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Olivia's parents had raised her to be strong
like they were. They were both Type-A personalities and their
daughter was their project. She would be stern and strong-willed
and determined to get ahead – like they were.

It didn't turn out that way. Nothing Olivia
ever did satisfied her parents. Even perfection was, at best,
greeted with grudging acceptance. Failure was harshly punished.
Olivia quickly came to understand that the only way to even
temporarily please her parents was doing exactly – precisely – what
they told her to do. Nothing more, nothing less.

Anything else was virtually certain to draw a
harsh response, and so Olivia actually grew up with very little
self-confidence, and dreading the thought of having to make a
decision – which would inevitably draw a scathing response from her
parents when it proved unsatisfying to them.

Timid, uncertain and lacking confidence, her
high school years were somewhat disastrous. Others sensed her
weakness and she was bullied mercilessly. Experiments with boys
were even worse. Her parents wanted her to date only perfect
masculine specimens, handsome, well-built, intelligent, and from
'good families.'

Unfortunately, teenage boys who met their
requirements tended to be the opposite of Olivia. They were brash,
self-confident to the point of arrogance, and had little concern
for anyone's feelings but their own.

Her deflowerment was, to her, a bewildering
and painful event, reinforced by the humiliation caused by the boy
who did it bragging to all and sundry at school forever after. In
one day she went from being a timid mousy girl to a slut, as far as
everyone else was concerned. Other boys eagerly sought her out for
dates, aggressively demanding the same submission.

If she refused to accept dates her parents
criticized her. Of course, they did that anyway, and so by then
Olivia had learned to tune them out to some extent. She was, she
knew by then, worthless, and an embarrassment to them (which they
told her constantly) and would never amount to anything.

When they died in a plane crash it was almost
a relief. They had gone south for the March break to enjoy the
sunshine of Bermuda – leaving her behind alone. Thus at sixteen she
was given into the hands of her aunt – who was cut from the same
cloth as her mother. She, however, had less time or interest in
being critical of Olivia.

That wasn't to say she cared overmuch about
her or displayed much warmth or affection. Truth to tell she
considered Olivia's presence an inconvenience and annoyance and
largely ignored her. That was fine with Olivia.

She buried herself in her studies, stayed
well away from social media where she knew her schoolmates would be
gleefully deriding her, mocking her, insulting her, and calling her
names.

Olivia had determined that she would become a
veterinarian. She wanted to work with animals – not people. Animals
were much nicer than people and never mocked or insulted her. She
also envied their easy, simple life. They never had to make
decisions, were never expected to do much of anything, and were
simply fed, patted and loved.

Aside from her studies she played simple
video games, and exercised. Her exercise regime had been designed
by a trainer her father had employed – when she was six. She had
been put on her training schedule then so that she would not grow
up pudgy or out of condition. And her regime had been periodically
changed by various trainers over the years since.

By seventeen it had become a habit, and
something of an outlet for her frustration. The result was that
Olivia was lithe, athletic, and had a well-sculpted body any other
girl would have envied had they ever seen it.

That is, had she not worn heavy, shapeless
clothes, which she had been doing for years to try and dissuade
people from thinking she was a slut.

Although, in fact, she considered herself a
slut. She had had sex with a number of boys, not being the kind of
girl who could really summon up the necessary courage to say no
with any degree of certainty so as to get boys to stop what they
were intent on doing.

And after a while she didn't really care much
anyway. Her parents insisted she date, so she dated, and knew the
boys would be all over her the moment they were alone. She also
knew she would not have the self-confidence to refuse whatever they
wanted.

They wanted her breasts a lot. For the one
area of excess fat on her slender young body were her breasts,
which her mother despaired of. They weren't enormous, though her
mother, who was somewhat flat-chested, always refereed to them that
way.

To her mother, large breasts were a sign of
low intellect, the sign of a bimbo. It made no sense to Olivia, who
had tried to find some scientific support for her mother's views,
and failed.

But she was a thirty-six D cup, which looked
even more over-sized on her slender frame. They were the subject of
jokes all through her high school years, and part of the reason why
she wore shapeless, baggy clothes.

At eighteen she was happy to leave her aunt's
house for university, where she again hoped to immerse herself in
her studies. Now, at last, nobody would know her. Nobody would call
her a slut. There would be no pressure from her parents or aunt to
date and be popular.

Everyone would leave her alone!

In order to become a vet she had to first get
a bachelor of science degree and take courses focusing on biology,
physical sciences, chemistry, genetics, microbiology and
physiology.

She was hopeful that such courses would have
a high proportion of quiet, nerdy people in them and less of the
aggressive A-type personalities or jocks who mocked and jeered at
her and pressured her to do things she didn't want.

She was elated when she learned she would not
have a roommate in her dorm room. Most people had roommates, but
apparently, no personality match had been found for her (she wasn't
surprised) and the university had a few extra rooms available.

For her first weeks at university life was
peaceful, quiet, tranquil, and had very little stress. She adapted
to her life of anonymous studies perfectly. She paid little to no
attention to her classmates and they returned the favor.

And then, one day, she was served notice that
she would be getting a roommate after all. There had been friction
between two other girls and the university had decided to separate
them. She was crestfallen but, of course, did not complain. How
could she? She had known she was to have a roommate from the start.
Only a quirk had gotten her a month or so of peace.

Her peace was at an end.

One day she returned from classes and found
the other desk had a laptop on it, along with pens and papers and
books. The upper bunk of her bunk bed had been made, and there were
other signs of habitation, such as knick knacks and a new TV.

Her new roommate had not exactly put much
effort into making her bed, she thought with disapproval. Her
parents had had exacting standards, and Olivia's bed was made with
meticulous care every morning. This one was quite sloppy. There
were also clothes draped across the chair and desk which her
parents would never have tolerated.

She felt almost like she was intruding, but
she did cross the room to examine the books on the desk. They
appeared to be mainly psychology and sociology courses. A liberal
arts student, then, she thought in disapproval. Her parents had
mocked the so-called 'soft sciences' constantly. They had intended
her to become a lawyer.

She saw a bra half hanging down from the
upper bunk, a lacy yellow bra, and stared at it for a long moment.
Her mother hadn't thought much of such sexy, lacy underthings, nor
of women who 'dressed like prostitutes' in order to please men.

Olivia's own underthings were sensible cotton
in subdued colors. She had never seen anything like this bright
yellow piece of lace. Though she could tell from the size of the
cup its owner was not flat-chested like her mother. In fact, it
was, she discovered on closer inspection, a D-cup, but a
thirty-four.

There was also a new picture on the wall,
over the new girl's desk. It was large, a dark green, portrait mode
print that showed a seabed, and then, far, far above, the signs of
a surf, of the surface, in other words. There were no fish to be
seen. Instead, the only living thing to be seen was a woman.

A naked woman.

She was upright, her head tilted to the
surface, but her eyes seemed to be closed. Her shoulders and arms
were drawn back and it seemed to Olivia she was using her legs to
propel her upward. It was an odd picture, yet it also seemed oddly
peaceful.

It must be quiet down there, she thought,
though it was a long way to the surface for the woman. Olivia hoped
she could hold her breath well, for she had no breathing apparatus,
nor indeed, anything else on her.

If she could breath underwater, Olivia
thought, ti would be lovely to be that woman, alone in that soft
quiet sea, with no sound and no one around to bother her.

“It's a Waterhouse.”

She yelped and twisted around so fast she
almost fell down.

“Sorry to startle you!” the girl said with a
laugh.

“Wha – where – !?”

“I just came in. My name is Amy. I'm your new
roommate.”

“Oh,uh, yes,” Olivia said, getting control of
herself. “Yes, the university sent me notice.”

Amy had bright blue eyes, and masses of
bright, wavy red hair that spilled down well past her shoulders.
She was wearing a tight t-shirt which amply demonstrated the size
of her chest, and which ended a hand-span above her tight,
low-slung jeans.

She was also extremely tall. Olivia was five
feet three, and quite petite, and she doubted Amy was much under
six feet. She was also very athletic.

She was loud, intrusive, bubbly,
enthusiastic, good-natured, high-spirited and far too friendly for
Olivia's peace of mind. And Olivia's first introduction to that
came as Amy held out her hand and Olivia reluctantly took it to
shake.

Amy shook it quite rapidly and
enthusiastically, and then gave her a quick hug, which, given the
disparity in heights, had Olivia's cheek pressing against her
breasts.

“I'm sure we'll get along great together!”
she said enthusiastically.

Olivia flushed, not nearly so sure. She felt
like an old, set-in-her ways house cat which had suddenly found an
eager, energetic kitten ( a tall one) added to her small apartment
world. Or perhaps a puppy. A loud and messy puppy.

Amy was an extremely high-energy girl, and
irrepressible. She would not be daunted or dissuaded by Olivia's
continuing insistence on peace, quiet and studying. Nor could she
be prevailed upon to pick up after herself, leaving her clothes
strewn about with total lack of concern for the disapproval of
others.

In fact, it quickly became evident to Olivia
that no one else's disapproval mattered even slightly to the
redheaded girl.

It was very... stressful!

Amy insisted on dragging her out of their
dorm room to restaurants and coffee shops and inevitable meetings
with her friends, both male and female.

Yet as much as she disapproved of her, Olivia
couldn't help envying her, as well. She wistfully considered what
life would be like with such self-confidence. Certainly she seemed
to have a lot of friends.

Olivia had not had any friends in years, and,
in fact, was made quite uncomfortable whenever Amy hugged her,
which she did with distressing frequency. Of course, Amy hugged a
lot of people, including almost everyone they met when they went
out somewhere, it seemed to Olivia. She was an exuberant and
affectionate girl.

Worse, it quickly became apparent that like
her parents, Amy found fault in how Olivia behaved and dressed and
socialized.

“Why on earth do you wear these baggy
clothes?” she demanded one evening.

“Uhm – .”

“I mean, you have a nice body, from what I've
seen. You're not religious are you?”

“Well, uhm, no – .”

“You are way too shy. You need to get out
more. Have you even dated since you got here?”

“Uhm – .”

“I know some guys...”

“No, no! That's all right!” Olivia said
hastily.

“Why do you wear such long skirts? You have
great legs! And you need to show off the twins more.”

Olivia was confounded by that statement until
she realized Amy meant her breasts, then blushed.

“You can't catch fish without bait, you
know.”

“I'm not looking for fish at this time,”
Olivia said. “It's hard to get into Veterinary school. You need
really high marks. Besides, showing off your... breasts... just
attracts the wrong kind of boy.”

“What wrong kind? You mean heterosexuals?
That's not the wrong kind.”

“Boys who are only interested in your body –
.”

“We're in university now. We're looking for
men, not boys. And all men are interested in your body. That
doesn't mean they can't be interested in more besides.”

“Honestly, Amy, I'm fine.”

But Amy would not be dissuaded, and she had
far more determination than Olivia, eventually dragging her off to
a used clothing store and browbeating her into buying jeans and a
few modestly form-fitting tops (which she had no intention of
wearing).

Although they were kind of pretty.

The jeans were far too tight, though! And far
too low on her hips!

“This is absurd!” she protested as Amy waited
outside the changing room.

She gasped as Amy poked her head in, but she
was, after all, fully dressed, sort of.

She blushed hotly regardless, for her
underwear were visible above the jeans.

“These are so low my underwear shows!”

“Well, that's because you wear granny
panties. You need lingerie, Olivia. You're what, nineteen? You
dress like someone who's fifty.”

“I do not!”

She browbeat Olivia into going to a hair
stylist and getting her hair styled. She had been cutting it
herself with scissors.

“God, it's not like you're poor! Your parents
left you lots!”

Her parents did not leave her 'lots', as far
as Olivia, who was a very careful girl, was concerned. They had
left her enough to get through university, and perhaps make a down
payment on a small house or a condo afterward.

She squirmed as the hair stylist looked at
her hair with disapproval, as she'd known she would.

“What on earth have you been doing to it?”
she demanded.

“Cut it like this,” Amy ordered, showing her
a picture.

“Uhm, yes, I can do that.”

“A nice, simple, easy-to-maintain cut.”

“Well, her hair feels solid and strong. It
doesn't look like she's been hurting it with dyes or anything else.
In fact, it's excellent hair.”

Olivia felt relief at the evident approval,
and sat through the cut without speaking. She was left with her
hair a little longer than her shoulders, straight, clean, smooth,
soft and parted on the right. It looked not terribly different than
it was before, she thought in annoyance.

Well, it was certainly much less ragged and
uneven. There were smooth, clean lines to it, she thought with
grudging approval. And it certainly felt soft!

But that was far from the end of Amy's
efforts at changing her, at badgering her to do things she didn't
want to do, or go places she didn't want to go.

“Hey, two for one sale!” Amy said one
afternoon, tossing something onto her bed.

Olivia was laying there studying, and glanced
at the little plastic bag doubtfully, then picked it up, flushing
as she realized it was a lacy black bra. She stared at it with wide
eyes, her jaw dropping, then realized it had an attached pair of
matching panties.

“I... but... uhm... this won't fit me!” she
gulped.

“Sure it will. It's your size. Try it
on.”

Olivia had become accustomed to the redhead
seeing her in various stages of undress. The girl was unpredictable
in her arrival, waking and sleeping times. She had even seen her
nearly naked on more than one occasion! Though Olivia had quickly
covered up, blushing hotly each time.

Still, the thought of changing into underwear
while the girl looked at her was horribly embarrassing!

“I'll try it on later,” she said.

“I want to see how it fits compared to
mine.”

Even as she spoke she was undressing, and
Olivia looked away uncomfortably. She realized – intellectually –
that Amy's attitude towards nudity was far healthier and than her
own. The girl had little care about whether Olivia was around or
what she was doing when she got dressed or undressed. She was far,
far less self-conscious and shy.

Again, Olivia envied her.

Amy had, she admitted, a great body. There
was really no reason she should be shy around Olivia, and given
they shared a bedroom, it would have been difficult to be terribly
modest. Olivia knew this too well! Being as modest and
self-conscious as she was around a roommate WAS difficult!

She felt silly getting undressed in the dark
or hiding behind a closet door to change. It was... embarrassing
because it revealed how shy and prudish she was.

Not prudish, exactly, she thought. After all,
didn't people call her a slut through much of high school? No, she
was just... well... self-conscious.

Amy definitely wasn't. She stripped naked
right in front of her as Olivia tried to politely avert her eyes.
Then the redhead pulled on a thong and a lacy bra. A thong!? She
felt her chest tightening. Had the girl bought her a thong? She had
never worn a thong! Her mother considered them to be an example of
the exploitation of women and of turning women into sex
objects.

She had to admit, though, as she furtively
looked at the girl posing before her mirror, that it looked awfully
good on Amy. She had a very sexy body, and her breasts were
quite... noticeable.

She dropped her eyes as Amy turned to
her.

“Come on! I want to check out the
sizing!”

“But – !”

“I can bring it back if you do it
quickly!”

“But – !”

Amy snorted and then simply grabbed Olivia's
loose sweater and pulled. The startled girl gasped as the sweater
was peeled upside down up her body, yanking her arms up and
forward. She belatedly tried to hang onto it but too late.

“Amy!”

She clamped her arms over her chest and Amy
laughed in amusement.

“I've already seen your boobs, Olivia!”

Olivia flushed hotly, for of course, that was
true. However much she'd tried to be modest it was inevitable the
girl would see her breasts. Her behavior was, she knew, silly, even
ridiculous. Which made her feel even more embarrassed.

“Come on and put this on!” the girl demanded,
opening the plastic and tossing her the bra.

There didn't seem to be anything Olivia could
do but obey! She reluctantly got up and went to her own closet,
feeling even more embarrassed as Amy snorted in amusement.

Olivia wasn't sure, then, what was more
embarrassing, Amy seeing her topless or in a bra, or Amy seeing her
act like such a prudish, silly girl! She determined to stop acting
stupid, and pulled her bra off, doing little to shield her breasts
as she pulled the lacy black bra cups up against her breasts.

It became harder to act casual as Amy came
closer, and then reached up to help do the clips behind Olivia's
back.

“Now turn around and let me see.”

She turned Olivia bodily and examined her bra
as Olivia blushed.

“I think it fits pretty well,” She said.

She tugged on the bra cups, then made small
adjustments, entirely casually. However that involved touching
Olivia's breasts, which made her face burn hotly.

“Now try the bottoms.”

“Uh – .”

There was no way around it! Olivia turned her
back to Amy, stripped off her own skirt and panties, and then
stepped into the black thong. As she tugged it up she realized Amy
could see her front and back since she was standing before a
mirror, and her face heated even more!

“Huh, wouldn't have thought you'd be all
shaved,” Amy observed.

Olivia felt her face flame!

She'd done it because boys, during dates,
made unflattering comments until she did! And she'd kept it up out
of force of habit!

“Looks good on you.”

Amy moved up beside her and put her arm
around her and looked at the two of them in the mirror.

“Don't those look like a couple of hot, sexy
girls?” she exclaimed.

“Uhm... well, I guess,” Olivia said.

She was somewhat startled, to be truthful, at
how she looked in the sexy lingerie. She turned hesitantly,
blushing again, but pleased at how her bottom looked in the thong.
It felt weird, though, to have the thing pulling up between her
buttocks!

Amy then began to … dance, to the music which
had been playing on the radio. Her body undulated as she rolled her
hips and slid her hands slowly up her body and through her
hair.

Olivia watched her and looked at her in the
mirror, a bit uncomfortably, but her discomfort grew when Amy tried
to dance with her.

She did NOT dance!

“I uhm... I don't dance,” she gulped.

“What?! Don't be ridiculous! All girls
dance!”

“But – !”

But there was nothing for it. Amy insisted
and when Olivia continued to be reluctant she slapped her bare
bottom.

“Ow!”

“Dance!” Amy exclaimed!

“You really are a brat!”

“Want another spank!?”

Gulping, Olivia began to roll her hips,
feeling ridiculous, and knowing she must dance like a cow.

“Do as I do.”

Amy faced the mirror, and Olivia, still
blushing uneasily, turned as well, trying to get her body to move
in the same way as Amy.

It wasn't as... bad as she'd thought. Looking
at herself in the mirror, she began to think she really did look
kind of sexy as she rolled her hips and made her body arch and
move. That was an exciting idea, and she began to feel less
self-conscious and embarrassed, even starting to feel a degree of
enthusiasm for what she was doing.

Amy turned her to face each other and laughed
as she danced harder. Heart pounding, Olivia tried to imitate her,
feeling very strangely excited in a weird, indefinable way. She'd
never really thought of herself as sexy before, not really, but if
she looked anything like Amy – and she sort of did – then maybe she
was wrong!

From then on she took to wearing lacy, sexy
lingerie under her still modest, but not quite so modest as they
used to be clothes.

And every time she put on a thong and lacy
bra she stared at herself with a degree of wonderment and rolled
her hips (if she was alone) and posed for the mirror. She also felt
sexier during the day, just from wearing them.

She began to dress even less modest – though
of course, still not like Amy – and became much less self-conscious
of her body being seen by Amy. In fact, it made her feel slightly
breathless to pose in each new bit of lingerie for the redhead's
assessment.

It felt weird being seen nearly naked by
someone who wasn't being critical of her or was panting with
drunken lust. Especially since the latter only saw her in darkened
cars and basements, not in brightly lit rooms.

Three weeks later Amy came home late from
some party and woke her up by falling over a stool. Olivia
hurriedly got out of bed and helped the cursing girl up.

“What the fuck!?” Amy demanded.

“Sorry. I should have put that away.”

“You're damn right! Bad girl!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

Olivia jumped back at a sharp slap to her
bottom.

She was only wearing a small nightshirt that
was made of thin cotton. Amy had shamed her out of wearing what she
called 'granny nightgowns' the kind with the high collars that came
down to her ankles.

Olivia shook her head and went back to her
bed while Amy turned on the lights and then the radio. Olivia
squinted against the lights and frowned.

“Amy! It's nearly one in the morning! You'll
wake people up!”

“Fuck em,” Amy replied, her voice a bit
slurred. “Anyone our age in bed at this time should be too busy
screwing somebody to care.”

Then she began to dance in front of her
closet mirror, and that changed to a kind of sexy dance, Olivia
observed, as she began to strip. She laughed a bit as the girl
nearly fell, but Amy caught herself, stripping down to very pretty
purple underwear, Olivia observed with interest.

