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Let me start out by saying I love Perth. It's
a beautiful little town in a gorgeous part of upstate Main with
wonderful people. It's a picture postcard place which would be
extremely popular with tourists if everyone there didn't have a
tacit agreement to do whatever it took to discourage tourism. I
grew up there, and loved almost everything about it. The one thing
which I didn't love, was that in the clannish, small-town
environment, everyone knew everyone else's business.

You knew who was an alcoholic, who had
trouble paying the bills, who committed adultery. You know that Mr.
Anderson liked to walk around naked in his front window and show
his wiener to passersby. You knew not to let your kids near old Mr.
Foster. You knew Samantha Brewster was a slut. You knew Miles
Brewbaker had light fingers. You knew Billy Conroy was a lousy
excuse for a mechanic.

Nobody, however, knew very much about me,
Danny Flannagan, except that I was a sports nut, and that I didn't
pay nearly as much attention to the boys as the boys paid to
me.

See, my father was and is the mayor. In a
small town, once you're the mayor, unless you tick people off a
lot, you're pretty much mayor for life. My dad took his job
seriously, part-time though it was. And when he wasn't the mayor he
was running the bottling plant which bottled spring water. So
again, he was a very respectable man, and he expected his family to
maintain his image.

I don't mean he was stern about it, really.
Dad's a good guy. But I think we have all always been aware that
anything we do would reflect upon him, and so been extra
careful.

That had always been hard on me, because, you
see, I'm a slut at heart. I don't know when I first developed an
interest in sex, but earlier, I think, than most girls. And it was
accompanied by the fearlessness I have always greeted
experimentation and exploration – and a pretty easy pick of anyone
I'd want to experiment and explore with.

As a little girl, I was a tomboy. I explored
town, and then beyond it. I was always exploring my way up the
rivers and over the mountains, and also wild about sports. I was
never afraid of anything. When I hit puberty, nothing much changed
in that regard except that now I had this interest in sex too. And
puberty was kind to me. I'd always been a pretty girl. Puberty and
adolescence gave me the kind of body boys and men look long and
lovingly at.

So basically, I could have my pick. I could
explore sex to my heart's content. Except, of course, that I
couldn't. Whatever I did risked becoming public knowledge, which
not only meant getting back to my parents and grandparents and
uncles and aunts and brothers but spreading all around school and
then all around town. Yikes!

So I put my energy into sports instead, and
explored even further afield, climbing and swimming and riding
everywhere.

But no matter how I drove myself, sex was a
simmering need within me that never quite went away. I thought
about it constantly, read about it obsessively, and explored it
with the only person I could trust to keep things quiet – me. I
masturbated every night without fail, and every morning without
fail. I masturbated every evening in the shower, and sometimes, off
alone in the woods and fields.

I developed a lot of fantasies, and I used a
lot of toys, from hair brushes to bottles, to cucumbers and hand
showers. But as far as actual real cocks, there was none of that
through high school. Almost. In my senior year my family went to
Hawaii on holiday. I managed to meat a cute boy, get him alone, and
lose my official virginity – finally. In fact, we fucked like
rabbits every possible opportunity, and since he had to work, I
found another cute boy and we fucked like rabbits when the first
one wasn't available.

All of which is to explain that when I had
the opportunity to go to university I wanted to go as far from my
home town as I could get, and a volleyball scholarship was my
ticket. Truth is, I don't even like volleyball all that much. But
I'm really good at it. I'm very fast, very athletic, have really
quick instincts. I can do backwards somersaults in mid-air. I'm a
pretty good gymnast, in fact. But I had no hope of getting anywhere
with it because I'm too big, and too heavy.

I don't mean I'm overweight or anything. But
you can't be a gymnast and have a woman's body. You've seen them,
they look like little girls. I'm five foot eight and a half. Also,
I have breasts. They're not super huge, but they're there. As for
my weight. I weigh more than most of my friends because while there
isn't much fat on me, there's a lot of muscle beneath the surface.
I'm not one of those bulgy veined weightlifter steroid cases but
I'm strong for a woman, with well-developed muscles in just about
every part of my body.

That's worked well for my boobs, by the way.
Like I said, they're not big, but the muscles in my chest are
strong and so my breasts are very, very firm, almost springy, you
know. Like, if I run my hands down across my breasts, and kind of
push them down, and let my hands go they bounce up again like
they're on springs, my small pink nipples actually looking like
they're pointing up a bit when they're hard.

So anyway, yes, I'm limber and athletic, but
no way could I ever go to university on a gymnast scholarship.
Volleyball was different. Sure I'm short, compared to a lot of the
other women, but I'm good. I'm quick, I can jump high, and I can
spike the ball with the best of them.

So anyway, I make the tearful farewells,
travel two thousand miles to settle in my little dorm room on the
third floor of the Angela Simms building, and meet my two
roommates. They were both on the volleyball team. Katy Sullivan was
tall, blonde and pretty, but with a big of a square jaw. Cassidy
Grant was tall and blonde and pretty. Both of them were kind of
skinny and a bit flat chested.

They didn't look at all alike, btw, other
than superficially. Cassidy had really short hair while Angela's
was kept shoulder length, like mine and in a pony tail much of the
time. They were both a year my senior in school and on the team,
and they seemed to act a bit like that made them special or
something.

Before school even started for the year we
went out to the gym for our first team meeting and practice. It was
a little dismaying, at first. There were a dozen girls on the team
and only two of us were under six feet tall. I got a lot of
suspicious looks from the other girls, who maybe thought I would
drag down their chances. And now I recalled the same doubt in
Cassidy and Angela's eyes.

Also, the coach, Mrs. Caldwell, gave a speech
which included reminding us that we were all on the volleyball
team, and that anything we did reflected on the rest, and we would
have to answer for it if we made them look bad. Right away I was
thinking, shit, just like at home!

Then we started playing, and it soon became
evident to me that, lack of height or not, I was the best pure
athlete on that freaking team. Rookie or not I was a better server,
too, and that seemed to irritate some of the older girls for some
reason. Mostly, though, it gained me more respect, and there were a
lot fewer doubting glances turned my way.

After practice, some of the girls were
panting and dragging their asses, but honestly, I didn't think it
was any big deal. Yeah, it was a workout, but I had no difficulty.
We went off to the showers, and that was my first eye-opener. The
showers at school in Perth were not communal. There was a shower
room, and in it were like toilet stalls. The toilet stalls had one
half where you showered, and the other half where you dried off and
dressed.

This was just an open area with shower stalls
spouting from the walls, and also from poles in the center of the
floor. Everyone crowded in and showered together. It was, like I
said, an eye opener. I'd never been around that much nudity before,
female or not. And they were all pretty darned good bodies. I mean,
you didn't get on the volleyball team if you were fat or
flabby.

Had I ever considered sex with a girl? Sure.
I”m not gay, but I would have tried it had there been a way of
doing so without any chance of word getting out. Like I said, I'd
try almost anything, and beneath my casual tomboy exterior was a
raging slut who was frustrated at her inability to exercise her
hunger for wild, nasty sex.

But having sex with a girl would have been
even more dangerous than doing it with a guy, and with fewer
rewards. Namely, I loved penetration. Some girls masturbate without
it, just rubbing their clits. I never masturbate without
penetration. It really gets me off to have something long and hard
and thick sliding into me. It just makes my insides quiver and
twist and throb like crazy. So doing it with girls wasn't nearly as
interesting as with guys.

I couldn't help carefully and casually
scanning the bodies around me, comparing and contrasting. And you
know what, I had the best body. I mean, Zoe had nicer tits, I
think, because hers were bigger and rounder, but still firm. Karen
had a nicer ass, it was just amazingly perfect. Beth had incredible
legs that went on for-fucking ever. Wow. Charlotte had such a firm
belly, her abs could have been in an advertisement.

But my breasts were almost best, not as big
as some, but perfectly round and firm and nicely proportioned to my
slender frame. My belly is firm, my ass really tight, my legs very
nicely sculpted. On top of that, while I wasn't blonde and wasn't
tall – well, as tall as them – I was as pretty as any girl there.
And frankly, my shoulder length brown hair is lush and soft and
easy to manage as it flows down around my shoulders. I wouldn't
trade it for blonde – especially as most of them were dye jobs.

So anyway, there I was naked and soapy around
a bunch of other naked soapy girls. Well, to begin with, any time
I'm naked I”m horny. That's just the way it is for me. Naked and
soapy makes it a certainty. And being naked and soapy where other
people can see me – well let's just say I realized right then and
there just how darkly exciting that was. It was like, well, you're
taught all your life never to let people see you naked, and yet,
there I was with a dozen people seeing me naked!

My nipples were rock-hard. Which embarrassed
me, because, I mean, I didn't want everyone thinking I was some
kind of dyke, you know! So I kind of tried to hide them as much as
I could, and hurry up with my washing up. And then the fucking
coach comes into the room and talks with one of the girls, and then
walks over to me. I swear!

“Danielle,” she said.

“Uhm, yes, coach?” I gulped.

The showers operate by hand. I guess to save
money. You have a lever, and you pull it down, and the water pours
down. The lever, however, doesn't stay down. It springs back up
again, and the water only keeps pouring for like ten seconds. Then
you have to pull down on the lever again if you want more. This is
actually no big deal. You can get wet, then the water turns itself
off as you soap up. Then when you're ready to rinse off, you pull
the lever again. Easy.

So anyway, I had already soaped up, and had
just started to rinse off when the coach came over. I stepped back
a bit from the water, but then it stopped.

“You did really well out there,” she said. “I
have to admit I was surprised. But I shouldn't have been. You lived
up to advance billing. I'm going to put in as a right hitter to
start, but you're very athletic and I'm going to work you in as a
libero. We've never had a rookie libero before but I think you can
do it.”

“Thanks Coach!” I said, gratified.

Of course, I was still feeling really, REALLY
awkward having her standing there talking to me while I was
COMPLETELY NAKED. I was partly soapy, water and soap trickling down
my body as she talked to me, and believe me, I had never in my life
had a conversation with someone naked – other than the two guys I
had had sex with.

Liberos, by the way, were the girls with the
best passing and defensive skills on a team. I knew that with my
height I'd never get to play by the net, not at this level, but
libero was a really key player, so I felt flattered.

“You've never played at this level, though,”
she said. “So we're going to work you in easy, get you some
experience.”

I nodded uncomfortably. I mean, I didn't want
to act like a shy farm girl and cover my body up. That would have
had everyone snickering and pointing. So I did my best to stand as
natural as I could – naked – while every part of me kept screaming
to cover myself. I did actually wind up casually gripping my left
bicep with my right arm, which sort of hid my breasts behind my
arm.

The coach talked about how much I'd have to
study the playbook and rules, because things were a lot stricter
and more unforgiving here, and I was one of only two rookies on the
team so would have to be prepared for anything, especially if I was
to become a libero.

Finally, she turned and left, and I breathed
a sigh of relief, for I could finally rinse off and get some
freaking clothes on. Most of the other girls had already finished.
So I pulled the lever and the water poured down on me. I turned my
face to it, letting the water pour over me, soaking and rinsing me
off, and the last girl – except me, left.

Okay, no big deal. I pulled the lever again,
rinsing off nice, then a third time, and then ran my hands through
my hair to pull out the worst of the water and reached for my
towel.

Except it wasn't there. I looked around and
saw nothing but empty hooks. One of the bitches had taken my towel!
I was indignant, but didn't think anything of it. Either it was a
prank or a mistake. Not a big deal, except now I had to go into the
locker room dripping wet and naked, which again made my pussy kind
of throb a bit. More public nudity!

I walked to the entrance and pulled at the
door. It was locked.

Here's the set-up. There are two locker rooms
which lead to that shower. One is for men, the other for women.
Naturally, only one is unlocked at any one time. When a women's
team practice, the guy's door is locked. And vice versa. Well, the
door to the locker room I had come from wouldn't open. I was stuck
there in an empty room naked and dripping wet. I wasn't sure if
this was an accident, a prank, or some kind of rookie
initiation.

I tried the other door, and it opened. That
got my heart pounding. Did that mean there was going to be a men's
team heading in here soon? Shit! What the fuck! I pounded on the
other door and yelled but no one came. I could either stay there or
try something else. So I opened the other door and peered out.
Still dripping wet, I eased out into the other locker room, hoping
to find at least a towel or something to cover myself.

There was nothing. All the lockers were
empty. The only thing this room led to was a door to the corridor.
I went to it and peered through anxiously. There didn't seem to be
anyone in sight. It was a narrow corridor which led to the gym. It
also had the doors to the locker rooms, the supply and equipment
rooms, the first aid room and the coaches offices in it.

I went back and tried the door to the girls
shower again but it was still locked. I came back in, watched the
corridor, then decided to risk the dash up it to the womens locker
room. I was sure now that one or more of them had set me up, but
had no way of knowing which. Heart pounding, I braced myself, and
then dashed out into the corridor. Naked! I scurried up it to the
womens locker room and yanked on the door.

It wouldn't open! Do you fucking believe
it!?

I pound on it but there was no sound. My head
jerked from side to side, then I darted back to the mens locker
room – and IT wouldn't open!

I was stuck out in the hall naked!

Okay, I admit it had been exciting being
naked in public, but I was far from that now. I was terrified
someone, that is, some guy would come along and see me.

I hurried back to the womens locker room and
pounded on it, then tried the other doors along the hall, but they
were all locked. I went back to the front. The only door not locked
was the one leading to the gymnasium itself. Then I heard a noise.
I spun around and stared at the girls locker room door
suspiciously. I crept up to it and pushed – and it opened!

And a bucket which had been set over it
overturned and poured – I'm not sure what it was, but it was like
molasses. In fact, I think it was molasses all over me. I heard a
whooop of laughter, then something else was thrown at me, a thick
powdery something which turned out to be a big bucket of
flower.

I didn't even see who did it, just heard
girls laughing, and by the time I got the goop out of my eyes
enough to actually open them I was alone – but at least I was in
the girls locker room again.

There was a mirror on the back of the door
and I stared at myself. I was covered in molasses and flour. You
can imagine how lovely it was.

But over the top of the mirror was a sign. It
said “Welcome to the team. Remember, no killing other team members
on your first day”.

Under that it said “As a rookie you get to
clean the locker room after everyone else leaves. Enjoy!”

Bitches!

I stalked back to the shower room and rinsed
all the goop off, then went back to the locker room, glared around
some more, put a towel on, then looked at the mop and bucket
someone had left. I sighed and cleaned the stuff off the floor,
vowing I was going to get back at them somehow or other.

Then, of course, I had to shower off
again.

I was nervous, of course, naked and alone in
the shower room, so as soon as I heard a sound I whirled around,
and was relieved to see Amy, the team captain, standing there
grinning at me. Well, actually, she was leaning against the wall,
clad in a towel.

“You have to admit, what our initiations lack
in pain they make up for in adrenalin production,” she said.

“Okay,” I said darkly.

She laughed and came forward. “Don't worry,
Danielle, there was never any danger of a man seeing you. We made
sure this area was all ours for now. We just wanted to give you a
bit of a rush.”

“Well you succeeded,” I sighed,

“Some of the girls wanted to be nastier,
especially the lesbians.”

I blinked my eyes in surprise.

“What? You think there are no lesbians on a
womens volleyball team?”

“Uhm, I guess I hadn't thought of it.”

“There are always lesbians on any university
womens team. They seem to be more into sports, for some
reason.”

“Okay, I guess.”

I shrugged.

“The problem with listening to them is their
ideas are usually more sexual, especially when we initiate really
pretty girls like you.”

“Uhm...”

I didn't know what to say to that. And again,
I was still standing there naked.

“You know you have a fantastic body,” she
said with a grin.

I blushed. “I'm okay I guess,” I said.

She snorted. “You are fucking hot, girl. You
didn't see a few of the girls looking you up and down when you were
showering?”

“Ick,” I said uncertainly.

She laughed.

“That used to bother people more than it does
now. I mean, playing around with girls is so commonplace now that
most people don't really care much.”

She moved a bit closer and I backed up a bit,
but the shower pipe was behind me so I couldn't really go very
far.

“Have you ever? Played around I mean?”

“I uhm, no,” I said.

I didn't want them to think I hated lesbians,
though. I mean, especially if there was some on the team.

“I don't think it's wrong or anything,” I
said hurriedly. “I just uhm, haven't.”

She leaned in further, grinning. “Want to?”
she asked, her voice going soft.

I gaped at her in shock. I mean, wow! I was
in a freaking locker room naked and … was she coming on to me? I
mean, for real? Or was she just joking around?”

“I uhmm, didn't know you were gay,” I
said.

“Oh I'm not,” she said with a broad grin. “My
boyfriend can assure you of that.”

She reached out and slid her hand onto my
bare shoulder. I was standing a bit defensively, but again not
wanting to seem like a shy little girl. I had my left hand on my
right bicep so as to kind of hide my breasts, but was doing it
casually.

Her hand felt soft and warm on my shoulder,
and she slid it down my arm and then down the side of my chest to
my hip. When she tried to slide it in between my legs I kind of
turned away and she laughed and then her hands were on both my
shoulders from behind.

“We're a big happy, close-knit bunch of
girls,” Danny,” she said in a soft voice. “I hope you'll fit in
with us.”

What did that mean, I wondered? Did it mean if I wasn't into girls
I couldn't play on the team?”

Her hands were moving down along my bare
back, my wet back, and I felt a shudder ripple through me.
Everything was happening so fast, and I didn't really know what I
wanted to do. It wasn't that I was totally against – experimenting
– with a girl, and it wasn't that Amy wasn't cute, but I wouldn't
have chosen a locker room for the experiment!

She kissed the back of my neck and her hands slid around me.

I was starting to get turned on, despite my
anxiety and embarrassment. But this was all so weird and so
rushed!

Her right hand was suddenly there between my
legs. A shockwave ran through me and I jerked my hand down,
gripping her wrist, but she just chuckled throatily, biting gently
into the nape of my neck as her finger stroked lightly along my
pussy.

I am super sensitive there at the best of
times. But as I had learned the previous summer in Hawaii, when
someone else touches me there the sensations are infinitely more
powerful.

