
        
            
                
            
        

    MB-468-2 Tabitha's Tickle By Robin Wilde
She stayed with him as he slowly revealed the secrets of his research. She drank it in eagerly, reading his manuscripts, asking probing questions, rewarding him for her education with nights of passionate delights. He invited her to be his assistant on his Tantric quest for magickal powers, and she accepted. Tied up, shackled, teased, she became his experimental sex toy. Her lustful writhing from denied orgasm captivated him. Between experiments, their courtship continued; he was falling in love. She continued her studies.
Then came the morning when Count Felipe awoke, not in his bedroom but in his laboratory in the dungeons beneath his castle, naked and shackled. Tabitha smiled her secret smile. "Don't worry. We are going to continue our search together. You see, darling, I know a thing or two about arousal that you don't know. I'm going to introduce you to the secrets of Valentine College."
BOOK ONE - THE INITIATION
CHAPTER ONE
Sharon's fingers crawled slowly up Bobby's leg. "What are you thinking about?" she teased.
Even with his eyes closed, he began to blush.
"Was it being in Orlando with a thousand cheerleaders? Did you like that?" She giggled as she watched his erection lurch in his pants. Bobby went wild for cheerleading outfits, and Orlando was the site for the National Cheerleading and Dance Team Competitions. They were returning from a long week there in which Sharon's team had been second runner-up.
Bobby opened his eyes and glanced furtively around the train compartment. There were few people in the car. "Shh," he complained. "You're embarrassing me."
Sharon laughed again, throatily. "It's not me that gets hard every time a cheerleader walks by. Some of the girls in my squad nicknamed you 'Woody.'"
His blush grew deeper, but his erection continued to swell under her teasing fingers. She shifted her position to face her boyfriend as he slipped down in his seat, legs falling open. She smiled with smug superiority. He was so predictable and helpless when she teased him. She pressed the palm of her hand against his shaft through his pants and rubbed in a slow circle.
"Mmm, that's nice," Bobby said. "I wish we were alone in a hotel room right now."
"Me, too," Sharon replied, "but we're on a rocking train instead. Like the movement? Like how the car sways?" Her hand continued its slow rotation. Bobby's lips parted as he succumbed to her touch.
"Don't tease me, Sharon." He rocked his hips to press harder against her hand. "I thought I'd die from not getting you alone last week."
She pouted prettily. "It wasn't my idea. All the girls had to room together. Besides, you wouldn't be so nuts if you didn't have a raging cheerleader fetish. Sometimes I think that if it wasn't for my costume, you wouldn't want me at all."
"That's not true," he replied hastily, distracted by the continuing motion of her hand. "You're the sexiest girl in the world. I love you. I love everything about you."
"Yeah, especially my costume," she said sarcastically. It was a cute costume. A very short pleated skirt with two-color contrasting pleats - purple and white, the school colors - a tight high-necked sleeveless sweater with "Kittens," the team name, in bold letters, also purple and white. Tennis shoes, ankle socks, and matching purple panties that flashed with nearly every move. It showed off her athletic, trim dancer's body very well.
Sharon had long, wavy brown hair, now tied up with a red scrunchie. Currently, she looked great in a short red skirt, open-toed white sandals, and a midriff-length white T-shirt that hugged her shapely breasts. Bobby wore madras shorts, tented out with his hard-on, an oversize T-shirt, and tennis shoes without socks. He was tall, with light blonde hair and a good runner's body.
They had been dating for about six months. Their sex was good, but restricted by college life's lack of opportunities, especially with the various cheerleader road trips. Sharon made up for it by teasing Bobby at every opportunity, which she enjoyed a lot. She assumed he did, too - at least given the lack of other options most of the time.
Bobby's cock was giving him fits. It was true that being around so many costumed cheerleaders had driven him crazy. Worse, he also had a roommate, so he hadn't even been able to jerk off. And he needed to. He could already feel the first ooze of precome fluid. Just her hand could make him spurt buckets, and soon. "Let me get some tissue, and then you can finish me," he whispered. "I really need it badly."
"Finish you?" she said with mock anger. "Who said anything about finishing you? I'm pretty horny myself, and I don't know why I should do you when I'm going to have to wait too."
"I'll do you next," he whispered. "It'll be great. Or I'll even do you first. Right here. OK?"
"I don't think so," she smiled, not releasing the pressure on his cock "It's too public and too messy. You'll just have to take what you can get."
He moaned as the rotating motion of her hand drove him slowly to the brink of much-needed orgasm. "Please..." he moaned. "Please..."
She regarded him with careful scrutiny, watching his muscles tense with his approaching climax. "I don't think so," she repeated firmly. "You'll just have to wait until tonight."
"Please!" he begged again, opening his eyes to plead for his orgasm. He looked into her lovely blue eyes, sparkling with cynical amusement. She enjoyed her sense of control, her sense of what she was doing to him. The brief smile playing about the corners of her red lips was nearly enough to trigger him right there.
Slowly, slowly she continued the circular motion of her hand grinding against his cock. She could see a slight wet spot where his precome had leaked through his shorts. "Almost time to stop," she teased.
"No... please... just a little more... I'm almost there... I need it so badly... yes... yes... yes..." He gasped as the inevitable moment arrived; he was so close...
And then she stopped.
He moaned with sensual agony; his balls were sucked up and taut with need; his cock twitched and pulsed in desperate rhythm. "Please... please..." his voice croaked. Her hand was still resting on his cock, so he squirmed up against it. She pulled away. Her skirt had ridden up to the tops of her thighs so he could get a brief glimpse of white panties; then she shifted position, pulling her skirt down.
Before he could continue his desperate plea for an orgasm, the train's PA system announced, "Next stop, Valentine College Station! Valentine College Station!"
Sharon giggled. "Sorry, Bobby baby. We're almost here. Maybe later."
He groaned with frustration and some embarrassment as he began to shift his cock around in his shorts so he could stand up without advertising his hominess to the world. Sharon was no help, standing on her seat to reach the overhead racks with their backpacks, showing off her long legs in her miniskirt. She looked down at him, catching him staring at her. She smiled wickedly. "Time to get ready. Just wait; you'll meet even more cute cheerleaders!"
Valentine College was a heavily endowed private all-girl academy with a reputation for producing models, actresses, and high-powered female executives, all with unusual self-assurance and a sense of their own sexual power. Their varsity cheerleading squad was nationally recognized for excellence; their dance team was always in contention for every award. The school was selective about admissions, and Sharon was pleased not only to be asked to apply, but also to pledge Tau Zeta Rho, the most exclusive Valentine sorority. It had all happened quite suddenly at Orlando, and the invitation included train tickets to the small town where the college was located.
