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[image: ]Chapter One: Setting Out


I trembled as I sat at the intersection, the crimson glow of the stoplight bathing my face as non-existent traffic was given priority to cross in front of me. It was dark out, the sun still at least an hour or two away from rising, which for me, was all for the better. I took a deep, shuddering breath, struggling to maintain my composure, but it wasn’t easy. I couldn’t help wriggling, counting down the seconds until the automated light once more flickered green. Finally it changed to verdant green, allowing me not only to proceed forward, but to also silence the intense vibrations of the silicone sex toy that I just happened to be sitting on.

Not that the stoplight was causative to the motorized dildo I just happened to have jammed up inside a warm, wet, and sensitive part of my anatomy. It was more correlative, but regardless of the reasons for my torment, I let out a quiet whimper, my sex tightening around the now silent shaft and my body tensed with disappointment, letting my brain know that the rest of me would have very much preferred to remain at the stoplight.

I pressed down on the accelerator as I exerted a bit more self-control on my libido. I felt a little spasm ripple through my loins as I was less than successful.

A few minutes later I turned down the small, residential side street and drove past an apartment complex that had seen better days. I slowed my white Jeep Wrangler down to a crawl as I stared out the window, feeling both a sense of nostalgia and a sad disappointment. Trash was scattered over much of the curb, the landscaping had turned to muddy ruts and dead bushes, and the wrought iron fence that surrounded the property had begun to rust and warp. I shook my head, a rush of memories flooding through me. I’d spent two years living in one of those apartments and the dilapidated look of the place made me just a tad bit sad.

Another traffic light made me groan as I once more turned on the vibrator, the roar of the tiny yet powerful motor giving my lower half a violent shake. Talk about sad. It wasn’t even five o’clock in the morning yet and there I was, already on edge, desperate for climax. Part of me rationalized the situation, while another part of me wondered what the hell was wrong with my brain. I watched red turn to green and once more turned off the aggravating, sweet pleasure and headed down the small street that led to a large, two story building, just a few blocks from the University itself.

The frat house was painted white and well maintained, with a small front porch, a fenced in backyard, and a gravel lot just off to the side for parking. Most of the lot was empty, since the spring semester had ended and the short summer session for workaholics had not yet begun. Only a few diehard upperclassmen and maybe a few graduate students would have been sticking around. Or maybe not. A huge, white Toyota Sequoia was sitting along one side of the lot, with the doors and trunk wide open, lights illuminating a huge swath of the immediate area. I pulled in as four young men bustled about, clearly packing bags into the rear of the vehicle and prepping the back seat cabin area. One of the men I immediately recognized. He was tall, thin, and had hair that seemed to be going every which way. Dressed in blue jeans and a polo shirt, he looked respectable, if a little gangly. As I put my jeep into park he looked up and his mouth curled into a beaming smile. He dropped the bag he was carrying and walked over with an unhurried pace. I rolled the window down and he stepped up, resting his arm on the door and his eyes on me.

"Damn," he said in appreciation, his gaze going from my face down the front of my body, all the way to where the end of the vibrator peeked out of its little pink love nest. "It is always amazing to see you, Breanne."

I let out a little laugh. "You invited me on this trip, you dork."

Zack grinned. "I meant that I really like your driving outfit," he said wryly. I had to smile. I'd been told exactly what to wear for this trip and my peasant blouse and miniskirt were lying in a heap on the seat next to me. Which meant that my current driving outfit was even less.

"I know you like seeing me naked.” I said in a teasing voice. “Do I need to get dressed?" I asked. "Or do you think streaking from one vehicle to another will cause a ruckus?"

Zack chuckled as he took another moment to admire my lack of an outfit. "I’m all for it,” he assured me. “Can I get your bags?"

I nodded. "In the back," I replied, gesturing behind me with a thumb. He moved away from the door and I leaned over into the passenger seat. I grabbed my blouse and skirt, quickly pulling them on. I heard the rear of the jeep open and then Zack's voice.

“Is this all you are bringing?" He asked, pulling out a very small piece of luggage. I twisted in the seat and looked back at him.

"Of course that’s all. You didn’t tell me to bring much. The four outfits, plus my high heel shoes, and toiletries."

"What about the other stuff I asked you to bring?" He asked carefully, a note of concern in his voice. I rolled my eyes and lifted the stuffed canvas sack from the other seat so he could see it. He almost seemed to sigh in relief. Then he lifted the small suitcase out of the jeep and closed up my vehicle. I pulled the keys out of the ignition, dumped those in the canvas sack, and then once more reached between my legs. It took me only a moment to pull the thick, purple vibrator out of my slit and pop it into my mouth. The salty tangy flavor hit me like a brick and Zack came back to the window as I opened the small console compartment, pulled out a sanitizing wipe, and then cleaned the toy. It went into the canvas sack with all the rest of the bric-a-brac and I rolled up the window. A moment later I hopped out and Zack looked down at my outfit with a mixture of disappointment and hunger.

“Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number One?” I asked expectantly, clearly waiting for some direction. Zack glanced down at my blue pleated skirt, which admittedly was way too short, though it at least covered certain spots sufficiently to keep me from being arrested for public indecency. He stroked his chin thoughtfully.

“Cock would be my first choice, but since we need to get a move on, I think your vibroballs would be an acceptable alternative.”

I smiled wickedly. “I’ll get them out.”

The first rule of being a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is all about maintaining both a physical and mental state of arousal. Simply put, I needed to have cock inside me and if that wasn’t readily available (or feasible) then a sex toy would do. The more intense the better. Zack’s decision to have me slip a pair of motorized, spherical, sex toys into myself just meant that I’d continue along in the same state I started that morning; freaking desperate and ready to be used. I reached into the canvas sack and found the small set of golf ball sized spheres, tethered to a control box filled with batteries by a long, obnoxious, obviously pink wire. Zack plucked the little balls from my hand and I brought one little foot up, the cork wedge making the arch look all curvy and sexy. I braced the toe on the top of the tire and gave Zack a smile.

“Nice and deep, okay?” I teased. The twinkle in my eye was more than a little obvious as I lifted the blue pleated denim skirt doing absolutely nothing to hide my precocious bits. Zack grinned, cupping the balls in his hand, and brought them up to my sex, pressing them against my already soaked slit. I let out a small groan as he pushed, settling the first one inside me, then the second. I felt myself tighten around the two little spheres and I looked up at him hopefully.

“You seem a little on edge,” he said. “So let’s just set this to low.”

“Spoilsport,” I groused. He adjusted the slider on the control fob and then tucked it into the little pocket on the side of my skirt. The pink wire dangled down to my thigh, disappeared along the hem, obviously heading straight for my sex. Inside me the two little balls began shuddering, not quite as strongly as my vibrator in the car had, but enough. Enough to make me want more.

Lots more.

Zack took my hand, leading me over toward the Sequoia. I felt more than a little self-conscious. The outfit I was wearing was only marginally better than walking around buck naked. The peasant blouse was nothing more than a thin valence-like piece of material hanging over my breasts by a single elastic band, while the skirt was short enough to leave my bottom in direct contact with anything I sat upon. The pink wire of the vibroballs made it obvious that I was stuffed with a sex toy and my long, fire-engine red hair screamed “look at me!” just about as much as my slip-on cork wedges. Zack's friends stopped their various chores to gather around and ogle me.

"Wow!" said one young man. He had a narrow face and a sharp nose, but he was incredibly handsome, especially when he smiled, which he was doing right then. He was dressed in a pair of shorts and a crimson university tee shirt. His eyes went from my red hair and freckle covered nose down to the swell of my pierced breasts, then continued down my belly to my wide hips. I liked the way it made me feel. He wanted me.

"Gentlemen," announced Zack in a pleasant tone. "This is Breanne. My favorite Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut." He gave them a moment to process that and then pointed at the young man who had first commented on my appearance. "Breanne, this is Tyler."

Tyler blinked and lifted his eyes away from where the pink wire disappeared under my skirt and he held out his hand. "Hi. Tyler. Engineering. I love your books!" It came out in a rush and I could tell he was just a little bit nervous. He held out his hand, clearly wanting to shake mine. Instead, I grabbed his wrist as I stepped forward and I brought his entire palm straight up to my left breast, pushing it up under the loose material of my blouse. He gasped as his fingers touched me and I smiled up at him. There’s no better way of saying hello than using someone to fondle yourself.

"It's a pleasure to meet you," I said, rubbing his palm across my nipple. I used my right hand to check his goods, pressing my fingers to the bulge in his pants and he stiffened. And I don’t mean his entire body. Just his cock. I let out a laugh and let go of him, stepping back. Then I looked at the next man standing opposite Zack. He was thicker than Tyler, with blonde hair and a blocky chin, and was wearing a blue polo shirt over a pair of khaki shorts. His broad shoulders were huge. I also recognized him.

"Hello Brad," I said. His eyes widened. 

"You remember me?" He asked curiously. I nodded, laughing. 

"Last fall," I said. "You were part of the group that Zack put together to do that one assignment."

Brad blushed. "You were amazing," he said, trying to sound complimentary. 

"I still am,” I teased. He gulped, eyes bulging just a bit. But then he laughed.

I then turned to the last man standing there. He looked to be in his mid-twenties and had a wide, round face, brown hair, and a winsome smile. He also was wearing shorts and a tee shirt and he gave me a little wave.

"Chris," he said politely. "Also engineering, but I do chemistry while Tyler does electrical." 

I filed that useless knowledge away. "I can do chemistry," I replied with a hungry look. “Though Physiology and Anatomy is more my gig.” Chris’ eyes widened and I swear he might have even blushed.

Chris glanced over at Zack, who smiled back at him and then pointed. “Alright. We have a seven hour drive ahead of us, so let's get it together. Brad, can you grab Breanne’s bag and get it stowed?”

Brad nodded and quickly grabbed my luggage while Zack handed my canvas sack over to Tyler. “Here’s the goodies. It goes in the back.”

Tyler nodded and moved over toward the open door. He gave me a look and then gestured. “You can get in. You’re in the middle."

“The middle?” I said curiously, stepping around him. Then I looked into the Sequoia. At first I was astonished by the amount of space inside the vehicle. Seriously. I'm talking about limousine space. Then I realized that they had removed the middle seat and tugged the rear bench as far forward as possible. It made the cabin look a little weird, but also extraordinarily spacious and since I'd never been in a Sequoia before, I took a moment to check out the amenities. All leather seats, power everything, and all the bells and whistles. Impressive. But I also couldn’t help noticing that they’d laid a precut section of one inch soft foam on the floorboard, right behind the front seats and stretching to the rear ones. I looked back at Chris with a seductive smile. There was more than enough room for two people to get it on. Hell, maybe even for a full fledged orgy.

I climbed in and sat down in the middle of the bench. My skirt rode up as expected, giving Chris, who reappeared in the door, a perfect view of just where that pink wire went. I felt myself tightening as the vibroballs continued to leave me on edge and I only slowly brought my knees together, eyes glittering with invitation. Chris grinned and awkwardly followed me, spinning and landing in the seat next to mine. Then the door opposite opened and Tyler appeared.

“Hi Bre,” he said, his eyes flickering down to my knees. I couldn’t let only Chris see the goodies, so I gave Tyler a brief flash of my pink slit as he slid in next to me. Without a word, I laid my hands on both Chris and Tyler’s laps, my fingers already questing for the stiffening bulges. Neither young man objected as I found my objectives and began rubbing gently. Up front, Zack settled in behind the driver’s wheel, while Brad climbed into the front passenger seat.

“I think we are ready. But before we hit the road, we need to discuss the rules.” Zack turned partially around in his seat and looked back at the three of us.

My eyebrow went up as I jerked my hands away from both Chris and Tyler.

“Rules?” I queried politely. “I like rules. They give me something to break so I can get punished.”

Zack grinned. “You are definitely incorrigible,” he agreed. “Breanne is a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. As such, there are certain rules she is required to follow.”

“Oh,” I said with a patient sigh. “Those rules.”

“Rule number one,” Zack continued. “Is that Breanne has to have something inside her pussy all the time. It can be cock, or someone’s fingers, or tongue. Or it can be a sex toy. It doesn’t matter. She has to be stuffed and wet.”

Tyler blinked. “Wow. All the time? Really?” He looked at me.

I nodded and held up my forefinger. “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number one.”

Chris licked his lips. “So what’s Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number two?”

Zack smiled. “Rule two is that Breanne has to accept sexual torment at any time, from anyone. The moment she breaks a rule, or has an unauthorized orgasm, she gets punished.”

“What do you mean by ‘punished’?” Tyler asked.

I shrugged. “Spankings, clamps, whipping certain prurient parts…” I teased.

“Orgasm denial,” Zack said with just a touch of frustration. I stuck my tongue out at him.

“That’s not punishment,” I retorted. “That’s torture. Cruel and inhuman torture.”

Zack ignored that and continued. “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule three states that Breanne is not allowed to refuse a sexual act, provided that it is within her limits. Since Breanne’s only limits are no scat or pee play, no blood, and no kids, it gives us carte blanc to do a whole course catalog of sexually explicit and evil things to do to her.”

I snorted. “You sound like a professor,” I said, holding up both hands to make the air quotes sign. “Course catalog. What am I? A syllabus?”

Brad looked back at us. “Zack and I have prepared car games.”

My eyebrow went up. “Car Games?” I asked, just a touch curious. “You mean like, the first person that spots five different state license plates gets to have their cock sucked?”.

Zack ignored me. “Rule number four says she has to dress provocatively, so that everyone around her knows that she is a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.”

“Well, she’s got that last one down perfectly,” Chris said, eyeing my peasant blouse. I stuck my tongue out at him playfully, then lifted the front, flashing a bit of nipple at him. He grinned.

“And lastly, Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number five states that she’s supposed to keep herself clean and fit and flexible, so that we can have fun using her for this entire trip.”

“Those are good rules,” Tyler allowed.

“Thank you,” I said modestly. “Though I didn’t technically create them.”

Zack nodded. “The other thing, Breanne, is that anyone you make cum has to be the next driver. We’ll rotate.”

I considered that. It sort of made sense. But it also gave me a certain amount of power, and that wasn’t a smart thing for Zack to allow. “Okay,” I said with a shrug.

“And every time we switch drivers, you have to run three times around the car.”

I blinked. “Chinese fire drill?” I asked incredulously. “Seriously?”

Zack grinned. “In whatever you happen to be wearing at the time.”

My eyes widened. “Oh,” I said, a little more timidly. Then I gave him a sour look. “That’s going to be awkward.”

Brad, from the front seat, suddenly held out a bottle of what looked like some sort of rubbing oil. “Hold out your hands,” he ordered.

Clueless, I brought up my hands and leaned forward as Zack turned back around and started the vehicle. Brad had to stretch a bit, but managed to pour about a quarter cup worth of the lubricant into my palms and told me to rub my hands together. When I did, the scent of chocolate suddenly became very strong.

“Oh my,” I asked cheerfully. “Is it flavored too?” I brought a finger up to my mouth and licked it. A pleasant, sugary, sort of chocolatey taste flitted across my tongue. “Yummy,” I said. “But this is a lot of oil.”

As the car started to move, both Chris and Tyler suddenly exposed themselves and I have to admit that both of them were impressively thick, solid, and firm. Chris had a bit more length, but Tyler wasn’t exactly running on the lower side of the bell curve. Still, it must have been pre-planned because they did it at the same time and it just felt totally natural to grab hold of both of them. It felt way better to be touching soft, warm, but extremely firm skin instead of just rubbing bulges through their shorts. I began spreading the oil up and down both shafts and grinned evilly. Now this was a car game!

“Don’t rub them just yet,” Brad warned me.

“Why? They seem to need it,” I retorted, my hands still going up and down.

“Because the first car game we are going to play is called ‘Keep the Stiffy’. That’s your job. To keep them stiff.”

I laughed, but my thumbs were already moving in slow circles around the tip of each of them and I heard Chris groan. “I don’t think keeping them hard will be a problem,” I assured Bradley.

Brad smiled at me from the front passenger seat as Zack took off, leaving the frat house behind us. “Keeping them that way though, that’s the challenge, Breanne. We all know that you can make a man pop in seconds. But can you keep him hard indefinitely?” He shook his head. “So, for this game, you can’t let them get soft, or let them have an orgasm, until we are out of the city limits.”

“What?” I exclaimed, stopping my thumbs immediately, though I didn’t let go of either Chris or Tyler. “We’re inside the loop! It will take us almost thirty minutes to get that far east!”

Zack let out a chuckle. “Houston is about an hour away from Houston,” he said sagely. “Seventy-two miles from Katy to Baytown.” He paused. “I think.” He shrugged. “Lucky we’re halfway there already, right?”

I felt both Chris and Tyler ripple in my hand and realizing I couldn’t have them go soft either, I started stroking them again with my hands. It only took a second before I felt both rigid shafts pulse against my palms. “Ummm… what happens if they go soft, or if I accidentally push them over the edge?” I asked curiously, squeezing just a little..

Bradley held up a manilla envelope and even in the semi-lit flashes of the passing street lamps I could read the single word written on the side. “Punishments”. Brad shook the envelope, leaving me little doubt that something both diabolical and intense was waiting for me.

“Punishments?” I asked.

“A slew of them,” Zack assured me from the driver’s seat. “And just to be clear, some will make you extremely uncomfortable, some will humiliate the fuck out of you, some will hurt like the dickens. And every single one will make you more likely to have another orgasm.”

I bit my lip thoughtfully and changed the caresses I was giving both men. I switched from just twirling my thumbs around the tips of both cocks, to a more active rub, moving my entire hand up and down each shaft and that elicited two very excited groans. “Interesting. Do I at least get to know what punishment is coming for this particular game?”

Tyler moaned next to me and Zack laughed. “Wouldn't you prefer a surprise?”

I grinned, both hands moving up and down a little more energetically. “What if the punishment isn’t something I’d mind?” I knew for absolute sure that neither Chris or Tyler minded! If anything, they wanted more.

Brad didn’t say anything, but he opened the envelope, pushing his fat fingers deep. He rummaged around as I continued to rub Chris and Tyler, their cocks thick and hard inside the curl of my fingers. Bradley pulled out a piece of paper and held it up, but he had trouble reading it in the flashes of light from the occasional street lamp, so he rotated in his seat and turned on the cabin light.

“Twenty Snaps,” he announced. “Breanne will receive twenty snaps of a rubber band to each foot and both nipples, while being slow fucked with a vibrator. No cumming.”

“Oh,” I said. I frowned. It wasn’t a bad punishment. The snaps would sting. The arches of my feet were sensitive. For that matter, so were my nipples. But the slow fuck part with a vibrator? And not being allowed to cum? I bit my lip. Zack was being clever. He knew that the combination of slow, sensuous pleasure combined with just the right amount of pain generally meant increasing my arousal. I slowly moved my hands up and down. It also wasn’t very fair. I mean, I had to keep two people from cumming. Or getting soft. Technically, four opportunities to fuck up.

“So, no one better cum, Breanne,” Zack added, his hands still gripping the wheel. “Chris? Tyler? How y’all doing back there?”

Chris gulped. “Well, I’ll admit, I wouldn’t mind driving next.”

Tyler nodded. “Or me. Her hand is insanely soft.”

Brad sighed as he looked back out the front. “You should feel her mouth.”

I rubbed for another minute. “So if they go soft before we get out of Houston, I get punished. And if either of them cums before we get out of Houston, I get punished.” I continued to caress them both, trying to figure out how I was going to manage this. Admittedly, the idea of trying to keep them right on the edge for that long was actually kind of cool.

Bradley nodded, but then grinned, glancing back at me. “You forgot one. If you cum before we get out of Houston, you also get punished.”

“The vibroballs are set to low, so it’s not likely that I’m going to pop,” I said, somewhat sourly. Which was all Chris and Tyler were waiting for.

Tyler pulled the controller of the vibroballs out of my skirt pocket and within seconds began changing the intensity of the vibrations, setting off a flurry of contractions within my pussy. Chris just simply put his hand between my legs, one finger wetting itself in my slit, only to begin soft but insistent circles around my clit. I gasped, quivering as my hands tightened around each of them and the sexual tension I was feeling suddenly doubled.

Or possibly tripled. There were three of us in the back seat after all. I let out a passionate groan as my toes curled and I felt my hips rocking forward, thrusting my sex up into Chris’ hand. Strategy is important when you’re playing these kinds of games and since both Chris and Tyler were sufficiently hard for the moment I took about twenty seconds to consider my options. The punishment itself didn’t scare me, but I had to admit that one hundred and eighty rubber band snaps against various parts of my body seemed excessive. And I wasn’t oblivious to the fact that I was being set up. My own libido was being used against me. The good thing was that the closer Chris and Tyler were to orgasm, the less they’d be working me into one. So the best bet was to get more vigorous with my rubbing, thus reducing the chances that they’d soften, or push me into my own climax.

I tightened my grip on both hard shafts and followed that by a flurry of up and down rubs. That got exactly the right response as Chris’ finger, which was still pressed against my clit, slowed almost to nothing and Tyler suddenly seemed unable to move the slider on the vibroballs. “All right, let’s calm down boys,” I breathed. Unfortunately, the second I slowed they went right back to tormenting me. I sat there, trying to ignore the vibrations and clit rubbing, but that was never going to happen, so I shifted my hips and was about to close my legs, making it harder for Chris, but he reached down and pulled my knee toward him. Then he actually lifted my leg up, draping it up over his right knee, spreading me open.

“Don’t close up, Bre.”

Tyler looked down and followed suit, pulling my other leg outward. With the cards stacked against me, there was not much I could do. Suddenly all three of us went back to trying to make the other explode and I felt sort of ganged up on. Pleasure surged through me and it wasn’t easy to ignore it. I tried varying my strokes as a distraction, the oil letting my hands slide up and down each thick cock, but all that did was provide a momentary distraction for all three of us. Then Chris and Tyler went right back to teasing me. The sexual pressures kept increasing as my clit was massaged incessantly. I looked out the window. It was hard to recognize where we were, but since we’d only been driving for about fifteen minutes, I figured we were close to I-10. Then I saw flashes of downtown off to my left and did some quick calculations. We were still on Highway 69, heading northeast. I was very familiar with I-10 and I knew that Houston ended just on the other side of the 610 Loop. That meant maybe another thirteen or fourteen minutes, especially with traffic so light.

Could I keep all of us on edge for the entire time?

Ignoring my own arousal for a moment, I glanced at Chris. He seemed pretty stable, enjoying the way my hand was sliding up and down his shaft, but not anywhere close to spilling a load. Tyler on the other hand, was groaning and I could feel his hips moving, thrusting upward. That wasn’t good because Tyler was in my right hand, while Chris was in my left. It’s one thing to duplicate moves. It’s another to go easy with one hand while picking up the pace with the other. And I needed to pick up the pace on Chris because his own hand was down between my thighs and I realized that I was in more danger of cumming than they were.

I know it sounds counterintuitive, especially considering how often men masturbate (which in my opinion is not a bad thing. I can’t be everywhere after all.) You would think they’d respond perfectly to my oiled hands sliding up and down their shafts. But I’ve learned over the years that rubbing a man to orgasm can be a challenging thing because I don’t know exactly what moves are going to push him over the edge. Some guys like stimulation around the tip. Others like long slow strokes. Some like fast pumps. If a guy is doing it himself, he can achieve climax pretty quick.

I, on the other hand, was already primed for an explosion. I’d been vibrating since I woke up. There had been at least half a dozen red stoplights between my apartment and the fraternity house, each one resulting in strong vibrations that woke my libido up better than a cup of coffee. And I was stuffed with vibroballs, the intensity of which was still being constantly changed by Tyler. Going from low to high and then back down every few seconds made it impossible to ignore the vibrations. Of course, my real problem was Chris’ caress of my clit. The slow, steady circles were driving me crazy and I wasn’t sure if I wanted him to get down on his knees and suck my clit into his mouth, or maybe get out a small leather paddle and spank it until it was red and swollen.

That thought didn’t help me any and I groaned, shifting my hips, which actually made my pussy even more accessible. My skirt had ridden up, leaving my entire lower half exposed. My breathing became somewhat ragged as my own moans began outpacing theirs. I felt my body tighten in response and Tyler continued to jack with the damn vibroball settings. Higher. Lower. Medium. Then higher again. I suddenly realized I was in serious danger of cumming.

I gulped, trying not to pant, and threw caution to the wind.

“Oh my God,” Tyler groaned as my hands started moving much more vigorously. His eyes closed as I did this little twist, then formed a sort of sheath with my fingers. Chris’ hand slowed and then stopped as I did the same to him and I finally elicited a similar response from him. It was a challenge, trying to keep track of the physical responses coming from the boys next to me. Tyler was closer to the edge than Chris was, and I struggled to slow down on the right, while picking up the pace on the left. The twisting rub I used on their tips became full grip pumps, eliciting a matched set of groans. Then I switched things up, rubbing my thumbs along the edges of their glans. That sort of backfired because Chris started circling my clit again, so I went back to the first two caresses.

Zack took the ramp to I-10 and put Houston behind us. Through the front window I could see the bright day ahead, even though the sun itself wasn’t up, and I felt a thrill of excitement, at least a different kind of thrill than the one building up between my legs. Was I going to be able to pull this off? 610 was only seven or eight minutes ahead!

“You know,” Zack said offhandedly. “Breanne likes having her nipples pinched and twisted.”

My eyes widened but it was too late. Both of them, Tyler and Chris, brought their free hands up to my bosom, pushing up the peasant blouse. I felt their fingers tighten on the tips of my breasts and an exquisite sensation shot through me, sending shivers right down my spine.

And straight into my pussy.

The groan that filled the car wasn’t Tyler’s, and it certainly wasn’t Chris. In fact, Chris had half twisted in his seat, his right hand still down between my legs, while his left was rubbing and teasing my left nipple. I moaned, closing my eyes as all the various sensations suddenly seemed overwhelming. My hips thrust and I realized I’d spread my legs even farther.

Chris slipped his finger into me, tapping the vibroballs inside me and while I kept a grip on the two cocks beside me, I’m going to admit that they were no longer a priority. My brain began sputtering, overwhelmed with need. My body was now running the show, pushing aside the various cries of alarm one section of my brain was still sounding.

“Yes!” I whimpered. “Please! More?”

Chris pushed a second finger into me and his thumb began flicking across my clit. That combined with what was going on at the tips of my breasts and suddenly I didn’t want cock in my hand. I wanted cock in my pussy.

“Please?” I panted. “Please someone fuck me?”

Screw the punishment. I wanted them to push me down onto the floor of the Sequoia, spread me open, and mount me. I wanted the vibroballs yanked out and replaced with something thick, hard, oiled, and scented with chocolate. I wanted to close my eyes and wrap my legs around someone’s waist and hold them inside me as I shivered and clenched and exploded.

But it wasn’t Chris who helped me. It was Tyler. He pulled on the wire and Chris’ hand came away from my pussy as the vibroballs were yanked from my depths.  He shut them off at the same time and they fell to the side as he twisted in his seat, grabbing me. Chris let out an exclamation of surprise as I was tugged forward, dumped on the rumbling, padded moving floorboard. I twisted onto my back, spread my legs, and nodded frantically as Tyler positioned himself. With a groan, Tyler thrust himself into my twat and began pumping.

“Holy shit!” Bradley blurted out. “She’s fucking Tyler!”

Zack glanced into the rearview mirror. “What?”

“That’s against the rules, Bre. It means an automatic punishment!” Brad said as Tyler slid himself in and out of my sex. The protests meant absolutely nothing to me and I shuddered, thrusting up against him.

“She was supposed to play the game,” Bradley added, just a bit shocked.

Zack let out a chagrined laugh. “I told you she was voracious. Expect the unexpected with her. She doesn’t care about punishments.”

Somewhere, my brain heard that and I almost made a comment, because I do care about punishments. But frankly, what Tyler was doing to my lower half pretty much made thinking impossible. My eyes rolled up into my head with pleasure as Tyler pinned me to the floor of the Sequoia and our bodies melded. I yanked up his shirt, wanting to feel his skin against mine and I ran my hands up and down his sides and back. He was a muscular man and I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him inward. I tightened and quivered and then I brought my hands up to my own breasts, pinching my nipples hard. That was all I needed. I cried out as Tyler grunted and the resulting climax left me swooning. My orgasm was strong, lengthy, and left me stunned, grinning in sexual euphoria.

“City limits,” announced Zach ruefully a minute later.

Tyler, more controlled than myself, grinned down at me, only to explode forcefully a few miles later. He let out a soft sigh and I pulled him down on me with a giggle and for a moment all I could feel was the roughness of the road and smoothness of his skin. Then the Sequoia started to slow down and I realized that Zack was taking the off ramp.

“Am I in trouble?” I asked Tyler softly, my voice tinged with amusement. He lifted himself up, nodding.

“Plenty,” he said with a laugh. Then he pulled himself out of me and tugged a package of wipes out of the seat pocket. He cleaned himself off and I looked up at him, a frown on my face.

“Hey,” I said with irritation. “I could have cleaned that up,” I told him.

Tyler blinked, still kneeling there and I quickly changed position, getting on my knees. I pushed Tyler back into his seat and wrapped my mouth around his softening prick.

“Oh my God!” He gasped. I felt the car bounce a little as I sucked on Tyler’s cock. Then, after a moment, I let go and looked up. The smile on Tyler’s face was totally worth it. The car slowed and I realized that we were stopping. I straightened up, looking out the window and Tyler and Chris both grabbed my arms, keeping me from falling backward onto my ass as Zack brought the car to a stop.

I looked over at Chris and pointed at him with a predatory look. “You’re next,” I assured him. I licked my lips and from the look on Chris’ face, I knew I’d struck the right chord. Then Bradley’s face loomed between the two front seats and he looked down at me.

“Tyler gets to drive,” he said with a grin. “While we are all changing seats, you get to run around the car three times.”

I let out a laugh. “Okay,” I said cheerfully. And I meant it. I felt good. Great even.

“Sans an article of clothing,” Zack suddenly added.

“Uh… what?” I said, turning around to face the driver’s seat. “Wait a moment. You said I had to do it with what I was wearing!”

Chris and Tyler grinned as Zack shrugged. “That was before you decided to break the rules of the last game. Not only did you cum, but so did Tyler. That means two punishments. So, either that means ditching either the peasant blouse or the skirt, or Brad goes digging in the punishment packet for another option.” Zack twisted in his seat and looked back at me. “And you don’t get to choose the easier of the two.”

I bit my lip and looked around the car. Zack had pulled over into the parking lot of some sort of business and to my relief it was still closed. The lot was empty. Of course, there were cars driving past on both the frontage road and the highway. And there was more than enough light for someone to possibly notice a redheaded fuck slut running around a car with her tits out.

Tyler looked at Chris. “I think she should go without her skirt.”

Chris shook his head. “Blouse. Her tits should be hanging out.”

“Should we take a vote? Zack? Bradley?”

I heard Zack snort. “Tits.”

Brad gave me a thoughtful look. “Skirt,” he said.

Tyler snorted. “Tye. That’s not cool.

“Does that mean she goes naked?” Chris asked curiously.

I sat up at that point. My hands went down to the peasant blouse and I took it off quickly, baring my breasts, though admittedly they’d been in full view while I’d been on my back. I tossed it onto the seat.

“Actually,” I announced. “I get a vote too, and I vote blouse,” I said, breaking the tie. I moved into the seat between Chris and Tyler and found my cork wedges. The height of the heels was going to make running almost impossible and the best I was going to be able to do was sort of trot. I slipped them on and nodded.

“I’m ready,” I said.

“Go,” Zack said.

A flurry of activity started up. Three of the four doors opened and Zack, Bradley, and Tyler all got out of the Sequoia. Zack headed toward the front passenger seat where Bradley had been sitting, while Tyler rounded the back of the vehicle and headed toward the driver’s seat. Brad stopped and held out his hand, helping me out of the vehicle and into the weak, morning light.

“Three times, Bre.”

With a grin, I pressed my right hand to my left tit, covering my entire bosom with my arm and with quick steps rounded the car. Tyler was already getting in and he watched me with a raised eyebrow, even as I heard the sounds of protest.

“Drop your arms!” someone shouted from inside the vehicle, but I ignored that, at least for a moment. I finished the first round, facing the vehicle the entire time, then did a second. Another shouted order to expose my tits came and I dropped my arm, giving them what they wanted. Half-naked Breanne. My nipples hardened and my third loop seemed even faster than the first. I made it back to the door I’d come out of, only to find it closed. I grabbed the handle, but Bradley, who was now sitting where Tyler had been, shook his head with a grin and pointed to the other side. I hurried around to where Chris was sitting and yanked open the door.

“Excuse me,” I blurted out, a little chagrined they’d gotten an extra half a circle out of me. I didn’t so much as crawl over Chris as press myself obnoxiously and sexually against him, pushing my bare breasts right into his face even as I straddled his lap. He’d put his oiled cock, which was somewhat disappointing because I wouldn’t have gotten off him, slipping down for a second impalement. But then his hands were on my waist and he manhandled me toward the center of the bench seat. I twisted and sat down between Brad and Chris.

“Everyone ready?” Asked Tyler expectantly.

“I’m good,” Zack replied, glancing into the back seat.

“Me too,” Bradley announced, putting a hand on my bare thigh. His pinkie slid down until it was just barely grazing the edge of my pussy.

“I’m a little tense, but okay,” Chris said with a laugh.

“Bre?” Tyler asked.

“Just a second,” I said. I slipped out of the seat and onto the floor. Right onto the mat I’d just previously been skewered on. I laid back, my skirt riding up, my bare breasts flopping to the sides and I kicked off my shoes. Then, ever so slowly, I lifted my feet up into the air and spread my legs, exposing my very vulnerable, wet pussy to both boys seated in the back seat.

“Now I’m ready,” I said. “Ready for my punishment.”


Chapter Two: Rubber Band Mileage

“Brad, the rubber bands and vibrator should be in her canvas sack.” Zack pointed down at the canvas bag that had been placed behind the front seat.

Bradley gave me a look and then leaned forward to grab my bag, but it was right near my hand so I grabbed it and pushed it toward him. The bag rattled, mostly because I’d filled it that morning and the assortment of sexual toys, clamps, and other dark and sexually perverted little items would undoubtedly raise a few eyebrows. Brad rummaged through it, making a few surprised sounds, until he found the plastic baggie I’d filled with a variety of elastic weaponry.

Zack looked back at me. “For this punishment, Breanne has to be slow fucked with a vibrator. Which one of you is going to do it?” 

Both of them volunteered immediately. They looked at each other, and then in the most juvenile way possible, played a game of rock, paper, scissors, right over my exposed slit.

“Seriously?” I said from the bottom of the car, feeling more like a prize than a girl about to be punished. I felt the movement of the car and saw a wisp of cloud zip by the window. Evidently Tyler didn’t waste time when it came to getting back on the road.

Brad won and he picked up my bag again. I had four or five different vibrators in there, and for a moment I wondered which one he’d pick. But then, even before he pulled it out, I knew he’d select the largest, longest one. That meant the purple vibrator with the curved tip. Sure enough, Brad pulled out my largest motorized phallus and slid down onto the floor, sitting next to me, my left leg practically resting on his shoulder.

“Hand me a rubber band,” Brad told Chris.

Chris dug a large, thick, blue rubber band out of the bag and handed it over to Brad, then pulled out a second one. He stretched it open and then slipped it over my toes and I felt Brad following suit. The two thick elastic bands settled in the arches of both feet and I realized that my breathing had quickened. .

“What do you think?” Asked Brad conversationally. “One hard thrust every snap? Or one excruciatingly slow thrust every two or three of them?” He began rubbing the tip of the vibe along my petals, wetting the curved end.

I blinked, about to respond with my preference, when I realized he wasn’t actually talking to me.

“Which would be worse for her?” Chris asked curiously.

I gave him a crazy look and was about to tell him exactly which would be worse, when Zack broke in. “Breanne reacts well to short term denial and the punishment did say a slow fuck. It will drive her bonkers.”

Tyler nodded. “Sure, but isn’t the goal to make her accidentally cum again?” He asked.

“But…” I blurted out, only to get spoken over.

“Not necessarily,” Zack replied. “I mean, sure. She’s multi-orgasmic. There have been days where she had twenty orgasms…”

“Not many,” I muttered in frustration. And distraction. Definitely distraction. You try focusing when someone is rubbing a thick rod up and down the outside of your pussy without pushing it in.

“But the goal here isn’t to make her cum,” Zack finished. “It’s to get her stupidly aroused so that during the next game, when the stakes are high, she won’t be able to help herself. That way she earns another punishment.”

“Cheater,” I said in exasperation.

“So, definitely the slow fuck,” Brad said. He turned on the vibrator, then began to slide it into my sex. Slowly, I might add. Incrementally. I arched my back, groaning as the annoyingly slow penetration felt both amazing and frustrating. For a moment, my brain pretty much stopped any kind of rational thought as the vibrator rumbled around inside my sex. My pussy tightened and I very much wished Brad would pump it.

That thought rattled around multiple times inside my noggin until a sharp sting shot up through my right foot. It didn’t burn, it just stung and as my leg jerked just a little, my brain suddenly focused and identified the sensation.

Rubber band snap.

My pussy, on the other hand, decided to do a few little spasms, grabbing hold of the sensation and twisting it around into something not quite pleasurable, but definitely erotic. And then, just to complicate that sensation, Brad slowly began pulling the vibrator out of my pussy.

Another snap cut through me, except on the other foot. I opened my eyes to see that Brad was using his left hand to hold the vibrator, and his right to pull the elastic band away from my arch. I groaned.

“I have a question,” someone asked. I’m not sure who. I was not at all focused. Or I was focused, just not on the conversation. Another inch of vibrator slowly slid out of me. “How did Breanne not earn a punishment for covering her tits up when she did the fire drill?”

The sound of the rubber band hitting the arch of my right foot filled the car again and I felt the heat of the sting. It felt… harder. My leg twitched, but that made my hips move too, even as the dildo came out another little bit. 

“That did seem inappropriate,” Tyler agreed. Snap. My left foot this time. And damn… it stung too! My toes curled and then my pussy reported even less vibrator inside me. That seemed to be what Chris was waiting for and I felt another sharp sting come from my other arch. The vibrator was pulled completely out of my pussy and Brad decided that the tip needed to rest on my clit, which actually was totally awesome and fine with me. I gasped and arched my back. I barely felt the next snap from Brad. But I did feel the vibe slide back down through my folds and penetrate. All of a freaking, maddening half inch.

Chris, who was clearly enjoying the entire scene, snapped his rubber band again, this time finally eliciting a little mewl from me.

Brad continued to push lit bits of the vibe into me. “Here’s an idea. How about she has to present her tits at the window after the first and second rounds?”

My leg jerked, but it was the vibe going just a little bit deeper that was driving me insane.

“That sounds like a process for the next fire drill. It isn’t a punishment for covering up the last time.” Tyler pointed out.

Zack let out a thoughtful hum. “True. And there ought to be consequences for being a naughty little slut.”

Chris snapped the rubber band on the other foot. “Well, how about in addition to presenting her tits, we apply a clothespin to her breasts after each circle around the car? She won’t be able to cover up with pegs dangling from her nipples.”

Another sting to my left foot made it clear that Bradley was still in the game. I yelped a little as the prickling sensation to my arch left me grimacing. Of course, then more of the huge vibrator slid into me.

“Yeah,” Brad agreed. “And if she covers up, even once, then she has to do the circle again, with an additional clothespin.”

“Process and punishment,” Tyler said with satisfaction from behind the wheel. “I like it.

My brain only barely heard that nefarious plan, mostly because a little bit more of the rumbling sex toy got pushed into my pussy. Brad pulled his rubber band out, let it go, and gave me another spurt of not-quite-pain shooting up from the arch of my foot. Then the vibrator was all the way in, fully sheathed in my pulsing, grasping pussy. I groaned in obvious pleasure, the vibrations more than enough to reset my libido. The sexual pressure suddenly doubled. Honestly? Orgasm was no longer an impossibility, regardless of Zack’s preference to use the punishments as a means to get me excited again so I’d lose the next game, so I could get punished again. My hips thrust upward eagerly.

“Sounds reasonable,” Zack said. “All in favor?” There was a chorus of “ayes” from practically the entire group. “Naes?” Zack asked.

“Nae!” I gasped, my pussy quivering desperately.

Zack leaned over and looked straight down at me. “Do you have an alternate idea?”

Snap. My foot jerked and the vibe slid out an inch.

“I’ll keep my arms down?” I groaned. Another snap. And maybe another inch.

Zack rolled his eyes. “You had that opportunity. Instead you covered up. So we obviously need something humiliating, sexually painful, and that will keep you from trying to cover up your tits when you’re supposed to be flashing everyone as you run around the car.”

The rubber band struck again and damnit… another inch of vibrator slid out of me.

I let out a moan and closed my eyes. I tried to formulate an answer, but Chris etched another line by elastic against my arch. And Brad pulled the vibrator just a little farther out.

“Yeah,” Zack said. “That’s what I thought.” He turned, looking back through the windshield. “The ayes have it.”

“Well, that should be entertaining,” Brad commented, snapping his rubber band. I felt the vibe come out of my pussy again, sliding up to my clit and Chris added his positive approval by leaving another burning line on my sole. I felt the vibe slide around my sensitive little nub and made a mewling sound as my hips rolled. I wanted… I wanted them to pound me. I wanted the vibrator deep inside. I wanted it slamming hard and fast. Or at least a little faster. These inches were driving me crazy! I felt another snap against my foot. And the vibrator slid back into me, but only an inch, maybe two. I clenched my fists. What I wanted was to grab Brad’s hand and make him fuck me.

Snap. Inch. Snap. Inch.

For the next few miles I lay there, discombobulated as I was tormented. Each snap, by itself, wasn’t that bad. But each time the elastic struck the arch of my foot, I got a little bit more sensitive. And the underlying torment was the vibrator, slowly being pushed or pulled through my pussy. I lost count, but I’m pretty sure Chris and Brad did all twenty snaps to each foot, slowly torturing me with the vibe until I was barely able to hold it together.

“Brad, switch off so we can do her breasts?” Chris asked.

Brad nodded and I watched as Chris slipped down to sit with his back against the seat, just like Brad was. Now we were all on the floor, my legs resting on their shoulders. I felt a different hand touch the vibrator and then Brad leaned over me, a thin rubber band stretched across his thumb and forefinger. His other hand pulled one edge of the elastic back and let it go.

I’ll admit, it hurt way more than the snaps on my foot, but the sensation also didn’t go straight to my brain. My nervous system is admittedly a little fucked up. The sting of the snap took a roundabout path, going down my spine, spending a significant amount of time in my semi-stuffed, trembling sex, and only after making me tighten down with a passionate groan, shooting up to my brain. And then, after all that, my brain wasn’t sure how to categorize the sensation. Did it hurt? Or did it feel good? As the vibrator slid another inch deeper, my overtaxed mental facilities put it in both boxes. 

“Mmmmm,” I mewled as Brad leaned back and grabbed the vibrator. Then it was Chris’ turn. He came forward and just like Brad, set his rubber band against my pierced nipple, pulled just one half of the loop back, and let it snap hard against the sensitive tip. I let out a yelp, gritting my teeth, and then Brad pushed the vibrator deeper.

“Oh my God!” I blurted out. I couldn’t help it. My hips jerked and suddenly my loins were thrusting, trying to force the vibrator in and out.

“Uh…” Brad said. “Stop Breanne. That’s cheating.”

Zack leaned over and looked back into the cabin. “What’s she doing?”

Chris looked up, even as he grabbed the vibrator from Brad. “Fucking the vibe,” he said.  leaned forward again. Our eyes met and I licked my lips, bracing myself. He grinned down at me and then pulled the elastic back, releasing it at the pink target. Another sting shot deep into my breast and I gritted my teeth, arching my back. I didn’t even realize that my pussy was missing another inch of vibrator until I relaxed. Then my hips began rolling again.

Zack frowned down at me. “Hey. Stop that. You aren’t supposed to cum from this.”

I looked up at him breathlessly. “What’s the punishment?” I asked, then groaned as Brad snapped his rubber band against my left breast again. Pain, the interesting fun kind, shot through my bosom, straight down to my pussy. 

Zack blinked. “Fair question,” he said, looking around at the other guys. “Thoughts?”

Great. Another debate. I closed my eyes and concentrated on frustrating Chris and Brad, who were both having trouble managing the “slow fuck” with the vibrator. My lower half jerked like a landed fish.

“Um… we didn’t discuss this,” Brad said. “Repeat the punishment?” He tried to slide the vibe in a little deeper, only to get frustrated by my now quite deliberate sexual movement.

Chris snapped his rubber band against my nipple hard and I squealed, almost bringing my hands up to my breasts. Except… all the pain did was make my pussy tighten even more.

“Deeper? Please?” I begged.

Tyler tapped his fingers on the driver’s wheel. “A different punishment?”

Chris looked up. “You said that the punishments are designed to frustrate her, right Zack?” Zack nodded. “Then,” Chris continued, “I think we should make sure she doesn’t cum.” And with that statement, he yanked the vibrator out of my pussy.

“Nooo!” I blurted out as my pussy clenched tight on absolutely nothing. Chris held up the vibe, still buzzing merrily.

Zack cleared his throat. “Well, that’s an option,” he muttered, turning back around.

Brad looked over at Chris, then down at me.

“Cup your breasts, Bre.”

I blinked, my lower half now desperate and a thread of acute frustration ran through me. “What?”

“Your tits. Squeeze them. And brace yourself.” Brad leaned forward with his rubber band. “You’ve got seven and eight left to go.”

I shuddered and closed my eyes. “Just… do it fast. Please?”

“No,” Chris blurted out. “Do them slow, Brad.”

I cringed and held my breath. The snap came, just as I expected. Pain shot through my chest, and instead of going down to my pussy, it went straight to my brain, registering in the “ouch” column. Then something happened that I wasn't expecting. I felt the tip of the vibrator against my petals and before I could react to that, Chris jammed the entire damn thing deep into me, hard.

Talk about loop reset.

My entire body jerked tight, my pussy locking down on the vibe, the switch in my head going from ouch to “yes fucking god yes!” I let out a wild little cry of abandon and arched my back. The vibrations felt amazing and I reveled in the sensation. Then, just as fast, Chris yanked the vibe out of me, leaving me twitching. It took all of two seconds. Less even. Then I was empty again, wanting and desperate.

Brad looked over at Chris, the seconds ticking. I lay there, chest heaving, my nipples still tingling from the snaps, my pussy quivering in desperation, unable to find satisfaction. I looked at both boys in frustration.

“Oh my God!” I snapped at them. “Again!”

Brad leaned back, a wicked smile on his face. Then he turned his head and smiled at Chris. “Slow fuck,” he said knowingly.

“Exactly,” Chris said.

“Every thirty seconds?” Brad asked.

Chris shrugged. “Or longer.”

“Miles?” Suggested Tyler.

“Tyler, how fast are we going?” Chris asked.

Tyler laughed. “Seventy-five, but I can slow down.”

“Oohhh. Nice.”

I let out a whimper. The seconds ticked by. Or the road. Or my sanity. I wasn’t sure. Then Tyler said “go!”.

Another nipple strike and my pussy got plugged fast and hard. Then it was over, leaving me a stinging burn at the breast, and a horrible ache between my legs.

I listened to the road humming beneath the car.

“Now,” Tyler said, about fifty or sixty seconds later.

Snap. Plunge.

Wait.

Snap. Plunge.

Wait.

I wanted to scream.

