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    A loud banging noise woke the young girl up.


    “What the fuck? Laila, why the hell are you slamming doors again… at this ungodly hour?”


    Leila, her roommate, was breathing through her nose. “Sorry, I didn’t know you were here Aggie. I thought you were in class.”


    “I dropped that one. A class at 7:30? Fuck that! I need my beauty sleep.” She put on her slippers and looked at her roommate with drowsy eyes.


    “So… what is it this morning? Those skanks didn’t clean up their mess at the dorm kitchen again? Jeremy picked up your call 3 seconds late? Or maybe…”


    “I wish,” interrupted Leila. “It’s much worse. Just look at this shit!” The petite raven-haired brat reached into her bag and produced a rolled-out paper, then threw it onto Aggie’s lap.


    She picked the paper up and unrolled it. It was a poster with a stylized image of a naked woman kneeling at the feet of a man in a suit. He held her leash in his hand. The caption below the image was simple but ominous: “Soon!”


    “Those fucking misogynistic bastards! The entire campus is covered with shit like this. I tore this one up from the dorm’s front gate. The audacity!” Laila threw her bag on her bed and started to walk up and down their small dorm room. She was bright red with rage.


    The logo on the lower left corner caught Aggie’s eyes. It was a crude drawing of a fist holding an arrow. It was the menacing symbol of the newly formed Fist and Arrow party, FNA for short.


    “This isn’t that bad,” said Aggie in order to calm her roommate down. “There are a million marginal groups like these guys.”


    “That’s the problem, girl. It’s not like that anymore. These fuckers managed to unite them all. They are stronger and louder now. They have supporters everywhere. Even in the government… Perhaps in this university too. Don’t you remember what happened to those female professors last semester?”


    Of course she remembered. A few months ago, two female lecturers were taken from their homes in the campus and disappeared for a few weeks. The police had been unable to find them or the assailants.


    Eventually they had been found bound and gagged in a basement of an abandoned factory. Apparently their kidnappers had been their former students. They had been raped daily by the entire group and subjected to a form of sex slave training for weeks.
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    When they were freed, they weren’t the same anymore. The conditioning methods the kidnappers had used were extremely effective.


    One of the women had reportedly still refused to stand up and walk weeks after the rescue. She had continued to crawl around naked until a team of therapists had convinced that she wasn’t a puppy. Both were eventually forced to leave the academy because the psychological damage was too large.


    The incident had captivated the interest of the nation because of heavy media coverage. Even though she rarely watched TV, Aggie remembered it too well. She had had many sleepless nights thinking about what could have been done to these well-educated, smart women to render them so docile and subservient to men. To her embarrassment, she had had many wet dreams about it.


    Laila was still angrily pacing around, ranting about the political ascent of the FNA. Aggie wasn’t paying attention to her roommate anymore. Her eyes were fixed on the poster, on the kneeling woman and the clenched fist that held her leash.


    She involuntarily squeezed her legs together. She could feel her underwear getting a little wet.


    “Are you kidding me?” shouted Laila and grabbed the poster out of her hands.


    Aggie jumped out of her daydream and looked up with a surprised expression on her face.


    “I know that fucking look, Aggie. Don’t you tell me that you were turned on by this shit!” She crumpled the poster and lobbed it towards the trashcan under the desk. It hit the side of the can and rolled under her bed. “This isn’t that pervy porn you get off to whenever you think I’m sleeping, you sick slut! This is real! These psychos actually want to lock us up in cages. Real cages!”


    “Oh, I know,” said Aggie, putting on an embarrassed facial expression. “I wasn’t… I mean it just made me think about…”


    “Whatever,” Laila exclaimed. “Only 8 months before the elections. The polls say the male-supremacist movement might get up to 30-32 percent. Can you imagine? 32 percent! That means one of every three guys you meet thinks you are nothing but meat with three holes”


    The phrase “meat with three holes” sent chills down Aggie’s spine. Her panties got even wetter. This time Laila seemed oblivious to her predicament.


    “They are holding a big rally at Maidenfair today. They are sure to misbehave. I’m not a fan of the riot police, but I kinda hope the pigs crack some heads today.”


    Aggie wasn’t listening to Laila’s rant, but nodded automatically whenever she paused. She was now imagining herself in the middle of a Fist Party riot.
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    The non-ironically named Fisters were mostly the low-class, unemployed male citizens who blamed the female majority for their various misfortunes. Most of them propagated conspiracy theories that revolved around a secret female-supremacist cabal of scientists unleashing the Great Calamity that had decimated male populations around the globe. They were the most vicious group among male-supremacists. Whenever a few of them came together, violence ensued.


    Aggie continued to daydream about a wall of Fisters surrounding her, grabbing her, ripping off her clothes.


    It was one of her frequent sexual fantasies. After manhandling her and abusing her verbally, they would carry her into a dark alley, throw her naked body over a garbage container and violently gangrape her into oblivion. The simple thought of burly men frothing at the mouth, calling her names and raping her roughly was often enough to bring Aggie to the edge of a climax.


    She wanted to touch herself at that moment, but the petite brunette was still pacing around the room like a furious hornet.


    “I wish I could vote!” exclaimed Laila. “This equal representation shit is so stupid.”


    Aggie nodded again.


    About a decade ago, when the unexpected demographic consequences of the Calamity had started to cause unrest among the male population, the Assembly came up with a temporary solution. Since females outnumbered the males six-to-one, only a portion of females would be allowed to vote. The number of voters for each gender had to be equal. All females above the age of 18 registered for a nation-wide lottery. Only 17% of them got the right to vote.


    A month ago, Aggie and Laila were registered too, but neither made the cut.


    “Don’t worry,” said Aggie. You may not be able to vote, but half the voters are still female. These Fist guys don’t have any chance, anyway.”


    “Perhaps,” said Laila. She seemed a little calmer now. “But I’m not actually worried about those illiterate baboons. The real threat is Marteau’s Arrow movement. They don’t seem to have as many members, but I think they have infiltrated the government. They are the sneaky, dangerous ones”


    Aggie repeated her dismissive hand gesture. Laila paused for a second and mirrored Aggie’s gesture jokingly. Her posture relaxed and her reddened visage slowly returned to her usual pale color. She walked towards Aggie and sat next to her on the bed.


    “I’m sorry. I really didn’t want to wake you up. When I saw this poster… I was just so furious, you know?”


    Aggie nodded and smiled.


    “So,” continued Laila, and leaned a bit closer to her roommate. “Since you are up… Perhaps you wanna fool around a bit?”
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    Aggie turned and looked at her beautiful roommate. She raised her hand and gently brushed her raven bangs aside to reveal her ice blue eyes.
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    Laila was one of the best-looking girls Aggie had ever met in her life. She was rather petite and shorter than Aggie, but her proportions were perfect. She’d even had a couple modeling gigs at the high school.


    Her presence was a constant source of visual pleasure. She rarely wore anything more than skimpy underwear around the dormitory.


    Aggie often caught herself watching her roommate move around the room for minutes and minutes as if she were in a trance. She was sure Laila was fully aware about her friend’s infatuation with her too. She often jokingly flirted with Aggie and openly teased her. But they never actually did anything sexual together. Still a shy, prudish small-town girl, Aggie always deflected Laila’s lewd jokes with her own.


    As her slender fingers were tenderly grazing her pale soft cheeks, Laila closed her eyes and took a deep breath in a clearly provocative move to attract attention to her fully adorned chest. Aggie’s eyes inadvertently moved down to catch a glimpse of the petite brunette’s perfectly round tits. They were barely held by a flimsy tank top. Laila opened eyes and looked at Aggie with her usual inviting expression.


    “Come on. You know you want to touch them as much as I want to touch those beauties under your shirt. Come on, just reach out and grab ’em. Maybe just one for starters?” She looked down on her chest and pointed towards her left tit. “What about this one? She’s quite popular. I don’t know why, but I feel like she always gets more attention than the other.”


    “Maybe that’s because most people are right-handed and they tend to reach with…” Aggie’s usual attempt to evade Laila’s aggressive advance was cut short with a loud beep. It was a news alert on Laila’s tablet computer.


    Laila jumped up and grabbed the tablet from her study desk. Aggie should have been relieved when Laila stopped pressuring her, but to her surprise, she felt a little frustrated by this sudden interruption.


    “Sorry sweetie,” apologized Laila as she clicked on the news app. “I set up a news alert about this Fist and Arrow demonstration I mentioned. Something newsworthy must have happened.”


    “No problem,” replied Aggie with a silly smile, and pressed her legs together in an attempt to hide the wet patch on her panties.


    Laila was too distracted to notice anyway. In a few seconds, she was glued to her computer screen, doom-scrolling the news reports from the demonstrations.


    Aggie decided to use this opportunity to get ready for her next class and sneak out before Laila could start screaming all the curse words she knew in a loop. She opened her closet and scanned the many clothing items she had started to hate a day after purchasing them.


    She had always hated this… this stupid rite of picking something to wear in the mornings. Aggie was a small-town girl from the rural northlands. Growing up, she had only had several dresses back home. They had all looked similar, bleak and boring.


    All the girls in her high school had dressed similarly, as if they were in a cult of boredom. She had often fantasized about wearing something slutty and taking to the streets, but such a shameless act would be social suicide. She’d be shamed and shunned.


    Aggie clearly remembered what had happened to Jessie Winters when she had gotten a bit tipsy and had been caught urinating in the bushes. Her family had had to move out of town after months of ridicule and shaming.


    That’s why her big move to Snatchfield was such a big culture-shock for the young girl. Once she had stepped out of the train, she had entered a whole different world.


    It was a world full of people in every shape, color and temper… a fast moving, lively cultural life… Of course, Snatchfield was one of the old industrial towns that was hit hard by the Calamity and the subsequent economic depression, but its core around the university campus was still alive and kicking… At least enough to dazzle a northerner like Aggie. She had been completely enthralled by this new variety of color right from the start. If a midlands city was as exciting as this, what could have been going on in the huge metropolises on the coast?


    Her family hadn’t been crazy to hear that she was admitted to a university out here. She was a smart girl with good grades, she could have gotten in one of the big colleges on the coastline. Perhaps in Charlotteport, or even Maidenfair. But Snatchfield was the only decent school her parents had given their approval to. Anything further south was basically the corrupt realm of hell demons in their minds.


    Aggie adjusted her glasses and smiled to herself as the word demon passed through her thoughts. Demons, especially sexually aggressive ones, often visited Aggie’s wet dreams. To an outsider, she looked hopelessly repressed and prudish; but in her daydreams, she was an unabashed libertine willing to perform the filthiest sex acts imaginable.


    Often, she found herself desperately isolated in the middle of a horde of hellspawn with engorged members. They would grab her and use her body like a masturbation toy, insert their giant cocks in every hole, nook and cranny, pass her around the crowd, and throw her out when she was fully depleted and useless.


    Her spent, bruised, cum-covered body would lie there, broken, until she was rested enough to be picked up by another mindless bunch of lustful monstrosities.


    Aggie didn’t remember exactly when she had started to fantasize about being overpowered and getting shared as a sex treat by violent groups of men and monsters, but nothing else got her as hot.


    She had vanilla fantasies too. She had imagined herself with a number of boys from her hometown or her college classmates in mundane settings, but she could never reach a “satisfactory” ending with those scenarios. In order for her to enjoy it, they had to morph into brutes and monsters, and she had to feel like an object, a filthy toy, a worthless piece of meat with holes.


    Her recurring demonic gangrape fantasy was so detailed and well-developed that she had created in her mind a number of demons with unique cock shapes, rape styles, hole preferences, even background stories.


    These “elite rapists” often appeared towards the end, after she had already been passed around the crowd and fully covered in infernal cum. They would snatch her from the lesser demons, slam her into a wall, and pound her fuckholes into a hellish pulp. Only then could the real world Aggie climax and reach heaven.
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    Such fantasies drove Aggie insane with lust. But they almost always came with unbearable shame, leaving her frustrated and confused for the rest of the day. Rationally, she didn’t understand why seeking pleasure should embarrass her so profoundly, but it was how she was raised. Her many attempts to break these deep-rooted mental chains by sheer will and logic had always failed miserably.


    She could never talk about her fantasies with anybody, of course. Talking to family and friends back home was out of the question. The few close friends she could confide in in Snatchfield were all vanilla girls, who would certainly be appalled by the depths of filth in Aggie’s daydreams.


    She had been very excited once, when her bratty roommate Laila had mentioned how her on-again-off-again boyfriend Jeremy had given her a couple spanks on the bum. But the story had ended with Jeremy apologizing for the unexpected roughness, which had deeply frustrated Aggie. Not just because the story had been as boring as a Sunday outing back in her hometown, but because it had destroyed her faint hope of finding a kindred perverted spirit in her roommate.


    During her time in Snatchfield, Aggie had eventually realized that her fantasies were not that unique and rare. She had heard about kinky clubs and an entire subculture that revolved around power exchange, but she was unable to find the courage to seek them out. She didn’t know how, even she dared to. She was desperately curious, but shackled by fear and shame. If only there was someone to hold her hand and guide her. She always felt timid and indecisive, even when she was facing the simplest of choices. Like the one before her right now: Choosing an outfit to wear for the day.


    “Fuck you, you fucks!”


    Laila’s angry rant was starting earlier than she had expected, so Aggie quickly grabbed the red turtleneck and the long gray skirt, the combo she wore at least three-four times a week. It was almost like a uniform at this point. She liked the simplicity and safety of it. It wasn’t too slutty or too prudish. It was just… fine.


    She ran out of the dorm and headed towards the sociology building. Her favorite class was next.
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    It was a sunny day. Most of the students were on the quad, studying, chatting, having a good time. Most of them were female, even with the strict gender-equality quotas in place. All men were entitled to a higher education in the country, and only an equal number of females could be admitted to colleges.


    With the imbalanced population with excess females, the government was implementing such restrictive quotas almost everywhere, and it was leaving most females disenfranchised and under-qualified despite their numerical superiority.


    Laila could talk anybody’s ears off about the quotas.


    The government was of course dominated by the rich mercantilist class that had controlled Pussiana for centuries. The ruling class was still more or less a men’s club, having somehow resisted the huge transformative effects of the Calamity for decades.


    There were a number of conspiracy theories about that too. Unlike the “Fister” bunch who blamed a secret female-scientist cabal, many others believed that the super-rich had somehow caused the Calamity, either deliberately or by accident. The survival of many prominent male industrialists and the high number of male births in their families had created rumors about a secret “cure” only available to the rich.


    Aggie hated the quotas as much as the next woman, but she understood the pressure the government was under. The Calamity, since it had first started to wreak havoc along the food chain decades ago, had caused unprecedented changes around the globe, destroying seemingly invulnerable regimes, authoritarian and democratic alike. None had been prepared or capable enough to handle the chaos. No government had been safe against the swift social changes that had followed.


    Many of them had collapsed and fallen into pieces, some had huddled together in uneasy, haphazard alliances…


    All had had to transform to survive by making hard choices like this one. The uneasy multi-party coalition that had ruled Pussiana for the last several years tried to use the gender quota system as a temporary safety gauge for volatile social pressures.


    Of course, when they tried to appease all political groups, they ended up pleasing none. And now, so close to the elections, marginal groups had started to gain unprecedentedly huge followings, which had led the government to make even more mistakes.


    Aggie managed to cross the lawn after a long zig-zagging through a bunch of scantily clad girls sunbathing. They were all very beautiful and well-endowed girls, and none seemed too shy to hide what they got.


    Aggie remembered the first time she had stepped in the university campus and come across such scenes. It had been like landing on an alien planet for the prudish northerner. She was glad that her parents had no idea what a university campus looked like. If they did, they would come and drag her out of this wretched hive of immorality and wickedness.


    “You like to watch too, eh? I can’t blame you.” A familiar male voice startled the oblivious brunette. Jeremy, Laila’s “intermittent” boyfriend, was standing right behind her, grinning mischievously.


    “Oh… Hey J-jeremy,” she stammered like a little kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar.


    “I know, they are all very beautiful. And numerous!” He winked to Aggie as she cleared the final meters of the field of boobs and butts. “You know, the male population is dwindling because of this mysterious shit, but I always look at the bright side. Because of it, the pool of possible mates is five times bigger for each of us. Ah-ah-ah!”


    “Six,” Aggie corrected without hesitation.


    Jeremy smiled. “Oh yeah, six. Even more woman can turn me down this way.”


    “Are you going around propositioning women? Oh no, you didn’t break up with Leila again, did you?”


    “No, why? Did she say something?” asked Jeremy with a momentarily genuine concern in his face.


    “I don’t know. She is a bit worked up this morning,” replied Aggie and started to walk towards the social sciences building.


    “Hey, wait up!” Jeremy caught up with her immediately and began walking with her. “You are always evading me. Do I annoy you or something?”


    Aggie nervously shook her head and continued walking. “No, it’s just… I’m late to class.” She was lying, of course. She had ample time since she had rushed out of the dorm early.


    Jeremy didn’t seem to be discouraged by her reluctance to continue the conversation. Actually, Aggie always tried to avoid interacting with him because she found him very attractive. The fact that he was her roommate’s boyfriend made this forbidden attraction especially problematic. To make matters worse, Jeremy had an annoying habit of popping up at their dorm often, barging in without warning, often catching the shy small-town girl in her skimpy house clothes.


    They arrived at the gate. Aggie noticed a Fist and Arrow poster at the door and stopped for a moment. It was the same one Laila had showed her, with the leashed naked woman kneeling at the feet of a man.


    “Soon?” read Jeremy, noticing the same poster. “Kinky, eh?”


    The utterance of the word kinky made Aggie throw a surprised glance at Jeremy. She wanted to say something but stopped herself before a sound left her mouth. She swallowed and groaned to express disapproval.


    “These fisters are basically meat-headed cavemen, but I like their ridiculous propaganda posters. Yesterday I saw one showing a cartoon of the vice president with her big butt out, ready to be spanked. Now, that incompetent woman actually needs a good spanking. Her approval rating is down to single digits, even among women.”


    Aggie frowned and started to walk again.


    “I know why you always avoid me,” said Jeremy as he entered the building behind her. “You know what we should do? Have a threesome. That would release the tension.”


    Aggie gave him an angry look and continued walking.


    “Oh, come on!” laughed Jeremy as he followed the brunette. “Everyone is doing it. How else could a few guys keep an entire country of women satisfied? We all have to do our part. I know it’s hard work, but I’m willing to make that sacrifice to fulfill my duty and make my fellow countrymen… countrywomen… happy.”


    He chuckled to himself. “What is the correct term I’m looking for? Pussied citizens? Oh-oh-oh! Cumpatriots!”


    Aggie stopped and turned to Jeremy with the angriest face she could fake. “Please stop making these lewd jokes around me. I’m not one of those big city floozies you are used to hang out with.”


    The harshest voice she could muster seemed to have no effect on Jeremy. He retained his mischievous expression, and even had a dismissive chuckle when she finished her half-hearted rant.


    In reality, she wasn’t angered or offended by his inappropriate jokes at all. She was used to them. Perhaps she even liked them, but she felt like the proper reaction was expressing indignation. That’s what her parents would like her to do.


    “What class is this?” asked Jeremy without even acknowledging her bogus frowny face.


    “Social Transformation in the Post-Calamity World. Why?”


    “Social Tra- Wait, Isn’t this the one with that gorgeous instructor, the one with the big…”


    Aggie let out a sigh of desperation. “Yes. Dr. Lagno.”


    “That’s the one. Go on then, I’m coming with you.”


    Aggie raised her eyebrows. “You’re coming with me? Are you going to take this course? You are an engineering student.”


    “Why not? I can audit it. I’m interested in social transportation of claimant worlds. And I like big bouncy boobs.”


    Aggie let out another sigh of exasperation and turned around to enter the big auditorium.


    Professor Lagno’s class was quite popular, not just because she was one of the most beautiful women you could see, but she was also a celebrity. As a well-respected scholar and activist, she often appeared on national TV. Her books were all best-sellers, and her regular articles and opinion pieces always instigated thought-provoking nation-wide discussions.


    She also had big, bouncy boobs.


    The huge auditorium was only half-full since it was still too early. Aggie paused for a moment two steps into the hall. She wanted to get rid of Jeremy, so she decided to pick a seat at the very back. She assumed Jeremy would go down and sit at the front to have a better view of the “big bouncies.” Unfortunately, Jeremy obliviously followed her to her seat and sat next to her.


    “Why are sitting with me? I thought you were interested in the”visual aids”, not the lecture itself.”


    Jeremy laughed and leaned back. “Naah! This is fine. I’ll keep you company.”


    Aggie expressed her frustration with a groan and opened her laptop.


    The wait was awkward. As Aggie reviewed her notes, Jeremy busied himself people watching, occasionally commenting on the physical attractiveness of female arriving students. Aggie tried to ignore his playful misogyny.


    At exactly 9 o’clock Dr. Lagno arrived with her teaching assistant and greeted the big crowd that had gathered in the largest auditorium of the building. She was always punctual. She also had strict rules. No student could enter the hall after her, and no one could leave before the lecture’s end without getting an embarrassing scolding from professor boobs.


