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Kendall eased the small mirror to the corner
and used it to peer around. The corridor was empty and silent, as
it ought to be at almost two am. There was no reason for teachers
to be here, and students weren't allowed except when summoned or
escorted. She turned her head slightly and nodded to Sara, then
slipped around the corner, Sara following.

It was an old building, but well-maintained,
as befitted a school for the children of the well-heeled; abandoned
children, mainly. It was a boarding school. While the students
might have money they didn't have families which cared to keep them
nearby.

The floor gleamed, and the door was polished
dark wood. No press-board for this place. The door was solid oak,
with a very high quality lock on it. She crouched and held her
gloved hands together and Sara stepped into them. She was four foot
eleven and weighed under a hundred pounds.

The transom over the door was wooden framed
with an etched glass center, and not completely closed. With
Kendall boosting her up Sara easily pushed it open and slid
through. She was an up and coming gymnast, very spry and agile. She
boosted herself halfway through, then waited, belly down, gripping
the sill as Kendall eased back.

She unlooped the rope from her waist and tied
several loops around Sara's ankles, then reached up to slap her
bottom as she wrapped the rope around the brass doorknob. Sara slid
over the transom and began to slide upside down, along the inside
of the door. When her hands reached the lock she unbolted it, then
slid slowly down until her hands reached the floor.

Kendall felt the weight leave the rope and
let it unloop from around the door, then pushed the door open and
stepped inside.

She and Sara pressed palms together briefly
as she closed the door behind her.

Sara was a cute kid, her mind almost as
nimble as her body. Her parents were a Hollywood couple, father a
director, mother a producer. They apparently had endless parties at
their mansion in the hills. A twelve year old would have seriously
cramped their lifestyle.

Kendall's own mother was long dead. Her
father worked for one of the big brokerage houses and spent twelve
hour days at the office. He was also a cocaine addict and a
miserable bastard, as far as she was concerned. She was just as
happy being sent off to a Swiss boarding school, as far from him as
she could get. She was eighteen now, but had no money of her own,
not until her twenty first birthday, when her mother's trust fund
opened up.

That wasn't to say she was poor, exactly, but
cooperating with 'the bastard' as she called her father, was a
requirement unless she wanted to go work at a fast food restaurant
and bed down in a roach infested hovel.

And she most definitely did not.

That didn't mean she wanted to waste her time
studying things which would be of no earthly use to her either, of
course. Good marks were a requirement of the school, but there were
different ways of getting those marks.

Sara trailed her to the desk. To one side
were filing cabinets, very stoutly made with first class locks. The
desk was typical of modern furniture. It was shiny and pretty and
made of press-board, with cheap locks made of metal not much
tougher than tin.

A guy she'd known had taught her how to pick
locks, at least the fairly easy ones, and this one qualified. She
had her lock-picks out before Sara tugged on the drawer and it slid
open. They exchanged a look and Kendall rolled her eyes. The
secretary hadn't locked it.

In fact, the keys were sitting in the drawer,
as were the keys to the filing cabinets.

She found the tests they wanted and Sara took
close-up pictures with her Iphone. It was much quieter than using a
photocopy machine.

The school had invested in a high quality
software to protect the information in their computer, but hadn't
given enough thought to old fashioned methods.

Twenty minutes later, after sliding through
the halls silently, they were back in the student dorms. Kendall
took the girl's Iphone and returned to her room.

As a senior she had a room to herself, not
that it was particularly luxurious. It had a single bed, a
bookcase, a desk, and a computer with a personal printer. All of
that was authorized. The mini fridge and coffee maker were not, but
she was able to hide them both in the closet whenever Mrs. Kinross
inspected the room.

Her inspection consisted of looking inside to
see if the room looked neat and tidy.

Kendall downloaded the tests to her laptop,
smirking in satisfaction. She hated asking the bastard for
anything. She'd be able to sell these tests to the other students
for a pretty penny. She would also, of course, be able to spend
less time and effort on studying or doing homework.

She yawned, glanced at the time on the
computer, and cursed softly. Unless she was able to fake sick again
she had to be in Math class in five hours. She grimaced. She knew
how to count. She didn't need these complex formulas. She'd have an
accountant to do this sort of shit, some day.

She sat on the bed and peeled off her socks,
then stripped off the black sweatshirt and the black jeans she'd
worn on her little night foray. The underwear went next, and then
she was laying on top of her little bed naked, hands behind her
head, looking up at the ceiling.

Crappy little room, with a crappy little bed,
she thought morosely. Her father had a king sized bed with posts as
thick as her waist reaching for the ceiling, but he rarely spent
much time in it. He had a penthouse apartment with a pool and a
glorious view of Manhattan too, not that he ever looked. Dumbass.
His face was always buried in his papers and computers and
blackberry.

What a waste of a life.

She didn't intend to waste hers. She was
going to have fun. And when that was done, she was going to have
more fun. Why people with money wanted to waste it working was
absolutely beyond her ability to understand. Not that making money
wasn't a good thing, but the bastard had more money than he could
spend unless he started buying immense yachts and castles
everywhere. What good was more?

St. Agatha's was an all girl school. It was
her punishment for rubbing her father's nose in her sexual antics
too often. She'd taken just about every drug known to man, as well,
though she'd avoided getting hooked on any of them. It was the
black guy which had really pissed him off, she thought, a trifle
smugly. Her old man hated blacks.

So she'd been sent off into exile. There were
few men here that interested her, but that was okay. She'd started
experimenting with women instead, and that had proven to be quite
entertaining. Some of the teachers here were repressed lesbians,
and they'd been decent teachers – in how to please women sexually.
They didn't have the kind of gear she wanted though, and seemed
offended by her wanting them to buy strap-ons to use on her.

“I'm not a man, you little slut,” Cynthia
Moore had told her waspishly.

* * *

The alarm forced her awake and she grunted
unhappily. Once she got her trust fund she was going to party late
and sleep late every fucking day of her life!

She sighed and sat up, shoving the long
blonde bangs out of her face. Her hair was long because she liked
it long enough for men to grab hold of when they did her from
behind. She wouldn't say that to anyone else, of course, unless she
was looking to piss them off or turn them on. There was just
something too incredibly hot about a man yanking on her hair while
he did her from behind – her favorite position because of how deep
he could get.

Besides, she didn't need to see him, much
less kiss him. She wanted hot, nasty sex, not cheap romance. Men
were all bastards who only cared about sex anyway, and mostly
weren't very good at it. At least, any near her age. The older ones
were perverts; good in bed but not something she intended to marry
or take up with.

She'd worry about romance later on.

She stood up and took one step to her
dresser, then yanked it open. It took her only a moment to seize a
lacy bustier and slip it on. She turned it backwards, leaned over
to do the clips, then slid it around her chest until it was in
front again. She slid her arms under the thin spaghetti straps and
pulled them up onto her shoulders, then adjusted the cups under her
breasts.

There was a matching thong. It was a narrow V
of material over her mound with high, angled straps sliding up to
curve across her hips. Actually, there were three straps on each
side. It, like the bustier, was highly decorative, very sexy, and
not entirely practical.

She didn't care about practicality. Kendall
liked her lingerie to be sexy.

She pulled out the stockings which matched
the lingerie, a dark violet. The stockings were perfectly normal up
to thigh level, then assumed a decorative, lacy pattern with more
lace around the hem. She fastened them to the bottom of the bustier
with thin straps and looked at herself in the mirror.

The habitual smirk was on her face, and she
pursed her lips sexily as she combed her loose, thick hair back
from her forehead. Bed hair could be good. Men found it sexy.
Unfortunately, there were few men around. She likely wouldn't even
see one today.

She picked up her brush and ran it through
her hair. She'd known she wouldn't be able to shower this morning
so had done it before her jaunt last night, and washed her hair
too. No matter, really. She didn't need to impress anyone but
her.

The cups of the bustier were lacy and partly
see through, with velvety bows just under where they met. There was
a lot of cleavage. Kendall was more lithe and athletic than busty.
But she was definitely not flat chested, and the bustier made the
most of it, squeezing her breasts in and up. Her teachers would
definitely not approve, other than the lesbians, of course. If they
were lucky, and she was, one of them might see it later on.

She sighed and went to the closet, then
pulled down the black, all-purpose dress all the students were
required to wear. It was high-necked, had long sleeves, and fell to
the knees. It had a black clothe belt around the waist which at
least allowed it be pulled in tightly, but that was as far as the
advantage of the thing went.

It was allegedly easy to clean and iron, too,
but those sorts of chores were not ones Kendall ever involved
herself in, nor imagined she ever would.

She opened her little mini fridge and took a
bottle of water from it. It wasn't really water. It was an energy
drink, but the teachers would freak if they caught her drinking
anything so unhealthy. So she'd poured the energy drink into the
Perrier bottle.

She wandered down the hall, book back over
her shoulder, bottle in hand, stopped, and kicked at a door along
the way.

It opened and Hannah Morris came out,
muttering to herself. They walked silently down the hall, took the
stairs down to the first floor, then headed for the cafeteria.

“You get what you were looking for?” Hannah
asked.

“Yeah.”

“Cool. The kid won't talk?”

“Nah, she's okay for a kid.”

Hannah nodded. Like Kendall, she was
eighteen, and a senior, and considered herself an adult, the rest
just children. Unlike Kendall, she had no trust fund in her future,
so was at the mercy of her parents, a pair of very uptight Irish
Catholics who were as appalled by their daughter's knowledge of
lesbian sexual skills as Kendall was delighted.

“Math fucking sucks,” Hannah said.

Kendall made an agreeable noise, wishing she
could imitate Hannah's accent better. She thought it was incredibly
sexy, and kept practicing. Hannah said she was very good, but it
didn't sound right to her own ears.

The seniors all sat together away from the
rest, at the opposite end of the room from where the teachers sat.
They were considered to be more mature and needing less
supervision.

Which just showed how stupid the school was,
Kendall thought. Nobody at the table wanted to be there, and they
were a lot more sophisticated than twelve year olds in figuring
ways around school regulations.

Kendall made deals with several of the girls
at breakfast for tests and answer sheets. The money would be sent
to her account electronically. All of them had access to bank
accounts through their phones and computers so it was a simple
enough thing to arrange.

Carrying cash was so old and crass.

She looked out across the room and made a
face. It looks like a nunnery, she thought morosely. I should have
been more circumspect about my sex. It wouldn't have taken much to
keep the bastard from finding out.

But she'd half wanted him to, so she could
shove his face in it. Unfortunately, she hadn't counted on his
response.

An isolated school in Switzerland! A school
for girls yet! Bleh!

* * *

Mademoiselle Carpentier was her third period
French teacher. She had caught Kendall's interest the moment she'd
seen her. She was an incredibly sweet woman, who clearly found it
difficult to be stern with her students. She was the youngest of
Kendall's teachers, on her first assignment just out of college,
with a pretty face and shapely body.

Kendall wasn't sure what had first twigged
her to the woman's interest. She had very short dark hair, for one
thing, but that was cliché. It wasn't that short, after all, not
short enough to make it obvious. And the woman was French, where
different styles and fashions prevailed. But Kendall had noticed
the woman's casual gaze on her new students intensify in her case,
and she had spent years being looked at and wanted.

It was both a curse and a blessing. She used
her looks without shame to get what she wanted from both men and
women, but it also meant people were always looking at her. She had
a narrow, high-cheeked, delicately shaped face with enormous blue
eyes. Her nose was small and turned up, her mouth also smallish,
but with full lips.

People had been staring at her since she was
six. But their stares had become considerably less paternal since
adolescence.

Aimee interested her. She was quirky, odd,
friendly, with an unfortunate tendency to either gush or giggle.
She was also an easy conquest once Kendall had gotten her alone and
boldly plunged her hand down the front of the shorts the woman had
been wearing at the time.

Aimee was not her favorite lover. Kendall
liked things rough, and Aimee was incapable of asserting herself in
that way. On the other hand, Aimee was quite submissive in turn,
probably because she'd been so naïve when Kendall had first taken
her, and had ceded control to her on the basis that Kendall
obviously knew what she was doing.

She'd never gotten that control back.

She joined the woman after class, ostensibly
asking about grammar, specifically about the past participle. She
didn't need to, of course. Her French was excellent. She was a born
linguist, and had mastered Spanish (from the housekeeper) before
she'd turned five. Spanish was very similar to French, so learning
that was a snap.

“I'm very hungry,” Kendall said.

“Well, happily it is lunch time,” Aimee
said.

“I want to eat something soft and juicy,”
Kendall said, “something I can plunge my tongue into.”

Aimee rolled her eyes to the sides anxiously,
then looked quickly around.

“You should not talk like that,” she said
softly.

“No one would understand even if they heard.
Would you like to know what I have on under this stupid black nun's
outfit?”

Aimee's eyes flicked down and then back up
before she turned her head away.

“It's violet,” Kendall said, taunting her. “I
wore it just for you, Mademoiselle Carpentier.”

The woman's cheeks grew pink and she looked
anxiously around again.

“I got something in the mail the other day,”
Kendall added. “One of the girl's rented a postal box in town, so
we could get things without them being inspected by Madam
Rothier.”

“You should not do that. It is against the
rules,” Aimee said uncertainly.

“So is fucking your students,” Kendall
whispered.

Aimee's cheeks pinkened further. “Do not talk
like that!”

“Or what? Are you going to spank me,
Mademoiselle?” she taunted.

Aimee looked away

“Meet me in the store room in ten
minutes.”

“I have not the time – .”

“Do it,” Kendall growled.

She parted ways with the woman and went back
to her room, feeling fairly confident Aimee would come. The woman
was easily intimidated. More to the point, she had been a virtual
virgin when Kendall had gotten hold of her. Kendall's own sexual
knowledge had been vastly superior to Aimee, and unlike Aimee, she
read and viewed a lot of on-line porn, easily getting around the
school's filters, and was much more experimental.

The supply room was the room where Aimee had
taken her to help her pick up some equipment for gym class, which
Aimee had been temporarily assigned to lead as newest teacher at
the time. It wasn't a room the staff went to often. There were
other supply rooms for school supplies closer at hand. This was an
out of the way room for larger equipment rarely needed. The
Christmas decorations were here, for example, as were spare desks,
chairs and beds.

It had a thick door, and no transom, but
Aimee was a screamer, and Kendall had no desire to get caught –
again. God only knows where they'd send her. Maybe to a school full
of gay men.

Well, she had a solution to Aimee's screams,
one that would let her really let loose on the woman this time.

She let herself into the supply room, then
slid the key back into her bag. It had been easy enough to make a
copy once Aimee had been pressured into loaning hers.

The mattresses were piled up against one
wall, six of them, still wrapped in plastic. She grabbed one and
tilted it forward, then leaned it against the wall. A second
followed. Four was about the right height, she thought with a
smile.

She slipped off her dress, and then eased
into the shadow behind dressers piled two high. It didn't take
long. The door unlocked and opened, and Aimee, glancing anxiously
behind her, hurried through, then turned and locked the door before
again turning and looking around.

Kendall slid slowly into view, and Aimee
gasped.

“Hello, sweety,” Kendall purred.

“You... you look... beautiful!” Aimee
exclaimed softly, her face alight with pleasure.

Kendall knew she did. “Take off your
clothes,” she ordered.

Aimee flushed, but began to undo her dress.
She slid it forward and off, then stepped out of it, hanging it
from one of the coat trees standing conveniently close to the door.
She wore cotton bikini underwear which didn't match. Kendall
snorted mentally. Lingerie should always match. At least it was off
quickly.

Then Aimee stood there, eyes wide, and
Kendall felt herself purr in satisfaction. Aimee didn't understand
how pretty she was. Her hair was collar length in back, just above
the ears on the sides. She had a soft, busty body. Her breasts were
too big to be as firm as Kendall's were, but they didn't droop
either. Her nipples were very big and very hard.

“Come here... slut,” Kendall purred.

Aimee started, her face flushing more, then
shuffled forward, blushing more the closer she came to Kendall. She
was several inches shorter than Kendall, but then, most women were.
Kendall slid a hand behind the woman’s neck and jerked her in,
kissing her roughly, fully, completely. Her other hand slid around
the woman, pressing all that soft, lovely flesh against her own
body as Aimee moaned into her mouth.

The woman's own arms stayed at her sides at
first, then hesitantly rose, hands sliding onto Kendall's
shoulders. The kiss went on... and on. Their lips moved together in
a long, breathless mutual exploration, their tongues coming out and
twining together.

It ended when Kendall's hand slid up into the
short hair and jerked it back, producing a gasp of pain from the
shorter woman.

“Do you know what I'm going to do to you
today, Aimee?” she asked, her other hand sliding down between
Aimee's legs. “I'm going to fuck your brains out.”

“Oh! Oh!” Aimee gasped, her hips grinding
against Kendall's fingers.

Aimee had not shaved herself when they'd
first met. That had changed. Kendall had made her desires clear,
and now the woman was as smooth as a cue ball against her fingers.
It had not taken her long to take the woman's measure, to find out
what drove her crazy, and now she slid two fingers up inside her,
hooking them up and back as her thumb began to stroke rapidly
across her clitoris.

Aimee gurgled helpless, one hand behind her,
grasping Kendall's wrist, the other on the wrist before her. Her
head was pulled sharply back, arching her back so her large breasts
pushed out, and Kendall bent, taking the center of one into her
mouth. She bit down firmly, sucking at the same time, her tongue
whipping across the rigid nipple, as Aimee made more gurgling,
moaning noises and trembled against her.

God, what beautiful a slut, she
thought, her own excitement rising.

She wasn't even sure if Aimee was a lesbian.
She'd had a male lover, just one, and it had not been satisfying.
But that proved nothing. Most men were poor sexual performers when
young, content to thrust wildly for a minute or so and then empty
themselves.

She released Aimee's hair and brought both
hands up to her full breasts, then caught her swollen nipples
between her thumbs and forefingers, pinching and tugging up.

“Ow! Oh! Ow! Kendall!” Aimee gasped, reaching
for her wrists again.

Aimee was not a strong woman. She exercised
sparingly, and certainly did nothing to build up arm strength.
Kendall was taller, and considerably more athletic.

“Put your hands down, slut,” she growled.

Aimee gasped, her eyes widening at the word,
as they always did. Her hands shook, then hesitantly lowered to her
hips. She was up on the balls of her feet as Kendall pinched her
nipples, though, and her entire body seemed flushed with heat.

“I'm going to make you scream, little slut,”
Kendall said.

“D-Don't use that word!” Aimee gulped.

“I don't need you to talk, slut,” Kendall
said.

She released her nipples and watched Aimee's
hands come up to cup her breasts, including her throbbing
nipples.

She put a foot on the edge of a chair and
looked at the teacher.

“Take off my stocking, slut,” she
ordered.
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Aimee looked like she might object again, but
then looked at the long, extended leg, and licked her lips. She
moved forward, then dropped to her knees, reaching up for the clip
on the top. She rolled her eyes up at Kendall, then leaned in to
kiss the soft flesh of the blonde teen's inner thigh.

Kendall felt a thrill pass through her, and
watched as the woman undid the clip, then carefully rolled the
stocking down, following it with her lips, kissing her softly all
down past her knee to her ankle, and even her foot.

Kendall drew her leg back and raised the
other, and Aimee repeated the performance, eyes shining as she
looked up at her. Kendall felt another wonder, amazed this woman
was twenty three and still so innocent.

“Stand up.”

Aimee obeyed, and Kendall turned.

“Remove my bustier.”

Aimee unclipped it, sliding the straps over
her shoulders. She rained kisses on her shoulders and back as she
pulled the bustier away. Then, showing uncharacteristic initiative,
she slid her arms around Kendall, pressing her full breasts against
her bare back. Her hands cupped Kendall's breasts as the woman
kissed her on the back of her neck, then one slid down her long,
firm belly and into her thong.

Kendall repressed a moan of pleasure as the
woman's fingers found her own naked mons and began to show what
she'd learned from Kendall. She was getting much better, Kendall
thought, her chest getting tighter as energy began to build in her
lower belly.

She was starting to lose control of her plan,
and grabbed the wrist firmly, pulling it out of her thong as she
turned around and looked sternly down at the woman.

“Did I give you permission to molest me?” she
demanded.

Aimee blushed and shook her head.

“Nasty lesbian slut, molesting your poor
students,” Kendall taunted. “You clearly need to be punished.”

