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Chapter One

 

 

 

 

I gazed at the picture, dumbfounded, my forehead furrowed as I tried to figure out what it was she was trying to achieve by this stuff. I shook my head slowly in disgust.

"Woooowww," Jordan laughed.

"Ooooo! It's sick," I said.

"No, it's art."

"Because it's Madonna it's art?" I snorted.

"Well, it's a nice looking dog, anyway."

"She probably would fuck a dog," I grumbled.

"You're just jealous."

"Jealous? Why would I be jealous?"

"Because she's rich and famous and blonde..."

"She's bleached, not blonde."

"And because she can screw anyone she wants to and get away with it."

"She's a slut."

"Yeah, but everyone still respects her. She probably could fuck a dog and still have people like her."

"Don't be nauseating."

"Ever think about it," she teased, leaning forward. "Woof, woof. Some girls get off on doggy cock."

"Jordan! Don't be disgusting!"

"Well, at lest a dog wouldn't go and tell everyone how you moaned and groaned and begged for more."

I nodded and shrugged, then flipped to the next page.

"Bondage," Jordan said. "She's big on bondage."

"She's weird," I said.

"Come on, Erin. Don't tell me you the idea of posing naked for all kinds of sexy pictures doesn't turn you on."

"Yeah, well, I mean, I'd never do it, but, it is kind of hot. My pictures wouldn't be as sick and weird, though."

"They're not sick and weird. She's expressing her sexuality."

I snorted in amusement.

We were sitting up in my bed going through Madonna's sex book, which Jordan picked up at a used book sale. She was spending the night at my place, and if my parents ever saw this book it would be the last time.

Jordan was a bit wild – okay, sometimes a lot wild. But she was a great friend. She always stuck up for me and stood by me, and I trusted her completely. We told each other our deepest secrets, and went just about everywhere together.

"I should pose for Playboy," she said.

"Like they'd have you," I taunted.

"Hey, they'd love to have me. I'm a lot better looking than her."

"Who isn't?"

"I've got the body of a playmate."

"A playmate reject," I sneered.

She tossed the sheet back and got to her knees, then reached down and gripped her nightshirt cross handed, jerked it up her body, and tossed it off in one motion. Then she knelt there right beside me, arching her back and running her fingers through her hair as she tried to look seductive.

"Go away," I snorted, trying to shove her back.

"Look, aren't I sexy?" she leered, pushing one of her breasts at me.

"Get away, you dyke," I laughed, shoving on her belly so she fell back. "Anyway, I have a way better body than you."

"Ha!"

"Ha! You know I do."

"You're a skinny little twerp. You just have big tits."

"I have a great body," I said, my face turning just a bit red as I scowled at her.

Jordan was so cool, you see, and she had a terrific body, an athlete's body, tall and strong, with long, gorgeous legs, a tight butt, and nice sized breasts.

I, on the other hand, was a shrimp, a twerp, a midget, barely five feet tall, and, well, maybe a bit skinny, in places. I had short legs, and my ass maybe wasn't as round as hers, kind of boyish, maybe, and maybe my breasts were a bit big but...

Well, no point lying to myself. My breasts were way too big for my body. Maybe if I had a body like Jordan, nearly six feet tall, with decent sized shoulders, maybe they wouldn't look so out of place. But I was short, thin, and had a narrow body, so on me they looked huge.

They really aren't. They're just thirty-six D's, and they are fairly firm and round. The nipples are small, but when they get erect they stick out embarrassingly long, practically a full inch. The areolas are about the size of quarters, and are nicely pink.

The rest of me is kind of skinny, though. At least I think so. My waist is tiny, just twenty inches, for example.

I do have gorgeous hair, and a really pretty face. My hair is bright, chestnut, with traces of red. It's straight, but very thick, and falls over my shoulders like silk. I keep it long, till almost halfway down my back, and part it in the middle, but with lots of bangs over my forehead.

I have a small, round face, with bright green eyes, a small, snub nose, and a small mouth, but with nice, sensuous lips. I love my lips. I have great teeth too.

Now Jordan, by contrast is your typical Miss America. She has a curvy, hourglass figure that I would kill for, especially as it comes with all that height.

She has curly blonde hair, that's just shy of shoulder length, big, liquid blue eyes, a straight, aristocratic nose, and a firm chin that gives her a look of certainty and self-confidence.

I didn't have any of that look, the self-confidence, I mean, which was just as well since it'd be phoney. I don't stick up for myself like she does. Maybe I have a thing about being short, I don't know.

"Put your nightie on," I said. "I'm gonna go and get a drink."

"Don't wake up your mother."

"God, no. That's all we need is her coming in to check on us yet again."

"Past your bedtime, dearies," Jordan said in a creaky old voice. “You’re still only ten years old.”

I laughed. “She’ll see me as ten until I’m fifty.”

“Yeah, well, you’re in fucking college. She ought to get a clue.”

"Fucking college? That’s probably where Madonna went," I snorted, opening the door and going downstairs. 

I got a drink, then went back upstairs. I found Jordan by the TV, fooling with the DVD player. She'd brought over a video of GHOST, and I'd borrowed the DVD player for the evening from downstairs. We'd already watched it, though, so I wondered what she was doing.

"Got another movie," she grinned.

"Isn't it a bit late to start another movie?" I asked, putting my drink on the night stand and climbing into bed again.

"We'll fast forward through the boring parts."

"Who's in it? What's it called?"

She didn't answer, just looked mysterious as she pushed the tape in, then ran around and jumped into bed beside me. She fast forwarded through the opening credits so fast I could hardly read a thing, and even once the movie started she kept fast forwarding.

"What are you doing?" I sighed.

"Wait," she said.

On the screen a couple were kissing and Jordan let up on the fast forward button with a grin. I watched the guy sliding his hand up and down the girl's breasts, then slowly undoing her blouse.

"Jordan, you didn't bring a porn video?!"

"It's one of my boyfriend's X-rated movies," he said, wagging her tongue at me.

We turned and watched as the guy stripped the woman totally naked, and she started undoing his pants. She pulled them down and took out his cock, then slid to her knees in front of the sofa and began licking up and down the shaft.

I watched with considerable interest as she tongued his cockhead, then sucked it into her mouth and began bobbing her lips up and down on his stiffening prick.

"God! Look how big it is!" I sighed.

"Wait till she deep throats it."

"You're kidding!"

We watched as his cock got rock hard, and her lips slid up and down the top part as she squeezed the bottom with her hand. Then she took her hand away and her mouth slid right down his cock all the way to the bottom.

"Wooooooww," I sighed. "How does she do that without throwing up?"

"It must go right into her chest," Jordan grunted. “I fucking wish I could do that. It would blow Jimmy’s socks off.”

I was starting to get a little turned on by watching this, and when she pulled away and rolled on her back on the sofa, and the guy began licking her pussy, I got even more turned on.  No one had ever done mine, that was for sure. My sexual experiments had been of the hurried, drunken, back seat or basement party variety. Lots of fingering and groping, and lots of blowjobs, but no time for licking.

I could feel my nipples getting all hard and stiff and long inside my pajamas, and licked my lips repeatedly as my mouth got dry. I watched all the things he did to her pussy, and listened as she moaned and groaned in response.

Then he climbed onto her and fitted that big cock against her moist pussy, and slid it smoothly up into her belly. I stared intently, my mind humming and my heart pounding a little as he began fucking her. He lifted her legs and pinned them back against her chest, then began hammering his cock down into her so hard and fast it was a wonder he didn't kill her.

"God! That must hurt," I said.

"Not if you're in the right mood for it," Jordan replied.

“Jimmy do you like that?”

“Yeah, sometimes I like it rough.”

Now I watched this guy just pistoning his cock down into this girl that was bent double, and watched his big steely cock plunging in and out of her wet pussy with wide eyes - easily replacing her with Jordan - since you couldn’t see her face anyway. It was a strange, but weirdly exciting thought, like I was watching Jordan getting pounded by that big guy and his big cock. My own pussy was getting moist, and my fingers kept twitching, like they wanted to get into my pajamas and rub my pussy.

The scene ended, and she fast forwarded to the next, which had a woman on all fours as the guy fucked her like a dog. Again we got close up views of her pussy as the big cock slammed into her, and again I was in a bit of disbelief she was groaning in pleasure and not in pain. I hadn’t really enjoyed the sex I’d had. It had been quick, I’d had more than a few drinks, and the guys had usually had even more.

"Ha...has a guy...uhm, ever...Have you ever...uhm, done it...like that?" I asked.

"Yeah."

"What's it like?" I breathed.

"I like it better on my back, cause then when he jams it in he grinds against my clit better, but it feels good any way. It goes deeper from behind, and it rubs against this really nice spot inside you, supposed to be the G-spot."

There was another scene, where the girl was being fucked while she sucked a guy off, and that got me to fantasizing about me in the same position. My clit hummed and my pussy really wanted me to touch it, but I held off because Jordan was here.

Jordan fast forwarded to the next scene, and this one was between two girls. I blinked in surprise, watching as one girl licked and sucked the other girl's breasts, as they both got completely naked and writhed together in bed.

One licked the others pussy, then the first sucked the second, then they kind of – rubbed their pussies together as they whined and groaned in heat.

We watched two more sex scenes; including one where a girl got fucked in her ass, then the movie ended and Jordan took the disc out.

"Better make sure my parents don't find that," I snorted. "They'd throw a fuckin' shit fit."

"Yeah, like they don't already think I'm a bad influence on you," she grinned.

"They don't," I said defensively.

"Oh, liar. They do to. All parents do."

"It's only because you wear that leather jacket and tight jeans and talk so tough."

"And I fuck."

"Well, like they know that, dummy."

"You haven't mentioned it?"

"Shit, no."

"So what did you think of the video?"

"It was disgusting."

"Yeah, it's supposed to be. Didn't it make you want to go out and find some hunky guy to fuck?"

"Noooo."

"Liar."

"Well, maybe a little."

"It didn't make you hot?"

"Maybe a little," I laughed.

"Fucking is fun when you're sober, believe me. You shouldn't let all that propaganda a shit about having to really care for the guy get to you. You can fuck complete strangers and have lots of fun."

“I’m not exactly a virgin, Jordan,” I said, feeling a little - inferior.

She rolled her eyes. “Paul Wilson did you in the back of his car on prom night, and you were so drunk you can hardly remember it. Joey Molsati did you at Joanna’s party, with the lights down low and you barely conscious on the couch in her basement. And that’s it, right? What was that, about three minutes for Joey, and five for Paul?”

Probably more like two for Paul, but I didn’t want to say that.

“What’s your point?” I demanded.

“You’ve never made love. You’ve just gotten drunk and had some guy fuck you for a minute or two. It’s not the same. You need to go out and find some guy and do it cold sober in a bed.”

“Just some guy?” I asked sarcastically.

“Preferably with a big cock like my ex.”

I snorted. “Yeah, I’ll go to a bar and ask the men there to lay them on the table.”

“You don’t need to go for strangers. I know plenty of guys around here who’d love to fuck your brains out.”

“And I know the same guys,” I replied. “And I’m not going to just spread my legs for some guy to - to have sex. I mean, there needs to be some kind of ...”

“Bullshit. We’re not talking love or romance, sweetie, just hot wild sex.”

“The guy would think I’m a slut.”

"Who cares what people think? What you think is all that matters."

"Easy for you to say."

"Easy for anyone."

She pushed the disc back into her bag and got back into bed.

"What about the dyke scene?" she grinned, wagging her tongue again. "Make you want to try that?"

"No," I said, blushing.

"I almost had sex with a girl once."

"When?!" I gasped.

"Last year. She was one of my teachers last term."

We both went to the same community college. You don’t get professors in community college, just teachers.

"Wow. Why didn't you?"

"I don't know. I just decided not to."

"You really considered it?"

"Sure, why not? I mean, girls can have fun too. I was worried she'd think I was a dyke, though, like she was. I didn't, like, want a girlfriend, you know."

"I never thought about having sex with a girl," I said.

"It’s very fashionable to dabble. All the A-list stars in Hollywood are doing it.

"Well, I like guys."

She shrugged, then grinned evilly.

"What?" I demanded suspiciously.

"Ever kissed a girl?"

"No."

"Want to try it? See if you get all hot?"

"Get lost," I laughed.

"Let's kiss and see what you feel."

"No waay," I said.

"Then let's kiss and see if I feel anything."

"Jordaaaan," I moaned.

"Come ooooon."

"I'd feel weird."

"You always feel weird."

"No, really."

"Chicken."

"I'm...not," I sighed.

"Then let's try it."

"Ohhhh, all right," I sighed.

She gave me a taunting grin, and I just knew she was only doing this to make me feel uncomfortable. I decided that I was not going to let it make me uncomfortable, or at least, wasn't going to show her. No big deal. I've kissed her before, if only on the cheek.

She moved a little closer to me, until our shoulders were touching, then she put her arm over my shoulder and leaned towards me. I licked my lips a little nervously, then leaned over to her. She pressed her lips against mine in a soft kiss that slowly became harder.

Her tongue pushed out and slipped back and forth along my lips as she moved her lips on mine. Her tongue pushed into my mouth then as her other arm came forward and she pulled me in against her. I refused to jerk back, and kissed her back, letting my own tongue meet hers, sliding my lips right back against hers.

Then she pulled back and smirked a little.

"Get turned on?" she asked.

I had, just a little.

"No," I said.

"Not even a little bit."

"No."

"I guess you just don't think I'm very attractive," she sighed in mortal disappointment.

"Yeah, right," I snorted.

She grinned then and she got that look on her face that made me wary again.

"I know how to make sure," she said. "We'll kiss naked."

"What?"

She reached down and pulled her nightshirt up and off again, then turned to me. "Go on, take of your PJs."

"Forget it."

"Chicken."

"Then I'm chicken, you perv."

"Perve? Look at the neo-virgin, calling me perve."

I flushed a little, then angrily tossed the hair out of my eyes and unbuttoned the top of my pajamas. I slid them off, turning a little red as I bared my full, rounded breasts.

"And the bottoms."

"What difference does that make since I'm under the sheets?"

"It sets the atmosphere. You feel a lot sexier naked."

I tsked in irritation, then pulled my pants off and shoved them away. I kept the sheet up over my hips, though, until Jordan grabbed them and flung them back. 

"Hey!" I covered my pussy with my hand as she laughed.

"Don't be such a prude. You haven't got anything I haven’t seen."

I pulled my hands away, starting to feel more than a smidgen of sexual awakening. Being naked around another person was a bit of a turn on, after all. And my pussy had just calmed down from watching that dirty porno movie.

I was a little more nervous this time as Jordan put her arm around me, and as she leaned forward, her right breasts pressed against my left. I quivered with suppressed shock, and felt a deep red flushing my skin as her lips came down on mine.

I was hardly aware of her lips on mine. Almost all my concentration was on the way her right breast and my big left one were pillowed together. I felt her tongue pushing into my mouth, but then realized I could feel her erect nipple against my own breast.

I belatedly realized my own nipples were very much erect, and that given how long and hard they got, Jordan must feel my left one against her skin.

She put her other arm around me, then, like before, and half pulled me over against her so our chests were practically mashed together. But this time she pulled back a lot harder, letting herself fall back onto her back and rolling me on top of her.

My entire body came down on her naked flesh, and I gasped as I felt her breasts press firmly into mine, felt her stomach against mine, her thighs against mine, and her curly pubic hair against my groin.

But the shock was not all embarrassment, for I felt a wave of lust and heat at the same time. And since I was with Jordan, and knew and trusted and maybe even loved her a little – well – was a little sex play a terrible thing?

I knew I should pull away, but – it was exciting – feeling her soft, warm breasts against mine as we kissed, and it was a unique experience to me. It was embarrassing, yes, but – something made me want to continue.

Then she rolled back over so she was on top of me, her breasts rubbing against mine as we moved. She pulled her lips up off me, her eyes hot, then bent and kissed the side of my throat. I felt her teeth gnawing at my flesh as she sucked, and gasped in shock.

I pushed at her feebly, but she ignored me and moved her lips back onto mine, her tongue shooting into my mouth as she rubbed her breasts from side to side against mine.

I was getting more and more anxious, but at the same time was getting hotter and hotter. When Jordan pulled her mouth off mine and her tongue slid down my throat and over my big left breast, then circled the nipple several times, I felt a deep, overwhelming rush of heat in my loins.

Even so, I decided enough was more than enough and tried to push her off, but just then her lips closed over my long nipple and she pulled it, my areola, and a big chunk of the center of my breast into her mouth and began sucking hard as her tongue worked them over.

I let out a loud gasp, as my insides seemed to turn over.

"J-J-Jooordaaaan," I gasped, pushing at her head. "Stoppp."

She only sucked harder, her right hand squeeze my breast and her left sliding back and forth over my other breast.

"Jordaann!" I moaned.

I pushed her head away and tried to roll out from under her, but she gripped my wrists and jammed them back against the headboard above me as she rose up on her hands. She stared down at me from a foot or so, her breasts hanging under her, wobbling slightly.

"Come on, Erin," she breathed. "Let's have a little fun. Who can it hurt?"

"But I-I'm not gay," I whined.

"I'm not either. We can still have some fun! At least we know neither of us will tell anyone."

"Nooooo! I-I caaan't," I whined.

"I know you're hot. Look how big your nipples are."

I turned red in embarrassment and she snorted.

"You don't have to be embarrassed about being horny, Erin. Everyone gets horny. I'm horny right now too. Don't be such a virgin."

"I-I don't knooow," I said anxiously.

The truth is I was incredibly horny, and – there was something about being so – exposed – like this, with my hands up hard above me and my breasts completely naked. I was kind of helpless, and for some reason that helped turn me on more.

I had never had sex. Like Jordan said, I’d been fumbled at, groped at, and fucked, in the dark, while mostly drunk. It had been hurried, panting, gasping, hard, a little painful, and not at all satisfying. Now I was in a bed, the lights on, naked, with someone else who was naked. It was a new experience, and I felt very much like a virgin.

"Spread your legs," she said.

I swallowed nervously.

"Remember in the movie? Remember those two women?"

They'd been like this, sort of, one on top of the other. They'd spread their legs wide and rubbed clits.

"Come on, spread your legs," she whispered.

I don't know why I did it,  probably because I was so aroused by then I couldn't think straight, but I eased my legs apart, then further apart, then wide, wide apart as she did the same.

She was half raised on her arms, her hands still holding my wrists down steadily, and I felt her soft pussy against the top of mine.

Then she started grinding herself against me. I felt a huge shock of realization, that I was, in fact, having lesbian sex, no matter what Jordan called it. Instead of horrifying me the thought made the heat blast higher inside me, and I gasped as I felt her pussy rubbing mine again, gasped at the flaring sensual pleasure that raced through my body.

I just lay there, stunned, as she rubbed and ground her pussy against mine, her eyes boring into me, hot and steamy and filled with satisfaction and victory as her ass and hips ground and humped and rolled, and our pussies rasped back and forth against each other.

She continued to hold her hands down on my wrists, though I offered no further resistance, and for some reason that added to the pleasure for me, like I needed feel guilt, like I was being forced. I wasn't, of course, but the hard pressure on my wrists felt good.

I felt the pressure in my groin growing hotter and more powerful, felt my entire body throbbing with sexual heat, felt my brain enveloped in a deep, simmering carnal lust, and started to work my groin back against her.