Bobby wasn't happy about her attending an all-girl school, but Valentine College was only about two hours' drive from Tech, where he went. Plus, there were the cheerleaders to watch, and the thought of Sharon in a new cheerleading outfit.
The train pulled into the station.
A pink Cadillac convertible, license plate TZR, was waiting. Bobby's eyes bugged out just a little bit at the sight of the occupants - three fully costumed cheerleaders who were totally hot.
The first had long, silky, light blonde center-parted straight hair, a long, athletic body with endless legs, piercing blue eyes, and a wide, sensual mouth. The second was short and voluptuous, thick waves of raven hair spilling over a round face, deep red pouting lips, large, pillowy breasts and hips, curved thighs holding rich promise. And the third - the third had a sensual little rosebud mouth and laughing blue eyes, golden hair cropped in a pixie cut, cupcake breasts and hot legs, and a strange radiant energy promising cruel delights and wicked games. She was no more beautiful than the other cheerleaders - certainly no more lovely than his Sharon - but he couldn't take his eyes off her.
And the outfits: Valentine's cheerleading uniforms were scandalously sexy - a hot scarlet with white trim, flouncy pleated skirts barely twelve inches long, midriff sweaters just a size too tight with a slashing "Valentine" in white script that drew your eyes to breasts threatening to burst free any second, white athletic kneesocks, and red tennis shoes- - so sexy that they radiated total confidence. "I know you want me. You can look, but you can't touch." Bobby's cock was again rampant in his shorts just from the sight of the uniformed cheerleaders, made even harder by Sharon's train tease.
The girls were perched on the top of the backseat, lively and gorgeous in the bright sunlight. They waved and cheered at the sight of Sharon. "C'mon," Sharon said to Bobby. "Here's our ride." She glanced at his pants with a giggle. "Shove your hands in your pockets. You're sticking out big time."
Bobby reddened with embarrassment. "Sorry," he mumbled.
Sharon took pity on him. " 'S OK. They're really hot. But just wait till you see me in that outfit. You'll totally die."
The poleaxed look on his blushing face as he visualized her was the confirmation her ego wanted. She laughed, rich and deep. "I guess that doesn't help your woody, does it?"
Bobby shifted their suitcases in front of him to conceal his obvious erection and followed her to the car. She bounced ahead cheerfully; her skirt revealing her beautiful legs and emphasizing her lovely rear. By the time he reached the Cadillac, the girls were hugging each other and exchanging introductions.
"This is Kelly," Sharon said, introducing the tall long-haired blonde, "and this is Tiffany," the raven-haired one, "and Susan," the hot pixie blonde.
"Hi," he said, his face deepening in redness, and shuffled around to the trunk to load the luggage.
It was Susan who said, with wicked glee, "What are you blushing about?"
Of course, that only made his face flush crimson, and worse, he had just lifted the final suitcase into the Cadillac trunk. He had to turn, and the unmistakable evidence of his desire tented out the front of his shorts. Susan noticed it immediately. "Oh, he's got a huge woody! What's the matter? Are you a cheerleader freak?" His mute redness and downward glance confirmed it and all the girls, including his own Sharon, began laughing hysterically.
To his further embarrassment, Sharon began describing his cheerleader fetish in humiliating detail to the girls as he stumbled into the backseat of the Cadillac. He was in the middle; Sharon on his left and Susan, worse luck, on his right. Kelly drove and Tiffany rode with her in the front.
"He was right up front for every dance competition," Sharon laughed, "drooling over the outfits. Actually, he was quite an inspiration for my squad. They nicknamed him Woody, and he was nearly our unofficial mascot."
"Ooh, Woody!" Susan teased, leaning up against him. "That's a great name for you. Would you like to be our mascot?"
The torture of embarrassment and arousal had overloaded his blushing mechanism, and he was permanently red, but the thought of being a cheerleading mascot sent his cock into a dangerous lurch. To his utter amazement, Susan looked boldly down at his lap, reached over, and gave his cock a firm squeeze. Sharon just looked on in amusement; to his surprise, she patted his arm and laughed. "He'd be your mascot anytime, wouldn't you, Bobby?"
"Yeah, Woody," Susan whispered in a mock-bedroom voice. "Why don't you be our mascot?"
Bobby glanced over at Sharon, who simply patted his red face. "Just enjoy yourself." She smiled. "You're at Valentine College now."
He didn't understand her lack of possessiveness; although his cheerleader fetish was a running joke, she wanted him to confine himself to "look, but don't touch." Susan's hand now rested on his bare thigh, inches from the swollen tip of his shaft. He glanced down and was suddenly aware of a growing wet spot, a sign of his leaking arousal, on his shorts. This was some sort of tease, some sort of trick, and Sharon was in on it. He was still embarrassed, still a little bit humiliated, but if it wasn't upsetting Sharon he realized he'd just have to deal with it... and it was very sexy. Susan's perfume, sweet and slightly musky, filled his nostrils. Miles of bare girl-leg were visible on each side of him; scantily clad coeds were paying attention to him. There was probably some hidden trick, but how bad could it be?
The two-lane road wound into the countryside through miles of trees and fields; the wind swept through the open car. Tiffany pulled a joint out of the glove compartment and popped the cigarette lighter. "Here," she said with a tight voice, holding in her toke. "Have a hit." Susan took the joint and toked deeply, then passed it to Bobby. Marijuana always affected him strongly, especially his sensuality, which was all he needed under the circumstances, but he felt he couldn't refuse easily, so he took a hit and passed the joint to Sharon. Sharon seldom smoked, but this time she did, as did Kelly in the driver's seat.
The first joint was followed by a second and then a third. Soon all the car's occupants were high. Both Sharon and Susan snuggled with Bobby. Feeling like king of the world, he draped an arm around each girl. They didn't seem to mind. Susan's hand crawled up his leg and up over his shirt, rubbing gently. He gave up worrying about his hard-on until Susan found his nipple under his T-shirt. He had excruciatingly sensitive nipples that seemed to be tied directly into his cock, and he moaned as she flicked her fingernail over the hard nub. Susan grinned at Sharon, who attacked his other nipple immediately. The erotic overload was too much, especially under the influence of the pot; it began to tickle.
