes back in and this time she just holds it there, freezing me, letting it melt. I tilt my head back and another splash of cold lands on my skin, this time on the side of my left breast. I gasp, or try to, but the dildo gag makes that impossible. Then the ice Mistress Lucille is holding comes down and the sharp edge of it is rubbed against my turgid nipple.

In the back of my mind, I know that the ice cannot cut me, but it feels as if Mistress Lucille is sawing her way through my breast. She strokes and rubs, then rotates the cube until an unmelted, sharper edge is available. My nipple, first beaten, excoriated, burned, then frozen, now becomes the focal point of an edge too fragile to survive a single cut. Invariably the cube yields to my hot flesh, but I pay for it with every pass of the ice. Freezing melt water drips down around my breast and as the cube finally falls apart, Mistress Lucille makes a satisfied sound. I feel something cold slide down my side, then fall away.

There is no relief. Lucille grabs my nipple with the forceps clamps, twisting the pierced tip of my left breast with grueling force. I bite down on the dildo gag, squealing into the rubber. My toes curl and Bethany has trouble keeping the frozen dildo she is fucking me with against my cunt. The popsicle dildo bounces along my labia, so she settles for laying it right on top of my clit.

Mistress Lucille lets go of my nipple, freeing the clamp and the resulting rush of agony that shoots through the tip of my breast is awful. I wonder why my nipple isn’t numb from the cold, only to have that thought shoved forcefully out of my mind as Lucille, with a fresh ice cube, begins rubbing the sharp, cold edge against my right nipple. The padlock marking me as a submissive of the Society jiggles as Lucille saws away and I twist, trying to get away, unable to move more than an inch or two in either direction. I feel the water melting, pouring down my right side now. It is almost tickling, or at least, if I weren’t being fucked with ice it would be.

Suddenly Lucille bends down, pulling the ice cube off my nipple. To my shock, she bites my nipple, her teeth pinching the pink, cold nub hard. I squeal again, almost screaming as she ravages my breast. I feel the ice dildo slide into me, Bethany’s hand swinging to the side, and this time… this time it breaks.

“Oops,” said Bethany. She slaps a hand over my cunt, pressing hard, her flesh hot, holding in the broken, frozen dildo while the remnants on the stick slide down to her fingers. She lifts it up and dumps the little fragment onto my clit, tossing the stick onto my tummy as she uses her fingers to hold the melting oilberg on my nub. I shudder, making nonsense noises into my gag, eyes rolling as Mistress Lucille continues to chew on my breast.

“Lucille,” comes a stern voice. “It is my turn,”

Lucille lets my nipple go, her eyes hard. She gives my breast a hard smack, her hand slipping on the water splattering my oiled body. She nods at Bethany who removes her hand and in seconds the last bit of frozen dildo slips from my pussy to drop to the floor.

I am cold.

Mistress Lisa steps up to my bound form and with tender fingers pulls the dildo gag from my mouth.

“Are you okay?” She whispers to me.

My teeth suddenly start chattering. “C-c-c-cold,” I managed to stammer. Mistress Lisa nods and looks away, saying something in another language. She is white, but her submissive is Georgia, who is Thai. A second later one of our warming blankets is draped across me and sweet heat seeps into every pore of my body. Georgia’s beautiful brown eyes look down at me and I can see concern on her face.

“Aftercare?” Georgia asks. But not me. She is looking at her mistress. Lisa sighs and nods. “I expected it. Will you do her limb stretches?”

Georgia nods. She touches my leg, slipping her hand beneath the blanket. I groan as her fingers did into my thigh. She is not hurting me. Instead she touches one of the muscles that I have tightened and I feel it tremble, then relax. Mistress Lisa disappears from my view, but Georgia remains, exposing my right leg from under the blanket. She caresses it, massages it, then to my shock, frees the bondage cuff and strap. Suddenly the strain on my thigh muscles, from being spread apart, lessens dramatically. I let out a quiet sob. Georgia begins working my leg, bending it back and forth, her strong fingers wrapped around the arch of my foot. Other parts of me hurt, but not this part. I feel my leg relaxing. Finally, she sets my heel onto the iBench, my knee up in the air.

“Stay like that,” she says softly. Then she frees my other leg.

I float. Twinges of pain, but the good kind, of relief, flash up from my calf, my thigh, my knee. As Georgia repeats the process, bending and working my leg, Mistress Lisa returns. In her hand is a small bottle and a thick paint brush. For a second, I tense again and Georgia hisses. Lisa notices, then laughs.

“It’s not what you think, Bre. Don’t get me wrong. I’m not opposed to painting your clit with that stuff you used to make… what did you call it? Stinging O? But this is much, much milder. You’re going to feel a tingle. That’s all. Just relax into it.”

I look up at her, worried, as Georgia sets my other foot on the bench. “It’s not going to hurt?”

Lisa shakes her head and smiles. “No. But you’re going to be desperate in a few minutes.”

Georgia laughs as she moves to my left side, flipping the blanket up to get at my outstretched arm. She frees my wrist and begins working the muscles. “Breanne is almost always desperate.”

Then Lisa dips the brush in the bottle, looks right down at my sex, and with the lightest, most delicate of strokes, begins to paint my clit with the clear fluid from the bottle. At first, I feel only the brush. It is soft and warm. Mistress Lisa encircles my clitoris with it, drawing wet designs on my sex, moving down to my labia. I feel the brush against my petals, down and in, leaving me breathless, hips rolling. She paints my perineum and I close my eyes. Georgia massages my arm as her mistress does things I could never imagine before to my sex. In less than a minute I am soaked and wanting. I begin to beg.

“Please? Please more on my clit?”

Georgia puts a finger on my lips. “Hush Bre. Or she will gag you again,” she warns.

Mistress Lisa begins painting my bottom, circling my brown star and I tighten. Oh my God. But then I feel it. A tingling. It is not a burn. Not like wax, or Icy Hot, or Stinging O. It is just that… a tingling. It starts on my clit and I’m not even sure I’m really feeling it. It spreads. Like a live wire, down to my labia, through my slit, and then to my bottom. But Lisa is already back at my clitoris, painting it again, rubbing it with the soft bristles. I begin to pant and Georgia pulls my arm back down to the bench, locking my wrist into place. She circles around to my other hand, freeing it, massaging me, all while her Mistress sends me into near hysterics with thrilling pleasure.

“W-w-what… oh my God,” I whisper, my hips dancing, my bottom coming up off the bench. I am not tied down and I struggle to hold my thrusts to a minimum, to leave myself open for Mistress Lisa. I am wanting. Please… please… put something inside me. More brushing. Oh my God! It feels so good! I begin to croon. Lisa sighs, says something in Thai, and Georgia pushes the dildo gag back into my mouth. I suck vigorously, sparks flying up through my nervous system, wanting and needing, my body trembling again, this time with utter pleasure.

I want to beg, to ask if I can cum. I am so close. But the dildo gag inhibits me. All I can do is whimper and moan, thrusting my hips up. Then Georgia comes down, grabbing my left ankle. Her grip is hard and she has more than enough strength to stretch out my leg, once more locking it into place. She swings past her mistress, who is still painting my pussy, the slow torment of the brush sending me into swirls of passion. My other leg is drawn out, stretched and I feel the ripple in my muscles. Georgia places the straps back in place: the one across my waist and the two mid-thigh.

If I wasn’t on edge before, I am now. I love being stretched open, held wide apart. I am frustrated though. I need more. Mistress Lisa is torturing me with softness. I want it faster, to tingle more, to go inside me, to fuck me. I need… I need…

“There,” Lisa says. “I think our time is up. This has been a satisfactory session and I am pleased.”

Georgia leans over and kisses me on the forehead. “Namaste, Bre.” She turns and leaves, following her Mistress on foot for a moment, before dropping to all fours. I sigh, more than a little frustrated, feeling almost as tense as before they started, just in different places. I lay there, staring up at the ceiling. My pussy aches. It tingles. I want to get fucked. Hard. I need. I say it again in my head. I need. I think back to the hard, cold dildo and for a second, wish Lucille and Bethany had another turn.

I am insane.

Mistress Amanda looks down at me. Pretty, blonde, and vivacious, she is in many ways like her submissive: Gwendolyn. I like them both. But what surprises me is that they are both naked. It is unusual for a Mistress to be in the nude, at least to me, but Amanda, who is our newest mistress, frequently disregarded the set standards. Her skin is white and pale, with freckles scattered across it like stars. She is in her forties, and I think her hair is dyed blonde, but she is still beautiful. Mistress Amanda has been firm, but fair with me, so when I see the multi-strand whip in her hand, I am not afraid.

Only… concerned.

Gwennie, her submissive, swerves into my view. She is carrying something. She puts it down at the top of the iBench, on the floor. Mistress Amanda moves up to my head and I realize that it is a stool. Amanda steps up and suddenly I see all of her, from her thigh up to her nose. Her sex is shaved, except for a small, thin line of hair. Her petals are pretty, and when she reaches down to free my mouth of the dildo gag, I cannot help but smile.

“Please mistress? Can I taste you?” I beg.

Amanda laughs. “Of course, dear. I intended that. And in exchange I will lick you.”

I blink. She holds up the whip. “With this.”

I gulp. It is a long whip and she will be able to strike at both my breasts and pussy. I give a short nod, but then she moves forward and the only thing I see is her skin. It is pink and wet and open and she lowers herself just a touch until my nose is in her slit. She begins to rock, rubbing herself back and forth and I stick my tongue out, straining to reach her clitoris. Tied down, with my arms stretched out to my sides there is no way for me to adjust her, or hold onto her. I am at her mercy. Mistress Amanda knows this though and a moment later my tongue finds the delicate nub. I hear her gasp. I stab and lap at the tiny bump, only to feel her entire body shift. Energy moves as muscles tighten and loosen. I do not hear the sound, but I feel it as the strands of the whip flick downward. 

The first impact of the long strand strikes my belly, but the sting flashes downward, perfectly crossing my clitoris, curling over my labia, and even hooking down to leave a tiny sting on my perineum. I hiss, arching my back, my mouth still covered with Mistress Amanda’s pussy. I feel the whip pulled back, the leather strands drawn up through my cunt, across my belly. I prepare for another blow, but then something wet and soft and warm swirls across my clit. This is even more intense than the light strike of the whip and I realize that it must be Gwendolyn. She is licking my pussy. Her tongue dances across my clitoris and I shudder in absolute delight. Waves of sweet bliss shoot up through me and I quiver. It is exactly what I need. What I want. I roll my hips, whimpering with delight, and Gwennie’s mouth leaves me. I feel a cool breeze. Then the whip snaps back down, a little harder this time. It strikes me right between the legs. My entire body jerks from the pain of the strike. It is… intense, but only for a moment. A single stroke. 

Once more Mistress Amanda draws the whip back up over my body, intentionally dragging the strands of leather through my open pussy, up my belly. I gasp, but with my mouth full of Amanda’s sex, my vocalizations are merely another form of stimulation for her. She grinds again, clearly wanting me to renew my oral ministrations, and to encourage me, Gwendolyn once more moves close. She doesn’t touch me with any part of her body but her tongue. She licks at my clitoris, fast and hard, then slows and runs her tongue down the outside of my petals, lapping and licking and pleasuring me.

I am beyond thought now. It is all about the senses and actions and flavors and scents. Rational thought is no longer a part of my mental state. I am a reaction. This happens and I do this. Salty tangy juice hits my tongue and I suck. A flash of stinging heat sears a line across my pussy and my back arches, toes curl, and a whimper escapes my lips. I feel a warm, wet swirling across my own sex and my pussy tightens rhythmically, hips rolling and thrusting, desperate for penetration, for stimulation. I whine my need, only to have more pressure pushed down on my face. My mouth is being fucked. 

The whip strikes again as Gwendolyn moves her lips away from my pussy and it burns, making me tense. Then there is the sweet softness of the tongue again and I am hurled once more from pain to pleasure. Amanda and Gwendolyn work together and I do not even know, much less care, how they communicate. Tongue. Whip. Lick. Lick. Lick. I am excited and teased and tortured and hurt. I feel the pressures inside me return, twice as bad, and suddenly I realize that I do not care which I get. Tongue or Whip. 

Lick. Lick. Lick.

I am frustrated. Frantic now. The whip strikes my clit. Then Gwennie licks me. I am too close… and too far. I pull on my bonds and the iBench creaks. I feel Amanda gasp and shudder and there is a rush, fluids streaming down my face. I suck hard on her clit, wanting to punish her, to force her to punish me. She pulls away, stepping back off the school. Her face is flushed, eyes dazed. Gwennie’s head is between my thighs, her soft hair caressing me. Her tongue is on my clit.

“Please! Oh my God! I’ve got to cum!” I squeal.

Amanda waves a hand. “Gwennie,” she says languidly. “Stop.”

“What?” I practically scream.

But Gwennie doesn’t listen to me. She listens to her mistress. She lifts her head away, mouth and chin covered with my wetness. She wipes at her mouth with the back of her wrist, grinning. 

I go mad. I shake on the bench. “No! No! Please! Oh God! Please! Please! I must fucking cum! Please! Don’t leave me like this! I need…”

Then Amanda shoves the dildo gag back into my mouth. “Hush,” she urges me. 

I gurgle. 


Part Four - Argument

There is a discussion. I can hear the voices because they are raised. It is Margaret. She is offering up her number. My number. I can hear the voice of Julie. She is upset. I hear Lucille’s name and when I lift my head to look, I see them on the far side of the meeting rooms. Julie, Margaret, Isobel, and Lucille stand close together and Julie is shaking her head, holding a paper slip. She is not happy. Isobel, as usual, is trying to play peacemaker and Lucille sneers angrily at my mistress. A fresh surge of trepidation runs through me. What if Lucille gets another turn at my body? I lift my head, watching fervently. Then my view is blocked by the next woman who intends to torture me.

Mistress Jillian is buxom and beautiful, but that is hardly descriptive, since it matches most of the other mistresses. She is brunette, with an oval face that looks much kinder than it should be, considering that she is a sadist with an interest in electric play. I have not spent that much time in her presence. Shocking. I know. The moment I see her I tense, fearing the jolts that are certain to come. Her submissive is a cute brunette with a round face named Wendy and I wonder how she deals with the constant electrical torments her mistress prefers.

I am about to find out.

Wendy is running an extension cord to the iBench and plugs in not one, but two violet wands. They are glass probes, the entirety of which glows with purple light. Like a plasma ball. But unlike the plasma ball toys, these are designed to transfer electricity. Novice users generally place the glass probe directly against the skin. This creates a warm, but disturbing tingling sensation that is not painful. But it is different. Mistress Jillian, however, is not a novice user. She knows that holding the violet wand above the skin will create a charge that will then jump to my body. And that jolt will hurt.

