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Chapter One
The first time I saw my dorm room I felt this incredible relief. I had thought I'd be sharing a room with someone, maybe even two someones. And I like my privacy. Worse, what if I didn't like her? What if she was an overbearing bitch? What if she was annoying and stupid? Frankly, most people are, as far as I'm concerned.
See, you got assigned to dorms. You couldn't choose. And some of them are shared accommodation, and some aren't. As soon as I got the letter from Princeton I ran to the computer and did a google search on my dorm. I was relieved it was one of the dorms that had private rooms!
I was in Mathey College, which had triples. That is, it had three bedrooms with a 'common room' in the middle. The bedrooms were small, but cozy, and the common room had a fireplace and several desks and bookcases, as well as whatever else you brought in to decorate.
I like my privacy. In part, it's because I'm not very confident in dealing with people, and I like a place to retreat to where I can close myself off. I've always been like that. And I'm especially uncomfortable around girls. I'm kind of a nerd. I like science fiction and fantasy and video games and science, and am largely indifferent to things like popular fashion, celebrities, diets, hairstyles and that sort of thing.
I'm really quite boring. I know it, and that's one of the reasons why I don't push forward much. Don't get me wrong. I have my pride. I'm proud of the marks I get in school. I'm proud of being, well, a knowledgeable person. I read voraciously and always have, and not junky romances either.
Most of the girls – and guys – I've met seem to know so little about the world or its history. Though they know a lot about The Bachelor, or Survivor, or the batting averages of a whole team full of baseball players. They fill their heads with junk instead of real knowledge, and I guess I kind of look down on them for that.
People think I'm a snob, but I'm not really. I'm just not really comfortable in social situations because I feel kind of out of place. I don't get drunk and party, and I don't sleep with guys just to please them. Not that I get a lot of offers, since I don't get a lot of dates. Admittedly, I don't welcome most guys interest, again, because I'm doubtful of their intent.
Why are they bothering me, after all, a mousy little brunette, when there are all these big breasted beautiful blondes around showing their boobs off? Are they just pretending to be interested so they can taunt me in front of others? Excuse me, but if I don't know you, if you're not someone I've shared discussions with and spent some time learning about, why are you asking me out?
Is it because you think I'm the best you can do? You think one of those hot blondes won't be bothered with you so you're settling for me? You think I'll be grateful for the attention?
Now, you might be thinking I'm a bit paranoid, but there's a back story to it. I haven't had a lot of luck with guys. My experiences with them have mostly not been the most pleasant. All they seem to want is sex, and then for me to go away while they watch football or something.
Anyway, I spent some time decorating my room, making sure it was the perfect little retreat for me for next year. I had a big poster on the back of the door for Game of Thrones, and movie posters for  Star Wars and Star Trek. I had my own little desk with my laptop on it, plus a makeup mirror so I could  do my hair in the morning here and not fight for space with other girls in a bathroom.
I was in the process of putting up my glitterweb on the ceiling above the bed when someone came into the outer room. I felt a sense of anxiety right away as I heard voices. I hadn't closed the bedroom door, so I saw movement out there just before a blonde came into the doorway and saw me.
“Hey!” she said.
“Hey,” I replied.
“I'm Taylor. I guess we're gonna be roommates.”
I dropped my arms and then dropped off the step-stool a bit awkwardly to greet her.
“I'm Rin,” I said.
“Rin? Cute name. Hi,” she said.
She was pretty and outgoing, but seemed friendly enough. She had short blonde hair with bangs across her forehead, and was tall and athletic looking in shorts and t-shirt.
“I'm from California,” she said.
Of course.
“I'm from Delaware.”
She blinked as if surprised.
“I don't think I've ever met anyone from Delaware,” she said. I'm not even sure where Delaware is.”
“Roughly that way,” I said, pointing.
She laughed.
“I'm taking Law,” she said, surprising me.
“I'm taking Astrophysics,” I replied.
“Woah. I guess you must be an egghead type.”
“Uhm, I suppose.”
Two 'adults' came into the room and she introduced them as her parents, then they backed out to   continue unloading stuff into one of the other rooms. She started to go and I started to get back on my stool.
“What are you putting up there?” she asked curiously.
“My glitterweb,” I replied. “It's got little LED lights so that when the lights are out it looks sort of like you're looking up at the starry sky.”
“Oh cool! I can't wait to see it!” she said.
Then she joined her parents.
Well, she had seemed okay, I thought as I continued taking up the web. A bit... loud and outgoing for my taste, but I wouldn't have expected much less from a California blonde.
I finished putting it up and jumped down, then felt a bit uncertain. Should I stay here or would that be considered unfriendly? I should probably go out into the common room and see if I can help with anything.
Doing what you don't really want to do just so people don't think ill of you is what society is like and why I'm kind of an outsider. I don't like doing things just so people won't think ill of me. If I don't want to do them then I don't want to do them. But best get things off to a good start, right?
I went out into the common room to find Taylor's dad and some young guy with big shoulders  lowering a big box onto the floor which had a picture of a filing cabinet on it. The young guy looked at me with interest. Well, I wasn't dressed for being seen by guys. I was wearing sweatpants and a sweatshirt, and they were sort of form fitting.
“This is Taylor's roommate Rin,” Taylor's dad said. “This is her brother Dale.”
“Hi,” he said, holding out his hand.
I took it reluctantly. I don't like shaking hands with people. Plus he was looking at my tits, which is always kind of unnerving. That was why I usually wore clothes that kind of covered up better when I went out.
They pulled the box off the thing and it turned out to be a fridge. The fridge actually looked like an antique filing cabinet. But when they put it into place Taylor's dad opened the front to reveal it was a refrigerator.
“Taylor's addicted to Coke,” Dale said.
“That's not very good for you,” I said disapprovingly.
Taylor came out of her room just then.
“I don't care. Live well, die young and leave a beautiful corpse,” she said.
“I intend to live well and die all wrinkled and old a hundred years or so from now,” I replied. “Maybe on Mars.”
“Mars?” Dale asked in amazement.
“Maybe we'll have a colony on Mars then.”
He stared at me like he was confused, then he seemed to note I was wearing glasses, and I could almost see the wheels turning inside his skull and come up with 'nerd girl'.
Well, okay, I was.
Taylor insisted I look at her room. It was distressingly girly, done in lavender and pink, and already with a row of pictures of boys stuck onto the dresser mirror.
I left her to her parents for their farewells, and went back into my room and turned on the laptop to go on Facebook and tell my friends – my internet nerd girl friends – that I'd arrived and set up shop, and included a picture I took of the room.
Then the third girl arrived. I knew because she opened the door and looked in, frowned at the room, frowned at me, then closed it. I went to the door and opened it to see her going into the third bedroom and looking around. She and two other black girls unloaded a pile of boxes into that room and then closed the door to set up.
I looked at Taylor, who was setting up a flat screen TV in the common room, then went over to see her.
“Her name is Jada,” she said in a low voice. “She didn't seem much interested in talking.”
“She didn't seem very happy to see me,” I said in the same low voice.
She shrugged. “Fuck her. Hey, you want to get expanded cable?”
“How much is it?”
“Three hundred. One hundred each of the three of us split on it.”
“Okay.”
I glanced at the closed door. “Think Jada will split?”
She shrugged.
“Can we get Netflix and Home box office?”
“With expanded cable.”
I looked at her as she fiddled with the remote for the TV. She didn't look like a lawyer. I mean, I looked like a nerd girl. She looked like... I don't know, a playboy playmate or an actress or a model or something.
“You don't look like a lawyer,” I said.
“What's a lawyer look like?”
I frowned uncertainly. “I don't know. Uhm, very stern and conservative and such I guess.”
She laughed. “I'm not that.”
“So why do you want to be a lawyer?”
“Because lawyers are in charge. I like being in charge.”
“So I take it you're bossy?” I asked.
She grinned. I like getting my own way,” she replied.
The other door opened as we were talking about what exactly astrophysics entailed, and the black girls all came out. Jada locked the bedroom door, and they all left.
“Friendly bunch,” Taylor said.
“How should we decorate this place?” Taylor asked.
“Well, something that looks appropriate in a high quality legal office,” I said.
She gave me a look, then smiled. “My mother insisted on the lavender bedspread and pillows,” she said.
I was a bit startled she understood me that quickly.
“Something cozy, but... restrained.”
She got up.
“Come with me.”
I got up and followed her into her bedroom, where she slid open the closet door.
“Does this look restrained?”
She liked... colorful clothing. There were lots of reds and bright blues and greens, and even some silvers. Not much dark except black dresses with short skirts.
I pursed my lips, then headed for my room. She followed, and I opened my closet.
She looked at it a moment. “Got a flashlight. It's very dark. I can't see much in there.”
“Ha, ha,” I said.
My color choices were primarily darker. There were lots of browns, blacks, grays, and darker greens. I'm shorter than her but my skirts and dresses looked longer. She pulled aside several hangars, examining the sweaters and tops and jackets, then looked at the scarves on the door. I like scarves, long ones I can wrap around my neck and dangle down the front.
“I don't think we'll be borrowing each other's clothes much,” she said.
“No, I don't think so either.”
We were getting along reasonably well. Then Jada came back from seeing her friends off. She scowled at us as we came out of my room, then unlocked her door and went inside, before closing and locking it.
Taylor rolled her eyes and went over to the fridge.
“An empty fridge is kind of a waste of electricity,” she said.
“I'm not sure where you buy groceries or such.”
“I'm sure someone knows. I'd like to have some snacks, not to mention beer.”
“I thought you wanted Coke.”
“Well, what was I supposed to say to my parents? Let's go look around and find out.”
“Let me put some clothes on.”
“You're naked? You don't look like a naked girl to me,” she said, reaching out and gripping the waist of my sweatshirt.
“I don't wander around outside in sweatpants and a sweatshirt,” I said a little uncomfortably.
“Whyever not?”
“I just... don't.”
I hurried into my room and closed the door, then quickly slipped off the sweatshirt and sweatpants and grabbed a pair of khaki trousers. Then the door opened and Taylor stuck her head in.
“I'm just going to go ask along our floor and see if anyone knows,” she said.
I flushed red and nodded as she pulled back and closed the door.
I was definitely not used to having anyone see me in my underwear! Even if it was a girl!
You see, I am proud of my body, in a way. I mean, I can see what I look like in the mirror. I can see how that compares to other girls and to models and even porn starts on the internet. I have a pretty decent body. I'm slim, but have a nice butt, curvy hips, flat stomach, and pretty nice breasts. Nothing to be ashamed of there, in other words.
I even take a kind of secret delight in it, in imagining guys seeing me, imagining I'm flaunting myself naked, like as a stripper or something. I like being sexually attractive, even if I'm not that into sex. And I wear thongs and cute, sexy bras.
At that moment I was wearing a black thong, a very small black thong with a tiny 'pouch' that was held in place by slim black strings that angled up across my hips and then in back to the small, upside down triangle of fabric at the top of my buttocks.
The bra matched, and was a half-bra, with lacy fringes. It was kind of... sexual, and my sexuality was my secret, and not something I readily shared with strangers. Taylor wasn't a stranger, but I wasn't exactly close to her either.
But oh well. I would have to remember that not everyone shared my family's iron rule of knock before entering! At least I wasn't naked!
I pulled on a forest green blouse, tucked it into my khaki pants, then pulled on a loose sweater before leaving – locking the door behind me, and then going out into the hall to find Taylor.
I walked along the hall, gazing about. Lots of the doors were open as girls – and guys – were moving in. I felt a bit like a voyeur peeping into strangers rooms, but was anxious to find her. I spotted her, then, in a common room of another triplet, talking to a redhead. I wandered in and she introduced me as her roommate. The girl she was talking to was called Brady, and she was second year, so knew where stuff was.
We went back into the hall and walked down the stairs. Campbell Hall, the dorm we lived in, was a three story Gothic structure done in gray stone. It looked like it could be centuries old, but the plaque out front put it at about 150 years or so. It had a faintly musty air, but I liked it.
It was also nice walking and talking with Taylor, who was not exactly the kind of girl I usually hung around with. And since all we were talking about was Princeton and classes and what to do and where to go buy stuff and what it was going to be like, and a bit about ourselves, I didn't experience that usually sense of not being on the same wavelength as I often did with girls.
Mind you, it didn't take very long before she was calling me 'nerd girl', though she said it in a friendly way.
“So do you have a boyfriend?” I asked.
“I don't have boyfriends. I have chew toys,” she replied.
I blinked at that.
“What? I'm supposed to restrict myself to having fun with one person, and only when they're available? Why would I do that? Sex? I can have sex all I want. I don't need to have a boyfriend for that.”
“Yeah but... that's kind of a risk, isn't it?” I said
“Sure. They might be really shitty in bed, or have a tiny dick, or just be assholes. Life is risk, nerd girl. But all  you've wasted then is one evening.”
“Well, you could get a reputation,” I said hesitantly.
She snorted. “I'm blonde and I look like this,” she said, throwing her arms  out. “Okay, I don't have big tits, but it was still inevitable I'd  have a reputation. Even guys I hardly knew bragged that they slept with me in high school.”
I nodded my understanding. Guys lied a lot.
“What about you, Nerd girl? You've got a pretty nice body under all those layers. You have a boyfriend?”
I flushed at the reminder she'd seen me practically naked.
“Boys tend to be... annoying,” I said.
“Duh.”
“I mean, mostly all they want is sex and then to be left alone while they play football or go do drinking games with their buds.”
“I hear ya,” she said. “I like sports so it isn't so bad, but still. They're pretty one track. And that's why I just have chew toys and not boyfriends. I can have a chew toy for the evening and not give a shit where he is the next day. There's always more chew toys available if I want one.”
I laughed. “I guess. “I'm not as.... outgoing as you.”
“You mean slutty.”
“No, I mean outgoing. Guys aren't going to flock around me like they are you, and I'm not really very... brave about... approaching them.”
“Are you sure? Maybe you just don't read the signals very well. Because you're exactly the kind of girl guys flock around.”
“What!?”
“Yeah. You got that nerd girl librarian look to you. All you have to do is whip off your glasses and take your hair out of a bun and you're  suddenly a kinky sexual animal!”
“I don't wear my hair in a bun,” I said, blushing.
She laughed.
“My problem is a lot of the nicer guys are too intimidated to approach me,” she said. “The arrogant assholes will, because they're conceited. But the nicer guys will go for you.”
“Isn't that just a way of saying the hot, sexy guys will go for you and the timid ones for me?” I asked dryly.
She grinned. “Well, there is that.”
We got bags of mostly junk food and then she called a cab because she wanted to bring a couple of cases of beer as well. Getting it all up the stairs was easy because Taylor just sort of commandeered two guys who were coming in and mostly ordered them to carry our beer for us!
The crazy thing was they agreed! Happily! Fuck, it must be nice to be a sexy blonde! She flirted with them a little as we went up the stairs, got their names and and gave them each a beer as a reward.
“What?” she said as I shook my head.
“You're really something.”
She snorted. “Sexual power, baby. Use it while you got it.”
“I think you have more than me.”
“No, I'm just using it. You're hiding it under all that,” she said, sweeping a finger across my scarf so it swept across my shoulder.
I tugged it back down.
“I'm not used to... uhm... I mean... showing off.”
“There's a difference between showing off and hiding,” she said as she put beer in the fridge. “I'm not walking around with my tits hanging out but hey, I don't need to hide the fact I have them.”
She looked at my chest. “You neither. You have nice boobs.”
“My mom said a girl should be known by her personality and not her body.”
She blew a raspberry. “They say you  shouldn't judge a book by its cover, but you know what, if the cover isn't nice, and there's lots of other books there, most people will just let their eyes skim across it and pick up some other book with a nicer cover to leaf  through. Then it doesn't matter how nice the story is inside.”
Which, I suppose, wasn't wrong... necessarily.



Chapter Two
The knock at my door startled me a little. I was in bed, reading my ebook reader, wanting to get to bed early because I had an early class. It was a light knocking, which I thought was probably Taylor, because that was how she knocked.
I swept the covers back, swung my legs out of bed and went to the door,, then hesitated. My dressing gown was on a hook there but it seemed silly to put it on just  to see what Taylor wanted. And I was decently dressed in my nightie – though it was more of a long t-shirt, and a bit tight across the chest.
But I'd been thinking about what she'd said earlier and acknowledging that I was actually 'hiding' my body rather than simply not showing it off. I didn't think that was going to change any time soon but I didn't need to hide it from Taylor.
I opened the door a few inches.
“Hey,” she said. “I want to see your glitterweb. Remember?”
“Oh, right.”
She had said she wanted to see what it looked like  in the dark..
I eased the door back a bit reluctantly and she came in. She was wearing very low riding pajama pants with a kind of orange and pink tartan pattern and a midriff baring tank top. I closed the door after her and she went and sat on the edge of the bed looking up. I went to the night table and turned out the light.
“Oh cool!” she said.
I couldn't see her much. The glitterweb light was very dim, purposefully so. I sat down next to her, or tried to, and misjudged where she was sitting, which made me lose my balance and almost fall over. She caught me, though one of her hands grabbed my boob full on while she was doing it before she shifted it away!
“Sorry,” I said, blushing. “My eyes haven't adjusted to the dark.”
“Sorry for grabbing your boob,” she said in amusement.
I blushed even hotter.
“It felt like a very nice boob.”
“Taylor!”
She giggled.
“Shy little nerd girl,” she teased.
I snorted and frowned at her shadowy figure. All I  could tell was she was looking up.
“Where do you buy this?”
“I made it.”
“You made it!? How!?”
“Well, you buy Christmas light netting, then you put some black fabric over it to dim it, then another layer of black fabric with little holes punched in it that conform to star patterns and planets,” I said. “See, there's Sagittarius.”
I pointed.
“I don't know Sagittarius from Uranus,” she said.
I rolled my eyes.
“Uranus is under here, right?” she asked, as I felt her hand tug up the bottom of my little nightshirt.
“Taylor!” I yelped, tugging it down.
She laughed in amusement.
“I had a boy once who wanted to lick my ass,” she said.
“Eeeww! Why!?” I gasped. “Did you let him!?”
“Uhm, I was kind of drunk. I made it clear I wasn't going to do the same back.”
“Yuck!”
“It wasn't bad actually. He was way better at licking my pussy, though.”
I felt my face flush.
“Most guys aren't, you know,” she added.
I wasn't that used to talking openly about sex with girls, see. Though it didn't surprise me that Taylor was. She was not a very shy girl and pretty open about stuff like that.
“I know,” I replied.
I figured that was safe enough.
“Guys all expect us to be like, porn stars who can deep throat, and they don't know the first thing about oral sex from the giving end,” she complained.
Again, I couldn't disagree.
“I've never really been that good at deep throat,” she confided.
I was surprised at that. She came off as a party girl who had lots of sexual experience.
“It's not that difficult,” I said, before I could stop myself.
“Ohhh?!” she said in delight. “You mean you really are a wicked, kinky sexual animal under all those layers?!”
“No!” I said firmly, face red. “I just... don't seem to have much of a uhm, gag reflex.”
“Lucky little bitch.”
I liked the idea I might be better at her at something like that, to be honest. She was kind of intimidating and she gave off this air of supreme confidence and ability. Which was kind of the opposite of mine.
“Giving oral sex is like popping the air in a balloon,” I said, feeling a little more expansive. “After that they mostly stop bugging you for more since they can't do anything anyway.”
