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Lisa slid her arms through the straps then
pulled the tank top over her head and down. As soon as it began to
slide over her breasts she began to reconsider. It must have
shrunk, she thought as she slowly tugged the thin, stretchable
cotton over her pert, B-cup breasts, then down. It was cropped
tightly to bare her belly, and it was supposed to be tight, but not
quite this tight. It squeezed against her high, firm young breasts
rather uncomfortably.

But it sure did look nice, she thought, eying
herself in the mirror with a little smug satisfaction.

The tank was a pale blue, and went well with
her pale skin and dark hair. It was very tight against her ribs and
upper belly, too, showing just how slim she was, how flat and well
toned her stomach.

She bent and slipped up the thin, tight,
matching pants. They had an elastic waistband, and were stretchy
enough to be comfortable, but - and she turned her bottom to the
mirror - tight across her buttocks, too.

She felt a little twinge between her legs as
she eyed herself.

I look hot!

She turned to pose in silhouette, pleased,
noting how the tank top emphasized her high, firm breasts, and how
slender her waist was above her slim hips. And, she noted, she had
a tight little ass too. She ran her hand up between her taut
buttocks, feeling the line of her thong, noting absently that it
was a good thing she’d worn it and not panties so there were no
lines to show.

She turned again, reaching up behind her and
gathering together her long, loose dark brown hair. It fell halfway
her back, but that wasn’t appropriate for today. It would get in
the way. She pulled it into a loose pony tail and clipped it
back.

Nice.

She slipped her small feet into her sneakers,
twisting and stomping them to get them in without untying and
retying the laces, then looked at herself again in the mirror,
tossing her head to make her pony tale swish, smiling for
herself.

Her face was narrow, oval, with bright blue
eyes, a small, upturned nose, and small, full-lipped mouth. She was
a lovely girl, and knew it, and was very proud of her looks and how
much attention they could draw. Today was going to be boring, too
many chores to do and none of them particularly pleasant. She
wanted to feel sexy, to look sexy, but in a casual way which didn’t
look like she’d tried.

Hotty!

She grinned and winked to herself, then
turned away.

She locked the back door and trotted down the
stairs to her bike, threw a leg across the bar and drove it slowly
out through the open back gate and then to the street before the
sorority house. She passed a man walking in the opposite direction
on the sidewalk, and pretended not to notice his eyes staring at
her.

Perve.

She continued on, turning the corner,
sometimes pedaling, sometimes coasting. It was hot and humid, and
she began to sweat, and to wish she’d brought a cap and sunglasses.
But first stop was the library, where it would be cool.

She passed another pair of men and both
stared at her. Again mild, even weary indignation warred with a
secret pride, then a thought struck and she looked down at the top
of her tank. It wasn’t low cut - not really. Looking at herself in
the mirror all she saw was the hint of cleavage. But that was
looking straight on, she realized. Riding the bike she was leaning
over, and her breasts were pulling down on the fabric, giving a
very good shot of deep cleavage to anyone she passed.

She blushed, embarrassed, but a part of her
also felt a little thrill that she had been practically flashing
strange men. She tried to straighten up whenever she passed people
facing her after that.

* * * *

Lisa drew in a deep breath of cool air as she
pushed through the door to the library. It hadn’t been a long ride,
but it was humid outside and she was already sweating in the early
July heat. She looked around the large entry hall, then followed
the signs up a wide wood staircase to the second floor, her legs
moving easily as she trotted up the stairs.

She looked at the maze of shelving
doubtfully, then padded over to a desk and waited. There was a
curly haired young man - student, she guessed - behind the counter
stamping books. He looked up, did the kind of double take she was
used to, and smiled.

“Yes? Can I help you?”

Can I help you undress, she thought
cynically, watching his eyes waver up and down, as if fighting the
draw towards her chest.

Not that her tank had much cleavage, but
there was an elevated floor on the other side of the desk and he
was taller than her anyway, so was probably looking pretty much
straight down her top. She was definitely going to have to check
out how she looked from different angles from now on.

It did not occur to her that the thin black
string of her thong was peeking out over the top of her long slung
trousers at her right hip.

“I’m looking for the Antiquities area.”

“Any specific category?” he asked, still
smiling, his eyes still bravely doing the up and down bounce as he
fought to keep from staring down her top.

“Rome, one thousand BC or so.”

“Of course.”

He surprised Lisa not at all by coming out
from behind the desk to show her rather than simply pointing,
leading her up and down between the shelves, slowing as he neared
one area, then stopping and turning like a faithful dog who had
just dropped his master’s slippers at his feet.

Good dog, Lisa thought with a smile.

“Thanks ever so much,” she said cheerily.

He nodded, beaming. “Uhm, any time. If uh,
you need anything, just ah, come and get me. My name’s Paul.”

“Thanks,” she said again.

Wouldn’t do to lead him on. He simply wasn’t
her type, and quite frankly, she thought, without arrogance, wasn’t
in her league.

She turned to the shelves and bit her lower
lip as she ran her eyes along the spines. She needed something to
prepare her for the classes she would be starting in September,
some background.. So what would be authoritative but not too
boring? She squatted, checking the lower shelves, then rose again,
her head pulling back. There - . She reached up, rising on her
toes, extending her hand to grab a book.

There was a crash and her head jerked around
to see a guy stumbling back from a pillar he’d walked into. He
turned and glanced at her, red faced, then jerked his head
away.

No, I wasn’t staring at you, Lisa thought in
mild irritation. But it was mild, and she berated herself for it.
You know you like being looked at, she told herself. You know damn
well how tight this tank top is and how good you look in it, and
you know when you put it on the guys are going to stare, and you
love it. Don’t try and pretend you don’t!

She took the book down and then ran her eyes
further down the shelves, then squatted low to examine the books on
the lower shelf. She didn’t notice the two guys who walked very
slowly past her, nor realize that the inverted triangle of her lacy
black thong had now come fully into view as she squatted there.

Two pairs of eyes reveled in the tantalizing
glimpse as they moved slowly past, but she had eyes only for the
book she was examining. Another man passed by, licking his lips,
then a younger teenage boy, giving her thong an appreciative
gaze.

Lisa let her eyes slide along the shelf,
unaware, her body turning away as she reached for a book on the
end. Another man walked by, and his lips pursed silently as he
gazed down at her lovely cleavage.

Lisa rose smoothly and let out a puff of
breath. A bit of hair had escaped her pony tail and spilled across
the side of her face. It wafted out as she blew, and she reached
up, absently tucking it back behind her as she moved further along
the shelf.

The refreshingly cool air in the library had
become a little chilly now against her still sweat damp skin, and
her small pink nipples began to stiffen within the thin black half
bra as she took a book and headed for the front desk. The guy at
the desk smiled feebly, and Lisa smiled back, but only a little,
not wanting to lead him on.

She was aware that she was being given
appreciative once overs by the men around her, but this was not an
especially new sensation. The knowledge she was showing a lot more
cleavage than she normally did made her feel just a little slutty,
but cocky, as well. She was quite confident of her looks, and knew
her breasts were perfectly proportioned, firm and shapely.

It’s only a little cleavage, she thought,
with a little apologetic nod to her feminist upbringing. Her
nipples were quite stiff by then, and showing quite clearly against
her pale blue top, and more of the string of her thong was now
visible.

An hour and a half, and three more chores
later she was back home.

She let herself in, turned off the alarm, and
looked around.

“Coco?” she called.

The cat found her quickly and wound its way
through her legs as she wandered through the house. She bent and
picked him up, petting him as she moved along. “Do we miss the
girls?” she cooed.

The sorority house was large, with no less
than fourteen bedrooms upstairs, but it was now largely empty for
the summer. A number of the bedrooms were entirely empty, the
sisters having graduated. Others were being held for the girls who
would return again come September. Only she and Claire had decided
to stay over.

Claire was an English girl with no real
family and limited funds. She had no real desire to take the
expensive trip back to the UK for the summer, and was just as happy
staying over and taking a few summer classes. Lisa was in a
somewhat similar position. Her mother had died when she was just
one, and her father at ten. She’d been raised by an uncle and aunt
who had never been entirely comfortable with her. They had made it
clear they were undertaking a family obligation, and that
obligation had ended on her eighteenth birthday.

So it was simply much easier all around, not
to mention cheaper, for her to stay over at the sorority house for
the summer. There was no cost involved, just the obligation to
watch the place and keep it clean and well maintained.

However, despite how large the old house was
it had seemed quite small and awkward during her first month with
Claire. Though not a virgin Lisa was not terribly experienced
sexually. She was in that phase of her life where so much about sex
and sexuality was new and intriguing, not to mention quite
exciting. And Claire was a lesbian who had made it clear she
intended to have her before the summer was over.

The first week had been - uncomfortable, for
she had no experience in dealing with predatory lesbians,
especially when they were people she knew and liked. She was self
conscious and a little embarrassed. After a couple of weeks,
however, she had started feeling more comfortable with Claire, and
somewhere in her mind the girl had shifted almost into the guise of
a male.

And Lisa rather liked the fact that men were
aroused by her.

It would be wrong to suggest she had actually
teased the girl, at least at first. More properly she was aware of
the way she looked, dressed, as always, to make herself look -
good, and felt that familiar little quiver of pleasure whenever the
girl’s eyes lit on her and she knew she was being admired and
wanted. She was more relaxed around Claire, and the fact she was,
after all, just a girl, let her feel less need to cover up around
her.

And yet at the same time she began to feel
that soft little flutter in her belly whenever she was wearing
something revealing around the girl.

And so, perhaps it might honestly be said,
though she would not have necessarily thought of it that way, that
she did tease the lesbian girl. For many times when she was wearing
just a thong and tank, or panties and a cute little cami, or her
little pink slip, and needed to leave her room for something two
contrasting thoughts flit across her mind. The first was that, of
course she shouldn’t bother to dress, for the place was empty save
for Claire, and the second was that Claire would love to see her
dressed like that.

And in fact, the first time Claire had
touched her, after so many hints and double entendres, came when
she was in the kitchen, reaching up for something in the cupboard,
wearing just the little pink slip, and Claire had softly squeezed
her bottom as it peeked out beneath the slip.

She had been slightly shocked by the squeeze,
slightly anxious, and slightly excited all at once. “Claire,” she
had said in a patient but warning voice, not even turning her
head.

“I can’t help it if you have a great ass,”
Claire said, her hand still on Lisa’s bottom, rubbing and kneading
very lightly.

“I can’t help it either. Hands off. You know
I like boys.”

There was what she wanted, up on the top
shelf, the raspberry jam.

“Do you know when you rise on your toes your
slip rides up?” Claire asked, gripping the hem and lifting it even
higher.

Beneath, Lisa wore only a tiny pink
thong.

Lisa pulled the jam down and turned her
bottom away from the other girl, giving her a reproving frown.

Claire stood, bottom pressed against the
counter, holding a half eaten apple in her left hand, smiling
faintly. She was a slender girl herself, her breasts very firm, but
smaller than Lisa. She had a heart shaped face, and short, white
blonde hair cut in a mannish style, though with bangs spilling
across her forehead. She wore a pair of shorts and a tank top
without a bra, and her hard little nipples poked out very visibly
against the material.

“I could make you scream with pleasure,” she
said.

“I’m sure,” Lisa replied, feeling slightly
embarrassed, only a little breathless, and more than slightly
aroused.

Two days later it had been in the back yard,
by the pool. Lisa was wearing a bikini with a thong bottom. Claire
was wearing only a G-string as they tanned. After much teasing,
taunting and daring, not to say challenges about whether she was
homophobic, Lisa reluctantly (and breathlessly) allowed Claire to
put suntan lotion on her. As she’d half feared and half hoped, the
blonde girl had made the simple task into a long, drawn out erotic
massage, and Lisa had been forced to tell her several times to mind
her hands.

Afterwards, she’d let herself be challenged
and teased into removing her top. The girls often tanned topless,
after all, as the back yard was quite private. But now, with just
Claire present, the act felt far more sexual. And Claire’s frankly
admiring and lusting looks at her breasts didn’t help.

“Stop looking at my tits,” Lisa sighed
beneath her sunglasses.

“Do you know you have fucking perfect tits? I
don’t think I’ve ever seen a better pair that were real. Those are
real, aren’t they? They look real. They move real.”

“Yes, they’re real, and yes I know they’re
great. But stop staring at them.”

“I wish I had tits like that,” Claire
sighed.

“Your tits are fine. Anyway, I thought
lesbians weren’t supposed to be as shallow as that? You’re as bad
as men.”

“We’re not that shallow!” Claire said
indignantly. “But that doesn’t mean we can’t admire a nice
body.”

She leaned over. Want me to put a little
lotion on them?”

“They’ve got enough, thanks,” Lisa
snorted.

Her stomach was getting a little fluttery and
she felt a throbbing between her legs as she seriously contemplated
giving in to the blonde girl and seeing what it was like.

“Have you ever come just from having your
breasts massaged?”

“Can we talk about something else please?”
she demanded.

The next night they were in the living room.
Lisa had been watching the Late Show. She was wearing boxers and a
little tank top when Claire dropped down next to her. Too close to
her.

Both of them had been drinking, and somehow,
Claire’s arm wound up across her shoulders, and then her lips wound
up pressed against her, and before Lisa was quite aware of it the
other girl’s hand was up inside her tank top and squeezing her left
breast.

But despite a heady sense of excitement and
arousal, a pounding heart, a throbbing heat between her legs, and
hard, stiff nipples, Lisa had wound up pushing the other girl off
and going to bed - alone. Where she had masturbated to several
climaxes, using her dildo and fingers, and imagining not just men,
but Claire’s body pressed against her.

The next day Claire had brushed against her,
fondled her bottom again, and stolen a quick kiss - twice. The
third one had become much longer, and her tongue had slipped
briefly between Lisa’s lips before she drew away.

The next night she had been wearing only the
top of her green satin pajamas, with the two top buttons undone.
She had known how provocative she looked, with her long, reddish
brown hair spilling down over her shoulders and her luscious thighs
bare. She had felt the throbbing between her legs before she ever
reached the bottom stair.

She had not made up her mind to sleep with
Claire, but knew without thinking that she would not resist a
little kissing and groping, at least, not very hard. But Claire was
determined to get much more. They chatted idly, flirted lightly.
Claire had gotten her arms around her and kissed her while kneading
her buttocks. But as her soft fingers slid up under the hem of the
pajama top and squeezed her bare bottom, as her breasts swelled and
throbbed and pillowed out against the other girl’s body, Lisa had
twisted away somewhat breathlessly.

But this time Claire had followed her,
refusing to be denied, and Lisa had found herself pushed back
against the wall next to the window, the other girl’s body against
hers, Claire’s lips hot and demanding. She had pushed feebly
against the other girl’s shoulders, and found her wrists seized and
lifted up and back to be pressed against the wall above her head.
The blonde girl’s tongue forced its way into her mouth and Lisa
moaned, shocked by how aroused she was as the other girl’s chest
crushed her breasts.

“C-Claire!” she gasped, trying to twist her
head away.

“You want it, little het girl. I know you
do!” Claire panted.

Lisa tried to twist away, though perhaps not
as strongly as she could have, for her breasts were throbbing and
felt hot and swollen and sensitive. Her nipples were hard and there
was a terrible fluttering in her belly. And then, suddenly, she
felt a sharp pain at her wrists as Claire shoved them up higher
still, held them briefly with one hand, and snatched at the curtain
cord, wrapping it quickly around her wrists.

“Claire!”

The cord was thin and rough, but strong, and
she gasped in shock as she tried to twist away and found it tight
around her slender wrists, her arms held above her head.

“C-Claire! Are you c-crazy!?” she gasped.

It was not that she was alarmed or
frightened, but merely astonished.

“I’m going to have you, you nasty little cunt
tease!” Claire panted.

Lisa saw now how aroused, how hot, how
fevered the other girl was, and a part of her preened that she’d
had such an affect on the lesbian. Yet she was still astonished as
she cocked her head back and stared up at the curtain cord wrapped
tightly around her wrists. And then Lisa snatched at the front of
her pajamas and tore them open, sending buttons flying and baring
Lisa entirely, save for her thong.

“Claire!”

But Claire wasn’t listening. Her lips crushed
Lisa’s, her body pressing the other girl back against the wall as
her tongue thrust into her mouth and her hands kneaded her
buttocks. Her hands raced across the slightly dazed girl’s body,
kneading her bottom and breasts. Then her lips jerked back and down
and fastened around Lisa’s nipple, her teeth chewing lightly on the
surrounding flesh.

“Claire! S-stop it!” Lisa gasped, eyes
wide.

But Claire would not be denied, and her mouth
was sucking feverishly at Lisa’s right nipple, her tongue lapping
hungrily, her teeth biting in lightly, again and again as her hands
raced up and down the wriggling, twisting girl’s body.

And then one of those hands slipped down
Lisa’s heaving belly and cupped her warm sex through her thong. But
only briefly, before riding back up and thrusting down into the
narrow V of black silk to rub against her very lightly furred pussy
directly.

“Claire! I-I’m going to get mad!” Lisa cried.
“Let me go! Untie me!”

And yet she wasn’t entirely sure she wanted
to be untied. Her breasts were throbbing, almost pulsing with heat
and hunger, and Claire’s mouth was feasting on the center of her
left, chewing, sucking, licking so that her nipple burned and
quivered and she wanted to cry out loud.

Her left hand was kneading and squeezing
Lisa’s other breast, the thumb rubbing and stroking against her
nipple. And despite how her legs twisted and the blonde girl’s
right hand was firmly inside her panties, her fingers rubbing at
Lisa’s already swollen clitoris.

“C-Claire!” she gasped. “Claire!”

Claire’s fingers caught at her hot, sensitive
little clit and began to roll and flick and stroke against it even
as she threatened to devour the center of her left breast. And -
and - there was something exquisitely exciting about having her
wrists tied up and back that was doing strange things to her
mind.

“Fuck! I… I… Oh! Oh fuck! Ungh!”

She was helpless, and her body was responding
with a pulsing need as the lesbian girl continued her attack. And
then she drew back suddenly, and Lisa, breathless and dazed, felt
the pressure against the small of her back as the blonde gripped
the front of her thong and pulled - hard. The thin elastic around
her waist forced her hips sharply forward, then ripped and the
thong was torn away.

A shock-wave seemed to rock Lisa’s mind, and
she gasped as her bottom slapped back against the wall. Then the
blonde fell to her knees, her hands forcing Lisa’s thighs apart,
and her face pushed in between her trembling thighs. Lisa let out a
guttural cry of shock and pleasure as her tongue licked across her
clitoris again and again, and felt her entire body begin to tremble
and shake.

Her head rolled back and she gasped nearly
soundlessly, again and again, her hips jerking and her body
trembling as the blonde’s tongue swept across her quivering
clitoris again and again - and again! Each time that soft, warm,
moist tongue rode across her burning clitoris a powerful wave of
sensory ecstasy rolled up through Lisa’s body and made her shudder
and tremble.

She could feel the blonde girl’s fingers
digging almost painfully hard into her buttocks, squeezing and
kneading as her forearms spread her thighs wide. The curtain cord
was tight around her wrists, digging in harshly, but she barely
noticed it as her entire body seemed to be enveloped in a
glittering, sparkling cloud of wild, feverish pleasure.

She came, violently, crying out, her back
arching and head rolling against the wall, her hips bucking
uncontrollably forward against the blonde girl’s mouth. The orgasm
swept through her like a firestorm, and when it was over she was
numbed, exhausted, groaning weakly as she sagged down along the
wall, only brought up short by the increasing pain in her
wrists.

And then Claire stood before her, and Lisa
blushed, feeling suddenly embarrassed. The blonde girl was still
fully clothed, and she felt - vulnerable - helpless.

