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   Foreword By Breanne Erickson
 
    
 
    
 
                 This is the first time I’ve ever had to write a foreword for my own book, but I guess it’s not a bad thing. If you’re reading this book for the first time, you should know that it’s a second edition.  When the book first was published, it was chock full of errors and other issues that made it rough around the edges.  I’ve reached a measure of popularity now and since the number of volumes of “Tales of a NHPS” I’ve sold keeps increasing, I thought I ought to go back and make sure that the first volume was at least decent enough to keep people cumming back for more. Not only that, but we discovered there were at least two missing assignments that made it to the blog, but not to the original novel.  So yes, we’ve made it LONGER.
 
   And yes, I meant to make that pun.
 
                 Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is a journal of sorts, or more appropriately, a journey.  I was asked to blog regularly by my friend and mentor, Michael Alexander, and while the initial “posts” are short and sweet and almost mechanical, they quickly grew into something more dramatic and more sexual.
 
                 I won’t lie to you.  This book isn’t going to be remembered next to works like Moby Dick or Harry Potter.  It’s confessional erotica of the most honest sort.  It’s funny, it’s charming, it’s embarrassing, and it’s sexy.  If you aren’t turned on while reading this, then I’ve done something wrong.  And that’s the simple truth.  But I also hope that you are laughing, dreaming, and caring.  That’s important.  Me? I’m a real person, and so are the people I write about.
 
                 I’ve grown a lot as an author over the last three years and reading back over these first postings, I cringe at some of the silly mistakes I made. Michael and I have attempted to clean things up without totally rewriting Volume 1, but sometimes it just had to be done.  
 
                 So if you’re new friend, I hope you enjoy Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Volume 1 (and the subsequent volumes!)  And if you’re an old friend, I hope coming home is like finding me in a café, wearing a short skirt, halter top, and high heels, with the control to my vibroballs sitting on the tabletop, waiting for your touch.
 
   Bon Appetite!
 
    
 
   Breanne
 
    
 
    
 
   A Beginning
 
    
 
   Hi.  My name is Breanne, and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I know… what an introduction right?  Hell, I even have business cards that say that!  It gives my name and title and even my email address.  You can’t imagine how many emails I get.  I guess it pays to be popular, right?  
 
   So I guess the first thing I should do is thank you for reading “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut: Volume 1.”  Is there a “Volume 2” you ask?  Absolutely.  And a bunch of others.  I’d have put it all together, but to be honest, the book would rival War and Peace, though I admit it would probably be a much more entertaining read.  But as cool as that would be, an encyclopedia of my sexual depravities may not be the best thing in the world.
 
   So how did this adventure start?   Well, I had sort of been out of the scene for a few years – personal reasons – when my old friend, Michael Alexander wrote to me and begged for me to come back.  A rather famous BDSM erotica author, Michael was starting his own website and BDSM Blog and wanted me to provide… um… a daily sexual post to provide fresh content and a reason for people to visit the blog.  “Just a couple of paragraphs, Bre” were what he said.  Little did I know that it was going to turn into a practically life consuming adventure!
 
   “Tales of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut: Volume 1” starts on that fateful January 14th, 2010.  It’s sort of a journal, but it’s also a story.  My story… 
 
    
 
   Thursday, January 14, 2010
 
    
 
   Every weekday I will be posting my daily assignment, a series of tasks set for me by friends, fans, and Michael Alexander.  Each task will be explained at the beginning of the post, followed by a synopsis of the previous day’s task!
 
    
 
   Today’s task: Today is ben wa ball day!  Put the ben wa balls inside yourself and keep them there for a full nine hours.  You can take two five minute breaks.  No masturbation!
 
    
 
    
 
   Ben Wa Balls
 
    
 
   Friday, January 15, 2010
 
    
 
   Yesterday’s Results: Today is ben wa ball day!  Put the ben wa balls inside yourself and keep them there for a full nine hours.  You can take two five minute breaks.  No masturbation!
 
    
 
   It’s been a while since I’ve had to deal with the constant attention of a sex toy, especially for as long as I had to deal with these.  I’ve always liked the ben wa balls.  They’re sexy, elegant, and totally cool.  Not only that, but they’re relatively low key, which means you can wear them to work or school and not worry about hordes of people looking at you funny, which can happen if you’ve got a vibrator buried inside you.  I know that from experience!                
 
   Anyway, a little foreplay masturbation got me in the mood for the two little golf ball sized spheres and I slipped them in and got my clothing readjusted.  Then it was back outside to get my work done.  Needless to say it was very VERY distracting.  Those little spheres kept me sexually excited the entire day, constantly leaking, desperately wanting.  Half way through I would have gladly fucked anything that asked!
 
   At the end I was so horny I broke out my big vibrator, laid down naked on the bed, removed my day’s little tormentors, and replaced them with something large, firm, and with a heck of a lot more juice!  I think I beat the world speed record for fastest masturbation session.  MMMMMMM…it was awesome!
 
    
 
    
 
   Special Weekend Assignment
 
   “How To Strip”
 
    
 
   Sunday January 17th, 2010
 
    
 
   Special Assignment assigned by Mistress Ellen.   Breanne, you will dress conservatively and drive out to the freeway.  Pull over and stop the vehicle.  Get out of the car and move to the very front of the vehicle.  You will then remove your clothes, folding each article of clothing neatly, and place the removed item on the hood of your vehicle.  You may remove your clothing in any order you desire.  Once you are naked, put on your denim duster, return to the driver’s seat, and get in.  You will not close your duster.  You will drive below the speed limit, in the far right hand lane.  Once you’ve passed 610, you will stop somewhere, masturbate in the car, turn around, and proceed toward home, again below the speed limit, in the right hand lane, with your duster open. 
 
    
 
   I suppose the smart thing would be for me to start at the beginning, rather than the ending, but I’m not sure I can.  It’s late in the afternoon, just before dinner and I am sitting in my bedroom in nothing but my denim duster.  It is pulled up, scrunched up so that my bare bottom is touching the seat.  This is just in case the vibrator inside me leaks a little.  It has been pretty busy lately.              
 
   My assignment was relatively simple: dress conservatively, stop the car, strip, put on my duster, flash truck drivers, stop somewhere, masturbate in the car, turn around, and flash truck drivers.  Mistress Ellen left so much to my own wants and will.  It made things so much harder.
 
   My very first choice was whether to take the Saturn or the pickup.  The pickup is a huge Ford F-150 that seems to tower above me.  The Saturn is a little coupe.  Mistress Ellen wasn’t specific and so I spent valuable time deciding what she would want me to take.  In the end I took the Saturn.  It would put me more on the level I need to be so that Mistress Ellen’s orders could be realized.  Of course, it also made me more visible for the most daring part of this whole assignment.
 
   I like my denim duster.  It’s heavy, thick, hangs down past my knees, and buttons all the way up the front.  I put that on over a decent skirt, my red blouse, bra and panties.  Nothing exotic, just your normal run of the mill stuff you can pick up at Target.  I can dress up, but why waste it?  For shoes I had put on my high heels.  There is nothing sexier and I like feeling that way.
 
   I got in the Saturn and immediately made my way out to the interstate.  Traffic was relatively light, especially for a Sunday afternoon.  Thank God I wasn’t doing this on Monday!  Development has really taken off though and if I was going to find a decent place to pull over and start my assignment, I needed to do it relatively quickly, before I made it too far into town.
 
   I only went a mile before I pulled over to the side of the road.  My hands were trembling as I watched car after car zip by me.  I could practically hear Mistress Ellen ordering me to get out.  I took a deep breath and opened the car door.  
 
   Freeways are noisy, windy places and the spot I had chosen wasn’t any different than most other spots.  There was a large empty field to my right, no doubt for sale to developers for the right price.  On the other side of the freeway was a large movie theater and about a mile further down the road were a couple of restaurants.  I-10 is a six lane divided highway so I wasn’t really concerned about the other side of the freeway seeing me, since I would just be a tan speck in the distance.
 
   I moved to the front of the car and suddenly had my next moment of choice.  Do I stand in the very middle of the car, or off to one side.  Mistress Ellen had only said “in front” of the car.  I decided that I needed to be in the very center.  I took off my duster.  It’s still winter time and the measly fifty degrees of sunshine we were experiencing certainly was not conducive to me removing my jacket, much less everything else.  The wind made me move quicker than I might have, despite my impending nudity.  I laid the duster on the hot hood of the car and quickly pushed my thumbs into the waistband of my skirt.  The elastic stretched and I tugged it down, cold wind from passing cars striking my thighs and bottom.  My white cotton panties were absolutely no protection.  I folded the skirt, just like I was instructed.  It then went on the hood next to the denim duster which was hopefully sucking up the heat from the engine.  My blouse came next, my skin raised in goose bumps.  As I folded it I realized that I had totally forgotten that every car driving past was seeing a girl standing in front of her car wearing nothing but a bra and panties.  When I put the shirt down I reached behind me to unclasp my bra.  This was hard and my fingers fumbled.  I heard a honk and looked up, seeing eyes glued, a car slowing down as it passed me.  Then the bra came loose and I quickly folded the cups together and put it down on top of my clothes.
 
   Bare breasted with everything showing I tugged at my panties, finally removing the very last bit.  I stood there naked, cold wind on my very wet and bald slit, knees knocking from fear and cold.  I folded my panties, ignoring the looks that I knew where directed at me as every car whizzed by.
 
   I picked up the duster and wrapped it around my body.  It radiated heat and I shivered in the sudden warmth, my body releasing some of its tension.  I scooped up my clothing and returned to the driver’s seat, not even closing the duster as I settled behind the wheel.  I cranked the heater up and closed my eyes.  I was sure that this had been the hardest part.  I reached up over my shoulder and grabbed the belt, pulling it across my still visible breasts and buckled up.
 
   Moving back into traffic I looked for the first available truck.  I stayed to the far right, driving slowly enough for anyone to get a good look at me.  I kept the duster open and I know it wasn’t just truckers who were getting to see my breasts, not to mention the top of my slit.  There were a number of vehicles that matched my speed, but I ignored the honks.  With every mile and every truck I drove along side I felt my pussy getting wetter.  I pressed my thighs together, desperate, realizing that Mistress Ellen was actually being very nice by having me bring my vibrator.  At least there would be relief.
 
   Just after passing 610 I turned around and headed back west, looking for somewhere to pull over, park, and ram my vibrator into my pussy.  I was soaked.  I felt as if a thousand people had looked at me, and from the various honks and waves I certainly had been seen by enough.  I passed Hwy 6, my body desperate for relief, my flesh crawling in humiliation.  I had just displayed myself for the entire west side of Houston.  I pulled off, finding an empty parking lot.  I know that Mistress Ellen would have preferred me in the crowded Wal-Mart Parking Lot, but I knew I couldn’t do it, even if it earned me a painful punishment.  I put my right leg over the center console, the stick shift pressing into my thigh, and slipped the vibrator into myself with a sigh.
 
   It was on high of course.  Low settings are nothing more than a minor stimulation for me.  I’ve been known to sit on vibrators for hours at a time, letting the buzzing slowly build the flames inside me.  On high however it was only seconds before I came, and then, not wanting to stop, I came again.
 
   After my second orgasm I changed the setting back down to low and contemplated the rest of the drive home.  Mistress Ellen said I didn’t need to keep the vibrator in, but I slipped the seven inch plastic toy in deep.  There were two reasons; the first being that I hoped it would mitigate some of her displeasure at the empty parking lot I masturbated in.  The second was because it felt good.  It made me feel sexy.  Admittedly, it was a stupid and dangerous thing to do though.  By the time I made it back to my own small little neighborhood my pussy was brimming with need again and I wanted to pound away at it.  I pulled up to the house, buttoned up my duster, and headed inside.  I made it too my room, sitting down at my computer in order to write everything down.
 
   And that’s why I’m sitting here, naked except for a heavy denim duster pulled and scrunched up so that my bare bottom is touching the seat. So what comes next?
 
   I think you know.  Excuse me.
 
    
 
    
 
   Screw A Banana
 
    
 
   Monday, January 18, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Get a banana and find some private time.  Screw yourself with an unpeeled banana until you cum.  After you cum, peel the banana and put it back in.  Screw yourself until you either cum a second time or the banana breaks.
 
    
 
   I’m no stranger to bananas.  They are the perfect fruit for a number of reasons.  First of all they are sweet, soft, and tasty, come in their own biodegradable package, grow quickly and are easy to transport.  There are usually five edges which conforms nicely to the hand and the fruit doesn’t need to be cut up to get in the mouth.  Bananas are pretty cool.
 
   Of course from a sexual perspective, bananas take on whole new possibilities.  First of all, bananas are usually just the right length to be pushed up into a girl’s pussy.  The peel is water and sex juice proof, and the nice edges give you something firm to grip when it’s going in and out.  For me, it was sitting on a bale of hay, legs spread, my jeans and panties around one ankle.  I started with a little oral, not that I needed it.  I was already wet. Then I slowly began pushing my banana in and out.  It took a long time to cum that way, just slow fruit sex, but I managed.  Then, as per instructions, I peeled the banana, carefully repositioned it, and pushed it back in.
 
   Fucking a peeled banana is not as easy as screwing one with its biodegradable covering on.  Bananas are soft, which means they break easily.  I think I managed about ten thrusts before the one in my hand broke off, leaving about five inches of mushy wet banana stuffed up inside me.  It took a little bit of effort to get it out, but I managed.  I held the remains of my fruity, all natural, fun little dildo and took a little nibble.  Sweet, salty, tangy and a decidedly familiar flavor.  And that took care of that.  Maybe next time I’ll add ice cream, hot fudge, and a cherry.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Oddball Objects
 
    
 
   Tuesday, January 19, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment:  Find three odd ball objects you’ve never fucked before and do them.  Can be ANYTHING!
 
    
 
   I was a little concerned about this assignment because I’m really into objects.  The list of things I’ve had sex with is long and distinguished, running the gambit from a typical garden hose to the business-end of a baseball bat.  Maybe at some point I’ll let Michael publish the full list, but needless to say, I had some problems thinking of new things to put inside me.  And before any of you guys say “I would have volunteered” remember the assignment was “odd-ball” objects.  So what might that say about you?
 
   To be honest, I put off the assignment until the very end of the day.  Oh, I kept my eyes open for stuff, but at ten o’clock in the evening I was sitting at my computer, doing a little bit of writing and wondering how I was going to complete my assignment.  And then a long time friend and dom named Stone logged into messenger.
 
   After just a little bit of mental stimulation and encouragement from “Master” Stone, I had my first item.  True, it had been circulating in my head before, but Stone firmed up the idea.  So I left my room, still dressed in tube socks, pajama bottoms, and a tee shirt and headed to the bathroom.  Once there I grabbed the extra toothbrush (the brand new clean never used one) from the medicine cabinet.  Then I headed back to my room.
 
   I shucked off my pajama bottoms and my panties before sitting back down.  I admit, I felt a little scared of what I was about to do.  I mean, really…a toothbrush?  I opened the package.  I was already wet from my writing so I didn’t really need any preparation.  The only question to answer was which end.  Dumb question, right?  I put the bristle end against my pussy, the little strands pointing upward, and pushed.  Surprisingly it went right in, no trouble, and didn’t hurt.  For a girl who has fucked the business end of a bristle hair brush you’d think I wouldn’t be so squeamish.
 
   It took me a moment to settle and let Stone know it was in and then I started pumping it a little and moving the toothbrush around.  Wow…what a difference!  I could feel the bristles against the inside of pussy, and while it wasn’t really something that could make me cum it sure heightened my sensitivity.  I was gushing, soaked.  Maybe it was the sensation of the bristles rubbing inside me.  Maybe it was the weird position I was in: feet up on the bed, twisting to my right in order to type, slouched in my seat, knees wide open.
 
   Stone was very supportive, giving guidance, encouragement, and then orders.  I have trouble saying no when ordered to do something, so when I confessed I had no idea what else to screw, he ordered me to leave the toothbrush in there until I had an idea.  Now that’s encouragement.  I complied, like I usually do when given a direct order, no matter where it comes from, and tried to keep from squeezing down on the toothbrush.  It didn’t work and I sat their watching the handle bounce up and down in accordance to the involuntary spasms of my pussy.  I made a comment about Stone being cruel and sadistic.  While he laughed, a light bulb went on in my head.
 
   When I think of cruel and sadistic, I usually think of clothespins.  I actually have about half a dozen in a tin sitting in my desk drawer.  They’re nice wooden ones, a little old, a little stained.  I’ve had and used them for years and they’ve been attached to all sorts of spots on my body.
 
   But I’ve never fucked one.
 
   Stone thought it was a great idea.  He allowed me to take out the toothbrush, but rather than toss it aside or put it on the desk (or better yet, throw it away), he said it needed to go back inside me.  At first I was a little confused.  It would probably fit with the clothespin, but why take it out?  Then I made a face at the thought of brushing my teeth using my own sex cream as a paste.  I mean, you should have seen this thing!  It was literally gooey!  That’s when Stone told me to stick it in my ass.  Damn, I never should have told him I was going to throw it away after this.
 
   Sticking a toothbrush into your ass is a lot more difficult than sticking one in your pussy.  First of all, your bottom isn’t designed for entrances, just exits.  One of Michael’s standing rules is that the “anus is an exit, not an entrance”.  He doesn’t write anal sex much.  For me, getting the toothbrush in my ass was a very uncomfortable experience, especially since I knew Stone didn’t mean the handle end.  I scooted even farther down my seat, smeared as much goo around as possible, and then pushed gently and firmly, trying very hard to relax.
 
   Never ever clench your ass when you have an inch of toothbrush up it.
 
   After a moment of extreme discomfort I managed to get it deeper, almost three inches.  My ass continued to tighten around the brush, but I suspect I had managed to crush all the bristles down since I wasn’t really feeling any prickling from them. Now it was just an odd, angular shaped object up my rear.  I let Stone know that the brush was firmly implanted and he told me to get out my tin of clothespins.
 
   Oh yeah, and to take off my shirt.
 
   I was already half naked and a quick moment managed to get me all the way except for the pair of white tube socks.  Stone ordered me to get out two clothespins and put them on my nipples.  I actually was expecting this so I asked if they should go on straight or from the side.  This actually matters since the pinching is different.  Stone said both so on my left side I did it straight, while my right I did it from the bottom.  I was asked which hurt more and decided it was the left.  My nipples ached, my bottom burned a little, and I felt a deep sexually longing in my pussy.  I was now soaked, really soaked.
 
   Stone then had me use three more of the clothespins, admonishing me for not having a full dozen of course.  At first he wanted them on the back of my arm, on that tender skin where it would really hurt, but I kinda objected.  He was cool about it and instead made me put them on my breasts.  Since my nipples were already clamped I just picked random spots.  
 
   After I was done Stone gave me the order I hated.  He wanted me gagged.  I hate gags, always have, and always will.  Especially ball gags.  Those and dildo gags.  Anything that keeps my mouth open and worse: “drooling” is on my “shit list”.  I don’t own any gags, which Stone knew damn well.  That’s why he ordered me to get my panties and put them in my mouth.  I grimaced, not that I was concerned about dirty panties, but because I didn’t want anything in my mouth!  I I did it though, taking my panties and wadding them into a ball.  I stuffed them in, feeling the dry cottony taste, the faint scent of my own sex tickling my nose.
 
   When I was done I looked down my body and realized how stupid I looked.  Here I was, totally naked except for a pair of white tube socks, slouching in almost a horizontal position in my chair with my feet up on the bed, knees wide apart, a toothbrush handle sticking out of my ass, my mouth stuffed with my own panties, and my breasts covered in clothespins!  I looked like a fucking porcupine trying to hang the wash out to dry!  With only one clothespin to go, I had no doubt what was coming next so I picked it up and was totally ready for Stone’s command.  I slipped it in and was immediately overcome.
 
   With disappointment.  I hate fucking odd-ball things.  Give me something large, smooth, and long any day of the week.  Fucking a clothespin is not something that will make you cum.  It was strange feeling and I pushed the wooden clamp in all the way, closed of course.  I got more pleasure from my fingers working it in deep than the actual item.  I even tried pumping it, too no avail. Oh well.  Not everything I’ve stuck inside me actually felt good.  Stone thought the whole situation funny and asked if I had thought of my final object.
 
   I looked around my room.  Everything in my toy box was out, since I had already screwed everything in it.  My computer desk was pretty bare, not even a stapler on it, not that I would be able to screw that since I’ve had a stapler inside me before anyway.  My mind seemed to go blank and I couldn’t think of anything new.  In hindsight, it could have been because my breasts were throbbing painfully, my nipples tingled, my ass kept clenching around the toothbrush, and I had a full sized clothespin rammed up inside me.  But hey, no pressure!
 
   In the end Stone came to my rescue.  He asked me if I had ever fucked one of my high heel shoes.  At first I was astonished.  I had never thought of that.  I even checked my list to be sure!  He was right!  I had never ever put a shoe inside me.  Slowly I got up.  And I do mean slowly.  Walking with a toothbrush up your ass and a clothespin in your pussy encourages a waddle, rather than a strut, and I made my way to the closet carefully.  I don’t have a large selection of sexy footwear, but I have enough to make the decision a little more complicated.  Should I choose the spike heel, with the long thin point?  Or something with more width?  I knew I would be pushing the actual heel of the shoe into myself, rather than the front, but it still was a major decision.  In the end, I grabbed a pair of Franco Sarto black patents, with a heel an inch wide and three inches long.  I made it back to my desk and reassumed my position.  
 
   Stone reasserted his control over the situation by ordering me to remove the clothespin.  I did, expecting his next order which dutifully came.  You know where I had to put it, don’t you?  Ah…does it suck knowing what comes next?  Or are you just waiting in breathless anticipation for my description?
 
   Yes, I squeezed it open.  The entire thing was wet and slimy, but that didn’t matter as I positioned it where Stone had ordered me to put it.  The clothespin closed on my clit, eliciting a moan from me, right through my gag.  I bit down on the panties as a spark of pain exploded between my legs and I shifted my hips, letting the clothespin wiggle as I waited for the hurt to subside and the ache to begin.  When it did I was ready.  I took the shoe in my hand, turned it so it was pointed toward me, and started playing footsie with my pussy.
 
   Shoe heels are hard, angular, and come with a lot of baggage.  The first thing I realized was that every pump and thrust was going to result in the sole of the high heel banging into the clothespin precariously swaying from my sore clit.  The penetration wasn’t anything to write home about, since three inch heels don’t go very far.  But after the third or fourth thrust I felt something happen.  My body tightened and it all came together.  My breasts didn’t hurt so much as ADD to the sensations I was feeling.  My clit seemed to swell and each movement became sexual stimulation, the pain radiating outward and turning into something more.  I was like molten iron tempered in the heat of torment, the high heel pumping in and out.  
 
   I was glad I was gagged.  I wouldn’t want to wake anyone.  Yes, I screamed into my own panties.  I bashed the shoe against my clothespinned clit.  I shuddered as the orgasm rocked through me, my thighs trembling as I stretched my body in orgasmic bliss.
 
   When I opened my eyes it was over.  The most incredible euphoria of my explosion seemed to seep through me, too every pore.  Nothing hurt anymore.  I just lay there, basking in the warm afterglow.  Slowly I responded to Stone’s polite inquiries as to my mental and physical state.  He let me take out the shoe, take off the clothespins, and then we turned our attention to the toothbrush.  I yanked it out, trying hard not to clench my ass.  That got thrown in the trash.  Duh…did you think I’d brush with it after it had been in my ASS?
 
   And so I managed to fuck my three odd-ball objects.  Did I enjoy it?  Absolutely!  It was a fantastic evening that I would do again in a heartbeat.  Stone did a great job…didn’t he?
 
   So what’s the next assignment?  I’m ready!
 
    
 
    
 
   Constant Vibrations
 
    
 
   Wednesday, January 20, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Pick out your favorite vibrator. During the day, anytime you are alone, sitting down, you need to put the vibrator in, turn it on low, and keep doing your stuff. You are not allowed to cum. It doesn't matter if you're driving or at the computer. Good luck...and stay wet! 
 
    
 
   I’ve always felt that honesty is the best policy when it comes to life.  You know “the truth will set you free” crap.  Telling lies makes life confusing because not only do you have to keep track of what’s true, but you have to keep track of the false stuff you’ve told. So I have to admit that yesterday’s assignment wasn’t my finest hour.
 
   When I first read the assignment I was relieved.  It was relatively easy, benign, and not too complicated.  I mean really...put your vibrator in when you are alone and sitting down isn’t exactly difficult to understand.  On low the vibrator would be hard to hear, not terribly intense, and more of an intensifier than a stimulant.  I’ve spent HOURS with a vibrator up inside me, buzzing away at the low setting while I chat online, play online games, or just read Michael’s stories!
 
   So yesterday morning after my chores, when I sat down to do some writing for the blog and website, I was embarrassed when an old friend messaged me and asked if I had my vibe in.  Ooopps.  I forgot.
 
   Well, in my defense I was wearing jeans, which aren’t really suitable for easy implantation and extraction of sexual toys.  He promised not to tell anyone, but it was my own conscience that got to me.  I was SUPPOSED to be following the Daily Assignments faithfully.  I got up, went to my toy box, and got my vibe.  Getting my jeans and panties down was a triviality, as was getting my vibe in, since I was already wet.  I tugged everything back into place and sat down.
 
   There were only a few more times during the day that met the criteria: a quick drive to the store, watching an episode of Fringe on my computer, sitting on my bed after my shower, that kind of stuff.  I did my best.  But to be honest, my morning’s failure still gets to me.
 
   I failed the daily assignment.  The fact I did eventually put the vibrator in is immaterial.  I failed the daily assignment.
 
   I’m wondering what punishment that’s earned me.  I guess I’ll find out, won’t I?  And my guess is that it will be a lot more complicated, certainly not easy, and truly punish me for my lack of attention.
 
   Yesterday’s assignment wasn’t my finest hour.  
 
   Au Natural
 
    
 
   Thursday, January 21, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Au Natural: Today find a quiet spot outside.  It doesn’t matter if it’s raining, snowing, hot or cold, just head outside.  Strip naked, totally and lie down looking up at the sky. Spread your legs wide and lift your arms over your head.  Feel the earth, the sun, the rain…whatever.  Reach down and run your fingers through your sex until you ripen.  Then stand, redress, and don’t masturbate or cum for five hours.
 
    
 
   There is something magical about being naked outside.  It’s a feeling I’ve always loved.  First, there is the thrill of doing something vaguely naughty, making you so much more aware of your own body.  And unless you are on a nude beach, there is always that tiny bit of risk that you will be seen, observed, eye-fucked, whatever. For me, I choose one of the grazing fields that we’re resting right now, keeping our horses off to let the land replenish.  There are roads nearby, but they’re far enough away that I felt totally comfortable. I rode Star, my own mare out to the field and let her loose to find a snack while I quickly shucked out of my boots, socks, jeans, my shirt, and then my bra and panties.
 
   I lay down and looked up at the cloudy sky, the grass against my back, and I spread myself wide, imagining myself bound and staked.  I must have stayed that way five minutes, enjoying the feel of the breeze, the wind somehow becoming synonymous with unknown watchers caressing me with their sight.  I felt myself getting turned on and my fingers found their way downward to my pussy, softly caressing, working my clit until I was soaked.
 
   I pulled my hand away, knowing I wasn’t allowed to cum.  With a sigh, I stood up, still enjoying the sensation of total exposure and realized I had an opportunity: one that I had never taken advantage of before.  Ignoring the fallen heap of my clothing, I grabbed Star’s saddle, put my bare foot in the stirrup, swung myself into the saddle, and kicked her into a gallop.
 
   I’ve never ridden naked before.  
 
   Suddenly I was even more exposed, higher up than any vegetation, totally visible to anyone driving down the road.  And even more incredible was the movement of my body against Star’s saddle.  My pussy kept sliding, wetness leaking onto the leather, my clit getting pinched as I rocked with each powerful stride of Star’s legs.  I couldn’t help cumming.
 
   Can you believe it?  That’s the second day in a row I’ve broken the rules about my daily assignment?  Damn.
 
   I turned Star around after I regained control of my orgasming body and hurried back to my clothes.  Sliding to the ground I gathered everything back up, re-dressed, and then cleaned my saddle of the wet mark that stretched down the middle.  I rode for home, enjoying the sensation of Star moving between my legs, wishing I was naked.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Butt Plug Day
 
    
 
   Friday, January 22, 2010
 
    
 
   Yesterday’s Results:  Butt Plug Day!  Grab your bottom plug, lube it up however you choose, stick it in, and keep it there the entire day.  You only get two ten minute breaks.
 
    
 
   You know, there really isn’t a good way to say it.  I even emailed Michael and he just kinda gave me a literary shrug and said, “Good luck”.  So how do you say it?  Anal Plug?  Butt Plug?  Sphincter Slammer?  Bottom Stopper?  Sigh…
 
   After I got my assignment I decided to start right away.  No point in racking up additional punishments for not being on the ball right?  I personally own three bottom plugs (I guess I DID make a decision) and selected the large thick one with the flat base.  It was MADE for sitting on and I’ve worn it a lot.  
 
   The first order of business was lubrication.  Putting in a bottom plug isn’t like plugging in a toaster.  It’s complicated.  Thickness, length, material: it all matters.  So does what you choose for lube.  I have used a wide variety in the past, from sex jelly to mineral oil.  But I have always liked the lubrication my own body produces rather than the canned stuff.  And since this particular plug was wide and thick and kinda soft, I decided that a quick double dip would be appropriate.
 
   I like masturbating on the bed.  It’s soft, it’s clean, and I can really spread out and imagine my ankles tied to the corners.  I love being stretched like that, the closer to the splits I am the more I get turned on.  I was already wet so a little playtime with the plug dipping in and out, being dragged over my clit over and over, resulted in plenty of juicing.  For fun, I rammed it in all the way, which isn’t nearly as good as real cock, or even a dildo or vibrator.  Too short.  It’s tough to describe but for you guys out there, try to imagine me sucking your cock but only doing the first two inches.  Can you imagine the lack of satisfaction?  Well that’s what fucking a short little bottom plug is like.  The width at the base is nice, but it doesn’t go deep enough.
 
   So I moved it downward.  I tilted my hips and began pushing.  The truth is that there is no elegant way to put a bottom plug into your own ass.  It’s either a circus event for a contortionist or an awkward face scrunching task.  Or you can do it the hard way: put the plug on a chair, position yourself on top of it and then sit down fast and hard.  I’ve only did that once.
 
   Can you say “owwwwww”?  
 
   Well I certainly wasn’t going to do that, and I’m no circus contortionist, so I had to go with the awkward thing.  Five minutes later I lay on my bed feeling like a stuffed turkey; a horny stuffed turkey.  My fingers went to my clit because frankly, the day’s assignment didn’t say anything about not masturbating.  I found my clit, swollen, wet, peeking out, and a combination of circular movements and three finger plunges brought me to a shattering climax a few minutes later.
 
   I kept the plug in all day, just as ordered; only removing it twice for bathroom breaks.  Having a plug in is not really a major physical or sexual torment; it’s more a mental one.  Your mind is constantly being brought back downward to your ass, to your pussy, to every sexual longing you’ve ever had.  It’s that kind of torment.
 
   I eventually took the toys out late in the evening, right before bed, and followed it up with another masturbation session.  What did you expect?  If I’m given the opportunity, you have to expect me to take it!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Punishment Bar
 
    
 
   Sunday, January 24, 2010 
 
    
 
   I was once asked what turns me on.  I’m afraid the answer was a bit complicated.  It’s more than seeing a sexy hunk or another beautiful girl.  That’s a biological response, and while it’s a start, it doesn’t go the distance.  Then there is the kinky weird stuff inside me, the part about being seen, being displayed, embarrassed, humiliated.  It’s like turning up the burner on the pot, moving from a simmer to a boil.  It changes a minor biological response into something major, moving on ward toward a specific goal.  And then we can add the spice, the little kick, the major habanera pepper, that last little thing that brings me over the edge.  A little pain. Or a lot of it.
 
   Oh don’t worry, I’m not talking like cutting off an arm or crushing a finger.  A pinch, a spank, even the occasional slap in the right spots can do it.  Maybe a decent spanking or caning.  It takes a special cook to turn me into a meal, and I need careful preparation, exposure, and then the last little bit of spice to turn out right.
 
   I never thought it would be so hard to do it myself.
 
   This last week of daily assignments was kind of tough.  Some were fun.  Some were easy, but twice I broke the rules and as one gentleman pointed out to me, “everything was kinda light.  Where’s the pain?  Aren’t you a masochist?”
 
   Well, yes I am.  Yes I like it when I hurt.  But only sometimes.  I cry like a baby when I stub my toe or get a splinter; slapping me across the face when you’re mad just pisses me off.  But have me tied spread-eagled to a bed and take a leather sap to my pussy after tormenting me for an hour with a vibrator…well, make sure you swing really hard. 
 
   And so this weekend’s special assignment excited me and astonished me all at the same time.  First of all, it took some actual planning.  I had to install two eye hooks in the barn, attach pulleys, and get the materials.  Then there was the cuff key, which had to be tied to a loop of string that could fit around my neck and would dangle low enough so that I could untie it…after the ice melted.  I guess all in all it took maybe two hours to get everything set up, and Saturday night I set my alarm to wake me at two in the morning. I crept out of the house, silently moving through the kitchen and out into the garage.  Our outside freezer held my key. I pulled the small plastic box out and dropped it in an insulated lunch sack I had kept from my college days. A couple of clothespins completed the arrangements and I headed out to the barn quickly, knowing I only had a limited time to get this done. When I got to the barn I quickly threaded the rope through the pulleys and found the solid iron bar.  I’m not sure what it was supposed to be, maybe a fence post, but I doubt it.  It was square and hollow, but really strong.  I know because I tried to bend it.  Not even standing on it with my full weight made it budge. I guess I should have asked my dad what it was, but I didn’t want him knowing I had even noticed it.
 
   There were two strands of rope.  Each was tied to an end of the metal bar and then spun up to the small pulleys, running back downward to small hay bales I had set on each end.  On top of each bale I had placed something really heavy, upward toward forty pounds or so.  On one bale lay an old wheel from our tractor.  On the other bale sat some huge rusting thing, maybe an engine, that my dad had left lying around the garage.  I quickly made sure my ropes were attached so that the metal bar was suspended between the bales at about two and a half feet high.  I leaned a large stick against the metal rod between the two ropes, dropped my insulated lunch sack, and began preparing myself.
 
   The first thing I did was strip. It wasn’t the sexiest thing ever.  It was more than just taking off your clothes.  I had been wearing a night shirt, panties, white socks, and my crocs, so getting undressed was relatively easy.  I felt the cool air touch my skin.  Even at this time of year nights in south Texas can be a bit chilly.  But I couldn’t let that stop me.  This wasn’t just a weekend assignment.  This was supposed to be punishment, and two different doms had worked out exactly what I needed to do.
 
   I took out my handcuffs which I had hidden in the hay earlier on Saturday.  Locking one bracelet around my wrist, I moved over to the metal bar.  I placed a small stool down and stepped up on it, swinging my left leg over the strong iron beam.  I cringed slightly as I felt the cold metal touch my thigh and then I lowered myself down.  The touch of the iron on my pussy made me tremble and I think I actually groaned out loud.  My weight was more than enough to offset the wheel and rusty engine, but as I settled down the two weights rose up off the bales.  I felt the pressure on my pussy immediately and I couldn’t help rocking a bit.  I leaned down and picked up my insulated lunch sack, admittedly with trouble, opened it up and extracted my two clothespins and the handcuff key ice necklace.  The clothespins got clipped on my nipples and I can’t even begin to tell you how much it intensified the sensations.  After that I hung the cuff key around my neck, the cold ice searing my skin.  I was already cold, but this was just torture.  I grabbed hold of the stick, held it in my hands and propped it up under one arm.  Then I grabbed the still open bracelet of the handcuffs, and locked both my ice necklace pendant and my free wrist into the metal bonds.
 
   Here I was totally naked, totally at risk (though unlikely) of being discovered.  I had just trapped myself in a way that made it impossible to get loose for a certain amount of time, and I would be tormented for the whole length of it.  Now my nipples were aching with that intensity that made the heavy upward thrust of the metal bar between my legs a sexual torment, rather than just hurt.  I maneuvered the pole and reached forward, trying to knock the front hay bale over.  It was hard.  Having my hands cuffed, even in front of me, was difficult because I couldn’t get my arms farther than six or seven inches from my body.  The rope that held my frozen handcuff key also kept me from moving my hands too much.  I couldn’t even reach the metal bar between my legs.  Finally I was able to knock the hay bale over.  I felt a bit of renewed pressure as the old tractor wheel began swinging in the air.  Even if I stood on tip toes now there would be no relief.  I did the same thing for the bale behind me, only to discover that a small portion of the engine’s weight had been translated along the rope.  It technically was still sitting on the hay bale.  When I knocked the bale over the whole thing fell, practically lifting me off the ground.  The metal bar seemed to smash upwards into me between my legs, pressing against my clit hard.
 
   I think I gasped out loud.  I’m pretty sure I did.  I mean sure, I was expecting the full weight of the engine; I just wasn’t prepared for it at that moment.  I lifted up on to the tips of my toes, which had absolutely no effect on the pain blossoming between my legs.  The metal bar rose with me, still jammed up against my clit and pussy.  I rocked forward, trying to settle, at least to spread the lips of my pussy to that they weren’t being pinched.  I finally managed it, but only by literally fucking the bar, sliding up and down it until my wetness managed to soak it.
 
   Ice melts slowly in January, and the fifty five degree temperature outside the barn and sixty five degree temp INSIDE the barn, did nothing to help that along.  Worse, now that the ice holding the key was cuffed at my wrists, the heat of my body wasn’t melting the ice either.  All I was getting was a steady trickle of freezing liquid flowing down my arms to my elbows, where it dripped down to either strike my thighs or toes, depending on how I was positioned.
 
   I eventually went flat footed, mostly because going up on tip toe was tiring and it made no difference.  But my body’s natural inclination to relieve the pressure overruled my brain and as soon as I could I went back up.  The pain between my legs was unbelievable, almost over whelming and I was shortly rocking my hips, sliding my pussy along the edge of the bar, trying to find some way to make the pain stop.
 
   To be honest, I found that way.  Okay, it didn’t exactly make the pain stop, it just made it part of something else.  Orgasm of course.  I felt my body ripening, my pussy suddenly spasming as the metal ridge ground against my clit and then I was bucking, making the whole contraption swing.  The engine and old wheel hub danced behind and in front of me, jerking up and down in rhythm with my own wriggling body.  My arms frequently brushed against the clothespins, sending sparks of pain into my breasts, exciting me even more.
 
   Halfway to the edge I tried to stop, holding still.  It was so hard!  All I wanted to do was thrust my hips.  I WANTED to knock the clothespins around, making my nipples twists and hurt.  Instead I focused on control, on discipline, on trying to keep the shield of my impending orgasm between me and the fucking metal pipe trying to split me in two!  The ice continued to melt.
 
   I made it maybe five minutes before I couldn’t take it any more and the need to fuck, to jerk, to impale myself, to hurt myself into orgasm was just too strong.  The first things to go were my legs, putting almost my entire weight onto the bar.  But the weights dangling from the pulleys weren’t enough to counteract my 117 lbs. and so the bar just dropped with me.  I barely remained upright.  And through the whole process the bar continued to dig into the split flesh of my pussy.
 
   I came a few moments later.  It was loud too, because I screamed as I shuddered, exploding in a fiery icy orgasm that had me humping the bar in rapid thrusts.  Then, as my body slowly recovered, the pain between my legs, and even on my nipples, came back with a vengeance.  It hurt so damn much! I pulled on the cuffs.  The key was still locked in ice… granted, I had maybe ten or fifteen minutes left before the ice had melted enough for me to use the key, but my pussy was telling me that ten or fifteen minutes was too much.  
 
   Then I blinked.  An idea!  I brought my wrists up to my mouth and gently stuck the ice pendant containing the cuff key into my mouth.  It began melting fast, and I drank the metallic tasting water as quickly as I could.  Within a minute the key was free and I scrambled to unlock myself.  When just ONE wrist was free I pushed down on the bar, feeling no pressure against my crushed and bruised slit for the first time in thirty minutes.  And I fell to the floor.  All I had strength to do was grab my duster and pull it over my naked body.
 
   I woke almost an hour later, stiff from cold and cramps, my bare feet curled, still in the barn.  The metal bar was now at head height, the weight of the wheel hub and engine block having lifted it almost to the pulleys.  Slowly I rose, got dressed, and proceeded to disassemble my little contraption.  By then it was time to do my morning chores.  What a way to start the day right?
 
   To be honest, the orgasm was incredible.  My pussy was sore for the whole day, and even the two masturbation sessions I had later were a little more intense because of my little soirée’ on the metal bar.
 
   So what did I do with that metal bar?  Don’t worry. I put it back.  And we won’t be getting rid of it.  I suspect I’ll need it again.
 
   Won’t I?
 
    
 
    
 
   Blow Job Friday
 
    
 
   Monday, January 25, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Today is blowjob Friday.  Find a willing guy somewhere and provide the best blowjob ever…until he cums.
 
    
 
   When this assignment came down I felt two different feelings.  The first kinda went “all right! I get to suck some cock!” which I actually enjoy doing.  The second was a little thrill of fear.  Having no current boyfriend, it meant having to go out and FIND some cock.  For that, I could think of three options.
 
   Option 1: Go to my former Mistress Kari and beg her to let me use her current boy toy Robert.  This was no doubt my most appealing option, since I knew Kari would let me suck on her subbie.  However this option also was the most dangerous since I knew it would cost me the most.  Not in dollars, but in time and physical torment.  The price would either be my own sexual torment, or I would get roped into being a prop for Robert’s torture.  As appealing as that sounds, I really didn’t have ten hours or dedicate to Kari’s whims.
 
   Option 2: A local bar.  I live in Texas so bars are almost as plentiful as guns, and the ones that I live nearby are populated by a unique class of individual.  Almost all are uneducated sun washed hunks who make their living riding horses, chucking hay, and generally think that a woman’s place is in the kitchen, barefoot.  Unfortunately I do not meet their expectations.  I hate the kitchen (though I do like cooking), have a college degree (hah!), and ride rough and stack ricks all day long.  These guys also usually prefer blonds with big…well you get the idea.  A short mini, a button up or halter top, and some dark sultry looks would no doubt get a decent man into his pickup truck.  Of course, the question is would it end there?
 
   Option 3: The porn shop down by the Beltway:  There is a little tiny porn shop masquerading as a news stand down by the Beltway.  I once went in there, just once.  Besides having a semi-decent collection of sex toys (my reason to be in there), they have an arcade, a little series of private rooms in the back where you can go and watch videos and masturbate.  I admit my sense of curiosity was a little too strong so I purchased a cup of tokens and went into the back room.  Ewwwwww….forget the videos, the whole place was nothing more than a sex meet and greet.  A bunch of gay guys were running around, but I still got swarmed with invites.  I ended up ignoring everyone and leaving.   However, now, with this particular assignment, I could find exactly what I needed: a cock, and be sure I still maintained the power over the situation.
 
    So which option did I choose?  Care to guess?
 
   I put on one of my denim mini skirts and a blue halter top, brushed out my hair, and got in my truck. A drive of a few miles put me at the door of my target and I went in full of expectations of success.  It was a Friday night after all.  The place was packed, just like I thought, of sun-bleached cowboys, hunkered down around the various pool tables, so many bottles of beer in hand you would think they were buying the entire planet’s supply.  Fortunately, the ratio of girls to boys in the place was definitely in my favor so I managed to get several drinks bought for me in no time by several optimum targets.  
 
   Oddly enough, my assignment seemed easier to me after about four bottles of heinie.  I finally chose my target, a handsome dude wearing denim jeans, a thick blue oxford type button up, huge snake or gator skin leather boots, a thick wide matching belt that I hoped would be spanking my ass, and a dark black cowboy hat.  Yummy.  Stupid, but yummy.
 
   I popped my question after about ten minutes of silly platitudes.  “I want to suck your cock.  Want to go somewhere?” 
 
   The surprised but pleased look on his face was perfect.  He too was feeling the light buzz of the beers, but I think he was more cognizant of his surroundings than me.  He grabbed my hand and we headed out to his truck.  We didn’t talk as we drove somewhere.  Beats me where we ended up actually.  All I know is that we were in a field somewhere.  We got out and went around to the back of the truck.  He folded down the gate and leaned against it while I began unbuckling him.
 
   There is an art to sucking cock, and it isn’t what you see in porn videos.  I’ve actually thought about writing an essay on how to do it.  First of all, you need to use your hands as well as your mouth.  This is paramount if you want him to cum.  Second, you need to have a process, which I do.  And it works.  I’ll spare you the details and just write the essay, but for now, just know that I made this guy pop in about ten minutes.  He actually wanted to fuck me, but I needed him to cum in my mouth and I told him I wanted to swallow his spunk.  Evidently that was enough for him, if not for me.
 
   All of which left me a major problem: I was now very horny.  Worse, my companion was now very soft.  So I did a strip tease for him in the cold fifty degree air, gyrated my ass in his lap, and got back down and did ANOTHER blow job until he was hard again.  That took about fifteen minutes.  I was shivering before he was ready.  Men…why can’t you guys be multi-orgasmic.  Of course, on the flip side maybe this is God’s way of saying we shouldn’t be monogamous.  Whatever.
 
    
 
   We ended up in the bed of the truck lying on an old blanket, me on top, my bucking bronco beneath me.  I had a bunch of condoms in my purse but was pleasantly surprised when my boy scout pulled one out of his wallet.  I love prepared men.  I put it on him and then mounted.  The previous orgasm gave him a lot of stamina so I managed to cum first, but only after reaching for his belt, putting it in his hand, and begging him to spank me with it.  Oddly enough he agreed without argument and when that heavy leather smacked my rear I pushed down as hard as I could and exploded violently.
 
   A quick cleanup and a truck ride later and we were back at the club.  My newfound conquest (or was I the conquest?) asked me in for more drinks but I politely declined.  He wanted my phone number, but instead I gave him the address to this blog.  So Randy, if you’re reading this, I hope you enjoy it!  LOL  Anyway, that pretty much was how I handled my daily assignment.  Can’t wait for the next one, can you?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Clothespin Jumping Jacks
 
    
 
   Tuesday, January 26, 2010
 
    
 
   In case anyone was wondering, I have a master list of assignments that have been suggested to me from a variety of doms.  They’re broken up into groups of seven and I get to choose which ones I do each day, but have to do the whole group regardless.  Suggestions get sandwiched in, and I get to bump an assignment out of the group and to end of the list.  So for the gentleman (or lady) who made the suggestion yesterday, rest assured that your suggestion has been accepted and will be followed, just not this week.  Next week, and the week after.
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Clothespin Jumping Jacks!  Get twenty pegs and your ben wa balls. Go somewhere private, remove your clothing, put in the ben wa balls or vibrator and then put all twenty pegs on your body, concentrating on your breasts and cunt. Then do jumping jacks until the clothespins all fall off. Masturbate to orgasm at the end. 
 
    
 
   I’ll start off by saying that this wasn’t as easy as it sounded.  I learned a lot about my own anatomy and clothespins in general.  The first thing I did was gather twenty clothespins.  (pegs to you Brits) and get them to the barn.  I like the barn because it’s a decent distance from the house, which means no one goes out there unless they NEED to go out there.  Heck, even my mother will use the phone to get in touch with me rather than come out LOOKING for me.  So the barn is a great place; private, open, and full of interesting things.  We don’t really keep a lot of livestock in the barn either.
 
   Things did get more complicated after my online dom friend, Stone read the daily assignment.  It was still ten in the morning, just after I finished posting it, and he asked me to modify it a bit.  Instead of waiting to put the ben wa balls in right before applying the jumping jacks, he asked me to put them in immediately and wear them around half the day before adding clothespins and completing the jumping jacks.  This changed things dramatically, especially in hindsight.  If I hadn’t been so horny, perhaps I would have made some different choices.
 
   At around two o’clock I made my way to the barn with my small bucket of clothespins.  I was already very wet from the fact that I was wearing the ben wa balls and had completed a round of chores and even rode out to one of the grazing fields on Star.  Let me tell you, riding a horse while wearing ben wa balls is even more sexually stimulating than walking the mall.  The way you move changes.  So by the time I got to the barn I was practically ready to explode right there.  I think I stripped in record time, grabbed the clothespins, pinched the first one open, and then decided where to put it.
 
   In hindsight, I probably could have done a better job choosing.  I mean, realistically, the whole point of the clothespins was a torment timer, enabling me to get to masturbation.  I should have but them in spots where it would be tremendously easy to shake them loose.  Instead my overly horny brain pictured them being attached to parts of me that would (under normal circumstances) enhance my sexual frustration and/or climax.  Needless to say, the first clothespin went directly on my clit.  Ten more clothespins later and my entire pussy was covered.  I moved gingerly as I grabbed more of the wooden clamps and turned my attention to my breasts, starting with each nipple.  All in all I managed to get all twenty on my body, every single one either on my breasts or between my legs.  I’m an idiot.
 
   Why am I an idiot you may ask?  Simple.  Clothespins are not the tightest clamps on the planet, but when attached to the right spots, dislodging them without actually opening them and pulling them off is practically impossible.  I didn’t realize this when I started my jumping jacks.  I stood with my feet together, hands down at my sides and then jumped, spreading my legs wide and lifting my arms above my head.  With the first jump about six or seven clothespins did fly off, but all of those were from my breasts.  The two on my nipples stayed on however and the first rush of pain hit me.  Agony laced with sexual need raced upward from my clit and I restarted the pattern.  Another one or two fell off, this time from between my legs, but the one attached to my clit just bounced around.  I bit my lip as I jumped, clothespins seeming to fly off my body as I bounced naked in the middle of the barn.  After about ten or eleven jacks I only had three left.  You guessed it.  The two on my nipples and the one on my clit.  Evidently those spots are really good for clamping little wooden clothespins.  But I already knew that.  My problem was how to get them off.
 
   Every jump made my clit throb with fire and my nipples matched the burning.  I could barely stand it.  All I could think about was how close I was, and that all I needed to do was shake free of these last three clothespins and I would be free to masturbate until I exploded.  I jumped.  I shook. I wriggled.  I spun.  I hopped.  Nothing I did made them budge.  Obviously putting them on my clit and nipples wasn’t the most brilliant plan.  Eventually the one on my right breast snapped off, flying upward to smack me in the chin, but there was no relief.
 
   Exhausted from jumping jacks I stood still in the middle of the barn floor and reached down between my legs.  Carefully I freed my clit from the wooden monster and then repeated the process on my left breast.  I did my best.  I know that technically I have totally failed this assignment and no doubt a number of you will be clamoring for my immediate and extreme punishment, but lets face it.  I tried.  I really did.
 
   I reached down, clearly intent on finishing with a robust climax, but my clit was so sore and tender from not only being clamped tightly, but from the clamp being swung around. Touching my clit wasn’t really an option.  So I left the ben wa balls in, got redressed, cleaned up, and left the barn.
 
   That night, about five hours later I took off my jeans and panties, reached down to a totally soaked slit and rubbed myself into orgasm.  I think it took like thirty seconds.  And through the whole thing I was looking over at my desk, where tucked into a nice little metal tin, lay twenty worn and stained wooden clothespins.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Rubber Bands & Tape
 
    
 
   Wednesday, January 27, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment:  Rubber bands and Tape!  Get three really small rubber bands (like the kind used on braces to straighten teeth) and put one on each nipple.  The third band should go on your clit. Take a piece of duct tape and put it on over each rubber band.  Wear this for no less than six hours.  Remove and masturbate. 
 
    
 
   When I was 13 or so my parents got me braces; nothing spectacular, just some minor dental work to fix a crowded jaw and a little overbite.  Eventually I had a spectacular smile with straight teeth.  Thanks Mom & Dad!  I know it cost you!  Anyway, for a grueling three or four months I was required to have a certain amount of tension on my braces.  To do that, the orthodontist provided me with a pack of really small rubber bands, so tiny that they would barely fit around the tip of my pinky finger.  Fortunately I didn’t have to wear them that long, and that left me with a small container filled with the little rubber bands.  About four years later my former Mistress and best friend found them sitting in my medicine cabinet and they quickly found their way onto both of my nipples.  This created all sorts of mischief and mayhem, from making me wear them without a bra, to putting several on at a time and constructing a sort of tight clamp that fit right around my nubs.  
 
   Since then I’ve always kept a supply on hand and I made my way to my awesome toy box and moved aside dildos and vibrators, ben wa balls and the French tickler, clamps and chains and cuffs and even a bag of tiny tacks, until I found what I was looking for: a small clear plastic box of little rubber bands.  I fished two out and snagged some duct tape (don’t ask why this is in my toy box…at least not right now.  That’s a story for another day) and went to my window.  I took off my tee shirt and then opened the pane.  In seconds the cool air had my skin raised in goose bumps and both nipples were hard as rocks.  I quickly applied my rubber bands and then closed the window.  Three inches of duct tape torn in two provided two silver strips which went horizontally across both breasts, making sure the bands wouldn’t slip off.  For me, I doubted that would have happened since the tightness of the rubber bands would keep both nipples hard.  But hey, I try.
 
   I put my shirt back on and then pulled my panties down.  I wasn’t wearing my jeans yet since I still had not gotten dressed for the day.  My fingers slipped through my folds and I tried to keep my mind on what I was doing, and not what my body wanted.  I worked my clit back and forth until it was peeking out from under its hood and then I worked to apply the last rubber band.  I had never ever done this.  And now I can say that I STILL haven’t done this.  Frankly, those little rubber bands wouldn’t stay on!  They’re too small to loop and a big one would be ridiculous.  I tried for like ten minutes but to no avail.  All I ended up doing was making myself wetter and wetter.  Finally I grabbed a vibrator and masturbated to orgasm, then applied a nice thick piece of tape from the top of my slit to my butt.  It was the best I could do.
 
   So do I deserve accolades for doing the best I could, or do I deserve punishment for not being able to accomplish the day’s assignment.  We’ll see.  I suppose I’ll get a flood of emails and a comment or two.
 
   Sigh…rubber bands.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Dress Like A Slut Day
 
   Thursday, January 28, 2010

Last Assignment: Today is dress like a slut day. Head for the nearest mall dressed in your sluttiest (is that even a word?) outfit, minus panties and bra, but plus your ben wa balls. Walk the mall three times, making sure to smile at every man and woman who looks at you. If you get any offers accept them.
 
 
   I’ve discovered that these daily assignments come in three basic varieties. First, there is the “be a sexual pervert” kind where I do something horribly kinky that results in my orgasm. I like these a lot. The second kind is “punishment” where basically I get to inflict some kind of pain upon myself and hopefully in the process have an orgasm. Lucky I’m a masochist, right? And third, the “let’s humiliate Breanne and sexually frustrate her for hours”. Do you understand how HARD it is to wear a pair of ben wa balls for hours? 
 
   magine sitting at your desk there at work with me sucking on your cock, never letting you explode but making sure that every time you start to soften my lips are wrapped around you, sucking gently. Now imagine me doing that for the entire work day. That’s what the ben wa balls are like!
 
   Pain is just one of the spices that make sex great for me. I’m not talking like lopping off an arm or breaking a finger. I’m talking a decent spanking, a swift stroke of a cane across my breasts, clamps, a bit of hot wax, that kind of stuff. Being tied up, out of control is another spice for me. Combine those together and I’m like a cake, rising to a beautiful finish.

But another spice for me is embarrassment. Getting those looks turns me on. I flush red, look down, humiliated, knowing what everyone is thinking. I knew this would happen when I set out for the mall, a shopping bag from a previous trip filled with a super short mini-skirt, a tube top, my high heels, and a plastic bag with two golf ball sized, rubber coated spheres. I guess I should have changed at home, but explaining it to my parents would have been an issue.

Yes I live with my parents because I’m running the damn farm. So lay off.

Katy Mills is a decent mall and I’ve always liked it, though I used to go to Memorial or the Galleria more often when I was at school. I’ve been a fan of the Rainforest Café since it opened when I was little and my parents used to take me there. It took me a long time to understand that the animals weren’t real. But the fish are. Confusing huh? Well it was too a little girl. 

Anyway, I parked outside the main entrance and looked like every other shopper going in, with the exception of a full shopping bag clutched in my right hand. I quickly made my way to the restroom, found an empty stall, and shucked out of my jeans and tee shirt.
I wasn’t wearing panties or a bra. I’m used to that. I slipped on my skirt and tube top and reflected on the possibilities that they were interchangeable. Oh well…maybe that can be an assignment for another day. I strapped on the purple strap high heels, put everything else in the shopping bag, and then extracted my ben wa balls.

Putting ben wa balls in is very easy. You prop one leg up and take the balls in your hand. If you have a modern set the two spheres are connected with a little piece of string. If you have an old set they’re separate. Mine is relatively modern so the two balls dangled in my hand. I set the first one against my already moist sex and began rolling it around, getting it wet. I can’t believe how fast I ripened. With a soft moan I pushed the first sphere in and felt the second pull tightly against my opening. I knew I was lubricated enough so I just mashed the second ball in with my thumb.

Ben wa balls feel very different than vibrators, which feel very different from real cock. To be honest, I can’t tell you which one I prefer over all. Each is very nice for certain things. Like when I’m cumming, a real cock is the best thing ever. Soft, pliant, yet very firm, moving in and out and up and down without me doing anything but cumming. I like that. Vibrators are high intensity stimulators and are very good for doing one thing: driving me over the edge fast. Or slow. They can be good for tormenting too, but keeping a vibrator in me for hours on low is like simmering a pot of stew. The flavor is good but it takes a long time for the seasoning to really permeate through the ingredients. Ben wa balls are like putting the stew on high heat. Ben wa balls won’t make me cum by themselves, but short of someone actually sucking on my clit while I’m tied up, they are as close to the perfect stimulation as possible. I get turned on very very fast when I wear ben wa balls and I stay that way for hours.

Add near nudity and/or dressing like a slut, and I ooze sex.

I set out for my first walk thru the mall and got exactly what I was expecting: looks. I was suddenly the center of attention. Every man looked hungry. The looks from women alternated between disgust and jealousy. It made me very uncomfortable, which in turn made me even wetter between the legs. By the time I had walked a complete circuit around the mall I was desperate. Every step was like someone rubbing me internally, urging me on. If it hadn’t been illegal I would have just lifted my short skirt and masturbated until I came.

My second circuit was even more difficult than the first. I had to stop off once at the rest room and wipe my thighs since I was now producing quite a bit of sex juice. How gross is that, right? But hey, if I left parts out I could get in trouble. I continued onward and eventually made it back to the entrance with just one more circuit to go.

My feet were starting to hurt. Katy Mills is a big mall and doing laps in three inch stilettos is not the sort of thing one makes a habit of. Worse, sore feet is not the kind of pain that turns me on, at least not the kind of pain that comes from walking.. It was distracting, rather than enhancing and I would have gladly exchanged those heels for flip flops even if it meant a brutal spanking. Half way around the mall I got bumped by a teenage guy, maybe seventeen. I’ve met the type. High school jock, blond hair, blue eyes, grew up on a farm throwing the old pig skin around. Thinks he’s going to the NFL after playing for Kansas or Texas Tech or something. His come on line wasn’t bad, just a cute little “nice outfit” and an arched eyebrow. He was alone which I guess was one of the reasons I gave him my million watt “fuck me I want to sell you a used car” smile.

The smoldering look in my eyes probably didn’t help either since I no doubt looked at him like a predator. See, there is a point where submissiveness disappears. Ever had a Big Mac Attack? Or maybe just really really wanted a steak? Yep. That was me. I may have crossed the boundary when I reached out and touched his cock right through his jeans, but hey, I needed something. I don’t do stuff like this that often. Oh…okay…I do. But I think I had just cause, right? And the assignment said “if you get an offer…”

We ended up in the dressing room of the outdoor store, the one that sells all the boats and has the huge fish tank in the center. Once inside a stall I quickly managed to get his cock out of his jeans and into my mouth while at the same time pulling the two ben wa balls out of my pussy.

Usually I’m pretty attentive of the men I’m with, making sure they are fully satisfied with plenty of foreplay. Not yesterday. Yesterday I was a hungry lioness and this poor teenage guy was food. I devoured him. As soon as he was hard I had him sitting on the little ledge in the stall and was grinding down on him like a bitch in heat. Okay, so I WAS a bitch in heat. It’s not my fault! It was the ben wa balls! I know I came before he did, gasping with my hand in my mouth trying to be quiet. After I calmed down I let my new found toy cum to climax, getting off just as he was about to explode and wrapping my mouth around his meat. I debated on whether I should get some in my hair, but decided against it. I drank him down and drained him dry.

He got dressed while I found my ben wa balls and made a show of sticking them back in, much to his satisfaction. Once they were resettled I flashed him another smile and we headed back out into the mall, holding hands. Awww…how sweet! My little boy toy offered to buy me dinner and I accepted, asking to go to the Rainforest Café! I love that restaurant. I like the aquarium because I can always find Dori from the Disney movie “Finding Nemo”. During dinner I discovered that my date was seventeen, a junior in high school, and yep…a football player on the local varsity team. Sigh. I explained I was twenty four, a college graduate, and made it pretty clear that while he was in the varsity league, I was playing professionally. I did give him my email and the blog address, so who knows, maybe he’ll sign on and read about his little exploits! Of course, he may not appreciate being used quite like this. Oh well.

So that was my adventure at the mall. It ended on a very positive note. Wouldn’t you say?
 
    
 
    
 
   Naked Chores
 
    
 
   Friday, January 29, 2010 
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Do one of your daily chores completely naked except for a pair of nipple clamps. Have your largest dildo ready and waiting. As soon as you are done with your chore, ram it in and then get dressed again. Take off the clamps but leave the dildo in for three hours.
 
   
Why Me? When you work a farm most of your chores happen at the crack of dawn. I’d give you the run down, but come on, how boring? My farm happens to be a combination of cotton, soy, and livestock, which puts me at a distinct disadvantage when it comes to chores. I’m pretty much busy all the time. Note to Dad: This sucks. Why couldn’t you have just made up your frickin mind? (On second thought, I REALLY hope dad isn’t reading this.)

The first order of business was choosing which chore I wanted to do naked. I obviously had a selection but my real problem was timing. It was around 60 degrees in the morning, so I wanted to wait till the afternoon. That left only a few options. One of the things I’ve been putting off for a while was repairing the hay shed in the south field. One of the metal sheets that make up the roof had gotten blown off in a storm and I had just pushed it back on the wooden frame that made up the little shed and tied it down with a rope. What I REALLY needed to do was take hammer and nails and a new sheet out there and replace it. So I loaded up the tractor trailer and drove out to the south field with a set of nipple clamps and a dildo.

The south field is pretty much far away from anything, though I admit that there is a county road adjacent to it. No one really drives on it though. At least not yet. With all the growth going on I guess it won’t be long though. One company made an offer to Dad about two years ago to buy the farm for a subdivision. But today it was still a grazing field, spotted with about twenty cows, some stubborn mesquite trees, a few scraggly live oaks, and one crumbling shed.
 
   
I stopped the tractor. Getting down I immediately began undressing. The temperature had reached a balmy 65 or so degrees so as long as this didn’t take me an hour, I figured I’d be okay. Plus there was a south wind. I was cold, but not overly so. Movement helped. So did the nipple clamps. After I got my jeans, tee shirt, bra and panties off, I put my boots back on.

Hey, I KNOW it said NAKED. But come on! It’s not like I was working in an office on a carpet!
 
   
I attached the nipple clamps, closing my eyes at the familiar bite, and tightened them down as far as I could stand. Immediately I felt the regular rush of wetness. Here I was naked where anyone could see me, my breasts locked in the tight bite of the clamps, and I couldn’t help the little surge of sexual abandon. I grabbed my hammer and nails, ripped off the old metal roof sheet and affixed the new one. There were a couple of moments when I was perched precariously on a hay bale, one leg lifted up, when I heard and saw a car drive by, but I was over a quarter of a mile away and if they saw me they didn’t stop.

Finished, I chucked the old torn metal sheet in the trailer, stowed my tools and went back to my bag. I own a large selection of sex toys, mostly bought during my slut days at college. Kari provided a good percentage of them, but I admit that the monstrosity I was about to pull out was something that I had personally purchased at a local store for the ghastly sum of about sixty bucks.

Dildos come in all shapes and sizes and frankly, I prefer vibrators. Dildos are cock replacement and if I want cock, well…I’ve never had trouble getting it. (Being sexually promiscuous has its advantages.) Dildo use requires a lot of work on my part and I’m not that big a fan. I think I’ve got like ten different vibrating toys. I’ve got three dildos. The one I had today was my largest (as set by the assignment) and towered along at a full nine inches tall.  I called it my “Husky” dildo.  It came with a half set of balls as well, which I thought kind of weird, but was probably intended to serve as a base so you could set the thing on your night stand like some sort of weird art. Not only was it long, it was thick as well, almost a full three inches and to be frank, I can’t wrap my fingers around the whole thing. I could probably suck it but it would be tough and require a hell of a lot more licking.
 