    As she started to do a brief recap of the last lecture per usual, Aggie started to consider if she should move to a closer seat. She was now regretting her decision to sit this far from the lecturer.


    She was, with the exception of Jeremy, all alone at the back in the darkest corner of the lecture hall. She wanted to approach the center, but she was scared of drawing the ire of the professor. After witnessing her treatment of latecomers last week, she wasn’t sure how the professor would react to the commotion she might cause. After a short deliberation she decided to stay put until the break.


    “You aren’t taking any notes,” commented Jeremy. “Or are you one of those freaks with super-memory?”


    “I wrote this stuff down already,” replied Aggie with a slightly irritated voice. “This is the summary of last week’s class. She always recaps the previous lecture in the first 20 minutes.”


    “Good,” replied Jeremy. “You won’t need these, then.”


    Aggie felt a cold touch of a metal object on her left wrist. Before she could react, Jeremy had pulled her arms back and joined them behind her. Then she heard a click sound.


    “What are you… What the fuck!” she whispered angrily.


    When he finally let her wrist go, she tried to slap him away. But she couldn’t raise her hand at all. Her eyes widened as she suddenly realized that her wrists were handcuffed to the metal bar of the stall behind her.


    “What is… What is this? Jeremy, are you mad? What are you doing?”


    “Relax,” replied Jeremy and put his hand on her left thigh. “You are making so much noise. You’ll attract too much attention if you keep struggling like that.”


    Aggie realized that the handcuffs were indeed causing an unpleasant screech on the metal bar of the stall. She immediately froze and looked around with wide, fearful eyes. Nobody seemed to notice what had happened. The closest student was two stalls away from her, and she seemed to be dosing off.


    “You can’t break free like that anyway.” Said Jeremy, calmly. “Do you like them? I bought them to use on Laila. You know, to see if she’d be into something like that? Do you think she’d go for it?”


    Aggie took a deep breath and tried to stay calm. “I don’t care. I don’t want to know about the details of your private sexual adventures. And I don’t find this type of thing funny. Now, would you please come to your senses and take these off? Pretty please?”


    “Okay-okay!” Jeremy whispered. “I was just messing with you. You know, just to pass the time.” He turned and pointed to the professor with his nose. “She doesn’t seem to be walking around much. Not enough bounciness. I’m a bit bored.”


    “I understand,” said Aggie, trying her hardest to keep her cool. “But this isn’t funny. Please… you can’t…”


    Jeremy waved his hand to stop her, and reached for the handcuff to remove it. He held the cuff around Aggie’s left wrist and hesitated for a moment. “Although…”


    Aggie anxiously turned to Jeremy.


    “I remember Laila mentioning how you liked this kinky stuff. She caught you watching bondage porn, she tells me. Is that true?”


    Aggie’s eyes widened with terror and shame. How could Laila share such private details with a boy? The betrayal of her trust was immeasurable. Aggie frantically started to curse Laila and Jeremy with the harshest words she knew, but only in her mind. She wouldn’t dare make a scene in the middle of Dr. Lagno’s class.


    “Tell me, Aggie. Do these make you wet?” Jeremy turned towards the blushing girl. She was now sweating profusely. Her entire body clenched with panic. Her mind was racing. Nothing in her life had prepared her for such a situation.


    “No, don’t tell me,” said Jeremy, playfully. “I’ll check myself.”


    He began moving his hand down Aggie’s left thigh. He took his time, sliding over her long skirt. Aggie was still frozen in panic, and he could almost feel the frantic nerve signals traveling between her overwhelmed brain and her legs.


    His fingers circled around her kneecap a couple times, making the scared girl shiver uncontrollably, and then continued downwards. Finally, he reached the edge of the skirt and grabbed it.


    Aggie shuddered once again when Jeremy began lifting her skirt. She was now too scared to look at him. Her widened eyes were fixed on the professor. Large beads of sweat were forming on her forehead. Her cuffed wrists were spasming. Her brain was overheating with confusion.


    Once he had lifted the fabric over her knees and folded it onto itself, Jeremy let the skirt go and put his hand under it. His hand touching her bare skin gave Aggie another strong shiver. His hand moved up along the top for a while and then took a sudden dip between her thighs. Aggie immediately squeezed her legs to trap the unwelcome intruder, but her soft flesh was unable to stop its advance towards her crotch.


    “The moment of truth,” said Jeremy in his calmest voice. “Now, try and keep silent when we make first contact, eh? We don’t want to disrupt the lecture.”


    Mere seconds before his fingers reached her untouched vulva, Aggie held her breath. It was now clear that Jeremy wasn’t joking. In a final attempt to soften his heart, Aggie turned to him with teary eyes and silently begged him to stop.


    Jeremy responded with a soft smile. He didn’t look particularly wicked or cruel. He had the face of an explorer on the brink of a discovery.


    Aggie felt the time slowing down as his hand got closer and closer to her womanhood.


    She first felt the tip of his middle finger right below her engorged clit. A millisecond later, his ring finger made contact with her slit, pushing the soft fabric of her cotton panties inside. A silent moan escaped her lips, surprising both Jeremy and herself. Jeremy gently turned his hand counter-clockwise, pushing the two fingers in between her parting labia. With this move, the rest of his fingers found other nooks and crevices to slide into.


    Aggie took a deep breath and bit her lower lip in order to stop a scream. Jeremy’s hand was now cupping her entire vulva, with two fingers pressing against the entrance of her virginal vagina. She realized that what she was feeling was not terror, but an unprecedented level of excitement.


    “Do I feel some moisture?” asked Jeremy, still calm and serious as he could be. “Hard to tell with this fabric in the way.”


    Aggie let out another little moan and inhaled. She turned her pleading eyes to Jeremy again, but they no longer said “stop.” They were shouting something else. Something Aggie was too embarrassed to think aloud.


    Jeremy didn’t seem to seek her consent to move on to the next step anyway. He quickly slid his hand down her panties and grabbed her womanhood. This was the first time in her life Aggie felt a man’s hand on her pussy. It was an incredibly exciting sensation. It was like her entire body was rejoicing.


    In a brief moment of lucidity, Aggie saw herself as if she was floating above. She was handcuffed to a stall in a crowded lecture hall, with her roommate’s boyfriend’s hand grabbing her bare pussy. This was the strangest morning she had ever had. She felt like her life was changed forever at this moment.


    “What do you know. You are wet, you little slut!”


    Aggie moaned softly again. She no longer offered any resistance. She couldn’t, anyway. She was restrained. She was trapped. She was given no choice. Or rather, she was given only one: Obey.


    Jeremy moved a little closer to her in order to increase the reach of his hand. He wrapped his other arm around her back and grabbed her slender neck from the side.


    Aggie moaned again.


     
      [image: ]
    


    “Good girl,” whispered Jeremy into her ear. His warm breath sent shivers down her spine. “You are a virgin, aren’t you?”


    Aggie nodded, too scared to open her mouth. She had barely been holding a scream behind her sealed lips since the beginning of this strange event.


    “That’s nice,” said Jeremy. “Since I have you here, I might as well give you your first orgasm.”


    Aggie turned to the boy again. Her pleading eyes were now clearly shouting “Yes, please!”.


    His finger started to move. They began sliding up and down between her parted labia, playing with her clit, and occasionally probing into her juiced up hole.


    “Don’t worry, I won’t go all the way in.” He grinned. “At least not yet.”


    His fingers accelerated slowly, patiently. He seemed to know what he was doing. Of course, he was no beginner to sex. He and Laila had been dating for months. And her roommate probably wasn’t the first girl Jeremy had had.


    He had been right, before. Excess female population indeed increased the chance of finding sexual partners for men. It was one of the social consequences of the Calamity. Males were in short supply and high demand.


    As her delighted clit was enthusiastically rubbed by a boy to the heights of pleasure for the first time in her life, Aggie closed her eyes and bit her lips.


    Jeremy had taken his time at the beginning, but sensed the perfect time to pick the pace up. He masterfully brought his tied victim to the edge and generously pushed her over the peak of pleasure.


    Aggie’s brain went blank the moment she reached this new level of pleasure. She shuddered and quivered. Her legs kicked. Her fingers and toes curled. she stopped breathing for a long moment… She felt empty and full at the same time. All her senses were overwhelmed by powerful, novel sensations. It was the purest form of pleasure she had ever felt.


    Was it his skill? Was it the handcuffs? Was it the situation she was trapped in? Or was it simply the sudden and unexpected fulfillment of her fantasies of being overpowered, restrained and taken?


    When she finally regained control of her senses she realized that Jeremy’s hand was no longer on her pussy. He was sitting next to her as if nothing had happened, the student two rows ahead of her was still napping behind her laptop, and Dr. Lagno was just about to start talking about today’s topic.


    “You are welcome,” whispered Jeremy. “It was a big one, I can tell.”


    Aggie nodded yes, and looked at the boy with a grateful expression.


    “Now, tell me Aggie. Do you still want me to remove the cuffs? You know, I’m good with my fingers, but I’m even better with my tongue.”
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    Trapped in the weirdest situation of her life, Aggie felt self-conscious about everything.


    Was her breathing too loud? Was the chuckling she had heard a few seconds ago at her expense? Was Dr. Lagno directly looking at her every three seconds?


    She was being paranoid of course. Nobody was paying attention to her. She was way in the back, in a dim corner of the audience hall. The closest student was taking a nap a few rows away. The big-titted sociology professor probably wasn’t even interested in making eye contact with anybody sitting further than the third row. She was safe.


    Safe? Not from an uninvited tongue, obviously.


    She leaned further back in order to ease the stress on her handcuffed wrists and nervously looked down. Jeremy was crouching between her legs with his head slowly bobbing over her bare crotch. The skirt folded over her belly obscured her view so she couldn’t see what exactly he was doing down there, but she loved it.


    She loved it?


    Normally, as a good girl raised in a good family, she should kick him away and scream bloody murder… But Aggie had no choice, right? She was… handcuffed?


    Yes. She couldn’t stop him or undo the orgasm he had already given her a few minutes ago. There was no shame in this. She didn’t ask for it. She didn’t encourage him at all. She was merely a victim.


    There was no reason to feel shame about it. She might as well enjoy it. There was nothing wrong with that, right? All the girls she knew were engaged in some form of sexual relationship anyway. Why should she be any different?


    Aggie had no frame of reference of course, but she thought Jeremy was very good at what he was doing. It was obviously something he had practiced many times before. On Laila? Perhaps others too? The ease with which he had taken control of her end invaded her private parts was evidence enough.


    She suddenly felt Jeremy’s tongue reaching deeper inside her honeypot. She was already overwhelmed with pleasure at that moment, so this unexpected encroachment inside her made her let out a fairly loud gasp. She immediately closed her mouth and scanned the hall to a see if she had been found out.


    “So, you don’t agree with that statement, huh?”


    Aggie’s eyes widened in terror when Dr. Lagno turned towards her general direction and started to look for the source of the noise. Many students also turned their heads to see who had interrupted the exchange between the professor and her teaching assistant.


    Aggie tried to lower herself and hide behind the laptop screen, but a few of the students were already looking directly at her. She instinctively squeezed her legs in an effort to stop Jeremy. He was still well hidden behind the benches, but the silence that followed the professor’s question could easily expose the sounds he was making.


    “I’m… s-sorry,” she stammered when Dr Lagno’s searching eyes finally spotted her.


    “No need to be sorry, miss,” said the professor with a serious face. “This is an academic discussion and all opinions are valuable.” She stopped and took a few steps towards her teaching assistant. “So, am I right to assume that you disagree with my brilliant assistant? You think gender quotas should be abolished immediately.”


    “Umm… I…” Aggie’s brain went into a fight-or-flight mode for a milisecond, but she immediately realized that flight was not an option with her hands cuffed to the benches. “Maybe… maybe not immediately,” she said after an awkward pause. “Quotas aren’t democratic or fair… but if they were abolished so close to the election, antifemmers could resort to violence. Perhaps a better solution can be brought up after a stronger administration takes over.” She stopped and held her breath. She was proud of herself for not breaking down to tears immediately.


    “Well, we already talked about that.” Dr. Lagno didn’t seem impressed by her response, but Aggie was relieved anyway. “Any other opinions on the matter?”


    The professor turned away to respond to a couple other students and forgot about Aggie in a few seconds. She leaned back and let out a sigh of relief. This definitely wasn’t the first impression she had wanted to make, but it was certainly preferable to the potentially disastrous alternative.


    As she started to relax, she noticed that the teaching assistant sitting at the edge of the podium was still looking directly at her. When their eyes meet, he subtly smiled at the nervous girl and turned his attention back to the professor’s lecture.


    Aggie looked on, wandering if the tall young man suspected anything. If he did, he certainly didn’t act like it. He seemed relaxed, confident, and not at all interested in what was going on between Aggie’s legs. She realized that she was sort of disappointed because he had averted his eyes so quickly.


    Once she relaxed and released the tension in her leg muscles, Jeremy slowly got back up and sat next to her.


    “Phew! That was close, eh?”


    Aggie turned her head and threw an angry look at the boy.


    “Sorry, I couldn’t get you off the second time. But it wasn’t my fault. You were too careless. You should be able to control your reactions in these situations. The next time you should-”


    “The next time? Are you crazy!” Aggie frowned as hard as she could, but as usual, her angry face had little effect on Jeremy.


    “I love it when you do that with your face,” the boy chuckled. “Did it scare the good boys back in the northlands?”


    Aggie huffed angrily and turned away. “Do you realize that you almost ruined my life? Would you please take these off now?”. She shook her handcuffs to draw his attention.


    “What, so soon?” asked the boy. “You know, I gave you an orgasm earlier. So you owe me one, don’t you think?”


    Aggie turned to the boy again, who was smiling mischievously. The look in his eyes turned Aggie’s indignation into apprehension once again. “What… what do you mean?”


    “Oh, I think you know”, said the boy as he put his hand on her hair and started to stroke gently. “And I know that you are a good girl. Still not corrupted by the big city. I know you’d do anything to pay your debts, right?” His hand suddenly stopped at the back of her head.


    Aggie froze with the sudden realization of what was going to happen.


    Jeremy’s fingers clenched around a fistful of her hair and roughly jerked her towards him. He slowly but forcefully pulled her head down, and then stopped a few centimeters above his zipper. Aggie tried to resist but her struggle felt half-hearted and weak even to herself.


    As he held the girl’s head pressed against his bellybutton, he used his other hand to unzip his pants. Before Aggie’s terrified eyes, he grabbed his erect dick and pulled it out of his underpants. The member stood up enthusiastically as he started to stroke it slowly right under the nose of his struggling captive.


    “Have you seen a penis before, northerner?” asked the boy.


    Aggie was too terrified to reply, but a reluctant grunt escaped her throat.


    “I thought so. How quaint! A real virgin, right in our campus.” Jeremy seemed to enjoy this a lot. The casual way he had forced her into such compromising situations made Aggie think that this wasn’t the first time he did something like this. Was this very type of behavior the reason Laila had broken up with him multiple times?


    “This must be a very important moment for you, virgin,” continued the boy with a slight mocking tone in his voice. “I’ll let you savor it. Just take in the manly musk. Examine it closely, the contours, the curves, the length, the girth…” He paused for a moment and chuckled. “I like to think I’m above average in size, but don’t worry. It isn’t too big for your mouth.” After another chuckle he let his dick go and pinched the girl’s nose with his freed hand. “Come on, open those beautiful lips for me.”


    Aggie struggled for a moment but eventually gave in to her need to breathe. As soon as her lips parted to inhale, Jeremy pushed her head onto his erection.


    The engorged organ forced its way into her oral cavity and stopped only after it had hit the back of her throat. Her jaw strained to the limit, Aggie choked and gagged as the boy held her in place. Jeremy immediately pinched her nose again, now with a big cock filling her mouth. She started to struggle for air, but Jeremy didn’t seem interested in letting her head go for the next few seconds.
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    “Hush! You don’t want to draw attention to yourself at this very moment,” whispered Jeremy. “You want to do this slowly and silently. You will start licking and sucking it now, and I’ll let you breathe if you do a good job, okay?”


    Desperate for relief, Aggie groaned to indicate that she understood.


    “That’s a good girl,” said Jeremy. “Don’t worry. This is only our first time, so I’ll guide you along the way.”


    Aggie’s entire body shook with rage when Jeremy said “our first time.” He was obviously too confident about his chances of getting away with this. Aggie promised herself to make him pay, no matter what. Nevertheless, she had no choice but to follow the boy’s instructions at the moment.


    “Now, start using your tongue inside. Come on, lick it!”


    Aggie tried to do as she was told. His dick was indeed rather big and there wasn’t much room left to move her tongue around, but her awkward attempts seemed to satisfy the boy.


    “Good,” he said, as he loosened the pinch on her nose.


    Aggie immediately took a big whiff. Jeremy’s strong fragrance filled her nose, catching her by surprise. She gagged again, which amused her captor immensely.


    “A good start, virgin,” said Jeremy and pinched her nose shut again. “Now, I’ll move your head along the shaft up and down. When I stop, you’ll continue doing it yourself. Just pay attention to the rhythm.”


    Aggie silently groaned to show she understood.


    With his right hand tightly grabbing a fistful of her hair and the other pinching her nose, Jeremy slowly pulled the handcuffed girl’s head upwards. Her stretched full lips turned outward as the cock slid out of her mouth. When her lips reached under the tip of the cock, He pushed her down once again forcefully. His cock, now slathered in her saliva, slipped back into her mouth easily, stopping only when her lips hit his balls.


    This time she felt like the tip reached even deeper and penetrated her throat. She gagged again, and struggled as hard as she could not to make any noise.


    “Yes! I knew it,” whispered the boy victoriously, as he repeated the up-and-down motion. “You are a natural deepthroater. You definitely broke Laila’s record, prude northerner. She can’t take even half that length.”


    Aggie was overwhelmed with conflicting emotions once again. She certainly didn’t want to know the details about her roommate’s sex life, or her ability to “deepthroat,” whatever that meant… But she secretly enjoyed the compliment she didn’t fully understand. She was a natural?


    Jeremy kept pulling her head up and pushing it down again and again, with a slightly increasing rhythm. After a while, he stopped guiding her head, but Aggie maintained the pace as well as she could. To her surprise, she was no longer choking or struggling for air as the big cock reentered her mouth. She was getting the hang of it.


    “Fuck yeah!” whispered Jeremy.


    The joyful tone in his voice gave Aggie a little boost. His hands were still clutching her hair and nose, but she was in full control of the motion of her head now. She was eagerly sucking the cock in and out, dutifully licking the shaft and massaging the tip with the back of her throat… as if she was doing it for the thousandth time.


    She lost track of time as she bobbed on the boy’s cock, until he unexpectedly retook control again. He tightened his grip and started to move her head with an increasing speed, as if she was nothing but a masturbatory toy. Not knowing how to react, Aggie let herself go.


    The speed with which Jeremy was fucking her mouth increased and increased until Aggie felt a strange throbbing emanating from his member. Jeremy pushed her head all the way down one last time and stopped. His cock started to shook and sway inside the stunned girl’s mouth, and suddenly erupted with force.


    A thick, salty, gooey liquid filled Aggie’s inexperienced mouth. It came in waves, filling it completely. She choked. A few strings came out of her nose and oozed out of her stretched lips. Tears gushed out of her eyes.


    “Well done!” whispered the boy after a long pause.


    Aggie realized that he had needed some time to catch his breath after the climax. She felt strangely proud of the length of time he had needed to be able to speak again.


    “Now, swallow it all.”


    Without even thinking, she swallowed the warm fluid in a couple big gulps.


    This time Jeremy let her nose go and pulled her head upwards. His cock, still hard as before, slid out of her lips. It popped out and fell leftwards. The boy forced her to turn her head, to look at the girl’s face. He reached and wiped the strings of jizz around her lips and nose. Then he shoved his fingers in her mouth, forcing her to suck the remaining goo off. Aggie complied without hesitation or apparent disgust.


    “You let it spill. Understandable, this was your first time, of course. But don’t do it next time,” he said. Then her turned her head towards his crotch and pointed at the oozed jizz at the base of his cock. “Clean it up!”


    Aggie didn’t need him to force her head down this time. She swiftly bowed down and wiped the jizz off in a few licks.


    Finally, Jeremy let her hair go and closed his zipper. Aggie kept her head down and looked at him with questioning eyes.


    “Ah, don’t worry,” chuckled the boy. “Nobody is looking this way.”


    Relieved, Aggie slowly raised her head and leaned back. After a few minutes, her breathing went back to normal. Nobody seemed to be aware of her, or that she was orally violated a few moments ago. Dr. Lagno was still talking about the evils of gender quotas.


    She heard a click and turned to Jeremy. He was holding in his left hand the handcuffs that had imprisoned Aggie throughout the lecture.