She laughed in agreement. “But that's not my preference,” she said. “I like sex. Why should they get all the pleasure?”
“They mostly do anyway. Simple biology.”
“Yeah. You know God is male or She'd have put the clitoris inside the vagina, not up on top of it.”
“Could be worse. We could go into heat like most female mammals do.”
“That would make us like boys, right?”
I snorted.
“We can go into heat,” she said. “It just takes a lot of effort to get together all the ingredients in the right order and then mix them just right so you can bake us properly.”
I laughed.
“Guys are like, pop it in the microwave for one minute and it's done.”
“Ping!” I said.
She laughed. “Fast food!”
“For those of us who can swallow,” I said with a smirk.
“Oooo, good one! Hey wait, was that a shot!?”
“Of course not.”
“I can deep throat! I just have to be really, really horny... and preferably a little drunk.”
“Sure,” I said smugly.
“And how are you at performing oral sex on girls?” she demanded.
I stared at her silhouette in surprise. “Uh?”
“Ha,” she said. “Probably don't even know where to put your tongue.”
“You've uhm, performed oral sex on girls?” I asked.
Not that I should have been surprised. Like I said, she seemed like a party girl, and even straight girls played around a lot sometimes. At least those who had girlfriends who wouldn't blab about it. Which was definitely not me.
“It takes more time but at least you don't choke on some guy trying to ram his cock down your throat,” she said.
I said nothing about that.
“Want me to show you?” she asked slyly.
“No thank yeeww!”
She laughed in amusement.
“That's okay. There are chew toys everywhere,” she said.
The door opened wide suddenly, and we both jerked our faces around to it. The light snapped on and I squinted my eyes.
“What are you two doing in here in the dark?” Jada demanded.
“Who the fuck are you to ask?” Taylor asked pleasantly, getting to her feet and going to the door.
“You a couple of little dykes?”
“You a bed sniffing nun?” Taylor demanded as I stood up as well.
“Just asking a question,” Jada said as Taylor got in her face and made her back out of the room.
“Well here's an answer. None of your fucking business. How does that sound?” Taylor said in a pleasant tone.
“We were just looking at my glitterweb on the ceiling,” I said hurriedly.
“It's none of her business what we were doing,” Taylor said. “She hasn't said two words to us all day and she thinks she can stick her nose into what we do and where we do it? Fuck that.”
Taylor was taller than Jada, and apparently more aggressive, as she backed the Black girl all the way across the common room to her own doorway. Jada closed the door and Taylor snorted, punched it once and then turned to me and shrugged.
*
Well, that had been... stressful. I kind of suspected Jada was going to put in for a room transfer after that. I hoped she did, anyway. Though I worried she'd tell them she didn't want to share a room with two 'dykes'. I mean, not that there was anything wrong with being a lesbian but... I wasn't one. And I didn't want people to think otherwise.
I have to say that knowing Taylor had casual sex with girls was a bit weird. I mean, clearly she'd been joking when she offered to show me, but I couldn't help wondering what it would be like having sex with a girl – with Taylor. The thought kind of took my breath away, to be honest.
I mean, sex with guys hadn't really been any big deal. And I had flirted with what it would be like with girls. I didn't think I was gay or anything, since whenever I had fantasies they were mostly about guys; big, strong, muscular guys.
But the thought of laying naked with Taylor was kind of … wow. I mean, she was, in some ways, like a guy in how assertive and aggressive she was. She was also taller and stronger than me. I kept in okay shape, but Taylor, now that I'd seen her all day and watched her move, was just very athletic.
She'd also mentioned in passing earlier that she had been taking martial arts since she was nine, so I had no doubt she could beat the crap out of me easily enough. Just like a boy could.
And I knew, in the way that I occasionally did with guys, that if she wanted to, you know, have sex, if she tried... I wasn't going to resist much.
*
I dressed in gray dress slacks, a nice white blouse with collar, and a loose black sweater for my first class the next morning.
The first semester course load was full of Math, including Linear Algebra and  Calculus. Fortunately, I was a whiz at Math. I was given credit for Calculus and substituted Advanced Multi-variable Calculus instead. My first course was Principles of Quantum Mechanics. That also had a lot of math.
Since we weren't a major department, like Law or Business, we weren't in one of the huge amphitheater lecture halls, but a much cozier one. It was still semi-circular, but only five rows. It was like an amphitheater, though, with long wooden tables, each about two feet above the people in the next row in front.
All in all there was probably a hundred students – which is way smaller than some places, and they were all close enough for me to actually see them quite clearly. Not to mention the big blackboards and the man standing before them, Professor Rhone.
I had my bag with my laptop set to record. Actually, I had it set to video record, with the camera in the back of the screen pointed at him. My note taking skills looked like chicken scratching if I wasn't careful, and if I was careful I wouldn't be able to take them fast enough.
I was very excited to be there! I was at Princeton! I had the book before me and was surrounded by other nerds! I was willing to bet, as I ran my eyes over my fellow freshmen, that a lot of these people liked the same sorts of things as I did, and wouldn't be watching The Bachelor on TV!
They handed out large rectangular white nameplates at the door. They were a foot long, and had your name printed in big black letters front and back. These fit into a slot in the front of your desk so people in front of and behind you would know who you were.
There were a lot of Asian kids in this class, which didn't really surprise me. Not very many Blacks, which also didn't surprise me. Was that racist? I didn't even know what Jada was taking, but it was hard to respect her given her behavior. I was glad Taylor had been there because I would have been way intimidated!
I mean, I'm kind of liberal in my outlook, but my parents sent me to private school, an expensive one, and there were few Blacks there. So while I was theoretically all for equality and stuff, I really had very little experience with Blacks. Asians, yes, but not Blacks. And to be honest, if Jada was an example, that was fine with me. What a bitch!
Professor Rhone explained what Quantum Mechanics was all about, scribbling furiously on the blackboard, drawing diagrams and formulas, and detailed what sort of form he expected homework to be handed in (typed, double spaced, with report covers). Then he gave the outline of how he would be teaching, and what chapters would be dealt with in what orders.
It was a pretty easy class except that he gave out a reading assignment of the first eight chapters to be read in two days.
“Some of you might think this is excessive,” he said. “But I'm presuming most of you have at least read the first three or four chapters, and if not, why haven't you?”
No one dared to answer that one!
I had read the first five chapters myself, so wasn't concerned.
The next class was in a huge amphitheater. The course was titled The Universe. It was an elective, and open to non-science majors with very little prerequisites needed beyond high school math.  I'd selected it as an easy course that I wouldn't have to put much time into. The professor seemed like a bit of a flake, but was entertaining.
After that came lunch. I ate alone, Taylor's classes being on the other side of campus and her not having the same schedule. That was okay. I was used to it, and unlike high school, I didn't expect to be bothered here, and wasn't.
After lunch I had Linear Algebra, which was boring, and then Topics in Classical Astronomy, which was much more  interesting. Not just for the course material, but because I sat down next to a guy named Carl, from Denmark. He was tall, lithe and blonde, and seemed very friendly.
He made me wish I'd followed Taylor's advise and worn something more... showy. I made sure I took off my glasses several times so he knew what I looked like without them. I didn't have to wear them all the time, just when I read, but I usually did wear them just because it was easier than remembering to take them off and put them away and then put them back on again all the time.
Plus I was almost always reading something, if not on my ebook then in a textbook or on a computer screen. Then I remembered what she'd said about  me being a 'librarian type' and some guys finding that sexy. I was doubtful off that, but I supposed it was possible. Still, I wasn't sure I wanted to be seen as a librarian.
Maybe I would wear jeans the next class with him.
I went back to the dorm and studied for a while, until Taylor got back. Then we chatted about our first day of classes and our professors. I wondered if we were becoming friends. Then again, like me, she didn't know anyone yet, so it wasn't like she had lots of choices in who to hang out with.
We went to dinner together at the dining hall. The best way to describe it is like a big old church but with tables instead of pews. It had a very high arched ceiling, from which dangled rows of chandeliers. The stone walls had long, narrow, medieval style windows that went almost as high as the ceiling.
We were talking amiably enough when to my surprise Jada sat down at our table. Also to my surprise, Taylor greeted her in a friendly fashion. I looked at the blonde and she shrugged as she shoveled a forkful of spaghetti into her mouth, then chewed it before talking.
“Jada and I got to talking this morning,” she said. “She's all right.”
“I was a little annoyed at the world yesterday,” Jada said. “I thought I had made arrangements to be at another college and got shifted at the last minute. I have friends there,” she said. “Sorry if I kind of took it out on you guys.”
“Oh, that's okay,” I said, feeling relieved – and startled.
She certainly was acting differently!
“Taylor says you're an egghead science type,” Jada said.
“Uhm, yeah, I guess so,” I said cautiously. “What are you taking?”
“African American Studies,” she said, eyes narrowing as she looked for my reaction.
I very carefully kept from showing it. I thought courses like that, and things like gender studies and feminism were all for the birds. I smiled and nodded as if interested. Unfortunately, she then began to unload about all the stuff it was about, which didn't interest me. And then she started in on identity politics stuff.
“Jada,” Taylor said, interrupting. “Lose the BLM shit.”
Jada glared at her, but then shrugged and nodded.
I wondered just what that talk had involved! Then again, Taylor was a pretty... uh... well, bossy person. But in a nice way. After only a little time with her I liked her but there was no doubt in my mind that she liked getting her way and was very persuasive about it.
*
We watched a movie in the common room, after some bickering between Taylor and Jada over what to watch – which Taylor won. And we decided to split on a sofa as soon as possible.
After that we sort of broke up to do our own stuff, though Taylor and Jada wound up back in the common room after a short time bickering over what to watch on TV. I didn't really want to join them but didn't want to be  thought of as a snob (which I often was) either, so I wandered back out into the common room to join  them.
They had changed for bed, or for comfort.  Taylor was wearing loose, plaid boxer shorts and a tank top without a bra. Jada was wearing what looked like the silk or  satin top for black pajamas. I felt a little overdressed since I hadn't changed for bed yet. I hadn't intended to until going to bed.
I know some girls do change into 'comfy clothes' a lot earlier, but that's because most of them wore uncomfortable clothes to look sexy or hot. I didn't. I wore comfortable clothes all the time. Loose and comfy.
On the other hand, there was no air conditioning. And you weren't allowed to have any. It was an old building, and they didn't feel the need to put in central air.
“Why don't they have air conditioning?” I complained as I sat down.
It was mostly just to have something to say.
“Because there aren't that many hot days in September,” Taylor said.
“You white girls can't take the heat,” Jada sniffed. “This is fine for me.”
“They could let us have window air conditioners,” I said.
“Wiring probably can't take it,” Jada said.
“No, it's probably because they don't want to have ugly metal boxes sticking out of their pretty stone buildings,” Taylor replied.
“Gonna be hard for you to wear sweaters all the time,” Taylor  said, smirking. “They said it's supposed to get really hot the next several days.”
“I don't wear sweaters all the time,” I said defensively.
“Why you wear sweaters all the time?” Jada asked.
“I don't!”
“She's shy.”
“I am not!”
“What's she shy about?”
“I'm not shy,” I said in annoyance.
“She doesn't want anyone seeing her boobs.”
“Taylor!”
“She has nice boobs, too.”
I flushed and she grinned.
“Yeah? Let's see,” Jada said.
“No!”
Then they both laughed at me.
“Is there something wrong with them?”
“They looked good to me,” Taylor said.
“When did you see her boobs?”
“She was changing yesterday.”
“They look big,” Jada said, looking at my chest.
“They're not!” I said, folding my arms across my chest.
“I wish I had big boobs,” Jada sighed.
“Why?” Taylor asked. “They'd just give you a bad back.”
“Your boobs look okay,” Jada said, looking at her chest.
“Yeah. They're okay.”
Taylor kind of straightened up where she was sitting and pushed her chest out. There wasn't a lot of hiding under the thin tank top, and she didn't have a bra.
Then she pulled her shirt up to bare her breasts! She let it drop right away, shrugging as if it was the most casual thing in the world to do.
“Those are nice. Better than mine,” Jada grumbled.
She unbuttoned the front of her pajama top and pulled it open to show us small, pert breasts high on her chest.
“What's wrong with them?” Taylor said. “At least they won't sag when you get older.”
“Guys like big boobies,” Jada said, closing her top.
“I never had any complaints,” Taylor replied.
She grinned at me, probably noting my red face.
“You're not religious, right?”
“That has nothing to do with anything! And no.”
“This is like, our home now, you know,” she said. “We can't be all formal and stuff here.”
“I know. I'm just not... used to... I mean, it's not like I walked around the house naked!”
“I didn't walk around the house naked but I walked around in my underwear sometimes,” she said.
“You didn't have brothers!”
“True.”
“And anyway, there's people, strangers, right outside that door,” I said. “Suppose someone knocks and we have to answer it?”
“Then I could go in my room if I was worried about someone seeing me like this, but I'm not,” she said.
“Well, I'm not as... outgoing as you.”
“We'll have to cure that over the next year,” she said.
“Are you a virgin?” Jada asked.
“No,” I said, scowling.
“That's good. I don't know how to handle no virgins. Probably can't even cuss around em.”
“She curses. I've heard her,” Taylor said.
“Well that's good.”
I didn't really like how this was going because it seemed a little like they were ganging up on me. Not really, but it seemed like it was becoming clear they were more similar in their temperament and outlooks and I was kind of the odd one out. I definitely didn't want that! Especially in my own room!
“Any idiot can fucking curse,” I said deliberately.
“Yes, but not every idiot can fucking curse well,” Taylor replied.
Which was funny and I laughed.



Chapter Three
The next day was kind of a replay, except it was hotter than the previous night. I reluctantly decided to change into my nightie so they wouldn't tease me about being so modest. I even removed my bra.
Of course, they teased me anyway, with Jada wanting me to lift up my top. I refused.
My breasts are NOT big, okay! I mean, they're not small, sure. And maybe they look a little large because I'm slender, but they're not big! I'm only a 34C! Well, actually a 35, but unless I get special bras I wear a 34. It's a bit tight but better than being loose!
It was hot and humid and sticky that evening. I went to bed before them. Once I got into bed even the nightie was too much, so I removed it and tried to fall asleep on top of my sheets, naked. But the air was still and I was too uncomfortable to fall easily asleep.
When Taylor knocked at my door I gasped and whipped the sheets over myself!
“What?”
“Miss this-heat-is-no-problem-for-my-wonderful-African-Americaanness went to spend the night at her girlfriend's dorm room because she has air conditioning,” she said through the door. “You want to borrow her fan?”
I definitely did!
I threw on my nightshirt and opened the door to find her holding a box fan in her hand. She was wearing... it was like.. a lacy see-through nightshirt, except it had opaque panels over her breasts and down low so you couldn't see her 'privates'.
She saw me staring at it and grinned.
“It's the least amount I can wear and not scare you,” she said.
“I'm not scared of nudity,” I said, frowning.
“Oh?” She smirked, and then peeled the nightie up and off to stand there naked!
Then she laughed at seeing me blushing and pulled the thing back on before picking up the box fan she had set down and carrying it into my bedroom.
“I'm not,” I said after her.
She was so casual about it! Boy, I envied her! She must be really confident! But then I knew that already.
She had a nice body, though. Her breasts weren't as big as mine, but she looked very athletic, toned and tanned.
She set the box fan by the window.
“You're sure Jada won't mind?” I asked worriedly.
“If she does, she can complain to me.”
“I guess you guys got to talking... ?”
“Yeah, something like that. I let her know I wasn't going to put up with any of her poor-me, poor black victim of racist white society bullshit, and if she wanted to go that route she could get out.”
She plugged in the fan as she spoke, and the air started to move nicely!
She turned to look at me.
“White privilege? She's at fucking Princeton. She doesn't have any right to complain about privilege to anyone,” she said.
Not much of her body was hidden, even in the lacy nightie. It was a very... sexy nightie.
“Uhm, that's your nightie?” I asked.
She grinned and plucked at it.
“Well, normally I'd only wear this around someone I was going to be sleeping with. But it does have the benefit of being very lightweight and letting the air through.”
“You might as well be naked in that,” I said, without thinking.
“Okay.”
And she slipped it up and over her head again.
I wasn't as... startled, this time, and frowned instead of being open mouthed.
“What are you, Lady Godiva?”
She laughed.
“Good for you. You aren't blushing. You're getting used to naked bodies.”
“I told you, I'm not scared of nudity. I just don't... I'm not used to having naked people around me or being naked around other people... much. And you shouldn't stand naked by the window with the lights on.”
It was making me uncomfortable, though, despite what I said, giving me a kind of squirmy feeling. Not that she wasn't beautiful or anything. But I was also remembering her talking about sleeping with other girls. And I got this little tight sensation in my chest wondering if that was something she might be thinking about with me!
“Give them a show,” she said. “Girls won't care. Boys will be happy.”
She shrugged and went to the door.
“Of course, we could turn the light out,” she said, snapping it off.
That left just the glitter lights, and the light coming through the half open door, but that was enough to show her turning to look at me, and to show me the expression on her face as she looked me up and down.
“You really going to sleep in that on a hot night like this?” she asked with a smirk.
“No. I mean... uh, once the... door is locked... I'll uhm, maybe take it off,” I said, blushing again.
“Why not now?” she said in a challenging way. “Scared?”
“Don't be ridiculous!”
“Shy?”
I gulped, because my heart was beating faster and I was feeling even more tightness in my chest, and then, almost on impulse, I gripped the hem of my nightshirt and peeled it up and off my head, to stand there defiantly naked – and blushing.
And she stepped forward! I felt my breath catch in my throat, because we were practically breast to breast. I eased back and she eased closer, and then her hands reached out and slid around me!
OMG!
She was grinning at me, like she was waiting for me to panic and pull away, but despite my heart pounding wildly I refused to show any discomfort!
She pulled me in so that our bodies actually pressed together, and then kissed me! I was frozen, stunned, and had no idea what to do! I had never been involved with a girl before and... and I didn't know if I wanted to, at least... right now... with her!
But the feel of her soft, bare breasts against mine was amazing! I felt a  tremendous charge of sexual electricity roll through me, and my nipples got instantly hard!
I reached out, my hands on her shoulders, not sure what to do with them, and then her hands, the ones on my back, slid down to cup my ass! That sent another charge of energy through me, and my mind swirled wildly with uncertainty and confusion!
I wasn't even sure if she wasn't just teasing me, testing me, seeing if I was... willing! And if she learned I was, then what? Would she pull back and laugh at me!? Tell Jada? What!?
But she didn't pull back. She continued to kiss me. Her kiss was... soft, but... insistent, and one of her hands slid up my back and into my hair, kind of gripping my hair to hold my head in place. And she pushed forward, which pushed me back, and back, until the side of my bed hit my lower legs.
I fell back across the bed with Taylor on top of me!
She laughed, but I could hardly breath with the wild energy and pressure filling me! She looked down at me with this kind of predatory look, and then jerked back on my hair sharply.
I gasped in pain, my head jerking back, and I felt her lips slide along the nape of my neck, kissing and then sucking and even lightly chewing!
“Sexy little girl,” she said in a soft, purring voice.
Her lips slid down and then closed on the center of my left breast! My breast was already throbbing, my nipple hard and tingling, and then her lips closed around it, and spread out and began to suck as her tongue licked at me! Her teeth dug into my soft flesh, kind of painfully, but only a little, and I felt that wild rush of sensation, emotion and pressure grow even more intense!