   
The nice thing was that I was already soaked. I moved over to the trailer, sat my naked ass down on the wheel well, spread my legs, and put the tip to my pussy. Rubbing the tip back and forth across my slit was probably the absolute best thing that happened to me that day. It wasn’t warm like a cock, but I was desperate for something inside me and getting the tip wet and stroking it back and forth across my clit was like having an instant ray of sunshine beaming down through dark clouds. Yummy.

But the assignment didn’t say I could masturbate. In fact, I got the impression that this was SUPPOSED to be sexual torment. I distinctly remembered the words “ram it in”, which indicated to me a rapid forced implantation. Later I did look up the word ram and found it meant to batter, crush, or drive with force. So I was right. No slow penetration.

Thank God I’m a horny slut. If I hadn’t been already sexually excited out the wazoo it would have hurt like hell. But I AM a nympho pain humiliation slut and the ache I felt when I pushed it hard into my pussy was the icing on the cake. My body clamped down as it went in, despite my hard thrust and I felt myself bruising as the thick and long rubber rod was forced deep. I think I gasped, but I’m not sure. All I remember was feeling stuffed like a turkey, pussy aching, nipples throbbing, out in the middle of field, totally naked, where anyone driving by could see me.

I almost came.

It was hard to resist the urge to pump my dildo in an out a few times, but I managed. I found my panties and jeans and pulled them up, locking my dildo into place firmly. I finally removed my nipple clamps, hissing as the blood rushed back into the tips of my breasts, then put my bra and shirt back on. I climbed gingerly up into the seat of the tractor and headed home. It was brutal. Every bump, every rut, every ridge was translated into the depths of my pussy right through the seat and up through the dildo. Oh my God. By the time I made it back to the barn my jeans were soaked in the crotch. I think I must have been pulsing around the damn dildo the entire time, trying to fuck it. Back at the barn I discovered that walking around with a nine inch dildo impaled in your pussy is very difficult and I ended up spending almost the next three hours waddling around the barn doing minor chores like fixing stalls or sweeping (that was really tough).

At the end of my allotted three hours I found a hay rick, yanked off my boots, jeans, and panties, and proceeded to do what I had wanted to do almost from the moment I “rammed” the dildo in. I masturbated, one hand moving the monstrous phallus in and out while the other played with my clit. I came almost immediately and STILL felt horny. I lifted my shirt, yanked up my bra, and then reapplied my nipple clamps. That combination set me off again and I popped with a sigh of relief.

I set my overly large toy aside along with the nipple clamps, got dressed, and headed for the water pump. A few careless splashes turned the soaked crotch of my jeans into nothing to arouse suspicion and I headed inside with everything tucked into a bag.

“What happened to you?” my dad asked, looking up from his chair, his metal walker at his left.

“I had an accident with the pump. But I did get the southern shed fixed.”

He clucked at me. “You should have let me come and help you. Those metal sheets are heavy.”

I shook my head and went upstairs. The last thing I needed was my dad’s help. I tucked my monstrous dildo back in my toy box with a smile. Next time I had to ride the tractor, I knew what was cumming with me.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Blowjob Friday #2
 
    
 
   Monday, February 1, 2010 
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Today is blowjob Friday. Find a willing guy somewhere and provide the best blowjob ever…until he cums.

Last week I had the exact same assignment and I spent a good deal of time reviewing three options for accomplishing the task.  I actually went into detail on each of them.   
 
 
   Option 1: Go to my former Mistress Kari and beg her to let me use her current boy toy Robert.  This was no doubt my most appealing option, since I knew Kari would let me suck on her subbie.  However this option also was the most dangerous since I knew it would cost me the most.  Not in dollars, but in time and physical torment.  The price would either be my own sexual torment, or I would get roped into being a prop for Robert’s torture.  As appealing as that sounds, I really didn’t have ten hours or dedicate to Kari’s whims.
 
    
 
   Option 2: A local bar.  I live in Texas so bars are almost as plentiful as guns, and the ones that I live near are populated by a unique class of individual.  Almost all are uneducated sun washed hunks who make their living riding horses, chucking hay, and generally think that a woman’s place is in the kitchen, barefoot.  Unfortunately I do not meet their expectations.  I hate the kitchen (though I do like cooking), have a college degree (hah!), and ride rough and stack ricks all day long.  These guys also usually prefer blonds with big…well you get the idea.  A short mini, a button up or halter top, and some dark sultry looks would no doubt get a decent man into his pickup truck.  Of course, the question is would it end there?
 
    
 
   Option 3: The porn shop down by the Beltway:  There is a little tiny porn shop masquerading as a news stand down by the Beltway.  I once went in there, just once.  Besides having a semi-decent collection of sex toys (my reason to be in there), they have an arcade, a little series of private rooms in the back where you can go and watch videos and masturbate.  I admit my sense of curiosity was a little too strong so I purchased a cup of tokens and went into the back room.  Ewwwwww….forget the videos, the whole place was nothing more than a sex meet and greet.  A bunch of gay guys were running around, but I still got swarmed with invites.  I ended up ignoring everyone and leaving.   However, now, with this particular assignment, I could find exactly what I needed: a cock, and be sure I still maintained the power over the situation.
 
    
 
   Hope I’m not boring you.  In any event, you may know that I choose Option #2 last Friday.  Option #1 comes with some serious extraneous torture and Option #3 seemed, well…kinda gross.
 
    
 
   Then some anonymous commenter made the observation that I should have to do this assignment again, choosing one of the other two options.  And then of course, a third time.  So what it really means is that I’m not choosing between options, I’m choosing WHEN I do them.  So this week I’m going with Option #3, because I’m going to have to arrange a meeting with Kari to do Option #1.
 
    
 
   So it was off to the porn shop down by the Beltway.  I had only been there twice before.  Once to explore and once to purchase a new toy.  Both times I had been ogled, eye fucked, and on one occasion propositioned.  I mean, honestly, do I LOOK like a prostitute?
 
    
 
   Okay.  No one needs to answer that.
 
    
 
   Late Friday afternoon I drove down I-10 toward the Sam Houston Toll way and got off at the appropriate exit.  I had done a little disguise on the way out of my house and I took a moment to pull off my sweat pants and hoodie to expose a nice pink tank top and white practically see-thru mini-skirt.  I wasn’t wearing panties or bra, which I think was fairly noticeable, and I reached into the seat next to me to exchange my sneakers and socks for a pair of three inch high heels.  The outfit screamed “fuck me silly”.  
 
    
 
   I guess what I really needed was one of those tee shirts that says “Can I give you a blow?”  But I don’t have one, which in hindsight is something of a surprise considering all of the shirts Kari gave me during college.  Oh well.  Dressing like a whore would probably turn the trick.  Oopps.  Did I say “turn”?  I meant “do”.  
 
    
 
   I went in to the porn shop, bypassing the front area where they sold fifty year old magazines as a front to get around the city’s legal restrictions.  Stepping through a curtained doorway I found myself in a room full of DVD lined shelves, capped with a glass counter filled with sex toys of every kind imaginable.
 
    
 
   A dumpy looking woman glanced at me from behind the counter and I felt a momentary wash of humiliation.  My attire certainly made me obvious, something that the five or so male customers browsing the racks had made clear with their stares.  Biting my lip I headed to the counter, pulled a five dollar bill from my pocket and asked for a cup of tokens.
 
    
 
   In upscale porn arcades (yes I’ve been to some with Kari), everything is clean and neat and well lit and you go into this nice little room and there is a television and a dollar bill thingy and you can choose from like twenty different channels and watch for about three or four minutes per dollar.  Unless of course there happens to be a glory hole between your stall and the next one, in which case your Mistress strips you naked, plants you in front of the hole and accepts twenty dollar bills per blow job while you suck away.  To be honest, I hadn’t spent enough time in this seedy establishment to know which stalls were equipped properly and my one trip back there had been an eye opener.  The stalls were nasty, the token acceptors didn’t work, and it had basically become a place for strangers to meet and have sex.
 
    
 
   Disgusting, right?  But perfect for my task.
 
    
 
   I headed back into the arcade and I caught a glimpse of three of the guys immediately heading to the counter for their own token purchase.  I entered the arcade and found myself garishly illuminated in red light, which I found quite appropriate.  There were sounds coming from a few of the stalls already but I choose to wait.  Right on cue the door opened behind me and a man walked in, a cup of tokens in his right hand.  He was obviously surprised to find me right at the entrance.
 
    
 
   He was about fifty, a bit over weight, and going bald.  Certainly not an example of prime manliness, but I detected the scent of aftershave, and he was clean, which was something I was looking for.  I hate sucking dirty cock.  Before we could be interrupted by anyone else, I grabbed his arm and pulled him into the nearest stall.  The surprised look on his face made it worthwhile.
 
    
 
   He tried talking as I pushed him down on the seat.  Something about money and paying and then I had his trousers open.  He was wearing white briefs.  Sigh.  Note to guys: wear boxers or at least the sexy briefs.  White Fruit of the Looms are so …. Well…you get the picture.  I did manage to get his underwear down as well and then his cock was exposed.  I knelt down between his legs and gently lifted his dick.  I was right about him being clean.  Lucky I guess.  I wrapped my lips around his shaft and started slowly, working my tongue around the tip as my fingers caressed his balls.  As I’ve mentioned, there is an art to cock sucking and no matter who I’m doing it on I practice my art.  I bobbed my head up and down, moving my hand in matching motions.  With a gentle squeeze I sucked on him, listening to his moans.  Then suddenly he bucked in my hand and I found myself covered in white cream.  I hadn’t been ready for his explosion and rather than managing to drink him down I ended up with it all over my face and in my hair.
 
    
 
   This was hardly the first time I’ve been drenched in cum.  Ever hear of bukkake?  It’s a Japanese art where one girl sits surrounded by a group of men who all masturbate (or get played with by the girl) until they cum on her.  Kari has made me do this before, back when we were in college and I can tell you a couple things about cum.  First, it stings if you get it in your eyes, second it washes out of your hair easy in hot water, but gels in cold and is impossible to get out.  I’ve also been told that being drenched in it makes me look sexy.
 
    
 
   My partner was now sitting with an astonished look on his face.  Clearly he hadn’t been expecting to explode when he did either.  His cock was flaccid; a tiny shrimp of a thing that I could barely believe had been a nice six inch long pillar just a moment before.   I wiped my face with my hand and smeared some of his cum on the floor before standing up.  He looked at me and fumbled for his wallet but I stopped him and told him it was a freebie.  His astonishment was precious and I stepped out of the stall, leaving him to his own devices.
 
    
 
   And found myself face to face with two other men who were clearly waiting their turn.  Suddenly my brilliant plan to dress like a whore wasn’t so brilliant.  
 
    
 
   The first guy was much younger, like in his thirties, and while not an example of the best in men’s physique, he wasn’t that much out of shape.  I considered things for a moment and asked myself what my various online dom and dommes would tell me to do.
 
    
 
   I invited the first gentleman into a stall.  Once we were in private, and before I could turn around, there was a hundred dollar bill being waved in my face.  I’ve been offered money for sex before and always turned it down. I may be a nympho humiliation pain slut, but I’m not a whore.  And to be honest, while I was wet, I wasn’t terribly aroused.  I was mentally into my role, everyone was willing and very adult, and things were horribly vanilla.  I took the money.  Hey, I had to stay in the role, right?
 
    
 
   A quick suck followed by a rather fancy oral application of a condom established my bona fides as a first class whore.  I usually keep a couple in my purse for the rare occasion when I might need them.  To make a long story short I screwed both guys, earned two hundred dollars and walked out of there rumpled, cum drenched, and a little tender and still very horny.  I can’t even begin to tell you how much that sucked.  
 
    
 
   I know that next Blow Job day will be much more satisfying.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chocolate Mania
 
    
 
   Tuesday, February 02, 2010
 
    
 
   Yesterday’s Results: Chocolate Mania!  An online friend Mervyn asked me to do a daily assignment with chocolate.  After discussing it with some online doms a few specifics were reached.  
 
    
 
                 Breanne, head to the grocery store and pick out five pieces of candy.  Three of the selections must be phallic, bars of some kind.  I would recommend Three Musketeers, Large Tootsie Roll, stuff like that.  The last two pieces can be anything you want.  Take your purchases home, strip, get in the bathtub, and fuck every single piece of candy until you cum.  Lick your fingers clean.  Shower.  
 
    
 
   Chocolate has a long standing history as an aphrodisiac and sex enhancer, but I’m not sure of its use as an actual sex object.  I’m no novice to chocolate.  I’ve been drizzled with it, had it licked off me, used it as lubrication, even had various pieces inside me before (I once stuffed myself full of M&Ms on a dare.  They melt in your pussy as well in your mouth.)  
 
    
 
   At the grocery store I spent several minutes deciding what would be the best pieces for what I had in mind.  Three of them needed to be bars of some kind, while the last two could be anything I wanted.  That did make my selection a little easier.  My first choice was a king sized Three Musketeers.  I love those but I don’t eat them very often.  My next choice was a king sized Snickers bar.  I’m not as big a fan of Snickers since all the peanuts kind of distract me from the chocolate.  Call me a purist.  I like plain milk chocolate and frankly I prefer Godiva to Hershey’s. It’s just a taste thing.  My last choice was the giant Tootsie Roll.  I admit I had a few very perverted thoughts during the selection.
 
    
 
   The other two candies I needed were a little more difficult to choose.  I wanted something different than long and thick or little and crunchy like M&Ms.  In a wild burst of weirdness I grabbed a bag of Hersey’s Kisses.  My last choice was a giant bar of Hershey’s Symphony, you know, one of those REALLY BIG BARS! I LOVE Symphony bars!
 
    
 
   I made one other additional purchase: a new toilet brush.  If you’ve kept up with the comments you know why, but hey, that’s an assignment for later this week.
 
    
 
   I headed home and waited for evening time.  After everyone had gone to bed I took my supplies to the bathroom, stripped out of my pajamas, and carefully unwrapped the entire collection and set them on the side of the tub.  I live in an old farm house built in the seventies, so the tub’s off white cream color was a nice contrast to the chocolate.  The first thing I noticed was the various lengths.  The Tootsie Roll, the Musketeer, and the Snickers were all practically the same length.
 
    
 
   So I grabbed the Three Musketeer first.  I laid backward, flinching a little at the cold surface of the tub, and placed the end of my chocolate bar directly on my clit.  I was already wet from anticipation, but actually having the bar touch me was an incredibly sexy feeling.  I slipped it downward, rotating my hips and then slowly pushed it into my wet pussy.  
 
    
 
   It is tough describing what it felt like.  To be honest, the closest comparison I can make is fucking a peeled banana.  It’s firm but soft, and you can feel it giving way to the compression of your muscles.  I tried really hard not to squeeze, but it’s tough to control that kind of stuff, especially when usually you do those Kegal exercises to get better at squeezing!  I think the bar lasted four to five thrusts before literally disintegrating inside me.  I pushed and a sodden, disgusting, lumpy mess oozed out of me.
 
    
 
   Which cleared the way for the Snickers bar.  To my surprise, the Snickers held up much better than the Three Musketeer.  Evidently the peanuts are good for something.  I was still pumping away a few minutes later and then I felt something a little odd.  Evidently the chocolate coating had melted off and my makeshift chocolate bar dildo was loosing “structural integrity”.  (I got that off an episode of Star Trek!  Cool, huh?)
 
    
 
   I extracted the remains of my Snickers bar and tossed it aside, ignoring the sensation of peanuts still stuck up inside me.  I grabbed hold of the Tootsie Roll and slipped the long hard taffy like substance into my depths, swirling it around.  I sighed.  Now THIS was fucking chocolate.  The Tootsie Roll held its shape and except for a slight softening I managed to pump it in and out until I exploded, one hand vigorously rubbing at my clit.  Even when I pulled it out the candy was still long and resembled its original shape.  Experimentally I put it to my lips and tasted the phenomenal combination of chocolate and me.  Tootsie Rolls aren’t really what I think of when I want chocolate, but at that moment, it was perfect.  I began sucking the tootsie roll while I plucked the first of five Kisses off the side of the tub.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t expecting much, and I didn’t get much.  Hershey Kisses were not designed to withstand insertion into a wet gooey and somewhat pre sauced hole.  I mean seriously, they don’t even handle going into your mouth well.  You practically don’t have to chew.  Stuffing five of them into my pussy resulted in a sticky messy thumb.  I licked the chocolate off and then went back to my Tootsie Roll sucking.
 
    
 
   Which left my Symphony Bar.  It’s not Godiva, but it still is one of my favorite chocolates.  For some odd reason, I thought that I should try to get as much of it up inside me as possible.  I had broken it up into the bite sized pieces that came with its natural segmentation and I plucked the first two up and pushed them in.  Like the Hershey Kisses, Symphony bars are not intended for carnal use.  The melted almost immediately and made a morass of chocolate between my legs.  More pieces followed and I realized I would be wasting really good chocolate if I stuffed the rest in my pussy.  I ate a few, relishing the sweet creamy flavor which contrasted nicely with my sex salty Tootsie Roll and then began licking my fingers clean.  
 
    
 
   Looking down I realized that I was a mess.  To be honest, the chocolate sludge that had oozed out of my pussy was gross looking and while I felt good, I also felt the need to shower.  I scrambled to my feet, moved the remainder of the Symphony bar to the sink, and turned on the shower.  I kept the Tootsie Roll.
 
    
 
   A quick shower helped and I couldn’t stop myself from putting the Tootsie Roll back in.  The tip had tapered now from my sucking and it felt incredible.  I came again, this time on my feet, leaning back against the wall with water crashing down right on my clit.  Oh God it felt good!
 
    
 
   In then end I tossed a half eaten and totally fucked Tootsie Roll in the trash, cleaned the last of the chocolate out of myself and off my body, scooped the little pieces of peanut from the drain, and dried myself off.  Slipping back into my pajamas I grabbed the remainder of my Symphony Bar and ate them, slowly sucking each piece into pleasurable oblivion.
 
    
 
   Good Living
is an act of intelligence,
by which we choose things
which have an agreeable taste
rather than those which do not.
Brillat-Savarin
 
    
 
   Ah…Chocolate.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Buying A Collar
 
    
 
   Wednesday, February 03, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Assigned by Mistress Ellen:  Breanne, go to your local pet shop wearing your duster and your high heels.  Find a male associate and ask him to help you select a collar.  Make a show of trying on several collars.  Select a thick leather one.  In the process allow your duster to fall open, flashing your breasts and pussy.  Purchase the collar and wear it out of the store.
 
    
 
   At about one o’clock in the afternoon I grabbed my duster and put it on over my blue jeans and button up shirt.  Getting out of the house was easy and my high heels were already in the car.  I drove the Saturn away from the farm and stopped for a moment on one of back roads, one that actually borders our farm and quickly stripped off my boots, socks, jeans, shirt, panties and bra.  Getting back into my duster brought memories of having to do this on I-10 just two weeks prior and I suddenly wished I had thought to do this at the front of the car.  Oh well.  I strapped on my high heels, but did not button the duster closed, and headed for the freeway.
 
    
 
   I didn’t have far to go.  Just down to Fry Road.  There is a Pet store there on the frontage road which I was hoping wouldn’t be too busy.  Fortunately a Tuesday afternoon is a pretty slow day for them and I pulled up into the parking lot with a rapidly beating heart, a clammy chill on my skin, and a seriously soaked seat beneath me.  I think it took me about five minutes to get my nerves together.  Finally I got out of the car, smoothed my denim duster down, made sure a button or two was fastened, concealing the important parts, and went into the store.
 
    
 
   I like visiting pet shops.  My mom is allergic to cat and dog fur so we never had one and still don’t, but I’ve always liked animals.  I guess that’s why I don’t mind working on the farm too much.  We have cows, goats, chickens, a few pigs (not my favorite except when they’re really little), and horses.  Pet shops have always fascinated me and I like seeing all the little critters.  I even like the small reptile aquariums and stuff.  I will never ever buy one of those giant millipedes from Africa though.  Eecch.
 
    
 
   It was a typical pet store.  You walk in past the registers, the fish are in the back and you have to meander your way through a bunch of shelves filled with every product imaginable to spoil or maintain your pet.  Despite the fact I was there for a collar, I was looking for something more personal: a male human being.
 
    
 
   And damn I was lucky.  Wow.  What a hunk!  Late teens, tall, handsome, sexy even.  My guess is that he’s a runner. Like track.  I made a beeline for him and approached with my million watt “fuck me silly and buy a used car from me” smile.  To be honest, despite my questionable attire (or because of it), I had his immediate attention.
 
    
 
   When Mistress Ellen was giving me this assignment I was originally supposed to wear my denim skirt and a yellow halter top. No panties or bra.  Part of me wished I was still wearing those.  The denim duster is a coat.  It looks like a coat.  But with just two of the buttons fastened across the front, there was too much skin showing not raise some questions.  After all, I was wearing high heels, clearly no pants, and while the front of my coat was closed, he had to be thinking “what is she wearing under there?”  
 
    
 
   But I had Jon’s attention and that was a plus.  I guess he isn’t approached by duster wearing girls in high heels very often.  Our initial verbal intercourse was polite and friendly and the only awkward moment came when he asked me if I need a dog collar or cat collar.
 
    
 
   “Dog sized.”  I replied, holding my hands out to about the width of what I supposed my neck measured in at.  With a smile he led me deeper into the store.  We passed bags of food, leashes, toys, and beds.  During the walk I loosed the top button of my duster, opening the front just a bit so that a strip of skin from my neck all the way down to my shaved slit.  Since my duster closes up in the center at the front, I knew that my breasts would doubt be exposed.  We reached the collars and Jon held out his hand motioning to the display and then caught sight of me.  I could feel the air on my body so I knew he was getting an eye full.  Of course the shocked expression on his face was more than enough to tell me that as well.
 
    
 
   I turned toward the collars and made a show of picking out one, holding it up to him and asking him for his opinion.  My whole body turned and I know a bit more of my breast got exposed because his eyes kept going from the collar to my chest.  I could feel the edges of my duster opening up as the front loosened even more and I lifted the collar up.  His expression got even wilder when I put the collar around my throat.  
 
    
 
   “Can you help me get this buckled?  I want to see if it fits properly,” I asked him.
 
    
 
   “This is for you?” he asked stupidly. I just grinned.  I could see his fingers tremble as I stepped closer and he reached up to my neck.  His touch at my throat was light and I gave him another flash of my smile.  He finally took a step back and I posed for him.
 
    
 
   “How does it look?”  I asked, arching my back and lifting my arms.  Both of my breasts popped loose of the duster and I’m pretty sure he wasn’t looking at collar..  It took him a moment to clear his throat and then I was told it looked lovely.  I started to unbuckle the collar but he came to my rescue, helping me remove it.  By this point my coat was open almost all the way, with both bare breasts helping to spread the folds apart.  After the collar was off I said “oops” and closed my coat, buttoning it tightly shut.  Jon’s eyes were still a little wild and I took the collar back from him.
 
    
 
   “Can you check me out?” I asked.  He nodded and followed me to the register area where one of his fellow employees was working.  There was some momentary confusion when I followed Jon to his register, rather than going to the empty one, but nothing was said.  I made my purchase, using my credit card from my coat pocket, and then politely took the collar out of the bag and began buckling it around my neck again, right there in front of everyone.  This time the other cashier watched in astonishment and Jon kept his eyes locked around my still covered breasts, no doubt wondering if my coat would fall open again.  Since my back was too the other guy I let my hand loosen the top button of my coat and I leaned across the register counter. I gave Jon a quick kiss on the cheek as well as another eyeful of my top half. 
 
    
 
   “Thanks!” I said, dressed now in a denim duster, high heels, AND a black leather collar.  He was still speechless so I headed to the door, not bothering to close up my ever widening coat front.  Now the other guy got a glimpse as well and I turned and waved, flashing both of them as I exited the store.  Then I made a beeline to my car and drove off.  I kept my coat open and headed back to the road, turning toward home.
 
    
 
   Just as an afterthought I reached into the glove compartment and extracted the small vibrator I keep there for emergencies.  I was already soaked, so it didn’t really matter that it went in deep, buzzing away.
 
    
 
   And then I came.  Collars are so much fun.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Toilet Brush Fuck
 
    
 
   Thursday, February 04, 2010
 
   Last Assignment:  Fuck a toilet brush.  I got a comment from a reader that he wanted me to replicate a particular video which is located here: 
 
   http://www.newsfilter.org/video/50337/Teenage_slut_lost_her_dildo,_so_she_fucks_herself_with_the_toilet_brush/
 
   The video is pretty graphic so be warned, but honestly its not really outside of my comfort zone so a few days ago when I was buying chocolate for another daily assignment I went and picked up a new toilet brush.  I sure as hell wasn’t going to fuck a USED one.
 
   Mistress Ellen felt the whole assignment a little boring.  I mean really, its just screwing another weird object.  (Note to self: Add this to the list of things I’ve fucked)  She suggested I find an unusual spot to do this rather unique cleaning maneuver; like a public bathroom, the men’s side of course.  At first I was a little hesitant because I’d prefer not to get arrested and in the wrong place at the wrong time a little public masturbation can get you jail time.  I’d rather not be arrested.  I’ve got other things on my plate that won’t work well with jail.  Especially not that kind.  
 
   But then a spot occurred to me.  There is a soccer field a few miles away from my house where the local immigrant population goes nightly to play fútbol.  When I was younger I played on a soccer team in the same field and they have a pretty decent restroom facility.  The games usually go on late into the night since the city installed big lights.  As a result, it would be unlikely a lot of kids would be there and much more likely that only grown up guys would be around.  Besides, Mistress Ellen didn’t say I had to DO IT IN PUBLIC, just in the Men’s Room.  That meant a quick sneak into a stall, shut the door, and give my insides a quick bristle brush clean, hopefully cumming in the process.
 
   My evening drive was rather mundane.  I chose my denim skirt, boots, a button up short sleeve shirt, and no bra or panties.  I looked like I was going bar hopping.  When I got to the field I saw maybe fifteen trucks and cars parked there and as expected, two teams of athletic guys were kicking around the old black and white ball.  I bypassed the whole event and made my way to the restroom.
 
   I stood outside for about ten minutes, just standing there, holding my toilet brush, but no one came in or out and since it appeared no one was coming over, I stuck my head in the men’s restroom and peeked around.  First of all…YUCK!  How do you guys stand that?  Bleech…  The urinals were gross and looked like no one ever cleaned them, and then there is the fact that you’re standing there looking over at the other’s guys dick?  Is there like a protocol for that?  
 
   I bent over and didn’t see any feet in any of the stalls so I straightened and moved confidently into the restroom, intent on getting into one of the stalls and getting the door closed before I was discovered.  I was already intensely wet between the legs and frankly looking forward to the uncomfortable but wild fucking I was about to give myself.  That’s when I ran into my first snag.
 
   None of the stalls had DOORS!
 
   What the hell is up with that?  No fucking doors?  You guys just sit on the crapper and let everyone walking by see what you’re doing?  I think I stood there for a moment trying to decide how I wanted to deal with this and I made the mistake of asking myself what Mistress Ellen would want me to do.  
 
   Simple answer.  Get in a stall, hike your skirt up, fuck yourself silly.
 
   So that’s what I did.  I stepped into the middle stall (that was a mistake, but I’ll get to that later) and began lifting my skirt.  The Formica wall felt cool on my butt as I leaned on it slightly as I propped my leg up on the filthy toilet in front of me.  Frankly, I was tempted just to use my brush on the toilet it was so bad.  But an assignment is an assignment and I lifted my brand new brush and brought it up between my legs.
 
   In college I frequently fucked the business end of a cylindrical hair brush.  You know, the kind used to pull out curls?  I imagined that this would feel a lot like that.  I used one hand to guide the brush while the other hand spread my pussy open and I felt the first prickling of the little bristles.  The first immediate difference I noticed between the hair brush and the toilet brush was width.  The bristles were much longer on my current sex toy.  I pushed a bit, making the bristles collapse downward as I rammed the brush upward into my body.  Since I was already soaked it was pretty easy and I spent a good five or six minutes slowly working it in, twisting it around, and enjoying the sensation of the bristles caressing the insides of my pussy.  It’s tough to describe to a guy what that feels like because there really isn’t an analogy good enough.
 
   So there I was in the middle of screwing myself silly with a toilet brush when there was a sudden ruckus at the entrance of the restroom.  Before I could even extract the brush a group of sweaty fútbol players entered the room.  Spirits were high and they were talking rapidly in Spanish, clearly pleased about something.  All I managed to do was get my leg off the toilet and push down my skirt before two of them spotted me, stopping in surprise at my stall, staring.
 
   It’s tough to be cool and calm when surrounded by a crowd of eleven guys, all wearing red jerseys, when there is a toilet brush stuck up your twat.  Another little known fact: it’s impossible to walk with a toilet brush stuck up your pussy either.  While my skirt was down, I knew that at least six or seven inches of the handle were easily visible since I could feel the end of it bumping into my knees.  A couple of sentences were exchanged but despite the fact I live in Texas and love to eat fajitas, tortas, and lots of other things sold by Taco Bueno, I don’t speak much Spanish.
 
   Finally one guy (who was actually very polite) asked me if I knew I was in the Men’s Restroom.  In a flash I decided that honesty was the best approach.  I answered with my million watt “please fuck me” smile and politely responded by telling him that I was very aware this was the men’s restroom and that I was completing a task set for me by my Mistress.
 
   Nothing gets a man’s attention than a girl saying the word “Mistress.”  A few more words were exchange in Spanish and I got asked the million dollar question.  “What task?”
 
   Well, they say a picture is worth a thousand words so rather than explaining that I had been sent to go fuck myself blah blah blah I just lifted up my skirt, showing my shaved pussy.  I grabbed hold of the handle, ignoring the awed and astonished looks, and pulled it out with a wet squelch and a soft moan.  I held it up like a sword in front of me, grinning stupidly.
 
   “I had to fuck this,” I said proudly.
 
   With that a flurry of Spanish surrounded me and I only caught a few words which were said in English.  I guess there isn’t a really good translation for the word “slut”.  Anyway I stood there as the entire fútbol team discussed this unusual turn of events.  Finally the first guy (who I suppose was team captain asked if I was finished or if I still needed to complete my task.  His English was excellent by the way.
 
   My reply came out sarcastically but wasn’t interpreted that way.  “Why? You want to watch?”
 
   He shook his head.   “No, senorita.  We want to help.”  He reached out a palm to me and I found myself taking his hand.  We moved to the last stall which was a handicap stall and I found myself being sat down in the lap of one of the guys who was now sitting on the toilet (fully clothed of course).  In seconds I was being propped up, my legs up in the air while the team captain took the toilet brush from me, placed it against the swollen and pink petals of my pussy and then pushed.
 
   He was a little more vigorous than I had been and the sudden penetration and force was exactly the kind of thing that sends me spiraling upward into orgasm.  I quivered, moaned, groaned, begged, sighed, pumped, and squirmed while the team took turns cleaning my bowl.  At some point my shirt got pulled up, my bare breasts hanging out and then there was a cock in my face.  I began sucking, totally oblivious as to who or why or what was going on.  Then the brush was yanked out and I felt empty, horny, and desperate and in a flash there was another cock in front of me.  It went right in.  I think it pumped for a few minutes but I was still reeling from the sensation of hands on my breasts and cock in my mouth and cunt.  I felt the cock pull out and a spurt of wetness across my belly.  Then another hard cock was thrust into me.
 
   Gangbangs can be a lot of fun if you are willing and happen to be a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I know I fucked every guy there.  Finally after about an hour we were completely done, I was drenched in cum, my shirt had disappeared as had my skirt.  I was deposited gently on the floor, still naked and the team captain came over, holding the toilet brush.  Gently he pushed my legs apart, pressed the tip of the still sticky and slimy brush against my pussy, and pushed.  I was so tender.  Four or five orgasms plus continual pounding made my pussy soft and sensitive and I cried out as the bristles scraped me.  He twisted it inside me, literally cleaning the bowl.
 
   “I hope your mistress is happy with you, senorita.  Buenos noches.”  And then I was left alone.  After a while I stood up, removed the toilet brush and tossed it in one of the toilet bowls.  I couldn’t find my clothes so I went out toward my car.  The field was dark 
 
   I found my shirt just outside the bathroom but my skirt was gone.  I looked for about ten minutes and then gave it up.  In the dark it would be impossible to find.  I got back in my car and headed home.

I of course had a change of clothes in the car, after all I hadn't walked out of my parent's house wearing a denim skirt about four inches too short and a halter top!  Despite my condition I managed to get my jeans and button up shirt out of the back seat and got dressed.  A quick look in the mirror and some baby wipes took care of the worst of the cum and I drove home in a daze, made a gesture of hello to my parents, then headed upstairs to shower.

As the water heated up I couldn’t help glancing down into the corner of the little bathroom though.  There, sitting in a small plastic base, was a toilet brush.  As the memories of my gang bang came flooding back my hand twitched, reaching for it, just for a second.
 
   Eewww…I’ll just buy a clean one tomorrow.
 
 
    
 
    
 
   BlowJob Friday #3
 
   Friday, February 5th, 2010
 
   Last Assignment: From Master Brandon:  Breanne, Today I want you to post a list of all the toys in your toy box.  Each item needs a sentence or two describing it as well as how you like to use it.  Post it on the blog.  While you are writing out your list, make sure you are sitting on a vibrator, embedded inside you, turned to its lowest setting.
 
   I don’t really think I need to put anything here, do I?  I mean, I’ve already posted the list of items in my toybox.  It was a lot of fun writing out the list.  First I had to inventory it, which meant laying it all out on the bed.  Then I categorized it.  Vibrators went in this pile, dildos in this one, clamps in this one, weird stuff in that one.  I started with my favorite vibe, shucked out of my jeans and panties, went to the computer, and straddled my chair.  I put the base of the vibe against the chair seat while the tip slipped into a mostly wet pussy.  
 
   Then I sat down.  I admit it wasn’t a fast penetration, but it wasn’t slow either.  Just steady.  Quivering from my self inflicted implantation I turned the dial on the vibe to low and began writing.  And then things got a little complicated.
 
   I’m not saying I had problems writing out the list.  None at all, but Master Stone managed to get my attention while I was logged on to my private messenger and next thing I knew I was trying to have a conversation at the same time I was writing my descriptions.  During our conversation, I had a little household emergency, which necessitated my removal of the vibrator and me putting my clothes back on and when I got back to the conversation I forget to put the vibrator back in.   My bad, okay?  Master Stone noticed this little violation and since I had just finished the “weird” portion of my toy box list, he asked about my wooden triangular prism.
 
   What’s that?  Well if you didn’t read the post about the contents of my toybox, I’ll forgive you.  Basically, it’s a 12 inch long triangle shaped piece of wood.  The pinnacle is about 3 three inches high and the base is about three inches wide.  The point of the toy is to put it in your chair, so that it sits right in the middle.  Then, while naked of course, you spread your legs to the side of the chair and sit down.  Basically it’s a small, portable, wooden pony.  Or if your ankles are cuffed and pulled upward so you can’t get your weight off the prism then it’s a wooden horse.  To be honest, I don’t use it very often.  It’s a pretty cruel and physically grueling device.  While the top edge is kinda blunt, that doesn’t make much difference when you’re sitting on it.  Usually I can only stand about ten minutes.  Which of course prompted a question from Master Stone.
 
   “How long can you stay on it if you’re wearing panties?”
 
   What kind of question is that?  Panties aren’t exactly the most padded piece of clothing a girl wears.  Besides, I don’t even think denim jeans or even coveralls would protect you from the discomfort and eventual pain the wooden device causes.  I ended up shrugging my shoulders and letting him know I had no idea.
 
   “Then that’s your punishment for not putting your vibe back in.”  Master Stone replied.  “Get out of your jeans.”
 
   I stood up, perhaps a little surly but I didn’t let Master Stone know, went to the bed and picked up my portable wooden pony.  I brought it back to my chair, positioned it running down the very middle from front to back and pushed down my blue jeans.  I stood there in my socks, panties, tee shirt and bra and let Master Snow I was ready.  
 
   “Let’s see if you can stand ten minutes” he replied.
 
   Gingerly I sat down, straddling the chair.  Almost immediately I felt the pressure.  To be honest, it didn’t really bite into my pussy or my ass.  Most of the sensation was coming from my perineum, which is the tender spot right between your ass your pussy.  Or cock if you’re a guy.  Yes, guys have a perineum too.  After about a minute my thighs were flexing, not to make me stand up, put pressing against the chair.  That was when Master Stone noticed something missing.
 
   “Take of your shirt and put some nipple clamps on.”  
 
   Well to be honest, a good wooden pony ride isn’t complete without nipple clamps, right?   Since all of my toys were spread out on the bed I leaned over, snatched a pair off the coverlet, and quickly put them on.  They weren’t anything fancy, just the duck billed rubber coated ones.  But they were tight.  That combined with the increasing discomfort between my legs got me going.
 
   After five minutes discomfort turned into actual pain and I was rocking back and forth on the portable wooden pony.  My hips were thrusting back and forth as I tried to change the pressure points between my legs.  When I moved forward the sharp edge literally split the lips of my pussy, pushing my panties deep into my cleft, and practically entered me.  Moving backward put pressure on my bottom, a singularly tender spot.  My hips went faster and faster.  
 
   At the ten minute mark I had had enough.  I commented as much to Master Stone who observed that wearing panties really didn’t make much of a difference.
 
   Well duh.
 
   Then he asked me the clincher.  “What will you do in order to get permission to get off the prism?”
 
   “Anything!” I responded.
 
   “Agree to a one hour torture session with me, to be paid at a later date. Plus you need to put your vibrator back in immediately, on high, as well as a butt plug.  Oh yeah, and you need to keep at least one of those items in and functioning for at least an hour.”  
 
   I agreed.  I know, crazy right?  But when you have that much pain between your legs there’s really not much you won’t agree to do to make it stop.  He made me say please.  Several times.
 
   Finally at eleven minutes and something seconds he allowed me to get up.  I practically leapt to my feet, sore from my pussy to my ass and tossed the wooden prism on the bed. As instructed I grabbed my vibrator which had been sitting on my desk and quickly slipped it in.  I twisted the dial on the base to maximum and almost came right there and then.  Then I leaned over to my bed, grabbed my regular butt plug, rubbed it along my pussy where there was now plenty of leaking juices and then put that in.
 
   Stuffed, clamped, vibrated and sore I took a deep breath and contemplated my next course.  First, I had about fifteen minutes left of work for the daily assignment.  Then I had to decide what I was going to keep on or in for the next hour.  Since I was hungry and that meant eating lunch with family, I decided the butt plug would have to stay.  The vibrator on high would certainly be heard and frankly I didn’t think I could sit and eat lunch with my parents while trying desperately not to cum.  As for the nipple clamps, well no bra in the world would hide those well.  After I finished my list, I spent a quick four minutes cumming and then took everything out and off but the bottom plug.  
 
   Then I got dressed.  Not much else to tell.  So what do you think?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Blowjob Friday #4
 
    
 
   Monday, February 08, 2010
 
   Last Assignment: Blowjob Friday.  It’s the final installment of three different blowjob Fridays.  When first proposed I came up with three options to complete the task and I ended up getting assigned to do all three options.  The first week I did a stranger at a club.  Last week was my trip to the porn store arcade.  This week I’m borrowing Robert from my former Mistress Kari (at great cost I might add).  So, on to do a blowjob.
 
   At 11:00 on Friday afternoon I got into my car and headed toward downtown.  I was wearing something fashionable for a change, discarding my classic blue jeans, boots, and cotton, button up, cowgirl shirt for a slinky black dress and matching heels.  My denim duster was in the back seat but it was warm enough I didn’t need it.  I wasn’t wearing anything underneath the dress, mostly because it reminded me of the four or so years I served as Kari’s personal sex slave.  Kari was, and still is, my best friend, despite the fact that we mutually ended our D/s relationship during my junior year of college.  I needed space to grow as a person.  Kari wanted to torture boys.
 
   Which makes a good segue way into what I was about to do.  Three weeks ago I had been given an assignment to find a guy and provide a blow job.  I came up with three options to meet the requirements and even explained them.  After I posted, one of my fans suggested I do the other three options anyway.  So that’s why I was driving to Kari’s downtown office.
 
   Kari is an interior designer.  We both graduated in 2008 and while I headed back to the farm to help my parents out, Kari used her dad’s money to set up a posh design studio and business.  She’s elegant, beautiful, and classy (and has always been) that makes me look dowdy, a little plain, and awkward.  Everyone thought our friendship an unlikely one, at least until the rumors of our relationship made the rounds.  Then it was understandable.   
 
   The forty minute drive was relatively easy and being back in my old haunting grounds was rather nice.  Kari had very graciously invited me to lunch and I pulled up in front of the upscale business park and made my way to Kari’s office.  The door was open and I entered a reception area lavishly decorated in a modern style but with a classical flair.  Greenery was positioned carefully and even the wall art had been chosen for its thematic and color composition.  
 
   Within seconds a man resembling a Greek god strolled out from the hallway that led to the private offices and he gave me a big welcoming smile.  He was wearing khaki dockers, a blue polo shirt that may have been one size to small, and loafers.  His chest was sculpted marble and his biceps bulged.  Frankly, he was scrumptious.  I didn’t just want to suck him.  I wanted to fuck him.  Holding out his hand he took mine and leaned in, giving me a kiss on the cheek.
 
   “You must be Breanne.  I’ve heard a lot about you.  I’m Robert,” he said.
 
   I had never met Kari’s current boy toy and I couldn’t help warming to him.  Depending on how long a guy has been with Kari is a major influence on their attitude.  Kari tends to use up guys.  The longest relationship (not counting mine) she’s ever had was about a year and a half.  I knew Robert was relatively new, less than six months, and I wondered what his emotional and mental condition would be like in a year.
 
   “Kari is in her office.”  He didn’t relinquish my hand as he led me back into the depths of Kari’s sanctuary.  I didn’t object.  I think pheromones may have had something to do with it.  My body was certainly reacting strongly to Robert’s presence.  His short brownish, blond hair was slightly spiked and I bit my lip, resisting the urge to run my fingers through it.  We rounded a corner and I was pulled forward and then pushed into Kari’s office.
 
   “I’ve brought her, Kari,” Robert announced.
 
   Kari was sitting at her desk, looking exactly as I expected.  Long blonde hair, diamonds in her ears, a delicate necklace gracing her throat.  She was wearing a turquoise colored dress with red and purple bracelets and I couldn’t help looking down at her cleavage, which made my 36c cups look ungracefully huge.  Kari was up in an instant and rounded the desk, arms outstretched.  I fell into her embrace, my nose filled with her lavender perfume.
 
   “You look fantastic, Breanne!  A little bit of a farmer’s tan, but nothing an hour at a tanning salon couldn’t fix.  The hair color suits you too.  I liked the red, but you have such a deep natural brown.  It’s really quite nice.”
 
   I couldn’t help smiling.  “Thank you, Kari.”
 
   She took a step back and grinned.  “So, do you want to do your assignment now, or after lunch?”
 
   Trust Kari to get to the heart of things.  She was a penetrative person, both mentally and physically.  I admit I shrugged and did what I do best.
 
   “Whatever you think is good, Kari.”  It was easy to settle back into the habit of letting her make the decisions.  It was a natural thing for me to do.  I had been Kari’s follower before we were even lovers.
 
   “Then I think you should do it now.  Use the consultation room.  Then we will go to Mi Luna for some tapas.  Sound good?”
 
   I nodded, pleased that Kari was taking control.  She moved back around to her chair and sat down.  
 
   “Robert, please show Breanne to the conference room and I want you to stay there and follow any order she gives you as if it were coming from me.  If she tells you to cut off your nuts, I expect her to be holding them in seconds.  Understand?”
 
   I glanced over at Robert who was still standing in the doorway.  He nodded, his face an unreadable mask, but I thought I saw a twinkle in his eye.
 
   “Yes Mistress,” he responded and then reached out and took my hand again.  I found myself pulled away from Kari and back into the hall.  A few steps brought us to another lavishly decorated room with two sofas, a large wooden table, and a number of comfy armchairs.  The heavy door with the little window clicked close behind us.
 
   “So, are you my Mistress now?”  Robert asked lightly, his eyebrow arched.
 
   I shook my head.  “Didn’t Kari tell you what I needed?”
 
   “Not in the least.  All she told me was that I was coming with her to work today and that we would be meeting an old friend of hers, a former slave.”
 
   I couldn’t help blushing.  “Well, I’m still submissive and I’m given tasks as part of a job I’m doing right now.  So I need to give you a blow job.”
 
   In the space of a heart beat the sexual tension in the room rose about forty points.  Robert couldn’t help grinning and I felt my own blood pressure rise.
 
   “So where do you want me?” he asked, motioning to the various pieces of furniture.
 
   I glanced around.  “Sit someplace where you are comfortable.  Oh…and pull down your pants too.”
 
   Robert selected one of the sofas and turned to face me as his fingers found the buckle of his belt.  I moved forward, my own hands fumbling with his as I tried to help, a sensation of nervous excitement filling me.  Compared to my last few conquests, this man was incredible.  I even detected the scent of mountain pine on his skin and I knew that Kari had him bathe with one of those expensive soap bars filled with pumice and pine sap.  He was wearing blue silk boxers which matched his shirt and he pushed them down, revealing one of the most impressive cocks I have ever seen.
 
   First of all he was shaved clean.  Either that or he had done some serious hair laser removal.  I suspected the laser frankly.  His balls were smooth and his cock already hard.  I expected that.  Kari spent a lot of time making sure her boy toys could get hard in seconds.  He wasn’t overly long, which was good for me since I would soon have him in my mouth, but he wasn’t small either; perfectly proportioned.  I could just imagine what it would feel like having him inside me.
 
   I pushed him down on the couch and went to my knees, my hand quickly finding his shaft.  I bent down and began licking, a sexual hunger filling me completely.  Robert leaned back and moaned softly as I swirled my tongue around the tip of his cock.  Whirling downward I managed to moisten his entire length before I opened my mouth and began bobbing up and down on him.
 
   I won’t bore you with the mechanics of the blowjob.  Rest assured when I write my “How To Give a Great Blow Job” essay all of the little machinations will be included.  What really matters to this narrative is that I had him bubbling to a boil in about five minutes.  His white cream erupted into my mouth and I swallowed every sweet drop.
 
   Yes sweet.  I know.  Normally cum is bitter, sometimes acrid, and like every other bodily secretion contains scent and taste particles of what you eat.  One of Kari’s little requirements for boy toys is a strict diet.  Lots of vegetables.  Lots of fruit.  No garlic or onion.  Limited access to red meat, fish, and pork.  Add lots of water and exercise.  Honestly, if she ever decided to get into the personal male weight loss training there would be a lot of thin guys around.  Sex is also a good motivator.  But she usually chose guys who were already close to being perfect.  Then she went to work.
 
   So I greedily swallowed every bit of Robert’s personal cream filling and then settled back in sexual desperation.  Having this model of a Greek god in front of me, sucking on him, even having him explode for me had only driven me crazy.  I wanted, no needed, something between my legs.
 
   Then I realized that Kari had granted me power.  Robert was still MY personal slave, at least until we were done.  I stood up, took hold of my dress, and yanked it upward, pulling it off my body.  Robert’s look of appreciation made it clear that even my overblown curves (when compared to Kari’s) was enough to arouse a man.  Unfortunately his cock was in no condition to be aroused.  But I was prepared for that.
 
   “Lick me.  Eat me out, Robert.  Suck on my clit and pussy until you are hard again.”  I whispered, pulling him up off the couch.  He nodded, his face impassive as he followed my commands.  We rotated, my bare ass sitting in his warmed spot, my legs spreading wide as he kicked off his loafers, trousers, and boxers and went to his knees.
 
   There is as much art to cunnilingus as there is to fellatio, and Robert had the best teacher.  His tongue seemed to dart against me, slipping up and down along the petals.  He didn’t just suck on my clit, he took the folds of my pussy into his mouth, rolling them around with his tongue.  He used his lips, his nose, even his chin to stimulate me and I finally pushed my fingers through his short cropped hair.  I quivered over and over, trying hard not to orgasm until he was hard and inside me.  I think he sensed that too and after about ten minutes he stood up, his manhood ridged and strained.  A condom appeared out of no where and he expertly put it on.  He knelt on the edge of the couch and plunged into my sopping wet and ready hole.
 
   It was perfect.  I was right.  His cock felt incredible.  My hands roamed over his body, feeling his muscles as he reamed me.  I folded my legs around him, locking my ankles together.  I felt the final rise coming inside me and I bit my lip, stifling the orgasmic cry threatening to explode from throat.  My fingers clenched into fists and suddenly wished Kari had possessed the foresight to add designer pillows to her room arrangement.  I needed something to scream into.
 
   Then I came.  My body stiffened, my eyes closed tightly, my breath halted as the wave of incredible pleasure burst through me.  My god.  And he kept pumping!  I knew I hadn’t given him any orders concerning his own pleasure and he just kept thrusting into my body.  I reached up, cupping his face and ordered him to cum for me.  He nodded gratefully, his face reddening.  Before he could cum though, I had another wave, slightly less intense than a full orgasm, but enough to lose my breath again.  Then he popped.  I felt the warmth inside me, his already depleted cock straining to produce enough cream. I didn’t care.  I got what I wanted.  
 
   A sound or maybe some sixth sense made me look toward the door.  Kari’s face was at the glass window looking on.  I didn’t know how long she had been there, but I knew that expression.  I had purchased Robert for a blow job, not a full fuck.  Oh…not money.  Kari has all of that she needs.  She IS a successful interior designer after all.  No, we had agreed on time.  The price of Robert’s cooperation for a blow job had been eight hours, starting tomorrow at 10am in the morning.  I had been instructed to appear at her apartment, naked, standing at the door.  The look in her eyes told me that while my eight hours had not changed, what would be happening sure had  I knew that I would be shortly returning to my former status as sex slave.  At least for a while.  Frankly, it was worth it.  Maybe.  We’ll see.  I looked again and she was gone.
 
   Robert and I spent a few minutes cleaning up.  Fortunately the conference room was stocked with wipes, napkins, and even a little bit of that hand cleanser.  In short we cleaned ourselves up, redressed, and made ourselves presentable.
 
   Lunch was fantastic.  I love tapas, and the conversation was light and friendly.  Neither Kari nor Robert mentioned what had just happened, how I had overstepped my bounds.  We ate.  We laughed.  And in a way, we loved.
 
   Back at Kari’s office I said goodbye and my best friend and former and future mistress kissed me on the cheek.  But it was her final whispered words that truly caused me to tremble.
 
   “You will pay for that, Bre.  And it’s going to hurt.  See you tomorrow.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Fuck An Egg
 
   Tuesday, February 16, 2010
 
   Yesterday’s Results: Fuck An Egg.  Put it in a condom and see if you can break it.
 
   Bernard Meltzer once said “A true friend is someone who thinks that you are a good egg even though he knows that you are slightly cracked.”  I think that definition works pretty well for me, especially after last night’s little escapade.  Cracked is a really good description.
 
   The original comment said: here’s an idea. I'd like you to put an egg in a condom, put it inside you, and see if you can break it!”  Well that certainly makes things a bit clearer.  At first I was a little astonished by this assignment.  Frankly, screwing an egg really isn’t that hard.  I have had a number of egg shaped little toys up inside me, some even bigger than your standard chicken egg, and I never found them particularly difficult to handle.  That said I had never actually fucked a chicken egg (or any other kind of real egg for that matter.)  I was discussing the entire affair with a friend of mine, Master Brandon, who suggested that not only should I fuck a raw egg, but I should try a hard boiled one as well.  That said, I scrambled downstairs at about eleven at night and poached some eggs from the refrigerator (Yes, this entire story is going to be chock full of bad egg puns. Deal with it.)
 
   Putting my hot hardboiled egg into a ceramic bowl and my cold raw egg in a cup full of water and crushed ice, I made my way back to my room.  I keep a number of condoms on hand for emergencies and I quickly pulled out my favorite Trojan and looked at my two eggs.  In the end, I decided that I would screw the hard boiled egg first.  The raw one would keep and if I was actually successful at cracking the raw one, I didn’t want to have to go and get cleaned up.
 
   Getting the hard boiled egg in the condom was a chore.  The rubber didn’t want to fit over the egg.  I think it was the heat.  It was still pretty warm, almost uncomfortable.  In the end I accidentally cracked the shell just getting it into the condom.  Finally I was ready.  I stripped off my pajama bottoms and panties, sat down in my desk chair, and propped my feet up on the desk, slouching down with my knees spread outward.
 
   I was already wet.  Wouldn’t you be too if you were planning a sexual escapade like this?  To be honest, it went in over easy and I could hear a slight crackle from the cracked shell.  The first sensation I felt was heat.  Surprisingly what felt uncomfortable on my fingers felt a lot hotter inside me.  I strained not to tighten around it, but couldn’t hold up and squeezed the egg tightly, wriggling my hips.  Even my thighs were shaking from the heat and sensations.  I couldn’t help rubbing my clit and I think I came in about five seconds.  Okay, it may have been a little longer, but certainly less than an egg timer’s worth!
 
   Honestly, I think it may have been me rubbing my clit that REALLY deviled me, rather than the hard boiled egg.  But I know it added something to the experience.  I pulled out my little white friend and discovered that his shell had fractured into tiny pieces, a mosaic of fragments.  Brandon wanted me to eat it, but I wasn’t in the mood to spend an hour picking off each little millimeter sized shell.  He acquiesced and I picked up the yoke of my true task: a raw egg.
 
   In hindsight, I probably shouldn’t have put the egg in a cup of ice water.  Just as the hard boiled egg was hot, the raw egg was freezing, though I had a much easier time getting it into an empty condom.  It wasn’t as bad as an ice dildo or ice cubes, but it was still blistering cold, and it filled me much more thoroughly than an ice cube or even most of my ice dildos have in the past.  Once more, I couldn’t help squeezing down on the egg, just as my hips couldn’t stop jumping around.  I was COLD!  In fact, I went numb after about thirty seconds, with the sexual sensation of being filled replaced with this cold hard iron ache inside my pussy.  It wasn’t exactly painful, but it wasn’t really pleasant either.  I could still feel the egg inside me, and I squeezed as hard as I could.  Nothing happened.  I stood up and tried again, changing positions.  Nope.  
 
   Through this whole thing Brandon was laughing at me and eventually we both concluded that cracking an egg with just your pussy was very difficult.  That said, Brandon told me I couldn’t just stop there.  The egg had to be broken inside me.  After a brief discussion I selected a rather narrow plastic vibrator, turned it on to maximum, and then rammed it in.
 
   I am pleased to report that my first thrust accomplished what my pussy was unable to do.  Crack an egg.  In seconds a thick yellow goop was leaking from the base of the condom and the hard steel stone inside me had shrunk and changed shape.  I could feel a grittiness, almost a grating sensation as the yolk and whites leaked out of the condom.  
 
   A steady supply of paper towels pre-positioned at my desk dealt with the very strange and golden mess leaking from my body.  I extracted the remains, tossed the crushed shell and condom in the trash and cleaned up.
 
   And that pretty much was my eggcelent adventure!  Keep the suggestions coming!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Playing with Play-do
 
   Wednesday, February 17, 2010
 
   Last Assignment:  (Assigned by Master Brandon) Drive to a toy store wearing nothing but your duster and high heels.  Go inside and purchase enough play-doh (children’s putty) to make a six inch dildo.  Go back to your car, get in, open the play-doh and form it into a dildo.  Open your coat, push the play-doh dildo into your pussy, and drive home with your coat open and the play-doh dildo inside.
 
   When I was a little girl, I used to play with this stuff.  I remember making play-doh cookies, and play-doh pies, and play-doh just about everything.  Scratch that.  I never made a play-doh dildo.  Yesterday I once again donned my duster and headed out to the pick-up truck, jumped in, and drove out to the farm to market road that borders our property.  Once out alone with just a few cows looking at me I pulled off my boots, socks, jeans, duster, shirt, and bra. I put the duster back on and snagged a pair of high heels from behind the seat.  Thus appropriately attired I headed out to Katy Mills Mall because there is a popular chain toy store out there.
 
   You would think as often as I wear my duster and high heels (along with nothing else) I’d start getting used to it by now.  But I found myself instantly ripening, wondering if every person looking at me knew that I was totally naked underneath my denim duster.  I parked the truck and headed in.  Play-doh was relatively easy to find and since I was there on a Tuesday Afternoon it was pretty quiet.  The first issue was selecting play-doh. Oh My God!  You should see what you can now DO with this stuff!  I mean, holy crap!  They come in pastel colors now, and you can get all sorts of play toys to go along with the stuff so you can form it and chop it and make it look like food.  I ended up getting this “three pounds of fun” can with red blue and yellow play-doh.  I took my purchase and headed out to the truck.
 
   I parked rather far away from the store and so the walk was a bit chilly with the wind blasting cool air up under my coat.  I made it back to the truck, got in, popped the lid off my can and extracted my gunk.  First I melded all three colors into one ball and then began shaping it into a long thick dildo.
 
   Surprisingly, three pounds of play-doh makes a rather large object.  The other thing I discovered is that Play-doh has the consistency of…well…play-doh.  Lets just say I’ve handled limper dicks than the one in my hand, but not often.  My eight inch long, two inch wide cock was slightly lumpy and not very firm.  But beggars can’t be choosers and the whole point of this was to do something new and fun.  So I opened my coat wide, spread my legs, and began pushing my play-doh dildo in.
 
   A new friend of mine made the recommendation that I put a condom over it first, just to prevent leaving little pieces of play-doh inside me.  In hind-sight this was actually a really good idea.  Unfortunately I’m a bit stupid on occasion.  In hindsight, a condom would probably have kept my eight inch soft dildo from squelching against my pussy, unable to navigate the opening, and transforming into a now slightly wet misshapen lump.  Oops.  I also discovered that Play-doh does not handle moisture very well.  Frankly, it begins to disintegrate when exposed to water.  Well, at least pussy juice.  Karen…I promise to listen next time.
 
   At this point I realized that I wasn’t going to be able to do the assignment because of material failure.  So I cleaned up as best I could, chucked it all back into the bag, got out my vibrator and masturbated right there in the parking lot of Toys ‘R’ Us.  Finished, satisfied, and a little cold, I headed back home, stopping of course at my little field, to flash the cows and get dressed again.
 
   So did I fail the assignment?  Or did the assignment fail me?  Do I deserve punishment?  Let me know!
 
    
 
    
 
   Rope Torture
 
   Thursday, February 18, 2010
 
    
 
   Yesterday’s Results: Find some very rough rope, at least as thick as your thumb.  Tie one end around your waist with the dangling end at the small of your back.  Run the rope through your butt cheeks and pussy lips, up to the rope around your waist.  Tie it and cut off the extra.  Make sure the rope between your legs is pulled really tight up into your crotch. Get dressed again.  Wear the crotch rope for 12 hours.
 
    
 
   One of the worst parts about living on a farm is that rope is abundant.  We use it for all sorts of things, from tying up animals so we can check them and treat them, to hauling stuff all over the damn place, to wrapping naked pretty girls in hemp and…oh wait.  Nope.  We don’t do that last one.  Well…we USED to not do that.  I guess my farm is an exception now.
 
    
 
   I wake up around five every morning and head down to the barn to feed a few animals, check on the goats, the horses, and the few cows we own (they aren’t milking cows thank God).  Animals have to be turned out to their grazing fields if they’ve been brought in because of the cold, or whatever.  Lately it has been a lot of work.  Needless to say I dressed in my usual blue jeans, a corduroy shirt, panties, bra, socks and boots.  Typical cow girl attire, I know.  I made my way out to the barn and I immediately went to a collection of boxes my dad keeps on one side of the barn where we store tools and various equipment.  We keep everything from binder’s twine to some pretty thick and heavy hemp lines to various plastic and nylon ropes.  I knew that texture was the primary consideration and so I decided to go with all-natural hemp about as thick as my thumb, slightly frayed, and scratchy as hell.  I pulled out about ten feet, sliced it off with a pair of shears, and then proceeded to strip.
 
    
 
   Stripping at five thirty in the morning in a freezing barn sucks, so I did it fast.  As directed, I wrapped the rope around my waist, tying it tightly at my belly and then rotating it around so that the knot was at the small of my back.  I realized right then that I was in for a tough day.  Just sliding the knot around from front to back scratched my skin horribly and made red marks all along my waist.  I bent down and reached between my legs, ignoring my now wet pussy (just doing this kind of stuff turns me on,) and grabbed the rope, pulling it up through my legs.  I felt it dig in between my buttocks and I reached back and pulled the crack of my ass open slightly, to better seat the rough and uncomfortable rope.
 
    
 
   With one hand I spread my pussy open, pulling the rope taut against my skin.  I sucked in a breath and tucked the loose end through the waist tie. I winced when I tugged it upward, making sure the rough hemp was firmly embedded between the soft petals of sex.  (I can’t believe I just wrote that! Michael’s writing style must be wearing off on me!)  
 
    
 
   Gingerly I picked up my panties and slipped them on, ignoring the now constant rubbing of my clit, or the pressure of the rope inside my pussy.  It wasn’t deep obviously, but it was constant.  Every movement was like running your hand along a brick wall.  Rough edges everywhere!  Finally dressed, I turned toward the door and took a real step.
 
    
 
   Oh my god.  That’s all I can say.  OMG.  The movement of my swinging hips caused the rope between my legs to slide about half an inch, just enough to drag the rough and coarse edges across my clit and through my pussy.  It was like fucking sandpaper.  Really rough sandpaper.  My hands went to my crotch and I stood there quivering.  It was a mixture of sexual lust and pain and I felt tears come to my eyes as I realized I was going to be stuck like this all day, dealing with this sensation.
 
    
 
   Another step, and then another and I felt my juices soaking the rope.  That made it a little less abrasive, but in half and hour I had experienced two orgasms and was tender.  Making it through the day was going to be a nightmare.  Morning chores went much slower than usual, thanks to my tentative walk and feeble attempts to minimize the friction between my legs.  After an hour I could feel my skin chaffing all along my bottom, my waist, and most especially between the tender lips of my pussy.  My own juices went a long way toward minimizing the damage, but I was still wincing and when I finally made it back to my room and logged on to check my email, I was incredibly tender.  And then things got worse.
 
    
 
   Master Brandon had emailed me, to check on my performance.  Awwww…how nice of him!  However he also suggested that I insert my ben wa balls so that walking around all day would not only hurt my clit, but keep me sexually aroused.  Then, just to make things a bit knottier he suggested I untie the crotch rope and place an overhand knot right above my clit.  Awww….oh sweet.
 
    
 
   Needless to say these little items made things much more complicated.  The addition of my ben wa balls changed things from barely tolerable to almost completely insane.  Try alternating between extreme arousal and overstimulation along with some serious chaffing and you’ve got only a bare glimmer of what I was enduring.  Let’s see, okay guys, imagine having a heat rash on your dick while your dream fantasy girl (which should be me of course) is slowly rubbing you over and over, sucking and twirling and even fucking you, without let you explode for hours and hours.
 
    
 
   That was my day.
 
    
 
   Mistress Ellen also weighed in, suggesting another trip to the pet store in order to obtain a matching leash to go with the collar I purchased two weeks ago.  Of course the normal outfit of duster, heels, and nothing else was the order of the day, but modified with my new hemp “bun floss” thong.  Ouch.  That afternoon I headed out, still dressed in my boots, socks, blue jeans, panties, shirt, bra and duster, and underneath it all was my hemp torment.  As usual I drove out to the country road that borders the south side of our farm, but knew that since this order came from Mistress Ellen, I would need to change at the front of my truck, rather than in the cab.  So I stood at the hood, checking in both directions as I stripped naked, folded each article of clothing, and managed to get back in my duster before anyone drove by.  Then I headed for I-10 and went east.  I think I need to mention that pumping pedals is not all that pleasant when you have an inch thick piece of twine embedded between your legs.  My clit was practically on fire, my butt burned and the ben wa balls had caused me to soak the rope until it actually loosened slightly…which only caused more chaffing.  I doubt I was walking straight.
 
    
 
   I had brought one other little item with me: the leather collar I had purchased two weeks before.   Pulling up to the pet store I unbuttoned all but one button.  I noticed my fingers trembling as I lifted the collar and put it around my neck.  Then I went into the store, looking for Jon, or if he wasn’t available, at least another male employee.  
 
    
 
   The looks I got were incredible.  I think it was the collar, or the way I was moving my hips.  Or the fact that way too much leg was showing.  Or perhaps because my breasts were about half inch from showing nipple.   I suppose it was erotic, and I know that no one suspected that the reason I was swaying so much was because of the rough piece of rope trying to cleave me in half.  I walked through the store and found my target facing a shelf of canned cat food.  
 