She slid her own thong off to stand before
the woman naked.

“On your knees. Maybe I will punish you less
if you prove capable of acting like something more than a dog
licking its mistress.”

Her breathing already ragged, Aimee knelt
before her, sliding her hands up along her belly, moaning as she
leaned in and began to lick her.

It was nothing like the slow, teasing oral
sex Kendall had learned from Madam Pilon, but... it was better then
the lapping dog act the woman had once resembled.

Much better.

Aimee was too excited to be slow. Her hands
raced up and down Kendall's body as she licked hungrily, as her
lips found Kendall's clit and sucked rhythmically. The tall blonde
girl trembled slightly, feeling the pulsing heat grow more intense
between her legs. She reached down, gripping the woman's short
hair, forcing her face in harder.

“Lick me! Dirty slut!” she moaned softly.
“Nasty old dyke!”

There was only a few years between them,
really, but she knew how words excited the woman. They excited her
too, and she closed her eyes, spreading her legs wider, pushing her
hips forward into the teacher's mouth as she licked furiously.

“You're so nasty!” she said, a little
breathlessly. “Dirty woman! Lick me there. No, higher. Ahh! Yes!
Harder! Just like that!”

Aimee slid a finger inside her, and then a
second. Kendall began to feel the rising tide of sexual heat
rushing up through her body at a greater rate and power. A third
finger pushed up into her as the woman lapped intensely at her
clitoris, and she felt her legs starting to go rubbery!

The orgasm was powerful, as always, and her
hips bucked convulsively into Aimee's face as she jammed the young
woman into her groin. It rushed up through her body and seemed to
explode out of the top of her head as she gurgled in pleasure,
arching back, hips grinding spastically into that soft, pretty
face.

“You're improving,” she panted, when she
could speak. “Slut.”

She pulled on the woman's hair and Aimee
gasped and moaned as she was pulled to her feet.

“Now, I still have to punish your for your
impertinence in touching me without permission,” Kendall said. “But
first, we don't want you making any noise.”

She reached behind her to a high shelf and
pulled down one of the things she'd gotten from the mail. It was a
ball-gag, black, with a black strap. Aimee stared at it without
recognition as Kendall grinned lewdly at her.

“You can scream all you want with this in
your mouth, slut,” she said.

“In my... that goes in my... but it's too
big!” Aimee said, eyes wide.

“No, it's just right.”

She pressed the ball against Aimee's mouth,
and the woman's hands automatically came up to push it back.

“Hands down!” she ordered.

Aimee dropped her hands reluctantly.

“Open your mouth wide, as if a giant cock was
going into it.”

Aimee flushed but obeyed. The ball was
somewhat spongy, and Kendall squeezed it together to force it
through the woman's open jaws. Once past her teeth, of course, she
released that part, and it expanded again, pushing up against the
roof of her mouth was well as down against her tongue.

Kendall pushed it in deeper, made sure it was
set right, then pulled the straps around behind Aimee's head and
stood back.

“Say something.”

Aimee made a muffled sound.

“Very good. Yell.”

The sound was only marginally louder, and
Kendall smiled. Those sorts of sounds wound not go through the
thick door, so even if someone was passing by they were safe.

She considered the way it looked. Such
devices were meant more for bondage than simply keeping others from
overhearing, and Kendall had no small interest in that, though
usually from the receiving end.

She looked around, then pulled the clothe
belt from the dress and turned Aimee around.

“Cross your arms at the elbows.”

Aimee obeyed, and Kendall looped the belt
around both arms, then drew the loop in tight. Aimee squeaked in
alarm and confusion, but was not in much position to object as
Kendall fastened the belt and then spun her around again.

“I'm going to fuck your brains out, slut,”
she said.

She gripped Aimee's hair again and jerked her
head up and back, making her back arch.

“But first, I need to punish you, of
course.”

She reached up to the shelf again and took
down the wooden ruler. It was just a ruler, a foot long, an inch or
so wide, and fairly lightweight.

She smacked the tip down against the center
of Aimee's right breast, against the nipple. It hit with a low,
sharp crack! that was echoed an instant later by Aimee's muffled
cry and her body's sudden twisting movement.

“You've been a naughty girl, Aimee,” Kendall
said with a smirk.

She held tightly to her hair as she brought
the ruler down against her nipple again, and then again and again.
The blows were not particularly heavy, and after her initial
startled response Aimee simply stood in place, back arched, and
moaned into the gag, eyes rolling up at Kendall.

Kendall struck each nipple a dozen or so
blows, with Aimee flinching and jerking and gasping with each blow.
She inspected the woman's breasts, noting how pink they were around
the nipples, then put down the ruler and let her fingers pluck,
pinch and caress them.

“Nasty slut,” she breathed, bending over,
sucking and licking one, then the other.

Aimee moaned as Kendall straightened, then
shoved the teacher back against the piled mattress so she fell back
atop them. The blonde girl gripped her legs and yanked them up to
lay her nicely across the mattress, eyes huge as they stared back
at her.

“I said I was going to fuck your brains out,
didn't I?” Kendall said.

She reached up the shelf again and brought
down the strap-on dildo she'd ordered. She wouldn't have thought
Aimee's eyes could get any bigger as the woman squeaked in alarm.
She tried to sit up, but with her arms bound behind her she didn't
have the balance, especially with Kendall simply pushing her back
again.

Kendall smirked as she pulled the straps
tight around her hips, then she bent over and began tonguing her
French teacher's inner thighs. She took her time, unlike Aimee,
easing her tongue up to stroke up and down on either side of the
moist, glistening opening, circling her swollen clitoris without
touching it.

She slid her thumbs into Aimee, prying her
pussy open, stretching it wide as she licked up and down along the
mouth of her sex. She let her lips massage Aimee's soft flesh as
her fingers slid deeper into the woman's body.

Then she began to work on her clitoris. Her
tongue teased and taunted as her lips massaged it. But her tongue
became firmer and firmer as she used her lower lip to increase the
pressure, and Aimee began to writhe and moan in pleasure. Kendall
had to hold the woman's thighs down with her forearms and elbows as
she licked.

She thrust three fingers deep, pumping and
twisting them as she sucked on Aimee's clitoris, then slowly tried
to force a fourth finger in through the taut entrance. She didn't
try very hard, though, simply wanting to exert pressure to spread
her wider.

She straightened with a gasp, feeling her own
pussy starting to thrum again. She gripped the base of the dildo
strapped to her and let the head ride back and forth across Aimee's
gleaming, overheated sex, stroking it especially hard across the
rigid little clitoris as Aimee moaned and rolled her hips.

“It's a big one, Aimee. I know you want a
big, fat cock inside you,” she taunted.

She pushed the nose against Aimee's entrance,
and sank it slowly into the woman's body. Aimee's eyes widened and
she jerked her head up and stared, moaning into the gag as Kendall
leaned in, pushing the big dildo deeper and deeper. Every time
Aimee dropped her head back to the mattress she then almost
instantly jerked it back up and forward to stare.

It was a very realistic looking dildo,
well-shaped, including veins and ridges. Kendall had never used it
on anyone else before, and was excited herself as she forced it
into the trembling woman to the hilt. She leaned over her, kneading
her full breasts, then sucking and chewing them as her hips rolled
and ground against her.

When she began to thrust, though, Aimee's
moans became cries, and her body began to twist and shake even more
violently. Kendall lifted her legs up and pressed them back,
thrusting in harder and harder as Aimee began to arch back and roll
her head in pleasure. When she reached in and started to stroke the
woman's clitoris at the same time Aimee climaxed – very
powerfully.

The long howl of pleasure was easily audible,
even through the gag, as Aimee's head thrashed and her hips bucked
up desperately, frantically trying to impale herself on the thick
dildo. Kendall thrust in hard, even cruelly hard, ramming the thick
cock into Aimee's body as the woman thrashed and screamed, exultant
at the response as the lovely French girl seemed to go into
convulsions.

Nor did she have to stop. Unlike a man, her
cock was not about to get soft! She kept thrusting, experimenting
with different speeds and depths, rolling her hips, thrusting in
from different directions, and assessing Aimee's reaction to
everything she did.

The woman's entire upper body was flushed,
and her chest heaved. She seemed to be gulping in air as she moaned
and twisted helplessly. But then she started to cry out again and
again, the twisting and writhing becoming more violent. The cries
grew more powerful, and then turned into a long, warbling scream as
her hips bucked up at Kendall and her cock.

The orgasm went on for some time, then seemed
to collapse, along with Aimee, leaving her panting and moaning, her
eyes glassy. Kendall eased her strokes, but her hands continued to
stroke and caress Aimee's soft skin, pinching and plucking and
rolling her nipples, and fingering her sensitive clitoris.

Aimee's downtime seemed to get less and less,
and she she began twisting and writhing and sobbing in pleasure,
crying out again and again as Kendall continued to pound her with
the thick dildo. Kendall was fascinated. Was this what fucking was
like when the guy never got soft? She wondered, but she didn't
think she would react quite that responsively.

Aimee seemed to be going mad with it all,
writhing, twisting, crying out again and again as Kendall kept
thrusting into her. Kendall grinned, and kept thrusting. The woman
might be trying to beg for mercy, but Kendall had no mercy. She was
fascinated, as well as excited. She could see Aimee's body starting
to glisten, a sheen of sweat appearing across her face and
chest.

She kept thrusting, kept pinching nipples and
rubbing her clit. Was this what it was like to fuck girls as a man,
she wondered. It felt very … powerful! Of course, she had a
wonderfully responsive slut in Aimee, and a cock that would never
soften. Also, she knew what she was doing, even on her first try.
She snorted at the memory of the fumble fingered boys she had slept
with before she learned to ignore the younger ones and go for grown
men.

She would have to find a man to fuck her like
this, she thought.

* * *

By the next morning, Kendall had already
sold fourteen tests. At twenty dollars apiece, that was a
reasonable profit on the night, and she knew there would be more
sales over the days to follow. Most of the girls there came from
well-to-do families, and were used to paying for what they
wanted.

Unfortunately for her, not all of them were
as discreet as she would have liked. Some talked, and other girls
found out. That did create extra business, but not all were
pleased. Some tattled to teachers, and late one afternoon she found
herself summoned to the office of the Headmistress.

She had seen the woman briefly, when she had
been enrolled by her father's lawyer. Her first impression was that
she was an arrogant German bitch. Her second impression was
similar.

Frau Wolff was a blonde, her hair shoulder
length and perfectly straight, divided neatly in the center of her
forehead. Kendall tried to imagine her with bangs and failed.

She was not a tall woman. In fact, she was
almost a head shorter than Kendall, with a slender body and
smallish chest. She was about mid thirties, Kendall thought, but
still had a pretty face with smooth skin. Her lips were thin,
however, and a glower was on her face.

“You think much of
yourself, Miss Sumner,” she said as Kendall came to stand before
her desk.

Kendall wasn't sure how to respond to that.
Honesty didn't seem the best policy here.

The woman came around the desk. She was very
straight backed, and walked very stiffly. She wore a white blouse
and long blue skirt. She stopped a few inches in front of
Kendall.

“I want to know where you
got the tests you have been selling?” she demanded in clipped
English.

“I have no idea what you
mean, Frau Wolff!?” Kendall exclaimed, her face a mask of surprise
and confusion.

“You lie to me.”

“I'm not lying!”

Wolff gave her an even angrier glare, and
Kendall felt her nervousness rise. The woman was acting very much
as thought she knew, as opposed to suspected. What could she know
for sure? Surely it was Kendall's word against whoever had blabbed!
She couldn't have any actual proof!

Could she?!

The woman stepped back and picked up
something, a remote control, it looked like. She pointed it at TV
on a nearby shelf and the screen lit up. For a moment, Kendall
feared it was going to show video of her rifling the secretary's
office. Unfortunately, it was worse.

Kendall blanched. It was the storeroom! It
was only a black and white security video, but it was positioned to
catch most of what had happened between she and Aimee very clearly!
She felt her face going hot as the video began to play, and she saw
Aimee taking off her clothes.

“You don't need to play the rest!” she
gulped.

Wolff cocked her head back, perhaps so she
could look down her nose at the squirming girl.

“Perhaps I wish to watch the rest? Perhaps I
like to see my teacher being abused by one of her students,
yes!?”

“I-I didn't... we... weren't – .”

Wolff sped up the video, stopping briefly,
once with Aimee performing oral sex on her, on her knees, then as
Kendall slapped her nipples with the ruler. She sniffed and turned
it off, turning to glower at Kendall.

“Now perhaps you would wish to discuss the
selling of test data, yes?”

Kendall's head spun. Was the woman offering
to ignore the video if she confessed to the tests instead!?

“I am not sure what to do about this video,”
Wolff said. “I could write your father and ask him, perhaps send
him the video for his own judgment...”

Kendall could not repress a shudder. The
thought of her father seeing that video was too horrifying to
contemplate!

“I-If I admit to selling tests will – .”

“If you admit to doing what we both know you
did? Then you will be punished. I have not decided what to do about
this other thing,” Wolff growled. “But certainly your honesty in
admitting to what you did would have a role to play in my
considerations!”

Being 'punished' sounded very simple, very
easy, compared to the video!

She jerked her head up and down.

“I did it then!” she gulped.

“Who gave you the tests? Was it Mademoiselle
Carpentier?”

“Aimee? No! I took them from the filing
cabinets in your secretary's office.”

“Those are locked each night.”

“The keys are in her desk, and it wasn't
locked.”

“And how did you get into the office?”

Kendall pointed at the transom behind her,
which was still open.

“You could not get through there!”

“I'm pretty athletic,” she said, hoping to
keep Sara's name out of things.

Wolff stared at her for a long minute in
silence.

“You are a filthy girl!” she said.

Kendall gave a mental shrug to that.

“Do you have any idea how much work must go
into creating new exam papers now?”

Kendall didn't really, nor did she care. She
stood perfectly still, wrapped in embarrassment and anxiety.

“Your punishment, Miss Sumner, will be...
severe.”

She walked around her, glared up at him, then
went to the door.

“Kommen zee,” she growled over her
shoulder.

Kendall followed her out through the
secretary's office into the outer corridor, then turned right.
There was a stairwell nearby, and Wolff opened the door and jerked
her head to indicate Kendall should enter. She walked past her,
wondering what the woman intended doing to her, and Wolff jerked
her arm out, pointing at the stairs down.

That was.. a surprise, but Kendall obeyed.
The stairs were narrow and stone, but brightly lit. they went down
about a dozen stairs, turned, and went down a dozen more. They
would now be in the basement, she thought, looking around
curiously. The students were not allowed in this part of the
building, of course.

“Kommen zee,” Wolff ordered, walking past her
down the corridor.

The corridors here were much more spartan
than upstairs. The walls and floors were of un-ornamented,
unpainted stone, and the lighting was much lower. Wolff passed at a
very old looking door. There was a battery powered lantern on a
small table next to it. She picked it up and turned it on, then
opened the door, jerking her head to indicate Kendall should go
first.

Kendall raised her eyebrows, mystified about
what was going on, but had little alternative. The stairs here were
narrow, steep, and made of old stone. She made her way down another
dozen stairs, turned at a narrow landing, and went down a dozen
more. It was pitch black. There was no sign of lights anywhere
other than what was coming from Wolff's lantern.

“Where are we going?” she asked
nervously.

“Where I tell you to go, yes?”

It looked like an abandoned ruin. The air was
damp and closed. The floor and walls were of square cut stone of
dark gray, chipped and stained in many places. There was a wooden
framework along the ceiling, beams going back and forth, and
several floor to ceiling beams, all of wood that seemed black with
age.

Pieces of wood and stone lay here and there.
They were in a wide open area, with a door frame to their right. It
was a large doorway, with small, neatly cut stone as a frame. But
like the rest of the place, it smelled of old, and nothing but
blackness was through the open door.

Wolff took her arm and jerked her forward,
holding the lantern up as she led her towards and then through the
door. The room was just as wide as the one they'd come from, with
more debris littering the floor here and there. There was another
doorway ahead, though, and some faint hint of light could be seen
through it.

Wolff led her through that door, which gave
onto a narrow corridor. There was a thick, foot-high candle on a
holder next to another door. The candlestick holder was about five
feet high, made of wrought iron. The door was of ancient wood with
metal banding, and had a thick metal bar across it. Wolff slid the
bar across and opened the door.

The door gave onto another stairway.

“How deep do these go?” Kendall
exclaimed.

“This building, before it was a school, was a
nunnery. The nunnery was built on the foundations of Castle
Gertner. Move.”

These stairs were even more narrow, and
longer. They emerged in an even older ruin, with pieces of roof
having crumbled and fallen in places. Yet there was another candle
to their left, and Kendall walked gingerly around pieces of broken
stone and assorted debris she couldn't even identify.

The candle was at a corner, the corridor
turning to the right, and Kendall again walked down it with Wolff
following.

“How old is this?”

“This is not your business,” Wolff
growled.

They stopped before another barred door. This
one had a pair of wrought iron candlesticks framing it, and a pair
of chairs and a table next to it.

“Remove your dress,” Wolff ordered.
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Kendall stared at the blonde woman in
astonishment.

“What!?”

“Do you have trouble hearing or understanding
me?”

“But... why?”

“Because I order you to.”

“But I – .”

“You are obviously not shy about your body
based on the video which I saw. Do you think you have anything
under your dress which I have not already observed?

Kendall bit her lip, face coloring.

“Remove your dress.”

Kendall thought about refusing, but couldn't
think of how. The woman had her dead to rights, and if she was to
avoid having that video go to the bastard, along with a sorry tail
of how she cheated and stole tests, she had little choice but to
comply.

Blushing, she undid the belt around her
waist, unbuttoned the dress and pulled it forward over her
shoulders. She stepped out of it and put it on one of the chairs as
Wolff looked at her.

“You like dainty underthings I see,” she
said.

It was not a compliment.

Kendall flushed again, wondering if there was
something sexual going on here. Well, even if there was she would
far rather do it than have her father see that video. If Wolff
wanted to fuck her that was fine. The woman wasn't bad looking, in
a scary German sort of way.

But why down in this... this dungeon?!

“The underthings, as well. And the
shoes.”

“But it's... dirty down here!”

“So you are a dirty girl, yes? As you called
Mademoiselle Carpentier.”

Kendall stepped out of her shoes and then
undid her lacy black bra. She removed it, straightening her
shoulders defiantly, refusing to cover herself. She slipped off her
thong and tossed it onto the chair, then, red-faced, looked at the
woman.

Wolff did not seem overly impressed. She
sniffed, then opened the small drawer on the table and brought out
a pair of thick leather restraints. Kendall had never actually seen
such in person, though she'd seen them on the internet. She stared
at them now, open-mouthed.

“Hold your hands out before you,” Wolff
ordered.

This definitely seemed to be getting sexual.
That made Kendall more anxious but also gave her a sense of hope.
If Wolff wanted to play some bondage games Kendall was definitely
up for that. It might even be kind of kinky fun. It was far better
than having to do extra homework for a couple of months, to say
nothing of risking her father seeing that video!

She felt a tingle between her legs as the
woman firmly strapped the restraints around her wrists, then
clipped them together. She unbolted the door, and jerked her
head.

Kendall walked through, glad to see some
light ahead, if very little. Wolff followed, and the door boomed as
it closed behind them.

There was something over there near the wall,
with several candles around it. She felt a breathless sense of
anxiety mixed with excitement as her bare feet moved gingerly
across the cold floor. The roof was high, the walls far apart. Most
of the place was in darkness. One corner was lit, and there was
some sort of low table there, a big one.

With something on it which moved.

She shrank back, her hands coming up to try
and shield her breasts. Wolff shoved her forward.

As she got closer her eyes got wider and she
stared in shock at what turned out to be not a table at all. It was
… it was as if two thick beams had been laid side by side, then cut
in half. The lower parts of the beams were then placed on hinges so
they could open out to either side.

Aimee was on the thing. She was tied to it
with strong, thick rope.

She was on her belly, well, on her chest, her
arms stretched out before her. There were five or six loops of rope
around each wrist, and then another five or six circling those
loops between her wrists. The rope then pulled taut towards the end
of the beams upon which she knelt.

Her ankles were tied to the beams in the same
fashion, and there were another half dozen loops around her legs
just below the knees. More ropes crossed her shoulders, keeping her
breasts mashed against the old wood.