She slid over onto her left side, off me, but still leaning over me and pressed against me, and her right hand slid over my left breast (her chest was on my right), then down my belly until I felt her fingers tracing the line of my sex!
I gasped aloud at that, gripped by a sudden surge of anxiety and uncertainty again. I mean, my God, I never did this kind of thing with someone I hadn't dated and all! But then, she wasn't a guy! And I did know her, kind of!
And her fingers were rubbing up and down along my sex, sliding in, and finding my clitoris, which pulsed hotly as she began to rub it!
She kissed me again, jerking on my hair to twist my head forward and to the side, and I moaned into her mouth, incredibly excited and breathless. Her kiss was a lot more passionate now, a lot more confident and hungry! Her tongue flitted through my lips as I felt heat rolling over me from both inside and outside!
I felt her fingers pressing against me, then slowly wriggling into my body! One, at first, then two, both long and slim as they pushed into the hot, tight and slick opening between my legs! I shuddered as they pumped in and out, slowly, carefully, not roughly like boys did.
And at the same time, her thumb was rubbing against my clitoris, rubbing very effectively! My entire body seemed to be filled with an incredible pressure that grew more powerful with every second!
And then I had an orgasm!
I had never had an orgasm while with a guy, and here after only a minute or two with Taylor I was already coming – powerfully!
That gave me another sudden rush of almost subconscious anxiety! I was always careful about my appearance, about how others saw me, about my dignity and behavior. Having an orgasm in front of a guy had never been a problem. But now it was, because I tend to lose control when I climax – at least, when I masturbate.
And this was way more powerful!
Fortunately, I was so stunned by the force of the pleasure it robbed me of my voice! I jerked back sharply, gurgling breathlessly, arching my back while my hips bucked up frantically against her fingers!
So I didn't so much scream as make these breathing noises like “Huhhuhhhuhuuuuhh!”
I gave a final furious heave of my hips and dropped flat, panting, chest heaving, skin now hot and starting to perspire.
Taylor bit into the center of my breast, sucking hungrily, then kissed me just as passionately. Her body was half atop me, and then she kind of rose up onto her knees, gripping my leg leg and lifting it up. She leaned in and half turned me towards my right, and then angled her sex in against mine as she raised my left leg high into the air!
I had no idea! I just... I just let her do whatever she wanted!
She got me soft of almost twisted onto my side, with my top left almost doing the splits and being pushed back by her chest! My foot was up over her shoulder as she began to grind her pussy against mine!
And the sensation of it rubbing against me was as wild and sensual and incredible as when her breasts had first pressed against mine! I moaned and gasped as she began to work her hips in and out, leaning in, and grabbing my right breast with her left hand.
The other hand slid up my back and gripped my long hair and then jerked it back hard.
I cried out, my head forced back, my back arching as she continued to grind herself against me!
Wild raw heat was flooding up through my body, and I felt almost as if a dark fever was coming over me, as if I was stoned on it! I shuddered and felt my body tingling and my muscles spasm as she ground herself against my sensitive sex. Both of us were sopping wet, and that made the sensation of slick, hot flesh on slick hot flesh that much more delicious!
I came again! I was so dazed and overheated it just flipped over into this incredible surge of sensation that made me cry out! Another orgasms! I was even more shocked than I had been by the first one! I'd never had two orgasms so close together in my life! I mean, once I had a  orgasm that was the time to end masturbating, right?
Taylor was looking kind of frazzled too, but still much more in control of herself than I was. Her skin glistened in the moonlight, perspiring, just like mine! She closed her eyes, grinding against me, and then ground faster and faster before her back arched! She clutched my leg tightly against her chest as she ground her soft bare sex into mine, and gasped and moaned in pleasure as she came!
She let my leg drop and sat back, panting.
The box fan was blowing on us but it was still hot and we were both sweating.
She shifted and then gripped my hair, filling her fist with it and casually pulling so that I gasped in pain and was forced to change position, swinging around so I was laying lengthwise along the bed instead of across it.
She straddled me and then grabbed my wrists and shoved them down onto the bed above me. A moment later she released them, grabbed the pillow, and threw it off the bed. She grabbed my wrists again, pushing them together against the headboard as she looked down at me.
“Are you going to be my little bitch, Rin?” she said in a soft voice.
I stared up at her, chest heaving.
She chuckled and then reached for the corner post of the bed. She leaned over and then pulled something back. It was part of my robe, which was hanging on the bedpost. She pulled the cloth belt free and then wrapped it around my wrists.
“Wh-what are you... doing?” I gasped.
“Making you my little sex slave,” she purred.
I felt another wild jolt of excitement at that!
I tried to look up at my wrists, though I really didn't make much effort to pull them free. I felt the belt wrapped around them again and again, then she tied it off before tying it to the bedpost!
“Now you're helpless,” she purred, sitting back on my hips.
I gulped and looked wildly up at her as she dropped her hands and let her nails run lightly across my breasts and down my belly.
She leaned in and kissed me, hard, breasts to breasts as her tongue slid over mine. Then she slid backwards, spreading my legs wide apart, kissing and licking her way down my belly and abdomen until she was laying on her belly between my thighs!
She licked slowly up the line of my sex! Her thumbs spread the lips apart and she let her tongue push into me, then slide up until she found my clitoris!
OMG!
I could hardly believe this was happening! A girl was performing oral sex on me!
That I was tied up didn't really seem to matter just yet. I didn't really understand it, though it did make things seem more exciting.
But mostly I was focusing on the sight and feel of her licking my pussy! She wasn't just licking either. She was sucking on my clitoris as she worked two fingers up inside me again!
It was all so wild and shocking and wickedly exciting, and I could feel my body becoming charged up with energy again! The sensations as she licked me were incredible! And growing more and more intense!
I twisted and writhed as the pressure built up, gasping and moaning, my wrists pulling helplessly against the belt as she licked me!
Then she stopped, licking her way up, nibbling on the soft flesh of my abdomen, then my belly, then sucking and licking at my breasts as her hands caressed me. Her body slid over mine, hot and slick, her breasts pillowing out against my own as she kissed me on the lips and gripped my hair again.
I cried out a she pulled back on my hair.
“Are you my slut, Rin baby?” she gasped. “Say it. Say you're my slut.”
I didn't know... didn't understand why she wanted me to say that, or even care but my scalp stung a she tugged on it, and my wrists were tied to the bedpost and...
“I'm your slut!” I gasped.
I felt a dark rush come over me after saying the words. No, even as I spoke them I felt it!
And her fingers were still moving back and forth inside me and still rubbing my clitoris!
She chewed her way down along the nape of my neck while pulling back on my hair, and I felt this sudden intense knowledge of my own helplessness! And rather than cause me any kind of fear or confusion it made me feel... I don't know, submissive in a way I couldn't recall before.
It was an almost subconscious knowledge that she could do whatever she wanted with my body and I couldn't resist! And that made me relax, weirdly. I don't mean that my body wasn't still filled with a rising heat and pressure, but that my mind felt strangely relaxed, as if I had just ceded control over myself to someone else.
Which meant I didn't have to do anything, or make any decisions...
She pulled back, sitting up on her knees.
“Roll over.”
I was panting, gasping. I stared at her uncertainly.
“Roll over, slave girl,” she ordered.
I flushed even more, and, confused, rolled over.
Crack! She slapped my bare bottom!
“Raise your hips into the air, slut!”
“I'm n – !”
Crack!
“Now, slave girl!”
I gasped and obeyed. She was playing some kind of kinky game! I had never been involved in any sort of 'sex game' because the boys I had been involved with had been pretty dark straightforward in what they wanted. They wanted to fuck me and be done. No games involved!
“Such a bad little girl,” she said, her hands sliding over my buttocks.
Crack!
“Oh!”
I felt her fingers at my sex again, one sliding into me to the knuckle! It pumped in and out slowly, then a second joined it, and then a third, stretching me now! My face and chin were against the bed, my bottom raised high. I was on my knees with my legs spread! Such a helpless position!
The cloth tied to my wrists felt very strong and firm!
Crack!
“Beg me to fuck you,” she ordered.
Ewww! That was dirty!
Crack!
“Oh!”
“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl.”
Crack!
“Oh, please!”
“Beg me to fuck you, bitch.”
“Please fuck me!” I gasped.
Her three fingers were moving inside me, twisting and turning from side to side, pressing... downward against the inside of my belly! And I was starting to feel that wild sense of too much pressure again, my body trembling and overheated as she stroked them in and out and rubbed my clitoris with her thumb!
Another orgasm hit me! The third! I was astonished, and overwhelmed, crying out weakly, then gurgling and gasping as she clamped her hand over my mouth!
Her left hand forced my head up and back as it pressed hard over my mouth, while her right was thrusting fingers into my sex hard and fast while rubbing my clitoris! And it felt like her fingers were getting thicker! I gasped and cried out into the palm of her hand, my hips jerking and bucking back as her fingers thrust into me, the orgasm baking my mind in heat!
The pressure was so wild and raw and intense! I collapsed onto my belly, squealing and moaning and trembling, and the slapped my bottom sharply several times! I yelped, twisting, and then rolled over onto my back!
Taylor slid atop me, pulling her fingers out of me at last, gripping my hair and kissing me hungrily again! This was so fucking wild!
She pulled her lips off mine, breathing heavily too.
“Tell me you're my bitch,” she growled, jerking on my hair.
“Oh! Don't!” I gasped.
She jerked on it again! And she caught my nipple between thumb and forefinger and began to pinch it so that it burned!
“Say it, sex slave.”
“I'm your bitch!” I cried.
She kissed me so hard my lips felt bruised, then pulled back again.
“Again. Say it.”
“I-I'm your bitch!” I gulped.
This was so wild and hot and nasty and exciting!
She licked her way back down my body until she jerked my thighs painfully far apart and was licking at me again. I shuddered, writhing slowly, sweating like a pig, gasping for breath and panting for air as her tongue relentlessly swept across my throbbing, burning, swollen clitoris!
“Oh God! Oh God! Tayloraaa!” I moaned.
She stopped and got up, just like that, leaving me gasping for breath. She hurriedly left the room, while I lay panting in the near dark. Then she returned and closed the door behind her. She sat on the edge of the bed and reached over for my hair, gripping it and jerking my head back.
“Open your mouth wide. Wider, little sex slave.”
I moaned as she pressed something against my mouth! It was round like a ball, and was kind of spongy and rubbery! It pushed through my teeth, but only because she was able to squeeze it to make it smaller so it could get through my jaw. Then it expanded inside, and I moaned, unable to close my mouth as my lips and teeth closed against it!
She pulled little straps out from the sides of the ball and fed them behind my head, buckling them in place while I moaned and tried to see the thing. All I could see was it was... round. At least, the part that was still showing through my partly open lips!
Then she started licking me again and I shuddered, laying my head back, feeling a wild rush of energy again, this time accompanied by this dark, glittering sense of... kinky excitement! Her tongue swept over me again and again, and then something pushed against me, something thick and rounded!
I moaned, raising my head again to see her holding something long, like... a tube. It was hard to see in the low light but I knew what it had to be! It was some kind of dildo!
I felt another wild jolt of sexual passion and energy, shuddering as it stretched me so wide, and slid deeper and deeper into my sopping wet pussy! The deeper it got the more incredible it felt! I was falling back into that sense of feverish heat again at how wild and outrageous this was!
I mean, lesbian sex would have been wild enough for me, but all this... this being tied up and gagged and stuff! Wow! Oh wow!
And then as the dildo pushed really deep it jammed against the top of my pussy, as if there were something there, like a hook or branch. A moment later it started to buzz, to vibrate, against my incredibly sensitive clitoris!
I came, crying out again and again, twisting and writhing and arching my back, thrashing my head as she used her forearms to hold my thighs back and ground the thing against me! The shock-wave of explosive pressure swept through my mind like a hurricane!
She chuckled softly, then turned off the buzzing as I went sort of limp. She began to pump the dildo slowly in and out, using long strokes, and got her lips in against my clitoris to suck and lick at it in a way which made my hips spasm and jerk uncontrollably.
Then she pressed it deep again, and turned on the vibrator and I came again! And then again! The vibrator was driving me out of my mind! I was sweating like a pig and gulping in air, dazed and light-headed, and still my body burned up from within as she alternated licking and sucking on my clitoris, and jamming the vibrator against it to drive me insane!
She finally drew the thing out of me and let me lay there with heaving chest, moaning, barely conscious as she ran her hand slowly over my body.
“You're all sweaty, slave girl,” she said.
I moaned as she slid her soft hand down between my legs and rubbed me lightly.
“You sure are a responsive girl, little slut,” she teased.



Chapter Four
Taylor slid back off me and padded out of the room. She returned with a length of slim leather, like a strap. It was maybe a twenty inches long and a half inch wide. She untied my belt from around my wrists and then gripped my hair, firmly pulling until I sat up and then got out of bed.
I still had the gag in my mouth, as I watched her wrap the strap around my right wrist.
“Turn around, slave girl,” she ordered.
Still panting weakly, I obeyed, and she grabbed my other wrists and drew it behind me, and I felt her tying them together behind my back! I shuddered, feeling another dark rush of heat!
She gripped my hair again and I yelped as she pulled me backward, making me back across the room, then out into the common room and then into the bathroom.
The bathroom was kind of small, just big enough for a toilet, a small counter not much bigger than the sink, and a tub. I stared at myself in the mirror, wide-eyed. The thing in my mouth... I'd seen things like this before in pictures! I was one of those kinky bondage type gags!
She pulled me into the shower. There was no tub. They'd taken the tub out and replaced it with a shower. She pulled me in and turned on the water, and I gasped as cold water poured over us!
I squirmed and twisted and she laughed.
“It'll cool you off, sweaty girl,” she said.
But she turned the water warmer, then picked up the soap and began to soap me up! Her hands slid over my body, over my breasts, down my arms and over everything else, most especially between my thighs as she backed me into the corner and chewed on the nape of my neck!
She reached behind my head and undid the strap that held the ball in place, then tugged the ball out of my mouth, allowing me to gulp in air more easily.
“Nasty, naughty little slave girl,” she whispered, pressing her body against mine.
She kissed me, pressing her body in, grinding herself against me as her mouth crushed mine and her tongue flicked in and out across my own. Then she backed off a little, grinning, and used the soap on herself before turning the water back on to rinse us off. At least it was warmer water, though far from hot.
“Now you're less sweaty, slutty girl,” she said.
I flushed, not knowing how to respond. Saying I wasn't slutty didn't seem to match up with how easily I'd let her... do stuff to me!
I gasped as she gripped my hair behind the neck and forced my head back sharply.
“Tell me you're my bitch,” she growled.
“Ow! Please! Taylor!” I moaned.
“Say it.”
“I-I'm your bitch!” I cried.
She eased her pull on my hair, but then pulled in a different direction.
“Kneel,” she ordered.
I half fell to my knees and she moved directly in front of me, lifting up my sopping hair and wringing it out, then drawing it up above me as she guided my mouth to her sex.
I felt another emotional jolt, this time of anxiety. I had no idea what to do! But then I did, because she'd done it to me. Still, I was anxious. What if I didn't do it right!?
She forced my face into her groin, and I started to lick.
“Service your mistress, slave girl,” she ordered.
Wow! That was some kinky shit! But it sent another hot pulse of liquid heat through my mind and body!
I licked and she reached down and spread the lips of her sex with her fingers, since I couldn't. She guided me in and then started telling me what to do, whether to lick faster or slower, whether to lick harder or softer, and how to use my lower lip against the underside of my tongue to support it and lick really hard.
She was soon sighing in pleasure, and I was very much encouraged. I was feeling more excited the more excited she seemed to get.
That I was kneeling naked on the floor with my hands strapped together behind my back was definitely a part of that excitement. Like I said, lesbian sex was wild and exciting, but this was even more deliciously outrageous!
When she came I felt a soaring delight and relief. I had done it! She jammed my mouth in hard and her hips bucked against me as she gasped and moaned and shuddered through the orgasm, pulling hard on my head so that my whole face was mashed against her!
I didn't resent it in the least, though! I felt too good about succeeding!
After that she pulled me to my feet, and we kissed and then she slid the door aside and pulled down a towel to dry herself off. She pulled me out of the shower and used the same towel to dry me off, or at least, to pat and rub me down so I wasn't soaking wet.
She opened the bathroom door and left, then returned with the dildo!
I gulped and my eyes widened as I stared at it! I hadn't seen it very clearly in the dimly lit bedroom. Now it looked like a big, black penis, with a little hook at the end! Only now she was attaching a round base.
She grinned at me and then ordered me to kneel.
I did so, wary and uncertain, and she pressed the base against the tiled floor. It was a suction cup, and she maneuvered the tip against my sex.
“Now, sink down on it, slutty girl.”
“Taylor – !” I gasped.
“Obey your mistress, slave girl,” She said, gripping my hair. “Sex slave!”
I shuddered, both at her words, and at the feel of the head of the thick cock pushing against me. I sank down slowly, moaning and gasping. She made me sink all the way down until the hook thing was jammed up against me and then put the ball-gag back into my mouth and turned on the vibrator!
She turned away from me, then and began to brush her hair out, picking up the hair dryer and drying it as she brushed.
Meanwhile I knelt on the floor, impaled on the dildo thing, with the vibrator buzzing powerfully against me!
Despite all the orgasms I'd already had my body responded yet again, and I felt heat flooding up through me as my hips began to grind against it. I moaned helplessly, staring up at her, then down the length of my body at the way the lips of my sex were stretched so tautly around it!
I rode up and down a little, gasping and moaning, grinding myself against it each time I sank down.
She put down the hair dryer and turned to me, then squatted before me.
“Did I give you permission to masturbate? Hmm? Did I, slave girl?”
I moaned, flushed, hot, mind swirling with dark excitement.
“You're such a bad little slave girl,” she said, frowning. “Masturbating on your mistress' dildo without her permission!”
She gripped my still damp hair and pulled me up off the dildo, then pulled the dildo up as well.
She pulled me back into my bedroom and made me kneel on the edge of the bed, then slid the dildo back inside me, minus the suction cup, and turned on the vibrator again.
“Don't move, slave girl,” she ordered.
She left the room and came back a minute later. I thought she had put some panties on but instead they were just like black straps. But when she stepped up behind me she pulled the dildo back, and attached it to the straps.
I shuddered as I understood! She was going to fuck me like a guy would! And then she did just that, her hips working the big dildo in and out repeatedly, her hands slapping at my bottom and pulling at my hair. It was all so... rough and yet wild and thrilling!
She punched that big cock into me again and again so I really knew what it felt like to be pounded! And yes, I came again, twice!
*
It was hard to keep my eyes open in class the next morning. Thankfully, I had done all my reading the evening before things had gotten... kinky, and understood it. And I was recording the lectures so I could look at them later.
I'd only been here a few days, so I was still feeling the residual sense of delight every time I looked around me. Still, that was kind of overshadowed this morning, because I was still feeling shell-shocked at what had happened last night!
That had been... astonishing! God! I'd never come so intensely or so many times in a night! What Taylor had done with me completely overshadowed every sexual experience I had ever had up until that point in my life! It was like everything else were flaring matches and this was a bonfire!
I didn't feel as guilty as I probably would have had it been a guy. And Taylor was so casual about such things I didn't really fear her ignoring me now that she'd 'gotten what she wanted'. In fact, I was looking forward (with some anxiety) to what else we might do together!
That slave girl and mistress stuff was kinky and wild! I'd never done anything remotely like it! I mean, this was taking sex to a whole other level than anything I had ever been involved with!
