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It was all extremely exciting! Starting a
new life, in a new school! Learning things I would build upon for
my entire life! I was so looking forward to learning so much, both
about law and life!

But I also had a good deal of anxiety. I
mean, I'd spent eighteen years under the careful supervision of my
parents and teachers and babysitters and coaches. Very little of
that time had been spent away from some supervising adult's eyes. I
was both looking forward to, and dreading being out on my own. I
could make my own decisions now, but what if things didn't work
out?

It wasn't like my parents were on the far
side of the moon, but they were a thousand miles away. I wasn't
sure if I was even going to involve myself in any sort of sports or
clubs, and so I would be pretty much on my own for the first time.
That was scary!

Law. It wasn't just about making money. Law
was about being in charge. Lawyers wrote the laws, or challenged
them. Most politicians seemed to be lawyers. Lawyers were people of
substance. People might mock lawyers but they also respected them.
And yes, they did tend to make enough money to stay off welfare.
That was a definite plus, as far as I was concerned.

My first disappointment was when I moved
into my dorm room. The other two occupants were both Chinese girls.
I don't mean they were of Chinese ancestry but actual Chinese
girls. They spoke English, of course, but clearly preferred to
engage with each other in their own language.

Their interest in me was minimal, as was
their interest in exploring or partying or getting to know people.
They devoted all evening to studying, and were quite prim and
proper. They were polite, but distant, and I quickly figured out
there were not going to be any great, exciting life-experiencing
moments with them, nothing I would look back on as I was older and
think of how wild a time I'd had.

My first class was in a huge amphitheater
style classroom where all the first year pre-law students were
gathered to listen to Professor Channing, who then headed the law
school at Stanford, California. He had an impressive voice and
appearance, and he was quite blunt.

“I am not your father,” he said, looking up
at us. “I am not your uncle or your grandfather. None of your
teachers are here to parent you. We will give you the benefit or
our knowledge each day, and answer your questions insofar as we
can. That is the sum total of our responsibility towards you.”

He glowered at us under bushy eyebrows.

“If you choose not to come to class, we will
not care. No one is going to call your room or your parents and ask
after you. If you don't do your assignments we will not nag you or
attempt to persuade you. You are paying for this chance to learn.
If you choose not to learn that is really not an issue for us. You
are alleged to be adults, and here is where you may start acting
like one.”

Kind of a downer, but realistic. I looked
around the tiers of desks at the other students listening. They
were about equally divided between guys and girls. Some were
sitting upright. Some were slouched back (mostly the guys). Some
were wearing jeans and sweatshirts while others, like me, were
dressed in a more businesslike manner.

I had kind of compromised, not wanting to be
too dressy, but not wanting to be too slovenly either. I wore light
green chinos and a gray blazer over a dark green silk t-shirt and
black leather sneakers. I figured that was sort of semi-dressy and
attractive, at least for a classroom.

Green is my favorite color. It works really
well with my dark brown hair, which I keep long enough to hang
about halfway down my back. I like my hair, like sliding it through
my fingers, and I've been occasionally hiding behind it since I was
a child.

What I mean is I keep it long in front too.
I part it in the middle, but the long bangs often slide inward, and
will cover my eyes if my fingers don't keep putting it back in
place. My glasses help there. I don't need to wear them except for
reading, and even there I could wear contacts, but I thought, well,
law school, you know, maybe glasses would make people think I was
smarter.

And I can sometimes hide behind them, too.
Men are kind of.. confusing to me, and always have been. I really
don't understand them very well, and my feelings get mixed up a
lot. It's hard to tell if a guy is being sincere or just trying to
get me naked, because in pursuit of that they will lie like
rugs.

Mind you, a part of me sort of thrills to
the thought of being pursued by guys who are so incredibly excited
at the thought of seeing me naked. I mean, it's sort of an ego
thing, though sometimes embarrassing and sometimes scary.

I don't think of myself as any great beauty.
I mean, I'm not like the models on runways I see, or the actresses.
I have an oval face with softly rounded chin, full lips, a narrow
but unremarkable nose, and bright brown eyes. I don't think there's
anything particularly amazing about any of that, or how it's put
together.

I'm certainly not ugly, and I'm even willing
to concede I'm kind of pretty, and have a nice body. But I'm no
big-busted blonde and I don't have long legs that go on forever.
But guys have been pursuing me since before junior high! They eye
me, either discretely or not, in classes, in the hallways at
school, in the malls, and complete strangers will come up to me and
introduce themselves and try to pick me up almost anywhere!

All that attention, given they don't know
me, and given it can only be because of my looks, kind of makes me
wary. I know enough about guys to have a pretty good idea of what
they're thinking, and what they're wanting! And while to a degree
that makes me excited it also leads to a lot of awkward
moments.

I mean, at any given time at school I had a
half dozen guys wanting to take me out somewhere, some of which
were nice looking and seemed nice, too. Why should I go out with
some stranger I knew nothing about who could be, for all I knew, a
crazy pervert?

Mind you, most guys seemed to be
perverts!

But when I walked around at school, at
least, at high school, I often felt like a lamb being eyed by
hungry wolves who licked their chops while they watched me pass by
and thought about all the tasty parts of my body they'd like to get
their hands and mouths on!

And so far college hadn't been much
different. You pretend not to notice, of course, especially if
you're in a hurry. Letting a guy catch my eye might mean he'd try
to stop me and talk and introduce himself and all. I'm not saying
that's horrible or anything, but … it happens so often! And I just
want to get to class!

That was primarily the reason I decided to
join a sorority. It wasn't the only reason, of course. I had been
told you made friends easier in sororities, and that it was great
for networking in future. But it would be nice to have a man-free
zone where I could just socialize with other girls and make
friends.

As for men, the best way to get a guy is for
a girlfriend you trust to recommend one. Preferably a girl who is
already happily in a long term relationship. I didn't have any
girlfriends yet, but figured a sorority was the place to meet
them.

Alpha Gamma Phi was the one I settled on. It
wasn't ethnic, wasn't Christian, and had this mysterious aura about
it because unlike all the other sororities and fraternities it had
no web page, and they wouldn't say what they were looking for in
pledges. That, of course, led to a wild array of rumors about
whether they were some sort of secret society or maybe lesbians or
communists or satanists.

I was feeling adventurous, though, and hey,
it wasn't like I was committed to anything I couldn't just walk
away from.

My first interview was with a pair of
seniors. Melissa was one of those tall, beautiful blondes the media
loved. She looked the athletic sort, with her shoulder length
blonde hair falling straight down the sides of a narrow face save
for short thin pigtails at the sides, and thick bangs cutting
across her forehead.

Samantha was a girl more like me, though
with collar length reddish brown hair and much bigger boobs.
Melissa's tank top was tight and showed a fingers length of tanned
cleavage, while Melissa was in a beige turtlenecked sweater and
brown slacks.

I was wearing my dark green, high collared
button-down blue silk blouse under a light brown tweed jacket with
dark brown slacks and black shoes with thick, two inch heels.

They sat in two straight backed chairs on
either side of a large fireplace. There was no chair facing them,
so I gathered I had to stand, which was a bit weird – and rude.
Which meant, I knew, that it was deliberate. They wanted me to have
to stand for some reason.

So I wasn't at all offended. Instead my mind
whirled away trying to guess their motivation, their thinking, and
what they would consider to be a proper response. Should I demand a
chair, or just ignore it. Since what I knew about sororities and
fraternities suggested that pledges and newbies were basically
everyone elses bitch, I decided to ignore it.

“Your name is Zoe Walters,” Melissa asked,
with a sort of questioning tone.

“Yes,” I said.

“You will answer miss to every question,”
Melissa said. “Your name is Zoe Walters?”

“Yes, miss,” I said.

I was a bit put out, but only a bit,
because, just like standing, I was sure she was being rude and
overbearing on purpose. This was a sort of test of how I would
react and how I would fit in. I worried about that, though. If I
did nothing would they think I was too wimpy?

“What sort of ethnic background do you
have?” she asked.

Odd question. “Uhm, my father – .”

“Do not start any question or statement with
'uhm'”, Samantha said with a frown. “It's a childish affectation
and denotes uncertainty and hesitation. Alpha Gamma Phi girls are
confident and self-assured.”

“Yes, miss,” I said.

“Your father?” Melissa asked.

“His family is from England. My mom's from
Scotland.”

“Do you consider yourself a well-adjusted,
girl” Samantha asked.

“Sure, I guess.”

“Miss,” she said in a chilly voice.

“Miss.”

“Would you consider yourself to be flexible,
adaptable person?” Melissa asked.

“I don't know. I mean, it's not like I've
had a lot of opportunities to be flexible so far in life.”

“Miss,” she said.

“Miss,” I said apologetically.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Well, basically everyone has always told me
what to do and when to do it.”

“And were you an obedient girl?”

“I guess. Miss, I mean.”

“Get down on your knees, girl,” Samantha
said.

I stared at her in surprise, and she pointed
imperiously at the floor. Melissa nodded, and, still confused, I
lowered myself to my knees in front of them.

“Keep your back straight, please. We require
proper posture of pledges,” Melissa said.

“Pledges represent us when outside the house
and their appearance and behavior is important,” Samantha said.

“No, kneel upright,” Samantha said as I
started to sink down onto my heels.

I rose again, wondering what their game was,
and wishing I could guess what they wanted me to do. If I told them
to go to hell would they congratulate me on showing independence or
boot me out for being impertinent and disobedient?

Mind you, I was telling them the truth. I'd
been told what to do all my life, so it was relatively easy to just
do that.

“Are you in good shape, Zoe?” Melissa
asked.

“Yes, miss,” I said.

“Can you do a chin-up or push-ups? Can you
do a cartwheel? Do you exercise?”

“I was on the volleyball team and swim teams
at school,” I said uncertainly.

“Miss,” she said.

“Miss.”

“The next time you forget to say miss, Zoe,
you're going to get a slap on the bottom, as if you were a small
child,” Samantha said warningly.

Was she kidding!?

I looked at her, and almost asked that, but
held my tongue.

“Stand up and come here,” Melissa said,
waving her fingers.

I got to my feet and walked closer, then
closer still.

“Hands behind your neck,” she barked.

Feeling a bit flustered, I did as she
wanted, and gaped at her long fingers as they nimbly undid a button
over my belly, then another. I was about to speak, to protest, to
ask her what the hell, when her hand slipped into my shirt and her
fingers probed at my belly.

Poked. It was not a gentle caress.

“Do you do any exercises to tone your body,
girl?” Samantha asked.

“Well, no, miss,” I said.

“You have a soft belly, girl,” Melissa said,
withdrawing her hand. “If you become a pledge you will be expected
to make use of our gym here, and exercise. Do you have a problem
with that?”

“No, miss.”

I thought the 'girl' business was a bit
silly as they were only a few years older than me.

“Kneel.”

I dropped back to my knees in front of her,
and she lifted her own shirt and sat forward on the end of her
chair, then took my hand and pulled it in against her stomach.

“Feel,” she ordered.

This was weird, but admittedly, she had a
very well-toned stomach. It wasn't muscular or anything. She didn't
have washboard abs, say, but it was very firm.”

“Sit back on your heels, girl,” Samantha
said.

I lowered myself, a bit relieved for it was
physically easier.

“Spread your knees wide.”

I had no idea why but did so. I was wearing
slacks, after all, so it's not like it was immodest.

“Back straight,” Melissa said.

“What do you think of men?” Samantha
asked.

“I … like men, miss,” I said.

“You sound uncertain.”

“Men are confusing, miss.”

“Men are bastards,” she said. “But some of
them are very attractive bastards.”

Samantha snorted in amusement.

“Do you consider yourself a moral person,
girl?”

She kept calling me girl. I didn't think
that was anything but deliberate obnoxiousness, but again, if they
actually were considering me as a pledge, why would she be
obnoxious? It wasn't to offend me, for that served no purpose. So
it had to be to poke at me and see how I responded. That was what I
figured anyway.

“Yes I do, Miss.”

“What does that mean? What is morality?”

“Well... that would depend on a variety of
things, miss,” I said. “I mean, different cultures have different
beliefs about what is moral.”

'You're living in this culture, girl,”
Melissa said.

“Yes, but our culture doesn't agree either,
miss, or at least it can depend on what part of the country you
come from or even what subset of the community in that place. I
mean, if you were a very dedicated, religious Christian from
Alabama, it would mean one thing, and if you were a sort of atheist
or secularist New Yorker it would mean another.”

“You are temporizing, girl,” Melissa
said.

“I think that being moral means not doing
things that cause harm to others, either emotionally or
physically.”

“That would encompass things like stealing
and killing and beating people, I suppose,” Samantha said. “What
about sexual morality?”

“What other people do is their business,” I
said quickly. “I have no cause to judge them based on my sense of
morality.”

I sure didn't want them to think I was some
kind of moral prude!

“Would you ever sleep with a man on the
first date?”

I hesitated.

“I don't know, miss,” I said. “That would
depend on all sorts of things.”

“Have you ever slept with a woman?”

“As in sex, no, miss.”

“Do you find the idea repulsive?”

“No, miss. I just haven't... “ I said
awkwardly.

“Are you a virgin?”

“No, miss.”

“Put your hands on top of your head,”
Samantha said, with a small, almost smile.

I did so.

“Now repeat after me. I like cock.”

I stared at her as Melissa snorted in
amusement. But again, pledges were supposed to do as they were
told, right, and often embarrassed with goofy initiations. Everyone
knew that.

“I like cock,” I said, blushing.

“I love cock,” she said.

“I love cock,” I said, my mind squirming a
bit as the two girls grinned.

“Do you embarrass easily, girl?” Melissa
asked.

“I don't think so, miss,” I replied.

And they were the last people I would tell
if I was!

“We have a lot of girls in this house. Do
you get along with girls?”

“Of course. Miss, I mean.”

“Some girls have issues.”

“Jealousy being a prime motivator.”

“I get along with most people,” I said,
shrugging.

Samantha pushed her chest out.

“Do you think I have nice breasts,
girl?”

“Uh, I guess. I mean, they seem big,
miss.”

“You don't think big breasts are nice?” she
asked.

“I don't know. They're not synonyms,
though.”

“Bravo,” Melissa said in amusement.

“All that means is she isn't a guy,”
Samantha sniffed.

“What do you think of your own body?” she
demanded.

“It's okay,” I said hesitantly.

“Girls are taught not to brag about their
bodies, but instead to criticize them,” Melissa said. “In fact,
girls, when asked about their bodies, are apt to fixate on whatever
part of their body they find least attractive and mention that.
What do you believe is the worst part of your body, girl?”

“I … don't know. I mean, uhm, my feet?” I
asked hesitantly.

“Your feet? What's wrong with your
feet?”

“Nothing, but they're feet,” I said. “I
mean, feet aren't exactly pretty.”

“What about your breasts?”

I blushed a bit. “They're fine,” I said.

“You wouldn't like them to be bigger?”
Samantha asked.

“No. They're fine.”

“Your ass?”

“It's fine too,” I said doubtfully.

“Your legs?”

“They hold me up. I really can't tell the
different between pretty legs and ugly legs unless they're really
fat or really bony or splotchy or something.”

“Can you follow instructions?”

“Yes, miss.”

“And if you are punished for failing to
follow instructions will you resent it?”

“No, I mean, unless the punishment is really
out of line.”

“What if you're told what the punishment
will be right at the start?”

“Then I suppose it's okay.”

“Were you not told to say 'miss' after every
sentence as a sign of respect?”

I flushed. “I mostly did, miss,” I said.

“But often did not. Was the punishment
explained to you?”

“Yes, miss.”

I was beginning to suspect this was like an
interview and initiation all in one!

She pulled something out of a small bag
beside her and reached forward.

“Open your mouth. This isn't a cock, because
you're only a little girl who can't follow instructions.”

It was a soother, a pacifier. I opened my
mouth reluctantly and she slid it in.

“Close your mouth, baby girl,” she said with
a smirk.

I sighed mentally, but did so. I had
actually seen a bunch of sorority pledges having to walk around
with pacifiers in their mouths – to much ribald and vulgar comments
from those they passed by.

“We stress self-discipline here, baby girl,”
Melissa said, “Which means open ears, and open minds and the
ability to process clear instructions and follow them. Do you
understand?”

I nodded my head, not being able to speak
with a pacifier in my mouth.

Something hit me in the back of the head,
not something hard, but it bounced off, and I turned my head to see
another girl come into the room. She was very short, petite, but
with a biggish chest. Her hair was black, probably dyed given her
pale skin, and done in a goth type style. She was dressed in a
black tank top, short, pleated tartan skirt of red and black, black
socks and black dockers.

“Who's the baby?” she asked, then threw what
turned out to be another paper clip at me. It bounced off my head
like the first had.

“This is baby Zoe, if we decide to take her
in,” Melissa said.

“How many babies do we already have this
term?” the girl asked.

“We've accepted four so far, not counting
baby Zoe.”

Babies? Was that their term for pledges?

The punkish girl fell, rather than sat, in
another chair, sort of slouching their sideways, as she threw
another paper clip at me.

“What's her GPA?'s he asked, surprising
me.

“She actually got very good grades,” Melissa
said.

“Well, at least she's not a blonde bimbo,”
the girl sniffed, casually tossing another paper clip at me.

“Or some silly goth who wishes she was a
vampire,” Melissa replied.

“Melissa, Kiera,” Samantha said in a
reproving voice.

“Do you like cats, baby Zoe?” she asked.

I nodded my head, still kneeling there with
my hands on my head as another paperclip hit me.

“Kiera likes cats, don't you, Kiera,” she
asked in amusement.

Kiera sniffed.

“Baby Zoe, I pronounce you a cat,” Samantha
said.

These people were weird! And confusing! But
I kind of liked Samantha. I wasn't sure about the other two.
Melissa was definitely a jock, and I didn't know much about
goths.

“That means you have to pretend you're a
cat,” Melissa said helpfully.

What the hell did they mean by that!?

“On all fours, to start,” she added.

I dropped my hands again, and then fell
forward onto my hands and knees.

“Turn and crawl across the floor to where
that wretched goth girl is and do what a cat would do,” Samantha
said.

I was confused, to say the least, but I
could crawl, at least, so I crawled towards the sofa where the goth
girl lay.

“No, no no! You call that a cat!? Melissa
exclaimed.

“More like a buffalo,” Kiera said.

“Not so bad as a buffalo,”Samantha said.
“Perhaps an awkward dog, one of the bigger ones.”

“Cats move very fluidly, baby Zoe,” Melissa
said. “Very gracefully. Let's see you crawl like a cat.”

“Like a pussy,” Kiera said, then laughed at
her own joke – loudly.

“Shush, you,” Samantha said. “Crawl
gracefully, baby Zoe,” she said.

Okay, crawl like a cat. This was insane, but
then I'd heard about worse initiations, to say nothing of more
embarrassing and painful. They didn't call it hell week for
nothing. But usually they did this sort of thing all together,
didn't they?

I crawled slowly, trying to imagine I was a
cat, trying to move more gracefully. Crawling wasn't exactly
something I had a lot of experience in lately, though, and I wasn't
exactly dressed for it!

“Take off your jacket, baby Zoe,” Samantha
said.

I straightened and removed my jacket, folded
it, and put it on one of the chairs, then resumed crawling.

“Stretch out your hands a bit more, and move
more slowly, like a prowling cat,” she said. “Think lioness moving
slowly across the plains.”

“Yeah, we're not wimps here,” Melissa
said.

I tried to crawl more gracefully, and they
directed me back to where Kiera slouched on the sofa.

“Now what would a cat do coming up to its
mistress?” Samantha said suggestively.

I gave a sort of mental sigh. I wasn't
generally given to play acting, but well, whatever.

I kind of rubbed my forehead against Kiera's
leg, then rubbed the side of my cheek against it.

“Purr, pussy,” she said, smirking down at
me.

I flushed, but purred, or tried to as she
reached out and gripped my hair. She still had a bunch of
paperclips, and I was forced to rub my cheek and shoulder against
her legs and purr while she stuck a bunch of them in my hair.

“Don't worry, we won't make you use a litter
box,” she said.

“But we will set a saucer of milk for you on
the floor to lap up,” Melissa said.

“I think we can tentatively accept baby Zoe
as our fifth baby this term,” Samantha said.

I felt a little rush of pleasure at
that.

“First, you have to lick all our pussies and
make us come,” Kiera said with a feral grin.

“Or in lieu of that just sign the pledge
book,” Samantha said.