He tried to squirm away as the fingers tickled his nipples and his face returned to its beet-red condition, but Susan wouldn't let him. "Are you ticklish?" she asked with surprised glee.
"You wouldn't believe how ticklish he is," Sharon giggled knowingly. She dug her fingers into his side and he yelped with surprise. Then he convulsed as suddenly two sets of fingers began to tickle him senseless in the backseat of the pink Cadillac.
"Oh, God, stop! Stop! Oh, God! Ha-ha-ha-ha! No!" Bobby choked out his pleas for mercy in between bursts of convulsive, helpless laughter, but mercy was the last thing on the minds of his seatmates. They were getting into it, goosing his ribs, wiggling their fingers around in spite of everything he could do to twist and turn and escape. He was not very well coordinated, and the two girls were trained athletes; he could not defend himself successfully. Laughing and pleading and struggling, he no sooner defended one portion of his ticklish anatomy when they found another - ribs, kneecaps, stomach, nipples, armpits. Kelly just kept driving; Tiffany leaned over the front seat to watch and encourage the girls in their attack.
Soon Bobby was out of breath, gasping, on the verge of hysteria. His cock was still an iron bar, but now it was seized with a nearly uncontrollable desire to piss; he was terrified that he would wet himself in the car, a humiliation from which he'd never recover. "Uncle!" he cried. "I give up! I surrender... ha ha ha! Please stop! I'll do anything you like! Ha ha ha ha!"
The girls finally decided to accept his surrender. "Anything?" Susan demanded, clawing above his helpless torso. "Sharon, what do you think?"
Sharon looked at her helpless boyfriend and laughed. "I think you've got yourself a new mascot. Right, Woody?" She emphasized the humiliating nickname.
Bobby was wheezing and panting with his near-hysteria and looked up into the face of his girlfriend. She was still smiling, smug and in control. This was a game, a trick. Suddenly he was frightened, but it was too late. He had already been set up for whatever mischief she had planned, and the alternative, clearly, was to be tickled to death.
"O-OK," he gasped. "I'll be your mascot - anything - you want if you just don't tickle me."
"No deals," Susan said domineeringly, giving him a quick tickle in the ribs as proof. "Unconditional surrender - that's what we want."
Over the back of her seat, Tiffany chimed in. "Welcome to Valentine College," she said in her husky contralto. "Enter freely and of your own will."
Sharon and Bobby looked up. A high brick wall surrounded the campus. The iron entry gate swung open silently. It had tall brick pillars on either side, "Valentine College" in metal script in an arch. The pink Cadillac pulled into a tree-lined drive, and the metal gates swung closed behind them with a clang.
CHAPTER TWO
They put the young couple up in an old ivy-covered brick dormitory. The entire campus had the air of old money about it, careful elegance showing in the landscaping, the ancient trees, the architecture of the buildings.
"We're a girl's school, so we don't have a special men's dorm. We'll call this a coed dorm for right now," Kelly said. "I guess we'll just trust you two to behave." She smiled knowingly as the two students looked at each other. Bobby's cock was still half-hard; the beautiful girls in their springtime clothes walking through the campus had stimulated him further, and the effects of the marijuana hadn't yet worn off.
"Tabitha - she's the sorority president - will want to see you soon; she's at the Tau Zeta house right now," she told Sharon. "Unpack and get comfortable, and one of us will be up to get you in about twenty minutes. Woody, you can join us for lunch in the cafeteria."
As soon as Kelly left, Sharon and Bobby were in each other's arms. Bobby was more than desperate after all the teasing, combined with a week's frustration at the cheerleading contest in Orlando. Sharon had gotten turned on from teasing Bobby on the train and from team-tickling him in the Cadillac. It was very sexy to watch him squirm with desire; she liked the feeling. Right now the feel of his iron-hard pole pressing against her mound under her thin dress sent a thrill of lust and power through her young body. She ground her hips against him as his tongue invaded her mouth. His hands slipped up over her cropped T-shirt, cupping her entire breasts in his firm grip. Her nipples were already hard, her pussy wet. She moaned into his mouth with desire.
In between deep kisses, Bobby kissed her nape, her neck, her ears. "I've got to have you right now," he panted with earnest desperation.
She nearly agreed with him, but caution prevailed. "I need you, too," she moaned, "but we've only got a few minutes and I have to change. Tonight - tonight I promise!"
"No... now!" he panted. His hands pushed up her top, fumbled for the zipper of her short skirt, slid up her bare leg.
But she pushed him away. "We can't. We really can't. Not here. Not until tonight."
He grabbed her hand and pushed it against his erection, straining through his shorts so hard that it threatened the material. "Feel that! I've already got balls so blue they're about to burst! Please... please... it doesn't have to be elaborate. Just a little quickie. Here - let me lick you first and then you can suck me off. Believe me, it won't take long."
His desperate persuasiveness made her laugh. "OK," she smiled. "A quickie. And you do me first. Deal?"
"Deal!" he said enthusiastically. Within seconds, Sharon found her skirt pooling around her ankles and her panties sliding down her legs. Kissing her madly, Bobby pushed her backward on the double bed with her legs hanging over the side. Her tennis shoes and socks were still on; her T-shirt was pushed up over her bare breasts.
Bobby knelt on the floor and spread her legs gently. He loved to lick pussy. He kissed the inside of her thighs gently, working slowly up to her pouting labia, now glistening with the moisture of her arousal. He unzipped his shorts and pushed them down with one hand, pulled his underwear down to free his cramped, aching cock.
With one long lick, he traveled the length of her slit from bottom to top, then swirled his tongue in wet circles around her clit. As her netherlips parted under his probing tongue, he went deep, probing into her vaginal opening, then upward to the bottom of her clit and back again, building her arousal before capturing her in his mouth and flicking his tongue rapidly back and forth, drawing growing gasps of pleasure from her. His hands slid up to stroke her breasts, rubbing the hard nipples. She was hot and wet and getting closer by the second. Her hands tangled in his hair as she murmured, "Yes... yes," with increasing speed and passion. Unconsciously, Bobby began fucking the air with his hips, his cock developing beads of moisture. She was close... closer... "Yes! Yes!" came louder and faster as her orgasm arrived in waves, a long orgasm that caused her to urge him faster and harder, to lick and lick and then finally to push his head away gasping when the excruciating pleasure was too much.