She danced forward and back, then stripped
off her bra, before turning and half falling again. This time she
grabbed the corner post of their bunk bed, and then began to grind
herself against it as though it were a stripper pole.

“I bet I could make a shitload of money as a
stripper,” the redhead said, rolling her hips and then arching back
before letting her upper body curve forward and up. She pressed her
full young breasts around the post and then... licked the post!

Olivia gaped at her! She was, after all, in
the lower bunk, and she felt her chest inexplicably tightening at
the sexual display.

“Stripping is for girls with no self-esteem,”
she said.

“Huh. More like men who have to pay girls to
strip have no self-esteem. The girls make a fortune just from
letting those pathetic men see their bodies.”

Which was an interesting way to think about
it, Olivia thought, and she supposed there was even some truth to
it. But then as she was pondering this Amy stumbled forward and
grabbed her arm.

“Amy!”

Amy pulled her out of bed and insisted on
dancing with her.

“Come on, sexy girl! Dance! Pretend you're a
stripper!”

“I would never be a stripper!”

The thought, though, was oddly exciting, in a
forbidden sort of way. Now that she admitted she looked kind of
sexy she couldn't help wondering what it would be like to dance
naked on a stage and have all those men panting and lusting after
her, but unable to touch her.

Amy succeeded in getting her to dance,
though, even to grind herself against the post, then peeled her
nightshirt up and off as Olivia squealed in surprise, laughing at
her.

“Amy!”

“Dance, you stripper!”

“Shhh!'

The two danced, and Olivia felt her chest
tightening, felt a growing sense of sexual excitement within her
just from being almost naked like this and dancing as if she were a
stripper – with Amy!

The idea was exciting – though absurd, and
she turned and twisted, imitating Amy as she slid her tongue along
her lower lip, and even, daringly, pressed her breasts around the
post and slid up and down, squeezing them around it and licking
it.

She was naive but she knew very well what
that was supposed to be imitating!

God, this was soooo outrageous!

But sexy!

And then Amy grabbed her in an embrace as
they danced, and Olivia's face flushed as her face wound up pressed
against the redhead's bare breasts! Her own nipples, she realized,
were hard and sensitive, and the feel of the other girl's soft
flesh against her own made her breasts throb and sent a dark rush
of some hitherto barely acknowledged sensation through her body and
mind.

Amy moved behind her, putting her arms around
her, grinding with her in spoon-fashion. Again, though she didn't
dance, Olivia certainly recognized it as something done in clubs.
But felt another incredible psychic jolt at the feel of the girl's
breasts pressed firmly into her shoulders.

Amy laughed, then as she tripped, and grabbed
Olivia, pulling her down with her onto Olivia's bed. Olivia
squealed, and rolled off her as Amy rose again and resumed dancing,
but now stripped off the thong too!

Olivia gulped. Her heart was pounding harder
and harder, and she wasn't really sure quite why. The sexuality
that seemed to be rising within her had no real cause to justify
it. Watching Amy dance naked was... embarrassing... a bit, but
there was a wild sort of eroticism to it, too.

Never impulsive in her life, and always
staid, she danced, too, and then, pulse racing, peeled her own
panties down and off, and danced naked too! So there! That would
show Amy she wasn't a prude!

She found herself desperately hoping Amy
would dance close again, and her hopes were rewarded as Amy,
laughing, threw herself against her again, actually lifting her up
against her so they were breast to breast, and then when she let
her back down, she ground against her from the front, with her
right leg between Olivia's thighs!

That produced direct contact between Amy's
thigh and Olivia's own sex, and produced a jolt of emotion and heat
and sensation that almost made her cry out! Breast to breast, they
danced, grinding against each other as Olivia became more and more
breathless.

And then, still giggling and laughing, Amy
pushed her back and she fell onto her bed, and Olivia fell atop
her.

And kissed her!

 


 





Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


Olivia was astonished!

Her eyes widened, and her first reaction was
to push against the girl, but Amy was atop her. Her left hand
gripped Olivia's hair and jerked back as she kissed her, and her
right caressed the other side of her face!

Olivia moaned into that mouth, reeling, her
mind sputtering wildly and uncertainly. Embarrassment flooded
through her, but behind it came a wild dark excitement such as she
had never known before.

Olivia's incredibly soft, warm flesh was
pressed against her own, not just breast to breast, but belly to
belly! What was more Amy's right leg was still between her thigh,
and as it moved it rubbed against Olivia's naked and vulnerable
sex!

That was excruciatingly embarrassing! Yet the
heat flooding through her body was drowning her in a dark sense of
confusion, making her helpless to decide how to respond.

She finally managed to push Amy's face back,
gasping, only to have the girl smile drunkenly at her.

“You're pretty sexy you know,” she said.

Olivia stared at her in surprise.

“But – !”

Amy pushed her hand back and resumed kissing
her. It was not, Olivia noted amid the wild turmoil of her mind,
the same sort of kissing she had experienced with boys. It was not
as harried, as frenzied, as demanding or as rough. It was as if
Amy's mouth was softer, her tongue and lips gentler.

And all the while her soft breasts were
rubbing against Olivia's as her thigh rubbed between her own thighs
and sex.

There was no way of denying the arousal, and
Olivia felt a breathless sense of excitement take hold of her, an
excitement that made her fingers tremble. But anxiety gripped her
nevertheless, a deep anxiety about what Amy would think of her, who
she would tell, whether she would not want to be her friend any
more!

Was that what she was, Olivia thought
dazedly. It had been some time since she'd had one...

The way Amy was kissing her was, in fact,
very pleasant, very... nice. And now the girl's hand slid up and
down Olivia's side and ribs then moved in and began to knead her
left breast!

Olivia moaned involuntarily. Boys had groped
her breasts often, but not like this. Amy's hand was softer and
gentler, stroking and lightly kneading. Her fingers found her
nipple and rolled and rubbed it. Then she slid downward and took
the center of Olivia's breast into her mouth, sucking
rhythmically!

Olivia could do nothing. She lay there gasping, eyes wide, heart
pounding, pulse racing, too aroused to do what she knew she ought
to do and push the girl back.

What if she was just doing this to... to
pretend!? What if this was a trick to see if Olivia would acquiesce
so she could call her a lesbian!?

Those fears and anxieties bubbled up within
her mind, but the churning waves of dark passion overwhelmed them
as Amy's hand slid down her body and between her legs.

“Oh! Oh! Amy!” she squealed, trying to grab
at the hand.

Amy giggled and twisted her hands away, then
slid lower still, gripping Olivia's wrists as she kissed and licked
and tongued her way down Olivia's belly until she was right between
her thighs!

Then she started to lick her
there!

Olivia was lost.

She shuddered and moaned, unable to summon up
the determination to fight against the girl's hold on her wrists as
the redhead's tongue lapped at her burning, throbbing, swollen
clitoris!

She didn't even quite realize Amy had
released her wrists until she felt a slender finger sliding into
her hot, moist depths. But she didn't care. Her body was awash with
a roaring heat she had never experienced. Because no one else she'd
had sex with had excited her at all first, and she had been too
filled with the dread of what they would say at school and to their
friends the next day to even let herself react, even when it might
be pleasant.

But somehow, those fears of Amy were getting
smaller and smaller. She felt as if she knew Amy better than she
had known them, and to an extent, trusted her.

She let herself slump back, moaning, gasping,
as the girl's fingers stroked her and her tongue licked, and her
body began to burn hotly. Her hips ground up and she grabbed
frantically at Amy's head several times, trying to shove her mouth
down harder!

She arched her back at a powerful rush of
sensation, digging her fingers into the sheets beneath, rolling her
head back and crying out helplessly even as Amy forced her thighs
wider and slid a second long finger inside her!

The orgasm swept through her and she arched
her back again, gurgling and gasping and sobbing as her nervous
system was overloaded by the wild explosion of raw sensation! Her
hips bucked up against Amy's licking tongue and her body flared
wildly with energy and heat.

And then it seeped away and left her there,
gasping, chest heaving, dazed.

“You are annoying to lick,” the half drunk
girl complained, raising her head. “Roll over.”

“Uhhhh...”

“Come on, you. On your belly.”

Olivia was only half on the bed to begin
with. Amy insisting on rolling her over made her lower body fall
off so that she was kneeling, bent over it. She was still dazed,
but felt her wrists pulled back behind her back by the redhead,
then after a brief hesitation, felt something wrapping around them
and pulling tight.

“Wh-what... what are you... doing!?” she
gasped breathlessly.

“You keep pulling on my hair.”

“I-I'm not... I didn't... I'm... s-sorry!”
she gulped, panting.

“S'aright. And you're too noisy. Someone
might hear.”

“I-I'll be quieter,” Olivia said,
blushing.

“Damn right you will.”

Amy got up, almost fell down, caught herself,
and stumbled to her desk, then opened several drawers before coming
back with a roll of duct tape. She tore a piece off and then jerked
back on pressed her hand over Olivia's mouth!

Olivia's eyes bulged in astonishment as Amy
pressed the tape in along her cheeks!

“Now we can have some fun,” the girl
said.

Crack!

“Spread your legs.”

Olivia moaned, but after another slap,
obeyed, then gasped again as she felt Amy's fingers stroking her
there!

Again, it was like nothing she had ever felt
from boys. This was not the hurried fumbling and groping and
jabbing she had experienced so far. Instead Amy's fingers stroked
softly, up and down her outer labia, then gently spread them apart,
stroking the inside, her fingers rubbing and stroking lightly.

They paused, and then they began rubbing
again, only now they felt distinctly more... slippery! The
sensation was even more intense now, as her soft, slippery warm
fingers rubbed against Olivia's sex.

“You have a pretty pussy,” the girl said,
astonishing Olivia again.

She gasped, then, as a finger pushed into
her, deep, twisting and turning, pumping softly in and out. The
girl's other hand was caressing her buttocks, and it too was
slippery and warm, rubbing some kind of oil, baby oil, perhaps, or
lotion into her skin. Her fingers slid up and down between her
buttocks, an she flinched as the stroked across her small back
opening.

The other hand was massaging her clitoris,
two long fingers now inside her, and another rubbing against her
clitoris in a way which soon made it hard for Olivia to keep still!
Her hips began to grind back, slowly at first, as the sensations
mounted and the wild sense of sexuality and passion grew, but with
increasing need.

Another orgasm ripped through her body, and
she cried out helplessly, rutting back against Amy's fingers,
crying out again and again as she felt the odd freedom of the tape
over her mouth. She didn't have to watch her voice, watch what she
said, or keep her sounds down with that on her mouth!

Amy left her there, gasping in the warm
afterglow of that orgasm. She returned a few seconds later,
resuming stroking her gently, rubbing and massaging the oil on her
fingers into her buttocks and pussy. Her finger pushed into her,
then a second, then a third, as Olivia closed her eyes and reveled
in the rising tide of sexual heat, arousal and desire.

They drew back, though, and she felt
something much thicker pressing at her entrance. She blinked her
eyes, groaning, and pulled her head off the mattress, trying to
turn and look behind her. She couldn't see anything much but she
certainly felt something thick slowly pushing into her body!

She groaned as the lips of her sex were
stretched wide, achingly wide! Something was turning and twisting,
dipping in and pulling back, but always pushing a little deeper.
And all the while those slippery fingers were rubbing her
clitoris!

She shuddered as the thing slid deeper and
deeper, stretching the elastic walls of her sex. It felt thicker
than any boy's cock that had gone into her! But it was moving much
more slowly, at least at first. It twisted and it turned, first one
way, then the other. It had some kind of... ridges on it she could
feel, turning inside her, caressing her!

“Ohh!” she groaned as it pushed desperately
deep!

Amy drew it back in a long, slow movement,
then pushed it deep in an a long, steady thrust that made her cry
out again.

The thing was pumping in and out, in and out,
faster and faster using long strokes, as Amy stroked her
clitoris.

Another orgasm tore through her!

“I'm tired of kneeling on the fuckin' floor.
Get on the bed.”

Amy slapped her bottom again and the panting
girl scrambled up onto the bed and rolled onto her arms.

Her bound arms! Her hands were tied behind
her back, she thought with a sense of wild, dark, thrilled
excitement.

Amy had her get fully onto the bed and spread
her legs wide, then started to massage her entire body. She had a
small squeeze bottle with some sort of oil in it and her hands ran
slowly up and down Olivia's body, kneading her breasts, caressing
them, rolling the now-incredibly sensitive nipples until they
burned!

Then she was kneeling between her legs again,
pumping a thing that looked like a large erect penis! It was a
dildo, she knew, staring in fascination and excitement. It looked
so long and so thick! Had that all gone inside her!?

She moaned and writhed in helpless passion as
the redhead licked her while thrusting the fake cock into her
burning body. Another orgasm tore through her, and and then yet
another before the redhead, leaving the dildo all-but buried inside
her, slid her body up atop Olivia's

She pulled the tape off her mouth and kissed
her passionately. Olivia kissed back, hesitantly, shyly, hopefully,
but excitedly, trying to imitate whatever the redhead was
doing.

Then Amy rose up, grinning down at her,
sitting straddling her belly as she ran her hands over Olivia's
breasts.

“So, little sex slave,” she said in a purring
voice. “I hope you have learned something from this lesson. Because
I'm about to give you your examination.”

She slid her body upward over Olivia's
breasts, and then her thighs were on either side of the moaning
young woman's head as Amy brought her own sex down directly over
her mouth.

“Let's see what you can do to make your
mistress happy, my little sex slave.”

Olivia felt a sudden intense pressure and
anxiety. She didn't know what to do! What if she did it badly! She
was so backwards!

But Amy would not be denied. She pressed her
sex down against Olivia's mouth, and wound tendrils of her hair
around her fingers, then tugged.

“Lick your mistress, slave girl!”

Olivia licked.

She had only one example of how it ought to
be done, but it was at least a recent example, and it wasn't like
she had a choice. She licked as best she could, and Amy corrected
her by tugging on her hair to get her attention, and then
instructing her to lick faster or slower, harder or softer, or to
do something else with her tongue and lips.

Refusing didn't even occur to Olivia. She had
to. After what Amy had done to her! How could she not!?

Besides, she suddenly had a deep
determination to make the tall redhead climax too!

It was, she thought, a bit unfair she
couldn't use her hands, but on the other hand it made her feel more
aroused to be laying on her bound arms, tied up! And with her pussy
stretched wide around that big dildo!

God!

She licked, gasping, panting, and every time
Amy called her her little sex slave she felt another dark jolt of
excitement. That was so nasty! It was... perverted! It was
ridiculous too. But it thrilled some dark side of her mind.

There was more to her sense of delight than
mere sexual excitement, however. She had been alone for just about
her entire life, even when her parents were alive. This intimacy
between she and Amy was unlike anything she had ever known or
shared with another person. Even her parents had rarely hugged her,
and never kissed her as far as she could remember.

Her awe and jealousy of Amy's sense of
freedom to do and say and dress however she wanted was now joined
by a sense of hope that perhaps Amy would give her certainty and
confidence which had long been missing in her life.

Having a sense of that in the midst of one
episode of sex might be outlandish in a girl her age but this sex
was so astonishing, so extended, and so overpowering that it was
causing her flustered mind to think and hope and imagine all manner
of things she had shut out as “things for other people”.

So she was determined to do her absolute best
to please the redhead and to follow her instructions in doing so!
And after all, what did she even know about sex anyway? All she had
really ever done was let boys do what they wanted to her.

And scant thanks had she ever gotten for it
either.

Of course, that was pretty much what was
happening now, but with far, far more pleasure than she had
imagined possible!... and anyway, Amy was different!

So she licked enthusiastically at her,
ruthlessly casting aside any sense of doubt or inhibitions. She
was, after all, not a lesbian (or at least, had never imagined
herself to be one) and this was hardly sanitary!

Amy rode her face, grinding her sex down,
moaning and jerking on her hair as if she were riding a horse,
gasping and cursing in breathless pleasure until with a final furry
of grinding motions she climaxed and went still.

“You learn fast, slave girl,” she said with a
lazy eyed smile.

Amy did not, however, once satisfied, simply
roll off and ignore her as all of the boys had done that Olivia had
had sex with. Instead she slid down her body and then lay atop her,
or half atop her, stroking her gently, and alternating between
kissing her on the lips and sucking lightly on her nipples.

Her hands occasionally slid down to push at
the base of the dildo still inside her, and rub casually against
her clitoris. Sometimes she rubbed her face against Olivia's
breasts, or chewed her way up along the nape of her neck to nibble
at her earlobe.

“Have you ever been with a girl before?” she
asked.

Olivia shook her head shyly.

“What about boys?”

“Oh, of course but...”

Amy suddenly laughed and put her fingers
across her lips to silence her.

“You have to say mistress,” she said with a
broad grin.

Olivia blushed. That was silly but... kind of
exciting too!

“Of course... mistress,” she said.

“And did you like it?”

“Not... really, mistress.”

“I'm not gay, you know,” Amy warned. “I do
like girls, though.”

She bent and took the center of Olivia's left
breast into her mouth, sucking and licking.

“I-I don't... know if I'm gay,” Olivia
gasped.

“Well, have you ever thought about having sex
with girls?”

Olivia shook her head, and Amy then pinched
her nipple.

“Oh! Oh! Don't!”

“You must remember to say mistress, slave
girl,” Amy said in a low, haughty tone. “Or your mistress will
punish you, perhaps even spank your bottom.”

Olivia gulped. “No, Mistress,” she said
breathlessly. “But I didn't really... think much about having sex
with boys either... Mistress.”

“Really? Why not?”

“Well... it wasn't very pleasant...
Mistress.”

“Did you like their bodies?”

“Uhm, I didn't see a lot of them, Mistress. I
mean, it was usually dark and all.”

“Okay but when you see hot actors without
their shirts does that ever catch your interest?”

“Sometimes... mistress,” she said shyly.

“Hmm. Maybe I'll get some hunky guy to come
and fuck you to see. Of course, you'll be tied up and helpless as
he ravishes you,” she said, rolling one of Olivia's nipples as she
licked at the other. “And I'll be watching.”

That was an absurd suggestion, and Olivia did
not for a moment take it seriously, but it was certainly shocking
and perverted and had a degree of dark, wicked heat to it.

“Maybe I'll even take part, and have you
performing on me while he takes you at the same time, hmmm? Little
sex slave,” she said in a purr.

She kissed her to silence any answer she
might have made, and her hand dropped between her legs, her fingers
pressing rhythmically on the base of the dildo as her thumb began
to rub her clitoris.

Olivia moaned and kissed back, feeling the
dark heat growing again within her, her hips starting to grind
helplessly up. Then Amy slid downward, gripping the dildo and
pumping it in and out as she licked her to yet another incredible
orgasm.
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It took Olivia a long time to fall asleep
that night, for her mind spun with the wild thrill of her recent
experience, and the sense of shock at what had transpired. What
would happen between her and Amy, she wondered anxiously. Amy had
said she wasn't gay. That meant she would date boys. What happened
when she found one she liked!?

Was Olivia just a fling to be tossed aside
when the redhead found someone she wanted to spend more time with?
And was she herself gay or just... bisexual, as Amy appeared to be?
That certainly opened up new possibilities for her in life.

She had sort of assumed that she would
eventually find some perfect guy, though she couldn't imagine how,
and he would be the love of her life and take care of her. It was a
rather forlorn hope, though, and one she did not see as happening
any time soon – if ever.

Might that person be a woman? That was a
weird thought. She had never felt very close to her mother, who was
a cold woman, had no sisters, and had no female friends after
grammar school. She didn't really get along well with other girls,
though she seemed to be doing fine with Amy.

But Amy wasn't exactly a normal girl.

She was wakened the next morning by Amy
cursing as she stumbled out of the bunk above her and sat up in
bed, all the events of the previous night – or really this morning
– sweeping through her as she stared at the girl – who was naked,
and holding her head.

That Amy sometimes slept naked was one of the
thing she was often embarrassed about, though not now. She couldn't
help feeling a sense of disapproval, though, at her cursing.

“Are you all right?” she asked.

“My fucking head hurts,” Amy groaned.

Olivia pursed her lips. “You shouldn't
curse.”

Amy squinted at her doubtfully. “Slave girls
don't tell their mistresses what to say,” she said.

Olivia blushed.

“I need some coffee,” Amy said, going to her
dresser and rummaging for underwear.

“I have Advil if you want,” Olivia said,
sitting up. “Or Tylenol or Midol.”

Amy raised an eyebrow.

“You studying to be a vet or a
pharmacist?”