“Spoilsport,” Kiera said, smirking.

“You've got a vibrator. Go use it,” the
other girl said with snort.

Urk!

“I do, every day. I scream a lot when I
climax. That won't disturb your sleep, will it, baby Zoe?” she
asked me.

I shook my head. She was clearly one who was
going to do her best to shock me. I had already marked her as a
little brat. And I mean little. She wasn't even five feet tall and
I doubted she weighed much over a hundred pounds. Her feet were
tiny looking and her hands were even smaller.

“Crawl back here, baby Zoe,” Melissa
said.

I turned and crawled back to her, the
pacifier still in my mouth.

“Now there is still the matter of that
disciplinary issue we discussed earlier,” she said.

“Oh, let me spank her,” Kiera said with a
laugh.

“Not spank, slap,” Samantha said. “A
spanking has different implications.”

A spanking had some very weird implications,
actually!

“Up on your knees, baby Zoe,” Melissa
said.

She stood up, and reached for my hair, then
wound a thin tendril around her finger. I gasped a little as she
tugged on it, raising me on my knees.

“Hands behind your neck, fingers
interlaced,” she ordered.

I did as she bid, and then leaned forward as
she pulled on my hair.

“Lean forward, then arch your head back.
Elbows and head back,” she ordered.

It was a very weird and uncomfortable
position, on my knees, with my bottom pushed back, and then my
torso curing up and out and back again.

She released my hair and I saw her pick up a
thin length of flat wood. I gulped, my heart starting to beat
faster as she pressed it against my outhrust bottom.

“You will get five smacks on the bottom for
disobeying instructions, baby Zoe,” she said. “Unless, of course,
you move. If you move your position, we start over at one. Do you
understand?”

I nodded my head anxiously, pulse
racing.

I had heard of fraternities that used a
paddle, but not sororities. Of course, the thing she held was much
thinner and lighter weight than a paddle, but even so... !

She smacked it sideways across my bottom and
I gasped at the sudden stinging, but hey, it wasn't that big a
deal. I was actually relieved. Another smack, and another, and
another struck my bottom and I held my position. The odd thing was
I wasn't as embarrassed as I should have been. I mean, I was
relieved it didn't really hurt a lot and that sort of canceled out
the embarrassment I should have felt at such an indignity.

Another couple of blows and she pronounced
herself satisfied.

“You can take the pacifier out now, baby
Zoe. You'll get another one when you move in. We like it when our
babies keep quiet.”

“Mostly, babies don't have anything of value
to say anyway,” Kiera said.

“Of course, a baby is not yet a member of
our sorority,” Samantha said. “Remember that. You will be tested
much more along the way before you are a full member of Alpha Gamma
Phi.”

“Much more,” Melissa said.

“Way more!” Kiera said, throwing another
paper clip at me.
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Kiera was freaking annoying! That paper clip
thing of hers turned out to be something she did a lot. She carried
them around and threw them at pledges, and the pledge was required
to then find where they'd bounced, pick them up, and kiss them,
then thank Kiera for the 'gift'!

Melissa's thing was the gym. The sorority
had a really nice gym, though, and all the pledges had to show up
every evening for gym class with Melissa and another girl named
Dara. And we had to dress in these incredibly small, tight little
leotards with thong bottoms! They were all pink, and then we had
white leggings to wear underneath (thankfully), along with pink leg
warmers which had to be warn around the lower legs.

It was goofy, and also exhausting, but fun.
I and all the other 'babies' were soon aching, especially in our
bellies, since a smooth, flat, toned belly was one of Melissa's
'things'.

Melissa ran it like she was in the army,
although Samantha later told me if I checked Jane Fonda workout
videos from the eighties we'd see Melissa's workouts were modeled
after that style. Even the clothes were the same.

But boy you had to do exactly what she told
you exactly when she told you! It was non-stop throwing yourself
this way and that way, jumping and bending and jogging in place and
stretching and swinging your arms and hips around to very loud
music!

She kept that thin stick thing with her,
too, and walked along smacking girls on the butts whenever we were
slow or out of position. There were six pledges, for Delta Gamma
Phi wasn't a huge sorority. There were about twenty sisters, not
counting the pledges, and a house mother who was this icy looking
blonde named Kristie, who was probably thirty.

The butt thing didn't really hurt much. It
was sort of the equivalent of a sudden static electricity shock,
but it got everyone's attention so that we were soon matching her
orders quickly and exactly, like a practiced dance troupe!

She also wasn't above testing our discipline
by putting us into kind of embarrassing positions, just to see if
we'd fail to do them properly. I was dubious about some of them,
but then, I knew from yoga that a lot of those positions were kind
of, well, awkward too.

Most of them were for stretching purposes,
though, and served a purpose. I soon found the tendons in my thighs
getting sore as they stretched and stretched. Melissa had taken
ballet when younger and could actually do the splits there on the
floor mat. None of us were up to that level!

But we'd roll back on our shoulders and lift
our legs up and back, trying to get our ankles behind our heads –
and eventually succeeding. Or the reverse, we'd stand and bend
forward all the way over and wrap around arms around our straight
legs. Then we'd spread our legs wide, and bend to the floor and
swivel our torsos left and right.

We had to develop our arm muscles enough to
do chin ups on the bars, and then as exercise for our cores, we had
to raise our legs up and pull them back above our heads. Nobody
could do that but Melissa, at least at first. The best we could do
was to draw our knees up and back, at first anyway. We got better
day by day, though.

We had to do chores, like cooking and
cleaning, but the sisters did those, too. We just did them more
often, and did the worst of them. And of course, then there was the
baby doll nighties.

We were called 'babies'. So a sister would
always use 'baby' in front of your name, as in 'baby Zoe' or 'baby
Hannah'. And after dinner (no visitors were allowed after dinner)
we had to change into these pink baby doll nighties to wear around
the house.

The baby doll was a sleeveless pink thing
which you donned like a vest, and clipped together between your
breasts. It left a considerable, though not obscene amount of
cleavage on display above a bright pink bow. Below the cups, the
nightie was gauzy and semi transparent dropping to your upper
thighs, but nothing held it together in front. Aside from that all
you got was a matching pink string bikini thong.

There was a lot of blushing the first time
we babies had to parade in front of the sisters wearing the things,
and I know I, for one, felt a definite sexual tension in the air. I
knew for a fact most of the sisters weren't lesbians, but even so,
I, like many of us, had given some thought over the years to, shall
we say, experimenting with another girl, and I'm sure I wasn't the
only one who wondered if whoever had chosen the outfits was
interested in that too!

No one complained, though. Maybe that was
because the sisters had chosen us babies well. In fact, Hannah, a
girl with long, perpetually wavy blonde hair, seemed to love
wearing the outfit around, and openly flirted with some of the
sisters.

Hook-ups were not unknown, of course, and we
knew it happened. But hey, we were away at college and finding out
about a lot of things was what we were here for!

Each baby had a 'mommy', which was one of
the seniors. They weren't just there to supervise us but to advise
us and explain things, not just at the sorority but at the school.
I got lucky in that Samantha was my 'mom'. She was really nice! She
was smart, and friendly, and any time she called me to task over
something it was in a kind of winking way which said she was just
going along with the system.

That didn't mean she let me get away with
shirking my studies (yes, they supervised your studying!) or my
chores, but she didn't act superior or anything, and brought me to
a bunch of places, like parties and nights out at pubs.

She seemed more mature, then most of the
other girls, and definitely smarter. She was non-judgmental, and
tolerant of others, and never acted superior, like that little snot
Kiera.

Just as the sorority wanted us to hone our
minds it wanted us to tone our bodies. So in addition to Melissa's
wild and exhausting gym classes, Samantha taught us swimming. Even
if you knew how to swim you still had to exercise in the pool,
usually doing laps or something.

Naked.

Yes, naked! I was a little aghast at first!
I mean, yes we were all girls and the pool was very private, but
still! But then again, girls often sunbathed at the pool naked, or
at least topless, so I suppose in that respect it wasn't that
surprising. And Samantha told us the Olympic games were once all
done in the nude and she wanted us to not have hangups about our
bodies.

Samantha had a fabulous body! She was
slender, and fit, and while she had biggish breasts that made her a
little top-heavy they were surprisingly firm. She didn't look
awkward or anything as she moved around, and was completely
comfortable in her skin. I kind of envied her, to be honest, and
maybe was developing a bit of a girl-crush on her.

My own body was lithe and slim, and my
breasts were high and very firm. They were a bit too big to be
perky, but they didn't sag at all, and one of the things I liked
about Melissa's exercises was that they'd build up and tone my
chest muscles so it stayed that way!

Swimming was good exercise too, but it still
felt kind of daring and naughty to be swimming outside naked,
especially with other people around. But I got used to it
surprisingly easily. All the girls were in good shape. With the way
the sorority focused on self-discipline and physical fitness they
wouldn't likely accept a 'baby' who was dumpy and overweight since
they'd consider that a lack of self discipline.

The before class swim took place at seven
thirty, and was only like a twenty minute thing to get the blood
moving in the morning. On this morning, only four of us babies were
present, as two were excused for early classes. There was me,
Miranda, Cody and Ashley. Miranda was a stolid redhead with
freckles and rust colored hair that fell past her shoulders. She
was startlingly pretty, even with the freckles.

Cody was a blonde who took after Melissa in
being very much the jockette. She was slim and small-breasted, and
liked to do cartwheels. Ashley was another blonde, with an egg
shaped face and shoulder length blonde hair which was parted in the
middle and sort of curved down around her face then in again at the
top of her chest.

First we had to dive into the pool, swim its
length, then climb out and run back around to the end again. There
we had little rubber bones, like doggy toys, which we had to drop
to our knees and pick up with our mouths, then dive into the pool
again and do the dog paddle to the end. There we climbed out and
crawled back to the end to drop our bones in Samantha's hand.

With that done we had to dive in again, do
the breast stroke to the far end, where we had to dive to the
bottom of the pool and with our backs against the wall, raise our
legs up and stick our feet out of the water, then spread out legs
as wide to either side as we could go!

That last one would have been kind of
obscene except the water was deep enough our torsos would still be
under water...

It was all kind of fun and exhausting! But
it was just the start. Next we had to build a pyramid in the water,
in the shallow end, with water up to our waist. That was a bit
awkward since it meant whoever got onto the shoulders of the three
girls standing with linked arms had to crawl up their naked
bodies.

As it happened, I had to crawl up, which led
to a lot of fairly intimate touching, if you know what I mean! I
mean, the girls on the bottom helped us climb up by letting us
stand in their linked hands, but we still wound up with bare
breasts sliding against bare skin as we rose up. Then we stood
unsteadily while the last girl climbed up the first girls, then up
us.

The last girl was Cody. Me and Ashley stood
atop the other three girls shoulders, including Samantha's, and
held onto each other as Cody climbed up. Her body was wet and slick
as a seal, and when her chest and belly slid up across my body I
felt this hot tingling charge of sexual electricity starting to
sort of ripple around inside me.

It wasn't the first time I'd thought about
sex with a girl, of course. I'd been thinking about it more and
more lately, and thankfully, due to the cool water, I wasn't the
only girl with very hard nipples and a flushed face!

I couldn't help noticing just how incredibly
smooth her body was between her legs. I mean, it was the best shave
job I'd ever seen. It was like she never had any hair there at all,
and I wondered if she'd had it removed.

Then she lost her balance and pulled us all
down! There was a lot of squealing and splashing and I wound up
under water with my body briefly pressed against Samantha my
breasts sort of sliding across her much bigger ones as we grabbed
at each other for support.

To me, this was getting kind of arousing and
exciting, and I was starting to get breathless at it all! Samantha
was the touchie feelie type to begin with, and when she hugged me
there in the water, laughing or not, the feel of her full, wet
breasts pressing against mine sent a hot little thrum of energy
right through my body!

Anyway, it was fun, and then she ended it,
and Hannah and Cody went back inside. Miranda stuck around with us
for a bit by the pool, talking about some guy in her Renaissance
art class, then went in about ten minutes later.

Samantha and I talked about a pub she wanted
to try out on Friday, and the groups that played there. We were
laying on our bellies in the sun, kind of propped up on our arms
with drinks beside us. It was only about eight thirty, but already
warm and on its way to hot. The back yard was well-sheltered from
breezes (and male eyes), and here in the corner we were even
sheltered from the back windows of the sorority house.

I thought nothing of it when Samantha sat up
and began to spread some suntan lotion over her arms. We were still
talking, though, so I kind of rolled onto my side, shading my eyes
with one hand to look up at her.

“... so this group called the Millers play
there around nine thirty and they have an incredible beat to their
music. It's fabulous for dancing,” she said with some
enthusiasm.

I nodded, listening, but felt a small catch
in my throat as she casually spread the slick oil over her breasts.
She really did have incredibly nice breasts. I was a little
jealous. I mean, they sure got her noticed, but then again, I'd
never had trouble getting boys to notice me, and I was willing to
bet they made all kinds of things more difficult, including
shopping for blouses!

“Are they cute?” I asked.

She gave me an exasperated look. “What does
that matter? The music is what's important!”

“Yeah but it doesn't hurt if they're cute,”
I said with a grin.

“You have to learn to look on the inside,
not just the surface, baby Zoe,” she said.

“Get me some X-ray goggles and I'll do just
that,” I said dryly. “Anyway, it never hurts to have some eye candy
to look at while you listen.”

“You dance while you listen! Anyway, you are
eye candy!”

“I am not! Melissa is eye candy.”

“Melissa is eye candy,” she agreed.

“You're eye candy.”

“I'm not. You and Melissa are prettier than
me.”

“You have incredible eyes! And then there's
your girls there,” I said with a smirk, pointing.

“The girls can certainly get a lot of
attention if I don't cover them up,” she said. “But often the wrong
kind, the cocky kind.”

“What's wrong with cocky guys? Didn't you
make me say I love cock?” I asked with a giggle.

She snorted and slapped my hip lightly.

“You know what I mean. Self-important guys.
You should put on more sunscreen. You're all dry.”

“I'm going in soon anyway.”

But she shook her head in mommy fashion and
reached over to grip my arm, the one nearest her and pulled me over
so I was on my stomach again, then let her slick hand slide up and
down my back between my shoulder blades.

“You have really nice skin,” she said. “You
should take better care of it.”

The feel of her warm, slick hand sliding up
and down my back made the breath catch in my throat! I could feel
my breasts throb beneath me where I lay on the patio stones.

“It's only a … little... sun,” was the best
I could manage.

“You should see some of those pictures of
what the sun can do to unprotected skin over time,” she said as her
hand moved briskly over my back.

She poured more and her hand moved lower. My
blood pressure was going higher, though of course I did my absolute
level best to pretend I was every bit as casual as she was. I mean,
it's not like she meant anything sexual by what she was doing!

Even though her hand now moved down over my
buttocks!

“Hey, you, quit groping my butt,” I said
lightly, half heartedly swinging my hand back.

Crack! She slapped my butt and I
gasped.

“Quiet, baby Zoe. Momma knows best,” she
said, her hand continuing to slide up and down my bottom!

It was still like she was being very …
casual, like you know, not at all sexual, even though my heart was
starting to hammer. Her hand moved quickly, spreading the oil,
sliding down my thighs past my knees, to my ankles as she sat
there, kind of half twisted around.

But then she rose on her knees, leaning
forward, pouring more oil into her hands, and this time she slid
both hands up and down over my shoulders and then down my arms. And
when they reached my elbows they turned inwards and stroked along
the sides of my chest, not at all hesitant to rub the sides of my
breasts as I lay there either!

I felt another hot jolt of energy.

“You just want to grope my big boobs,” I
gulped jokingly.

“Ha.”

I was propped on my elbows, and as my mind
began to swirl and churn she let her hands actually slide in to
spread the oil over my beasts! I felt I should tell her to stop,
but I didn't want her to stop! I was desperately afraid she'd be
able to tell that I was reacting... the wrong way, though, and
fought very hard to seem as casual as she was.

Or as casual as I thought she was!

Because then she poured more oil on her
right hand and let it skim down my spine, down between my buttocks,
and then kept following the line of my body right in between my
thighs and over my pussy!

I gasped helplessly, frozen and shocked,
heat and disbelief shooting through me as her hand gently caressed
my sex.

“Wouldn't want this to get burned,” she said
teasingly.

I had to react to this! I rolled quickly
over, but she just grinned and leaned in further. Her hand pulled
back from between my thighs as I rolled, but then she gripped my
wrists as I raised them, as I started to sit, and shoved them up
and back and down against the ground beneath me as she leaned over
me.

Her eyes danced with mischief and challenge
as she pinned my wrists to the ground and looked down at me.

I stared up at her, open mouthed, but my
eyes flicked to her breasts as they hung below her above my
head.

“Are you being a bad little baby?” she
purred. “You know you have to do what mommy tells you.”

She managed to pin both my wrists together,
crossing them and holding them with one hand. Of course, it helped
that I didn't exactly fight her...

The other slippery hand moved down my body,
teased my stiff nipple, then her fingers found my clitoris and
began to rub in a way which was definitely not related to
protecting my skin!

“S-Samantha!” I gasped, pushing my wrists up
against her surprisingly strong grip.

“Yeeees?” she asked, letting the word become
a draw.

The way she was rubbing me was sending an
absolute FLOOD of sensation through my lower body! It was burning
its way up through my belly and into my chest, which was itself
tight and into my wildly swirling, churning mind!

“Spread your legs,” she said.

I was fighting to control my breathing, and
still struggling against her grip – well, in a way which was more
pretend than real, but I felt I had to make a show of
resistance!

“Spread your legs,” she said in a different
voice.

It was a harder voice, a voice that gave
orders, and I responded at once, almost instinctively, gasping as I
spread my legs wide!

Her oiled fingers probed at the entrance to
my sex, then two of them slid slowly into me! I let out another
gasp, jerking convulsively against her as she smiled hungrily.

“You have a lot to learn about life, baby
Zoe,” she said softly, “And about yourself and about your body. And
isn't it my job to show you?”

She managed to wedge a third finger into my
sex, stretching out my labia as they slid deep. Meanwhile her thumb
was stroking against my clitoris in way which was making it almost
impossible to keep either still or quiet!

My legs were starting to jerk convulsively,
spread wide, and jerking wider as her fingers began to pump up and
down inside me. The tactile sensation of those warm, slick fingers
was amazing! And added to the way her thumb was stroking against my
clitoris I felt as if my insides were starting to turn to a
churning cauldron of mush!

My body was literally shaking! It was like I
was in a fever! My entire body was flaring and throbbing with the
greatest sexual pressure I had ever felt in my life!

And then she stopped, and rolled her body
forward atop me. Her oiled breasts slid up and down my belly and
back and forth across my breasts until her body covered mine. Her
hands gripped my wrists as she leaned in and kissed me
hungrily!

I had never been so receptive to a kiss! I
moaned into her mouth, and responded almost instantly, unable to
continue the pretense that I didn't welcome what she was doing! Our
tongues dipped and swirled and stroked each other as our lips moved
together.

She eased her lips back a bit.

“Spread your legs,” she ordered. “Wide!”

I moaned, spreading my legs wide, and she
brought a hand down between her legs, against her groin, against
mine. I shuddered as her fingers pushed into me, not two this time,
or even three, but four! I let out a little cry of pain as they
stretched me even wider, but she had the heel of her hand against
her own body and was using its weight to push her hand down!

She rolled her hips up and down, as if she
was fucking me, her fingers thrusting in and out in time to her
hips movements, and I felt my insides beginning to come apart!

The orgasm exploded inside me, like a sudden
violent eruption! I cried out, or started to, and her lips crushed
mine to muffle the sound as she continued to 'fuck' me, her fingers
thrusting in hard and fast, making me ache and burn at the same
time!

My back arched and my heels drummed on the
ground as my eyes rolled back in my head! I twas such an intense
rush of wild pleasure! I trembled violently for long, long, long
seconds, my hips bucking up against her fingers as the sensations
overpowered me!

My hips gave a final series of frantic
spasms, then I went limp, gasping for breath, chest heaving as she
giggled softly and eased her fingers out of my aching depths.

“Now wasn't that a fun lesson?' she
cooed.

She gave me a light, chaste kiss.

“And that was just the introduction,” she
whispered.
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I was blushing and embarrassed and hyper and
anxious, but there was no way I was going to refuse anything
Samantha wanted at that point!