She panted with the afterglow as Bobby's heart pounded in his chest; he identified so strongly with her in the process that her orgasm was nearly his own... but not quite. His cock tormented him so strongly that he couldn't keep his hips or his legs still. More than anything, he wanted to stand up and slide his cock right into her, fuck her until his come spurted, but she had something else in mind.
"L-let me catch my breath for a second, then I'll give you a blowjob you won't forget," she said, wiping a bead of sweat away from between her lovely round breasts. She sat up slowly. He was still kneeling beside her. "Take off that shirt," she urged. He threw it over his head and to his delight she reached down to stroke his ultrasensitive nipples. They had a direct line to his pulsing cock. She teased them for a minute, sending delicious waves of pleasure through his needy body, then ordered, "On the bed, legs spread, and smile."
He hopped to obey. His tall body covered the length of the bed, and she knelt between his legs. Slowly, she captured his leaking shaft in her tiny hand. It was purple and the veins stood out in sharp relief, signs of his long arousal. He moaned at her touch. She smiled wickedly as she moistened her hand with her tongue, then used her wetness combined with his precome ooze to make his shaft glisten with desire. The few short strokes were enough to bring him gasping into preorgasmic territory. "That's nice, Sharon," he said as his eyes and voice glazed over with passion.
"Play with your nipples," she ordered. His eyes opened with surprise - that was a game they normally played when there was time, time to tease and then please.
"Baby, we don't have much - "
"Shush," she ordered. "Play with your nipples or I'll stop right now. After all," she laughed wickedly, "I've already got mine."
He reached his hands up to his own nipples and rubbed them, bringing him close in a hurry, but the slow, slow movement of her hand on his cock let him know she planned to tease him.
"Sharon, we don't have time," he complained.
"Then don't waste it arguing. I could always just stop."
"No... no... please keep going. I'll behave."
"You bet you will. Now, tell me which of the Valentine cheerleaders you like best."
This was dangerous. Very dangerous. Was she seriously mad at him? Was this her revenge for Susan feeling him up in the Cadillac? His cheerleader fetish was a joke, but had it gone beyond that? His lust-dazed mind wasn't processing very well, but he had sense to say, "You're my favorite cheerleader... the sexiest in the world." He meant it, too.
Her hand continued to torture his cock with the slowest masturbation he'd ever experienced. She smiled. "That's nice, but that's not what I asked. How about Kelly? She's lovely, and those legs are to die for."
He was mute under her torment; he didn't know what to say, and he was desperate for the orgasm she might deny him.
"Tiffany? She's really cute. How'd you like to feel those lips around your cock right now?" His cock lurched dangerously in her hand.
"Oh? You like Tiffany. How about Susan? Did you like it when she squeezed your cock. Did you like being tickled by her?" He flashed back to the scene in the car. Combined with everything else, the stimulation set him off. His hips rose uncontrollably from the bed as he bucked them for the final stimulation he needed to trigger uncontrollable spurting.
"Ah, ah, ah!" she chided, releasing him. "So, it's Susan," she mused. She waited for him to calm down, then resumed her slow motion. "Would you like to be her mascot? Would you like her here right now, helping me relieve your blue balls?" His desperate moaning and the clear drizzle of viscous seminal fluid were all the confirmation she needed.
She laughed. "Good boy. Very honest. Now you'll get what you deserve." With that, she leaned forward, her lips parted and wet, her eyes fastened teasingly on his. Grasping his cock at the very base, she licked slowly up the length of his shaft. "Ready?" she asked with teasing innocence as she drank in his look of desperate tension. He couldn't take any more.
Finally she began to devour him with her mouth, sucking hotly and wetly, sending waves of unbelievable passion through his overteased body, driving him crazy. He struggled not to come, to make it last for a while, but she overpowered him. Inexorably, she drew him to the edge, then backed off a bit, then began again. He was in heaven, his body one large sex organ, every nerve filled with indescribable pleasure. And then it was here - the final build, the wave of passion, an eruption to rival Vesuvius -
"Are you two decent?" A girlish voice interrupted the culminating moment. The room door flew open and there were the three cheerleaders: Kelly, Tiffany, and Susan. In a moment of desperate shock, Sharon let go of his cock and sat up. Bobby rolled over and off the bed on the side away from the door to conceal his erect nakedness.
"Oops!" Tiffany giggled, but made no move to close the door. "I guess you aren't decent. Now we know how Woody got his nickname, don't we?"
The girls laughed and after a moment, Sharon joined in. All four looked at poor Bobby crouching behind the bed. Susan walked boldly into the room and around the bed to look at the crouching boy as he tried to cover his dripping erection with his hands. "Oh, the poor baby still has his woody," she cooed with wicked glee. "What's the matter - didn't your girlfriend spank your hamster fast enough?"
The blush that originated in Bobby's face burned its way visibly down his body. His cock began to wilt, aching from its frustrating brush with deliverance. In the space of an hour his embarrassment circuits had become so overloaded that his blush seemed a permanent part of him. Susan found his underpants and dangled them in front of his eyes. "Red briefs," she observed mockingly. "Shows what a stud you are." Her cutting comment sent another blush through him.
Trying to conceal himself, Bobby slipped on his briefs when she dropped them on the floor before him, then scrambled for his shorts, crawling on the floor to dress. When he finally managed to dress under Susan's scrutiny, he found Sharon already dressed in a short plaid jumper over a white short-sleeved turtleneck and white sandals. She looked innocently desirable.
"Kelly is going to take me over to see Tabitha," Sharon announced. "Tiffany and Susan are going to take care of you for the afternoon. Make sure you do whatever they tell you. I'll see you tonight and then we can take care of your little problem" - she licked her lip with deliberate sexiness - "or should I say your big problem?"
Tiffany and Susan each took Bobby by one of his arms. "Don't worry; we'll take good care of him. It'll be pretty hard, though," Tiffany said with a meaningful look at his pants.
"And if Woody doesn't behave," Susan added, "we'll take care of it. We won't let him be our mascot." That drew laughter from all the girls at his expense, and he could feel another hot blush travel down his face as Sharon left him in the hands of the two Valentine cheerleaders.
"That was really a mean trick. I don't know about this," Sharon said, shaking her head as they left the room. "I mean, it's OK that he gets initiated along with me, but he's really strung out right now."
Kelly smiled mysteriously. "If you think he's strung out now, just wait until you get him back."
Curiosity and arousal mixed with slight guilt. "Really? What are Susan and Tiffany going to do with him?"
"Just tease him to death. Susan likes to tickle, and Tiffany likes to be watched."