She knelt with her bottom raised high, due to
the positioning of her body. The beams then split open, spreading
her legs wide apart, baring her sex. She had a ball gag in her
mouth, though not the one Kendall had used. This one was red. Her
eyes were wide as she saw Kendall and Wolff approaching, the
candlelight reflecting off them so as to make them almost glow.

Wolff walked into the light a dozen feet from
where Aimee was tied, and motioned Kendall forward impatiently.

“Raise your arms,” she ordered curtly.

Kendall continued to stair at Aimee, partly
horrified, partly aroused, her mind swirling and churning as she
wondered what kind of perverted things Wolff would do to both of
them.

“Now!” Wolff growled.

Gulping, Kendall raised her joined wrists,
and saw there were chains overhead, dangling from the old wooden
ceiling beams. Wolff drew one down and attached it to the links in
the leather restraints. She walked over to the wall, where Kendall
saw a pair of old metal cranks, then began to turn one.

Kendall gasped as she felt the chain pulling
taut, felt strain on her wrist. She almost instinctively rose onto
the balls of her feet to ease the pull, and Wolff then locked the
crank in place.

The little blonde went past her, carrying her
lantern. Kendall turned and stared behind her, following the pool
of light as it revealed a high table, then another one, much more
narrow. There were objects on the latter, and she picked one up and
returned.

It was another ball gag.

“This was found in your room. I trust you
appreciate the irony,” Wolff said.

She set down the lantern, then gripped
Kendall's hair and jerked it back sharply. Kendall cried out in
startled pain even as the ball gag was pushed against her open
mouth. With practiced ease, Wolff squeezed the ball in and forced
it through the blonde teenager's mouth, and it expanded on the
inside, as she moaned in surprise, anxiety, and no small
excitement.

Wolff snorted, pulled the straps behind her,
used a finger to ease her long hair up and over the strap, then
buckled it in place.

Then she picked up the lantern, turned, and
walked back the way she came. Kendall shifted on her feet, staring
after her as the light got dimmer. The door opened, then closed
behind her with a heavy thump, followed by the metallic sound of
the bolt being shot.

This was insane!

She stared at the door, then turned and
looked around her. All she could see, really, was the area in the
middle of the four candles which had been placed there near them.
She could see Aimee, and herself, and a small pool of light around
them. The rest of the … basement, if that was what it was, was in
darkness

Aimee was moaning and rolling her eyes, skin
flushed.

Kendall wondered if Wolff was going to get
her strap-on and use it on the French girl. She was certainly in
the right position to be fucked hard!

She looked up the length of her arms to the
chain attached to the leather restraints, then followed the chain
up into darkness. This was incredible! This was bizarre! What made
Wolff think she could get away with this anyway!?

Well, for one thing, Kendall certainly wasn't
about to tell anyone, she thought. Probably neither was Aimee. That
gave the woman a lot of latitude.

She felt a rising sense of heat as she stood
there, moaning into the gag. It was so dark and kinky, after all!
She wasn't particularly afraid. Wolff certainly wasn't going to
kill them for a little lesbian sex, nor for stealing tests.

And it was obvious Wolff herself had some
inclinations that way!

Was the woman gone to get into some sort of
leather catsuit, perhaps? To get her own strap-on?Kinky bitch!

As time continued to pass, she found her
ankles and lower legs really starting to hurt. Athletic or not, she
couldn't stand on the balls of her feet forever. The human body
wasn't designed for that. Slowly, the pain built up, and her ankles
and legs began to tremble. She moaned as beads of sweat began to
appear on her upper body.

More and more of her weight came down on her
wrists, and she felt a growing weariness even as her wrists and
arms began to ache more and more fiercely.

But her nipples were still rock hard. And she
felt the enveloping shimmer of sexual hunger and arousal as a
constant thing, despite how tired her body was getting.

And then movement caught her eye. Only it
didn't come from Aimee!

She jerked as something moved in the
darkness. Then it came forward, a shape, a man-sized shape.

It was a man. He wore a black suit, and a
black... hood of some sort. It was like a black nylon stocking
built for the head! Aimee squealed into her gag, and Kendall did
the same, trying to turn herself away from the man's eyes, even
though, obviously, he'd been watching the whole time!

“We are very old fashioned here,” he said,
his voice soft, and accented, but sounding very loud given how
quiet everything had been. “But we are not so old-fashioned we do
not have modern equipment and such.”

He was not, Kendall noted, talking to her.
She had turned completely around, so her back was to him, blushing
furiously, but he showed interest only in Aimee. The French girl
jerked as his hand slid up and down her bare back, then up higher,
across her tail bone. His fingers caressed her sex, and Aimee
squealed and jerked against the ropes.

“When my son was found smoking cigarettes,”
he said softly, “I gave him an entire package and ordered him to
smoke them all. This caused the mystery to fall away, and of
course, also made him sick. He never smoked again.“

He was walking away from the light as he
spoke. He returned pushing something, a stainless steel cart of
some sort. It was long and slender, and there was a machine of some
sort on top, with long arms protruding. He lined the thing up
behind Aimee, then pushed it slowly forward.

Kendall stared in shock as the man lined a
long arm with a rounded end against the girl's sex. He lowered it a
little, then pushed it froward. When Aimee squirmed he slapped her
bottom sharply.

“Stop squirming, girl,” he ordered.

He hummed softly and casually to himself as
he got a tube of something from the lower shelf of the cart, then
something else.

Kendall gasped as she saw it. It was a dildo,
a very realistic dildo, and bigger than the one she had used on the
woman! She watched the man squirt something onto the head, then rub
it along the sides before turning and attaching it to the long arm
projecting out front of the machine.

He pushed it forward until it pressed against
Aimee's pussy, then flicked a switch. There was a humming as the
machine turned on and began to draw power from somewhere. Then the
arm slowly pushed forward. Aimee squealed and began to twist and
writhe, but the ropes held her perfectly positioned.

“Now, now, Mademoiselle,” he said calmly.
“You agreed to any punishment, Frau Wolff chose. If you wish to
change that agreement...”

He paused, and Aimee's struggles began to
subside.

“I thought not,” he said.

The dildo pushed slowly forward, turning
slowly, as it did, right, then left, then right. The man ignored it
as he worked on another arm. This one held a long, rounded tube,
and as the top arm moved forward, he adjusted the lower one until
the round ball was pressing against the top... which was now, of
course, the bottom, of Aimee's sex.

He flicked another switch, and then turned
over to Kendall, who blanched, jerking her eyes away.

“And now you,” he said in something like
amusement. “I presume you are more familiar with this sort of thing
than Mademoiselle Carpentier. I saw your video, you see. You are
clearly much more sophisticated in sexual terms … and probably
other terms, than she.”

Kendall's face burned at the thought of him
looking at the video, her mind flitting through all the things she
and Aimee had done! She let out a muffled cry as he jerked her head
back by the hair, then felt his hand slide up her ribs and cup her
breast.

“I could do to you what I am doing to
Mademoiselle Carpentier, but I think you would probably enjoy it
too much,” he said. “That would hardly be a punishment, now would
it?”

He turned to look at her, still holding Kendall's hair firmly.

“Of course, it remains to be seen how much of
a punishment this will be for her,” he said doubtfully.

His hand did not so much squeeze her breast
as simply caress it, sliding gently across the curves of her body,
across her stiff nipples, then down her belly and between her legs.
Despite her embarrassment, Kendall felt a hot thrumming ache there
as the kinky bondage element of what was happening began to rouse
her heat.

“I think you are much more the slut than
Mademoiselle Carpentier,” he said. “But first, there is the matter
of you being the thief, of stealing the school's papers. That must
be punished severely.”

He released her hair and Kendall gasped,
jerking her head upright as he walked past her and into the shadowy
section where there were dark objects and cabinets. He seemed to be
looking for something. She turned her head towards Aimee, who was
still gasping and moaning, and noted the machine was now pumping
the dildo in and out.

It was fucking her, she thought wonderingly!
And it wasn't doing it by half measures either! The whole length of
the dildo was being driven into the woman's upraised pussy with
every stroke! The round thing pressed against her was clearly a
vibrator, and she wondered if the teacher's humiliation would stop
her from going crazy, as she had when Kendall had fucked her.

If it didn't, then she really was going to
get her brains fucked out!

The man returned, and Kendall's eyes jerked
back. She felt a shudder of fear. She could not see his face, and
that made him seem much scarier than he'd otherwise be. He sounded
older, not a young man like Aimee, that was for sure. His accent
was probably Italian, one of Switzerland's four official
languages.

But even more scary was what he held in his
hand! It was a long, thick strap! As he came closer, she realized
it was not one strap, but two! They were attached together at one
end, but, oddly, off center, so that one only lay half atop the
other. Each of the straps was perhaps three inches in width and
perhaps two and a half to three feet long, including the handle
portion.

“So, are you prepared for your strapping,
Miss Sumner?” he asked with interest. “You see that I have
carefully selected the instrument. I am not a cruel man. This is
soft, supple leather, Italian leather. It is wide enough to leave
no bruising, no scars or cuts or marks.”

He reached out and Kendall squealed as his
other hand cupped her bottom.

“You have a lovely bottom,” he said. “One I
am certain many men will enjoy the view of as they make use of your
body over the years to come. It would be a crime to mar such soft
skin!”

As with her breasts, he did not so much
squeeze her bottom as simply let his fingers caress her, sliding up
and down over the roundness of her buttocks.

“Of course, you must be punished,” he said,
his voice becoming more stern. And this will certainly do that. The
strap will sting, I promise you, and the particular genius of this
strap is that the second strap, being overlain with the first, will
not only widen the area of impact, and not only make the blow more
heavy, but the force of one strap striking the back of the second
strap will add more sting to the blow.”

“Which of course, is nothing less than you
deserve. Your crime was great.”

He drew back, and Kendall moaned as she bit
down on the ball gag, then shifted herself on her toes so he was
sideways to her.

“That will accomplish little, Miss Sumner,”
he said with disapproval.

He was certainly right, she thought, heart
pounding. The only way to protect her bottom was to... turn to face
him, and she couldn't bring herself to do that!

She watched his arm come up and back, saw the
shadowy double strap swing forward, and her eyes closed for a
moment.

Impact!

Her eyes jolted open and she screamed into
the gag as the sharp sting slapped against the underside of her
buttocks. It was a hot, sharp, sting that sent her hips lurching
violently forward as if she were trying to run from the pain. All
she succeeded in doing was to run out from under her arms, which
then, of course, dragged her back. For a moment she was hanging by
her wrists, then she swung back, her toes finding purchase on the
floor again.

She gulped in air rapidly, her bottom
flaming.

Crack!

She squealed again, jerking forward once
more, swinging by her wrists before finding the floor again.

“Really,” he said with disapproval. “You
should learn to take a little pain, Miss Sumner. This will go much
easier on you.”

Feeling panicky, she turned to face him as he drew his arm back
again. He halted, frowning as she blushed hotly.

“This will not avail you. You know you have
misbehaved. You know you must be punished. And you agreed to it.
Would you like to rescind that agreement?”

Even in her panic, the thought of her father
seeing that video was too horrific to even consider. She jerked her
head from side to side.

“Then accept it as an adult.”

She glared at him and he sighed, then went
past her and into the shadows. He returned with another object.
This had a thick round handle, and sprouted very thin leather
laces. It was a whip, she thought, her eyes going wide again. Only
a very short one, with very thin laces. A flog. She'd seen their
like on web sites when she had bought the gag for Aimee.

“Turn,” he ordered.

She glared, and he drew back his arm, the one
with the flog. She had a moment of understanding, and then it swung
down, the thin strips spreading out as they flew through the air,
and cutting down across the taut surface of her breasts.

She screamed again, stung by each strap at
almost the same time, an explosion of little stings rippling into
her breasts as she rapidly twisted around to present her bottom to
him.

Crack!

The strap cut across her bottom again and she
howled, hips jerking forward.

But she kept her position, this time,
trembling as she was.

Crack!

She groaned, hips bucking, but her feet
staying on the floor as the strap snapped down across her now
flaming bottom.

Crack!

Kendall moaned, feeling her eyes fill with
tears.

Crack!

She hissed, gulping in air as the pain in her
bottom grew into a flame, her skin throbbing with every breath she
took.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow made her hips lurch and she
shuddered, sweating now. She stared at Aimee as the faceless man
continued to place slow, carefully measured blows against her
overheated bottom. The arm of the machine was thrusting in and out
of her, the vibrator buzzing, and Aimee was now gleaming with
sweat, her body jerking and flinching to every thrust.

She wasn't wailing any more, but was groaning
and grunting and moaning in a way Kendall had come to
recognize.

Crack!

She moaned, swaying, more weight coming down
on her wrists.

Crack!

Her bottom was on fire. But oddly, this
seemed to be forming a sort of shield now, around her. Pain was
heat, after all, and her bottom was already so hot that the
sharpness was being taken out of each new blow.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She felt the blows, and winced at them, but
no, they were not nearly as sharp, as shocking as they had been.
Her buttocks continued to burn, but her shaken mind began to
calm.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She groaned and her head rolled back, then
forward. She stared at Aimee again, then yelped as she felt a blow
across her back. It was not the strap but the other one, and she
arched and cried out, more shocked than anything else. The fresh
stings rained down on her back across a wide area, all shooting
into her nervous system at the same time.

Crack!

The flog cut across her back a second time,
and she moaned, staring at Aimee.

She was being whipped! Whipped! What an
incredible thing! It was like she was in a fantasy! A dark, nasty
fantasy!

Crack!

The flog sliced into her lower back and she
groaned, arching her back briefly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows were not that hard, she thought,
mind churning. He could have hit her harder, she was sure. She
could take this. It wasn't so bad! Not really!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Whipped! She stared at Aimee, at the way the
girl was shuddering and moaning, her muscles bunching as she sought
to thrust herself back against the machine. It was, to Kendall, a
deliciously lewd and erotic sight.

Crack!

Her back was on fire now, almost as bad as
her bottom, and the sharp sting of the new blows was lessened. As
each blow fell, her back flamed more, but the sharpness
diminished.

Whipped, she thought, moaning to herself.

Whipped like a... like a prisoner, like a … a
slave!

Crack!

“Turn around. I would like to do your breasts
next.”

 


 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


The words were calm, even casual, yet
Kendall's eyes jerked wide and she gasped in disbelief!

“Turn, Miss Sumner.”

She refused, and a moment later gasped as he
seized her hair, jerking her head up and back.

“I am being quite gentle given the nature of
your crimes,” he said calmly.

He drew his arm back and brought it forward.
The strips of leather snapped down across her taut breasts as he
held her head back.

Kendall squealed, legs kicking, head jerking
against his grip, but he held her firmly.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

At first she wriggled desperately, but she
could not shift her position, and the leather continued to snap and
bite at her tender breasts as he held her back arched. But then the
shock of the blows faded. Her breasts throbbed hotly, and the fight
seemed to drain out of her.

He released her hair, stepping back. The flog
cut across her belly and lower chest, then her breasts again.

Kendall moaned, dazed, panting for breath,
hanging in place by her wrists now.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The flog swung down across her proud young
breasts repeatedly, leaving dozens of thin pink lines which merged
to redden her entire chest.

He snorted and moved back, and her chin
dropped as she groaned exhaustedly. She felt the chain overhead
shift as she heard a distant cranking sound. It lowered, and her
wobbly legs straightened as her heels finally came down flat on the
floor. Her taut arms slowly eased and she felt a wave of
relief.

Her arms did not ease down very much,
however. They were no longer as taut, and she did not have to stand
so straight her spine popped, but they were still locked above her
as he returned.

“I want you to push your bottom out,” he
said.

He slid a hand down her abdomen until he was
cupping her sex, and lifted, pushing at the same time so that her
hips pushed back firmly. She was forced to rise onto the balls of
her feet again as her head fell forward, and Kendall moaned at the
ache.

“Just a few,” he said. “And this part will be
done. Provided you are obedient.”

He eased his hand out from between her legs,
and Kendall felt a rush of heat to her face. She could feel how wet
she was against the palm of his hand, and no doubt, so could
he.

He moved behind her, and she whimpered, bent
at the waist, arms stretched high, bottom pushed up and out, legs
firmly together for – .

Crack!

She cursed into the ball gag as the strap
smacked into her bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow made her lithe young body shudder,
and she felt a bead of sweat slowly trickle down onto her right
breast and hang for a moment from her stiff nipple before dropping
to the floor.

“Good,” he said.

Aimee started screaming into her gag, her
hips grinding back frantically, and Kendall raised weary eyes to
the girl's trembling, shaking form.

“Good. You see. You can obey when you
wish.”

His hand slid under her overheated buttocks,
cupping and this time squeezing her.

“Spread your legs.”

She blinked uncertainly as his hand forced
its way between her thighs to cup her pussy, rubbing up and
down.

“Some of this is sweat, but you are very wet,
aren't you.”

His fingers pushed through the slick lips of
her labia and she flushed as they slid up inside her. Heat almost
instantly ignited within her as his fingers seemed to twist and
turn inside her, as though searching for something.

“Very tight,” he said in an approving
voice.

His fingers pulled back, and she felt
something else pushing against her there. Kendall's eyes widened in
disbelief, outrage and embarrassment. A rush of heat quickly swept
them away, however, as he gripped her hips firmly to keep her
bottom pushed up and out, and drove his cock slowly but firmly up
into her pussy.

Kendall felt a frantic wonderment about
whether Frau Wolff had any idea he would do something like this,
then forgot to care as he began to stroke. Her skin throbbed hotly,
front and back, but the throbbing within her quickly pushed that
aside, made it almost an afterthought as she groaned under the
strain of his thickness.

She had had a number of lovers, most of them
older than her, but this cock felt unusually thick and long as it
moved in and out. It pushed deeper, deep enough to ache, but she
didn't care. At the angle he was using her the head was sliding
right across her G-spot with every stroke, and she felt her mind
starting to melt under the rush of raw, animal heat.

“So tight and warm,” he grunted
approvingly.

His fingers were gripping the insides of her
thighs, forcing her legs up and apart as his hips began to slap
against her buttocks. Soft gasps and cries of passion and pleasure
escaped the gag as her body shuddered to the impact. Awash in
disbelief and heat, she felt herself climbing towards orgasm as he
drove himself into her hard and fast and deep.

She began to feel a desperation for him to
continue. So many times when she had gotten this hot, the guy had
collapsed, spent. She was so near, so near! And yet, instead of
reaching orgasm the intensity of the pressure only seemed to
deepen!

Please, Please, please, she thought
frantically. Harder! Harder!

Her body shuddered, his hips pounding against
her buttocks. Then his big hands pulled apart, spreading her legs
wider still! Since she was barely balanced on the tips of her toes
as it was that lifted her feet right off the ground. Her body was
bowed up and back, half hanging by the wrists as he drove himself
into her from behind.

With her legs spread wider, however, the fat,
hard head of his cock seemed to drive in just a little deeper,
hitting her where she was sure nothing had ever reached before!

The orgasm washed over her like a tidal wave,
a hot, seething, churning wave that swamped her mind and made her
breath scream out through the gag as her body trembled and shook.
The force of his thrusts was now rocking her forward, swinging her
on her own wrists, and then gravity was swinging her back to meet
the followup thrust.

Her head bounced and shook, hair flying
across her face as her body was rocked by the force of the impact
again and again. Her vision seemed to bounce, as well, so that
everything was confused and blurred in her ragged, dazed mind.

As the orgasm tore through her, an endless,
impossibly powerful climax, she forgot to breath, and black dots
danced before her eyes. At the last moment, she inhaled a
shuddering breath, and the man gave a final series of hard, short
thrusts before stopping deep inside her.

“Very good,” he said, a little breathless. “A
body made to please a man.”

He slowly lowered her legs, her toes finding
the floor again.

“I will leave you to think about your crime
and what further punishment you are due,” he said, his footsteps
echoing softly against the stone walls as he walked away. She heard
a metal bolt thrown, a door creaking open, then slamming shut as
the bolt was thrown again.

Kendall hung limp from her wrists, gasping
for breath, eyes slitted, moaning around the ball-gag. Saliva
slowly seeped around it and began to drip down onto her chest as
her eyes fluttered. With a long groan she managed to straighten her
legs and take the weight off her wrists, but she stood unsteadily,
needing the pull of the restraints to balance herself.

