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Hannah swayed a
little in her chair. It had been a long night, and they were well
into morning. The music was still pounding out from the band across
the room, the sound hitting her like physical waves. She was too
tired to dance any more, despite the urgings of men whose names she
had, for the most part, forgotten, or never known.

She was nicely
buzzed on some excellent California Gold, the sweet scent sifting
through the air overhead as the lights flashed and blinked.
Everyone at the table had to shout to be heard, and there was a lot
of gestures and sign language. But grass always made her relaxed to
the point of wanting to fall asleep, and this was no exception,
especially after hours of drinking, dancing and partying.

They didn’t
have these kinds of parties in Idaho. Or if they did, no one had
ever told her about it. Of course, she’d been a kid in Idaho. She
was eighteen now, all grown up and a freshman music student at
UCLA. She was a gifted cellist, and hoped to refine her talent to
the point she could be taken on by a major symphony orchestra.

A slender arm
slid across her shoulders suddenly, and a soft hand turned her face
sharply to the side, just as a pair of even softer lips pressed
tightly against her own. She blinked her eyes in surprise, her mind
still drifting a little, wondering what was going on as a tongue
slid through her open lips.

Paige Kelton
was her roommate, a too-perky little blonde physical education
student and cheerleader. Paige was into partying in a big way,
which was helpful in introducing the much less extroverted Hannah
to social life in and around school.

But she was
also a little disconcerting, at times, for Hannah was more
conservative, more modest, and generally didn’t like to be the
centre of attention.

Hannah kissed
back, out of habit if nothing else. Paige liked to tease the boys
by having them kiss. She’d done it many times. At first, Hannah had
been very uncomfortable with the obvious sexual attention, not to
mention the lesbian aspect. Neither of them was gay, but she
suspected Paige was much more given to fashionable dabbling than
most.

She moaned
weakly around Paige’s tongue as the blonde girl pressed her back
into the chair, her head forced back. Their lips were sliding
moistly together, the men cheering and shouting around them.

* * * * *

It was very hot
outside, and this was just a casual little college bar with a
semi-Irish theme. She’d worn a halter top and a pair of Abercrombie
and Fitch short shorts, knowing the dancing bodies would likely
overwhelm the bar’s air conditioning - and she’d been right. It was
hot inside, especially with the patio doors slid aside.

Now her breasts
pushed firmly against the thin cotton top, straining the straps at
her back, and she felt the crotch of the short, white shorts
digging into her pussy in a way which was slightly painful but gave
her a hot little throbbing sensation between her legs.

Paige drew back
with a whoop of excitement and she saw all the guys staring.

She was from a
very small city, a very conservative city. Teasing men in that sort
of way had never even occurred to her before meeting Paige. And in
most cases Paige’s behaviour left her squirming with embarrassment.
It wasn’t just that the guys were staring at her with open lust,
but that what was running through their minds was a filthy little
lesbian porn movie featuring her and Paige.

Ick.

But she was
sufficiently mellow just then not to be embarrassed, to bask a
little in their open admiration - even if it was sexual admiration.
I’m so hot, she thought cockily. They all want my body.

Of course, guys
had always wanted her body. She was a slender, beautiful girl with
full breasts and a tight, taut bottom. Her hips were narrow but
rounded, and she had gorgeous legs. Her pride, however, was a
silken mass of reddish brown curls which spilled down around her
delicately sculpted face and flowed over her shoulders like
silk.

For years she
had tried to straighten it, but under Paige’s urging she’d gone the
other way and given it free reign. On the best of days it looked
like “bed hair” - not the bed hair that stuck out in every
direction, but the bed hair which spoke of a girl who’d just had a
lot of fun. But most days it curled and flowed and twisted around
in a lovely gleaming mass that drew the eyes of everyone who looked
in her direction.

She wasn’t an
attention grabber like Paige ,but there was no denying that there
was an element of pride involved. She liked that both men and women
admired her hair. She liked looking beautiful. And, careeerwise,
when more and more young, sexy women were using their looks, even
in the world of classical music, to gain fans, well, it couldn’t
hurt.

Paige, of
course, always loved attention. She preened and taunted the men as
they hurled suggestions and insinuations at her.

“Bet you two
have a lot of fun in that little room of yours, Paige!”

“Bet yer ass!”
she shouted back.

“You guys
should make a video!”

“What makes you
think we haven’t!?”

Hoots and
whistles followed and Paige laughed in delight.

Paige was drunk
as a skunk, Hannah thought with a little smile.

But she never
seemed to lack energy, and already she was up and dancing again as
the music pounded.

“So do you like
men too?”

She turned her
head, still smiling, to see... whatsisname, the guy who had been
sitting next to her most of the evening. He was... Dave, or Dennis
or something. And he wasn’t at all bad looking. Was he one of
Paige’s football player friends?

“I loooove
men,” she said, her voice only a little slurred.

“Well that’s
good,” he said, sliding his arm across her shoulder.

“Paige likes to
tease,” she said.

“Maybe we
should tease Paige back.”

Hannah’s slow
moving mind was trying to figure out what he meant by that
statement when he leaned in against her and his lips pressed very
firmly, and nicely, against hers. She let her lips open, though her
mind was still a bit confused, and their tongues were soon sliding
softly together.

His right hand
rubbed her bare side, then slid up a bit to caress her ribs. But
his big hand extended across so that his thumb could stroke against
her nipple. She felt a hot little bubbling pleasure between her
thighs.

His thumb
almost instantly roused her nipple to firm wakefulness, and every
time it stroked across it she felt a little burst of pleasure.

Their lips
moved moistly together, his lips soft as they caressed her own, his
tongue flicking lazily around the inside of her mouth, stroking
against her own as his thumb stroked back and forth over her
nipple. He had to feel it hard, now, and Hannah felt her body
warming as the fingers of his other hand slid through her silky
hair.

“You have
gorgeous hair,” he sighed, as he finally came up for breath.

“Thanks,” she
panted.

“Gorgeous
everything,” he said, his hand sliding down her side, across her
left hip, then along the inside of her thigh.

He leaned in
and kissed her once again, this time his hand sliding up higher,
rubbing her pussy through her shorts. Their tongues and lips moved
more eagerly together, though she halfheartedly gripped his wrist
beneath the table. Casual sex was something she’d only recently
begun to explore. She’d had one casual sexual episode with a guy,
and had been both delighted with and ashamed of herself for it.

Unfortunately,
she’d been kind of drunk, and could remember little about it. Of
course, if she hadn’t been drunk she’d never have done it.

What the fuck
was this guy’s name?

The throbbing
between her legs was burning away some of her lethargy, and she
wakened a bit for her small town girl sensibilities to reassert
themselves. They were in a public place, for God’s sakes! Even if
it was sort of dark and his hand was under the table. She didn’t
even know his name. Was she going to let herself become some kind
of wild slut?

She put more
pressure on his wrist until he finally relented, and she closed her
legs, twisting her head free. She gave him a mock severe look and
took another drink.

“Let’s go
somewhere,” he said, his arm still on her shoulder.

By which he
meant his place so he could fuck her brains out, she thought.

The idea was
attractive, very attractive, with her pussy throbbing and her
nipples hot and hard, but she didn’t know enough about him. He
could be some kind of crazed killer, or diseased, or... or...
someone who would tell everyone! She would ask Paige later who he
was and what she knew about him.

Unless, of
course, Paige went home with some guy herself.

The little
slut.

No, there was
no doubting Paige was sluttier than her. Of course, most girls were
here. But maybe not by the time she graduated ,she thought with a
sly, inner smile.

Paige returned
to the table, along with several others who had been dancing. She
finished the last of her drink in a long swallow and put the glass
down heavily. “It’s too fucking hot in here!” she complained.

“It’s like a
hundred degrees outside,” someone said.

“Then they
should close the fucking doors. What’s with those idiots out on the
patio anyway?”

“Smokers,”
someone said.

“Idiots,” said
another.

“Hey, get your
arm off my girlfriend,” she said, pushing the guy on Hannah’s other
side away and sliding her own around her.

“Paige,” she
sighed.

But Paige was
kissing her again, though now she was giggling a little too hard to
make it realistic, even with the cat-calls raining down on
them.

Hannah endured
it for a bit, then pushed her back. “I’m tired,” she said. “Let’s
go home.”

“It’s only one
O’clock!” Paige protested.

“It’s
air-conditioned at the dorm,” she replied. “Nice and cool. I could
use a shower too.”

“You can shower
together,” someone taunted.

“Yeah!” Paige
enthused.

Hannah rolled
her eyes a little.

She managed to
get Paige up, though, and to the disappointment of the guys present
they stumbled out the door and headed across the street to what was
officially part of the campus, then along the walkways to their
dorm.

“Who was that
guy next to me?” she asked.

Paige grinned.
“Think he was hot, eh? I saw you guys fooling around.”

“Who is
he?”

“His name’s
Danny. I can’t remember his last name. He’s a business major.” She
made a face.

“Has he got a
girlfriend?”

“Not that I
know of. Tania knows him better than I do. Ask her.”

“Maybe I
will.”

“Jesus Fucking
Christ, it’s hot!”

“We’ll be there
soon,” Hannah said.

Even at one the
steamy heat of the day had still not broken, and both of them were
sweating by the time they pushed through the glass doors of their
building and groaned in relief as the cool air hit them.

The lobby was
empty as they got to the elevator. The elevators were old, and the
floor had not quite reached level when Paige started forward. She
tripped with a yelp, and Hannah grabbed her so that both of them
wound up collapsing to the floor, laughing and giggling.

“Push the
fucking button,” Paige groaned as the doors closed behind them.

“You push the
fucking button,” Hannah groaned.

Paige giggled,
then kissed her, her arm sliding across her waist, her hand sliding
in to cup and squeeze her breast.

“Paige,” Hannah
groaned.

“Hmmmm,” Paige
sighed, licking at the nape of her neck.

Hannah pulled
herself away and got to her knees, then stabbed at the buttons,
missing a couple of times before hitting their floor. The elevator
jerked and began to rise. Paige slid to her knees behind her,
pressing her body against Hannah from behind. Her right hand slid
down her belly to cup her pussy while her left cupped her breast
and squeezed. She kissed the nape of her neck as Hannah twisted
weakly.

“Paige,” she
complained again.

It wasn’t that
they hadn’t fooled around before, exactly. They had gotten into a
long kissing session one evening - not coincidentally while both
were a little high on some good weed, and were arguing about who
was the better kisser.

They had kissed
a few times since then, both as Paige put on public displays, and
as she teased her more inhibited roommate. And once, when Paige’s
bed had been soaked by spilling a pitcher of beer into it she’d had
to spend the night in Hannah’s and had initiated a petting session
which had actually seen her getting both her hands and her lips on
Hannah’s bare breasts.

That had been
freaky. It wasn’t that Hannah hadn’t enjoyed things, kind of. It
had even been sort of hot. But she’d been wierded out by having a
girl sucking and licking at her breasts. Neither had worn much.
Hannah had worn shorty shorts and camisole at the time, and Paige
had been in a short nightie. She’d gotten her bare leg in between
Hannah’s legs and, as they kissed, had begun to grind her thigh
against Hannah’s pussy.

The paper thin
shorts had offered little protection, and Hannah had gotten very,
very hot, despite the fact it was a girl she was rubbing against.
Then she had gotten wierded out again when she had realized that
not only was Paige rubbing her thigh against Hannah’s pussy, but
that at the same time her own pussy was rubbing back and forth
along Hannah’s bare thigh.

She’d felt a
dismaying swirl of excitement and anxiety, and as the blonde girl
had become more passionate and aroused Hannah had become more
inhibited and dismayed. The Paige had very obviously climaxed,
rubbing her pussy against Hannah’s thigh while sucking on her
nipple and the centre of her breast. That had been shocking and
embarrassing, and if the blonde hadn’t slumped back then and there
Hannah would have heaved her out of the bed.

As it was she’d
slept on the very edge of the bed, as far from Paige as she could -
even though her pussy had simmered with heat for some time
afterwards.

Now she twisted
free of the girl and pulled herself to her feet.

“Help me up,”
Paige groaned.

Hannah helped
pull her to her feet, and Paige fell back against the wall with a
groan. They both shuffled forward, and after dropping her keys
several times Hannah opened the door to their room.

There was a
bunk bed on one side, a pair of desks on the other, and two long,
wide closets on the third. Paige, of course, had taken the top of
the bunk bed, and Hannah had taken the bottom. Once inside Paige
stripped quickly. She was a shapely girl, though taller and thinner
than Hannah, and with smaller breasts. She had no pussy hair, and
had often spoken of how much more comfortable and clean she felt
that way.

“I’m fucking
hot,” she said.

“Take a
shower,” Hannah said, kicking off her shoes and grabbing unsteadily
at the desk as she lifted a foot and pulled off the sock.

“Not that kind
of hot, baby,” Paige said with a leer.

Hannah snorted.
“Go ask Fred for a date.”

Fred was
Paige’s vibrator.

“Maybe Fred
wants to date you,” Paige said with a sly grin.

“Uhm uhnn,”
Hannah said, peeling off her other sock.

She looked up
and then fell back as a naked Paige pressed her body against her,
arms sliding around her, mouth seeking hers.

“Paaaaige!’ she
moaned.

But Paige’s
body was pressing her back against the side of the wall, her hands
on Hannah’s bottom, squeezing her through her shorts as she tried
to keep her mouth on Hannah’s.

It was -
exciting - sort of. Hannah thought Paige was a beautiful girl, and
she certainly had a trim, fit, soft, eye-pleasing body. And in
truth, Hannah was more than a little hot herself - and still more
than a little buzzed.

She pushed back
halfheartedly, but let her arms slid around Paige instead of
pushing against her, and ran her hands up and down the blonde
girl’s back, enjoying the tactile sensation of soft, warm skin
against her fingers.

They could kiss
a little, she thought to herself, her lips and Paige’s sliding
together, but she wouldn’t let her clothes come off. Then things
could only get so far.

For several
minutes they kissed, now with Hannah half sitting on the desk, now
with her pressed against the wall, now with her back against the
door, after making sure it was locked. She was trying to keep them
away from the bed, resisting Paige’s efforts to push her back onto
the soft mattress even while getting excited by the hot, passionate
kissing and petting.

Paige’s hands
moved over her body from time to time. Sometimes Hannah pushed them
off, sometimes she didn’t. Paige squeezed her breasts and buttocks,
and occasionally got a hand in between her legs. Often she had her
leg in between Hannah’s, rubbing her thigh up against Hannah’s hot,
throbbing pussy.

Hannah confined
her hands to Paige’s back, or sliding her fingers through her
blonde hair. Though as she felt her body humming with arousal she
let her hands daringly slide down onto Paige’s buttocks, squeezing
and kneading them as she felt a wave of crackling sexual excitement
at her wickedness.

And then Paige
had her up against the foot of the bunk bed, and as Hannah, panting
with heat, but still trying to keep things from going too far
pushed her hands away the blonde tsked impatiently and grasped her
wrists, forcing them up above her head against the foot of her
bed.

Then, before
Hannah had any idea what she was doing, the taller blonde girl had
grabbed a pair of panty hose which had been draped over the foot of
the lower bunk and wrapped them snuggling around Hannah’s wrists,
then jerked tight.

“Wha... Paige!”
Hannah gasped, cocking her head up and back to stare at her bound
wrists. “What the fuck!?’

Paige giggled,
excitedly tying off the panty hose, wrapping it around and around
her wrists again, then knotting it again.

“Untie me!”

“Shhhh. You
want everyone to hear!?”

Hannah opened
her mouth, then closed it, and then Paige was pressed against her
again, her mouth crushing Hannah’s. The panty hose bound her wrists
together and tied them to the top post. She pulled and tugged but
the panty hose only tightened and her wrists began to ache.

“Untie me!” she
gasped, twisting her head away.

Paige only
giggled, and her hands were now at the ties holding Hannah’s halter
together. They untied the bottom strings, then went behind her neck
and undid the top strings. The halter fell away and Hannah gasped
as the blonde let her breasts fall into her hands, cupping and
squeezing them.\

“Paige!” she
gasped.

“Yes, baby?”
Paige groaned, bending and sliding her lips over the centre of
Hannah’s breasts.

“Untie me!”

Paige didn’t
answer. She was sucking on Hannah’s throbbing pink nipple now, her
teeth biting softly into the full flesh of her breasts. Her hands
were squeezing Hannah’s buttocks, but now tried to slide inside her
shorts. They came around front, undid her belt, popped the catch at
the centre of her shorts, and then let her hands slide behind her
again.

Hannah squealed
softly into Paige’s mouth as she felt the other girl’s hands
sliding down over her bare bottom, pushing her shorts downwards
with her wrists until they slid down around her ankles.

She twisted her
head aside, gasping, overheated, aroused, but anxious. “I’m not
k-kidding! Let me go!”

But Paige only
giggled again, crushing her lips against Hannah’s once more. This
time, though, her own warm breasts pushed against Hannah’s naked
breasts, rubbing and pillowing together as her hands kneaded her
bare buttocks.

The fire in
Hannah’s pussy grew hotter, and then she gasped as the blonde
gripped the back of her thong and tugged hard. That jammed the soft
cotton up against her pussy. It hurt - and sent steamy sexual
hunger bubbling up through her belly.

And then Paige
was sinking down, pulling Hannah’s thong with her, sliding it down
to her ankles, pulling her thong and shorts off as Hannah gasped in
new shock. She felt a wild, wicked thrill of sexual excitement
combined with an anxious fear and embarrassment.

Paige kissed
her abdomen, her hands on her buttocks. Hannah tried to twist her
hips aside, but Paige was actually kneeling a little between her
legs so she couldn’t close them. Hannah saw the blonde girl staring
at her pussy and had a wild sense of anticipation and fear. Oh God,
she thought. She isn’t going to... she can’t... she
wouldn’t...!

And then - she
did.

“Paige!” she
croaked.

Paige let her
tongue lick slowly and wetly up along the length of Hannah’s slit.
She was not shaved like Paige, but her pubic hair had been reduced
to a thin line up above her pussy. Now she gasped in wide-eyed
alarm and shocked excitement as the blonde girl’s fingers eased her
sex lips open and her mouth pushed in hard against her.

“Stop it!
Paige! Fuck! Paige!” she gasped, not wanting the rest of the dorm
to hear.

Paige’s tongue
licked up across her clitoris and Miranda could not repress a gasp
of pleasure, her hips bucking forward. She was lost from then on,
and knew it. Paige’s finger traced the line of her sex, then pushed
into her, sliding ever deeper as her tongue licked energetically at
her swollen clitoris. She could feel how wet she was becoming
around Paige’s fingers as they pushed up deep into her pussy.

“Oh fuck!’ she
gasped, head drawn back, jaw slack.

She tried not
to look at Paige. She stared up at the ceiling, gasping, trembling,
moaning weakly as the girl’s tongue lapped hard and fast over her
clit, as her fingers twisted and pumped inside her.

“Unggh!’ she
groaned, arching her back, head rolling bonelessly from side to
side.

“Like that,
don’t you,” Paige giggled.

She dug her
fingers into Miranda’s bottom and then pressed her tongue firmly
against her clit. Resting her tongue against her lower lip, she
began to move her head in short, sharp stroking movements.

Miranda
shuddered, her legs twisting, jerking spastically. Her clit was
burning, throbbing with more and more intense sensations as the
blonde girl licked at her.

She came.

Her head jerked
back again and again, her hips bucking against Paige’s mouth as the
girl tongued her so fast and strong. The sensations were so intense
it hurt, the pain hot and darkly pleasurable. It was wild. It was
nasty. It was dirty. It was incredible. She could barely keep from
screaming. And the noises she was making were too loud and too
obvious.
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Paige fell back
onto her bottom, legs spread, groaning tiredly. Miranda half hung
there, gasping, legs wobbly, her pussy aching and tingling.

There was a
banging against the wall, and Paige giggled drunkenly. “You’re too
fucking noisy.”

“L-Let me go,”
Miranda panted.

“I just
started,” Paige protested.

She got to her
feet, well, almost, then fell. She pulled herself up again and went
to her closet. She knelt inside, pulling out a box, and Miranda,
basking in the afterglow of orgasm, weak and drained, could only
prop herself against the bed, gasping, panting. She was starting to
feel embarrassment now, though, and worry about what Paige would do
next.

The blonde girl
stumbled back with something thick and black in her hand.

“Open your
mouth,” she said, holding Miranda’s purple rubber stress ball.

“I’m not -
mmhpphh!”

Paige pulled on
her hair, and when Miranda opened her mouth to yelp in pain she
shoved the ball into her mouth. It was thick and spongy and fat
enough that Paige had to jam her thumb against it to force it
through Miranda’s open mouth. Miranda had to open her mouth wide or
risk having her teeth bent in.

“A little
wider.”

“Mmmphh!”

Miranda found
herself unable to speak. The ball was malleable, and Paige was able
to shove it bit by bit through her teeth until it filled her mouth,
pushing down against her tongue, pushing up against the roof of her
mouth.

“That should
keep you quiet,” Paige panted, stumbling back and half falling
across the desk.

Miranda pulled
against the pantyhose and shook her head, astonished and irritated.
She was more than a little stoned herself, but not as far gone as
Paige. She was feeling a little grossed out now about the blonde
girl having licked her pussy. That was just so much deeper into
bisexual experimentation than she had ever really wanted to
try!

She watched the
blonde girl go to her bedside table and open it. Then she came out
holding - Fred. Miranda shook her head wildly, trying to signal
with her eyes that Paige had better not even think about it!

Paige was
obviously thinking about it. She grinned drunkenly. “Now you’re in
for it, Miranda,” she said, coming closer.

Miranda twisted
her hips aside, kicking out at the blonde as she approached. But
her balance wasn’t the best just then, given her exhaustion and the
muzzy condition of her head. Paige was by far the more athletic,
even if drunk. She dodged aside, though she fell against the bed an
instant later. Undeterred, grinning, she found a pair of nylons in
her drawer and caught at one of Miranda’s legs, then pulled it
aside and tied the nylon around her ankle. She bound it to the left
leg of the bed, and soon did the same with her other ankle, binding
it to the right leg.

And then
nothing would or could deter her from feasting on Miranda’s pussy.
Her lips and tongue moved moistly against her sex lips, her small,
quivering hole, her hot, throbbing clit, her tongue licking, her
lips sucking and smacking, her fingers probing deep within
Miranda’s pink tunnel.