"I don't know," Sharon repeated as they walked down the single flight of steps to the dorm lobby and out into the springtime weather.
Kelly stopped. "Sharon, it's OK. Tau Zeta has an initiation program that's a little bit different. Part of the initiation is that you loan us a boy. Preferably a boyfriend, though some girls have tricked their brothers or platonic buddies into the role. We get the fun of driving a poor guy wild with desire, and you get the benefit later - and we get to watch."
Sharon shivered with renewed erotic feeling. "I know, and I also know he'll probably really dig it. I just feel a little funny setting him up like that."
"Not as funny as he'll feel when Susan's tickling fingers get him for real," Kelly laughed. "Besides, you've got your own initiation to worry about now." She led Sharon back to the pink Cadillac.
"So," Kelly continued, "were you impressed by our timing?"
"God, yes," Sharon exclaimed, "I was so embarrassed! What were you doing, peeping?"
"Yep," Kelly confirmed as she pulled another joint from the glove compartment and lit it. "We've got you on videotape."
"No way!"
"Way," Kelly said firmly. "We want a horny boy, and you delivered. Congratulations. You must have been a great little prickteaser."
Sharon took a deep toke, leaned back in her seat, and laughed. "Yeah, well..."
"Turn you on? Prickteasing, I mean. When you do it deliberately."
"Oh, God," Sharon said. "I usually have to get myself off a couple of times. I'm pretty good. I can tell within a few strokes when a guy is ready to shoot. I love the begging; it turns me on a lot."
"Yeah?" Kelly encouraged. "Ever tied a guy up to tease him?"
"Well..." Sharon murmured.
"Come on, 'fess up," Kelly urged.
"Well... I did tie Bobby up, but he did me first."
"Did you like it?"
"Yeah, it was hot, especially because he's such a great pussylicker."
"We noticed." Kelly laughed. "I like that in a guy."
"But I really liked it the other way around. I kept him tied and hard for about two hours. I kept promising that this time I meant it, he could come; and then, at the last minute, I kept quitting. First he begged, then he got mad, and then he figured out if he pissed me off, he wouldn't get it at all. By the time I finally made him come, I think I could have made him do anything I wanted."
"We'll have to try that with him," Kelly said. "I'll call the girls."
"Yeah?" Sharon looked at Kelly with increased curiosity. What had she gotten herself and Bobby into? Right now it was all so sexy that she felt herself getting aroused again; the marijuana helped. She wanted Bobby's cock inside her, wanted to feel him pulse. Part of her imagined the come spurting from his cock; another visualized the desperate look he wore just at the end. There was a sexual spell on the Valentine College campus, and she was falling under it. She hoped Bobby would enjoy it - tied up and tickled by cheerleaders! Wouldn't he just die if he knew she set him up?
"How long have you two been together?" Kelly asked.
"About six months now," she replied. "He was always hanging out at cheerleading practice, and it took him about two months to work up the nerve to talk to me. It took him another month to ask me out, though his interest was obvious."
"Woody?" Kelly asked.
"All the time." Sharon laughed. "I thought it was cute. Once he asked me out, it took about two months before I finally decided to fuck him."
"Didn't he try earlier?"
"Yeah, and I let him feel me up a few times."
"You prickteased him, didn't you?" Kelly said accusingly.
"You know it!" Sharon laughed. "I drove him nuts, and I even played with his nuts a few times. Sometimes, when a guy figures out I'm just teasing, he stops calling, but Bobby just kept on."
"Some guys like to be prickteased," Kelly said. "Bobby is our kind of boy. Don't worry. You teased him, you tied him up, you just drove him nuts for a week, and he's ready for more. He'll love his initiation - at least, most of it."
Sharon took the last hit off the joint and stubbed it in the ashtray. She was flying in a fog of sensuality. Yes, it was OK about Bobby. The girls would pricktease him some more, but he'd like that. She wished she could watch. Maybe Kelly would have that videotaped, too - they probably would. She turned to ask her about it, but the pink Cadillac turned into a gravel drive leading to a large mansion. The Greek letters T Z R hung outside.
"Ready for your initiation?" Kelly asked with a sinister grin.
Sharon's nipples were hard with anticipation and arousal. Suddenly her stomach had a feeling like going over the top on a roller coaster. The marijuana had blurred her sense of control; she felt overtaken by events. It was sexy and scary.
With a nervous laugh, she replied, "I'm ready for anything!"
"Sure, you are." Kelly smiled as she escorted the newest sorority pledge into the Tau Zeta house.
CHAPTER THREE
"You can wait in here," Kelly said as she ushered Sharon into a well-appointed parlor off the formal entrance. Tau Zeta was obviously a rich sorority; the house was built in the formal antebellum style, with an ornate curving staircase leading from the entrance to the upper floors. Sliding wooden doors on either side revealed the formal parlors. The parlors had large windows with sheer curtains, letting in wonderful golden light. Sharon looked around, impressed. Were those real Louis XIV desks?
"Just think," Kelly said, taking Sharon's arm, "all this can be yours - after the initiation."
Sharon looked up at the taller cheerleader with wide eyes. "W-What's going to happen?"
"Lots of things." Kelly smiled. "Don't worry. I'll protect you." With that, and to Sharon's amazement, Kelly's arm slid around Sharon's waist and pulled her close. Without thinking, Sharon closed her eyes and found herself lost in a warm, wet kiss. It was the first time she'd been kissed by another woman, and she was surprised to find herself accepting it so easily. Maybe it was the dope - or maybe it was the eroticism that permeated the entire campus. Somehow it was stronger in the sorority house.
She let herself be kissed and felt the sensation of a female body pressing against her own, warm and soft. She began kissing back and her arms went around her partner. Her nipples, already stiff, tingled as they pressed against Kelly's large breasts. If this was her initiation, OK.
"Mmm," Kelly said as she broke off the kiss. "This is going to be fun." Sharon stood there, aware of nothing but her own sensuality, as Kelly ran a slim finger slowly over her lips and down over her body through the valley between her breasts. She shivered with pleasure.
"I'd better tell Tabitha you're here. Look around all you like," Kelly said with subtle emphasis, "but don't touch anything." She slid the doors shut as she left.
Sharon hugged herself. She had never particularly thought about making love with a woman; she had no fundamental objections to it, but it had never come up before. She liked the look of the female body and appreciated a sexy demeanor, but her interest had heretofore been theoretical and aesthetic. Now it was becoming practical, and the thought was very pleasant. She looked around the room aimlessly, admiring the various objets d'art and the obviously valuable furniture, but not really paying close attention. There was a door at the other end of the room; without thinking, she opened it.