So we put on robes and went inside and up to
her room. As one of the seniors, she had a bigger room than us
pledges, and it had an en-suite bathroom, including shower.

And the shower was more than big enough for
two!

I was feeling awkward again by the time we
reached it, but Samantha was having none of it, and accepting no
reluctance from me! She pulled me into the shower and kissed me as
the water poured over us, then turned it off, picked up the soap,
and began to soap up my body much as she had oiled it up
earlier.

She was as casual and brisk as she had been
with the oil – mostly. Only when she had to soap up my breasts did
she slow down, so that her slippery, soapy fingers kneaded them and
rolled and caressed my stiff nipples. Her hand moved slowly down my
belly and circled my abdomen, then found my sex and began to caress
me there.

I flushed again, embarrassed and feeling
awkward, but couldn't bring myself to say anything. And then she
took my hand and put the soap in it. She gripped my wrist, bringing
my hand in between her legs and rubbing the soap slowly up and down
against her there.

She soaped herself up, using my hand on the
soap, then reached down and took the soap away, pressing my bare
hand against her. I gasped, my insides pulsing wildly as she gently
but firmly rubbed my soapy hand back and forth along the line of
her sex, then raised it up and over her breast.

“Squeeze,” she ordered.

I kneaded her breast, heart thumping wildly,
then raised my other hand, soaping her up, fascinated by the feel
of her full breasts in my hands.

Suddenly she gripped my hair, jerking my
head up and back, and pushed me back into the wall, her eyes
determined. She kissed me hard, her body pressing mine back against
the wall, her soapy breasts rubbing up and down against my own!

Her lips were on mine, startling me with how
demanding they were! I moaned against her, my body squeezed against
the wall by her aggressive attack! Her soft breasts rubbed up and
down against mine as she slid her right leg forward and then
brought her thigh up against my pussy!

I shuddered against her, grasping her soapy
shoulders, sliding my hands behind them to stroke her back as she
continued to kiss with a rough, demanding hunger. Her left hand
moved down and squeezed my bottom, then slid down further, fingers
digging into the back of my thigh as she bent a bit, then jerked my
leg up into the air.

I gasped as I felt her thigh grinding
insistently against my sex! The feeling was like a deep, aching,
throbbing fire that made my lower belly flare wildly and quickly
start to burn! I was gasping and shuddered and trembling as ground
herself into me, and then was shocked as another orgasm tore
through me!

I had never had two orgasms so close
together before! I clung to her body, trembling and shaking, our
lips locked together as she ground her thigh against me hard and
fast! I'd had sex before, but it had never been this wild and this
exciting!

And it was far from finished! I thought it
was, but Samantha was just getting started!

She chuckled as she drew back, then grabbed
the hand shower and washed it lightly over my body, then her
own.

“Fuuuuck!” I groaned.

“Such language,” she said. “Naughty little
girl. You definitely need to be disciplined and taught to behave
like a proper lady.”

I groaned and squirmed as she turned the
water up, then switched it to a shower massage. She pressed her
body against me, pinning me to the wall, pushing the nozzle up
between my thighs and ignoring my squeal of displeasure.

I was so... sensitive there, so hyper
sensitive! And the pounding drumbeat of the water was way too
powerful!

“Please!” I gasped, struggling
breathlessly.

But she gripped my hair tightly, holding it
back so that my head was pinned to the wall, then tugging on it so
I yelped and jerked my hands up and back to grab at her hand.

“That's it. That's what I want to see,
little baby Zoe,” she purred.

She rubbed the head of the shower massage up
and down against my sex, the water droplets pounding against me as
I trembled and shook, and she pulled more sharply on my hair so
that I let out a cry of pain, my head going back further as I
grabbed at her wrist behind me!

I felt her mouth on my breast, felt her
teeth chewing, her mouth sucking as the shower massage pulsed
between my legs!

“Please! S-Samantha!” I gasped, squirming
helplessly.

I let out a yelp as her teeth bit into my
breast harder, but then she shifted the hand shower, sliding it
further back so the water actually started shooting up against my
ass! A moment later, though, she slid it forward again, drawing it
further and further away, and the impact of the water softened
considerably.

She was … chewing at my breast!

And the simmering excitement within me which
had not evaporated with the explosive orgasms began to churn wildly
once again! She moved the hand shower forward and back, forward and
back, changing the strength of the water as she pulled even more
sharply on my hair!

My insides began to churn more and more
violently, and as she sucked hungrily at my nipple it burned and
crackled with a wild, fiery tingling thrill!

She released my hair, straightening, shoving
me back against the wall again as she cupped my chin instead.

“Slap your ass against the wall,” she
ordered.

I moaned dazedly.

“Do it!”

My hips drew forward, then slapped back.

“Faster. Harder!”

So... so I did! I shuddered as I let my hips
roll in and out, slapping my bottom against the wall again and
again, sending a kind of jarring thumping echo of impact up through
my belly. She moved the hand massage in closer and closer as my
bottom slapped repeatedly against the tiled wall and I felt my
insides starting to spin and thrum more and more intensely!

“Oh! Oh! Please! Please! Oh!” I gasped.

I reached out to grab the hand shower and
she jerked sharply on my chin.

“Hands behind your head. Do it!”

I obeyed, gasping, moaning, chest heaving,
my heart pounding as she shifted her hand downward from my chin and
against my throat. She squeezed softly, though not hard enough to
constrict my breathing, and then brought the hand shower in closer
and closer, increasing the force of the spray!

I jerked and cried out, and her fingers
closed against my throat as she brought the shower massage right up
against me again. I cried out, then, or tried to. My bottom slapped
more violently against the wall as another massive orgasm tore
through my body and mind!

But I couldn't breath! And with her hand
closed around my throat my head immediately began to throb. The
orgasm hit that throbbing and seemed to redouble in strength so
that my entire body flared with white hot heat! I cried out again
and again, though almost no sound emerged except the hard, frantic
slapping of my buttocks against the tiles!

The orgasm faded, and with it nearly all my
strength. She eased her grip on my throat as, light-headed, I sank
slowly down the wall until I was kneeling on the floor, chest
heaving, gasping for breath, my mind trying to shake off the
howling storm of sensation which had blown through it.

“Such a responsive little girl,” she purred,
sinking down in front of me.

She cupped my jaw to lift my head up and
back and kissed me lightly but soulfully.

“I think we should go to bed,” she said,
drawing back.

I stared at her dazedly, thinking …
what?

This was all kind of... different from my
previous sexual experiences. Those ended when the guy came, and it
rarely took him long to do so. I had never come with a guy before,
though sex had been fun. I had come by myself, and there the sex
ended when I came.

But I'd already come three times! That was
incredible enough, but I realized suddenly that Samantha hadn't
even come close. After all, I hadn’t' actually done anything to
her. That meant I had a kind of obligation, and that made me
anxious because, well, I had no idea really, how to make her
come!

It wasn't like that old standby, a blow job,
which always ALWAYS worked, would be of any use to me!

She helped me stand, then turned off the
water and led me out of the shower. She swept at towel around me,
patting me dry, smiling as she donned one herself.

“Nice and damp and clean,” she said
enthusiastically. “That's a good place to start!”

Start!?

She swung the towel around my head, toweling
it briskly, but she had no intention, it seemed, of taking the time
for us to dry our hair properly and brush it out.

She took my hand and led me out of the
bathroom, then over to the bed. It was a double bed, again,
something only the seniors generally got, and she jerked the
pillows out of the way, then, surprising me, put the covers back in
place.

“Lie down,” she ordered.

It was an order. I took it as an order, and
crawled anxiously into bed, still breathing hard.

“Spread your arms and legs,” she
ordered.

Blushing, I did, and watched her open a
drawer at the bottom of her night table. She took from it a kind of
strap. It wasn't a leather strap, but some sort of black nylon
thing, about two inches wide and a couple of feet or so long.

She slipped the end under my hand, then drew
it up around my wrist. It had a Velcro closure, I saw, just as she
closed it around my wrist tightly. I gaped as she drew the rest of
the strap over to the corner post and wrapped it around it, then,
holding a second one, walked around the foot of the bed.

Holy shit, I thought, bemused and
astonished.

I rolled my head up and back to watch as she
slid the other strap around my other wrist, closed it firmly, then
led it up to the other corner to fasten it in place.

I wasn't apprehensive, exactly, but
startled.

I watched her cross the foot of the bed
again, and picked up two more straps.

Whoa.

She had me spread my ankles then strapped
them to the lower corners of the bed, and I felt, incredibly,
despite the three powerful orgasms, a rushing flood of excitement
starting to fill up my body and mind.

She started licking her way up my right leg,
slowly, her tongue slithering in long, slow, back and forth
motions, her lips brushing lightly across my damp skin. She licked
and kissed her way up my leg to my hip, then up further until she
was licking and sucking at first one nipple, then the other.

She had a deep interest in my nipples! I
mean, boys had certainly played with my breasts enough, but none of
them had spent as much time as she did, licking, chewing, sucking,
and caressing my breasts, working on them with the sort of patience
no guy I had ever slept with (not that there'd been a lot!) had
ever demonstrated.

She sucked hard, and soft, altering the
pressure, her fingers coasting around and around the edges of my
breasts, then skimming up across to knead them lightly. Her teeth
nibbled at my soft flesh, catching my nipples between them and
grinding them back and forth with just enough pressure to make me
gasp and moan.

And her fingers were busy between my legs,
stroking up and down, curving down and pushing into me to pump
slowly in and out as my breathing became more rapid. Then she
licked her way down my body, making my pulse race as I stared, as I
realized what she intended, as I felt the rising tension of waiting
for her mouth to reach my sex!

And then it did, but briefly, as she rolled
her eyes up at me.

“Pay attention, baby Zoe,” she said. “This
will be on the exam.”

I blinked, gasping. What? What did that
mean?

Then her tongue began to flicker out as she
licked her way up and down the line of my sex. Her fingers caressed
me there, then eased my labia apart. Her mouth massaged them, her
lips catching mine to stroke against them, then her tongue flicking
out again.

I moaned helplessly as she licked, my neck
quickly aching too much to keep my head up and looking forward. I
had to drop my head back to the bed, further information coming to
me solely by sensations, a growing strength and intensity of
them!.

Her fingers dipped in and out, then her
tongue, then her lips found my clitoris! I let out a helpless,
inarticulate cry as her lips began to suck on me there! The
sensations were wild and deep and powerful as she sucked
rhythmically.

Her lips slid off, brushed me there, then
her tongue began to move against me. I moaned helplessly, chest
heaving as her tongue stroked across my clitoris, sending hot,
crackling waves of sexual energy flooding through my body.

I felt myself pulling against the straps, my
body twisting, straining, my heart pounding as the sexual pressure
built up inside me again. And then the orgasm hit and I cried out,
trying to restrain myself but unable to! My back arched and my head
jerked back, rolling from side to side, as my hips ground
frantically up into her mouth!

There was a tremendous pressure in my head,
and it exploded outward, leaving me dazed, gasping, moaning, and
still trembling with the wild spasming of my muscles! But that
pressure didn't all go away. I slumped, panting, gulping in air,
but Samantha was still licking me, if not quite as hard.

She rolled off the bed, going back to the
night table, and drawing something out of the lower drawer before
jumping back into bed between my legs.

I lay there gasping and moaning as I felt
her fingers tracing my sex, then dipping into me, opening me up. A
moment later I felt... something else. I groaned, forcing my head
up so I could see, and my jaw and eyes widened!

She had a dildo in her hand! It was a big
one, and very... uhm, real looking! She was slowly pushing it into
my body, spreading the lips of my sex wide around it as I saw and
felt it pushing inward!

It was stretching me out, but I was wet and
hot inside, and the dildo moved deeper and deeper as she put more
pressure on it. It... ached, but it ached in a deliciously hot,
exciting way as it drove deeper and deeper into my sex, stretching
the elastic walls of my overheated channel wider and wider.

And then she bent and began to lick my
clitoris again!

I shuddered and strained against the straps,
my muscles starting to spasm again. I rolled my hips up, gasping,
gurgling under my breath as the sex heat rose once more, rose like
a rocket as she drove the dildo way up inside me! She began to pump
it in and out as she sucked on my clitoris, and I felt the sexual
pressure building into something incredibly powerful!

She paused, then rolled off the bed again. I
lay there (of course) gasping, stretched out, feeling wildly
helpless and darkly thrilled. I rolled my head towards her to see
her pulling something up her legs, and felt a sense of confusing,
for my first thought was she was putting her panties on again.

We weren't finished!

But then I saw that instead of panties she
had pulled up a weird sort of collection of leather straps with a
plastic piece in front over her pussy. She hopped back into bed,
giving me an evil look, then leaned in and forward, grasping the
dildo and drawing it mostly out of me.

I watched her press the base of it to the
little plastic plate she wore, and then when she let go it stayed
in place. I felt a little thrill of wonder as she pushed her hips
forward, and the dildo slid into my body.

It was like she was fucking me like a guy!
And then she leaned over, lowered her body atop mine, and began to
do just that!

She seized my damp hair and jerked my head
up and back, then crushed my lips as she ground her hips against
me. I felt the dildo twisting inside me, shifting and pressing from
side to side! Then her hips began to work up and down, thrusting
the dildo in and out, like a man again!

My body was already flaring hotly, but now
she was fucking me the way a guy would be, and my mind was attuned
to that. I gasped and trembled as she raised her hips higher,
thrusting harder and deeper, fucking me as her big breasts mashed
against mine!

And there I lay helpless and spreadeagled,
and a wild sort of lassitude rolled over me. It wasn't a numbness,
exactly, but more an acceptance that I couldn't affect anything,
but could only lay there and absorb the pleasure she was feeding
me.

Another orgasm hit me, and I cried out
again, louder, repeatedly, but into her mouth as she held tightly
to my hair and her tongue shot through my lips. Her hips thrust
down against me again and again, and I could only gurgle in
wondrous pleasure as my body trembled and shook yet again to the
wild release of pleasure!

She thrust hard through the orgasm, then
slowed as I went limp, removing her lips, propping herself on her
elbows.

“Are you my little bitch, Zoe?' she
whispered.

I just moaned.

She reached down and gripped a thin tendril
of hair, then tugged it sharply.

“Ow!” I moaned.

“Are you my little bitch?”

“Y-Yes!” I gasped dazedly.

“Say it.”

“I'm your little bitch!” I gasped.

“Sister. Call me sister Sam.”

“I'm your little bitch, Sister Sam!” I
panted.

“You're my hot little slut, aren't you?”

“Yes!” I moaned.

She tugged on my hair again and I gasped in
pain.

“Say it.”

“I'm your hot little slut, Sister Sam!” I
moaned.

She ground herself against me, and the dildo
shifted and twisted inside my overheated sex.

“Nasty little girl,” she purred, reaching
down to cup my breast. “You're lucky you don't get a spanking.”

I trembled at the word, staring up at her as
she lowered her head and kissed, then chewed on the nape of my
neck.

Then she began to thrust again, slowly at
first, but using longer strokes, then faster ones as I gasped and
moaned and tried to hold onto my sanity!

She halted, leaving me panting.

“Beg me to fuck you!” she ordered.

“Please fuck me!” I gasped.

She pinched my nipple and I gasped in
pain.

“Sister Sam,” she ordered.

“Please fuck me, Sister Sam!” I gasped.

“Such a nasty little girl,” she purred,
thrusting harder.

She eased back, and rose on her heels, and I
groaned as she slid the long, fat length of the silicone cock out
of me. I felt momentarily empty as she reached around, and I felt
her hands on my legs, on my ankles. She undid the straps, first on
the left, then the right.

Then she scooped my legs up and pressed them
back against me. I moaned as she pressed the dildo against my
aching sex, then pushed it into me once more. Now she let her upper
body come down on my legs, forcing them back against my own chest,
back over my shoulders as she thrust harder and faster.

My wrists were still strapped in place, and
I was still helpless as she straightened her arms and slid her
hands down along my legs to the ankles, then put her weight behind
her arms, slowly forcing my ankles back over my head and down
against the mattress underneath my hair.

“Nasty little girl,” she said, her own
breathing heavier now. “Beg me to fuck you!”

“Please fuck me, Sister Sam!” I gasped.

The big dildo was churning up my insides as
she worked her hips up and down, and her skin was now starting to
slap against my upturned buttocks. It ached wonderfully! This was
all so wild and hot and exciting and such a kinky dark thrill!

I grunted again and again as she punched the
long, thick cock deep into my pussy, shuddering under the
resonating pleasure pulsing through my body. Still another orgasm
hit me, and my insides erupted, my muscles spasming wildly,
achingly, as she rammed the dildo down into me with hot, passionate
strokes!

She was thrusting hard enough to hurt, and
every deep thrust made me gasp at the thumping inside, but the dark
pleasure was seething wildly within me, and more than overshadowed
the aching as the orgasm tore through me and left me dazed
again.

She let my legs go, let them thump against
the bed, then pulled off the thing she'd strapped on. The dildo was
still inside me, as she slid up my body, chewed on my breasts
again, then slid higher.

I looked up to see her straddling my chest,
her buttocks grinding against my breasts, then sliding higher, her
thighs bent at the knees, knees sliding forward on either side of
my head as she raised herself up a little until, yes, I was looking
straight up the length of her body!

My eyes flickered downward, though, to her
naked sex, noting the swollen lips and how they glistened. I felt a
momentary sense of anxiety and uncertainty, then she slid herself
forward and down, pressing herself against my mouth!

“Now comes the exam, little slave girl,” she
said. “Let's see what you remember of your instructions.”

Her hands moved through my hair, then each
hand, on opposite sides, wound a thin tendril of hair around a
finger.

“Make your mistress happy, slave,” she
ordered, grinding her pussy into my mouth!

Of course, I had no idea what to do! Or at
least, where to start! And I was still dazed from the last orgasm
she'd given me!

“Push your tongue out, slave girl,” she
ordered.

I did, and she rolled her sex up and down
along it as my wide eyes blinked rapidly.

“Lick, slave girl.”

Slave girl?! This was so kinky!

And, daringly, I began to do just that,
feeling another hot, burbling thrill at what I was doing. I was
actually licking a girl's pussy! OhmGod!

After the initial shock I settled down,
trying to focus, to remember what she had done and do the same to
her. And she helped, of course. She tugged sharply on the tendrils
of hair every time she spoke, as if to reinforce her instructions,
guiding me in when to lick and when to suck, and how hard.

I didn't mind at all, though. I was more
than happy to get her input! It's not like I was an expert
here!

“There. There! Lick there, you nasty little
thing!” she gasped. “Use your lower lip. Press it against your
tongue so you can lick harder! Ahhh,” she moaned, grinding her
pussy down against my face as I licked frantically.

“Ahh, yes. You filthy little girl!” she
moaned. “Nasty, filthy little slave girl!”

I moaned, my own heart rate picking up, my
own blood pressure growing at the wild dark kinkiness of what was
happening.

One of her hands went behind her and I felt
it on the dildo, pumping it in and out, her thumb stroking across
my clitoris!

The raw heat picked up strength, a ragged,
crackling wall of it filling my body and starting to set my mind to
swooning one again!

I felt hands on my thighs, spreading them
wide, then a tongue licking at my clitoris, and my mind was
suddenly filled with confusion. But it felt so good! And I was …
feverish with sexual hunger, and could see nothing around Sam's
body, her thighs forming walls to either side of my head and her
torso in front of me!

She tugged sharply on both tendrils and I
let out a gasp of pain.

“Tell me you're my slave girl, Zoe,” she
demanded.

“I-I'm your slave girl, Sister Sam!” I
gasped, my mind still fluttering wildly as it tried to clear itself
of the fuzz filling it, as it tried to understand.

Sam began to grind herself into my face
faster and faster, and there wasn't time to think about anything as
her pussy crushed my mouth and lower face again and again. Then she
came, arching and crying out, her thighs clamped around my head as
the orgasm took her mind away!

And then she slid aside, gasping for breath,
and Melissa grinned at me as she lifted my legs up and back. She
had the dildo attached to the strap thing that Sam had worn. Only
now she was wearing it, and I gaped dazedly at her as my legs
pressed back against my shoulders.

She jammed my ankles down determinedly,
forcing them down behind my head, down under my head with the
weight of her body behind them, then began to thrust into me with
long, powerful strokes that had me gurgling and gasping and crying
out again and again, my mind still spinning and shocked!

The only sounds I was making were gasps and
grunts as she thrust into me! I stared up at her, gaping, trying to
understand how Sam had become Melissa and … and what... how...
!?