    “I guess they work just fine, eh?” he said with a grin. “Anyway, thanks for all that. It was fun. But I realized sociology isn’t my cup of tea. I think I’ll go and visit Laila at the dorm instead”. He leaned in and gave Aggie a little peck on the cheek. “Now you can listen to the rest of the lecture… Ooor… you can daydream about me fucking your sexy little roommate. Just imagine… This cock, entirely slathered in your saliva, shoved in Laila’s pussy. Isn’t that an interesting thought?”


    Aggie didn’t say anything.


    Jeremy smiled and left as quietly as possible. She turned back to the podium and bit her lower lip. Then her eyes caught the tall teaching assistant again, looking directly at her with a subtle smile.
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    Aggie nervously counted down the minutes until the lecture was over. It was impossible to concentrate on whatever Dr. Lagno was talking about after the life changing experience she had just had.


    She could still feel the after effects of her first real orgasm. She wasn’t a stranger to self-pleasuring of course, but this one blew all her previous “peaks of pleasure” out of the water. It certainly was different. More powerful, more intense, and definitely longer lasting.


    Another thing keeping her mind occupied was the taste in her mouth. A peculiar mixture of salty, sugary, savory notes lingered in her mouth. She remembered how readily and unquestioningly she had gulped the gooey substance down the moment the boy had ordered her to. There had been no hesitation or doubt.


    She couldn’t believe how easy it had been for him to put her in such a weird trance. At that particular moment, this unbelievably disgusting action had felt completely natural and desirable to the young girl. She had had no control, no will. Only orders to follow.


    Was she somehow defective? Immoral? Were other women like this? Was she a freak?


    The big-titted professor finally finished her rant and asked her teaching assistant to distribute some reading material to the students. Aggie’s eyes involuntarily followed the tall young man standing up, walking across the podium and picking up the big stack of papers sitting on a table. When he turned, he directly looked at Aggie, startling the daydreaming girl once again.


    Aggie immediately averted her eyes and started to type some meaningless phrases in her laptop. When she had finished typing her random string of letters, she picked her stuff and reluctantly walked down the stairs.


    The chaotic line of students dispersed in a few seconds. Aggie coyly waited until everybody had picked their copies. The young man didn’t seem to notice her standing behind him. He picked his stuff and put them in a backpack, getting ready to leave. She quietly cleared her throat to attract his attention.


    “Ah? You didn’t get one? I’m sorry, I think I didn’t make enough copies.”


    “Oh?”


    The TA’s subtle smile returned when he recognized Aggie. “Aren’t you the girl who scoffed at my argument earlier?”


    “Scoffed? No, no, I’m sorry,” stuttered Aggie. “I wasn’t. Actually, I missed… that part of the argument. I was… doing something with the thing, and…”


    “I see. I too occasionally black out during Prof. Lagno’s lectures, to be honest. She is a brilliant academic, but her voice can be… let’s say, ‘soporific’ at times.” He smiled again. “What’s your name again?”


    “Um… Konstig. Aggie Konstig.”


    “Ah, you are from Fittmark?” asked the young man as he gestured Aggie to walk with him.


    She sheepishly followed him out of the empty auditorium. “No. I mean, yes, my grandparents came from there. A place called Slampadalen, I believe.”


    “I see. I’m from Ladacznica myself. My hometown is very close to Fittmark’s border. We used to play football with a Fitta team, back in the day. We always beat ’em hard.” He stopped and smiled, once he saw the confused look on Aggie’s face. “Anyway, obviously you don’t care about any of that. Very nice to meet you Aggie. I’m Leonard, by the way.” Then he pointed towards the end of the hallway. “Listen. My office is down there, on the left-hand side. Right across Dr. Lagno’s. Come and see me in the afternoon. I’ll have a copy for you then, okay?”


    Aggie nodded coyly. Leonard smiled and walked away.


    Aggie looked on after him, unable to avert her eyes. Something was pulling the girl towards this tall, handsome, confident, well-educated young man, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. Perhaps her hormone balance was off after her extremely risky sexual escapade?


    Her eyes remained fixed at him until he entered the office he had pointed at. The faint clank of the door in the distance finally woke the girl up from her trance and she turned on her heels towards the opposite direction.


    She had nothing to do for the next few hours. Her next class was at 2 o’clock. Normally she’d go back to the dorm and have a good nap, but she knew that Jeremy was there, probably doing the nasty with her roommate.


    Laila always complained about the boy and had broken up with him many times, but she kept going back to him nevertheless. Jeremy certainly had a way with the ladies. Now even Aggie could attest to that.


    She decided to kill time wandering around the campus, exploring the parts she had never been to. She crossed the quad again, trying not to step on frolicking couples and scantily-clad sunbathers every few meters. Then she walked around the dorms and research centers for a while.


    She finally made it to the main food court next to the student center. She ordered her usual sandwich-banana-juice combo and relaxed at the far corner of the hall.


    As she was about to put the banana in her mouth, she momentarily flashbacked to the time Jeremy had shoved his dick through her virginal lips. Her entire body felt warm again. She almost felt the weight of the cuffs on her wrists.


    Since the day she had begun to become aware of ‘sex’ and her hormonal glands had started to flood her young body with the weird stuff, she had been very self-conscious about phallic shaped objects like this. There were many ways to eat a banana, some of which were very bad. She remembered her miserable northern experience, which had made even eating a fruit a matter of decency and propriety. Because of her strict upbringing, she had always cut bananas into pieces and eaten them with a fork.


    But not any more, apparently. At that moment, she closed her eyes and imagined herself handcuffed again. Perhaps one of those FNA thugs was pointing a gun to her head and forcing her to eat it in the nastiest, most provocative way possible.
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    A vivid scene appeared in Aggie’s mind. A scene starting with terrorists bursting into the hall and forcing everybody out, leaving only Aggie as their hostage. All she had to do was to suck on a long and thick banana in front of the cameras. She had to, to save her life and many others’. She was sure that her folks back home would understand her predicament. If the only thing that could save her life was a particularly whorish display of simulated fellatio on national TV…


    This ridiculous scenario amused her. She brought the banana closer and closer to her lips. A long, thick, juicy…


    “Aggie!”


    She jumped out of the chair as if a bomb had exploded underneath. It was Doreen, one of her dorm-mates, waving at her from across the hall.


    She waved back.


    The girl came over and sat down without even asking. Thankfully, she didn’t seem to have noticed the embarrassing daydream Aggie had been having.


    After a long and boring meal, Aggie parted with Doreen and checked her watch. She still had a lot of time to kill. She decided to go and try her luck with the teaching assistant, even though it was still very early. But perhaps he had made the copy already?


    She strangely felt the need to see him again. He was intriguing. Aggie was used to lewd gazes following her around the campus, even though she constantly radiated conservative, anti-sexual vibes. Leonard was the first person ever who hadn’t given her a predatory look.


    She went to his office at a quick pace.


    As she was raising her hand to knock, she noticed a sign posted on the door that read “for Konstig.” The arrow next to it pointed to the small table by the door, on which laid the freshly stapled copy of the sociology reading assignment.


    Aggie picked up the copy and put it in her bag. Her disappointment was huge. She had been hoping to talk to him a little more. She turned, ready to leave.


    Just as she turned, she heard a faint thump and groan coming from the office.


    Maybe he was in there. She could still think up an excuse to talk to him. Perhaps a question about the reading material? Before even thinking to formulate the question she was going to ask, she knocked on the door. Unexpectedly, the door was unlocked by the impact and flung half open. Aggie coyly leaned inside to see if the TA was there.


    “Hello?”


    The office was empty. Aggie stepped back and looked around the hallway, to see if he was nearby.


    It was lunchtime. Nobody was around, except for a few students chatting loudly in the distance.


    She heard another faint thump. This was followed by a metallic squeaking. Aggie’s eyes were immediately drawn to the big metal cabinet at the back of the room, on the other side of the big wooden desk.


    Hello? Is somebody there? Are you okay?”


    There was no reply. Aggie was now sure something fishy was going on. She stepped out to look for Leonard again, then went back in. At that moment she was standing at the precipice of doing something inappropriate, perhaps illegal even.


    She closed the door and took a few steps towards the cabinet, which kept squeaking and shaking occasionally. Aggie put her right hand on the handle.


    Her entire body was shaking with excitement and fear. Normally, she wouldn’t do anything like this, but this day was definitely not a normal day. It was as if something deep inside her had been switched on.


    “Is someone inside? Alright, I’m going to open the door. I just want to help, okay?”


    She got no response. She took a deep breath and pressed on the handle. It wasn’t locked. The door squeaked and opened.


    “What the-?!” Aggie stumbled a couple steps back once she saw what’s inside.


    In the small compartment knelt a young woman, completely naked and tightly bound by leather straps. Her head was covered by a sensory deprivation hood that sealed her eyes, mouth and ears shut. The only openings on the hood were over her nostrils, letting her breathe in a very uncomfortable way.


    Once the cabinet door opened, her naked body shivered with the cool air rushing inside. The complete shock she seemed to feel made Aggie realize that she wasn’t able to see or hear anything under that thick hood.
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    Instinctively she reached to take the woman out of there, but she stopped centimeters away from touching her.


    There were no signs to indicate that the woman was held against her will. She had no bruises or struggle marks on her beautifully tanned skin. She seemed serene and relaxed. Even after she had felt the unexpected breeze, she didn’t seem particularly agitated or scared.


    Her only reaction was to straighten up her posture in a disciplined, almost soldierly manner.


    Aggie suddenly realized that this was some kind of BDSM thing. The very thing she had been fantasizing about for god knows how long. Her eyes turned to the weird looking leather hood the woman was locked in. Big bulges over her ears could be some kind of high-tech noise-canceling devices.


    “Can you hear me?” she asked, desperately hoping not to get a response.


    Fortunately, the woman didn’t even flinch.


    Aggie relaxed a bit. If she got out of there as soon as possible, nobody would know about her breaking and entering adventure. She had no idea how the TA would react if he caught her here, poking her cute little nose in his private affairs.


    She could be expelled. A lot of female students had been thrown out for lesser offenses before.


    She slowly closed the cabinet door, then tiptoed towards the door and reached for the handle. Suddenly she froze in terror when she heard footsteps approaching. Could it be the TA?


    The steps sounded manly and confident. It was him.


    Aggie’s face turned paler than a ghost. Her mind flared with fear and panic. She was trapped like a little mouse, with nowhere to run.


    The steps were very close now. In a few seconds, the tall man would enter and catch her there. She would be expelled and forced to return home in disgrace. Her life would be over even before it had started.


    There was no time to think. Aggie had already made a very stupid decision before, when she had entered the room and opened cabinets she shouldn’t have opened. She was about to make another, even stupider decision now.


    As the door handle started to turn, she quickly jumped under the big wooden desk, the only piece of furniture in the room big enough to hide her.
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    Just a millisecond after Aggie had rolled herself into a ball under it, the assistant walked in and dropped whatever he was carrying on the desk.


    The loud sound was amplified in the nook, terrifying the already panicked girl further. She pressed her palms over her mouth in order to muffle any involuntary sounds she could make.


    A few seconds passed. Aggie held her breath and listened, but the man didn’t seem to be moving. From where she hid, it was impossible for the girl to see anything except the front of the desk facing her.


    She was relieved to notice that the chair wasn’t in front of the desk. That could mean that the teaching assistant had a habit of sitting elsewhere. She quickly prayed to all the gods she could name that he wouldn’t walk around the desk and find her out.


    After a few moments she heard him finally sit on an armchair and pull out some papers to read. The woman in the cabinet was still making involuntary noises occasionally, but he was ignoring her.


    Minutes passed. Leonard dropped some papers on the desk, startling Aggie, then picked up something else to read. Nothing else seemed to be happening. If she hadn’t been already terrified to the max, Aggie would have been bored out of her mind.


    After a while, her thoughts began to wander. What a coincidence this was! On the very day she had been tied up and violated by a boy, she had found another woman sharing a similar fate, just down the hallway.


    She had had her first real orgasm only a few hours ago, and now she was in the gravest danger of her life. It was a crazy roller-coaster ride with extreme highs and lows for the inexperienced northern girl. It was just too much.


    She decided she would stay in bed for a week straight, If only she could somehow make it out of this impossible situation unscathed.


    She looked at her watch and realized that she was already missing her next class. She has always prided herself on her perfect attendance. It was time to say goodbye to that unblemished record too, it seemed.


    Time continued to pass, without much happening. Aggie kept looking at her watch.


    She had been hiding under the desk for almost an hour. Her butt was getting numb, but she was terrified to move her legs. Even a slight rustle of fabric could give her away.


    Occasional metallic squeaks made her realize that she had it easy. The woman in the cabinet was squeezed in a small space, tightly bound and naked. She was unable to move and she was completely deprived of her senses too. Aggie simply couldn’t imagine the terror she could have been feeling if she had been in the same situation. The horrible thought gave her a shiver all over her body…


    …but also, a little tingle in her special place.


    This tense wait went on further and further. Every time Leonard moved in his chair, put his legs over the desk, or started to hum a song, Aggie had a little heart attack. One time he even got up and walked around the room, which put the young girl’s mind on full alert. But it turned out he was only looking for his water bottle.


    Another half hour passed. Aggie, getting more and more tired, was praying non-stop for a miracle to help her escape.


    Suddenly, the man threw the book he had been reading on the desk and stood up. She held her breath once again and listened. The footsteps moved towards the cabinet this time. Then she heard the handle turning and the metal door opening.


    She could almost imagine the naked woman adjusting her posture again.


    The young teaching assistant stood there without saying anything. Aggie tried to visualize what was happening. She felt her excitement levels rising like a rocket. Her imagination was running wild now, despite the hopeless situation she was trapped in. This was literally a scene from her recurring wet dreams happening in real life, mere centimeters away.


    Ironically, she couldn’t see anything in the dark corner she hid at.


    A rustling noise told Aggie that the man was pulling the woman out of the tight compartment she was squeezed in. The sound of her knees hitting the floor was followed by unbuckling of a few straps. Aggie tried to guess which restraints were being loosened.


    A few seconds later, Leonard picked the bound woman up and carried her to the desk. Aggie almost let out a squeak when he dropped his beautiful captive on top of her. The woman groaned at the impact. Aggie guessed that she wore a ball gag or something similar under that latex hood.


    The man carefully adjusted the woman on the desk, turning her on her side. Then he pulled her towards the edge.


    A few papers and books fell off the side and hit the cheap office carpeting. Then came a short silence, followed by faint rustling noises and muffled moans of pleasure.


    Aggie was now sure that the man was feeling his beautiful captive’s defenseless naked body. She could imagine his hands cupping those big boobs, squeezing her thighs, fondling her ass-cheeks. A louder-than-usual moan could have been a nipple pinch, or maybe an unanticipated touch on the clit. Whatever he was doing, it sounded like she was enjoying it.


    Then came an unexpected slap. Aggie almost felt the impact on her own skin. She wondered where it had landed? On one of her tits? Perhaps on an ass-cheek? Another slap followed, and then another. Every slapping sound and every moan that followed was adding to Aggie’s thrill. She was incredibly terrified and horny at the same time.


    The man seemed to know what he was doing. Whatever he did, he was getting louder and louder moans of ecstasy from his helpless prisoner. It was almost like he was playing her like a musical instrument.


    Another short pause. Aggie immediately held her breath again. The man wasn’t moving at all, but the woman was still moaning and whimpering. Aggie could hear the animalistic desire and lust in her heavy breathing.
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    She empathized with the poor victim lying on top of her. The poor thing had been stuck in a small cabinet waiting for this very moment, who knows since when, unable to move, see, hear, or speak. Now, lying naked on the desk, the only thing she could feel was her captor’s hands on her overexcited flesh.


    Aggie couldn’t imagine her thirst for stimulation. The pay-off, in the form of his touch, would be extremely exciting and satisfying, she imagined.


    Aggie heard the man move again. It sounded like he had taken a step forward and leaned over the woman. One of his hands hit the desk right on top of her head. An exceptionally loud moan signaled that he had used his other hand to touch the woman in a very sensitive spot.


    The scene vividly appeared in Aggie’s mind immediately. His fingers playing with her clit, pinching it, moving it around…


    The woman’s moans started to build a pleasant tempo. Now his fingers must have been rubbing along her slit, parting her labia, smearing her juices all around her vulva. Aggie bit her lips, closed her eyes, and lost herself in the woman’s musical groans and whimpers.


    An even louder moan!


    Aggie just knew that his fingers were in her vagina now. First he would start with two, then the third and maybe the fourth would go in. She could hear every finger in her muffled groans.


    A few moments later, the rhythm increased and the desk started to shake. 
The victim’s noises got louder and louder until she reached a level of pleasure no sound could express. At that moment of complete lack of screams, Aggie knew something wonderful was happening to the woman’s brain.


    The desk shook again.


    Aggie somehow knew that the woman’s convulsions of bliss were the cause this time.


    Her orgasm lasted a very long time. It came in strong waves, punctuated by small tremors and uncontrolled, animalistic moans.


    Aggie realized that she was extremely jealous of the woman lying above. 
She was fully at the mercy of the young man. She was totally defenseless. She absolutely had no power, control, or free will. Yet, she was probably the happiest female on the face of the Earth at that very moment.


    She hadn’t sought it at all. It had been forced on her… like a gift.


    The girl squeezed her thighs together, as if she was trying to stop her vagina from escaping and climbing on top of the desk all by itself. What wouldn’t she give to feel what that woman was feeling at that moment!


    She realized that she was actually touching herself. She immediately stopped and waited. The woman’s moans slowly died down and the desk stopped moving.


    Then she heard a zipper opening.


    Instinctively, she pressed her palm over her vulva and braced for impact as if she was the one lying naked on top of the desk.


    He approached and leaned over the desk again. A muffled moan signaled the touch of the tip of his cock on the woman’s oversensitive pussy.


    Her prolonged moan got louder and lustier as his shaft began to penetrate her hole, and peaked abruptly when his balls slammed onto her crotch. Aggie could feel and see everything in her mind’s eye. She could hear his big penis slowly withdrawing and diving back inside like a piston. Again and again, picking up the pace, calmly but roughly.
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    The desk started to shake again, this time in a violent, deafening rhythm. Aggie’s hormones were working overtime. Her juices were flowing like crazy. She was wet like never before.


    Every shove of the man’s cock in his victim’s defenseless pussy was somehow setting Aggie’s mind on fire.


    Now less fearful of being found out under the cover of the loud banging noise, Aggie moved her numb butt a bit and relaxed her thigh muscles. She parted her legs and started to rub her blushing clit frantically. She matched her pace with the assistant’s without even thinking. With her eyes closed, she could see him on top of her, savagely pounding her swollen cunt like a heavy hammer beating an anvil.


    She bit on her fingers in order not to scream with pleasure. When the woman lying on the desk finally surrendered her body to a powerful climax, so did Aggie. She let out a few muffled whimpers and her entire body shook and convulsed under the desk.


    Luckily, the assistant’s sextoy was having the loudest orgasm one could have at the same time. Even after Aggie had relaxed and rolled into a ball again, the woman was moaning and shaking like she was caught on electric currents.


    After a few seconds, Aggie heard him pull his pants up and buckle his belt. Then came a couple of slaps followed by whimpers. Finally, he picked the exhausted woman up and carried her back to the cabinet.


    Soon the sextoy was locked in her tight little metal cell again.


    Having put his docile slave away, he collected his stuff and shoved them in his briefcase. Aggie held her breath one last time as he walked out of the office and closed the door. The girl waited until his footsteps had disappeared in the distance.


    As soon as she was sure that he was gone, she crawled out of her hiding spot.


    It was a total miracle that she hadn’t been found out. Maybe her parents were right. Maybe god really existed and was watching over her…. even though she had been quickly turning into a nasty whore within a single day.


    She checked the handle on the door. It was unlocked. Another miracle? 
She opened the door slowly and looked around. It was safe.


    She quickly got out, closed the door behind her, and swiftly walked away.


  



  

    07


    “So, you’re his new plaything, huh?”


    Aggie turned towards the female voice.


    She saw a student with a frowny expression on her face. Her ginger red hair was cut very short, almost like a buzzcut. Her entire face was covered in freckles. She looked almost like a fairy tale creature with her piercing ice-blue eyes.
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    “Excuse me?”


    The petite red-haired girl turned and pointed towards the teaching assistant’s office with her button nose. “I saw you left right after he did. What were you two doing in there?”


    “What? Nothing!” stammered Aggie, “I was just…” 
She paused for a long moment trying to come up with a story. She felt like a little kid again, just like when her mother had caught her with the cookie she had stolen from the neighbor’s kitchen sill. 
“I… was picking up something.” She quickly took out the paper out of her backpack. “See? Some course material.”


    The girl incredulously smirked at her panicked response. Aggie immediately knew that she looked guilty as hell by trying too hard to explain why she was in the TA’s office.


    “Alright,” said the girl, “calm down. You don’t need to make up stuff. Who am I to judge, eh?” 
She paused and smiled. “I’m sorry. I was being a total dick just now. I’m Bridgette.”


    Aggie hesitated for a moment and shook the strange girl’s hand. “Aggie. Hi.”