Then I came, jerking my head back with a grunted exhalation of breath, arching my back as a massive shock wave of sexual pleasure swamped my nervous system. I didn't try to hold back my responses, even though I knew she was watching. In fact, knowing she was watching only turned me on more, only made my climax soar higher and higher.

My head thrashed weakly as the explosive pressure burst out of my burning pussy hole, then I went limp, staring up at her through slitted eyes as she continued to ride my pussy. I saw the pleasure on her own face, then, saw it growing, saw her clenching her teeth, then gasping for breath as she shuddered and rolled her head in orgasmic pleasure.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Two

 

 

 

 

It took a while to get to sleep. I felt embarrassed, a little ashamed, and very uneasy. I'd never done anything like that with anyone before, and was having a hard time understanding why I'd done it now.

I quickly put my pajamas back on and got back under the sheets, then turned off the lights. I rolled onto my side, away from Jordan, and lay awake for a long while.

Jordan, by contrast, seemed happy and laughed and joked afterwards. She didn't even put her nightshirt back on, but just lay there naked under the sheets.

Eventually, I fell asleep, though it was an uneasy sleep, and filled with strange, and strangely erotic dreams.

I woke in the morning to sunlight streaming through my window. I was incredibly horny, and felt constricted, restrained, and confused. I realized there was someone with me, close, touching me, and panicked for a moment.

"Shhhhh, don't make noise," Jordan said.

I gasped, and calmed down a little as I recognized her voice. I remembered last night in a rush, then realized her hand was between my legs and rubbing my pussy.

"Get off," I gasped. "What are you doing?"

"Just fooling around," she grinned.

"Stop it!"

"You like it."

"I don't!"

"Liar."

I was on my side, and she was pressed up tight against me. I could feel her breasts pushing into my thin pajama top, and her groin pressed against my ass. Far more than that, though, she had her left arm over me and down between my legs. I grabbed it and tried to pull it off, even though my pussy felt incredibly hot.

I pushed it away and she laughed and put it around me, hugging me to her, then rolled over, taking me with her. I lay on top of her momentarily, then we rolled over again onto the other side, and now her arm was under me, but still hugging me tightly.

My left arm was, of course, locked beneath me, and she quickly grabbed my right and pushed it down to my belly, grabbing it with her left hand. Now free, she giggled and slid her right hand down between my legs again.

"Jordaaan!" I gasped.

"Shhhh. Don't be a little virgin."

She rubbed her fingers up and down against my pussy, then let her hand slide up to the waistband, and slide right down into my pajama bottoms.

I wriggled desperately; terribly embarrassed as I felt her hand sliding through my pussy hair, then down between my legs. She squeezed my pussy, then began stroking two fingers up and down against my slit, right over my clit.

I struggled briefly, but she was bigger, stronger, and heavier than me, and she had my arms locked tight in place.

And my pussy was steaming hotter and hotter, becoming a blast furnace, and my resolve to force her back melted under the fires she was raising inside me. I groaned weakly, and without even willing it, my hips kind of pushed up against her, grinding into her as her fingers rubbed my clit.

I was terribly mixed up. I was deeply embarrassed, yet at the same time deeply aroused. I didn't' know what to do, and really couldn't do anything anyway, and the more she rubbed me the less I wanted to fight her.

I felt a terrible heat envelope my body, and could feel my breasts sweating as they were crushed together. I knew they were swollen and my nipples erect, and felt a bizarre longing for her lips on them. I wanted her to turn me over and suck on my nipples.

I said nothing, of course, just lay there as she fingered my pussy. I let my legs slide a little apart, and she slid her hand down a little more. I felt one of her fingers probing at my hot, moist slit, then felt it slowly wriggling into me, pushing right inside my little hole.

"Jordan!" I gasped.

"Relax," she said in a throaty growl.

"Oohhhhh," I moaned.

Her finger slid deep inside my pussy, making my little used pussy tunnel ache and sting a bit, but baking my insides with a deep, penetrating heat. My bottom humped helplessly against her, and I gasped again as her finger twisted inside my pussy.

She pumped it in and out of me as her thumb ground down on my clit and mashed it down hard. I grunted repeatedly, my head reeling, my body pulsing with heat and sexual excitement.

Then I came, my body stiffening, then jerking spastically against her. I bucked up, mashing my ass back into her, gasping and moaning and whimpering as the massive sexual pressure discharged, and blasted through my shocked body.

I trembled violently, but Jordan held me tightly, her fingers pumping and rubbing and grinding as I jerked fitfully.

Then I moaned and let my head fall to the bed, panting weakly. Her finger slid slowly out of me, and her hand came out of my pants. She rolled me over onto my back and smiled, then kissed me on the lips very softly.

She was naked still, and she lay on her side, propped up on one elbow. She unbuttoned the top of my pajamas as I lay there, and I didn't move to stop her.

She exposed my big breasts and hard little nipples, then slid her hand over them, stroking and caressing them, pinching the nipples as we watched, and rolling them between her fingers.

She sat up then with a sigh, then knelt facing me. She took my hand in hers and drew it up between her legs.

I felt a lurch of shock as my hand made contact with her softly furred pussy, and I felt her heat and moistness against the palm of my hand.

I tried to jerk my hand back instinctively, but she held it, and I stopped resisting. She rubbed my hand back and forth over her pussy, back and forth, back and forth, sighing softly. Then she let it go.

I continued rubbing my hand against her pussy, then licked my lips and daringly stopped and pressed a finger against her slit. I eased my finger up inside her, amazed at myself, and at the sensation of her pussy squeezing down hotly around the little digit.

I pumped the finger up and down, then pressed my thumb against her clit like she'd done to mine. She let her head pull back, and cupped her breasts in her hands, stroking and squeezing them as I rubbed her clit with growing confidence.

Her breathing came faster, and I could see her chest rising and falling. I felt a deep need to make her come, to make her have a climax like I'd had. I pumped my finger harder, then eased a second finger alongside it and forced both up into her tight pussy tunnel.

She was humping against me and whining in heat as I thrust the two fingers all the way up her to the knuckles. I pumped them in and out and rubbed her clit with my thumb as she came. 

I felt her pussy sucking even harder on my fingers as she gasped and panted and moaned. Her mouth was slack; her eyes closed as she jammed herself down on my fingers and groaned in pleasure.

* * * * *

I felt kind of awkward around her after that, at least for the next few days. I mean, it was dirty, what we'd done, shameful. I wasn't sure what I felt about her any more.

I still liked her as a friend, but whenever I thought of her there was this deeply sexual longing, as well. I'm not saying I wanted to do more things with her, not exactly. Just that she was now a, well, a sexual person to me now, just like a cute boy, and I didn't know how to cope with that.

I knew she wasn't a lesbian, and knew I wasn't either. I was bothered anyway. What we'd done was wrong, even if I couldn't exactly pinpoint how or why. Still, she looked at me as a sexual object, like boys did, and that was a new thing with us.

I didn't exactly lust after her. I mean, when I thought of her naked, it didn't turn me on, exactly, not like it would have turned on a guy. I did masturbate a lot, though, thinking about the things we'd done, and the things we might do.

A few days later she invited me to spend the night at her place, something I'd done a hundred times before. Only now, it was like a boy asking me to spend the night with him, you know? It wasn't just sleeping and gossiping. It was fooling around, and not the kind of fooling around we used to do when we were kids either.

I didn't want to go because I was afraid of what she'd want to do, but at the same time I felt a terrible heat in my belly when she asked. I was going to say no, no way, but I said yes. It just popped out. I regretted it right away, but couldn't change it.

I was committed, and for the next couple of days my mind was filled with all the lewd things she might want to do, those things we'd seen the women on the porno tape do. Would she lick me between the legs? No way was I going to lick her there. No way!

I was extremely anxious over those days, worried about someone finding out what we'd done. I didn't know how they could, unless maybe Jordan told, but it still bothered me, like maybe they could see it in my eyes. I mean, I had let her put her hand down my pants and masturbate me! Gross! How could I have done that!?

It was enough to make me blush even thinking about it.

And still, at the same time I felt a strange kind of heat at the idea. It was very confusing.

We didn't spend a lot of time together that week, and when we did we didn't talk about what we'd done. We just acted more or less normally. There was a bit of tension, at lest on my part, but we didn't speak about it.

I could hardly get to sleep the night before, and felt a tightness in my belly almost from the time I got up. I went through the day without paying much attention to classes. I had lunch with Jordan, like usual, and we talked about what we'd do that night, like watch TV, and maybe do our hair, or experiment with different makeups, but we never talked about sex.

Jordan was on the baseball team and had a game, so I went home alone after school, feeling a weird sense of anxiety, like I needed to, I don't know, prepare or something.

I shook myself angrily several times, knowing I was acting stupid. Nothing was going to happen that I didn't want to happen. Jordan would never, like, harm me or something. I knew she'd never hurt me. So what was I so anxious about anyway?

She was right. I was a stupid little neo-virgin. We'd hardly done much of anything. So we'd kissed and rubbed our pussies, so she'd masturbated me – okay, I'd masturbated her. So what? Big deal. I was acting dumb.

In a better mood, or at least, trying, I stuffed a skirt, blouse, and underwear, as well as a long nightie into my bag and headed back to the school. I was just in time to see the end of the game.

I headed down to the exit and waited for Jordan to shower and come out. I sat down cross-legged, with my back against the wall. To my surprise she showed up only minutes later.

"That was fast," I said, standing up.

"I knew you'd be waiting," she grinned. "Hey, we creamed em'."

"Rah, rah," I snorted.

She faked a punch at me, then put her arm over my shoulder as we walked. I fought an instinctive shrug, and let her arm stay where it was. It didn't mean anything anyway.

"Didn't you shower?"

"Nah, I'll do it at home. It ain't like we had to work up much of a sweat against those guys."

We walked home, talking about mostly other girls and who they were going with, Karen McNabb's new hair-do, Chelsea Rhodes' new nose job, and whether or not Mark Gibson was sleeping with Amanda Turner.

Below it all was a low-power sexual awareness, at least on my part. Our bodies were close together, and I was exquisitely aware of the side of my breast pressed against the side of hers as we walked along.

The idea occurred to me with sudden dismay, that I might well be thinking of her in a different light than she was thinking of me, that maybe I was the only one of us who was focused on sex, who was thinking of it and almost anticipating it. Maybe that had been a one time experiment for Jordan, and she wasn't even thinking about doing it again.

I only felt a little relieved at that. Mostly I felt disappointment and consternation. I'd been worried about this sex thing all week, and maybe she wasn't even considering it. That sure didn't seem fair. Besides, now that I realized that it might not happen, I began to realize how much I was anxiously looking forward to it.

Like me, she still lived at home. But her parents both worked, and neither was home yet as we kicked our shoes off, raided the fridge, then went upstairs to her room. Jordan pulled off the sweater she'd been wearing, then undid her jeans as I locked the door against the possibility of her brother coming in.

"Gonna have a shower?" I asked, my voice carefully neutral.

"Uh, huh," she said, shrugging.

"I'll just... see what's on TV," I said.

"Oh, go into my parents' room and wheel over their TV. My Dad said we could borrow it for the night."

"Okay."

She pulled her T-shirt up and over her head, tossing it in the corner. Just at that moment, looking at her in her string bikini panties and half bra, I felt a kind of lust for her. 

For the first time ever, as she removed her bra, then skimmed her panties down, I caught myself admiring how smooth and gorgeous and, yes, even erotic her naked body was, not as a girl who wished she had that body, but as a lover might.

She turned and walked into her bathroom, not even bothering to close the door as I went down the hall, unplugged her parent's twenty-one inch TV, and rolled the stand that held it and the VCR back to her room. I set it up at the foot of the bed and plugged it in, then removed the cable from her little twelve inch set and plugged it into the bigger one.

"Erin."

"Yeah?" I called.

"Come here for a second."

Feeling a bolt of anxiety in my belly, I licked my lips, then walked over to her bathroom. I stuck my head inside.

"Yeah?"

She opened the curtains a bit and peeked out. "Open the first drawer there and get me a bar of soap," she sighed.

I nodded and walked in, opened the drawer, then took out the bar. I peeled the wrapping off and tossed it in the garbage, then walked to her and handed her the soap.

She grinned then, grabbing my wrist and shoving the curtain aside as she tried to drag me into the tub. I yelped in surprise, trying to pull back. This was the kind of thing she might have done before, something with absolutely no sexual context, just fooling around, but now I felt more than playfulness, I felt a sexual hunger in her that both scared and aroused me.

She dragged me into the tub, and the water poured down around me as she closed the curtain and, laughing in amusement, pushed me back against the tiled wall. I tried to dodge both her and the water, but she grabbed me from behind and pulled me back against her, then held me under the water as it soaked my hair and clothes.

"Jordan!" I cried.

"I thought you could use a shower too," she laughed.

"Let me go!"

"You have to soap up first."

"Jordan! You bitch! I'm soaked!"

"That's the idea!"

"Shit! Let me get the money out of my pocket at least!"

She jammed her hand down into my pocket and pulled out the few bills there, then tossed them over the top of the curtain. I struggled ineffectually but she held me as the water soaked me thoroughly, from my button down shirt, to my jeans and undies, to the socks I was wearing.

I still didn't know if this was something new, like the sex, or just Jordan being Jordan, and didn't know how to react, except to let her lead the way. She was so much stronger than me she would anyway.

And then she twisted me around so I was facing her. She wasn't smiling now, not even a little, and I knew for a certainty that she was no longer fooling around, not like the old ways, anyway. She looked at me with an uncertainty that was strange to see on her, then she kissed me.

I fought her just a bit, then kissed back, feeling the heat flaring within my loins as she put her arms around me and slid her hands up and down my back. I was intensely aware of her naked body pressed against me, of her glistening breasts, water dribbling down all over them.

She kissed more and more roughly as the passion erupted in her as it was in me, and her hands slid onto my ass, squeezing and kneading it through my jeans. She jerked her hands away suddenly, gripping me by the front of my shirt and whirling me around forcefully.

She shoved me hard so my back slammed against the wall, almost stunning me, then her hands ripped the front of my shirt open, sending buttons popping across into the curtain behind her. I gasped in shock, then again as she jerked my heavy bra down under my heavy breasts.

She bent, her mouth darting down like a snake striking, landing on my breast, sucking roughly, fiercely, on my nipple. I gasped as I felt her teeth gnawing on it, as she sucked and chewed and worked her tongue across the already super erect bud.

I was staring at her in something like shock, taken aback by this passionate sexual attack. Her hands whipped behind me as her mouth tried to devour my breast, tried to suck and chew the nipple right off. I just gripped her shoulders, panting and gasping and trying to think what to do, how to respond.

She undid my heavy bra, and I felt it loosening beneath my breasts. Then she shoved my shirt back over my shoulders and stripped it down my arms. She pulled my bra off too, then one of her hands shot down onto my ass, and the other went behind my head, and in an instant our lips and bodies were crushed together.

Our naked, dripping wet breasts were pillowed out and mashed together as she ground her pussy into me, and I felt my insides burning with fire, my mind blasted with sexual heat at the lewdness and raw, carnal sensuality of what we were doing.

She was in total control, but I loved it, loved how sexual I felt, how hot and alive and free and – desired, I was.

She tore open my jeans and jammed her hand down inside, forcing them into my wet panties. Her fingers moved roughly against my pussy, rubbing up and down incredibly fast. She jerked her hand out, then grabbed the bar of soap I'd brought, then rubbed it all over my breasts and belly and chest, soaping them up.

She mashed her lips against me again, rubbing her breasts against mine, soaping up both of them as her tongue slithered around inside my mouth.

She forced her hand down into my panties again, now all soapy. Her fingers felt delightfully slippery against my cunt cleft as she sawed them up and down against it. My pussy burned higher and higher, my guts cramping, my chest heaving.

She gripped my long hair in her hand, and pulled back almost cruelly as her fingers stroked up and down against my clit.

"Come," she growled. "Let me see you come in your pants, Erin! You little slut! Come on! Come for me! Come on my fingers, slut!"

I gasped, the words striking me like gasoline dumped on a fire. My brain roared with sexual desire as she forced a finger up inside me and mashed her thumb against my clit. I was humping against her uncontrollably, my head back, my big breasts thrust out, my breath loud, ragged, and harsh.

The soaking jeans were tight around my ass and legs as I slapped my ass back against the tiles again and again, whimpering and gasping for breath, my overheated body flaring hotter and hotter, the excitement growing to nearly delirious levels.

Jordan pulled me roughly against her, still holding my hair. I felt her breasts crushed into my side, felt her hot breath on my throat. She bit down hard, hard enough to make me cry out, her teeth sharp, tongue whipping against my flesh. She sucked furiously and ground herself into my shaking, trembling body as her fingers continued to grind down on my cunt.

Then I came, my body stiffening as the sexual heat blasted through me. I vibrated like a plucked guitar string, unable to think, unable to breath, basking in the glorious sexual pleasure that washed over me.

My mind bounced and twisted and jerked in the flood of ecstasy, submerged again and again. My entire body was alive with pleasure, my skin seeming to radiate sexual delight as I shook in her arms. Her fingers felt sooooo, soooo glorious against my pussy. I bucked wildly against them, feeling no pain as she forced two, then three fingers up inside me and pumped them hard and deep.

The orgasm seemed to go on and on, until I thought I would faint from lack of air. Then it slowly seeped away, and I expelled all the pent up breath in a long whoosh of breath. Then I gulped in air, panting and groaning as I clutched her to me to hold myself up.

She eased her fingers slowly out of my pussy and hugged me against her, kissing the side of my head gently. We stood there with the shower pouring down on us, clutching one another for a long minute. Then she gently eased my jeans and panties down and off, then helped me off with my socks.

Again she pulled me against her, our wet, naked flesh pressed together as we hugged. She reached up and turned the shower off, then reached behind me and picked up the soap. I watched, still doing nothing, not taking any initiative.

She rubbed the soap over my shoulders, then chest, then, very softly and gently, she soaped up my breasts. She continued on down my body, soaping up my belly and hips, then sliding her hand in between my legs and soaping up my still sensitive pussy mound.

She turned me around and soaped up my back, then my buttocks, then turned me back. She was smiling as she handed me the soap, and I blinked uncertainly for a moment before understanding what she wanted. I felt a little shy suddenly, then raised my hand and began to soap up her shoulders.

We didn't speak at all, hadn't said anything since she'd pulled me into the tub. I soaped up her chest, then, with only a little hesitation, I ran my soapy hands all over her breasts, soaping them up too. I wanted to squeeze and fondle them, but didn't, preferring to let her do things first, to let her set the tone.

I soaped up her belly, then, again with a little shy hesitation, slid my hand in between her legs and soaped up her pussy.

She moved then, sliding her hands down and gripping my forearm, pulling my hand up against her harder as she began to grind herself slowly back and forth. My breathing quickened as she rubbed her pussy back and forth against my hand, like she had before.

She pulled me in against her body then, her soapy breasts rubbing against my own with a delicious silky feeling, so slippery and warm and soft. We kissed again, and her hand slid between my legs, rubbing along my pussy.

She pushed me back into the corner, one of her hands sliding under my ass and squeezing it, the other moving up behind my head. She pressed me heavily into the corner, and I put my arms around her as we kissed passionately.

I raised my leg and half curled it around her, and then her hand slid under my thigh and held it up, pushing it further part. Her groin pressed in against me, sliding against the inside of my thigh, rubbing up and down against it. At the same time my own pussy pressed hard against her thigh and stroked it.