At first
Miranda jerked and bucked in frustration, discomfort and
embarrassment, but soon gave it up, gasping, panting into the
makeshift gag, submitting to the inevitable - and to the rising
heat between her legs. She was not afraid, and in fact, even her
embarrassment was starting to fade as Paige’s tongue made her pussy
and lower belly roil and pulse with hunger.

And then,
giggling slyly, Paige brought Fred into play.

The vibrator
was fat and had a wide round head. It had rings around its body,
and at the bottom, a small tongue of buzzing plastic which arced up
and in and pressed against a woman’s clit when the thing was
buried. Miranda had found the sight of the thing appalling,
exciting, embarrassing, and fascinating. And had she been honest
she’d have loved to try it out - if it was new and hadn’t spent so
much time - where she knew it had been spending time. And if no one
knew, of course.

She moaned into
the gag as Paige pressed it against her pussy, her moist, hot,
throbbing pussy, and slowly began to twist and push it upwards into
her body. The penetration ached, but it felt delicious, wicked,
wonderful. She moaned, her head rolling from side to side as Paige
pumped it in and out in short arcs, twisting it from side to side
as she licked at her clit.

She could not -
She could NOT - hold back the sexual pleasure and heat the thing
inspired, the feel of being penetrated inspired her to greater
heights of arousal, Paige’s licking tongue licked deliciously
across her clit. Her hips were jerking and her legs quivering. She
groaned as the thing pushed deep inside her, as Paige pumped it
slowly, in deeper and deeper strokes.

The rings
around it slipped in and out, making her pussy lips tense again and
again, stretching them repeatedly. Then the head jammed up high
within her, making her ache, even as the little tongue curved up
and pressed against her clit. And buzzed. The vibrations were too
powerful, and she twisted and writhed against the discomfort. But
as they continued, as Paige rolled the little tongue from side to
side against her clit, the discomfort vanished and a terrible
pleasure stormed into her body and mind.

She came,
crying out wildly into the gag, her hips bucking violently, bottom
slapping back against the footboard of the bed, making the bed
knock lightly and repeatedly against the wall.

The power of
the orgasm was stunning. She’d never had one so intense. In fact,
she’d never had one so close to an earlier orgasm. A climax had
always been, to her, the climax. Where she (almost always) or her
partner had stopped. But Paige hadn’t stopped, and now the vibrator
had driven her into a wild, screaming orgasm the likes of which she
could not remember.

Her body jerked
and shook as though she were having a fit, her hips bucking, head
jerking back, shoulders rolling from side to side as she tried to
impale herself on that hard, buzzing sex toy. Paige was holding it
high inside her, painfully high, grinning up at her as she twisted
it from side to side to make the buzzing, vibrating lower tongue
rub back and forth across her clit.

There was still
knocking against the wall as she sagged weakly, gasping, eyes
slitted. But it wasn’t on their side.

She moaned and
Paige laughed, drawing the vibrator back down, but not entirely out
of her. She pumped it slowly up and down, then pulled it free,
letting the fat head spread her sex lips wider, then close behind
it. She rubbed it up and down along Paige’s slit, then pushed it
back inside again.

The relentless
vibration was overstimulating her now, making her clit buzz
uncomfortably. She jerked her hips from side to side, trying to
pull away, but Paige only followed her movements with the
vibrator.

Until the door
opened.

Sarah Ferguson
and Hillary Thomas were roommates next door. It had been they who
had been banging in irritation against the wall. But as the sounds
had continued they had become intrigued, wondering just who the hot
guy was who was making someone so vocally appreciative.

Sarah was a
sociology student. She was short and slim, with short, spiky blonde
hair and oversized breasts while Hillary was a tall, sleek brunette
with long black hair who was taking political science, and whose
politics were decidedly to the left of centre. She had her eyebrow,
tongue, nipples, navel and clit pierced. She also had five holes in
each ear. She was also, despite her long hair, fairly open about
being a lesbian. This didn’t seem to bother Sarah, and most
suspected they were at least occasional lovers, despite Sarah
having a hunky boyfriend.

Both, of
course, were well-known to Paige and Miranda. They often hung
around or went out together. Now both girls were looking through a
two inch wide gap in the door they had opened - with the spare key
Paige had given Sarah, and giggling in delight at the sight before
them.

Paige turned
her head and glared at them.

“Do you mind?”
she demanded.

“Oh fuck!”
Hillary blurted in delight.

“Wow. You guys
are really kinky!” Sarah said in admiration.

Miranda’s eyes
widened and she pulled frantically against the nylons and panty
hose binding her to the bed, her face instantly turning bright red
as the two girls pushed the door wider and moved closer.

“At least close
the fucking door,” Paige said grumpily.

Sarah pushed
the door closed and she and Hillary sauntered in. Paige sat on one
of the desk chairs while Hillary propped herself against the wall,
her eyes admiring Miranda’s body.

“If I knew you
were into these kinds of games I would have joined you a long time
ago,” she said.

“Who said I
wanted you to join me?” Paige demanded grumpily.

“Well, you
should have gagged your little slave girl earlier then. She fucking
woke us up,” Sarah said.

Mortified,
Miranda stared at the floor, praying for an earthquake to open it
up so she could fall through.

“This is very
hot,” Hillary said appreciatively.

“Don’t get any
ideas,” Sarah said.

“You liked it
that one time I tied you up,” Hillary said.

“I was fucking
pissed, and I hardly knew what was going on.”

“She looks
fucking hot,” Hillary said.

“You always say
that, even when she’s wearing a sweatsuit.”

“She’s fucking
hot,” Hillary said with a shrug. “You’re fucking hot, Miranda,” she
said.

“She looks a
little embarrassed,” Sarah said with a grin.

“Don’t be
embarrassed. I love watching slutty het girls playing sex games
together,” Hillary said.

Paige was still
stroking Fred up and down along Miranda’s pussy, but was having
less affect because of the bound girl’s humiliation.

“I hate pussy
hair,” Hillary said. “We should shave her.”

Paige shrugged,
and Hillary quickly left, went into their room, and came back with
a shaver and shaving cream. Giggling, Paige moved aside, slowly
pushing the vibrator deep into Miranda’s pussy, jamming it in to
the hilt so the little buzzing tongue was pressed right against her
clit.

Hillary knelt
beside her and sprayed shaving cream over Miranda’s pussy, letting
her fingers rub it in good, her fingers sliding up and down along
the edges of her taut sex lips, around the base of the buzzing
vibrator, up along the top, to rub at her clit.

Then she began
to shave away the narrow line of hair over her slit, carefully
pulling the shaver down along the edges of her sex lips, as well,
to make sure there was no stubble.

“You have a
gorgeous pussy, Miranda,” she said as she shaved. “It’s nice and
tight. Your pussy lips are very neat.”

“Maybe if you
use those great big fucking dildos on her they’ll be wider,” Sarah
said.

“You have a
nice pussy too,” Hillary said soothingly.

“I knew you
were fucking her,” Paige said to the other blonde girl.

Sarah shrugged.
“It’s nobody’s business.”

Miranda finally
raised her head, still burning with embarrassment ,she tugged
angrily at the bonds, glaring at the two blondes and trying to yell
at them around the fat ball plugging her mouth.

“I think she
wants you to untie her,” Sarah said in amusement.

“Not a chance,”
Hillary said. “I’ve waited a long time for this.”

“She always
wanted to get her mouth on Miranda,” Sarah said.

“Me too,” Paige
said.

“I didn’t even
know you were into girls,” Sarah said.

Paige shrugged.
“Sometimes I am, sometimes I’m not. Sometimes I feel like an apple,
and sometimes like a banana.”

“Me, I didn’t
have a lot of choice living with the dyke there. She kept coming on
to me and sulking when I said no. I finally had to give in to get a
little peace.”

“Oh, right,
you’ve gotten a little piece all right,” Hillary said. “A little
piece of my ass lots of times, you horny little het bitch.”

Hillary rubbed
away the shaving cream and the three girls admired the sight of
Miranda’s naked pussy slit, the tight lips spread aside and wrapped
tautly around the base of the vibrator.

“I don’t need
no fucking vibrator,” Hillary said, pulling it out and dropping it
on the floor.

“Don’t fucking
break it!” Paige growled, picking it up to inspect it.

But Hillary was
already sliding her tongue up and down along Miranda’s naked slit,
her hands caressing her hips, then sliding up behind to squeeze and
knead her buttocks. Her tongue thrust deep into the girl’s pussy,
twisting and swirling with the mouth of her sex.

“You see how
fucking long her tongue is?” Sarah said admiringly.

“I guess she
gets lots of practice,” Paige said tauntingly.

“Wait until you
feel it,” Sarah said, “You’ll want to give her practice too.”

She moved over
to lean against the foot of the bunk bed next to Miranda, looking
down at her roommate work.

‘You’re in for
a treat, Miranda,” she said.

Miranda jerked
angrily at her bonds and yelled incomprehensibly at the blonde
girl. Sarah laughed.

“She’s getting
pissed,” Paige said.

“She won’t be
for long,” Sarah said.

She reached
over and ran a hand up over Miranda’s firm breasts, her fingers
lightly pinching and rolling her nipples. “Enjoy it, Miranda. She’s
really fucking good.”

Miranda was
definitely NOT enjoying it. But her body was starting to.

Angry and
embarrassed as she was, her already primed body could not fail to
respond to the skilled oral expertise Hillary was applying to the
task. Her lips were sucking rhythmically on her clit as her tongue
stroked in a weird circular motion that soon had sexual hunger
racing through her nervous system. She had been exquisitely pleased
at the tongue work Paige had demonstrated, but Hillary was in
another class altogether.

And now Paige
had moved up on her other side, and she and Sarah were both,
grinning, fondling her breasts, pinching and rubbing her nipples,
and, as one, they giggled, bent over, and began to lick and suck on
her nipples.

Miranda pulled
at the bonds, but her heart wasn’t really in it. Her body was
burning with a rising sexual fever, and as her humiliation faded
that fever became more and more intense. Her hips began to grind
helplessly against the brunette’s mouth, and she moaned and gasped
and grunted passionately into the fat purple ball filling her
mouth.

Hillary was now
thrusting a tight, three finger wedge up into her pussy, jamming
them deep, twisting from side to side, then drawing back to thrust
again. Sarah and Paige were running their hands up and down both
sides of her body as they sucked and licked and chewed on her
nipples. And despite not really wanting anything to do with women
Miranda was overcome by a bubbling, frothing, burning need.

Convulsions
wracked her body as she exploded with her third come of the night -
or early morning. She twisted and writhed and bucked against the
three women, ignoring the blonde girls’ giggles, her pussy
thrusting frantically out against Hillary’s mouth as the brunette
threatened to eat her alive.

It was soo
good, soooooo good!

She lost her
balance ,her legs dropping her so that she hung, gasping, moaning,
from her wrists, physically and mentally drained.

Hillary clung
to her with a passion, sucking and drinking at the warm pussy cream
which oozed out from between her tight sex lips.

“Those things
are too tight against her wrists,” Sarah said as the pain drove
Miranda to get her feet back under her. “Hillary has a whole box of
shit. I’ll get it.”

She moved to
the door and went out into the hall, then into her room. Miranda
was dazedly and anxiously aware of the open door, and the very
visible outside corridor where anyone could walk past and see her.
But she found herself caring less than she should have.

Then the blonde
girl returned, carrying a box, kicking the door closed behind
her.

“This stuff is
really kinky,” she said. “Hillary uses it on her dyke friends.”

Paige joined
her, and the two explored the box with much giggling and admiration
until Hillary stood up at last. She walked over to them and looked
into the box, then took out several items; leather studded
restraints. She pushed one into Paige’s hands, another into
Sarah’s, and took two herself. The three then returned to the
panting, sweating Miranda and began to buckle the restraints arund
her wrists and ankles.

Paige was
fascinated, though still drunk. Sarah was giggling. Hilary was much
more serious and determined.

A collar around
Miranda’s neck followed, then the wrist restraints were clipped
together, and a thin strap bound them to the upper post. Sarah cut
away the panty hose, and rubbed Miranda’s wrists to get the
circulation going again while Hillary and Paige locked similar
leather straps to her ankle restraints and then removed the
nylons..

Despite
Miranda’s weariness, the girls were only just beginning to play
with their newfound toy. Hillary brought over a pair of stainless
steel balls the size of ping pong balls. Each had a two inch chain
with an alligator clip on the end.

“She’ll love
these,” she said with cruel amusement.

Miranda looked
at them nervously, watching as she held the jaws of one clip wide
and framed her hot, rigid nipple. Then Hillary let it closed, and
she yelled into the ball, twisting and jerking - at first, as the
clip bit into her tender pink nipple. Of course, such movements
made the ball dance and jerk around, causing her even more pain,
she quickly went still, though the pain still ate at her.

She yelled into
the gag, but the three women ignored her, laughing and giggling as
Hillary framed the other nipple, then let that clip snap closed as
well.

Inside, Miranda
raged, but she forced herself to stay as still as possible, even as
the metal balls pulled at her aching nipples.

Hillary seized
her head and let her long tongue slide up across her cheek. “Don’t
worry, lover. It’ll be worth it when I take them off. It’ll blow
your mind.”

“What’s this?”
Paige asked, looking at a narrow glass tube.

Hillary smiled
and took it from her, then fished a rubber plunger from the box and
attached it to the base of the tube. She knelt in front of the
quivering bound girl and placed the open end of the tube firmly
over the top of her sex - over her clit, then began to pull on the
plunger. The tube sucked hard, pulling the soft little button of
flesh slowly out from her body, swelling it and sucking it into the
mouth of the tube.

“Wow!” Paige
said.

“I wonder what
that feels like,” Sarah said, studying Miranda’s swelling clit with
interest.

“I can show you
later,” Hillary said.

The hard little
clit swelled and swelled as Miranda trembled and moaned. Then
Hillary capped the glass tube and pulled the plunger away. The tube
stayed where it was, held to Miranda’s body by the force of its
suction.

Paige then
insisted on thrusting a fat black dildo up to the hilt in Miranda’s
pussy, and Sarah then worked a butt-plug into her back opening.
They then paused to have a drink. Sarah turned up the stereo, and
she and Paige were soon dancing together and kissing, much to
Hillary’s amusement.

“Little het
girls playing dyke,” she taunted.

Sarah stuck her
tongue out at her roommate, then deliberately ran her hand up
Paige’s body, kneading her breast as she turned and kissed her
deeply.

Hillary
snorted, and walked up behind Paige, gripping her t-shirt and
peeling it up and over her shoulders as the two blondes continued
to kiss. She undid her bra and slid her hands around her to cup her
soft breasts as Sarah slipped the bra over her shoulders.

Hillary bit and
sucked at the nape of the drunken blonde’s neck as Sarah undid
Paige’s jeans and tugged them down. Paige leaned back into Hillary,
groaning in pleasure, her hands gripping Hillary’s over her
breasts.

Sarah tugged
her thong off, and then knelt between her legs as Hillary continued
to knead her breasts. She licked at her pussy and squeezed her
buttocks, rapidly driving the little blonde into a squealing,
humping orgasm.

Paige then
collapsed into Sarah’s arms on the floor, giggling and groaning,
and Hillary turned back to where Miranda stood bound. Miranda
looked at her nervously, embarrassed, but also aroused. She had
watched Paige and the other two, and been both excited and
uncomfortable. Now Hillary, who had always intimidated her a bit,
was looking at her frankly with those dark brown eyes.

She reached out
and gripped the balls dangling from Miranda’s throbbing nipples and
set them swinging and bouncing. Miranda squealed into the ball,
pulling against the leather restraints.

“Nasty little
het girl,” Hillary teased.

She sank to her
knees in front of her again, and then began to pump the dildo
slowly in and out. She thrust it deep enough to ache, then pressed
against the base, grinding the head against the deepest part of
Miranda’s pussy, grinding it until the helpless girl groaned in
anxious pain.

Then she
plucked the tube off her swollen clit. The clit, and surrounding
flesh was still red and swollen out obscenely, and Hillary slipped
her lips around it and began to suck.

The sensation
was overpowering. Miranda cried out at the discomfort, jerking
against her bonds again and again. But the discomfort rapidly
twisted into something entirely different, and a heat unlike any
other she’d ever felt poured into her pussy.

Hillary began
to pump the dildo in and out as she licked and sucked. And she
reached around to the base of the butt-plug as well, not pulling it
free, but pulling it out to spread her anal opening wide, then
letting it slide back in again.

Orgasm was too
mild a word for the sexual storm which engulfed the twisting,
writhing, bucking girl. The passion and hunger inside her rose to
the very edge of orgasm, so that her body spasmed uncontrollably
and she shuddered and moaned and cried out again and again.

By then Paige
and Sarah had come over, both naked now. Sarah plucked the dangling
balls from her nipples, which immediately began to burn with pain.
That pain eased the force of the sexual hurricane inside her, but
only at first. As the pain in her nipples faded they both began to
crackle with returning sensation, like a limb robbed of
circulation.

And it was then
Sarah, and, at her gesture, Paige, leaned in on either side, slid
their lips around the centre of each breast, and began to suck and
lick.

The orgasm
exploded like a fireball within her, and for the first time in her
life Miranda actually screamed in ecstasy. Her body thrashed in its
bonds as the orgasm hammered her mind and seared her body, drowning
her in pleasure to the point she hardly knew her name or where she
was. It left her collapsed and dazed, but within seconds her body
was rising up once again, and another orgasm swept through her.

Then another,
and another, and another.

Her pussy cream
spurted into Hillary’s mouth, her body soaked in sweat, her hair
matted against her skull as multiple orgasms rippled through her
numbed mind and exhausted body.

She could not
think, her world narrowing to the wildfire sexual sensations
tearing through her. Muscles spasming, body twisting and thrashing,
her mind was overloaded and, at last, blanked out. She slumped
unconscious in her bonds, hanging from her wrists, eyes glassy.

“Fucking cool!’
Paige cried.

“You really did
a number on her, Hillary,” Sarah said.

“Let’s let her
down, and then she can return the favour,” Hillary said.
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Miranda’s eyes
fluttered open as her dazed mind tried to fit its shattered pieces
back together. She - hurt - somewhere. Then she realized the pain
was in her jaw, and her scalp.

“... fucking
big ball,” Hillary was saying.

“She has a
small mouth,” Paige said.

Miranda gurgled
as she realized that someone’s fingers were in her mouth, prying at
the purple ball, trying to pull it out. Her head was drawn back
across the top of the bed, someone pulling at her long hair. She
was - kneeling, she realized, at the foot of the bunk bed, but her
knees were being held wide somehow.

The fingers
were pulling at the ball, mashing and twisting it so that, bit by
bit, it was being worked out between her aching, straining jaws.
Finally, she managed to pry enough of it through that the ball slid
out and Miranda groaned in pain as her stiff jaw finally
closed.

“Ow!” she
gasped. “Oh! Fuck!”

“There, there,
baby,” Hillary said, caressing her breasts.

“Un-Untie me,”
Miranda panted.

“No way, baby,”
Hillary said. “We’re having too much fun.”

“Hillary,” she
groaned.

Her knees were
spread apart, and she was sitting on her heels. Some kind of straps
had been wrapped around her legs just behind the knees, and were
tying them to the opposite legs of the bed. Her wrists were no
longer locked together. The restraints were each clipped to a
separate strap, the straps attached to the opposite posts just
above the lower mattress.

“I don’t want -
.”

Her words were
cut off as Hillary’s mouth pressed firmly against hers. Miranda
moaned into her mouth as the brunette grasped her thick, curly hair
and used it to pull her own head forward, crushing their lips
together.

A hand reached
in between their bodies, fingers stroking against her aching,
still-swollen clit. Miranda winced and moaned, pulling against the
wrist restraints, gasping in pain as Hillary twisted her fingers in
her hair.

“Let me kiss
her the way she likes,” Paige said.

Hillary drew
back, and Paige leaned in, grinning. She had a lit cigarette in her
fingers, and the smell told Miranda it wasn’t tobacco. She inhaled
deeply, held it in her mouth for long seconds, then leaned in
against the bound girl. Like Hillary, she slid her hand into her
thick curls and jerked back to force her to open her mouth, then
pressed her mouth fully against Miranda and blew the smoke into her
mouth.

She held their
lips locked together as Miranda almost instinctively inhaled and
let the sweet smoke fill her lungs.

When she leaned
back Sarah leaned in and did the same. After her came Hillary, then
Paige again, so that Miranda’s mind was soon buzzing as badly as it
had been at the bar. She felt the cool leather restraints wrapped
around her ankles and wrists ,and how firm they were against her
overheated skin, how strong the straps felt as they held her in
place.

She had never
really been restrained before, never tied up. When Paige had tied
her wrists and ankles with panty hose it had been more irritating
than anything else. But these - these were the kind of kinky
bondage things she had vaguely heard about and caught oblique
references to in movies and magazines. This was something - kinky,
and hot, and darkly thrilling.

She let her
weight pull against the straps, a continuing reminder of her
bondage, of her helplessness. She was beginning to get off on being
a victim of her kinky friends’ sexual games, on being a helpless
prisoner to their obscene lesbian desires.

Paige was
naked, pressed against her, her open hands gripping her head, her
lips crushed against her as she exhaled the sweet-scented smoke.
Miranda moaned in dazed excitement, drawing the smoke deep, closing
her eyes, groaning it out again even as Sarah pressed her own naked
body against her, her big, soft breasts pillowing against Miranda’s
soft flesh, mashing upwards as she rose higher, bending Miranda’s
head back, exhaling into her mouth as she kissed her deeply.

A hand was
between her legs, fingers rubbing at her burning clit so that her
hips jerked and spasmed.

She was
fingered to another orgasm, though she didn’t know by whom - nor
did she care. It was not nearly as shattering but it was -
niiiiiiice.

Hillary
stripped, revealing her perfect, slender body with the small, high
breasts. She straddled the bound girl, who sagged in her bonds, and
pulled her head up and back by the hair.

“Now it’s time
for you to return the favour, little het girl,” she said.

Miranda’s
glassy eyes examined the other girl’s neat, trim sex with interest.
She wasn’t at all sure why, though. Hillary had both hands buried
in her hair, and pulled her mouth in against her pussy.

“Lick me, baby.
Lick me,” she groaned. “Show me what you know.”

Miranda didn’t
know much of anything except that her mouth was being rubbed
against the other girl’s pussy. That was something which she knew
should disgust her, but didn’t, for some reason.