“Do you like that, little girl?” she
whispered.

I twisted around and she kissed me, suddenly,
her arms sliding around me, drawing me in against her as her towel
fell to the floor. We were breast to breast, lip to lip. Her tongue
slid into my mouth as her fingers dug into my bare bottom and I
squirmed – inside myself and physically, as my mind spun about
trying to cope with the shock of it all and figure out how to
respond.

“A-Amy I – Amy - ,” I gasped.

She suddenly slid to her knees in front of me
and jammed her mouth in against my sex.

I gasped and grabbed at her head, but already
her hands were gripping my thighs and spreading them, already her
mouth was on me, her tongue lapping at my clit producing sudden hot
little shocks, hot little explosives bursts of sensation. I gasped
and gripped her head as the bubbling heat within me exploded into
full bore arousal and sexual hunger pushed aside almost every other
care and concern I had.

One of the guys I'd fucked had licked me a
bit, but the truth was I hadn't needed much warmup, and had wanted
cocks inside me. And Amy was way, way more talented. I could hardly
believe the sensations she was sending through me, and they only
got more powerful as she slid a long, slim finger into my pussy and
pushed it up deep.,

God it felt good!

She chuckled as she felt my pussy spasming
around her finger, but then eased it out and stood up.

My legs were already rubbery, my breaths
coming in ragged gasps as she kissed me hard again, her hands
sliding up and down my back. I let my own hands slide up over her
shoulder for the first time, kissing her back with growing
excitement, but then suddenly she gripped my arms, sliding her
hands along them to my wrists, and lifted them up and back above my
head, kind of pushing me back against that thick shower pipe.

She grinned hotly at me, then reached up and
… and I felt something metal slide around my right wrist. I blinked
in surprise, cocking my head up and back just in time to see her
sliding the other cuff around my other wrist.

“Now you're helpless,” she said with a
delicious hot grin. “Now I can ravish you to my heart's
content!”

I was open-mouthed, and starting to get
alarmed, but she bent and slid her hands back onto me, taking the
center of my left breast into her mouth as one hand slid down
between my legs again. She started rubbing the tip of her middle
finger across my clit as the other hand squeezed my bottom. And I
really was helpless. I felt oddly intimidated – by her size, her
seniority on the team, and her obvious sexual experience. And I was
breathless with anxiety and embarrassment even as I felt a sudden
dark thrill of excitement and anticipation as her hands raced over
my slick, naked skin.

She slowly sank down to her knees again and
forced my legs apart. With my wrists locked up and back behind the
pipe I had to rise onto the balls of my feet as she began to lick
me once again. The handcuffs dug into my wrists as I writhed and
jerked, and the hard, cold pipe pressed against my back, but such
was her skill that it didn't take long before I was coming like
crazy. I did my best to keep silent, but there was no way to keep
the gurgling moans and gasps and groans of pleasure inside myself
as her tongue stroked deliciously across my quivering clitoris.

My hips ground frantically against her as the
orgasm lashed my senses, and my head jerked bonelessly as the
hurricane of sensations tore through my nervous system.

When it was over I sagged, gasping, chest
heaving, as she licked her way up my belly and then began to kiss
me on the lips once again, gently now.

“Did you like that, little rookie?”

“Y-yes,” I panted breathlessly.

She pulled my head up and back by the hair
and I groaned. “Are you my beeatch now?” she taunted, her other
hand gently kneading my breast.

I groaned, and she caught my nipple between
her thumb and forefinger, pinching and twisting it until I let out
a little cry of pain.

“Say it, slut,” she teased.”

“I-I'm your bitch!” I gasped.

She chuckled throatily and kissed me again,
then licked her way back down along the side of my throat to my
breasts. She took turns licking and sucking, and also biting at my
nipples. God, I'd never had anyone pay them that kind of attention
before and it was fantastic! Her lips, her mouth, her tongue felt
incredible as she sucked and licked at my crackling hot little
nipples! Then she would bite them, teasingly but stingingly, until
I cried out softly in pain. Then she would suck and lick gently
again.

All the while her hand was between my legs,
driving me upwards into another crackling storm of hunger and heat
as my mind bathed in the fiery excitement of this, the wickedest
sexual event I'd ever had. I was just overwhelmed with it all, and
could hardly think straight.

I gasped weakly, arms stretched up and back
above me, still wet. I groaned as her lips folded around my clit
and sucked, arching my back, my head twisting from side to
side.

I was on the edge of another climax but she
eased back and stood up. “Maybe I'll leave you like this for the
men's football team,” she taunted. “Would you like that, slut?”

“No,” I groaned weakly.

She laughed softly. “Liar. I know a girl who
wants a big cock inside her!”

Her hand slid between my legs, two fingers
pushing up into my throbbing, moist pussy now as I gasped for
breath. She kissed me again, water from my wet hair trickling down
my cheek as her tongue twisted inside my mouth. Then she eased
back.

And then I saw two hands coming around from
behind me, from either side. They cupped my breasts and I gasped in
shock, jerking my head around to see Cassidy there, grinning
lewdly.

“Hi, Roomie,” she said.
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Cassidy was naked, as well, and leaned in to
close her lips on the nape of my neck as Amy backed up. “Now where
did I leave my dildo?” she asked rhetorically.

She turned and walked out of the room as
Cassidy's right hand slid down between my legs and her left kneaded
my breast. She slid slowly around in front of me, then, tall, like
Amy. She seized me and crushed her lips against mine hard, pressing
her breasts against mine as she thrust her tongue into my mouth. I
was alarmed by her presence, but still intensely aroused. And after
my initial shock and embarrassment eased, my excitement
redoubled.

This was fucking wild! This was the sort of
stuff I had dreamed about but never dared to try and experiment
with back in Maine!

Now Cassidy's hands were sliding over my
body, touching me everywhere! They were soft and warm and gentle,
but sometimes hard and eager and demanding. Our bodies rubbed
together hot and naked, our stiff nipples and breasts grinding
together as our lips slid excitedly against each other.

Having my hands cuffed up above me was …
weird. I mean, in a way it made me anxious, and feel helpless. On
the other hand it sort of meant that... well, like I wasn't
responsible for anything. I don't know quite how to explain it but
it was like I was just there to receive whatever they did, and had
no responsibility for actually doing anything back. Which was good
because I knew nothing about what to do!

Amy returned with something, but I hardly
noticed her with Cassidy pressed up against me. Then Cassidy eased
back and I felt so helpless again, with those two tall women in
front of me, both three or four years older than me. I gasped as I
saw the big, very realistic looking dildo in Amy's hands. She
leered at me and rubbed the head over my face.

“Suck it, bitch,” she growled.

I moaned, having little choice as she thrust
it into my open mouth. Her other hand was on my breast as Cassidy
bent over and sucked and licked the nipple of my other breast. Her
hands were kneading my bottom and rubbing at my clit. Ohmygod! This
was so insane!

But I was so hot, so wild! I sucked on the
latex cock and licked it as Amy pumped it slowly in and out of my
mouth. Then she pulled it free and dropped it between my legs. I
shuddered as she pulled one of my legs up and apart, and then
worked the dildo into my pussy.

“Yeah, fuck her!” Cassidy whispered, then
crushed her lips against mine again.

“Cassidy is a dyke,” Amy said. “She wants to
make you her little sex slave!”

I moaned into Cassidy's mouth as I felt the
dildo pushing higher and deeper. Amy pulled it out and thrust it
up, turning and twisting it, but forcing it ever deeper. God it
felt glorious!

I came, crying out, my body bucking and jerking and twisting as the
dildo was shoved almost painfully deep into my belly.

They stroked and kissed and fondled and
licked me through it and then giggled and smiled as I slumped,
gasping, eyes slitted, chest heaving. But they didn't uncuff me and
finish. They continued to run their hands over me, stroking,
caressing, their lips moving in to kiss me, or suck on my breast or
lick at my arm or bite into my shoulder.

Cassidy bent and started licking at my clit
again, and I twisted and writhed, overwhelmed by the intensity of
the sensations she raised from my already overheated pussy.

“I love her cunt,” she said, gasping. “It's
so tight and neat and clean looking!”

I gasped again as I felt a finger pushing up
into my ass! I wanted to complain but then Amy's lips crushed mine
and her tongue thrust into my mouth. I moaned helplessly and kissed
back as that finger pushed deeper into my ass, twisting and
wriggling around.

Cassidy was lapping at my clit, pumping the
dildo in and out. She seemed to take delight in shoving it in soooo
deep it hurt, insisting on getting that little gasp of pain from me
each and every time.

“Unggghh!” I gasped as she forced it right up
to the hilt, I mean, right up to where she could practically not
hold onto it, just an inch or so sticking out of me for her fingers
to grip. The thought of all that length inside me made my insides
roil and ache.

“Deep pen-et-rat-ion,” she taunted, spacing
out the word.

They kept using my hair to jerk my head up
and back, either to kiss me – them being a lot taller than me – or
to expose my throat to their mouths and teeth and lips and tongues.
Even so, droplets of water continued to trickle slowly down my
chest and back as their hands danced across my otherwise rapidly
drying skin.

I was hardly aware of them uncuffing one of
my wrists until my arms dropped and I almost fell against Cassidy.
But before my dazed mind could even comprehend what had happened
they had turned me around, pulled my arms together behind my back,
and cuffed them together once again. Then Cassidy forced me to my
knees and spread her legs, gripping my hair and pulling my face
forward.

I hesitated amid a flood of sudden anxiety
and uncertainty. I had no idea what I was supposed to do! But then,
of course I did, for they had just spent the last some minutes
demonstrating – sort of. Feeling and doing are not exactly the same
thing, after all. And while I had never licked a girl there – nor
even touched one – nor to be honest, ever had much thought or
desire to do so – the heat was upon me and I was in the kind of
rabid sexual mood to do anything.

I looked at her pussy. It, like my own, was
clean shaven. I looked up the long length of her body, then flicked
my eyes back at my goal as Amy knelt beside me. I licked along her
inner thigh, then she pulled my face right in against her sex,
rubbing me against it. Amy's hand slid in and squeezed my breast
then eased down between my legs. The other hand squeezed my bottom,
and a finger pushed up into my anus.

“Lick it,” she breathed.

I began to lick, almost blindly, until
Cassidy eased off, then aiming for her clit, I began to lick
earnestly, excitedly, hoping to copy what had been done to me. Of
course, I was clumsier and far less experienced, but she seemed to
appreciate the effort. She guided me in what to do, in how hard to
lick, and where, while Amy softly bit, licked and sucked on the
side of my throat and shoulder, one hand twisting and pumping the
dildo, rubbing at my clit, the other with a finger up my ass,
pumping it in and out.

Wild! Insane! How had all this happened!?

Here I was, barely out of Perth, and I found
myself kneeling naked and handcuffed on the wet floor of a public
shower performing oral sex on a girl!

Amy's actions were making it harder to focus
on what I was doing, and several times as waves of sensation
rippled up my body I moaned helplessly and my head rolled back.
Cassidy jerked my face forward each time, grinding it into her
pussy.

“Lick me, slave!” she growled.

Amy pushed a second finger up my ass, and
though it was tight there was little pain, In fact, the sensation
was deliciously erotic as her fingers twisted around in my tight
back passage, doubly so given the fullness in my pussy and the way
my clit was sparkling like a live electrical wire.

“Ahh, yess!” she groaned. “Dirty little
beeattch! Bring me off, bitch! Bring me off!”

She arched her back, digging her fingers into
my hair and grinding her face into me as she came. I felt a surge
of heat and gratification, and then Amy had yanked me back so I
fell awkwardly on my back. She straddled my neck, or really, my
upper chest, and then pressed her pussy down onto my mouth. Like
Cassidy, she was clean-shaven, and I began to lick at her as she
leered down at me.

I couldn't see anything beyond her, but after
a minute I felt hands on my ankles spreading my legs wide. Then I
felt the dildo starting to pump in and out as a tongue licked at my
clit. I whimpered and moaned was waves of heat and emotion swept
over me. But I tried to copy, to imitate on Amy what Cassidy was
doing to me, and it seemed to get a reaction – if not so great as
my own.

I came, twisting and bucking and writhing, my
legs bouncing and flailing as Cassidy's tongue whipped across my
clit and she pounded that dildo into me with deep, achingly
powerful thrusts that made me want to scream with every stroke.

Amy had to slap my face a little to get me to
focus on her pussy again after that, and I licked tiredly so that
she too came off. I think I'd come about four times, though myself,
and was breathless and exhausted, both mentally and physically.

They dragged me to my feet and uncuffed me,
but then insisted on putting me under the shower again and soaking
me, and then, treating me like I was their little pet or something
– which normally would have pissed me off but didn't – they soaped
me up themselves – everywhere – kissing me in between, and then
rinsed me off, and then dried me off themselves before leading me
back into the locker room.

Amy blow brushed and blow-dried my hair while
Cassidy looked on. By now I had recovered sufficiently to want to
do my own hair. I mean, not that I ever put a lot of effort into it
– or needed to but still. I was starting to feel a little weird
with the way they were acting, and starting to feel a bit
embarrassed about what we had done, as well.

“I can do it,” I said.

Cassidy slapped my butt stingingly.

“Don't talk back to your mistress, slave,”
she said.

I glowered at her a bit but didn't make an
issue of it. It was only a slap, after all.

And besides, Amy was almost finished.

Then Cassidy held out my thong and they
insisted I step into it. I rolled my eyes a bit, for again this was
becoming a bit much. But she pulled the thong up as I stepped into
it, and fit it around my hips. I felt Amy turn me towards the
counter, and then kind of bend me forward a bit as I felt her hand
grab my ass.

“Is this a great ass or what?” she said.

“That's a nice ass,” Cassidy said.

I blushed uncertainly.

They dressed me, and then, thankfully, left
me alone as we left the gym. I finally had some time to think
things through and puzzle out what my reaction ought to be to this
bizarre turn of events. Well, a part of me was delighted, of
course, and I guess you don't have to ask which part! But in a way,
aside from my having had an amazingly exciting introduction to
lesbianism, I had made a couple of er, friends, one of which was my
roommate. So that was good.

The captain of the team liked me, or at
least, uhm, approved of me. That was good. I hoped not a lot of
others found out about what we'd done but I guess I somewhat
naively presumed that neither of them would want anyone to know. I
mean, it wasn't exactly shameful, though some might think it so,
but it was uhm, well, very, very private.

Wow. It wasn't like I was ever going to tell
anyone about it! You can be sure it wasn't going to feature in any
of my phone calls or emails home to family and friends. So I guess
I assumed they were the same.

I thought about how dangerous it had been,
though, and shuddered at the thought of the coach or maybe some
janitor coming in and seeing us like that. That had been stupid! If
there was ever any kind of repeat it had to be behind closed and
locked doors. I wasn't against taking chances sometimes, but not
with something like that!

I went back to my dorm room, feeling like I
had really had a workout, and feeling a little sore and bruised in
a lot of places. But there wasn't a lot to do there. I could study,
I guess, but classes hadn't even started yet. Anyway, I felt
energetic, suddenly, despite my physical tiredness. So I went
walking around campus, enjoying exploring the place and seeing all
the people. I found my way back to the athletic center, and the
exercise center.

It was, as you might expect at a major
university, large, and filled with all the nicest equipment. I'd
never really gone in much for exercise myself. I'd never needed to
with all the sports I did, but it occurred to me that my day was
now going to be a lot less active than had once been the case.
There were no forests or hills to explore or climb here, no rivers
to swim, and all the sports were very heavily organized and
scheduled, with lots of practices. So it was unlikely I could get
on any of the other teams

Looking at all those people riding stationary
bikes though made me decide to go out and buy a real one. If I was
going to ride a damn bike I wasn't to be exploring the place at the
same time.

I passed by the handball courts and looked in
on a game or two, and then recognized the long-legged blonde in one
as my other roommate Katy. She was also on the volleyball team, but
had missed the first practice. I watched her play for a bit, but
her game ended and she came out, panting and sweaty.

“Hi.”

“Hi,” I said. “You look like you're pretty
good. I might try that sometime.”

“It really gets your muscles working out,”
she said a bit breathlessly.

“It seems like it'd be a lot better than just
riding away at some exercise machine,” I said.

“Yeah, you know it. I got to hit the
showers.”

I let her go, though her words immediately
reminded me of my own first shower event. I went back to the dorm,
a bit at loose ends, and Cassidy showed up.

“Hey sexy,” she said with a grin. “Ready for
dinner?”

“Is there a kitchen or something around
here?”

She grinned. “Yeah, one on every floor, but
me and Katy usually go out somewhere, at least when we have the
time.”

So we walked some blocks to a pub, and it was
weird to be talking and relating to her just like I would any other
girl, as if that sex scene in the shower hadn't happened. Thinking
about it, though, I put it down to her not really thinking of it
as, well, like, romantic sex, like not date-sex, if you will, but
just like, casual, play-sex. Play sex was a term I hadn't
considered before but liked it when I did. It seemed right
somehow.

We talked about Maine, and Nevada, where she
was from. Then Katy showed up with her boyfriend Ed in tow, and we
ordered dinner. Another girl I had barely met from the team, April,
sat down along with her boyfriend, who was on the men's volleyball
team and we had a nice, friendly dinner while talking about sports,
school, and where we had come from. It was perfect, really.

Classes started the next day, and we were all
busy rushing off to them, buying books, meeting our professors,
eying new classmates and being eyed by them, examining schedules,
and seeing how we we fit things together with practices and
games.

Nothing much happened between Cassidy and me
for a couple of days. The next evening when we were all in our room
studying, though, Katy got undressed for bed and Cassidy started
whistling and told her to sex it up. Well, she was just joking, and
only my own uhm, intimate experience made me think otherwise as
Katy did a sort of mock strip-tease for us and then put on her
nightie.

I couldn't help wondering, though, if Cassidy
had tried anything with Katy, and if so what the results had
been.

The thought of the two pretty, long-legged
blondes together was kind of – erotic, actually.