Her attention was drawn to Aimee, who was
writhing and bucking violently, making wild, animal noises through
her own gag. Her bottom was grinding back, her hips rolling as she
rode the hard thrusting of the dildo through an apparently powerful
orgasm.

Kendall watched wearily, wondering if she
would wind up in the same position.

She dropped her head, chest still heaving,
and her eyes could not help notice the pink and red lines cutting
across her breasts and belly and abdomen. She felt a sense of
wonder, still hardly able to believe someone had actually
whipped her! Were they crazy!? They had stripped her naked
and literally whipped her!

Oh sure, she knew, intellectually, that some
people still went in for this sort of kinky stuff. And the fantasy
of bondage and imprisonment had always made her wet. But actually
getting whipped!? Who would ever consent to that!? Not that she
had, of course, she thought angrily. That bitch Wolff! How dare
she!?

She wondered if Wolff knew her little whip
boy would then fuck her. Well, if she didn't that was still no
excuse! You don't chain a girl up naked and leave her with a man
and then wash your hands of the results! Was she crazy!? If word
got out...

Of course, there was no way Kendall was going
to tell anyone! There was still that video, after all. She doubted
anyone would feel much sympathy for her if they saw that! They'd
think she was a kinky slut anyway! Which, in a way, she was. But
she was still eighteen, and getting whipped was not her idea of
fun!

Whipped!

It was over, though, and she had to admit it
had been a shocking, incredible experience. She'd been aroused
before it had begun. That had softened the pain considerably. And
then... and then he had... God! She shook her head weakly, amazed
that she had climaxed while being fucked by a complete stranger!
Was she some kind of nympho or something!?

She raised her eyes. Aimee never seemed to
stop moving. If she wasn't yelping and crying out and bucking
violently she was trembling and wriggling and moaning. She wondered
how powerful the vibrator was, and how long they were going to
leave the fucking machine there pounding away at her.

She had certainly reacted strongly to the
vibrator Kendall had used on her last week. Kendall watched her
grinding her breasts against the wooden beams below her, watched
her glistening body twist and shake. She began to cry out more
loudly again, and Kendall shook her head as her movements grew more
frenzied too.

She pulled her eyes away, looking around her,
or trying to. It was hard to tell how big the room was. Even though
her eyes had adjusted to the dim lighting the candles provided,
most of the room seemed completely black, beyond the reach of the
flickering lights. She looked up, following the line of her arms to
where the leather restraints encircled her wrists, then the chain
moving up into the darkness above.

Whipped!

And yet, if she were asked whether she'd have
preferred to have had the video sent to her father, she would have
gone for the whipping in an instant. Even if he hadn't actually
seen it, just having him told about it, and about her stealing
tests, probably would have her choosing the whip.

Yes, it had hurt. It had stung like hell at
times! But... her memories of it were imbued with a hot, seething
sense of eroticism and pleasure, of passion and heat. And so the
heat was colored in her mind with something wickedly arousing. Her
bottom was still throbbing with heat, and yet she still felt a
sense of excitement about what the man had done to her!

Oh indignation, too, of course, and outrage,
and even some anger. How dare he fuck her like that without even
asking!?

But her indignation was colored again by the
heat. It was hard for her to complain about being molested when
she'd come like a whore.

Time passed. Her bottom began to cool. The
rest of her skin felt raw and sensitive, but the red began to fade
to pink, and the pink fading as well. She drew her left foot up
against her thigh with a groan, her legs stiff. She dropped it and
did the same to her right. Her back was starting to ache, and she
looked up at her arms again. Her hands felt cool.

Aimee screamed again. She'd been sobbing
earlier, though they were breathless sobs. Kendall looked over at
her once more and watched her body shake and jerk and grind against
the pumping dildo and vibrator. She shook her head. She hadn't even
tried to count the orgasms. Aimee was going to exhaust herself,
surely. She'd be lucky to be able to walk tomorrow, much less
talk!

Surely it had been over an hour, and the
woman was still coming every few minutes! Kendall had promised to
fuck her brains out as a joke. This thing might actually accomplish
it! What affect would that have on the inexperienced French girl,
she wondered, and her sexuality? She'd already shown a predilection
for bondage and submission. Would she become, like, a bondage slut
or something? Would Kendall herself?

She gripped the chains in one hand, fingering
them idly, rolling her hips to try and give her stiff back a bit of
movement. She lifted her knees up with a grunt, hanging from her
wrists, groaning in relief as her back was bent, as she drew her
knees higher. She couldn't hold in that position long, of course,
and her feet soon dropped back to the floor.

Her nipples, she noted, were still very hard,
and still very sensitive. Sex filled her mind. How could it not?
She felt a strange arousal in watching Aimee. Part of it was
sympathetic, in that she felt, sort of, sorry for the woman. Part
of it was sadistic, too, in that she felt a sense of almost cruel
satisfaction as the woman melted down during orgasm after
orgasm.

Besides, how could you really feel sorry for
a woman having multiple orgasms?

And she couldn't help wondering what it would
be like. Were they going to put her like that, and use the machine
on her? Would she come as much as Aimee? Was it even possible for
her to come that much?

More time passed. Aimee's movements were less
energetic now, and her cries softer. At times she seemed barely
conscious. Then she'd start to tremble and moan again. The girl was
really getting fucked, Kendall thought admiringly.

The dildo didn't move continuously. Sometimes
it stopped for a few minutes, sometimes deep inside her, sometimes
actually pulling back entirely. The round vibrator thing sometimes
drew back, sometimes pushed forward, and sometimes rubbed up and
down in a short arc. It never stayed back for long, though.

It wasn't until the first candle went out
that she began to realize how long she'd been standing there. She
blinked and quickly checked the other three. All were very small
now. Surely Wolff would return before they burned out. She wouldn't
leave them here in the dark!

Thought the anxious thought which appeared in
her head was: why not?

The second candle burned out, and then the
third sputtered and faded. That left just one, and she gulped,
staring around her.

Then they were in complete darkness. She
continued to hear Aimee's heavy breathing, and the steady
chuff-chuff-chuff of the machine as it pumped in and out of her,
but she was completely blind. There was not a hint of light in the
room, reminding her of just how deep under the ground they
were.

Was Wolff going to leave her like this all
night!?

The sound of the bolt being thrown made her
gasp and jerked her head around. Her heart began to beat faster as
she stared into the darkness. The door opened and closed, but she
saw no sign of the man, or of Wolff. No light appeared, and she
heard no movements. She licked her lips nervously. One or the other
must be there. Unless... it was someone else? But surely Wolff
would make sure no one ever came here!

Of course, if she had one male assistant why
couldn't she have more? That made her face flush, wondering if an
endless number of men would come down to visit her to, abuse her.
The thought made her anxious and wary, but there was a sense of
dark hunger at the idea, too.

She screamed at a hand on her back, then
gulped and twisted around. The hand slid off. A moment later it, or
another hand pushed between her legs, cupping her sex. She gurgled
and stared at where she thought the owner of the hand might be. But
there was nothing. She couldn't even see her own body!

Then a tongue began to lick at her left
breast. Soft lips closed around the center of her breast, sucking
at her nipple. She was sore there, but exquisitely sensitive. She
moaned into the gag, starting to pull away, from reflex if nothing
else, but hands caught her ribs as the mouth continued to suck and
a tongue came out to lick back and forth across her.

Was this him again!? Or was it someone else!?
Was it Wolff!? She couldn't tell for sure if the hands were male or
female!

A hand slid between her legs, fingers gently
caressing her sex. Another cupped her buttocks. There were two
people there, she realized with a shock! Another mouth closed on
her other breast, and she gasped and moaned as the two sucked and
then began to chew at the center of her breasts. Fingers caressed
her ribs and kneaded her breasts as others stroked against her
pussy, then slipped inside her.

She felt a finger prod her back entrance, and
shook her head, trying to twist free, but the hands, wherever they
were, held her easily. The finger pushed slowly into her, eased
back, then pushed forward again. It seemed to have something
slippery on it, and she moaned again, shaking her head in the
darkness as it began to pump in and out in a short, gentle
movement.

One of the mouths on her breasts slid lower,
sucking and kissing her lower chest, then her belly, then her
abdomen. Hands pushed her thighs apart as kisses moved down her
inner thigh, then back up again.

Two fingers pushed up through the betraying
wetness of her pussy entrance, and then a tongue began to stroke
across her clitoris. The finger behind her pushed deeper, all the
way to the knuckle, pumping in and out. She felt lips on the nape
of her neck, and then cried out into the gag as teeth closed on her
flesh there.

It was as if they could see, somehow, she
thought dazedly.

The finger in her bottom was joined by a
second, and the one in her pussy was replaced by a tongue which
pushed in startlingly deep, flicking and caressing her as her pussy
lips were held apart. Then the mouth moved up to suck on her
clitoris as two, or was it three fingers slid up inside her.

The fingers in her bottom eased back, then
she felt the rounded head of something which was either a dildo or
– . She moaned as it pushed against her back opening, as the
pressure slowly forced her sphincter to give way and spread open
for it to enter her. It was, she thought, a cock, a real one. So
that made it a man behind her now, at least.

She did not like anal sex, or at least,
hadn't in the past. Of course, no one had tried it while sucking on
her clitoris before! She squirmed and moaned helplessly as she felt
him thrusting against her with short, low-pressure movements. His
cock felt slippery, though, or perhaps it was she who was slippery
from whatever he'd had on his fingers!

She moaned as the figure kneeling before her
closed his or her lips around her clitoris and began to apply a
heavy, rhythmic suction to her quivering button. Her breathing was
becoming more ragged as her heart pounded and pulse raced. Hands
continued to move over her, and she still couldn't see a thing!

The cock pushed deeper into her bottom, and
she groaned and squeaked as it lurched in and out. But her back
passage began to give way and get used to it, and that allowed
whoever he was to move more freely and easily. Kendall cried out as
a cramp hit her, the cock thrusting especially deep. Then her hair
was yanked back as a hand cupped her breast and a mouth bit down on
the nape of her neck.

The cock was moving steadily now, slowly, but
using long, deep strokes which kept pushing up higher. Only when
his hips began to impact against her buttocks was she confident she
had the entire thing inside her. How long that was she hadn't a
clue, but it wasn't a short one! The person before her held her
thighs tightly now, perhaps to stop her body from being thrown
forward too hard as the man behind fucked her ass.

Then they stopped, the mouth going away
briefly. For a moment she had no idea where the man was, as hands
from the one behind gripped her inner thighs and pulled her legs
further apart. A moment later, she felt something rubbing against
her entrance in front, then felt herself being penetrated by
something thick.

Oh fuck off, she thought in shock! Surely
they weren't going to – !

But soon there was no doubt, as what was
unquestionably another cock slid through the taut lips of her sex
and began to move up into her belly. She felt the pressure of
another body against her front, against her breasts, as hands
clutched her buttocks to hold her legs up and apart.

She was crushed between two invisible male
bodies, and could only writhe and groan as their cocks moved up and
down inside her. She felt hot breath on both sides of her throat as
they ground themselves against her, and as those two big cocks
continued to thrust up and down in her writhing body a wild flare
of heat and excitement sent her mind spinning into a growing sexual
fever.

She could see nothing. She could only feel
two cocks inside her, thrusting, thrusting, thrusting, as strong
hands caressed and held her. The heat rose, the sensations growing
more and more intense, and her passion thrilled to the wild, dark
perversity of it all. Her body writhed and twisted and then an
explosion of pleasure tore through her body and mind.

* * *

She groaned as the door bolt was thrown and
the door creaked open. It had been some time, perhaps half an hour,
since the two men had used her body. She had recovered, but
standing there in the dark had dulled her mind, and she had grown
tired after the whipping and sex and all the wildness. She needed
to rest.

A lantern approached. Kendall's eyes squinted
against the light, tearing up as the light came closer. She had to
close her eyes entirely, though she blinked a few times to try and
see who it was. Finally, she recognized Wolff.

A hand reached up behind her and undid the
strap of her ball gag, then roughly pulled the gag from her mouth.
It hurt, and Kendall cried out in pain.

“I trust you did not enjoy yourself too much,
Miss Sumner,” the woman's chilly voice said.

“Fuck!” Kendall gasped.

That got a slap across the face which made
her cry out in startled pain.

“You will not use obscene language here,” the
woman growled.

“Obscene!?” she gasped. “After what you did –
.”

Another slap to her face threw her head to
the side and would have sent her stumbling were it not for her
bound wrists.

“You will learn discipline and humility,” the
woman said.

“Wh-who were those men?!” she gasped.

“That is not your concern. They paid to make
use of your body for a brief period of time.”

Kendall stared at her, incredulously.
“What?!”

“You have cost us a great deal of money, Miss
Sumner. The physical security of the offices must be seen to, and
new tests drawn up. There is a cost involved in that.”

“You... you sold my body to – !”

“You are a whore anyway, Sumner,” Wolff said
coldly. “You were a whore when you came to us. That is likely why
you came to us. Do not act like your chastity has been
compromised.”

“You bitch!”

The slap threw her head to the side.

“Would you like another whipping?”

Kendall bit her lower lip.

“You will learn to do as you are told. I
believe that was more in the nature of what your father wished you
to learn here, rather than geography and maths.”

“I don't think my father would be pleased to
hear you were prostituting me!”

“I suspect your father would be less than
surprised at the thought of you as a prostitute,” the blonde said.
“His only surprise would be at how much was paid for your body. But
that is neither here nor there. You will learn to be a modest,
disciplined young woman. And you will continue to pay us for our
trouble.”

“I'm not – .”

“Yes, you are.”
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It was late in the evening by the time
Kendall made it back to her room. She was angry, flustered,
frustrated, and only partly cowed. She muttered curses under her
breath at the German woman. She looked out the window, then at the
clock, amazed at how many hours she had been underground. The first
thing she needed, of course, was a shower.

Fortunately, it was the right time for it.
Few girls wanted showers just then so she had the place to herself.
That was a good thing since not all the pink lines crossing her
chest and back had completely faded! She winced, as well, at a bite
mark on her breast, the teeth marks still visible surrounding her
nipple.

She wondered how long Aimee would remain in
the basement. She was still there when Wolff had brought her
out.

Wolff was one scary bitch. She had made it
clear she was far from done with Kendall either. Kendall was to
report to her office the next morning and every morning thereafter,
twenty minutes before first class. For inspection!

After scrubbing herself clean – three times –
she went back to her room, locked the door, and lay naked on the
bed, groaning with relief at finally being able to lay down, at
being able to bend her arms and legs. Her mind was moving quickly,
but uncertainly, as she mulled over what she could do about the
situation she now found herself in.

She was a little old for running away, but
she could do that, just take off. And then what? She had no way to
support herself. She could probably find a job somewhere working as
a waitress or something. She could do all sorts of odd jobs until
she was twenty one and claimed her trust fund.

Then again, prior to today, one of the worst
punishments she could have thought of or expected to get was being
forced to help out in the kitchen and cafeteria. Doing it for a
living, for years, every day, did not strike her as something
likely to improve her lifestyle.

And besides, she had had a couple of
incredibly intense orgasms. A part of her mind shied away from
admitting it, for it made her feel like a whore. Oh sure, someone
like Wolff could think she was a whore, and call her a whore, but
it was her own opinion that counted. To Wolff, a whore was just
someone who had sex a lot. Kendall didn't have a problem with
that.

But to her, a whore was someone who had sex
because she was weak, who didn't have the ability to say no, who
was used by men because she was pathetic. And that was never the
way she had seen herself. She didn't mind seeing herself as
sexually aggressive and an experimenter, but as a cheap bimbo
anyone who wanted to could just … use? Absolutely not!

Of course, what they had done to her had
been... well, darkly thrilling. It had hurt, yes, but God had it
ever been amazing sex! She couldn't recall coming so powerfully
before! It was hard to reject the idea of doing that sort of thing
again. Her body still shuddered at the memories, and her nipples
seemed persistently hard!

She could get through this, she thought,
regardless of what Wolff decided. What she couldn't get through was
her father, the bastard, seeing that video! How could she get that
back? Could she sneak into Wolff's office and somehow destroy it?
Would there be copies? She doubted the woman would want many of
them around.

No, most likely there was the one video. It
wouldn't be on the school's main computer. It was probably taken
from whatever PC the security cameras were hooked to, and then
given to Wolff to put into her own PC. So if something were to
happen to that PC...

Having just been in the woman's office that
day she knew the layout, and where the computer was. It was, in
fact, set on a small computer desk set against the outside wall,
right near a window. That gave her several ideas, each more
outrageous than the other, but she was far too exhausted to try
them out that night. She'd give thought to them tomorrow, and
perhaps tomorrow night she would make another little visit to the
administration wing.

* * *

“Close the door.”

Kendall obeyed, glowering at the woman.

“Come forward, Sumner.”

Sighing, Kendall moved forward, examining the
room carefully, looking especially closely at the positioning of
the headmistress' computer against the wall and considering her
plans.

“Strip.”

“Pardon?”

“Remove your clothing,” Wolff said coldly.
“Are you deaf or merely stupid?”

Smarter than you, bitch, Kendall thought to
herself.

She undid the belt and reached back to
unbutton the black dress, then pulled it forward over her shoulders
and slid it down her body. Wolff sniffed at the sight of her
lingerie and stood up.

“Remove your lingerie. You will be wearing
something different today.”

Kendall hesitated, wondering what she meant,
but then went ahead, blushing, and did it.

“You are too in love with your body, Sumner,”
the blonde said. “You are too fascinated with touching yourself in
places best left untouched.”

You're probably a virgin, Kendall thought of
the blonde.

She watched the woman open a cupboard and
take out... a thing. Her brows knitted, trying to figure out what
it was. Part of it looked like a thick belt shaped like 'T' but
there were sort of … spikes on the lower part of the T whose
purpose she didn't quite get. One was long and slender, the other
short and shaped rather like a mushroom.

“Spread your legs and place your hands on the
back of your neck.”

Mystified, Kendall obeyed, watching as the
woman brought the thing over to her. She swept it around Kendall's
waist and then drew the top, horizontal part of the belt together
in front of her, clipping it together. She then reached between her
legs, bringing the lower part of the belt in through her thighs and
up – .”

“Oh, no way!” she cried, pushing the woman's
hand back.

“Do you wish to be whipped again? Perhaps
every day you are here?”

“You wouldn't dare!”

“Why would I not? Many men would enjoy doing
so. For that matter, many of the female teachers here would enjoy
it. Or perhaps you would like to join Mademoiselle Carpentier again
in the sub basement.”

She reached in and pulled the belt out again,
then handed the end to Kendall.

“Hold this.”

She went back to the cupboard, and came back
with a small plastic squeeze bottle. Bending, she squeezed a thick,
oozing liquid onto the two lower 'spikes' of the strap, then took
the end from Kendall and pulled upward.

Looking at them now, what they looked like
were a dildo and a butt-plug! And that seemed to be exactly their
purpose. Kendall stood, fingers digging into the palms of her
hands, as she felt them pressing against her pussy and back
opening. Wolff reached under and pushed and she gasped as they
penetrated her, first the dildo, then the butt plug, and slid up
into her belly.

Wolff pulled the belt up higher, and then
still higher, until it was flat against Kendall's pussy. She saw
now that it was not all leather. In fact, some of the part over her
pussy consisted of a sort of narrow metal grille.

Wolff snapped it into place, and Kendall saw
that it was locked, and required a key to remove.

“Now you will not be able to touch yourself,”
Wolff sniffed.

“You want me to go around all day with a …
cock inside me?!”

“Do not use obscene terms. It is a penis
substitute, and perhaps you will get so used to it you will not
seek them out wherever you go, hmm.”

Kendall tugged on the thing angrily. “What
about if I want to go to the bathroom!?”

“You may urinate through it, as you see, the
metal grilles there. As for the other, that will not be an issue.
You will be given an enema every morning from now on.”

Kendall's jaw dropped.

“You will report to the nurse's office after
we are done. Nurse Huber will see to your first.”

“I will not!”

Wolff glared at her and moved in close,
putting her face within inches of Kendall's.

“You will!” she growled in heavily accented
English.

She turned around and marched back to the
cupboard, then returned with what at first looked like a leather
bra. In fact, that was what it was. But the cups were larger than
she would normally take. And it looked like there were holes the
size of dimes right in the center of each cup.