Claire caught her face between her hands and
kissed her softly on the lips, then more harshly, her lips sucking
on Lisa’s lower lip, then her tongue, her own tongue pushing
forward, darting, dipping, stroking. She crushed her lips forward
and Lisa felt overwhelmed, as if the blonde girl were eating at her
mouth, her tongue whipping wildly within her oral cavity.

And then her right hand slid down Lisa’s
body, cupping and kneading her breast before continuing downwards,
cupping her sex so that Lisa flinched and gasped, rubbing gently
along it. The middle finger sank between her embarrassingly wet sex
lips and began to lightly ride across her still swollen clitoris,
the sensation uncomfortable at first.

She wanted to say something, but could think
of nothing to say. She tried to turn her head away but the blonde
girl seized her hair tightly in her fist, jerking it back, ignoring
her gasp of pain as she continued her oral assault.

And the discomfort between her legs began to
twist, to change, the sensations growing hotter and more
pleasurable, reigniting the sexual need and want within her body.
She moaned into Claire’s mouth, then gasped aloud as the blonde
girl jerked her head up and to one side, and bit into the nape of
her neck.

Now the tip of her finger was rubbing against
her clitoris in a slow, circular motion, now side to side, now up
and down, and then her middle finger slipped inside Lisa’s moist
sex and pumped lightly in and out. Now a second finger pushed
inside her, now a third, and Lisa groaned as they spread her sex
lips wide and Claire worked her fingers in and out more harshly.
Her thumb rode up and down against Lisa’s clit as her three middle
fingers thrust deep inside her, straining her sex lips again and
again.

“Slut,” Claire whispered. “Cock loving het
slut!”

She crushed her lips down against Lisa’s
again, then drew back. “Tell me you love it, het girl! Tell me you
love my fingers in your cunt!”

Again she crushed her lips down against
Lisa’s mouth, her tongue swirling across her own tongue as those
fingers continued to pump, to thrust, to piston inside her.

And then she drew back suddenly, and Lisa
gasped, gulping in deep breaths of air as the other girl abruptly
turned and sprinted up the nearby stairs.

She shook her head as if to clear it, but the
sex heat still gripped her, making her body pulse with need. She
turned her head up and back, staring at her bound wrists, pulling
weakly against them. Then she dropped her eyes to her nude body,
flushing again, partly in wanton excitement, partly in
embarrassment.

And Claire was back, smirking, holding a
large pink, latex cock in her right hand, a cock which looked
exactly like the one Lisa kept hidden in the back of her closet.
She stared, blushing more fiercely as the other girl, still
dressed, still smirking, stopped in front of her, and pressed the
latex cock against her face.

“Suck it, het girl. Go on. Show me how you do
it.”

“C-Claire… d-don’t!” she panted.

But Claire forced the head of the cock into
her mouth and gripped her hair to hold her head in place.

“Suck it!” she hissed.

Anger awakened in Lisa, but the sex heat was
still overpowering. Her eyes flashed, but she closed her lips
around the pink cock and sucked, glaring at the girl, and in a way,
taunting her. Yes, she liked boys, she liked cocks. Too bad for
you, a part of her thought tauntingly.

Claire pushed the dildo deeper, and Lisa
continued to suck, aware suddenly, of the faint taste of her own
sex, for she had used it only the day before. She flushed and half
moved to pull back, but she was held helpless, and now Claire
pulled the dildo back, then pushed it forward, then pulled it back,
pumping it in her mouth.

“Yeah. Suck that cock, het girl. Cock sucker.
You’re a good little cocksucker, aren’t you, Lisa?” she taunted.
“Suck it! Suck cock!”

She pushed it deep and Lisa chocked and
gagged.

“Get it wet so I can fuck you with it,”
Claire growled. “You know you want it inside you.”

She pushed it deep again, and again Lisa
gagged weakly.

“Gay boys take it down the throat. Can’t you
do that, het girl?”

She pulled the dildo back and reached between
Lisa’s legs, fingering her clit again, fucking her fingers inside
her.

“I’m gonna fuck you, baby,” she breathed.
“I’m gonna fuck you until you scream.”

She pulled the dildo out of Lisa’s mouth, and
Lisa gasped and moaned weakly, gulping in air and steadying
herself. She coughed and stared as Claire brought the dildo down
between her own legs, holding its base with her hand, positioning
it as if it were sticking out of her jeans. She moved closer,
rubbing the head against Lisa’s pussy, and then thrust it up inside
her.

“Unnggh!” Lisa groaned.

“Yeah! You like that, don’t you! Slutty
little het girl!”

Lisa held her hand flat between their groins,
keeping the base of the dildo in position against herself as she
jammed it high inside Lisa’s trembling belly. She began to pump
against her, using the dildo as her cock, her lips darting and
dipping over Lisa’s throat and earlobe, over her cheek and mouth,
her teeth nipping, tongue darting.

“Slut. Hot little het slut!” she purred,
grinding her pelvis against Lisa, working her hips in and out as
she fucked her with the dildo. “You love being fucked, don’t you,
slut? Your hungry little cunt can’t get enough of it.”

She reached both hands down, gripping the
base of the dildo between them, holding it tightly and positioning
her thumbs so that each time she buried the long length of the pink
cock in Lisa’s pussy they rode up across the girl’s clitoris.

Lisa’s head rolled weakly, and she panted and
groaned helplessly, yet her hips pushed out against the pumping
cock, against the soft, stroking fingers.

“Gonna come? Gonna come on my cock, bitch?!”
Claire panted. “Do it! Come on my cock! Come around it, slut! Let
me feel your cunt squeezing my big prick!”

She thrust harder, driving her hips up and
forward with sharp, harsh movements, jamming the dildo deep into
the other girl’s pussy again and again and again until with a
sudden cry of pleasure Lisa’s back arched and her head jerked
spastically.

“Yeah! Fucking cunt! Het slut! Come on my
cock! Whore!”

With each word she rammed the dildo deep into
the gasping, moaning girl’s belly, throwing her hips forward
savagely to ride the other girl through the powerful orgasm.

She drew back and thrust the dildo even
harder, painfully hard and deep, so that even in the midst of her
fading orgasm Lisa cried out in pain. She buried the dildo in her
sex to the hilt, leaving just the base holding her sex lips apart.
Then she dropped to her knees as the other girl slumped weakly.

She licked lightly along the edges of her
spread sex lips, tasting her warm, musky fluids, then, her thumbs
pressing rhythmically against the base of the dildo, she licked up
across her clitoris.

“Ungh!”

Her clit was intensely sensitive in the
aftermath of the orgasm. The touch of the other girl’s tongue was
almost painful.

“D-Dooon’t!”

She licked again, harder, and again, her
tongue lapping wildly at the girl’s swollen, overheated clitoris.
The sensation was too powerful, and Lisa’s hips bucked and twisted
and jerked against her, trying to pull free. But Claire continued
licking and lapping, and her clitoris throbbed horribly. And then
the discomfort twisted, changed, the sensations taking on a new
heat, and with shocking speed her body was ignited again, and
another orgasm washed over her. It was short, and shocking, but
another followed almost on its heels, more powerful, and then a
third and a fourth, so that she couldn’t keep still, jerking and
bucking and writhing as she grunted and moaned continuously.

 


 


 



Chapter Two

 


 


 


 


Lisa carried the cat through the house and
dropped her on the empty dining room table as she glanced out the
big back window at the pool. It looked delicious at that moment,
and, still sweating, she trotted upstairs to her room, stripped,
pulled on her bikini, grabbed a towel and lotion, and hurried back
downstairs.

And yet, the bikini was mostly force of
habit, and when she got outside she discarded first the top, and
then, a little shyly, the bottoms. She felt a mild sexual rush as
she lay down nude and began to rub the lotion over her body. She
wondered where Claire was, and if she would get turned on when she
returned and found Lisa naked.

Lisa wasn’t entirely sure about the new turn
their - relationship - had taken. She could not deny that she’d had
a wild, thrilling sexual experience with the other girl. At the
same time she found herself a little uncomfortable, her mind
squirming a bit at the things she’d done with Claire. For when she
wasn’t aroused, wasn’t horny, she found the memories a little -
gross. Furthermore, Claire was hard edged, rough, demanding,
overbearing, and just too intense for her. She felt overwhelmed by
the other girl.

Her eyes flicked down between her lips, and
she drew in her breath a little sharply, as if surprised yet again.
Her hand moved down, smoothing the slick lotion over her bare
groin. And it was bare, entirely bare.

Yesterday, in bed, her legs and arms spread
and bound to the four corners of the posts, and Claire had shaved
her pubic hair off. When she had protested the girl had shoved a
pair of panties into her mouth until finished. Then had eaten her
to powerful climaxes.

Afterwards she had climbed atop her, removing
the panties, straddling her head, and settling her own bare sex
down over her mouth.

Lisa had never, to that point, licked another
woman, nor had she ever wanted to. Prior to yesterday their sexual
liaisons had consisted of Claire groping, fondling, petting,
kissing and performing oral sex on her, and the two nude girls
grinding their pussies together. Now, suddenly, Lisa’s sex was
rubbing against her mouth, and she felt repulsed by the moisture
against her lips and the musky scent of her need.

And yet she could hardly refuse after
allowing the blonde girl to perform oral sex on her so many times,
and so she fought down her distaste and began to lick at the other
girl’s pussy. It was halfhearted and uncertain, done more out of
reluctant need. But Claire would not be so easily satisfied, and
when Lisa’s hesitant licking did not quickly improve she jammed her
sex down harder, gripping Lisa’s hair in her fists, pulling and
twisting as she rubbed her sex over her mouth. She rode her face
hard and fast, using her to masturbate on. And when she came her
pussy cream gushed out over the bound girl’s face.

She laughed derisively as Lisa looked up
stricken and repulsed.

“I’m a squirter, het girl,” she said.

And then she jammed her pussy against her
mouth and twisted her fingers in her long hair so that Lisa cried
out in pain. “Now let’s see if we can teach you to be a good pussy
eater, hmm?”

And she would not be dissuaded, and any
attempt Lisa made to talk, to protest, was instantly greeted by the
blonde girl’s sex rubbing hard over her mouth until she stopped
trying to talk. And so she taught Lisa how to perform oral sex on a
woman, sternly insisting on continuing the lesson even after Lisa’s
mouth and tongue grew tired, slapping her cheeks lightly, tugging
on her hair so that it stung.

And yet, despite her distaste, the lesson was
not entirely without pleasure. For before mounting her face she had
thrust a dildo deep into her anus, and a vibrator deep into her
pussy. The vibrator had a little clit stimulator at its base,
angled up to press directly against her clitoris, and so, even as
the blonde girl rode her face she was enveloped in hot, exciting
sexual haze that held back her dislike or resentment.

And so she had learned how to please Claire
sexually, using her tongue as Claire had taught her. Yet it rankled
afterwards, how the blonde girl had forced her into it. She was not
used to being pushed around. She never would have tolerated such
behavior in bed by a man.

Yet – yet there was something about the way
Claire ordered her about sexually, something – strangely arousing,
even freeing, as odd as that was. Perhaps it was because it was all
so new to her, that a part of her welcomed having Claire direct
her. There was less chance of her embarrassing herself in bed if
she only did what Claire ordered.

But there was more to it than that. As she
lay on the long chair and her hands rose to grip the top corners,
she had a sudden thought of her wrists being bound there, and felt
a little quiver of excitement almost immediately.

She drew her hands down, examining her
wrists. Though Claire had used soft silks to bind her since they
still showed the marks of the cord she had wrapped around her that
first time.

Why did Claire like to tie her up? And why
did she find that so – hot? She had never been into bondage with
men, nor ever really thought much about it. But that first time,
her helplessness had seemed to add another level of intensity to
the sexual heat surrounding her. And it had been the same on the
bed, bound to the corners.

She heard the back door open and smiled to
herself. Simultaneous emotions of excitement and anxiety, of
anticipation and wariness swept over her. She almost unconsciously
spread her legs a little so that her heels were once more pressed
against the bottom corners of the lawn chair, and raised her arms
up to grip the top. The chair was not flat, so she was only partly
reclined, her lithe body stretched out, but her back propped
up.

She knew her eyes were invisible behind her
dark glasses, and she decided to pretend she was partially asleep,
that her eyes were closed and she did not notice Claire, flaunting
her glistening body.

And so she was shocked when Claire moved up
beside her, and she realized she wasn’t alone.

Next to her was another woman, clearly a
lesbian, for her hair was even shorter; a crewcut. The woman was
short and thin, with a square jaw and dark, smoldering eyes. Worse,
as the two women sat down on the fully reclined chair next to her,
on her right, two more women moved in from her left and sat down on
that one.

One was a redhead, with a cute pageboy style
which curled in under her jaw. The other was a black woman with
hair almost as short as the girl with the crewcut. The black girl
was tall and broad shouldered, obviously an athlete. There was no
doubt in Lisa’s mind that these two women were also lesbians. And
now she half sat, half lay between the four lesbians, nude, her
body glistening, her sex shaved.

She jerked upright, and that, of course,
required she spread her legs wider so they fell off either side of
the chair and her feet could come down flat on the ground. Her mind
was gripped by shock, embarrassment and anxiety, but she fought
desperately not to show it. She was not going to jump up and squeal
like a little girl and run away, covering herself with her hands
like a little virgin girl!

“Hey,” Claire said, smiling, cat-like.
“Getting a little sun?”

“Uh, yeah,” Lisa said, keeping her voice
almost ordinary through superhuman effort.

Four sets of lesbian eyes were feasting on
her nude body, and they all wanted her. She knew that
instinctively. It both embarrassed and – oddly – excited her.

“You have a lovely body,” the redheaded girl
said, embarrassing her further.

“Uhm, thanks,” she managed.

“That’s Shannon,” Claire said. “And Simone,”
pointing offhand at the black women.

“Hi,” the Black girl said, her voice
deep.

Lisa squirmed mentally, but managed a weak
smile and nod of her head. She was not used to being introduced to
people while naked, especially lesbians, and the fact they were all
fully clothed made it much worse. She felt like a mouse surrounded
by four cats.

“This is Nicole,” Claire said, nodding at the
skinhead.

“Hi,” Lisa said.

“She has great breasts,” Nicole said.

Lisa blushed, or perhaps, blushed further,
and felt her chest tighten.

“And they look real,” Shannon said. “I wish I
had breasts like that.”

“You’re so lucky,” Nicole added.

“Well uh, I - .”

“I like your pussy too,” Shannon said.

Lisa felt her face heat more. “Wh-what?” she
gaped.

The girl was actually looking at her sex, and
Lisa flinched, trying to pull her legs further together, but she
couldn’t without turning completely in the chair to face one of the
pair or the other. She wanted to get up, and her mind spun as she
desperately tried to think of an excuse which wouldn’t make it look
like she was running away in shame from the nasty lesbians.

“Your pussy lips are so neat and tight. You
have a very pretty little pussy,” Shannon said. “A lot of girls’
labia are browner and looser and push out to one extent or
another.”

“That’s not a big deal,” Nicole snorted.
“There’s nothing unattractive about it.”

“I’m not saying that, but her pussy is so
neat and tight, it’s like an artists drawing.”

“Or a little girl,” Nicole huffed.

“You have a very nice pussy, Nicky,” Shannon
said. “I’m not commenting on it.”

“And so tight and tasty,” Simone said with a
leer that had the others laughing.

The skinhead leaned in suddenly, and Lisa
drew back a little, startled. “Are you – tasty – Lisa?” she
asked.

“Oh yes,” Claire said with a faint smile.
“She’s very, very tasty.”

“I-I have to uhm, to - study - .”

“Your nipples are erect, Lisa,” Shannon
said.

“Yes, very nice looking nipples.”

Lisa, stricken, half crossed her arm across
her breast, flushing with embarrassment as several of them chuckled
at her reaction.

“Don’t worry, we won’t bite them off,”
Shannon said.

“I might nibble a bit, though,” Nicole
said.

And then she reached out and took Lisa’s
wrist, pulling her arm out to her side. At the same time Simone
leaned in and took her other wrist, pulling that back as well, so
that both her arms were held down on the arm of the chair.

“H-hey,” Lisa gulped. “Wh-what are you guys
doing?”

“We just want to look at your nipples,”
Shannon said.

“They’re such pretty nipples,” Claire
said.

“They’re not very big,” Simone said
doubtfully.

“That’s you,” Nicole snorted. “You always
like big, fat nipples. Her nipples are very delicate.”

“They’re too small and pink.”

“I like small, pink nipples,” Claire
said.

“They’re very long when they’re stiff,”
Nicole said. “Are they really sensitive, Lisa?”

Lisa was straining weakly against their grip,
not wanting to put up a big fuss, her mind still spinning
uncertainly, anxiety and embarrassment.

“We’re not frightening you, are we?” Simone
asked, leaning in against her.

“N-No,” Lisa gulped.

“We won’t hurt you,” Nicole said, leaning in
from the other side.

And then she was cupping and gently fondling
Lisa’s breast. An instant later Simone was fondling her other
breast.

“Lovely breasts,” Nicole said.

Lisa gasped as Simone caught her nipple
between thumb and forefinger, twisting and pinching it.

And then Claire was standing before her,
naked, and straddling the chair. Lisa gasped as the woman’s sex
came forward. And then Claire held her head in her hands and Lisa
was looking right into her shaved sex.

“Show the girls what I taught you, little het
girl,” she purred.

And her sex was pressed against Lisa’s mouth,
silencing her stuttering protests, rubbing against her lips. Lisa’s
arms jerked but were held firmly by the girls on either side, as
Claire filled her hands with Lisa’s thick, soft hair and jammed her
face into her groin.

His face was burning, her pulse racing, hear
heart pounding and her mind reeling. She didn’t know what to do.
She felt overwhelmed by it all. She was mortified to be forced into
a lesbian sexual act in front of these strange women. Yet at the
same time she did want to act like a panicky little girl and
struggle wildly against them.

Her arms pulled against their grip again but
she could not pull loose. Worse! She had unconsciously shifted her
legs apart for balance when she had tried to pull free. Now she
felt her legs pulled wider, and the other girls’ legs pinning them
against the side of the lawn chair. An instant later fingers were
tracing the line of her neat, bare sex, and her shame and shock
rose even higher.

She jerked against their grip to no avail,
and gasped in pain as Claire pulled at her hair and ground her own
sex into her mouth.

“Lick me, het girl. Come on. I bragged about
you to my friends. Are you going to embarrass me?”

Lisa tried to protest, but every time she
started to speak Clair jammed her soft sex against her mouth,
muffling and silencing her desperate pleas. Her head was pinned
back against the backrest of the chair as Clair began to roll her
hips and ride her mouth. Her fingers tightened further, and Lisa
cried out in pain - the sound instantly muffled, of course.

“Lick me, het girl. Lick me,” she
demanded.

And Lisa – did. She licked out at Claire’s
bare sex, desperately sliding her tongue up and down the blonde
girl’s slit as the other girls fondled and groped her own slick,
naked body.

She could hear the other girls discussing
her, as if in a dream, could hear them speak about her body, about
her breasts and pussy as they molested her. A long finger slipped
between the slick lips of her sex and curled up and inward,
searching out her G-spot, and another stroked lightly across her
clitoris, sending delicious sensations of heat and pleasure
rippling through her body.

“Lick, het girl. Show them what a good girl
you are,” Claire purred, twisting her fingers in Lisa’s hair.

Lisa sensed movement to one side, but licked
helplessly, wincing and moaning until Claire eased her grip. She
felt ashamed and anxious, yet could not deny a shimmering sexual
heat was beginning to swell within her.

“Got it,” she heard one of the strangers
say.