I felt fingers at my clitoris, rubbing
expertly, and moaned helplessly.

“You're our sex slave, little baby,” Melissa
growled, her body coming down atop me, her face just above mine.
“And we have so much training for you!”

That strange lassitude swept over me again.
I was tied up and helpless, and... and it wasn't for me to decide
or do anything. I was just... a pledge. They were the sisters. They
were older and more sophisticated. They were in charge. All I had
to do was... just lay there, and absorb the sensations.

God, she was fucking me harder and harder! I
was gasping and grunting helplessly as the silicone cock punched
deep into my squashed up body! I wanted to be angry. A part of me
was very indignant, outraged, but the dark, seething sexual
pressure was too powerful, the pleasure too intense, for me to care
about very much else.

Another orgasm hit me! I gave myself to it,
surrendered to it, surrendered any thought of what to do, or how to
respond. I was just the pledge. I was … the sex slave, and as the
pleasure washed over me I cried out in breathless heat and
pleasure, my mind blasted by yet another wall of sensation and
heat, pummeled and battered and sent tumbling end over end over
end.
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Melissa was okay. I mean, she was really hot
looking, but kind of an authoritarian jock in the way she treated
us. So while I didn't dislike her, I hadn't found myself feeling
really friendly or close to her in the way I was with Samantha.

I was kind of embarrassed, then, at her
suddenly being a part of my first lesbian experience, and feeling a
bit betrayed. I had thought I was involved in something very
intimate with Samantha, who was so nice, and now Melissa, bossy
Melissa was here too! And Sam must have okayed it, for she
certainly hadn't seemed surprised!

So I was feeling a bit hurt, and used by the
two seniors, and thus resentful, to some degree. At the same time,
though, my mind, my emotions, were walking a tightrope between
embarrassment and raw, animal lust. I had, without even being
consulted, without even considering it, become involved in kinky,
daring sex!

And it had been mind-blowing! The wild
pleasure leant a tone to my thinking, colored my decisions,
influenced my mind as the echoes of all those orgasms paraded
through it. I had never had so many orgasms in one day, let alone
in an hour! My insides ached from the muscle spasms and my mind
felt flustered and overawed!

But, well, I mean, she had already fucked me
with the dildo, to an incredible orgasm. And what was I to do,
laying there, tied to the corner posts, when she straddled my face
and settled her pussy down against my mouth? Refuse? I couldn't
even speak, couldn't protest even if I'd been able to decide to do
that!

There was nothing for it but to lick the
blonde girl too, to take her instructions, to lick at her clitoris.
And while I was doing that I felt a buzzing between my legs,
something short and round rubbing against my clitoris and making it
prickle and burn!

I felt overwhelmed by it all. It had all
happened so fast, and I was caught up in something I had no time to
think about let alone do anything about! There was no time to
settle myself, think about it, and decide what I should do, no time
to think about maybe saying no.

So I licked her clitoris as she rode above
me, and I looked up her lithe body and thought how hot she was, and
how hot this all was, and gasped as Sam pumped the dildo inside me
and something buzzed against my clitoris so that it felt as though
my insides were going to shake apart!

“This little slave girl has real talent!”
she gasped, making me feel... a squirmy sort of pleasure.

Then she jammed her pussy into my mouth and
I sucked hard and rhythmically the way she and Sam had shown me and
she came in my mouth!

They unstrapped my wrists. I was dazed, and
sort of, well, to be honest, reluctant. My body was charged up
again, and I didn't want this kinky stuff to end, not yet!

But it wasn't ending.

They dragged me out of bed. “Stand up,
slave,” Melissa demanded.

I groaned, with one on each arm, climbing
out of bed. My legs felt rubbery as they turned me around and
shoved me against a wooden support post. The building was old, and
they had redone the rooms to make more of them, I guess. Sam's room
had a wooden support beam about ten inches square right up against
the back wall.

It was old wood, rough and dark, and pressed
me against it, my breasts kind of scratching against the old wood
as they drew my wrists up high. I cocked my head back, gasping, and
saw them both fastening leather straps around my wrists, feeling
another weird, wild, dark thrill sweep through me as I watched.

Crack!

“Oh!” I gasped at the slap to my bottom.

“Nasty girl,” Melissa said.

“Naughty girl,” Sam said.

Sam took something off the floor, and then I
felt Melissa's body pressing against me from behind, her smooth,
warm skin rubbing against mine, her sharp nipples pressed between
my shoulder blades.

“Do you know what happens to bad girls,
little slave Zoe?” she purred.

I gasped as she pulled my hair back sharply,
my mouth opening wide. Then something was pushed against it,
something round. It was rubbery, like a ball. And then I realized
it was a ball, only not made of rubber exactly. I wasn't sure what
it was made of, and was confounded and confused at first, as she
was forcing it into my open mouth!

I moaned in denial, but it was already
pushing past my teeth, sliding in over my tongue, expanding once
past my teeth to fill my mouth top to bottom! And then as most of
it lodged behind my teeth I saw her pick up straps and draw them
back around my head, and realized it was one of those kinky bondage
gag things!

God, they were perverts! Who would have
guessed that of them!?

Meanwhile Sam was holding a small,
triangular length of wood. She and Melissa pulled my hips back and
slid it in against the post in front of me. I looked down and saw
that they had attached something purple to the top side, a sort of
round purple tube. They attached one side of the thing to the post,
with the upper end angled down between my legs.

It was high enough that the purple thing
pressed firmly into my naked sex, and it felt... soft but hard,
like a dildo, a silicone dildo, I thought, not understanding. It
forced my hips back, though, and because of the angle it was
pressing directly into my clitoris and down between my legs as
well.

Crack! Another slap on the bottom
made me yelp into the gag, and hands pulled my thighs apart.

“Bad girl,” Sam said.

Crack!

Another sharp smack made me yelp!

I felt fingers pushing into me! They slid in
and out then withdrew, and something much thicker, like another
dildo, slid slowly up into my pussy. I moaned, wild eyed, but then
flinched as I felt fingers against my ass! I shook my head and that
got me another sharp slap on the ass.

“Slave girls don't get to make decisions,”
Melissa said.

Oiled fingers pushed into my ass while the
dildo slid up into my pussy! This was so freaking perverted!

And then the purple dildo thing that I was
pressed against began to buzz like a vibrator!

I moaned helplessly, pulling against the
leather straps around my wrists, feeling lost and adrift on a wild,
churning sea!

The fingers in my ass pulled out and
something thicker pushed up inside me! I shook my head again,
gasping, face flushed, my pussy jammed against the vibrator as they
violated both my lower orifices with thick dildos!

Someone, it was Melissa, dropped low, and
tied a rope around my right ankle, then drew it forward to tie it
to a ring on the side of the post. She moved to my other side, tied
another rope around my left ankle, and did the same with that.

“Slave girl,” Sam whispered into my ear,
nibbling on my earlobe.

God!

She fingered my nipples, pinching and
plucking them, then Melissa moved up beside her, and as Sam pinched
my right breast just behind the nipple, she held this little loop
thing in and slid it over my nipple, then tugged on the cord
attached to it. The loop closed, then closed tighter, and then my
nipple began to burn as the loop squeezed in really tight!

I squealed and twisted, but to no avail, as
they laughed and slapped my bottom! They pulled the short cord
forward along the side of the support beam, stretching out my
nipple a little, then clipping the cord there. A moment later they
were attaching a similar cord around my left nipple, making that
burn too!

When they finally drew back I was helplessly
strapped to the wooden post, my wrists and ankles to the sides. The
wooden block they had put against the side of the post, the one
angled out and down from the post, forced my hips back, and had my
pussy jammed tight against it, well, against the purple vibrator
they had somehow fastened to the top,

And my nipples burned!

The two perverted girls played with the
dildos in my ass and pussy as I panted for breath and tried to
shake myself free of the shock of it all, pumping them slowly in
and out, twisting and turning them as my pussy remained jammed
against the vibrator.

“Nasty slave girl,” Sam said.

“Definitely needs to be punished,” said
Melissa.

God, it was all so kinky and hot and
perverted and wild and outrageous and... and I gave myself to it,
my mind going into that acceptance mode again. I mean, I couldn't
get free anyway!

“Now since you're going to be punished,
slave Zoe,” Sam said, “You should know why.”

“Definitely,” Melissa said.

“It's because we like punishing slave
girls,” she said with a giggle.

“Definitely,” Melissa agreed.

I stood there, kind of stretched out, my
wrists locked tightly above me, breathing ragged as they ran their
hands up and down my body. I moaned helplessly as hands kneaded my
breasts and caressed my bottom.

“Nice piece of girl flesh here,” Melissa
said. “I bet we can sell her to Arabs for a lot of money.”

“I think she'd make a great harem girl,” Sam
said. “Having orgies every day.”

“And she'd enjoy that, since she's such a
slutty girl,” Melissa said.

“Definitely a very slutty girl,” Sam
agreed.

I felt some indignation at that, given they
were both fucking perverts! But I wasn't insulted. They were
playing some nasty, kinky game, and so far I was helplessly
enthralled by it, if more than slightly frazzled and worn down!

Because of that angled block of wood my hips
were pushed back sharply, which left my bottom in perfect position
for them to slap. And they did so repeatedly, like every time they
called me a slutty girl or a bad girl or a slave girl!

The dildo up my ass was a very strange
sensation. I had not really experimented with that sort of thing
with my self-play, and certainly not with the few guys I'd slept
with. Now someone, one of them or the other, was pumping the dildo
thing in and out slowly. It was kind of a bumpy dildo thing,
narrowing and then getting wider, and though I felt cramps when she
thrust it deep it was also making my insides bubble and boil and
churn!

“It's time to punish her,” Melissa said.

“Slave girls definitely need to be
punished,” Sam said.

They both drew back a little, and
breathless, I turned my head, gasping as I inadvertently pulled my
chest a bit back, which tugged my nipples against the loops
pinching down around them.

Sam smirked at me, and picked up a strap.
This was a wide belt about three feet long, and she waggled her
eyebrows at me as she drew her arm back. I moaned and jerked my
head around just as it struck, cutting across my buttocks!

It... stung! I yelped and my hips were
driving sharply forward by my flinching muscles. That, of course,
ground my clitoris roughly along the purple silicone vibrator,
which was a whole other experience! I mean, the texture of it was
smooth, yet not smooth. The feel of it rubbing hard against my
clitoris was … definitely intense!

“Bad girl!” Sam said sternly.

I moaned into the gag, wild eyed, and pulled
against the straps.

Crack! It struck again, and I yelped,
hips jerking forward up and along the purple vibrator.

And when they jerked back, my chest also
jerked a little, so that my nipples tugged against the cords!

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

She swung the strap against my bottom again
and again, in slow, careful blows that had me reacting in exactly
the same way. My bottom began to warm up but my insides were
starting to boil over!

Crack!

I yelped at a harder blow, and twisted my
head to see Melissa with a similar strap. Sam was on my left and
Melissa was on my right, holding her strap in her left hand.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows came faster now, sharp little
stinging blows that made me grind and jerk my body against the
vibrator and cords as they alternated swinging their straps at my
bottom.

“Bad girl.”

“Naughty girl.”

“Bad girl!'

“Naughty girl!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I felt this incredible sense of wildness,
and yet helplessness. I was too tightly bound to do anything, and
the ball gag thing filling my mouth meant I couldn't even hope to
influence things by complaining or making threats or demands!

All I could do was just … stand there.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I shuddered and moaned and flinched and
bucked and jerked as my bottom began to burn brightly. The blows
were harder now, sharper, and the impact of them resonated through
my buttocks and into my groin!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Slave girls have to learn their place,” Sam
said.

Crack!Crack!

“Slave girls have to learn to obey their
mistress,” Melissa said.

Crack! Crack!

The blows came harder and faster, and I
writhed and cried out, yet my pussy was grinding against the purple
vibrator, and my nipples, though they kept tugging against the
cords, were hot little pebbles of fiery sensation now. I was
actually tugging my nipples harder against them to increase the
sensation even more, despite the throbbing ache!

My pussy began to grind harder and more
desperately against the purple vibrator as I almost ignored the
blows to my bottom. A feverish heat and passion had hold of me, and
I lost control of myself, enveloped in a violent crackling mass of
sexual electricity.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows snapped down across my buttocks
again and again, and then the orgasm screamed through my body like
an explosion! My head jerked back and my hips bucked wildly as I
ground myself along the vibrator, the orgasm tearing through me
like a powerful electrical current, setting my muscles spasming and
my nerve endings sparkling and crackling like live wires!

I slumped afterward, barely conscious,
dazed, almost completely hanging by my wrists as the blows finally
stopped.

“Such a deliciously responsive little slave
girl,” Sam cooed, caressing my bottom.

“Now we can start training her,” Melissa
said.

I just moaned, exhausted and drained.

*

I was more than slightly overwhelmed by it
all! I had just had the most shocking sexual encounter of my life,
and the shock waves still echoed through my mind, producing
emotions which had had my stomach churning and my nipples
burning.

Mind you, my nipples burned anyway! They had
been roughly squeezed tight by those loops and then tugged
repeatedly against them! They throbbed hotly even as I closed the
door of my bedroom behind me. I stood there for long, long moments,
kind of dazed, then stripped off the robe and then paused.

I felt another little rush of heat as I
raised my eyes to the mirror, looking at my naked body as if I
hadn't seen it before. God, I had done those wild things!

I turned my buttocks to the mirror and ran
my fingers across them. There were still thin pink lines where they
had strapped me! Wow! What a wild, kinky, amazing experience that
had been!

I stepped into a thong and pulled the thin
string up my legs until it rested snugly around my hips, the soft
fabric pressing firmly up into my sex, which still felt somewhat
puffy and swollen. I drew a matching bra from my lingerie drawer
and swept it around my chest, then fastened it together before
pulling the shoulder straps up over my arms.

The bra and thong were lacy white. Was I
trying to pretend to the innocence I didn't feel? I made a face and
stepped into a pair of khakis, then pulled a tank top down over my
shoulders. A short sleeved, button-down shirt went atop that, left
open down the front. I looked respectable again as I stepped into a
pair of tennis shoes and headed for my first class of the day.

It was hard to focus on anything else,
though. I rode one of the bikes the sorority kept for anyone's use
down the road and across the park into the courtyard of the
administration area, then dropped it there and walked towards my
building.

Never once along the way did my mind stray
far from what I had done, what we had done. I felt oddly exposed,
wondering who might look at me and recognize that I was a kinky
pervert now. It was silly, I know, but doing that stuff still left
me feeling kind of … raw emotionally.

I couldn't tell you what the class was
about. I tried to take notes when I paid attention. My mind kept
drifting back to those incredible scenes in Samantha's bedroom, or
even the milder, almost normal ones out by the pool, where her
slippery fingers had made my body writhe!

The one thing I knew, the looming, unvoiced
thought which hung over it all was this: I wanted more of that! I
wanted to feel Sam's breasts against mine again, her warm, soft
skin rubbing against me, her lips on mine! I wanted to feel that
thrill, even the dark thrill of being tied up, being helpless!

My nipples were hard just thinking about it!
And my pussy thrummed eagerly. Slave girl! Wow! They had called me
a slave girl! That was so kinky! A lesbian slave girl!

What, I wondered, would it be like to be a
slave girl to a guy!?

My chest tightened at the thought of being
tied up as a guy fucked me, of being helpless before some handsome
guy with a big cock!

God, what a slut I was turning into!

I mean, I had, of course, considered, toyed
with, the idea of have a 'fling' with another girl, should I find
the right one. Certainly Samantha was a prime candidate. I wouldn't
at all have minded trying it out with her. But this.. this
strapping and bondage stuff, wow! That I had never imagined!

And involving Melissa too! Ack!

It had seemed almost natural at the time to
just let them take charge. Well, I was tied up half the time anyway
so it wasn't like I had much choice! Besides, they were seniors,
and older, and more experienced, and we pledges had to take orders
from the other sisters. And what did I know about lesbian sex?

Unbidden, came the memory of my mouth
against their pussies, my tongue licking, their soft flesh, their
juices, their bodies above me...

I felt my skin heating and shook my head.
This was just way more kinky than my fantasies had been! Still, it
was just play-acting, and essentially harmless. It had also been
wickedly exciting!

Even now, my body sort of tingled as my mind
felt the awe of that experience. And what more would they want to
do?! What other kinky stuff would they come up with for me!? I
liked Sam and kind of trusted her. She seemed very nice. Melissa,
well, I was relying on Sam more.

“By the time you leave here in four years,
baby Zoe,” she had said before seeing me out the door, “you will
know the full range of pleasure your body is capable of and will
have cast away the inhibitions you came here with.”

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


I returned to the sorority house after
school and felt even more of the tingly emotional unease as I
changed into my 'uniform', the pink thong and tight little top of
the baby doll nightie. My nipples hardened instantly and I felt a
squirming sensation in my stomach.

It was time to prepare dinner so I headed to
the kitchen, where one of the other pledges, Ashley, was there too,
dressed as I was. Also there was Kiera, the little goth senior who
had tossed paper clips at me during the opening interview.

I had gotten to know her a little better,
since then. She was a wildly uninhibited and plain spoken girl who
nothing seemed to embarrass. She was also prone to loud whoops of
laughter, and a very bubbly, fun-loving girl. She hated people who
were too serious. I kind of liked her but was wary of her
unpredictability.

Miranda was making a salad at one counter as
I came in. Kiera was preparing a roast, and directed me to the
opposite counter to peel potatoes and cut them up for mashed
potatoes. There were a lot of potatoes to cut, as you can imagine,
with so many sisters. Not everyone ate here on any given night, but
more than enough did to fill two very large tables in the dining
room.

I was about halfway through my task when
Kiera came over to look over my shoulder. Actually, she was too
short to look over my shoulder so had to look around it.

“I don't like lumps, remember, baby Zoe,”
she said.

“I know,” I said.

She had made that point many times in the
last few weeks.

“That's good,” she said, lowering her voice,
“because I'm sure you wouldn't want me to give your pretty ass a
strapping, slave girl.”

I flinched, feeling a dagger of tension
suddenly as my face reddened. They had told her! Had Sam?! No, it
was probably Melissa! OhmyGod! Was this going to get all around the
sorority house!? Were they all going to think I was a kinky slut
and start calling me names and shunning me!?

“Or maybe you would,” she said, her voice a
low purr.

I gasped as one of her small hands slid in
between my belly and the counter, stroking my skin just above the
line of the thong.

“I thought you were a stuck up prig when I
first saw you, baby Zoe,” she said, keeping her voice low so
Miranda didn't hear. “I'm glad I was wrong.”

And then her fingers slid through the thin
string and into my thong! I was so shocked I had no idea what to
do! I mean, I held a peeler in one hand and a wet, half peeled
potato in the other!

“Maybe next time you're a bad girl I'll give
you a spanking,” she said.

There was a radio playing in the kitchen,
and Miranda's back was to us, but even so I was extremely aware of
her nearby presence and definitely didn't want her to hear or
notice what was happening. That's one of the reasons I didn't yelp
and shove Kiera away!

But it wasn't the only reason, nor was the
shock. I felt this strange creeping heat come over me as the older
girl's fingers found my sex. The shock of her touch seemed to make
my entire lower body pulse with a wild, deep, powerful rush of
energy, and I stood there, just sort of trembling as her fingers
lightly caressed my clitoris for about two seconds before her hand
withdrew and she moved away!

Oh! My! God!

She went back to checking on the roast and I
stood there unmoving for about ten seconds before resuming peeling
the potatoes. My legs drew tighter together and I squeezed my
thighs as a wave of energy rolled through me. Were they all fucking
dykes here!? Shit! Wow! God!

That would at least explain the fucking
uniform!

No, I knew that wasn't true. Many of them
had boyfriends! I often heard conversations among the sisters about
either boyfriends or guys they hoped to date or thought would be
good in bed.

And I had actually kind of thought of Kiera
as a wild little slut who was crazy about guys and didn't care what
they thought of her or whether they respected her as long as she
had fun.

But apparently, they liked playing games
with girls too!

I was awash in sexual tension from then on,
of course, even though Kiera did nothing else to make her knowledge
obvious. God, would she expect me to have sex with her!? That, of
course, brought the thought to my mind of what it might be like
having sex with Kiera. The thought was not altogether unpleasant.
In fact, the wild goth girl might be quite... interesting as a bed
partner!

God, I was becoming a slut! A kinky lesbo
slut! I needed to find a man!