We both began to grind our hips against each other, rubbing our pussies back and forth against each other's hot, wet, slippery flesh.

I was intensely aroused, and the feel of our soapy skin together was almost indescribable. 

She raised my leg higher and higher as she ground her pussy into me. My thigh ached, but I didn't protest. I was on a sexual high, my body throbbing with pleasure once again, loving her and what we were doing, rebelling in the wickedness and sexuality I was experiencing.

I was startled when she came, when her head pulled back and her eyes rolled and her mouth gaped and she grunted in pleasure. It momentarily jerked me out of the deep, sexual reverie that had gripped me. I felt pleasure and satisfaction at having her come.

Then I came, whimpering in lust and heat, jamming my pussy back against her as fire shot through me from top to bottom.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Three

 

 

 

 

After rinsing off we climbed slowly and tiredly out of the tub and toweled off. She offered to blow dry my hair, and I agreed, sitting down on a chair as she brushed and dried it. I should have suspected something was up, but didn't until she led me to a mirror.

"You bitch!"

She laughed uproariously and danced away from my wild grab. She had made my hair stick up in some kind of weird, twirly hairdo.

Suddenly things were back to normal between us. She helped me get my hair back into a semblance of order, and we got dressed, me in the clothes I'd brought for tomorrow.

For the rest of the afternoon and into the evening, things were the same as before the sex stuff, and I hardly thought about it, maybe thinking we'd done it and that was it. I don't know. Anyway, we were in and out of her room, looking for old clothes in the attic, and mooching snacks off her mother.

We changed into our nighties, later. Jordan just wore the tops of her white silk pyjamas. They looked great on her, and were just long enough to cover her ass. I, on the other hand, was wearing an old flannel nightgown that came down to my ankles. Jordan lost no time in making fun of it.

"You get that from your grandmother?" she snorted.

"What's wrong with it?" I asked defensively.

"Ha."

"Well, so it's not sexy. So what?"

She laughed and pulled my hair.

We went downstairs then, to their basement rec room. Jordan and me played some pool, then she went into the other part of the basement and she tried to get me to lift some weights. I wasn't interested, though I watched enviously as she did some arm curls.

We went to bed, finally, and now I was looking forward to doing sex stuff. Jordan was a lot cooler than me, and acted like nothing had happened. When I daringly leaned in and kissed her she pushed me back.

"Hey, quit that, you queer," she sniffed.

"Oh, right, I'm a queer, huh?" I snorted.

"That's right, a little queer."

"Fuck you, Jordan."

"Maybe if you're lucky," she said with a smirk.

We played some cards, then, as the evening moved on, she locked the door and wiggled her tongue at me. I felt a wave of sexual anticipation grip me, and reached down, pulling my nightie up and off.

"What do you think you're doing?" she sniffed in an arrogant tone.

"It's hot in here," I said casually.

"Uh,huh, sure, sure, sure."

I flicked the hair out of my eyes and laid back on the bed, bringing my hands up behind my head and kind of arching my back. She licked her lips and looked at them.

"You have got great tits," she said.

I blushed a little, but felt pleasure.

"Hey, you know what else Madonna's into?" she grinned.

"What?"

"Wait."

She went to her closet and fished around in the bottom for something, then came back with a couple of pairs of panty hose.

"She's into old panty hose?"

"No, stupid," she sniffed.

She cut each of them in half, then climbed onto the bed. She threw a leg over me and sat down on my belly, then gripped my hands and pulled them up towards her.

"Hold your hands like this," she said.

I did, curious as to what she was going to do.

She took one of the half pair and tied it around my wrist, tying it tight, but not so tight it hurt. Then she picked up the other half and tied that around my other wrist.

"What the hell are you doing?" I asked in confusion.

"You'll see."

She pushed my hands back towards the top posts, then began to tie the other ends of the panty hose around the posts. I felt a sudden burst of understanding, followed by a wave of sexual arousal so powerful I couldn't breathe for several seconds.

I made no resistance as she pulled each of them tight and tied the panty hose around the post. I felt incredibly hot, incredibly sensual.

She grinned down at me and then got off, moving to the foot of the bed.

"Spread your legs... slut," she growled.

I willingly jerked them apart, but she pulled them further apart, until the tendons in my thighs ached. Then she tied the panty hose around my ankles and bound them to the corner posts.

She stood there at the foot of the bed for long moments, just watching me. I pulled at each of the corners, knowing I couldn't pull free, but needing to feel the panty hose holding me down. I was growing hotter and hotter with each passing second, and wanted nothing more than for her to jump on me and start groping and fondling me.

But she didn't. Instead she went to her closet and got a black scarf, then came back and tied it around my head, over my eyes.

"Jordaaaaan," I protested.

"No talking or I'll gag you," she said.

"I want to seeeee."

"Why? You think maybe I'm gonna go get my brother to come and fuck you?"

I felt another wave of lust and heat at the shocking thought.

"Maybe I should. Maybe I should go and get him," she said.

I said nothing, just kept pulling at the corners.

"Wait here. I'm gonna go and get him," she said.

"No!" I gasped.

She snickered, then I heard the door close. I listened intently, not sure if she was gone or standing right there, terrified that she was really going to get her brother. The thought of a guy seeing me like this was mortifying. Like I said, sex for me had been a dark, hurried thing - stress the dark part. 

For a couple of minutes there was no sound, then the door opened and closed.

"See?" Jordan whispered.

"Jordan?" I gasped.

"Isn't she something to look at?" Jordan whispered. "Look at those big tits of hers. Look how stiff her nipples are. She can't wait for you to fuck her."

"Jordan?" I gulped tremulously.

I felt a hand touch my belly, and gasped, jerking upwards.

"Jordan! Is anyone there with you?!"

"Feel her pussy," Jordan said.

"Jordan!"

A hand slid onto my pussy and squeezed it roughly. I was terrified her brother was really there.

"Squeeze her tits," Jordan said.

Hands groped my breasts, and I jerked my head from side to side, heart pounding. Then I realized something. The hands on me were soft, and not that big. Her brother was a big guy. These couldn't be his hands.

"Jordan. I know that's just you," I said.

She laughed and the hands went away.

"I can still go get him if you like."

"Bitch! Fucking whore! Slut!"

She laughed and groped my pussy again.

"I bet you were getting all hot thinking about it being him," she said.

"I was not!"

"You need to feel a cock inside you. You'd change your mind then, little neo-virgin."

"Take this blindfold off."

"No way."

I felt something soft on my right nipple then, and tried to figure out what it was. It tickled ever so lightly, then tickled my other nipple. Both were very erect, and hyper sensitive.

"Jordaaan."

"Shut up, slut."

It was a feather, I realized. She stroked it slowly across my round breasts, circling them, then swishing from side to side across the center of each, and across the nipples.

It slid down my belly in a slow, circling pattern, then around my belly button, and finally in between my legs. She stroked it up and down across my slit, and I gasped at the intensity of the lust and desire that gripped me. For the first time I wanted a big cock inside me, wanted to be penetrated deeply.

But all I got was the feather; sliding up and down against my pussy slit, then back over my belly, around on my breasts, then up and down my sides, even into my armpits. She spent half her time teasing my pussy and breasts, and half tickling me.

She tickled the bottoms of my feet so hard that her father knocked on the door and told us to keep it down.

I gasped and bit my lip, terrified he'd come in and see me like this. But the knowledge that he was there, right on the other side of the door, made a wild wave of sexual heat sweep over me. I mean, there was Jordan calling over her shoulder, talking to him, and here I was totally naked, spread-eagled on the bed, tied up, six feet from the door.

She kept tickling me, and I nearly burst with the effort to keep quiet. Finally, when I was exhausted, and my guts ached from laughing, she stopped. I felt a hissing sound, and something cool on my breasts, around my nipples.

I didn't know what it was, but felt her tongue lapping it up, sucking it off my nipples and breasts. It turned me on immensely, and I begged her again to take off the blindfold.

I felt something at my lips and closed them tightly.

"Open your mouth," she said.

I shook my head.

She pinched my nipples hard and I gasped in pain. Then something, it was her finger, pushed into my mouth. It had something on it, something which I recognized as whipped cream. So that was what she'd put on mybreasts!

"Suck that, slut. Suck it like it was a cock," she taunted.

I slid my tongue over her finger, slurping at the whipped cream as I sucked her little cock finger. She pumped it back and forth through my pursed lips as her other hand stroked and squeezed my breast.

She pulled her finger out then and I felt something else against my lips, something else there, something soft. I closed my lips and felt flesh, warm flesh, mostly soft, with just a small bit that was harder. It was, I realized, her breast. I was sucking on her nipple! And I never had before.

I almost stopped, but then groaned in lust and sucked harder, working my tongue over her nipple as she pressed her boob into my face. 

"Yeah. Suck my titty, little slut," she panted, mashing her breast against my face.

She pulled it back and pressed what I knew was the other one down. It was dry, but not for long as I slurped and licked and sucked on it excitedly.

"Dirty little slut," she groaned, pulling her nipple away to mash both breasts down on my own hot, heavy breasts. 

Her mouth opened wide and closed tightly on my right breast, sucking in a thick chunk of flesh around my nipple. She sucked fiercely, hungrily, as her hands dug into the thick soft meat, squeezing and mashing it in all directions.

Her lips came down on mine suddenly, crushing down hard, bruising my lips as her tongue stabbed into my mouth. I fought it with my own, pulling at the bonds holding me as her hands roamed roughly over my heaving chest.

Again she pulled back and I had only the sensations of her movement on the bed to let me know what she was doing. I felt something against my mouth and licked experimentally. She pushed it in, and I tasted – strawberry! I bit down and felt the tangy taste fill my mouth as I chewed and swallowed it down.

She pushed another and I eagerly licked, then chewed and swallowed.

"Know where these strawberries came from?" she taunted. "From my cunt!"

I gasped and another strawberry was popped into my mouth. I didn't know whether to believe her or not. But I was so excited I didn't care. I almost hoped they were, because that would be soooo, sooo dirty. I hated being a good girl all the time, and loved what we were doing at least partly because it was so wicked and nasty.

I felt something pushed into my pussy and then pulled out. Another strawberry was pushed into my mouth.

"This one was just in your pussy," she said.

I didn't care. I licked and sucked and chewed and swallowed it.

I lay there, enveloped in a sexual haze, waiting for her to do something else, a pliant, submissive, helpless sexual toy for Jordan to experiment with.

I gasped as I felt something cold on my chest, some liquid, trickling slowly down between my breasts. Then again, another drop of something splashing on my right nipple, trickling down over the round surface of my breast.

Something pressed against my lips, something cold, an ice cube. She trailed it slowly down my chin and down my neck towards my chest. My chest heaved and my heart pounded in anticipation, but I didn't protest, waiting eagerly.

It slid in a slow circle around my right breast, then my left, as I jerked and moaned in response. She circled my right breast again, this time on the breast itself, towards the edges, then again, circling in, getting closer and closer to my nipple.

Then it was there, rubbing back and forth over my nipple, making my groan as the buzzing, sparkling little bud was frozen and burned at the same time.

"Joordaaaan!"

"Shut up, slutty girl," she whispered.

The ice cube pulled away and was replaced by her lips. I felt the cold of my nipple engulfed in the heat of her mouth, and groaned in delighted pleasure as she sucked hard.

Then I felt icy drops splatting down on my other breast, trickling down my breast and chest and onto my belly, making me writhe in helpless response. The ice cube rolled around my breast, circling it slowly, leaving a trail of icy cold behind.

Inwards it circled, until it came to my nipple, then halted, pressing firmly down on the stiff, quivering pink bud, freezing it so much it felt burned.

She pulled it away and her mouth comforted my aching nipple, licking softly as she sucked, her hands squeezing and stroking my swollen breasts.

I felt her own breasts pressing down heavily against my belly as she lay down over me, her hands and mouth busy working my sensitive round melons into throbbing mounds of desire and lust and intense pleasure.

She slid backwards, down my body. I felt her breasts stroking my belly, then my groin as she backed down. Then I gasped, almost holding my breath as her hands stroked my inner thighs. I felt her fingers at my sex, felt them gripping my sex lips and slowly pulling them apart.

I felt embarrassment, knowing she was staring into my gaping pussy opening, probably from inches away. But I also felt tremendous excitement, wondering if she was really going to do what those women in the movie did, and lick me.

I felt her finger pressing against my hole, and felt it slowly ease down into my sheath. She pushed it in to the knuckle, then started pumping it in and out as her other fingers stroked my clit. I humped up instinctively, feeling the heat roaring in my skull.

Another finger joined the one inside me, then a third, as she pumped them back and forth inside my puss. They pushed deep, and I groaned as my pussy was strained and bloated out around them. I felt my loins burning and crackling with sexual electricity, felt the build-up of fire and pressure that always happened just before...

I came, gasping and moaning, humping up wildly at her fingers as she pumped them inside me and stroked my clit furiously. My arms and legs pulled madly at the bonds holding them, and my head thrashed from side to side on the bed as my body was boiled in the fire of my own sexual pleasure.

I rode the orgasm through the air, my body floating, my mind soaring, my body jerking spastically there on the bed as the panty hose locked me in place.

Then I collapsed, panting for breath, groaning as I basked in the languorous pleasure of the aftermath, my muscles limp and relaxed.

Jordan slowed her pumping fingers, then eased them out. A moment later I felt the ice cube, or another, pressed against my right nipple, then my left, then the side of my chest just under my armpit, then my hip, then my belly. Each time it touched I gasped and tried to twist away, to no avail.

Jordan laughed at my struggles, then pressed the ice cube against my lips and slowly trailed it along my cheeks, around my throat, down onto my chest, circling around and around as it moved over my breasts, then down my belly, getting lower and lower. It slid through my pussy hair and then right along my slit.

"Oohhhhh!" I gasped. "Stop iiiit!"

"Make me," she taunted.

She eased my pussy lips aside with her fingers, then pressed the ice cube right against my soft, hot, pink flesh, rubbing it up and down as I cursed and jerked my hips helplessly. She rubbed it up and down over my clit as I moaned and pulled at the panty hose.

"Dooon't! Stooop! It's too cooooldd!"

"Say, I'm a dirty slut," she said.

"You're a dirty slut," I cried.

Her hand slapped down on my pussy and I yelped in pain.

"Don't be snotty," she warned.

"I-I'm a dirty slut," I groaned. "Now take it off!"

"Say, you're a filthy, little queer who loves to lick pussy."

"I'm... a filthy little q-queer who loves to lick pussy!" I gasped.

She eased the ice cube off my clit and then to my shock I felt what could only be her lips, her mouth on it. I gasped as I felt her tongue slithering up and down on my clit, and her lips sucking it into her warm mouth.

"OhhH! Ohh God! What are you...what are you doooing?" I groaned.

She didn't answer, but I knew, and the knowledge made my heart pound louder and louder, and reignited the sexual fires barely quenched minutes earlier. I concentrated all my senses on her lips and tongue and teeth as they sucked and licked on my pussy.

Her fingers held my sex open as her tongue lapped up and down the pink valley, then probed deep into my pussy tunnel, squirming and writhing around inside me as I mewled in heated pleasure.

I felt a finger push into me, then a second, then a third. They pumped steadily up and down my sex tunnel as her tongue and lips worked over my clit. My fires burned higher and hotter, raging through my body as I approached another orgasm.

Then I came, heaving against my bonds, crying out in delicious sexual heat as her mouth sucked my clit into her mouth and her lips and tongue worked it over with fierce devotion.

My mind spun and shook, blasted senseless by the onslaught of a massive sexual eruption within my body. My nervous system disintegrated as muscles snapped and jerked spastically, and my blood burned with sexual ecstasy.

My back arched again and again as I tried to tear free from the corners of the posts, and my head jerked and rolled so far under me it was a wonder my neck wasn't broken.

I fell back to earth slowly; my senses returning as Jordan softly stroked my pussy cleft. She was, from what I could tell, still kneeling or lying between my legs, and her mouth was still close to my pussy, because I could feel her breath.

She pressed an ice cube against my clit again and I groaned helplessly. Then she rubbed it up and down my slit and slowly forced it into my pussy tunnel.

"Jooooorddaaan!" I gasped. "Take it out!"

"It'll melt," she said.

"NOooooO! It's too cooooold!"

"You're too hot," she sneered.

"It'll freeze meee!"

"That'll be the day," she snorted.

The ice cube lay near the front of my pussy chute, freezing the flesh inside me as she began to lick at my clit again. I felt her finger at my pussy, felt it ease inside and touch the cube, but it only pushed it deeper and deeper. She forced her finger in me to the knuckle, shoving the ice cube up into my belly as she sucked and licked at my clit.

I felt the cube freezing my pussy deep inside, and no amount of wriggling and shaking could dislodge it.

Then I felt another one pushed inside, then another, then another. I cursed and thrashed helplessly, begging her to stop, to pull them out. My pussy was freezing, my guts freezing, my body breaking out in goose bumps.

"They'll melt," she said. "And you better shut up or you'll wake someone up."

There was a brief pause, then I felt her mouth against my pussy again, but it felt somehow different. It felt...hot...very hot. I thought at first it was only in comparison to the icy chill coming from deep in my belly, but as her mouth moved over my pink flesh I knew that wasn't the case.

I gasped in stunned shock at the difference between her burning mouth and my icy pussy. Her tongue pushed inside me and I felt sure steam was boiling out of my pussy (I found out later she'd been sucking mentholated candy).

She sucked and licked and even bit on my clit a little, making my pussy spit fire, even with the melting remains of the ice cubes inside me. I came again, this time my guts seeming to twist and rip into pieces as I flung myself against the bonds.

Her hand came down against my mouth as I cried out in mindless animal pleasure, my body trembling and shaking with violent sexual upheaval as my insides turned over and churned with sexual ecstasy.

I felt her body on mine as I lay there afterwards, her breasts rubbing slowly against mine as her hands stroked against my soft, perspiring flesh. She kissed me lightly, then pulled her body up over mine. I felt her ass and pussy as she sat on my lower belly stroking my breasts, then felt her sliding upwards, until her pussy was right over my big right breast.

She sat her pussy there and kind of rubbed it back and forth against my breast, squeezing my soft flesh with her hands, rubbing it up against her pussy. I felt her mashing it in tightly, felt her fingers pressing at my malleable flesh, forcing it upwards into her pussy.

I groaned weakly as her fingers crushed and mashed more of my flesh up into her wet pussy, and she ground herself down against me.

Then she pulled free, and I felt her shifting upwards, felt her legs, her knees pressing down on the bed alongside my head. Something large and solid came down on my face, flesh, warm, moist flesh. I knew it was her ass, and as I felt curly hair against my mouth, I knew her pussy was pressed against it.

I pushed my tongue up blindly, licking at whatever it was as she ground her pussy down onto my mouth. Forgotten was my certain vow to never do this. My body was caught up in a sexual vortex, and all that mattered was pleasure, and the wild, lewd, carnal sex heat.

She jerked the blindfold up and I stared at her, so near. I looked up the long, long length of her body to see her breasts hanging down, and her eyes boring into me. Then her pussy rubbed over my face again and my eyes flicked to it. She reached down and peeled her sex lips apart, then rubbed her smooth, pink pussy meat back and forth over my mouth.

I shot my tongue out, licking desperately, slurping and lapping at her juices, tasting pussy cream for the first time ever. I shoved my tongue into her pussy hole and drove it as deep as it would go, then flicked it up towards her clit, rasping it back and forth over it.

"Yeahhhh," she groaned.