Well, I guess I just had a new sensitivity to
girl-girl action.

Which I got not the next morning, but the one
after that. Katy had an early class and so got up and left before
us. I was still somnolent, eyes slitted, when I felt fingers
caressing my hair, and then Cassidy pushed back the covers of my
bed, waking me more, and then – slid into it next to me. Naked.

What a wake up call!

She started kissing me gently as I blinked my
eyes awake, her hand sliding over my bare belly and up under my
light, loose top to caress my bare breasts.

“C-Cassidy?” I grunted sleepily.

She slid the top up under my arms and I
grunted as she lifted my arms and slid it up over my head. I
started waking up then as she settled atop me, her lips on mine,
her breasts against mine, her tongue darting into my mouth.

I started to push her away, then remembered
Katy was gone early, and relaxed a bit. But I felt my pulse
starting to race. I tentatively slid my hands up over her
shoulders, then down her back as we kissed, as our bodies slid
together. Sex was still relatively knew and extremely exciting,
with a girl or not, and this was somehow more serious than before
because, like, it was in a real bed, if you know what I mean.

She quickly got my loose shorts off, then
with fumbled movements and whispered instructions, she got her leg
between mine and angled our bodies so that our pussies were
grinding and rubbing together. Our hands moved against each other
as we kissed and ground our hips together, both of us breathing
raggedly as our excitement mounted.

Then, from out of nowhere, she produced the
handcuffs again. The first I knew she had them was when she pushed
my hands back above my head with her own, back against the narrow
headboard as she sort of ground her body against mine. Then she
slipped the metal bracelet around my left wrist and it clicked
closed. I gasped a little.

“Wh-what are you do-dooing?” I moaned
excitedly.

“Tying up my beatch,” she said teasingly.

She pulled the cuffs around the bar and then
cuffed my other wrist, and I didn't really try to stop her. Then
she began to slide slowly down my body, tonguing and licking and
sucking on my breasts and nipples, and biting teasingly on the
nipples as I gasped and moaned and whined and complained.

She licked her way down between my legs and I
came, arching and twisting and fighting to keep my gasps and moans
of pleasure from becoming too loud.

Chuckling, she licked her way down my legs
then up them, then up along my belly to my breasts. We kissed long
and lovingly as she ground her breasts against mine. Then she slid
up and straddled me again so I could lick her.

She got out of bed, panting, got something,
and, as I twisted my head up and back, trying to see, looked to be
putting on a pair of pants or something.

She returned with a strap-on dildo, the first
I'd ever seen in person, and a sudden shock went through me.

“I'm gonna fuck you, rookie,” she said.
“Nasty little cock loving straight girl.”

She climbed into the bed and gripped my legs,
lifting them up and back, and I groaned excitedly and anxiously as
I spread myself open for her. I watched her position the fat pink
head of the realistically shaped latex cock at my moist entrance,
and then groaned as she lifted my ankles up and back and slowly
drove it into my pussy.

“Oh fuck!” I gasped.

It was big and it was deep!

She forced my ankles back over my head,
tilting my bottom up, using her weight on my ankles to hold her in
place over me as her hips began to work up and down, and I
shuddered and groaned as the dildo fucked me just like she'd
promised.

“Yeah! You like that, don't you, slut!?” she
panted above me. “Nasty little cock lover! You like it hard and
deep, bitch? You do, don't you!”

She was poised above me, gripping my ankles,
holding them back as her hips worked in and out, and my head rolled
from side to side as she drove the big dildo down into my quivering
pussy again and again and again.

My pussy was wet and throbbing as she bent my
knees up and back, and I panted weakly as I let them spread wide,
raising my pussy as she rubbed the head of her dildo up and down
along the soft, sensitive flesh.

“You want my cock, bitch?” she taunted. “You
want me to fuck you? Beg for my cock, bitch!”

“Please fuck me!” I panted.

She let her shoulders push my legs further
back as she began to sink the thick dildo into my quivering flesh.
I groaned long and low as she moved her hips, and drove it down
into me.

“God!” I moaned.

“Yeah, you love that cock, don’t you,
straight girl,” she taunted. “Beg me to fuck you!”

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

My lower legs were pushed back over my head
now, though spread out to the sides, my ass raised up off the bed
as she held herself positioned over me.

“Say mistress,” she said with a smirk.

“Please fuck me, mistress!” I groaned,
feeling the thickness of the dildo filling my pussy.

The word was meaningless to me, maybe even a
little silly, but if she wanted it …

I groaned again as she drove the fat latex
prick deeper, the nose jamming into the depths of my pussy as she
began to work her hips up and down, up and down, fucking me with
it. The position I was in let her drive it so high into my belly
that I almost felt like screaming in a strange mixture of pleasure
and aching pain as the fat dildo pumped in and out, up and down
inside me.

Cassidy was essentially putting all her
weight on her hands, which were gripping my ankles. Other than her
hands and her feet the rest of her was held above , nearly
horizontal, and her weight was jamming my legs further down and
raising my bottom up still higher.

The nose of the dildo began to punch against
the back wall of my pussy, a painful, yet thrilling experience
which made me gasp and wince with her every thrust, her every
stroke. Her hips slapped against my upraised bottom as she pumped
the dildo, fucking me very much like a guy. But it was a rough
fuck, a hard fuck, the kind which I had only begun to understand
was exactly the way I loved it.

Gasping and moaning, I watched her ease up
and back, then halt above me, panting, just as I was. She leered at
me and then reached down beside the bed and picked up… something.
Then it was pushed against my mouth.

“Suck it, little straight girl,” she growled.
“Suck it and get it nice and wet and slick!”

She pushed something round into my mouth. It
was some kind of plastic thing, and I thought it was a kind of
dildo, like she had had me suck the other day in the shower, but
shorter and wider. It had a narrow end, which flared widely, and
then narrowed very abruptly. It filled my mouth, and I was able to
sort of close my lips around the base - almost. There was a narrow
bit of plastic there attaching it to a silver dollar sized base
which was flat and round.

She pulled it out again, glistening with
saliva, and I looked at it breathlessly. It didn’t look like a
dildo, really. In fact, it looked like the pictures I’d seen of a …
butt plug!

And she confirmed that was what it was as she
moved it down and pressed it against my anal opening.

“Noo!” I gasped breathlessly.

“Oh yes, slave girl!” she taunted.

I felt myself being spread open down there
under the pressure, but it only ached a bit, as the slick, rounded
plug slowly pushed into my ass. It reached a certain point, and
then my ass just sort of sucked it inside, all the way to the base,
which remained on the outside pressed against my butt. It felt
strange inside me, but not uncomfortable.

And then she resumed her steady fucking, and
I groaned and moaned and gasped as the thick dildo pumped I and out
of me with harder, deep thrusts.

And then suddenly Katy was there, winking at
us in passing.

“Don’t let me interrupt your fun! I just
forgot my chem notes,” she said as she grabbed them off the desk.
“Adios,” she said

I just had time to register her presence and
to jerk, wide-eyed, against the handcuffs, just had time for my
face to redden with shock and embarrassment, before she dashed off,
closing the door behind her.

“Don’t worry about her,” she said to my
stricken face. “I’ve fucked her lots of times. And I’m sure you
will be too. We’re just one big happy family of kinky sluts in this
room.”

She laughed, and started stroking again.

Her words reassured me, but I still felt the
aftershock of being “found out” so to speak, of being seen in
something that intimate. I mean, talk about compromising
positions!

The hard, deep thrusts drove almost
everything else to the periphery of my mind as I gasped and moaned
and grunted and shuddered to the sensations of being FUCKED hard! I
was so open, so defenseless, and the dildo was punching so deep
inside me that I was awash in sensations, all of them intense. I
could feel the thick cock inside me, moving up and down within the
tight tube of my sex. The impact of her hips against my bottom put
a hard punctuation mark on the end of every thrust and made me
shudder in pleasure.

Every long, deep stroke made my eyes flutter
and go slitted as it pushed a wave of heat into my body and I
whimpered in excitement. I was loving the hard fucking, and it
really didn’t matter to me that it was a girl doing it! I just
loved it!

She pulled out completely, hovered above me,
then sank the rounded head into my gaping pussy and let her weight
push the whole, long thing down into my gut. I shuddered in heat as
she ground herself against me, then withdrew and did it again, then
again. I was very close to a monster climax, and that part of my
mind which was still functioning was starting to worry about
humiliating myself by making really loud noises, maybe sounds that
others would hear in the nearby dorm rooms.

It’s hard to describe. It felt sooo good
going in, and sooo good when she pulled it completely free of me,
and then soo good as she penetrated me again. I as in seventh
heaven, all crushed up underneath her as she drove that long, hard
cock thing into my body. I could hardly bring myself to think or
care about anything else, even screaming loud enough to draw a
crowd to our door.

Then she abruptly pulled out completely, and
eased back off of me, letting my legs roll forward again and down.
She dropped my legs and then seized them again with opposite hands,
using the leverage to flip me over onto my belly.

“Ow!” I gasped as she slapped my bottom.

“Get up on your knees, slut,” she said, then
slapped my butt again.

“Hey,” I whined.

“Up! Up!”

She slapped my bottom again as I drew my
knees in and raised myself up. I felt her hands on my thighs,
jerking them further apart, then she slapped my ass again and I
yelped, pulling instinctively against the cuffs and realizing again
how helpless I was.

But a moment later I felt the nose of the
dildo rubbing against my opening, and I moaned softly, rolling my
hips and raising my bottom towards her. I felt the soft nose of the
dildo rubbing against me, then pushing into the mouth of my sex. I
groaned as it sank smoothly and slickly down through my body,
filling me up, spreading me wide. I exulted in the thick, deep
penetration, rolling my hips back at her like a whore as she
slapped my bottom again and ground herself against me.

“Yeah, you love that cock, don’t you, slut?”
she taunted. “Nasty little slut.”

She slapped my ass again, and it stung, yeah,
but there was a sharp kind of spike of excitement, a sort of dark
thrill in behaving so - slutty - and letting her treat me like
that! Then again, with that big fake cock filling me I probably
would have gotten turned on by almost anything!

She started to fuck me then, pumping that
long, slick dildo up and down, in and out, rolling her hips to
thrust it in from different angles. At the same time, her hands
slid up and down my body, and I don’t know why but it was like my
mind had suddenly shifted. Now I felt another hot thrill at the way
her hands moved over me, girl or not. I mean, not that long ago I
wouldn’t have thought it to be at all exciting, but my sexual
preferences had just sort of been expanded, I guess.

Then again, she was fucking me like she was a
man, and I was acting as though she were a man, kneeling before her
while she drove her cock into me.

I groaned as she let her hands fill with my
breasts, mashing and kneading my throbbing flesh as she leaned over
me, her hips thrusting in and out.. She let her body slide down so
that her breasts pressed against my back. Her grip tightened
against my breasts, squeezing them harder, pulling at them so that
they ached , and yet, the ache was like a hot sparkle of excitement
as she bit lightly into the nape of my neck and growled like a
feral animal.

Her hips thrust faster, and my head spun from
the swirling heat of sexual hunger, pleasure and excitement howling
within me. Jesus God it was good! I gasped and grunted and moaned,
totally owned by the tall blonde as she rode me towards what I knew
would be a violent orgasm. She let go of one breast only to grab a
fistful of hair and yank my head back. I cried out, the sharp pull
like pins stuck into my scalp. But then the orgasm hit and I just
lost it.

I started making noise, wild, weird animal
noises, and she quickly clamped a hand over my mouth, still riding
me, riding me harder, ramming the nose of that latex cock into the
back wall of my pussy so had it hurt - but hurt in an incredibly
exciting way that only churned my mind to a darker, hotter froth as
the orgasm tore through me.

She was riding me almost literally, her torso
pressed down heavily on my back, her mouth next to my ear, her hand
on my mouth, her other hand crushing my breast, threatening to tear
it off. Her hips worked furiously, ramming the dildo into me,
spiking it deep into my belly, as I writhed and twisted beneath
her. My mind melted down under the screaming heat that pulsed
through me, and every beat of my heart sent another scalding wave
flooding across my raw nerve endings.

It was an incredible orgasm, and left me
gasping, panting, flat on my face, my bottom still raised high, my
eyes glazed and my jaw slack and drooling. She was, of course, as a
guy would have been, quite smug and arrogant about it. Bu I didn’t
care. I was so deeply drained so languorous in the afterglow that I
just sort of knelt there glowing.

I didn’t really care when she pushed me over
onto my side, or when she grabbed my legs, pulling them out and
straight, then rolled me into my back again. She got up then, and
again I hardly paid her much attention, chest still heaving. She
returned with a soft rope in her hands. It was about as thick as
her little finger, and she tied it snuggly around my left leg just
above the knee. She bent over the side of the bed with the coil in
her hand and threw it under the bed, then shifted to the other side
and picked it up again.

She coiled it around my right leg just above
the knee, and then began to draw it tighter and together. That
forced my legs apart, and then further apart. I moaned as the
tendons in my thighs were stretched, and began to ache. My lower
legs rose up and sort of lifted my bottom upwards, kind of rolling
my lower body up and back a bit as she continued to tighten the
ropes.

“Cassidy!” I groaned.

“Quiet slave girl.”

She eased up on the ropes, though, and the
pressure let them fall back into a more comfortable position - for
a few seconds. Then she pulled again, spreading them wide once
more, achingly wide. My hands pulled weakly against the handcuffs,
and I groaned as I realized - with a little spurt of excitement -
just how helpless I was.

She got a vibrator and began to run it over
my breasts, teasing my nipples, then slid it down my body to stroke
the soft flesh on either side of my slit. It was strange, given how
powerfully and how recently I’d just come, but it was taking me
very little time to feel the arousal begin to take hold within me
again.

Cassidy leered at me and gave me a taunting
look as I lay there, panting, chest heaving. She ran her hand up
and down her “cock” like it was a real one, then leaned forward and
ran her hands excitedly over my body. It felt weird, having her
approach me like, well, like a guy, but I had almost automatically
fallen into the role of the “girl” anyway, that is, submissive and
receptive to whatever she wanted to do. I had been kind of like
that with the guys too, though I wasn't normally like that at all.
I think it was because I knew nothing, and knew I knew nothing, so
preferred to let them lead.

And it wasn't like I had much of a choice now
anyway.
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Cassidy forced the nose of her “cock” into
the mouth of my sex, then pushed it slowly deeper. She picked up
the vibrator at the same time, turning it on again and running it
back and forth over my clit as she slowly fucked me with the
strap-on. She was taking it slowly, this time, not ramming it into
me at all. She pumped her hips in and out as she ran the vibrator
across my clit, and I groaned and felt my muscles spasming against
the ropes and cuffs binding me in place.

The heat began to surge within me, sexual
electricity crackling through my nervous system as she casually
fucked that big dildo deep into my spasming belly My chest never
stopped heaving, my upper body flushed as my mind bathed in the
surging sensations of pleasure swirling through me.

She drove the dildo into me to the hilt, and
I groaned as she rolled her hips against me. Then she eased back
out completely, and pushed the vibrator into me instead, jamming
that all the way up to the little side branch, the clit-tickler
which was at the base, leaving that pressed against my clit as she
got out of bed and went across the room to the closet. She returned
almost immediately and sat down, cross-legged, between my widely
splayed legs.

She had a little plastic ruler in one hand,
and a candle in the other. No, she had a candle and a lighter. I
watched her light the candle, and give me a leer.

“Bad little girl,” she purred. “Nasty little
girl.”

She gripped the vibrator, grinding it against
me with one hand, then leaned forward and tilted the candle over my
left breast. I gasped as a little drop of hot wax spilled onto my
nipple.

“Oww!” I cried, twisting and arching,,
pulling against the cuffs as my nipple burned momentarily.

“Dirty little straight girl,” she
taunted.

She let another hot drop fall, then more, and
I twisted and writhed and moaned as my nipple and the center of my
breast burned.

“Tell me you want to be your bitch, straight
girl,” she demanded.

“Oww! Bitch!” I gasped as she dropped more
hot wax, this time on my other nipple.

“That wasn't what I ordered you to say,
slut,” she chided.

My nipple burned as she spilled hot wax onto
it, and I hissed and twisted and groaned as she leered down at
me.

“Tell me you want to be my little bitch,” she
taunted.

I'm not sure why I wouldn't. It was
meaningless to me, maybe even a bit exciting in itself, but I never
liked being pushed around. Oddly, though, I think in retrospect, I
wanted her to force me, maybe even wanted her to “torture” me a
little more.

She spilled more wax onto my nipples and I
clenched my teeth, arching and twisting and groaning at the sudden,
hot pain.

She jammed the palm of her hand against the
base of the vibrator and jammed it in hard against me.

My hips rolled and ground against it as I
shuddered and little out breathless little gasps of pleasure and
pain.

Then she leaned over me, gripping my hair,
jerking it up and back to force my back to arch.

“Do you like to suck cocks, straight girl?”
she demanded.

“Y-Yes!” I gasped, wanting to … I don't know,
defy her by restating my preference for men.

“Dirty little cock sucker,” she taunted.
“That's what that makes you, right? A dirty little cock sucker.
Tell me you're a cock sucker, rookie. Say it.”

“I'm a cock sucker!” I panted excitedly,
groaning as she jerked harder on my hair.

“Slut,” she said. “You love to get sprayed in
the face with come, don't you.”

“Y-Yes!” I panted.

“Whore! You love to have men push their
dirty, nasty, dripping cocks up into your dirty, nasty pussy, don't
you, slut!?”

“Yes!” I groaned breathlessly.

“Bitch!”

She broke the now dried wax away from my left
breast and caught my stiff nipple between her teeth, then closed
them slowly. I groaned, then gasped, then jerked against the cuffs
as her teeth closed more tightly and the pain grew hotter and
sharper.

But at the same time her lower body was
pushing against the base of the vibrator, grinding it harder
against my pussy.

She bit harder still and then pulled her head
up and back, stretching my nipple out as she bit it, then letting
it go.

“Cock loving whore,” she taunted. “Bet you'd
love it if I got a whole bunch of frat boys to come in here and
gang rape you!”

