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   Paige Munro, bondage queen. What an absurd, ludicrous suggestion! At least, it would have been at the start of the school year. You know how the school year starts? Everything is possible, and adventure awaits! I just had no idea what kind of adventure!
 
   My school year didn't exactly start out great. My new roommate was a first year arts student, a tiny, quiet,  mousy nerd girl with long, stringy brown hair. I was starting third year pre-law, which was a lot more serious a course than her silly liberal arts courses in modern communication.
 
   Despite first impressions, though, we got along quite well. She was, as I said, quiet, fairly serene, in fact, though she had this higher pitched voice which could sometimes be annoying. Fortunately, she wasn't a big talker. She turned out to be something of a relief from Rachel, my previous roommate, who was a huge drama queen.
 
   We tended to study quietly at our desks in our room in the evening, and didn't see a lot of each other otherwise. I thought of asking her to go out to parties, occasionally, but she didn't seem like a real social girl, and to be honest, I thought guys would snicker to see us together. She's like, five feet one, maybe, and I'm five ten and blonde. We'd definitely look like the odd couple!
 
   Plus, well, she was a nerd. I mean, my friends were definitely not that kind. She had her own friends, nerdy friends, and they hung together as nerds do, I supposed.
 
   And then, one day in November, when I was undressing for bed one evening, that all changed. Now, if you've ever roomed with someone, you know that you just can't be hiding yourself. Dressing and undressing is something you're going to do several times a day, and it's a small room.
 
   So I undressed quite naturally, without caring much that Nicole – Nicky – was sitting on her bed reading. I didn't even realize she was paying any attention to me until I reached for my nighty and she said, in her soft spoken, but high pitched voice.
 
   “You have really nice breasts, Paige.”
 
   It was said more as an observation than a compliment. I mean, I got that right away, and I also got, and had from the start, that Nicky didn't have a whole lot of social skills. I mean, she didn't try to be insulting, but sometimes she was a little dense about certain things. So I got that she probably didn't realize how weird it was to be naked and have some girl telling you how nice your breasts were.
 
   They are nice, by the way. I mean, I know they're nice. Every guy whose ever seen them has loved them. And, hey, I've seen myself in mirrors. I know what my body looks like, in other words, and my attractiveness is one of those things I've come to take for granted for quite a while.
 
   Compliments roll off my back, in other words. I take some pride in the fact I job and swim and do Pilates and keep myself in shape, but for the most part, I'm a winner in the genetic lottery, so try not to get a stuffed head about it.
 
   I was startled, and turned to look at her, my mouth open a bit. She had her glasses on, because she was reading, but was looking over the tops at me.
 
   “You have almost perfect breasts,” she said. “They a nice big size, but not big. I mean, if they were big they'd sag.”
 
   “I exercise,” I said, a little uncomfortably, pulling my nightie over my head.
 
   In fact, the push-ups, chest flyes and presses, elbow squeezes I did were all designed to firm up my chest muscles. I am a thirty-six C-cup on a fairly slender chest, and I did NOT want saggy boobs.
 
   “Your whole body is great, in fact,” she said. “You have a great flat stomach, nice hips, a nice ass...”
 
   I was thinking, like, what the fuck was this, when she came to the point.
 
   “Could I take your picture? I have to do nudes for my photography course.
 
   “No way!” I said with a laugh.
 
   “Please?”
 
   “I'm not having naked pictures of me floating around!” I said, jumping into bed.
 
   “These aren't those kinds of pictures,” she said, as if annoyed. “And besides, I don't need to show your face. I don't even need to show any of your body parts in full.”
 
   She slid out of bed and bent over, picking up a book and coming across to my bed, where she sat and flipped it open. Inside were all kinds of pictures, most in black and white, but a lot in color, of very artistic looking female nudes. 
 
   “The female body is a beautiful thing,” she said. “And you have a great one.”
 
   “You can take pictures of your own body,” I said.
 
   “I have.”
 
   She slid off the bed and pulled over her laptop.
 
   “I don't need to see them,” I said hastily.
 
   She opened it anyway, and I saw a picture of the curve of her hip. I saw another with a leg, extended upward. Then there was one in shadow, showing her curved back. They were all quite tasteful, and you couldn't see her face in them.
 
   “I don't have much in the way of boobs,” she said, which she didn't have to point out. “Your body is more classic from an artistic viewpoint.”
 
   “Don't they have, like, models for this stuff?”
 
   “Not really. And I don't know a lot of girls,” she said, giving me this sad eyed look.
 
   She didn't have much in the way of breasts but she had huge, soft brown eyes.
 
   “What about your friend April?”
 
   She made a face.” April is into tattoos.”
 
   Oh right. I remembered now, and piercings everywhere. Weird girl.
 
   “I don't know, Nicky...”
 
   “I'll take pictures, and you can delete any you don't like,” she said, “Any you think are obscene or too graphic or which might identify you.”
 
   “Well, maybe later..”
 
   “Why don't I take one now?”
 
   “I'm in bed!”
 
   “Well, that's the perfect time since you don't have much clothes on,” she said.
 
   Which I couldn't really argue with.
 
   “Your hair is perfect for this too,” she said. “It's full and long and it will hide your face in anything but a direct full-frontal picture.”
 
   My hair was about four inches past my shoulders, and rich and golden blonde, parted in the middle to spill sideways over my head. And yes, from the side, you couldn't see a thing of my face.
 
   Grumbling, a little self-conscious, I got out of bed, and then, much more self-conscious, peeled off my nightie. She'd seen me naked before, but this was the first time she was really looking at me, and I felt my face begin to heat.
 
   “Go to the wall,” she said.
 
   She led me to the blank cinder-block wall and had me stand with my hands against it and my butt pushed back, my head down so my hair spilled down across my face, and then snapped some pictures from the side. It was weird, but also oddly … arousing, in a way.
 
   “Hands higher,” she said.
 
   I raised my hands and she sank lower, moving back, now forward, snapping low, snapping high. I was starting to feel pretty sure I wasn't going to like these pictures and they'd be too revealing!
 
   But then she plugged the camera into her laptop, and showed me the pictures. Although the room was fairly bright, the pictures were not.
 
   “I like this one best,” she said.
 
   That one showed me from thighs to neck, with my arms stretched out. But the play of shadows meant that, while you could see I was smoothly waxed down below, you couldn't see my pussy at all, for it was in darkness. You could see my breasts from underneath, and just make out my nipples. The area which was best lit was my belly and abdomen. 
 
   “Would your own mother recognize this as you?' she asked.
 
   “Well, no.”
 
   And she wouldn't have. None of my previous boyfriends would either. It was a generic female body, one with a really nice stomach and firm breasts. I was relieved, but I still felt a hot little buzz, partly ego-driven at seeing myself like that.
 
   “You're good with that camera,” I said.
 
   “I've always had the knack. That's why I'm taking photography.”
Some of the other pictures focused on my hips and butt from the side, and on the curve of my back upwards – though that showed my ass, too. But again, the pictures were very tasteful and artistic and dimly lit. It was kind of a kick seeing myself like that, to be honest.
 
   The next pictures she took was a full body shot from behind. I had my nightie around my thighs, my wrists just inside the arms, as if I was about to pull it up, and of course, my face wasn't in view. This one was much brighter lit, and made me a little more nervous, but as she said, no one would look at it and say “Why, that's Paige Munro! I'd recognize that ass and back anywhere!”
 
   But this naked photography was, as I said, turning me on, which in turn was making me uncomfortable. 
 
   “I have an early class,” I said.
 
   “That's okay. I just wanted to do some test shots. I'd really like to photograph you in the studio against the proper backdrops and with the lighting just right.”
“I don't know, Nicky...”
 
   But of course, there wasn't a lot of reason not to, or at least, I didn't see one, except of course, like I said, I was uncomfortably aroused by it.
 
   Two nights later she got me into her photography studio in the evening, and locked the doors. The first shot was of me naked, sitting on my heels, leaning forward with my hand on the floor, shot from the side. My arm partially blocked the view of my breast, and my hair blocked the view of my face.  There was no shadow, though. The light was quite bright.
 
   The next shot was again from the side, against a tropical beach background on the wall, with my arms high. Like the earlier time, it was shot from thighs to neck, with my arms raised. Like the first time, it was shot in a way which made it clear I had no pubic hair, but showed nothing. It did, however, show my breasts, completely bare, and in clean, crisp, bright color.
 
   My face blushed at that, and my mind squirmed at the thought of people looking at it!
 
   “I could put this on the internet now and not a single person would have a clue this was you,” she said, matter of factly.
 
   To which I could again not really argue.
 
   She took a number of shots of me from the back, sometimes sitting down, my face turned away. Sometimes my breasts were visible, sometimes not. It was... strangely exciting, as I said.
 
   “Now let me try this,” she said. “Cross your wrists together behind your back.”
 
   I did so, and I felt some soft fabric wrapped carefully around my wrists. I looked back to see her tying a black scarf around them, and felt a hot little jolt of sexual energy.
 
   “What are...”
 
   She tied it firmly, then had me lay down on a sort of short, narrow wooden bench which had a duvet across it. I kept tugging at my wrists, feeling a strange, dark thrill at them being tied together, as she placed me on my side, facing away from the camera, and had me shift my wrists around, and roll further over, or further back.
 
   “Aren't these a little kinky?” I gulped.
 
   “Female sexuality is replete with images of helplessness and softness,” she said.
 
   Okaayyyy.
 
   She got me off the bench and onto the floor, sitting on my heels, and again took shots from the rear, then moved slowly over towards the sides, having me lean forward a bit and brushing the hair down to hide my face.
 
   She untied me then, and we took a few more shots before we went back to the dorm. I felt aroused still, kind of charged up.
 
   “How many people see these pictures?” I asked.
 
   “My teacher, Ms. Conway,  and maybe a few of the students in my photography class.”
 
   “Male students?”
 
   “Some of them.”
 
   I gulped and felt a hot little rush of heat.
 
   “They can see a lot more interesting pictures on the internet,” she said with a smile.
 
   “Not of me!”
 
   She laughed softly. “Don't worry. No one will know who the pictures are of. Well, except for April.”
 
   “April!?”
“She's in my photography class. And even if I don't tell her she'll know. I mean, she's seen you after all, and she knows I don't know anyone else. Don't worry, she's not gossip.”
 
   I did worry, but not a lot. My mind was dwelling more on those male students seeing my pictures!
 