“I believe in being prepared,” she replied,
going to her desk and pulling out several bottles.

“I also have aspirin.”

Amy took a Midol and then took a swig from a
half opened bottle of water, then gave Olivia a strange look.

“How would you like to help cure my
hangover... slave girl?” she asked.

“Uhm, sure. What can I do?”

Amy smirked at her, then dropped the jeans
she had in her hand and sat down heavily on Olivia's bed.

“Kneel there,” she said, pointing at the
floor.

Olivia stared at her in surprise, then
blushed again, hesitated, then slowly lowered herself to her knees.
As Amy spread her legs Olivia felt her chest tighten and her
stomach start to squirm.

“Come here, slave girl. Make your mistress
happy and help relieve her pain.”

“But – !”

Amy reached down for those jeans, then pulled
the belt out of the loops. She looped the belt and then dropped the
loop over Olivia's head, tugging sharply so it tightened around her
neck.

Olivia gasped, hands going to the belt, but
Amy wasn't pulling it tight enough to interfere with her breathing,
just to tug her forward so her face was between her thighs.

“Please your mistress, slave girl,” Amy
ordered.

Olivia felt a wild surge of dark excitement.
Last night was not a one time thing! And if she could help with
Amy's hangover that would help endear her to the redhead!

She started to lick. She had her hands free,
but wasn't certain what to do with them other than rest them on the
girl's thighs.

Amy was kind enough to instruct her, however,
and Olivia, blushing and hesitant, obeyed. She used her fingers to
spread the lips of her sex, and then slowly eased a finger down
inside the girl's body, pumping it in and out as deep and fast as
Amy ordered while she licked at her clitoris.

Whatever Amy told her to do she did, as the
girl lay back with a sigh and closed her eyes.

She still hung onto the belt, though. And now
and then she would emphasize an order, such as a groaned “Faster!”
with a jerk on the belt.

Olivia felt her own sense of delight rising
as her actions clearly had an impact on the redhead, whose hips
began to grind and roll, her back arching as she reached down to
grip her hair and jerk her in harder. When she climaxed Olivia felt
elated! She had done it!

“Oooh, that was good,” Amy groaned. “You're
getting better. Now do it again.”

Olivia was doubtful, but obeyed, and this
time inserted two fingers, sliding them in and out and pressing
them upward as ordered, and once again was able to make the redhead
climax.

“Good slave girl,” Amy sighed.

She opened her eyes and looked at Olivia.

“Now your mistress requires that you go and
get her a coffee.”

Olivia giggled. “Yes, Mistress.”

Olivia was happy to be of service, and
dressed quickly, then went down the hall to the little kitchenette
the floor had and made coffee for Amy and a tea for herself. She
returned to their room and found Amy still laying in her bed.

“I have your coffee,” she said, bringing it
over.

Amy opened one eye and then sat up. “Put it
on the desk.”

Olivia obeyed of course and turned to find
the still naked Amy looking at her.

“Get naked.”

Olivia flushed, but obeyed that too.

'Now get the coffee.”

Olivia looked at her in confusion, but picked
up the coffee and brought it over.

“Kneel, slave girl.”

Olivia knelt obediently and Amy grinned.

“Now bow your head low and raise your hands
up with the coffee to present it to me as an offering.”

Olivia flushed, but obeyed.

“Say “Here is your coffee, Mistress,” Amy
said.

“Here is your coffee, Mistress!” Olivia said,
chest tightening with excitement.

Amy took the coffee from her and took a sip,
eyeing her over the rim.

“There are all sorts of advantages to having
a sex slave,” she said.

Olivia giggled a bit self-consciously.

“Of course, slaves have to obey their
mistress. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Olivia said, smiling.

“And of course, if you disobey, a spanking is
in order,” Amy said, taking another sip. “Or perhaps worse. Perhaps
the slave girl will be suspended by her wrists and whipped!”

Olivia gulped, but of course, didn't take
such a threat seriously. It was a darkly erotic thought,
though!

Amy took another sip of the coffee, then
looked around absently before looking back at Olivia.

“Go over to my desk and get the dildo out of
the bottom drawer, slave.”

Olivia's breath caught in her throat, but she
got up and went over to the desk, opened it and saw the dildo
sitting there where Amy must have tossed it before going to sleep.
She stared at her with wide eyes, then bent and picked it up,
remembering what it had felt like inside her and staring with a
sense of wonderment.

It was so big! This had fit inside her!?

She brought it back to Amy and handed it to
her.

“Is that how you present something to your
mistress, slave girl?”

“Oh, sorry.”

Olivia knelt and then held it up and out in
her hands as she bowed her head. Amy took it and examined it, then
looked the naked girl up and down.

“This is missing a part, slave. Go back and
get it. It looks like a suction cup and is the same size.”

Olivia got up and went back to the desk, then
knelt and examined the bottom drawer, finding the odd looking
little thing. She went back, knelt and presented her offering to
Amy, who took it from her. She watched the redhead attach the
suction cup to the bottom, and wondered why.

“You see this part?” Amy said.

In addition to a suction cup the new part had
a small oval tongue of silicone which was angled up and in
alongside the base of the dildo.

“Yes.”

“Know what that's for?”

Olivia shook her head.

“You forgot to say mistress.”

“No, Mistress.”

“You're going to find out.”

They heard voices going past the door.

“Get me the duct tape.”

Gulping, Olivia obeyed, knelt and presented
it, and Amy tore off a piece, then handed it to Olivia.

“Put it over your mouth.”

Eyes wide, Olivia obeyed.

“Turn around.”

Olivia obeyed as Amy reached for the robe
belt which she had used to tie Olivia's wrists behind her last
night. She put the coffee on the floor, then used the robe belt to
once again tie her hands together behind her back, wrists
crossed.

“Turn around, slave girl.”

Heart beating faster and faster, Olivia
turned around.

“Spread your legs, slave. Wide. Wider. Keep
your knees apart.”

Olivia stared as Amy then put the head of the
dildo into her mouth and began to suck and lick it.

“Now up a bit.”

Olivia rose on her knees and watched the redhead lean forward with
the dildo and then press the suction cup to the floor right under
her!

“Now down.”

Olivia felt a wild jolt of emotion, but sank
down slowly until she felt the head of the thing pressing against
the lips of her sex. She let a little more weight down, then a
little more, gasping as she felt the pressure against the opening
to her sex. She looked down and stared at the fat, helmet head,
watching with wide eyes as it slowly forced the lips of her sex
aside and then... and then began to sink into her!

She shuddered, raising her eyes to see Amy
sitting back and sipping from the coffee again.

“All the way down, sex slave. You want that
big cock deep in your hot, hungry little tummy,” she said.

Olivia was gripped by a wild turmoil of
emotions. This was so perverted! This was so wild! This was so
outrageous! This was so sick! This was so hot! This was so
nasty!

She moaned as she eased lower and lower,
sinking down, the head and shaft pushing up deep into her tight,
aching depths.

She felt... wet inside, just as she had last
night with Amy's fingers plunging into her! But Amy had used some
sort of oil then! This time she had just sucked on the head and the
front of the shaft!

It didn't seem to matter. She slid down more
and more, gasping and moaning as she took the thing deeper inside
her body.

And all the time Amy watched!

Of course, half the dildo was still outside
her as her buttocks settled on her heels, so it wasn't so so
deep!

Amy noted this as well.

She reached out with her foot and let the toe
press against the top of Olivia's sex, then rubbed it up and down,
sending hot rushes of sensation through Olivia's body.

“Nasty little sex slave,” she said in a low
voice. “You know you want that big cock all the way up inside
you.”

She drew her foot back.

“Rise up a bit.”

Olivia breathlessly obeyed.

“Now, I bet your feet are hurting already. I
mean, sitting on your feet like that bends your feet sharply. You
need to sit properly. So draw your feet in under your so the tops
of your feet are pressed to the floor and the bottom of your heels
are facing up.”

Olivia awkwardly obeyed, drawing her feet in,
and then began to sink down again. She realized almost at once, of
course, that she could now sink much further down! She moaned as
the dildo pushed higher into her belly, then still higher, making
her ache!

“All the way, sex slave.”

She looked at Amy and moaned a protest into
the tape.

“You can do it. You did it last night. Ride
up and down on it.”

Olivia blushed, but slowly rose up, then sank
down, then rose up, then sank down, all as Amy looked on! That was
so... wickedly kinky and perverted! But though it did make her feel
a bit embarrassed and self-conscious it also gave her a breathless
sense of excitement!

Then as she rode up and down she found
herself sliding lower, and then lower still, until she felt a
pressure against the top of her sex. That pressure, she discovered,
as she looked down, was that little angled tongue thing, which, as
she slid down right to the base of the shaft, pressed in and rubbed
against her clitoris!

She shuddered at the sensation!

She moaned helplessly into the tape, riding
slowly up and down, up and down. Amy looked on, drinking her
coffee, smiling, and reaching forward to rub her bare toe against
her clitoris now and then!

The feeling of that big... cock... moving up
into her body again and again made her feel an incredible rush of
heat! Unlike the sex she'd had before Amy she felt no disgust or
humiliation, and her mind wasn't gripped by fear of what her
'lover' would tell everyone the next morning.

And it was big! Sooo big! It stretched and
strained her! Yet she felt no real pain because she was controlling
how fast and how deep it went! Besides which, her body was
trembling with a feverish sexual heat that made her not really care
about discomfort!

Her legs were tiring, but she didn't care, as
she raised herself up and slid down, again and again, unable to
meet Amy's eyes but reveling in the knowledge she was watching, and
hopefully that she liked what she was seeing!

And then the orgasm hit! And again, she had
no fear of showing a reaction to Amy, and not even much fear of
making too much noise given the tape over her mouth. Hot, pulsing
explosions of pleasure rippled up through her body as she cried out
again and again, head flung back, back arching as she rode the big
dildo through a storm of pleasure that baked her mind!

And then, she finally sank down, impaling
herself on the big dildo, moaning, dropping her head forward so
that her own bangs fell across her face, staring down the length of
her flushed body at the straining lips of her sex.

*

They went to breakfast afterward, and then
shopping for clothes. Olivia was reluctant and uncertain but not
about to defy Amy's judgment and wishes! Besides, she knew that she
herself was the one with the unreasonable beliefs and fears. Amy's
clothing choices weren't particularly immodest. They were...
normal.

Well, most of them.

The jeans were too tight, in her belief, but
she'd seen many wearing them that way, including Amy. The tops were
likewise too form fitting for her mental comfort, but Amy overrode
her.

The dress, though... that was outrageous!

“I can't wear something like this in public!”
she exclaimed.

“Sure you can. You've never been to a
club?”

Olivia stared at her.

“Of course, you've never been to a club,” Amy
said, rolling her eyes. “Trust me. Girls wear these to clubs.”

The dress was ridiculously short, showing
virtually all of her legs! How could a girl walk around in this
without fearing someone would see her panties every time she bent
over!?

It was also tight, hugging her bottom and her
waist, and then, of course, her breasts! And it had cleavage,
showing an indecent amount of her breasts! Almost half her breasts
were naked!

But she gave in, though she decided she would
never wear the thing. It wasn't like she ever went to clubs
anyway.

Besides, the more time she spent with Amy the
more amazing she thought the redhead was! She was so pretty and
clever and confident and moved through life so fearlessly! Olivia
wished she could be like that! But she knew she couldn't. Being
near Amy would be the next best thing, though!

She wondered if she should suggest she dye
her hair red...

Then Amy led them into a lingerie shop! That
immediately made Olivia's heart beat quicker as she felt her face
flushing just from being seen there! She had bought the lingerie
she had so far collected on the internet.

After all, if people saw her in a store like
this they would probably imagine she wore lingerie like... like
that! And that! And that one over there! They were so outrageous!
What kind of a girl would wear those!?

Amy started looking at stockings, at first.
That was safe enough, though these were rather sexier than any
Olivia had worn. Then again, Olivia wore skirts that almost came to
her ankles, so sexy stockings weren't a big element in her
wardrobe.

“Ooo, look, these match!” Amy said, finding
sets of stockings with long gloves.

“Why on earth would they match?” Olivia asked
in confusion.”And why would anyone wear lace gloves this
long!?”

Amy looked at her and smirked, and Olivia
looked back, bewildered.

“I have so much to teach you, slave
girl.”

Olivia gulped and looked swiftly around to
make sure no one had heard.

“Amy!” she hissed.

“Call me mistress,” Amy said with a
smirk.

Olivia glared at her.

“Or I'll call you slave girl using a louder
voice.”

“Mistress!” she whispered.

“Louder.”

“Mistress!” she said in a low voice.

Amy laughed and then picked up a couple of
underwear sets to go with the stocking and glove sets she already
held. She gestured with her head and Olivia followed her to the
rear, to the fitting rooms.

“Put these on first,” she said.

“What? Me!?”

“Did you think I needed lingerie? Yes, you.
Try them on. I want to see how they look.”

“But – !”

Amy pushed her through the curtain and Olivia
looked anxiously down at the lingerie in her hands. She bit her lip
and looked at the curtains but couldn't think of a way to refuse.
She knew she was a silly, backward prudish girl and wanted Amy to
think better of her. She certainly didn't want her mad!

She sighed and removed her blouse and skirt,
then, looking anxiously at the closed curtain, removed her bra and
put on one of the ones Amy had picked up. This was a black lacy one
that was half see-through. She struggled to figure out how to pull
it on, though. Surely it was too small!

She checked the tag, but no, it was her size!
She shook her head. It must be from some country with tiny Asians.
She tossed it down and removed her shoes and socks, then pulled the
white stockings up her legs all the way to just below her
groin.

They really did look rather pretty, she
thought, looking in the mirror.

She removed her panties then put on the white
panties. They were absurdly high cut in front, and, of course,
contained nothing in the rear by a narrow triangle. But they did
look sexy, she thought.

She put on the gloves next. They were very
lacy and pretty.

“How's it going?”

“Uhm, okay,” she said. “The bra doesn't fit,
though.”

Amy pulled the curtain aside and Olivia
squealed, quickly clamping her arms across her chest.

“Amy!”

“There's nobody in the store but girls,
silly,” Amy said with a grin.

She closed the curtain, though, and Olivia
reluctantly eased her arms down.

“Let me see.”

Amy picked up the bra and then swept it
around Olivia's chest, doing up the clasps in the back, then had
her put her arms through the straps.

“There's hardly anything in front!” Olivia
said.

Amy grinned, tugging up the tiny, ridiculous
little thing. It had tiny little quarter cups that pulled up
against the underside of Olivia's breasts, lifting them nicely and
cupping them, but the little cups didn't even cover half her
breasts, not even to the nipples!

“That looks sexy!” Amy said.

Olivia looked at her as if she were crazy,
and Amy turned her to face the mirror.

Olivia gulped and flushed! All that lace did
look very... feminine and... and mature and sexy and sophisticated!
If the bra fit she would look really amazing!

“But the bra – !”

“Fits perfectly.”

Olivia gaped at her.

“This is how it's supposed to fit, slave
girl.”

Olivia gaped at her again, then at her image
in the mirror.

“But... my breasts are naked!

“Not completely. The bra does lift and hold
them.”

“But – !”

“Why do you need to hide your nipples from
me?” Amy asked with a grin, reaching out and catching the two pink
buttons between her thumbs and forefingers.

“I-I d-don't but... but – .”

“Then it's settled.”

“But – !”

“Try the white next.”

She went out through the curtains and Olivia
stared at herself in the mirror again. She looked so slutty! Her
breasts were nearly naked!

Of course, the 'bra' if she wanted to call it
that, did actually lift and hold her breasts as a bra ought to, but
it was practically obscene to leave so much of them naked!

God!

She posed a little for the mirror, and
flushed again. She turned and showed her bare bottom to the mirror,
then turned again, leaning forward, staring at her breasts. They
sure looked big!

Well, as long as Amy liked it...
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She felt indecent! But deliciously indecent!
Breathlessly indecent!

Olivia was 'modeling' her new lingerie while
Amy looked on. She felt a hot little shudder sweep through her
every time she stripped while Amy watched.

“Wait. Don't put on more,” Amy said,
interrupting her.

She halted. She had just stepped out of a
black bra and pantie set, and now only wore the black lace
stockings and gloves.

Amy got up and went to the closet, then
pulled out one of her storage trunks. She opened it and fished
through it, reaching down to the bottom, then pulled something out
and held it aloft triumphantly.

Olivia stared at it in confusion at first,
frowning as Amy brought it over, then she felt a hot rush of
energy, discomfort, excitement, and uncertainty. Her chest
tightened and her pulse rate picked up as she felt her lower belly
thrum.

It was a collar, a black leather collar with
studs around it, except in the front where it had a shiny stainless
steel ring.

She hesitated, her hands raised, but lowered
them as Amy put it around her neck and then fastened it in the
rear. Amy grinned at her and led her to a mirror and she flushed, a
series of wild emotions swirling within her as she stared at
herself.

Naked!

Worse than naked! The dark stockings and
gloves which covered her arms and legs highlighted what was NOT
covered, all that bare skin between her thighs and neck! They made
that part of her seem even more naked than naked!

“This is so perverted,” she gulped
anxiously.

“Ha!”

Amy went back to the trunk and then fished
out two smaller versions of the collar, which she put around the
half-protesting brunette's wrists before drawing her wrists back
behind her back and then fastening them together!

“Uh huh. I like this,” Amy said
enthusiastically.

Olivia gulped as Amy ran her hands over her
body.

“I think you should wear nothing but this any
time you're here from now on.”

What a ridiculous notion, Olivia thought
wildly.

“That's ridiculous!” she blurted.

Amy gave her a squinty eyed look.

“Are you calling your mistress ridiculous,
sex slave?”

“Ahm, uh, no... mistress!” Olivia gulped.

“I think you are. Sex slaves obey their
mistresses. Isn't that right?”

Amy's hand slid between Olivia's thighs, her
fingers rubbing her clitoris.

“Y-yes, Mistress!”

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Y-yes, Mistress!” she moaned, as the redhead
continued to skilfully rub her clitoris.

“Say it. Let me hear it.”

“I-I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” she
whispered shyly, embarrassed.

“Louder, slave girl.”

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” she
gulped.

Amy moved back and got the dildo.

“On your knees, sex slave.”

Heart beating rapidly, Olivia lowered herself
to her knees, then sat back on her heels.

Amy gripped her hair and jerked her head up
and back, and she gasped, then her eyes widened as the redhead slid
the dildo into her open mouth!

“Suck. Suck that cock like a good little sex
slave,” Amy growled.

Moaning, Olivia closed her lips around the
thing, but felt a little grossed out. The thing had been inside her
pussy, after all! But it was already in her mouth and she didn't
see that she had an alternative.

“Suck it, sex slave. Suck that cock, you
nasty little slave girl!”

Amy pumped the dildo slowly in and out of her
mouth, and Olivia moaned around it, sucking reluctantly.

“Have you ever deep throated a cock
before?”

Olivia looked at her with wide eyes and Amy
snorted and pulled the dildo out of her mouth, then slid it into
her own and, as Olivia gaped, simply... swallowed it! She pushed it
all the way in so that Olivia could see the bulge in her throat as
the head moved down it, and just held the very bottom with the tips
of her fingers!

Then she drew it out again, gasping only a
bit.

“See? It's not that hard. It's mind over
matter, really.”

“I could never do that! I'd throw up!”

Amy shook her head. “That's all just
psychological. I mean, if you get a finger near the back of your
throat you throw up, but you swallow food all the time without any
problem. It's just a mental trick. And all good sex slaves need to
know how.”

“But I'm a girl's sex slave!” Olivia
blurted.

Amy grinned. “But maybe I'll get a boyfriend
and want you to pleasure him,” she said.

A ridiculous idea! And a bit scary. The
thought of Amy getting a boyfriend. Though the idea she could have
a boyfriend and Olivia would still be with her was certainly a
relief. It was still ridiculous, of course! And perverted!

Amy put the suction cup onto the dildo, then
stuck it to the floor beneath her. She gripped her collar and
pulled down, and Olivia lowered herself onto it, moaning at the
pressure, and at the rising heat, and slowly sinking down, inch by
inch, the ache and the heat growing within her.

This time, though, Amy undid the clasp that
held the restraints around her wrists behind her before sitting
down on her bunk to watch.

Put your hands under your breasts.”

Gulping, panting, Olivia rode slowly up and
down, and obeyed, cupping her breasts.