Her heart began to pound loudly in her chest and she started with surprise and another rush of sudden lust. The inner room was a library of some sort, with dark wallpaper and rich carpet. The furniture had red upholstery and gold trim. There were no windows, and the room gave off a red glow. It was as if she'd opened a door to another world. On the wall directly in front of her was a man - naked, chained to the wall with shackles spreading his arms and legs into a giant X. Another chain was fastened to a silver ring attached to a leather collar around his neck. A leather bit in his mouth gagged him effectively.
She moved toward him as if in a trance. His cock was imprisoned in two silver bands: one at the base of his cock, another forming a loop around the top of his balls. Only half-hard at first, his cock began to quiver with her nearness, swelling helplessly as she approached.
Kelly's words came back to her. "Look around all you like, but don't touch anything." She couldn't help herself. His cock was already rigid, saluting her. She touched his chest gently, and he moaned through his gag. His eyes pleaded; he needed her. A sense of erotic power surged through her. She liked the feeling. She liked it a lot.
Carefully, slowly, she rubbed her hand over his chest and found his right nipple. As she touched it, she glanced down. His cock lurched with sudden passion.
"Is your right nipple sensitive?" she asked, smiling with delight in her absolute control over her helpless victim. "How about your left?" She pinched both nipples, pinched them hard. His eyes were wide open, staring at her with helpless need, begging her. She could feel the wetness growing below; tying up Bobby was nothing compared to this.
She delighted in his moans of passion and pain as she stroked and pinched his nipples. Kelly's voice echoed in her mind again. You're a prickteaser, aren't you?
"I'm a prickteaser," she whispered aloud to her helpless victim. "I'm going to tease your prick now."
Dirty words turned her on. Without breaking eye contact, she reached down to take his cock in her hand, trailing her fingers over its twitching length.
"You've got a hard cock," she whispered. "Hard cocks turn me on. Your cock needs me, doesn't it? It needs my hand. You'd prefer my mouth or my pussy, wouldn't you." It was a statement, not a question. His face was taut with the agony of his need. "Do you want to fuck me? Fuck me with your cock? I'd fuck your cock, but I want to tease it even more. I like feeling your cock twitch. Maybe I'll want to see it spurt some come. Would you like to spurt your come in my hand, or all over my dress? I'd have to take off my dress before I made you come; then I'd have you spurt your come all over my body. I'd rub your come in with my hand; maybe I'd lick it all up. I'll bet your come tastes good. I want to see you come, just a little bit. Come for me. Make your cock spurt. Yes. Spurt your cock while I hand-fuck you."
The dirtier she spoke, the hotter she got. She took her hand off his nipple and rubbed her own breast through her sweater. Some part of her mind couldn't believe what she was doing, but the strange erotic atmosphere had taken control of her. She could feel the come building in his cock. Part of her wanted to feel his come spurting.
She looked into his face. What did she want to do? Her hand did the work for her. He was close, pulsing. His cockhead was swelling in her hand. She released him. "But I told you I was a prickteaser, didn't I? Mustn't fib."
The deep moan from under his gag filled her with cruel delight. She had never done anything quite like this before, and she was more turned on than she'd ever been.
Again, she stroked him toward the moment of crisis. There was precome oozing from the tip of his cock; she wiped it off. Holding her finger in front of his face, she licked it with a swirling and sexy tongue sliding over her lips. She flashed her eyes at him and pursed her lips. "Tastes good. Want some?" She dipped her finger back in the viscous fluid and smeared some on his helpless lips. From the expression on his face, he didn't like it, but didn't dare protest. The third finger went to his nipple, wetting it, then rubbing the wet, white-hard nub with her finger as she began to pump his stiff cock again.
"I told you I'm a prickteaser, and I am. But even prickteasers like to see come every now and then. I like cocks. I like hard cocks. I like wet cocks that spurt and spurt. I like your cock. I think I'll let you this time. I will. I'm going to let you come this time. I want you to come. Come for me. Come for me. I'll let you. You can trust me. How do you want it? Want me to hand-fuck you like this? I'll suck you off if you prefer. Just nod. Hand-fuck? Yes or no. Blowjob? Yes or no. Oh, you want a blowjob. I thought so. Dirty little boy wants to stick his cock in my innocent mouth and have me suck all the come out, drink it down. Do you want me to swallow all your come? Do you?"
Helpless, not knowing whether to trust her, he nodded. "But I think I want to hand-fuck you this time. Is that OK, or would you prefer not to come at all? Nod your head. Hand job? Yes or no. Or pricktease? I'm sorry, I didn't get that. This time you have to say the words. Say 'hand job.' Say it, or I'll assume you want pricktease. You're not saying anything. What's all that moaning? You must want pricktease very badly. Oh, you're almost there! I can feel it! Speak up. Tell me what you want. Tell me. Tell me." Faster she stroked until the final moment, then stopped.
"I do pricktease very well, don't I," she giggled.
"Yes, you do." The sound of another voice startled her. She swiveled around to see Kelly with another woman, one of the most beautiful women Sharon had ever met: Tabitha, president of Tau Zeta Rho.
Tabitha was a tall, statuesque blonde with a luscious figure, wearing an amazing red leather dress with a lace-up bodice that showed her ripe cleavage down nearly to her navel. A long side slit revealed a long, shapely leg, the foot arched in red stiletto heels. Stunningly beautiful on a physical level, but what was most captivating about her was her eyes - royal blue and twinkling with secret amusement - and her lips, ripe and red and sultry, smiling with utter self-assurance and control.
Sharon knew she was hot, boys had often told her so, but in the presence of Tabitha she suddenly felt callow, childish, and clumsy. Caught and humiliated in the act of toying with the naked boy, she could only stammer apologies. Tabitha's knowing smile grew.
"We knew - or guessed, at least - what would happen," Tabitha smiled, cutting short Sharon's attempts to excuse herself. "It's the beginning of your initiation. Boy-toys like poor Robin here are part of life at Tau Zeta, and we need to make sure you'll fit in."
Sharon glanced back at her shackled victim. If this was part of Tau Zeta life, she was ready. "Really? Did you just tie him up, or did he volunteer?" she asked with curiosity.
