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PICTURE THIS
 
    
 
   Jessica the head cheerleader started undressing.  This was my moment.  I discreetly held up my phone to take a picture of her tits.  Her bra came off - I got them in frame, and ‘click’.   It was done, a perfect pic of the head cheerleader’s rack.
 
   This was not my idea mind you.  It was something my sorority demanded as part of my initiation.  We all had a special task to prove that we were sorority material.  Mine was to get a picture of the great Jessica’s nude chest.  Not to share with the world – just to prove I could accomplish such a devious task.  To prove I had what it took to be in RGL – Rebel Geek Lambda.  The sisters assured me they would delete the pic after I proved I could pull it off.  
 
   I did it.  It’s a good pic too.  They’ll admit me for sure now.
 
   I turned to slip off with my prize, waiting until I thought nobody was looking and attempted to be sneaky – something I was never very good at.  I turned to round the row of lockers while trying to place my phone into my purse.  That was my first mistake.  I never saw the girl that bumped into me coming.  Boom, we collided.
 
   My phone tumbled onto the smooth concrete floor, sliding and stopping just under the bench.  The girl apologized and I turned to pick up the phone.  To my horror it had turned on and the pic I had just taken was on full screen.  
 
   I looked up at the strange girl who had bumped me, trying to act casual.  She wore a cheer uniform and I dreaded the thought of her seeing the picture.  After all, Jessica was her captain.  My heart pounded harder and I struggled to maintain a calm appearance. 
 
   Just act casual Susan - like you have nothing to hide.
 
   “Oh I think you dropped your phone,” the girl mentioned.
 
   She started going for it and I literally grabbed her arm and stopped her.
 
   “It’s okay,” I insisted, “I got it.”
 
   Quickly stepping in front of her I reached down and picked up the phone.  I turned it off and slipped it inside my purse in one motion.  When I stood back up I thought I’d gotten away with it.  That was my second mistake.
 
   The girl grabbed the back of my hair as tried to walk away, “Where do you think you’re going with that picture bitch.”  My heart leapt into my throat as the girl called out, “Jessica, come here, quick!”
 
   “Let me go,” I stammered feebly.
 
   “You’re not going anywhere,” she replied holding me sternly.
 
   A nervous pit moved into my stomach as I searched for an excuse to get away from this scene.  I looked up to find Jessica, wearing only her bra and cheer panties, striding over.  Her carefree blond curls hung down around her face and radiated under the florescent lights of the locker room.
 
   It was an eerily intimidating sight - her tall frame and long legs gracefully covering the distance between us with authority.  
 
   “What’s going on Dana?” She asked.
 
   “This sneaky bitch has a picture of you topless.”
 
   ‘What?” Jessica replied shocked.
 
   I wanna throw up.  
 
   “It’s true, I just saw it on her phone.”
 
   Jessica’s tall body nudged in between me and Dana sizing me up. 
 
   “Is that true girl?” She asked.
 
   I shook my head ‘no’ but couldn’t speak.  This was too much for me to handle and I was never a very good liar.  I was just a geek who secretly wanted to be a rebel.  I’d always been a loaner until this semester when I applied for the RGL sorority.  I had no experience with actual confrontation.
 
   Jessica’s expression narrowed and she motioned for her friend to release my hair.  She placed both her hands on my shoulders, gripped them firmly, and pushed me back against the lockers.  “Answer me – did you take a picture of my chest?” she demanded.
 
   Fuck she is strong.  What do I say?  Oh please make this a dream.
 
   Before I could respond Dana pulled the phone out of my purse and held it up.  It wasn’t long before I knew they were both staring at the incriminating picture.  Butterflies flapped in my cold, guilty stomach.  
 
   “I’m so sorry, it’s not personal,” I pleaded.
 
   “Who were you going to give this to bitch?” She replied in a stern, serious voice.
 
   The first rule of the RGL sorority was never to talk about the tasks they give.  I was sworn to secrecy on this mission and now I was trapped.  In typical geek fashion I froze, my eyes awkwardly glued to the tall cheerleader’s jiggling breasts as she held me against the lockers.  
 
   Gradually the entire cheer squad surrounded me, all of them leering at me like I was some sort of criminal intruder.  I could feel the weight of all their eyes penetrating me like a lab specimen.  I wished I could melt into the ground but that was not going to happen.
 
   “Let’s take a picture of her tits,” one of them called out.
 
   “Yah!” Several others agreed.
 
   “Let’s get a pic of her completely nude, then we’ll see how she likes it,” another shouted.
 
   The suggestions for punishing me grew more and more lewd and I felt my eyes steaming up, on the verge of tears.  These girls didn’t know me yet they seemed to hate me already.  It felt awful.  Jessica listened to her team for a moment and then released me.
 
   “Alright bitch, take off your top,” she demanded.
 
   Feeling surrounded by the mob was too much for me.  It was all I could do to not break down crying in front of them.  But I still felt paralyzed by the guilt and fear that was surging through me.  My hands felt like they were made of iron and I couldn’t bring myself to lift them to remove my blouse.
 