   Things pretty much went back to normal for a month or so, with no more picture requests, then Nicky asked me to take a few more in the photography studio. I said no, but her persistence wore me down so we wound up back there one evening.
 
   The first thing she did was produce handcuffs, and slap them on my wrists! I gulped, but didn't protest as she took more pictures, again from the rear and side. Then she added these other metal cuffs, with a longer chain linking them. She fastened them around my arms just above my elbows. The chain reached down to the cuffs, and she moved around snapping picture after picture of me, all from the rear, mostly from about hip height.
 
   “These seem kind of kinky,” I gulped, feeling even more aroused than usual.
 
   “No, not really.” 
 
   And she insisted on showing me the pictures on her laptop, without removing the arm and wrist cuffs. She was right. They were low level, again because the shadows under and even between my buttocks, along with my hands and the chains, made them not even very revealing, really. That relieved much of the tension I was starting to feel.
 
   She removed the arm cuffs, but kept the ones on my wrists.
 
   “Kneel here, Paige,” she said, helping me down onto the floor near the wall.
 
   She reached into a box and found a collar, an actual collar, like a bondage collar, and slid it around my neck. I was a bit … breathless, and open-mouthed about that, but didn't really think to protest until it was almost buckled in.
 
   “This is definitely kinky!” I gulped.
 
   “Wait till you see,” she said calmly.
 
   She attached a chain to the ring in the front of the collar, then got a small step ladder, and attached another chain to the cuffs around my wrists, leading it up to a hook above. She pulled so that my wrists and arms were pulled up and I was leaning forward. Then she hopped back down.
 
   She brushed my hair down over my face, and snapped pictures from the side, then more towards the front. Again, she stopped, leaving me in place, and showing me the pictures. You could see a bit of my chin, but that was all. The rest of my head was covered in soft, blonde hair. You could clearly see my breasts, but at the angle the pictures were taken from, you still couldn't quite see my pussy.
 
   It was a beautiful picture of.. of a girl chained helpless and naked. Of ME chained helpless and naked, and I thought it was incredibly hot! I flushed to see it, and to see how stiff and hard my nipples were in the picture – and still were.
 
   “Now if you could raise your head a little in the next picture,” she said. “I want your mouth in it.”
 
   “I don't want anyone recognizing me,” I gulped.
 
   “They won't.”
 
   She took something else from the box. It was a black ball with a thin strap going through it.
 
   “What's this.”
 
   “Open your mouth. It will help disguise you.”
 
   I opened my mouth and she pushed it in. It was kind of big, but it was malleable, and she squeezed it to get it past my teeth. Then it fattened up inside my mouth, pushing down against my tongue and up against the roof of my mouth. I couldn't close my mouth as she pulled the strap around behind my head and buckled it in place.
 
   Then she combed my hair out from under it, and set up the camera on a tripod. She moved back and forth between it and me several times, adjusting my hair, and how high I should hold my head.
 
   “I ant the gag in but nothing identifiable about the model,” she said.
 
   Which I completely agreed with!
 
   Then there was a knock at the door.
 
   I felt a shock run through me, and jerked against the cuffs, my head coming up and twisting wildly around. I stared at her and she made a calming gesture.
 
   “I'll see who it is,” she said.
 
   I tried to yell at her to unchain me, but she was already walking to the door! That left me there chained up and naked and unable to even protest! She spoke through the door for a few seconds, too low for me to hear, then she opened the door! I dropped my head low to hide my face, in case whoever it was looked past and was able to see me. 
 
   The door closed, and I looked up and around again, blanching as I realized she was leading someone back into the room! Then I recognized it as a girl, and a moment later as her friend April.
 
   April was short, like Nicky. She wasn't skinny, and had a pretty nice body, actually. But her right arm was completely covered in tattoos. She had a big tattoo on her shoulder, another on the small of her back, and an eagle on her abdomen. She also had tattoos on her legs.
 
   Despite all that she was a nerd, like Nicky, who, according to Nicky,  mostly played video games for entertainment, and liked to knit.
 
   They were talking furiously as they approached.
 
   “... do know you'd be here?”
 
   “Oh, please, you know very well you've been jealous of me having Paige for a model!”
 
   “Well it isn't really fair given how hard it is to find models for this assignment.”
 
   They both stood there looking at me and I dropped my head, face burning with embarrassment.
 
   “She looks great,” April said.
 
   “Look at the ones I've taken already.”
 
   They turned away and looked at the pictures on the laptop, then began to discuss other poses to do, as well as filters and lighting. I looked up, glaring at the two, and tried to speak, but of course, the stupid gag made that impossible.
 
   Then April snapped a picture of me!
 
   “No faces,” Nicky said, taking her camera and deleting the picture.
 
   “You have a beautiful face,” April said to me. “I don't know why you wouldn't want it in the picture.”
 
   “It's the face combined with the rest she minds,” Nicky said.
 
   “If I had a body like that I'd want everyone to know it was mine,” April said.
 
   “Come on, let's get this shot in.”
 
   April looked through the camera, while Nicky adjusted my head, her small hands turning it up, then down, brushing her fingers through my hair to cover most of my face, , and turning my head away a little, then stepping back as April snapped the pictures.
 
   “If she had pierced nipples this would be even better,” April said.
 
   “She doesn't need pierced nipples. I do have clips in the box, though.”
 
   “Oh, excellent.”
 
   April rooted in the box and came out with a small, velvet box and opened it.
 
   “Perfect,” she said.
 
   She handed what looked like two small silver balls on two inch chains to Nicky, who knelt in front of me. The chains had small round loops on the end, and she put one of the balls in her mouth, then gripped the other and squeezed my right breast a little.
 
   I had been feeling an uneasy thrum of sexual tension from the moment I had stripped off. But now that spiraled upwards as she gently squeezed my breast with her small, soft fingers, and then pinched the center a little behind the nipple. 
 
   She licked her fingers, then quickly rubbed and plucked at the nipple – which was already hard, to make it even more stiff and stand out harder. Then she slipped the small metal ring around it, then tightened a little screw which closed it even tighter.
 
   I gasped, and winced, as I felt the thing tighten around the base of my nipple, tighten to the point of pinching and burning! I moaned a complaint into the gag, shaking my head, and she released my breast.
 
   “It will just sting for a few seconds,” she said.
 
   Then she squeezed my other breast! I felt a hot shudder roll through my abdomen and down between my legs, for this was really bizarre! I was chained and gagged and completely at her mercy, I realized, and she was squeezing my breasts!
 
   I mean... well... it was like... I know she was a girl, and she was almost being... clinical, in how she was touching me. And I know I'm not really into girls but... the whole setup, with me naked and tied up like I was, and helpless... helpless. It was fucking turning me on! And her touching my breasts sent a hot shudder through my mind, never mind my body!
 
   I winced and gasped again as the second loop tightened around my nipple. Then she drew back and the two metal balls hung from my nipples! They weren't very heavy, but certainly heavy enough to make my nipples throb powerfully!
 
   “Excellent,” April said.
 
   I tried to complain again, glaring at Nicky.
 
   “This is the erotic nude assignment,” she said. “That's why April said it was hard to find girls to pose. But don't worry. It's very artsy, and no one will know it's you.”
 
   The two adjusted my hair and body and snapped more pictures, which Nicky showed me. She was right. You couldn't see that it was me. The gag distorted my lower face so no one could recognize it, and my hair hid the rest.
 
   They took pictures from both sides, both she and April, which made me indignant since I hadn't agreed to pose for April. And all the while I knelt there helpless, chest tight, face flushed, and nipples aching. And, as I said, that sexual tension had ratcheted way up!
 
   “What we should do is raise her arms higher and lower her body,” April said. “Get her more horizontal. Her breasts will look beautiful bent over.”
 
   A new problem arose for me. I was starting to drool around the gag! I mean, it was jammed into my mouth, but keeping me from closing my lips, and my head was bent forward. I felt a rush of embarrassment as saliva began to drool down towards the floor, and I had no way to do anything about it!
 
   Then I gasped as I felt my hair pulled up and back, sharply, forcing my head way back.
 
   “Don't worry. That always happens,” Nicky said, rubbing my mouth with a tissue.
 
   Then she pushed my head forward.
 
   “Lean over more, Paige,” she ordered.
 
   She pushed down on my head while I felt April's hands on my legs from behind, pulling them back. Then my arms were raised way up, straight over my head! That bent me way over so my torso was horizontal and my head hung low.
 
   “Excellent,” April said again, her voice filled with enthusiasm.
 
   The two shot pictures from either side of me. They stood up, they knelt down, they even lay on their bellies. 
 
   “Oh, you dirty girl,” April said with a laugh.
 
   I jerked my head up to see Nicky holding... holding.. it looked like an enormous cock in her hand! It looked like it was made of glass, and was tremendously thick, and long. My eyes widened, and my mouth would have if it could have gotten any wider!
 
   “Don't worry, Paige. It's for effect,” she said.
 
   She set it on its end behind me on the floor, and they snapped more pictures, this time behind me! With me bent way over I knew very well what kind of shots they'd get from there, and my mind began to swirl and churn with both embarrassment, anxiety, and, well, yes, dark arousal and heat.
 
   After a minute, Nicky knelt down next to me and showed me some of the pictures. The dildo looked huge against me, standing on its end, rising up right behind me! But it also blocked the site of my pussy, so as to keep the picture from being totally graphic.
 
   “This is about combining different elements into the picture,” she said. “On the one side we have your soft, warm female body, helpless and exposed. On the other, we have this cold, hard, even menacing male object. Do you understand?” she said.
 
   They snapped a few more pictures, then discussed other possible shots.
 
   Again, it was totally weird! They were talking about my naked body, my body parts, and how to pose it, with compete disregard to me! I mean, I had no input, no say, not even a way to argue! It felt surreal! But I was also incredibly aroused! 
 
   The two nerd girls then grabbed some rope, black rope, and knelt on either side of me.
 
   “... think they're such poseurs,” April said.
 
   “You just like that stupid head banger music,” Nicky replied.
 
   “It's really alive and wild and it makes you move,” April replied.
 
   They lifted my feet up and back, and I gasped, as they pressed my ankles against the outside of my thighs, then tied them in place. I was perched precariously on my knees alone, arms straight in the air, as they snapped more pictures.
 
   “I love how her breasts look when they're hanging free like this,” April said.
 