The words made my pulse race, but I wasn't
worried or anything, not thinking she would even consider such a
thing.

She chuckled throatily, and released my hair,
then poured candle wax down over my nipple again. She pumped the
vibrator in and out, then eased the clit-tickler to the side and
dripped hot wax down on my quivering, burning clit.

A dark, sensual stinging pain exploded within
me and I cried out, twisting and bucking as she chuckled and
purred.

“Dirty little straight girl,” she
whispered.

God, it was all so fucking wild!

She broke the wax away from my nipples, then
produced another torture device; ice.

She soon had me twisting and bucking and
begging her to stop as she ran an ice cube around and over my
chest, along my ribs, and especially back and forth across my
nipples.

“Say it slut!”

“I”m a cock sucking whore!” I groaned.

“Because you love to suck cock, don't
you!”

“I love to suck cock!” I groaned. “Oh! Oh!
Please!”

“Please mistress, slut!”

“Please, mistress!”

“Please what, slut?”

“Please mistress! Please take it away!
Mistress!” I cried weakly.

She chuckled and examined where she had been
rubbing the ice cube back and forth over my now half-frozen nipple,
then pulled it back and, instead, bent over, her mouth open, taking
the center of my breast into it and sucking rhythmically. The
warmth of her mouth felt exquisite against my freezing flesh and I
groaned helplessly as her warm tongue began to stroke and tease my
throbbing nipple.

She broke the hardened wax away from my clit
and rubbed the dripping ice cube across it. My hips bucked and
jerked and I squealed at the intense cold as little droplets of
water trickled down onto my buttocks.

“Please! Please mistress!” I cried
weakly.

“Are you a cock sucking whore?” she
purred.

“Yes, mistress!” I whined.

“Say it, slut!”

“Ohhh! I”m a cock-sucking whore,
mistress!”

“Again, slut.”

“I'm a cock-sucking whore, mistress!” I
cried.

She pulled the ice cube away and bent low.
When her mouth began to work on my clit I just lost it, twisting
and writhing, arching and bucking and crying out repeatedly until
she stuffed something into my mouth to silence me. The orgasm shook
me violently and left me panting and gasping for breath,
mind-blasted by the intensity of the sensations which had howled
through it.

Cassidy got up and moved around the room a
little, but I paid her little mind as I lay there groaning. When
she returned, she had a roll of thin cord in her hand, but again, I
paid little attention to it – at first.

She tied a loop in the end, though, then
leaned over me, positioning the loop over my nipple. She slowly
tightened the loop, and I gasped, then hissed as it closed tightly
around my erect nipple.

“Ahhh!” I gasped, clenching my teeth.
“Cassidy!”

“That's mistress, slut.”

She giggled a bit, then tied a similar loop
in the other end of the cord and soon tugged it very tight around
my other nipple. Soon both were aching and stinging and burning
hotly as I pulled feebly against he cuffs. I watched her pull the
center of the cord straight up to about a foot over my chest. Then
she produced a second cord which she tied to it. She fed the second
cord up into the springs of the bunk above me and then –
pulled.

I clenched my teeth again, gasping and
moaning, arching my back to try to ease the pressure.

“Oh! Oh! Oh Don't! Please!” I gasped.

“You forgot to say mistress,” she chided.

“Please, mistress! Please, mistress! It
hurts, mistress!” I cried.

“It's supposed to hurt, slut.”

She eased the pressure only slightly, then
tied the cord overhead so that my nipples burned and stretched
achingly far. Then she turned back to my pussy, turning the
vibrator on again, twisting it to the side so the clit-tickler was
directly over my clitoris.

“Say you're a cock sucking whore,” she
ordered.

“I'm a cock sucking whore!” I moaned.

She ground the vibrator against me, and the
clit tickler over my clit.

“Say I love to be fucked,” she demanded.

“I love to be fucked!” I groaned.

“Say I love to have men come in my face,” she
sneered.

“I-I love to have men come in my face!”

She picked up a sort of dildo, or what I
thought was a dildo at first. But it looked more like a row of golf
balls someone had stuck a long pencil through.

I felt her hands at that thing she'd pushed
into my ass, and gasped as she pulled it slowly out.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” I moaned.

She didn't answer, but instead pushed the
first of the “golf balls” into my ass!

“Cassidy!” I gasped.

“That's mistress to you, whore.”

She pushed the second through, and the third,
and I groaned as the odd sensation. Yet it didn't hurt. It just
sort of – ached a little. I had never played with myself there, to
be honest, and always thought it kind of gross, but now a third and
then a fourth golf ball pushed into me and I shuddered at the weird
heat and pleasure it was causing within my body and mind.

A fifth golf ball pushed into me and I felt a
kind of cramping, aching sensation deep inside.

Each time the golf ball – or ball anyway –
pushed into me it was like – I don't know – like I was being
penetrated all over again. Each one forced me open, but then I kind
of closed behind it, only to be forced open again by the next one.
The feeling was quite a bit different than a dildo, yet it was
still pushing deep into me and giving me that sensation of fullness
and deep penetration in my ass that I had come to love so much in
my pussy.

Plus, of course, the vibrator was still deep
inside my pussy and still buzzing away against my clit. My back was
arched, but even so, every movement kind of tugged my hot, aching
nipples against the cords pulling them upwards, making them sting
and throb.

The sensations were just swirling and
churning through my mind and body like a wildly turning
kaleidoscope, and I groaned and gasped and winced and moaned as my
body spasmed and shook against the hot, wild assault on my
senses.

“Unggghh!” I groaned as she forced the last
ball into my ass.

It hurt but then she ground the clit thing
against me and I shuddered with pleasure.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she demanded.

“I-I'm your bitch!” I groaned weakly.

“Tell me you're my slut!”

“I'm your slut!” I gasped breathlessly.

“Say I'm Cassidy's sex slave.”

“I-I'm Cassidy's sex slave!” I gulped.

“Say I'm Cassidy's fuck toy!” she
demanded.

Groaning, I did, and said anything else she
ordered, most of them filthy and degrading.

And then I came violently, twisting and
writhing and crying out until she clapped her hand over my mouth to
muffle my cries. The weird thing was that twisting and moving and
jerking made my nipples hurt even more, made them ache and sting,
and yet – somehow – that only added to the intensity of my
orgasm.

But what really made the orgasm scream
upwards through my nervous system was her pulling the ball thing in
my ass out – slowly, so that each ball popped out one at a time,
and my anal opening was forced open repeatedly from the inside. The
sensations, coming in the midst of my climax, were incredible!

Cassidy then introduced me to a ball-gag, and
I gurgled weakly around it as I lay there gasping for breath,
basking in the glow of another massive climax. Then she untied my
thighs, but only to massage them, work them in and out, and then
spread them even wider before tying them down again. I was spread
so wide that my legs were off the sides of the bed from above my
knees on either side. She then tied a cord around my waist, and fed
it down between my legs, wrapping it around the base of the
vibrator, and then the bottom of the ball thing she had forced deep
into my ass, and tied it off.

And then, believe it or not, she left.

I could hardly believe that. I mean, she got
dressed, winked at me, and then took her bag and books and left,
locking the door behind her!

At first I thought she was kidding. I mean,
she wouldn't leave me like that! But then as time passed and she
didn't return I started to get angry – except I was still aroused,
and aroused in a dark, excited way that I had never been before,
where pain seemed to incite my arousal and heighten the
pleasure.

I lay like that for what must have been a
good half hour, my nipples starting to get numb as my arousal began
to subside. My annoyance was growing, too, thinking of how she'd
taken me for granted and just... left me there!

Then I heard the key in the door, and felt a
surge of relief that she'd finally returned. Only when the door
opened it wasn't her. It was Amy! My face instantly flooded with
heat as she closed the door and came over to me, grinning down at
me. She was dressed very nicely, in black boots, a suede skirt, and
a black silk blouse under a gray vest. Somehow, that made me feel
even more naked, and I cringed inside as she examined me and the
bindings curiously.

“And how is our rookie doing today?' she
asked with a smile.

I could not, of course, speak with the ball
gag filling my mouth, and I wouldn't have known what to say anyway.
I felt incredibly embarrassed!

She sat on the edge of the bed, smoothing out
her skirt. “I guess someone's been a bad girl,” she said, plucking
one of the cords tied to my nipples.

I winced in pain and she grinned at my hot,
red face.

“Good thing I didn't bring my boyfriend to
meet you,” she said.

She tugged on the cord a little more, then
plucked at a loose end at the knot and untied it. She plucked at
the other one as my nipple exploded with sudden sensation – none of
it pleasant, a hot, aching, burning that made me moan into the
gag.

She untied the other one and again I felt a
hot burning ache that made me moan and pull against the cuffs.

She untied the cord around the vibrator and
the anal thing, but then turned on the vibrator, her lips pulling
up into a smirk as she twisted it around inside me.

“Cassidy loves to shove her big sex toys up
into pretty straight girls – if they'll let her,” she said.

It wasn't like she'd asked me!

“Did she make you tell her what a slut you
were?” she asked with a smirk.

I blushed and looked away and she laughed
gently.

She ground the vibrator's clit-tickler
against my clitoris as she gripped the other one and pumped the
golf ball thing slowly in and out of my ass.

“Did she make you confess to sucking cock?”
she demanded.

I moaned again and she smirked.

“But you are, aren't you,” she said. “You're
a cock sucker.”

My humiliation was easing, excitement
starting to rouse higher within me as she worked the sex toys. My
nipples were now tingling wildly with pins and needles in a way
which I'd never felt before, and that was adding strongly to the
way my body was reacting.

She shoved the back thing in deep, then took
her hand away and picked up, of all things, the plastic ruler that
Cassidy had left there earlier. She rubbed one end against the
center of my right breast.

“Such a nasty, naughty little rookie,” she
purred.

She pulled the ruler up a bit, then slapped
it down against my nipple!

Then she started whapping my nipple so fast
that the ruler was a blur. It was only a light, thin little plastic
ruler, and she wasn't exactly using her whole arm or anything. I
mean, she wasn't raising her arm up and swinging it down. She was
just using her hand and wrist, but my nipple was so …
oversensitive, and still tingling wildly with pins and needles that
the sensation the ruler raised were – like nothing I'd ever felt
before.

My nipple throbbed and burned but it was a
hot, delicious, wildly exciting kind of throbbing and burning, as
if somehow, pain had become pleasure. It DID hurt, but oh it hurt
so good! She whipped the ruler down on my other nipple then, again
so fast it was a blur as it rose and fell> The orgasm started up
within me, and she suddenly turned the vibrator to one side to
expose my clit and began to whip the ruler down against it as she
started pumping the thing in my ass in and out.

God it stung! And I flipped out as the orgasm
screamed through my body. It was even more powerful than the
others, and the ruler was a blur, smacking down against my clit too
fast to be even able to count the blows. Each one produced a hot,
aching explosion of sensation that blasted up through my body and
into my mind, growing ever more powerful with every inch it moved.
My head felt ready to explode with the pressure, with the intensity
and I cried out and then... I think I actually screamed into the
gag.

The gag was like – a freeing thing, because I
could make whatever noise I wanted. I didn't have to care, didn't
have to watch myself, didn't have to make any effort at restraining
myself. I just gave myself to the all-consuming climax and my mind
was almost wiped as convulsions wracked my body.

Amy let me recover a bit, and undid the
ball-gag, working it out of my mouth. She wiped my chin and cheeks
and then casually removed her skirt and panties before straddling
my head and lowering her pussy to my mouth.

Still dazed and breathless, I began to lick
her as she tugged gently on my hair, and for the next ten minutes
or more, that was all I did, lapping and licking and sucking as she
rode my face, as she directed me in what to do and how to do
it.

After she came, grinding her sopping pussy
all over my face, she got off me and sat next to me on the bed,
making me repeat all the nasty things Cassidy had had me say. I
also had to call her mistress, so I guessed this was some kinky
game the two of them played together. It was kind of exciting in a
weird way, but I really didn't get the idea that they were serious
about it or anything, so it didn't really embarrass me to call them
mistress.

“So you like it up the ass, do you, slut?”
she teased.

“N-No,” I gulped.

“No?”

She slapped the ruler against my clit and I
winced in pain.

“You're lying to me, slut. I could tell how
you reacted when I pumped the anal probe up your tight little
ass.”

I had, of course and blushed, remembering
it.

“Have you enjoyed it when guy fuck you in the
ass?” she asked casually.

“I – never,” I gulped.

“What?”

“I've... never had uhm, anal sex,” I said,
blushing still further.

“Really? And you have such a pretty little
ass too.”

She stripped off her vest and shirt, then
removed her bra, grinning at me as she donned Cassidy's strap-on.
She went to the closet and took something out, but held it beside
her so I couldn't see as she returned to the bed. Then she got into
bed and untied my thighs. I groaned as my thighs ached and she
massaged them. But then she lifted my legs up and back instead, and
pulled the golf ball thing out of me.

“Amy!” I moaned in protest.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she ordered
sternly.

“I-I’m your bitch,” I gulped.

Then I groaned as she forced my legs way back
and sank the dildo slowly down into my ass.

She was slow and gentle at first, and the
ball thing had worked me open already. But the dildo was thicker
and longer, and I groaned and grunted as she began to slowly fuck
my ass with it.

It ached, but you know, it felt fucking good
too! The vibrator was still buried in my pussy, and she turned it
on as she bent my legs back almost double and pumped the dildo in
and out of me. I gasped and grunted and groaned as she worked her
hips in and out, up and down, the big dildo pumping inside me, the
vibrator buzzing inside me and against me.

It was the first time anyone had ever fucked
me in the ass, really, and I found myself getting more and more
excited, more aroused, as much by the eroticism of what was
happening as by any physical sensations.

After a few minutes of thrusting I came
again, though it wasn't as intense as the previous climax. It made
my belly ache and my head swirl, though as I gulped for breath.

Amy pulled out of me and rolled me onto my
belly, then uncuffed my wrists, but only to cuff them together
behind my back again.

She had pulled the strap on out, and now
pushed an even thicker dildo up my ass, ignoring my whining and
moaning objections before pulling me out of bed and making me kneel
on the floor in front of her.

She sat down on the edge of the bed and made
me lick her from the knees up, lapping and kissing her thighs until
I got to her pussy and then licking and sucking on that. I was kind
of excited about it, weirdly, acting like her bitch, her sex slave.
I mean, I was still handcuffed, with a vibrator up my pussy and a
big dildo up my ass, bent over, licking her pussy and thighs! How
fucking wild and nasty was that!?

And then it got even weirder and hotter and
nastier, because she made me back up and lick my way down along her
calf, all the way down around her ankle and then made me lick and
kiss the top of her foot.

That was – easy enough, but then she said.
“Keep going, slut. Lick all the way down along the side! Now lick
my toes. Suck them, whore. Suck those toes, slut! Show me how much
you love your mistress, you nasty little sex slave!”

And there I was doing it! I licked at her
foot, and then down to her toes, moaning, my pussy spasming around
the vibrator as I licked at her toes.

And then the door opened and Katy returned.
“Well, you certainly got her trained fast,” she observed.

I gasped, shocked, humiliated, jerking
upright and trying to turn away.

Both of them laughed at me, and I forced
myself to stand, but Katy grinned and came over to me, grabbing me
by the hair.

“Hey! Ow!”

She twisted my head back and kissed me hard,
her right hand going to my breast to roughly knead and squeeze it
as she pulled me against her.

What the fuck!?

Was I going to be every girl's little fuck
toy!?
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I tried to protest, but they would have none
of it. They forced me back into one of the straight-backed wooden
chairs, and boy did it ever ache when I sat down, every inch of
that big dildo forced up my ass.

They discussed what to do with me as if I
wasn't there, as if I couldn't hear, or maybe as if what I thought
didn't matter. Then Amy used the soft rope Cassidy had used on my
legs and the two made me bend forward as they doubled it up and
tied loops in the center. Then they pressed the loops around my
soft breasts, holding the rope against my chest wall as they slowly
tightened them.

My breasts were squeezed out by the two loops
around them, and they then made me sit back in the chair as they
pulled my arms over the back and then down. They pulled the rope
around behind me and through the bars of the chair back, then
uncuffed my wrists. They held them in place as they tied the rope
around them, looping it several times around each wrist, then
pulled downwards. A moment later both my ankles were pulled back
along the sides of the chair, then up off the floor, pulled way
back, and then tied to my wrists.

Amy turned on the vibrator, and then Katy
stripped and straddled the chair, pulling my mouth against her sex.
I really didn't have a lot of choice but to start licking her
too.

They started drinking, and they put the glass
to my mouth so I could drink, as well. I think there was more in it
than just beer, though, because things started getting fuzzy. What
I do remember, aside from lots of skin, is intense physical
pleasure. They had given me ecstasy, which is no big deal, really,
since they used it themselves, but I'd never had it before. It made
me feel physically hot, but also made all the sensations I was
feeling seem so much stronger and deeper.

I know I licked all three of them until my
jaw and tongue were too sore to continue, and that along the way I
came several times as the vibrator inside me and pressing against
my clit buzzed, and the girls fondled and groped and played with my
breasts and nipples.

They took me out of the chair and each of
them took turns with the strap-on, fucking me, mostly on my knees,
but sometimes on my back with my ankles pushed up and back. I
really did feel like I was their bitch, but I felt no resentment
about that, just a bleary acceptance and a breathless sense of
discovery and pleasure as they fucked me.

Because no one had to worry about going
“soft” like you did with boys, it lasted hours, and included
pushing various objects inside me and making me degrade myself by
saying all kinds of disgusting things about wanting to be
gang-banged and fuck donkeys and shit.

I woke up the next morning in bed, my wrists
still crossed and bound behind my back with carefully tied layers
of soft rope looped around my wrists. I lay there on my side in the
dazed and confused light of the morning after wondering what had
happened to yesterday.

I mean, I hadn't even gone outside! I'd been
naked and fucking all day! I'd missed several classes, as well, but
that didn't seem nearly as important as the wild sexual awakening
yesterday represented, and the strange swirling memories which
flitted somewhat confusedly through my mind.