"Lick my clit! Lick iiiit!"

I tried to get my lips around her clit but she was jerking and grinding herself over me to fast. All I could really do was lick as fast as I could, and try to breathe as her pussy rubbed furiously over my chin and jaw and lips and nose.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Four

 

 

 

 

I was much more accepting of the sexuality of our relationship now, though why I don't know. I considered her my best friend, still, but she was also – my lover. Just thinking that, just thinking to myself that she and I were lovers was enough to get my juices flowing.

I thought of how shocked my family and friends would be, of how wicked and lewd we were to do such things. I didn't really even consider the bondage aspect, so much as the lesbianism and sex itself, but the bondage was, I guess, kinkier than the others.

It was also something that I found indescribably arousing. I don't understand why, but it made me feel utterly free, and utterly sexual. It wasn't something that had ever played a big part in my sexual fantasies before, but began to now.

Maybe it was being so helpless, being completely under her control. It freed me of much of the guilt, like I wasn't responsible for what happened, and so I was able to open my mind up completely to the sexual pleasure, without inhibitions or regrets.

Strangely, my relationship with Jordan didn't really change much. We still walked to and from school together, still had lunch together, still gossiped and joked about others together, and still did homework together.

It was just that we sometimes had sex now too.

And always she was the one in charge, she said when, and where, and how, and what.

The very next day we went to the bathroom together, and when the room was empty, as I was washing my hands, Jordan dragged me into one of the stalls and closed the door. She shoved me down on the toilet, then put her right foot on the back of the toilet and lifted her mini-skirt.

She pulled the crotch of her panties aside and gripped my hair, pulling my mouth into her. I tried briefly to pull away, terrified someone would discover us. That would be out utter ruin, of course.

Jordan would not be denied, jerking roughly on my hair until I began to lick her slit. After a few seconds I gripped her buttocks and began working furiously on her pussy, hoping to bring her off quickly, before someone noticed what was going on in here.

I sucked and licked at her clit as she sighed softly and groaned in pleasure. Then the door of the bathroom opened and someone came in. I halted in shock, but Jordan pulled on my hair insistently, and I quickly resumed licking.

The girl went into one of the other stalls, and I prayed Jordan would keep quiet as I licked and sucked on her clit and shoved my tongue up into her little hole. Her breathing was ragged, but fairly quiet, and though I could hear it, apparently the other girl couldn't.

She left, and then Jordan began to grind her hips and hump into me with desperate passion, mashing her pink flesh all over my face as she came.

I went to class with my entire face coated in sex milk, but nobody noticed. It was all dried and left no mark. It made me squirm in my seat for most of the afternoon, though, eager to get somewhere alone with Jordan.

We went back to her place again that afternoon, and again we stripped. The difference was that this time she removed my clothes for me, then set me down on the bed. Again she bound my wrists and ankles to the four corners of the bed.

Then her tongue began to lap across my breasts and pussy, and the heat began to burn along my nervous system. She paused, and I felt something hard pressing against my slit. I raised my head and looked down to see her with a big thick – cock in her hand.

I stared at it, my mouth open wide in amazement. She glanced up and grinned, showing me the big rubber dildo. Then she pushed it against my drooling sex hole and slowly worked it up inside me.

My pussy was tight, but she got the cock thing in deep without any pain. I nearly swooned in pleasure as she pumped it in and out of me and began licking and sucking on my clit again.

I came, then came again, then came a third time, all within minutes, as Jordan pumped the rubber cock inside me, first slow, then fast, sawing her fingers over my clit as she jammed it up deep into my belly.

She paused after my third come and stood up, then strapped a kind of odd looking thing on herself. She took the dildo and fixed it to the front of the thing, right over her crotch, and climbed on top of me.

"I'm gonna fuck you, you whore," she hissed, fitting the nose of her cock thing against my pussy, then sliding it down to the hilt.

She fucked me like a man would, grinding her hips from side to side and twisting her cock around inside me, pumping it deep into my pussy as she sucked and chewed on my throat and groped my breasts. It was like being fucked by a guy, and I was in heaven, coming again and again.

Then, exhausted, she put the blindfold on me. I moaned a complaint, but not seriously. Soon she was licking at my moist, overheated pussy again, her hands squeezing and roughly fondling my breasts. 

I pulled again and again at the ropes she had used to tie me down with, as if to reassure myself of my own helplessness. I noticed something subtly different about her licking and sucking, but didn't ponder it then, not caring.

I felt my pussy lips spread, and felt the dildo sliding inside me. It felt better this time, warm and softer, almost real as it drove deep into my belly. It felt a little thicker, and I wondered if my pussy had gotten tighter, or if maybe she had a second dildo.

My arms and legs pulled at the ropes, wanting to warp around her as she fucked her big cock into my pussy, then her weight came down on me, crushing me, flattening my breasts against her ribs.

I suddenly realized that it wasn't Jordan at all. The body against me was heavy, and hard, and the cock in me was – real!

"Jordan!" I cried.

Lips crushed mine, male lips. Big male hands groped my breasts and squeezed them as a real live man cock pumped steadily inside me.

I struggled uselessly, frightened and embarrassed, feeling betrayed. I grunted as the big cock pumped into me, my mind spinning as I my mind tried to take in the full implications – that there was a guy there fucking me, his naked body pressed on my naked body, his hands on my breasts,  his cock – inside me.

My alarm slowly gave way to acceptance. It was done and there was nothing I could do about it. I wasn't afraid, trusting that Jordan wouldn't let anything happen to me, and strangely, the blindfold protected me from much of the embarrassment I would have felt otherwise.

I heard his male breath coming in grunts as he fucked me harder.

Fucked me!

He was fucking me. A guy! A guy was fucking me!

The sexual heat which had gripped me just before I had become aware of this stranger on top of me began to make itself known once again, and my body began to respond to his hard driving fuck strokes.

That was a real cock inside me, fucking my pussy! God, that hadn’t happened in over a year, and even then I’d hardly been aware of it.

I gasped in shocked pleasure as his lips tore from mine and he bit down on my nipple, then sucked fiercely. His cock plunged into me again and again, rooting around in my belly as he chewed on my throat.

I wondered who it was, but really, it didn't matter. I was being fucked, and fucked hard – by a man. I knew I was going to come, knew it would be big. I felt it towering over me like a tidal wave, building higher and higher as his cock pounded down into my quivering pussy.

Then I came, heedless of the stranger above me. I cried out in pleasure, mouth wide, head pulled back as I bucked up desperately against the cock pumping down into me. I felt my pussy squeezing and sucking on his cock, on a real cock, felt his flesh grinding over mine inside my very body.

I longed to grip him with my legs, but all I could do was hump wildly against him and try to keep my body from shattering into a million pieces of burning flesh.

I gnashed my teeth as the pleasure burned into my bones and a cataclysmic sexual firestorm blasted into me. It was a come on top of a come. My orgasm built to its peak, and just as it began to settle another stormed into me, blasting me senseless as it shook my body like a rag doll.

In the midst of it I heard his voice. "Yeah! Yeah! Yeah!" he grunted as he drove his throbbing pole of flesh into my feverish body.

I was a helpless sacrifice, a helpless virgin. I came and came, my body blasted with a massive orgasmic storm of pleasure, searing me to the core of my being, and leaving me a panting, limp mass of tortured flesh.

Still he fucked me. I was amazed. I had thought it would be over already, would have been over long since. Instead his big cock continued to slide back and forth in my belly. He sped up, grunting again as he rammed it down into my tight, quivering little pipe with wild abandon, then he slowed, and finally stopped, his heavy body laying limp atop me. I knew he'd come, come inside me, dropped his semen into my womb.

The thought heated me up all over again, and I knew a strange, but deeply sexual gratification that I had made him climax.

The blindfold was pulled off me as he sat back, and I saw Jordan grinning as she stood beside the bed. I looked down and saw a naked guy, maybe in his mid twenties. He was muscular, and broad shouldered. He was handsome, but not especially so. I'd never seen him before.

I felt the first flush of embarrassment now as he sat back on his heels and gazed down at me. Who was this stranger to have seen me like this, naked, body and soul as I climaxed?

"Erin, meet Sean," Jordan grinned, sitting on the edge of the bed.

"Hi, there," he grinned.

I said nothing, frozen, red-faced, too embarrassed to trust myself.

"I said before you needed a good solid fuck," Jordan said. "And I knew I could rely on Sean to provide it."

"It was my pleasure," Sean said, still grinning, his eyes moving over my body. 

He reached his hand out and caressed my pussy, and I felt a blast of shock and embarrassment. Strange, I know, given that he'd just fucked me.

"I better go before someone gets home," he said.

He stood up and pulled on his jeans, then buttoned up his shirt, stomped his feet into shoes, and left with Jordan. Jordan came back and sat on the edge of the bed, still smiling smugly.

"Well, you sure liked that," she said.

"How could you do that?" I gasped. "How could you bring some guy in to fuck me without asking me, without telling me?"

"Lighten up. You know you loved it."

"That's not the point," I said, blushing.

"Sure it is." 

She began to run her hands over my body and I pulled angrily at the ropes.

"Untie me," I demanded.

"Not just yet," she smiled.

"Jordan!" I snapped.

"Don't get snotty, little whore," she smiled.

"I'm not a whore, you are!" I cried.

She laughed and slid her hand in between my legs, stroking my slit.

"Stop that," I demanded.

"What's the matter? You queer?" she taunted. "You upset it was a guy with a real cock instead of me with my dildo?"

"Untie me!"

"When I'm good and ready."

"You fucking blonde bimbo whore!" I cried.

"Hey! You watch your manners," she glared.

"Cheap slut," I taunted.

She scowled at me, then went to the foot of the bed and untied my ankles.

"Hurry up," I snapped.

She untied my left wrist, then gripped my right and untied that, but then, just as it came loose, she twisted it hard, and forced me onto my stomach. I gasped in pain as she twisted my arm up behind my back.

"Wha...Stop it! I gasped. "You're hurting me!"

She pulled my other hand behind my back, and I felt her tying the rope that was still around my right wrist to my left wrist.

"Stop it! Jordan!"

She sat on her heels, her knees together beside me, then gripped my side and dragged me up across her knees so my ass was sticking up in the air. I pulled at the rope but couldn't free my wrists, and she held me easily as she grinned down at my upturned ass.

"Now apologize," she said.

"Fuck you! Whore! Cunt! Slut!"

Her hand cracked down on my bare bottom, and I cried out in shock as the pain ripped into me with a sudden, stinging blast of heat.

"Ahhhhhh! Stop it!" I cried.

Instead her hand cracked down on my bottom again, and again a hot, stinging blast of pain tore through me. I never would have imagined a slap on the ass could hurt so much. I bucked and jerked and writhed helplessly as she spanked my buttocks again and again.

God damn her! I felt frustrated, angry, embarrassed to have her spanking me like that. Like I was some impertinent little girl. And it hurt, damnit! It stung something fierce!

“Are you ready to apologize, slut?”

“No! Fucking whore!”

She spanked my bottom again, her hand cracking down hard, and I gasped and winced and moaned and twisted helplessly, my wrists pulling against the rope binding them together. I was completely helpless, completely at her mercy, and I think that kind of - did something to me. I moaned as her hand squeezed and kneaded my buttocks, gasping for breath, then yelping as she spanked down again.

"You ready to apologize?" she asked.

"I-I-Im sorry!" I gasped, my mind swirling with confusion now.

"Sorry for everything you said."

"Y-Yesssss," I panted.

"And you'll never say it again."

"I-I'll n-never say it a-again!"

"And you'll fuck whoever I tell you to."

“Fuck you!”

Her hand spanked down on my bottom, stinging me, and I gasped and moaned, but then it slid between my legs, palming my pussy, rubbing back and forth against it. Another hard spank, this time with her other hand, and another, and then her middle finger was pushing into my hot, wet pussy and pumping in and out.

“Little fuck toy,” she taunted. “Nasty little boy toy. You love cock, don’t you? Admit it.”

“I-I love cock!” I panted.

“Slut! Whore! I’ll get the whole mens baseball team to come and gang bang you! Would you like that, slut!?”

“No!”

“Say you’ll fuck anyone I tell you to!”

Her hand spanked down on my bottom again and again, and I yelped in pain, kicking my legs wildly as she set my buttocks on fire. But the finger wriggling inside me was setting something else on fire, and I didn’t know what to think, what to feel, caught up between the heat of pain and the heat of excitement.

"Say it," she ordered.

"I-I'll... I'll f-fuck anyone you say!" I moaned.

"You're a filthy slut, aren't you?"

"Noooo," I groaned.

Again her hand lashed down on my burning buttocks, and I cried out in pain.

"Yes! Yessss!"

"Say it."

"I'm a dirty slut!" I cried.

"I'm a filthy cunt licker!"

"I'm... a dirty cunt licker."

"I love having a big cock in my pussy! Say it!"

"I love having a big c-cock in my pussy!"

She squeezed my pussy painfully, then she thrust a second finger into me and pumped them in and out. Her other hand caressing my throbbing, burning bottom with her other hand.

"That's a goood giiiiiirl," she cooed.

I moaned and jerked and panted for breath, glad that she wasn't spanking me any more.

"I won't have to spank your bare little ass again, now will I?"

"Noooo," I gasped.

"Or maybe you like that. Do you like being spanked, slut?"

"Nooooo," I moaned.

"Are you suuuuure?"

She was fingering my clit now, and I couldn't help grinding back against her. She caught it between her thumb, and the two fingers she had pushed into my hole, rubbing them back and forth against it as I whimpered and moaned.

It felt so good, especially after the heat in my buttocks, that I did nothing to resist it. In fact, I embraced it, and in doing so lost what remained of my anger and indignation at what she'd done to me, even at the spanking.

I lay there across her knees and groaned as my belly fluttered and hummed with sexual desire. My cunt was steamy and moist, and her fingers made my body thrum with blissful languor.

Her other hand cracked down on my bottom, and I gasped in pain, but the pain wasn't as bad as it had been. My bottom seemed to be radiating heat now, and the heat shielded me from the sharpness of the pain.

Her fingers continued to pump in my pussy, three of them, no – four! There were four fingers between my aching sex lips, slowly pumping in and out of my pussy as her thumb stroked rapidly across my clitoris.

My pussy opening was stretched and strained by the wedge of her hand, and I groaned as she fingered and stroked my pink sex walls, her fingers wriggling around inside me like live things. She thumbed my clit with short, rapid motions, flicking her thumb across it in a motion that made me yelp repeatedly.

She pinched my clit with her other hand then thrust a finger against my wrinkled anal opening. I cried out in shock, my body bouncing and jerking as bolts of hot pleasure sizzled along my spine.

Her hand cracked down on my sore buttocks then, making me yelp and twist my hips from side to side.

"Bad little slut," she taunted, sliding her hand down and skimming it along my inner thighs.

Again her hand cracked down on my bottom, then she slowly pried her other hand up out of the depths of my tight pussy hole. She squeezed my pussy instead, rubbing her hand against it with heavy pressure, then kneading the soft flesh of my pussy pad with her fingers.

Her hand suddenly slapped down directly on my pussy mound then. I wrenched my head back and cried out as a shocking blast of dizzying pain ripped through me.

Right away she slid her fingers inside me and began pumping them in and out, stroking my clit with her thumb. Her other hand slid down my side and cupped my breast, squeezing it repeatedly as I moaned in dazed response.

Her fingers pulled out of my quim and smacked down on my pussy mound several times in quick succession, then thrust down deep inside me. I was ripped back and forth between pleasure and pain, like a tennis ball bouncing back and forth over the net, and with no idea what was coming next.

I writhed helplessly, my legs flopping and bouncing as my ass jerked from side to side. Jordan alternated between massaging my clit and smacking my ass and pussy mound. It was hard to think at all, let alone think straight.

My thick brown hair was matted against my sweating face, making it almost impossible to see. My ass burned, and my entire groin was sodden with my juices. I shivered uncontrollably as my body flared and burned in a confusing cauldron of sensations.

I was battered by the repeated shocks, the dizzying pleasure. My guts were cramped and straining.

Again she rapped her open hand against my buttocks, making the hot flesh jiggle and shake. She plunged her fingers deep into my sex sheath, forcing four fingers inside me and grinding her thumb over my clit again. This time she kept it up, pumping her fingers and stroking her thumb as the pleasure in me grew in size and heat, as my body began to sizzle and boil with a massive stew of orgasmic pleasure.

I was close to coming, could feel it, taste it, and then her fingers pulled out and she began to spank my wet pussy pad again and again. The sharp blows rained against my sex lips and clit with shocking strength, and I cried out in pain.

But then, the sensations seemed to change, seemed to catch hold of the bubbling pleasure and mesh into something else again, some kind of powerful mixture that blasted through my mind like a hurricane. I screamed in shocked pleasure as the orgasm slashed across my body and blasted through my mind.

The climax rippled up and down my body, accompanied by a steady series of shocking burst of jagged pleasure each time her hand smacked against my cunt. Pandemonium gripped my body, and I felt alternately hot and cold, dizzy and elated.

I bucked my hips up in a frantic, instinctive reaction, grinding up against her slapping hand as though it were a pumping cock, not knowing why, only that it felt good.

* * * * *

You might wonder why I put up with this, why I didn't dump her as a lover, if not a friend, after that afternoon. For a time I considered it, I really did. The thing is though, that the pleasure I'd felt at her hands outmatched anything I'd ever even imagined experiencing before.

I suppose I could have found another lover, but the idea was too embarrassing. I was still shy about a guy seeing me naked, even after Sean had done it, had fucked me and sucked my pussy. I still felt safe with Jordan. I knew she wouldn't ever really hurt me.

And looking back at what had happened, I felt a lot more lust than anger. I mean, having her spank me, that was kinky! It was exciting. Okay, it had hurt, but not THAT bad. It wasn't like she'd even left any bruises on me. I even found myself looking back on it and kind of – well – wanting to do it again.

Sick or what?

I don't know, maybe some deep part of my consciousness wanted me to be punished for the nasty things I was doing. Maybe I had a martyr complex. I liked being tied up, and though I can't say I actually LIKED being spanked, it didn't really scare me or anything.

I felt so – so sensual that evening, almost like I had a deliciously sexy secret that nobody else knew about. Everyone would be scandalized if they did, and I couldn't help feeling smug and superior because of it.

I didn't mind that she was in charge. I mean, she'd always sort of been in charge anyway. She always made the decisions about what we did together, so it was only natural she'd do it in bed, too.

What I did mind were the risks she took, like that time in the girls' bathroom, or the time, hell, or the next night, the very night when she came over to my place for dinner.

She did nothing much sexual while we were in my room, not until my mom called us to go downstairs for dinner. Then as we headed for the door she suddenly grabbed me and shoved me against the desk, forcing me to bend over it.

Before I could do a thing she had my pants undone and was jerking them down over my hips.

"Jordan! We have to go to dinner!" I cried.

"In a minute," she breathed, working my panties down below my crotch.

"What are you doing!?"

She pressed something hard against my pussy lips, piercing me and slowly twisting it from side to side as she forced it up inside my sex tube.

"What the... what are you doing?" I gasped, trying to shake loose.

"Stay still," she ordered, slapping my ass.

She worked the thing deep inside me, then I felt and heard a click, and it started to buzz inside me.

This was the first experience I ever had with a vibrator. Yes, I was that innocent!