    The girl didn’t let her hand go, and pulled Aggie towards herself. “Come. I’ll make it up to you. I’ll buy you a cup of coffee.”


    “Oh? OK.” The two started to walk towards the cafeteria.


    Aggie felt weird walking hand in hand with somebody she had just met, but this mysterious girl intrigued her. What had she meant before, when she had called her “his new plaything?” Did she know about his kinky secrets? Perhaps she was one of his secrets too. Her curiosity was growing with every step they took.


    “You know, I don’t blame you,” said the girl as they entered the cafeteria. “He is a very good-looking, charismatic man. Smart, soft-speaking, funny…” 
She turned to Aggie and gave her a mischievous look. “I’m not gonna lie to you. I’d love to get me some of that.”


    Aggie threw her hands in the air. “No, listen, I’m not… I don’t…. Whatever you think I was doing in there, I assure you I wasn’t…” 
She paused and remembered the weirdest two hours she had spent under the TA’s desk. “I mean not like what you think. I just picked up the thing, and-”


    “Okay, okay, I get it,” chuckled the girl as she picked two cups of coffee from the automated machine. “I can clearly see it in your eyes now. You are obviously too shy and inexperienced to frolic with the faculty in the middle of the day. Obviously, a virgin.” 
She pointed to a table. “That one! Park your cute butt over there.” She put one of the cups in front of Aggie and sat across from her.


    “Thank you,” said Aggie softly, still too scared to look at her newest acquaintance. She could almost feel her judgmental blue eyes piercing into her forehead. 
“Why did you say that?” She asked after a long moment.


    “Said what?”


    “That I’m a virgin. Why do you… Do I look…”


    “Oh, I didn’t mean in a bad way,” chuckled Bridgette. “That’s tooootally fine. Actually…” 
She leaned towards Aggie as if she was going to tell a secret. “Technically, I’m a virgin myself. I mean, I did some stuff with some people… But the ol’ hymen is still there, you know.”


    “Oh, me too,” replied Aggie without thinking. 
Then she immediately realized that she had shared one of her dirtiest secrets with a complete stranger she had met mere minutes ago. Her face turned bright red with shame. How stupid she was.


    Her involuntary response greatly amused the redhead. “You’re so cute!” she laughed. “Now I’m really sorry for being a dick to you earlier. You definitely aren’t one of the Vampire’s girls, for sure.”


    “Vampire?”


    “Dr. Lagno’s assistant. The guy whose office you sneaked out of.”


    “I told you I wasn’t… sneaking. I…”


    “Okay, okay, I’m just yanking your chain. Students call him a vampire because he comes from Eastern Europe or something. I know, it’s silly.” 
She paused and looked at Aggie with a mischievous smile. “But he actually looks like one, don’t you think? Tall, dark, and handsome. Speaks with a soft voice. His eyes are like, kinda hypnotic too.”


    Aggie shrugged her shoulders, trying to look indifferent. Secretly, she agreed completely. “The Vampire” had a strange, mysterious attractiveness.


    “What did you mean before… when you called me his plaything?”


    “Ah!” exclaimed the redhead and raised her finger as if she had remembered something important. “There is this rumor… Some students say that he is kind of a kinky pervert. You know, one of those deviants who dress up funny, tie each other up, keep girls in cages. That kind of fucked-up shit.” 
She leaned back and squinted at Aggie. “You probably never heard of stuff like that, right? You have a northern accent too. Poor, innocent thing. I’m probably blowing your mind, right now.”


    Aggie shrugged again and didn’t say anything. How could she tell this stranger that what she had disdainfully described was the stuff she dreamed of every time she closed her eyes. Even at that moment, the mere mention of tied girls kept in cages gave her chills. 
“Yeah, I heard about stuff like that,” she said coyly.


    “Figures. Those kind of clubs are popping up everywhere. There is one not far from campus.”


    Aggie straightened and leaned forward attentively. “There is? Whe-”


    “Anyway,” interrupted Bridgette, “some of the students saw him getting out of a club like that, leading a semi-naked woman on a leash. Can you imagine?”


    “On a leash?”


    “Yes,” exclaimed the redhead, but immediately lowered her voice when a couple startled students looked at her. “A beautiful woman, wearing a mask or hood or something, crawling on all fours… Like a fucking dog!”


    “Like a dog?”


    “Like a fucking dog!” repeated Bridgette with added emphasis on “fucking.”


    She looked both disgusted and intrigued as she said it. Aggie tried to look disgusted too, but she wasn’t. To the contrary, she was getting wetter and wetter in all the wrong places. 
Her thoughts went back to the naked woman locked in the assistant’s cabinet. The mystery was getting more exciting by the second.


    “So, you see,” said the redhead, “he is weird… and scary. I mean, he is very very very sexy too. I don’t know, I’m confused.” She paused for a moment. “You think I’m weird, yeah?”


    Aggie shook her head. “No, no. I guess some girls like that.”


    “Yeah, like that dog woman,” replied Bridgette. “Imagine the shamelessness. What a nasty whore!”


    Aggie nodded, as she squeezed her legs together as hard as possible. Her panties were soaked.


    “Aaaaanyway!” said Bridgette and lobbed her empty paper cup into the trashcan a few meters away. The cup bounced on the edge and went in. 
“Again, I’m sorry that I said what I said. You’re definitely not that dog girl, obviously. How could you be? Look at you. You are clearly an innocent prude from tip to toe.”


    Aggie shook her head.


    “Yeah, figured. Nice talk though.” She stood up, ready to leave. “Still, be careful, Aggie. Don’t look into his eyes too long. You know, after all, he could be a vampire.” She winked and happily skipped away.


    Aggie looked after her strange new friend with a blank expression. She was already lost in a daydream.


    She stood up and quickly made her way to the girl’s room. She entered a stall and locked the door. She closed her eyes. She could still hear the muffled moans of the “vampire’s plaything” in her mind.


    She squeezed her legs again. She wanted to touch herself, but the feeling of guilt was overwhelming. She had already lost control while she was trapped under the desk, but that was because the experience was too overwhelming and terrifying. She didn’t want to augment that sin while she wasn’t under any kind of pressure.


    No pressure? Her burning crotch begged to differ. It was as if she was keeping a pressure cooker between her thighs. She had to do something to let out some steam. This certainly wasn’t healthy. 
She closed her eyes again and her strained mind was immediately transferred to the kinky club Bridgette mentioned.


    She was surrounded by legs, feet… She was on all-fours, like a dog. A cool evening breeze hit her and made her realize that she was fully naked, except for a latex hood obscuring her face. 
Then she felt a quick tug on her neck. She could now feel the heavy leather collar on her long, slender neck. The realization sent shivers down her arched spine. She involuntarily shook her round bottom and wiggled the dog-tail buttplug shoved deep in her ass.
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    Another tug on her neck woke up from her trance. Her widened eyes followed the leather leash that was attached to the metal ring on her collar. It was in the strong grip of a tall, mysterious male figure. Was he the vampire? She couldn’t see his face, which was obscured by the bright lights of the club entrance.


    He started to walk away. The leash immediately reached full tension and pulled Aggie forward. She almost fell on her face, but managed not to. Her fists were wrapped in some kind of stretchy latex material, which made it harder for her to keep her balance. Luckily, the same material was wrapped around her knees too, providing some padding.


    As he walked, it became immediately clear to Aggie that crawling alongside a man wasn’t as easy as she had imagined. She struggled to catch up with him, even though he wasn’t rushing at all. She definitely wasn’t used to this kind of movement. Even with the padding, her knees were under tremendous stress, and they hurt like hell. 
In addition to the pain, she instantly became self-conscious about the awkwardness of her movements. She probably looked ridiculous to the men surrounding her. Crawling naked like a leashed dog was mindbogglingly humiliating already, this unexpected performance anxiety only made it much much much worse.


    Her dream handler took the struggling puppygirl through dim corridors and into the main hall of debauchery, filled with kinky sights, screams of pain, and moans of pleasure. All her senses were overwhelmed by depraved images, sounds, and smells as she was led onto a table, or an altar of some kind. Then, she was quickly surrounded by lust-crazed people, men and women. 
Hands started to reach in from all sides, feeling her naked body, squeezing, pinching, fingering her. The heat from their hands began making her shivering naked body sweat like she was in an oven.


    Suddenly she realized that she was no longer on Earth. The people and the surroundings were transforming into demons populating an infernal landscape in front of her terror-filled eyes. She was back in the middle of the lustful orgy in hell that almost all of her wet dreams eventually degenerated into. It was how her subconscious shamed and punished her.


    Aggie was sure she was hell-bound. Her unusual urges would definitely take her there eventually. Strangely, the hellish torment and suffering that awaited her made her even wetter and hornier. She was a nasty freak, through and through.


    As her surroundings transformed, so did the hands and fingers attacking her vulnerable womanhood. They turned into coarse claws, tentacles, horrible tongues. The demons continued to play with their food cruelly. The abrasive tongue that licked her pussy got angrier and hungrier. Its sloppy slaps and scrapes slowly but surely brought the poor puppygirl to the brink of another amazing climax. The pleasure exploded like a bomb, enveloping her entire body in an all-consuming flame.


    Back on Earth, in a toilet stall of a university building in Pussiana, Aggie finally pulled her sticky fingers away from her fully satisfied pussy. 
After a while, she gathered enough strength to pull her soaked panties up and adjusted her skirt. She took a deep breath and left the stall with shaky legs.


    She was exhausted. All she wanted was to go back to her dorm and take a long bath. She hoped Jeremy would be long gone by now.
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    She put her ear on the door and listened. The room was silent. 
Relieved, she went in and collapsed on her bed like a sack of potatoes. She wasn’t physically tired, but completely drained mentally. She had experienced so much within a single day. Had seen her first penis up close and…


    “You sucked him off, huh?”


    Aggie jumped out of the bed and turned towards the bathroom door. “Wha…. Laila?”


    “I’m in here. Come and help me, will you?”


    Aggie darted toward the bathroom door and looked inside, only to see another traumatic sight.


    Laila was sitting in their bathtub, completely naked, with her hands handcuffed to the shower pipes. Aggie’s eyes immediately fixed on her roommate’s face, which was almost completely covered with a gooey white substance.
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    “What the hell?” exclaimed the girl. 
She was frozen at the door, unable to step inside. This was the first time she laid eyes on Laila’s naked body. The purple haired minx looked even better than she had imagined. Her creamy white, shapely boobs were hypnotizingly beautiful.


    “Take your time. I don’t have any plans for tonight anyway.” said the handcuffed girl with a sarcastic voice.


    Aggie realized that she had been staring at Laila’s perfectly proportioned nipples. Her eyes moved to her face. The girl’s cum-glazed mug was a sight to see. Aggie instantly knew that this would be the image she would fantasize about the next time she touched herself. 
“What… what… what has happened here?” she asked with a stuttering voice and took a couple steps towards the tub. “Did Jeremy do this?”


    “Who else?” replied Laila. “He had this new toy.” She shook the handcuffs to attract Aggie’s attention. “You already knew about ’em, right? He told me all about your classroom escapade.”


    Aggie jumped a step back with panic in her eyes. “I’m… I’m sorry, I didn’t…”


    “Relax,” said Laila. “I don’t blame you. I blame that dirty bastard.” 
She paused for a moment and continued with a softer voice. “Could you just… wipe my face with something? I can’t even open my right eye.”


    Aggie hastily turned around and grabbed a roll of paper towel from the rack. She hesitated for a moment, took a deep breath, and started to gently wipe the drying jizz off her naked roommate’s pretty face.


    “Thank you,” said Laila, and looked up to Aggie’s concerned face. “I know, you must feel awful. He did this to you too.”


    Aggie immediately averted her gaze, embarrassed. “Don’t worry about me. Where is… where is the key for these?” she pointed to the handcuffs.


    “That’s the thing,” Laila replied, with an almost inaudible voice. “I’m so sorry, but I have to…” 
She paused for a long moment. Aggie felt like her roommate was searching for the right words to break some bad news. Suddenly she was overcome with dread. 
“He… He took the keys with him. He said…” another unsettling pause followed. “He said he’d give them back only if you go and beg him to suck his cock again.”


    “WHAT?” Aggie jumped on her feet and took a step back. “Are you kidding me?”


    Laila shook her head.


    “This is extortion! No way!” exclaimed Aggie. “I’ll call the police. I’ll call the university, I’ll call everyone. That bastard will pay for this.” She turned around, looking for a heavy object to hit the cuffs with. “We can break these, right? Or maybe pick them somehow? Perhaps I can…”


    Laila’s sad expression remained unchanged. “Please,” she interrupted Aggie’s indignant rant. “Please don’t. You can’t tell anyone. Handcuff’s aren’t the only problem. You see… He took pictures.” She looked at her naked body. “…of me lying like this, and worse… And my face covered in… I can’t let anyone see them, you understand?”


    Aggie fell silent. Blackmail? She couldn’t believe Jeremy would do something like this. Even though he was a jerk sometimes, he had always seemed like a harmless joker. She never thought he would stoop this low… be this cruel.


    “Please,” repeated Laila with shame in her voice. “Just a blowjob.” She looked into Aggie’s eyes beggingly. “He said he’d wait for you in his room.”


    Aggie stood there for the longest moment, unable to make up her mind. Eventually she closed her eyes with defeat. She had no choice but suffer this indignation to save her friend.


    She took another deep breath. “Fine… Where is his room?”


    * * *


    She knocked on the door twice. 
There was no immediate answer. A couple young boys passed by her, giving her curious looks. Aggie lowered her eyes with shame. She felt like everybody knew why she was here, knocking on Jeremy’s door.


    She knocked again. “Jeremy?”


    She heard footsteps. A key turned in the lock and the door opened. Jeremy was standing there with the most disgusting smirk on his face.


    “May I come in?” she asked, trying her best to sound calm.


    Jeremy stepped aside without saying anything.


    Aggie slowly walked in and stopped in the middle of the room. It was definitely a boy’s room, dirty and untidy. Clothes where sitting in a pile over the armchair at the corner, the bed was unmade, and his books were scattered over his desk.


    Jeremy locked the door again and put the key in his pocket. Aggie bit her lower lip, trying to calm herself. She was now but a captive in this boy’s room.


    Jeremy walked around the shivering girl and stopped right in front of her. 
“Welcome to my humble abode,” he said with a grin on his face. “I believe you have something to say to me.”


    Aggie looked up with trepidation. On her way here she had been full of rage, but now all she felt was terror. She felt completely weak and desperate in front of the boy. 
“Yes. Um… Please, may I….” She started, but couldn’t blurt out the rest of the sentence.


    “Go on,” replied the boy and took another step towards the shaking girl.


    “May I suck your penis… again, Jeremy?”


    “Penis? What is this, medical school? Say ‘your beautiful big fat cock.’”


    Aggie swallowed and took a deep breath. “Okay… Please, may I suck your… beautiful big fat cock, Jeremy?”


    Jeremy made a disappointed face. “Meeeh! I’m not feeling it. Maybe you should call me something else.” He touched his chin with an overexaggerated gesture. “What about ‘sir?’ Naah, call me ‘o merciful lord!’”


    Aggie felt another wave of shame wash over her. “May I… suck your beautiful fat cock, o merciful lord?”


    Jeremy shook his head again. “No. Still not good enough. You should say ’would you please…”


    “Would you please. Let me-”


    “No-no-no. Get on your knees first.”


    Aggie took another deep breath and knelt down. She looked up with tears in the corners of her eyes. “Would you…”


    “Stop. I changed my mind. Put your forehead on the floor and join your hands at your back.”


    Tears of shame and desperation freely flowing down her face, Aggie slowly bowed down and joined her wrists. She couldn’t believe the surreal situation she found herself in. This was definitely the most humiliating moment of her life. 
“Would you please, let me suck your…”


    “Oh no!” exclaimed Jeremy once again.


    Aggie closed her eyes with frustration, knowing full well he would somehow make this even more humiliating for her.”


    “Maybe you should refer to yourself as ‘this worthless little slut’ while begging for the privilege of sucking my big fat cock. That is what you are, right? A worthless slut?”


    Tears gushed out of Aggie’s reddened eyes. This was the ultimate degradation. 
“Would you please, o merciful lord, let this worthless slut suck your beautiful big fat cock, please?” she said softly, with a trembling voice.


    “Louder!”


    “Would you please let this worthless slut suck your beautiful big fat cock, o merciful lord… please?” she repeated.


    “Better. Now kiss my feet and say it again.”


    Aggie swallowed the remaining crumbs of her pride and kissed his feet one by one. She carefully and audibly repeated the humiliating phrase once again. She was sure that even this wouldn’t be enough for him, and he’d make her degrade herself even further.


    “Fine!”


    Aggie didn’t move. Was her free-fall into this bottomless chasm of disgrace over?
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    Jeremy put his foot under the girl’s chin and pushed her up. Aggie immediately followed the implied command and raised her head. Without looking up, she put her hands on his belt to unbuckle it.


    “No, keep your hands at your back, worthless slut! Use your mouth.”


    Hearing the words “worthless slut” from his mouth gave the girl another shiver. 
She sighed with despair again and joined her wrists at her back as if they were tied. Then, using her teeth, she unbuckled his belt and opened his zipper. At this point, Jeremy decided to help the poor girl a little and pulled his pants down to his knees.


    Aggie waited for him to straighten up again and then grabbed the waistband of his underpants with her teeth. Once she had pulled it down, his fully-erect penis sprung out and hit her on her eyes.


    Jeremy chuckled at her startled reaction. “See, it missed you too. Go on, suck it.”


    Aggie remained motionless for a moment and stared at the huge dick pointing towards her forehead. Then she raised herself on her knees and put her mouth on its bulbous head.


    The moment her lips touched his hardened flesh, she felt something piercing her brain. Something primal, ancient… A strange feeling of contentment, relief. Like finally returning to the safety of home… Finding a cozy nook to rest. 
Her eyes widened with surprise and disbelief. How could this be? Did she want this? Was she really a slut?


    After that moment, she didn’t care. All she heard was Jeremy’s command to suck his cock. She immediately sprung into action. She lunged forward, her full lips stretched on his big meat until the entire length was in her mouth somehow. 
She didn’t stop until her button nose hit his crotch. Jeremy said something to urge or humiliate her, but Aggie didn’t hear anything. The only thing in her mind was the big fat cock that was pressing on the back of her throat.


    She pulled back and pushed forward again. Then again, this time faster. Jeremy kept goading her on, but Aggie didn’t really need any encouragement any more. She was on a mission. A mission to serve. She felt an obligation to please. 
She wasn’t crying any more. She was exuberant…
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    “Here,” said Aggie and showed the little key to her friend.


    Laila sat up with a smile exploding on her face. “Oh my god! You got it back? You really did it!”


    “Yes,” replied Aggie with a solemn expression. She approached the naked girl lying in the bathtub and reached for the handcuffs that held her in place. “You know you owe me… Big time!”


    “Yes!” exclaimed the purple haired girl. “Thank you so much. I will do anything you want.” She paused for a moment and asked nervously. “What about the pictures? Did he delete them?”


    Aggie nodded. “I didn’t trust him, so I deleted them myself from his phone.”


    Laila smiled with relief and gratitude.


    “You know, in most of those pictures, you weren’t even handcuffed,” continued Aggie. “It looked like you were having a great time too.”


    Laila lowered her eyes with shame. “I was… At the beginning. He sprang this on me at the very end. He handcuffed me to the pipes. Fucked my mouth and ejaculated on my face. Then he told me all about the dirty stuff you did.”


    “The stuff I did? No, what he did to me!” Aggie angrily unlocked the handcuffs and threw them into the tub next to the naked girl. “That was nothing. You wouldn’t believe what I had to go through just now in order to save you, you inconsiderate little…” She stopped and tried to calm herself.


    “I know… I’m so sorry,” replied the naked girl with a servile voice. “I didn’t mean that. I’m forever in your debt.” She started rubbing her sore hands.


    Aggie noticed the deep red marks the handcuffs had left on Laila’s slender wrists. She immediately felt guilty for snapping at her friend. After all, the poor thing had been physically and psychologically abused by her boyfriend and must be hurting at the moment. 
She waved her hand dismissively and walked out of the bathroom. “Whatever. Why don’t you take a shower before bed,” she said and closed the door without waiting for an answer. “And I hope you won’t get back together with that asshole again!” she shouted right before she laid down on her bed. “I don’t want to see him ever again, you hear?”


    She wrapped herself snuggly in her comforter and tried to empty her overwhelmed mind. This had been the most chaotic, most traumatic day of her life, and her mind was racing to make sense of everything she had experienced since that morning. She had been climbing on a steep learning curve since the day she had first set foot in Snatchfield, but it had never been this up close and personal. This time, through no fault of her own, she had found herself in the middle of her wildest, scariest fantasies.


    She was very confused, and not only because of how everything had spun out of control… Her responses to these events had been rather unexpected and weird too. At every step she had been conflicted between outrage and excitement, and excitement had always won at the every end. That was why she was lying in her bed with her palms pressing on her throbbing Venus delta, instead of sitting at a police station recounting the humiliation she had been put through by her roommate’s ex.