Once Wolff slipped the straps over her
shoulders and pulled it tight she realized why the cups were
bigger, at least. The thing was so tight it squeezed her breasts
back hard against her chest. Her nipples pushed through the narrow
holes, however, hard and erect.

Wolff looked at them and sniffed in
disapproval.

“A new dress has been prepared for you,” she
said, “One which will perhaps aid in cooling your ardor.”

The dress, which was hanging on the back of
the door, seemed perfectly normal to Kendall, and she quickly
pulled it on. Once it was against her body, however, she
immediately noticed something odd. She pulled it down again to
inspect the inside.

The dress, like hers, was made of thick dark
fabric. But two round fabric inserts had been sewn to this one.
They were made of some rough, scratchy material. It wasn't exactly
sandpaper, but it would be far from comfortable against her now
bare nipples!

She glared at the woman, refusing to give her
the pleasure of complaining. Tonight, she thought, once she wrecks
the woman's computer, Wolff wouldn't be able to force her into
obedience any more.

“Report to the nurse immediately or you will
be late for your first class!”

Kendall clicked her heels together and thrust
her right arm up and out.

“Jawoll, Frau Wolff!” she snapped. “Sieg
Heil!”

“You will pay for that this evening, Sumner,”
Wolff snapped, face reddening.

Kendall went to the nurse, wondering, just
before she got there, how the nurse was expected to do anything
when she was wearing this... chastity belt sort of thing. She had
some hope the woman would throw up her hands and tell her the
headmistress was an idiot, but no, Huber had a key, and smirked at
her when she used it.

It was the sort of smug, smirk of a woman who
felt someone was getting her just deserts, so there was clearly no
point in complaining to her about Wolff's high handed actions.

Fifteen minutes of embarrassment and
discomfort later, she was walking to her first class, her nipples
already starting to sting as they rubbed against the fabric of the
dress. She sat down gingerly, but needn't have worried there. The
thing was tight enough against her that the dildo was jammed as
deep as it could get.

It was weird sitting there, however,
listening to talk about adjectives and nouns with a dildo and a
butt-plug inside her. The latter didn't seem to make its presence
felt much, but she was quite aware of the dildo in her pussy. It
was not particularly thick, but it did serve to hold her sex open,
and the walls of her pussy squeezed around it almost
instinctively.

It made her a bit nervous, at first, but of
course, there was no way anyone could know, or even guess, what she
was wearing under the long, black skirt. Just as they had no idea
she was wearing a leather bra with no the nipples cut out. If it
weren't for the fabric sewn to this new dress her nipples would
have been pushing out, perhaps noticeably, but the inserts were
hard enough to hide them.

The scratchiness wasn't as bad as she feared,
either. As long as she stayed relatively still anyway.

Well, at least they weren't so bad in her
first class. They got worse as the day wore on. Something else
which got worse, there was a .. something... a lump, a bit of
leather, perhaps a knot, right next to her clitoris, and the belt
could not be adjusted to move it free. Again, as long as she stayed
still it was nothing, but as she moved, it moved, just a little,
against her.

It was an irritant, nothing more. Like the
rough fabric over her nipples. But as the way wore on, her clitoris
began to grow more sensitive, began to ache, just as her nipples
did. And it was not an entirely unpleasant ache either. Having a
dildo inside her, and having anything rubbing her clitoris and
nipples inevitably had an impact on Kendall.

That was especially so given the degree her
mind was tuned to sex and eroticism that morning, after the
incredible, shocking, and thrilling events of the previous
afternoon. After all, it had never been unusual for Kendall to have
little daydreams during her more boring classes. And often enough
those daydreams were sexual in nature.

After what had happened the other day, she
could hardly think of anything else. And doing so given how much
her nipples burned and her clitoris ached, with the dildo deep
inside her, well...

Kendall started getting aroused by
mid-morning. By noon, when she was sitting in the cafeteria with
Hannah and Jillian, she was positively horny. She took a quick
detour to her room before her first afternoon class with the
thought of removing the bra, but the clips would not open.

“Bitch!” she cursed.

Slipping something inside the cups also
proved difficult. The bra was more like a halter in size, and both
tight and inelastic. She tried to pull it out enough to slip
something into the cups, tissue, perhaps, but wasn't able to.
Tomorrow, she told herself, she'd find something to go on the
outside, perhaps with some clips to hold it in place.

For the afternoon, however, she had to
continue as is, with her nipples getting progressively more sore
and sensitive as the day wore on.

She was also getting more and more aroused,
thinking dark thoughts about being tied up and used by men, of
having her nipples sucked, and her clitoris rubbed. She was
becoming flustered and impatient, not to mention extremely
frustrated. She tried to get her fingers under the belt, or at
least one finger, but failed!

That bitch, Wolff!

Huber had ordered her to return after school,
saying she wanted to give her two enemas a day. The first had been
humiliating enough, but the second was even more difficult, for
Kendall had been practically ready to climax, and fought
desperately not to show it.

When Huber, a tall, skinny, flat chased,
prune faced Austrian, undid the belt and slid the dildo out of her
pussy Kendall flushed hotly, afraid the dildo would be slick and
wet and show just how aroused she was.

She grunted as the hose was slid into her and
the liquid pumped down into her bowels. Huber had ordered her to
assume a position on a low bench which was remarkably similar to
the one Aimee had been in the last time Kendall had seen her, with
her face low, her bottom high, and legs spread.

Looking down at herself when she was sitting
on the toilet, her clitoris seemed red and swollen. It was a
terrible temptation to touch herself, to rub herself, just a
little, but she was certain she would climax, and probably be
unable to keep silent while doing it.

Fifteen minutes later she reported to Wolff's
office, and was half hoping something sexual would happen. She was
so horny she would have let anyone take her, even Wolff, if it
meant getting a cock inside her, or fingers or tongues on her
clitoris and nipples!

She was anxious, but not displeased, when
Wolff led her down the stairs again, through the darkened
corridors, and back to the bolted door. Nor did she hesitate to
strip off the hated dress. Wolff removed the bra and 'chastity
belt' or whatever it was, but did not bind her wrists this
time.

She wondered if Aimee was still inside. If
she was still tied to that beam she was probably insane by now. But
there was no sign of the french girl as Wolff led her in.

This time, the candles were in a different
corner, and as they approached, Kendall saw there was what looked
rather like a door frame there standing atop a low platform. And
then the same hooded man she'd seen the previous day stepped out of
the darkness, making her gasp and jerk her arms up protectively
over her nudity.

He chuckled in amusement. “Now, Miss Sumner,
you and I are old friends now. Surely there is no need for
shyness.”

Wolff sniffed, turned and walked out.

“Step forward, if you please,” the man
said.

Holding an arm across her breasts, Kendall
moved closer to the frame thing. She saw that the bottom was about
six inches off the floor, but it was hollow, consisting of two long
polished pieces of wood which slid apart. There were also two holes
in the boards, or rather, a half moon hole on each side, with a
rubber or leather coating.

“Step in if you please.”

Nervously, but still aroused, Kendall stepped
into the long, narrow box, watching as the man bent and slid the
two sides carefully together. He pulled her left ankle further
apart to position it properly, then pushed the two boards tight,
locking her ankles in firmly. He kissed her right wrist, and drew
it up to the top corner, pulling down a strap there which he
fastened around her wrist.

Her heart beat faster, and her pussy throbbed
as he locked her other wrist in place, then winked at her as he
pulled her head back by the hair and slowly worked a ball gag into
her mouth.

He reached above her head to the top frame,
and drew it down, or at least, slid down two narrow lengths of wood
which ran on tracks on the sides of the frame. He had to push her
breasts back to get one past it, but then put a hand behind her
back and pushed her forward again, lifting the wood up against the
underside of her breasts.

Like the lower pieces, there were half moons
cut out of this wood, which pushed up against the underside of her
breasts. The top part came down, and it also had half moons cut in
it. The effect was to squeeze her breasts in hard from top and
bottom into taut flesh pushing out hard, throbbing, the nipples
burning.

He disappeared behind her, and she had no
idea what he was doing at first. She heard the sound of something
heavy being moved, something heavy and metal. She looked over her
shoulder as best she could, and saw some sort of long, metallic
pole in his hands. He placed it on the floor just behind her,
attaching it to the frame somehow.

She moaned as his finger rubbed against her
back passage, then gasped as she felt something thick pushing
against her. It pushed up slowly, and she groaned, shaking her head
as she felt it sliding deeper. But though it ached, there wasn't
really much pain, and the arousal within her was keeping her mind
on a hot, churning heat setting that exulted in almost every touch
to her body.

It was all so dirty and kinky and
perverted!

She had a better view when the man moved back
in front of her. He had what looked like the same metal pole in
hand, with a long, thick dildo on the end, she saw excitedly. She
now noticed a hole in the front of the box enveloping her feet, and
the pole slid neatly into it, angled up. She shuddered as it pushed
against her sex. It was thick, but it pushed easily into her.

She hoped they were going to start
moving!

He made an adjustment above her head, and she
gasped, lifted up onto the balls of her feet as the straps
tightened.

He examined her taut breasts, then reached
out and took her stiff nipples between his thumbs and forefingers,
caressing and rubbing them, pinching them lightly as Kendall moaned
and instinctively tried to push her chest forward.

He pinched his fingers down, then plucked at
her nipples repeatedly as she gasped and flinched and moaned into
the gag.

And then he drew another leather strap around
her head. This one settled over her eyes. It was padded on the
inside, but her brief glimpse of it showed it as a three inch thick
leather strap with a small notch cut out for her nose. She was
blind, as she was part of the previous day, helpless, and unable to
move at all.

For a long minute she just stood there,
wrapped in heat and anxiety. She heard a metallic sound, and
something brushed against the top of her sex. It touched her again,
jabbing into her lightly. She felt pressure on the rod, or pole
which was pushing up inside her, felt him adjusting it. Then there
was a touch, something pressing against her clitoris.

It started to buzz, and she shuddered,
grinding her hips against it with wanton hunger!

A vibrator!

She heard a distant machine sound, then the
dildo began to push up deeper into her pussy. Her heat grew more
intense, and she moaned and arched her back as the thing pushed
deeper and deeper. It slid back as the one in her bottom pushed up
deeper, both moving at the same speed as the vibrator thing moved
in a slow, circular motion against her.

Kendall's heat grew more and more powerful,
and she felt her pussy thrumming with excitement as the pole moved
up and down, and the dildo pumped inside her. Slowly, the two
dildos pushed deeper, and then deeper still, until she moaned at
the ache of each deep penetration. But the sexual hunger within her
grew still more intense.

She felt his hand on her breast, caressing
her taut skin, and then he began speaking. It was not English,
however, nor French nor Spanish. It sounded German. She wondered
why he was speaking German to her until she heard another male
voice respond.

Her face went scarlet, and she gaped, staring
blindly at where the voice had come from. Then another voice said
something, and there was a soft rumble of male laughter.

How many people were there looking at
her!?

Her wrists and ankles jerked instinctively,
but of course, she was far too tightly locked into place to do a
thing to hide what modesty she possessed.

She felt his hand on her breast again, then
one on her other breast. A moment later one squeezed her buttock,
and another slid along her soft back. One caressed her belly and
another her inner thigh!

The man continued to speak, and there were
hands all over Kendall's body, caressing her, stroking her, and
rolling and plucking her nipples! She felt a scalding wave of
embarrassment as her head jerked this way and that, and she moaned
and cried out in astonishment.

The hands, most of them, drew back, and a
moment later she felt a stinging blow to her right nipple. It felt
like a thin leather strap, perhaps, she thought, somewhat
frantically, about as wide as the ruler she had used on Aimee's
nipples!

Her breasts were squeezed hard, and locked
tightly in place, her nipples rigid, as the leather strap whipped
down across her nipple again and again. She heard the man speaking,
and there was a delay, then it whipped down on her left nipple. The
voice spoke quickly, and the blow repeated but softer.

Another blow on her right nipple, even as her
left was struck again. The voice spoke in a tone which sounded
almost as if it were instructing someone.

Kendall felt a shock roll through her at the
thought men might be gathered around her taking turns smacking her
nipples! But that was what seemed to be happening. The man's
teaching tone was unmistakable, and his voice came from too far for
him to be striking her.

Then what felt like a flog slashed down
across the center of her back. She squealed, twisting helplessly,
pulling at the straps, as his voice moved around behind her, still
speaking in a tone as if he were instructing someone. The next blow
cut across her shoulders, then the next.

The little slapping blows to her nipples
stopped, and then another flog began to cut across her breasts! She
cried out, twisting frantically, but unable to do anything as the
flogs, front and back, swept down across her tender skin again and
again. Sometimes they hit harder, sometimes softer. Often they
would stop, and she would hear the voice in instruction mode. Then
they would start again.

They stopped, leaving her gasping, moaning,
her skin feeling raw and overheated. She felt fingers on her right
nipple, pinching it, stretching it, and then, suddenly, a sharp
pain which made her scream into the gag. Thankfully, the pain only
took a moment, then was gone, leaving behind only a dull
throbbing.

But a moment later her left nipple was
pinched, and she just barely started to cry out in negation before
the sharp pain was repeated. She cried out again, even as her
nipples throbbed. Fingers played with both nipples, and then drew
back, leaving her nipples feeling... squeezed somehow. They felt as
though there were something hanging from them, a small weight
perhaps...

Then the flogs came again, the thin leather
strips slicing down across her belly and breasts, across her
shoulders and back and buttocks. It felt as though there were at
least four flogs being used on her at the same time!

She writhed and twisted and cried out as they
swept up and down her body, until every part of her above her
thighs felt hot and raw and sensitive, as if she had an all over
sunburn!

Then they stopped. She cried out weakly as
her hair was drawn up and back.

“Now, would you like more of this, or would
you like to try something less painful? If you obey, obey
precisely, every command, I can interest the gentlemen in doing
something more pleasant to your lovely body.

She jerked her head up and down frantically.
She would far rather have sex than be whipped!

“Remember that you must obey exactly and
precisely and immediately,” he said, his lips pressing down against
the nape of her neck.

She moaned in agreement.
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Kendall she felt the pressure squeezing her
breasts together ease, and groaned as they were released. Soon
after, she felt the boards around her ankles pushed back, then her
wrists were freed. One was held in someone's hand, while another
hand gripped her upper arm on the other side.

“Back,” his voice said.

She stumbled back, gasping for breath, and
then was released.

“Now, you must obey at once, or we will start
the process anew,” he said sternly. “Place your hands behind your
neck and arch your back.

Moaning, she obeyed, thrusting her throbbing
breasts out.

“Legs apart.”

Kendall shifted her feet apart on the cold
stone floor. There was a delay, though she wasn't sure why. She
heard a clicking sound, though.

“Get down on all fours.”

She obeyed gladly, sinking wearily to her
knees, then falling forward onto her hands with a groan. She heard
more clicking sounds. And now that she focused on them, she was
sure she'd been hearing them for some time, but hadn't paid
attention due to the stinging blows.

They were cameras, she thought in a rush of
horror.

“Put your face and breasts onto the floor and
raise your bottom high.”

Again she obeyed, wincing as her sore breasts
were pressed against the hard, cold stone, and hearing a strange,
soft, metallic noise coming from whatever they had attached to her
throbbing, burning nipples. She raised her bottom, flushing with
awareness that there were strange men standing behind watching,
looking... taking pictures. But with the gag and its thick strap,
and the blindfold, would anyone be able to recognize her from these
pictures!? She doubted it.

“Spread your legs wide.”

She almost expected it, but it still made her
mind squirm. She obeyed, spreading her legs, gasping as she felt
fingers against her, caressing her. Then the dildo pushed into her
again, sliding deep. A moment later, another was pushed into her
ass.

“Lay on your back.”

She grunted as she slid down and rolled
over.

“Raise your feet high into the air, straight
up.”

Grunting, Kendall raised her legs high.

“Keep your legs straight. Toes to the
ceiling”

Her hands pressed flat against the floor as
she forced her legs higher.

'Now let your legs slowly fall apart, wider,”
he said. “Wider. Wider.”

She moaned into the gag. Her legs were
already as wide as they would go while remaining straight! The
tendons in her thighs ached and stretched and strained!

“Stand up.”

She grunted and sat up gingerly, the dildos
still protruding from her pussy and ass. She stumbled to her feet,
and felt a hand around her upper arm, guiding her forward. Another
hand took her wrist and lifted it up and forward until her open
hand encountered a stone wall.

“Lean against this wall. That's it. Feet back
further. A little more. Good. Now hold this position. Do you
understand? You are not to move.”

Groaning, Kendall leaned against the wall,
legs straight, bent forward at the hips.

Crack!

She cried out at the blow across her bottom,
but had half been expecting it. She jerked sharply, but held her
position.

Crack!

Another blow hit her bottom and she bit into
the gag.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

As the blows fell, carefully laid, she felt
movement on either side of her. Then a hand slid in to cup and
knead each breast. Another hand slid down her belly and began to
finger her clitoris.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Kendall shuddered and moaned. This was all
insane!

She jerked and gasped at each blow, moaning
as the fingers caressing her clitoris slid further down, curled
around the base of the dildo and pushed up harder. The dildo slowly
eased even deeper into her aching, throbbing, burning pussy as she
heard the man, in instruction mode, continuing to speak behind
her.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Very good. Now spread your feet apart.”

Gasping, sweating now, Kendall shifted her
legs apart. She groaned as she felt the dildo in her pussy pulled
back. It eased slowly down and out. A moment later, a cock slid
into her. She noted the difference in the feel, but would have been
pressed to describe it.

Nor did it really matter, she supposed. It
was still better than being strapped or flogged!

She groaned as his hips slid in hard and
tight against her sore buttocks. She felt a hand gripping her hair,
jerking it up and back as he started to pump. Her hands were
pressed flat against the wall, her breasts wobbling as the man,
whoever he was, thrust himself into her again and again.

The absence of pain, or at least, of any new,
sharp, stinging blows, relaxed her more and more. She had sort of
gotten used to the fact an unknown number of men, perhaps three or
four, were watching her and touching her. Her mind still squirmed
with embarrassment at that. But the important thing was no one was
hitting her!

Besides, the blindfold acted as a kind of
mask to her. She knew it wasn't true, intellectually, but
emotionally, well, if she couldn't see them then they couldn't see
her. The question was whether anyone who knew her well would be
able to say the pictures were her.

But all that began to fade. She had a real
cock inside her. The jarring impact of his hips against her
buttocks send a shuddering echoing resonance through her lower
belly and made her clitoris tremble, and when fingers slid in there
and began to caress her she felt the heat which had been simmering
within her most of the day roar up as though oil had been poured on
a fire.

It was all too perverted, too wild, to
shocking to absorb! But the bare essence of it was that she was
that hard cock driving into her quivering belly, and fingers
stroking and caressing her. Even as she felt the rising heat she
felt hands gently stroking the underside of both breasts, felt
fingers rubbing at her clitoris.

She stayed in position, dazed, moaning,
grunting with the impact of the man's hips against her buttocks as
he used her. Her mind swirled and tumbled, buffeted by emotions as
sensations poured through her. Shock, humiliation, passion,
excitement, and a dark, quivering thrill of the forbidden rippled
through her mind.

His hips struck her buttocks again, again,
again and again, jarring her body continuously as her fingers
pressed against the cold stone. His cock thrust into her, deep,
making her ache at its deepest point, and she moaned, gasping
helplessly.

He drew back. She had no idea if he had
finished or not. She could barely stay in position, a part of her
wanting to slide down the wall as her trembling legs grew
rubbery.

Instead hands gripped her arms to pull her
back, then down onto her knees.

Hands behind her head unbuckled the strap of
her gag, then tugged it away, pulling the ball out of her mouth.
She felt cocks placed into her hands as her wrists were held up and
out, hard, thick cocks. Her fingers were closed around them, and
the cocks pumped within her hands as whoever had her wrists pumped
them up and down. Then her head was pulled forward and another slid
through her lips.

It was so unreal, so bizarre, so like nothing
in her experience, and none of it visible, so that it all seemed
like a dream. But the cock in her mouth wasn't a dream as it slid
into her throat to block her air tube. She gurgled around it as her
head was pulled forward and her lips jammed against his groin –
whoever he was.

He pulled her in and out as her hands were
worked up and down on the cocks inside them.

“Use your hands,” she heard, and began to do
so.