“Squeeze them. Rub them together.”

Olivia obeyed that too, flushing wildly at
this kinkiness!

“Now sink all the way down, sex slave.”

Again she obeyed, moaning.

“Reach your hand down and rub your
clitoris.”

She flushed and felt a dark spasm of emotion
but obeyed, rubbing her clitoris. And as she did she realized, with
a wild rush of understanding, that she was masturbating! In front
of someone! She almost stopped! But then, hadn't she been sort of
masturbating earlier this morning too when she rode up and down on
the dildo?

This was just more... blatant!

And besides, her lacy fingers felt strange
and erotic against her swollen clitoris! She moaned helplessly,
gasping and panting as she continued to ride up and down and
continued to rub her clitoris.

The sensations of repeatedly impaling herself
on the thick cock, and rubbing her clitoris sent the sexual heat
into a burning, fiery fever, particularly as Amy looked on. She was
shuddering and gasping and letting out soft cries every time she
dropped herself down onto it when Amy suddenly cried “Stop!”

She almost ignored her, but obeyed, chest
heaving, trembling as the redhead got up. She bent over behind her
and drew her wrists back together behind her back, then locked them
together.

“Get on the bed, on your knees right on the
edge.”

Moaning, Olivia let herself be pulled to her
feet and then knelt on the edge of the bed. Amy shoved her face
down against the covers, then slapped her bottom.

“Draw your belly in tight against your hips
to raise your bottom high, sex slave. That's a good girl. Now
spread your legs apart.

Crack!

“Oh!”

Olivia obeyed, and shuddered as the redhead's
fingers stroked her.

“Are you a hot, slutty little sex slave?” the
girl purred.

Olivia only moaned.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Answer your mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

“And do you want this big cock in your tight,
buttery pussy?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned as Amy rubbed the
head up and down the line of her swollen sex lips.

“Such a dirty girl!” Amy said in mock
astonishment.

“Has any boy ever fucked you like this?”

“N-No, Mistress,” she gasped.

“They should have. This seems to be the
perfect position for a sex slave to be in, with her bottom high and
all her assets on display.”

Olivia flushed and moaned and gasped as the
head of the big dildo slid back and forth against her.

Then Amy moved away, over to the desk and
fished something out of the bottom. It was a leather strap of some
kind. She returned and stepped into the strap, pulling it up her
jeans-clad legs, and then up higher, doing something around her
waist and hips.

She appeared from behind Olivia and Olivia
gaped at her. The dildo was strapped to her somehow, as if she had
a penis!

“Would you like me to fuck you, sex slave?”
she asked in a low, purring voice.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” Olivia gasped.

Amy moved behind her and Olivia felt the head
of the dildo moving up and down along the line of her sex
again.

“Beg mistress to fuck you,” Amy said.

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” Olivia gasped,
blushing furiously.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Such a slutty little sex slave!” Amy said in
mock amazement.

Olivia felt the pressure of the head against
her opening, felt it slowly pushing into her, then sliding deeper
and deeper.

She shuddered in excitement and a rising
sexual heat. She was nearly feverish with passion now, and the
knowledge that Amy was wearing the thing, as if she were a boy,
incited something wild and powerful in her mind!

“Oh! Oh! Oh, God!” she whimpered as the dildo
began to move in and out.

She felt Amy's hands sliding down her back,
then gathering in her hair. They jerked up and back on it, and she
gasped as they pulled each time she drove her hips forward.

Crack!

Amy slapped her bottom sharply!

“Are you my sex slave?” she demanded.

“Yes, mistress!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” she
gasped.

Crack!

“Are you my slut?” Amy demanded, thrusting
the dildo deep.

“Oh! Oh! Oh, yes! Yes, Mistress!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm your slut, Mistress!” she gasped. “Oh!
Oh God!”

Amy was working the dildo in and out, in and
out, driving it deep, burying it, then grinding herself against
Olivia's upraised bottom, twisting the thing inside her!

It was so perverted! It was so shocking! It
was so wild!

She felt Amy's hips starting to strike her
upraised buttocks now, and felt her head swimming in sexual heat
and desire, a dark, burning passion gripping her mind as she moaned
dazedly and her body was rocked to the hard thrusting of the girl
behind her.

She cried out as Amy jerked back harder on
her hair, lifting her chin and shoulders off the bed. At the same
time the girl thrust a hand in under her to roughly grope her right
breast!”

“Are you my whore?” she demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm your whore, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” she cried.

Suddenly Amy pulled even harder on her hair,
and the sharp pain to the dazed girl's scalp forced her to rise up
and back until she was kneeling almost upright, gasping and moaning
as Amy chewed lightly under her earlobe.

“Are you my bitch, sex slave?” Amy growled,
pulling back her hair until her head was lifted back against her
shoulder.

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I'm your bitch, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Are you going to obey your mistress,
slut?”

“Yes, mistress!” she gasped dazedly.

“Then here is your order. You are not
permitted to have an orgasm until I say so.”

Olivia only moaned helplessly.

“Do you hear me, slut?”

“Yes, mistress!” she moaned.

She did hear, but she didn't really
understand.

And when Amy reached down and began to finger
her clitoris while thrusting the dildo into her from behind the
orgasm tore apart her mind anyway, and the redhead quickly had to
shift her other hand from her hair to her mouth as she began to cry
out more and more loudly while rutting back against the plunging
dildo!

“What a bad girl you are!” Amy said, riding
her through the orgasm, and then drawing back.

She pulled the dildo away from the straps
around her and pushed hard, trying to bury the whole thing in the
gasping, moaning girl.

Then she went over to get the tape, tore off
a strip of duct tape, and put it over Olivia's mouth.

“Since you have disobeyed your mistress,
slave, you will have to be punished,” she said.

Olivia only moaned dazedly, still panting for
breath, eyes slitted.

She gasped, though, eyes going wide, as she
felt something else behind her, something pressing against her back
opening! It was... slippery and cool! She jerked her head up and
around, trying to see behind her. Amy was holding something that
looked like a very narrow ice cream cone, only it was pink. While
it had several 'scoops' they were different sizes, and rounder.

She squirmed and tried to move but Amy
smacked her bottom.

“Hold still, slave!” she barked.

Moaning, Olivia obeyed, her but she felt more
embarrassed as Amy worked the thing into her bottom! She felt the
first round lump sliding into her, a wide lump, almost as big as a
golf ball! Then the next followed, then a slightly larger one, then
a smaller one! The thing was going deep, deep, deep into her
ass!

Olivia understood, sort of, that boys liked
to have sex with girls this way sometimes, though she didn't
understand why. She had never considered it herself!

Now she felt the slick... thing... pushing
uncomfortably deep into her bottom! She already felt full from the
big dildo! Now this thing was being thrust into her belly, as
well!

“Now then. I gave you an order, slave. And
you chose to disobey it,” Amy said.

Olivia moaned into the tape. She thought that
was quite unfair. How was she supposed to help it if she had an
orgasm! And it was Amy who had given it to her! If she didn't want
her to climax all she had to do was not fuck her and rub her
clitoris!

Which meant, of course, that she had wanted
her to come. This was, after all, just some sort of bizarre sex
game to her. It was a game that Olivia was more than a little
uncomfortable with! But if Amy wanted it and it made Amy happy she
was going to go along with it!

She felt the girls stroking and caressing the
lips of her sex, then rubbing her clitoris, and moaned at the surge
in sensations.

“Bad little sex slave,” Amy said teasingly.
“Disobeying your mistress' orders like that! Shocking!”

Crack!

Olivia's eyes jerked wide at the sudden sting
to her bottom! She jerked head around to see Amy holding a thin
leather belt.

“Slave girls who disobey get whipped!” Amy
said sternly.

She swung the belt again and Olivia gasped
and flinched as it cut across her bottom.

It... stung! But it didn't sting all that
much, she realized. And a sudden rush of heat swept though her at
how... how outrageous and nasty and kinky this was!

“Bad sex slave!” Amy said sternly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow was careful, deliberate, and stung!
But in between them Amy's skilled fingers stroked along her sex and
over her clitoris, and gripped either the dildo in her pussy or the
other one, pumping them in and out and turning Olivia's body into
hot, bubbling jelly!

The stinging didn't seem to matter much
compared to that. And even though repeated blows started to make
her buttocks heat and burn the inner heat was far too intense,
completely overshadowing it!

In fact, if she wasn't careful she was going
to have an orgasm in the midst of being punished for having an
orgasm!

She winced as Amy swung the belt harder and
it hit with more impact. It stung a little more, but not that much,
and her bottom burned!

Amy moved forward, her left hand sliding
under Olivia's hip and her fingers reaching in to stroke her
clitoris. Her right gripped the dildo thing in her bottom and began
to slowly pump it in and out. That was an astonishing sensation!
The separate little lumps did odd things to her as they left and
then entered her body again and again!

“Slutty little sex slave,” Amy said
teasingly. “You just love being fucked in the ass, don't you?”

What a nasty suggestion! But it was darkly
thrilling as Amy fucked her in the ass with the strange dildo and
rubbed her clitoris, and then another orgasm tore through her and
she cried out, again and again, into the tape as Amy thrust harder
and fingered her faster!

Amy shoved the back dildo in so deep, the
gasping, trembling, moaning girl cried out, then dropped low and
began to lick and suck on her swollen, burning clitoris!

Within less than a minute that set her off
again, and she cried out repeatedly into the gag as her body flared
wildly and the fever raged unchecked.
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Olivia yawned as she unlocked the door to her
dorm, let herself in, then closed and locked it behind her. She had
to get through several chapters of her Biology text for homework
and wasn't looking forward to it.

She stripped – naked, and already felt a
sexual hunger and longing start to come over her. She went to her
chest and took out the collar, then put it on, before putting on
the white stockings and matching gloves.

She hesitated, then took out the butt-plug.
Her mind squirmed a little still, just thinking about it, much less
looking at it, but Amy had insisted. She put a little of the
lubricant on it, then squatted and let it slowly push up into her
bottom. It slid in slowly, then her body sucked in in completely,
leaving only the small, coin shaped base on the outside.

She put on the little shelf bra thing, a
cupless bra, really, then the matching thong. She hesitated, then
put on the wrist restraints before laying on her bunk and pulling
over the textbook. For the next hour she read, trying to keep her
focus despite repeated distractions.

The distractions were all sexual in nature,
dark, wicked little memories, fantasies and feelings making her
slightly giddy in the amount of wild emotional heat they
contained.

She had been dressing this way every day for
nearly three weeks now. During that time she had repeated jolts to
her psyche, and more incredible orgasms than she could count. Amy
seemed able to manipulate her body at will!

Her inhibitions were melting away, and she
was becoming, she knew, infatuated with Amy, if not actually in
love with her. The thought of Amy going away made her heartsick!
Sex, which had previously been something on the periphery of her
thoughts, was now a central part of her life, and how she thought
about herself.

Because Amy kept telling her how hot she was,
how sexy and pretty she was, how great her body was, and saying it
convincingly, that had started to change her own self-image. It
added to her confidence and sense of self-worth, and caused her to
put more effort into her clothing and hair so that she looked,
well, sexy.

Because it was important to be sexy. Because
Amy liked her to be sexy. Amy was sexy, after all, and Olivia
wanted to be sexy too.

It was odd having her breasts mostly bare all
the time, at least while in the dorm room. She still hadn't quite
gotten used to it, and her nipples were often hard. She found
herself idly rubbing and toying with them as she read, too, rolling
them between her thumbs and forefingers. Especially with these new
gloves Amy had bought her.

They were just as long and lacy and pretty
but basically didn't have fingers, so that her fingers and thumbs
were bare. That was, she knew, partly so she could slide her
fingers into Amy easier, and stroke her clitoris better when she
was kneeling or laying between her legs.

But it also made it easier to rub herself,
and given the sexually charged nature of her life now she often
found the desire to do so. It was as if the more sex she had the
more sex she wanted!

Which reminded her...

She put the book aside reluctantly, then sat
up and went to Amy's desk. She opened the bottom and took the dildo
out, then got the roll of paper towels and sat down on the
floor.

Her homework wasn't all assigned from her
classes. Amy had given her some too. And if she didn't do it...
well, Amy didn't just mark her wrong, Amy smacked her bare
bottom!

She licked her lips, then tilted her head
back and lowered the dildo into her open mouth. She closed her eyes
and let her mind dwell on the most wicked, delicious things Amy had
done with her in the last few weeks, moaning, and reaching down to
rub her clitoris.

At the same time, she sucked and licked on
the penis-shaped dildo, pumping it slowly in and out of her pursed
lips. She did this for some time, delaying the necessary, then
braced herself, and tried to do as Amy told her and tell her body
she was swallowing some lovely food – as she slid the dildo down
into her throat.

It had been hard to do this at first, when
Amy was helping her. The first few times had been awful! She'd
drooled and saliva had poured out of her and she'd choked and
gagged and almost thrown up repeatedly! But now she had more
experience with it, and she was getting better each day!

She felt the odd heavy pressure of the dildo
sliding down into her throat. It was uncomfortable, and kept
raising a sense of panic in her mind which she ruthlessly crushed.
She slid the dildo deep, until she was clutching just the base,
then pulled it up and out again.

She coughed hard after that as saliva spilled
out of lower lip and she gulped in several deep, ragged breaths.
But she felt a sense of satisfaction, too.

Imagine her, Olivia, deep throating! That was
such a wicked, awesome thought!

She swallowed the dildo again, and again, and
again, a dozen times in all, before she decided she'd done her
required practice, wiped it, put it away, wiped the saliva off her
chest, and then got back into bed to resume her other
studies.

Amy came in like a storm, which was how she
seemed to enter any room, striding in, tossing her books on the
desk and loudly closing the door behind.

“Hey, hot stuff!” she said.

“Hi, Amy!” she exclaimed, putting the book
aside and sitting up.

She felt her chest tightening already.

“Been working hard, little sex slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said shyly, dropping to
her knees on the floor and spreading them apart.

“I have a present for you. Stand up.”

Amy first took her wrists in her hand and
backed her against the corner of the bunk bed, then brought her
hands up and back behind her head, and behind the post, before
locking the restraints together.

Then she took what looked like a black ball
out of her jacket pocket. Olivia had no idea what that was until
she brought it right up against her mouth!

“Open wide, slave.”

Her chest tightened even more, and she felt a
hot thrum of energy roiling her as she obeyed, and Amy slowly
wedged the black ball into her mouth. It pushed in, pressing down
against her tongue and up against the roof of her mouth, but was
too big to actually fit entirely. It kept her jaws spread apart
around it as Amy drew a thin strap across her cheeks and behind her
head, to button in place.

“Now you can scream in pleasure more,” Amy
said teasingly.

Olivia moaned, eyes alight, and felt her
pulse starting to race as Amy pulled her thong down her legs. She
stepped out of it, and Amy got the rope from her desk, then tied
her ankles together around the lower leg.

“Now you're helpless,” she said dramatically.
“Now I can torture you!”

Olivia moaned excitedly.

Amy's tortures were rarely actually painful,
and as her hand slid between Olivia's legs and she bent to suck and
lick and chew at her breasts, Olivia felt the dark heat burning
hotter and hotter, moaning and gasping into the gag, feeling more
sensual and sexual and erotic by the second!

Olivia kissed her, then produced a black
scarf, folded it into a narrow length, and slipped it over her eyes
to blindfold her, before tying it behind her head.

But then Amy did something weird. There was a
delay, then Olivia felt something being applied to her nipples,
something cold and liquidy, rubbed there with what felt like a
cotton ball. It smelled like rubbing alcohol or some kind of
antiseptic.

She felt Amy's hand squeezing her breast,
then felt something cool and metallic squeezing together around her
nipple and areola. It squeezed harder, and that started to sting
and burn. She moaned in confusion. Then there was a sudden
extremely sharp pain that made her cry out into the gag and jerk in
alarm!

That hurt! A lot!

The sharp pain had instantly diminished, but
hadn't gone away. Her nipple now ached and throbbed hotly! And it
felt... weird as Amy seemed to be twisting it and stretching it!
She moaned again into the gag, pulling against the restraints to no
avail.

When Amy let go her nipple felt heavy and it
throbbed! A moment later she felt her hand on her other breast,
then felt the same metallic squeezing against her nipple! She felt
a sudden certainty she would feel the sharp pain again, and braced
herself! It came and she cried out, twisting against the restraints
again!

What was Amy doing to her!?

The sharp pain diminished to a dull,
throbbing ache, and then that feeling of her twisting and tugging
and stretching her nipple, and then when she let go it felt heavy
again!

Amy swept off the blindfold, grinning
triumphantly, and Olivia dropped her eyes to stare at her
breasts!

Which had been pierced! Two stainless steel
rings hung from her nipples, perfect circles of rounded steel! She
gaped at them in disbelief!

“Now you're more a proper sex slave,” Amy
said. “And once they heal, your nipples will feel even more
sensitive, little slave girl!”

Olivia was astonished, but even as she
continued to stare, Amy dropped to her knees and untied her ankles,
spread them apart, and began to lick her. She felt a confusion of
emotions; anger, outrage, indignation, but in the end, well, it was
done. It was over. And God, she had pierced nipples! Like some kind
of wild, sexy girl!

And Amy was licking her in that skillful way
Amy could, which never failed to drive her out of her mind – and
which soon began to do so again. And again. And again. With Amy's
fingers thrusting up into her, and her lips and tongue working on
her clitoris, Olivia's hips jerked and twisted and bucked, and her
body arched and trembled and shook as a dark flush spread down from
her face and chest and her eyes began to roll back in her head.

*

That was not the last time Amy had a
'surprise' for her either. A couple of weeks later she'd gotten
over her indignation at Amy piercing her nipples without even
asking her, and even come to take a measure of pride in her sexy,
pierced nipples. They were healing nicely, now, and didn't even
hurt.

And she felt like a real sexy slave girl with
them when she was with Amy!

Amy came home and had her strip completely
naked, and then bent her over the back of the desk chair. She tied
her ankles to the back legs, then drew her wrists forward and down,
attaching a chain to the wrist restraints and tugging that down
across the front of the chair and then attaching it to the crossbar
below.

Amy stripped to shorts and t-shirt and then
took out a bottle of something and put it into the microwave. She
put the ball gag into Olivia's mouth, then blindfolded her.

That increased Olivia's anxiety, of course,
given what had happened last time!

This time what she felt was something warm
poured onto her back. Then she felt Amy's hands slowly spreading
some kind of warm, slick, oily substance up and down her bare back.
The redhead's hands kneaded her arms and shoulders, rubbed her back
and ribs, and then slid underneath, gently but firmly kneading her
breasts as she spread the oily substance there!

Olivia moaned helplessly, excited and
intrigued, her body starting to thrum with sexual energy.

The hands continued to massage her back and
ribs and breasts, taking their time, and only very slowly working
down over her buttocks, and then between them. She plucked the
butt-plug out of her slowly, then let her oiled fingers massage her
back opening before sliding down lower and starting to work on her
sex.

Slowly, calmly, with a skill that soon had
Olivia gasping and moaning and rolling her hips, Amy massaged and
stroked and caressed her, pausing often to slide her hands down her
legs or over her back, taking her sweet time and ignoring the
brunette's moans of desire.

But she always returned to between her legs,
her fingers now spreading the lips of her sex and massaging the
insides as well as the outside. They found her clitoris, rubbing
there slowly, then faster, as Amy's pulse rate quickened, and then
the first of what were to be numerous orgasms swept through
her.

Those hands were relentless, though! The
massage continued, and only got more intimate. Not quickly, though.
Those fingers dipped into the mouth of her sex, and even down into
her back passage! They dipped and stroked and massaged, and then
only slowly pushed deeper – and deeper!

Another orgasm swept through her, and then
more, as those fingers plunged deep, pumping and twisting and
fluttering as her swollen clitoris was skilfully manipulated.
Olivia was soon exhausted, gasping raggedly, moaning, eyes slitted
behind the blindfold as those fingers continued in their relentless
work!

Her abdomen ached from the muscle spasms the
numerous orgasms had caused her!

Now came the dildo! Oh God, she thought! It
thrust deep, stretching her, and she felt Amy's hips starting to
strike her upraised buttocks as she fucked her. She moaned as she
felt her hair gathered in, then used to pull her head up and back
firmly.

And that big cock speared her again and again
and again!

She cried out as she came, her voice
uninhibited, rising with the strength of the orgasm as her body
flared white hot with the massive release of energy!