*

I woke to shock, to a physical presence even
as a hand came down on my mouth! Hands hurriedly rolled me over
onto my belly, the hand coming away from my mouth but leaving tape
over it! My arms were drawn quickly behind my back and tied there
as warm breath wafted across my ear.

“Sex slave,” I heard a female voice
whisper.

It was Samantha!

OhmyGod!

I felt a jarring rush of energy, the initial
fear falling away as anxiety and yes, heat began to rise within
me.

They pulled me out of bed in the darkened
room. They were wearing hooded robes, of all weird things! I
couldn't see their faces, particularly since the room was dark, but
then I saw a pair of scissors in one of their hands, and it quickly
snipped the thong string on my hip, then the shoulders of the baby
doll.

I was naked! I moaned and squirmed as they
led me towards the door, and tried to resist, suddenly frantic at
the thought of going out of my room like this!

“If you make any noise you'll wake up the
sisters,” Sam whispered into my ear.

I froze, then as the other one opened the
door, I was pulled out into the hall.

Naked!

They each held an arm as they led me down
the hall, then down the stairs, my heart pounding as I turned my
head back and forth repeatedly, trying to see if anyone else was
around who might see me like this! They marched me through the hall
and then opened a door in the kitchen. There were long, steep
wooden stairs going down into the darkness of the basement!

They led me down. I wasn't struggling for
fear of waking up others, and my bare feet soon were on the cold
stone floor of the basement. It was pitch black, and they used a
tiny flashlight to light our way past old furniture, dusty boxes,
then past the furnace and hot water heater, then through a closed
door and further in.

They arrived at an old wooden door and
knocked twice. I gasped in alarm at the implication there was
someone else there! The door opened, and a very short hooded figure
stood back. Kiera!

They led me into the room which, very much
to my surprise, given the roughness of the rest of the basement,
had been finished with a bright, pale, velvet smooth hardwood
floor. The door was closed and the lights turned on. They were
soft, but bright, coming from wall-sconces spaced along all four
walls.

The room was mostly bare. There were two
narrow posts in the center, extending up to the ceiling, which both
had rings set into them on either side, spaced up and down their
length. Chains hung from various places in the ceiling, and there
was an X-shaped frame attached to one wall.

“Your training begins, sex slave,” Samantha
said in a sort of ominous voice.

It felt ominous! I mean, all of their faces
were hidden within their hoods, and my heart was pounding as they
forced me to kneel on the floor. One of them knelt behind me and I
gasped as she took a firm hold of my hair, jerking my head up and
back.

“Sex slave,” she whispered.

It was Melissa's voice, reassuring
somehow.

God, they were kinky bitches!

The short one suddenly dropped low in front
of me and I gasped as I saw this big, very real looking dildo sweep
out into view.

“Something for you, sex slave,” Kiera
purred.

Moaning, I felt their hands spreading my
thighs and pulling me lower as Kiera waggled her tongue at me. The
first six inches of the pink veined cock glistened wetly as she
placed the base on the floor below me. Then the others guided me
down.

I resisted anxiously, though more because of
how startled and uncertain I was than anything else. I gasped as I
felt the slickness of its head pressing against my naked sex, then
moaned into the tape as Kiera pushed it slowly up and the other two
girls pressed me down.

“You know you love big cocks, slave girl,”
Kiera said in a taunting voice.

She reached down and fingered my clitoris as
she twisted and pushed at the dildo, and I felt a wild rush of
sensation even as the lips of my sex ached from the pressure and
were forced in and back.

“Nothing feels so good as a big cock inside
your tummy,” Melissa whispered behind me.

I gasped as the dildo stretched the lips of
my sex wider and wider and then slowly began to push up. By then
the two girls behind me had my knees spread wide and gravity was
helping forcing my buttocks down closer and closer to my heels. I
shuddered at the feel of the thick, slick dildo pushing up through
the tight elastic folds of my sex!

God, it ached but it felt so wildly
thrilling! I slid lower and lower until my buttocks were firmly on
my heels, but that wasn't good enough for them. They jerked my feet
out from under me, wanting the backs of my bare feet flat against
the floor. That lowered me still further, and I moaned as the thick
dildo pushed even higher into my quivering belly!

Hands pushed against the insides of my legs
just behind the knees, spreading them wider and wider, and fingers
pulled on my hair, forcing my head up and back. I felt hands on my
breasts, kneading and caressing them, rolling and tweaking my stiff
nipples as Kiera continued to finger my clitoris!

“Whore,” Melissa whispered into my right
ear.

“Slave,” Samantha whispered into my
left.

“Slut,” Kiera taunted me, fingering my
clitoris and squeezing my right breast.

I shuddered as she pulled back, then undid
her robe and threw it off. She was naked underneath, her breasts
firm, the nipples hard. The girls kneeling behind me held me tight
as they groped my breasts, and then one hand slid down over my hips
to finger my clitoris.

“You're our slave girl, baby Zoe,” Kiera
said.

She ripped the tape off my mouth and I
yelped, then she quickly gathered up my hair and jerked my face
forward.

“Pleasure your mistress, slave girl!” she
demanded in a dramatic voice.

She pulled my face in against her sex, and I
shuddered, jerking helplessly. I gasped as she tugged at my hair,
and then... I began to lick her...

I was overwhelmed by it all once again,
shocked, my sensibilities outraged but heat was sweeping around my
mind, hotter and hotter, turning my body into a feverish, throbbing
mass of sparkling, crackling nerve endings as the girls behind me
fondled and caressed me!

I moaned into Kiera's sex, licking hard and
fast as she held my hair and ran her fingers through it.

“We should rent her out to the fraternity
houses to be gang-banged,” she said suggestively.

I shuddered at the thought! I wasn't
thinking they were serious, mind you, but the very idea was just so
wicked and nasty and … and hot!

Someone's fingers were stroking my swollen
clitoris, and the pressure of that fat dildo jammed up inside me
was growing worse as my muscles down there relaxed and let it push
higher! My weight was coming down more and more and despite the
aching my pussy was burning wildly!

“Come for us, sex slave,” Melissa ordered,
chewing on the side of my throat.

“Come for us, slave girl,” Samantha
said.

“Nasty little sex slave,” Kiera groaned,
grinding her pussy into my face and my face into her pussy.

And so I obeyed. I came, my hips jerking
spastically as gurgling cries of pleasure gushed out of my mouth.
My head trembled and jerked in Kiera's grasp as my muscles spasmed
wildly, and the three of them continued to paw, grope and fondle me
all the way through a very long, intense orgasm!

“Whore!”

“Tramp!”

“Slut!'

“Slave!”

Their voices were soft and teasing as they
manipulated both my body and my mind, and I writhed between them,
gasping and shuddering as the orgasm tore through me!

“What a slut you are, Zoe!” Melissa said as
if in amazement.

“I know! I can't believe she's such an
animal!” Samantha exclaimed, squeezing my left breast roughly.

“Lick me, you whore!” Kiera moaned, pulling
at my hair.

The sharp stinging from my scalp brought me
back to dazed duty and I resumed licking at her clitoris as she
ground herself into me. Down below, I felt fingers probing at my
ass! I twisted and jerked, trying to pull back, but the three had
too tight a hold of me!

Then came something thicker, the bumpy golf
ball thing, I thought, moaning as it slid into me, one rounded lump
after another. Then I was completely distracted by Kiera, who
jerked hard and fast on my hair as she ground herself into me, her
hips working frantically as she gurgled and moaned and climaxed on
my tongue!

She didn't take long to recover, though.
Certainly she took less time than I did, for I still hadn't
recovered! Mind you, they weren't giving me any time to think or
react! And my body was still thrumming with energy as their hands
danced over it.

Kiera produced another dildo, much like the
one inside me except this one was a bit longer and not quite so
thick. She knelt before me as someone pulled my hair back
sharply.

“We know you love cock, slave girl,” she
purred. “So we brought plenty of it!

My mouth was wide open, of course, with the
way they had pulled my head back. Now the dildo slid in through my
open lips, and I gurgled and jerked convulsively as it slid deep
into my mouth.

“Suck it, slave girl,” Melissa
whispered.

“Suck it, sex slave,” Sam cooed.

“Suck that cock, slut!' Kiera barked.

I sucked. I moaned, and I even started to
lick it as Kiera pumped it slowly in and out.

“Nasty little girl,” Melissa gasped. “Look
at how she sucks that cock!”

“She must really love cocks!” Sam gasped in
a similar astonished voice.

And then Kiera pushed down on the dildo and
the head pushed right down my throat!

I jerked sharply but they had expected it,
and any attempt at protest was blocked because my throat was now
blocked! The slick silicone cock slid right down my throat as I
shook and trembled violently between them, inch after inch of it,
until Kiera just held the base of it above my teeth!

“Swallow that cock, you cock loving whore,”
she ordered.

“You know you love cock, slave girl,”
Melissa said.

“It must taste so good inside your belly!”
Samantha exclaimed.

My head was throbbing and my chest burning
as they held me in place. I couldn't breath, of course, and the way
my heart was pounding and my blood racing, well, I needed to breath
fast and hard! And I couldn't breath at all!

Then Kiera slid the dildo slowly up and out
once more. I coughed sharply, gasping and gulping in air as their
hands continued to glide over my body, kneading and stroking and
caressing.

“Such a good girl to deep throat that big
cock,” Sam said in an admiring voice.

“We love little slave girls who obey us,”
Melissa said in a friendly voice.

They pulled me to my feet, which were shaky
and rubbery as I continued to gulp in air, then bent me over. I
cried out weakly as they jerked my bound wrists up high behind me.
My legs were spread apart, and ropes swept around my ankles, then
tied to rings in the floor.

I groaned as my arms were forced almost
straight up, then hands gripped my hair, lifting my head up to see
Melissa standing before me, wearing one of those strap-on things
Samantha had used on me earlier in the day!

At the same time I felt fingers at my sex,
felt the dildo there pulled back as Sam attached it to the same
sort of harness thing around her own hips. She started thrusting in
and out of me in long, deep strokes as Kiera knelt and then thrust
her hand up under my belly to finger my clitoris!

I moaned dazedly, then gurgled as Melissa
slid her dildo forward into my mouth.

“Nasty slave girl,” she cooed. “You know you
love cock.”

“As much as she can get,” Sam said from
behind me.

Kiera abandoned my clitoris, moving back,
then returning. She had something in her hand, and reached in to
pinch my breast just behind the nipple. Then I felt a sharp pain in
my nipple, and cried out, or tried to Melissa thrust the dildo down
my throat then!

Kiera scrambled around to my other side, and
I felt another sharp biting pain on my right nipple! She had hung
something on them, I knew, for every time I moved something swung
and pulled at my burning nipples!

My mind felt overpowered again, and my body
even more so. I was helpless and felt myself surrendering, as I had
done before. I gurgled, eyes glassy, around the dildo Melissa was
now sliding in and out of my mouth and throat, and felt myself
getting more and more light-headed.

She pulled back, and I coughed and gasped,
saliva drooling out of my mouth.

“Bad girl, making a mess,” she purred.

“We'll have to punish her for that,” Sam
said, thrusting into me from behind so that my body jerked
continuously.

Melissa stripped off the harness and guided
my mouth to her sex. I was more than happy enough to lick, for it
was a vast improvement over having that dildo down my throat!

My nipples still stung, but not as much.
Still, Sam was fucking me hard, and every time her hips struck my
upraised buttocks my body shuddered and my breasts wobbled, and
something on a short line swung and bobbled and pulled at my
nipples!

Kiera knelt beside me and thrust her hand up
between my legs again, and I heard the buzzing sound just before
the vibrator pressed against my clitoris.

Were they trying to drive me out of my mind,
the perverted sluts!?

I licked Melissa to orgasm, and came myself,
crying out helplessly, gurgling, breathless, the air sobbing in and
out of my lungs in ragged gasps as my body writhed to the wild
overload of sensations!

Sam moved around in front of me, and took my
hair, then thrust the dildo, the one covered by then in my own
pussy cream, deep into my throat as Kiera moved behind me and
started thrusting another dildo in and out of me.

“I think this slave girl needs to be
punished,” Melissa said.

“She needs to be whipped!” Kiera said behind
me.

“Lick your mistress, slave girl,” Samantha
ordered, tugging at my hair.

I licked her, breathless, gasping, moaning,
grunting as Kiera shoved the dildo deep, gasping as she slapped at
my bottom or fingered my clitoris. I licked her until she came,
then sagged as she released my hair, my head falling low as I
groaned in relief.

It was, of course, short-lived.

They untied my ankles, but only to put
studded leather straps around them and buckle them tight. They
untied my wrists to do the same, and then put a matching collar
around my throat. There was a full length mirror on one wall and
they led me over to it, wearing their robes again, letting me see
myself ragged and flushed and dazed, wearing a collar and
restraints!

This was so slutty and nasty and darkly
thrilling!

They led me over to the posts, holding me
tightly, then drew my arms up and apart. I moaned as they clipped
chains to the rings set in the sides of the wrist restraints, then
clipped the other ends of those chains to rings in the posts,
locking me in place!

I cried out as my hair was pulled back, then
a Kiera slowly pushed a ball gag into my mouth, wedging it in past
my teeth until it jammed down on my tongue even while pressing up
against the roof of my mouth. She drew the straps behind me as the
other two girls spread my legs apart and chained them to the lower
posts.

They pulled my legs so wide that to keep
from hanging from my wrists I had to rise on the balls of my feet,
and my body felt all stretched out, and horribly vulnerable as they
ran their hands up and down its length!

“Our very own sex slave!” Samantha
cooed.

“We can torture her as much as we want to!”
Melissa said enthusiastically.

Kiera knelt before me and began to lick me.
I moaned and let my head hang back, gasping for breath through the
gag, wrapped in a throbbing heat as her lips and tongue worked
expertly at the exquisitely sensitive flesh between my legs.

All the girls were wearing their robes and
hoods now, which covered them all the way to the floor. But I could
tell them easily apart, even if their backs were to me. Melissa was
taller than Sam, who had noticeably larger breasts, and of course,
Kiera was easy to pick out.

I dropped my head forward, staring down at
the hood below me. I couldn't see much else of her but her tongue
darting out again and again. I could see her hand on the base of
the dildo, though, as she pumped it slowly in and out.

At least, until I threw my head back as the
next orgasm tore through me!

I twisted and writhed, arching and straining
against the restraints as my body flared wildly with an intense
rush of overheated sensations! I screamed, or tried to, crying out
again and again as the orgasm overwhelmed my senses, melting my
mind, turning it into an oozing, dazed mass of empty brain
matter!

It was so fucking wild! My entire body was
jerking violently, flinging itself forward against the chains
holding me spreadeagled. Then I collapsed, gasping, panting for
breath, hanging by my wrists briefly before the pain caused me to
get my leg muscles working.

She wasn't finished, though. Neither were
the other two. Their hands continued to stroke up and down my body,
twirling and rolling my nipples, kneading my buttocks, and pumping
the dildos in and out of me as I moaned dazedly and hung my head
back.

Sam and Melissa then curled their bodies
around me from the side, bending to take the center of my breasts
into their mouths and suck and chew them. Have you ever had both
nipples sucked and licked at the same time! Wow! And of course,
Kiera was still lapping at my pussy!

It was like I was Alice through the looking
glass, falling into an entire different world where everything was
so very different! Where everything was beyond my imagination!

And it was about to get even more
shocking!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


I was moaning and my body crackling with
sexual electricity again when the two girls behind me moved away.
Kiera was still there between my legs, licking me while pumping the
dildo in and out. There was a faint feeling of air being disturbed
and I belatedly realized the door had opened behind me.

I turned and blinked through tangled hair to
see someone else had come into the room!

If my jaw wasn't already held wide it would
have gaped anyway. I felt a shock roll through me that left my mind
kind of staggered. It was a guy! It was a guy who was basically
naked except for a leather G-string, a kind of leather harness
which criss crossed a very impressive looking chest, and a black
leather hood which covered his entire head like a ski mask.

And Melissa handed him – a whip!

This wasn't some kind of strap, it was a
freaking whip! It had a three foot long handle, and then a thin a
length of some sort of black cord or thong about five feet long! I
felt my face flame and jerked my head around, eyes wild and wide. I
jerked my arms against the restraints, but of course, that was just
instinct! I couldn't get away! I couldn't even complain!

“Is this the prisoner?” he asked in a deep
voice.

“Yes, she's a bad girl and needs to be
severely punished,” Melissa said in s firm voice.

Were they fucking kidding me!?

I jerked against the restraints again as the
guy moved up behind me, horribly aware of just how obscenely naked
I was, with the base of the dildos protruding from my pussy and
ass!

I heard the high, thin pitch of the whip
being swung back and forth through the air behind me, and felt my
heart beating like a hammer! Fear, anxiety and humiliation chased
each other through my shocked mind! Were they crazy!? Were they
going to hurt me!?

Then the whip thing swung again, and that
high pitched whirring sound cut through the air. The long length of
the cord struck the center of my back and then wrapped completely
around my middle! It... stung where it hit, but I was actually
startled that it was only a mild stinging.

“Whip the slave girl!” Sam exclaimed.

The thing whirred and then cut diagonally
across my back from hip to shoulder! But again, the impact was far
lighter than I had thought it might be, and the stinging was
similarly light. I began to breath again, with a deep sense of
relief. These crazy bitches weren't altogether insane, just...
perverts.

But I still had some strange guy behind me
seeing me like this!

“Can I whip her?” Kiera asked, rising and
moving around behind me. “I want to whip her hard!”

Whirrr, the thing swung through the
air again, then snapped across my back once more, down across my
shoulder, and then curled across to bite stingingly at my right
breast! I yelped at that one, my pulse starting to race again,
though in truth I was more shocked at the location of the blow than
the pain.

Whirrr... it cut across my back lower
down, curled over my hip, and then angled down across my abdomen to
snap between my legs! It actually curled under me and up to bite at
my buttock!

I flinched and gasped, moaning into the ball
gag as the thing swung through the air again, and then again, and
again, laying thin pink lines of heat across my skin, curling
around my body with every blow to snap at my breasts and down
between my legs!

God! This was so perverted! And I was
starting to feel this strange dark sense of... passion, of
excitement. What was happening was kinky, outrageous, shocking,
wicked and perverted, and there I was, naked in front of this guy,
the object of all his attention!

They were all behind me now, and talking
about the whip, and how it was cast. I moaned, head twisting from
side to side. The hooded man gave the whip to Melissa so she could
try, and told her how to use her wrist to guide it, to snap it. I
gasped and jerked as it cut across the center of my back!

Melissa swung harder than the man had, and
it stung more, though again it wasn't exactly agony. Still, I
flinched and gasped and jerked at every blow! Then Samantha took it
and grinned happily. She aimed every blow at my breasts! The whip
curled around my chest again and again to slap lazily at one breast
or both, leaving me yelping and gasping and moaning helplessly!

Kiera, of course, aimed every blow at my
pussy! The thin cord curled across one hip then the other, again
and again before stepping aside!

My skin was starting to feel raw and beat
up, hot and throbbing like a sunburn. This whole bizarre scene had
me in a continuous state of anxiety, tension and disbelief! Not to
mention embarrassment!

But the shock had faded, and the
embarrassment was, well, not as horrifying as it had been when he'd
first arrived. The dark sensual reality of what I was doing, what I
was experiencing, was starting to loom over me, too. I starting to
feel a dull, throbbing sort of heat deep within my lower belly at
how wickedly exciting this was!

And then Kiera moved around in front of me
during a pause. She cupped my breasts and began to lick and chew at
my nipples. The fact there was a guy in the room, no doubt aware,
watching, seeing this, redoubled the psychological impact. I was
intensely aware of his presence as the slutty goth girl ran her
hands over my body and chewed on my nipples.

I was starting to get aroused. There's
really no way to deny it. Nor did I try. It crept up on me, bit by
amazed bit as I felt myself accepting the part of the helpless,
almost martyred victim in the midst of their kinky little game. The
dildo felt as if it were pulsing inside me, and my skin tingled and
burned as my pulse raced.

The guy had produced another sort of whip!
This one had a much shorter handle, and shorter, well, thongs, too.
It had more of them, though. A bunch of thin black cords maybe
twenty inches or so long. He swung it across the center of my back
and they hit with a much louder sort of crack sound!

I wouldn't say they hurt more individually,
but there were a bunch of them, and they hit more or less together
to send this burst of stings into my skin! I squealed, back arching
sharply at the sudden stinging sensations!