    As Aggie tried to get rid of the dirty thoughts and infernal urges with little success, Laila started to hum a song in the shower. This further angered Aggie. How can she act this relaxed after all that had happened, she thought to herself. 
She gave her the benefit of the doubt and assumed that it was a song of relief. After all, Aggie has saved her from blackmail… at such a heavy cost.


    She pulled her head into the comforter cocoon like a turtle in an effort to seal her ears, but that didn’t help at all. 
She lay there and passively listened to the ruckus her roommate made as she exited the bathroom and dried herself up. Then she went silent. Finally, Aggie relaxed her tense muscles and felt a modicum of relief.


    “I’ll break up with him. This time for good, I promise,” said Laila, right on top of her.


    Startled, Aggie pushed her head out of her cosy cocoon to look at her roommate hovering above her bed. She was still completely naked.


    “And I will make it up to you, swear to god!” Without saying another word, she climbed on the bed and sat on Aggie, practically pinning her down.


    “What the hell? What are you doing?” asked Aggie as she struggled to break free of the tightly wrapped comforter. “Get off me. You are making the bed wet!”


    “The question is, am I making you wet?” replied the purple haired chick, now leaning over Aggie.


    Aggie finally managed to get her arms out and used them to push Laila back by the shoulders.


    Laila didn’t seem to be discouraged by her protests at all. She swiftly swept Aggie’s hands above her head, and pinned them down on the upper edge of the bed. Then, with impressive speed, she handcuffed the surprised girl’s wrists to the metal beam.


    “What the fuck!” screamed Aggie, this time with unmistakable anger. “Are you kidding me? These again?”


    “Relax,” replied Laila, with an apologetic expression of her stunningly beautiful face. “I told you, I’ll make it up to you.”


    As Aggie struggled to free her torso, Laila leaned in and reached for something under the bed. When she sat back up, she was holding a roll of duct tape in her hand. “Luckily, he left this too.”


    Aggie’s eyes opened wide with terror as Laila pulled a stretch of tape from the roll. “What are you… Don’t you dare!”


    “Sorry, but I have to. Because you are making too much noise,” Laila responded, and tore a piece of tape. She held it with both hands and brought it close to Aggie’s face.
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    “Now, if you promise me that you won’t scream, I won’t…”


    “Get off me, you maniac!” shouted Aggie, now trying her hardest to shake Laila off. Unfortunately, her body was still tightly wrapped in her comforter, and her hardest efforts didn’t have any effect on the girl sitting on top of her. “I’ll kill you if you-mmmhhhph!”


    Laila didn’t let Aggie finish her threat. She pressed the tape over the struggling girl’s lips and sealed it fast with additional pieces. Aggie desperately continued to hum curses and threats, but none could leave her mouth any more.


    Aggie struggled against her restraints a little longer, but eventually gave up and settled in less agitated state.


    Once her captive seemed more or less surrendered, Laila leaned in and gave a little peck on Aggie’s forehead. “I’m sorry. I had to do this. You would never act on your desires on your own. Am I right?”


    Aggie frowned and gave Laila a questioning look.


    “I have a confession to make,” said Laila, “remember when I borrowed your laptop last week?”


    Aggie looked puzzled.


    “Oh yeah, you don’t know about that. Another confession then. I borrowed your laptop last week. Sorry.” Laila put on a guilty expression. “Yeah, you see, I checked your browser search history… Accidentally, of course.”


    Aggie’s eyes widened with terror again.


    “Oh, don’t be embarrassed, sweetie,” said Laila, stroking Aggie’s cheek with her left hand. “We all have those… interests, you know… The heart wants what the heart wants, yeah?”


    Aggie closed her eyes with desperation and shame.


    Laila stroked her cheek again. “I’m just a girl, so I can’t satisfy all your fantasies, of course. But I’ll do my best anyway. Like I said, I’ll make it up to you.” She gave Aggie another kiss on the cheek and sat back up. “Now. I will unwrap you, if you promise not to kick me. Will you be a good girl?”


    Aggie lay motionless for a long moment and evaluated her situation, then reluctantly nodded. She was handcuffed and gagged already. What good would it do if she kicked Laila a couple times?


    “Good,” smiled Laila. “You won’t regret it, I promise.” She slowly raised herself on her knees and started to unwrap the comforter.


    Aggie laid still until her roommate was done.


    Laila quickly folded it and dropped it at the foot of the bed, then turned to Aggie with a smile. “There, all done!”


    At that exact moment, Aggie hit her in the crotch with her knee as hard as she could. Her knee landed right on Laila’s exposed pussy.


    Laila screamed with pain and her beautiful naked body folded in two. She groaned for a few seconds and then shakily got back up on her knees. 
“You p-promised, you little…” She paused when she noticed the angry expression on Aggie’s face. “But… I totally deserved this. I know that.” She leaned in for another kiss on the cheek. “Damn! you throw a nasty kick, girl. You almost broke my pelvis.”


    Aggie felt a bit guilty, but actually, kneeing Laila had felt really, really good.


    Laila cautiously backed up a little and stopped right next to Aggie’s knees. “Okay… Are you done with the kicking now? Because I don’t want to get hit on the face.” She pointed at the duct tape on the side of the bed. “You know… I can use this to tie down your ankles, if you won’t behave.”


    Aggie shook her head. Her excitement was getting the upper hand against her embarrassment once again. Her urges always won, somehow.


    Laila held Aggie’s panties from the sides and slowly pulled them down.


    She closed her eyes as the fabric slid all the way down to her ankles. She was sure the panties were soaked in her juices, and Laila could easily see that.


    Once she got rid of the undergarment, her purple haired assailant grabbed Aggie’s ankles with each hand. Then she gently raised and spread them as wide as possible. As her legs folded and opened like the wings of a butterfly, Aggie felt the heat of a thousand suns in her crotch. This was probably the hottest she had ever felt in her life.


    The roommate let her ankles go, but put one hand on her inner left thigh and pressed it down. This pressure stretched Aggie’s exposed crotch even further. A cold breeze hit her wet pussy and made the girl shiver. “My, you are glistening, sweetie.”


    As she pressed Aggie’s thigh down, Laila grazed her captive’s stomach with her other hand and reached her swollen mound. She gently teased the contours and nooks of her crotch and finally slid her fingers along her oozing slit. Aggie’s agitated body shuddered and quivered with every touch, which made her roommate chuckle.


    “Thrilling, isn’t it? I know, I’ve been at the receiving end of this.” She paused. “That damn asshole, he knew how to put me in the mood. May he rot in hell!” She wiped Aggie’s slit and brought her fingers to her mouth. She gave a little lick and promptly put it in her mouth. “So strange. I never knew…” She looked at the bound girl, who was staring at her roommate in disbelief. “You taste so sweet, Aggie.”


    “Ah, stop acting so coy,” she continued, when Aggie averted her eyes in shame. “I know you want this. You’ve probably dreamt of this many times. I’ve lost count of the times I caught you staring at my cute little butt.”


    Aggie closed her eyes tightly and turned her head to the side.


    Laila grabbed her chin and turned her head to face her. “You should know, the feeling is mutual. I’ve always wanted to fuck you too.”


    She backed up a little and bend down. Now her face was a few centimeters above Aggie’s glistening crotch. “You smell so good too,” said Laila and gave Aggie a little kiss right on the clit. She shuddered like she was caught in an electric current. “You see, we are all sluts, my sweet Aggie,” continued the roommate. “I figured it all out on my own long ago. I acted on it and liked it a lot. That was even before Jeremy. I had this epiphany very early.” Another kiss and few licks on the slit followed. “I was ashamed at first, just like you. But I soon realized that it was natural. We’re supposed to have these urges.” More licks and kisses, and even some nibbling gave Aggie long, strong chills. “I can’t imagine how repressed you are, my sweet northerner. I heard the stories. You probably believe you are going to burn in hell for eternity because you wanted to suck on my nipples.”


    Aggie held her breath as Laila stopped talking and started to lick her clit enthusiastically. Her mind was burning with pleasure and shame. Once again her tormented mind was split into two.


    Laila continued to lick her crotch enthusiastically, driving Aggie crazy for a long while.


    After struggling with her usual moral qualms for a few moments, Aggie eventually surrendered to the pleasure she was given. Once again, and for the third time within a single day, she had been completely overpowered physically and mentally.
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    It didn’t take Laila long to break her reluctant captive’s resistance, which was halfhearted at best. The pleasure build-up was soon too much for Aggie’s inexperienced body. Eventually, she burst with an earth-shaking orgasm.
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    The moment Laila closed the bathroom door, Aggie jumped out of the bed as silently as possible. She quickly put on her clothes, grabbed her things, and rushed out of the dorm room.


    She had been pretending to be asleep for the last hour, waiting for Laila to leave. Since the tempestuous events of the last week she had been trying to avoid her roommate as much as possible. She had been spending her entire day around the campus, hanging out at locations where she was least likely to bump into Laila or Jeremy. She arrived late at night and she left early in the morning.


    She had managed to evade Jeremy with ease, but it was impossible to avoid Laila altogether. They had had a number of awkward brief conversations and silences since that traumatic evening.


    Laila had seemed apologetic at first, but she seemed less affected by the event in comparison to her sexually repressed northern roommate. For Aggie, their relationship was forever changed… Even though it was literally one of her wildest fantasies coming true.


    That was the main thing that bothered Aggie. She was mad at Laila for overpowering and tying her to the bed, and going down on her. But she was even madder that she had enjoyed it immensely. That was yet another proof that she was nothing but a dirty harlot. There was a shameless slut inside her, desperately trying to get out and take over, and Aggie’s resolve to control her urges was getting weaker by the day.


    She took the long route to the auditorium in order to avoid crowded places where Jeremy might spot her. She was glad that Laila had broken up with the shameless miscreant… again. She hoped this would be the final break-up. After the horrible stunt Jeremy had pulled, even Laila wouldn’t go back to him, Aggie thought.


    She quickly rushed into the social sciences building. It was time for Dr. Lagno’s “Social Structuring in the Post-Calamity World” lecture.


    When she entered the auditorium her gaze was immediately pulled to the spot she had sat at last week. The dimly-lit seat at the back where Jeremy had forced himself into her mouth was vacant this morning.


    She quickly turned away in shame and ran down the stairs to pick a seat closer to the podium this time.


    She threw her things on a desk on the third row. As soon as she sat down, she realised that she was directly in front of the tall assistant. The “vampire,” as her new friend Bridgette had called him, smiled to Aggie when their eyes met. Aggie returned the smile awkwardly.


    Aggie immediately felt a warm feeling spreading around her body. She just knew she was blushing like a traffic light. The man was very attractive and had a strange effect on her. Aggie had had very limited interactions with him, but she knew way too much about his sexual preferences and private life. Much more than she wanted, for sure.


    The image of the naked woman in heavy bondage and her screams of ecstasy had become the centerpiece of Aggie’s wet dreams since she had accidentally opened that file cabinet exactly one week ago. Even the mere thought of the memory was enough to lubricate her nethers within a second. 
She immediately pressed her thighs together as if people could notice her arousal.


    Two hours passed without any major incident, but Aggie still had difficulty in following Dr. Legno’s highly informative but extremely boring lecture. Perhaps the big-titted celebrity lecturer was having a particularly bad day, or the topic wasn’t interesting enough.


    Male students didn’t seem to be complaining at all, especially because Legno tended to walk around the podium, which caused some “distracting movements” in her chest area.
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    Aggie on the other hand was distracted by the young man sitting across from her, only a few meters away. She secretly kept looking in his direction and stealing glances. She even caught herself focusing on his crotch a couple times, which made her continuous blushing extra intense.


    She tried to concentrate on the professor’s words for a while, but it proved to be impossible. Her thoughts were constantly pulling her back to the handsome assistant.


    Suddenly that damned switch turned on in her head, as it often did in such situations. She found herself in that forbidden fantasy realm where everything and everyone was sexualized to ridiculous proportions. In there, she could undress the man in front of her and see him in all his masculine glory. In this fantasy-land she was in control.


    At least for a few seconds, that is.


    In actuality, the fantasy realm controlled her. Whenever she started daydreaming, she was always overpowered by the things and creatures who lived there. They turned into demons and the surroundings transformed into hellscapes, and somehow she always ended up getting mercilessly gangraped by infernal hordes.


    But this time Aggie was determined to keep this seemingly inevitable manifestation of her raging lust and paralyzing shame under control.


    First, she imagined the young man shirtless. She visualized his wide shoulders and strong chest. Then her eyes followed the contours of his abdominal muscles. His pants disappeared as well, as she imagined his manhood. His big, heavy, erect cock. It had to be big and powerful. She hadn’t sneaked a peek of course, but the screams of pleasure which that bound woman had let out last week were proof of its might. She had been fantasizing about it ever since.


    She could still hear the heavy thumps over her head, the moans echoing around the office, whenever she closed her eyes at night. It was a wonderful torment. She imagined it slapping her face, imagined its weight as it rested on her stomach, imagined its girth as she held it in her hands. She imagined it in her mouth… In her pussy… in her butt, anywhere…


    While she was dreamily leering at the “vampire,” a long lull in Dr. Lagno’s speech woke her up from her cock-themed daydream. The lecture was finally over. Lagno collected her notes and prepared to leave, but she paused as if she had remembered something important.


    “Hold on a second, people!” she shouted, but the majority of the group had already rushed out of the room where time stood still. 
“I need a student assistant or two for the election polling thing. Are there any volunteers among you? It’s nothing scary. You’ll be helping Leonard to codify the data we gathered.”


    “I think we have a volunteer right here, Dr. Lagno,” interrupted the assistant, pointing in Aggie’s direction.


    Aggie turned to the young man, with surprise in her eyes. She stood frozen for a few seconds, until she realized that her hand was up.


    Her shock was immense. had she raised her hand for some other reason and forgotten? Was her brain trying to get her in trouble?


    “I… I wasn’t…” she stuttered inaudibly. She felt like she had two brains at that very moment, and one was definitely plotting to ruin the other.


    “Great!” exclaimed Lagno. “I remember you from last week. What was your name again?”


    “This is Miss Konstig,” said the man, after Aggie struggled to speak for a few awkward seconds.


    “A-Aggie… Aggie, please,” stuttered the befuddled girl. She was now sure that her face was redder than a tomato.


    “Very good. Thank you for volunteering, Aggie,” smiled Lagno. “This stuff isn’t exactly fun, but you’ll learn a lot for sure. Leonard is a good teacher, even though his hypotheses are a bit on the crude side.”


    They both laughed. Aggie felt the need to join in with a smile, even though she had no idea about the inside joke they were referring to.


    “Do you have class now, Aggie?” asked the professor.


    Aggie shook her head.


    “Good, then why don’t you take her to your office and brief her about the task, Leonard? But don’t scare her with your radical ideas about social peace through reeducation, eh?”


    Leonard smiled and nodded. Then he gestured towards the door in an invitation to Aggie, who was still struggling hard to stand still on her trembling feet. “Shall we, Miss Konstig?”


    “A-Aggie please,” repeated the girl and started to walk alongside the young assistant.


    After a long, awkward walk through the corridor, they arrived at the very door Aggie had sneaked through a week ago.


    “This is my office. I guess you know that already, right?” asked Leonard as he opened the door.


    “What? I…” stuttered Aggie with horror. Did the man know that she…


    “You came and took out the handout I left by the door, didn’t you?”


    “Oh, the document thing.. I… yes, yes I did,” replied the nervous girl with great relief. “I’ve never been inside, though.”


    “Sure. Please sit down. I just need a minute to…” Leonard walked towards the file cabinet and unlocked it.


    Aggie’s eyes widened with horror again. That was the small metal cage the bound woman had been stuffed in.


    Leonard opened the cabinet door and reached inside to grab a stack of papers. There was nobody inside.


    “Of course, you stupid farm girl,” Aggie thought to herself. “She wasn’t a stapler that he keeps in his office at all times. She was a… a date?”


    Leonard brought the stack of paper and handed it to Aggie, which startled the girl.


    “You seem a little jumpy,” smiled the young man. “No need to be nervous. I’m not a professor. At least not yet. Actually I’m probably only a few years older than you.”


    Aggie tried to smile in response and looked down to avoid his gaze. Her face felt very warm. She kept her eyes on the documents he had handed her. Perhaps if she looked down a little longer and relaxed, her seemingly endless blushing would go away.


    “These are the questionnaires we got from a group of students here,” started the assistant. “It is quite a big sample. Good thing about that is we’ll have a good representation of the general attitudes towards these radical androcratic movements. The bad news is, we’ll have a lot of work to do. I wouldn’t be able to finish this by the deadline all by myself, so I’m grateful that you volunteered to help.”


    “No problem,” replied Aggie, even though she still wasn’t sure about her role in this. She knew nothing about statistical analysis, and she wasn’t particularly crazy about the topic either. “Radical androcratic movements? You mean the Fisters, right?”


    “Yes, and the Arrowites, of course. People tend to lump them together because of this recent alliance they struck, but they’re actually very different. The Fisters are numerous and loud, so those barbarians dominate the news. But this small Arrowite clique is much more important in my opinion. They have members in high places. In the government, in the military, even in academia. Their ideology is much more… palatable. Somewhat convincing, even.”


    Convincing? Aggie looked up to see his expression. Was he being sarcastic? Perhaps he was teasing her.


    “Convincing?” she asked with an incredulous tone. “Don’t they basically call for reinstating a strict gender hierarchy in all sectors of society? Exclusion of women from decision-making positions? Basically reducing women to nothing more than servants, cooks and…”


    “Sex slaves,” interrupted the assistant. “Yes. We all saw their latest propaganda posters.”


    He leaned back. He seemed to enjoy the puzzled expression on Aggie’s face. “And they don’t mean it as just a sexual fantasy. It’s the life they imagine for women. Well, for some women, I guess.”


    At the mention of “sexual fantasy”, Aggie’s eyes inadvertently turned to the metal cabinet that apparently doubled as an occasional “woman storage”. She quickly turned away again. She was too nervous to look up to see if he had picked up on her reaction. “Some women? what do you mean by some?”


    “Ah, the Arrowites are surely trying to establish a strict patriarchy. They are concerned about the growing number of women in powerful positions. Of course, because of the demographic imbalance, they can’t possibly do anything about it. At least through democratic means. So, they came up with this policy of divide and conquer. If they convince the female population that a select few women are worthy to play with the boys while the rest is better suited for traditional gender roles, they can buy enough time for science to solve the demography problem.”


    “Well, I don’t disagree with that, actually. Some women would prefer that. In my hometown, for example, we…”


    “Yeah, that’s what they are counting on, Miss Konstig. It is already working on you, and many others.”


    The two turned towards the door, where Dr. Lagno was standing with a frown.


    “I see you agree with my brilliant assistant. Some women may prefer a submissive role in society perhaps, but who will assign these roles to these women? Who will decide this arbitrary percentage of”worthy women?” Who will decide who makes the cut? What will be the criteria?”


    She walked in and sat on the corner of the table between Aggie and the assistant. “That doesn’t matter anyway. Because of their alliance with the Fisters, their position will quickly radicalize and they will be arguing for a larger-scale, compulsory enslavement of women. You’ll see.”


    Aggie nodded. Dr. Lagno looked at her with a motherly smile and turned to her assistant.


    “Anyway. Why don’t we do a few of these so Miss Konstig can see how this works?” She picked a few sheets from the top of the pile Aggie was holding in her hands.


    They huddled over the desk and started to codify the answers from the first sheet. It was a very simple procedure and Aggie needed no further explanation. While her hands followed their instructions her thoughts started to wander away. Her mind left the chair and went towards the cabinet.


    * * *


    The door opened. Inside was a kneeling young girl, with her hands cuffed at her back. It was her.


    A strong male hand reached inside and grabbed her by the hair. He remained motionless for a single second, and then violently pulled her out of the tight metal box.


    Aggie fell on her knees. The man continued to pull her head down, until her face hit the cheap office carpeting. The strong hand was now holding her entire head in his palm, pressing it down. She struggled to break free, but only halfheartedly.


    She felt another hand on the small of her back. It started to move and reached around her waist. It unbuckled her belt and unbuttoned her jeans. Then with skill and speed that could only be achieved in a fantasy, it pulled her pants down to her ankles.


    A cold breeze hit Aggie’s bared legs. She held her breath and waited until she felt the touch of the hand again.


    Soon it grabbed her left ankle and started to graze up her shin. Aggie’s legs clenched with fear and excitement. Its fingers eventually reached the back of her knee and circled a couple times. She let out a gasp and her entire body shook. Then a couple of fingers started to move up along the back of her thigh. They went up and up, and finally made a slight turn inwards.


    Aggie knew well what their new target was. Her pubic mound was already going crazy with anticipation. Her clit and labia were swollen, blushing, and wet like hell.


    The two fingers finally reached her crazed slit and began taking advantage of the slippery nooks and crevices. They moved exactly how Aggie wanted. Roughly, without mercy. She was immediately under their complete control.


    After bringing her to the edge of climax just by rubbing her clit, the fingers were suddenly replaced with the tip of a big hard cock pressing against the entrance of Aggie’s vagina.