    
 
   Jon was the same guy I gave an eyeful two weeks earlier when he helped me pick out my collar.  He stood up almost instantly the moment I approached him and I saw the instant recognition in his eyes.   I tried moving more freely, more seductively, but only caused a surge of mixed pain and pleasure exploding up from my clit. Oops.  Surprisingly it was Jon who spoke first.  
 
   
  
 

“Nice collar,” he said politely with this silly grin on his face.  It was so laced with innuendo I actually looked down to see if my duster was still closed.  It was, but only barely.  I told him I needed a matching leash and with a smile he led me down several isles.  I loosened my coat and by the time we made it too the leashes the front of my duster was wide open.  Jon kept surreptitiously looking back at me and I knew he had caught sight of my unusual hemp accessory.  I found myself in front of the leashes while Jon stared at my breasts.  
 
   Picking out the one that matched I held it up and asked Jon for his opinion.  Two weeks ago I had asked him to help me try on the collar.  This time he took the leash from me and clipped it to the little silver ring connected to the leather around my neck.  He grinned and told me it was a perfect fit.  Then to my surprise, he tugged on the leash and began pulling me through the store.
 
   My duster flared open and honestly we moved faster than my rope thong allowed and I found myself stumbling behind him, trying to minimize the friction on my clit.  By now I was going crazy with sex and lust and sore pussy.  I found myself in the very back of the store, well within arms reach of my pet store cutie.  His hands came out and touched my breasts and I seemed to melt in his touch.
 
   “Go out with me,” he whispered.  I nodded.  
 
   “Tomorrow evening?”  His eyes widened and he smiled.
 
   “Call me and I’ll pick you up?” he asked.
 
   I shook my head this time.  “I’ll meet you.  Give me your number.”  I pulled my cell phone (no you can’t have the number!) out of my pocket and quickly put it in.  I knew I would be calling him shortly.  The whole time his finger tips kept grazing my nipples.  Then he bent down to my lips and I felt him kiss me, his hands slipping underneath the duster, moving down to my bottom.  Then he tugged on the rope, sending discomfort and longing through my clit.
 
   “If you want, you can wear this,” he whispered, his mouth by my ear.
 
   I almost swooned in his arms.  “Maybe,” I replied.
 
   “So do you really want to buy that leash?” Jon asked.
 
   I nodded.  I knew Mistress Ellen would like it.  With a grin, Jon took hold of the end again and began guiding me toward the front of the store.  I tried to get my duster closed, but the fast pace and the scratchy grind of the rope against my clit and pussy was too much.  When we got to the counter I know a good portion of me was still exposed.  The other clerk looked familiar, but he just stared as Jon rung my leash up and I paid with my credit card.  Jon studied it for a moment, and then thanked me by name.
 
   And suddenly I was released.  I buttoned my coat up again and gave Jon a smile.  In moments I was out the door and in my truck, heading home back to my little country road.
 
   The rest of the evening was a tame, well at least as tame as it can get when you’re wearing ben wa balls and a piece of scratchy rope between your legs, digging into your pussy.  I called Jon around ten, stark naked in bed, wearing nothing but rope and trying to ignore the ben wa balls.  We talked for about an hour and I masturbated for him.  I can’t wait for tomorrow night.
 
   Guess what I’m going to wear?
 
   Costume!
 
    
 
   Friday. February 19, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Costume Play (Assigned by Mistress Ellen) Dress up in your duster, black lace bra and panties, black garter belt, and head to the toy store. Bring a vibrator, a bottom plug, and your nipple clamps.  Purchase a toy gun with holster.  Put on the toy gun, push the vibe, bottom plug, and clamps through the garter belt and go on a date with a guy who has never seen you naked.  Go all the way!
 
    
 
   If you read yesterday’s post you know that I met up with a young man named Jon who works at one of our local pet stores on Wednesday.  What started out as a very sexually intense humiliation flashing session ended with me getting asked out on a date and then an hour long conversation in which I gave Jon an earful.  Mostly it was me moaning and groaning while I took off my rope thong, extracted my ben wa balls, and used a powerful vibrator to make myself cum all while chatting with him and arranging our date.  
 
    
 
   In the end things worked out my way, which they normally do, and around seven in the evening I prepped for my outing by donning my black lace panties with the matching bra, and the strapping on my black garter belt.  A large black purse held the other accessories stipulated by Mistress Ellen’s assignment. Black knee length boots and my duster completed the outfit and I found myself heading back to the toy store to make my purchase.
 
    
 
   For some reason, I didn’t even attract attention while buying the little western cap gun.  It was the old west kind, complete with ivory handle and shiny nickel barrel and cylinder.  (Yes I know guns.  I live in TEXAS for God’s sake!  I probably shoot better than you do!)  Once back at the truck I opened the package and extracted the holster.  Fortunately I have one of those front snapping ones, rather than a pull on, but I managed to get it all worked out and in the end I was wearing my toy gun and looked like a real cow girl, which is kind of funny, since I AM a real cowgirl!  We even own a few cows!  
 
    
 
   The drive to Jon’s place was ridiculously easy.  I have no idea how he managed it, but according to him, he had the place to himself, or at least that was what he told me the previous night.  When I pulled up, the driveway was empty and I proceeded to the front door, opened my duster and rang the doorbell.
 
    
 
   Oops.  Dad got there before my date did.  Was I early?  Nope.  I think I stood there in shock just a bit as Jon’s father and I stared at each other for a few moments.  He was tall, going bald, and was staring at my breasts.  (Thank God he hadn’t seen me the day before.  At least this time I wasn’t actually naked.)  But regardless he saw me complete in boots, garter, panties, and bra, with a toy gun, dildo, vibrator, and nipple clamps hooked on my belt.
 
    
 
   “Jon!  Your date is here!”  Dad yelled, still keeping his eyes on me.  I hurriedly closed my duster.  I felt a surge of wetness between my legs as I flushed in embarrassment.
 
    
 
   Jon was already thundering down the stairs, the color on his face matching my own flushed cheeks.  This was the first time I had seen him in something other than his work outfit and I took a moment to appreciate the tight jeans and polo shirt he was wearing.  Okay…I was admiring his body, I admit it.  Geesh. 
 
    
 
   In seconds my hand was grabbed and I felt myself being pulled away from the house.  As we ran for it I could swear I heard his father yelling something about “condoms”, but I’m not sure.  Jon’s Ford Mustang loomed into view and like a gentleman he opened the car door and pushed me in.  The roar of the engine sounded a few moments later and we disappeared into the night.
 
    
 
   Jon apologized of course, and well he should.  Evidently his parents changed their plans. My response was simple.  I would have been fine screwing his dad too.  That got his goat.  He went white and then laughed thinking it was a joke.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t.  I would have.
 
    
 
   Anyway, we ended up at a soccer field, a rather familiar soccer field (empty and dark this time), and my entire costume went to waste as we moved into the back seat.  Jon was not very experienced and proceeded to disrobe me in a rather uncoordinated fashion, not even realizing the importance of my garter belt’s contents.  In the end I had some rather plain vanilla sex, and despite my rather obvious suggestions things never got past the let me fuck you silly and cum stage.  I didn’t even get nipple clamped.  Sigh.  What’s wrong with you guys!  When a girl comes to you with them tucked in her fucking garter belt you need to put them on her!  Geeze!  Idiots.  They’re not decorative you know.  Neither are handcuffs for that matter.  If I show up at your door with a pair of handcuffs it means I expect you to put me in them!
 
    
 
   Like most teenage boys (don’t worry, he was nineteen) he came in like twenty seconds and only my very talented tongue got him aroused again in time to do some work on my own needs.  I was still a little tender from the other day’s assignment, but having cock in me went a long way to recuperate my tenderized clitty.  I didn’t cum, but I came close.  After Jon’s second explosion we went to Fazoli’s ( I love their breadsticks) and I kept the dinner conversation alive by occasionally and repeatedly flashing Jon and random guys walking past the table.  After dinner we found ourselves in a dark parking lot and I sucked and screwed him again, then after STILL not achieving satisfaction, demanded he use my toy gun as a dildo and make me cum.
 
    
 
   Just a hint: plastic toy guns used as dildos does not equal great sex.
 
    
 
   I faked an orgasm, kissed him, we headed back to his house where I got in my truck and headed home.  Thus mission completed.  
 
    
 
   Some of you might be a little upset at how I treated Jon, but you need to know I was very sweet, very obedient, very submissive, very everything.  I was his dream girl.  And now he can dream about me.  Maybe in about ten years he will be what I dream about.  But he needs a lot of seasoning, a strong hand and will, and a collection of whips that will make me cry.  Que sera sera, right?
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Blowjob Friday #5
 
    
 
   Monday, February 22, 2010
 
    
 
   Friday’s Results: Blowjob Day (Ordered by Mistress Ellen) Find a guy in uniform and offer to give him the blow job of his life.
 
    
 
    I actually really liked this assignment because it was so open-ended.  I mean seriously, think of all the opportunities!  There are police officers, mailmen, UPS delivery guys, security guards, though I did exclude armored truck guards from this list. I remember a rather delicate story about some girl distracting the guard with “most excellent sex” and stealing the money afterward.
 
    
 
   In any event I felt very excited about this one and hopped in my truck with a lot of energy tucked up inside me.  I was wearing a short mini skirt, boots, and a white halter top along with my duster.  Hey.  It’s still kinda cool down here. Global warming my ass.  I live in south Texas and we still have to wear coats.  And it’s February!
 
    
 
   Thus I started my driving search.  Unsurprisingly I encountered half a dozen uniformed men (and a few women, but that doesn’t really fit the parameters of the assignment does it?) but the first eight or so situations weren’t exactly perfect.  Either the uniformed person wasn’t in my comfort range for physical attraction, or there were too many people around for an approach.  In the end, I followed a UPS truck into a subdivision.  The driver was maybe twenty something years old, wearing the brown shorts, shirt, and coat. 
 
    
 
   It wasn’t long before my target stopped in front of a decent looking suburban house and I pulled up about fifty feet behind the truck.  As expected, the driver took a moment to get out of the truck and then headed to the house with his package.  Even better, no one answered the door and he headed back to his truck.  I practically leapt out of my own truck and quickly moved forward, meeting up with him as he got to the large door.
 
    
 
   Since I was still dressed in my mini skirt, halter, and duster, there was enough skin showing that I got his immediate interest.  I gave him my million watt “please fuck me smile” and stopped right in front of him.  His greeting was polite, something like good afternoon or something like that and I continued to smile as I asked the all important question: can I give you a blow job?
 
    
 
   From the surprised look on his face I know he hadn’t been asked this very often.  Beats me why.  He wasn’t ugly. In fact, he was kinda cute in a rough kind of way.  I liked it.  Besides, when you’re a nympho pain humiliation slut, it doesn’t really matter, does it?  Cock is cock. Anyway his eyes widened and then to my surprise he looked around, as if expecting a cop or a cameraman to jump out of the bushes.  He got a suspicious look and then shook his head.
 
    
 
   “Sorry.  I’m very busy.  I have deliveries to make.”
 
    
 
   You’ve got to be fucking kidding me!  A girl in a tank top, miniskirt, boots, and duster shows up and ask you if she can give you a blow job and instead you blow her off?  WTF?  I ended up standing there with a dumbfounded look as the stupid brown truck drove away.  
 
    
 
   So it was back to the drawing board.  I was frustrated, irritable, and pretty down on UPS by this time.  They may be able to deliver packages fast and accurately, but their employees are decidedly not seducible.  Thus started a two hour drive around Katy trying to find an acceptable uniformed guy.  I looked.  I really did!  By the time it was dark I was getting pretty desperate, and not in the sexual sense, but in the “oh my god I’m not going to be able to complete the assignment” sense. 
 
    
 
   And then it dawned on me.  I knew where I could find a guy in uniform!  I headed back across town and pulled into the massive parking lot and began a slow drive around.  It wasn’t long before the little amber lights on top of the vehicle drew my attention and I did a slow drive past the patrol SUV, checking out the driver.  He was cute, spiked blond hair, white shirt with a shiny badge on it, and seemed very blowable.  I turned my car around and sort of followed him at a distance until he parked in a dark corner of the parking lot.  Perfect.
 
    
 
   I parked about thirty yards away and got out of my truck.  With swaying hips I approached his SUV and was rewarded with an appreciative smile for my outfit and a rolled down window.  He was very polite too.  He called me miss when he asked me if he could help me.  Isn’t that sweet?
 
    
 
   I decided to take a different approach after my disastrous experience with UPS.  I politely explained that I was a nympho pain humiliation slut and my online mistress had instructed me to find a guy in uniform and give him a blowjob.  The look on his face was just as shocked as the UPS guy, but I could already tell I hit pay dirt.  All he asked was if this was a joke.  I responded by pulling up my halter top and displaying a rather decent set of bare breasts.  I even held up my wrists and told him he could cuff me if he wanted.
 
    
 
   “Get in the back seat,” he told me.  I grinned and hopped into the patrol vehicle.  It was full of all sorts of public safety stuff; a rain coat, a big flashlight that I sort of hoped would find its way into me, a jumpstart battery which I would have been fine with him attaching to my nipples, all sorts of cool things.  My new found lover started the SUV and we drove through the parking lot, clearly with a specific destination in mind.
 
    
 
   I didn’t pay a lot of attention to where we were going, but instead used my fingers to caress my officer’s neck.  I was still sporting bare breasts and made sure that I was leaning forward between the two front seats as much as possible as well.  I think I may have even reached around and caressed his hardening cock right through his uniform pants as well.  When the SUV stopped I looked around and discovered that we were sitting in a very dark loading dock, completely encased with walls on three sides.  Light was limited to a few stray glimmers from the parking lot.
 
    
 
   My officer (who will remain nameless because I don’t want him in trouble) got out of the driver’s seat, got in the back seat with me, and in seconds his hands were on my breasts.  I let him play with the goods for a moment and then I was bending down, my hands and mouth in his lap.  My first obstacle was that big thick black belt he was wearing.  Geeze, did you know they wear TWO belts?  A batman belt and a regular belt underneath.  Wow.  In any case, I managed with some help to get his belts undone and his trousers slightly down.  Then I reached in, found his cock, and went to town.  
 
    
 
   Giving a blowjob is an art form and to be honest, I think I’m pretty good at it.  Not every girl can make a guy cum with just her mouth and hands. I can.  And don’t think hands aren’t important.  They are.  Just mouth is nice, but it’s tough to do a REALLY good job and finish a guy off with just your mouth.  Watch the porn tapes.  What happens?  The guy ends up masturbating onto the girl’s face.  Why?  Because it makes for better film, but it’s also because she couldn’t make him cum on her own.
 
    
 
   I felt the spurting wetness that told me I was very very successful and felt my own body longing for release.  Licking my lips I sat up and examined the very satisfied look on my officer’s face.  We made a few playful remarks that included my suggestion that I get handcuffed, taken to the security office, and stripped searched, but my officer was very intent on getting his gear back in place.  Even a glimpse of my bare pussy wasn’t enough to motivate him in that direction and I ended up sitting in the back seat, rubbing myself as he drove me back to my car.  
 
    
 
   I held up my hands again, clearly offering them up to him.  “Sure you don’t want to arrest me?”  I asked.
 
    
 
   There was a chuckle and a shake of the head and then my officer actually drove off.  Can you believe it?  HE DROVE OFF!  WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU GUYS!
 
    
 
   So desperate horny nympho pain humiliation slut Breanne ended up driving home for a date with a vibrator.  How disappointing.   So much for blowjob Friday.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Driving Accessories
 
    
 
   Tuesday, February 23, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment:  (Ordered by Master Brandon).  You will need two clothespins, your vibrating bullets, and two 2 foot lengths of string.  This evening you will dress in blue jeans, tee shirt, and duster. No bra or panties. You may wear any footwear you want.  You will find an acceptable place to remove your tee shirt completely, and insert your vibrating bullets.  You may put your pants back on.  Turn the bullets on to low.  Take the string and tie one piece to each clothespin.  Attach the clothespins to your nipples straight on.  Drape the string through the steering wheel of your truck.  Tie the loose ends of the strings directly to the steering wheel rim, opposite sides.  Make sure that there is very little slack in the string.  You will then drive across town, order a drink at a drive through restaurant, and head back home.
 
    
 
   It has become very obvious to me that Master Brandon has been influenced by Mistress Ellen.  At least, I think he has since he used to concentrate on really painful assignments for me, rather than yesterday’s little adventure.  I admit, when I first got the assignment I got soaked in like a minute.  It had everything.  Humiliation, a little pain, exposure.  Everything!  So I got together all of the little items I would need, got dressed in blue jeans, a tee shirt, boots, and socks, and headed out to my truck.
 
    
 
   I drove out to my favorite country road, put the truck in park and got out.  I’m getting used to stripping this way.  Standing at the hood I took off my duster, peeled off my tee shirt, folded the shirt, and then unsnapped my jeans and pushed them down to my knees.  I had brought my vibrating bullets with me and it only took a moment to get them placed appropriately someplace wet and warm.  I tugged my jeans back up and even managed to get my duster back on, all without a single car passing me!  I got back in to the cab and went about the rest of my assignment.
 
    
 
   The first thing I did was make sure my duster was spread properly.  This meant both breasts were fully exposed.  My seat belt went across my chest and I picked up my two clothespins.  I had already attached the string to each wooden clamp, knowing that tying string to the clothespins when they’re already on me would be a trial.  Of course, in hindsight, it might have been a lot of fun.  Maybe next time.
 
    
 
   I happen to like clothespins.  They pinch, but in a good way.  Yesterday evening was no different.  I put on both clothespins, feeling that delicious pressure on my nipples and stretched out the twine.  It didn’t take long to tie the clothespins to the steering wheel.  Gingerly, I put the gear shift in drive and turned the wheel to get back on the road.
 
    
 
   Oh My God.  
 
    
 
   Between the vibrating bullets in my pussy and the clothespins on my nipples I almost came during that first mile, especially when the first glimmer of oncoming headlights completely illuminated my bare and clamped breasts.  The small corrections you make while driving didn’t really do anything to me, but every turn that was greater than about twenty degrees tugged painfully on my tits.  Driving through town became a sexually charged ordeal.  
 
    
 
   At the first stop light a honk drew my attention.  Two teenage boys were giving me the thumbs up sign as the street lights bathed my bare bosom.  I gave them a flash of my “million watt let me sell you a used car please fuck me up the ass” smile and then proceeded down the road when the light turned green.  They paced me, but a surprise turn on my part managed to get us separated.  My abrupt change in direction did one thing though: it made me turn the wheel fast and hard, yanking both clothespins completely off and made me gasp.  I put them back on and continued down the road.
 
    
 
   My smile got used a lot during the next half and hour.  Eventually I made it to the KFC I was planning on buying a drink from.  You might wonder why I choose this particular KFC.  Well, the truth is I’ve been in it before.  For an assignment.  It was before I started posting for Michael, and maybe one day I’ll recount it for you, but let’s just say that I was uniquely familiar with it.  I pulled up into the drive thru line, relayed my order, and then pulled up to the window.
 
    
 
   The effect was spectacular.  The gentleman in question was a cute Hispanic guy and his eyes widened as he took in my clamped and tied breasts. It was so kittenish. He never said a word as I passed him the money. Getting my drink was a little painful, since leaning over to grab the cup tugged my nipples pretty hard, but I managed.  Just getting my drink had upped the ante a lot.  My pussy was burning in desperation and I couldn’t stop myself.  I found a quiet parking lot, turned the vibrating bullets to maximum, unzipped my jeans, leaned back as far as the string would let me, and frantically rubbed my clit until I came.
 
    
 
   Hey.  The assignment didn’t say I couldn’t masturbate.
 
    
 
   Feeling slightly better I returned the tray tables to their full upright position, put it in gear, and headed back across town.  Oops.  I forgot to turn the vibrating bullets down to minimum power.  I think I made it ten minutes before I was churning and burning again, desperate for attention.  I managed to make it back across town however, finally ending up in my little field.  I couldn’t help myself as I unzipped my jeans and reached down, fully intending to remove the vibrating bullets.  Instead I did another round of masturbation, enjoying the sensation of clamped breasts and a 9.6 earthquake between my legs.  It was totally awesome.
 
    
 
   When I was finished I extracted my vibrating bullets, carefully removed the nipple clamps from my breasts, and untied my little toys from the steering wheel.  I almost tossed the string wrapped clothespins in my bag, but changed my mind and stuck them in the glove compartment.  Assignment or not, I know I’ll be using those again! 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Icy Hot Torment
 
    
 
   Wednesday, February 24, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Icy Hot Torment.  Starting at 11am you will apply IcyHot to your nipples every hour on the hour until 6pm.  Once during that time period you will get a vibrator, lube it in IcyHot, and masturbate until you cum.
 
    
 
   Okay, the first thing I need to mention is that I’m not using Icy Hot.  There is a very important reason why.  It’s poisonous.  IcyHot is not intended to be used internally.  It’s also not water soluble.  That means it doesn’t dissolve in water.  This is very important.  The stuff I use isn’t quite as effective as Icy Hot, but it won’t kill you and it dissolved away in water.  It goes on cold and then heats up with a nice tingling sensations.  It’s great on shoulders and arms and legs and aching muscles.  Put elsewhere it is an enhancer that can be punishment or pleasure.
 
    
 
   That said at eleven in the morning I headed for the barn.  I was dressed in my usual work clothes.  Blue jeans, thick cotton long sleeve shirt, bra, panties, socks, duster, and work boots.  I guess I should clarify that I don’t often wear cowboy boots. I like mountain boots.  They lace up and stay on really well.  Cowboy (or cowgirl…why be sexist here?) boots are all fine and dandy (and I do own a pair), but for mucking out stalls and crossing fields I prefer something more rugged.
 
    
 
   So there in the barn I unbuttoned my duster and took it off, laying it across one of our tractors.  Next came the shirt, which I didn’t actually take off, I just unbuttoned it down the front.  Hey!  It’s like 50 degrees down here right now!  Spare me!  Then I did something totally unsexy. I just tugged my bra up over my breasts, exposing the nipples to the cold air.  In seconds my areola tightened and I quickly grabbed my tube of muscle cream, unscrewed the cap, and squeezed a liberal amount onto my finger.  
 
    
 
   Lazy circles are the best way to apply this stuff and I started on my left breast.  Yes it was cold, though not much colder than the air, which kind of nullified the “icy” effect the assignment was going for.  I moved to the other nipple and completed my task.  I wiped my finger on a spare paper towel and began getting my clothes back in place.  That’s when the heat started.  First it was a tingling on just my left nipple.  Then it spread to my right side as well.  In about a minute it felt as if a warm mouth had latched on to each breast, gently sucking.  I couldn’t help cupping my breasts either as I let the heat seep in.  For ten minutes my mind was totally focused on the tips of my bosom.
 
    
 
   The nice thing about this stuff is that the sensation fades over a twenty minute period, so with each passing second I was able to turn my attention to more mundane things, like brushing my horse, or cleaning tack, or moving hay.  At twelve o’clock though I repeated the process, once again applying liberal amounts of muscle cream to two small perky pink bumps.  Just like before I spent ten minutes dealing with the sensations and then went back to work.  One o’clock, two o’clock, and three o’clock went exactly the same.  Four o’clock was a little different.  
 
    
 
   At four o’clock I was up in my room.  I’ve used this stuff as a lubricant before.  Oh…not by choice!  It’s not like I think “well I’m going to masturbate let’s see…ky jelly, honey, maple syrup, baby oil, oooh!  I think I’ll use muscle cream!”  IT’S A PUNISHMENT!  It’s like getting fucked with freshly peeled ginger root.  Actually, it’s not as bad as being fucked with freshly peeled ginger root (which frankly I am not a big fan of.  It burns bad.)  Anyway, I wanted to be close enough to the bathroom in the event that if there was a problem I could get into the shower quickly.  
 
    
 
   So this time I stripped naked.  I carefully folded everything and put it on the computer desk and then proceeded to lie down on my bed.  The vibrator I had chosen was pink, narrow, and about six inches long.  Oddly enough (or perhaps not) I was already wet.  I grabbed the tube of cream and once more applied the stuff to my nipples.  I couldn’t help shuddering as the cold, and then the heat began seeping into my breasts.  I picked up my vibrator and began smearing the white cream all over it, fully lubing the entire length.  Then I turned the base to its maximum setting, positioned it in the appropriate spot, and pushed.
 
    
 
   It takes about five to six seconds to really feel the cold tingling, despite its direct application to vaginal membranes.  The first place I felt it was all along the lips of my pussy.  There was this chill, a tingling that reminds me of spearmint or wintermint.  That spread inward, causing the walls of my sex to contract around the vibrator, which added its own little jolt to the overall sensation.  It took another two minutes for the chill to turn to heat and when it did I gasped as my pussy went from icebox to oven.  I pumped the vibrator in and out, thrusting it in deep.  My other hand found my clit, and I even sopped up a bit of the cream that had been scraped off the vibrator and made sure to coat my clit with it.  I had to grit my teeth to keep from screaming as the orgasm rocked through me.  Even though I came, I kept pumping and managed to get a second orgasm out of the cream before the heat subsided.  A spare towel cleaned things up nicely and I managed to get dressed and ready to head out just in time to have to open my shirt back up and apply another dose of the cream to my nipples.  If I hadn’t just spent an hour masturbating in my room I would have applied another coat to my vibe and done it a second time!
 
    
 
   I headed back outside and did a few more chores.  I got a few of the horses in, ignored the rain, and finally, about fifteen minutes before dinner, went back to the barn for another application.  My nipples were tender, lightly burning, but I did it; a full nine hours of icy hot cream directly on my breasts.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Duct Tape Top
 
    
 
   Thursday, February 25, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Get a roll of duct tape.    Lift up your shirt and push your breasts together. Take one long piece of tape and place it across both breasts.  Lower your shirt.  Go to your local Wal-Mart.  Go to the very back of the store, remove your shirt, and walk out of the store at a normal pace.  When you are back at your truck, drive home wearing just the tape.
 
    
 
   Did you know duct tape comes in colors?  Yeah!  I always thought that duct tape was only silver, because that’s what my dad always bought, but it comes in black, silver, white, and even orange!  Isn’t that cool?  Anyway, my first stop that afternoon was at Home Depot so I could pick up some duct tape.  In hindsight, maybe I should have just bought the tape at Wal-Mart.  Oh well.  I picked orange because it was colorful.  Once I got back out to my truck I headed over to wally world, parked in the outskirts, and tore off one piece of orange duct tape that must have been about a foot and a half long.  
 
    
 
   Despite the assignment’s orders, you can’t just “push your breasts together” and put duct tape across them.  At least not without help.  So I started by taping my left breast to the nipple, then mashing them together, and bridging the distance with the tape, ending up with a duct tape bra that made my cleavage into something very sweet.  I smoothed down the edges of the tape, pulled my shirt back down, and headed into the store.
 
    
 
   I like Wal-Mart.  First of all, it’s open all the time.  Second, you can almost always find what you need at Wal-Mart.  If you can’t you’re being weird.  I’m not saying that they have the best products, or that you should buy everything there, but for your basic general need stuff, Wally World is pretty good.  Nope, I don’t own stock or work for them, but come on, it’s a store bigger than a football field that holds almost every type of clothing/grocery/ and household goods item possible.  Hmmm…if only they sold vibrators….
 
    
 
   My wally world is a big one, one side full of groceries and the other full of everything else.  I made my way to the very back of the store, duster flapping (well gosh it IS fifty degrees here still!) and stepped into the bathroom at the back of the store.  Safely inside a stall, I took off my duster and then removed my tee shirt, wadding it up into a ball and stuffing it into the pocket of my coat.  
 
    
 
   Just once, I glanced in the mirror before leaving.  Blue jeans, boots, orange duct tape, and a duster slung over the arm.  Excellent.  I headed out and got a shocked look from the lady at the back counter.  I was already twenty feet away when I heard her talking on the phone.
 
    
 
   I didn’t exactly speed walk, but I didn’t lollygag either.  There were enough shoppers to get me a bunch of surprised, hungry, disgusted, horny, wanting looks, but I managed to get all the way to the front of the building.  I didn’t even stop at the doors and headed out into the parking lot.  I had no doubt that a manager or two were already on their way.  Let’s face it.  Wal-Mart is supposed to be a family friendly place, despite the fact that I wasn’t wearing anything worse than what was plastered all over the front cover of Cosmopolitan magazine, clearly on display at every register.  
 
    
 
   It was cold outside and my skin goose bumped immediately.  It was still a long walk and cars were stopping and I even saw a few cell phones being raised.  No doubt to take pictures, so if you see a few on the internet, pretend it’s not me.  (Hopefully it wasn’t to call the cops!  Not that what I was doing is illegal, but hey why get badges involved, huh?  On second thought, it might be easier to find a uniformed guy to give a blowjob too.)  There were also a couple of honks and thumbs up.  
 
    
 
   Evidently any authority figures from the store decided I wasn’t worth pursuing now that I was at my truck.  That’s good, because due to what I’m sure was a wording error, the daily assignment said “when you are back at your truck, drive home wearing just the tape.”  See?  It’s open ended statements like this that get me into trouble.  Does this mean don’t put my shirt or coat back on?  Or does it mean to strip naked and drive back home wearing just the tape.  I’d take a poll on it, but it’s a little late now.  For safety sake, I elected it to mean the second option.  So I got in my truck, kicked off my boots, stripped my socks off, and then yanked jeans and panties down and off.  My duster and shirt were already laying beside me, so I found my keys, cranked the heater to max, and took off, wearing nothing but duct tape.
 
    
 
   I found it quite liberating.  First of all, duct tape does a much better job holding your breasts in place than a bra, though I admit maybe a bra shaped collection might be better.  I did get a few stares on the way home, but since I drive a Ford F-150, I was too high up for anyone to be able to tell I wasn’t wearing anything below the waist.  I drove the speed limit and tried to be a good citizen.  
 
    
 
   I was terribly turned on by the time I stopped at my little country road behind our farm.  I popped the glove compartment, took out my little pocket rocket emergency vibrator, and masturbated.  Just as I was coming, I ripped off the duct tape.  WOW!  It felt…well…incredible.  I think it would have hurt if I wasn’t in the cusp of orgasm, but wow…duct tape.  Who would have thought?  I need to add this to my toy box!  
 
    
 
   After finally settling down I licked my vibrator clean, tucked it away after giving it a quick swipe with an alcohol towelette, and got dressed again.  So all in all it was a fun little adventure.  Orange duct tape?  LOL.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Ginger Root
 
    
 
   Friday, February 26, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Ginger Root: (Anonymous Assignment) Buy some ginger root at the grocery store, go someplace private, peel one finger of it and then fuck it until you cum. If it stops burning before you cum, then peel it again and keep going, but now you have to cum twice. If you don't manage to orgasm twice before it stops burning, peel it again and keep masturbating, except now you have to cum three times.
 
    
 
   Open mouth, insert ginger root.  I NEVER EVER should have said that I didn’t like getting screwed with ginger, cause what happened?  The very first comment I got was “screw some ginger root.”  Look at that!  The guy even prefaced his suggested assignment with “I sense some ginger root in your immediate future.”  How’s that for cruel.  Do you even understand what goes on when you get “figged”?  Sigh…
 
    
 
   Well the first thing I had to do was find a grocery store that was selling it.  Wal-Mart didn’t have any, so I ended up at Randalls.  They’re pretty upscale and sure enough I was able to pick up a nice clove… (hand? group? party?) of ginger root for today’s assignment.  None of the fingers were extraordinarily long, which was a bit of a relief for me, since I’ve been double figged before and it was like the most horrible experience ever.  It wasn’t sexy at all and just burned and hurt.  Which in hindsight was exactly what the person doing it to me wanted. I may be a masochist but it has to be sexually charged.  You coming over and breaking my arm won’t turn me on.  Trust me.  But you coming over and clamping my clit or giving me a red tinged whipping between my legs…that’s a different story.
 
    
 
   The first thing I had to decide upon was WHERE I was going to do my figging.  I decided the barn was the best bet again, since it was quiet, no one was there (or likely to come there) and if things ended up with me screaming and dancing around while enduring a fire between my legs, then a little quiet solitude was in order.  I grabbed a paring knife from the kitchen, headed out to my retreat, and sat down on a hay bale to do a bit of carving.  
 
    
 
   I’m no expert with a knife, but I can at least shape a finger length dildo out of ginger root.  It only took a few minutes and I laid my root on a clean cloth while I kicked off my boots and tugged my jeans downward.  When my blue jeans were balled up next to my boots I grabbed hold of my ginger and positioned it between my legs.
 
    
 
   I guess I should mention panties for a second.   You might have noticed I wasn’t wearing any.  Not only was I not wearing panties, but I’m not wearing any right now while typing this up, nor will I be wearing any for the next week.  Why you might ask?  Well, it’s a simple story.  I was playing hangman online with Master Stone and made a small wager.  If I lost I had to go commando for a week.  Well, obviously I lost but it was a hard word so give me a break
 
    
 
   Where was I?  Oh yeah, no panties.  So I picked up my makeshift homemade ginger root dildo and spread my legs, leaning back on my bed of hay.  I admit my hand was trembling.  I was NOT looking forward to this.  Slowly, I pushed the ginger root into my pussy, wincing involuntarily, and waited for the burn to start.
 
    
 
   It didn’t.  The root felt a bit warm but really wasn’t anything to write home about.  With a shrug I began pumping it in and out, seeing how deep I could get it.  It wasn’t until I got to about the tenth or eleventh thrust (yes I thrust very slowly at the beginning) that I began feeling a tingling heat.  It seemed to spread through my entire pussy and then even crept upward to my petals and clit.  But unlike the last time, instead of a burning pain, it was a slowly building heat and I responded quite nicely.  In moments I was leaking juices and increasing the tempo of my masturbation.
 
    
 
   About ten minutes in I could really feel the heat, but my sexual agitation changed the sensation dramatically from painful to sexually painful, a distinction that most of us deviant perverts make with ease.  Between mashing my palm against my clit, the slight tingle all along my pussy, and the burning heat inside, along with a piston plunging in and out, I came.  Yep.  I came LONG before the burning faded!
 
    
 
   Oh I know what he was trying to do….with that “if it stops burning before you cum, then peel it again and keep going, but now you have to cum twice.”  He was setting me up.  He was hoping, WANTING, me not to cum so I would spend an nice long time pickling my pussy in freshly peeled ginger root, always close to cumming, but not quite there.  How long was that supposed to go on?  If I didn’t come twice I was supposed to peel a fresh ginger root and try to cum three times?  Like really?
 
    
 
   But I love my fans, and so just for you (Anonymous?  Use a name please!) I decided to go ahead and try for a second orgasm before things faded.  I pumped and was so close when I realized that my ginger root was almost done.  I tugged it free, wiped it off, and grabbed my pairing knife again.  It only took a few strokes to cleave another two millimeters or so from it, giving it that glistening look as the ginger juice leaked to the surface.  I moved quickly, pushing it back in between my legs, trying to get right back into the grove.  I orgasmed a moment later, gasping, and then pinched my clit hard, working my ginger dildo in and out, aiming for orgasm number three.
 
    
 
   Would you believe I made it?  Well I did.  Barely I think, but I managed orgasm number three while my pussy was still on fire.  Okay, it wasn’t quite on fire, but there was heat and tingling and it made me clench so hard.  To be honest, I’m still trying to figure out what was different about this experience, and the only things I can think of was that last time fresher ginger was used, or maybe older ginger, and since it got stuck up my ass FIRST, the whole thing was tinged a different way.  In any event, I think I’ve changed my mind about ginger again and if this was any kind of an example, I’m going to be buying ginger on a regular basis!
 
    
 
   I got cleaned up, tossed the ginger root in the compost pile and pulled my jeans up over my tender cooked pussy.  My boots came next and I strolled out of the barn with a relaxed look on my face.  I headed to the kitchen in the house and grabbed a little snack, something I made that morning.  With a delicious bite I took a mouthful of home made ginger bread, covered with fresh butter.  MMMmmmm…delicious.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Blowjob Friday #6
 
    
 
   Monday, March 01, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Blowjob Friday
 
    
 
   This is getting to be a regular thing, isn’t it?  I’m not sure I want to do another Blowjob Friday.  Oh…not because I object to BJs, but because I don’t want it to get boring.  I mean, geeze, how many times can you read about a nympho humiliation pain slut going up to some stranger and asking “can I give you a blowjob?”  What?  Really?  You can handle that for practically forever?  Really?  Well…damn.  Okay.
 
    
 
   This was a pretty open ended assignment.  “Give a blowjob while making sure you don’t know the guy” leaves a lot of room for interpretation.  I like that.  I like a boss who tells me what to accomplish and then gets the fuck out of my way.  I can deal with that.  Some assignments are so restrictive that they crush all my creativity out long before I do what I do.  But this one…well…so many options!  What to wear?  Where to do it?  Who to do it too?  Suck till they cum?  Have sex too?  Masturbation?  See?  So many questions!
 
    
 
   I decided that the easiest place on this BJ Friday was to head to a park, during the evening.  One thing I’ve noticed is that there are always a few joggers running around, tall athletic men (and women) who are relatively attractive, fit, and appealing.  Provided you don’t approach them at the END of their run.  The trick is to do it right before or within the first quarter mile.   (I know this from experience, but that’s another story.)
 
    
 
   Hermann Park was my choice for this little exercise.  Plenty of foliage to get lost in, several parking areas, and as long as I didn’t fall into the bayou and get eaten by an alligator, I’d be okay.  My next choice was attire.  Once again I moved toward Mistress Ellen’s personal selection: my duster.  So I piled into the truck, found my country road stripping spot, removed my boots, socks, jeans, tee shirt, and bra, all while standing in front of my truck, praying no one came driving down the road.  I wonder what I’ll do the day it happens.  As you may have noticed, I wasn’t wearing panties.  This was due to a lost wager on a game of hangman with Master Stone.  I have to go commando until next BJ day.  Oh well.
 
    
 
   I put my socks and boots back on so I was dressed in just my footwear and duster.  I had thought about wearing my high heels, but frankly they really aren’t made for puttering around in the bushes, much less some serious walking, so I figured my boots would be the best choice.  I drove down to Highway 6 and then made a few turns and pulled into one of my favorite little parks.  
 
    
 
   Within seconds of pulling up I spotted like five different guys, all who seemed like perfect targets.  I got out of my truck and began walking down the sidewalk path toward my ambush point.  
 
    
 
   Yes, I know, it makes you guys squirm when women use military terms, but the truth is “ambush” is exactly what I was going to do.  I needed a spot near the path that was relatively secluded, concealing what I was doing to my target, but yet close enough to the path and the parking lot that I could target a fresh runner.  I picked a spot on the south side of the road, down past where the bayou runs alongside the path.  It was heavily forested, even during winter, and made for the perfect spot.
 
    
 
   I think I let maybe six different guys run past me as I stood there at the side of the path, dressed in only my boots and duster.  I was holding it closed, rather than buttoned, because I was planning on using it as advertising.  As it was, even closed, I got eye fucked quite a bit.  I guess there is just something about seeing a girl in boots and a duster that makes a guy wonder what’s underneath, right?
 
    
 
   Finally, my perfect target showed up.  I could tell he had just started his run.  He wasn’t too tall or too thin, and he also looked more…rugged.  I wanted to avoid the type A personality businessman, you know, the ones who schedule their runs down to the last minute.  This guy looked more like a receiver on a college football team.  He was blocky, compact, and had muscles on his legs that were incredible.  I could have spent hours with a body like his, exploring every inch.  Even better, the path behind him was clear, so as I opened my duster and flashed him a smile, only he got the message.
 
    
 
   Sure enough it was like a stunned dear in the headlights.  He came to an almost immediate stop in front of me, staring at my boobs.  Speaking of that, have you noticed it?  I mean seriously, guys just can’t stop staring!  Isn’t it great?  I should paint spirals on them and I could start a hypnotizing gig.  Oooooooooo you will spend more money on women….ooooooooooooooooOOOOOOOOOOOOO.  Oh.  Does that seem a little self serving? Never mind.
 
    
 
   But I had him clearly hypnotized and I flashed him another smile and stepped closer, still keeping my coat opened.  I asked my question and he didn’t even hear it.  I had to ask again.  He was that enraptured by my body.  What a nice boy!
 
    
 
   “Can I give you a blowjob?”  
 
    
 
   “Honey you can give me whatever you want,” he replied, a big silly grin on his face.  I reached out, grabbed his hand, and began pulling him into the bushes.  He followed obediently (awwww…) and as soon as we were well concealed he wrapped his arms around me, kissed me, and then began checking out the goods.  I didn’t mind. His hands were warm, he smelled like soap and musk, and my own hands were fluttering around the front of his jogging shorts.  He was already hard, which was awesome.  After a few nipple pinches, breast squeezing, and his tasting a bit of skin, I dropped to my knees and pulled down his outfit, exposing a monstrous cock.
 
    
 
   Okay, maybe not MONSTROUS, but it wasn’t puny.  I’ve seen puny before.  This guy was just slightly above average.  I’ll be honest with you, those guys on porn tapes with ten inch long cocks are NOT the average.  And it wouldn’t surprise me if those were surgically or chemically enhanced.  Can you shoot Botox into a cock?  Well, I’m sure somewhere someone can answer that…probably from experience.  In any event, my jogger was about seven inches long, and pretty thick.  To be honest, his cock was better for fucking than sucking, but that wasn’t the assignment.
 
    
 
   I started the process like normal, touching, stroking, licking…all the usual things.  I had him humming in moments and I switched to my awesome two hand and mouth stroke, which I’ve been told makes it impossible to tell where my mouth ends and my hands begin.  I also did my twist stroke, which very few guys have ever felt since it involves jacking a guy up and down with one hand while lightly twisting your fingers over the tip.  It’s not a move a masturbating guy can do to himself.  Drives them nuts too, especially  if you alternate the twisting with your mouth and while you suck you softly stroke his balls.
 
    
 
   But hey, enough right?  I think he popped in about ten minutes, which for a blow job is actually pretty cool.  I took most in my mouth and swallowed, but for appearances sake I let some drip down my chin and onto my chest.  Hey, even sluts have reputations.  Bite me.
 
    
 
   Afterward we exchanged something more intellectual than bodily fluids, like phone numbers, likes and dislikes, favorite places for dating and dinner, and I watched him pick up his jog with a somewhat perkier attitude.  As he rounded the corner out of sight I closed up my duster and headed back to the truck, pleased with myself.  I headed back for home, stopping once more to slip my jeans, shirt and bra back on before heading into the house.  What a perfect evening!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The Best Sauce
 
    
 
   Tuesday, March 02, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: (Assigned by Master Mark) Dress in a skirt, sans panties.  It doesn’t matter what else you wear.  Go out to lunch at a fast food restaurant.  Order finger foods, at least three different items.  Find a comfortable place to sit, your choice.  Lay out your lunch in front of you.  You will eat each item, but prior to eating it, you must slip it between your legs and dip it into your pussy.  Dip it in as deep as possible before eating.  
 
    
 
   Humiliation and pain; I seem to be rocking back and forth between them, don’t I?  Well yesterday’s assignment was all about humiliation and I certainly got my money’s worth.  At about 11:30am yesterday I packed everything up, eschewed lunch with my mother, all in favor of getting this assignment finished.  Even though I left in blue jeans and a button up shirt, I stopped on my little country road and changed into a weather inappropriate skirt.  The skirt was flared and made of blue denim, so at least I still appeared normal.  I was wearing my cowgirl boots rather than my regular work boots, so I at least LOOKED the part.
 
    
 
   Deciding where to go was the next step.   Finding a restaurant that specializes in “dippers” was my next issue and I kept removing different spots from the list.  Like I eliminated McD’s really quick for two reasons: only two items on the menu and too many kids around.  I would have chosen Sonic, since there are PLENTY of items too choose from that would meet the requirements, but since there really isn’t a dining area, that knocked Sonic from the list.  Sigh…
 
    
 
   So I ended up at Burger King.  I know…but we all have to make sacrifices to the sex gods.  Besides, as much as I like Big Mac’s, BK’s Rodeo Burger is kinda good…especially if you get the onion rings and put them on the…oh.  Sorry.  Never mind.  We were talking about sex.
 
    
 
   Okay, I managed to get to our local Burger King and I’m sure I attracted attention while ordering.  Every guy seemed to be staring at me and I couldn’t help smoothing down my skirt, checking to make sure my pantiless butt wasn’t exposed.  At the counter I ordered some very specific items.  First of all, a four piece Crown shaped Chicken Tenders pack, along with an order of six piece Chicken Fries.  A side order of fresh Apple Fries from the kid’s menu completed my order AND supplied the necessary items for my impending fuck…um…I mean meal.
 
    
 
   Selecting a seat was very important.  I understood what Master Mark was trying to do with this assignment but there are limits to what I can accept.  I’d rather not get arrested for flashing the goods for all to see.  With that in mind, I choose a seat where my face would be easily visible, but what was happening between my legs would be relatively private.  I ended up in a booth at the very back wall.  I knew that if I attracted attention, it wouldn’t be that hard to see what was going on though.  I laid out my meal and took a deep breath.
 
    
 
   Chicken crowns?  You’ve got to be kidding me!  Who wants to eat a fucking piece of chicken that’s been cut into the shape of a sharp metal hat?  That’s just stupid.  That’s an example of a marketing department that’s a little out of touch with America.  How did they figure out that crown shaped Chicken nuggets would go over well?  Did they actually sit a bunch of four year old children down and provide them a selection of crown vs. oval shaped chicken?  Hey BK?  How’s this for a test?  Sit down four nympho humiliation pain sluts and see which nuggets they prefer having pushed up inside them?  See which chicken shape wins then?
 
    
 
   I decided to start with my chicken fries first.  These are just more pressed pieces of chicken that have been batter dipped and deep fried like everything else.  I’m so sick of deep fried stuff.  Anyway, I picked out one of the chicken fries, slowly and subtly moved it to my lap.  I spread my legs enough to get my pinky and ring finger slipping through my petals and then began probing with the chicken finger.  It was a decidedly uncomfortable feeling and I think I turned scarlet as I kept looking around frantically, hoping no one was noticing that I was frigging myself with a fried chicken fry.  From a textural perspective, sticking a fried stiff chicken stick into my pussy was not an easy thing to do, much less deal with.  It was scratchy, rough, and not too sturdy.  My worst fear was the thing breaking off inside me.  
 
    
 
   But I managed to get the thing in relatively deep and extract it all without being noticed or breaking it.  I lifted it back up to my mouth, took a bite, and experienced a rather strange sensation.  I’ve never been a fan of the oil BK uses, but dipping their fried menu items in pussy dramatically improves the taste.  Weird huh?  
 
    
 
   The chicken crowns were a bit easier to “dip”, even though they only went in about an inch.  These too were marginally improved with the new sauce and I reached for my apple fries.  I grabbed the first one, opened my legs again, and slipped it in.  The apple fry felt incredible. Cool, crisp, smooth, and easy to get in and out.  I admit that the flavor was a little strange, but still delicate.  A nice change to the rough batter dipped chicken.
 
    
 
   I alternated between the chicken fries, crown shaped nuggets, and apple fries, all the while carefully watching to make sure I wasn’t observed.  I was halfway through my meal when a teenage boy suddenly walked up to the table holding a tray and sat down.  It shocked the hell out of me.  He didn’t even ask.  I looked at him blankly, still a little astonished at his rudeness, but the fact that I still had a chicken fry rammed up my pussy kept me from leaping to my feet in outrage.
 
    
 
   “Excuse me?  I didn’t invite you to sit down,” I said, rather coldly.
 
    
 
   He grinned.  “I know.  I’m sorry if this is a bit forward.  But you looked like you were all alone and I’ve never seen anyone enjoy their food quite as much as you.  I was watching from the order line.”  He motioned behind his back.
 
    
 
   I looked over to the line and realized that it now stretched half way across the store.  I had been so focused on the other diners that it never occurred to me that someone could see what I was doing from the line.  I think I turned scarlet.  Leaving the chicken fry in my pussy, I brought my other hand up on the table, trying to look normal.
 
    
 
   “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” I replied, somewhat nonchalantly.  I think my shaking hand betrayed me though.  He laughed as he unwrapped his Whopper and took a bite.
 
    
 
   “Sure you do.  Do you like the apples better?” He pointed to my apple fries with a smirk. “I bet they feel real nice against your lips.”  
 
    
 
   I kinda got angry.  “What do you want?” I demanded.
 
    
 
   He lifted his hands.  “Absolutely nothing.  I just wanted to watch you eat your meal and keep you company.”
 
    
 
   Suddenly my spine was made of granite instead of rubber and I reached down into my lap and quickly removed the chicken fry.  I brought this up and ate it fast, all the while staring at my unwelcome lunch companion.
 
    
 
   He started a conversation with me, all the typical stuff; name, work, age, why I was fucking myself with Burger King food, you know.  I told him my name was Breanne, that I wrote a sex blog, I was older than him, and this was a daily assignment.  In return I found out his name was Tim, he was a college sophomore, worked for UPS (where the hell was he last Friday!), and he wanted to sample the sauce.  
 
    
 
   In what I thought was a very generous gift I took another chicken fry and put it in my lap.  Still trying to control my facial expressions, I worked the fried chicken into my pussy, twisted it around a few times, and pulled it out.  I brought it back up to the top of the table and held it out to him.  There was a sticky syrup coating it, but he eagerly grabbed the stick and began munching.  There was the typical bad one-liner which I forget, and then I decided to ignore the fact that he was watching and proceed with my assignment.
 
    
 
   Of course it’s tough to ignore someone when you’re carrying on a conversation with them.  He even pulled out his iPhone and checked out the blog while I was busy fucking myself with an apple stick.  I also suspect he took a few quiet photos from an interesting angle. Oddly, I felt myself getting turned on.  Not from the various food items being regular dipped inside me, but from the situation, which was decidedly weird.
 
    
 
   I’d like to say that dinner ended with a bang, but it didn’t.  I didn’t orgasm, though I was really turned on, nor did I accompany my new friend somewhere for a quick screw.  He had an afternoon class to get to.  In the end we exchanged phone numbers and I agreed to a dinner date.  He suggested fondue.  Funny.
 
    
 
   So there you have it.  Hope everyone is more satisfied than I am. Now if you will excuse me, I have to gather a few items and head down to the barn for some ouch and oooohh time.  See ya!
 
    
 
   Rope Walk
 
    
 
   Yesterday’s Results: (Assigned by Master Brandon) Get a piece of rough hemp rope that can span the length of your barn, as well as your collar, ankle and wrist cuffs, and a key operated pad lock. Tie loose overhand knots every six to eight inches down the entire length of the rope. Tie the rope across the barn at approximately the height of your belly button. Strip naked. Attach the ankle and wrist cuffs to your arms and legs, but do not connect them together. Hang the key to the padlock on the wall right above where you have tied one end of the rope. Straddle the rope at the end opposite the key and connect your ankle cuffs together. Then connect the wrist cuffs together and attach them to your collar with the padlock. Walk/shuffle forward along the rope until you can unlock your wrists from the collar. Once you have unlocked your wrists you can free your ankles and get off the rope. Then you must masturbate to orgasm.

Yesterday evening I spent some time online with Michael working on the new website. I’m getting my own page! Wow! The graphics are cool and I love the layout. When can you see it? I’m not sure. I know Michael is still working out the kinks but the idea is to move my posts from the blog to the website. But my whole point in bringing this up was because I had the opportunity to go back in time and check out some of my earlier daily assignments.

Things have gotten more complicated.

Daily Assignments used to be these one sentence instructions. Now they’ve turned into complicated grocery lists of to-do directions. Take yesterday’s daily assignment for example. Do this, do that, then do this, and do this at precisely this height blah blah blah. Oh, I’m not complaining. I know it’s my own doing. My many assignment master and mistress contributors are no doubt trying very hard not to leave me wiggle room, especially if that wiggle room happens to be between my legs.

So yesterday afternoon I went out to the barn to start this insane procedure. The first thing I did was pick out a piece of rope. This wasn’t too hard because I’ve pretty much used the same stuff for all my “rope” assignments. In fact, if this keeps up I’m going to have to go buy some more soon. I had to measure out like one hundred and forty feet of the stuff. Oh, my barn isn’t that long, it’s only about a hundred feet long, but I knew I’d be shortening the rope with all the knots I had to tie. 

And damn, it took me an entire fucking hour! I started near the middle of the rope actually, which while tough was absolutely the smartest thing to do. They were just over hand knots, nothing spectacular, but I tugged each one tight as I moved on. As I reached one end of the rope I left enough unknotted length to tie it to one of the heavy beams near the doorway. I measured things appropriately by lifting up my shirt and wrapping a couple of loops around the beam right at the height of my belly button. See? I can follow direct instructions! Then I moved back to the center of the rope and began making more knots.

By the time I reached the other end of the barn my hands were scratched and incredibly sore. Tying that many knots in a piece of rope as thick as that sucks. It’s not soft rope either. It’s an inch thick; scratchy and rough and could abrade a rock smooth given enough time. At that point I could only imagine what this was going to do to my pussy. Finally I had enough knots and only about ten feet of extra rope. I cut a bit off, looped the ends at belly height, but then had second thoughts. I undid my tie and then made a loop and grabbed hold of some of our ratcheting bale straps. We use these to hold down hay ricks if we’re transporting a huge stack on the trailer. The hook went right were it was supposed to on the rope and I wrapped the other end and hooked it on the beam. Then it was just a matter of tightening and I had a rope stretched across my barn with very little give. Yes. This was stupid, but I didn’t realize it at the time.

I had brought my bag full of toys out with me: both ankle and wrist cuffs, my vibrator, for afterward, and my pet store collar complete with padlock and key! I hung the key on a quickly pounded nail at neck height and took everything back to the other side of the barn. Then I stripped.

I had been wearing my mountain boots, white tube socks, blue jeans, blue bikini cut panties, a red cotton button up shirt, and a rather plain 36C cup bra. I took it all off, just as ordered. It was a mild 75 degrees and inside the barn there wasn’t any wind, so I felt rather comfortable as I attached my Velcro cuffs.

Kari bought these cuffs a long time ago. They were a gift and one of the first things we realized about them was that the plastic pressure buckles were worthless. A decent amount of force snapped them open, which was no doubt what the manufacturer had in mind. Kari upgraded them with D link metal carabineers and a few lengths of steel chain. So I had maybe a foot and a half of chain between my ankles and about two inches between my wrists. At least that was what I had after I clipped them together. I took my gear, plus the padlock and the collar over to the rope and lifted one leg over the hemp. I weigh one seventeen, give or take a few pounds depending on how much water I’ve had during the day. The rope slipped up between my legs and dug deeply into my pussy. I actually stood on tip toe, which did nothing to relieve the pressure. So wincing with the discomfort I bent down and latched my ankle cuffs together. 

Now that my feet were hobbled together I wouldn’t be getting off the rope unless I was able to bend down and unclasp the chain. With that thought firmly in mind, I put the dog collar around my neck, buckling it nice and tight. Oh sure, not enough to choke me, but enough so I felt it. Then I did the last little bit. I used the small chain link on the wrist cuffs and threaded it through the metal link on the cuff. The small padlock went next, locking in place and now my hands were secured about three inches beneath my chin. 

In retrospect, I suppose that if I were desperate enough, I might, just might, have been able to twist myself off the rope, fall on my side, and bend myself into a pretzel in order to release the D Link carabineers on my ankle cuffs. But even now, I give that maybe a forty percent chance of success. Failure would have resulted in my laying there in the barn until dinner time to be found by either my limping father or mystified mother. In either case, it would have been difficult to explain what I was doing naked in the barn.

And so I only had one direction to go: forward. It was during the first two feet that I realized that the ratchet strap had been a major mistake. If the rope had been five inches lower, maybe it would have been fine, but instead I made an almost ridged beam of rough, scratchy, hemp rope that had about four inches of play in a one hundred foot length. As I took a step forward I literally dragged my pussy forward, feeling the coarse strands abrading the pink petals. Standing on my tip toes did nothing and I made it all the way to the first knot while gasping and wincing.

The knot was like an unmovable mountain. I couldn’t lift myself up over it, no matter how I tried, and in the end I realized that I wasn’t supposed to. The knot had to go THROUGH my pussy, from clit to perineum and then finish with a quick crawl up my ass. With a snarl of determination and a little mental chiding, I pushed forward, feeling the thick knot strike my clit, drag downward into my pussy, and then scratch along the soft spot between my bottom and my sex. Then it was behind me and I stopped, gasping.

It’s a bit difficult to properly describe the sensation I was feeling. First of all, my pussy was in quite a bit of discomfort. It wasn’t pain, not really, more like getting in a battle of tug of war and you hold the rope but it ends up stinging your hands. That’s what it felt like, except I was feeling it in some very delicate spots. The rope was still pressed tight into my crotch and I moved forward another eight or nine inches, only to encounter another knot.

I quickly discovered that knots were much much worse on my pussy than just general rope. While I could minimize the abrasive qualities of the rope with slow gentle steps, the knots could not be handled slowly. You had to push through them, feeling their heavy width spreading your lips, scratching the inner membranes, literally tearing your skin a little bit at a time. I think it was on the third or fourth knot that my clit got caught and dragged downward with the knot. I gasped, flinched, almost fell, and then backed up enough to free my now supersensitive clit. 

Fortunately, my predicament was starting to excite me in ways that are perhaps unseemly and downright wrong. I felt my pussy ripening, trying to lubricate itself as the rough hemp soaked up my juices. I moved again, making it over the next knot this time and shuddering as I worked my way up the line.

I made it about fifteen feet before the discomfort actually changed and became pain, but by this time I was so hot and bothered, so wanting to cum from the stimulation that I was literally gushing. I could feel my juices running down my thighs. I’m sure the rope was discolored from it, darkening behind me. I started moving a bit faster, relishing the approaching knot, letting it catch on my clit and drag it downward. I was near the halfway point when I came, gasping out loud, and stopping in my tracks, my knees buckling, the rope eating its way upward through me, threatening to saw me in half. I almost collapsed right then my orgasm was so powerful, but I managed to stay upright and after a few moments took another step forward.

This time the scratchy abrasive drag of the rope through my pussy was like fire. Without the sexual necessity blunting the pain I felt as if someone was using sandpaper on my clit. Once again I was forced to make tiny steps, lengthening my time on the rope. Step by painful step I made it to the next knot, my goal still a full fifty feet ahead of me. I cried out as the knot made contact with my clit, my aching calves and toes burning. To my surprise, it was my legs that gave out first, dropping me down another three inches as my aching arches collapsed.

I hadn’t intended on riding a wooden pony, much less a hemp one, during my delicate traversal of my barn. But in effect, thanks to my idiotic rope attachment, I had created a taut line that yielded to my weight by only a few degrees. Worse, the pressure let off only marginally as I stood on tip toe, something I hadn’t realized until I was standing flat footed. The problem was that my body was reacting naturally to having something pulling upward between my legs. So in truth, while not quite as painful as a real wooden horse or pony, there was no relief, ever. The rope would always be pushing up into my pussy. If I raised up on tip toes I got only a small reprieve. This was becoming pure agony.

Worse, I couldn’t touch my clit, or any other part of my body. When I had regained some of my strength, I went up on tip toes as I slid over the next knot. It was like sawing myself in half starting with my clit. I shook, I shuddered. The only thing that could have made this worse was if I had soaked the rope in lemon juice or Tabasco sauce or something. I rested my calves again, inching forward to the next knot. Rising up, I crossed that one, hissing as it dragged against my clitoris and then sinking deeply into the my slit and then scratching at my anus. Onward.

I could describe each individual moment of the next forty minutes as I continued my way across the rope. I could tell about the burning ache in my calves, feet, and toes as I held myself up. I could articulate the agony and little lances of fire from between my legs. I could explain how even then I started to feel another surge of sexual desire, slowly ebbing away the immediate pain and replacing it with a need that caused me to surge ahead. When my second orgasm hit me I was still fifteen feet from my goal. Too far just to push my way through. My entire pussy was on fire and I was sure that I what I was experiencing was as close to being sandblasted as possible. I admit, I actually considered falling off the rope and trying to get my leg cuffs undone.

I stood there panting, my entire body trembling as I moved up and down on my aching calves. I was covered in perspiration. My arms ached from being held up by my neck, and my shoulders felt like lead from having to support the weight of my arms. I actually started to cry.

Then in my blurry tears I saw Michael standing there at the end of the rope.  Or was it my imagination? He was holding out his hand and speaking.

“What are you?” he asked softly.

“I’m a slut,” I responded automatically, choking back a sob.

“What kind of slut?”

“A nympho humiliation pain slut.” The response was ingrained in me.

“And what are nympho humiliation pain sluts for?” he asked.

“To be hurt and abused,” I replied, looking at him with a bit more control.

“If you don’t get your ass over here to the wall right now, the punishment I will assign you next will make this one look like a friendly walk in the park.”

“Yes Master.” I said forcefully, blinking the tears out of my eyes. I took a large step, dragging the next knot through my pussy, ignoring the burn, the dragging pinch on my clit. Another step, and another, and then another knot. Michael was urging me on, repeating over and over that I was a pain slut and I deserved this. He said that next time I had to do this I would be wearing nipple clamps and high heels, and that the last fifteen feet would be covered in lemon juice, and there would be a plug up my ass, and it would be during the winter, so I would be cold. And then he would pull me down as soon as I got to the end and fuck my brains out, no matter what my pussy looked or felt like.

The sexual surge was back and I dragged myself over the next four knots with it building like a fire beneath me. I wiped my tears away as I imagined the next torment and pushed forward. To be honest, I don’t remember much of that last nine or so feet. I remember cumming though as I reached for the key. I remember my clit touching the metal hook and feeling the cool smooth hardware as I came. I remember looking for Michael, waiting for him to pull me from my rope and screw my brains out.

He wasn’t there. No one was. 

I unlocked my hands and fell off the rope into the dust of the barn floor. The incredible bliss of not having the rope between my legs was like finding water after walking for miles through a hot dessert. One of my legs was still draped over the rope and I barely had the strength, but I managed to literally rip the Velcro cuff from my ankle, letting my legs separate. I was free.

I’m not sure how long I laid there. I’m guessing about fifteen minutes before I gathered up enough strength to pull off the cuffs. Then I inspected the damage. To be honest, it wasn’t as bad as I expected. My pussy was raw, certainly, and I could literally feel some of the more intense scratches where they left welts, but I wasn’t bleeding, which surprised me. My clit was too sore to touch, even for inspection, so I hobbled over to our water pump and very gingerly cleaned myself of sex juice, dust, and sweat. Feeling better, I went back to my bundled pile of clothes and checked my watch.

Two and a half hours. I had spent almost an entire hour and a half on one hundred feet of rope. I shuddered in horror. After getting dressed again I went to the ratchet and released the tension, letting the rope drop. I scooped it up, totally intent on throwing the whole thing in the trash bin. As I prepared to throw it away I heard Michael’s voice in my head.

“I don’t think you want to do that,” he said to me.

“Why?” I demanded. “This was pure hell.” I replied dreading his next words.

“What are you?” he asked softly.

“I’m a slut.” I responded automatically, my hands shaking as I clutched the rope.

“What kind of slut?”

“A nympho humiliation pain slut.” The response was ingrained in me.

“And what are nympho humiliation pain sluts for?” he asked.

“To be hurt and abused,” I replied.

“So, the question is: will you need that rope again sometime?”

To my shock and horror I felt a new surge of wetness between my legs and I took a step back from the trash barrel. Slowly I coiled up the rope and tossed it in the rope locker. I don’t know when it will see the light of day again, but I know that it will, and when it does, there will be a nympho humiliation pain slut, straddling it. Most likely wearing nipple clamps, and dreading the last fifteen feet of lemon juice soaked hemp. Why you may ask? Well. That's what nympho humiliation pain sluts are for.
 
    
 
   For A Good Cause
 
    
 
   Thursday, April 1st, 2010
 
    
 
   Yesterday’s Results: (Assigned by Master Mark) Proceed to your regular stripping spot with a two by one foot piece of cardboard, a black marker, and your duster.  Remove all of your clothes with the exception of your panties.  Put on your high heels and your duster.  Take the marker and the cardboard and write the following: "See my tits for one dollar.  I'll flash the whole thing for five dollars."  Then drive to a busy intersection of your choice and stand on the corner holding the sign.  If anyone pays you a dollar, open your duster enough to show them your breasts.  If anyone gives you five dollars open your duster all the way.  Any money you collect should be donated to your favorite charity.  You can leave after ten minutes.
 
    
 
   First of all, I’m going to admit that I bumped yesterday’s assignment up a little.  It was for a very good reason.  My pussy was still sore.  Seriously sore.  I’m doing much better today.  Most of the swelling and redness is gone and except for a bit of lingering sensitivity around my clit and the spot between my bottom and my pussy.  So all in all not much damage from my Tuesday Assignment.  That said, yesterday I WAS still sore and to be honest I wanted something that wouldn’t involve anything between my legs.
 