I grunted as she jammed the heel of her hand against the base of the plastic tube, forcing the nose up into my belly, burying the thing inside me. She jerked my panties up and then my pants, pulling them up tight, then fastening them again as I wriggled my ass in wonder.

"What the fuck is it?" I gasped.

"It's a vibrator. It's gonna make this a much less boring dinner.

"I can't go downstairs with this inside me!"

"Sure you can."

"I can hear it!"

"That's cause it's in you. I can't hear a thing."

"Jordan!"

She zipped up my pants then grinned and pushed me against the chair. It hit the backs of my legs and I sat down heavily. The base of the vibrator slammed down against the chair and was rammed up inside me.

I cried out in shock, clutching my belly like I'd been struck.

"Just remember to sit down slowly," she grinned. "And whatever you do, if you stand up, squeeze down on your pussy muscles. If that thing falls out at the dinner table it's gonna be hard to explain."

She didn't give me any opportunity to refuse, gripping my arm and dragging me out of the chair, over to the door, then down the hall to the stairs. I was too stunned to know what to do until it was too late and we were downstairs in the dining room.

I was terrified my mother or father would hear the buzzing I could hear so well, and know exactly what it was. Neither showed any suspicion, though, nor seemed to notice how gingerly I sat down, or how I gasped a little as the hard seat of the chair forced the vibrator up deep into my pussy again.

I was seated, though, and figured, well, the worst was over. Nobody had noticed a thing and nobody was gonna notice. But then as everyone started their idle chatter, I felt the buzzing of the vibrator setting my bones to buzzing, making my whole body quiver in tune to its own vibrations.

It was especially rough around my clit. The base was fat, spreading my sex lips, pressing up towards my clit, and with no panties, the crotch of my jeans was pressing down against it. I was soon quivering with lust and heat. I didn't know what to do. The heat was rising higher and higher inside me, and I was having a hard time not showing it.

Then I came, just like that. I couldn't stop it or hold it back. I bowed my head, clenched my teeth, closed my eyes, and quivered violently as the orgasm ripped through my pussy. I squeezed my thighs down repeatedly, only just holding back from bouncing in my chair.

Then it passed, leaving me hot and weak. I gripped the table as I panted for breath, cursing Jordan under my breath.

"Honey?"

"Uh, yeah?" I gulped.

"Are you all right?"

"Yeah."

"You look a little flushed."

"J-just a little hot," I sighed.

But I wasn't. I was way hot! The vibrator was still purring away inside me, and I could feel my pussy starting to simmer again, starting to get heated up.

"I have to go to the bathroom," I said, getting up suddenly.

"You're sure you're all right?"

"I'm fine!" 

I almost rushed down the hall to the bathroom, closed the door, locked it, then fell back against it. My cunt was burning up, and I tore open my pants and jammed my hand down into my panties. Instead of tearing the thing out, though, I had to rub my clit down against it, grinding my sparkling little button between my thumb and the hard, buzzing plastic.

I slapped my buttocks repeatedly against the wall, whimpering in feverish sexual pleasure, then jerked my head back hard, stunning myself as I came. My bottom jerked and slapped and ground against the wall as I rasped my fingers across my clit.

Then I sank slowly down to the floor, groaning weakly. I grabbed at the base of the vibrator and eased it down out of my dripping pussy, then turned it off and flung it into the bottom of the cupboard below the sink. I groaned as I stood up, then pulled my pants up and went back to the dining room.

 

 

 




  

 

 

Chapter Five

 

 

 

 

There were worse incidents than that. Jordan didn't seem all that concerned if someone found out about us and her reputation was ruined. Then again, her reputation wasn't much to begin with. I was terrified about mine, though, which was why I hated it when she did dangerous things like that.

Or like when she pulled me into a janitor's closet at school, pulled my pants down, jerked off her panties, raised her skirt, and ground bare pussies with me until we both came.

Can you imagine what would have happened if someone had opened the door?

Then there was the time we had a free class, and instead of going to the library, or maybe to McDonalds, she pulled me into the gym, and then snuck us into the mens' locker room while the football team was out practicing on the field.

"What are we doing here?" I demanded nervously.

She just grinned that taunting grin of hers, and pulled her sweatshirt up and off.

"Jordan!"

She peeled off her pants and panties, then took off her bra. I tried to hold my arms closed, but she just jerked them apart and undid my blouse, then forced it up and off. She undid my pants and panties, and even insisted we step out of our shoes and socks.

Then we went under one of the showers and she turned them on. Now we wouldn't even be able to hear if someone came!

She quickly soaped us up, then hugged me tight and began to grind pussies as she locked her mouth against mine.

We came so close to getting caught!

We had just finished coming when we heard the voices of the guys coming in. With no time to get dressed we grabbed up our clothes and ran into the locker area, then jumped into a pair of empty lockers. We both stood there for almost an hour as the guys showered and changed, listening to them talk and call out to each other. I was terrified the whole time that one of them would open the locker and see me naked.

* * * * *

Most of the time, of course, our relationship had nothing to do with sex. We did what other girls did, hang around, gossip, and just talk. And maybe sometimes we'd kiss a little closer than most girlfriends.

Like when we lay on the grass out back studying something, and she'd slide her hand onto my ass and stroke it, then give it a little squeeze, and we'd turn to each other and kiss.

One evening we were just hanging around with a group of friends, just, you know, hanging, and we were all wandering through the neighborhood, mostly just talking. Anyway, things broke up, and me and Jordan headed home, since we both lived on the same street.

It was warm. We were both in cut-offs. I had a t-shirt, and she had a tank top...with no bra. The guys had been casting covert glances at her chest all evening, admiring how her breasts looked, and hoping for a glimpse of white flesh through one of the big arm holes.

'You were a real cock tease tonight," I snorted.

"Who me?" she asked innocently.

"Who me?" I parroted.

"I don't know what you mean," she sighed, raising her arm and smiling. Of course, where I was, walking next to her, most of the side of her breast was exposed.

"Slut," I snorted.

"Hey, don't knock it until you try it."

"Try what? It's not like I'm a virgin, not even a neo-virgin."

"I don't mean fucking. I mean teasing the guys, getting them all hot and horny. I managed to give Jeff and Mike hard-ons, you know."

"So big deal."

"Big deal," she sniffed. "You're just so terrified someone will see you titties."

"I am not!"

"Are too. You ought to dress sexier, show your figure off more."

"Like I don't have enough guys panting after me. Not to mention one slutty blonde cock tease."

She grabbed me suddenly. "What was that?" she demanded, getting me in a headlock.

"Jordan! Let go!" I cried, trying to pull my head free.

Both of us were wearing belts, and she undid mine, then wrestled me to the grass and pulled my arms back behind me, then slid the belt quickly around the two of them right under my arm pits and buckled it tight.

I could get my arms to my sides, but couldn't raise my lower arms much at all, and couldn't get my hands in front of me. I was helpless, for all intents and purposes, just the way she liked me.

She let me stand up, watching and laughing as I tried to move my arms and pull them out of the buckled belt.

"Take this off, you bitch," I panted, twisting and writhing as I tried to pull free of it.

"I'll take it off," she sniffed. She undid the snap button at the front of my jeans and then tugged them and my panties down around my ankles.

"Jordan!" I squealed.

She pushed me down onto the grass again and jerked my cut-offs and panties right off, then pulled me back to my feet.

"Jordan!" I gasped desperately, my head swiveling from side to side, looking for anyone who might see.

"Come on, let's go home," she said, holding my shorts in her hand.

"Stop it! Someone will see!"

"It's too dark."

"Someone will come!"

"Then you better hurry," she taunted, walking away.

All I could do was hurry after her, bare buttocks wriggling as I hurried to catch up.

"You stupid bitch," I growled, bashing into her.

"Hey, watch your manners," she laughed. 

She grabbed the front of my t-shirt and jerked it up above my breasts, snagging a scrap in the belt that clutched my upper arms too tightly. I was so mad I tried to kick her, but she danced away with a laugh, then darted in behind me and clutched me tight against her.

The bra I was wearing unfastened in the middle, and her arms quickly snaked around me and her hands undid it. The cups dropped to the sides and she darted away again, leaving me with my bra cups dangling to either side, and my T-shirt bunched up above my bare breasts.

I couldn't cover myself with my arms because no matter how I struggled I could not move them forward past the sides of my chest, and I had to walk behind her, begging her to untie me, begging her to let me have my clothes before someone saw me.

She ignored me, and just kept walking. I had to dart through several intersections, fortunately, empty ones, and along streets that, though they used to seem dark, now seemed as brightly lit as at noon. 

Luckily we met no one on the walk. It was nearly twelve, and the streets were mostly deserted except for us. Several times cars passed, though, and each time I saw one I'd look around wildly for the nearest place to hide, usually a bush and scurry there until it passed. Then I'd have to run after Jordan to catch her.

Then, just to make things even more unpleasant for me, and even more amusing for Jordan, she found a long thin branch that had dropped off some tree. She stripped off the leaves, then turned on me and smacked the thing across my bare bottom.

It stung like fire, and I yelped in pain and danced away. She ran after me, swinging the switch at my ass again and again, snapping it across my buttocks with snickers of glee. I had to try and not make noise, in case people came outside to stare around, and saw me naked like I was.

She led me right up to our street, right down the street to my yard, and then right into my own back yard, and there, in the thankfully pitch dark, with us able to see my mother in the brightly lit kitchen window, she forced me down onto my knees, took off her pants and panties, and made me lick her to a come.

Only then did she undo the belt and give me back my shorts.

Even so, even when I was outraged, angry, irritated, and annoyed at what she was doing, at the risks she took, or the risks she made me take, I was still really heated up inside. I mean, all the while I was hurrying after her through the dark streets, cursing her furiously, I was still incredibly turned on – I mean, walking around naked! That really made my pussy cream flow.

They were risks I never would have dared myself, but risks that turned me on anyway.

One of the times she spent the night at my house, for example, a Friday, since we could stay up later than my parents would and not be disturbed, she brought a long length of rope in her bag, and I eagerly stood naked as she decided how to bind me.

First, she pulled my wrists behind me, naturally, and tied them together, but then she pulled the rope up high, forcing my wrists up high, almost to my shoulder blades. She brought the rope over my right shoulder, around my throat, then over my left shoulder and fed it back against my wrists.

My chest was forced out, my shoulders ached from being pulled back, and the rope was tight and uncomfortable across my throat.

Then she made me kneel beside the bed. She made me bend forward until my head was on the bed and my breasts hung down below me like heavy water filled balloons, then she took the rope leading from my wrists and put two loops in it, and drew it around in front of my chest.

She placed the two loops right over my breasts, carefully adjusting them so they were in the right position. Then she tightened each one until they crushed down around my breasts right at my ribs, forcing the meat out in fat round balls of taut flesh. She pulled the rope back behind me again and tied it off against my wrists, then had me stand up.

My breasts ached and were incredibly hard. I wished I could feel them myself, but the way she stroked and licked and kissed the nipples was second best.

She still had a lot of rope left, and I wondered what she was going to do with it. First, she took the vibrator she'd brought with her, and slowly worked it up into my pussy, turning it on, of course. Then she drew the length of rope down my back and down the cleft between my buttocks. She pulled it through my legs and jerked it up tight, making my gasp in pain as it was forced up against the base of the protruding vibrator.

She held me by the hair as she pulled the rope up harder and harder, forcing the vibrator deeper into my sex sheath, burying the whole thing inside me, and forcing the rope up between my pussy lips. She held the rope off just below my belly button, then circled my waist tight and made a knot.

Then she looped the length that was so tight around my waist it was biting into my hips, and drew it back down between my legs, jerking it up into my pussy with the first length already there, and then up between my buttocks to tie off behind me.

She ran the rope downwards then, throwing tight, tight loops around my thighs just below my buttocks, then just above my knees, then below them, then at my ankles. She then helped me hop onto the bed and let me lay down on my back.

She produced something new; a kind of black leather ball with straps attached, which she said was a ball gag, and shoved it into my mouth. The ball part filled my mouth, mashing my tongue down, and keeping my lips wide apart, and the straps went around behind my head to bind it tight.

Then she turned on the VCR and we watched porno movies for an hour or so. Every now and then she'd slide a hand onto my breasts and stroke and squeeze them, but I hardly paid attention. The vibrator, combined with the sexual heat I got from the tight ropes binding me was driving me insane with sex heat.

Despite being so tightly bound I was writhing and wriggling like a snake, grunting and moaning and whining into the gag, my body convulsing in sexual gales as the pleasure burned into my belly. My clit was crushed down by the tight ropes, and pushed back hard into the vibrator.

It didn't take me long to come, of course, not long at all. I think maybe five minutes of the ropes and vibrator, and watching the porno videos, made me grind and jerk and hump my hips up and down as the first climax tore through my belly and burned upwards along my spine.

The pleasure was intense, and I felt the pressure as the ropes dug into my soft white flesh. My breasts were turning a bright red from being crushed like they were, and were incredibly hot. The nipples were very strange. Whenever Jordan pinched or pulled them, I felt nothing, at first, then seconds later the feelings would blast into my body with a furious burning heat.

 My second come was about ten minutes later, as I lay wriggling and grinding my hips around Jordan slid her hand in between my legs and rubbed the tight ropes from side to side against my pussy meat. I exploded, actually screaming into the gag as the pleasure howled through my body.

Jordan laughed in amusement, then when I had calmed down, she pulled the gag loose from my mouth and knelt above my face. I licked and sucked and chewed on her pussy as she swayed back and forth above me, cursing softly and jerking lightly on my hair.

She pulled her pussy out of my mouth and shuffled backwards, bending over and chewing and licking at my breasts, especially my right nipple. Her tongue soaked it in moisture as she bathed my rigid little nipple. Then she crawled over it and set her pussy down on the taut, downy flesh.

She peeled her sex lips apart and began to rub her pink meat back and forth against my hard breast, grinding her clit directly over my rigid nipple. She panted louder and louder as she rubbed against my breast, and I watched, breathing heavily myself as I saw and felt her stiff clit flicking back and forth across my engorged nipple.

She rubbed faster and faster, panting louder and louder, then groaned in delight as she came, rasping her pussy flesh furiously over my aching, overheated, straining breast.

She sighed and slumped forward, then pushed the gag back into my mouth and lay back to watch more porno movies.

We watched a woman getting fucked in her mouth, pussy and her ass at the same time, and I trembled with lust, wanting it to be me. The vibrator burned into my pussy like a hot coal, and my entire body hummed in the same tone. Soon I was grunting and moaning again, squeezing my pussy repeatedly around the hard plastic cock, and grinding my hips in excitement.

Jordan sat up beside and ran her hands over my breasts, then to my shock she slapped my right breast hard. Then, before the sensation could even travel up into my body, she whacked her hand against my other breast. The pain ripped into me and I cried out in shock. But the pain came mostly in the form of terrific heat, and the heat was confused, like my body couldn't tell whether it should be sex heat or pain heat, and so combined the two.

She leaned forward and sucked on my nipple, then, pulling her lips back so I could see, she put her teeth around it and bit down hard, crushing my little bud. She pulled her head up and slapped my breast again, then used her other hand to slap my other breast.

Again heat, pain, and confused pleasure lashed my body as my breasts throbbed and burned and boiled. Jordan straddled my writhing body, sitting her naked ass down on my belly. I could feel her drooling pussy against my skin as she bent forward and bit down on my other nipple.

Again she straightened up, and began methodically slapping both my breasts with her two hands. I screamed into the gag as my breasts burned and felt like they were about to explode from the pressure inside. But the heat was half pleasure, and the pleasure burned higher than the pain.

I came – came for the first time with the pleasure roaring more from my breasts than my pussy. My breasts flared and boiled and exploded with pleasure as Jordan repeatedly slapped the hard, hot flesh from side to side.

I was stunned senseless by the ferocity of the pleasure that blasted my senses. Each slap brought a new bolt of burning lust and ecstasy flashing through my scalded mind, and my hips humped up helplessly against the tight ropes grinding against my clit.

The orgasm seemed to go on and on, a prolonged bath of fiery gratification that sent tremors up and down my spine and tore through my breasts with agonizing rapture. Every time the pleasure waned Jordan would slap my breasts harder and raise the pleasure another notch.

Then, just at the end, she gripped both my stiff nipples really tight in her fingers and pulled up as hard as she could, straining and stretching them upwards, then let them, snap back like rubber bands.

She let me rest for a little while, but I came again without her even touching me, the vibrator setting me off almost without my knowledge. That climax just sort of crept up on me as I lay there panting and moaning, and made me shiver and shake and rock in place until it passed by.

Jordan got up then and pulled me out of bed. I couldn't even stand up straight without her supporting me for balance. My ankles were just too tightly bound together. Jordan made me move across the room, which I did with little bunny hops, and then opened the door.

I couldn't say anything, of course with the ball gag in my mouth, but tried to pull back. She just took hold of my hair and forced me to hop out into the hall, then down towards my parents' room. There, right in front of their door, she forced me down onto my knees.

Doing that made the ropes cut into my legs especially hard, but that didn't bother her. She reached behind me and undid the ball gag, pulling it free, and it was all I could do to keep from screaming at her to get us back into my room. I couldn't make much noise, though, not right outside my parents' room, not with me bound so tight I could hardly move. 

She spread her legs and pulled my face into her pussy, and there was nothing for me to do but start licking along her slit. If we got caught I was going to be kicked out of the house, I was sure, so I tried to get her off as quick as possible so we could go back to my room and its nice locked door.

I was sweating with the tension, as well as the weakness and exhaustion of the several massive comes I'd already had, and the damned vibrator was still making my bones buzz with its irresistible vibrations. My pussy was wet as hell, and the ropes were rubbing and grinding into the soft pink flesh, including my clit.

They hurt, but they also felt soooo – I don't know, so tight and erotic and kinky and sexy. Despite my fear my body began to throb with lust again, and my ass began grinding back behind me, humping and jerking and twitching as I licked at Jordan's own wet sex.

She was grinding her hips into my face, clutching at my hair, which she'd bunched up around my head, and sighing in soft pleasure as my tongue rode back and forth across her clit.

Thankfully, she came before I did. I think I might have screamed with the pressure and heat and pain that an orgasm brought. I did scream, in fact, but by then she had put the gag back in my mouth and I was in my room, jamming my ass back against the corner of the desk as she was about to put me back into my bed.

"Dirty slut," she said. "Look at her rubbing herself against the furniture like a bitch in heat."

I wanted her to spank me, and she did turn me around and slap my ass, but the crack of noise it made was loud, much louder than when she'd slapped my taut breasts, and I guess she worried someone would hear it.

So she put me back into bed, put the covers of me, and then got in and turned off the lights. And that was how I spent the night, all tied up. I came five more times before the batteries in the vibrator wore out and I was able to get some rest, but I still wasn't able to get to sleep for more than a few minutes at a time.

Finally at dawn I woke her up and she grudgingly untied me. My shoulders and arms ached fiercely, and my breasts felt sore and bruised. My pussy flesh felt raw, and there were red lines around my legs and wrists and, of course, my breasts, where the ropes had burned my white flesh.

I told Jordan she would have to find something besides rope to tie me up with, something that wouldn't leave marks like that, and she went to a sex shop, can you believe it? I never would have had the courage to go to a sex shop, not in a million years.

Then again, I suppose she had to get the dildo and vibrator somewhere.

Oh, I didn't tell you what she did with me while she went shopping for the stuff. This was just the next morning, see. Naturally we went out together. I had to wear long pants and a turtle neck sweater to hide the marks the ropes had left on my skin, and we drove over to visit a friend of ours named Annie.