    As the cock started to exert pressure on her eager fuckhole, she felt a thumb at her anal opening. It immediately breached her butthole, defeating the halfhearted resistance of her sphincter.


    At the very same moment, the huge cock penetrated her pussy and ruthlessly drilled into the depths of her tight hole. It was heaven.
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    She slowly lost all control of her body, which was already pinned down by the two disembodied hands and a mighty cock.


    The organ continued to fuck her deeper and faster, elevating her to new heights of pleasure with every thrust. The pleasure built, and built and built, and…


    “Are you coming?”


    * * *


    Aggie jumped out of her trance and looked up. The professor and her assistant were looking at her.


    “Sorry? I-I was… humm…”


    “That’s okay, Miss Konstig,” smiled Dr. Lagno. “As a professor, I’m used to seeing this face in the crowd. I know this data compilation thing is very monotonous and boring. But it will be very rewarding when we finish it and do the analysis. You’ll see. 
Anyway, I’ll ask again. Are you coming with us? We’ll have a quick lunch at the cafeteria.”


    “Oh… Yes, professor,” replied Aggie, relieved. “Happy to…”
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    “Hey northerner!”


    Aggie turned around to find Bridget’s pretty freckled visage beaming at her.


    “I saw you with the vampire again last week. You’re not doing much to dispel the suspicions.”


    “What? I was having lunch with him and Dr Lagno. I’m working with them, you know. I’m helping with the…”


    “Relax!” chuckled the redhead. “I’m just playin’ with ya! You look so funny when you are accused of something. You wouldn’t last a minute under interrogation.”


    Aggie smiled. This petite ball of quirks exuded a strange, inescapable charm. In many ways, she was the exact opposite of Aggie. A flamboyant extrovert, she was talkative, friendly, adventurous, courageous, impulsive, and funny, all qualities Aggie felt she lacked. She envied her ability to start or join conversations with strangers effortlessly.


    Bridgette took another step towards Aggie and leaned in to whisper in her ear. “It’s good you’re working with him,” she winked. “You’ll be our mole!”


    “A mole? Our? What are you talking about?” asked Aggie. She never got half the things the redhead with the slick buzzcut said, but she always enjoyed they way she said them. She was amusing.


    “You know!” Bridgette exclaimed, “the vampire! The mystery! The club with the perverts! We are going to reveal all, you and I, together!”


    “I don’t know,” Aggie stammered.


    “Of course you do!” replied the other. “Remember what I told you about this semi-naked dog woman on a leash he was seen with?” Aggie nodded. “Yes, you do. I remember the look you had in your eyes. You were appalled and disgusted as much as I was.”


    Aggie bit her lower lip as she conjured the image of her naked self, led by a leash into a dark club. “Yes,” she replied, and tried to look outraged. “Disgusted!”


    “Right. Now listen to this. I have on good authority that he’ll be visiting the same club again tonight. I say we follow him. You in?”


    “What? You are going to stalk the TA? Are you crazy?”


    “Not me. We. We are doing it. Meet me here at 8. Wear something…” She stepped back and looked at Aggie from tip to toe. “Black… indiscreet. You know, we have to blend in in that club!”


    “You want to go in the pervert club?” squealed Aggie, quickly suppressing her voice into a mere whisper at the end of the sentence.


    “Of course we are, silly! What’s the point of following him to the gate and returning back. I already know the address of the place.”


    “You do? Whe-“


    “No time!” the redhead interrupted. “I have to go find something tight and pervy to wear. And you… Well, I don’t think you have any slutware, northerner. You just put on something black or dark, huh? Something tight, preferably with leather straps, buckles, studs, that sort of thing. What do you have?”


    “I… I have a trenchcoat,” Aggie stammered. “But, really, I don’t think…”


    “Perfect!” the redhead exclaimed. “Wear a trenchcoat. Wear it over your nicest lingerie. We are going undercover, baby!”


    Before Aggie could open her mouth and protest, the other launched towards the main gate. She turned around and yelled after ten meters. “Remember! 8 o’clock! Right here!”


    * * *


    Aggie stood motionless in front of her wardrobe, scanning the clothes she owned with a blank stare. Her mind was racing. She always felt that her mind was split into two when it came to matters like this. One part was the rural girl who generally spoke in her mother’s voice and folksy phrases. She urged her to remain chaste and pure, concentrate on her studies and keep away from the strangers’ ways. The other… Well, the other was a disgusting hell-bound pervert with a wet fuckhole.


    She knew that this spy game was a big mistake, and she should just stay home and study instead. She had no intention to take this risk. It was totally stupid.


    Apparently though, her legs were controlled by the perverted side of her mind. They brought her in front of the wardrobe, and she found herself looking through her clothes, trying to find something passable as “kinky.” Alas, there was nothing. She was a farm girl from the north, not a slut.


    But then she realized that she was living with a slut who definitely wasn’t a farm girl from the north. After a moment of hesitation, she walked over to Laila’s wardrobe and opened it. Her roommate certainly didn’t own any studded bondage harnesses, tight catsuits, or latex hoods, but she owned a lot of denim and leather. Aggie quickly picked a revealing tank top, a pair of tight pants, and a pink denim jacket. She remembered Laila wearing this ensemble at a dorm party before. Her huge tits had looked so big and beautiful in these. But… Aggie certainly wouldn’t wear such slutty stuff. She just couldn’t possibly…


    She stood motionless with the clothes in her hands while the two voices in her head fought one last battle. The next thing she knew, it was 8 o’clock, and she was standing in them at the meeting spot.


    “I thought you’d wear a trench-coat” said a voice from behind.


    “How can you always sneak on me so easily?” Aggie asked as she turned towards the redhead.


    “Easy,” the other chuckled, “you’re always deep in thought. Thinking about your studies, or whatever you northern hicks think about? Corn? Wine?


    “We don’t drink,” replied Aggie, in an attempt to hide her displeasure about every single element in Bridgette’s lighthearted jab. She was used to be the butt of the joke just because she came from a backwards part of the country… but a derogatory remark every single time?


    “Many farmers grow grapes, though. Actually, the yearly grape harvest festival is-”


    “Yeah-yeah, interrupted Bridgette. “Tell me on the way. We should find a good place to watch the vampire’s lair.” She handed her a pair of sunglasses. “Here, hide those pretty eyes.” Aggie took the oversized shades and put them on.


    Bridgette took Aggie’s hand and started to drag her. “You look awesome by the way, Aggie. You clean up well for a farm chick.”


    * * *


    “Vampire’s lair” as Bridgette called it, was a small apartment at the edge of the campus. On their way there, the redhead confessed to her fellow spy that she had already stalked the tall assistant before. That’s how she knew the address to his apartment, and had a disturbingly accurate knowledge on his schedule and habits.


    As she predicted, the vampire left his home at 8:20 with a woman. Aggie tried to see if this was the mysterious woman she had seen in his office cabinet. Of course, the trussed up sex slave woman she had found had been wearing a latex hood that had covered her entire head, and the vampire’s date tonight was wearing a fashionable headscarf and sunglasses as big as her face. She looked the right size, Aggie thought, but it was impossible to be sure, especially from the back at this distance.


    They followed the couple several blocks. Bridgette was unusually quiet even though her pretty face was lit with excitement. Aggie was glad her partner in crime didn’t talk much. Her own thoughts were loud enough.


    Nothing about the couple seemed out of the ordinary to Aggie at first. They walked apart, except for a few instances when she held his arm or leaned onto his shoulder. He mostly seemed unaffected by her desperate attempts at getting closer. After a while, Aggie started to feel like he was dragging the woman with an invisible, imaginary leash. It almost looked like he was walking a dog.


    And soon, imaginary was going to become real. A few more blocks later, they reached the club district. Colorful neon lights and screens that displayed attractive scenes of excess and debauchery started to pop up everywhere. Groups of people were standing around, chatting, joking, and occasionally catcalling the women who passed by. The two spies received their share of lewd looks and wolf whistles, but they ignored it. They had a mission, after all.


    When the vampire and his date stopped in front of a relatively inconspicuous gate, Bridge hastily pulled Aggie into a nook. “We are here!” she stated confidently. “I followed him to here before.”


    “What’s in there?” asked Aggie, unable to hide her excitement.


    “I don’t know,” the other replied. “I was too scared to go in. That’s why I brought you with me.”


    “What?” squealed Aggie. “What makes you think I have the courage to…”


    “Hush! Watch this!”


    Bridgette put her right hand over Aggie’s mouth to silence her, and pointed to the club entrance with the other.


    The vampire held his date in his arms and gave her a long passionate kiss, which made Aggie unconsciously lick her lips. Then he took out a leather collar and a leash from his pocket, and put it around the woman’s neck. Once she was collared, she dropped to her knees and raised her arms to her chest like little puppy paws. Her hat and sunglasses were quickly replaced with a latex hood. At the end, she went down on all-fours, completing her quick transformation into a sex pet.
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    There it was! A woman, leashed like a dog, submitting to that tall, handsome man. The very image that always invaded Aggie’s wet dreams ever since the day she found herself stuck under the TA’s desk.


    The vampire walked into the club with his obedient puppy in tow. Bridgette immediately jumped out of the nook and started to drag a befuddled Aggie towards the gate the couple had disappeared in. “Come, we are going in after them. Stand up straight! Try to look like we belong here. Remember, we are kinky sluts.”


    “We are kinky sluts?” the redhead’s words hit Aggie like a hard slap. Aggie felt like a kinky slut. Even before she had learned the meaning of all those words, she had always felt like a kinky slut. The problem was, she didn’t know how to ‘act’ like a kinky slut.


    There was no time to think. They were almost there. She had to improvise. She straightened up her posture, Raised her head and put her hands together in front of her. She was so confused, she didn’t know if she was trying to act like a top or a bottom. She probably looked like the confused imposter she was.


    “Hello,” Bridgette greeted the bouncer with huge muscles standing watch in front of the gate. “We are kinky sluts!”


    Aggie could have chuckled at Bridgette’s creaking voice as she spoke, if she hadn’t already been terrified out of her mind. She was right in front of one of ‘those’ clubs, where outrageous, disgusting, perverted, lewd stuff happened. The amalgamation of terror and thrill was overwhelming for her repressed farm-girl mind. For a moment she hoped for the bouncer to see through their guise and turn them away.


    But he didn’t. He apathetically stared at the redhead with the awkward smile for a moment, and then stepped aside to let them in. 
Bridgette didn’t lose another second. She launched past the mountain of muscles and dragged Aggie in with her.


    They found themselves in a long winding corridor lit by dim red lights. Loud pulsating music and strange smells hit their faces immediately. After turning a couple of corners, they reached a window on the wall with a sign that said ‘wardrobe.’ A blonde girl in a leather harness looked up and smiled. “Good evening ladies. So… Which one of you is the pup?”


    “Excuse me?” said Aggie.


    “The pup. The puppy. The pet.” she repeated, as if she believed that she couldn’t get any clearer than that. “Are you knew here? Thursday is puppy night.”


    “Ah! We didn’t know,” Bridgette jumped in. “Um… Our dates didn’t show up, and…”


    The blonde looked at the redhead suspiciously for a moment, and then at Aggie. She raised her carefully stylized eyebrows and stood up. “No problem. One of you has to be the puppy, though.”


    “Oh! I am… I’ll be the puppy,” jumped Bridgette. “Yes, we play puppy all the time. I’m her puppy.” She turned to Aggie and awkwardly smiled to the stunned northerner.


    “Fine, but I can’t let you guys in like that.” She pointed to her clothes. “Come on in. We have dressing rooms here.”


    “Great!” quipped the redhead and grabbed her reluctant companion. Aggie was too shocked to put on a real resistance anyway. She quickly find herself trapped in a smallish locker room with her crazy friend and a tall blonde wearing the sluttiest leather dress she had ever seen.


    “You can leave your stuff in these lockers”, the blonde said and turned to Aggie. “I’ll bring a hood and a leash for your puppy. Would you like a hood too, sister?”


    Aggie gathered all her strength in order to nod. Her mind was burning. Her entire body felt numb. She was supposed to be at the brink of a panic attack, yet she was surprisingly calm. Was this how insanity felt? Was her brain about to explode?


    “This is crazy, huh?”


    Aggie turned around and her eyes opened even wider. 
Bridgette was standing in front of the locker, completely naked except for her heeled boots. She didn’t show any signs of embarrassment. Aggie shrieked and immediately shielded her eyes with her hands.


    Before she could say anything, the blonde returned with the stuff. She handed the stunned girl two latex hoods and a leash set. “There you go. You aren’t going to undress?”


    Aggie shook her head frantically. That was too far. She was about to lead her naked friend on a leash into a sex club, but no, she wasn’t going that far.


    “Suit yourself.” shrugged the woman. “Have fun, ladies!” Then she turned and left the dressing room.


    Bridgette came and grabbed one of the hoods from Aggie’s hands. Aggie jumped at her touch in panic. “Relax!” the other said. “Just boobs and coochie. You can look, I don’t mind.”


    “You are insane! This whole thing is madness! How did I end up in here, with you?”


    “Come on,” chuckled Bridgette. “It’s not too bad.” She leaned in and kissed her terrified companion on the cheek. “I know, It’s kinda crazy… But I feel fine, you know. This doesn’t feel strange at all. I think I have you to thank. Last time I was here, I couldn’t work the courage to walk past the main gate. Now look at me!”


    Aggie couldn’t help but look at the girl this time. She looked fragile, delicate, scrumptious. Her short hair complimented well her egg shaped head and slender neck. Her sizeable boobs were pale and covered in freckles. She had a hourglass figure and shapely hips. Even though she wasn’t very tall, her legs looked long and well-toned.


    She appeared incredibly pretty and attractive all of a sudden. Aggie could just eat her up.


    “You like what you see, huh?” chuckled the redhead. “I know, we all have a secret lezzie lurking inside.”


    “How dare you!” screamed Aggie. The girl was right, of course, but she wasn’t going to admit it.


    “Oh, save the rage for the inside,” waved Bridgette. She stepped backwards and slowly went down on her knees. “Actually, hold that face. Makes you look confident and authoritative.” She paused and smiled. “Now, would you please leash your obedient little puppy, mistress? Let’s go in there and find out what these shameless sex-crazed perverts are up to.”
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    Aggie’s head was getting warm in the tight latex hood she was wearing, but mostly because her confused, fractured mind was burning inside. The situation she found herself in was utterly surreal. She was holding tight a leather strap in her right hand, which was shaking with excitement and fear. At the other end of the strap was the naked petite figure of Bridgette, crawling like an obedient little puppy.


    Her eyes glazed over as she watched the redhead’s bare bubble butt swaying from side to side. Normally, this beautiful sight would have been enough to drive Aggie insane and fuel her wet dreams for months, but it was nothing compared to the den of debauchery she was about to enter.


    “What a cute thing! What’s her name?”


    Aggie woke up from her butt-sway-induced trance and found herself in the middle of a small crowd. A tall blonde woman with unusual number of face piercings was looking at her with a skewed grin. It took Aggie a few seconds to realize she was already in the main hall.
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    “Beg your pardon?” she responded after a very long pause.


    “Your little puppy. This delicious morsel. What do you call her?”


    Aggie looked down anxiously. Bridgette was looking back up with excitement and mischief in her big beautiful eyes, the only part of her face visible under her puppy mask.


    “Ah!” Aggie exclaimed as she desperately tried to come up with something, “I call her… um… Fr-Frecklebutt.” She looked at Bridgette. The redhead’s eyes squinted with an amused smile.


    “Frecklebutt? What a wonderful name!” smiled the tall woman and bent her long legs to pat Bridgette on the head. “Who’s a good girl?” Aggie’s eyes were immediately drawn to the woman’s perfect bottom squeezed into a tight leather pencil skirt, and over-the-knee high-heeled boots adorned by countless straps and buckles. She was dressed like a sexy demon from Aggie’s recurring infernal dreams.


    “Are you a barker or talker, Frecklebutt?” the woman continued.


    “Woof! “ Bridgette responded without hesitation.


    “That’s a good girl!” The woman patted Bridgette on the head again and stood back up. “I’ve never seen you here before, sister,” she said. “First time?”


    Aggie nodded nervously after a moment of hesitation.


    “Don’t be alarmed. I can tell only because you two are wearing the club hoodies. It means You don’t own your own, and you came here unprepared,” she smiled warmly. “I remember wearing them a couple years ago myself. In time I found this community to be friendly and safe enough to lose the masks.” She paused for second and extended her hand. “I’m sorry, where are my manners. I’m Hilda.”


    Aggie took the woman’s glowed hand and shook it as firmly as she could.


    “Nice to meet you. I’m…”


    “Oh, just make up something.” the other grinned.


    “Um…Laila,” Aggie stammered. “Call me Laila.”


    “Laila it is,” Hilda smiled. “Come, I’ll introduce you to my friends.”


    Just like that, Aggie found herself shaking hands with a small group of club members. The first guy was Hilda’s boyfriend Björn, a tall, skinny blonde man from Fittmark. The second was Horace, a suavely dressed guy with bulging muscles. To Aggie’s surprise, Hilda introduced him as her boyfriend also. “Don’t look so shocked, first-timer,” she chuckled when Aggie looked on with widened eyes. “I love ‘em both. They share my holes. Never been spit-roasted before?”


    Aggie shook her head, embarrassed for her initial reaction. 
Also included in the group was another throuple, Walter, Jill, and Cookie. Walter and Jill looked like a proper couple with a leashed and latex-clad Cookie kneeling at their feet obediently.


    “So, how do you like the place?” asked Walter, taking a sip from his single-malt.


    “Very nice,” replied Aggie without thinking. Then she took a careful look around for the first time since she entered the club. Everything was kinda blurry in the distance because she left her glasses back in the locker room. They simply didn’t stay on her face with the hood covering her ears. She had to sacrifice some of her vision to keep her anonymity.


    They stood at the edge of a sizeable dance floor where a bunch of people were moving to the rhythm of the loud music. Aggie squinted her eyes and tried to focus on the center of the crowd. Her eyes immediately widened with shock. They were moving to the rhythm alright, but they were not dancing.


    “That’s the blowjob floor,” chuckled Jill. “You act like you’ve never been to a Dick-o-theque.”


    “Never been…” Aggie stammered, trying her best but failing to act nonchalant. “Where I come from…” She immediately stopped talking, before she gave up information about herself.


    “You’re new in town, huh?” smiled Walter. “You already tamed a cute little puppy, though. You must be quite the charmer.”


    Aggie tried to smile back. Bridgette eagerly raised on her knees the moment she realized that the conversation was shifting to her.


    “You should try it then,” said Jill, and then her face lit up like she had a great idea. “Hey! You can take our Cookie to the floor. She gives great cunnies.” Then she turned to Bridgette before a stunned Aggie could process this insane suggestion. “Is your Frecklebutt shareable? I’love to watch her suck my husband’s cock.”


    Aggie straightened up to reject this unexpected offer, but her refusal was preempted by an enthusiastic woof. She looked down to see Bridgette with her paws raised to her chest, apparently eager to be led to the blowjob floor.


    “Great!” quipped Jill. She handed Cookie’s leash to Aggie and grabbed Bridgette’s. Before Aggie could react, she found herself being pulled by the young girl in the shiny latex catsuit towards the crowd of people engaged in oral sex in the middle of the club. Walter, Jill and Bridgette were already ahead of them.


    The surreal dream she found herself trapped in was getting wilder by the minute. Aggie watched Walter unzip the mouth of Bridgette’s hood. The redhead eagerly opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out. She waited on her knees like a little whore in heat as the man took his semi-erect cock out and placed it on her tongue. She immediately started to lick and suck the organ as if she was created to do that. Aggie couldn’t believe her eyes. How could her friend turn into such a shameless slut just like that?


    “Would you like me to pull down your pants, ma’am?”


    Aggie turned to the girl kneeling in front of her. She looked on with an empty stare for a moment. She didn’t know what to do. She was frozen. Then she felt two strange hands on her hips.


    “Relax, Laila! Nobody can see your face. Even if they did, nobody would care. Just take a look around you.” It was Jill, hugging her from behind as she watched her husband rhythmically fuck Bridgett’s mouth. Aggie nervously looked up and scanned the crowd. They were surrounded by women on their knees, sucking cocks and licking pussies. It was definitely a scene from Aggie’s wildest fantasies. Only it was real.


    After a few seconds, Jill decided that the stunned newcomer needed a little push and started to unbutton her pants. “Let it go. I’ll help you,” she whispered in her ear. “You’re invisible. Trust me.” After letting her tight jeans drop all the way down to her ankles, the woman slid her thumbs under the strings of her panties. Then she slowly pulled them down to her knees.


    Once enough of her crotch area was exposed, Cookie leaned in and gave Aggie’s wet slit a tiny little lick. Aggie’s body shook from tip to toe with her slight touch. Cookie chuckled and continued to attack her target with longer and deeper licks. Aggie’s leg muscles clenched to step back and run away, but Jill grabbed her firmly from behind.