I suck on the dildo gag. I am worried about my mistress. She has not been herself since we arrived. I have not sensed any unhappiness in her. In fact, she had seemed buoyant on the drive over. Mistress Sara seemed to know something, reassuring her. And now the argument with Mistress Lucille? This is not good.

These thoughts percolate through my head until Mistress Jillian lifts the violet wands above me. I have no choice and my eyes lock onto the glowing, indigo probes. One hovers above my chest, the other moves down into a stationary orbit above my pussy. I can hear the faint buzzing sound of power and I try to brace myself. Jillian, her eyes glowing with the purple light, lowers the probe to my right nipple, but doesn’t touch it. She brings it closer and closer until finally the spark jumps from the glass to my breast. It hurts, like a sharp pinch, and I jerk. She managed to get the delicate tip perfectly. I let out a whine as Jillian’s head looks down at my loins. I am unprepared, still reeling from the shock to my nipple, when she repeats it on my clit. My buttocks tighten as I squeal, pain rippling down through my pussy as it tightens. I shudder, my breath quickening into panic as Jillian moves the violet wand in her left hand over to my other breast.

The shock is just as vicious and hurts just as much and perhaps the gag is a good thing. The arousal I was feeling with Mistress Amanda ebbs and fades, replaced with over-sensitized hurt. Jillian moves the other wand and this time my labia gets the brunt of the charge, lightning flashing from the wand to my pussy. I cry out, my hips jerking, only to have my attention forcibly drawn upward back to my breasts as Jillian zaps me again.

Two more violet lights appear and I flinch away. Except it is Wendy. Her face glows purple and I realize that the overhead light has been turned off, leaving me in semi-darkness. I am bound in place and Wendy presses her wand to my breast, touching the skin directly, leaving warmth and a tingling in place of pain. Mistress Jillian drags her toy across my ribs, leaving a row of stinging heat, as little bursts of pain explode and die out. Then I feel the heat and tingling between my legs. Wendy has slid the tip of her probe directly into my pussy. It is too narrow to tighten around, and it is not deep. Not at all. I whine, shaking with need, until Jillian zaps my clitoris again.

It becomes a dance. I am the floor. Suffering. My right nipple is fried. My left breast tingles. My pussy clenches around the other wand as my clit is targeted for repeated blasts. Then they switch. Wendy leans over me to tease my right breast while Jillian continues the cruel shocks that leave me twitching.

“Her clit and arch,” orders Jillian. “Full shocks.” I twist my head to look at Wendy, who gives me a sheepish look. Then she pulls the wand out of my pussy, holding it above my clit. Mistress Jillian moves away and I start to wonder where, but then the spark jumps from Wendy’s wand to my clitoris and it hurts! My nipple explodes next and I pant, freaking out. Then I feel something along the sole of my right foot. The tingling and warmth. I lift my head, panicking, and see Mistress Jillian holding the want against my sole. She pulls it back and the warmth and tingle fade, until another jolt of electricity jumps into my foot.

It hits the very center of my arch and hurts. I twist my ankle in a circle, toes clenched as I yank hard on my bonds. I am distracted by another shock to my clitoris, just as painful. I cry piteously behind the gag. What have I done? Why am I made to suffer?

Wendy has moved and now I feel her violet wand against my left foot. I get it now. They are alternating shocks. I feel it in my left arch, against my sole. My toes curl. I strain. Another shock to my clit. Then my labia. Foot. Clit, foot, other foot, clit again, foot, the brown star of my bottom. Foot, clit, foot, labia, foot, clit, clit, foot, clit, foot, clit. Oh, my fucking GOD. Clit, foot, clit, foot, clit, clit, clit, foot, clit, clit, clit…

Breasts.

Tingling and warmth. They are both holding their wands to my body and I twitch, overloaded, unable to think. I cannot even control my overloaded nervous system. I twitch. I am filled with spasms. Nothing seems to be working right. My clit is so sensitive, so sore, it seems to be throbbing. Or is it tingling? The violet wands are drawn across my skin, up my legs, across my thighs and through my pussy. They draw shapes with them on my oil slick belly and over my breasts. No more pain. Just the tingling and warmth. Jillian moves between my legs, bends over, and takes one long, loving lick of my clitoris.

I gasp, my body going rigid. It feels… it feels… I cannot even describe it. I have never felt my clit like that before.

“Do you want me to lick you again?” Mistress Jillian asks.

I nod frantically, only able to roll my hips. I whine through the gag.

Lightning strikes my right nipple, burning a hole through me. Then my left breast explodes with the same pain. I squeal, shutting my eyes, and the final blast sears into my clit.

Then… another swirling, wet, soft, long lick. Pain. Pleasure. My brain short circuits. I can’t tell. Is she hurting me?

“Do you want another lick?” Mistress Jillian asks simply.

I don’t know. Do I? My pussy demands one. It feels too fucking good. But my brain twitches. It is suspicious. You know what happened last time, it asks my pussy. But it is too late. I nod, whimpering.

I hear the thunder in my ears, lightning flashing against my breasts, my clit. Pain sears deep into my body and then… utter pleasure; Jillian’s warm mouth on my cunt. I swoon, swallowed up by the waves. I am lost. Her tongue slides down through my slit, dipping into my depths. I gasp, the dildo gag holding my cries of ecstasy in. I push upward, arching my back, lifting and pressing, desperate and needy. I will take the shocks, the pain. Just… finish. Please. Please finish me.

Mistress Jillian’s mouth comes up. The wand lifts and I clamp down on the rubber cock in my mouth. I tense, expecting it. Do I want another lick? Goddamn right I do. Shock me. Hurt me. Lick me! Sparks fly and almost at once I am blasted, both nipples, and my clit. Pain sears through me and I shake. But it is okay now. That last lick did it. I am about to cum. I just need one more. I wait for the question. I brace myself, already nodding, nerves on fire, ready at last for consummation.

There is nothing. There is no question.

No one touches my pussy. I open my eyes. There is no purple light. I am not licked. Jillian and Wendy are gone. I burst into tears. It is too much. I am left alone, ripples of energy still coursing madly through my body as I slide back down into abject misery.

I shut my eyes, but only for a minute. Then I hear someone approaching. I am tired. Stressed. Strained. Electrocuted, beaten, cooked, and iced. My body undoubtedly sports bruises I’ll be showing off for the next few weeks. And now, Mistress Brooke and her submissive Kaitlyn bring buckets. The containers are steel, looking just like the ones I used when I was a farm girl, working my parent’s ranch. Mine had carried feed, or milk, or worse. These, I know, are filled with clothespins. Wooden ones, plastic ones, metal ones. But I am distracted as they set up. Straight across from me, in the center of the circle, Bethany is being bound.

Margaret and Isobel are looking on, looks of satisfaction on their faces. Lucille has a smug and confident look on her face. It is my mistress: Julie, who looks worried. I can only assume that she is trying to prevent Mistress Lucille from having a second chance at abusing me. Beth’s hands are drawn up and she is raised on her tiptoes. She is a big girl, a touch overweight, but the position flattens her tummy and does marvelous things to the shape of her ass. Her eyes are a little wild, but I see resignation in them as well. Mistress Lucille appears holding a metal bucket. It looks just like the ones being held by Mistress Brooke and Kaitlyn, standing beside me. I do not feel sympathy, or longing. Bethany is Lucille’s submissive and considering that Bethany had deliberately tried to make me cum when I’d first arrived, I would like her to be punished.

The buckets are set down and Mistress Brooke comes up with a handful, dropping them onto my tummy. I close my eyes, whimpering as she begins. The first one goes on my sore nipple. The right one, where the padlock of the Society hangs from the golden hoop piercing the tender tip. She sets it deep, but it sticks straight up, hurting. The second peg goes on my left nipple in the same manner. Then the third is hung on my aching, burning clit.

Across from me Lucille is doing the same thing to Bethany. The clothespins on her nipples echo mine, though by standing upright, she must also endure the downward pull as the pegs twist her nipples. Lucille adds extra clothespins in a circle around each nipple, until Bethany looks like a porcupine, spines sticking out everywhere. A peg is attached to Beth’s clitoris and I know her labia is next. Because I’m suffering in similar straights.

I lay there, wincing as the pain increases. Mistress Brooke works steadily, without any commentary, as if she is hanging laundry on a clothesline. She pinches a bit of my breast, clamps it, moves an inch to the right, and repeats the process. I groan, the pain building. My nipples begin to throb as my heart labors to push blood through the crushed tips. More clothespins are added to my bosom and I watch as Kaitlyn dumps more clothespins on my belly.

There is a sharp pain in my side and I realize that Mistress Brooke has started a line of pegs going up from my waist. It hurts. She jumps up to my arm, opposite my bicep, and another line is set. It takes a little bit of time and I am wincing with discomfort as my clit joins my nipples in the “pain” room. Brooke puts clothespins hand, between my thumb and forefinger, then moves downward. My pussy is next and my labia is stretched wide, pulled open and apart so that more pegs can be clipped to the soft and tender folds. My thigh becomes the next target and I squeal. It hurts and as I shake, I hear the wooden rattle as the clothespins strike each other. Another handful on my abdomen refills Brooke’s larder and she goes down and up each leg, pinching me.

I hear Bethany groan and when I look, her front is covered with clothespins. At least two dozen. I already have that many on my body and Mistress Brooke is adding more. Kaitlyn dumps another handful on my belly. I quiver, trying to ignore the immediate and focus on Beth’s torment. Lucille grabs two, single tail whips, and hands one to Julie.

My Julie. She is not smiling. Her eyes glance toward me, a worried look on her face. Julie takes the other whip, shaking it out as she enters the ring, moving into striking distance of Beth. I understand now. It is a game. Or a challenge. Is this how they are resolving their disagreement? Both mistresses circle poor Bethany and this time I do feel sympathy. The one who whips the last of the clothespins off Beth’s body will win. Accuracy will be the key here, and I think Beth is about to suffer. A shard of agony shoots up from my thigh and I look down at myself. I am covered with clothespins! Tiny, incessant pinches constantly biting at my flesh!

One pinch, ten pinches, even twenty pinches, I could handle. But fifty? A hundred? On my most delicate bits? I start to lose control, trembling as Mistress Brooke begins another line up my side. Pain is overloading me. I feel no pleasure, no arousal as shards of hurt shoot up through me. The clothespins wiggle, jiggling as I start shaking uncontrollably. Then there is a hiss, followed by a crack. A short, barking cry fills the room. I look past my own tortured body and see Julie pulling

My eyes twist toward movement and I see Mistress Lucille take the next swing. It is at an angle, from the two o’clock position going toward seven, and I know it is meant to sweep its way down Bethany’s front. It impacts just above her nipples and violently rips the clamps from her breasts with a chorus of snaps. I wince as Bethany squeals, twisting violently as wooden pegs rain down from her bosom. Then, even before she stops moving, my own mistress flicks her whip. The leather curls around Beth’s hip and the end snaps perfectly into the submissive’s sex. The clamp on her clit flies off, as do two of the pegs on her labia. It is an expert blow, and impressive. But then again… it’s my Mistress.

“Now, sweetheart,” Brooke says. She has run out of clothespins.

Kaitlyn no longer has the buckets. They are on the ground. Instead, she hands two long floggers to Mistress Brooke. I know what’s about to happen and I’m not sure which will hurt worse, removing the clothespins, or keeping them on. Suddenly I think maybe Bethany is in better straights, even as Lucille swing her whip again, leaving a thick, red welt across Beth’s bottom. More clothespins fly off her as Kaitlyn comes around to my head and begins to unbuckle the dildo gag. I groan, grimacing the second the thick rubber cock comes out of mouth. I wonder what Brooke will do when I yell as the floggers rip the clothespins off.

But it is Bethany her yells first. Julie strikes again and another three or four clothespins fall to the ground. A new red mark, across her breast, mars Beth’s chest and I know that my mistress’ aim is good. Bethany twists and turns, her toes struggling to touch the floor. Her body swings and Lucille lands an ineffective, but clearly painful stroke across Bethany’s thighs.

Then my vision is blocked. Like Mistress Amanda, Kaitlyn has climbed up onto the stool. She stands over me, except instead of facing my feet, she is turned the other way and the only thing I can see is her shaven, pink, moist, delicious looking slit. She backs up until her thighs are touching my shoulders. She looks down at me and our eyes meet, my head between her legs. I nod and she lowers herself down. In the background I can hear the whip and Bethany’s cries. I taste sweet, salty, tangy pussy and begin lapping. Another snapping sound and Bethany screams. For me, it is good to focus on something other than the bite of the clothespins, how they hurt, how they pinch, how they feel. They are everywhere. Even on my toes! There are clothespins on my feet! My nipples are throbbing in time with my heartbeat and my clit feels heavy. There is only one good thing and I am licking it, sucking the juices out of Kaitlyn’s slit. I try to steady myself, my body beginning to adjust to the pain, when there is a rush of air, a hissing noise, and the floggers in Mistress Brooke’s hands slash down across my body.

The leather rips clothespins from my flesh and I heart the snapping of the spring-loaded clamps as they shut. Pain flashes through me, from my pussy up to my breasts. But it is the sudden, sharp squeal of Kaitlyn that surprises me. She jumps, gasping, eyes wide, and I realize that both floggers strike her too. Right across the rump. Another stroke of the whips takes more of the clamps from my skin and Kaitlyn again winces. Across from us I hear Bethany sobbing. It doesn’t please me, but I don’t feel sorry for her either. There is a crack of the whip and I hear Julie shout in triumph. I understand. She has won the game, the last to remove all the clothespins from poor Bethany’s form.

Another stroke along my thighs, striking my pussy, then my breasts, ripping plastic and wooden pegs from my flesh and I feel Kaitlyn shudder and wince. It confuses me. Why is she moving in such a way? I am the one being struck by the floggers. But then I get it. Kaitlyn’s poor bum is protecting my face and head as Mistress Brooke whips my breasts. She is taking the flogger across her bottom. For me.

It takes a dozen or so snaps of the floggers, both, to clear the clothespins from my body and I am shaking by the time Mistress Brooke is done. Kaitlyn is near orgasm and I am trying, desperately, to make her cum. She deserves it. I am hurting. I feel raw. But she protected me. Finally, she shudders, gasping, and Mistress Brooke comes around.