She collapsed, gasping, but still Amy
continued. She wanted to cry “No more!” but of course, could do
nothing. Now she felt the other one being worked into her ass, the
odd, round, lumpy one which caused such strange, exotic sensations
as they popped into and out of her!

Another orgasm tore her mind apart, and then
still more!

Firm hands kneaded and massaged her breasts
as fingers stroked her clitoris, and still Amy thrust into her, her
hips smacking her buttocks as she pulled on her hair.

Only after yet another orgasm did her dazed
mind start to get a strange prickle of confusion.

How could there be two hands kneading her
breasts when one was holding her hair and another was rubbing her
clitoris anyway?

The dark heat was in full fever within her,
though, and her mind was baking in dark, thrilled delight. Still,
she finally realized, somehow, in the back of her mind, that it
could not just be Amy there behind her. Someone else was here!

But she was too aroused to care, and another
orgasm tore her mind to fragments.

“God, she's very responsive,” a voice
said.

It was not Amy's voice!

It was a female voice, at last, but it
certainly wasn't one she was familiar with. And it jerked Olivia
out of her dazed condition as her mind reacted with a sudden sharp
focused sense of shock and embarrassment.

“Well, you are just amazing with your
fingers. I have to admit. I thought I knew what I was doing but
you're better.”

“It just requires patience. And
patience.”

“Uhm.”

“You're not a patient person, Amy,” the other
woman said with amusement.

“I can be!” Amy replied defensively.

“Remember, a slow, gentle, calm workup over
time results in a more intense orgasm.”

“I'm the one who's supposed to get the
intense orgasms,” Amy said. “Not a slave girl.”

They both laughed softly.

“Well, if you teach her then you can too.
She's got lovely breasts.”

The fingers squeezed a little harder.

“Yeah, but mine are perkier.”

“And smaller,” the other woman said.

“No one ever complained!”

“Your breasts are lovely,” the other one said
with a laugh.

“She's just small so her breasts look
big.”

“How long since you pierced her nipples?”

“Two weeks.”

“They're healing nicely. “Have you pierced
her tongue yet, or clitoris?”

“Not yet.”

Olivia listened to this exchange with, at
first, a sense of outrage and humiliation! Another woman was here
and had seen and heard everything! No! She had been part of it,
touching and stroking her! God!

Now they were talking about piercing her
tongue and clitoris! As if she wasn't even the one who would make
such a decision!

Because you're a sex slave, some dark,
breathless side of her said.

Why was that such an exciting fantasy!?

The dildo was left inside her, along with the
other one, and four hands caressed her oiled body, from ankle to
neck, up and down, stroking, massaging, rubbing, kneading, until
her body throbbed again with a deep, thrumming sense of heat.

Her wrists were suddenly gripped in their
hands, and quickly pulled up and then back behind her, where,
before she could even consider doing anything, they were locked
together behind her back.

Her ankles were untied and they led her over
to her own bunk, then laid her down. A female body slid into bed
with her, then a second. Both were naked. She felt lips on her
throat, on either side, and hands caressing her body, stroking her
clitoris, working the dildo slowly in and out.

Then someone began to lick her clitoris.

This was all so bizarre, so shocking, so
wild, so outrageous!

But... in a way, like the nipple piercing, it
was done. Someone seeing her like this. Some strange girl! What was
the point in getting upset about it now? Especially since her body
was being roiled by a dark, rising tide of sexual need and
desire?

Of course, her mind continued to squirm at
the realization some strange girl was touching her, was seeing her
like this, but it was also darkly and helplessly thrilling – to
think of herself as some kind of pseudo sex slave, tied up and
gagged and blindfolded and at everyone's mercy!

And that she couldn't see this girl also made
it strangely like part of a wild fantasy, where hands were all over
her slippery body, and mouths sucked and licked at her clitoris as
she was penetrated again and again!

She couldn't talk. She couldn't see. She
couldn't move. The left her nothing to do, nothing to consider
doing, or saying. She had nothing to do but lay there and feel
those hands and those lips on her body.

She moaned at the licking and gentle sucking
on her nipples, gasped at the dildo plunging in and out of her, and
writhed helplessly as her clitoris was sucked and licked. All while
she lay on her bound arms and thought wildly about there being some
stranger there doing this!

But it wasn't just a strange. Amy was here
too, which made it safe enough.

“Slutty little sex slave,” Amy teased.

“Hot little slave girl,” the other girl's
voice said in the same tone.

“You're our little sex toy,” Amy said.

“A sexy little sex toy,” the other girl
said.

Their skilled attention soon had her body
flushed and overheated, twisting and writhing as she moaned
helplessly, drowning in dark passion and heat. Another orgasm
lashed her system, making her cry out into the gag, her back
arching violently as the dildo rammed into her and someone sucked
hungrily on her clitoris!

Then their hands were rolling her over, and
she gasped as her hair was pulled, forcing her lengthwise on the
bed, on her belly. Her bottom was slapped, her hips pulled, so her
bottom was raised high and her knees forced apart.

“I'm going to fuck this hot little slutty sex
slave now,” the strange girl's voice said.

“Give it to her hard,” Amy said.

Olivia, of course, could only moan, as she
felt the dildo penetrating her again, then starting to thrust in
and out. This time, though, hips smacked against her backside –
bare hips, as the other girl, she presumed, used the strap-on.

She felt hands at the strap of the gag, felt
it undone, and then fingers pulled it from her mouth so she could
gasp aloud. A moment later the blindfold was removed as Amy gripped
her hair tightly.

“Please your mistress, slave girl,” she said
in the haughty voice she sometimes used in their sex games.

Olivia gasped and yelped as her hair was
pulled, then almost automatically began to lick her.

Amy was naked and sitting before her, her
back propped against the headboard, her knees drawn up and back as
she pulled Olivia's face into her groin. Behind her, someone was
thrusting, thrusting, thrusting, their hands sliding up and down
over her hips and over her buttocks. She couldn't see who it was.
She couldn't turn her head as Amy tugged on her hair.

All she could do was obey.

“Lick your mistress, slave girl,” the strange
girl said.

Crack!

Olivia moaned at the slap to her bottom, then
at another.

Crack!

“Nasty little sex slave.”

Crack!

“Lick that pussy, slave.”

Crack!

“Stop telling my sex slave what to do and
fuck her harder,” Amy said, tugging on Olivia's hair.

“Sex slaves need to be constantly told what
to do,” the other girl said.

Crack!

A hand slid down along her ribs and squeezed
her right breast, then Amy reached down with her right hand to cup
and squeeze her left.

“Lick me, slave girl,” she groaned.

Olivia licked her to orgasm, while gasping
and moaning herself, the dildo churning up her belly. Then she was
turned around, and blushed hotly as she saw the other girl. She'd
never met her before. She was a blonde, a little taller than her,
with smaller breasts, but lithe and pretty – and older by some
years. She was probably closer to thirty than twenty!

“Lick me, sex slave,” she ordered in the same
haughty tone Amy sometimes used.

And now it was her gripping Olivia's hair and
jerking her face in against her naked sex!

“Obey Mistress Kendra, slave girl,” Amy
said.

Crack!

She slapped her bottom now, even as she fit
the strap-on around her hips in turn. Soon she was thrusting into
Olivia as Olivia licked frantically at the new girl – new woman!
She felt a weird sense of unreality about this. A part of her was
shocked and appalled and horribly embarrassed. But another side of
herself was seething with dark, wicked heat and arousal.

And then Amy slid a long arm over her hip and
her fingers found her clitoris, stroking in that way she did which
drove Olivia crazy, and she shuddered and sobbed as the sexual
electricity crackled through her body like sheet lightning and
another orgasm tore her mind apart.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


The new girl – woman – had a stick. A riding
crop! And after licking her to orgasm she and Amy conferred and
then had Olivia get down on her knees on the floor.

It wasn't like she had a lot of choice!

Amy put the suction cup on the dildo and
Olivia blushed hotly as she had to slide down it until she felt
impaled, her knees wide as she sat on her heels, and the two others
looking down on her. She wasn't gagged now but was too tongue-tied
and embarrassed to speak in front of the woman – Kendra!

And then the blonde crouched beside her,
making Olivia even more nervous and self-conscious, and combed her
fingers through her hair.

“What a pretty little sex slave,” she
cooed.

Olivia flushed.

Kendra gripped her hair and forced her head
back sharply, and she gasped in pain.

“Sex slaves are born and made to please
others with their bodies,” the blonde said. “Of course, they also
get a lot of pleasure out of their bodies since they're so slutty
and responsive.”

Olivia heard a strange buzzing sound, like a
razor or something, then something was pressing against her between
her legs, rubbing lightly back and forth against her clitoris. It
was something which transmitted a great deal of energy into her,
vibrating wildly!

Olivia had never felt a vibrator before, and
at first the sensation was uncomfortable – overpowering – against
her now-exquisitely sensitive and swollen sex. But it soon began to
make her body vibrate in tune, and she began to quiver and tremble
as a wild flood of pure sensation rolled through her.

She was hardly aware of what the others were
doing after that, except that Amy knelt behind her and helped to
hold her in place, while clamping a hand over her mouth, and the
other girl used her legs as well as her hand to keep her from
thrashing too wildly as multiple orgasms short-circuited her mind
and body.

They were like but unlike the other orgasms
she'd already had. Those were like climbing a cliff slowly and then
suddenly jumping over. These were like a roller coaster, soaring
upwards and then down, and then up again, turning and spinning and
falling and rising and falling and rising again!

She bucked and shook and thrashed as she
screamed into Amy's hand, and the two of them snickered and giggled
and drove her half out of her mind with the buzzing little
vibrator!

After that she was barely conscious for a
time, laying on the floor, panting, sweating, moaning and
slack-jawed as the other two moved around her.

“All right, you, enough rest,” Kendra finally
said.

Olivia moaned as hands gripped her hair and
jerked, and the pain forced her upright. Kendra unclipped the wrist
restraints to free her hands.

“Get on all fours,” she ordered.

She reinforced the order with a snap of the
riding crop which cut across Olivia's bottom, stinging her enough
to get her attention.

She gasped and obeyed, kneeling on all fours
between the two.

“Now fall onto your elbows and raise your
bottom higher.”

She wearily obeyed as she felt the riding
crop stroking back and forth against her bottom.

“Now all the way down, breasts to the floor,
arms ahead of you. Keep your lovely little bottom raised high,
slave girl.”

She flushed now, feeling self-conscious once
more despite the way her brain had been half fried with all those
orgasms. Her breasts pillowed out below her as she raised her
bottom high and spread her arms out before her.

“Spread your legs, slave. Show us that hot
little pussy.”

Again she flushed, her mind starting to
squirm once more, even as she obeyed.

She was nervously and anxiously aware of the
blonde woman's presence, even as Amy sat down across from them to
watch.

“Now sit back on your heels, hands behind
your neck, back arched. Show us how pretty your breasts are, slave
girl.”

Crack!

She yelped as the crop snapped down on her
bottom.

“Obey as soon as you are given an order,
slave.”

Olivia obeyed, arching her back, even more
nervous, and just as self-conscious, but also starting to feel a
renewed sense of dark, breathless pleasure at this kinky little
game continued.

“Stand up, slave girl.”

She got to her feet, feeling breathless.

“Hands behind your neck. Back arched!”

She obeyed quickly as the crop slid under her
right breast and stroked it.

“Are you going to obey your mistress, slave
girl?” Kendra demanded in a growl, leaning over and putting her
face close.

“Y-Yes... mistress!” she gasped.

Kendra leaned back with a sniff.

“I am Mistress Kendra. Say it.”

“Mistress Kendra,” Olivia gulped,
blushing.

“Who are you?”

Olivia blinked at her uncertainly, then
gasped as the girl thrust the crop between her thighs and then
brought the shaft up against her sex, letting it sink between the
lips of her sex and then stroke slowly down and up.

“You are Olivia the sex slave. Say it.”

“I-I'm Olivia the sex slave,” she gulped.

Kendra drew the crop back and then snapped
the little loose leather thing on the tip down against her breast.
It stung and she gasped and clamped a hand over her breast.

“Hands behind neck, slave!” Kendra
barked.

Gulping anxiously, she quickly obeyed.

“You forgot to say Mistress Kendra,” she
said. “Now try again. Who are you?”

“I'm Olivia the sex slave, Mistress Kendra!”
she gasped.

Kendra moved around behind her, glowering,
and brought the crop sliding over her breasts, down her belly and
then let the soft tip rub against her clitoris.

“Are you Amy's bitch?” she demanded.

“Y-Yes, Mistress Kendra!”

“Then say it.”

“I'm Amy's bitch, Mistress Kendra!” she
gasped.

It was so bizarre to say things like this in
front of a stranger! Olivia was amazed and her mind was churning
wildly with a strange kaleidoscope of emotions and sensations –
including a deep sense of embarrassment!

“Are you Amy's slut, slave girl?”

“Yes, Mistress! I'm Amy's slut, Mistress!”
she gasped, blushing furiously.

“Get down on all fours, slave!”

She dropped to her hands and knees at once,
and felt the crop sliding along her buttocks and over her back.

“Now crawl across the floor to where your
mistress is sitting.”

Flushed, heart thumping, Olivia crawled
awkwardly across the floor, getting struck twice on the bottom by
the crop.

“You crawl like a cow. You clearly need
lessons, slave girl,” Kendra growled.

She crawled up to where Amy was sitting
grinning at her.

“Now drop to your elbows, slave.”

She obeyed anxiously.

“Reach out and grab your Mistress by the
ankle.”

Hesitantly, Olivia reached out and took Amy's
bare ankle in her hands.

“Now bring your lips in and kiss her
ankle.”

“You really are a kinky girl, Kendra,” Amy
said with a laugh.

Crack!

Olivia squeaked as the crop struck her
bottom.

“Do it, slave!”

She hurriedly leaned in and kissed Amy's
ankle!

“Now rub your cheek against it! Like a good
little cat. Have you ever seen a cat rubbing against its mistress?
Do it, slave cat. You're her little slave pussy.”

Gulping, Olivia obeyed, rubbing her cheek
against the side of Amy's ankle and lower leg!

“Now lick her ankle. Nice, loving licks,
slave girl.”

Face flushed, Olivia again obeyed.

“Keep licking, slave,” Kendra ordered,
sliding the crop between her thighs and then up between the lips of
her sex.

She slid it back and forth, back and forth as
Olivia licked Amy's bare ankle, moaning and gasping in turn.

“Lower, slave. Show your mistress how much
you love her,” Kendra ordered. “Lower, you slave pussy.”

Panting, moaning, Olivia licked down Amy's
ankle, and then onto her foot. She licked back and forth along her
foot as Kendra continued to order her, then onto her other foot,
before slowly licking her way up her leg to the point where she was
licking her pussy again as Kendra guided her, as she sawed the crop
back and forth across her clitoris or snapped it against her
bottom.

After she had licked Amy to an orgasm they
had her sit back on her heels, hands behind her neck, back arched,
impaled on the dildo again. They got dressed, then, and sat on the
bed chatting about a variety of things and people they knew,
largely ignoring Olivia.

Though looking at her often.

Certainly Kendra noticed whenever she relaxed
or slumped and threatened to take the riding crop to her
breasts!

Then Amy made popcorn in the microwave, and
the two shared it as they talked.

“Would slave girl like some popcorn?” Amy
asked.

Olivia gulped at suddenly being addressed and
her mind swirled uncertainly. Should she say yes or not!?

But then Kendra simply threw a piece of
popcorn at her. It bounced off her chest and onto the floor.

“Eat that. Do not use your hands, slave.
You're a little sex animal and animals don't have fingers. Lick it
off the floor with your tongue.”

Olivia was just glad to be able to relax from
arching her back and bend over. She groaned as she fell forward
onto her hands and knees, then her elbows and knees, dropping her
mouth to the floor and delicately licking up the piece of
popcorn.

Given everything else which had happened that
evening it didn't even seem particularly degrading!

At first.

But the two girls tossed piece of popcorn in
her general direction, and each time they did she had to crawl to
them and lick them up with her tongue. And that was... weird!

“I'm hungry for more than popcorn,” Kendra
said.

“Yeah, let's get a pizza.”

Amy called for a pizza and then they looked
at Olivia.

“We, don't need to go collect it. That's what
you have a slave for,” Kendra said.

“Hmmm, yes. That makes sense. I'll send my
slave girl for it.”

“Do you think she should be naked like this?”
Kendra asked.

“Yes, definitely, but it might cause a bit of
a fuss.”

“Possibly.”

Amy got something out of her trunk in the
closet, and came over to Olivia.

“Stand up, slave girl.”

She stood up awkwardly and Amy handed her a
denim skirt.

“Put this on.”

“Uhm... but...”

“Now, slave!” Kendra barked, picking up the
riding crop.

Olivia hurriedly stepped into the skirt and
pulled it up! It was a very, very short denim skirt! It was, in
fact, a mini! It barely came to much below her crotch!

“This is too short!” she blurted.

“Phht. I've worn shorter,” Amy said.

“But – !”

“Here, put this on,” Kendra said.

She handed her a pale blue t-shirt.”

“But I need to put my bra on first!”

“It's night time and you're only going
downstairs to get our pizza. Put it on,” Kendra growled.

Olivia was very much afraid of that growl!
Kendra was very intimidating!

She pulled the t-shirt on and down over her
breasts. It was very tight! What was worse her nipple rings made
very obvious indentations in the thin cotton!

“I can't go outside like this!”

“Slave girls do whatever they're ordered to
do,” Kendra said.

“But the collar!”

“Tell them it's a sorority initiation.
They're used to it.”

They got her to put her shoes on, with Olivia
protesting all the while and then physically shoved her out the
door.

“Don't come back without a pizza!”

“But I have no money!”

The door opened and Amy gave her the money,
then closed the door again.

Olivia wanted to continue to protest but she
didn't want anyone coming out of their own room and seeing her! She
hurried to the elevator, gripped by a sense of anxiety and
nervousness, but then didn't dare use the elevator. She hurried to
the stairs instead.

She had never gone outside in such a short
skirt! Not only was it short but it was very low on her hips! The
t-shirt, meanwhile was not very long, exposing a lot of her
stomach, and it was tight across her breasts – which bounced
somewhat as she moved!

She had to hold her breasts as she went down
the stairs, and every sound made her gasp in alarm in fear someone
else was coming into the stairwell and would see her!

She opened the lobby door a crack and peered
out, heart hammering anxiously, looking for anyone. Someone walked
by and she ducked back, then tried again! It was getting dark
outside now, but the lobby was still brightly lit. She licked her
lips nervously, then when the lobby seemed empty, opened the door
and, arms crossed over her chest, hurried across it to the door and
went outside.

She trotted down the stairs to the sidewalk
and then drew back into some bushes, waiting for the delivery car.
People came by, going in or leaving, and she drew into the shadows,
hoping no one paid her any attention.

Finally a car drove up and parked, an East
Indian man got out, holding a pizza and looking around. Face
flushed, Olivia hurried out and he turned to look at her. His eyes
widened and her flush deepened.

“Pizza for Sommers?” she gulped.

“Ahhh, yes,” he said.

She thrust the money at him, blushing hotly,
and he stared at her chest with wide eyes.

“Here!” she said desperately.

“Uhh... yes, of course.”

He handed her the pizza and took the money,
staring at her breasts.

“It's an initiation!” she said wildly. “I'm a
uh, slave girl! Keep the change!”

He stared at her breasts still, and she
turned and hurried to the stairs, then up them and inside, her face
flaming.

She couldn't walk up the stairs with the
pizza, so went to the elevator, which opened just as she reached
it. Two guy got out, saw her, then did a double-take, eyes
widening. She hurried past them as they turned to gape at her,
hitting the button for the fifth floor quickly and not looking at
them!

She closed her eyes and heaved a sigh of
relief as the doors closed. She got out and went to her dorm room,
then tried to open it. It was locked. She knocked lightly, then
again.

Amy opened it, grinning, and she all-but ran
in past her.

“Did the pizza guy like your outfit?” she
asked.

“He stared at my breasts the whole time!”

“I guess he thought they looked pretty good
in that,” Amy replied.

“I was mortified!”

“Why? Because you looked so hot he stared at
you? What's to be embarrassed about?”

“Strip, slave girl,” Kendra ordered.

Gulping, Olivia obeyed, then knelt with her
legs spread and her hands behind her neck as the two of them cut
pieces of pizza and began to eat.