    “Just relax,” she whispered again, as she held her tightly in a reassuring embrace. Aggie struggled a bit more, but she eventually stopped her half-hearted resistance. Once she let go, she felt Jill’s lips on her neck. As the puppygirl continued to lick her pussy, her owner started to give her little pecks on her neck and back. The kisses followed a path down her spine, concentrated on the small of her back and finally reached her bare ass cheeks. Aggie’s eyes almost fell out of their sockets when Jill’s tongue finally reached her butt and penetrated her anal opening.


    Aggie’s vision was now getting even blurrier and her mind hazier. With one tongue on her pussy and another in her ass, she was quickly climbing the heights of pleasure, even though she was standing in the middle of a crowded public place. In addition to that, her friend was kneeling next to her, sucking a strange man’s cock like there was no tomorrow.


    “Aren’t they the best?” grinned Walter. Aggie semi-consciously nodded and and moaned. Her moans were getting louder and louder, as she gradually lost control of her body and her mind with every flick of the tongues on either side of her. “You trained your puppy well,” he continued. “One can rarely meet such a talented cocksucker in heat.”


    Aggie turned her head to look at Bridgette. Walter certainly had a point. It was impossible to imagine for Aggie how her friend turned into this shameless slut in a matter of minutes. Was she always like this? Perhaps she was, and Aggie had been ignoring the signs. Was she completely fooled by her own prudish outlook?


    “It’s the mask,” said the man as if he read her thoughts. “Anonymity frees us. I’ve been there. You are there too, eh? I’m sure you are normally not the type who receives oral sex in public.”


    Aggie shook her head. Her mind was as clouded as her vision now. “But look at you now,” continued the man. “You are free now.” With those words, he grabbed the girl by the neck and pulled her in for a passionate kiss. Aggie barely resisted for a second and then surrendered to to his lips and tongue.
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    And then, suddenly, penetrated by three tongues, she started to shake and moan violently. Her weakened body was enveloped by the greatest pleasure she had ever felt. A cool fire ricocheted around her crotch, torso and head. Her legs buckled and gave out, but she was held in place by the throuple.


    It was pure bliss.
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    Aggie slowly came to her senses as Cookie dragged her back to the spot the group was settled at. Her head was spinning like crazy after that powerful orgasm she experienced in the middle of the dance-slash-oral-sex floor. Her vision was blurry and the music was banging in her ears. She was unable to think clearly. She even forgot why they where there in the first place.


    They were supposed to be tailing the research fellow and his voluptuous research subject. The mysterious duo was nowhere to be seen. Even if Aggie had her glasses on, she wouldn’t be able to spot them in this crowd. Her partner in crime Bridgette, who was still crawling next to her naked and leashed, seemed oblivious and content with this strange predicament. Perhaps this was what she planned all along, and following the vampire was just a pretext. Was Aggie nothing but a chaperone for the lascivious redhead?


    Getting duped by that slutty puppy wasn’t Aggie’s biggest concern at that moment. She was trapped in the middle of a sea of debauchery and excess. She squinted her eyes to understand what was happening around her. Suggestively dressed attractive people dancing and engaging in various sexual acts surrounded her.


    “There you go! No longer a virgin!”


    Aggie turned around to find Hilda’s crooked smile and piercing gaze trained at her. She looked into Aggie’s eyes for a long moment. Aggie felt Hilda’s gaze entering through the eye holes of her mask and shuffling around her confused mind. It made her even more uneasy and nervous.“Oh my lord!” the other exclaimed. “You are! You actually are still a virgin, aren’t you?”


    “No!… I mean… Yes, but… I…”


    Hilda smiled knowingly and embraced Aggie like a good old friend. “Don’t worry, virgin. It’s fine. It makes perfect sense actually. The scared newborn deer legs, that ambiguous northern accent. Those wide, amazed eyes. I should have known the minute I saw you.”


    Aggie hastily straightened up. Did she really walk like a newborn deer? “I’m not amazed. I’m just… a little surprised,” she responded, unable to find something clever to say.


    “There is no shame in that,” smiled Hilda and dragged her to the seat next to Walter. Aggie saw Bridgette in the corner of her eye. The redhead immediately took the man’s cock back in her mouth and resumed blowing him like a shameless slut. “Or in being a virgin. It’s just a word.”


    “Just a word?” exclaimed Aggie. “It denotes chasteness, decency, devotion to…”


    “Devotion? To tradition, yes? Tradition is nothing but a set of rules and practices that are created and perfected to oppress and control us.”


    “Us?”


    “Us, the people. But mostly us, women.”


    Aggie looked at Hilda for a long second, confused. “You are at a bondage club,” she said, now with a bit of bite in her voice. “You are wearing a posture collar and a fuck-me-boots. You are dressed as a slave and complain about women being oppressed and controlled?”


    Hilda smiled and leaned into Aggie’s ear. “You don’t know the half of it, sister,” she whispered, her warm breath tingling the prudish college girl’s left cheek. “I have remote controlled plugs in my pussy and butthole under this skirt. Björn controls the one in my pussy, and Horace controls the one in my butt.” She turned to her two boyfriends chatting up another female a few meters away and bit her lower lip seductively. “And believe me, they know how to use those devices as well as they know how to use their cocks.”


    Aggie swallowed. She had often daydreamed about hidden dildos stimulating her secretly in public. Now she was talking to someone actually living her fantasy. The thought was extremely exciting, but her brain immediately launched a counter-attack, against the woman breathing in her ear… and her own hormone-drenched body. “Even more contradictory,“ she said, at the verge of a cocky smirk, “you chose to give men control over your body?”


    “That’s right,” Hilda smiled. “I chose to. I’m free to do so. I’m powerful enough to make that choice.” She leaned closer and gave Aggie a peck on her cheek. “What about you? Are you in control of your choices? When you walked in, it looked like this little naked petgirl was leading you in here, not the other way around.”


    Aggie’s eyes involuntarily shifted to Bridgette, whose head was still bobbing on Walter’s sizeable erect rod. There was no doubt about it. The redhead was a big slut and a surprisingly talented cocksucker.


    “Perhaps,” she said. “I wasn’t ready for all this. If I had known, I wouldn’t…”


    She was interrupted by a faint buzzing sound and a long breathy moan. She turned back to Hilda, only to find her beautiful tall body squirming with unexpected pleasure. It took Aggie only a second to guess that one or both of her secret dildos were activated.
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    “Bastards!” Hilda moaned and looked at her boyfriends. “I think they found what they were looking for.” Aggie turned to the two men. They were both staring at Hilda with mischievous grins. The girl they were talking to earlier was holding two remotes, pointed at the blonde. “A nice catch too,” Hilda moaned. “They will tie me up, put me in my cage, and make me watch as they fuck that little slut on both ends all night.”


    “What?” exclaimed Aggie, trying hard to sound outraged, and not aroused like hell. “Why would you let them do such a cruel thing to you?”


    “Because with them, I chose to be powerless,” the other replied. “During the day, I swim against the flow, navigate through dangerous storms, fight the rapids. It is exhausting. But at night, I just let myself go and the current takes me wherever. I just let go.”


    “They do whatever they want with you?”


    “They do whatever they want with me. My body and mind is theirs after sun goes down. I have no will. No responsibilities to think about. No anxiety, no worries. Just pleasure…” She reached and pinched Aggie’s left nipple playfully. “Or pain, if they choose to hurt me.”


    “Ouch!”


    Aggie slapped Hilda’s hand away, but secretly, a wave of excitement engulfed her at the tall blonde’s uninvited touch. “You must be crazy to let it happen,” she murmured. It was the decent reaction. She was a good farm girl, raised prim and proper.


    “I must be,” Hilda whispered in her ear again. “Just like you are. I saw you on the dance floor a few minutes ago, with three tongues in you. How could you let it happen, virgin?”


    “I… I didn’t. They forced me to…”


    “Exactly. You did nothing wrong. They forced you.”


    Aggie opened her mouth to say something, but she was distracted by a click and the cold touch of metal on her wrists. She looked down at her hands. She was handcuffed…


    Again?


    “What the hell?”


    Hilda didn’t respond immediately. She just slapped a piece of duct tape on Aggie’s mouth and proceeded to secure it further with more strips around her hood.


    “You are now my captive, Laila!” she grinned, once she was done taping her mouth shut. “You didn’t think that you could walk in and out of here unscathed, did ya?”


    Aggie’s eyes blared with surprise, fear, and rage! How stupid she must be to keep finding herself overpowered and tricked like this every other day! She screamed a few curse words into her gag, but that just made Hilda chuckle. She grabbed her stunned prisoner under her armpits and pulled her onto her lap. “Now, you’ll be a good girl and obey me, right? You know you can’t possibly escape. You’re surrounded.”


    At that moment Aggie realized that the group of friends were standing around them. She was now the center of attention, a position she hated to be in even in normal situations.


    “I think we should reward out little Bridgette for this wonderful catch,” said Walter and patted the redhead on the head. Then he reached down, removed the enthusiastic cocksucker’s hood and kissed her on the forehead affectionately. “I think you deserved at least two… no, three orgasms for your hard work, Slurpslut.”


    “Woof!” the redhead responded with the biggest smile. If she had a real tail, she’d be wagging it.


    Aggie’s eyes almost feel out of their sockets. The revelation of her friend’s incredible betrayal set her brain on fire. She wanted to pounce on the naked petgirl and tear her into pieces, but Hilda’s surprisingly strong arms kept her firmly in place.


    “Yes. We call her Slurpslut,” chuckled Hilda, “but I think Frecklebutt was good too. You certainly came up with a good name on the spot.” Aggie continued to swear into her gag, but her muffled groans did nothing but amuse the group.


    The blonde grabbed Aggie’s big boobs from behind and squeezed them like they were toys. “Don’t worry, Laila,” she whispered in her captive’s ear. “We’ll not remove your hood in the middle of the club, and you can keep pretending that your name is Laila, if you like. But you should know this. I actually know everything to know about you. Perhaps more than you know about yourself.”


    Aggie turned her head as much as possible to see the woman’s eyes. Was she bluffing?


    “Agata Konstig. Farm girl from Old Hickory. Has three younger sisters and an older brother. Volunteers at the local grape harvest festival every year. Likes birdwatching. Dreams about getting gangraped in hell every night.”


    Agata shuddered like she was struck by a jolt of electricity. Was this woman a mind-reading witch?


    “Don’t look so scared!” laughed Björn, who was now getting a blowjob from the young girl they had been chatting up. “She’s not reading your mind.”


    “She works in IT at the university,” added Horace as he shoved his cock in the kneeling sub girl’s obedient mouth. “And she’s a very good hacker too.”


    “That’s how she finds our victims,” chimed in Walter. “That’s how we found Cookie and Slurpslut. University dorms are full of these young, beautiful, obedient, and horny college girls, looking for someone to teach them about the world of kink.”


    Still oscillating between befuddled and enraged, Aggie threw an angry look at Bridgette, who was now resting her head on Walter’a thigh with a blissful look on her face.


    “I know what you’re thinking,” said Jill as she stroke the petgirl’s head tenderly. “You think you would never end up like Cookie and Slurpslut, right? You are a strong-willed woman. You left your cavemen family back in that backwater town to get a college education. You want to be successful, rich, and free.” She waved her hand like she was swatting a fly. “You can still be all that, believe me. We’ll help you about that too.”


    “Enough talk!” interrupted Hilda. Her hands had been exploring her captive’s defenseless body the entire time. “It’s time to initiate out friend Laila to our little group.” She tightened her embrace and leaned into her ear once again.


    “Today is the day your dreams come true. In a few minutes, you’ll be carried to a back room to be violated. You have no say in this, I’m afraid. But since we both are fascinated by this notion of ‘choice,’ I’ll give you a simple one, virgin. You can choose the manner you’ll be deflowered. You can choose your rapists.”
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    Violated? Deflowered? If this was a joke, it was going too far now. This time Aggie decided to fight and escape. She could elbow Hilda, kick the boys and run for the exit.


    But she didn’t. She remained in place, in the tall blonde’s firm hands.


    “Good girl” the other whispered again. “Now, who’s it gonna be?”
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    It felt like time stopped.


    The world continued to vibrate, shake, and oscillate around her, and the blurry half naked girls on their knees kept sucking the blurry men on the “dance floor.” But this constant movement seemed like a repeating loop to Aggie’s overwhelmed mind, since the moment she was given an impossible task. To choose a man to surrender her virginity to.


    She looked down. Her large tits were still in Hilda’s hands, being mauled by her slender fingers like squeeze toys. She was surrounded by the tall blonde’s two lovers and their brunette catch of the night, Walter and Jill with their petgirl Cookie, and finally Bridgette, the damn traitor who lured her into this trap. She was handcuffed and defenseless. Escape was virtually impossible.


    All her life, she was told to remain chaste, protect her virginity at all costs. It was a girl’s most important possession and quality. It was the basis of her moral purity, the very thing that defined her. And now, she was told to give it up. A stranger was to take it away from her, against her will, by force. It felt like the end of the world.


    She was aroused like hell.


    She knew what generally happened when she was confronted by such temptation. The ever-intensifying fight between the two parts of her brain would strain her mind to the limit, and the stupid prude from Old Hickory would eventually win. Aggie was too much a coward to follow her hellbound whore side to dark places, even though she made her feel much better than the “good one.”


    But the “good one” was out of luck this time. Hellbound whore had the advantage. Just like in the auditorium that day, a pair of handcuffs changed the balance in favor of the dark temptress. She had no choice but to obey her urges.


    “Enough thinking!” She almost jumped when Hilda whispered in her ear with her breathy voice. “Choose a man. Choose your first man. That’s the only choice you’ll be given tonight.”


    Aggie’s eyes widened and wandered around the group besieging her. She looked at each one for a few seconds. Then another pass, and then one more time. They were all strangers. They meant nothing to her. Perhaps that was better? She was unable to make sense of it. It was impossible to decide.


    Then, suddenly, her frantic head froze in one direction, and her pretty big eyes focused.


    “Him.” she whispered. “I want him to deflower me.”


    An arrogant smile appeared on Walter’s face momentarily, but he quickly realized that Aggie wasn’t actually looking at his smug mug. Her gaze was fixed on someone behind him, in the distance.


    Heads in the group turned to the leather couch across the suck-stage, where a stern-looking young man sat with a glass of whiskey in his hand, and a big-titted slavewoman bobbing on his cock.


    “The Vampire?”


    Aggie nodded. Her eyes were fixed on Dr. Lagno’s teaching assistant and his big cock. She remembered the time she was trapped under his desk as he fucked that heavily bound woman. She remembered the muffled moans of pleasure that had fueled her wet fantasies ever since. This time she didn’t have to imagine it. The organ that had driven his fuckslave to a ground-shaking climax looked even bigger and mightier than she had imagined.
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    “You told me I had one choice,” she said resolutely. “I made my choice.”


    A short silence followed. The men in the group were visibly frustrated by Aggie’s selection. They looked at Hilda, who seemed to call the shots in this little group even though she was but a slave of her two lovers. This ironic power dynamic amused Aggie, who felt calmer and relieved after making her choice.


    “She made her choice,” said the tall blonde with a shrug. “The Vampire it is.”


    Aggie almost smiled. She was about to lose her purity in a seedy sex club in a few minutes, but this still felt like a victory. A tiny and bitter one, but a victory nevertheless.


    “Don’t get your hopes up, virgin” said Jill. “He doesn’t mingle, or share pussy. He just sits alone and fucks the women he brought. He’ll probably turn you down.”


    “Oh, you are just bitter because he once refused to swap you with tits mcgee over there,” chuckled Hilda. “You don’t have to take it personally. He didn’t mean to reject you. He just didn’t want to share his slave, that’s all.”


    “Whatever,” pouted Jill, “we’ll see.”


    “Yes, we will,” grinned Hilda and grabbed Aggie by her hair. “Say your prayers, northerner. You are about to cross the threshold.”


    She dragged the young girl to the suck-stage. As they made their way to the Vampire’s couch through a sea of bound cocksuckers, Aggie’s heart started to pound harder and harder. Before she remembered to breathe again, they were in front of the man. He looked up and smiled at Hilda, and then his eyes briefly checked Aggie’s masked face.


    “Good evening, Chokewhore,” he said with a relaxed voice, “you look gorgeous, as always.”


    “Chokewhore?” Was that Hilda’s slave name? Aggie wondered if she was called that because she liked to be choked, or simple because she looked breathtaking. Whatever the reason was, it suited the beautiful blonde well.


    Aggie found the most recent fad of giving women such humiliating, sexually charged names extremely stimulating. Of course, it was an old tradition popular in kinky circles like this one, but the practice recently spilled into the political sphere as a weapon viciously employed by Fisters.


    Those androcratic fascists refused to use real names of female politicians in their public appearances. They would use degrading nicknames instead. Dumbcunt was the name they have given to vice president Kate Jones. Senator Francine Olsen was regularly called Cumsponge, and the capital’s first female mayor Ursula Lake was referred to as Nastywhore. Even though this practice sounded petty and juvenile, it somehow worked wonders. After a while, it was impossible to see Ms Jones on TV without the word “Dumbcunt” rushing into your mind.


    That wasn’t the only despicable thing they did. They would hire lookalikes of female politicians, strip them down, tie them up, and fuck them after their speeches and rallies. Those “simulated rapes” were never shown on mainstream TV, of course, but they went viral online immediately. Everybody knew about them, and often actively searched for them after FNA press events. “Fister rally rape” had become the most popular category in porn sites on which Aggie found herself spending hours most nights.


    “Good evening, Leo,” said Hilda, respectfully. Aggie immediately noticed the change in the tone of the woman’s voice. Hilda was no longer in control here. She was in the presence of a higher, dominating power.


    “This is Laila,” introduced Hilda, pushing Aggie forward a step. “This little slut is here to beg you for a tiny favor.”


    “Oh? How can I help?” asked the tall man as he caressed the hair of the pet woman between his legs. The woman continued to suck his big cock with religious devotion, slowly, with barely audible slurps. This extremely arousing image, added to the gigantic excitement of the entire situation almost made Aggie’s mind -and pussy- explode.


    “Go ahead, on your knees,” said Hilda and pulled Aggie down. The young girl didn’t need much convincing anyway. She immediately dropped to her knees and bowed her head respectfully.
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    Once again, time slowed down. Aggie looked at the dark red carpet her knees rested on for a few seconds and swallowed nervously as she tried to find the words to say. It was another surreal moment she never thought she would find herself in. Dr. Lagno’s tall assistant had been a frequent visitor in her dreams since the day she had seen him in the classroom for the first time. Since then he had caught her many times staring dreamily at him. He almost always looked up and immediately found her lewd gaze, like a veteran sniper.


    The thought made Aggie shiver. What if he recognized her eyes? This darned mask did not hide her perpetually scared big eyes, after all. She panicked and looked down again.


    “Come on, girl,” said Hilda and lightly tapped the young girl on the shoulder . “We don’t want to waste any more of Leo’s time, do we?”


    “It’s all right,” said the man and stopped his slave with a gentle stroke on her head. The woman lifted her head and his big cock slipped out of her mouth. She licked her lips, backed down a little, and bowed down. Then she started to lick his his left shoe, quietly, with the same religious devotion. Her fluid motions told Aggie that it was a well-choreographed, frequently performed move. As Aggie watched this captivating spectacle, Leo leaned forward and touched her under the chin with his right hand. “Don’t be shy, sweetheart. What do you want?”


    When he lifted her chin gently to look into her eyes, Aggie’s heart almost flew out of her mouth. The excitement was overwhelming. “Wo-would y-you…” she stammered, “deflower me, please… Sir?”


  



  

    15


    The silence lasted a lot longer than Aggie hoped.


    Actually, she didn’t know what she hoped for. Did she really want to be deflowered right there and then? Was her precious virginity that much a burden on her?


    Perhaps she hoped that he would smile and say “Thanks, but no thanks.” If something like that happened, she could perhaps leave with her hymen intact. But what about her ego?


    The Vampire took his time. He was intensely looking into her big, pleading eyes, almost like trying to pierce them to see what was going on in her mind. She wanted to lower her eyes to keep her lewd thoughts hidden, but every time she tried to avert her gaze, he responded by lifting her chin back up. She had to bare her mind. There was no escape.


    His silence suppressed the loud music that was playing in the club. Every passing second was adding to the pressure on Aggie’s anxious mind. Was her plead inadequate? Was she supposed to beg better?


    “Would you please,” she tried again, doing her best impression of the gorgeous submissive slavegirls in the videos she watched every single night, “would you please take my virginity, Sir?”


    “It would be my pleasure,” replied the man without any delay this time. “But before that, we should get better acquainted.” He tapped on his left thigh invitingly. “Come, sit on my lap. Let’s have a little chat.”


    Aggie’s heart started to pound again. Every time she found herself in the same room with the TA, she wanted to do exactly that. Sit on his lap and let him freely explore her body. A momentary confusion gripped her mind. How could the universe make her craziest fantasies come true in such an unexpected, but precise manner? Was this really her fantasy, or was her mind somehow tricking her into thinking that it was? Either way the result was the release of a huge amount of hormones all around her body. She warmed up, got wet, got goosebumps.