   The longer I waited the more impatient they became, and the more they jeered for me to obey their leader.  It was surreal.  I was trapped and frozen in a hostile environment – and these girls were not forgiving.  
 
   Why should they forgive me?  It’s true, it was an awful thing to do.  Why didn’t I recognize that before?  The glamour of the sorority had me blinded.  And now – oh no…
 
   “Maybe she’s worried her little titties wont measure up to yours Jess,” Dana teased.  “Here, let me help fill them out a little.”
 
   Before I knew it Dana’s hands groped my breasts firmly.  The crowd giggled but I gasped, never having been felt up by a woman before.  Dana ignored my shame and continued.  After an overly hard squeeze her grip narrowed until she was pinching both of my nipples right through my cotton top.  She squeezed hard enough to make me wince and then tugged outward, forcing my top to stretch, and then released them.  
 
   Both of my nipples throbbed in unison and began to elongate in front of the group.  I looked timidly up to see a big smile stretching across Jessica’s face.  She was pleased to see my embarrassment and I felt my face flush red.  All around us the mob called for more.
 
   Suddenly another hand gripped my right nipple.  It was a redhead who I had in my English class last semester.  I knew she was popular and I remember admiring how good she looked in her cheer uniform.  She squeezed even harder than Dana and I finally made a sound.
 
   “Owah, please that hurts,” I squeaked.
 
   The group smirked at my plea, clearly enjoying my embarrassment, and Red just pinched harder.  
 
   A short girl with a brown pixie hairdo reached out and gripped my other hard nipple right through my top.  She and Red squeezed my tender nipples and I whimpered out loud.  “Ow!”  The group leered with delight as I squealed in pain.  When they finally released them my nipples looked like two bullets shooting through my top.  I wanted to cringe but Jessica pinned me firmly against the lockers again, keeping me on full display for her team.
 
   The group mocked my pain as I quivered and threatened more.  Jessica raised her hand to silence their jeers and ordered me again, “take off your top you sneaky little whore.”   There was something about her that made me submit.  She looked so sculpted in her bra and panty, like a goddess.  And her voice was so cool and dominant.  She was a captain, who was I to disobey her?
 
   “Alright, I’m sorry,” I mumbled.
 
   My hands finally came to life, trembling as I gripped the bottom of my blouse.  I could feel the lurid anticipation of the group and felt so helpless in the middle of them.  In one motion I pulled my top up and over my head.  Jessica ripped it out of my hand and threw it across the locker room.  
 
   I stood surrounded in only my cotton bra, both of my burning nipples straining against it so powerfully you could see their light brown color right through the fabric.  The crowd jeered again, calling for my bra.
 
   I can’t believe everyone is staring at me.  I can’t handle being the center of attention.  (Groan) 
 
   “What is your name bitch?” Jessica asked.
 
   “Sa-Susan,” I stuttered.  
 
   “Well Sa-Susan – get your fucking bra off,” she stated in a tone that mocked mine.
 
   “Please, I’ve learned my lesson.”
 
   “Who were you going to give those pictures too?”
 
   “I can’t tell you,” I groaned.
 
   Jessica’s hands shot out and squeezed my nipples even harder than the others had and held me stiffly by them.   I winced in pain against the lockers, feeling her fingers crush my tender buds as her brood laughed at my suffering.  Her hold was demanding, controlling, and unsympathetic.  Soon my nipples were stinging in agony.  I shifted from foot to foot trying to endure it silently - but it stung too intensely and I broke.  
 
   “Ohhh, ow, oh, please let go,” I begged.  “I’ll remove my bra.”
 
   With one final hard squeeze she released me.  Relief flooded into my chest as my poor nipples throbbed with an enduring sting that made it seem as though they were radiating heat.  The group looked at me impatiently, waiting for the big reveal.  My hands shook as I reached up to my seared chest and undid the front hook of my bra.  
 
   I couldn’t look at them and instead looked down at my feet as I opened the front of my bra exposing my tortured b cups to all.  My chest heaved with heavier breaths as I stood ashamed before them.
 
   My nipples were usually a lighter shade of brown than my hair but now they looked more red than brown.  The cool air of the locker room felt rough against them and they ached continuously. 
 
   As I held my bra open for all to see two girls became aggressive and pulled my bra out of my hands.  They roughly forced my arms out of it and yanked it off completely.  Instinctively I tried to cover my chest with my hands but that only made things worse.
 
   Dana and Red pulled my hands apart, stretching my arms across the lockers and holding them there like I was being crucified.  A helpless feeling set in and I started to lightly pant in front of Jessica as she held up her camera and took a picture of my totally exposed chest.  The sound of the ‘click’ made me feel cheap.
 
   Oh no, please don’t put that on the internet.  Only I could get myself into this situation.  Fuck Jessica is so, she’s so…?
 
   “What do you think of her rack girls,” she called out.
 