“Would the little slave girl like some
pizza?” Amy asked.

“Yes, Mistress,” she said.

“Keep your hands behind your neck and come
closer.”

Blinking, Olivia shuffled forward on her
knees, and when she got closer Amy held a piece of pizza out to
her. She stared, then, flushing a bit, bent forward, hands still
behind her neck, and licked it from her fingers.

This was so kinky!

That was how she ate dinner, eating pieces
from the fingers of Kendra and Amy. Then the two girls tossed more
pieces of popcorn on the floor and she had to crawl to them and
lick them up. Finally, Amy poured some milk into a bowl and set it
on the floor and she crawled to it and licked the milk – with her
bottom high and her legs spread apart.

It was all deliciously darkly degrading but
in a strange, kinky thrilling way which made her chest tight and
her stomach churn with a sense of spellbound excitement. She was
glad when Kendra left , though.

“Who is that awful woman?” she demanded.

Amy grinned. “She's the woman who taught me
about how to drive slutty little slave girls crazy with my fingers
and tongue,” she said, stroking Olivia's hair. “You should thank
her.”

“You mean you were her slave girl!?” Samar
asked in astonishment.

“No, not quite. We played around with power
games to a degree, but both of us are more dominant than
submissive. She does have some neat ideas, though, about what to do
with sexy slave girls.”

Olivia gulped as Amy gave her a little smirk,
and wondered what the redhead had in store for her next!
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“I don't know about this,” she said
doubtfully.

“Fortunately, slave girls don't have to know
anything,” Amy said. “They just have to obey their mistress.”

Olivia snorted, but pulled the long boot up
her thigh. It went almost all the way to her crotch, and she had to
tie criss-cross laces along the inside and pull them tight. Then
she did that with the other boot.

“I'm going to fall on my face,” she said.

“Nonsense. You're nineteen. You have quick
reactions.”

She helped her stand up, and Olivia wobbled a
little, looking around from this uncharacteristic height. She was
almost as tall as Amy, which was novel! The boots were not only
thigh high but had five inch stiletto heels.

The other thing Amy had brought for her to
wear was an odd leatherish halter. It fit over her shoulders just
like any normal t-shirt or sweatshirt with a crew neck opening. But
it only went down a few inches below her neck. From there, an inch
thick strap descended between her breasts and met with a stainless
steel buckle which joined it with a thicker strap which went
sideways around her ribs, just at the base of her breasts.

Aside from the boots, and, of course, the
collar and wrist restraints, that was all she was wearing, and all
Amy wanted her wearing around the dorm. They were, of course, not
much coverage. In fact, she thought they only served to make the
nudity of the rest of her look more obvious.

Maybe that was the point.

But she didn't expect she'd have to do much
walking around anyway, so she supposed she could get used to the
boots. The halter wasn't a big deal and, she thought, was sexier
and kinkier than the lacy shelf bra she'd been wearing anyway. And
in addition to the halter Amy had brought a foot long chain and
clipped it to her nipple rings so it hung down and tugged lightly
on her nipples as she moved!

Amy made her walk back and forth across the
room from wall to wall to get used to the stiletto heels. It
wasn't, she thought, as difficult as she had thought, though it
took some getting used to.

Amy looked out the window in
satisfaction.

“Perfect day for them,” she said.

“Why?”

It was dreary outside. It had been horribly
humid all day, and that had brought rain.

Amy pulled her wrists together behind her and
fastened the restraints, then took out a black plastic poncho and
shook it out before dropping it over her head.

“What – ?”

Amy pulled it down her body. It dropped to
her mid thigh.

“Peeeeerfect,” she said.

“Amy – ,” she gulped.

Amy winked and threw on her own poncho, then
grabbed her arm and led her to the door.

“I can't go outside like this!”

“Sure you can. It's almost dark out with the
rain, and nobody is going to be hanging around.”

“But – !”

Amy opened the door and pulled her through,
then locked it behind her and winked.

“Follow me or not.”

Of course she had to follow! They went to the
elevator and then took it down to the lobby. On the third floor it
stopped, and Olivia nearly had a heart attack, but the girl that
got in didn't pay her much attention, and she told herself no one
could tell that she was naked under the poncho!

Of course, these high, stiletto heels might
draw some attention...

They got out in the lobby and crossed it.
There were a couple of students there talking, but they didn't seem
to pay much attention either, as, her heart pounding, Olivia
carefully followed Amy to the door and out onto the porch.

“This is crazy!” she gulped.

It was only raining slightly but Amy put her
hood up, then did the same for Olivia before heading down the
stairs. Olivia awkwardly followed, stepping very carefully as Amy
hovered nearby. They reached the sidewalk out front and then along
it.

“I better not get arrested!” she said,
looking anxiously around.

“Has anyone ever told you you talk too much,
slave girl?”

Amy turned, and she had the ball-gag in
hand.

“Open.”

'But – !”

“Open!”

She opened her mouth reluctantly and Amy
pushed the ball-gag in, then pulled the straps behind her, lowering
her hood to do so, and buckled them behind her neck.

It started to rain more heavily, then, but
Amy didn't pull her hood up, instead walking down the sidewalk.
Moaning into the gag, Olivia hurried after her.

It was a tree lined sidewalk and they were
the only ones on it. It passed the entrance to another dorm
building, then Amy crossed the street, with Olivia following, and
went down a path through a grassy area. They were on the edge of
the campus here, and Olivia's pulse was racing as she looked around
anxiously.

She was about to get much more anxious.

Amy stopped to look around, then turned and
winked at her and lifted her poncho up, and then off over her head!
Olivia squealed in protest, but could do little as Amy took the
poncho off, folded it up and stuffed it into her pocket.

She grinned at the wide-eyed girl, then took
a yard long leather strap from her pocket and let it unfold. She
clipped it to the center of the chain between her nipples, winked
again, then started off down the path.

Olivia gaped at her, and then squealed as she
felt the pull on her nipples, scurrying after her even as her head
pivoted wildly, looking for anyone who might see her!

“You need to stop being so shy, slave girl.
You look fantastically hot and sexy. Any guy who sees you is going
to get an instant erection. And any bi or lesbian girl who sees you
is going to get wet. And I don't mean from the rain.”

The rain was, in fact, making Olivia wet,
spattering her largely naked body and dripping down her bare
breasts and back.

“Isn't it lovely out?”

Olivia gasped as there was a loud crack of
thunder. Then it really started to pour! The rain came down in
sheets and Amy laughed, pulling her hood in closer.

Olivia, of course, was absolutely soaking wet
as she shuffled anxiously forward on the high heels. They went
through the field and out onto a quiet side street as the rain
rapidly diminished. But up ahead was a man walking towards
them!

Olivia tried to halt, but of course, that
wasn't going to happen as long as the leash thing was pulling on
her nipples. She squealed into the gag, hurriedly pulled forward,
bending forward by the tug on her aching nipples. But Amy didn't
seem to care. The most she could do was scurry around so she was
right behind her to try and hide herself from the approaching
man!

It didn't work, though, because just as they
neared the man Amy stepped side, and Olivia's face blazed as she
saw the man's face suddenly catch sight of her! His eyes widened
and his jaw dropped! That was all she saw as she hurriedly dropped
her eyes low.

“Good evening,” Amy said. “I'm just taking my
slave girl for a walk.”

The man said nothing as they walked past,
Olivia staring down at the road, mortified.

“You're way too shy about anyone seeing your
body,” Amy said. “You should be proud of your body.”

Olivia wondered if her face might burn
off!

Water dribbled down her overheated face and
onto her breasts as Amy continued down the quiet street, but they
didn't go far before turning into a driveway and walking up to a
door!

She moaned and shoved her body into Amy with
some violence.

“Hey. Show respect for you mistress,
slave.”

Olivia glared at her, but then the door
opened and she squealed and dropped her eyes.

“Ah, look who's here,” said a familiar
voice.

She raised her eyes in relief to see Kendra
standing there smiling.

“You brought me a present,” she said to
Amy.

“I would never give my favorite sex slave
away, Kendra. Though I might let you borrow her from time to
time.”

They both laughed and Kendra backed up as Amy
led Olivia inside and closed the door.

“I like her like this, with her hair all
slicked back,” Kendra said. “But not dripping on my floor.”

She turned her head. “Mai Li!”

Olivia squeaked again at this signal someone
else was in the house! Then she dropped her eyes, blushing hotly,
as a petite Asian girl arrived. She raised her eyes quickly,
though, staring in astonishment at the naked girl.

Her hair was pulled back in a bun and she had
what looked like a pair of animal ears sprouting from her head.
Aside from the ears she wore nothing but a bondage collar.

“Get a towel,” Kendra said.

The girl turned and silently padded away.

“It's humid out. I hope it didn't hurt your
hair?”

“Oh no. Well, my hair is naturally wavy
anyway,” Amy said as she removed her rain gear and took off her
shoes.

Mai-Li, if that was the girl's name, returned
and Kendra waved at Olivia. The girl came to her and Olivia blushed
hotly as the girl threw the towel over her head, then drew it in
tight. Because of how tall Olivia was in the heels – not to mention
how short the Asian girl was – she had to stand on the balls of her
feet and her small, hard breasts pressed against Olivia as she drew
the towel tight around her hair.

She drew back, quickly, then ran the towel
briskly down over her shoulders, then down her back and around her
front, over her breasts, then down her body, dropping to her knees
to rub it around her boots and down to her feet.

“Is she gagged because she was screaming
again?”

“No, complaining.”

“Oh, well, I have the cure for that.”

“I thought you would.” Amy laughed.

“Slave girls don't get to complain around
this house.”

“Mai-Li, dry her hair, brush it out, and
bring her to the living room,” Kendra said.

Mai-Li said nothing, but took the leash from
Amy and then led her down a narrow hall around the stairs, with
Olivia having no alternative but to follow as her nipples began to
ache.

Once in the bathroom, the girl picked up a
brush and hair dryer, then began to brush at her hair. She turned
on the blow dryer and carefully dried her hair, saying nothing the
entire time, while Olivia stood there in deeply embarrassed and
confused silence.

Was this girl playing the same slave girl sex
game with Kendra?!

She finished and then picked up the leash
again, turning and pulling Olivia of the bathroom, back up the
hall, around the stairs, then into the living room, where Amy and
Kendra were sitting in overstuffed chairs near a fireplace sipping
wine.

They both looked at her as she was led in,
and Olivia felt her pulse, which was already racing, move even
faster.

“Now then. Slave girls who complain are
always punished,” Kendra said sternly. “It's necessary to maintain
discipline.”

She turned to the Asian girl. “Mai-Li, pull
the stool around and put it there.”

She pointed, and the Asian girl went to the
corner and lifted a small stool, carried it over, and set it down
in front of the two. It was no more than ten to twelve inches wide,
and perhaps three feet long, with thick wooden legs, the top
covered in buttoned leather.

Mai-Lie led Olivia over to the side of the
stool, turned her to face it, then tugged down on the leash,
forcing her to knee. She led the leash forward along the length of
it and that made her bend over, then she fed the leash over the
other side, and underneath, where she attached it somewhere. She
looped a pair of slender straps around her legs just above the
knees, then, binding them to the legs of the stool.

Kendra said something in what Olivia thought
was an Asian language, and the Asian girl moved to a sideboard,
opened a drawer, and came out with a pair of large dildos! She also
took a small jar of something, then sat behind Olivia.

Olivia moaned anxiously, heart pounding. Here
was still another girl seeing her in a humiliating light! Although
at least it looked like this girl liked to play these games too,
and was closer to her age than Kendra.

She gasped as she felt the rounded nose of
the dildo against her opening. It twisted and turned and pressed
again, slippery with something. Slowly, the girl worked it into her
body, stretching her sex out achingly wide, pushing it achingly
deep!

The base of the thing curled under and up
against her clitoris, and then the entire thing started to buzz, to
vibrate! A moment later, Olivia felt another one pressing against
her back passage. She groaned and gasped as the girl slowly worked
it deep into her ass.

Kendra said something else, and the girl got
up and went back to the sideboard, opened a door, and took from it
a riding crop, then returned and knelt behind her. Kendra said
something else, and she reached in and began to knead Olivia's
buttocks, sliding her small, warm hands up and down her thighs and
then up and own her back.

Olivia could only think of how insane this
was!

At a word from Kendra the Asian girl drew the
vibrator back down her passage, then leaned in, and began to lick
and suck on her clitoris.

Insane, Olivia moaned. This is
perverted and kinky and crazy!

But the initial shock and embarrassment had
faded a lot since the Asian girl had seen her. The casual way the
girl took things, without surprise or any sign of disapproval
helped. That she was naked and apparently doing the same kinky game
helped a lot more.

Her fingers plunged into her sex, sliding up
and down, in and out, stroking and caressing as she sucked and
licked at her clitoris, and as her embarrassment faded to something
manageable Olivia felt the dark heat rising within her.

Yes, this was outrageous and degrading, but
it was incredibly darkly erotic too. And after all, she already
knew Kendra, and the other girl was a naked slave girl just like
Olivia.

She grunted as the girl pumped the dildo in
her ass in and out, shoving it very deep, and twisting it from side
to side as if trying to shove it further! At the same time her
fingers were twisting and turning in her pussy as she licked her
sex with an incredibly strong and agile tongue!

Olivia was helplessly roused, and moaned into
the gag as the girl inserted the vibrator again and shoved it deep!
Now the vibrator was buzzing against the straining lips of her sex
– against her clitoris!

Kendra said something else in Asian, and the
girl stopped, then moved back and to the side, picking up the
riding crop.

“Slave girls must obey their mistress at all
times, Slave Olivia,” Kendra said.

Thwick!

Olivia squealed as the riding crop snapped
down across her buttocks. It wasn't a heavy blow, by any means. The
crop was quite thin and flexible and made a hissing sound as it was
swung through the air. But it certainly stung!

“Slave girls who complain to their mistress
must be punished,” Kendra said.

Thwick!

Olivia yelped again, jerking against the
restraints.

“It's necessary to demonstrate to them the
need for self-discipline.”

Thwick!

“Mmmph!” Olivia moaned.

“We can't have slave girls thinking they know
better than their mistress.”

Thwick!

Olivia jerked against the straps, her bottom
stinging again, and getting hotter and hotter!

“Slave girls are here for only one
reason.”

Thwick!

“Mhooo!”

“That is to bring pleasure to their mistress
or master with their lush young bodies.”

Thwick!

“Uhmmm!”

“They were put on this earth not to think but
to obey.”

Thwick!

“Mhooohh!”

Her bottom was was throbbing and hot! But
even so the way Olivia was placed made the top of her sex press
down firmly against the surface of the bench. The Asian girl had
not strapped her legs to the bench's legs with the front of her
legs pressed into the wood, after all, but the sides of her legs.
That meant her sex was pressing down against the leather.

Thwick!

“Slave girls are sexual animals.”

Thwick!

“They are creatures of sensuality.”

Thwick!

“They are animals who are controlled by their
own lust.”

Thwick!

The buzzing vibrator was straining the lips
of her sex, and in her present position, pressing down against her
clitoris from inside her own body, with only a thin bit of flesh
between them. The little overhang was directly pressed to her
clitoris, and both were pressing down against the leather.

Thwick!

This was such a nasty, dark, wicked, wild,
and almost realistic game! Olivia could almost imagine she really
was a sex slave!

Thwick!

She moaned, her bottom on fire! But the pain
added realism, made it seem like she really was a helpless sex
slave!

Thwick!

“Mphooh!”

Olivia was burning up from the inside,
crackling sexual electricity rippling through her mind and body and
making her muscles spasm and jerk.

The Asian girl gathered her hair into a tail
and then pulled it up and back. She gasped, her chin raised up and
back until she was facing forward. Then she felt something being
attached to the base of the dildo stuffed deep into her bottom.
After a moment, it became apparent the girl had somehow tied her
hair to the thing!

She undid the strap of the gag, then, and sat
on the end of the stool, naked, right in front of her, as she
worked the gag out of her mouth.

“Now you will repay Mai-Li for her hard work,
slave girl. Lick.”

The Asian girl leaned back and pushed her sex
up against Olivia's mouth, and, gasping and moaning, she started to
lick – almost instinctively by then.

The girl snapped the crop down on her bottom
and she cried out.

“I think Mai-Li is dissatisfied with your
effort, slave,” Kendra said. “Try harder.”

Olivia licked more frantically, moaning and
gasping as the girl jammed her small, tight sex against her mouth.
She was, in part, aghast at this perverted, kinky behavior, but her
insides were thrumming with a deep, almost feverish arousal, and
she could not resist it, even if she could have resisted the riding
crop!

She licked the girl to orgasm, gasping as the
girl finally got off and moved behind her again. She felt the
vibrator grinding, and then drawing back. A moment later the girls
fingers began to caress her again, then what felt like three of
them slid into her sex. They twisted and turned, moving in and
back, fingers fluttering as the girl began to rapidly stroke her
clitoris.

The orgasm exploded within her, and Olivia
jerked convulsively, crying out again and again, the breath sobbing
out of her open mouth as the orgasm flayed her mind! Her body was
burning up with the wild, dark heat, and she felt as if she had a
volcanic pit of lava between her thighs as the girl continued to
push and twist and turn her fingers!

She groaned, her scalp aching as she lost the
will to hold her head up, letting the pull of her hair do so
instead.

“I think it's time we blew what was left of
her silly little mind away,” Kendra said.

Olivia moaned, not understanding or caring.
The Asian girl was still fingering her, still stroking her. She
groaned as the girl's fingers stretched her wider, and then wider
still! She felt a sharp ache there, and she cried out at the
pain.

But then she felt the girl's fingers sliding
deeper – and deeper, and with astonishment, she felt what had to be
the girl's entire hand passing through the opening of her body!
Soon the lips of her sex eased a little closer together, wrapping
around the girl's slim wrist!

She gaped at the far wall, unseeing, all her
focus on the feel of the girl's fingers twisting and writhing up
inside her belly! WAY up inside her belly!

Then the vibrator turned on, and she felt it
pressing against her clitoris.

Her hips jerked convulsively and she cried
out, her heart racing now as the hand twisted and turned from side
to side. She felt the individual fingers caressing the walls of her
sex, then felt them drawing in and back into the palm of her
hand.

And pushing forward. She gurgled in dazed
wonder as the girl's wrist passed into her body, twisting and
turning as she worked her fist in and out.

Another orgasm tore through her, only it
wasn't an orgasm. It was like that one she'd had before, a multiple
orgasm. The first few blew her mind, and then she hardly even knew
or cared what she was doing as she thrashed and screamed, heedless
of who heard, not even realizing she was doing so, as orgasms
rolled through her like a long freight train.

The girl's fist moved in and out, in and out,
twisting and turning, first one way, then the other, as the
vibrator rubbed against her clitoris, and Olivia's mind was blown
by the intensity and duration of the incredible storm of orgasms
that swept through her!

 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Kendra, it turned out, was a professor, and
lived just off campus. She didn't know who Mai-Li was since the
girl said nothing. She just did whatever Kendra told her to do. And
it was Olivia's job, it seemed, to do whatever Amy told her to
do.

But first, she got a slight makeover.

“I don't see her as this leather bitch,
frankly,” Kendra said, looking her up and down. “She's more the
little pet bitch cutey. Much moreso than Mae-Li, to be frank.”

“I can see that,” Amy said.

Olivia's hair was pulled back into a bun, and
a pair of pointy, furry ears like Mae-Lie wore (linked together
with a little wire headband) were attached to her head. Kendra went
further with her, though, having her don a pair of furry mittens
which weren't really mittens since they had no thumbs, and then a
pair of long, furry socks.

The socks had a little plastic ball the size
of a ping pong ball attached to the inside just under the center of
each foot which made it impossible to stand.

“Mae-Li doesn't need them any more since
she's so well-disciplined,” Kendra said, petting the Asian girl's
head.

“Now, you,” she said, pointing sternly at
Olivia “will do whatever Mae-Li does as she does it when she does
it.”

Olivia gulped nervously. She didn't like
tests! Especially when the one doing the tests had a riding crop in
her hand!

She knelt on the floor, sitting on her heels,
legs spread, just as Mae-Li was.

“Get on all fours.”

The two girls immediately dropped forward
onto their hands. Olivia, though, looked anxiously at Mae-Li to see
that her head was up and her back relatively straight, so took the
same pose.

“Mae-Li.”