She felt something wrapped around her left
wrist, binding it to the arm of the lawn chair. A moment later her
left leg was lifted up and back, her thigh forced against the arm
of the chair, and then something wrapped around it - like rope,
though very soft rope. She struggled, but forlornly, knowing she
could not resist them, and when Claire twisted her fingers in her
hair she licked desperately.

Her right arm was wrapped with rope, bound
down, and then her right leg lifted up and back, spread wide, her
thigh bound against the arm of the chair. And now her sex was
spread lewdly and helplessly open. She felt multiple hands stroking
and caressing her there, sliding through the thin layer of suntan
oil, rubbing deliciously across her slick sex lips and
clitoris.

At the same time they continued to knead and
squeeze her breasts, to roll and rub and pinch and pluck at her
throbbing nipples. Lisa could see none of them for her face was
jammed against Claire’s sex, the blonde girl’s thighs blocking her
vision to either side, but she could hear them, their words shaming
her even further.

“Hot little slut,” one said.

Two fingers pushed deep into her sex.

“What a tight little cunt.”

A hand squeezed her right breast hard.

“I wish my tits were as full as these,”
someone complained

Fingers pinched her nipple and pulled at
it.

“What stiff little nipples you have, het
girl,” a voice sneered.

“She’s got a quick little tongue too,” Claire
said.

“You need to get her tongue out further
though, dear,” someone replied.

“She needs more practice,” another voice
piped up to laughter and snickers.

A finger circled the round little rosebud of
her anus, and she jerked helplessly against the bonds.

“Do you take man cocks in this little hole,
het girl?” a voice asked.

And then a finger slid slowly up into her
anus.

Her protests were muffled again as Claire
jammed her now sodden pussy against her mouth and ordered her to
lick.

Claire was grinding herself against Lisa’s
mouth harder and faster now, and Lisa could hear her breath growing
more ragged above her. There were three fingers in her pussy now,
pumping in and out as another stroked and rubbed at her clit, and
yet another pumped slowly in and out of her anus.

“Oh! Oh! Yes! Ungh!” Claire gasped, jamming
her pussy into Lisa’s face

Liquid sluiced out between her spasming sex
lips and poured over Lisa’s face and mouth a the blonde girl jammed
herself in hard and bucked against her.

And then her grip on Lisa’s hair loosened,
and she sagged against her. With a deep gasp of air she leaned back
and her fingers came away.

“That was nice,” she said.

She stepped away from Lisa. “But now I’m all
oily,” she said.

“The slut is covered in oil,” the redheaded
girl said as she kneaded Lisa’s breast.

“I’m going to have a shower.”

And Claire moved off behind her towards the
house, leaving Lisa bound and naked and helpless with the three
strange lesbian women, their eyes gleaming and smirking at her.

Her shame raced up once more as her eyes
darted wildly around her. Her arms and thighs were bound to the
arms of the chair as she slumped down, her legs spread lewdly wide.
All three girls were stroking and squeezing her body, and she
somehow did not know how to protest, how to order them to release
her.

And that sexual haze around her was growing
stronger and hotter, her pussy pulsing as the bald girl stroked her
clit, her breasts throbbing as the black girl and redhead massaged
and caressed and kneaded them.

Then the Black girl, Simone, rose with a
smile, and peeled her tank top up and off, baring her own breasts.
Lisa’s heart skipped a beat, and her pulse raced upwards. She had
to protest!

“I-I don’t… don’t want to,” she gulped.
“I… please untie me - .”

‘You don’t want to have sex with me?” Simone
demanded angrily. “What’s wrong with me!?”

“N-Nothing!” Lisa gasped, face burning. “I
don’t - I’m not - .”

“Are you some kind of racist?” Simone
demanded, skinning off her pants.

“No!”

“You don’t want to lick me because I’m Black,
right?”

“No! I-I’m not racist! I have nothing against
black people!”

“Then prove it,” Simone said, straddling the
chair and moving forward to press her sex against Lisa’s mouth.

“But - .”

And then Simone seized her hair and pressed
her pink sex against Lisa’s mouth, grinding it up and down as she
twisted her fingers. “Lick,” she ordered.

Lisa licked.

“Come on, little het girl, push that tongue
out farther. I want to feel it against my fucking cervix!” Simone
barked.

The other girls laughed and snickered.

The bald girl was now forcing a fourth finger
up into her straining, aching, throbbing pussy, and Lisa groaned
against the Black girl’s groin as her sex lips spread wider and
wider, aching with the pressure and strain.

The other girl was pushing a second finger
into her anus, and both of them were squeezing and kneading her
breasts.

Lisa could do nothing but lick desperately at
the Black girl’s pussy, lapping at her swollen clitoris, trying to
bring her off, to make her climax so she would – stop.

But the others weren’t stopping, and four
long fingers were now buried in her aching pussy. It felt amazing
to have them twisting and turning inside her like that. What was
more, the thumb was now curled up along the top of her sex, rubbing
at her well-oiled clitoris. Despite her shame and anxiety Lisa’s
body was beginning to shudder and spasm in response.

The Black girl came violently, gripping
Lisa’s head and jamming her face into her groin with such force she
thought she was trying to force her head up into her pussy. But
then she eased off with a sigh of relief. Almost as soon as she
stepped away the redhead, Shannon, straddled the chair, and Lisa
looked up helplessly as the nude girl smiled down at her and
pressed her sex against her mouth.

“Show me what you can do, sweetie,” she
cooed.

She combed her fingers gently through Lisa’s
hair, and Lisa began to resignedly lick at her pussy. Her mouth and
tongue were tired, but she was beginning to feel energized by the
sexual flood tide rolling through her. Ashamed and unnerved she
might well be, but her body was throbbing now with sexual desire,
and her mind was beginning to give way to it, to cast aside
inhibitions and give in to it.

When the redhead began to buck and roll her
hips she felt a surge of excitement and pride, as well as a deep
relief as she was finally able to rest her weary tongue. But then
Nicole eased her four fingers out from Lisa’s pussy and dropped her
pants, straddling the chair as the others hand, eyes gleaming
darkly as she jammed her pussy against Lisa’s mouth.

“Lick me, slut,” she barked.

Almost immediately two, then three fingers
slid back into her pussy as Lisa began to lick. Then a fourth eased
gently inside, to twist and turn slowly while the thumb stroked at
her clitoris.

The shaven haired girl’s pussy was bald, and
she had a ring through her clitoris, which somewhat shocked Lisa.
She let her tongue lap at her clit and set the little ring bouncing
and flipping as the bald girl dug her fingers into her scalp and
rode her face.

Lisa’s tongue was tired and sore now, her jaw
aching, but the bald girl rode her with energy and would not be
denied.

“Harder, slut!” she growled. “Lick my clit!
Lick it!”

Her fingers were harsh in Lisa’s hair, and
once she drew her hips back, glaring fiercely, and slapped Lisa’s
face before jamming her sex against her mouth again. Frightened,
Lisa licked as energetically as she could, ignoring her jaw’s pain
and discomfort. She was rewarded by a tightening grip on her head,
and a sudden furious grinding motion as the girl cursed and
came.

“Yeah! Fuck!” she cried.

She slid back, and Lisa was alone at last on
the chair, head fallen back against the back, chest heaving as she
groaned.

Simone sat on her left, Shannon on her right.
Nicole sat next to Shannon, staring at her with slitted eyes. “Fist
the slut,” she growled.

Shannon smiled and slipped to her knees,
leaning over the foot of the chair as she twisted her four fingers
inside Lisa. She drew them back a little and then pressed her thumb
in against them, forming a wedge as she drove them slowly forward
into Lisa’s pussy.

Lisa gasped as her sex lips stretched farther
and farther, and the ache turned to pain.

“D-Don’t!” she gasped.

“We want to please you as you have pleased
us,” Simone said, her hands gently kneading and massaging Lisa’s
slippery breasts.

“I-I … but… d-don’t!” she gasped.
“Y-You’re hurting – me!”

“Only for a bit, sweetie,” Shannon said,
“Then it will feel wonderful!”

“Want me to do it, bitch?” Nicole demanded.
“I’ll ram my fist up your cunt so deep it’ll come out your
mouth!”

“Oh! Oh please!” Lisa gasped, squirming and
twisting helplessly.

The pain bit into her, and yet she had not
yet fully understood what the three intended. It was only when the
pain was at its worse, when the knuckles of Shannon’s fingers were
slowly being forced through her taut sex opening that she
understood. She was momentarily stunned, and in that instant
Shannon was able to ease her knuckles through.

Lisa cried out in alarm and pain, but then
the pain began to ease as Shannon pushed her hand slowly through
her straining sex opening.

“Oh my God! Ohmygod! Oh! Oh please! Oh
don’t!”

She twisted and writhed against the ropes,
straining against them, and Simone leaned in, crushing her lips
with her own to silence her.

“Shhh,” Shannon whispered.

“Ram your fist up her cunt!” Nicole
growled.

“Unnggh! OhhhH!” she gasped, twisting her
head free.

The shocked young woman could only stare, her
eyes bulging, at the heel of Shannon’s hand as it passed through
her taut sex opening and disappeared into her body. Her pussy
opening felt a surge of relief as her labia eased a little more
closed, gripping Shannon’s wrist now.

Lisa’s head fell back again and she gulped in
air in deep, ragged breaths, eyes still wide as she felt the
woman’s entire hand pushing still deeper inside her groin, the
fingers caressing the walls of her sex, prodding and twisting
inside her.

“T-Take it out!” she gasped, panicked.

“I love the feel of your pussy around my
hand,” Shannon said.

Nicole gripped her hair, twisting her head to
one side, kissing her roughly as Simone fondled her breasts.
Shannon slowly worked her hand deeper, using the fingers of her
other hand to gently stroke across the girl’s engorged clitoris.
With her sex opening straining wide her clit felt even more
exposed, more sensitive, and her hips bucked helplessly against the
redhead’s fingers.

“Fucking slut,” Nicole growled. “You know you
love it.”

“D-Don’t!” Lisa panted. “Please! Oh! Oh!”

“Fist her cunt!” Nicole hissed.

Shannon’s hand turned slowly inside her as
the other two girls drew down to watch, and Lisa gulped in air in
quick, desperate pants, staring anxiously at the girl’s wrist
between her legs.

“Y-You’re going to damage me!” she
moaned.

“You can take a fucking fence post up there,
you cock loving whore!” Nicole snapped.

Again she gripped Lisa’s hair and yanked her
head back, crushing her lips down against Lisa’s, her mouth eating
at Lisa’s, her tongue thrusting in demandingly as her lips
worked.

Shannon’s fingers wriggled inside her,
caressing the walls of her pussy, her hand pushing ever deeper
until they finally reached the very bottom of her sex sleeve. Then,
one by one, her fingers slowly drew up and back into the palm of
her hand until she had formed a fat little fist deep inside Lisa’s
throbbing belly.

And then she pushed it deeper.

Lisa’s eyes fluttered and the air puffed into
her mouth as her eyes darted about. She stared in disbelief and
wonderment at Claire, who had reappeared, and was now holding a
camcorder up to her eyes as she recorded her.

“D-Don’t!” she begged.

Then she cried out as Shannon’s fist thrust
into her and jerked her attention back.

“Yeah! Do her!” Nicole growled.

Shannon eased her fist back, then pushed it
forward. Lisa’s sex tube was so tight it was difficult to move her
hand at all, but as she continued the girl’s vaginal muscles seemed
to ease up and she was able to pump her arm more quickly.

The sensation was – indescribable, and Lisa’s
head dropped back as she stared sightlessly into the sky,
hyperventilating, gulping and gasping, trembling and shaking,
moaning and whimpering as the girl’s arm and fist moved up and down
inside her abdominal cavity.

And at the same time Shannon continued to
stroke her clitoris as the other two kneaded her breasts and
twisted and pinched her nipples.

The orgasm rushed up around her, blossoming
up from the depths of her loins, growing and growing so that her
eyes widened and then her head jerked back violently, her back
arching, her hips bucking and shaking and lurching. She cried out,
and then again and again, arching, twisting, writhing as the orgasm
continued to grow in power and strength.

“Yeah! Look at cock girl come!”

Shannon’s fist and arm moved faster, and the
pain as the knuckles jammed into her cervix mixed with the shocking
sensations of pleasure as they moved back and forth within her.
Lisa had never felt anything like it. Her mind seemed to
disintegrate as the intense sensations swept over her in waves,
each wave forced up into her body by another deep thrust of
Shannon’s fist.

When the orgasm finally eased she collapsed
limply, gasping for breath, chest heaving, moaning dazedly as the
others laughed and taunted her.

And still it was not over. For as her
scattered mind fitted itself back together she felt a new sense of
shame and embarrassment at the four girls surrounding her. All were
now dressed once more, while she remained naked and bare to them.
Shannon’s fist was still buried in her belly as the others made
suggestions to her in how hard and how deep to push it.

Lisa could only moan weakly, especially when
Claire produced a vibrator and they touched it to her clitoris. The
sensations were too intense, and she gasped aloud and begged them
to stop, but they only laughed. And as Shannon began pumping her
fist in and out the sensations mounted until another immense orgasm
rolled through her, and then another, and another, until her guts
ached and her chest burned and her vision grew blurred from lack of
breath.
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Lisa felt uneasy and self conscious after
that. She was wary around Claire, as much because of her own
embarrassing lack of self control as anything the blonde girl might
do to her. Yet she seemed unable to deny the blonde girl anything.
Or at least, her denials were too meek, and the blonde too
insistent, and Lisa could not seem to find the strength of will to
really refuse.

She usually wore her long hair straight, but
she let Claire persuade her to curl it, or at least, to crimp it so
it was a mass of loose ringlets spilling down around face and over
her shoulders. It looked – nice, she thought, actually it looked
quite sensuous, and a little exotic, like a Spanish dancer.

And, in fact, the little leather mini and
tight blue button down top did seem to go nicely with her hair.
They were a bit tight, of course, since they were Claire’s, but
they looked quite nice. As did the high heels. But she didn’t
really want to go outside that night, especially wearing them, even
though Claire persisted in telling her how much fun they could have
and how it was dark at the club anyway.

And so they wound up at the club, a place
she’d never seen before, and it was indeed quite dark, though
lights spilled out from all directions, in all colors. The noise
was overwhelming, with a loud pounding music and the many shouted
voices trying to rise above it in conversation.

And as Claire pulled her through the crowd it
did not really occur to her at first that there were no men
present. Perhaps because a number of the women looked, at least in
the dim light, as if they were men.

And certainly all the women at the table were
friendly, even very friendly. As she drank – whatever it was Claire
got her, a sugary concoction of some sort, she began to enjoy
herself and feel increasingly at ease and pleasant.

It did not seem terribly strange that the
woman on her left side combed her fingers through Lisa’s long hair
again and again, telling her how beautiful and silky it was. It did
not seem strange that the woman on her right had her hand on Lisa’s
leg, stroking gently up and down against her thigh, fingers rising
occasionally to slip just below the hem of her short mini. It did
not seem odd that one of the women, returning to the table, kissed
her full on the lips before taking her seat.

There was a lot of dancing, and the dancing
was wild, sexual, and fun, with women flashing other women, and
others kissing and groping each other playfully. And Lisa laughed
with the others. She was only slightly disconcerted, and then only
briefly, when the woman on her left squeezed her breast through her
top. And she made no effort to push away the woman on her left who
suggested she undo a few of the top buttons.

And when she was pulled to her feet by Claire
she danced as Claire did, as the others did, rolling her hips to
the music, letting her body undulate in time to the rhythm,
shimmying and grinding her hips. She exchanged long, moist kisses
with Claire, laughing happily, her eyes a little glassy, the room
swaying just a bit around her.

She didn’t even remember taking off her top.
But she was terribly overheated, sweating, and the coolness on her
skin felt good. And she felt a brazen sense of pleasure and
excitement as the nearby women all hotted and whistled and made
appreciative comments. She giggled and felt cat-like, preening
under their admiration, playing to it. For what girl didn’t enjoy
being complimented, being admired?

But it did feel very hot, very sexy, to be
dancing topless, her pert breasts moving as she moved, her erect
nipples sparkling as the air flowed over them. She laughed out loud
when one of the women grabbed her around the waist and
ostentatiously sucked and chewed on her left nipple.

“Take it off! Take it off! Take it off!” the
girls shouted, hooted and clapped.

Someone reached out and unzipped her skirt,
and Lisa laughed dazedly, rolling her hips, taunting them, teasing
them, getting more aroused. She shimmied her hips and let the skirt
drop down, hardly remembering why or when she had decided - or had
it been her? - not to weary panties or bra.

And so, naked but for her high heels, basking
in the delight and approval and lust of dozens of watching women,
she continued to dance, sliding her hands up and down her body,
sliding her tongue along her lower lip, arching her back and
rolling her head.

She stumbled. Someone caught her, and,
laughing, she found herself sitting across the woman’s lap. Her
head was tilted back and someone was kissing her. Someone was
fondling her breasts, and a hand was between her legs, fingers
probing at her sex.

The sexual heat seemed to sizzle around her,
and she moaned in dazed pleasure. And then she was coming, crying
out, writhing and twisting and arching her back as fingers plunged
deep into her fiery hot sex.

Bottles and ashtrays were swept aside, and
arms lifted her up onto the table. She lay back, moaning, the bar
spinning around her as her legs were spread wide. She hardly
noticed the woman whose face moved in between her legs. But soon
her hips were rolling and her body was writhing and twisting, her
back arching, and she was gasping and moaning and panting for
breath as the sex heat rolled through her.

A sea of hungry eyes and laughing faces
surrounded her, and again she bathed in their admiration, feeling a
wicked exhibitionistic glee at exposing herself to them all. And
then they all disappeared as someone climbed onto the table and
straddled her face, and all she could see were a pair of thighs and
the pussy of the woman jamming her sex down against her mouth.

She licked until her jaw and tongue wore out
and she could lick no more. One woman followed another in a blurry,
endless succession, the hubbub of shouts, laughter and jeers
filling the air, along with the continued pounding beat of the
music. And through it all her body throbbed with sexual heat as the
women took turns licking and tonguing and sucking and fingering her
oversensitive pussy.

Climax after climax ripped through the dazed
girl, and she cried out in pleasure. After a while, she had no idea
how long, her mind began to clear a bit, the fog dissipating, and
she blinked dazedly around her, trying to understand what had
happened, what was happening. She was – she was naked? Why was she
naked? What was – going on?

The crowd had eased around them by then, and
she moaned as she tried to talk, her jaw aching. Hands pulled her,
turned her, slid her down off the table. Her rubbery legs gave way
and her head lolled, but strong arms supported her, then pushed her
forward until her hips were pressed to the edge of the table, then
she was allowed to sag again, laying belly down across the cold
wood, moaning, her cheek flat against the top, drooling.

Hands spread her legs, and she groaned as she
felt herself penetrated, heard laughter. She did not see the large
woman standing behind her, the large, strap-on dildo protruding
from between her legs. But she felt the dildo thrusting into her
soft, moist pussy, felt the woman’s hips as they began to hit her
bottom, felt her hands as they slid up and down her bare back, then
slid beneath her to knead her breasts.

She raised her head, eyes blinking. Her body
was jerking in time to the woman’s thrusting, the table rocking
beneath her. She moaned and tried to understand. Around her were
women, none of whom she recognized, most sitting, drinking,
smirking at her, chatting to each other.

A hand slipped between her thighs and fingers
began to stroke across her clitoris. She shuddered, and as the
pumping continued she felt the sexual heat rushing up around her.
The first glimmerings of embarrassment and anxiety were beginning
to appear in her fuzzy mind, but they were washed away as the
climax tore through her, and she cried out again and again as the
big dildo rammed into her belly.