We didn't stay long, but then when we left, we turned in the wrong direction. See, Annie lived right on the edge of suburbia, in a townhouse development that backed onto a large chunk of undeveloped land. The undeveloped land was covered in trees and scrub, and had a railway line running through one section of it.

Anyway, Jordan said we were going to the sex shop to pick out some restraints that wouldn't cut into my skin, and I said no way in hell was I going to a sex shop, no matter what she said or threatened. It would be just too mortifying, especially since I knew damned well she would make clear to everyone there that the restraints were for me.

So what Jordan did was to park at the side of the road and go into the trunk. She came out with a gym bag, and ordered me to come with her. We walked into the woods a good ways, first along a narrow dirt trail, then across a wide field.

I didn't know what she was looking for, but was fairly sure it had to do with sex. And since this area looked to be completely deserted, I was feeling kind of horny and excited, wondering what she'd want. I said before that being naked outside was exciting, but it would be even more exciting out here without the fear that people could see me from their windows.

She led us deep into the grassy field, then stopped and ordered me to strip naked. I wasn't at all surprised, and eagerly took off all my clothes, right down to my shoes and socks. 

She ordered me to lie down in the grass. I took a look around at the nearest trees, seeing nobody, then sat down, and lay back. She pulled what looked like tent pegs out of the bag, and a hammer, then made me spread my arms and legs.

She hammered the tent pegs into the ground next to my wrists and ankles, and took out thick cords, binding my wrists and ankles to the tent pegs. Then she pulled out a blindfold and put it over my eyes.

Then she went away, saying "bye bye" in an amused voice. I called out to her but there was no answer.

I lay there for I don't know how long, my body hot from the sun, my ears perking up at every little sound, terrified someone would come and find me here before Jordan got back. I mean, there were a lot of houses not that far away, and surely kids came around here to fool around.

I shuddered at the thought of a gang of teenagers wandering through here and finding me, the guys all raping me as the girls looked on in disgust. I was half excited, half terrified at the thought.

I heard a dog barking nearby, and tensed up, but it didn't come near. Then I heard people talking, just the faintest sounds. I really tensed up then. The grass was about three feet high, but if they got close enough they'd see me.

More time passed, and I heard someone moving through the grass. I tensed up again, praying it was Jordan. The sound got closer, then stopped very close to me. I didn't dare call out. There was no sound for a minute, then the sound, legs shuffling through the tall grass, came closer.

They stopped right near me. I held my breath, every nerve on edge as I waited for whoever it was to say something. Who was it? Some old bum? A teenager? An old man who'd think I'd been molested or something? Jordan fooling around?

A hand slid onto my right breast and squeezed it, and I gasped in shock.

It was a male hand, definitely not Jordan's.

 

 

 




  

 

 

Chapter Six

 

 

 

 

I heard him panting as his hand roughly fondled my breast. Then his other hand slid over my belly and onto my other boob. I was petrified, completely helpless, completely naked, my legs spread wide, wide apart, and unable to even see who it was that was bent over me.

I smelled beer, then his breath slid over my throat before his lips sucked on my right nipple. I pulled desperately, but couldn't move my arms or legs as he sucked and chewed on my nipple. I heard a low male snicker, then a zipper was pulled down.

I didn't say anything at all. What was I to say? I was mortified in the first place, terrified in the second. I felt his hand slide down between my legs and roughly grope my pussy mound, then felt what was surely a male cock against my slit.

I whimpered a little as his finger worked down inside me and pumped in and out, then he shoved his cock in, and I grunted in pain and fear. It slid deep, then jerked back and thrust home, buried to the hilt inside me as his heavy male body came down on mine.

He was fully clothed, had just opened his zipper, and his clothes were rough on my soft flesh as he began to fuck me at a steady, but fast pace, his cock tearing back and forth inside me as his hips smashed down against my splayed thighs again and again.

Then he pulled out. I thought he might have finished, but he sat down on my belly and laid his long, and obviously still hard cock along my chest in between my breasts. Then he pressed his hands against the sides of boobs and squashed them together around his hard erection.

He began to fuck his cock into the tightly compressed flesh of my breasts then, grunting as he squeezed and squashed my boobs down around his sliding cock. He fucked into my breasts faster and faster, his hands rough on my poor, aching breasts.

Then he tore at my hair, forcing my mouth open. I felt his cockhead jam through my lips as he came. Thick wads of warm semen shot into my mouth, making me cough and choke in surprise. He held my nose and squeezed out every last drop into my mouth, making me swallow it down.

Then he pulled back. I prayed he would leave, but in a second I felt his hands fumbling at the ropes binding my ankles. He undid them both, then undid the rope holding my left wrist in place. He flipped me onto my belly before untying the last rope, the one around my right wrist.

Then, he pulled my wrists together behind my back and bound them tightly together there. He gripped my hair and dragged me to my feet, and I cried out in pain. My face was slapped, and then something, some wad of fabric or something, was shoved into my mouth.

He led me through the grass, gripping my long hair tightly, slapping at my ass whenever I slowed. I felt dirt under my feet, then water. I splashed through ankle deep water, then felt stones and pebbles.

He halted and untied my wrists, but kept them tightly in his hands as he led me forward. I banged my toes and gasped in pain, almost falling over, but he held me up, pulling me forward until I felt hard wood, then he forced me down low, then down on my ass.

I felt wood and stones under my ass, and was trying to figure out where we could possibly be, then he forced me to lie back, and I felt steel against my wrists as he bound them together above me.

I still didn't know and couldn't guess what he intended. He tied my wrists around some kind of metal, steel thing. It was long and thick and hard. Then he gripped my ankles, one of which still had rope tied to it, and lifted them, dragging me sideways until I was laying along some kind of long metal beam of some sort.

It was narrow, too narrow to support me as I lay along it, but my wrists were bound tightly to one end, and pulled my legs down tightly along its length and tied them tight there. He moved behind me and lifted my head up a little, then pulled my blindfold up.

I looked down railroad tracks.

I was laying along one of the tracks, tightly bound, one ankle on either side, one arm above me on either side. My eyes bulged and my mind filled with fear.

Then he pushed the blindfold back down and sniggered, and I heard him walking away.

I pulled frantically at the ropes, trying to free myself. I imagined a big train coming along and splitting me at the crotch, cutting me in half as it rode over me.

Then something touched me. I gasped and jerked violently.

The blindfold was pulled up, and I saw Jordan sitting there grinning from ear to ear. Beside her was Sean, grinning even more smugly. For a moment I felt a wave of relief, then I could have killed them. My eyes narrowed and I glared furiously at the two of them, wishing my hands were free so I could claw their eyes out for scaring me like that.

"I think she's mad," Jordan said, making a huge understatement.

"Didn't you recognize my cock?" Sean grinned. "My ego is hurt. I thought I had a unique cock."

"She was probably coming too hard to know or care who had their cock in her," Jordan leered.

I swear I could have killed the bitch, and Sean too, if I was only freed.

"I bet your heart was pounding when Sean came up to you," Jordan giggled.

"She looked like she was gonna blow an artery," Sean grinned.

"So what do you think, should we wait for a train to come and ride up her pussy?" Jordan asked.

"Waste of good pussy," Sean said. "Always a shame to waste good pussy."

"Oh, I suppose you're right," she sighed, pretending she was disappointed. "I don't think we should untie her just yet, though. She might attack us both."

"I think we can handle her if we're careful," Sean said.

"Well, I brought some things to handle crazy little sluts," Jordan said, opening the same gym bag. This time she pulled out several thick, studded leather things. They were padded to a certain degree, and in addition to the studs, had metal rings and clips set into them 

She and Sean untied my ankles, then held them tightly as I tried to kick out at them. They each buckled one of the thick leather things to my ankles, then clipped them together. I still tried to kick out at them, and Jordan had to sit on my legs as she and Sean undid my hands.

Again I tried to punch at them, tried to claw at them. I was spitting mad at the terror they'd put me through. Mad as I was, though, I wasn't nearly as strong as either of them, let alone both at once, and they held me easily as they buckled two more leather restraints around my wrists, then pulled them behind me and clipped them together.

When Jordan was rising, though, I slammed my legs up into her crotch, and she gasped and tumbled sideways, clutching her pussy. I felt a moment's smug satisfaction as she groaned in pain and Sean sniggered, but then she glared at me, and I knew I was gonna get it.

"You...bitch," she gasped, clutching her pussy.

She slowly got to her feet, glaring at me, then her eyes moved around as though searching. She walked over to the side, limping a little, and lifted a thin, three foot long stick off the ground. She swung it through the air several times, and I heard it swish sharply as it cut the air.

Then she came over to me, and she and Sean turned me sideways so I was belly down across the rail. She knelt on one side of me by my ass, while Sean sat just near my head, holding it down. I heard the swish, and the stick, or branch, or switch, lashed down on my bare bottom, leaving a searing line of fire across my soft white flesh.

I screamed into the gag, jerking and writhing as she slashed the stick down across my buttocks again, then again, then again. My knees ground and bounced against the wood and stones below, and my hips ground against the side of the steel rail as she criss-crossed my upturned buttocks with stinging lines of fire.

After the first half dozen blows, though, my fear and pain began to give way to an erotic heat. Most of my frustration and anger had disappeared after I'd kneed her in the crotch, and my relief that I wasn't now going to die made it hard to fear getting my ass whipped with a wooden switch.

And – well – hell.  I was outside in the woods all naked in the bright sun, bent ass up over a rail in front of her and a guy who was practically a stranger, even though he'd fucked me twice. If that wasn't enough to heat me up, the leather restraints around my wrists and ankles were exciting, and getting my bottom switched was even more exciting, even if it did sting a lot – a WHOLE lot.

Sean laughed as Jordan whipped the switch across my stinging buttocks. 

"I've heard of pink belly," he said. "But that's one red ass."

"Here, you give her a few," Jordan said, handing him the stick. They switched places and Sean stroked my aching bottom while Jordan gripped my head between her knees.

"I can think of things I'd rather do to this ass," Sean said, sliding his hand in between my thighs and squeezing my pussy.

"You want to, go ahead," Jordan laughed.

"Let me goooo," I groaned, the words muffled by the gag.

"Get ready, slut," Jordan said. "Sean's gonna fuck your ass."

I gasped, and my eyes widened at the words. I trembled anxiously as I felt Sean's finger poking against my puckered opening. I'd thought of that only a few times, especially when I'd watched that movie last night. Now here I was going to be sodomized, and right out in the open too!

"Nooooo!" I gasped.

"Stick it up her ass, Sean," Jordan urged.

"I'm gonna," he breathed, making his finger wiggle down inside my . 

He pumped it in and out, then removed it.

My insides began to burn with sexual fever as I anticipated the lewd, forced sodomy, as I felt his hands grope and squeeze my sore ass flesh. He undid the leather restraints so he could spread my legs, and I opened them willingly, groaning and shifting forward a bit so my ass rose higher on the rail.

Sean squeezed my pussy, digging his fingers into the soft meat and massaging it. I felt his cock pressing against my sex, then groaned long and low as he buried his cock in my pussy in one long thrust.

He fucked it in and out slowly as he forced his finger back into my anus and pumped it in and out. Then he pulled out cock and finger and moved around in front of me. He pushed his cock against my mouth, and I automatically opened up and sucked it inside, not thinking where it had just been.

Almost at once I realized I was tasting my own pussy juice on his cock, and that made me boil with excitement. It was all so crude and carnal and erotic. I sucked wetly on his cock while Jordan moved behind me and began spanking my upturned buttocks.

She concentrated her blows right against my little anal opening, her open palm smacking against it over and over. Meanwhile, Sean pushed his cock deeper into my mouth, almost fucking my face as I sucked him.

"That's it, slut," he said. "Suck that cock. Get it all hard and wet so I can ram it up your ass."

He mashed my hair around my face as she squatted there. His cock pumped back and forth in my mouth, over my tongue, faster and faster. 

"Yeah," he grunted. "Suck it. Suck it, whore. In a minute I'm gonna butt-fuck you. Bet you can't wait for that, huh? Can't wait to have this stiff boner up your ."

Jordan halted her spanking, and then a moment later, to my shock, I felt her tongue against my anus. It slid around and around the wrinkled little hole, then dipped inside. Her tongue wriggled around inside my anus, making my guts squirm with astonishing lust.

Sean pulled his cock out of my mouth then and moved around behind me. Jordan pulled back, and I felt Sean's now spit-wet cockhead push against my anal opening. He gripped my buttocks, his fingers digging deep furrows in the soft white flesh, and he pressed harder and harder against my hole.

My anus was slowly forced open, and his slipper prick head popped inside. I felt my anus squeeze down around his shaft as he eased his cock deeper. I felt my ass clamping down, and tried to ease it up, tried to control my muscles so his cock would slide in easier.

Sean held his cockhead just inside my anal opening for long seconds, then pushed it a little deeper. His cock pushed in another inch, then suddenly his hands shifted from my ass to my hips and he rammed his cock in with savage power.

I cried out in shock and pain as his big, meaty sword rammed up my ass, skewering me with one brutal thrust. My rectum burned with shock and pain, the muscles half numbed by the sudden impalement. I whimpered helplessly as he jerked his cock back a little, then spiked it all the way up inside my belly, burying it to the hilt in my tight ass.

I choked, my mouth opening and closing as I tried to catch my breath. I felt like I had been punched in the belly, only from the inside. I felt every inch of his thick prong as it lay nestled deep within my belly. I felt my ass squeezing down along every inch.

Sean was grinding his hips against my upturned buttocks, sighing in satisfaction as he twisted his cock around inside me. I gasped and moaned and panted for breath, cramps rippling through my guts as his prick moved around inside.

"Ooohhhhhh!" I groaned. "UhhhhhnngghhH!"

"How's that feel, baby?" Sean grinned.

"Ream out that little ," Jordan laughed gleefully.

"JEEsus she's tight back here," Sean gasped.

"Fuck her," Jordan urged gleefully.

I felt his cock slowly pulling back, felt the tight flesh of my anal walls pulling on it, sucking on it as it backed down the tube. Then the thrust in hard again, again making me cry out as his meaty tool was buried in my rectum.

He eased back and thrust in, eased back, then rammed it in. He tore my anal muscles apart as he began to fuck his big cock down into me with furious strokes, his hips smacking against my buttocks as he pounded his cock up my ass.

My whole body was jerked back and forth, my hips bouncing against the rail, my knees sliding back and forth on the wooden ties as he pumped his meat in my ass. I groaned feebly as I slowly gained hold of myself, recovering from the shock of his cruel entry.

My anus was numbed by his spearing thrusts, and his cock was now moving easily inside it. I was able, at last, to analyze the sensation, and found it wasn't bad at all. I mean, if he'd given me a chance to get used to it I think there would have been no pain at all.

Now, my insides felt raw, and aching, but it was a dull ache, and in the midst of it was his steadily pounding cock, and the forceful impact of his hips against my upturned buttocks. Every little while he, or maybe Jordan, slid a hand in between my thighs and rubbed my pussy too, and that sent heat surging through my system.

He pulled his cock out suddenly, leaving my anus vacant. Then I felt his cock against me and he thrust deep. He pumped it in and out, then pulled out again. Again he left my ass empty for a few seconds. Then he pierced me again, and buried his shaft in my butt.

I found the repeated penetrations extremely exciting, and I could hardly breathe in between each new entry.

"Wait a second," Jordan said. "Try this."

I didn't know what she meant, of course. I was belly down across the rail, my legs spread, my ass raised high. But I felt Sean pull his cock out. Hands pulled my legs back together and clipped the ankle restraints together, then I felt Sean pressing his cock in between my buttocks, felt his thumbs easing my buttocks apart a little, then his cock sank into me again.

With my legs tight together my anus was even tighter, but it was still unable to fight his prick as it rammed it deep into my ass and pounded up and down its length. He rammed his cock down into me with grunts of effort, smashing his hips into my buttocks with bruising force.

Then he gripped my hair and dragged me backwards, forcing me to raise my ass high while still keeping my face pressed into the dirt. He pulled me up onto my knees and battered my ass even harder, violently driving his prick into me.

My hands moved weakly behind me, fingers twitching as my bottom was hammered and spanked. My breasts were now pressed more firmly against the ground, and rubbing back and forth as he rode my ass.

My guts were churning and whirling, and my clit buzzed as my loins were hammered by his body. I was on the verge of coming, needing only one more thing to push me over the edge. Then Sean, or Jordan, squeezed my pussy hard, and I came, gurgling and moaning and humping desperately back at him as he poled my ass with his big prick.

My anus spasmed around his pistoning cock, sucking it violently as he tore it back and forth.

"Yeah! Yeah! I'm gonna come," he gasped. "UUhh. Yeaahhhh!"

He slowed his pumping, then finally stopped, squeezing my buttocks and heaving a sigh of relief.

"That's one tight ," he said.

"Well, it's yours. Any time you're in the mood just stop by, bend her over and stick it in," Jordan said.

"Maybe I'll just do that," he replied.

Neither of them asked me, of course, but I wasn't in any position to respond just then anyway. I basked in the glowing heat coming from my pussy and ass, basked in the lust engulfing me, in the lewdness and wickedness of what I had done.

They dragged me to my feet, and undid my ankle restraints again so I could walk. They kept the gag in, though, and Jordan produced a studded leather collar that matched the restraints around my wrists and ankles. She buckled it around my throat, then clipped a leash to it.

"Now you be a good little pussy and heel," she said.

"That's for dogs," Sean said.

"She's almost as smart as a dog," Jordan smiled.

She and Sean walked along the tracks, and I trailed behind on the end of the leash, still utterly naked, of course as we headed out of the undeveloped area.

I spotted Jordan's car parked behind a tree. There were a few houses within sight, but I didn't see anyone looking out them as we walked over to the car. Jordan opened the trunk, then Sean lifted me up and pushed me inside.

They slammed the trunk, then the car bounced over the grass and out onto the street, tossing me around inside. The car settled onto the road and things settled down as they drove – somewhere. I experimented with the restraints, trying to see if I could pull my wrists through, or twist them apart. I couldn't.

After awhile I heard the sound of the engine change, like we'd driven into something. Then I heard a clattering sound. Someone got out of the car, and the engine stopped. I heard keys in the lock, then the trunk opened and I was looking up at Sean.

He pulled me out of the trunk, and I saw I was in a small private garage. Sean held my leash and led me past the car to a small door. Jordan waved bye bye, and I looked at her in surprise as Sean opened the door and led me through.

Behind me I heard the engine start up and the clattering of the garage door opening. I was alone with Sean, a guy whose last name I didn't even know. I was in – his house? I didn't know where I was. I was in A house, with A guy.

"Don't you just love the weekend?" he said casually, as he pulled me along behind him.

I wasn't able to answer, of course. I got a brief look at the living room, which didn't impress me at all, and the kitchen, which looked like a mess, then he opened the door leading to the basement and pulled me down the stairs after him.

His basement wasn't finished, like Jordan's was. The floor and walls were concrete, and I could see the floorboards above us. There were bare pipes running along the walls and below the ceiling, and the furnace was in the corner, along with the water heater.

Sean pulled me into the center of the floor and took the leash off, then slowly untied the cloth that was stuffed in my mouth and tied around my head.

"Where are we?" I coughed.

"My place, baby."

"Untie me," I gulped.

"Not yet."

"I need a glass of water," I said.

"Later."