   “And her nipples are so big. We should take the clips off them, though. They've been on too long.”
 
   The two moved in and I jerked as I felt their hands on my bare breasts, felt their fingers working on the loops squeezing in tight around them. I gasped as I felt the rope cutting into the sides of my breasts, as their fingers forced the rope upwards higher while tightening it. They wanted the rope flat against my ribs, and I moaned as the closing loops made my breasts go taut and fat and swell out.
 
   I could feel them throb with my heartbeat as I fought to control my breathing. They felt hard and ached as the ropes squeezed in around the base, and instead of hanging straight down they sort of, well, were angled somewhat to the sides, to the outside of my body. I gulped as their hands continually touched my breasts while they worked, breasts which were pulsing hotly.
 
   Then they removed the clips from my nipples. 
 
   “Her nipples are really big!” April said. “These will really make good pictures!”
 
   They slid back and started snapping pictures quickly as my nipples began to burn hotly with renewed circulation. I was breathing unevenly, and looked down to see they were indeed swollen and rigid. They ached!
 
   “Don't worry. They'll feel fine in a minute,” Nicky said.
 
   She slid forward again and I gasped as her fingers kind of caught my rigid nipple and rubbed it gently between the pads of her fingertips. The returning sensation was giving me pins and needles, so her gentle rubbing was having a dramatic effect!
 
   I felt my pussy thrumming with energy, felt a wave of heat rolling through my body.
 
   She moved back after only a few seconds, though, as the two discussed shots.
 
   My head was spinning, and I hardly heard them. Then they were behind me and I felt the black rope wrapped around my right wrist. I thought that was odd given my wrists were cuffed together anyway, but then suddenly the cuffs fell away.
 
   I had barely realized that when the two of them took my arms down and then around in front of me. I felt a wave of relief which ended abruptly as they raised them up above my head and tied them together again. I started to jerk against them but I was awkwardly placed, and still couldn't talk, and they tied them really fast!
 
   At least this was more comfortable on my shoulders. My arms were straight up above me and tied together with the rope, which was much softer than the hard, cold metal. 
 
   “Keep your chin down, Paige, so your face is hidden,” Nicky said, tilting my head down.
 
   More pictures, from all sides. Including with the big glass cock standing on its base right between my legs!
 
   I stared down at it, imagining something that fat sliding up into my pussy, imagining how deep it would go! I was starting to get very anxious and nervous about my arousal, about how stiff my nipples were and how wet I was. What if they realized how turned on this was making me? They would think I was a pervert!
 
   Yes, I know, but my brain wasn't really working well at the moment.
 
   April gripped my hair, pulling it up and back into a kind of tail, then she and Nicky worked my head up and back through my arms. But she kept pulling and I gasped aloud as she pulled my head back so far I was staring up at the ceiling behind me!
 
   “We need to tie it off to something,” she said.
 
   “Tie it off and slide the rope in between her legs,” Nicky said.
 
   My back was sharply arched as they tied the black rope around my thick pony tail and fed it down between my legs, then up in front. I felt Nicky's hand against my abdomen as she fed the rope up there. She held it in place, then drew it around my hips and back, then pulled it tight.
 
   I squeaked, my eyes bulging as I felt the rope not only jerk back tightly on my hair, but pull right up sharply against my pussy... so sharply it dug up right between the lips of my sex!
“Excellent,” April said yet again.
 
   I moaned helplessly as more pictures were snapped. I was embarrassed, horribly anxious, and darkly aroused all at the same time. But it was the arousal which was taking control of my mind, to be honest. Every pull against the rope not only made my scalp ache but ground it up against my soft pussy, up between my pussy lips!
 
   The rope was untied, and I groaned as I was able to pull my head up again, but the rope was still … stuck.. between the lips of my sex, and as I pulled my head up it pulled the rope, sliding it down between my pussy lips and up between my buttocks. The sensation was wild!
 
   April pushed my head between my arms so I could drop my chin again, and they combed my hair over my face.
 
   They untied the ropes binding my ankles to my thighs, but then placed a rope across my legs, right behind the knees, and raised my ankles up once again, retying them in place. The new ropes were then tied around my legs right at the knees and pulled to the sides.
 
   Nicky wiped the saliva off my chin and jaw again, and I moaned dazedly. The sexual pressure was high and had been high for long, long minutes.
 
   April placed the glass dildo right between my legs, and then she and Nicky slowly pulled my knees apart. That, of course, lowered my body until I felt the round head of the glass dildo pressing right up against the soft, overheated flesh of my pussy!
 
   They snapped pictures from different angles, of the long, glass cock, the head pushing right up hard against my soft flesh, and I moaned helplessly as heat swirled through my body!
 
   The pressure was such, at first, that I didn't think it would possibly go into me! I mean, it was just this thick, wide pressure against my narrow opening! I gasped and shook my head, moaning into the gag.
 
   “Oh you know you want it,” April said in amusement.
 
   I squealed in denial, then gasped as Nicky's small hand slid down and her fingers found my clit! I was hot, swollen and incredibly sensitive, and when she rubbed my clit the heat rushed over me like turning on a water tap! My hips bucked convulsively, and both girls giggled.
 
   I flushed hotly, terribly embarrassed, because this was the first, really overt, really deliberate, well... lesbian touch against my body, and until that very second I wasn't at all sure either of these girls was into that. Now I knew!
 
   April pushed up against me with the dildo, and I felt the mouth of my sex ache as my pussy lips spread... and spread... and spread wider. I shuddered and whimpered as the ache became sharper and more intense, and then I felt the nose pushing through into the mouth of my sex! 
 
   My heart was pounding wildly and I jerked and pulled against the ropes as they pulled my legs further apart and I slowly sank down onto the glass dildo.
 
   I was incredibly wet, but they had also, I realized, oiled up the thing! I whimpered and moaned, aching horribly... aching wonderfully! I'd never had anything that thick inside me before! I was flushed and overheated and panting and aching as they spread my legs a bit more.
 
   Then they snapped more pictures. I moaned, head low, hair spilling across my face like a curtain.
 
   They took pictures with just the head inside me. Then they spread my legs wider, forcing me down further and further. The thick glass cock pushed up into my belly, inch after slow inch, until it was half inside me. Then they took more pictures.
 
   I groaned as my hair was pulled up and back and my head lifted up to stare into the camera. Nicky snapped more pictures, and I was so wild and dazed that while it occurred to me my face would be in them that wasn't really my primary thought.
 
   I couldn't spare much thought from how incredibly, intensely aroused I was! I was almost trembling with the firestorm of heat within me!
 
   April got up on the ladder and I felt the rope there loosen, then I moaned as I sank lower on the dildo.
 
   Nicky untied my ankles and my feet fell to the floor. I groaned in relief, for my knees had been killing me! At least now my feet could take some of that weight!
 
   They snapped more pictures. My wrists were still held above me but my arms weren't fully extended any more. There were still ropes around my legs at the knees, pulling them apart, and I groaned, feeling the ache in my groin, in the tendons as my legs were spread wider.
 
   I was sitting on my heels by then, my arms almost fully taut once more as my head hung forward and I panted for breath. The heavy breathing and dazed condition of my mind meant I was drooling again, also sweating.
 
   “She's hot,” April said.
 
   “Yes, very hot. She must really get off on being tied up,” Nicky said.
 
   “Maybe it's you she's hot for,” April giggled.
 
   Nicky snorted. “No, I don't think she's really into girls that much, if at all.”
 
   She knelt in front of me and eyed my body, then lifted my head up by the hair. I moaned at her, my eyes glassy and her other hand slid down between my legs.
 
   “I bet you're feeling a little sore here,” she said.
 
   She had long fingernails, and she tapped one lightly, repeatedly, against my swollen clitoris. I flinched every time, gasping at the sudden rush of heat which accompanied those short, sharp taps.
 
   “Get her to come. We'll get pictures,” April said.
 
   The glass dildo had pushed up horribly deep inside me now, jamming against something tender way up in my belly. But the psychological effect of having something so thick and hard so deep inside me was making my mind melt under the firestorm of excitement.
 
   “I'd have to be in the picture, though.”
 
   “So be in the picture.”
 
   Nicky looked thoughtful for a moment, then released my hair and stood up. I moaned, head dropping low again, panting, until I saw her pulling down her jeans and stepping out of them. I raised my head and saw her naked! She had a slim, petite body, her breasts small and hard. She winked at me, then got on her knees back of me.
 
   I felt her wind my hair around her wrist, then felt her pulling my head up and back. I groaned as she pulled it back between my arms. I felt her pressing her slim, naked flesh, her hard little breasts against my back and buttocks, then felt her teeth against the nape of my neck. She reached around my hip with her right arm and I jerked violently as her fingers found my clit.
 
   I heard the camera snap.
 
   “Can you see my face?”
“No, your hair hides most of it and the rest is buried against her throat. Her hair hides it too.”
 
   I gurgled helplessly, raw heat rushing over me as she stroked my clitoris and chewed at the nape of my neck. And then the orgasm spilled through my nervous system and I cried out in wild, helpless pleasure, bucking and shaking and sobbing into the gag as an incredibly intense orgasm made my muscles spasm and threatened to fry my mind!
 
   I'd never had such an extended orgasm! It went on and on and on as I bucked and jerked and thrashed and gurgled in breathless, dazed wonder at the sheer force of it! When it finally eased I practically collapsed, limp, boneless, exhausted, chest heaving, a sheen of perspiration covering my naked skin.
 
   The two girls huddled together over the laptop, giggling and making excited sounds about the pictures April had taken. April said “Oh, excellent!” several times.
 
   Wearily, I raised my chin, panting, staring at their backs, then down at my breasts, then below to my pussy. Most of that huge glass dildo was inside me, and I felt a sense of wonder and awe, along with a sense of anxiety. Surely that would damage me! It was so fucking big!
 
   The two returned to me, and April got up on the ladder and undid the rope. I groaned and almost fell on my face, but April held the rope tightly. I was finally able to drop my arms, which she seemed to be okay with, but then she pulled the rope between my legs, and she and Nicky eased me gently down onto my belly.
 
   I groaned helplessly as I felt them tying rope around my legs again, tying my ankles apart, then pulling harder on the rope attached to my wrists. I gasped as the rope was pulled harder, straight back along the floor, forcing me my face and shoulders against the floor.
 
   A rope went around my waist, and I groaned as it tightened and then pulled, forcing my hips up into the air and holding them in place.
 