“Lick me, baby
bitch,” Hillary panted, grinding her face into her pussy. “Lick
me!”

Her mind
swirled and shifted, and with the inspiration of Hillary’s fingers
tugging and twisting painfully on her hair, Miranda realized what
was being asked of her, and pushed her tongue out. She began to
lick the other girl’s slit, following Hillary’s directions - both
verbal, and physical, as the girl tugged painfully on her hair to
emphasize every point.

A part of her
noted the video camera Sarah was holding up to her face, but she
didn’t particularly care.

She licked at
Hillary’s pussy as the girl ground herself down onto her face,
gasping and moaning occasionally as the other girl pulled a bit
painfully at her hair. She thought of how wild and kinky it was to
be eating a girl’s pussy, of how shocked her friends would be, how
outrageous it was to be tied up and forced - FORCED - to lick a
girl’s pussy.

Paige was
kneeling, bending low beside her, working Fred up into her pussy,
and then, giggling madly, the big dildo up into her anus. They both
ached, but it was an hot, squirming ache that made her body crackle
with sexual pleasure.

“Oh yeah. Oh
yeah. Oh yeah!” Hillary gasped, grinding her pussy into Miranda’s
face with more and more passion and excitement.

Her head bent
back across the top of the mattress, her back bowed, her breasts
thrust out tautly, and someone had their hands on them, squeezing
and kneading ,now sucking and licking first one, then the other.
The vibrator pumped in and out of her pussy, and now the dildo was
thrusting up and down in her ass, jamming so deep it ached, so deep
cramps rippled through her belly.

It was the
wildest sexual thrill ride Miranda had ever been on, and she came
explosively - again.

Much of the
rest of the night was a blur. After Hillary came Paige, grinding
her pussy down so hard she threatened to break Miranda’s nose, and
crying out as she climaxed, pouring enough cream onto Miranda’s
face to soak her. The three women then licked her clean before
Sarah straddled her and settled her own bare pussy down, to be
licked to her own orgasm.

* * * * *

Miranda opened
her eyes. Slowly. She had a headache, and her body ached. She
stared up without seeing, without understanding, at first. She was
blind. Something was pressed against her head, her eyes, around her
face, like a mask without eye holes.

Her arms pulled
feebly, but did not move. She groaned as she tried to raise her
head, and only then realized it was resting on the foot of Paige’s
bed. Everything came back in a rush and she let her head come
forward - too far, and she gasped as she swayed forward on her
knees.

She was held in
place by the wrists.

She was as she
had been earlier in the morning, her wrists bound to the corner
posts, her ankles bound to the corner legs, naked. Her arms and
legs and back ached, cramped, stiff, sore. Her nipples ached, and
she remembered the mouths which had sucked, the teeth which had
chewed and bitten, the hard little nipple clips which had been put
on her.

And what the
fuck was in her mouth?!

She remembered
the purple ball, but this was something far more elaborate,
something from Hillary’s kinky box, no doubt. Her mouth was filled
with something thick and spongy, but her jaws were held wide, but
not painfully wide, as they had been with the ball. A thick strap,
like a belt, was pressed firmly against her mouth, wrapped around
her head, fastened behind her somehow. She tried to make a sound,
and produced a low, muffled groan.

Fuck!

Now she felt
something else, like a strap wrapped tightly around her waist, but
pulled down sharply against her hips. And another strap was digging
up into her pussy - hard. She hurt, throbbing. It was not covering
her pussy, she decided. It was too thin. It was actually pulled up
between her sex lips - which, she now seemed to recall, Hillary had
shaven bare.

And there was
something inside her, big, long, thick.

Shit!

She
experimented by pulling at first one wrist, then the other, by
trying to pull her knees away from the legs of the bed, by pulling
forward, then back. She was locked tightly. She could neither speak
nor see. But she was sure Paige must be somewhere nearby. She tried
making noises, but that accomplished nothing. Then she started
pulling against the bed, pulling hard and rhythmically, shaking the
bed.

After a minute
or so, just as she was about to stop, panting weakly, she heard a
muttered complaint, then another. Encouraged ,she pulled harder,
and felt movement on the mattress her head was resting on.

“... trying to
fuckin’ sleep,” she heard Paige groan.

She pulled
harder, shaking the bed.

She heard
another curse, another complaint, then the mattress shifted again.
A few seconds later she heard Paige’s chuckle, up close.

“Hi Miranda,”
she said. “You have a good night?”

Miranda pulled
angrily at the restraints.

“Okay, hang on.
Fuck. My head is pounding.”

Miranda felt
Paige’s hands on her right wrist, then heard a grunt. She felt her
hands on her cheek, and another muttered curse.

“The fucking
things are locked,” she sighed. “Hillary put fucking padlocks on
them. Can you believe that shit? Even the hood and gag thing are
locked to the collar. I’ll get the keys from her.”

Miranda settled
back on her heels, listening to the sounds of movement, clothes
being put on. Then the door opened with a low creaking sound ,and
closed. She waited, feeling weird. Feeling like a prisoner. Feeling
like a sexual prisoner.

She shuddered a
little, in anxiety, in embarrassment, and in a low, strange,
thrilling sense of masochistic heat.

What was taking
Paige so fucking long!?

The door
creaked and feet scurried in, then the door closed, and she heard
whispered voices. Her heart pounded, and then the voices resolved
themselves; Paige and Sarah.

“... don’t
know. She’s always been an early riser, you know.”

“Well, why the
fuck would she take the fucking keys with her?!”

“I don’t know!
Maybe she didn’t! They’re pretty small. She might just have put
them somewhere I can’t find. Maybe they’re here. Did you look for
them?”

“No.”

Neither of them
spoke to her, but Miranda gathered that Hillary was gone and they
couldn’t find the keys. She could hardly believe it, and was
gripped with anxiety, lest someone else discover her like this, and
anger at Hillary.

That stupid,
fucking lesbo freak!

She heard the
sounds of a search, of things being moved and shifted aside, and
the occasional voice as the two blonde girls spoke.

“Fuck, I was so
wasted last night,” Paige groaned. “My head is pounding.”

“Me too. I had
too much of that fucking tequila,” Sarah said. “Hillary gives it to
me whenever she wants to get me really pissed.”

“I-I have to go
to the bathroom - fast!” Paige gasped.

Miranda heard
feet rushing past, the door flung open, and feet disappearing down
the hall. A few moments later the door was closed again.

“Going to drive
the porcelain bus,” Sarah said.

She came
closer, and Miranda felt her hands moving over the straps, then
over her breasts. She jerked against the straps and heard the girl
chuckle.

“I don’t even
remember us doing this,” she said.

And then her
fingers were on Miranda’s nipples, or - not - exactly. Her nipples
ached, and she felt Sarah’s fingers pulling, not at them, but - but
against them, without touching.

“They look hot,
though,” Sarah said. “I always wanted to get my nipples pierced,
but I was afraid it would hurt too much.”

Her what?! Her
nipples what?!

Her nipples
were pierced!?

“It looks like
a good job, though. Hillary must have done it when we were asleep,
or else too busy fooling around to notice.”

She flicked the
rings.

“Hillary must
be jealous. They look a lot better than hers. Maybe because you
have such neat, small pink nipples. Hers are fat and brown.”

Miranda could
tell from the girl’s voice that her head was moving lower.

“Ahh, she got
you down here, too,” he heard from near the floor.

Then she felt
fingers touching her, and winced at how sore she was.

“Does that
hurt?”

Stupid
bitch!

“Hmm, we can’t
even take this thing off, the strap thing. I know you can’t see it,
but it’s like, it’s a strap about two inches wide that digs into
your pussy, okay, but there’s like a round hole the size of a dime
right over the top of your pussy, over your clit. There’s a kind of
ring through your clit, with a bar sticking out on either side, and
a tiny keyhole in one side. We can’t pull the strap off over it. It
had to be taken off first.”

Miranda winced
and gasped as the girl pulled lightly on the ring, tugging on her
clit. She shouted into the gag and the girl let go, her voice
rising so that Miranda knew she was now standing.

“We can’t find
the keys, but I’m sure Hillary won’t be away for long. She probably
just went for a jog. She does that most mornings.”

The door opened
and closed, and she heard Paige’s voice now.

“Oh man, I need
something.”

“I have some
aspirin.”

“Fuck aspirin.
I need a fuckin’ drink.”

Then there was
a snapping sound very close, as someone fooled with her gag, and a
moment later the big - thing ,which filled her mouth, was pulled up
and out. Miranda found her mouth still held open, but now it was at
least empty and she could wiggle her tongue.

“This just
slides in and snaps against the belt,” Sarah said.

Miranda felt
fingers rubbing at her tongue and shook her head angrily, making a
protesting noise.

“You thirsty,
little one?” Sarah asked teasingly. “Your tongue does feel kind of
dry.”

Again the
fingers slid into her mouth, rubbing against her tongue, and
Miranda could do nothing about it.

“You need a
drink,” Sarah said.

“I need a
fucking drink,” Paige groaned from the other side of the room.

“I think we
finished everything off. I’m hungry, though. We can go to
O’Brien’s. They’re open early.”

“We can bring
our little sex slave back something and drop it through the hole,”
Paige said, also sounding very amused.

Miranda jerked
angrily at the restraints and the bed shook a little.

“Oh don’t
worry,” Sarah said, “Hillary will be back any minute. We’ll leave
her a note.”

Leave her a
note!? They were going to go to the bar and leave her like
this!?

Miranda
shouted, or tried to. Her mouth was held wide, which meant it was
very difficult to form intelligible words.

“Oww. My head
hurts,” Paige groaned. “Shut her the fuck up, will you.”

Abruptly,
something pushed through the ring and filled Miranda’s mouth, the
long, thick gag thing which had been in there before. It slid into
Miranda’s mouth again, pressing her tongue down, sliding deep
enough to threaten to gag her for real, the back of her throat
feeling ticklish and nervous.

“If you make a
lot of noise someone will come. I don’t think you want that, dear,”
Sarah said.

And then the
door opened and closed, and there were no further sounds. Miranda
moaned weakly, pulled feebly against the restraints, and realized
she was there until Hillary came back. She could hardly believe it,
but tried to physically relax, though her back ached and her limbs
felt stiff. Her pussy felt sore, too, raw, the strap digging into
her soft pink flesh, the big dildo making her insides ache.

That was the
last time she was getting stoned around these people!

She could hear
muffled sounds through the door as other students came and went,
walked past, or called to each other. It seemed absurd that she was
tied here naked, and she felt a squirming sense of fear that
someone would come through the door, find her, and she’d have a big
crowd pointing, laughing and talking about her. How would she ever
live that down!?

There was a
strange, dark thrill to her predicament, though, one which infused
her with a low, bubbling sexual awareness. She wondered what she
looked like, and tried to build a picture of herself based on what
she knew. Her nipples and pussy pierced!? What a stunning
revelation that was! She didn’t remember it happening either! Damn
that Hillary!

Though,
frankly, the thought of her nipples being pierced was rather
intriguing, and hot. Her pussy - well, she could always get rid of
that. She did wonder what it looked like, though, especially since
they had shaved her. She wondered what she looked like shaved - and
now pierced.

She was like a
fucking sex slave!

That idea was -
exciting, weirdly. She was all tied up, bound and gagged, helpless,
naked, pierced... With a dildo throbbing away inside her and that
tight strap digging into her sex. Her clit ached, but she could
feel the odd little pull on it from the ring and that was starting
to excite her, despite the ache. Freaky! Weird!

Miranda’s
self-image had always been one of a very ordinary girl, and
somewhat boring. That was one of the reasons she was a little shy
around others - her fear of being thought of as boring and
uninteresting. This sort of thing was so at odds with that
self-image she found a part of her revelling in it.

She strained a
little at her bonds, feeling the pull against her wrists, against
her ankles. She let her head come back to rest on the foot of the
bed, arching her back. She felt very hot, and at the same time felt
a sense of martyrdom, an excited martyrdom she did not even
recognize as akin to masochism.

She ground her
hips a little, moaning, squeezing her pubic muscles around the
thick dildo.

* * * * *

Bernie
Elseworth sighed in irritation and flung the pen against the desk.
He had no idea what the hell he was supposed to answer to this
stupid question. Why had he ever taken a social science course
anyway? He had no interest in it. True, it was not very
time-consuming - and, he admitted to himself, that was why he took
it. Of course, it would be easier still if he attended more
classes.

Still, as a
Business Major, he despised soft sciences. He only took them
because he was required to take some electives out of his major,
and this seemed easiest. That didn’t mean he wanted to spend all
morning writing a paper about why there were psychological barriers
to gender interaction outside traditional roles.

But wait a
minute. Paige Kelton was taking this stupid course, and she was a
sociology major. He started to rise, then sank again, frustration
painted across his face. He’d seen Paige through the window not ten
minutes ago, heading off somewhere.

She hadn’t been
carrying any books or backpack, though. That meant her papers were
almost certainly in her room.

And the locks
on the doors here were pathetically bad. They weren’t dead bolts,
and there were usually gaps between the doors and frames.

He got up and
took the stairs two at a time. The fourth floor was quiet, and he
bent in front of Paige’s door. A wide grin spread across his face.
The gap between door and frame was ample. He hurried back to his
room, grabbing a coat hanger, and returned.

It was
simplicity itself to slide the bent hook between door and frame,
work it in behind the metal bolt, and pull. Then a timely push at
the door and ‘voila!’.

He grinned
victoriously as he pushed the door in, slipping inside and closing
it behind him quickly. It wasn’t like he was a burglar or anything.
Paige would let him see her paper, after all, if she were here.
Still, it wasn’t like he wanted someone calling security on him and
- !

She gasped in
shock ,and stumbled back, first in that shock one felt when
realizing an empty room wasn’t empty. But then he realized just
what the other occupant was, or rather, got a look at her, and his
jaw fell open in astonishment.

He cursed
continuously in his mind as he stared at the apparition kneeling at
the foot of the bed. His cock was already making a tent in his
pants as he realized first, who it must be, and second, what its
presence meant.

Holy shit!
Those fucking kinky bitches!

No wonder Paige
had never put out for him!

The girl there
obviously had heard him come in, but she was hooded, blindfolded,
and gagged, and helpless. She could do nothing, say nothing. She
had no idea who it was!

And she was
absolutely gorgeous. Whoever she was. It was not Paige, he was sure
of that. Could it be Miranda? Hard to tell with the hood covering
her head so completely. But it sort of looked like what Miranda’s
body would probably look like, slender, with nice tits and slim
hips.

He’d known
Miranda had a good body, but her shyness had put him off. But this!
Wow! What gorgeous tits! What a hot body! He noted her piercings
with rabid excitement, and his mind was taken with an instant idea
to rush back to his room, grab his camera, and take pictures.

But then he had
another idea, one which filled him with shocked arousal The girl
was completely helpless, completely at his mercy, and had no idea
who was here. He could do anything he wanted to her. Anything. He
was not a man who had a lot of success with women. To have one
helpless before him was a dream come true.

He moved
closer, then crouched down in front of her. Her head was moving
around, no doubt anxiously waiting to find out who had come in. Hot
little slut! She was probably expecting it to be Paige.

He licked his
lips nervously, then laid his hand against her chest just below her
left breast. She flinched and pulled against the bonds, and he
jerked back in alarm. But when it became obvious she could do
nothing he put his hand on her chest again and, with more
confidence, ran it lightly over her breast.

His cock
throbbed, and he pressed down harder, delighting in the smooth,
warm tactile delight of Miranda’s soft body. He kneaded her
breasts, barely able to keep from giggling, and then bent and began
to lick and suck on her pierced nipples.

His hand slid
between her legs ,and he bent to examine the small opening with the
piercing. That excited him, too, as did the strap digging into the
girl’s pussy. What a hot little slut she must be!

But when he
tried to pull the strap free to get at her pussy he was
disappointed to find it locked. He looked around for keys but found
none.

Shit! He had
this hot little slut all alone at his mercy and she was wearing a
fucking chastity belt!

Irritated and
disappointed, he resumed fondling her breasts and sucking on her
nipples. He liked how she responded, how she jerked and twisted
against the restraints, and slid his hand down between her legs,
rubbing at her pierced clit.

That got even
more reaction, and the girl was making muffled noises through the
gag. Boy, she must really be getting off on it, he thought.

What a fucking
slut!

Wait until
everyone heard! Miranda McAfee was a kinky lesbo slut!

He looked at
her faceless head, black leather covering her features, making her
almost inhuman. There was a leather strap over her where her mouth
would be. He saw the snaps on the belt, and what looked like a
raised, round area. He pulled at it experimentally, and the snaps
came free, then he found the round area pulling away, a thick,
spongy plug like a dildo coming with it to reveal Miranda’s open
mouth, held open wide - helpless.

Oh man!

He stared,
transfixed. She had no idea who he was, he thought, his mind
racing. But then she started making noises, and he thrust the plug
back in to silence her. The sight of it going in, of course, gave
him other ideas, or rather, reinforced the one he had.

Why not? It
wasn’t really sex, was it?

His cock pulsed
agreement.

He stood up and
his fingers trembled as he jerked down his zipper and pulled his
cock out. Licking his lips nervously, he pulled the plug free, then
thrust his cock in as its replacement.
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Miranda knew
someone was in the room. She strongly suspected it was Hillary,
playing games with her, or Paige or Sarah. When she felt hands
sliding over her body she was all-but sure of it, especially when
they started sucking and licking at her nipples.

But... but...
the hands felt odd, somehow, too big, she realized after long
moments, too hard. But surely that was just paranoia. Wasn’t it!
She couldn’t remember much about Hillary. Maybe she had big
hands!

She was getting
more aroused even as she grew more nervous and anxious. She was
surprised at just how aroused, and how fast. She had been bubbling
on medium steam since the girls had left, though, so perhaps that
accounted for it.

The silent
treatment was - exciting, though. She could imagine it was someone
else, some stranger. A man.

She tried to
signal frustration and protest, for to do otherwise would make her
seem a kinky slut to the other girl. But she was growing more and
more excited.

And then the
plug was pulled from her mouth. She gasped for breath ,and then
protested again - for the sake of her pride anyway. The plug was
thrust back into place, but Hillary still didn’t say anything. She
just heard a shifting sound of clothe and... the plug was pulled
out again.

Then something
else pushed into her mouth. She thought at first that it was a
dildo, but the warmth, the softness, the touch against her tongue,
against her lips, against the inside of her mouth was unmistakable.
A shockwave ran through her body ,and she jerked and bucked against
the restraints as a sense of horror and humiliation spread through
her body.

It was a
man!

And she had no
idea who it was. His cock was big, fat, filling her mouth, sliding
in and out across her tongue. She tried to twist her head free and
felt his hands grasping her leather covered skull to either side,
holding it firmly in place as his cock slid in and out, in and out,
in and out. She could hear his harsh breathing now, and moaned into
his cock, dazed by what was happening.

There was a man
there raping her mouth and she could do nothing, say nothing! She
couldn’t even see him! She couldn’t even close her jaw or legs!

* * * * *

Bernie was
gasping with excitement, but feeling cheated despite that. For
while he could thrust his cock in and out of Miranda McAfee’s open
mouth he needed her to close her lips and suck and lick, and she
wasn’t doing it. Fucking whore! She only liked to lick pussy, he
thought angrily.

But if she
wouldn’t lick, there was something else he could do. Oh yeah. And
there was nothing she could do about it either!

He thrust in
harder, holding her featureless black skull tightly in his grasp,
and felt his cock hitting the back of her throat, then pulled hard
on her head, forcing her forward, driving his cock right down her
throat!

She began to
gag and choke, but he had seen plenty of porn movies. He knew he
wasn’t hurting her or anything. He was just giving her what she
deserved, the stuck up little lesbo!

He forced his
cock into her to the hilt, holding her hooded face pressed against
his groin, groaning in pleasure as he felt her throat spasming and
twitching around his cock.

“Oh yeah!’ he
whispered.

He began to
pump excitedly in and out, in and out, grunting and gasping in
pleasure and excitement, ramming her face into his groin again and
again as he drilled her tight, wet throat.

He stood before
her, almost straddling her as he held her head back, his hips
working strongly in and out, in and out as he fucked her mouth, as
he fucked her throat, feeling a vicious sense of joy, of release,
of conquest, feeling an incredible sense of freedom at being able
to do whatever the hell he wanted to Miranda McAfee without her
having a single thing to say about it.

He couldn’t
hold back. He was going to come. He had to come, and he rammed her
face into his groin and felt himself spurting deep into her throat
again and again and again. He arched his back, quivering with
release, head coming back, eyes closing as he rammed himself deep
and held himself lodged in her throat.

And then he
sighed and his fingers loosened against her skull. His eyes opened
and he smiled and - saw the keys dangling from a little hook high
on the bunk bed.

He eased his
cock back and released McAfee’s head, and his little sex toy
slumped weakly, gasping for breath, coughing and gagging.

Now with the
edge of his hunger taken off he glanced around fearfully. What if
Paige returned and caught him like this!? Jesus, he’d be dead meat!
He had to get out of here, and fast!

The girl was
starting to make noises again. He fumbled with the plug, thrust it
back into her mouth, and then fled.

The door swung
to behind him, but hit the frame too hard and bounced back a bit,
not catching.

* * * * *

Miranda moaned
weakly. Her head was just starting to ease the desperate pounding,
her heart to slow its frantic pumping. She had almost fainted from
lack of air as whoever it was had thrust himself deep into her
throat and held himself there.

Her initial
panic about gagging and throwing up had given way to her terror at
being suffocated, and it had been all she could do to cope with
lack of oxygen as the bastard had fucked her mouth and throat.

Apparently he
was gone now. Bastard! Would she ever know who it had been!? Shit!
Those stupid bitches! Hadn’t they even locked the fucking door!

Jesus! She had
been fucked in the throat! In the throat! Oh she knew about deep
throating, but of course, she’d never done it. She didn’t even know
a girl who had done it, or who would admit to it. And who wouldn’t,
she thought weakly. It was the ultimate in sexual accomplishments -
sort of. A girl who could deep throat a guy was an accomplished
sexual being.

It wasn’t as
though she hadn’t tried either. Every girl she knew had at least
tried, experimented. But controlling the gag reflex was not easy,
and nothing ruined the romance, not to mention the image of sexy
seductress, better than throwing up on your date.

So that was
what it was like to have a cock in your throat. Weird. But it
hadn’t hurt, at least ,not a lot. In fact, she felt as though she
could do it herself now, if she, well, had to.