I ached in various places, and that finally
drew my attention to my breasts. There were red rings around them
because of how they'd been tied, and how long they'd been tied, and
the nipples were sore, aching, stinging, throbbing, which I thought
were from all the times the girls had bitten and sucked and pinched
them, but instead I realized, looking at them, that my nipples had
been pierced, and two gold nipples lay on the center of each
breast.

I stared dumbfounded at them for a bit, not
feeling any particular outrage, but only a resignation. Man, had I
ever been drunk! You know, that kind of thing. At least I hadn't
wandered into a tattoo parlor or something!

I managed to wake Cassidy up by the expedient
of rolling up and back on my shoulders and kicking the bottom of
the top bunk above me And she came down and untied me, after a
half-hearted effort at getting me to eat her out again. I couldn't.
My jaw and tongue were just too aching from all the unexpected
action the previous day.

I had a shower, all that weirdness still
running through my head, sifting through the good and the bad.

I had started to take the nipple rings out
but Cassidy persuaded me to leave them in. I mean, I'd already gone
through the pain of getting them pierced, even if I didn't remember
it, so I might as well wait and let them heal and see how I felt
about it later. I could always take them out if I wanted and the
holes would close up again, right? And having pierced nipples was
kind of – cool, in a way, hardly something some small-town girl
would be expected to have done.

I went to breakfast, and there wasn't really
much different between me and the girls. I mean, we laughed and
joked together like before, and there was no great sexual tension
or anything. No one tried to get me mistress or anything. There was
some teasing directed at me, and the use of the word “slut” a lot
but I didn't take it personally and it didn't really embarrass
me.

It was like, just recreational sex, you know?
It was fun and games, exploration and pleasure, that was all. And
the fact we'd all participated in it meant I didn't really feel
embarrassed around them. Yeah, I'd licked their pussies, and they'd
licked mine. I had been the uhm, bitch, and let them abuse me, so
to speak, but I'd really gotten off on having them fuck me with
dildos, so it wasn't like I felt I'd gotten the short end of the
stick.

If anything, I was feeling more alive, more
sexually free, and more inclined to experiment further, especially
with guys.

We moved on to practice, which was a hard
one, and then showered – without anyone raping me, thanks very
much. I went to classes, and picked up some notes from the ones I'd
missed, and spent a ton of time between classes reading to make up
for the stuff I'd missed. A perfectly normal college girl.

The girls continued to tease me when we were
together, calling me slut, or saying “watch your mouth there, sex
toy” or “don't be smart or I'll spank that ass of yours”, you know,
things like that. And a few times one or another of them did smack
my bottom. But it was just horsing around, and it certainly didn't
bother me.

Cassidy had shown me a kind of tongue
exercise which she said I should do now and then during the day,
and could even do in classes, aimed at stretching my tongue and
working the often unused muscles that would let me lick better. I
did that whenever I remembered, though it still ached a bit.

There was no big lesbian orgy that evening,
but as we were going to bed Cassidy did slide into bed with me and
we had a kind of normal girl-girl thing, with kissing and grinding
and rubbing and caressing and stuff that made us both come. It was
– again – just recreational sex.

But after she kissed me and climbed out of
bed and back up onto her bunk Katy then slid in atop me and I …
don't know, I felt a little weird about it, but didn't think it
would be nice to say no. I mean, me and Cassidy had had our fun and
it somehow didn't seem fair to deny Katy, so we did much the same,
and again I came, and then she went back to her bed.

We were all becoming good friends, with the
only unusual part of it being that they continued to call me “slut”
and “whore” and “sex toy” a lot, when others weren't within hearing
range, but it was in a teasing way. And of course I continued to
get smacks on the butt whenever they could find an excuse, like me
“acting up” or “being rude” or “being smart assed” or something.
And that was a little annoying, but they were all bigger than me
and the one time I protested – as we were walking across the soccer
field - they held me down and smacked my ass hard about a dozen or
maybe more times until I said I give.

Well, actually it was “I apologize, mistress”
but it was the same thing, really.

The next evening started out as a night out
for the four of us, with a bunch of other girls from the team, and
a number of guys. We all did a lot of dancing, and a lot of
drinking, and had a really fun time. There was some lesbian
play-acting, in front of the guys, but that was the kind of thing
girls did a lot. It was kind of exhilarating, though, in that I
really was, well, not a lesbian, but you know what I mean, those
guys would have freaked if they'd known just how much me and the
others had done for real.

We returned, more than a bit drunk, to our
dorm room, and Katy turned the music on, and we continued to act a
bit silly. Then Katy got undressed and Cassidy got a camcorder and
started taping her and yelled at her to sex it up. So Katy did like
a strip tease – which was kind of hilarious since she tripped on
her thong and fell down. Me and Cassidy were laughing our heads off
at that.

Then, of course, me and Cassidy had to try,
and we weren't a lot more coordinated. It felt kind of – weird –
doing a strip tease in front of them, especially with Cassidy
taping it, but I wasn't really thinking about anyone else maybe
seeing the video. I think maybe I'd had some ecstasy too, and was
feeling very friendly and happy and cooperative.

Of course, the stripping became more, and
soon I was being taped licking Katy's pussy, and then on all fours
with Katy doing me from behind with the strap-on. I came loudly
enough they had to clamp hands over my mouth, and that led to the
ball-gag being stuffed into my mouth, and that in turn brought out
the ropes and bondage games.

I wound up standing in the middle of the
room, on the balls of my feet. My arms were extended up and out to
either side. My wrists were bound in that soft bondage rope, one to
the top tier of our bunk, the other to a pipe on the wall. My
ankles were also held out and tied in place. And, of course, I was
gagged. Then they decided to “see how many times we can make the
little slut can come,” as Cassidy said.

Needless to say, the words didn't upset me
any!

Katy started out, kneeling, licking me, as
Cassidy ran her hands expertly over my breasts and toyed with my
nipples. She made me come, then Cassidy started working the golf
ball dildo thing up my ass, and with her fucking me with it and
Katy eating me I came a second time. Cassidy took her place and she
licked me, and she was more talented than Katy. She thrust her
fingers up inside me then used a dildo as she licked me to orgasms.
Then she got out the vibrator – actually several different kinds of
vibrator.

Katy then got out – a belt.

It was a thin, lightweight purple
plastic-like belt which went with some club dress she owned, and I
guess the bondage of the scene had inspired her to treat me like
their sex slave, which meant “whipping” me.

Cassidy and her vibrator was driving me wild
at the time. Sexual electricity was crackling through my nervous
system, and I was moaning and gasping into the gag, my body
writhing and twisting and pulling against the ropes as she fucked
me with the dildo and used the vibrator on my burning clit.

“Nasty little sex slave,” Katy sneered
drunkenly.

And then she smacked my ass with the
belt.

I hardly felt it, and she hit harder, and
then still harder, until there was finally a bit of a sting to it.
It got my attention, but only as a kind of wicked, nasty, exciting
addition to what Cassidy was already doing. It was something that
made our little scene even kinkier, and wilder, and I could feel
the heat building rapidly inside me as she whipped my ass with that
belt, then began to swing it down across my back.

“Nasty little lesbian!” she'd sneer, and lash
the belt across my back.

“Dirty little sex toy,” she laughed, smacking
my bottom.

“Such a nasty, dirty girl!” she cooed,
slashing the belt down again.

It hardly stung at all, but the feeling of
having her doing it was wildly thrilling for some reason.

I was rolling my hips helplessly, grinding
and jerking, moaning and gasping into the gag, my head rolling up
and back, back arching, reveling in the hot, swirling, churning
vortex of sexuality enveloping my mind and body.

She decided she was putting too much effort
into it, though, and replaced the little belt with something a bit
heavier. She didn't have to hit me hard with it at all to make it
sting, and it actually stung worse, enough to make me gasp and moan
and flinch at each blow.

But then Cassidy pulled the dildo out of me
and stuffed the vibrator with the clit tickler up deep and hard
inside me, and she decided to join in punishing “the little slut”.
She picked up the little plastic ruler and started whapping my
nipples. Again, it didn't really hurt, but it sort of stung and
made my nipples burn.

She fucked me with the vibrator as she
whipped the ruler down on my nipples, and Katy swung the strap she
held against my back and buttocks harder. The emotions and
sensations swirled violently within me, and I came violently,
screaming into the gag, twisting and writhing and bucking as they
continued to “punish” me for being a slut. The orgasm all-but
consumed me, and left me gasping and basically hanging there by my
wrists until I could get control of myself.

I don't remember exactly when Amy showed up.
But they re-tired me, bending me forward at the waist, twisting my
arms up and out to either side so I couldn't straighten up, and
tying them in place again. The three were laughing and giggling and
jumping around, each suggesting different ways they could “do” me,
and punish me and Cassidy wound up putting one of those clips on my
clitoris which really made me buck and twist hard at one point till
the pain eased off.

Then, she attached a wire or cord or
something to it, fed it down to the floor, and back up to my nipple
rings, pulling on them as I bent over almost ninety degrees. That
meant, of course, that as my body moved and my breasts wobbled they
would pull at my clit.

They took my gag out, but my mouth wasn't
empty for long. Cassidy had a strap-on, and was using it like a
cock, calling it her cock, making me suck it. The vibrator was
still inside me, and now Amy, who apparently had another strap-on,
moved behind me and pushed it into my ass, starting to sodomise me
with it.

“Suck my cock, whore!' Cassidy demanded,
pushing the dildo into my mouth.

She had her fingers buried in my hair,
twisting it up and back as she pumped the dildo in and out of my
mouth.

I loved the feel of that dildo up my ass, and
was groaning and moaning around the one in my mouth as Amy did me
good and hard. The pain in my clit had eased to a dull, hot ache,
and in fact, now, as my breasts wobbled and pulled at it, that ache
seemed to twist and shift into something dark and hungry that
threatened to consume me.

My sexual heat rose like a rocket, and my
eyes were soon glazed as Amy rode me and Cassidy pumped the dildo
in my mouth. When she thrust it deep and it actually went down my
throat I didn't even realize it at first. I mean, I didn't choke or
gag or anything. It slid right down my throat, and my eyes widened,
my concentration suddenly focused with some astonishment, at the
sight of what remained of the long dildo disappearing as her groin
approached my nose.

“The fucking whore doesn't even have a gag
reflex!” she crowed, as she jammed it into me to the hilt and
ground my nose into her.

Amy held my hips as she fucked me hard and
fast, the big dildo she wore thrusting into me with deep, aching
force which made me shudder and moan and gasp in delight.

I came, with my wild, moaning howl of
pleasure silently setting the dildo in my throat vibrating ever so
slightly.

After that I had to lick her to a come, then
Katy, then Amy, while one or another of them urged me on by
slapping lightly at the sides of my breasts, or using the belt on
my out-thrust bottom, the vibrator and a dildo remaining almost
buried inside my belly.

A hot, churning cloud of sexual heat and
excitement swirled around my body, and I was gasping and moaning
and whining in heated pleasure as they used and abused me. My mind
was so wild and blurry with that excitement, and the booze, and the
ecstasy I didn't even notice when Leona arrived.

Leona was co-captain, a tall, athletic Black
woman with shoulder length straight hair and somewhat of an
arrogant attitude. The first I even knew she was there was when she
stepped in front of me after Katy had come, and took control of my
hair. And suddenly, there was a black pussy in front of me, as
shaved as the white ones, and I gaped dazedly, then gasped as she
jerked my head up by the hair.

“Eat me, slut,” she ordered, grinding my face
into her pussy.

It was the kind of command I'd been given all
evening – well, morning really since we were well after midnight by
then, and so I just... started licking.

Especially when Cassidy whipped the belt
across my ass and ordered me to.

I didn't want to. This was the first time
that I really felt uncomfortable about doing something, that I
really felt embarrassed and uneasy. I was physically restrained,
though, and compelled by the belt, and by her grip on my hair and
by... I don't know, a feeling like... how can I say no. Without
freaking out, causing a big scene, demanding I be let free, cursing
them out, and maybe getting myself kicked off the team and perhaps
even called a racist to boot, well, there wasn't any way to
refuse.

And so I started licking her pussy, still
bent over, still helpless, moaning, my breasts hanging below me, my
clit aching and being tugged by my wobbling breasts, my nipples
stinging...

And when you got right down to it, there
wasn't any difference between licking her and licking the other
girls, except that I really didn't know her very well. Then again,
I hadn't known Amy very well the first time she fucked me
either.

But I felt more... threatened, I think, by
her. She'd always had this sort of sullen attitude, with dark,
hooded eyes that seemed suspicious and unfriendly. There was a
repressed violence to her, and I felt a bit of it now as her
fingers twisted and pulled at my hair. The other girls had done
that, but only a little, and only to lift my head up and pull it
against them. Leona twisted and pulled on my hair to make it
hurt.

Someone behind me was twisting and rolling
the vibrator against me, though, in a way which was rapidly getting
my blood boiling again.

She came, grinding my face up and down
against her pussy so her pussy cream wetted me from chin to
forehead. Then she donned a strap-on, only this one had a huge
black cock. It had a fat, helmet head, but the rest of it was not
meant to look like a penis. Instead it was like, well, lumpy is the
best word that describes it. It barely fit into my mouth, though my
jaw ached for spreading my lips wide.

She pushed it into me and I tried dazedly to
suck on it, and then she pushed it into my throat. Unlike with the
other one, this hurt, and I twisted helplessly and tried to
protest, tried to pull away, gagging and choking as she pushed it
down my throat.

“Learn to swallow, bitch,” she sneered.
“Learn to suck black cock!”

It was so thick my throat tube felt stretched
and strained, and I gagged weakly, unable to breath at all.

Fortunately, she pulled it back out, and I
gasped for breath, moaning weakly, saliva spilling down onto the
floor as she abandoned my hair temporarily and moved behind me.

Katy shoved the ball gag back into my mouth,
but at least I could breath. Then Leona pulled the dildo out of my
ass and pushed the big black one into me.

It hurt. Well... it ached. It stretched me
out.

At first I was a little... bewildered,
overwhelmed, and confused about what to do. I was unhappy again,
embarrassed, wanting her to stop. I remember feeling a sudden sense
of overwhelming helplessness now, gagged and tied, with three of
them sitting and standing around watching and grinning, and a
fourth one slowly forcing this big, ugly, nasty black cock thing
into my ass.

And then, as it slid deeper and deeper, the
eroticism of that fullness, of that heavy, deep penetration began
to combine with the buzzing in my groin from the vibrator and that
hot, heady sexual electricity swirling around me and – and I began
to like it. This was the first time I remember feeling a sense of
masochistic excitement at being “abused” by someone. I felt
degraded and used, and abused, since even as drunk and drugged as I
was I knew they should not have brought in this girl without asking
me. And yet, as that big dildo made my insides ache and cramp,
pushing sooooo high into my belly, the sexual heat began to burn
away all thoughts within my mind but dark, kinky excitement and
pleasure.

She started to fuck my ass with that big
thing, deeper and deeper, so that the nose made me ache high
inside, gave me cramps. The thing slid in and out, in and out,
slick and oily feeling because of the lube they'd used on me. And
then she combed my hair up and back into a single loose tail and
yanked it back in her fist.

She stared to fuck me, really fuck me,
slapping my ass with her hand, reaching down to roughly grope my
breasts, and calling me filthy names as she rammed that long, thick
dildo down into my ass.

I was really being used, and roughly, and
that masochistic sexual desire which had been percolating slowly
just under the surface, just below the level at which I was even
consciously aware of it, exploded into my mind with such power that
I just gaped and moaned and began to gurgle and grunt and gasp in
time to Leona's hard rutting strokes.

“You like that Black cock, whore!?” she
demanded, slapping my ass.

They weren't a lot different than the words
the others had used, but they had been said with a teasing tone and
her voice was harsh and cruel. That made me rebel, made me angry,
in a way, but the sexual heat was too powerful, and her harsh words
also set fire to the masochism within me and made it flare like a
bonfire.

“Stinking slut!” she snarled, yanking up and
back painfully on my hair.

She fucked my ass hard and deep and made me
cry out in pain and pleasure, and come like a bitch in heat. I came
and came, twisting and writhing and bucking, screaming into the gag
as the orgasm lashed my senses. Every nerve ending in my fucking
body flared wildly, and my muscles spasmed and jerked again and
again as the orgasm tore through me with overwhelming power.

I don't know how I didn't tear my arms out
and fall to the floor, unless maybe it was her harsh grip on my
hair holding me up and back.

But I remember them all crowded around me
afterward, supporting me, untying me, raising me up – and then
tying me again. I found myself lowered to my knees, panting,
gasping, exhausted, sweating, trembling a bit, really frazzled.
They had tied my elbows together behind my back, and stuffed a big
dildo back up my ass, but they'd removed the clip from my
clitoris.

That did something to me, too. Leona sat down
on the hard backed chair and dragged me up across her lap by the
hair, making me spread my legs. Then her fingers, surprisingly
gentle, began to stroke my swollen, aching clit. At first it hurt,
but then my by now wildly oversensitive clit began to respond and
Leona basically yanked my head up and back and masturbated me to
several violent climaxes in the pace of a couple of minutes.

Then she put me on my knees and I had to eat
her out as she twisted and pulled on my hair. I could see Katy with
the camcorder in my peripheral vision but didn't really take much
notice of her, being rather busy.

And of course, there was more to that night.
There were a lot of nasty, filthy, degrading words said to me and
which I was forced to say about myself. With Leona, that especially
included confessing – repeatedly – how much I dreamed about and
fantasized about Black men and black cock, and black pussy.

I had to lick her feet, and lick the other
girl's feet, too. In fact, I had to beg to lick their feet, bent
over, getting smacked on the ass with the belt – which stung rather
sharply now. And then, really tired, hardly able to move any more,
I was untied, and the girls played playboy photographer with me as
the model. I had to pose in a variety of positions while they took
naked pictures of me. They weren't all Playboy either, some of them
were more like Hustler, especially the ones of me with dildos
sticking out of me.