“Now you're being punished like a proper
little sex slave,” Melissa said.

I cringed mentally at that word being said
in front of this guy! He must think I was a freaking – !

Crack!

I squealed again, writhing, as the stings
rattled across the surface of my bottom, driving my hips forward!
My mind was swirling and churning, flooded by the strangest and
wildest of emotions and the quick flashes of sensation!

Kiera had slid down my body and was licking
at my clitoris again, which, again, made me horribly aware of this
guy, this big, muscular guy behind watching! It was so incredibly
embarrassing but was also starting to become incredibly exciting! I
mean, I'd never been an exhibitionist, never been one to put on a
show before, but this was just so wild!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip, or flog, cut into my back several
times, and I yelped and squealed and jerked hard against the
restraints at every blow! But there wasn't anything I could
actually do about it! I felt a strange sense of disbelief and
amazement at that for some reason, at being completely helpless to
even protest, much less put a stop to it!

And the heat was building up inside me to an
incredibly intense level where the stinging pain didn't seem to
matter any more. The blows were just scattered bursts of sensation
to my overwhelmed nervous system, and something in me defaulted to
this wild, weird masochistic sense of something like exultation at
being subjected to such outrageous behavior!

The game swept me up into its embrace and I
felt myself sinking into my role, into the persona they had created
for me. Why not? It was wickedly exciting and thrilling to do so,
and my body was beginning to just about vibrate with repressed
excitement!

So there was a guy there, so? That just made
it even more wicked and exciting!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I strained and twisted to the blows, gasping
and moaning into the gag as Kiera pumped the dildo in and out, then
pulled it entirely loose. Now her fingers slid into me as I heard
the guy explaining how to use the flog, and felt the first blows
from Melissa across my bottom.

Kiera thrust three fingers up into me,
twisting and turning them, pumping them in and out as she licked at
my clitoris. Then she formed four fingers into a wedge and pushed
them up as deep as she could, which, given how small her hand was,
was kind of deep!

My pussy was starting to ache as she twisted
and turned her four fingers, stretching me, wriggling around inside
me. Meanwhile, her tongue was lapping quickly at my clitoris.

Crack! Crack!

I squealed, bucking forward into her face as
she licked. Her fingers withdrew and I saw her squirting some clear
liquid onto them. Then she pushed them back up, and I shuddered at
the new sense of slickness, at the tactile pleasure as they slid
into me and twisted from side to side.

She added her thumb to the wedge now, and
was moving her hand more slowly, pushing the wedge forward and
twisting her hand from side to side. I groaned at the dull, aching
pressure to the mouth of my sex, but was distracted by the stinging
blows to my back and buttocks!

Then Sam took the flog and moved around in
front of me. I moaned as she leered and swung the flog down across
my right breast! It stung a dozen times over! But... softly. She
wasn't swinging hard, wasn't using her arm, just her wrist. The
flogs landed fairly lightly across my skin.

The psychological impact was much greater!
Because all those sharp little stings hurt! Only briefly, but
still, the feel of the thin leather cords striking my breast made
my mind burn even more than my skin.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She focused entirely on my breasts, hitting
one, then the other, sticking her tongue out at me tauntingly as
she swung the flog down across my sensitive flesh! My skin began to
turn pink under the blows, then redden!

Meanwhile, Kiera's knuckles were grinding
against the mouth of my sex! The dull, heavy aching and stretching
was setting my entire groin on fire! And then, as she twisted her
hand from side to side, the orgasm hit, and I cried out into the
gag, trying to hide it, trying to diminish it, shuddering and
gurgling as the orgasm washed over me!

I cried out at a sharp yank on my hair,
forcing my head up and back, and a black masked face came in from
the side, looming in my peripheral vision as his lips came in
against the nape of my neck.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I shuddered as Sam continued to swing the
flog across my breasts, as Kiera continued to lap lightly and more
slowly at my clitoris, and continued to grind her slippery knuckles
against my straining pussy lips.

I felt the dildo sliding in and out of my
ass, then pulling free. A moment later, something which I knew
instantly was a cock, a real cock, a live cock, a big thick long
cock, pushed up inside my well oiled back passage. I felt a sense
of dizzying wonder as it pushed high into my belly, higher and
higher, my amazement rising as it filled me up and I began to feel
a cramping sensation.

His big hands slid around my chest to
roughly grope my breasts. It was such a different feeling from the
girls touching me! His hands then slid up my chest above my
breasts, up along my neck on the sides, to join together behind my
neck. I grunted as he pulled back, forcing my back to arch sharply,
the insides of his elbows pulling against my arms as his hips
pushed forward to drive the last inch of his thick cock up inside
me!

His body pushed against me hard enough the
restraints pulled tautly against my wrists and ankles, and I was
actually lifted off the floor, toes wriggling. Then he eased back,
the feel of his long slick length sliding out of me incredible. He
thrust back in, and then out, then in and out, moving faster, using
longer strokes.

His hips began to strike my buttocks with
authority as his arms held me tightly posed, and Kiera began to
lick harder against my clitoris.

A sort of dreamscape had come over me, a
sense of unreality in which I was playing the part in a game or
play. I shuddered and moaned into the gag as they used my body, as
they tormented and pleasured it, feeling light-headed and dizzy as
his hips struck me harder, his cock punching up deep inside me.

Another orgasm churned through my body and
mind, and I trembled and shook, my muscles spasming wildly. The
orgasm tore through me, then turned around and tore its way back.
The wild, crackling sexual lightning coming again and again, rising
to almost unbearable levels, then falling back, then rising again
as his hips struck my buttocks and my mind melted down under the
howling storm of heat and dark, seething pleasure.

*

It felt almost bizarre to be sitting on my
bed an hour later feeling perfectly normal. I mean, my breasts felt
a bit tender, particularly my nipples, which were sore. My jaw felt
a bit strained. And the mouth of my sex felt strained in a similar
fashion. But none of it was up to the level where I might take an
Aspirin or Tylenol.

I was... confused, embarrassed, uncertain,
anxious, and felt sort of guilty and also resentful, but I couldn't
say which emotion was topmost at any given moment. A kind of sense
of shell-shocked wonder overlay it all. Had I actually done
that!?

As with what had happened this morning, it
was all ringed by the echo of those tremendous orgasms and the
crackling, heart stopping excitement which had gripped me during
much of what they'd done to me.

And all of that was foreign to me! Twenty
four hours ago I'd been normal! Or at least, what I'd consider to
be normal...

And how was I supposed to even sleep given
how wild and outrageous the day had been!? Who was I now and what
was going to happen in the coming days? What did I want to happen?
My mind was spinning with the possibilities. And the weird thing
was that the more outrageous and shocking the possibilities were
the more awed I was by them.

Imagine doing this, doing that, having this
or that or that other thing done to me! Ack! Wow! It was all
impossible!

I got NO sleep, of course. My mind kept
swirling with memories and what-ifs and what might happen. There
was a good bit of anxiety mixed in with it, but also a lot of
anticipation.

The next morning started with swim class, as
usual, to wake us up. I could actually use that this morning, but
even so, being naked around all those girls had my stomach
fluttering wildly. Fortunately, it was cooler out, so mine weren't
the only stiff nipples there.

Nothing kinky happened, though, and Sam
acted like the other day was a figment of my imagination. I got
dressed and went to class, like a normal person, and the wild
events of the night began to sink back into my mind, though never
quite leaving it entirely.

I was a little irked at the girls, though,
about bringing that guy into the scene. He had fucked me in the
ass! Damn! And I didn't even know who he was! I was definitely
going to talk to them about that!

At the same time, I was a bit … wary of
them. I mean, the strapping and the whipping and all, had shown a
harsh side to them. And I was now completely into the sorority in
that everyone I really knew was there and it was a great place to
live with a lot of great girls and laughs. That meant the senior
sisters were in charge, and you had to accept that.

Heck, I'd been getting smacked on the butt
almost from the start, which, on reflection, I might have taken as
foreshadowing events to come.

I had a long day at school, a full slate of
classes, and the longer it went on the more like a 'normal' person
I felt, and the more what had happened began to seem sort of like a
crazy dream.

But even so, any time it came to mind I felt
a slight flush come to my cheeks, and my nipples would tingle.

I got back to the sorority late.
Fortunately, I wasn't on dinner duty, so I was able to swiftly
change into my baby doll nightie, then come to dinner. I was
self-conscious in it, as I often was, more than usual, in fact,
even though no one seemed to be looking at me.

And as soon as possible I tapped Samantha's
arm to get her attention.

“Can I talk to you for a minute, Samantha?”
I asked softly.

She nodded and gestured and we headed up to
her bedroom, which I was of two minds about. She ushered me in and
closed the door behind.

“I assume this was about last night,” she
said.

“Yes I – .”

“Wait,” she said.

She took my arm, pushing me back against the
door.

“Raise your hands and put them against the
door above your head.”

“Sam!” I groaned.

“Do it, then you can talk.”

I bit my lower lip anxiously but obeyed.

“Body flat against the door, slave
girl.”

I flushed at the words.

“I wanted – .”

“And don't move.”

“But – !”

“I said don't move. You can talk,
though.”

She let her fingers glide softly back and
forth against my exposed belly as she stood before me.

“A-About last night,” I gulped.

“Uh huh. You're upset about Jason.”

Her fingers traced the thin string of the
thong's waistband.

“J -? That was the guy?”

“Uh huh.”

Her fingers dipped down past the string and
I gasped softly as they slid along my abdomen and found my
clitoris!

“You shouldn't – .”

“We shouldn't have brought him into the game
without asking your permission? But you're a slave girl, Zoe,” she
said with a smile, her fingers rubbing my clitoris lightly. “Slave
girls don't get to make decisions.”

“But – !”

“I can assure you he was chosen very
carefully. He's a member of the football team and is studying
engineering. He's clean, close mouthed, and reliable, and doesn't
know anyone in Law at all.”

“Samantha!” I moaned.

Her other hand slid up and undid the strings
tying the top closed and began knead my breast.

“He won't be talking about it, because if he
did we'd know and then he wouldn't get to have fun any more.
Besides, we know a lot of embarrassing things about him he
definitely wouldn't want getting out.”

Her fingers began to roll and caress my
tingling nipples.

“And his presence was a shock to the system,
wasn't it? You needed a shock to the system. You need a lot of them
to make you into a more... interesting person,” she said
sweetly.

My arms jerked and flinched as they lay
against the door above my head, and I closed my eyes briefly as she
bent and began to suck and lick at my nipple.

“This is all too crazy for me!” I
groaned.

“No, it's just crazy enough,” she said,
straightening with a smile. “And isn't college a place for
learning?”

She drew her fingers up out of my thong and
slid them across my lower lip and onto my tongue.

“Suck,” she ordered.

Heart thumping, I closed my lips, sucking at
her fingers as she smiled at me.

“You're here to learn and we're here to
teach you, Zoe. We have a lot to teach you,” she added with a
grin.

She bent and began to lick and suck at my
nipple, chewing on the surrounding flesh as her hand slid back into
my thong. The heat had risen almost as soon as I'd stood back
against the door, and continued to rise now as her fingers made my
pussy thrum wildly.

“Don't move,” she said softly, drawing
back.

She turned and went to her dresser as I
stood there, panting, and took out the black studded collar they'd
put on me the other night. I gasped, going stiff, as she came back
to me, smirking a little.

“You looked fabulous in this,” she said,
raising her hands and sliding it around my neck.

“You guys are... very kinky,” I gulped.

“We are,” she said. “And we're going to make
you very kinky, too!”

The collar clicked together and she kissed
me on the cheek, then went back to the same dresser and took out
the leather restraints.

“Hold out your wrists.”

'But Samantha!” I tried to protest.

“Do it now, slave girl.”

I bit my lower lip again, thinking about
rebellion, though not seriously. My pussy was throbbing, after all
and my nipples were tingling. I held out my arms and she locked the
restraints around my wrists, then had me turn and slid the straps
of the baby doll back over my shoulders and off, then pulled my
wrists in behind me and locked them together.

My thong was soon gone, and she had me on my
knees as she stripped herself.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” she
ordered.

I flushed and obeyed.

“Now let's see what you remember.”

She gathered my hair up and in and drew me
in against her sex, and I, a bit reluctantly, but still excitedly,
started to lick. I didn't really mind, though. I mean, it was just
me and Sam and it was something that had excited me. Being naked
and shackled on my knees before her was even more exciting, and I
moaned into her sex as my tongue licked fast and hard.

She tugged on my hair to slow me, and
telling me how to switch my angles and the directions I was
licking, to make my tongue more agile, and to use my lower lip
against it to add pressure.

She was soon grinding her pussy into my
face, her own face was red and she was breathing more and more
raggedly. I considered that a great sign of success and my body
throbbed hotly as I worked to please her.

She let out soft gurgling moans as she came,
jerking on my hair and mashing my face in against her as the
pleasure made her muscles jerk and spasm.

“Good slave girl,” she said a bit
breathlessly. “You're improving.”

She stepped back, took a deep, shuddering
breath, then grinned at me.

“Go kneel on the edge of the bed and bend
over.”

Flushed, I obeyed, and she put on those
straps again, the ones she'd worn the other day, attaching a thick
dildo to them as she stepped behind me.

I gasped softly as the thing pushed against
my pussy. I was wet by then, but even so, she took some effort to
work it into me, then slowly slid it down the long, tight length of
my pussy.

Then she fucked me. She fucked me hard. She
slapped my bottom, pulled my hair, and rammed the dildo into me
hard and fast until I came wildly, pressing my face into the
mattress and covers to muffle my cries of pleasure.

She took the strap-on off, got dressed, and
had me kneel on the floor again, and not move, then left the room.
I flushed when Melissa came in, smirking at me. She stripped
quickly and stepped before me.

“Please your mistress, slave girl,” she
ordered, gathering in my hair.

I was more reluctant, but I performed,
licking and lapping, sucking as she ordered, and the heat began to
creep up through my body and mind again, to the point that after
she climaxed and ordered me to kneel on the bed, I did so
eagerly.

She pulled on the strap-on and fucked me the
same way Samantha had, hard and fast, with the same results. Only I
came even faster.

She had me kneel again and I wasn't
surprised when Kiera came in. She pulled harder at my hair and
called me sex slave a lot, but even so I was able to lick her to
climax, and despite my wariness of her, I knelt again on the edge
of the bed.

And came even faster as she fucked me hard
with the strap-on!

God, what a slut I was becoming!

She had me kneel again in the same place, in
the same position, then dressed and left. I was expecting Samantha
to come in. Instead it was Briana, one of the other senior sisters!
I gasped, my face instantly flushing red, as I twisted violently
away to hide myself as much as possible. My thought, of course, was
that she'd just happened to come into the room.

She smirked at me, though, completely
unsurpised.

“Did anyone tell you you could move, slave
girl?” she demanded sternly.

Briana had long, layered black hair, and was
part Hispanic, with light brown skin. She twisted her fingers in my
hair and turned me around, then kicked my legs apart to put me back
into the proper kneeling position.

I was too shocked to object!

Then she began to strip! I kind of gaped at
her, when I wasn't dropping my eyes in shame, but then as she got
naked I realized, well, there was little for me to be ashamed of. I
was still embarrassed as hell, of course, and shocked, but when she
stepped in front of me, gripped my hair, jerked my hair back, and
ordered me to perform, that was what I did.

And when she ordered me into my knees on the
bed, with my face down and my bottom up and my legs apart, I did
that too, trembling and dazed still.

And when she slid the dildo into me and
started riding me, my mind began to melt and the orgasm I had was
so powerful that I screamed myself hoarse and she had to jam a
pillow against my face as she rammed the dildo into me.
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I was... confused, but... well, it was all
just... a game, you know? At least, that was how I thought of it,
how I reconciled it in my own mind. This was a nasty, wicked, but
thoroughly thrilling game that the girls were playing! And as long
as no one I knew back home learned about it, well, hey, why not
continue!?

Still, it wasn't a game that didn't have a
lot of anxiety and uncertainty to it. I was nervous and wary, not
sure what I could and couldn't say or even what would happen if I
refused something – though I'd never really been given a choice so
far.

Well, I suppose I could have refused
Brianna, but hadn't. Then again, I wasn't quite sure at the time I
was allowed to... uh, sort of. I mean, she had just walked in so
brazenly and acted as the same as the other three and...
well...

The next morning was Saturday, and Sam made
it clear that before breakfast I had some special exercises I had
to do. She hadn't told me what, either, just ordered me to the
basement. That mostly made me feel a fluttery heat in my belly in
anticipation of something sexual.

I wasn't entirely wrong, except that it
really was an exercise – of sorts.

It was an exercise in deep throating. Why
she would care that I could deep throat was a bit of a mystery, but
she insisted I had to be a pro. And to show me just how pro she
tilted back her head and fed this long, twenty inch long
double-headed dildo into her mouth and swallowed it without a
single sign of gagging!

“I don't know,” I said anxiously. “I mean, I
did it before but... I was pretty turned on at the time.”

She smiled. “I have no doubt that we can
turn you on, little Zoe,” she said.

The butterflies flew faster in my belly.

In the center of that little room in the
basement sat a sort of, well, it was like a metal chair without a
seat. No, it had a seat, but the center part was missing. And there
was a metal post, like an arm, facing up into that center part with
a big dildo on the end! There was a second metal arm above that
one, and then another one below the seat.

It looked like something from a mad
scientist's workshop! A perverted mad scientist!

“You're shitting me!” I said, staring at
it.

“Strip,” she said.

“But – !”

“Strip, slave girl,” she said firmly,
grinning.

She had me sit gingerly down on the seat.
Like I said, it looked like a seat where the center board had been
removed. It had a short back, and she drew my arms across it so
that the top pressed into my underarms, then pulled my wrists down
and strapped them in place.

I was staring at the thing with open mouthed
amazement, both impressed and alarmed by it all! Who would build
such a freaking thing!?

Sam had me raise my legs up and to the sides
to drape over what I had thought were the arms of the chair, then
bent over and brought straps up below to go around my ankles. My
heart was beating faster and faster as I watched her sit before it
and apply lube to a thick, fat dildo on the arm below the chair,
then to the other one facing up and in from the front.

“I think you're going to enjoy this, little
sex slave.”

“Do I have a choice?!”

She just smiled, and then pressed a button.
There was a machine whine, and the fat little dildo below me slid
upward, pressing against my back opening! It halted, then began to
turn from side to side, like a washing machine agitator! It pushed
up a little, then back down, then up, then down.

Meanwhile, she guided the one in front of
the chair up and forward, sliding the head of the thick dildo there
into the entrance to my pussy, then pressing a button so it began
to push deeper. Then she took the third arm, the one which had a
round head, and guided it down and in against the top of my
sex.

When she pressed a button, this one began to
buzz like a vibrator, and to move in slow, side to side
motions!

She chuckled at my startled reaction, then
got up and moved behind me, gathering in my hair, she braided it
behind me, as the two dildos worked up to speed, pushing deeper and
deeper into my belly, and as she braided my hair she wound some
kind of leather cord into the braid, then drew my head up and
back.

My head was forced straight back so I was
staring up above me.

Did I mention the fourth arm? This one was
attached to the back of the chair, and went straight up above. But
now she reached for it and it turned out the top half was on an arm
so it could turn and be guided straight down. And there was another
very realistic looking dildo on it!

I moaned as she guided the head into my
mouth, then made some adjustments to the machine. My hair was tied
back firmly so I couldn't really move. My arms were pulled down and
my legs strapped into place. I was completely helpless, and now the
dildo was about three inches deep in my mouth, preventing me from
speaking.

“I'm going to leave you here for the day,”
she said, shocking me. I rolled my eyes up at her and she grinned,
making me unsure of how serious she'd been.

She put a blindfold over my eyes, then, and
headphones over my ears. I began to hear the sound of gasping and
moaning pleasure, female pleasure, cries of joy and moans of heated
passion.

This was fucking crazy!

I didn't know if Sam was still there or not!
She might have gone for all I knew, and all I could do was …
nothing! I couldn't see or hear or move or talk! The dildos moved
deeper, the vibrator rubbed against my clitoris, and the dark
thrill I had been feeling since walking down the stairs with her
grew more and more intense.

The vibrator in my mouth barely moved, just
sat there filling my mouth, the head dangerously close to going too
deep, but not there yet. I moaned around it as the other two dildos
moved faster, having worked their way deep into my body by
then.