I wasn't the only person who was tired, clearly. In my first class there was a beautiful redhead sitting next to me with her head down on her arms for half the class.
The professor noticed, too. He continued to talk as he wandered up the aisle, climbing the stairs and then coming down along the desk in front of her. I knew her name from the cardboard plate at the front of her desk. It said Miranda Donnelly.
“I hope I'm not speaking too loudly. I wouldn't want to wake Ms. Donnelly since she clearly needs her rest,” he said.
The redhead didn't move, though everyone in the class snickered and laughed.
“Ms. Sherman, if you would gently waken Ms. Donnelly please,” he said to me.
I grinned and tapped at her shoulder several times, then tapped harder, and she stirred, then slowly woke up, raising her head and looking sleepily around.
“Welcome back, Ms. Donnelly. Now could you please tell us all about three constants of physics?” he asked sweetly.
She sat up fully and looked around as the class laughed, then yawned again, apparently totally unphased.
“Uhm, the speed of light is 299,792,458 meters per second,” she said in what sounded like an English accent. “Standard gravity is 9.80665 meters per second. And standard atmosphere is 101,325 pa,” she replied tiredly.
“Very good, Ms. Donnelly. Now do you think you can stay awake for the class or would you like to go lie down somewhere?”
“I think I can make it, yeahr,” she said, brushing her hair back from her face.
He snorted and walked back along the aisle then down to the main floor.
“Wow, nice job,” I said admiringly.
“Aw, I had a bitch of a science teacher in high school used to hit us with questions like that all the time,” she said.
She wasn't English, I realized now, but Australian. She was short and slim and had very long, beautiful red hair, bright green eyes and a slightly freckled face with a snub nose and full lips.
“I'm Rin,” I said.
“That's Japanese in't it? You don't look Japanese”
“My mother liked the name,” I said. “Have a hard night?”
“I hate the heat,” she said. “And this bloody place doesn't bloody have any air.”
“Yeah, I agree. I had the same problem. You're from Australia, aren't you?”
“Don't start,” she said, then yawned again. “People think cuz I'm an Aussie I should be able to take the heat. But they have air everywhere in Australia. And I keep the hell out of the bloody sun because if I don't I'm one big freckle. Australia is no bloody fun for redheads.”
“I imagine not,” I said with a smile.
Lunch was after class so we went together.
“Call me Mandy,” she said. “Randy Mandy, some of my friends call me.”
“Why do they call you that?” I asked curiously.
“Because some bitch in junior high said redheads were known for their high sex drive, and taunted me about it, and her friends joined in and well, it wasn't totally off base. Although to be honest I can't really compare. I mean, who's to see how strong someone's sex drive is compared to someone else?”
I was taken aback by the conversation. She seemed to be as shameless as Taylor!
“I... wouldn't know,” I said.
“I mean, you could only compare behavior, not the actual strength of it, and behavior would be affected by a lot of things, like religion and judgment and taste and inhibitions, not to mention whether you were actually in a position to get sex, if you know what I mean.”
“You really should meet my roommate,” I said. “I think you two are long lost twins.”
“She a redhead too?”
“No, a blonde, but she's as casual and blunt about stuff like that as you are.”
“Well anyone who's like me has to be pretty interesting,” she said with a grin. “Anyway, you're lucky. You should see what I got as roommates.”
She dug into a hamburger and then talked around her food. It seemed she was in a triple with a tiny Asian girl who spoke English imperfectly and was totally and completely focused on her studies, and a black girl who was getting increasingly frustrated at the workload and less than a week in already having a meltdown.
I told her about Jada and she shook her head.
“Bloody affirmative action programs,” she said.
“If you don't believe in those you better not speak too loudly about them,” I said in a low voice.
“Oh I know, I know,” she said. “Thing is they teach at a very high level here. Everyone in this school was tops of their class, maybe even of their school. But when they check your SAT scores Blacks get a 230 point bonus just for being black.”
“Good on them, some say, but it means some of them at least are here when they don't belong here due to ability. So how are they supposed to keep up with the rest of us without goin mad?”
“I think it's supposed to uhm, even things out and give people a better chance at an ivy league education.”
“Yeahr well it might for some but if you've got the lowest SAT score in the class chances are you're going to have to work a helluva lot harder than others just to keep up with them.”
She took another bite of her hamburger.
“Can get kind of frustrating,” she said around a mouthful of food.
We broke for separate classes, but I invited her to dinner at our place. She seemed much like Taylor, which was weird in that like Taylor, she wasn't the sort of girl I normally spent much time with. I'd always dismissed her kind and Taylor's kind, as fluffheads. And mostly they were, but not in this place.
Like she had said, you needed a really high SAT score and really good grades to get in here, so there really weren't any fluffheads here, even if they were party girls too.
Another weird thing was that as we talked and as I looked at her I had this thought about what she'd be like in bed, what she'd look like naked! I'd never had that with girls before last night! But now after that intense experience with Taylor it was high on my mind!
The feel of soft, female flesh against mine, of breasts against mine, of soft lips on mine, had been incredibly exciting and I wanted more of it!
I wondered if I was a lesbian now. But then I dismissed that as dumb. The thought of some hot, hunky guy still was really... mmmm, nice. I just didn't know any at the moment. So this was more, well, playing sexual games for fun. I mean, it wasn't like I was Taylor's 'girlfriend' or anything, nor would ever be. We were just messing around.
Then I felt stricken. What if Taylor liked Mandy better than me? What if Mandy was bisexual too and they preferred having sex with each other and left me out!? That would be so horrible! Now I wished I hadn't invited her after all. But there was no way I could uninvite her.
I told Taylor about her after classes were over and she got back. Jada was already there, much to my disappointment, so we couldn't even kiss or anything.
“She's an interesting girl,” I said. “Really brazen, which reminded me of you.”
“Brazen? What kind of books have you been reading, little girl?” she asked.
“Uhm, confident? Aggressive?”
“Arrogant,” Jada said from behind her book.
“Extroverted!” I said.
They got along like a house on fire, as I had suspected, and now feared. They seemed to set each other off and spent much of the meal laughing together over this or that.
“You realize we have the whole hair diversity thing at this table,” she said.
Jada looked at her suspiciously.
“S-truth,” Taylor said. “Blonde, brunette, redhead and uh...”
“Black,” Jada said sourly. “How come no one came up with a nice word for black hair?”
“Well, sometimes they call it raven hair,” I said.
“I don't know that redhead is all that nice or complimentary,” Mandy said. “I don't think you two want to be called brownhead or blackhead.”
“My older sister calls me strawhead,” Taylor said.
“My brother calls me mouse,” I ventured.
Taylor raised her eyebrows.
“Well, because I'm quiet, and because my hair used to be uhm, more pale. Thankfully it's darkened so it looks nicer.”
“You are a bit mousy,” Taylor said with a grin.
“I'm just quiet and dignified,” I said with as much dignity as I could manage.
“We'll have to do something about that while you're here,” Taylor said.
I looked at her warily.
“Dignity just means not having fun,” Mandy said, reaching for more ketchup. “I prefer fun to dignity.”
“You can have both,” I said.
“I bet if you think of the time in your life that was the most fun and exciting you weren't all that dignified back then,” Taylor said innocently.
That made me blush, which Mandy noticed.
“Oho! What are you remembering, mousy? Did you do something nasty?”
“No! And none of your business, freckle-face!.”
She stuck her tongue out at me, unoffended.



Chapter Five
With Jada not leaving I figured there wasn't much Taylor and I could do that evening. And that both disappointed me and made me wary. I mean, I wanted to do something with her! But at the same time I couldn't take another wild session that went deep into the morning! I'd be exhausted again tomorrow!
And she wasn't helping any by 'relaxing' in a midriff baring tank top with little spaghetti straps that showed some decent cleavage even without her wearing a bra, and a thong. I was kind of surprised at that, but it didn't seem to bother Jada any.
I was wearing a tank top myself, though mine wasn't as tight as hers, and shorts. Jada was wearing the same pajama top as she had the other evening.
Taylor had brought in a comfy love seat, because a full sofa was too big for our little common room. She and I were lounging on it while Jada sat on a stuffed chair at an angle to it, all of them facing the TV. They were drinking beer while I had ice-water.
And then Jada got up and said she was going to have a shower.
Taylor just waved a beer in acknowledgment. I was busy flipping through the channels to see what else was on. But then when the bathroom door closed Taylor reached out and gripped my hair and pulled me abruptly across so I half fell on her!
“Little slave girl,” she whispered.
“Taylor!” I gasped, turning my head to look at the closed door.
“You mean mistress, don't you?”
“She might open the door!”
We heard the shower going on.
“Not unless she comes out naked,” Taylor said.
“Ow! Hey!”
She dragged me up across her lap and then made my back arch before bending and taking the center of my breast into her mouth, biting me through the thin tank top!
I didn't want to make much noise or protest in case Jada heard us over the sound of the shower! I didn't think you'd be able to hear much in there but I didn't want to take the chance! I mean, the door was like ten feet away!
But Taylor already had her other hand up under my shirt and was tugging it up to bare my breasts! I moaned as she started to lick and then suck at my bare nipples, which hardened instantly! Then I felt her hand pushed own the front of my shorts and start to rub me there!
I felt the instant rush of heat and sensory pleasure sweeping up through my body as her fingers stroked my clitoris, and my body began to pulse with excitement and hunger! She pulled my head forward, still gripping my hair, and kissed me hard on the mouth, her other hand unbuttoning and unzipping my shorts!
I could still hear the shower running, and could hear the sound it makes as it bounces off something that isn't the wall. You know, the uneven sound instead of the steady sound when it hits the tiles. I thought it was really freaky that Jada was in there naked, and didn't have a clue what we were doing so close!
I gasped and grabbed at my shorts as Taylor yanked them down.
“Taylor!” I gasped in a strangled voice.
“We'll hear if she finishes,” she said.
I moaned as her fingers stroked and rubbed me, and then my shorts dropped off my feet and I spread my legs as her fingers sought to push up inside my very rapidly moistening sex!
She kissed me fiercely again, then jerked back on my hair to make me arch back so she could suck and chew at my nipples and breasts! It was all very... fast and... aggressive and.... animalistic!
She was a very forceful person! She took my breath away – literally!
“Oh! Oh! Not so hard!” I gasped as she chewed on the soft flesh around my nipples.
“You don't tell your mistress what to do, sex slave,” she whispered.
I gasped as she jerked my tank top – which was already rolled up under my arms, up and off! I grabbed at it but she not only pulled it away she grabbed my wrists and pinned them together above my head! Then she brought them down behind my neck and wrapped my own hair around them!
“Taylor!” I moaned.
I felt a huge jolt of wild shocked emotion as I realized I was completely naked! With Jada just on the other side of the door!
But I couldn't do anything about it because her fingers were doing amazing fucking things to my body! She made my back arch back sharply as she licked and sucked at my breasts and nipples, and thrust three fingers inside me! OMG!
Her thumb was stroking rapidly across my clitoris, and intense bursts of pleasure began to ripple through my body! My legs jerked and my hips rolled up again and again as I fought desperately to keep from making any sounds that Jada might hear!
I was riding her fingers! I was arched back across her lap with three fingers inside me, and my hips were jerking me up and down on them almost entirely sub-consciously, as dark heat drowned my mind and overloaded my brain!
She was biting harder on my breasts now! It hurt! But every bite, every sharp sting as her teeth dug into my flesh sent another shudder of heat through my body and mind!
“Nasty little sex slave,” she purred. “You're my little bitch, slave girl.”
I was gulping in air, gasping and shuddering as my nipples burned and my lower body throbbed wildly! God, it had happened so fast! Or had it? I had lost track of time! How long would Jada stay in the shower!? What if she finished and came out and found us like this!?
But I was on the verge of a massive orgasm, despite that fear, and the closer I got to it the more importance it took in my mind, pushing other concerns aside!
I couldn't even see the bathroom door any more! My head was upside down across the arm of the chair while the rest of my body writhed wildly! My legs were splayed wide, my left foot jerking spastically on the floor while my right was up across the top of the chair back. Her fingers pumped inside me, and my breasts felt like they were burning and swollen as I moaned helplessly.
“Are you ready to come, slut? Are you?” she whispered.
“Oh! Oh! Please! Please!” I whimpered.
“Well doesn't this look pretty,” Jada's voice said.
It took a second or two to penetrate the dark, overheated fog around my mind. Then I gasped, and froze, feeling a slow dawning sense of horror.
“I think so, yeah,” Taylor said.
I jerked my legs closed, or tried to. Her hand was still between my thighs. I tried to throw myself over onto my side, but her hand kept me firmly in place, and it wasn't like I had a lot of leverage with the way I was bowed back the way I was.
“And I was just wondering what to eat,” Jada said.
I had no idea what those words meant. I was already flushed darkly from the heat and excitement, but now I began to feel my face burning hot as I struggled to pull free of Taylor to hide myself!
Taylor didn't move or let go, though, and then I felt hands on my thighs, spreading them wide again, and then... then I felt a mouth on my sex! And it couldn't be Taylor because I was bent back across her lap!
I gasped in shock. It didn't seem possible that it would be Jada! And yet, it couldn't be anyone else! Taylor's hand came away from my sex and was now kneading my breast as I felt Jada licking hungrily at my swollen clitoris! Then fingers pushed into me, one, two, three, as I trembled in shock and confusion.
I jerked spastically, my mind reeling, not knowing what to say or do! My thighs were spread wide again, which gave me even less leverage to pull away, and though I couldn't see her I knew she must be kneeling on the floor licking me!
But... that was a relief in a lot of ways. Because if she had reacted the way I would have expected, cursing and yelling in outrage and disgust, that would have been utterly mortifying! That she was instead taking part... well, that meant she wasn't angry or offended or anything!
I was still embarrassed. Don't get me wrong! I didn't know her nearly as well as Taylor! We'd hardly said more than few words to each other! But having her performing oral sex, while it stunned me for long seconds, was still way better than having her go to student services to complain about what she'd seen!
And so I kind of slumped, relaxing in a way, though I was still gasping for breath and stunned by this unexpected turn of events.
Then Taylor jerked my head up and around and I got a glimpse of Jada kneeling as I had thought – naked. I moaned into Taylor's mouth as she kissed me again, then cried out as she jerked back on my hair again.
“Sex slave,” she said, taunting me.
I felt my mind squirming with embarrassment that she'd said that in front of Jada!
Jada didn't seem to care, though.
“Trying to find her G-spot,” Jada said.
“Don't bother. Her whole body is a G-spot,” Taylor said with a laugh.
Then I realized that Jada's fingers were rubbing slowly along the inside wall of my sex, rubbing up and down as if feeling for something.
And then she found it!
“Oh!” I gasped.
Her fingers began to stroke and rub and kind of tap against what felt like a little slightly... rough spot, maybe? And sensations began to ripple up through my spine! Since she was also sucking my clitoris there was something of an overload!
Then Taylor jerked back on my hair again and began to suck on my breast while kneading the other. OMG!
I felt as if I was sinking into a wild, burning miasma of overheated lava! My skin burned and my nerve endings began to sparkle and snap like overloaded wires!
“Oh! Oh! Oh, please!” I moaned. “Oh! Ahh! Oh! God! Oh!”
“Slutty little sex slave,” Taylor said.
The orgasm hit, and I cried out in a long, warbling wail that grew more intense even as Taylor jerked my head forward and clamped her hand over my mouth. My hips bucked up desperately against Jada's fingers and tongue, and my body writhed and thrashed as the two laughed and taunted me!
Oh my God it was so good! It was so powerful! It was so intense! It left me gasping and trembling. I kind of went limp, gasping, and then moaning as Taylor pulled on my hair, pulling me further forward into a sitting position, and then bending forward as Jada got up. But then Jada took my hair from her and she sat down, pulling me forward atop her!
I fell against her, gasping, my hands grabbing her shoulders as she pulled my head in to kiss me!
I …. didn't know what to do but to let her! And I was afraid if I didn't she'd think it was because she was, well, you know, black!
So I hesitantly kissed back a bit, face still hot, mind still swirling with uncertainty, kind of fallen atop her between her legs as she sat back on the love seat. Taylor had gotten up off her side, and then I felt my wrists pulled back together behind me. I moaned as I felt something going around them, as my mind understood she was tying my wrists up!
I felt another wild jolt of emotion, but didn't know what to do before something was wrapped firmly around my wrists and they were tightly locked together, crossed neatly!
Crack!
I gasped at the stinging slap to my bottom!
“On your knees, slave girl,” Taylor ordered.
I moaned and then cried out as Jada jerked down on my hair!
Crack!
“Now, slave girl.”
I tumbled downward, slid downward until I was kneeling in front of the love seat.
Jada pulled the towel she had been wearing off and was now naked as she slumped down and jerked her knees up and apart and then pulled my face into her groin.
Oh man! Oh man! Oh God!
“Lick her, slave girl,” Taylor ordered from behind me.
Crack!
I moaned and then Jada ground my face against her naked pussy!
Crack!
“Obey your mistress, sex slave.”
I started to lick, gasping and moaning as Jada jerked on my hair. Then she reached down and fondled one of my breasts as Taylor jerked back on my hips.
“Spread your legs, slut,” she ordered.
Crack!
“Oh!”
My knees jerked apart as I licked Jada, and I felt Taylor's fingers at my sex. A moment later I felt myself being penetrated, not by fingers, but something thicker.
“Figures you'd use a black cock, you cracker,” Jada said, watching from above.
“Maybe I'll use it on you later,” she replied.
I felt like the ground had been yanked out from under me! What was I doing!? What were they doing!? What were the rules!?
“Lick my pussy, you little white fuck-toy,” Jada growled.
I moaned and obeyed, gasping and whimpering as Taylor rubbed my clitoris and pumped the dildo in and out!
Then she turned the vibrator part on, and I jerked helplessly, convulsively, as she ground it against my clitoris!
“Lick, you slut,” she ordered, slapping my bottom again.
“Big soft, titties,” Jada said, roughly kneading my breast. “My boyfriend would love to get his hands on these.”
Taylor pulled the dildo out, then, a moment later, it pushed into me again, and her hands gripped my hips as it started to pump in and out with a lot more authority. Soon her hips were slapping against my bottom and I knew she had strapped it onto herself again!
I felt her breasts coming down against my back, then, and her lips against the nape of my neck.
“Lick that black pussy, slave,” she said in a taunting voice.
Her right arm curled down across my hip and her fingers thrust in to find my clitoris, rubbing it as she pumped her hips in and out, and I lost it again as another massive orgasm tore through my mind and body!
“Sheeeit! It don't take much to make this bitch come,” Jada said.
Taylor thrust harder, and my cries were swallowed up against Jada's groin as she jammed my face in tighter.
Jada started jerking on my hair to get me to lick again, and I did, dazedly licking her to the edge of her own orgasm, and then sending her over the edge! She brought both legs up and around, squeezing my head between her thighs as her feet pressed down on my back, as if trying to shove my head into her pussy!
Taylor removed the strap-on and she stripped, then sat down again, and took my hair from Jada, dragging me in between her thighs now!
“Lick your mistress, sex slave,” she ordered.
Crack!
“You heard her, slut,” Jada said.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Oh! Don't! Please!” I moaned.
I started to lick Taylor as Jada pulled the strap-on up her legs. Then she knelt behind and penetrated me, eagerly fucking me as Taylor jerked on my hair, the two of them kneading my breasts as she rammed the dildo into me with harsh, powerful strokes!