   April moved the tripod back behind me, or actually just to the side, and snapped pictures as Nicky slowly drew the glass dildo out of my aching pussy.
 
   It was only free a moment, however, when I felt fingers stroking my aching pussy lips. Within seconds, Nicky had four fingers inside me, twisting and turning and caressing me, her fingers far warmer and softer than the cold, hard glass cock had been.
 
   I moaned and gasped and jerked against the ropes, alarmed, embarrassed, indignant, and yet starting to get turned on again despite myself! I moaned as her fingers pushed deeper, and then it was like... suddenly there was a heavy pressure against my aching pussy opening. Only this time the pressure wasn't from a cold, hard glass object, but her hand.
 
   She was, I realized, trying to push her thumb into me too! It was the heel of her hand jamming against my opening. My eyes widened, and I jerked against the ropes, but I felt her oiled hand slowly, slowly pushing forward, and then with a shock, I felt the heel slipping past me, and a wave of physical relief as my pussy lips closed around her more narrow wrist.
 
   Nicky was a petite girl, and her hand was slim, but the idea she had her whole hand inside me was stunning! I whimpered and moaned in wide eyed disbelief as I felt her hand slowly turning from side to side inside me. Then it began to slowly push deeper.
 
   April snapped picture after picture, saying “Excellent,” in a delighted whisper.
 
   There was a different kind of clicking sound, and then a buzzing, and a moment later what had to be a vibrator was pressed against my clitoris. I shook and twisted and moaned into the gag as her hand eased deeper and deeper, her wrist sliding into me. I felt the additional strain as her forearm followed, spreading me wider.
 
   She slowly drew her fingers into the palm of her hand and then her fist moved deeper still as she ran the vibrator back and forth over my clitoris. 
 
   The orgasm came quickly, sharply, explosively, and I screamed into the gag, my hips bucking and grinding and rutting back at her like a wild, mindless animal as the convulsive sexual pressure blasted through my mind and body.
 
   I sobbed dazedly, my mind broken, aching inside, as she continued to move her fist and arm in and out, up and down. Slowly, the tight pressure of my vaginal muscles eased, and she was able to move her hand with more authority, all the while rubbing my clit with the vibrator. I came again, and again, and again, my head thrashing wildly, my body shaking and bucking out of control.
 
   I lost consciousness briefly, but for the most part, my mind was conscious, but just not working. I was aware of a sense of relief as her hand slid out of me, and my aching knees felt even better as I was eased off them, but they seemed to be tying the rope even tighter around my body.
 
   I moaned, eyes glassy, as I felt my breasts plump out hard, rope squeezing in around them. I felt the rope bind my arms back behind me, felt it digging into my soft, overheated flesh around my waist, loop after loop cinching in terribly tight, so I could hardly breath.
 
   Then it was between my legs, cinching in tight again, this time two loops which kind of dug into my pussy and then pulled up tight on either side of my clitoris. My ankles were drawn up and sharply back and tied to my wrists, and my shoulders forced back so that my back arched.
 
   And then I felt pressure on the ropes and I groaned as the two girls fed the rope up through the hook to a pulley, and raised my body off the floor, pulling me up and leaving me hanging several feet in the air.
 
   I moaned dazedly, then felt the vibrator rubbing back and forth across my swollen clitoris again. I shuddered and moaned, partly in denial. I was so drained and exhausted! But it didn't seem to matter. April caressed my swollen breasts, and rolled and stroked the nipples as Nicky used the vibrator on me, and I was soon burning up with heat again.
 
   April moved away, and returned, naked. She had a nice little body, but even more tattoos than I'd thought. She was wearing a black mask, like cat-woman, and she carefully gathered my hair at the top and lifted my head so that I was staring right into her shaven sex. Then she untied the strap behind my head and worked the ball-gag out of my mouth.
 
   “Can you see her face?” she asked.
 
   “Brush more of her hair down on the right side,” Nicky said.
 
   April combed her fingers through my hair, tugging it down across the side of my face more.
 
   “A bit more. I just want to see her nose and jaw, and then I'll know I'll get the tongue in,” Nicky said, looking through the camera.
 
   April shifted her grip on my hair and I moaned at the way she was pulling against it, but then Nicky pronounced herself satisfied.
 
   “Lick me, Paige,” April ordered.
 
   I stared dazedly at her pussy, and she reached down with her off hand and pinched my stiff, throbbing nipple.
 
   “Lick me,” she ordered.
 
   Moaning, I licked at her pussy, at her clit, feeling a wall of dark heat as I slid my tongue up and down between the lips of her sex and she reached down to roughly squeeze one of my burning breasts.
 
   “Push your tongue out more and hold it against my clit,” she said.
 
   Dazedly, I obeyed, as Nicky snapped picture after picture.
 
   “Mmm, I'm liking this,” April said with a sigh.
 
   “You would, slut,” Nicky said.
 
   “Keep licking, Paige. Nicky wants to get good pictures,” April sighed.
 
   Nicky snorted in amusement, but kept taking pictures.
 
   “I think that's enough,” Nicky said, turning away.
 
   “Enough for you, maybe,” Paige said, breathlessly.
 
   She gathered up more of my hair, then, grinding her pussy against my mouth.
 
   “Lick me,” she panted.
 
   I licked harder, and tried sucking at her clit, and she moaned and reached under again to knead my breast. She started grinding herself faster and faster.
 
   “Hey, we're supposed to be taking pictures,” Nicky said from across the room.
 
   “Just wait... a … a minute!” April gasped.
 
   “She's supposed to be my model, not your sex toy.”
 
   “She can be both!”
 
   She came, then, jamming my face in hard against her pussy as she gurgled and moaned and shook through the climax. Nicky grumbled and turned back to her computer monitor, checking the pictures.
 
   After a bit, April staggered over to the computer and they looked at pictures. I hung in place for a few minutes, head hanging low, panting, still shell-shocked by everything which had happened. It was like I was the frog placed in the warm water who doesn't notice that it's being turned up bit by bit until suddenly he's in boiling water.
 
   How had I let things get this far out of control!? Bit by bit, that's how.
 
   Finally the two came over and lowered me carefully to the floor and then untied me completely. I was still largely speechless, though. I mean, what do you say!? I was sore and had some rope burns, and was feeling... cowed, if that's the right word. They were acting as if this was just a photo session but God, the things they'd done!
 
   I was a head taller than either of them, but felt nervous about them – not in any way like they would hit me or anything, but just – cowed, like I said. I got dressed quickly and left them to the pictures, which I never would have done if I'd been thinking. I mean, I should have checked every picture to make sure there was nothing there that could identify me.
 
   I went back to the dorm. Where else was I to go, and had a shower. The thing was that sliding my hands over my naked slippery body did nothing to ease the strange, jagged heat that was swirling around inside me. I wasn't even sure why I was so aroused. They were just girls, and I wasn't into girls, and if I was, it wouldn't be them.
 
   Maybe April was right that I just really liked being tied up. Though I didn't think that was the whole of it. It was the sense of being completely helpless in a sexual situation, of having it out of control and having to just accept whatever they did. That was closer to it. It was how outrageous it was, how surreal.
 
   I mean, if I'd had my last boyfriend, Mark, tie me up, it wouldn't have been anywhere near that explosively hot.
 
   I did my best to be asleep when April came in, even though it wasn't very late. She just got undressed, got into bed, and red some textbook for an hour or so before turning off the lights. I hadn't fallen asleep. My mind was spinning around far too much for that. I didn't get much sleep that night at all. 
 
   Part of that was the sexual tension. I should have masturbated before she returned. Afterward I was afraid she'd know, or hear. That would be humiliating! She'd think I was so into girls, into her, that I was masturbating because of it!
 
   I felt very awkward and jumpy around her for the next few days, and wondered how I could get another room. She acted like nothing had happened at all. And then, we were both in our beds reading, when she mentioned that she'd posted several of the pictures on an internet web site for artistic erotica!
 
   “You didn't!” I gasped.
 
   “Don't worry. They're very classy,” she said.
 
   She swung her legs out of bed and then grabbed her laptop from her desk, turned it on and came back to sit on the edge of my bed.
 
   I gulped as she called up the site, then cringed as the pictures appeared, cringed at first. But it was quickly obvious no one would be able to tell it was me. One was a picture taken from directly in front of me while I was bent way over, but the top of the picture was showing my breasts, taut and straining and pushed out to the sides by the rope around them, the nipples incredibly swollen, and further back, the flat line of my belly.
 
   The next was me impaled on the dildo! I was on my knees, hands tied above me, and the picture was taking from directly in front of me to get my entire body in it. But since my head was pulled up and way back, all the picture showed was the underside of my chin.
 
   The third was again me bent over, taken from the side, from about my waist to Nicky's elbow, showing her hand buried in my pussy and my pussy lips wrapped tightly around her forearm.
 
   “These are... obscene!” I gulped, red-faced.
 
   “I don't think there's anything obscene about the human body,” she said, “Especially one that looks like yours. Your body looks gorgeous in these pictures, golden, firm, toned...”
 
   I glared at her. “You didn't tell me you were going to... do stuff like that to me!” 
 
   She shrugged. “I wasn't sure I was. It was based on your reaction.”
 
   “My reaction!? I was gagged! I couldn't say anything!”
 
   “Your facial reaction, how you responded to being touched, how wet you were, you know.”
 
   I flushed even hotter.
 
   “You're just upset that you got off on it so much.”
 
   “'I am not! I mean, I didn't!”
 
   She snorted. “You came like crazy.”
 
   I flushed hotly. “I did not!”
 
   “Oh please. I was rubbing your clit, Paige. I could feel your body shaking.”
 
   I almost wanted to punch her, the little bitch!
 
   “I wasn't...”
 
   “You don't understand why you became that hot. I get that,” she said. “I think you're a submissive, and you got off on how exciting and wild everything was. I don't think makes you a lesbian or anything, nor even bisexual like me and April.”
 
   I glared at her.
 
   “Not that I'm all that bisexual,” she said thoughtfully. “I mean, mostly I'm straight. I mean, when it comes to serious stuff. But I don't mind playing with girls, you know. It's just, you know, uhm, fun and games.”
 
   “Well I don't do games!”
 
   She smirked, then tugged the sheet back from where I clutched it. I was wearing a white striped shirt as a nightie. It was a guy's shirt, my second last boyfriend's shirt, in fact.
 