Kendra gestured and the girl crawled to her,
then began to rub her shoulder against the woman's leg as she
slowly curled around her until she was facing Olivia on her other
side. She rubbed her cheek against her leg too, then stood
still.

“Now you do the same to your mistress,”
Kendra ordered.

Olivia gulped, but couldn't really protest
with the ball gag having been re-inserted in her mouth. She crawled
to where Amy stood and rubbed her face and shoulder against her leg
as she circled her, to face forward.

“Good bitch,” Kendra said, smiling.

“Is she a bitch or is she a pussy?” Amy asked
with a grin.

“That's entirely up to you.”

“I like cats a bit more, I think.”

She reached down and patted Olivia's
head.

“Now present,” Kendra said.

Mai-Li crawled forward a bit, and then her
hands seemed to slide smoothly out from under her as her front half
lowered. Her knees kept moving forward, though, so that her bottom
rose up even as her breasts were pressing against the floor. She
wound up in a position Olivia was familiar with, except that she
didn't spread her legs wide.

Kendra let the crop slide across the girl's
upraised bottom, raised her eyebrow at Amy, then brought it down
with a sudden sharp blow.

The girl barely flinched.

Another blow snapped down across her raised
bottom, and another, and though her face tightened a little, she
continued to hold still.

Olivia gulped anxiously as the blonde pointed
the crop at her.

“Present.”

Olivia reluctantly crawled forward a bit,
then let her furry hands slide forward along the floor as she moved
her knees forward to raise her bottom high. Then her breasts were
pillowing out on the floor as she knelt.

Kendra walked forward and handed the crop to
Amy, and Olivia's heart beat faster as she braced herself.

Thwick!

She gulped at the stinging blow across her
bottom!

Thwick!

Thwick!

She gasped and flinched a little, but held
still.

“Good pussy!” Amy said, crouching and petting
her – much like a cat.

She ran her hand downward from her head along
her spine several times, then stood up again.

“On your back and present,” Kendra
ordered.

Mae-Li rolled onto her back, then lifted her
lower half up into the air, her hands under her hips and her legs
spread far apart as she held herself posed on the balls of her
feet.

Kendra took the crop and snapped it down
against her pussy – hard, and Mae-Li flinched and gasped but didn't
move. A second and a third blow made her flinch slightly again, but
she held her legs apart, her lower body raised high.

“I don't think Olivia is ready for this yet,”
Amy said.

“Let her try. You. Present!”

Gulping, Olivia rolled onto her back and
then, carefully raised her hips, using the balls of her feet and
stomach muscles, before putting her hands up under her hips to prop
her lower half in the air. She spread her legs wide, nervous and
braced for pain.

“Hmmph. She has such a pretty pussy,” Amy
said, crop in hand.

Instead of snapping it down she let the soft
leather tip rub up and down along the line of her sex, then lightly
snapped just the soft head down three times on her clitoris.

Olivia gasped and her hips jerked a bit, but
the pain was fairly mild.

“You're too soft-hearted,” Kendra said.

“But she's such a sweet little pussy,” Amy
said with a smile.

Amy wasn't going to let that awful woman
intimidate her, Olivia thought gratefully.

“You want to test her discipline, though, to
ensure you know how obedient she is,” Kendra said. “Here, let's try
something much less painful then.”

She sniffed and instead picked up her cell
phone, then moved closer to Olivia and held it towards her.

“I'm going to take your picture, slave girl.
Don't move.”

Olivia gasped, jolted by the words, but
before she could even think of doing anything the camera flashed.
Then she was stunned and gripped by uncertainty. This was an
incredibly obscene pose! And that woman had just taken a picture of
her like this!

Her face colored despite herself as her mind
whirled with anxiety. What if such a picture got out? What if it
got on the internet!? What if people she knew saw it!?

At least it hadn't hurt, she thought
anxiously.

“Kneel.”

Both girls rose and sat back on their heels,
and Kendra unstrapped the gag and removed it, letting Olivia lick
her lips nervously.

“Now I'm going to take a little video. I want
you to show your affection for your mistress, as you and Mai-Li did
before, rubbing your body against her. But in addition, you will,
with your face to her, lower your front half, raise your bottom,
spread your legs, and kiss her shoe.”

Olivia felt another jolt! She was to do
what!?

Amy laughed softly.

And she was to do it while someone took a
video!? While she was naked!?

“Now let's see if your little pet has any
discipline,” Kendra said, looking smug.

Olivia wasn't about to let her prove she had
no discipline and that Amy was wrong!

She crawled up to Amy, rubbing herself
against her as she had before, desperately aware of the woman
holding the camera up recording her. She lowered her front half,
rubbing her cheek against her lower legs as she curled around her,
and then, with the camera watching, kissed her shoe.

“Lick it, pussy girl,” Kendra ordered.

She hesitated, then began to lick Amy's black
leather shoe, her face heating as she did so, while Kendra moved
slowly around her, holding the camera up.

“Now move your body so it's in front of her
while you lick.”

Somewhat dazed, Olivia obeyed, still
licking.

“Now rub your face against her legs as you
slide it upward, until its in her crotch.”

She did that too, rubbing her face against
Amy's crotch. Amy, of course, was fully dressed in jeans. She
reached down and patted her as if she was an animal, and Olivia,
feeling a strange sense of breathless fascination, rubbed her cheek
and face against her some more.

“What a sweet little pussy!” Amy said.

“Hmphh. Lay on your back and present yourself
again.”

Olivia obeyed, raising her hips and spreading
her legs, and this time Kendra gave an order to Mae-Li, who moved
forward on all fours, then stopped between her legs and began to
lick her.

All while Kendra held her camera up, taking
video!

Olivia shuddered, but held her position as
the Asian girl licked skilfully at her pussy. She had nearly gone
out of her mind with orgasms when the girl had shoved her whole
fist inside her and then used the vibrator on her, and yet this
whole deeply erotic and thrilling and horribly outrageous evening
was keeping her in a state of simmering heat.

She was sore inside, but wet and hot and
thrumming with energy!

Kendra was doing something with Mae-Li, but
she didn't pay a lot of attention as the Asian girl's tongue
whipped across her swollen clitoris. But then she stood back and
clapped her hands.

“Present!”

Gasping, Olivia dropped her hips to the floor
then rolled over and raised her bottom high, spreading her knees as
she stretched out, her breasts pillowing out against the floor.

Mae-Lie crawled up and she felt something
pushing against the entrance to her sex. She moaned, thinking it
would be her hand again, but no, this was something else, something
artificial. It still stretched her wide, if not nearly so wide as
her hand.

Then Mae-Lie lowered her upper body onto her
back, her arms going around her and her small hands pushing firmly
until they were cupping her breasts. She started to thrust her hips
into her then, and a gasping Olivia realized she must be wearing a
strap-on dildo!

She gasped and moaned as Mae-Li rode her, as
the girl chewed and kissed and sucked on the nape of her neck and
ground her hips against her.

While Kendra took more video.

“I have to admit that looks
so...animalistic,” Amy said admiringly.

“It does, doesn't it.”

Olivia moaned, her body reacting to the soft
flesh and hard thrusting. Then the Asian girl pushed one hand down
from her breast, fingering her clitoris, while the other came out
entirely only to grip her hair and jerk her head back. She chewed
harder under her earlobe as Olivia whimpered and moaned and began
to tremble and shake.

“Come for us, little pussy,” Kendra
ordered.

And so she did, sobbing with heat and
emotion, then crying out again and again as the Asian girl rode her
to a massive sexual meltdown.

*

The best part of the evening, as far as
Olivia was concerned, was when they went back to the dorm room! She
was still naked under the poncho, and of course, naked once the
poncho was removed again back at the dorm. She still had on the
furry 'paws', and Amy put the stockings on, along with ankle
restraints which made sure they didn't come off.

Then they went to bed, together, body to
body, and with Amy's soft lips on hers and on her face and neck and
breasts as her hands gently caressed her everywhere!

“Are you my little pussy, baby?” Amy
whispered.

“Yes, Mistress!” Olivia whispered back.

They didn't do a lot else but kiss, but she
liked that a lot, even as physically tired and sore as she was. And
she liked the feel of Amy's hands stroking and caressing her body,
too, whether her fingers were stroking her hair or her breasts.

She also liked the feel of Amy's breasts
against her, and of all of Amy's body against her, of how lovely
Amy's hair smelled against her, and how warm and safe she felt in
Amy's arms.. Amy was so beautiful and sexy and sweet and smart and
strong!

And then they went to sleep, arm in arm, and
Olivia snuggled in against her breasts with a sigh of pleasure,
delighted to have Amy's arms around her.

*

The next morning started with Amy stroking
and nuzzling her, and rolling and tweaking her nipples. Then she
pushed her downward and Olivia slid down to kneel between her legs,
licking and kissing and caressing her until she climaxed.

Amy swung her legs out of bed, then with a
yawn, patting Olivia's head again. She pulled on a pair of
sweatpants and a sweatshirt, then got up and stepped into her
slippers.

“I'm going to get coffee. I could send you
but...” She grinned at Olivia. “I like you the way you look for
now.”

She pointed at the floor.

“Kneel there.”

Amy dropped out of the bed onto all fours,
then sat back on her heels, spreading her knees wide, and pulled
her furry hands behind her neck as she arched her back. She watched
Amy leave and close the door, feeling again how weird this all was,
how perverted and how outrageous.

But the feelings she was feeling for Amy were
delicious and delightful and filled her with a sense of warmth and
contentment.

Amy was gone for about ten minutes. Olivia
kept her position, stiffening a little as the door opened and she
came in carrying a mug of coffee and a bowl of something.

She pushed the door closed with her bottom,
yawned again, and then sat the bowl down on the floor. It was,
Olivia realized, a bowl of Special K cereal, with milk. That was
what she usually had for breakfast.

“Eat, pussy girl,” Amy said, sipping from her
coffee.

Olivia relaxed in relief, and then felt a
pressure in her lower abdomen. She hesitated and then looked up at
Amy.

“Uhm... Mistress...?”

“Uh huh.”

“I uhm, need to pee.”

“Don't say me, say slave girl or pussy.”

“Slave girl needs to pee, Mistress,” she
gulped.

“So pee. Am I stopping you?”

“Uhmmm.”

She held up her furry mittens.”

“Just go sit on the toilet. I'll come in to
take care of you.”

Olivia flushed but crawled to the little
attached toilet. Getting on the toilet involved rising on her
knees, turning, and then ensuring only the balls of her feet
pressed against the floor to push herself up onto the seat. Her
face was heating up because as much as her inhibitions had faded
around Amy this was something rather more... personal!

But she had little choice!

She peed, and then Amy came in and wiped her,
which was so personal a thing that she blushed hotly! But then Amy
patted her and she slid off onto all fours, went out into the front
and began to eat breakfast.

That, of course, required she lower her mouth
to the bowl, and she didn't even need to be told to keep her bottom
high in the air either.

While she ate and drank her breakfast Amy
surfed the internet while sipping her coffee.

Afterward, Amy removed all the bondage
things, and her ears, and they showered together. That was another
delicious sign of intimacy and affection, and the redhead's fingers
made her climax as they rubbed her soapy sex.

Amy decided Olivia was going to wear the
low-slung jeans she had bought, along with the top she thought too
tight, and she gave in, deciding Amy probably knew better
anyway.

The day was very long, though, as she tried
to focus her mind on her studies and not on Amy, and the wild,
thrilling, crazy stuff she had done.

It was also a bit weird the way people,
especially guys looked at her, especially at her chest. That was a
bit embarrassing, but she was less body conscious than she had once
been. So while she was self-conscious she also felt a bit coy and
cocky.

She was hot and sexy and beautiful, after
all! Amy said so!

She flushed whenever she thought of that man
who had seen her naked the previous evening, though! She could
hardly believe she'd done that! Walked around completely naked
outside! God! She was lucky she hadn't been arrested!

She could hardly wait to get home and see Amy
again!

Once she did, of course, she stripped and put
on the same 'pussy' outfit as she had the previous evening. She
cuddled with Amy, licked her to orgasm, 'presented' herself so Amy
could ride her hard with a strap on, and then ate out of Amy's
hand.

Her homework, aside from the deep throat
practice with the dildo (which Amy helped her with) consisted
mostly of reading. Amy gave her a pencil to hold in her mouth, so
she could use that to turn pages on the books. She read on her bed,
on her belly, with her bottom high.
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“This is a gorgeous place, Mistress!” Olivia
gasped as she looked around.

Amy had told her she was coming with her for
March break, and Olivia certainly had no objection.

Now that they were at a beach house – with
what looked like an empty beach out front, and no nearby neighbors,
she was put on all fours again.

Complete with tail, which Amy had found a few
weeks earlier. The tail was furry and brown, like her hair, and
attached to a butt-plug she wore. She had gotten better at crawling
over the weeks, and with the furry socks and mitts her hands and
knees didn't mind the hard floor. She crawled around the place
examining things, rising often on her knees to stare out the
windows, then dropping back down to look at more rooms.

It did not even occur to her to protest, or
to suggest she should be allowed to walk. If Amy thought she was
cute and sexy crawling around and being a 'pussy' that was fine
with her. She was starting to think it was kind of neat – the idea
of being an animal – too.

And with no homework to do there was not a
lot of need of her to do anything – except what she was told. There
was a strong sense of comfort in that. She didn't have to think
about what to do or what to say – since she was gagged.

And what she was told to do was always very
basic and simple – hard to misunderstand. So there was little
stress there!

And then... Joel arrived.

To say his arrival was a shock was a profound
understatement!

She was crawling down the hall and out into
the front room when he came out of the bedroom to her left! She
gaped at him and his lips widened in a broad grin.

“Well, hello there!” he said.

Olivia scrambled away, first trying to
instinctively get to her feet! But the feel of the spiked ball
against her instep hurt and she cried out in pain, tumbling back to
all fours, and continuing to crawl madly away as he laughed behind
her!

She found Amy in the front room and crawled
madly towards her, filled with alarm and shock.

“What on earth is the matter with you?” she
demanded.

“I think she's shy,” the man said.

Olivia crawled around behind Amy and then
tried to hide herself there from the man's eyes.

Amy tsked and reached down to grip her by the
collar, then dragged her bodily around to her side.

“Kneel!” she barked.

Olivia gasped, trying to hide her breasts and
naked sex with her furry hands!

“Kneel now or you're going to get a
spanking!' Amy snapped.

Heart pounding, face burning hot, Olivia
forced herself to sit on her heels, and then at further cross words
spread her knees apart. Finally, after Amy threatened to spank her
in front of the man, she drew her furry hands back behind her neck
and arched her back, trembling.

“You're being such a bad little slave girl!”
Amy said.

“Well, you've only exposed her to women so
far,” the man said, coming closer to stand in front of her.

Olivia tried to drop her eyes but Amy ordered
her to keep her head back.

“Nice fucking body on her!” the man said.
“Especially for her being so short and slim.”

“Yes, she's petite but well-built,” Amy
said.

The man dropped to squat in front of her and
Olivia's eyes rolled aside as he looked her up and down. She gasped
as his hand reached out and caressed her shoulder, then slid slowly
down. She felt a hot rush of embarrassment and wild confusion as
his hand slid lower and moved across her breasts.

“Nice. Very soft skin,” he said.

His hand slid smoothly over her breasts,
lightly caressing them, plucking at her nipples and rings, then
slid lower still. Olivia felt dazed, and fought not to jerk her
thighs closed as his hand stroked her taut belly, then moved lower
– and lower!

His fingers brushed her clitoris lightly,
then more heavily as they slid up and down the line of her sex, and
Amy felt a wild churning vortex of emotions that left her
speechless – even if the gag hadn't, and very nearly
breathless!

The man, whose name she still didn't even
know, was about their age, good looking, with short dark hair and
bright blue eyes. He had broad shoulders and a narrow waist, and
his hands were large but soft as they moved slowly over her
body.

“Sexy little slave girl,” he said with a
smile.

“Test her out, Joel,” Amy said, handing him
the riding crop.

The man – Joel – stood up and took the crop,
and examined it, then grinned at Olivia and extended his arm,
letting the tip slide across her breasts and poke lightly at the
rings dangling from her nipples.

“All right, little slave girl, let's see if
you know how to obey orders,” he said.

Olivia looked up anxiously towards Amy but
the redhead looked back sternly.

“Turn and present!” Joel ordered, his voice
becoming harsher.

Olivia felt an agony of indecision, then
obediently turned and obeyed the order, flushing hotly as she bent
over and slid her body forward, raising her bottom high and
spreading her knees.

“Now that's a pretty picture,” she heard him
say admiringly.

It felt quite a bit different doing this in
front of a guy! When she'd first done this in front of Kendra it
had been humiliating because she was showing her submissiveness in
a degrading way. But now it was humiliating because she was giving
a strange man such an intimate and obscene look at her body!

She gasped as she felt the tip of the crop
sliding up and down the line of her sex.

“Nice tight pussy,” he said.

He flipped her tail with a laugh. “The tail
is cute. I assume she's got a nice butt-plug inside.”

“All ready for some man to shove his cock
into it,” Amy said.

Olivia cringed and moaned into the gag.

“And a man has never taken her in this
position?”

“No. She had some missionary sex with some
boys before college, none of it noteworthy. She comes like crazy
when I fuck her like this, though.”

“I'm sure she'll like my cock better than
your strap-on.”

“Well... I do.”

They both laughed.

Olivia wondered if she could melt under the
incredible heat of her own embarrassment!

“Slap a pair of ears on me and call me Fido
and I'll ride this bitch all day every day,” Joel said.

“She's not a bitch dog, she's a pussy,” Amy
said.

Joel laughed at that too.

“Cats go into heat too,” he said, still
sliding the soft leather tip of the crop up and down her pussy.

“This one is in heat more and more often,”
Amy said.

“Roll over and present,” Joel ordered,
slapping her bottom lightly with the crop.

Olivia dropped her belly and rolled over even
as the realization that this was an even more obscene position
forced more heat to her face!

She raised her hips and spread her legs,
propping her hips up with her hands while rising onto the balls of
her feet. She avoided looking towards him as he examined her and
slid the crop up and down along her pussy.

“Kneel and arch,” Joel ordered.

Gulping, she dropped her bottom to the floor,
drew her feet in next to her hips and sat up, spreading her knees
wide. She then let her hands slide behind her on the floor and
threw her head back so far she was looking at the ceiling behind
her, arching her back.

She couldn't even see them, then, but felt
the crop flicking at her nipple rings, then sliding down between
her legs again.

“Kneel,” he ordered.

She pushed herself forward, drawing her head
forward, and saw Amy had put the dildo with the suction cup base on
the floor. She moaned as Joel ordered her to rise, then sink down
onto it. Again she blushed hotly, but she obeyed, startled to feel
how wet she was inside as the thick dildo slowly slid up into her
belly.

“Now ride it.”

She cringed inside but obeyed, slowly riding
up and down on the fake cock as the two watched.

He squatted beside her, letting his finger
stroke across her clitoris, then took her furred hands and drew
them back behind her, locking the restraints together before
resuming his rubbing.

“Do you like that cock inside you, slave
girl?” he asked.

Olivia moaned helplessly.

He reached up behind her and undid the gag,
and she gulped anxiously. Now she'd be expected to say something!
She had no idea what to say! This was soooo embarrassing!

She gasped as he seized her hair and jerked
her head back.

“Tell me you love to feel big cocks inside
you, slave girl,” he said.

She gasped and moaned helplessly and he
jerked sharply on her hair.

“I-I love to feel b-big cocks inside me!” she
gasped.

He snorted and then picked up the crop,
sweeping it down across her abdomen to give her a sting.

“Is that how you address me, slave? I think
you know the right term to use so try again.”

He brought the crop up under her breasts,
then slapped the soft leather tip down against her left nipple
several times.

“Master,” he said. “say it, slave.”

“Master!” she gasped.

“Now tell me you love big cocks inside
you.”

“I love big cocks inside me, Master!”

“And you love to suck cocks, don't you, slave
girl?

“Y-Yes, Master!”

Saying that word sent a sharp little jolt
through her mind every time! It was one thing to say it to Amy,
since she considered 'mistress' to be just a sort of cute and silly
word they used in their sex games. Saying it to a man she didn't
even know was much... darker and more astonishing! It was both
embarrassing and... something else.

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I love to suck cocks, Master!”

She cringed again at saying that in front of
a strange guy!

He snorted and stood up, and then to her
shock, undid his belt and dropped his pants! Her eyes widened and
she looked desperately at Amy.