“How’s traffic?” Chris asked pleasantly. I felt his hand on my leg, absently caressing my thigh. I twitched.

Tyler’s voice was relaxed and pleasant. “Not bad at all. We’re almost to San Jacinto. And… go.”

Brad leaned over me and I got another stinging burn. Now I braced myself, trying to relax my pussy as Chris jammed the dildo in.

“Two more to go,” Brad said. “On each nipple.”

Chris nodded. I lay there, hurting and wanting and lusting and basically ready to fuck. “I don’t want to be a whiner,” Chris added a moment later. “But it’s been almost an hour and I would love to play On Off next.”

I looked over at Chris. “What’s On Off?” I asked quickly. “Do I get to fuck you now?”

Tyler interrupted. “Mile!”

Brad nailed my right breast and I grimaced. “Ow!” I squealed as the sting turned to heat. Chris jammed the dildo back into my pussy and I groaned.

“It’s a simple game, and I’ve no objections,” Zack said with a grin. He looked down at me. “So in a moment, you’re going to get on your knees and Brad is going to stuff you with your RVP.”

I blinked. RVP was the acronym for a very specific sex toy called the “Rotating Venus Penis,” which isn’t a very impressive name if you think about it. Still, I couldn’t help smiling because the RVP was one of the most intense toys I owned. I was absolutely going to be cumming in a few minutes.

“Okay,” I said brightly.

Zack laughed. “Once properly stuffed, you’ll then have to give Chris a blowjob. You’ll have sixteen miles to do it.”

I nodded. “He’s already on edge. I’ll have it done in three,” I declared.

“Mile!” Tyler called out.

Chris jammed the dildo into me even as Brad snapped the rubber band. Pain and pleasure shot through me. Two more to go.

It took a moment for me to relax. “You think it will be easy, except for one thing. Every other mile the RVP goes to full power. If you fail to make Chris cum within the sixteen mile limit, then you have to immediately fuck him until he’s satisfied. The problem with that is that if you cum at anytime during either the blowjob, or the fuck, you get punished.”

I thought about that, but didn’t manage to get to the obvious conclusion that I was being set up for failure before Tyler once more called out the mile marker. Brad leaned over me and left a blistering snap against my right nipple. Then a bruising thrust hit me between the legs, the entire huge dildo getting rammed up inside me. I jerked, gasping, then felt the dildo get yanked out.

“What…. What’s the punishment?” I mewled, blinking.

Zack lifted the manila envelope and dug into it. He pulled out a random slip of paper and read it aloud. “Balloon Clamps,” he announced.

Chris, Brad, and Tyler all made sounds of appreciation.

“Balloon clamps?” I asked, trying to imagine what it would feel like to have clamps on my sore, freshly tortured nipples. “What are those?” 

“Mile!” Tyler called out.

The elastic band snapped hard on my left breast and I yelped, covering the burning tip with my hand. “Fuck! Fuck! Fu..ggghhhurgge!” I started to say, at least until Chris once more thrust the dildo into my lower half. My ass came up off the floor and thumped around as he yanked it out.

Brad smiled down at me. “If I were you, I’d try to avoid the balloon clamps. Especially after having your nipples snapped like this. You should see your tits, Bre. They’re all red, right on the tips.”

I bit my lip and closed my eyes. I didn’t know whether to sob or yell or beg or what. Brad began digging through my canvas sack and then I felt the dildo again, before the snap, or a mile. Chris slid it in, the length still buzzing. It went deep, but this time gently and I groaned as he began pumping it. Not fast. Not slow. Just steady. Pleasure washed over me and my pussy tightened. I thrust up against him, working myself, the pressure increasing.

“Mile,” Tyler said. The dildo kept working in and out of me.

Brad pressed the edge of the rubber band against my breast. “Last one, Bre.”

I looked up at him. “I hope not,” I whispered. And then he let go.

Honestly, I could have handled a dozen more, as long as Chris kept pumping.

As soon as the pseudo-pain faded, I whimpered as Chris pulled the vibrator out of my pussy. I heard it switch off and then Brad was grabbing my hand, pulling me up. I got to my knees, swaying a bit, as Chris lifted himself back up into the seat. I looked over at him, even as he tugged his shorts downward, exposing his shaft. It wasn’t rock hard, but it sure was stiff and I licked my lips, wondering just how motivated he was to resist me. He held out the vibe, clearly wanting me to take it.

“Zack says you are responsible for cleaning these?”

I took the vibrator. It was quiet, the motor off, but it was coated in enough girl goo to leave it slick and shiny. So I stuck it in my mouth. Both Brad and Chris watched, clearly amused as I licked, sucked, and slurped on the purple toy. I tried to make it look even more intense than usual, just to fuck with Chris a little. Then I pulled it out of my mouth, went to my canvas sack, and pulled out the package of sanitizing wipes. I cleaned off the toy and stuck it back in the bag.

Brad held up the RVP. It was a harness, at the center of which was a plastic, butterfly shaped base, meant to sit right over my pussy. The nose of the butterfly, if attached correctly, would settle right on my clitoris. In addition, the underside of the base sported a protuberance. Four inches long and angled just a little off center, two motors could be independently operated to create both vibrations and a corkscrewing, swirling movement. Thus the “rotating” part of “Rotating Venus Penis.” I turned my ass toward Brad and helped him get me strapped in.

My pussy liked getting the smaller phallic probe inside it and clamped down significantly. Brad finished adjusting the straps and then with a flick of his thumb against the two sliders on the control box, which was connected via a wire, powered up both motors and made me squeal.

“The RVP seems to be working just fine,” Brad declared. “You ready, Chris?”

My lower half trembled. “Uh… are you going to turn it off?” I wheezed.

“Oh. Sorry,” Brad replied. He just looked at me, the seconds going by. I blinked and finally he turned it off. Ten seconds of intense stimulation. I was so fucked.

“Let me know when she starts,” Tyler said.

I waddled over to a spot right in front of Chris, my eyes focused on his cock. I reached out and grabbed it.

“Can’t use your hands, Bre.” Chris grinned and I gave him a frustrated look.

“You are about to cum,” I declared.

Chris grinned. “Absolutely, but only after you do. I can’t wait to see you deal with the balloon clamps and I think between the two of us, you’re the one in more trouble.”

I hesitated, but honestly, he wasn’t wrong. Still, I felt a surge of determination began sucking on his shaft hungrily.

“Shit! Odometer!” Brad yelled. I was already bobbing my head for the third or fourth time when I felt the RVP activate.

The control fob has two sliders which can be set independently, so there isn’t really a low, medium or high. It’s more of a sliding scale. That said, I had absolutely no doubt that Brad had pushed both functions to their maximum levels. Inside me, not only was the probe shaking in my pussy, but it was also corkscrewing around, churning my insides as if I were fresh milk trying to be butter. Worse, the base was firmly pressed against my clitoris and having that extra stimulation pushed me closer to orgasm than anything Chris or Brad had done with the vibrator and rubber bands. I gasped, even with my mouth full and I’ll admit that suddenly it was hard to think. My body was still insanely aroused from the punishment I’d just endured and as my pussy clamped down hard on the RVP, I may have slipped a little, losing track of what I was doing.

That said, blowjobs are not exactly difficult. Or complicated. Usually I like to boast that I can make a man cum with my mouth in short order, mostly because I have developed a rather impressive skill set. See, you don’t just suck, or blow, or lick. It’s a mix and you gauge your next action based upon certain signals. For example, if you feel him pulsing in your mouth, fair bet you found his trigger. But you can’t just repeat that over and over, so you bring him up and down. Of course, normally I also use my hands. You can do things with your hands you can’t with your mouth. For example, I could caress his scrotum, or create a long tube for his cock to slide through before ending up in my mouth. Not being able to touch him with my fingers hobbled me.

“Mile One,” Tyler announced. Brad shut off the RVP and my body protested horribly. A ripple of spasms rocked my lower half, but admittedly it allowed me to think a little. Chris was hard as a rock and I pulled my mouth up off him enough to smile, then stuck my tongue out, licking the edge of his tip, flicking my tongue around that sensitive lip. I watched as his face took on this slightly pained expression and his eyelids fluttered. Then, just as he tensed, I opened up all the way again, engulfing his shaft fully, sucking steadily. He moaned, clearly enthused, so I added a swirl of my tongue around his tip, still bobbing my head.

“Oh my God,” he groaned.

“Mile Two,” Tyler said. The RVP went back on and any headway I’d made suddenly disappeared as my brain short circuited from the acute pleasure blasting up from my lower half. For a full minute I barely managed to do more than bob my head up and down, struggling against the onslaught of sexual stimulation. Then the RVP shut off again.

On and off. You get the idea.

By the time Tyler announced the thirteenth mile and the RVP shutoff again, I knew I was doomed. I just didn’t know whether it would be because I accidentally exploded, or because I hadn’t managed to get Chris to pop. I doubled my efforts, slurping noisily, trying to get him over the edge and damnit, I knew he was almost as close to the edge as I was! I could tell. His face was contorted, his cock was hard as a rock, and he had grabbed hold of the very base and was squeezing just a bit. Hell, it probably took every inch of willpower for him not to just finish.

Tyler said something again and the RVP turned on once more. The sensation overwhelmed me and if I’d made any progress toward successfully completing the challenge, I lost it at that moment. I could barely stay in position. One hand shot down between my legs and pressed hard on the RVP base. That pushed the probe in deeper and the vibration against my clit felt like I was straddling a motorcycle revving its engine. My hips rocked and rolled and I was only barely cognizant of Brad stroking my buttocks and occasionally giving me a playful spank on the ass. Then the RVP shut off again and Chris and I looked up at each other.

“Two miles,” he said, his voice strained.

I gulped. “One,” I replied. Then I went down on him. My head bobbed vigorously as I pulled my lips over my teeth. My tongue flashed back and forth, swirling and stabbing and slashing around his tip as I tried my best to push him over the edge. Clearly I was having an effect, but without being able to touch him, to run my nails along his balls, or pump with my hands while sucking on the tip of him, my mile ran out. I didn’t even get a full sixty seconds. Fifty. Tops.

Then the RVP swirled back up. My world tunneled and I could barely think straight. Thank God no one asked me to spell my name because it would have been f-u-c-k-s-l-u-t. My brain basically shut down and while I continued to suck and lick and work Chris’ cock, it was lip service at best.

“Sixteen!” Tyler crowed. “She failed!”

Chris let out a gasp. “Thank God!” His arms flashed down to me, yanking me up off his cock. “Get that thing out of her! PleasE?” Brad nodded and began unclipping the harness even as Chris pulled out a condom and tore it open. I helped him get it on as the RVP came out of my sex, still buzzing loudly and the moment I was free I crawled up into his lap, facing him, bare breasts dangling in front of his eyes, my skirt bunched up around my waist. I felt the tip of Chris’ cock against my slit, perfect and hard and ready. He grabbed my waist and then…

Then I got fucked.


Chapter Three: Balloon Clamps

I’m not terribly sure which of us orgasmed first. What I can tell you is that if Chris and I made it another two miles, I’d have been shocked. I bounced wildly, grinding myself back and forth, thoroughly loving every second of our coupling. I grabbed Chris’ hands and brought them up to my still tingly, sensitive breasts. He tweaked and pinched the tips and the combination of exquisite pleasure and sweet discomfort made my blood pressure spike. I threw my head back, crying out with need. Like a boiler, pressure built inside me until it had reached critical mass and I tightened with a scream of ecstasy, my toes curling as I jammed myself down hard on Chris’ cock, hips jerking frantically.

“My God!” I yelled. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

Almost at the same time, Chris grunted and I felt his cock turn to granite inside me, then pulse with several hot squirts. For a moment we were both rigid, locked in a tight embrace, his face jammed between my breasts, my knees holding his hips. As the adrenaline rush faded I felt a series of ripples go through me and I began to soften, slumping against his body. The hard shaft still in my pussy began to shrink and I let out a disappointed groan as I felt it slip out. Slowly Chris pulled me off his lap, rotating me into the space between him and Brad. I felt like melted butter and smiled stupidly, happy, sated, and very pleased with myself.

“Tyler, you need to take the next exit,” Zack said quietly, and with intense satisfaction.

Tyler grunted. “Not much around here, but I’ll take the next exit. We aren’t that far from Beaumont.”

Dazed, I looked out the window. Mostly it was fields and my experienced eye recognized ranch land. Off in the distance were a few cows. I didn’t really care. I felt too good.

“Guess I earned the punishment,” I finally said, smiling ruefully. Zack glanced back at me, his eyes cheerful.

“You think?” He asked with a snort. “But we’ll need to switch out drivers before we start your punishment.” Then he glanced at Chris and Brad. “If you boys want to get her pussy stuffed with those vibroballs again, you can.”

I stared at Zack for a moment, but then let out an accepting sigh. That was the life of a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. Constant sexual use. I’d already had two orgasms and they were already setting me up for a third. I didn’t move, but Chris pushed me onto the floor of the Sequoia a second later, clearly enthusiastic about the idea. I held up a finger.

“Give me a second,” I told them, then went to my canvas bag. I had a small cleanup kit there and I wiped away most of the fluids from the most recent fuck. Brad held my vibroballs in his hand and smiled.

“Don’t worry. I cleaned them earlier,” he told me.

I nodded and finished with a quick application of baby powder. Then, with my back to the front seat, I looked at Brad and Chris and spread my knees. “Okay, who gets to do the honors?” I asked.

Brad leaned forward and touched the first vibroball to my clit. Honestly, I wasn’t really sensitive there. Pretty much everything done to me had been above the waist, except for the pleasurable, vibrating stuff, or real cock. I sat there, legs spread wide, propped up on my elbows. I felt the plastic toy slide down, opening my petals and the residual moisture of my most recent orgasm began coating the sphere. Brad played with me, teasing me just enough so that when he pushed the first vibroball into my pussy, I felt a renewed surge of arousal.

And then he turned them on.

Sure, it was at the lowest setting, but I let out a soft groan and spread my legs even more. Brad helped things along by running his thumb over my clitoris and then down, pushing on the second ball, popping it in deep. I tightened around the sex toy. Granted, I wasn’t anywhere close to another orgasm, and it would undoubtedly take some time, or some significant sexual torment, to get me on edge again. But I knew I’d eventually be cumming.

We started to pass more buildings and things took a sort of industrial look. I felt the Sequoia bump as we transitioned from freeway to frontage road. Tyler slowed down, clearly looking for an acceptable place to stop the vehicle and as I moved from the floor back to the seat between Chris and Brad, I saw a dirt road up ahead, leading behind some trees. Tyler evidently liked the look of it too and pulled in.

The spot… could have been better for me. We were still in perfect view of the highway, though at least two hundred yards away. Unless someone was looking perpendicularly out of their vehicle they wouldn’t see me. Not only that, but I’d be in view for less than a second before they were past. Of more concern was the frontage road. Anyone driving by would get a great view and be in a position to slow down, stop, or even just watch from the rearview mirror. Of course, there was no one driving by on the frontage road.

The Sequoia came to a stop, nose in. Everyone looked at me.

“Ready for another three laps?” Zack asked.

I looked at him ruefully. “Skirt only I guess?”

Zack smiled lazily. “That, the vibroballs, and clothespins,” he teased. “Brad will put one on each lap you take. Cover up, even a little, and you’ll be doing extra laps.” 

I gulped. I looked over at Brad, who had already pulled two clothespins out of my canvas sack and had them ready. Then Chris popped the door as I slipped my toes back into the cork wedges. Brad handed me the remote for the vibroballs, right after pushing the control up to full power and I felt the motors inside me spin up. Brad slid across the seat as I climbed out of the car, following Chris. Except while Chris exchanged places with Tyler, I went around, having to go wide as Zack’s door opened too. Inside the car, Brad scooted all the way over, closing the door I went out of and the window came down. I was very careful not to cover my breasts in any way and I got to the open window and raised my arms, sticking my entire bosom into the Sequoia.

Brad touched my right nipple, stroking it, then tweaking it. I gasped, my pussy still quivering delightedly around the vibroballs shaking inside me. I felt a sharp pinch as the wooden peg was put in place and when I pulled away, I could see the clothespin hanging from my right breast. I began hurrying around the Sequoia, arms down by my sides, the wooden clamp jiggling as I circled around.

Of course the boys all moved too. Chris got behind the wheel and shut the driver’s door. Brad moved over to where Chris had been sitting, while Zack got in the back seat on the right hand side. I passed Tyler at the rear of the Sequoia, giving him a confused look as he pulled a reddish orange bottle out of his luggage. By the time I made it back to Brad’s open window, Tyler was in the front passenger seat. I stuck both tits back into the car and closed my eyes.

“Damn those are nice,” I heard. Brad began stroking my unclamped nipple, teasing it just like he’d done for the clamped side of my chest. Then came the pinch, followed by a back and forth twisting that didn’t hurt in the slightest, but sure as hell turned up the sexual heat. I mewled a little bit, arching my back and making it very clear that I liked what he was doing. When he let go I started my final lap. I got to the front of the car and with a wicked look, turned to face all four boys. Then, with a shake of my hips, I lifted my arms above my head and did this slow, exotic little dance, bringing my arms down slowly. It was awesome. I could see four wide-eyed, amazed expressions. And then, I wrapped my arms across my tits, pressing down on the clamps. Granted, twisting my nipples like that hurt, but covering up was perfect. I finished the lap on Brad’s side and opened the door.

“No way, Bre,” he said with a grin, holding up another clothespin. “You covered up.”

Standing there I grinned and arched my back. “So another lap?” I teased.

Zack rolled his eyes. “Put two clothespins on her Brad, for being a naughty slut.”

Brad grabbed two more pegs and put one on my right breast, just off to the side. He was about to attach the next one opposite, when I lifted the front of my pleated blue denim skirt, showing him my pussy.

“I think that last one should go right there,” I teased, pointing at my clit.

Brad glanced at Zack who nodded and then the final peg bit down on my clitoris. I bit my lip as the sensation shot through me, combining with the vibroballs and I once more pulled away from the Sequoia and walked around. Once more at the hood I stopped and did another little wavy dance, but this time I didn’t cover up. By the time I got back to Brad’s door, I was more than a little ripe. I was halfway back up the metaphorical orgasmic mountain.

Grinning, I crawled in, pressing on Brad’s knees and knelt between the two of them as the door shut behind me. I smiled at Zack as I arched my back, thrusting my breasts forward and I felt the car move as Chris started to back it up. Zack’s hand came up and gently pinched the first clamp open, removing it from my nipple. I gasped, then groaned and he followed up by leaning forward and sucking the tip of my breast into his mouth. Brad took the hint and a second later my right nipple was freed of both clamps, only to get rehabilitated by a second tongue lashing.

Mmmmmm.

Getting two boys to suck on your breasts while a pair of vibrating spheres roll around inside your pussy and your clit is throbbing from being caught in the pinching jaws of a clothespin is a surefire way to increase sexual pressure, especially after a little public humiliation. By the time the car accelerated and we were back on the freeway, my hips were rolling. I groaned loudly and Zack took the hint, letting go and leaning back. I heard a hissing noise from the front seat and twisted to look.

Tyler was blowing up a freaking balloon. Using a small helium tank!

My eyebrow went up as he knotted the end and then held it out to me. I took it, but accidently let go and it flew up, hitting the roof of the Sequoia and bounced over toward Zack, who grabbed it expertly.

“Balloons?” I asked. “Helium?”

Tyler laughed. “Damn right. Borrowed it from the lab.”

“Breanne?” Tyler said. I turned and looked at him and he handed me one of the  clothespins he’d removed from my breast. But this one now had an eighteen inch long string on it. “Hand this to Zack.”

I suddenly had a bad feeling about the next punishment. I handed off the clothespin and watched as Zack began tying the balloon to the end of the string. Another hissing sound came from Tyler’s seat and I got handed another balloon. And another clothespin. I handed those over to Zack as Brad began digging through my canvas sack and pulled out both pairs of my nylon bondage cuffs.

Uh oh.

“Give me your right hand, Bre.”

I held out my hand and Brad tore the Velcro fastening open and then quickly secured the cuff around my wrist. As soon as I wasn’t holding either a balloon or a clothespin, I held out my other hand and to my surprise, didn’t get the matching cuff. I got one from the other set. I bit my lip as there came another hissing sound from the front seat.

“Lay down on your back,” Brad ordered.

I dropped back onto the padded mat covering the floor and knew what was coming next. I lifted my right foot and sure enough, Brad started putting the matching cuff around my ankle. I stretched my other leg toward him as well and as Zack finished tying off the third balloon to the last clothespin, Brad finished making me look like a BDSM model. Now the only question was what position I was going to be in.

“Lift your legs up high Bre,” Bradley said, though Zack helped as well and pulled my hand upward toward my bare little foot. A moment later my outstretched legs were connected to my outstretched arms and as I bent a knee to get more comfortable, Zack produced something I wasn’t expecting.

A pair of bungee cords. With hooks.

I watched in trepidation as Zack hooked the first bungee cord to the back of Tyler’s seat, right on the headrest. Then he stretched it out and pulling my leg even higher, snagged one of the metal rings embedded in the ankle cuff. Brad did something similar on my right side and a moment later I was pretty much bound tight, unable to move more than a few inches in any direction, folded in half, with my legs spread wide, my pussy and bottom exposed and vulnerable, pretty much at the mercy of Zack, Brad, and helium balloons. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what was cumming next.

“What about the clothespin on her clit?” Brad suddenly asked.

“Tyler, we need a third balloon please.”

“A third?”

Zack nodded. “Yup.”

I heard the hiss and instead of pulling the clothespin off my pussy, Brad reached down and tied an extra piece of string to it. “Glad I cut a dozen of these,” he muttered. I felt the wiggle and winced. Tyler handed a third balloon back and I watched with increasing concern as Brad tied it to the string, but didn’t let go.

“Ready for your punishment, Breanne?” Zack asked.

Stretched out, I looked through my open thighs at Zack, who had picked up the remote to the vibroballs. Those were still rumbling along at the lowest setting. “I’m not sure. You haven’t exactly told me what the punishment is.”

Zack let out an evil little laugh. “Well, first we’re going to turn the vibroballs up,” he said, doing it right at that moment. I let out a groan as my pussy tightened, once more getting subjected to intense stimulation.

“Next, we’re going to attach these nice little clothespins to your nipples.” He handed one clothespin over to Brad and kept the other. I watched the little white balloons floating above me. The two boys squeezed the wooden clamps open and a second later I winched, crooning a bit in pain as I got another taste of clothespin hell. Then Brad released the third balloon in his hand and I felt the tug on my clitoris.

I wasn’t quite sure what the constant pull of the balloons would feel like, but after a moment, there wasn’t really much to them. There wasn’t enough helium in any of the balloons to exert enough upward pull on my nipples or clit to cause me any more discomfort than the crushing pinch of the clothespins themselves. I stared at the white zeppelins above me and figured that they were kitsch. Decorative even.

“Well, this isn’t much of a punishment,” I muttered stupidly.

“Ready up there, Chris?” Zack called out.

“Ready!”

Zack looked down at me. “You have to endure twenty miles, or having the clamps ripped off.”

“Ripped off?” I spluttered.

“Here we go!” Chris said loudly. And then the car filled with wind.

It took me only a second to realize that someone up front had unrolled their window an inch or so. Regardless, it created an instant breeze that fluttered around the interior of the Sequoia, especially since we were going at least seventy miles an hour on the freeway. The balloons snapped in the air and suddenly I realized that exerting upward pull on my nipples and clit weren’t the point. As the balloons fluttered back and forth, the side to side twisting bent my nipples and clit this way and that, sending little sparks of sexualized pain through my body. I gasped, arching my body and pulling on the bonds that held me in place.

“Oh my God!” I whimpered.

“A little more, Chris!” Brad shouted.

The wind picked up and I groaned as I lay there. The balloons, buffeted by the wind, tugged and twisted at me, making me grimace. Little shards of discomfort shot through my breasts and loins as my nipples and clit were pulled and bent in wildly different directions. The vibroballs vibrated violently in my pussy and I clenched down as the onslaught of noise, pain, and pleasure plowed through my senses.

“Is anyone getting hungry?” Tyler asked loudly over the sound of the rushing wind. I would have replied, except I was serving as a balloon anchor and my nipples were getting contorted in a multitude of directions every other second. There was a chorus of affirmative replies from everyone who wasn’t being sexually tortured and I whimpered as the cool air of the roadway flashed across my body.

“Can you give us another inch, Chris?” Zack shouted over the noise. The wind inside the Sequoia got stronger and I squealed as the balloons suddenly started jerking hard on my body. I felt the tug on my nipples, but most especially on my clitoris. I groaned, my hips jerking as the unique and unfamiliar pain shot through me. I wondered how many miles we’d gone. I pulled on the bungee cords, trying to find a way to maybe shield the balloons, but the air currents in the Sequoia were too messed up.

Zack’s hair was being blown everywhere and he grinned down at me, looking through the bouncing, jerking balloons. I winced, whimpering as my pinched nipples and clit were wrenched in a myriad of directions, the balloons bouncing off my outstretched thighs and arms. The noise was impressive. Slowly the discomfort turned to something more acute. I clenched my teeth as the clothespins resisted the agonizing pull of the wind smashed balloons.

Another two or three minutes, and maybe miles, passed by. The discomfort sort of overwhelmed any kind of arousal I was feeling, but then, something changed. It took me another minute, or mile, to figure out what it was. That’s when I realized that the torturous twisting was actually setting me off. Suddenly the torment wasn’t quite so bad. It hurt, yes. But it was the kind of hurt that could send me into orbit. The wild unpredictability of the balloon jerks made it feel like someone had pinched each nipple and randomly pulled it in different directions, with differing amounts of force. And my clit… wow.

I mewled, rolling my hips and thrust up. Zack certainly noticed and I think he was about to call for Tyler to roll up his window marginally, when the clothespin on my left nipple snapped free, pulled away by the force of the wind.

Oww.

I cried out as the blood rushed back into the crushed nub and the balloon went skittering across the cabin ceiling. The clothespin hit Zack in the shoulder and he barely caught it as the balloon was blown into the rear cargo compartment. Of course, now I completely understood what “having the clothespins ripped off” meant. The left side of my chest throbbed and I heard Zack call out again, “up half an inch!”

The wind died just a little. Not much. Just a bit and I squealed as the continued flapping of the balloons tore at my body. I felt the roadway change beneath the car, which I thought strange at the moment, because so many other sensations were hammering at me. The vibroballs in my pussy roared, my right nipple was still getting twisted in all directions, and my clit was throbbing as it was tugged and pulled.

“Up on the right,” I heard Tyler say. Out the window I saw signage. I wasn’t in a position to see the buildings. The Sequoia lurched to a stop and the wind slowed, then stopped. I groaned.

“Hey,” Zack asked. “What’s the mileage?” He asked Chris.

“Bre still has a mile and a half.” He paused. “Want me to take a quick detour?”

Zack looked down at me and our eyes met. “Absolutely. And roll your window down all the way.”

Oh. Oh shit.

I felt the car take a right hand turn, then accelerate and the hiss of Chris’ window coming down made me tense. But then I heard another window lowering. Thank God it wasn’t either of the ones from the backseat, but the resulting cacophony of rushing wind as the Sequoia picked up speed, was more than enough to distract me. I cried out, my hips pumping as my clit and one nipple endured even more torture. We weren’t going as fast as we had been on the freeway, but it was enough.

My other nipple let loose first.

Maybe it was the position. Maybe the clothespin didn’t have something as soft to cling to. Who knows? But I let out a wail as the agony shot through the tip of my breast. Brad looked down at me, grinning and reached out. He began stroking the bottom of my right foot, using just a single finger to caress the arch. It really didn’t help, though it didn’t make things worse. Brad knew I liked that kind of touch since it didn’t tickle me.

A minute, or maybe a mile, went by and the Sequoia made a u-turn. The vehicle picked up speed and I clenched my teeth as my clit was wrenched back and forth by the balloon and its string.

“Time,” Chris called out, and the windows rolled up. The wind died, then the air in the cabin returned to its normal stillness. At least, when you have a bit of air conditioning blowing. The balloon still attached to my clit settled above me, only barely moving. I let out a groan. Which is when Brad reached over, grabbed the string, and gave it a hard yank.

“FUCK!” I yelped as the clothespin was ripped off my clitoris. Pain shot through my loins as I tightened involuntarily around the vibroballs, shaking. On the other side of the bench seat, Zack was getting out my RVP and making sure it was ready. There was another bump of the road and I felt the car pull into a parking space. I groaned and Brad picked up the vibroballs controller and turned them off, leaving my pussy quivering with need.

“Oh God,” I mewled, closing my eyes.

“We’re here,” Chris said smugly.

“New Orleans?” I asked with a needy voice.

Tyler chuckled. “Beaumont. Breakfast.”

I groaned again, closing my eyes. Then someone, probably Zack, pulled the vibroballs out of my sore pussy. I felt movement and something hard and plastic and wet touched my mouth.

“Open up and lick, Bre.” I opened my eyes and saw Brad next to me, holding the vibroballs over my face. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, but even as I tried to clean the last sex toy used to torment me, the next one was unceremoniously jammed into my pussy and strapped on. The four inch long probe didn’t exactly worry me, but the nose of the butterfly shaped base was a concern. It was pressed, quite tightly, right up against my clit. I wasn’t sure I’d be able to handle that kind of direct stimulation after enduring such an intense torment.

Brad pulled the vibroballs away, cleaned them with my sanitizing wipes and then the boys released me from the bungee cords. My wrists and ankles were unclipped from the other and I groaned as I sat up, feeling the RVP wriggle inside me. Thank god it was off.

Zack gave me a bright look as he tossed me my peasant blouse. “You have a choice. You can continue to wear the ankle and wrist cuffs, which will humiliate the fuck out of you, but also provide you with a fifteen minute break before the next torment begins, or take them off and accept the next game.

I blinked and began putting on my shirt. “The next game?” I asked carefully. “What’s the game?”

Zack grinned. “It’s a surprise,” he told me. I arched my neck and looked out the window. The tell-tale architecture was enough. Blue angled roof meant pancakes. International style. I let out a soft groan and considered my options. Dressed in a blue pleated denim skirt as short as mine, plus the peasant blouse, I’d instantly be the center of attention. Every man in the restaurant would be trying to see my goodies. I knew I looked like a slut. But leave the black nylon cuffs on my ankles and wrists and I’d look like some sort of sick pervert. Of course, I am a sick pervert.

Humiliation does turn me on, but the reality behind that sensation is that I’m an introvert. I don’t want attention. That’s why Kari makes me dye my hair. Red attracts attention. It’s why when I wear jewelry other than the piercings at the tips of my breasts and ears, it’s usually an anklet rigged with tiny bells. They ring with every step, attracting attention. Wearing big black cuffs? Hell, I might as well get a neon sign that says “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut!” and hold it above my head naked while walking in.

“Are you going to let me eat?” I asked hopefully. Brad snorted and Zack nodded.

“Of course,” he said.

I took a deep breath. “Can I do both?” I asked timidly.

Zack grinned while Brad blinked in shock.

“Humiliation and a game?” Zack replied. “How can I refuse?”

Up front, Tyler and Chris got out of the car. I looked over at Brad.

“You haven’t cum yet,” I said darkly. Brad shrugged.

“I’ve been enjoying the show,” he taunted. I put my hand on the bulge in his shorts and gave him a quick squeeze.

“When I get the chance, I’m going torture you as much as you’ve been torturing me.”

Brad laughed. “Sure you will.”

I slipped on my cork wedges, the bondage cuffs making tiny metallic noises as the big steel rings embedded in the nylon moved. Zack opened the car door and held out his hand. I climbed out into the soft morning sunlight and blinked. Parking Lot. Busy. Restaurant. Breeze. I brought my free arm up, trapping the peasant blouse and keeping it from fluttering in the wind like a balloon on a string. My nipples were sore and tender and the pressure of the RVP, which was still off, thank God, dug at my clit. Now the only major problem was the pink wire, which was emerging out from under the front of my skirt, stretching across to Zack’s hand.

“Um, want me to hold that?” I asked. “I can stick it in my pocket.”

Zack smiled. “I’d prefer to keep it, thank you.”

I blinked and inwardly groaned. The cuffs on my wrists and ankles were bad enough, but to be led along by a bright pink wire that disappeared under my denim skirt? I felt my cheeks heating up and I was pretty sure they matched my hair.

As a group we walked into the restaurant and despite my attempt to stay right in the middle of Chris, Tyler, Brad, and Zack, I was instantly the center of attention. My bare midriff, the high heels, the stupidly short skirt, and the ridiculously inappropriate top that barely covered my tits, not to mention black bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles made it absolutely obvious that I was a BDSM slut. In fact, I was pretty positive that everyone there suspected (rightly) that I’d spent the entirety of the morning on my back with my legs spread.

The waitress eyeballed us with a disapproving grimace at my attire, but then told us to seat ourselves. Tyler led the way to the emptiest side of the dining room and then selected a booth, despite the fact it wasn’t quite big enough for five. Tyler and Chris got in on one side, while Brad, me, and then Zack, squeezed in on the other. Mashed between the two guys, I actually felt better. No one could see me anymore. At least not easily. Chris and Tyler grinned at me appreciatively and I checked to make sure my blouse was actually covering up my breasts.

Oops. 

I pulled my shirt back down over my nipples.

Menus were already on the table and Tyler passed them out.

“Is Breanne on the menu?” Chris said cheerfully, taking one.

“She has been since Houston,” Tyler replied. “But hopefully we can have her breakfast too.”

I gave him a sideways look. “I don’t think they’re going to let you put me on the table and cover me with syrup.”

He laughed. “Wouldn’t that be interesting?”

Zack shook his head. “While laying you out on the table and covering you with maple syrup sounds like fun, the next game is called ‘Resistance’. Every time the waitress comes to this table, I’m going to turn up the RVP, just a little bit. You are to resist cumming. If you do cum before we leave, then the first thing we do when we get back to the car is pick out a…”

“Punishment,” I finished for him. I gulped. The RVP, set to full power, usually would make me pop in just a few minutes. A slow steady increase would only prime the pump. I might be able to tolerate some of the torment by selecting just one of the two options. For example, if I had Zack turn up just the corkscrewing “rotation” function, all the way to high before turning on the vibrations, I could probably handle the stimulation longer.

“What happens if the waitress comes back more times than there are RVP levels?” Brad asked.

Zack reached into a pocket and pulled out a small, vibrating pendant clamp. I closed my eyes. The way my nipples felt, I wasn’t sure having even a light clamp clinging to them would be a good idea. And clamps that vibrated?

“We will cross that bridge when we get to it,” Zack smirked.

And then, speak of the devil, the waitress appeared. She took our drink choices and then gave me a disapproving look. “Are y’all ready to order?” She asked.

“Absolutely,” I declared, despite the fact I hadn’t even looked at the menu. Tyler looked across the table at me.

“I’m not,” he said politely to the waitress. “If you’ll check up on us in a minute or two,” he said with a smile. The woman nodded and walked off. I gave him a frustrated glare, then gasped as the vibration function of the RVP started up. Lightly.

I looked at Zack. “Please? The rotation? All the way up before vibration?”

Zack laughed. “Sorry Bre. I get to choose.”

I closed my eyes and groaned again. Between my legs I could feel the motor in the base of the RVP shaking. The worst part was that it was pulled tightly against my clit by the harness. Sure enough, my sensitivity made it… not caustic, but more intense than the first time I wore the darn thing that morning.

“How did you like the balloons?” Tyler asked me.

I stared at him. Snark failed me. “It hurt,” I admitted, “but it was also a horrible turn on.”

“So you’re soaked?” Chris asked.

I nodded.

Tyler looked at Chris. “We need an arousal metric or something. You know, something similar to how doctors ask you to rate your pain?”

Chris considered this. “You mean, like if your pain is really mild you are a zero, or a one, and if you’re in agony you are a ten?”

Tyler shrugged. “Maybe a five point scale, for simplicity.” His eyes flickered back down to my barely covered tits. “On a scale of one to five, with one being only barely aroused, and five being on the cusp of orgasm, please rate your current arousal.”

“Uh…” I said intelligently. I turned my thoughts inward. The vibration was bothering me and I’d already been wet. That said, the clothespins had been painful, and I’d already cum twice. I bit my lip. “Um… two?” I said, not really sure.

Brad smiled. “Now we just need to name it.”

“Name what?” I asked.

“The scale. Breanne’s Scale?”

Zack shook his head. “Too plain.”

“The SAS? Sexual Arousal Scale?” Chris suggested.

Brad rolled his eyes. “Can’t use jargon. If we ask ‘Bre, what is your SAS?’ in front of someone, they won’t know what we are asking her.”

“How about ‘the fuckslut scale’?” Tyler asked, giving me a direct look. “Bre, where are you on the fuckslut scale?”

I blinked. “I just answered that.”

“I like it,” Brad declared. I was about to protest when the waitress showed up. She put coffee cups down in front of Zack and Tyler, while Chris and I got orange juices. A hot chocolate was slid across to Brad. I hurriedly grabbed the menu in front of me.

Drinks dispersed, she pulled out her pad. “Ready?” She asked.

Brad smiled up at her. “Actually, we got to talking and I’m not. Could you give us another couple of minutes?”

The waitress hid her frustration and walked away. My eyes widened and I looked at Brad. “You did that on purpose!” I accused him. He winked, just as the RVP’s rotation function started up.

I glanced back down at the menu. “I’m fucked,” I whispered. “I’m going to cum.”

“And then get punished,” Zack added.

“And then get punished,” I repeated bleakly, though a part of me wasn’t exactly displeased with the idea. Of course, having the orgasm in the restaurant wasn’t exactly appealing..

The boys began talking about some other things. I tuned out the conversation as I figured out what I wanted for breakfast. An omelet, with a side order of bacon, pancakes, and no additional sexual stimulation ran through my head and when the waitress finally got back, we all ordered. I left off the extra non-menu item and trembled when Zack turned up the vibrating function, just a little..

The RVP has sliders, which means that there aren’t really settings. You can’t go from low to medium to high. It’s subjective on how you partition the controls. Sort of like a dimmer switch on your dining room lights. How bright do you want them? Zack could have slid the damn thing up halfway and called it level one, with full power being level two. I wasn’t absolutely positive what setting I was at, but from experience, I knew that the RVP could be a lot stronger. Level two out of four maybe?

“So, when we get back to the car, what’s the next game?” Tyler asked.

Brad looked over at Zack. “7 Miles a Hole? Please?”

I glanced at Brad. Then Zack. “Seven miles a hole?” I repeated it back as a question. It didn’t take much imagination though to figure it out. Especially since Brad was probably more than a little punked on the fuckslut scale himself.

Zack shrugged. “It will have to be after her punishment for cumming,” he said.

“Hey!” I protested weakly. “That’s presuming I need punishment.”

Everyone but me laughed and I glowered at them. Brad shrugged.

“I can wait.”

I crossed my arms over my breasts, trying to ignore the fact that I had a four-inch-long probe in my pussy slowly cranking around in swirling circles, all while it and the base attached to it shook like California’s San Andreas Fault. My clit was certainly feeling it and if any of them decided to do another fuckslut scale check, I would have had to admit that I was up to a solid three, heading toward four. My pussy wouldn’t stop pulsing, squeezing the RVP with little jerks. I tried concentrating on relaxing, not tightening, but that felt so damn good, so intense, that I couldn’t hold myself open for that long. I once more clenched down and let out a soft moan.

The waitress came back and took our orders and I braced myself as Zack once more turned up the RVP. This time, the rotation function. It felt amazing and in short order my “fuckslut scale” rating was just crossing over into “four”. I felt myself clenching and tightening, thrusting my hips involuntarily as my pussy convulsed. I couldn’t help but wonder what Brad and Zack thought, feeling me twitch like that, since our hips were all touching. I grinned. “Hello Breanne. Do you have ants in your pants? Or just a violently shaking, rotating sex toy churning you into orgasmic butter?”

Instead of saying that aloud, I glanced around the table. “Why are we going to New Orleans in June instead of during Mardi Gras?” I asked.

Everyone blinked and I smiled.

Tyler shrugged. “We talked about inviting you during Mardi Gras, but honestly… I’ve been. It’s a madhouse. Place is packed, trashed, and expensive as hell.” He licked his lips, almost nervously. “Sure, the girls are willing to bare their tits for a string of beads, but…” He pointed at me. “The fact that you’re… well, you.” He shook his head. “Having you there will be way more entertaining.”

I tapped my fingers on the table thoughtfully. “What are the sleeping arrangements?” I asked curiously.

Zack smiled. “We have two rooms for four nights at the Centric. We’ve already set a process for determining which room you’ll be in.”

I laughed. “Doesn’t seem fair to the other set,” I teased.

Brad grinned. “Don’t worry. I doubt anyone will go to bed horny.”

Food arrived a minute or so later and I grabbed my fork. I was hungry, so breakfast was definitely something I wanted. But as soon as the waitress spun and walked away, the vibrating function between my legs went up again. I gasped as the increased oscillations made it difficult to think, much less eat, and I gave Zack a pleading look. His eyes spoke volumes and he might as well have muttered “deal with it.” I tried not to tremble, but it was hopeless since I had a fucking earthquake going in my pussy. I felt another set of spams and there was definitely a surge of wetness seeping from my slit. I took a deep breath and focused, as much as possible, on eating, trying to distract myself with food. It wasn’t easy.

The waitress came back, refilling coffee cups and Zack turned up the rotation function a moment later. I wasn’t sure, but if I was right about the intensity level, the next time she returned, I’d be at full power, both for rotation and vibration. My pussy clenched down and I let out a tiny moan.

Hello four point eight on the fuckslut scale. Which is when it occurred to me. Why was I the only one suffering?

My left hand was already down in my lap, mostly because there wasn’t room for it on the table. I lifted my fingers away from my thigh and with just a little bit of wiggle, laid them in Brad’s lap, right on the bulge of his cock. He didn’t say a word as I began caressing him through the material, focusing on the tip. The cool thing was that he hardened in seconds. That just made it even easier. I felt the metal tab of his zipper and things got even more interesting when I tugged it down. Brad slipped a hand down under the table himself, helping and a second later I felt the soft but firm flesh of his cock as it emerged out of his boxers.

Between the food and Brad’s manhood, I now had some significant things to think about. The incessant sexual stimulation faded into the background, though in hindsight I have to admit that not thinking about what was being done to my pussy probably had absolutely nothing to do with how quickly I was being pushed toward orgasm. Still, it felt more tolerable as my fingers swirled around Brad’s cock, teasing the tip. I wished I had a bit of oil, or lotion, and for a second thought about using syrup.

Wouldn’t that have been tasty? Messy though.

“Are you okay?” Chris asked Brad.

“What?” Brad asked, blinking. “Um.. yeah.”

“Well, I asked you what you thought of shrimp etouffee.”

“Oh. Sorry. We’re we talking New Orleans cuisine?” Brad said, even as I ran my thumb along the edge of his glans, tormenting him further.”

“I prefer gumbo,” Tyler replied, pushing his plate forward, the ceramic clean. The conversation continued and I was the last person to finish my plate, though Brad was a close second. He seemed to be having trouble concentrating on his food. No clue why. I grinned as he struggled to get through his hashbrowns. Zack finished his second cup of coffee and waved down the waitress again and she swung by with the java pot, her eyes flickering to me with disapproval. As she turned away, I braced myself.

Zack fished something out of his pocket and held it out.

I glanced down at the clamp and pendant. It was a simple duckbill clamp, but attached to it was a long, narrow, cute pink object with a small black switch at the bottom. I was familiar with it, since it had been in my canvas bag. Attaching it to a nipple and turning it on would send some very powerful vibrations into my bosom. I bit my lip. My nipples were sensitive. Very sensitive thanks to all the clothespins, but I’m going to be honest. I love nipple play. Soft touches, rubbing, teasing, pinching, crushing clover clamps… hell, I even had a pair of alligator clamps with sharp little teeth. And those were excruciating. All of it turns me on.

I knew that I was going to cum at the table, one way or another. The boys knew it. Hell, the waitress probably knew it. But in for a penny, in for a pound. I let out a breath and grabbed the clamp.

“Oh yeah,” Chris said from across the table.

I glanced around the dining room. I was sitting in a spot where I was visible to almost everyone, which meant that I knew when we were being approached, or when I was being looked at, which was pretty much all the time. At least by someone. But now I had to quickly lift the front of my shirt, at least on one side of my body, clip the clamp to my tender tip, cover up, and then turn on the vibrator pendant. I took a deep breath, ignored the fact that someone was probably watching me, and exposed my left breast.

It only took three, maybe four seconds to let the clamp bite down on my nipple and I hissed, then groaned as the pain shot through my chest. I hadn’t expected that and I let the material of my shirt drop, covering my quickly throbbing breast. My fingers found the pendant, tugging slightly, which only created more sensation, and flicked on the switch. The sound was soft, but obvious and suddenly I crossed over into “five” on the fuckslut scale.

“Oh god,” I whispered. My left hand tightened around Brad’s cock as the waves of acute pleasure began shooting through me, augmented by the shards of pain in my nipple..

“Out of curiosity,” Chris asked. “When she cums in public like this, should I be expecting a ‘When Harry Met Sally’ moment? Or is she more restrained?”

Zack laughed. “Breanne isn’t actually quite that dramatic. She tends to tense up and she gets this look on her face like someone just kicked her in the ass. Though I do suppose it bears mentioning that she is required to announce her orgasm.”

“Announce her orgasm?” Tyler repeated.

Zack nodded. “She did it in the car. Remember? She has to say in a normal voice, “I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”

Chris frowned. “Which means, when she explodes here in the restaurant, practically everyone will know it.”

Zack chuckled. “Absolutely.”

“We’re going to get kicked out,” Tyler said ruefully.

Chris snorted. “We’ve already eaten,” he said with a laugh.

Zack rolled his eyes. “If you think this is humiliating, just wait till you see what I plan on doing to her on Bourbon Street,” he replied.

I shuddered.

The waitress came back, removing plates and she set the check down on the table. As she moved away, Zack produced the second clamp, which I knew was coming. I grabbed it, but with my left hand still rubbing Brad’s rock hard shaft, and the tightness of the space, I had trouble lifting my shirt.

“Need help?” Zack asked.

I nodded. “Please?” I begged. My voice was high pitched and more than a little tense. And for good reason. I couldn’t sit still. I was quivering violently from the waist down and now, even a bit up top. Zack tugged up my shirt, showing my free nipple, and while taking his own fucking sweet time, managed to get the clamp firmly attached to the sensitive pink tip. I groaned and he turned on the vibrator pendant, giving me a matched set of torments. I panted, realizing that my new fuckscale rating was around five point five. Then I realized something. At this particular restaurant, you pay at the door. That’s where the cash register was.

“Can we… can we go?” I pleaded. We had the check. All I needed to do was get out the door without cumming. I could do that in the parking lot and technically, maybe not earn the punishment.

Tyler glanced at Zack and smiled, only to hold up his coffee cup. “Let me get one more cup.”

My eyes widened and we sat there. The vibrations inside me, the rotation of that four inch cock swirling in my pussy. All of it just sort of combined and even without the RVP on full power, I felt myself slipping. My hips rolled, grinding on the sex toy and with the added stimulation of the clamps on my nipples, the buzzing sensation going into my breasts, I felt myself lose control, giving in.

Hello level six on the fuckslut scale.

I closed my eyes as the orgasm started and with a rather expressive gasp, made my announcement. “Oh my God!” I called out, clear enough and loud enough to make sure everyone in the restaurant, with the possible exception of the cooks in the kitchen, to look up. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Oh God! YESSSS!”