I fell asleep at some point, exhausted, and
again, next morning, woke up tied. This time my ankles were tied
together, too, and tied to the foot-board of the bunk bed.

The girls woke up, and untied me, well,
untied my legs, made me eat them, then untied me, and then we had
showers – having been kind of energetic the previous night and that
morning. My butt got smacked several times in the shower – the
public shower – and my breasts were groped and fondled by them.
Thankfully no one was around. It was kind of – weird but not
unexciting in a strange, masochistic way. We returned to our dorm
room with me sore all over.

We didn't talk a lot about that long, wild
sex session. I was uneasy and uncomfortable now, and yet didn't
feel I could protest or complain because the memory of those
massive climaxes was still quite powerful. I was trying to sort
through this new realization that I had a masochistic side in sex,
too, and my inclination to protest clashed with the sudden worry
that if I did they wouldn't do anything wild and nasty to me
again.

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Our plan for that day was that we were going
to do some shopping in the morning, then go to a beach party in the
afternoon.

Except the girls decided that I needed to
dress differently than was my usual style. Katy had me try on one
of her shirts. It was a forest green blouse with wide collars which
buttoned up the middle. It was short sleeved, so technically it
sort of fit me, but dragged halfway to my knees. Then Cassidy found
a gold belt to cinch tightly around my waist – uncomfortably
tightly – and that pulled up the hem of the shirt, though it still
hung past my butt.

Thing was, they weren't considering it as a
shirt, but as a dress. And they wouldn't hear of any objections. In
fact, when I started to protest the tall blondes bent me over the
desk and slapped my butt. Then they held me there while Katy slowly
worked a long red dildo up my ass. I know I could have fought a lot
more, of course. But at worst I was exasperated and maybe a little
irritated. In other words, I wasn't about to hit either of them or
anything.

And while I'm athletic, so were they, and
much taller. Anyway, with Cassidy rubbing my clit and Katy pumping
that dildo in and out of my ass it didn't take me very long before
I was thinking of anything BUT fighting them.

In addition to my strange epiphany about
being a masochist, something I still didn't understand and hadn't
come to terms with, I was now really intensely hot for anal sex. I
don't know why. I can't explain it. But that dildo pushing up and
down in my belly made my pussy spasm and my nipples throb.

And Katy pushed it so far inside me that as
my body twisted and my hips rolled helplessly, something inside me
kind of grabbed it and then sucked it in. I could actually feel her
fingers against my anal opening, rubbing and massaging it as it
closed behind the dildo. That, of course, gave them an idea, and,
giggling, they found another dildo and slid that up my pussy. Both
of them were soft latex, a little pliable, a little bendable, and
not very heavy, and they got that one up my pussy all the way too,
so that my sex lips closed behind it.

“Now your job is to keep them inside you,
slut,” Katy said.

“What? But I - .”

They had me wear high heels, which I hated,
and only wore at formal parties or dances, and wouldn't let me wear
any underwear, despite my protests. So, in effect, I was wearing
nothing but a shirt as they pulled me out of the room, each holding
an arm, ignoring my protests, and led me to the elevator and
down.

And I started to get into the excitement of
it then, despite the anxiety I was feeling about being caught or...
or spotted or something. The shirt might be too long for me – as a
shirt – but my boobs are bigger than Katy's, so it was tight across
my chest. And while my breasts are very firm, they're also very
real, which means they move when I do. My nipples were really hard,
too, which was more and more becoming the norm since I'd started
fucking my roommates, and particularly since they'd pierced my
nipples.

I kept tugging on the hem of the shirt to
reassure myself it was below my ass, and thanked God it wasn't
windy outside as we waited for Amy to pick us up.

I was a bit paranoid about the dildos, and
kept squeezing my muscles, and my thighs together, anxious about
what would happen if one of them dropped to the ground in a public
place, but they seemed to be staying in for now.

We piled into Katy's car. Leona was there up
front, so we three got in the back – with me stuck in the middle,
and I sat down gingerly, gasping a little as my weight pushed down
against the bottom of both dildos. I mean, yes they were fully
inside me, but there was still pressure against them when I sat on
the seat.

“Nice dress, Danny,” Katy said, eying me in
the rear view mirror.

“It's my shirt,” Katy said with a grin.

“I thought I recognized it. Boy, you have a
tiny waist.”

“This fucking belt is too tight,” I
complained, though even to me it sounded more like a whine.

I had complained about it before. It made it
a little hard to breath, to expand my chest fully, and it felt like
it was squeezing my middle, making my internal organs ooze
downwards so that I felt a kind of pressure there, as if they
wanted to push out my pussy.

Then as if they'd thought of it at the same
time, Katy and Cassidy, on either side of me, grabbed one of my
thighs each and pulled them up and apart.

“Hey!” I gasped.

Giggling, they spread my legs wide, I mean
wiiiide there on the seat, and my body slumped down to ease the
pressure and strain on my thighs.

“You guys!”

“Shh. Be quiet, sex slave,” Cassidy said,
flipping up the shirt to bare my groin.

“Someone might see!” I whined, looking
frantically out the window as the car started up.

“Yeah, us!”

She started rubbing my clit, and then Katy
slid her finger down and started massaging my anal opening. I
moaned softly, flushing as Leona looked at me over her shoulder,
and the red dildo slowly oozed out enough for her to grab it and
start to pump it slowly in and out.

“Y-You g-guys!” I panted.

Laughing lightly, Cassidy groped my breasts
through the shirt, then unbuttoned it to slide a hand inside. Then
Katy undid the belt, and I groaned in relief for a moment, but they
unbuttoned the shirt entirely and pulled it off me, leaving me
naked. Then they put the belt back on – with my arms pinned to my
sides, and continued pumping both dildos in and out of me as they
held my thighs spread wide again.

We drove onto the highway, and Amy drove up
on the drivers side of a truck, then honked the horn to get his
attention. I gasped and writhed but couldn't do anything but turn
my burning face away as he looked down into the car and saw me like
that, slouched back, naked, legs spread out to either side, with
the girls pushing dildos in and out of me.

We were lucky the truck didn't crash as he
gaped at me and then honked his horn in approval.

Laughing hysterically, Amy accelerated, but
did the same thing next to another truck, then another, then an
inter-city bus! They ignored my pleas and laughed at my struggles
as they let strangers look at me again and again, and it was both
humiliating and darkly arousing.

When they pulled off the highway the girls
undid the belt to free my arms, and helped me put the shirt back
on, then yanked the belt tight again and buried both dildos inside
me. I was so angry at them for humiliating me! And yet, I was also
so intensely hot, so horny, that I was practically trembling.

“Bitches!”

“Oh quite whining, sex slave. You'll never
see any of them again anyway.”

“She smells like a bitch in heat,” Leona
said.

“She IS a bitch in heat,” Cassidy
replied.

“You won't smell her once we get her out of
the car,” Katy said.

“She needs a cock, maybe a dozen cocks,”
Leona said with a sneer.

“And some new things to wear!”

* * * *

And where did we go to shop? We wound up at a
sort of supermarket style sex shop. I didn't even know what it was
until they led me in. I mean, I was so fucking frazzled and
everything that all I saw was the glitz and neon and name. Then on
the inside it looked just like any other mid-sized store – until I
actually looked at one big shelf and saw it was covered with
dildos.

It wasn't crowded, but there were a number of
people around, mostly men, but some couples. It wasn't some dirty
little sex shop. It was brightly lit, with wide aisle and could
have been a Gap store except for the merchandise being sold.

The girls were all around me, making sure I
didn't try to run out, and constantly groping me, even where people
could see. So again, my face was red, and I was incredibly
embarrassed, and kind of mad. But I was also wildly aroused. I
wasn't really looking where we were going, just trying to avoid
meeting the eyes of anyone looking at our group of giggling,
laughing, jostling girls.

Then we stopped as Cassidy said “This would
look nice on her.”

And then she turned with a kind of strap in
her hand, only it wasn't a strap, it was a collar, and it was
around my neck before I even recognized it. Katy and Leona grabbed
my arms before I could even think of raising my hands to push it
away, and so I had to stand there – or make a bit scene by
struggling.

She buckled the collar around my throat, and
the others examined it critically.

“Too small,” Katy said.

Cassidy removed it and put on a thicker one,
big and black, with a large ring in the center.

“I like this. You can lock it,” she said.

Next thing I knew they were putting matching
black leather restraints around my wrists.

“You guys!” I hissed.

“Now, now, sex slave, don't make a scene,”
Katy said with a smirk.

“Ooo, look at this.”

I thought it was a strap-on dildo at first.
It consisted of a wide belt with an attached eight inch dildo which
curved sharply upwards. My wrists were locked together behind us,
and I again I looked around anxiously, nervously, to see if anyone
nearby had seen. But someone pulled back on my hair and then the
dildo was pushed into my open mouth!

I tried to protest, but before I could even
think of what to do or say I felt the dildo sliding over my tongue
and pushing right back to the entrance to my throat. Then it was
forced right through into my gullet, and the girls held my arms
tightly as I twisted and bucked instinctively. The dildo slid right
down my throat and the strap was pressed flat against my mouth,
then pulled around behind my head and buckled in back.

The strap covered my mouth, most of my chin,
and my upper lip, but at the moment I was more worried about its
effects on my breathing than its looks. I was not so much of a deep
throat expert I could breathe with a dildo filling my throat.
Except, that I could. I didn't understand how at the time. But the
dildo thing was hollow, and had air holes so I could breathe
through my nose – after a fashion, and not real easily.

“That looks hot!” Katy and Amy said at almost
the same time.

“Ooo, hey, how about this?” Leona said,
holding up another strap-on dildo.

Again, it wasn't. Or at least, I wasn't sure
what it was, being frazzled and busy trying to breath, as well as
trying to hide my face from browsing customers. At least, it looked
like a strap-on, only it had two big curved dildos instead of
one.

“And this!”

I didn't even see what Cassidy had found
because Katy's back blocked my sight.

And then they were hustling me into a change
room, and once inside they had me bent over, and push, and the two
red dildos oozed slowly into sight. Then Leona pushed the two
dildos of what I thought of as the other strap-on into my body –
all the way – and it turned out the strap was reversed, cause it
went around me. The belt the dildos were attached to pressed up
between my legs, up along my abdomen, and up back between my
buttocks, and then the horizontal part of the belt went around my
waist – tight.

Laughing, Katy pulled off the gold belt and
the shirt, leaving me naked. Then Leona yanked – hard, and my eyes
bulged as the leather thing crushed my pussy and forced the two
dildos achingly deep into my belly.

She fastened it behind me at the small of my
back, to the portion which went around my waist. Then she and Katy
fit a sort of halter thing around me. It consisted of three black
leather straps which went across my chest the top one just over top
of my breasts, the middle one just below, pushing them both down
and up.

The lower strap just squeezed tight around my
ribs, making it harder to inhale. Between those three thicker
straps were four connecting straps, one on either side of each
breast, so that my breasts were kind of squeezed on all sides.

Then Cassidy and Amy came in, carrying a pair
of thigh high stiletto heeled boots, and a leash, and a few other
things. They helped me off with my own shoes and had me step into
the boots, then zipped them up my legs. The tops were only a little
below my groin, and the heels were at least five inches high! I
could barely stand in them!

They had a couple of weights which they tried
hanging from my nipples, but they didn't like the way they pulled
them down. Then they found a chain which clipped to my nipple rings
and kind of hung between them in a sort of U-shape. But Katy pulled
it upwards instead, towards the ring in the center of my collar.
They removed it from one nipple, fed it through the ring, then back
down, and my nipples were now being tugged upwards stingingly.

A couple of them took pictures of me like
that with their cell phone cameras, snickering and giggling at the
sight of me

Then they commented on a hole in the lower
belt, the one which was squeezing my pussy so badly, and Katy let
out a gasp of understanding and ran out. She came back with a
little round thing, a tiny, little vibrator, on a little wire. They
pressed it in against the hole, and fed the wire up inside so it
would say there, then grinned at me and waited.

It didn't take long.

As frustrated with them as I was, as
irritated and even angry with them as I was, the raw sexual heat
and hunger which had gripped me since they'd first pushed those
dildos into me was too intense to resist now with the vibrator
buzzing against me.

I came so powerfully I would have collapsed
had they not held my arms, my eyes rolling back in my head and my
entire body flaring white-hot. The lack of oxygen, the difficulty
in breathing, actually seemed to intensify the orgasm, so that I
thought the top of my head would explode. I did collapse then,
almost fainting as I sank to my knees, my insides a howling,
churning storm of sensory overload.

They knelt all around me, their faces close
to mine so they could whisper without being heard out in the
store.

“Slut! Fuck toy! Sex slave! Bitch! Whore!
Cunt! Sex toy! Bondage whore!” and words like that being repeated
again and again by all four of them right next to my ears.

I almost fainted. The orgasm robbed me of my
ability to think at all. I almost fainted, and hung slack on my
knees with them holding my arms, my body still twitching and
spasming even after the climax had slowly faded.

They laughed and giggled as they dragged me
back up onto a chair and started to take the stuff off me. They got
the halter off, and the chains from my nipples, then pulled the
vibrator away and undid the belt thing with the double dildos,
easing them down out of my pussy and ass.

And then there was a knock at the door, a
strong, stern, insistent knock, followed by a male voice. “It's the
store manager. Open the door please.”

“Oh shit,” Leona said.

Katy opened the door, and a man came in. He
was about average height and build, maybe thirty, okay looking,
with a shaved head wearing a suit and tie. He looked at me with
interest, and even in my dazed, panting state I blushed and dropped
my eyes.

“We do not allow sexual activities in the
dressing rooms,” he said. “Store policy. The police would raid us
if this sort of thing happened often.”

“We were just leaving,” Katy said.

And then Leona and her slipped out past him
before he could put his arms up.

“I see you've decided to purchase a number of
items,” he said.

Cassidy and Amy looked at each other.

“Uhm...”

“This looks, off the top of my head, like
almost five hundred dollars’ worth of items,” he said.

“Well, we were just uh, trying them on,” Amy
said.

“The penis gag she's wearing and the dildo
belt cannot be tried on,” he said sourly. “It says so right on the
items. It's unsanitary. You'll have to buy them. The egg vibrator
as well. The belt is $129.95, the vibrator is $27.59, and the penis
gag is $79.87. With tax it will be about two hundred and fifty
dollars. We take cash, credit and debit cards.”

The two girls were silent, and he looked at
them, then at me. “There is another method of payment,” he
said.

Amy let a slow smile appear on her face. “And
that is?”

“If your... slave is cooperative, twenty
minutes or so in my office would pay for them.”

“Hey, she isn't some hooker,” Cassidy
said.

“That's right,” Amy said in an odd voice.
“She's a freshman college girl we were initiating into our
sorority. She's straight out of some small town in Maine.”

Cassidy gave her a strange look, but the man
licked his lips and looked me up and down with obvious hunger.

“I could throw in the boots,” he said.

“Throw in everything and she's yours,” Amy
said.

I felt a sudden shock roll through me as I
realized what she was offering. She couldn't mean for me to -
!”

“For that kind of money I get her for half an
hour – alone. And I do whatever I want to her.”

“As long as you don't harm her,” Amy said.
“No markings or anything serious. She's not really into pain –
yet.”

“Don't worry. I’m not into it myself,” he
said. “But she is a beautiful girl, and any normal man would have
an interest in having her in his control for a little while.”

I was shaking my head but no one was paying
any attention to me.

“You like cock so much,” Cassidy whispered
into my ear “Now's your chance!”

Amy handed him a leash which had been brought
in but which hadn't been put onto my collar, and he grinned and
snapped it to the front ring of the collar.

“We'll be back in exactly thirty minutes,”
she said.

They walked out. I was stunned, then gasped
and lurched forward as the man pulled on the leash and led me out
of the room. There was no one in the back aisle to see me at the
moment, but I was still stunned anew as I found myself out in the
main store – naked – wearing nothing but the collar, boots, and
wrist restraints. Fortunately, there was a curtained doorway right
next to the change rooms and he led me through it. I wasn't even
thinking of resisting or anything, still too stunned, too numbed to
know what to do.

The office was just to the side, small and
cluttered with stuff. He closed the door behind me and pulled me
firmly but not roughly to the desk, shoved stuff out of the way,
then turned me around and pushed me against it, gripping my thighs
to lift me up and back onto the top of the desk. He spread my legs
up and apart, sat down, and started to lick at my clit.

I could not – fucking – believe it. I was
laying on my back, well, on my arms, because my bound wrists were
under me, staring up at the ceiling, legs spread, while some bald
guy was between my legs licking my pussy!

And what was more – he was good.

He wasn't great. Cassidy was great. He was
just good. But as I lay there in the dimly lit room with a stranger
licking my pussy, the whirling confusion in my mind felt a sudden
hot, gushing flood of dark, masochistic heat, a wild, swirling
erotic shockwave taking hold of me and instantly setting my pussy
to bubbling and burning. My head rolled helplessly and I arched and
twisted as he pushed his fingers into me, pumping them in and
out.

By the time he stood up and jerked down his
pants, I was more than ready, and moaned as I saw his cock up and
out, rubbing along the glistening opening to my pussy.

“Yeah!” he groaned as he sank it into me.

I would have groaned the same as it slid deep
into my pussy. It wasn't as big as some of the dildos the girls had
used on me, but the feeling was still fantastic. It was a real
cock, and he was a real man, and that made my brain burn with heat
as he started to thrust into me.

His hands mauled my breasts, and my nipples
ached as they were pulled against the chain linking them to my
collar. He altered between bending over to kiss and lick and suck
on my breasts and throat, and standing straight up, his hips
thrusting, thrusting, thrusting, pumping that cock inside me.

He was excited, his eyes bright with lust and
hunger. I suppose not many guys his age got to fuck nineteen year
old girls, especially ones that look like me.

His hips slapped against my buttocks, and the
desk bumped and thumped against the wall behind me as he drove his
cock into my quivering pussy.

It was so … surreal. I felt as though I were
in a strange, erotic dream. This could not be happening to me!