“Did you just cum?” She demands. Kaitlyn nods, her face flushed, her long blonde hair bobbing. Two clothespins appear and Brooke quickly pinches them open and sets them on Kaitlyn’s nipples. The tender girl gasps and I lift my head to lick at her clit, just a bit more.

“Get down,” Brooke orders stiffly. Kaitlyn squirms across my face, leaving a trail of wetness on the tip of my nose, then across my forehead as she drags her dripping pussy off me. I lift my head and look down. My body is covered with little red marks from where the clothespins have bitten at me. The area around is covered with them.

“Now clean these up,” Brooke orders. She is irritated. But not with me. Kaitlyn drops to her knees and I hear wooden pins being dumped into the buckets. I ache everywhere.

But across from us, in the light of the ring of chairs, wrists still bound above her, head down, toes dragging back and forth across the carpet, scarlet lines wrapping around her form, Bethany has been left to hang.


Part Five - Accidental Orgasm

It is Mistress Haley’s turn to use me. Hers was the first pussy I tasted that evening and I have little doubt that several other tongues have dipped and swirled their way through her folds since. She is almost as voracious as I am. She is still wearing her black bustier and chaps, but her loins are no longer exposed. She is wearing a strap-on, sporting a thick, black rubber dildo sticking straight out.

“Breanne, are you ready to get fucked?” She says saucily. Morgan stands up behind her, her massive breasts hanging like ripe fruit. I can see a few bruises forming on her dark skin and she wraps her arms around her Mistress. Morgan’s hand goes down and I see that it is covered in some sort of gel. She begins stroking the strap-on and it glistens.

“Yes mistress,” I say in relief. I am tired. I have been stretched out on the iBench for over an hour, almost an hour and a half, and have been tortured in ten-minute intervals. The pain has been, admittedly, inconsequential. My thighs ache from my legs being spread so far apart and my back is hurting. But worst of all has been the arousal. I’m craving sex in ways that go beyond my usual deviance. I want it hard and brutal and fast and painful. I want it repeatedly. I am sore and tender and sensitive and I am willing to beg for it.

“Please? Will you fuck me?” I plead, my voice high pitched and whiny. Mistress Haley smiles down at me, bending over at the waist to kiss me. It is a nice kiss and her tongue glides across my lips.

“Of course, I will,” she assures me. She runs her hand down my body, her fingers gliding on the still oily surface of my skin. Morgan stays near my head, only to reach down and grab my breasts. I am right. Her hands are covered with some sort of gel that becomes even more slick as she begins to massage my breasts. Mistress Haley moves around my outstretched leg, drawing figures on my skin, little circles of pleasure. I look up, past Morgan’s arms, ignoring the kneading of my bosom, ready for that thick, wonderful cock to slide into my pussy. Mistress Haley moves to the perfect position, her strap-on pointed right at my depths. Morgan gives my nipples a little pinch and I groan in utter relief, in expectation, in total readiness.

And the cock presses against the wrong hole.

“Wait!” I blurt out, head snapping up. “Not there!” I gasp. But it is too late. Haley thrusts hard and the mixture of fluids on my body, the melted coconut oil left on my loins by Bethany’s popsicle, the flavored stuff put on me by Madeline, and now the jelly coated dick, make clenching tightly enough impossible. The thick rod slides into my ass with ease, spreading me open uncomfortably. I let out a wail. I am not in pain. It doesn’t really hurt. I’ve been used in such a manner so often that my bottom is accustomed to being violated. But it is so not what I want! Mistress Haley starts fucking my ass in earnest, pumping enthusiastically, her own voice making it clear that her pleasure, not mine, is at stake. I realize it must be a double-sided dildo, and that just as I am stuffed to the brim, so is she.

Except I’m betting the other end of the dildo is in her cunt. Not her ass.

Morgan continues to play with my breasts as I lay there, teeth clenched, enduring my sodomization. I loosen, accepting the torment, allowing my bottom to relax. It is still difficult. It takes a special mental state to remain calm and composed while getting buttfucked and Morgan is trying to break my concentration. She squeezes, kneads, and caresses my breasts, everything centered on the pierced tips. She twists the hoops around, just a bit, back and forth, before cupping my breasts and drawing her fingers inward and up. She scratches lightly as my skin, her nails teasing the areola until my flesh tightens up. Then she bends down and suckles, licking and drawing on my tips until my back arches. 

Between my legs, Mistress Haley draws her fingers up and down my thighs, caressing me. It is inconsequential because I’ve got a thick, pumping, rubber rod being shoved repeatedly into my bottom. It is not where I want or need it to be. My arousal remains the same, neither increasing nor decreasing. I ache. I hurt. I want. I need. Yet… this is not as intense as the other torments. I am not confused about sensations. I can tell left from right and pain from pleasure. I sigh, enduring the anal sex with only minor whimpers. 

“Morgan?” Says Mistress Haley. “Her clit please.”

Morgan lifts her head up from my chest, her teeth marks still visible on my right breast. She grins and goes back down, only to run her tongue down through the flavored oil on my torso, down to my hip. She licks along where my leg meets my loin. It tickles and I yelp, giggling. Then Morgan’s tongue slides across the inch or so of flesh to the apex of my sex. I stiffen, gasping, words escaping from my lips.

“Oh… oh yes!” I whisper passionately as Morgan licks at my nub. The strap on continues sliding into my ass, but I am charged in a different direction. I tighten, pressure building in my bottom. Morgan sucks on my clitoris and I groan, eyes closed, head back. I tug on my bonds, stretching as fresh surges of lust blast through me. It is beautiful. It is perfect. I don’t care that my ass is being pumped any longer. Then Morgan bites me. It is not that painful. It is intense. It is hard. I cry out, jerking, my clit caught between her teeth, her tongue stabbing at the head, inside her mouth. If my legs had not been tied open, I would have slammed my knees together to protect myself. As it is, I have no recourse. I am tortured. Morgan releases my clit and I shudder, trying to relax strained muscles. She licks. Haley thrusts. Morgan bites me again.

Once more my brain short circuits. Time becomes meaningless. I am barely cognizant of things going on around me. I am bitten and butt fucked. I cannot cum. Not like this. Instead I am driven closer to the edge, but lead in circles, the abyss hidden from me so that I get no relief. When I hear Mistress Charlotte’s voice, telling Haley that her time is up, I cry tears as the strap-on is pulled from my bottom. Morgan’s gives me one more nip, her fingers splayed across my belly. I am once more on edge, straining for release.

Mistress Charlotte looks down at me. Her submissive, the blonde and athletic Tiffany, stands behind her. I like Tiffany. She is a kind, sweet girl who shows kindness to everyone. What concerns me though, is that Tiffany is holding two leather saps. They are small paddles, three inches wide and four inches long - the perfect width and length for spanking a woman’s sex. Or bosoms. She moves behind her mistress, like a nurse ready to slap the appropriate tool into the surgeon’s hand. Mistress Charlotte puts her left hand on my breast, fingers encircling the soft globe. I brace myself, but she merely touches me, plumping my tit until the nipple is raised and pointed toward the warehouse ceiling.

“I’m guessing you haven’t been allowed to cum,” Mistress Charlotte says to me as she squeezes my boob. I shake my head as her thumb caresses my nipple. Shivers of pleasure stream through my chest.

“No mistress,” I croak. I am… not scared, but not at ease. I am expecting to be paddled. I know it is coming. 

Charlotte nods as Tiffany moves down to the end of the iBench, positioning herself between my legs. “I know you want to cum, but I am curious. Do you deserve to cum?” Mistress Charlotte asks.

The question confuses me. Have I not been tormented? Have I not suffered? Have I not given satisfaction to the other mistresses? Have I not been chastised for the things I’ve done wrong? Am I not a good little fuck slut? Have I not held myself back properly? Have I accepted all the humiliation and pain and use? My eyes narrow quizzically in bewilderment. 

“Mistress?” I manage to blurt out. Her thumb continues to rub at my nipple. 

Charlotte holds out her other hand and sure enough, Tiffany gives her one of the two paddles. “Simple enough question, Bre. Do you deserve to cum?”

I stare at her. Now I am scared. If I answer yes, does that make me uncooperative? Or unwilling? Or disobedient? Or arrogant? Or something else? If I answer yes, will she spank me? Or allow me to cum? But if I go the other route, will she spank me? I waffle, even though were I in my right mind, thinking logically, the answer would have been easy. Finally, I get there. 

“No, Mistress. I do not deserve to cum,” I manage to say. Charlotte smiles, beaming down on me. 

“No, you do not. Do you know why?” She asks, lifting the sap and positioning it over my breast. I tense, my chest starting to heave as my breathing quickens. I am about to have my breast spanked and I know it will sting and burn and hurt. I shake my head, my arms and legs straining against the bonds of the iBench. 

Charlotte looks right into my eyes. “Because you are you,” she whispers. I stare at her, watching her hand intently, bracing myself, which is why the impact comes as a complete and utter shock. The leather sap lands wetly, with a hard-cracking noise. The jolt rocks upward through me, followed by the heat of the stinging. My gaze snaps downward, past the leather paddle in Mistress Charlotte’s hand, to the one in Tiffany’s. She lifts it up, the black leather wet, and I watch as she runs her tongue through the girl goo. I am shocked, my pussy clenched tight and tingling.

“Yum,” she says, eyes glittering. She moves her wrist back into position, holding the sap and I start blubbering. I managed three or four seconds, but then the beating commences. Mistress Charlotte leads, smacking my plumped-up breast, striking the raised nipple. She uses steady, firm blows that sting horribly, turning my breast into a pin prickling cushion of pain. But between her strokes, Tiffany licks at my pussy, spanking my splayed petals and beating my clitoris. Tiffany doesn’t hit me as hard, which is a blessing, but the dual sensations, so close to each other, from opposite prurient points, rocks me. I clench my teeth, keening loudly as the spanks continue. Within a few strokes I lose control. I yank on my bonds, the iBench groaning beneath me. My toes curl and I yell, teeth gritting as the pain begins to build. I endure, twenty, maybe thirty blows to my right breast and pussy, only to have Mistress Charlotte move to the other side of my chest, plumping it up in similar fashion. 

But while Charlotte moves targets, Tiffany continues to beat my slit, her strokes firm, incessant, and increasingly difficult to cope with. My hips thrust upward, despite the leather band around my waist, or the straps on my thighs and she pushes her left thumb into my ass. I cry out at the penetration, but she has a perfect hold now, sensing my movements, and the firm taps on my slit become drumbeats in a march toward orgasm. My clit swells with each impact, until the top of my cunt is red and inflamed. I lift my head, suddenly realizing that I am there. I am about to cum. I open my mouth to beg permission, to ask Mistress Charlotte if I can cum, and I see Tiffany looking at me, eyes bright, a smile on her face. For a second, she shakes her head back and forth.

The words die on my throat. Tiffany pulls her thumb out of my ass and pushes two fingers into my sex. I tighten, the last ripples of resistance fading. It doesn’t matter that my right breast is hot and heavy and still blistering from the sapping. It doesn’t matter that Mistress Charlotte is beating my left breast into a raw and prickling mass. I am cumming. Finally. Terribly. Strongly. Completely. I clench my teeth, squeezing my eyes shut as the eruption overwhelms me and I cry out, squirting as every muscle vibrates and trembles. There is no doubt about what is happening, or the fact that I am in the throes of passion. Charlotte’s eyes widen and she looks at me in shock, only to turn her gaze downward to her submissive. I let out a gasp and then sigh, my body relaxing as the power surge ebbs. There are no more strokes to my breast and Tiffany pulls her fingers out of my pussy, licking at them wickedly.

“You little bitch,” Charlotte says, her voice slightly disbelieving. She is not talking to me. 

“I apologize, Mistress.” It is Tiffany. I breathe, feeling better than I have in hours. I sigh in happiness, in relief, in satisfaction. My brain is still locked in sexual euphoria, the drug I’ve been craving. I am barely aware as Charlotte leaves my side, moving down to the other end of the iBench. The mistress brings up her free hand, running her fingers into Tiffany’s blond locks. She bends her forward and for a moment, I feel a sense of panic, worried that Mistress Charlotte is truly mad. But there is a glimmer of amusement in Charlotte’s face. Tiffany bends, yielding, until her mouth is pressed to my wet and satisfied slit. I am still tender, still sensitive. I let out a tiny moan. 

“Lick her. Lick her until she’s on edge again,” Charlotte orders roughly. Tiffany laps at my petals, then my clit. I suck in a tender breath. I am… sore. Sensitive. Delicate. It feels intense, and not in an arousing way. At least, not yet. Tiffany senses my feelings and softens the pressure, not wanting to overwhelm me. A tingle begins, building until it is a pressure, and then it shoots up through me, causing my sex to squeeze. And with that I am ready again. Nowhere close to cumming but aroused. I close my eyes. Why? Why does my body do this? How can it accept being like this over and over, taken to the edge? Why do I crave it so much?  

In the meantime, Mistress Charlotte has turned in her leather sap, as well as the one being wielded by Tiffany. A long-tail whip takes its place in her hand and I twitch as I expect her to flick it at my body. Instead, Mistress Charlotte snaps it down low, out of my sight. I hear it impact something. There is a soft gasp and then a vibration in my pussy. I lift my head. It is Tiffany. Her mistress strikes her again, somewhere beneath the chin. I do not know where, but from the way her body moves, I suspect her breasts. But Tiffany is focused on licking me and ignores the sting of the whip. Her tongue laps and strokes my pussy, flicking back and forth before suckling my tender nub deep. There is wetness and warmth and her pitiful little cries humming into my sex. It is working me back into a froth.

There is no surprise that I am wanton again, ready for another orgasm. I am multi-orgasmic under the worst of circumstances and I have been teased and tormented for over an hour and a half. I am aching in all the right spots and even the sensitivity I am feeling only adds to my arousal. Tiffany knows that, which is why she is focusing on my clitoris. I feel sympathy for her as I listen to the whip strike her flesh. Mistress Charlotte is not hitting her hard, but it must sting. She is taking my punishment, my torment, in exchange for giving me a gift. I owe her.

“Mistress?” I whimper. I hear the pause and Tiffany rewards me by slipping a finger into my slit and wriggling it around. I tense, swallowing, trying not to reveal the pleasure.

“Yes Breanne?” Charlotte says, coming up to my side. Her fingers touch my skin, along my ribs. It tickles. I bite my lip, looking up at her.

“Please? Can I take the rest of Tiffany’s punishment?” I ask. Her eyebrow rises and she looks down at me.