    He gently lifted her chin up and guided her to his lap. She sat on her left thigh where he tapped on before, and let him pull her ankles onto the sofa. He waited for a moment to let her find a comfortable position and then placed his hands around her, like cradling a delicate vase.


    At that moment, time stopped for Aggie again. She took a deep breath and tried to calm down. A wonderful feeling filled her body. She felt home in his gentle but commanding embrace.


    “There, looks like my work here is done. Have a good evening, you two.”


    Aggie remembered the leather-clad beauty Hilda, who had been deferentially standing there all that time. She smiled and got ready to leave.


    “Wait!”


    The tall blonde stopped and turned back to see what Leo wanted. “Yes? Anything else you need?”


    The man smiled and pointed to his slave who had been dutifully licking his left foot. The black leather shoe was now glistening under the club lights. “Before you go, good Chokewhore,” continued the man, “perhaps you could help Moanharlot in her dreary task. She loves it, and always performs it perfectly, but I don’t want her to exhaust herself shining my shoes. I intend to fuck her hard and long later tonight.” Then he pushed his other foot a few centimeters towards the blonde. The command was clear and unambiguous.


    Aggie held her breath. Hilda stood there for a second, with indecision behind her eyes, then she smiled with a slight head bow.


    “I’d love to, Leo,” she said, “thank you for trusting me with such an important task.”


    Then she respectfully knelt before his foot, bowed down, and started to lick the shoe quietly with her wrists joined behind her back.
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    Satisfied with Hilda’s reaction, Leo turned his piercing gaze to Aggie’s befuddled eyes. How could the man drop that strong-willed woman to her knees like that with but a few words? Aggie assumed that they had some history. Perhaps she was one of her exes? Or one of her past trainees?


    “There,” started the man, “we are all alone now.” Aggie opened her mouth and threw a quick glance at the two beautiful women subserviently licking the man’s feet.


    “Now you can tell me, sweetheart. Why did you really come here?”


    “I…I…” stammered the girl, and looked at Hilda again. She didn’t know how much of the story she should tell.


    “I know,” said Leo and put his hand under her trembling chin again. “I’m familiar with the way Chokewhore’s little group operates. They lured you in and pressured you into this. I’m not asking you about that.” He pulled her chin higher, which brought Aggie’s quivering lips dangerously close to his. “I’m asking you why did you end up here. Specifically, on my lap. And why are you so wet?”


    Hit by a sudden jolt of shame, Aggie instinctively tried to look down, but he kept her from moving. He leaned in and gave her a soft kiss. Her full lips immediately parted in full surrender. As she kissed him back, she didn’t even notice that his hand left her chin and went down between her legs.


    She panicked when she felt his fingers on her slit, but remained locked to his ever-intensifying kiss. He rubbed her crotch over the cloth for a few seconds, and then made a move to slide his fingers inside the pants. She reflexively attempted to catch his arm, but that achieved nothing but remind her about the handcuffs Hilda had slipped on her wrists earlier. She felt him smile for a nanosecond before continuing sucking on her lower lip. Two of his fingers were now probing between her outer labia, squeezing her clit from either side with every move of his hand. He was in total control of her body now.


    “Now tell me, sweetheart,” she said, his lips still intertwined with hers, “do you really want me to deflower you?”


    “Yes!” exhaled Aggie instantly, without even thinking.


    “Show me,” the man smiled, and put both his hands around her neck. Not to apply pressure to impede her breathing, but to lift her slender body in the air. “Take off your pants,” he ordered.


    She paused for a moment, then grabbed the pants from its sides. The handcuffs restricted her freedom of movement but she managed to twist her supple body to push the pants down to her knees. “That will suffice,” he said and lifted her further. This time she gasped when his strong hands increased pressure on her windpipe a little.


    “Moanharlot, my cock. Chokewhore, her legs.”


    His short commands were apparently clear enough for the two women who had been licking his shoes clean. The big-titted petwoman in the hood quickly rose and held his big member upright in her hands. The tall blonde on his right grabbed Aggie’s flailing legs and stabilized them to help him lower the virgin onto his erect manhood.


    Aggie held her breath as her defenseless crotch descended onto his steely rod bit by bit. Finally, she felt a touch on her sensitive pink flesh, right between her labia. Moanharlot made one last adjustment to align Aggie’s vagina with the tip of his cock.
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    Once again, time stopped for Aggie with a cock pressing against the entrance of her most sacred treasure. It was truly a surreal scene. She was tied and bare-assed, in public, being held above an erect cock by a man and two women. How could she end up like this? What was going to happen now?


    She barely had any time to think. Leo’s grip around her neck strengthened suddenly, and he pushed her trembling body down onto his rock-hard dick without any warning. Aggie felt a sharp pain, like she was sitting on a traffic cone. She let out a surprised, pained scream, but it turned into a weird gurgling sound because of the man’s powerful grip squeezing her slender neck.


    Her body hit his lap, letting her know that his entire length was now buried in her. He kept her there, fully impaled, without saying a word. She was still not allowed to breathe freely. The initial sharp pain subsided in a few seconds, but she was still too stunned and confused to make sense of her feelings. She didn’t know what she felt. Pain? Pleasure? Something else?


    She felt full. That much was clear.


    After a few more seconds, Leo decided to move. He pulled her up by the neck until half of his organ was out, then he slammed her back down again. Another breathless groan escaped Aggie’s mouth. This time Aggie knew that what she felt was pleasure. A lot of it. After that, he continued to do that again and again. Lift up and slam down. Lift up and slam down.


    He got faster and faster. Her pleasure grew as he accelerated. Soon she was delirious.


    “Since this is your first time, I’ll fuck you to a climax, sweetheart,” said Leo as he kept moving her up and down his shaft. “But orgasms are not free for girls. You’ll have to pay for it later.” Aggie, still climbing heights of pleasure she never knew existed, nodded frantically. “You don’t even know what the price is,” smiled the man. “I will tell you the price only after you cum. Are you sure you want it?”


    She nodded again. She didn’t care. She wanted to feel it, no matter what the price was.


    Leo smiled and picked up the pace. She was very close anyway. After a few seconds, her eyes rolled back, her mind froze, and her uterus exploded in pleasure. It was everything she had dreamed of and more.


    She collapsed on his chest like a sack of potatoes after the violent spasms died down. Long seconds later she came to her senses and remembered where she was. He pulled her body up to let his still hard cock pop out of her ravaged hole. His warm jizz leaked out of her vagina.


    “Moanharlot, clean my cock! Chokewhore, clean her cunt!”


    Once again, the two women complied without hesitation and started to perform their respective tasks. As Hilda’s tongue started to wander in and around her well-fucked pussy, the Vampire gently placed Aggie’s head on his shoulder and started to stroke her hair.


    “Thank you,” whispered the girl, and swallowed. “What is the price? How can I pay for the climax, sir?”


    “Nothing too strenuous,” replied the man. “It will cost you a blowjob.”


    “Whenever you want!” replied the girl, as if she was trapped in a lucid dream.


    “Ah, in that case, you’ll do it when you bring this week’s reports to my office tomorrow, Miss Konstig. And come as early as possible. We don’t want to be late for Dr. Lagno’s class, do we?”
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    Aggie woke up with a strange feeling. Was it a smile on her face?


    She raised er head to check Laila. Her slutty roommate was sleeping like a log, with her big juicy butt sticking out of the bed as usual. Aggie was relieved. She was trying to avoid Laila as much as possible because of her traumatic encounters with her ex, Jeremy.


    She also didn’t want to be interrogated about the clothes she had borrowed to go to the club the night before… Especially about the pants which were stained with a sticky white substance in a few places.


    She picked up her stuff and tiptoed out of the room. Dr Lagno’s class was in two hours, but before that, she was supposed to meet her assistant to discuss the research reports she was given to go over.


    Of course she wasn’t excited about the reports. What made her blood run faster was the task she was given last night.


    She was going to blow him in payment for the orgasm she received at the club.


    “Aggie, wait up!”


    She slowed down for a moment, but didn’t bother to turn to look at the girl running towards her. It was Bridgette, the freckled traitor who almost served her butt to a bunch of strangers on a silver platter last night. She continued to walk, but the redhead eventually caught up with her.


    “Stop for a moment, please. I just want to apologize.”


    “Apologize? You lured me into a rape trap. It wasn’t just on a whim either. Apparently you and your little gang had planned this for weeks. That bitch hacked my computer to track my porn habits and who knows what else!”


    “Yes, I’m guilty of all that,” said the girl, “but I had to. I’m a slave.”


    “You’re a slave? I know you’re a slave. That much was clear last night. What the fuck are you talking about?”


    “No, you don’t understand. I mean I’m a slave. A slave slave. 24 hours a day, 7 days a week. It’s a full commitment.”


    “Get out of here,” said Aggie with a mocking wave and continued to walk away. Bridgette followed her like a sad puppy.


    “I know you feel betrayed,” she started, but immediately swallowed the rest of her words when Aggie looked at her with fire in her eyes. 
She tried again after three more steps.“I mean, you are betrayed. I betrayed you. I deceived you and lured you into a trap, that’s for sure. I’m so sorry about that. I feel really really really bad, because I really like you, and value our friendship.”


    Aggie stopped to scold the girl again. “Our friendship? We are not friends, you treacherous bitch! You almost had me gangraped.” She turned again to walk away. This time Bridgette didn’t follow.


    “Perhaps,” she yelled as Aggie climbed the stairs of the humanities department. “But look at what happened at the end. I watched you two together. Don’t even bother to tell me you didn’t wake up with a smile on your face this morning.”


    The complete accuracy of Bridgette’s last words made Aggie angrier. She stopped at the door and turned to yell obscenities at the redhead, but she decided not to. She wasn’t a virgin any more, but she was still a well-raised northerner. She took a deep breath and steadied herself down. “Go to hell, Slurpslut,” she said calmly. Then she opened the door and walked in. “I’ll meet you there,” she whispered under her breath.


    Despite the gravity of her betrayal, Aggie knew well that she wouldn’t be able to stay mad at that little ball of freckles for long. It was not in her nature, and even if it had been, Bridgette was not the type of person you could hate forever. That little cutie possessed an irresistible charm.


    Furthermore, the redhead had a point. Aggie was happy about how the night had ended. It was a dream come true.


    She found herself in front of his office a minute later. She froze for a moment, with her hand raised ready to knock. Questions rushed into her head. What happened last night had changed everything. What would be the dynamic between them now? How should she address him? How should she behave around him?


    “No need to be scared.”


    Aggie shrieked and and jumped. The Vampire was standing right behind her, with a reassuring warm smile. “Right on time, Miss Konstig,” he said, and opened the door for her. “Please, come in.” Aggie smiled and walked in.


    He closed the door and locked it, then sat down on the corner of his desk. “How are we feeling today?” he asked. “Not too tired, I hope. Hangover?”


    “No,” replied Aggie back to her shy self. She didn’t know what to say.


    “Any second thoughts? Do you miss it?”


    “Miss what?”


    He smiled. “Your virginity. You generously gave it to me last night. I know it is a very important thing where you hail from.”


    “Oh! Yes, thank you. I don’t know… I…” As she replied, Aggie realised that she didn’t miss it at all. She didn’t care. It was the a liberating feeling. She was finally free from the fear of losing it. She was glad that it was Leo who had made her a woman. But of course, she wasn’t going to tell him that.


    “The craze about that tiny membrane fascinates me,” continued the man. “Its existence is sign of the woman’s purity, high morals, restraint. It has to be properly transferred with ceremony, before god, in front of witnesses, friend and family. A father hands it over to a son. The daughter has no problem with it. It’s in the book, it’s in the sermons, it’s in the scary bed time stories mothers tell their daughters. Keep it safe, they all tell her. Losing it improperly immediately turns a chaste princess into a filthy whore.”


    “Do you think… Do you think I’m a whore?” stammered Aggie. “I didn’t want to give it away. They trapped me… gave me no choice. I…”


    “You misunderstood me,” he smiled. “I don’t think losing your hymen changed you in a significant way. It certainly didn’t change you from an angel into a whore.” He leaned forward and looked into the girl’s eyes. “You were never an angel, Miss Konstig. You have always been a filthy whore.”


    “Wha-”


    Aggie froze. The vampire held her gaze with his piercing eyes and half-smile for a few more seconds. She felt weak, and started sweating. Her hands started to shake and knees buckled. It was both too hot and too cold all of a sudden. She felt faint.


    “But it changed something,” continued the man without averting his eyes. Was he even blinking? “It changed the dynamic between us. You now belong to me.”


    “I… what?” whimpered Aggie, unable to comprehend.


    “On your knees, Miss Konstig.”


    Aggie felt her brain catch on fire and pulsate in her skull. She opened her mouth to say no. How dare he say such a thing? Who the hell he thought he wa-


    But before she could utter a word, her knees hit the floor. She looked down, flabbergasted. She didn’t move, she was sure of that. Perhaps she stayed put but the entire universe rose a bit? Yes, that must have been the case, most definitely.


    The TA pulled the rolling office chair in front of her and sat down. He parted his legs and pulled himself closer to the stunned girl. Aggie found herself facing his bulging crotch. She could almost see his cock in there, moving, enlarging, trying to burst out and grab her by the throat. It was clear what he expected her to do.


    “You remember your promise, I hope.”


    “Yes,” she exhaled, inaudibly. “Of course, I came here to… I wanted to…”


    He didn’t say anything, only stared at her. He looked relaxed and calm, while Aggie had a thunderstorm raging inside her brain. After a long moment of indecision, she raised her shaky arms in order to unzip his pants.


    “Na-ah!” said the man. “No hands, Miss Konstig.”


    It took Aggie a few seconds to understand what he meant. She took a deep breath to muster her strength. Then she joined her wrists at her back and leaned forward to grab the zipper with her teeth. She felt awkward and clumsy as she pulled it down. When she rose her head again to grab his underpants, his musk hit her like a magic spell. It was familiar, somehow, and intimidating too. It was like her brain recognized it from all the sexual dreams she ever had. Was it even possible to have olfactory sensation in one’s dreams? It didn’t matter. Now she knew for certain that she had to submit to him… submit to this cock.


    She grabbed the waistband and pulled down. His erect member sprang out like a cobra and swung from side to side, giving the young girl a jump scare. She let go of his underpants in panic and fell back on her heels.


    He remained relaxed, now with a hint of a smile at the corner of his lips. It wasn’t how Aggie had pictured it would be. He was calm, patient, almost apathetic. He didn’t give her any commands or instructions. There was no gratuitous verbal abuse like in the porn movies she watched every night.


    Yes, he had called her a filthy whore a few minutes ago, kinda; but it had been more like a statement of fact, almost academic. Aggie had always known that she was a filthy whore inside. And now that hypothesis was “peer-reviewed” and confirmed to be valid.


    Leo wasn’t a talker. He was calm and laconic, but commanding all the same. The night before Aggie had seen him control two beautiful women only by simple orders, subtle gestures, and stern looks. And now he was doing it without even saying anything. Aggie instinctively knew what she was supposed to do, and she was following his unvoiced commands like she was under his thrall.


    Perhaps that was exactly why Bridgett called him The Vampire.


    As soon as she gathered enough courage, she leaned forward and gave the tip of his organ a little kiss. She didn’t know why she did that. Was it learned behavior from the movies she watched? It didn’t matter. She continued to give it gentle, full-lipped kisses along the shaft. Up, and down, then up again. Finally she parted her lips and took the bulbous head in her mouth. She used her tongue to probe around its contours and pressed her head down to swallow more of it. She could now feel her inner whore taking over her motor functions. That horny bitch was already in control of her hormones anyway.
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    Once she had half of his shaft in her mouth, she felt the organ move inside. It was a pulse, a throb, a faint one, but it excited her infinitely. Her brain lit up, and she went deeper hungrily. He was quite big, and she wasn’t sure if she would be able to fit it all in, but she was determined to try. She felt it hit the back of her throat. Her gag reflex kicked in and she choked for a moment, but managed to relax and adjust surprisingly well. His dick found its way into her throat, and her button nose hit his crotch. Her watering eyes opened with surprise. She’d made it? She’d deepthroated him in her first try?


    Like the filthy whore she was!


    Leo was still in full control of his emotions and calmly watching her struggle to fit his entire meat in her inexperienced throat, but Aggie could now clearly feel him throb rhythmically. It was such a satisfying feeling. It felt like her entire head was filled with cock, but she somehow managed to free her tongue to massage him. This last move made him flinch noticeably, giving Aggie another jolt of satisfaction. Her enthusiasm and excitement surged. She started to move her head, confidently and fluently. She was in her natural element. She was pleasing a man. She was serving a superior.


    She brought her knees closer to him to have better leverage and started to suck him at a quicker pace, but not in a hurry. She didn’t want him to climax too quickly. She wanted to suck him hard and long. She loved the feeling. The taste, the smell, the way it stretched her lips, filled her mouth, and bulged her throat, the pride and fulfilment she felt whenever he reacted to her moves. It was magical. She was in heaven.


    And this was only a blowjob.


    “You have one minute, Miss Konstig” he said all of a sudden.


    Aggie looked up, confused. He wasn’t enjoying this as much as she was? Was she taking too long? Perhaps her rhythm was all wrong. Her confidence was shattered. She bowed down and continued to suck him, faster and deeper. She had to please him at all costs. She needed him to like her. She wanted to do this again… every morning… and evening… forever.


    Her rhythm turned uneven, erratic, hysterical. As time passed, she started to suck on his rod like a wild animal, ravenously. What would happen if she failed to make him cum within the time limit? Leo seemed calm as a cucumber as she bobbed on his dick like a panicked woodpecker. She got more and more desperate with every passed second. Just when she was about to accept defeat, he started to move in her mouth all of a sudden. Her entire body reacted immediately. Revitalized, she pulled her knees together and straightened up, her moves got more focused, rhythmic, dance-like.


    It worked. His steely rod huffed and puffed and finally exploded. Aggie’s mouth was filled with warm salty goo. He produced so much, she was unable to keep it all inside. Some of it leaked out and dribbled down her chin, a few drops came out of her nose… and Aggie could almost swear that some seeped into her brain.


    “Swallow!”


    Brief and clear command, which Aggie immediately followed. She pulled her head up and let his cock pop out of her pursed lips, gulped the liquid in her mouth and licked her lips to catch the escaped drops of semen. She kept her eyes lowered as she pulled away from him and sat back on her heels. She was at the threshold of full satisfaction. The only thing she needed to reach that peak of bliss was a pat on the head and a “good girl.”


    “Well done, Miss Konstig,” he said, and straightened up in his chair. “Your debt is paid.”


    Aggie finally found the courage to look up. She was happy to hear that he was satisfied with her, but the way he finished his sentence made her feel uneasy.


    “What does that mean?” she asked. “You’re done with m-… I mean, are we done? As if yesterday never happened?”


    “Of course not,” He smiled. “As I said before, you now belong to me. I just didn’t decide what to do with you yet.”


    Aggie blushed. Every time he said she belonged to him, her brain was catching on fire. She knew she ought to be outraged. She ought to protest and perhaps even slap him for his insolence. But her response was to remain on her knees, with her head bowed down. He stood up and put his hand gently on her cheek. She looked up and smiled. She now knew that it was her destiny. Everything she ever did, everything that happened to her had led her here, at his feet.


    But, perhaps, she was getting ahead of herself.


    “Don’t you already have a girlfriend?” she asked, heart in mouth, “the woman, at the club last night.”


    “I have many girlfriends,” smiled Leo. “Some regulars and some… irregulars.”


    “She was one of the regulars?” Aggie stopped herself just in time before revealing that she had seen that woman with the huge tits before, the day she snuck in his office. The poor thing had been stuck in the cabinet, restrained with straps, and blindfolded by a sensory deprivation hood. She remembered the terror she had felt when Leo returned unexpectedly. She had panicked and hid under his desk, on which the man had thrown the restrained woman and railed her mercilessly. It had been one of the most harrowing experiences Aggie ever had… She had been dreaming about it every night as she touched herself.


    “She is one of the regulars,” he confirmed. “You’ll be one of the regulars too. Of course, we are working together. We see each other several times a week.”


    “Oh my god!” exclaimed Aggie. “The meeting with Dr. Lagno! I totally forgot about the time. We are late! She will be mad.”


    “Don’t worry, Miss Konstig,” said the TA, and walked over to the cabinet. He opened it, reached in and pulled out a hooded woman, tightly bound exactly like the time Aggie found her. He slapped her big tits for a few times, turned her fully exposed body to face Aggie, straightened her up on her knees, and pulled her hood up.


    “Dr Lagno!” yelled Aggie. Her professor stared back at her, with an exhausted look in her eyes, a ball-gag in her mouth, and drool all over her chin and neck. A clit massager placed between her legs was buzzing enthusiastically.


    “As you can see, our good professor is a little tied-up herself,” smiled Leo, as he grabbed the woman’s right tit and gave it a good squeeze. “She won’t be mad at all.”
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