* * * *

“Come on, you’re not mad are you?”

Lisa glared at the blonde girl, then dropped
her eyes back to her book.

She was on her bed, wearing shorts and
t-shirt, reading as Claire leaned against the door frame.

“You had fun. Everyone had fun. What’s the
harm?”

“Fuck you.”

Claire sighed dramatically and slouched
forward to lean against her dresser.

“Okay, I’m sorry. I apologize. I shouldn’t
have done it.”

“You drugged me!”

“Only a little,” Claire said
apologetically.

Lisa glowered at her again.

“I said I was sorry! I am sorry.”

She came and sat on the bed. “Look, I know it
was wrong. It’s just that… you’re so gorgeous, Lisa, so
beautiful, so sensual, and I guess… I guess I wanted to show you
off, to make everyone jealous about what a hot, sexy lover I
had.”

“I am not your lover!” Lisa snapped, though
she regretted it when Claire’s face looked hurt. “Look, you and I
had some… fun. Okay, fine. But I told you I’m straight. I like
men. I don’t really feel anything for women - .”

Claire snorted derisively.

“And I don’t appreciate being used like some
slut by complete strangers!”

“I thought you would like it,” Claire said.
“I thought you would see that women can be fun too.”

“Fine. But I’m not a wild slut! You didn’t
have to drug me and give me to strangers!”

“I know. I didn’t plan to! It just… things
kind of got away from me.”

“Well no more. We’re roommates, that’s all.
No more sex.”

“I understand,” Claire said sadly. “It’ll be
hard. You’re so hot and sexy. But I’ll stop bothering you. I
promise to respect your wishes.”

Lisa nodded and turned back to her book,
ignoring the girl until she left her room. She felt slightly
guilty, then angry because she had nothing to feel guilty about.
She had been abused! She had virtually been gang raped, even if it
was by lesbians. It was hard to think about gang rape with
lesbians, but, she told herself, that was what it was. Sort of. It
had not contained the elements of fear that she would have expected
such a thing to bring, and she felt little trauma now, though her
face grew hot whenever she thought back to those fuzzy, dazed
moments.

It was also true, however, that she felt a
twinge of heat, of arousal, of wicked, even gleeful excitement and
awe at what she had done, at what had been done to her. Thank God
she knew none of those people! Yet the memories were so - vivid -
and so - hot - that she often felt her fingers creeping towards her
groin as they played out.

God! Fuck! She had danced naked in front of a
roomful of lesbians! Naked! And they had pawed her and fondled her
openly, and then – . She shuddered and her mind shied away from
it.

Over the next couple of weeks Claire seemed
to keep her promise and respected her wishes. There was no more
groping or fondling, no more sexual comments or requests, no more
hot, steamy looks or suggestions. Lisa began to relax and feel more
comfortable. Claire was, after all, a funny, quick witted girl, and
generally fun to be around.

She looked up one morning and blinked at the
camera flash in her face.

“Warn me next time.”

“You know I like candids. They’re more
real.”

“So’s my hair falling around my face,” Lisa
said, bushing it back.

“That’s what I mean.”

Claire had taken many pictures of her. She
was taking a photography course, and Lisa knew she was very
photogenic. She had never really minded. Many of the pictures had
turned out very nice and even artsy, and she had kept them.

Claire sat down with a sigh, and then gave
her a reluctant look.

“What?”

“Can I ask you something without you getting
mad?”

Lisa looked back suspiciously and Claire
handed her an assignment sheet. It was for nude modeling.

“Forget it.”

“It won’t actually show anything, Lisa!”

“Oh right!”

“No, really. Look!”

She eagerly showed her a photography book,
filled with tasteful nudes.

“This is the kind of thing I’m looking at,”
she said, pointing at one picture.

The model was nude, but kneeling, and the
picture was taken from the side. Her arm was across her breasts, so
really, nothing was showing.

“And this.”

Another picture showed the girl sitting on
the floor, her knees drawn up in front of her. Again, nothing was
really shown.

They were beautiful pictures, and Lisa found
her resistance weakening.

“It’s only for class. And they’re very
classy. Even the ones that do show. Look at this.”

This one was of a woman, nude, back arched.
The play of shadows across her body was lovely, and with her head
pulled back she was anonymous.

“I don’t know,” she said.

“Who else am I going to ask?”

“One of your lesbian friends?” Lisa
sniffed.

Claire gave a little laugh. “The truth is,
most of them don’t have very good bodies, or the ones who do are
shy, or have tattoos or blemishes or scars. Your body is –
perfect.”

“Please.” Lisa sniffed.

“No, honestly, Lisa. You have a perfect body.
Your skin is flawless. I’m not trying to come on to you, and I will
be quite - professional about the photos. I promise.”

The idea was not without appeal. The girls
looked beautiful, sexy, seductive, like gorgeous goddesses.”

“Nobody sees the pictures but your
teacher?”

“Well, and the class, but you don’t know any
of them. And nobody gets any negatives, and I keep all
pictures.”

Lisa shook her head reluctantly. “I don’t
know… I’d rather not.”

But of course, Claire kept up, and soon she
was agreeing, reluctantly, but with a sense of excitement too.

She was going to use a disc camera, and Lisa
could approve every picture, deleting any she thought unflattering
or crude.

And so they began, first with Lisa in various
stages of undress. Then she posed nude, taking poses similar to
those in the book, which showed little or nothing to the camera.
She gazed at the pictures in the little camera’s window, then on
the computer screen, and was excited and delighted at how sensual
she looked.

They moved onto different pictures, and she
arched her back, brought her arms up, and turned her head away as
the camera flashed and flashed again. She bent over and spread her
legs, though with reluctance, as it didn’t seem to be that artful.
But she was feeling somewhat aroused now. Being nude and posing for
pictures - pictures taken by Claire - had made her pussy begin to
warm and moisten.

Again she examined the pictures, and found
them delicious, provocative, yet anonymous, for they did not
include her face.

“You have a great ass,” Claire said, looking
at one of the pictures on her computer screen.

She did have a great ass, Lisa thought
smugly. More importantly, her face was not in the picture. In any
of the pictures, at least, not clearly.

She felt more relaxed, less wary, and the
sexual tingling between her legs made her feel more open to
suggestion.

“I want to try something different.”

“Okay,” she said.

She shifted her weight from foot to foot, the
tiles cold against her bare skin, and held her left arm with her
right hand, feeling the heat of her breasts against her right arm
as she squeezed them up a little. She was finding herself more and
more aroused with being a nude model, and watched Claire delve into
the back of the closet with some anticipation, wondering what she
would bring out next.

It was rope, a lot of it, black rope. And
Lisa blinked in surprise as Claire brought it over and dumped it in
a heap at her feet, then sorted through it, pulling out shorter
lengths.

“Turn around,” she said.

Lisa felt a little quiver of excitement in
her groin as she obeyed.

“Cross your wrists at the small of your
back.”

“Uhm, okay,” Lisa said.

She felt the rope circling one wrist. It was
quite soft, and she stood still, obediently pushing her crossed
wrists out a little at Claire’s instruction as the rope was looped
around each wrist very carefully, then cinched tight. She inhaled
sharply at the final tug her friend made, feeling the ropes going
tight around her wrists, knowing that her hands were now firmly
bound behind her back.

“Excellent,” she heard Claire say.

She pulled experimentally and found, as
expected, that her wrists were locked together.

“Kinky,” she said with an awkward little
laugh which sought to hide her excitement.

Yet she felt a little wary, as well, and even
more aroused. Claire had tied her up during many of their sexual
games, after all, and her body and mind both remembered the heat
and pleasure.

“Stylish,” Claire corrected with a sniff.

She stepped back and picked up her camera,
and Lisa stood still as she snapped pictures from behind her from
different angles.

“Turn slowly towards me.”

Lisa obeyed as the flash continued to light
her pale skin up, pulling at the ropes, her chest rising and
falling more heavily now as Claire took snap after snap.

“Drop your chin low. You’re a resigned
prisoner.”

She dropped her chin, and the camera flashed
repeatedly.

“Kneel.”

Lisa got down on her knees and Claire moved
slowly around her taking pictures.

“Sit on your heels, and pull your knees
together, Lisa,” Claire said.

Lisa obeyed, rolling her head a little,
twisting her shoulders as she pulled at the ropes, trying to look
helpless and forlorn, pouting for the camera.

“Keep your back straight,” Claire said a
little sharply.

Lisa straightened.

“Now spread your knees wide apart.”

Feeling a little thrill in her loins, Lisa
obeyed as the blonde girl moved around her, the picture snapping
again and again. Her pussy felt even more bare as she watched
Claire get down on her knees in front of her, then on her belly,
snapping again and again.

“Okay, now I want to try something new.”

She put the camera down and gripped Lisa’s
shoulders, pulling her forward, helping her ease down onto her
shoulders.

“Keep your legs spread.”

“This is really slutty,” Lisa said, both
excited and a little dubious.

“Nonsense.”

Claire tied rope around her ankles and spread
them wider, but didn’t tie the ropes to anything.

“Keep your butt high.”

She snapped picture after picture, and Lisa’s
belly trembled at the thought of the pictures which would show her
bare little pussy slit and her bottom so open and naked. Still,
they wouldn’t have her face in them.

Claire walked over the closet and then left
the room. Lisa raised her head a little, wondering if she should
continue to maintain her position, and regretting her hands were
tied so she could not reach back and finger herself.

Claire returned, and Lisa gasped at the sight
of the dildos she was holding.

“Claire!”

“Oh please. It’s not like you’re a
virgin.”

She knelt behind the girl and then leaned
over her, thrusting one of the dildos at her mouth.

“Here, lick it a little to get it wet.”

“But I - mmmph.”

Her words of protest were muffled as the
dildo slid into her mouth. She rolled her eyes up and back towards
where the blonde knelt as the head of the dildo pressed against the
inside of one cheek, then slid along the roof of her mouth before
pulling back out.

“Jesus, Claire!”

Claire chuckled, and ran her finger up and
down Lisa’s slit.

“I don’t think this really needs much
lubrication. You’re already wet, little slut.”

She slapped her bottom and Lisa yelped, then
inhaled sharply as the head of the dildo was pressed against her
sex. She could immediately feel her own moisture as well, and
fought to keep still, to keep silent as the dildo slowly pushed her
moist, swollen sex lips in and then back as it sought entrance to
her pussy.

“I-It’s b-big!” she gulped.

“This is my favorite dildo,” Claire said. “It
really fills the slutty het girls up.”

Lisa gasped as she felt her sex lips spread
even wider, felt the tension and strain as they were stretched out.
She knew she should protest, should call off the picture taking,
knew that these were not the kinds of pictures any photography
course would call for. But she was aroused and excited, and thought
with excitement about how slutty and wild the pictures would be.
And since they were from behind, her face wouldn’t be in them.

“God! How thick is it!”

Claire only chuckled, and then the head was
through her opening and sliding deeper into her pussy. She pressed
her lips firmly together, trying to assume a non-challance she did
not feel as she felt the dildo slowly pushing through the soft,
tight folds of her sex, driving deep into her belly.

“It’ll make a more erotic picture, being as
thick as it is,” Claire said.

“Oh!” she gasped as the head jammed against
her cervix. “It’s too long!”

“It’s not going all the way in. I want a bit
to stick out anyway.”

Then she let go and stepped back. Lisa fought
to keep her breath steady as the camera snapped and snapped again,
the blonde girl moving from one side of her to the other, then back
behind her once more. She wondered how much of the big dildo was
sticking out of her. She felt stuffed, her pussy aching, yet
pleasantly, throbbing deliciously.

Her face was a little pink as Claire stopped
and moved behind her again. She pulled the dildo out entirely, then
set it on the floor on its base, taking several more pictures.

“Okay, kneel above it.”

She helped Lisa back up onto her knees and
put the big dildo between her legs as she knelt on the floor. She
snapped several pictures of her kneeling like that, and Lisa,
looking down, felt a surge of heat as she saw that the dildo was
pointed directly at her bare little slit.

“Sink down.”

She should say no. She should object. She
should call it off. All of that went through her mind but even as
it did her knees were sliding a little further apart on the floor,
and her pussy lips were pressing down against the head of the
dildo. And then they were being forced in and back and spreading
apart as the camera snapped and snapped again. She groaned softly
as she spread her legs still wider, as she sank down deeper onto
the thick, stiff cock.

“Okay, wait a moment.”

Lisa halted, several inches of the dildo
inside her, her pussy throbbing around it. She watched as Claire
tied the soft rope around her legs just behind the knees, then
eased them farther and then farther apart so that she sank several
more inches onto the fat dildo.

After snapping a few more pictures she stood
behind her and Lisa felt her fingers combing through her hair, then
gathering it up from the center of her head and twisting it into a
thick braid. Then she drew over a chair and reached up high above
her. Lisa tilted her head back to watch as she hung a rope from a
ring she had not noticed there, then dropped back to the floor and
lifted her braided hair. She pulled it hard enough to make Lisa
wince and straighten her back, then tied it together with the
rope.

With the chair pushed back, she snapped more
pictures.

“This will look really erotic,” she said.

She bent before her and held up a dark
leather and plastic ring.

“Open your mouth wide.”

She squeezed her fingers against Lisa’s jaw
as Lisa tried to open it as wide as possible. The ring was slipped
inside and pulled into position at the front of her mouth, right
between her gums just behind her teeth. A thick strap was then
pulled around her head and fastened in behind.

“Hot,” Claire said, looking down at her and
snapping more pictures.

Lisa felt a little silly, really, with her
mouth wide open. But then Claire showed her another part of the
gag. This was a thick cock-like rubber plug which fit neatly
through the ring. It squeezed her tongue down and filled her mouth,
and pushed in deep, just shy of gagging her, in fact. A pair of
snaps attached it to the ring, and Lisa could do nothing but make
muffled moans.

“Excellent! These are so sexy!” she panted,
moving around and around the tightly bound girl and snapping
pictures.

Lisa made a noise behind the gag. She had to
keep her back very straight to prevent the rope from pulling on her
hair. Turning her head was difficult, too, but she thought the
pictures would be very hot indeed.

Nasty, though.

“Okay, I want to try something else,” Claire
said.

She knelt behind her and Lisa felt her wrists
being unbound. This was reassuring, though Claire told her not to
move. She kept her right wrist tied, holding onto it, gently
lifting it up higher behind her back, up between Lisa’s shoulder
blades. Then she fed the rope over Lisa’s left shoulder, around the
base of her neck, and back over her right shoulder and down. Then
she took Lisa’s left wrist and gently forced it up and back between
her shoulder blades too.

This began to hurt, and Lisa moaned a
complaint into the gag.

“I know. It will look so intense, though,
Lisa!” Claire said. “Just a little more. You just need to stretch a
little, to get used to it.”

She worked Lisa’s arm up and down, up and
down, massaging it and her shoulder. And it did seem to ease the
strain as she was finally able to get Lisa’s hand up next to her
right. Still she was not finished. Taking another loop of black
rope she pulled it around Lisa’s arms just above the elbows and
then slowly began to tighten the loop, forcing her arms back
towards each other.

Again Lisa groaned into the gag, and again
Claire spoke soothingly and reassuringly and enthusiastically about
how sexy the shot would be. Lisa had always found their bondage
games to be quite intensely exciting and arousing, and so she was
willing to go through the discomfort as her pussy began to heat up
further around the dildo.

She gasped and moaned again into the gag, her
arms forced even further back, her shoulders aching and straining.
But she was a lithe, athletic girl, and when she felt her arms
actually touch she felt a hot surge of steamy heat roll up her
spine.

More pictures, more flashing lights, and then
Claire moved over to the desk, sitting down behind the computer,
going about the business of opening the disks and transferring them
to the screen.

Lisa, of course, knelt in place, panting with
the discomfort of her strained arms, perspiring a little, hot,
excited, flushed with anticipation and arousal.

Her scalp was stinging. It was hard to keep
her back so straight, and hard to keep her knees, which were spread
wide, from sliding even wider, especially as a sheen of sweat began
to appear over her body.

Where was Claire?

She could not turn her head to look behind
her. She wondered how long she was going to be, how long before she
untied her and changed the shot.

Finally the blonde girl appeared, and to
Lisa’s relief, removed the rope from her hair. Lacking that force,
however, not only did her back sag but her knees slid further
apart, and she sank deeper onto the dildo. It was high in her
quivering belly now, and the muscles and tendons in her groin were
beginning to strain as her knees spread even further apart.

“Up. Up a bit.”

Claire pulled on her braid to lift her up and
Lisa winced, then saw a second dildo in her hand. It was similar to
the first, fat, long, and with a flat base to support it on the
floor. She set it down next to the first, and as she drew in the
head Lisa felt it sliding along the crevice between her buttocks,
then prodding at her little rosebud anus.

She shook her head weakly, but the dildo slid
just inside, and then, as Claire eased her pull on her hair, her
somewhat tired body began to sink down onto it. She gasped as it
sank into her anal opening, and held herself in place. For her back
hole was not used to being penetrated, let alone quickly. She gave
Claire an accusing look, yet it was tinged with heat.

It took her a couple of minutes, but soon she
had sank almost all the way down onto both dildos, her knees wide,
her buttocks sitting on her heels. More pictures were snapped as
Claire moved all around her, sometimes laying on her belly to snap
close ups.

Then she pulled on Lisa’s hair, forcing her
head back, back further, forcing her back to arch. She pulled on
her hair until Lisa was looking almost straight upright, then
fiddled with it, tying it somehow. Lisa couldn’t see, of course,
and moaned into the gag as she was forced into the awkward
position.

Then Claire bounded up and again Lisa
couldn’t see very well, but the blonde was doing something in front
of her. A moment later she felt a pinching at her left nipple, a
tightening of something, a pulling, and she gasped at the sting as
her stiff nipple was pulled forward, up and forward.

Claire showed her a small black string with a
loop in it, then winked and disappeared. A moment later Lisa felt
another pinching, another pulling, and her other nipple was pulled
up and out and held taut, stinging and taut, throbbing and taut.
She thought about the picture, the image, and her pussy throbbed
and squeezed down on the dildo inside her.

“Look at this. Isn’t it hot?”

Claire held the camera over her head, and
Lisa stared at the little picture window showing images of herself
taken from the sides and front and back. It was hard, and in most
cases impossible to really identify it as her, which Claire was
quick to point out.

“We could put this on the Internet. Nobody
would know it was you.”

She disappeared again, back to the computer.
Lisa’s arms and shoulders ached and throbbed, and her groin felt
taut and stiff and straining, for she was almost doing the splits
now. It was also difficult to keep her balance with her head back
so far, yet the strings pulled stingingly against her nipples
whenever she went back too far. She was covered in a sheen of sweat
now, and panting through her nose as she chewed on the rubbery
gag.

This was so fucking hot!

Her skin grew more sweaty, and her buttocks
slipped down off her sore heels. She groaned a little, for her legs
were held so far apart by the ropes now that her pussy was almost
touching the floor, and so both dildos were jammed high inside her
belly. The one up her ass in particular was giving her cramps.

She saw Claire moving in her peripheral
vision and her eyes rolled sideways to try to follow her. Then the
girl knelt and disappeared from sight. But Lisa felt a jerking on
the rope bound to her leg and felt a mild sense of relief that the
girl was undoing it. Instead, though, she felt the rope tighten,
pulling her knee even further back, straining the tendons in her
groin even harder as her legs were forced further open.

She moaned and bit into the gag, but could do
nothing to really protest, not even shake her head.

The woman swept past her and knelt again, and
again she felt the rope around her other leg pulling harder,
forcing her knee even wider. Her groin burned from the strain and
ache now, her knees almost completely pulled out to either
side.