   The group made all manner of comments about my breasts.  Most of them rude but to my surprise a few of them were flattering.  Pixie cut even said they were ‘hot’.  I looked at Jessica wondering how much more I’d have to endure.  I feared her, but in that fear a strange form of admiration was growing.  Even as she hazed me there was a distinct grace about her.
 
   She is strong in so many ways.  No wonder she is their leader.  Everything about her seems perfect.
 
   “Now Susan, be reasonable.  Who were you going to give the picture to?” She inquired, sounding more friendly.
 
   “Please Jessica, I’m not allowed to say.”
 
   “Well that is a shame.  It’s just too bad you haven’t learned your lesson yet.  Hey Beth – you hungry?”
 
   From the back of the pack a blond girl with a noticeably large mouth stepped forward.  She shot a very attractive smile at me as I stood arms spread against the locker in front of them.  She stopped next to Jessica as if waiting for further instructions.
 
   “Bite her nip,” Jessica instructed, “but make her moan first.”
 
   No Jessica please!   I can’t handle any more, they already sting badly.
 
   Without hesitating the girl descended on my right breast.  I forced my back as far against the locker as it would allow.  But there was no escape.  I was wide open and pinned at her mercy.
 
   She grinned wickedly at me and leaned down, sucking a good half of my tit inside her wide mouth.  The sensation was unexpectedly pleasurable.  Her large tongue swathed my sore nipple back and forth, massaging relief into it.  The contrast to the pain was stunning and I heard myself swoon and she soothed it.  Then suddenly sharp pain struck causing me to yell out loud:
 
   “Arahh!” I cried out as she bit my poor nipple firmly.  
 
   It seared in agony and I pulled in vain against the girls who restrained my arms – but she continued grinding my poor nipple between her molars.  The other girls smiled and jeered as I whimpered desperately, my nub still between her teeth.  The sting grew so bad it started to blur my vision.
 
   “Stop, please make her stop,” I begged Jessica.
 
   “This is what happens to sneaky little tramps Susan, didn’t you know that?”
 
   “Ow…OW!
 
   “Release her Beth.”
 
   Beth released my nipple and sucked it gently again.  I knew she was only buttering me up for another painful bite.  Yet I couldn’t resist swooning again, hating myself for doing it in front of the group.
 
   “That’s what good girls get Susan.  Isn’t that better?”
 
   Looking at Jessica I felt like her prisoner and that’s when something unexpected happened.  I could feel my pussy flowing, drenching under my skirt.  While my nipple was dominantly swathed at her command my clit tingled and started to swell.  Through all my guilt, agony, and humiliation – my pussy heated up.  Not just in a normal way – it grew hot, hungry, and anxious for attention.  I’d felt that way before but never around a woman.
 
   I purposely made eye contact with Jessica and a soft moan escaped my lips.  In response she tapped her friend and the hard bite returned making me squirm in pain across the lockers.  
 
   “Let me do one too,” Pixie asked.
 
   Jessica waived her closer and she deftly took my other nipple into her mouth.  As her blond friend pierced my bud with her teeth Pixie nursed the other and the contrast was astounding.   My swollen clit grew tighter out of pure shame.  Pleasure and pain wrestled across my chest while below my heated inner lips separated, submissively parting on their own – as if surrendering to them.
 
   “I think the little slut likes it,” Dana said, still holding my arm.
 
   “Bite her – both of you,” Jessica called out.
 
   Instantly both of my nipples erupted in pain and I cried out for mercy.  Once again I was powerless to stop my suffering.  The girls held my arms pinned wide, calling me names like ‘slut’ and ‘cheap whore’.
 
   I continued looking right into Jessica’s eyes as I squealed for mercy, not even sure why.  Or at least I couldn’t admit to myself that I was melting under her control.  She impressed me more than anyone I’d ever known and her image kept growing in my mind.
 
   She is the most beautiful girl I’ve ever seen.  What is happening to me?
 
   The pain grew unbearable and between squeals my face contorted in agony.  
 
   “Release her,” Jessica finally proclaimed, and all at once my nipples were freed.  “Now show them to me.”
 
   The mouths withdrew from my chest and the girls backed away for all to view.  My nipples throbbed continually in the cool air.  Jessica looked at my breasts and smiled dominantly.  I looked down at them and gasped.  There was a slit across my right areola that looked ready to bleed.  
 
   I knew it hurt but that – oh my.  What have I gotten into? Every painful sting makes me feel like she owns me - a prisoner of the cheer captain.
 
   “I’m going to ask you one more time bitch.  Who were you going to give the picture to?  Was it Scott?”
 
   Who’s Scott?  I wonder what she’d say if she knew it was for Deidra – the head of the RGL sorority.  If I betray Deidra I’ll be toast for sure.  I’ve heard about her punishments and they chilled my blood.
 
   I shook my head ‘no’.  Then I recalled Scott was the quarterback of the football team.  But I’d never met him.  
 
   “Then who was it for?  Tell me Susan and I’ll let you go.”
 
   “I can’t.” I confessed.
 