He went to a corner and took a couple of chains off a work table, then brought them back to me. Both of them had clips on one end. He had me stand on a chair, then reached up to the low ceiling and hooked both chains onto hooks that were screwed into a beam there.

He undid the restraints – unhooked them from each other, I mean, and lifted my right wrist up high above me. He snapped one of the chains to it, then let go. He went to my other side, lifted that wrist high, and hooked it to the other chain.

Then he pulled the chair out from under me.

I gasped as I fell downwards, then swung wildly back and forth on the chains. The leather restraints gripped my wrists tightly, but didn't hurt much. I stared at him, then down at my feet, twitching and kicking several inches above the concrete floor.

"How does that feel?" he grinned.

I didn't answer, but it felt – fucking incredible – .really hot and sexy. I only wished I could see myself in a mirror.

I looked down the length of my body, through my heavy breasts, down my soft belly to my softly furred sex, and then down my legs, waaaay down there below me.

God, I wished I could see myself!

I felt soooo hot!

My toes dangled and twitched several inches above the floor, and it was an amazing psychological high to not be able to touch the floor with them, not\ matter how I tried.

I looked up at Sean, only to see him disappearing up the stairs. I was a little disappointed, but not a lot. I didn't mind spending some time alone like this, my kinky side getting a chance to fantasise without being distracted.

My arms ached a little, but not too too bad. What did distract me, though was the tightness and ache in the sides of my chest, just under my armpits. I didn't know why that hurt, though it probably had something or other to do with muscles or tendons, or something like that.

It did hurt, though, and I looked up towards the stairs, wondering when Sean would be back. What was he doing, anyway? What kind of guy chained a girl up in his basement then went away?

Of course, he'd already fucked me twice today, once in the pussy and once in the ass. Maybe he wasn't in the mood again this soon.

But how long would he keep me hanging from my wrists anyway?

I began to feel a little anxiety. What kind of a guy was he? I knew nothing about him except he had a big cock and was a friend of Jordan's. He'd probably fucked her, but I hadn't thought to ask.

How come he lived in a house, anyway? A house had several bedrooms. Single guys didn't live alone in houses, not unless they were rich guys with really nice houses.

If he didn't live alone, who lived with him? What if they came down here? God! What would I say? What would I do? Well, I wouldn't do anything, obviously, since I couldn't. It would sure be embarrassing, though.

Embarrassing? Christ, it would be mortifying!

Imagine if it was his wife or girlfriend. Even the thought made me turn red.

My arms hurt more and more, and my chest hurt worse. I was feeling tired and weak after all the fucking and groping and spanking, and other crummy treatment I'd gotten, and I wanted to go someplace and rest for a little while. I thought about calling out to him, but what if someone else heard?

Time passed, what seemed like hours, and still I hung there. My arms and shoulders were numb, my chest on fire. My entire body consisted of my head and shoulders, and maybe my chest. The rest of me, my belly and hips and legs, were just dead weight hanging waaaaay down there below me, dragging me down.

I was getting weaker and weaker, exhausted just by hanging there. Who would have thought hanging motionless would be so tiring? After –  after some time –  I don't know how much –  I could hardly move at all, even my head hung down weakly, my bedraggled hair falling over my face as I breathed in very shallow breaths to minimize the pain in my sides.

It was light outside when he'd hung me here, probably around noon. Now it was dark, and still I hung here.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Seven

 

 

 

 

I still felt faintly erotic, charged with the sexual hedonism of the bondage game I was playing. But I was exhausted from hanging by my wrists for so long. My arms were stiff and my shoulders ached. Even my legs were aching and cramped from hanging so straight for so long.

When Sean finally came down the stairs again I moaned in relief, and raised my weary head to look at him.

He wasn't alone. There were two other men with him, neither of whom I knew. I blinked in surprise, felt a wave of weak embarrassment, and then a surge of dark, intense sexual desire.

The truth is I didn't know how to respond. I mean, have you ever been so tired that nothing else mattered? That all you cared a damn about was just sitting down and putting your feet up. My body was that tired.

I should have felt mortified, having these two strange men see me utterly naked like this, but though I was uncomfortable and squirmed inwardly, it wasn't that embarrassing. Partly it was being tired, and partly it was the sexual simmering my body had been undergoing for long hours.

The two guys were wide-eyed, needless to say, and their pants quickly began to bulge with their erections as they walked up to me with Sean. I stared at them, then quickly looked away, unable to meet their eyes. I breathed quicker, my mind filling with all sorts of things they might do to me.

"Hey, Erin," he grinned at me. "I thought you'd want to meet my roommates. This is Dan," he nodded at a tall black guy. "And this is Joe." Joe was a balding blonde guy in his mid-thirties

"Guys, this is Erin," Sean drawled, sliding a hand behind my head and jerking it around to face them. 

I gasped as his hands dug into my thick hair, and blinked my eyes rapidly as the other two examined me with lust and excitement.

"This little slut will take on all comers. Ain't that right, Erin?"

"L-Let me down," I gasped, my throat incredibly dry.

"Don't tell me you don't love it," he sniffed.

He slid a hand in between my legs and stroked my pussy slit.

I grunted in surprise at how sharp the sensations were as he fingered my slit and drove a finger up inside me. He pumped it in and out as he brought his thumb down on my clit, and my hips began to twist and squirm in helpless pleasure.

He laughed, fingering my pussy harder and faster, stuffing three fingers up inside my sex tunnel and pumping them rapidly as he stroked his thumb over my clit.

Fire burned through my body as my legs jerked and kicked helplessly. I mewled in delighted pleasure, not caring who saw, not caring about anything except the pleasure rolling over me in waves. My head jerked spastically in his grip and I grunted and moaned as he fucked my pussy with his fingers.

"Yeah. Yeah! Like that, don't you, pussy?" he leered.

He let go of my hair and his hand groped my breasts roughly, squeezing and mashing them as he continued to fuck his fingers up my pussy hole. I let my head roll back, jerking weakly under the sensual assault. Every time I opened my mouth to protest a weak groan came out.

The two strangers watched, squeezing their bulging crotches as I danced and shook and twisted under his rough fingering. Sean stopped suddenly, leaving me panting and whining. He dropped his pants and stepped behind me.

I felt his hands below me, gripping my legs behind the knees, then he lifted them upwards, drawing my knees in against my chest. He pressed against me from behind, his arms around me, holding my knees back steadily, exposing my moist sex and ass to the watching men.

"How's this for a taste treat, guys?" he asked.

"Fuckin' A," Joe said.

"I'm first," Dan said. "I'm gonna get me some o' that pussy."

He stepped up against me and I stared dazedly into his eyes, then lowered my head. I saw him fumbling with his pants, then saw them drop to his ankles. He pulled out his cock and pressed it against my exposed slit.

I stared at his thick black cock and watched it with dazed eyes, watching and feeling as it slid upwards into my body. I groaned in pleasure and bliss as I felt my dripping sex hole filled up, felt his tool probing deep into my belly. Then I gasped and groaned as he thrust it deep, burying the whole length inside me.

He began to fuck at once, and I could see, as I never had before, a thick cock, a thick black cock, sliding in and out of my fuck opening. Sean had pulled my legs back so tight that my face was inches from my pussy, and I just stared at it, slack-jawed, as his thick meat pumped in and out.

His hands reached between my legs and his thick black fingers sank into my heavy breasts, squeezing and kneading excitedly as he pounded his black cock in and out of me. I could only grunt and take it; my body was his, theirs, for their use, a plaything, a sexual toy.

I watched his cock as it plunged into me, then tore out, in... out... in... out.. in.. out.. in. outinoutinoutinoutinoutinout...

I had been basting in my own sex heat for hours now, unable to do anything to bring myself off. Now the hard pounding, the steady pumping of a big fat cock in my belly, and his hands mashing and squeezing my sweating breasts, had turned up the heat to high broil. Especially with three guys there!

My mind was gripped by a passionate sexual fever, where nothing mattered but the satisfaction of my body's lust and need. I whined in pleasure as his cock pounded into me, blissed out on the hard fucking. The pressure grew higher and higher, and I knew I was nearing an explosive release.

Then it came, an orgasm that ripped the top of my skull of and tore through my body like a whirling vortex. I cried out in joy and rapturous pleasure as my body succumbed to the violent sexual blast wave of ecstatic fiery heat.

I jerked and shook and bounced in their grip, my head jerking and thrashing as I gurgled in mindless sexual pleasure. I lost all contact with reality, becoming a raw, exposed sexual nerve spasming and spitting and crackling with released sexual energy.

The three cursed me as Dan fucked his black cock into my belly with renewed vigour, his own heat burned by the feverish lust within me. His cock rutted furiously inside me, churning my guts to a frothing stew. My sex milk spurted out around his cock as it spiked deep into my belly on each stroke.

Then he came, spitting his seed down into my sucking furnace of a cunt, growling and groaning in pleasure as he drained his balls down into my quivering body.

He staggered back and sat down, panting for breath, as Joe stepped in between my drawn back legs. He thrust his cock into me, burying it in one stroke, and began to fuck furiously. But then he and Sean talked, saying – something. 

I wasn't listening. I had just come down from my orgasmic high, and was weaker than ever, my chin on my chest as I groaned exhaustedly. I felt my body shifting, acknowledging without care or thought as my legs were lowered. Joe's prick was still deep in my belly, even as my legs dropped, his hands clutching my thighs, holding them apart, just beneath his hips.

Then I felt something pressing against my anal opening from behind, something soft, but hard. I felt hands on my thighs, Joe's -- Sean’s -- I don't know. My legs were pulled apart a little ways. A cock, Sean's cock, poked into my ass and moved steadily upwards as I hung there twitching and panting for breath.

His cock thrust up sharply, and I gasped, my head falling back against him as he jerked my lower body forward. Then he ground himself into me. I could feel his balls pressing against my buttocks as he twisted his cock around in my guts.

Joe did the same, grinding himself into me from the front, twisting his cock around in my guts. I thought I must surely be going mad as I felt the two long, stiff pricks twisting around in my belly. I felt absolutely filled, packed solid with cock meat down there.

Joe's cock began to pump up and down in my pussy, while Sean's moved slowly in and out of my ass. Joe's hands gripped my buttocks, low, prying them apart, forcing my legs sideways. Sean's hands were around in front of me, squeezing and mashing my big breasts.

Joe bit down on the left side of my throat, gnawing at the nape of my neck. He sucked and chewed and licked frenziedly as he speared his prick straight up into my pussy hole.

Sean slid his tongue along the right side of my neck, then he too opened his mouth wide and bit into my soft, downy flesh, sucking and chewing and licking as he poled his big dick up and down inside my ass.

Their bodies crushed me between them, and I swung and jerked on the end of the chains as their cocks rode up and down in my belly. I felt completely blasted by everything, and my aching body responded eagerly to their hard fuck strokes.

The feeling of those two big cocks thrusting up and down inside my belly was utterly astounding, and I reeled in shock from the burning heat that engulfed my body. I was swamped in sexual pleasure before the next orgasm even arrived, and when it did rip into me I could only gurgle in stunned pleasure as it shook me and burned up my body and mind and soul.

I don't know what happened after that, at least not for a little while. I lost consciousness. Can you believe that? I was fucked unconscious! What an amazing thing! I woke up on a ratty sofa over in a corner, still naked. Jordan was slapping my cheeks and grinning in amusement as I slowly responded.

"Had a nice time?" she asked.

"Oh Godddd!" I groaned. "You have noooo idea."

"I'll bet. Come on, it's time for dinner. You'd better clean up a little before we go home."

"I'm all sweaty," I said, as if discovering this for the first time.

"No kidding. You smell like a cheap brothel."

"How would you know?" I groaned, slowly getting to my feet. 

I staggered and she caught me. My legs were stiff, and the rest of me ached terribly.

"Jesus, I'm sore," I moaned.

"You've gotten lots of exercise today," she said...

"Fuck you."

She helped my upstairs. Dan and Sean were watching TV and drinking beers. They watched us go by with amusement, but didn't say much worth repeating. Jordan led me upstairs to the second floor bathroom, then put me under a shower.

The shower pepped me up a little, and afterwards Jordan produced my clothes, the clothes she'd had me strip out of what felt like years ago, but was only this morning.

Nobody noticed a thing at home. That felt somehow amazing. Like they could all look at me and now KNOW. Like they didn't see it in my eyes, read it in how tired I was. None of them suspected how slutty I was, none imagined the kinds of things I'd done that day.

It was kind of eerie, like I had a whole other life, like I was this other person that nobody suspected – except Jordan, of course. I was almost tempted to tell them about how I fucked three guys today, and got fucked up the ass, and – naaahhhhh. I don't think so.

That wouldn't be a good idea at all.

I was glad Jordan wasn't spending the night. I was just too tired to do anything. My parents wondered why I wasn't going out on a Saturday night. Ha! I should have told them I'd already been on too many dates that day.

I lounged around my room relaxing. I wore only my good silk pajamas, the ones Jordan had given me for my last birthday. They felt so smooth and soft against my sore flesh.

They also made me feel sexy.

I couldn't seem to help that, feeling sexy, I mean. Whether I was walking down the street in jeans and T-shirt, lounging in my room in pajamas, or sitting naked in the bathtub, I couldn't quite seem to put it out of my mind just how –  how hot and sexy I was, how desirable I was, what a sexual fire I had within me.

It made me feel kind of smug, kind of arrogant, kind of proud too, knowing how many men -- and some women, I suppose, wanted me. I remembered the excitement in the eyes of the men who'd fucked me today, the joy at having someone like me to stuff their big hungry cocks inside.

It made me shiver a little, and made me want to slide my fingers down inside my pants and stroke my little clit.

Late in the evening I found myself bored, and found my interest turning even more towards sex. I posed in front of my mirror, sliding my hands up through my thick hair, pouting and looking seductive, pushing my chest out at the mirror.

I stripped naked, and posed some more, feeling horny and hot and sexy. I knelt in front of the mirror and spread my legs, then began to rub my pussy with my fingers. I sprang up after a few minutes and went to get the dildo Jordan had left, then sat its base on the floor before the mirror and squatted over it.

I watched the round cockhead nudge my pussy lips, then split them open and slide up into me as I eased down. I groaned in pleasure as it filled my pussy tunnel, and watched excitedly as my sex lips slid down to the base.

I turned on my knees and bent over, raising my ass. I turned around to see myself in the mirror, licking my lips in sexual heat as I saw the bit of dildo sticking out of my pussy.

I reached back and slapped my bottom repeatedly, gasping as the pain bit into me and the pleasure grew higher. I twisted awkwardly, shoving one arm through my legs so I could pump the dildo, and spanking my ass with the other. 

I rolled over onto my back and drew my knees back, then managed to get my arms through them and hold them back, rocking back and forth on my spine. I slapped my buttocks and pumped the dildo inside my pussy, spanking harder and harder, relying on the loud stereo to cover up the noise.

I shoved the dildo in deep, then pushed the palm of my hand against it and crushed it down further, grunting in pain as the nose of the thing lodged deep in my guts. I slapped my hand down until it had disappeared and my pussy lips were closed, then continued slapping, spanking my ass and pussy, in between stroking my clit.

I came, and came again, and came again – and again, fascinated with the sight of myself in so lewd and carnal a pose, my red, burning ass lending heat to my pussy as I slapped both and squeezed down on the dildo inside me.

It was all I could do to turn off the stereo and crawl into bed afterwards, and I slept like the dead until the next morning.

I was becoming a real nympho, I guess, for my first thought on rising was sex. I went into the bathroom intent on a shower, and decided to give my pussy hair a trim while I was there. I lathered it up and snipped away, then shaved around the edges.

And that sex heat took hold of me. I snipped more and more, and shaved more and more, until I was shaving off every last single hair down there, carefully, and excitedly denuding my entire groin of the slightest thing that would distort its soft smoothness.

I rubbed myself dry and just stared at myself in the mirror, shocked and delighted and appalled at how – how naked I was, at how utterly, utterly bare my pussy was, how exposed and visible my little slit was. I stood there and masturbated, coming in less than two minutes as I stared at my pussy slit.

I could hardly wait for Jordan to see it.

I showered quickly, then examined myself in the mirror for marks. The red lines around my legs seemed to have faded, except for thin ones around my ankles. My wrists still showed a little red, and there were reddish circles around the edges of my breasts. Aside from that there wasn't any indication of what a whore I was.

I pulled on a pair of cut-offs and a sleeveless halter that tied together between my breasts with big laces. I added some clunky bracelets to hide the marks on my wrists, then called Jordan and told her I had a surprise.

I waited impatiently for her to pick me up, wishing once again that I had a driver's licence so I could drive. She arrived, wearing a thin sun dress with a short skirt, and I hopped into the front seat next to her.

"So what's the surprise?" she yawned.

"Why are you yawning? I'm the one that did all the work yesterday."

"You call that work, getting fucked?"

"It was the way I did it," I grinned.

"You're a total slut, Erin."

"I just love fucking," I said smugly.

She shook her head in amusement. "This is the virgin girl who was afraid of getting fucked only a couple of weeks ago?"

"I didn't know what I was missing."

"And now you can't get enough of it."

"That's right," I giggled.

"So what's the surprise?"

"I can't show you here."

"Why not?"

"Well... okay, wait."

I undid my cut-offs and pulled down the zipper, then took her hand and pushed it down my pants. I wore no panties, and her searching fingers quickly found how bare and puffy my sex was.

"You slut!" she gasped. "You shaved your pussy hair off?"

"Yeah. You should see it," I grinned.

"I will."

"You should shave yours off too."

"You forget I have to shower with other girls. Shave my pussy completely bare and there'd be talk.”

"Just tell them you're a lesbian slut."

"Right," she snorted. "They'd love that."

"Let's go somewhere," I sighed, yawning and stretching. "You can tie me up and fuck me with your strap on dildo."

"Three real cocks weren't enough for you?"

"I was so zonked out I hardly knew what was going on!" I complained. "I wouldn't mind trying that again when I was more awake."

"I'm sure the guys wouldn't mind."

"Maybe they can bring some friends," I grinned.

She turned and eyed me with a smirk. "Slut," she said.

"I'm a baaaaaaad girl," I taunted, sliding a hand in between her legs. "I need to be punished."

"Kinky slut," she said.

"Where are we going?"

"I thought we'd go over to Sean's."

"Cool!" I gasped.

"Wait till he sees that bald little cunt of yours."

I squirmed in anticipation, face flushing a little.

This time we parked in the driveway. We got out and I trailed her up to the front door, feeling unaccountably shy all of a sudden. She didn't ring it, just opened it and walked in, and I followed, butterflies beginning to spin in my stomach.

Sean was sitting on a recliner, his feet up, watching TV. He looked up in surprise when we walked in.

"Hi," Jordan said. "Where's the guys?" She flopped down on her belly on the sofa with a grunt.

"Softball game," he said.

"And you didn't go? What kind of a man are you anyway?"

"How you doin', Erin?" he said, grinning at me.

I shrugged and smiled shyly.

"She's got something to show us," Jordan said.

"Yeah? What?"

"Take off your clothes, Erin and show him," Jordan said, laying her chin on her hands as she grinned up at me.

I licked my lips nervously.

"Here?"

"Yeah here."

I untied the front of my halter and opened it, letting it fall off as my breasts popped into view.

"We already seen those," Jordan said, kicking her feet slowly on the sofa.

I glared at her, my face reddening, then I undid my pants and skimmed them down and off, stepping out of them to stand there naked in my socks and tennis shoes.