These thoughts
whirled through her mind in gusts of strained anxiety and shock as
she pulled against at her restraints and wondered, fearfully, if
her assailant would come back. Probably the only reason he hadn’t
fucked her was that he couldn’t, because she was covered there.

* * * * *

Matt Chalker
pushed open the door to Paige’s room with casual ease as he strode
through it. He frowned for a moment on not seeing her or her
roommate, then his head lowered and his eyes widened. He started at
the hooded girl bound naked to the foot of the bed and let out a
laugh of disbelief.

Sexual games
were no stranger to Chalker. He was on the football team, and had
always been heavily involved in athletics. He had been surrounded
by hot little numbers like Paige all his life, and sex was
something he not only expected but took for granted as his due.
Wasn’t he one of the school’s heroes, after all, a star athlete,
admired by so many? Didn’t he work hard? Get his butt busted on the
field for the honour of the school?

He stared at
the naked, bound girl in wonder and delight, trying, for a moment,
to identify her. Was it Paige, or her snooty roommate, or someone
else?

Not Paige, he
thought, as he squatted and ran his hands freely over her breasts.
He’d seen Paige’s tits, and they weren’t as perfectly shaped as
these, nor quite as big. So maybe this was the roommate,
whasername, Anna or something. He hadn’t spent much time getting to
know the roommate, for he recognized the type. She was snooty,
stuck up, and thought athletes were dumb jocks beneath her notice.
He sneered down at her now as she squirmed and twisted
helplessly.

He tugged on
her nipple rings with a grin. Who’d have thought the stuck-up
little snot had nipple rings? Then again, who’d have thought she
was fooling around with Paige like this. Oh he could believe
anything of Paige, for she was a hot little number, but this one he
would have thought would be a cold virgin - or near virgin.

She had a
fucking nice body, though, he thought, casually kneading her
breasts and then sliding a hand down between her legs to finger her
pussy ring.

He noted the
locks on the restraints with a jaundiced eye, then stood up,
considering. A tall man ,he almost immediately spotted the keys
hanging from the hook above the girl. And he smiled again.

Party time.

And he knew
just who to invite.

But this was
not the right location. He didn’t know why Paige had left her like
this, but no doubt she’d be back before too long.

Very kinky,
this bondage shit, but very practical, as well, he saw, examining
the leather straps.

* * * * *

Miranda knew
she was not alone, and her very skin tingled as she stared towards
where she’d last heard the floor creak, heart pounding. Was it him
again? Maybe he’d gotten hard and come back for more!

Then she felt a
hand on her breast, a second hand, and those hands moved casually
over her body with the assurance of someone who knew she could do
nothing to resist. She moaned and pulled against her bonds, though
she knew she could not pull free. It was just instinct, and her
pathetic effort at showing her anger at his actions.

The hands moved
away. She listened fearfully, waiting for him to pull the plug from
her mouth. Instead she felt her wrists suddenly come free. She was
too astonished to do anything, and almost immediately strong hands
grasped her wrists and forced them down behind her neck. And by the
time she started trying to twist free her wrists were locked in
place again, this time, she realized, to the back of her
collar.

Then the straps
around her legs were removed, and those strong hands grasped her by
the collar and arm. She gasped in pain as she was lifted to her
feet. A moment later she was pulled up across his shoulder, and a
hand cracked stingingly against her bare bottom. Mortified, she
tried kicking against him only to find her legs pinned against the
front of his body as he turned and walked - out of the dorm
room.

She was in the
hall! She was in the fucking hall naked! Was he going to show her
to everyone!

She heard the
stair door creaking open, then they were going to down the stairs,
turning, turning, and down further. They emerged on another floor,
her heart pounding with humiliation, anxiety and fear. There was a
knock at a door and low, mumbled voices, then the door opened and
she heard a gasp of surprise. Her insides twisted in shame as her
captor walked forward, and a door closed.

She was flung
onto a bed, from the feel of it, and then she heard hurried
whispered voices across the room.

* * * * *

She twisted her
legs in and sat up, but was ashamed of being unable to cover her
breasts. Her hands were behind her head, effectively displaying her
breasts to anyone in the room.

“Who’s she
gonna talk to, eh? Kinky little lesbo slut,” she heard a harsh male
voice whisper.

And with that
her wrists were yanked back so that she arched her back even more,
and a hand ran up casually over her breasts, squeezing and
massaging them.

“Nice fucking
body,” someone else, another guy, said with awe.

And then she
had two and then three hands moving over her body.

Miranda was
gripped with shock, stunned, unable to think. Her instincts were to
run, to scream, to resist ,but she could do none of that. She
yelled into the gag, but that was ineffective, at best, as the two
men mercilessly groped and fondled her near naked body.

And then she
felt something which shocked and frightened her again. It was the
gentle click on her hip, and then the loosening of the strap which
dug into her groin. She felt it being slowly peeled up out of her
pussy lips, and when she tried to snap her thighs closed strong
male legs intervened, pressing her legs back.

“No you don’t,
baby!”

The strap
peeled out, and two male hands fought to fondle her, stroking and
caressing her naked sex. She was moist there, probably, she told
herself, from sweating against the leather. But they didn’t think
so, crowing about how wet she was. A fat finger pushed in between
her pussy lips ,and she cringed as she felt a bark of laughter.

“She’s got
something inside her!”

Fresh shame
flooded Miranda.

Two fingers
pushed into her painfully, and she groaned and squirmed as they
caught hold of the base of the big dildo and slowly worked it out.
She felt a sense of physical relief, at the same time, that the fat
nose of the long dildo was no longer jammed against the bottom of
her sex.

There was more
crowing, more snickers. And she cringed again as she heard them
call her slut and whore.

She wasn’t! She
wasn’t!

But her own
mind told her they could hardly think otherwise of her.

“Yeah! You like
that, don’t you, baby!?” she heard one say as the dildo was thrust
in and out of her naked pussy.

“Fuck, she’s
hot!”

A mouth
fastened around the centre of one of her breasts, sucking and
chewing as the dildo pushed in and out. Then whoever held the dildo
changed his grip so that each time it thrust in his thumb stroked
across her aching, swollen clit. It hurt, but it hurt in a
defiantly sexually stimulating way.

Miranda was
living a nightmare, but also a strange, twisted sexual fantasy. She
was not as frightened as she might have been. She was quite sure
her captors were college students, and most unlikely to leave her
body in a ditch somewhere. She had resigned herself to rape. Her
big fear was that of exposure, and prayed they did not know who she
was, that they keep the hood and gag in place so they’d never
recognize her face later.

She was pulled
back onto her back, her legs spread. Then she felt the dildo pulled
free. A heavy presence moved into position between her legs, and
she felt the nose of his cock rubbing up and down her moist bare
sex. It sank into her slowly, then thrust deep and she gasped in
pain even as his weight came down on her.

And she could
do nothing. Her hands were under her head, as if she were casually
accepting his rape. Her legs were spread, his body pressed heavily
down on her groin and belly as he began to grind his hips and twist
his cock around inside her.

There was no
pain. The dildo had been in her for hours, and she was quite open,
and, actually fairly moist too. She could feel a wall against her
left knee as her legs were forced wide, and his rough pants against
her inner thighs as he lay atop her. He began to thrust in and out,
in and out, and her pussy actually welcomed it.

It had been
squeezed down around a fat, unmoving dildo for many hours. It
welcomed this gentle movement of soft, warm skin on skin. Miranda
lay back in a dazed of disbelief and embarrassment, hoping he would
finish soon and bring her back to her room.

He thrust
harder, faster, and his weight eased up. His hands gripped her legs
behind the knees and forced them up and back, raising her bottom.
He stroked harder, his hips slamming down into her, driving her
buttocks into the mattress as he fucked her.

She could hear
him gasping and grunting in pleasure above her, and then he thrust
deep and groaned as he finished.

“Fucking nice,”
she heard his harsh whisper.

“My fucking
turn!’ another male voice said eagerly.

Miranda moaned
to herself. But then there was another guy between her legs,
another big guy from the feel and weight of him. His cock was
smaller, though, as he thrust himself into her and began to
stroke.

She had
resigned herself to simply waiting them out, now. Resistance was
impossible, and pointless anyway. Even if she could get out of her
restraints they could certainly overpower her. No, it was best to
just wait for them to finish. She didn’t know who they were so
there was no reason they needed to worry about that. And anyway,
she had no intention of going public with this. How could she
possibly explain how she had come to be tied up naked in her dorm
room?!

The second guy
thrust at her, panting and groaning above her, his hands racing
over her body as his hips worked frantically up and down. His cock
pounded inside her and her pierced clit ached as his weight ground
down against it.

When he
finished she felt a brief sense of relief, but then she heard the
first one saying “My turn again.”

She groaned in
misery, her eyes tearing up behind her blindfold. When was this
going to end!?

She felt her
ankles lifted up and back, and then his fingers prodded at the butt
plug. Her heart sank, and she knew new shame as he snickered about
it to the other one and tugged it up and out.

“Let’s see how
she likes one up her tight little ass,” he said.

Oh God no,
Miranda thought. She had never been sodomized, never wanted to.

No she felt her
anus open before him, and then the tip of his cock sliding into it.
She could do nothing to resist as the head filled her ,and his
hands forced her ankles down beside her head. Then his cock slid
into her, inch by slow inch, until it was halfway up her rectum.
Her muscles squeezed and spasmed against it then, and he pulled
back, then thrust in deeper.

There was some
pain now, but there was no stopping him, as he worked his cock
deeper and deeper, laughing above her, telling her how tight her
ass was and how hard he was going to fuck her.

She felt cramps
and aching inside her belly as he forced his cock even deeper. But
it didn’t hurt as much as she had feared, and now he was starting
to pump in and out, in and out, in and out.

I’ll survive
this, she thought, a trifle frantic, and no one will know. At
least, no one at home will know. She could only pray those here at
school wouldn’t know what had happened, what had been done to
her.

The cock pumped
harder, faster, his hips slapping against her upraised buttocks as
he rammed his prick deep into her belly.

“Oh man!”

The words
shocked her because they were from a different voice.

“Who is it?”
the voice demanded eagerly.

“Do you fucking
care?” the guy above her asked.

“No!”

There were
three of them now!

With a sinking
feeling, Miranda felt a sense of prickling fear spreading through
her body. Was she going to be gang banged? She was, she thought
dazedly.

* * * * *

Hillary shook
her head as she read the note. Idiots, she thought. Of course, she
herself had been pretty stupid - well, drunk, to leave Miranda
tired up overnight. She sighed and went into the other room, and
used Sarah’s keys to let herself into Miranda’s room. There was no
sign of the girl, though, nor of her keys, which she’d left pretty
obviously hanging from the hook above her.

So they must
have found them. But where was all her shit? She looked under the
bed and in the closet, then returned to her own room. Where had
that idiot Sarah put her stuff? It was expensive.

But Sarah knew
that. Whatever. She’d get it from her later. She changed quickly,
got her books, and headed off to class.

* * * * *

Paige still had
a pounding headache as she and Sarah came back. She sipped dully
from the big coffee cup and groaned as they entered her room.

“Where’s our
little love slave?” Sarah asked.

“I guess
Hillary undid her,” Paige sighed, sitting on the edge of the bed
and sipping her coffee.

“Well, I have
to go to classes. You?”

“I should go to
classes. I’m skipping first class, and maybe second. I need to stop
my head pounding. Maybe I’ll take a long shower.”

“See you
later.”

Paige nodded
dully and lay down, closing her eyes with a groan. Maybe she’d rest
a bit before the shower.

 





Chapter
Five

 


 


 


 


“...fucking
dorm rooms are too small,” Miranda heard.

“Tell me about
it,” another male replied.

“We need to get
her to the frat house.”

Miranda felt a
dazed chill of fear. They’d been taking turns with her for what
felt like hours, but in reality was probably only a few minutes.
She’d been raped six times, not counting the two times she’d been
sodomized. As best she could determine there were three of them.
The main captor sounded familiar. She was sure she’d met him, that
she’d been at parties or gatherings with him. She thought he was
one of Paige’s jock friends.

“... her off
the bed.”

Hands dragged
her off the bed and onto the floor.

“Wonder how
well she’s trained?”

“Trained?” a
voice asked in surprise.

“Don’t you know
how these kinky bondage sluts play games? They do the slave girl
thing, you know. She does what she’s told or she gets
punished.”

“How does she
get punished? You mean like, whips and shit?”

“Yeah.”

“Freaky!”

“We got no
whips.”

“Get that
little plastic rod there hanging from the blinds.”

There was
movement, and Miranda’s eyes rolled fearfully. Then she heard the
voice of her main captor close to her ear.

“You’re going
to be a good, obedient little girl, ain’t ya,” he said.

And there was
something in his voice that made her quiver.

Then she felt
something between her legs, something thin and smooth pushing
against her sex, rubbing up and down against her bare slit.

“Spread your
knees, slut,” he barked.

Frightened, she
obeyed. It wasn’t like she had anything to hide from him.

“Good little
slut. Arch your back. Show us those hot titties of yours.”

Something
slapped against her breasts, against her nipples, and Miranda
arched her back, quivering, moaning into her gag.

“Awesome!”
someone whispered.

Still, she felt
something hard slapping lightly against her aching nipples and
rings. She could envision it easily, for their dorm room, like all
the others, had the same cheap little plastic mini blinds. They
were raised or lowered with a cord, and opened and closed with a
thin plastic rod.

Now she felt it
rubbing and poking at her nipples, slapping lightly against the
nipple rings so that her nipples, which already ached, stung and
burned. She moaned into the gag to try to signal them they were
hurting her, but she wasn’t sure they cared.

“Yeah! She’s
getting off on this,” the voice said.

Fucking
asshole!

The rod slipped
between her legs again, pressing up into her slit, sawing back and
forth there.

“Man, the guys
are gonna love her!”

“How do we get
her to the frat house?”

“A car, you
stupid fucking frosh.”

“How do we get
her out of the dorm?”

“Hey, I said to
arch your back, slut!”

She had eased
up, and now the rod snapped painfully across her right breast.

“Head back.
Elbows back. Show us those titties!”

Wincing in
pain, Miranda obeyed, drawing her head and arms back to arch her
back. The rod slid between her legs again, sawing against her clit
and inside her slit.

What could she
do, she thought anxiously. What?!

“Let’s see how
good she is at sucking cock.”

The words
penetrated the haze around her mind as fingers pried at the plug
stuffing her mouth. It pulled loose and she gasped weakly, but
almost immediately a hard cock slid into her mouth.

“Suck cock,
baby!” she heard her main captor demand gleefully.

Miranda obeyed
again, wanting to please him so he didn’t shove his cock down her
throat like... like... whoever had raped her throat that first
time. Had that been him? She didn’t know.

She sucked on
his cock now, however, her tongue licking at it as his fingers
twisted and pulled at her hair.

“Fucking slut
loves it,” he said, his voice full of cocky confidence.

She did not, of
course, but she did try her best to get him off before he shoved
his cock into her throat. Already he was pumping too deep, making
her cough and gag.

“Bet I can
shove it right down her throat!” she heard him gasp.

Alarmed, she
sucked harder, licking frantically.

“Man, that
would be awesome!”

“You think she
deep throats!?”

“Like she’s got
a fuckin’ choice!”

And then his
cock pushed deep and Miranda gagged as it thrust into her throat,
and slid down.

“Yeah! Yeah!”
she heard them gasping as she fought nausea and her body jerked and
twisted in an effort to pull back.

“Right down her
fuckin’ throat!”

“Oh man! Oh
man!”

“Swallow my
cock, bitch!”

Her face was
jammed up against his groin, her body trembling and shaking as he
held her by the hair. His cock filled her throat, and her skull
pounded with the pressure, her chest fluttering frantically at the
need to breath.

But he seemed
to realize her need, and drew slowly back, his cockhead popping
free into her mouth so she could gulp in air.

“Nothing like
burying your cock in a hot, sexy little slut’s throat,” her captor
panted.

“Man, I gotta
try that!”

“Me too!”

 


Matt stared
down at the naked, bound woman at his feet and felt a tremendous
surge of power and masculine conquest. He loved being able to do
anything he wanted to this tight assed slut! He loved it! And while
the two stupid rookies might think she was willing he was crafty
enough to know better. The little dyke couldn’t be too happy about
being banged by three guys. But he didn’t have to care what she
liked.

And he felt an
incredible sense of power and pleasure at that.

He had to hold
her head tightly, and dig his thumbs in hard to keep her in
position, but he did it without guilt, his cock pushing down her
whore throat again, burying it to the hilt. His lips were drawn
back in a sneer as he ground her face into his pelvis and began to
pump.

He thought
little of women to begin with, and even less of uptight snotty
bitches who looked down their noses at football players. But there
was more to it than that. The lack of a face, of eyes to look at
him, a lack of any means of protesting, of even speaking, had, to a
degree, robbed the girl of her humanity. She was a body to him, not
a person, a boy with no face, that he could do anything he wanted
to.

“This is what
you do with hot, kinky sluts like this, boys,” he growled.

“You hard? Give
it to her,” he said to one of them, Evan Jorgenson.

He pulled his
cock free of her open mouth and twisted her head to the side,
holding tight to her head, pushing her face forward over Evan’s
cock, then thrusting it forward more even as Even threw his own
hips forward. Soon he was bucking against her face as she gagged
and choked.

He pulled her
head back, and listened to her gulping in deep, shaky breaths of
air.

“You next,” he
ordered.

He was a fourth
year player. The rookies were used to obeying him, and Charlie
Sands pressed forward eagerly as Matt turned the girl’s head in the
other direction and pushed her mouth over his cock. Now Charlie
thrust in and out, fucking her throat as he worked her head in and
out. Then it was his turn again, then Evan’s. They were really
reaming out her fuckin’ throat, he thought sadistically. Maybe the
bitch wouldn’t be able to talk afterwards.

Which, come to
think of it, was probably a good idea. Not all the guys at the frat
house were football players, and some of them were kind of pussies
when it came to women. He didn’t want it to look like the little
slut was resisting. No, he wanted her obedient.

Real
obedient.

He let Evan
come off in the girl’s throat, then pushed him back.

“Go get a car,”
he said.

“Where?”

“Go to the frat
house, find someone to loan you one, asshole!”

Evan left, and
Matt worked the girl’s head in and out as Charley fucked her face.
When he finished Matt sent him off too, to find a rug of some kind
to roll the girl up in.

He was still
hard, and didn’t intend to lose his erection easily. He’d already
fucked and sodomized her, so he knew he could last. Alone with him,
he released her head and watched her sway weakly, inhaling deeply,
repeatedly, gasping and half sobbing as she fought to regain her
breath.

He thrust the
plug back into her mouth, then dragged her forward onto her belly
on the floor. Her arms stuck out too much, and he intended to
remedy that. He unlocked her arms and drew them out and then down
and under, pinning her wrists together at the small of her back. He
snapped the lock together there, then paused, considering.

He slowly
forced her wrists up higher and higher along her spine until she
was gasping in pain, her wrists up behind her neck. He fastened the
wrist restraints to the back of her collar, then, grinning
sadistically, picked up one of the handful of straps he’d brought
down with her and worked it around her arms, low, near the bent
elbows.

He slowly
pulled the strap together, pressing her elbows back against one
another. He paused every so often to ease off, massaging her arms
and shoulders. He was an athlete, and he had a pretty darned good
idea how much the human body could stretch and strain without
breaking. He got her arms in tight, though, touching each other,
her hands up behind her neck. He was sure it hurt, but that didn’t
bother him. Not even a little.

He was a bit
surprised at that, but somehow or other he’d relegated the girl to
a snotty little slut who deserved anything she got. Little stuck up
lesbo bitch. He’d teach her she wasn’t better than jocks. He’d show
her just how low she was.

And he’d enjoy
doing it.

She was
sniffling and moaning there on the floor, and he grinned, running
his hands over her body. Then he found the little plastic rod and
slapped it across her buttocks.

“Let’s get that
butt in the air,” he barked. “Raise your ass, slut! Let’s go!”

He whipped the
little plastic rod down across her tight buttocks again and felt a
thrill of excitement at the impact. She cried out into the gag, but
she obeyed, and again he felt a surge of hot, throbbing pleasure.
Yeah! He loved being able to do what he wanted!

“Spread your
legs, slut!”

Again he swung
the plastic rod down, hearing it cut through the air before it
cracked against her soft skin. She cried out again, and frantically
spread her legs wide, keeping her bottom up and out.

“That’s it,
slut. Know what I’m gonna do now? I’m gonna fuck your ass, and
you’re gonna love it!”

He brought the
rod whistling down across her rump, and felt a hot throb in his
prick as she jerked and squealed in pain.

“Got that,
slut?”

He slashed it
down across her bottom again, and again she jerked and
squealed.

Matt was awash
with lust, driven by the thought of having his own little sex toy,
his own little slave to do with whatever he wanted, to do anything
at all that caught his fancy. That’s the way it ought to be, he
thought hungrily. Stuck up bitches all thought their pussies were
made of gold. But this one would do what she was fucking told!

“Raise that ass
more, slut! Let me see your little asshole!” he demanded.

He poked
roughly at her breasts from the side, wishing they were more
vulnerable to the plastic rod. God they were nice tits!

He moved behind
her and rubbed his cock against her wrinkled anal opening, then
slowly drove himself into her.

“Yeah!” he
gasped. “Yeah!”

He felt a
wonderful sense of ownership of this beautiful female body. He
didn’t have to be gentle, didn’t have to care what she wanted,
didn’t have to give her any pleasure.

And didn’t have
to try. He thrust into her harder and harder, hammering his hips
against her upraised bottom, his hands racing over her body,
roughly squeezing her full breasts. He grabbed her hair, yanking it
back hard, enjoying her squeals and cries, pulling hard enough to
actually lift her shoulders off the floor as he pounded his cock
into her tight ass.

The bitch would
get what she deserved, all right. He’d show her her place! Him and
his brothers at the frat.

* * * * *

Miranda groaned
in relief as he finally finished. She felt raw and empty, for his
cock had really reamed her out back there. A moment later she felt
something inserted; the butt-plug ,she realized. Then the dildo was
forced back into her pussy and the strap was pulled in viciously
hard against her sex, so that she cried out and squirmed in
helpless pain.

“Got one!”
another voice said.

She was lifted
up, and then set down on something soft. Something was tossed over
her, and then she was rolled and rolled and rolled until she was
surrounded by something - probably the rug he’d talked off.

The phone rang,
and she heard her main captor answer.