My body began to react, to respond to it
all, and I felt the sexual heat growing, felt the sexual pressure
filling my body and mind. The dildos were thrusting into me,
particularly the one in my pussy, faster and faster as my body
began to tremble helplessly.

Then the dildo in my mouth abruptly began to
move. It slid forward and I gurgled helplessly as it pushed into my
throat and slid down, down, down! It was a very long dildo, and I
couldn't do anything but lay there as, like the other ones, it
moved like the machine it was!

It slid deep, paused, then drew slowly back
out, sliding up my aching throat until the head popped out once
more. It never retreated much beyond that, though. It remained
inside my mouth, largely filling it, as the other dildos pumped in
and out, now with a varying rhythm.

They moved faster, then slower. They thrust
deep, then gave a serious of fast, short strokes, then slid slowly
back almost all the way out, before thrusting in furiously, like
spears, like daggers! Then they'd give several long, determined
thrusts before returning to a steady in and out stroke.

The vibrator mostly stayed in the same spot
but moved a little from side to side, and sometimes up and down.
The one in my mouth stayed three, except that every minute or so it
would plunge down my throat, slowly but firmly, halt, then slowly
slide back out.

I came, trembling and shaking against the
straps restraining me, gurgling and gasping around the dildo, which
had picked that moment to drive deep into my throat and stay there.
My head throbbed powerfully, threatening to explode with the
massive release of sexual pressure!

The dildo in my pussy pumped especially fast and hard, and I shook
violently as the orgasm tore through me for long, long seconds.

I was dazed and light-headed by the time the
dildo slid back out of my throat and let me breath again! The other
dildos seemed to slow down for a time, and the vibrator pulled back
entirely. There must be someone there, I thought dazedly.

After a brief respite, the dildos picked up
speed, then the vibrator pushed forward against me once more,
rolling and grinding against my clitoris as it buzzed powerfully.
The dildo in my mouth pushed down into my throat once again, then
retreated, letting me breath.

It's... difficult to give a good account of
what it felt like, especially since I quickly lost track of time.
The machine would, I came to realize, pick up speed as I approached
orgasm. How it knew this, I had no idea. When the orgasm hit the
dildo in my pussy and the one in my butt would both pump especially
hard, and the one in my mouth would slide into my throat and stay
there.

Every orgasm, and there were many, was thus
a breathless pounding eruption of sensation in my head that made my
body thrash and twist and strain and shake through convulsions and
muscle spasms. I had no idea how many orgasms there were
either.

A lot.

My mind began to sort of melt away. I had no
input but sex, but sensation. I lost myself to that sensation, and
that made it more intense, made the orgasms come faster and stay
longer. After a time, the dildo which pushed down my throat began
to actually pump in and out, if not as fast as the one in my
pussy.

After a while I only noticed it because I
couldn't breath while it was there. But the odd thing was that
after a while I was able to breath, after a fashion. It wasn't
easy, but I was able to suck in a bit of air even as the thing was
pumping in and out of my throat.

Orgasms paraded through my mind and across
my body again and again, my insides aching fiercely from all the
muscle spasms, so that I tried to beg whoever was there to stop,
beg them to let me recover, because I couldn't take any more! But I
couldn't speak, of course, nor resist, and if anyone heard, they
didn't respond.

The orgasms went on, as I got progressively
more exhausted. I was sweating and dazed, my body flaring and
pulsing with energy as the dildos plunged in and out, much faster
now than at the start. And finally, at some point, it all just
faded to black and I lost consciousness.

I woke up in a cage. It wasn't a dog cage,
but a sort of gigantic bird cage sitting in the middle of the
floor. I wasn't in the basement any more, because the room, though
small, had a window, and carpet on the floor. The window was
obviously a dormer window, like those in the attic, so I knew where
I was, at least, generally.

I was as sore as I've ever been – almost
everywhere. I had no bruises I could find, but it felt like I'd
done a triathlon. I was just bone tired all over.

I was laying on my back on a very, very soft
cushiony bottom, naked of course. I could feel the collar around my
throat, though it felt different somehow. There were restraints
around my wrists, and I raised them slowly, peering at them.

They were metal, not leather. Each of them
was about two inches or so wide, made of some sort of stainless
steel, and had as their only adornment, a ring set on one side, and
a clip on the other. I reached up to my neck and felt the collar
there. It felt similar. There were also metal restraints on my
ankles.

None of them were locked together or
anything, so they were more like jewelry than restraints, but then
again, I was locked in a freaking cage! The cage was wide and long
enough for me to lay on my back, with my head next to the bars, but
I had to bend my knees, and kind of spread them apart, knees bent
to touch the sides. Even at that my feet were touching the other
end.

I groaned weakly as I slowly sat up, sore
all over. The first thing I noticed was the short dildo sticking
through the bars. It was attached to a clear plastic hose which
came from a bottle attached to the outside of the bars. I stared at
it for a bit, then realized it was supposed to be like those water
things hamsters could drink from if you had a cage...

Fucking weird, was my thought. Fucking
perverts, was my second thought. My throat is really sore and dry,
was my third.

I grunted and eased forward onto my hands
and knees, then brought my lips up around the dildo and sucked.
Sure enough, the water flowed down into my mouth and I swallowed
slowly. My throat felt very sore!

So did my nipples, come to think of it, and
I eased back and looked down as I felt something strange there,
something pulling at them. I stared in some astonishment, reaching
up to touch the stainless steel rings piercing my nipples.

Holy shit! These bitches were crazy!

I was surprised my nipples didn't ache more,
and then felt a little sense of awe. I mean, getting your nipples
pierced was kind of... sexy! I hadn't ever done it, but then that
was the sort of things other sorts of girls did, you know, party
girls. I hadn't been one until recently, hadn't thought of myself
as one, and actually, still didn't.

I hurt between the legs, too, more than my
nipples, and sat back gingerly to find that, yes, there was a ring
there too! Wow! Who the fuck had done this!? I mean, I wasn't
wholly displeased. I'd heard that getting your clit pierced would
make it more sensitive. But I'd never have dared to do it myself! I
would have assumed it would have hurt like hell!

It throbbed now, and I winced as I touched
the little ring, then gingerly eased forward to suck more water
from the dildo, from the bottle, I mean, though it meant sucking
the dildo thing the water fed through.

This was sick, I thought. And I meant that
in both senses. It was depraved and it was... darkly exciting! I
was in a fucking cage with a metal collar around my throat and
they'd pierced my nipples and clit! Holy shit! Holy fuck! Wow!

I wasn't afraid, I should add. I mean, I
didn't worry that Samantha or Melissa would do anything seriously
to harm me or even against my will. I mean, if I demanded they
stop, they would. At least, I was fairly sure of that. This being
in a cage and all just awed me.

I sucked more water. It eased my throat, and
then I sat back, my back against one side of the rounded birdcage,
my feet flat on the cushion underneath, knees spread wide. I
gingerly touched the ring between my legs. It wasn't actually
through my clit, but just behind, through the clitoral hood.

My throat was sore, btw, not just from that
dildo thing which pumped in and out, but from screaming. I had
never really screamed so loudly before, and was more than a bit
shell-shocked by what had happened to me with that damn machine.
Who would even build such a machine!?

I was still twitchy with the memories. And
finding myself collared and shackled in a cage did nothing to push
me back from that dark, wicked fantasy the girls had involved me
in. I wondered, though, what they intended to do next. I was a bit
wary about that, and about whether the rest of the sisters would
find out and I'd have this reputation for being a kinky slut.

Mind you, it was clear that Samantha, Kiera,
Melissa and Briana were all kinky sluts, and they were seniors.

I sat there exploring the collar and
shackles, which I couldn't find a way to remove, the rings, and my
own body, as well as the cage, which had a door that was locked.
Locked naked in a cage! Fucking weird!

Good thing my parents couldn't see me now!
Or my friends! Or any of the people in my classes, for that
matter!

When the door opened it was Kiera who came
through, along with Brianna. I flushed, not being altogether
comfortable with either of them, especially Brianna, who I hardly
knew!

Well, not to mention I was fucking naked in
a cage! And they were dressed normally, you know, like normal,
ordinary people? Like, not in fucking collars and stuff!

“So here's the rules for your little test,
slave girl,” Brianna said.

Test? The word startled me, and made me wary
again.

“It's a test on discipline and obedience,”
she said. “So to begin with, you have to do as you're told.”

I felt the ever present butterflies in my
stomach swirling faster at that.

“And the first order is you don't talk
unless given permission. Is that understood? Nod your head, don't
speak.”

I nodded my head uneasily. Not talking. That
wasn't too hard, and in fact, I wasn't at all sure what to say,
given I was embarrassed and self-conscious about this all. I
watched Kiera squat down and unlock the door, then slide it
open.

“You will crawl out onto the floor, and
remain on your hands and knees, slave girl,” Brianna said.

I crawled through the narrow door, my hips
scraping lightly against the sides, anxious, wary, self-conscious,
but starting to feel a thrumming sense of sexual electricity. I
wondered how long I'd slept – or been unconscious. I wanted to ask
about the rings, who had put them in and when...

“Crawl. Crawl like a cat, slave girl,” Kiera
ordered.

I flushed a bit more, but, remembering my
initial interview, crawled slowly across the floor as they watched,
more and more self-conscious the further I crawled. I turned at the
wall, and crawled slowly back.

“She's not crawling very gracefully,” Kiera
said.

“No, but it's early times..”

“So?”

“Keep your head up as you crawl, slave,”
Brianna said, indicating I should crawl to the wall again.

I did so, blushing with the knowledge they
were watching me so closely from behind. My nipples throbbed as my
breasts jiggled as I crawled.

“Leash her,” Brianna said.

I blinked in surprise as Kiera took a leash
out of her pocket, then bent and clipped it to the ring in the back
of the collar.

“Now, heel, slave bitch,” she ordered,
jerking taut on the chain.

I blinked and jerked, off balance, then, as
she started to walk forward, was kind of forced to crawl forward at
her heels.

“Remember to keep your head up and back
straight, slave.”

Hiss.. whip!

I gasped at the thin sharp blow across my
bottom, my head jerking around to see Brianna holding a small whip.
Then I was jerked forward by Kiera pulling on the leash.

Shit!

I crawled more anxiously by Kiera's side as
she walked to the wall, then turned and walked back, still holding
the leash tautly. She led me back across the room to the far wall,
then back again, stopping in front of Brianna.

“I want you to lower your chest to the floor
and stretch your arms straight out together before you, slave
girl,” Brianna said.

I moved to obey, but slowly, and got another
little stinging blow across the bottom from the whip.

“Move quickly, slave,” she ordered.

I felt the cool wood of the floor against my
breasts as they pillowed out beneath me, and stretched my arms
forward.

“Keep that pretty bottom high, slave girl,”
Kiera ordered.

Hiss... whip!

I winced, raising my bottom high.

“Tuck in your belly, slave,” she barked.

I wriggled on the floor, drawing my belly in
closer to my thighs.

“Spread your knees to the sides, slave.”

I obeyed, flushing a bit more now, given the
obscene and degrading nature of the pose, and the sexual thrumming
grew more intense within me, especially when Kiera knelt behind me
and I felt her hand sliding over my bottom.

I felt her finger at my wrinkled pack
passage, and gulped, but didn't move, as it slid in a bit, then
twisted from side to side, slippery with something. It pulled back,
and then something thicker slid into me, thicker and thicker and
then very thin, like nothing.

But... something hung down from it,
something soft which pressed against my sex and hung down along my
inner thighs. I started to turn my head to see and got another
snapping bite from the whip across my bottom.

“Face forward, slave!”

“Good color. It matches her hair,” Kiera
said.

Then fingers were caressing my labia before
slowly pushing through into the mouth of my sex. I felt my heart
beating faster as they pumped slowly in and out, also slick with
something, some kind of lube. The fingers drew back and I was not
surprised when I was penetrated once more by something thick. It
stretched the lips of my sex as it slid through, inch after inch,
until I felt the palm of her hand pressing against my sex as the
last inch went into me.

It felt thick and long, a strangely erotic
and yet comforting presence filling me up, and making my body thrum
even more intensely with sexual hunger.

Then I gurgled at a sharp pull to the leash
as I was raised up onto all fours, to crawl back and forth once
more. This time I could feel something brushing and swinging back
against me, against my inner thighs in back as I crawled – like a
tail!

“Stop. Assume your former position, chest
against the floor, arms outstretched, belly tucked in, bottom high,
knees spread...”

I obeyed, flushed with heat at the position,
which now seemed even lewder. A moment later Kiera knelt behind me,
and I gasped aloud as I felt the vibrator pressed against my sore
clitoris. I moaned and my fingers drew in to the palms of my hands
as a strange mix of throbbing, vibrating, aching heat began to
build within my lower belly.

My clitoris ached, or rather, the ring hurt
where it pierced me, but the vibrator still had an instant effect
on my body, which was soon sending a raw flood of sensation up into
my mind to set it to swirling and rolling with dark pleasure.

She pumped the dildo in and out a few times,
too, then shoved it in hard and deep and took the vibrator away,
jerking on the leash to pull me onto all fours once again, for more
crawling back and forth. The thing dangling from behind was
brushing silkily across my sex as I moved, adding to the sexual
tension building up within me by this whole perverted scene.

“Stop. Face down again. Assume the
position.”

I did so, heart beating rapidly, and gasped
as the vibrator came on again and was grinding back and forth
against my clitoris! My hips began to jerk, to spasm, and I longed
to reach back and grab the vibrator myself!

But instead the vibrator pulled back and I
was yanked up by the collar, as Brianna took over walking me, back
and forth, snapping the little switch across my bottom if I wasn't
'graceful.'

“Stop. Assume the position, but this time, I
want your arms underneath you, your hands back between your
thighs.”

I grunted as I adjusted my position, still
thrumming with heat and arousal, still self-conscious, my hands
thrust down between my legs as far as I could. I moaned softly as
the vibrator clicked on and was held against my clitoris. Then I
felt a hand on my left hand, raising it upward until I felt the
vibrator.

She placed my fingers around the vibrator
and I held it there, flushing even more as my other hand was raised
up and my fingers were rubbed up and down along my sex.

“Grip the base of the dildo, slave,” Brianna
ordered.

It was almost flush with my body, but I let
my fingers squirm in a bit and gripped it.

“Pull it out slowly.”

Heart pounding, I obeyed, sliding the thing
slowly out of me as I rubbed the vibrator back and forth against my
aching clitoris.

“Now push it back in.”

I moaned, thrusting the dildo deep once
more.

“Pump it in and out, slave. Masturbate for
us,” Brianna ordered.

I moaned and obeyed, darkly enthralled by
now, body and mind gripped by a sexual hunger which allowed for few
inhibitions.

'You are not to have an orgasm without
permission, slave girl,” Brianna ordered. “If you feel like you
might be close to one you must beg for permission to have an
orgasm. Do you understand, slave?”

Hiss.... whip!

“Ow!”

“Answer, slave girl.”

'Y-Yes!” I gasped.

Hiss... whip!

“Say mistress,” she said.

“Yes, mistress!” I gasped.

I moaned, a part of me cringing at how
outrageous this was, the rest of me burning because of it. I thrust
the dildo in and out as I ground the vibrator across my clitoris
and the wild turmoil inside me became more and more intense and
powerful as I ground my chest down onto my breasts to make them
burn too!

The heat built up and I knew an orgasm was
fast approaching. I wanted to deny it, to fight it off, but it was
too damned attractive. I couldn't resist!

“Please may I have an orgasm, mistress!” I
moaned.

Hiss... whiip!

“You're not begging hard enough, slave
girl.”

“Please may I have an orgasm, mistress!” I
exclaimed.

Hiss... whiip!

“Still not begging enough.

I moaned, gripped by a wild and growing
turmoil. I was close to coming! But what if I came even without
permission!? I was willing to bet I'd get a strapping then!

“Please may I have an orgasm, mistress!” I
gasped.

Hiss... whiip!

“No.”

Fingers thrust the dildo firmly back inside
me and took the vibrator from my hand, then the jerk on the leash
forced me back up onto all fours.

“Crawl, slave girl.”

Moaning, panting for breath, I obeyed,
crawling back and forth beside Brianna as she tugged firmly on the
leash.

The sexual heat eased down, but was still a
heady thing as she had me stop, then assume the previous position
and start masturbating once more. I did do, gasping, hands starting
to tremble because of the force of the heat gripping me.

“Please may I come, mistress!?” I
gasped.

Hiss... whiip!

“No.”
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Again I had to crawl, gasping and trembling
back and forth, then they opened the door and Brianna led me out
into the hall!

We were on the top floor, as I'd suspected.
I had never been up here before. And crawled very nervously as
Brianna tugged on the leash to keep it taut.

Hiss.. whiip!

I gasped at the blow across my bottom and
scurried ahead.

“Keep that bottom high, slave,” Kiera said
from behind.

We entered another room, this one set up as
a kind of living room, with sofa and chairs, and I blushed hotly to
see Samantha and Melissa sitting there sipping drinks! But I had no
choice but to crawl in and keep crawling as Brianna walked me back
and forth across the floor.

“She'll learn to crawl better with time,”
she said, handing the leash to Samantha.

Samantha grinned down at me, then had me
crawl to the wall and back, holding the leash taut.

“Face down,” she ordered. “You know the
position.”

I gulped, heart pounding, as I pressed my
breasts against the floor and stretched my arms forward. My nipples
ached, but my pussy was throbbing hotly as Samantha moved behind me
and I felt her fingers against me.

Then the vibrator came on and I closed my
eyes, shuddering a bit as she played it back and forth across my
clitoris.

“Are you my slave girl?” she asked.

I said nothing, as her hand caressed my
buttocks.

Crack! She slapped my ass
sharply.

“Answer me.”

“Yes, mistress!” I gasped.

“Say it then.”

“I'm your slave girl, mistress!” I moaned,
blushing hotly.

She handed the leash to Melissa, who tugged
on it to get me back on all fours, then had me crawl at her heels
to the wall, then back again.

God, this was sick! But I was so hot!

She led me back to the sofa, where Melissa
was sitting, and I gasped for while she was fully dressed, Melissa
had donned one of those strap things, with a big dildo sticking up
from her groin! As I watched, I felt Samantha's fingers at my sex,
and felt her gripping the dildo there and sliding it out of my
body.

“I want you to crawl up onto sister Melissa,
straddle her, and sink that hot little pussy of yours down onto her
big cock,” Samantha ordered.

My face got hotter, but my pussy was hotter,
too! I crawled up between her legs, then up onto the sofa,
straddling her. I reached down but got my hand slapped. Instead my
wrists were pulled back behind my back, and the metal restraints
were clipped together.

Melissa rubbed the head of the cock back and
forth along my moist, throbbing, swollen, burning opening, and I
moaned as the head pushed into me.

“Ride my hard cock, slave slut,” she said in
a teasing voice.

I moaned as I sank slowly down onto it. It
was both thicker and longer than the other one, and it felt
glorious pushing up into my burning, throbbing pussy! I sank down
all the way, gasping as she slid an arm around me and kneaded my
buttocks, then began to suck and chew and lick at my breasts!

“Ride her cock, slave girl,” Kiera
ordered.

I ground myself against her instead,
reveling in the pleasure, then gasped as someone gripped my hair
and jerked my head up and back. They pulled upward, forcing me up,
then reversed their grip and I slid back down the cock inside
me.

“Ride that cock, slave” they all
ordered.

So I did, moaning helplessly as I began to
ride up and down on Melissa's 'cock' while she kneaded my breasts
and sucked and chewed at the nipples!

“Remember, slave, no orgasms without
permission!” Brianna said sternly.

“Please may I come, mistress!?” I gasped
breathlessly.

“No, you don't deserve to come yet.”

I moaned helplessly, having to ride up and
down on the dildo which kept stoking the flames hotter within me,
but anxious about climaxing.

I was yanked off her lap before it became
impossible to resist, and made to crawl back and forth on the
leash, then led back to where Brianna sat. she too had a big dildo
sticking out from between her lips, but this time I was ordered to
suck her 'cock' instead.

My throat was sore, but I was too aroused to
really care that much about that. I licked at it, then took it into
my mouth, sucking it, bobbing my lips up and down, then sliding all
the way down its length with barely a gurgle.

I gasped for breath as I rose up once
more.

“Now ride that cock, slave.”

Moaning, I climbed up and straddled her,
then sank down onto the new dildo, gasping helplessly.

“Please may I come, mistress!?” I
begged.