Except it was. And my pussy throbbed and
burned hotter with every deep stroke as he pumped inside me. And
the only reason I didn't come, was because he only lasted a couple
of minutes. Even so, I was on the edge of a climax when he came,
grunting, moaning, and slowing to a stop inside me.

He pulled back, gasping, panting, took a few
seconds to get hold of himself, then pulled me into a sitting
position on the desk, and then pulled me off. I stumbled, and he
held my arm, but let me sink to my knees. Then he undid the buckle
behind the strap of the gag, and slowly pulled the long, curving
penis out of my throat and mouth. I gagged and coughed and saliva
flooded over my lower lip at first. Then I gasped for breath,
panting and chest heaving.

He sat down in front of me, spreading his
legs, and drew me down by the hair

“Suck me off, baby,” he gasped.

He rubbed his flaccid cock all over my face,
and a part of me wanted to tell him to fuck off. But the heat was
upon me, and besides I felt – well – helpless. I was all bound and
restrained and on my knees before him and... and I slipped my lips
over his cock and started to suck.

He was too soft, at first, so I sucked his
balls into my mouth instead, sucking and licking them, massaging
them inside my mouth, then licking up and down his shaft as it
started to harden. It didn't take long before he was hard enough
for me to bob up and down on, sucking and licking. And when he
pushed me deep and slid into my throat, he groaned in such pleasure
that a wave of heat spread through me.

Several times he stopped me and held me at
arms length, panting, waiting, I guess, for his cock to cool down,
so he wouldn't come. Then he pushed me back and stood up, lifting
me up by the hair. He turned me around and bent me over, slapping
my ass sharply.

“Spread your legs,” he ordered.

Jesus!

He pushed me, bent me over the desk, and I
spread my legs in the high heeled boots as he rubbed himself along
my pussy, then entered me. He thrust in hard and deep half a dozen
times, then pulled out and pressed the head against my wrinkled
little back opening instead.

His cock sank slowly into my ass. Maybe
because I'd had big dildos up inside it for about an hour I took
him easily, with hardly any time to get used to it, and then he was
thrusting hard, then harder, then even harder, his cock punching
deep into my belly with every stroke as his hips slapped against my
buttocks. My breasts were pillowed out against the desk top beneath
me, and rolling beneath my chest as his thrusts jerked me in and
out.

God, it felt amazing! The wild, dark
eroticism of being bound tightly and helpless in a semi-public
place, the prisoner of a man I didn't even know...it was all so
mind-boggling, so exotic, so perverted and kinky!

I started to make too much noise in my rising
excitement, and he stopped, got the penis gag, and shoved it back
into my mouth and down my throat, doing up the buckle behind me.
Then he really began to pound his cock down against me, my entire
body shuddering to the blows of his hips.

I came, screaming into the gag, rolling and
jerking my hips back to meet his violent thrusting, wave after wave
of sexual fever sweeping over me as the orgasm tore through my mind
and body.

He cursed breathlessly, grunting and gasping
as he rode me. But then stopped suddenly, pulling free of me. In my
dazed, bleary condition I thought maybe he'd come. But instead he
jerked me back off the desk. I sank immediately to my knees, which
turned out to be what he wanted. He pushed me forward, but held my
arm so I didn't fall too fast, didn't fall on my face. Next thing I
knew I was on the floor, on my knees, my cheek pressed against the
floor, my bottom raised up high. He spread my legs and entered me
again, driving his cock deep into my belly.

He then shifted his position, kind of to the
side, and rose up a bit. He kind of squatted instead of knelt, his
legs spread wide, and then put his foot on the side of my head,
jamming my cheek against the floor as he drove his cock down into
my ass.

It was such a – I don't know – it was
shocking. It felt so... powerful to me, so, for want of another
term, dominant, and I felt my insides twisting and churning as he
used me like that. I felt myself going totally submissive, gasping
and moaning into the gag as his foot pressed down against my head,
his cock thrusting, thrusting, thrusting deep inside me. My climax
came only seconds later, and again I cried out again and again, the
orgasm clawing at my mind so I hardly knew who and what I was any
more.
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Katy lived off-campus in an old house she
shared with four other members of the volleyball team. Leona was
one of them. Ona, the other Black girl, Hannah, a girl with really
short dark hair – like – lesbian hair, you know, and Jillian, an
English girl were the others. None of them were there except Ona
when we drove up. The other girls were all giggles, but I was just
a bit dazed by it all, and still trying to figure out my reactions
– or what my reactions ought to be.

They had stripped me naked in the car almost
as soon as we'd left, and put all that gear back on except the belt
thing, because they didn't want to cover my pussy. They used the
dildos instead, holding my legs so wide the tendons in my thighs
strained and ached, and, laughing and snickering, they pumped both
dildos in my pussy and ass while rubbing fingers, tongues and the
little round vibrator over my clit. All while we were driving, with
me slumped in the back seat between Katy and Leona, and Cassidy
turned around and leaning in from the front passenger seat.

A constant storm of sensations assaulted my
dazed mind, making it even harder to think, as they laughed and
pinched, slapped and tickled, fondled and groped, stroked and
kneaded the most sensitive parts of my body. They ended by pulling
the dildos out, inserting the ones with the T-belt, and cinching
that up so tight I squealed in pain. Then they spanked my ass while
I lay across Katy's lap, spanked it until it was hot and burning,
all while pinching and twisting my nipples, too.

They parked in the driveway, and then hustled
me naked into the house, where Ona was laying on the sofa watching
TV. She rolled over and stood up, staring at me with frank interest
and surprise as the girls babbled away to each other about possible
things to do with me.

In short order I was standing upright, legs
spread, arms spread and raised above me, much as they had done in
the dorm room. They removed the T-belt and the dildos, then forced
a very large black dildo up into my pussy. As wet and ready as I
was it hurt, and they had to force it in slowly, using lube to
stretch my pussy lips and anal opening wide enough.

The dildo was maybe eight inches long, and
they forced every inch inside – and then some. They even stuffed
their fingers in after, to jam it deeper, and there was no way I
could have expelled it with just my internal muscles because of how
tightly wedged it was inside me.

Then they forced a fat black ball, like
rubbery, but not quite as giving, up into my ass. It was like the
golf ball thing, only these balls were larger, and attached by a
small leather cord. They stuffed one after another up into my anal
opening until I ached and cramped inside, and still they pushed,
until my anal opening was almost closed behind the last of
them.

Leona then picked up a sort of wand with a
glass ball on the end. She plugged it into the wall, and
electricity started crackling around the ball, like little sparks.
They went away, and she smirked at me and then leaned forward. As
soon as it touched my breast I could feel the electricity, and my
nipple trembled and tingled as the round ball caressed it, stroked
across it, circled it, and circled my breast. She ran the ball over
and around my breasts, then down between my legs.

The other five girls were sitting around on
sofas and chairs, drinking, eating chips, watching, grinning,
chatting, and making obscene suggestions about what to do to
me.

It was... embarrassing, to say the least, but
it was also darkly exhilarating.

The ball rubbed up and down along my slit, up
and down across my clit, picking up my own moisture to get slick
and smooth as it caressed my skin, and my hips bucked involuntarily
as my clitoris tingled and burned.

“Make the whore come, Leona!'

“Shove it up her ass!”

“Fuck her with it!”

“Zap her nipples!”

The ball was a bit larger than a golf ball,
but smooth, like glass, and purple. It slid smoothly over my skin,
and then back up around my nipples. She did something at the
handle, then, and I gasped as the power rose to the edge of pain.
Electricity hummed, and the hairs on my body stood on end as the
thing circled my breasts and rolled over my nipples. The sensation
went from a tingling in my muscles to a kind of spasming, and my
nipples crackled and burned as I moaned and writhed and twisted,
gasping for breath, arching and pulling against the ropes binding
me.

It – hurt – kind of, and yet it didn't at the
same time. The sensations were... I don't know. Maybe it was just
that I was so hot, so aroused, that the sensations triggered waves
of endorphins in me that had my legs going rubbery and that dark
side of my mind wanting more.

The glass ball rolled down my abdomen and my
body jerked backwards as the crackling spasming ran down along my
abdomen. Then it slid between my legs and I cried out, yelled out,
back arching, legs and arms pulling and twisting as she rubbed it
up and down against the opening to my sex.

She pushed harder, and the ball slowly sank
into my pussy. That buzzing, crackling, humming power alive within
the mouth of my sex as she forced it up behind the dildo, my sex
lips slowly closing behind it.

Then she eased it back out again, then back
in, fucking me with it, slowly forcing my sex lips wide, then
almost closed, then wide again as she slid it in and out.

The sensations were too much, overwhelming my
mind, and the orgasm exploded within me. Cassidy, who had been
behind me, then grabbed the end of the cord sticking out of my
behind, and pulled. The orgasm screamed upwards as one of the balls
in my ass popped out, then the next, then the next, then the next,
then...

Each one forced my sphincter wide, then let
it snap closed, then again, then again so that wild surges of
sensations gushed through the center of the massive wave of sexual
pleasure sweeping through me. I screamed into the gag, screamed
like a crazy girl, twisting and writhing,, my head jerking back as
convulsions rippled through my body.

It tore at my body and clawed at my mind,
leaving me gasping, dazed and ready to collapse. But it was only
the first. The girls were enjoying me, toying with me, playing with
me as though I were a game, a toy, a hobby.

The dildo they'd stuffed up my pussy had a
string on the end, which was the only way I think they got it out.
But once it was out Ona began to finger fuck me while licking at my
clit. She used three fingers, to begin with, but almost immediately
forced a fourth inside me, then began to try and push her thumb in
too. Leona, meanwhile, donned another huge, curving black dildo,
and slowly forced it up my ass. While she fucked my ass, Ona licked
my clit and slowly forced the wedge of her hand into my pussy.

That made me come again, feeling and seeing
her entire hand inside me. It was terrifying and wildly exciting at
the same time. The sensations were indescribable, and I came again
and again and again as she slowly worked her hand deeper and
deeper, and then began to fist fuck me while Leona continued
ramming that big black cock up my ass.

They worked on me for hours, until my belly
was aching from the orgasms, until my insides were sore and bruised
from all the fucking, until my breasts were hot and my nipples
bruised and I was dazed, my muscles all exhausted from spasming and
jerking continuously.

And, of course, I had to lick all six of them
to orgasms during this, as they turned me and twisted me and
repositioned me in various ways. The other girls who lived there
came home, and I had to lick them too. It was like a gang bang,
only by girls, with pussies and hands all over me, and their
excited shouts and obscene laughter ringing in my ears.

The house was an older one, with five
bedrooms, and a semi-furnished attic which was used mostly for
storage. It had a floor, but the sharply peaked roof basically
almost made up the walls, and there were bare posts running up and
down from roof to the old wooden floor.

It was also fucking hot in there. There was
no insulation to speak of in the roof. It was all in the floor
below. There was no air conditioning, of course, and only two tiny
dirty windows, both closed. The sun beat down and made the attic
incredibly hot.

The girls tied me, upside down and
spreadeagled between two of the posts, then they shoved a big dildo
up my pussy and a fat candle down my ass. They stuffed a strange
sort of gag into my mouth. I had to push my tongue out between two
rough little metal jaws, and then the jaws pulled out, forcing my
tongue out of my mouth, stretching it out, while the rest of it
stayed in my mouth. My tongue ached from the pull, but I couldn't
pull it back into my mouth.

They left me like that in the darkness, after
lighting the candle. The flickering of the flame was the only light
up there, and it cast huge shadows across the room from my body and
legs. I was already sweating like a pig by the time they left, and
that only got worse as time passed.

After a while one of them returned – I
couldn't even see who – and put little earphones into my ears, then
turned on an ipod or something. There was soft music playing in the
background, and female voices saying nasty things about how I was a
slut and a whore and a sex slave and a bitch dog in heat and a
bondage fuck toy and shit like that.

“You are a cock-loving whore,” the voice
said. “You love to suck cock. You are a cock-sucking slut. You love
to be fucked up the ass. You love being used. You are a walking
cunt. You are a submissive fuck toy. You need cock inside you. You
love sucking pussy. You love to lick breasts and to touch women
between the legs. You are a total fuck toy.”

Et cetera, et cetera, et cetera.

Sweat trickled slowly down my straining body,
and I moaned dazedly. Hour after hour passed through the dark of
the night, and I knew that they were all asleep. Either they had
forgotten me or simply figured I would keep well enough like
this.

After a while I stopped paying the slightest
attention to the words in my ears. I was too tired for that, too
mentally and physically exhausted. The heat was draining, and being
upside down was – discombobulating, if you know what I mean. But it
wasn't like I could fall asleep, not in that position, not with my
tongue being half pulled out of my mouth, not with hot candle wax
from the fat candle occasionally spilling onto my groin whenever I
flinched or jerked.

It never occurred to me for a moment that
they were trying to mess with me, by the way, I mean, mess with my
mind. It was all just a hot, nasty, sexy, exciting, wicked, dirty
game to me. Some of them were more into it than others. Some of
them were more cruel than others, slapping me harder, to the point,
a number of times the previous night, where I would have snarled at
them, or at least complained, had I not been gagged at the
time.

But there was no one to complain too now.
They'd left me like that and all I could do was endure it.

I won't say it wasn't exciting, in a dark,
nasty way, but I was so tired that I couldn't really care that much
about that after a while. My arms and legs ached and felt cramped,
for they were held tight and immoveable, and before long that was
the most frustrating part of my bondage, that I couldn't bend my
arms and legs.

Light slowly grew in the attic, and then
began to stream through the small, dirty windows. Still I hung
there alone for some time before I heard footsteps on the stairs.
Because it was behind me I didn't even know who had come up. I just
saw feet, legs around me, then hands began to unfasten the ropes
binding my arms and ankles. They lowered me gently enough, and I
groaned weakly as I finally lay on my belly on the dirty wooden
floor, eyes glassy, mind dazed.

My wrists were locked together behind me, and
then my ankles also locked together. Someone picked me up and threw
me over her shoulder, and they carried me downstairs. They brought
me to a large bathroom, and removed all the bondage stuff from me,
including the thing which had been pulling my tongue all night. I
groaned and lay sprawled out on the heated tile floor of a large,
glassed-in shower stall, my arms and legs slowly bending and
unbending.

They turned on the water and warm water
poured over me, then stopped. The two of them – it was Ona and
Hannah, poured liquid soap over me and washed me very casually –
though spending more time than strictly might have been necessary
on my pussy and breasts. They slapped me a few times on the ass
while doing it, though, getting me to slowly roll over and to rise
onto all fours. I knelt there, head hanging low, as they ran their
hands over my soapy flesh.

Then Hannah had me lay back again, and, now
naked herself, she lifted my left leg up and spread it wide,
maneuvering her own pussy in against mine, and ground her pussy
against mine until she came, moaning and gasping in pleasure.

It was not – unpleasant – for me either, to
be honest, but I was too exhausted and sore to really enjoy it.

I tried to ask for water, but every time I
tried to speak one of them would slap my ass or one of my breasts
and say “No speaking, slave, unless you're spoken to.”

They rinsed me off and brushed my hair, then
put on the collar and restraints again. This time, though, they
attached a leash to the collar and made me crawl out of the
bathroom. It was kinky enough to excite that dark, submissive side
of me, and I went along with it, still somewhat dazed by my evening
and long night and morning. They led me into one of the bedrooms
where Leona slept, and had me crawl into bed, waking her, and then
lick her pussy with my sore tongue.

Leona twisted her fingers in my hair and
groped my breast as I licked her to an orgasm. Then she pushed me
away with a sigh, and they led me, again crawling, to the next
bedroom, and the next girl. I did this two three girls before they
led me into Katy's room, and I gasped to see a guy sleeping next to
her in bed – her boyfriend, that I'd briefly met at the bar the
previous week.

They led me around to Katy's side of the bed,
and I woke her by licking at her breast. They left, then, and she
combed her fingers through my hair as I licked her pussy, then
reached out and woke her boyfriend.

“Oh shit! Fuck!” he whispered, rolling onto
his side and staring excitedly.

Katy lay back as I licked her, and her
boyfriend watched, then after a bit, reached out and began to
caress my breasts.

“Go ahead,” Katy sighed. “You can fuck her if
you want.”

His eyes lit up even further, and I felt a
shudder of excitement as he moved quickly behind me and his hand
slid over my pussy. I moaned softly as I felt his cock spreading
the lips of my sex, and shifted my knees wider apart as he thrust
slowly down inside me.

I didn't even remember his name, but it
didn't matter to me. I grunted and gasped as he fucked me, and
licked at Katy's pussy as she held me there by the hair. Then they
flipped me onto my back. Katy straddled my face, and her boyfriend
spread my legs and started to fuck me again. It was too wild and
exciting, and now that I'd been moving around for a while I had
more energy, enough energy to climax with his cock punching away at
the back wall of my pussy.

The bed jerked and shuddered under me as his
hips slapped off my buttocks, and my face ground against Katy's
pussy as he rode me right up to my orgasm and then through it.

“Fuck! Your friends are fucking kinky!” he
said admiringly as he rolled off me.

“Yeah. I like it that way,” Katy sighed.

She slapped my bottom lightly. “Go wake
someone else up, slut.”

Panting, I crawled out of bed, though no one
was there to make me, and Katy hadn't told me to. I crawled to the
door, reached up, opened it, and crawled through, closing it behind
me. I froze for a long moment in the hall, uncertain what I ought
to be doing now.

“Slut, come here.”

I looked up at the girl up the hall. It was
the English girl, Jillian. I had only met her once, knew little
about her, but she snapped her fingers at me and, in the strange
mood I was in, I crawled over to her, a little flushed with
embarrassment and confusion. She had a leash in hand and snapped it
to my collar, then led me along the hall, crawling.

I again felt a rushing wave of arousal at how
degrading and submissive this was. Yet I followed her to the
stairs. There, she let me rise, but locked my hands together behind
my back before leading me, again by the leash, down the stairs.

We wound up in the kitchen, where the other
girls were seated around a large table eating. I flushed again, for
all were fully clothed – and I was naked.

“Someone like to get the slave bitch
something?” Jillian asked with a smirk. “I'm not quite certain what
they eat.”