“Okay, let’s
go,” he said. “The car’s waiting.”

She was picked
up again and carried. They tilted her body, as they went down the
stairs, then turned her repeatedly. She thought about calling out,
but was afraid of what they’d do. And anyway, in all likelihood no
one was on the stairs. They were mainly used to go between floors
when everyone was home. But it was a school day and the dorm was
largely empty.

She was tossed
into the back of a car, and the trunk closed above her. Then the
car took off.

What was going
to happen to her ,she thought fearfully. They were going to a frat
house. What would they do to her there?

But she knew,
or thought she knew. She would be gang banged, and not by just
three guys either. She shuddered and moaned, unable to move at
all.

It took little
time. Fraternity row was not far from the dorm, and she was being
carried in, and then up, from the angle of her body. The carpet was
unrolled and she felt smooth, cool wood under her bare skin.

“Go back to
your dorm. Go to class. You get a low mark and you’ll be off the
team,” her main captor ordered. “Don’t worry. You’ll get to taste
this little slut again. And keep fucking quiet until I tell you
otherwise.”

Miranda heard
feet on wooden stairs, then a creaking door closing. Then she was
alone with the man who had taken her from her dorm room, alone and
waiting anxiously. No doubt he would rape her. No doubt he would
invite his friends up to rape her. She would just have to bear it
somehow.
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Suddenly, she
heard the swishing, cutting sound the rod made, and cried out as it
struck her bottom.

“On your knees,
slut,” he ordered.

Miranda dazedly
forced herself up, kneeling, then gasped again as a hand jerked
back harshly on her collar.

“Head back,
slut!”

She obeyed, and
spread her legs at a stinging snap of the rod against her
breasts.

“When I tell
you to kneel you kneel like that! When I tell you to spread em you
spread em!”

The rod rubbed
against her nipples.

“Now stand
up.”

She felt him
behind her, working at her arms. The straps were removed, and she
let out a groan of relief as her arms were able to spread apart, as
the raw ache in her tight shoulders eased. Then her wrists were
unlocked and she cried out in pain as they dropped to her
sides.

Despite the
pain her hands rose almost immediately to her face, to her head,
trying to pull free the hood. But she couldn’t. It was still locked
in place, the strap under her chin, down under the collar. No
matter how she tugged and how her fingers fumbled, she could not
get the hood off.

“Now we’re
going to have a little exercise in obedience,” her captor said.
“You’re going to do what you’re told like a good little slave.
Understand?”

She squealed in
pain as he brought the rod snapping down across her buttocks. She
leapt forward, twisting around, rubbing her bottom now with her
hand.

“Stand
straight, hands behind your head, back arched,” he ordered.

He gave her
little time to obey. Again she felt the sharp, snapping pain of the
rod, this time against her right breast. She squealed into the gag
again, grabbing at her sore breast, twisting around violently,
trying to protect her breasts from him. But she couldn’t tell where
he was!

“Did you hear
me, slut?” he demanded.

This time the
rod bit into her bottom and she cried out at the stinging pain.

“Hands behind
your head!”

She obeyed,
shaking, trembling. She couldn’t fight him, couldn’t resist. She
stood, shaking, hands behind her head, and felt the rod sliding
over her breast.

“Stick your
tits out more,” he said.

Miranda obeyed,
arching her back.

“Good slut,” he
said, kneading her buttocks. “Now get down on all fours on the
floor.”

Again Miranda
obeyed, heart pounding, not knowing what was going to happen, what
to expect.

“Raise your
ass, slut,” he ordered, the rod snapping stingingly across her
buttocks, “And keep your knees apart. That’s it, you little
lesbo.”

His voice was
moving, even as she heard the creak of the floorboards. He was
slowly circling her as she knelt on all fours, staring at her. She
felt a sense of anger and disbelief, of outrage. But they were
overshadowed by fear and anxiety, by embarrassment and worry.

“Lower yourself
onto your elbows, slut.”

Miranda obeyed,
her bottom raised higher.

She felt his
fingers at the belt, felt it loosening, opening, then pulling off
her. His fingers rubbed at her slit, probing at the base of the
dildo he had jammed into her.

“Now reach back
between your legs and spread your cunt open for me.”

She blushed
within the hood, but the rod cracked across her bottom and she
jerked in pain, then obeyed, reaching back with her right hand,
fingers reaching her sex lips, spreading them apart as her face
heated.

“That’s a good
slut,” he said.

The rod slid
into her opening, probing at the base of the dildo before
withdrawing.

“Now take the
dildo and pump it in and out.”

She
couldn’t!

The rod cut
across her bottom stingingly and she jerked in pain. It slashed
across a second time, then a third, and she winced and gasped,
bracing herself, moaning into the gag. Another slashing blow made
her buttocks burn and ache, then another brought tears to her eyes.
She sobbed as the rod sliced down across her skin again, and then
again.

“You heard me,
slut. Do what you’re told or it’ll get worse.”

She cried out
as the rod cut down onto her aching, burning bottom again, and gave
in with a broken sob, reaching up and prying at the dildo, working
her pubic muscles to force it out. Then she began to pump it slowly
in and out. Another blow made her cry out.

“Faster, slut,
and deeper. I want you to fuck yourself real good.”

Bastard!

But it wasn’t
like Miranda had any choice. She pumped the dildo in and out, using
long, deep strokes, as she felt him moving around her. The rod
poked at her breasts as they dangled below her, then moved across
her back, up across her bottom, and back between her thighs.

“Enough. On
your back slut, legs spread.”

She obeyed with
a groan, shamed, furious, but knowing resistance was futile.

“Bring your
knees back ,and spread `em.”

Miranda
obeyed.

“Keep pumping
that dildo, bitch.”

She gripped the
dildo and began to pump it in and out once more.

“Finger your
clit at the same time. I want to see you really getting off on it,
slut.’

Fucking
asshole!

But she obeyed,
pumping the dildo and rubbing at her clit as he looked on.

“Don’t forget
to rub and squeeze your tits.”

Miranda ran a
hand up her body, caressing her breasts at his command, then
returned it to her groin to rub her clit, face red under the hood
as she continued to pump the dildo in and out.

“Enough. On
your knees again, whore.”

Sighing, she
rolled over, and when the rod snapped across her buttocks with
stinging force, cried out in pain.

“Is that how I
taught you to kneel? Raise your ass, you lazy slut, and spread your
legs like you’ve been taught!”

Miranda
hurriedly re-positioned herself, bottom high, knees apart. She felt
his hands at her pussy, gripping the base of the dildo, then
pumping it slowly in and out.

“You know you
love cock, slut. Move your ass,” he ordered, his voice accompanied
by the snapping bite of the rod across her buttocks.

“Pump back
against the dildo, slut!”

Gasping,
Miranda thrust herself back onto the dildo, and felt it go still.
He held it behind her, and she worked her pussy back and forth,
thrusting against it as her face burned to the sound of his
snickering.

But there was
much more. He grabbed her by the collar and dragged her to her
feet, leading her a little forward, then forcing her down onto
something, a box, a table, she couldn’t tell. The dildo was sitting
on its base, pointed up, and she had to grasp it and then manoeuvre
her pussy onto it.

Then he held
the dildo in place as she rode up and down on it, fingering her
clit and working her thigh muscles until they burned.

Then she had to
crawl all around the room on all fours, ass raised, head up, the
rod snapping across her aching, burning bottom whenever she
failed.

After that, she
took up various positions; now on her back with knees drawn back,
pulling her ankles back behind her ears. Now on her knees, bottom
raised and pushed out, then on sitting on her heels, hands on her
outer thighs, legs spread. Then on her feet, hands behind her head,
arching her back.

Again and again
he made her change position, and every slight hesitation brought
the biting sting of the rod across a breast or a buttock, or the
backs of her thighs, or even once on her open hand. He made her
change positions faster and faster, and she was gasping and
groaning as she jumped to her feet, then dropped to her belly, then
rose to her knees, then jumped to her feet again.

He made her do
jumping jacks, and deep knee bends, toe touches, and pushups. Then
he made her masturbate again, with and without the dildo. It was
hot in the room, wherever she was, and she was sweating and gasping
for breath, finding it hard to breath with the thing stuck in her
mouth. The leather hood surrounding her head also increased her
heat, squeezing her hair down in a sodden mass.

Finally, she
was ordered to her knees, legs spread wide, hands behind her back.
Then he pulled the plug out of her mouth and thrust his cock
inside.

“Suck cock.
Whore.”

She sucked, her
tongue working hard, needing to please him as he pumped slowly in
and out through her lips.

“Now I’m going
to stick this cock down your slut throat. You’re going to hold
still and not do a fucking thing. Understand, slut?”

Miranda moaned
around it as he pushed forward. Her hands were not bound now, and
it was almost impossible to not resist as his cockhead pushed into
her throat.

She jerked
back, her hands coming around to push against him, and then cried
out as the rod cut across her breast.

“I told you not
to move, slut!”

He repositioned
her, then tried again. Again she jerked back, her hands coming
forward. Again the plastic rod bit at her breast, right against her
nipple.

Again ,and
again and again he pushed his cock into her throat, and each time
she jerked back, the pain to her breast a burning fire that finally
overcame her instincts and forced the quivering girl to hold
herself in place as he pushed his cock deep into her throat and
pumped in and out.

“Good slut,” he
said.

He used her
mouth and throat as she knelt, trembling, hands gripped together
behind her back, then, with a groan, he came.

“Wish I could
come in your face, but you ain’t got none,” he said with a
laugh.

Her hands were
quickly locked together behind her back, and the gasping, panting
young woman was dragged to her feet again. The cock gag thing was
stuffed back into her mouth, then she was positioned on the balls
of her feet, legs apart. She felt a pull against her nipples -
against her nipple rings, and then a slap against her burning
buttocks.

The dildo
rubbed up and down against her naked sex, then pushed forward,
penetrating her, thrusting deep, achingly deep into her belly.

“I’ll be back
to see you soon, slut. Just wait for it,” he said. “You keep that
dildo in place or you’ll be punished when I come back.”

Miranda felt
and heard him walking across the floor. Then the door closed, and
she heard the sound of feet on stairs. She held still, moaning,
trembling, gasping tiredly. She had expected to be gang raped, not
put through her paces until she was dripping sweat and
exhausted.

And now she
stood, legs spread, unable to close them, her nipples pulled up and
forward, stinging if she eased down.

What the fuck
was going on!? What was this bastard planning on doing to her!?

Miranda felt
very sorry for herself. It was all so very, very unfair. She was
sure he was one of those stupid jocks, and felt a sense of
astonishment that she was at his mercy like this, naked and
helpless, raped and used, and with no choice but to do as he
wanted.

She was, as she
had been since waking, painfully aware of her nudity. She had
always been somewhat shy about her body, though what had happened
with the three girls earlier had taken the edge off of that. Now
she had been raped by three men, and was their naked, sexual
prisoner. It was - bizarre to say the least, stunning, and left her
confused and dazed.

What was she
supposed to do? Of course, there was nothing she actually could do.
What would happen when Paige and the others found out she was
missing? Would they come searching for her? Or ,she thought, with a
sinking feeling, would they believe she had stormed off in an angry
huff at what they’d done to her?

The more she
considered it the more likely that became, and that meant no one
would really be looking for her.

Fuck!

Of course,
sooner or later these fucking frat boys would have to release her
and send her back to the dorm. She was certain of that. Nor did she
fear being seriously hurt. These weren’t serial killers, after all,
just arrogant jock frat boys. They would unquestionably rape her -
but the fear that should have evoked was largely gone now.They had
already done it, after all.

In a way, she
thanked God for the hood. She didn’t have to see their faces, see
their leers and sneers. More importantly, none of them would know
who she was. Perhaps the one who had taken her knew, at least knew
what room she’d come from, but the rest didn’t, and he probably
wouldn’t tell them. So the hood protected her from the worst of the
humiliation she would have otherwise felt.

She would just
have to cope with whatever they did to her until they released her.
She would have to be strong.

She didn’t feel
very strong, just then, though. Her legs were trembling, her feet
and ankles aching in protest, wanting to drop down off the balls of
her feet. But every time she lowered herself the pull against her
nipples intensified and they burned and stung.

The dildo was a
fat, thick presence inside her, holding her sex lips apart tautly.
She kept a small part of her mind on it, fearing it would fall and
he would do something nastier to her. Whoever he was she could tell
he was some kind of a sadist, someone who liked to hurt girls. She
needed to give him as little excuse as possible.

She pulled
against her wrist restraints from time to time, her fingers
questing, seeking, trying to find a way to get herself free.

God! This was
so fucking insane! She was standing naked in some kind of frat
house with a dildo up her pussy and her nipples hooked to some kind
of chain! It was almost unbelievable, and she could hardly
understand how circumstances had come to this.

Slowly, the
muscles in her legs gave in, and she was forced to sink downwards.
The pull on her nipples increased, and she winced as her nipples
burned, pulled up, stretching out, lifting her breasts up and
forward uncomfortably. She had a deep fear that the thing would rip
through her nipples and she would be scarred, disfigured,
damaged.

Fucking
Hillary!

* * * * *

She heard the
sound of his return - or someone’s return. She flushed anxiously,
uncertain of whether he was alone, and what he would do to her now.
Her pussy muscles squeezed down around the dildo, reassuring
herself it was in securely. Then his heavy footsteps were crossing
the floor.

“Miss me,
slut?”

She shuddered
softly.

His hands
cupped the underside of her raised breasts, stroking gently, then
squeezing before withdrawing.

“You enjoying
your stay with us, slut?”

His hand went
to her pussy, rubbing at her clit not unpleasantly, and pushing
against the base of the dildo, which had slipped down a little,
pushing it back firmly inside her.

She felt his
fingers at her mouth, and the cock-shaped gag was pulled free of
the plastic ring holding her jaw open.

“Now repeat
after me,” he said, “I’m a slut.”

She could
almost see the smirk on his face.

“Immm uh
swwuut,” she said awkwardly around the ring.

“Again.”

“I’mmm er
swwuut,” she said awkwardly.

She winced as
he struck the underside of her right breast with the little plastic
rod. Not hard, but enough to sting.

“Again. Keep
saying it.”

She kept saying
it. It was hard to speak around the ring, hard to form the words,
but she kept making the sounds, for whenever she slowed or grew
quiet the plastic rod snapped across the underside of her
breasts.

She said the
words again and again, non-stop, for at least five minutes, as he
circled her, groping her occasionally, slapping the rod across her
breasts or bottom, or fingering her clit.

“Now say -
please fuck me,” he said.

“Pease huck
meee,” she moaned.

The rod snapped
across the underside of both breasts.

“Louder,
slut.”

“Peease huck
mee!”

Again, again,
and again, for five minutes, as he fondled her, fingered her,
pumped the dildo, pinched her, slapped her, groped her.

“Say it with
more spirit,” he said, pinching her already stinging nipple. “Say
it like you mean it, slut.”

“Peeease huck
me! Pease huck me!” she cried as he struck her bottom
painfully.

“More emotion,
slut,” he said, his voice sounding extremely arrogant, chiding her,
the rod cracking stingingly across her bottom.

“Pease huck me!
Pease huck me!”

“Where, slut?
You want it up the ass, I bet, don’t you? Beg me to fuck your
ass.”

Crack! The rod
bit at her burning buttocks, making Miranda jerk and flinch and cry
out softly.

“Peeeas huck
maa asshhh!”

“Put more
feeling into it,” he complained, cracking the rod across the backs
of her thighs.

“Pease huck maa
assshh!”

“More
feeling!”

Crack!

“Peeasse huck
maa asshh!”

Crack!

“I want to feel
that you really, really want my cock up your ass,” he said.

Crack!

The flinching
and jerking was also tugging her burning nipples against the rings,
and Miranda felt her eyes filled with tears of frustration and pain
as he continued to taunt her, as she continued to beg to be fucked
in the ass. She put as much feeling, as much emotion, as much
desperation in her begging as she could.

“Peasee huck
maa asshh! Peasse! Pease huck maa assh!”

“Well, since
you ask so nicely.

Miranda felt a
wave of relief as she felt his fingers at the butt-plug, felt it
pulled free. She felt how open she was there, then the feeling of
his warm, hard cockhead as it pushed up through her opening and
slid deep into her body.

His hands
encircled her, cupping and squeezing the underside of her breasts,
lifting them and squeezing them as his cock pumped slowly in and
out. It took little time for him to work himself deep inside her,
and she felt cramps in her belly as his cock began to jab and
thrust at the deepest part of her anus.

One of his
hands slid down her heaving belly. She was slick with perspiration,
and his hands slid easily across her hot flesh. He rubbed at her
clit as he thrust himself up her ass, and despite herself Miranda
began to feel a sense of physical pleasure as her body
responded.

She was amazed,
to a degree, and didn’t understand. She felt even more sluttish as
her body heated up. But she felt no terrible fear of him, only of
having her face exposed to others. She was outraged, but had almost
come to accept what was happening. She was humiliated, but the
dark, aching shame had faded now, after so much time.

All she really
cared about at that point was obeying him in order to keep him from
hitting her with the stupid little plastic rod.

He had a big
cock, she realized, grunting at the deep penetration. It was thick
too. The dildo in her pussy filled her, making his cock seem even
bigger as it thrust in and out. As he continued to stroke, his
finger continued to rub her clit, her body became more and more
overheated, until, with a frantic grinding and bucking of her hips,
she climaxed, her anal muscles spasming wildly around his cock.

“Yeah. You love
it, you cheap whore!” he sneered, jamming his cock deep.

Shamed, Miranda
could not deny it, could not deny she was a whore. She basked in
the pleasure as the sexual heat raced through her nervous
system.

His hips
slapped violently against her buttocks as he sheathed his pulsing
cock in her heaving belly again and again. Her body rocked and
jerked to the force of his mindless rutting, her mind swirling and
tumbling under the onslaught of sensations that raced through her
body.

And then it was
over, and she groaned as he released her nipple rings from whatever
had been holding them up, and let her sink weakly to her knees.

But she had
little time to recover. He put her through her paces again, doing
pushups, sit-ups, deep knee bends, touching her ankles again and
again, then crawling around the room on all fours. She had to
masturbate with the dildo, then thrust it up her ass as she
fingered her clit. She had to kneel and raise her bottom, and
position herself in numerous obscene ways.

Finally, he sat
her on a chair, her arms bound behind her, ankles lifted up and
back and tied to her arms. Then he pulled her head far back and
pulled the plug out. Liquid began to trickle into her mouth, and
she gasped and coughed. It was vodka. She tried to spit it out but
fingers closed over her nose and her head was pulled back even
further.

“Drink, slut.
It’s good stuff. Besides, you’d rather be drunk for what’s coming,”
she heard him say in sadistic amusement.

She moaned to
herself, but swallowed, and swallowed again, her throat burning as
he poured more vodka into her open mouth.

 


 





Chapter
Seven

 


 


 


 


Weary, aching,
her mind buzzing faintly from the alcohol, Miranda followed the
irresistible pull on her collar. Then she moaned as she was lifted
up across his shoulder and carried down a flight of stairs. She
heard music now, faintly, in the distance. It was loud, pounding.
He set her on her feet and she swayed dizzily, but the pull on the
collar jerked her forward.

Her wrists and
ankles were free, but there was no thought of escape. She knew how
helpless she was with the hood locked to her head, blind, not even
knowing where the doors were. Even if she could have seen she would
have been helpless before her large, male captor.

She heard
voices, and a part of her cringed. She tried to slow, but the pull
on her collar jerked her forward. They rounded a corner, music and
voices growing louder and louder, and she moaned to herself, her
eyes fluttering dazedly behind the mask of her hood.

And then a door
opened. The music grew much louder, and there was a sudden loud,
raucous male shout as she was led in amongst the heat and noise.
Her captor said she was shy and didn’t want them to see her face,
but had always dreamed about being gang banged. She couldn’t argue
with either statement, really, though her fantasies had never
involved anything like this.

Hands began to
race over her body, so that she twisted and staggered and stumbled,
gasping and moaning. A dozen hands were all over her, laughing,
jeering, shouting male voices surrounding her. She could see
nothing, had no idea where she was. Hands groped her breasts
roughly, and fought to push between her legs from both sides.

She was naked
in front of a room full of people, and felt a raw sense of wonder
and awe at that. She prayed they would not take off the hood, that
no one would know who she was, even as hands pushed and groped,
pinched and slapped, squeezed and fondled her.

She was pushed
to her knees and the plug pulled out of her mouth, to much applause
and shouting. Then the first cock pushed into her mouth and she
automatically closed her lips and began to suck.

With her hands
unbound she was able to reach out and squeeze the cock in her fist,
keeping it from sliding too deep. That, at least, was a relief,
though it never occurred to her that this action would lend
credence to her captor’s tale that she was here willingly.

It took very
little time before the cock she was sucking was lowered, and she
was forced to bend over. Hands were still racing over her body. Now
her legs were spread, and she felt the first cock thrusting up into
her pussy. Her breasts dangled, but a half dozen hands fought to
cup and grope and fondle them as her bottom was slapped, and the
hips of the man using her rammed into her again and again.

The cock she
was sucking spewed and she swallowed instinctively. There was a
cheer as it was withdrawn, and another soon took its place. Her
body jerked steadily to the impact of the hips behind her drumming
against her bottom. The cock pumped quick and hard and deep inside
her as she sucked on her second cock, moaning as fingers pinched
her nipples or pulled to hard on her rings.

The man fucking
her finished, and another - she supposed - took her place,
thrusting just as hard and fast, hands on her hips, digging into
her flanks.

She swallowed
her second load, then her third, her fourth, her fifth, her sixth,
as the men behind her shifted, finished and were replaced. Hands
seized her and she was lifted ,manoeuvred onto the floor. Her wrist
was grabbed, her hand pushed down below her to the erection
sticking up.

She gripped it
and placed it against her pussy as she sank down atop whoever was
laying below her. Then she was bent forward, her breasts pillowing
against the man’s chest as she felt another cock pushing at the
entrance to her anus. She moaned as it penetrated her, the voices
cheering and shouting all around her.

She gasped as
her bottom was slapped.

“Ride that
cock, slut!” a drunken male voice demanded.

Miranda began
to ride, gingerly, grinding herself up and down the length of the
cock impaling her even as the guy behind her began to work himself
in and out. Then her head was pulled around and a cock pushed into
her mouth.

Her hands were
pulled out to either side and wrapped around cocks, and she pumped
her fingers up and down as she sucked ,as she rode, as the hard
prick behind her thrust ever deeper into her ass.