   She stepped into my personal space, so close our noses nearly touched.  The sweet smell of her apple body wash wafted into my nose and I felt woozy.
 
   “Tell me who the picture was for Susan,” she whispered, “Save yourself while you still can sweetie.”
 
   Oh I want to – but I can’t. She smells so good though.  
 
   “I can’t tell you or I’ll be in big trouble, and my reputation will be ruined,” I whispered back.
 
   “Your reputation?” She yelled.  “How dare you bitch?  You didn’t seem to care about my reputation when you took the picture.  Strip all of her clothes off – now!”
 
   In a flash several cheerleaders were on me, pulling my skirt down as I stood crucified.  One girl grabbed the side of my cotton panties and yanked.  Another grabbed the other side and yanked.  Instead of pulling them off, they stretched them out across my hips until the fabric began to rip. It was humiliating.  A moment later they tore at the seam and came off.  Just like that I was completely exposed.
 
   “Don’t hate me Jessica,” I found myself pleading.
 
   “Why shouldn’t I?”
 
   “Because I…because you…”
 
   “Take her to the training room,” Jessica called out and turned to lead the way.
 
    
 
   
  
 

THE HAZED NERD
 
    
 
   Dana and Red drug me forcefully in pursuit of their leader.  Behind us several of the girls were pushing me forward.  I hated that my bottom was exposed to all – I was always shy about my ass.  One girl landed a shockingly hard spank on my bottom forcing me to yelp as they drug me.   This excited the group and as I walked they took turns swatting my poor ass.
 
   SWAT, SWAT, SWAT!
 
   “Ah!” I pouted.
 
   On it went and I squealed continuously from the endless spanking.  Every step it hurt more and I cowered away after each step from the frenzied girls and their vengeful spanks.  I know Jessica knew what they were doing to me but she never turned back and had no sympathy.  By the time we got to the training room I was cringing in agony, my ass stung and burning in pain.  
 
   “Bend her over the training table,” Jessica instructed them.
 
   There was a padded table that was used to wrap up sporting injuries.  The group forced me to it and bent me over it, my exposed ass radiating painfully.  
 
   “Are you still gonna clam up?”
 
   I nodded ‘yes’, knowing it would cost me.
 
   “Is it worth it Susan?  You’re nothing more than a little slave girl now, aren’t ya?” Jessica teased.
 
   Without even considering it I heard myself say, “For you, I am.”
 
   “Ummm,” the girls teased.
 
   Did I just flirt with another girl?  This is crazy, but god something about her.  If I wasn’t so humiliated I’d be so proud to…
 
   SWAT! – Jessica landed a crushing spank on my already tanned ass and I screamed out louder than I could control.  I hated showing them how much it hurt but it was more than I could handle.  
 
   “Wa-ohh!”
 
   It stung me to the core and I writhed across the table dying for the pain to fade.  I could feel the skin welting around where her hand had impacted and was sure her flaming red hand print was rising on my ass.  While I writhed in agony once again my pussy pulsated submissively…hungrily.
 
   Jessica has left a mark that will be there all night.  Hooo…something about that feels good – makes me proud.  This is messed up.  I’m not gay…am I?
 
   “Who else wants to spank the slut?” Jessica announced.
 
   “No more,” I pleaded.
 
   Protesting sealed my fate.  The group grew louder and lined up behind me for a turn.  A moment later the first spank stung my bottom savagely.
 
   SWAT!
 
   “Jessica please – no!” I begged.
 
   The team ignored my plea and continued.  One after the other they all got a chance to discipline me, and the pain became too much.  By the forth girl I started to sob submissively like the wimp I secretly was.
 
   “Quit whining,” Jessica demanded.
 
   On cue I stopped.  It was as if all I needed was her to order it.  I was responding to her physically and emotionally in ways that I couldn’t understand.  But I took the rest of the spanks without shedding a tear.  In an odd way I felt proud to suffer for her, even though my bottom grew so raw I knew there’d be no sitting that evening.
 
   No more, please make it end. I can be strong Jessica – see?
 
   When it ended my ass radiated so intensely that I could lay bent over the table in a defeated heap.  My most private parts exposed to the vengeful group of cheerleaders.
 
   “Turn her over and lay her down on her back,” she ordered the others.
 
   I was drug on my stomach higher across the table and flipped over like a rag doll.  My bottom burned against the vinyl of the table but that wasn’t the worst part.  All eyes were on my pussy – I could feel them all, stealing my last shreds of modesty.  Jessica stood by my feet and I looked at her like I was her slave.  I know she felt it too.
 
   “Spread her legs – spread her open wide,” the head cheerleader leered.
 
   Just like before, Dana and Red were the ones to pin me.   They grabbed my thighs above the knee and pried my legs open as wide before all.  Humiliation washed over me as my pussy was flayed in front of the group.
 
   “Take a picture of her like that,” Jessica demanded.
 
   Several of them pulled out phones and clicking surrounded me.  They were getting it all, even close ups of my drenched pouting pussy.  I groaned fearing the worst, looking at Jessica and pleading with my eyes for mercy.
 