“No,’ she says simply. “But I don’t want to neglect you either.” Her head looks up, past me and she calls out. “Sara? Do you have a moment?”

I look, turning my head. Red curls. It is Mistress Sara. She walks over, her black leather picking up the light. Behind her crawls star-bright Alissa, naked and beautiful. But there is something in her mouth. A cane of some sort. It is oddly shaped, thicker than I would have expected. It seems… bumpy, but I do not get a good view. As Mistress Sara comes up to my other side, on my right, Alissa disappears from my field of view. I am distracted then, as Mistress Sara places her left hand on my breast. I stiffen, expecting a pinch, or a twist, or a pull, or a squeeze, but there is nothing. Just the pressure of her touch. In some ways, the expectation is worse than the torment. And between my legs Tiffany’s tongue and finger swirl.

“Yes?” Sara asks Charlotte warmly. “Can I assist?”

Charlotte nods. “I know you’re next, but if you don’t mind, I need to punish Tiffany for allowing Breanne to cum. But that means…”

“That Breanne is being neglected,” Sara replies. She nods. “Of course. Do you have a preference?”

Charlotte smiles. “I know you have a vested interest. No preference, except I’ve instructed Tiffany to get her back into a state of need.”

Sara looks down at me. “I think she’s there already,” she says with a laugh. “Look at her. She’s practically shaking with desire. It’s one of the things I love about this girl. She cums so hard she almost passes out, then turns around and is ready to suffer through it all again.”

Charlotte smiles. “Would you care for the whip? Or can I get you a sap?”

Sara’s fingers finally begin to move, tightening on my breast. I gasp, unprepared. She looks at my bosom, considering. “I’ve brought something special actually.” She reaches down with her other hand and the strange cane Alissa was carrying in her mouth appears. It is only a centimeter thick. The cane is triangular and made of plastic. One side sports pyramid like studs, the tips sharp. Charlotte looks at the weapon intriguingly.

“My goodness, that is interesting,” she admits. Sara holds it up. I can see it perfectly now. Charlotte runs her fingertips down the studded side. “Will you hit her with it?”

Sara lets go of my breast. “This side is for a different sensation,” she explains, lowering the cane to my chest. She grabs my right breast around the base, bunching it up just as Charlotte had before. I gasp as the studs press against the underside of my nipple. Sara draws the rod toward her, as if my breast is the string of a violin, the can the bow. Each stud along the back strikes my tender nub like the teeth of a saw and within seconds I am overwhelmed. My back arches and I squeal. Mistress Sara finishes the length of the cane and I am wide-eyed and gasping. The studs are sharp, yet not cutting, and combined with what Tiffany is still doing between my legs? My God! It feels…

Mistress Sara twists the cane sideways and with a snap, smacks it firmly across my chest. An entirely different sensations surges through me – sharp pain and the cry that escapes from my throat seems to burn as much as my nipples do. Only the hard suckling of my clit keeps me from screaming. Then, to my consternation, Mistress Sara turns the cane again so that the plastic studs point at the tips of my breasts. Slowly, yet steadily, she draws the cane back toward her, each sharp, firm point drawn roughly across my nipples. When she gets to the end, I get another stroke, strong and swift and my nerves are on fire.

“Very good,” Charlotte says in satisfaction. “I’ll deal with Tiffany now.” Mistress Charlotte moves away from my side I feel Tiffany stiffen. She is not scared, but she is bracing herself, her mouth still licking and lapping and sucking at my petals and clitoris. I am dripping wet, wanting to cum again. I endure another length of Mistress Sara’s cane, bouncing sharply against my breasts and I can see Mistress Charlotte position herself directly behind Tiffany.

“Spread your legs, sweetheart.”

My own legs are spread, bound to the iBench, and even strapped at the thigh to prevent me from closing them, so I know it is Tiffany who is to open herself. Again, I feel her move, through her mouth, her tongue, and I know she has widened her stance. Mistress Charlotte flicks the whip, underhand, and the leather tip swings upward, fast between Tiffany’s legs. It strikes her sex and she jumps, letting out a gasp that goes into my sex. But by then I am distracted by Mistress Sara’s third stroke, a bright flare of pain shooting across my bosom. I hear Tiffany’s little yelp, but then it is time for the studded side of the cane to be dragged across my chest once more. I hear the whip this time, striking soft, wet, pink flesh. Poor Tiffany!

But as the seconds tick by I come to realize that I am still suffering more than Tiffany. Mistress Charlotte is only barely letting the whip lick at Tiffany’s pussy. She is squirming, it stings, she is dripping wet. But she is not having her nipples slowly sawn off her chest, in between light, sharp, burning strokes of the cane to the same spot. Mistress Sara is methodical, and cruel and only after twenty rounds – one stroke to one draw of the studs – does she change targets. I am panting, tense and desperate as Sara moves to my right foot. I look at her in sudden realization.

“Wait! No! Please! Not my foot!” I squeal. But it is too late. She slaps the cane against my arch with just the right amount of force to sting like a wasp. I squeal, my toes curling, my ankle rotating as I jerk my leg, only to have it stop as the bondage cuff locks me in place. I feel something sharp on my instep and realize that Mistress Sara is rubbing the pyramid studs along the sole of my foot. It is like being scratched with fingernails, or pins, and it both hurts and tickles. I cannot help myself. I pull hard, trying to get my foot away.

“Charlotte?” Asks Mistress Sara. “Do you mind?” The cane waves toward Tiffany’s head.

“Only if you’ll do Tiffany afterward,” Charlotte says curtly. Then she grabs Tiffany by the hair and pulls her mouth, and her fingers, away from my pussy. Tiffany gasps as she is hauled back and Sara takes her place. I am not expecting a soft tongue, or the warmth of Mistress Sara’s mouth. Instead she places the cane against my clitoris, running down into my slit, her knuckles rubbing my petals, and then draws it bouncing and jerking over my sex.

Oh. My. Fucking. God.

It is a sensation I am not prepared for. It hurts and feels good, all at the same time. The tiny impacts and sharp points both prick and punch me, and my swollen clit yields. Again, I tighten, pressure building up inside me, my muscles hard and tense. We get to the end of the cane and without a word of warning Mistress Sara lifts the cane and snaps it back down, just enough to make me cry out. Then it is repositioned and dragged through my cunt again.

And again.

And then once more. Each pinpoint stud tugs at my clit and it drives me insane.

Behind Mistress Sara, Tiffany has been ordered to put her hands on her head, to spread her legs, and brace herself. Mistress Tiffany is merely swinging the whip back and forth, striking Tiffany’s breasts, her loins, and even her sex. I can already see red marks decorating her skin, some of them firm lines, others just a pink glow. But while I feel for her, it is the cane that keeps my attention. Mistress Sara snaps it again, leaving my pussy stinging from clit down to my ass. Then she drags the studded side through my sex once more.

I surge upward, thrusting, desperate and crazy. I am begging. I am pleading. I am needful and on edge. I hear the whip against Tiffany’s skin, but it is my own suffering that surges through my head. I lift my bottom, tilting my hips, making a target of my sex so that Mistress Sara can hit me. It comes as expected and I scream, trembling. I am so close. I am ready. “Yes!” I squeal, shuddering. “Please! Please! Hit me!”

Mistress Sara chooses otherwise. Once more the cane is pulled across my pussy, the points tearing at my clit, scratching at my petals. Sara pulls slowly and I squeeze my eyes shut, my teeth clench, my back arches. I am raw and exposed. I am pressured and ready to pop. I feel the end of the cane and I brace myself.

Nothing happens. I wait. Nothing. I open my eyes. Sara is gone, as is Charlotte. No more cane. No more sharp little studs. No more whip. No more whimpering Tiffany. I am lost, hungry and hurting, wanting more. Movement. Dark locks around a pixie face. I look up into the eyes of my mistress. Julie leans down, kisses me on the mouth, and pushes her hand up between my legs. She is holding a massager. One of the small, battery operated ones. It purrs to life as she presses it against my clitoris, buzzing in short bursts. I gasp as it brings me the rest of the way and I look up at Julie. She nods.

“Yes princess,” she whispers in my ear. “You may cum.”

I let out a whimper. An orgasm without consequence. I shudder and let myself go, giving into the moment as this slight woman brings me to a peak. I cry out, climaxing as she does nothing but pleasure me. She kisses my mouth, my breasts, and I am arching. Energy courses through me and I find my edge. I leap into the abyss, my heart racing, tense and electric and passionate. I am exploding.

“Breanne,” Julie whispers, her voice excited, afraid, worried. “Mike proposed. I’m getting married.”

And I go crashing down.


Part Six - Finale

I sit with Julie, apart from the group. Behind us there are whimpers of desire, cries of pain, and groans of satisfaction. Every submissive but me is getting fucked in some way. Alissa is mounted on the iBench, having replaced me while Mistress Sara uses the studded cane. Tiffany is riding the wooden pony, still paying for the unauthorized orgasm given to me. Morgan is lying on a beanbag chair, legs spread, while Mistress Haley slowly thrusts a massive, four-inch-wide dildo into her pink slit with repeated movements. Kylie is facing Wendy, both on tiptoe, straddling a knotted rope, their nipples clamped together while their respective mistresses whip their bottoms, urging them to back up. Bethany and Gwendolyn are bound back to butt, with their hands up in the air, covered in clothespins, with Mistresses Lucille and Amanda smacking at the pegs with floggers. That scene pleases me, though the disparity in height makes me worried that Gwen’s face might accidentally get hit.

Me? I am not being used. I sit with Julie and she is holding my hand.

I am not surprised about Julie’s announcement. I have suspected something like this would happen. I was the one who introduced the two of them together. Or, more accurately, they met through me. I saw the relationship build between them, growing first as mutual doms working a nympho humiliation pain slut through her needs, but eventually, finding pleasure in each other. I saw Julie slip, just a little, adjusting her own attitudes to bring satisfaction to Mike’s life.

Mike is a widower, having lost his first wife to cancer. When Julie moved into his house a year and a half before, I’d watched as hope and love had blossomed again. Mike had pictures of his first wife up, and when he’d finally gone to take them down, Julie had stopped him, asked to know all about her, and when Mike was done crying, Julie had held him and told him that she would still have a place in Mike’s heart, and their home. That is the kind of woman she is.

They had travelled over the Thanksgiving Holiday. Julie tells me that on a beach in Costa Rica he got down on bended knee. It was sunset and he told her that he wants her to spend the rest of her life with him. She accepted. She pulls the ring out and shows it to me.

“Why aren’t you wearing it?” I ask. I am happy for her. She is a wonderful woman and I know that even married, I will still be a commonality for them.

She licks her lips and looks down. “I needed to deal with something first.” She looks up and around the room. “It’s almost time.”

Indeed, the Matron claps her hands. It is late. The meeting will be officially ending soon. It doesn’t mean the sexual torment will end. Only that any business will be wrapped up.

“Ladies? It is time for the closing of the circle,” announces Mistress Isobel. “Tonight, we have a special announcement.”

Around the meeting rooms, submissives are set free. Knots are loosened, ropes untied, bondage cuffs unclipped from chains. There are sighs of relief, moans of frustration, wet kisses, and even one or two rushed orgasms. It takes another ten minutes, but I follow along on hands and knees, crawling after my mistress as we move back to the main seating area.

Julie sits, waiting for Mistress Isobel.

“Ladies, it has been a pleasure, as always. Tonight, Julie has asked to speak with everyone.” Isobel gestures at my mistress. Julie stands. She moves to the center of the circle, and I see that she is now wearing the diamond studded engagement ring on her left hand.

“Hello everyone,” Julie says. She is nervous, but resolute. Pride surges through me. I smile. She is amazing. I love her.

“As many of you know, I’ve been maintaining a relationship with Mike the Hardware Guy. Most of you have met him, since he has made most of the furniture we use around here,” she says, pointing over at the wooden pony, which was indeed made by Mike. “Many of you have also heard rumors, or read Breanne’s stories, and know that I am subbing for him.” She takes a deep breath. “These are true. I have indeed been submitting to him.”

There is a rumble of discontent, though I see a smirk of acknowledgement on Lucille’s face. Mistress Amanda looks troubled. Mistress Charlotte frowns. Mistress Sara has a resigned look on her face.

“I am aware that the rules of the Society prohibit this. I’ve appreciated your tolerance but considering that the next step in this relationship is about to happen, I wanted to explain my choices.” She pauses. “Mike has proposed to me, and I have accepted.” She holds up the ring.

The circle bursts into excited talks. Half the mistress jump, surging forward with bright smiles and congratulations. Savannah is bubbling with excitement. Haley is practically cheering. Lisa goes to Julie, hugging her tightly. Jillian and Brooke both join around my mistress, encouraging her. I look around. Most of the submissives are happy for her too. But I notice the mistresses that are still seated. Sara looks like she has lost something. Amanda looks stern. Lynda crosses her arms over her chest. And Mistress Lucille? She is grinning, and not in a good way.

Finally, things die down. And it is Lucille who speaks first.

“You can’t belong to the Society anymore,” she declares.

Savannah glares at her. “She knows that, obviously.”

Isobel sighs. “Ladies, please allow Julie to finish.”

Julie nods. “Lucille is correct. I cannot belong to the Society any longer. I love all of you,” she looks at Lucille. “Even you Lucille,” she assures the woman. “But my relationship with Mike will interfere with my duties here.” She pauses. “I do, however, have another concern.”

It is Mistress Amanda who speaks. “Breanne.”

Everyone looks at me and I feel overwhelmed. Me? Why am I a concern? Why would I be a problem? Suddenly I realize what Julie means. If she is no longer a member of the Society of the Golden Rose, what happens to me?

Lucille quickly turns. “I will take her. She needs a firm hand and I will be responsible for her discipline.”

Mistress Sara stands. “Over my dead body. I’ve already discussed it with Julie. Breanne will go with me.”

Suddenly everyone is talking and I am shocked. I kneel there, flabbergasted, unprepared and I look over at Julie. Her eyes find mine and for a moment the roar dulls. She mouths silent words and I know she is apologizing. “I’m sorry.”

A bell rings loudly and we all turn to look at Mistress Isobel, who is taking control. “Ladies!”  Everyone begins to quiet down, even Savannah, who is arguing with Amanda. Sara and Lucille glare at each other.

Isobel goes to stand next to Julie. “First of all, none of our submissives should be ‘gifted’ without consent. Obviously. Which means that Breanne will have the final say, should we decide to allow this. I, for one, do not think that any one member should be permitted to… possess… more than one submissive. The reasons for this are obvious. As dominants, our responsibility is to protect, care for, and mold our subs. Having two divides the attention that can be given.”