    
 
   I started off by heading out around noon.  This is relatively easy for me, since I sometimes have a habit of going out for lunch.  I did happen to grab a burger from Wendy’s, but then I made a beeline for my gazebo.  I had everything the assignment called for:  high heels, black marker, cardboard, and my duster.  Oh yea…and sexy girl.  Got that too.  Anyway I was wearing my usual, which mean boots, white tube socks, blue jean shorts, panties, bra, and a tee shirt.  What wasn’t usual was the panties.  Rather than my usual white cotton bikini cuts I was wearing these ultra sheer black lace panties with a tiny red bow right above my pussy.  You couldn’t really see through them, but you could easily tell what was under them because they were tight, the kind of tight that you guys call “camel toe”.  
 
    
 
   At Thomas Park I parked my truck and looked out on the trail with just a little bit of trepidation.  There were two cars parked in the lot, but I didn’t see anyone, which wasn’t that big of a surprise since the trail wound its way through a lot of trees.  I mean, sure you can walk it in about ten minutes if you’re quick, but most people just stroll.  Unless of course you’re handing out flyers.  Then it takes a little longer.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my marker and cardboard and duster and strolled out to the gazebo.  It’s within sight of the parking lot, but off the main path which is also a plus.  With no one in sight, I stood in the middle of the gazebo and started stripping.  First my boots and socks, then my tee shirt, then my shorts, lastly my bra.  Everything went into a pile and I knelt down and quickly grabbed my marker and cardboard.  It only took a minute to write out the message. I did add something though…”support my charity” which made sense to me.  Then, when all was done and said, I put on my heels, stood up, grabbed my duster, clothes, and sign, and headed back to the truck.  
 
    
 
   I was stopped by a cough and turned to see a thirty something guy standing there with a  surprised look on his face.  I blushed scarlet when I realized he was reading my sign.
 
    
 
   “Hi,” I said, flashing him my million watt please give me a dollar so I can show you my naked body smile.  
 
    
 
   “Nice sign,” he replied, answering my grin with his own.
 
    
 
   “Spare a buck for charity?” I asked.
 
    
 
   With wide eyes he reached into his back pocket and pulled out his wallet.
 
    
 
   “I don’t have a five.  What will ten get me?” he asked.  
 
    
 
   I dropped the sign and my clothes right there on the ground, walked over, and took his ten dollar bill.  Then I opened my duster and let him see the goods.  His eyes seemed to focus on my breasts, but then slid down to my panties.  I could see the disappointment in his eyes.
 
    
 
   So I hooked my thumbs into the waistband of my panties and pushed them down to my knees.  Well that certainly fixed things!  His eyes lit up and he just stared.  Then I pressed my body up to his, my hands reaching down to massage his prick.  He was hard in seconds, maybe even before I touched him, and I rubbed him through his khaki shorts.  He was a bit overweight, but I didn’t care.  Then I pushed my hand down his waistband and touched his bare cock, stroking the tip.  You should have seen his face! It was awesome. I had total control at that moment.  I was literally giving him a hand job in public!
 
    
 
   Would you believe he exploded?  Yep, right there in his shorts, all over my hand.  I pulled my hand clear and licked his jism right off my fingers, which shocked him.  Then I patted the growing wet spot on the front of his shorts, grabbed my panties and pulled them back into place.  I did blow him a kiss as I turned away, picked up my sign and clothes, and got into my truck.  I left him standing there, stunned, visibly marked by our encounter.  
 
    
 
   Damn, I should have told him about the website!  Oh well.  Maybe he’ll find a flyer floating around somewhere.
 
    
 
   I was going to specify right where I did this whole thing, but Michael expressed some concerns about me telling which intersection I did this on, so I’ll just describe it.  Security…go figure?  Anyway, there was an Exxon Station on one corner right in front of Enterprise Bank, and a Chevron Station on the other corner.  The other side of the intersection was grass because the road crossed the railroad tracks.  I actually parked in the bank parking lot since the Exxon station is a little farther down the road.  My heart thumped and I glanced at my wrist watch.  Ten minutes.  I can do this.
 
    
 
   I stepped onto the grassy corner, threading my way between a fire hydrant, some sort of pipe sticking out of the ground, and the metal post that held the wires for the traffic light.  A number of cars were stopped there and I turned toward them resolutely, put on my one million watt please make strip naked right here and bang me with a two by four smile, and held up my sign.
 
    
 
   Within a minute windows were unrolling and bills were being stuck out at me.  The first three were ones and I dutifully accepted them and stuffed them in my duster pocket.  Then I flashed.  I heard wolf whistles and cat calls, got a couple of thank you’s.  Then there was a five dollar bill waving out a window.  I took that and opened my coat all the way.  You should have seen his eyes pop out.  Just for fun, I put my thumb in my panties and tugged the front down until he could see my pussy.  Then the parade of cars moved on.
 
    
 
   I was so busy collecting and flashing that I forgot to check the time. Fifteen minutes later I retreated to my truck and checked out my haul. First of all there was twenty five dollars in five dollar bills. I also had one ten. Add that to another twenty three in ones, and I had a grand total of fifty eight dollars. My goodness! Name another pan handler or beggar who earns that much in fifteen minutes! For that matter, even charities probably have problems pulling in that much with one person in fifteen minutes! Go T&A!
 
    
 
   I decided to donate the money to a very special organization for children, which I can’t and won’t name here because I’m sure they wouldn’t appreciate how I earned the money.  But I wish I could.  They do a lot of great work for under-privileged children who are lucky to get two meals a day, let alone three.  I volunteered for them a few times while I was in college. Of course, I wore clothes back then.
 
    
 
   So there we have it.  A quick day.  An easy day. A soft day.  And I expect tomorrow to go even better.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Getting Washed
 
    
 
   Friday, April 2nd, 2010

Yesterday’s Results: (Assigned By Mistress Ellen) Proceed to your new stripping spot, driving your dirtiest vehicle. Go to the gazebo and strip, and then return to your vehicle wearing nothing but your duster and high heels. Open your duster and rub your body across the vehicle, getting as much dirt on your breasts, thighs, and bottom as possible. Once you are in the vehicle, drive to a car wash facility - a manned facility. Do not button or close the duster. When you speak with the employee ask if they can wash both you and your car. Cooperate with any and all orders given to you from staff members. You may masturbate at any time.

A little after lunch I stepped out of my house and took a look at my two cars. I personally own a little used Saturn SL, which was quietly sitting under the carport. Right next to it was my mother’s car, and next to that was my father’s workhorse, the Ford F-150 Supercab. To be honest, I frequently drive the truck. My dad’s not using it, in fact, right now he can’t even drive due to the injury in his leg, so I don’t feel bad about taking it around. Now, I’m not a big fanatic about cleaning cars. As long as they start, get me where I’m going, and have relatively comfortable seats, I’m cool. So none of the two vehicles I regularly drive had have cleanings lately.

But to be totally honest, the truck was ten times worse than the little coupe. I hadn’t washed it once in the two years since I’d been home, and frankly, driving it all over the farm and town so often had put a pretty decent layer of dust and mud on the thing. The only clear spots were the windows, which I did squeegee clean every time I filled her up at the gas station. But other than that, not much in the way of cleaning.

So my dad was a little surprised when I told him I was taking the truck in for a washing. I shrugged and scampered out of the house before too many questions were asked. I could hardly tell him what I was GOING to be doing could I? I mean seriously, could you imagine how that conversation would go?

“You’re going to get the truck cleaned? Really?”

“Well actually dad, I plan on rubbing my naked body against it first so that when I show up at the wash place I can ask them to clean me too, and who knows, maybe I’ll get to suck some guy off, or get fucked, or even better: tied to the hood naked, with my legs spread wide and sent right on through the car wash.”

That’s when my dad dies from an apoplectic fit. So no dice on that conversation.

So I hoped in my truck and sped off into the afternoon sunshine.

And headed for the park. Yes, the park. See, I was hardly stepping out of my house wearing high heels and a duster. If you thought me announcing the eminent washing of the truck to be eyebrow raising imagine what the conversation would be like if Dad had seen me wearing THAT outfit.

“What the hell are you wearing? High heels and a duster? You look like some sort of flasher!”

“I am Dad. See?” I throw open my coat.
That’s when my dad dies from an apoplectic fit. So no dice on that conversation either.

So I was dressed in boots, white tube socks, blue jeans, white cotton bikini cut panties, a blue tee shirt, and a white bra. Nothing spectacular, nothing special, but a long laundry list of clothes that needed to be removed. And removal takes place at the park! In the gazebo to be precise.

I pulled up to Thomas Park and grabbed my duster and high heels. It was just a little after one and there was only one car in the parking lot. I grimaced a little. Mistress Ellen would not be happy about this. I know she changed my stripping spot so that there would be a greater chance of me being observed. Oh well. Just as long as I don’t have to strip in the middle of the food court at the mall. Sigh.

I made my way to the gazebo and began going through my routine. First the boots come off, then the socks. Then the shirt gets pulled off, and then the jeans, leaving me in my skivvies. This is usually where I start getting a bit nervous and looking around to see if anyone is watching. I’ve already had my encounter with the police on one of these assignments and I don’t want another one, unless I can get assurances that I’m going to get a brutal baton fucking out of it.

But I was still alone. So off came the bra and panties and I bent down and put on my high heels. Lastly, I put on my duster and closed a few buttons. There. Dressed to get dirty. Or was I already being dirty by dressing like this? Am I dirty? Or Naughty? Oh wait, don’t naughty girl’s get spanked and punished? I needed a spanking…

I shook my head and cleared it of those thoughts. Assignment. Think Assignment. Then I scooped up my clothes and went back to the truck. I threw everything in through the window and proceeded to open my duster. Then, starting at the door, pressed my boobs against the metal and dragged them down the side of the truck.

That left dark circles of grime and dust on the fronts of my breast, with a heavy layer on the right side. I did it again, this time going left and squatting a little lower. I pressed my entire body up against the side of the truck, spreading dried mud and dust across my belly, loins and thighs. I must have looked like a cat rubbing itself against a person’s legs. I went around to the other side, faced away from the truck, lifted my duster above my waist, and rubbed my and backside against the truck too. As soon as I was done I stood up and decided to apply another layer to my breasts, from across the hood. Ooohh…breast prints? On the hood? Would they be recognizable?

Just as I was about to lay across the hood I realized I wasn’t alone. A nice looking couple was standing there, ogling me. The woman had her mouth open in shock, while the guy was staring quite happily at the sight of my dirty tits.

I gave them my million watt please spank me on the hood of my truck and fuck me stupid smile, and then said “Hi.”

It was the woman who spoke, since her husband (boyfriend?) was too tongue tied to speak.

“What are you doing?” Her tone was filled with disapproval, not to mention a little outrage.

Would you believe I got pissed? It’s a first for me I admit, but her tone just pissed me off.

“Well I’m washing my car, what does it look like I’m doing?” I replied with a sarcastic attitude. “Though I think after this I’m going to take it in for a real wash since my tits just aren’t doing the job.” I gave her a calculating look. “Yours are a bit bigger though. Want to give it a try?”

Outrage went to fury and she grabbed the husband and they got in the car. Of course his eyes were still on me. Uh oh…she was getting out her phone. Time to head on out.

As they drove away I jumped into the truck and literally peeled out of there. They turned right at the first intersection so I went the other direction. Fortunately, if she had called the police I didn’t encounter any of the responding cars. So with my heart racing and more than a little trembling in my extremities, I drove across town to the car wash place.

It wasn’t exactly busy, but it wasn’t quiet either. I was able to pull right on up to the little stand where I nice looking middle aged man was standing. When he approached my window I made sure that my duster was mostly open, though not all the way. Certain parts were still hidden.

The words were out of his mouth before he was able to take in my appearance.

“Hello Miss, what can we do for you to…day?” The last word faltered as he saw my dirt streaked cleavage along with the fact that he could see skin from the top of my head down to my belly button.

I reached out a hand and laid it on his arm. “I’m so glad you asked. I’ve got two problems. The first is my truck is really dirty and it needs washing. Second, I’m really dirty and I need a washing. See?” I unbuttoned the last button and pulled the sides of my duster apart, showing him everything: breasts, shaved pussy, dirty thighs, the works.

He blinked. And the blinked again. Then he faltered and I heard “is this some sort of April fools joke?” he asked.

April Fools? Oh Shit! I never even thought of that. I shook my head emphatically and grabbed his hand. I pulled it into the car and laid it on my dirty breast.

“Does this feel or look like a joke? Really sir, I need a wash. The works on the truck, and the works for me. Hell, tie me to the hood of my truck and send me through if that’s what it takes!” I replied, trying to muster the most serious expression I could possibly find.

Finally he nodded. “Wait here a moment.”

He stepped away from me and called another man over. The second guy was Hispanic and he looked at me suddenly and then grinned. The two men talked for a bit and then my middle aged stand guy came back.

“All right Miss. That will be forty six seventy five for the works,” he replied.

I fished some cash out of my purse and handed it over.

“Okay Miss, this is a little different than our usual method, but please drive your truck around the corner to the front of the car wash. Wait for Manuel, he will be with you in a second.”

I nodded, smiling my million watt “please squeegee my tits and ram the handle up my ass” smile. Then I drove slowly around to the other side of the car wash place. I stopped at the entrance to the automated wash. See, the exterior gets washed by a giant car washing machine. The interior is done all by hand. I had ordered both interior and exterior cleanings.

Suddenly I was approached by Manuel who grinned at me under his small thin line mustache. He opened the car door, and even offered me a hand! What a gentleman! Then he told me to wait by the “employee entrance” door, hopped in my truck, and moved it forward until the front wheels were sitting on the conveyor belt. With everything secured, he hopped out of the vehicle and closed the door. A quick button push caused my truck to start disappearing into the hungry mouth of the car wash and I found myself following Manuel into the bowels of the machinery.

I wasn’t sure where we were going, but I got to see parts of the car wash I doubt the public gets to see. I even got to see some of the moving parts and I realized that as fun as my fantasy of being tied to the roof or hood of my truck would have been, reality was quite a bit more dangerous. Unless I was wearing a full face mask. There’s a thought.

I guess I should explain about that fantasy. As many of you know, I read a lot of Erotic BDSM Fiction. That’s how I met Michael, but he’s not my only favorite author (sorry Michael, you’re the best, but you know how it is!) One of my other favorites is a guy who goes by the name “Dr. Wu” and he wrote a bunch of “Tiffany Stories” which I’ve always loved. In one of the stories, Tiffany is tied to the roof of her future sorority sisters’ car and run through a drive thru wash. I can’t even begin to explain how much that turns me on. The very thought! Okay, so it’s not an original idea…so sue me…or better yet, tie me to the roof of your car and run me through a car wash!

Anyway I was lead to another room as Manuel opened the door. It was a little dingy and filled with mops, buckets, cleaning supplies, a couple of vacuum cleaners, and tons of dirty and clean rags. Cans of car polish, car cleaner, even fragrance lined the shelves. There was also a large yellowed floor sink. But it honestly didn’t smell bad either. I guess it pays not to be serving food products.

Manuel asked me to remove my duster and shoes. Um…okay. I squatted down and took off my high heel shoes. Then I pulled off my duster, exposing my body to Manuel’s eyes. They glittered as he stared at my breasts and then pussy and I felt the eyefucking I was getting. He scooped up my shoes and duster and then suddenly left. What the fuck?

It was a full five minutes of rapid emotion shift as I wondered what was happening. Why did Manuel take my clothes? Was I a prisoner? What was supposed to happen? I was almost at the point of just leaving when the door opened again and both the clerk and Manuel stepped into the room.

“I’m David” the clerk said with a grin. “Your truck is done with the exterior wash and I’ve got my best people working on the inside. Now Manuel and I will take care of the other part of your request. If you’ll step into the tub…” he motioned at the floor sink.

My heart settled a bit and I took one step into the yellowed basin. Manuel began grabbing supplies off the shelves and in next to no time a bucket full of steaming soapy water stood on the floor next to the tub. The men worked with little to no conversation and I got the impression that Manuel’s English was no so good. But hey, me espanol es muy mal, tambien, so no problemo, Si?

David asked me to turn around, put my hands on the wall, and spread my legs apart. I complied and suddenly I felt two rough sponges sliding against my skin. I think I let out a soft moan as they cleaned my body. I spread my legs wider, giving them easier access and I was rewarded as the sponge began working against my pussy. I stuck out my butt and felt a hand move between my legs. The tip of the sponge against my clit felt incredible and I groaned in sexual earnest.

David and Manuel then did my back and arms, pulling me into a standing position as they moved to the sides. I held my arms up, wishing they were tied to something. Hands and sponges slid across my skin, groping, cleaning, rubbing, and within a few minutes I was totally cleaned, every speck of dirt and mud washed from my body.

A soapy finger was slipped into my pussy and I gasped, glancing over at Manuel who grinned cheerfully. He wiggled his finger and began pumping it in and out and then I felt a matching penetration in my ass. I gasped, arms coming down around the two men’s shoulders as David finger fucked my rear and Manuel continued to work my pussy. They literally lifted me up a few times and when David’s right hand found my clit as well, I came with a slight cry and shudder that was completely and totally obvious. I slumped in my washer’s grip and let out a few happy moans.

They pulled their fingers out of me and then to my surprise, Manuel began undressing. Next thing I knew, he was in the basin with me, rubbing his naked body up against mine. Reflexively, my hands found his cock and I dropped to my knees, taking him in my mouth, sucking wildly and with gusto. I didn’t even realize that David was undressing as well, and in moments I had two naked guys pressing up against me. I began switching cocks, taking David’s slightly larger manhood and deep throating it while stroking Manuel.

This went on for some time before David lifted me off my knees and sat me on my ass in the basin. Next thing I knew he was on top of me, thrusting his dick into my wet and soapy hole. Manuel knelt down and then my mouth was full as well and the two men just pumped, thrusting into me. I could tell David was close and he pulled out and squirted his entire load across my belly and breasts. For me, I was bothered again, needing and wanting another orgasm. They switched places and I felt Manuel’s smaller, but more rigid dick enter me and began frantically moving in and out in this hyperactive manner. I would have turned to look, but David had stuck his limp dick in my mouth and I was sucking and licking away my own juices, a bit of acrid soap, and his spunk.

And then Manuel exploded, pulling out just in time to squirt white cream all over my pussy. The water sprayer was turned on and I felt the stinging impact of a thousand high pressure water droplets against my clit and pussy. I lay there, legs spread wide, with both naked men standing over me, playing the water across my pussy and breasts. At one point they even went low and directed the nozzle up toward my ass.

Manuel got back down on his knees and stuck one finger into my pussy and opened me up. A quick adjustment and the next thing I knew I felt the water spewing into my sex, filling me up. Unlike an enema, water in the pussy has no where to go, so it immediately came shooting out, which splattered across Manuel. He extracted the nozzle, sprayed himself clean, and then stood.

I lay there, dripping, fucked, a little tender, and still totally horny and desperate.

“What’s your name?” David asked me as he reached down and helped me to my feet.

“Breanne,” I replied, feeling a little off balance. He steadied me for a moment as Manuel tossed David a terry cloth towel. It was a small one, but he immediately began drying me off. Manuel hurriedly dried himself off, and then put his clothes back on. Before David was even finished, Manuel left the room.

I stood there, slightly cold from the rinsing as David dried himself off and took his time getting dressed. Finally he was ready and he opened the door and led me naked out of the cleaning closet.

We were still in the bowels of the wash and we waited for a car to pass and then I was led across a wet and dripping floor, over the conveyor belts and too a small door on the other side. Entering, I found myself still naked, in a hallway painted with mute colors. David took my hand and I was lead down the hall and to an office marked “manager”. As I entered, I saw Manuel, who had just finished clearing off the desk. It was now totally empty, and I also smiled when I saw my duster and high heels sitting on a small table in the corner.

David pulled me across the room and helped me up onto the desk, laying me on my back. My legs were stretched out and dangling over the edge of the desk and in moments so were my arms. Then both men grabbed these little white rags, opened a blue jar, and began smearing this thick white substance all over my body. Too my surprise, they began rubbing it into my skin, little circular motions and they concentrated on my breasts first, then moved down my stomach and coated my pussy, thighs, all the way down to the bottoms of my feet. They went up to my neck and then did my arms. It felt incredible and despite the fact that I was still horny, I just sighed and let them do it.

I was hoping to get another fucking but was then pulled upright. To my astonishment my body looked like it had been oiled, except it was dry. Every part of my front glistened in the light and I experimentally ran a finger across my middle, only to find that my new coating was secure and permanent.

“You waxed and polished me!” I exclaimed.

David grinned. “You said you wanted the works.”

I laughed. “I need something in my pussy.”

The two men looked back at each other and the next thing I knew I had cock in my face. I sucked on David while Manuel had another go between my legs. Then, after Manuel had cum, David took his spot while I licked Manuel clean. It only took another twenty or so minutes, and a thick layer of jism on my skin was cleaned off with a rag. The nice part was that I came too. Excellent.

Then I was helped into my duster and high heels. Deliberately, I didn’t close the duster very well, just enough to conceal a few things. Then David and Manuel lead me back out to the main room where a group of shocked customers all stared at the girl emerging from the Employee’s Only area, whose half-open duster made it quite apparent that she wasn’t wearing anything. With a crimson blush I closed my coat and buttoned it. Then we were through the assembly and there was my truck, sparkling in the sunlight.

Wow. They did a good job! Cleaned, polished, waxed, vacuumed, wiped down, and they even put that stuff on my tires and dash that makes it shiny. Manuel helped me up into the cab even though I didn’t need it. I was handed David’s personal card and the keys and Manuel even gave me a peck on the cheek. I was told to come back next time I was dirty. Ha ha ha.

So I headed back to my stripping spot. I know, I could have gone home, but I would have still had to change and I figured my stripping spot would work just fine. It was just a little after three and I pulled into the lot to find three cars there this time. Damn. And I could see one guy heading off around the corner into the wooded section of the path. I had to hurry if I was going to get away with this.

I grabbed my stuff and practically ran to the gazebo. First I laid everything out, intending to slip into it as neatly as possible. Once I was ready, I took off my duster, standing naked in only the high heels. Then came the hard part: unbuckling high heels while standing naked. I was on one knee, with one on and other off when I heard the bark of a dog.

I glanced up. It was the same guy from last Monday: the older gentlemen with the dog, and he was making a beeline for the gazebo. I admit, knowing who it was approaching made me feel a bit less nervous. But it was still a bit intimidating. I mean, was I really giving out free shows enough for people to know when to expect me? Or was I being stupid? I mean, this guy must walk his dog every day around this time, right?

He climbed up into the gazebo as I got the last high heel unbuckled and he looked down at me with a grin.

“No fliers this time?” he asked, while his dog tugged on the leash, trying to get to me.

I shook my head. “Nope, just a quickie. I’m actually done with today’s assignment and am getting dressed.”

He nodded. “Ah…and how was the car wash?”

Oh shit. He must have read the blog! I pushed back my surprise and then gave him a sly smile. “It went pretty good.” I stood up and began putting on my panties and then my bra.

“That’s quite a shine you’ve got.” His comment took me by surprise.

“They waxed me. Gave me the works.”

“I can’t wait to read about it.”

I pulled on my jeans. “Well you can tomorrow.”

“What’s tomorrow’s assignment?” he asked, pulling his dog back to his side after the animal gave my butt a sniff.

I shrugged as I pulled my tee shirt over my head. “Don’t know yet. Haven’t decided. That’s my prerogative. I can choose whatever assignment I want.”

“Tomorrow should be BlowJob Friday, right?” Evidently he had read a lot more than yesterday’s posting. But I guess I would have too. I wondered where this was leading.

“Yep, but it doesn’t have to be either. Like I said, I get to choose the assignments” I replied.

“Well here is an assignment. Tomorrow, arrive here at 2:30pm wearing jean shorts, your boots, a tee shirt, and underneath a bikini. Bring your IcyHot cream, nipple clamps, an anal plug, and the biggest vibrator you’ve got. You will also need a beach towel. Once you get here, strip down to your bikini, find a sunny spot over there by the tree line, remove your bikini top and put the IcyHot and nipple clamps on. Then pull down your bottoms, put in the vibrator on high, and pull them back up. You will lie like that until a man with a dog approaches you. You will then give him a blow job until he cums. After he comes you will go back to the towel and lie on your stomach. You will then lube the anal plug and stick that in. You will bask under the sun for fifteen minutes. If you need to masturbate you may, but you must do it right there, and only after your fifteen minutes are up. Then you may remove the toys, walk back to the gazebo and get dressed, but go commando: no bikini. That get’s removed and you can put on your clothes and drive home like that. How’s that for an assignment?”

I gave him a sly look. “This sounds like a setup actually” I said, standing up. I was totally dressed now after getting my boots on. “I’m not to keen on being somewhere at a specific time in fact. Things get busy. I need the freedom to do things in my own time. That’s why I like the assignments I get.”

His face fell. I could see he was disappointed.

“But for tomorrow, this one time, and one time only. I’ll be here at that time and I’ll do that assignment” I said, stepping close to him. I ignored the dog sniffing my crotch as I stood on tip toe and gave him a kiss on his cheek.

“Looking forward to sucking you off tomorrow. Bye!”

And then I left.

And that’s where this little adventure ends, except for a little side note. About an hour after I left the nice gentleman at the gazebo, I felt a strange itch between my breasts. Scratching did very little to relieve it. I was already home and working out in a field so I pulled up my shirt and checked my skin. That nice shiny covering Manuel and David had coated me with was beginning to flake. There was already a small one inch bare patch right between my breasts. Scratching didn’t really help.

In another hour I was tormented in ways you couldn’t imagine. My skin crawled. I went back to the barn to try and wash the stuff off. It was flaking in a zillion places but it felt like ants crawling all over me. It was maddening. The worst spot was my pussy. It didn’t seem to want to come off easily and even rubbing at it didn’t stop the itch. Five hours! Five hours before I was mostly free of my second skin. My mom gave me this strange look and I told her I put on some bad skin moisturizer as I peeled a large swath of it off my arm. Oh god…never again! Never again!
 
    
 
    
 
   Basking In The Sun
 
    
 
   Monday, April 5, 2010

I know everyone is hoping for the continued adventures of my stupid self getting into stupid situations, but the truth is, you can’t be a nympho humiliation pain slut every day of the week.  Well, okay you probably can, but you can’t be a nympho humiliation pain slut every week of the month, at least you can’t if you don’t want to be gross, and you’re having cramps, and downing Midol like there’s no tomorrow.  And that’s my situation.  Not to mention the fact that I kind of got in trouble over Friday’s assignment, which you will find out all about below.  So I know it won’t be till next Monday before I post another assignment, but keep checking back here at Michael’s Blog and who knows, maybe I’ll post something, or Michael will put a vignette up, or something!
 
   
Yesterday’s Results: Tomorrow, arrive at the Gazebo at 2:30pm wearing jean shorts, your boots, a tee shirt, and underneath a bikini. Bring your IcyHot cream, nipple clamps, an anal plug, and the biggest vibrator you’ve got. You will also need a beach towel. Once you get here, strip down to your bikini, find a sunny spot over there by the tree line, remove your bikini top and put the IcyHot and nipple clamps on. Then pull down your bottoms, put in the vibrator on high, and pull them back up. You will lie like that until a man with a dog approaches you. You will then give him a blow job until he cums. After he comes you will go back to the towel and lie on your stomach. You will then lube the anal plug and stick that in. You will bask under the sun for fifteen minutes. If you need to masturbate you may, but you must do it right there, and only after your fifteen minutes are up. Then you may remove the toys, walk back to the gazebo and get dressed, but go commando: no bikini. That gets removed and you can put on your clothes and drive home like that.
 
    
 
   I’m in a bit of trouble.  Oh, not like police trouble, more like boss trouble. I have been told in no uncertain terms that I have violated the restrictions on safety and security.  Evidently I provided too much information in my daily assignments and Michael feels that this is unacceptable.  I have been ordered to resume using my previous stripping spot on the “unnamed road”, unless a more suitable spot can be located.  I’ve also been hammered for making a “date” as part of the assignment. Evidently I can’t do that and since Michael pays the bills, he gets to set the rules.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I think his concern is kinda sweet.  I don’t think I was in any danger from the nice gentleman with the dog, but Michael said he wasn’t concerned about that guy, but about other possible threats.  I can’t imagine, but I admit this isn’t the first time I’ve been in trouble for going a bit too far.  During the second semester of my sophomore year, I ended up with a lot of free time in the afternoon, home alone at the apartment.  I was just really discovering the internet at that time and it wasn’t long before I was in chat rooms and role play rooms.  Then I became a working girl in an online role play brothel, and one of the girls in a Slave Auction room.  That was a lot of fun, but things moved on first to microphone sessions and then eventually to neck down cam sessions and despite the fact that Kari was still using me as often as before, every afternoon I spent with my legs propped up on my desk, sitting on a vibrator, doing stupid fun things to my pussy.  It all came to a head when one evening one of my online suitors showed up on our doorstep.  Now, to be honest, I NEVER told him where I lived.  He tracked me down.  But he looked creepy (and to be honest I never would have had real sex with him anyway,) and he refused to leave even after Kari told him too.  We had to call the police.  After that Kari sat me down and imposed a few very strict internet rules on what I was allowed to say and do.
 
    
 
   To be honest, the rules have served me well and I haven’t had a repeat of that first miserable event, but my internet addiction was one of several reasons that Kari and I broke up.  She’s not an internet junkie, in fact, accept for her website and an email address, she has never been into the electronic world.  Me? I got sucked in.  For the next two years, even after I broke up with Kari, I spent a lot of time online.  It got me into more trouble as people who I kept doing the online sex stuff with were looking for more.  They wanted to meet me in real life.  I started getting harassed, and even received a few marriage proposals.  One guy from New Zealand wanted me to move to his ranch and accept full slavery, no conditions, in order for him to torture me day and night.  And let me tell you, his idea of a fun torture session was a lot more extreme than anything you might read in a Michael Alexander story!  
 
    
 
   I met Michael at this time in my life and despite Kari’s rules, I arranged to meet him and his wife/sub Jenni.  To be honest, we didn’t meet in a chat room, so there.  I reviewed one of his stories and we exchanged emails.  But anyway, wow.  In so many ways Michael was like Kari, but a bit more mature, a bit more relaxed, and you could see how Michael and Jenni loved each other. I respected that.  Still do.  It made them special.  Originally I hoped that they could find room in their relationship to include me, but it wasn’t meant to happen. I’m not bitter.  We’re still good friends.  Maybe it was me.  Who knows?  
 
    
 
   When I finished my degree a few things were happening in my life that made it more complicated and I dropped off the internet, fully intending never to get back on.  I barely checked my email.  I moved back home with my family.  I threw the webcam away, boxed up the microphone, and even tucked my toybox into the darkest corner of my closet.  It sat there for almost two years gathering dust.
 
    
 
   And then Michael came back into my life.  He had continued to email me occasionally, despite the fact I wasn’t responding.  A number of good friends did too, like Master Stone, but it was Michael who wanted me to come and write, pulling me out of the darkness and back into the light.
 
    
 
   And I went too far again.  Sorry Master Michael.  I apologize.
 
    
 
   Yesterday I didn’t get the messages Michael left me until late in the evening.  So yesterday afternoon at 2:30pm I showed up at Thomas Park wearing my assigned costume, my towel, and a canvas bag carrying all the toys and stuff I would need.  I pulled up to the park and found, for the first time, the parking lot empty.  I heeled it over to the gazebo and began pulling off my clothes.  This wasn’t a big issue because I was already wearing my bikini under my jean shorts and tee shirt.  I stuffed my clothes into the bag and then went out to that small sunny spot over by the tree line, tucked between two rather serious trees and well out of sight unless you were practically standing in the gazebo.  
 
    
 
   I laid out my extra large towel in the afternoon sun.  Then, knowing I was probably already being observed, I sat down on the towel, took off my bikini top, and pulled out my tube of muscle cream.  Two small dabs on my nipples almost immediately resulted in cold tingling and I felt a surge of wetness between my legs as I rubbed the cream in.  Next I picked up my clamps and carefully applied them.  I was using my metal duck billed clamps today.  I didn’t want them slipping off.  I lay back then, stretching out, my nipples tingling and aching and I reached into my bag and pulled out the vibrator.  It was my large one, and I turned it on to maximum and began rubbing it all over my pussy, concentrating of course on the little nub at the top.  Finally, I slipped it underneath the cloth, exposing pink flesh, pushed it all the way into my body, and then pulled my bikini back up, covering my sex.
 
    
 
   Well, mostly covered.  The large vibrator created a bit of a bump at the bottom and that kept maybe the top inch of my slit exposed.  I could feel the air on my clit.  I took a deep breath, trying to deal with the massive vibrations stimulating me internally, and put my hands behind my head.  I spread my legs wide.  Then I closed my eyes.
 
    
 
   Would you believe he made me wait over twenty minutes like that?  I kept opening my eyes and glancing around but didn’t see him.  Twice I saw other people, but they weren’t looking in my direction and continued down the path.  Evidently my vibrator wasn’t that loud either.  By the time I heard the dog, I was practically vibrating myself with tension: sexual tension that demanded release.  I was almost at the point I would have done the damn dog.
 
    
 
   Okay. Not really.  I’m not into animal sex.  But you catch my drift, right?  To put it bluntly, the combination of muscle cream on my clamped nipples, along with a full implantation of a buzzing vibrator (on maximum power no less) had left me a quivering, needing, lusty nympho humiliation pain slut.
 
    
 
   Oh.  I’m kinda like that normally?  Oh yeah. I forgot.
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes and the gentleman with the dog was standing nearby, looking at me with obvious pleasure.  The dog’s leash got tied to a tree and then he approached.
 
    
 
   “Well now, this is an odd place to be sunbathing.  And what a weird getup for a girl needing a tan,” he said with a touch of humor.  I looked up at him and grinned.
 
    
 
   “Are you ready for that blowjob?” I asked.  It wasn’t that I was in a hurry, but that I wanted to get to the masturbation part.  
 
    
 
   He chuckled and then began unbuttoning his fly.  I got to my knees and he stood with his back toward the gazebo.  Even if someone was watching at this point, they wouldn’t be able to tell what was going on unless they actually came over.  I scooted forward, grabbing hold of his already erect cock and didn’t waste a moment.  My mouth surrounded the circumcised tip, my left hand began stroking his balls, and my right hand encircled the base of his cock.  My tongue began flicking, stroking, circling, and licking his shaft, even as my lips wrapped around him.
 
    
 
   I keep promising an essay on the appropriate way to suck cock and I just haven’t gotten around to it.  Sorry. I will eventually.  And I don’t want to bore you with the repetitive details of head bobbing and stroking and making it impossible to tell the difference between my hand and my mouth.  I was more animated than usual too.  Part of that was the vibrator being held inside me by my own bikini bottoms, but part of it was also the fact that my partner had grabbed hold of the chain connecting my clamps and was tugging on it from the side.  
 
    
 
   I was desperate. I admit it.  I could also tell that he was close.  I looked up at him, eyes begging, and let loose of his cock long enough to speak.
 
    
 
   “Wouldn’t you rather fuck my brains out?”
 
    
 
   He looked down at me with an arched eyebrow.  “Sweetheart, I AM fucking your brains out.”
 
    
 
   I shook my head, still rubbing his cock.  “No! I mean really fuck me.  Take out the vibrator and screw me silly.”
 
    
 
   “You have a condom?” he asked.  Duh.  I always have condoms.
 
    
 
   Not letting go of his cock, I reached over to my bag and extracted a condom.  To his surprise I opened the pack with one hand and my teeth and then put the rubber in my mouth.  Then I went back to the blowjob.
 
    
 
   Putting a condom on with your mouth is the mark of a professional whore.  I found that out one night at a party after Kari made me do it in the middle of the living room floor.  She had made me practice on her boyfriend for several weeks until it was as natural as combing my hair, or masturbating.  It’s a skill that is much like riding a bike.  You always have it.  My God! Could you imagine me giving blowjobs at ninety and doing this?  Yuck.  Anyway, Kari made me learn because she knew it would be a further humiliation for me, and it is, but it also makes some things easier.
 
    
 
   In seconds my gentleman was covered.  He never even realized I put it on until I was pulling the string of my bikini bottoms loose, and tugging out the vibrator.  I twisted the dial to off and tossed it into the grass and then he was between my legs, pushing me down.  I felt his cock press up against my pussy and then he was in, his hair rubbing against my clit as he made powerful thrusts into my body.  It was sweet.  It was intense.  It was agony, and then it was climax.
 
    
 
   He kept pulling on the chain between my breasts and that pain combined with the strong thrusts and clitoral stimulation drove me over the edge.  Which was good, because he came like a second or two later.  I have to admit, I always like it when lovers climax together.  It doesn’t happen often, but being able to share the afterglow with a guy is always pretty sweet.
 
    
 
   We rested a few moments and then he rolled off me.  Standing he discarded the condom and pulled his trouser back up, clearly pleased with my performance.  I just lay there in a daze, my mind befuddled by sex and endorphins.  
 
    
 
   “Well Breanne, I’m very impressed.  That was about the best fuck I’ve had in a long time.  We should do this more often.”  He said finally as he got himself organized.  I opened an eye and gazed up at him, blinking.
 
    
 
   “Uh uh.  Sure.” I said, not even aware of what I was saying.
 
    
 
   He squatted down and picked up my vibrator which was lying in the grass.  He turned it on and ran the tip down my belly from my navel to my clit.  The low buzzing caused me to jump, especially when he pushed it in my pussy.  He held it in with one hand while his other found my partially tied panties still around one thigh.  These were pulled back into place and then once the material was holding the vibrator, he tied the strands together.  I moaned as I felt the resurgence of sexual desire.  What can I say? I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  
 
    
 
   Then he rummaged in my bag and came out with my narrow butt plug.   I looked up at him, wondering if he still intended for me to use it when he used his toe to force me over.  I complied, helping, gasping slightly as the nipple clamps dug into my breasts.  I felt his fingers on my rear, pulling the bikini aside and then the cool rubber was rubbed up and down the crack of my ass.  He swirled the tip in some of my juices, even for a moment shoving aside the vibrator in order to get an inch or so of the plug in my pussy.  Then he positioned it at my crack and pushed.
 
    
 
   I’m not a huge fan of anal, but at that moment it felt incredible.  He got it in with minimal fuss, then turned the vibrator to high, and let the bikini snap back into place.  I groaned with need.
 
    
 
   “I’ll be at the gazebo.  Remember, fifteen minutes and then you can masturbate or take them out.”  He said.
 
    
 
   I heard them walking away as I lay there.  The heat of the sun was on my back and my hips seemed to jerk and thrust as my bottom clenched tightly around the plug.  I think it was about five minutes before I quietly moved one hand under my body, humping my fingers as I pinched and tugged on my clit.  In seconds I had come a second time, but that didn’t stop me as I worked my way to a third and eventually fourth orgasm.  By the time my fifteen minutes was up (my watch was in the bag and I checked) I was too worn out to masturbate.  I rolled over, tugged out the anal plug and then removed the vibrator.  I wiped the plug on the grass and tossed it into the bag, but the vibrator got a more personal cleaning.  That I sucked clean. I knew he was watching.  It only took a minute and I tasted myself (which is a taste I love).  Then I took off the clamps and put them in the bag as well.
 
    
 
   I thought about putting my top back on, but then decided not to. It wasn’t illegal to be topless and I was just going to have to take it back off at the gazebo anyway.  So I stood, grabbed my towel, shook it out, and snagged my bag.  Then I walked the hundred or so yards to the wooden structure where my gentleman and his dog were waiting.
 
    
 
   He looked cross when I approached and I was a little put off by his expression.  His arms were folded as well.  Negative body language, all of it.  I stepped gingerly into the gazebo, a little hesitant.
 
    
 
   “You couldn’t even hold off fifteen minutes?  That’s all you had to handle.  Fifteen minutes,” he said angrily.  I was a little shocked.  Evidently he could tell exactly what I was doing from all the way over here.
 
    
 
   “I’m sorry!” I stuttered, clearly surprised.  
 
    
 
   “Sorry isn’t going to cut it missy! Give me that bag!”
 
    
 
   Still shocked, I handed it over.
 
    
 
   “The bikini. Lose it,” he ordered.  I pushed them down hurriedly.  Now I truly was naked in the gazebo.
 
    
 
   He dug in the bag and tossed me my jean shorts.  “Pull those up to your knees and bend over the railing.”  
 
    
 
   My fingers trembled as I complied.  The denim seemed slick in my fingers, but I managed to do what he told me.  I bent over the edge of the gazebo railing and waited.
 
    
 
   First the plug went back in. I groaned as he rammed it home. I was still pretty well lubricated there, but it ached.   Then I gasped as I felt the cold burning of the muscle cream cramping my rear end.  My entire rear end was clenching with the icy burn when he began spanking me.  Five strong swats later I heard the buzzing of my vibrator again.  It was on a much lower setting, the lowest in fact, but I gasped when it got pushed into my body as well.  Then he was tugging my shorts up.  When they were around my waist he patted my ass.
 
    
 
   “Turn around, Breanne.”
 
    
 
   I did, trembling.  My rear was on fire but I was starting to feel another surge of sexual libidinous, and his rough manner was just as much a turn on as the vibrator now shaking quietly within me.  I leaned back against the rail and he swung his hand, striking my breasts with a stinging slap.  I gasped.  
 
    
 
   “You will keep those in until you get home,” he said.  I saw him pull the nipple clamps out of my bag and then they were on my breasts.  Worse, he tightened them, letting the screw that changes the pressure loosen so that a deep ache seemed to seep upward through my tits.  I stood there shaking.
 
    
 
   “And just to make sure you don’t try anything, we’ll do this.”  He held up a piece of string.  It was dirty, and looked like he had found it in the parking lot.  He ran it through the unused belt loops on either side of the button on my shorts.  He tied both ends together, over and over, creating a knot from hell right at the front.
 
    
 
   “Now you can go home.”  He handed me my bag and pointed me toward the truck.
 
    
 
   I stumbled my way over there, digging keys out of my bag.  It was tough.  I was feeling the surges between my legs and they were combining with the heat in my rear.  I knew I would be sitting in the truck for a while, since there was no way I could drive yet.  I finally managed to open the door of the cab, climb in, and then sat there dealing with the spasm from both my rear end and my pussy.  Ten minutes later the cold heat from the cream had faded into a small tingle, despite the tender area it had been applied too, but the buzzing vibrator was beginning to get to me.  Seriously.  The knot he had applied to the front of my shorts made it not only impossible to get them off, but impossible to a get a hand down there.  Worse, they were tight shorts.  The best I could do was rub myself through the shorts, and this was oddly unsatisfactory.  
 
    
 
   I looked through the windshield.  He was still there, standing in the gazebo, watching me.  Finally I got out of the truck and waddled back over to him, my chest heaving, which no doubt made a phenomenal sight what with the nipple clamps and everything.
 
    
 
   “What’s wrong, Breanne?” he asked, his tone clearly pleased at my discomfort.
 
    
 
   I lowered my eyes.  “I need to cum.” I whispered.
 
    
 
   He shrugged. “So? What’s stopping you?”  
 
    
 
   “I can’t cum like this! I can’t touch myself properly” I replied, the desperation in my voice no doubt revealing everything about me.
 
    
 
   He nodded and pulled his dog away from the railing and stepped out of the gazebo.  “Come along then” he said, starting to walk away.  I did my best to follow, which was tough with both a full sized vibrator and a butt plug in me.  The chain on my breasts swung.
 
    
 
   “Where are we going?”  I asked.
 
    
 
   “My place.  I’ll tie you up there and see how many time I can make you orgasm in an hour” he replied.
 
    
 
   I froze, staring.  He kept walking.  
 
    
 
   “Do you want relief or not?” he asked, taking another step, not bothering to look back at me.
 
    
 
   Then I made my decision.  It was hard.  The running I mean.  I caught up to him and he handed me the dog leash.  The large hound surged forward, almost toppling me off my feet, and keeping my arm from covering my breasts.  The burning ache between my legs just increased and I looked at the nice gentleman and knew that I would soon orgasm.
 
    
 
   A lot.
 
    
 
   And that’s another story.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   House Warming (A Special Weekend Assignment)
 
    
 
   Monday, April 12, 2010
 
    
 
   Special Weekend Assignment: (Assigned by Master Mark) On Saturday or Sunday drive around town until you find a partially constructed house.  It needs to at least have the main kitchen cabinets installed.  Once inside, you will strip naked and proceed to masturbate -to orgasm-  in every single room of the house.  To qualify as a room, the area must be called by a different name.  (For example, if the dining room and the living room are combined into one large room, you must masturbate in both, since the dining room is called something separate.)  You may bring any assortment of toys or lubricants in order to help facilitate this.  You must also bring an envelope, paper, and pen.  When you are finished, you will write a letter addressed to “New Owner”, informing them of what you have done, a contact email, and an offer to “repeat” the entire escapade for them in person if they so desire.
 
    
 
   I wasn’t sure if I would get a chance to do this assignment this weekend, but the truth is that my medical excuse for taking a week off dried up late Saturday afternoon.  With that fact firmly in mind I logged on to my computer, put a vibrator up between my legs, and spent a few moments chatting with one of my online doms, Master Mark.  The result of our banter was a special weekend assignment, a weekend assignment like no other I’ve ever had.
 
    
 
   And you know, it figures I would get an assignment like this during a recession and a housing crisis.  House prices have either fallen or stayed static and house builders have laid off people left and right since no one is buying NEW HOUSES.  Now I'm not exactly in the market for a house, but this assignment had me looking for a very specific house: a house in a semi-finished state.  Do you have any idea how hard this was too find?  Worse, I ended up in the three hundred thousand dollar range before I found a half-completed house that was unlocked!  Do you have ANY idea how much fucking house that is?  The place was huge!  Ridiculously huge, as in “let's hire a cleaning company to keep the place sparkling because I don't want to waste that much time doing it” huge.  

On Sunday afternoon I drove away from my farm under the excuse of going to visit friends.  I was wearing some pretty typical stuff: flip flops (okay not so typical but they felt nice and were a decent change from my regular boots ), a pair of khaki short shorts, a white bikini cut pair of panties, a blue tee shirt, and a white lace bra.  Like I said, pretty normal for a girl my age, though definitely not my usual work attire.  In any event I was wearing my hair down...figuratively since my hair is cut short now.  I headed out to a location southeast of my town, where I knew there was some development under way. I hadn't been out there recently, but figured I had a pretty good chance of finding the required house pretty quick.

I was wrong.  Over an hour of driving and four actual foot investigations left me no options.  Finally I moved toward the more expensive side of the development and found what I was looking for about thirty minutes later.  Well, okay, not exactly what I was looking for.  I WAS looking for a nice 1200 square foot two bedroom two bath house with garage.  I ended up with a four bedroom, three baths, with garage, and one extra living space.  Master Mark made it very clear that if I would call an area by a different name than I would a connected area, then it was to be considered a room.  So after a cursory walk through of the house I did some quick calculations.

4 bedrooms
3 bathrooms
2 walk in closets
1 Pantry
1 Living Room
1 Kitchen
1 Dining Area
1 Front Sitting room
1 Garage
1 Utility Room
2 Hallways
1 Stairwell

That made a grand total of 19 orgasms.  I almost fainted right there.  That happens to be a lot of masturbation. Now, to be honest, I brought a bag with me just in case something like this happened, but I wasn't expecting to have to fuck in nineteen different rooms with a complete orgasm in each one.  I thought about going back to the car and looking for a different house, but it was already 2:30 and I was worried I still wouldn’t find something.  So with a shake of my head I went back out to my car, grabbed my bag, and returned to the scene of my up and coming crime.

I entered through the garage.  It was open and on the side of the house.  Fortunately there weren’t any houses in the adjacent lots and I had actually parked my car pretty far down the road by four houses that were finished and looked occupied. I didn't want some nosy police officer wondering if I was in the half finished residence.  I stepped into the garage and moved to the very center of the room.  The place was still big and littered with wood remnants, some buckets of something, a stack of drywall, some nails, and the other debris that comes from building a house.  I cleared a space with my foot and stepped out of my flip flops.  Then I shucked my shorts, shirt, bra, and panties and left them lying on one of the spare planks lying on the floor nearby.  So stark naked, I got out a large towel (I like to come prepared), spread it on the concrete floor, and pulled a vibrator out of my bag.

To be honest, this first orgasm didn't exactly take long.  Maybe five or ten minutes.  I didn't time myself actually.  All I know is that I managed to get to the edge of towel as I squirted a bit of pussy juice onto the concrete slab.  Heart thumping from the exposure (there wasn't a garage door you know) and threat of discovery, I stood up, slipped back into my flip flops, and with my bag moved to the next room: the utility room.  It took a lot of mental willpower to leave my clothes there in the garage, but I did it.

There was a door between the garage and the utility room and I would have locked it, except it didn't have a door knob much less a lock.  So I just closed it tightly, spread out my towel and sat down with my legs open and my back to the door.  Then I started my next masturbation session.  For this one, I choose my clit stimulator vibrator, which is a pretty long one with this extra arm that goes along the front of your pussy and stimulates your clit at the same time it’s buzzing inside you.  I admit, masturbating here was kind of fun.  It was semi-dark, a little sneaky, and cool, making my skin prickle.  I guess there is also something about being naked in places you really aren't supposed to.  I've always gotten a little turned on by being naked outdoors, or in public, and even in the relative privacy of a half built home, I shouldn't have been doing what I was doing.  It made me nervous, which in turn caused the pussy juice to flow.  The nice thing about the clit stimulation vibrator is that it makes me cum pretty quick, and despite the fact I had just experienced the release of sexual tension, it took me only about the same amount of time to do it again.

The small bathroom was next and I sat on the toilet for this session.  I was starting to get a little desensitized and it took me almost a full fifteen minutes to build up the necessary sexual energy to bring myself to climax.  I was also only using a dildo, my Husky dildo actually, slowly pumping it in and out while I slumped against the tank.  It wasn't very comfortable and I resolved to do all the rest of my masturbation horizontal if possible.  Another five minutes later I rammed the Husky dildo in hard as my left hand frantically rubbed at my clit.  That's when I popped, yanking the dildo out and sending a spraying squirt across the drywall partition in front of me.  Right on target!

It took a few moments to recover, maybe another five whole minutes to clean up, put my Husky away, and move on.  I stepped into a sort of crossroads.  To my left was the second smaller master bedroom, complete with a second master bath and walk in closet.  To my front was an entry into the kitchen, and to my right was a long hallway that lead to the front door, stairwell, and great room.  Also to the right, at an angle was the door to the front sitting room.  I went left.  Clockwise.

Having two Master Bedrooms would no doubt be awesome, but I suspect that a future family will use this second room as a game room, or family room, or den or something.  I doubt it will end up as a bedroom, but hey, I could be wrong.  I spread out my towel in the middle of the floor and dug carefully through my bag looking for something a little more exciting that would turn me on.  You see, by now, I was a getting a little worn, tender, and not so ready to just immediately begin rubbing at myself.  I needed some buildup and I had brought buildup with me, though I admit not as much as I ended up needing.

So out came my vibroballs and a bag of clothespins.  First I put in the vibroballs and got them going on high.  Since my clit wasn't being directly stimulated, this wasn't bad at all. In fact, it felt kinda nice, especially after the Husky Dildo.  Then I laid back and opened my bag of clothespins.  Then I started counting.  Now, no doubt you are wondering why I was counting.  Well, sexual tension buildup is an art form.  Usually other people are doing it to me, but I've done it enough times to know how it works.  When I got to fifty, I took a clothespin and quickly put it directly on my left nipple, straight on.  This hurt of course, but it also sent a spark down between my legs.  I started counting again as my fingers found another clothespin.  When I said fifty for the second time my hand went to my right breast and attached a clothespin there.  Now both nipples were firmly clamped.  I grabbed another wooden toothed monster and began counting again.  The next one got attached to my left labia, pretty far down.  I did this five more times until my pussy looked like a clothesline.  My fingers clutched the next clothespin as I counted up.  By now I was shaking.  Sexual tension was rippling through me and when I hit forty nine and raised my hand, I almost climaxed.  But it wasn't until maybe a minute after I pinched my clit between the wooden edges of the clamp that I exploded, sending another squirt out over the concrete floor. I shook as I came, my thighs trembling, starting to close and then opening again.  It was very intense.

And then it was over.  I slowly removed the clothespins, starting on my nipples and saving my clit for last.  Blood rushed back into the nubs of my breasts as I took them off and to be honest, I felt that urge again.  I knew it wouldn't be as hard to orgasm next time, which was something of a relief.  Finally I had all the clothespins off and was already wanting another screwing.  I guess it was the throbbing in my clit.  In fact I'm sure it was.  Nothing encourages a pain slut more than her clit throbbing.  So I gathered my belongings and moved into the 2nd master bathroom.  

What an interesting bathroom!  A shower and tub were right in front of me with a long two sink vanity that bordered the wall between the bathroom and the bedroom.  The toilet was stuck around the corner and the door to the walk in closet was to my immediate left.  The whole thing was casually stuck between the 2nd master bedroom, the garage, and the utility room.  The tub was the cleanest thing in the place and I couldn't help twisting the faucet to see if there was water.  There wasn't.  Oh well.  It would have been pretty awesome to climb into that tub, slide down it and put my legs up the wall so that my pussy was directly under the spigot and then turn it on to maximum.  Of course it would have been really cold water since the place didn't have electricity, so I guess that was actually a good thing.   

But I still climbed into the tub.  My towel made a nice barrier between the cold acrylic and my skin and I kind of laid back, put my legs up on the sides and very calmly and rationally fingered myself.  Yep, the slow, “easy girl without toys” method.  I was already soaked, slightly wanton, certainly naughty, very bad, and probably in need of punishment, but I spent a beautiful twenty or so minutes slowly bringing myself up, pinching my clit, my nipples, all while working my slit over and over. It was sweet.  It was beautiful.  And it was kinda boring.

Yep, boring.  Oh sure, I came.  But it was mechanical and left me dissatisfied.  I'm into extremes, not your standard “girl in the bathroom, white and pink laced, heterosexual virgin, who hasn't even had the courage to fuck herself with a hair brush” kind of fuck.  I want to be TIED UP in the bathtub while evil and creative people point water picks at my clit and nipples, with me spread open and unable to do anything but beg and plead and moan and cum.  So that's what I daydreamed about but the masturbation was still boring.

After giving the tub its very first taste of real moisture, I rose, got out, and moved into the walk in closet.   Wow.  I wish my closet at home looked like that!  The builders had installed metal plastic coated shelves along both sides of the closet.  Each side had a top shelf I could barely reach, one side had a middle shelf, and all three stretched the entire length of the closet.  It was in here that my creative brilliance reached its peak. I grabbed my bag and pulled out the items I would need to make this work.

First of all, I grabbed my vibrator.  This part was important.  Next I got out my ankle and wrist cuffs.  Originally I’m not sure why I brought these, but hey, you never know when you need to be cuffed right?  My cuffs are padded foam and plastic affairs that while relatively decent at incapacitating a willing victim, do very little to restrain someone who WANTS to be free.  Next I pulled out three thick red votive candles.  To measure things out, I actually got down on the dusty concrete, making an imprint of my naked body.  It wasn't really obvious what the imprint was, just some butt cheeks, but I knew and I was able to figure out where the candles needed to go.  I laid them on the middle shelf, their curved edges sitting between two of the many wire slats that made up the majority of the shelf surface.  It was immediately apparent that each candle would melt and drip downward through the shelf and onto the concrete below.  

My last item was a little bottle of baby oil and I quickly rubbed in a good amount on both my pussy and my tits.   I put in the vibe, cranked it to high, and then bent down and got my ankle cuffs connected.  Then I connected the wrist cuffs, which made things much more complicated.  Then I spread out my towel under the shelf, sat down underneath my candles and reached up with my lighter, both arms stretching.    

The first drops to hit me actually scored on my thigh, and then my stomach.  Not an auspicious start.  But I was already buzzing and I managed to get positioned properly with only a few burning drops landing off target.  I did a little scooting and then managed to be in the right place at just the right time.

My clit suddenly exploded in heat and pain as the drop landed right where it was supposed to.  This was followed almost immediately by matching splatters on both nipples.  My hips rocked as the vibrator translated the surge of painful heat into wetness and I began clenching and tightening, my thighs holding in the plastic buzzing cock.  More drops fell and my entire body just seemed to soak up the heat, channeling it into the bonfire between my legs.  Consciously I kept my knees together, but it was starting to get harder to keep my arms above my head and my wrists bound.  I could feel the urge, the compulsion, to cover my breasts.  This was my first ever attempt at self waxing and it became readily apparent that for Breanne Erikson, being tied down without the ability to roll, cover, or free herself was definitely required.

I covered my breasts, only to burn my arms.  More wax spilled onto my pussy, with rivulets running down my petals.  I reached down with both hands, pulling at the wrist cuffs.  This caused my breasts to plump nicely, cracking the cooling shards of wax on my nipples and knocking them free, enabling the next few drops to singe my freshly exposed tips.  My fingers scrambled for my vibrator and then I was mashing it into my pussy, pulling it out and breaking runs of wax.  My clit was on fire but it felt incredible and I orgasmed with power and force.  Pleasure washed through me like a breath of fresh air, so completely erasing the pain and discomfort of the hot wax that I just laid there for over a minute, letting even more fall upon my scaled skin.  When the heat began to get to me again I rolled out from under the candles, tugged my towel out and the fumbled with the clasps on my wrists.  When those were undone I freed unclasped my ankles and then gathered my stuff, including my candles, blowing them out and leaving me in the semi darkness.  Red wax was every where and I felt slightly guilty about the clean up that would be necessary.

Back in the second master bedroom I spent some time cleaning myself of wax drippings.  The few that fell on un-oiled spots were a bit difficult to get off, but I managed.  The cool part was that I also managed to get one of the wax molds off my breasts and the one showing half my pussy off without breaking them.  I doubted anyone cleaning up in there would recognize them for what they were, but I left them sitting on a box.  Who knows, it might make some poor construction worker's day!  I decided to leave the ankle and wrist cuffs on because they looked sexy and they usually turn me on.  
 
    
 
   Anyway, five minutes later I was in the hall where I could turn right and do the front sitting room, turn left and do the kitchen, or head toward the living room and foyer.  Then it hit me.  Foyer.  Oh shit.  That wasn't on my initial list.  Master Mark made it very clear that if I called an area by a different name, then I had to masturbate in it.  Twenty.  Now I was up to twenty!  Oh my God!  With a sigh I stepped up to the front sitting room door, a glass paneled door covered with a long strip of brown paper for safety, and stepped into the room.
 
   
It was almost all glass.  It curved around so that it was sort of like a quarter of a circle, with the curved wall facing the street nothing but paned glass windows.  Each was clear as day, totally exposing the contents of the room: one naked girl with a canvas bag and a towel, wearing nothing but flip flops.  On the flip side, there wasn't anyone outside.  But this close to the road, it wasn't inconceivable that a passing motorist could see into the house and say "hey. Wow.  There was a naked chick wearing bondage cuffs back there in that house."

So I resolved to masturbate as quickly as possible, lying on the ground.  The problem with that idea was that this would be my seventh orgasm. I was a bit tired, a little tender, and definitely not feeling any sexual tension or urges.  I had pretty much fucked all of that out of my system.  I must have spent ten minutes racking my brains, a finger gently caressing my clit until it occurred to me that the stimulating factor might just be the windows.  Suddenly a new surge of wetness exploded through my fingertips and a soft pinch to my clit made my hips pump.  Eschewing my towel, I moved up to the windows, grabbed my vibrator and a few clothespins, and went to work.

My toys got put on the low window sill and then I pressed my naked body up to the glass.  I didn't see any cars or trucks, or even hear anything, but in my mind I pretended that one would drive by at any moment and my job was to make them notice.  I began to dance and sway, rubbing my tits and my ass up against the glass.  I left little kiss marks that would eventually need to be washed off.  As my nipples bounced between the little panes of glass I felt myself become even more aroused and I grabbed hold of the clothespins and began putting them on, moving to a beat that only I heard.  I would have done a stripper proud.  I moved my ass, I tucked, I rolled, I did the splits, I did everything but climb a pole, and frankly I would have done that if one had been available.  In the end I had clothespins on my nipples and clit while I stood splayed in front of the window, ramming a vibrator up and down into my pussy.  Can it get any better than this?  Yes it can.

A car drove by.  I exploded instantly, even though it never slowed down and I could pretty much tell the driver wasn't looking at the houses.  It was the suddenness of it, the instant danger of discovery and the rush of adrenaline that added to the experience.  I came hard, dripping juices off my hand and on to the windowsill.  That would have to do.  So I cleaned up ( I brought baby wipes!), stepped away from the window, gathered up my stuff, and went back into the hall, leaving the glass menagerie empty of its prime exhibit.

I moved into the hall.  I was tired. I admit it.  I was also a bit chilly.  The hall was dark, cast in shadows, and it was starting to get late.  There wasn't much light.  I sat down, the ankle and wrist cuffs clinking and I pulled my towel over me, which I suppose might have been a violation of the assignment orders, but I think could be forgiven under the circumstances.  I had already been naked in this house for over two hours.  Add in a complete seven orgasms and I began to suspect that this wasn't going to be possible.  I thought about calling in reinforcements.  Maybe Kari and Robert could come over and work me over in each room.  That way all I had to do was take it.  But I remembered that they were going out of town.  
 
    
 
   Ooohhh...poor Robert.  That meant riding in the ball box.  The ball box was just a simple raised platform that Kari kept on the seat, except it had a hole for a guy's balls in it.  Robert would have to squat and he would hold the platform up to his ass as Kari pulled his balls through.  Then when they were on the opposite side of the platform from the rest of Robert, she would use a string or a some long piece of rubber to tie them off and keep them there.  Then Robert would have to sit down.  Now this doesn't really hurt the guy, except when the car hits a bump, but it’s uncomfortable, and Kari likes to keep them that way.  Add to the occasional jacking she would give him while they drove, not to mention about a zillion other nasty things she could do to his cock, and going on a road trip with Kari was always difficult for her slaves.  I know. I've been on road trips with her.  I remember one hellish trip from Houston to New Orleans for Mardi Gras where I spent the entire seven hour drive stuffed with a plug and a vibrator (on high no less), no shirt, clothespins on my nipples, with my hands cuffed behind my back and my knees literally tied to the gear shifter and the door handle.  Then, Kari would use a sap and smack my clit hard whenever we saw a semi truck.  Oh god…

And would you believe it?  Thinking about Robert's balls, not to mention some of the incredible sexual road trips we took when I was her slave girl, was enough to get me started again.  Under my towel I gently worked myself into a froth and then let a little wave of orgasm shudder through me a like spurting geyser.  It wasn't strong.  It wasn't powerful.   But it was good.  It was just another little loss of control and will power as my body responded to its base carnal instincts. Wet dripping fingers and a decent wet spot did the appropriate markings and I was able to move down to the foyer where the living room, the stairwell, and the hall all met.

Standing there in front of the frosted glass door I took a good look around.  The back door was directly opposite the front and I was able to really observe the living area.  A large pile of discarded wood was piled in the center of the room, along with a few crates.  Suddenly, my subconscious mind saw what was there and realized what it could do.  All the parts started coming together as my eyes began selecting parts.  Ignoring the foyer, I moved forward into the room and pulled one of the crates away from its partner, testing its strength in the process.  Then I began lifting pieces of wood, selecting a few six foot long two by fours that I placed across the top of both crates.  I spaced them apart just a bit and then lifted a large four by four piece that had obviously been intended or part of the columns on the front porch.  This I turned on its edge and slipped between the two 2x4 pieces.  Then I used some of the used binders twine to hold it all together.  Know what I had?  A makeshift wooden horse.

I imagined myself riding it as I moved back to the foyer.  I was wet again, which was a blessing, and I dug in my bag until I found my alligator nipple clamps.  In my mind I was playing out the scenario.  I imagined myself climbing up on the wood, letting myself down, feeling the heat and bite of the wooden edge digging into my pussy.  How long would I be able to handle it?  Would I ride it or let myself down?  What would happen to me with no master or mistress to force me to continue?  Was there a way to force myself to ride it?

I'm not an engineer or anything, but if there had been a way to force myself, I would have found it at that point.  The very act of building it, even considering it, brought my poor pussy back to life.  And while I sat there in the foyer, legs spread wide again, frantically rubbing at my clit while my vibrator moved in an out, I realized that I had another option as well.  The stairway was in front of me and a short banister ended in a finial (which is an ornamental top on a newel, which is the main support for a banister. I looked it up on the internet!) The interesting thing about this finial was that it was a tear drop shape, tapered to a blunt point, radiating out to a full three or four inches before being secured to the newel.  Suddenly I could see it all in my mind and the juices spurted out from between my fingers, splattering the floor beneath me.  

The stairs were just bare wood and it took me about five minutes to get the right planks from the living room and stack it the way I needed it.  When I was done I had raised the level of the bottom step almost twelve inches and had created a foothold in the hall on the other side of the banister that was level with my first one. It took a bit of wood, and would no doubt look very odd to the construction workers coming back to the house, but to me, it was perfect. I climbed the stairs, put my left foot on my raised platform, and then swung my right leg forward and over the filial.  Then I basically slid a bit father down the banister until the filial was pressing up against my pussy.  It didn't matter that I had just came.  The thought of what I was about to do was all the sexual encouragement I needed.  I stood on tip toe, lifted my hips, and then straddled the newel and filial and felt the polished and tapered point, disappear into my pussy.