Then she felt a touch between her legs, and a
moment later Claire’s tongue began to lap at her exposed clitoris.
Her first thought was that the blonde had broken her word, but Lisa
was only mildly upset at that, for wave after wave of sensual
pleasure rolled through her belly, and a tremendous climax
followed.

She moaned, her breath loud as she felt the
heat baking her. The orgasm had faded, yet she felt overheated,
sweating like a pig. She could not move, could not turn her head.
Her arms and shoulders ached, her thighs burned, and her nipples
were on fire. She would have clenched her teeth had she been able.
Instead she bit into the rubber filling her mouth and forcing her
tongue down.

Her back was beginning to ache, too, for she
had been forced into an unnatural position, with her back arched
sharply and her head pulled back.

Where was Claire, she wondered, blinking
sweat out of her eyes.

Time passed, and her back ached terribly. Her
shoulders felt as if her arms were coming out. Her nipples were
pinpoints of fire.

Where was Claire!?

Sweat poured down her body, down across her
taut breasts, down her heaving belly. She moaned into the gag,
straining horribly. Tears of frustration prickled at her eyes. Yet
more time passed, and she could not even measure it. It seemed
forever.

Where was Claire!!?

She moaned exhaustedly, whimpering. Her ears
strained to hear the sound of Claire’s movement, but detected
nothing.

Time passed.

Lisa began to sway, but every time she moved
forward or to the side she was brought up short by her hair, and
pinpricks of pain stabbed into her scalp. Every time she swayed
back or to the sides the string bound around her aching, swollen
nipples tugged painfully sharply.

She was so tired. So very tired and so sore.
The room was in near darkness. When had the sun gone down? She
moaned and whimpered but moved hardly at all except to tremble.

Her back ached. Her neck ached. Her nipples
burned. Her shoulders and arms were numb, her groin flamed. And
then, it was as if it all sort of slowly faded away, as if she hit
a wall, like the joggers wall she had heard talked about, as if all
the aches melded into one and then kind of faded. She felt a
strange sense of energy, a kind of floating sensation. It was pitch
black, and she felt as if she floated.

By then it was almost instinctive for her to
keep her position. Yet when she felt something soft and warm and
wet against her clitoris her body jerked sharply. She quivered and
strained and moaned, her eyes blinking helplessly. Suddenly, she
felt the tight, biting pull of the string around her right nipple
loosen, and then a moment later she bit into the thick gag as her
nipple burned ferociously. An instant later the loop around her
other nipple was tugged free, and again she felt a terrible burning
sensation.

Soft hands eased her back, and she felt a
wrenching in her spine, then a sense of relief that was both
painful and ecstatic as she was allow to straighten up a little.
She was laid back, in the dark, on the floor. Her knees were still
held wide, her arms now beneath her, propping her back up. Her head
fell back behind so that her back was still arched somewhat, but
now she was comparatively at rest.

She could turn her head from side to side,
could roll her hips and turn her shoulders, and it felt –
glorious!

And now the sharp pain in her nipples was
easing, and a sense of wonderful relief was flowing into them,
along with a sense of pins and needles - which was very, very odd
to feel in the nipples.

It was still pitch black. She could see
nothing. And her head hung back as she lay awkwardly on her arms.
She felt hands caressing her sweating flesh, then lips and mouths
on her breasts, tongues licking across her nipples. Each lick made
her body jerk from the intensity of the sensations rushing through
her.

Then another soft tongue at her sex, licking
at her clitoris. Lisa moaned, her head rolling from side to side,
her body beginning to quiver as the sensations turned sexual and
began to spawn wild sexual impulses that set her nerve endings
crackling and snapping with energy. A tremendous orgasm washed over
her, causing her to scream into the gag, to writhe and buck and
twist as her nervous system convulsed.

Another hit, and another, and Lisa moaned and
writhed and twisted as convulsions wracked her sweating, aching
body. And then something, a fabric, a blindfold was wrapped around
her eyes. Her knees were at last unbound, and she was lifted in
several pair of arms and carried - somewhere.

She was so – tired, so very tired, and ached
all over. What was going on?!

 


 


 



Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


She was dropped - somewhere. Someone ran soft
hands over her body, then spread her legs. She lay half on her
side, her arms still bound up tight behind her. The dildos had now
been jammed almost fully into her sweating body. Her little round
rosebud in back had almost closed behind the bottom of one, while
her sex lips were held partly open by the base of the other. Now
someone spread her legs and she felt something soft and warm
pressed against her groin. It was another woman, shaved – Claire? –
sliding her sex in against Lisa’s, rubbing and grinding them
together.

She moaned dully as eager hands stroked and
squeezed her breasts. Her body rolled slightly in time to the
grinding, humping motions as the woman jammed their shaven pussies
together again and again. She could hear a harsh panting, and a
soft grunting from the person using her body. The grinding motion
grew more energetic, the breathing more ragged, then she felt a
warm body pressing against her, breast to breast, belly to belly.
Then it was gone.

Her legs were pulled together, and soft rope
wound around her ankles again and again and again, then tied off.
She lay on her side, dazed, exhausted, sore, and a part of her
slept. Yet it was not a restful sleep. Her arms and shoulders still
ached, and she drifted in and out of sleep.

Still, she was revived somewhat.

What – what – ?

She could not see, and after long moments of
confusion she realized something was covering her eyes. She tried
to reach for it and could not, remembering, realizing,
understanding confusion. Her arms and shoulders were numb and yet
ached dully. Her jaw ached as well, forced apart around the thick
gag.

Claire!

She writhed weakly, feeling her ankles bound,
and moaned into the gag.

What time – ?

She wriggled a little more energetically,
feeling irritation, then anger. She rolled, then rolled back.

She was starving. She was parched. She ached
everywhere. Where was Claire? Stupid bitch! How could she have
trusted that filthy whore!?

Then, suddenly, a hand on her belly made her
start. She yelled into the gag, angry, accusing, demanding, but the
hand merely slid up her body, exploring her rounded curves and
folds, kneading and squeezing her breasts.

It was a large, rough hand, she realized,
feeling another surge of anger combined with embarrassment. It was
not Claire! Who then? The big Black woman, Simone? She tried to
remember if her hands had felt this rough. Was it someone else,
some woman she didn’t even know, perhaps some construction worker
dyke from the club? She was going to kill Claire!

“Niiiiice,” a male voice said.

Lisa froze, a shock-wave rolling through her
mind

“Woah,” another male voice said. “She is
hot!”

Weight on the bed showed the two men sitting,
and behind the blindfold Lisa’s eyes were huge as she stared
blindly towards their voices, her head wrenched around. She
flinched and twisted helplessly as their hands roamed her body,
moaning into the gag, stunned at the enormity of what was
happening.

Surely Claire wouldn’t have done this! Surely
she wouldn’t betray her like this!

“Oh man, is that her?” yet another male voice
called from across the room.

Behind the blindfold Lisa’s face burned, and
she tried to yell through the gag, tried to twist away from their
fondling, groping hands.

A third pair of hands joined the first two
roaming and groping her, and her twisting served only to exhaust
her as they enjoyed the soft texture of her skin, the fullness of
her breasts, and her well rounded little bottom.

“Fucking A!” one of them groaned.

“What a hot slut!” another said.

“Man, these sorority girls are kinky sluts,”
the third voice said.

“Hey, baby, I’ll initiate you any time,” one
of them said with a laugh.

They rolled her over and their hands worked
at the ropes binding her ankles, then freed them. Lisa tried to
kick out, but it was a useless effort as her legs were seized
quickly in several pair of hands and spread wide. She whimpered in
shame and shock as several hands darted in to stroke, squeeze and
fondle her bare sex. They found the dildo in her pussy and laughed,
then pried it loose and began to use it, pumping it in and out.

“I love these shaved beavers,” one of them
said.

“Yeah, you don’t get no hair in your teeth,”
said another.

“Fuck that shit. I’m just gonna ram my cock
up her snatch.”

“Looks nice, anyway. You won’t get lost when
you’re drunk.”

They laughed and joked with each other as
they made free with her body, and Lisa could do nothing but moan
and yell weakly into the gag as they discussed who would be
first.

She was rolled onto her back and a heavy male
body slid between her thighs, holding them open. She felt his
fingers rubbing up and down the length of her slit, and tried
frantically to shake her head no, to indicate to them that she was
not there willingly, but either they did not understand or didn’t
care.

A tongue licked along her bare slit.

“Go for the clit, man,” someone advised.

“Hey, don’t rush me, asshole. I know what I’m
doing.”

Hands continued to glide up and down her
body, squeezing and kneading her breasts as the tongue lapped up
and down her slit, and finger spread her sex lips open.

“The bitch downstairs said we could do
anything we wanted to her. We don’t gotta warm her up or
anything.”

“I like them warmed up.”

A mouth moved to her breast now, a tongue
licking at her nipple, then lips closing around it as someone
sucked and chewed lightly. The tongue between her legs licked its
way up towards her clit and circled it slowly and teasingly. Then
the dildo was pulled free and a finger, slick with saliva, pushed
into her pussy and began to pump in and out.

“I wouldn’t mind fucking that blonde
bitch.”

“Forget it, man, she’s a dyke through and
through.”

“You think this one is too?”

“Maybe. Maybe she’s punishing her.”

“Yeah, well, we’ll show her how good a cock
feels inside her pussy.”

“Yeah, well, why should she have all the
fun?”

Fingers worked at the gag, discovered the
clips holding the rubber in, and pulled it out.

“This is neat,” a male voice said in amused
approval. “Hey, you could stick anything you wanted in here and the
slut can’t do anything about it!”

As if to prove it his fingers slid through
the ring and rubbed against Lisa’s tongue. She tried to talk, but
it was impossible as his fingers moved around inside her.

“I got something better than a finger to put
in there,” another voice said.

“Hey, after me, man.”

The fingers were withdrawn, and Lisa tried to
speak, but her jaw was stiff and frozen from having been forced
wide and held in place for so long, and it was still held wide by
the ring. All she could manage was a slurred protest which was very
quickly silenced when her head was turned sideways and a warm, hard
cock slid through the ring and over her tongue.

“Suck cock, baby!” a gleeful male voice
demanded.

Lisa tried to twist her head away but they
were having none of it. The cock thrust deeper, the head jamming
against the inside of her cheek.

“Come on, bitch. Suck it or I’ll shove it
down your throat.”

Her nipple was pinched hard, and Lisa yelped,
then as the cock pushed forward and threatened to enter her throat
she resignedly began to suck, sliding her tongue along the
underside.

“That’s it, baby. Suck that cock.”

Lisa was angry, but not as frightened as she
would have expected. Obviously that slut dyke Claire had invited
these three in to rape her. Maybe she thought she was proving
something to Lisa, maybe about how much less enjoyable sex with men
was than woman. The moment she thought it she knew she was right.
That was what the filthy cunt was doing! She had already basically
had Lisa gang raped by lesbians. Now she was going to have three
crude, idiot men - young and stupid ones from the sound of it -
show her how much more fun her lesbian friends could be.

Her embarrassment faded, as well. Partly that
was because she was invisible, anonymous behind her blindfold.

Well fuck Claire, she thought angrily. If
rape was inevitable she might as well enjoy it, right? And it
wasn’t like these three assholes were going to hurt her and dump
her in a ditch somewhere.

She sucked with renewed effort at the cock in
her mouth as the guy licking at her clit began to kiss and suck on
it, his finger joined by a second inside her.

Was Claire watching, she wondered as she
sucked. Let her see how much Lisa loved cocks, then!

It was difficult, however. The guy between
her legs wasn’t doing a bad job, but the one with his cock in her
mouth was thrusting in too deeply. Without her hand to guide or
resist, or her ability to pull back he was thrusting his cock right
into the back of her mouth, gagging her repeatedly as he threatened
to shove it down her throat.

And then he did.

Her eyes bulged and she gagged, choked and
twisted violently, but the thick, saliva coated prick slid right
down her throat until the man’s groin was pressed tightly against
her face.

“Maaaan!” she heard through the pounding in
her ears. “You shoved it right down her throat!”

“The blonde said she deep throated.”

With the cock filling her throat her gag
reflex fluttered like a humming bird for a few seconds, then began
to calm. Her throat felt bloated, uncomfortable, slightly painful,
and ticklish. It was all a brand new sensation for Lisa. Yet her
main fear was being unable to breath. Already her head was pounding
and her chest was beginning to tighten.

The cock slid up about half way, then thrust
down deep again, the man’s balls pressing against her chin as he
jammed her nose in against his pubic bone.

Then it slid slowly back, and as the cockhead
popped out of her throat she had the tremendous urge to throw up.
But her stomach was empty, and so it was easily held back even as
his cock rubbed itself over her lips. Lisa gulped in deep,
shuddering breaths of air, her chest heaving as her legs were
forced wider, and she felt a cock sliding into her pussy.

“Stick it to her, man! Stick it to her.”

He was big, and slid smoothly up into her
belly as she continued to gratefully draw in shaky breaths of air.
Then the other cock pushed back into her mouth and she braced
herself, filling her lungs with air before he pushed forward
again.

It wasn’t quite as bad this time, though once
again she gagged violently at first. Then his cock slid right down
her throat and her face was jammed against his groin.

The other guy was half laying atop her,
beginning to work his hips now, pumping his cock in and out as he
licked and chewed on one of her breasts. Lisa’s head was held
tightly to the side as the other one began pumping his cock in and
out using long strokes. At first she gagged hard, then her lack of
oxygen took her mind off her discomfort as her head and chest began
to burn from lack of air. Black dots danced before her blinded eyes
as the cock continued to pump in and out. Then it mercifully pulled
free, and she gasped for breath.

“Man, her fuckin’ throat is like a cunt!”

Dazed, Lisa sucked in cool breaths, all but
ignoring the man thrusting into her pussy, her face hot, her body
sweating. The other cock thrust itself back into her mouth and once
again drove deep into her throat. This time it only pumped a few
times before coming back out, and as the head pulled free she felt
her mouth filling with liquid as he came.

“My turn, man!”

“Yeah, sure, now that I filled her mouth with
my come!”

“Fuck you!”

They laughed and jeered, and then someone
stuck something hard through the ring. Lisa coughed and choked as
cold beer flooded into her mouth. But then she swallowed
gratefully, for her throat had been parched.

“Yeah, drink that down, baby. That’s top
grade Coors!”

Her body was rocking and jerking as the guy
above her thrust harder. She felt his breath on the side of her
head as she continued to chug from the beer bottle which had been
pushed into her mouth.

Then it was withdrawn and another cock pushed
through the ring. This one was thinner, and slid more easily into
her throat. She gagged less now, through it was still very
difficult, especially when the head of his cock pulled free.

The guy who had been using her pussy climbed
off, and she thought that perhaps he had come, though she didn’t
really know or care. Another took his place, and she felt a stiff
cock thrusting down into her belly again.

She tried to lick at the head whenever it
passed through her mouth, hoping to persuade him to not push into
her throat, but deep throating seemed as much a novelty to them as
to her, and they were enjoying themselves.

“Hey, I forgot, we’re supposed to spank her,”
a voice said.

“Kinky slut.”

“The blonde chick says she loves it.”

“And she’s such a bad girl!”

They laughed but the two cocks inside her
continued to thrust in and out without pause.

“You know what I was thinking? She said we
could do anything we wanted to her, right?”

“Yeah, so?”

“So let’s take her with us. We can bring her
back to my place and have a real party.”

“Man, she already sucked my cock,” said the
guy thrusting into her. “When I come in her cunt I’m gonna be a
little worn out for a bit.”

“We can invite Jimmy and Frank and Paul.”

“And Joe and Norm and Eddie,” said another
voice.

“Yeah, all the guys from work.”

“And the guys from Vitos.”

“Yeah! Really give the little dyke a taste of
cock!”

Lisa moaned, but could not even shake her
head as it was still being held to the side, a cock still pumping
in and out of her mouth and throat.

When it pulled out at last she tried to
protest, but with her jaw held wide by the ring it was almost
impossible to make herself understood. Nor did they seem eager to
hear her, for the rubber gag was soon thrust back into her mouth
and snapped in place.

She felt herself rolled onto her belly. Then
her hips were lifted up, her bottom raised. Her legs were spread
wide, and she was entered again, a fat cock thrusting deep into her
pussy and beginning to pump.

“Hey, you can spank her now!” a laughing
voice said.

A hand slapped at her bottom and she yelped
in pain. Then another did, then another.

“Yeah. Roll that ass, baby!”

Slap! Slap! “Gimmie a good ride,
slut!” Slap!

The slaps stung and infuriated her, and her
mind was filled with rage towards Claire, and anxiety now about
what they intended to do with her.

“Ungh yeah! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”

The man thrusting into her was slamming his
pelvis into her upturned bottom, making her entire body shake and
jerk in time to his thrusts. His cock was slicing back and forth
between her sex lips in a way which was not at all unpleasant
either. The truth was that Lisa had always liked her sex passionate
– not exactly rough but – fast and hard. And despite her anger and
frustration sexual heat was beginning to rise in her body.

She had had fantasies about having sex with
multiple men at the same time, of course. Who hadn’t? But like most
women she’d never worked up the courage, never found the right
circumstances. She didn’t want her male friends to think she was a
slut, after all.

Of course, these men did think she was a
slut, but she didn’t know them, and hopefully never would.

Her breasts were being kneaded and fondled
again, and she was starting to sink slowly into a sexual state of
mind, being ridden strongly and well by a guy who knew how to use
his cock. Her eyes closed behind the blindfold, and she grunted
weakly each time his hips slammed into her bottom.

She was partly relieved, and partly
disappointed when he finished with a groan of satisfaction. She
slumped flat on the bed, panting for breath as the men whispered
among each other. She felt her legs spread, and the dildo was slid
back into her pussy and her legs tied together. Then she was picked
up and carried. She realized with a start that they were trying to
do as they’d said, carry her away so more men could use her, could
rape her. She tried to kick and twist, but was quickly thrown over
someone’s shoulder, her legs pinned to his chest as they descended
the stairs.

They were quiet, and quick, and after a
moment she felt warm air and sunlight on her body and knew they had
carried her outside. Her body bounced as they rushed away from the
sorority house, then she heard car doors slam and she was rolled
and turned and lifted into something. The sunlight disappeared, but
it was very hot, and then a trunk slammed above her and she
realized she was in the trunk of a car.

There were more car doors slamming, and then
the car started up and drove off.

Lisa lay helplessly in the trunk, moaning,
anxiety and fear rising once more within her. She knew she was
facing perhaps hours more of rape, of gang rape, and there did not
seem to be anything she could do about it.

A short time later the car was stopped and
she was lifted out and carried somewhere.

“Holy shit!” a male voice cried.

“Is this nice, or what?” another said
jovially.

“Are you guys fucking nuts? Who is she?”

“She’s a college girl. This is some kind of
lesbo sorority initiation.”

“In fucking July!?”

“I dunno. Some kind of summer class thing I
guess. She loves it, man. She’s a kinky slut.”

Whoever was carrying her sat down, and
brought Lisa down, belly down across his lap. A hand moved over her
back and bottom, stroking and caressing and kneading her buttocks,
then fingering her slit. Her legs were untied and spread, and there
was general laughter and ribald comments as the dildo was eased out
of her pussy and pumped in and out.

How many of them were there, she wondered
desperately. It didn’t sound like more than another one or two at
most. Yet so many hands pawed at her body, fondling and groping
her, that it was hard to tell. She heard someone talking on a
phone, inviting someone over for a party, then the gag was pried
out of the ring.

“Watch her deep throat my cock!”

She tried to protest and got a sharp smack on
the rear.

“Yeah, her friend told us to spank her,” a
voice said.

“You hear that, slut? You be a good little
slut or we’ll spank your nasty ass!”