   “You're nipples are hard,” she said with a smirk.
 
   I snatched the sheet back, glowering.
 
   “You are such a bitch!”
 
   “You're not mad at me, Paige. You're mad at you,” she said.
 
   “Oh spare me the analysis from psychology 101!”
 
   “I bet I could make you come in thirty seconds flat.”
 
   “That's... ridiculous!” I sputtered.
 
   She tugged the sheets back again and I glared at her challengingly. She reached across and her fingers combed gently through my hair, then the backs of her fingers slid down my cheek and along the nape of my neck. I felt the breath catch in my throat as they slid down, the backs of her fingers caressing my breasts – my suddenly throbbing, pulsing breasts – through the thin fabric of the shirt.
 
   She unbuttoned the two center buttons and her hand slid into the shirt, cupping my breast. A wave of heat flushed through my system, taking my breath away, and I gasped as her thumb rubbed against my nipple.
 
   “I-I'm n-not – .”
 
   She unbuttoned the rest of the shirt with her other hand and then pushed it back over my shoulders.
 
   “Roll over.”
 
   “Wh-what?” I gulped.
 
   “On your stomach,” she said, sliding off the edge of the bed.
 
   She pulled on my arm, and I saw no reason to refuse even as she pulled the shirt back down my arms and off.
 
   She went to her desk, got something from a drawer, and came back, hiding it behind her.
 
   “What – ?”
 
   She climbed onto the bed and straddled my legs, then sat down on my thighs.
 
   “Nicky!”
 
   “Hands,” she said, grabbing my right wrist and pulling it back behind me.
 
   “What?! What are you – !?”
She pulled my other wrist back, even thought I fought … well.. struggled... kind of... to pull free. She quickly tied my wrists together, wrapping loop after loop around them until I felt how firm and tight they were. My chest was even tighter, though as she slid off me.
 
   “Roll over.”
 
   “No!”
 
   She rolled me over, and I struggled to sit up.
 
   “Good. Sit against the headboard while we talk.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “It would be more comfortable for you,” she said with a shrug.
 
   I sat back against the headboard, my stomach fluttering.
 
   “Wha-what are you doing?” I gulped.
 
   She was doubling up the black rope in her hand, and then she suddenly pushed it against my face! I gasped as the doubled up rope pushed into my mouth, or, really, across it. She pulled it around behind my head and tied it around the headboard, locking my head in place. Then she grabbed my right leg and lifted it up and back.
 
   “What are you doing!?” I tried to demand. 
 
   My words came out muffled, of course.
 
   She ignored me, and then tied my ankle to the bed post. I struggled to keep my left leg down but she easily lifted it up and back and tied my left ankle to the other post. 
 
   I was in an obscene position! And completely helpless.
 
   “How do you feel? Hot, I bet,” she said.
 
   “I'm not!” I tried to say.
 
   She made a face and her fingers slid across my clit, making me jerk sharply. They slid up and down my pussy and then she thrust out her middle finger and pushed it slowly into my pussy. I could feel how hot and wet I was as her finger slid into me to the knuckle, then pulled out again. She held it up with a smirk to show how wet it was.
 
   She got up and then peeled her nightshirt up and off. My eyes widened, and I felt a wild rush of billowing heat and anxiety, of embarrassment and outrage, of dark hunger and a kind of forlorn sense of surrender.
 
   She turned away from me and went to her bed, then leaned over and pulled out a box. She fished around in it, then stood up with something she stepped into. I thought it was panties or shorts for an instant, but then she turned around and I saw it was like... straps.
 
   With a big cock attached!
 
   My eyes widened. I shook my head. She smirked as she walked back to me. She climbed into bed and knelt right in front of me as I stared down at the huge hard, silicon cock pointing straight at my pussy!
 
   I shook my head again as she let it slide up and down along the length of my throbbing, overheated pussy, as it stroked across my clit, then back again along my narrow, shaven sex. She rubbed it forward again, then back. Every time she did I felt a rolling wave of heat through my insides.
 
   “Want em to fuck you, Paige?” she asked calmly.
 
   She slid the thing up and down against me again, and I shuddered.
 
   “Just say so. Just say 'fuck me', and I'll give you this hard cock.”
 
   I shook my head, desperately turning my eyes away, and moaned as she continued to slide it back and forth, back and forth, slowly, the silicon cock getting more slick as it picked up my juices. 
 
   She climbed out of bed, though, and fished in the box again, coming out with a small plastic squeeze bottle. She squeezed some sort of gel onto the cock and rubbed it up and down, then returned.
 
   I moaned as she slid the thing across my pussy again. The slickness of it felt incredibly sensual against my oversensitive flesh!
 
   “Just say it,” she said, sliding it back and forth.
 
   The heat was melting my mind! And like a drug, it was melting away my resistance. I felt my bones going limp, felt all the heat within me burning away.
 
   “Fuck me,” I moaned into the ropes.
 
   She let her fingers spread the lips of my sex and then shifted the angle on her cock so that it pushed hard against me. I moaned and my head jerked against the rope holding it to the headboard. The dildo slowly, slowly sank into me, and I gurgled and gasped and shuddered as it pushed deeper and deeper.
 
   Nicky moved forward on her knees, leaning in, grasping the headboard as she started to thrust in and out. It was like... nothing I'd ever felt before!  I stared at that cock pushing into me, stared at her soft, flat belly, stared at my pussy as the thick cock pushed through.
 
   And I came. I came hard, my feet jerking wildly against the ropes pinning my ankles in place, my head shaking against the ropes tying it. Convulsions wracked my body as I gave myself to the wild thrill of heat exploding through my mind.
 
   And the focus of that exploding, incredible pleasure was the thick cock she was now pushing deep into my pussy! She fucked me. Nicky was fucking me! She fucked me right through the orgasm, and kept fucking me. I was helpless, dazed, moaning, gasping as the ropes tied me in that obscene position and Nicky continued to drive her slim hips into me.
 
   She used long, deep strokes, but then started to shift her hips, first going further up, then down, then from side to side, so the big cock pushed into me in different ways. I panted and moaned as the heat reignited within me less than a minute later, and I started spiraling upwards towards a second intense orgasm.
 
   I came again. I came a third time. I came twice more, all in the space of maybe five minutes, as Nicky thrust into me with hard, deep strokes that had my mind wrapped in the sharp, glittering storm of sexual electricity.
 
   I was trying to beg her to stop. I didn't think I could take it any more! My insides were aching fiercely, not from the cock thrusting into me but from my own repeated muscle spasms! I was gulping in air, sweating, moaning dazedly, and still she thrust, that fat cock driving achingly deep into the center of my belly again and again!
 
   She stopped, and I moaned, staring as she gripped the dildo, and then detached it from the strap stuff around her. She reached forward and untied the ropes which bound my head to the head board. They had sunk in against the sides of my mouth, and now I moaned as she peeled them away.
 
   She raised herself higher on her knees, then pulled my head forward.
 
   Into her pussy.
 
   “Lick me, Paige,” she ordered.
 
   So I did. Moaning, whimpering, gasping for breath, I licked her clit as she ground herself against me, licked her until she came against me and my jaw and mouth and lips were wet with her juices.
 
   She slid off me, leaving me like that, dildo jammed inside me, and pulled on her robe. Then, as I lay my head back against the head board, still gasping weakly, she opened the door and left. I paid her little attention, my heart still thumping wildly.
 
   A minute later she came back – with April!
I gasped to see the other girl, also in a robe, and cringed as she laughed to see me. She stripped off her robe, and was naked underneath.
 
   What was I supposed to say!
 
   Nicky gave her the straps. She pulled them on and then climbed onto the bed.
 
   “Oh! D-D-Don't!” I gasped.
 
   She slid the dildo slowly out of me, halfway out, three quarters, then I gasped as it came free. She quickly attached it to the front of the straps, then leaned in, and pushed the thing back into me.
 
   Her eyes were sharp and fierce as she leaned in hard and thrust the thing deep into my pussy!
 
   “Oh! Oh! God! Oh! Oh! Please!” I moaned.
 
   She started fucking me, a lot harder than Nicky had, too! I gasped and grunted, my insides aching as she thrust the thing into me with hard, fast strokes that shook the bed.
 
   But my body began to burn, to burn like what happens when you throw oil on a fire. I felt my insides quivering and shaking again and she suddenly jerked my head back sharply by the hair, leaned in, and rushed her lips against mine. My arms spasmed beneath me, my legs jerking against the ropes, and I moaned into her mouth as her tongue shot into mine.
 
   I tried to resist, but it didn't take long. Less than two minutes, I think, and then I came again. This time she had to clamp her mouth against mine to muffle my cries of overheated pleasure. My entire body thrashed and shook against the ropes as she rammed the dildo into me with hard, powerful thrusts.
 
   “Yeah, come for me, bitch!” she taunted. “Come for me, baby!”
 
   Nicky was taking pictures, by the way. I hardly noticed. I mean, I noticed, but didn't care. I was too wrapped in a hot, sexual fever dream of dark, aching heat to care about anything else.
 
   And then, suddenly, there was another girl in the room! She was an Asian girl I didn't even know! I grunted as April continued to thrust, a wave of embarrassment coloring my dazed heat as the girl and Nicky watched, talking softly to each other.
 
   Another orgasm was soon shattering my mind, and in the aftermath, April gave the straps to the Asian girl, who took her place and fucked me to orgasm after orgasm.
 
   I thought I would die! I didn't care, though. I hadn't ever thought you could be fucked to death, but I felt all the energy draining out of me every time another orgasm howled through me, and I seemed to have less and less each time, as if I was melting away.
 
   I got some relief when I licked the Asian girl to an orgasm. Her name was Tami. Then I licked Nicky. April took pictures both times.
 
   They untied my legs finally, and I collapsed, panting, moaning, only to be dragged out of the bed and put on the floor on my knees, my wrists still tied behind me. April sat on the edge of the bed, legs wide, guiding my mouth in against her pussy again.
 
   Tami thrust into me from behind, pumping steadily as Nicky moved around, snapping pictures.
 
   *
 
   Yes, I got to see all the pictures the next day, as humiliating and arousing and intimidating as it was to sit there and see myself in such bright, sharp, crisp, clean color. Or at least, to see my body. My face was still disguised. Any time I was licking a pussy there were thick wisps of blonde hair covering much of my face.
 