I can now say I've fucked a house.  Yep. A literal house.  How many girls can say that?  I could claim just the filial, but it was attached to the house, emphasis on WAS.  You see, when I said I wasn't an engineer I was serious, and I did make a bit of a miscalculation during this whole stupid escapade.  Evidently my makeshift footstool wasn't intended for the bouncing eccentricities of a crazy nympho pain humiliation slut who was fucking herself stupid on the wooden phallus of a fucking staircase.  The my makeshift stepstool wobbled, or slipped or something and I found all my weight crashing down on the filial, which immediately drove itself upward into my sex with the force of a kicking horse  I gasped, my hands going down between my legs as I fell and then the small dowel and bit of glue holding the filial on to the newel broke and I was lying on my side in the dust.  To my astonishment, I discovered that my abused pussy could actually fit a three inch wide, four inch high, tapered filial inside it, and I after rubbing a bruised elbow and saying "ow", I grabbed my new makeshift dildo and proceeded to finish what I started.  
 
    
 
   Ooops.  Sorry I broke your house, but honestly, it was shoddy workmanship on the banister anyway.  You needed a new one.  I’m sure a kid would have broken that in the first ten minutes of living here.  (Of course I submit the fact that it wouldn’t have been in the same manner that I broke it.)

After I was done orgasming with the filial I considered keeping it as a memento of my little adventure, but then decided theft wasn't my style. I could always go and buy one just like it at a home improvement store, right?  So I threw my extra wood back into the living room, placed the filial on the stairway, gathered up my stuff and flip flopped and cuff clanked my way into the family room.

To be honest, I wasn't so sure about the wooden horse now.  I had made similar footstools for my torture session that had me wondering and to be honest, despite checking the makeshift wooden horse, I was a little frightened of getting on it.  I bit my lip and turned my back on the living room.  I could always come back and use it, or just masturbate like a normal sex slut, right?  So I moved on to the dining area.  This space was tiled, just like the kitchen and unlike the living room, wasn't being used as a garbage pile.  I liked the way the floor felt and I even took off my flip flops to walk on it.  Sweet.  

Even now, the next day, I'm trying to imagine what I looked like.  Naked girl, a little on the thin side, freckles, red/brown hair cut short, wearing nothing but black ankle and wrist cuffs and a pair of flip flops.  Now if that isn't a Kodak moment, I don't know what is.  You sure don't see that every day!   So I stood there for a bit, relaxing, trying to regain my energy for another few romps and I eventually, after maybe another ten minutes, I reluctantly dug the muscle cream out of my bag.  

Now I actually use a non-name brand that is actually water soluble, which makes a hell of a lot more sense to me.  But here, with no water available it wasn't going to make much of a difference. I also pulled out my Husky dildo and set him up right in the middle of the floor.  Then I opened my tube of cream, gave him a light coating, and then did my nipples.  They began to tingle immediately, the scent of menthol filling my nose.  I squatted over the Husky Dildo, which looked oddly like it had just jismed, and let the tip touch my clit and lips.  Oh my...just as the tingling began to really become a wild burning I let the strength out of my legs and literally fell downward, impaling myself on the dildo and letting the cream cover my petals and seep into my pussy.  I gasped, let out a yell as if my hair was on fire and rolled over, my hands clutching at my crotch.  
 
    
 
   First of all, muscle cream isn't the most recommended lubricant for sexual gratification.  In fact, most types are actually poisonous, so don’t use them.  Next imagine having non-poisonous cream pounded into you by a nine inch long four inch wide rubber cock that actually hits your pelvis when fully implanted.  Those two things combined set me off.  I yanked the Husky out of my pussy and rubbed frantically, first trying to make the burning subside, but slowly it became something more tangible.  Within a few minutes the heat had become something desirable and I grabbed the Husky again, slipping it up into my slippery hole with a sigh of relief.  It felt GOOD to be stuffed.  I began working frantically between my legs and then I came again, nothing like my earlier explosions, but with enough tremors and cries that I would have satisfied a jury that I had cum.  And if that didn't work, there was always the cream pouring from between my legs.
 
    
 
   It took a bit to clean up and I removed the ankle and wrist cuffs at the same time.  To be honest, I was getting tired of them.  Another five minutes passed as the burning between my legs and on my nipples subsided into oblivion and I finally had the energy to move on.  The light was getting dim inside the house.  It was after five already and by six pm I realized that there was no way in hell I was going to finish the entire house.  It just wasn’t possible.  
 
    
 
   I moved into the pantry and used my clitoral stimulation vibrator, you know, the one with the little arm attachment that makes the thing look like a saguaro cactus?  Well it took a bit of time, and there wasn’t anything special about this masturbation session, but twenty minutes later I had a weak orgasm that dripped a little bit of cream and anointed the pantry floor with my blessing.
 
    
 
   I stepped out into the kitchen.  Everything was dim and quiet and I just leaned up against the counter, wondering how I was going to do this.  If I had found a smaller house, I would probably have been done by now.  But technically, counting the kitchen, I still had eight more rooms to masturbate in.  It just wasn’t possible.
 
    
 
   I’ve been involved with several torture sessions with Kari, where we tied some hapless guy down to a bed and did a particular activity called cock milking.  It’s actually simple.  You see, one at a time (until the end) each one of use would come in and do everything in our power to make the guy cum.  We usually started with blow jobs and hand jobs, eventually moving on to more interesting things like stripping and actual sex.  The first few orgasms were never that hard to get and the first hour we usually averaged three.  But by the second hour it was much more difficult to get our victim (yes, victim) aroused.  It took time and a lot of effort.  Lots of stroking.  Lots of oil.  Sometimes I would even read Michael’s stories to a guy while rubbing him.  Eventually, I or Kari would get two orgasms out of a guy during the second hour.  After that it was even more difficult.  Our record is pretty awesome though.  With Jason Parks we managed 15 orgasms in twelve hours and twenty two minutes.  He ended up with a swollen cock so red and tender that he cried in pain when we touched him, even with our hands covered in oil.  I tried to have sex with him but we couldn’t get him up and after forty minutes of both of us trying, Kari called it quits.  He couldn’t masturbate for a week and a half, nor would he let us touch him.
 
    
 
   So trying to do a similar thing to myself was just impossible.  I mean sure, if I had more time, an opportunity to rest, maybe a partner to hold me down or tie me up or something, sure.  But right at that moment?  No way.
 
    
 
   I abandoned the kitchen as a lost cause and moved back into the living room.  In the fading light I examined my makeshift wooden pony and made my decision.  There was no way I could complete the assignment this Sunday.  So I decided that I would do one more session, one more masturbation, right there in the living room as punishment, and that next Saturday or Sunday I would be back, and I would finish up the house.  So despite a very tender and sore pussy, not to mention clit, I moved up to the wooden pony.  
 
    
 
   The very first thing I did was get out my wrist cuffs again.  I knew that I needed to have them on for this to work properly.  I wrapped the Velcro padded cuffs around my wrists and then spent a moment trying to get them fastened behind my back.  I was eventually successful and I put a foot on one of my makeshift footstools.  It wobbled, but I had intended it to do that.  I stepped up and swung one leg over the sharp edge of my four by four column, my hands reaching down by my butt, supporting and balancing my weight, until I was able to straddle the wood comfortably, my pussy a full inch or so above the sharp edge.  As soon as I was in position I straightened, leaving my hands in the small of my back.
 
    
 
   I lowered myself down, knees bending.  I’ll be honest.  It hurt.  It hurt a lot.  The edge was a bit more concentrated than I had expected and the beating my pussy had taken even though it was benign, had tenderized it to the point where I wasn’t so sure I could take straddling my makeshift horse.  I trembled, moaning.  Then my hesitation became moot as the right footstool collapsed, leaving me without any support.  Worse, my change in balance knocked the left footstool over as well, leaving me riding my wooden horse, legs splayed wide apart, with my arms tight and my wrists bound behind me.  I almost lost my balance.
 
    
 
   My toes were a full eight inches or so above the concrete floor and I sat their, pain exploding out from my pussy.  I think somewhere in the recesses of my mind I realized that this was probably the dumbest thing I’ve ever done.  I shuddered, drawing in thick gasps.  My legs stretched, toes pointed, trying in vain to find purchase.  As I began rocking, riding the wooden beam, all I could think about was having to repeat this ride when the new owners took me up on the assignment’s offer.  Would it be a real wooden horse?  Would they torture me?  Would I get fucked out the wazoo?  To be honest, I felt the renewed surge of wetness as the pain and mental stimulation combined.  I think I lasted all of five minutes before I managed to pop the plastic clips holding my wrist cuffs together.  With my hands free I leaned forward, getting some of my weight off my pussy, but pinching my clit horribly.  Then I had a controlled fall as I tried to get off the horse.  I ended up on my ass, groaning, but not from the fall, from the burning pain still radiating from between my legs.  My bag was within reach and I scrabbled for it, grabbed the first toy I could find and brought the Husky dildo down to my swollen and bruised pussy.
 
    
 
   I wish I could say that it went in smoothly, but I know I winced, more pain shooting up from between my legs.  The only good part was that it was combined with something more tangible as well.  I lay there, working the dildo in and out until finally my sexual needs bubbled forth, working like magma through shattered rock, escaping out in a pyroclastic explosion that spurted forth like molten lava.
 
    
 
   Pretty prose yeah?  Take that Michael! I can do it too!
 
    
 
   It was practically dark.  I picked myself off the floor, only glancing at the huge puddle I had left in the middle of the concrete.  My makeshift horse was left standing.  We’ll see what the construction guys make of that!  I put my towel and my Husky dildo back in my bag and then slowly stumbled my way to the garage.
 
    
 
   My clothes were where I left them and I got dressed.  But before I left, I grabbed my pen and the paper and the envelope.  
 
    
 
   Dear Home Owner,
 
    
 
   My name is Breanne and I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut.  I want you to know that while your home was being built, I sexually christened it.  I was directed to masturbate in every room.  As of right now, I have masturbated in your garage, your downstairs guest bathroom, the second master bedroom, the second master bathroom, the second master walk-in closet, the foyer, kitchen, and living room.  I even rode a makeshift wooden horse right in front of your new fireplace!  
 
    
 
   I was supposed to do the dirty in every single room, but I was too exhausted to finish.  But I want you to know, that if you desire, you can call me back and not only will I masturbate to orgasm in every room upstairs, but you can fuck me and punish me for not finishing.  My email address is breannefun@yahoo.com.  Just let me know and I’ll be on my way!  Looking forward to meeting you and seeing how you decorate.
 
    
 
   P.S. You might want to check the stairway finial.  The one the builders put on the first time seemed pretty cheap.
 
    
 
   Your fuck slut,
 
   Breanne  
 
    
 
   I stuck the envelope, sealed of course, addressed to “Home Owner,” in the back of one of the garage cabinets.  Who knows?  Maybe one day I’ll get an email.  Then I just left, got back to my truck, and headed for home.
 
    
 
   I realize that it’s possible that many of you will think that I’ve violated the rules of my assignment.  I guess that’s reasonable.  But before you insist I get punished for that, remember how big that house was!  I was a victim of the situation!  And I’ve also already punished myself for failing to get every room!  It’s not every day you see a girl willing subject herself to a wooden horse ride!  
 
    
 
   But some of you are pretty strict. I know that.  So we’ll see what happens.  I know I’ll be getting emails… “you naughty girl. You deserve to be punished.”
 
    
 
   You know what?  Yeah.  Yeah I do.
 
    
 
    
 
   In The Bed
 
    
 
   Tuesday, April 13, 2010 

Yesterday’s Assignment: (Assigned by Master Benedictine) Drive your truck to the mall parking lot. You will climb into the bed of the truck and lay down. Remove all of your clothing. Masturbate in the bed of the truck, face up, until you orgasm. Do not, for any reason, sit up or look around. When you are finished, get dressed and leave.
 
    
 
   I have to admit, as far as assignments go, this one was pretty awesome.  I wasn’t arrested, I had several MASSIVE orgasms, and my heart rate went way up due to the chances of being seen.  It had practically everything I needed.  Almost.  I could have used a decent pussy whipping too but hey, I know what’s coming in some of this week’s daily assignments.
 
    
 
   At about two o’clock yesterday I made my way out to the truck.  It was pretty warm so I got away with wearing my flip flops, jean shorts, white cotton panties, a tee shirt, and my bra.  I headed out to my favorite mall in the pick up truck and drove once around the parking lot.  Since Master Benedictine didn’t specify WHERE I had to park the truck, I looked for a spot that was out of the way, but not too far.  If I were the lone vehicle way out in B.F.E. I might attract some security attention.  Not cool.  Maybe.  On the other hand, if I parked right by the handicap spot I ran the risk of every guy taller than five eight getting a spectacular eyeful.  That would most likely also result in security attention, followed by the police.  Not cool. Maybe.
 
    
 
   So I compromised.  First, I found a rather quiet spot outside one of the larger anchor stores that had their own outside entrance.  Then I parked about six or seven spaces farther out than the furthest cars on that row.  I figured I’d be “included” if my truck was seen, but not attract attention.   I gave the parking lot a pretty serious once over too, looking out for security, other drivers, or anything that might be watching me.  When I was reasonably sure I was unobserved, I got out and climbed into the back of my truck. I laid down immediately, spreading out the heavy padded furniture quilt I had thrown into the back when I left.  
 
    
 
   I stared up into the sky for a few moments, just laying there, watching a few of the clouds drift by. The sun was warm and after a minute or too I felt a trickle of perspiration.  That galvanized me and I kicked off my flip flops and began shimmying out of my shorts.  Next came my shirt and then my bra and finally my panties, all of which I kicked down to the tailgate.  
 
    
 
   Almost immediately, my senses, especially hearing, were overwhelmed.  Every time I heard a car I had to resist the urge to scramble for my clothing.  When I smelled exhaust I wondered if another car was close by.  I could taste my fear at being discovered.  It was awesome.  Deliberately I stretched myself out, spreading my legs and arms to the corners of the bed.  It only got better when I grabbed my vibrator and slowly began running it through my wet and soaked pussy.  I started it on low, but after a few moments and a better than expected response, I quickly turned it to maximum, knowing that if someone walked by they would clearly hear it, wondering.  But I didn’t care at that point.  It was just the incredible sensation of laying spread-eagled in the back of my truck, staring up at the sky, masturbating and waiting for a startled and very pleased face to appear over the edge.
 
    
 
   I’m not sure how long it took me to orgasm, but it was pretty quick.  With a sigh of contentment I settled down, just relaxing.  I turned the vibrator to low and continued to work myself with it, wondering when or if I was going to be discovered.  Technically I knew that I was “done” with my assignment, but I stayed there, hoping, wishing, wondering, and all the while building myself back up.  During my second orgasm I cried out, loudly plunging my vibrator in and out while arching my back.  My final cry should have been enough to attract anyone’s attention.  As my wave of blissful pleasure subsided I sat up, looking around, one arm across my breasts.
 
    
 
   No one.  The lot was practically empty.  No one was coming or going.  Just static vehicles parked in their various spots.  Damn.
 
    
 
   So I gathered up my clothes and hopped out of the bed of the truck, still bare ass naked, which was a little novel.  I’m sure it was another Kodak moment, right?  Me standing next to my truck, totally naked? I climbed into the cab and tossed my clothes on to the seat next to me, found my keys, and turned on the engine.  For fun, I grabbed my vibrator and slipped it underneath me, not in me of course, but just softly buzzing on low speed right on that small spot between my ass and my pussy.  
 
    
 
   Technically, I was done with the assignment, but I felt that while I had matched the technical aspects of the assignment, I really hadn’t done it spiritually, so I decided to repeat the whole process.  The first thing I changed my mind on was WHERE I was going to do this.  The mall was too risky.  Chances are it would be a woman and there was a constant security presence.  Second of all, malls are dead during the week.  I needed a location that would be a bit busier, and would have a larger number of guys walking to and fro.  In short, I needed a hardware store parking lot.
 
    
 
   Now I’m not talking about a home improvement store.  Nope, I’m talking a classic hardware store.  And it just so happens I know where one is.  So I made a beeline for it, my body once more ripening.  Thank god for leather seats right?  I was leaving a wet spot that would have stained an upholstered one!
 
    
 
   I won’t name the particular hardware store I went too, but it’s small and actually has a gravel parking lot.  When I pulled up, there were maybe three cars out front and two in the side lot.  All of them were trucks or vans, which made me shiver.  I pulled up right between two of the trucks in the side lot, looked all around me, turned off the truck, and grabbed my vibrator.  I was trembling with excitement and without thinking I jumped out of the cab, shut the door, and climbed up into the bed of the truck.
 
    
 
   It was an immediate repeat of my masturbation session in the mall parking lot.  Almost instant arousal, no doubt spurred on by the almost constant sound of traffic and an occasional car door slamming shut.  I heard voices.  I heard the revving of an engine.  I turned the vibrator to low and tried to hold off cumming as long as possible.  Even then it was difficult.  My body was crying out for relief and I was deliberately holding back.  My hips were churning as I slid the vibrator in and out when suddenly I heard a voice say, “what the fuck?”
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes to see that face looking down at me.  He was an older guy, maybe around forty with a surprised look on his face.  I could feel his eyes on me and I couldn’t stop the orgasm as it exploded through me.  I let loose, making a show of it as I rammed the vibrator deep.  As I came to my senses I realized he was still standing there, watching in amazement.  With a deeply contented sigh, I pulled out the sticky vibrator, turned it off, and began sucking it clean, which no doubt increased his assessment of my pervertedness.
 
    
 
   “Well Missy,” he said awkwardly, “you look like you’re having fun. Do this often?”  
 
    
 
   I nodded, since I still had my vibrator in my mouth.
 
    
 
   He sighed.  “Where were you when I was sixteen?”  He shook his head and then to my astonishment, turned, and began climbing up into the truck next to mine.  Uh?  Wait!  Oh shit!  Come back!  I literally sat up in the truck, looking at him, trying to figure out what I wanted to say.  And then his engine cranked up and the big diesel started backing up.  He waved at me and then drove off, a large black cloud spewing from his tailpipe, making me cough.
 
    
 
   Well, in truth, I don’t know what I was expecting.  I guess I was hoping for a fuck, but honestly the likelihood of that was nil from the beginning.  And gosh, was I hoping to do it in public, in the bed of my truck?  Duh.  Idiot.
 
    
 
   Yes, I said idiot, and not just because I was disappointed my audience left before I wanted to be done.  But because when I hopped down to get back in the cab of my truck, I discovered I had done something rather stupid.  Lying on the seat were my clothes, purse, and keys.  Worse, the door was locked.  Both sides.  Horrified, I reached into the bed of the truck, grabbed my furniture quilt, and wrapped it around me.  I looked ridiculous.  I think I spent five minutes trying to figure out my options.  Calling my mom or dad seemed to be out of the question.  How would I explain why my clothes were locked in the truck? Finally I went into the hardware store, ignored the really odd looks from a few customers and a clerk, and found the manager.
 
    
 
   Who I have to give credit.  He totally ignored the fact that there was an obviously naked girl wrapped in a furniture pad quilt in front of him.  He was professional and everything.  I explained I’d locked my keys in my truck in the side lot and asked if he could call a locksmith or something.  He was a big guy, with this walrus mustache and he kind of looked like a bear or something.  His name tag said “Mike” and so Mike told me to wait up front for him to get his tool kit and he’d be right out to give me a hand.
 
    
 
   So I spent ten minutes at the front of the store, constantly adjusting my blanket.  The clerk kept eyeballing me, which was kind of cool since he was like twenty and kinda cute too.  Finally, between customers he walked over to me and asked me if I was naked under that blanket.  I gave him a sweet smile and opened the front, which did a much better job answering is question.   But then Mike showed up and the clerk hurried back to his post, leaving me to cover up and follow my knight in shining armor.
 
    
 
   Would you believe he had a whole kit full of car burglary tools?  Weird huh?  But it saved my ass. He put these plastic wedges in my car door, stuck in this long metal rod and in like two minutes had my door open.  He reached in and handed me my keys.
 
    
 
   “I have to ask, how you ended up naked, with your clothes and car keys locked in the cab.”  
 
    
 
   Wow.  What do I tell him?  
 
    
 
   “Hi my name is Breanne.  I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and my Master ordered me to find a parking lot, strip naked, and get in the bed of my truck. I then had to masturbate. When I was finished I discovered that I had accidentally locked everything in the truck, so all I had was the blanket I was laying on.”
 
    
 
   Yeah, that’s a little hard to take in, right?
 
    
 
   “You masturbated in the bed of your truck?”
 
    
 
   I reached over the side of the bed and grabbed hold of the vibrator, which I had left tucked in front of the wheel well.  I held it up with a smile.  “Totally.”
 
    
 
   “Damn.  I’m sorry I missed it,” he said.
 
    
 
   Well if that wasn’t an opportunity I don’t know what is.  With a laugh I pulled my quilt free of my shoulders and tossed it in the bed of the truck.  Then I climbed up, totally naked and not caring that Mike was seeing every part of me.  I quickly lay down, got into my spread eagled position, and put my vibrator between my legs.  Mike put his arms on the sides of the truck and just watched as I spent the next three or four minutes revving my own engine.
 
    
 
   When I exploded he nodded in appreciation, and then offered me a hand as I climbed down.  I reached into the cab, feeling his hands running down along the side of my body and I grabbed my clothes.  I didn’t bother with the panties or bra, but just quickly slid into my jean shorts and tee shirt.  I put my bare feet into my flip flops and turned to see Mike adjusting the hard on in his own trousers.
 
    
 
   “Thanks for getting my truck open” I said.  “I think I owe you something special.”
 
    
 
   Like any good chivalrous knight he raised a hand and refused compensation for his service.  So I insisted.
 
    
 
   “Why don’t we go back into the store, find a quiet spot, and let me show you how much I appreciate your help?”
 
    
 
   Okay, that got his attention.  His face lit up and he motioned me forward.  I closed the truck door, but only after grabbing my purse AND KEYS!  Then we went back inside the hardware store.  The clerk eye fucked me on the way in, obviously disappointed I wasn’t still buck naked.  But I guess the hard tips of my nipples poking through my shirt was enough for him.
 
    
 
   Mike took the lead and we went to the back of the store.  Then a small office was unlocked and the door closed and Mike was standing there looking at me, waiting for me to take the lead.
 
    
 
   So I did.  I pushed him into his chair.  Then I did a strip tease, pulling off my shirt, leaning over, rubbing my breasts all over his face, tickling my nipples with his hairy upper lip.  Then I removed my shorts and let him run his hands up and down my body.  Finally, I sank to my knees, unbuckled his trousers, pulled his white cotton briefs out of the way, and opened my mouth.
 
    
 
   I’m actually a pretty good cocksucker.  I usually can make a guy cum in about ten to fifteen minutes, especially if I have access to their balls.  Mike was cooperative and I had his clothing around his ankles in no time.  He was overweight, but his cock was thick and hard and pretty long, and he was clean, which is probably the nicest thing.  This would have been quick if he had been skanky.  Now I have to admit, I love doing this kind of stuff.  I like targeting guys who probably don’t get any.  It’s the expression on their face.  Like I’m an angel or something.  It will be something they remember for the rest of their lives, no matter what.  I may be a nympho humiliation pain slut, but this is something that goes beyond my own needs.  Or maybe it doesn’t.
 
    
 
   When Mike exploded I swallowed every drop.  This is an act of submission that really turns guys on.  They like it when a girl swallows.  Kari trained me to do this and it comes naturally to me now.  When Mike was finished I stood up, pulled my clothes back on, and grabbed a pen and a piece of paper and wrote down my email address and the website address of Michael’ Blog.  
 
    
 
   “If you need to get in touch with me…” I explained.
 
   
  
 

 
 
   Then I grabbed my purse and headed out.   Mike followed and I grinned at the clerk as he realized that his boss had just gotten some and he didn’t.  Aww…that’s life.  But as I walked through the checkout line my eyes spotted a little something I thought might be handy.
 
    
 
   Afterward I headed out to my truck, my daily assignment complete, both technically and spiritually, swinging the small black magnetized case that could be attached to the inside of the front bumper.  I’ve got a spare key at home.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Getting My Oil Changed
 
    
 
   Wednesday, April 14, 2010 

Yesterday’s Assignment:  (Assigned by Mistress Ellen) Proceed to your stripping spot and then return to your vehicle wearing nothing but your duster and high heels.  Place a vibrator in the pocket of your duster. Drive across town to a Lube Service station and explain to the attendant that you felt the desire to strip naked in the park and that you now require a lube job.  Hold up the vibrator as you explain this.  If they offer to lube you up, accept whatever "help" or "lube" they provide.  Masturbate, but do not cum, for anyone who cares to watch.  If you are asked to provide blowjobs, do your best, but you do not have to fuck anyone unless you want too.
 
    
 
   breannefun:  then we'll go ahead and do a through lube job...
 
   robertcalk: pulls it out for your inspection
 
   breannefun:  test tensile strengths
 
   robertcalk: yeah baby that’s great
 
   robertcalk: ah hah
 
   breannefun:  check the hydraulic pressure...
 
   robertcalk: good
 
   breannefun:  check for cracking and maneuverability.
 
   robertcalk: smiles
 
   breannefun:  Then we will drain the system of all the toxins and unneeded fluids.
 
   robertcalk: ah hah, sounds exciting indeed
 
    
 
   I couldn’t resist posting that.  A long time ago, (okay like two years, but when you’re only 24 that’s a long time ago!) when I was a working girl at Lady Anne’s Brothel, I remember enticing a customer with a little bit of automotive sex talk.  The puns just wouldn’t stop.  Well, okay they eventually did when I exhausted my entire knowledge of automobile workings.  Of course, I know more than the usual girl.  When you grow up working on tractor engines and doing the maintenance yourself, you learn a bit.  Lady Anne’s was a fun role play sex chat room, which is still kind of in existence, though it’s turned into more of a social club than a place for girls and guys to indulge in cyber-sex.  Besides, TYPING is a little old school isn’t it?  I used to sit at the computer with a vibrator rammed up in me, occasionally fingering my clit between typing sentences.  And I confess, sometimes what the “client” wanted was so routine that I just wrote up some stock sentences and cut and paste.  Sigh…Oh well.
 
    
 
   So yesterday I set out around 1 o’clock to get “a lube job”.  Technically this is when a competent mechanic lubricates the chassis and suspension of your car or truck, changes the oil, and checks the other important fluids that make your car work properly.  I’ve been changing oil and “greasing” chassis frames on our tractor for years. It’s messy, but no big deal.  Same thing with changing oil.  I haven’t “paid” someone to change the oil on my Saturn since I bought the thing, much less in Dad’s truck.  That said, it WAS time to do an oil change on the truck, so I headed across town.
 
    
 
   The first thing I need to say here is that Michael changed this assignment slightly. I got an email two days ago saying that I had violated security again.  Damn.  So I got sent to a random mechanic’s shop.  Since Michael actually used to live in Houston, and not to far away from me at that, he recommended a decent shop for me to visit.
 
    
 
   I hopped in my truck wearing my usual.  I had been working out in the fields that day taking care of a few things, so I was in my work outfit.  Mountain boots, white tube socks, blue jeans, white cotton panties, a blue button up short sleeve shirt, and a pretty tame white bra underneath.  I managed to sneak my vibrator, duster, and high heels into the truck and headed out.  I drove to my new stripping spot, which is a little busier than the country road behind our farm, but not as um…awkward… as the gazebo at Thomas Park.  I pulled over to the side of the road, grabbed my duster and high heels, and got out and moved to the front of the truck.
 
    
 
   It occurred to me as I was taking off my shirt that Mistress Ellen wanted me at the front of the truck because it would appear I was having mechanical problems, and ENCOURAGE people to slow down and check me out.  Seriously, if you saw a truck with a girl standing in front of it, or even a guy, wouldn’t you slow down to see if they needed help?  And what if that girl happened to be naked, or in a state of semi-undress?
 
    
 
   I hadn’t even got my shirt unbuttoned all the way before there was a car slowing down.
 
    
 
   “You okay, Miss?”  A nice voice called out to me.  I turned and smiled.
 
    
 
   “Just changing!  I’m fine! Thank you!”  I said sweetly.  My shirt was open all down the front and I’m sure my bra was more than visible.
 
    
 
   “Okay!”  And he drove off.  
 
    
 
   Uh…okay.  I turned back to my truck and got my shirt off.  I folded it neatly and put it on the hood of the truck and then unlaced my boots.  I managed to get those off, and then shucked out of my jeans.  I folded those standing there in just my bra, panties, and socks when I heard another car.  This one was coming from behind me so I just swallowed hard and ignored it.  I didn’t hear the brakes, but I heard the engine slow and I reached behind my back and released the clip on my bra. The car rolled past me just as I pulled my bra off, freeing my breasts and I had a glimpse of a shocked but delighted expression before the car sped back up and disappeared around a curve.
 
    
 
   My panties came next and I pushed them to the ground, stepped out of them, and then folded them neatly.  Then I grabbed my high heels, strapped my feet in, and slipped into my duster.  Thus prepared, I gathered my clothing, moved back to the cab, and went for a drive.
 
    
 
   It took maybe twenty or thirty minutes to get to the address that Michael provided.  It was a private place, rather than one of those national over-priced business that charge you a bunch of extra fees and tries to tell you about a host of other problems when you bring your car in.  I can deal with thirty dollars for an oil change, but when they tack on an extra thirty bucks for “synthetic oil” I blow a gasket.  It’s about a dollar more expensive than regular oil.  I mean sure, you can find eight dollar quarts here or there, but that’s for like super stuff.  Beware…change your oil yourself if you can. If you can’t…either learn or bring me your car. I’ll do it for you provided you are cute, like spanking naughty nympho humiliation pain sluts, and have a nine inch cock.
 
    
 
   What was I saying?  Oh yeah.  I pulled up to the workshop and was delighted to find it was kind of empty.  Oh they had two cars in the garage, but two bays were open and I stopped in front of one of the empty doors that had a sign above it that said “oil change.”  In seconds a nice grizzled gray haired guy with glasses came out, stepped up to the window and asked me the line I always love to hear.
 
    
 
   “What can I do for you, Miss?”  
 
    
 
   Then his eyes popped out of his head, fell to the ground, and he spent a few minutes retrieving them from under my truck.  Okay, not really, but since my duster was wide open, with both breasts fully exposed, not to mention my pussy, since my legs were spread a bit, he certainly got an eyeful.
 
    
 
   I pulled my vibrator out of my pocket and held it up right in front of his face.  “Well, to be totally honest, I’ve got two issues.  First of all, my truck needs a lube job.  Oil change, chassis lubrication, and fluid check.  And second, I’m terribly in need of a lube job myself.  My piston,” and I wiggled the vibrator, “seems to be sticking a bit.  Can you help?”
 
    
 
   My god, you think I’d asked him to dance naked in a fire ring or something.  Then he looked at me suspiciously.  
 
    
 
   “Is this some sort of joke?”  He looked around for the cameras.  Sigh…you’d be surprised how often I get asked this.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “No joke. No cameras.  Just a naked girl wanting a lube job.  Now can I get serviced or not?”
 
    
 
   In a Dilbert cartoon I once read, the Pointy Haired Boss coughed up his skull with a little “ploink”.  That was the sound this guy made.  Then his expression changed and he shrugged.  
 
    
 
   “All right, Miss. Just leave your keys in the truck and come with me.”
 
    
 
   I did as ordered, which is what I really do best, stepped out of my truck, all the while closing my duster. I didn’t button it. I just held it closed.  Then I followed the grizzly gray haired guy into the shop.  He didn’t lead me to the waiting room, which was at the far end enclosed in glass, probably outfitted with an old television showing daytime soaps or infomercials, or worse: CNN.  Nope I got lead the OTHER way, and found myself following him to a dark cool concrete staircase that lead down.
 
    
 
   Wow.  It’s a whole other world under there.  I had no idea!  I found myself in a very cluttered but organized cave, illuminated by a few lights.  Three steel grates covered long rectangular openings in the ceiling and in the farthest bay I could see a man standing on a raised platform draining something from the underside of a car.  I was lead to an old metal folding chair which was sandwiched between two racks of motor oil bottles and told to take a seat.  I did, letting my duster fall open again.  I sat very in a very un-ladylike position, with my knees spread and my legs paced on either side of the chair.
 
    
 
   My guide moved away for a moment and went and spoke quietly to the other guy, whose head jerked and looked down toward me.  I saw a huge grin.  He was Hispanic, with a little pencil mustache and he was a little small.  That didn’t bother me though.  His blue coveralls were actually pretty clean, though I could see a few oil smears on him.  There was a hurried discussion and then a shrug.  My guide came back with a smile.
 
    
 
   “We’ll be with you shortly.  I’ll get your truck service started as well.”  Then he disappeared back up the stairwell.  I nodded and then sat there for about four or five minutes.  I was wet, I admit that, so I entertained myself by doing a little light masturbation.  Nothing serious, just some finger fucking. I also took off my duster and draped it over the back of the chair.  I heard my truck being started and some of the light filtering in from above disappeared. After a little while my guide showed back up, a bottle of brake fluid in his hand.  I noticed it was something called silicone brake fluid, DOT 5, whatever that means, but he looked pretty serious.  He came right up to me and settled down on his knees between my legs.
 
    
 
   “All right miss, let’s go ahead and get started,” he said softly.  My pussy was totally exposed right in front of his eyes and he reached over to the shelf beside me and grabbed a drain pan.  This was put between my legs, right under me and then he uncapped the bottle, lifted it up, and pour a generous amount of the fluid right on my clit.
 
    
 
   I jumped a little.  It was cold.  It dripped down in what I can only describe as an oily slick.  I could feel it seeping through my petals and even into me.  Then his right hand was at my pussy, his thumb and fingers forming a penetrative probe.  I moved in my chair, opening up a bit more, presenting as I felt him push all five digits into my pussy, working them in, spreading the fluid around.  I couldn’t help thrusting back, my hips were churning and I gasped, my legs coming up in response to the fingering I was getting.  
 
    
 
   I knew what he wanted to do.  It was fairly obvious from how he was holding his hand.  Kari used to do it to me a lot, but I admit it’s been a while since I was fisted.  But I suppose all the weird things I’ve been doing over the last several months prepared me better than I though.  It only took him maybe five minutes to work his entire hand in, making me gasp as the widest part of his palm forced me open.  Even better, he was good at fisting, working his fingers like a pianist inside me, clenching and wiggling and swirling.  And he pumped me too.  He would pull until I thought his hand was about to pop out and then he would let my muscles contract around him until I sucked him back in.  
 
    
 
   But it wasn’t until his other hand began working my clit that I came.  And it was pretty loud too.  The brake fluid made a totally acceptable lubricant and I shuddered and cried out in bliss as I popped.  Would you believe I actually endured a series of tremors, actual spasms for almost a minute or two after I came?  It was totally cool.  Then my mechanic slowly pulled his hand free of my pussy, letting a massive pool of goo and silicone fluid puddle in the drain pan.  A somewhat clean rag wiped me off, but didn’t clean me out, and then he was standing.
 
    
 
   He pulled me to my feet and then turned me around and pushed me back down to the chair.  My knees straddled the pan and I found myself bent over.  I heard the zip of pants being loosened and then I felt cock being pressed into my pussy.  His body pushed against mine as my breasts hung down, the nipples grazing the body warmed metal of the chair.  I gasped as he went in easily, perfectly, quickly, and tried tightening as he fucked me enthusiastically.  Unfortunately, DOT 5 silicone brake fluid is too good of a lubricator, because screwing me was like trying to fuck a bucket of water.  There needs to  be a little bit of friction.  I was too loose.
 
    
 
   Duh. Maybe you should have dick fucked me first, before fist fucking me.
 
    
 
   Evidently he came to the same realization, but had a perfect solution, one that hadn’t actually occurred to me.  He pulled out, and before I could voice an objection, rammed his oiled cock into my ass.
 
    
 
   Now there was plenty of friction, despite the brake fluid coating his cock and my dark button.  I groaned as he ass fucked me, wincing when he went especially deep.  A pair of still greasy hands came up and cupped my breasts, squeezing them, pinching the nipples, and I admit I felt a renewed surge of sexual tension rushing through me.  That’s when I discovered another cock, and it was right in my face!  Evidently the other mechanic, the Hispanic guy had come over, and stuck his verga between my eyes.  I did what any self-respecting nympho humiliation pain slut would do.  I opened my mouth.  With one hand on his balls and the other wrapped around the base of his cock, I checked the tensile strength of his hose, worked on his hydraulic pressure, examined it for cracking and maneuverability, and then went to work draining the system of all toxins and unneeded fluids.
 
    
 
   Well gosh, all I needed was another guy under me for me to ride and this would have been perfect.  But perfection isn’t everything.  While I sucked off the Hispanic mechanic, the grizzly haired guy finished behind me, adding what I’m sure was a decent amount of sperm into the lubricated tunnel of my ass.  He moved off, wiping himself clean and then the cock in my mouth was gone and the other mechanic moved around to my rear end.  I felt him push into my pussy and we had a repeat of too much lubrication and not enough friction.  When he pulled out, I tried to relax, readying myself for the up and coming anal intrusion, but instead the Hispanic began pulling a few items off the shelf and the next thing I knew I felt something hard and wrapped in rags being rammed into my sopping pussy.
 
    
 
   I groaned as he swirled the rag covered rod inside me, then pulled it out, dropping it with a disgusting wet smack into the drain pan.  Then his cock was back inside me and I felt the necessary friction.  Oh sure, I was still thoroughly lubed, but the rapid pumping was quickly bringing me to a second climax.  
 
    
 
   He came before I did and I moaned in frustration, but I was not disappointed.  Evidently the first guy had gone back upstairs and gotten the last mechanic on duty, one who had been relieved long enough to be sent downstairs to assist with my lube job.  He was a young white guy who was a little rough and tumble, but still a hunk, and I got a pretty good fuck when he stepped up to the plate.
 
    
 
   But unlike the other two, he pulled me too my feet, kicked the drain pan out of the way, and deposited me on my back right on the concrete floor.  It was decidedly uncomfortable, but when he literally kicked my legs apart I felt a surge of submissive fear and spread myself open.  I watched him remove his coveralls and boxers, exposing a massive cock.
 
    
 
   He finger fucked me first with dirty hands, and he spanked my pussy, smacking my clit over and over until I was letting out little cries as my hips bounced up and down.  Then he hit my breasts, forcing them back and forth.  He talked the entire time too, calling me names like whore, bitch, slut, cunt, pussy and a bunch more that I can’t even remember.  He said things like “you like it rough, don’t you cunt?” and “how ‘bout I slap the shit out of your tits?”
 
    
 
   I may be a nympho humiliation pain slut, and I may be an occasional whore.  I know I can be bitchy, and I’m certainly a slut and have a cunt or pussy, depending on the crudity you prefer.  But beneath all of that I am still a lady.  And despite the massive sexual stimulation I was enduring, I looked up at him with an angry glare, reached over and grabbed his cock.
 
    
 
   “Is calling me dirty names the best you can do, or can you actually use this thing?”  I said, my eyes narrowing.  I gave him a hard squeeze and then casually smacked his dong.  I admit, I thought about saying no.  Rolling over and moving away.  Both of the other guys were still there and I’m sure they would have stopped Mongo from doing anything to me that I didn’t want.
 
    
 
   But I confess I wanted that cock. I was still horny and it was really big.  Hey, size does matter.  
 
    
 
   Pain exploded in my left breast and seemed to travel across to my right side.  Mongo had gone ahead and smacked my tits hard enough to literally turn me and then he was on top of me, pushing me down, hands grabbing my breasts.  Then I felt his cock push into me and I gasped.  It was huge. It felt incredible. I pumped, I thrust upward, I moaned, I closed my eyes, and then I said the magic words.
 
    
 
   “Oh GOD YES FUCK ME!”
 
    
 
   It’s amazing what those words can do to a man.  It renews his spirit, gives him motivation and energy.  It encourages him to do his best.  Mongo rammed all nine inches into me and it was like having my own Husky Dildo animated with all the bells and whistles attached.  He smelled like oil and grease but it didn’t matter, all I knew was that I was getting screwed silly.
 
    
 
   And then the lummox came.  Shit.  He came and pulled out, grunting while I was still going nuts with need.  Damn it!  I laid there gasping, saying “no no no no no” over and over while Mongo stood up, pulled his trousers and boxers back into position and walked away.  I was left lying in my own pile of goo, my body smeared with black grease, oil, and the amber remnants of the brake fluid.
 
    
 
   The grizzly haired guy came over and rustled around for a moment back by the chair.  Then he tapped my on the shoulder and handed me my vibrator.  Thank you.  I turned it to maximum and began masturbating, rubbing frantically at my clit as I pumped my vibe in and out.  The piston moved easily through the thoroughly lubed cylinder, I can tell you that.
 
    
 
   When I came it was like I had never orgasmed before.  It was hard, it was powerful, it was very wet and greasy.  I got up, ignoring the massive wet spot on the concrete and found some semi-clean rags.  I cleaned myself as best I could, retrieved my duster, out it on, buttoned it up, and headed back up the stairs.  
 
    
 
   My truck was no longer in the shop, instead it was parked out front.  I passed the first bay and the Hispanic guy gave me a grin and waved at me. “Muchas gracias la concha!”  Mongo gave me a leering grin and pumped his hips once in a Michael Jackson sort of way, except without the pedophilic need for young boys.  I crossed over to the glass enclosed waiting room where I found my grizzly gray haired shop manager working at the desk. I stepped up to the counter.
 
    
 
   “Your truck is finished,” he said, passing my keys over.  
 
    
 
   “My purse is in the cab,” I said, realizing that I didn’t even have a credit card on my person.  
 
    
 
   He laughed. “You paid, don’t you remember.”
 
    
 
   I guess the shocked look on my face was funny, because he laughed again.
 
    
 
   “Now, you’ll need to bring the truck back next month for another oil change, and we need to do a complete pressure test on your fittings.”
 
    
 
   “On my what?” 
 
    
 
   “Hose fittings,” he replied with an even smile.
 
    
 
   Hose fittings?  A pressure test?  What a load of shit!  “And what will that cost me?”
 
    
 
   He smiled again.  “Same rate as today.  We’ll see you in two or three weeks.”
 
    
 
   I picked up my keys, gave him a flash of my million watt “please fuck me silly with a lug wrench” smile and went out to my truck.  Would you believe they even washed the windows?
 
    
 
   Driving home I took a peek at my body in the full sunlight.  I was a messy.  Grease, dirt, dust, oil, not to mention a still liberal amount of brake fluid coated my body.  It almost made me want to head over to the car cleaning place!  Instead I headed for home.  I snuck out to the barn where some warm water and a squeeze can filled with orange pumice soap waited.  
 
    
 
   I’m never changing my car or truck oil again.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Stinging Nettles
 
    
 
   Thursday, April 15, 2010 

Yesterday’s Assignment:  (Assigned by Master Brandon) Stinging Nettles.  You will proceed out into one of your fields and find a plant called stinging nettle or milkweed.  You will cut three leaves from the plant.  You will then loosen your clothing so that you can have access to your breasts and pussy.  You will place one leaf of the nettle over each nipple.  Then you will put the last leaf over your pussy.  You must keep them on for at least ten minutes.
 
 
   I’m going to admit from the very first that I had mixed feelings about this particular assignment.  I realize that it was punishment, for what I’m not sure, but since so many people agree I need regular punishment on a daily basis anyway, I really don’t have a leg to stand on for complaints, do I?  The real problem with this assignment was botany, specifically “sado-botany” or the act of using a plant for a sexual masochistic or sadistic purpose.  I’m going to admit right now that in my past I have never ever been “nettled”.  Evidently this is a branch of BDSM that none of my previous masters or mistresses have ever dared to venture, and with good reason.  I did a little research on these plants before doing this assignment and some of the stuff I discovered was amazing, alarming, and downright dangerous.  Making a mistake with this can be a date with death.  If I’m going to die in a sexual escapade, I’d rather be impaled on a spit and slow roasted.  Or maybe fucked to death…
 
    
 
   We own about five hundred or so acres, so we have a large selection of native Texan plants on our property.  Milkweed, which Master Brandon accidentally misidentified as a stinging nettle, is the primary food for Monarch butterfly caterpillars, which makes them poisonous.  Milkweed however has been a food staple and general use plant of the Native Americans for centuries.  You can make cord out of it. The Cherokee, Iroquois, and Rappahannock used the sap to remove warts, for ringworm, and for bee stings. The Cherokee used the plant as a laxative, an antidote for gravel and dropsy, and an infusion was given for mastitis. The Cherokee took an infusion of the root for venereal diseases. The Chippewa made a cold decoction of common milkweed root and added it to food to produce postpartum milk flow. The Iroquois took an infusion of milkweed leaves for stomach medicine. A compound decoction of plants was taken to prevent hemorrhage after childbirth by the Iroquois. The Menominee ate the buds or a decoction of the root for chest discomfort. The Ojibwa used the root as a female remedy. The Potawatomi used the root for unspecified ailments.
 
    
 
   You get the idea, right?  Anyway, it was very important for me not make any mistakes.  I didn’t want Milkweed.  I didn’t want annual pricklepoppy.  I didn’t want Musk Thistle (of which we have WAY too much on our farm.)  I wanted stinging nettle.  So I went out and began searching on horseback, which seemed very sensible.
 
    
 
   It took me about forty minutes to find what I was looking for.  Surprisingly, all sorts of spiny, toxic plants were located within a fifty yard radius.  Milkweed was there. Pricklepoppy was in abundance, and there was even a rather large stand of Musk Thistle on a little hillside.  I had my thick leather gloves and a pair of cutters and to be honest I examined all of those choices.  
 
    
 
   Musk Thistle looked evil.  The little spiny hairs that contain the toxin (which immediately causes a rash, a burning sensation, and a little numbness) are very long and look diabolical.  Annual pricklepoppy can get pretty big and the leaves have these long spines all over them as well.  Milkweed is actually the least of the aggressive looking plants.  And of course, the stinging nettle is pretty close to milkweed.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my gloves and cutters, tethered Star (my horse) and went down to do some gardening.  Carefully I selected three leaves from the stinging nettles, cut them and then stood up.  I unbuttoned my jeans and pushed them down to my knees, then opened my shirt.  I was wearing a bra and panties, just normal white ones.  Then, with mixed feelings, I steeled myself, picked up the first leaf, pulled the left cup of my bra out, and pressed the underside (where the most prickles are) to breast, centering it over the areola.  Then I let the bra snap back.
 
    
 
   I admit the sensation was almost immediate.  I felt a tingle that I can only describe as feeling like light pinpricks combined with the reaction you get from suddenly sucking on a sour lemon.  I felt my skin tighten as it was injected with the toxins and my nipple hardened instantly.  Which pushed even more against the leaf, which released more toxins.  By the time I picked up the second leaf I felt as if my left nipple had been through a forty minutes session of acupuncture followed by a lemon juice wash.  I was trembling as I put the second leaf in my right bra cup.  I moved quickly, afraid that I wasn’t going to be able to handle the third leaf if I didn’t get to it.  I grabbed the last bit of foliage and just haphazardly pushed it into my panties.
 
    
 
   Now I know why most sado-botanists bind their victims before applying the nettles.  I was on all fours in moments, shaking and rocking as the heat and sting ate into me.  However, just as the sting between my legs reached its maximum heat, I realized that my left breast was throbbing and quieting down.  Soon my right breast subsided into quiet pulses and then even the heat between my legs died down.  
 
    
 
   Evidently, the small amount of toxin the plant contains are held in little glass-like sheaths that are broken when touched.  This releases the poison which is then absorbed through the skin.  There are only so many hairs to break, and thus only so much poison, so one leaf only last so long.  Also, I discovered that many girls have differing levels of sensitivity.  I seem to be relatively immune to the long term effects of the stinging nettle.  I stood up and pulled my bra away from my chest, tugging the nettle leaves out.  Then I examined my nipples.  Both were red and tender and I could tell that there were quite a few little bumps, as if I had a rash, or hives.  Oddly, my nipples itched, which was definitely a weird sensation.  Then I pulled my panties down.  The leaf was actually jammed between my labia and had curled over my clit, so I was much more tender down there than usual.  Again, little red bumps were barely noticeable, but extended much farther and my clit was swollen to almost twice its usual size.  
 
    
 
   I tossed the leaves away.  To be honest, it wasn’t much worse than screwing with muscle cream as a lubricant.  There was the immediate rush, but then it died down and I was pretty sure the hives would disappear in an hour or so.  It was actually kind of disappointing.  Also, I conceded that the whole thing would have been better if I had been stuffed with vibroballs too.
 
    
 
   I’ll be honest.  I almost cut a few leaves of pricklypoppy, clearly intending to stuff those down my panties and into my bra, but I chickened out.  I’m not sure what the poison will do to me and I didn’t have the guts to find out.  So, still tingling a bit, still itching, I put my clothing back in place and rode back to the barn.
 
    
 
   I was uncomfortable for hours.  The hives faded pretty quick, but it didn’t stop the irritation caused by the nettles.  It was minor and I could kind of ignore it, but it was present, a little reminder that not all my assignments are about orgasm.  As I once was reminded, a pain slut really only as one purpose: to hurt for the pleasure of others.
 
    
 
   Ouch.  
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   All In White
 
    
 
   Friday, April 16, 2010

Yesterday’s Assignment:  (Assigned by Master Mark) When it is raining, you will go to the mall and find a place to change into a new outfit.  You will wear your high heels, a thin white skirt (any length), and a thin white shirt.  No bra or panties.  Bring a shopping bag for your regular clothes.  Once you have changed, take your regular clothes back out to your car, put them inside, and walk slowly back to the mall.  Make sure you are drenched.  Walk at least two sections of the mall, then return to your car.
 
    
 
   After stinging nettles two days ago, I was kind of pleased to be returning to the classic “let’s humiliate Breanne” model.  This is especially true since I’ve seen next week’s assignments and it’s completely opposite.  Next week is mostly about pain and punishment.  I admit, I’m ready for it.  I’m wet for it.  But I’m dreading it all the same.  That is the paradox of a nympho humiliation pain slut’s world.  We hate what’s being done to us, but it makes us cum, so we want it.  
 
    
 
   Yesterday was no different for me.  I packed my supplies in a small canvas bag and hopped into the truck for the drive to the mall.  It was pouring rain and I admit I brought one of my collapsible umbrellas.  I parked by the regular mall entrance near the sportsman’s store, you know, the one with the big fish tank inside it?  Anyway, I had everything I needed: high heels, a knee length white skirt, a white button up blouse, and one little addition I felt would be fun.  But more on that later.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my umbrella and hopped out with my supplies.  To be honest, I still got pretty wet.  Between the wind and the puddles on the ground my jeans were pretty damp.  But I managed to get inside without too much trouble.  The mall was pretty dead.  I mean there were a few shoppers, but I was willing to bet that sales people outnumbered shoppers by at least two or three to one.  I made me way to the nearest bathroom, found a stall, and began stripping.
 
    
 
   This was the first time I’ve ever stripped and changed in such a private place!  It was a weird experience for me.  I took everything off and then pulled on my shirt, letting the smooth material caress my breasts.  My nipples were already hard, mostly from the lingering chill of wet rain, but I’m pretty sure some of it was my impending walk in transparent clothing.  I was wet too, and not just from the rain, but between my legs and right after I slipped my skirt up over my legs, I lifted the hem and put in my little surprise.
 
    
 
   Yep. I brought my ben wa balls.  Two round little spheres, connected with a waxed piece of string, each covered in latex surrounding a metal ball; inside, two tiny clappers rolled and struck, ringing and vibrating and rolling with every step.  It is the consummate torture device for a girl.  It stimulates with each move of the hip, slowly turning even the most prude and unsexed woman into a desperate sex slut begging for release.  Kari used to make me walk laps around the mall with these in, just to see how long I could go before begging for a fuck.
 
    
 
   I sucked the juice right off my fingers and then lifted a leg to put on my first high heel shoe.  Already I felt the ben wa balls moving inside me.  I felt a little tingle rush up my leg and I managed to get my shoe buckled and then go to the next one.  By the time I was done my sexual need level had risen to a three.
 
    
 
   Oh…have you never heard of the nympho humiliation pain slut sex scale?  This is a simple scale where a nympho humiliation pain slut (geeze, I need a fucking acronym NHPS…pronounced nips?) can rate her own sexual turn on.  A really good NHPS will never go below one.  She ALWAYS needs to be turned on just a little.  This is actually pretty easy to test.  If you have a NHPS, or think you are one, then just check her pussy at random times of the day.  If you can push a finger up inside her without warning and she is at least a little wet, then she’s a nympho.  To be honest, I frequently am at level two most of the day because not only could I take cock immediately, but I’m MENTALLY ready for it. I think about sex a lot.
 
    
 
   Could you tell?
 
    
 
   I stuffed everything back in the bag, starting with my umbrella.  Then I stepped out back into the mall, dressed in white, even my heels.  I’m sure I looked gorgeous, except for my hair which is still cut a bit too short to pull off a look like this.  Of course, I’ve dyed it red again, so I guess even that is working out too!  I know it was probably very apparent I wasn’t wearing a bra, because the tips of my nipples were very hard and very visible through the sheer white cloth.  I know I attracted attention because of the number of eye fuckings I got just walking down the corridor!
 
    
 
   Outside it was pouring, and I don’t mean like pouring as in “make a mad dash to your car and be sort of wet” pouring. I mean like if you step outside for one single second you will have effectively dumped five to six gallons of water on your head.  I think I stood there for a minute or two just wishing it would lighten up.  Oh I know…I was supposed to get wet.  That was the point.  But I don’t remember the assignment indicating I was supposed to try and drown myself either.  Well I finally summoned up the courage to do the unthinkable and stepped out into the rain.  I had my keys in my hand and after four steps (you can’t run in high heels, at least not safely) I was as wet as I possibly could be.  Everything stuck to me.  It was at that moment I decided NOT to walk back out to my car.  I turned right around and went right back into the mall.  I figured Master Mark wouldn’t mind me not breaking an ankle.
 
    
 
   As soon as I wiped a few gallons of water out of my eyes and slicked back my hair I took stock of my outfit.  I remember, clear as day (ouch…bad metaphor for this), my mother patiently explaining that my eight-year-old self couldn’t wear the white dress.  It was raining.  My mom said that girls aren’t supposed to wear white on stormy days.
 
    
 
   Well gosh, look at that.  I figured out why!  My entire blouse was now almost completely transparent, with the exception of a few wrinkles that caused the material to fold over on itself.  My breasts might as well been totally bare, since they looked as if they only were covered by the thinnest slice of gauze you could imagine.  Worse, my nipples were still rock hard, making the material conform to my skin like spandex.  My skirt was only marginally better.  You couldn’t really see my pussy, but my rear end was spectacularly on display, making it very apparent that I wasn’t wearing panties.  Like my breasts, my buttocks did a nice job filling out the wet material, turning opaque and letting the soft pink skin show through.
 
    
 
   I glanced at my reflection in the glass door.  I looked like a drowned kitten.  My hair hung straight down, dripping.  Thank God I didn’t wear any makeup for this!  I clutched my bag, wrapped one arm across my breasts, and began my walk.  Two sections.  Oh God.
 
    
 
   The stares I received the first time were nothing like the ones I received the second time.  With every step my thighs were perfectly highlighted against the wet cloth of my skirt.  The sides of my breasts were totally exposed.  Worse, the ben wa balls were churning me into a froth, keeping my nipples hard and I began to leak, adding my own drippings to the gift of the almighty rain gods.
 
    
 
   The looks I was getting, the surprised stares, the embarrassed shock, and even a few comical laughs made me realize that while I was experiencing sexual arousal, most of the people who saw me were laughing at me.  Look at that stupid girl!  She wore all white and got soaked and is now showing her body to the world!  That’s what you get for doing something so stupid!
 
    
 
   As this thought percolated through my brain I flushed red with embarrassment, lowering my head in shame.  My footsteps quickened, as did my sexual tension, and I moved quickly to try to finish my two section round.  Of course, after finishing two sections, I realized that I would have to walk back through them or actually loop half the mall just to get back to where I parked.  I was humiliated.  I was embarrassed.  I was so horny that just saying the word “cock” to me would probably have made me pop right there.
 
    
 
   I was startled out of own little patch of humiliation when one of the kiosk venders, rather than encouraging me to try a sample or look at his wares greeted me with “Nice tits, sweetheart.”  Now that’s what I call customer service.  I gave him a horrified look and moved on, ignoring the surge from the ben wa balls as I practically broke into a run.  A little further down the mall I ducked into a bathroom, locked myself into a stall, and wildly masturbated until I came in a wet downpour that threatened to replicate the one I had drenched myself in earlier.
 
    
 
   After exploding in a rather unromantic and sterile location, I faced my next decision.  I had ALL of my regular clothes in the bag with me.  Maybe this was why Master Mark wanted me to put it in my car, so that I wouldn’t have an option?  I wrestled with this choice for about ten minutes, actually it was long enough for my clothes to actually start drying.  I was still pretty damp, but I wasn’t as see thru now.  Transparency had turned to a delicate frosting.  I decided that I needed to stay in the spirit of the assignment, so I stepped out of the stall, ran a comb through my hair, and stepped back into the main mall area.  I headed for the exit.
 
    
 
   To be honest, I still got looks, I mean seriously, who wouldn’t look at a semi-wet girl wearing nothing but white, especially when it was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra or panties?  This time I didn’t cover my breasts, giving the various men I passed a better glimpse of my breasts, while they weren’t quite as prominently displayed as before.  I even got a wolf whistle.  This was much better.
 
    
 
   But I was still a little bit embarrassed.  That plus the ben wa balls had me going again pretty quick, and when I paused at the main exit, staring out into the still pouring rain, I steeled myself with the thought that once I got to my truck I could masturbate again.  I took a step out, letting the water pour down on me, and then I walked, yes walked, to my truck.
 
    
 
   I fished out my keys in the pouring rain, feeling the wet water cascade down my body.  Suddenly I felt incredible, as if I was one with nature.  I opened the car door and tossed my bag and keys in, and then , right there in the lot, peeled off my shirt.  It’s not like it mattered really.  My shirt was so wet that you could see right through it!  I tossed it in after my bag and then pushed/pulled my soaked skirt off as well.  Standing naked next to my truck I held out my arms and just felt the rain on my body.  It was almost a religious experience.
 
    
 
   Then I got in the truck.  I don’t want to get arrested for public lewdness.  I found my keys as the windows steamed up and I wiped the water from my eyes and my hair and got the heater going.  It wasn’t that cold outside, but I was a bit chilled.  I reached down between my legs, found my clit, and slowly rubbed myself into climax.  It was incredible. It was awesome.  It was relief.
 
    
 
   I drove away like that, stuffed with ben wa balls, sexually relieved, still very wet both externally and internally, and naked as the day I was born.
 
    
 
   I think I’ll wear white every time it rains. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Wisdom Teeth
 
    
 
   Monday, April 19, 2010

I have a confession to make. Oh, don’t worry, it’s not like I’m about to confess that I killed the last guy I slept with, or that I like to actually bite off the cocks I suck. I’m no black widow or something like that. Nope, I have to confess that I’m a little scared of today, not to mention the fact that I won’t be able to do an assignment.

You see, last Friday my teeth started hurting. Yeah, I know, life’s a bitch ain’t it? I went to the dentist because it was so bad and he took one look and said to me “you’ve got to get your wisdom teeth out. Quick. You’ve got an infection.” So I went to an oral surgeon last Friday afternoon and got scheduled for a double extraction this morning at 8:30am. I’m not looking forward to it.

I’ve been told that I will be on my back for maybe a day or two, with varying degrees of discomfort. Okay, I'm used to being on my back in various degrees of discomfort. I’m okay with pain, just not in my jaw. I prefer it centered on my clit, or on my nipples. Or maybe even in my ass. But my teeth? That’s not even close to the kind of pain that turns me on. And trust me, after last Friday I can tell you that wisdom tooth hurt isn’t a sexual aphrodisiac.

Which also means that I didn’t complete last Friday’s assignment either. Tough to give blow jobs when it hurts to even open your mouth. I realize that this is going to earn me a TON of punishments, but since the assignments this week tended toward that, I have a feeling that when I’m back up on my feet I’ll be enduring just as much pain as I’m in now, just in some different spots.

Master Brandon already sent me a long list of some up and coming torments, from ice dildos to another walk along my knotted rope. Which is a bit of a knotty problem. Master Brandon wants me to put lemon juice and hot sauce on several of the knots. This isn’t the problem. The problem is whether or not I should use the ratchet tightener and whether I should keep the rope at belly button height. It was agony the last time I did it and I stupidly tightened the rope with a ratchet strap. There was no give in the rope so it practically sawed me in two. Anyway, I put up a poll. Let’s see what you guys think.

So back to my current problem: me wisdom teeth. I am totally expecting not to be able to think straight, much less do any assignments. If I’m feeling up to typing, I may get on and tell an old story, or maybe finally write that essay on the proper way to suck cock, who knows? But the main thing is I’m going to be out for a few days. Sorry.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I’m Back!
 
    
 
   Monday, April 26, 2010
 
    
 
   Hi everybody!  I’m back!  Well, kind of.  First of all, thanks to everyone who sent me all the get well notes.  I really appreciate it.  The whole “getting your wisdom teeth out” thing really sucked.  In fact, I still hurt a little bit.  I feel like someone punched me in the face and the immediate pain of the blow is gone but the bruise and ache is still there.  But on the flip side I’m eating regular food now, rather than bowls of pudding, soup, and yogurt, so I’m pleased.
 
    
 
   It took about five or six days for my libido to return as well.  I know.  I’m surprised.  It was weird not wanting to think about or want sex for so long.  It makes me wonder if I’m really qualified to call myself a nympho.  But by Saturday I was starting to feel the old urges coming back, settled back on my bed late that evening, and had a nice little masturbation session with a vibrator, some clothespins, and my tube of muscle cream.  Sunday wasn’t much different.
 
    
 
   So I’m back and ready for more!  Last week was supposed to be a week concentrating on punishments, rather than embarrassing moments, and to be honest, I’m okay with doing that this week.  My jaw is still sore and I’m not sure I’m going to be up for giving blowjobs for at least a few more days.  We’ll see when Blowjob Friday rolls around.  Michael said that if I need a bit more time to recuperate, I can have it.  
 
    
 
   Oh, and by the way!  Thanks to everyone who voted in the poll!  Five of you are very nice and sweet and considerate.  Four of you are cruel and evil.  I’m still in negotiations with Master Brandon on that one.  He’s especially pleased with the outcome of the poll and is pushing for me to follow it exactly.  Since that will be Thursday’s Assignment, I’m still trying to get a bit of a break on it.
 
    
 
   Anyway, let’s get this week thing going!  What’s on the menu for today?   Will it hurt?  Will I be allowed to cum a lot? Let’s see! Oohhh…
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Breanne On The Rocks
 
    
 
   Tuesday, April 27, 2010
 
    
 
   Yesterday’s Assignment: (Assigned by Master Brandon) Breanne on the Rocks.  Make a tray of bottle ice cylinders (the kind of ice cubes that can fit in a sports drink bottle).  Every hour starting at noon, retrieve an ice cylinder, go someplace private, and insert it into your pussy.  Once inserted, you will masturbate. If you don’t orgasm before the ice is completely melted, you must put dabs of your IcyHot cream on your nipples and clit at the beginning of the next session.  Do this every hour from noon until eight pm.
 
    
 
   When I decided I was ready to start the daily assignments back up, I admit I was excited.  You try going a whole week without an orgasm.  It sucks.  Even during my time of the month I at least THINK about sex.  So despite the fading pain in my mouth from my wisdom teeth extraction, I was ready.  Seriously ready.  I was wet.  I was hot.  I was horny.  I was a nympho pain humiliation slut.
 
    
 
   I didn’t have to make the ice.  We keep about four trays of those little water bottle ice cylinders.  Geeze, I don’t know what else to call them.  Bottle ice?  Ice cylinders?  Ice tubes?  Ice dildos?  I’ve actually fucked ice dildoes before.  One of those long thin balloons fills up quite nicely and then you just stick it in the freezer.  I tried condoms once, but evidently they weren’t designed to handle the pressure and temperature of my freezer.  I was chipping ice and torn rubber out of the bottom.  
 
    
 
   I had quite a bit to do yesterday and it was a beautiful day.  Noon however is right around lunch time for me, so I decided to start just a little early, like around 11:30.  That way I wouldn’t be interrupting a meal.  It’s tough when you suddenly get up, leaving a plate full of half eaten sandwich and announce you have to go upstairs and masturbate with an ice dildo.
 
    
 
   So I stopped off at the fridge, grabbed my first little tube of ice, and headed upstairs.  One of our beach towels was filched from the hall closet and I dropped the ice into a glass on my desk and proceeded to strip.  
 