   You’re allowing them to rob my last bit of dignity.  Oh Jess you’re so stern.
 
   “How do you like it, having your secrets exposed to everyone?”
 
   “You’re really scaring me Jessica,” I whimpered submissively.
 
   “Then talk – who sent you.”
 
   “I can’t.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed and for the first time she looked genuinely furious.  She turned to Pixie stating, “remember that toy we got you as a joke?   Where is it?”
 
   “In my locker,” Pixie replied.
 
   “Go get it.”
 
   This created a buzz amongst the group of women.  They smiled at me and whispered between them.  I think they were all curious what their leader had in mind.  So was I.
 
   While Pixie was gone Jessica walked around the side of me.  For a moment I thought she was going to slap my face but instead she reached out and groped my chest again.  Only this time she was actually exploring it, evaluating me.  
 
   Whoa…ya…what?
 
   My nervous chest heaved deeper as she had her way with me.  After a minute she offered my tits to all.
 
   “Whoever wants to feel this bitch up – help yourself.”
 
   Three, four, five…I could count.  Suddenly there were girl’s hands feeling me up from all angles, even wresting with each other for the best feel.  In my helpless state it was oddly sensual, even kind of flattering.  For a moment I thought my punishment was about to end.  
 
   Fuck everyone knows my body now. Is this the last of it?
 
   Pixie returned carrying something I didn’t recognize – at first.  It had straps around a large oblong thingy.  But when she unfurled the straps I knew what it was.  The distinctive shape of a dildo appeared and the straps were clearly used for a strap on.  What concerned me the most was the size of the dildo.  It was unnaturally large.  
 
   “You ready to get fucked like the little slut you are?” Jessica asked.
 
   “Wait – no – Jessica, please don’t do this.  I’m not a slut.”
 
   “Then talk.”
 
   “I already told you I can’t.  Don’t make me.”
 
   “Tammy, come here.” She stated brushing me off.
 
   The most heavyset of the group stepped forward.  I wouldn’t call her obese but definitely big boned, with wide succulent hips, and thick toned legs.  Jessica handed her the strap on.
 
   “This would fit you the best.  Are you up for it?”
 
   “It would be an honor to teach her a lesson,” the large girl grinned.
 
   “Then suit up sweetie.”
 
   “Jess, that’s a joke toy,” Red interrupted.  “It’s too fat to actually use on someone.  Look at her, it’s gonna really stretch her, maybe too much.”
 
   “That’s too bad.  She brought it on herself Kelly.”
 
   Oh no!
 
   I watched as Tammy removed her cheer skirt and fastened the large dildo on over her cheer panties.  The mushroomed head of the silicon toy looked to be several inches thick, nearly as wide around as my fist.  The hair on my back stood up stiff and my spread eagled knees trembled under my captor’s grip as I watched her secure it in place.
 
   “The little bitch is going to get reamed,” Dana giggled and the mob laughed with her.
 
   I gawked at them helplessly but there was no escape.  It felt like slow motion when Tammy moved between my thighs holding the giant member in her hand.  She had a devious expression, like she couldn’t wait to do it to me.  Just when I was about to snap and reveal who sent me Jessica did the most unexpected thing.  She reached out and pinched my clit between two fingers.
 
   “Get wetter bitch, you’re gonna need it.”
 
   “Ohhh,” I moaned.
 
   “She likes it, I think she is hot for you Jess,” Dana smirked.  “Fuck her hard Tammy.”
 
   “Is that true you little whore?  Are you hot for me?” Jessica asked, starting to massage my nub.
 
   Yes…
 
   “Not really,” I moaned.
 
   “Fuck her!” Dana called out, and then encouraged the group to join her in a chant.
 
   “Fuuuck-her, fuuuck-her, fuuuck-her,” the cheer team chanted in unison.  Even Jess joined in until I was surrounded by girls demanding my violation.  
 
   Tammy moved into position, her wide hips forcing my thighs even further apart.  I was flayed like an animal before them wondering how I was going to take the monster.  Butterflies flapped all through my cold stomach – but nobody was going to stop this.
 
   I was going to snap until she touched me…she is touching me.  Hoo – fuck it’s wonderful but I’m so damn nervous.  The amazing Jessica is ordering me to be raped. Is this really happening?
 
   The thick head of the dildo pushed against my inner lips and I whimpered like a scared virgin.  The group snickered and chanted louder.  
 
   “Fuuuck-her!”
 
   Humiliation suffocated me and I struggled to stifle another groan as the stretching started.  Wider and wider my entrance opened until I finally grunted out loud.  A moment later it seemed too much and then…I felt the mushroomed tip slip inside me.
 
   There was a cheer and my humiliation went into overdrive.  Yet my pussy lubed as if on their command. 
 
   “Please let me go,” I begged.
 
   “Fuck her hard!” Pixie called out.  
 