   When that wasn't good enough, it was helped by someone's hand, or some other object, or the angle of the camera was bad. The picture of April fucking me while I was tied on the bed, for example, has her hands covering much of my face from either side, plus parts of my hair, and then her mouth pressed hard against mine so that you really couldn't tell who it was she was kissing.
 
   But God, my body was so.. obscenely displayed!
 
   Two days later we were back in the studio. I said no, and they ignored me. I was still extremely uncomfortable with all this... this perverted, kinky bondage and lesbian stuff! I kept trying to say no but... you know, in a way which I knew Nicky would ignore.
 
   It was such a huge.. huge... HUGE rush, you see! I'd never experienced this kind of wild thrill before in my life!
 
   In the studio, they tied my arms together at the elbows, so they crossed there and my hands, while sort of free, couldn't actually do anything. I mean, the backs of my hands were on the sides of my hips, and with my elbows locked together they might as well not have existed.
 
   “Bend over, Paige,” Nicky said.
 
   “No,” I gulped.
 
   Why did I say that? I think... in a way... I wanted them to make me. I mean, I wanted to do it, to take part in whatever wild, wicked shit they had in mind, but... I wanted them to make me.
 
   She slapped my butt as April pulled on my hair, and they got me bent over with my ass in the air. I felt Tami's hands spreading my thighs, then I felt something cool against my back opening! 
 
   “No way!” I squealed.
 
   Crack! Someone slapped my butt sharply.
 
   “Ow!”
 
   I felt a finger pushing into my ass! It twisted and squirmed from side to side, then withdrew, only to push in again, only it was two fingers now. 
 
   “Oh! Don't!”
 
   Crack
Another sharp slap to the ass!
 
   The fingers slid in and out, slick and warm. Then something else pushed against me back there, something a lot thicker and a lot longer. I gasped and moaned and kind of thrashed, but they worked the dildo slowly into my ass, slapping me sharply whenever my sphincter closed down too tightly.
 
   I felt another dildo pushed into my already overheated pussy, and shuddered, groaning and gasping as fingers rubbed at my clit.
 
   Crack!
 
   Another hand slapped my ass.
 
   “Nasty girl,” April taunted.
 
   “Get them both in all the way,” Tami said excitedly.
 
   I groaned as the two dildos pumped in and out, jamming up deep inside me. When they were deep enough to please the three of them they pulled me across April's lap. April was sitting on a small stool, her knees together, wearing the cat girl mask. They dragged me up across her lap, belly down.
 
   It wasn't a very high stool, and my face and breasts were pressed against the floor on one side, my knees on the other side as I felt April's fingers caressing my bottom and then sliding down between my legs.
 
   Nicky got out the camera and started snapping shots, then, as April fingered me, pumped the dildos, and spanked me.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   “Ow! Oh! Don't! Ow!” I squealed.
 
   “Dirty girl,” April said, spanking me again.
 
   Her hand was slapping slowly but steadily against my bare bottom, turning the skin a light pink, then a darker pink as I squirmed and moaned. Every few slaps she stopped to stroke my clitoris and to push and pull on the dildos. Nicky, meanwhile, just snapped picture after picture.
 
   “Enough,” Nicky said.
 
   “This slut will never get enough,” April said with a smirk in her voice, rubbing at my clit as I squirmed and moaned.
 
   “Let's hang her up.”
 
   I moaned as April dumped me onto the floor. Then the two nerd girls tied ropes around my ankles. I had no idea what they were doing at first, but I looked up to see there were metal tracks running along the ceiling, probably to move and position scenery for various shots.
 
   The two used step ladders to attach the ropes to a pair of hooks which ran along the track, fed them into a pulley against the wall, and just like that I was sliding across the floor, then my legs were rising up high into the air, pulling me after them!
 
   I wound up with my legs spread achingly wide, hanging upside down from my ankles. They untied my elbows, then and drew my arms down and out, tying them apart to hooks in the floor so I was, in effect, spreadeagled upside down for their cameras.
 
   They spent some minutes snapping pictures, while the blood rushed to my head, making it throb   powerfully. Then the dildo were pushed into my pussy, then my ass, for more shots. The one in my pussy was replaced by a thick candle for a few more pictures, then a kind of lace mask went over my face so they could get whole body shots without identifying me.
 
   I yelped and jerked suddenly as some of the candle wax fell onto my pussy.
 
   “Oh!” I cried. “That hurts!”
 
   “You've never had candle wax on the nipples?” April asked in amusement.
 
   They ignored my complaints, snapping more pictures, and as the candle continued to burn, more hot wax began to trickle down the sides, or, every time I flinched or jerked, it spilled off and fell onto my pussy or thigh or even my belly!
 
   They laughed at my yelps and cries, and when they were done April pulled the candle out and bent low, dripping hot wax onto my bare breasts and nipples!
 
   “Put on the mask and lick her pussy,” Nicky said.
 
   “I think you should do that.  You don't have tattoos, and you have a nice little butt.”
 
   “You have a better body, though.”
 
   “From behind, nobody can see you have small boobs. Get your clothes off,” April said.
 
   Nicky grumbled, but she stripped and put on the cat mask, then brushed the hardened wax away from my pussy. 
 
   “Spread your legs so we see her tits and face,” April said.
 
   My face, thankfully, still had the black lace mask over it!
 
   Nicky didn't just stand there and pretend. Her lips were on my clit, and she was sucking and licking as her hands slid up and down my legs and then cupped my buttocks. I moaned helplessly, my skull throbbing, the heat churning wildly within me.
 
   April handed her the dildo, and she thrust it home again, pumping it slowly in and out as April moved around us getting pictures. I was nearing orgasm when April told her she had enough shots, and Nicky abruptly stopped. But then the two conferred, giggling in soft voices.
 
   Nicky returned and slid the dildo out, but then slid a second one in. This one felt smoother, but a little thicker. I moaned as it spread open the lips of my sex, and then stretched the walls of my pussy. She pushed it deeper and deeper until suddenly it was like there was a round, curving hook stopping it from going any further.
 
   The curving 'hook' slid over the top of my pussy, pressing firmly against my clitoris. Then there was a clicking sound and it began to buzz, to... vibrate. I moaned helplessly, and Nicky knelt in front of me and pulled the mask away from my face, then guided my mouth up against her sex.
 
   “Lick me, slave girl, “she ordered.
 
   I licked frantically, gasping, moaning, mind dazed, body crackling with sexual electricity like a high tension line. Then the orgasm hit and I cried out, my voice muffled as Nicky crushed my mouth against her pussy. Above me, my body twisted and writhed and thrashed in its bonds as April moved around and around snapping picture after picture.
 
   They left me there, hanging, dazed, moaning, panting for breath, and went back to the laptop to examine the pictures.
 
   But they left the vibrator on. 
 
   The little curving branch or whatever it was, wasn't even still against me. It was have been on some kind of small hinge because in addition to vibrating it was moving slowly from side to side. It wasn't moving very far, maybe half an inch to one side, then back and half an inch to the other side.
 
   The sensations, after the orgasm were powerful to the point of discomfort, but that soon began to change.
 
   April returned, squatting low. She gripped my hair and pulled my head up and back behind me, then stuffed a ball gag deep into my mouth before strapping it behind me. Nicky knelt and put a silk scarf over my eyes, and then that was all I knew about what they were doing.
 
   Except that I could hear the click of cameras, and the soft murmur of their voices as the vibrator drove me slowly insane.
 
   Another orgasm tore through me, and my head felt like it was going to explode! Upside down, with my head already throbbing, the orgasm seemed to just tear my mind apart as I screamed into the gag, twisting and writhing, arching and shaking as the heat and explosive sensations of pleasure overloaded my mind.
 
   They were in no hurry to cut me down, though. And the energy built up again, until I was screaming and writhing through another orgasm. Then the next followed on its heels, closer now, then the next, even closer, then the next and the next. I was screaming, sobbing, dazed, hardly aware of who I was any more, much less where I was or what was happening.
 
   I was alone in a dark world with nothing but intense pleasure for company, and the heat of it was frying my brain! It was also utterly exhausting me. By the time they finally relented and eased the thing out of me, then lowered me to the ground, I was just like... totally blasted. My body was trembling, my eyes were glazed, and I couldn't speak.
 
   I can hardly remember how they even got me back to the dorm room. It was like I was stoned or something.
 
   And the next day they brought me back to the studio for more!
 
   This time, though, Tami was there. And so was another girl, a bit chubby, with thick glasses, named Brenda. I gulped and looked anxiously at Nicky but she just smiled. This, it seems, was to be a different sort of photo shoot. 
 
   It started out with me in a bathing suit, in a tiny thong bikini. The four girls had me turn and pose in various ways, and in the midst of that two more girls arrived!
 
   Nervous, anxious, blushing a bit, I posed for them. Then came a different bikini, then another one, then came the lingerie. Most of it was mine, I realized! But I posed in various ways, draped back across the 'bed', or bending forward to reach for something from a shelf, or pretending to be looking off into the distances.
 
   Then Nicky removed my top. I gave her a fierce look but she glared at me an I subsided. Three more girls had arrived by then, so I was fairly sure this was not going to turn into some kind of wild lesbian thing, but even so I was embarrassed to be showing off my bare breasts in front of all these people!
 
   Then I lost my bottoms. There were no pictures like the terrible duo had taken earlier. These were softer, more shadowed, without being graphic and x-rated, and all of them were told not to get my face in the shot in a way which would identify me.
 
   But it was still incredibly weird to be standing there naked with a room full of girls standing around me, taking pictures! And despite the fact it was clearly more of an exercise in nude photography, I was feeling really... hot. I couldn't not be given how April and Nicky had conditioned my mind to expect wild, kinky lesbian sex during these things!
 
   I hadn't noticed the older woman coming in. It was only when she spoke, in a clear voice, giving instructions, that I turned my head and noticed her. She was tall, taller than me, even, but much – bulkier. I don't mean she was fat, quite the contrary.
 
   She was... wide. I mean, she had big shoulders and wide hips. Her breasts were bigger than mine, too. She had a flat stomach, however, easily seen since she was wearing a tight t-shirt. 
 
   The T-shirt had a rainbow on it.
 
   She frowned at me as I saw her, and I felt a sudden sense of breathlessness.
 
   She had gray eyes, and very short dark hair. Her face was oval, but her jaw was strong, and her mouth a little large. It was the eyes that held me, though, until they narrowed.
 