“Not yet.”

I groaned, riding up and down my body burned
with a fiery need!

Then they pulled me off once more and made
me crawl at Kiera's side to the far wall, turn, and crawl back. We
turned again, heading back to the wall, then stopped as I assumed
the position, this time with my hands back between my thighs again,
rubbing my clit with my fingers as I pumped the dildo they'd
inserted into me again.

“Please may I come, mistress!?” I gasped
dazedly.

“Not yet, slave.”

She jerked me to my knees and I crawled to
the wall, then turned to crawl back.

Only now there was a guy sitting there on
the sofa! And he didn't need a strap-on! His cock was stiff and
thick and thrusting up out of his pants as he stared hungrily at
me!

I jerked to a halt in horror, but she jerked
on the leash, forcing me to crawl forward, which also forced my
hands down in front of me instead of jerking back to try to cover
my naked body!

Of course, she led me right up to the guy!
He was about our age, with short, tousled blonde hair and a
grinning, handsome face with nice teeth. I was horrifically
embarrassed! And yet, even so, I was still burning with heat.

“Suck his cock, slave!” Kiera ordered.

His cock looked awfully, awfully attractive
just then, and the thought of sucking a real cock on a real guy was
sending a jagged series of sexual shocks through my body!
Helplessly, I eased forward, and Kiera handed him the leash to pull
me in closer!

I moaned, licking at his cock, face hot with
heat, then quickly taking it into my mouth and bobbing up and down.
I could hardly believe I was doing this, but a sexual fever had
hold of my mind, and I moaned helplessly as I took his cock deep
into my throat.

I stayed low, moaning, then slid slowly up,
feeling the long, slick length of him sliding out of my throat with
a dazed gasp.

“Now ride that cock, slut!” Kiera
ordered.

He pulled on the leash and I had to crawl
upward into his lap, straddling him, moaning with uncertainty,
embarrassment and heat as he guided his stiff cock to my entrance.
But as soon as I felt it I slid down with a burbling, moaning,
helpless groan of passion and pleasure!

I began to ride him quickly, feverishly, my
blood boiling with the heat of it, my insides throbbing and flaring
with heat as he kneaded my breasts and I felt the pressure grow to
an unbearable intensity as the orgasm rushed over me.

This was too wild and intense for me to care
about punishment. I rode his stiff cock in a kind of animal heat,
crying out despite the ache, despite the pain, gripped by a dark
thrilling heat I couldn't resist!

“We didn't say you could come, you slut,”
Kiera said sternly.

She yanked me off his lap and I had to crawl
over to where Samantha had sat down, then drape myself across her
lap. My wrists were clipped together behind me, and her fingers
kneaded my buttocks briefly, then began to slap down in short,
sharp blows that stung and made my buttocks heat quickly!

“Bad little slave girl,” she said
sternly.

I, of course, had nothing to say, being out
of breath, being dazed, and besides, I wasn't allowed to talk! So I
squirmed and moaned and yelped and cried out as my bottom was
rapidly turned red and hot!

Then I had to crawl back to him and suck his
cock to make him come. He left, and I had to suck dildos again, and
ride up and down on Brianna, on Kiera, on Samantha and Melissa, who
either strapped the dildos to themselves or simply held them
between their thighs.

Then Kiera lifted her skirt and I had to
lick her to a climax while Samantha mounted me with the strap on
and rode me to another come. After that I licked Brianna while
Kiera fucked me, then Samantha while Melissa fucked me, then
Mellissa while Brianna fucked me, and then, dazed, weary, and kind
of mind-blasted, it didn't seem that shocking when Hannah turned
up.

Hannah was another of the seniors, and I
shuddered as she 'walked' me back and forth, then sat down as I
licked her pussy to a climax, too.

Then it was back into the cage, though first
there was a bowl of porridge which they set on the floor beside it.
I was allowed to eat it, but only with my lips – no using hands.
And with that inside me I was locked in the cage again. “to
rest”.

Freaking weird, but it had been a strange,
whirlwind morning of dark thrilling sex and heat and pleasure –
though also with no small amount of emotional discomfort and
embarrassment. There in the cage I could at least catch my breath
and think about what the hell was going on!

Wow, was my basic reaction as I lay back
tiredly in the cage. That had been both physically and emotionally
exhausting! My mind still squirmed at some of it, particularly the
guy! Then there was the introduction of Hannah to this weird little
perverted game.

But it was still a game, a thrilling and
very, very intense... game. And certainly the most exciting game
I'd ever played or even thought about playing!

And I saw no particular reason to try to
back out of it.

I was just starting to fidget a bit, laying
there in the cage, when the door opened, and Lynn Armstrong came
in. I gaped for a moment, then my face flushed as I tried to cover
my body as best I could. Lynn was another senior, tall and slim
with long blonde hair.

She didn't seem surprised to see me in a
cage, or to see me naked. She casually walked over to the cage,
bent and unlocked the door, then slid it open.

“Crawl out, slave girl,” she said, holding a
leash in her hand.

Blushing furiously, I slid my shoulders
through the door, and she snapped the leash to the back of my
collar as soon as it was clear of the cage, then tugged a bit to
pull it taut as I slid through the low door.

“Come on. It's time to get you cleaned up,”
she said.

“I – .”

“No talking,” she snapped.

I halted uncertainly as she tugged on the
leash, and I crawled at her heels out the door and up the hall,
then into a bathroom, my mind squirming wildly the whole time! I
mean, I didn't know Lynn that well, and certainly not well enough
to have her suddenly show up in the 'game' like this! Plus she was
fully dressed, and it's disconcerting and kind of, well, makes you
feel very low when someone else is fully dressed and you're
naked.

Especially when you're wearing a collar and
shackles and crawling on a leash she holds!

She seemed to be irritated by something, and
was, as she usually was, very firm about what she said. Lynn was a
medical student, and kind of stuck up, I had thought.

She tugged sharply on the leash, sharply
upward, pulling me to my feet, and then quickly put her hand behind
my neck and bent me over the counter.

“Spread your legs wide,” she ordered,
slapping my bottom sharply.

I gasped, but obeyed as she turned on the
faucet. She opened a cupboard and pulled out what I at first took
to be a water bag, filling it up, but then she pulled the tail –
which was what it was, of course, hanging from my ass, out and
inserted a slim plug attached to a hose instead.

“You are not to have vaginal sex again for
at least seventy two hours, do you hear me, slave girl?” she
demanded.

I was more than a little flummoxed by all
this, and half turned around even as she slapped my bottom
sharply.

“Ow!”

“Did you hear me?”

“Yes!”

Crack!

“Yes mistress,” she said.

“Yes, mistress!”

“I realize it wasn't your idea but you've
just had a genital piercing and we don't want it infected. You are
not to have vaginal sex until I give you permission. If anyone else
tries to get you to do so you tell them I ordered you not to and I
also ordered you to tell them to ask me.”

“Yes, mistress,” I gulped.

I could feel warm water flowing down into my
ass! For of course, the water bag was actually an enema bag!

“If they absolutely have to have some guy
fuck you he can do it in the ass,” she sad.

I blanched, face flaming.

“Keep your butt high,” she said, slapping it
again.

She put on a pair of plastic gloves, and
gently examined my clit piercing, then stood me up to examine my
nipples before bending me over again. She removed the gloves, then
gripped my hair, kind of raising my head up and back, raising my
breasts enough off the counter for her bare hand to slide in and
squeeze them casually.

“Very nice tits,” she said.

My belly was feeling swollen and starting to
ache, and she finally pulled the plug and had me sit on the toilet
and expel all the water. Now that was embarrassing! But her stern
glare didn't brook argument!

“Give yourself an enema every morning so
your butt will be ready for anyone to make use of,” she said.

I almost protested that I didn't do anal
sex, but of course, I did now. I mean, that first guy had fucked me
in the ass, and Kiera and the girls seemed to like shoving things
into me back there.

“Into the shower, now,” she ordered.

She let the water play over me, but then she
herself soaped me up, at first, very briskly and efficiently, but
then slower, her hands coasting gently back and forth over my
breasts, and down between my legs. I started to feel a rising
pressure and a warm heaviness down there despite myself, even
though I wasn't really feeling very sexual at all!

Or hadn't been. I was feeling more sexual
the more her fingers stroked gently across my clit and massaged my
soapy breasts!

She stopped, though, and rinsed me off, then
toweled me off and brushed my hair, before brushing an alcohol
smelling antiseptic over my piercings.

Her voice and attitude were very … pushy. I
mean, not unfriendly, but definitely insistent and confident and
not brooking argument or disagreement. So when she finished and had
me crawl back to the other room, and then lick her pussy until she
came, well, it only seemed, at least within the context of this
weird game... proper.

But then Melissa came to get me for exercise
class. This time only me and Miranda were exercising. And we were
both naked and collared. I stared at her in surprise, and she
stared at me the same way, both of us blushing even as Melissa
snapped a thin little switch across our butts and ordered us into
position.

The position was that favorite one of
theirs, with our breasts pressed against the floor, our arms
outstretched, our butts raised and legs spread. And we did it at
the same time, startling me with the very idea that I wasn't the
only one being called 'slave girl'!

Like me, Miranda had been pierced in her
nipples and pussy, and she wore identical collar and restraints,
though the restraints weren't clipped together for exercising.

The exercises were mostly like the ones we'd
done before, only done naked and in shackles, which of course, gave
them a whole other context. Standing up bent over, legs apart,
grasping your ankles, just felt different when naked.

And a final exercise was not one we'd
practiced before. There were a pair of stone benches against the
wall, and each had a big dildo stuck to the seat with a suction
cup. Melissa led us over to it (Miranda and I both on all fours)
and then had us demonstrate our oral skills, smacking our bottoms
with the stick whenever we did anything she didn't approve of.

“You bitches are going to be fellatio
queens,” she told us.

Which again confused me since, well, what
did she care!?

But we had to practice, not just our
licking, but our kissing and the way we slid our lips up and down
the shafts, then how we sucked them slowly into our mouths and then
slid down to the base, taking them down our throats.

After that came cunnilingus practice, which
meant pleasing Melissa as she dropped her track shorts and put
leashes on our collars. We weren't allowed to use our hands, so she
clipped our wrists together behind our backs, then had us take
turns licking her to successive orgasms.

“No swimming for the next few weeks by order
of doctor Andrews,” she said dryly, 'But we'll sure exercise those
pretty tongues of yours.”

Kiera came to take my leash and walk me back
to my cage, then once there had me exercise my tongue again, on her
this time, before locking me in the cage. To keep me occupied, my
schoolbooks were there, along with notebook and pencil and
pens.

Oh, and a vibrator, and a dildo.

This was so freaky!

But, well... okay. I did my homework, mostly
reading assignments, and a small writeup on a torts law case. That
left me without much to do, except examine my body again, and then
the sex toys that had been left for me.

I have to say that I was feeling very...
sexual, and so turned the vibrator on then held it gingerly to my
clit. It ached, of course, given the recent piercing, but even with
the ache I felt a breathless sense of sexual tension and pleasure
growing within me at the touch of the vibrator.

It didn't take very long to bring myself to
orgasm. And since there still wasn't much to do, well, I brought
myself to orgasm a second time. Then, after a bit of a pause, I
used the dildo, sliding it deep, pumping it in and out, then turned
on the vibrator and brought myself to another orgasm.

That kind of tired me out for a bit, so I
read my law books, figuring I'd get ahead on my reading
assignments. I didn't bother taking the dildo out, though. It felt
good inside me, and exciting. So it was there when Lynn showed up
again, with Charlotte Fitzgerald at her side. Of course, that made
me horribly embarrassed again!

But even so, all I could do was crawl out of
the cage as ordered, then perform oral sex on Charlotte as she
twisted her fingers through my hair and ground her pussy into my
mouth. When she came, the two girls put me back into the cage and
left me alone again.

God! Was the entire senior class in on this
kinky, slutty game!?
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The answer to that question turned out to
be, well, yes. By the end of that weekend not only was I addicted
to vibrators, but my jaw was sore from the constant licking! I
might add that I hardly stood upright the whole weekend! My knees
were sore!

It wasn't until Monday morning I was allowed
to wear clothes again and stand up. But that was only to leave the
sorority house. It was made clear to both Miranda and I that the
collar and shackles were the only things we were going to be
wearing around the sorority house any more. Though at least we were
allowed to walk upright most of the time.

We didn't have to wear the tails, but did
have to wear butt-plugs, though again, nobody explained why a bunch
of girls should care about that.

The week following was a wild and strange
one. Now Miranda and I were the 'sex slaves' for all the other
sisters! I can't express how self-conscious I was the first time I
had to actually walk down the main stairs and through the living
room naked but for the collar and shackles!

Of course there were girls there! And of
course they looked, and some whistled and laughed, and made obscene
jokes and comments – even though we'd all pretty much seen each
other naked at the pool before.

But it was very different inside, where
everyone was dressed but me! And the shackles and collar made my
nudity very distinctly and definitively sexual. I walked past them
very nervously, blushing, but there was no refuge in the kitchen,
where Zoe, an older girl, but not a senior, smirked and gave my
bottom a squeeze.

“Such a pretty little sex slave,” she said,
as she leered at me.

“Thank the sister for saying such a nice
thing to you, slave girl,” Kiera said.

“Thank you, sister,” I gulped.

“Nice tits, too,” she said, cupping one of
my breasts and flicking her thumb across the nipple.

“Thank you, sister,” I gulped.

Of course, me and Miranda had to do the
cooking almost all the time. But the meal was weird and very
sexual, too! For one thing, we weren't allowed to sit at the tables
any more. Instead we had to crawl from chair to chair, sit back on
our heels, and pretend to be dogs begging, then open our mouths and
lick bite sized pieces of food out of the sisters' fingers!

We weren't allowed to speak, either! It was
freaking bizarre! But you know, it was also wildly hot! Scalding,
in fact! Even though no one touched me I was feeling this
incredible sexual pressure inside me! My chest was tight, my pussy
was throbbing, and my insides were swirling as I crawled around the
table, licking food from the fingers of all the different
girls!

The only thing I had for coverage was the
butt plug, witch the flat round coin-shaped bottom pressed against
my skin over my back opening.

At the other table, Miranda was doing the
same, crawling around from chair to chair, begging for food like a
dog, and licking it from their fingers. Then some girl tossed a
piece of sausage on the floor, and Miranda licked it up. So of
course, the girls at my table started doing that, and I had to lick
food off the floor like some kind of animal!

It was humiliating and outrageous but it was
still scalding!

Then came relaxing by the pool – only not
for me and Miranda. The other girls, well, some of them, a dozen or
so, lay around the pool. Our job was to bring them snacks and
refreshments, and of course, to put suntan lotion on their
bodies.

Miranda and I were then placed on the grass
on our bellies, bottoms raised high and legs spread. The girls
hammered croquet wickets down into the grass on either side of our
wrists, arms, ankles and knees, effectively pinning us to the
ground.

Then, amid what I gathered was a lot of
general hilarity for them, they took turns fucking us with very
large dildos. Of course, they used vibrators, too, and it seemed
Miranda had become as much of an addict as I was, and we were both
soon coming like crazy!

Then Kiera got down behind me and began to
thrust her fingers into my pussy. She pushed in two, three, then
four, twisting and turning them as the others watched, commented,
laughed, gave advice and made nasty, obscene comments.

Slowly, she managed to work her thumb into
my very oiled up pussy, then, grinding the knuckles from side to
side, she slowly forced the knuckles, and then the heel of her hand
all the way through the taut, aching opening of my sex!

I had her entire hand inside me! That was
such a jolt! I was appalled but at the same time, felt a shock of
incredible excitement! Her hand slowly pushed deeper and deeper,
her wrist sliding through the straining lips of my sex!

I could hear the whir and click of many
cameras as she worked her hand in, then felt her fingers twisting
around in my belly! They slowly drew in together into a fist, then
the fist pushed deeper! My body began to shake like it was about to
explode, and then it did! God, what an orgasm! I could feel my
insides squeezing and spasming around her fist as it pumped slowly
in and out!

They brought a vibrator over to play it
against my clitoris, and Kiera pumped her fist in and out using
harder, faster strokes so that I felt like my insides were being
torn apart! I didn't care, though! I was convulsed by orgasm after
orgasm, as the other girls watched, laughed, and urged her on.

After I recovered, and Miranda did, we spent
the next hour crawling from chair to chair licking the sisters to
orgasm, and getting fingered, caressed, groped and slapped. It was
an experience which was to become fairly common over the following
couple of weeks, as life turned into an incredibly hedonistic orgy
of wild lesbian sex!

My tongue got a lot of work! And I had a LOT
of orgasms!

The other pledges weren't slaves. I gather
they didn't quite have the mentality for it. And they got to enjoy
our bodies too! It was one thing to be spanked and made to lick one
of the seniors, but kind of degrading, I thought, to have to do it
to the froshes! But that was the rule.

Since we couldn't go in the pool Melissa
expanded our exercises to include pole dancing. A couple of the
other girls were awfully good at it, and it sure did work my
muscles! Especially my arms and thighs! I was always aching and
exhausted afterward!

It was also kind of exciting, you know,
since pole dancing is associated with stripping. Oh, I know it's an
exercise all on it's own, but it was still sexy exciting. Then
again, my mind seemed to be wrapped in a continuous haze of sexual
excitement and arousal now, no matter where I was or what I
did.

The pole dancing turned into stripping and
lap dancing lessons, culminating in the grand event, which was
amateur night at a real strip club! It was way different doing it
for men, believe me! But at the same time I was so fucking turned
on that jamming my naked sex against the pole almost made me come
right on stage!

And afterward, at the sorority, was a strip
club party, with me and Miranda as the strippers. The difference
here was there was no rules about what the men could do. So both of
us wound up riding their cocks. I think I fucked about six guys
each that night!

The next day Melissa took me to a private
home just off campus and left me there with only one word of
instruction “Obey!”

The man there, who I later found out was a
senior professor, had me strip for him, then give him a lap dance
and oral sex. He spanked me for being a bad girl, then had me
assume that familiar position, chest down, bottom up, and sodomized
me.

I didn't know why I was being given to this
guy who was older than my father, but to be honest, it didn't
really matter. I was so constantly hot that sex was welcomed,
particularly sex from a man! Sex with men was something new in this
dark, thrilling game!

But it wasn't to be the last. I was often
taken to the homes and offices of department heads, deans,
professors, and even a vice president of the university, to be used
by them. Not all spanked me, but some did, and a few whipped me.
All of them enjoyed my body, and to be honest, I reveled in it
all!

It was so fucking hot! It was constant,
thrilling sex without consequences!

I still attended classes, by the way. And I
still studied. The sisters were adamant about that. That was why I
was able to put all that other stuff into a box marked “Game” and
try to sort of wall it off. I couldn't completely, of course. It
leaked into my 'regular' life at classes, for my behavior became
much more sexual.

I wore shorter, tighter skirts, and tighter
tops. And I was... well, flirty with almost everyone. I let one of
my professors bend me across his desk and fuck me just because,
well, he wanted to do it. It didn't really even occur to me to try
and dissuade him, much less refuse.

Another guy fucked me in a stairwell for
much the same reason, and a member of one of my study groups fucked
me up against the wall in the library. It wasn't that I sought this
sex, you understand. It was just that my manner was now very
flirtatious, and whenever any guy called me on it I just couldn't
seem to even think 'no', much less say it.

After my first year was done the sorority
found me a job placement clerking for a partner in a major law
firm. She was a former sorority sister, and part of my clerking
duties was to lick her to climax every lunch hour in her
office.

A lot of the rest of my duties, along with
real legal research, was being nice to certain male clients or
prospective clients, usually business clients. That involved pole
dancing, lap dancing, and a lot of sex. And I was really good at
sex by then! I was the queen of oral sex, for both men and women,
and I knew how to move my body and work my muscles while I fucked
their brains out.

I say this because while you might think I
was being used by them all I felt the opposite. I felt like they
were completely in my power every time I was there for sex. I was
able to make all those rich, powerful people gasp and moan and
collapse into shuddering orgasms!

I'm starting my second year at law school
with grand ambitions. I intend to not only do well at my legal
studies, but add in classes in erotic massage, sexual psychology,
and dancing, and become even more proficient at pole dancing. That
I wear a collar and shackles is irrelevant to my ambitions to be
really good at all these things, and while I know others might
disapprove, I dare them to tell me their college experiences were
more fun than mine, or more educational!
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