This was so wild and hot and wicked and nasty!
“This bitch loves black cock,” Jada said, her hips hitting me with bruising strength.
“This slut loves any kind of cock,” Taylor sighed. “And she goes even crazier with the vibrator.”
I was sweltering in the heat, panting, gasping, dazed and sweating as Taylor yanked on my hair and I licked frantically at her clitoris. The feel of the big dildo thrusting into me was incredible! Every time she thrust into me I felt this wild, searing rush of dark pleasure washed up through my body!
Hands groped my breasts, rough hands, sometimes squeezing hard, sometimes slapping them and pinching the nipples as they called me sex slave and whore! My mind was battered by the dark wonder of this 'game' of Taylor's, so outrageous and yet so shockingly erotic to me!
I ached inside. My breasts ached too. But the ache was flooded out by the wildfire heat gripping my body and fairly radiating from it! My mind was baking in that heat, intoxicated by it, and I just... just obeyed them as they ordered me what to do!
After Taylor came they threw me on the sofa on my back. Jada straddled my face, her thighs and knees coming down on the cushions on either side, her body filling the world in front of me and her face way, way up above!
I felt my legs lifted up and back sharply and then the dildo slid into me again. Taylor's body pressed my legs back further, and I saw her head and shoulders appear next to Jada, looking down at me as her hips began to pump.
“Hot little slave slut,” she said.
“Lick me, slave girl,” Jada ordered
She dropped her sex down against my mouth and I moaned into it. She eased it back a bit and I started to lick, while Taylor drove my legs further back, her hips thrusting, thrusting, thrusting hard!
So insane! So impossible! So blindingly hot!
I came again, crying out, and my cries were almost immediately muffled as Jada dropped her sex down against my mouth, grinding it against me until I stopped.
Taylor drew back, pulling the dildo out of me. Then I felt her raising my left leg up and back, pushing it way back so that it came past Jada's right hip. I felt her re-positioning her own body, straddling my lower leg. Then she began to grind her pussy against mine.
“Lick me, sex slave,” Jada ordered, jerking on my hair.
I came again, dazed, mind-blasted.



Chapter Six
I had never imagined sex could last all evening long! I mean, sex was like... you know! It didn't take that long! But I'd never had sex with two people at once, and both of them girls! Girls didn't need to worry about their cocks getting soft, especially when they were made of silicone.
The whole evening had been one long, wild sexual party game! I'd had to call them 'mistress' every time I answered, and they'd made me say disgusting things about how I was a slut and a whore and loved cocks and stuff! And whenever I hesitated I got my ass slapped!
I'd also had my hands tied up the whole evening! It was so weird! But I'd come over and over again! And the orgasms had been huge! They'd both come multiple times too, but not as many, or at least, I didn't think so. Neither of them was as … expressive... as I was when they had an orgasm.
My body felt like I'd really been in a workout. I was sore, inside and out! I had bite marks on my breasts! I ached inside, down low, and my throat ached too. That was because Taylor had decided to explore my saying I could deep throat a few days earlier, and she and Jada had slid that big dildo all the way down my throat repeatedly, pumping it in and out to test me.
I mean, yes, I could deep throat, but that usually took preparation, and that dildo was way bigger than any actual cock I'd sucked. They also moved it up and down in my throat instead of just sliding it in and holding it still and then pulling it back.
But they'd rubbed a vibrator against my clitoris while they did it, and sucked and chewed at my breasts and nipples, so I'd come anyway.
So wild and outrageous! What a night!
At least I'd gotten to bed at a reasonable time. But they'd insisted I sleep with my wrists tied behind my back! That took some getting used to! I couldn't sleep comfortably on my back like I usually did, and had to sleep on my side.
And in the morning when I woke up I had to lick Taylor to a climax, then go into Jada's room and lick her to a climax, then kneel naked in the common room while they took turns spoon feeding me cereal while eating their own.
What a kinky way to start the day!
Taylor had accompanied me into the shower and then we had kissed and made out, and soaped up and I had come explosively as she ground her pussy against mine!
And after all that, now I was supposed to concentrate on math!
Professor Stuart was lecturing on particle theory, and it was really hard to focus! My mind kept drifting back to the wild time I'd had this morning, and then to what had happened yesterday evening. And often, when those memories came up the dark heat which had enveloped me at the time kind of... echoed within me, reverberating through my body to make me feel aroused again.
I was just not used to this kind of excitement! It was totally at odds with all my previous experiences, never mind my previous sexual experiences! It made me feel like... like this hot, sexy, sophisticated girl! Which I knew was silly.
I was boring little Rin! Anyone who knew me would laugh at the idea of me being some sort of sexual nymphet who did all kinds of kinky stuff!
I'm afraid I didn't process the professor's lecture very well. I was kind of daydreaming during most of it. And I have to say I felt like... like I was hiding stuff from people. I mean, I'd look at the other students, and pass them in the hall, and they'd see me, and I'd wonder, like, could they possibly know or guess what I'd done!?
No! Of course not!
Maybe I was just feeling guilty.
I met up with Mandy for lunch, having accomplished little. I was tired, for one thing. I hadn't gotten a lot of sleep with my wrists tied. It was too strange.
I got to the cafeteria early, got some Thai stuff, and settled down in a booth. Mandy showed up about five minutes later and fell into the booth, dropping a lot of books on the table.
“Bloody hell!” she said. “Bloody professor Chan can't ever finish his lecture on time.”
“I don't take Foundations of Physics till next semester,” I said.
“It's pretty routine if you've studied some,” she replied. “Mind my purse.”
She got up and went to get some food, and I grabbed one of her books and leafed through it while she was gone.
She came back, with a big submarine sandwich and took a big bite.
“What?” she demanded, her mouth half full of food. “I need my energy.”
“I didn't say anything,” I protested.
“Bloody American health food nutters.”
She took another big bite.
She started complaining about her roommates in between bits. I did not bring up what MY roommates were up to!
Then Taylor sat down next to me, with a salad.
“Bloody Americans,” Mandy said.
“What's up with her?” Taylor asked.
“She doesn't like healthy food for some reason.”
“Redheads are carnivores,” she replied, still chewing.
Taylor snorted and looked at me. “How's your throat today?”
I blushed. I couldn't help it! I mean, Miranda wouldn't know what that was in reference to but even so...
“Fine,” I muttered.
“What's wrong wit' `er throat?” Mandy asked.
I started to say I had a bit of a sore throat from a bug or something, but Taylor interrupted me, and just as casual as you can imagine said “She said she could deep throat so me and Jada made her prove it.”
I gasped, face flushing hotly as Mandy looked at me with interest.
“How would you do that given you've not got the proper equipment?” she asked curiously.
“You can buy the equipment, Miranda,” Taylor said with a smirk. “It comes in multiple sizes and colors too.”
“I know of that sort of gear,” Mandy said with a grin, eyes flicking to my blushing face.
“Your face is redder than my hair, Rin,” she said with a laugh.
I looked around anxiously but no one seemed to have been close enough to hear. I glared at Taylor.
“Would you mind not talking about stuff like that in public!?”
“I wouldn't have thought you had it in you, Rin,” Mandy said, sounding surprised. “You don't seem the uhm... type.”
“What type is that?” I demanded, glowering at Taylor, who calmly ate her salad.
“I dunno, sexual.”
“What does that mean?” I demanded.
“Dunno. Just thought you more the uhm, intellectual type.”
“You can't be intellectual and still have some interest in sex?” I asked, keeping my voice low, and still blushing.
“I think she meant boring,” Taylor said to me. “Mousy. Timid.”
“Not exactly,” Miranda said. “I wouldn't spend time with her if she was boring. “Just not, uhm, a very sexually active person.”
Which made me glower, even though, let's face it, she was absolutely right in her assessment, up until my meeting Taylor and now Jada.
“She's very orgasmic,” Taylor said in a kind of stage whisper.
That made me blush again, even hotter, as Miranda looked at me again.
“Oh really?!” she said, her mouth opening in a wide grin.
“Taylor!”
“Oh don't be embarrassed,” Taylor said. “I'm sure Mandy has done way worse stuff.”
“I like my pleasure, and take it where I find it,” Miranda said with a shrug, taking another bite of her subway.
“I feel the same way,” Taylor said.
“I just didn't imagine taking it with Rin,” Miranda said with a grin. “Thought her too stuffy for that sort of thing.”
“I'm weaning her off that. I want to make her my little sex slave.”
“Well good on you.”
“Taylor!”
They both snickered at me as I blushed and looked around again.
Miranda would probably just take that as a joke, I thought anxiously. But it also reinforced the suggestion Taylor was making that she and I had... you know, done it!
Miranda didn't seem bothered by it, at least. But it was still embarrassing!
“I generally prefer a nice thick cock, meself,” Miranda said.
“Me too. But I don't live with one.”
“True that.”
“You guys!” I hissed desperately.
“We're not guys, dear,” Miranda said, taking another bite of her subway sandwich, “though if this one is riding you with her silicone prick I can see where you'd get that impression.”
I blushed hotly again as Taylor laughed!
“She knows what to do with cock,” Taylor said. “But we're having to teach her what to do with a girl's pussy.”
I cringed as Mandy's eyes widened. “We?”
“Me and Jada. I told you, we're making Rin our little sex slave,” Taylor said, teasing me.
“Well, well,” Miranda said. “Who'd have thunk it of you,” she said to me.
“She' just making stuff up!” I gulped.
“Ha,” Taylor said. “Look under those bracelets she's wearing and you'll find rope marks. That's why she's wearing them.”
I gasped as Miranda grabbed my right hand and pushed up the bracelet before I could yank my hand back.
“Kinky,” she said in an admiring tone. “You have way more interesting roommates than I've got,” she said. “Want to trade?”
“No deal,” Taylor said. “I'm still training her. She needs to be available every day.”
“You are not!” I said in a strangled whisper.
They both snickered at me again.
“So is she really that orgasmic?” Miranda asked.
“You have no idea. Get a vibrator down against her pussy and she melts.”
“I have a class!” I said desperately.
“Oh don't be shy,” Taylor said. “Stuff like this doesn't shock Mandy.”
“Not overly,” Miranda said. “I ever tell you how I had these twins once. Roger and Robert. They were both football players. Whoof. They knew how to work together on a girl too!”
“That sounds like it would have been fun,” Taylor said with interest.
“Oh it was. First time I ever got done in the bum.”
“Really?”
“Uh huh, I was riding Roger, see, and Robert comes in behind me and he's oiled up and he pushes himself up me arse. I was kind of shocked, but sort of out of things too. And let me tell you, having two big cocks inside you at the same time is liable to drive you out of your bleeding mind.”
I stared at her, open mouthed. Imagine admitting you had sex with two guys at the same time! Oh, I knew it happened, but I'd sure never met any girl who would be willing to admit seriously thinking about it, much less doing it!
“I don't suppose they go to Princeton,” Taylor said.
“No joy. They're back in Melbourne.”
“Too bad. We could double date.”
“Ha. Now that would be an experience,” Miranda said.
Lunch was... a revelation, in more ways than one. I went on to my next class, shaking my head in considerable amazement. Were all the girls here sluts or was it just the ones I was meeting!?
Or were other girls like this but just... not willing to admit it until they were far from home?
Still, Miranda's admission made me feel a little better. I mean, she'd done nasty stuff too, so she couldn't really look down at me for what I'd done – and I sure hoped Taylor hadn't clued her in to exactly what we'd done!
And she hadn't seemed to be put off or anything. There was no sneering or look of contempt at me or anything like that.
*
I wasn't the first one back at the dorm. Jada had gotten there first. That made me flush anew. I know I'd done a lot of dirty things with her the previous evening, but I still wasn't really comfortable with her. She still seemed a kind of angry and aggressive girl, and made me nervous when Taylor wasn't around. She seemed cowed by the tall blonde.
By me, not so much.
“Well, little sex slave, are you ready for some fun?” she purred.
I gulped anxiously.
“Uhm, I uh, have to study,” I said.
“We all have to study, bitch,” she said. “That don't mean we can't have some fun too. Me and Taylor got some stuff for you. Take your clothes off.”
“But um, we still have to go to dinner,” I whined.
“That don't matter. Now get naked. You want to be all ready for when Taylor gets back.”
“Ready for what?” I asked uncertainly.
“You'll find out. Sex slave!”
I flushed and she grabbed my top and jerked it up, then slapped my bottom.
“Now, slave girl!” she barked.
I winced and then helplessly pulled my top up and off, blushing under her eyes. I hadn't been alone with her much, except this morning when Taylor had made me go into her room to wake her up and lick her pussy. And she was... not as nice as Taylor, which intimidated me. Frankly, I didn't like Jada very much.
I reluctantly undressed, wary of what she intended. I admit, though, that I was starting to feel a thrum of sexual interest too. Last night had been so wild and crazy, after all! Another night like that would be... insane!
She had a box on the table and once my bra was off she grabbed my arm and pulled my hand towards her. She slipped my bracelet off and then reached into the box and took out what looked like another bracelet. Only this one was leather and had a double row of studs around it.
I stared at it as she slipped the curved leather around my wrist and watched her buckle it.
“What is that!?” I said, my voice squeaking.
“What's it look like, sex slave?”
I gulped, heart beating faster, as she took my other hand and slipped a second leather band around it. Then she took a larger version of them – a collar – from the box and I gaped at it.
Holy shit!
She slipped it around my neck and buckled it while I stood there kind of frozen and filled with a wild swirling rush of emotions!
Then she slapped my bottom.
“Get your pants off, slave girl.”
Gasping, I obeyed, sliding them off, and then tugging my thong off, filled with both a sense of embarrassment in front of her, and a dark, tumbling, churning wave of sexual heat and emotion.
Then came another strap, a much longer one. She pulled it around my waist. It was like a belt except it had a pair of thin straps dangling from either side now, front and back.
Jada pulled my wrists together behind my back, and then locked the leather bands in place, sending another tumbling rush of emotions through me.
Crack!
“Bend over the back of the sofa, slave,” she ordered.
I moaned and obeyed.
Crack!
“Spread your legs, sex slave.”
I obeyed again and felt her fingers tracing the line of my sex, rubbing me, then slowly sliding in.
“Already wet, nasty little girl,” she said.
Crack!
“Oh! Please!”
Crack!
“You mean please mistress, don't you, slave girl?”
“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.
Her fingers slid deeper into me, then pulled out. There was a pause as I stared at the TV, and down at the seat of the sofa. I couldn't really see what she was doing behind me, only feel it! I felt her fingers at my sex again, only now they were slippery. They pushed into me, sliding deeper, twisting and turning as my body began to pulse with dark excitement.
“Nasty little white sex slave,” she taunted me.
Her fingers turned and twisted inside me. I was pretty sure she had more than two, and moaned as she stretched me. She drew them back and then I felt what had to be the dildo against me. It penetrated me and stretched my opening wide, then pushed deeper and deeper.
“Oh! Please! Not so hard!” I moaned.
Crack!
“You know you like them hard, slut,” she said.
“I mean so rough!”
Crack!
“You forgot to say mistress, bitch.”
“Please, Mistress!” I gasped.
The dildo pushed achingly deep! Then she somehow attached the thin strap to it before moving away, leaving me bent over and panting. She returned and now her oily fingers were pressed against my back passage!
“Wha... what are you dooooing!?” I squealed.
“Whatever I want,” she said. “You're a sex slave, after all. I can do anything to you.”
“I'm not a sex slave!” I gasped.
I felt her fingers wriggling in my ass! I remembered, though, what Miranda had said at lunch. I wondered if Taylor had planned something because of that!
Sure enough, the fingers pulled back and then something thicker, cooler and harder pushed into me, slowly, pumping and turning, easing in and back, but always pushing deeper! I'd never been into this sort of thing, and had never let a guy fuck me in the ass before. So I was completely unused to the feeling as the dildo pumped in and out.
“It's too big!” I gasped.
Crack!
“I'll decide that, slave girl.”
Crack!
“And you forgot to say mistress again, slut.”
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Oh! Ow! Please! Please, Mistress!” I gasped.
The second dildo slid deep into my ass! It was a weird sensation! Especially with the first one in my pussy! The second one kind of gave me cramps, but even so I was starting to feel that sexual heat turning to steam inside me! Not only was it kind of a shocking, wicked thing, at least to me, to have a cock – even a fake one – sliding up my ass, but... the sensation was, in my mind, really sensual and hot!
I... don't really understand why. Maybe it was because I considered it kind of outrageous and nasty and the sorts of things more sexually experienced and slutty girls would do. Maybe it was just that with two of them up inside me I felt so incredibly full!
With both of them jammed high inside me she attached the straps which dangled from the belt around my waist, then pulled me upright by the hair, forcing my head back sharply so my back arched.
“Oh! Don't!” I gasped.
“Say please mistress,” she said, her voice a soft growl in my ear.
“P-Please, Mistress!” I gasped.
“On your knees, slut,” she barked.
I fell to my knees, panting, and she smirked and lifted up her skirt, shifting her legs apart.
“Now please your mistress, sex slave,” she growled, jerking on my hair.
I gasped in pain, but had little choice but to lean in and begin to lick her!
This... wasn't the same as with Taylor. I felt more... I don't know, tension, more anxiety with her, and it felt more real somehow, being tied up and helpless, than it did with Taylor. With Taylor it was very clearly a game. I was sure she liked me and wouldn't really hurt me. I didn't have that confidence with Jada.
I licked and sucked determinedly at her clitoris and sex as she gripped my hair tightly and glowered down at me, nervous and working hard to please her and keep her happy.
“Agh!” I gasped as she jerked back on my hair.
“Do you love my pussy, slave girl?” she demanded.
“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.
“Say it, slut.”
“I love your pussy, Mistress!” I gasped.
Saying those words... it did something dark and weird to my mind. It was... degrading. And I don't know why feeling degraded was sending a hot rush of sexual energy through me but it was.
She jerked my face in against her, then eased back and let me start licking again, before jerking back on my hair again.
“You love licking my pussy, don't you, sex slave?”
“Yes, Mistress!”
She jerked on my hair again.
“Say it, slut.”
“Ow! I love licking your pussy, Mistress!” I cried.
She jammed my face in against her and ground her sex against me, then eased back enough to let me start licking again.
This was so sick!
She jerked back on my hair again and I gasped, unsurprised, this time though.
“Do you love those big cocks inside you, slut?”
“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped, panting.
“Say it.”
“I love the cocks inside me, Mistress!”
“They're nigger cocks. I bet you love nigger cocks inside you.”
She jerked on my hair.
“Say it, slut.”
I gasped, my mind swirling wildly, but saying that word in front of her...
“Do it, slut!”
“I... I love nigger cocks inside me, Mistress!” I gulped.
“Nasty little white girl. Tell me you love nigger cocks.”
“I love nigger cocks, Mistress!” I gulped.
“I should bend you over and leave you like that and call my boyfriend over to give you a real ride. You'd love that, wouldn't you, white girl. You'd love a big black cock buried between your legs, pounding you for all you're worth.”
She jerked my face in against her and I licked. I licked until she came, groaning and cursing softly under her breath, jamming my face in against her and grinding her hips against me, her fingers pulling at my hair until my scalp ached.
“Maybe I'll bring over the whole football team. You'd love that, wouldn't you, sex slave? I'll tie you up spreadeagled on the bed and let them all do you all night long.”
I felt my mind swimming in dark heat at the thought. Not because I wanted to do it, understand. No way was I going to have sex with a pile of guys at once! No, but the thought of me tied down naked surrounded by guys... that was hot.