Lynda nods. “She makes a good point,” she agrees, looking around.

“But what if the submissive wants to be a second?” Asked Sara, pointing at me. “Breanne’s needs are well known. Besides, she will still have Kari, and to an extent Julie and Mike. We are talking about stasis here, not some sort of insane change of lifestyle.”

Isobel held up her hand. “I understand that Sara, but we are talking about a change to the Society that goes beyond Breanne. If we allow this, we set a precedent.”

Julie bites her lip, looking over at me. She walks back to where I kneel and sits next to me.

Isobel looks around. “We will take a vote. A yes vote means that you are in favor of allowing multiple submissives. I need a show of hands.”

I look around the room. Sara, Lucille, Amanda, Savannah, and Charlotte all raise their hands. I count swiftly. I look at Julie. She needs to raise her hand. But she does not. I understand suddenly. She has lost the right to vote.

Isobel nods. “Very well. One submissive.” She sighs and looks at Julie. “Julie Uterro, we accept your resignation from the Society of the Golden Rose. Your rights and privileges as one of our members is hereby revoked. We wish you the very best, and hope that you will find both happiness and fulfilment.”

Julie nods. Her eyes are filled with tears.

Then Isobel looks at me. “Breanne? Please come here.”

I glance at Julie. She nods. I crawl into the center of the circle. Isobel reaches out, takes my hands, and draws me up until I am standing. I am barefoot and shorter than her, especially since she is wearing black leather boots. She strokes my face. Madeline appears at her side and holds out something small and golden.

“As much as it pains me to do this,” Mistress Isobel says, “without a mistress, you cannot serve as a submissive within the scope of our Society. You are not outcast. I expect to see much more of you in the future. But as of tonight, unless you find a new mistress who joins, you are no longer a submissive to the Society of the Golden Rose.” She takes the key from Madeline and holds it up. I blink. It can only go to one thing. Isobel reaches for my right breast, and to my shock, unlocks the tiny, charm sized padlock that dangles from my right piercing. It snaps open and she unthreads it. I stand there, bewildered, terrified, and confused. I lean slightly, psychologically unbalanced as the weight disappears from my breast. I look down. It is the first time the lock has been off me in over seven years.

Julie hurries forward and takes my hand, pulling me around in a circle. “I’m sorry,” she whispers to me. “You are still mine, alright? You aren’t lost!”

And then it hits me. I understand. I burst into tears, sobbing like a child. Julie holds me and then I feel other hands comforting me. Sara wraps her arms around us both. Then Alissa, and Savannah and Kylie and Amanda and Gwendolyn, Haley and Morgan, Charlotte and Tiffany. Soon everyone is hugging us and I see Lucille pushing through until she stands face to face with Julie.

“You will make a fantastic submissive,” she says to Julie. “I hope Mike whips your little tush raw.” She grins. “And I hope Breanne is hanging right next to you, covered in welts, while he does it!”

Julie laughs and I watch them hug. Lucille glances over at me. “You have my number. If neither Kari nor Julie can satisfy you, give me a call. I’ll do things to you that will make you scream for hours.”

I gulp. I nod.

Slowly the group parts and Julie takes my hand. She leads me away, out of the circle and for a moment, I wonder if we are headed to the wooden pony, or the iBench, or the St. Andrew’s Cross, or the V rack, or stocks. But instead we walk toward the hall leading to the entrance. Behind us things devolve. Submissives are taken back to their torments. I hear a whip striking flesh. A soft cry. A moan. Then we pass by the bathrooms, the kitchenette, and into the lobby. Julie glances as the clock on the wall.

“Right on time,” she says softly. She stops me. Then, to my astonishment, she undresses, right there, in the lobby.

The black dress is pulled up off over her head and she tosses it to the side. She is naked underneath and she grabs me close. We hug, skin to skin. I am still only wearing the bondage cuffs on wrist and ankle.

“Get our coats?” She asks me. I nod. I go to the pile by the door and get our jackets. I realize that hers is long, like mine. I pull mine on over bare skin, but Julie just drapes hers over her arm. I blink.

“Julie? It’s cold outside.”

She nods. “I won’t have to go far. Come with me?” She asks softly. “Please?”

I laugh and nod. I do not mind leaving my Jeep here. I would go with her anywhere.

She takes my hand and together we go outside. It is cold. I have not closed the front of my coat and my skin instantly chills, goosebumps going up and down my tummy. Julie is stark naked except for her shoes. But there is a huge pickup truck waiting, lights on, engine rumbling, heater undoubtedly blasting. I recognize it instantly. We take four steps and open the door. Julie gestures me to climb in first and I get in the back seat. Julie takes shotgun. We both look at the man driving the vehicle. He is large, with wide shoulders and a full, well-trimmed beard. His brown eyes are bright and cheerful and he grins.

“I see things went the way I thought they would,” he says. Julie nods. “Yes. You were right. They kicked Breanne out as well.” I hear a little sadness in Julie’s voice. Mike looks back over the seat at me.

“Well then, let’s go back to our place and celebrate.”

I smile. “Yes. We need to celebrate.” Julie laughs. 

“Celebrate how?” She asks.

Mike puts the truck in gear. “By tying the two of you up and seeing how many orgasms I can force out of the both of you.”

Julie looks back at me and grins. “Breanne has already had two. I can beat that,” she smirks.

I lean back, looking at two of the people I love the most. “Bring it,” I declare. Sitting back. The truck moves and I look out the window. There are Christmas lights dancing in the wind. I look down at my right breast. No padlock. Just a golden hoop. I finger it. Then I bite my lip.

“Julie?”

“Yes princess?”

“Since I’m not hanging that damn padlock from my tit anymore, can I please get some barbell piercings instead of these awful hoops?”

Mike and Julie glance at each other. Then they laugh.  

Later that night, after having five more orgasms, one more than Julie could handle, I snuggle down between them. I am sleepy. I am warm. I am happy. I am sated. I am loved.

I’ve got new silver barbells.


Dear Reader,

As they say, all good things come to an end. But this set of tales is just an end to a chapter, not a book. I’m still working for Kari. I’m still a facet in Julie and Mike the Hardware Guy’s lives. And in all honesty, I will undoubtedly still encounter and enjoy the friends I’ve made in the Society of the Golden Rose. I suspect those friendships will be intense, both physically and emotionally.

Am I still going to write? Probably. It’s catharsis for me. My mental instability and constant need for powerful orgasms hasn’t diminished one whit, and if what they say is true, about how women hit their sexual peak around forty, the next seven years are going to be very intense. Be that as it may, I might try finishing my Oz Porno Parody. Or maybe I’ll write some other fiction. Hell. I caught my twelve-year-old daughter washing her vibrator the other day. Maybe I’ll write a parenting book or something. Or maybe I’ll dip into my massive collection of half-finished adventures and put together another book series – Lost Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. Who knows?

But regardless of all that, thank you. Thank you for going on this journey with me. Thank you to those who sent me assignments. Thank you to those who have read and commented on my blog. Thank you to those who left me reviews and spoke my name in forums and chat rooms, encouraging others to seek me out. Thank you to the women who contacted me and said that I inspired them to accept their own sexuality, their own needs. Thank you to the sisters who wanted to follow in my footsteps, adopting the NHPS Rules. Thank you to Phil, and Master H, and Matt, and Brandon, and Beth, and Jess, and Tiffany. You helped make me what I am. I shall NEVER forget that!

Oh. And keep reading. There’s just one more tale.

Love,

Bre


Epilogue

I stood in front of the glass door shivering, hands in the pockets of my blue felt coat, and looked at Julie. She was dressed fashionably, her dark brown jacket complementing the dark blue of her designer jeans, and I couldn’t help but feel a momentary surge of jealousy. Julie always wore nice clothes. Granted, it wasn’t the “look” that I was lusting after.

It was the warmth.

“Cold?” Julie asked me. I shuddered again as a particularly robust gust of wind swirled around my boots, then seemed to take a sudden twist, blowing straight up under my coat. Had I been wearing pants, enduring that icy breeze that might not have been such a challenge. But unlike my mistress, I wasn’t given the luxury of having a nice, warm, comfy outfit on under my coat. In fact, I had on nothing at all.

I clenched my teeth to keep them from chattering, and possibly to prevent a snarky, smart ass remark from escaping my lips. Mistress Julie was incredibly patient with me, but there were limits. I thought for a moment, which for me is usually accompanied by the scent of burning wood, and then gave my smiling, warmly dressed tormentor, a serious look.

“I didn’t think I’d be back so soon,” I said softly. Just then, I saw movement behind the glass and a butt naked girl solidified into view. She waved at us, then unlocked the door. I stepped into warm, blessed heat and sighed in utter pleasure.

“Hello Mistress Julie,” Kylie said, her head bobbing slightly. “Mistress Savannah awaits your pleasure in the main room.”

Julie grinned. “Hello Kylie. How are you doing? Did you have a good new year?”

Kylie smiled. “I’m good, Mistress. And you missed a great party.” She looked over at me. “Breanne’s absence was… noticeable.”

Julie looked at me with an apologetic glance and I shrugged. “I’m not a member anymore,” I said with a sniff. Julie sighed.

Just a few weeks ago Julie had resigned her membership from the Society of the Golden Rose, an upscale lesbian BDSM organization in Houston, Texas. The Society was very exclusive. It was by invite only, and you pretty much had to know someone already in it. The dominatrixes were all rich, and each one had their very own submissive. Julie had been one of those dominatrixes, though admittedly the “rich” part was something of a joke. She made six figures, sure. But at that particular moment she was living in a two-bedroom 1970’s brick bungalow with a guy who worked at a home improvement store.

And that was the crux. No. Not the bungalow. The guy.

Mike the Hardware Guy was a man I’d fondled, sucked, fucked, and dated, and then in typical Breanne fashion, screwed up any chance at having a decent relationship with. Mike had accepted the fact that we would always be friends with benefits… special benefits (wink*wink) and had gone along happily crafting new and inventive ways to torment me. Which had eventually brought him together with one of the women I called “mistress.” Julie and Mike had shared a common passion: me. And after a while, they sort of started developing their own. I hadn’t minded. They are inclusive in their love, but over the Thanksgiving Holiday, Mike had finally proposed to my mistress. And the relationship was not exactly a meeting of equals. Mike had asked her to submit to him, at least a little. And Julie had agreed.

Tough to belong to an elite group of lesbian dominatrixes when you go home to kneel in front of a guy and have your mouth stuffed with his cock.

So, Julie had resigned. As her official submissive, I’d been left dangling, no longer allowed to utilize the Society Meeting Rooms, or wear the small, gold padlock on my right nipple, announcing to all who saw me naked that I was a sexual submissive belonging to the Society. In fact, I hadn’t been over to the meeting rooms, held in an industrial warehouse just south of Downtown, in almost a month.

Kylie looked over at me, then back at Julie. “Mistress, Breanne is still required to strip naked,” she said apologetically. “But you’re permitted to remain clothed.”

I rolled my eyes. “Kylie. We know the rules,” I said, shrugging out of my coat. Underneath, I wore not a stitch of clothing, and except for the boots, was bare as the day I was born. Kylie looked down at me, then whistled.

“Wow. Nice boots!” She said complimentary. I grinned.

“Christmas present from Kari,” I told her smugly. And they were nice boots. They came up to just above my knee, with a four-inch heel, and were made of patent leather. There were five buckles, but they were just decorative. The zipper in the back made removing them really, really easy, and sort of made them look like fancy stockings if you were looking at my legs from behind. And with the rest of me naked… well, they were pretty slamming. I tossed my coat over onto the coat rack and Julie followed suit, revealing a tasteful red blouse that again perfectly matched the dark blue jeans. She was thin, and her bust was rather meager, but she was disgustingly cute with dark chocolate colored hair. I gave her a smile and she gestured at Kylie and me to proceed her.

I followed Kylie.

From the rear, Kylie was a vision. Her ass was this perfect, set of cantaloupe size bubbles that were just begging to be spanked. A flash of red glass set right in between her cheeks revealed the fact that her ass was stuffed with a plug, and three or four faded red lines across the white, smooth curvature of her bum indicated that she’d taken a few harsh whip strokes a week or so earlier. Her legs were long and went down to some rather dainty ankles, which looked like the belonged in a set of bondage cuffs. She had a pixie cut, with dark brown hair, a narrow, but short face, and ranked high on both the pretty and cute meters. But besides all that, the interesting was the black leather belt. A bondage belt. This both intrigued and concerned me. Bondage belts are not that commonly used at the Society. In fact, I think we only had three or four in stock. Though I suppose more could have been bought in the month after Julie had pulled us out. Still, the only reason Kylie would be wearing one is because her dominatrix, a woman named Savannah, intended to secure her down on something, and didn’t want her moving.

And Christ… Kylie was moving! It was like she knew I was watching her ass sashay from side to side. I licked my lips, wondering if I was going to be able to taste her, when my attention got pulled forward, into the darkness of the meeting room. Or more accurately, to the single pool of light.

It was an interesting tableau. A wooden pony stood off to the side, almost concealed in the shadows, while a bondage mattress was lying flat on the floor just a few feet away. More interestingly, there were two sybians, mounted on their rolling platforms, positioned in front of a small, short table. Two skeins of rope and a handful of carbineers were lying in plain view, and there was a galvanized steel bucket off to the side.

But the queen of it all was Kylie’s mistress. She stood waiting in front of two sybians, blonde, beautiful, stern, and lovely, all rolled up into one form. She contrasted with Kylie perfectly, who was short, petite, cute, and a pixie. Today, Savannah was wearing a white blouse and black leather, skintight pants and despite the severe look, still exuded the “southern belle” aura I’d come to associate with her. I looked for panty lines beneath the black leather pants and if she were wearing them, they must have been painted on.

Julie stepped in front of both me and Kylie and I watched as Savannah greeted my mistress with one of those lovey dubby kisses on both cheeks. I was about to make a sarcastic comment about it, but then Savannah planted both lips right over Julie’s mouth and I watched as my mistress got in a heart thumping French kiss, with tongue. This went on for a full twenty or so seconds, and when the two women separated, they were both panting. Hell, there was so much eroticism in that, I almost felt superfluous.

Wow.

I looked sideways at Kylie, who was grinning. “Would you two like to get a room? I can just wait here,” I said sarcastically, smirking at the two dominatrixes.

Julie’s eyes flashed with a touch of anger, but Savannah let go of Julie and turned toward me.

“Ah, how I’ve missed you Breanne. It’s good to see you again here.”