   All eyes were glued to me as the silicone intruder sunk deeper, stretching my entrance and pushing out my inner walls.  I tried to squirm but they firmly held my legs open wide.  Tammy’s strong hands gripped my hips and pressed harder, forcing the intruder deeper.  
 
   “Ahhh!” I cried out overwhelmed.
 
   I could feel places in my pussy that I’d never felt before as the makeshift cheerleader cock pushed even deeper inside me.  That’s when I realized my shoulders were jerking and shimmying upwards, trying to get away from the penetration.  I felt two hands pin me down against her table.  It was Jessica, holding me still as Tammy forced my penance deeper inside me.
 
   I found myself in eye contact with Jessica, me grunting and ashamed of my predicament.  Her hands kept me crammed against the table.  But then Jess did something that changed everything – she winked at me.
 
   What was that?  It was almost flirty?  Why?
 
    
 
   
  
 

AROUND MY NECK
 
    
 
   I lay helplessly pinned as the burly cheerleader slid deeper inside me and suddenly Jessica’s hands on me felt wonderful.  I realized I loved having them on me.  To me she was so powerful and had slowly blown my mind.  The feel of her soft, strong palms pinning me down while I was molested was thrilling.  Though I was not as composed as it may seem:
 
   “Ah-grrrr!” I grunted overfull as the dildo took the last inch of y canal.  The group watched intently, fascinated by my ordeal.  It was useless to try and restrain my grunts which were now continual.
 
   When Tammy pulled back the monster inside me it drug against my G spot and pleasure flooded through my pussy.  With me stretched wide short strokes started jabbing back and forth inside me.  Combined with the thrill of Jessica’s touch moans occasionally mixed with my grunts.  My head began swimming with confused emotions.
 
   “Who sent you bitch?” Jessica asked once again.
 
   “You’re amazing Jessica,” I moaned in response.
 
   “Fuck it, Angel – strip and sit on her face,” she rasped.
 
   “Ohhh Jessica…” I awkwardly swooned.
 
   Tammy’s strokes had established a steady rhythm and I could feel a strange pleasure building in my drenched snatch.  The humiliation of this violation only made it more intense.  I was being molested by the cheer team yet something was building inside me.
 
   To my left I became aware of a tall blond girl stripping off her panties.  Her bald pussy was exposed and I knew where it was going.  Angel climbed up on the table and straddled me.  A strange girl’s lusty snatch was inches from my face and there was no escaping it.
 
   At first I was nervous but when I heard Jess order me, “eat her out bitch,” I complied immediately.  Before I could even comprehend it I was licking her inner lips, tasting her flavor, and hearing her coo over me.  
 
   Between my legs Tammy started fucking more forcefully causing me to grunt as I licked my way up to Angel’s clit.  When I felt Jessica’s hand move down my chest and pinch my nipples the buildup in my pussy exploded.  
 
   “HA!” I cried out surprised.
 
   I’d never climaxed from anything but my clit before but this orgasm was different.  It was deep and warm and every stroke of the giant cheer cock sent ripples of forced stimulation through my hips.  
 
   As my pussy quivered I felt a deep submission gripping me.  There was no more fighting it.  I was the slave of these girls and flustered by Jessica.  I endeavored to please them all any way I could.  My mouth latched onto the Angel’s clit and my tongue went crazy, doing it in a way I thought I’d enjoy – in a way that I wished Jessica was doing to me.
 
   When Angel climaxed the group cheered again.  Tammy gripped my hips extra firm - and fucked me harder.  Continual stretching mixed with the deep orgasm.  I knew I was squealing when Angel dismounted and Pixie asked if she could mount my face.
 
   “Yah-yes!” I grunted without waiting for Jessica to reply.
 
   “Hmm,” Jessica mused looking down at me with a gorgeous smile.  She squeezed my nipples a little harder and I let out a louder than usual grunt – one intended to convey my loyalty.
 
   My pussy made sloshing sounds as Tammy fucked harder.  My outlook on everything was changing as my inner climax faded.  I grew more submissive and felt even dirtier.  My gaze became fixed on Pixie stripping, showing me her anxious cunt.  She mounted me in one motion and I moaned purposely loud to let her know I was going to do a good job – like the subservient little lesbian slut I had become.
 
   Pixie held my head tight, cramming her pussy into my face and I sucked her with abandon, relishing any opportunity to serve them – and impress Jess.  My pussy convulsed again and another penetration climax began, rippling through me.  
 
   It was surprisingly easy to service the short girl and Pixie convulsed quickly.  When she came I gripped her clit with my lips, not allowing her to control the stimulation.  She flopped over me squealing as I tongued her swollen nub beyond what she could handle.  When she got a chance she practically slumped off me and the group had to catch her before she fell to the ground.  They helped her to her feet and she did a cute little curtsy for them as they applauded.  
 
   These girls are nuts, but I love it.
 
   Just then Tammy stopped without warning and my pussy got a rest.  She was exhausted and panting.  I could feel my lips gripping against the large intruded.  My climax faded leaving a mild stretching pain but my pussy wasn’t done.  It actually wanted more, and I can’t deny I wanted more of those special climaxes.  Gone was my humiliation – replaced by utter servitude.  I would have done anything they asked.
 