“Say yes mistress,” she ordered.
“Yes, Mistress,” I said.



Chapter Seven
The door opened and I gasped and tried to squirm away, but she held my hair. She'd already let her skirt fall again, so the only one naked was me! But it was Taylor who came in, glancing at me with interest but not surprise.
“Got the slave girl all ready to please, I see,” she said, crossing to her room and dumping some books there.
“She was born that way,” Jada said, finally letting go of my hair.
Taylor snapped her fingers at me.
“Stand up, sex slave,” she said.
I got to my feet warily, but relieved she was back.
“I still love your tits,” she said, fondling them briefly.
She turned me around and undid the leather restraints, or at least, undid them from each other. She left them on my wrists, though.
“Turn around.”
She had me stand there and looked at me.
“Put your hands behind your neck, fingers interlaced. And spread your legs.”
I flushed but obeyed, feeling the dark thread of sexual heat and electricity crackle up and down my body as they looked at me.
She let her hands briefly caress my breasts, then went back into her room.
I started to relax but Jada, who had sat down, snapped at me.
“Anyone tell you to move, slut?” she demanded.
I gulped and resumed my position.
“Did they?”
“No, Mistress!” I gulped.
“Anyone ever fucked you in the ass, slave girl?” Jada demanded.
“No, Mistress,” I said anxiously.
“We need to get someone to fuck her tight little ass,” Jada said as Taylor came back out of her bedroom.
“She's got a nice ass,” Taylor said, squeezing it.
“I bet my boyfriend would love to fuck her tight, little ass.”
“I bet almost any guy I know would love to fuck her tight, little ass,” Taylor snorted. “Yours too, of course, and mine.”
“Men are whores,” Jada said.
“Yep.”
“Damien, he wants to fuck my ass. I won't let him. But I could let him fuck her ass instead. He'd like that.”
She was kind of slumped on the sofa, and raised her leg, letting her foot press against my upper belly, then slide downward.
“You'd love it, wouldn't you, slut?” she said. “You'd love having a big black man fuck your ass.”
I didn't know what to say! She didn't really mean it... did she?! No way was I going to allow that! Even though the thought of it was darkly exciting.
“Or maybe you think you're too good for a Black man? Huh? That it, slut?”
“No, Mistress!” I exclaimed.
“She was using the N-word before you got here,” Jada said in an indignant voice.
“You made me!” I blurted.
“You accusing me, bitch?” she demanded. “You should get punished for that!”
“Definitely,” Taylor said, coming back with what looked like a gray, turtleneck sweater.
“Put this on, slave girl,” she ordered.
I looked at it in surprise, but then took it from her and pulled it on. It was a turtleneck all right, but too big for me. Well, too long. The sleeves were almost to my fingers, and the hem dropped to my upper thighs. It must have been meant for a girl who was smaller on top, though, because it was fairly tight across the chest.
It was polyester or something, and a little elasticized, pulling in tight  against my bare skin.
“What is this for?” I asked as she rolled up the sleeves.
“That doesn't look bad,” She said.
“Needs  a belt,” Jada said.
“Yeah.”
Taylor went back into her room while I looked down in confusion. She returned with a silver and black belt she slipped around my waist and pulled in tight. That made the chest even tighter, and also pulled the hem up.
“That looks fine,” Jada said.
“Get some shoes on, slave girl. We're going to dinner,” Taylor said.
I looked at her in surprise, then gasped.
“I can't go outside like this!?”
“Why not?”
“It's... too short!”
“It's not that short. I mean, it's about as long as a miniskirt.”
“That's too short! And I'm not wearing any underwear!”
“Yeah, but nobody's going to notice.”
“They will too! My breasts will bounce!”
“Not if you don't move too fast.”
It was a thin, ribbed sweater, not at all heavy. I went into the bathroom and looked at the mirror and I could see the outline of my breasts pressing against it! I could even kind of make out the dimples of my breasts. If they were hard they'd stick out way too obviously!
No way was I going out of the room wearing this! With the dildos inside me! And wearing a freaking bondage collar and restraints! I mean, the collar of the sweater hid the collar, and the long sleeves hid the leather restraints, but that didn't mean they weren't there!
They pulled me out of the apartment anyway! And then locked it, and then I had no choice but to go with them since I had no key or anything else on me!
“You guys!” I hissed anxiously as I chased after them!
“No guys here, slave girl,” Jada said.
“Nope. I ain't no guy,” Taylor said.
Thankfully, we didn't go to our college dining hall. Instead we walked along the sidewalk to the edge of campus, with me gripping the hem and trying to tug it down, desperately aware that I had no panties, and that the base of the dildo in my pussy was actually visible if the hem was raised.
The other one had sunk completely into my ass, with my sphincter having closed around the tip of the thin leather strap clipped to its base. This was so freaking bizarre! Walking around like this!
But Jada and Taylor were acting entirely casual, and ignoring my complaints.
“Where are we going?” I asked anxiously.
“A little restaurant, more of a diner, really,” Taylor said.
It was in what looked like what had been an old house decades ago, and was not very big. There was one row of booths up the left side. In the middle was the counter, with those round bar stool things in front of it. There were also four booths. We walked up the left side, passed before the counter, and went to an empty booth on the right side. There were only about four of those.
It was not a big restaurant.
Taylor pushed me in first and I sat down very gingerly, then eased along until I was against the wall before very carefully easing down! Even so, I felt the base of the dildo in my pussy pushed in, which made the head of the dildo jam up harder against what must surely have been the back wall of my sex!
It was only seconds before a waitress came over, about our age. She dropped three menus onto the table and took our drink orders.
“Spread your legs, slave,” Taylor said softly, her hand dropping below the table.
I gulped, heartbeat immediately quickening as I reluctantly obeyed.
Her fingers caressed my bare thigh, sliding up along the inside, and pushing the hem of the sweater up higher! It was already pretty high since I was sitting down. Now her fingers could feel my sex while barely pushing it up a bit higher!
The strap that went down my abdomen was attached to a stainless steel ring, which was attached to the base of the dildo. But that put the ring, either by design or luck, right against the top of my sex, with my clitoris inside it.
Her fingers rubbed me just there as I gulped and dug my fingers into the palms of my hands, looking around nervously.
She and Jada were reading menus, so I picked mine up and looked at it, all while Taylor's finger  lightly stroked and rubbed my clitoris.
“Hi,”
Miranda sat down across from us, next to Jada!
I gulped in surprise and jerked my thighs together.
Taylor turned and glared at me, and I slowly eased them apart again.
“Hey, Red,” she said, taking my menu and tossing it to her. “This is Jada,” she said, pointing at the black girl.
They said hey to each other while Taylor tugged the hem of my sweater up right past my pussy!
“Leave your legs apart,” she whispered.
I felt my pulse racing! I was sitting in a public restaurant with my legs apart and basically naked below the waist! True, no one could see unless they bent over. But that didn't give me a ton of confidence!
The waitress came back and Miranda ordered a coke, then looked at the menu. They talked about courses and subjects since Jada and she didn't know each other, and Taylor reached down from time to time to rub my clitoris.
Then Taylor got up to go to the bathroom. I snapped my legs closed again, tugging the hem of the sweater down. Without her sitting there I would be way more visible to the waitress if she came back, or anyone who sat down in the booth across from ours!
“You talk funny,” Jada was saying to Miranda.
She was clearly teasing her but Miranda acted – pretending, I knew – to be offended. Then to my surprise, she said. “Well then, I won't sit next to you.”
She got up and slid around to my side of the table, next to me, and stuck her tongue out at Jada.
I blinked in surprise. I wondered if Taylor would like this change of plans.
Taylor returned and didn't say anything. She just sat down across from us.
And then I felt Miranda's fingers caressing my leg!
I jerked and gasped, turning to stare at her, but she was looking at Taylor and talking about a concert next week!
I was... confused, to say the least! Her fingers were gently caressing my thigh below the hem of the sweater! And then I felt my face redden with the suspicion that she and Taylor had been talking about me a lot more than what I'd heard at lunch!
“She has very soft skin,” she said in a normal voice.
Now I was sure of it and I felt my face heating!
“Very,” Taylor said.
Her fingers started to slide higher and I jerked my hand down under the table and grabbed her wrist.
“Is she being bad?” Jada asked.
“Because if she's bad,” Taylor said. “We're going to have to take the belt to her ass when we get back home.”
I gasped, turning to look around, but no one else seemed to have heard her!
Jada reached across the table and took my left hand, jerking on it.
“Are you going to be a bad little slave girl?” she demanded in a low voice.
I felt another wave of strange, swirling, churning emotion sweep over me as Miranda pulled her hand up, with mine going with it. Then she removed her hand and put it below the table again while Taylor took my right hand.
“Slave girls learn to obey their mistresses,” she said. “or they get bent over and strapped.”
I moaned as Miranda's fingers stroked my thigh, then slid up under the hem of the sweater.
“Spread your legs, slave girl,” she whispered, her lips next to my ear.
She pinched my thigh and I gasped, jerking my legs apart!
Her fingers slid lower, and she began to rub my clitoris just as Taylor had.
Only... the sensations were a lot more powerful for some reason! This wasn't Taylor, nor even Jada! It was Miranda! I liked Miranda but... I'd never... we'd never... even... I mean, we hadn't even talked about... anything like this!
“She's got eight inches inside her,” Taylor said.
“Lucky her,” Miranda said with a giggle.
“And another six up her tight ass,” Jada added.
“Oooo. Such a bad girl,” Miranda said.
By the time the waitress came with the food I was sweating and nearly ready to climax! I mean, I was embarrassed, anxious, nervous, my heart pounding and all, but the way she was rubbing my clitoris combined with the dildos inside me were ready to drive me over the edge!
Thankfully, she stopped as the waitress slid the plates onto the table
Eating was almost normal. Except I had to keep my legs wide and the hem of the sweater up high, and that every now and then Miranda would either reach down to rub my clitoris, or give my breast a squeeze.
After dinner we wandered along the street, mostly window shopping, but going into a few places. That was an anxious experience, too! Because whenever no one was looking, or I was behind a counter or table or something, one or the other of them would squeeze my ass, or sometimes jerk the sweater up to bare me below the waist!
Then, before I knew what the shop was, they were leading me into a sex shop! This was not one of those bright, shiny places, either. This was another former house, with wooden floors and rows of shelves. It was kind of dimly lit, and one whole section was just dirty magazines and videos.
I blushed a bit to be in here, but it wasn't like I was alone. I was nervous, though, as they looked things over and laughed and made jokes, wondering what they might be up to!
“You know, she's kind of a screamer,” Taylor said, in a voice which wasn't really very low.
“Hhssst!” I gasped, grabbing her arm.
“Yeah, that's true. You need a good gag for her so we don't get attention at the dorm. We don't want everyone on the floor to hear her.”
“You already have one!” I said anxiously, and quietly.
“Yeah, but it's not silencing you enough. You're very orgasmic, slave girl.”
“Hsst!” I said anxiously.
“Stop nudging me. I might have to spank you right here.”
And then the girl who worked there came up the aisle. She was a kind of a scary looking woman! She was tall and kind of broad shouldered, wearing jeans and a leather vest! She had very short hair and a pierced eyebrow, as well as tattoos on both arms.
“Can I help you, ladies?” she asked.
“We're looking for a gag to keep a screamer quiet,” Taylor said, not the least bit unashamed.
I flushed as the woman's eyes turned to me, for some reason.
“You can't keep a screamer quiet,” she said. “Mostly all you can do is lower the volume.”
“Well, we live in a dorm, see,” Taylor said. “We don't want lots of attention.”
“Hmm, how is your screamer at handling deep throating.”
“She's pretty good, actually. I mean, I haven't seen her with men, but with silicone she's okay.”
This was sooo humiliating! My face was burning hot!
The woman picked up what looked like a small penis with a leather strap attached. Not like with the ball gag, though. This strap was thick enough to completely cover a person's mouth and an inch or two top and bottom. Then it narrowed to go behind the head. And the... little cock, was attached to the inside.
“This is one and a half inches in diameter and four inches long,” the woman said. “if she doesn't know how to handle that she might choke.”
“Oh she can handle that. She can handle ten inches,” Jada said.
“Then she couldn't breath.”
All of them were looking at me and I was feeling, uhm, trapped! My face was very hot I know, and then Taylor and Jada each held my wrist down as the woman raised the black penis and pushed it at my mouth.
I gasped as Miranda pulled back on my hair, and the penis slid through my lips! It slid deep into my mouth, to just inside my throat! Then the flat base was pressing firmly against the outside of my mouth as the woman drew the straps around behind my head and buckled them in place.
I moaned helplessly, gurgling a bit as I fought to cope with the feel of the shot, fat dildo filling my mouth and lodged just inside my throat! I kept trying to swallow, and then kept trying to clear my throat! My head twisted from side to side as if I could pull myself away from it!
“Make some noise so we see how well gagged you are,” Taylor said.
I ignored her, kind of stunned and overwhelmed for the moment, and still struggling with the sensation that wanted me to either swallow or pull back!
“We could get a vibrator. She'd make noise then,” Jada said with a smirk.
“You want her to make a little noise. Cmere,” the woman said.
She went further down the aisle, and the girls led me down after her.
“Bend her over.”
I gasped as they pulled me against the table and bent me over! I felt the hem of the sweater jerked up to bare my bottom as the woman moved behind me!
“I like this because it's a double impact strap,” she said.
And then something snapped down across my bottom, a strap. It stung! And I yelped in pain!
“Hmm. She didn't make a lot of noise,” Jada said as she grabbed at my hand.
I was trying to cover my bottom with my hands, but she and Taylor grabbed my wrists and jerked them up to lock them together.
Crack!
I cried out a second time!
“The problem is this thing makes too much sound itself,” Taylor said. “People outside will wonder what the hell is going on in there.”
“Yeah, she's right,” Jada said.
“How about this?” the woman said.
I moaned as she picked up what looked like some kind whip!
“This is a thong whip.”
“Isn't that a flog?” Jada asked.
“Kind of. Most flogs have more strings and are heavier and wider. This is eighteen inches and only has a dozen leather strings.
She swung it and I yelped as it snapped down across my bottom! The little strings were thin and lightweight, but they spread out as she swung, and when they all hit the little stings arrived in a burst!
She swung it again, and then let Taylor and then Jada and then Miranda swing it!
I gasped and yelped as the strings cut across my bottom repeatedly, turning my skin a hot pink, then red! My bottom got hot fast!
“This seems to work nicely,” Taylor said. “And isn't too noisy.”
“And neither is she,” Jada said.
Miranda laughed.
“What has she got in her?” she asked in amusement.
I gasped as I felt fingers at my pussy, and then the strap that ran down between my buttocks was tugged so that the base of the dildo slowly pushed out!
“Cool! How big is it?” Miranda asked.
“I think it's about, what, 8 inches?” Taylor said.
“Yeah,” Jada replied. “If it's too long she can't sit down.”
“You could get one with a wider diameter,” the sales woman said.
I moaned and tried to straighten up but someone slapped my bottom and they pushed down on my shoulder!
“This one is two and a quarter inches in diameter,” the woman said.
I felt the strap undone, and moaned into the gag, still trying to instinctively pull my head back. I felt the dildo sliding out of me.
“She's nice and wet,” the woman said, making me even more embarrassed.
“She's very responsive,” Taylor said.
“You mean she's very slutty,” Jada replied.
I moaned as I felt something pressing against the mouth of my sex. It was definitely thicker than the other one, and whoever held it was twisting and turning it as she pressed it deeper! I groaned as it stretched me wide! But it slid deeper and deeper, until I began to cry out as the head tried to push too deep.
“I don't know if she can get this whole thing inside her,” Taylor said.
“Let me push it. It'll get inside the bitch,” Jada growled.
“She's my sex slave,” Taylor said.
I cringed as they said that in front of the saleswoman!
“It's almost all inside her,” Miranda said. “She just needs a little help.”
I gasped as I felt strong hands on my thighs just below my buttocks, forcing them wider. Then a mouth at my clitoris, licking and sucking hungrily! I shuddered and moaned, staring at the wall before my face, my head held down so I couldn't even see who it was!
She was sucking hard, like, for long seconds, then she'd stop, then do it again, then lick me hard, then suck for long seconds! Someone twisted the dildo and pulled it slowly out, then pushed it back into me again, pulled it back, then pushed it back in, and despite the embarrassment gripping my mind my body began to burn!
I groaned and gasped as the dildo pumped, the head jammed against the back wall of my sex repeatedly, and then I heard a sound behind me, like, of satisfaction, from several of them, as the whole thing slipped into me, well, almost.
“That's deep enough, isn't it?” Miranda asked.
A hand caressed my sex, and I could feel that the base of the dildo was now flush with my opening. Of course, that meant it was stretching my pussy lips wide and holding them that way!
“Let's see,” Taylor said.
They pulled the straps up and tightened them, and then jerked me upright.
“Walk for us, slave girl,” Taylor ordered.
I gasped and stumbled, but Miranda caught me, and then led me by the arm along the aisle.
It was weird walking with that thing inside me! Because the way it strained against my pussy lips meant that my inner thighs were sort of rubbing against me as I moved, unless I shifted my legs wide!
“Wow, these are neat,” Jada said.
I didn't know what she was talking about, until Miranda turned me and had me walk back to them. I could see then that she had moved further along the aisle with the saleswoman and was looking at leather boots. Very high leather boots. With stiletto heels.
So nothing would do but for them to make me try on thigh high leather boots. Well, they were PVC, and it was almost impossible to walk in them!
“They don't really go with the sweater,” Miranda said, leaning back against one of the counters.
“You're right,” The saleswoman said.
She snatched up a PVC miniskirt, one that zipped up the side, and wrapped it around my hips, then zipped it up. It was very low riding, and very short! And then they stripped off my sweater and had me put on a leather vest. It was sort of like what the sales woman was wearing but smaller, showing more cleavage, and I had no bra under it!
“Biker bitch!” Miranda said in delight.
“She should have gloves to go with the boots,” Jada said.
The saleswoman had a pair of those too. They were the longest gloves I'd ever seen. Except they weren't actually gloves. They went all the way up to my shoulders, but they had no fingers. Not even a thumb like mitts would have. What the hell could I do with my hands wearing these!?
“We'll take everything,” Taylor said.
Well, it wasn't like any of them were poor!
“You be a good little slave girl and I'll let you wear the sweater back to the dorm,” she said, her finger on my nose as she gave me a warning glare. “You act up and you go like this. Clear?”
I gulped and the nodded shakily.
'Say yes mistress,” she ordered.
I flushed hotly under four sets of eyes, my mind squirming! But I definitely didn't want to go outside in the leather mini and vest!
“Yes, Mistress,” I half whispered.
“Louder, slut.”
I flushed again!
“Yes, Mistress!” I said, red-faced.
She unlocked my wrist restraints and then pulled the sweater down over my head. I slid my arms into it and pulled it all the way down so that it covered everything. Well, except the ridiculous boots.
“I can't walk in these!” I gulped urgently, after she'd taken the penis gag out of my mouth.
“We'll help.”
We went back to the dorm, with Taylor's arm hooked into mine on the right, and Miranda's on the left. And me walking awkwardly because of both the dildo and the absurdly high stiletto heels.



Chapter Eight
As soon as we got to our dorm Taylor peeled the sweater off me, then Jada took off the vest and skirt so I was naked. Well, except for the bondage collar and restraints, and the dildo and butt plug!