Tyler and Chris’ eyes widened in alarm, glancing at me, then Zack. I gritted my teeth and shook violently. I felt a hard spurt of wetness between my legs and I jerked forward as my toes curled. My left hand clenched around Brad’s cock and I’m not sure if he appreciated it, or if it made him uncomfortable. It took me almost a full thirty seconds to come back down to earth after launch and I slumped in the bench seat between Zack and Brad.

“Uh oh,” Zack muttered.

I looked up, still panting, to see the waitress and someone who looked like a manager, heading for our table. Zack grabbed the check and got out of his seat. I sat there, leaking copious amounts of girl goo onto the seat as Brad removed my hand from his cock and frantically tried to get his shorts situated.

“We’re paying and leaving,” Zack said in a friendly tone, intercepting the manager. The man nodded with disapproval and gestured toward the door. Brad pushed me, which was good because I was lost on cloud nine, my body still rocking with the fourth orgasm of the morning. My brain was all fuzzy and I was having trouble focusing enough. In fact, it was Chris who grabbed my hands and pulled me out of the bench seat. I glanced down to see Brad using a napkin to wipe up the vinyl and then Tyler got on my other side, grabbing hold of my arm. I grinned stupidly, as the controller for the RVP toy dropped onto the floor. Tyler bent down and picked it up, pushing it into the tiny pocket of my blue pleated denim skirt. Brad finally escaped the booth, his face pink and we all headed toward the door.

Zack held the fort at the cash register as Brad, Tyler, and Chris trooped out into the warm and muggy Texas sunshine. Me? I went with them, but I knew I was headed toward my next punishment.


Chapter Four: Punishment Paddling

I fished the controller for the RVP out of my skirt pocket and was just about to turn down the vibrations and rotation stimulation, when Brad snatched it out of my hands.

“Oh no you don’t,” he said cheerfully. I groaned and gave him a withering look.

“Brad, it’s at full power! And I just exploded!” I sat in the seat, my pussy still shaking and twisting with the RVP’s movements and my breasts tingled from the vibrating pendant clamps. I looked out the window and watched as Zack walked across the parking lot. He opened the door, climbed in, and gave me a grin.

“Well,” he said in an easy tone. “That created quite the scene.”

I grimaced, the bondage cuffs on my wrists flashing. “That’s what you wanted, right? A scene?”

He grinned. “Where are you on the fuckslut scale right now?” He asked.

I blinked. I’d just freaking exploded. But as usual, I hadn’t gone all the way back down to zero. I rarely did. That was the nature of my fucked up mental and physical state. Even getting sensitive only made me more apt to cum from additional stimulation. And since Brad hadn’t let me turn down the RVP, what with the vibrations and rotation and clamps and the utter humiliation and mini “walk of shame,” I was already headed in what Zack would consider the right direction.

“A two,” I admitted sheepishly.

As Chris got the Sequoia started, pulling out into the street, Tyler twisted around to look back at us, his hands clutching the punishment envelope. “You exploded,” he said cheerfully. “That means a punishment!” He opened the envelope, stuck his hand in, and randomly pulled out a slip of paper. I waited, still trembling from the RVP and pendant vibes, as Tyler read out the next torment.

“Pussy Paddling. Breanne will be tied with her legs open and her pussy stuffed with vibroballs, set to maximum. Every mile, Bre will be given two strokes of the sap, on her sex, from the passengers in the back seat. Between each mile, a massager should be held against Breanne’s clit.”

I blinked. “That’s… um… that’s…”

“Awesome,” Brad declared firmly. “And she already has the cuffs on!” . He reached for my canvas bag and pulled out my battery operated bulbed massager. “On the floor Bre!”

I gulped. Things were getting serious. This was the first punishment that involved a paddle. Slowly I slid off the bench seat and onto my knees. I looked at Zack and then cupped my still clamped and vibrating breasts, offering them to him.

“What are you doing?” He asked.

“Uh… the punishment didn’t say that I was wearing vibrating clamps on my breasts.”

He shrugged. “Didn’t say you weren’t either.”

I looked down, not quite sure how I felt. I mean, I was about to get pussy spanked, with a leather paddle, legs spread wide, so I was certainly feeling a little bit of trepidation. But… and this is the embarrassing part. I love being tied open like that, especially if I’m getting smacked a little. Or even a lot. I sat down, then rolled onto my back. Zack grabbed the RVP controller and finally shut down the rotation and buzzing, making me groan. I relaxed, closing my eyes as he unhooked the harness holding the sex toy against my pussy and then pulled it away. My pussy didn’t like that very much, quivering a bit as the four-inch probe was tugged out of my soaked slit, but I knew that something else was about to go in there. I wanted it to be Brad’s cock, but I could wait. I had no choice.

Brad produced the vibroballs and began rubbing the first one along my slit, but then pushed it in so easily that it was like I was made to be stuffed like a turkey. I let out a soft whimper of pleasure as the second golf-ball sized sphere followed the first. Then they spread my legs. Three bungee cords were used this time, two to secure my legs wide apart and up, hooking the bungee cords to the “oh shit” handles above the windows. The third bungee cord was connected to my wrists and handed up front. Tyler grabbed the hook and pulled. I’m not sure where, or what, it got attached too. I was too busy dealing with the next bit of torment as Brad turned the vibroballs up to full power and pulled the leather sap out of my bag, handing it to Zack.

“You can start the mileage count,” Zack told Chris as the Sequoia turned onto the freeway. Brad held up my little battery operated massager, the one with the soft rubber bulb, with a grin.

“Let me get to a mile marker,” Chris said, only to tap Tyler. “You’re responsible.” Tyler nodded. I lay there, trepidation at my coming punishment making me nervous. I clenched my fists and tugged on my bonds, trying to ignore the vibrations inside me, and going up into my nipples. I was pretty much secured and was only able to roll a little from side to side. Having my feet drawn upward to the backs of the front seat stretched me out perfectly.

“Bre? Where are you on the fuckslut scale?” Brad asked quietly as the road hummed beneath us.

I licked my lips. “A three?”

“Mile Marker!” Tyler called out.

Zack didn’t hesitate. He lifted the leather sap and snapped it down hard on my pussy. I yelped, the harsh sting permeating deep and I clenched around the vibroballs as my hips jerked. The sting began turning into heat andt Zack handed the sap to Brad, getting the massager in return, and Brad looked down, eyes finding my swollen clitoris. He swung even harder than Zack had and pain shot through my loins. I squealed, legs flailing as I pulled on the bungee cords, face contorted in a grimace. The pain was suddenly mitigated by the bulbed massager being pressed against my clit. I wasn’t sure what the setting was, but I suspected it was pretty high.

Pleasure seared through me, mitigating the pain, and I gasped, eyes wide, only to thrust my hip upward in ecstasy. The heat from the strokes morphed into something so sexually intense that my toes curled and I lost track of my surroundings for a second. Or quite a few seconds. Maybe even a full mile. I didn’t even hear Tyler call out another marker. But gosh darn it, I sure as hell felt it as Zack lifted the massager away from my tingling pussy and Brad smashed the sap down on my glistening, soft, abused little clit.

My choked scream felt loud and I shook as the stinging burn shot through my loins. Then came another blow, almost as strong as the first one, and I clenched, like everything. My teeth. My chest. My abdominal muscles. My pussy. Fuck it hurt! But then came the awful, amazing reversal. The massager was pressed and rubbed against my slit, up to my clitoris, vibrating away the blistering burn and turning it into a hot, luxurious swell of need. I moaned, whimpering as my hips began thrusting. My sex convulsed, tightening on the vibroballs buzzing inside me.

“Mile Marker three!” Tyler announced.

I braced myself, but really… there wasn’t anything I could do to prepare for the coming spank. Zack smacked my pussy hard and I felt my wetness being transferred to the paddle. Even as I squealed, Brad took the tool and delivered the second hot stroke. My entire body twitched, trying to cope with the sensation, only to get flipped again as the massager upended my sensory experience and sent me spiraling in a completely different direction. At least until we hit the next mile marker.

Smack. Smack. Bzzzzzzzzz.

I lost count around that point, which is sort of embarrassing if you think about it. Less than four minutes of spanking-massager torment and I was a blubbering, aching, wanting, needy little painslut? I trembled, lost in the pleasure, then received another set of hot, stinging blows that left me breathless and shaking. Then… more vibration. Mile after mile.

Somewhere around mile ten I was asked the question.

“Breanne? Where are you on the fuckslut scale?”

I’m not sure who asked, but my brain took way too long to process the query, much less formulate a response, because I got forced into a loop reset when another mile marker passed and another set of strokes got left on my genitals. I thrashed back and forth, eyes shut, teeth clenched and I think another few seconds passed before the question was repeated, with the massager mashed against my clit. I’m lucky I was able to respond at all.

“FOUR!” I screamed, my pussy brimming with need as the massager seemed to roll over and around my clit. I wasn’t sure if Zack and Brad were deliberately rubbing my little nub, but it seemed likely. All I knew was how incredibly amazing it felt. The strikes with the paddle had sensitized my already quite sensitive sex and the mix of heat and sting and pleasure had formed something more than the sum of its parts. Independently, none of it would have been tolerable, except possibly the massager, but that wouldn’t have felt as stunningly good as it did without being juxtaposed with the sudden, blistering burn that slashed across my loin every fifty or so seconds.

The pressure inside the car increased, though it was emotional and physical pressure, not barometric. Though, what the hell. Maybe that changed too. I let out another cry, undoubtedly confusing the hell out of Zack and Brad, who were probably shocked I was vocalizing at a moment when my pussy wasn’t being smashed into sex paste by the paddle. As the car rolled past the various mile markers beyond Beaumont, Texas, I struggled with the rollercoaster of sensation, of burning heat followed by the most amazing rumble of sensation.

The only reason I knew we’d passed the eighteenth mile marker was because Tyler made a point of repeating the number a few times, just to make sure that both Zack and I knew that my punishment was almost complete. My entire body tensed and twitched, overloaded with sensations. The clamps on my nipples throbbed and shook, sending tremors through my breasts. My clit felt hot and swollen and burned. My pussy quivered, clenching and convulsing on the vibroballs shaking hard inside me. And the massager on my clit? Oh God… I can’t even describe how that felt!

I felt myself metaphorically speeding up, my running feet sending me straight toward the Cliffs of Orgasm. Another set of strokes fell on my pussy and it made me leap forward, and in my imagination I could see the dangerous edge. The massager buzzed hungrily against my clit and if anything, I increased speed. There was nothing to slow me down. I knew it. I was about to cum!

“Final Marker!” Tyler said loudly.

And bam. Just like that two final strokes were delivered to my pussy. I cried out, the edge just a few feet away! I braced myself for the massager as hot pain shot through my loins, once more adding the razor thin line of pain that would supercharge the coming pleasure. My toes curled as the breath caught in my throat and…

Nothing. No massager. Then the vibroballs shut off.

My eyes snapped open in sudden astonishment and I lifted my head.

“NOOOO!!” I mewled. “Please! NO! Don’t stop!” I yanked hard.

Zack and Brad blinked.

“Fuckscale rating?” Zack asked quickly.

“F-f-five!” I blurted out. “Six! PLEASE!”

He held up the massager. “How many more miles, Bre?”

I panted, my pussy quivering in desperate straits. “W-w-what?”

“How many more miles? One? Five? Ten?”

My brain wasn’t capable of doing any computing, so it just repeated the last thing it heard. All I knew was that the massager came back down and my back arched as if I’d just had a live electric wire touched to the base of my spine. Pleasure seared through me and I shrieked.

“Uh… mile marker twenty-one?” Tyler said over the noise someone was making in the back seat. Squeals, breathless panting, odd whimpering moans. That sort of thing.

And bam. The leather sap slammed down on the soaked, hot pink slit between my thighs. My back arched and my entire body went rigid.

“Oh GOD! I’M CUMMING! I’M CUMMING!”

I think I made it to the next marker. I’m not sure. It all got a little fuzzy. Mixed up. Orgasm can be like that, especially when you’ve had five in like three and half hours. And when I hit the edge of the metaphorical cliffs I didn’t hesitate, or try to stop. I just jumped. I hurled myself into the abyss, screaming in absolute release. Fluids spurted from my pussy. I know, because I heard Brad curse as I exploded, the massager trembling as it continued to rumble against my over-stimulated clitoris. I barely heard Tyler and even as I fell, the release still cascading inside me, another set of paddle strokes slapping wetly on my pussy only drew out the climax and I shuddered.

It took another forty-five or so seconds for my brain to start working, which is pretty damn impressive since the massager was once again pressed to my clit. I’m ashamed to admit that it was the next set of strokes to my pussy that broke through the sexual euphoria, cutting the dizzying ecstasy like a knife. I hissed and jerked, twisting my hip away as the massager was once again pressed to my sex. And that… well, it didn’t hurt per se, but it sure as hell was uncomfortable. I whimpered again and opened my eyes, looking up at Zack, who was holding the massager.

“Mile Marker,” Tyler said, a little timidly. Maybe he was in awe. I don’t know. I glanced over at Brad, who dutifully lifted the sap as Zack pulled the massager away from my groin. I tensed and the sap spanked my sex, splattering juices and leaving an agonizing burn. I shook my head, my eyes blinking and I realized that I was hurting. It hurt. A lot. The massager was pressed back against my pussy, but even that didn’t exactly feel good. Not at that point, and I think Brad figured it out as my lower half began twisting, trying to get away. It was involuntary of course. I wasn’t thinking about it. Just doing it.

“Zack? I think she’s had enough.”

Zack, still holding the sap, looked down at me. “She said ten miles. We have seven left.”

“Yeah, but she exploded. She made a mess down there. Look at her clit. She’s had, what… forty-six spanks? She can’t even handle the vibe right now.”

Zack nodded. “One more marker.”

It came a few seconds later and Brad pulled the massager away from my stinging hot clit and Zack gave me two, quick, love taps between the legs. I let out a sob and then lay there, trembling, still stretched out, held in place with the bungee cords. I felt fingers touch me and the vibroballs were turned off, then pulled out of my still burning, soaked slit. The clamps on my nipples got deactivated and removed. My wrist cuffs were unhooked from the bungee cord, then my legs were released, leaving me cuffed, but free. I curled up into a ball on the floor of the Sequoia and struggled to pull myself together. My pussy felt… sore. And hot. And so wet. Brad had been right. I’d left a puddle on the mat and maybe splattered the back seat enough that the car was going to need a good cleaning. They gave me two or three minutes to recuperate and then Zack tapped me on the hip.

“Ready for the next game, Breanne?”

I lifted my head and looked at him incredulously. I’d basically been fucked non-stop since… well, even before meeting up with them. Since I got up that morning. The idea of immediately going right into the next sex game… what was it again? Seven Miles a Hole? Well, it sounded… ambitious. I licked my lips nervously. The orgasm I’d just had, the fourth of the trip, had been exponentially bigger than the others, but it had been more intense. I felt… stretched. At least a little. I sat up and looked at Zack..

“Zack…” I said softly, only to glance at Brad. “I think… I think I need a few minutes.”

Zack blinked. “A few… minutes.” He gave me a curious look. “For what?” I gave him a look and his eyes narrowed. “How many minutes?”

I let out a sigh. “I don’t know. Fifteen? Twenty?” I bit my lip. “I’m just… a little sensitive.”

“Breanne,” Zack said firmly. “What’s Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule number three?”

I gulped. “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act that is within her prescribed limits.” I’d said the rule so many times that the words just flowed. “But Zack…” I began. He held up his hand and I went quiet.

“Are you requesting a medical out?”

My eyes widened. Medical Outs were always allowed, but if I took one, it created some extreme consequences. I’d get the reprieve I wanted, but the punishment I’d get a little later would be three times as intense as anything I’d just experienced. I shook my head.

“No sir,” I whispered.

“Breanne, you are a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, which means that right now, you should be ready to climb up into Brad’s lap and impale yourself on his cock. I mean, you’ve only had four orgasms this morning.”

I gulped. “Yes sir,” I said quietly. “I'm sorry.” I licked my lips. “I’m ready to do Seven Miles a Hole, please.”

Zack nodded in satisfaction and looked over at Brad. A little bit of silent communication went between them and I sat there on the floor of the moving car, waiting. Brad smiled and then looked at me.

“Breanne, Seven Miles a Hole is a simple, but difficult challenge. Starting with your mouth, you will be allowed seven miles to attempt to make me cum. At the seven mile mark you are required to change holes, either your pussy or your ass. You’ll be given another seven miles before switching to the last remaining hole. Then starting over.”

I bit my lip. “Okay,” I said. “That doesn’t seem too difficult.” And it didn’t. Brad had been left on edge for practically the whole morning. And unlike Zack, I’d been playing with poor Brad. He’d probably pop in seconds.

Then Brad held up a finger. “Wait, it’s more than just that. You also have to select one of the three holes for me to cum in. If I accidentally cum in one of the other holes, you get punished.”

Zack nodded. “You also get punished if you cum.”

I gave Zack a skeptical look. “Like that’s going to happen,” I muttered. I took a deep breath. “Fine. My pussy,” I told Brad. It made sense to me. I could give Brad a blowjob for the first seven miles, then mount him and he’d be exploding inside me around mile ten or eleven. Zack reached down and brought out a handful of individually wrapped condoms and I scooted over to kneel in front of my freshest victim.

Brad unzipped his khaki shorts and exposed his member. He was already stiff, with a droplet of pre-cum glistening on the tip and I grabbed hold and began a very wet, very gentle, licking. To be honest, a seven minute break from getting my pussy reamed, clamped, spanked, or stuffed seemed like a blessing. Brad groaned as Chris started the odometer and I heard the countdown as I bobbed my head, making sure to not quite drive Brad over the edge. For example, I didn’t caress his scrotum with my nails. And I didn’t really rub him with my fingers. It must have been maddening for him. For me, that seven miles went ridiculously fast.

“Time,” Chris said. I came up off the cock in my mouth and found that Zack had torn open one of the condom packets. I plucked it out and quickly put it on Brad’s throbbing manhood. Then I rose up, climbing into the seat, my knees to either side. Brad took my hips, helping me position, and I had to grab hold of his cock, pushing it slightly to the side to get it in. I dropped down with a groan, mostly because I was tender, and felt his full length penetrate deep into me. Our eyes met and I began grinding, thrusting and pumping myself.

To my surprise, getting fucked felt even better than the massager and spanking I’d just endured. I felt my breath catching in my throat as my body responded. Yes, I was still sore and sensitive, but that tingle, that sting, just made me more receptive to the fullness of Brad’s cock. And because I was controlling the thrusts, my body sort of took charge, doing exactly what I liked. Long, deep slow strokes.

“Mile twelve,” Chris said from the front.

For a second, I didn’t really hear the words. Then my brain grabbed ahold of the situation and raised a red flag. I blinked as I realized that Brad wasn’t riding the ridge with me. He was enduring it. How long could he go? Was he actually resisting? Suddenly the awful reality swirled in front of my eyes. If Brad didn’t cum in the next two miles, I’d have him in my bottom. My brain suddenly kicked into gear and I pushed my breasts into Brad’s face and put my mouth by his ear.

“Did you like spanking my pussy?” I cooed, arching my back. “You want more, don’t you? To tie me up? To spank me? Hot strokes on my bottom? Or breasts? Should Zack get out the alligator clamps so you can hurt me properly?”

In the other seat, Zack rolled his eyes. He knew what I was doing. But no one said that I couldn’t mentally fuck Brad at the same time I was physically doing it. Brad grinned up at me.

“Breanne, the things I want to do to you could fill a book,” he assured me. I continued to grind.

“Yeah?” I asked teasingly. “Like what?”

“Mile thirteen,” Chris called out. Brad just shook his head, so I began rubbing my tits across his face.

“Dress me up like a little schoolgirl and walk me around in public, only to make me bend over for a spanking, my skirt and blouse pulled up to expose my bare bottom and tits?” I moaned dramatically, tightening desperately. “Hang weights from my nipples so they swing with each swat?” But Brad still wasn’t close. I felt a surge of desperation. “Or do you want to tie me to your bed, spread open, so you can fuck and whip me whenever you want?”

Brad closed his eyes and groaned. I could feel him straining, trying not to pump. I picked up the pace, no longer interested in my own arousal, though I was easily in the upper threes on the fuckslut scale. Maybe even lower four? Damn it though, I did not want to have to butt fuck him!

“Mile fourteen,” Chris said.

“Switch,” Zack ordered. I let out a frustrated groan and lifted myself off Brad’s cock. The condom was still on his shaft, coated with my girl goo. It took me a few seconds to get off him, turn around, and then lower myself down into his lap. I had to reach behind me too, and getting him in the right hole wasn’t easy. It took three or four attempts before I felt him slide into my ass. I tightened too, involuntarily, and it took me a moment to mentally adjust to the fact that Brad was going up into my ass. He grabbed my hips and to my surprise, began thrusting vigorously, taking control.

Holy crap!

I’m not a big fan of anal sex. Don’t get me wrong. It’s not uncomfortable for me any longer. I can accept it. I’ve had huge plugs in my butt. I’ve had ice in my bottom. I’ve had cocks in there too. I’ve even, on very rare occasions, experienced an orgasm while being taken from behind. But in general, I’m still not enthusiastic. Certainly not as enthusiastic as Brad was. He ran his hands up my sides to my shoulders, then down my arms to my wrists, only to pull my hands behind my back, gripping the cuffs still wrapped around each limb. I sat there, getting bounced as if we were driving down a rutted, gravel, country road near my parent’s old farm. My teeth practically rattled as he jammed himself in and out of my ass. In fact, Brad was so intense that he fucked me off the bench seat. We slipped forward and suddenly he was pushing me to the side, onto all fours, with him behind me. My head touched Zack’s knee and I groaned as Brad thrust himself hard into my bottom.

That’s when it dawned on me. He was trying to cum in my ass, which would then earn me a punishment.

I tightened up. Deliberately. Though in hindsight that was probably not very smart. I was trying to slow him down. Instead, Brad let out a soft groan and rammed himself deep. I knelt there, my pussy clenched down on absolutely nothing, while my rear end quivered around Brad’s pulsing, throbbing, undoubtedly squirting cock.

Fuck.

“Mile Seven!” Chris called out.

Brad let out another groan and the utter satisfaction in his voice made me hang my head. Brilliant. Just brilliant. I felt him let go of my hips even as his cock started to soften and he pulled out. He sat back and I turned and looked, seeing his relaxed, satisfied, smug expression.

“Um…Chris?” Zack said with a chipper smile. “Better pull over. Time to switch drivers.”

Brad found his shorts, pulled them on and we both climbed back up into the seat, me between him and Zack. I smoothed my skirt down and let the peasant blouse cover up my breasts again. The cuffs on my wrists and ankles were a little awkward, but I’d dealt with that kind of thing before. The Sequoia thumped as it took the next exit and suddenly we were on the frontage road. Pine trees rose up on either side and Chris slowed down as we passed several gravel roadways.

Zack put his hand on my knee and gave me a quick squeeze. “What would you like in your pussy while you run around the car?” He asked.

I blinked. “What?” I said stupidly.

Zack grinned. “Breanne, what’s Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut rule number one?”

It took me a moment. “That my pussy is always stuffed with either cock or some other toy to keep me wet and ready.”

Zack nodded. “So, I’m thinking we could put the vibroballs back in, or your RVP.”

Off to my left, the freeway rose up toward an overpass. I considered Zack’s question as Chris slowed down. Then the Sequoia turned right into a weird dead end loop. Chris pulled over and the car stopped.

“Um… can we find out what the next punishment will be first?” I asked hopefully.

Zack held up the RVP. “No, because it doesn’t matter. Since you can’t run around with cock inside your cunt, you’ll have to do it with this. Now, get on your knees and spread your legs so I can get this on you.”

Everyone kind of looked at me and for the umpteenth time, I slid to the floor, turned around, and spread my knees wide. I pulled my skirt up, exposing my well used sex and closed my eyes as Zack began rubbing the little four-inch-long probe against my lubed petals. I winced, just a little bit, but the sexual pressure I’d felt during my fucking session with Brad was more than enough to make the penetration easier and a second later Zack was strapping the RVP to my loins. My pussy tightened around the small probe and I let out a soft groan. When Zack was done, he lifted the remote, still connected with the butterfly base pressed against my sex, and turned on both functions.

Inside me, the little cock began corkscrewing around, stirring my honey pot while the base of the RVP rumbled and buzzed and sent waves of pleasant vibrations into my sex. I moaned softly, feeling my hips begin to thrust and roll and then Brad popped the door.

“Time to run, Breanne!” He said cheerfully. Zack handed me the remote and I climbed back into the seat long enough to slip my bare feet into my cork wedges, then slid to the doorway. Everyone except Zack got out and I stepped  into the bright morning sunshine. Trees surrounded us on three sides and I could sort of see the overpass off to our left. It was far enough away that I didn’t exactly feel exposed.

“Breanne,” Zack said as he moved into Brad’s seat. “Your blouse?”

“Oh. Right,” I replied and pulled the peasant blouse completely off, baring my breasts. I tossed the thin material back into the Sequoia. I began walking steadily, the thrumming hum of the RVP swirling and tormenting my slit, while making sure not to cover up my boobs. I made it around the SUV, only to find the window down and Zack’s grinning face looking up at me.

“The RVP. Turn it up. To medium,” Zack told me. “Both functions.”

I swallowed as my thumb pushed up the first slider and I felt the buzz between my legs increase dramatically. Then I did the rotation function. I could feel the little cock grinding inside me, getting me all hot and bothered. I nodded and Zack pointed at my tits. “Cup them please,” he said, holding up the first clothespin. I did as asked and bent forward, pushing my bosom into the car. I felt the sharp pinch, gasped and then turned, once more walking around the car. The combination of intense sexual stimulation along with the sharp pinch of the clothespin left me aching, and not in a bad way. I got back to the window. Our eyes met and Zack nodded.

“Up to high,” he said simply. I turned the RVP up even more and the buzz became a roar. I groaned, my pussy quivering under the onslaught of stimulation, and the sensitivity of my clit made it even more challenging. My third lap seemed to take forever as I stumbled forward, the earthquake between my legs pushing me right up the damned mountain toward climax.

I plopped back into the Sequoia with a whimper, the clothespins jiggling on my bare breasts. Zack reached over and took the controller to the RVP. He turned it down, but only barely. Medium. Maybe. I looked at him, my chest heaving just a bit, the twin pegs poking straight out.

“Punishment time,” he said.

Brad had moved into the driver’s seat, while Chris now sat in the passenger side. Tyler was beside me to the right. I watched as Chris held up the punishment envelope, made a show of reaching in and swirling his hand around, then pulled out a slip of paper.

“Zipline,” he announced, then looked a little disappointed. “Damn. I was hoping we’d be in a more public place for that one.”

Zack let out a snort as I gave them all a questioning look. The thing is, I knew exactly what a zipline was, at least in terms relatable to me. No matter the public thing. Zack smacked his hand on his knee and gave me a look.

“Hop on out again, Bre. And strip naked. Shoes only.”

“Wait,” I spluttered. “Outside?”

Zack nodded.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

He laughed. “Not yet, but soon. Trust me.”

I let out an exasperated sigh and got to my feet, crouching as I sidled over to the door. I popped it open. The roadway was still empty, but I could see the freeway and frontage road about a hundred yards away, cars and trucks zipping past. I moved around the car to the other side so the car would be between me and anyone lucky enough to be watching, and quickly shimmied out of my skirt and blouse. I had to grab hold of the RVP’s controller, clenching it in my fingers as the motors continued their torment of my pussy. Tyler popped his door open and I stood there, one arm casually draped in front of my sex toy covered loins, while the other was held across my breasts. He was holding a white string, to which over two dozen clothespins had been tied.

“Oh my God!” I said out loud. “How many are there?”

Zack got out of the car on the other side. “Thirty. So spread your legs and lift your arms.”

I bit my lip. No wonder they didn’t complain when I moved to the shielded side of the Sequoia. Slowly I lifted my arms, holding them out, and at the same time I spread my legs wide. That made the RVP shift inside me. Zack and Tyler approached and took their sweet time figuring out which end of the line to start with. Evidently they’d done some measurements. Instead of starting with the first clothespins, they started with the second, which went on my right nipple. Then the zipline was stretched across my bosom and they tugged, only to clamp my left nipple. I winced, the pinching hard and intense, especially with the buzzing between my legs. Then Zack began manhandling my boobs, squeezing my tits so that Tyler could put more of the clothespins on my breasts. Soon I had six clothespins on each, with the last one dangling down past my belly button. Zack started down my side, making me wince, working his way toward my pussy.

The pain was awful. And yes. It hurt. Even with the RVP it hurt. And then Zack pulled the controller out of my hand, turned off the toy and began unclipping the harness of the Rotating Venus Penis. The four-inch probe slid out of me and I let out a groan. A moment later the first clothespin was attached to my labia and I winced as Zack ran half a dozen down one side, and another six up the other. I braced myself for the pinch on my clit, but it didn’t cum. Instead, the line of clothespins went up my right side, until all the clothespins but one, the one dangling down past my navel, were clinging and wiggling to my flesh.

Damn it hurt!

“Last one, Bre. Deep breath,” Zack said. He grabbed hold of the dangling clothespin, tugged a little, and then positioned it right over my clitoris. I groaned, whimpering, the acute pain building, throbbing at the tips of my breasts and along my sides and then, right at the apex of my sex. I blinked, grimacing as Tyler backed away, the free end of the string in hand. I watched as he sat down in the car and then shut the door. Zack then knelt down and pulled something out of his pocket.

My vibroballs.

With a grin, he lifted them up to my clothespin covered sex, pushing aside the pegs, and began rubbing the first one against my petals. It took a moment, but the fact that I was naked, wearing nothing but a set of ankle and wrist cuffs, along with some high heeled sandals, outside, with a busy freeway about a hundred yards away, along with all of this strategically sexual pain, created just the right sort of mix. I shuddered, then felt the first sphere slip inside me. The second ball followed suit and Zack stood, the controller in his hand. His thumb spun along the dial and inside me, the vibroballs rumbled to life and began buzzing.

Oh my God.

“Where are you on the fuckslut scale?” He asked with a teasing voice. I swallowed. My body was a riot of sensation. The wind blowing across my bare skin, my throbbing nipples, my tingling clit, the pain of the clothespins and now… my pussy clenching and shaking? I licked my lips.

“Four?” I whispered.

He handed me the controller. I took it. The dial was on full power. I know, because if it hadn’t been it would have moved when I touched it. My sex locked down and I groaned. “Keep the wire clear,” he warned me, backing away. He went back to the Sequoia and got in on the far side, leaving me trembling and standing there, covered in clothespins, my pussy stuffed and vibrating. Need and pain and embarrassment burned through me. The engine started up.

“Wait,” I blurted out, suddenly understanding. “Wait!”

But Brad put his foot on the accelerator and I watched in horror as the Sequoia leapt forward. I had about three seconds to watch about thirty feet of string spool away from me and then, in one roaring rush, I screamed in agony as every single clothespin was ripped off my body. The clothespins went rattling behind the Sequoia, but I was more focused on the sharp and sudden pain that seemed to explode from every part of me. My nipples and clit were the worst, but my sides hurt almost as bad, especially high up, right under my arms. I hunched over, arms folded around myself, shuddering. Worse, my pussy seemed to gush.

I don’t think I was crying, but maybe I had to blink a few tears out of my eyes. I’m not sure. For a few seconds I couldn’t think, just feel. Then the hurt faded just a bit and I was left with just the humiliation and ache and sexual torment between my legs. I looked up and to my astonishment, the Sequoia was still moving. Slowly, but definitely moving. Away from me. In fact, it had almost reached the spot where the loop met itself. Then to my relief it stopped. I saw Tyler pop his door and began drawing in the string. I started stumbling forward, still hurting, my pussy soaked, one arm across my breasts, the other in front of my pussy, since I no longer had the car itself shielding me from view.

Tyler managed to get the string with all the clothespins pulled in before I made it halfway. That’s when the Sequoia started rolling again. It was a slow roll, but sure enough it moved, making the turn to the right and pointing the front toward the overpass. I picked up my pace a bit, then with growing concern, started to hurry. The car didn’t stop! Granted, it was clear that Brad didn’t have his foot on the accelerator, but I’m pretty damn sure he didn’t have it on the brake either!

“Wait! Please! Stop!” I yelled, one hand gripping the controller of the vibroballs. Buck naked except for black bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles, I surged forward as the car crept closer and closer to the freeway. I began running, at least as much as my stupid sandals could handle. The cork wedges are slip ons, with like five inch heels. Yeah, I’m used to that, but running in them? I was barely faster than the Sequoia! I was catching up, but my heart pounded, not from exertion, but from utter panic about being completely and totally naked as we approached the frontage road intersection and the freeway!

I caught up to the car about twenty feet before they came to the stop sign and damn it, I could see all the way back down the frontage road. No cars. And the height of the overpass prevented anyone on the freeway from spotting the ridiculous Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut prancing stupidly behind the white Toyota Sequoia. I grabbed the door handle and threw myself in with a cry of relief, landing hard on the floor, panting. I heard laughter as the door shut behind me and then the car moved more quickly, braked once for the stop sign, and turned right. I shuddered as we accelerated. Slowly, I looked up at Zack.

“That,” I groaned, “was mean.”

He leaned down, took the vibroballs controller from my hand, and slowed them until they were barely shaking inside me. It helped reduce the immediate pressure build, but didn’t release any of the steam. To my shame, I realized that my pussy had enjoyed the entire experience of me being ziplined, humiliated, and tormented. It wasn’t going to take very much to send me over the edge again. My eyes met Zack’s and he realized exactly how close I was.

“Where are you on the fuckslut scale?”

I gulped. “A four,” I whispered.

Zack handed me my skirt and peasant blouse. “Take off the bondage cuffs and get dressed,” he ordered. I blinked. I didn’t want to get dressed. I wanted to get on my knees, suck his cock, slip a condom onto his shaft, and then fuck him stupid. I wanted to cum. I took a deep breath, intending to suggest something a little more perverted than simply making myself semi-presentable, but then Zack’s wicked little smile and next words, made me realize that I was probably going to be cumming soon, just in a much more public place.

“We’ve got to stop for a restroom break.”


Chapter Five: Truck Stop Shenanigans

I took off the bondage cuffs. They were nylon, held together with Velcro, and easy enough to remove. I handed them to Tyler who put them back into my canvas bag. I slipped into the seat and dressed, drawing my pleated denim skirt up my legs. There was a brief moment where Zack threaded the wire of the vibroballs back down through the skirt, obviously wanting the wire to come out beneath the hem, rather than out through the waistband. I mean, sure. Whatever will humiliate Breanne the most, right? Let’s make it obvious that she’s walking around with her pussy stuffed with a motorized sex toy.

I slipped the peasant blouse back on, letting the simple cloth cover my breasts again. While doing so, I did a quick self-check. My nipples were getting sore from all the attention they were getting, but not even the zipline had done any real damage to them. There were a few obvious red marks, but nothing an hour or two wouldn’t fix. I settled back into the seat. Honestly, I didn’t mind going to the rest stop. Using the bathroom and maybe getting a drink would be great. Granted, I hadn’t drank six cups of coffee at the pancake house in order to sexually torture someone, but a restroom break was still a good idea.

“Legs up please,” Zack said, patting my thigh. I gave him a confused look, but then realized what he wanted was for me to lift my leg over his thigh. And Tyler’s. With the vibroballs still purring in my pussy, keeping me around that four point five to four point eight level on the fuckslut scale, I spread my legs, lifted my high heel covered feet, and draped myself across both Tyler and Zack’s laps.

“Now drape your arms behind our backs,” Zack added.

“There’s a truck stop ahead,” Brad announced.

“That’s perfect,” Zack replied as I lifted my hands and put them behind Tyler and Zack’s necks. Zack put his hand between my legs as Tyler shifted in his seat and slid his hand up under the peasant blouse. I let out a soft gasp as Zack began caressing my clit in soft circles, while Tyler teased my right nipple, gently rubbing it, pressing on it, and bending it without pinching. I closed my eyes and bit my lip as the inflicted pleasure made me tingle and tighten.

A lot.

“This next game,” Zack said softly, “is called Don’t Cum Before We Get to the Truck Stop.”

From the front seat, Chris turned and looked back at Zack with a funny look, then shrugged. I guess this wasn’t one of the pre-approved games. Not that I cared. I let out a soft moan. “If I cum, I get another punishment?” I gasped, my hips beginning to roll. Tyler tweaked my nipple and my back arched. He swept the peasant blouse upward, exposing my whole breast, then reached across with his other hand to begin teasing my left nipple too.

“Of course,” Zack said. “But after we torment you at the Truck Stop.”

Pleasure, with just a tiny bit of discomfort from the sensitivity of my nipples and clit, surged through me, so I didn’t quite process much of that information. I basically heard “torment” and “truck stop.” Mostly, I was just focused on the vibroballs, the swirl of Zack’s fingers on my clit, and the light but delicious tweaking of the tips of my breasts.

The Sequoia exited the freeway and I felt the car lurch to the right. “Where are you on the fuckslut scale, Bre?” Brad asked from the driver’s seat, sounding eager.

I didn’t respond right away, so Tyler gave my right nipple a harder pinch and then repeated the question. “Bre. Focus. Fuckslut scale?”

I blinked. “Four point eight?” I managed to gasp. Then I groaned. The Sequoia pulled up in front of the building and came to a stop.

“We’re here!” Zack declared yanking his hand out from between my legs. Tyler followed suit and I mewled in desperation as Zack turned the vibroballs down, then handed me the controller.

My pussy clenched around the two barely vibrating spheres and I let out a desperate whimper. My lower half did not like the reduced stimulation and what I really wanted was for Zack and Tyler to go right back to fondling me. Or I could be daring and turn up the intensity. Of course, that might not be wise. What if I wasn’t allowed to explode? Zack pointed at my canvas sack and Tyler handed it over. I sat there, trying to pull myself together, while Zack rifled through my toys and produced a seven-inch-long purple vibrator with a slightly curved and tapered tip.

“Here,” he said, holding out the vibe. I took it with my other hand, giving him a confused look.

“The challenge for this rest stop is simple,” he said. “You will go in and go to the restroom. In the restroom  you will need to swap out the vibroballs for the vibrator. Turn the new toy on, set to low power. Once the vibe is inside you, come out and you can pick out a snack and get a drink.”

I blinked. “But Zack, I didn’t bring any panties.”

“So?”

I wiggled the purple vibe. “So, this won’t stay inside me.”

Zack grinned. “Clench.” I gave him an exasperated look.

“It still won’t stay in.”

Zack nodded. “Which is why I suspect you will need to frequently push it back in deep. Each time you do, turn it up a little.” He paused. “Also, we will be counting the times you have to adjust it. When you finally get back to the car, that will be the number of spanks you have coming.”

I gulped. “Spanks?”

He nodded. I sat there for a second as everyone else got out. I shuffled over awkwardly, both hands full, and slipped out of the car. Zack grabbed my waist, helping me stabilize on my heels and then I smoothed down my skirt. I looked down at the pocket of my skirt. It wasn’t terribly big but would hold the controller for the vibroballs at least. But I wanted to put the vibrator in there. Unfortunately, there was no way to get seven inches in the pocket. Still, it would be better than walking in with a fucking motorized dildo in my hand. I started to jam the purple vibe downward and Zack caught my wrist, shaking his head.

“Nope. Has to be in your hand.”

“What?” I declared. “Why?”

He laughed. “To humiliate the fuck out of you.” Our eyes met and I felt a sort of tingle go through me.

I gulped softly. “It’s not going to take much to push me over the edge.”

Zack put a hand on my shoulder. “Which is exactly where I like having you. Come on.”

Tyler, Brad, and Chris formed up on me, mostly letting me lead and it wasn’t hard to figure out that I was eye candy. I twirled once, giving them all a teasing smile, and then flipped up the back of my skirt once, just to show them the goods. They all got a nice peek at my bare bottom and then we went into the truck stop. It wasn’t packed, which was good, and I made a beeline for the restrooms.

First, I took care of my personal needs, but once those were satisfied, I took a moment to extract the vibroballs from my well-used slit, turning off the vibrations. Then I slid the seven-inch-long purple vibrator into my love nest and turned it on to the lowest setting. My pussy loved the different feel of the vibe, the thick length of it firm and solid and deep. Unfortunately, it began sliding out of me almost immediately and I found myself pressing my legs together and waddling to the vanity to wash up. I cleaned the vibroballs, thankful that I was alone for the moment, and then, with the pink balls dangling from my left hand, I slowly waddled to the door and duckwalked out into the store.

Tyler was waiting for me and he grinned as I looked up at him.

“How are you doing?” He asked.

I smiled and took his arm. “I’m good. A little horny,” I added. “Since you guys keep getting me all worked up.” I tugged him back as he walked since I was taking tiny little creeping steps. “Sorry. Can’t go fast. If I take a regular step the vibe will come out.”

“Isn’t that the point?” He teased me.

I stuck my tongue out at him. We turned down the snack aisle and I began looking for something I could eat with little to no sugar or fat. That went about as well as you would expect and as I started thinking about whether the paper plates were edible, Brad showed up and replaced Tyler, who hurried away to the bathroom.

“How did you enjoy fucking my ass?” I asked him quietly as I grabbed a tin of crisps.

“It was awesome!” He insisted. “Do you mind if I get a snack?”

I shrugged. “Sure.”

Brad suddenly pulled me in the opposite direction, almost tugging me off my feet. My legs spread more than enough to lighten the pressure and even me tightening down hard didn’t keep the vibrator from slipping three or four inches before I gasped and grabbed for it. I caught it, but barely, right before it fell. With a frustrated grunt, I pushed it back in and then gave Brad a glare.

“Don’t forget to turn it up,” he said in a friendly tone.

My eye twitched, but my fingers twisted the base just a bit and the low rumble picked up speed by a fraction. Of course, my pussy liked that. A lot.

Brad took my arm in his again and we walked down the aisle. Or at least, he tried to pull me down the aisle. I resisted. I shuffled, wet thighs pressed together, struggling against the vibe’s precedent for slippage. Another abrupt turn caused me to yelp, my foot flying out to keep from falling, but once again, I had to grab for the vibe to keep it from falling to the floor. I gave Brad a frustrated look as I pushed it back in and turned it up.

Oh boy.

I could hear the vibrator of course. But more importantly, the oscillations were doing some pretty spectacular things to my libido. My pussy was quivering and my thighs were starting to get wet from the weird way I was trying to hold my legs. Brad picked out some bit of bagged junk food and we headed toward the cooler. By the time we got there my hips were twitching.

“Just a diet soda,” I said bleakly, realizing that the likelihood of me making it out of the truckstop without exploding like a water balloon in a cactus garden was getting highly unlikely. And then Brad let go of my arm, gesturing at the fridge door, obviously intending me to open it myself. And stretch up on tiptoe to grab the bottle I wanted. I ground my teeth, struggling to ignore the vibrations, to keep my legs pressed tightly together, but the movement of my body, combined with the slickness of my excretions, and the smooth, soft sides of the vibrator, made it impossible to keep the thing in. With the bottle in one hand and my vibroballs in the other, I whirled, eyes wide and practically tossed Brad my drink. I barely made it in time, pushing the vibe back up into my pussy.

“Is it on high yet?” Zack suddenly asked me, appearing from the side. I jerked in startlement, yanking my hand out from between my legs, then relaxing.

I gulped and nodded. “It is now,” I whispered, aching badly. And it wasn’t a painful ache. It was the other kind. What I wanted now was to drag Zack to the floor and mount him. Or better yet, bend over so that Zack could fuck my pussy, while Brad stuck himself in my mouth. Mmmmm… spit roasted in the truck stop?

I blinked, trying to set aside that fantasy. I couldn’t afford it. Not if I was going to avoid the punishment. But then I sighed. Who was I kidding? I was definitely going to get punished. My eyes met Zack’s and then my hand moved. It went back to my groin as I spread my legs, this time much, much wider apart. We were shielded from the counter’s view by the end cap of a shelving unit, though I hadn’t bothered looking for security cameras. It didn’t matter. I pulled the hem up, just enough, and caught the vibe. Then I put my middle finger on the base and as it slid out, pushed it back in. Then I let it slide out again. Push. Slip. Push. Slip. I let out a mewl, my nipples tightening and Brad lifted his hand and slid it up under the front of the peasant blouse. I gasped as his finger found my nipple, teasing it.

Zack grinned. “The hell with the challenge?”

My mouth, half open, let out a groan and I nodded as I continued to lightly fuck myself. Damn, I was so close!

“What’s going… oh,” Chris said, stepping up to the group. “Right here huh?”

Brad pinched my nipple. “Go on, Bre. Do it.”

A shudder suddenly went through me, from the top of my head down to my toes. The pressure inside me was incredible. I looked at the three boys as I trembled. Then Brad slid behind me, his hand changing to the other side of my chest, wrapping around my arm. I leaned back, grateful for the support and suddenly slip and push wasn’t enough. I grabbed the base of the vibe and began thrusting it hard. I moaned desperately and loudly enough that a concerned look crossed Zack’s face.

But it had to be my hand that was the most noticeable. It was cranking, jerking back and forth, jamming the vibrator hard into my pussy. I let out a high pitched wail as the orgasm hit me and I felt the squirt of wetness as my cunt tightened, fluttered, and then convulsed. I sagged against Brad and breathlessly, dizzily, said in an exhausted voice. “Oh God. I’m cumming.”

Number five.

The boys all exchanged a look and I pulled the vibrator, still buzzing loudly, out of my pussy. Chris rolled his eyes and quickly turned my hand, then twisted the base of the toy so that it shut off.

“Brad, get her to the car. What do you want to drink?”

“Doctor Pepper,” he said, tossing his chips and my crisps to Zack with his free hand. “Come on, Bre.”

With a seven-inch-long vibrator in hand, slick glistening thighs, and new safety hazard requiring a wet floor sign inside the truck stop, Brad helped me out to the Sequoia. I only barely glanced at the suspicious expression of the lady behind the counter, who undoubtedly had already pegged me as a fuckslut, just thanks to my ridiculously slutty outfit. I sort of felt sorry for her since she was probably the one who was going to have to mop up. I stumbled a bit, but Brad got me there, unlocked the car, and helped me into the back seat. I flopped down in a very unlady-like position, groaned softly, and closed my eyes. I felt Brad slide in next to me, then pluck the vibrator out of my hand.

“Sorry Bre,” he said with a grin. “But Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts like you have to have something in your pussy.” And with that, he turned the thing back on, about midway on the power scale, pushed my knee slightly outward and then touched my clit with the tip. I gasped, then groaned as he slid the entire thing back into my pussy and began pumping it in and out. Brad wasn’t gentle either. He fucked me solidly with the vibe, his hand pumping fast enough that I was getting freshly impaled every second. Talk about intense! I swept my hands up, exposing my breasts, and began pinching and twisting my nipples. I didn’t even stop as the car doors opened again and Zack stood there, looking down at Brad and me, his hands filled with snacks and drinks.

“Oh,” he exclaimed as Brad looked up at him.

“Rule number one,” Brad replied with a grin, still pumping.