“Sex slaves must learn to perform on both men
and women, slave girl,” she said.

Olivia shuddered, and then Joel pulled his
boxers down and off and she gulped wildly as his cock sprang up
hard and thick – and very, very thick! She'd never seen one as big
as his in person! It was as big as the big dildo Amy used on her,
or even bigger!

“Let's see how your mouth works, sex slave,”
he said, gathering in her hair and holding it in the first of his
hand.

She moaned. Sex slave! This made it feel like
she really was a sex slave! Yes, it was still just a silly, sexy
game, but even so, it felt darker and... and despite the
embarrassment, a strange sense of fascination began to creep up on
her.

He guided her lips in and she licked at his
balls as he held his cock up against his belly. She took them into
her mouth one at a time, then both together, sucking and massaging
them within her mouth, licking and caressing them with her
tongue.

“Keep riding that cock, slave girl,” Amy
ordered.

Moaning, she obeyed, rising up and down on
the thick cock as she sucked his balls. Then Amy knelt behind her
and her right hand slid around her hip, her fingers finding her
clitoris and rubbing as she began to guide her oral efforts with
explicit directions.

In truth, her oral sex experience had been
fairly primitive. No one ever complained, though. Even though she
hadn't even tried to deep throat any of the guys she'd been with.
Now, she recalled, she had that ability. She wondered how he would
react, and whether a real cock would feel differently inside her
throat than a dildo.

Her concentration on the task, and Amy's body
pressed against her, not to mention her hand between her legs and
her reassuring voice in her ear, began to assuage the worst of the
embarrassment. And, in fact, now that Joel was mostly naked like
her and she was no longer quite as much 'on display' she began to
feel less self-conscious.

Besides, given how much he'd already seen,
well, there was a point at which she could hardly still feel
embarrassed about anything new. It had been that way with Kendra,
too.

He held his cock up as she licked up and down
its length under Amy's direction, then he released it and she
mouthed it, then began to slowly suck it into her mouth, bobbing up
and down, up and down, further and further, until the moment
arrived, and her lips slid down his shaft to the base!

She felt a sense of great victory at that! It
was the first time she'd deep throated a guy! And Amy was right
behind her congratulating her and telling her what a good slave
girl she was! Her embarrassment eased further as the minutes
passed, and Amy's fingering of her clitoris – not to mention the
dildo she was riding and this man with his big cock – all began to
rouse her.

The more the embarrassment eased the more
aroused she became. But there came a strange point where she was
still embarrassed, but that felt... hot and exciting and thrilling
instead of daunting! Like the sheer outrageousness of what was
happening was an incredibly erotic and arousing thing!

And then they put her on her belly, or really
on her face, her bottom raised up and knees apart, and Joel mounted
her. She shuddered at the feel of a real cock pushing into her now
thoroughly aroused body! There was no pain this time, unlike every
other time a guy had had sex with her! Instead there was only a
shuddering glow of delicious heat within her mind and body as he
jammed the final inch into her quivering body!

“This little slut is tight!” he gasped.

“Tight and ready,” Amy said.

He ground his hips against her and then began
to thrust in and out as his hands moved over her body.

Amy laughed and removed her own pants, then
sat down in front of Olivia, gripping her hair and raising her face
a little as she guided her mouth to her sex.

“Please your mistress, sex slave, while your
master fucks you like a whore!” Amy growled.

Olivia shuddered and moaned, licking eagerly,
breathlessly, her body rocking to the harder and harder blows of
Joel's hips against her upraised buttocks, and her mind rocking to
the blows of pleasure each time he buried himself inside her!

By the time he had ridden her through her
first orgasm her embarrassment had given way to mere shyness, and
her body, still pulsing with heat, shrugged it off as she continued
to lick at Amy's soft, slippery sex!

A second orgasm left her gasping and dazed,
but she kept licking Amy until she came, too. Then the three of
them moved to the bedroom – with her crawling, naturally, blushing
shyly around Joel even as she hopped onto the bed.

Joel and Amy stripped completely and then
their roles were reversed! Amy put her on her back and began to
lick her while Joel thrust into Amy from behind and rode her to a
wild, shuddering orgasm that had her gasping and sobbing in
pleasure!

Amy climbed atop Olivia then, and ground
their bodies together as they kissed. Joel, having softened, just
watched, though he ran his hands over their bodies from time to
time. When he hardened he knelt next to Olivia's head and she and
Amy took turns sucking him fully erect.

Amy sat atop his cock as he lay down, and
Olivia sat over his face, leaning down to lick at Amy's clitoris as
she rode up and down on his cock. That brought both of them off
quickly, and then Olivia found herself on her back as Joel shoved
her ankles back over her head and then simply hammered her!

His powerful hips pounded down against her
slim, upraised bottom as his cock speared her again and again, and
all Olivia could do was cry out again and again until her cries
turned to a long, warbling howl of pleasure as multiple orgasms
took her.

Olivia still felt shy around Joel for a
while. The other two got dressed and went back to the front room,
while she joined them – naked and on all fours, of course, and
keeping silent. They threw popcorn for her to chase on the floor
and lick up, and then a ball for her to chase after and bring
back.

Which was a lot more exhausting than she
would have imagined from watching dogs!

And wasn't she supposed to be a cat anyway?
No self-respecting cat would chase a ball – well, they'd chase one
but not return it.

After that she got to rest – by being hung
upside down from her ankles. That was a bit dizzying at first, but
she got over it. Joel then fed a vibrator into her and left it
there to go and enjoy the beach, as she twisted and writhed and
thrashed and cried out again and again under the pulsing energy of
the relentless vibrations.

By the time they came in, wet and laughing,
she was barely conscious, and drooling.

They lowered her to the floor and had her
crawl up the hall and into an empty room – where there was a large
dog cage in place. She had to crawl through the door, which was
shut behind her, and then lay down to rest a bit on a soft
cushion.

Dinner was spent as she did at the dorm,
being fed by Amy – and also by Joel, then drinking milk from a bowl
on the floor. She spent the evening in the living room as they
watched TV and chatted and played on laptops, rubbing herself
against them and looking for attention.

She got used to Joel quickly, though she was
still a little shy around him. But there was something delicious
about being naked around a handsome man like this, especially in a
way which didn't require her to talk or make small talk or
anything.

Besides which she had remembered what Amy had
said once, about having a boyfriend, and that she would be a slave
girl for both. That was a far, far better idea than Amy abandoning
her for some boy, as far as Olivia was concerned!

Besides, sucking a real cock, and having one
inside her, was more... intense... than when it was a
dildo!
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Over the next few days she came to appreciate
getting attention from both of them! Even when they made love to
each other she was usually present, helping in some way or another.
Still, she did began to enjoy that attention so much she felt
annoyed when she wasn't getting it.

One sure way to get it was to act up, because
even if she got the crop, she knew, she would get an orgasm too
eventually.

Her first real spanking from Joel taught her
that. It hurt! Her bottom burned fiercely and she had tears in her
eyes from the pain! But then his fingers began to massage her sex,
and he soon had her breathless and moaning, his fingers thrusting
into her to bring her off.

Well worth the pain!

Besides, there was something deliciously
exotic and exciting about being bent over across his lap as he
spanked her! It was like being a child – except she had never been
spanked as a child – and so not really responsible for much of
anything. And someone to be quickly forgiven.

That being the case, there was no real reason
– supposing she could brave the pain – why she shouldn't act up
whenever she wanted attention. And she felt mischievous and amused
about doing so in a way which might be 'cat like' or even 'animal
like'.

Amy had decreed she wasn't allowed to use the
bathroom here. She had to be taken outside and 'walked' which meant
peeing on the bushes or something while Amy watched! That wasn't
really embarrassing since Amy had seen her peeing before but it
certainly was – at first – when Joel walked her!

Not to mention number two!

But she got used to it with surprising ease,
and began to feel deliciously animal-like when she did it.

Animals weren't responsible for anything,
after all, and no one accused them of being immoral no matter what
they did sexually.

So when no one was paying attention to her
wanting to go outside peeing on the floor wasn't all that out of
character.

Of course she got yelled at, but looked sad
and pouty and expected the usual cropping or spanking. Instead they
took her to the open hall where they'd hung her by her ankles
before, only this time hung her from her wrists!

At first she just looked up, fascinated, as
her wrists were lifted up and out by the chains. She was forced to
her feet (to the balls of her feet) as the chains lifted her arms
up, and then Joel and Amy forced her legs apart so she was barely
touching the floor with her toes, chaining them in place!

She was already incredibly aroused by this!
This was so like being a sex slave! This was wild and kinky and
thrilling!

When Amy stroked her clitoris she shuddered
and her hips bucked violently.

“Nasty little slut!” Amy growled. “You're
going to learn to stop acting up!”

And then Joel walked up with some kind of a
long strap – or what she thought was a strap at first. When she
looked more closely she saw it was a whip! A real whip! It had a
foot long handle and then several feet of thin black leather!

It was quite thin, though, and flexible. She
doubted it would sting as much as the crop.

She was higher because of how she was
suspended from her wrists, but still not quite as tall as Amy. The
redhead jerked back on her hair sharply and she moaned as she
leaned in to suck and chew at her breasts.

“Nasty little sex slave. You're about to find
out what happens when you act up too much,” Amy growled.

Olivia shuddered as Amy shoved a dildo into
her, though it wasn't very thick. But then she began to squeeze on
a black bulb which, Olivia saw, stuck out of the base of the dildo.
And after a few seconds she felt the dildo inside her getting
thicker!

Her eyes widened as she hung there, ignoring
the ache in her wrists and arms and shoulders as the heat swirled,
all her focus on the dildo which seemed to be growing inside
her! It was like the bulb was inflating it, stretching out the thin
walls of her sex further and further until they ached!

She moaned and strained against the
restraints. She'd never felt so achingly full!

She stared down, entranced, at the sight of
the base, stretching her out so much! Slowly but surely she was
spread wider, until, she thought, she must be as wide as she'd been
when Mai-Li had fisted her! God, it ached! But it felt incredibly,
overwhelmingly exciting!

And then the whip cut across her shoulders
and she cried out, startled at the sharp, stinging blow! That hurt!
It didn't hurt worse than the crop but the crop had never hit her
anywhere but her butt, and a bit on her breasts. She wasn't used to
a pain across her shoulder blades!

But almost immediately she felt a wave of
dark excitement! This really was like being whipped!

The whip snapped down across her back again,
lower, and she cried out at the sting again, but felt that hot
surge of delicious dark heat!

Whipped! This was so outrageous and so
thrilling!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip snapped across her back with slow,
careful blows, each of them making her cry out at the pain and
strain her lithe body against the restraints! The sexual fever heat
was pulsing in her mind now and she shuddered and gulped air in
ragged gasps around the gag as the whip snapped across her back
again and then her buttocks, then her back again!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“I think the little slut is getting off on
it,” Amy said.

Then the whip curled across her hip and
snapped at her pussy! She yelled at that one! It missed her
clitoris, and snapped against the base of the dildo, startling her!
But the next curled across her left hip and that hurt!
Still, it was even more outrageous, and she shuddered as waves of
heat spread through her body!

The whip curled around her ribs then,
snapping across her breasts! Again they stung, and stung, and
stung, and she cried out even more loudly, the pain sharp enough to
cause real anxiety now as she began to think she might have to
reconsider her behavior!

Amy stood before her with the whip, or so she
thought, gasping, moaning, panting for breath, but then the whip
cut across her back! And she blinked through her tangled hair as
she realized Amy's whip had many thin leather strips instead of
one, and they were all much shorter.

She swung her arm and the thin little leather
strips, thin as shoe laces, spread out as they swept through the
air, then landed together across her breasts!

Olivia squealed, her body twisting and
jerking and straining against the restraints at the sudden
avalanche of little biting stings to her tender breasts!

She stared beseechingly at her, but then
another sharp blow of Joel's whip cut across her shoulders! It was
more painful than before, hitting harder, and she cried out, back
arching – just as Amy swung her shorter whip and it landed across
her taut breasts again!

She squealed and twisted and thrashed as
Joel's whip struck her back and buttocks while Amy's swept down
across her breasts and then up between her legs! They hurt! They
hurt so much she was starting to become desperate!

And yet, her body still burned with dark
heat!

They paused at a knock at the door, and Joel
went to answer it, letting Olivia slump, gasping, moaning, sweating
and red-faced. She still cried out, though, as Amy rubbed her thumb
across her swollen clitoris.

“Hot little slut,” Amy whispered, chewing
lightly on her earlobe.

And then she drew back as Joel returned with
another guy!

“Now that looks like a fun game,” the guy
said.

“Hi Ben. Have trouble finding the place?” Amy
asked.

“Naw, not with the car's GPS. I see you guys
been busy.”

A shock ran through Olivia! Another strange
guy! And here she was naked again, stretched out, spread out, with
a dildo sticking out of her! The guy was very bulky, like a
football linebacker, with hair cut so short it was practically
shaved but a handsome, slender face.

She whimpered and moaned as he came up to her
and examined her, then reached out to run his hands across her
breasts.

“Nice tits.”

“She's been a bad pussy,” Amy said. “She peed
on the floor.”

The guy looked at her incredulously, then at
Olivia, who blushed hotly.

“Holy Jesus!'

He shook his head and traced one of the pink
lines the whip had left across her breasts, around her ribs and
then behind her to her back.

“Nothing serious,” she heard Joel say.
“They'll all fade by morning.”

“Dirty little sex slave,” Amy said, rubbing
her clitoris. “You're going to learn some discipline.”

Olivia gurgled and moaned, then felt what she
first took to be Joel's groin pressing up against her from behind –
naked. She felt a sense of relief at that. He couldn't ship her and
fuck her at the same time!

But then she saw him out of the corner of her
eye, and then out of her eyes as he came around in front of her and
knew the stranger was pressed against her, his cock hardening,
sliding up and down between her buttocks!

He pulled her tail out! And then guided his
own cock against her opening, pushing it deeper and deeper into her
ass while she hung in place, trembling and moaning and sweating and
staring at Amy and Joel.

“Tight little ass on this sex slave,” Ben
said.

Olivia gurgled and moaned as Ben drove
himself into her with longer, deeper strokes, his hands sliding up
and down her ribs, then around her to cup and fondle her breasts.
She felt his teeth on the side of her throat up under her ear, and
moaned as his body was pressed firmly against hers.

Sex slave, she thought dazedly. I'm
like a sex slave!

Amy snorted and rubbed her clitoris, and the
orgasm almost blew her mind out! She screamed into the gag, body
straining and thrashing as Ben rammed his cock into her hard and
deep. Then Amy deflated the big dildo and Joel thrust himself into
her pussy, the two big men crushing her slender body between them
as they hammered into her again and again!

*

Ben wasn't as nice as Joel, but he used her
hard and rough and treated her like an animal, which thrilled her!
And two days later Ryan arrived! Again she suffered a humiliating
exposure, then got to have all three guys fucking her at the same
time, screaming in maddened pleasure!

Now she had lots of guys to give her
attention!

Very intimate attention. They walked her,
cleaned her, gave her enemas, brushed her hair and teeth, and fed
her. And all of them, except sometimes Amy, acted as if she was the
sexual animal she was playing! Which was incredibly exciting!

She came to realize, after a while, that the
more she acted like an animal – including never speaking, the more
they actually tended to think of her as one! That was outrageous
but wildly delicious!

Then the guys all left and Kendra and Mai-Li
arrived to join Amy. That involved being fisted again, which hurt a
bit but pushed her mind over the edge into multiple orgasms every
time the Asian girl did it.

By the time they returned to school she was
emotionally exhausted in a strange way, but also deeply immersed in
the 'role' she had played for nine days. She hadn't gotten to her
feet that entire time! It had been all crawling and all naked!

To her surprise, she traveled back to school
in the cage, which was loaded onto the SUV Kendra drove. And not to
her dorm but to Kendra's house. That made her nervous because Amy
wasn't there at first!

Kendra wheeled the cage down the hall into an
empty bedroom and left her like that for a time, then Mai-Li came
and opened the cage, gesturing for her to come out. Since Mae-Li
had a crop in hand Olivia obeyed anxiously, then crawled up the
hall to the front room where Kendra sat.

“Ah, little pussy slave. Welcome to your new
home,” Kendra said.

Olivia looked at her in surprise and then
anxiety but didn't talk, not with Mae-Li standing behind her with
the crop in hand.

“Amy is going to live here in one of the
spare bedrooms for the remainder of the term,” she said.

Well, that was certainly a relief! She looked
around for her but didn't see her.”

“She's packing some things at that little
dorm you share and will bring them over. In the meantime, I think
you should show your thanks for me being your new... landlady.”

She snapped her fingers and gestured and
Olivia crawled forward, then, at a firm pointed finger, began to
lick at the woman's leather shoes. She nervously licked one, then
the other as Mae-Li stood behind her. Then licked her way up the
woman's legs and thighs until her mouth was buried between
them.

Amy didn't arrive for hours, then set things
up in a second bedroom. She and Kendra then went back to school as
it started, but left Olivia home alone. Well, alone with
Mae-Li.

That proved to be a wild experience. Mae-Li
looked at her expressionlessly, then began to see how much she
could torment her. She spend hours massaging her body and driving
her up to the edge of orgasm without letting her go over until she
was trembling and sweating and moaning in feverish heat. Then she'd
ram huge dildos into her and drive her into screaming
convulsions.

After Olivia licked her to an orgasm the girl
expressed her disapproval, though not through speaking. Instead she
bound Olivia tightly, then used rubber pincers to pull her tongue
out and pierced it! The pain of that shocked Olivia, but she wasn't
in any position to object until it was over! And by then, well, it
was over.

Mae-Lie pierced her clitoral hood in much the
same surprising manner, giving her no opportunity to consider
whether she wanted it done, much less object. But afterward, well,
the prospect of increased sensitivity – as she had noticed with her
nipples, kept her from being really upset.

The problem of being left alone with Mae-Li
was that she was rougher than Kendra or Amy, and since Olivia had
no hands, effectively, nor could stand upright, she was pretty much
required to do and accept whatever the Asian girl wanted.

Mae-Li liked to use the crop, and liked to
bark orders at Olivia and make her hurriedly throw her body into
different positions. Any hesitation or imperfection got a sharp
snapping blow from the crop! The other side of this was that Mae-Li
treated her very much like an animal – not like she was playing a
game but like she believed it!

That was strangely thrilling!

Mae-Li managed to get her tongue stretched,
too, by hanging weights off it, and soon her tongue was both longer
and stronger! Everyone Olivia performed oral sex on was remarking
on her extraordinary ability, which pleased her to no end.

Olivia loved it when people said nice things
about her! It meant they liked her or valued her for something, and
would want her to be around!

With Mae-Li during the day, and Kendra, Amy,
and their various friends of both genders in the evenings and on
weekends Olivia got lots of attention, and had plenty of
opportunity to practice all her skills. She didn't miss college at
all, really, since she had no worries about bills or anything
now.

At one point she realized she hadn't stood
upright (except for being lifted by her wrists to be whipped) in
almost two months! But they had been two extraordinary and exciting
months where she was never feeling lonely or alone!

That changed somewhat when Amy graduated and
took her to a smaller house in the suburbs. There, Olivia had the
responsibility of cooking and cleaning, so was put back in the
thigh high stiletto heels. Her furry mittens were replaced by long
black leather gloves, and she was alone during the day once Amy
went to work.

But she had her work to do and focused on
doing that well, so as to please Amy, while looking forward to her
return that evening. Then Amy moved in with a couple – who were
bisexual, and Olivia got to serve all three. She learned to dance,
too, to pole dance, and would give lap dances and strip for Kyle –
the man – and his friends. Sometimes quite a few of them!

Of course, to do that she had to actually put
clothes on first – which felt very weird! She had changed
enormously from the girl who was so self-conscious about her body
and the proprieties of how to dress herself!

When Amy finally married a man (Mason) Olivia
was one of her maids of honor, and wound up entertaining the
groomsmen that night. She, of course, then moved in with the new
couple.

She and Amy were a pair, after all, she
thought contentedly. Couples broke up, but no one ever got tired of
having a slave girl around! So she was secure in her life at last,
a life without anxiety or stress, where she never wondered what she
had to do, and where she was often complimented on how pretty and
sexy and skilled she was.

 


End

*
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Working For the Smiths
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series)
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hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
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moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!
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and shocking pleasure.
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services. But their captors have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI
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