Her mind began to clear somewhat, but a
seething heat still gripped her as some side of her she had never
known existed seemed to revel in the degrading and perverted act
she was taking part in. She sucked eagerly as the cock withdrew,
and pumped her hands on the other two, trying to guess which was
bigger, which was longer, which was thicker.

The cock in her mouth withdrew and she felt
her head turned to the right, felt that cock pulled free, then
another cock, perhaps the one from her hand, was thrust into her
mouth. Another was placed in her hand.

She felt a body pressed against her from
behind, felt arms around her, hands cupping her breasts, squeezing
them. The dildo in her bottom was pulled free, and as whoever had
hold of her hair pulled her forward, a cock pushed up into her ass
and began to stroke.

The cock in her mouth buried itself in her
throat, and she moaned soundlessly as her body began to tremble to
the thrusting of the man behind her. His fingers continually
kneaded and squeezed her breasts as he thrust into her, and her
head pounded from lack of breath as the man before her held her
face tightly against him.

He eased back, thankfully, and she gulped in
ragged breaths of air, gasping as she did so, from the increasing
force of the man behind her.

The cocks in her hands pulled free, and then
then one in her mouth came out, followed, reluctantly, it seemed,
by the one behind her. Hands gripped her arms, pulling her
along.

“Forward,” his voice said.

Her knees struck something, and her questing
fingers reached down as someone moved her legs aside. There was a …
a bunch of some kind, and she had to move her feet wider to
straddle it. She felt hands on her hips, pulling her, not pushing,
sliding her forward and down, and she felt something... a body
beneath her. Other hands were still on her arms, guiding her
forward.

She was raised, then lowered, and she felt
the head of his cock pressing into her. She groaned as she sank
down, feeling him sliding up into her thrumming pussy. The hands on
her arms pulled her forward, downward, and she felt hands on her
breasts as her buttocks pressed against his thighs.

Her arms were released, but a hand pressed
down on her back, bending her forward. She felt fingers against her
bottom. She shuddered as another cock penetrated her, sliding deep
into her ass, burying itself inside her as hips ground against
her.

She was not surprised as a hand filled itself
with her hair and twisted her head down and then to the side, as
another cock slid through her lips. The man beneath began to thrust
up into her as the man behind started stroking as well.

Kendall's mind floated in a steam-bath of
shocking sensations and heat, and she was continually light headed
from lack of oxygen as the cock in her mouth kept blocking her
breathing. When the orgasm came it was utterly shattering, and she
screamed soundlessly, trembling and thrashing, riding the cock
beneath her with a frantic, desperate hunger even as the one behind
pounded into her.

The orgasm was a ferocious wall of sensation
that seemed to have no end, a wall, a world of glittering,
sharp-edged sensation that made her nervous system melt down and
set her body to thrashing in mindless pleasure at the raw force and
intensity.

Ecstasy. It was not a word Kendall had ever
really thought of. But now it filled her mind as everything else
was washed away in a storm of sensation. Unable to see, no sounds
making their way through the screaming in her mind, she existed
only as sensation.

She wasn't sure if she lost consciousness
entirely. She had no awareness for a time. Her first conscious
understanding was that she was on her face on the floor, her bottom
held up by someone's hands as they rode her, thrusting into her
pussy hard and fast. He finished, and then she sank down onto her
belly, still largely stunned.

She felt hands on her ankles, felt one
lifted, then the other. A distant humming sound came as her ankles
slid slowly upward, dragging her body a little across the stone
floor. Her hips raised off it, then her belly and breasts, and then
her head. Her legs widened, and even her hands and arms slid across
the floor until her fingers barely touched it.

Hands gripped her wrists, pulling them apart,
and then leaving them, bound in some way. Kendall merely groaned,
aware, distantly, that she was hanging upside down, spreadeagled,
but not really understanding why, or caring. Blood began to rush to
her head, however, making it throb and ache, but after some minutes
that seemed to fade.

True awareness returned slowly, amid groans,
aches and pains. She was hanging upside down! What the hell...!

She felt fingers at her sex, and grunted,
then gasped as something thick was slowly pushed into her.

“Ungh! Hey! W-wait!” she gasped.

There was no reply, and she gasped as her
pussy was stretched wide around whatever it was.

Her blindfold was removed and she stared at
the masked man. At least, she assumed it was the same man.

“It's time for you to relax and have a good
night's sleep,” he said. “But then again, you are young, so do not
require so very much sleep.”

He moved away, moved behind her, and she
gasped as she felt him gathering in her hair, pulling, pulling back
her head. He drew her head back sharply. She cried out softly as
her scalp burned, as her hair was pulled up behind her. Then a cock
slid into her open mouth.

Her vision was right-side up now, though she
looked down at the floor behind her, and at the shaft of his cock
as he slid it deep into her throat. Then she looked at nothing but
the blackness of his trousers as he ground her face into his groin.
He held her there as she felt her chest starting to burn from lack
of air, then drew slowly back, letting his cock come free so that
she could breath again.

She gasped for breath, them moaned as he
pushed himself back into her mouth, back into her throat. This time
he pumped in and out, using long, easy strokes which kept his cock
inside her throat and jammed her face into his groin at every
thrust.

He pulled out again, and she gasped
weakly.

“Use your tongue, girl,” he said.

She licked at him instinctively, sucking now,
wanting to make him come before he could... too late. He buried
himself in her throat once again, then started pumping. He drew
back, letting her breath, and she sucked frantically at him. She
was incredibly relieved when he came inside her mouth, and she
could swallow his liquids instead of his cock!

He released her hair and she groaned, her
head swinging forward, upside down again. He zipped up and moved
around in front of her, but she couldn't see him very well. Then
she felt something pressing against her between her legs, and a
soft buzzing sensation, as in a vibrator.

A new light came into being, a soft,
flickering one, from above her.

“Enjoy your night.”

He walked away, leaving her. She heard the
door bar slide open, the door open, then the door close. The sound
of the metal bar sliding into place had a sense of finality to
hit.

At first, she was relieved. She was alone at
last! She was so exhausted, so drained, both mentally and
physically, that all she wanted was to lay down and try to absorb
all that had happened to her.

Of course, this was not exactly what she had
in mind.

It didn't take long before she was able to
put together the flickering light above her, with her own body's
occasional movements. It took a lot of energy to raise her head up,
to stare up the length of her body in the dim light and realize
that it came from between her legs. There was a candle inside her,
in her pussy, a very long, thick one.

There was also a small object which seemed to
be tied to the candle where it entered her, and was pressed against
her clitoris. A wire led from that, off into the darkness.

The thing continued to buzz against her.

Some of the fuzziness eased, but not the
tiredness. She hung in place, groaning softly, amazed now that she
could think about it, at what had happened, and what was happening
now. These people were all perverts! They had some nerve
criticizing her sexual behavior!

She felt a little quiver at the memory of
being taken in her pussy and ass and mouth at the same time. It was
a shocking little memory, accompanied by a sense of awe, and then
the wild dark heat of passion and … ecstasy.

She groaned, trying to pull or at least move
her legs or arms. They were getting stiff. Her back was starting to
ache, too. She thought angry things about Wolff, and whoever her
masked accomplice was, and what she would do to them when she was
released, but they were tired thoughts.

Her insides felt somewhat hollow, as if the
cocks which had pounded into her, and she didn't even know how
many, had worn a cavity inside her belly! At the same time, the
lips of her sex felt taut and stretched and aching around the thick
candle which had been pushed into her.

And then she yelped at a sudden sharp ache.
It came from her back opening, from her wrinkled little, now
burning entrance. Thankfully, it began to ease to a dull, warm
sensation, and she quickly identified it as hot wax. Some must have
either dropped from the candle or dripped down the side and landed
right there.

She groaned, raising her head again, staring
up the length of her body, seeing the candle. It was almost a foot
above her body, yet the candle felt as though it had jammed into
the pit of her belly!

She dropped her head, or started to, and then
saw what her eyes had been passing over.

Her nipples had been pierced.

She stared at the rings piercing them,
hanging from her nipples. They were not like the rings she'd seen
on other girls. Those rings tended to be small, with a small ball
which was used to screw the rings open and closed. These rings were
the size of silver dollars! They were also far thicker than the
thin ones she'd seen!

Nor did she see any balls on them, or any
sign of how they opened or closed. They looked like hoop earrings,
only in her nipples instead of her ears. She stared at them,
fascinated, until the muscles in her neck collapsed and forced her
to abruptly drop her head.

She gasped as her body jerked and hot wax
fell down again to singe her small back opening.

Perverts. They were all perverts, she thought
weakly. Fucking Eurotrash.

She groaned, her body stiff. She tried
instinctively to stretch, but that accomplished little except to
send more hot wax dropping down onto her ass. She told herself to
keep as still as possible, but that was easier to think than to
do.

Dark thoughts and memories whispered through
her mind, all of them related to sex, many of them perverted and
erotic. She had never thought of herself as any sort of masochist,
but the memory of those flogs cutting across her breasts, though it
made her wince, also filled her with a dark desire.

So kinky! So nasty! So perverted! So
wild!

She wasn't intentionally moving, but became
aware that her hips were softly grinding at nothing, and a moment
later realized the steady buzzing was doing something to her
insides. She moaned, partly in denial, but given the levels of
discomfort and ache she was enduring, and the steadiness of it,
well, pleasure was a lovely distraction, so she made no effort to
turn it away.

It grew, slowly, but surely, until her hips
began to spasm, sending wax splashing down onto her buttocks. Then
a drop or two came down the front of the candle and she yelped as
they landed against her pussy just below her clitoris... or in this
position, just above.

She moaned, arching her back, shuddering,
moaning as the dark heat seemed to roast her in mid-air. She
welcomed it, embraced it, rolling her head at the shimmering sexual
heat flooding her body. The heat built up, the sensations became
more intense, and then orgasm sent her hips bucking violently as
she cried out in pleasure.

Wax spilled down as she jerked and bucked,
splashing her buttocks and clitoris, and she cried out again, and
again. The hot wax on her clitoris added a strange explosive roar
of power to her orgasm, and she cried out again, straining and
writhing in the restraints as the orgasm tore through her mind and
body.

It was not to be the last.

As if the orgasm had primed her, rather than
relieved her, her body began another, more rapid buildup, then
another, then another. Wax singed her clitoris, enveloped it and
locked it into a smoldering cocoon as the buzzing seemed to grow
more intense. Her pussy spasmed around the thick shaft of the
candle filling her, and her head thrashed as yet another orgasm
exploded within her.

Fucking perverts, she thought, breathlessly,
dazed, moaning.

Her body began to quiver again.
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Kendall groaned as the alarm woke her. It
buzzed and buzzed, and she cursed in her head, then orally, before
peeling her eyes open. Her hand reached out, slapping at it again
and again until finally stilling the sound.

She groaned, eyes fluttering. Awareness
flooded her and she quickly sat up, feeling the aches and pains of
overused muscles. She stared around her, heart pounding, until she
realized she was in her own bed in her own room at school. How had
she gotten there? She didn't remember returning after... after what
had happened...

What had happened was a storm of memories
that blew through her mind, spinning and swirling with flashes of
images, sounds and the memories of sensations. Had that all really
happened!? To her!? She was simultaneously aghast and awed, a
strange sort of pride settling over her, as if she was now a much
more knowledgeable and sophisticated person.

Whipped! She'd been whipped! And then... and
then gang-banged!

“Gang-banged,” she whispered, just to hear
the world spoken aloud.

How many men had used her? She had no idea.
At least three, though. And probably more.

Gang banged!

The idea didn't horrify her. Having sex with
multiple partners, after all, and had long been a favorite fantasy.
And she liked her sex rough and wild. But she liked to be in
control, too, or at least, she had always been in control. Not the
last couple of days, though.

She looked at the nipple rings, fingering
them lightly. They seemed thicker than usual, and were definitely
larger, the size of quarters at least, where most she'd seen were
smaller than dimes. They were gold, which was at least better than
stainless steel. But she couldn't figure out how to get them off,
and her nipples ached as she fiddled with them.

She thought about a shower, but running her
fingers through her hair told her that she didn't seem to need one.
Her body felt clean. Her hair felt clean. Had they washed her!?
What freaks! And what had happened to her that she hadn't
noticed!

All she could remember was hanging upside
down, the heat of candle wax, and the wild, even painful muscle
spasms of orgasm after orgasm.

This couldn't go on! She had to regain
control! And that meant, just as a start, getting that damn video
erased so they couldn't send it to the bastard. Everything else was
heresy and she could deny. She was a very good, and well-practiced
liar, after all.

Of course, she couldn't do anything if she
was chained up underground every evening getting her brains fucked
out! So she would have to do her best to behave, to act like the
docile, obedient girl that lousy kraut wanted her to be. At least
long enough to destroy the evidence of what she'd done with
Mademoiselle Carpentier.

Where was Mademoiselle Carpenter,
anyway? She hadn't been at class yesterday. She couldn't still be
down there with that machine. She hadn't been there last evening,
after all. She inspected the rings in the mirror, rather liking the
effect.

There was no sign of that chastity belt
thing, or the leather halter. She didn't mind and didn't miss them.
She put on a regular dress, but frowned down at it. The rings were
so large that they were noticeable through the loose black
material. She couldn't have that. She put a thing layer of tissue
across each nipple and used bandages to tape them in place.

With that done she went to breakfast. It was
very hard to keep it all in, what had happened, and not tell
anyone. On the other hand, how could she tell anyone!? No
one was likely to believe her, not even Hannah. They'd think she
was on drugs! Nor did she particularly want anyone to know she'd
been gang banged and whipped and had wild orgasms during it
all.

Huber gave her her enema, much to Kendall's
embarrassment, and then she went to see Wolff. The German woman
immediately ordered her to strip and then to stand erect with her
hands behind her neck and back arched.

“You are a lazy girl,” Wolff said as she
stood before her. “This does not surprise me. But is to be
remedied.”

She reached out and lay her hand on Kendall's
stomach, making her flinch and gasp, but the hand didn't appear to
be sexual. It rubbed her abdomen and stomach in a clinical
fashion.

“You are slim because you are young and
reasonably healthy, but you have poor muscle definition,” she said.
“When you get older you will be fat and your breasts will sag.”

Fuck you, Kendall thought angrily.

“You will begin exercises in order to tone
your body properly. Mens sana in corpore sano, yes?'

Kendall frowned.

“That is Latin, which of course, you being an
uneducated trollop, know nothing. It means a sound mind and a
healthy body. Your mind is filthy but we can do something about
your body. And it will sell better.”

“You aren't selling – !”

“Silence!” the woman snapped, slapping her
hand down harshly on the desk.

She stepped closer and suddenly her fingers
slipped into the rings piercing Kendall's nipples. She tugged down,
and Kendall squealed in pain, forced quickly to her knees as she
grabbed frantically at the woman's wrists.

“Hands behind your neck! At once! You will
learn to obey, girl!” Wolff snapped.

Biting her tongue, Kendall put her hands back
behind her neck.

“Back arched. Show off your best feature,
yes,” the woman taunted.

She tugged lightly on the rings, making
Kendall's nipples stretch and burn.

“It is clear you will only ever be good for
one thing, so it would seem proper for us to make the best of
it.”

“At least I'm not a pimp!” Kendall cried
angrily.

Wolff glowered at her.

“We will teach you respect, girl,” she said.
“And that includes not speaking out of turn!”

* * *

Kendall did not attend classes that day.
Normally, she wouldn't have minded. Classes were boring, and she
didn't think she really needed any of the crap they were trying to
teach her anyway. She was rich, after all! If she needed to add up
columns of figures she could pay some poor person to do it!

The same man was present down below the
school. She had yet to see his face, but she recognized his voice
easily enough. He had started by placing a studded leather collar
around her neck, and matching leather restraints around her wrists
and ankles, then locking them all together as she lay on her belly.
He pulled her hair back and wound it in a tight tail, then tied
that to a cord which in turn was bound to some sort of thick
hook.

The hook went over her tailbone, which was to
say, it was pushed into her ass and hooked over her tailbone.

He then focused a bright light on her face,
bright enough to blind her. She closed her eyes, only opening them
when she felt something metallic pushed into her open mouth. It
was... some sort of – .

She squealed in pain as it clamped down hard
on her tongue, then pulled forward. A moment later her tongue was
pierced!

That she'd been wanting to get her tongue
pierced for years, but hadn't had the courage didn't seem entirely
relevant at that moment.

He spoke calmly about the care of her pierced
tongue, and her pierced nipples, as he fitted a stud in place. But
he didn't release her tongue. Instead the clamp continued to pull
her tongue forward and down over her lower lip, not hard, but
firmly. And a moment later she saw him attach a line to the
clamp.

The line went down and was attached to the
ring in the center of the collar, thus forcing her tongue to stay
hanging out over her lower lip, pulling at it, stretching it.

Humming to himself, he untied her hair, and
then pulled the hook out of her bottom, replacing it with an
unusually thick butt-plug. He pushed what felt rather like a
silvery ball into her pussy, then another, then another, then
another, before unlinking her ankle and wrist restraints.

“Now, we exercise,” he said in a jovial
tone.

It wasn't funny to Kendall!

He had spread a thick mat in the center of
the floor, and the exercises he insisted on started with yoga
positions, of a sort. However, done naked, with a man looking on,
the positions assumed an entirely different focus. Putting her chin
to the floor, with her bottom raised high, and legs apart, for
example, made her feel as if a man was going to come out of the
darkness and mount her at any second.

Likewise, laying on her back, then raising
her lower body high, knees apart, as he watched, made her flush
self-consciously, despite what she'd already been through.

Part of that was there was enough light now
to see him, or at least, to see his shadowed face looking at her.
Much of the previous time he'd been in darkness or she had
been.

She could not do a single pushup until he
started using a thin crop on her bottom. That seemed to lend her
some energy, but she couldn't do more than three even then. She had
similar difficulties doing chin-ups on a bar, and even doing
sit-ups.

Nor could she complain or talk back, because
her tongue was held tight the entire time! She wished he would just
screw her, or bring out a bunch of men to do it, for that would
have been far more enjoyable than exhausting herself on the wide
variety of exercises he insisted she perform. She had thought her
muscles were sore after the previous evening. They were far worse
now!

And her tongue ached fiercely!

It was also highly distracting twisting and
turning and moving her body around with the butt-plug and the balls
inside her. She could feel the balls shifting and turning within
her as she moved, and that aroused her despite herself. It also
made her keep squeezing down with her vaginal muscles for fear they
would fall out.

He had promised her a strapping if they
did.

He had not been sympathetic to her
distractions, however. Instead he had added to them. After an hour
or so of exercises he had forced her into that first position, the
one with her chin down and her bottom high, and then slowly
tightened a little clamp around her clitoris! It throbbed and
ached, and worse, it pulled on her as she moved.

It wasn't heavy, but it was an ever-present
sensation, and as she continued to move and turn and twist it made
her wince and gasp repeatedly, making her clitoris throb with an
aching sensation which slowly shifted to something much darker and
more exotic.

It wasn't long before she was hopelessly
aroused, and yet he seemed to ignore the fact he had a beautiful
young naked girl entirely at his mercy. He simply continued to run
her through exercises, shifting and changing positions rapidly, and
bringing a thin black crop down on her bottom or thigh or breast
whenever she failed to change rapidly enough.

Only when she was utterly exhausted, unable
to move at all, did he finally move in as she lay on her belly,
spread her legs apart, and draw her wrists back together behind her
back. He locked them in place, then raised her hips enough to tug
on a thin cord attached to the balls inside her. She shuddered and
groaned in helpless pleasure as, one by one, they popped out of
her.

Then his cock pushed into her and Kendall,
groaning weakly, panting for breath, moaned in something like
relief and pleasure as she felt the smooth, warm shaft filling her
and stretching her out.

“We are making progress,” he said. “We will
make you into something much better than you were.”

She could only groan as he began to thrust in
and out. It didn't take long for her to orgasm, and he came soon
after.

Then she was taught something entirely
different. She thought she knew very well how to perform oral sex
on a man, but he showed her differently. He gave her an hour long
training session in how to perform oral sex on a man, and how to do
it slowly. She licked and kissed his thighs, massaged his balls
with her lips and inside her mouth, and let her lips stroke and
caress his shaft as she slid them up and down – sideways.