It was all very
- confusing, to Miranda Her movements were slow and uncoordinated,
for she was more than a little drunk. But the alcohol had also
served to rob her of some of her inhibitions. And she began to get
into what was happening, in an odd, dark way. She’d never had two
men at the same time before, much less three. And doing it in front
of a crowd was - an amazing, shocking thought, drunk or not.

The two cocks
in her belly moved jerkily in and out, and her lower belly was
feeling quite delicious, though uncomfortably full. Hands still
groped her breasts and pulled and pinched at her nipples, but the
shouting and laughter was much reduced now as she grunted and
moaned and rode one cock as another pumped into her.

Her hands had
to be moved on the cocks she was gripping from time to time as she
forgot them, particularly when the cock in her mouth was thrust
deep into her throat. She coughed and gagged weakly as her face was
jammed in against his groin and another cheer filled the room.

She was lifted
off the man beneath her and placed onto another. The man behind her
finished, and another man positioned his cock to sodomize her. The
cock in her mouth was replaced by a second, then a third. Her hands
were wet and sticky with semen as the cocks she had been jerking
off came and spewed.

Things became
something of a blur , though a wild, exciting, hedonistic blur as
her body was moved, twisted, bent, positioned and re-positioned,
and cocks thrust into her every orifice. Her throat began to ache
from all the cocks which were rammed down inside it. Her pussy
ached, her anus felt raw and the muscles beaten down. Her breasts
were bruised, her nipples hot and sore.

Now she was
bent over - a table? - as she was sodomized. Now she was on all
fours on the floor, sucking a cock while someone fucked her. Now
she was on her back on a sofa, she thought, ankles pressed back
beside her ears as someone pounded into her. Now she lay across
something hard and narrow, perhaps a coffee table, her legs spread
as someone thrust into her, her head hanging over the other side as
a cock pumped in her throat.

And then, dazed
and barely conscious, she was given the vibrator, while a hand
rubbed it up and down over her aching slit. She retained enough
consciousness to begin using it, to pump it in and out of her pussy
as she heard cheers and laughter around her. Then the blur seemed
to deepen into a hazy fog, and she was hardly aware of what was
happening to her.

 


Matt chuckled
as he fastened the girl’s wrist and ankle restraints together and
left her on the floor of the attic. The party had been everything
he’d hoped, and he was sure not a one of the brothers had a clue
that the hooded, masked slut they’d spent all night and on into the
morning gang-banging had not been there of her own free will.

But now he had
the problem of what to do with her. He could take her outside and
set her free. He didn’t think she had a clue who he was or what
frat house she’d been gangbanged at. And even if she did he doubted
she’d report the incident to anyone.

But the thought
of just turning her loose was - wrong, somehow. She was such a hot
little slut! She should be kept naked and ready all the time, ready
for his cock, or anyone else’s. The snotty little bitch.

He wondered
what had been going through her mind over the past day as he and
his friends had used her hot little body. He could tell she was
getting off on some of it. But he knew she’d reject it all given a
chance.

Matt knew just
enough about BDSM to know he didn’t know much. He did, however,
know a guy who did. Professor Graham had been a graduate student
when Matt had arrived on campus. He was a big football fan, and had
come to all the parties. He made no secret of the way he liked all
the pussy which hung around the football team, either, and what
should be done with them.

During one late
night conversation over quite a few beers, Graham had talked about
bondage and sadomasochism, as they had bragged about the women they
had had. At the time, Matt had thought the idea of tying a girl up
and spanking or strapping her ass kind of neat, but in a stupid,
giggly sort of way. He’d rather fuck a girl then spank her, he’d
said impudently.

Graham had
talked about how erotic and beautiful a girl looked all stretched
out naked, tied up on the bed, how he dripped wax on their nipples
and made them cry out. The opinion he’d made of Graham was of a guy
who didn’t like women much, or at least, liked to hurt them. And
right now, that thought appealed to Matt, as well.

He had taken on
a bit of dark anger and bitterness over the last four years. He’d
been the superstar in high school, but in college, though admired
as a member of the school’s football team, he was an also-ran.

Over the last
few years several of this team-mates had been drafted by the NHL.
This year, his last, several others had contracts. But the pros
hadn’t shown a lot of interest in him. He was big, but not big
enough, fast, but not fast enough. He knew that at the end of the
year, while the best of his team went on to become
multimillionaires in the NFL, he would have to find a real job
somewhere with his mediocre grades, working in a fuckin office or
something.

So he didn’t
especially mind punishing someone, making someone else’s life less
than perfect. Especially some stuck up little bitch like
Miranda.

The next
morning, he found the girl, unsurprisingly, just as he’d left her,
though moaning and shifting around a little. He grinned, gave her a
hard, fast fucking, then unchained her and dragged her to her feet.
She could hardly stand unaided. Well, he supposed her arms and legs
were a little sore from being tied up all night, but that didn’t
especially matter.

He soon had her
arms chained up and out to either side, then spread her legs and
locked them in place, too. The girl was trying to say something,
moaning and groaning into her gag, but he ignored it. What did he
care what the little faceless slut wanted?

* * * * *

He found Graham
in his office. Graham was as friendly as he’d always been, and Matt
poured out his story. He had a new girlfriend, he said. She was a
kinky girl who liked to be tied up, liked to be dominated. She
loved gang bangs, and being degraded and used. But he wasn’t sure
how he should treat her. He was afraid of hitting her with anything
for fear of hurting her, even though she demanded he do so.

Graham
understood at once, or thought he did.

It didn’t take
much to recruit him, to get him to come back to the dorm where the
girl was waiting.

* * * * *

Miranda was
dreadfully thirsty. She could not remember ever being so thirsty.
She was sweating, aching, stiff and sore, swaying weakly in place,
but unable to move her body at all. She could not even bend her
stiff, aching legs. The temperature in the room had eased in the
early morning, but was rising again. She had a pounding headache
and her stomach rumbled menacingly.

What time was
it, she wondered. How long since she had wakened? She had been at
his mercy for hours and hours. But she didn’t even know what time
it had been when she’d wakened in her room with Paige. It had
probably been late given their late drunken partying and sex. Since
she’d slept, she supposed it was the next day now, so she’d been a
captive for something like twenty four hours. Was that all, she
wondered? It seemed like so much longer.

Miranda was a
relatively innocent young girl. She understood rape, of course, and
the motivation. Men always wanted sex, and some of them were jerks.
But what the hell was he doing tying her up and leaving her like
this for? What was the point? He and his friends had already gang
banged her, gang raped her.

She shivered a
little at the thought, at the memories, shivered in fear, and
anxiety, and in a dark, smouldering heat. She, Miranda Spencer, had
been gang banged by an entire frat house. God! The idea, the
memory, filled her with awe. Who would ever have thought...

But now what?
Why was she still here? Could he possibly think she liked this? She
moaned silently at the memory of how she had climaxed while he had
sodomized her. He had every reason for thinking her a filthy slut,
she knew.

Her face felt
wet against the inside of the hood. Her hair felt filthy and matted
and soaking. Her body felt wet all over. Her muscles were cramped
from disuse, her limbs stiff, her back aching. How long would he
keep her like this? She had classes, damnit!

Her head hung
on her chest after a while, and her mind dozed, though of course,
she could not sleep. She was so tired, so weary.

Then her head
picked up, her ears picking out sounds nearby. A door opened and
closed, there were feet on stairs. She thought, now, that she was
in an attic, for that would explain why she never heard anyone
else, and why he didn’t mind taking her gag out from time to
time.

Then a hand
slid down her buttock, caressing her ass, sliding up and down, and
under, to rub at her slit. It felt - pleasant, despite herself.

“Wow!” she
heard a male voice, thick with admiration.

It was not
his.

She stiffened,
but then heard his familiar throaty chuckle.

“Isn’t she
something?” he asked as another hand caressed her breast.

“What a fucking
body!’

The admiration
in that voice made her feel a sense of pride, despite her
embarrassment, a sense of sexual power.

“You’re into
this kind of thing. What’s the best way to train a slut like
this?”

“Oh there are a
lot of ways,” the other male voice said, the hand kneading her
buttocks. “It depends on how far you’re willing to go.”

“All the way,
man.”

Another hand
cupped her other breast. “Shit, she’s got nice tits.”

Another little
stab of pride hit her. At least it was some compensation to the
shame she felt at the other man’s presence, knowing he was staring
at her, feasting his eyes on her, but full of admiration for
her.

“What are you
using on her?”

One of the
hands moved off her breast.

“That’s it?
What the fuck is that?”

“I don’t have a
lot of equipment,” her captor’s voice said defensively.

“Get some. A
girl like this is worth it.”

“What should I
get?”

“A couple of
flogs to start, light ones that sting.”

A hand roamed
over her back. “She’s got a gorgeous back. You want to make her
feel what an erogenous zone it is when you whip her.”

Whip her? Whip
me?! Miranda’s eyes were wide behind her hood. They were talking
like she wasn’t even there. And she realized, for the first time,
like some kind of thing, like an animal, like a possession. It
frightened her, but in a bizarre way, she found it arousing, as
well.

“I’ve got some
stuff. Let’s go and get it.”

The footsteps
retreated, and then went down the stairs, leaving Miranda alone,
trembling, worried, embarrassed, anxious, and also, despite
herself, a little aroused.

After a few
minutes she heard their feet on the stairs, then they were back
again, discussing her like she wasn’t even there, talking about her
body, and about how to treat her, to train her, to use her. The
other voice sounded older, more experienced, and she quivered a
little at the thought of an older man having her so much at his
mercy.

“... the ones
that plug in. They’re a lot stronger,” the man said.

Miranda was
still fuzzy headed, exhausted. She had missed what he’d been
talking about and wondered... then there was a buzzing sound, and
she gasped as something rubbed along her bald little slit.

It was a
vibrator, obviously, but not one like she had felt before. This one
felt like a golf ball on the end of a stick, but it was a soft,
slick golf ball made of - what, rubber? It quivered violently as it
moved up and down along her slit, between her sex lips, circling
her clit again and again without touching it.

Her ankles
pulled instinctively against the bonds which held them open, but of
course, she was helpless. Then the butt plug was pulled free of her
anus, and a dildo, or something like one, slid up inside her,
pumping steadily in and out, grinding against the deepest pit of
her insides on each stroke.

God, it all
felt so - hot.

She fought to
keep her hips still, but it was hard. Sexual heat was swirling
through her dazed mind, and she moaned and writhed slowly against
her bonds.

“You love it,
you fucking whore,” her captor’s voice sneered.

“Don’t talk
like that,” the other man’s voice said from close in front of her.
“She knows she’s a whore. You don’t need to remind her. You don’t
want her to feel like this is wrong. You want her to feel like this
is right, perfect, wonderful”

The little golf
ball like thing continued to circle the edge of her throbbing clit,
and then she felt the man’s voice close beside her ear.

“Do you have
any idea how fucking hot you look?” he asked in a low breathy voice
filled with admiration. “Do you know how incredible your body looks
like this, all stretched out, your breasts high, your pussy
dripping, your body glistening with sweat? Do you know how many men
would give their left nut to be able sink their cock into your
gorgeous body?”

The little golf
ball thing withdrew, and she gasped, then felt something else at
her slit, penetrating her, thick, fat, soft. She thought it was a
real cock at first, but no, it was just a dildo, but a very
realistic feeling dildo. It pushed deep inside her, then pumped
slowly in and out in time to the one pumping in her rectum.

“Think of this
as a dream,” his voice said, almost whispering. “Think of it as a
sexual fantasy come to life. Something you’ll always remember. For
now, you are our sex slave,” he said.

And as he said
the words the little golf ball thing slid directly across her
clit.

Miranda cried
out weakly, her hips jerking forward at the sudden rush of
sensation.

“You’re a hot,
incredibly beautiful little sex toy,” the voice said, still filled
with heat and passion and admiration. “Your breasts are so perfect,
your thighs so sleek, and your ass is a work of art. I can hardly
wait to sink my cock into your beautiful tight little ass.”

Again the golf
ball slid across her clit, and again Miranda’s mind was filled by a
hot rush of sensation that forced her hips to lurch forward against
it.

“Can you
imagine anything hotter than being a sex slave?” he asked ,his
voice hypnotic, full of excitement and heat. “A hot beautiful, sexy
body used again and again by roomfuls of men, hands all over you,
cocks sinking into every hole, eager men with their cocks stiff and
their eyes wide at the sight of your beautiful, sexy body.”

The dildo in
her ass thrust deep and the hand withdrew. The one in her pussy did
the same. Then the golf ball eased back, circling her clit but not
touching it.

“Now watch,”
the voice said.

Miranda had
forgotten her hunger, her thirst, her aches and pains. Her mind was
filled with sex and a dark, hungry eroticism. She moaned and her
hips ground forward, trying to bring the buzzing vibrator thing
against her clit again.

“Sex slaves
must be obedient,” she heard the older man say. “They must be
taught obedience and discipline. They must be whipped to teach them
their lessons.”

She moaned, her
hips grinding, her mind bathed in heat and sexual need.

“I’m going to
whip you now, slave girl. And you’re going to learn what it means
to be a sex slave.”

A sex slave!
The words inflamed her, despite Miranda’s embarrassment and
discomfort. What did he mean? Surely they wouldn’t really whip her!
That was insane!

“Spread her
legs wider. We want her hanging by her wrists.”

She groaned at
the words, and felt their hands on her ankles, shifting them
further and further apart. The pressure mounted against her wrists,
the leather restraints digging into her flesh more painfully. Then
her toes left the floor, her legs obscenely spread, and she was
hanging by her wrists, gasping and moaning helplessly.

“This is a
flog,” the older voice said. “It’s a very light flog, meant only to
sting. But it will teach your slave what it feels like to be
whipped.”

That didn’t
sound so terrible, the dazed girl thought hopefully. God, oh God
how hot she felt! She was burning up from the inside and outside!
What were they doing to her!?

“Now hold it
like this, and let your wrist swing as the flog swings.”

“Is this, like,
what you call it, a cat O’ nine tails?” she heard the younger one
ask.

“No. This is
just a light flog. The cat has knots on the end to hurt more. This
will just sting her a little. Now watch me. You have to warm up a
slave, just as you warm up a woman. Remember, press the vibrator up
against her clit as I said.”

Miranda was
writhing slowly, in mid-air, gasping, moaning, her body stretched
out, her limbs straining. Then she felt something strike her across
her back. It was very light, or rather, they were very light. It
felt like a half dozen thin laces or strips of something. And they
hardly stung at all as they struck the centre of her back, all
spread out.

But as they
struck she flinched instinctively, her hips jerking forward, and
the golf ball vibrator ground across her clit. She shuddered and
her body twisted.

Another blow
across her back, and another, and another, and she heard the crack
as the laces struck her, felt the blow across her skin, and was
wrapped in the hot, dark vision of herself as a sex slave, hanging
by her wrists, being whipped.

Each time the
flog struck the golf ball thing slid up her pussy and across her
clit, though very lightly, and then the flog began to fall more
heavily, the thin laces beginning to sting a little now. But just a
little.

These guys were
perverts, kinky freaks! But their odd, perverted little game
playing had wrapped her mind in a velvet fog, and some part of
Miranda embraced the vision they were creating, of her as a naked
sex slave.

The thin laces
cut across her back and ribs now, stinging, making her gasp and
jerk away. But the vibrator ball was grinding against her clit to
compensate, ad the heat was twisting her mind.

The laces fell
more quickly, cracking across her back, which began to feel raw and
hot and sensitive. They hurt more now, but she didn’t care. A part
of her even embraced the pain, revelled in it. She was a sex slave
being whipped!

The golf ball
rode over her clit, up and down, up and down, and she shuddered and
moaned and cried out again and again as the flog landed on her
back, as the tips snapped at her ribs.

And then she
came, crying out wildly, passionately, freely, her limbs jerking
and spasming and pulling against the restraints, her head
thrashing, her hips bucking frantically as the golf ball thing
rubbed up and down against her sopping clit and pussy slit.

It was soooo
good! So incredibly good! She writhed in a passionate dance of
erotic sensation and heat, of pain and pleasure so mixed she could
not tell the difference between them.

And then she
fell limp, gasping, moaning weakly, hanging by her wrists
exhausted.

“That was a
good start,” the older man said.

Miranda moaned
tiredly, feeling the sweat trickling down her overheated body.

 


“You liked
that, didn’t you, beautiful?” the older man’s voice purred. “Your
body loved it.”

His hands were
moving gently over her strained, stretched out body, caressing her
slick, warm skin, gently rolling her stiff nipples in his
fingers

“Please!” she
groaned into the gag.

But of course,
he could not understand.

The dildo
pumped slowly up and down in her ass. The other one began to pump
in her pussy, coming completely out again and again to rub along
her slit, then penetrating her again, thrusting deep, pumping.

Two mouths
began to suck on her nipples, chewing lightly, tongues licking.
Hands roamed her body, and she moaned weakly, dazedly.

And then the
golf ball thing began to move up and down along her slit, and she
was trembling and groaning and gasping for breath.

The flog cut
across her breasts this time, and she winced and gasped, but they
hardly hurt at all - just as they hadn’t hurt against her back. But
her back now felt hot and raw and tender.

And the flog
swung down again and again, just a little harder, the thin laces
slicing across her taut breasts, across her aching nipples. The
flog slashed down across her ribs, and across her belly, even up
between her legs now and then, and soon, as the laces began to
sting and bite at her nipples, the golf ball ground over her clit
,and she climaxed again, screaming into the gag in helpless, wanton
passion and ecstasy.

Dazed, hardly
conscious, she was lowered to her feet, her arms lowered further to
the point she was standing, legs spread, hanging forward, bent at
the waist. Then someone sodomized her. She thought it was the older
man, but she didn’t really care. The cock pounded up into her for
long minutes before stopping.

They put her
through her paces again, though she could hardly think straight,
hardly move, and then her wrists and ankles were bound tightly back
together behind her, her back arching painfully. And she was left
in place.

* * * * *

Paige sighed as
she turned out the lights. She hoped Miranda wasn’t too pissed at
them, or too embarrassed. She felt defensively annoyed, too. Hadn’t
the girl come like gangbusters? She’d had a great time. Why would
she be so freaked over it? So it was girls, so what? There was no
reason they couldn’t have fun. It didn’t mean they were dykes. God,
those Midwesterners were such fucking prudes.

Well, she was
sure she’d get over her snit soon. She’d probably show up sometime
tomorrow, or on the weekend, glaring and demanding apologies. Paige
would give one, they’d make up, and then, maybe, they could party
again.

God, that had
been so much fun, so hot and kinky! She could hardly wait to do it
again!

 


 





Chapter
Eight

 


 


 


 


“The thing is,
I can’t keep her here,” Matt said. “I mean, sooner or later one of
the brothers is going to go up into the attic, and then word is
gonna get around, you know?”

“Well, that’s
certainly true,” Graham said.

“I was
wondering, ahm, you know, if you had room for her?”

Graham looked
at him in surprise.

“I mean, it’s
obvious you’re a lot better at this stuff than me. Maybe you could,
like, take over her training, you know. Make her a really good uhm,
slave girl. She said she wanted to be a total sex slave, wanted to
know all about what it was like. What better a man than you to show
her?”

Graham was
reluctant, of course, but Matt talked fast, and reminded him of how
fucking hot the little slut’s body was, and how it would just go to
waste without a proper trainer. He dismissed Graham’s suggestion
the girl just go back to her dorm and see him on weekends.

“You said
yourself that training is better when it’s continuous,” Matt
said.

And a thought
began to grow in Graham’s mind, a thought which was simultaneously
exciting and shocking. The more anxiously the stud football player
tried to pawn the girl off on him the more suspicious he got. Well,
of course, it was not surprising that a punk like Matt, who was
almost drowned in pussy, would fail to appreciate it. Graham had
long recognized that. And it was also not surprising that a girl
who required some effort on his part would be dropped in favour of
one which was easier and took less time and effort.

But the
suspicion in Graham’s mind was that the girl herself had never been
asked if she wanted to be given to someone else. No doubt she was
one of those airhead co-eds who’d fallen in lust with the beefy
football star, and was willing to go along with almost anything he
wanted of her. But would she feel the same delight at being given
to a comparatively small, normal, thirty-something college
professor?

He doubted
it.

But the idea
was both appalling and tremendously arousing on several levels. For
the fantasy of possession and ownership which he had been playing
with over the past ten odd years was obviously a powerful one. And
this would bring it to life. More than that, he rarely had a chance
at a hot little co-ed like this. Most of the women who were willing
to be involved in BDSM, that is more than a little occasional
spanking and wrist tying, were generally much older than this girl
appeared, and often out of shape.

He’d never seen
a female with such a perfect body up close and naked, let alone got
his cock into one. And now this punk football player was willing to
gift him with her! It was risky. Very risky. What would happen if
the girl decided she didn’t appreciate being given to a stranger?
But the excitement of having her at his mercy was too powerful to
turn Matt down.

His suspicions
became even darker when Matt directed him to park in the rear of
the building, and then when he had to go up and help Matt roll the
still, bound and gagged girl in a rug and carry her down the back
stairs.

This girl had
no idea that Matt was going to give her body away to someone
else!

Well, that was
okay. As long as she was at his mercy she would just have to do
what she was told. And he could always claim later he had believed
Matt, and thought the girl wanted to learn more about bdsm.

* * * * *

Miranda groaned
in relief as the car started up, thinking she was finally being
returned to the dorm. She began to consider what she would do and
say, now ,to Hillary, to Paige and Sarah. They were all in such
trouble! She could... she could call the police on them! Well, not
really, not unless she wanted to be humiliated in public. But damn
it, they were in trouble!

But did she
even want to tell them a part of what had happened to her? And if
she didn’t, how would she explain her absence? She could just let
them think she’d stalked off in a huff over what they’d done to
her, of course. That would not only make them feel bad but would
keep any rumours of what she’d gone through from circulating.

For by now the
frat house boys were probably bragging to their buddies in other
dorms and frat houses about what a hot time they’d had with the
hooded slut. It wouldn’t do to have anyone suspect that had been
her.

The noise
around the car suddenly grew very loud, the sound of its own engine
rising as if it were in an enclosed space. Then the engine was shut
off. She heard the sound of a large door, like a garage door,
rattling closed. Then there was silence. Where was she?

The trunk was
opened and with a grunt and gasp, someone lifted the rug out and
set it on the floor, then she was rolling over and over as the rug
was unrolled.