   “Who’s next,” I panted.
 
   Dana released my leg and pulled her skirt and cheer panty off.  The group started chanting “Slut! Slut!  Slut!” and I wagged my tongue at Dana fully embracing the title.
 
   It’s true – I have become their slut.  I don’t care anymore.  Pleasing them is all that matters now.  Whatever it takes to impress Jessica, I’ll gladly do it.  
 
   Dana mounted me and I latched on greedily.  I heard Jessica order Tammy to keep fucking me but she said she needed a rest.  I didn’t mind, I loved the feeling of being stuffed, grinding my G spot against it at will.  
 
   I finished Dana in no time and Tammy started back in, stroking me long and hard.  Each thrust seemed to send a bolt sensation all through my body.  Time seemed to speed up - three more girls took their turn.  I serviced them all like the hungry cunt licker I’d become.
 
   Kelly, Beth, another girl I didn’t know – they kept climbing on and I kept serving them.  After Red climaxed over me Tammy again stopped exhausted.  When Red dismounted my slutty face I looked at Jessica, my lips covered in the juices of her squad.  
 
   “Sit on my face,” I beckoned to her.  “I want to taste you most of all.”
 
   “Ohhh - Jess,” the group teased and Jess actually blushed a little.
 
   “Remember that movie last weekend and how we wondered about it,” she asked the team.
 
   “You mean the one with the choking?” Dana asked.
 
   “Ya – I wanna try something.”
 
   “Sit on my face Jessica.  Please, I need to please you,” I pleaded.
 
   “Take over for Tammy,” Jessica instructed Dana.
 
   Without withdrawing the monster dildo from me Tammy unstrapped herself and Dana grabbed the dildo with her hands.  Her eyes flashed devilishly as she gripped it and started to bang me with it knowing I was stretched to the max.  
 
   My overwhelmed grunts returned yet now I actually humped back against it, anxious for more of the new stimulation.  That’s when Jessica did something I’ll never forget.
 
   She leaned down over my face like she was going to kiss me.  I arched up, excited at the opportunity.  But she would not allow our lips to meet.  Instead she smiled wickedly – and then both her hands left my breasts and snaked up my chest.  I could feel them sliding up my breastbone and slowly wrapping around my neck.
 
   Huh?  What’s this.  Won’t you kiss me.
 
   “So you want me most of all huh?”
 
   “Yessss,” I hissed lustily.
 
   “Then trust me – and don’t panic.”
 
   Dana banged my used pussy with authority as Jessica’s grip tightened.  I looked into her gorgeous eyes confused but she squeezed my neck even harder.  A moment later I couldn’t breathe.
 
   I struggled for breath but there was none to be had.  The feel of Dana’s banging became highlighted as I jerked with alarm.  There was no air and Jess’s eyes flared dominantly.  Soon the only thing I could feel was the violation of my pussy.  The sensation became more and more intense.
 
   Jessica’s face hovered over mine as I tried to breathe – but couldn’t.  Panic set in.  Stimulation started bolting out of my pussy.  Jessica said something but I was too lost to understand it.  Someone touched my clit and stimulation erupted in violent convulsions.
 
   I struggled to breathe as the most intense orgasm of my life ripped out of my clit and spread all directions throughout my body.  I squirmed, slithered, and convulsed in agonizing pleasure as my new obsession choked the breath out of me.  
 
   Ahhh! – I’m going to die in orgasm.  Oh Jess help me.
 
   I grew dizzy and faint as the powerful climax had its way with me – stimulating me more than I could manage.  Even my fingers and toes vibrated with desperate pleasure as my mouth gulped in vain.  Every inch the dildo moved felt like an orgasm of its own, and it felt like I was peeing with pleasure.  I whimpered and flayed on the table in ecstasy and terror.
 
   “She’s turning blue,” one of the girls mentioned.
 
   Jessica released my neck and I gulped desperately for air.  In the middle of trying to fill my lungs Jessica’s mouth crashed against mine and pinned my head down.  Her tongue darted into my mouth and I tried to kiss back but was still too winded.  So I just held my mouth open, tongue up for her to lick and suck as my breath slowly returned. 
 
   As my lungs refilled with air my body felt weak and I practically melted under her kiss.  When I got the strength I swooned repeatedly under her, lost in her mouth.  At that moment I must have appeared sickeningly needy - and in love.  
 
   Finally the large intruder was yanked out of me.  My pussy gaped wide, I could feel it.  Jessica eased back and smiled like she had just conquered me in every way possible, and in truth - she had.
 
   Does she like me or hate me – or what? I want her – to be hers.
 
   Her hand started to stroke the side of my hair and I was able to relax a little more.
 
   “Now…who sent you dear?” She asked intimately.
 
   “RGL – the sorority RGL,” I confessed.  
 