Tabitha laughed as she walked over to her prisoner. "Oh, Robin found his way to us." She smoothed back the shackled boy's tousled hair. "He got himself admitted as one of the first male students to the school. He thought he'd be in for nonstop sex, and he was absolutely right... just not in the way he expected."
"We caught him masturbating while spying on the cheerleaders," she continued, "and of course we had to punish him thoroughly. Though if it hadn't been that, it would have been something else." She smiled directly at Robin. His pleading eyes never left her, and his cock quivered at her nearness. Sharon was fascinated and aroused.
"He was so cute as a prisoner, we turned him into a permanent boy-toy. He's on punishment right now."
"Punishment?" Sharon asked.
"Yes, he was very bad. We were using him to help work on one of our female toys, and he tried to get her off prematurely. Himself, too, of course. Or trying to, at least." Tabitha took his cock in her hand. It pulsed and quivered as if it had a life of its own. She pointed to the silver ring. "That's a special cockring; it really controls his orgasm. The girl nearly reached orgasm when Kelly caught him, and I sentenced him to another three weeks before we'd consider letting him come."
"Three weeks?"
"He had an orgasm only three weeks before." She dropped his cock. "Tonight's the end of his three weeks, but that only means I consider letting him come. Sometimes I wait longer - maybe even another three weeks. Sometimes I don't know whether I'll make him come or not." She smiled wickedly. "I like to keep him in suspense."
Sharon was amazed. Six weeks without an orgasm - she couldn't take it. And this thought about female tease victims: could it happen to her? Bobby was nearly desperate, and it had only been a week for him, and he wasn't being teased constantly like Robin. Tau Zeta took teasing seriously, that was for sure.
"Enough about Robin for now," Tabitha said. "We invited you here to consider pledging Tau Zeta Rho sorority. You've gotten only a glimpse. Do you like it so far?"
"Oh, yes," Sharon said fervently. "I do."
"Would you like to become a sister of our sorority, with all the rights and privileges thereof?"
"Yes," Sharon replied.
"Will you follow the guidance and direction of your officers and consent to the rules and regulations of our sisterhood?"
"Yes."
"You must undergo our initiation and trial to be considered for our membership. The ritual is secret, and you must consent blindly. Do you accept initiation into Tau Zeta Rho?"
"I do."
"Take off your clothes."
Startled, Sharon looked at Tabitha, who smiled knowingly. Was she slated to be a tease victim? Is that what all the girls went through? Her stomach took a sudden dip of fear. Her hands were trembling, but she followed orders, slipping off the shoulder straps of her jumper and unzipping the skirt, then pulling her turtleneck over her head. She was down to panties and sandals; she unfastened the sandal straps and slid them off; then, after a pause, slid off her panties.
She was naked, just like Robin. She looked over at the young boy shackled to the wall, his needy cock pleading for mercy. She had no idea how long it had been for him, or how desperate he really was. She had really tortured him. Surprisingly, the thought didn't fill her with guilt, only with a confused sense of power.
Being naked in front of two clothed women, including the first girl to ever kiss her in an erotic fashion, made her feel particularly helpless. Tabitha and Kelly moved toward her, pinning her between them. The touch of leather against naked flesh in the front, and the combination of brief cheerleader sweater and skirt along with Kelly's bare flesh in the back was exciting. She closed her eyes and tilted her head back as Tabitha kissed her. Kelly's hands slipped around to cup her breasts. She moaned with pleasure. Even if they did mean to make her a sex slave, this was fun. She surrendered to the erotic sandwich.
The sorority girls toyed with their pledge for a few minutes, then let her go, wet and trembling with desire.
"That was your welcome. Now, for the first part of your initiation, punishment for disobeying Kelly's order about not touching." Kelly took a wooden sorority paddle with the T Z R Greek initials from a hook on the wall. Sharon gulped, but she expected something like that.
"Move over toward Robin," Tabitha ordered. At their commands, Sharon placed her hands over Robin's shackled hands. Their faces were within inches; he could feel her breath. She spread her legs and leaned into Robin; if it weren't for his gag, they could have kissed. Her breasts brushed against his chest. His cock, fully extended, tickled her pubic hair.
Thwack! The first blow of the paddle made her lurch forward; Robin's stiff cock slid along the length of her sopping-wet pussy, stimulating her clit. It stung, but not too badly. The feeling of cock sliding across her wetness was arousing. The combination was devastating. She stuck her ass out again to greet the second thwack! and then rocked her hips back and forth under the paddling. Soon the stinging grew into pain; she felt herself getting red. She gazed into Robin's eyes, filled with desire and need. Thwack! She quickly lost count of the blows as she concentrated on rubbing his cockhead against her clit on each move of her hips. It was devastatingly sexy, all the more so because of the torment she could see on his face.
"Fifteen!" Kelly announced. It was over.
Regretfully, she moved away from the wall. She couldn't help it, she rubbed her ass where the paddle had left its impression. She reached for her jumper.
"No," Tabitha chided. "You get to stay naked for the rest of your initiation."
Sharon nodded. It wasn't such a surprise. As horny as she had become, her nakedness was becoming less of a concern to her.
Kelly was unfastening Robin's gag and unshackling him from the wall. "Say 'thank you' to the nice young pledge for giving you a hand job," Tabitha ordered.
"T-thank you," Robin whispered, sore and uncomfortable from his imprisonment and frustration.
"You're welcome," Sharon said with a smile. She thought the boy was cute. "I hope we can do it again sometime."
Tabitha chuckled wickedly. "Oh, I think we might arrange that, but only after your initiation. Then you'll have a better idea what to do with him."
"I've got a few ideas right now," Sharon replied lustfully.
Tabitha and Kelly laughed. "I'll bet you do, and I'll bet Robin would love them. Just wait until later, though. You'll discover possibilities you never even knew existed!" Tabitha stated firmly.
"Go, Teasers!" Kelly laughed in agreement.
Kelly then produced a leather collar with a ring to fasten around Sharon's neck, and put leather bands, also each with a ring, on her wrists and ankles. Robin wore similar bands, making it easy to tie them up in any position their mistresses chose. "Pledges have to learn what it's like to be slaves, so when they become slave mistresses, they know better how to deal with their toys. Don't worry: your initiation lasts only twenty-four hours," Tabitha stated. Still, the imprisoning bands increased Sharon's sense of helplessness and delicious fear. She and Robin were identical, both slaves and tease toys. The difference was that soon she'd be able to call the shots, and Robin would stay a slave.