And the stupid boots!
They had me pace back and forth while they all watched. It wasn't a big room, though. I had to keep turning at the wall and window. Jada pushed the penis gag into my mouth and strapped it behind me, as they all whispered to each other, giggling and such.
Then they took me into Taylor's room. There was a heavy picture hanging from the wall across from her desk, and Taylor lifted it down, then they pushed me back against the wall beneath where the hook was.
It was an unusually strong hook, and they clipped my wrist restraints to it.
“I have a better idea,” Taylor said.
I was turned around to face the wall, my breasts pillowed out against it. They spread my legs and then I felt fingers at the straps of the dildos. They were fumbling at the boxes they'd brought in a bag and took something out of one as they drew the big dildo slowly out of me, or at least, a little out of me.
It had a base attachment, and they had to get a drill to screw it to the wall as I stood there! They attached it so it was sticking almost straight up, but maybe out from the wall a little bit.
And then the big dildo started to vibrate powerfully!
Crack!
Jada swung the whip thing and the thin laces cut across my bottom.
“Ride that cock, slave girl,” she taunted.
This was so perverted and wild and sick!
Crack!
The whip cut across my bottom again, and then again, and then again as they all giggled and watched.
“Ride that cock, sex slave,” Taylor ordered.
Moaning and gasping, I awkwardly tried to slide up and down on it. My arms weren't that high I couldn't ease lower, but I had to slide my legs further apart to do it. But the lower I got, the more the thing vibrated. It seemed that most of the vibration was either at the head, way up inside me, or at the base.
“Sex slave!” Jada taunted.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
I gasped and moaned, riding up and riding down, my breasts mashed against the wall, my aching nipples sliding along it as I moved up and down!
And then there was a knock at the door!
Someone called out, someone male! I gasped, but couldn't free myself. No matter, Jada hurried out, and then Taylor followed, closing the door behind them.
Miranda moved up behind me and I felt her hands sliding slowly up and down my body.
“I've never seen a sex slave before,” she said softly. “You look awfully hot, Rin!”
Her hands caressed the sides of my breasts, then slid through my hair.
She was still fully dressed, but she stepped back and stripped! I wondered what she was going to do as I anxiously listened to the muffled sound of voices coming through the door.
Miranda locked the door, which was a relief. Then she pulled the straps that had been on the dildo around herself. Taylor had the other dildo in the room and she donned that and stepped up behind me.
I moaned as I felt her hands kneading my buttocks. Then I felt the dildo, a very real looking silicon cock with ridges and veins and head, sliding against my newly slippery buttocks.
“Dirty slave girl,” she whispered.
She pulled the other dildo out of my ass and slid the dildo she was wearing up and down between my buttocks before pushing it against me.
I wriggled and moaned and shook my head, but she jerked back on my hair and then slowly pushed the dildo up into my ass!
“Hot, dirty girl,” she whispered into my ear, licking and kissing me along the nape of my neck.
I moaned as she began to pump in and out. I'd never let anyone fuck me there so this was not a sensation I had any experience with! It … it ached but... it wasn't so bad, really. That was a huge relief! But more than that, having her naked body pressing against me, her hands caressing me, her lips on me and her voice and breath in my ear was darkly exciting.
And every time she ground her hips against my buttocks it ground the front of me against the dildo sticking up out of the wall.
“Are you gonna be my little sex slave too, baby girl?” she whispered, working her hips in and out.
I began to gasp and grunt and moan more and more heavily as she thrust harder, her soft breasts rubbing against my back, her lips on my neck, and that dildo thrusting high into my belly.
There was a knock at the door, and Taylor's voice came through it.
“They're gone, finally.”
“I'm busy,” Miranda said.
“Yeah, well we want to get busy with her too. Open up.”
Miranda grumbled but slid the dildo out of my ass and went to the door. She opened it and Taylor snorted in amusement to see her. Jada glared at them both as she followed her in.
“What you doing to our bitch?” she demanded.
“Fucking her in the ass,” Miranda said.
“Good. Someone should. Damien would have been happy to do it.”
“We didn't need a man for that,” Taylor said.
“This bitch was made to be fucked by men.”
“And women,” Taylor said.
Miranda moved behind me and slid the dildo up my ass again, thrusting in and out as I shuddered and moaned. I'd been wallowing in dark sexual heat for a long time, and the buzzing vibrator and that thrusting cock finally just drove me over the edge!
I ground my breasts frantically against the wall as I rode myself up and down the dildo, gasping and moaning and crying out as Miranda thrust her dildo into my ass from behind.
After that they undid my restraints, and pulled the penis gag out of my mouth, but then I had to kneel and lick Miranda to orgasm as she lay back on the bed. Then it was Taylor's turn. While I was licking Taylor Jada donned the big dildo and used it on me, thrusting hard enough that it ached horribly!
But I came so loud they had to clamp their hands over my mouth. Several times!
I licked people until I couldn't lick any more, then they gagged me, bound my wrists and used the vibrator, and dildo and their tongues to make me writhe and twist and scream and thrash through multiple orgasms until I thought I was going out of my mind!
Unfortunately, that meant I had to stay up late to get my reading done before class. So I was exhausted at class the next day again.
And sore.
And very distracted!
I wasn't used to having an active social life, never mind an active sex life! A super active sex life! I tried to concentrate, to focus, but it was so hard!
By the time lunch rolled around I was ready to just call it a day! But I was too responsible a girl to do that.  I did cheat by having a burger and fries for lunch, though.
Miranda arrived, and for once approved of my meal.
“How are you today? Sore and tired?”
“Very,” I groaned.
I eyed her warily and she laughed.
“That was fun. I wish I had roommates like them.”
“Perverts, you mean,” I said a bit sulkily.
“Yeahr.”
“I don't see you volunteering to let them tie you up and fuck you,” I said, keeping my voice low.
“I'm not really into being tied up,” she said. “O'course, if I came like you did when I was tied up I'd change that right damn quick.”
I blushed.
“How many bloody orgasms did you have anyway? I lost count.”
“Shhh!”
She laughed.
“Whatever. It's all good,” she said. “College is the best time to play games like this cuz they don't cause any damage. What my parents don't know won't hurt me, or them.”
“You coming over again tonight?” I asked warily.
“Nope. Got a date. And I don't need him seeing you in your leather sex outfit.”
“I didn't buy it!”
“Still yours,” she said, smirking. “Slut.”
I glared at her, though I knew she didn't mean it.
I got to do some studying that night, though I had to lick Jada to a climax when she got back from class, then do the same for Taylor. We went to dinner as usual, without my having any 'special' bits of stuff added to my wardrobe, and I started to wonder if things weren't getting back to something approaching normal.
After dinner, though, they made me strip, and put on the leather collar and boots and gloves. Then they let me study at my desk. That was a little harder with the gloves, since, like I said, they weren't actual gloves, and had no fingers. It was hard to turn the pages with them on!
Fortunately I didn't have to do any typing!
After giving me some time to study, though, it was back to their sex games. I had to crawl around naked, and take obscene poses for them while they smacked my bottom and called me slave girl. And I had to call them 'mistress' of course!
Then I lay on my back in my bed while Taylor rode my face while Jada licked me and used the big dildo on me at the same time. When Taylor came, she and Jada changed places, then changed places again, then again.
And of course, between them licking and sucking me, not to mention fondling and pumping the dildo in me – and the vibrator, I came at least six or seven times myself!
But at least I got to bed on time!
After dinner the next night I was again naked but for the leather boots and gloves, and the collar and stuff. Jada and Taylor were flicking through channels on the TV as they slumped on a chair and the sofa, while I knelt, sitting on my heels with my hands behind my neck and back arched.
“We should have just kept the cheap cable,” Taylor said. “We don't spend much time looking at it.”
“Not with out own little sex toy as an entertainment device,” Jada said, smirking at me.
Taylor laughed.
“Speaking of which,” Jada said. “Come here, slave.”
I started to rise and she shook her head.
“Crawl.”
Flushing, I dropped onto all fours, and she got up and walked into her bedroom. I immediately felt my chest tighten as I crawled after her. I was wearing the penis gag so I couldn't ask her what she wanted.
“Stand up, slut.”
I rose and she pushed me back against the wall. This time with my back to it.
“Raise your arms above your head.”
I obeyed and she spread them apart, then Taylor came in.
“What are you up to?”
“You got that drill of yours?”
Taylor nodded and disappeared, returning with the drill.
Jada had several rings attached to strong screws, and she had Taylor drill holes for them where my wrists and ankles were. Then she screwed the rings into the wall. She attached my wrist restraints to the upper pair, then tied my ankles to the lower pair.
“Now we get to torture you, slut,” Jada growled.
I flinched nervously.
The first torture, though, was inserting that thick dildo into me again, up deep, and strapping it in place with the vibrator turned on.
Jada picked up the whip and then began to swing it against my breasts!
I yelped and jerked and strained against the restraints to no avail as the thin leather laces snapped down across my sensitive breasts again and again! They stung! But...not terribly. And the mere idea of what she was doing had deeply  aroused me, even without the aid of the vibrator and dildo!
I gasped and yelped every time the little whip came down across my breasts and chest, turning them a bright pink, then a darker pink as they began to warm and ache!
The vibrator, though, was a powerful distraction!
“Look at how hot those little nipples are,” Jada said. “I bet she'd like them cooled off.”
Taylor was just sitting back in her bed watching in amusement.
Jada held an ice cube over my right breast, held it as a drop formed on the lower corner, and then slowly dropped onto my breast. I yelped at the cold, and gasped as it trickled down my breast!
Another droplet fell, and another, and then she brought the cube down against my nipple, rubbing it back and forth across it, then circling it! My hot flesh began to melt the ice cube, and icy droplets of water started to trickle down my chest and belly!
I squealed and twisted and squirmed wildly, but there was really nothing I could do about it!
She rubbed the cube back and forth across one nipple, then the other, freezing them! Then she  closed her mouth on one, sucking and licking!
And with the vibrator buzzing away against me, I came explosively.
She and Taylor then untied my ankles and then together lifted them up and back, pressing my booted ankles back against the wall above my head, over where my wrists were bound to the rings! There were rings on the ankles of the boots too, and they clipped those into the rings on the walls so I was hanging by wrists and ankles, obscenely displayed before them!
“Now there's a pretty picture,” Taylor said.
“I'm gonna fuck her brains out,” Jada growled.
Taylor's phone buzzed and she glanced at it.
“Oh right. I have to go. I'll be back in an hour and a half or so.”
She looked up at Jada. “Don't leave any marks on her,” he said warningly.
“I ain't gonna harm your little slave slut,” Jada said indignantly.
I moaned as Taylor left. She not only left the room she left the dorm suite, leaving me alone with Jada.
She chuckled and then pulled a chair over before me. She pulled the dildo back, then fed the second dildo into my ass.
Then she began to lick. And Jada was pretty good at licking! She licked and sucked my clitoris hungrily as I moaned and whimpered in helpless heat. Her fingers began to push into me, first one, then two, then three, pumping and turning and twisting, driving me into a feverish sense of heat!
She poured more lube on my groin and pumped her fingers deeper, adding a fourth! That really stretched me out, but she kept licking and sucking as her hand turned and twisted from side to side, slowly pumping inside me! And it seemed the more it ached the hotter and wilder it felt!
I was on the edge of a powerful orgasm as I hung there, gasping and moaning into the gag, my breasts hot and heavy, my thighs forced back against the wall beside me as my ankles were raised high. I was so... obscenely exposed! And so helpless! And I could see everything she was doing from so close up!
She had four fingers inside me, and now she drew them back and eased her thumb in against them, forming a narrow wedge as she pushed it forward. Of course, the more it pushed forward the wider that wedge got. I gasped and moaned as it stretched me wider and then still wider!
She leaned in and began to lick my clitoris as her hand twisted slowly, first to the right, then to the left, then back again, easing back, then pushing forward, twisting, turning, pulling back and pushing forward. I felt the pressure growing, felt my slick, swollen lips slowly stretching back, aching!
And then the widest part of the wedge pushed inside me, the part with her knuckles and thumb, and I gaped, astonished, as her hand slid deeper, as I saw the lips of my sex sliding back along her hand until... until her whole hand was inside me!
“Yeah! That's what I'm talking about!” she exclaimed. “You got my whole hand in you now, slut. Nasty little white girl. I'm gonna fist you, bitch! You're gonna remember the first girl who ever fisted you!”
I trembled and shook! I was aching, but I felt as if my entire body was crackling with sexual electricity too! I stared as her hand slipped deeper, so that the lips of my sex were stretched tightly around her wrist! She turned it slowly, first to the right, then the left, then back to the right, as I trembled and shook.
She picked up the vibrator in her other hand and pressed it against my clitoris, then turned it on and began to rub lightly against me.
I screamed into the gag, screamed louder and louder as the orgasm exploded within me! I shook violently as I hung there on the wall, twisting and writhing as my pussy spasmed and squeezed down on her hand!
She rubbed the vibrator and pushed her hand deeper!
The orgasm was like a storm of sensation inside me, a hurricane! Convulsions wracked my body as it threatened to drive me insane! I sobbed dazedly into the gag as her hand twisted and turned inside me, her fingers exploring me, poking and prodding on the inside of my body!
I went limp after the orgasm, gasping, still twitching and jerking, and I felt her fingers continue to move within me. One by one they pressed hard against the side wall of my sex, then drew in against her palm until she had her fingers closed into a fist.
The fist pushed deeper. I moaned as I watched her wrist pushing into me, and my opening stretched wider as her forearm began to follow! How much was she going to push into me, I thought, staring, mesmerized, appalled, and yet incredibly aroused!
The answer seemed to be 'as much as she could' because she pushed as deep as she could, rotating her fist from side to side, then pulling back. Once she had established how deep she could go she started to lick my clitoris, while pumping her fist slowly in and out. She halted her licking every minute or so and used the vibrator instead.
While I went out of my fucking mind!
I came and came, my muscles spasming uncontrollably, wild, uncontrollable bursts of overpowering sensation tearing through my nervous system. I was drunk, intoxicated on the heat and pleasure, reduced to an animal state. And as the muscles in my sex loosened up she pumped her fist into me with longer and deeper strokes, which only made me ache and burn even more!



Chapter Nine
More and more, it seemed as if I was two  people. I was the primly dressed girl who attended classes, listened carefully, took notes, and did her reading and homework. And I was this... submissive, helpless sex slave Jada and Taylor,  and sometimes Miranda, did wild, kinky, thrilling sexual things to!
I was well-used to the first girl, but the second was... bewildering. Fortunately, on the one hand, it wasn't a role which required me to do anything. Except, of course, obey them. That was, in a way, comforting. I just did what they told me. So as long as I did that I couldn't go wrong? Right?
The problem was that it was hard to reconcile these two girls. Especially since the first girl required a questing and intelligent mind, and the second required no intelligence, no thought, just obedience. Neither off them was slow to use that string whip thing on my bottom either! And sometimes on my back or hips or even my breasts!
And yes, it did no damage, left no marks, but it did sting. Which meant that I was getting into the habit of instant obedience to their orders. Whether it was about sex or not.  Even if they didn't have the string whip they'd slap my bottom with their hands, or sometimes pinch my nipples!
When Taylor got back from class next day Jada was on the love seat watching TV.
I was on all fours in front of her being used as a foot stool. I had on the leather gloves and boots, the gag and collar, and had dildos inside me. I felt... dull of mind, without a spark of a thought of rebellion or the energy to formulate any thought of one.
“I see you're putting the sex slave to good use,” Taylor said.
“Can't fuck her continuously. Got to find something else for her to do when she isn't pleasing my magnificent black body.”
Taylor had her move over and then she put her feet up on my back too.
“We should go out tonight or something,” she said.
“Yeah? Like where?”
“Maybe dancing.”
“I can see if Damien is free.”
“Bitch, if your boyfriend doesn't come when he's called then you're giving him sex too freely.”
Jada snorted but didn't disagree. “Problem is he can get it anywhere if I say no. He's pretty hot.”
The talk of Damien made me nervous since Jada had often talked about letting him fuck me.
“Who you gonna bring? Your sex slave?”
“Yeah, but I'm sure I can meet guys there. I just need to wear the right outfit.”
“I seen your wardrobe. You got lots of that kind of outfit.”
“Like you don't.”
Someone's feet came off my back, then the other girl's.
“Stand up, slut,” Taylor ordered.
I grunted and pushed myself up and back on my knees, then rose to stand in front of them.
Taylor rose and removed my gag, and I worked my jaw a little.
“Hands behind your neck, fingers interlaced. Arch your back.”
I obeyed and she sat down again.
“Spread your legs, slut!” Jada ordered.
I gulped and obeyed.
My heart was starting to beat faster as they looked up at me.
“Are you a good, obedient little slave girl?” Taylor asked.
“Yes, mistress,” I said nervously.
“Arch your back more.”
I obeyed, drawing my elbows back further.
“I love her tits,” Taylor said.
“Yeah, I'm jealous,” Jada said.
Taylor got the string whip, which made me nervous again.
“Tell me you're my sex slave,” she ordered.
“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” I gulped.
“Do you love my pussy?”
“Yes, Mistress!
“Say it, slut.”
“I love your pussy, Mistress!”
“Tell me about how you love cocks.”
“Uhm, I love cocks, Mistress.”
She swung her arm and the thin strings cut lightly but stingingly across my breasts.
I flinched and gasped, but didn't move.
“You call that telling me? I want way, way more than that. Tell me how much you love cocks, slut!”
“I love cocks, Mistress. I love sucking cocks and deep throating them, and having them inside me and... and riding up and down on them and being fucked by them – .”
“Especially in the ass!” Jada interjected.
“Especially in the ass, Mistress! I love being fucked in the ass and in the pussy!”
“Tell me how you love being fucked by black men.”
I had never been fucked by a black man, and the subject made me nervous!
Thwick! The string whip snapped down across my taut breasts and I gasped.
“Oh! I love being fucked by Black men, Mistress! I love having their big black cocks inside me!”
“Say niggers,” Jada ordered with a sly smirk.
I hesitated and the string whip snapped down across my breasts again!
“Ow! I love being fucked by... by nigger men!” I gasped. “I love having big nigger cocks inside me!”
“Inside your ass!” Jada said.
“I love having big, nigger cocks in my ass!”
“And in your pussy and in your mouth, bitch.”
“And I love having big nigger cocks in my mouth and my pussy!” I moaned.
“Now tell us how you like being fucked by dogs.”
I stared at her, appalled, while Jada laughed in amusement.
Thwick! Thwick! Thwick!
“Oh! Ow! Please, Mistress!”
“Tell us, slut!”
“I love being fucked by dogs, Mistress! I love having their big cocks inside me!”
They both laughed.
“Now get down on all fours.”
I dropped to all fours, panting, though I hadn't been doing anything particularly energetic. My heart was pounding, though!
“Press your tits to the floor,” Taylor ordered.
I lowered my upper body to the floor.
“Keep your ass high and your legs spread, slut.”
I moaned and obeyed.
She stepped closer. She was wearing black leather shoes and pressed one against my chin.
“Lick my shoe, slave,” she ordered.
I gaped at it and rolled my eyes up at her.
Thwick! The string whip came down on my ass! Then again and again.
I licked weakly at her shoe.
Thwick!
The thin strings came down dead center, between my buttocks, and the tips curved in and snapped at my pussy!
I yelped in pain!
“Lick harder, slut.”