Zack laughed. “Exactly. Except, you’re in my seat.” Brad snorted, grabbed my hand, pulled it away from my tit, and forced me to hold the vibrator. I didn’t mind in the least and began pumping it personally. Tyler slid in on the other side of me and then Zack got into the car as Chris settled in the passenger seat. Finally Brad got behind the driver’s wheel and everyone got settled. Well, most everyone. I was definitely not settled. I was stretched out, barely on the bench seat, legs splayed wide, my denim skirt rolled up to my waist, peasant blouse a thin line above my exposed breasts, nipples hard and tight, vigorously fucking myself with soft, passionate groans.

Chris looked back at me as the engine started. “Didn’t she just explode in the truck stop?” He asked.

Zack nodded. “Absolutely. This is what I love about Breanne. She’s voracious.” He put his hand on mine, forcing me to stop plunging the vibrator into my own sex. “Breanne, punishment time.”

I blinked and looked up at him desperately. “Okay,” I whimpered.

He smiled. “Keep the vibrator in your pussy and kneel on the seat so that you’re looking back down the road. Put your boobs on the top.”

I wriggled, even as the Sequoia picked up speed. With one hand cupped between my legs holding the vibrator in, I climbed up onto the seat between Zack and Tyler, kneeling. Looking out the back window, I saw that we were already accelerating down the entrance ramp of the freeway and I was grateful for the heavy tinting on the Sequoia. I rested my breasts on the back of the seat and couldn’t help myself, my hand starting to pump the vibrator again.

One of the boys slipped my high heels off, baring the bottoms of my feet and I knelt there, starting to pant again.

“Okay Bre, where are you on the fuckslut scale?” Zack asked as he yanked my skirt up, which had fallen back down to cover my ass. I felt him tuck the hem into the waistband.

I took a deep breath, even as I once more pushed the vibrator into my soaked slit. “Almost a four,” I said firmly. My God it felt good! Then I felt a hand on mine, the one holding the vibrator, and I relinquished it, realizing that Tyler had taken control. It began moving even faster, going in and out, and I quivered with delight, moaning. I spread my knees a little wider, giving him better access. Then something cool and smooth touched my bottom.

“How many times did you have to adjust the vibrator at the truck stop?” Zack asked.

Pffft. Like I knew. Five? Six? Ten? My brain wasn’t even bothering to keep count. I thought the boys were doing it. I wriggled my butt, feeling the leather paddle slide a bit over my bottom. “Six?” I guessed.

There was a snicker, a momentary silence, then I felt the paddle lift away from my ass.

“Six works for me,” Zack declared. Then he spanked my right buttock. Hard.

The sting was sharp and hot and I would have done a lot more than moan and twist, had it not been for Tyler’s rapid pumping. It was just impossible to really embrace the swat when a seven-inch-long silicone coated, vibrating cock is being jammed hard and fast into your pussy. Even the second and third strokes didn’t really phase me. By the fourth blow, I was starting to feel it though, the skin of my butt prickling sharply, biting and stinging and hot. Zack wasn’t pulling the spanks either and when the fifth stroke landed, really it was the vibrator jammed in my cunt that kept me in place, even as my back arched. The final hit bit, landing in exactly the same spot as the others and I couldn’t help whimpering and covering the spot with my hand. It felt scalded. It was so hot!

The pumping of the vibe stopped as the boys switched out. Tyler took control of the paddle and Zack grabbed the sex toy and began jerking it around inside me, never quite coming completely out and eschewing the thrusting motion Tyler had been using, in favor of a sort of confusing, insidious, corkscrewing grind that left me breathless. Then the leather paddle smacked into my other buttock with a crack and I cried out. Once more a hot sting shot across my rump and only the weird but totally arousing pumping of the vibe kept me in place. Tyler struck again, and then a third time, leaving me twitching and twisting on the seat. The fourth and fifth blows were just as hard and I jammed a knuckle into my mouth as the sixth and final stroke left my ass burning with searing heat.

Which is when I realized that I was now well over four on the fuckslut scale.

“I’m not sure if anyone cares at this point,” said Brad from the front seat, “but we are crossing into Louisiana.

I certainly didn’t care. I looked around as we crossed the bridge going over the Sabine River, but considering my current physical state, crossing a geo-political boundary, or even a pretty waterway, wasn’t really that important. My hips twitched and I expected them to pull the vibrator out and leave me desperate, but instead, they switched again. I didn’t even bother to try to figure out what was next, mostly because as Tyler took the vibrator, he turned it up. Then he began that same deep thrusting movement. Better yet, he slowed down, favoring strong deep thrusts over short fast ones. My pussy loved that! It made my toes curl, right up until Zack slipped from the seat next to me, knelt on the floor, and then snapped the paddle against the sole of my right foot.

The paddle curled through my arch and onto the ball before sliding over my toes and the sting was moderately horrific. I squealed, my leg shook, and my ankle rolled as the hot prickling shot up through me. Of course Tyler continued fucking me with the vibe, which is why the second my foot stopped flopping around, Zack nailed me again, even harder, in exactly the same spot. I yelped, twisting backward, only to feel the vibrator jammed inside me, holding me against the back of the seat. Another swat to my right foot followed, and another, until six burning spanks had been left, excoriating my sole. It would have been awful, except for the fact that the pain, mixed with the vigorous thrusting of the vibrator, kept my poor brain so totally confused that it misinterpreted the sensation and just pushed me even further up the fuckslut scale.

They switched again and my left foot took the brunt of Tyler’s stroke while Zack began pumping the dildo. I trembled violently and suddenly it didn’t matter that my left sole felt like someone was rolling a cactus over the arch and ball and toes, or that my right foot felt hot, or my butt seemed to throb with a slow, dull heat. All that mattered is that I was close to cumming. I clenched my jaw and struggled against the seat to hold still as Tyler finished paddling my arch.

“Take the vibe Bre, and then turn around. Stay kneeling on the bench and lean back,” Zack ordered.

I jammed my hand down quickly and grabbed the vibrator. If you think, for a minute, that I stopped pumping, you’re nuts. I wriggled around, Zack helping me as my skirt fell back down. I jammed my toes into the seat wedge, leaning back, and looked out the front windshield. In hindsight, it was stupid and unsafe as hell, especially since Brad was hurtling down the road at seventy miles an hour. But at that particular moment, I didn’t care in the least. I leaned back, hips thrust forward, the vibe sliding in and out as the car rocked and then Zack was taking the vibe away from me.

“Hands on the back of the seat,” he ordered. I lifted my arms, stretching them wide, bracing myself, groaning passionately as Zack continued to fuck with me. Tyler reached over to my chest and flipped up the peasant blouse, exposing my breasts again. My ribs heaved as he lifted the leather paddle and aimed right at my tit…

SMACK

I cried out and threw my head back. The next slap came fast, almost at the same moment that Zack pushed the vibe back into me. It had to be on high power. I mean, I wasn’t absolutely positive, but it sure felt like an earthquake! I mewled desperately as more spanks landed on my breast, each in time with a hard rumbling penetration between my legs. I closed my eyes.

“Yesssss!” I hissed. “Oh yes! YES! Harder!”

Both men took my command to heart. Two more strokes landed on my right nipple, burning hot, as Zack practically punched me between the legs with the dildo. My toes curled as pain rippled through the pleasure, only to get swallowed by it, strengthening it, enhancing it. They exchanged tools and suddenly Tyler was thrusting the vibrator hard up into me, while Zack began smashing the paddle down on my left breast.

I didn’t count. I didn’t need to. Six strokes. Six blistering, burning, fast blows fell and left me shaking. I was right there… like inches away from leaping off the edge of the cliff. I let out a passionate cry, my pussy clamping down on the vibrator still buzzing inside me and I felt it slide out and prepared myself for the next thrust, the next wave, the next climax and…

Tyler pulled it out of me. Completely. And didn’t put it back in.

“NOOOO!” I squealed. My hand shot out, grabbing Tyler’s wrist, struggling to bring the vibrator back, but he was stronger than me. My wild eyes looked over at Zack. “Please! Please? Please! I can take more! I’m so close! I swear! Please let me cum?” I begged, almost sobbing in need. Zack gave me a hard look.

“Breanne,” he said simply. “It’s a punishment.”

I cupped my breasts. “Spank me more then! Whip my tits! Please? Just… just put the vibe back in me!”

Zack shook his head as I grew more agitated. “No Breanne. Settle down.”

I let out a frustrated wail and clenched my fists. “You can spank me more! Anywhere! Please! PLEASE! PLEASE!”

Tyler gave Zack an astonished look. Zack stared at me for a moment, then stroked his chin. “The only place you’re getting more spanks, if we continue, is right on the pussy.”

I have never moved that fast. My legs swept out from under me as I hopped on the seat, moving from a kneeling position to sitting. I hauled my still stinging feet up and out, draping my legs over the knees of both Tyler and Zack, even as I pushed my hips forward. Zack looked over at Tyler.

“One thrust between each spank,” he told Tye. Still trembling, I braced myself as Zack lifted the paddle, positioning it over my pussy. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see it coming.

SMACK

The stroke took me right on the clit and curled down my petals. It stung horribly, but I was so aroused, so close, that even that kind of stimulation was welcome, in a certain way. I tensed, jerking up as I hissed, only for Tyler to plunge the vibrator into my stinging hot sex. I couldn’t help myself. I thrust against him, inadvertently managing three or four full in and out slides before Tyler could yank the vibrator away. I mewled, my fingers curling on the seat, a desperate aching cry in my throat. But then the paddle nailed me right on the pussy again and I yelped, pain shooting up through me. The vibe went back in and my vision tunneled. I lost focus, or maybe that was all I had. Focus. Sex. Need. Want. Desire.

Thank God no one asked me where I was on the fuckslut scale because I’m not sure I could have actually formulated a response. I was foaming at the mouth. I wanted to cum so bad! Another stroke hit me, followed by another penetration and my back arched. I lifted my hips, presenting, thrusting, grinding, making a fool of myself, spreading my legs as wide as I could, doing the splits. Zack smacked my pussy again and I closed my eyes, labored breathing, panting hard, teeth clenched as the vibrator penetrated.

It was on the fourth stroke, or maybe when the vibrator went back in, that I exploded. I screamed, violently, my hands grabbing the guys, then my entire body curled up and I shuddered, unable to form coherent thoughts. My pussy clenched tight, even as the vibe was pulled free and the leather paddle smashed down once more. I blasted off, hurling myself from the cliffs of orgasm and swirling and spinning through the waves of sexual euphoria as my brain shut down to anything remotely resembling higher brain function. All I felt was utter bliss. Utter satisfaction. Utter pleasure. The vibrator slid back in and I screamed, shaking. My toes curled as my feet kicked and then came the last, burning, vicious stroke. And another wave of orgasm crashed through me.

Damn. I am so fucked up.

I’m not quite sure how many miles we drove before my brain began to function again, at least beyond the basic sexual loop I’d been locked into. Maybe three or four? It wasn’t a huge number. The scenery had changed to a peculiar mix of pine and brackish swamp and I stared out the window stupidly, still suffering from a number of small spasms as my body adjusted to the reduction of adrenaline, not to mention huge amounts of naturally produced dopamine, endorphins, and other hormonal chemicals associated with acute pleasure. I sat there in the seat, leaning against Tyler, legs still spread wide, cum leaking from my slit, my eyes barely focusing.

There was a conversation. Not with me of course, but between the boys and I confess that I have absolutely no clue what they were talking about. Me, probably. Or the next torture or punishment to inflict upon me. Hell, for all I know they could have been talking about football. I’m not the center of the universe. Maybe they were bored of tormenting and fucking the Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut in the back seat.

Right.

Zack patted my leg with a smile. “Breanne?”

I swung my head over toward him, eyes finding his face, but having trouble locking onto any specific spot. I looked at his eyebrow, then his nose, his chin, then Zack’s mouth. “Yes?” I said with a dazed, smug, satisfied, very happy smile.

“How do you feel?”

“Great,” I purred. “That was good.” My words were a little sluggish. Sex is like a drug for me and I’d just gotten a really good hit.

“Fantastic. Do you need a drink?”

I nodded and he handed me my still cold soda in a bottle. He’d even removed the cap. I took a mouthful and citric and ascorbic acids burned a little, cutting through the fog in my head. Or hell, maybe it was the shot of caffeine. I drank a bit more and started to feel more like my normal self, which is when I took stock.

My breasts were both slightly pink from the spanking I’d gotten, but there weren’t any other marks. The areolas were both sensitive, though I wasn’t sure if that was from the paddling, or the other torments that had been inflicted upon me. Probably both. My pussy was a deeper shade of rose than I expected though, and there was now a little red line etched into my groin, just to the left of my clitoris. I figured it was where the edge of the paddle had caught me on one of the stronger strokes. I touched a bit, figuring out where I was sore, which was almost everywhere. But it wasn’t bad. Just a light ache. My clit however, was tender. Very tender. I’m not sure why, but even touching it with my fingernail made me tighten as a little sliver of not quite pain, but certainly not pleasure, shot up through me.

And that was when I realized that the worst part, was that my pussy was actually clenching, not because I’d been whipped and fucked, but because it wanted the goddamn vibrator back in it. Maybe not on, but I’m so used to being stuffed, that not having something long and thick or shaking inside my sex felt wrong.

“Bre,” said Chris from the front seat. “We’ve discussed it, and rather than randomly pick one of the punishments for you to do next, we have a specific one we’d like you to do.”

Punishment. Hadn’t I already done a punishment? Was I getting another one? I did some mental math. I was pretty sure that I’d just had orgasm number six. Or was it seven? And now they were going to torture me again?

“Okay,” I said cooperatively. I don’t think my mental engine was firing on all cylinders yet and I looked blankly at Chris as he twisted in his seat, looking back at me. He glanced at Zack and Tyler, who shrugged, then Tyler began rifling through my canvas bag while Chris handed not one, but two white plastic devices back to Zack. They were identical. The devices, not Chris and Zack, and I recognized them immediately, though my brain still hadn’t quite managed to process the implications. Shaped like television remotes, both transcutaneous electrical nerve stimulators, or TENS units, had programmable functions, which enabled the operator to set up a pattern of pulses, waves, or beats, adjust frequency, or even increase the intensity.

Of electricity. Did I forget to say that? Weird.

In fact, both TENS Units in Zack’s hands looked almost exactly like the one Tyler pulled out of my bag. I watched as the boys began unpacking the electro-stim tabs. Except, mine didn’t have tabs. Tyler blinked as he looked in the bag, then grinned as he pulled out the double set of wired clamps and the thick, metal, wired anal plug.

“Cool,” he said, glancing at me.

Zack put one of the TENS Units down on the floor and then gave me a smile. “Can you please remove the peasant blouse and skirt?”

It took a moment, but I lifted my legs, finally closing them for the first time in like, forever. I felt the ache in my thighs. I shimmied out of my skirt, tossing it over in the corner under the front seat, where I saw at least one of my shoes. The peasant blouse followed and I settled back down in the seat between Zack and Tyler. I smiled happily as Tyler sort of turned in his seat, raised up the first clamp and brought it up to my right nipple. It wasn’t until he let go of the pressure and the pincers bit down on the tip of my breast that my brain finally wrapped itself around what was happening. There was just enough discomfort in that pinch to make me gasp.

Zack, on the other hand, had slid from the bench seat and was kneeling on the floor of the Sequoia’s cab. He grabbed my left foot and I felt the sticky adhesive of one of the electro-stim tabs being placed on the heel, while a second one went on the ball. Academically, I knew that a small, but potentially painful jolt of electricity would exit one tab and go to the other, crossing the sensitive and freshly paddled arch of my foot. That was what the TENS Unit was designed to do. It was a therapeutic device meant to help with muscle therapy. Or, used by unscrupulous people in deviant ways, like to torture naughty little Nympho Humiliation Pain Sluts who needed punishment.

The boys wired me up. A moment later I sat there with both feet prepared and ready, and both nipples tightly clamped, already throbbing just from the pressure, with black and red wires running down to two of the three TENS Units. That just left the metal anal probe and one final electro-stim tab. The latter was placed by Zack, right on my pussy, to either side of my clit. I’ll admit that it scared me a little. I knew exactly where the shock would hit me.

“Alright Bre,” Chris said. “It’s time for Electric Fuck. The punishment is simple. You will fuck Zack until he cums. When he does, the punishment ends.”

I blinked and bit my lip. I’ve known Zack for years. He’s rather good at resisting me. “Um… do I get to tease him first?”

Everyone but me kind of laughed. Zack gave me a warm smile. “Breanne, you’ve been doing nothing but. Don’t worry. I’m so horny right now that I’m pretty sure I’ll cum before you do.”

I gave him a worried look. “What does that mean?”

Chris cleared his throat. “It means you have two options.”

Beside me, Zack began pulling down his shorts and boxers, exposing himself and I was at least somewhat happy to see that he was already very, very stiff, his cock sticking straight up. I grabbed hold of it immediately and began rubbing. “What options?” I asked Chris, looking over at him, hand still caressing Zack.

“Option one, all three units are turned up to level six and each mile we drive, we decrease one attachment by a single level. So after the first mile, we’ll turn down your left nipple to level five, then the next mile your clit down a level and so on. Eventually, either Zack will cum or you’ll be fucking him without any electricity.”

Zack gave me a grin. “Either way, you aren’t allowed to cum.”

Brad, still behind the wheel, snorted. “Like that’s stopped her. Hell, she’s had orgasms during the last two punishments. That wasn’t supposed to happen.”

“Fair enough,” Zack admitted ruefully.

“The other option,” Chris continued. “Is for you to start off fucking Zack with the TENS units off. We’ll turn each attachment on, going up a single level, each mile, until Zack cums.”

It took me a moment, but I realized the conundrum. TENS units had ten levels. I personally found anything above level six to be absolutely intolerable, and I’d describe level six as downright excruciating. Seven was like having hot needles shoved through your nipples, while level eight added a pair of pliers to the mix, twisting the hot needle pierced tips a full three hundred and sixty degrees. Agonizing.

Starting at level six and going down meant that there was no chance at all that I’d suffer anything worse than level six. And then, only for six miles. Less than five minutes of awful pain, while bouncing on Zack’s cock. Then another six miles of still really intense pain, followed by another six miles of acute discomfort. And so on. Eventually, once we got into the level three range, I’d be able to enjoy the sex.

The question was just how aroused was Zack? How quick could I make him cum, especially if I wasn’t shaking in agony? Could I make him cum in the first ten minutes? Hell, I’d still be on level one if I could do that! In fact, at seventy miles an hour, it would take fifteen minutes just to get to level three! Why risk being in horrible pain when I could almost assuredly make Zack cum in fifteen minutes of bumpy car sex?

“Um, option two,” I said firmly, not recognizing the danger.

Chris smiled. “Excellent,” he said in satisfaction. Zack reached over and began pulling me toward him, and from the way everyone was acting, I couldn’t help wondering if I’d just made a shockingly bad decision. Zack held up a condom and I took it, quickly covering his cock. Then, wires dangling from my breasts, my clit, and my feet, I swung my right leg over Zack’s lap, straddled him, and slid down.


Chapter Six: Shocking Miles

Having something thick and hard in my pussy again felt amazingly right and I immediately began grinding my hips, quite cognizant of two facts. The first was that I didn’t have much time, and the second being that they’d forgotten to shove the electrified anal probe into my ass. I heard Brad setting the odometer or something, but I was already rolling my hips and basically concentrating on trying to get Zack to explode. I couldn’t rub my breasts over his face, not with the clamps on them, but I found his nipples through the material of his shirt and I scratched at them with my fingernails, teasing the sensitive points.

Me? Well, I was sated sexually, so while the sex felt good, it wasn’t mind numbing. Not even in the slightest way. I felt very much in control. At least until something wet and cold touched my ass.

“Hold her still for a second, Zack. Would ya?” Tyler complained.

I froze, even as Zack reached around and cupped my ass. He pulled my butt cheeks apart with both hands and I groaned as Tyler began pushing the probe in. It wasn’t the largest plug I’ve ever had to accept. In fact, it was a little on the small size, since the torturous aspect wasn’t the width or length, it was the fact that shortly little bits of electricity would be flowing through it, circling around my anal sphincter and undoubtedly forcing me to tighten, eventually burning. It took a moment and I ground my teeth in frustration, and just a bit of discomfort, because Tyler was wasting time. I could have been pumping my slick pussy up and down Zack’s cock.

“Mile one,” Chris called out. Tyler was still pushing the probe into my butt, so Zack picked up the TENS unit to the side and turned one of the dials. It clicked, activating, and for a second I wasn’t even sure where the electricity was flowing. Then I felt it. A sort of crawling bug kind of feeling, as if a beetle were just barely under my skin. I felt it tickle across the arch of my left foot, certainly not hurting, but it was a strange sensation, as if my skin had tightened on its own.

Of course, I was distracted too. I mean, there were other things going on at that moment, or should I say, going in? The probe settled in my bottom, the flared base pressed against my back door and Tyler moved back to his seat. I immediately went back to fucking Zack, doing my best to impale myself fully every few seconds.

“Mile two,” Chris said. Damn, we must have been going eighty or something!

Tyler turned on the next attachment and my other foot tingled. It was a bizarre sensation. It felt… good actually. Like a caress, but a strange one.

“I’m going to make you cum,” I whispered to Zack, hips grinding in slow but deliberately circles. He nodded.

“Yes you are,” he said. “But not until you’re screaming.”

“Is that what turns you on?” I teased, feeling his cock sliding up and down through my pussy as I bounced. “Me screaming?”

He grinned. “You know it does.”

“Mile three,” I heard from the front seat. Suddenly my left nipple felt a sort of light prickling sensation. It wasn’t painful in the least. But I felt it.

“You were hoping I’d choose the first option,” I said, my body rippling slightly as the sensation of the electricity now flowing across the bottoms of my feet, not to mention one breast, changed some of the sexual dynamics. My pussy clenched as Zack’s hands touched my sides.

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “I wanted you to do it this way.”

Our eyes met and I smiled. I could feel his hardness inside me. “That kind of surprises me. I would have figured that you’d want me screaming from the start.”

He shrugged. He wasn’t thrusting into me, letting me do all the work. “Nah,” he said. “It will be much more fun watching you build up.” He patted my hip. “Besides, this way, there’s a fairly good chance you’ll get to experience worse levels than just six.”

“Mile four,” Brad chimed in.

“For longer,” Zack added.

My other nipple began to tingle so that I had a nice matched set. I felt a flutter between my legs and felt a definite surge of wetness. It sort of surprised me as my pussy tightened again. I mean, why the hell was I feeling aroused? Sure, it was normal for me to be wet and accepting. That was the point of Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number One. But now I could tell that a portion of my body was thinking something along the lines of “you know, I might be able to have another orgasm from this.”

Sometimes, parts of my body aren’t very bright.

While I contemplated that somewhat demeaning thought, another mile passed.

“Mile five!”

The anal probe came alive and a strange crawling tingle seemed to circle around through my ass. It was the damndest thing. Not unpleasant. Just… weird. And my pussy liked it. I let out a soft little groan and for the first time, wriggled in a way that was not just meant to excite Zack, but pushed myself a little further up that path. You know, the one that leads to that mountain cliff? The edge I like to jump off of?

But that little wriggle, the one that was for me? Zack liked it too and I felt him respond for the first time, other than putting his hands on me or having a rock hard cock embedded in my pussy. His hips shifted. I changed my strategy just a bit and began undulating, trying not just to satisfy him, but to incite myself to further sexual encapsulation. And trust me, if there is one thing I’m absolutely good at, it is inciting myself.

“Mile Six!” Brad declared.

Tyler lifted the TENS Unit and I felt the final stim-tab activate. This one was positioned just above the apex of my pussy, on either side of my clitoris. That meant the electricity only had one path to take - right across the sensitive, swollen nub. I wondered if Zack could feel it. He didn’t seem to. Instead I was the one who got the brunt of it and to be honest, it was the strongest of all the shocks I was getting. Instead of a tingle, or crawling sensation, like the ones on my feet, nipples, and butt, this was definitely a pinch. Not a bad pinch, but like the kind of squeeze meant to get your attention. It didn’t hurt per se, but it wouldn’t take much more to get it there.

And boy did my clit love it.

I gasped and closed my eyes, rocking back and forth. I licked my lips as I realized that five minutes of fucking had left me slightly electrified and now distinctly aroused. Sure, I wasn’t on the cusp of orgasm, but where would I be in five more miles? I undulated back and forth, moving against Zack’s cock, trying to focus on him, but probably just working myself into a froth. More miles got called out and I felt the tingling in my feet increase to something stretchy. Then my nipples became tight in a different way from the clamping pressure, the electricity crawling across each tender tip. I shuddered as my bottom clenched on the anal probe in pulses, all timed to the beat of the TENS Unit. And when the pinching of my clit became stronger, and just a tiny shard of pain seemed to spark up from that point, I ground my pussy down on Zack’s cock.

And he still wasn’t even breathing hard.

I sucked in another breath of air as Brad called out mile number thirteen and Tyler turned up the power going to my left foot. Level three was the last setting that wasn’t actually painful and I felt a sudden sharp tightening of the muscles and skin across my arch. I kept grinding myself down on Zack, trying desperately to get a reaction of some kind. I just needed to know which movement was stimulating him the most.

The good news was he was twitching. I could feel the sexual pressure inside him, even if he was being uncommunicative. I leaned back and cupped my breasts, shaking them in front of his face even as another mile passed and my right foot went up to level three as well. My toes curled a bit and I dangled my clamped and lightly shocked nipples in front of Zack.

“This is how you want me, right?” I gasped. “Me tortured and hurting, all while mounted on your cock?”

“Damn right,” he replied, his voice steady and straight. Why the hell was I the one who was panting and whimpering? I closed my eyes as I pumped myself up and down. He felt so good! All I wanted was to keep going! The hum of the road purred in my ears and then Brad called out another mile. This time Tyler turned up the anal probe and I gasped as my ass tightened hard. Zack actually responded to the sensation, eyes widening just enough to let me know that not only had he felt that, he’d liked it.

I gulped. “What are you going to do to me in New Orleans?” I asked in a low pitched groan.

“Everything,” I said immediately. He tried to make it low key, but I knew him well enough to hear the tension in his voice. He was feeling it. I wasn’t sure how close he was, but he was heading toward the same edge I was. It was a race. I grinned.

“Everything?” I cooed, still rolling my hips, thrusting back and forth so that every movement was hot, wet, and very deep. I could feel him pulsing inside me, despite the distraction of the electricity streaming across my nipples and clit and feet and inside my ass. “You’ll tie me spread-eagled on the bed and whip me?”

Zack nodded. “Repeatedly.”

I grinned. “You’ll humiliate me? Make me do the walk of shame? And fuck me hard in public?”

“Absolutely?”

My eyes narrowed as Brad said something I wasn’t paying attention to. “You’ll punish me if I’m naughty, no matter where we are?”

Zack’s tense grin was answer enough and then my left nipple went from hard tingle to prickling pinch. I gasped, eyes widening as the sensation moved from intense but not painful and crossed the threshold. Imagine someone poking you with a thin, sharp stick, but not trying to puncture anything. That’s what it felt like. Repeatedly. Right on the delicate, protruding nub. And damn it… my pussy loved the sensation. It all got mixed up before getting sent to my brain. I picked up the pace of my thrusts.

My other nipple joined in the fun a moment later, but level three on that spot didn’t quite feel as intense as on the right side. It didn’t matter. I knew that in another few miles I’d be hurting in both places. I tried to steady my breathing, only barely noticing that Zack wasn’t exactly taking slow deep breaths any more.

Tyler turned up the power to my clitoris and the previous tiny shard of pain became a decidedly recognizable and cruel pinch. It wasn’t quite to the point where it felt like someone was pricking me with a sharp instrument in a delicate spot, but it was close. I groaned and tried to mitigate the sensation by changing the angle of penetration. Zack’s eyes widened and a flicker of desperation crossed his face and I felt a surge of triumph. I was getting to him! I kept that angle, which admittedly felt even better than the first one I’d been using. Or maybe I just needed to switch them up?

“Mile nineteen,” Brad said from the driver’s seat. I was a little too distracted to think about what that meant, but my left foot was kind enough to inform me that another passing mile was going to result in my first brush with level four on the TENS unit. Now it started to hurt. Need to know what it felt like? Well, get a friend to take a wooden skewer, and with the sharp point, place it just beneath your heel. Pressing down about a half an inch into the soft flesh, drag it down toward your toes. Right through the soft, delicate arch. That’s what it felt like. My foot jerked and I felt a spasm in my leg that had absolutely nothing to do with the sexual up and down process I was engaged in, and then my other foot started to burn with the same sensation.

I stared intensely at Zack, willing him to freaking cum. I gulped and switched up the angle again, going back to the back and forth from the circling motion. “I want to be tied up when we go out,” I whispered. “At least once. I want people to know I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.”

Zack nodded roughly, his face tense. “Hell, I’ll put the bondage cuffs on your wrists and ankles.,” he groaned.

“And you’ll hurt me too?” I begged.

He groaned. “Alligator clamps.” My teeth flashed. The alligator clamps were agonizing. I half wished they were hanging from my nipples right then.

“Mile,” Brad said.

And then, pain shot through my left tit. It wasn’t horrible, but it was there. A vicious, hard pinch that turned into a twist. I gasped, eyes closing as my teeth clenched. “Yesssss,” I hissed. “Hurt me. Fuck me harder!” Zack put his hands on my hips and to my astonishment, he began thrusting.

“Oh God yes!” I mewled. A moment later my other nipple burned into pain and I cried out, jerking. My entire body twitched with the various pulses of power, but nothing rivaled the pure intensity of Zack’s movements. I matched him, grinding and accepting as we flowed.

More electricity surged into my bottom and the induced tightening in time with the beat of electricity had to be having an effect on Zack, almost as much as it was hurting me. I felt like someone had jammed a fig root into my ass and was steadily fucking me with it. I arched my back and jammed my hands against the roof of the car, undulating wildly. I knew what was next and within about fifty seconds, my clit got to experience level four.

And it hurt. It hurt good.

My eyes snapped down to Zack’s. “Please?” I whimpered, falling forward against him, my hands clutching at his shoulders as we continued to fuck. “Please cum? Please?” I begged. “Because if you don’t soon…” I groaned again. “I’m… I’m going to.”

Zack, no longer calm, thrust even harder into my pussy. I tried to focus on him, but the shocks, now each just a tiny bit painful, made it difficult. Instead my body shifted into a sort of involuntary self-preservation mode, grinding toward my own climax. Seconds and road passed by, at equally disturbing speeds and then the sharp skewer being dragged hard along the arch of my left foot changed into metal, and it seemed to cut into me.

I cried out and my leg from the knee down thrashed as the pain shot up through me. Zack ground his teeth, his jaw clenched hard. Now he was holding me with both hands, manhandling me into the right position, regardless of how I wanted to fuck. I could barely think, all the various sensations, both painridden and pleasurable, seared through me. My other foot seemed to catch fire, a slicing agony shooting from heel to toe, then repeating every other second. I cried out, kicking both feet now. Zack let out a hard groan and grabbed my tits, his fingers careful not to touch the clamps, but squeezing and shaking my bosom. Which is when Tyler turned up the juice and the hard, pinching twist converted into a sharp needle being pushed through my nipple.

I threw my head back, my pussy tightening and locking around Zack’s cock, and I let out a shriek. Zack gasped, cried out, and then I felt him shudder and throb. Inside me, his cock felt like granite, at least for a moment, then I felt him relax beneath me, his breathing ragged as he shuddered.

“No! No! No! No!” I squealed desperately. I was close! I needed to cum too! I felt him slipping from my cock and my head snapped toward Tyler. Pain rushed through my private parts and I practically jumped across the empty bit of seat, hands clutching and curling into claws as I yanked down Tyler’s shorts.

“Holy fuck!” Tyler declared as I found his cock. He was semi-firm. I grabbed him, rubbing frantically. Pain and need flowed through me, the wires tangled around my legs. Shooting pains ran across the bottom of each foot, through my nipples, up my ass, and even across my clit, but even with all that, the desperate need I felt in my pussy eclipsed it all.

“What the hell?” Chris said, half turning in his seat.

“Condom!” Tyler blurted out and I twisted, scrambling for the box. I saw it, grabbed hold of a packet and tore it open frantically. It took me only a second and then I impaled myself on cock number two.

“Fucking hell!” Chris muttered. “She’s fucking Tyler too!” He told Brad. Brad reached up and adjusted the mirror. I didn’t care. All I knew was that I had a hard cock inside me again. My hips jerked and I thrust hungrily.

“Mile?” Brad said out loud.

Zack leaned forward. “I don’t know what goes to what. She tangled the lines.”

Chris bit his lip, glancing back at my undulating body writhing on Tyler’s lap. “Check the levels. She should be all on level five right now. Pick a TENS Unit and up her to level six.”

Zack grabbed one of the devices randomly, glanced at me, and turned up the voltage. Or wattage. Or amperage. Like I know. Whatever.

The needle in my right nipple? Yeah, someone grabbed it, turned the entire damn thing ninety degrees, and then held a blow torch to it. I screamed, jammed a knuckle into my mouth, and bucked. Tyler groaned as my hips went nuts on his cock. I shimmied. I squirmed. I bucked. I bounced. I wriggled and I writhed. Everything hurt and everything felt amazing. My brain sort of shut down and all I could was pant and make high-pitched squealing noises. Then my other nipple felt like it was being ripped off my chest and that… that was enough. My body tightened. I closed my eyes, and like Zack, jumped from the edge of the cliff into orgasmic ecstasy.

Orgasm seven.

Zack figured out what was happening and as I shuddered violently, screaming with release, he began frantically turning the TENS Units off. The pain disappeared before I’d even ridden all the waves and I grabbed hold of Tyler, pressing my body against his. He continued to buck into me, thrusting hard and I slumped like a rag doll, exhausted, satisfied and soaked. But Tyler didn’t seem to care. He wrapped his arms around me, lifted me completely, pushing himself in deep as he bore me to the floor of the Sequoia. Suddenly I was on my back, wires twisting around me as Tyler just pounded himself hard into my sex. I lay there, dazed and helpless until a moment later, Tyler grunted. I felt his cock jerk inside me, then he let out this utterly satisfied sigh and I felt his weight.

“Um… what the hell just happened?” Brad asked from the driver’s seat.

Chris turned in his seat, facing forward again. “You and me are both moving to the back seat again. And Zack gets to skip driving.” He sounded just a little disgusted, but also enthusiastic.

“What?” Brad asked incredulously. “She fucked them both? And made them cum?”

Slowly, Tyler pushed himself up. He plopped back into his seat as I lay there, stunned, my pussy dripping. Zack leaned down and pinched open the clamp on my right nipple, pulling it away. I let out a little mewl of pain as blood rushed back into the crushed tip, but I felt too good to really object. Zack unplugged the wire from the TENS Unit, wrapped it up carefully, then removed the other clamp from my breasts.

Ouch.

Admittedly, I wasn’t really cognizant of what was going on. I think Tyler and Zack unhooked me from the various TENS units. I remember feeling the tug of the adhesive as the electro-stim tabs were pulled off the bottoms of my feet. Slowly I unfolded until I was lying on my back, a silly but satisfied smile on my face, and just the right aches in the right spots.

“So… um… I need to find a place to pull over, right?” Brad asked.

“Yep,” said Zack, “though Tyler will be driving.”

Tyler snorted. “Skipping out on us.”

Zack shrugged.

“It’s going to be a few miles. There’s like nothing around us until we almost get to Lake Charles,” Brad added.

“That’s okay,” Tyler said. “We’re not in a rush.” He glanced down at me. “Besides, I think Breanne needs a break.” He snickered a little when he said that. Me? I just kept my eyes half closed and breathed slowly and steadily.

“Which does bring up a point,” Chris said from the front seat. “I’m not quite sure what happened back there. So did she, or did she not break the rules?”

Zack let out a laugh. “Oh, she broke the rules alright,” he said firmly. “It’s just, I’m not sure she did it at the wrong moment.”

“There’s a right moment for breaking the rules?”

Zack shrugged. “There is if we’re going to make her do another punishment.”

Tyler took a breath. “Wasn’t the point of the punishments to push her back into being aroused so that she’d screw up the car games?”

“Thus earning another punishment,” Brad added.

“Well, she’s actually had an orgasm during the last two punishments.”

Zack coughed delicately. “Three. And I apologize. I may have slightly underestimated her masochistic tendencies.”

“So basically, we have to decide if she has to do a punishment next, or if we can go straight to one of the car games.” Brad paused. “Take a vote?”

There was a long, uncomfortable pause, then Tyler cringingly said, “Car Games. These punishments are so intense. We don’t want to burn her out.”

“Yeah,” Chris opined. That’s when I opened my eyes and sat up.

“Oh,” Tyler blurted out. “Bre. How are you feeling?”

I smiled at him as I hauled myself upright. How did I feel? Sore and sensitive and sexually perfect. I mean… that last orgasm had been incredible. Sweet, strong, overwhelming. I swiveled, setting my naked ass down into my assigned space between Zack and Tyler. I didn’t make any effort to press my thighs together and I let out a satisfied groan, filling it with sexual innuendo. Afterall, men sometimes need a road map and a woman telling them where to go. “Amazing,” I responded seductively. “How about you? Are you satisfied?” I asked. “Because if you aren’t…” I reached over and patted Tyler’s crotch.

Tyler grinned. “Yes,” he admitted. “I’m pretty satisfied, Bre. I’m not sure I could get it up again without a bit of a break.”

“Oohhh,” I cooed, batting my eyes. “Is that a challenge?”

“Breanne,” Zack said patiently. “We’re discussing what happens next.”

I twisted and looked at Zack. “I suck Tyler’s cock back to life?” I teased.

Zack laughed. “Punishment or Car Games. Chris and Tyler seem to think you need a break from the intense stuff.”

“Are you asking for my opinion?” I asked curiously.

Zack chuckled. “I know what your opinion is. But Chris and Tyler need to hear it from you directly.”

I took a deep breath, the smug sound of satisfaction slipping all through it. “Punishment,” I said firmly, without a hint of hesitation. I looked at Chris. “Your instructions said I wasn’t allowed to explode, not that I could orgasm after Zack. And if you’re wondering if you should give me a break or something, the answer is no. I broke the rules. I exploded when I wasn’t supposed to, and I should be punished for that. Immediately.” My eyes flashed. “Like right this minute.”

Tyler blinked and I saw Chris and Brad exchange glances. 

“And it should be vigorously,” I added. “It should hurt and be intense.”

Zack cleared his throat. “Technically, Breanne doesn’t get a vote, though I do appreciate her perspective. All in favor of punishing her?”

There was a literal chorus of four “ayes”. I’ll admit that my pussy tightened up again. And I may, just a little, have slipped a hand down into my lap, gently stroking my clit with my finger.

Lightly.

“Any nays?” Zack asked with a hint of amusement. Deafening silence. “Okay, I guess Breanne gets punished.”

Chris already had the manilla colored envelope ready. He reached in, shuffled it all around, and then drew one piece of paper out. He glanced back at me as he unfolded it. I saw him read the words, and an almost sympathetic look crossed his face. He cleared his throat.

“Body whipping. Breanne will be stripped naked outside the vehicle and her pussy should be stuffed with vibroballs, set to high. She is to be held so that each passenger can deliver twenty strokes to a part of her body. She is to receive twenty strokes to her pussy, breasts, bottom, and then pussy again with the flogger. She is not permitted to cum or she will have to be punished again.”

I blinked. Wow. I felt myself gulp a little, trying not to react. I mean, I asked for it, right? Everyone was kind of silent for a few seconds. Then I leaned down, reached, and grabbed my blouse and skirt. I began dressing and Tyler gave me a confused glance. “Why are you getting dressed?” He asked.

I gave him a patient look. “Didn’t you hear? I’m to be stripped naked. If you are going to rip my clothes off, I have to be wearing something.”

“Oh. Right,” he agreed. I pulled the skirt up over my lower half, then tugged the peasant blouse down over my head. When my head emerged, I realized that Brad had finally found an exit and the Sequoia was pulling off. Lots of pretty trees and not much else. Brad came up on the intersection and turned right, heading away from the freeway. That suited me, especially after the zipline incident.

I gave Zack a look. “Um… vibroballs?”

He nodded and reached for the canvas bag. It had somehow migrated over to his side of the car. It only took him a moment to get them out. They’d been cleaned and were ready so I lifted my legs upward, spreading them and setting my calves in both Zack and Tyler’s laps. Then I leaned back, lifting the front of my skirt, not that I needed to, but I wanted there to be absolutely no doubt in anyone’s mind that I was asking for it.

“I’ve been a naughty girl,” I whispered as Zack started to bring the vibroballs down to my exposed slit.

“When are you not a naughty girl?” He taunted back. I felt the smooth side of the first sphere touch my clit. The vibrating function wasn’t on, but Zack fixed that a second later and the soft hum touched my ears, even as he once again pressed the toy against my body. This time, my clit seemed to tingle and my entire pussy tightened. It felt good, but also more intense than usual. Probably because of all the stimulation I’d already endured. Zack began rubbing the ball in a circle and I closed my eyes, letting out a groan as I concentrated on the sensation.

The Sequoia bounced and I felt the road surface change from asphalt to gravel, but I didn’t really care at that point. Zack began pushing and I tilted my hips just a bit more, allowing the golf ball sized object to enter easily. I even deliberately relaxed, allowing it to go in without any impediment. Feeling it inside me, shaking softly, even as the second sphere, attached by a wire, was pulled tight against my petals, was like liquid gold. I moaned, arching my back a bit. Zack pushed again and the second ball disappeared into my sex, filling me almost completely.

And if you think I closed my legs up after that, you’re nuts.

I reached over and grabbed Tyler’s hand and just put it right on my pussy. He got the message and began swirling his fingers all over and around my clitoris. This soft caress, combined with the gentle buzz of the vibroballs on low, left me floating and I wasn’t even aware we had come to a stop until a minute or so later. I opened my eyes and looked out the window. Punishment time.


Chapter Seven: A Hood Ornament Whipping

There was a mix of pine and blackjack oak, along with a very desolate looking turn around. Tyler pulled his hand out from between my legs and everyone started getting out of the car. I scrambled to find my sandals, slipping them onto my bare feet. Finally it was my turn to get out  and I picked up the vibroballs remote, which Zack had left on the seat, and stuck it in the pocket of the skirt. Tyler held his still slick hand out to me and I climbed from the car.

It was warm. Almost uncomfortably warm, and since we were well into the morning, nearing eleven, the summer sun shown down on our little clearing. I could smell the woods, damp and piney and full of earthy scents. All four of the guys rounded the Sequoia until they were standing around me in a circle and I felt a little thrill. Inside me, the flight or fight response kicked in and for a second, I thought about running, taking off and letting them pursue me, capturing me and ravishing me and punishing me. But that wasn’t the expectation. They wanted me compliant, accepting, but submissive and just a touch innocent. Still, I enjoyed the feeling of being prey, of captivity. I wanted to be taken. I stood there, heart beating rapidly, waiting.

“Um,” I said, into the silence, feeling the vibroballs rumbling inside me, pushing me and raising the sexual pressure. “Have you guys thought about what would happen if I cum again from the punishment?”

It was Zack who initiated it. He moved quickly, lurching forward, grabbing my arm and hauling me almost off my feet. His hand grabbed at the peasant blouse, hauling it upward, exposing my breasts as the elastic caught on my chin. But then Tyler was there, helping and I felt his hand roughly grab my tit as he freed the other side of my shirt. They tossed it away and I felt a pang of panic, which only emphasized my arousal. Why was I worried about my shirt? A little part of me knew it was because that was one bit of defense that had been taken from me, cast aside and difficult to recover.

Then I was roughly spun, only to find myself falling into Brad’s arms. He grabbed hold of mine, yanking my shoulders back against him as Tyler and Chris bent down, both of them taking hold of my skirt. The blue denim got pulled, hard, slipping off my hips and down to my feet. Exposing everything. Tyler pulled the vibroballs remote out of the skirt as I was forced to hop out of the material. Brad held me, our arms interlocked, forcing me to arch my back and thrust my breasts forward. I found myself almost looking upward.

Zack had the whip, of course. It was a leather flogger, with about twenty or so soft, supple strands. I was familiar with the tool, mostly because I’d brought it. And I’ve been whipped with it before. Multiple times. I liked it for a number of reasons. First, it looked awesome. Positively medieval. Second, it was noisy. Every time it struck, regardless of how hard the blow, it sounded vicious. Third, depending on the skill of the user, it could leave anything from a surprisingly delicate tingle to a burning, blistering sear that could make me scream. You could smash the full length into me, or you could swing it just close enough to clip certain sensitive parts. Talk about versatility.

“Gentlemen,” Zack said, moving in front of me. They seemed to know exactly what to do without any further discourse. Brad tightened his grip, holding my arms firmly so that I couldn’t squirm or get away. Tyler turned the vibroballs up to full power, eliciting a quiet groan of pleasure from my now quivering slit, and Chris grabbed my left leg, hauling my foot upward, spreading me as Brad tilted me slightly to my right. Now Zack had a perfect target. My rosy pink gash, already stuffed and vibrating, glistened in the morning sunlight, begging to be whipped, beaten, and smashed. They say sex is half mental and let me tell you, at that moment, I was already half-way to another rip-roaring orgasm. Naked, outside, held tight, and about to be whipped? Hell yeah.

Zack swung the flogger firmly, but not as hard as he could have. The strands swished through the air and then there was a loud crack as the leather impacted, not just on my pussy, but on my inner thighs. It even curled around to my bottom, right through my perineum. A crackling sting seemed to explode across my groin and my pussy immediately clenched down, tightening on the vibroballs. Since we were in the middle of nowhere, I felt completely free to let out a loud yelp, then clenched my teeth as the impressive sting prickled and flashed across my loins, then relaxed a tiny bit as it morphed into a soft, warm glow. Little spasms of energy flared out and my legs jerked a bit, but I didn’t fall, thanks to the way Brad had my arms locked in his, behind my back. Chris ran his thumb along the arch of my left foot, knowing I loved that sensation, even as he held my leg up, keeping my now quivering sex fully available and ready.

Zack swung again, this time with just a little bit more force and I felt the leather strands bite into my soft bits. I felt the strands of leather kissing my clit, slapping wetly against my petals, and I cried out again. I didn’t hold back on the verbalization. I wanted them to hear my cries of anguish. And um… of arousal. Because even though my pussy was being whipped, the stinging heat of it made me tighten down around the vibroballs. I twisted my hips, thrusting, only to realize that my movements made it look like I was asking for another stroke. Zack made the connection even before I did.

The flogger swished through the air a third time, smacking me in exactly the same place and I clenched my jaw, quivering as a riot of sensation flooded through me. The sting was impressive, but it disappeared after a few seconds to become this delicious, amazing warmth that just seemed to bathe my entire sex. The vibroballs, shaking inside me, seemed not to care that I was clenching down with each blow. My outstretched leg, held by Tyler, strained at the thigh and I felt that tension dramatically, shocked at how it enhanced the torment. And my arms? Locked behind me, unable to move, held in place by Brad’s impressive strength, unable to free myself even had I wanted to?

Holy fuck yes. More please?

Zack made sure to give me at least five or six seconds between each swing of the flogger as my whipping continued. Setting the pace allowed me to embrace and deal with the heat and arousal and yes… the pain. And that pain began to increase as more and more strokes excoriated my petals, my soft inner thighs, and my clit. By the time we hit ten strokes I was struggling to hold still as the leather strands bit at my soft bits. The sting began to burn and it took longer for it to morph into that heat, which had not really faded from the previous stroke. Soon I was whimpering and mewling between each hit, crying out emphatically as the flogger cut at my sex. The sting became a sear, hot and intense, and only the fact that my loins were rolling, thrusting and trying to ride the wave of agonizing ecstasy to orgasm, made it tolerable.