I licked my lips, feeling a touch of nervousness. Mistress Savannah was known for having a crop fetish. I glanced around, looking for one, as an image of me getting my breasts whacked flashed through my head. I decided that maybe a slightly more contrite attitude was warranted. “I’m glad to be back, Mistress Savannah.”

She looked down pointedly at my boots. “As amazing as those are, I’d like them to be removed. Please lay down on your back.”

I glanced at Julie who nodded imperceptibly. Then I shrugged and did as asked. I lay down, lifted both legs up into the air, and watched as both Mistress Savannah and Mistress Julie looked down at me. I could see where they were looking and with a smirk on my face, I spread my legs a bit more, giving them both a nice, good, long look at my shaved slit. It was pink and perfect and undoubtedly looked like it needed a good sapping, followed by someone’s tongue dancing across my clit. I did a little upside-down dance with my legs, at least until Kylie grabbed one foot, unzipped the boot and struggled to get it off. That didn’t bother me in the slightest. I let her. And when the thigh high leather boot slid off my leg, it just revealed the stocking that went up to the same spot. White with a sexy blue stripe at the top.

“My goodness,” Savannah said approvingly. “How provocative.” She looked over at Julie. “Would you like that to remain on?”

Julie waved a hand casually, crossing her arms. “Your choice, Savannah. I don’t care.”

Mistress Savannah looked back at me with a satisfied smile. “Very well. The stockings stay on. The other boot please, Kylie.” And with that Kylie stepped over my head, giving me a look up between her legs. Her slit looked a great deal like my own, with thin, pink petals, and glistening wetness. I swallowed hard, having this sudden urge to pull her down on top of me and drive fingers and tongue as deep into her cunt as possible. As she grabbed my other foot, I wondered just how aroused she was, and when she’d cum last.

When my other boot was tugged free, I was ordered to stand up again and Julie had a bondage belt in her hand. Complete with multiple rings embedded in the dark leather, the belt matched the one already wrapped around Kylie’s middle and I looked over at the pair of sybians, already suspecting what was about to happen. Or at least, where things were headed.

Sybians are basically expensive, giant vibrators. Powerful motors are mounted inside a sort of half barrel drum, laying on its side. Under normal circumstances, a variety of different attachments are utilized, sticking straight up, so that the girl using the sybian can straddle it, either impaling herself on a phallic probe, or experience intense clitoral massage via the rubber bulges, or (if you have custom made attachments) soft yet prickly rubber spikes to torture yourself (or someone else) into a naughty, uncomfortable, and very powerful orgasm.

These things aren’t cheap either. The Society only owned three of them and two of them were behind me. Each was mounted on a carpeted wooden platform with casters, so that the mistresses could move them easily. I also couldn’t fail to notice that both sybians sported matching dildos. Ones I’d never seen before. Maybe they were new? Both phallic probes were unusually thick, ungainly large, and had a few questionable bulges that would make insertion… challenging. Probably. Or possibly just a lot of fun.

While Julie was getting the belt wrapped around my waist, Mistress Savannah moved off. I had no idea what she was doing, but when she got back, she had two pairs of bondage cuffs. I figured both sets were going on me – hands and feet – but Savannah handed one set to Julie, who put them on my wrists, while Kylie got the other pair of bondage cuffs. Julie finished buckling mine on just as Savannah finished with Kylie.

“Alright girls, please mount a sybian,” Savannah instructed.

I glanced at Kylie, a huge grin on my face. Sybians were all about orgasm. There was no way I wasn’t getting one, and that was a great thing. Kylie winked at me and we both stepped over to the half-barrel devices. I swung a leg over and then knelt, feeling the large phallus graze my petals. It only took me a few seconds to reach down, grab the thing, and then guide it into my already wet and ready pussy. Slowly, I sank down and with a groan of utter satisfaction, closed my eyes with pleasure.

I’d been right. The dildo was much thicker than a normal cock and it filled me almost completely. At ten inches, I was almost completely impaled and had I ground myself down, I might have even been able to get it to touch my cervix. I took a few experimental bounces, lifting my ass completely up off the sybian and only when I was totally straight did the sybian’s shaft come out of my slit.

Next to me Kylie was doing something similar, though she didn’t quite get the thing embedded with the same quickness I did. Kylie is younger than me. In fact, she’s the same age as Julie. And while she has the same voracious attitudes about sex that I do, her body isn’t as accustomed to the extremes like I am. She looked over at me, her face showing a bit of strain.

“It’s a little thick, isn’t it?” She asked, panting a little. I watched her chest. It was beautiful the way her breasts rose and fell, the little gold padlock dangling from her right nipple. My own boobs no longer sported gold padlocks, or hoop piercings. Instead, two silver barbells glimmered on either side of each nipple and I totally appreciated the more post look.

I shifted my hips back and forth and sank back down, groaning softly as the massive cock slipped into me again. She was right. The dildos were a little thick, as well as long. Maybe four inches? Certainly not your standard girth for most men. But then, what did Kylie expect? Everyone keeps saying that size is important…

Which it is. But so is how you use it. So, calm the fuck down…

As I got situated, (meaning fully impaled) Julie picked up four of the D Link carabineers. She turned toward me and with effective efficiency began attaching the D Links to my bondage belt. I watched her in disinterest, mostly because I was already bouncing a little, enjoying the very large cock that was stuffed into my slit. But also, because I knew what she was doing. Across from me, Savannah was putting the same hardware on Kylie. I gave her a little wave, smiling as I jiggled. Kylie was still obviously uncomfortable, having difficulty taking the full length of the dildo, and I wondered if she even realized what was coming next.

My mistress came back to me and I watched as she unraveled her skein of rope, tying one loose end onto the leather bondage belt wrapped around my waist. She pulled the rope taut, running it to the front of the platform, where a silver cleat had been mounted.

Mike the Hardware Guy tells me that I might need to explain what a cleat is. Okay. Sure. I get it. I mean, I had to call him while writing this, describe it, and then get him to tell me what it was called. A cleat is a metal hook with two ends, which sailors use to wrap rope and keep it in place. You see them on docks, on the sides of ships. That sort of thing. Mike says to tell you that he used the cleats instead of eyehooks because it means you don’t have to thread the rope. I get it. Mike is all about efficiency too.

Julie wrapped the rope around the cleat, then pulled it over to the left side of the platform, where she wrapped it around another cleat. Then she quickly pulled the rope up to my belt, and instead of tying it, or threading it through the metal loop, she just snapped it into the D Link carabineer. I swear, Julie has been hanging around Mike so much she’s starting to think mechanically.

The setup meant tying me down onto the sybian went very quickly. She went from one side to the next, until four strands of rope were attached to both the platform and my belt. And all with one rope. Impressive. I looked around and decided to test things. I pushed up with my knees with every intention of getting off the sybian and discovered that I couldn’t go up more than six inches. 

Yep. I was tied on. Fortunately, there was rubber foam under the carpet and it was very comfortable to kneel, straddling a large motorized sex saddle, with the possible exception of the massive dildo I was impaled on. And with my hands free, I could have easily unclipped one of the carabineers and freed myself in a minute or two. I even had a little wiggle room. If I wanted to really bounce, and I mean enthusiastically bounce, then I could easily do so. I just wasn’t going to be able to get off the sybian’s cock.

Across from me, Savannah was having trouble doing the tie, so Julie went over to help her. I heard Kylie gasp and looked up to see that Savannah had pushed her all the way down on the phallus, impaling her completely. There was a look on Kylie’s face that told me she wasn’t very happy with that. Still, I could see the moisture leaking out from her pussy and as Julie finished the tie, I could see poor Kylie’s hips began to thrust and she got some bounce in there. Maybe she’d adjusted.

Julie secured Kylie’s hands behind her back as Savannah walked away, and then it was my turn. I felt my mistress grab my wrists, fold them behind my back, and clip the bondage cuffs to the belt. Suddenly I was helpless, totally at the mercy of the two dominatrixes, forcing me to ride. I glanced at Kylie again. She was now bouncing eagerly, a look of surprised pleasure on her face. I rolled my eyes, thinking she should save it. God only knew what sort of torment was coming.

Savannah sat down at the short table and I need to explain that this table was more like one of those Japanese dinner tables; the kind you sit on the floor to eat at. She picked up the galvanized steel bucket, and set it closer to her, but on the other side from Kylie and myself. I heard the rattle as she set it down and I recognized the sound. Clothespins. A shitload of clothespins. I settled back on the thick, massive dildo. Fuck.

Julie smiled at me and then kissed me solidly. Her mouth moved to my ear. “I want you to try to win this please.”

I blinked. “Win what?” I asked.

“This contest. The loser has to submit to three forced orgasms and a ride on the wooden horse.”

My eyes widened. “What?” I asked in surprise. “Oh! Really?”

Julie nodded. I smiled at her with confidence. “Well, Kylie is already uncomfortable, whereas I’m very satisfied with the size and shape. I’m certain I’ll get there first.”

Julie shook her head. “No, you idiot. The goal is not to cum.”

I froze. My pussy tightened with a flurry of little squeezes. “What?”

“Don’t cum. Or at least, don’t cum before Kylie does, okay?”

I shot a glance over at Kylie, who appeared to be getting similar instructions from Savannah. “What do you mean, don’t cum?” I whispered in panic. “I’ve been bouncing on this thing for the last two minutes! And you didn’t think to tell me?”

Julie sighed. “Look, I’ll try to help, but it’s out of my hands at this point.”

I bit my lip. Three forced orgasms and a ride on the horse. Okay. I could handle the forced orgasms. I mean, I’d have the one on the sybian, then they’d probably just leave me on it to have three more, then I’d have to ride the wooden horse. That last part would hurt, and I’d be tired. I grimaced. The more I thought about it, the less it appealed. After four orgasms on the sybian, I’d be sensitive as hell. Riding the horse would be brutal. I bit my lip. But did Kylie deserve that? Could she even handle it?

I looked over at my friend. Kylie could be voracious, and admittedly she was a slut. But she was also petite, and less robust than me. I let out a sigh. First, Savannah was a good mistress. She would never subject Kylie to something she couldn’t handle. Maybe the reason Julie had whispered the instructions to me is because there were different consequences for Kylie if she came first. Sure, if Breanne, the nympho humiliation pain slut lost, then there would be three forced orgasms and a ride on the wooden horse. But for Kylie the Society submissive, there would only be say… a warm oil massage, a vibrator pressed to her clit, and two forced orgasms.

My life is so not fair.

Julie patted me on the head and then sat down on the floor, right by the table, but directly in front of me. She was only a foot away and could have literally touched me by leaning over if she needed too. Savannah joined her, positioned similarly in front of Kylie. The blonde southern belle looked over at us.

“Girls, please try, very hard, not to cum,” she said. Then she pulled a pack of cards out of the bucket of clothespins and set them on the table.

WTF?

I was about to ask if they were going to play Go Fish, when my sybian turned on. So did Kylie’s. Between my legs a distinct and quite impressive rumble started as the motor began revving up. Vibrations traveled up the length of the dildo, moving inside me with an impressive speed. Of course, the real turn on though was the fact that my clit was pressed to the rubber pad right in front of the phallus. And that pad was shaking like a fucking maraca in a mariachi band. I gasped, twitching, and my eyes snapped open. Oh shit. I wasn’t going to be able to resist this for very long at all!

Savannah shuffled the cards, then counted out twenty-six, only to slide half the deck over to Julie. Across from me, Kylie was moaning, bouncing enthusiastically on her sybian, her hips already doing the mambo. Just like mine. I let out an explosive breath as Julie shuffled her half of the deck once more, set it down in front of her, and nodded to Savannah. They both flipped a card over.

I blinked. Seriously?

Julie put down a King of Spades, while Savannah had a ten of clubs. The blonde dominatrix frowned, nodded at Julie, and while my own Mistress smirked and took both cards, Savannah reached into the bucket of clothespins, pulled one out, and then leaned over to Kylie.

The wooden peg went right on Kylie’s left nipple.

She squeaked, shaking slightly as the clothespin bit down and I muttered a worried “oh shit,” under my breath. Savannah leaned away as Kyle trembled a bit, the peg jiggling in time with the rest of her body. My eyes flickered back to the table where the two mistresses had pulled their next set of cards.

Julie had a six of hearts, Savannah a nine of clubs. Now it was my turn.

Julie grabbed a clothespin from the bucket and quickly attached it to my right nipple, over the barbell. It bit down tightly, the spring-loaded peg pinching the sensitive and tender tip of my breast. I groaned. Still, I’m used to clothespins and instead of just hurting, it intensified the sexual force of the sybian. My pussy clamped down on the huge and ungainly cock I was impaled upon, and I felt a shudder go up through my loins. Then Savannah won the next round as well, an eight of diamonds beating Julie’s seven of clubs.

That clothespin went on my left nipple.

Julie won the fourth round and Kylie matched me a moment later. Our bodies, already trembling from the violence of the sybian, handled the wooden clamps with predictable effect. The clothespins wiggled on our tits like leaves in a windstorm. Savannah got the fifth set with a ten of diamonds against a seven of hearts and the next clothespin that went on my body was set on my right breast, pinching a bit of skin just to the left of my nipple.

And the game continued.

Julie won the next hand. King against Queen, so that a third clothespin got hung on Kylie’s bosom. She let out a tiny cry that was clearly a mix of pain and pleasure. Julie won the next one too. A queen of diamonds against Savannah’s three of clubs. A fourth clothespin went onto Kylie’s tits. The cards went out again and Savannah got a worried look on her face. Julie’s nine of spades beat her three of hearts and that meant a fifth clothespin had to go on Kylie’s chest.

I watched as Savannah got another peg and pinched a bit of Kylie’s under boob. A flash of discomfort crossed Kylie’s face and I could sympathize. At least a little. It’s one thing to have a clothespin on your nipple, another to be sporting them all over your bosom.

Julie won again and had Savannah not shuffled the deck right there in front of me, I would have suspected something nefarious. But this was just bad luck. Savannah leaned over and put another clothespin on Kylie. Now she had six on her breasts, wiggling up and down as she shook on the sybian, while I just had the three.

My own breast throbbed of course. I sported clothespins on each nipple and then a third just dangling off to the side. And my pussy was locked rigidly around the vibrating phallus. I was pulsing too, and not just at the tips of my breast. My sex was clenching around the synthetic cock with passion and I knew that I was only going to be able to resist cumming for a few more minutes. It was just too much to deal with otherwise.