I licked harder, anxious, anxious, my tongue licking fast and hard across her black shoe.
She laughed and took off her shoe, then prodded me with her bare foot.
“Lick, slave.”
I moaned and she brought the string whip down again, then again. The thin strings snapped stingingly at my sensitive mound as they curved in beneath me, and I jerked and flinched and gasped repeatedly!
Then I brought my tongue in along the top of her foot.
“Long licks, sex slave.”
I licked the top of her foot, but that wasn't good enough. I had to lick down along her toes, and then take her big toe in my mouth and suck and lick it!
And while I did it Jada knelt behind me, with the strap-on. She slid it into me and started to fuck me while I licked Taylor's foot, sucked her toes, then licked her other foot, still in its shoe, then licked her bare foot and sucked on those toes!
My mind began to dissolve into animal state again, gasping and moaning as I degraded myself, turned on by it more and more, especially as Jada reached down under my hip and began to finger my clitoris while she fucked me.
I licked and sucked Taylor's feet and toes, and then came, crying out helplessly as Jada rammed the dildo into me.
God! The kinky shit I was doing now! These girls were perverts!
They put on slutty dresses with lots of cleavage and short hems, and then made me put on the short leather mini with the leather vest. It not only had cleavage in the front, but showed side boob too! They let me remove the leather gloves and boots, but had five inch stiletto heeled shoes for me to wear instead.
They removed the bondage collar, but replaced it with a milder version, a leather choker that was, if not outright kinky, certainly – suggestive. And they made me keep the studded leather restraints on!
I didn't have to wear a dildo, but they put a butt-plug inside me, and refused me any panties!
I couldn't take my glasses with me.
“What if I have to read something!?” I begged.
“You ask your mistress and she'll tell you what it says,” she replied.
“You ain't goin' to the library, bitch,” Jada said.
I was extremely self-conscious as we went out! It was some comfort that they were both dressed in slutty outfits, too. Or at least, what I thought of as slutty outfits. But I still had half my boobs on display and I had never worn a cleavage baring outfit before!
I felt stricken every time someone looked at me, especially the guys, especially the guys who stared pointedly at my chest! I tried folding my arms across my chest but they pulled my arms down. And really, it wasn't safe to walk in those extremely high stiletto heels with my arms up. I felt ready to topple over at any moment.
There were, of course, a lot of bars and clubs near the university which catered to younger people like us. I had never visited any of them yet, of course. But it appeared we were going to tonight!
Fortunately, when we walked into one it was very dark, though with lights and laser lights flashing around, and so much noise you could hardly hear yourself think! It was crowded, as they led me through, and I quickly noted lots of other girls there with short skirts and cleavage baring tops.
That was some consolation at least. With so many other girls dressed so sluttily I wouldn't be singled out. Plus it was, as I said, dark. I began to relax a bit.
They found a table, because Miranda was there holding it, sitting with some guy I didn't know. We all sat down and Miranda introduced him as Tod. She was clearly have drunk already and in a party mood.
I sat down nervously, glad of the darkness given how short the skirt was! Everyone had to shout to make themselves heard, and Jada and Taylor quickly got up and went for drinks. Miranda winked at me.
“Gonna have fun tonight, eh, Rin?”
“Uhm, yeah,” I gulped.
She turned to Toby and put her hands on his chest. “Rin is multi-orgasmic,” she said.
I flushed as his eyes widened, and he grinned at me. But then he turned back to Miranda. “And how would you know?” he asked with a smirk.
“A girl knows what she knows,” she replied, winking.
They started kissing, and I saw her hand slide into his shirt as his hand cupped her breast.
I felt very uncomfortable!
Fortunately, the other two soon returned.
“Hey, no making out in front of the virgin,” Taylor said.
She meant me. I scowled and blushed again.
“I'm not a virgin,” I said.
Jada had attracted the interest of some black guy before she'd even gotten back from the bar, and they went off to dance. Taylor grinned at me, pushed a drink in front of me, took a drink from hers, then slid her hand under the table and up under my skirt.
I gasped and flinched, my head automatically swiveling around to see if anyone was watching or could see – even as her fingers slid up along the line of my sex and found my clitoris.
“Sex slave,” she said in a very loud whisper.
Her lips were next to my ear at the time, which was the only reason I heard her. Fortunately, it meant no one else would.
Two guys came over and asked us to dance, then, and Taylor gladly accepted on our behalf. There was nothing for it but to get up and anxiously go out into that mass of writhing bodies in my little skirt and vest!
The guy dancing with me was named Don something. He was about my height and looked reasonably athletic, with short hair and a pleasant enough face. We started dancing, and given the noise there wasn't a lot of conversation possible. He made his interest know, though, with hands which took every opportunity to squeeze and rub my ass or slide up along the sides of my chest – which given how little coverage I had on the sides mean his fingers stroked the sides of my bare breasts!
I was... flustered! I mean, it wasn't like I wasn't used to guys with wandering hands when dancing. But I had never worn so little before! And I have to say my attitude about sex had gotten a radical makeover in the previous week. From 'shrug' to 'enthusiastic interest'.
So while I was embarrassed at first, I quickly found my attitude changing. No one else could notice or see, after all, and this was the first guy I had encountered since coming here, since my attitude had changed. I started having these strange dark thoughts about what it would be like to be kneeling in front of HIM instead of Taylor or Jada, and maybe with my hands tied, sucking his cock!
I can't tell you how incredible it was to have such thoughts while dancing with some guy I had never met before! It was so unlike me! On previous occasions my major concerns during such events was not to make a fool of myself. I was very careful about how I danced, and about my partner not taking rude advantage of our closeness.
But that wasn't so much because I despised their touch as I was wary that they'd think I was a slut, or they'd tell other people we knew what a slut I was. Here I was anonymous. He knew no one I knew. And the girls I was with, well, they were all sluts and thought of me as one anyway.
So I started to feel this very unfamiliar sense of wildness, of daring! Yes, I was anxious, nervous and still kind of shy and embarrassed, but I could feel a sense of thrumming eagerness within me, could feel my nipples prickling within the tight leather vest, could feel my heart quickening.
I didn't have to be the good girl. No one would know or care if I wasn't.
We spun around and his hands squeezed my ass again, then his fingers kind of curled up under the hem, tugging it up a little, stroking my lower buttocks!
I felt a flush of heat that was a mixture of both embarrassment and excitement!
We spun again and now he was grinding himself against my buttocks. And hard! I felt my chest tightening so that I could hardly breath! His hands were on my stomach, but slid upwards, curving along the sides until his fingers could rub the bare sides of my breasts!
My nipples felt rock hard!
Instead of returning to the girls we found ourselves in a little alcove, with me pressed up against the wall while we kissed! I moaned into his mouth, more than a little overwhelmed by it all! I knew I was moving too fast – well, for me – but not how to slow it down! And unlike on previous occasions I didn't have the sense of determination to do so!
His hand slid under my short skirt and he discovered I wasn't wearing panties!
I cried out, but into his mouth.
He didn't seem surprised, his fingers rubbing me there as he continued to kiss me, his bulk both pressing me into the wall and shielding me from the view of anyone else nearby.
I felt a wild heat swirling inside me, along with the anxiety and embarrassment. I thought... he kisses differently than girls. I mean, he wasn't a bad kisser, but it was different, more demanding, more eager, more determined.
It wasn't something I had put a lot of thought into on previous occasions. But then, I'd been kissed an awful lot the last week by girls!
I felt a sense of heat... a heat that began to soften my bones and make it feel as if I was melting there against the wall! I gasped for breath as my lower body began to throb with energy, and a crackling sexual electricity filled me!
I realized my skirt had become hiked up practically around my waist! That gave me a sense of almost unreality, as if astonished I was doing this in a crowded club with people all around! But despite a desperate anxiety about someone seeing I couldn't bring myself to push him back for the raw heat consuming me!
I don't think he realized how close to orgasm I was, though. All he sensed was he had a girl there who wasn't doing anything to say no, and so he looked around for a more private place.
He pulled back, and my trembling hands jerked my skirt back down before he grabbed my arm and pulled me, with me stumbling awkwardly beside him, along the wall.
The club was very modern in that it had unisex bathrooms. That was, I suppose, very politically correct, and to him, very helpful. He pulled me into one and found an empty stall, then pushed me into that. I practically fell onto the toilet, and then he was locking the door, turning back, and eagerly unzipping his fly.
Well, this was no dildo, I thought dazedly as he pulled his erection into view. It was right in front of me, and my thoughts and disapproval of his rudeness and forwardness really faded away as I felt a sense of determination to show myself at least, that I wasn't a lesbian.
I leaned in and took him into my hand, thinking of how warm and lovely he felt compared to the dildos I had been seeing the last week. I licked at it, and then some of the things came to mind which I had never dared do before with guys for fear of getting a reputation.
I held his cock and then rolled my eyes up at him to give him a kind of teasing look, letting my tongue lick lightly, then more heavily along the underside of the head.
He cursed softly and I giggled.
I licked at the head again, then licked longer, pushing his cock upward and licking up along the shaft and underside of the head. I could sense his frustration growing, and tilted him down, pursing my lips and pushing forward, sliding them over the head, pumping in and out a little, then going deeper, taking him deep into my mouth as I sucked.
He moaned above me, his hands on my head as I sucked and licked. I slid back and forth, then pushed forward – all the way! I heard his curse of delight as I took him into my throat and slid my lips all the way forward to meet his pants.
This was easier than dildos, I thought, feeling a little giddy and smug at his reaction.
I slid slowly back, and already his hands were fumbling with his pants. He jerked them down, letting them fall around his ankles, and I slid forward again, taking him deep, wrapping my lips around the base of his shaft.
My hands found his balls and I began to massage them, squeezing lightly. I drew back from his shaft, gripping his now slick cock in hand and pumping it as I leaned in to lick and suck his balls into my mouth.
“Fuuuuck!” he moaned.
Yeah! I thought. What do you think of that, mister!?
I slid my lips off his balls and took his cock into my throat again, moving in and out, bobbing my lips and throat on him. The first time I'd ever done that with a real cock. It didn't last long. He came in my throat and stumbled as I swallowed his semen.
Then I felt a little regret. Since he'd come he couldn't fuck me. Still, it was probably for the best.  Did I want to be fucked in a club toilet?
We went back out into the club and back to the girls table. Jada was back, with some other black guy. He was not tall but boy he had wide shoulders and a thick chest!
“Where you been, girl? Taylor went looking for you?” she demanded.
“I was uh, dancing,” I gulped.
“Dancing, huh?” She looked at me and Don suspiciously.
Taylor came back and had the same attitude. But she had a guy with her, tall and hunky looking, so didn't focus a lot of time on me.
Now it was Don, though, who was stroking my thigh under the table. And more than that! The skirt had buttons up the side, and he quickly unbuttoned most of them so it was slit up the side. That let his fingers find my pussy and play with it without much in the way!
At least, until Taylor realized what he was doing.
“Hey!” she said. “You can't grope Rin without my permission!”
“Your permission!?” he asked in amusement and confusion.
“Yeah! She's my sex slave!”
Well, that was embarrassing!
Not in front of the other girls, who knew about our pervy games, but in front of three guys who were all complete strangers! And all three stared at me with sudden lust and excitement in their eyes!
Oh, they probably didn't believe it for a second. That didn't mean it didn't turn them on!
“I'm not your sex slave!” I protested, blushing hotly.
Not the kind of thing you wanted to yell in a crowded place!
The guys laughed, thinking it was a joke, but of course, they liked the idea, and started asking Taylor what they could do with me. And believe me, 'studying' was not among the subjects!
The guys might have been sure she was joking but I wasn't!
There were eight of us at the table, and then we were all getting up and leaving for somewhere quieter. Where, I knew, the guys were sure they were going to get lucky with the girls. And they weren't wrong!
We got into two cars and headed for someone's frat house, the guy with Jada, I think. I was... very excited, but also very nervous, not sure what was going to happen. We wound up in a big old house, and then in a kind of side room with sofas. It wasn't the main living room area, but a kind of parlor.
And then were were all making out, separately, on the sofas! It was like an orgy! There was Jada across from me, buck naked, straddling the guy sitting below her and riding up and down on his cock! Then next to me was Miranda kneeling, sucking her guy's cock. I couldn't tell what Taylor was doing because my skirt had been pulled off – the one button undone, and my legs were up against the back of the sofa next to me while Don fucked me hard!
And it was wild and it was raw and it was animalistic and it was... hot! I didn't spend any time wondering about the morality of what I was doing, or worrying about what he would think of me tomorrow or about anyone finding out! I just lay back, kind of folded in half, and gloried in the churning wall of heat enveloping my mind and body as he rammed himself into me!
After that first rush of wild animal lust had been sated, though, things got... nastier.
“Hey, who said you could fuck my sex slave!?” Taylor demanded.
She was naked too, having just finished with the guy she'd come in with, and more than a little drunk. She stalked over before us.
“She did!” Don said.
“She has no right to give permission!”
She glared at me. “Bad girl!” she said. “Bad slave girl!”
I flushed, but only a little. Then she gripped my hair and pulled. I yelped, forced up to my feet. She spun me around and before I knew what she intended she'd pulled my wrists back behind my back and locked the wrist bracelets together.
Then she collapsed onto the sofa and pulled me atop her – belly down – across her lap.
Don might have felt like defending me initially but had totally lost interest then as he watched in excitement.
“Bad slave girl!” she exclaimed.
Crack! Her hand slapped down across my bare bottom with stinging force.
“Ow!” I yelped
“You don't get to fuck any old guy you want to!” she exclaimed.
Crack! Crack!
“You have to ask your mistress for permission!”
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Ow! Oh! Taylor! Ow!” I yelped, wriggling helplessly as her hand slapped down.
None of the guys seemed in the least interested in stopping her as they leered and laughed and her hand smacked down across my bottom again and again! I could feel how hot my buttocks were getting as the rain of stinging blows continued! It hurt!
At the same time it felt very weirdly exciting to be the center of attention, especially from those guys! They were all staring so excitedly, so incredibly delighted at what they were watching! I knew there wasn't going to be any help there!
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Ow! Oh! Please!”
“The magic word, slave girl, is not please, it's mistress,” she said.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Please, Mistress!” I cried, my bottom on fire.
“Are you sorry for being such a slut?” she demanded.
Crack!
“Yes! Ow! Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.
“Say it then.”
“I-I'm... sorry... Mistress!” I gasped.
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Ow! Oh!”
“Say you're sorry for being such a slut!”
“I'm sorry for being such a slut, Mistress!”
It was embarrassing as hell to say that in front of those guys! But it also gave me a wild jolt of sexual energy!
Crack!
“Say you're sorry for fucking a guy without your mistress' permission!”
“I'm sorry for fucking a guy without my mistress' permission!” I moaned.
She looked across at Don.
“Do you have a dollar?” she demanded.
He gaped at her. “Uh... uh... what?”
“Answer the fucking question!”
“Yeah?”
I yelped as she gripped my hair but tumbled me off her lap onto the rug.
“Crawl over there and get that dollar and bring it back to me,” she ordered.
I shuddered, gasping for breath. I was starting to feel this intense, almost feverish sense of sexuality as they all stared at me. It was like a sense that this was so fucking hot that just thinking about it would turn me on. And I was doing it!
I was also embarrassed, of course, but that was too weak to overcome the powerful sexual fever that was gripping me. I shuffled across to him – on my knees, my wrists bound behind me.
“Tell him to pay you a dollar for your mistress, slut,” she ordered.
“Please pay me a dollar for my mistress....”
“Sir,” she said.
“Sir!” I gulped.
God this was sick!
He fumbled in his pants and pulled out a dollar, then hesitated.
“Put it in her mouth,” Taylor ordered.
I moaned as he did so, then turned, on my knees, and knee-walked back to her, leaning forward to give her the dollar.
“People don't just get to fuck my slave girl for free, after all,” she said, taking the bill.
“Hey, I got a dollar!” the guy who'd been with Miranda said eagerly.
“Me too!” the black guy said!
I shuddered, almost overwhelmed by emotion. Much of that was embarrassment, but by far the biggest portion was a raw, animal heat!
“Go over there and take his dollar and bring it back to me, slut!” Taylor ordered.
With all eyes on me, I knee-walked over to him and he put a dollar in my mouth, grinning widely. I turned and knee-walked back to give her the dollar.
“You go over there and get him hard with that deep-throat mouth of yours, slut.”
I knee-walked back and the guy spread his legs. He had just fucked Miranda but was already hard so it didn't take a lot of work. I took him into my mouth and began to slide my lips up and down as everyone watched!
I took him all the way to the balls and heard curses from the other guys.
“What the fuck has she got in her ass?” the black guy demanded.
“That's a butt-plug,” Jada said. “She likes getting fucked in the ass.”
“Man! I want me some of that action!” he exclaimed.
Taylor stood behind me and grabbed my hair, pulling me off the one guy's cock and making me shuffle over to the black guy. Then she pushed my mouth down on him. He wasn't completely hard yet, but once I had taken him down my throat he definitely was!
“Suck harder, slave,” she ordered.
Crack! Crack!
I moaned around his cock.
“Hey, I paid my dollar!” the first guy said.
“Here's my dollar!” the black guy said!
She led me back to the first guy and had him lay down along the sofa, then, using my hair like a handle, had me straddle him and sink down on his cock. I shuddered as it pushed up into my body! I felt like I was all... soft, melted flesh inside!
I almost came the instant he pushed into me! Instead I leaned in and he took my breasts into his hands, and then I came, helplessly crying out as I rode his cock!
The Black guy was then kneeling behind me, and I felt the butt-plug thing pulled out, then his cock pushed into me. I remembered what Miranda had said about this, and my dark heat rose as he slid his big, slick cock deep into my ass!
The two guys thrust into me in tandem as I felt my mind going! The heat was consuming me! I could hardly think, let alone move! The guy below thrust up into me and the Black guy drove himself into my ass! Then the guy who had been with Taylor gripped my hair and twisted my head to the side, pushing his own cock into my mouth!
I came, crying out again and again! Most of the sound was muffled as his cock slid down my throat, but the orgasm wouldn't seem to stop! I was going out of my mind with what was happening!
The sound woke up a few of the frat brothers, and to apologize I had to suck their cocks for them. They unclipped the wrist restraints and I pumped my fist on two cocks while sucking the third, switching back and forth between them often!
Then a fourth guy maneuvered in behind me and pushed his cock up my ass! Since he reached around to fondle one breast while his other hand fingered my clitoris, that soon drove me into orgasm again! I cried out again and again as my mind was blasted by waves of intense sensation!
Then I was put down on all fours and mounted by one of them while a second knelt before me fucking my mouth and throat. I wasn't even sure if they were the same guys, nor did I care! When the guy before me came the guy behind me shoved my face down to raise my ass, and pounded away at me as my chin rubbed against the floor and my breasts pillowed out beneath me!
It was so wild! I came again!
I don't even know how many guys I fucked that night! But I was utterly exhausted, and both physically and emotionally drained by the time the girls got me back to the car, and then back to our dorm.
Well, I thought, I had sure proved I wasn't a lesbian!
I spent the weekend mostly naked, and pleasing the girls with my body – and Damien, Jada's boyfriend, who got to fuck my ass while I was tied up, and spank me. And then, come Monday morning, I was back at class, dressed properly, looking sober, attentive and trying hard to pay attention to the lecture.
It was, I reflected, only my first week at college.
What was the rest of the next four years going to be like!?
END
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