The last stroke was both awful and perfect. Zack slashed twice as hard and I screamed as the pain of it burned. I would have crumpled to the ground had I not been held up by Chris and Brad and I folded a bit. Zack shook out the flogger and the boys waited as I shuddered. Chris didn’t lower my leg either, keeping me open and exposed, the warm humid air bathing my poor pussy. But I’m pretty sure none of them had any doubts about what was going on inside my sex. The way I was grinding and twitching, fluids leaking down my right leg, left little to the imagination. My brain was riding high. Zack stepped closer and cupped my sex, running his fingers through my soaked slit. I gasped as pure pleasure seared through me and in seconds I was humping his hand, moaning with desperate need. My body shook as I got close to orgasm and then Zack pulled his hand away.

Chris suddenly let my leg go and I groaned as it dropped, my sandal scraping on the gravel. I almost lost the shoe. Then Brad loosened his grip. Zack came close and I felt his finger on my chin, lifting my face so that I was forced to look him in the eyes.

“Breasts, or bottom, Bre?”

I stood there, still quivering, my mind a befuddled mess. My pussy was still hot and stung, just a little bit, but oh my God. What I wanted was for them to throw me on the hood and fuck me repeatedly. Or hell, maybe I wanted another whipping. Who the fuck knows? I blinked, unable to really articulate anything, much less make a choice. Zack realized that as usual, I was a slave to my own physical needs and made the decision for me. He turned, holding out the flogger to Chris, who handed the controller to my vibroballs to Tyler. Zack and Tyler grabbed my arms, yanking them outward and I gasped as they hauled me around and to the front of the Sequoia, facing the hood. I almost tripped. They caught me, then pulled me forward until the hot  ticking engine hood was an inch from my breasts. I felt the heat, my body involuntarily resisting through pure instinct, only to get yanked forward, Tyler on one side of the car, Zack on the other, pulling. I squealed as my nipples touched the engine hood and the hot metal seemed to sizzle against my skin.

“Spread your legs!” Zack ordered. I struggled to comply, though my brain was much concerned with my frying tits. I shifted my feet, hoping that it might allow me to pull back a bit, but Tyler and Zack held my wrists with iron fingers, keeping my sauteeing boobs pressed to the hood.

“Agggghhhhh!” I mewled painfully. I grimaced, heat burning through my chest, which is why I completely missed the hiss of the flogger as it slashed through the air. The entire mess of strands hammered into my ass though, and suddenly, the heat going through my bosom didn’t matter quite as much.

“Aaaa…ffffff…uuuck!” I screamed, lifting my feet and dancing a bit. Fire seemed to blossom across my buttocks and I felt Tyler’s grip slip just a bit. He recovered almost instantly though, holding me in place as Chris swung again. The flogger nailed me across the posterior, the loud vicious crack sounding like lightning striking a doomed tree. Chris was definitely hitting my bottom much harder than anything Zack had done to my pussy. Pain shot across my rump, burning with a caustic heat and I lifted a foot again, adrenaline pumping through me. A third stroke landed and I faintly realized that my tits were no longer burning. Or at least, my brain was focusing on a much stronger and painful sensation.

My butt quivered in response to the flogger though as it took a few more hits and I went from yelling to wailing. Each stroke felt like fire and Chris was definitely hitting me harder across the bottom than Zack had my pussy. By the time we were half-way through the required twenty strokes, all I knew was that my butt burned and that my vibrated sex was clenching down hard on the vibroballs. As the searing sting became diffused heat, my brain suddenly locked onto that fact. More importantly, I felt something inside the tremors shaking my lower half, barely detectable between the slashing cuts being left on my bottom. There was a wave. I hadn’t noticed it, not until it had gone through several cycles. Zack was playing with the vibroballs controller, switching between the low and high settings. Every time Tyler had landed a blow on my bottom, the vibroballs were on low, only to swirl into full throttle as the sting burned and became heat. In some ways it was just another torment, but it created a cascade effect. Suddenly my hips were thrusting back and forth, my body undulating between pleasure and pain. Chris landed another vicious stroke, the leather strands etching another dozen red lines across my ass and all I could think about was how soon I was going to cum.

I felt Tyler and Zack’s hands loosen and then release my arms and one hand flashed back to my rump. It was hot, the curve of my buttock excoriated and burning. I could even feel the somewhat raised ridges of the welts caused by individual strands of the flogger.

But the other hand? That slid down between my thighs and touched my already whipped clit. It was sore and sensitive and wet, but even just a few circles of my fingertip made me gasp, the arousal surging through me. I sucked in a hard breath as I felt my blood pressure spike. My pussy tightened around the vibroballs, which Zack had on full power. My hips thrust forward as I rubbed. I just needed time. Time.

Which they didn’t give me. Tyler swapped places with Chris, accepting the flogger. Brad took Tyler’s place by my side and then, at some silent signal, Zack and Brad grabbed hold of my arms, yanking my hands outward, only to draw me back against the hood again. I let out a frustrated cry as my fet fingers were pulled away from my sex. I yelped a bit as the hot metal of the Sequoia’s hood touched my back, but there wasn’t anything I could do as I was forced into position.

“Spread your legs,” someone barked and I shuffled in the gravel. Someone, probably Zack, kicked at my right foot, and I opened up even more, until I wasn’t so much leaning back over the hood, as braced against it. I closed my eyes, not wanting to see the stroke coming. Instead of the whip though, I felt Zack’s hand come up between my legs, cupping my sex, his thumb pressing against my clit. I groaned as he slipped his finger into my depths, tapping and pushing on the vibroballs, which were still going.

“Don’t hit me,” I heard Zack warn Tyler amicably. There was a laugh, but I didn’t care. I was on a rocketship heading straight for the moon. I was just about to open my eyes when I heard the hiss of air and then the leather strands of the flogger slashed across my front, striking both breasts perfectly, right at the tips. It sent an almost electrifying pain straight into my heart and I yelped loudly, my nipples stinging. But if anything was going to supercharge my arousal more than Zack’s finger swirling around inside me, pushing the vibroballs around, I’m not sure what it could have possibly been. Another swing of the flogger across my front struck a little fuller and I grimaced, teeth clenched as lightning seemed to shoot from one nipple to the other.

Tyler wasn’t hitting me quite as hard as Chris had whipped my bottom, but it still stung like the dickens. Each time there was a crack of leather against flesh, I felt the hot sting which spread across my chest, and sparks of pain shot deep into my bosom. I’m surprised that the boys didn’t get tired of hearing me cry out, a shrill but solid little shriek that seemed to fill the turnaround we were parked in. Or maybe they loved the sounds I was making. Afterall, Zack was still multitasking, holding my right wrist trapped under his arm, one hand fucking with the vibroballs controller, while the other hand was fucking me. This created a rather intense oscillation between groans of pleasure and brief, momentary sparks of acute agony. And I was clearly loving every second of it.

Which, when you think about it, is all sorts of fucked up.

We reached the midpoint of my breast whipping, my boobs sort of jumping around, nipples tight and pointed, the curved flesh pink and flushed. It was here that Tyler began to swing a little harder and I felt it, gasping as fresh lines of hurt were etched across my bosom. Another few strokes brought me to a point where I pulled hard on Zack and Chris as they held my arms outward, keeping me bent backward over the hood of the Sequoia, the carmaker’s logo pressed to my spine. I also had no choice but to keep my legs open because Zack was still finger fucking me.

“Hold her tight,” Tyler warned, shaking out the flogger. “These last three are going to be hard.”

Zack shifted his grip, dropping the vibroballs controller on the hood of the Sequoia, and took hold of my wrist. He kept his other hand right down in my slit. I was shaking badly, not from fatigue or from the pain. It was from the fucked up, mixed up, swirl of sensation that was pushing me toward orgasm. Everything hurt and everything felt amazing. All I knew was that I wanted it to keep going. I arched my back, thrusting my tits forward and Tyler swung the flogger across my breasts like a batter taking a swing across home plate. The flogger crackled as it smashed my boobs flat and pain exploded across my chest. I didn’t just yelp. I cried out, wailing as the hurt seemed to cut through my nipples and then wrap around my heart. I jerked my arms, but the boys holding me seemed to be prepared for it.

Tyler raised the flogger again and gave my bosom another hot, solid stroke. It stung so badly that my knees seemed to crumple and only the fact that I was being held up against the car kept me from falling onto the ground, curling up around my throbbing and burning breasts. After my vocal cry, I mewled with pain and let out a sob. Then the last stroke flashed across my chest and I stamped a foot as the hurt seemed to chew out pieces of me.

“Breanne?” Zack said, his hand still between my legs. “Are you okay?”

I felt myself shudder as my central nervous system attempted to cope with the onslaught of stimulation. I didn’t know if I needed to scream or cream. Pain and pleasure were being interpreted by my brain as the same thing, so Zack’s finger, wriggling inside me hurt like hell and my breasts, excoriated, hot, and heavy, felt amazing. Then my brain remembered the punishment. I still had twenty more strokes coming. My eyes widened as I looked up at Zack, swallowing hard.

“I need to cum,” I whispered, my voice trembling.

“Breanne, you always need to cum,” he said tenderly, finally pulling his hand away from my groin. “But this is supposed to be a punishment for cumming when you weren’t supposed to. So unless you need to ask for a medical out, Brad is going to whip you right between the legs.”

I licked my lips, staring at him hard. Then I lifted my head and looked straight at Brad. I took a deep breath, the vibroballs still churning inside me.

“I am a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut and I accept my punishment for cumming when I wasn’t supposed to,” I said, despite the way my chest was heaving.

Tyler threw something down on the hood of the car and I realized it was a blanket, or something like that. Zack, Chris and Tyler helped me up onto the hood of the Sequoia, maneuvering me until I was able to sit. I was surprised that it was only mildly uncomfortable to sit and even that problem seemed to disappear as I laid back, my head laying on the windshield. Above me a few clouds floated by as the boys put my bondage cuffs on, wrapping them around my wrists. Then the bungee cords came out and suddenly my arms were hooked to the side view mirrors of the car. I couldn’t have freed myself if I wanted. I lay there, knowing what came next, and Zack and Tyler each grabbed an ankle as Brad got into position and Chris picked up the vibroballs controller and began changing the intensity of the vibrations inside me.

They pulled me wide open.

Okay, I may need to quantify that because I’m not just talking about them spreading my legs a bit. They pulled until I was doing the splits, bracing my heels just above the headlights and sliding me down so that my pussy was just above the car manufacturer’s logo. I groaned as the ache reached through my strained thighs and with my butt just barely hanging out over the grill, my grasping, fluttering, soaked gash was in the absolutely perfect position. Brad lifted the flogger, ran the strands through his left hand, then snapped his right wrist forward to bring the whip downward in an overhand stroke.

The first blow was more of a love tap and while I jerked, it was more from the surprise of it than anything. My pussy was quivering madly because of the vibroballs and my rump and my breasts still felt hot and heavy. The muscles in my legs rippled tightly as Zack and Tyler held me open and in place. I lifted my head, eyes locking onto Brad with an intense desperation as I clenched my teeth in frustration. I didn’t say anything, but Brad got the message. He once more ran the leather strands through his hand, then swung the whip with much more force.

It landed exactly where it needed too and I squealed loudly as my pussy once more bore the brunt of the punishment. A hot sting seemed to explode across my folds, over my clit, and even downward and for a second I thought that my clenching sex might just throttle the two vibroballs, still purring and buzzing inside me. I nodded violently, my toes curling, even as the sting began to dissipate into a spreading heat.

“Yes!” I managed to hiss. “More!”

Brad struck again, the whip cutting down. The strands didn’t just hit my pussy. They opened me open, pushing my petals outward, excoriating the soft pink inner bits. Pain shot up through me, but it only made it halfway to my brain before the other sensations overwhelmed the hurt and changed it. By the time it made it to my brain, I wasn’t even thinking. I was just feeling. More swats of the flogger came, each one turning up the heat, the pressure, the need, the utter mindless want. I twisted on the hood of the car, my hips jerking up and down, even though the rest of me was pinned in place and held open.

“Breanne, where are you on the fuckslut scale?” Tyler asked.

I gritted my teeth as another stroke sliced through my sex. “Four point eight!” I managed to gasp.

We were somewhere around the tenth stroke to my sex when Zack put his spare hand on my tit. His thumb and forefinger pinched down on my nipple, still tingling and flushed from the whipping, but it was the last straw. As the flogger kept slashing down between my legs, Tyler saw the effect Zack’s little pinch was having on me, my chest heaving as I lifted my ass off the hood of the car with a mixed scream. I don’t even know what I was saying, or yelling, but Zack told me later that I was begging them to hurt me. To hit harder. Faster. And then I blubbered, begging them to fuck me, even as the my nipples were twisted and pulled and Brad left stroke after stroke of the flogger on my poor pussy. My toes curled as I pulled and fought and then my back arched as it all came together. Heat and pain and pleasure and desire and want and those fucking vibroballs.

I’m unsure if Brad was standing close enough to get splattered as I came. I sure hope he was. It would have served him right. All I know is that even as I exploded, the leather flogger hit me one last time, dragged through the sodden, squirting swamp of my slit. When my body went rigid and I screamed, it was not a scream of agony. God no. I have no doubt in my mind that all four boys knew exactly what had freaking happened. Well, except possibly Tyler.

“Did she… did she just orgasm?” Tyler asked incredulously.

I lay there on the hood of the car, arms still tied to the side view mirrors, my legs held open as girl goo dripped from my freshly whipped pussy. I’m not quite sure what that meant for the hood of the Sequoia, but I sure as hell was quivering with ecstasy as the spasms rippled euphorically through me. I felt the vibroballs slow down but not shut off and I let out a soft groan as my sex just convulsed around those two little spheres. Eyes closed, I smiled stupidly, feeling the leftover twitches that usually surged through my fried nervous system after an unusually intense orgasm and I let out a self-satisfied moan so passionate that Zack let go of my leg. I didn’t bother to close up, though the release of the tension felt good. Besides, I’m not sure I had the energy to close my legs.

“Told you,” Brad said smugly.

“Well, that was interesting,” Chris added, also sounding just a little shocked. “I’m a little surprised. She’s had an orgasm during each of the last three punishments. I figured she’d pop during the car games. But not when we were punishing her. What are we on? Nine?”

“She’s a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” Zack said simply, as if that were all the explanation required.

I felt my other leg get released and admittedly, I shifted so that I wasn’t quite doing the splits any more. I felt the wire to the vibroballs slide a little over my hip. Some small part of me kind of hoped that one of them would do something else. You know, like climb up on top of me and fuck their new hood ornament? Or maybe tie me in place and go for a drive? I lay there, my pussy still hot and wet and stuffed and vibrating, my breasts not quite throbbing, but definitely sore, and my bottom tingling. Who needed to move?

“I would like to point out,” said Chris, “that Breanne now has had four times as many orgasms as all of us combined. In four hours.”

“Do you think she needs a break?” Tyler asked curiously. “We’ve been really hard on her. Heck, look at her hips. She’s still twitching.”

“That’s just the vibroballs,” Brad said with a snort.

“Should we take them out?” There was a laugh. “Or turn them off, maybe?” Tyler added with a bit more seriousness.

I let out a little mewl of displeasure. I may not get a vote, but I wanted them to know how I felt.

There was a momentary silence. “I guess we need to figure out what comes next,” Tyler finally said. “Other than Breanne,” he added sarcastically.

“What do you mean?”

Tyler gestured at me. “Do we let her recover before we do anything else? I mean, technically by cumming during this punishment, she has to be punished again. Can she even handle that?”

My brain, which had only barely started to work again, tried to sort through that thought, but didn’t get anywhere. Instead, my hips jerked, undoubtedly because of the still rumbling vibroballs, and not because I liked the idea of enduring another punishment.

“Is anyone getting hungry?” Zack asked curiously.

“Seriously? How can you think of food right now?” Brad asked curiously. “There’s a naked girl tied to the hood of the car!”

“And we’re discussing how to further sexually torture her,” Chris added.

Zack laughed. “Well, I’m thinking that we switch drivers and give Breanne a break until lunch. That should provide enough time for her to recover from this last punishment, so that we can then inflict another one on her right after we eat.”

Everyone else, including me, thought this an excellent idea. Mostly because I was getting hungry too. Of course, I didn’t say anything. I was too busy being a vibrating hood ornament.

“Chris, would you mind pulling the vibroballs out of Breanne?”

“What? Oh. Sure.”

I heard a car door opening, while at the same time there was a tug on the wire going to my sex. The motors inside my pussy shut off and I let out a soft groan as Chris slowly pulled the two golf-ball sized spheres out of my dripping slit.

“I like how she’s spread open like that,” Tyler said with a grin. “I don’t suppose we could tie her legs wide again and then drive back to the freeway with her on the hood?”

“Yes please,” I whispered.

There was some laughter. “All it would take is passing one car. Then the police would be on us,” Brad replied. “Though I admit, I like the idea. Especially if we tied her feet so that she was doing the splits again.”

“Um… Zack?” Chris said suddenly. “I thought we were going to give Breanne a break? What’s with the Rotating Venus Penis thing?”

I opened my eyes a crack and saw Zack coming around the edge of the bumper holding my RVP. He moved right between my legs.

“I said Breanne should get a break before the next punishment. I didn’t say she should get a break from sexual stimulation.” He began slipping the four-inch-long probe into my slit. It slid in easily and I let out another groan. The four-inch-long cock wasn’t exactly thick enough or long enough to push me right back to the edge of the cliff, but it was a nice start. Besides, I wasn’t exactly craving orgasm. Not now. Now it was more like… I don’t know… the right sort of sensation. I really wanted cock.

“A break from sexual stimulation? Isn’t that part of it though?” Tyler asked. “I mean, can she handle that much? Won’t she get sensitive?”

Zack snorted as he began attaching the harness, securing the RVP to my sex. “Of course she can. All women do. And yes, most women would have to stop. But Breanne is a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. The more sensitive Breanne gets, the more it arouses her. It’s a loop. The only way Breanne stops having sex is when she’s exhausted and can’t stay awake to fuck, or if she’s pushed to a limit where she has to claim a medical out.”

“That’s the third time you’ve mentioned that,” Tyler said. “A medical out. What does that mean exactly?”

Zack shrugged as he finished getting the RVP where we both wanted it and I rolled my hips to the left and right so he could clip on the harness. “Basically if Breanne needs to stop, she’ll call for a ‘medical out.’ When that happens, everything stops and it doesn’t start back up until she says she’s ready. That said, there are consequences. Kari and Julie, her regular mistresses, will judge her decision to ask for a medical out. If they decide it was done honestly, for real medical reasons, she’ll just be forced to do whatever torment was about to get done to her, just at a later time. But if they decide she chickened out, or wasn’t quite honest about the situation, then she gets punished. Usually twice as bad as what was going to be done to her.” He lifted the remote to the RVP.

“Wait. Are you going to turn that on?” Tyler exclaimed.

“Well of course I’m going to turn it on. What’s the point of putting it in her if we weren’t going to turn it on?” Zack shrugged. “I will start it on low, and just the rotation function. Then we can turn it up every five minutes until we find a place to eat.”

Chris looked up from his phone. “We’re about fifteen minutes from Crowley. Plenty of lunch options there,” he added.

Zack nodded. “Fifteen minutes means she’ll be buzzing and churning like crazy before we get there.” He grinned. “Trust me, she’ll be ready for punishment after we eat.” He finished setting the toy in place and turned it on.

“If she doesn’t have another orgasm first,” Tyler groused.

Inside me, the RVP’s tiny cock began to corkscrew. I let out a passionate groan as my sex tightened around the swirling probe. It sort of galvanized my brain a bit and I took stock of my situation. My pussy was definitely a little sensitive, thanks to the double whipping it had just received, but at least my clit itself wasn’t the epicenter of that discomfort. It was a general heat and prickling sensation that covered my entire groin. Add in the flavors still coming from my ass and breasts, and the grinding rotation of the RVP actually felt more like a massage. Well, at least a sexually charged and obviously arousing massage. Zack was being diabolical. He knew that I’d be a panting cum slut again in minutes with the RVP inside me.

“Are you sure we can’t drive with her on the hood?” Brad asked a moment later, even as Chris and Tyler untied my wrists. I pulled my arms back and slowly sat up, opening my eyes. All four of the boys were around me and I put my hands on my breasts, checking them. The skin was still a bit flushed and sensitive, but surprisingly there were no welts. I licked my lips as another little wave of pleasure streamed up from my pussy. I clenched, then released, only to let out a soft moan.

Zack held out his hand. “Come on down, Bre.”

I took it and slowly slid to the edge of the hood. “How come no one fucked me,” I said in a disappointed voice. “Do you know how good that would have felt after that whipping?”

The confused blinks from everyone but Zack made me laugh and I sat there on the hood. “Shoes?” I asked, looking around.

Chris grabbed my high heels and brought them over. I held out my foot like Cinderella and he quickly slid it over my toes. Then he did the other one. I lifted my hands outstretched and Brad and Chris helped me down to stand naked at the front of the car. I gave them all an expectant look.

“Um… Chinese Fire Drill?” I explained.

The stunned look on the boys made it all worthwhile.

“Really?” Chris asked incredulously. I nodded. They laughed and I watched them scurry, Chris grabbing the blanket off the hood. Tyler climbed into the driver’s seat of the Sequoia, while Zack moved to the front seat passenger side. Brad got in behind Tyler, while Chris, who had been driving, was now in the right rear passenger seat. The doors closed and the engine started up. Then all four windows slid downward.

Every other time I’d done the walk of shame around the car, I’d hurried as fast as my shoes would let me. And that made sense when I was only a hundred yards away from the busy freeway and my nudity would be an issue. But we were by a field and a tree line, on a dirt road, and I couldn’t even hear the freeway. Maybe a farmer a mile away might have seen me, but so what? I turned, facing the boys right through the front windshield and then began swaying, running my hands up and down my front, cupping my breasts and using my thumbs to tease the tips.

Then I moved to my left, stepping far enough away from the Sequoia that they’d be able to see me move. I spun slowly, making sure not to misstep in the gravel, while at the same time moving my hips sensuously. I had to hold the controller to the RVP in my hand, the pink wire going down to my sex, and I turned it up. Not to full power of course, but so that both settings were on medium. It certainly charged me! It took a full minute of dancing to even get to the rear of the vehicle. All the boys were twisting in their seats to watch me.

I made it back to where Zack was sitting and I offered him my breasts. For a second he looked at me in surprise, but then scrambled to find a clothespin. It took a second, but he produced one of the wooden pegs and with a grin, placed it on my right nipple. I gasped, groaning dramatically. Probably more than I should have, but then I moved to the next window, looking in at Chris, who blinked up at me in surprise.

“Uh… Bre,” he said with chagrin. “You don’t have to put on another clothespin till the next circle,” he admonished slightly. I smiled down at him.

“I know,” I teased. “But there’s nothing that says you can’t move the one that’s already on me, just for fun.”

In hindsight, this was the dumbest thing I could have done, but Chris jumped at the chance. He pinched open the peg Zack had just put on my right nipple, and then moved it to the left. I groaned again as the sharp pain shot through my breast and I pulled back, again spinning and swaying, dancing as the RVP spun and shook in my slit, and my nipple throbbed from the peg quivering on the tip. I made it around the back end of the Sequoia and leaned into Brad’s face.

“Move it back?” I teased.

Brad grinned, pinched the peg open, and moved it. The delicious pinching sensation was absolutely sending additional waves of arousal through me, or maybe just intensifying the ones I was getting from the RVP. I moved to the driver’s window and Tyler moved the clothespin back to the left hand side. I got to the front of the car, climbed up on the bumper and did this grinding move, then went back to Zack’s window for the second clothespin. I got that, then moved to Chris, who looked confused.

“Take one off, then the other, and swap them,” I encouraged.

“Damn,” he whispered, reaching up. I hissed as he removed the one on my right nipple, then took the clothespin off my left and set it on the right. Back and forth. I moved on along until all the boys but Zack had done the swap. Finally I finished my third lap and instead of stopping at the front seat, moved to Chris’ door and opened it. I climbed in, RVP still buzzing and swirling at medium, both nipples clamped, and I threw myself down into the seat between Chris and Brad. I spread my legs, lifting them and throwing them across their laps as I leaned back.

“Jesus,” Chris muttered, glancing down at my pussy and thighs. “She’s soaked.”

I grabbed his hand and brought it down to my leg, very close to the RVP, his finger sliding through some of the excess lubrication. “Now can I fuck you?” It came out as sort of a purr. Brad took hold of the remote and checked it as the Sequoia started to move.

“You were right,” he said to Zack. “She turned it up. Both functions. Medium.”

Zack turned in the front seat to look back at me. “Breanne,” he said with one of those parenting tones. I grinned, but then groaned piteously as the buzzing inside my pussy suddenly stopped and the rotation of the four-inch-long cock slowed, going back to what I would consider the bare minimum.

“Hey,” I protested, looking over at Brad. “That took five minutes. At least turn both functions back on?” He gave me a rueful smile and held onto the remote. My sex tightened, somewhat unhappy with the lower setting. But as I was glaring at him, a familiar surge of discomfort shot through my right breast and I whirled with a yelp, bringing a hand up as Chris plucked the clothespin off my nipple. “What are you…” I managed to blurt out when a matching sensation happened on the other side as Brad caught hold of the other peg, pinched it open, and freed the tip of my breast.

Brad handed his clothespin to Chris, who put both of them away, much to my disappointment. Zack was still looking at me, so I stuck my tongue out at him. He let out an exasperated sigh and shook his head. “Oil her,” he said, without specifying anything else.

“Oil me?” I asked, curious. “What does that mean?”

Chris, who had stuffed my clothespins back in the canvas bag, pulled out a bottle of baby oil from my canvas sack and held it up with a grin. “Exactly what it sounds like.” Brad reached across my front as Chris unscrewed the top and he poured a rather impressive amount into Brad’s palm. Luckily we’d gotten to the asphalt by that time, leaving the gravel back road behind us in a plume of dust. Brad brought his hand up to my left breast, smearing the copious amount of oil across my breast. I looked at him as he began gently swirling his palm in slow circles, my skin slippery and warm, and I let out a groan of pleasure.

“Ohhh,” I said softly. Then Chris poured out a similar amount of oil in his hand too and then next thing I knew I was getting a boob massage. It’s one thing to endure clamps all the time, but to have two men kneading and rubbing your breasts… that’s something else. My bosom glistened wetly and I groaned with ecstasy. I sat there between them and I lifted my arms up and arched my spine, thrusting my oil slick chest outward. My hands found the backs of each of their heads and I twirled my fingers around teasingly. Pleasure ran through me and I again wished the RVP was going a little more intensely. Still, this was sweet. Very, very sweet.

We made it all the way back to the freeway before Zack told Brad to turn up the RVP. I realized he had gone back to his five minute interval concept and I mewled with increasing pleasure as the vibrations once again started up inside me. Had I been given an option, I probably would have turned up the rotation functioning, letting the corkscrewing phallus churn my insides into a creamy froth. Still, the boys continued to rub my nipples, teasing the sensitive tips and even poured more oil on my chest.

“What are you guys in the mood for?” Zack asked a moment later, looking down at his phone. “There are all the usual places. Waffle House, McDonalds, Sonic, Subway…”

“I could use a burger,” Tyler said from the driver’s seat.

“Just not McDonalds,” I replied sourly. “It’s not the food, but it’s billed as a kid friendly place and I’d prefer not to traumatize anyone with my attire.”

“Or lack thereof,” Tyler replied saucily.

Evidently, Chris was not as distracted by my oiled bosom as I was the rubbing, because he shook his head. “While I don’t mind a burger, I do not want to eat in the car.”

“Unless it’s pussy,” Brad added with a chuckle.

I grinned. “I like to eat sausage in the car.”

There were a couple of groans. “What about Mexican?” Zack asked. “There’s a high rated Mexican food place just south of I-10. How about that?”

I love Mexican food. So yeah. I would have nodded, but Brad was doing this thing with his fingers, circling my nipple and… trust me. You’d have been distracted too.

We were almost to our turnoff when Zack told Brad to increase the rotation function of the RVP to medium. I felt the increase in speed, the finger long probe picking up the pace inside me. Chris added more oil to my right breast and I looked down. My skin was practically soaked and glistened wetly. I just reveled in the feel of his touch. The Sequoia hummed down the freeway, then took the turn. I didn’t pay much attention as we turned and headed south, I was seriously distracted by other things.

We pulled up into the almost empty parking lot of a restaurant that almost looked like a barn. Painted a dull ochre, the Sequoia stood out starkly. Tyler pulled into a parking space, stopped the car, and then…

Well… then the true torment began.


Chapter Eight: A Serving of Humiliation with Enchiladas

“Turn off the RVP and pull it out of her,” directed Zack.

I blinked. “What?” I demanded, just a bit shocked. Brad’s fingers moved quickly and I felt both the rotation and buzzing stop, leaving my pussy quivering with unrequited need. I let out a groan and gave Zack a frustrated look. “You better have something better planned for me,” I said.

Zack’s eyebrow went up. “On edge are we?” He asked in a teasing voice and I glared at him.

“Yes,” I retorted. “I’m soaked.”

“Whose fault is that?” He asked, even as Brad and Chris began unhooking the harness strapped around my waist. I let out another frustrated hiss as the RVP was pulled from my gaping slickness and Brad held it up to my mouth, clearly expecting me to suck the synthetic cock clean.

“Yours,” I replied. Then I turned and let Brad jam the whole thing into my mouth. I sucked it clean, then as it was pulled away, got even snarkier. “So what’s going in my pussy?” I asked in a bratty tone.

Zack turned around in the seat. “Nothing,” he said simply.

That stunned me. “Nothing?” I blinked as Brad leaned down, grabbed my skirt and peasant blouse, and set them in my lap. “But… what about Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule Number One?” I asked worriedly.

Zack shrugged. “Don’t worry. We’ll be keeping your pussy appropriately teased so that you’re ready for sex. But right now, we aren’t putting anything in your pussy.” Next to me, Chris handed over my white, gauzy peasant blouse.

I licked my lips and started pulling on the shirt, still distracted by the annoying emptiness in my pussy. The white gauzy bit of material slid down over my head and fell across my breasts. Barely. I’m absolutely positive that anyone looking straight on could see enough “underboob” to get ideas. In fact, the peasant blouse seemed to be sticking to my taut and erect nipples. I tugged it down without really paying attention. I was more worried about the fact that my pussy was quivering desperately and no one seemed willing to do anything about it.

Brad helped me into the pleated denim skirt and I did an awkward wiggle, getting it into place, just below my hips. The whole thing looked like it was ready to slip off and only the impressive curvature of my ass was keeping the skirt in place. Then I slipped into my shoes. Brad popped the door and with his help, I climbed out, pressing my arm down on my shirt to keep my breasts from flopping out the bottom. I straightened up into the sunshine and looked around.

The restaurant lot was almost completely empty, which I had mixed feelings about. Part of me wanted the place to be packed, usually an assurance of good quality food. It also meant that I’d get to experience an entirely different kind of sexual stimulation that I both hated and loved. Humiliation. There is an intensity to having other people look at you like a sex object instead of a person. My brain hated it. My pussy loved it. Of course, the lot being empty was probably a good thing because despite the fact that I didn’t have cock or a sex toy in my slit, I suspected that my current state wasn’t guaranteed and who knows what the boys had in mind? Brad offered me his arm and I took it, pressing myself against him, and allowed him to walk me toward the entrance as Zack, Chris, and Tyler fell in behind us. Probably staring at my ass. Brad opened the door.

Cool air rushed in around us and I appreciated the lack of humidity and heat. Sure enough, the dining area was mostly empty, with just a couple of working guys sitting at one table off in the corner. Two of them spotted me immediately and their eyes widened, a jealous look cast at my companions. A lady wearing a name tag with “Ruby” looked at us, me specifically, and told us to sit anywhere. Zack led the way to the back of the restaurant and we sat down at a table meant for six. I didn’t get to choose. I was positioned between Brad and Chris, sitting across from Zack and Tyler, my back to the rest of the dining area. Especially the group of workmen.

Ruby came back to the table with menus and as she set our menus down, she gave me a disapproving look. “Miss, you might adjust your skirt.”

Brad, Chris, Zack, and Tyler all looked at me in surprise and I blinked.

“My skirt?” I asked, trying to figure out what the problem was.

“It’s ridden up,” she explained.

I felt the heat on my face as my cheeks went scarlet and I lifted up and yanked downward. Zack’s eyes flashed with amusement, his gaze flicking to the guys behind me, who I realized were all staring at the little fuckslut whose ass was on display through the gap in the wooden chair between the back and the seat. I dragged the denim into place, mortified, and I felt the rush of wetness between my legs. I settled back down. The denim still didn’t cover my bottom. Not really. But at least I wasn’t showing off my butthole through the gap in the chair anymore.

“Thank you,” I managed to whimper.

She smiled, but it was for the guys. “What can I get you all to drink?” Ruby asked. No one got anything alcoholic, including me. While we sat there waiting for our beverages, Zack looked across at me.

“How are you feeling?” He asked and I could tell he was being honest about it.

“Utterly humiliated,” I said, still feeling the embarrassment.

He grinned. “Well, you are a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. Being sexually humiliated in public turns you on.”

I gulped. “I’m quite aware of that,” I replied.

“So that means you’re horny?” Asked Tyler.

Brad laughed. “Of course she is. I’ll bet she’s leaving a wet spot on the chair right now.” He turned and looked at me. “Are you wet right now, Bre?”

I looked down at the table, not wanting to meet anyone’s eyes. “Yes.”

There were several snickers. “Breanne,” Chris said patiently. “When are you not wet?”

I bit my lip and gave him a naughty look.

“Actually Bre, when I asked about how you were feeling, I meant physically,” Zack explained. “Afterall, about thirty minutes ago you were tied to the hood of the car, getting your breasts and pussy whipped.”.

The mention of the punishment just made me wriggle, my pussy tightening up on absolutely nothing, which felt awful and wrong. “I’m a tad bit sensitive in certain spots. My clit and nipples especially,” I added. “Which makes those bits perfect for things like clamps, or someone’s tongue. Other than that, I’m fine.”

“Wait,” Chris said. “So whipping your tits and clit actually makes those spots easier to stimulate?”

I nodded. “I don’t just respond well to being publicly humiliated, Chris. I’m also a pain slut. You guys sensitized me. Yes, my nipples and clit are sore, but that just makes them twice as sensitive, which means that you should concentrate on those parts of me.”

I saw Tyler’s eyes flicker downward to my breasts. “I can do that,” Tyler said. “But I still love humiliating you. For example, the way the oil is soaking through your shirt, making the material see through.”

I blinked. “What?” I asked in confusion. I glanced at my shirt. My peasant blouse had settled across my breasts in its normal fashion, but then I noticed that where the pierced tips of my breasts were touching the white, gauzy material, the oil that had been liberally applied to my nipples had soaked rather impressively into the shirt. “Fuck!” I muttered, reaching down and pulling the front of my shirt away from my breasts. Of course, that’s right when Ruby returned with our drinks and I had to pull it back down in frustration. I tried not to get excited as drinks were passed around, or draw attention to the fact that two big translucent blotches were dotting the front of my shirt, making the pink circles of my bosom obvious. Ruby put my drink down and gave me another disapproving glare. Then she walked off again.

“I think being able to see your nipples is awesome,” Brad said, taking a sip of his soda. “I just wish there were a set of clamps on them. Vibrating ones.”

“Everyone needs to figure out what they want to eat,” Zack interrupted, bringing us all back into focus. “Then we can start the game.”

“Game?” I asked suspiciously. “What game?”

“The sex game. But after we order,” Zack insisted.

I squirmed again and tried to wait patiently, but it wasn’t easy. I kept fiddling with my shirt, trying to pull the material away from my nipples. The oil had really soaked in and now the thin cotton was sticking to my areolas too. It made for a very disturbing look. I opened up my napkin and was in the process of reaching up under my blouse to wipe the excess oil away when Brad’s ironlike grasp caught my wrist.

“Don’t you dare,” he teased. He looked at Zack. “We should have brought the bottle in with us.”

And of course that was when Ruby showed up to take our orders. I sat there on the verge of trying to run and gave my request in a wooden, desperate tone. I deliberately didn’t look at her and only felt a sense of relief when she disappeared again.

“Now,” Zack said patiently to me as he pulled out a small sand timer, the kind that you get in a board game. He set it on the table in front of himself. “We’re going to play a game called Distraction. The rules are relatively simple. Each one of us will give Bre a task that she will do for one minute. The moment the minute is over, the next challenger has to give her a task. If you fail to immediately give Bre a task, or if you accidentally repeat a previous task, you’re out of the game.”

My eyes narrowed. “What kind of tasks are we talking about here?” I asked suspiciously.

Zack smiled. “It can be anything within the limits of good taste and law. For example, I can’t tell you to do a strip tease, but I can tell you to pinch your left nipple.”

“My left nipple?” I asked.

Zack nodded. “Yes. Expose your left breast and pinch the nipple for us.”

I blinked. “You mean, right now?”

“Do it Bre,” Tyler said, grinning. “I like this game.

“I think,” Brad said teasingly, “you’re supposed to start pinching your left nipple.”

“And then what?” I asked, even as my right hand came up and slid underneath the peasant blouse. I took hold of the pierced nub, which wasn’t easy considering how much freaking oil was still on it, and squeezed it, letting out a soft groan. Zack turned over the timer.

“You’ll find out in a minute,” Zack said. “Pinch harder. Use your nails.”

My brow furrowed as a little shard of pain went through my nipple.

“God,” Tyler muttered. “That is so hot.”

My eyes flickered to the timer, watching the sand fall. Actually, it was hot. Me sitting there, on edge, anticipation flooding through me, adding in the actual sensation of my nipple getting pinched, was quite arousing. I added a little twist near the end and damn if my pussy wasn’t quivering wetly, wishing there was something in it. I felt my hips roll.

“Now, be ready Tyler,” Zack warned. “You’ll need to give her a new directive as soon as the timer runs out.”

I watched as the last grain of sand fell.

Immediately Tyler grinned. “Same nipple. Touch it with your glass.”

I scowled, but pulled my hand out from under my peasant blouse. I picked up my glass and tried to decide if I wanted to do it through the shirt or not. Then I realized with the oil soaking the front, having the shirt there wouldn’t do a damn thing, and could even make it more of a problem. I kept my nipple exposed and pressed the side of the glass to it. After a minute’s worth of pinching, the tip of my breast was erect and if anything, the cold, condensation covered glass only made it tighten up more. I gasped as the temperature of my drink chilled my nipple and I held it there, rubbing it back and forth across the hard, taut tip.

“Now this is entertainment,” Brad said, plucking a chip out of the bowl that Ruby had left on the table.

“Maybe you’d like to have this glass rubbed against the tip of your cock?” I asked, the cold making my nipple pucker and harden.

“I’d rather have your tongue rubbed against it,” he replied, taking a sip of his own drink.

The timer ran out and Chris knocked his knuckles against the table. “Put the middle finger of your left hand completely into your pussy and wiggle it around.”

My eyebrows went up as I put my glass on the table and covered my breast back up. The gauzy front of the peasant blouse stuck to my cold nipple, the oil soaked material practically see through. “What?” I demanded. “Here?”

Zack very deliberately turned the timer over. “Do it, Bre.”

I hesitated for only a moment, but then let my knees spread until they were touching both of the guys next to me. Neither Brad or Chris seemed to mind and Brad actually reached down and grabbed hold of my thigh. I slipped my left hand down between my legs and then touched myself with my middle finger. The resulting intake of breath made it clear to the boys how it felt and I penetrated as quickly and deeply as I could. I groaned, eyes losing focus as I curled my finger around and wiggled it.

And damn if that didn’t feel amazing!

“Question,” Brad asked suddenly. “Is Breanne allowed to cum during the game?” He gave me a look, clearly noticing the way my hips were moving.

Zack considered that. “I’m not sure. Opinions?” He looked around.

Tyler crossed his arms thoughtfully. “I think she should be allowed. Hell, it ought to be the objective!”

I quivered, my finger jiggling inside me as I dillied myself at the table. My palm pressed against my clit and damned if I wasn’t already halfway up the mountain, heading straight for the cliffs of orgasm.

Chris disagreed with a shake of his head. “On the contrary, I think she should be forbidden to cum. And if she does explode, not only does the person who gave her the task win the game, it earns her a special punishment.”

I began thrusting in and out, my eyes locked on the timer. I only had seconds left as I tightened and tensed.

“What kind of special punishment?” Brad asked curiously. “Not to be a downer, but we’re already through half of the punishments we already put together. We’re going to have to start getting creative, or repeat punishments at this rate. Not to mention she already has earned another punishment, which we have to inflict upon her the moment we get back to the car.”

The timer ran out and I let out a whimper as Brad looked at me and smiled. “Suck that finger clean,” he ordered. “Like a cock.”

I might have let my frustration influence my expression because all of the boys laughed. I pulled my finger out of my freshly creamed cunt and stuck it in my mouth, sucking on it. The tangy taste was familiar and I sat there looking stupid, giving my finger a blowjob. All I needed now was for the waitress to come back.

“The problem with the whole ‘winning if she cums’ idea is that Breanne could influence the game,” Zack said. “As for the way to win the game, the original instructions hold. If one of us repeats an instruction, or fails to provide a new one immediately, they are out of the game.” He grinned at me. “As for whether Breanne is allowed to cum, I vote that she should not be allowed to cum, and will be punished if she does.”

The boys looked around as the timer ran out and I pulled my finger out of my mouth. Zack didn’t even hesitate. “Hold an ice cube against your clit. If it melts before the end of the minute, get another one.”

Our eyes met and I felt the intensity of his look. I reached back to my glass, fished an ice cube out of it, and brought it down between my legs, which I had to spread wide, my knees bumping into both Brad and Chris. I jammed it up against my clit and let out a little yelp, only to close my eyes as the cold seared the sensitive little nub.

“Well, it’s a tie on the orgasm thing,” Brad said. “That’s not terribly helpful. Two in favor of denial. Two in favor of allowing it.”

“Breanne,” Zack said with a smile, as I chilled my clitoris. “What do you think? Should you be allowed to cum? Or should you be punished?”

I felt another spasm ripple through me, staring at my convulsing little slit. I gulped and even as I felt the water melting from the ice cube, slipping down through my hot pink folds, soaking the seat beneath me, I glanced around the table.

“Need you ask?” I gasped. “Punishment. Not that that will stop me,” I added.

Tyler grinned. “You are so hot right now,” he said with a laugh.

I shook my head. “Right now, I’m icy cold.” But then I brought my hand up from between my legs and reached into my glass and snagged another ice cube. All the boys watched as I slipped it down underneath the table, then sucked in another breath. It was so cold!

“So we’re back to winning the game via mental gymnastics,” Zack said, looking around. “You win by not screwing up the task you give her.” He smiled at me. “And you’re also predictably naughty,” Zack said. “Always figuring out a way to cum.”

The timer ran out in front of me and I let what was left of the second ice cube fall from my fingers onto the floor. I looked over at Tyler.

“Put Chris’ finger in your pussy,” Tyler said promptly.

I’m not sure which of us was more surprised, but I quickly grabbed Chris’ hand. He let me drag it down to my lap and helped by sliding his middle finger into me, even as his hand cupped my sex. I groaned as he began wiggling it around.

“If you think this is going to distract me,” Chris said politely, “you’re wrong.”

Brad grinned. “I like this. Now we’re all working to make her explode, while she’s trying to hold off.”

Tyler leaned back with a rueful smile. “I somehow doubt that,” he said. “I don’t think the idea of punishment actually dissuades Bre.”

I ignored them, since I was pretty much beyond thinking at that point. Chris’ finger swirled and plunged and pressed and sent ripples through my sex. His palm pressed against my clit and I spread my legs as wide as I could to give him better access. I sat there quivering, getting finger fucked and I realized that Chris was definitely trying to get me to explode. Even my legs were shuddering as waves of acute pleasure rolled through me. I realized I was panting a moment later as the sexual pressure doubled.

“Times up,” Zack said. Brad gave Chris a disgusted look.

“Fine. Humiliation time. Breanne, suck Chris’ finger clean.”

With a roll of his eyes, Chris pulled his hand away from my sex and my pussy clenched down hard in frustration as the wonderful sensation of being stuffed disappeared. He held up his hand and I obediently opened my mouth, taking it in and sucking.

Which is when Ruby appeared again. With food. With me slurping on someone’s finger. She looked at me and Chris in confusion, especially since he didn’t take his hand away from my mouth as she put down our food. A steak fajita bowl was slid in front of me and I realized it wasn’t only my pussy that was growling. All the plates got put down before the timer finished and Ruby walked away, looking even more disgruntled. Chris pulled his finger out of my mouth and cleaned it off with a napkin. I picked up my napkin encrusted silverware and began unrolling it.

Zack was ready. “Breanne, spread the folds of your pussy with the tines of your fork and tease your clit with it.”

I blinked, then let out a frustrated sigh. “Really?” I protested, waving my fork over my food. “I’m hungry.”

“Gotta do it,” Zack said with a grin.

So instead of eating, I slipped my fork down into my lap, spread my knees wide again, and then - gently - pressed the tines of my fork into the petals of my hungry little flower. It was awkward and as a little bit of pressure was applied to my clit, arousing. I sat there trembling, trying to resist the urge to move the fork upward and rub my clit with it.

“Hmmm,” Chris said after taking a bite of his burrito. “This is pretty good food.”

There was general agreement around the table, except for me. I sat there with a fork pressed to my sex, rubbing the metal tines back and forth across my clit, trying to ignore the scent of my enchilada’s. I looked over at Tyler.

“Interfere with my ability to eat,” I said threateningly, “and I will make sure that your next orgasm takes an excruciatingly long time to achieve.”

Tyler’s eyes widened while Brad laughed. I looked down sourly at my enchilada’s and then at the timer. I felt my pussy pulsing a bit against the fork and the second the last grain of sand fell, I pulled the utensil away from my sex and plunged the damp tines down into my sour cream and chicken enchilada.

I noticed Tyler’s eyes focusing on something behind me. “Breanne, slip off your right shoe and put your foot in Chris’ lap. He’s going to tickle you.”

My eyes widened. “Tyler!” I exclaimed, the bite of enchilada half-way to my mouth. 

“What?” He exclaimed. “That leaves your mouth free!” He looked worried.

“Unless I’m laughing my head off!” I spluttered.

Zack cleared his throat. “Bre. Shoe. Lap.”

Grumbling, I ate my bite of enchilada even as I slipped out of the high heel. Then I lifted my right leg, swung it horizontal, and set it down in Chris’ lap. He looked a bit discombobulated so I swallowed and gave him a very intense look.

“Imagine what it's going to feel like when I pull away and you’re on the verge of cumming,” I hissed, even as his fingers came down to the soft bottom of my foot. He began, very slowly, to run a single nail up my instep.

I pretended to giggle, but immediately went back to the enchilada, grateful that Chris didn’t know my secret. I was ticklish there, but he needed to flutter his fingers fast, overloading my nerves. A single soft stroke up and down just felt good. Very, very good. I pretended to laugh again as I managed to get another forkfull to my mouth. I chewed, chuckled, and then went for another bite. Zack looked at me suspiciously.

“Chris, you aren’t tickling her. Go fast. Wiggle your fingers,” Zack said.

“What?”