Then both Savannah and Julie pulled out nines. One hearts, the other diamonds. The women froze, stared at each other for just a moment, and then did the typical thing you do when playing war. Two cards down on each side, followed by another war. Julie lost. Savannah crowed, reached over to Kylie, and removed all six of the clothespins and handed them over to Julie.

Oh. Oh shit.

Julie then spent the next minute putting all six of the clothespins that had been hanging off Kylie’s breasts on mine. I squealed, flinching, but the ropes held me in place as my mistress stuck the wooden pegs wherever she could get a grip. My tits burned as bits and pieces were pinched and a lopsided spiral appeared sticking out from my chest. I let out desperate cry as the pain seared down through me, right to my pussy, and I trembled with nine pegs dancing and hanging off my bosom.

To my right, Kylie panted, eyes slightly unfocused, but clearly in less distress.

The next two cards were pitiful: a two of hearts from Julie, against a three of spades from Savannah. Regardless, it meant another clothespin and Julie wasted no time in attaching it to my breast. Savannah won the next round too, leaving me to cope with eleven pegs jiggling from my upper half. Then Julie finally won again, and Kylie got to cope with the crushing bite of a clothespin on her left nipple once more. Julie won the next round too and I watched, panting and shaking with both pleasure and pain as the tips of Kylie’s breasts got pinched again.

Savannah won with a queen of spades against a ten of spades and Julie put the twelfth clothespin on my breasts. I began wondering what would happen if there was another match. I trembled, trying to hold off, trying not to cum. The cards flew.

Kylie got a third clothespin, then I got my thirteenth. Julie ran out of space to put them on my tits and set it on my side, down near my belly button. Julie won the next hand, so Kylie got another clothespin, her fourth, while Savannah won not just one, but two additional hands, leaving me looking something like a porcupine, strapped to a buzz saw.

I whimpered. That many clothespins hurt.

A fifth peg went onto Kylie’s chest, but the next went onto my body. Julie won the last round and I watched as a sixth clothespin got hung on Kylie. Me? I had seventeen of the damn things wiggling and jerking all over my fucking body.

Both mistresses turned their cards over, shuffled them, and started playing again. Oh. My. Fucking. God.

And the very first match? You guessed it. War. Double Kings.

I stared as the King of Clubs faced off against the King of Spades. Julie looked hard at Savannah and then placed two more cards, face down, behind the King. I panted, biting my lip. My luck couldn’t be that bad, could it? Then both dominatrixes flipped their last cards and Savannah whooped in triumph! Julie had laid a five of hearts, while Savannah had a ten of the same suit.

Well. Fuck me.

Once more Savannah reached over to her submissive and began removing clothespins. Julie had a panicked look on her face as Savannah handed her the five pegs, freshly taken off Kylie’s heaving chest. Julie started another line up my rib cage and I wailed, the pain now quite expansive, my nipples numb and throbbing with hurt, my pussy on the verge of quivering into orgasm.

Julie gave me a hopeful, but despairing look, but then turned back to the cards. Savannah won the next round too and another clothespin got added to my body. I watched, trembling even more now as Savannah won again, and then again, and again. Each win brought an increase to my agony and finally Julie looked down at me with pity, not to mention a sort of sad surrender.

“Lean back, Bre.”

There wasn’t much play in the ropes holding me down, but I did, my mind still swirling around in a tornado of sensation. It lifted my clitoris away from the front vibrating pad, just a little bit. But had I known what Julie intended, I probably wouldn’t have done it. The clothespin in her hand bit down on my clitoris. I shrieked and almost klunked her head with my own. I mashed my pussy back down, with my clit mashed and twisted in the pincer, and the vibrations burned through me. I gasped, eyes wide, and I shook my head at Julie. She’d pushed me over the edge! She’d literally fucked me! I was going to cum!

I gritted my teeth as the pressure inside me suddenly skyrocketed. My toes curled inside my stockings and I let out a cry that echoed through the building. My pussy clenched hard around the vibrating, moving dildo and my fingers tightened into fists. I pulled against the rope, bouncing so frantically that some of the clothespins that had been clinging to my ribs went flying. I threw my head back and shouted as the orgasm blasted through me, hard and burning, searing its way through my pussy, my breasts, and into my brain with enough force to leave me stunned.

I let out a soft, shuddering gasp, then the energy was gone. I slumped forward, only the ropes holding me upright. I felt… good. Great even. I sucked in a few ragged breaths, all sorts of sweet chemicals flowing through my head. Orgasm. The body’s best and most natural form of high.

“Wow,” Savannah said, just a little taken back. She hurriedly cleaned up the cards and put them away as Julie turned off the sybian between my legs. Then she turned off the one under Kylie. Kylie let out a frantic whimper.

“Please! No! I’m so close!” She begged. But clearly “winning” also meant losing. Savannah stood up and went over to Kylie, untying her from the sybian. She pulled her submissive loose and then set her on the ground. Kylie curled up into a fetal position, twitching, except her hands were still bound behind her back, which was probably a good thing, since her pussy was bright red, clearly over-stimulated, and she would have undoubtedly tried to masturbate to release.

I settled myself back down on the now unmoving cock, fully expecting to be held in place. But then Savannah came over to me and began unclipping the ropes from my bondage belt. In seconds I was free and I looked up at her tiredly, and just a little confused.

“Stand up, Breanne.”

I looked over at Julie. Much to my surprise, Julie had walked over to the bondage mattress. And she was undressing. As I lifted, I had to groan as the massive dildo finally came free of my pussy, but I still watched as more and more skin was laid bare. Julie’s jeans came down last and finally she kicked off her socks, standing there just as naked and vulnerable as myself.

Savannah took my arm and I hauled myself to my feet. The clothespins all over my body jiggled, sending shards of pain up my spine. Then Kylie’s mistress walked me over to the wooden pony. Each step hurt and I stared at the wooden frame with trepidation.

It was one of Mike the Hardware Guy’s constructions and I was intimately familiar with it. First of all, it was adjustable in height, and by some happy circumstance, was already set to my inseam, just tall enough that I knew I’d have to stand on tiptoe to prevent a rather pointed, yet slightly dulled edge, from pushing up into my sex. The wood was oak, very hard, and had been polished repeatedly. Of course, the saddle was stained much darker, the result of hundreds of rides, from over a dozen different girls, all who had smeared their personal juices across the edge. And some of those girls had rose the pony for extended periods, letting those same juices soak into the wood, deepening that luster.

A bunch of it was mine.

I swung a leg over and was shocked at how easily I slid forward, the wooden ridge slipping between my folds as if it were meant to be there. I grimaced a bit as I danced, my calves taut, my toes white from the pressure. I moved to the very center, staying on tiptoe, keeping myself suspended above the pony’s dangerous spine. Then Mistress Savannah clipped the front chain to my belt, and the back chain to my wrists, which were still bound behind my back, and I was now held in place, unable to move in any direction but up and down.

In other words. I was going to suffer. But what I didn’t understand, was the three forced orgasms. Was I going to get vibrated between rides or something?

Savannah turned away, took one look at my naked mistress, and grinned. “Lay down, Julie. Spread yourself.”

And with sudden insight, I realized what was happening. I wasn’t going to endure three forced orgasms. Julie was. Her lithe and narrow body went down on the bondage mattress and Savannah quickly wrapped the straps around Julie’s wrists and ankles. She even pushed Julie’s thighs apart and add the second set of straps. Julie’s pussy was shaved, just like mine, but there was a thin line of hair above it. Her petals were wet and her tiny clit looked incredibly tasty. And just like that Julie Uterro, dominatrix and mistress, was nothing but a fuckslut, laid out like a buffet.

And I wasn’t even invited to partake.

That’s when I realized, in horror, that Julie was my timer.

Savannah went to Kylie and released her wrists. Enough time had passed that she had managed to recover a semblance of control and she sat up, looking at Savannah with a hunger that managed to convey exactly her emotional and physical state. Mistress Savannah kissed her deeply, then pulled her to her feet. Kylie was still clearly not recovered from having the massive cock buried in her twat and she waddled along behind Savannah as they went over to the bondage mattress. Then Savannah positioned Kylie above Julie’s head, and ordered her submissive to kneel.

My calf began twitching.

Julie’s head tilted and her tongue came out. Kylie, suddenly realizing she was going to get relief, lowered herself even more. I watched from my perch, my toes aching, the clothespins still all wiggling painfully as my body trembled in strain, as my own mistress pleasured my fellow submissive. Kylie gasped, eyes closing, her hands coming up to her own clothespin free breasts, lightly rubbing her nipples and I felt a surge of irrational jealousy. Had Julie won, would it have been Savannah laying there naked, bound open to the mattress, with me grinding my sodden swamp of a cunt across her face?

I felt a shard of pain go up my leg and I began shifting my weight from left to right, rather than spreading it across both legs. My calves had begun to burn as well, and my toes were tingling. I knew what was happening. With each passing second I was straining my body more and more. My legs would eventually hurt so much that I would have no option. I’d drop down, resting my weight on the wooden ridge. I whimpered, which caused the clothespins covering my front to jerk again and I clenched my teeth as fresh pain surged through my body.

But even as I suffered, Julie licked and nibbled on Kylie, and Savannah moved with deliberate intention as well. First, Savannah undressed, leaving her soft dress behind. She wore a leather bikini beneath, and the bottoms were fitted with some sort of strap system. I watched as she produced a rather impressive looking strap on cock and twisted it.

It began humming. Loudly

Then she attached it to the front of her harness and I saw her gasp. Vibrations work both ways, bitch. Then Savannah knelt down between my mistress’ legs and with agonizing slowness, drove the twelve-inch-long vibrating dong into Julie’s pussy. Julie gasped and even covered with Kylie’s slit, I could hear her responding to the violent and brutal thrusts. Julie’s hips jerked upward and I felt another surge of desperate jealousy as Julie go the fucking I wanted. I bit my lip, my right leg starting to cramp and suddenly my let began shaking involuntarily. I wavered, holding myself up with sheer will, only to let out a half-choked sob as my leg gave out and down I went.

Kylie cried out, her back arching as she began pinching the tips of her breasts and it was obvious that Julie had driven her into the elusive orgasm she’d been denied on the sybian. Kylie shuddered, a low-pitched wail escaping her lips, but then she pitched forward, grinding her sex on Julie’s face in a frantic fuck that looked incredible. Her toes curled and Savannah reached out, while still furiously fucking Julie’s cunt, bracing both as they rose my mistress solidly.

I, however, was not so lucky. The wooden edge of the pony drove into my sex with just the weight of my body as my leg collapsed. It spread my petals, driving a wedge up into my groin and as I went flat-footed, pain exploded between my legs, my pussy unable to cope with the sharpened edge. I rocked backward, but that only managed to change the fulcrum of where my weight rested. My perineum couldn’t take it and I rocked even further backward, until the edge dug into my butt crack. Regardless, it hurt and I managed a half-choked cry as my toes pointed and I pushed myself upward, relieving the pressure between my legs. I danced again, struggling to find the right position where it wouldn’t hurt, the clothespins wobbling up and down, like shards of glass cutting into my skin.

Across from me the pounding continued and as Kylie face flushed and she got up off Julie, I could see that Savannah’s fucking was having exactly the expected effect on Julie. My mistress was clearly lost in rapture, whimpering and moaning at the vibrations between her spread thighs. Kylie, eyes unfocused, just sort of collapsed next to Julie, one hand lazily tracing circles around Julie’s nipple. I watched, my lips pressed together hard, until Julie gritted her teeth. Her toes curled and she thrust her hips up against Savannah, groaning.

“Oh God! Yes! I’m cumming!” Julie sang out.

I stood, my hips pumping as my body throbbed, my legs hurting almost as much as the clothespins on my breasts. I kept feeling the edge grazing my labia as I swayed above the pony, the chains holding me onto it taut. I tried everything. I swayed. I stepped. I bounced, only to realize that nothing relieved the growing strain in my calves, and that almost everything I did only made the clothespins hurt more. I felt tears begin to pool in my eyes and I blinked them, a choked sob escaping from my throat as Savannah pulled her strap on out of my mistress, and picked up a small, point vibrator, and held it against Julie’s clit.

I knew that Julie was almost as multi-orgasmic as I am, but I also knew she was only a quarter the masochist. She could get overly sensitive, and while I would have been cumming in short order, the intense, straight forward vibrations being applied directly to her clitoris were undoubtedly felt like getting fucked with a sandpaper dildo. I watched as her expression of bliss and satisfaction changed, a grimace expressing her discomfort as her hips began moving left and right. I knew the dance. I was doing it myself, trying to escape the hurt between my legs. But even as Savannah anticipated Julie’s movements, holding the vibrator to her tender nub, my own strength failed again and down I went. A full one hundred and seventeen pounds of nympho humiliation pain slut rested on a thin, narrow edge less than two millimeters wide.

And damn, did it hurt.

When riding a wooden pony, you basically have only one option to avoid the torment. You must bounce up and down depending on how strong your legs are. You point your toes, desperate to keep your weight off the edge, and do this little dance as your calves begin to ache, then burn, then cramp. Your toes, bent at an extreme angle begin to go numb and tingle as your calves, braced against your weight, tire. Eventually, the pain in your legs is too great and you give in, lowering yourself to sit on the sharp edge that bites up into your sex. If you’re unlucky, your clit gets pinched, agony shoots up through your groin, and you endure it for as long as you can, usually just under ten or so seconds, and then you go back to standing on tip toe.

Under normal circumstances, I could have managed to keep my delicate pussy off the edge for six or seven minutes before needing to rest my legs. Round two might have only lasted five or four. And as I tired, the shot clock would have slowly wound down until somewhere around the thirty- or forty-minute mark, I’d have been grinding my sex mercilessly down on the edge, my legs hurting more than my pinched clit. But that was without over two dozen clothespins stuck all over my breasts and tummy, each twisting a little fold of flesh. Imagine getting pinched, not once, but dozens of times, and none of those gripping fingers letting go. Worse, imagine those points jiggling as you go up and down, trying to avoid tiring out your legs, or bruising your labia and clitoris.

On the bondage mattress, Julie was shuddering and crooning loudly, and Savannah was giving her absolutely no respite. The point vibrator buzzed against Julie’s clit and Savannah had managed to slide her vibrating cock back into my mistress, though there was no longer any mad pumping. Kylie had also recovered and was now hunched over Julie’s meager bosom, sucking and teasing the small, hard bump of Julie’s right nipple. All in all, I thought it a very nice little play, put on for my benefits.

If only my seat had been more comfortable.