Robin's hands were fastened behind him with a metal clip that joined the two rings; they left Sharon's hands free. They clipped a leash to each collar. Sharon felt particularly humiliated to be led around like a dog. Robin seemed to treat it as something inevitable.
"Are you still sore?" Tabitha asked. Ruefully, Sharon nodded. "Robin, I want you to kiss it and make it better."
To Sharon's surprise and delight, Robin obediently knelt and began kissing her paddled ass, gently and tenderly. She bent over slightly to give him better access and slid her legs apart. He kissed her rosy mounds and finally dipped between her legs to plant one delicious kiss on her wet lips.
"That's not her ass!" Kelly laughed, giving Robin a tug on the leash. "Good try, though."
"I think the next idea is to show you around," Tabitha announced. "You need a better idea of what Tau Zeta is all about. Then we'll proceed with the next part of your initiation. Any questions?"
Sharon's mind was overwhelmed with lust, bizarre sexuality, and marijuana smoke. For a second she couldn't think of anything, then she blurted out, "What about Bobby? If you're doing this to me, and Robin is an example of what you do here, what are you planning for Bobby?" She was more curious than worried - the thought of Bobby shackled and teased like Robin was suddenly very appealing to her.
Both her captors laughed. "Oh, Woody is in for quite a treat," Kelly giggled. "Don't worry; you'll get your turn with him before it's all over."
Tabitha added, "It's always most fun when you bring your own toy to the party. Girls who don't have to undergo extra initiation. But you're sharing the pleasure - and the surprises. We'll tell you all about it while we show you a few of the other surprises this house has in store. Kelly, do you want to run Robin back down to the dungeons while I take our initiate to meet the Count? Then meet us upstairs."
The dungeons? Sharon thought with shock.
"Oh, yes, my sweet young initiate. Dungeons. And much more. Welcome to Tau Zeta Rho. You're in for the ride of your life - and so is your cute little boyfriend."
CHAPTER FOUR
Bobby's humiliation grew with his hard-on. As soon as Sharon and Kelly left the room, Susan and Tiffany continued to tease him.
"Poor baby," Susan giggled as she pressed her lithe body against him in a teasing manner. "How's your woody? All tingly from your blowjob?"
The touch of her skimpy red cheerleading outfit was maddening. He was seized with the desire to grab her, tear off her panties, and bury his needy organ deep inside her, to spurt his long-delayed and pent-up sperm. It was just a tease, though. She could do anything she wanted. He could just look, lust, and suffer.
She brushed her hand lightly over his tented erection, inflaming it again. "Ooh, looks like Sharon didn't finish the job, did she?"
Bobby's blushing mechanism should long since have overloaded, but it seemed his capacity for embarrassment knew no limits. He could feel the hot redness in his face, advertising his humiliation to the little blonde who took such delight in tormenting him.
Tiffany was in on it, too. She slid behind him, making a sandwich of his body. Her fingers and hot breath teased the back of his neck.
"Please!" Bobby moaned. "If you're not going to do anything for me, please don't tease me anymore."
Both girls stepped back. Susan wore a look of mock horror on her face. "What do you mean, 'if you're not going to do anything'? Did you think we were going to do something? What a dirty-minded boy you are. Were you thinking that we might lay you down on that bed, take your shorts down, and suck your cock together? Is that what you were thinking? Tiffany and I, taking turns licking your shaft, sucking it deeply into our mouths, then finally sharing all your come when it spurts out? Really! Sharon's been gone only a few minutes, and already you're trying to cheat on her! What do you think about that, Tiffany?"
The voluptuous raven-haired cheerleader walked over beside Susan and looked at their victim. "I think Woody's a lech. Maybe we should tell Sharon he tried to fuck us."
Susan laughed wickedly. "Yeah; she'd be really pissed then. Maybe she'd cut it off; she sure wouldn't do anything for you."
"Wait... I didn't mean - " Bobby stammered.
"What? Did you say something, Woody?" Susan demanded imperiously.
"I mean - I didn't mean that - I was just - "
"Come on, come on, out with it!"
"I'm sorry. I apologize. I wasn't trying to make a pass or anything, I just - "
"What?" Tiffany interrupted. "You weren't trying to make a pass? What's the matter? Aren't we sexy enough? Don't you want to fuck us?" She pouted her lips in exaggerated sexuality and then inflamed his lust even further by rubbing her hands over her own breasts, cupping them while cocking her hips in a model's pose. Bobby stared helplessly.
"Yeah, Woody," Susan chimed in. "If you don't want to fuck us, what's that woody all about? Are you some kind of tease or something?"
"I - I - " Bobby could only stammer at the two-pronged attack. "Yes, you're very sexy, I'm just - "
"You're just what?" Susan demanded. "Just horny? Just being a tease, showing off your hard-on to turn us on, then not coming across?"
"Just... involved," he blurted out.
"Oh," said Tiffany knowingly. "That's different. So you do think we're sexy, right?"
"Yes, yes I do," he sighed. "Very sexy."
"And you'd fuck us if it weren't for Sharon, right?"
"In a heartbeat," he said passionately.
"You'd like to fuck us right now, but you just can't. Is that right?"
"Yes, that's right. God, that's right."
"Well, what if we helped you just a little bit," she smiled, an expression of heavenly sensuality spreading across her face. "We wouldn't want you to be unfaithful to Sharon, but maybe there's something we could do that wouldn't be unfaithful." She moved toward him; he was paralyzed, like a deer caught in a car's headlights. She slipped into his arms, pressing her pillowy breasts against his chest, and tilted her head back to kiss him. He couldn't help it; he closed his eyes and leaned into the kiss. It was warm and wet and sweet and sexy. Sharon came into his mind, but he rationalized that this was only a kiss. Only a kiss.
He was breathless when Tiffany pulled away. "Mmm," she said, eyes sparkling. "You kiss good. Susan, try him out." Then he had an arm full of pixie blonde and a hot tongue probing his mouth, hips grinding against his erection.
When Susan finally broke the kiss, she stayed in his arms, but slipped one hand down to massage his cock. The other played with his neck. "Looks like you have a problem." She smiled.
At that moment, Bobby knew he'd do anything to get his rocks off. There was nothing else in his head but that. Not Sharon, not anything.
Susan studied his expression carefully and squeezed his erection. "We could help you out, you know, if you asked nicely. Nothing too elaborate, nothing to get you in trouble. Just helping out a friend. Would you like that?"
He nodded passionately. "Yes. