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It was a lazy
Friday evening on campus. It was cold, rainy and windy, and no one
felt much like going out into the night and parting with their last
few dollars for overpriced beer. They had more than enough beer in
the little fridge in the corner of the room, under the Flintstones
lamp and jammed in between the head of the bunk bed and Zoe’s
desk.

“Ack! Ack!” Zoe
said.

Danielle looked
over her bottle as she swallowed and gave Zoe “the eye”. Zoe stuck
her tongue out in response. They had been watching a movie called
“Mars Attacks” and Zoe had been taken with the odd barking sound
the bubble headed aliens made.

At four foot
eleven Zoe was a tiny slip of a girl, but a tad hyperactive, and as
lively as they came, prone to making odd sound effects, and
bouncing up and down for no particular reason. Her long brown hair
was usually tied up in a loose, untidy mass behind her head, or in
a pony tail which danced and swung behind her as she moved.

And she was
always moving.

Danielle was a
head taller, with darker hair. She was deeply into sports of almost
any kind, from golf to hockey, and had a lazy, laid back attitude.
They were quite different in personalities, opinions, and behaviour
in almost all ways.

Where both
girls were similar, however, was their love of partying.

Danielle was
laying back in her bed, propped against the wall, bare feet hanging
over the edge of the bunk as she listened to the music and leafed
through a sports magazine. Zoe was standing in the middle of their
small dorm room, her weight shifting from foot to foot as she
watched Katy trying to imitate the dance on a video – badly.

“Ha!” she said
loudly.

“Shut up!” Katy
said crossly.

She too had a
bottle in her hand as she tried to grind her hips in the same way
the dancer on the flat screen TV sitting on the desk was doing. Of
course, the dancer wasn’t half drunk, and Katy wasn’t noted for her
excellent dancing skills.

Zoe began
dancing – wildly – as she always did, and Danielle and Katy laughed
– as most people did. Then Zoe slowed it down, her arms raising,
her hips grinding, rolling in and out as she turned slowly from
side to side.

“You doing a
belly dance, girl?”

Zoe stuck her tongue out, and shifted into another mode, eyes
slitted, fingers sliding through her thick brown hair. She reached
down and peeled her t-shirt up and over her head, continuing to
dance as Katy fell into a chair and picked up her beer.

Zoe was as
lively at dancing as at anything else, a lithe, energetic girl, and
had soon turned the dance into a strip tease which left her in
nothing but bra and thong. She shook her hips as she danced closer
to Katy, and was soon straddling her chair, giving her a lap dance.
Katy was laughing as she ran her hands up and down the little
brunette’s sides, but then it was Danielle who laughed as Zoe threw
her arms around the blonde girl and crushed her lips against
Katy’s.

She continued
to grind and roll her hips as her tongue thrust into Katy’s mouth
and Katy, at first, pushed against her, then slid her arms around
her and pulled her in, her hands sliding down to cup and squeeze
her round little bottom.

“Dykes! Dykes!”
Danielle called.

She sat up and,
giggling, ran to the corner, opened a drawer, and took out a large
dildo. All three of them had sex toys, and all threw knew it.
Everyone had sex toys, after all. All three had “messed around” on
a number of previous occasions, as well, when boredom and hormones
had stirred them into action in the absence of their
boyfriends.

Now Danielle
jammed the base of the dildo down between the two girl’s bodies,
sliding it in between Katy’s thighs as Zoe pulled her head back,
said “Ack! Ack!” and then kissed Katy again so hard the blonde
girl’s head was forced back across the back of the chair.

Katy twisted in
the chair and Zoe lost her balance and fell sideways, onto
Danielle, knocking her to the floor, whereupon they all laughed in
delight. Zoe crawled around in front of Katy, then, and began to
pretend to give her a blow job, and Katy, giggling, then began to
moan and groan and grab at Zoe’s hair.

“Yeah! Yeah!
Suck me, bitch!” she cried. “Suck my dick!”

Danielle rolled
over and got to her knees, then hurriedly got the camcorder, and
began to record Zoe sucking Katy’s “cock” as she giggled and jeered
her efforts.

“That’s the
best you can do! You’re going to make it go soft!” she called.

Zoe kept
sucking and licking energetically, even as she raised her right arm
and gave Danielle and the camcorder a glimpse of her middle finger.
Katy was laughing and giggling as she watched.

“Lick her pussy
and we’ll get that on video, you little dyke,” Danielle called.

“Fuck that. Her
pussy is smelly.”

“Hey, fuck
you!” Katy said.

“It’s smelly
and sloppy and hairy and she has big fat lips and sores and -
.”

Katy pushed her
back and had now fallen forward top the petit girl, throwing an arm
around her neck, and a hand over her mouth.

“And it’s got
weevils and bugs and worms crawling in it!” Zoe cried, trying to
twist her head aside to speak as Katy crushed her to the floor.

“Little bitch!”
Katy cried, slapping Zoe’s bare bottom.

“And it’s got
spots! Herpes spots!” Zoe cried.

“Slut!” Katy
shouted, slapping her ass again as she tried to pin the wriggling
girl properly.

She grabbed at
Zoe’s thong and pulled hard, jamming the thin crotch up into the
brunette’s smoothly shaven slit. She tugged it several times, again
and again and again, to jerk the fabric against the squirming
girl’s pussy, then slapped her ass again.

Danielle put
down the camcorder and joined in, giggling and laughing, as they
pinned the small girl with her arms up behind her back and took
turns spanking her. Then Danielle pulled aside the crotch of her
thong and grabbed the dildo, rubbing it up and down against the
mouth of Zoe’s pussy.

“Sluts! Dyke
bitches! Don’t touch my pussy! I’m a virgin!” Zoe shouted.

Which set both
to laughing out loud, because Zoe was very far from being a virgin,
as they both knew from first-hand experience.

Danielle
twisted the dildo from side to side as Katy slapped the small
girl’s bottom, and then began to push it forward, twisting and
pulling, gauging the pressure and resistance as she fed inch after
inch into the squirming, bucking, protesting girl’s tight little
pussy. When it was almost buried between her moist, taut sex lips
she helped Katy to pin Zoe’s wrists better, then tied them together
with a short cord which had been used for the same purpose on
previous boring evenings.

Zoe continued
to “resist” but only for show, as Katy dragged her over to the bunk
and then slipped off her jeans and panties to sit down and draw the
smaller girl in between her legs.

“No! I’m not
touching your smelly, dirty pussy!” Zoe protested.

Katy had her
pony tail in a tight grip and pulled the girl’s face into her
pussy, grinding it against her own shaven sex, while Danielle knelt
behind her and began to pump the dildo in and out.

The camcorder
made another appearance later on as Zoe and Danielle ground their
pussies together around a double-headed dildo, and shortly
afterwards all three girls collapsed into their beds and fell
asleep

*

“Hey,” Danielle
said as she dropped her books onto the table.

“Hi,” Katy
said, looking up from her French fries as Dannie put her own tray
on the table and sat down.

The cafeteria
was not busy yet. It was a little early for lunch, and most classes
had stopped now for exam week. Danielle was wearing a modest brown
sweater and black skirt, which she smoothed under herself as she
slid into the table.

“Hey, I was
talking to Hannah Spencer,” Katy said.

“Who?”

“That English
girl in Poli Sci.”

“Oh yeah. The
redhead.”

Katy nodded.
“She mentioned she wanted to hold a little party this long weekend
up at her country house.”

“A country
house?” Dannie said, making a face.

“It’s a really
nice place. It used to be a kind of farm. But it’s not really a
farm any more. It’s more like a big country house in the woods,
right on a river, too, so there’s swimming, and water skiing and
seadooing. Oh, and she has horses.”

“Nice,”
Danielle said.

“Anyway, she
wanted to hold a little kink play there.”

“A little
what?” Dannie raised her eyebrows.

“The idea is
four or five of us go there and let loose and do kinky stuff, like
bondage stuff for the weekend.”

“No way!”

“Way.”

“You’re
actually considering going!?”

“I wanted you
and Zoe to come. There’d be the three of us and Hannah.”

“What would we
do? Grope each other all weekend? Is she a lesbian?”

“No, she just
likes fucking around, like we do.”

“Yeah, but all
weekend?”

“Horse riding,
Dannie, and sea-dooing, and swimming and water-skiing.”

“And she’s the
only one that would be there? Have you asked your boyfriend?”

“He’s going to
be fucking studying all weekend. The Law department won’t finish
exams until next Wednesday so he won’t have time for anything
else.”

“Why would she
ask you?”

Katy gave a
little smirk and a shrug.

“You and her
fucked around before?”

“Last semester.
She’s pretty wild. Like Zoe but in the opposite direction.”

“What do you
mean?”

“Like Zoe likes
to be tied up. Hannah likes to tie other girls up.”

“And she’s not
a lesbian?”

“No, she dates
all the time. She had a boyfriend last year but he graduated. So
what do you think?”

“Have fun.”

“About you and
Zoe.”

“Oh I don’t
know. It sounds kind of… I don’t know, a little too deep for me.
I’m not that much into girls.”

“You coulda
have fooled me last week when you and Zoe were going at it with
that dildo.”

“I didn’t say I
didn’t enjoy myself with girls,” Dannie said, lowering her voice
and looking around. “but going away on a dyke weekend just seems
too - .”

“And your plans
were?”

Dannie rolled
her eyes. Katy knew very well she had no plans other than sitting
around the dorm, maybe going out to the bars and looking for guys,
probably with Zoe.

“Zoe says
she’ll come if you come.”

“Really? I
don’t know…”

“Horse riding.
Water skiing. Sea-dooing.”

“Okay. You sold
me. But how kinky is Hannah?”

“If you mean is
she going to whip your ass with a bull whip, don’t worry. She’s not
that into it.”

“Okay. Just
wondered.”

“She tied me
spread-eagled to a bed though and tortured me with ice cubes and
tickling.”

“Zoe will love
that.”

“Yeah, I
figure. Maybe her and Hannah will play together most of the time
and we can just relax and swim.”

“Or I can tie
you up and spank your white ass,” Dannie said with a lewd grin.

Katy smirked at
her.

*

Long weekend
rolled around, and the weather was hot and humid as Indian summer
rolled into the city. The three girls piled into Dannie’s Nissan
and headed north into the valley, passing through farming country,
and then on through the river valley beyond, where the threes grew
thicker and higher.

“Where the fuck
are we?” Zoe demanded, face pressed against the back window as they
moved slowly down a winding fire road.

“This is the
way it says on the map,” Dannie said.

“Are you sure
we didn’t miss a turn?” Katy said worriedly, looking around.
“There’s a lot of trees here for a country house.”

“This is the
way it says on the map,” Dannie repeated.

Twenty minutes
later the trees had thinned and they caught site of split rail
fences. Reassured by this sign of human habitation, they continued,
and then spotted the marker Hannah had told them about, turned onto
an even more narrow dirt road, and then after passing through some
thick scrub trees, came out into a wider, open area with a long,
low house off to the side, and the blue sparkling water of the
river beyond.

“This must be
it,” Katy said.

They pulled up
behind a Black SUV and piled out of the car. A few moments later
the door opened and Hannah came out. She was a tall, third year
Science student with short red hair and a voluptuous body. All
three knew her casually from campus get-togethers, but only Katy
knew her ‘well”.

“Hi! I’m glad
you girls made it!” she said, trotting down the stairs.

“It’s out in
the boonies, isn’t it,” Dannie said.

“I prefer it
that way. No one around peeping at me when I’m laying on the dock
naked.”

Which certainly
made sense to the other girls.

“You sure
brought a lot of stuff. I told Katy you didn’t need to bring
anything. I’ve got the food and booze.”

“It’s mostly
clothes,” Dannie said.

Hannah laughed
briefly. “You won’t need any clothes. Didn’t Katy tell you?”

She looked at Katy, who gave a little smile at Dannie.

“Tell us
what?”

“This is going
to be a kink weekend!”

“Yeah, but…
uhm, that doesn’t mean we’re going to be naked all the time.”

“You’ll be
naked a lot of the time,” Hannah said. “I mean, do you want to wear
a bathing suit in the river when there’s no one for miles
around?”

“Well…”

“And besides, I
bought you all swimsuits.”

“You did?”
Dannie stared at her, and even Zoe made a face.

Hannah grinned.
“And that’s all you need to wear – when you’re wearing anything.
Trust me, this place is nice, but there’s no air conditioning. You
won’t want to wear a lot. Come on in. Let me show you around.”

She took Zoe’s
arm, and easily led the slight girl up the stairs. Katy followed,
and Dannie, after a moment’s hesitation, followed.

The house was
very nice. The roof was of large, square wooden beams, supported by
polished round wooden beams. Everything was of wood, and the floor
was beautiful hardwood. The living room/dining room was easily
fifty feet across, with a large, open kitchen at the far end.. The
girls were impressed, and even more impressed with the deck which
overlooked the dock jutting out into the river. There was a boat
house beside it, and several seadoos and a speedboat bobbed in the
blue water there.

Off to the side
was the barn, with two lovely horses munching lazily on hay.

It was going to
be a fun weekend, Dannie decided.

Katy
disappeared at one point, and then Hannah did, as well, while Zoe
and Dannie were looking over the seadoos. Hannah soon reappeared
wearing a black bikini. It was a thong, and the cups looked two
sizes too small for Hannah’s firm breasts. The two girls looked at
each other, but didn’t comment. Then Katy appeared, wearing the
same suit. If anything, the cups were three sizes too small,
consisting of little more than narrow, triangular bits of fabric
cutting across the center of her breasts and hiding not a lot more
than her nipples.

She was also
wearing a studded leather collar with a stainless steel plate in
the front that had “Slave” carved into it, and a pair of matching
wrist and ankle restraints. She was blushing as her two friends
stared at her.

“Doesn’t she
look hot?” Hannah said. “I have the same thing for both of
you.”

“I don’t know,”
Dannie said, blushing a bit herself.

“Nonsense. It’s
an all-girl, all-kink weekend. We can have a wild time, have fun,
and let our inhibitions fade away.”

She took Zoe’s
arm as she spoke and pulled the girl off to where Katy was. “Take
her and get her dressed Katy,” she said.

Katy took Zoe’s
arm then and whispered to her, leading her off into the house.
Dannie stared dubiously after them.

“I know it
seems a little weird,” Hannah said, smiling. “But it sets the tone
for what’s going to follow. We’re going to do kinky, nasty, fun
stuff, and none of our friends will ever know about it.”

“I’m not that
much into the kinky stuff,” Dannie said.

“Don’t worry,”
Hannah assured her. “You won’t have to do anything you don’t want
to. If you don’t get off on something then I wouldn’t enjoy it very
much anyway.”

She stepped
closer to Dannie, though, getting into her space. “But I bet I can
make you beg for more,” she said, sliding her tongue along her
lower lip.

“You think so,
eh?” Dannie said.

“I can make you
scream with pleasure,” Hannah said with a smirk.

Dannie
laughed.

“Trust me,”
Hannah said, sliding her hands along Dannie’s shoulders. “I’m very,
very good. You haven’t had your pussy eaten until it’s been done by
an expert.”

“I thought you
weren’t gay,” Dannie said, blushing again.

“I’m not, but I
am a wild, kinky slut, and very, very good.”

She put her arm
around Dannie and led her forward. “Come on. Let’s go into the
house.”

It seemed
silly, and Dannie was uncomfortable and a bit embarrassed, but when
Katy brought Zoe down dressed as she was there really didn’t seem a
way to avoid it. So she too was wearing the little micro bikini
with the too-small cups that barely hid her nipples.

Her stiff
nipples, darn it.

Zoe smirked at
her, then cupped and squeezed her own high, pert breasts.

They went out
to the dock and had a couple of beers while they enjoyed the late
afternoon sun. The girls soon got used to their tiny tops, though
they had to move slowly to avoid spilling out of them. That
happened anyway, several times, and every time it did everyone
laughed a little, but eventually Zoe just cursed and pulled off her
top, and shortly afterwards Katy did the same, and then Dannie did
it too.

They dove off
the dock into the water, and tossed beach balls back and forth, and
then first Katy, then Zoe, and then Dannie took off their thongs,
as well, to splash around naked as the sun began to set.

Their nipples
remained quite stiff and hard throughout, as all three girls were
gripped with a throbbing sense of anticipation and sexual
excitement. There was a lot of groping and slapping and tickling,
as well, as the girls squealed and laughed and played in the water.
It was somewhat exciting to be running around naked, but the
collars and bondage restraints made it seem even wilder and
kinkier. And they all knew that nasty things were going to happen
over the coming weekend.
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Dannie could
see that Zoe, especially, was getting into it, and getting wilder
and more excited as time passed. Hannah seemed to realize this, and
was taunting and teasing the girl, caressing her as she passed,
complimenting her on her lovely bottom, her tight, neat little
slit, and her high round breasts.

“Come here,
Zoe,” she commanded imperiously, reclined on a lawn chair.

Zoe came over,
her usual hyperactive self, grinning unselfconsciously as she stood
nude before the woman.

“Kneel beside
my chair, you little slut,” Hannah purred.

Of course Zoe
did, and Hannah reached out to stroke her face and run her fingers
through her damp, tangled hair. Then she lowered her hand to the
girl’s pert breast and lightly pinched a hard little pink
nipple.

“Such pretty
little nipples you have, little slut,” Hannah cooed.

“Thank you,
miss Hannah,” Zoe said coyly.

“Call me
Mistress Hannah,” Hannah said.

“Yes, Mistress
Hannah,” Zoe replied.

Hannah slid her
fingers back upwards, along the girl’s cheek, and through her hair,
then gripped a thick mass of it and firmly forced her head up and
back so that Zoe’s back arched. At first the girl reached out to
grasp her wrist, but then dropped her hands submissively, panting a
little as Hannah ran her other hand up and down the front of her
body between her hard round breasts, and down along her taut belly
to her abdomen.

“Will you be my
little bitch, Zoe?” Hannah purred.

“Yes, Mistress
Hannah,” Zoe gasped.

“Turn around,
bitch,” Hannah ordered.

Zoe complied,
and Hannah released her hair, then reached down and pulled her arms
back behind her, clipping the wrist restraints together.

“Turn,
bitch.”

Zoe turned,
eyes filled with excitement.

“Now sit on
your heels like a good little bitch. Keep your knees spread wide.
Keep your back straight,” Hannah ordered. “That’s my good little
bitch.”

She smiled and
lay back again, watching the girl, then raised a long leg, letting
her bare foot trace along Zoe’s chest, over her breasts, and
downwards until she could caress the girl’s clit with her big
toe.

“Does my little
bitch want to please her mistress?” Hannah asked.

“Yes,
Mistress!” Zoe panted.

Dannie and Katy
looked on, aroused but not surprised. They had played games not
altogether different from this among themselves, after all. They
didn’t have the equipment Hannah had, though, the bondage
restraints and such.

“Katy, Come
here,” Hannah ordered.

Swallowing a
bit nervously, Katy moved forward, and when Hannah pointed
imperiously downwards, she sank to her knees.

“Go into the
bag there beside the leg of the chair and take out the black
dildo,” Hannah ordered.

Katy looked
into the bag and her eyes widened a bit, then she took out a fat,
latex dildo and held it up towards Hannah questioningly.

“Yes, that’s
it. I want you to sit it on its base between my little bitch’s
legs. Rise up a little, my pretty bitch,” she said to Zoe.

Zoe rose off
her heels and Katy placed the dildo under her. Zoe needed no
instructions to position herself over the nose and sink down.

“Stop,” Hannah
ordered.

Zoe looked up
at her.

“Hold your
position right there, my little bitch,” she purred.

Zoe made a
face. The tight lips of her sex had spread in and back by the head
of the dildo, and she very much wanted to feel the long length of
it sliding up into her body. But she was clearly enjoying the game,
and held her position, knees wide, chest rising and falling rapidly
as she waited for permission to slide down further.

Hannah turned
to Katy. “And will you be my little whore?” she asked with a
smirk.

“Yes,
Mistress,” Katy said.

Hannah grinned.
“Then go over there behind my little bitch, and get down on all
fours.”

Katy obeyed,
eyes alight, crawling around behind where Zoe hovered over the
dildo.

“Spread my
little bitch’s ass apart, whore.”

Katy reached
for Zoe’s buttocks and spread them open.

“Do you see her
little back entrance?”

“Yes,
Mistress,” Katy said.

“Trace your
tongue around it, my little whore.”

Dannie’s eyes
widened, and she saw that Zoe’s did too. The three of them had
messed around on a number of occasions, but they’d never done
anything quite that intimate. Yet it seemed Katy had some
experience with it, for she leaned in, her tongue pushing out, and
Zoe gasped as Katy’s tongue began to gently caress her wrinkled
anal opening. The girl moaned softly, and her weigh pushed lower on
the dildo.

“Do not go
lower on that cock, little bitch,” Hannah said sharply, “Or you’re
going to be soundly punished!”

Zoe was
breathing more heavily by the second as Katy’s face pushed in
between her little buttocks and her tongue circled and dipped
around her anus. Then Hannah extended a foot, and her big toe began
to rub lightly across Zoe’s exposed clit.

Zoe swore
softly and arched her back, her hips grinding against the two
sensations sweeping through her.

“Obey me,
bitch,” Hannah ordered, drawing her toe back as she saw the girl
beginning to sink lower.

“I want it
inside me!” Zoe said in a breathless voice.

“I know you do,
bitch. But you can’t have it inside you until I say so. Whore, stop
licking,” she said in a sharper voice aimed at Katy.

Katy pulled
back and looked around Zoe at Hannah.

“Perhaps you
need something to help you discipline your body, my little bitch,”
Hannah said.

She pointed a
finger at Danielle. Come here, girl,” she ordered.

Dannie started
forward but Hannah held up a hand. “Crawl to me, girl.”

Feeling a bit
silly and self-conscious, but undeniably aroused, Dannie sank to
all fours and crawled forward to the foot of the lawn chair.

“Will you be my
slut?” Hannah purred.

“Yes,
Mistress,” Danielle said, blushing.

“I want you to
reach into the bag there and take out the gold chain,” she
said.

Dannie crawled
a bit further and opened the bag. There were all sorts of dildos
and vibrators in the bag, along with other things whose use she was
unsure of. There was a long gold chain, however, and she took it
out and handed it to Hannah.

The gold chain
was longer than she’d thought, and split a foot or so from its tip
into two lighter chains with clips on the end. Hannah reached over
and held the clips over Zoe’s hard little nipples, and the girl
looked at them in fascination.

“Can you take a
little pain, little bitch?” Hannah asked.

“Y-Yes,
Mistress,” Zoe gulped.

Hannah let the
clips close on her nipples and Zoe gasped and clenched her teeth,
twisting her hips and arching her back as she gasped in pain.

“Oww! Oww!
Fuck! Shit! Oh shit!” she gasped between clenched teeth.

“Now, slut. I
want you to take this chain and stand on the chair there, and put
it across the branch overhead,” Hannah ordered Danielle.

Danielle stood
up, took the chain and placed it over the low, overhanging branch
of the tree Hannah’s chair was placed beneath, then handed the end
of the chain back to Hannah.

“You can resume
licking, whore,” Hannah told Katy.

Katy pushed her
face back between Zoe’s buttocks, spreading them open with her
fingers as she began to lick and stroke along her anal opening.

Hannah smiled
and eased the chair back, then motioned towards Dannie.

“I want you on
all fours, as well, slut.”

Dannie dropped
to all fours, and Hannah pointed at Zoe.

“Lick my little
bitch’s clitty for her, slut.”

Dannie crawled
forward to where Zoe trembled and groaned, then put her face in
between the girl’s trembling legs and licked lightly at her clit.
Zoe’s hips bucked forward and the girl cursed, her breath
ragged.

“Stop sinking
down, bitch!” Hannah ordered.

“I want it
inside me!” Zoe groaned.

The girl’s
excitement was palpable, and was arousing Danielle, who licked at
her clit with more enthusiasm.

“Beg,” Hannah
said simply.

“Please can I
have it inside me?” Zoe moaned.

“That’s not the
way to beg, bitch. You address your mistress and you beg to take
the big fat cock up your tight hungry little cunt.”

Zoe began to
sink anyway, groaning as the dildo slid up into her, and Hannah
pulled on the chain so that the girl’s nipples were pulled sharply
upwards.

“Oww! Fuck!
Fuck! Oww!” Zoe cried, halting her downward slide.

“No, my little
bitch. You don’t get to stuff your hot little cunt until you beg
your mistress properly.”

“Please can I
have the dildo in my cunt?!” Zoe groaned.

“Why? Are you a
filthy, cock hungry little tramp? Are you all hot and bothered? Do
you need to feel something inside you?”

“Yes,
Mistress!” moaned. “I’m a nasty slut and I need to have a big fat
cock up my pussy! Please, Mistress! Can I sink down on the dildo!
Please! Please!”

“On one
condition, bitch,” Hannah said. “When you’re gong to come. I want
you to shout it out. I want to know when my little bitch is coming.
Do you understand, bitch?”

“Yes,
mistress!” Zoe moaned.

“Then you may
slide your nasty little cunt down as deep as you want.”

“Ohh! Unngh!
Owwww!” Zoe cried as she sank slowly down on the fat dildo.

“Oh God yes!”
she cried, shuddering as she sank down deeper, as her buttocks
pressed against the backs of her feet and she ground her pussy down
on the fat dildo.

Katy had to
ease back, while Danielle leaned in further, licking at the girl’s
clit only a few inches above the ground.

“Back off,
slut,” Hannah ordered, gripping Danielle’s hair and pulling her
backwards.

She moved next
to Zoe and knelt next to her, then gripped the girl’s hair and
pulled her head up and back. She leaned in, biting lightly on the
nape of her neck, whispering into her ear as she slid a hand down
her taut, quivering body and began to stroke her clit.

Hannah’s hips
began to grind faster and harder, bucking convulsively into
Hannah’s finger.

“I-I’m
c-coming!’ she gasped.

“Louder,
bitch!” Hannah ordered, halting her fingering.

“I’m going to
come! I’m coming! I’m coming!” Zoe cried.

Hannah fingered
her furiously and the little brunette’s hips spasmed violently as
she arched and twisted and ground herself on the thick dildo.

The other two
watched Zoe come, hot and excited, amused and wishing it were them
as the petit girl writhed and humped and jammed her pussy down on
the dildo, her back arched across Hannah’s shoulder as the redhead
fingered her and bit into the nape of her neck.

When she sagged
down, Hannah eased up on her hair.

“That’s my
nasty little bitch,” she purred. “Thank me for letting you come,
little bitch.”

“Tha-thank you,
mistress,” Zoe panted.

“For what?”
Hannah demanded, taking the chair in her hand and tugging sharply
against Zoe’s nipples.

“Thank you for
letting me come, mistress!” Zoe gasped.

“Are you going
to obey your mistress, little bitch?”

“Yes,
mistress!”

“Then position
yourself on your knees, with your pretty little ass in the air
towards me,” Hannah ordered.

She turned Zoe
around and then pushed her forward so that she bent at the waist.
She bent her and placed her chest and chin against the ground,
sliding the chain back between her legs. She slapped her bottom
sharply, then.

“Raise your ass
higher, little bitch,” she ordered.

Zoe obeyed and
Hannah ran her hand over her soft skin. “Your ass high, knees
apart, waiting for some big man to come and stick his cock into
you,” she said, mockingly.

She gripped the
base of the dildo, twisting it slowly, pushing on it until Zoe
gasped and moaned in pain.

“Slut,” sit
back in front of my little bitch,” Hannah ordered, and spread your
legs. “Whore, go behind her and start licking at her tight little
ass again.”

Danielle,
despite her excitement, looked around at the silent treescape, at
the empty river, feeling a flush of embarrassment at her exposure.
But she crawled around in front of Zoe and sat down, spreading her
legs in anticipation and excitement, while Katy crawled behind the
girl and began to enthusiastically slide her tongue around Zoe’s
wrinkled little anus.

“Now, little
bitch. I want you to lick your friend’s pussy for her. Go ahead,
little bitch. Make her happy.”

Zoe began at
once, and Dannie gasped and spread her legs more, propping herself
on her elbows as she drew her knees up and apart, guiding her pussy
up into Zoe’s mouth.

With her chin
against the grass, Zoe could hardly reach her pussy, but licked
eagerly, her tongue sliding along Danielle’s throbbing, swollen
pussy lips as Katy tongued her anus.

“Stop,” Hannah
ordered abruptly. “Come here, slut.”

She reached for
Katy as she spoke, drawing her wrists back behind her, and clipping
the restraints together. Danielle reluctantly crawled to her, and
the girl gripped her hair and pulled her upright on her knees.

“Hands behind
back,” she ordered.

Quivering,
Danielle crossed her wrists behind her back, and she felt Hannah’s
hands on them, felt the clips being done.

She winced and
blushed as Hannah’s hands came around her and began to fondle and
knead her breasts. Then gasped as her hair was pulled, forcing her
back to arch, then pushed, forcing her to bend over in the same way
Zoe was.

“Spread your
legs, slut,” Hannah barked, slapping her bottom.

Dannie obeyed,
panting with heat now as she felt the woman’s finger trace the line
of her sex. It went away, then she felt a pressure spreading her
pussy lips apart, pushing into the mouth of her sex. She recognized
the feel of a large dildo, and groaned as it was twisted and
pushed, sliding deeper into her moist, hungry sex.

Only when it
was so deep it ached did Hannah slap her bottom and order her to
resume her position.

“Now go back
and lay down where you were, slut”

She had to
crawl awkwardly now, on her knees and feet, then fold herself down
and roll over on the grass in front of Zoe. Danielle drew her knees
up and back, and Zoe began to lick at her again. But Dannie was
much more aroused now as she lay on her bound arms, as the dildo
throbbed inside her, and her skin seemed to burn with inner heat as
she rolled her hips up into Zoe’s mouth.

God, it was so
good! So hot and nasty and kinky and wild and thrilling!

“All right,
whore. Come here,” Hannah ordered, dragging Katy forward by the
hair.

“Sit on this
slut’s face,” she ordered.

Katy straddled
Danielle’s head, then sank her pussy downwards.

Danielle could
see that, like herself, there was a fat dildo stuffed up into her
friend’s pussy. Katy lowered her sex angled her body forward, and
Danielle began to lick at her clit as the base of the dildo ground
awkwardly against her chin.

It was awkward
and bizarre for all three girls, but they were all tremendously
excited and aroused, and getting hotter as they giggled and moaned
and jammed their pussies against each other.

There was no
one, of course, to finger Zoe’s pussy, so Hannah sat back down, and
placed the ball of her foot against the base of the dildo,
alternatively bringing pressure in, or rubbing Zoe’s clit with her
toe. When it sounded like the girl was starting to get too out of
it she would pull back on the gold chain until Zoe started to gasp
and curse in pain.

Hannah had a
knack for stopping anyone from climax, however, before they crossed
the final, irrevocable plateau, and she repeatedly stopped the
action to prevent anyone from feeling the orgasm she felt they did
not deserve.

“All right.
Enough. We’re going to line you up hip to hip,” she said.

“Oh Hannah,
come on!” Katy cried.

“Whore is going
to have to be punished for forgetting her place,” Hannah said.

She positioned
them on their knees, hip to hip to hip, their bottoms high, legs
apart, chins on the grass, and then pressed against the base of the
dildos, grinding them painfully against the deepest part of their
pussies as she made them beg for their comes.

Then she drew
out another toy, a kind of harness she drew in around her hips.

“Beg me to fuck
you, and I’ll let you come,” she said.

“Please fuck
me, mistress!” Zoe cried.

“Please fuck
me, mistress!” Katy cried a moment later, echoed after a brief
hesitation by Dannie.

“Louder, slave
girls.”

“Please fuck
me, mistress!” they all cried.

“Again.”

It was Zoe, of
course, who was least inhibited, and so Hannah dragged her out of
line, put her in front of the other two girls, and knelt behind
her. She pressed her groin against the girl’s upraised bottom, and
pulled the dildo out of her a little ways to snap it to the front
of the harness.

That done, she
began to thrust into Zoe, reaching forward to grope her breasts, to
pull on her hair, to slap her bottom as her hips ground and thrust,
thrust and ground, and the big dildo was jammed in and out of the
slight young girl’s tender insides. It was a hard, rough stroke,
and exactly what all three girls craved.

Zoe gasped and
cursed, her words broken off by gasps and moans as Hannah rode her.
Katy and Dannie looked on enviously, their pussies hot and
throbbing around the dildos jammed into them.

“Tell me when
you come, bitch,” Hannah growled, slapping Zoe’s bottom.

“I’m coming!
I’m coming!” the girl cried.

Hannah pulled
more sharply on her hair, actually lifting her head and shoulders
off the ground, roughly groping her breast, then reaching down
under her hips, rubbing her clit as she rammed the dildo into her.
Zoe cried out more loudly, ramming her hips back as her eyes rolled
back in her head and the orgasm overwhelmed her.

“That’s it, you
dirty little bitch,” Hannah growled, slapping her bottom. “Come for
me, bitch. Come on my hard cock, you rutting little animal!”

And Zoe did,
gasping, wild-eyed, grunting like an animal as she rammed her
burning sex back onto the fat dildo, her head pulled back by the
hair, gurgling with the wildfire sexual pleasure tearing through
her mind and body.

When she was
done she slumped, and sank down, and Hannah released her hair,
letting the girl groan and sag to the grass, ass high, legs apart,
jaw slack as she gasped for breath. Hannah slid the dildo partly
out of her, twisted it to remove it from the straps around her
hips, and then pushed it back in.

“Now you two.
Beg for me to fuck you,” Hannah ordered. “The one who begs best
gets fucked. The other one doesn’t get to come.”

“Please fuck
me, mistress!” Katy and Dannie cried.

“Please fuck my
whore pussy, mistress!” Katy cried.

“Please fuck my
pussy, mistress!” Dannie moaned.

“Please fuck my
dirty whore cunt with your beautiful cock, mistress!” Katy
cried.

“All right,
whore. You get my cock. Slut just gets to watch,” Hannah said.

Hannah felt
crestfallen, and disappointed, and a little angry. She was as hot
and bothered as she could remember being in a long time, and wanted
to come. Now!

Instead Katy
crawled around in front of her, and it was she who got a good,
solid fucking from Hannah that left her crying out in wild heat and
pleasure as she came.

Hannah had them
line up hip to hip again, bottoms high, knees apart in the grass.
Then she unclipped Zoe’s wrists and slapped her bottom.

“Get on all
fours, bitch.”

She pulled back
on her hair. “Go to the house. Just inside the door is a box.
Inside the box is a red riding crop. You will get it and fetch it
back in your mouth. And you will crawl there and back. Do you
understand, bitch?”

“Yes,
mistress,” Zoe said eagerly, eyes shining with excitement at all
the wicked, nastiness.

The other two
watched her crawl across the grass on all fours, crawl up the path
to the house, and then ease the door open with her fingers before
crawling inside. Meanwhile, Hannah had a pair of butt-plugs in
hand, and was twisting and pushing them against Katy and Dannie’s
upraised bottoms. Both girls were gasping and whimpering as the
butt-plug pushed into them. The only lubricant was the saliva from
their mouths, for Hannah had pushed each butt-plug into their
mouths, made them suck and lick, then pushed them into the other
girl’s bottom.

By the time Zoe
returned, crawling, crop in her teeth, the butt-plugs were in
place, and Hannah was slapping lightly at them to jar the heads
inside each girl.

“Now it seems
to me, little whore, that I warned you you would be punished. Is
that not so?”

“Yes,
mistress,” Katy said, voice shaky.

“I want you to
beg for your punishment, whore.”

“Please punish
me, mistress,” Katy said with a little half moan.

The crop was
very light, yet it did sting a little as Hannah swung it down
across Katy’s bottom. The girl gasped but held her position.

“You know you
deserve this punishment, whore. You spoke out of turn and
improperly used my name,” Hannah said, swinging it down again.

The sound was
much more impressive than the sting, and the other two felt a
throbbing in their pussies as it cut across Katy’s bottom, then
again, then again. It left thin red lines across the pale flesh as
Katy gasped and moaned and gulped in air.
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Danielle was
hot, extremely hot, her insides pulsing with desire and hunger, but
the sight of the dildo was sobering, nonetheless. It was too thick,
and it was ludicrously long.

Hannah smirked
at her as she held it up. “This is for you, slut.”

She had led
Dannie further towards the water, under the overhanging branches of
a weeping willow. She brought her in against the trunk, undid her
restraints, and backed her against the cool wood, then drew her
wrists up and back behind the trunk, locking them together again
over a hook placed in just the right place.

She knelt in
front of the girl and ran an admiring hand over her taut, fit, trim
body, fingering her nipples, plucking and twisting at them to make
her wince. Then she fingered her clit, and pulled the dildo out of
her. She positioned the new dildo and Dannie groaned as it jammed
against the mouth of her sex.

“It’s too big!”
she gasped.

Hannah gripped
her chin tightly.

“Do you mean
it’s too big mistress?” Hannah demanded.

“Yes,
mistress!” Dannie gasped.

Hannah slapped
her cheek, but not heavily.

“A cheap little
slut like you could take an elephant’s cock inside you!” she
sneered.

She had the
base of the dildo against the ground and was angling it up against
Dannie’s sopping pussy. She twisted and pushed, and slowly, the fat
cockhead sank into Dannie’s pussy to the point Hannah was able to
push the base in straight so that the dildo was directly beneath
her, resting along the trunk of the tree.

She moved off,
returning with what looked like a dog bone, but with a harness
attached.

“Open your slut
mouth,” she ordered, jamming the bone sideways into Dannie’s
partially opened mouth.

The bone thing
pushed in against the sides of her mouth, as Hannah drew the strap
around behind her and snapped it in place. Then she grinned and
showed Dannie a pair of small clips with little metal balls
attached. She taunted her with her tongue, then snapped the nipple
clips onto her hard, straining nipples so that the brunette twisted
and writhed and moaned in pain.

“Now you can
just kneel here and suffer until I decide to let you come,” Hannah
said, smirking at Dannie’s hot, angry eyes.

And Dannie was
angry. Her nipples hurt! And she was hot and bothered in the
extreme! The pain to her nipples eased her hunger for a few
minutes, but it quickly came back as she watched Hannah place Katy
on the ground, spreadeagled, and then hammered stakes into the
ground to hold her that way.

Hannah then
turned her attentions to Zoe. The tiny girl was always the most
excited and enthusiastic about kinky games, and she was clearly
thoroughly enjoying this perverted evening’s fun.

Hannah fit
straps around the girl’s upper arms and thighs, then put her on all
fours She bent the girl’s wrists up and back, clipping her
restraints to the straps at the top of her arms. A moment later she
did the same with her ankles, pressing them up and back and
snapping the restraints to her thighs. She put the same kind of bit
gag in the girl’s mouth, then patted her head.

The chains
attached to her nipples had been replaced by little weights like
the ones Dannie was wearing, and Hannah snapped a third to her clit
for good measure. She then led the girl around on a leash, calling
her her bitch dog, making her sit up and beg, making her position
herself in various ways while Hannah slashed the light crop across
her bottom to encourage her to move faster.

And then
another woman walked out into the dim light, smiling. She was an
older woman, with very short hair; unquestionably a dyke. Dannie
froze in shock at the sight of her, but Katy seemed not
particularly concerned. Zoe froze, blushed fiercely, and tried to
turn away, but Hannah tugged on her leash and said “Stay, bitch,”
and there was really little Zoe could do.

“Hi Veronica,”
Hannah said.

The two women
hugged, and then kissed passionately. Hannah drew back and then
pulled sharply on Zoe’s leash, forcing her up and back on her
knees.

“This is my
little bitch,” she said. “Isn’t she hot and sexy?”

“She is very
hot and sexy,” Veronica said. “What a cute little thing.”

She bent and
smiled at the anxious young girl, combing the loose hair back from
her head with her fingers. “You are an amazingly sexy looking young
woman,” she said.

She kissed her
on the forehead and Hannah loosened the leash so Zoe could sink
back onto her elbows. A moment later she handed the leash and crop
to Veronica.

“Take her for a
walk, V,” she said. “Teach my little bitch how to act like a proper
dog.”

Veronica
chuckled and tugged lightly on the leash. “Crawl, little bitch,”
she teased, tugging again.

Zoe crawled,
and though the light was fading rapidly Dannie could see how red
her face was. But she crawled, and Veronica led her along
slowly.

“Stay at my
heels,” Veronica said.

Hannah came
over to squat next to Danielle, and ran her hand over her body.

“You have an
incredible body,” she said. “You must really be into exercise. I
love a toned body.”

She moved in
closer, kissing her shoulder, then the nape of her neck. Her hand
went down and she began to stroke her finger expertly across
Danielle’s clit.

“I was kind of
broken in by V,” she said. “Don’t worry. She’s a wonderful woman,
and an outstanding lover. You’ll come to love her like I do, even
though you’re straight. She can make your body do amazing
things.”

She bent and
took one of Danielle’s throbbing, aching nipples into her mouth,
sucking and chewing at the flesh around it. Then she plucked both
weights loose, and Danielle gasped and twisted in pain at the
returning sensation.

“There, there,
my little slut, they’ll feel much better in a few moments. They’ll
start tingling and the sensations will be three times more
powerful.”

She was still
fingering Danielle’s clit, and now she pulled her head up by the
hair, bending to slide her lips in along the nape of her neck,
chewing lightly as she sucked and bit gently at her soft skin.

“Nasty little
slut,” she breathed, “Filthy little slut.”

Danielle
certainly felt like a nasty little slut, but the woman’s attentions
were redoubling the throbbing heat which had been pulsing inside
her for so long. She was breathing more raggedly as she ground
herself down onto the fat head of the dildo, and watched Zoe
crawling around the grass, led by a leash attached to her
collar.

“Heel,” the
woman ordered, and Zoe drew in closer.

“Such a dirty
girl you are,” Hannah whispered, bending to take a tingling nipple
into her mouth.

Danielle
groaned aloud, gasping and panting through the bit gag.

She felt her
pussy spasming, her juices flowing, and then the head of the
massive dildo sank into her and she cried out a little as her pussy
strained to envelope it. Hannah’s fingers stroked at her clit, and
she arched and moaned and ground her buttocks back against the
tree.

“Do you want to
come, little slut?” Hannah whispered. “Do you want to come, you
cock loving slut?”

Danielle
groaned and sank lower, and lower, taking the fat cock up inside
her. Her back strained, her arms pulling higher as she tried to
sink lower. It was deep inside her, but she knew she could sink
lower if only her wrists weren’t held, and an immense frustration
took hold of her as she ground her buttocks back against the trunk
and sought vainly to sink lower still.

“Faster. You
have to move faster when I give an order, bitch,” Veronica said
with a smile as she slashed the crop across Zoe’s bottom.

She led her
Zoe, crawling, over in front of where Danielle and Hannah were, and
despite her wild hunger Danielle blushed as the two looked at her.
Veronica, a complete stranger, smiled at the sight of the fat dildo
sticking into her, then undid the bit gag from Zoe’s mouth and
ordered her to lick Danielle to orgasm.

“This one is
still shy,” Hannah said, fondling and stroking Danielle’s breasts.
“Come for us, little slut,” she cooed. “Come for us.”

She and Hannah
then stood back, smiling, arms folded, staring, as Zoe licked at
Dannie’s clit. It was disconcerting, to say the least. Danielle
felt her skin grow hot with embarrassment. Yet she was panting and
breathless with hunger and excitement, and as much as her mind
squirmed under the attention of these strangers, she knew she could
not hold back the immense orgasm which was about to erupt within
her.

The two leaned
their heads in together, whispering, staring, watching, and
Danielle tried to resist the power of the sexual energy rippling
through her body and mind. But her hips were grinding helplessly,
and her body was straining downwards, trying to impale her more
deeply on the big dildo under her.

And then the
orgasm hit, and she couldn’t hide it, and didn’t care. She cried
out, back arching again and again, head rolling back bonelessly,
hips grinding frantically against Zoe’s tongue as the climax tore
through her nervous system and shattered her mind.

*

Danielle
wakened early, blinking her eyes in the morning light. She yawned
and then rolled over in bed, her body aching.

It had been
quite a night.

As the sun had
finally set they had all gone indoors, but the bondage game had not
come to and end. The three “slaves” had been “trained” which meant
making them do things like crawl, sit up and beg, roll over, and
position their bodies in various lewd ways. The crop had been
snapped down across bottoms many times during the evening. It only
stung a little, and briefly, but still, it did sting, so they all
got quite adept at moving quickly and positioning their bodies
properly upon being given an order.

Most of those
orders had not been entirely unpleasant, of course. She, Katy and
Zoe had done a chain sixty nine, on their sides in a circle, eating
each other out. Then She and Katy had used strap-ons to sandwich
Zoe between them, fucking her front and back at the same time.

And all three
had had to eat from bowls and plates on the floor – without using
their hands. That was weird, but nastily exciting at the same time.
They had all given each other shamefaced grins as they knelt side
by side, bottoms raised, front ends low enough their breasts
brushed against the floor, trying to eat without using hands.

And then
Veronica had put her to bed – after giving her a bath, talking to
her like she was a little girl, cooing and fussing, stroking and
caressing, brushing her hair – and masturbating her to a powerful
climax. Once in bed her restraints had been locked to the
headboard, her legs spread, and Veronica had eaten her out in a way
which made all the other times she’d experienced seem like amateur
hour. Danielle had come again and again.

She’d been very
impressed, and tried to learn what she could, given her state of
mind, for when Veronica finally straddled her and settled her pussy
down onto her mouth.

She was still
laying on the bed naked, her wrists still locked to the headboard,
and she wondered if she was supposed to just lay there, or call out
to someone.

It felt
deliciously nasty to be tied to the bed like this, with yesterday’s
memories filling her mind with awe, and embarrassment, pleasure and
wicked delight.

God, they were
all so perverted!

She pushed
herself back, finally, and turned to face the headboard. By getting
up on her knees and leaning forward, she could see that the wrist
restraints were attached to a simple leather strap by a clip, and
unfastened the clip easily. She sat up in bed and swung her legs
over the edge, examining the restraints again. They were held
together again by a simple clip, and after some fumbling, it proved
possible to undo it and free her wrists.

She didn’t take
the restraints off, however. She stood up and looked for something
to wear. There was nothing, however. Her clothes were not here, nor
was the bikini Hannah had given them. Not terribly concerned, she
made her way to the bathroom, smiled a smoldering smile to herself
in the mirror, and then after peeing, went back out into the hall.
She went downstairs, which proved to be empty

She yawned,
combed fingers through her hair, and went to the kitchen. There she
turned on the coffee machine and looked through the cupboards and
refrigerator to see what might be available for breakfast.

“Hello.
Danielle, isn’t it?”

She turned with
a start, and smiled, embarrassed, as Veronica strode across the
room. The woman was fully clothed, of course. And that made
Danielle even more self-conscious to be nude.

“Uhm, hi,” she
said, crossing an arm across her chest. “I uh, couldn’t’ find my
clothes.”

“Oh you don’t
need clothes, dear. We like you the way you are,” Veronica said,
grinning appreciatively.

Danielle
blushed anew and Veronica laughed and gave her a quick hug.

“Do you really
feel that embarrassed about your body?” she asked. “I mean, it’s
not like you have anything to be embarrassed about. You have an
incredible body. Hannah says you do a lot of sports.”

“Uhm, yeah,”
Danielle said.

“You’re very
toned. You have a great ass. But I’m sure you know that.”

She gave
Dannie’s bottom a light squeeze, then drew back. “And speaking of
your bottom… how did you get down here?’

“Well, I undid
the clips on these and…”

“Did anyone
tell you you could free yourself?” Veronica asked patiently.

“Well, no but –
I had to go to the bathroom.”

Veronica gave
her a patient look. “You know, slut,” she said, with a little
smile, “That you’re not supposed to free yourself once you’re all
tied up.”

“Then you
should tie me up better,” Danielle said.

Veronica
laughed. “Yes, I suppose so. In the meantime, though, I’m afraid
you really will have to be punished.”

She gave her a
wicked little smile, and Danielle felt her groin throb with
anticipation even as a sense of annoyance rose inside her. Were
they still playing these silly games?

On the other
hand, those silly games had been more than a little exciting
yesterday.

“Turn,”
Veronica said with a sudden mock scowl.

She gathered
Danielle’s wrists in her hands and drew them back behind her, then
clipped them together again as Danielle sighed with mock
impatience.

“Could I get a
coffee first?” she asked.

“If you beg,
you might be allowed to have some coffee later,” Veronica said.

She put a hand
on the back of Danielle’s neck and marched her across the room to
the living room, then pushed forward and down, bending her over the
back of the sofa.

“Spread your
legs, slut,” she said pleasantly.

Danielle did,
heart starting to pound, and felt the woman’s finger trace the line
of her sex.

“That’s the
side of you we like to see the most,” Veronica teased.

Her finger
rubbed across Dannie’s clit, and a moment later Danielle felt her
hands on her buttocks, then her tongue twisting circles around the
now-throbbing little button. She felt her muscles clench as the
woman’s lips closed and she began to suck and lick with the same
precise, expertise she’d demonstrate the previous night – or
really, earlier that morning.

It only took a
minute to get her warmed up, to get her pussy throbbing and
pulsing, her insides quivering with excitement, her breasts hot,
her nipples tingling. Then she felt the penetration, first of the
woman’s fingers, then of some kind of dildo which slid up inside
her.

Then a hand
gripped her thick hair and firmly pulled her back upright.

“And no, that
was not your punishment,” Veronica said, guiding her around the
sofa and across to a straight-backed chair.

She sat down
and looked up at Danielle, standing beside her, face flushed.

“I think a
spanking is in order, young lady,” she said sternly.

Danielle
swallowed nervously, feeling her skin redden further.

“Across my lap.
Right now,” Veronica ordered.

“Do I have to?”
Danielle asked reluctantly. “I mean, I’m not really big on
pain.”

“Big baby,”
Veronica snorted.

She gripped her
arm and pulled her forward, and Danielle reluctantly bent over and
grunted as she was laid across the woman’s lap.

“Now, it will
go easier on you if you apologize and ask for punishment,” Veronica
said sternly.

“I-I’m sorry,”
Danielle said, panting, upside down.

She got a sharp
slap to the bottom as a reward.

“That was not
adequate,” Veronica said. “The correct phrasing is to apologize to
your mistress for what you did, which in this case was freeing
yourself without permission, tell your mistress you need to be
punished, and ask her to please punish you – or in this place,
spank you. Do you think you can do that, slut?”

She was
fingering and twisting the dildo as she spoke, her fingers stroking
across Danielle’s clit, and Danielle’s voice was breathless as she
replied.

“I-I’m sorry
for freeing myself without permission, Mistress,” she panted. “I
deserve to be punished. Please spank me, mistress.”

“Louder, little
slut. Beg.”

“Please spank
me, Mistress!”

“Louder.”

“Please spank
me, mistress,” Danielle cried, face red.

She got a spank
to the bottom and yelped.

“Nasty little
slut,” Veronica said.

She alternated
between spanking and using the dildo, giving her pleasure, then
pain to draw her back from the storm of pleasure, then pleasure to
dampen the pain. Danielle’s bottom was hot and sore, but her
insides were throbbing with hunger, and her body trembling with
lust and excitement.

Whenever
Veronica began to stroke her clit Danielle’s hips rolled up
wantonly, and a hot, churning sexual need swept over her. She was
literally trembling with sexual excitement when a strange voice
called out.

“Good morning,
V. I see we’re up early and having fun.”

At first she
cringed at the new voice, and then when she realized it was a
strange voice Danielle felt a crashing wave of embarrassment and
tried to wriggle free of Veronica’s lap.
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“Good morning,
Rachel, I see you’ve arrived early.”

“We made good
time on the roads.”

“Stop
squirming, you,” Veronica ordered, slapping Danielle’s bottom
sharply.

“Get me that
vibrator, will you, Rachel?” she asked, fingering Dannie’s
clit.

A moment later
Danielle heard the vibrator snap on, and shuddered as it was played
across her clit. The dildo was pumped in and out, the vibrator made
her clitoris pulse and shudder, and she new she would not be able
to stop the impending orgasm.

“That’s it.
Come for me. Come for me, cum-slut,” Veronica said, pulling back on
Danielle’s hair, forcing her head up and back. “Come for me,
cum-slut.”

A hand slid
under her chest and fondled her breast, and Dannie didn’t even know
whose it was! Nor did she care, though, as the orgasm rolled over
her in waves and she bucked and jerked and grunted and moaned in
pleasure as it shook her body with the force of its power.

She sagged
weakly, and now the pressure of the intense need had faded and she
felt a tremendous sense of embarrassment as she was pulled up and
back and rolled over to face the new woman.

“Let’s put you
on your knees where you belong, shall we come-slut?” Veronica
said.

The new woman
was a black woman, in her late thirties perhaps, with very fine,
short hair. She was a handsome woman, and her skin was very, very
black, her lips and nose full, her breasts large under a tank top.
Danielle sagged to her knees, and then gasped as Veronica slapped
her breast lightly.

“Legs apart.
You know better. Come on. Back straight. Do we need another
spanking?”

And so Danielle
quickly assumed the position she had been taught the previous
night, sitting on her heels, knees wide, back straight, wrists
caught together behind her back. Her face was red with
embarrassment as the black woman smiled down at her, though, and
her insides fluttered in churned as the embarrassment mounted and
she looked around desperately for somewhere to hide.

Veronica saved
her the trouble of speaking when she pulled a bit gag in against
her mouth, jammed it in, then pulled the straps back behind her
head.

“I was just
about to get coffee,” Veronica said, brushing her pants and moving
across the room to the kitchen. “You stay and keep the come slut
company. How’s the job going?”

“Fine, as
always, Rachael said, squatting next to Danielle.

“And where did
you find this pretty little girl?” she asked, coming the bangs out
of Dannie’s hair, then eyeing her firm young breasts.

“She’s the
friend and occasional lover of a friend and occasional lover,”
Veronica said from the kitchen.

“You have
really great breasts,” the woman said, cupping and squeezing them
lightly. “Have you considered getting your nipples pierced? I think
they’d look really sexy with rings in them.”

Danielle
dropped her eyes, horribly self-conscious and embarrassed, not
knowing what to think or how to react.

“She’s still
shy,” Veronica called out.

“I’m sure
you’ll take care of that, V!” the woman laughed.

“Let’s go out
on the deck,” Veronica said.

“An excellent
idea,” Rachel replied.

She gave one of
Dannie’s nipples a pinch, then half turned her and undid her
restraints, freeing her wrists. An instant later, however, she was
pulling forward on her collar, putting her on all fours. She
produced a leash from somewhere snapped it to the collar, and then
stood up. “Now you’re going to be good, aren’t you?” she said
sternly, pulling on the leash.

Danielle didn’t
know how to respond. She wanted to run away and hide, but that
didn’t seem to be an option, and somehow she felt that fighting
against it, that reacting, or rather, overreacting and making a
scene, would be even more embarrassing than just going along with
something the two women were apparently treating as routine and not
at all remarkable.

Veronica
returned, and Rachel pulled on the leash, and Dannie, heart
pounding, face still red, crawled forward on all fours as the leash
pulled on her collar, her head spinning as she tried to figure out
how she should respond.

They crawled
out onto the deck, where the two older women sat down. Rachel
directed Dannie to kneel, and frowned until she knelt “properly”,
displaying her pussy and the dildo protruding from it.

“That’s a good
girl,” she said, patting her head.

She turned to
Veronica, “She’s beautiful,” she said admiringly.

“Yes, she is,
and her body is so toned.”

“Yes, I
noticed.”

“Under-trained,
though. She’s only a het slumming.”

“I’m sure we
can teach her.”

Veronica
chuckled.

“Are the others
as beautiful as her?”

“Almost.
There’s a cute as a button little brunette, and a blonde with big
tits and gorgeous long hair.”

“I love
training blondes.”

The two women
chuckled again.

They spoke
about ordinary things, jobs they both did, a vacation Veronica had
had, and Danielle began to lose some of her self-consciousness.
Moreover, as that happened, she began to get a renewed sense of
dark, kinky excitement from kneeling nude before these two women, a
dildo protruding from her shaven sex.

Veronica leaned
over, then, a large vibrator in her hand. It was pink, and had a
small clit tickler at the base.

“Rise up,
slut,” she ordered, squatting before her.

Face flushed,
Danielle rose up, and the woman slid the dildo out of her, then set
the vibrator on its base on the floor underneath, positioning the
head against her slit.

“All right,
sink down, slut.”

Danielle did,
moaning softly as the vibrator slid up inside her. She sank all the
way down, until the clit tickler was firmly pressed up across her
clitoris, then Veronica turned on the device and moved back to her
chair.

The vibrator
was thick and long, and firmly embedded in her pussy. The clit
tickler buzzed and quivered and rubbed from side to side in a very
light motion that was soon making it almost impossible to keep
still as ordered.

“I’ll go see
what’s keeping the others,” Veronica said, pushing back her chair.
“You put our little slut through her paces. See what she learned in
only a few hours yesterday.”

Rachel stood up
with a smile, and held the crop in her hand.

“All right,
little slut. Let’s see how much you have learned,” she said.

She scowled
suddenly, then snapped her fingers at her feet. Danielle fell
forward onto her hands and knees and quickly crawled in and around
to kneel beside her. The woman moved forward, and then pointed. “On
your back, slut. Knees back.”

There followed
a variety of positions that she and the other girls had been made
to perform the previous evening, most of them revealing. It was
much more embarrassing doing it now, before this woman she barely
knew and had barely met. But whenever she hesitated or was too
slow, whenever she didn’t properly position her body, the crop
sliced down across her bottom and stung her.

And, in fact,
little thought was required to obey. With the sexual heat filling
her and practically coming out of her ears as steam, she began to
get into the wild, nasty, kinky scene again, spreading her legs and
showing herself off for the woman.

Then Hannah
appeared, walking Zoe on the end of a leash. The brunette seemed to
be every bit as excited and aroused by the dark, nasty scene as she
had been the previous evening, and crawled cat-like across the
deck, not gagged, but breathing heavily as Hannah led her off the
deck and up against a bush.

“All right.
Here. If you want to pee this is the place you do it,” she said,
holding a crop in her hand.

Zoe’s face was
red, but she spread her legs wider, lowered her crotch, and then
began to urinate there in the dirt beside the bush. It was at the
same time both embarrassing and kinkily exciting to watch, for the
girl resembled some kind of dark, sexual beast as she positioned
herself and released her bladder.

Well, Zoe was
rarely embarrassed by anything anyway.

Veronica
returned, with Katy on a leash, and the three of them knelt, legs
spread, excited, quivering with sexual tension, as Veronica, Hannah
and Rachel sat and sipped tea and coffee.

Katy then had a
strap-on attached, Zoe was bent on all fours, and licked at
Danielle’s pussy as Katy thrust into her from behind. All three
girls soon climaxed violently as the three older women looked on in
amusement. Then Katy, Dannie and Zoe were placed on their knees,
side by side, licking pussy, and being taught how to lick pussy
properly.

Afterwards they
were given breakfast – in bowls and plates on the deck, eaten
without hands, and then were released to get some sun, to swim and
play, and to use the seadoos for a while.

“Yeah, it’s
fucking sick and perverted, but it’s fucking fun,” Zoe said as they
lay on the dock getting tanned.

It started to
rain so they went inside, all except Katy, who, because she started
to go inside without being given permission, was left outside, tied
to a post, to be rained on.

Inside, she and
Zoe were challenged to see who could be the better stripper, and
put on some moves while the other three laughed, made comments,
and, in Hannah’s case, took videos – which they would watch on the
big screen TV, but which, they were assured, would be immediately
destroyed while they watched.

She and Zoe
played “dress-up”, putting on various things the other women
produced and then stripping them off as sensuously as possible,
eagerly watching the videos as they were fingered and licked and
driven to orgasm.

Then they did
the positions, then again, which Dannie thought was just an excuse
really for the other women to snap the crops across their
bottoms.

She and Zoe did
a sixty nine on the floor while the women watched, and then Katy
was brought in, wet and shivering, and she and Zoe were ordered to
warm her up, tonguing and licking and rubbing against her.

They had a deep
throat contest. She and Zoe could both deep throat, though Zoe was
better at it, but Katy had never mastered the art, and she was
taunted and teased and forced to try harder, choking and gagging on
the dildos pushed into her mouth.

And then she
wound up in bed with Rachel, and it was somehow less a game and
more intimate there under the covers, their hands stroking each
other, caressing each other, their lips together, their tongues
sliding together as they ground their pussies against one
another.

Rachel made her
come repeatedly, first with her fingers, then her tongue, then a
vibrator and dildo. She was in charge the whole time, positioning
Danielle as she wanted, sometimes on her back, ankles pushed back
as she thrust into her with a strap-on, sometimes on all fours as
she mounted her from behind, sometimes on her back as she rode her
face.

And then she
left her on the bed hog tied, gagged, and a vibrator stuffed into
her pussy. Dannie groaned into the gag, panting and groaning at the
tight bondage, her back arched sharply, her nipples tight little
pinpricks of excitement and need, her pussy quivering as the
vibrator forced her sex lips apart.

Of course, the
bondage wasn’t as tight as it could have been, her back not arched
as sharply as it might have been, and the vibrator not as thick as
it could have been.

“Patience,”
Veronica whispered as she looked in over Rachel’s shoulder. “The
training is best when they enjoy it, when they don’t even know
they’re being trained. We have lots of time.”

“The little one
is really into it,” Rachel said.

“So is this
one. The way she makes little jokes about things when you order her
to do things, the way she rolls her eyes and laughs, – that’s to
cover just how exciting she finds it. She just can’t admit how
turned on it all makes her.”

Later on
Danielle found herself being dragged slowly across the floor by the
ankles, which were attached to chains that were fed up high along
the columns going up to the ceiling. She gasped as her legs rose,
as her hips slid forward, as they rose and then her back and
finally all of her was hanging from her ankles, legs spread
obscenely wide. They pulled her wrists down and out and shackled
them in place, and then took turns driving her crazy with their
tongues and vibrators, while simultaneously ‘whipping” her with a
very light flog that hardly stung at all.

Then they left
her like that, with a large vibrator stuffed into her pussy and a
large dildo forced deep into her ass, gagged, and totally helpless,
and so exhausted she fell asleep.

She wakened
from time to time to find herself in a muzzy, fuzzy state, half
conscious, somewhat delirious, not sure what was going on.

Sunday was the
same; Sex, sex, and more sex, more positioning, more dancing, more
videos, more games, along with some swimming, some water-skiing,
and of course, more sex and games. And at the end of the evening
she was led, crawling, into a large cage, where she was to spend
the night. It was more kink, but she was so exhausted she didn’t
really care, and curled up and fell asleep in the cage as the door
was locked behind her.

*

It felt strange
to wear clothes.

That was what
Dannie thought as she looked at herself in the mirror. Then she and
the girls gathered downstairs, said good bye, got into the car, and
headed back to town.

“Well that was
an experience,” she said.

All of them
were a little shell-shocked by the events of the weekend, and much
of the ride passed in silence save for occasional small-talk about
the scenery.

“I need a
vacation to recover from our long weekend,” Katy grunted as she
pulled herself out of the car and brought her never used suitcase
upstairs.

“It was an
experience,” Danielle said.

“It was fucking
fun,” Zoe said, “But fucking sick fun.”

She was to say
that a lot over the coming days.

Over the
following week, they got back into the routine of schoolwork. Not
much changed, save that they were much more likely, now, to engage
in a little fondling, groping, and sex, and that the girls tended
to wear fewer clothes around the dorm room.

Where before
they would lounge around in the evening in pajamas or jeans, now it
was almost always lingerie, and where before they might have
“messed around” once every week or two, now it was almost every
evening.

Katy confessed
she’d had her boyfriend tie her up, and then Zoe said she’d had
hers make her crawl for him.

Zoe teased more
often, now, and seemed to be inviting punishment, which she got
more often, tied up, spanked, and otherwise “tortured” by the other
two girls.

Danielle had
darker fantasies than she’d used to have, often involving herself
being bound and abused by handsome men – though sometimes by
women.

But this was
the real world, where such things were not spoken about, and she
certainly didn’t volunteer any information about the weekend to her
other friends at school, much less her family when she contacted
them.

Two weeks or so
after the long weekend she was sitting in an half circle
amphitheatre in her black skirt, thin, gray silk blouse, and
blazer, taking notes as she listened to the professor drone on
about the subtexts between gender communications. She let her eyes
scan the room, particularly at the attractive co-eds, and wonder
just what kind of weird, kinky stuff they might have been up to –
if any. Was everybody doing weird, kinky stuff in their dorms, or
just the three of them?

They were
looking for an apartment somewhere that the noise of their games,
especially the many loud, sharp cracks of flesh on flesh, weren’t
audible beyond the door.

She twirled a
long length of hair around her finger as her mind ran from dinner,
to what club to go to, to boyfriend possibilities among her male
classmates, to what she should write for her political science
project, but thoughts of sex were never terribly far from her mind,
one way or another.

She returned to
the dorm room after a long day at class, and felt a sudden jarring
excitement at finding Hannah there. The girl was holding a thin
crop, and looking down at Zoe, who was on her knees on the floor,
naked, chest and face pressed against the floor, arms stretched
out, a dildo protruding from her ass and a vibrator sticking out of
her pussy.

Hannah gave her
a lazy grin. “Well, Danielle, and I wonder how well you’ve
remembered your lessons,” she purred.

She raised a
foot and put it on Zoe’s upraised bottom, bringing the bottom of
her shoe down on the base of the dildo and vibrator, pressing them
deeper, and causing Zoe to gasp and moan in pain.

Dannie felt
nearly equal mixtures of annoyance and flaring excitement. Hannah’s
presumption that the game they’d played over the long weekend
carried over into real life was silly. And she felt the desire to
put her in her place quickly about it. On the other hand, the sight
of Zoe positioned so lewdly was an erotic one, and she felt a
surging urge to position herself in the same way as her pussy began
to throb and pulse.

“I’m not really
feeling in the mood, Hannah,” she said, pride winning out as she
moved to the desk and set down her book bag. “And I have studying
to do for poli-science.”


“Polic-science?” Hannah echoed in disbelief. “Who cares about
poli-science?”

“I do,”
Danielle said primly, pulling the chair out and sitting down.

Hannah came
over to stand behind her. “I bet I could make you care more about
other things,” she cooed, running her fingers through Dannie’s
hair.

Dannie brushed
her hands back in annoyance. “No, I have to get this done,” she
said.

“Oh Slave Zoe,
I think Slave Dannie needs some encouraging,” Hannah said.

She tilted
Dannie’s chair back, and half turned it. Dannie reached back for
her to push her away, and the chair fell forward again onto all
four legs. But Hannah, giggling, caught hold of her wrists and
pulled them back behind her head, forcing her to arch back across
the back of the chair. And Zoe then crawled in between her legs,
lifted them up and apart, pushed her skirt back, and pushed her
face in against her naked crotch.

Dannie gasped.
She rarely wore panties when she wore long skirts, and Zoe’s tongue
slid up between the lips of her sex in a smooth, moist, warm,
sensual way which had her pussy spasming in reaction.

“Zoe!” she
cried.

“That’s Slave
Zoe, slut,” Hannah taunted her, as Dannie struggled to pull her
wrists free.

Zoe had lifted
her legs up and pushed them back, and with the way Dannie was half
bent across the back of the chair she had no leverage to resist as
the small girl began to lick energetically around her clit. The
licking had an instantaneous affect, and as her pussy began to
throb and pulse Dannie’s heart beat louder and her determination to
resist began to melt away.

Hannah got
something – a belt – something around her wrists and pulled it
downwards harder, then managed to tie it around something so that
her own hands were free. She leaned over Dannie and squeezed her
breasts, then undid the buttons down the center of her blouse and
slid her hands down into the blouse and into her cups, fondling and
groping her roughly as Dannie gasped and complained and demanded –
with fading irritation – to be let loose.

“You guys –
would you – would you – stop it… get off me!” she gasped. “Don’t!
Zoe! Shit! Unghhh! Hannah! S-stop it!”

Zoe’s mouth was
working her into a state of helpless hunger with frightening speed,
and Dannie’s strength of will faded to little more than an effort
to not be seen as a weakling, to try and pretend to still resist
even as her body flared and crackled with sexual tension, hunger
and need.

Hannah
abandoned mauling her breasts, then knelt beside the chair, a thick
dildo in her hand that she was just finishing lubing up in a jar.
She eased it in under Zoe’s chin, rubbing and twisting the head
against Danielle’s anal opening as Dannie gasped and cursed and
complained.

“Don’t! Oh! Oh!
No! Hannah! Oww! Ohhh! Noo!”

She squirmed
and twisted, and Hannah pushed the dildo deeper, then with the
front third lodged within Dannie’s ass, she moved behind Zoe and
gripped Dannie’s ankles, lifting them up and back, forcing her
knees back against her shoulders. She laughed at Dannie’s protests,
moved behind the chair, and found a rope – probably she had brought
it with her, Dannie thought dazedly, which she tied around Dannie’s
legs, binding them to the back of the chair.

Now totally
helpless, Dannie could do nothing but gasp and moan as Hannah
returned to kneel in front of her and gripped the big dildo. She
twisted it from side to side as she pushed it forward. Zoe licked
energetically at her clit as the dildo was forced deeper, then
still deeper, as Dannie groaned and gasped and protested to no
avail.

“It’s too
long!”

“You took just
as long at the country house,” Hannah said, twisting the big dildo
from side to side pushing on it, ignoring Dannie’s groans and gasps
of pain.

It was a long,
thick dildo, but she jammed almost the whole of it into Dannie’s
ass, then got a second one and slid that much more easily into her
pussy while Zoe continued to lick and suck her clit to the point
Dannie was incapable of actual speech. She trembled and gasped and
moaned and cursed as Zoe’s mouth drove her into the heights of
orgasmic pleasure, and then pushed her over the edge.

There was no
hiding it, and she didn’t try, gurgling and twisting and bucking as
the orgasm tore through her.

The orgasm
seemed to go and on, and then after fading, started up again,
setting her into paroxysms of twisting, writhing and trembling,
then again, then again, as Hannah twisted and pulled at her
nipples, pumped the dildo in her pussy, and Zoe licked furiously at
her burning hot little clit.

She was almost
at another orgasm when Zoe backed off, and Hannah leaned over her,
fully clothed, but with a big dildo strapped to her groin. She
pulled the dildo out of Dannie’s pussy, inserted the second, then
leaned into her while holding the back of the chair.

“Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh! Oh! Ungh! Ohh! Ungh!” Dannie gasped as the woman began to
thrust down into her, to fuck her with the big dildo.
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Dannie was very
doubtful about the wisdom of it all, but underlying her protests
was an excitement which defeated her unease.

The dildo
Hannah had shoved up her ass was very thick, but just long enough
for her to get almost all of it inside herself. Only a tiny rounded
bit peered out from her half open sphincter. The vibrator up her
pussy was almost as thick, with a kind of clip which pressed up
against the top of her sex – against her clit to be exact. And it
was remote controlled.

There were
clips on her exquisitely stiff, sensitive nipples connected to two
thin wires which went to the battery in its pack strapped just
below her breasts. That too was remote controlled. Over it all she
wore her one of Zoe’s dresses. Of course, the dress on her was
dangerously short and almost uncomfortably tight. Zoe was equipped
in the same fashion, but dressed in one of her own sluttier club
dresses – and she had quite a few of those.

The challenge
was to go dancing, meet people, and try to ignore what was going on
between their legs. They were going to a party across campus, and
it promised to be both noisy and crowded. Hannah was coming too,
though Katy had begged off for a prior date with the boyfriend.

Things started
out not too badly. The buzzing in her pussy was very low, and the
presence of the two thick objects inside her was more of a mental
arousal than physical. However, it did feel a bit awkward walking,
and she had to sit down carefully.

Once at the
club, the pounding music, flashing lights, and sweet scent of pot
in the air acted with the first drinks they had to calm them
somewhat. Both girls were hit on frequently by guys, and danced
with them with an air of shimmering sexual tension inside them.
Hannah practically disappeared, for they didn’t notice her.

But then the
vibrators started buzzing to life, and the clips on their nipples
began to buzz and throb in a way which was just short of painful.
The buzzing would come to life for a few seconds at a time,
usually, but sometimes for longer. Sitting at a table with half a
dozen other people, Dannie could tell that Zoe’s was on full tilt
from the way the girl’s eyes were clenched, the way she was holding
the table, and the way she was clearly fighting to not squirm in
her seat.

Dannie’s came
to life then, and she dropped a hand to her groin beneath the
table, squeezing in against her short skirt as the vibrator purred
away at her, the head deep inside her twisting from side to side in
a way which made her shudder. Her nipples ached and throbbed, and
she had a hard time concentrating on whatever it was the guy next
to her was saying.

She clenched
her jaw to keep from making any sounds, and tried to show nothing
as the vibrator ate away at her calmness, and her nipples throbbed
and crackled with sexual electricity.

Hannah worked
the vibrators with cruel precision, keeping both girls in a state
of hyper excitement, but easing off before either could climax.
Dannie, frazzled and trembling, had finally had enough, and decided
she was going to have her orgasm no matter what. She excused
herself and headed through the crowd to the bathroom as quickly and
yet calmly as she could manage.

Hannah caught
her arm as she was about to enter the bathroom.

“And where do
we think we’re going?” she asked.

“Hannah! T-To
the bathroom,” she said breathlessly.

“Are you sure
that’s all you need to do, because I’m going to come in with you
and make sure you don’t do anything else,” Hannah said.

Dannie looked
at her helplessly, her hair spilling across her forehead, her mind
fuzzy with sexual tension.

“I think I know
what you really want,” Hannah said, taking her arm and steering her
further up the hall.

She abruptly
pushed open the door to what appeared to be a janitor’s closet and
dragged Dannie inside, then closed the door behind her. Inside was
a single overhead bulb which gave off a dim light after Hannah
pulled the chain.

“You’ll like
this, little slut,” she purred.

She abruptly
pulled the dress up and over Dannie’s head, leaving her naked.
Dannie squirmed and squeezed her thighs together, and her hand went
between her legs. But Hannah drew her wrists back behind her and
tied them together, then led her to the back of the narrow closer.
There was a door low on the wall there, a door no more than waist
high. She opened the door and pulled out a thick box, then motioned
Dannie inside.

Confused, but
her mind too fuzzy to resist, Dannie shifted so that she was
squatting, wrists crossed behind her, and then duck walked forward
inside. She was surprised to find light coming from ahead, and that
it deeper than she had thought, and further surprised when Hannah
pushed the box in behind her. That forced her to go further in, and
she saw brighter light now, rounded openings at the end of the
little space, and on either side.

The pressure of
the box forced her further, and she knelt as it pushed in behind
her, looking through the holes, and realizing with a shock, that
they gave way into a bathroom, a men’s room.

Abruptly, a
figure passed in front of the light ahead of her, and then she
gasped and tried to move back as a long, thin cock slid through the
opening, the head pushing against her nose.

The box behind
her kept her from going back, and she stared at the cock in
amazement, her mind flustered and twisting. The vibrator came to
life, just then, and her nipples began to buzz and throb. She
stared at the stiff erection in front of her, her wrists pulling
feebly against the rope binding them together, and then as if in a
dream, she leaned forward and slipped her lips over the head,
groaning as she began to suck and lick.

She bobbed her
lips up and down the length of it, moaning to herself as she
squeezed her thighs together around the buzzing vibrator. Then
another cock slid in from her right, pushing against her ear, and a
third cock slid in from her left.

*

Zoe was in an
even worse state than Danielle. She had always been oversexed and
relatively uninhibited, and now her pussy was burning with an
undeniable need. And being in a crowd only made it more sinfully
wicked and thus more wildly exciting.

She was not
surprised to find Rachel, the Black woman from the country house,
dancing seductively against her as she writhed in wanton, sexual
hedonism on the dance floor, and made no effort whatsoever to
resist as the woman danced with her and slid her hands up and down
her trembling young body. Nor did she resist when she was led into
a back room, and found another black woman there.

“Strip,” the
woman ordered as Rachel closed the door behind her.

Zoe slid her
thin dress off quickly, eyes shining with excitement, glassy with
hunger and booze. She moaned as Rachel drew her wrists together
behind her and bound them there, and sank to her knees in front of
the other woman as she slid her own dress down and off.

Then she gaped,
thinking her eyes were deceiving her. The woman had nice breasts,
rounded curing hips, and a cock – a thick, stiff black cock. She
also had a pussy beneath it, and Zoe was still gaping when the
woman(?) gripped her by the hair and pushed her/his cock into Zoe’s
mouth.

A part of Zoe’s
mind woke up and she tried to twist free, the sudden thought that
she was cheating on her boyfriend causing her considerable concern.
But the heat was flaring within her, and the woman was quite
obviously not a man, even if she had a cock, and it was all too
much for the intoxicated young college girl, who moaned and began
to suck on the woman’s cock as the vibrator inside her buzzing
powerfully.

Her orgasm was
building, and she knew she couldn’t have stopped it even if she had
wanted to. And she didn’t want to.

The woman had
no balls, which was interesting, and no hair, which made her cock
seem cleaner and longer. Zoe swallowed it with ease, moaning as she
looked up at the woman, and then, realizing the new possibilities
of the pussy immediately below, she began to try to work her tongue
on the clit at the same time.

*

It was hard to
think. And Dannie did very little thinking. She swayed dazedly on
her knees, her lips wrapped around a thick cock as it pumped in and
out. There was come in her hair, come in her ears, come trickling
slowly down her chest. She blinked her eyes. She thought she must
have come in her eyelashes.

The orgasm
she’d had as she sucked her first cock had done little to diminish
the hunger inside her. She had realized almost at once that she was
in a kind of box in the men’s room, in a box naked, surrounded by
men, and with cocks sticking through the holes at her in a
never-ending demand to be serviced.

A part of her
was horrified by what she was doing, but that part of her was
standing off in a corner, staring in appalled silence. She sucked
and moaned and licked at cock after cock, turning her head first
this way, then that way, then forward, then back as come trickled
down her head and face.

This was
insane! And yet she was transfixed, unable to keep from wrapping
her lips around every fresh cock that slid through one of the
holes, giving herself to the wild, unrestrained sluttishness of
felating cock after cock after cock, and tasting their semen on her
lips and tongue.

And all the
while the vibrator purred and buzzed, and drover her to orgasm
after orgasm as she squeezed her thighs together and shuddered and
bucked and ground her hips in wild excitement.

She didn’t even
know who they were!

Much more
importantly, of course: they didn’t know who she was. They couldn’t
see her. No one could see her. It was as anonymous as sex could
ever be. And besides, it wasn’t really sex, was it? It was just
blow jobs.

*

There was a
second hermaphrodite! She was a big titted blonde woman, and she
and Rachel lifted Zoe to her feet, lifted her wrists up high behind
her, thus forcing her to bend over, and then fastened them there
somehow, tying her in place. Then a blindfold had gone over her
eyes just as the blonde had drawn the vibrator free, and slid her
own cock up into Zoe’s tight little puss.

The petit girl
felt a wild, hot flash of excitement and heat, and moaned around
the cock in her mouth as the other one pushed deep and began to
thrust. Her small breasts were pointed downwards, the clips pulling
her nipples, and soon hands were pawing and groping them as her
hips were struck by the impact of the blonde woman thrusting
against her.

It was all so
incredibly wild and slutty and kinky! Orgasm after orgasm flashed
through her as she sucked and her body was pounded and fondled and
caressed, and the vibrator was rubbed back and forth across her
clit. And it took her a while to realize, as the hermaphrodite’s
cock came out, then slid back, came out, then slid back, that it
wasn’t the same cock at all, that it was a different cock. But what
did that matter.

And then, at
some point the thought occurred to her that they might be men, that
the hands groping her smooth young flesh were awfully large and
sometimes rough feeling, and the cocks thrusting into her were
harder and thicker. And then she knew, in some part of herself,
that it was men using her, fucking her mouth and pussy. A part of
her was horrified at that, her face flaming at the thought men were
gathered around her, leering at her naked, bent over body, groping
and fondling and molesting her. But she was too overcome with
sexual heat and alcoholic haze to really care beyond the pleasure
and excitement.

“Ahhhh!” she
groaned, her mouth free just then, someone grinding the vibrator
back and forth across her clit as someone else thrust a stiff cock
into her pussy from behind.

“You like that,
little bitch?” she heard a woman purr. “Do you like that!?”

“Yesss!” Zoe
half sobbed. “Oh! Oh! Oh!”

The cock in her
pussy drew back.

“Nasty little
bitch,” the woman said. “You need to be punished, you nasty
slut.”

And she felt a
stinging blow across her backside that made her cry out.

But the
vibrator was still grinding against her clit, and Zoe shuddered and
rolled her hips, even as another blow cut across her bottom, then
another, then another. And then the orgasm hit and she cried out in
pleasure and pain as someone thrust a dildo deep into her pussy,
and pumped both that one and the one in her ass in and out as the
blows continued to rain down on her overheated bottom.

*

Not only cocks
had come through the little holes. The long neck of a bottle had
been passed through on numerous occasions, so that beer spilled
down across her body. Sometimes Zoe had gotten her mouth under the
bottle, and sometimes around it, and sometimes she hadn’t tasted a
thing as beer poured over her head or shoulders or breasts.

But she got
enough of it to be much drunker now than she’d been when she was
pushed into this box. That helped with what was left of her
inhibitions, and helped to wash down some of the semen she had
swallowed

And it helped
when the box was abruptly opened and she was dragged, dazedly out
into the bright light of the men’s room and into the eager, waiting
hands of a half dozen men, most of them middle aged.

All of them
with hard erections.

*

“Gender is the
socially projected component of human sexuality. Perhaps the best
way to understand gender is to understand it as a process of social
presentation. Because gender roles are delineated by behavioral
expectations and norms, once individuals know those expectations
and norms, the individual can adopt behaviors that project the
gender they wish to portray”

Danielle
clicked the forward button and the next image appeared on the
computer, and was then projected onto the screen overhead. She
faced about twenty students in the class, and the presentation was
worth a quarter of the course’s marks. She had prepared well, and
spoke in a firm voice as she looked up from her notes on the podium
before her. She wore a soft, ankle length gray and blue tartan
dress, and had a small Celtic cross dangling from a silver chain
around her throat.

Ms.
Livingstone, the teacher, sat in the far corner of the room, taking
notes, and Danielle deliberately did not look her way for any sign
of what she was thinking. These things were so subjective it was
hard to tell what mark you’d get. Maybe it depended on
Livingstone’s mood.

“One can think
of gender like a role in a theatrical play - there are specific
behaviors and norms associated with genders just like there are
lines and movements associated with each character in a play.
Adopting the behaviors and norms of a gender leads to the
perception that someone belongs in that gender category.”

*

A sudden
shock-wave of embarrassment, alarm, heat and confusion swept over
her as the men surrounded her. Someone pulled her up and back by
the hair, and a hand was thrust between her legs. Other hands
clumsily groped her buttocks and breasts as they laughed and their
wild eyes feasted on her nude young flesh.

Hands were all
over her, groping, stroking, squeezing, pinching, and now she was
turned and roughly bent over the low box, her knees kicked apart.
And already a man was on the other side of the narrow box, gripping
her hair, his cock inches from her mouth.

“Oh!”

His cock pushed
into her mouth and she gurgled as she felt the lips of her sex
being pinched and pulled open. Fingers gripped the vibrator as male
laughter rent the air. It was twisted and pumped in and out, and a
moment later the dildo in her anus was also pulled and pushed,
twisted and thrust. Hands groped her breasts, and she gagged on the
cock as it was thrust into her throat.

She had no
control, now, over how fast and how deep it went, and the man’s
fingers clutched at her ears as he rammed his cock deep into her
throat and jammed her nose in against his pubic bone. Her attention
was divided, but really, most was focused on the cock jammed into
her throat, so much she paid little attention as the vibrator was
tugged free of its snug sheath, her legs spread wider still, and
then the warmth of flesh filled her as a stiff cock was driven home
in her pussy.

“Suck my cock,
you whore!” the man inside growled, his teeth wide, his eyes filled
with hunger as he pulled his stiff cock free, then thrust it into
her gasping mouth again.

“Fucking nice
tits!”

“Nice fucking
ass!”

“Tight bitch!
Ungh! Yeah, baby! You like that!? You like that!?”

The cock behind
her was thrusting, thrusting, thrusting, and hard hands dug into
her flanks as his body slapped against her upraised buttocks. Hands
jammed under her chest to grope and squeeze her breasts. Her throat
made a wet, choking sound as the man before her pumped his cock in
and out, driving it deep with every thrust, raping her throat and
mouth as he gasped and grunted in excitement.

A stinging slap
to her bottom made her flinch, and raucous male laughter rang out.
Her nose ached as it was jammed into the man’s pubic bone again and
again, and yet it tickled as he ground her nose in amongst his
thick, coarse pubic hair.

“Yeah! Yeah!
Swallow it, slut! Swallow that juice!” he cried.

The dildo in
her ass was pumping hard, deep, giving her cramps, and another slap
to the bottom made her body jerk. The cock in her mouth pulled
free, and semen trickled down onto her tongue, down over her lip as
she gasped raggedly for air. Then another man shouldered his way
forward and another cock, a thicker one, was thrust into her mouth
and down her throat.

Her legs were
spread wider so that one of her feet actually left the floor, and
the dildo was rammed in and out of her ass while the man fucking
her pussy shifted his directions, thrusting right, then left, up,
then down.

Her hair was
being pulled hard, as the man fucking her face jerked her forward
every time he thrust into her. The world swirled in red mist, black
dots dancing before her eyes as she became dazed from lack of air.
Then he pulled out, laughing as he fisted his cock, his juice
spitting into her face in thick white spurts as the others laughed
down at her.

*

“It was a very
good presentation, Danielle. Now the next presentation is by
Suzanne Peters,” Livingstone said as Dannie gathered her things and
sat back down with relief. She winced a bit as she sat, and shifted
her position on the chair, covertly eyeing those around to see if
anyone noticed. But no, they were all looking up at Suzanne.

She hadn’t been
in the men’s room so very long. They told her it had been over an
hour, but it hadn’t seemed that long. Still, it had been long
enough to have rough sex with ten or more men. The term gang-bang
came to mind, and every time it occurred to her Dannie considered
it with a mixture of exhilaration and self-doubt. From the safe
comfort of the classroom, with all these other casually dressed
young men and women, the wild events of the previous day seemed
bizarre, like a dark fantasy or wet dream.

A part of her
was horrified she’d let it happen, that she had taken part in such
a bizarre and sordid sexual scene. She felt filthy and nasty. But
another part of her felt a tremendous sense of wicked delight at
herself for being so wanton, so slutty, for having such a wild,
intensely sexual time, for doing what most other women only dreamed
about – and yet not getting caught at it.

For she’d
showered and bathed, and here she was wearing crisp, clean clothes,
her hair done nicely, and no one around her thought she was a slut,
none could see or sense the bruises on her thighs and buttocks or
the scratches and bites on her breasts. She didn’t feel dirty any
more, but a part of her thought of herself as dirty – but in a hot,
wicked, deliciously nasty way.

That didn’t
mean she didn’t feel resentment towards Hannah for putting her in
such a position. It was true she hadn’t offered up much – well any
– resistance, but she hadn’t known she was going to be gang banged!
Hannah had no right to take their little girl on girl games and
expand them to the point where she was being virtually gang raped
by strange men! Who the fuck did she think she was!?

Her thoughts
trailed off as she remembered Hannah coming in for her, with
Rachel, the two of them dragging her up off the floor, through a
narrow hallway, into a back room. They dumped her in a tub and
washed the come out of her hair and face and nose, their hands soft
and slick on her soapy body. Half conscious, she had squirmed and
moaned and gasped, and their soapy fingers had masturbated her to
orgasm despite her swollen, aching sex.

They had put
her in a chair, legs draped across the arms, and the evening had
ended as it had started, with Zoe between her legs, her tongue
driving Danielle wild, every stroke across her throbbing, aching,
exquisitely sensitive mons causing her hips to buck and jerk in
response, her swollen clit burning and throbbing as orgasm after
orgasm rippled through her tired, aching body.
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“Just hold it
tight,” Dannie said.

“I am!” Zoe
replied.

Dannie put
another screw into the screwhole on the base of the arm, then
placed the drill and squeezed the trigger. It gave a high pitched
whine and the screw was driven into the wall. Another followed,
then another as Zoe held the metal arm braced sideways.

“Okay, you can
let go.”

Zoe eased off
and Dannie tested the arm, pulling it in and out, up and down. She
picked up the flat screen TV and carefully slipped it into the
waiting notches at the end of the arm, then moved the TV from side
to side.

“”Pretty cool,”
Zoe said.

The little flat
screen was only about fourteen inches, and she’d gotten it on sale
at Target. Now she plugged it into the extension cord which ran up
the wall from the behind the bunk bed. Once the cable was attached
she’d have a little TV at beside, complete with headphones so she
could watch TV when the girls were asleep. She had a small DVD
player on the shelf next to her top bunk as well, so she could even
watch movies!

“You know, Mark
can hook this up to your computer, and with a wireless keyboard and
mouse you can work your computer from here too,” Zoe said.

“Really? That
would be awesome!” Dannie replied.

“He’s really
smart,” Zoe said.

Dannie nodded.
Her boyfriend was smart.

“And he’s
really good in bed.”

“Okay,” she
laughed.

“What do you
think of him?”

“I like him,
Zoe. Don’t worry.”

“Have you ever
thought about sleeping with him?”

“No! I mean,
he’s your boyfriend.”

Zoe shrugged
and pulled the bangs out of her eyes. “You know guys. He’s kind of
dropping hints.”

“What kind of
hints?”

“You know,
like, he’d like to see me and another girl.”

“Does he know
that you … “

“He doesn’t
know I mess around with you guys, but I’ve kind of teased him that
maybe I’ve done a thing or two with women, you know.”

“Almost all
guys want to do a little ménage a trois,” Dannie said.

“The thing is…
I’d kind of like to do something like that while he watches,” Zoe
said. “I think it would be super hot.”

Dannie wasn’t
surprised. Zoe had been an uninhibited girl at the start of the
semester, and her experiences since then had only served to make
her worse. She’d always been kind of an exhibitionist, too, so
Dannie could see how hot she’d find it being watched by her
boyfriend.

“Are you sure
he’d be okay with it?”

“He’d be so
hard his dick would explode,” Zoe said.

“And how would
you feel?”

“I’d be super
hot too.”

“I mean about
me fucking your boyfriend.”

Zoe shrugged.
“He’s not your type. I know that. I won’t feel threatened.”

The idea was
kind of hot. And her own inhibitions had taken a major pounding
over the past few weeks. The idea wasn’t nearly as embarrassing as
it would have been before her recent stint at the country house,
and the gang-bang she’d had last week.

“Do we just do
each other or do we do him too?”

Dannie felt a
shudder of excitement, and then a wave of strangeness. Was she
actually contemplating this – and so easily? Like it was no big
deal to have sex with a guy who wasn’t even dating her? Or to have
sex with Zoe while a guy watched?! What was happening to her?!

Zoe smiled
coyly.

*

They didn’t
tell Mark anything, of course. They let him come over to wire up
Dannie’s computer. And if Dannie was wearing little more than a
thin, short nightshirt with spaghetti straps when he arrived, well,
he was safely someone else’s boyfriend.

Not that that
kept him from eyeing her appreciatively.

Zoe herself was
wearing nothing but a somewhat oversized white shirt – his, after
all, with nothing beneath it. The two were playing the part of
having slept late. They sat on the third bed while Mark ran the
wires up to the TV on the top bunk, and when he was finished,
Danielle thanked him by sliding her hands behind his neck and
kissing him deeply. He didn’t resist – much, but she could tell
from the way he stiffened he was worried about how Zoe would
react.

But then she
pulled back, turned to Zoe and said “And thanks for asking him,
Zoe,” and then slid her hands behind the smaller girl’s head and
kissed her just as deeply, only holding it longer – and then
longer, as the gaping Mark looked on.

Her hands slid
down onto Zoe’s ass, and Zoe’s hands caressed her back, then slid
down to cup her own ass. Dannie brought a hand up between them and
cupped Zoe’s breast, and then as they stumbled back against the
wall, she nimbly undid the buttons down the front of the shirt and
pushed it back over her shoulders. With Zoe naked Dannie pushed the
spaghetti straps over her shoulders and let her loose nightshirt
fall to her waist, then slide past her hips to pool at her
feet.

Mark seemed
dazed as he looked on, saying nothing, gaping, as Dannie pushed Zoe
back onto the bed, their hands stroking and caressing each other.
She spread Zoe’s legs wide and licked her breasts, then licked her
way down between her legs, raising her own bottom high, kneeling on
the bed with her butt towards Mark as she began to eat Zoe’s
pussy.

Mark was
muttering and cursing as he watched, but showed no signs of joining
in until Zoe started to writhe and buck and arch and moan in
response to Dannie’s licking. Then Dannie felt his trembling hand
squeeze her ass briefly before his hard prick jabbed in against her
sex. She spread her legs more in invitation, and he thrust himself
home, somewhat roughly, and started to ride her as she ate Zoe into
an orgasm.

After he came
inside her, she and Zoe knelt beside the bed and took turns licking
and sucking on his cock and balls until he got hard again. Then Zoe
rode his cock while Dannie rode his tongue. After that, she and Zoe
did a sixty-nine, bringing each other to orgasms, and that inspired
him enough to fuck Dannie again.

It was a wild
day, to say the least, and she was pleased with herself afterwards,
giggling a little with Zoe over the look on her boyfriend’s face,
and the obvious excitement and awe he’d felt.

“I’m becoming
as much a slut as you,” she told the girl.

And she was,
she realized. And the very next night she was dancing and partying
at a club with some guy she’d barely met when she drunkenly agreed
to take part in the wet t-shirt contest the club held. That
involved dancing and writhing in time to music as they poured water
over a tissue-thin, cropped T-shirt which had done little to hide
her breasts even before it had gotten wet.

The spirit of
competition had gotten to most of the girls, and soon they were
wearing little more than the shirts and the thongs they’d worn
under dresses and jeans, and then the shirts were gone too, and in
a couple of cases so were the thongs.

Afterwards
she’d been so wild and hot she’d fucked the guy like an animal –
and the next morning she could barely remember what he looked like,
much less his name.

Then again, her
head had pounded so much the next morning she could barely remember
her own name.

Her hangover
was gone by noon, though, but she still wore dark glasses as she
accompanied Katy to a flea market and garage sale the neighborhoods
around the campus were holding.

“So how did you
feel?” Katy asked as they browed through the mixture of tables?

“I don’t know,
I was pretty pissed.”

“Yeah, but how
did it feel? Like, when you up were there and all those people were
watching you?”

“I wasn’t
alone. I mean, there were a dozen other girls there. I don’t know.
I felt… wild and hot. It weird being practically naked, all those
people shouting and cheering and staring at me. I felt … I don’t
know, almost like I could do anything. I almost pulled my thong off
too. I wanted to. I wanted to dance around naked and show them
everything. I’m not sure why I didn’t.”

“Maybe you
should go to the Bare Fox on amateur night,” Katy said with a
grin.

Dannie snorted.
“I don’t think so.”

“Why not?
Doesn’t the idea turn you on?”

Dannie
hesitated, eyeing a ninety year old German grammar book she’d
pulled from a box.

“It does, kind
of. I mean, imagine stripping and dancing in front of a bunch of
people, and by myself! That’s too scary, though. I’d need to be
really pissed to do that!”

It wasn’t as
scary as it would have been, however. She’d stripped in front of
the women at the country house, and she’d been seen naked – and a
lot more besides – by a good dozen men or so at the men’s room!

“I dare you!”
Katy said.

“Fuck you. You
do it! I dare you back!”

“I double dare
you!”

“I double dog
dare you!”

*

When the
invitation came, Dannie felt a jolt in her belly. It was an
engraved invitation from Veronica to visit her country house next
weekend. Formal dress not required, it said ironically.

Dannie felt a
squirming sense of excitement almost as soon as she read the words.
Yet she almost immediately dismissed the thought of going. They
were too freaky, too kinky at the country house. But at the same
time, the thought of going back and doing more kinky things made
her pulse and throb between the legs for hours afterwards whenever
she thought about it.

“I’m going,”
Katy said.

“I’m not,” Zoe
shook her head.

“You’re not?
You little slut. I thought you loved it.”

“I – did,” Zoe
said hesitantly. “But they’re really into it, and I’m afraid of
getting that much into it. I mean, Mark doesn’t mind tying me up
sometimes but he’s not really into it. I don’t think he’d like a
girlfriend who wanted to be spanked all the time.”

Katy nagged
her, but Dannie kept saying no. It wasn’t just that they were
kinky, and it wasn’t just the nervousness about what the women
there would want of them, it was the much like Zoe, a fear of
getting too deeply into that kind of nasty, kinky lifestyle. For
she’d found herself all too biddable when in their clutches, and
all too likely to surrender her will. And that just wasn’t the
image she had of herself! She wasn’t a submissive woman by any
means!

“Oh come on!
It’ll be wild! You’re only young once, you know!”

Katy continued
to nag her until she gave in, and from then on her stomach had felt
butterflies in it as she waited anxiously for the weekend to
come.

Both girls were
tense and anxious, but gripped with a wild sense of almost
exuberant anticipation as they drove towards the country house.
Both thought the weekend would be much like the previous one they’d
spent there. Yet they weren’t the same girls they’d been the first
time around. They were more experienced now, more “sophisticated”,
and with fewer inhibitions about sex and nudity. Some of the things
they’d done which had shocked and embarrassed them would only make
them giggle and blush now.

The sense that
this was going to be the same as the previous time was fulfilled
when Veronica met them, kissed them both, and sent them up stairs
to dress into the same bikinis. They then had drinks and sat out on
the deck with she and Rachel, chatting and flirting.

“Why don’t you
sluts take off your clothes?” Veronica asked in a sweet voice.

Dannie felt a
little thrill of nastiness, but complied at once, hardly blushing
as she stripped and lay back on the chaise lounge nude. She was not
surprised to be joined by Rachel almost at once. The woman smiled
at her and held up a bottle of tanning lotion, then wordlessly
spread it on her hand and began to caress Dannie’s breasts and
shoulders and belly.

She took her
time massaging the oil into Dannie’s legs and feet, and then gently
lifted her legs up and apart and draped them across the arms of the
chaise lounge as she worked her fingers in closer and closer to her
pussy. Soon her fingers were inside Dannie as she masturbated her,
and Dannie’s hips were grinding, her head rolling as she groaned in
pleasure.

But Rachel drew
back with a smile, and took Dannie’s hands, placing one between her
legs, and the other on her breast.

“You do it. I
want to watch,” she said in a throaty purr.

Another hot
thrill of nasty excitement swept over Dannie, and though she
blushed at the audience, she continued on where Rachel had begun.
Her skin was crackling with sexual electricity and her insides were
burning with hunger as she let her slick, slippery fingers stroke
up and down the cleft between her pussy lips, riding across her
engorged clit as she squeezed her glistening breast and fingered
her hard nipple.

Rachel was
sitting back on the foot of another lounge, watching and smiling,
and then she noticed Veronica standing to her left, holding the
camcorder, and a shudder of excitement and wickedness passed over
her as she realized she was being taped. She felt a sense of
anxiety and worry about that, but was sure she could get them to
delete it after they’d watched it – and anyway, she was too hot to
really be deterred.

And so she
masturbated as they looked on, gasping, moaning as the sexual
hunger and pleasure rose, her hips rolling up and down, her back
arching as she frantically stroked her clit and squeezed her
breasts, and then the orgasm hit and she cried out, arching her
back, jamming her fingers into her oily pussy as she came.

Under
Veronica’s instructions Katy lowered the back to the lounge, and
then straddled Dannie’s head, sinking her pussy down against her
mouth. Dannie’s hands rose up to squeeze the girl’s bottom as she
began to lick. She felt a momentary worry, for the girl was as
oiled up as she, but Veronica called out “Don’t worry, the oil is
edible,” and she plunged her tongue into the girl’s pussy without a
second thought.

They were soon
on the deck, and Veronica directed the action as Rachel used the
camcorder. Veronica had another one, Dannie realized, but she was
too buzzed, too high on sex to care. She and Katy kissed and
writhed and groped and caressed each other, then scissored their
legs and ground their oily pussies to not one, not two, but three
orgasms before turning and sixty-nining each other. After that they
jammed their pussies together around a long, double-headed dildo,
and came again.

She was loose
and ready to do anything by the time Veronica slipped the collar
around her throat, and the restraints around her wrists and ankles.
Then she and Katy were put through their paces, shifting, bending,
straightening, showing off their bodies on command, with the crop
across their bottoms whenever they were too slow.

The only new
aspect of what they did was that both girls were now ordered to
draw their knees up and back and masturbate with the dildos which
had been shoved into their bodies. Both did so at once, gasping and
panting as they pumped the thick cocks in their shaven pussies
while the two older women looked on – and recorded it.

They were made
to “assume the position of rest” which involved sitting on their
heels, knees spread wide, the base of the dildo in their pussies
touching the deck, wrists restrained behind them, and were in that
position when a boat began to approach the dock. Both girls were
understandably nervous, but neither of the older women reacted.

“There’s a boat
coming, Mistress,” Dannie finally said.

“Do you think I
can’t see or hear, slut?”

Dannie bit her
lip anxiously, feeling the butterflies multiple in her stomach as
the boat came closer, but it was probably, she thought, another
woman joining them, much as had happened last time.

“Did I tell you
to stop speaking?”

‘No, mistress.
I’m a filthy fucking whore and I love to suck cock,” Dannie said
for the hundredth time. “I’m a nasty little cum-slut and I love to
be spanked.”

Katy was saying
the same as she knelt next to her, but their voices began to get
lower as the boat grew closer.

“Turn around,”
Veronica ordered.

Both girls
reluctantly turned their backs to the dock and Dannie gasped as
Veronica brought the crop down across her back. “Continue speaking,
sluts!”

“I’m a filthy
fucking whore and I love to suck cock,” Dannie gasped. “I’m a nasty
little cum-slut and I love to be spanked.”

The two
repeated it as the boat tied up behind them, nervous and anxious
and blushing, but the crops slashed across their shoulders when
their voices dropped to low and they raised their voices again in
tandem.

“I’m a filthy
fucking whore and I love to suck cock,” they said. “I’m a nasty
little cum-slut and I love to be spanked.”

Dannie heard a
woman’s voice chuckling softly, and blushed deeply, but felt a
sense of relief when Hannah, wearing a tiny white bikini, walked
out in front of them. “I see you’re training our two sluts.”

Two other women
then walked out from behind them, both in their thirties, one with
blonde hair, the other with very short brown hair, and Dannie’s
voice faltered.

Crack!
The crop cut across her shoulder stingingly. “Did I say you could
stop?” Rachel demanded.

“I’m a filthy
fucking whore and I love to suck cock,” they cried. “I’m a nasty
little cum-slut and I love to be spanked.”

It was a lewd,
obscene, shaming way to be seen for the first time, nude, legs
spread, the head of the dildos jammed between her shaven sex
lips.

Veronica moved
to stand behind them and gripped each of them by the hair, tilting
their heads sharply back.

“Silence,” she
barked.

Both girls
stopped talking, but were not silent, for their breathing was
rough, ragged and quite noticeable.

“Let’s see you
take those stiff cocks inside you now,” she ordered.

Blushing
fiercely, Dannie and Katy spread their ankles wider, sliding their
bottoms down between them, sinking down lower and lower, grunting
in pleasure as the dildos pushed up into their bellies. Then they
were impaled, legs apart, pussies touching the deck as the two
strange women looked on.

Veronica knelt
behind them and unclipped their wrist restraints.

“Now, back on
your shoulders, knees up and apart. Show our guests how much you
love your toys, sluts.”

Her blush
deepened, and a wild thrilling embarrassment spread through
Dannie’s body, but she fell back onto her shoulders as Veronica
tugged on her hair, and her knees rose then spread wide as she
reached down for the dildo.

There were now
five women sitting, all dressed, on chairs and chaise loungers
before her and Katy as the two glassy eyed girls masturbated with
the dildos, frantically stroked their clits, and gasped and moaned
in pleasure.

Dannie came
first, but Katy was not far behind, and their climaxes were obvious
and vocal.

“Very nice,”
one of the women said.

Dannie groaned,
laying back on the deck, arms spread wide, chest heaving. She
blinked her eyes at the bright sunlight above, her body pulsing
with heat. A thin layer of perspiration coated her pale skin, and
she sighed as a light, cool breeze washed over her, making her
nipples tingle.

“Very nice
indeed,” said a voice from behind them – a male voice that sent a
shockwave through Dannie’s belly.
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The two girls
gasped aloud and forced themselves awkwardly up onto their knees,
twisting, wide-eyed, to look behind them. They both cried out in
embarrassment and staggered to their feet, hands moving awkwardly
to cover their bodies at the sight of the large, muscular Black man
standing there, grinning, clad in a tiny speedo.

“I didn’t say
you could get to your feet, you miserable sluts!” Rachel snapped.
“Get back on your knees, at once!”

“On you knees,”
Veronica barked.

And to Dannie’s
wonder, she felt herself sagging to her knees.

“Hands behind
your back!”

“Knees spread!
Right now!”

Her mind was
spinning frantically, and yet her body was now positioned as
ordered, even as Dannie’s face flushed red in deep embarrassment.
She was painfully aware of the dildo still protruding from her
pussy, now very visible to the man smiling as he looked down at
them. She felt dazed, and nearly panic-stricken. She didn’t know
what to do. Turning and running in panic like a silly girl would be
humiliating, and anyway, hadn’t she shown herself off to a number
of men lately?

She began to
feel her panic ebb. It was just one man, after all, and she still
felt a sense of heat and heat and hunger as she reassessed her
situation. She felt even more on display now, with the five women
behind her, and this man before her. And her mind squirmed with
embarrassment even as heat began to pulse more strongly between her
legs.

“Hands behind
your necks. Arch your backs!” Veronica barked.

Blushing
furiously, Dannie drew her arms up behind her neck and arched her
back, thrusting her breasts out as the man’s eyes skimmed over her
and Katy.

“Speak!”

Dannie
hesitated, as did Katy, and gasped as the crop stung her back.

“Speak,
slut!”

“I-I’m a – a
filthy fucking whore and I love to suck cock,” she cried, her voice
breaking. “I’m a nasty little cum-slut and I love to be
spanked.”

“And for
standing without permission, you will be!” Veronica snapped.

Rachel then
moved in front of them, and held up two large, thick black dildos
which glistened with lubrication. They looked to be a foot long,
and painfully thick. She smirked, then moved behind them and
squatted down between the two trembling, wide-eyed girls.

“Rise up a
little,” she said, her voice quite normal, almost casual.

Dannie, still
dazed by it all, obeyed, and felt the woman’s fingers at the
butt-plug which had earlier been shoved into her backside. She
pried the butt-plug out, and Dannie gasped as she felt her
sphincter spreading wide to allow the round bulb to pull free. Then
she felt the head of the big dildo pushed into her in its
place.

“Down,” Rachel
ordered.

The two girls
slowly sank down, gasping as the fat heads of the black cocks
forced their anal openings to spread wider still. As they did, the
Black man squatted before them, and his hands reached out, stroking
a breast on each girl. She then felt Rachel gripping her wrists,
pulling them in further, and attaching the rings on her wrist
restraints to the one on the back of the collar.

The Black man
slid his hand down her body, as he did with a trembling Katy, and
his finger traced the line of her sex where it gripped the dildo.
Dannie trembled as it stroked across her swollen, aching clit, then
stroked back again.

Slowly, Dannie
felt her weight sinking down onto the back dildo, felt the slippery
latex cock pushing up through the stretched, elastic walls of her
anus, driving deeper and deeper into her belly.

“So you like to
suck cock, do you?” the man said, teeth gleaming. “I’m glad to hear
that. I love pretty little white cock suckers.”

His finger
stroked gently across Dannie’s clit, and she felt her insides
twisting and spasming around the thick dildo, even as the other
pushed deeper into her ass.

The man stood
up, and tugged his speedo down, and his cock sprang out, semi-hard,
almost as long and thick as the ones pushing up into their
backsides. He smiled and fisted it, pumping it, making it harder.
He stepped closer, and gripped Dannie by the hair, then rubbed his
cock all over her face, over her mouth and nose, eyes and forehead,
chin and cheeks. He let go of his cock and grabbed Katy by the
hair, drawing both girls’ faces in against his cock, mashing it
between them.

“Lick me,” he
growled, in a deep voice.

The two girls
began to lick at his shaft and head, as the other women gathered
around to watch, tugging chairs in closer and repositioning them.
He lifted his cock up high and fed each girl one of his big black
balls, making them suck and lick it, to massage it with their
tongues inside their oral cavities. Then he fed Dannie his prick,
shoving it into her mouth and making her gag as he jammed it
deeper.

“Swallow that
black meat, bitch,” he said with a sneer. “Think you can suck cock?
You need to be able to swallow every fucking inch to please a Black
man!”

Dannie gagged
and swayed, and he jerked her forward by the hair, forcing the head
deeper in her throat even as Katy was pulled in tighter to suck and
lick at his balls. He jammed his prick deep into her throat,
pumping in and out as he pulled her in and out by the hair. She
gagged and choked on the thickness, her throat aching, and then
coughed as he pulled free.

Now it was
Katy’s turn to swallow his massive prick, and he twisted his hand
in Dannie’s hair to pull her mouth in against his balls. stunned as
she was by it all Dannie noticed that there were now three more
women looking on, new women, women she’d never seen or met. She
felt only a moment to wonder where they had come from. That meant
five, in addition to Hannah, Rachel and Veronica, all watching the
spectacle of the two nude girls being forced to serve the powerful
looking Black man.

The man pulled
his cock out of Katy’s throat and forced Dannie back. She gasped
out loud as she sank down hard on the fat dildo in her backside,
then took advantage of her open mouth to shove his cock into it,
and almost immediately force it down her throat. Katy was still
gasping and coughing, so he concentrated on Dannie, forcing her
back sharply, her back arching as he jammed inch after inch through
her straining mouth.

Then at the
same time as her nose was jammed into his groin she felt her
buttocks touch the deck as almost the entire length of the back
dildo was jammed up her ass. Pain, shock and excitement ripped
through her swirling mind as his belly blotted out her sight of
everything else.

He pulled out
and she gasped breathlessly, coughing and gulping in air, saliva
drooling from her open mouth. He gave Katy a rough push and she
fell backwards with a cry. At the same time he used his grip on
Dannie’s hair to twist her to the side and bend her forcefully
forward, jamming her mouth in against Katy’s pussy.

“Lick! Lick
that, slut! Make the blonde bitch come!” he commanded.

Eyes blurring,
mind spinning, Dannie licked at Katy’s click as the Black man
jammed her face down hard. He released her hair and moved behind
her, and she felt his hands on her hips, jerking them up higher.
She squealed as he slapped her ass, then jerked her legs further
apart.

“Keep that ass
high, you cock-loving little whore,” he growled.

“Fuck her ass!”
one of the watching women growled enthusiastically.

The five new
women were all of a kind, a distant part of Dannie realized. They
were all in their thirties or early forties, and all had very short
hair. Dyke, a part of her thought even as her body flinched from
another slap to the bottom.

She felt the
dildo in her backside pushed hard, and the cramps made her cry out
and jerk her head up. But then the dildo was pulled back out, and a
moment later the man drove his hard prick into her.

The difference
in sensations was immediate, as was the difference in the
psychological shock-wave which hit her.

She groaned as
his fat cock was almost buried in her tight, spasming bottom, but a
wall of heat and crackling sexual electricity ripped through her as
the women looked on excitement.

“I bet the
little het bitch loves that,” she heard one of them say with a
sneer.

She felt a push
against the back of her head. “Lick that pussy, you nasty little
white whore,” he barked, jamming her face in against Katy’s
sex.

Dannie did,
gasping and moaning and jerking in response to the feel of the
Black man’s big cock as he twisted and turned it inside her, as he
pushed deep, drew back, then pushed deep again. Now he began to
pump steadily, hard, but not punching as deeply as he could, his
hands on her hips, then roaming up to cup and fondle her breasts,
then gripping her hair and twisting at it.

This was
insanely perverted, and Dannie could hardly believe it was
happening, yet that dark, hungry side of her seemed elated by the
obscene scene, and her pussy pulsed and burned around the thick
dildo as the Black man picked up the pace and fucked her even
harder and even deeper.

She grunted and
moaned and gasped and shuddered as the man sodomised her, and the
watching women drank beer, laughed, made jokes and urged the man to
fuck her even harder, even deeper, calling Dannie slut and whore
and bitch and breeder.

Then the man
gripped her tight around the belly, virtually lifted her up, even
as he remained kneeling behind her, and set her down further
forward, her pussy straddling Katy’s belly. He moved forward on his
knees, lifting her again, carrying her forward, setting her pussy
down over Katy’s face, down onto her mouth.

“Lick that
pussy, you blonde whore!” he growled.

Dannie gurgled
helplessly as she felt Katy’s tongue beginning to stroke up against
her clit. The Black man slapped her bottom, roughly kneaded a
breast, and began to pump even harder into her upraised bottom, his
thick staff plunging deep into her ass again and again and again as
his hips slammed against her buttocks.

The direct
caress of her clit was too much. The excitement was too powerful,
the heat too intense. Dannie felt all eyes upon her as she
climaxed, as she twisted and writhed and spasmed like an epileptic,
her eyes rolling back in her head as the Black man pounded his cock
down into her tight ass.

He laughed and
cast her aside, then turned on Katy, scooping her ankles up and
forcing them back over her head as he worked his cock down into her
ass.

Dannie ignored
them. She groaned as she lay on the deck on her belly, gasping,
moaning, chest heaving, shell-shocked by the power of her orgasm.
Then one of the women, she didn’t even know which – or care, slid a
hand between her legs, forced them apart, and then shoved the dildo
down into her ass again. She moaned a half dazed complaint but got
only a slap to her bottom as the dildo was forced even deeper.

Her wrists were
unlocked from behind the collar, and a leash attached, then she was
slapped and pulled to all fours, Rachel leading her over to one of
the new women, pulling her in between her legs as the woman pulled
up a skirt to bare her sex. Her face was jammed into the woman’s
sex, and Dannie began to lick.

*

Dannie hung
upside down, spreadeagled, a penis gag filling her mouth as she
looked out at the dock.

It was late
evening now, and darkness had fallen.

Although the
country house was well-equipped with electricity, the dock area was
lit by five foot high torches stuck into the ground, and a stone
fireplace just to one side.

There was no
sign of the Black man, but ten women sat around the deck chatting,
sipping wine, munching on refreshments, gossiping and discussing
everything from spouses to jobs to politics.

The only oddity
to the tranquil scene of female relaxation were the two upside down
girls spreadeagled and nude framing the tableau.

Both were dimly
lit by the torchlight, and the thick alter candles stuffed into
their pussies.

Dannie’s jaw
ached. She had eaten every one of those women to orgasm, she
thought, and the muscles of her jaw, and even her tongue, were
exhausted. She had been made to crawl from one to another, to eat
their pussies as her breasts were groped and fondled, her hair
pulled and stroked, and vibrators were tauntingly played across her
clit.

They had not
let her climax for a long time, though, using ice cubes and slaps
to the bottom to force her back from the brink time after time,
making her beg to come, and refusing her. She had been mounted by
women wearing strap-ons repeatedly, her cervix aching from the
pounding it had been given. And yet again, they had stopped her
from climaxing, halting and drawing back repeatedly. And then, when
the need had been desperate and frantic, they had given her the
vibrator and let her masturbate to orgasm as they all looked
on.

She had
screamed as she came, screamed and cried out in glorious ecstasy,
nearly oblivious to the cameras watching her as the climax had
screamed through her body and mind and torn her into paroxysms of
carnal ruin.

There had been
cameras all afternoon and evening, in fact. When they’d gone
inside, in the early evening, she and Katy to eat a few table
scraps on the floor at their feet, they’d shown some of the video
of the Black man using them, and Dannie had blushed in heat and
excitement and embarrassment to see herself up on the big TV
screen.

Now it was
late, the atmosphere relaxed, the women drinking and chatting, the
girls somewhat dazed and half conscious.

They’d been
hanging there over an hour. The candles had burned down a little,
so that if their bodies moved much wax trickled down their abdomens
and bellies, or down between their buttocks and along their
spines.

Then Rachel got
up, followed by one of the other women. They came over to the two
girls, both quite casual, chatting about a movie they’d once seen.
And as they did so Rachel twisted the thick candle, spilling wax
down onto Dannie’s belly, turning it and pulling it up out of her
pussy. She pulled out the dildo still embedded in her tail and then
sheathed the candle down there instead, twisting it from side to
side, cursing whenever the wax burned her.

Now one of the
bigger vibrators was slid into Dannie’s pussy, one with a hook at
its base which slid over her clit and applied pleasure directly to
it.

Rachel ran a
wire from the vibrator to a box which plugged into an extension
cord even as the other woman was doing the same. She was beginning
to feel a sense of indignation, of embarrassment and even
resentment, desire to end all this perversion and go back to
school. Then the vibrator lit up, and Dannie gasped into her gag,
her hips flinching and jerking.

She was
starting to feel more awake, more alive, her mind approaching
normal, and she gasped as the vibrator began to make uncomfortably
powerful sensations in her sex. At first it made her hips tremble a
little, but as the two women went back to their seats the
vibrations began to have an affect. She could feel her pussy
beginning to warm, then grow hot, could feel her juices flowing,
could feel the sexual tension growing like a knot in her lower
belly, spreading out through her body until she was writhing and
gasping and moaning as the sex-heat clawed at her.

She became
aware that most of the conversation had faded, and then the women
got up and straggled over, one and two at a time, circling the two
girls, watching, smirking, smiling. Rachel handed something out,
something the upside girls could not quite make out as they writhed
to the pleasure the vibrators were forcing through their
bodies.

Dannie didn’t
see the first blow. It came from a woman standing behind her, who
swung her arm out and leg the flog sweep through the air and land
between her spread legs. She flinched and jerked in surprise,
crying out into the gag even as the stinging met the wall of heat
and pleasure and faded away. The candle protruding from her bottom
spilled wax down between her buttocks, and then went out.

She felt a
sense of shock, then outrage, then heat swept through her again
even as her twisted head saw the upside down figure swinging her
arm again.

The flog spread
out and then slashed down between her legs again, and the hot
stinging made her cry out once more, her body twisting and
writhing, limbs pulling against the restraints holding her in
place.

What were they
– doing! What - . What were they – doing!?

“Oh!” she
cried, gasping and panting, biting into the penis gag filling her
mouth, upside down eyes searching the dim light for the figure of
the woman behind her even as the flog lashed her pussy a third
time.

“Oh! Noo! Ooh!”
she cried, the sound a muffled gurgle. “Don’t!’

But of course,
they couldn’t hear her. Not with her gag, not with the rock music
playing from the boom box they’d brought out, not with the women
laughing and shouting suggestions now.

The flog hurt
more than anything they’d used on her to date, and Dannie didn’t
like it. She tried to call out to them, to signal that this was too
much, but of course, she couldn’t make herself understood. The flog
lashed her back now, upper and then lower, then struck between her
legs and again at her back. The woman moved around front, and the
flog lashed her taut breasts so that Dannie howled.

She panicked,
pulling frantically at the restraints, but could do nothing to
protect herself or escape as the thin leather laces of the flog
lashed down across her breasts and belly, then struck her between
the legs again and again.

Beside her,
Katy was getting the same treatment, and there the women were
already trading the flog back and forth, laughing excitedly as they
rained blows on the trembling, writhing blonde.

But then,
strangely, it didn’t seem to hurt any more. Or at least, it didn’t
hurt as much. Dannie had no idea why, but the sharpness of the pain
faded, and the sexual heat rose once again, beginning to overtake
the pain, then eclipse it.

The sexual
tension grew more and more intense, then spilled over into a
massive orgasm. And the flogging, even though it came faster and
harder, only seemed to make the pleasure more powerful, sending the
orgasm spilling through her mind like a fiery comet tearing apart
everything before it.

By the time the
women retreated inside, both young girls had had multiple orgasms,
were exhausted, sheathed in sweat, and criss-crossed with thin red
lines. Neither knew anything much more than relief as they fell
into a half-conscious state, slitted eyes staring upside down at
the moon rising over the distant trees. It did not occur to them to
care that the women had gone inside and left them – not yet.

But as the time
passed their minds slowly came awake to the fact they were on their
own out in the dark, the only light the candles in their bottoms
which had been re-ignited.

Tiredly, they
hung in place, presuming they would be untied and lowered at any
moment. It was deep into the night, into the morning really, before
Dannie fully accepted that she’d been left there to hang all night
long. She felt a surge of resentment there, and not a little panic.
But she was so tired she couldn’t think straight, nor was there
anything she could do but hang in place.

The vibrator
inside her had been plugged into some kind of timing device, and
every now and then it would spring to life, sending powerful, if
uncomfortable sensations through her groin which slowly twisted
into something hot and throbbing inside her. And there in the
darkness, gagged, moaning, hardly even aware of Katy hanging in the
same fashion behind her, she would twist and moan and frantically
try to urge on her release before the same timer which started the
vibrator caused it to stop.

The light grew
over the distant trees, and the night began to fade. The shadows
came alive, and then faded away as the sun rose onto the blinking,
bloodshot eyes of the two upside down girls.

Another hour
passed. Or was it two? Or three?

The girls ached
everywhere, their bodies incredibly stiff and sore, their feet cold
and numb.

Finally, a door
banged. A figure appeared.

It was the
Black man.

Neither cared.
Their minds stirred faintly with hope that they were now to be let
down, and indeed, the man came to them, slid the vibrators and
candles out of their nether orifices, and carefully lowered them to
the deck, where they lay groaning and gasping and weakly bending
their arms and legs and back, glorying in the pleasure of being
able to relieve the long, stiffness of the night.

So much sheer
physical pleasure from simply bending an arm or a leg!

The two girls
lay on the deck groaning as they slowly twisted and writhed and
groaned in pleasure. And when he slid a hand between their legs,
his fat thumb stroking across their clitoris, each girl shuddered
and moaned, and the pleasure took on a sexual tinge that quickly
grew to orgasm.

Then, crop in
hand, leashes attached to their collars, he urged them off the
dock, had them crawl down onto the narrow strip of beach and then
into the water, ducking their heads, gasping at the cold, shivering
in the cool, early morning air. He tugged on their leashes and led
them crawling back up towards the house, then off to the side, into
the bushes.

“Spread your
knees wide, lower yourself towards the ground… you may now
urinate,” he said, standing over them.

Dannie felt a
shockwave ripple through her.

“You are going
into your cages. You will not be permitted to come out for some
time. If you need to urinate you had best do it now or you will not
do it at all,” he warned, cracking the crop across Dannie’s
bottom.

In truth, she
did need to go – badly. They might not have fed her much the other
night, but they had let her drink, and her bladder had been ready
to burst for hours. Now the thought of going back into a narrow
cage for more hours before possibly being able to pee made her
frantic. But the idea of going right there while he stood over them
was even worse. Or almost.

And then Katy
shifted her knees aside and began to pee into the grass. Dannie
stared at the girl, whose eyes were closed, and then did the same,
gasping in relief as the pain in her bladder began to ease, and her
piss poured down into the grass between her spread knees.

The sensation
of relief was another intense one, and she and Katy groaned at the
pleasure of it as their urine trailed off, only a little startled
when the Black man pressed a pair of vibrators up against their
pussies and began to rub them back and forth across their
clits.

It took less
than a minute for both of them to climax, there in the grass, on
all fours, gasping and whining and moaning and grunting as their
hips ground back against the vibrators.

Then they wiped
themselves on the grass and crawled back up to the house, both too
exhausted to consider resistance, to try to stand up and pry the
gag free to argue or complain.

They were led
into a small side room, where a pair of cages waited. The cages
were too small, but by crawling in and drawing their knees up
against their bellies, they were able to fit, and the cage doors
were able to close. The lights were shut off, and they fell into
exhausted sleep.
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It seemed like
she’d just curled up and fallen asleep when she was being dragged
out of the cage again. Dannie’s eyes fluttered and she groaned
weakly, her mind fuzzy and disoriented as strong hands drew her
forth, and then lifted her onto her hands and knees with firm,
practiced motions.

“Kneel! Kneel!”
he ordered.

It took her
long moments of weary-minded confusion before she realized that the
man standing there was a complete stranger. By that time she was
already on all fours and he was snapping the leash to her collar.
She would have gaped at him but had no time as he set off, pulling
on the leash, and she had no alternative but to hurriedly crawl
after, her mind spinning and twisting in shock, confusion and
uncertainty.

He led her up
the hall a little ways, and then out onto the wraparound porch, off
to the side. They went down the stairs and over to an open area
with interlocking tile and n overhead showerhead. There he stopped
and gripped her hair, pulling her firmly but not roughly to her
feet, seizing her wrists, and pulling them forward, locking them
together, and then raising them above her head.

He was an older
man, handsome, in a way, easily in his forties, probably late
forties. Dannie stared at him in bewilderment and embarrassment,
not knowing what to do or how to react. She had little experience
with men this age except from the standpoint of uncles, her father,
teachers, coaches and other authority figures. The more her mind
wakened the more embarrassed she felt, and the more her face
reddened and her mind squirmed, but there did not seem to be
anything she could do about it.

Her wrists were
attached to a hook hanging above her from a rope which went through
a ring set into an overhanging metal bar. And now the man moved to
the low wall next to her and pulled on that rope. Dannie gasped
into the gag as she was raised upwards onto the balls of her feet,
then onto her toes. Then she was hanging freely, the restraints
digging into her wrists as the man tied off the rope.

He smiled down
at her, for even though her toes were an inch or two off the floor
he was still considerably taller.

“You’re a
lovely little bitch, aren’t you,” he said in a kindly voice.

And his hands
ran over her body as if he owned it, caressing her breasts, lightly
fingering, plucking and rubbing her nipples, then cupping her sex
and rubbing lightly along her clit. He squeezed her bottom as she
hung there, then turned and left.

Dannie hung in
place, groaning, breathing heavily into the gag, staring at the
woods not far away, listening to the birds chirp and sing.

She groaned and
looked upwards at her wrists, her feet twisting, legs rising and
kicking feebly. She began to swing and twist on the end of the
rope, but that got her no closer to being released.

The man
returned, and her face burned again. He set down a bucket and brush
and hose, and then returned to her, smiling, and ran his hands over
her body, caressing and massaging her before turning away and
taking the hose in hand. He ran it to the faucet and then returned
to her, setting it down on the ground. He bent, lifted one of her
legs, and slid his hand down to the ankle as he spread her leg off
to the side. There he attached it to a length of chain to hold it
in place, then took her other ankle and spread that wide, as
well.

He picked up
the hose as the embarrassed, helpless, anxious girl looked on, and
she saw that it was not a normal hose at all. The nozzle seemed odd
and bulbous, and she watched with wide eyes as he coated it with
some sort of greasy substance, then moved behind her. She moaned
and twisted helplessly as she felt the metal nozzle being pushed
against her back opening, but she could really do nothing to impede
him as he pushed it slowly up inside her.

Then he turned
on the hose.

She squealed
and her back arched, her hips bucking forward as she felt the warm
water gush up into her bottom. She pulled helplessly against the
restraints as the bulbous nozzle kept the hose in place, and the
water poured up into her anus in a frothing gush.

The man turned
a lever and the pressure subsided, but he stood there, holding it,
looking down like a man filling the gas tank of his car, and Dannie
realized that though the pressure had eased to almost nothing – it
still existed. Water was still pumping up into her bottom. She felt
her abdomen begin to grow heavy, felt the fullness inside her, and
groaned as it grew worse.

“Don’t you
worry,” he said, patting her bottom, “We’re just going to clean you
up nice and shiny, inside and out.”

He released the
hose then, but it stayed inside her, the bulbous nose keeping it up
within her bottom. He moved around in front of her and slipped a
leather strap around her upper thigh. Then he carefully laid the
handle of a vibrator within the strap. The vibrator was not the
usual penis shaped type, but had a pencil thin tube extending out
from the handle, and a round golf ball shaped end. He positioned
the golf ball against Dannie’s clit, and then strapped the handle
firmly in place and turned the device on.

Then he turned
away and went back up to the house.

Dannie moaned
and writhed helplessly, the hose stuffed up within her ass, the
water giving her cramps now, her insides full and aching. The
vibrations were sending their own liquid sensations up through her
groin, and she felt the pulsing of her sex as it responded. Yet as
the minutes passed her insides ached even more fully, and the
vibrations seemed to beat at that ache, to reverberate within the
water filling her abdomen until she could hardly keep her body
still.

The sexual
tension rose up within her and intensified, and then her very skin
seemed to shiver with the lust and heat and crackling sexual
electricity rolling through her mind and body. Everything else fell
into the background; fear, pain, embarrassment, discomfort, none of
it mattered compared to the rising tide of sexual heat sweeping
over her.

And then the
man was there, just – there. He gripped her hair and pulled it up
and back, forcing her back to arch.

“You want to
come, don’t you, little slut?” he said with a smile. “Go ahead.
Come for me, sweetie. Come for me, you lovely little slut.”

He reached down
with his free hand, taking the round vibrator head and rubbing it
from side to side against her clit, and despite a sudden shock of
embarrassment and fear Dannie could not stop the orgasm from
crashing down upon her. She cried out again and again, glad of the
gag to help hide the power of her response as her hips ground
violently and her eyes rolled back in her head.

He chuckled
softly, released her hair and the vibrator, combed her hair back
with his fingers, and then moved behind her. Dannie’s head hung low
as she moaned in the languorous afterglow of the powerful climax.
But she felt his hands at the nozzle, felt something shifting,
turning. Then the hose was plucked free, leaving the nozzle in
place, blocking her back passage.

He came around
in front of her, and was already attaching a different type of
nozzle. Then, even as she watched, she saw him insert the nozzle
through the swollen, wet lips of her sex.

This was a
strange looking sort of nozzle, in that part of it was glass or
plastic, and the head was narrow and oddly shaped. It reminded her
of pictures of a douche she had seen – though she had never used
such a thing.

Now warm water
pushed up into her pussy, frothing and pulsing within her, and then
bubbling back out between the lips of her sex. The man pumped the
nozzle slowly in and out, turning and twisting it, and Dannie
groaned and let her head fall back as he washed out her pussy.

He pulled the
nozzle free, examined it, and then set it down. Then he moved
behind her and she felt his hands on the nozzle plugging her. With
a quick, practiced motion he twisted it to one side, then in, then
slid it back out of her. She gasped as her sphincter clamped down,
but she felt the pressure rising savagely now, and knew she would
not be able to hold it in for long.

Then he moved
before her and turned on the vibrator again, setting it carefully
against her clit.

He smiled at
her and went back to the hose, swing it away, then putting on a
regular sort of nozzle as Dannie hung gasping and moaning and
aching, the cramps growing more and more powerful with every
passing second, until she bit into the gag and twisted
frantically.

She could not
hold it in, of course, and he had known that, and then it came
gushing out of her and onto the stone below. Her face flamed but he
showed no concern, turning on the water and spraying the stone,
cleaning it, sending the contents of her bowels pouring over the
side, then down a slow fall into a rain gutter there. He rinsed it
all away, and Dannie was left hanging limply, eyes glassy. Her mind
felt a deep sense of shame, yet her body felt only relieve, the
deep, wonderful relief that happens with the end of a terrible
pressure or pain.

And the
vibrator worked on that, and with a few practised rubs of his
finger she was climaxing again, her hips bucking and grinding as
the orgasm swept over her once again.

He turned the
hose on her then, spraying her from head to toe with warm water
until she was soaked and dripping wet. He moved behind her and drew
back her hair, then began scrubbing at her scalp. Soap began to
rise all over her head, so Dannie knew he had used some kind of
shampoo. It smelled, she thought, of apples.

He shampooed
her hair, then began to soap up her body. The young girl could do
nothing but hang there and absorb the tactile pleasure of his
smooth, soft hands caressing her body over a slick, soapy layer as
he soaped her up from head to food, then rinsed her off.

“Now you’re fit
for company,” he said in a friendly fashion, cupping and fondling
her breasts.

He moved to the
rope over by the low wall, and undid it, then gently lowered her
until her feet were once again firmly on the stone. Dannie groaned
in relief as the tension and pressure finally came off her wrists
and arms.

The man moved
around behind her, now, and she felt his hands on her belly.

“Back. Back
more. Spread your legs a little. That’s it,” he said as he
maneuvered her so she was on the balls of her feet, her bottom
pushed up and out.

He was behind
her as he set her in position, and then a moment later she felt his
finger at her anus. Her sphincter clamped down automatically as it
pushed into her, and she sensed that his finger was
well-lubricated. It caressed the entrance to her bottom, twisting
and turning inside her, then withdrew.

She moaned as
she felt what had to be his cock pushing into her. Another wave of
confusion and uncertainty swept over her. This was not what she had
agreed to when she had come up here! This was supposed to be some
kinky game playing between women! Yet, of course, she’d already
been sodomized by that Black man, and in front of an audience
too.

And yet somehow
this oh-so casual sodomy seemed worse. It was just her – voiceless,
helpless – and this man, this stranger, this older man who could
have been her father or uncle. And she could feel his fat cock
pushing up into her ass while he held her hips back, and could not
think of anything she ought to be doing or saying in response.

And then he
just – just did her. She stood obediently, her mind fuzzy and a
little disorientated as a man old enough to be her father thrust
his cock up into her ass again and again and again, his balls
jamming in against her, his hands stroking, fondling and groping
her breasts, then reaching down to stroke against her pussy and
clit.

She did not
come, but as he sodomized her she felt a low, rising sexual
tension, and a return to that wild sense of kinky thrill she had
felt the other day. It was a trifle dulled by the uncertainty of
what was happening, and who this strange man was, but it was there
nonetheless. And it allowed her to accept that she was being fucked
in the ass by some old guy she’d never met and who had never even
asked her permission.

He finished,
and she hung limp and panting for breath as he stepped back a few
steps. Then he was there again, working a thick butt-plug up into
her bottom.

He reached
behind her as if to adjust her gag, then unstrapped it and gently
worked it out of her mouth. Her jaw, held wide for so long, was
painfully stiff, and she groaned and gasped and made sharp little
sounds of pain as she tried to get it to function again.

She didn’t get
much time for it, though. No sooner was the gag out then he was
pressing strong hands in against the sides of her jaw to force her
mouth wide, and then pushing something else into her mouth.

It was a
leather covered metal ring gag, and it held her jaw wide as it was
placed in between her teeth, the straps pulled around her head to
either side. She tried to talk, as awkward as that was, and got a
sharp slap to the bottom and a promise to shove the penis gag back
in if she spoke again.

Chastened, she
stayed quiet as he lowered her to the ground, locked her wrists
together behind her back, then led her, walking, thankfully, back
up to the house. He sat her on a low chair on the porch, used a
towel on her hair, then brushed it out.

Then she was
led back around the front of the house – where she had been hearing
music for some time. As they got closer she heard conversation,
voices, laughter.

Male voices.
Male laughter.

Her face
flushed as she was led around the corner. The scene from yesterday
was repeated, but with no women to be seen. The Black man was
there, as were six other men, all sitting around in shorts and
T-shirts, all in their late thirties or early forties.

Katy was there
too, naked, of course, with a twin to the ring gag in her mouth,
her wrists locked together behind her back. She was on her knees in
front of one of the men, who had hold of her hair and was pulling
her mouth up and down on his thick shaft. Another man knelt behind
her thrusting away at her pussy as he fondled her big breasts.

Dannie looked
around frantically. Where was Rachel? Where was Veronica? Who were
these men?!

But it didn’t
really matter. She was soon on her knees just like Katy as a man
fed his cock through the ring gag and into her mouth. She tried to
suck, but he gave her little opportunity, shoving her head down
until she gagged as his cockhead pushed into her throat.

She gagged
repeatedly, choked and gasped and moaned as he forced his cock deep
into her throat, and could hear Katy gagging beside her. No one
seemed to mind. Neither girl had had anything to eat or drink in
some time and their stomachs were empty as they were taught how to
swallow cocks again and again and again.

Now there were
ten men there, now fifteen. Dannie was straddling a man, riding his
prick as he fondled her breasts, bent forward as another man forced
his cock up her ass, her head twisted to one side as a third thrust
his cock down her throat. Her hands twisted feebly behind her as
she was twisted and turned and used.

She should have
been shocked, stunned. But that shock was dampened because of the
experiences she had already been subjected to, and so it faded
early. Her embarrassment was likewise not as complete as it would
have been, and after a time, faded to a dull thing. She began to
get the hang of swallowing cock, too, and that gave her a measure
of satisfaction, for she liked to think of herself as very good at
oral sex, and only someone who deep-throated expertly could really
make such a claim.

She was still
anxious at not having been consulted or informed or given a choice,
but at heart she was more into men then women anyway, and so she
began to get into the kinkiness of the erotic little game, and her
body began to respond to the hands and fingers and lips and cocks
working over it.

This, she
thought fuzzily, was the wildest time she would ever have in her
life. She would look back on this one day in amazement and more
than a little squirming delight that she’d ever taken part in such
a thing. The men were not rough, though they were firm. Their hands
posed and positioned her, and their voices gave orders she obeyed.
Their hands stroked and caressed her with intimate knowledge, and
their tongues and lips set her clitoris throbbing and burning
through orgasm after orgasm.

It took hours
before the men had run down. She was exhausted and hungry and
thirsty, but had long since lost her awe and shock of what was
taking place. So when the gags were removed and she and Katy were
set on their knees, and ordered to start talking, she chanted as
she had been taught, and said what she was ordered to say.

“I’m a
cock-sucking little whore and I love to swallow cock!” she chanted,
as did Katy beside her.

“I love to be
fucked in the ass and pussy!”

She and Katy
were then set on each other and told to clean each other up – with
their tongues – while the men sat around watching, smirking,
drinking, laughing and making often obscene remarks and
suggestions.
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Dannie adjusted
her hair carefully. It was almost summer, and while she’d accepted
a summer job in a café this one would pay much better, and look
much better on her resume. They’d called her just the other day,
having gotten her name from the school’s summer program where she’d
registered. There was not a lot of call for someone with no real
experience in work beyond restaurants, and nothing in the way of
education beyond one year of sociology.

She wore a
mid-length, light gray skirt whose hem hovered a few inches above
her knees, a white blouse, and dark gray blazer. Her hair was
brushed out so it shone, but pulled in at the sides and back to
form a ponytail. She looked, she hoped, quite professional as she
sat in the outer office, legs crossed, and waited to be called in
for her interview.

The woman came
for her at last, smiling in a friendly fashion as she led her down
a long, broad hallway lined with pictures, a thick blue carpet
covering the floor. She knocked on a door, entered, then closed it
behind them. They were in a small outer office with a desk and
several chairs. The desk was empty, and the woman led her through
the open inner door into a much larger inner office, a corner
office which gave sweeping views of the city down its two enormous
glass walls.

“Thank you,
Jacqueline,” the man said. “Miss Reed, please sit here,” the man
said, indicating the chairs before his enormous desk.

The man was
tall and broad shouldered. He could have been a linebacker, but
wore a tailored suit. He looked to be in his late thirties or early
forties, and had a friendly face which drew a return smile from
Dannie as he leaned forward.

“Nice office,
huh?” he said.

“It’s
beautiful!” she blurted.