At least, she thought, he'd taken the damn
clip off her tongue. But her tongue still ached and felt swollen,
both from the clip and from the piercing and unfamiliar stud in it.
Still, she wasn't given any leeway but to perform as he required,
to lick, suck, kiss and caress as he demonstrated, with a quick,
sharp smack from the crop being the instant alternative to quick
obedience.

“The school has invested in a pair of boots
for you,” he finally said.

Kendall inhaled sharply as she saw them. They
were thigh high stiletto boots with five inch heels, but she wasn't
going to complain about them if it meant her soft knees would no
longer have to be jammed against the cold stone under her. He
removed the restraints from her ankles, then fit the boots to her.
She was pleased to find they fit quite well.

Wordlessly, he undid the restraints from her
wrists and produced a pair of gloves, as well. They were a match to
the boots, rising well past her elbows, almost to her shoulders,
and made of soft leather. She watched as he put them on, then put
the restraints over them.

“You'll find the knees and elbows have been
reinforced,” he said in amusement.

That was helpful, but it also presumed she'd
be spending a lot of time on her hands and knees, or at least, her
elbows and knees, and that made her chest tighten with both anxiety
and an almost masochistic sense of excitement.

“Now, it's time for more exercise,” he
said.

Kendall groaned tiredly.

“On your knees and elbows,” he said.

She sank to her knees, grateful for the
boots, then onto her hands and finally her elbows. She didn't need
to be told to spread her legs, doing it immediately. She was not
surprised to feel his fingers caressing her, nor to feel him
pushing the balls back into her pussy. The butt-plug, of course,
remained buried deep in her bottom.

“Now, without using your hands, you will
crawl quickly after this, pick it up with your teeth, and bring it
back. Quickly, mind you.”

He tossed a dildo across the floor, and she
turned to stare at him with something like outrage. A quick snap of
the crop across her bottom made her yelp, however, and scurry after
the dildo. It was certainly easier crawling with the padded knees
of the leather boots under her, and she quickly bent, picked up the
dildo between her teeth, turned and crawled back to him.

“Faster next time,” he said, bringing the
crop snapping down across her bottom with stinging force.

She winced and then turned as the tossed the
dildo again, scurrying after it.

Crawling was not something which came
naturally to her, and doing it quickly took a surprising amount of
energy. He kept throwing it, and she kept crawling rapidly after
it, and bringing it back, even as she became out of breath and the
muscles in her arms and legs began to complain.

He allowed her to 'rest' by having her lay on
the floor, prop her bottom against one of the wooden beams
supporting the ceiling, then raise her legs high along that beam
and spread them apart. It wasn't difficult, but the longer she
remained in that position the more gravity sought to pull her legs
down further, and the more they strained against the tendons in her
thighs.

“Eventually, you will be able to spread your
legs at a ninety degree angle to either side,” he said.

After her 'rest' he brought her around to the
other side of the same ten by ten beam. A strip of leather, or
perhaps faux leather, had been tacked to the beam from about the
level of her neck to her groin. And there was a long, thick dildo
attached to it at its base, which pointed almost straight up.

“Do you see those rings up on the beam?” he
asked.

Kendall raised her doubtful eyes from the
dildo to the higher part of the beam, where she could just make out
two large rings bolted to the sides.

“Grasp the beam and bend over,” he
ordered.

She obeyed, and he pulled the string, tugging
the balls, one by one, out of her pussy.

“Now straighten up, reach up and grab those,”
he ordered. “Then pull yourself up high enough to settle your
deliciously tight little sex down upon this.”

Saying no was not an option, so after licking
her lips and staring at the thing anxiously, she reached up. She
had to press her belly against the dildo, which indicated just how
high it would go if it was inside her, but she was able to grab the
rings.

Then she had to pull herself up, not an easy
exercise. She didn't have to pull herself up very far, however. The
base of the dildo was good five inches below her crotch. She pulled
herself a half a foot or so off the floor, until the dildo pressing
against her abdomen slipped below her and she was flat against the
wood.

Then she sank down gingerly, trying to feel
where the thing was. It wasn't difficult, and she soon felt it
pushing against her mound. She gasped and groaned as she sank down
upon it, as she felt it forcing aside the lips of her sex and
pushing up through them. She was still warm and moist, and though
it stretched her it wasn't difficult to sink lower and lower.

Very soon after she began to slide down she
felt the touch of leather against her lower abdomen grow more firm.
Something, a thin metal, plastic, or wooden plate, had been affixed
to the beam paralleling the dildo, and covered in the thin layer of
leather. Nor was that plate smooth. Rather, it seemed to have bumps
on it something like the studded leather collar around her throat,
though these were beneath the leather covering.

When her high heels touched the floor,
Kendall stopped, turning her head to seek further instructions. The
dildo was about seven inches or so deep in her belly, thick and
solid, and her chest was pressed against the beam with her arms
raised along the sides.

The man took her wrist restraints and clipped
them to the rings she had been holding, loosely enough she was
still able to grip the rings if she so desired. Then he fastened
shackles to her ankles which had a chain going around the beam,
effectively locking her in place.

He clipped a thin elasticized cord to her
right nipple ring, ran it around behind the beam, and then tugged
on her other nipple until it was clipped to that, as well. The cord
tugged on her nipples enough to pull her breasts further apart, and
forward, so the sides of her breasts somewhat framed the wooden
beam.

“Now I shall leave you to consider things for
a time,” he said.

There was a soft clicking sound, then a
humming sound, and Kendall tried to look down as she felt a
vibration coming from between her legs. It wasn't coming from the
dildo, but from the bumpy, leather covered plate she was pressed
against. She gulped, and craned her head to look behind her, but he
had already disappeared into the darkness. There was the sound of
the door opening, then closing, and she was alone.

These people are all fucking perves, she
thought anxiously.

She was left hugging the beam, her ankles
drawn somewhat forward by the chain so they were on either side of
it, her wrists pulled up to either side above, her breasts swollen
and hot, the nipples aching a little as the cords held them
taut.

And her pussy stuffed with the thick dildo as
her lower abdomen, including her clitoris, pressed against the
buzzing whatever-it-was underneath the leather.

Damn them, she thought!

She had been mildly aroused, at least,
despite her orgasm, during her 'lesson' on oral sex. The stupid
'fetch' thing had tired her out, but it's outrageousness, treating
her like a dog, in fact, had also provoked a certain level of dark
excitement, especially with the metal balls turning and clicking
against each other inside her tight warm tunnel.

The buzzing was not something she could
withstand easily, nor did she try. She groaned softly, laying her
head against the beam. Her hips began to slowly undulate as the
vibrations began to turn her lower body to a churning stew of
overheated nerve endings. Her breathing quickened, and her breasts
throbbed.

Her body instinctively began to seek a deeper
penetration of the realistically shaped cock nestled tightly within
her. Her knees bent, inch by inch, as, groaning, she let herself
sink down lower on the tube of silicon, exulting in the sensation
of deeper penetration. As she did, her throbbing, swollen clitoris
ground down across the bumpy, raised leather in a way which almost
quite literally took her breath away.

Her nipples strained as the elastic cord
allowed her to descend, but exacted a growing price, pulling
tighter and tighter against her aching nipples the lower she
sank.

Pushing herself back fully upright relieved
that tension, but left her body frustrated. She wanted a longer,
deeper stroke, and the more the sexual fever took hold of her mind
the more her instincts flared with that need. She shuddered as she
sank lower again, grinding her clitoris against the bumpy leather,
stretching her burning nipples until she was able to finally jam
herself against the very base of the dildo where it was joined at
its base to the beam.

She pushed herself back upright, sobbing
breaths of pleasure and ache leaving her as she rose as high as she
could, and then higher still. She grasped the rings, pulling
herself up higher, groaning in pleasure as she extended the length
of her stroke.

Then she sank back down, reveling even more
excitedly in the feel of the thing pushing up and up and up through
the burning depths of her abdomen until she could once again reach
the very bottom.

Her breaths became more and more ragged as
she forced herself up and down, using both arm and leg muscles,
grinding herself against the studs with shuddering, gurgling cries
of pleasure until the orgasm took her and shook her and left her
trembling and shaking and convulsing against the beam.

Perverts! They were all perverts, she thought
with a breathless moan.

She leaned against the beam, panting, chest
heaving. Her legs and arms ached and her nipples were on fire. But
those soon began to ease as she stood in place. What did not ease
were the vibrations coming through the thin layer and being
transmitted to the most sensitive part of her anatomy.

Again and again her animal instincts took
over, and she began to grind herself against the beam, riding up
and down on the thick dildo, sobbing for breath as her lungs burned
and her arms and legs ached. But the orgasms were well worth the
exhaustion and pain. They were worth anything!

 


 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


She wakened in a cage.

Kendall was groggy, her muscles aching all
over. She was curled up in the cage, which was perhaps the size one
would hold a large dog. She wakened slowly, grunting, groaning,
slowly twisting and writhing to work knotted, aching muscles,
gasping from time to time as she did. When her fluttering eyes
finally took in her surroundings her mind quickly wakened
further.

She stared about her. She could see nothing
other than herself. She was in a cage. That was obvious. A light
shown down from above it, but it was a narrow beam focused only on
the area of the cage. She could see the floor for perhaps a foot or
two in all directions, and beyond that lay shadow and darkness.

She sat up, blinking in something like
astonishment. She was not wearing the boots or gloves any more, but
she did have on the collar and restraints. She was otherwise naked.
She was laying on a soft pad with a sort of furry covering.

She rose as high as she could, which was not
high, kneeling in place and staring at the cage, then through the
bars at darkness.

Were they crazy!?

She felt clean, and now had a vague memory,
flashes of memory, of being washed by someone. Her hair must be a
fright, she thought, sliding her fingers through it. It was clean,
but she had been dumped into this cage before it dried.

There was nothing in the cage aside from the
the rug and pad, but there was an obvious looking water bottle
attached to the outside bars, high up. But instead of a narrow
drinking tube, such as one might find in a hamster cage, it had an
unmistakeably phallic looking plastic tube descending from its
base, and curing in between the bars.

Kendall felt a sense of disbelief, then an
almost hysterical urge to giggle at the insanity of it. She shifted
forward on her knees, touching the dildo thing. Her hands came away
slightly wet.

Her inhibitions and pride had both taken a
considerable beating over the past several days, and Kendall found
herself quite thirsty, so she resigned herself, and slid her lips
over the head of the thing, then tried to suck. She got very little
water for her trouble, and wondered if it was broken.

There was enough light in the cage, however,
for her to inspect it, and see that there were small pinprick holes
along its length. There were none at the head, a very few running
over the next few inches, and much more further back. In fact, the
further back along the cock she looked, the more numerous were the
pinpricks.

Running her fingers along it told the story.
Rubbing the front got them only slightly damp. Rubbing the back
produced much better results, and her fingers came away wet enough
she licked them off.

“Fucking perverts,” she muttered.

But she thought she understood the intent.
She slid her lips over the head again, then braced herself,
gripping the bars, sliding her lips further and further down its
length until she was able to take it deep into her throat and
closer her lips around the base right next to the bars. Sucking
then produced far better results, and the liquid flowed out from
the bar and into her mouth and throat.

When she had swallowed a number of thick
mouthfuls she eased slowly back and down, then sank to her heels,
and finally, lay back, panting and licking her lips. Shifting her
position on the furry rug she came across a large lump, and pulled
out a dildo. She shook her head and dropped it.

“Fucking perverts,” she muttered.

In one respect, Kendall was the girl she'd
always been. That was to say she could not stand being bored, could
not stand a lack of input from her senses. There was nothing to
see, nothing to hear, nothing to smell or taste. That left only one
sense, and that was touch.

As more time passed, and no one came for her,
she drank a few more times, then settled back, bored, trying to
rest. But she'd already slept for she knew not how long. And though
her body ached she could not sleep.

And while Kendall was the same as ever in
terms of being unable to stand boredom, she was quite a bit
different in that the shocking events of recent days had made her a
far more sexual young woman than before (and she was no slouch
before), with a far greater knowledge of the degree of pleasure she
could derive from her own lithe young body.

Her fingers toyed with the nipple rings,
which led almost unconsciously, at first, to toying with her
nipples. Rubbing and caressing them, sore as they were, at first
was comforting, but then became something else again.

Her hands caressed and gently kneaded her
breasts, then slid down her body, fingering her clitoris. That too
was sore, hot, throbbing, aching, but with gentle caresses the
sensations coming from it soon grew into the familiar sensations
which would push back the boredom.

She was reluctant, but her arousal required
it, and she reached for the dildo, examined it, then slowly spread
her legs and worked it, gasping and moaning, into herself.

Alone, or so she supposed, far beneath the
school, locked away behind heavy doors, she gasped raggedly,
moaned, her hips rolling up against the dildo as she thrust it into
herself with greater and greater determination as her fingers
stroked her clitoris.

“Oh! Oh God! Fuck!” she gasped aloud. “Fuck
me! Fuck me! Fuck! Fuck! Oh! Ungh!”

She had no need of restraint, no need of
holding back, and when the orgasm came she cried out in pleasure,
her voice an animal mask of heat and hunger as she arched back and
sobbed in wanton pleasure, her knees drawn back beside her
shoulders as she thrust down furiously with the dildo and ground
her head back beneath her.

It wasn't until she had finished, the palm of
her hand jammed against her sex, against the base of the dildo she
had utterly buried within her quivering pussy, before she heard the
soft, almost ironic clapping of hands in mocking applause.

Gasping, she scrambled up to a sitting
position, drawing her legs together as he, or she assumed it was
he, came out of the darkness.

“A bravado performance,” he said, in the
voice she recognized.

Kendall glared at him.

“What... what am I doing in this cage!?” she
demanded angrily. “How long do you think you – .”

“I don't think we need to hear your voice any
more, Miss Sumner,” he said. “Unless it is raised in the song of
pleasure. Do not speak further until given leave.”

“Who do you fucking people think you are?”
she demanded as he slid open the door.

“Out,” he said.

Well, that was not an order she intended
disobeying! She crawled out, though she gasped as his hand grasped
her ragged hair as soon as her shoulders were through the low door
of the cage and pulled her along, while keeping her head low.

“I said no speaking,” he repeated in a calm
voice. “You surely must have realized by now that you must obey
orders or face the appropriate punishment. Raise your bottom high,
legs together, face low.”

Biting her lip, Kendall had little choice,
then winced as he used the thin crop on her bottom.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

“There will be no further speaking unless I
direct you to do so,” he said. “First we will exercise, then you
will be fed.”

She groaned, her muscles aching.

“I realize you are weary and sore from the
other day,” he said, acknowledging what she would have said if
she'd been allowed to speak. “But exercise will, believe it or not,
ease the soreness from your muscles, though not, of course, at
first.”

He was right about the 'at first' part. After
he'd slid the silver balls into her pussy, she began her exercises
again. He had to use the crop a lot more to get her to twist and
turn, to rise and fall, to arch and bow and bend and twist than he
had the previous day. On the other hand, he was right about the
second part, too. She did feel less sore, eventually.

He had a dildo, which he let her practice her
oral sex on, or at least, show him her oral skills. It even had
fake balls to suck and lick.

He placed the boots and gloves on her, once
again, and had her play 'fetch' like a dog, only this time her
'rest period' consisted of her being placed across his lap and
spanked! He did, however, finger her pussy and toy with her breasts
and drive her to the edge of orgasm while he was doing it.

Her bottom and her pussy hot, she was then
dumped onto the floor, panting and flushed. He attached a leash to
her collar, and walked her into the darkness. Or rather, he walked,
while she crawled. They went to a doorway and opened the heavy old
door, then walked down a narrow hall a short distance.

There was another heavy wooden door. He shot
the bolt and opened it to reveal a much smaller room, little bigger
than a closet. Inside, she found Aimee Carpentier.

At least, she assumed it was her. The woman
wore a hood but Kendall recognized the slim, busty body. She was
half standing, half chained to the wall, arms and legs spread. Her
head was drooping, and she was moaning into her gag. Her skin was
pale, but it did not look like she had been particularly abused.
There were no welts or burns or bruises on her naked flesh.

“Now you will learn how to pleasure women,”
he said.

As if she didn't already know that,” Kendall
thought, looking at the young French woman curiously.

“I, of course, though learned, am not the
expert in this subject that others are. Is that not correct, Frau
Wolff?”

Kendall gasped, jerking her head around as
another form moved into the little closet, the little cell, she
thought. It was Frau Wolff, glaring as was her wont.

“You can't – .”

The nameless man must have been expecting an
outburst, because the crop whistled down instantly to crack against
her hip with stinging force.

“No speaking!” he growled.

“You will demonstrate now what skill you
have, Sumner,” Wolff said. “And I will correct you in a manner
designed to ensure you remember your errors.”

The man tugged on the leash, pulling her
further forward, then pulled up to raise her off her hands so that
her face was directly in front of the chained and naked woman.

“Begin, slut,” Wolff ordered, taking both
crop and leash from the man.

Kendall's hesitation got her a sharp snap of
the crop, but Wolff didn't strike her bottom. Instead she brought
it down and in against her right breast. She yelped and shoved her
face between the shackled woman's legs, licking furiously, only to
gurgle as the leash yanked her back.

“Are you a dog? Aside from being a bitch
whore?” Wolff demanded. “You surely know better than this!”

Angry, wanting to turn and punch the woman,
Kendall instead tried to calm herself and begin as she knew how.
She licked up and down along the naked woman's shaven pussy, her
gloved fingers rising, caressing, stroking, penetrating and
stretching as her tongue circled her clitoris teasingly.

Whatever mental state Aimee was in she
reacted quickly, and Kendall heard the groans and gasps from behind
the hood as the woman began to grind her hips almost at once,
pushing her sex out against Kendall's tongue.

Aimee had always been quite responsive,
delightfully so, but she seemed to be even more responsive now, and
Kendall heard the sobbing groans of pleasure as her tongue lapped
at the woman's clitoris. It did not take long to make the woman
come, and there was no mistaking what was happening, as she
screamed into the gag, quivering and bucking and grinding her hips
forward.

Some part of her wanted to turn and look
smugly at Frau Wolff, but she restrained herself.

“Clearly, you have much to learn,” the woman
growled.

She jerked up and back on the leash attached
to Kendall's collar, then gripped her hair, pulling her to her
feet, ignoring her gasp of pain. Before Kendall knew what was
happening the German woman had raised her gloved wrists and
fastened shackles around them, locking her to a ring set in the
other wall in much the same way as Aimee was chained.

Then she dropped smoothly to her knees in
front of Kendall, whose eyes nearly bugged out as she stared down
at the blonde.

But Wolff's attitude seemed to change
completely as she leaned in and then began to gently, almost
tenderly kiss and lick her way up Kendall's leg and inner thigh.
Her hands were soft, and caressed the her hips and thighs, then
slid up and down her belly to cup and gently squeeze her
breasts.

Her tongue danced along the edges of
Kendall's labia, and despite herself she felt a sense of admiration
for the woman's style. Her tongue dipped and darted, teased and
caressed, arousing her to the point of gulping in air and having to
fight to keep her hips still.

It was a skilful dance which included gently
spreading her pussy open like a flower, licking up and down along
the inside, then pushing into her sex itself, thrusting shockingly
deep, twisting and caressing so that Kendall could no longer keep
her hips still, could no longer disguise the heat the woman had
roused within her.

The metal balls were still inside her, and
they clinked and rolled and shifted as her vaginal muscles spasmed
and squeezed. Even Wolff's fingers and tongue pushed and shifted
them, greatly increasing the wild heat pouring through her nervous
system.

Wolff was in no hurry to satisfy the sexual
hunger she had created, however. She brushed her lips across
Kendall's sex, she rubbed her cheek along her inner thigh. She let
her hair tease her groin, and brought her hips bucking and grinding
again and again while refusing to let her come too close to the
release she so desperately sought.

Finally she rose, smirking.

“Do you wish to come, Sumner?”

“Y-Yes!” Kendall gasped weakly.

“Beg.”

“Please make me come!” she moaned.

“You may use the term Mistress with me. Say
it.”

Kendall shuddered. She hated the woman,
despised her! Yet the idea of using the word now assumed
ferociously dark and outrageously kinky air.

“Mistress,” she gasped in a choked voice.

“Beg me to let you come, whore.”

“Please let me come, Mistress!” Kendall
moaned.