Again she tried to protest and her words
turned to yelps as a hand slapped against her bottom several times
- hard. Then a cock slid into her mouth even as the dildo was
pumping in and out of her pussy from behind.

A finger probed at her anus, and the second
dildo was found – to great laughter and amusement. That too was
pumped in and out as the cock in her mouth slid down her
throat.

Then she was lifted off the sofa and set on
the floor, pulled into position, and her mouth guided down onto a
stiff cock. Her hips were jerked back, her legs spread, and a cock
thrust into her, pumping hard and fast. And Lisa knew that she was
in for a long day of rape and abuse.

An hour later she lay on her back on what she
guessed was the coffee table, her head fallen over one side, a cock
thrusting down her throat while another drove hard into her
pussy.

Two hours later she was straddling someone
who lay on the floor, riding his cock, bent over as another cock
thrust into her ass Her head was pulled to one side and another
cock was pumping in her mouth and throat.

Three hours later, with too many voices
shouting, laughing, and making obscene comments for her to even
guess at their numbers, she was being held upside down by the
ankles, her legs spread wide, being used anally and vaginally.

Four hours later the spanking was recalled,
and she was pulled across someone’s lap and spanked soundly, then
shifted onto another lap, then another, then another, for further
spankings, as the men laughed and jeered in excitement and
amusement.

Five hours later things were a little more
quiet, and she was bent over a table, being taken from behind. Her
head was turned to one side, and another cock was thrusting in and
out of her mouth.

Six hours later she was covered in semen,
carried into the bathroom amid much loud braying laughter, and
dumped into the tub. But instead of washing her clean with water
and soap beer was poured over her head and sprayed over her body. A
bottle was pushed through the open ring, and her head held back
until she had chugged and choked on the entire contents. Then she
was lifted upside down again, legs spread, and another long necked
bottle was shoved into her ass, giving her a beer enema.

Someone climbed into the tub with her and
bent her over, sodomizing her. While he was doing that her head was
yanked up by the hair, and another bottle of beer was shoved into
her mouth, her head held back until she had swallowed the entire
thing. Then another, then another.

Somehow during all that her blindfold came
off.

The bathroom was not large. It was about
seven by nine, with light green tiles and dark green rugs and
curtain. There were about six young men crowded into it. All of
them looked to be in their late teens or early twenties, and all
looked like they had had plenty to drink. They were all white, and
all clean cut, like college men. Their faces were red and happy and
their mouths open in laughter or turned up in sneers and taunts as
they stared down at Lisa.

She was feeling a little woozy from the beer,
and her stomach was starting to rumble and flutter, as well. She
needed to go to the bathroom too.

But the men seemed to love the fact she was
soaked in beer. Even as the guy who had been fucking her ass pulled
out and climbed, dripping, from the tub, another guy jumped in,
turned her onto her back, lifted her legs up and wide, and thrust
himself into her with a laugh of delight.

The beer which had been sprayed and poured
over her made a half inch deep puddle beneath her, and Lisa’s body
slid back and forth as the guy using her yanked her legs to work
her against him. He was a thin guy with reddish hair and a scraggly
little goatee whose mouth was open in a wide laugh of conquest as
he rammed his cock down into the helpless, bound girl.

One of the others leaned over and poured his
beer over her face as she sputtered and coughed and tried to turn
away.

The removal of her blindfold had excited them
even further. Now she was no longer a faceless body, but a
beautiful young sex toy completely at their mercy, and Lisa sensed
a dark, hungry lust filling the room.

After the man using her finished someone
reached down for her hair, yanking her up out of the tub, ignoring
her moan of pain, guiding her mouth towards his cock. Another
climbed in behind her, and shoved his cock up her ass as they bent
her over the edge of the tub.

The man thrusting into her mouth and throat
came, but not before pulling back, holding her head in position by
the hair, and pumping his semen over her face.

She slid off the edge and moaned as she
dropped into the bottom of the tub. She had to twist her face to
one side to keep her mouth out of the beer, and her breasts ached
as her weight came down on them. The guy sodomizing her simply
turned to keep his cock buried in her rectum, thrusting hard and
deep before half collapsing atop her with a wild, high pitched
laugh that showed he was completely drunk.

“Oh man,” he groaned, his voice slurred.
“Let’s keep her forever.”

He lay atop her, hugging her naked, beer
soaked body to him, kissing and licking at her cheek.

“Sounds good to me!” another drunken voice
laughed.
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She was still wet - mercifully from a quick
wash with soap and water, her hair dripping, when she was lifted
out of the trunk of the car. Two of the men held her between them,
her head lolling weakly. They were in a small garage, the door
closed.

“Very nice,” a third man said, gripping her
jaw and lifting her face towards his.

He was older, perhaps twice as old, and rough
looking, with a thin, graying beard, and long, untidy hair. He wore
a black turtleneck and jeans and his eyes moved hungrily over her
body.

“So what do you think, man?” one of the young
guys said with a bit of a nervous grin.

“Sure. How much you want for her?”

“We were thinking, like a thousand
bucks.”

The man snorted. You two wouldn’t know what
to do with that much money.”

“Hey, she’s worth a lot more! Fuck, you put
her ass on the street and you’d make a fortune!”

“And why don’t you do that, then?” the older
man demanded.

“Uh, well - .”

“Because she’d just run off. This is no
crackhead, you assholes. She’s not gonna sell her ass for anyone.
But… I know a guy who might like her for a bit of sport before we
send her home. I’ll give you five hundred.”

Lisa tried to talk, but the gag was back in
her mouth again.

Then the older man hauled her up over his
shoulder and the other two got back into their car. The older man
carried her through a small door, into what looked like a well
furnished house - from what little she saw, and put her down on the
floor of a living room. He spread her legs, then unzipped, and
casually slid atop her, grinning as he drove his cock into her
pussy and began thrusting in and out.

He came within a few minutes, then sat back
with a sigh of pleasure. He picked her up again, carried her back
into the garage, and put her into a black SUV which was parked
there. Then they drove for some time before stopping. He got out
and she heard him speaking. The rear door opened and a second man
looked in at her, this one with shorter hair and thin glasses.

He licked his lips excitedly and nodded. The
door was closed, and they continued talking. After a minute the
door opened, she was lifted out, and put into the trunk of a sedan,
then the trunk was closed and the car drove off.

When she was taken out it was in another
garage. The man with the glasses lifted her out and carried her
like a child into a house and then down a narrow flight of wooden
stairs.

He lay her on her back on a narrow cot and
ran his hand over her body. “Very nice indeed,” he said with a
smile. “You look all worn out, honey. Feeling a little sore,
hmm?”

He produced a knife, and Lisa’s eyes widened
in fear, but he used it to cut the ropes free of her arms. The pain
this produced was terrible, of course. And she screamed and sobbed
into the gag as he gently eased her arms down and massaged her
shoulders.

“Whoever tied your arms this tightly was mean
to leave them there like that for so long,” he said
sympathetically, massaging her arms.

“They’ll feel better in a few minutes,” he
said gently.

He eased the rubber gag out of her mouth then
undid the straps binding the ring in place. When the ring came
loose the pain to her jaw was just a terrible as the pain to her
shoulders and arms, and again she cried out in pain.

He got up and crossed the room as Lisa lay on
her belly, weeping, and returned with a hypodermic needle.

“This will help,” he said, sitting on the
edge of the cot. “It’s an anesthetic and a muscle relaxant.”

He slid the needle into her arm expertly and
then ran his hands over her arms, gently kneading and massaging
them from wrist to shoulder. He got up and walked across the room,
once more, then returned with a handful of objects. Lisa felt her
wrist wrapped in soft leather. Then her other arm was pulled back,
and soft leather closed around it, as well. He let both arms lay
flat at her side, however, as he turned his attention to her
ankles.

“Feeling a little better yet?”

She was, though terribly drowsy and
sleepy.

“You’ll sleep for a while now,” he said, his
voice fading.

When she woke, it was dark. The images
flooded back, and she sat up with a gasp.

She ached all over, but not as bad as she had
feared she would. She was still naked, however, and when she
reached out to feel her sore, bruised breasts, she found that her
wrists were locked together in front of her. There were leather
straps or bands of some kind circling them, and they were locked
together. She was able to cup her aching breasts, though, and run a
gentle, quivering finger along her swollen sex.

How many men had raped her? She had no idea.
Dozens. She lay back again, somewhat in a daze. I’ve been gang
raped, she thought numbly.

Claire! Anger filled her and she swung her
legs around, discovering that they two were locked together with
leather bands. She fumbled at them but discovered the bands were
locked with tiny padlocks. Then she realized she had a leather
collar around her throat which was locked by a chain to a ring set
in the wall.

Now she felt real fear run through her. The
ignorant young men had gang raped her, though it was arguable they
hadn’t actually known she was unwilling, but then – then they had –
what? They had sold her!? She remembered the old man paying them
money with a sense of wonder. How dare they! And what did this man
intend, this man who had taken her now from the first. Had he paid
for her, as well before bringing her here and then chaining her to
the wall!? What kind of sicko was he?!

What was going to happen to her now? Rape,
obviously, and that held less fear than it would have a day
earlier, but why hadn’t he simply done it and then – dumped her
somewhere!?

She gripped the chain locking her collar to
the wall and tried to pull against it, but her arms were simply too
weak and too sore, and she gave up almost at once.

The basement was dark, and she could see
nothing. A little light came from a window high overhead, but only
a very little, and it was clearly night outside. She lay back down
on the cot, trembling, wishing there were blankets or at least
sheets to pull around herself.

Still, somehow, she fell asleep again.

When she wakened it was brighter, the light
coming through from the window above casting shadows around the
basement. She sat up slowly, staring at the leather restraints on
her ankles and wrists, feeling the chain which led to her collar.
Again she felt fear rising up within her. But she was also more
than a little mentally and physically exhausted, her body ached
terribly, and she was nearly numbed to rape.

The man with the glasses came down the
stairs, and she turned to watch him. Her arms started to shift to
cover her nudity, then stopped. What was the point?

He smiled at her as he walked over to the
cot. He looked very clean cut. He could have been one of her
college professors.

“Are you feeling better, honey?”

He brushed aside the tangled hair over her
forehead, and she jerked her head back warily. He smiled again, but
shook his head chidingly. “You’re going to have to learn not to do
things like that. I’m very tolerant. Other people won’t be.

“Wh-who are you?” she asked, her voice rough,
aching, gravelly.

She brought her hands up to her throat and
winced.

“You may call me – sir. That’s all the name
you need. And all you need to know is that you have to do what
you’re told. As I said, I’m tolerant, especially since you’re new
to this, but I won’t put up with any impertinence.”

“Wh-what are you talking about?!” she
croaked. “Let me go!”

He sighed and shook his head. “I will explain
the rules to you just once. Lay down.”

She flinched away again and his expression
grew stern. “Lay down.”

She licked her lips and obediently lay down
on her back on the cot as he sat on the edge. He laid his hand on
her belly, and her hands again flinched towards his, as it to push
them off.

“Put your hands behind your head.”

She drew in a deep breath. Her heart was
starting to pound and her pulse to race. But she knew she had no
choice but to obey, so did so.

“Much better, but still far from good.”

He let his hand glide up her body, stroking
and kneading her breasts.

“You will not talk to me. You will not speak
except to respond to a question. And I won’t be asking you many
questions. When I tell you to do something you will do it
immediately without pause and without complaints.

“But - .”

He pinched her nipple hard and she yelped in
pain, her hands starting to jerk down against him. He gripped them
in his other hand, forcing them back above her head again. He
rubbed her left nipple between his thumb and forefinger, then dug
his nail into it so that she cried out in pain, her body arching,
her legs jerking and twisting.

“I said do not talk except to answer a
question!”

“Please,” she whimpered.

“I don’t want to hear that either. Do you
want to be gagged again?”

She bit her lip and shook her head slowly,
blinking at the tears.

“Good. Then do not speak. Obey and you’ll be
fine.”

He let his hand slide over her body again,
then down between her legs. She hissed as his finger moved across
her sex.

“I understand you’ve been gang raped,” he
said. “That’s good. It does wonders to teach a young girl to accept
the fact that she is here to be used sexually.”

He reached down and unfastened the clip
holding her ankle restraints together.

“Spread your legs wide,” he ordered.

She blushed but obeyed, and his finger traced
the line of her sex again. She winced but bit her lip.

“Very sore down here, hmm? That’s not
altogether bad. It means you’re very sensitive, too.”

He laid his finger along her sex, and Lisa
jerked in pain. She moaned softly as his finger sank between her
aching, swollen sex lips.

“This will hurt, but it will also feel good.
That’s good too. You need to accept pain. And you’ll be much
happier if you can tie it together with pleasure. Pain can bring
pleasure, you know? It’s all in your mind.”

His finger was moving now, rubbing gently up
and down between her swollen sex lips. It hurt, and she moaned
softly, clamping her jaw together.

“Don’t worry, it will feel better soon.”

He moved, shifting between her legs, and she
stared at him in anguished fear. He brought his mouth down against
her pussy and began to gently lick at her. It felt – better than
his finger, yet it still hurt. Yet at the same time it was soothing
against her raw, abused flesh. And when his tongue licked softly at
her clitoris a jolt of pain/pleasure ran up her spine. She moaned
again, gripping the bar above her head to stop herself from jerking
her hands down and pushing him off.

His tongue licked slowly across her sex,
slithering deep into her hole, then tracing up and down inside and
outside each one of her lips before returning to her clit. Now his
fingers began to rub at her wounded sex lips, and the pain was -
hot and yet - something else again. As he’d said, she was horribly
sensitive to any touch down there. It mostly hurt, but not
entirely.

His tongue licked repeatedly at her clitoris,
and the pain was giving way to an intense discomfort at the
overpowering sensations. Lisa gasped and panted, her head jerking
from side to side, her fingers tight on the bar above her head, her
legs jerking fitfully, toes wriggling, feet twisting as he
continued to lick at her.

The sensations grew more powerful, not less,
and began to – shift, until despite her fear and anxiety and
embarrassment her lower body began to thrum with sexual heat. The
sensations spread up through her belly and chest, and now her eyes
were fluttering closed, her breaths going ragged from both pleasure
and pain. The pain was ever present, but the pleasure seemed to
twist it into unimportance, into a throbbing heat which did little
more than reinforce the power of the sexual desire now pouring up
through her body.

“Unngh!” she gasped, her back arching as a
long, rolling wave of sensual bliss washed over her.

God he was good. Yet she was so sore down
there! And even so the sex heat was making her body tremble.

And then he rose between her legs, jerking
his pants down, pulling out his erection. He pressed it against her
clitoris, rubbing it gently up and down.

“This is going to hurt you. But it will also
feel good. I want you to feel the pleasure of the pain and the pain
of the pleasure.”

What? What the fuck was he talking
about!?

Lisa was gulping in air, groaning softly as
he rubbed his soft cock along her spit wet slit. And then he pushed
it forward and she groaned aloud as his cock forced her pussy lips
apart and began to stretch them. Now the pain redoubled, and she
hissed and whimpered in response as her swollen, aching pussy lips
were forced wider and wider.

“It hurts, doesn’t it? But you love it
anyway,” he said, his words growing excited.

“Ungh!” He had thrust himself sharply
forward, and his cock and slid halfway up her sex tube.

“This is your destiny,” he said. “To be used
by men, to bring them pleasure with your body, to be lusted after,
to excite them, and then to submit to the their lust.”

The pain had overridden the pleasure, yet it
was easing, or perhaps the pleasure was rising again as he gently
stroked her clitoris with the pad of his index finger.

“You need a cock inside you,” he said,
panting with his own excitement. “You’re not complete without a
cock inside you. You feel empty.”

He was crazy, she realized with a jolt of
fear. Yet the passion was rising within her again, and as he worked
his hips and his cock slid in and out, the pain of her sex lips
began to twist, the sensation being absorbed by the flaming lust
rising so powerfully within her.

He drove himself deep and she shuddered at
the raw pain flowing through her body. But the pain could not halt
the hot pleasure and sexual heat bubbling through her veins. She
moaned and winced and gasped each time his hardness stroked across
her swollen sex lips, each time he jammed himself deep into her
aching pussy, each time his hands danced across her bruised
breasts.

It was a series of sharp little pains
spattering through her consciousness like rain. Yet through it all,
the pleasure rose, the quivering, bubbling sexual heat and need
that did not seem to care about her pain or fear or embarrassment.
And Lisa began to wonder, with some dismay, if she might not be
some kind of nymphomaniac.

“Ah, fuck! You are so hot!” the man gasped.
“You’re a hot, dirty little slut!”

He threw himself forward across her, and Lisa
grunted as his weight came down on her slender body. He immediately
seized her hair and roughly yanked her head back, ignoring her cry
of pain as he began to bite at her throat and ear, his hips
thrusting wildly, his cock pumping violently inside her.

Lisa’s body writhed and twisted, her legs
flailing. She tried to bring her hands down, to push against him,
but her arms were so sore, so weak, from being bound up in such a
tight, unnatural position for so long, that she had no strength in
them at all.

She felt overwhelmed by it all, by the pain,
the pleasure, the fear and alarm, the anxiety and shame and anger,
and then the sex heat swept through her mind in even more powerful
waves, twisting her thoughts and desires and perceptions so that
she could not help but thrust her hips up to meet his cock, however
painful it was.

And then he was done, and collapsed over her.
Lisa felt both disappointment and relief, for she had known she was
close to orgasm, and the shame of that would have been difficult to
bear.

“Now we’ll just get you started along the
proper path,” he said, breathing heavy, smiling down at her.

He got out of bed and leaned over her,
unlocking the small padlock which held the chain to her collar.
Then held out his hand to her.

“Come. Stand up.”

Still gripped by pain, Lisa awkwardly swung
her legs out of the cot. He helped her stand, then led her over to
the center of the room. Above her, a hook hung from a chain which
went through a heavy ring set into the ceiling. He lifted her
wrists up above her head and then locked them to the hook.

“Spread your legs. Wider, slut,” he said, not
unkindly.

“But can’t - .”

He slapped her face, and Lisa gasped in pain,
the side of her face hot and stinging as she reeled backwards, only
to be brought up short by the chain.

“I told you I’m quite tolerant,” he said,
pointing his finger at her. “But there are limits. If you speak
again without my permission you’ll be beaten. Now spread your legs.
Wider, slut.”

He made her spread her legs apart until she
was standing on the balls of her feet, the chain holding her wrists
in place taut. Then he locked her ankles in place as well

He picked up a low, narrow table and placed
it between her spread legs. Then, he lifted a tall, ornate iron
candlestick holder from another table and set it on the floor just
in front of her. Instead of a candle, however, he thrust a long
metal cylinder into her aching pussy, then fit the end of it into
the candlestick holder. He plugged an electrical cord into the
wall, then turned on the vibrator, which buzzed inside her.

“I’ll come and see you later,” he said.

And then he left.

The vibrator was halfway up her pussy, but of
course, not in direct contact with her clit. Nevertheless, the
vibrations were making themselves felt. As it did not have to rely
on batteries, the device was quite strong, and continued to alter
its rhythm from fast to slow, then shifting into different kinds of
vibrations.

To begin with, she mostly ignored it, except
to stare in some shock and disbelief. She turned her head from side
to side, gazing about her at the dimly lit basement, noting the
oddly shaped frames and devices, and then, with some anxiety, what
looked like whips laying on a nearby table.

What was she doing there!? How had this
happened! Surely even a miserly, stinking, filthy, sluttish bitch
of a lesbian whore like Claire would not have given her over to
some kind of sadistic pervert like this!!?

She pulled weakly at the chain overhead, but
to no avail, of course. Her arms still ached, and were still very
weak. She dropped her eyes to where her throbbing sex lips were
pierced by the metal vibrator, glaring, feeling the ache in them
from her long day of gang rape.