My eyes widened. “Zack!” I exclaimed, but it was too late. Suddenly Chris was flicking his fingers all over my arch and instep and I let out a shriek, clamping my hands over my mouth. My leg jerked and Chris had to grab hold of my ankle to keep me from pulling away. And he kept tickling me!

Well, you can forget about me getting another bite in. I could barely hold it together! I flopped like a landed fish while he tickled me. Then the sand ran out in the timer and Zack told Chris to stop.

Chris laughed and let my foot go as I yanked it away.

“You monster!” I said. To Zack. He laughed as I picked up my fork angrily, jamming my foot back into my shoe.

“You’re on my torture list too,” I declared, pointing the tines at him before getting in another bite of enchilada.

That’s when Brad cleared his throat. “Um… wasn’t Chris supposed to do something?”

Chris blinked. “Besides tickling her?”

Tyler grinned. “You’re out. You forgot to give her the next distraction.”

“What?” Chris said, clearly appalled. “Wait! I mean! Fuck!”

“Too late,” Brad crowed. “Breanne, hang this sliced jalapeno on your right nipple. Behind the piercing.” He held out a circle of green pepper.

My eyebrow went up and I took the little bit of vegetable, trying to figure out if he was trying to be cute, nice, or if he thought the small amount of capsaicin would turn me spicy. I swept up my blouse and quickly threaded the jalapeno over the tiny padlock dangling from my right nipple, pushing to get it behind the hoop piercing. When it was in place I gave him a shrug and dove right back into my food.

“A jalapeno on her tit?” Tyler teased. “Really?”

Brad grinned. “Want to eat it off her breast next round?”

Tyler snorted. “No, but you’re going to,” he retorted.

Brad shrugged. “I like spicy sex,” he assured the other boys. “What about you, Breanne? Do you like spicy sex?”

I swallowed the bit of enchilada I was eating. “I am the queen of spicy sex,” I assured him. “Though preferably that means whips and chains and clamps, and not pepper spray.”

“Well, I think the gentlemen behind you definitely appreciate spicy sex,” Tyler said.

“What?” I stammered. I twisted in my seat and looked over my shoulder. All of the work guys were clearly watching us. The grins on their faces were quite impressive. I blinked, trying to figure out how they knew what I was doing.

Zack looked at me as the timer ran out. “Breanne, feed Brad your new nipple ring.”

I gave him a horrified look. “Zack, we’re being watched!”

He shrugged. “So?”

I bit my lip as my pussy quivered. God… I wanted Brad’s finger back in my pussy! I twisted in my seat, and lifted the peasant blouse just enough to reveal my nipple. Brad leaned down and with a playful nip, snatched the jalapeno right off my breast. I’m pretty sure the audience knew what had happened, but couldn’t actually see anything.

Which is when Ruby appeared again.

“Miss,” she said in a very confrontational zone. “If you don’t do something about your skirt, I’m going to get the manager.”

I looked up at her in horror. All the wriggling, the spreading of my legs, the stupid tickling. It had caused my skirt to slide up again. Which meant my ass was on full display.

“Oh my God!” I blurted out. I rose up halfway in the chair and this time I pulled down on the denim so much that I’m pretty sure the waistband was no longer covering the dimples of my ass. I sat back down, my cheeks matching my hair, and I looked down at my plate. Ruby glared at me, and then also Chris. Then she marched away.

“Can we just eat now?” I whined.

The timer ran out just then and Brad grinned. “Not a chance in hell. Spread your legs wide, take Chris’ hand and put it between your legs so that he can tickle your clitoris.”

“You know,” Chris said, slipping his hand down into my lap. “I’m sort of enjoying being the tool.” He pushed on my thighs and I obediently opened them, this time trying to be cognizant of how it pushed on my skirt. Sure enough, I felt it trying to ride up again.

But then, oh God, then Chris’ finger was stroking my clit. Soft, steady, incessant strokes. Up and down. Circles. Little taps. Do you have any idea how difficult it is to eat enchiladas when you are being caressed like that? After about twenty seconds I was panting. At thirty I wanted him to thrust into me. At forty seconds I was trembling. And at sixty I was dancing along the edge of the orgasmic cliff, struggling not to jump off the edge.

Or maybe, I was trying to figure out how to do it. I’m not quite sure.

The sand ran out and Chris pulled his hand out from between my legs with a grin. “You okay?”

I sat there and shuddered. “No. I’m not okay,” I whimpered. “I’m desperate. And I’m hungry.”

Zack laughed. “Breanne, I don’t want to interrupt your lunch, but you need to insert the middle finger of your left hand deep into your pussy and pump it. Fast. Like two thrusts per second. While you’re suffering that for the next minute, both Chris and Brad are going to play with your nipples.”

My eyes widened and before I could even get my left hand down to my lap both of the guys next to me reached up and slipped their hands beneath my top. The oiled tips of my breasts slipped and tingled under their fingers and they quickly moved from rubbing to pinching and twisting. Zack held up the timer, waiting for me to comply and I jammed a hand down between my legs and stuck my finger into my wet, grasping, desperate, and needy pussy.

I didn’t make it thirty seconds.

The orgasm was quiet, as far as orgasm go and mostly that was because instead of eating, I put my right hand up to my mouth and jammed a knuckle in between my teeth. Even then I went rigid, my toes curling as my hips jerked and a series of quite obvious and rather impressive spasms rippled through me. I may not have cried out with my usual “Oh God, I’m cumming!” But there was little doubt to anyone watching, including the men behind me, that I was creaming.

Orgasm number ten.

The second half of the minute was me slumping, breathing heavily, my brain totally befuddled with the sexual euphoria that comes with exploding. I kept my finger where it was supposed to be, but understandably, I wasn’t quite pumping at the same rate as before.

“Sweet,” Tyler said. “Another punishment.”

I sat there, still stunned and just a little dazed. Everyone seemed very pleased. Then Tyler tapped the table. “Breanne, I think you need to cool off. Please insert an ice cube into your pussy.”

It took me a moment and I blinked stupidly as Zack picked up the timer, clearly intending to turn it over as soon as I plucked an ice cube out of my glass. I looked at Tyler, trying to figure out what he was asking me to do. Which is when a well dressed man stepped up to the table, a stern look on his face. I yanked my hand out from between my legs, pulling my finger out of my pussy.

“Gentlemen, if one of you will please escort your lady friend back to your vehicle while the rest of you settle the bill, my staff is bringing to-go boxes for you.”

Everyone looked up, including me, and I saw Ruby standing behind the guy, arms crossed.

Zack sighed. “Our apologies,” he said politely. “Chris? Please take Bre to the car.”

Chris nodded and Tyler looked apoplectic. Brad looked chagrined. I stood up as Chris took my arm and I struggled to get my skirt back down over my exposed ass and soaked slit. Tyler handed Chris the keys and blushing furiously, I did the walk of shame through the dining room, past the workers who were watching me like hawks, and out the front door.

“Oh my God!” I blurted out in utter humiliation as we escaped. Chris let out a laugh and took me to the Sequoia. He unlocked the door and I climbed in, discombobulated. I fell back into the seat and shuddered.

It took Tyler, Zack, and Brad another five minutes to get back to the car and they all climbed in, resuming their previous spots. Tyler was behind the wheel, while Zack sat next to him. To my left was Brad, and my right Chris. Just like at the table.

“Well, that was embarrassing,” Tyler said. He looked over at Zack, who twisted and handed a box back to me. There was a plastic fork on top.

“Here,” he said, somewhat apologetically. “I know you’re still hungry.”

I took the box and licked my lips. “But at least I’m not horny now.”

He rolled his eyes. “Chris?”

“Yes?”

“Get the big vibrator out of Bre’s bag, turn it on high, and push it into her so she’s got something to think about while she’s eating.”

Chris laughed. “Oh. Right. And when we’re done with lunch? Then what happens to Breanne’s pussy?”

Zack smiled and looked back out the windshield. “Then her pussy gets punished for cumming.”


Chapter Nine: Billboard Switch

Lunch went about as well as you would expect. Tyler pulled us out of the lot and we pulled over in an empty, quiet lot a little further down the street. I ate my enchiladas ravenously, mostly because I was more hungry than horny, though that situation reversed itself after about five additional minutes. Eating while sitting on a rapidly oscillating thick rubber dildo is not exactly easy. It also didn’t help that both Brad and Chris took turns moving it in and out of my pussy multiple times, leaving me gasping and quivering. By the time Brad collected everyone’s trash and shoved it into a large plastic bag and I’d sucked the last of my diet soda down, my pussy was trembling with renewed interest in what was about to happen. Tyler pulled out of the parking lot and we stopped at a gas station long enough for Brad to throw everything away.

When we got to the freeway Zack lifted the punishment envelope.

I held my breath, wondering just what was coming next, when I realized it would almost certainly be one of the boys. Or maybe me. I bit my lip. The problem with punishments is that they were almost entirely focused on my sexual suffering and what I really wanted was to punish the guys for the entire humiliating experience at the restaurant. By stretching out their own torment.

“Zack?” I said quietly.

“Yes?” He asked as his fingers fished down.

“Um… I have a request.”

Everyone but Tyler sort of looked at me curiously, and even Tyler glanced back at me in the rearview mirror.

“Yes?” Zack added.

I took a deep breath. “I recognize that I need to be punished, and I accept that. But before you guys punish me, I would very much appreciate the opportunity to make either Brad or Chris explode. Either that, or getting one of them off should be part of the punishment.”

The boys seated to either side of me certainly perked up at that suggestion. Zack glanced at Tyler who shrugged.

“Well, I second the idea,” Brad said enthusiastically.

“I third it,” Chris added.

Zack thought about it. “Okay,” he said. “There is a car game we can change into a punishment. Alternate Signage?”

“Ooohh,” Brad said with excitement, his hands already going to his shorts. “That’s perfect.”

“Agreed,” Chris said, also working on his shorts.

Zack grinned, looking back at me from the front passenger seat. “Breanne, the idea is simple. You will suck on one cock while rubbing the other. As we drive along there will be billboards. If the billboard is on the left side of the car, I’ll say Brad and you’ll suck on him until we pass another billboard. If it is another one on the left, then I’ll tell you to stop and you just rub them both with your hands. If it is one on the right, I’ll tell you Chris and you start sucking there. Got it?”

My eyebrow went up. “Seems simple,” I replied. “But what about the punishment part?”

Chris snorted. “That’s easy.” He reached down to my canvas bag and pulled out my leather flogger and my leather sap. He handed the paddle over to Brad who took it with a grin. “Whichever one of us you're not sucking on will give your cute little butt a nice whipping or paddling.”

I gulped, eyes widening. “And what about the vibrator?” I asked. If I am on my knees it will probably fall out.”

“You can use a hand to hold it in,” Zack replied. “I should also make it clear that you aren’t allowed to cum either. If you do, you'll get flipped over onto your back and get ten swats in a very delicate spot, from both instruments, before going back to sucking.”

I bit my lip. I wasn’t that close to another orgasm, but I wasn’t terribly far away either. A few hard, stinging swats to my rump, especially if the flogger caught my pussy, and I’d be panting on the edge. I slid off the seat and onto the foam pads on the floor. Turning my ass to the front, I reached out and grabbed hold of both boys’ cocks. They were already firm and I wondered who I’d be sucking on first.

Zack looked back out the front windshield. “Time starts now, Bre. Billboard on the left, so Brad goes first.”

I glanced up at Brad who grinned and even as I reached out to the left and grabbed hold of Chris’ cock, I leaned over Brad and took his entire length into my mouth. With my right hand free I was able to slurp and suck, bobbing up and down, trying to divide my attention to both boys. I heard Chris groan a bit next to me, which made me smile, but then, after only about half a minute, I heard Zack order me to stop.

I lifted my head, my right hand still around Brad and I began rubbing both boys. I had to admit, I liked that. I could give both my attention then and Chris let out a soft groan.

“Chris,” I said hurriedly. “There’s flavored oil in my bag.”

His eyes widened and he leaned forward for just long enough to snag the canvas sack. He rifled through it, found the bottle and then sat back in his seat. I grinned as he poured out a little bit onto my fingers and then passed the bottle over to Brad, who took it eagerly. Of course, I’d barely managed to spread the stuff around on Chris when Zack told me to start sucking on Brad again.

“That’s not fair,” Chris complained.

I laughed and quickly spread the oil seeping down over Brad’s cock, but at the same time I started really moving my left hand. Then I pushed my fingers straight down Brad’s cock to the base, leaned over, and took him into my mouth.

“Aren’t you supposed to be whipping her bottom when she’s sucking on Brad?” Zack said with irritation.

Chris groaned and I felt the flogger flick down across my buttocks. It didn’t hurt. Even a little. I kept my thighs pressed together to hold the vibrator in my pussy and I bobbed my head.

“You try… whipping her… when her hand… is doing this!” Chris gasped.

I grinned, even with cock in my mouth and I did my absolute best to make Brad pop. Except Zack suddenly called out Chris’ name.

I switched, twisting on the floor of the Sequoia, pressing my chest to Chris’ thigh as I slid my mouth down his oiled and granite-like shaft.

Brad, now only coping with my fingers, leaned forward and I jumped a little, and maybe even yelped a bit, as he smacked my bottom with the leather sap. Still, they were mild love taps, mostly because he couldn’t reach my ass easily, and because I had a stranglehold on his cock. Chris groaned again, thrusting his dick upward into my mouth and I swirled my tongue around. The flavored oil was amazing, not just because it tasted good, but also because it meant I could rub Brad’s cock with just about the same level of stimulation.

Zack called out Brad’s name and I switched again. This time Chris managed to bring the flogger down on my bottom without being called out on it and I wiggled my ass excitedly, trying to make it even more of an inviting target.

Then I realized what I really needed to do, was slow the fuck down.

Brad and Chris hadn’t had an orgasm in two hours. They were both on edge and as I once more was forced to stop sucking and just rub, my own pussy had a nice quick conversation with my brain. If I slowed the rubbing and sucking, teasing them and lengthening the foreplay, there was a much, much better chance that I’d cum, especially since my pussy was still wrapped tightly around the vibrator, which was on high. Cumming also meant me being put on my back, legs spread open, so that Brad and Chris could take turns spanking my clit with their respective weapons. Then I’d get to go right back to sucking and rubbing them!

From my perspective, this seemed perfect. I put my new plan into action immediately, changing the full length strokes and just using my thumb to caress the tips of their cocks. Neither of them realized what I was doing as I moved between the two, sucking and rubbing. I didn’t go hog wild this time, even when Brad began spanking me a little more firmly with the sap. Maybe he realized I was holding back, playing with them, or maybe because he was a little more in control, he had the ability to focus more on swatting me than the pleasure I was causing him.

Either way, it was a win.

The next ten miles (or was it minutes?) saw me switching between the two, with three breaks where I wasn’t doing anything but rubbing. Both boys groaned and moaned and struggled, but I managed to keep up the heat without setting anything on fire. My bottom was starting to smart a little and Brad, in frustration, gave me a few really sharp, hard blows while I was sucking on Chris.

“Owww,” I blurted out, lifting my head and giving him a little glare.

“You’re playing with us,” Brad accused. His voice was rough and I could hear the tension.

Chris blinked, eyes unfocused. “Wut?” He blurted out.

“She’s holding back,” Brad said, only to let out a groan as I pumped my fist a little more firmly. I gave him a wicked smile and went back to slurping on Chris’ cock.

“Brad,” Zack declared.

I switched with an evil smile. My eyes went up to his as I pivoted, then began licking, rather than sucking, focusing on the edge of his glans. Brad trembled and I felt a flick of the flogger against my buttocks. It was nothing. I had these two boys eating out of my hands!

I just needed something, or someone, to touch my clit and I’d pop and that would be it. I began bobbing my head vigorously, to distract Brad, while at the same time I moved my right hand down between my legs. My fingernails grazed my clit and I groaned, humming into Brad’s shaft, and I grasped the vibrator. I spread my knees and slid the thick, buzzing phallus out then drove it back in, timing the thrusts with the way my head was moving. I felt another flick of the flogger and then quivered as the resulting orgasm shot through me.

“Jesus!” Chris exclaimed.

“What?” Zack said, twisting in his seat. “Breanne?”

I sort of lost track of what I was doing and even Brad noticed that I’d stopped sucking.

“Holy fuck! She exploded!”

“What?” Zack repeated, a little shocked.

“She exploded!” Chris declared.

I pulled my head up off of Brad with a silly grin on my face and I pulled the vibrator out of my pussy and held it up. I kept my left hand on Chris, but I stopped rubbing. I let out a rueful laugh. “Oops,” I said wickedly.

“She did it on purpose,” Chris declared.

“Of course she did,” Brad added, clearly frustrated.

Zack let out a sigh. “In hindsight, we should have made the punishment a little more severe.”

“We still should,” Brad retorted. He closed his eyes. “Oh my God, my balls are blue!”

Tyler laughed from behind the wheel.

I lifted my hand off Chris and leaned back, then laid down on the floor of the car. “I’m ready for my punishment,” I declared, spreading my legs, opening up so my slick, pink, and well sauced pussy was vulnerable and ready. And just for fun, I stuck the vibe back in, pumping it.

Brad leaned forward first. “Get your fucking hand out of the way,” he snarled, lifting the sap.

“Wait!” Chris declared, leaning forward with the flogger. “Because she did this deliberately, how about she get another twenty strokes to her tits. We can alternate.Ten and Ten.” He smiled. “And to keep her hands busy, she can hold onto both of us.” He slid off the seat, moving over my outstretched leg, and kneeling beside me.

“Oh,” I said, moving my left hand to his cock. It was slick and hard and I began rubbing him slowly and sensuously.

Brad, not to be outdone, came off his seat too and suddenly we were all on the floor of the Sequoia. Thank God the middle seat had been removed or there wouldn’t have been enough space for what was turning into an orgy. I pulled the vibrator out of my pussy and held it up. Brad took it with his free hand and I grabbed hold of Brad’s cock, even as he lifted the leather sap.

Both boys hit me at the same time.

Neither the flogger across my tits or the leather sap hit with sufficient force. A mild stinging sensation flashed over my bosom and my pussy tightened briefly as I rolled my hips. I let out a soft groan, fingers fluttering and stroking the two dicks waggling above me. Maybe they were just too distracted. Maybe it was the awkward angles. The next few hits were love taps too, though I hissed a bit. I began to rub harder, working both boys, hoping that the increased pressure would get them going a bit more, but all it did was make the punishment even less effective. I wanted, no needed, the little sparks of pain and we made it through the first ten without me even letting out a single cry.

They switched targets and Brad leaned down, grabbed hold of my right tit, plumped it up nicely, and then began spanking it with hard taps, all while my hand worked between his spread thighs. I felt the flick of the flogger against my sex and I moaned, thrusting upward. My left hand held onto Chris and suddenly I was the one losing focus. I finally mewled as the heat from the paddle left one half of my chest hot and heavy, and Brad moved to the other tit. Sexual pressure bloomed between my legs again and I spread my legs even more, pressing them against the sides of both boys.

“Someone needs to fuck me or hit harder!” I blurted out.

Before Chris could do anything, Brad dropped the paddle, his face contorted, and he yanked my leg, turning my lower half to face him. Suddenly he pulled me toward his cock and I gasped as it went in.

“Hey!” Chris protested.

But Brad just began pumping hard. He leaned forward and Chris got out of the way, going back to his seat, his fingers wrapped around his cock as I was smashed on the foam squares covering the floor. It felt amazing, even if it was a little vanilla. I wrapped my legs around Brad’s waist and it took him all of a minute before he grunted. I watched his eyes roll up into the back of his head and then he slumped, letting out a satisfied groan.

“Well, that didn’t go the way I planned,” Zack said from the front seat. He looked over at Tyler. “Find a gas station. We’ll switch out and Breanne can go and get cleaned up.”

Next to me, Brad rose up and moved back to his seat, so I propped myself up on my elbows. Now I was creampied and horny. Great. Just great. My eyes flickered over to pour Chris and I got onto my knees, moved toward him, and pushed his knees apart.

“Do not cum before we get to the gas station,” I teased in a low, sultry voice, almost purring. Then I used both hands, gripped his shaft, and began licking, sucking, and teasing the head of his cock. My fingers tickled his balls and tightened in little pulses around the base. Chris groaned, eyes closed and Zack glanced back and shook his head.

Brad, whose eyes had finally cleared, looked at me, then Chris, then Zack. “What happens if he cums before we get to the gas station?”

Zack rolled his eyes and faced the front again. “Breanne gets another punishment,” he muttered.

Brad looked right at Chris. “Dude. Cum.”

I began bobbing my head, taking in as much of Chris’ cock as possible.

Tyler snorted. “Brad just doesn’t want to drive,” he said.

I felt Chris pulsing, his cock shifting in my mouth.

“No,” Brad protested. “That’s not it. I just want Breanne to get another punishment. Preferably one at the gas station.”

“We’re kind of running low on punishments,” Tyler observed.

I ignored the conversation. I was a little busy. And maybe a touch focused.

“That just means we need to be more creative,” Zack replied.

“Is this all we’re going to do though?” Tyler asked. “Just go from one punishment to another? She keeps cumming.”

I felt Chris shake beneath me and I knew I was about to get a mouthful.

“Maybe we aren’t punishing her correctly,” Brad observed. “I mean, if all she is doing is having another orgasm, then that isn’t exactly punishment.”

Chris thrust upward into my mouth and I clamped down, sucking hard even as I felt the squirt hit the back of my throat. I swallowed and swallowed, drinking down his cum even as he groaned loudly enough to make it clear to everyone in the car that he’d just dumped a load down my throat. The satisfied groan was even more poignant.

Brad’s eyes narrowed. “Definitely a more significant punishment,” he declared.

I felt the Sequoia lurch and there was a transition as the vehicle got off the freeway and took the off-ramp. I climbed up into the set between Brad and Chris, smiling smugly. I smoothed the oil spotted peasant blouse back down over my breasts and tried, unsuccessfully, to wiggle my denim skirt into place. Tyler turned into a small gas station and I looked out the window. The place felt run down but that didn’t worry me at all. I had four burly college guys with me. We didn’t need gas so Tyler pulled up to the building itself and Zack turned around and looked at me.

“Besides whatever personal toiletries you plan on taking in, you’ll need two dozen clothespins and your vibroballs.”

I blinked. “Two dozen clothespins?” I repeated, just a little incredulous.

He nodded. “As Brad says, maybe we need to alter our punishments.”

I gulped. “Um… shouldn’t I get a warning first?”

Brad snorted from beside me. “You did. We told you not to let Chris cum.”

“But… you told him he needed to!”

Brad grinned. “Exactly. So that you’d get punished. So this is the punishment.”

Zack held up his phone. The clock application was open and he’d swapped the time for a stopwatch. My eyebrow went up as he tapped it and the seconds started flying past. “For every minute you are not in the car, you need to have a clothespin on some part of your body. Bare flesh, Breanne. Starting with your tits and clit. And Breanne, you better have enough clothespins on your body when you get back to the car.”

My mouth dropped. For a split second I sat there frozen, then I surged up out of the seat, twisted around, and grabbed my bag. I wasted a few more precious seconds struggling to get it open, then grabbed my smaller kit, which had all my toiletries inside. The boys let out a chuckle as I pushed past Chris, grabbing my canvas sack, and hopped out of the vehicle, my skirt still flashing most of my ass and my blouse sticking wetly to my chest, showing off both tits. I got my feet on the ground, covered myself back up, and then hurried inside.

“Bre, the vibroballs need to be set to high,” Zack said, slowing me down while holding out a ten dollar bill. “Buy yourself a drink too,” he said, grinning. I snatched the money and practically ran inside.

The place was… well… not well organized. Boxes of merchandise were stacked up against walls and while there were coolers and drink machines, I got the vibe that if I were going to buy a soda, it needed to be bottled. I glanced at the clerk, who was a middle aged man with olive colored skin. His eyebrow went up when he saw me and I scurried toward the back hall. The singular bathroom was unlocked and vacant, so I pushed in, closing it in relief. I locked the door and glanced at myself in the mirror.

I was something of a wreck. My hair needed brushing, my makeup was a little smeared, and I could feel the leftover wetness from my tryst with Brad still coating my thighs. I set to work, but not before I checked the time on my phone. I figured I needed to add an extra two minutes, just to cover the minutes I wasted in the Sequoia and getting into the station.

I won’t go into the gory details, but there are some personal “refreshment” processes certain kinds of girls need to go through on a regular basis. As a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, with frequent and multiple sexual partners, even if I weren’t worried about sexually transmitted diseases or pregnancy, there were a few things I needed to do. So I did them. Unfortunately it wasn’t a fast process. I finally finished, ran a brush through my hair, fixed a bit of eyeliner, put a fresh coat of gloss on my lips and then checked my phone.

Sixteen freaking minutes. I closed my eyes. That was a lot of clothespins. I opened my canvas sack and then pulled the bag of wooden pegs out. The drawstring took me another few seconds, but then I stuck my hand, grabbing a handful. I took a deep breath, swept the front of my peasant blouse up and looked at my tits in the mirror. Both pierced nipples were taut, raised, and the perfect shade of pink. I pinched open the first clothespin and set it in place.

I have been told, multiple times, that clothespins on boobies are meant to be placed a certain way; straight on, so that the weight of the clothespin would tug and pull on the nipple. Worse, the material of my shirt, as light and gauzy as it was, still weighed something, especially half soaked with oil. It would rest on the clothespins, forcing the pegs downward, adding just a little bit more discomfort. The clothespins would also prop up the material, ensuring that my tits were now obnoxiously exposed.

I grimaced as both nipples were clamped and I watched the pegs jiggle as I breathed. I began adding more clothespins, one on each side of both nipples, until six wooden clamps stuck out from my breasts. Then, with my nipples already throbbing hard, my heart laboring to pump blood through the constricted, crushed tips, I lifted my blue denim skirt, exposed my slit, and added a seventh clothespin to my clitoris.

Ouch.

Shuddering, I added more, up and down my labia, until my pussy resembled a hedgehog. I glanced at my sack. There were still nine left so I grabbed another one, and brought it up to my breasts. This one pinched on the soft bit of flesh, just under my nipple. I looked at the clock, saw that putting on the clothespins had added another two minutes, and I gritted my teeth as I pulled out a few more and hung them from the soft undersides of my bosom. Damn, did it hurt too!

With the clock at nineteen minutes, I remembered I needed to buy a drink. That would take me a few extra minutes. Probably two. So I grabbed two of the last four, unsure where to put them. I glanced in the mirror and then without other options, I hung them on my earlobes. I looked utterly ridiculous. Satisfied, I closed up the bag, stuffed it back in my canvas sack and was just about to walk out of the bathroom when I remembered.

Vibroballs. On high.

I muttered a dirty word, jerked my canvas sack back open, rooted around in it, and grabbed my vibroballs. For the umpteenth time I wished I was allowed to have one of the wireless sets, but I was always denied that request because having an exposed wire and an obvious battery box was just perfectly humiliating. I winced as I pushed the clothespins on my pussy apart, my pink depths wet and clean and receptive. I jammed the balls in with a groan, then thumbed the controller up to full power. The motors started up inside me, shaking violently and the light hum was plainly audible in the small bathroom. I bit my lip as I tucked the damn thing into one of the shallow pockets of my skirt. How long had that taken? A minute? Two? It would take that long just to open the clothespin bag again! I’d just have to wing it.

I brushed my skirt down, opened the door hurriedly, put an arm across my chest, just under the clothespins so that the clerk wouldn’t see underboob or nipple, and stepped out into the aisles.

And the place was packed.

Well, not packed, but all four boys were loitering around, each holding multiple snack and drink items. Zack grinned at me as my eyes widened and he gave me a little wave as I stared in astonishment.

“Gonna get a drink?” He asked me politely.

My eyes narrowed as I took a few steps, found the cooler with diet soda and grabbed one. But even as I did Zack, Chris, Brad, and Tyler all moved to the counter, getting there before me. They formed a line, forcing me to take up a spot at the very, very back. My nipples pulsed hotly and my pussy locked down on the vibroballs. Time… crawled.

Oh. My. Freaking. God.

The next six minutes were excruciating as each boy bought multiple items and basically took for fucking ever. My breasts throbbed and little bursts of pain went through my nipples with every heartbeat and my clit seemed to burn, even as my pussy tightened and released over and over, responding to the intense vibrations swirling outward from the two shaking spheres. I couldn’t move my arm. The moment I did would end up having me flash the poor clerk. I’d learned my lesson at the restaurant. (Sort of). Worse, the minutes were ticking by and I suddenly realized that I was fucked, and not in the good way. That extra six minutes was going to screw me over.

I stood there, shuddering with humiliation and tension, my body racked with spasms of pain and pleasure, a mixture that definitely messed with my head. My nipples throbbed, my clit seemed to burn, and my pussy… oh gods… those vibroballs were seriously screwing with me. I closed my eyes, focusing on my breathing. That and not screaming.

“Miss?”

I looked up to see that both Brad and Zack had finally finished their purchases. I winced, fingers brushing down my skirt, only to realize that I’d dropped my arm. I hauled it back up under my breasts, the clothespins sticking out along the top and bottom. It hurt. I stepped up, face flushed red, my sex vibrating like crazy, and I put my drink on the counter.

“Just this please,” I said weakly.

“Are you okay?” He asked carefully as he took my soda and scanned it. I shoved the ten dollar bill over.

“I am certifiably insane,” I replied with a gulp. “But I’m fine. Thank you for asking.”

“Are you with those boys?” He asked, eyeing the group standing by the door, waiting for me.

I nodded. “Yes. They’re friends.”

Since our conversation was loud enough to overhear, it was Brad who quipped up. “With benefits!”

I about died.

The cashier handed me the change, a concerned look in his eye and I smiled woodenly. Then I turned toward the door, only to run right into Zack, who was holding out his hand.

“My change?” He asked politely.

I wanted to scream. For a variety of reasons. I held out my hand and poured the coins and paper bills into his palm. Sure enough, he counted it.

“Perfect,” he said, only to bend over and give me a kiss on the cheek. “Come on! New Orleans awaits!” He went to the door and the boys pushed through ahead of me. Zack held the door open for me and I walked through, sort of waddling thanks to all the wooden pins dangling from my pussy. I followed the boys over to the Sequoia and stood there, shaking, as Tyler dropped the keys, picked them up, fumbled them, and basically added another thirty seconds to the count. Finally the doors opened and Zack and Tyler climbed into the back while Chris slid behind the wheel and Brad climbed into the front passenger seat.

“Brad?” Zack asked. “Can you hand me my phone?”

I looked up from where I was sitting, in the middle of the seat and clenched my teeth. The fucking clock was still counting. My eyes widened as Brad handed the phone back and the numbers rolled from 28:59:59 to 29:00:01 and then kept going. Zack smiled, lifted his finger and stopped the clock. 29:07:23

“Twenty-nine minutes and seven seconds,” he announced. “Tyler? You want to count Breanne’s clothespins?”

Tyler patted my knee. “Kneel on the floor, Breanne.”

I slid gingerly from the seat and settled down on the foam mat facing them. Then I lifted my skirt. “You don’t have to,” I muttered. “I only had twenty-four of them.”

“Blouse too please,” Zack said, grinning.

I sighed and hauled upward on the light material, baring my clamped breasts.

Tyler nodded. “Let’s see,” he said, holding up a finger. “One…”

I would have been fine with that, except he tapped the clothespin he was counting!

“Aggghh!” I squealed, yanking back.

Tyler laughed. “Oops. Lost count.” He curled his finger. “Get back over here.”

Shuddering, I leaned back toward him and held still. It was insanely difficult. The tips of my breasts were numb, except every other second when my heart beat forced blood through the wooden pincers into my crushed nipples. My clit felt like I’d locked it in a vice and was pulling on it. My labia were tender and throbbing, and my insides were doing little convulsions around the two shaking vibroballs, driving me toward orgasmic climax.

I mean, I wasn’t quite there, but I was better than half way.

“One,” Tyler repeated, tapping the clothespin just to the right of my nipple, on my right breast. Ouch. “Two,” he said, striking the actual clothespin on my nipple. I squealed and jerked, but stayed close enough for him to move on. “Three…”

Excruciating. It took Tyler almost a minute to count to twenty-two, each clothespin needing to be touched, tapped, or twisted.

None of them were removed.

“Twenty-four, Zack,” Tyler announced, as if Zack hadn’t been sitting right there beside him for the counting.

Zack held up the phone. “Let’s see. One clothespin for every minute. So, you seem a bit short.”

Tyler nodded. “By five,” he added with a grin.

I knelt there, trembling and hurting in all the right place. My pussy was going absolutely nuts. “Chris? You can take off.”

Chris, who was sitting behind the wheel, nodded. I felt the car move and we turned back out onto the frontage road. Then we accelerated.

“Breanne,” Zack said politely. “Your punishment will take twenty-four miles. Tyler and I will remove one clothespin each mile. Our choice.”

My eyes widened. I was hurting. A lot. I gulped. “Is there… is there any way for me to expedite the removal?” I asked weakly.

Zack grinned. “I can flog them off your body,” he proposed.

I made a face. “Ugh… no thank you,” I replied.

“That’s mile one,” Chris announced.

Zack glanced at Brad and gestured at me. “Brad?”

Brad leaned forward and selected one of the clothespins on my right breast. I knew it wasn’t going to be the one on my nipple. Hell, I’d get to keep those, and the one on my clit, until the last three miles. Instead he selected a peg just beneath the tip of my breast, dangling from the underside. He grabbed it, twisted it, wiggled it, and generally made me wince, even as my hips rocked back and forth due to the vibroballs still rumbling in my pussy. Then he pulled it off.

Pulled. Not opened. Pulled.

“Owww!” I squealed, my hands swinging up. I stopped them in time, but both boys in front of me grinned.

“Mile two,” Chris said.

This time Zack did it. Same process, except he took a clothespin off my left breast. I suffered through the fifty or so seconds of agony and as he dropped the peg into my bag, Chris announced the next mile. Brad, after torturing me, removed a clothespin from my pussy, again avoiding the one on my clit. Then came another mile. Zack pulled off another clothespin from my left breast. And so on.

Oh my fucking God it hurt!

And… it felt amazing. Miles and clothespins fell away and every fifty or so seconds I got to repeat a whirlwind of throbbing pain and acute discomfort. Finally it got down to the last three clothespins. Clothespins are one of the worst clamps to endure because they’re tight and relentless. Pain shot through my chest and clit in pulses, timed to the beat of my heart. I’d had these damn things on for almost fifty minutes! As each one was removed, I winced, trembled, whimpered, and yelped. Brad teased and twisted the clothespin on the same breast he started on, finally removing it. I gasped, wincing as the blood rushed back into the throbbing, somewhat numb, and nicely crushed tip. A mile later, and not to be outdone, Zack made a show of flicking the clothespin on my left nipple up and down, then side to side, before finally taking it off. Then Brad reached down between my legs.

“Another mile,” Chris called out.

“Last one, Bre.” Zack smiled as he said it.

I nodded, practically hyperventilating. Brad snagged the clothespin on my clit and gave it a tiny tug. I yelped, hands going to my groin, but again I managed to control myself. Then Brad grinned and pulled hard. Pain shot up through my loins and this time I did grab myself, cupping my poor pussy as I finally brought my knees together and then fell over onto the mat, exhausted and quivering. And that would have been fine, except..

“Breanne?” Zack asked suspiciously. “Are you masturbating?”

I looked up at him with clenched teeth, several fingers inside my slit. Honestly, I’d just cupped myself to cope with the pain. Sliding anything into me was purely accidental. “The vibroballs!” I exclaimed.

Zack rolled his eyes as Brad laughed and one of them grabbed the remote and turned down the power. But they didn’t turn it off. Just down. All that meant was that the sexual pressure that had been building in my depths began simmering instead of boiling. It didn’t reduce anything. I felt my fingers curling, pressing in, pushing on the vibroballs and gosh darn it, I felt myself ripening, my breathing not getting any lighter. I closed my eyes, twitching, pleasure rushing through my tortured body. Then Zack reached down, grabbed my hand, and yanked it away from my pussy.

“Good Lord, Bre.”

I let out a wanton groan and Brad looked over at Zack. “She’s voracious.”

Zack snorted. “Well, yeah. That’s Bre.” He frowned. “I think it’s time for a car game. Specifically, ‘Truck Colors’.”


Chapter Ten - Truck Colors

There was a chorus of approval from practically everyone in the car. Even me, though I had absolutely no idea what kind of car game “truck colors” was going to be. I just knew that the probability of me having an orgasm had just increased dramatically. Zack’s hand was still wrapped around my wrist and I looked at him with a mixture of excitement and need.

“Does it involve sitting on someone’s dick?” I asked hopefully.

Brad grimaced. “Unfortunately, no.”

Zack pulled me toward the center of the car. I was still on the floor and squawked as he spun me around so my legs were pointed toward the bench seat. “On your back, Breanne. And take off the skirt and peasant blouse. You need to be naked for this one.”

Since neither my skirt nor my shirt were actually covering my prurient parts, I let out a snort. “Like that matters?”

“Um, Zack?” Chris said, interrupting.

“What?”

“We aren’t that far from Lafayette,” Chris said. “We’ll be in the city at the end of thirty miles.”

I blinked, trying to imagine laying naked in the backseat of the car, the chances of me being observed quadrupled.

“That’s why we have tinted windows,” Zack said with assurance. “Where are you on the fuckslut scale, Bre?”

I gave him a very direct look. “Two point eight,” I said very firmly.

Brad gave me a smile. “Out of curiosity, when you’re asleep, what do you think your normal fuckslut number is?”

I grinned. “Oh, about a two.” I shimmied out of my denim skirt and then oil soaked blouse, tossing them to the side. “I have some pretty sexually intense dreams,” I added as Zack got out both sets of bondage cuffs. He passed one to Brad who grabbed my bare little foot, hauled it up, and began securing the leather around my ankle. Zack did the other side. I tried hard not to put my hands back down between my legs, but the vibroballs were driving me crazy, even set to low. Zack noticed.

“Arms up,” he ordered. I lifted my arms and both boys began putting on the wrist cuffs. A moment later, I was on my back, wrists clipped to something in the front seat console, legs spread, while Zack and Brad used a pair of very short bungee cords to hook my ankles to the “oh shit” handles above the doors. I let out a strained groan, having been in this position already once before.

Have I mentioned that a Toyota Sequoia is a very wide vehicle?

I twisted and squirmed, mostly because the vibroballs were still buzzing around inside me at low speed and damn it, I wanted more. Much, much more.

Zack grabbed my canvas bag and pulled out something interesting; my little battery operated massager. It was rubber headed and could be quite intense depending on the setting. He passed it to Brad, who produced a set of stickers - they looked like garage sale pricing stickers, in four different colors. White, red, blue, and black. Brad pulled the white sticker off and to my surprise, stuck it on the handle of the massager.

As I was trying to figure that out (and please forgive my slowness, but in my defense, I had a vibrating toy in my pussy. That is not conducive for quick thinking,) Zack got out something more diabolical; my little rubber flogger. Lots of thin rubber strands, each about eight inches long. It could sting, or if wielded with a bit more vigor, actually hurt. This was also held out to Brad, who stuck a blue sticker on it. The next item to come out made me worried. I hadn’t expected my multi-spoke pinwheel to get used in the car. It had a broad head with five rows of spikes. Sharp ones. The idea was to roll it around and over the sensitive bits of a person and the little sharp pins would prick the skin. If used incorrectly, a could pinwheel draw blood. Zack held it up and I watched a black sticker go on it.

Lastly came the leather sap and I smiled. My favorite torment. Not many girls can literally get off when having their pussy spanked with an implement like that, but I can. In fact, I was already getting excited mentally. My legs were stretched open, my thighs were tight and strained, my pussy was exposed, wet, and vulnerable, and I was pretty much at their mercy. All I needed was for them to crank up the vibroballs and give me a good solid spanking, right between the legs.

What a great way to travel!

The red sticker went on the sap handle and I suddenly put it together.

“Oh,” I said, not sure if I should be excited or scared. “Truck colors.”

Zack grinned. “Tyler will be monitoring every semi-truck that passes us going west,” Zack explained. “He will call out the color of each truck. You will be tortured with the appropriately colored tool until another truck passes.”

I blinked. “Oh boy,” I said worriedly.

Brad grinned. “Don’t worry, Bre. White is the most common color,” he said, holding up the massager.”

“Yeah?” I asked, feeling a bit of trepidation. “What’s the next common color?”

Zack let out a chuckle at my look of relief. “Which brings us to an important point. Don’t cum, Breanne. You have to endure this for a full thirty miles. If you cum at any point during that distance, then first, the mileage doubles.”

“Doubles?” I gasped, doing the math. “Thirty miles?”

“All the way to Baton Rouge,” Chris crowed from the front seat. “Almost,” he added a second later.

Zack nodded. “In addition, Brad and I switch around the colors.”

Brad grinned down at me, holding up the massager. “Which means that this will not be buzzing against your pussy every time a white truck passes us.”

My eyes widened. “Oh,” I whispered. “So yeah.” I gulped. “Don’t cum.” Then something occurred to me. “And what if I accidentally cum a second time?”

This time it was Zack who looked surprised. He glanced at Brad and there was a sort of awkward look. “Uh…” Brad said. “Another thirty miles?”

“That would put us about forty minutes outside of New Orleans,” Chris said. “And as a reminder, the plan is for us to hit Bourbon Street this evening. If Breanne can’t even walk then that might not be as much fun.”

I snorted. Brad blew a raspberry. “We can always switch the colors back,” Zack replied lamely.

Tyler, who had twisted around in the seat to look down at my tied open and naked body, rolled his eyes. “Let’s cross that bridge when Breanne cums to it. Let’s start. White truck.”

And before I could say anything, Brad pressed the bulb of the massager, buzzing away madly and at full speed, against my clitoris. I gasped passionately as the vibrations seemed to just flow into my loins, exciting me in spirals of color and waves of ecstasy. It felt glorious and I lifted my ass, tilting my hips, grinding upward even as the massager pushed me toward my peak. This lasted all of maybe four seconds. Then Tyler called out a new color. “Red.”

The massager was pulled away and before I could even settle back down, the leather sap smacked down hard on my sex, splattering girl goo outward onto my thighs. I let out a squeal as the sting shot through my petals and clit. Then Zack hit me again. And a third time. Then a fourth. The sting became a strong heat and I squealed, my brain struggling to cope with the change from massager bliss to sap hurt.

“White!” Tyler exclaimed.

The massager went back down on my pussy, right on my burning clit. It rubbed around in a circle and then Tyler called out again. “White.”

No change. The massager stayed right there. The pain disappeared, replaced with urgent pleasure. Demanding pleasure. Unwavering pleasure. I groaned, my pussy tightening around the vibroballs as my loins were shaken into bliss.

“White!” Tyler said. Then, “Red!”

Once more the massager got pulled away and the sap landed viciously in the exact same spot. You would think that six shots of a leather paddle administered directly to my pussy would, by necessity, reduce my arousal. But instead I found myself screeching with need, thrusting upward, basically begging for more. Unfortunately, another white truck whizzed by in the opposite direction, not that I could see it from my position, and Brad once more mashed the rapidly oscillating massager against my sex. That did absolutely nothing to help me.

Except, less than two seconds later, Tyler called out a new color.

“Black!”

The massager was pulled away and suddenly my clit was treated to the intense and prickly sensation of the multi headed pinwheel. I screeched as Brad lightly ran the broad, spike laden head over my clit, back and forth, as if he were a painter putting on a fresh coat of color. The difference of the sensation was incredible and even though it made me hiss, it didn’t, in the least, lower my arousal levels. Quite the contrary. But it didn’t last. Not even a few seconds.

“White!”

I shuddered as the massager was mashed against my pussy and it wasn’t until Chris called out the first mile passed that I realized I was in some serious trouble. On the fuckslut scale I was already well past three and heading very rapidly towards four.

“White!”

My toes curled.

“Red!”

SMACK * SMACK * SMACK * SMACK * SMACK

“White!”

I shuddered, gritting my teeth.

“Blue!”

This time, the rubber strands of the flogger slashed at my sex, opening my petals and digging in deep. It stung, even worse than the paddle and I screeched, wriggling as Zack flicked the damn thing at my pussy over and over. I have no idea how long, maybe eight or nine strokes? Then Tyler called out black.

The pinwheel took over and my vision blurred. Oh. My. Freaking. God.

“White!”

Vvvvrrrrrrrmmmmmmmmmmmmm

“White!”

“Red!”

“Blue!”

I’ll admit that I sort of lost it at that point. Not like crazy or anything, but the merry-go-round of sexual stimulation was spinning through me like mad. I lost track of what was going on and was pretty much forced to focus solely on my physical responses to the various stimuli being applied to my pussy. Zack and Brad were clearly having fun though, almost as if it were some sort of game. Especially as Tyler called out different colors every few seconds. The massager would press against my clit for a second or two, then the sap would slap down with a biting sting, then another few seconds of massager, sometimes double time, then the sap once more. The flogger bit into my pussy every other minute or so. Evidently blue trucks aren’t as common as white and red ones. Black trucks, which made me endure the pinwheel,were even more rare.

White, white, red, white, blue, white, white, white, white, red, white, white, red, white, black, blue, white, white, white, white, white, white, red, white, white, white, red, white, white, red…

It was the sap that finally did it. It came down again, sharp and cutting, smashing my clitoris flat and turning me into liquified girl goo. I screamed, a full-throated, gut-wrenching, all-emcompassing orgasmic cry that filled the interior of the car. My legs shook violently as my pussy tightened around the stupid vibroballs, still rocking inside me, barely noticeable amongst the more intense stimulation being inflicted upon my poor sex. It was a clitorial orgasm and Brad and Zack were lucky that I didn’t drench the bench seat with cum.

“Well,” Chris said from the front seat. “We aren’t even in Lafayette yet.”

“Um… white?” Tyler replied.

Brad, looking a little dubious, raised the massager up. “Surrender Dorothy?”

Zack held up his hand. “Give her a second.” He glanced up toward the front of the vehicle. “Chris? Hold on the mileage for a moment. Just keep count. We’ll start back up in a moment. Five miles at least.” He reached down, grabbed the remote to my vibroballs, and turned them down. Not off, mind you. Just down to low. I lay there, trying not to hyperventilate as my pussy continued to clench and quiver.

“That will get us through town,” Chris muttered.

I… well, I breathed. That was pretty much all I could do. I was tied with my hands above my head, my legs open, my pussy stuffed, vibrating, and dripping, my clit throbbing. And I felt freaking amazing. Holy crap! My head lolled as waves of sexual euphoria continued to cascade through my poor brain. A stupid smile spread across my face. I felt good. I felt better than good. I felt great. All of the hormonal chemicals released into my bloodstream, the endorphins and dopamine and the lethargy that comes when you run out of adrenaline… well, it’s better than drugs. Granted, I’m addicted, but if you’re going to be addicted to something, sex is most definitely the right way to do it.

It’s better than caffeine. I know. I’m addicted to that too.

Zack began stroking the bottom of my foot, and in the good way I liked, right on the border between caress and tickling. But it also caused me to focus on something other than the sexual euphoria that the orgasm had created. Finally I managed to put a coherent thought together, and by coherent, it went something like “ohmygodthatwasamazingletsdoitthefuckagain!”

Which, in hindsight, is not exactly coherent. I smiled stupidly at Zack and Brad. “Wow,” I managed to say. “That was… yes.”

Brad looked over at Zack. “Swap colors?”

Zack nodded. “Chris, how far did we get?”