“You are a filthy whore, Sumner,” Wolff said.
“Admit it.”

“I am!” she gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm a filthy whore!”

Wolff slapped her breast stingingly.

“Mistress, slut!”

“I'm a filthy whore, mistress!”

“Again, whore!”

“I'm a filthy whore, mistress!” she
cried.

Wolff snorted, then reached above her head
and removed the metal chain shackling her wrists together. She
dropped it, pushing the trembling girl to her knees, then held it
tightly as she lifted her skirt and revealed her own bare sex.

“You will demonstrate what you have learned,
slut, and perhaps if you please me I will allow you the climax your
whore's body so desperately yearns for.”

Whimpering, Kendall began to lick her, only
to be jerked back by the hair.

“Have patience, slut. For there will be no
quick resolution. You will demonstrate what I have shown you and
only then will you be permitted your orgasm.”

Kendall felt a wave of anger and resentment,
along with embarrassment, but the heat drowned them out as she
began to lick and kiss the woman's thighs. It was helliciously
hard! She was so desperate for an orgasm she wanted to rush through
it, but every time she rushed she got a shark, stinging yank to her
hair and Wolff started her over again.

The fierce heat gripping her began to fade,
but that did nothing to change her assigned task, and she continued
to lick, kiss and suck on the German woman's pussy for what seemed
forever before Wolff jammed her face in against her and what felt
like a flood of pussy juice sprayed over her face.

“Filthy little whore,” Wolff said in
amusement. “You learn slowly, but you learn. We will make something
of you yet.”

She yanked her forward by hair and wrist and
placed her before Aimee, forcing her to lick her now. Kendall
groaned, her jaw and tongue tired, but she complied. And the German
woman knelt then, still holding her hair, her other hand sliding up
and down Kendall's body, kneading her breasts, then fingering her
pussy.

Kendall felt a wild wave of resentment, but
the heat came anyway, and soon she was panting and moaning almost
as much as Aimee was, her tongue buried in the woman's pussy as
Wolff's fingers shifted and turned the metal balls deep within her
own belly.

But Wolff kept her promise, then. After Aimee
had come to a screaming climax, which thankfully didn't take long,
she stood Kendall against the far wall again, chained her wrists in
place, and then proceeded to drive her to the edge of sanity with
her own talented tongue before pushing her over the edge into her
own screaming, sobbing orgasm.

After that, came breakfast. It was served in
a bowl on the floor, next to the bowl of milk, and she ate and
drank on all fours, her mouth lowered into the bowls as her gloved
hands lay flat against the floor on either side. Her bottom was
raised high, her legs spread wide, as Wolff and the nameless man
discussed something, probably her, in German.

Wolff went away, finally, for which she was
profoundly grateful. The presence of the German woman was extremely
difficult to take. She both angered and embarrassed Kendall.
Crawling around naked next to Wolff, who was fully dressed, and a
stern, strong-willed, arrogant woman made Kendall feel even more
like a weakling and a whore.

After breakfast came more exercises. As
before, these started out with her shifting rapidly into various
positions, all of which took stretching and energy, and made her
muscles groan.

She was in one particular position, laying on
her back, arms at her sides, feet flat on the floor next to her
hips, hips raised high off the floor, when she heard a small sound.
When she eased back down, she gasped to see a second shadowy figure
standing next to the original. She flushed hotly, not sure if it
was Wolff or not, and continued the exercise since to do otherwise
would draw punishment.

She raised her hips high again, her head flat
on the pad, staring up at the ceiling. When she dropped her hips a
third figure stood there, but this one was clearly Wolff. She had
abandoned her business suit for a tight, low cut leather bodysuit.
With her hair drawn back tightly she seemed a forbidding figure as
Kendall flushed with embarrassment and hesitated.

“On all fours,” the now familiar voice
ordered.

She obeyed gladly, flushed under three sets
of eyes.

“Turn towards me.”

She obeyed again.

“Crawl to me, then prostrate yourself.”

Kendall's stomach squirmed as she obeyed,
reaching where he stood, then lowering her torso, first to the
elbows, then lower, so that her breasts pressed against the cold
stone. Her bottom remained high in the air, of course.

The man held the crop in his hand and tapped
it against his own flat-heeled leather boots.

“You know what is required,” he said.

Kendall moaned, face burning.

“Do it, whore,” Wolff growled, coming forward
behind her. “Or I'll see that pretty skin turned red from the
whip.”

Quivering, Kendall arched her neck up and
began to lick the man's boots, her tongue sliding along the side
and ankle then down the front.

She gasped at a sharp snap of the crop on her
bottom.

“Now mine, slut,” Wolff growled.

Kendall felt broken, but also strangely, a
hot, seething storm of sensation from her pussy. She shifted to the
side and licked at Wolff's leather boots.

“Now you may demonstrate your oral skills,”
the man said.

Not on Wolff again, for which Kendall was
grateful. She had to perform on the other man, the man whose face
remained hooded. She did so, under their eyes, drawing him deep
into her throat, bobbing and sucking and squeezing and caressing
until a hand jerked her back by the hair.

“Into position for mounting,” the man
ordered.

She felt another hot wave of humiliation, but
also something like eagerness as she prostrated herself again,
raising her bottom high. This time she spread her legs wide,
however, her heart pounding as the man knelt on the mat behind her,
fished the bowls out of her pussy, and then thrust himself
home.

“Hands before you,” Wolff ordered.

Kendall groaned and grunted as the man's cock
immediately began to pound into her. She stretched her arms out
before her, keeping her bottom high and knees wide as he used her
roughly. The heat pushed aside her embarrassment, pushed aside the
damage to her dignity and pride, and when he reached forward,
grasped her hair, and began to yank back on it in time to his
thrusts, she quickly lost herself to the sexual fever once
more.

When she had stopped shaking and trembling,
and was able to breath again, she was pulled back up to perform on
her faceless trainer, bobbing up and down on his stiff cock. He did
not come, however. Instead he knelt on the mat and took her from
behind, as she knelt on all fours, his hands gripping her hips and
thrusting into her with a slow, steady stroke as the other man
knelt before her and gripped her hair.

He was flaccid when he started to lick and
suck him, but quickly became hard again. Then her wrists were
seized from behind, yanking her upper torso back in time to the
thrusts, while this man seized her hair and thrust hard and fast
into her mouth and throat.

They did not complete their act, however. The
man she had come to know as he trainer halted and lay down on the
mat, and she was directed to straddle him. She rode his cock
slowly, shifting the angle of her body under his and Wolff's
directions, now leaning in hard, now leaning back.

She milked him with her pussy as she rode
him, becoming breathless and overheated once again. She was pushed
forward, her breasts against his chest, and grunted as she felt the
butt plug pulled free. Then Wolff, wearing a large, strap-on dildo,
pushed herself into her ass while the other man knelt and pulled
her mouth onto his cock.

It did not even occur to Kendall to question
whether she ought to resist any of it.
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Her new bedroom was a big improvement over
the cage, and even over her previous bedroom. She'd spent perhaps a
week in the cage, though she wasn't sure. Kendall had an uncertain
grasp of time now. She had not seen daylight in … a while, and had
no way to mark time.

Her new bedroom was also underground, with
tall, ancient stone walls and high ceiling. But the bed was a
massive four-poster with overhead canopy. A thick rug was spread
out over the floor, and the lighting, though soft and restrained,
was modern and bright, coming from the lamps on the night tables,
and a taller lamp in the corner.

The fabric of the thick comforter was soft
and comfortable, and she lay back amid a dozen matching pillows,
legs spread as the door opened.

She smiled brightly, though she said nothing.
She was not expected to speak unless spoken to. She wore long black
stockings to the thighs, and matching black lace gloves, as well as
a black velvet choker. Her hair shone, and her lips were red as the
man approached the bed.

She watched him as he sat down on the edge,
and gasped as his hand immediately reached for her breast, giving
it a squeeze. It slid down between her legs, and she didn't have to
fake the moan as she lay her head back and arched softly and gently
to the touch of his fingers against her.

He seemed to be somewhat young, at least,
compared to many of the others. He had no gray hair, after all. But
his face, like that of the others, was hidden by a mask as he
climbed at atop her. His hands moved across her body with eager
determination to explore every part of her, and his lips and teeth
and tongue bit and sucked and licked and kissed the nape of her
neck, her lips, and her mouth as he ground his bulge against
her.

He drew back, leaving her panting, and
quickly stripped. She was pleased. He was young, perhaps in his
thirties or early forties. He reached for her hair and filled his
fist with it, and then pulled, not harshly but firmly.

Kendall moaned, bending, sliding on her
belly, sliding out of the bed onto the floor, then crawling across
it with her hair in his fist until they reached the two upright
wooden beams of polished wood. There he pulled her to her feet and
quickly strapped her in place as if fearing she would resist.

She only resisted when she was told to
resist.

The whip cut into the soft flesh of her
buttocks, and she screamed and arched, pain and pleasure twisting
through her mind and body even as the whip drew back again... and
again... and again. It snapped down across her back and buttocks,
across her hips and breasts and especially in between her legs
until she was sobbing and half hanging in place.

Only then did he move in to take her, to
thrust into her with all his frustration and eagerness and hunger,
to bury himself in her pussy and pound himself against her. But
despite his excitement, she came first, and then came again, before
he could spend himself inside her trembling, overheated body.

He left her like that, picking up his clothes
and quickly dressing, eager to be away, as if he were a thief in
the night. It was ten or twenty minutes before the man came for
her. He still had no name, and now that there was light around her,
she saw he too wore a mask.

He examined her to ensure the welts did not
require treatment and her skin had not been broken, then let her
down and half carried her to the bed.

“That is the last for tonight. He paid extra
so he could mark you. You may concentrate on your classes for now,”
he said.

Kendall groaned unhappily. Classes were
boring. What did she need them for anyway!?

But there were books to read, homework to
write, dates and locations to memorize.

Boring, boring, boring.

She had no idea how much the men who came for
her had paid. She didn't ask, and no one offered her any clue. She
was fairly sure it was a lot, though, simply from the type of man
who she saw. None of them looked poor, nor even middle class. She
could tell expensive suits, watches, haircuts and jewelery when she
saw it.

She was certain she had already long since
paid back whatever cost the school had incurred because of her
actions. But she made no attempt to point that out. The thought of
returning to her former boring, drab existence was not appealing.
She was used well and truly, roughly, deliciously, by these men,
and by Wolff and her trainer, every day.

And she was enthralled with it all, with the
dark, erotic hedonism of it, and of her own outrageous
submissiveness. She still hated Wolff, and it shamed her even more
than everything else when she had to call her mistress and perform
on her. Yet that also aroused and thrilled her more than everything
else.

She didn't bother to dress. In fact, she
stuffed a dildo into her pussy and another into her ass to comfort
herself as she lay on her side and read through her lessons. Now
and then she would reach down to play with her breasts and nipples,
or finger her pussy, keeping herself in a constant state of lazy
arousal.

She knew Wolff would inspect the results,
though, and would punish her far more severely than a little
whipping if she failed. That punishment would be spending the night
in the cage, alone, and without any sex toys.

That was enough to keep her focused on her
work until she was finally done. Then she was able to turn onto her
back and masturbate to conclusion before preparing herself for
sleep.

She placed the pillows in a nearby storage
box, rolled back the comforter, and drew aside the sheets. At the
top of the bed was a strap linked to velcro cuffs she could easily
slide around her wrists. With that done, she lay on her back, arms
above her head, to wait, to doze, perhaps to even sleep a bit
before – .

Wolff arrived, and Kendall looked up briefly.
Adrenalin and heat flooded her system even as she dropped her eyes
away from the woman. The German undressed, not speaking, then
climbed into bed. She lay on her side next to Kendall, her hand
caressing Kendall's body for a time, before she leaned in and began
to suck and chew at her nipples and breasts.

Then her hand jerked back on the girl's hair
as the German rolled fully atop her, bringing her mouth down
against Kendall's in a deep, passionate, dominating kiss.

“Are you ready to serve me, slut?” Wolff
finally demanded.

“Yes, mistress!” Kendall whispered.

Wolff climbed atop her, straddling her face,
and sank her pussy down into Kendall's eager mouth. Her tongue was
much stronger and more adept now, and pushed out considerably
farther as she teased and caressed and massaged the woman's pussy
with an expert touch.

But this was not a long-drawn out exercise.
Wolff simply wanted her sexual release, so Kendall worked faster,
giving it to her.

When she was done, Wolff fell to her side
next to Kendall, panting. Her hand moved up and down Kendall's
taut, firm body, caressing the soft flesh of her belly, feeling the
muscles underneath. The hand slid lower, fingers squirming into her
opening, pumping in and out as her thumb casually stroked across
her clitoris.

It took very little time before Kendall was
crying out in pleasure, her hips rolling and bucking up, her back
arching as she sobbed in pleasure. She was far more responsive than
Aimee had been when she'd met her.

Aimee. She sighed as she thought her, as she
lay back, chest heaving, and Wolff turned out the lights.

She thought about that surveillance video,
and how fear of it had gripped her back then. There were far and
away more videos of her now, but in clear bright color made by high
definition cameras. Sometimes the videos played for the men … and
women... who came for her, and they got to watch them as she
performed on them.

But she was quite certain some of them were
being sold to these same men and women, and that caused her no
little anxiety. The one she'd seen of herself in the cage
masturbating with the dildo was graphic enough, but there were many
others of her performing oral sex on men and women, or being taken
roughly, screaming in pleasure and passion.

She certainly couldn't complain to the police
that this was unwilling.

Not unless she could explain those screams of
orgasmic bliss.

She often heard screams like that coming
through the door, thick as it was, Aimee's screams. She wondered
how much the school was making from the two of them, or if there
were others.

She and Aimee had done several videos
together, under bright lights, with multiple cameramen moving
around them. Sometimes there were men involved, sometimes not.
There were always big dildos, though, thrusting in and out of them
as they moaned and writhed in pleasure that could not be faked.

She knew Aimee still taught classes during
the day, just as she attended classes, well, some of them (though
it always seemed surreal). But outside of those hours the two young
women spent much of their time under the school, pleasuring
themselves and others, and being punished, usually not for any
known misdeeds, but simply to please those who punished them.

She wasn't sure how long it would last, but
had no desire to end it, even if she could. She was at the mercy of
Wolff and the others, and knew it. Perhaps when the term was over
she would be sent home, or perhaps not. She really had no idea what
would happen to her, what she would do, if it all simply ended.

She knew she could not possibly go without
it, that she would have to seek out men to dominate and punish and
use her, or go mad from frustration.

* * *

Kendall's bottom was hot and sore. She'd
gotten another strapping. Her nerves were on edge, and had been for
some days, provoking her to snap at people. While the other girls
were gleeful about the approaching end of their school year, which
to her meant the end of school itself, she was anxious and
uncertain about her future.

She had become addicted to it all, she knew.
And an addict needs to want to quit to give it up.

She had no such desire.

Would they simply send her home? She would
punch out that bitch Wolff before she went, that was for sure.

Of course, that might get her punished...

Finally, graduation arrived. She went up on
stage, as required, in a long line of seniors, to get her
certificate. The bastard had not come, of course. He was busy that
day. Not that she cared. She took the worthless piece of paper,
walked down off the stage, and sat down, wondering what she was
going to do.

She was still not old enough to collect the
money in her trust fund. That left her at her father's mercy. She
would not have a lot of money to pursue … things. He might even
demand she attend university. And all she would find there were
boring people!

Oh, she had no doubt she could get as much
sex as she wanted. But sex was not what she needed, not really. A
dildo or vibrator would do for that.

She returned to her 'room' afterward, but got
no visitors, which frustrated her further. What made it even worse
was she could hear Aimee's screams of passion through the door!

Not only did no 'visitors' come, but neither
did Wolff. She used the dildo and vibrator on herself a few times,
but eventually fell to sleep.

And then, the lights went on, and Wolff was
there, dressed very nicely, in fact.

“Where are your stockings and gloves, slut?”
she demanded.

“You were … late,” Kendall gulped.

Wolff removed the straps from her wrists,
then unexpectedly used soft black rope to bind her wrists together,
crossed, behind her.

“Come, she ordered.

Wearing nothing but the collar, leashed,
Kendall was walked through the dark corridors, then up the stairs
to the administration section of the building. They didn't stop
there, however. She was led down a narrow corridor, down another
flight of stairs, then up again to emerge, she finally realized, at
the small round theater attached to the school.

It was where assemblies were held, and where
she had gotten her certificate.

“I have been in communication with your
father,” Wolff said. “I have undertaken to convince him, not that
it took much effort, that a work term with a modeling agency would
occupy your time to best advantage. It seemed the sort of thing a
pretty girl with no real intelligence should be doing.”

Kendall flushed, but was too eager to hear
what she said to really get angry.

“Now, when you are led out on stage, you will
keep your shoulders back and chest out. You will obey and move as
you are ordered to move. Is that understood?”

“Yes, mistress,” she gulped.

Wolff told her little more. They were behind
the big red velvet curtain now, and to her shock she was certain
she could hear the murmur of voices. She had performed before small
groups before, especially with Aimee, but this sounded like far
more than a dozen or so people!

The large man, the man who had initially
'trained' her, pushed through the curtain. He was wearing his hood
and mask, and nodded to Wolff, then took her leash off, gripped her
arm, and pulled her firmly through the curtain and out onto the
brightly lit stage.

Her eyes were wide as she got glimpses of the
darkened theater around the raised stage. It looked like there were
a hundred people out there!

The man began to speak in French. She only
got bits and pieces as he shifted his grip to her hair and jerked
it back to force her back to arch more. Her face was bright red, at
first, with all those people watching, but the flush soon spread
down her chest as a different sort of heat gripped her.

“On your knees, slut,” he ordered suddenly in
English.

She obeyed at once, and he held out a large
dildo. She began to lick and suck it, then took it deep into her
throat as he pushed it forward. He drew it back out and handed it
aside to another man as he gave her a series of commands.

Kendall obeyed them instantly, wincing as the
crop bit her nipples to test her obedience, laying back so he could
use it on her pussy, legs spread, pussy raised, then turned,
bending, spreading her legs, showing the audience her obedience as
well as her beauty.

The audience began to call out numbers, and
she knelt in place, legs spread, head and shoulders back, heart
pounding, as another man used the sing-song intonations of an
auctioneer. Her mind was spinning, her chest so tight she could
hardly breath, her pussy thrumming like a live wire.

When it was over, she was led back through
the curtain just as Aimee was led through, her eyes as wide as
Kendall's had been. Behind her was another girl Kendall vaguely
recalled, named Emily.

“You have been sold,” Wolff said, pulling her
away. “The term is one year. You will be a sex slave to a gentleman
of Arab extraction.”

The rope and collar were removed, cold collar
and gold shackles replacing them, Then she was led out through a
side door and put into a limousine with tinted windows. A man in a
mask soon got in beside her, and then the chauffeur got in the
front and drove off, raising the tinted window there to give her
new owner privacy.

He removed his mask and Kendall saw a man in
his late twenties, with a short, neat beard. His eyes roamed her
body, and his hands soon followed, but he did not speak to her.

She said nothing. If he wanted her to talk he
would tell her.

A sex slave! A prisoner! Her pulse raced and
her pussy was sopping wet, as her new owner soon discovered. A
year? Or would she ever be released? She didn't know, and though
she felt an anxious tension at the thought, it quickly faded as she
began to undulate in heat and hunger.

When they reached the small, private airport,
a small jet was waiting. She crawled up the stairs, because her
master wanted it that way, blushing as the stewardess stared at
her.

Who cared about the future? It was now that
mattered. And a dark, thrilling heat gripped her as she let herself
sink fully into the role of a sex slave. It was something she'd
been well-prepared for, even without quite realizing it. The
thought enthralled her, and she crawled up the aisle on the end of
a golden leash, then prostrated herself at her master's feet as he
sat in what looked like a large armchair.

A few other men got on, and they spoke
together in Arabic. Some of it was probably about her. She didn't
know. It didn't really matter. When they wanted her to do something
they would tell her, or simply position her.

She might or night not learn Arabic, she
thought, but she would certainly learn … things. Being a sex slave
in the middle east would certainly be an education, though
doubtless not the one her father had paid for.

The aircraft taxied, then took off into the
night. Shortly after that she was made to crawl into the separate
bedroom in the rear of the aircraft to further her education.

* * * * *
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