   “Model. Look straight ahead,” she ordered sternly.
 
   I gulped and turned my head back the way it was, but I saw her moving in my peripheral vision as I heard her voice, now unmistakeable over the much lower voices of the girls.
 
   “Focus on the curve of her hip,” she said, barking out the order. “That is, in my opinion, an often overlooked erotic zone on a woman.”
 
   And suddenly she was standing next to me. I was in one of those artsy positions, standing, legs a little apart, hands up and back arched. Suddenly she was right there, sort of, looming next to me, and I felt her hand on my hip. I gulped, but didn't move as she ran her hand up and down across the outside of my hip down to my thigh, then in along my very lower abdomen and up higher as she spoke.
 
   “This zone,” she said, “encompassing the end of the waist, and the curving hip.”
 
   Her fingers followed her voice.
 
   “Then down to where the hip curves in again to the thigh, and up at an angle, ignoring the vaginal area, up along the soft pale flesh of the lower abdomen, where there would be pubic hair if this model had any.”
 
   There were a few giggles, but only a few.
 
   “Up towards the naval,” she said, her fingers tracing along my lower belly.
 
   “April, hand me that quirt, would you, please? Thank you.”
 
   Now she had a thin...  stick, if you will, in her hand. It was about two feet long, and very thin and springy, the last inch seemed split in two. 
 
   “Model, back arched more,” she said.
 
   I felt her hand on my hair behind my neck and gasped softly as she tugged, forcing my head back more, my back arching further.
 
   “This is not a unique pose,” she said, her voice rather low for a woman, “because it accentuates the breasts, especially for those whose breasts might be imperfect, which is most of us. You see how in this position, the skin is drawn back more tautly across the breasts...”
 
   The tip of the quirt  glided up along the underside of my breasts, then circled them as I felt my heart beating faster and faster. I knew my nipples were rock hard, but gasped anyway as she let the tip slap lightly against one throbbing pink button.
 
   “This is an excellent upper body pose for any female,” she said. “but if the breasts are fake, you have to be careful about how far she arches or that will become obvious.”
 
   She pulled a little harder, a little further, and then still further as I gasped helplessly, my head drawn almost upside down.
 
   “You see that this model has real breasts,” she said. “No matter how far she arches you aren't going to see scars or any outline of the silicone inside them.”
 
   Again, the quirt caressed the undersides of my breasts, then slid up to slap lightly at one nipple.
 
   “If the model's nipples are not erect, a simple ice cube can change that, but of course, in this model, that is not an issue.”
 
   She continued to slap lightly at my nipples, which ached and throbbed.
 
   “You can see her nipples are fully erect, and have been for some time.”
 
   She released my hair, and I wobbled a bit before she gripped my arm and straightened me.
 
   “Model, bend and grasp your ankles,” she said brusquely.
 
   What, I wondered, a bit dazedly.
 
   Her hand slid behind my neck, bending me over, and I belatedly put her words together with their meaning, blushing as I grasped my ankles.
 
   “Keep your legs straight, knees together,” she ordered me, bringing the quirt down across my bottom with a short, stinging slap.
 
   Then her voice altered as she addressed the girls.
 
   “This is an excellent pose from the sides,” she said, sliding the shaft of the quirt up and down across my bottom, “and from an oblique angle. From the rear. If you go immediately behind her, however, you risk veering from erotic to the pornographic.”
 
   She was behind me again, the quirt  tracing along my inner thighs as I felt the blood rushing to my head.
 
   “Of course, you can play with shadows here,” she said. “in order to avoid the full-on view of her pussy. On the other hand, with the proper light, that too can be erotic rather than pornographic. It's all in what filters you use, and what position your camera is in. There is nothing particularly pornographic about female genitalia, after all.”
 
   I felt her the quirt sliding in a little further and my eyes widened under the curtain of my hair as it stroked lightly across my swollen mound.
 
   “The difference between eroticism and pornography is a very fine line at times,” she said. “Here, Tami, come in here, get a close up shot directly behind her of her pussy peeking out there. No, use this camera since it's connected to the big screen.”
 
   Big screen?”
 
   “There, now, this can be a very erotic picture, depending on how its filtered. It's not necessarily pornographic,” the woman said.
 
   Then her voice changed, and the quirt began to slap impatiently at my inner thighs.
 
   “Model. Spread your legs,” she ordered.
 
   Flushing, I shifted my feet apart on the floor.
 
   “Further,” she ordered, slapping harder.
 
   I winced and shifted my legs further apart as the girls all gathered behind me, my mind squirming and my stomach churning!
 
   “Now she has a very photogenic pussy,” the woman said. “Very pink, tight labia, as you can see...”
 
   The tip of the quirt  traced up and down along my pussy as she spoke and I felt a flare of heat wherever she touched. Then the shaft pushed up between the lips of my sex, pressing in at an angle so that as she slid it not only slid between the lips of my pussy but across my swollen clitoris!
 
   “It would be up to you, depending on the intent of your photograph, to determine whether you want to show a pussy like this one, which, as you can see, is swollen with heat...”
 
   I gasped as she abruptly yanked the quirt back.
 
   “And as you can see from the quirt, quite... wet, or whether you want you picture to be of a different tone.”
 
   My face burned hotly, and my insides were swirling wildly. I felt heat and humiliation at the same time! And yet I had no real thought of... of, I don't know, grabbing my clothes and stalking out. The thought never even entered my mind! 
 
   “Model, on your knees,” she barked, bringing the quirt down across my bottom.
 
   Gulping, I released my ankles and sank down onto my knees, fighting to control my breathing.
 
   “Face and chest on the floor, bottom up. Raise your legs up and back and reach back to grasp your ankles,” she ordered.
 
   I grunted with effort, a rush of heat and then more embarrassment spreading over me as I obeyed.
 
   “Now there is so much you can do with this pose. It suggests submissiveness, a meek readiness to await the attentions of the man, her master, who is about to mount her,” the woman said, slapping the quirt lightly against my pussy, then pushing it in again, the shaft pushing up between my pussy lips and sliding in and out, caressing my clit at the same time.
 
   “Model. Release your ankles and spread your arms straight out in front of you,” she ordered.
 
   I trembled weakly, but also grunted with relief and let go of my ankles, dropping my feet back onto the floor as I reached ahead of me. She was suddenly right next to me, looking down.
 
   “Draw your belly in tighter against your thighs,” she barked, snapping the quirt across my bottom. “Your legs above the knees should be perfectly vertical before you shift your knees to the sides. That's it.” 
 
   She ran the split tip of the quirt up along my spine now as she talked.
 
   “You see the delicate curve of the back here. The back is another often overlooked erotic area of the female body,” she said, tracing it all the way up to my tailbone, then slapping the tip of the thing lightly against my back opening.
 
   “She has a good anal opening, as well,” the woman said, making my face burn. “Do you know that pornographic actresses actually get their anal area bleached? This model is ready made for the porn industry.”
 
   There were more giggles.
 
   “But this area,” she said, the stick tracing around my tight little ring, “Is another overlooked zone. You can be creative here.”
 
   She took off her shoe and then placed it carefully on top of my raised back, so the high, stiletto heel was pressed right down against my puckered back opening.
 
   “Now suddenly we see, in this image, a suggestion of female dominance,” she said. “Instead of awaiting the attention of her presumably male master, she has clearly been claimed by some stronger woman.”
 
   Lights flashed as pictures were taken, and I blinked my eyes rapidly, my insides swirling with emotions and heat, with embarrassment and a strange, dark heat.
 
   “Here. Here's another message,” she said, and laid something down on my upper back, just below my shoulder blades.
 
   “A flog, as you see, conveys an unmistakeable message in a picture,” she said. “Combined with the shoe, it shows a girl waiting for her mistress to punish her.”
 
   She picked up the thing she'd laid on my back. 
 
   “Here's a little trick, as well.” she said. “You take some artistic makeup powder, red, and spread it on a board, then you take the long, thin laces of the flog and roll them in the powder.”
 
   “Model. Do not move,” she barked.
 
   I gasped as something hit my back! It stung, but... it was like it only stung a bit, but it stung a bit in a dozen different lines of sharp stinging heat which crossed my back just below my shoulder blades!
 
   “Now you see, I didn't hit her very hard at all, but despite that, you can see the red lines across her back. If you put the right amount of powder out and don't get silly, it will look very much like she was just whipped. Too much powder and it looks like claw marks or something. We don't want that.
 
   She hit me again, and then again, and I yelped and gasped, my breasts grinding into the floor as my wide eyes stared ahead at the far walls. All the girls had been snapping pictures behind me, but now most had moved along to the sides and were snapping pictures of my back.
 
   “You see, the criss crossing lines look like she's been well-whipped,” the woman said. “Now I quickly brush the powder off the flog, then lay it on the floor beside her, and the image conveyed is unmistakeably. This is a submissive girl who has just been punished by her mistress.”
 
   “Model, turn over onto your back,” she growled.
 
   My mind was spinning! But I rolled onto my side, staring at her stern face, then anxiously averting my eyes as I rolled onto my back.
 
   “Feet flat on the floor.” she barked.
 
   “We will have a look at a yoga pose called Bridges. Many of you should be familiar with it,” the woman said. “It highlights the female body well.”
 
   “Model,” she barked, her voice entirely different. “Raise your hips up off the floor. Arms at your sides. Your knees should be bent, feet flat, and body off the ground to the shoulders.”
 
   She knelt beside me and ran her hand up along my body from thigh to breast.
 
   “You should have a perfectly straight line here,” she said, “With no sag.”
 
   I knew the pose, though I had never done it naked, and blushed under their gaze.
 
   “Now spread your legs.”
 
   I bit my lip, flushed more deeply, and obeyed, shifting my feet apart on the floor.
 
   “That's it. There are many ways to get excellent photos from this pose,” the woman said. “But we're going to extend this. “April, assist me, if you would.”
 
   April knelt on my other side and I looked up at her nervously.
 
   “Model,  push down with your arms. We are going to bow your body and raise it off the floor.”
 
   Their hands were under my back, lifting, and at the same time, pushing me in towards my feet.
 
   “Extend your arms, model,” she ordered.
 
   I gasped as I put my hands flat against the floor and they bent me further until I was standing, completely bent backwards, my hair on the floor, my arms almost straight under my shoulders, my head upside down. This was an awkward position to be in, much less naked. Much less with a dozen girls watching!
 