There were several snickers.

“Pussy,” one of them said, to laughter.

“This one likes to swallow cock,” Cassidy
said.

I was suddenly aware of how hungry I was. I
hadn't eaten a thing since yesterday's lunch – except, as Cassidy
said, pussy.

I flushed again. “I'd like so - .”

Jillian slapped my bottom stingingly and I
yelped.

“No talking, slave, unless you're spoken
to.”

“But I'm hungry!”

Again she slapped my face, and I heard a
chair pushed back behind me. Someone – Cassidy, it turned out,
grabbed my hair and pulled my head up and back, making me gasp and
lose balance.

“Head back, slut!”

A Ona pushed a red ball-gag into my open
mouth, and she and Cassidy strapped it behind my neck.

“I think this slut needs further
disciplining,” Leona said.

“Definitely,” Hannah agreed.

I felt irritated at them, and still hungry,
but felt a sudden rush of heat between my legs as well. A moment
later Ona thrust her hand between my legs, cupping and squeezing me
painfully hard, as Cassidy kept my head forced back. But then her
hand softened and her thumb began to stroke rapidly up across my
clit as I moaned and struggled to keep my balance.

They led me into the other room and forced me
to my knees, then made me sit down on the floor entirely. Giggling
and laughing together, they attached ropes to my ankle restraints,
and then fed them up to the ceiling, to rings set in the ceiling
beam, then pulled, forcing my legs upwards.

They didn't lift me entirely into the air,
though, as they'd done the previous night. My shoulders stayed on
the ground. At least, at first. But then they attached thin black
ropes to the smaller rings on the sides of my heavy leather collar,
and pulled them forward along the floor.

This tugged my head – and shoulders, of
course, along the floor, but someone grabbed my wrist restraints,
tied a rope to those, and pulled that rope back along the floor to
hold my arms in place. I was thus hanging by my ankles – which were
spread wide, but my body was bent at the waist, my head and torso
pulled sideways at an angle while my arms were held straight down
and out.

This left the back of my head just above the
floor, and me staring upwards towards the corner of the ceiling. It
was a very odd position, and I moaned into the gag, trying to get
my bearings. There was some pressure by the collar up under my jaw
and around my neck, but it didn't hurt, and I could breath easily
enough. I knew, however, that my legs and back would soon start to
feel cramped – though I could move, sort of, at least, a lot more
than I could all night.

“We shall have to punish you, slave, for
daring to speak without being spoken to, and for disobeying once
you were instructed to remain silent,” Jillian said in that soft,
lush English accent of hers.

And that was when I first felt the flog.

It was, in essence, a short stick with a
eight or ten long, thin leather laces attached. The laces were
perhaps another twenty inches in length, and I first felt it as it
struck me – between the wide open legs – right across my pussy and
abdomen.

It stung, though not horribly, but being
struck in such a tender, delicate, sensitive place made my eyes
bulge, and I twisted and writhed helplessly as she drew her arm
back and struck me again – and again.

The combined weight of the laces was not
terribly heavy, and they spread out somewhat, even though my thighs
guided them to the only place they could all stop themselves –
against my groin. But the stinging grew worse with each blow, and I
think she – no, they – for they all wanted to try – were hitting me
harder. I moaned and cried out, writhing and twisting to no avail
as blow after blow fell across my throbbing, burning, aching pussy,
buttocks, and abdomen.

With those areas all bright red someone
decided not to neglect my breasts, and I knew the fresh
helplessness of being unable to dodge, to move or turn away, or to
cover myself with my hands as the laces sliced into the soft,
tender flesh of my breasts again and again and again.

Gasping, moaning, panting, whimpering weakly,
I had certainly forgotten all about a need to eat as they decided I
had been flogged enough. But, of course, they could not leave me
like that without forcing a large dildo up my ass, and then the
vibrator – the one with the clit tickler, was jammed into my pussy.
They then left me hanging like that for a while.

Despite a sense of resentment at the
unfairness of what they were doing, my inner heat rose to match
that which gripped me from without. My pussy was even hotter on the
inside than their flogging had left it on the outside and the
buzzing vibrator soon had me bucking and jerking and twisting
through a powerful orgasm, alone in the room, moaning and gasping
and yelping like a sexual animal as the climax tore through my
nervous system and sent convulsions through my body.

It was Leona who came in, alone, and knelt
next to my head. She smirked at me.

“Are you enjoying your discipline, little
bondage slut?' she purred.

I moaned into the gag, and she reached under
my head, undoing the strap, and then gently pulling the fat red
ball out of my mouth. But it was only to replace it with
another.

“Open wide, little slut. Open wide,” she
ordered.

The thing she pushed into my mouth was hard,
though covered in a thin layer of leather. It jammed against my
lower teeth, or really, against the gums, anyway, forcing my jaw
down, and she tried to wedge the other part up against my upper
jaw, but had to work at it, slapping my breast and telling me to
open wider, open wider. She finally got it in, my mouth forced
wide, and pulled a strap around behind my neck.

This wasn't a sort of gag I knew, for it
didn't actually gag me. I mean, it held my mouth wide, and made it
difficult to speak, if I were inclined to do so, but I could
certainly make a lot of noise.

“Now you can eat some cock,” she
whispered.

She had a curved black dildo, and slid it
through the thing – the ring – which held my jaw wide, slid it in
along my tongue, and into the back of my throat. I gagged a little,
but handled it well enough as she slid it all the way down – or
rather up – my throat, then, chuckling, pumped it slowly in and
out.

“Slut,” she whispered. “Cock hungry little
straight bitch. I know you love cock. Maybe you'd like some real
cock to eat, hmm.”

She idly pumped the dildo in and out, then
pulled it free, and motioned to something which was out of my
sight. I moaned weakly and looked up to see someone else standing
there – a man, a black man. He was muscular and leering at me, and
I moaned helplessly through the ring gag as I gaped up at him, my
head sort of upside down, my arms and legs quivering and twitching
as I sought instinctively to turn away, to cover myself.

He laughed in delight and then knelt before
me.

“Nice!” he said, his hands running over my
body, over my breasts. He unzipped his trousers and pulled his cock
out, semi-hard even as it appeared in the light, thickening and
hardening almost at once.

He shifted his knees farther to lower himself
and the fat head of his cock pushed into the opening in the ring
back, then slid along the roof of my mouth.

“Something to eat, straight girl,” Leona
purred.

I moaned soundlessly now as the man leaned in
further, his hand going under my head, his cock pushing up into my
throat, pulling back, then pushing forward again – and again, until
his shaft was soaked in saliva. Then he pushed in fully and I
gurgled as his cock slid right up my throat to the hilt.

The way my body was positioned made it easy
for him to kneel there, legs apart, and simply thrust in and out.
His hands were free to maul my breasts, or to reach under my head
to help balance himself, to jam my nose in against his groin as he
buried his thick black cock in my throat and mouth.

“This is hot!” he groaned. “This is fuckin'
hot!”

I gurgled weakly as his cock pumped slowly in
and out. He pulled out entirely, panting almost as much as I was,
and moved out of my sight as I sucked in deep breaths of air. Then
I felt him between my legs, his hands stroking me there, pumping
the dildo, then pulling it free. With my legs spread and my bottom
elevated, I was again at the perfect height and angle for him to
thrust himself into me. And a moment after feeling his slick
cockhead rubbing along my pussy opening, I felt him penetrate me
and slide deep.

Then another black man knelt before me,
thinner, unsmiling. He thrust his cock into my open mouth without
speaking, and I gurgled as it pushed into my throat, my body
jerking to the thrusts of the man between my legs.

It's hard to describe how I felt. I was
shocked, horrified, in fact, at least, at first. I was mortified to
have a strange man seeing me like that – then a second. If I could
have I would have pulled free and run away. So I suppose in that
sense you could say they raped me, took me against my will. Did
they even know it was against my will, though? Or did they think I
was just some slutty bondage whore who got off on it? I had no way
of communicating with them, after all.

And then, I began to see, as the man raping
my throat pulled back, that there were more men in the room, more
black men. Each time the man pulled his cock back, I could see
other leering faces looming over me before he thrust back in and
blocked my view. It was... overwhelming, at first, and I felt
panicked. But I could do nothing to react, to hinder them, and
those two black cocks continued to use me, their hands continuing
to race over my body.

I began to hear them speak now, the masculine
rumble of amusement and excitement, of hunger and anticipation as
they watched me being raped and waited their turn. My mind swirled
and twisted like a bird on a leash, bobbing and dipping wildly. How
many men were there!? What were they going to do to me!?

Well, the answer to the second seemed obvious
enough.

But then... my panic began to subside, the
shocked humiliation beginning to ease. It's like, if a strange man
sees at you naked, well, it's embarrassing – at first. But if you
don't move and he keeps looking at you for a minute and then two
and then five, well, how long before that embarrassment begins to
fade?

The man fucking me pumped harder, cursing
softly and then groaned as he buried himself in my pussy and
stopped. I knew he had come inside me, and moaned around the cock
of the other man as the one in my pussy slowly slid back out of
me.

“My turn,” I distinctly herd above the coarse
male laughter and crude, obscene jokes and comments about me.

Then I was penetrated again, and new hands
slid over my thighs, onto my breasts as the cock inside me began to
pump.

The embarrassment faded away slowly, and
acceptance came over me. And with that, knowledge, realization. I
wasn't going to be hurt. I mean, it's not like they were going to
leave me dead in a gutter. I was going to be fucked by a bunch of
men. I was going to be gang-banged, all tied up... helpless...
naked... gang banged... me. The thought slowly built inside me,
sending surging waves of dark, masochistic heat through my
veins.

The man in my throat finished and was
replaced.

The man fucking me finished and was
replaced.

And again.

And again.

None lasted long, and wild, frothing, raging
fire began to consume me as they continued to use me, to rape me. I
wanted to think of it as rape. I wanted to think of myself as a
helpless, naked victim of evil men, and moaned weakly as the cocks
pumped in and out and their rough male hands groped me
everywhere.

And again. And again. And again, the two men
were replaced.

I had lost track of how many had used me. My
entire body was shimmering, crackling with sexual electricity, with
a wild, burning aura of sexual heat and hunger. I was becoming a
creature of sex, where nothing else mattered, feverish with the
need and wanton lust consuming my mind.

I don't know which cock made me come, but my
hips bucked violently, my head and torso twisting and jerking and
bouncing in mid-air with the force of the sensations tearing
through my nervous system.

They just continued.

At some point I was blearily aware that some
of the men were arguing to shift me. They had all, I think, used me
once, and wanted to explore other options.

I was lowered to the floor, my ankles and
collar untied. They rolled me over, and a hand in my hair jerked my
head up, my mouth still held wide by the ring gag. I was dizzy,
dazed, and gurgled as a cock plunged through the ring and into my
throat. I found my nose jammed against the man's groin even as
someone slapped my bottom and my thighs were gripped in thick, hard
hands, forced wide apart. Another cock pushed into my pussy and
hips began to slam against my bottom as it pumped in and out.

Eager male voice spoke, and the cock was
pulled from my mouth – or was it the second cock – or... I didn't
know. Hands gripped me under the arms and raised me as the man lay
back on the heavy coffee table. I was positioned straddling him,
and sank down onto his stiff cock, groaning as it pushed high into
my belly.

I fell forward, breasts against his chest,
and then felt the dildo in my ass pulled free. I gasped as another
black cock pushed into me back there, and then my hair was jerked
hard, lifting my head up and to the side as another cock pushed
into my mouth and down my throat.

Before it entered, through, I got a glimpse
of the women, about eight of them, all lined up together along the
wall, watching with excited interest.

Then the cock slid into my throat, and my
face was pressed into the man's groin as he ground himself against
me.

 


 


 





Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


I came several more times, but I honestly
don't remember how many. I don't know how many men fucked me,
either, but from the crowd in the room whenever I could get someone
away from my face long enough to see, there were about a dozen or
so Black men there all gathered around me. It was exhausting,
thrilling, humiliating, and deeply, darkly exciting.

They fed me little things, like chocolates,
which I had to lick out of their hands, and they let me drink water
from a bowl on the floor, lapping like an animal, my wrists locked
behind me.

When I needed to go to the bathroom, they led
me there and watched, which was again humiliating, at least at
first.

They pierced my tongue that evening, and my
pubic lips, and I spent the night on my knees, impaled on a pair of
thick dildos, locked there by the expedient of snapping my pussy
ring in place. My arms were locked together behind me at the
wrists, and thin lines pulled sharply at my nipples and at my
tongue. It was a long night, to say the least. And of course, I got
no sleep. Again.

The next morning began as before, with my
crawling, licking each of them to climax. Then on to the kitchen,
where I was allowed to beg like a dog, kneeling, with my “paws”
raised up until one girl or another let me lick some morsel out of
their fingers. I was gagged, and given a list of chores to do. They
started with scrubbing floors, which of course, I had to do on
hands and knees.

Ona was left in charge of me, and introduced
me to a riding crop – or rather, introduced my butt to it. She
insisted on hard work, and would inspect often to see if I was
scrubbing properly and then snap the crop across my bottom if I
failed to meet her standards.

I did chores all day – which included oral
sex on her several times. Then the other women got home and I had
to lick them to orgasms. They hung me by my wrists after that, and
took turns flogging me everywhere, but particularly my breasts.

They left me hanging there for some time
before taking me down and bathing me.

One day sort of ran into another. I think the
fact I rarely even though to protest means that in addition to my
exhaustion I was probably given some kind of drugs, nothing heavy
but enough to dull my mind a bit and make me cooperative. And then
by the time those wore off I was sort of – in the habit of
obedience, of pleasuring them at their whim, of being punished –
and helplessly enjoying it.

It was quite some time before I even thought
about my classes and that surely the weekend must be long since
passed.

My tongue became long and agile, expert at
pleasuring them, and used to licking wherever I was directed, be it
their boots, their pussies, or the floor. I certainly came to be
certain that when cleaning the bathroom I had best do an expert
job, for I would be required to lick the floor, the tub, and the
toilet, both inside and out before they were satisfied.

The girls took me often with strap-ons or
dildos, or simply with their fists, ramming them in and out of me
as I writhed and screamed in pleasure and pain. But not all were
lesbians, and they seemed to enjoy watching men degrade and use me,
as well. Sometimes it was just one man, sometimes a gang of them,
usually from one of the school's sports teams.

I shouldn't make it sound like I was a
prisoner. I think perhaps for a week I was – though of an unknowing
sort. I mean, it wasn't like I had tried or asked to be released.
But after that first week the pattern seemed set in me. It was set
enough they took me to a volleyball practice, and the only
strangeness I felt was in wearing clothes for the first time in a
week.

But after the practice it was back to being
naked in Katy's house, cleaning, serving and servicing them. Then I
was out again to my first game, but as a freshman I didn't have a
big role there yet.

After a couple of weeks I was back in
classes. My marks hadn't suffered because it seemed, the school
made “allowances” for its sports teams. I dressed, however, in the
shortest skirts and tightest trousers, the lowest cut and tightest
tops which the girls thought would not draw a rebuke from the
school, and was stared at by men all day long.

About a month into school I fucked a teacher.
I didn't know him. He was one of the girls' teachers, and she
wanted a better mark. It didn't occur to me to say no. I went where
I was brought and did as I was told. I even enjoyed it. It was …
kinky.

I did more of that as time went on, then got
a part-time job as a stripper. This job was for women only,
however. I would show up at various parties, and do lap dances for
women. And for an extra fee, I would fuck them or anyone else
there. Again, it didn't occur to me to say no. It rarely did now.
It was all about the heat, the excitement, the wickedness of what I
was doing.

When I went home at the end of the year I
felt – barren, empty, alone. It didn't seem right to be wearing
constrictive clothing and … well... I had nothing to do, no one to
fuck me, or to tell me what I ought to be doing.

I told my family I had been offered a
well-paying summer job, and returned to the city, getting a job as
a stripper at a men's club. Oddly, men were more subdued, less
noisy than women, and more polite, if you can believe that. The
money was amazing, but there were more rules about touching and
strict rules against sex.

I found that I needed sex, desperately, and
it became more and more difficult to control myself.

Fortunately, one of the men advised me about
a private club, a very upscale one, and I went to work there. It
was basically the same, except the money was a lot better, and the
lap dances usually ended with me riding the guy's stiff cock. All
the clients were carefully screened – as were the girls – for
diseases, though, and the money simply poured in, so much I didn't
know what to do with it other than stuffing it into the bank.

Still, I was delighted to return to school in
the fall, and return to my life as sex slave to the girls. Katy had
graduated and left, as had Leona, but Cassidy was still there, and
made me dance and writhe and twist to the flog and the crop again.
I became everyone's slave bitch again, property of any man or woman
who wanted to use me for any purpose they wanted to use me for. My
mind and body thrilled to the wild heat as I submerged myself in a
kinky, masochistic life of sexual bondage and submissiveness
throughout the school year.

The next couple of years went by like this,
and I faced graduation without excitement. I found an excuse to
stay over and go for my master’s degree, which let me continue my
life of decadent submissiveness and servitude.

When I finally graduated, I had no intention
of going to work for a living. I had already saved so much money I
could have bought my own house or apartment for cash, and knew
there was a lot more money in sex than in any boring “normal” job.
I went back to the club full time, and played beach volleyball to
keep in shape. And I gradually developed my own very special client
list, a list of men – and some women – who were my opposites, who
wanted to dominate, to degrade, to humiliate.

They were willing to pay for it, too, two to
three times what a normal client would, sometimes more. And so I
came full circle. My sex life became my job, and vice versa, and a
well-paying, exciting and thrilling job it was too. I made ten
times what anyone else I knew did, and, bizarrely, unlike them, I
was my own boss, taking orders from no one.

So there you have it. Me, the submissive
bondage whore was her own boss – except when clients paid me to let
them do what I wanted them to do anyway. Meanwhile, strong-willed
women like Cassidy and Katy were working nine to five jobs for a
succession of bosses earning a fraction of what I did. It's funny
how life turns out sometimes, isn't it?
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