   I couldn’t help it.  She had broken me in every way possible.  I knew Deidra and the others were going to be furious when they found out.  But I was caught between a rock and a hard place.  And my heart now felt owned by the head cheerleader.
 
   How do I get myself in these crazy situations?   You’re not done with me are you Jess?  Didn’t we share a moment?  I mean, I don’t know if you’re gay.  I’m not, or at least I didn’t think I was.  But I want you girl.  I want you bad.
 
   “Now don’t you feel better about confessing?” Jessica asked.
 
   “I’m going to be in a lot of trouble.  You don’t know RGL’s reputation.  They have a secret society that is harsh to traitors.  But I could handle it if you stood by me.”
 
   “Look at you,” she scoffed, “covered in cum, spread eagled, and gaped.  Why would I stand by a little slut like that?”
 
   No – wait!
 
   “Because I was a good girl.  I did everything you asked and tried to atone.  Because I would do anything you asked again.  Just say it and I’ll do it.”
 
   “I think she is actually crushing on you,” Pixie stated.
 
   “Is that true girl?  Are you gay?”
 
   “I am for you.”
 
   “You were for all of us,” Dana teased, and the group laughed at me again.
 
   “Leave us alone girls.  I want to talk to her in private.”
 
   “Ohhh,” they mocked us once more, but they obeyed.
 
   My thighs were released and I was grateful to close them, they were cramping and starting to ache.  I lay nude across the table no longer caring about my exposure.  My body belonged to her, and I relished that thought.
 
   When the others were gone Jessica helped me feel normal.  She rubbed my sore legs and seemed to know right where they ached.  After resting she helped me to my feet and brought me my clothes, watching me dress.  I watched her too, still in her pink satin bra and cheer panties she looked like a goddess.
 
   “It’s Susan right?”
 
   “Ya.”
 
   “Listen to me Susan.  I need your help.  If RGL is trying to play me then they need to pay the price.  Deidra has been fucking with me for a while and nobody messes with me or my team.  Will you help me?”
 
   “Deidra is not someone you mess with.  Trust me, it’s best to just let it go.  I’m already going to have a hard time lying about telling you.  If I don’t have the picture they will wash me out – maybe worse.  Please don’t get me in any more trouble with them.”
 
   “It couldn’t be any worse than what we did to you?”
 
   “You don’t know them.  You don’t know how cruel Deidra can be.  They are like a cult and merciless to traitors.  The picture is gone.  Can’t you just forget it and let it go?” I stated, pulling on my panties.
 
   Jess moved into my personal space and grabbed me around the waist.  Her face moved in close to mine, her satin bra brushing against my sore nipples.  Our mouths joined and our tongues danced.  Both of our chests started to heave as we shared a genuinely passionate kiss.
 
   I’m so lucky.  Oh God I love her.  
 
   When the kiss ended she asked me again.  “Help me Susan, please?”
 
   “Okay Jessica, if you really need me to,” I sighed unable to decline her any longer.  “But do you like me?”
 
   “I think I do – but I haven’t decided how much yet.  You won’t rush me will you?”
 
   “No, whatever you want.”
 
   “Thank you Susan – and thank you for being honest.  Meet me in front of the cafeteria at seven tonight and I’ll tell you my plan.”
 
   “Okay Jessica, I’ll be there.”
 
   “Good, I’ll see you then.  Now leave before the rest of the girls think were hooking up.  Whatever happened between us, it is our secret.”
 
   “Ya,” I stammered wondering where it would all lead.
 
   I finished dressing and Jess handed me my phone back – minus the picture which she deleted.  She turned to go back to her locker and finish dressing with the rest of the squad.
 
   “Jess,” I called out.
 
   “Yes?” She asked turning.
 
   “Can I…,”
 
   “What is it Sue?”
 
   “Can I see your chest?”
 
   A wry smile grew across her face.  Her hand reached behind her back and she deftly pulled her bra off.  A pair of amazingly firm C cups swayed towards me, with bright pink nipples and large gorgeous areolas.  She put her arms at her side and shifted to one foot, clearly knowing how spectacular they were.
 
   “Satisfied?” She asked.
 
   “Their as amazing as the rest of you.  May I feel them?”
 
   “Not now hun.  But who knows – maybe someday?  Just meet me tonight.”
 
   Without waiting for my response she turned and walked back to her locker.  I made my way along the edges of the locker room and exited wondering about my future.  One thing was for sure though – I wasn’t out of the woods yet.  I had to return to RGL a failure.  But all wasn’t lost.  I had gained something along the way, and smiled hopefully to myself.
 
    
 
   * * *
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   SORORITY SUBMISSION – RGL’S REVENGE
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   UNDER HER CONTROL – LESBIAN SUBMISSION AND BDSM
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   THE ACCIDENTAL SUBMISSIVE
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   LONG TONGUE LIZ: LOVING A LESBIAN PREDATOR
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   For new releases please follow me on my author page:
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   You are irresistible in your own unique way.
 
   Thanks for reading. 
 
   Ingrid Rogue
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