What had the pervert suggested? That her gang
rape would help her realize that she was built to be sexually used?
What did the asshole think she was, some kind of sex toy? She felt
her frustration mounting, even as her anxiety continued to grip
her. How long was she going to be here? What would the pervert do
to her? He had already raped her. What else had he planned? When
was he going to set her free?

A small corner of her mind held the thought
that he had no intention of ever setting her free, but though her
thoughts skimmed across it she was too terrified to actually take
the idea seriously.

It did not, of course, take very long,
standing awkwardly on the balls of her feet, before they began to
ache, and her ankles to burn, and her legs to tremble.

God damn Claire!

This was insane! Unbelievable!
Impossible!

Again she gazed around her in disbelief, then
down the length of her body. She could see bite marks, teeth marks
on her breasts, especially around her erect nipples. How many men
had taken her, she wondered? How many men had – had gang raped
her?

The thought held something dark in it, and
not merely wonder. For she had been gang raped, yet – yet the whole
time had been strange. She’d been blinded for most of it, and had
not so much feared what was happening, as been angry, frustrated
and embarrassed by it. And yes, at times she had felt a helpless
sense of sexual heat, surrounded by all those men, their hands all
over her body, their voices speaking lewdly and obscenely about how
hot and sexy she was, how beautiful her body was, how they were
going to ram their cocks into her, and come on her face.

And so the memory of her long gang rape did
not fill Lisa with misery and trauma, so much as a kind of weird,
even smug amazement that she, she Lisa, had been gang raped by – by
– fifty men? Sixty!? There was something darkly exciting about
that, something which appealed to the masochist inside herself she
had not hitherto really known existed.

And though she shied away from admitting it,
even now, bound and in pain, she was feeling a sick kind of
excitement and anticipation. And it was not all coming from the
vibrator purring away inside her sex.

She remembered a conversation with her
grandfather once. He had spoken about his time in the war. It had
been miserable, he said, much of it. And yet, it had been a time
when he was so – alive, more alive than he’d ever been before or
since. And she felt alive now, wildly alive, all her senses fine
tuned, the world filling her mind and eyes and ears and nose.

She blushed a little at that last, for she
could smell her own sex now, could smell the heat and moisture in
her open pussy as the vibrator purred and throbbed away. And it
frustrated and angered her that she was aroused, though she could
not seem to deny the arousal.

Her feet were hurting even more, and she
could not stop them easing lower, so that more and more of her
weight came down on her wrists. Her arms ached and her wrists were
hot with pain, yet even so she could not continue to support
herself on her feet. Her feet were in agony now, shaking and
trembling violently.

And then the man was back, coming down the
wooden stairs. Lisa stared at him, panting, aching, her body
perspiring from the effort and pain.

He approached her and her face flushed as his
eyes roamed her body. Then his hand slipped between her legs, his
fingers tracing the line of her sex as it gripped the vibrator.

“Hot and wet,” he said, making her face burn
even deeper. “A true slut.”

But she was not a slut! She wasn’t! She never
had been!

“I bet your feet are getting a little tired.
Well, we’ll do something about that.”

He bent by her left leg, and unfastened the
chain attached to her ankle restraint. She was now able to place it
flat on the floor to support herself.

He moved to her other foot and removed that
chain from her ankle restraint as well. However, he then lifted her
leg up and back against her thigh, and fed the chain up to the back
of her collar, where there was apparently another ring set. He
locked it in place, and then, giving her breasts a little fondle in
passing, he went back up the stairs.

Lisa gazed down at herself doubtfully,
grunting with effort, for the collar was now pulling on her throat,
forcing it back. She tried to keep her leg up on its own, but that
was very quickly doomed to failure. After less than a minute all
her weight was on the chain, and she had to keep her neck back to
prevent herself from being strangled.

Meanwhile, all her weight was perched
precariously on one foot.

At first, this was not terribly difficult,
though awkward. But as time continued to flow her leg got horribly
sore and stiff, and her foot throbbed with her weight. Her back was
growing sore, as well, forced to maintain the same position without
pause or relief.

It was two hours before he returned, and Lisa
was so relieved to see him she had to fight to keep it from
showing. He did not speak this time, but instead let her leg back
down. She groaned in relief, and stretched a little, twisting her
body gratefully, letting her head roll to ease the kinks and
stiffness.

Then he moved to the wall where the chain
attached to her wrists was attached to a pulley of some sort. He
unlocked it, and Lisa gasped as she was lifted completely off her
feet to dangle helplessly by her wrists. The leather, though thick
and padded, dug into her slender wrists painfully, and she moaned
as her toes twisted a bare inch above the floor.

He walked to the nearby table and came to her
with a long, fat vibrator. This vibrator was blue and plastic and
had a little curved branch near the base which would press against
her clit when the thing was deep inside her.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he ordered
casually.

Anxiety over punishment overcame her
frustration and pain and need to speak, and so she lifted her
trembling legs up and out to either side and watched, panting,
gasping, as the man thrust the fat vibrator halfway up into her
pussy, then turned it on. He smiled and pumped it in and out as her
legs began to tremble and shake, and lower, then thrust it fully
inside her, jamming his hand against the base so that the nose
pressed painfully against her cervix deep within her abdomen.

He hummed to himself as he turned away, but
his head whipped back as her legs began to come down.

“Keep your legs spread or you’ll be beaten,”
he barked.

Lisa moaned and forced her legs up and apart
somehow, though they trembled and burned. The man returned with a
chain which he clipped somehow to the base of the vibrator. He then
ran the chain upwards along her body, adjusted it somehow for size,
and she saw that it split into two smaller chains, each of which
had a clip on the end. She stared down anxiously as he fit the two
clips against her nipples, then let them snap closed.

She cried out in pain then, her head twisting
from side to side, and her legs dropped abruptly so that she swung
and twisted on the end of the chain. But the man only smiled, gave
her bottom a squeeze, and left her there, going back up the
stairs.

Lisa’s wrists burned, and her arms and hands
were going numb. Her nipples were hot little pinpoints of fire,
pulled down by the chains. She hung suspended, turning slowly on
the chain, moaning to herself. She was beginning to feel even more
sorry for herself than she had previously, and more angry, and more
– outraged, frustrated, that this was happening to her. Was Claire
really behind it all? And if she wasn’t – what was going to happen
to her?

And yet, as the intensity of the pain in her
nipples faded, she felt a strong throbbing between her legs, the
vibrator, pressing directly against her clitoris now. She groaned
aloud, looking around her again, looking down, gasping as she
turned slowly. Hanging by her wrists? She was – she was hanging
from her wrists!

It was the ultimate in fantasy material and
despite her aches and pains and discomfort she found a part of
herself thrilled and excited by her situation. After all, he
wouldn’t leave her like this long, surely. And after everything
which had already been done to her it was difficult to feel real
fear of being sexually molested and raped.

And so, and with the aid of the vibrator
purring away inside her, Lisa’s juices began to flow again, and she
felt the sex heat flowing up through her body.

She was sweating even more heavily now. It
took effort just to breath. Still, the exhaustion did have the
effect of dulling most of the pains assaulting her. It also had the
affect of dulling her mind. As her head hung low and exhaustion
gripped her aching, sweat coated body, she came to fear and care
less about things beyond her control – which at the moment was
almost everything.

But not – quite – everything.

Her pussy muscles squeezed down around the
vibrator, and she found her thighs pressing in together as well.
Her head came up and back a little, and she felt the sharp tug of
the clips against her nipples. They stung - and yet, there was more
to the stinging, more to the sensation of sharp pain. It held an
erotic tinge, as well. The chains, taut between the vibrator and
her nipples, seemed to be transmitting some of the vibration into
her ultra sensitive little pink buttons.

And she found that if she pulled her head
back a little, it served to arch her back, and tug her nipples
against the chains. That stung her nipples, of course, but as the
sexual heat flowed through her body the stinging began to feel –
delicious – hot, steamy, sensual, like when her nipples were bitten
and nipped lightly.

More and more her mind was shifting into a
sense of masochistic heat, a sense of martyrdom, a strange almost
satisfaction at her abuse. Are you satisfied now?! Look what your
stupidity has done, she thought, the words not even conscious. Look
what you’ve done to me, Claire, another half conscious thought
drifted through her overheated mind. Poor me. Poor me.

She eased her head back against her arms,
groaning as the clips pulled at her throbbing nipples. She eased
her head forward, then pulled it back again - slowly, rhythmically,
in time to the buzzing vibrations of the vibrator.

I’m being so horribly abused, she thought
weakly, pulling her head back a little more, wincing with the
sharpness of the pain.

… so cruelly used.

She shuddered as she forced her head back
through her arms, moaned aloud now as the chains pulled taut,
stretching her nipples down. Her head jerked from side to side,
then back and forth as she gasped and groaned aloud, sweat pouring
down her face now, down her taut chest, over her rounded breasts,
down her flat stomach and rounded hips.

So outrageously tormented!

Her pussy was throbbing with growing power,
her thighs shimmying together, her body twisting more as she arched
her back in short, sharp, slow motions that tugged on her stinging
nipples.

A helpless victim. A cruel captor. A
beautiful, naked girl hanging from her wrists.

Masochistic heat swirled through Lisa’s mind
as she twisted and shook and then exploded into climax. Her head
jerked back again and again as she tore her nipples against the
clips, as she jammed her thighs together as frantically as she
could, as her entire body was wracked by convulsions and she
bounced and shook on the end of the chain.

She was hanging limp by the time the man came
down again. He lowered her feet to the floor, and after a few
moments Lisa’s trembling legs managed to firm up enough to support
herself. She was a sheen of sweat then, gulping in air, exhausted.
He came over to her and ran his hands over her young body, then
removed the clips from her nipples.

As had happened before, when Claire had kept
the loops pulling too long at her nipples, Lisa felt instant pain,
and cried out as it ripped into her aching, swollen nipples.

The man ignored her cry and moans as he stood
there fondling her, kneading her breasts, rubbing his fingers up
against the base of the vibrator protruding from her sex.

He moved behind her continued to grope and
fondle her body, his hands kneading her breasts so that they ached.
Lisa heard his zipper going down, and then felt his erection
between her sweating buttocks, rubbing up and down against her
smooth, slick skin. His hands lowered to her belly, and he pulled
her backward against him.

“Spread your legs, slut,” he ordered
softly.

Lisa obeyed, panting, moaning as one of his
hands left her belly and she felt the nose of his cock prodding at
her anal opening. Bastard, a part of her thought fiercely. Yet
another part of her felt a surge of excitement and heat, another
surge of masochistic satisfaction at being abused by him.

She grunted as his cock pushed into her ass,
felt it force its way deeper. He did not speak to her, and that
made her feel even more like a – a thing, a prisoner, a tormented
sex toy. That again both angered and excited her as he forced more
and more of his cock up into her ass.

He held her hips back so that she was bent
forward, her wrists still locked together in front of her, her legs
apart. She grunted as he forced his way deep, feeling cramps in her
belly. His strong hands slipped onto her thighs just below her
groin, holding her legs apart, her bottom back, and then he began
to sodomize her, using long, deep thrusts that had his hips
slapping into her bottom with a steady, even motion.

It ached a little, but compared to the aches
and pains in the rest of her body it was as nothing, even though
her anal opening, just like her pussy, was sore from having been
violated so many times during her gang rape.

For long minutes the man thrust into Lisa’s
bottom, and her body jerked to and fro, her head jerking up and
down as he continued to pump. She was weary and sore, and yet felt
a bizarre satisfaction at how hard and deep he was giving it to
her. The vibrator was still buried in her pussy, and the sexual
heat was swirling around her.

Yet she feared coming with him sodomizing
her, not wanting him to know she was taking any pleasure from his
perverted abuse. He was the kind of man she would have utterly
ignored on the street, and snickered at had she seen him
approaching a girl like her. He was far too old, after all, and
only great looks or great wealth or both made up for that.

And yet, as she felt his big cock plunging up
into her belly again and again, as her buttocks were spanked by his
hips, she felt a dark, surging excitement which she could not deny.
Hate him as she might, she felt alive with a fiery sex-heat.

And then, as like sudden crack in a dam, she
came, unable to hide her pleasure, shuddering and bucking and
crying out in ecstasy as he rammed his cock up into her ass again
and again and again.

“Slut!” he panted, his breath hot against her
ear. “Fucking whore! Cock loving little bitch!”
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Lisa peered out through her thighs, moaning
weakly.

She had little sense of time. She did not
know how long it had been since the man had sodomized her and then
left her hanging there.

Not all her weight was on her arms now, at
least. For he had lifted her ankles up and back behind her and
fastened them to the chain above her head. Now she hung in the most
lewd and defenseless of positions, her sex and anus open and bared
as she hung weakly.

Finally, finally, finally, he returned. And
this time he released her entirely, letting her lay, panting and
moaning on the floor, her body trembling.

He walked across the floor to the far
end.

“Want some water, little slut?” he
called.

This at last jerked at her consciousness, and
Lisa raised her head wearily. She saw him set down a bowl of water
at the far end, and her dirt dry throat and parched mouth almost
seemed to water.

“Crawl here, slut, on your belly, and you can
have a drink.”

She had to have that water!

Lisa groaned and shifted her body, pulling
herself across the cold stone floor, her breasts grinding against
the floor underneath her, stinging at every little grain of dirt.
Her legs and knees shifted, her weight rolling, her hands pulling
as she slid along the floor, no real care about pride or dignity
now as she stared fixedly at the water.

She had almost reached it when he stepped in
front of her.

“The water is your, slut, but first, I want
you to show that you have submitted to me.”

She moaned softly, trying to pull her head
back far enough to see up the long, long length of his body.

He prodded at her with his foot, his bare
foot.

“Lick my feet, slut. Show me that you
submit.”

She stared at his feet dully, not really
understanding except that she must obey in order to have the water.
And so the trembling girl leaned in and began to run her dry tongue
over his feet, over his toes, and at his instance, took each toe
into her mouth, kissing and sucking on it as he stood over her.

Then he allowed her to plunge her mouth into
the cool water and suck desperately, moaning as she sucked, not
even stopping to breath, slurping and gulping down the water until
the bowl was finished, and then licking thirstily at the damp
plastic.

“Show your thanks, slut, by licking at my
feet again,” he ordered.

And so she did, not caring, mentally and
physically exhausted, licking at his toes and ankles as he stood
over her.

“Perhaps you’d even like something to eat,
hmm?”

And now her stomach rumbled, for just as
she’d had nothing to drink she’d had nothing to eat in – in she
didn’t know how long.

He reached down and attached a chain to her
collar, then tugged.

“You may get on all fours, slut, and crawl
after me.”

Lisa groaned as she somehow pushed herself up
onto her hands and knees, then crawled after him. They crawled not
to the stairs, but to a doorway, and through it, the dull eyed girl
noting a washing machine and dryer, a sink, a small toilet, then on
through another doorway into a finished portion of the
basement.

Here was a bar and a fireplace, soft chairs
and a pool table, a soft rug underneath her hands and knees.

She crawled at the man’s feet, and thought
almost entirely of the food she craved so badly.

“Stop. All right, kneel back, spread your
knees wide.”

Lisa obeyed, swaying a little. The man
fastened her wrist restraints together behind her back, then stood
over her and unzipped. He reached for her damp, tangled hair and
rubbed his cock over her face.

“Suck my cock,” he ordered casually.

Lisa took him into her mouth, uncaring,
licking and sucking as he grew bigger, then holding still as he
thrust himself down her throat and used her casually.

Then he pulled back, coming in her face with
a sigh of satisfaction. He rubbed his come into her skin with the
head of his cock, then put himself away and sat down. Now he took
small pieces of cold bologna and placed them in his open hand, and
Lisa was permitted to lick them off his hand one piece at a time,
swallowing them gratefully.

Each time she did he petted her head and said
“Good slut.”

Her arms were released, and she crawled back
into the other room at his heels, feeling a distinct unhappiness at
leaving the soft, glowing, brightly lit portion of the basement and
going back to the cold, dark side.

Now he led her to one side. Lisa could hardly
move now, so exhausted was she. He led her to what looked like a
large steel box, then slid open the side of the box to reveal thin
bars. A cage. There was a narrow door in the cage and motioned to
her. Lisa crawled inside. The bottom contained a soft pad, and she
knelt on all fours, looking at him as he squatted next to her.

“On your belly, slut,” he said.

She obeyed, and he put his head and shoulders
through the cage door, locked her wrist restraints together behind
her, then brought her ankles up and back and locked them together
as well. He produced a short chain, and clipped the restraints
together, and some part of her mind which functioned told Lisa he
would leave her bound like that all night.

“Please,” she whispered weakly.

He frowned at her.

“For speaking without permission you will be
punished,” he said.

He unhooked the chain, then forced her ankles
back even farther so that he could fasten them directly to her
wrist restraints. This forced the girl’s body to bow sharply. He
nodded, satisfied, shoved her over so she lay on her side, then
closed and locked the cage door.

“You will learn to be silent,” he said,
shaking his finger at her.

Then he left her there, staring out through
the bars of the cage, moaning softly, her back already starting to
ache.

Only utter exhaustion let her drift off, and
when she woke her back felt as thought there were a steel spike
driven into it. She moaned in pain, but could not shift her body to
ease it. The pain continued, throbbing and gnawing at her as tears
filled her eyes. Yet hours more must pass before the man came
cheerfully down the stairs again and unlocked the cage door.

By then she felt all-but crippled, and even
when he released her she could only lay on the floor of the cage
and gasp in pain.

“Sore, are we? Maybe we’ll get it into our
sluttish little mind not to speak, hmm? Now come out of there!”

She tried, but the pain was too much, and
Lisa only gasped and whimpered.

“Now, slut! Or do you want to be
beaten!?”

Lisa tried again, and at least got herself,
with much pain, to turn around and stick her head and shoulders
through the cage door. Yet this was not enough.

“Very well then. You will be punished for
disobedience.”

Lisa half sobbed, trying again. It seemed
terribly unfair to her that he was complaining about her slowness
when he was the cause of it. She cried out in pain as he gripped
her hair and dragged her bodily through the cage door onto the
basement floor.

“Hands and knees,” he barked.

And somehow the whimpering girl managed to
force herself up onto all fours.

She grunted as he produced the vibrator again
and thrust it into her pussy, then turned it on. A moment later he
jammed a large butt-plug into her anus. Then, with the girl still
trembling weakly, he moved before her and dropped his cock into her
mouth.

“Suck,” he ordered.

Lisa began to suck, and as he hardened, he
began to pump in and out of her mouth, then her throat. He pulled
back suddenly, moving behind her. Lisa held her position as he slid
the vibrator out of her pussy and then buried his erection inside
her. His hands gripped her hips and he began to ride her, his hips
slapping into her buttocks.

Yet Lisa cared only for her sore back.

He groaned as he came, sheathing himself
inside her and letting himself drain.

“Don’t think I’ve forgotten your punishment,
slut,” he said.

He thrust the vibrator back inside her, then
stood up and did up his pants. He moved away from her and over to a
corner of the room. When he came back Lisa felt a tight tension in
her belly as she saw the long, thin stick in his hands. He swished
it back and forth and it cut through the air.

“Now, you will hold that position. Keep your
head up, and your bottom raised.”

He moved behind her and to one side, and Lisa
swallowed nervously, trying to brace herself. She heard it slice
through the air, and then the sharp, stinging crack as it struck
her bottom. She cried out, jerking in pain, but his stern voice
warned her that much worse would be in store if she did not hold
her position.

And so Lisa braced herself and kept still,
gasping, moaning, sobbing, clenching her teeth as the switch
cracked down across her soft buttocks again and again and again,
until the man was apparently satisfied.