    
 
   I like being naked. Yep.  I know, you’re shocked aren’t you?  I guess I could have just taken off my blue jeans and panties, but there is a mental component to masturbation too.  For me, I like being naked.  I need to have the ability to touch myself everywhere.  Position is important too. I like to be lying down, or at least sitting, usually with my legs open and propped up on either the bed or my desk.  I remember once a long time ago when I was doing a little session on webcam with a friend.  I shocked the hell out of him when I brought all the ingredients necessary for a banana split right to my computer, stripped naked, propped my feet up on the desk with the camera pointed right between my legs.  Then I pushed in a banana.  Then added a spoonful of ice cream.  Then poured hot fudge on my clit.  Then I literally stuck the nozzle of a can of whip cream into my pussy and with just a little bit of manipulation, managed to get it to go off.  I’m not sure who got creamed first.  Oh…wait…yep.  Pretty sure it was me.
 
    
 
   So at the desk I pulled up one of my favorite Michael Alexander stories: Heart of Ice.  I thought it was appropriate and frankly it stars me anyway, or I should say a “fictional” me.  I don’t want to tell you what the story is about, since I don’t want to ruin it for you if you haven’t read it, but it exactly suited my sexual urges that morning, not to mention what I was about to do.
 
    
 
   I read a bit until I got to the right part, where my character is about to endure her first icy torment.  I was already playing with myself, wet fingers gliding in and out and through.  Especially the through part.  I like it when my clit is stimulated.  Wet and ready, I took hold of the ice cylinder. It was dripping like crazy and just as wet and slick as me.  I moved it down, feeling cold little drops sprinkle my stomach and then I pressed it to my clit, searing my most tender spot.  I know I gasped.  I know I moaned.  And then I pushed it into my pussy, tightening around it in spasms of freezing delight.  With my right hand I moved it in and out while my left hand found my clit and went crazy.  I think I managed five or six thrusts before the ice disappeared into my pussy, slipping from my fingers.  I went after it, sticking a few wet cold digits into myself, swirling the pot, but only managing to move the ice around inside me.  It was an incredible feeling.  Hot and cold all at the same time.  I felt the rush, the surge of orgasmic bliss and then I popped, long before the cylinder melted.
 
    
 
   Mmmm…that first time was awesome.  Slowly I calmed down, slowed my breathing, wiped my hands on the edge of the towel (which I was sitting on) and squirmed just a little as the last vestige of ice disappeared from inside me, to slowly leak out onto the towel.  Oohhh.  Watered down pussy juice.  All in all I think I was done in about twenty minutes, which left me plenty of time to clean up, get dressed, and move my frozen loins downstairs for lunch.
 
    
 
   One o’clock found me in the barn with a little portable cooler.  I had hoped to make it back out to the tractor (which I had left in one of the south fields) but lunch took longer than I expected.  So instead I had to deal with my daily assignment a little closer to home.  This time I just tugged my jeans and panties down to my ankles, rubbed myself a bit to get things going, and then squatted down over a hay bale.  The little cylinder of ice went in and I sat down.  Then I started rocking my hips back and forth, feeling the little prickles of hay against my bottom and pussy.  My hand found my clit again and voila, almost instant orgasm.  No need for the icyhot!  I left a massive wet spot on the hay, toweled myself dry, put my clothes back into place, and headed out to get some more plowing done.
 
    
 
   What?  Did you think I was the only thing that got plowed on a farm?
 
    
 
   Two o’clock came and I almost forgot to do my assignment.  I decided to strip for this one.  It was pretty warm, around eighty degrees and I was sweating a bit.  I stopped the tractor, dismounted, and then peeled off my clothing.  Boots, jeans, panties, shirt, and bra all came off.  Climbing back up into the seat I reached for my cooler, pulled out a piece of ice and just stuck it in without any sex prep.  I admit I was hot, but the instant and immediate application of a shard of ice into an internal cavity didn’t do much to lower my overall body temperature.  In fact, my pussy clamped down on it and my abdomen developed a cramp.  So while I was dealing with that the ice cylinder melted, all the way.  By the time I was ready for some serious sexual playtime, the ice was gone.  Oopps.  My seat was soaked so I just tossed my jeans and panties into the hamper behind me and went about my plowing.  
 
    
 
   Driving a tractor while naked from the waist down is a liberating experience.  First of all, tractor driving is easier than driving a car.   Seriously.  You go in a straight line for about half a mile, turn, and then go in a straight line for half a mile.  It’s boring.  It’s monotonous.  It’s much more fun if you aren’t wearing anything from the waist down.  I admit my left hand spent a good deal of time between my legs.  By the time three o’clock rolled around the seat was still wet, but most of it wasn’t from a melted ice cylinder.  I stopped the tractor, reached into the hamper and pulled out my hot and icy cream.  
 
    
 
   I peeled off my shirt and bra first, enjoying the sensation of being totally nude and outside.  Maybe I should become a nudist.  I love being naked outside.  Oh wait…I have a sexual reaction to being naked outside.  That’s probably not very nudist like.  I mean seriously, it’s tough to carry on a conversation with other naked people if you are constantly touching yourself, right?  Or would they care?  Or would I?  Is there an embarrassment factor there?  Ah…what would Sigmund Freud tell me?  “You have a repressed sexual urge centered around your feelings for your father.  Please suck my dick now.”
 
    
 
   Yeah, right.
 
    
 
   So once totally naked I uncapped my tube of hot and icy and squeezed a generous dollop onto my finger.  Then I took my time slowly rubbing it into my nipples.  Almost immediately I could feel the cold, and by the time I was ready to cream my clit, my nipples were tingling with burgeoning heat.. I guess I should admit the fact that hot and icy on my nipples makes me go sexually crazy.  The very first time I put this stuff on I discovered it was almost like instant sexual go juice.  Adding a bit to my clit is like pouring gasoline on a lit fire.
 
    
 
   I grabbed an ice cylinder, my fingers slipping just a bit, and then brought it down between my legs.  I spread my legs as wide as the cab would let me and even put one foot up on the door joist.  Then it went in.  And out.  And in.  And out.  It’s too bad I didn’t have a digital recorder with me.  It must have sounded incredible.  
 
    
 
   I guess it’s not hard to imagine what happened.  I came of course.  And I rammed the half-melted ice cylinder deep and followed it up with almost my entire hand as my pussy convulsed.  I shuddered in the seat, feeling the cold seep through my loins, my muscles contracting.  If there had been a cock inside me it would have been perfect.
 
    
 
   Four o’clock went almost exactly the same way.  So did five o’clock.  And know what?  I put hot and icy on my nipples and clit both times, despite the fact that I managed to orgasm before the ice melted on both previous occasions.  Why did I do it?  Because it was awesome.  That’s why.  
 
    
 
   I did get the whole south field plowed though, and you know what else got plowed, repeatedly?  Yep.  Me.  And it was good.  Very good. 
 
    
 
   At ten minutes to six I was back home wondering how I was going to handle the next one.  Six o’clock is dinner time.  Note to Master Brandon: let’s make these assignments due at the BOTTOM of the hour next time.  Not the top.  It will make my life much easier.
 
    
 
   I didn’t manage to get to my six o’clock masturbation session until almost six fifty, which seemed kind of stupid, not to mention late.  I grabbed a fresh ice dildo from the freezer and headed upstairs to the bathroom.  I was pretty dusty and dirty from working and masturbating all day, so the shower was a perfect place to do this.  I climbed into the shower, turned on the water, sat down on our little safety stool, and propped my legs up on the sides of the tub.  I especially like this position because with just a twist to the showerhead, you can change the stream from a wide soft spray to a hard jet, which just happens to be pointed at a certain delicate spot if you sit on the stool.
 
    
 
   With seventy five pounds of pressure per square inch striking my clit, I pushed the ice between the wet hot streaming folds of my sex.  The dichotomy of cold and hot, all located between my legs, was incredible.  I was pretty vocal, moaning my pleasure, biting my lip to keep from crying out as the heat caused the ice to disappear quicker than any other ice session.  I didn’t cum until it was gone, and frankly I think my orgasm was caused more by the streaming jet of hot water pointed at my clit.
 
    
 
   After cumming, I stood, soaped, cleaned everything, dried off, and got into my pajamas, which consisted of a small pair of cotton shorts, a pair of panties, and a soft tee shirt.  It was around seven thirty.  So I went downstairs, grabbed a glass, put an ice shard into it, and headed back upstairs to my computer.  It was time to finish reading “Heart of Ice”.  
 
    
 
   I was a little tender, not to mention a little sexed out.  I know, strange huh?  But come on, I had experienced seven orgasms at this point, each one with liberal amounts of chemical, temperature, and frictional assistance.  I was tender.  Give me a break.  It took me ten minutes to find my groove, and I’m not talking about my actual groove.  I knew where THAT was.  I’m talking my mental groove.  I had to read almost a full quarter of the story before Michael’s little tale turned me on.  And that’s unusual since I get wet pretty much just looking at the title of a Michael Alexander Story. (I swear, I’m not trying to get a raise here Boss, unless it’s a physical one: your cock!)
 
    
 
   Right around the part where Shika ends up on the ice herself, legs spread, so that Ms. Poole’s guests can throw snowballs at her tender parts, is where I put in the ice.  I love interactive stories.  And let me be the first to say that “Heart of Ice” is a lot more interesting when you’re masturbating with an ice dildo.  Unfortunately (or fortunately depending on your perspective) I didn’t cum until well after my ice had melted.  That’s the whole problem with these stupid little bottle ice cylinders.  They’re like screwing a tiny dick that only gets smaller with every thrust.  Next time I need to have like ten real ice dildos made, the kind that’s easily two inches thick and eight inches long.  Try masturbating with one of those!
 
    
 
   When I finally came it was eight o’clock.  Perhaps I should have gone straight back downstairs and grabbed more ice, but I thought that I should warm up just a bit first.  So I moved to the bed, grabbed the hot and icy cream, and immediately applied it liberally to my nipples and clit.  Then, just for fun, I smeared my vibrator with a bit, spread my legs, turned it to high, and plowed away.
 
    
 
   I stopped right before cumming.  Aren’t you proud of me?  I was soaked again.  And I was hot.  It was almost eight thirty.  I pulled out my vibe, cleaned it off, patted myself dry, got my pajamas, and went to the kitchen.
 
    
 
   The rest of the family were in the living room watching television so I managed to sneak my last ice of the day and hurry upstairs with it.  I held it in my teeth as I shoved and pushed my pajama bottoms and panties down.  Then, standing up right in the middle of my room, I spread my pussy lips with my left hand, my clit burning, and slipped the ice right on in.
 
    
 
   I squatted down, my hips churning as I used one finger to drive it in and out.  Gravity and lots of lubrication and melting water dripped onto the towel on the floor, but I managed to rapidly piston the little cylinder in and out, wishing it was bigger, wishing it was longer, wishing I was tied spread-eagled to a bed while a crazy woman fucked me stupid with a high density low melting point ice dildo. (Heart of Ice reference there!)
 
    
 
   When the ice was gone I grabbed my vibrator, resumed my position, and went to work.  Eventually I ended up on my ass, sitting on my wet towel, legs splayed, leaning back against my bed.  Ten minutes later I was gasping like a wet fish, tingling all over as my last orgasm of the day washed through me.
 
    
 
   When I was ready, I stood up, gathered the wet towel and tossed it into the laundry hamper.  A trip to the bathroom and a quick cleanup followed, along with getting dressed again.  And there you have it.  Eight icy orgasms.  So what did I learn from this?  
 
    
 
   Bottle ice is NOT good for Breanne sex.  LOL.  I need ice DILDOS!
 
   
  
 

 
 
   See ya tomorrow!  Have an “ice” day!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Self Inflicted Pony Ride
 
    
 
   Wednesday, April 28, 2010
 
    
 
   Yesterday’s Assignment: (Assigned by Master Brandon) Self-Inflicted Pony.  Go to your barn.  Get two pieces of rope, two clothespins, a broom or shovel handle, and a weight.  Tie one end of the stick to the wall at belly button height.  Take the other piece of rope and tie it to the other end of the stick, and toss the rope over a beam in your barn.  Tie the weight to it so that the stick points upward. Strip naked.  Attach the clothespins to your nipples.  Straddle the stick and move down to the end away from the wall.  Your pussy should push the stick downward and lift the weight off the ground.  You may use your hands to get into proper position.  Once there stay in position for twenty minutes.  Keep your hands clasped behind your head or behind your back.
 
    
 
   Twenty minutes can seem like a really really long time.  Especially when you’re stark naked and there is a thick wooden dowel between your legs.
 
    
 
   It was about two o’clock yesterday when I gathered up all the supplies I would need for my assignment.  Fortunately most of it was out in the barn.  I added just one thing: a kitchen timer.  It made sense since I wasn’t sure I was going to be able keep the time in my head.  I moved everything I needed into the back right hand corner of the barn under the loft and proceeded to tie the shovel handle I scavenged to the back wall at just the right height.  Actually, I tied it just a bit lower than belly button height and the reason was because I knew the whole thing would be better that way.  It’s a question about angles.  See, for this to work right, the shovel handle would need to be angled up towards me.   That way the contact point would be farther forward.  
 
    
 
   Anyway, I got the rope tied to both ends of the shovel handle and then got out one of my dad’s old twenty five pound weights.  I tied it on and in moments I had a very nice little self rigged wooden pony.  To be honest, it looked awesome.  As much as I crave riding these things you would have thought I would have done something like this before.  Without me on it, the shovel handle was pointing upward at the cross beam at almost a forty five degree angle.  The weight swayed slightly a few feet above the ground.  My heart was trembling in excitement and I was already very wet as I took off my clothes, leaving my pile of boots, socks, blue jeans, panties, shirt and bra on a bale of hay.  Next I picked up my two clothespins, positioned them carefully on my breasts, and let them close.  A little crush of pain exploded in my chest and I gasped.  Ooohh…I love clothespins!  I grabbed the timer and set it to twenty three minutes (a few extra to get on and settled!).
 
    
 
   I stepped up to the pony and pushed down on it, watching as the weight rose up to almost my height.  Gingerly I mounted it, just like I do with my horses, my hands pushing down on the shovel handle.  Then, once I was in the correct position, I slowly decreased the pressure I was putting on the handle.  I watched the weight drop a bit and then I felt the handle between my legs.  Like I suspected, tilting the shovel handle moved the pressure point a bit further forward so that the wooden dowel pressed up right on my sex.  I shifted a little because with the angle, it also slipped just a bit into my pussy and I reached down and spread the petals.  
 
    
 
   Can you say soaked?  I was wet and slippery almost from the moment I started.  At first, I just felt the pressure.  But after maybe a minute or two I started to feel a bit of discomfort.  I’ve ridden real wooden ponies before and enough makeshift ones to know right off where I stand.  I knew almost immediately that this one was only going to be uncomfortable.  It wasn’t going to hurt.  Not really.  I think the problem was the nature of the beast.  See, because one end was weighted and applying pressure upward, it didn’t matter if I was on tip toe or not.  That meant that while I might be able to change the pressure point, I wasn’t going to be able to relieve the pressure.  It’s the up and down movement of your body that makes “riding” the pony so much fun to watch.  As your calves tremble in exhaustion, you have no option but to lower yourself back down on the point, letting it dig into your pussy.  Eventually you can’t even lift yourself up and so you settle down, begin to pump your hips, rocking back and forward in an effort to change the pressure point.  This is why it’s called “riding” the pony.  Frankly, it looks a lot like riding a real horse.
 
    
 
   So I stood there and even found myself going up and down on tip toe a few times.  It changed the pressure point.  Juices began leaking downward along the shovel handle and it wasn’t long before I was sliding slightly.  Whenever I rose up on point, the wooden dowel would slip deeper into my sex and I would thrust my hips forward, desperate.  It was tough to keep my hands behind my back.  I kept looking down past the two clothespins dangling and jiggling from my breasts and had to seriously ignore the desire to reach around to my clit and do a little frantic rubbing.  
 
    
 
   At about ten minutes I was starting to get sore.   My crotch was aching and I was literally humping the pony in a desperate and pointless attempt to orgasm.  I wish I had brought my cuffs with me, and maybe my collar. I could have attached my wrists to my neck and prevented what happened next.  I couldn’t help myself.  I brought my hands around.  My left went to my breasts and started playing with the clothespins.  The right went down to my crotch, found my clit, and began doing what really needed doing.
 
    
 
   I think a minute or two later I was done.  I cried out in orgasm, thrusting back and forth on the shovel handle.  The weight on the end of the rope was jiggling and bouncing like crazy, but I didn’t care.  All that mattered was the massive explosion I was experiencing.  It was really awesome.  It was very wet, very intense, and wild.  All at the same time.  
 
    
 
   The pony didn’t really bother me that much during the last couple of minutes.  The pressure was uncomfortable, yes.  But due to the rush of adrenaline and endorphins flooding my brain, it was a mild discomfort.  Maybe if the pony had been solidly mounted it would have been worse.  In fact I know it would have been.  When the timer dinged I pushed down on the wood, and stepped off.  True, I was glad to be off the thing, but it wasn’t so bad.
 
    
 
   In retrospect, I should have just tied the other end straight to the beam with none of this weight crap.  Then it would have been a “true” wooden pony.
 
    
 
   But hey, we learn from our mistakes, don’t we?  And I still had a phenomenal orgasm, so I guess everything worked out for the best, right?
 
    
 
   LOL.  Somehow I have a feeling I’ll be doing this one again, but with a few key differences.  Talk to ya tomorrow!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Another Spanking
 
    
 
   Wednesday, May 12, 2010
 
    
 
   I know most of you read Michael’s little note about me being sick.  I’ve had a tough couple of weeks I admit.  First there was getting my wisdom teeth out.  Ouch.  That kept me down for about a week and a half, and then, just as I was getting back on my feet I got hit by a major spring cold.  That kept me down for a full week as well, and then there was my time of the month...and it was just BLECH!  And now there is the issue of all the chores I have to do around the farm!  I’m swamped!
 
    
 
   So basically I have to cut down.  Not because I’m giving up on being a nympho pain humiliation slut, but because I don’t have the TIME to be one.  I talked to Michael and he’s cool with me cutting back a bit, though I admit he is encouraging me to be as prolific as possible.  In any event I’m going to do my best to at least do one assignment a week during this spring and summer.  More if possible.  So keep your eyes open and if you have suggestions let me hear ‘em!
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: Proceed to your stripping spot with your bottom plug, a halter top, mini-skirt, and high heels.  Change into the halter, mini-skirt, and heels.  No panties or bra.  You will then lubricate and insert the plug into your bottom.  You will then find three different guys (individually) who you have never met before, and explain to them that you are a bad girl and need to be punished.  Ask each of them to give you ten spanks on your bottom.  You can barter sexual services in exchange for spankings.  Also, remember Michael’s rule about being bare breasted when spanked.
 
    
 
   It was a Wednesday afternoon when I did this and I started with my normal transformative process, which meant that I had to change out of my blue jean shorts and tee shirt into something more appropriate for this assignment.  Namely, the halter top, mini-skirt, and high heels.  I did this in my usual fashion: sneaking everything I needed out of the house and into the truck.  Then I drove to my new stripping spot (a slightly busier road than the one behind my farm) and proceeded to do my thing.
 
    
 
   When you’re wearing cowboy boots, shorts, panties, bra, and a tee shirt, and you’re getting into even less, it doesn’t take that much time to get changed.  I managed to do it without anyone seeing anything delectable, though I did get two very odd looks from people passing by.  But since each time I was mostly dressed, it didn’t really matter.  See, what really needs to happen is very specific orders that keep me naked at the front of the truck for an extended period of time.  Maybe.  LOL whatever, right?
 
    
 
   I then got back into my truck and got out my bottom plug.  I really have to admit that I’m not a fan.  Since I wasn’t wearing any panties, the only real impediment to putting the plug in was lubrication.  Fortunately I brought my tube of KY Jelly with me and I quickly had a nice thin coat applied.  It took a bit of maneuvering, but I got it in place and then let my body weight do the rest, setting a rather thick, uncomfortable four inch deep, three inch wide plug into my rear end.  Thank you very much.
 
    
 
   I know I’ve said this before, but I’ll say it again.  I’m not a fan of butt plugs.  I can’t help thinking I’m walking funny, and as I headed into the mall I concentrated on not letting my hips swing wider than usual, or to wobble.  It was hard and probably I looked funny just by concentrating on NOT looking funny.  Maybe people thought I just wasn’t used to walking in high heels.  I wear four inchers, but I’m really stable in them.  Kari kept me in high heels a lot when we were in college.
 
    
 
   I didn’t go to my usual mall; too many girl stores.  I knew I needed something a little gender neutral, or even trending toward males.  I knew exactly what I was looking for.  Single guys who would be willing to met out a little bit of hand-on-ass action for as little from me as possible.  I found my first target almost immediately: a perfume shop where a rather attractive Indian guy was standing alone.  Even better, no one was in the shop and there was clearly a back room.  Excellent prospects.
 
    
 
   Entering the store I immediately went up to him. No name tag but he was very attentive.  I got shown several different perfumes.  Everything was over priced, and none of it was real perfume, but I actually found some I liked, and for a reasonable price!  As we walked over to the cash register I gave him my million dollar please douse me in perfume and screw my brains out smile.
 
    
 
   “I’ll make a deal with you,”  I said.  He looked at me suspiciously.  “I’ll buy this perfume if you’re willing to spank me ten times on my bottom.”
 
    
 
   The look on his face!  It was like I asked him to set his hair on fire or something!  
 
    
 
   “You mean I spank you and you get the perfume?” he asked, clearly confused, his cute accent getting thicker.  Hopefully as thick as his cock would be shortly.
 
    
 
   I shook my head.  “Nope.  I’m not going to buy the perfume unless you take me into the back room, bend me over, and spank me silly.”  I leaned over getting a lot closer.  “On my bare bottom,” I whispered.
 
    
 
   His eyes widened into large white saucers and he nodded imperceptibly.  I grinned and stepped around the counter, grabbed his hand, and led him into what could arguably be the most disorganized storage room in the history of retail.
 
    
 
   It took almost a full minute for us to find a decent place for me to bend over and it ended up being a stack of cardboard boxes filled with clinking bottles.  He got up right behind me as I flipped my skirt up, showing him my entire rear end, my shaved pussy, and the base of the bottom plug.
 
    
 
   “What the fuck is that?” he asked me.
 
    
 
   “That’s my bottom plug.  So just spank me!”  I said.  Just in time I remembered that my breasts were supposed to be bare as well, so I tugged up my halter, letting each one swing free.
 
    
 
   You would have thought he would go easy on me, right?  Not in the least.  It was a butt blistering, hand warming, turn the slut’s ass red, walloping.  I actually got to the point where I was hissing.  On the tenth stroke I was clenching hard, my muscles burning around the plug and I straightened.  I’m glad I did.  It was pretty clear he was about to smack me again.  I gave him a beaming smile, twitched my skirt back down while his eyes were focused on my breasts, and then pulled my halter top into place, covering my chest.
 
    
 
   “Now, I want to buy that perfume.”  We went back out and he actually gave me a nice discount.  What a sweetie!  So carrying my perfume, walking slightly askew, with my rear end about as hot as my pussy, I went back out into the mall and began looking for my next target.
 
    
 
   And oddly enough, that’s where he was, in Target!  He was the perfect nerd taking a few moments to browse through the software aisle.  See, when you’re a nympho pain humiliation slut you have to know you’re hunting grounds.  He was just a tad bit over weight, wore glasses, khaki shorts, a tee shirt, and could barely believe it when I went over, said hello, and introduced myself.
 
    
 
   We made small talk for a few moments and then I asked him if he would be willing to do me a favor.  He agreed immediately.  I guess being a girl has got some power.
 
    
 
   “Would you be willing to give me a spanking?  Ten smacks to be precise?”  
 
    
 
   You should have seen his jaw drop.  I guess he wasn’t expecting that kind of request, but who can blame him.  Does it really happen all that often?  He waffled though, just a bit, so I sweetened the deal by pulling my halter down and flashing my breasts for just a second.  
 
    
 
   “I promise I won’t wear this!” I whispered.
 
    
 
   He looked around wildly.  “Where?”  
 
    
 
   I had already scouted things out and I knew of a nice little place right outside the mall entrance where it would be unlikely for us to be disturbed.  I took his hand, lead him out of the store, turned left, and then pulled him into a loading dock and then behind a huge green electrical transformer.  Once there I gave him one of my million watt “please smack me hard” smiles, pulled down my halter top, grabbed his hands, and let him go to town on my breasts.
 
    
 
   I have to admit, I like it when guys suck on me like that.  It feels good, erotic, and makes me feel desirable.  After a minute or two, I pushed him gently off me, turned around, put my hands on the electrical box, and stuck my rear end out.  He lifted my skirt, gasped and touched the plug, which was nestled nicely between two already bright pink cheeks..
 
    
 
   “Is that a…” his voice trailed off.
 
    
 
   I nodded. “Yep, my butt plug.  Now give me ten spanks please!”  I asked.
 
    
 
   He didn’t hit me as hard as the perfume guy, but he did the job.  I had to grit my teeth to keep from crying out and I’m sure I moaned plenty loud enough.  The heat was intense and to be honest, I was close to creaming right there.  I admit, I seriously thought about letting him fuck me silly, but I decided that I wasn’t quite ready.  But I’m not a cruel girl, so when he was done I turned back around, pushed him against the wall, got his cock out, and gave him a full throated, full service blowjob – Breanne style!  When he was done spurting and I was done swallowing, he sagged against the wall.  I stood up, pulled my shirt down, gave him a soft peck on the cheek, and left him there with a soft “see ya!”  He followed, asking for my name and number but I just gave him a small smile and gave him the address of Michael’s blog.  I’m so cruel.  If you’re reading this by the way, Big Guy, I hope you really enjoyed it!
 
    
 
   My mall wanderings took me all over as I searched for my next tormentor.  Twenty minutes later as I walked past another entrance/exit, I spied a possible opportunity.  There, on the corner, right by the entrance, was a military recruitment office.  I could see into the space and a couple of the offices were dark, but there were two or three still lit.  Wondering if I could get away with it, I went to the glass door, pulled it open, and found myself inside a slightly odd scented office.  I ignored the various posters encouraging me to travel to distant places, meet interesting people, and kill them, and instead found myself facing a very attractive man wearing a khaki uniform with plenty of shiny badges and buttons and patches.
 
    
 
   It’s not often I’m embarrassed immediately by what I am.  I’m used to getting looks.  But the way this man looked at me suddenly made me ashamed to be wearing the short little mini skirt and the halter top.  I felt…unworthy for some reason.  I have no idea why.  In retrospect it could be because I have a lot of respect for the military. My dad was in the army and I’ve always admired those men and women who serve our country that way.  So I stood there for a moment, feeling as if I were being taken apart by this officer’s gaze.
 
    
 
   “Can I help you, Miss?” he asked.  He was unfailingly polite, an officer and a gentleman.  I licked my lips nervously and considered just walking out.  But then I took a deep breath and steeled my nerves.
 
    
 
   “Actually, yes sir.”  It’s always good to add a sir, whether you’re talking to a domineering Master who wants to whip you, or an officer of the United States Military.  “I’ve been a bad girl and I was wondering if you would be willing to spank me.”
 
    
 
   The words came out in a rush, followed by a deep breath that made my breasts bounce.  I put on my most innocent, patient, doe-eyed look, lowered my eyelashes, and batted my eyes.
 
    
 
   The officer didn’t reply and just stood there for a moment.  To his credit, he didn’t have the wild eyed look of either the perfume guy or the nerd.   He seemed to be thinking. Hard. 
 
    
 
   “If you’ll wait just a moment miss,” he said suddenly and then turned, walking back into the maze of offices behind him.  The next thing I knew there were two men walking toward me.  The new guy was wearing all white and was even handsomer than the first guy!
 
    
 
   “Would you mind repeating what you just said to me?” my khaki clad officer said again, giving me a beaming smile.
 
    
 
   Suspicion rolled through me, but then I realized that I hadn’t done anything illegal.  It wasn’t like I was trying to bribe someone.  These weren’t law enforcement officers.  What would be the worst that could happen?
 
    
 
   “I’ve been a very bad girl,” I stated softly, still trying to look innocent.  “And I was wondering if you gentlemen would be willing to give me ten spanks each on my bare bottom.”
 
    
 
   The two men looked at each other again and I could see the mental exchange going on between them.  I’ve heard that men in uniform frequently think the same way.  The man in white turned toward me and motioned toward the offices.
 
    
 
   “If you’ll come this way miss, there is a conference room in the back.”  I nodded and stepped forward.  I heard a click behind me as the main door to the recruiter’s office was locked.  I ignored it and walked in front of the white clad guy until I found myself in a small but nicely furnished conference room.  A large table that could seat six sat in the center and there were the usual audio/visual accoutrements designed to persuade teenage kids that a military life is cool and awesome.
 
    
 
   Then I was alone with both of them, the door of the conference room closed.  They stood there, almost at attention, watching me, waiting for me to take the first step.  I knew exactly what I had to do.  I grabbed hold of the bottom of my halter top, pulled it up, baring my breasts.  I took the halter top off too, dropping it on the conference table.  My full and noticeably aroused nipples were definitely on their radar screens.   They didn’t say anything, just watched.  Then I pushed my mini-skirt down.  Now I was totally naked with the exception of my black high heels.  I turned around and bent over the table, waiting for the exclamatory “what the fuck is that?” question.
 
    
 
   Evidently, butt plugs are nothing new to members of the armed forces.  Either that or it didn’t surprise them.  I closed my eyes, waiting, but not for long.  I felt gentle fingers stroking my bottom, my thighs, and my back.  Just as I was softly moaning in pleasure, I felt the hardest swat I had yet endured explode against my rear end.  I think I yelped once, rocking forward.  The khaki officer lifted his hand and swung again, turning another butt cheek a nice shade of crimson.  Heat and pain seemed to radiate through me like a freight train going through a tunnel.  The other officer in white came closer and I ignored the building sexual tension between my legs and reached out, stroking what was obviously a hardened cock beneath his bleached trousers.  I managed to help him loosen his belt despite that next smack against my rear end that had me gasping.  It felt as if the plug had been driven deeper by an additional eight inches.  
 
    
 
   To be honest, I was a little scared to try a blow job as I was being spanked, especially as hard as I was being hit.  So I licked and stroked him, concentrating on circling the large purplish cock tip in between the shock and awe being applied to my derrière.  The number of strokes I received kind of faded into a pattern of lick, suck, spank and then it seemed I was done.  At least for a moment.  As I twisted across the table in order to get a better mouthful of cock, I felt something against my soaked pussy.  It was like sliding a new round into the open breach of a gun.  I groaned as I felt the cock move inside me, stroking me as the heat radiated from my rear.  
 
    
 
   It didn’t take long to build up a rhythm.  My world narrowed to two military style cocks impaling me front and back.  It was awesome.  What was really cool was the fact that I still had the butt plug inside me.  That changed a few things inside.  I was really close to cumming myself when the one behind me exploded. I felt it.  He got rock hard, like granite and then there was this tremble inside me and then a rapid jerking.  
 
    
 
   He pulled out and I concentrated on sucking the cock in front of me.  But then the white clad officer pulled away and they switched positions.  Suddenly the khaki guy was in front of me with a semi-soft dick.  I opened my mouth, expecting to taste myself, but discovered he must have been wearing a condom since I could only detect the flavor of his cum.  I murmured my approval and took him into my mouth, working him softly.
 
    
 
   Meanwhile, the cock I had been sucking before suddenly was rammed into my pussy.  It was a very deep, penetrating thrust that rocked me forward.  My thighs bumped into the table edge and I’ve noticed two thin blue lines where the bruises have formed.  I spent another ten minutes in that position while the one behind me came and the one in my mouth got hard again.
 
    
 
   I have to tell you, as hot as I was, as desperate as I was, I still didn’t cum.  Not sure why, though I can hazard a guess.  I think it was too vanilla.  To much fucking and sucking and not enough spanking.  I guess I’ve gotten to the point where I NEED something harder.  So as soon as the officer in white finished inside me I turned and told him he needed to spank me as well.
 
    
 
   The next thing I knew he was standing beside me, rather than behind, with his left hand under my thigh, fingers buried in my pussy while his right hand began tapping out a hard pattern on my rear end.  It was awesome.  With each stroke he lifted me up, pinching my clit and driving his fingers in deep.  I have to admit, by the time he was done I was a wet, totally satisfied girl, reeling from my orgasm.  It was incredible.
 
    
 
   I got fucked again after that.  The khaki guy was ready for seconds and I just kind of laid there and moaned as he invaded my personal space repeatedly.  When his mission was accomplished and he finally withdrew, I stood up, slowly pulled myself together and got dressed again.
 
    
 
   Would you believe that they then tried to get me to join the military?  I won’t go into the details, but I explained about some of my responsibilities at home, certain proclivities and such.  Eventually they let me out and I headed for home, assignment finished.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   How Many Guys Does It Take To Shave A Pussy?
 
    
 
   Monday, May 17, 2010
 
    
 
   Last  Assignment: (Assigned by Mistress Ellen) Find four guys who have never seen you naked and do not know you and ask them to shave your pussy.  Use whatever means necessary to coerce them into cooperating.
 
    
 
   From the first moment I had a pretty good idea what this assignment was about, and how I was going to do it.  I mean it was fairly obvious from the beginning that Mistress Ellen intended me to get gangbanged.  I think the whole shaving thing was just a ruse to get me in one place with four guys, naked, with my legs spread.  But regardless of ulterior motives, or me seeing them, it was still an order, and one that I was anticipating with a great deal of excitement.
 
    
 
   The very first thing I did from the moment I got this assignment was too stop shaving.  Normally I keep myself shaved bare.  I like it better being shaved.  It feels nice.  Guys like it and are much more inclined to use their mouth.  It’s sexy.  And it just makes me feel good.  So last week I just trimmed.  It didn’t take long to get a pretty decent patch of fur that I was DYING to get rid of.  Sunday afternoon seemed like the perfect time, so I got in my truck with the appropriate gear and headed out to my destination.
 
    
 
   First though I stopped and changed.  This was done expediently at the front of my truck on a quiet back road behind my farm.  I stripped out of my boots, socks, jean shorts, panties, tee shirt, and bra, and slithered into a soft black dress with a really low cut neckline and a really high cut hemline.  To be honest, I hadn’t worn that dress in years.  It still looked good though.  Farm work is probably the best diet you can be on.
 
    
 
   So off I went to my destination, which was a sports bar/restaurant that’s known for their barbecue wings.  I hope I’m not being too specific here.  I knew what I was looking for: four or five guys in a group, having dinner or a beer, no girls with them, and who all looked clean and neat.  It was a tough list of requirements, but I figured I could meet them.  I already had picked a hotel nearby and I even went and checked out a room.  It cost me fifty bucks, but it worked out.
 
    
 
   Once I got to the restaurant I went to the bar and ordered a diet coke.  That began what ended up being a two hour wait.  Oh sure, I saw a couple of possible groups.  But in each case there was just something that didn’t sit right with me.  Finally the right group of guys came in.  They looked like they were in college, maybe even working on graduate degrees.  They ordered their food, got some beer and were about halfway through when I finally summoned the courage to approach their table.
 
    
 
   The approach was perfect, as was my greeting, and it got me what I was looking for: an extra seat at the table.  I guess it helped that my breasts were practically falling out of my dress.  Or more accurately, my dress was falling off my breasts.  We chatted for a bit, I learned their names and then I asked them if they would be willing to help me out with a bit of a problem.
 
    
 
   There was instant accommodation, without even knowing what my problem was! I love chivalry.  Finally Greg (who was kind of the leader) asked what I needed.  I licked my lips and said it very clearly.
 
    
 
   “I was wondering if you four guys would be willing to come back with me to my hotel room and shave my pussy for me.”
 
    
 
   I’m getting really used to surprised looks.  Doesn’t this stuff happen to anyone?  Am I like the only slut in the world?  You’d think I asked them all to strip naked in the parking lot and cut off their testicles while dancing to the Macarena!  It took a few minutes to reassure them I was on the level and that I had a room.  It finally took me grabbing Greg and Ed’s hands, pulling them to my lap, and slipping them up under my dress.  I was already wet and after a quick finger fucking and then me doing a little finger sucking, they finished their meal, paid the bill, and we split up and headed in different cars to my hotel room.
 
    
 
   Since we formed a caravan we didn’t loose anyone, and besides, I had given the entire cadre my room number.  We all went in laughing, teasing, and I was being passed around for kisses and groping like a bag of chips.  Eventually I ended up on the bed, on my knees, while Chuck and Ed sat in the chairs by the window, Greg lay down next to me, and Caleb was setting out my shaving kit.
 
    
 
   I had brought my razor, my cream, and there were plenty of towels and washcloths.  Caleb very thoughtfully ran the water warm and I proceeded to perform a very professional strip tease for my willing audience.  It didn’t take long. When all you’re wearing is a slinky dress and nothing else, stripping is sorta quick.  Shortly I was naked, laying spread eagled on the bed, while Greg and Caleb moved down to do the mowing.
 
    
 
   Damn.  That was crude, wasn’t it?  It wasn’t the best shave I’ve ever had, nor the closest, but they got the job done and I wasn’t even nicked or bleeding when they finished.  I was cleaned, patted dry, and then I was reaching for belt buckles and zippers.  I had Greg’s cock in my mouth when I felt another behind me.  Since I had already poured out a handful of condoms onto the table, evidently the guys had gotten the message pretty clearly.  In moments I was being double fucked, my mouth wide open, wrapped around cock.
 
    
 
   I’d give you a step by step recounting, except for the fact that until the end, it was very vanilla.  Each of the guys screwed my brains out, marveling in the fact that I kept going, taking each of them in turn.  I know that all of them came at least twice and I’m pretty sure that a few of them came more than that.  After two or so hours I ended up with only Greg and Chuck remaining behind to continue our evening of wild sex.  
 
    
 
   Then to my astonishment, I felt something a bit different.  Looking down I saw Chuck pushing the handle of my hairbrush up into my pussy.  It felt incredible.  Thick, strong, hard, unyielding.  So very different from cock.  He rammed it into me hard and it changed everything.  I screamed out my pleasure and I guess they realized that I was a bit of deviant masochist.
 
    
 
   Next thing I knew my nipples were being pinched hard, my breasts were slapped, my rear end was being smacked, and I was cumming.  I think my final orgasm came when one of them unplugged the lamp and actually stuck the electric cord into my pussy.  Oh, don’t worry, there wasn’t any electricity in it, but it felt incredible.  Something new for my list too!  I came.  Hard.  Finally I lay gasping while Chuck and Greg finished up, screwing the pretty slut silly.
 
    
 
   I took two showers then.  First with Chuck and then with Greg.  Both were fun and it mostly involved talking.  A lot of it was planning our next gangbang, but I managed to avoid anything specific in the way of committing to something.  In the end I gave them both my email address and sent them on their way.  
 
    
 
   Clean up and packing was easy.  I really didn’t have anything.  I plugged the lamp back in, got dressed in my jean shorts and tee shirt and dropped the keys off at the front desk.  Then I headed for home.
 
    
 
   So this week I have to look forward to that damn rope trick Master Brandon is planning.  I’m doing it on Thursday, but we’ll see.  Worse, I completely lost my bid to moderate the assignment to make it a bit easier on my poor pussy.  I even asked another dom what he thought about the whole thing and he sided with Master Brandon!  Can you believe that?
 
    
 
   So until next week!  See ya!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   A Knotty Rope Walk
 
    
 
   Monday, May 24, 2010
 
    
 
   Last Assignment: (Assigned by Master Brandon) You will get out the rope with knots you used several weeks ago.  Take a bottle of lemon juice and a bottle of Tabasco sauce and randomly soak ten knots for each fluid.  Then tie the rope at belly button height and use the ratchet puller to tighten it.  Get your pad lock and put the key on the wall above where you’ve tied the rope.  Strip naked and put on your collar, ankle cuffs, and wrist cuffs.  Attach your alligator nipple clamps to your nipples. Lock your wrist cuffs to the collar with the padlock.  Straddle the rope and proceed to walk across the barn with the rope between your legs.  When you get the key, you can unlock yourself and get off the rope.
 
    
 
   Sunday afternoon things were pretty quiet. It was a hot day outside, I had gotten most of my chores done, and everyone in the house had settled down to watch afternoon television and let the sleepy after lunch feelings of lethargy work their magic.  That is why I decided that it would be a perfect time to accomplish a task I’ve been putting off for weeks.
 
    
 
   Many of you might recall my last little adventure on a rope.  I spent a brutal amount of time rubbing myself raw as I slowly traversed a hundred or so feet of inch thick, scratchy hemp rope from one wall of our barn to the other, with my ankles and wrists cuffed together, along with a collar that kept my hands locked under my chin.  The reason it was so tough was because I made a disastrous mistake when tying the rope.  I put it at belly button height, and because I was worried about the rope drooping, I used one of our ratchet straps to attach one end to the barn wall, pulling it tight.  I pulled it too tight actually and ended up removing any of the normal play in the rope as well.  Thus I almost sawed myself in half while crossing it.
 
    
 
   Evidently my discomfort and subsequent orgasm and agony struck a nerve and Master Brandon wanted a repeat; an exact repeat, except with a few changes.  Since I mentioned the abrasions I suffered in certain sensitive parts, he added a few twists to the new assignment.  Thus the lemon juice and Tabasco sauce liberally soaking several of the knots.  I too asked for the assignment to be moderated: either lower the rope or get rid of the ratchet.  Master Brandon declined.  I even put up a poll to see what you guys thought.  Thanks to all of you who voted by the way.  The results were…um…disappointing.  A bunch of you voted for either the rope to be lowered, or the ratchet to be dispensed with, but the votes didn’t add up to counter the “do it the way Master Brandon wants” selection.  What’s wrong with you people?
 
    
 
   I even spoke to a few other of my online doms and dommes to get their opinion.  Some didn’t want to mess with another Master’s assignment.  Master Stone supported Master Brandon’s right to make the assignment and Master Mark only asked me “does it actually violate any of your limits?”  Oops.  No, technically it doesn’t.  So that ended the debate.  As everyone probably also knows, I had to delay this assignment for a couple of weeks.  Between getting my wisdom teeth out, the horrible cold I had, not to mention things picking up and me spending a whole lot of time either with animals or plowing, I just haven’t had time.  Master Brandon wrote me two days ago and added nipple clamps as punishment for me taking so long to complete the assignment.  Well damn, that will teach me, right?  Sigh….
 
    
 
   So Sunday afternoon I made me way out to the barn with a large bag loaded with all the stuff I was going to need.  I had my cuffs, my collar, the lemon juice and Tabasco, and even my metal toothed alligator nipple clamps – the really painful ones.  I am going to admit right from the start that I was dreading the whole thing, but that I was also super soaked.  I’ve told a number of various masters and mistresses over the years that it’s not about whether I enjoy a particular torment or pleasure; it’s about if I cum.  Do I LIKE pain?  Nope.  Do I CRAVE it when I’m super horny?  Totally.  I’m not sure what that makes me.  A sexual masochist?  Maybe? I have no clue.  Maybe it just means I’m a pervert.  Oh well…
 
    
 
   Once in the barn I got out the rope from the small locker I threw it in two months ago.  Time had done nothing to harm it and I pulled it out, leaving it in the tight coil I had wrapped it in.  I set it down on a hay bale and grabbed the lemon and Tabasco and began randomly, liberally, soaking ten different knots for each sauce.  To be honest, the rope had about a hundred and ten knots or so.  It was easy to tell which ones had Tabasco on them, but the lemon juice was impossible to see.  When I was done, I put away the bottles and got the rope tied.
 
    
 
   I tied it at belly button height to the back wall and then tugged the rope across the barn floor.  At the other end I attached the ratchet at the same height as I had the first time, snagged the hook through the loop at the end of the rope that I had tied last time, and tugged the whole thing tight enough that I could have practically sat on the thing and had it support my weight.  In retrospect, that’s almost what I was doing, wasn’t it?
 
    
 
   Once the rope was ready I hung the keys to my small padlock on the wall next to the where the ratchet was attached.  Then I moved back to the other side of the barn and proceeded to get ready.  I was wearing flip flops, which I kicked off easily, and then I slid my denim short shorts down.  My panties went next, followed by my tee shirt and bra.  I stood there naked, shivering slightly from the sensation of exposure.  One thing that was immediately better was the temperature.  Last time I did this it was around sixty eight degrees in the barn.  This time it was closer to ninety. It makes a difference, trust me.
 
    
 
   I put on my ankle cuffs.  These are just simple foam cuffs I got from a novelty shop ages ago.  It’s all Velcro, but it holds pretty good.  I clipped one of my long chains to a metal D link embedded in the side.  I put on my slave collar, which was actually just a dog collar (which to be honest is a little more embarrassing) and then got my cuffs on.  Finally I strung my nipple clamps, which were on a chain, over my shoulders, grabbed the padlock, and stepped over the rope.
 
    
 
   The sensation of that thick scratchy cord almost immediately slipping up between my labia made me stand on tip toe and tighten every muscle in my pussy and bottom.  I dreaded moving. I wiggled my hips a bit and actually pushed down on the rope, making sure the petals of my flower weren’t pinched.  Settled as best as I could, I bent over and clipped my ankle chain so that both of my feet were connected.  No getting off the rope for me, not without a painful tumble.  It also prevented me from taking big steps.
 
    
 
   Next I put on the nipple clamps.  I have four different sets of clamps, not to mention all the clothespins I keep in my desk drawer and in my toybox.  I’ve got a simple set of plastic clamps that really don’t hurt in any way, shape, or form.  I’ve got some Japanese clamps that tighten the more they’re tugged, a pair of duckbilled clamps with little rubber tips that can be individually tightened or loosened, and of course a pair of metal alligator toothed clamps that look like they came from an electrician’s tool box.  These are perhaps the absolute worst ones.  They don’t squeeze as tight as either the Japanese clamps or the duck billed clamps, but the alligator clamps, if left on too long, actually BITE me.  They can really hurt.  But I guess that’s why I like them.
 
    
 
   I’m pretty sure I hissed when I let the clamps close on my nipples, but the little shocks of pain didn’t really overwhelm the pressure and itch I was feeling between my legs, and I wasn’t even moving yet.  Finally, I clipped my wrist cuffs together, brought them to my chin, and then spent a frustrating minute or two getting the padlock through both metal D links in the wrist cuffs.  When I was finished I checked everything. There was no easy way to remove my collar, the padlock, or the wrist or ankle cuffs unless I had the key.  Granted, I could have struggled a bit and eventually ripped the Velcro open, but it would take me a while.  I COULD get loose if I absolutely needed to, but it would be a challenge. 
 
    
 
   Oh, I guess I should mention one more thing.  I was backward.
 
    
 
   Yep, backward.  Why backward you ask?  Because Master Brandon never said which way I had to walk across the rope, and since he wouldn’t bend on the height or tension of the cord, I decided that having each knot strike my anus first and THEN slide through my pussy to strike my clit was far better than slowly moving forward.  Had I done it that way it would have meant having the knot strike my clit, and then tug it painfully downward, dragging my clit along with the knot until it practically tore loose.  
 
    
 
   See?  There are ways for creative slaves to deal with even evil punishments. Right?
 
    
 
   I started my journey, shuffling backwards and I only made it a few inches before I felt the first knot touch near the top of my butt crack.  Yuck, that sounds…totally unsexy, but what else do you call it?  I pushed a little, rose up on tip toe to relieve a little of the pressure, and began the process of pushing my way over the knot.  I felt it drag through my buttocks, down to scratch and rub against my anus, and then it got dragged across my perineum and up into my pussy.  The knot actually entered me a bit which caused a pretty intense wave of pleasure before the knot popped back out of my entrance and slid up through my labia.  It stung of course.  Then it hit my clit.  I quivered.  I gasped.  I shook.  I almost came.
 
    
 
   And then the knot was an inch in front of me and I kept moving.  Two more baby steps brought me to the second knot and I repeated the process, this time wincing slightly as I felt my slightly tender skin react to the abrasive rope and the large knot being dragged along my crotch.  Again, I almost came when the knot hit my clit and I moaned out loud.  I kept moving, finding the next two knots even more intense.  
 
    
 
   The fifth knot however was a different story.  Just after the knot had popped up into me, fucking me just that tiny bit to keep me excited and inflamed, I felt a sensation like little prickles.  As the knot scratched at my petals and then dug into my clit, I suddenly felt as if my whole pussy was on fire.  I gasped, shaking, trembling as I my thighs literally jumped.  I pulled against my collar and the padlock, wanting to reach down between my legs.  I looked at the knot, but it wasn’t red colored, so I assumed that I had finally found one of the lemon soaked knots.  Evidently the lemon juice was reacting to the miniscule scratches I was inflicting upon myself and I couldn’t help wincing as the pain rushed through my loins.  I admit, it was so sharp that it actually reduced my sexual arousal.  I stood there, trembling for a minute or so, before the stinging slowly disappeared.  When I was ready, I kept going.
 
    
 
   It was another four or five knots before I encountered another juiced bump in the rope.  This one was Tabasco and the burning sensation was dramatically different from the lemon juice.  To be honest, it actually wasn’t as bad as the lemon juice.  But it still hurt.  By this time I was riding the edge of orgasmic bliss.  The various knots hurt, lowering my sexual tension, as did the constant abrasion.  But every time one of those knots dipped into my pussy and then popped up against my clit, I felt this surge of lust flush through me, making me want more.  This more than anything kept me going.
 
    
 
   I encountered doctored knots every few feet or so, sometimes together, sometimes as many as ten knots apart. I lost track of how many knots I had taken and started to measure things by how far away I was from the wall.  By the time I estimated I was halfway across, my pussy was burning, my nipples throbbed painfully, and I had come close to cumming like three times.
 
    
 
   This crossing was turning into something very different than my first, almost exclusively due to my choice to go backward.  I’m brilliant.  To be sure, I was still being rubbed raw,  abrading the sensitive spots between my legs. I still FELT it.  But the intense pain I had endured the first time when my clit had been literally dragged along the rope with the knot, pulling on it painfully, was gone.  It made a big difference.  I was able to move much quicker and even deal with the Tabasco and Lemon Juice knots easier.  By the time I was approaching the end of my ordeal, the lemon juice knots were barely causing a sting. I’m not sure if it was because I was inured to it, or that the lemon juice was evaporating, but encountering either of the lemon juice or Tabasco sauced knots wasn’t as bad as it had been at the beginning.
 
    
 
   I came before I made it to the end.  Hard.  It was on this long stretch of un-doctored knots and I had started to move a little quicker.  My butt crack was tender, too tender to be honest, but having those knots strike my clit was so incredible.  Each one would cause me to jump and even relax my legs, pushing down on the rope.  When I felt the surge that was sending me over the edge, I couldn’t help myself.  I pushed myself forward, putting the knot back against my clit, and I literally rubbed myself back and forth, letting the knot stimulate me until I screamed, shaking in orgasmic bliss, my clit chafed raw.
 
    
 
   Finally when I was done cumming I looked back over my shoulder.  About fifteen feet to go.  These were torture.  My clit was so tender that I practically cried when each of the next knots were dragged through my crotch.  And let me be clear about this.  It was THROUGH, not ALONG.  The rope and each knot first spread my bottom, dealt with my clenching muscles, popped into the brown button of my rear end, then moved between my thighs.  It scratched me, a lot.  Then the knot would get stuck slightly in my vagina, right where I like putting toys, including cute guys.  The knot would then pop out of that and get dragged upward through my labia minora and strike my clit.  Worse, my outer lips were pressed inward and got their fair share of attention as well.  Frankly, it burned.
 
    
 
   When I got to the end of the rope I was shaking.  Not with sexual excitement, but with exhaustion and serious discomfort.  Yes, I probably should describe it as actual pain.  I felt as if I had been fucked with a piece of rolled up sandpaper.  While I was still soaked, my personal lubrication was designed to protect my skin from what I had done to it.  Worse, my nipples were in almost the same shape and I could see a little blood blister in one spot were a metal tooth had bitten a bit too deep.
 
    
 
   That’s when I discovered the flaw in my brilliant plan.  I had hung the key to the padlock on the wall, which was now BEHIND ME.  I twisted around and tried to grab the key, but it was very much out of my reach.  I tottered, almost falling several times before I burst into tears.  My pussy burned.  My nipples burned.  And I couldn’t get loose.
 
    
 
   With a thick inch of rope still buried in my pussy and a knot still pressed up against my clit I went about the slow process of freeing myself.  First I struggled to get my hands free.  This took about ten minutes, most of which was trying to get in the right position for the fingers of one hand to find the edge of the Velcro strap which kept the cuff closed.  During this whole endeavor I rode my rope pony, the knot pushing against my clit which excited me a second time.   I felt my second orgasm coming just as I freed my right wrist.  
 
    
 
   You would think I’d immediately free myself right?  But when you are in the throes of budding orgasm, you just don’t think like that. My left wrist was still tucked up under my chin, my legs were together with the rope biting up between them.  I rocked my hips, literally fucking the rope and the knot, working for another clitoral orgasm.  I brought my hand up to my chest, and instead of releasing the clamps, I grabbed the chain and tugged.
 
    
 
   That was enough to send me over the edge.  I cried out again, gasping, shuddering, screaming.  The orgasm rushed through me and I stood shivering, struggling to stay up right while bending my legs and thrusting forward in a skin grinding movement that I paid for later.
 
    
 
   When I was done cumming, I reached behind me, grabbed the cuff key, and unlocked my left hand.  Then I bent over, letting the rope cut even deeper into me as I unclipped my right foot.  Gingerly, I lifted my leg up, pushing down on the rope so that for the first time in an hour and a half I didn’t have it between my legs.  It hurt extracting it and I stepped off my line.  Then I removed the clamps, which added even more pain to the mix. My nipples throbbed as blood rushed back to them and there was even a little trickle where that one metal tooth had actually broken skin.  My hands cupped my breasts as I fell into a pile of hay, hurting, exhausted, and glowing from my orgasms.
 
    
 
   I think I laid there for about half an hour before I finally got up and inspected the damage.  My entire crotch was red, and to be honest with you is still so tender and swollen that I am going to abstain from sex toys for another day or two.  I had some pretty serious scratches that actually were red and the skin was inflamed, probably from the capsicum in the Tabasco.  My clit was actually in pretty good shape, especially when compared to last time, when it was easily the most damaged part of me.  This time, it was my rear end that suffered the most, followed by my perineum.  Can you say “hurts to touch?”  
 
    
 
   I had brought a jar of petroleum jelly out with me so I carefully daubed the worst spots with the gel and then slowly got dressed.  I tried putting on my panties, but was too tender, so I ended up just going commando, pulling my jeans up around me.  That wasn’t much better.  I had to eschew my bra as well. My nipples hurt too much.  I shuffled forward and slowly released the ratchet, trying to ignore the pain between my legs as I coiled up the rope and stowed it back in the locker.  
 
    
 
   Once I had everything cleaned up I sat down and rested.  Every sexual part of me hurt, but I know I got what I wanted.  The question is whether Master Brandon, Master Stone, and Master Mark and everyone else who voted got what they wanted.  Hmmm…I guess its time for another poll. Cool. 
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Preparing The Fireworks
 
    
 
   June 30, 2010
 
    
 
   July Fourth seems to be a pretty important holiday in the minds of some of my fans. I received no less than seven different assignment suggestions from various individuals that ran the gauntlet from ludicrous to amazing. As much as I appreciate the enthusiastic emails, I have to tell jmlmstr56 that I will NOT be inserting lit firecrackers into my pussy, nor am I willing to fuck a lit bottle rocket. I want to actually survive July 4th intact, not necessitate a visit to the ER where I would have to explain what I was doing with a firecracker stuck up my sex. No thank you.

One of my readers, David64, has suggested another rope walk in the barn. While I would certainly be willing to do this, I’ve already done it twice and writing a third description of me getting sawed in half by rough rope while orgasming my way down its length is not the sort of thing that most people want to read again. David, if you want to read about me walking the rope, just read A Knotty Rope Walk. I don’t think we need to revisit that assignment a third time. At least not for a while.  Okay, technically my pussy doesn’t need to revisit that one!

Mistress Sara suggested that I paint my breasts so that it looked like I was wearing a flag patterned breast band. Add some bikini bottoms, flip flops, vibro balls set on medium, and hand out sparklers at one of our local fireworks displays. This certainly has some possibilities. But I’m kind of concerned about kids being present.

I admit, I did like Master Mark’s idea of stripping naked except for a pair of extra high heels, wrapping myself in an American flag, and then standing on the side of the road, waving it like mad whenever cars weren’t close, and quickly wrapping it around myself when they drove past. He also suggested nipple clamps and my anal plug. It has the elegance of being simple yet diabolically and orgasmically stimulating.

Master Brandon has also offered up a possible assignment to celebrate July 4th. He suggests that I make an effort to orgasm thirteen times on July 4th, each time starting off with a different sex toy liberally coated with muscle cream for maximum discomfort. This is supposedly to remind me of the pain the colonists endured during their fight for freedom. I am also to find a willing compatriot who will use a leather belt or sap to give my pussy fifty strokes to symbolize the states of the union.

Master Barrett recommended his own 13 Gun Salute. Master Barrett wants me to find thirteen different guys and let them cum on me. He didn’t really explain how I was to arrange this, so I’m guessing it will involve promised blowjobs, lots of me nude, and probably some sex too. I’m allowed to redress after each guy cums on me, but I’m not allowed to clean up until after “all thirteen guns” have fired. This sounds more like a Japanese holiday. Can anyone say bukkake?

Master Stone also provided me with a suggested assignment, after torturing me mercilessly. After enduring two hours of vibroballs at levels ranging from low to medium, rubber band clamps, and a butt plug coated with muscle cream, I was able to cum twice. Oh yeah, and he gave me a prospective assignment for you to vote on. Master Stone has suggested that I take a pack of hot dogs – frozen hot dogs no less, and see how many I can stuff into my body. And when I say body, let me assure you that Master Stone was very clear that this meant every orifice large enough to take a hot dog.


So there you have it, seven suggestions, though number one and number two are really off the table. Thanks to everyone who emailed me and I’d love to hear your opinion on what to do this Saturday to celebrate Independence Day! Leave a comment below or vote on the poll in the sidebar!
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   July 4th Special Assignment!
 
    
 
   07/07/10

Happy Birthday America! It's Independence Day! Okay...it WAS Independence Day. Two days ago…and I hope everyone celebrated to the best of their ability. I know I did. As everyone probably knows, Michael asked me to solicit a variety of possible assignments to commemorate the founding of our great country. I solicited...oh yes I did, and the suggestions varied from OMG to OMG NO WAY! On Sunday morning at 8am, I opened Michael Alexander's BDSM Blog and checked out the poll on the right hand side. It seems like two of the assignments were the most popular. Winning the pole was Master Brandon's assignment of 13 masturbations with a side order of 50 strokes with a sap on a delicate spot. Master Barrett's assignment of the 13 gun bukkake salute was a close second. All of the assignments were actually pretty cool....except for the fucking firecrackers one. That wasn't so awesome. Interesting, yes. Dangerous, yes. Awesome? Not so much.

Last Thursday, in expectation of eventually having to do Master Brandon's assignment, I took a trip back to my favorite bdsm toystore in north Houston and picked up a leather sap. Don't worry, I wasn't naked this time, but I admit I was tempted. Especially since the clerk recognized me. With my clothes on even. Wow. Impressive. Maybe I SHOULD have stripped naked! Oh well. Opportunities lost are never smart to dwell on. With my new sap I felt ready and prepared for Brandon's rather penetrating and painful Independence Day Assignment!
 
   
Breanne: On Independence Day you will masturbate 13 times to orgasm with a sex toy of your choice, lubricated each time with IcyHot. This is to remember the 13 colonies. At some point during the day you will find a man willing to use a belt or leather sap on your bare pussy for a full 50 strokes. This will symbolize the current fifty states of the union. 
 
   
I was already up and had done my morning chores by the time 8am rolled around. I can tell you that I was already wet, very stimulated, and rather excited about the whole prospect. Not knowing what I was going to be doing for several hours made it even more intense. It was everything I could do to resist masturbating early. I mean seriously, what if Master Barrett’s selection won! I even checked the poll around 5am, right when I woke up and it was tied! I was worried I’d have to do both!

At eight o'clock, I went upstairs to my room, sat down at my desk, and checked the blog poll. My heart jumped into my throat and I realized that I would be having a very very intense, orgasm filled day. Oh yeah. It would hurt too. I knew I'd be seeing fireworks. Lots of them.

The very first thing I did however, was move to my bed. I was barefoot, wearing denim shorts, white bikini style panties, an American flag tee shirt, and a white 36c bra. I squirmed out of my shorts and panties, leaving them in a pile on the floor. Then I followed this disrobing adventure by grabbing hold of my seven inch curved tip vibrator. It was in the night stand drawer rather than my toy box. I'd rather not say why. My tube of muscle cream however, WAS in my toybox and I grabbed that too and then settled down in the middle of the sheets to do my very first session of the assignment. It’s not hard to coat a vibrator with IcyHot. The only question is what to do with the little bit left over on your finger.

I wiped it on my clit.

Then I turned on my vibe, pressed it deftly to my cleft, and allowed the pent up sexual need of the entire morning, of not knowing how I would be tortured, of the various possibilities that had run through my mind, to motivate a fast and confidant entry. It happened. In fact, I hadn’t needed the muscle cream at all. The vibrator would have slid in quickly and unimpeded with just my natural lubrication. But the assignment wasn’t just about fast impalement. It was about the tingle that comes with using the cream.

I guess I need to put my customary warning here. DON’T USE REAL ICY HOT FOR THIS! ICY HOT IS BAD TO USE INSIDE YOURSELF! I use a very different tube of stuff. First of all, its water based so it dissolves away really fast, and second, it doesn’t use a chemical called methyl salicylate, which is what the real IcyHot cream uses. Methyl salicylate is actually poisonous and I’d prefer not to die. In fact, there is a homemade oil that produces something very similar to muscle cream that I call Stinging O that is designed to tingle, but not hurt you. Well, at least not hurt you so bad. Guess I’ll have to make some. 

The cold tingle had already started by the time the vibe was half way in and my entire pussy was tightening in sensual overload by the end of my first strong and deep thrust. My legs were splayed wide apart, my knees bent outward, my inner thighs exposed, and my right hand was frantically working the vibrator in and out while my left hand played with my clit. I think I came in a two or three minutes. How disappointing, right? I thought so too, so I started up again. I pulled the vibrator out, wiped it off with a towel, and put a fresh coating of muscle cream on it.

Then, very very slowly, I pushed it in, making sure to tighten around it, thus scraping all as much of the cream onto the petals of my pussy. My entire crotch tingled, going cold. Then when the vibrator finally penetrated me as deeply as I could manage, the tingling cold turned to steaming heat. I repeated the process, several times, inflicting a super slow insertion followed by a minute or so of my pussy contracting and tightening around the vibrator. Then I went crazy and pummeled myself, thrusting like mad, in and out.

When I was done with my second orgasm my pussy was a bit red, a bit swollen, and more than a bit tender. Plus I was messy. So I cleaned off my vibrator, set it aside in the nightstand drawer, right along with my tube of cream. Then I went and showered.

By nine o’clock I was out of the shower and was in the process of getting dressed. I had decided that one of my short denim skirts and an American flag tee shirt would be appropriate for the day, but as I was getting dressed, a thought kept occurring to me over and over. Can you guess what it was? Yep. I’d like to say that I yielded to temptation, but the truth is that I was ORDERED to fuck myself silly. Thirteen times for the whole day! So my panties came off, my husky dildo came out, and then I grabbed my tube of muscle cream.

This time I was at the computer desk with one leg propped up on the desk, and the other on the bed. Talk about a perverted scene. I mean obscene. Yeah. Coating the husky dildo was a bit more time intensive that doing the vibrator, but putting it in had pretty much the same effect. Except this time, instead of the shuddering tremors of a seven inch vibe, I got to experience my contracting and swelling pussy wrapping around a nine inch long, three inch thick rubber cock, complete with balls. I shifted in my chair and began bouncing slightly even as the tingling fire raced around my groin and seemed to burn my clit to a sensitive cinder. I got online and had a very short private message session with Master Stone, who tremendously enjoyed knowing that I was sitting with my legs spread, my bare feet up on the desk, mounted on a nine inch fake cock, lubricated with muscle cream.

It was like old times, he said. Yeah. I remember.

He asked me to put clothespins on my nipples so I obliged him. I keep a couple in the desk drawer for emergencies and pulling up my shirts and bra wasn’t a big issue. Of course, the sensation of the clothespins drove me right over the edge, which is what I suspect Master Stone of trying to do to me. When I was done orgasming, he congratulated me and told me to take it easy before doing the next one. Yeah. Totally. Three orgasms in the first hour and twenty minutes? I could afford to take it easy.