She lay on her
back on the rug, gasping, wrists bound behind her. Then she heard a
voice nearby, just as soft hands began to glide over her body.

“How are you
feeling, you delicious, hot, sexy little thing?” the voice
purred.

It was the
older man, and Miranda moaned as his fingers stroked against her
clit.

“Matt has asked
me to see to your continued training,” he said, his hands gently
kneading her breast and a finger rubbing delicately at her
clit.

* * * * *

Matt? Who the
fuck was Matt?

Miranda moaned,
wriggling slowly, wondering what was going on. He rolled her onto
her belly, and her ankles and wrists were unlocked.

“On hands and
knees now, pretty girl,” he ordered.

She rose
shakily to all fours, and then there was a pull at her collar, as
from a leash, and she crawled forward. At first there was a rug
under her, but then her hands and knees made contact with a hard
concrete or stone floor, and she slowed. The pull against her
collar led her on across the stone floor, then back onto
carpeting.

What the fuck
had he meant further training, she thought weakly. Wasn’t he
letting her go now?

God, she was
thirsty! And her stomach rumbled hungrily.

She was ordered
to stop, then sit back on her heels, then lay back. She felt his
hands at her ankles, then there was a clinking sound, like chains,
and suddenly both her ankles were lifted upwards. She gasped and
fell back onto her back as her ankles rose higher and higher, and
then began to spread apart. Now her bottom was lifted off the
floor, now her hips, and now her shoulders and head so that she
dangled freely, upside down, ankles spread wide.

The blood
rushed to her head, and her skull began to throb.

She felt his
hands began to move over her body, gently kneading her breasts,
caressing her back and buttocks, rubbing lightly over her clit.

She was
penetrated by a cock, and she hung still and quiet as he fucked
her, as he raped her, she reminded herself. When he was done she
heard him moving around her, but had no idea what he was doing.

Her wrists were
released, but then pulled down and out and locked in place to the
floor. Again she felt his hand caressing her body, kneading her
breasts, stroking along her spine and squeezing her buttocks as he
talked to her, as he told her how hot and sensual she looked, how
incredibly erotic and exciting her body was as she hung there
stretched out and helpless.

And then he
moved and pressed something against her inner thigh, something long
and slender. She heard the sound of tape being ripped, and the
thing was taped to her inner thigh. Then it began to buzz.

It was the
vibrator, or another one. But why had he taped it to her thigh? The
round little golf ball was a good inch or more away from her clit,
buzzing insistently as it nestled just within her sex lips, right
over her hole.

* * * * *

Graham stared
at the girl, feasted his eyes on her. Her body was so incredible!
But what did her face look like? He wanted to tear that hood off
and see if it in any way matched the body, but he was concerned.
She was much more controllable with the hood on, and she had no
idea who he was - which could be important at some point if she
grew rebellious and demanded to be released.

And, of course,
she could make no such demand as long as her mouth was plugged.

It was obvious
from the powerful orgasms she’d had when he’d flogged her that she
was really into this. But that didn’t mean she’d want to be into it
with him.

But he felt he
could convince her. After all, she was totally at his mercy. And as
he’d come to understand over the many years he’d been here, the
adolescent mind was weak, at best, especially that of flighty
females. He could overcome her inhibitions and make her a veritable
sex slave in reality, not just in game playing.

And he knew
just how to do it. Not from any stories or experiences with his
role playing and occasional sexual experiences with experienced
women, but from his old days on his uncle’s ranch. His uncle had
shown him how to capture wild horses and tame them. You could break
just about any horse, of course, you just had to outlast them. But
to win their loyalty you had to do more than just physically break
them.

One of the
older methods involved starving them of food and water. When they
got desperate, you’d feed them and water them. And their gratitude
would last forever. They would come to associate you with the food
and water.

It seemed to
him that ought to work with females too.

But the idea of
doing it was shocking. How dared he do that to another person? His
quivering, pulsing cock told him the answer to that. And he managed
to convince himself she wouldn’t really mind, that she was deeply
into bondage and sadomasochism anyway, and that he would, in any
event, give her a lot of pleasure to make up for robbing her of
free will.

And somehow it
helped that this was a faceless body, with no eyes and no real
ability to communicate.

And what a body
it was!

Too excited,
despite having just used her, he sodomized her quickly and
thoroughly, somewhat amazed at himself as he did so, then left her
for a few hours.

* * * * *

Miranda’s
headache eased, but her mind began to feel like mush after a while.
She didn’t know where she was, and hardly knew who she was, let
alone what was going on or what was going to happen. She floated
dazedly, moaning with each breath, eyes slitted behind the mask,
unthinking.

The buzzing
vibrator provided a low power sexual quiver to her groin, which
never seemed to go away. She wished it were closer to her clit, but
moving would not dislodge it and she could not move much
anyway.

As the hours
passed, blind and dazed, she forgot she was upside down, and grew
more confused.

Then there were
hands on her body again, stroking and caressing as a voice told her
how hot and sexy she looked. The vibrator was raised a little
higher, buzzing quite near her clit. The plug was finally pulled
from her dry mouth, and she moaned out loud.

Fingers slid
into her mouth and caressed her dry tongue. She licked at them
instinctively. They pulled out, then returned, and they were wet
now. She licked at them more enthusiastically. Each time they drew
back, then pushed forward, and the moaning girl licked the moisture
off them desperately.

* * * * *

“What the fuck
do you mean you don’t have my stuff?” Hillary demanded.

“How the hell
would we have them?” Paige demanded. “You left them on
Miranda.”

“So where is
she?”

“I don’t know.
Where did she say she was going?”

“How would I
know?” Hillary asked, exasperated.

“When you
unlocked her,” Paige said patiently.

“I didn’t
unlock her. What the hell are you talking about?”

Paige stared in
confusion. “I don’t understand. We couldn’t find the keys...”

“I know. I got
your note, but you obviously found them because she and they were
gone when I got back”

“We didn’t find
them,” Sarah said. “We went out to O’Brien’s.”

“You went to a
bar and left her there?!” Hillary exclaimed.

“Well, it’s not
like she was doing anything. I mean...”

“You don’t
fucking leave a person tied up alone!”

“Well, you’re
the expert, miss bondage queen,” Sarah said. “Why didn’t you untie
her before we left?”

“Because I was
drunk as shit,” Hillary said. “Anyway, the keys were right there on
the hook.”

“We never saw
them.”

“So if you
didn’t untie her and I didn’t untie her who the hell untied
her!?”

The three women
looked at each other in confusion.

“Is it possible
she got loose herself?” Paige asked.

“No!”

“Well, shit. I
don’t know then.”

“Then that
means someone else came in while you were away,” Hillary said.

Paige stared at
her. “But uhm - .”

“You did lock
the door, right?”

Paige and Sarah
looked at each other.

“Right!?”

“Well, I
thought I had,” Paige said. “But when we got back the door was open
and Miranda was gone. But we thought you’d come and released her
and she’d took off in a huff.”

“You think
someone else came and undid the restraints?” Sarah asked in
confusion.

“If someone did
that then where are the restraints? She wouldn’t have brought them
with her when she took off.”

“You think -
you think, someone might have come and - taken her still tied up?!”
Paige gaped at the other two.

“Well, what
else explains her being missing along with my restraints. Which, by
the way, are not cheap!”

“But who would
have done that?”

“Who? Some guy
maybe!? Some guy who comes in and see her like that all helpless,
naked.”

“Oh shit!”

“Oh God!
Miranda will kill us!” Paige moaned.

“And maybe the
cops too!”

“The
cops!?”

“It wasn’t our
fault!”

“We never let
her loose when she wanted to be,” Hillary said worriedly.

“But we were
just fooling around!”

“And now some
guy has her all tied up and is probably raping the hell out of
her!”

“What do we
do!?”

“Find her!”

“How?”

There was a
pause as the three considered the question.

“If someone
came in, it was someone who knew you. Maybe Miranda, but I don’t
think so. She’s a frosh and a bookworm and doesn’t have a ton of
friends yet. If someone came here it was almost certainly one of
the guys you know,” she said to Paige.

“I know a lot
of guys!”

“It would be a
guy who would take a tied-up girl away with him. How many guys you
know are like that?”

“Well....
that’s hard to say.”

“Make a fucking
list!”

* * * * *

Miranda moaned
and writhed, pulling against her restraints, dazed but wildly
overheated as the golf ball sized vibrator thing moved up and down
her pussy slit. Another vibrator had been jammed deep into her ass,
and a third driven painfully high into her pussy. Her entire body
felt like it was going to explode. Her belly was already aching
from the orgasms she’d already had.

The golf ball
thing withdrew, and she moaned weakly, the sound odd given how her
mouth was still held open.

Then came the
flog, the long thin straps which slashed down across her back. She
cried out, writhing and twisting, but her mind was filled with
black heat and arousal, and the idea of being whipped had somehow
seared itself into her brain as the most arousing, exciting, erotic
thing a girl could experience.

The long, thin
laces slashed down between her splayed legs, and she cried out
,arching and twisting. They cut across her back and she sobbed
helplessly. They bit into the soft flesh of her breasts and she
shuddered and moaned.

And then, just
as she was sure she couldn’t take any more, the flogging stopped,
and instead something small, thin, flat began to slap against her
burning, throbbing, rigid clit. At first the blows were soft, just
enough for her to feel the impact. But they grew steadily heavier,
and the maelstrom of wild, uncontrolled sensations within her mind
and body could not quite understand these new sensations.

She was on the
edge of a powerful climax, and then it hit, and the slapping thing
grew harder, faster, making her scream in a gurgling, undulating
howl as the orgasm roared through her mind. The pain and pleasure
twisted together inside her and produced a hurricane of sensations
that clawed at her mind and left her body thrashing and shaking in
its bonds until the orgasm eased and she went limp, moaning
dazedly.

“Good girl,”
the voice purred. “What a hot, sexy, gorgeous little nymphet you
are.”

Her head was
lifted back, and she was too confused to understand why, or how, or
that she was upside down. When the cock slid into her mouth she
tried to close her lips around it, but the thing simply pushed
right up her throat and began to pump in and out as her head was
held tightly in place. The angle of her head gave him a straight
shot straight down her throat, and he used it with hard, deep
thrusts that made her gurgle and moan and gag. However, her stomach
was empty so there was no threat from that quarter, and he finished
soon.

She licked the
semen off her lips, drawn to any moisture, and then her body was
shifting, moving, repositioning. She moaned as she was let down and
lay along the floor on her back. Then her legs were spread, and a
tongue began to lick at her quivering clit. Despite her exhaustion
her body began to buzz and churn with sexual heat once more, and
she sobbed weakly, exhaustedly, beneath the hood.
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“Well?” Hillary
demanded.

Paige shrugged
helplessly. “No one I’ve talked to admits to being here or coming
to my room.”

“Like they’d
admit it!”

The door opened
and Sarah came in, closing it quickly behind. From the look on her
face the others knew she knew something.

“I heard from
Veronica who got it from her boyfriend that some girl in a black
leather hood was gang banged at the Delta Phi Fraternity day before
yesterday.”

“You’re not
serious!?”

“He says nobody
knew who it was, just some girl who wanted to be gang banged but
didn’t want anyone to know it was her. He says that he didn’t take
part, but about thirty of the brothers did.”

“Brothers,”
Hilary sneered.

“He says she
wasn’t tied up or anything, but that there was kind of a thing in
the mouth of the hood that kept her mouth open.”

“Maybe she was
doing it because she wanted to,” Paige said anxiously. “I mean, if
she wasn’t tied up.”

“She was still
hooded, with the gag in. She would have had a hard time talking,”
Hillary said. “And what could she do with the hood on? Fight them
off?”

“I’m sure if
she’d tried to fight them they’d have known she wasn’t
willing.”

“I think we
need to find out who the girl was and who brought her there.”

* * * * *

Miranda groaned
in pleasure as the long, thick cock pushed up deep into her ass.
She was kneeling, or rather, on her knees, her legs spread, arms
locked behind her back as her leather covered chin pressed against
the mattress. Her bottom was raised high, and whoever the older man
was he was reaming her out beautifully.

The fact she
had a vibrator buried in her pussy helped, as did the small curved
clit tickler which was pressed against her aching clitoris. Every
time his hips slammed against her upraised bottom her entire body
shuddered. She didn’t know what time it was, where she was, or who
she was with. But she really didn’t care a lot either. Her mind
wasn’t functioning very well, of late, and all that consumed it
were thirst, hunger, pain and pleasure.

His hands
reached under and kneaded her breasts as he continued to thrust
into her again and again. Miranda gloried in the pleasure, the raw,
white hot sensations seething within her. Her inhibitions had
vanished along with all the other more complex thoughts which had
once occupied her mind.

She felt rabid,
wild, raw, animalistic. She knew, on some level, that she shouldn’t
be enjoying the hard, rough sodomy, but she could no longer
understand why. The big cock pounding into her belly felt deeply
sensual as it moved through her tight, grasping flesh, and her body
shook to the blows of the man’s hips.

Dizziness came
and went, her mind swimming in a deep fog of confusion, sputtering
and churning by the raw sensations and emotions flooding her. She
grunted weakly into the gag, gasping and panting as the man used
her. But she enjoyed the sensations streaming through her, and felt
a sense of freedom and happiness, knowing that she would feel no
pain so long as he used her, and that water awaited her at the
end.

He finished,
and his cock softened within her squeezing anal tube. He drew
himself back out and she felt his hands on her hips, pushing her,
rolling her over onto her back. His hands caressed her breasts and
belly, then pulled the plug out of her open mouth. She moaned in
pleasure as water trickled into her ever dry mouth, and she
swallowed convulsively.

She lived in a
black world, a blind world, where only the physical sensations of
her body mattered.

“You want more,
little beauty? Yes, you do,” the voice said in amusement. “Crawl,
little beauty. Crawl on your belly.”

She crawled,
moaning, wriggling and writhing across the floor towards his
coaxing voice, her hips twisting, legs kicking, gasping and moaning
as she ground her breasts over the rough carpeting. She was stopped
by something against her shoulder, then something pushed into her
mouth. Toes, but they were wet, and she sucked and licked eagerly,
moaning dazedly.

They were
withdrawn, but then pushed in again, or perhaps it was the other
foot. She didn’t think about such things. She licked and sucked at
the moist toes heedlessly, thoughtlessly, almost mindlessly.

“Now this way,
little beauty. This way,” the voice teased from behind her.

Miranda twisted
around, gasping, moaning, writhing across the floor, back in the
direction she had come from, until she could again lick and suck at
the moist, dripping toes.

The vibrator
was still buried in her pussy, still buzzing, the hook still
pressed against her clit so that her body quivered with pleasure as
she writhed across the floor.

Now she felt
her upper body yanked up and back by the back of her collar, her
body bent backwards as his hand went between her legs. The vibrator
began to pump in and out harshly, deeply, and she shuddered and
moaned as the sexual stimulation grew wonder and terrible. The
climax ripped through her, her legs kicking and flailing
helplessly, her head rolling from side to side as the man jammed
the vibrator painfully high into her belly and ground the buzzing
stem across her clit.

“Such a
beauty,” he said. “Such a lovely, sexy, seductive, beautiful girl,
you are, my little sex slave. Now come, onto all fours. It’s time
for your bath.”

Groaning
tiredly, Miranda pushed herself up onto her knees and waited. A
moment later the vibrator was pulled out, her wrists came apart and
she was able to put her hands beneath her and crawl forward
following the pull on her collar. Her hands and knees moved across
the carpet onto wood, then onto tile. She felt the edge of the tub
and climbed over, her belly sliding across the cool porcelain until
she was kneeling on her hands and knees in the tub.

The plug went
back into her mouth and she moaned in disappointment. All that
water, but she was not permitted to drink it. Now the water played
over her body, warm and soothing, then his hand followed, slicking
the soap across her flesh, gently scrubbing her skin with his own
hands, sliding his fingers in between her thighs, rubbing
delicately at her pussy always raw feeling pussy.

She was
towelled off, and led, crawling, back onto the wood, then the
carpeting, then onto tile again. Her stomach rumbled, for she
recognized the feel of these tiles. She was in the kitchen.

“Kneel for
dinner,” the voice said.

Miranda sat
back on her heels quickly, spreading her knees wide open, hands
behind her back, trying to keep her back straight as he had
previously trained her. The plug came out of her mouth, and his
fingers slid in. She moaned and sucked on them. They were covered
in a warm, tasty liquid of some sort, a broth perhaps. She sucked
and licked at the delicious stuff until his fingers were clean.

Again and again
they dipped into her mouth and she cleaned them off, then his cock
followed, fairly soft, at first, but as she licked and sucked the
warm broth off it began to harden once again. He pushed it into her
open mouth repeatedly, letting her lick and suck it clean, making
no move to fuck her face or throat as he usually did.

“Would you like
extra?”

“Yes, please,”
she said earnestly.

“You know how
to get it.”

“Please, please
please can I have extra?! Please, please master! Please, can I have
extra?! Please? Miranda wants extra please!? Please can Miranda
have extra! Please!?”

She had to make
herself very convincing, had to beg for several minutes, putting
emotion into her entreaties, convincing him of her desperation,
before he would relent. Often as not he refused, saying she hadn’t
been trying hard enough. This time he relented, and she felt a
wondrous sensation of satisfaction at the word. She arched her back
and brought her hands up behind her neck, positioning herself as he
had previously taught her.

She gasped at
the stinging little blow to her left nipple, then the next to her
right, then the next to her left, wincing, moaning. Extra had to be
paid for. She knew that, of course. But it was only a little pain.
And she had begged for it so that even as the stinging little blows
struck her nipples she felt happy, anticipating the delicious taste
which awaited her.

Her nipples
burned hotter as the sharp little blows continued, so that her
entire breasts seemed to throb and warm. But her anticipation only
grew. And then the blows stopped.

“Such a good
girl,” the voice said.

The cock which
dipped into her mouth was dripping with the warm, meaty broth, and
she swallowed hungrily again and again as it pulled back and pushed
forward repeatedly. It was not enough to still her hunger, but it
made a very serious dent in it, at least for now. It helped her
thirst, as well, and she felt extremely happy as he finally patted
her head.

“Show me how
happy you are, little beauty,” he said.

Her hands were
pulled away from the back of her neck, and dildos were pressed into
them. Miranda lay back on the floor, spreading her legs wide. She
slid one of the dildos unerringly into her pussy, while she worked
the other more slowly into her ass.

She felt
pleasure at the deep penetration. She didn’t always, but her body
felt content just then, and she groaned as she pumped the two
dildos, her thighs stretched wide, the tendons straining.

Sometimes other
men watched her as she did this, but that really didn’t matter to
Miranda. All that mattered were the basics; pleasure, pain, hunger
and thirst.

* * * * *

“It had to be
you, you bastard,” Paige growled.

Matt stared at
the three angry girls, irritated, but defensive. “I don’t know what
you’re talking about,” he said.

“You need to
tell us what you did with Miranda, jock boy,” Hillary growled, “Or
we’re going to campus security.”

“You can’t
prove anything,” he said weakly.

“No? Five guys
have already told us that you were the one holding the leash.”

“So what? She
was a friend of mine. She wanted a hot time. I’m not going to tell
you who she was. You’ll, like, call her a slut and shit.”

“Fuck you,
Matt!” Paige snapped. “I don’t believe that shit for one second.
That was Miranda you brought in for your little gang rape!”

“Rape? Who said
anything about rape!?” he demanded. “She was the one who wanted to
do it!”

Let them prove
otherwise, he thought.

“Then where is
she?” Sarah demanded.

“How should I
know?” he answered weakly.

“It’s been
three fucking days now,” Hillary said. “She would have come back by
now if she could have. Now you tell us where she is or we get the
cops.”

“You wouldn’t
dare,” he said. “You’d have to explain what little lezzie games you
were playing.”

“You think I
care about that?” Hillary demanded.

“Hey, playing
bisexual games is very fashionable,” Paige said. “All it’ll do is
make the guys hornier when they see me.”

Which wasn’t
entirely true. It wasn’t like they wanted everyone to know what
kinky games they were playing. But this idiot didn’t need to know
that.”

“Where is she?”
Sarah demanded

“Where?”
Hillary snapped.

“You better
tell us, Matt,” Paige said, glaring.

* * * * *

After he
brushed her teeth, Miranda crawled alongside him to his bedroom.
She dreaded this part of the day, or night. It was a time for sleep
and rest, but he seemed determined she would get very little of
either, for some reason. This was the third, or was it the fourth
time? And each time he left her in a very uncomfortable position
for hours, so that she almost cried in relief when she finally
heard him stirring, felt his touch.

He led her,
crawling, to the long wooden bench at the foot of the bed, and had
her lay back upon it. It was not long enough for her to lay down
upon and her legs hung over the other edge. But not for long. Her
wrist were placed beside her hips, then she felt a pulling against
the restraints, pulling them straight down.

A few moments
later he lifted her ankles up and back, then back further still,
over her head and down towards the top corners of the bench. They
too ,were bound in place. A belt of some kind went around her belly
and pulled down towards the foot of the bed, then the plug was
pulled from her mouth.

“Don’t eat
this,” he said mildly.

Something thick
was pushed slowly through the open ring into her mouth, pushing
down, forcing its way into her mouth, jamming her tongue back. It
tasted very - waxy, and hard. She moaned around it. Then something
was pushed into the small, open holes for her nostrils, like small
hoses, for she could breath through them.

A moment later
she felt something pushed into her pussy, and then into her anus,
both of them felt roughly the same as the one he had jammed into
her mouth.

“Good night,
you lovely little sex slave. Have sweet dreams,” he said.

She moaned
around the thing in her mouth, her body quivering.

She was in a
very uncomfortable position, and her back began to groan. Her body
quivered and trembled, and then she winced as something small
burned her pussy. She felt another little burn on her buttocks,
then another. It felt like - it felt like - hot wax.

Candles? He had
put candles into her pussy and ass, and her mouth? They were thick
candles, though, and she supposed they were quite long. From time
to time hot wax trickled down around her pussy and buttocks where
the big candles were buried, or spilled off the tips to rain onto
her breasts or chest.

* * * * *

Graham yawned
and opened his eyes. It was still dark in the room, but not
entirely dark. He smiled as he sat up, feeling his bladder
stirring. The faceless, hooded girl was where he had left her, of
course, her ankles drawn down to the top of the bench to either
side of her head. The three thick candles still burned, though they
were much lower now. Her masked face, the lower part, at least, was
covered in melted wax. Her groin was similarly covered, and wax
spattered her breasts.