“Good slut,” he said. “Now you’ll be fed and
watered. But first, we’ll get you to move around a little.”

And so Lisa had to crawl around and around
the floor while he held her leash, then out into the other room,
and around and around it. Each time she failed to keep her head and
bottom up the switch snapped down across her buttocks with stinging
force.

He then had her kneel, sit on her heels, back
straight, and hold her arms up and then out, palms down.

“Let your tongue loll over your lower lip,”
he said, grinning lazily down at her.

And so Lisa did, aware he was making her
appear to be begging like a dog. She was not quite so exhausted as
the other day, and so felt a stab of resentment and wounded pride,
but not so much she failed to as he told her. Nor fail to lick at
his feet, and then gladly feast at the little bits of cold meat he
held out to her, licking them out of his hands.

She then lay back, spread her legs, and
masturbated with a dildo as he watched.

“Good slut,” he said.

Lisa lost track of the time and the days
there in the basement. She spent long, long hours immobile, bound
in awkward and often painful positions. Pain and monotony filled
her world except when the man came in, then the light would get
brighter, and sometimes pleasure would rush through her body and
mind.

It was natural, then, that she came to be
desperately happy whenever she heard the sound of his feet or
voice. Yet one day, she heard him speaking to another man, and
heard another voice in response. She had been there, she thought,
for perhaps a week, or was it ten days?

The second man was larger, broader of the
shoulder, though with more of a belly. He was older still, but
entirely bald. He looked rougher, and his eyes lit on Lisa’s the
two men stopped before her.

Lisa was on her back – sort of. Her feet had
been drawn back to either side of her hips by chains, and her bound
wrists pulled down hard beneath her by another chain which then
rose up between her legs. So strong was the pull of this chain that
her shoulders were forced back, her back arching strongly, her head
rolling beneath her. The chain then rose up through the lips of her
sex and disappeared high overhead.

Her back, of course, ached, as did her
shoulders, but Lisa had gotten quite a bit more limber since she
had come to be here. Still, her body was sweating, her back
throbbing, as the two men paused before her.

“Nice body,” the stranger said.

“Yes, she’s everything I told you.”

Lisa’s chains were unbound, and she lay,
gasping, moaning weakly, on her belly at their feet.

“Show me you love me, slut,” the man
said.

Lisa looked up at him, then began to lick at
his feet.

“Turn around, get on all fours.”

Lisa pulled back, forced her aching limbs to
pull beneath her, and turned, raising her bottom and displaying her
bare sex, carefully keeping her bottom raised high.

“Turn around and kneel.”

Again Lisa obeyed, sitting on her heels,
spreading her knees wide.

“All right. You’ve got a deal,” the man
said.

Lisa was ordered to crawl to the cage. This
time the upper half of the cage folded down and she was positioned
inside on all fours. The man with the glasses slid a narrow metal
pole through the side of the cage just beneath her belly, flush
against her thighs, and fastened it in place. Another slid through
behind her neck, and he leaned in to fasten her collar to it.

Then another bar slid through and snapped
into place behind her back, pressing against her shoulder blades.
Lisa was ordered to bring her arms back behind her. They were then
folded over the narrow bar, and her wrists locked down to the floor
of the cage by short, taut chains.

She watched him as he moved to the front of
the cage, where she was facing, and watched another bar pushed
through the bars. This one was shorter, and a short, but very fat
rubber dildo was attached to it. He pushed it against her mouth,
and Lisa reluctantly opened it. She grunted as it was forced
through, her lips and jaw straining wide as it filled her
mouth.

She watched along the length of the bar as he
attached it in place, then moved away.

“I love the way you prepare her for travel,”
the bald man said with a leer.

Lisa grunted into her gag.

She felt something pressing against her sex
from behind, then sliding into her, something cold, thick and
metallic. It jammed deep into her pussy, pressing painfully against
her cervix, then was lodged in place. Another bar, of some kind,
she thought woefully.

The cage was then folded closed, the door
locked, and then the metal side lifted up and closed in place,
leaving Lisa in the dark, unable to move even an inch in any
direction.

The cage moved, rolling on wheels she had not
known it had. Then it was lifted up and tilted as it was carried,
she presumed up the stairs. She moaned in pain as her body slid
back against the thing shoved into her pussy. Tears of pain filled
her eyes as she writhed in agony, but then the cage was tilted
straight again and the pressure eased.

The cage was set down and began to roll once
again, then was lifted up. She heard a slamming of doors, then the
cage lurched again, and she realized she was in some kind of car or
truck.

She never saw the man with the glasses
again.

They drove for well over an hour. Then the
cage was lifted out of the vehicle and wheeled somewhere. She
winced and gasped in pain as it bounced several times. Finally it
came to rest. The steel door dropped, and the bald man peered in at
her with a look of excited satisfaction.

Behind him, she saw she was in a comfortably
furnished living room. The man undid the top of the cage, then
began removing the bars. Lisa was stiff and aching when he ordered
her out, but she crawled slowly out onto the – shag carpeting? She
was startled. Did it really still exist?

“All right slut, on your knees,” the man
barked.

Lisa obeyed and he rubbed his groin.

“You belong to me now. Understand, slut?”

Lisa looked at him in some dismay, her mouth
open as she looked anxiously around. What did he mean she belonged
to him? Had the first man given her to another? Was she to be
passed around from one pervert to another forever!?

“I-I don’t… I don’t understand,” she
gulped.

“I just bought you. Do you understand
that?”

Lisa shook her head slowly.

“It doesn’t matter what you understand, slut.
All that matters is you do what you’re fucking well told,” he said
in a sterner voice.

“Yes, sir,” Lisa said meekly.

A leer appeared on his face as he undid his
pants. “The first thing you can do is suck my cock.”

He brought out a fat, pale penis, half
swollen with excitement, and Lisa licked her lips once before
leaning in and taking it into her mouth. His big hands immediately
went to her head, clutching it harshly, jamming her forward against
his groin. His cock grew in her mouth until it forced her lips
wide. It also grew in length, and the man was violent in his lusts,
ramming himself into painfully into her throat, his fingers
gripping her hair, yanking it back, then ramming her face forward
to meet his next thrust.

She had not been so violently taken in the
mouth, perhaps ever, though her memories of her gang rape were
fuzzy. Her hands rose in self defense, trying to push him back as
she gagged and choked on his fat cock. Cursing, he slapped at her
face, throwing her backwards.

“You’ll learn to obey me, you fucking
scank!”

He filled his fist with her hair and half
dragged her along as she crawled frantically to loosen the
pressure. They went down a short hallway to what looked like an
empty bedroom. Boards were nailed across the window, however, and
there were a pair of raw wooden posts fixed into the center of the
floor. The man dragged her between them, then forced her to her
knees. In short order Lisa’s wrists were locked by short chains up
and out to the posts on either side. Her ankles were lifted up
behind her, her feet at first jammed against her buttocks, then
pulled up and out to either side, locked by chains to the posts, as
her hands were.

The man moved slowly around her, eyes bright
with lust and excitement, clearly very aroused by the sight of her
helplessness.

Lisa hung, gasping, face red, moaning softly
as she waited whatever he intended. She knew by now she could not
resist what the men wanted to do her. Yet she felt a deep anxiety,
for this man was not like the other, who only wanted her silence
and obedience, and the sexual use of her body. This one’s small,
piggy eyes bespoke a cruelty and a love of cruelty.

As if to confirm it he slapped her face -
hard, and Lisa cried out, her body thrown to one side, but held
tightly in place, her cheek burning, her ear ringing.

“Whore,” he spat.

Another slap to the other side of her face
rocked her in the other direction, then another hard slap which
dazed her. Another slap, another, and another, and another, as the
man used both hands, gleefully slapping her face from side to side
until she was slack jawed, dazed and stunned.

Then he moved in, seized her thick, tangled
hair, and rammed his cock down her throat.

Again, he was far more violent than she had
ever encountered. He thrust as hard and fast as he could, yanking
on her hair each time he pulled back, then yanking her forward to
jam her face brutally against his groin. Every dozen strokes or so
both his hands would come down against the back of her head and he
would hold her face jammed into his body, grinding his pelvis,
cursing softly, his cock buried in her throat until he finally
spewed his seed into her face.

“That’s what you get for being naughty,” he
said with a leer.

He was to be called master, and he delighted
in humiliating and hurting her. She was not permitted to stand
upright, ever, but must crawl throughout his isolated bungalow. To
ensure she did he strapped her ankles to her thighs and he wrists
to her upper arms, then locked them in place with tiny
padlocks.

Every day, he found something she did wrong,
some small act of rebellion or disobedience or inadequacy, and used
a riding crop on her backside to punish her. He also slapped her
face repeatedly, liking to take her while numbed and dazed. Which,
in its own way, was a relief, for regardless of which orifice he
was using, he hammered himself into her so that she was bruised and
aching.

And then, one day, she was fastened tightly
into her cage and carried away. When it was opened again she found
herself in another man’s home, in his basement. He was an older
man, a senior citizen, and he exulted in possession of a lovely
young teenage girl. He was dismayed at the bruises on her face and
body, at first, for he wanted her to be as lovely as possible. He
bathed her himself every day, and washed her hair, brushed it out,
dried and even styled it. He loved to play with her long, silken
hair, and would sometimes use it to masturbate.

He never hit her or slapped her, but punished
her with a small electrical stun gun, which he would usually apply
to her pussy or breasts for varying periods of time depending on
how badly he wished to punish her. The electrical shock would
either zap her sharply and leave her gasping, or, if held against
her for longer, would set her to shaking, trembling and gurgling in
spastic convulsions, not to recover for several minutes.

After some days (weeks?) With him her cage
was again carried somewhere, driven somewhere, and she emerged in a
back yard pen, of sorts. They were in the country, away from
everyone, and there was a large fence around the property.

Lisa was ridden hard by her new – owner – and
always on all fours. She spent all her time outdoors, and never saw
the inside of his house. He applied tanning lotion himself several
times every day, usually masturbating her in the process, so that,
after a couple of days, she would climax repeatedly.

Then she would largely be left alone, her
leash attached to a tree in the center of the yard. There was a
little dog house next to it, which had a large white quilt inside
for cool nights. She also had a large collection of dildos with
which to masturbate.

Such was the monotony, when he wasn’t using
her, which was most of the time, that she used them often. What
else was there to do, after all, laying alone in a yard, unable to
see past the fence, no music, nothing to read, no one to talk to?
So she would spend much of her time on her back, legs spread,
moaning softly as she plunged the dildos deep into her pussy and
ran her slick fingers over her slippery oiled body. She would
climax ten to fifteen times on most days.

And then she was in the cage again, being
driven somewhere new. She had no idea how long had passed by then.
Many weeks, for sure, perhaps months. The truck or car drove for
quite some time as she knelt tightly bound in the cage. She tried
to grind her pussy against the thick steel cock driven up into her
from behind, but it was already jammed to deep, nor could she pull
her body forward, for the horizontal bar was pressed right against
her hips, and her mouth was already wrapped tightly around the
rubber cock on the end of the forward bar.

Finally she was rolled off the vehicle, and
for the first time, she felt herself rising, felt her stomach
sinking, and knew she was in an elevator. How odd, she thought, as
the elevator continued to rise.

Her cage was rolled off, up a carpeted hall,
then finally, stopped, and the side let down.

She saw, out of the corner of her eyes, two
people, a man and a woman, both of middle age, both blonde, though
the man was graying and the woman was clearly a platinum blonde.
They looked at her with eager lust as the man moved forward and
unfastened the cage bars.

Stiff, tired, and groaning, Lisa crawled out
before them.

“On your knees, slut,” the man ordered.

By now it was almost instinctive, and Lisa
obeyed, looking up at them uncertainty.

“Nice body,” the man said.

“Very nice,” the woman agreed.

She leaned in and combed her fingers gently
through Lisa’s hair, then dropped her hand to knead her left
breast.

“Real tits, too,” the woman said.

They were to be called Master and Mistress,
but Lisa soon came to know their names were Jeff and Ann. Jeff was
a banker of some sort. Ann, his wife, did nothing, so far as Lisa
could see but enjoy herself.

That first night was her first threesome. The
two of them had her in bed for hours, their hands racing over her
body, their mouths on hers, their lips on her breasts, on her
pussy. It had been some time since anyone had licked her pussy, and
Lisa could not help climaxing violently as Ann - Mistress - ran her
tongue across her clitoris.

Nor was it unexciting as she knelt while
licking Ann’s pussy, the man riding her from behind.

“Fuck her, Jeff! Fuck her harder!” Mistress
cried, as she jammed Lisa’s face into her sex.

She was given her own bedroom in the large
penthouse, with its own bathroom and shower. It was luxurious
indeed, after living in a cage for – a long time.

She was given many chores to do, however,
and, for the first time, clothing of a sort, to wear. She had worn
nothing since being tied up by Claire, so it felt quite odd to be
wearing even the little lacy lingerie or leather things Mistress
provided her.

Her first morning, after sleeping in the soft
bed, she was wakened by Master climbing into the bed with her. She
sucked his cock, and then he mounted her, thrusting casually and
comfortably for several minutes before climaxing. She then rose
with him and he instructed how he liked his coffee – he never ate
breakfast – and then began her chores. She washed and waxed the
floors, then dusted.

When the woman woke she buzzed her on the
intercom, and Lisa hurried into her bedroom to perform oral sex on
her. After the woman had climaxed she had Lisa kneel at her feet
while she lay on her side on the bed and casually smoked.

“What’s your name, slut?” she asked.

Lisa had to think about it. No one had used
her name in quite some time.

“Lisa – Mistress,” she said.

“Lisa. Where do you come from, little Lisa?
How old are you? Tell me about yourself. How did you become a
slave?”

Again, no one had talked to her in quite some
time. It was quite odd, and yet Lisa felt quite touched that the
woman was showing any interest in her beyond her sexual use.

“I-I’m nineteen, Mistress,” she said
uncertainly. “I go – I went to university at the University of
Massachusetts.”

Mistress snorted and took a drag. “What were
you taking?”

“Business, Mistress.”

“And how did you wind up here?”

Lisa described Claire and how she had tied
her up one day, how she had then been shipped from one place to
another to be a sexual playtoy.”

“I guess the answer then is not to allow
yourself to be tied up by people you can’t trust,” Mistress said in
amusement. “Come forward a little, slut. Come closer.”

Lisa had been sitting on her heels. Now she
rose up, and moved to the edge of the bed. The woman reached down,
fingering her sex. She was quite skilled and knowledgeable, and
Lisa was soon sighing and moaning in pleasure as the woman’s
fingers drove her higher and higher into a state of sexual
pleasure.

“You’re a natural sex slave,” Mistress said,
pulling her hand back. “You’d be wasted as anything else.”

“Y-Yes, mistress,” she panted.

The woman got up, and ran her hands through
Lisa’s hair. “Crawl after me, little slut.”

Lisa dropped to all fours and followed the
woman up the hall and into the room which had been shown to her the
previous night; the punishment room. She licked her lips nervously
as she looked around.

“I know you’re going to like it here, little
slut,” Mistress said. “I know that you’ve been misused before, but
I don’t think you’ve come quite to terms with just how much you
crave abuse. From the sounds of it, the others who owned you were
amateurs.”

Lisa was soon hanging by her wrists, which
were spread wide. Her toes wriggled just off the floor as the woman
ran her hands over her body. Again she fingered her, and again Lisa
was soon moaning in pleasure.

She jerked back on Lisa’s hair, forcing her
head back. “You love being a sex slave, don’t you, little slut?”
she cooed.

“Y-Yes, mistress!” Lisa gasped.

The woman released her hair and ran her hands
over her breasts and down between her legs, then she knelt before
her and began licking her. Lisa rolled her head back in pleasure,
groaning, gasping, trying to push her sex into the woman’s
mouth.

Yet before she could climax the woman eased
back and stood.

“Sex slaves should be properly disciplined,”
she said. “Don’t you agree, little slut?”

“Y-Yes, mistress,” Lisa groaned.

It was to be her first taste of the flog. The
flogs were whips with a number of leather strips of varying weight
and, length and thickness.

The first stinging blow across her back made
her gasp, made her body jerk in pain, yet Mistress had held her
strength, giving Lisa just a taste. She flogged her very lightly,
with a light whip, and stopped several times to knead her breasts
and finger her pussy, to keep Lisa’s sexual heat high.

Her back and buttocks felt hot and sore, but
still, when the woman stood before her and Lisa realized she was
going to flog her front she felt a surge of excitement. She cried
out as the leather slashed across her breasts, for it stung. Yet
her arousal rose still higher as the flog cracked down on her belly
and abdomen.

It was being whipped. The idea of being hung
from her wrists and whipped, whipped across her back and breasts.
Masochistic pleasure was all that had been left her, all that she
could take any pleasure in, and so as the flog snapped down across
her skin a part of Lisa reveled in her own abuse.

The woman paused and spread Lisa’s legs,
locking them open, then thrust thick dildos up her pussy and anus
before resuming. This time the flog slashed across her pussy a lot,
and each stinging blow seemed to send her pleasure rising higher
until she screamed and writhed in the grip of a massive orgasm, her
most powerful in weeks.

Over the following weeks she would become
used to heavier whips. She would be whipped to the verge of
unconsciousness and then sent into screaming climax by Mistress’
tongue. She would be ridden hard and deep by Mistress’ dildo and
Master’s cock.

She generally wore a thin leather G-string
and very high stiletto heels around the house, as well as a kind of
chain leather halter which merely lifted her breasts up, rather
than hiding them. She would scrub floors, vacuum, do laundry, and
make dinner for them as their servant and slave.

She came to understand that they belonged to
a group which owned slaves, which passed slave girls around from
one to the next. Each member would own the girl for a pair of
months, and then she would be passed on to the next to enjoy.

Unlike the others, she was permitted to talk
to Mistress and Master, especially Mistress, who was around much
more, and she broached the subject of her release repeatedly, but
to no result.

“But it’s wrong to keep me a prisoner,” she
all but begged as she helped Mistress dress.

“Yes, I know. But we enjoy it.”

“But it’s against the law!” she blurted.

Mistress laughed lightly. “Most of what Jeff
does at work is illegal, but he’s a clever bastard and always seems
to keep one step ahead of the accountants.”

“But - but for how long? I mean, how long
will I be a -a - .”

“Sex slave?” Mistress asked with a sardonic
smile, “A long time. We all think you’re a very lovely and very
pleasing little slut. There are twenty four members of our little
club. That means it’ll take you four years to make the complete
round.”

She lifted Lisa to her feet, and slipped a
hand between her legs. Despite her earnest efforts to convince the
woman she should be released, Lisa could not help her body
responding to the woman’s fingers, and quickly, and she was soon
moaning and trembling.

“And then, you can make the rounds again,”
Mistress whispered, licking and gnawing lightly on Lisa’s earlobe.
“Nasty, sluttish little college girl. Now bend over”

Groaning, Lisa bent, and the woman thrust
three fingers up into her sex from behind, using her other hand to
spank her bottom.

She came, crying out in pleasure, shaking and
shuddering as the sex heat burned away at her mind.

A few weeks later she was in her cage again,
being shipped to her next owner.

She resigned herself to being a sex slave,
some part of herself giving up any hope that it would end, that she
would ever be a normal girl again and go back to college. Fate had
decreed otherwise. She would be a sex slave, a sexual prisoner used
by others to sate their lusts. And there was no point in
resisting.

The cage door swung down, and a large,
bearded man looked eagerly in at her.

“Out, slut. Crawl!”

Lisa crawled out onto the floor and knelt at
his feet.

“Suck my cock, slut!”

Lisa obeyed.

 


 


END
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