“”Twenty-one miles.”

Brad blinked. “Whoa. She’s still got nine to go?”

Zack shook his head. “Thirty-nine. She’s got to be punished for cumming.”

“Can she even handle another nine?” He countered.

Zack laughed. “It’s Breanne. We just force her to handle it.”

“Isn’t that torture?”

Zack nodded. “Of course it is. But she’s a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut. Her purpose is to accept whatever torment we want to inflict upon her.”

That made Brad blink, but then he just agreed with Zack.

“Here,” Zack said, pulling the red sticker off the sap and handing it over. They swapped stickers as I lay there in a daze, pussy still vibrating lightly. I closed my eyes, just… resting. I felt the hum of the car beneath me, the sound of the road passing swiftly underneath. I felt the Sequoia switch lanes, accelerating around traffic. I even saw the tops of a few semi-trucks flashing by in the windows. Zack and Brad spoke quietly but I didn’t pay it any attention.

“Five miles,” Chris announced. “And we’re through Lafayette. Baton Rouge is about fifty miles away. Give or take.”

I glanced at Zack expectantly and the soft, slow vibrations in my pussy picked up. Medium. I was sure of it. I let out a soft moan.

“Okay, Chris. Tell us when we can start.”

“Okay,” Chris replied. “Half a mile… quarter… there. Begin.”

Tyler’s voice came firm and strong. “White!”

And this time, the sap was the first toy to strike and torment me. I yelped as Zack beat out three or four sharp little blows to my sex, only to get interupted by Tyler who called out another color.

“Red!”

The massager pressed against my clitoris, on full power and with some pressure, gripped tightly in Brad’s fingers. Just like before I crooned in need, arching my back and pushing upward.

“White truck.” The sap came back down. Ouch.

It took only a few more oscillations between red and white before I heard another color.

“Black Truck!”

And the freaking flogger began licking sharply at my pussy.

I may have mentioned this a few times, but psychologically, I’m a little messed up. First, I’m multi-orgasmic, which means that a single, or even several orgasms does not render me sensitive to the point where I curl up into a ball and can’t let anyone touch me. In fact, I’m just the opposite. Touching me, stimulating me, hell… even inflicting a bit of the sadistic intensity on my prurient bits generally makes me open up, thrust my hips, and beg for more. The harder the better. Of course, this causes a sort of death loop. You hurt me, torment me, make me cum and then hurt and torment me again, and that just makes me want to cum some more. I can keep doing that over and over until one of us falls over exhausted.

That’s usually me though.

So please understand that despite coming unglued with a major, mindblowing, body wringing climax just a few miles before, my body responded in a perfectly natural way to having the rubber strands of a flogger stinging against my clit and petals. I tensed, screeched, thrust my hips upward, and felt the sexual pressure inside me surge. Again.

“White truck!”

The leather sap came back down, spanking my pussy, though not as hard as the flogger had been striking me. I mewled, twitching violently as I winced, pain shooting up through my quivering sex. Then Tyler called out for another white truck.

Ouch. More pussy spanking.

Then… another white truck.

I took at least six or seven more strokes of the leather sap before the massager was once again pressed to my clit, and by the time that happened, my pussy and clitoris were sore and swollen and hot to the touch. And slippery. Very, very slippery. I was making all sorts of noises, sounding more like one of those Asian girls who constantly squeal, scream, and whimper regardless of what kind of stimulation they’re enduring.

“White!”

I got very, very familiar with the sap over the next ten or so miles, as white was clearly the predominant color. The massager, now set to the color red, was the next most commonly used item and it saved me. The pinwheel, now blue, and the flogger on black, were painful little injections between the frequent pussy spanking and the intense vibrations.

But holy crap, there were alot of white trucks! At least, I think there were. That’s what Tyler called out. Since I was on my back, legs hauled up into the air, spread wide, and secured to the “oh shit” handles above each door, it wasn’t like I was able to confirm the color of each truck whizzing by in the opposite direction. All I knew was that the torment was driving me crazy. Oh… and maybe those stupid vibroballs, still buzzing along on medium inside my sex, were having an effect as well.

“Blue,” Tyler announced. Brad pulled the massager away from my pussy and Zack began rolling the pinwheel over my clit. My legs shook hard as my toes curled and I thrashed around on the floor of the Sequoia. The harsh and painful pinpricks seemed to spread from one end of my gash to the other. He didn’t push either. He just let the weight of the large metal head do the job and that was more than enough.

“White again.”

I let out a choked sob as Brad lifted the sap and smacked me hard between the legs. A second, a third, a fourth, a fifth…

“Red.”

The massager, which now felt almost as caustic and exhilarating as the other toys, touched my clit, vibrating madly and making my back arch. My toes curled and I screamed as the pleasure seared through me.

“White…”

I closed my eyes as the spanking of my pussy resumed. I wasn’t even counting. A hundred? Two hundred? Zack wasn’t even hitting hard! It was just so much! Over and over!

“Black,” Tyler added.

The flogger replaced the sap and I pretty much lost it.

“YES!” I screamed. “YES! PLEASE! PLEASE! HARDER!”

“White.”

The sap slapped back down on my pussy.

“OH MY GOD!” I yelled. “I’M CUMMING! I’M CUMMING!”

I sank down into a stupor as the adrenaline faded and it took me almost a minute to realize that except for the vibroballs, still buzzing away inside my slit, I was no longer being subjected to the color punishments.

“Well,” Brad said quietly. “Um… now what?”

Zack stared down at my heaving chest. “Chris? What’s the odometer say?”

There was a moment of silence, then Chris answered. “She didn’t last as long as the first time. Only sixteen miles, not counting the five mile hiatus as we drove through Lafayette. So she did the last nine of the first set, and seven of the second. That leaves twenty-three more miles.”

“How far is Baton Rouge?” Zack asked.

That took Chris a moment and he checked his phone. “Thirty four? Give or take.”

Brad glanced at Zack. “So another twenty-three miles?”

“Plus five,” Tyler said from the front seat, glancing down at my naked, panting, quivering, totally out of it body.

Brad frowned. “Okay, but what are we going to do about the second orgasm?”

Zack scratched at his chin thoughtfully. “She still has to be punished.”

“Of course she does!” Declared Tyler from the front seat.

“With what?” Brad asked in surprise. “Another thirty miles?”

“That will put us nineteen miles east of Baton Rouge, and about fifty minutes away from New Orleans,” Chris said. “That’s actually not bad. She needs to be ambulatory this evening, if you recall.”

“A fair point,” Zack said. “Regardless of the next punishment, she does have to spend the next twenty-three miles like this.” He paused. “We can switch the colors back as well.” He peeled the white sticker off the sap and handed it over to Brad, who stuck it on the massager. The other colors got swapped back to their original places. Not that I was really aware of what was going on. I lay there in a catatonic state, the blissful peace of sexual euphoria still flowing through my veins. Somewhere, in the back of my head, I knew that I was going to get punished, probably via the same mechanisms I’d already suffered, but considering the orgasms I was having, who the fuck cared?

I mean, except the boys.

“So what’s the punishment for her latest orgasm?” Tyler asked, glancing back at me.

“Suggestions?” Zack countered.

Brad looked thoughtful. “Well, we could clamp her nipples with the balloon clamps again. The way the wind tugged her tits in different directions was pretty cool.”

Tyler shook his head. “Clamping her tits is good, but I think we need to use the vibrator clamps. Get her riled up again so she’s desperate when we get to the hotel.”

Chris chimed in. “Hey, doesn’t she have that anal thing in her bag? What did you call it? The Thrusting Anal Vibrator?”

The responding hums from the other boys made my eyes snap open and the waves of sexual satisfaction flowing through me suddenly diminished.

“Wait,” I spluttered. “What?”

“Great idea,” Zack said in agreement.

I blinked. “Wait. A spanking! Or make me fuck each of you! Anything. Please? Not the Thrusting Anal Vibe!”

Zack plucked the huge phallic toy out of my bag, It was seven inches long and a wired control box stuck out of the base. He brought it over to my sex and began rubbing it through my soaked slit, coating the sides with my goo.

“Zack? Please?” I begged.

He smiled, brought the tip down to my ass, and pushed.

I let out a rather solid groan and struggled against every natural instinct I had. You would too, if someone was pushing a rather wide, seven inch long rod up your ass. I wanted to tighten down. To clench. To resist. But over the years I’ve learned that the best way to cope with anything going into your bottom was to do the exact opposite. Relax. Open up. Be accepting. It isn’t just a physical response. It’s a mental one. And it affects more than just my bottom. Suddenly my pussy was letting me know that the vibroballs had been turned up again, this time to full power. I whimpered as the massive head of the thrusting anal vibrator slid into me and Zack slowly worked it deeper.

And deeper.

“Ready?” He asked a minute or two later. I didn’t really respond to that. How can anyone be ready for a motorized monstrosity that literally extends inside your body, essentially fucking your backside while at the same time sending en electronically generated earthquake through your nethers?

And sure enough, Zack turned both functions on. Suddenly the vibroballs weren’t alone and an entirely different oscillation set up shop just a few inches away from the two spheres in my pussy. I tightened then, completely involuntarily, clenching down on the full length of the thrusting anal vibrator. Which hadn’t, technically, thrust yet. Zack fixed that issue by switching on the next function and the damn thing lengthed, inside of me, by a full freaking inch.

Maybe, if I hadn’t been laying on my back, legs spread wide and bound to the sides of the car, it wouldn't have had such an impact. Maybe I could have tolerated it. But within a minute I knew I was fucked. Zack could see where I was headed.

“I think she’s back up to a three on the fuckslut scale, guys. Chris, start the odometer back up. Time for Breanne’s next thirty-two miles.”

“Okay,” Chris replied. “And… go!”

“White truck!” Tyler said almost immediately.

And freaking Brad pressed the massager, already buzzing madly, against my clitoris. My world sort of went about as white as the stupid little sticker on the side of the bulbed rubber head pressed against my sex. It was just so much. I squealed like a stuck pig as not one, two, or three vibrating toys screwed with me. But four. Oh yeah, and there was the constant thrusting movement in my ass.

“Red!” Tyler declared.

The massager went away again and back came the leather sap. The four inch wide paddle spanked my pussy with a series of short, sharp blows that changed the color I was seeing from white to red. My back arched and I thrust myself up, teeth clenched. Just as I reached a point where I was about to scream, Tyler called out white again.

Vibration. Oh. Freaking Hell.

Black. The pinwheel rolled sharply across my clit.

White. Again. Shaking tremors.

Red. Now the sap again. Sharp hard blows.

Blue. The flogger sliced into my groin. The Sequoia rolled down the highway and the miles were eaten as my poor, abused, soaked, desperate, wanton little slit was vibrated, spanked, poked, and whipped. All while my ass clenched tight around the constantly thrusting, huge and uncomfortable phallic probe.

White. Red. White. White. Blue. White. White. Red. White. Blue. White. White. White. Black. White. White. White. White…

“There’s the bridge guys,” Chris called out. “The mighty Mississippi!”

“Red!” Tyler said cheerfully.

The sap smashed down onto my sex, crushing my clit for the umpteenth time and sending hot agony down through my sex.

“Wow,” Brad said. “That is impressive.”

“Blue!” The flogger replaced the sap and I squealed as the pain changed. My eyes caught sight of the huge metal girders above us, flashing by in the windows.

“White!” The massager pressed against my pussy, instantly changing the sensation from hurt to pleasure. My toes curled and I shook violently, thrashing. How could it be that the massager seemed even more intense, more grating on my nerves than the sap?

“White!”

The sections of bridge made clicking noises as the Sequoia rolled over the expanse and I rocked back and forth, struggling to control the pressures inside me. It was impossible. I knew it.

“White!” Tyler declared. Then, “red!”

The sap came back down on my pussy.

“White! Oh! Blue!”

The massager was on my pussy for less than a second. Then the pinwheel rolled across my petals, a hot stinging prickly sensation that made me clench my teeth.

“Uh… I’m not sure what color that truck is,” Tyler admitted.

“I think it’s a sort of green. But like snot green,” Chris added.

“Never mind,” Tyler replied. “There’s a white and a red.”

The massager touched my clit for a quick second, then the sap snapped down, striking my pussy.

This time it was the massager that pushed me over the edge.

“Black, and then another red.”

The flogger slashed through my hot and slippery petals, then I got another spank. And another. And another.

“White,” Tyler called out. Brad mashed the massager against my pussy and rubbed it around in circles.

“OH MY GOD I’M CUMMING!” I screamed. I closed my eyes as the orgasm exploded through me, my body going rigid, straining to close itself against the violent, incessant, overwhelming vibrations. It was just too freaking much. The thrusting anal vibrator. The two vibroballs inside me. The massager. The sap. The flogger. The pinwheel.

And that was that.


Chapter Eleven: Wrong Door

The discussion that had followed my orgasm had been rather intense. Four college graduate students, all working on their Masters degrees, could certainly parse, dissect, outline, extrapolate, adjudicate, and explore every aspect of both my apparent lack of decorum and the appropriate response to said violation, with an intensity that I was not really prepared to handle. Of course, the first few minutes of that conversation were lost upon the waves of euphoria that had crashed upon my poor, sex-soaked brain, so I’m not quite sure if they were upset or dismayed, or even thrilled with my third orgasm. Of course, by the time my chest had stopped heaving, and my brain began working again, they were already deep into the discussion of the impending punishment I’d just earned… from cumming during my punishment.

I absolutely love these guys!

Much of it was lost on me, mostly because I was still bound with my legs spread, feet hanging from the bungee cords attached to the “oh shit” handles above each door, my wrists tied to the center console between the front seats, vibroballs still stuffed into my slit and purring gently, while the Thrusting Anal Vibrator, now set to its lowest vibrational setting and thrusting slowly, was taking up all the room in my back alley.

In addition to those physical distractions, their conversation included some rather mind-boggling metrics. Mileage, distance, time, my stamina, and something about that evening’s expectations were all bandied about, but I wasn’t really paying attention. In fact, I may have dozed off. All I remember was waking up when the ankle cuffs were unhooked from the sides of the car and I was able to close my legs for the first time in over an hour.

Zack extracted the Thrusting Anal Vibrator from my bottom, stuck it in one of the baggies I’d brought, and put it back in my bag. I groaned in relief and smiled up at him.

“How are you feeling?”

I grinned. “Great,” I said honestly as he and Brad helped me back into the seat between them. “A little tired though,” I admitted sheepishly.

Tyler looked back at me from the navigator’s seat. “That’s why you aren’t being punished yet,” he said.

I blinked, but nodded. “Just as long as you guys remember I’ve already earned one,” I replied. “And it needs to be intense, like a nude, full body whipping, in public. With both holes stuffed and vibrating.”

Brad snorted. “Like we’d forget,” he muttered, glancing out the window. The afternoon sun was illuminating the pine trees and there weren’t many buildings. I figured it was because most of what was out there was swampy and filled with crocodiles.

“Don’t worry,” Chris said, his fingers still on the steering wheel. “You’ll get punished this evening.”

Zack nodded. “For right now though, let’s get you dressed and ready, because we’re only about thirty-five minutes from the hotel.”

It didn’t take much time to find my skirt, or my peasant blouse and Zack and Brad helped me put both on. I looked down at my shirt with distaste. The front part that was supposed to cover my breasts had huge plum sized blotches where the oil had basically turned the gauze like material into translucent glass, showing exactly what was beneath my shirt. The vibroballs, still gently buzzing in my pussy, not only remained inside me, but on the entire time, pushing me slowly and steadily back into my normal state of arousal, which made me wish that I was mounted on Brad’s cock. By the time I was dressed, Lake Pontchartrain was on our left, a huge expanse of water that bordered New Orleans to the north.

Zack dug into my bag again and found my duckbill clamps, connected on a silver chain and he and Brad pushed the material of my peasant blouse up and hung the hardware from my nipples. I let out a soft moan as I arched my back, thrusting my bosom forward. The duckbilled clamps didn’t hurt. They just added some additional stimulation. The chain also hung down below the peasant blouse and there was absolutely no way for anyone not to know what the chain was attached to. Of course, you could see the black clamps on my nipples right through the gauzy, oil soaked folds!

My high heels went on next and Brad was kind enough to get my hairbrush out of my bag in the back, allowing me to make sure my long, fire-engine red locks were straight and beautiful. To a girl, those kinds of things matter.

New Orleans, at least along the I-10 corridor, looks pretty much like Houston. But that changed when we exited right near the French Quarter and Chris began navigating down some very narrow streets. I admit, I looked out the window curiously. It was a mixture of new and old, run down and maintained, and there were lots of people. Zack plucked the vibroballs controller out of my waistband, and to my surprise, turned it up.

Like a lot up.

I groaned, hips twisting a bit as sudden waves of pleasure began streaming through my pussy and the sound of the motors were loud enough to hear over the engine. Maybe because we were going so slow instead of being on the highway. I sat there, not really trembling, but shaking inside, nipples gently throbbing beneath the clamps, as Chris took two more turns and pulled into the hotel’s valet parking.

Things moved fast then. In a flash the boys all got out of the car and I found myself being helped out of the Sequoia. Zack had my toy bag and I saw the valet’s eyes widen in astonishment as he caught a glimpse of my tits, and probably even more than that as I smoothed down my skirt and stepped to the side. The pink wire going from my pussy to the control box was on the outside of my pleated denim skirt, and while I could no longer hear the motors, I was certainly twitching enough to make it clear to anyone looking that I was currently being stimulated.

Chris and Tyler unloaded the bags and I stepped forward to get mine, but Tyler gave me one of those gentlemanly looks of “don’t you dare,” and he took my bag. I gave him one of my million watt “lets fuck right after this” smiles as a thank you and we all turned and went into the hotel.

It had a fancy lobby, modern with a sort of old world feel to it. The bar was to the left and even though it was still early, only around four, there were several guests already drowning themselves in liquor. A breakfast bar was on the right, but it was closed. I looked around the lobby. Plenty of people coming and going, but none of them dressed like a hooker, or a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut for that matter. In fact, I was suddenly the center of attention with almost everyone turning to look at me. Thank God it wasn’t Mardi Gras seasons, or I would have had dozens of beads thrown at me. I felt a bit of heat coloring my cheeks and brought one arm up to my chest, pressing it hard across my breasts, trying to keep my clamped nipples from becoming a conversation topic.

Zack took me by the elbow and we approached the front desk.

Tyler took care of the details. Credit cards were handed over and the four minutes that I stood there between Zack and Chris, with Brad right behind, trying not to make the involuntary thrusting of my hips obvious, was challenging. I was so wet! The vibroballs were driving me crazy and I struggled to keep from clenching. It wasn’t easy.

Our rooms were on the fifth floor, but unfortunately not next to each other. Chris and Tyler stopped off at their home away from home, put up their luggage, and then walked down the hall, passing almost half a dozen doors, to where Brad and Zack were sharing a room.

Me? I didn’t worry about that. There were four queen beds amongst the five of us. I knew that I’d be sleeping in one of them, with one of them.

All five of us went into Zack’s room and I barely made it through the door before I felt my skirt being yanked off. In fact, I’m pretty sure the door hadn’t closed yet. The only reason I didn’t trip and fall is because someone picked me up, tossing me onto the nearest bed. I squealed with excitement, feet going up in the air, spreading my legs and I felt the vibroball wire being pulled. The two shaking, teasing spheres inside me popped out as Brad and Tyler descended on me like predatory birds. I turned my head even as Brad pushed my knees apart.  I opened my mouth and began sucking on Tyler’s long, thick, hard cock that found its way between my lips, only to groan as Brad shoved himself into my slit, all the way up to the hilt.

The sex was quick and dirty and for me, not as satisfactory as I would have liked because Brad groaned and pulled out before I’d managed to cum. I was just about to protest, which was made easier by the fact that Tyler pulled his cock out of my mouth, but he moved into Brad’s place, slipped a condom on, and then I got smashed a second time. I whimpered with pleasure as I was impaled and pressed down into the mattress. But then Chris came up onto the bed and once again my mouth was full. I felt another cock touch my hand and realized that Zack was there as well and suddenly I was rubbing, sucking, and fucking my way through an orgy.

I exploded with Chris in my pussy, Zack in my mouth, and Tyler and Brad relaxing nearby. I think they were critiquing Chris’ technique, or maybe mine. I’m not sure. I was a little out of it. Sweet, sweet bliss slid through me and as the adrenaline from the last orgasm faded, it all caught up with me. Over a dozen orgasms on the car trip, the punishments leading to them, the silly car games, surges of ecstasy and pain and humiliation and constant sexual torment, all of it suddenly smacked me across the ass, and Zack moved down and pushed himself into my well used slit, I fell asleep.

***

The ringing of my phone woke me and I jerked awake. I was still laying on the same bed, except someone had pulled a sheet and the comforter over me. I blinked with a groan and groped at the nightstand, finally finding the offending device and I swiped my thumb across the blinking, happily chirping monstrosity and brought it up to my ear.

“Hello?” I managed to groan.

“Hey sleepyhead, hungry yet?” Zack’s voice was cheerful and energetic.

It was as if his words triggered my brain and an instant later I realized that I was starving. My stomach was wrapped around my spine, throttling it, and I nodded, only to realize a second later that non-verbal responses were not going to work over the phone.

“Yeah,” I said. “Definitely.” I looked around the room. The lights were off and the only illumination was from the window. “What time is it?”

“Just after seven,” Zack replied. “Why don’t you take a quick shower, get cleaned up, and then come on down to Chris and Tyler’s room?”

“Um… yeah,” I replied, still shaking the cobwebs out of my brain and trying to cope with the wrenching of my tummy. “Okay.”

Zack chuckled. “And Breanne. Don’t forget Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut Rule #1.” Then he hung up. I looked at the phone for a few seconds and then dropped it on the bed next to me and slumped. Figures. I took a deep breath. On the fuckslut scale I was at a point two. I wasn’t aroused. Not in the least. If anything, I felt sated. Satisfied. Those were words that could have described my current state. The last thing I wanted was to jam some sex toy up into my pussy when what I needed was food. Or possibly more sleep. I let out an accepting sigh. Zack was right. As a certified Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut, I was required to have either a cock, or some sort of sex toy, buried in my pussy at all times. At least when I was actually awake, though a few of my various mistresses had made the assertion that “while asleep” was just as important.

I sat up and stretched a little, only to notice that my phone hadn’t been the only item sitting on the nightstand that belonged to me. Standing erect in an obvious sort of way stood my Husky Dildo, which was a nine inch, flesh toned, rubber cock, complete with a set of half balls. My eyebrow went up since the Husky had been in my bag and I let out a sigh. Zack’s comment had been an obvious nudge and I suspected that neither my canvas bag, nor the vibroballs that had been pulled from me earlier, would be found in the room.

“Fine,” I muttered, grabbing hold of the huge rubber cock. I leaned back on the bed, spreading my legs wide, trying to ignore being hungry and still sleepy, and instead thought back over the round robin sexual insanity of the drive to New Orleans. The best parts flashed through my head and I pictured myself back on the hood of the Sequoia, bound open while Chris flicked the leather flogger at my exposed and vulnerable sex. Then came the truck game where I kept accidentally cumming as Brad and Zack took turns tormenting me. I took hold of the dildo and began rubbing it back and forth through my slit with one hand, while the other found a soft, tender nipple and began giving light, twisting pinches.

Had someone been standing there with a stopwatch, they probably would have been surprised at how quick my tight little slit lubed itself up and I pushed the Husky deep, gasping as my hips rolled to accept its huge, nine-inch length. My hunger pangs faded as an entirely different set of needs surged through my slight frame and I found myself pumping enthusiastically, masturbating in the quiet of the hotel room. I was halfway to popping when my brain finally managed to get a word in, telling my hand and pussy that maybe, just maybe, cumming was not a good idea. God only knew what the boys had planned for me on Bourbon Street.

Frustrated and horny, I pushed the dildo as deep into myself as possible, closed my legs so that my thighs pressed down on the toy, and swung my feet out of the bed. With my sex convulsing, demanding more in and out, I ignored my libido and waddled to the bathroom where I expected to find my luggage. I sort of did. My toiletry bag was there. But not my luggage. Which then got me thinking as I turned on the shower, waiting for the water heat up.

What the hell was I going to wear?

I waddled back out into the room, but the dildo started to slip, so I had to put my hand down between my legs and hold it in. That’s never a good thing because the second my hand was on the Husky, I couldn’t help pumping it. I looked around the room. Even in the little closet. My bag was not to be found. Worse, I couldn’t find the peasant blouse or blue pleated denim skirt they’d pulled off my body and dumped on the floor when we arrived. In fact, there were no clothes whatsoever. What I did find was my high heels, sitting on the small table by the window, next to a pair of clothespins, two sets of leather bondage cuffs, and a freaking black leather collar.

I fingered the bondage gear with my free hand as I wrapped my mind around the new challenge. Of course, I was also moving the Husky dildo a little (okay… maybe a lot) while I considered my options. Finally I turned, jammed the rubber cock deep again and waddled back over to where I’d left my phone. I’m ashamed to admit that I propped one leg up and continued to push the Husky dildo in and out. It wasn’t the first time I’ve made a phone call while fucking myself.

“Need something, Bre?” Zack asked a moment later.

“You accidentally took my bag,” I said politely, and somewhat breathlessly. “All I have is my toiletries, a couple of bondage cuffs, and shoes.”

Zack chuckled. “Well, it wasn’t accidental,” he said with a drawl. “And you also have a pair of clothespins.”

I blinked. “Zack, I don’t have any clothes.”

“And when has that ever stopped you?”

My mouth went a little dry. “You want me to walk naked, past five doors, down to Chris’ room?”

“Well, not completely naked,” Zack said wryly. “We’d like you to wear the high heels, the bondage gear, the clothespins, and of course you need to have that nice thick dildo stuffed into your pussy.”

I closed my eyes. The surge of lust that rushed through me at the very thought of the coming walk of shame made my pussy squeeze tight and the fact that I was standing with one foot on the bed, one hand on the base of the dildo, meant that my involuntary response was to draw it most of the way out, and then push it back in with a passionate, whimpering moan.

“Breanne, are you masturbating?” Zack asked in a teasing voice.

“What?” I blurted out, my thighs coming together. “No,” I replied in an embarrassed tone.

Zack laughed. “Breanne, get cleaned up. Get dressed. Come down to Chris and Tyler’s room. We’re hungry.” He paused dramatically. “And don’t cum.” He hung up.

With just a tad bit of sexual frustration, I chucked the phone onto the bed and headed back to the bathroom. The water in the shower was hot and I put my hair up to keep it from getting wet. I soaped down, cleaning off the remnants of sweat and cum and road dust, ignoring the growing need that seemed to pressurize my lower half. It didn’t take me long, mostly because I knew that both of my physical needs, getting something to eat and getting something to fuck, would be met in that other room. Probably. The part that frightened me was the walk. Worse, the thought of It was so arousing that I kept reaching down and giving the dildo a couple more pumps. By the time I climbed out of the shower, I was nearly four on the fuckslut scale, so aroused that I was practically on edge. I took a deep breath and looked in the mirror.

My makeup needed some work. I focused on that. The black eyeliner I put on was very heavy, giving me an exotic, almost gothic look, which went well with the dark crimson undertones of my hair. The two gold earrings with ruby colored gems glittered, as did the gold hoops at my nipples. The small charm-sized padlock on my right nipple, sporting a black enameled rose, swung with each tiny breath. I rubbed baby powder into almost every exposed area, then doused myself with vanilla scented perfume. .

And then I went into the hotel room proper and got dressed.

The black leather collar and bondage cuffs took me the most time, since buckling those things one handed is never easy and these weren’t the Velcro kind. But once my wrists and ankles sported the two inch wide cuffs, I managed to buckle the collar. It was thinner, and looked more like something you’d put on a doberman pinscher. There was even a big metal ring to clip a leash to. Finally I slipped on the heels, giving me an additional six inches of height. That left only the clothespins and I lifted the first wooden peg up to my breast, setting it straight on so that its weight would twist the tender pink tip downward just a bit. It latched down on my nipple tightly and I let out a groan as the pain shot up through my bosom and then flowed straight down to my quivering, thickly stuffed cunt. I put the other clothespin on and the sensation doubled in intensity and I could feel the urge to grab the dildo, spread my legs, throw myself down on the bed, and just pound away.

I shook my head, gulping hard as I looked at the door. The clock said it was just a little after seven-thirty, which meant, hopefully, that the hotel hallway would be empty. With one hand holding the dildo in (and maybe giving it tiny little pushes as each step caused it to slide just a tiny bit out), I picked up my phone and waddled to the door. I put my hand on the handle and listened.

Nothing. No voices. No laughter.

I looked out through the peephole. I could see the two doors across the hall. They were mounted in a bit of an inset, just like mine, but there were no people visible. Unfortunately, the inset meant that I couldn’t see more than five or six feet of the hallway in either direction.  Slowly, I opened my door, peeking out without showing myself, and listened intently. Nothing. I gave myself another eight inches and leaned forward, clearing the door inset just enough to quickly glance down the hallway. No one was there. I looked the other direction. Still no one. I held my breath. Ten seconds. No one came out of their room. I didn’t hear the chime of the elevator.

I stepped out of the room, holding the door open with one foot. Oh my God I was shaking! Standing naked in the hall? The clothespins on my breasts were jiggling and I realized that I was breathing fast, almost hysterical, and the only thing grounding me was the fact that I was pumping the dildo up and down rapidly, my pussy quivering with delight. Half of me wanted to scream and dart back into the room, but the other half… oh my… the other half screamed “Shut the door. Let it lock behind you. No choice. Walk Bre! Fuck yourself and walk!” My mind swirled with the knowledge that the second I stepped out of my room and the door shut behind me, effectively locking me out and leaving me with no options, ten people would all emerge in unison, look at me, and…

I blinked. “And what?” I said aloud. “Fuck me nice and hard?” I pushed hard on the Husky Dildo, jamming it as deep into my pussy as possible. It felt good. Too good honestly. I took a deep breath, the clothespins bobbing up and down on my nipples, struggling to keep that confidence. I let the door close with a resounding click, and locked myself out.

No options. I was exposed, vulnerable, and very, very naked. I took a single, humiliating, sexual step. And then?

Then I freaking hurried as fast as my rubber stuffed cunt and stupid high heels could handle.

It is not easy to run in six inch heels, but I’ve had years of practice wearing them, so had there not been other mitigating circumstances, I might have managed the sixty or so feet I had to traverse. The clothespins complicated things. Movement, of any kind, tended to make them jiggle, intensifying the sensation. So going fast is not advised. Finally, the Husky Dildo itself inhibited my forward locomotion, merely by being where it was. And maybe, accidentally, totally involuntarily, I was frantically jamming it in and out of my hot and slippery slit. What can I say? I was having a meltdown.

Step after step (or thrust after thrust, depending on your point of view), I moved down the hotel hallway. It wasn’t a run, but I think I moved my cute little ass with sufficient speed. At least in hindsight. I know this because by the time I’d walked down the hallway to Chris and Tyler’s room, no one had appeared. Granted, I was ridiculously close to orgasm. My body quivered, my sex convulsing around the Husky every time I pushed it back into place. My nipples throbbed with hurt and I knew someone was going to pop out any second. By the time I stepped into the inset and knocked on Chris and Tyler’s room door, I was a fucking, hysterical mess, on the verge of having a very public orgasm.

It took forever for the door to open and I was bouncing on my toes (and if I’m being honest, on the Husky Dildo,) my brain repeating the word “please” about a dozen times. I kept expecting a family of four to come out of the elevator lobby. I took a step forward, desperate to find shelter with the boys, when I found myself bumping my exposed, clothespin clamped tits into the wide-eyed face of a middle aged man wearing basketball shorts and a white tee shirt. He had dark, dusky skin, short hair with some gray at the temples and was wearing a pair of black framed glasses. I stumbled backward, shocked, mouth agape. Of course, his eyes slid from my clamped breasts down to the dildo I had partially stuffed up into my soaked sex.

“Well hello,” he said pleasantly.

“Oh my God!” I squealed. My face instantly turned the color of my hair. “I’m sorry!” I blurted out. “Wrong room!”

He grinned. “Too bad,” he replied with a sigh. But he didn’t close his door. He just stood there, staring at me. I gulped, still frozen, unsure of what to do. 

The door next to the one I was standing in front of opened and Zack stuck his head out. He was dressed in nice trousers and a polo now and looked posh. “Breanne?”

I let out another high pitched mewl and glanced over. Zack stepped partially out, saw his neighbor and rolled his eyes.

“Sorry about this,” he said apologetically.

The man shook his head and grinned. “Not in the least. She’s a cutie!”

Zack gave me a thoughtful look, then stuck his hand in the pocket, drew out a small square packet and held it out to me. “Breanne, apologize to this nice man, and when you’re done, knock on the right door.”

I blinked without thinking, taking the packet he held out. Then Zack stepped back into the room and closed the door, leaving me with the neighbor.

I licked my lips. “I… uh… I’m sorry,” I said quickly, trying to juggle a phone, a condom, and a dildo. “Can I… um… give you a blow job to make it up to you?”

The man’s expression changed slightly. “Sorry honey, I’m not buying,” he said simply.

“What?” I replied, only to realize what he meant. “Oh! I’m not a hooker,” I assured him, my cheeks still hot and red. “I’m Breanne. I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.” I smiled. “It’s a freebie!” I paused, cocking my head to the side. “Well, more of an apology for disturbing you.”

“Are you fucking serious?” He asked.

I nodded, mostly because I was thinking that the quicker I got into his room the less exposed I’d be. “Yes. I just want to suck your cock. I swear!”

He slowly stepped back and with relief, I followed him in. The door shut and I started to calm down, at least emotionally. Physically I was about ten seconds away from ravishing this poor man, I handed him my phone. He looked at it in confusion.

“So you can see I’m not recording anything, or on a call or something,” I said. He glanced down, checked my phone, and then nodded. He set it face down on the bureau and I took his hand, pulling him over to the chair. “Sit down, sir?”

“Victor,” he replied, sitting.

I grinned as I stood in front of him. “Victor. I like that name.”

“And you are Breanne?”

I nodded. “Or Bre. Either or.” I reached down and took his hand, lifting it up to the base of the dildo. “Can you hold this for me for a second?” I asked in a teasing voice, my entire demeanor changed. The panic was gone. The rush of adrenaline from being humiliated had faded and instead, I stood there with absolute confidence. It was simple. I was in my element. Naked, wearing bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles, a collar around my throat, clothespins on my throbbing nipples, and stuffed with a giant rubber cock. Even better, there was a man in front of me. I moved closer to his chair as he grabbed the dildo and I put my hands on the seat back, leaning over him. And he did exactly what I expected.

Instead of removing it, he began pumping that thick rubber rod in and out my pussy.

“Ohhh,” I moaned, closing my eyes. “That feels so good! I’m so close!” Then I shook my head and looked at Victor with intensity. “But please, don’t make me cum. I’m not allowed to and the boys will punish me if I do.”

“Punish you?”

I licked my lips and gave him a wicked look. “A spanking. Or maybe they will take a paddle to my pussy.” I put one hand on my right breast and moved the clothespin an inch away from his face. “See what they made me do to my breasts?” I jiggled my tit, making the peg dance. Victor nodded and if you think my entreaty made him stop pumping the Husky dildo, even for a second, you would be sorely mistaken. If anything, he pumped deeper and harder, jamming it in and making my body rock.

“My nipples hurt,” I whimpered. “Would you take one off and maybe give that spot a kiss?” I pleaded.

You’d think I’d just offered him a shot of whiskey or something. His other hand came up and I felt the pressure on my right nipple lighten. The clothespin dropped and suddenly his mouth was on my breast, sucking and licking and devouring me. It felt so good! I put my hand around his head and held him to my chest as the vibrations of pleasure surged through me. He jerked the Husky dildo hard and I tightened like a freaking bowstring!

“Oh God!” I cried out a moment later. “I’m cumming!”

Sure enough, fluids burst out from around the dildo and I shuddered as I hunched, half on Victor’s lap and half leaning against the chair. The surge of endorphins and dopamine, the all natural drug that I’m addicted too, flowed through me and for a moment I was lost in the sensation. My eyes rolled up into the back of my head as Victor continued to suck on my tit until I started breathing again.

“Mmmmmm,” I moaned. “I’m such a bad girl!” I pulled myself out of his mouth and his huge brown eyes looked up at me. “My turn now,” I said with a purr. I dropped down slowly, pulling his hand out from between my legs. His fingers were soaked and I closed my thighs down on the dildo to hold it in. I took his hand and wiped my own cum on my hip, then reached for the waistband of his basketball shorts. He helped, exposing a huge, thick cock almost as long as the Husky inside me, and certainly as erect.

“Oh my,” I whispered with appreciation. Then, without another word, I bent down and took as much of him in my mouth as I could.

Victor groaned.

It wasn’t a slow, agonizing blow job. I didn’t have the time. Even though I was no longer pulsating with sexual need, I was still hungry for food. And the boys were waiting for me. But I didn’t do a half-assed job either. I bobbed my head, sucked, slurped, and rubbed until he was straining. And that’s when I took the packet Zack had given me, opened it, and to Victor’s shock, popped it into my mouth.

Yeah, it’s not often you see a girl treat a condom like chewing gum. But I’d spent years perfecting the technique and except for the massive girth of Victor’s cock, I had little trouble sliding it down over his shaft. I used my hands to get it fully in place, and then I stood up, hands going to his chest, the Husky Dildo sliding out of my well-sauced pussy and falling to the carpeted floor.

“Oh!” He exclaimed as I climbed up into his lap, spreading my legs. I felt the tip of him against my petals and I rocked my hips. With one clothespin still on my chest, I grabbed his hands and brought them up.

“I’m a bad girl,” I whimpered. “Twist it. I need it to hurt,” I told Victor. He nodded and took hold of the peg, doing exactly what I said. But he also grabbed my other breast, pinching the other nipple hard. That was all it took. I closed my eyes, groaned, and slid downward. I ground my hips, rolling back and forth, bouncing in place and that lasted all of two minutes. Then Victor stood, his hands going to my ass as he picked me up, took two steps, and threw me down on the bed, him on top.

“Yes!” I exclaimed. “Fuck me hard!”

Victor, now with leverage, loomed above me, shoving his cock back into my grasping, sodden little cunt with fever. He grinned as he screwed my brains out and I wrapped my legs around him. He lifted one hand and to my shock, slapped my right breast.

I nodded. “Yes! Please? Harder?” I begged.

He ripped the other clothespin off my chest and then, as he thrust himself hard into my pussy, spanked my boobs. They weren’t very hard blows, but they stung just enough and I found myself tightening again. I felt my body responding, quivering, pulsing and I gritted my teeth.

“Oh God yes!” I cried out again.

And then Victor exploded. I felt him harden and jam himself into me deep. He panted hard and held himself inside me as I reached and cupped his face.

“Yes,” I assured him.

Slowly he sighed and I felt him pull out. He stood above my body, which was splayed out on his bed. My red hair spilled across the sheets and I could feel the wet spot developing beneath me. He stumbled back, stripping the condom from his softening cock, and he sat back down in the chair, a stunned look on his face.

Slowly I sat up with a grin. “Damn,” I said with appreciation and a little wink. “You’re amazing!”

Victor’s eyes came up to me and he smiled. I looked around the rumpled bedsheets and found the clothespin. I picked it up, then stood. My dildo was on the floor and I grabbed that, plus the other peg, and set the clothespins on the table. I walked over to the bathroom and went in, quickly rinsing the dildo and using some tissue to wipe away some of the excess fluids from my thighs. Then I went back into the room. Victor was waiting for me and I walked up to where he was sitting.

“Apology accepted?” I asked teasingly.

“Oh hell yeah,” he replied.

I grinned. “Thank you,” I said. Then I held out the dildo. “Would you mind putting this back in me?”

He blinked. “You’re kidding.”

I shrugged. “Rule Number One. A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is required to have cock inside her at all times, or if no cock is available, a suitable toy should be stuffed in her slit.”

Victor grinned. “I have a cock,” he said. “Give me a second and I’ll put it in there.” I let out a laugh, but he took the dildo out of my hand.

I laughed. “I’d say yes, but I have a dinner date.”

“Right,” he said. He brought the dildo up. “You, um… really want this back in there? After the pounding you just got?”

I nodded. “Don’t worry. I’m still wet.”

“I’m sure you are.” He began rubbing the tip along my slit. I let out a soft groan and then he found the right angle and opening and began pushing.

“That’s it,” I whispered. “It isn’t as good as yours, but it will do.” Victor kept the pressure going until almost the full length was inside me. I reached down, rotated it, then brought my legs together. “Now,” I said. “The clothespins.” I brought both hands up, cupped my breasts, and leaned over him.

He stroked my tender tips with his thumbs before putting on the wooden pegs, but I gave him an encouraging smile right before I winced as he let both clamps tighten down on my nipples at the same time. I straightened up and smiled down at him.

“Thank you,” I said warmly.

“No,” he replied. “Thank you.”

I grinned. I turned and headed toward the bureau.

“Breanne,” he blurted out. “Will I see you again?”

I picked up my phone and gave him a wink. “Maybe? I don’t know.” I blew him a kiss as he stood up.

I grabbed the door handle, for some reason, not even thinking about who might be out in the hall. I opened the door even as he got to me. Our eyes met, he leaned over, and kissed me.

Yum.

“Apology accepted,” he said, his hand coming around and patting my bottom. “I’m in town for three more days. Feel free to swing by anytime you need… uh…”

I laughed. “Thank you,” I said, putting my hand on his cock and giving his satisfied member a little squeeze. “See you around.” Then I stepped out into the hall and Victor’s door shut with a final click, leaving me alone, naked, clamped, and trembling.


Chapter Twelve: NOLA Dinner Challenges

I knocked on the correct door this time, the ring embedded in the leather cuff on my wrist tinkling slightly as I moved it. Chris opened it and looked down at me.

“Finally,” he muttered.

“Sorry about that,” I said politely. Then I pushed into the room before someone else saw me naked and needed an apology..

“Really Bre?” Chris asked incredulously as he shut the door. “We could hear your screaming through the fucking wall.”

“I was aroused!” I blurted out, waving my hand and making the ring on the bondage cuff tinkle. “You guys made me do the walk of shame! With a dildo!”

Zack looked over at me. “I take it from the twenty minutes and loud screaming coming from next door that we will not be getting asked to leave the hotel?”

I stuck my tongue out at him. “No,” I retorted. “I apologized thoroughly.”

Brad snorted. “Very thoroughly from the sound of things.”

“Victor was quite thorough,” I confirmed sarcastically..

Tyler was sitting on his bed and he sighed. “Can we please go get some food now?”

Zack stepped closer and suddenly my vibroballs were dangling in front of my eyes. “You can hand over the dildo, Bre. Put these back in.”

I tugged the Husky dildo out of my pussy and held it out to him, wet side extended. He rolled his eyes and took the toy as I snagged the vibroballs. “Anyone want to volunteer to put these in?” I asked, dangling the two plastic bullets from their accompanying wires.

Brad stepped up, took them from my hand and I lifted one foot, setting it on the end of the bed. It didn’t take him long to get me properly stuffed as I held onto his shoulder. It felt good too and surprisingly, despite the fact that I’d orgasmed just a few minutes before, I felt myself ripening and clenching as the two motorized spheres settled deep into my slit.

“Are we going to turn them on?” I asked hopefully, holding the controller. Zack produced a small black leather belt and to my surprise, knelt down, holding it up to my right leg. He set the strap in place around my upper thigh and began buckling it. I glanced down, thinking I looked like one of those anime girls.

“Cute,” I replied as he secured it tightly enough that I knew it wasn’t going to slip. “What’s it…” I started to ask, when Zack grabbed the vibroballs controller from me, turned it on to the lowest setting, and then slipped the device into a matching leather sheath. I gasped as the two little bullets in my pussy began shaking and Zack hooked the controller on the inside of my thigh. Now the bright pink neon colored wire dangled between my legs, making it completely obvious what was going on. And on the flipside, I didn’t have to hold the silly thing.

“Ohhh,” I said, even as my loins tightened up. The vibrations slid through my slit and it was hard to keep from twitching. Or clenching and rolling my hips. Or grabbing one of them and throwing them do so I could ride them to orgasm.

Zack stood up as the other boys admired my new accessory, which gave Zack time to get one more item. He held it out to me. “Here,” he said. “You’ll be wearing this tonight.”

I had expected this. I’d been sitting next to him when he’d gone online and picked it out, offering my objections. While at first blush it looked black, I knew that it was actually made of a gauzy material that would become translucent the closer you got to it. The bottom hem was also ridiculously short, meaning that sitting, or even bending over slightly, would cause the back of the dress to come up, exposing my tush. The bodice wasn’t that much better. A single strand of elastic went across the top, but there was an impressive cutout between the left and right sides, which meant that each breast would be individually wrapped. In addition, a quick tug downward would expose my entire chest, which technically was already exposed since the damn thing was see-thru gauze anyway.

I  took the dress and shook it out. Zack gave me a knowing smile and I turned, thrusting my breasts out at Chris.

“Mind taking off the clothespins so I can put this on?” I asked sweetly.

Chris smiled, reached up, and I let out a hiss as a little surge of pain shot through my bosom. It made my pussy tighten down on the already softly buzzing vibroballs. If arousal could be measured like pressure, my boiler was quickly approaching the blowout point. I lifted my arms and wiggled, feeling the dress drop down over my head.

I pulled on the hem. Zack had done a good job getting my size, mostly since I’d specifically told him what to get, and I looked in the big mirror above the bureau. From six or seven feet away, the darkness of the bodice and pleats of the dress looked solidly black and except for a hint of shape beneath, you couldn’t really see anything. But taking just two steps forward changed it completely. Suddenly I could see the pink tips of my nipples, the cream colored curves of my breasts, and even the way my waist widened out to my hips. Down lower there was the obvious shadowy crevasse, and to my horror, I could easily see the pink neon wire of the vibroballs disappearing right into it.

“Oh my,” I whispered. Zack’s hand went across my throat and before I could move, he clipped a metal link to the ring on my collar and gave a tug.

My eyes widened. “Really?” I said piteously. “A leash?” The leather strap was black and obvious and added an even more “submissive” tone to the already heavy bondage flavor I was sporting. The dress matched the bondage cuffs, collar, and now leash, as well as my shoes. Even the black leather strap on my thigh was right. The only glaring bit was the pink controller , which just screamed “look at me! Look at what I’m doing! I’m a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut!”

Zack grinned. “You look phenomenal,” he said, giving the leash a little tug.

Tyler stood up and joined Chris and Brad and I studied them carefully. All of them had cleaned up and were wearing trousers and polo shirts of various colors. I almost laughed. They all looked like graduate students rather than heavy college party animals. Of course, right in the middle stood a dark red-haired girl who looked like a submissive, kinky, humiliation, masochistic, nymphomaniac.

“I hope you gentlemen are planning on taking me out and showing me a good time,” I said, noting that my pussy was starting to leak copious amounts of girl goo.

Brad nodded eagerly. “Abso-fucking-lutely!” He declared.

“Food now,” Tyler repeated sternly. “Sexual torture later,” he added.

Chris smiled. “Not that much later,” he replied as he opened the door. “Hopefully Breanne’s definition of a good time also includes plenty of public humiliation, multiple orgasms, clamps, and a good spanking!”

I laughed. “Of course it does!” I replied. Then I winked. “And even more daring things than that!”

Zack nodded. “Everyone have their keys?” No one replied so he gestured at the doorway. “Great, let’s go.”