The other woman
left, closing the door behind her, and the man rose and came around
to the front of the desk, sat on it, and leaned forward to shake
her hand.

“I’m Michael
Jennings,” he said, “Vice President of Corporate Finance.”

“Uhm, hi,”
Dannie said, her hand disappearing into his.

He sat back and
folded his arms as he gazed down at her. “Now, I’ve looked at your
resume. It’s pretty scanty.”

“I know,” she
said anxiously.

“What we need
is someone for the summer. My regular girl, Suzanne, will be gone
on a long deserved vacation for three months. Fortunately, the
summer is very, very quiet around her – well, at least compared to
the rest of the year. All you need to do is keep my schedule up to
date, screen email, letters and phone calls, make appointments, and
that sort of thing. It doesn’t take a brain surgeon, just someone
reasonably smart with attention to details.

She nodded
nervously.

“However,” he
said. “I am the vice president of a major corporation. If I ask for
a temporary girl they’ll send me someone with at least five years
of experience in working for senior managers. In other words, there
is no way in hell they would send someone with as little office
experience as you. You do not, in other words, really qualify for
this job.

Dannie felt her
heart sink.

“So why are you
here?” he said rhetorically.

He smiled and
went back behind his desk. “I’m pretty self-sufficient, so I don’t
need hand-holding every minute of the day like some of my
colleagues. I can afford, during this slow period, to break in
someone new. And I like to give someone who is really young and
starting out the opportunity to get something solid on her resume
which will help her get a head start in life once she finishes
school.

“Working here
as my administrative assistant you’ll be exposed to office work on
a high level, to the politics and organizational problems
encountered at this level, and to a lot of what we do around here –
which might help you get hired on for something else when you
graduate. The pay isn’t too shabby either,” he said with a
grin.

The pay was
three times what she would have made at the restaurant, to be
precise.

“And, equally
important, you were recommended to me by someone I trust,” he
said.

That was news
to Dannie, and she wondered if it was the “job counselor” she’d
spoken to at school.

“Her name is
Veronica Wells,” he said.

Dannie felt a
jolt that flipped her stomach over and made her feel faint as the
blood drained from her face.

The man smiled
at her pleasantly, and her mind spun as she tried to figure out
what Veronica had told him. Had she simply been doing Dannie a
favor, telling the man she was smart and capable and – or had she
told him other things?

“Now you can go
and work at some boring summer job for nearly minimum wage if you
like,” the man said, face earnest, “and maybe wear a little uniform
and get grease on you and carry dirty plates back and forth, or you
can work in high finance, get exposure, make money, and, let’s face
it, have some excitement.”

He smiled and
there was the first sign of knowledge in his eyes. “Do you like to
have exciting times, Dannie?”

Dannie stared at him, not knowing what to say, a slow flush
spreading up from her chest to her face.

“I’m told you
like to have fun,” he said. “I’m told that you’re one of those
girls who wants to enjoy her youth, her health and beauty and –
other things.”

“Y-Yes,” she
whispered, her mind whirling.

He stood up and
walked around the desk, then sat down on edge again, hands clasped
before him.

“Everything I
said is rock solid true,” he said, “but what I left out was that
there would be – other services – you would be required to provide.
Veronica has assured me of your expertise and talents in other
areas,” he said.

She was going
to have to fuck him to get the job. There was absolutely no doubt
in Dannie’s mind. She would have to fuck him, and then continue
fucking him. That was the extra service he was talking about.
Veronica had no doubt told him an awful lot, and her face flushed
more deeply as he smiled tolerantly down at her.

She was not
going to fuck some guy to get a job!

On the other
hand, she liked fucking guys. She liked the hot, nasty sex she had
with strangers. She liked being treated like people’s sex toy. It
made her feel hot and nasty and wild and incredibly aroused.

And she liked
this guy. He seemed like a nice guy. He had a good body, wasn’t bad
looking for an old guy, and didn’t seem like a crazy pervert. A
great job with great pay and some nasty kinky sex on the side was
surely better than a dull, drab, boring summer in a café making
crappy tips and getting stuff spilled on her.

“I-I don’t – I
don’t – .”

He reached down
and took her hand gently, then stood up and pulled her to her
feet.

“Here’s what I
want you to do,” he said, leading her around behind the chair she’d
been sitting on. “I want you to bend forward across the chair, and
grasp the arms. Can you do that, Danielle?”

He pushed at
her between the shoulders, and as if in a dazed, Dannie did exactly
that, bending over the back of the chair and grasping the arms as
she felt her skirt raised up from behind. She gasped as she felt
his hand trace the line of her sex through the crotch of her
thong.

“You won’t wear
panties to work,” he said.

And with that
he gripped the thong and tore it off. Dannie let out a little cry
as her hips were jerked back, but her fingers tightened on the arms
of the chair and held her in place.

“Spread your
legs,” he said as his fingers caressed her bare little slit.

Her heart was
pounding as she obeyed, and she gasped as she felt something
wrapped around her ankles, pinning them to the rear legs of the
chair. He came around in front and she stared up at him through her
now tangled hair, gasping. He smiled and gripped her blazer,
pulling it firmly but gently up over her shoulders and off. He
gripped her pony tail then, pulling her upright as his other hand
nimbly undid the buttons down the front.

He pulled that
off her shoulders and then undid her bra, freeing her breasts.
Dannie’s face burned as he cupped and fondled them.

“Very nice,
just as they looked in the videos,” he said.

Then he bent
her forward again, using her pony tail as a lever. He produced
another pair of straps and bound her wrists to the arms of the
chair, then unzipped.

“Let me see how
good you are,” he said as he thrust it into her open mouth.

He didn’t ram
it down her throat as some men did. He pushed it deep into her
mouth and let her suck, let her work her tongue on it, let her head
bob up and down a little, though he helped her movements along with
a firm grip on her pony tail, and worked his hips in and out too.
She sucked and licked wetly as he ran his free hand over her
breasts, fondling and squeezing them, then pinched and plucked at
the nipples.

“All the way
down,” he ordered, and there was no doubting it was an order.

Dannie forced
her lips down and took him into her throat, gagging only slightly
as she slid her lips all the way down to the base of his shaft and
pressed her nose into his groin.

“That’s it.
Lovely,” he sighed. “Very good. Swallow that cock, little
girl.”

She did, and he
pumped smoothly in and out of her throat, pulling back frequently
to let her suck and tongue the head. When he came, it was in her
mouth, not on her face, which to Dannie, was consideration indeed,
given her recent experiences.

He sighed and
stroked his fingers through her hair. “You and I are going to have
a lot of fun this summer, Danielle,” he said.

He moved back
to his desk, then returned with a ball gag. “The walls are pretty
sound proof, but nothing is full-proof,” he said with a grin as he
lifted her head up by the pony tail and then worked the ball gag
into her mouth.

He moved behind
her then, and he gripped her buttocks, then her thighs as he pushed
his face in between her legs. He wasn’t Rachel, by any means.

But he was
good.

The whole scene
was bizarre, kinky, even sick, but Dannie felt her insides swirling
with hunger and arousal as his lips and tongue worked at her pussy
and his fingers plunged in and out of her. Then he produced a
vibrator, one of the kind which had a little hook which slid off
from the base and pressed against her clit when the thing was
buried inside her.

Her hips began
to roll and jerk back as the pleasure and heat rose within her, and
she knew her orgasm was fast approaching.

He pulled back
on the edge, and produced a dildo which he worked deep into her ass
before starting in on her pussy again. Frenzied and frazzled,
gasping and moaning, twisting and writhing, she felt herself being
worked up towards a powerful orgasm as she pulled and twisted and
moaned against the straps binding her.

Then he drew
back again and slid his belt free of the loops of his pants. He
doubled it in his hand, placed it against her firm, upraised
bottom, then drew it back and swung it.

Dannie’s eyes
widened and she yelped into the gag as the belt struck her bottom
with a stinging blow.

“What perfect
ass you have,” he sighed, running his hand over it.

He drew back
his arm and swung again, and then again, and then again, each blow
making Dannie yelp and jerk against the restraints, making her
bottom sting and burn.

“Nasty little
girl,” he said. “Bad little girl. You know you deserve to be
punished.”

She did. She
very much did, Dannie thought weakly, gasping and moaning as the
belt cracked down across her pretty bottom again and again.

The vibrator
buzzed within her, and her anus spasmed around the dildo as the
heat grew within her mind and body.

Oh God, she
thought. I’m gonna come so bad!

He swung
harder, and the blows stung more, the heat spreading through her
bottom and into her groin as her cries of pain rose. But the
vibrator buzzed and her mind writhed and the orgasm rose up like a
tidal wave, building higher and higher as he whipped her ass, and
then crashed down around her so that she shook and thrashed and
cried out again and again.

And in the
midst of it the blows stopped, the vibrator pulled free, and his
cock was rammed into her pussy as he began to pound against her.
The orgasm, just beginning to fade, surged forward again and she
screamed into the gag, her head twisting and rolling as the power
screamed through her nervous system and his powerful cock plunged
deep into her belly in hard, violent thrusts.

*

Dannie was
uncomfortable with the thought of fucking a guy for a job, but she
told herself that really, it was play, it was an enjoyable side
benefit, and besides, the pay was really really good!

In addition to
not wearing panties, she was ordered to only wear short skirts.
When she pleaded that she had no short skirts fit for the office
Mike only smiled “You’re a summer student. You don’t have to dress
up. Wear little denim things and halters and everyone will just
shrug and say “Well, she’s a student”.

So that was
what she did. She wore short little denim skirts, tight little
tanks and halters, and strappy little sandals. She acted as
professionally as she could whenever anyone came to see Mike, of
course, and it really was a fairly friendly office. At least,
everyone was nice to her – especially the men. Mike treated her
with respect in front of them, too, and people would be
hard-pressed to sense anything between them.

But sometimes
she would be at her computer in the outer office and would turn and
find him standing beside her, his cock out and semi-hard, and she
would blow him then and there. Or she would come into his office
and he would have her sit on his lap while she wrote some things
down in a little pad, and his fingers would work expertly under her
skirt to make her squirm and wriggle and moan, or he would bend her
over his desk, spread her legs, and give her a fast quicky.

And after work,
she would usually find herself on his couch, wrists tied behind her
back, legs up and apart as he thrust into her, or on her knees, ass
raised high as he pounded his cock into it. Her parents were
pleased she got such a good job, but they had no idea what happened
there behind closed doors. He was happily married, and made sure
she knew it, but he felt that wealthy and powerful men should get
whatever they wanted, and that included hot, firm bodied young
women like Dannie who would do anything she was told for him.

He didn’t
always tie her up, especially in the day time, but after work, he
especially liked to see her tied and helpless as he used her.
Sometimes he whipped or strapped or spanked her, but never
severely. He seemed to like the idea of beating her more than the
actual beating.

But he did
demand obedience, and instant obedience. His big hand would crack
down on Danny’s bottom if she failed to obey him immediately,
whether it was an order to blow him or to fetch him a coffee. After
days and weeks of this Danny learned to obey quickly and question
his orders. Questioning orders brought another hard smack, and
sometimes she would have to kneel as she had at the country home,
and chant “I am Mike’s little whore. I will do what I’m told,” Over
and over and over again.

Every now and
then Veronica would show up, and then, as Mike looked on, she would
have Danny crawl and twist and position herself in response to the
orders she gave, just as she had at the country house. That always
seemed to get Mike turned on, and afterwards, as she licked
Veronica’s pussy, Mike would pound into her from the rear and come
explosively.

One day she
came into the office in the morning to find two large boxes in the
corner.

“What’s that?”
she asked.

He grinned.
“You’ll find out later.”

She looked at
it again. What was he up to? But she wasn’t worried. She turned and
flounced out of the office, then checked his mail and forgot about
it.

Late that
afternoon, however, he had her lock the outer and inner doors and
come into his office.

“Strip,” he
ordered.

Dannie
stripped, and saw him produce a heaping mass of leather and latex
from one of the boxes, which proceeded to fit on her like a girl
playing with her Barbie doll. All she could do was stand there and
cooperate. Thigh high stiletto’s went on her legs, shoulder length
gloves on her arms and hands. A leather bustier with holes for her
breasts that squeezed them up and out rather than hiding them went
around her chest, and a collar around her throat. Nipple clips
pinched her swollen pink nipples, and were pulled up by narrow
chains to the center of her collar.

Her arms were
strapped back together behind her, pinned all the way to the elbow,
so her shoulders ached and strained. A ball gag filled her mouth,
the strap buckled together behind her, and she was led to the side
of the room between the bookshelf and a pillar, and her legs were
spread as he strapped her ankle restraints in place. He gathered
her hair up into a pile at the top of her head, wound it into a
loose tail, wrapped it in cord, and led it upwards to an overhead
hook.

Then the other
box came out of the corner and was placed between her legs. Out of
it came a long piston that extended and rose up between her legs.
He fitted a big dildo on the end, and carefully worked it deep into
her dripping pussy. Then he plugged the machine in, and the thing
began to move up and down, up and down, fucking her.

He watched her
as the machine fucked her, getting almost as exited as Dannie, then
bent before her, licking at her clit as the dildo thrust up and
down inside her. He brought her off repeatedly, and she writhed and
twisted, her hips rolling and jerking, her body pulling dazedly
against her hair as she climaxed repeatedly.

He drove his
stiff cock up her ass then, sodomising her in time to the thrusting
plunging dildo as he roughly groped and kneaded her breasts.

He told her it
was all hers, but of course, she had nowhere to keep it. God forbid
she bring it home and have her mother stumble over them. He wasn’t
going to keep it at his house or at the office either, so settled
the issue by renting a small apartment for her.

That solved a
lot of problems for both of them. Now she had somewhere for
Veronica and Rachel to visit her, and put her through her paces.
Sometimes they brought friends, sometimes women, sometimes men.
Whoever it was, Dannie would let then use her body in whatever way
they preferred, something she’d become well-accustomed to.

Towards the end
of the summer Mike began giving her to other people, too. At first
she was taken aback, but since it was not a lot different than what
Veronica or Rachel did, she accepted it. Though really, the idea of
refusing hardly even occurred to her any more. Sometimes Mike would
join in, but most times she would simply go to the office of the
man she was to service, or he would come to her flat, and then she
would again let him do whatever he wanted to her body.

It was, in many
ways, an ideal summer. She partied a lot, had a lot of great, kinky
sex, and yet also made good money and got a lot of experience which
would help her get jobs in the future.

Come the fall,
though, Veronica arranged for she and Zoe to dance at a higher end
strip club. Danny was a little squeamish about the idea, but again,
the idea of saying no didn’t really rise within her head. She was
not accustomed, any longer, to saying no about things like that, or
even asking questions.

On the first
night Veronica brought her to the club they went into the back room
to see the manager, and Danny dropped to her knees without question
when Veronica ordered her to suck his cock. She would, henceforth,
do the same whenever he asked, she was informed.

The excitement
of that was overwhelming, at first, for she’d become as much an
exhibitionist as Zoe. The money was fascinatingly large, and before
very long both girls were selling their bodies to ‘special’ clients
in the club’s back rooms, and making even more money.

Dannie wasn’t
quite certain when she stopped worrying about the club getting in
the way of her studies, and started worrying about school getting
in the way of her earnings at the club. But after a few months she
dropped out of school to devote herself full time to making money
and having a wild, kinky, slutty time.

She had her
nipples and clit pierced, and then Veronica introduced her to a
woman who owned a discrete escort service. That involved some
stripping, too, for smaller gatherings, and a lot more sex. But the
money was even better. Even more exciting, many of the clients
liked to tie her up, and they paid extra for it. Little did they
know she would have paid them!

Three years
later the girls she and Zoe and Katy had gone to school with
graduated and went out into their cheap little jobs working in
stuffy offices. By then all three were discussing the best
investments for their expanding portfolios paying off their own
apartments, and driving Mercedes and BMWs.

And then one
day she got a phone call. She was in her enormous bed, blinking
sleep out of her eyes, for it was barely noon. She groaned and
squirmed across the bed to pick up the phone, mumbling an irritated
hello.


“Danielle?”

It was her younger sister Sarah, now a freshman at the very school
Dannie had once attended. She had, she informed Dannie, been
invited to a long weekend out at a country house outside the city
by a teaching assistant named Hannah Dannie had once gone to school
with. Hannah had told her Dannie was free to go, as well, and Sarah
offered to drive them both up.

Dannie
hesitated, wondering what to say, whether to warn Sarah. At first
she was aghast at the thought of her little sister kneeling naked
on the deck, bound and helpless, her body trembling with lust. This
was her sister, after all!

But then
reality took hold. She had enjoyed herself immensely, and had never
regretted a single thing. She didn’t think Sarah would enjoy
herself in the same way. It was hard to imagine her more
straight-laced sister engaging in the kind of carnal perversions
Dannie had so enjoyed. But then again, who knew what the girl was
like inside?

She certainly
wasn’t going to find out. But neither did she warn the girl.

“I don’t really
know her that well,” she said. “But I heard she’s nice. I’m sure
you’ll have a good time.”

Then she hung
up and considered the mental image of her sister going through what
she did.

Perhaps she’d
have a roommate soon.

 


End
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

Can a nerdy
blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very
black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about
to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I
came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set
the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he
taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky thought
it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents
at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad
decided to teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a
lot meant she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the
butt didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to
submit and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black
Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a
spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things
at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a
muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting
him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is
schooled in submission!

 


The Nerd
Girls

Paige is a
tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts
student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she
lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude
photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky
intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them,
Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their
mercy!

 


Out of Uniform
(Jamie McCloud series)

Gorgeous
tomgirl Jamie McCloud is a rookie cop on the NYPD. Jamie is
transferred out of uniform into street clothes to work for the
Anti-crime squad in Manhattan. There, amid the glitz and glitter,
amid the hordes of tourists and businessmen, she hunts down
muggers, drug dealers, pickpockets and purse thieves, along with
perverts and gang members. Oh, and the occasional terrorist. And on
her own time, Jamie begins to explore the dark side of her
sexuality as she is introduced to domination and submission by her
hunky new federal agent boyfriend Danny. It's all just a kinky
game, at first, but the mind-blowing excitement and thrills quickly
draws her into a lifestyle that will change her behavior, her
personality, and her life.

 


Owned by My
Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father
the cop was so... commanding, in his uniform! I was fascinated with
his handcuffs, and he was fascinated by me! Letting him boss me
around seemed natural – and hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky
nature of what we did was scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her
older brother as his, and moved me into his house, so his whole
family could own me!

 


Zoe's New
Boss

Zoe's new boss
was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was
obnoxious and arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable
to resist her own body each time he forced himself upon her. His
skillful fingers and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he
wanted more submission than that. He forced her to submit utterly,
to crawl before him and his clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a foggy
London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the
middle of a crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as
she strips naked and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So
begins her introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of
enslavement, of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


Nigger's
Girl

A blonde girl
has no business getting involved with a Black man in rural Georgia.
A blonde girl who's a deputy sheriff especially has no business
getting involved with a Black ex-con with a violent temper and a
hate on for white people. But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's
gripped by a feverish need. However violently he treats her,
however he shames and abuses her, whoever he gives her to.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's difficult
to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like
to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and
told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I
just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and
arrogant man who seems do do nothing but work and drink and growl
at people. But when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur
she finds out his domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the
car! And as she melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the
dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by
Mister Trask

When Melody
Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it
was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until
the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was
breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon
he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her
to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound
Beauty

Sierra is
lured into nude photography by her aunt, whose erotic photographs
hang in art galleries. But as her aunt discovers her weakness for
bondage and submission, Sierra is lured into more and more graphic
and lurid pictures. With the aid of her handsome black assistant,
her aunt turns the incredibly responsive young woman into an
unknowing star of bondage videos watched around the world.

 


The Mirror
Box

FBI agent
Rachel Corey and her female prisoner wake to find themselves
captives in a large mirrored box, nude. Day after day, cool,
synthetic voices gave them orders, and images appeared on computer
screens ordering them how to position their bodies, how to obey and
display, and then to perform sexual services. But their captors
have a hidden motive, for it is the FBI itself conditioning
them
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