   “Notice how nicely displayed the breasts are, as well as the entire pelvic area,” she said, her hand skimming along my body.
 
   “April, get the flog again and roll it in the powder.”
 
   I gulped, then gasped as April brought the flog down across my belly, and then across my breasts.”
 
   “There is something seductively erotic about the look of these lines across such lovely breasts,” the woman said. “It speaks of a cruelty to something generally treated with tenderness.”
 
   Crack! The flog snapped down across my breasts again, and I shuddered.
 
   “Spread your legs a little, Model,” the woman ordered.
 
   Grunting, I obeyed, and the flog fell down between my legs.
 
   “Ow!” I gasped.
 
   “Oh don't be a baby. I hardly touched you,” the woman said brusquely.
 
   She snapped it down a second time, then a third time, as my pussy throbbed and ached!
 
   “Now you see the lines extending down between her thighs,” she said to the class. “That's a very exotic image.”
 
   “Amanda, come here,” she said.
 
   A short brunette came forward.
 
   “I love your boots,” the woman said.
 
   “Thanks,” the girl said.
 
   “Model, enough of this pose. On your belly.”
 
   I gasped and sank down onto my bottom, my head throbbing from having been upside down. Then I rolled onto my belly and the woman moved the girl in front of me.
 
   “April, tie her wrists behind her back. No, on second thought. Shackles would look better.”
 
   I blinked dazedly. What?”
 
   April came forward with a pair of thick, heavy metal shackles, and she and Tami fit them around my wrists, then locked them together behind my back. The woman then knelt with a matching collar in her hand. She combed my hair back brusquely, then yanked it up and back so that my head and shoulders were lifted off the floor.
 
   She slipped the collar around my throat as I stared at it.
 
   'Lock the collar, April, then fit a chain to it,” she said.
 
   “Yes, Ms. Conway,” April said quickly.
 
   My shackles wrists were lifted up along my spine, up between my shoulder blades, and a chain was locked between them and the back of the collar even as the woman held my hair tightly.
 
   “Now,” she said. “Model, start licking her boot. Do it slowly.”
 
   What?!
 
   There was a hissing sound, like paper being cut, then the quirt cut down down across my bottom, harder than it had before. It stung, and I gasped, then stretched my head forward to lick at the girl's boot.
 
   “That's it. Lick up and down along the toe, then higher.”
 
   Cameras whirred and clicked all around me.
 
   The quirt snapped across my bottom again, and I winced.
 
   “Stick that tongue out, model,” she said.
 
   I gasped and obeyed, and the girls took more pictures.
 
   “Now, model, draw your knees in and raise your bottom high. Spread your legs wide.”
 
   I obeyed, gasping, feeling like everything was surreal, like this was some kind of strange, dark dream. I raised my bottom and then licked again as the cameras clicked, and as the quirt snapped across my bottom several times, her voice ordering me to put my tongue out further, to lick faster.
 
   “Stop,” she barked abruptly.
 
   I stopped gratefully, panting.
 
   “April, Get those two man things you used in your last photo shoot.”
 
   What had she said?
 
   April trotted over and Ms. Conway knelt behind me. Then her hand slapped against my bottom.
 
   “Model, legs further apart,” she barked.
 
   I obeyed, then my eyes went wide as I felt her fingers at my pussy, felt something thick and round pushing into me.
 
   “Shouldn't you lube that up or something?” some girl asked.
 
   Conway snorted in amusement. “This bitch is sopping wet,” she said. 
 
   She pulled the thing back and then two long fingers slid deep into my hot, throbbing pussy. They pulled out almost immediately, and she held them up so they could see as she pushed the dildo against me and then into me with her other hand.
 
   “Wow,” one girl said.
 
   I moaned, horribly embarrassed but helplessly aroused as she twisted the dildo from side to side, forcing it deeper and deeper,  until it ached deep inside me.
 
   “The other one,” she said.
 
   Then she jerked back on my hair and as I cried out in surprise, and in pain, she pushed a second dildo into my open mouth, pumped it in once, or twice, then slid it right down my throat. She only kept it there a moment before pulling it free, dripping with saliva, and I coughed and gasped as she placed it against my back opening and began to twist and push it into me.
 
   A dozen girls stood around watching, whispering to each other, raising cameras to snap a few pictures. I just groaned, kind of shell-shocked by it all, my mind spinning like a tire on ice, not knowing what to do, how to react, what, if anything, to do!
 
   “There. Now start licking,” she ordered.
 
   The cameras flashed from all around me as I licked at the girl's boots, the two dildos almost fully embedded in my pussy and ass, but easily visible to their cameras.
 
   “You can play with the lighting on this to highly individual areas on her body you want to,” Conway said. “I would recommend a long, horizontal bar from head to bottom, and pictures taken at such from a rear, oblique angle which shows both her licking the boot, and the penetration. This conveys her lust and passion for male organs, but her obedience and submission to a woman.”
 
   She let them snap more pictures, then I felt my hair grasped, and cried out as I was lifted bodily up and back onto my knees. I realized only then that she had removed her pants. She was wearing the T-shirt and high heels, and nothing between. I gaped at her shaven sex, my wide eyes darting up to meet her own cool gray ones.
 
   “Look at this face,” she said, twisting my head first to one side, then the other.
 
   “It's very difficult to fake that look of intense arousal for the camera. That is why you're so lucky if you can find a model like this, who is so completely controlled by her own lusts. The camera can tell the difference between feigned and unfeigned heat.”
 
   “Now lick me,” she growled, drawing my mouth in against her sex.
 
   I moaned as she rubbed my lips against her, her fingers twisting in my hair, pulling at it, wrapping long, blonde tendrils around her fingers so she could tug and pull at the same time she pressed me in against her.
 
   I began to lick at her, dazed, feverish, astonished, moaning as she continued to pull and twist at my hair.
 
   She stood above me, powerful arms reaching down, long, athletic legs straight but spread apart as she pulled me forcefully in against her and the cameras snapped.
 
   “Has no one taught you how to perform on a woman?” she demanded coldly.
 
   I gasped as she pulled at my hair again.
 
   “I don't settle for trying,” she growled. “You will perform.”
 
   She guided me in how to lick, where to lick, how fast to lick, how much pressure to put, when and where to suck, how to curl my tongue and flick it across her clitoris.
 
   “Your tongue needs stretching,” she said at one point.
 
   My scalp was burning as she continually tugged and twisted on my hair, pulling on it.
 
   “I want the expression on her face to be just like this,” she said to them. “Desperate to please, anxious, flushed, aroused, but helpless. She's the image of the submissive slut.”
 
   I moaned as she ground my face against her pussy and her hips began to buck harder against my face. Finally she groaned and came, jamming me hard against her pussy.
 
   That was hardly the end, however. April sat down and spread her legs, dragging me in between them to lick at her as Conway explained the different position, with me bent over, my bottom raised high and legs spread.
 
   After April had come, they bent me back across a low mound and Tami knelt over my face, grinding her pussy down so I could lick her to a climax. Then came Nicky's turn, with me kneeling, but my arms shackled up and apart. Then came a girl named Angie, then Cindy, then Susanne, then Kenzie then Harriet... I think.
 
   Conway then finished it off by shackling my wrists behind me again, taking me across her lap, and spanking me until my bottom was burning hot and red. Every few spanks landed on the base of the two dildos still impaling me, making me cry out even louder, but eventually forcing both of them fully inside me. Her hand was then spanking on the base of the two, along with my soft pussy.
 
   Every time her hand hit my bare pussy – and the baes of the dildo which was now flush with my pussy lips, my eyes would go wide and my body would jerk hard as this deep, powerful explosion of... sensation exploded inside me! Part of it was pain, the sharp little sting of her open hand against my bare pussy, and the deeper ache as the nose of the dildo was punched against the back wall of my sex.
 
   But there was also a wild, sharp, shock of twisted pleasure and heat that resonated through my body and made me gurgle and cry out in dazed heat!
 
   I came violently, writhing and sobbing and twisting and thrashing as their cameras snapped again and again.
 
   Conway then drew a series of straps around her hips, all while castigating me for a male loving slut who needed this sort of male dominance scenario, attached the dildo in my pussy to it, put me on my face, and... well... basically... fucked my brains out.
 
   I'm not kidding.
 
   She made me get down on my hands and knees, drop to my elbows, spread my legs, and then pressed the nose of the dildo against my very, very wet opening.
 
   “This is how you drive a het girl insane,” she said, in a voice that almost sounded bored, “well, not all het girls, just the sluts like this one.”
 
   Then she pushed that big dildo into my throbbing pussy, gripped my hair, and started thrusting in and out, in and out, her hips rolling and shifting directions, her hand slapping on my ass or even on my breasts as she pulled on my hair like the reins of a horse!
 
   It was so incredibly, insanely wild! There I was with a dozen girls standing around watching while she fucked me, while she rode me like a whore!
 
   She fucked me to orgasm after orgasm, until I was a sweating, dazed, moaning mass of aching flesh. Then the other girls took turns, fucking me just as hard, though in different positions, driving me through more intense, gut wrenching orgasms. They fucked me in the pussy and they fucked my ass, and they took what must have been hundreds and hundreds of pictures of it all.
 
   “That's enough for tonight,” Conway finally said. “We have mostly explored the dominance and submission theme tonight. Next week we'll spend more time on the sadomasochism element. Angie, be sure to bring your whips.”
 
   “Yes, Ms. Conway,” a voice said.
 
   “Nicky, be sure your roommate is here on time.”
 
   “Yes, Ms. Conway,” Nicky said.
 
   I gasped as the woman wrapped her fist in my hair and literally dragged me up off my face on the floor. My eyes were slitted and glassy as she looked down at me.
 
   “I might borrow her before then,” she said. 
 
   “Any time, Ms. Conway,” Nicky said generously.
 
   The woman snorted and flung me back, fortunately, though I landed heavily on my back, it was onto a pile of cushions.
 
   Then Conway left, and the rest of them filed out.
 
   “That was a good class,” Nicky said.
 
   “Yeah, you looked really hot,” April added.
 
   “I think Ms. Conway likes you,” Nicky said in amusement.
 
   “Poor you,” April said, laughing.
 
   I just groaned dazedly. They removed the shackles and, basically, dressed me, then helped me back to the dorm.
 
   I wondered anxiously what the next week would bring.
 
    
 
   Read The Nerd Girls' Revenge!
 
    
 
   * * * * *
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