"Look at that," Sean sighed.

"She's shaved all her pussy hair off," Jordan grinned.

"Now that looks good," he said. "You oughto do that."

"Yeah, right, and the girls on the basketball team would all know why."

"So?"

"So, let's see you shave all your cock hair off."

"Not likely," he snorted.

"Turn around and bend over for us, slut," Jordan said.

I swallowed anxiously, then did as she wanted, feeling my guts cramping up as lust rippled up and down my spine.

"What a dirty little whore," Jordan said. "Shaving all her pussy hair off just so we could eat her better. What makes you think we want to eat you anyway, slut?"

"Quit calling me that," I pouted.

"Slut! Slut! Slut! Slut!"

"Bitch!" I said.

"Little slut wants to get her ass spanked," Jordan said.

I gulped and felt my pussy juices flowing freely.

"Stupid cunt whore bitch asshole," I said. "Dumb cunt blonde."

She grinned at Sean who snorted and grinned back.

"Now what should we do with this little whore?" she said.

"Somebody ought to spank her ass."

"That hurts my damn hand," Jordan complained.

She got up and came over to me, while Sean watched in eager amusement. I sniffed petulantly at her, trying not to show how excited I was, not wanting to make it obvious that I wanted to be spanked again.

She knew, of course, and I knew she knew.

She gripped my wrist and pulled me after her. I didn't resist at all. She walked into the kitchen, then downstairs to the basement. I felt the cool air on my hot skin and sighed in pleasure and anticipation. I didn't really want to be hung up by the wrists again, but the idea was still exciting.

As long as it wasn't all day.

She led me towards a corner where the work bench was, and where the leather restraints I'd worn the other day were. She buckled them on my wrists and ankles as I stood there patiently.

"Dumb whore cunt," I said, smirking a little. "Dyke bitch slut."

"Keep it up," she said. "You'll be sorry.

"Eat me," I said.

She shoved me against a nearby sawhorse, then jerked my right leg wide apart and knelt beside it. I saw her take a thick cord and tie it through the ring on the restraint, then tie it around one of the legs of the sawhorse. She moved over to the other leg then and jerked my left leg wide, then tied another cord to the ring on the restraint around that ankle, and tied the other end around the leg there.

Then she moved to the other side of the sawhorse and gripped my hair, jerking me forward and bending me way down over the sawhorse, forcing me low, so rough wood of the sawhorse dug into my soft belly.

She tied cords to my wrist restraints and then tied them to opposite legs on the other side, tying them tight. I was not just bent over the sawhorse, my feet had actually left the ground because I was pulled so far over, and my ass stuck up high and round and helpless.

 

 

 




  

 

 

 

Chapter Eight

 

 

 

 

My lower belly was grinding down against the thin edge of the sawhorse, and I was panting for breath, groaning softly as I tried to ease back a little and let my weight down on my stomach, or ease forward and bring it down on my thighs or hips.

I heard Sean trotting down the stairs behind me, then heard a hissing sound. I turned to see Jordan swinging a belt through the air and grinning at me. She doubled it up then and slapped it lightly against her open hand.

I turned my head to the floor and closed my eyes, clenching my teeth against the pain I knew would soon follow.

There was no hissing sound this time, just the loud CRACK! of noise as the belt lashed across my buttocks, and the heavy impact. There was a moment's pause, then a hot, ripping blast of pain tore into my buttocks.

I screamed and tore madly at the bonds, as she drew her arm back and slashed the belt across my ass again. Another blast of burning pain stabbed into me, then another, then another, then another, as she whipped my aching, burning buttocks with the thick belt.

One of the blows missed, or maybe didn't, and the belt landed right on my exposed, hairless pussy mound. My eyes bulged and I cried out in shock, dizziness and pain roaring through my skull. Again and again the belt lashed my red burning ass, then another blow blasted down on my soft pussy meat.

Again I howled and tore at the cords, but they wouldn't give. The belt cut down against my ass again and again, then cracked against my pussy pad once more.

I was burning up inside, my mind feverish, blasted by pain and pleasure both, spinning and reeling and buzzing in the churning juices of my own hot sexual need. Again the belt landed on my pussy, and again I lurched madly forward, screaming in pain.

Again pleasure roared through me, and I opened and closed my mouth with gurgles and gasps and unintelligible grunts.

I felt something against my pussy, and knew it was a cock, even though my brain wasn't thinking. It slid deep into my belly and began to pump as hands dug into my sides above my hips, and I came, gurgling again, grunting like an animal as my head bounced wildly up and down and my body shuddered and shook with the force of the sensations blasting through it.

"This fuckin' bitch is goin' crazy!" Sean laughed, ramming his cock all the way up my bald sex pipe and squeezing my ass hard.

"Fuck the shit out of her," Jordan said.

He began fucking me with a furious rutting stroke that made the sawhorse shake violently. His fat prong pistoned inside my overheated pussy as I panted continuously, air puffing out of me in uncontrollable gasps and grunts.

I came again, his cock spearing deep into my belly as he stabbed me with it repeatedly. He pulled out and his hand cracked up against my puffy bald mound, squeezing it hard. He slapped it again and again, and again, and I wriggled and bounced and thrashed in shocked sexual heat.

He thrust his cock up into me again, jamming his groin into my exposed mons and twisting it around in harsh, crude circles as his fingers dug into my ass. He began fucking me again with hard, deep strokes, hammering his big cock into my aching puss and slamming his hips into my soft, pain-filled buttocks.

"We should just leave her like this and sell tickets," Jordan said. "I bet they'd line up for a shot at that tight little cunt crack."

"I know I would," Sean grunted.

He rammed it up into my belly and came with a long, low groan of delight, his juice gushing into my belly, coating my fuck channel with hot, salty white sperm.

He heaved a sigh of relief and drew his prick out of my hole, then slapped my wet pussy lightly.

Jordan moved in and cut the cords holding me in place, then dragged me back off the sawhorse. I lay moaning on the concrete floor, cupping my sore pussy in my hands. Jordan locked the ankle restraints together, then dragged me across the room to the beam where they'd hung me yesterday.

She and Sean lifted me up, upside down, and locked the ankle restraints over the hook high in the air. Then they left me alone.

They didn't bother locking my wrists together, and they hung uselessly below me. There wasn't anything I could reach anyway – except.

I reached my hands down my body, which was confusingly harder than I thought it should be, since I was, after all, upside down, and cupped my sore pussy. The belt had only hit there a few times, but it still stung and smarted.

I wondered what it would be like to really get whipped on the pussy with a belt. I trembled anxiously, not sure I wanted to know, no matter how exciting the thought was. I pictured myself with my legs spread wide while Jordan whipped the belt directly onto my cunt.

One of my fingers slid between my pussy lips and started stroking against my clit.

My mind was kind of blasted, especially since all the blood had rushed to my head, and stayed there. I'd never been upside down for this long, and was starting to get a headache.

I was still hot, though! I don't know what had happened to me in the past couple of weeks. Maybe it was the loss of my inhibitions that had freed my mind to enjoy my sexuality without guilt, to experiment and revel in the lust and heat that could take hold of me.

I don't know. All I know is that even hanging upside down with my ass throbbing with pain and my pussy stinging, I rubbed my clit and pumped my fingers in my hole, and grunted and moaned in sexual heat as I prepared for another orgasm.

This orgasm was different from any others, probably because I was upside down. My head really seemed to expand with the pressure that boiled through my body, and I jerked and twisted and swung as the orgasm made my muscles spasm and shake.

After the come, my pussy calmed down a little. I still felt kind of hot, though, well, warm at least. I hung there, my head getting more and more – bloated, throbbing and aching so that it was hard to think straight.

Part of me enjoyed it, imagining what I looked like. Part of me wished they would come down and let me down.

After awhile I didn't think about much of anything. I just hung there, my head pounding –   aching – throbbing. I could hardly see any more. My vision was blurred and hazy.

Finally someone came downstairs, but I couldn't make out who it was. They moved over behind me and I felt hands on my ass. A few seconds later I felt a finger being forced down into my rectum. I squirmed around inside me, pumped up and down a few times, then pulled out.

A second later a hard cock pressed against my little hole, and was forced down inside me. He held my hips as he fucked his cock down into my ass, grunting with the effort, and jerking me back up to meet his thrusts.

He fucked me for a few minutes, without saying a word, then came, I guess, and pulled out. He went back upstairs, still without talking, and still without my being able to see who it was.

I didn't really care. I just hung there, twisting in slow circles, my fingertips almost brushing the floor.

Someone else came downstairs, their feet heavy on the wooden steps. They reached above me and pulled me off the hook, then let me roughly down onto the floor. I groaned and held my head as the blood rushed out. I was dizzy and light-headed, disoriented and confused.

"Well, another fine mess you've gotten yourself into," Jordan said.

"Oohhhhhhhhh, my heeeeaaaaddd," I groaned.

"How's your ass feel?"

I didn't bother answering, just lay there and held my head in my hands so it wouldn't fall off.

"Joe and Dan are back. Though I guess you know about Joe."

"Was he the guy who came down here and fucked me?" I sighed.

"Uh, huh."

"I didn't get a very clear look at him," I groaned.

"Well, you'll see him when you go upstairs. You can thank him then."

"For fucking me in the ass?"

"No, for giving you the most fun of your life."

"What are you talking about?" I sighed, shoving some of the hair out of my face.

Note for the future, hanging upside down for a couple of hours screws up your hair.

"Nothing much. You don't hear the music?"

Music was thumping above us.

"So?"

"Don't you hear the way the floor is creaking?"

"So?"

"There's like, twenty guys up there all waiting to fuck you."

"What?!"

"And a couple of girls. Well, they don't want to fuck you; they just want to watch, like me."

"Forget it!"

"No, we can't forget it. They're all waiting."

"Well I'm not going to!"

"Sure you are. You don't have any choice. The only way out of here is up those stairs, and they're all waiting for you."

"Well, they can go on waiting!"

"Come on; don't tell me you don't want to be gang banged by a whole bunch of guys."

"I don't! I mean... I mean... I can't go up there naked!"

"You can't fuck with your clothes on. Well, you can, but it's more complicated."

"I'm not going up naked into a crowd of people!"

"Now, now, now. You know you want to."

She squeezed my hands, then shifted her grip to my wrists and twisted. I gasped in pain as she pulled my arm behind me and twisted me onto my belly, then pulled my other arm behind me and clipped the restraints together.

"Jordan! Jordan don't! Please! Don't!" I gasped.

"Don't be so shy," she said, dragging me to my feet.

"I'm not going! I'm not!"

"They'll love you, don't worry. Even the girls will be impressed. You’ve got a great body."

"Noooo! Dooon't!" I gasped, as she dragged me to the stairs.

"You've been fucked by three guys before, so now it's a few more. Don't throw a hissy fit. Just think of all that cock."

She dragged me up the stairs and shoved open the door to the kitchen. The music pounded much louder, so loud I couldn't make myself heard as I yelled at her to let me go.

We passed a guy in the kitchen opening a beer. He licked his lips appreciatively and squeezed my right breast as I passed him. Then we were in the living room. A party was going on, a mostly male party. Jordan laughed as she led me into the midst of a big crowd of people, all of whom turned and stared at me.

The air was filled with whistles and cat-calls as she led me through them. Hands grabbed and groped and squeezed and slapped me everywhere as she pulled me through the crowd.

"Party girl's here!" she yelled.

I was mortified as all those people stared at me naked. The guys were bad enough, with their leering faces and lust-filled eyes, but the girls were worse. There were only a few, but they looked at me with amused disdain, almost contempt as I was led into the centre of the living room.

Hands pulled me down onto a heavy, rough wooden coffee table, and my wrists were unclipped and pulled up above me as my legs were pulled out from under me. I landed on my back across the table as the crowd gathered around.

My head hung over one side of the table, and my ass stuck out over the other side as my legs were spread wide and my arms pulled apart and placed along the edge of the table. There were hooks in the table, and they quickly locked my restraints to them so my arms were straight along the edge.

My legs were pushed down wide, wide apart, so my thighs ached and stung from the stretching. I was doing the splits as they locked my ankle restraints along the opposite side of the table. I stared up at a circle of people, mostly men, all crowded around the table, some looking over other's shoulders, most clutching bottles or glasses or cans.

"Okay, okay! Stand back! Stand back!" Jordan yelled, pushing in between me and the crowd that was beginning to gather around the table.

"I'm first. I got the high card!" someone yelled.

"Just hold your dick for a minute!" Jordan yelled.

"Everyone shut up!" someone yelled.

The noise slowly eased until the room got quieter, then Jordan turned to me and knelt by my crotch. She had a pair of vibrators in her hands and she was grinning wildly.

"She's shy about all this attention, so first; we gotta get her in the mood,"

She turned on the vibrators and began to slide them up and down my bare slit. I was jerking my head from side to side, staring around at all the people watching me. I was blushing furiously, humiliated at everyone seeing me naked, especially so split open like this.

But, well, you know – it was incredibly exciting too. And the longer that passed, the less embarrassed I got and the more excited. I mean, you can only be embarrassed for so long before sort of getting used to a situation. Well, not used to it, but – you know.

Anyway, I was still really embarrassed with all those people seeing me, but as Jordan worked the vibrators against my clit the juices started to flow inside me. I pulled repeatedly against the restraints, and that turned me on too.

She slowly screwed one of the vibrators down into my pussy tunnel and pumped it in and out as she rubbed the other back and forth across my clit. I tried to pretend that it had no effect, but it was hard, because my ass started to hump up against the pumping vibrator.

"Lookit her shakin' her ass!" someone yelled.

I flushed in embarrassment, trying against to keep still, but Jordan was slowly pumping that vibrator inside me, twisting it around inside my guts, and at the same time grinding the other one down against my clit, trapping it between the two.

"She's gettin' off on it!" someone called.

"Look at that pussy," someone sighed.

"Oughto shave my girlfriend's pussy," someone else said.

"Look at those tits!"

"Man she's got a set of melons, don't she?"

Hands groped and fondled and squeezed my breasts as Jordan worked the vibrators against my clit. I moaned and pulled again and again against the restraints, then let my head back, not wanting to see all those people staring down in contempt and lust, preferring to have my head upside down again like it was downstairs.

I shuddered and my ass jerked up off the table against the vibrators, then jerked up again. The heat rolled over me and I began to pant and groan as the lust rose higher and higher inside me.

"Okay, she's ready for cock," Jordan said, pulling the vibrators away and moving off.

I raised my head and looked around again.

A big muscular guy with a crew-cut knelt at my crotch and rubbed his hand up and down over my soft pussy mound, his face a gleeful mask of lust and excitement. He unzipped his pants and drew out his hard-on, then pressed it against my pussy.

My head was pulled back then, jerked upside down below the edge of the table as a cock stared me in the face. It pushed into my open mouth as the hands gripped my head tightly.

I felt my cunt penetrated, felt the crew-cut guy forcing his cock inside me. There were whoops of pleasure and satisfaction from those around the table as he buried it to the hilt in my fuck tunnel. Many of the guys were calling out obscene advise and suggestions to them, mostly telling them things like fuck me, and ream me out, and fuck the bitch's brains out, that kind of stuff.

The guy with his cock in my mouth wound my hair into a tight mass and bunched it up behind me, then jerked it back hard, making me cry out in pain. He had my head practically upside down below the table as he began to fuck his cock into my mouth.

I sucked as best I could, slurping wetly as the table began to shudder under the impact of the guy fucking my pussy.

"Okay! Okay! Get ready!" someone called from above.

The guy fucking my mouth drew back, then thrust forward sharply. His cockhead punched through my mouth and went right down my throat. I was stunned, but unable to do a thing as his long cock slid right down my gullet and his balls pressed against my nose.

My throat felt bloated and sore and scratchy with his cock inside it, and I had to fight the desperate urge to throw up. I couldn't make a single sound with his cock blocking my throat, and couldn't breathe either.

Hands were groping and squeezing and pinching my fat breasts, and the guy fucking my pussy was really drilling me, but all I cared about was the cock sliding up and down my throat. It didn't hurt exactly, but it was incredibly uncomfortable, and my head was starting to throb and my chest burn from lack of air.

Even if I could have screamed or something, nobody would have heard. Everyone was yelling and laughing in approval and glee at the sight of me being throat fucked. People were even clapping.

The big cock slid up and down my gullet in a slow, steady movement, then popped free into my mouth and out. I gulped in air, my breathing harsh and ragged as the guy rubbed his wet cock over my face.

The hammering at my crotch stopped and the cock began to soften, then pulled out. A few seconds later another cock pressed against my pussy and thrust into me. A few seconds later the cock at my face was forced into my mouth and down my throat again, then began pumping up and down once more.

Soon, though, it began to fuck faster and faster, then it stopped, buried in my throat as the guy held my face pressed against his groin. Then the cock was pulled out and the guy shuffled aside. Another guy moved in and pressed his hard-on against my mouth, then pushed it inside.

It wasn't so bad this time, partly because I wasn't so scared of choking to death. I started to pay more attention to the cock fucking my pussy. It was a big one, and my groin was buzzing with life once again. My ass started to bounce up and down as the guy slammed his prong down into me.

And I came. I came with a wriggling, shaking, humping dance that brought applause and cat-calls and obscene remarks from those watching. I didn't care, though. I just basked in the pleasure roaring through my weary body.

The cock fucking my pussy slowed, then pulled out, and another cock pierced me, then another, then another, then another, then another. Then a cock was forced up my ass and pumped me for long minutes before blasting its juice into me.

Cock after cock was pushed down my throat, up my ass, and into my cunt, hands mauled my breasts continuously. I lost count of them all, and just lay there and took in their cocks and sperm one after another.

I came a bunch of times, I don't know how many. It was all a big hazy blur after a while. They eventually let me off the table and someone, probably Jordan, produced the studded leather collar I'd worn a few days earlier. I was led around the room on all fours by a leash, my ass wagging and my pussy slit gaping and dripping semen.

A guy I'd never met made me crawl up into guys' laps and suck their cocks, made me crawl around licking at people's shoes, and even tried to fuck my pussy with his foot as I knelt there on all fours.

Hands slapped my buttocks a bunch of times as I crawled along, and more hands reached under me to grope and squeeze and slap at my breasts as they hung down and swung back and forth below me.

It was the most profoundly sexual experience in my life. I was a complete sexual animal, not caring who saw, or what they thought, spreading my legs for anyone who wanted to mount me and shove their cocks inside my body.

One of the girls, more daring than the others, actually had me eat her out. They laid me down on the floor and she sat on my face with her skirt modestly covering herself and her panties off. I didn't even see her face, or anything else for that matter, as I licked her blonde pussy until she came.

It was one long gang bang. They kept fucking me and fucking me until I was so exhausted I lost consciousness, and even then some of them continued to fuck me.

Well, it turned out they were the softball team that Joe and Dan played on. That was not the last time I entertained the team either. It got to be a fairly steady part of every victory party.

The great part was that nobody ever found out, nobody that counted, I mean. I still had a good reputation at school and among my friends. Only Jordan knew what a total bondage whore I was, and she sure wasn't talking to anyone.

I was one of those rare girls who managed to get around the rules, the rules that said guys could fuck anyone they wanted, but girls had to keep their legs closed until they were in love. I consider myself one of the luckiest girls around. Hell, even Jordan is envious sometimes, though she's afraid to try the gang bangs herself.

Hey, you only get one life, right, and I'm making the most of it.

 

 

END
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