We exited the room and I stepped out into the hall feeling almost as self-conscious in the dress, as I had when walking down the hall naked. I noticed that Brad was carrying my canvas sack slung over his shoulder, but I didn’t say anything. I knew what was inside that damn thing. I held back just enough to force Zack to tug on the leash and then I moved in between him and Chris, letting the boys escort me to the elevator where it chimed happily as it arrived. We rode down and stepped back into the hotel lobby. The bar was now doing a brisk business and as we walked past it I felt heads turning. The number of eyes on me doubled and then tripled and I felt my cheeks getting hotter. I tried not to think about what those people were thinking about me. Of course the skimpy, practically see-through dress was undoubtedly turning heads. And how many women are led out of the hotel by a leash while wearing a collar? Or maybe it was the open toed sandals with six inch heels? Or the bright pink wire going up under my dress. And of course, I was still wearing black leather bondage cuffs around each wrist and both ankles.

Then… my brain made it worse. Could they see how aroused I was? Could they see my hard nipples through the dress? Were my hips twitching as the vibroballs did their little dance inside me? For a second my feet hurried, wanting to run through the lobby and escape the gauntlet of stares. But I felt a tug on my throat and realized that Zack had slowed down. I was forced to take each step carefully and deliberately. Could it be anymore obvious that I was a fuckslut who was meant to be used? And that I was about to experience that very use? It seemed to take a year to cross the lobby and I was soaked by the time we stepped out into the warm, muggy New Orleans air.

“Egghh,” I muttered as the wave of humiliation energy dissipated, leaving me more than a little moist, right between the thighs. “Sticky.”

Brad snorted and nodded, thinking I meant the atmosphere and not my vibroballs stuffed slit. Admittedly, it was obnoxiously warm and the humidity was pretty high. We turned to our right and then at the corner, crossed the road. I half expected us to head straight for Bourbon Street, but instead Zack turned right again and led us down the street parallel to the hotel. The boys seemed to know exactly where we were going because they turned into a restaurant slash bar just a short walk from the hotel’s entrance. The seater looked at us with a smile, saw me, and then grinned even more. I practically wilted, though I admit that I tightened up around the vibroballs again, feeling the surge of arousal. He led us into the dining room and sat us down at one of the tables.

A jazz trio was playing and I glanced around the place. It wasn’t very big, more of a hole in the wall, and one entire side of the establishment was the bar. There were several levels of seating and a weird manikin was set up in the back corner, dressed in Mardi Gras colors and a mask, eyelessly watching everything. Soft piano, the deep resonate tones of a string base, and a sax swirled through the place. I nodded my head at the tempo as the boys got comfortable. Me? Well, I had those vibroballs still buzzing around in my slit and when I sat down, the back of my dress rode up so much that my bare bottom was sitting on the seat. I tugged the hem downward, hoping that my ass wasn’t visible through the back of the chair.

The table sported a cover cloth, salt and pepper shakers and a small red votive candle that flickered in a glass. I rolled my hips a little and wriggled as Zack pulled a small, white cube out of his pocket and set it on the table. Instead of dots though, there were stickers on each side, sporting letters. I saw an S and an N, and a H. I looked inquisitively at my tormentors.

“Time to play the game gentlemen,” Zack announced. Brad, Tyler, and Chris all looked excited.

“Game?” I asked carefully. “Am I playing too?”

Zack nodded at me with a grin. “Not as a player, more as… the game board.”

“Or one of the interactive pieces,” Chris explained.

“And the prize,” Tyler added.

I gave him a wry smile. “Well, that’s not unusual.” I replied. “What are the letters for?”

The boys all laughed.

“Geeze, Bre. What’s an NHPS like you doing in a place like this?” Brad teased, spelling it out. I blinked and Zack turned the cube over. I saw the P on the other side..

“Oh!” I blurted out. “N, H, P, S! Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.”

Zack tapped the die. “Alright Bre, let me explain the game we are going to play.”

I turned toward him and gave him my complete attention. Well, minus what was going to the vibroballs.

“Over the next few hours we will be visiting as many bars on Bourbon Street as possible. Brad, myself, and Chris will each have a drink while…” 

“Wait,” I said, holding up a hand. “I’m not allowed to drink?” My tone made it clear how I felt about that situation. “And why isn’t Tyler allowed to have a drink?” I demanded, trying not to make this about me.

Zack laughed. “You can have a drink, but only after each orgasm. Not one in each bar. And Tyler is our designated driver.”

My eyebrow went up and I looked at Tyler. “Uh… we walked here.”

Tyler patted my leg. “Basically I’m here to make sure no one does anything so extremely stupid they end up hurt. Or in jail,” he said pointedly.

It took me a moment. “Oh… me.” I said, putting it together. I paused. “You said I can have a drink after every orgasm,” I repeated. “Orgasms… plural?”

Zack tapped the die again, seemingly ignoring my question. “In each establishment, one of us, or maybe you, will get to roll the die. The letter that faces up decides on the kind of task you’ll be given.”

“What kind of tasks? Orgasmic tasks?” I asked, already getting a fluttery feeling, and it wasn’t in my stomach. Stupid vibroballs.

“The letters mean the same thing they always do, Bre. Rolling an N means a nympho challenge. That will be something you will have to do to someone else.”

“Like what?” I asked suspiciously.

Zack grinned. “Oh, something hands on. Maybe a quick rub. A blowjob. Something like that. The idea is for us to be creative. The H stands for humiliation. Rolling an H will result in your immediate and thorough sexual embarrassment. You’ll have to do something in front of people.”

Brad put a hand on my bare knee and gave me a soft squeeze. “Like flashing your amazing tits for a bead necklace.”

I glanced around the restaurant. My outfit had already drawn attention, or maybe it was my hair, high heels, or the fact that it’s not often you see a good looking girl wearing a collar, bondage cuffs, and a leash. I thought about having to expose myself and I felt the heat creep up my cheeks.

“Aww,” said Chris. “Look! She’s blushing.”

“P stands for pain,” Tyler said next. “If you draw the P you’ll be subjected to one of your usual, but somewhat uncomfortable torments. Like clamps on your nipples.”

“Or worse,” Zack said, with just a little bit of villainous sneer.

“There’s worse?” I asked nervously.

“Oh absolutely,” Zack assured me, only to continue. “You might have noticed that there are two H’s and two P’s on the die, which does somewhat increase the chance of you being humiliated, or tortured.”

“Okay,” I replied. “What happens if I roll the S?”

All four boys looked at each other, grinning. “Well, that will be good for you, and for the person who is giving you a task. If you roll the S, it’s the task giver’s decision on what to make you do, but as you do it, your vibroballs will be increased to full power.”

I thought about that. “Um… guys, I’m already a bit on edge. You stimulate me that much and I’m going to pop.”

Zack shrugged. “Go ahead. Pop. Cum. Orgasm. That’s the point. The winner of the game is the person who makes you explode the most.”

My jaw dropped. “What? Really?”

Chris laughed. “Yes, Bre. You can cum all you want. The only problem is that the tasks we give you cannot be masturbatory. So don’t think you’re going to be pumping a dildo in there, or playing with yourself. The tasks are going to be intense and arousing, but this is more of a test to see if we can push you over the edge with stimulation other than having your cunt stuffed with cock.”

“But… I can cum?” I asked again, just to double check. “No punishments?”

“Well, the pain tasks are going to be hard enough to deal with,” Zack replied. “So no. No punishments. The only thing we ask is that you announce any incipient orgasms with your usual phrase. Loudly too.”

I sat there, just a little stunned. “No punishments for cumming without authorization.”

Chris tapped his finger on the table. “You have authorization. Cum as much as you possibly can. The only thing you aren’t allowed to do is touch yourself outside of a task.”

I took a deep breath. “Okay,” I said, just a little nervously, but also with excitement. I mean, I was going to be allowed to orgasm. It just seemed too good to be true. He picked up the small, white cube with the letter stickers on it and held it out to me.

“Roll Bre.”

I hesitated. There was just so much to unpack. I was going to be on display, paraded around half naked, humiliated, and if I rolled that letter “P” then I was basically going to get hurt a little. Even my orgasms were going to be announced. I had no choice. But… that was the point. Wasn’t it? That was my purpose. To satisfy their sexual desires, especially if it meant my humiliation and discomfort. Of course, I’d cum in the process. But my entire role here was to be their little sexual plaything. Even if that meant being tormented, teased, humiliated, and punished.

I took the die and was about to roll it, when another thought occurred to me. “If the goal is for each of you to see how many times you can make me cum while we’re doing Bourbon Street, what’s the prize?”

“You are,” Tyler said immediately. “You’ll be sleeping with the winner tonight.”

“And fucking them,” Chris added.

Brad frowned. “Presuming they aren’t too drunk to get it up,” he added.”

I laughed. “Or I’m too plastered to spread my legs.”

“Which is why you are only getting to drink after each orgasm, Bre.” Zack patted my leg. The comment was well timed, since the waitress showed up just then.

Most of the boys ordered beers, though Tyler and I both asked for sodas. She nodded and walked away and Zack handed me the die.

“Now roll.”

I rolled the die quickly. It clattered on the table and I saw the letter H clear as day, facing upward. Zack smiled and nodded. Clearly he was the first taskmaster.

“Breanne, your challenge, to be completed prior to our food arriving, is to pull down the bodice of your dress, cover your breasts with both hands, and then go over to the bartender, and ask for a glass of ice water. Once you have the glass, you will replace one hand with the cold, wet side of the glass pressed against your nipple and return to the table. You can move the glass to either nipple as needed, replacing it with a hand, until our dinner arrives.”

“Ooh,” Brad said with appreciation. “Nice.” Tyler and Chris seemed to agree, even as I felt a flurry of emotion. Not to mention a few physical responses to the idea. My pussy tightened up dramatically as a rush of fear shot through me. There were thirty people in the restaurant. Everyone would look at me, especially if I was doing a hand bra! But it wasn’t like I had a choice. I gave Zack a slight nod of my head. Refusal wasn’t an option.

I realized my hands were trembling as I reached up to my collar and pulled the front of my dress down, exposing my chest to all four boys. I did it quickly, moving my hands so rapidly that I don’t even think the folks at the table across from us saw what I was doing. I bit my lip and glanced down. My nipples were covered, but that was about it. There was an impressive amount of top, side, and underboob showing. Clearly my hands were not C-cups..

“Sweet,” Tyler said with satisfaction. I bit my lip.

“Go on,” Zack encouraged me. “And remember that nip slips are totally acceptable.”

Awkwardly I stood up and Chris helped by pulling my chair out with one hand. I was still blushing furiously and I could feel my nipples tightening up beneath my fingers. The action drew attention and I felt the heat on my face move downward, practically to the very points I had covered with my hands. Blushing furiously, I ignored the now obvious looks, swallowed hard again, then turned and managed to get the attention of the rest of the restaurant.

It was the walk of shame all over again. Except not as naked, and with way more people. I forced myself to take a few steps, trying to ignore the humiliation and the buzzing vibroballs and headed for the bar.

“Hey sweetie, want some beads?” Someone called out. I shot the man speaking with a weak smile and kept moving. I had to pass by half a dozen men sitting at the counter, then stepped up into a free spot. The bartender moved immediately to stand in front of me, his eyes going down to my barely covered chest.

“Can I please get a glass of ice water?” I asked with a pouty bat of my eyelashes.

“Miss, you can have anything you want,” he replied. He quickly filled my order and slid the glass of water across the bar to me. Then there was nothing for it. I had to let go of one side or the other. I used my right hand, exposing the tip of my breast to the young man, who clearly appreciated the view, and picked up the glass. It was cold. Very cold. I brought it up to the same nipple, adopting a ridiculous pose and the cold seared into me. I gasped and the bartender’s eyes widened, but then he nodded.

“Hold on,” he said, holding up a single finger. I blinked, unsure of what to do, when he slid a second glass of ice water across to me. “There you go,” he said.

I’m not sure what tightened up more, my guts or my pussy. But then my pussy won out and with my left hand, I grabbed the glass, bringing it up quickly to my other nipple. With a gasp, I felt the icy coolness seep into my bosom and I gave him a strained smile. Two glasses. Icy cold, wet glasses. Touching my breasts.

“Thank you,” I said, practically dying inside. I turned and if I hadn’t already had everyone’s attention on the walk to the bar, I sure as hell had it now. I hurried as much as I could, but when you’re wearing six inch heels, there’s walking slow and walking dangerous. I opted for slow. Fifteen seconds of utter embarrassment later, I was at our table and I sat down, my cheeks the same color as my hair, my pussy throbbing with desperation, and my nipples freaking cold as hell.

Zack leaned forward. “Interesting,” he said with a grin. “Two glasses of ice water?”

I gulped. “The bartender insisted,” I replied, my voice high-pitched.

Zack nodded. “I’m sure he did! Well, unfortunately that means you’ll need to keep both glasses on your nipples until dinner comes.”

I blinked. “What?” I gasped. The tips of my breasts were freezing.

Zack nodded and it was clear that the other boys agreed with him. “Well, glasses replace hands. And while you could have swapped a hand for a glass before, now you have two glasses. So you’re sort of screwed. At least until dinner comes.”

I quivered. “Oh my God!” I blurted out. “Zack, these are cold!”

He shrugged. “I suppose you don’t have to keep the glasses on your nipples,” he said with a grin. “But you still have to hold the glasses with your hands.”

The blush in my cheeks probably faded as I went white with understanding. I wasn’t going to be allowed to cover up with anything but the ice waters. I gulped. Then I felt the heat creep back up my cheeks.

For the next few minutes I ignored the conversation, or more accurately, I was a bit distracted by my predicament to really care what the boys were talking about. I think it was food. Cajun versus Creole cuisine or something like that. Gumbo and Etouffee and Jambalaya. My arms started to get tired. Try holding two glasses of ice cold water against your chest and see how long you can manage it! Not only that, but the tips of my fingers were hurting from the cold almost as much as my throbbing, not-nearly-numb-enough nipples.  I grimaced, groaned, quivered, and finally, after just three or four minutes, pulled the first glass away from my breast. This was utter torture!

A new glass was set down in front of me and I twitched with a jerk, yanking the ice water back up to my chest. The waitress set down several bottles and another glass of soda in front of Tyler. There was some momentary confusion as we had to order dinner and I was forced to get help from Chris to look at the menu. Then with entrees ordered, the waitress disappeared and I sat there, nipples freezing, the tips of my breasts throbbing.

The hard, taut pink tip of my left breast pulsed with cold as I set the glass down. I didn’t let it go of the glass, but I did rest my arm. All the boys grinned and I noticed a couple of the guys from the other table leaning over to get a glimpse. I tried to position my arm, and then the glass, to at least block the view, even if it wasn’t touching my skin. And time seemed to crawl.

Right up between my legs.

Please understand that the vibroballs were still going in all this. The incessant buzz, combined with the cold pain shooting through my nipples, the abject humiliation of being on display in such an embarrassing circumstance, all combined into more than the sum of their parts. My arousal doubled and then tripled, and I wasn’t even being fucked.

You can imagine, when dinner finally arrived, it was a relief. I let go of the glasses, pulled the front of my dress back up, and for the first time in several hours, thought of something other than sex. I grabbed my warm bowl, held it up against my chest, and began shoveling gumbo into my mouth.

The conversation was light hearted and while the gentle purring of the vibroballs inside my sex kept me wet, hips grinding every few bites, I managed not to make an ass of myself, spill food down the front of my dress, or down my diet soda in a manner to raise questions about my sanity. Finally I set my empty bowl down and sat back satisfied, looking at the boys, all of whom were also finishing off their own meals..

Zack pushed his own plate aside and looked over at Brad. “While we’re waiting for the check, do you want to start your task?”

Brad’s eyebrow went up. “I don’t have to wait until we get to Bourbon Street?”

Evidently there was a quick vote and basically everyone wanted me to sexually suffer. I wasn’t given a vote, but I’m not sure I wouldn’t have voted the same along with everyone else.

Zack shrugged and Chris pointed with his fork. “Now. Have Breanne roll.”

My throat tightened as Zack once more put the small, letter cube in front of me. I picked it up, took a deep breath and rolled it.

Everyone leaned forward.

Brad looked up with a grin. “Damn! An S!” He announced gleefully. I looked up at him, trying to anticipate what was happening. Brad stroked his chin looking thoughtful. Then he reached out to the center of the table and he pushed the votive candle toward me. I gulped.

“Breanne,” Brad said sternly. “For your next task, you will bare one breast and completely coat your nipple with wax.” My eyes widened and Brad continued. “In addition, you will keep that wax coated tit exposed and uncovered until we arrive at our first destination on Bourbon Street, where you will then ask a stranger to remove the wax.””

Tyler gave Brad an impressed look. “Wow. That’s pretty diabolical. Humiliating, painful, and nympho.”

Zack pointed at Chris who was sitting next to me. “Don’t forget to turn up the vibroballs,” he told Chris. There was an encouraging grunt and then I felt his hand on my leg. He slid it up to the controller and I gasped as my sex tightened around the sex toys inside me. The buzzing increased three-fold and after forty minutes of low level torment, going full throttle was not a good thing. Unless of course, your goal was to make me pop. The idea that I was going to be allowed orgasm was kind of cool, even if it did mean I was about to get my tit hot waxed.

“Candle,” Brad reminded me, pointing at the votive.

I looked down at the candle. Red wax is the hottest and self-application is not easy because technically you need to hold the candle at a sufficient distance from the skin so that moving through the air gives it a chance to cool down. Not only that, but removal would be challenging. At least in my current state. I glanced at Brad. “Um… in my bag there should be a small bottle of baby oil. Can I have that?”

Brad seemed to consider this for a moment, but then swung my canvas sack around and began digging through it. “You can, but you can’t apply it to yourself. You’ll need to ask for assistance.”

Chris grinned. “I volunteer!” He said earnestly. He gave me a wink. “I promise to do a very thorough job.”

“Of course you will,” I muttered, remembering the oil that had basically ruined my peasant blouse earlier that day. Brad found the small bottle and slid it across the table. Chris took it as I turned sideways in my seat. I glanced around, feeling the same tingling sensation both in my gut and in my sex, grabbed the bodice of my dress, and pulled downward.

Well, maybe not my entire bodice. I kept my right breast covered and only exposed the left side, presenting it to Chris with a hopeful expression. Mostly I was hopeful that he’d go as quickly as freaking possible to minimize my exposure. With agonizing slowness though, he uncapped the bottle, gave my pink nipple a long, hard look, then raised the bottle above my chest. The drips of oil were so soft that I didn’t even feel them, even though I could see the glistening trail as they slid down from the top of my areola to the point, then disappeared beneath.

Chris lifted a hand, extending a finger, and then with the lightest, most teasing touch humanly possible, began spreading the oil. But not in a circle. Oh no. Instead he brushed his finger up and down, even as my nipple tightened and I gasped. With the vibroballs now set to high, the touch was beyond maddening and I felt myself go rigid, sexual urgency shooting through me from top to bottom. My hips rolled and I began rocking back and forth, thighs pressed together, struggling against the sensations. Chris kept going, tapping, brushing, teasing the tip of my breast in what was a minute of the most acute, sensitive, and sexually explicit torment I’d had the entire trip. It felt amazing of course and I moaned, closing my eyes as he changed fingers and began using his thumb, swiping back and forth.

“Oh gods,” I mewled, my chest starting to heave.

“Wax time,” Brad suddenly  insisted. “Put your napkin on the table in front of you, Bre. Just in case any wax spills.” I nodded roughly, my throat tight against the sexual pressure threatening to shove me off the edge. My nipple tingled from the caress, but now it was my pussy that was the problem. The vibroballs, the rocking thrusts of my pelvis, the way those two guys at the other table were looking at me, the expectations. It all came down on me like a weight. I put the napkin down and picked up the candle. There wasn’t much heat, but I could still feel it against my fingers. I glanced up. Rapt expressions and glittering eyes were all focused on me as I brought the candle up to my chest. But it was the heat between my legs that I felt. I was skirting the edge. Right on the cusp. I took a deep breath, and another, struggling not to shoot off the edge until just the right moment. I used my free hand to cup my breast, even lifting it up as I pressed my ribs against the edge of the table. I tipped the candle over and felt the first burning drops fall on my nipple, perfectly coating the tender, oiled, sensitized tip. I gasped as the pain shot up through my chest, down to my quivering, clenching, thrusting sex and threw back my head with a vocal, loud, and startling cry of exaltation.

“Oh God!” I exclaimed. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!”


Epilogue

The chiming of the hotel elevator dinged and I pulled myself away from Tyler with a stupid giggle, breaking the kiss. As I moved, I felt his finger come out of my pussy, which admittedly was not what I wanted, except my vibroballs were still in there and had been on full power ever since we’d been kicked out of that last bar, so it wasn’t the disaster it might have been. I twirled with a laugh, a mixture of arousal, intoxication, and exhaustion making me more than a little lightheaded and stupid. The elevator lobby spun and even after I physically stopped, the hallway continued to spin, just a little. I swayed and both Tyler and Chris practically lept to my side, both grabbing an elbow to keep me from falling.

“Whoa there, Bre.” Chris laughed as I fell against him, the two or three dozen bead necklaces rattling noisily. “Easy.” I grinned up at him and gave him a look that spoke volumes about my mental state. Vapid, eager, and ready to get fucked.

The bartender hadn’t made us leave because I’d been twerking with the bodice of my dress pulled down, the silly clamps swinging back and forth from the tips of my breasts, bead necklaces jerking back and forth. He hadn’t even minded that I’d pulled up the hem of my dress, wrapped it around my waist, wiggling my ass and flashing the red jewel that capped the acrylic butt plug in my ass. We’d finally been asked to leave simply because it was two in the morning and the poor man wanted to close up shop and go home. Thus, our night out on Bourbon Street had come to an unfortunate close. At least for some people. Tyler grinned down at me as Brad and Zack got off the elevator, stepping into the little landing on our floor.

“You gonna get some of these?” I teased, my voice slurred as I shook my exposed, clamped and plastic adorned boobs back and forth. The pinching sensation of the duckbill clamps was delicious. Not too hard, not too soft, and I liked the way the plastic beads caught on them. The way the mess twisted my nipples just sent ripples of acute pleasure up through me. Tinged with a touch of discomfort of course. But that’s the way I am.

Beneath one of the duckbill clamps were a few blue marks made with a washable ink marker. A curved smile, two googly eyes and my clamped nipple formed a happy face. This had been drawn on somewhere around the eleventh bar, by one of the other patrons, as a result of Chris rolling for a humiliation task. Not to be outdone, my other breast sported a light hash of red marks, some of which were actual welts, that had come as a result of having about two dozen different people snapping a rubber band against my pierced nub. Of course, at the moment, none of that seemed to matter to me. Probably because I felt amazing.

The boys all grinned, well… except for Brad. He had a sullen look on his face, which I suspected was a combination of losing to Tyler and being very, very intoxicated. But none of us were close to the sober side of things, except for our designated driver.

“Your tits? Well, I certainly intend to,” Tyler assured me as I swayed drunkenly into the hall, my clamped, beaded, and exposed chest still out. Zack followed along behind and almost bumped into me as I came to a full and complete stop, looking down the empty hall with wide eyes.

“Here,” I said softly, looking down the somewhat blandly decorated corridor. My brain flashed through all of the memories of the evening and found one that made my grasping, vibrating, and still quite soaked pussy tighten even more around the oscillating sex toy inside me.

“Here what?” Zack asked, his brain not working any better than mine. He’d had way more to drink, but I’d had seven Sunset Strips and in the challenge of alcohol vs. body weight, Zack had me beat. I tilted my head at a silly angle.

“Here is where the evening started,” I declared, in a voice way too loud for two-thirty in the morning at a hotel. I raised my arms and did this little dance, the chain and beads swinging back and forth again. This should reinforce just how drunk I was as well. “It started with a walk of shame,” I sang. Off-pitch.

The boys stared at me, mostly because I was doing a little wiggle of some weird kind, but that must have looked incredibly sexy. I’d had their attention most of the evening. Hell, I’d had pretty much everyone’s attention everywhere we went, but I liked the intensity of this, of the way they looked at me. I turned as I danced, my hips rolling, and not just to the sound of the music in my head. I grinned, bringing my hands up to my breasts, cupping them. My eyes widened as I let out another loud laugh.

“It started with a walk of shame,” I declared again. “It has to end with a walk of shame!” Then, before any of them could object, (not that any of them would have,) I moved my hands downward and shoved my dress over my belly and hips, and let it drop all the way to the floor.

“Oh wow,” Chris muttered, eyes flashing.

“Oh boy,” Tyler said with a shake of his head.

I stepped out of the fallen dress, kicking it aside with one toe, leaving it right there and did a pirouette, hands raised above my head. My bottom was still slightly reddened from the spanking I’d been given in one bar, where I’d been bent over Brad’s lap, right after having the acrylic plug inserted into my bottom. The red glass jewel undoubtedly glistened as I spun, peeking out from between my butt cheeks. The words “Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut,” printed with the same washable ink as the letters on my breast, but each in a different hand, were positioned over my tailbone and I suspected that someone had also scribed “fuck me here” on my right buttock and drawn an arrow to my bottom. The bondage cuffs on my wrists and ankles tinkled lightly as the metal rings bounced as I spun, rising up on my toes, my bare feet arched. I wasn’t wearing my high heels, thank God. Those were in Chris’ hand. I lifted my chin, the collar on my throat tight and pretty. I let out a loud laugh, nude, aroused, and carefree. Then I stopped spinning.

Except the hallway didn’t. “Ooohh,” I said in dismay as I began falling over, only for Tyler to catch me. I fell into his arms and looked up at him with a relieved smile. “My hero!” I cooed, reaching up to touch his face. “Now can you please fuck me hard?”

Brad snorted and walked past us, already digging into his pocket for the key. I felt bad for him, but knew it was more the liquor than anything else. Tyler had won, fair and square, though I couldn’t help feeling that I’d actually been the winner of the night. I’d cum a total of seven times, once each for Chris and Zack, while Brad had managed two, and Tyler had pulled off a third.

The assignments had run the gauntlet from mundane to mind-blowing and to be honest, my memories of that evening are just a little fuzzy. In fact, I had to piece much of it together on the trip back to Houston as the boys recounted their favorite moments of sexy, drunk Bre doing really, really inappropriate things. In public. To them. To other people. To myself. The good news was that I’d managed not to get arrested, but that was more because everyone around me completely approved of my breaking Louisiana's public nudity and public lewdness laws, rewarding me with “get naked” beads at every turn. Evidently, as I’d downed a couple of drinks thanks to some rather vocal and impressive orgasms, I’d become less apprehensive about being exposed in a public venue. Without inhibition, I’m something of an enthusiastic and utterly willing fuckslut.

Which in all honesty, is sort of how I am when I’m not drunk, except that I’m embarrassed as hell about it. I guess shame really is my issue.

The very first bar we went to after hot waxing my left nipple had begun an almost six hour parade of sexual insanity and drinking that had left me teetering on several levels. After slipping into a booth and peeling the melted paraffin off my chest, I’d rolled the die for Tyler’s turn, only to see a letter “P” come face up.

“Breanne,” Tyler said, even before the waitress showed up to get our order. “You will apply your alligator clamps to both nipples and your clit. To remove them, you have two options. The first is simply to wait, hurting and throbbing, until we are all finished with our drinks and have moved to a new bar. Once there, you can remove the clamps before rolling for your next challenge. The second way to remove the clamps is to politely ask a stranger to free your from the pain, by showing them the clamp you want to remove. You’ll need to ask three different strangers though, to get them all off. And they can’t be sitting at the same table.”

I’d already pulled up the bodice of my dress, concealing, for the first time in like ten minutes, my left breast. I gulped. “Alright,” I said, just a little weakly. The alligator clamps were not easy to endure and as Brad pulled them out of the canvas sack and slid them across the table, I bit my lip, trying to decide which would be better. To endure them silently until we moved to the next place, or humiliate myself by flashing my clamped bits to strangers, begging them to remove the offending pincers?

There were three clamps, the largest of which I picked up first. I pulled up the hem of my dress and spread my legs. My clit was barely visible in the dim light, but I pinched open the clamp, set it in place, and then very slowly, gingerly, allowed it to close. The metal teeth, blunted but still sharp enough to hurt, bit down hard on my tender nub and made me wince, gasping with pain. I was reaching for the next clamp when the waitress arrived and took our drink orders. As soon as her back was turned the boys looked at me expectantly and I once again pulled down the front of my dress.

“I will never get tired of seeing those,” Brad said with a grin. I gave him an impatient look as I picked up the second clamp, pinched it open, and then set it on my right nipple, behind the piercing. Another shard of acute discomfort shot through my chest and I sucked in a breath, even as I reached for the next clamp. I put it on as well and covered back up, trembling and shaking as my body struggled with the sensations. Pain rippled up through my pussy and my nipples, while pleasure from the vibrating balls in my slit mixed up my brain.

“Are you okay?” Chris asked me after a minute, patting my thigh. I turned and looked at him, trying not to hyperventilate.

“No,” I replied, tense as hell. “My nipples are throbbing, my clit feels like it's burning, and my pussy is trying to throttle the damn vibroballs.” I closed my eyes. “I’m on edge.”

Tyler gave me a curious look. “You just exploded like fifteen minutes ago. Where are you on the fuckslut scale?”

My eyes flickered over toward him. “A three point two?”

“Damn,” Chris said in surprise. “She’s always like this?” He asked Zack.

The smirk on Zack’s face was answer enough. Then our drinks arrived and I looked down at my Sunset Strip. It was huge. Orange and reddish with a cherry, a slice of orange, and a straw. I grabbed it, noticing that my hand was shaking, and drank a quarter of it down.

“Whoa, slow down Bre,” someone said.

With each breath I could feel the alligator clamps moving against the bodice of my dress, twisting and chewing on my nipples with those tiny teeth. The boys drank their beers slowly and after about six minutes my straw was making slurping noises in the bottom of my glass.

“Can I get you another one, hon?” The waitress said, appearing suddenly at my shoulder.

I opened my mouth but Zack answered for me. “She can’t have a second drink until she has another orgasm.”

My face went red and the waitress looked down at me with a questioning look. I shrank in my seat, the clamps biting down on all the right parts of me, and I slid a few more points higher on the fuckslut scale.

“Well, you just let me know when you cum, okay?” She said with a grin. I about died.

Finally the boys finished their drinks, paid their tab, and we moved onto the next bar where I removed the clamps from my sore and tender nipples and clit as we slid into a new booth. Then I rolled the die again, this time for Chris.

Humiliation. And that’s how I got the blue smiley face on my right breast.

Bar after bar. Drink after drink. Zack made me explode next, earning his one and only achievement of the night, mostly by making me hang a vibrating pendant clamp from my clit, while forcing me to open my canvas sack and bring out every single insertable toy, lining them up on the table and requiring me to give a quick explanation of my likes and dislikes for each vibrator, probe, plug, phallus, and dildo. I had no freaking idea I had that many in the bag. Talk about embarrassing!

Many of the humiliation challenges were overly simple. Flirt with the waitress and convince her to give my breasts a couple of kisses. Give one of the guys a lap dance. Ask a stranger to conduct a panty check on me. Hang tweezer clamps with bells from both nipples and walk around the bar three times. Flash my tits and collect a dozen bead necklaces. Dip your right breast in the cheese sauce and let Chris lick it clean. Stuff like that. But there were some doozies too. In one establishment Tyler made me go sit by myself at the bar, on a specific stool, with my dress hitched up around my waist. Every single person coming in got a phenomenal look at my bare bottom. It wouldn’t have been that bad if Brad hadn’t forced me over the table in a previous challenge, so that he could write “Nymph Humiliation Pain Slut” right above the crack of my ass like some sort of sick tramp stamp.

Rolling an H wasn’t the only possibility. P came up just about as often and usually involved me suffering some rather cruel but sexually stimulating discomfort. Clamps on my nipples and clit were popular, and the boys enjoyed subjecting me to the wide variety of duckbill, clover, alligator and wooden clamps I had in my bag. In several bars I had to submit to spankings, bent over a lap, my breasts dangling free and exposed, usually with a clamp hanging from each point, while my bottom got smacked into redness. Rubber band snaps were delivered to the arches of my feet, against my clit or nipples, and in one case wrapped around each boob until I was groaning from the tension. Plus there were some more inventive tasks. In one dive I  was forced to stand next to the table, knees bent, with a string attached to my clit via a clothespin. The boys took turns adding weight to the string as I waddled around them in a circle, hands on my head. I made about four laps before the clothespin on my clit was finally ripped off.

Rolling an N was slightly better. First, it didn’t happen all that much, but the first four times all resulted in me giving surreptitious blowjobs or handjobs to my guys, bringing each of them to their own climaxes. After that there were a few awkward moments where I was instructed to ask a stranger if they needed sexual services and I found myself kneeling before two other men, giving them satisfaction. In one bar I had to proposition the waitress, begging her to let me suck on her clit until she exploded. She eventually agreed, but only if we did it in private. The back room was quite cramped, but we both managed.

Last but not least were the S rolls. Practically each one pushed me over the edge. At one hightop table, with these backless stools, Tyler had me lubricate one of my shorter, narrow vibrators, turn it on, and then sit on it, sliding the entire thing into my ass. I had to stay on it for the entire time we were there, trembling violently as the vibroballs were jacked up to full power, my butt stuffed with vibrator, and the hem of my dress was pulled up around my waist. Brad nailed me with another challenge where I had to stand by each of the boys, legs spread, the front of my dress pulled up to expose my pussy, so that each one could deliver a single spank with the leather sap to my pussy, until everyone’s glass was empty. I exploded quite early that time earning myself another Sunset Strip.

We slipped into another bar, me swaying from multiple drinks and feeling both aroused and lightheaded. Tyler tugged on my leash and as we sat down at one of the tables, he gave me a teasing smile. “Where are you on the fuckslut scale, Bre?”

My head rolled and I gave him one of my million watt smiles. “Ready for another drink,” I replied, my speech slurred, my pussy wet and shaking, and my body flushed with endorphins and dopamine and all the other yummy hormonal chemicals rushing through my veins. “I’m totally up for another…” I flicked my fingers wide. “Boom!”

I get a little silly when I’m drunk.

Zack slid the die over to me and I rolled it so enthusiastically that it fell off the table and landed on the floor. Both Chris and Zack leaned over, then reached down and picked it up, setting it on the table.

“S”

I eyed the boys, suspicion writ across my face, but I couldn’t articulate anything because why would either of them be trying to help Tyler over Brad? Tyler grinned, looked through my bag, and pulled out the acrylic butt plug with the red jewel on the end. My eyes widened as he set it down on the table. Then he set my clover clamps, along with a set of weights, next to it. “For this S challenge, after we turn up the vibroballs, you will lubricate the plug, using just pussy juice. You will then bend over the table, facing the entrance, bare your bottom and breasts, and while I insert the plug into your ass, Chris and Brad will attach the clover clamps to your nipples.”

The flush on my face deepened. It was late. Bourbon Street was nowhere near as busy as it had been. But… oh my!

“You will then receive five spanks for each and every orgasm you’ve had today.”

“What?” I exclaimed. “I haven’t been counting!” I declared.

Tyler smiled. “I have. You’ve had twenty-one so far.”

Zack whistled. “Isn’t that a record, Bre?”

I frowned. It hurt to think. Or maybe my brain was just mush. “I think so. Maybe a tie,” I said sheepishly. “Is it really twenty-one?”

Tyler nodded.

“Damn,” Chris muttered. “That’s a hundred and five spanks.”

“Wait,” Brad said, holding up a hand. “It’s after midnight. So the last two don’t count.”

I blinked, but Chris snorted. “You’re just trying to keep Tyler from winning.”

Brad crossed his arms and looked aggrieved. “I’m just trying to keep things straight.”

Zack took a deep breath. “It’s one day,” he finally said.

“She took a nap,” Brad retorted.

“For an hour!” Chris protested.

“There isn’t that much of a difference between ninety-five and a hundred and five when it comes to spanks,” Tyler added. “Her bottom is going to be the same color as her hair.”

“And her cheeks,” Zack said wryly.

The waitress swung by and I snatched the butt plug off the table. Her eyebrow went up, but she didn’t say anything. Everyone ordered something. I was forced to have a water and Tyler was drinking another soda, but more beer was coming. As soon as the waitress was gone, Tyler looked at me.

“Well?”

“Well what?” I replied, my right hand moving the plug up and down through my soaked petals. I pushed it in a little until the tip struck one of the vibroballs.

“Aren’t you going to lubricate the plug?” Tyler asked.

“And turn up the vibroballs,” Chris added in a chipper tone.

My eyes widened. “Oh! I forgot!” I put my free hand on the controller and pushed the dial all the way. Inside me the two motorized spheres went absolutely crazy and I let out a gasp as my other hand dipped the butt plug in and out quite a bit more earnestly.

“Where’s the plug?” Tyler asked a moment later, giving me a curious look.

I pulled it out and held it up sheepishly. It was… um… well… quite moist. Standing, I held it out to him and without another word bent over the table, putting my elbows down right over the clover clamps and weights. I felt the back of my dress ride up, though whether that was just because it was too damn short, or had some help from Tyler as he took the plug, I’m not sure. But I felt it. The cold hard tip pressing against my bum. I groaned as Tyler pushed and I mentally focused on being accepting. To opening myself up to whatever Tyler wanted of me. I felt my bottom widening and resisted the urge to clench down. Then there came a brief moment of discomfort followed by the full, uncomfortable feeling of having my ass stuffed to the brim. I groaned softly.

“Now her tits,” Tyler said pointedly.

I lifted my torso up off the table and Chris and Zack didn’t waste a moment of time. I deliberately didn’t help and felt the front of my dress yanked downward. My boobs fell free, dangling and swinging pendulously just a few inches above the tabletop. I wasn’t sure that the weights were going to work. Then came the harsh pinch of the pincers as the boys set the clover clamps on my nipples. I winced, grimacing with the pain as it shot up through my chest, but that pain merged with the sensations coming from my pussy as the vibroballs roared and rattled around inside my sex. Chris and Zack connected the weights to the clamps, but as I suspected, I was too close to the table. They rested there without pulling on the clamps.

“Ready for that spanking?” Tyler asked me.

I glanced back over my shoulder. “I’m ready for anything,” I declared. Maybe it was the fact that I was pretty well drunk by this point. Or maybe it was because it was one in the morning and there weren’t that many people left. Or maybe it was because I was really, really, horny again. I braced myself, knowing exactly what was coming next

A hand slapped down against my buttock. It stung just a tiny bit, then morphed into a delicious heat. “Ooohh,” I cooed, feeling my sex tighten almost as nicely as my bottom did around the plug. “Can I please have another?”

“Smart ass,” Tyler said with a smirk and gave me another mild swat. Again, it wasn’t even enough to make me cry out, though it did make my body rock forward and then back, causing the clover clamps to twist both of my nipples. The pain shot through me delightfully and merged with the vibrations and I slid a little further up the fuckslut scale.

“Am I interrupting something?” Asked a woman, stepping up to the table. I looked up at her, eyes wide.

“Our companion has been just a bit naughty,” Zack said smugly.

The woman nodded with a smirk. “I can see that, from the fact that her tits are clamped and you’re spanking her. But you’ll need to order something to stay.” She glanced at me with a wry smile. “Or to continue.”

It was a touch embarrassing to remain bent over the table with the back of my dress pulled up, but it wasn’t like I could sit down or something. Everyone but me ordered a drink and when the waitress looked at me expectantly, I was about to ask for water when Tyler gave my exposed rump another spank. This one was quite a bit firmer than the first two.

“Aaahhh,” I blurted out, my entire body jiggling from the impact. A hot sting shot up through my bottom and I felt a tug on my breasts as the weighted clamps pulled on my clamped nipples.

“Water!” I blurted out after that, my cheeks reddening. The waitress smirked, nodded, and then waltzed away.

“Did you leave a print?” Zack asked as I looked down in humiliation.

Tyler glanced down at my butt. “No,” he replied. “Just a little pink. Is that bad?”

Brad snorted. “She’s a fucking pain slut.”

“Right,” Tyler said. Without a word of warning, he spanked me again and this time, the only thing that kept me from flying forward was the fact that my thighs were pressed up against the side of the table.

“Ooowww!” I mewled. Blistering heat shot across my butt and one hand flew backward completely on its own. I felt hot skin and then Tyler had hold of my wrist, bringing my arm forward again. Chris and Brad locked down on my hands from across the table and Tyler delivered another stroke, though this one wasn’t quite as bad.

“You know,” Chris said cheerfully, looking at Zack as Tyler continued the spanking. “I didn’t quite believe you when you described her voraciousness. I mean, reading the books is one thing, but to experience it, that’s different. I just didn’t think she’d be this…”

“Ravenous?” Zack asked as I yelped again, grimacing. Except… the vibroballs. The buzzing was so intense! And the throbbing of my nipples? The butt plug wriggling inside me with every stroke of Tyler’s hand? And oooh… the edge of the table right against my swollen clitoris.

My eyes darted up to Chris, eyes flashing as another spank slammed against my derriere. I groaned. “You ain’t seen nothing yet,” I teased a second later.

“Why is that turning her on?” Demanded Brad, “It can’t just be the vibroballs.”

“She actually likes being spanked maybe?” Chris retorted.

Zack reached out, snagged one of the clover clamps and gave it a tiny tug. I groaned.

“What are you Bre?” He asked.

Tyler hit me again, but now each swat was just helping me, driving the apex of my slit against the hard wooden edge of the table. I whimpered, hips rolling, the pressure to cum building exponentially inside me.

“I,” I declared breathlessly. “Am a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut.” The boys sort of looked at me curiously as I tensed, waiting for another spank. It came. Hot fire licking at my bottom. But… the waves of arousal. Oh geeze. I closed my eyes.

“What is rule number one for a Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut?”

I felt my hips shift as the vibroballs swirled and churned inside me. “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut must always have cock inside her. If cock is not available, she should be stuffed with a sex toy to keep her ready for use and aroused.” I breathed. Then Tyler gave me another spank.

“And rule number two?” Zack added.

I shuddered, mostly from the overwhelming pressure. My nipples felt every beat of my heart as it labored to push blood through the crushed tips of my breasts. My pussy was quivering violently, and the way the hard edge of the table pressed against my clit… mmmm. I took a deep breath, struggling to collect my thoughts.

“A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut must be ready and able to endure a painful punishment  or torment at any time, for anyone, for any reason.”

Chris grinned. “Any reason? Like me wanting to watch her quiver like that?”

Tyler’s hand smacked hard on my ass again and I let out a little squeal.

“Precisely,” Zack replied.

“Breanne,” Brad said, breaking in. “What’s rule number three?”

I gulped and was about to respond when I got another spank. “Ooohhh,” I groaned. Then I looked over at Brad. “I’m not allowed to refuse to perform a sexual act or refuse to accept punishment, that is within my prescribed limits.”

The boys all kind of nodded at that.

“And rule four?”

I licked my lips. “A Nympho Humiliation Pain Slut is always to wear provocative clothing so that she can be recognized as a slut, while dressing to the requirements of her masters and mistresses.” I got another really hard hit for that one. I cooed, hissing as the hot sting shot through my bottom, compounding the other sensations. I rolled my hips again and the way the table edge pinched my clit felt fucking amazing. I twisted, feeling the weights connected to the clamps pull on my breasts.

“And what is your purpose?” Zack asked finally..

“My purpose is to satisfy your cravings, your longings, with my…” another spank. “Oooowww,” I groaned. “My suffering.” My eyes snapped open and flickered up to Chris. “Hurt me. Use me. And…” another swat. “Owwwwmmmmmmm,” I moaned. “Make me cum for you!”

“Breanne?” Tyler asked softly. “Where are you on the fuckslut scale?”

And then, I couldn’t hold back. My pinched clit, jammed against the edge of the table, my throbbing nipples, my stinging hot ass, and the violent shaking of my pussy, locked in a death grip around the vibroballs. Hell, even the way my wrists were being held, all of it came together and just as the waitress came back, setting the various mugs and glasses down around us, I couldn’t help myself. I burst out in a wild cry and yelled it. “Oh God! I’m cumming! I’m cumming… I’m…”

Some things do not require a verbal answer.

Back in the hall of the hotel I clung to Tyler, still naked, aroused again thanks to the butt plug glittering in my ass, duckbill clamps and their chain dangling from my tits and inside me, the vibroballs churning just as much as they were at the bar. But without a table to grind my pussy against, I wasn’t exactly on the very edge. Tyler ran his hand down my back to my bottom and the touch felt intense, but it didn’t really hurt. I pressed myself to him.

“Please?” I begged. “Please? You can do it right here,” I assured him.

“Where are you on the fuckslut scale?” He asked me.

I bit my lip and thought about that for a moment. It wasn’t easy. I’d had too much to drink. “Um… six?” Tyler gave me a confused look. “Oh. It’s a scale of five, isn’t it?” I asked.

He nodded.

“Um… three?” I asked, holding up four fingers.

Zack looked at me with an expression of chagrin, shook his head, and then laughed. Chris stepped up next to Tyler as Zack gave us a little wave and followed Brad into their own room. I pushed off Tyler for a second and held my arms out, striking what I probably thought was a sexy pose in the middle of the hotel corridor.

“I’m ready to be fucked,” I declared. “Again.” I blinked, then gave Chris and Tyler a confused look. “Or is it again again?”

“Did you want to do it right here in the hall, Bre?” Tyler asked. “Or would you rather be on a bed?”

“Oh,” I said, the idea of that sounding really good. “A bed would be great!”

He laughed as he pulled his key out and stuck it in the slot. The room door opened and Tyler pulled me in, mostly because I’m not sure my feet were working right. I sighed happily as I was moved to the mattress and I fell back on it, raising my hands above my head. Then I lifted my feet, bending my knees and spreading myself open.

Chris gave Tyler a sigh. “Lucky dog,” he muttered.

Tyler clapped his friend on the shoulder. “You get her mouth, and if you want seconds, she’s all yours.”

Chris grinned and I lay there with a stupid smile on my face as the boys shucked out of their clothes and two cocks were thrust at me.

“Wait!” I gasped. Tyler froze, looking down at me with a worried expression.

“What?” Chris asked, his own stiff member throbbing in my hand.

I blinked. “What are we doing tomorrow?”

The boys looked at each other. “Uh… the same thing we did tonight,” Chris replied.

I smiled and Tyler nodded. “Going out, eating good food, drinking…”

“And humiliating you,” Chris added.

“And hurting you, a little bit,” Tyler said. “Because you need frequent punishments.”

“And fucking your sweet little cunt,” Chris chimed in.

“Until you cum,” Tyler finished.

I frowned. “And what about the next day?”

The boys glanced at each other. “Well, we head back to Houston. Another car trip.”

My eyes glittered with excitement. “More games?”

They nodded.

“And more punishments?”

Tyler pulled the vibroballs out of my pussy and I groaned as he turned them off. “If anyone deserves punishment, Breanne, it’s you.”

Chris nodded. “Lots and lots of punishment.”

I smiled and sighed happily. “Oh,” I replied. “Fantastic. Perfect.” I turned my head and pulled Chris’ cock to my mouth, engulfing it completely, sucking and bobbing and licking, only to feel Tyler slide something thicker, softer, firmer, and much much longer into my depths. It felt amazing and I tightened around them, fucked from both ends.

I’m not sure which of us fell asleep first, but I knew that no matter what else happened in New Orleans, or on the way back home, I’d be satisfied.

I hope you are too.
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