Over the next ten minutes I watched as Julie was sent spinning toward a second orgasm. It was forced, mostly via over-stimulation, and the agonized cry that came from Julie’s throat bespoke all sorts of extreme sensations that I would have gladly exchanged places for. Over on my side of the room, I was trembling in agony. It wasn’t that one thing hurt abominably, more than anything else. It was that I was suffering from a plethora of minor hurts, any one of which I might have been able to tolerate if it had been a solitary torment. Instead I had two dozen, biting at me. And never mind that my legs were aching horribly, and that I was now actively riding the wooden pony, the tell-tale movement of a woman going up and down, trying to relieve the pain in her legs in exchange for pain between them. And through it all my nipples burned and throbbed.

As Julie reached her climax, I was hitting a point myself. Forget arousal. I was hurting. I snapped my body left and right while the wooden edge of the pony was jammed hard up against my sex. Then I shook myself so hard that at least a third of the clothespins snapped off.

My vision went red for a second and then pain shot through my torso. I glanced down, toes prickling, my calves feeling as if someone was slowly ripping the muscles out from my heel up to my knees. But then the pain lessened. Not in my legs, but across my tummy and I looked down, only then realizing that I’d literally shaken myself free of some of the pins.

Yeah baby. Do it again.

Excitement and energy rushed through me at the thought of lessening the number of pegs biting on me, so while Julie was whimpering, still bound to the bondage mattress, Savannah still fucking her hard with the strap on, I began systematically shaking my breasts and body. It wasn’t easy. And it hurt. I felt a tear spring up and slide down my cheek. But after a minute or two I was panting hard, and only four or five stubborn clothespins remained clinging to my breasts. All the rest, all the ones on my belly and sides, had fallen off.

Julie jerked. “Savannah! Please! I’m too sensitive!” I heard my mistress cry out.

Savannah sighed and pulled the strap on out of Julie’s pussy and turned off the vibration function. Then she slid it back in. Julie groaned as Savannah shook her head. “You expect Breanne to take this day in and day out,” she chided. Julie looked up at her, breathless.

“I’m not Breanne,” she groaned.

My legs opted to give out again, so I couldn’t comment. Instead I let out my own cry as the wooden edge bit back hard into my groin. I rocked forward, desperate to relieve the pressure, only to catch my clit perfectly, crushing it tightly between wood and my pelvis. I rocked back until it felt like the pony was going to cleave my ass into two parts, digging its way up my butt. I rolled forward again, overcompensating and giving my clit another hard crush. All that spurred me to lift again and I felt the burn in my legs as I trembled again.

“Julie, you have to cum again if you want Breanne off the pony,” Savannah said sternly. I knew this was a crock. All I had to do was declare a medical out and they’d have me off in about three seconds. Or if worse came to worse I could knock myself, and the pony, over. Sure, I’d fall hard, and possibly hurt myself, but at least that crow begotten edge wouldn’t be jammed hard up into my cunt.

Julie lifted her head. I could see a sheen of perspiration on her brown. She was panting. “Alright. Do it. Hard. Just… do it.”

Savannah hesitated. “Full power?” She asked incredulously. Julie nodded, then glanced at Kyle.

“And I want to lick Kylie again,” Julie suddenly said.

Kylie’s eyes widened and she shrank back slightly. “I’m sore!”

Julie looked over at me. I was bouncing. Like on a trampoline. Up and down, jamming the edge into my pussy, then lifting up, then doing it again. Over and over.

“Not as much as Breanne is,” Julie hissed. Savannah gave Kylie a look.

“Kylie, straddle her face. Do not lift up until you’ve cum.”

My friend gave her mistress an astonished look. “But Mistress!”

Savannah snapped her finger. “Unless you are taking a medical out, I expect you to be fucking Julie’s face in the next three seconds.”

Kylie gulped, then looked away. A moment later she swung her head over Julie and lowered herself down.

I let out a sob. My nipples hurt so much that I was pretty sure that the loss of circulation was going to cause permanent damage. The other clothespins still clinging to my boobs ached abominably and my poor pussy felt like someone had taken a baseball bat to it, then forced me to sit astride a fence rail. Repeatedly. I couldn’t keep myself off the edge either, not now. I didn’t know how long I’d been riding, but it had to be over thirty minutes. My breathing came in ragged sobs and I was having uncontrollable spasms, with strange parts of my body suddenly having tremors.

Kylie let out a low moan and I watched as Savannah turned the vibrator back on. The thick rubber strap-on cock slid back into Julie and my mistress stiffened noticeably. Kylie’s pretty hips rolled around in circles, then began pumping and I watched in agonized jealousy as the three of them pounded and swayed and moaned, each in different forms of pleasure.

Me? I was about at the end of my rope.

I couldn’t maintain either position for very long, a few seconds at most now. I’d raise up on tiptoe and sparkling shards would cross the ball of my feet, then shoot across my arches, and then flare as my calf muscles tightened. My thighs would quiver as I lifted myself off the hard wooden edge and my pussy would protest; not because it was hurting, but because the very act of releasing the pressure on it hurt, in and of itself. My nipples throbbed with an angry pulse that beat in time with my heart, and my breasts just hurt in general, the other clothespins still clinging with knife like pinches to my skin. I would hold the position, trying to breathe steadily through my nose, ignoring the streaks of wetness on my cheeks, or on my thighs, or the burn in my legs, or the pressured agony of my pussy. Then I would feel the tremble. It always started in the calves, then spread downward to my feet. There would come a sharp pain, a cramp, and then my leg would give out. I’d drop back down, unable to hold myself up any longer. The clothespins would jerk wildly as I’d mash my pussy hard against the wooden edge of the pony and I would rock, fucking the pointed spine with my slick cunt, sliding back and forth, struggling to find a seat while my legs and feet rested. Finally, the pain of my weight would be too much and I would let out a chocked sob, push downward, and raise up, toes pointed.

And then, then my mistress shuddered. She cried out. Her toes pointed and Savannah gasped in triumph. Kylie squirmed, twisting around on Julie’s face, to see Savannah give several hard, final thrusts, only to pull out and begin rubbing Julie’s clit frantically with her hand. Julie’s hips thrust upward, against Savannah, and I watched as a series of spasms rocked my mistress. Then there was a splatter, a burst of fluids and Savannah cooed, petting the wet pussy in front of her.

“Mistress!” I cried out.

Savannah looked up and in a flash she stood, practically running over to me. Her fingers freed the chains on my belt and with both arms she dragged me off the wooden pony. I couldn’t stand and Mistress Savanah held all my weight. She lowered me to the floor carefully. I curled up and only clenched my teeth as she removed the last clothespins from my breasts.

Ouch.

“Bre,” said Savannah. “You are, as ever, amazing.” She stroked my head as I just lay there, too tired to move, and too damaged to feel aroused. There were marks on my breasts and even my belly, deep red ones from where the clothespins had clung for so long.

Savannah held me, but between her arms I could see my own mistress. Julie was still bound spread-eagled to the bondage mattress. And Kylie was still riding her, rubbing her pussy up and down Julie’s face. I let out a soft whine, which is when Savannah turned my face, so that she could look me in the eye.

“Breanne, next weekend, on Saturday evening, the Society is getting together for our monthly meeting. I talked it over with several of the other mistresses, as well as Isobel, and we want to extend to you an invitation.”

I blinked. My brain still wasn’t quite working. “Wha…?” I slurred.

Savannah nodded. “You were missed. We want you to come to the meeting.”

It took a few seconds for that to percolate through the layers of mental mush that my brain had become. I realized what she was telling me. “You want me back?”

Mistress Savannah sighed. “Personally, I would love for you to be a part of the Society again, with all the rights and benefits.”

I didn’t snort, but only because I was exhausted. The right to be tortured at a moment’s notice… God, my pussy hurt!

“But no, not as a member.” She paused dramatically. “As art.”

I blinked again. My brain was starting to wake up and I twisted slightly, almost sitting up. “As art?”

Savannah nodded. “If you accept the invitation, if you show up, you need to know that you aren’t here as a submissive. You won’t get to join in on the greetings, or the swap. The moment you get here you’ll be tightly bound, uncomfortably, with your pussy open and accessible, so that any mistress can use and torment you.”

I glanced back over at Julie. There was no way she was hearing this. Did she know? Was this why we were here? I gulped and looked back at Mistress Savannah.

“Any mistress?” I managed to croak.

Savannah nodded. “Any of them. Including Lucille, and Bre… I’ll be honest, she was the one bitching about your absence the most.” She ran a hand across my abdomen and to my shock, slid her fingers down between my legs. I gasped, stiffening, but Savannah was gentle, and she slipped a single digit up into me. My eyes widened in shock, because I was wet. I was soaked. I was… oh my God…

Aroused.

I let out a pained whimper as her knuckle pressed against my labia, but the hurt was twisted, and this time it felt good. Savannah nodded, her finger moving inside me. “Breanne, she wants to hurt you, but in a good way. Your way.”

My hips swiveled and I might have spread my legs a little more. My pussy twitched around Savannah’s digit and I whimpered.

“Will I… will I get to cum?”

Savannah blinked. “Cum? Well, I can’t guarantee it,” she said, just a little surprised. “I mean it will depend on what mistress is using you. And you know Lucille. She will want to keep you right on the edge for the entire time. In fact, most of the mistresses lean more toward denial torments. Kari was the oddball, and Julie.” But then her face softened. She gave me a smile. “If it were me, I’d allow it.” Suddenly she pushed a second finger into me, spreading my petals and I groaned loudly. Savannah’s voice went down to a whisper. “I’d force you to orgasm. To cum.”

My voice was soft and yielding. “I want to cum,” I said. I stared at her with intensity, but I also twisted beneath her, ignoring the pain in my legs, and the bruising against my pussy. I reached down and grabbed her wrist, pushing her fingers even deeper, and harder, into my sex.

Savannah’s eyes widened and I could tell she was astonished. “Now? Or at the meeting?” Savannah asked, unbelieving. But her fingers still curled inside me as my hips thrust up at her.

“Both,” I moaned. I let go of her wrist and instead grabbed the strap-on cock, still jutting out from between her legs, and I pulled on it hard. She almost lost her balance and had to move a knee. Savannah gasped and suddenly she was where I wanted her. Right between my legs. I found the base of the strap-on and twisted the little speed control to maximum. It spun up, just like it had for my mistress, and I spread myself open.

“Bre! Wait! You aren’t ready! I shouldn’t…”

I pulled her to me. The thick, vibrating, rubber cock slid into me deep, a single thrust of light and dark and cold and hot and hard and soft. Did it hurt? Oh yes. It did. But it felt amazing too and I cried out, my back arching as I gripped Savannah tight. She fell on top of me, her breasts against mine, our bodies thrusting and pumping, hurting and loving. I wrapped my legs around her, my stockinged feet up in the air, keeping her thrusting loins against mine.

I cried out. And as I did I looked back across the room, toward the bondage mattress. Kylie had turned around and was in a sixty-nine position with Julie. Both were licking and sucking and squirming and from the way Julie’s toes were wiggling, I knew she was close to a fourth forced orgasm. I smiled, even as the discomfort and pleasure between my own legs melded into something beautiful, decadent and powerful. My back arched and Savannah’s mouth found my nipple, biting and sucking on it. She reared up, her hands finding my breasts, pinching the sore tips. But she knew what it would do to me. How I would respond.

“Breanne,” Savannah grunted, her hips still pounding against mine. “Will you come to the meeting?” She hissed. “I want you there. We want to tie you up and torture you for hours. Come. Suffer for us. I promise we will do things to your pussy that will make tonight look easy by comparison!”

And that was all I needed. My pussy clenched tightly around the vibrating strap-on. My own toes curled. I brought one hand up to my mouth, bit a knuckle, and looked Savannah straight in the eye. I nodded and then my body rang like a bell and a surge of exquisite bliss shot through me. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head. Pure, unadulterated euphoria exploded through my veins and I nodded, gasping a single word, over and over.

“Yes.”

***

They let Julie up. Eventually. She looked a little worse for wear and her clit was swollen to the size of a freaking grape. Kylie had brought her to not one, but two additional orgasms, though it had taken another hour. I’d spent that time recuperating, so by the time Savannah had her orgasm, Kylie had been given a third, and Julie her fifth, I was cleaned up, standing, and relatively ambulatory.

Don’t get me wrong. It was going to be a few days before I was healed. There was a tenderness in my groin that I knew would form some rather impressive bruises and my labia were swollen. My clit had managed to avoid any damage though, which I found miraculous. What I needed now was a massage. While Julie was getting freed, I found my phone and booked them. I walked over to her as she sat up on the mattress.

“We’ve got appointments at the massage parlor,” I told her. She looked up at me gratefully.

“You are incredible,” she said. I smiled and held out a hand. She took it and I pulled her up.

“Are you okay?” I asked.

Julie shrugged. “More or less. Are you?” She cupped my bare sex so lightly I almost couldn’t tell she was holding me.

“Bruised a little. I’m going to be sore, but it was worth it.”

She nodded. Savannah had moved off with Kylie and Julie’s eyes tracked the pair. Then she reached up and cupped my cheek.

“You said yes. Didn’t you?” She asked softly.

My eyes widened and my face flushed crimson. “You knew?” I asked.

She chuckled. “Isobel called me and asked if it would be okay to invite you.” She ran her hand down my chest, her fingers finding my breast, checking the tiny red marks that had almost completely faded. “You know what they’ll do to you. Right?”

I nodded. “Julie. It’s okay,” I whispered. “I’m a…”

“Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” she said for me. “You have always been. And you always are. It’s you.” She said it in wonder. And for a moment, we held each other. Then she straightened. A sparkling light reappeared in her eye. “Come on,” she said, energized. “Let’s go get that massage!” And she took my hand. I hesitated just a moment.

“Mistress Savannah!” I called out. The blonde southern bell looked up. She was in the middle of buckling Kylie into one of the restraint benches, the poor waif’s legs spread wide, her sweet pussy wet and beckoning.

“Breanne?” Savannah said, her mouth wet.

“I’ll see you Saturday evening,” I replied, my mouth curling into a smile. Savannah’s eyes snapped to Julie, who nodded. Then she too smiled.

“Saturday evening then.” Savannah turned back to her submissive and I saw Kylie’s feet twitch and heard a gasp. I hummed as I followed along behind Julie. Things change. But some things… some things stay the same.

My name is Breanne Erickson. I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut. And evidently… I always will be.
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If you are passionate to know more about Breanne Erickson, feel free to visit the Breanneapedia, a wiki dedicated to Breanne and her amazing writings! Just visit: www.michaelalexanderstories.com and click on the “Breanneapedia!”
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