Plus Master Brandon never set a time limit, so technically I until Midnight to get them all in. That a left me a little over fourteen hours to get it all done. Not bad. I stayed in my chair, still impaled, still wriggling slightly, as I fired off an email to an old friend.
 
   
John, I’m in a bit of a quandary and I was wondering if you could help me out. If you’ve been keeping up with the blog, I’ve been assigned a special July fourth assignment. I need some help with one part of it. Are you available to give me a hand this afternoon? I’m sitting here stuffed with my husky dildo coated with muscle cream, so let me know ASAP! Love, Bre
 
   
I met John several months before when he was walking his dog at the park by the gazebo. I had several encounters with him, including one where we ended up at his house and he tied me to the bed prior to using a belt on my breasts and pussy and fucking me silly with the entire contents of his refrigerator. I figured he would be my best bet for a no-cost pussy whipping.

I got my answer while I was starting to bounce again, my pussy still contracting around the dildo. John was available, and I was to come by at one o’clock. Cool.

It was almost ten and I was already feeling the resurgence of sexual excitement thanks to my wriggling, bouncing, spankable butt going up and down. I have no idea why I STAYED on the husky dildo, except to say that I’m one of those girls who like being stuffed. With anything. Yep. I like it when guys stay inside me after exploding until they’re soft. I like having hard things shoved up inside me. So is it so weird that I would do my computing naked as a jay bird, stuffed with a nine inch long, three inch wide rubber cock embedded inside me?

I don’t think so.

The problem however was that if I were going to experience my fourth orgasm of the day, I needed to re-lubricate my husky dildo. Not easy to do when the damn thing is already soaked. So I lifted my hips, extracted the rubber monstrosity, and then used a towel to not only clean it, but wipe it dry. Then my tube of muscle cream came back out and I smeared the tip and then the entire length with enough white goop to send my pussy back into the chemically created frying pan. Then I rammed the dildo home.

It’s tough to describe being penetrated by a nine inch dildo covered in a cream that will make your flesh tingle and then heat up. First, there is the sensation of being parted, crammed full, speared, impaled, transfixed, pierced, skewered, packed, and jammed. Then the stretched lips of your pussy begin to tingle. Not like when you fuck an ice dildo, but like that sensation in your mouth when you eat a breath mint. It’s not cold per se, but more a numbness or altered state of your nerves. This goes on despite the monstrous intruder buried inside you. After that, you feel that coldness slither into your pussy AROUND the husky dildo. It tingles, it freezes you and you can’t help contracting around the dildo. You feel heat between your legs, on your pussy, as if someone is directing a blow drier between your outstretched legs. The heat seeps down into your sex, heating you up as you grab the base of the dildo, drawing it out, readying yourself for another gut slamming thrust that will hopefully drive you over the edge and take your mind off the burning heat cooking your entire sexual being.

You know, on second thought, it’s not that hard to describe being penetrated by a nine inch long, three inch wide rubber dildo covered in muscle cream.

When I was done with my fourth orgasm of the day I knew I needed to take a break. I got cleaned up and packed my small bag with my vibrator and my tube of muscle cream. Then, just for kicks, and because I wasn’t wearing any panties, I grabbed my ben wa balls and stuffed them inside myself.

Why? Beats me. I was still puckering a bit from the muscle cream. Sure, I was still wet, still a little horny, but I think the real reason was because I wanted to stay that way. I wanted to be able to yank out my vibrator, cover it with cream, and have it up inside me in an instant.

Or maybe I wanted to build up enough sexual need and tension that I wasn’t going to care about the burning, icy, skin puckering torture that came with masturbation. Your guess is as good as mine.

Despite having the ben wa balls rolling around inside me for the rest of the morning, I didn’t masturbate. I ate lunch with my family, patently ignoring the rolling, ringing, moisture inducing toys rolling around inside me. It had been a semi-early lunch, around eleven thirty, so afterward I bid everyone goodbye, grabbed my keys and bag, and got in my truck.

I’m glad I wasn’t driving my stick-shift Saturn. It would have been practically impossible to deal with the ben wa balls. As it was the bare vinyl seats under my bare ass and the fact that I had my skirt up around my waist was enough to get my hormones roaring again. I drove across town until I found myself at Thomas Park. It was empty and I pulled my truck up into the parking lot and grabbed my stuff.

John lived on the other side of the park, and while I could have driven right up to his front doorstep, I would have been just a tad bit early. Like forty minutes early. So instead, I walked over to the gazebo, remembering my strip tease after passing out those damn “wanna see me cum” fliers! I remembered John tormenting me after I sunned myself naked in the grass. Ah…the memories of that gazebo. How many times did I strip there naked?

I suddenly decided to make another memory. I opened my bag, got out my vibrator and cream, and stood in the center of the gazebo with my legs parted wide. I tugged my ben wa balls out, holding them up to my lips for a quick lick before resting them on the gazebo railing. My denim skirt came down mid thigh but that didn’t stop me as I liberally lubed the plastic machine dildo, swirling the white cream around the tip before turning it on maximum and pushing it up under my skirt until the tip banged against my clit.

It’s one thing to masturbate in the safety and security of your own bedroom, knowing that a locked door keeps prying eyes from glimpsing your innermost secrets. It’s another when you’re doing it in a public place, your skirt yanked up, with you leaning against the rail.

Yes, it tingled. Yes, it burned. Yes I came. Number five complete, and done in public too! Granted, no one saw me, but does that really matter? It was the CHANCE someone would have seen me. That’s what was important. I stood there in the gazebo, catching my breath, still looking around. I pulled the vibrator out of cunt and discovered I had forgotten a very important item. Something to clean my toy off with.

Now normally I have no problem with opening my mouth and sucking a vibrator clean. But not when my juices have been mixed with a topical applicant designed to numb nerves. So I got to walk back to my truck holding a vibrator in my bare hand where everyone could see. I flushed with embarrassment. What if someone came down the trail? What would they think? Here’s this cute girl with a fucking vibrator in her hand!

Needless to say, I made it back to the truck, grabbed some paper towels, cleaned the toy off, and got it back in my bag, all without anyone showing up. Sometimes I’m such a pansy. The nice thing however, is that John’s house was a short ten minute walk away, and I would be right on time.

I debated stripping before knocking, but then decided that maybe John wouldn’t want his neighbors to accidentally see a young girl standing naked on his front doorstep. He never said he wanted me naked while knocking, so instead I rang the doorbell and knocked a few times. He answered within seconds and I was admitted for the third time into his domicile.

John’s not a neat freak, but he isn’t sloppy either. It’s a nice house. A little country western on the style, but that doesn’t faze me. I mean, seriously, I wear cowboy boots half the time! I ride horses! I can take a few country style pieces of furniture that look like they belong on a ranch instead of a bungalow. He was sweet. He offered me a drink, which I accepted. No alcohol mind you. When you’re about to do a BDSM session, the last thing you want is to be inebriated. Both of us had agreed on that in our email exchange. So I chugged down my diet coke and then stood looking at him while standing in the middle of the living room.

“Don’t you need to take off your clothes?” he asked me. Ah. Right. Clothing. I immediately peeled off my tee shirt and bra, revealing my 36c breasts. Then I slipped my skirt down so I was standing in nothing but my birthday suit and my high heels. John looked at me intently and then opened a drawer on the side table. He pulled out a soft nylon rope.

“I think you should probably be tied down when we do the fifty strokes. It might hurt a bit.”

Hurt a bit? It was going to hurt a lot! I knew that. Master Brandon knew that. Fifty strokes with a sap is like pouring gasoline on your arm and lighting it with a match! I nodded and John came around the coffee table, took my arm, and then pushed me down onto the heavy wooden surface.

I’ve been tied to countless coffee tables. What is it about coffee tables that every Dom and Domme on the planet feels the need to have me tied down, splayed and spread on coffee tables? Why not a counter top, or the kitchen table for a change? I ended up trussed like a turkey, my legs spread to the sides of the table, knees at the edges, with my ankles tied together under the table. Total exposure. My arms weren’t in better shape, tugged up over my head and tied above me so that I was stretched tightly. John also ran a piece of rope around my waist. I suppose he didn’t want me moving too much.

I was totally immobile, unable to move, and more than a little nervous about the forthcoming punishment. Yes, I was still horny, but the idea of facing fifty strokes directly applied to my clit was…daunting. John opened my bag where the sap I had purchased was sitting next to my used vibrator and the tube of cream. Rather than grabbing the sap, he picked up the vibrator. And the tube.

Oh shit.

A small dollop went on the tip of the vibe and he touched it to my clit. Mercy. Then the vibrator’s motor engaged as he twisted the base and the revving became a high pitched whine as he twisted the settings to maximum. As you can imagine, I went crazy. My hips bucked and I thrust upward as the direct stimulation to my clit was like several natural disasters all rolled into one. I admit, right now, I’m thinking of Robert Frost’s poem, Fire and Ice.

Some say the world will end in fire, Some say in ice. From what I've tasted of desire I hold with those who favor fire. But if it had to perish twice, I think I know enough of hate To say that for destruction ice Is also great And would suffice.

Let me be very clear about this. Some say orgasm begins with fire. Some say with ice. From what I’ve tasted of desire, I hold with those who favor fire. But if I had to climax twice, I think I know enough of lust, to say that for ecstasy, ice is also great, and would suffice.

But I didn’t cum. John stopped right before I did. And then, after fire and ice, he picked up my sap, tossed the vibrator aside, and then hit me as hard as he could right on the clit. I screamed, my hips jerking, my legs pulling, but the rope held me and there was nothing I could do to stop the next stroke from landing in almost exactly the same place. Pain exploded between my legs, renewing the heat of the muscle cream. My ankles pulled at the rope holding them, as did my wrists. I was so focused on escape that I never prepared myself for John’s second stroke.

It was worse than the first. Agony blossomed in my sexual flower, driving all thoughts of sexual epiphany from my mind. It hurt too much to orgasm. The next stroke was a bit lower, striking my labia as well as clipping my clit and I started trembling, my throat seizing up as my cries fell on uncaring ears.

John was really cruel about the whipping too. He could have gone fast, gotten it over in seconds, a minute really. Fifty fast wallops that would leave me bruised, stinging, hurting, aching, and ready for another fucking. But instead he took his time, letting me FEEL every stroke, waiting, sometimes as much as thirty seconds for me to calm back down. After the twenty fifth blow, he grabbed my muscle cream and squeezed out a little squirt onto his finger. This he rubbed into my nipples, eliciting a new squeal of torment from me. He wiped his finger on my pussy, actually dipping in and finger fucking me with it, spreading the excess cream around. I could barely feel the tingling sensation, so tender and sore that even the throbbing of my pussy seemed to pound in my ears.

Then, without even a moment’s apology or warning, he picked up the sap and hit me again.
 
 
   And again. And again. Over and over.

Slowly, never fast, never quickly, never to just get it over with. Every painful stroke, every wet smack, every excruciating spank delivered with just enough force and time to maximize my agony. I burned. I froze. I screamed. I shook. I didn’t bother to count. My mind was too wrapped up in the sensations brimming from between my legs and my nipples. The beating went on and on.

And then I heard him drop the sap and my tube of muscle cream was in his hand. I lifted my head as he squirted a huge serving of cream right onto his cock. My eyes widened in alarm as he quickly smeared the white cream along his length and over the tip of his shaft. And then, before I could even say anything, he plunged himself into my swollen, hypersensitive pussy with a vengeance.

John wasn’t as big as my husky dildo, but he was firmer. He wasn’t as hard as my vibrator, but his cock reached more spots, curving to fit inside me. I felt myself instantly back to the maximum level of sexual need, hidden before under the brutal sapping I received, it came back in a roar of lust. I thrust my hips upward, trying to match his penetration, but the rope held me down. I tugged, pulling against my restraints but found them just as tight as I did while enduring the fifty strokes of the sap. I moaned and his mouth found mine and then I was exploding, gasping as he filled me, the friction of our bodies instantly turning the tingle of the muscle cream into a sex induced heat. John came moments later, filling me with his own cream to mingle with the nerve tingling jism that lubricated our union.

I’m not sure how long I laid there, eyes closed, my body in a state of utter relaxation. Sure, I still felt a tingle between my legs even as John softened inside me and then his weight was gone. I just laid there, content to be the table decoration as John left the room to get cleaned up. I was still barely cognizant of my surroundings when he came back, using a soft warm wet towel to wipe the excess fluids from my thighs and the table beneath me. Then I felt the ropes loosen and I was free for the first time in over an hour.

John was a gentleman of course, and helped me up, which ended with both of us falling onto the couch, entangled again. I enjoyed the feel of his bare skin against me and snuggled up into his arms as he comforted me, whispering into my ear about how good I was, how beautiful I looked, and how courageous I was to take such a horrible punishment. I took it all, the words of praise, the heat of his body, the softness of his skin, and made it mine.

After thirty minutes I finally moved and John watched me as I struggled into my clothes. It wasn’t long before I was again covered by my denim skirt and tee shirt, with just a bra underneath. John commented several times about how much he approved of my shaven and bare cunt totally exposed underneath the concealing material of the skirt. For me, it was getting late, almost three o’clock and while I had finished a good portion of my daily assignment celebrating July 4th, I knew that I still had eight more orgasms to endure before midnight.

John offered to walk me back to my truck and I agreed. We even held hands on our way! How sweet! Of course, every once in a while he would let go, letting his hand slide over my rear end to lift up the back of my skirt and fondle my bare ass. But who am I to object to such a caress? We were passing the gazebo when I saw two small round spheres connected by a small string sitting on the rail. Oh crap. My ben wa balls! I must have left them on the rail before heading to John’s place when I was masturbating.

I grabbed them in embarrassment and quickly stuffed them into my pack while John laughed at my little explanation. With a grin, he tugged me into the gazebo.

“I think you should be punished for that!” he said with a delighted grin. I gave him a disconcerted look.

“Haven’t I been punished enough today?” I asked him.

He shook his head. “If I had the time, you’d already be back on the coffee table, receiving another fifty strokes with that sap.”

My heart thumped painfully and my pussy contracted almost instantly. I guess it remembered the pain.

“You want to whip me again?” I asked, just a tad breathless. In retrospect, I think I was hoping he would say yes, take me back to his house, put me back onto the table and sap my pussy another fifty times.

“I want to, but I don’t have the time. I’ve got other plans this evening” he said. “But I think I can come up with something suitable for leaving your sex toys out and not cleaning up after your self.”

He reached over to my small bag and took out the ben wa balls I had just stuffed back in, as well as the tube of muscle cream. I shook, realizing what was about to happen and he held up one finger, motioning with it for me to turn around. I felt a pressure on my back and I bent over, breasts touching the rail as I lifted my rear.

Then my skirt was up and I heard the cap popping off the tube of muscle cream. Then I felt the first sphere touching my slit. Instantly the cream began tingling again, though I admit not with the same intensity. Perhaps I was getting used to it. For a second, I wished I was being sapped again. Then the ben wa ball was inside me, followed by the second sphere and John gave me a gentle slap on the rear and I was done, stuffed and creamed.

“Now you can walk the trail once. If you pass anyone, the moment you get past them pull the rear of your skirt up so if they look back they will see your bare ass. When you get back here to the gazebo, get out your vibrator and apply it to your clit until you cum. Then you can go. Okay?”

I nodded. We both stepped out of the gazebo after another familiar pat on my rear and we walked together until we got to the fork in the path. Taking the left path would lead you back toward John’s house. The right path was a loop that would bring me right back to the gazebo and the direct application of my vibrator to my sore clitty. John gave me a little kiss and then he was gone.

I spent just a moment, my pussy tingling from the cream and the rolling ben wa balls and I wondered if I went after him and begged him to use the sap to give me another fifty strokes, he would capitulate. Instead, I took my own road, rounding the park in solitude until I found myself back at the gazebo, my mind filled with fantasies of being bound and pussy whipped.

I grabbed my vibrator and pressed it hard against my clit, eliciting a loud moan and a rush of sensation that was just a little more intense than it should have been. Okay, it was a lot more intense. I came in like two minutes, my body quivering like gelatin in the middle of the park, protected from observation by absolutely nothing. At that point I was grateful I was alone. Now, two days later, I’m wishing that I had been observed, confronted, used, and maybe even whipped again.

I’m a glutton for punishment. That’s what NHPS are like.

With my sixth orgasm finished, I smoothed down my skirt and headed back to my truck, still stuffed with the ben wa balls. I was sore. I ached. My pussy burned.

And I was still horny. God help me, I was still horny.

I’m beginning to think there must be something wrong with me. Physically I mean. It’s not normal for me to be aroused all the time but the truth is that I am frequently like that, even after orgasm. I am constantly wet, constantly wanting, constantly needing something inside me. Other girls don’t have this problem. Even after getting tortured I wanted more. Maybe I’m broke. Mentally I mean. Does this mean I’m crazy? Deviant? Weird? Perverted? Psycho? All I know is that if someone had offered to strap me to the hood of my truck and use his belt on my pussy and breasts, I would have PAID him to do it.

There’s a word to describe thoughts like that, not to mention behavior like that: Sick.

I didn’t make it home because of those thoughts and the wetness building up inside me again. Instead I decided to drive by the mall to see if Julie was working at the jewelry store. I kept the ben wa balls in my pussy as I parked the car and headed into the mall. The place was packed. I picked up the pace, which did nothing to help the churning cauldron of lust between my legs. For a second I realized how stupid I was. Dressed like a nympho humiliation pain slut, in high heels, holding a bag that contained my driver’s license, my keys, a seven inch vibrator, a leather sap, and a tube of muscle cream. Winding my way through the crowd I found the jewelry shop and stepped in.

Julie was there, but so was her boss, and her gentle shake of the head told me that she couldn’t really talk to me or see me. Frowning in frustration and suddenly worried about fluid leaking down my thighs, I dipped into the next clothing store, grabbed the first thing I saw off the rack, and disappeared into the changing room. I tugged out my vibrator, stuck it up under my clit and quickly brought myself to orgasm.

Which didn’t count because I forgot to lube the ben wa balls or the vibrator. Idiot.

Frustrated with myself, though sexually relieved, I headed back out to the truck and headed home.

I’m not going to bore you with the details of orgasms seven through twelve. Each in and of themselves was a nice little sexual escapade, taking place in interesting locations, like the bathroom, the barn, my bedroom, the truck, out in a field. Places like that. I went through a whole tube of muscle cream. It also took a lot of time. The most memorable was sitting out on the wood bin, my legs parted while I drove the husky dildo in and out, covered with cream while the fireworks went off over the horizon. It was a beautiful sight.

It also took a long time. I was still one masturbation session short when 11:30 rolled around and I literally had just finished my twelfth orgasm not minutes before. My pussy was sore; my clit so sensitive that even touching it brought tears to my eyes. I couldn’t even imagine thrusting something back into my pussy, coated with muscle cream or not. All I wanted was to curl up into ball, go to sleep, and rest.

But I knew my duty. I remembered that five signers of the Declaration of Independence were captured by the British and horribly tortured before they died. Twelve had their homes ransacked and burned while two lost their sons who were serving in the Revolutionary Army. Two other sons were captured. Nine of the fifty-six signers died from wounds and hardships received and endured during the war. What kind of torture did the wife of Francis Lewis endure when she was jailed as a result of her husband’s insurrection against the crown? By what right did I, the beneficiary of their sacrifice, have to complain about how many fucking orgasms I had to endure on one day? Or whether I was smacked fifty or a hundred times?

I grabbed my vibrator, squirted the last of my cream across it, dabbed it on my nipples, and then twisted the base to its maximum setting. As it roared to life I placed it at the entrance of my opening, braced myself, and shoved it in. White cream spurted as I drove it deep. I ignored the tingle, the ache, the tension, the hurt and pounded away. My right hand found the two clothespins on the nightstand and those came up to my breasts, biting away as I tortured myself in honor of America’s independence.

Somewhere, outside my window, there was a rattling explosion and I looked out even as I crested the wave of orgasm. Out in the darkness I could see rockets bursting over at one of our neighbor’s house. Red light spilled from the scattering burning stars and illuminated their flag, still perched high atop a white metal pole, fluttering in the slight breeze. And then, just like the fireworks, I exploded, in red, white, and blue.
 
    
 
    
 
   Bucket List
 
    
 
   07/08/10
 
    
 
   Today’s Assignment: Assigned by Master Brandon. Breanne, you will take your largest vibrator, your butterfly clitoral stimulator, and your Japanese clover nipple clamps and go to your barn. Once you are at the barn, you will need to create a platform for you to lie on, where your breasts can hang beneath you. You will get a bucket and a watering can or hose. You will strip naked. Insert the vibrator and turn it to maximum. Put on the butterfly stimulator and turn it to maximum. Then put one clamp on. Lie down on the platform so that your breasts hang down underneath you. String the handle of the bucket on the chain connecting the clamps and attach the loose clamp to your other breast. Lie face down completely and use one hand to start filling the bucket beneath you. You may get up when either the bucket causes one of the clamps to get tugged off your breast, or when you cum.
 
   

One of the things I like about Master Brandon’s assignments is that they’re relatively easy to set up. There is rarely a need to “arrange” things, especially people, which I like since people can be weird and not exactly predictable in their responses. For example, if I went to the mall and stopped ten guys and asked them to spank me on my bare bottom, four would turn me down flat, thinking I was either crazy, or yanking their chain. Three would agree hesitantly, and only after much persuasion that I was on the level and probably after I was forced to offer a blow job to go with the spanking. Two would just go with the flow, spank me silly, and then go, and one would not only spank me, but try to fuck me immediately afterward, without my permission. See? Not predictable.

Yesterday morning I moved four small rectangular hay bales out behind the barn near the hose. Yes, it was out in the warm sun and frankly, I thought that was better. Then later that afternoon, I grabbed my supplies, chucked them into a bag, and went out to the scene of my latest escapade. 

It didn’t take long to get everything in place. The water hose with the squirt sprayer and the bucket were the easiest. Once I had the water on, I laid out my more personal equipment and stripped naked. I had been wearing my flip flops, some khaki shorts, a pair of pink bikini style panties, a red tee shirt, and a white bra. All this came off until I was standing nude behind my barn, looking out over acres of soy and grazing fields. 

I took hold of my seven inch pink vibrator and sat down on the edge of the hay bale. Spreading my legs felt so natural! I was already wet, just from the knowledge of what was about to happen, so the vibrator slipped in easily and deeply. In fact, it went in to well, because when I twisted the base to maximum, I couldn’t help thrusting it in and out several times. Then I couldn’t resist pressing my thumb against my clit. Then I couldn’t stop myself from cumming.

Ooops.

Once I had settled down a little I reinserted the pink vibrator. Fortunately, my little masturbation session took a little bit of the edge off and I was able to squirm my way into the butterfly stimulator, positioning it directly above my clit. I went weak at the knees again as I turned it on to its highest setting, the little bump of rubber at the rear of the stimulator lively and violently rubbing against my clit. I grabbed hold of my Japanese Clover clamps, which are these massive monsters designed not to come off, no matter how hard you pull. In fact, they actually will tighten. Kari bought these for me years ago. I got one clamp on my breast, the chain bumping my hip, and I know I winced when it locked down.

I had to grit my teeth as I knelt on one block of stacked hay, and then fell forward, catching my upper body on another stack. I got down, feeling the sharp prickly plant stalks poke my thighs and stomach. Then I rested my head on my arm, which supported my upper half and I could feel the open air beneath me. With my right arm, I reached for the empty bucket and quickly threaded the metal handle onto the chain of the nipple clamps.

I didn’t just do it once either. I looped it several times. I was hoping this would give it some stability as well as make sure that the bucket wouldn’t actually touch the ground. I’ve got 36c breasts, so they aren’t tiny. Granted, they’re not huge either, but it works for me.

The other clamp bit nicely down on my left breast and I almost came right there. In retrospect, Master Brandon should have made it clear that I wasn’t allowed to stop until I came AFTER the bucket was full. Oh. And NO ONE has set punishment rules for when I cum BEFORE an assignment! Geeze! Don’t you guys know anything about discipline? If you don’t punish bad behavior it continues to happen!

(Let’s all just ignore the fact that I LIKE punishment, okay?)

I’m not sure how much the bucket weighed empty, but it still felt very different on my breasts. Yes, my nipples were aching and it was everything I could do to keep from exploding in orgasmic ecstasy right then and there. I guess it was how the bucket was swinging. Every breath caused it to move, swaying back and forth. I grabbed hold of the hose, gripped the sprayer, and squeezed.

Oh my god.

First of all, it might have been a mistake to set the sprayer on “jet”. A powerful high pressure stream of water struck the inside of the bucket, forcing it to tug painfully on my nipples. I actually let go of the sprayer! I struggled for a moment, the weight of the bucket already noticeably heavier on my breasts. The tinge of hurt was enough to keep me from popping like a water balloon in a cactus bed, so I got hold of the sprayer again and this time managed to direct a long stream into the bucket beneath me.

It was hard to ignore the growing tenderness of my nipples. I imagined I could feel the clamps tightening, closing around my nubs. Little shoots of pain sparked at the tips of my breasts and went rushing through me. Some went into my arms to die in my biceps. Some went all the way down to my thighs. Most went directly to my clit where I was pushed just a bit closer to the edge of the cliff. Need a more visual analogy? If actually jumping off the cliff is orgasm, then I had one foot in thin air, while the other foot’s heel was on the rock. Just the heel. Got it?

I kept spraying the water. My body was trembling and the water in the bucket was sloshing around, though through my movements or the sprayer’s jet stream, I have no idea. All I know is that my butt was going up and down as if I were humping the hay bales and there was this burning sensation in my nipples. I kept spraying.

Water splashed, soaking my chest and a bit of my tummy. Even my chin got a bit wet as did my right arm. The agony laced through my breasts became a fire that was unquenchable, no matter how much cold water was sprayed across them. I heard the sound of the water change as the sprayer head was enveloped by the rising water. I had a brilliant idea. I flipped the little metal hook at the back, making the sprayer work on automatic. I dropped it into the bucket, the added weight of the hose and sprayer tiling the pail slightly, but adding significantly to the pain shooting through my bosom. 

I heard the water start to boil over, hitting the ground as I pillowed my head on both arms. My legs were trembling as my hips ground against the hay bale, and I finally found a movement that pushed the clitoral stimulator harder against my clit. I let out a loud scream, my body burning, aching, needing, wanting, lusting, holding, wishing, crying, screaming… and then I came.

I came hard. Really hard. Hard like riding a wooden horse hard or being forced into your twenty first orgasm in the space of fourteen hours. I almost passed out. When I finally came down from cloud nine, the bliss of endorphin laden ecstasy fading into a warm afterglow, the first thought that pierced the pleasure soaked haze was pretty intense.

Oh shit. My tits hurt.

In my haste to get to my breasts and free them of the clamps, I pulled up. This was a mistake, since I currently had a two gallon bucket of overflowing water attached to my chest. I’m guessing it weighed close to twenty pounds. Talk about agony. Ouch. I reached down, grabbed the handle, and managed to get seated. The pink vibrator in my pussy fell out, soaked in my juices, and sat humming on the hay bale. The clitoral stimulator didn’t stop, continuing its maddening rub of my over sensitized clit. But first things first.

I poured out the water in a rush, dumping the still spraying hose on the ground. I ignored it. My fingers trembled but I still managed to get them up to my nipples. Each was distended, cold from the water, and so sore and tender that I actually screamed in pain as I released the clamps. I dropped everything and clutched at my breasts, tears flowing from my eyes as blood surged back into the crushed nipples. The pain was so intense, but it faded quickly into warmth that felt an awful lot like the afterglow of a spanking.

I took a deep breath and reached down, turning off the sprayer. A wet morass of mud surrounded the hay bales and I carefully moved my legs open as I finally was able to turn off the clitoral stimulator. 

For a second, I contemplated rolling around in the mud. There was certainly enough of it, and frankly, I’ve always wanted to do it. Be naked in the mud. But since there wasn’t an audience, it didn’t seem proper. Oh well, another time maybe! I turned off the still buzzing vibrator lying on the hay bale next to me and cleaned it off on the hay. Then I slowly got back into my clothes, gathered my equipment, and slipped into my flip flops. 

My first step sank me down into three inches of ooze. Then I fell.

I guess it was fate. Too bad I wasn’t naked.

Too bad you weren’t there to see it.

 
 
   Special Assignment: In The Bathroom
 
   07/12/10
 
   I'm trying to decide if I'm stupid and lucky, or just lucky. I think it’s the first, which is about the best thing I can say for myself at this point. What brought me to this? Well, it’s a long story. Okay, not really. It's a short story. A crazy short story. And it's one that begins with me logging on to chat messenger early on Saturday morning. Now normally this isn't a bad thing. I get to converse with a couple of my online doms, maybe get some writing done, maybe do a sex wager or two, answer fan mail. Yes. I get fan mail. Bite me. If you were a NHPS you'd be getting fan mail too.

So there I was in chat when Mistress Ellen asked what I had planned for the day. Well to be honest, I had nothing planned. Sure, on Sunday I was planning on boiling up an ear of corn and doing some rather impressive yet sexually explicit things with it, but Saturday was a little light on sexcapades. Mistress Ellen very politely asked me if I was interested in doing a "minor" task.

"Sure" I responded. Oh boy. What was I getting into? See? Me = Stupid.

Mistress Ellen is probably the most diabolical of all my online masters or mistresses. While it is rare for her assignments to have much of a pain component, which I admit kind of sucks, her expertise at finding the most daring ways to humiliate me and have me run some serious risks is unparalleled. So what devilish scheme did she cook up for me?
 
   Breanne, you will get dressed in any outfit you would like, however it must have five pieces, no more no less. You will then visit five different public men's restrooms. In each one of the restrooms you must make at least one man cum. For each man who cums, you must remove one article of clothing permanently for the duration of the assignment. You must visit all five restrooms regardless of how many men you have made cum, or the current state of your clothing.
 
   

Oh My God. Best case scenario: one man in each restroom and I would be leaving the fourth restroom half naked. The fifth restroom would result in my total nudity. That’s a lot of naked. Worst case scenario? The first restroom would have five or more men in it, thus necessitating me visiting the other four restrooms totally naked. That's a whole lot of naked.

And the logistics...first of all: try not to get arrested. Sigh. Yeah, right. Second, where the hell do I find men's public restrooms where my activities will go unnoticed? And this is a "MINOR" task? My god....

Now, ready for the really stupid part? I AGREED TO THIS! Why? I have no idea. Okay, I have a little bit of an idea. It may have had something to do with the fact that the whole concept made me terribly horny and wet. Mistress Ellen said she didn't care how I made the men in the restrooms cum, but that she would prefer me to fuck as many as possible. Oh my. And I agreed to this...

Stupid. That's me. And screwed. Definitely screwed.

So at around 8:30 am on Saturday morning, I rushed out of the house, dressed in a pair of flip flops, short shorts, swim suit bikini bottoms, a tee shirt, and a bikini top underneath. I knew that if I was going to accomplish this it needed to be done ASAP. The only snag I ran into was that I was just a bit short on condoms.

Yes. Condoms. You don't think I just randomly fuck guys without protection do you? Sure, I don't make a big issue about it in my little narratives, but I'm a smart girl, so deal with it, okay? Anyway, I decided my first stop would be at our local chain pharmacy. I pulled up in my truck and started toward the sexual aids aisle when I encountered Mr. Perfect.

Mr. Perfect wasn't actually perfect. He was just perfect for me at that moment. He was maybe sixteen or seventeen, blond, muscular, cute, and as it turned out, a little inexperienced. With a sudden desire to be naughty, I stopped him, laying one hand on his arm and giving him my million watt “please fuck me in the bathroom” smile. Then I hit him between the eyes with the million dollar question.

"Excuse me," I asked. "Where are the condoms located?"

You should have seen his eyes pop out of his head. He stammered something about an aisle number, but I quickly headed that off by asking him to show me personally. And I kept my hand on his arm while we went. It was awesome. He was so stiff about the whole thing. I even made a show about asking with condom did he think would be the best. In the end, I picked up the largest box of ribbed condoms, which are my personal favorite. Hey, I buy in bulk! Then I leaned closer, making sure my breasts rubbed against his arm, and asked him if he could help me to the restroom. Ah....serendipity, right? He nodded stupidly, not even realizing what was coming. We made a short side trip to the front desk in order for him to grab the key, and then we went right back to the rear of the store. He headed for the women's restroom, but I stopped him.

"I want to go in there. Can you come with me?" I asked sweetly as I pointed to the men's restroom.

He said something unintelligent that only faintly resembled actual language. Then he was unlocking the men's restroom door and I tugged him in with one hand while the other still grasped the box of condoms.

Once we were in the restroom, I locked the door behind us. His eyes were large, as if he couldn't believe this was happening. I opened the box, pulled out one small packet, and then knelt down on the floor in front of him. My hands were at his belt, unbuckling, tugging, opening, unzipping, and then his cock was in my face. I opened my mouth wide and began sucking him. His eyes closed in rapture as I worked him. I opened the packet while my mouth was still wrapped around his shaft. Then with quick motions, I jacked his cock with my hands, pushing the little rubber sleeve down over his moist shaft.

That's when I tugged my bikini bottoms and shorts off. I pulled him down to the ground, pushing him onto his back. One leg went across his midsection and then I was straddling him, impaling myself perfectly on his teenage dick. It was totally awesome!

Unfortunately however, he came before I did, leaving me wet, horny, desperate, and still wanting more. We separated and I tossed the condom in the trash. Carefully, I pulled my bikini bottoms and shorts back up my long bare legs, and contemplated my next step: removing permanently one article of clothing.

I was wearing five items, counting my flip flops. A shirt, a two piece bikini, and a pair of shorts. I decided on going without the shirt. Yes, a daring choice, but I wanted my flip flops on a little longer. I gave my lover a quick peck on the cheek, patted his back while ignoring his dazed expression, and then unlocked the door. I had my opened box of condoms in one hand and I went to the register where a very sweet girl warned me that the box was open. I laughed, told her I opened it, and paid for my purchase. I was just leaving when my paramour came up to the front, still looking dazed. The sweet girl looked back and forth at us as I gave him a little wave, but I'm not sure if she completely realized what had happened. Nor did I care.

I tossed my shirt into the cab of my truck, knowing that it was going to be the bottom of a very interesting pile before long. I got in my truck and headed down to Pederson Road for my next stop: an Arby's. Now I admit, I like roast beef and I like Arby's. Granted, it’s not my ideal location for a romantic dinner, or even a spot to strip naked and fuck some strange guy, but it works on occasion. The food is good at least. I especially like the French dip sandwich with au jus...yummy. The reason I choose Arby's however, was because I knew that there wouldn't be many people in there. So after a few minutes driving, I parked outside the restaurant, went inside, and headed to the restroom.

I guess I need to mention that seeing a cute girl wearing denim shorts, flip flops, and a bikini top, while not really common, isn't exactly rare here in this part of Texas. While it draws more than the average look, it isn't something to get all excited over; which is why I really didn't attract any attention walking out of the pharmacy, or into the restaurant. No one saw me go into the men's restroom. It was a small one, with one urinal, and one toilet. Even better, it was occupied. One guy, washing his hands. Sweet.

He looked surprised and when I smiled at him, he grinned back.

"I know I'm in the right place, so that must mean you are not," he said politely.

I gave him a little smirk. "No. I think I'm in the right place." I replied. I moved up to him and introduced myself. "I'm Breanne and I would really really like to suck your cock." My hand was already on the door lock and quickly snicked it closed.

I love that look of surprise on guy's faces when I say stuff like that. Of course, this is invariably followed up with "is this a joke?" To answer that question, I pulled up my bikini top, exposing my breasts while I sank to my knees in front of him. He let me open his shorts, yank out his cock, and take it into my mouth before even saying anything in response. And when he did speak, all he said was "oh yeah."

Over and over.

I kind of ignored it. I worked his shaft, bobbing my head up and down on him. I'm lucky that I've made a study of cock sucking. It makes it easier when I have assignments like this where orgasm is the cool. Usually blowjobs are for getting a guy hard and keeping him that way, not to make him cum, but I've gotten pretty good at it. That said, it was still about ten or so minutes before he was ready to cum and he shot a long stream of sticky white goo into my mouth which leaked a bit at the corners, dripping down onto my chin and chest. When he was finished, I gave him a last long lick and used a finger to get the last of his cum into my mouth. Two restrooms down, three to go. Of course the next major decision was what to take off. Actually, it wasn't that major. I decided to take off my flip flops of course. That left me in my shorts and bikini. I gave my latest conquest a kiss, my email address, and then left. I thought about getting something to eat, but I had just had a snack.

Time was running out for me, but the next three restrooms were going to be the worst to handle. I'd been very very lucky so far to pick public restrooms that were lockable and relatively unused. I knew my next location wasn't going to be as perfect. I drove down I-10 all the way to the mall. Not my usual mall there in Katy, but the one down by Gessner Road. There is a particular department store there that will remain nameless and I was heading for this singular and familiar location because the entrance is located right next to a restroom. Now granted, Saturday at the mall isn't exactly the smartest time of the day to go, but it was nearing ten o'clock and an early morning arrival was definitely the preference, especially since the next item of clothing that was going to be going the way of the dodo was my shorts. Having the restroom that close to the entrance/exit was just plain smart. At about five minutes to ten I pulled up into a parking space, right near the entrance.

Would you believe I was nervous? I was. I mean, just sitting there, contemplating what I was about to do was just nerve wracking. Knowing that I was about to go into the men's restroom, ask some random guy to either let me blow him or fuck his brains out, and then walk out wearing absolutely nothing but a bikini was just crazy. Crazy yes, but also the sexual equivalent of shooting up straight adrenaline while winning the lottery. Okay, that metaphor may have been a little over the top. At ten o'clock I watched a very nice looking gentlemen begin unlocking the doors. I got out of my truck, locked it, tucked the keys into my little bag, and headed inside.

Yes. I got a strange look. I guess he'd never seen a pretty girl walk into a department store bare foot before. I ignored the odd expression on his face and returned it with one of my million watt “please fuck me in the restroom with a clothes rack” smiles. He couldn't help it. He smiled back. That's one for Breanne, zero for everyone else. I guess my smile can move mountains. That and my ass. I suppose I could stop wars with just a little bit of effort. In any event I walked through both sets of glass doors and immediately turned to my right and walked down the very small hallway that led to the restrooms. No one was back there, and I expected that. I peeked into the men's room and found it completely empty. How disappointing. Feeling a bit sheepish, I went back out toward the main sales floor and glanced around. The place was still virtually empty and I sighed a bit. Brilliant Breanne. Just brilliant. I returned to the bathroom and went into one of the stalls, sat down, and waited.

And waited.

Would you believe I was in there a full twenty minutes before I heard the door open. My breath caught in my throat and I held still as I heard someone come in and move toward the urinals. That's when it occurred to me that I have to stop doing shit like this in bathrooms. Guys come in here to pee, not fuck. Even if I only give a blowjob, it’s going to be like sucking a straw that just filled a toilet. Yuck. Note to Mistress Ellen: No more bathroom assignments. Ever. I waited until I heard his flow stop, and then, just as the toilet was flushing, I stood up, opened the stall door, and stepped out into the bathroom.

Let's see. Middle age man, slightly balding, button up oxford shirt, khaki shorts, trimmed mustache, a little overweight, sensible tennis shoes. Actually, in hindsight, he sort of reminded me of a big teddy bear. I liked him, almost immediately. Granted, he was a little surprised to find me in the rest room, but he had a decent sense of humor and gave me a smile with his embarrassment covering one liner.

"Lost your way, Miss?" he asked. Why do guys always ask stuff like this when they find a girl in the men's room? It must not happen that often.

I grinned at him and stepped closer, much too close to be honest. I find that the easiest way to disarm a man is to violate his personal space. Mentally, they aren't equipped to handle the violation when their body is screaming "fuck her!" and their brain is trying to understand why she is getting so close. It works relatively well.

I shook my head. "Actually no. I haven't lost my way. I was waiting for you," I replied, my voice a little husky, sensuous. This guy was going to need a little encouragement.

One eyebrow went up. "Waiting for me?" He looked suspicious. Middle aged overweight balding men aren't approached by cute girls in bathrooms wearing bikini tops very often. I guess I should be a bit more understanding.

My hands went up to my breasts and with a single movement exposed both tits to his now exploding eyeballs. "Yes. I was waiting for you. I want you to take me into that stall and fuck my brains out" I said softly. I didn't give him a chance to object. I grabbed his arm and pulled.

I've known men to resist me, pull against me, even fight me when I wanted them. Okay...no I haven't. Every time I've invited a guy anywhere, they've gone. I could probably ask a guy to go into a burning house with me, and if I were naked or promised to have sex with them they'd follow. I mean, seriously, how bad could death be if you go out orgasming, right? I used to watch this Japanese anime where this human boy was constantly being invited to have sex with a succubus. The lore said that he'd get five years of awesome, constant, mind blowing sex. Then he'd die. Every guy I've ever known would have at least THOUGHT "mind blowing sex? Five years? That's a long time!"

He allowed me to pull him into the back stall and I immediately shucked out of my shorts and bikini bottoms. He watched, eyes wide, mouth open as I stripped. I managed to get it all off too, not just my bottoms but even the top bikini part. Once I was completely naked I moved to him and he wrapped his arms around me. Suddenly I was being bear hugged, literally lifted up off the ground and I felt a mouth on my nipple sucking gently. Oh my...

Then to my astonishment, he set me down just as gently, moved me against the wall, and then got down on HIS KNEES! WTF? Next thing I know one of my legs was up on the toilet and his tongue was doing the most amazing things to my clit. He stabbed at me, he sucked on me, he licked me, he did...something. And then I was cumming, hard. It was amazing. I haven't had a clitoral orgasm like that in...well...ages. It was awesome. After I settled down I pushed him to the floor. I took me only a moment to get his shorts down and his cock in my hands and I tried very hard to repay him for what he had just done to me. It didn't take long. He popped in mouth after about three minutes. I sucked him down greedily. Then, even though his cock had gone soft, I kept at it, sucking and licking until he started to get hard again. What can I say? I was hooked. I opened the condom package, stuck the thing in my mouth, and then went down on him.

Now I know that some of you are saying that putting on a condom with your mouth is a skill only a whore would know. Well fuck you. Nympho humiliation pain sluts know it too. So bite me. Once he was properly protected, I lifted up, straddled him, positioned myself, and froze.

Yep. Froze. Because the bathroom door opened. I looked down at my gentlemen who had a look of embarrassment on his face and before he could move out from under me I quickly dropped down while laying a soft finger against his lips. I felt his cock jerk inside me as he looked at me with wild eyes. I gave him a silent smile even as we heard the hissing sound of someone pissing into one of the urinals. Geeze. I hate the sound of that word. NO MORE BATHROOMS! LOL. I began grinding, softly moving up and down as the other bathroom guest finished up then moved to the sinks. If he saw us, which I doubt, he didn't care what we were doing. AS soon as he left, my partner let out a sharp groan and his hands were on my bottom, kneading away. We moved together, there on the floor of a bathroom, grinding softly. I came again. I think it was his thumbs. They were doing something to my nipples. Then he let out a little shudder of climax and I rested my weight on him as he sighed deeply.

After a few moments I stood up, used some paper towels to clean myself off, and then introduced myself and asked his name. Henry was a nice gentleman and he was at the mall to pick up some new shirts for work. Aww.... and look what he got! I found out that Henry was unmarried, worked in the insurance industry, and hadn't been laid in seven years. I got asked out on a date. Imagine that! He's only thirty or so years older than I am. I'm sure my parents won't object. LOL. I told him that he need to know who I was first, so I gave him the website address and the blog address, and my email address. LOL I need a business card. Can you imagine that?

Yeah...enough of that. So Henry, if you're reading this, email me! I'd love to go out with you sometime! You can do that thing with your tongue again.

Okay, where was I? Oh yeah. We got dressed, or in my case, partially dressed. I replaced my bikini top and bottom, but this time I kept my shorts in my hand. After saying goodbye to Henry, I stepped out into the hallway, and then walked out to my car as if I owned the place. On my way out I spotted the guy who had unlocked the entrance earlier. I smiled at him again as his eyes focused on my mostly exposed rear. I guess I shouldn't have worn a bun floss bikini. Ooops. As I passed him I paused.

"Too bad you didn't come to the restroom after I got here. I fucked the last guy who went in." I said conspiratorially. I gave him a smile. As luck would have it, Henry came out of the hallway at just that moment and I waved at him with a grin and he waved back...quite enthusiastically. You should have seen the sales guy. His expression was awesome. Half oh shit and half oh man. LOL I love my job.

Leaving was easy. Back at my truck I unlocked the door, reflecting on how lucky I had been so far. Three bathrooms, three men. I had no way of knowing that my luck was about to change. I put the truck in drive and headed toward my next stop.

Choosing the next two bathrooms was probably the hardest part of the whole assignment. I knew that no matter what, I would be leaving the next one with my breasts fully exposed. This didn't worry me too much. It's not illegal to be walking around without a shirt. It just draws a lot of attention. I can handle that. Of course, public sex is illegal, but hey, it’s only a problem if you get caught, right? It was getting rather late, like around eleven thirty and I headed back toward my neck of the woods, then turned north.

There are two large sports complexes in my town. One is north of the freeway and basically has several very large baseball fields, and then a few soccer fields. I’ve actually completed an assignment at this particular restroom, another one of Mistress Ellen’s little “tasks”. That evening resulted in getting an official warning from a police officer for “unbecoming” behavior. With that fresh in mind, I pulled up to the park with a little trepidation. Of course, we’re right in the middle of baseball season, which forced me to reconsider my choice when I arrived. The place was packed with thousands of screaming kids, cheering parents, the occasional cop, and just all sorts of problems for a nympho humiliation pain slut with orders to strip naked. So with a bit of regret I drove away from the northern park and headed south toward the complex that was nothing but soccer fields. I was also intimately familiar with the restrooms south of town, since I had screwed myself with a toilet brush there, and then followed the whole thing up with a full course of soccer players.

The southern complex was packed, leaving me with few options. Where to go? Sure, I could go IN to the restroom, but I knew I’d be leaving if not naked, than half-naked. And the likelihood of running into only one person as opposed to ten was about as crazy sounding as what I was about to do. In the end, I drove away, mind racing. I headed back down the freeway in frustration. I didn’t want to give up but I was starting to think that there weren’t going to be any other options.

I had only gone four miles when I passed it. It was just a square office building, rather lackluster in its architectural complexity. A “Space for Lease” sign stood in front, but one corner of the building was occupied by a small local bank. Even better, it was open. There were a number of cars parked out front and I knew that an office building like this would have their own public restroom in the hallways. It was also just as likely that the bank WOULDN’T have public restrooms. Chances are I would only run into one person in the restroom, or would have to wait, and it was highly unlikely that person would be a kid. Eureka! Sure, it still left me with one major problem: the last bathroom, but at least I was a bit closer to completing the assignment.

I parked the truck in the lot by the front door. First, I checked my bag and made sure I had three or four condoms. Then I went exploring. Evidently to get into the bank lobby you had to enter the office building and THEN go into the lobby which was accessed from the building’s atrium. Ah…so many lobbies. I padded in, my bare feet slapping softly on the tile floor of the atrium. The glass walls of the bank made it easy to see who was staring, and I admit that there were a few heads turning. I ignored them as I moved down the hall and went looking for the bathroom.

I found it in about a minute. It wasn’t that far away. As usual, I hesitated as my mind and my body argued about which room to go into. My hand reached out and pushed on the men’s restroom door and I forced myself to go in, ready to offer my sexual services to who ever was present.

Which was no one. The place was emptier than a banker’s soul. I took a deep breath, the tension running out of me. There were two stalls, one super large for handicap access. Two urinals and a double sink station finished out the room, and by large, this was the cleanest and nicest bathroom I had been in all day. The place smelled antiseptic. Knowing it would only be a matter of time; I removed my bikini top, draped it on a hook in the handicap stall, and then sat down on the floor facing the restroom door. That way I would be the first thing anyone saw when they came in.

It was a long wait. I realized afterward that it probably wasn’t any longer than thirty minutes, but when your sitting on cold tile, in what amounts to a g string bikini, at least from the back, with nothing to do except run your fingers over your clit over and over, time moves pretty slow. I even practiced my opening line. Hi, my name is Breanne and I’d like to make you cum. To be honest though, a lot of my thinking was over the next day’s assignment with the corn on the cob. Now THERE was an assignment that I was both interested in and feared.

I was deep in a fantasy involving a large hot vegetable when the door opened. A tall handsome black man in black trousers and a bank logo emblazoned polo shirt entered the bathroom. His large brown eyes widened in surprise as he saw me sitting there and I struggled to my feet, my heart suddenly starting to thud painfully against my ribs.

“Uh…hi!” I said, completely forgetting the line I had been mentally practicing.

He gave me a little smile. “Hello. Aren’t you in the wrong restroom?” he asked.

I returned his grin and laughed, my confidence returning. “My name is Breanne and I’d like to make you cum.” I said softly as I took a few steps forward.

The expression that I got was a little weird. Half apologetically, he motioned toward one of the urinals and replied. “I um…really need to take a leak.”

Whoa. Can you say embarrassment? I gave him the “oh shit I did it now” look and backed out of his way, motioning him toward the urinal. He gave me another weird glance but stepped up to the porcelain bowl and began working at his trousers. When it was obvious he was getting out his cock, I stepped right up next to him and looked down at his dick.

It was rather large, but not abnormally so. I’ve seen white guys with cocks that big. But there was something about it, maybe the texture, which I liked. He jerked a little when he noticed me looking.

“Can I hold it for you?” I asked.

“Uh…” his response didn’t seem very cogent so I just reached out, grabbed his cock, and pointed it toward the bowl.

“Go ahead,” I said. Now I’ve never ever done anything like this in my entire life. But hey, there’s a first time for everything, right? And to give the guy some credit, he did actually start peeing. To be honest, I felt powerful. I moved his cock around slightly, directing the stream, squeezing and stroking at the same time. I also learned why guys are so messy. The stream tends to splatter a lot and even worse, when he first started, the stream was pinched and came out in this two stream spray. Man, if I were a guy, I’d only pee sitting down. Talk about untidy. But finally we came to the end and I shook him softly, getting rid of the last bits of his water. I didn’t let go though. I gave him a tug and started pulling him, softly of course, toward the back stall. He didn’t resist, but he wasn’t cooperative either, and I had to reassure him that this wasn’t a joke.

“I’m a nympho humiliation pain slut and my online Mistress ordered me to find a bathroom and make any guy that either came into the bathroom, or was already in the bathroom cum. So please at least let me give you a blowjob,” I begged.

“You mean you’d fuck me?” he asked.

I nodded and immediately pushed my bikini bottoms to the floor, spreading my legs. I pointed at my small bag. “I’ve got condoms in there.”

Now he was cooperative. I pulled him into the back stall and we closed and locked the door. I got down on my knees and started sucking on his cock while I stroked his balls, reveling in the sexual contact. He seemed to enjoy it too. After about four or five minutes, he told me he wanted me and I let go long enough to grab my bag and extract the largest condom I had. Opening the small packet and putting it in my mouth, I proceeded to apply it over his shaft, keeping him hard.

Then he lifted me to my feet, bent me over and lifted one leg up. I felt his cock at my pussy and I moved backward against him, feeling the bulbed head of his shaft push against my petals. A few minor adjustments were made to things like angel and position, and then he slid all eight inches into my pussy in one long slow deep fuck.

Have you ever fucked porn style? It’s not exactly the most awesome thing. I have no idea how porn stars do it. First of all, you’ve got to practically be in either yoga or gymnastics to gyrate, pump and grind when one leg is propped up at waist height and you’re bent over like a ballerina doing stretches. It’s also not exactly a position that encourages sexual release. But I followed along as he pumped into me and we moved in unison for about five minutes before he put my leg down and repositioned me, this time bent over, my forearms on the toilet bowl piping, my breasts almost touching the seat.

He came up behind me, driving deeply into my pussy and I concentrated on not banging my head against the tiled wall. I guess I’m a good fuck though, because this position had him popping in just a few thrusts and I could feel his cock go from granite to throbbing piston to flaccid noodle in the space of two minutes. With a sigh he pulled out, used some toilet paper to clean up and pulled off the condom. He cleaned himself before I had an opportunity to offer. I noticed his trousers and boxers were on the floor. Evidently he had stepped out of them at some point, and I picked them up, smoothing out the wrinkles as I handed them to him.

“That was sweet. So you had to fuck anyone who came into the restroom?”

“Sort of sir. Fuck or suck. It was my choice.”

He nodded. “Well I’m glad I got the fuck part. You’re a sweet piece of ass, sugar.” He zipped up his trousers as I went and grabbed my bikini bottoms. “You leaving?” He asked.

I nodded. “Yes sir. I’ve got one more bathroom to visit today.”

He gave me a look. “Hey, can I ask you a favor?”

Uh oh. “Sure. What do you need?”

“Can you like, stay in this bathroom for about five more minutes?” He asked, tucking his shirt into his waist band as he buckled his belt.

I have him a look. “What for?”

He grinned. “Want to get something for you.”

I shrugged. “Sure sir. I can wait for you to get back.”

“Great!”

He turned and left, leaving me standing naked in the men’s restroom.

Men. Hopefully he wasn’t getting a spare wedding ring or something. I’ve received more dates, marriage proposals, and slave collar offers than I can shake a stick at. I grabbed my bikini bottoms and stepped into them, pulling them up over my wet and still rather unsatisfied pussy. I didn’t put on the bikini top. As per instructions, I had lost my right to wear it the moment that Mr. Please Wait Here exploded. I leaned against the wall, my arms folded across my chest, waiting.

The wait wasn’t long, granted. But it wasn’t the black guy who came through the door. This time it was an Indian guy, or maybe Pakistani. I can’t tell. He was holding a carnation, pink, in his right hand and he held it out to me with this beaming smile.

“Devon ahsked mee to geeve you dis.” Oh my god, his accent was horrible. I took it. That rat bastard. He knew that I had to offer any guy who came into the restroom the opportunity to cum. He SENT this guy.

Now granted, the Indian guy was cute, and to be honest, I even sort of liked his accent. I accepted the flower, lowering my arms so that he could see my breasts. “Hi. My name is Breanne. Can I make you cum?”

He bobbed his head. “Oh yes please, I’d like to fuck. I like fucking American girls!” Ah yes. Who doesn’t like fucking American girls? We’re the perfect combination of what the world considers colonial ignorance coupled with a complete lack of moral values, resting on a culture despised yet lusted after by the rest of humanity. Everyone likes fucking with Americans and better yet, getting to fuck an American girl is the epitome of class everywhere but America. Here it’s just a normal day.

And so my bikini bottoms came off. Again. And after I was laid on my back on the floor of the back bathroom stall with no pillow for my head, while a stiff, rather inexperienced Indian guy bounced around on top of me. It was anti-climactic in the extreme. I didn’t cum because I didn’t even have a chance to rise to the occasion. He didn’t even want a blowjob. He just took my arm and pushed me down. If I hadn’t made an issue of the condom, he wouldn’t even have put one on. Then he just spread my legs, pushed and began pumping. He came before I could have counted to fifty. What a rube.

He thanked me after he was done of course. Very polite. Then, as a clincher, he turned and asked me if I would be willing to wait here in the restroom for about five minutes.

“Why?” I asked, my eyes narrowing. American girls are constantly getting fucked, but that doesn’t mean we’re stupid. It means we generally like it. But we don’t like being taken advantage of.

“I want to bring you something” he replied.

I’d already been down this road. “Sorry. I’ve got places to go. But tell you what. I’ll walk you back to the bank.” I said. I grabbed my swimsuit, balled it up in one hand, and grabbed his arm.

“Uh…aren’t you going to dress?” he asked as I propelled him out the bathroom door.

I shook my head. “I’m not allowed to. When you popped my right to wear this clothing went away. Trust me. It’s normal for American girls to walk around naked. Come on.” I wrapped an arm through his and we walked back to the bank.

I didn’t go in with him of course. We stopped at the glass wall by the door. To his extreme discomfort, I wrapped my arms around his body and gave him a long sweet kiss, all while grinding my still soaked and wet pussy against the front of his pants. Then I gave a nice wave and a beaming, one million watt “I just fucked this Indian guy” smile to everyone in the bank. Everyone, customer and employee alike, was staring at us. I could see the black guy in the back, his face a mask of horror. Then I patted my most recent lover’s chest and walked out of the building back to my truck.

Ah. Revenge. Never fuck an American girl unless you’re willing to take the consequences or at least keep her tied up. Though I admit, a part of me felt bad. I mean, really, it was the black guy who had been the dishonest one, setting me up like that. Worse, I realized that I would now be visiting the last bathroom completely naked, in and out. I climbed into my truck with no one the wiser and I tossed my bikini onto the pile on the opposite seat. I cranked the engine and pulled out of the lot, unsure of which direction to go.

I ended up wandering. My pussy tingled from unfulfilled lust and more than just a little fear. I drove cautiously, always staying in the right side lane to minimize people seeing me naked behind the wheel. Thank god for tinted windows, right?

What I needed was a place where only adults would congregate. It needed to have an entrance close to both parking and the restroom. It needed to have people in it who wouldn’t call the police the moment a cute naked girl strolled up. I hit the brakes as I passed it. It was on Highway 6. I quickly turned into the parking lot and threaded my way back along the side of the road, weaving through two parking lots before I was able to park.

It was a biker bar. An ice house as they call it in Houston. It was once a mechanics garage but had long been turned into a pool table filled, open air, refreshment establishment. I’d never been in there, but the nine or ten bikes out front said that there were people who wouldn’t call the police if a naked girl showed up. The “Bar” sign said that there would be no minors present. And the fact that there was a parking space about four feet away from the wall would minimize my exposure to passersby on the road.

I sat in the truck, my heart thumping wildly. I knew my little bag wouldn’t hold enough condoms. I pulled the two left in the bag out and stuffed them into the large box. Then I tucked my keys and little bag under the seat, grabbed the box of condoms, and got out of the car. The gravel hurt my feet but I made it to the entrance way and entered the shaded coolness of the ice house.

If there had been conversation before I entered, there wasn’t afterward. There were about ten guys at various pool tables and I felt about twenty or so eyes focused on my naked body. Talk about an eye fucking. One set of wide eyes stood behind a bar and I walked up to him, my box of condoms perhaps making more of a statement than I had intended.

“Excuse me. I’m Breanne. Can you direct me to your men’s restroom?” I asked. The bartender’s eyes flickered toward the back of the building. I turned and looked past the entire group of staring men. There, in the back, was a small door that said “restroom.” I thanked the bartender and threaded my way through the pool tables and bikers, the scent of black leather and beer permeating the room. No one touched me and I made it to the door. I opened it and found a small room with a toilet and wash basin. No urinals, and not much space. Great. More porn positions. Then I turned and faced the still watching men. I held up the box of condoms and gave it a quick shake.

“One at a time gentlemen. I’ll be waiting.” Then I stepped into the bathroom and closed the door.

I don’t think I need to describe the fuckfest. After the first two bikers in the bathroom, I was unceremoniously moved into the main room and deposited on a pool table. I’m not sure how many times I was fucked, or by how many guys, because frankly there were enough that by the time I had gone through the entire list, more had arrived and even a few others who had achieved satisfaction came back for seconds. I can tell you one thing though: I came. Lots. I didn’t bother to count orgasms. I finally stopped the whole thing when we ran out of condoms. There was an immediate outpouring of volunteers to go get another box, but I protested, explaining that I was exhausted and really needed to get going. It was already three o’clock and I was way past due back at home.

To be honest, I expected to be detained, raped as it were. But these guys were really polite and sweet. I even got an escort back out to my truck – by the bartender no less. As I slipped into the seat and grabbed hold of my clothes he patted me on the arm.

“Breanne, I just want to let you know that you can come back anytime. I’ll keep an extra box of condoms under the counter for you.”

I struggled into my tee shirt and shorts, ignoring my swim suit. I turned, thanked him, and promised I’d be back. As I pulled out of the parking lot, I realized that the nine or ten motorcycles parked out front had turned into thirty. Oh my god….

So there you have it. My Special Weekend Assignment. And now that I’m done typing this up, I have to start on what I did Sunday with the corn on the cob. Geeze, it’s been a busy weekend. So stay tuned, check the blog, become a follower or a fan or whatever. Email me, leave a comment.

Because I’ll be describing exactly what it feels like to push a cooked cob of corn up…. Well…you can just read about it in a day or two…

My love to everyone.

Bre
 
    
 
   Corn in the Cunt
 
 
   Breanne, you love eating corn on the cob whilst sitting on a bench in the park but you have two problems 1) Corn is always cold by the time you get to the park and 2) your hands get all greasy from holding it so you can't drive properly. Using your powers of sluttiness you come up with a solution.

You will cook the corn at home making sure to put plenty of butter on it for extra yummyness. Then using the butter as lube you will slide it into your cunt so it stays nice and warm and your hands don't get greasy from holding it. Drive to the park, sit down on your choice of bench, slide the corn out of your cunt and eat it as if it were a cock with plenty of licking and sucking. You may deep throat it for extra credit.

I leave the choice of clothing up to you with the one condition that you can't wear your duster or anything similar so either a short skirt for ease of extraction or jeans to cover up the butter that will no doubt be running out of you and down your legs.

Oh and don't burn your snatch with a hot corn cob

 
 
   I'm a big fan of corn on the cob.  I've always loved it.   Especially with lots of butter and a little bit of salt.  Sweet tangy corn.  And know what?  It’s even better when you grow it yourself, pick it right off the plant, and then grill it right in the husk.  Of course, you can also boil it.  I've done that before too, but whatever your method for cooking the corn is, if done right it’s a great treat.  

I've actually fucked corn on the cob before, but always cold.  And I've never eaten it afterward.  Getting things set up for this was a bit troublesome.  I had to make some arrangements to get family out of the way, but once everything was ready, it sort of fell into place and I had the entire house to myself for a whole four hours.  That was plenty of time to go upstairs, change out of my more conservative work clothes and into something more appropriate for a nympho humiliation pain slut.    I selected a flared denim skirt that came down mid-thigh, which was much too short for propriety but long enough to keep me from getting arrested.  Obviously I didn't bother with panties, and then selected a white tube top that left my shoulders and arms completely bare.  

Once that was done I went down to the kitchen and got out a single ear of corn.  I had picked a few the day before and they were in the crisper, ready for grilling.  One was especially large and it only took me a moment to shuck it, tossing the husk and threads into the trash bin.  Then I got out a pot and started boiling water, putting in a pinch of salt in as well.  Yes. I can cook, and I'm actually really good at it.  Please, no marriage proposals!  Once my water was boiling, I tossed in my raw cob and let the heat and the water do its work.  It took only about ten minutes or so and while it was cooking I got out the butter, my keys, a pool towel, and my purse.  When the corn was fully cooked, I plucked it out of the water with a pair of tongs, and set it on a towel to cool.  Steam was still pouring from it and I wasn't about to go shoving a still steaming hot, nine inch long, three inch wide makeshift dildo into my pussy.  At least, not until it was only warm to the touch.

I have discovered something very important.  Your fingertips are not as sensitive at detecting heat as a woman's clit.   Or her entire pussy for that matter.  Once my corn was cool enough, which actually means "not as hot", I picked it up in my bare palm, wincing slightly from the high temperature, and sat down in one of the kitchen chairs.  I took a large pat of fresh butter and began spreading it over and around the thick ear of corn until the thing literally dripped.  I spread my legs wide apart, flipped up my skirt, and then touched the tapered tip of the corn to my clit.  It burned.  It was very very very hot.  But I figured that if it wasn't damaging my fingers, then I could handle whatever was going on down below.  I pushed the tip inward and my pussy clenched around the cob as my body involuntarily tried to keep the hot makeshift dildo from entering.  The butter however made an excellent lubricant and enabled me to ignore the clenching spasms and ram the cob inward, penetrating myself deeply and feeling the heat move from the corn into my pussy.

I took physics in college and one of the things I remember from those classes was the laws of thermodynamics.  The second law states very clearly that heat will move from a hot area into a cooler area until the temperature of both areas equal out.  Or something like that.  That piece of corn felt very hot and I began to pump it in and out of my pussy, gasping from the combination of heat and outright sexual urgency.  I admit it.  I was so horny that I could have very easily cum  But instead, after a few thrusts in and out, I steeled myself, shut down the urge to masturbate right there and then, and shoved the corn cob in as deeply as possible.

Which still left about three inches of cob sticking out of my pussy.

I clamped down and stood up, waddling over to my stuff.  I grabbed my towel, my purse and my keys and slowly made my way out of the house.  There were a couple of close calls when I thought I was going to lose the corn, but I managed to keep it in.  Then I got in my car (my parents took the truck) and adjusted to the new seating position.  Let me tell you, it’s hard to drive when you’re impaled with a hot piece of corn on the cob.  Uh...you know, it just occurred to me.  This is a prime case of corn on the cob in the Breanne!  Ehh... never mind. That sounds dumb.