He scratched
himself and got out of bed, padding across the floor towards the
toilet.

He had a sudden
though, though, and stopped beside her quivering, trembling form.
He had calculated the melt rate of the candles fairly accurately,
and there was still plenty left, but the intermittent burns and her
uncomfortable position had probably robbed her of enough sleep. It
was near morning, after all, and he felt generous.

He gently broke
the wax away from the leather face and worked it, all in one hard
piece, surrounding the base of the candle, up and away, leaving her
open mouth ,and the hoses he’d pushed into her nostrils to make
sure she could continue to breath.

“Good little
sex slave,” he said in a low voice.

He straddled
the front of the bench, leaning close, pressing his cock against
the opening of her mouth ,and then released his bladder. He felt a
surge of delight as the yellow stream spat down into her mouth. The
girl began to swallow at once, and he watched, fascinated, making
sure every drop disappeared into her open mouth.

“Good slave
girl,” he said.

He replaced the
plug, then removed the candles from her pussy and anus and wiped
away the wax. Feeling extra generous, he then released her ankles
and let her body slowly unbow until she was laying flat on her back
along the bench. Her legs stuck out over the bottom, but that was
all right. She was probably exhausted enough that once the pain
which must be burning away at her spine eased she’d get a couple of
hours sleep.

He went back to
bed and fell quickly to sleep.

* * * * *

“We can’t just
accuse a professor,” Sarah said, studying the house across the
street.

“Why not? The
guy’s a perve,” Paige snapped.

“God knows what
he’s doing to her,” Hillary said.

But her words
were less outraged than they should have been. The truth was that
the idea of the foxy little redhead being used by hordes of lusting
men had turned her on as soon as she’d found out for sure that the
girl was safe. She didn’t know exactly what the football jock had
done, but she had a pretty good idea. And now he had given her over
to a man who apparently shared her own fascination with bDSM.

One part of her
was outraged ,however. It should have been her teaching the girl
obedience. She had the perfect riding crop for that lovely little
ass.

“We should just
march in and confront him,” Paige said. “Demand we be allowed to
search the house. I doubt he’s got her hidden. She’s probably tied
to his bed right now.”

“We would be
better off doing this quietly,” Hillary said. “This is a sordid
mess, and we don’t want the cops or anyone else getting hold of it.
Bad enough the jock knows. We don’t want neighbours calling the
cops.”

“Well, what are
we supposed to do?” Sarah demanded.

“We can wait
until he goes out, then break in quick and grab her,” Hillary
suggested.

“That could be
days!”

“No it
couldn’t. He’s a college professor. He’ll have to go to class
tomorrow morning, for one thing.”

“Unless he
takes the day off, or maybe the week off!”

“Look, he’s had
her four days now. One more won’t hurt. I can borrow a car. We can
take turns watching, and waiting for him to leave. Whatever he’s
doing to her, well, I’m sure she’s already had it done to her a
hundred times in the last few days.”

Her pussy
quivered at that thought.

* * * * *

Morning began
with her exercises. And it didn’t matter how stiff, how sore, or
how tired Miranda was. He had a sharp little something which
snapped painfully across her bottom or thighs or breasts when she
failed to show sufficient energy.

She crawled,
she tumbled, she rolled ,she begged, she danced, she did a
headstand, against the wall, legs doing the splits. She did deep
knee bends, toe touches, pushups, jumping jacks, and assumed the
various positions he had worked out for her, all the instant he
gave the order, often switching from one exercise to another, one
position to another, in mid movement, with the threat of stinging
pain lending her energy.

Then came her
morning flogging.

He did not tie
her up for this. But she had to stand, legs apart, arms raised up
and apart, and endure the flogging. If she moved she would not eat
or drink, and would get much worse. So she endured it, gasping as
the leather strips cut into her aching breasts, into her slim
belly, as they sliced down across her buttocks and back. Her body
trembled and shook, and she gasped and cried out, her hips jerking,
her back arching and trembling to the fire of the pain as it cut
into her flesh.

But she kept
her feet on the floor, and her arms in the air. Somehow.

“Good girl!” he
cried after he was done. “What a perfect little sex slave you
are!”

She felt a wave
of relief and a sense of conquest, victory and even pride. Her skin
felt hot all over, raw and tender from the flogging. But that
hardly mattered. All that mattered was he was pleased with her, and
she would be given food and water, and no more pain - at least for
now.

“Hands and
knees.”

She instantly
dropped to all fours and waited his next instruction.

“Crawl to
me.”

She crawled to
the sound of his voice, and was brought up short by his hand. Her
head, her mouth, was guided onto his cock, and her hands came up
and squeezed his balls gently as she began to energetically lick
and suck at the head. She kissed and mouthed it repeatedly,
expertly now, and then slid her lips downwards, taking it deeper
and deeper, until at last her lips were wrapped around the
base.

She sucked as
best she could with it filling her throat, then began to bob up and
down, up and down, her fingers still massaging his balls. She
pulled her lips free of his cock, gasping for breath, then mouthed
each of his balls and licked her way back up the shaft. Again she
took it into her mouth and slid her lips down to the base, feeling
the head throbbing deep within her throat.

“Stop,” he
ordered.

Miranda
instantly backed off.

“Get up,
straddle me and take it into your pussy.”

She obeyed,
though her legs were shaky and weak. She held his cock in her hands
and manoeuvred her body forward over it, then sank down. She felt
his hands coming behind her, squeezing her buttocks as she felt for
his shoulders and began to ride up and down. She enjoyed the feel
of his flesh against hers. His heat, his warmth, were the only
human contact she had in her black emptiness, and his voice the
only one which disturbed the quiet of her pain.

She rode him,
grinding her hips, gasping and panting as she felt her pussy
sliding up and down on his stiff cock. He squeezed her buttocks and
sucked and licked on her nipples and breasts s she rode him. And
she was very near a climax when he came, spurting himself inside
her.

She continued
to ride him until he had softened. Then, as he ordered, she
dismounted and knelt on the floor. He moved around the room, then
led her crawling, into the kitchen, where she got to eat small
pieces of things, sometimes chocolate, sometimes candies, sometimes
bits of bread or meat.

“I have to go
out this morning,” he said. “But I have a treat for you, little sex
slave. I’m going to leave you with something to do.”

Miranda stared
at the sound of his voice, almost as if she could see him. She
wondered what he meant, and felt a sense of anxiety. For usually it
meant pain.

This time,
however, she was wrong. He led her into a corner, and had her squat
above a thick, fat dildo which had somehow affixed to the floor.
She sank slowly down onto it until it was deep in her pussy. Then
he lifted her wrists up and back and locked them in place against
the wall.

And then he
left her like that. For a time, there was silence. She relaxed a
little. The fullness in her pussy was no stranger to her, after
days of dildos, and she was not in a terribly uncomfortable
position. But she was aroused from his earlier use of her, and the
depth of the dildo’s penetration felt very nice inside her.

After a while
she began to grind herself against it, then, using her legs
muscles, and pulling against the chains above, she began to work
her pussy up and down on the thick dildo, gasping and panting as
she did.
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“There!”

“What?” Hillary
grumbled, half asleep.

“He’s
leaving!”

Sarah rose as
well, and the three girls stared at the sight of the professor’s
car coming out of the now open garage. They had spent the night in
the car, the seats pulled back so they could nap in turns. Hillary
and Sarah had done some petting and then, for something to do,
engaged in oral sex. Paige had been bored enough that she’d
watched, gotten horny, and then joined in.

But it had been
hours and hours now, and they had run through what could be done in
a car without attracting too much attention. Hillary and Sarah had
been sleeping while Paige took her turn on guard.

Hillary, always
the most daring, slipped quickly out of the car and crossed the
street as the two blondes watched, jaws open. The darker haired
woman paid no attention to Graham as he pulled his car up to the
sidewalk, but as he turned onto the street and accelerated she
dashed forward and dove into the garage just ahead of the closing
door.

Once inside she
sat on her bottom, heart pounding, then quickly pulled out her cell
phone and dialed Sarah.

“Well? Did he
see?’ she demanded.

“No! He drove
away! Are you going to let us in!?”

“Give me a
minute. Maybe I can search the house quickly by myself.”

It really
didn’t take very long. As she had suspected, Miranda was not hidden
at all. In fact, Hillary could hear her heavy breathing as she made
her way into the front room. And there she was, squatting in the
corner, arms chained above her, riding a big, black dildo.

Her eyes
narrowed, and she moved forward slowly. She did not really feel a
great deal of sympathy or sorrow for the redheaded girl in that
instant. She felt nothing but lust and a sense of superiority and
victory. She squatted in front of the girl, who still was unaware
of her presence, then reached down and began to gently rub her
finger against her clit.

Gagged, the
girl began to moan anyway, riding faster and harder. She was
sopping wet, Hillary saw, her juices leaking out around her taut
sex lips as she rode the dildo frantically. She rubbed harder and
faster, and in seconds the faceless, hooded girl was climaxing, her
hips grinding and bucking and jerking as odd animal noises emerged
from her gagged mouth.

She waited
until the girl had relaxed, slumping down low, as she ran her hands
up and down the sleek, pale body. Then she spoke in a soft
whisper.

“Well, well,
little slut, I see you’ve been enjoying yourself without us. Did
you miss us?”

If Miranda
recognized her voice, or had anything to say, there was no sign of
it. Hillary got on the cell and called Sarah, telling her to drive
the car into the garage. Then she got up and went to the garage,
pressing the button for the garage door opener. The door clanked up
and Sarah pulled in. Hillary then closed the door and led the other
two back to their find.

“Oh my God!”
Paige gasped, kneeling beside the limp, naked girl.

“Oh you poor
thing,” Sarah said.

“Not so poor.
When I came in she was riding up and down this dildo for all she
was worth,” Hillary said with a smirk.

Sarah stared at
her, open-mouthed.

“Hot little
slut, aren’t you, honey?” Hillary said, cupping and fondling one of
Miranda’s breasts.

“Hillary!”

“Let’s get the
hood off her,” Paige said.

“I forgot to
bring the spare keys,” Hillary said.

“You what?”

“It doesn’t
really matter. We’ll get her back to the dorm.”

Fortunately,
the wrist restraints were attached by a clip, not a padlock. They
were able to free her from the chain. She slumped forward, and
Hillary, grinning, thrust the dildo deep into her pussy as the
other two helped steady her. The three then lifted her to her feet
and led her into the garage.

“Put her in the
trunk,” Hillary said.

The two blondes
stared at her.

“It’s morning.
Rush hour has started. We don’t want someone seeing a naked, hooded
girl in the car, now do we?”

It seemed to
make sense, and so she was loaded into the trunk. Hillary drove
back, glancing at the other two in the mirror.

“I’m telling
you, she was really getting off on that dildo,” she said. “She had
a come just as I got to her.”

“Man,” Sarah
said, shaking her head.

“Maybe she
likes that bondage stuff more than we thought,” Paige said.

That was
exactly the opening Hillary had been waiting for, of course.

“We better hope
so. Because if not, if she goes freaky and calls the cops, we’re
all going to be in deep shit.”

“It wasn’t our
fault,” Sarah said defensively.

“We tied her
up.”

“She didn’t
really resist much,” Paige said.

“You were
drunk, so was she. There’s no way a court is going to say she
consented to it. You know, technically, all three of us could be
charged with rape.”

“That’s
ridiculous!” Sarah exclaimed.

“Depends on how
angry she is. If when we take off that hood she screams for the
cops, and she has to be hospitalized in a shrink ward, well, the
cops are going to wind up charging us, along with those guys.”

“I-I’m sure she
won’t,” Paige said nervously.

“Who knows how
she’ll act after this kind of a thing,” Hillary said. “I mean,
she’s been in a fucking hood for five days now, gang raped,
molested, sodomized. Did you see the whips and chains there? Did
you see the whip marks on her body? She’s been, like, tortured. She
could be psycho or something.”

“What do we
do?” Sarah asked nervously.

“I don’t think
we should bring her to the dorm. That’s too public. The walls are
too thin. If she starts screaming there someone will call the cops
before we can calm her down.”

“So where
should we take her?”

Hillary
pretended to think. “I have a girlfriend not far from here. She’s
got a private house. She’s also a psychologist, well, an amateur
psychologist anyway. And she’s dealt with rape victims. Let me call
her.”

Ten minutes
later they were lifting the still-hooded girl out of the trunk into
the garage of Carrie Moore, a twenty-nine year old therapist with
very short dark hair and, unbeknownst to the two blondes, a very
deep and abiding interest in bondage and discipline. She was also a
very hard core lesbian.

The two blondes
left, were glad to leave, with the assurance that Miranda would be
well taken care of. That left Hillary and Carrie alone with the
girl, who slumped in a chair just inside the door.

“I wonder how
trained she is,” Carrie said, her eyes narrowing hungrily.

“Remember, we
have to have her cooperation. Sarah and Paige will want to see her
again soon, happy and well.”

Carrie made an
unpleasant sound.

“On the floor,
slut,” she barked. “Now!”

Hillary almost
dropped herself, out of old time’s sake. But the hooded girl
dropped with alacrity, quickly kneeling, sitting back on her heels,
spreading her legs wide and bringing her hands together behind her
back.

The two women
smiled.

Carrie put her
through her paces, not entirely dissimilar to the exercises she had
done every day for the male voice. Miranda understood that the
voice was different, and female. But that really didn’t matter to
her. She bowed and bent, positioned herself, knelt, rose, lay down,
and bent over on command.

Carrie removed
the mouthpiece ring which had held Miranda’s mouth open, petting
her leather covered face gently. “We like to see your pretty little
mouth, my sweet little slut,” she cooed.

Then, as
Hillary stripped, she guided the girl’s mouth to her shaven
sex.

“Lick, little
slut. Lick good,” Carrie ordered.

Miranda began
to lick. After she had licked Hillary to a climax she did the same
for Carrie. Then the two older women led her into the bathroom,
where the oversized tub was filled. She was gently led into the
tub, with the two other women bracketing her, stroking and
caressing her body, whispering gentle words to her. The lights were
down low, candles surrounding the bathtub as her hood was finally
removed.

Her eyes
squeezed tightly closed, even against the dim light of the candles,
as the two women kissed her sweat and tear-stained face. Then her
head was pushed below the water, soaking face and head. They pulled
her head back up and began to wash her hair very gently, still
hugging and caressing her, kissing and stroking her, cleaning her
body off with gentle, but expert fingers which not only cleaned but
stroked her in all her most intimate places.

With Carrie’s
long, slim fingers pumping gently in her pussy, her thumb stroking
across her clit, Hillary’s mouth fixed onto her left breast, her
fingers kneading her right, and Carrie’s lips moving passionately
against Miranda’s own mouth, she was led into climax after
climax.

She was then
gently dried, her hair brushed out, and she was placed back onto
her hands and knees. Blinking up at them dazedly, her hair flowing
around her, Miranda looked around, startled, confused. Carrie
snapped a leash to her collar and smiled gently. “Come, slave.”

She pulled, and
Miranda instinctively started forward, crawling along behind her
without protest.

She was led up
the hall the bedroom, then into Carrie’s soft, luxurious bed.

“Hungry,” she
whispered dazedly.

“Is that so?
Then we’ll have to feed you, my pretty slut,” Carrie said with a
smile. “But first...”

Miranda was
quickly bound tightly in place to the four corners of the bed. The
two hungry lesbians then gave her a tongue bath, their lips and
mouths and fingers dancing and stroking across the surface of the
redhead’s body as she writhed and moaned and exploded in
climax.

Hillary then
fed her moist, juicy strawberries, mouth to mouth, as Carrie used
her vibrators and dildos to drive her into more explosive
orgasms.

Hours passed,
as the exhausted girl thrashed and twisted and ground her hips
helplessly against the pleasure the two experienced lesbians roused
in her body. Finally, the exhaustion was too much, and nothing more
they could do could rouse her from her stupor.

“A good start,”
Carrie said.

“But what do we
do if she wakes up and demands we let her go?”

Carrie smiled.
“Well, if she can’t ask, then we can’t be accused of saying no.”
Hillary raised her eyebrow.

Carrie gently
worked a ring gag into the sleeping girl’s mouth and strapped it
behind her head.

“She’s
dehydrated,” Carrie said, feeling her skin. “But that could work in
our favour, keep her confused for a while.”

“Should we give
her more water?”

Carrie shook hr
head. “She got enough liquid from the strawberries.”

“Then
what?”

Carrie grinned.
“I’ve an idea - for when she wakens.”

* * * * *

Miranda woke
slowly, passing through layers of sleep, her slumber growing
lighter and lighter. When she opened her eyes, she could see. It
was the first time that had happened in a long, long time. She had
slept for fourteen hours, but was still tired, still dazed, her
memories a jumble. She was on a warm, soft bed, though she was
still bound and spread wide.

“Good morning,
you beautiful little slut,” a dark haired woman said with a
smile.

Miranda didn’t
know her. Or... did she? She remembered her then, from... before.
But she had no idea what her name was. She did not try to speak,
for she was still gagged, as she had been for so long. The ring gag
was open, but she was too tired to try and form words as the woman
sat on the edge of the bed and began to run her hands over
Miranda’s body.

“Did you have a
good sleep, my little pretty-pretty?”

Miranda moaned
a reply.

The woman
removed the robe she’d been wearing, and lay down naked beside
Miranda, her breast pressing against Miranda’s, her hands gently
stroking her body as her lips began to move along her throat.

Miranda was
thirsty, and hungry, and paid little attention to what the woman
was doing at first. But then another woman came in, a woman she
recognized and could put a name to; Hillary. She was confused about
Hillary’s presence, especially as the woman stripped and joined the
other in bed on the other side of Miranda.

But their
bodies were warm and soft and their hands and lips were gentle, and
Miranda felt no threat or danger, no pain, except the aching of her
body, and now the beginnings of pleasure. She had no idea what was
going on, but things seemed to have improved over her last
waking.

Both women
feasted on her breasts, their mouths ravenous as they sucked and
licked and chewed lightly at her nipples. Their hands slid between
her legs, rubbing, stroking, caressing, penetrating her, sliding in
and out, rousing Miranda’s body to fiery excitement and
passion.

The older woman
rose, then, and picked up what looked like a very long, thick
dildo. She squeezed it gently through the open ring of her gag and
into Miranda’s mouth, wedging it in until the tip was at the back
of her throat. She then straddled Miranda’s head and as Miranda
looked up she saw her guiding the other end of the dildo into her
naked pussy opening, then sinking down on it.

The woman sank
her pussy down all the way, until she was sitting straddling
Miranda’s face, then she began to ride up and down on the dildo.
Her movements jerked the other end inside the helpless girl’s
mouth, sometimes pushing it into her throat. Meanwhile, Hillary was
between her legs, licking and sucking on her clitoris to distract
her.

The woman
riding her face gave a cry and climaxed, and a gush of warm,
pleasant tasting liquid spilled out of the end of the tube into
Miranda’s mouth and throat. She swallowed eagerly.

Then it was
Hillary’s turn, riding the redhead’s face, gasping and moaning, her
hips grinding up and down on the thick latex tube until she too
climaxed. And as she did she squeezed the bulb which sent water and
honey down into Miranda’s mouth and throat.

The two women
took turns, refilling the largely hollow tube occasionally, riding
the redhead’s face and licking her to orgasms. By the time they had
finished she was exhausted and sleeping again.

“A good start,”
Carrie said.

They let her
rest another few hours, then, joined by several of their friends
and their favourite toys, they again worked the writhing redhead
into orgasm after orgasm as they rode her face, and then
tongue.

* * * * *

When they
arrived for a visit, a week later, Sarah and Paige found a very
shy, very quiet, but timidly smiling Miranda dressed in girlish
pyjamas, looking happy and healthy. She told them she bore them no
ill will for what had happened, that, in fact, she was grateful,
for it had shown her a side of herself she hadn’t known she
possessed.

And then,
bashfully, she had removed her pyjamas to reveal that beneath she
wore a leather harness, a strap going from breastbone down between
her legs, jammed up between her naked sex lips, and running up
between her buttocks in back. Cross-straps went across her chest
and belly, framing her pert breasts and squeezing them up and
out.

Then, as the
two looked on in amusement and growing interest, she showed them
what looked like a strap-on dildo. She put it on over her mouth,
however, taking the base between her teeth.

Soon she was
using the dildo on Paige, who gasped and moaned, laying back on the
sofa, knees up and apart, fingers digging into the soft red curls.
Hillary used her own strap on the way it was meant, buckling it
around her hips, and driving it hard and deep into Miranda’s pussy
from behind while Sarah looked on enviously.

Soon, however,
it was Sarah’s turn to feel the thick dildo thrusting deep into her
pussy as Miranda’s nose ground across her clit.

After a few
hours of carnal lesbian games, the two blondes left, reassured,
happy, and sated. Hillary and Miranda watched them go from the
window, and as Carrie came into the room Miranda sank to her knees
before her.

“You did well,
little slut,” Carrie said, running her fingers gently through the
soft red head.

“Thank you,
mistress. Miranda is happy mistress is pleased,” Hanna breathed,
bending and licking at the woman’s fingers.

“Then come,
little slave, and let’s continue your training.”

“Yes,
mistress,” Miranda whispered.

She crawled
after the two women into the next room, where she was soon
standing, legs and arms well apart, arms extended upwards and
shackled tightly. She moaned as the shackled lifted her toes that
final inch from the floor and all her weight came down on her
wrists.

Then Carrie
smiled, kissed her, and drew the hood down over her head.

Miranda
shuddered, arching her back, moaning, as the hood was buckled
tight, the gag shoved into place.

The vibrator
slid up into her pussy, the butt-plug deep into her anus, then as
Hillary knelt and began to lick at her exposed clit, the whip began
to play upon her back.

Her time in the
hood had indeed changed her, exposing her to a level and degree of
sensual passion and sexual pleasure she could never have imagined.
The freedom from thought, from decision, from caring about anything
but the most basic of bodily needs was somehow reassuring and
comforting. She need only do as she was told, for all decisions
were made for her.

And under the
hood, blind, all her senses turned inward, and her body bucked and
heaved at the quaking fires of sensual passion which were forced
upon it, even as the whip sliced into her buttocks and back, into
her breasts and belly. She screamed, but the scream was more
pleasure than pain, and then, as the orgasm approached, and her
mind fell away, the scream became one of pure animal pleasure.

 


End
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