Despite my rather uncomfortable situation, I got the car in gear and discovered another very important fact.  It is very hard to drive a manual transmission vehicle when you have a hot, nine inch long, makeshift dildo rammed in your pussy.  Every time I had to move my leg from the brake to the clutch it was like I was fucking myself.  I hadn't gone four miles before I was in such a state that I was ready to pop at the slightest provocation.   I was about a mile from the park when my left hand went down between my legs, flipped up my skirt, and pinched my clit hard.

So much for provocation.  Thank God there isn't a set punishment for unauthorized cumming before or during an assignment.

I pulled over to the side of the road as I came, which was a good thing, because I started to pump the clutch pedal over and over again as the waves of orgasmic heated bliss washed through me.  It was awesome.  I shuddered as I exploded, my fingers clenched around the steering wheel as my hips churned and did interesting things with the cob.  Finally, soaked, sated, hot, and still stuffed, I put the car back into gear and finished driving to the park.  I went back to my favorite park, the one with the gazebo, and I gingerly got out of my car and once more clenched down and around the corn on the cob to prevent it from slipping out of my now super wet and lubricated pussy.  In my mind, the worst thing that could happen was that corn falling on the ground and me having to eat it dirty.  Pussy drenched I can handle. Dirty? Not so much.
 
   There weren't many cars in the lot.  In fact, only two, which meant nothing.  There were several different paths at this park so it was possible I would never see another soul.  I headed for the nearest bench, still in sight of both the parking lot and the gazebo.  My thighs were drenched, in both butter and pussy juice and I noticed that I had pretty much soaked my skirt, both front and back.  I flipped it up, sat down, and spread my legs wide apart.  I barely caught the corn in time.  It shot out of me as soon as I opened my legs wide.  It slipped in my fingers, but I managed to hold on to it.  It was still warm.  Granted, not hot like it had been back at the house, but I would have had no compunction about serving corn on the cob at this temperature, if not exactly from this serving bowl.  LOL...could you imagine the looks on everyone's face if you pulled a huge piece of corn out of your pussy and laid it down on the table?  Looks of horror or sexual epiphany?  Awesome.

The corn was... slimy.  Gosh, I know that's a disgusting word, but it’s the truth.  Evidently pussy juice and real butter don't mix real well.  I brought it up to my mouth and began licking, trying to ignore the fact that I was sitting outside, SUCKING corn cock.  Worse, this corn cock had fucked me pretty thoroughly and I had left a copious amount of personal lubrication on it.  It was salty, musky, and actually tasted okay.  I was still doing my best to suck the corn cock clean when a lady walking a dog passed me. The look on her face was priceless. I didn't bother to stop and it wasn't until she was past me that I realized I was still sitting there with my legs spread.  I'm not sure if I was showing, but it wouldn't have surprised me.
 
    
 
   I was in the process of trying to deep throat the damn thing when a second person approached me.  I looked up at his shocked expression, my corn in my mouth in a very unlady like but very feminine manner, and tried to smile with my eyes as I pulled five inches of cob out of my mouth.  He gave me one of those looks.  He was kind of cute too, a little on the shy side of thirty, maybe thirty five, and nicely built.  He too was walking a dog and his eyes took in my disreputable skirt, spread legs, and obvious sexual innuendo with the corn.
 
    
 
   "Having fun?" he asked, one eyebrow going up.  I nodded, giving him a naughty smile and a knowing look.  He stood there, watching me thoughtfully and I put the tapered end of the ear back into my mouth.  He just stood there and watched.  
 
    
 
   "Is that better than real cock?" he asked.  I pulled the corn out of my mouth.
 
    
 
   "Not sure.  Let me check" I replied.  Then I lifted my skirt, making sure he could see my very bare and still very soaked pussy and put the corn back in.  His eyes popped open as I fucked myself rather hard and fast, my hips grinding as I closed my eyes and moaned.  My left hand found my clit and worked it back and forth and I exploded for a second time, coating the corn with my own personal butter for a second time.  After I came back down from orgasmic heights, I tugged the corn out, looked at my audience and put it back in my mouth.  Yummy.  A second shocked look gave me the opportunity to grin and say "It's good, but not as good as real cock."   Then I started eating the corn.  Not just licking the corn, or sucking on the corn, or deepthroating the corn.  It was sweet, with just the right amount of saltiness.  I ate it completely, right down to the ends.  Then I tossed it into the trash can beside me, wiped my mouth, and stood up.
 
    
 
   "Would you rather have the real thing, or are you sated?" he asked.
 
    
 
   What would any nympho humiliation pain slut do in a similar situation?  Easy.  I took his hand, pulled him off into the bushes and sucked his cock and then got on my hands and knees, presented my ass, and let him fuck me doggie style.  It was wonderful...yum.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   3 Clothespins
 
    
 
   07/19/10
 
    
 
   The Assignment: (by Master Brandon) Breanne, you will choose one day during the next week to wear a short skirt and halter top. You will not wear a bra or panties. You will need to be dressed like this for the entire day. You will keep three clothespins on your person at all times. At the very beginning of the day you will lift your skirt, masturbate with your fingers until you are ready to explode, and then you will put one clothespin on your clit. The other two clothespins will be attached to your labia. Anytime you are alone, you are to remove the clothespins from your labia and move them to your nipples. You may not cum during this assignment. The assignment is over when you go to bed.

My God. What a week! I'm grateful that I'm getting a break now. I can't even begin to describe the absolute torture I've endured all of last week, but I guess I've got to try don't I? It all started last Sunday, one day after Mistress Ellen's rather intense bathroom screwing assignment. And it all started with clothespins.

I’m an early riser. Part of that is just life on a farm. Part of it is that sometimes I don’t sleep very well. So I’m usually up around five am every morning. My morning routine is pretty basic as well. I get up. Brush my teeth. Get Dressed. Go do chores. That sort of stuff. Yesterday morning wasn’t that much different.

But there were a few minor changes to my routine. The first was selecting my attire for the day. Usually I wear shorts or jeans, depending on what I have to do for the day. Tee shirts are also an often worn item. Occasionally I wear a button up oxford, but I’m still a tee shirt girl at heart. And of course under all this I wear panties and a bra. Pretty normal right?

So it was definitely a change when I pulled up a short flared skirt that only came down to the middle of my thighs, and a tight, fire engine red halter top that showcased my breasts rather nicely. No panties. No bra, just me and an outfit that would have made any streetwalker proud.

I went to my desk and after checking my email I dug around in my desk drawer and removed three wooden clothespins. Pegs to you Brits! Mine are garden variety wooden clamps perfect for keeping sheets attached to rope, or for tormenting young Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts who seem to keep getting into trouble!

According to the assignment, my first task was to get myself close to the edge. Fair enough. I admit though that I wasn’t looking forward to being denied relief. I don’t handle denial very well and to be honest, I’m a pretty sexual person. Oh…that really wasn’t news to you, was it?

I spread my legs right there in my desk chair. My seat doesn’t have arm rests, which makes it easier to do complete sexual tasks at the computer. My skirt rode up all by itself leaving my shaved pussy totally exposed. I was already a bit wet, just from dealing with the anticipation, and I began by slowly rubbing my fingertips across my clit. In hindsight, I probably should have focused on other parts of my body, but my clitoris has always been the gateway to incredible orgasms for me. Mine is very sensitive, which is why this assignment was so intense and cruel, on a number of levels.

To my disappointment, it didn’t take long to get me to the edge. By five fifteen I was ready to explode and it was only with great difficulty, and the knowledge that I would endure a pretty intense punishment for violating the terms of the assignment, that kept me from relieving my sexual needs. Then, trembling at what I was about to do, I picked up the first clothespin and attached it to my clit.

I almost came. It was that intense. My body tightened as the sensation triggered an orgasmic like pulse that rushed through me. I fought it down, trying to ignore the cruel bite of the clothespin. Slowly, I stood up, my thighs parted slightly in order to keep the clothespin from either jabbing my thigh or getting bounced around. Before taking a step, I pulled up my halter top, exposing both breasts. Then I quickly clamped each nipple with a clothespin, once more bringing me to the edge of sexual release.

Part of the day’s assignment was about mental torture as well as the sexual kind. Making me move the clothespins on my nipples to my pussy whenever I was around other people made me conscientious of the wooden clamps at all times. It also kept me exposed – a lot. So, keeping true to the assignment was a trial. With my three clothespins attached and wobbling, I took a deep breath and headed downstairs and out to do my chores.

The first thing I discovered was that walking with a four inch long wooden clothespin attached to your clit is not comfortable. It sways. It scratches. It’s constantly bumped, shoved, and pulled by the motion of your thighs, forcing you into a sort of leg spreading waddle that looks ridiculous. Imagine having a heat rash on your thigh and crotch. That’s sort of what it felt like. Of course add in this non-stop sexual tension, since the movement constantly plays with the most sensitive part of your sexual core and voila! Instant Sex Torture! Then, just for fun, add two more clothespins sticking straight out from your breasts, bouncing slightly with every breath, keeping your mind on two more highly sensitive points.

It was weird doing my chores with my shirt up, breasts exposed, clothespins bouncing, and the overwhelming desire to masturbate as hard and rapidly as possible kept me soaked and distracted. By six in the morning I was going crazy. My clit felt as if I had been strapped spread-eagled to a rack, legs spread, for a full two days, while a low powered massager constantly tormented my budding clit.

Hmmm…that actually sounds fun. I’m willing if anyone is interested.

It took me just a bit longer than usual to finish up, and around seven am I made myself ready to head back inside the house. It was a bit of a relief removing the clothespins from my breasts and tugging my halter top down. Then I lifted my skirt and quickly clamped both outer petals of my pussy. It didn’t hurt, just felt tight, and while it didn’t add a whole lot of sexual tension, it certainly made walking more complicated. It was hard not to touch the clit clothespin too. I waddled back inside.

Breakfast with family, especially my fiscally, socially, and culturally conservative parents, can be a trial even when you aren’t dressed like a two dollar whore. My dad’s eyebrows went up when he saw me, but he didn’t say anything. Mom on the other hand felt no compunction about giving me a lecture on appropriate attire. Evidently a sexy halter top and a skirt short enough to expose my rear on a breezy day is inappropriate for feeding pigs, chickens, horses, and cows. I’m so glad I didn’t tell her about how I accessorized my outfit!

After breakfast I headed back upstairs and once firmly ensconced in my room, I again moved the two clothespins from my pussy to my breasts. Talk about instant sexual frustration. I was going crazy. Worse, my dad had asked me to make a run to the grocery store and it occurred to me that this presented a major problem. I got online and asked a few knowledgeable people for their opinion. There seemed to be a consensus that driving alone in your car, despite the possibility of being observed, meant that I needed to have the clothespins on my nipples. Ah well. It wasn’t going to be the first time I’ve driven around town with my top up and my breasts clamped.

I think I stayed up in my room writing until about ten or so and then I moved the clothespins back down between my legs. It was so hard not to touch myself. I so desperately wanted and needed to cum. But Master Brandon had made it very clear that I would be punished, and he had even told me what was coming should I violate his orders: a week with no panties, ben wa balls inserted into my pussy. And last but not least, a thong made of the same rope that I had used to torment myself in the barn. I dreaded the thought of having a one inch thick scratchy rough piece of hemp embedded in my pussy and butt crack…for a whole week. So I had a lot of motivation not to touch myself.

The walk to my truck wasn’t bad, though it earned me another glare from my mom. I managed to get outside and as soon as I was in my truck I flipped up my halter top, spread my legs, and once again moved the clothespins from my pussy to my breasts. If you’re getting tired of hearing that, imagine how tired I was DOING it. Worse, the tips of the clothespins were stained, wet with my own juices. I put the truck in gear and headed out.

The drive was uneventful except for one traffic light where I was ogled by the two guys in the little sports car next to me. I smiled and waved and even shook my bosom a little. I pulled back a bit when the one guy took pictures with his iPhone, but it was still fun. So if you see the pics posted somewhere, let me know.

When I got to the grocery store I pulled into a spot and immediately took the clothespins off my breasts, covered back up, and then lifted my skirt. My clit was swollen and red and it was everything I could do to keep from releasing it. Instead, I put the two clothespins back on my labia, running a single finger through my slit, so wet, so needy, and so perfect. I couldn’t stop myself. My finger went from top to bottom, gently wiggling the clothespin attached to my clit and then sinking beautifully into my body. It wasn’t thick enough granted, but it felt incredible. Maybe it was the penetration. Perhaps it was the intensity of the clothespin on my clit. Maybe it was the fact that it was near eleven o’clock and I had been forced to endure this torment since five in the morning. Maybe it was the fact I was in a busy parking lot where anyone could see me.

I came.

Yes I know I violated the terms of the assignment. Trust me. I know. I've already partially paid for that mistake and will be paying again next week I assure you. But let's get on with the story.

I shuddered, gasping as my body trembled and I let out a little sigh of relief. But it was short lived since I didn’t dare take off the clothespins. With a deep breath and a bit of mental preparation, I got out of the truck, smoothed down my skirt, and walked into the grocery store. My mind was certainly not focused on the list of items my dad had given me to get, but rather on the fact that my pussy was a clothesline and every step was a mixture of sexual stimulation and a touch of pain. Add to that the intense embarrassment of being out in public, in flip flops, a short short skirt, and a halter top, not to mention the three clothespins dangling down from my private parts, and you’ve got a recipe for another orgasm. In fact, it wouldn't have surprised me if it was possible to actually see the clothespins dangling out from under my skirt!

I did hold off, thank you very much. I managed to get my grocery cart, load it up, and slowly walk my way down every aisle. It took about an hour. By the time I got back to the truck, loaded the groceries into the bed, and got in, I was just as ready to cum as I had when I GOT to the grocery store. I got in the seat, turned on the ignition, and then, after checking to make sure I was unobserved, I pulled up my halter top, reached down between my legs, and removed the two clothespins dangling from my pussy lips.

Talk about relief. It felt good to have them off. Of course that relief was immediately replaced by the tightening of every vaginal muscle I had as the biting of the clothespin still on my clit encouraged my body to start the whole orgasmic process immediately. I quivered and finally, right there in the parking lot, one finger wildly wiggling that final peg, I came for a second time.

When I looked up, this forty something year old woman was staring at me from about ten feet away. Ooopps. So much for public sex. I gave her a sheepish grin, got the truck in gear as my nipple clamp clothespins bobbed and jiggled, and pulled out of my spot and raced away. The drive was uneventful. I guess people don't look around that much since I didn't even get a honk.

Once I got home I moved the clothespins for what felt like the umpteenth time, repositioning them on my pussy with a certain feeling of trepidation. You try walking around with clothespins dangling from YOUR genitals. Anyway, I managed to get all the groceries into the house despite my handicap and then I helped put them away. Then I had lunch.

This took about two hours and set me right back to where I was at the grocery store. So after lunch I headed back upstairs to my room, fully intent on doing a bit of writing. I did manage some, which I hope you are all appreciative about. But writing about sex didn't help my libido either and I couldn't help rocking in my chair, thrusting my hips forward ever so slightly. Of course when I did, the clothespin on my clit bobbed and waved and drove me absolutely crazy and it wasn't long before my fingers were dipping into my pussy, rubbing, stroking, flicking the clothespin, and then pulling on it, twisting it even. It was everything I could do not to scream out loud when I came.

I was better for a while, but then I spent a few minutes online with Master Barrett, who seemed to take great pleasure in forcing me right back to that state of sexual nirvana that I was ALREADY in trouble for achieving. He kept me in a state for almost an hour. Flick Flick Flick. "Flick the clothespins on your breasts three times." He said that so many times, never close together, to keep me in a terrible state. To his credit, Master Barrett asked "so what will it matter if you cum again?" So with my clit tender and sore and my nipples throbbing I came again, this time at the express direction of Master Barrett.

Afterward I made a trip to the bathroom, which was almost an adventure in and of itself. It wasn't the bathroom part that was adventurous, it was walking down the hall with my halter top up and the clothespins still firmly attached to my nipples. Sure, I wasn't expecting to encounter anyone, but wow...the tension! I loved it!

The rest of the day went as expected. My clit was throbbing constantly. Lots of sexual turmoil, two more orgasms, and then finally, right before bed, I took off the clothespin on my clit and about passed out from the pain as the blood rushed back into the tender little nub. My breasts weren't exactly in better condition, thanks to the fact that I had left them clamped for nearly an hour. I wasn't in any condition to masturbate, so instead I went to bed, never expecting the fire storm that was coming.

Monday was busy, so I didn't have a chance to write much. Tuesday I got an email from Master Brandon asking how my assignment went. Sheepishly I admitted to having six orgasms during the assignment. In for a penny, in for a pound right? It was Wednesday before I heard back from Master Brandon, who was very disappointed in me, and ordered me to start the punishment the following day. That afternoon I went down the barn and cut about four feet of rope from our spool, totally ready for my punishment to begin the next day.

On Thursday morning I woke up around five am like usual and pulled the rope and ben wa balls out of my closet. The first thing I did was to insert my ben wa balls, which I admit made me very wet. Then I tied the rope around my waist, which let me tell you was not very comfortable. The rope was at least an inch thick and very scratchy. It drove me nuts and that was BEFORE I tied the knot and then let the rope dangle down from the small of my back. I reached between my legs, grabbed the loose end and drew it up into my butt crack. It only took a little bit of wiggling and a little pressure to seat the rope securely between my ass checks. I could feel the rough hemp scratching at my anus. Then I used my left hand to spread my pussy lips and made sure that the rope was firmly embedded in my slit, the thick petals enveloping the rope on both sides. Then I tucked the rope up and around the loop at my waist, drew it taut, and then tied a clove hitch.

What! I was a scout okay! I know my knots. Sort of.

So after I had my clove hitch tied, I used a pair of scissors to hack and chop and cut my way through the rest of the rope, then tightened the crotch line.

Oh My God. My clit was already swollen, already telling me owww.... I thought I could feel every strand, every bump, every little wiry piece digging into me. I couldn't help thrusting my hips forward, rocking myself. That's when I discovered that rocking, thrusting, even walking was going to cause the length of rope between my legs, between the petals of my pussy, between my butt cheeks, to move about a full inch with every motion. Worse, the ben wa balls were exciting me, and the mixture of ouch and ooohhh was creating another buildup of tension that I wasn't going to be able to handle properly.

I didn't of course. I came before I even made it to the barn. I gasped, leaning against the wooden wall, eyes shut, hips rocking wildly as the waves of orgasmic lust rushed through me. My clit was on fire, the ben wa balls were rolling inside me, and I shuddered violently as I climaxed, and that's a pretty fair description of my day.

I wrote. I tried not to move too much. Master Barrett tormented me a bit more which seriously hampered my writing. At one point I was sitting in my chair, my shorts down around my ankles, my tee shirt and bra in a pile on the desk, while two clothespins stuck straight out from my nipples and I constantly jerked my hips back and forth, for all intents and purposed humping and fucking my crotch rope with abandon. Master Barrett kept me right on the edge and then finally, allowed me to cum, after getting me to reavow my oath as a nympho humiliation pain slut.

Of course during all this I also got another assignment from Mistress Ellen, along with "when are you going to do this." I'm in such demand! Not only do my readers love me, but so do my doms! But there was a problem facing me. My time of the month was about to start, and in fact, did start on Saturday. So much for Master Brandon's punishment! Two days completed. I get a nice five to six day break, and then I can finish the last five days, right?

Master Brandon had other ideas. He expressed his disappointment in me for not completing my punishment and informed me that I would need to start all over again when my time of the month was finished. And as further punishment, twice a day during the week of sans panties and with a crotch rope thong, I needed to masturbate, with a vibrator, and only by pressing it to my clit.

Mistress Ellen was not exactly happy about bumping her assignment in favor of me being punished for a week, and I expressed my concern to Master Brandon. As a result, I was able to purchase time to do Mistress Ellen's assignment. What's it going to cost me? Just you wait. It will be my second assignment that week.

So I'm off for the rest of this week. Back again the following week, ready for fun, adventure, sex, and lots of orgasms. Oh yeah. And torture too. Painful, clit wrenching, pussy smacking torture! Love ya!

Bre.
 
    
 
    
 
   Truck Stop
 
   
  
 

07-26-10 
 
    
 
   The Assignment: (Assigned by Mistress Ellen) Breanne, you will pack a bag with a selection of sex toys of your choice. You will then go to the nearest truck stop. You may wear an outfit of your choice. Find a driver who is heading to the opposite side of Houston. Ask him if he would be willing to drop you off at a truck stop on the other side of town in exchange for you sitting naked and masturbating for the entire ride. If necessary, offer a blowjob or sex as well. When you arrive on the other side of town, find another truck driver willing to take you back for the same offer. 
 
   
On Saturday afternoon it was with great relief that I shimmied out of my khaki shorts and dumped them in the laundry. I admit it. They were soaked, a product of my rather excruciating, long term, and sexually charged punishment. I wasn't wearing panties, or at least I wasn't wearing the kind of panties everyone expects. Instead there was a thick piece of hemp rope tied about my waist, with another line running down the crack of my ass and up into the puffy, swollen petals of my slit. It ended just under my belly button, held taut by a half hitch knot that kept the rough and scratchy inch thick strand deeply embedded in my sex. It was with great relief that I slowly loosened that knot, gasping slightly as my tenderized loins were freed from the constant irritation and stimulation. My clit was bright red, as if someone had been frantically stroking it for hours. That might have had something to do with the almost constant and repeat vibrational orgasms I had inflicted upon myself THROUGH the rope itself. 

If you must know, the punishment I was enduring (and still am, since I’m sitting here writing wearing the same rope thong,) was for cumming on an assignment I wasn't allowed to cum on. To make matters worse, I was stuffed with ben wa balls (and still am) and required to masturbate at least two times daily, and only by stimulating my clitoris. As you can imagine, I was sore, tender, and very sensitive, especially after enduring two full days of crotch rope goodness, constant orgasms to relieve the discomfort, and a rope that wasn't handling the copious amounts of juices leaking from my body. The ben wa balls only made it worse, exciting me with every step: an agony of sexual frustration, followed by irritation, followed by release, followed by frustration. It has been a never ending cycle.

Except for those blissful five hours I spent on assignment. Around two o'clock on Saturday I took off my shorts and crotch rope and slipped into something infinitely more comfortable; a light blue and white summer dress, complete with matching blue, high heel pumps. It was the perfect outfit to accomplish Mistress Ellen's assignment. I suppose I could have put on panties, but I didn't. Not because I was ordered not to, but because the very thought of anything, even light cloth, touching my abraded clit was more than I could bear. Besides, I had been ordered not to wear panties as part of my punishment and I try to follow the orders given to me. I slipped my seven inch vibrator, my nipple clamps, and my husky dildo into my bag, along with a small coin purse filled with individually wrapped condoms, and headed out the door to the nearest truck stop. I choose the one just west of town, and I parked my little pick-up truck in the lot and kept a sharp eye out.

I was looking for something in particular: somebody clean, respectable looking, and pulling in from the west. I sat in the parking lot for about twenty minutes when I finally spotted the right guy. He was maybe thirty or forty years old and was driving a huge tractor with sleeping quarters in the back. His trailer was solid white and I saw Nevada plates on his truck. Even better, he went in to the stop and spent only a few moments in the rest room. He came back out carrying a small shopping sack with a bag of nuts and a soda. Sweet. I was already out of my truck and heading toward his, making a beeline for his truck.

We got there about the same time and he visibly started when he realized that I was standing right next to him. For me, the butterflies in my stomach were dancing and I took a deep breath.

"Hi! Um... are you heading down East I-10 to the other side of Houston by any chance?" I asked politely, giving him my million watt “please fuck me with your tire thumper” smile. He blinked a little, his dark brown hair just a tad shaggy, and he nodded. 

"Sure am, Miss. What can I do you for?" he asked me.

"Well, I was wondering if I could get a ride to the other side of Houston," I replied matter-of-factly. "To pay for it I'll ride naked and masturbate the whole way there, while you watch."

His eyebrows went up and he looked around the parking lot. "What's it going to cost me?" He suddenly asked. 

Huh? I gave him a quizzical look. "Cost you? Nothing. I just need a ride and I'm willing to sit there naked and masturbate for you in order to get it. It won't cost you anything." I repeated. Duh. Do I look like a whore or something? Never mind. Don’t answer that.

“So you just want a ride?” Again with the skepticism. I nodded my million watt let me sit naked in your cab and fuck a vibrator smile beaming at him.

Then he shrugged. “Sure. Hop in.”

The little knot of fear and excitement that had been sitting in my stomach suddenly leapt to my throat and made it difficult to talk or swallow. So instead I moved around to the other side of the big tractor and clambered up, trying not to kill myself in shoes totally inappropriate for climbing big rigs. The inside of the cab was neat and well organized, with holders for his logs, notebooks, maps, and even drinks. A cooler sat on the floor of the passenger seat, but it really wasn’t in my way as I settled down. I set my small bag down on the floor next to it.

“I’m Breanne.” I said, closing the door and then turning to my chauffeur. He nodded at me with a smile.

“Jason Avries” he replied.

I grinned again and grabbed hold of the hem of my dress. With what I presume was a twinkle in my eye, I pulled upward, exposing my thighs. His eyes widened a bit. I guess he didn’t believe me when I said I’d ride naked. I wasn’t wearing panties of course, so when the hem cleared my hips his eyes went from wide to bulging. I spread my legs slightly so that Jason would get a better look, though I still wonder what he thought of the fact that my pussy was bright pink, more than a bit swollen, and wet enough to allow a sandpaper-covered dildo to slide smoothly through my body.

In seconds the dress was at my breasts and I tugged it up and then off, shaking my head to let my hair fall back down. I tossed it to the floor.

“Holy shit,” Jason said, his voice a little hoarse.

I smiled at him again and reached down to my bag. I pulled out both my vibrator and the husky dildo, held them up, and asked “which one?”

Jason just stared. I guess this was a bit more than he was prepared to handle. In hindsight, I picked a good looking guy, but one who wasn’t really mentally prepared to handle this sort adventure. On the other hand, what guy wouldn’t? Eventually Jason pointed at the husky dildo. Trust a guy to go for size over action. I put the vibrator away and then very gingerly began to run the tip of the dildo along my slit, putting one high heeled foot up on the dashboard.

We didn’t move. Jason just sat there and watched as I maneuvered my big rig into the loading dock with expertise. As my husky dildo began to move back and forth I looked at him with a bit of expectation.

“Aren’t we supposed to be going somewhere?” I asked politely. He just stared at me. I guess it was the pistoning action of the dildo that kept him in lala land. Finally I snapped my fingers in his face.

“When we get to the other side of Houston I’ll let you screw my brains out,” I offered.

Jason shook his head to clear the pornographic cobwebs out and then started the truck. The engine let out a throaty roar and I felt the vibrations of the powerful tractor come right up through the seat. With frequently glances at me, Jason pulled out of the truck stop and managed to get the rig back on I-10 without hitting anyone.

In retrospect, maybe this assignment wasn’t the smartest thing to do in the world. I was sitting stark naked in a vehicle weighing more than four cars together, barreling along at sixty or so miles per hour, with a distracted driver. Not my smartest moment. But once we managed to get on I-10 traffic wasn’t that bad and Jason was able to multi-task sufficiently to drive, talk, and watch me push a nine inch long three inch thick rubber cock in and out of my pussy.

That’s talent. I mean pushing a nine inch long three inch thick rubber cock in and out of my pussy of course.

What did we talk about? Oh…the usual. Am I single? Yes. Do I have a job? Kinda. Do I do stuff like this often? Absolutely. 

I’m going to admit right now that my masturbation session wasn’t the most…energetic…one I’ve ever done. I’m guessing it’s because I was still really tender. Don’t get me wrong. It felt great. What was even better was not having a piece of one inch thick rope sawing my pussy in half. During our ride I told Jason about myself, about the blog and website, about my assignments, about me being a nympho humiliation pain slut…stuff like that. Jason seemed really interested.

By the time we crossed the loop I was starting to really feel it. My pussy was still sore and tender, but the sexual tension and talking about my various assignments and stuff had put me in a bit of a surge. The husky dildo moved in and out a bit faster and I closed my eyes.

Some girls like to fantasize during masturbation. I can just imagine them laying there on their little pink beds, vibrator moving in and out, daydreaming about sitting naked in a big rig tractor trailer masturbating in expectation of a through fucking by a handsome yet somewhat slow driver. Do I sometimes fantasize while masturbating? Absolutely. But only when I’m home, in bed, and nothing amazing is happening to me. At that moment, I was thinking “I’m sitting naked in a big rig tractor trailer masturbating in expectation of through fucking by a handsome yet somewhat slow driver!”

When we crossed I-45 I exploded. Jason was so enthralled that I heard that weird humming noise when the tires start drifting out of the lane. Jason jerked the rig back onto the road as I came down from my climax like a feather dropped from a hundred feet up.

“So where are you going?” Jason asked when I had fully recovered.

I shrugged. “Just find a truck stop and pull in. Then we can have our fun,” I replied. Hey, when I make an offer, I stick too it.

It didn’t take Jason long to find a convenient spot. In a somewhat dusty gravel lot outside a rather old looking truck stop, Jason parked his rig and started unbuckling his seatbelt and pants at the same time. He grinned at me and pushed open the curtain separating the sleeping compartment behind the seats and I dropped the husky dildo onto the seat and crawled into the rear area. I felt a hand on my ass as I went and I gave it a little wiggle just to keep Jason’s attention.

It wasn’t bad. There was a pile of men’s magazines on the floor, covered with pictures of women that were dressed just like me: high heels and nothing else. I fell onto the mattress and opened my arms as Jason moved closer, pulling his tee shirt off. Then I was sitting up, helping him with his pants, grabbing hold of his cock, and then he was in my mouth.

He came. In like two minutes of sucking. Surprised the hell out of me. I’m usually pretty good at being able to tell when a guy is close, but I think maybe it had been a while since Jason had experienced a good cock sucking. Anyway, I got a facefull of spooge and after I licked my lips and wiped my face off, I pushed Jason to the mattress and started over. It only took me about ten minutes to get him hard again and when he was I put a condom on him and then rode him like a stick shift in a race car driver’s hand.

I didn’t cum again, but he did. Not much to say. It was pretty vanilla. Mostly it was him manhandling me, touching tits and ass while I ground my hips, bounced up and down, and generally mewed like a cute kitten. When Jason was good and sated, I laid on him for just a little bit. Guys like that. Then I disengaged, used his tee shirt to clean myself up, then crawled back out to the front.

“That was amazing,” Jason said as I grabbed my dress and started pulling it over my head. I gave him another one of my million watt “thank you for fucking my brains out” smiles. I leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek.

He offered to drive me farther, and then even back! But I politely declined, explaining that my assignment specified two different truckers. He seemed a little put out, but nodded. Besides, after what I did to him, it would be hours before he was up on his own again. I stuck my husky dildo back into my bag, checked to make sure I was decent, and thanked Jason for the ride. (Ha ha! get it? RIDE! LOL!)

Then I climbed down from the rig and headed into the truck stop.

I spent about twenty five minutes in the ladies room. I washed, got cleaned up, and even managed to get a little bit of Jason’s creamy filling out of a lock of my hair. In the end I was totally presentable and walked back out to the parking lot, head held high, and with just as much tension as I had before.

Jason’s truck was gone, but I kind of expected that. Those guys keep a tight schedule. Unlike the first truck stop, this one was a little less frequented, and the first four truck drivers I approached weren’t heading in my direction. Finally, in desperation I just started asking anyone who pulled up. Two more drivers and thirty five minutes later finally netted me a rather portly driver with a beard and a baseball cap driving a refrigerator truck.

Yes, he was going to San Antonio. So I posed my question, the same one I hit Jason with and he accepted in a heart beat with a “anything you’re pretty little heart wants, missie.”

So I climbed up into the cab while he refueled his rig. Took forever too. But by the time he was done paying and was climbing back into the cab, I was naked, one foot up on the dash, with my vibrator taking me down the same road Jason had driven, just the opposite direction. This time my driver’s name was Hank. (I’m making these names up so give me a break. I have to change them to protect the guilty you know!) Hank was a sweet guy and not nearly as tongue tied as Jason. We had a very amiable conversation despite my looming orgasm, nudity, and his focus on driving, and it wasn’t until after I came that he told me I reminded him of his daughter.

Uh…um… okay.  

Just like with Jason, I had to answer a lot of questions and Hank even had me write down the address of the website (I really do need to get those business cards!) By the time we reached Katy I was back into my sexual urgency and it was with a slightly distracted expression that I directed him back to the truck stop where my car was waiting.

When we pulled up Hank stopped the rig a little farther out. I was still right on the verge and he looked at me, reaching out to stop my hand. I groaned slightly as prevented me from reaching climax.

“So what would it cost me to get you in the back?” he asked.

A million things shot through my mind. A hundred bucks. A new car. Not having to work on the farm. Hell, letting me cum would work. But my pussy got in the way and sent signals to my mouth first.  I answered before my brain even managed to get it into gear.

“Spank the crap out of me while I fuck you,” I replied.

He grinned. “I’d love to spank that ass.”

We moved to the rear compartment, which was a little smaller than Jason’s. This time I didn’t see any adult magazines, but that didn’t stop me from kneeling on the mattress and quickly helping Hank out of his jeans. His cock had an acrid taste and scent to it, so I moved quickly to the fucking, getting a condom on him relatively quick. Then I was straddling him, his rough hands squeezing and kneading my bottom. I thrust, grinding and pumping and then he began hitting me, his strong hands whacking my ass as I fucked him.

Oh yes…that was enough. My rear end blossomed with heat and the next thing I knew I was screaming in ecstasy as I shuddered through my orgasm. Hank came almost immediately afterward, with just a few more swats to my rear to punctuate his own explosion. I collapsed on his chest, feeling his heartbeat for a few moments before rising, planting a chaste kiss on his cheek, and extracting myself from his withering cock. I didn’t bother cleaning up this time. I just leaned out into the cab and grabbed my dress, slithering into it even as Hank was slowly emerging from his sex-induced stupor. With a pleasant smile, I thanked him, grabbed my stuff, and hopped out of the truck.

The rest of the story isn’t exciting. I went to the ladies room, cleaned up, and then headed home to work on writing this. At home I showered, grabbed a clean pair of khaki shorts, and then picked up the one item I was dreading more than screwing strange guys: the crotch rope thong. With a deep breath I stepped into the circles of hemp, pulling them up my legs, feeling the still damp, scratchy strands caress my skin. Once it was around my waist, I tightened things up. My ben wa balls were back in, only slightly arousing me thanks to the afternoon of constant sex. The rope between my legs was put in place and I slid the half hitch knot downward, pulling the hemp tightly between my labia and into the crack of my ass. The knot was right above my still sore clit and I gasped, my thighs buckling and trembling as a sudden wave of sexual desire exploded through me, laced with the pain of the rope.

The original punishment says I have to masturbate at least twice daily, and the ones done on this assignment don’t count. So you’ll forgive me if I stop for a moment to press my vibrator up against my clit for a bit. Won’t you?

There’s a footnote to this adventure and it only occurred to me after I had another agonizing clitoral orgasm just a moment ago. I have another punishment coming up. Well…not exactly a punishment. It’s more like…paying the price. For not wearing the crotch rope on Mistress Ellen’s assignment of course. I’ll do that tomorrow. The padlock key is already freezing in a bottle of water…

I’ll be ready. Will you?
 
   
 
 
   
On The Fence
 
    
 
   07/27/10
 
    
 
   Punishment Assignment: (assigned by Master Brandon) The night before the assignment you will put your padlock key on a 4 foot string and freeze it in a 20oz bottle's worth of water. The following day you will take the bottle (in a cooler), your Japanese Clover Clamps, your butterfly clitoral vibrator, your wrist cuffs, and your padlock and drive to any location you desire, provided said location has a chain link fence. When you arrive you will strip naked but you will leave the crotch rope and ben wa balls in and tight. You will put on the butterfly vibrator and then clip the clamps to your nipples. You will tie the end of the string that is attached to the bottle and key to the middle of the chain connecting the nipple clamps. Toss the bottle over the top of the fence so that it dangles on the other side, pulling on your nipples. Activate the butterfly vibrator and turn it to its maximum setting. Attach your cuffs and padlock them to the fence so that you can get to the key when it is finally freed from the ice. You may cum if necessary. In the event that you are approached, you must ask them to spank you but you can not let the crotch rope be removed.
 
   

The gravel under the truck tires crunched and I looked in the rear view mirror. A long trail of billowing dust stretched back toward the country road, at least a half a mile, and I put it in park, my eyes flashing through the windshield and across the chain link fence before me.

Are you wondering what I was doing there? Sure you are. I admit that I was wondering what I was doing there. Unfortunately, I had a pretty good idea exactly why I was there.  My wonder was more of an assessment of my mental state.. It had taken me almost an hour to find an appropriate spot to do this, and in the end I found myself outside a large radio antenna, complete with small concrete hut and chain link fence. It was located about four miles south west of my farm and was in the middle of some fields. No one was around. I also knew that there would be few, if any passing cars, and even if there were, they would literally need to drive down the road to see me.. It suited my need to remain undiscovered during what was coming, but I was still dreading it.

I got out of the truck with my bag and cooler. I was dressed for the heat of course: flip flops, khaki shorts, a blue tee shirt and bra made up my regular ensemble. Of course underneath the shorts I wasn’t wearing the typical panties so commonly available at lingerie stores across the country. Nope. I was wearing something that was more readily available from a hardware store; and it chaffed.

For four days, with the exception of a blissful five hours on Saturday, I had been wearing a rather tight, rather scratchy, rather soaked rope thong that was embedded both in my ass and between the swollen, wet, and tender petals of my pussy. This, combined with the added effects of keeping a pair of ben wa balls tucked up inside me for the entire time created a plethora of sexual urges, usually culminating in some wild and rather agonizing coital thrusting. The original punishment also called for me to masturbate at least twice: daily, through the rope thong, and only focusing on my clit. While I’m no stranger to clitoral orgasm, such direct, prolonged and abrasive stimulation had become something both hated and desired, all at the same time. I was living in a catch 22 situation (and still am…with one day to go!) where the time I spent masturbating relieved not only the sexual tension but discomfort, as well as made me even more tender and more sensitive to the pain of the rope slipping and sliding along my slit. Masturbate twice? Ha! I’ve been masturbating fifteen to twenty times daily, just to spare myself the agony of sitting there enduring the rope. And each masturbation just makes me hurt more.

But I was recently reminded that I am a nympho humiliation pain slut, so shut up and stop complaining, right?

The chain link fence enclosed about three hundred or so feet, with the large metal scaffold of antenna right in the center. My large and thick sunglasses muted the glare of the summer Texas sun, and I stepped up to the fence and dropped my cooler and bag. I peeled my shirt off, dumping it on the ground, following it with my bra. I immediately felt the heat on my breasts. Let’s face it: ninety eight degrees at two o’clock in the afternoon is pretty intense, especially in direct sunlight. My thumbs hooked my waist band and soon my shorts joined my bra and shirt.

I grabbed a bottle of sunscreen. Seventy five S.P.F. in fact. I took several moments to liberally smear every portion of my body, except where the crotch rope lay against my skin. I’m certainly willing to endure my share of discomfort and pain, but getting sunburn wasn’t on the menu. After I glistened, my skin reflective, I went about preparing my punishment assignment.

The first thing to do was put on my butterfly vibrator. This is a simple device. It’s just a plastic triangle with a little bump on one side that is supposed to be worn directly over your clit. It has straps to hold it in place, and I stepped into the makeshift leg holes and pulled the little vibrator up and into place. It didn’t fit correctly across my clit due to the rope and knot that kept the crotch rope tight. But I knew from experience that this wouldn’t matter much. The butterfly stimulator would buzz, on high, and that in turn would cause the rope lying against my clit to shake. It wouldn’t be long before I was screaming in ecstasy and agony.

My Japanese Clover Clamps were next and I pulled out the heavy hardware and held it up. Sunlight flashed on the steel chain connecting the two large clips and I spent a moment or two getting them on my breasts. My nipples are actually quite average in size, so sometimes it makes clamping them a bit of a chore. The delicious pain that shot up through each tit just made me hornier and I couldn’t control the involuntary thrusts of my hips. This of course caused the rope to move through my pussy like a saw and I could feel the fire of sexual need building rapidly.

Next I put on my wrist cuffs. These are just an old pair of nylon and foam toy cuffs Kari bought me from a store years ago. Each has a D link metal clip and I hung my padlock from the clip, knowing I’d be cuffing myself to the fence shortly. I bent down and opened the cooler, pulling out my frozen bottle of water. I had used an empty soda bottle and had removed the wrapper so I could see the key and rope clearly. The key was at the very bottom, encased in ice, the long string a white line going up through the solid block of water and emerging from the open top. Already water was condensing along the outside of the bottle and I could see that just a little bit of the ice at the top had melted. I set the bottle down on the ground by my feet and tied the rope to the chain connecting my nipples together. So with everything in place, I turned the butterfly vibrator to maximum, picked up the bottle, and tossed it over the fence.

Twenty ounces of water is about two or three pounds and I immediately felt it pull on my nipples. The nice thing (or perhaps the horrible thing) about Japanese Clover clamps is that pulling on them just makes them tighter. So after a minute or so I could really feel the pressure. During that minute I lifted my arms as high as I could, even standing on tiptoe to get all the way up, and quickly ran the padlock hasp through both D links and the fence. Then I locked it.

The bottle dangled on the other side of the fence, just level with my breasts. I could see the key, knowing that I would have to wait for the ice to completely melt before I would be able to free myself. My nipples ached and I could feel the trickles of perspiration flowing down my back, my brow, and even my cleavage. It was annoying.

But even more distracting was the butterfly vibrator. Its maximum setting was quite intense when directly applied to the clitoris, but when interspersed with a rope it became a torment of devilish design. It was like adding Tabasco sauce to a sandwich. Or pepper flakes to pizza. I felt my clit hardening, extending as my hips danced back and forth, only to be roughly stimulated by the shaking rope. My first orgasm happened in about four minutes and I screamed out loud in relief, only to find myself in even more agony immediately afterward.

My clit felt as if it was on fire and the vibrations didn’t stop. I focused my attention on the bottle. I couldn’t even see progress! The whole thing was still a solid block of ice and the weight was pulling on my breasts. My legs began trembling and I realized that I wouldn’t be able to stand on tiptoes much longer. I let some of my weight go to my wrists and dangled, giving my calves a rest.

That rest was short-lived though, since my loins seemed to have a mind of their own. Again fluids rushed through me, amplified by the sparks of discomfort in my nipples and the fiery heat of the crotch rope scratching at my pussy. Soon I was involuntarily humping the butterfly vibrator, my inflamed lust not understanding that the vibrator was attached to me. I pressed myself against the fence, using the metal chain link to push on the butterfly stimulator and groaned in relief as I managed to increase the sensation and orgasm a weaker, but second time.

By the time I calmed down I could see that there was a film of water surrounding the solid core of ice in the bottle. I wasn’t sure, but I figured twenty or so minutes had passed. Occasionally my movements caused the bottle to sway, bumping against my breasts, still pressed up against the chain link. It was a sweet relief, cool water sloshing onto my belly, then cascading down toward my slit. The cold water soaked the rope and cooled my heat, but only for a few moments. The still buzzing vibrator held in place above my clit kept churning, allowing me no peace, and I began pressing myself against the fence again.

My third orgasm was quick to build and even quicker to fade, a mere blip on the chart. My arms were aching, as were my legs and toes and I frequently tried to change position. I could feel the scorching sun on my skin and I felt the tops of my toes and feet burning. I had forgotten to put sunscreen on them.

I hung there, dripping with perspiration, matching the melting ice bottle drip for drip, my hips grinding away. My clit throbbing, stinging slightly as rivulets of salty water trickled down my skin. Time seemed to stop and my world was reduced to the clicking sound of cicadas, scorching heat, and the never ending torture of my pussy. Everything seemed more intense as I dangled, the hot metal links of the fence pressing deeply into my breasts and arms. I closed my eyes, trying to relax, and only felt the incessant sexual urge coming from between my legs.

I’ve never known how long it takes to melt a bottle of ice water in direct sunlight, but I do now. I watched the core of ice become smaller and smaller, through several more orgasms, each tinier than the one before, until I was just whimpering. I was thirsty, hot, exhausted, and hurting. My nipples seemed to throb as much as my clit and knowing that there was a bottle of ice cold water just inches away from me was terrible. At one point I even tried to splash myself with the water, hoping some would get to my mouth.

After forty minutes the ice was only half the size of the bottle and I could practically taste the water. Another painful orgasmic wave and fifteen minutes later I let out a sob. My toes were on fire, from both the sun and from trying to keep my weight off my arms. Everything seemed to ache, from my throbbing nipples to my burning calves.

When the ice was only the width of my thumb I stared at it, trying to ignore what my body was telling me. The key to the padlock was now near the neck of the bottle, only a bit more ice clinging to the cold metal and the long strand of string that stretched from the key to my nipples. A bit of the water had come out of the bottle, leaving an inch or two of air at the top. This actually helped, since the ice was now exposed to the air. I licked my cracked lips, parched, so desperate for relief that I could almost taste it. I wanted the buzzing between my legs to stop. I wanted my nipples released. I wanted cool sweet water.

I was barely cognizant when the bottle fell. It actually surprised me. Part of that was because I was in the throes of another pain induced orgasm, my clit screaming as the vibrations and rope sawed at the tender nerve bundle. The pressure came off my breasts and I just stood there for a moment, trying to understand what had happened. My finger opened and I tugged the string upward until I grasped the key. It took a moment and several attempts to open the pad lock, but when I did I fell to rocky gravel, totally uncaring that I was sitting bare ass naked on the dusty stones. I reached through the fence and tried to reach the bottle, but there was no way. It had fallen too far from the chain link.

My first action was to turn off the vibrator. It was blessed relief. That’s all I can say. Then I removed the nipple clamps. I bit my lip as the blood rushed back into the pinched nubs and I sat shaking for another moment. Finally I clawed my way upright, using the fence itself to help me. I reached down and grabbed my shirt and pulled it on.

I practically ripped the butterfly stimulator off my body, not bothering to undo the straps. I cringed at the thought of putting my shorts back on, but I knew that I really didn’t have a choice so I gingerly got them back in place. Pain lanced through my pussy, concentrating on my clit and I almost reached down to rub myself into masturbatory relief, only to realize that touching my self there was not a smart thing to do. I tossed everything in my bag and grabbed the cooler.

I stumbled to my truck and got in, chucking my belongings on the floor. The air conditioner helped a little, but I turned the truck around and headed back out to main road, speeding as quickly as I dared to a little convenience store I knew was down the road about two or three miles.

I practically ran in, bought a bottle of water and chugged it on the spot.

So I hope you’re satisfied. I think I paid dearly for those five hours of sexual bliss on Saturday. I’ve still got the rest of today too…and this crotch rope is killing me. I’m raw, I’m horny. I’ve cum like seven times today. It’s….
 
    
 
   Punishment.
 
    
 
    
 
   Rules for Nympho 
 
   Humiliation Pain Sluts
 
   08/09/10
 
   Sometimes life gets a little complicated, you know? Case in point: this Saturday. Talk about teetering on the edge of disaster. Sure, I got away with it, but who’s to say I will again? But hey, I guess I shouldn’t start at the end of the story. I guess I should start at the beginning.

First of all, I took last week off. Sorry about that, but that week’s long rope punishment from Master Brandon, coupled with Mistress Ellen’s truck stop travel, and then Master Brandon’s punishment assignment, along with constantly being stuffed with ben wa balls was just a little more than my poor pussy could handle. To be honest, I NEEDED a break. For several days my poor clit was so sore that just THINKING about sex made me hurt, which wasn’t too bad, but I need to be turned on BEFORE the pain hits in order for me to get all sexually excited.

In any case, I took a break.

For a while.

Okay, not that long. Maybe a couple of seconds.

And I was still working. Michael doesn’t pay me to sit around and do nothing. A while ago he asked me to quantify a few things: specifically what it takes to be a nympho humiliation pain slut. What are the rules? Well I worked on those. Sure, I got some insight from a couple of the various doms and dommes that I chit chat with, and I hammered out five rules that seem to exemplify exactly what it means to be a NHPS.
 
   #1 A NHPS should keep her pussy stuffed at all times, preferably with cock. If cock is not available, the NHPS should stuff herself with whatever objects/toys are available in order to keep herself sexually aroused and ready.
 
   
This rule was easily established, and to be honest, against my better judgment. Being constantly stuffed has its drawbacks (especially from a medical perspective), but I went along with it in the end. I didn’t really have much choice. In a lot of ways though, being stuffed is EXACTLY what being a NHPS is all about! So while still trying to be healthy, having some sort of sex toy, or cock inside me is pretty much going to be a constant now.
 
   #2 A NHPS must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment/torture at anytime, for anyone, for any reason.
 
   
Well duh. Of course a NHPS has to be ready for this. That’s what the “pain” part of the title means. It means submitting even when you know it’s going to hurt. I seem to do that pretty well.
 
   #3 A NHPS is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits.
 
   
What sub is? I’m not sure where this rule came from, but evidently I’ve been a little selective about my assignments, and/or my negotiations about those assignments. One or two of my various online doms felt that I’ve been a bit argumentative. So they included this little gem to stop my whining. Hmmpph.
 
   #4 A NHPS should always dress provocatively so that she can be recognized as a slut, yet dress according to the requirements of her masters and mistresses.
 
   
I already have enough trouble with my parents about the way I dress. “Your shorts are too tight!” or “that collar is too low!” or “why aren’t you wearing a bra?” seems to be common phrases in my house, usually from my mom. Dad just looks at me, shakes his head, and ignores it. One of these days I swear I’m going to walk out naked just to see what happens. But yes, I understand. It means if I’m out and about, I need to look like a NHPS; lots of skin or curves showing, looking like I’m a street hooker with no compunction about giving out freebees, right?
 
    
 
   #5 A NHPS must maintain her physical appearance (fit, shaved, and flexible) in order to be tied or used in whatever position her betters require.
 
   
This was another one of those rules that seemed to require a bit of wrangling. What exactly does physical appearance mean? Okay, sure, I’m healthy, thin, a bit willowy, even pretty flexible. But shaved? I mean yes, I shave, but do we want to actually make that a requirement? Well, finally through majority rule, it was added. So there you have it; shaved, thin, and flexible. What more do you want?

 
 
   Now as you can well imagine, the moment I finished establishing these rules, a few of the online doms I had been discussing them with felt that I needed to follow rule number one immediately, regardless of whether my clit and pussy were still recovering from a week’s worth of rope burn. So last Monday I put in my ben wa balls, slowly adding sexual tension to my soreness. This led to sexual need, which of course led to masturbation. Do you have any idea how hard it is to masturbate when your clit hurts? I was in a Catch 22 situation. Masturbating made me want to cum. To cum I needed to rub and pinch my clit. Rubbing my clit hurt. Hurt excited me even more and pushed me to the edge. I would cum, which made my clit hurt, which made me want to masturbate.

After two days of ben wa balls I switched toys. Wednesday was spent stuffed with my husky dildo. That worked out well. Instead of driving me crazy while walking, it drove me crazy while sitting. And let me tell you, having a nine inch long, three inch wide rubber cock rammed up inside you all day is not easy. I’m pretty sure I waddled a bit. And I still managed to masturbate three times, once out in the barn when I just pulled down my shorts and went at it with the dildo.

The following day I stuffed myself with my vibro balls, tucked the controller into my shorts pocket, and did very well. I only turned it on when I wanted to masturbate and cum and was very pleased with the results. I think all in all I followed (and still am following) NHPS Rule #1 quite well.
 
 
   That was last week. Now I’ve gotten into a sort of pattern. Ben wa balls, husky dildo, vibroballs, husky dildo, and then back to the ben wa balls. So, on Saturday afternoon, right after lunch, I was sitting at my desk, stuffed with my vibroballs, when I logged on to my private messenger account and checked my email.

It’s rare for me to get on and not have SOMEONE I know online. As usual, Master Barrett was doing his thing and he immediately contacted me to find out how I was doing. I told him about taking a week off from assignments, but was ready to jump back into the water after Sunday. He asked about NHPS Rule #1 of course and I told him about my vibro balls. I was quietly praised for that. I got grilled on what I was wearing. I reported that I was barefoot, blue denim shorts, white cotton panties, blue tee shirt, white bra. Oh yeah, and stuffed with vibro balls. Master Barrett wanted to torment me for a bit, to make me squirm and no doubt beg.

But unfortunately, I had to go. I promised my dad that I’d drive him to the hardware store and the clock was ticking down. I explained the situation to Master Barrett who was very understanding.

“Punish yourself by making yourself cum by snapping a rubber band against your clit before you go to bed tonight,” he ordered me. If you recall NHPS Rule # 2, I had to be ready for this, and NHPS Rule #3 states I’m not allowed to refuse.

And before I could even respond “and turn those vibroballs on low until then. Can’t have you being too comfortable. You’ll get spoiled and lazy.”

I’m afraid I wasn’t too polite in response. “um…I’m about to go drive my dad to the fucking hardware store and you want the damn vibroballs ON?”

“Yeah. Only on low.”

“For how long?” I asked.

“Till you do the rubber band thing. And no doing it now. Do it AFTER you get back,” Master Barrett replied.

Well damn.

We hashed out a few more minor issues like whether I could masturbate and blah blah blah and then my dad was calling for me to cum along. Oh. I mean COME along.

The control box was in my pocket. I bid adios to Master Barrett, reached down, and with a deep breath turned the vibroballs to low.

I felt the shaking immediately, and I was pretty sure I could hear it too. There was this faint background noise, a slight buzz that seemed to emanate from between my legs, muffled by soft warm wet flesh. Standing up, I grabbed my flip flops, straightened my tee shirt, smoothed down my shorts, and headed out the door.

I passed my dad at almost a dead run, mostly because I didn’t want him to hear the slight buzzing noise. I made a pretense of getting the truck started, air conditioner on high (it helps that it was like ninety-eight degrees outside), and even turned on the radio. When he finally limped over to the passenger door, I came around to help him and wasn’t worried about whether he could hear the small earthquake slowly stimulating me into sexual urgency.

My dad was hurt in a car accident about three years ago, right before I graduated from college. That’s why I live with my parents. I run the farm. Dad can’t drive and can barely walk. Between the settlement and the fact that the farm is productive, money isn’t an issue, but I think my dad would much prefer to be ambulatory again. Sure, he can move, but it’s a long, laborious process. And he refuses to use a wheel chair. He’s got a complicated cane/walker support that he uses, and I tossed this into the bed of the truck as soon as he was in the cab.

Anyway, with my pussy pulsing, I got in the truck and headed for our local Home Depot.

Dad and I chatted a bit. Obviously nothing sexual. And I was about to take the exit toward the home improvement giant when my dad told me to keep going. I looked at him confused but went along. He gave me a few more directions and explained he needed something a bit more unusual from the hardware store and that it was unlikely Home Depot would have it.

Uh. Okay.

Within minutes a dreadful suspicion started building inside me and that suspicion turned to a stomach clenching version of “oh shit!” as I realized where we were going. My heart sank and my guts roiled as dad directed me toward a familiar building with a gravel parking lot. I pulled my truck up to the side of the store, exactly where I had parked it almost four months earlier. I considered my options. Wait in the truck? No…dad would need me to help him in and out, and he would take forever. He likes browsing stores like this. It wouldn’t be a quick trip. With my mind still racing and my pussy starting to tighten around the vibroballs buzzing inside, I moved around to the other side of the truck and got my dad’s walker out. The noise of traffic was enough to keep dad from hearing my little toy. Together we shuffled out of the baking heat and into the cool air conditioned interior of the hardware store.

I like hardware stores. Oh, not because I’m a tomboy or anything, but because my perverted mind is always dreaming up new things to do with the stuff I find there. To a NHPS, a hardware store is just a giant toybox of goodies. I could spend hours in a hardware store, especially if I could try out the more interesting things.

However, going with your dad doesn’t exactly make for a good time. When we walked in I breathed a sigh of relief as the clerk looked at me and we didn’t recognize each other. Talk about relief.

Why was I relieved? Because back in April I had done something rather stupid. That seems to be my modus operandi. After parking my truck in the lot of this very hardware store, I had stripped naked, climbed into the bed of my truck, laid down spread-eagled, and masturbated until I came. Oh Sorry. That wasn’t the stupid part. The stupid part was realizing that I had locked my keys in the fucking truck. I had wrapped an old furniture padding quilt around my naked body and gone into the hardware store to ask them to call a locksmith. In the end, getting into my truck hadn’t cost me a penny, but it had exposed me to Mike, the manager, who had not only gotten to see me repeat my “in the bed” masturbation, but had also gotten a free blowjob afterward for being such a white knight.

In other words, at this hardware store, even though I was currently mild-mannered “Breanne visiting with her dad”, I could easily be recognized as “Breanne, the Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut who masturbates naked in the bed of her truck and gives free blowjobs.”

It was quiet inside and I quickly moved some distance away from my father as the loss of background noise made my own little sexual torment a little more noticeable. I gave my dad a little wave and a smile and told him I was going to browse. He nodded and shrugged and then wandered off down one of the aisles pushing his walker. I did too, moving toward the back of the store where I would be least likely to encounter someone.

I spent maybe ten minutes slowly moving up and down the aisles, occasionally crossing the far back aisle to check on my dad. He was having the time of his life, examining lit bits of god knows what. He doesn’t get out often. Give him a break. Uh… I mean, some slack. He’s already had more breaks than he can handle.

Anyway, I had wandered into the nuts and bolts section and was actually finding a few intriguing large scale bolts when I suddenly felt a pair of arms wrap around me. One went across my breasts, fingers scrabbling at my shirt and bra encased nipple, while the other went down to my crotch, rubbing my clit through my shorts and panties. I stiffened and was about to shout and drive my elbow into my attacker, when I recognized his voice.

“Hi, Breanne! How’s my favorite cocksucking nympho humiliation pain slut?” Mike’s voice said softly.

Back in April, I had left the website address written on a small pad of paper in his office. Evidently Mike is a reader. (Hi Mike! Hope you’re enjoying this!) In hindsight, maybe it wasn’t such a good idea to make such a deal out of being a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, because it’s sort of become synonymous with my name. It's like my professional title or something.

I groaned softly as he gave me a squeeze, his fingers stroking my pussy through my shorts. Instantly, my sexual needs quotient skyrocketed and I would have gladly fucked my way through just about anyone to get to a decent climax. Mike let me go and gave me a grin as I turned and faced him.

“Looking for something to fill that soft pussy of yours?” he asked, eyes narrowing.

I shook my head. “Actually I’ve already got it filled with my vibroballs. Besides, I’m here with my dad.”

Mike’s eyes widened, though I’m not sure if it was the revelation of my stuffed vagina, or that I was doing that with my dad present. He eye fucked me then, though his target wasn’t sexual. His fingers went out and found the controller stuck into my pocket. Gingerly, he extracted it from my shorts, the long black wire disappearing into the waistband of my shorts.

“Why is it on low?” he asked.

I gave him a rueful grin. “I’m not allowed to touch them. Besides, I’m not supposed to be cumming every five minutes. It’s slow torture. Any louder and my dad might hear it.”

“Wouldn’t that be a shame.” Mike grinned and thumbed the dial to maximum. I felt the vibro balls roar to life and I trembled a bit as my pussy tightened dramatically around the now clearly audible humming coming from my sex.

He tucked the controller back into my shorts. “Wouldn’t it be a shame if dad hears that?” he said diabolically. “Want me to turn it back down to low?” he asked.

I nodded, feeling the first urges to start pumping my hips.

“It’ll cost you,” he replied. “Another stellar blowjob.”
 
    
 
   “Fine. Anything!” I gasped.

Mike grabbed my hand and pulled me toward the back of the store. I remembered the way, glancing around, hoping my dad wasn’t somewhere close by. He wasn’t and Mike and I disappeared into the manager’s office. He locked the door and was unbuckling his trousers before I even turned around. It was clear he had no intention of turning down the vibroballs until I sucked him off, so I immediately got on my knees and reached up to grab his cock.

I won’t bore you with the details. I’m a good cocksucker and it only took maybe ten to fifteen minutes of slurping, rubbing, sucking, licking, bobbing, and deep-throating before Mike exploded in my mouth for the second time, sending large streams of cum down my gullet. I swallowed dutifully. He didn’t taste bad either, which was nice. As Mike was sighing in pleasure and slowly getting his clothing in order, I stood up, my entire body trembling with desire as the vibro-balls continued their unholy and intense stimulation of my internal cavities. In other words, I was desperate and ready to cum.

“Turn it down now, please?” I begged him.

Mike reached around to his desk and opened one of the drawers. In his hands were three metal alligator clamps. None of them were chained together and I could see they were the cheap ones available here at the hardware store, rather than the more expensive sex toy kind.

“I’d be happy too, but these have to go on your nipples and clit first. It’s your punishment for not coming back to the store before this.”

I started to protest and then realized I was actually breaking NHPS Rule #2! I stopped mid-sentence and nodded. I reached up and tugged both my tee shirt and bra up, exposing my soft curves and hard nipples. Then I pushed my shorts and panties down to my knees.

Mike pinched open two of the clamps and I could see dull metal curved bumps along the edges. My breathing was coming in short little gasps as I neared orgasm and then Mike let the clamps slowly close on my nubs, each clamp biting from the underside and lying flat vertically from my nipple.

They hurt. Oh did they hurt. I gasped, my hands going to my breasts, pain shooting up my tits to my arms and even down to my pussy. Of course, that almost made me pop right then. Mike had to grab my arms and hold me as the initial agony receded into a dull throbbing ache.

Then he went to one knee and I felt his fingers sliding through my petals. When he reached my clit I gasped and he rubbed it slightly. My clit was already exposed, clearly extended outside the hood and he positioned the clamp above it. Then he let it close.

I screamed, loudly. I couldn’t help myself. I was just too sensitive, too tender, too close to cumming. He jumped to his feet and covered my mouth with his hand as I shook in orgasmic release, pain exploding between my legs, enhancing the primal needs of my pussy until I was humping his leg in sexual bliss.

After I came I slumped in his arms and I felt and heard the vibro-balls slow to their earlier pace. It didn’t matter. My orgasm had been so intense it would be at least thirty minutes before I felt anything close to a sexual need again. My nipples and clit throbbed, but it wasn’t unbearable. Mostly I felt like jelly. My legs seemed to be made of rubber and I just rested in Mike’s arms.

He helped me get my bra and shirt back down, ostensibly OVER the clamps; leaving little bumps underneath my tee shirt. It wasn’t obvious what was under the cotton, just curious. Then he pulled up my shorts, tucking the remote wire back into place, also leaving the clamp on my clit.

“You can have those. Leave them on till you cum again,” Mike said.

Oh goody. (Please note the sarcasm. Well YOU try driving home in a manual transmission truck with an alligator clip attached to YOUR genitals and nipples!)

Mike led me back out into the store and I quickly located my dad. His thirty minutes of uninterrupted browsing had netted him quite a haul and he had even discovered it was possible to hang one of those plastic shopping baskets on his walker. Cool huh?

Well, in the end I gave him a few more minutes while Mike hovered at the end of the aisle, surreptitiously glancing at me every few seconds. Finally my dad finished and we meandered toward the checkout. Mike followed.

I admit I was a little scared Mike was going to say something. My dad is not an idiot and even the most veiled remark would likely make my father think twice. But Mike was totally professional and the only thing he said was a very pointed and innuendo filled “I hope you cum back and see me some time. We have a great selection of screws that will fill any socket.”

Sigh.

Outside my dad and I made it back to the truck, and for once I was glad he was so slow. It was a bit painful to walk due to the clamp on my clit. Then, as I was helping him into the truck, he shook his head.

“I can’t believe that man said that!” he said.

I froze. Oh my god…

“Screws don’t go in sockets. Bolts go in sockets.”

If you are rolling your eyes, then you know EXACTLY what I was doing at that moment. If you’re laughing at me, then picture me sticking my tongue out at you.

I got behind the wheel, carefully, the buzzing and throbbing sensations coming from between my legs and the tips of my breasts just barely starting to reignite the heat I had been feeling previously. I pulled out and we headed home.

The drive back to the farm was uneventful, with the exception of the slow buildup of sexual want centered in the dark recesses of my pussy. Dad and I chatted about the farm, the animals, planting, harvesting…you know, all the fun stuff. I helped him out of the truck and back into the house, carrying his bag of goodies.

I went upstairs. I closed the door to my room, stripped off my shorts and panties, only to find the crotch of both soaked. A new surge of pain from the clamp on my clit caused my pussy to tighten and I was a bit more cautious with my shirt and bra. I lay down on my bed, my hand going to the large thick rubber band laying on my nightstand. I stretched it between my thumb and forefinger, grabbed the elastic and pulled, aiming my simple slingshot like toy directly at my clamped clit. I was sizzling with sexual need, wanting to masturbate. Master Barrett’s command was not to turn off the vibro-balls until I came. Mike ordered me to keep the clamps on until I came.

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

My hand trembled as I pulled the rubber band outward.

I’m pretty sure you know what came next.
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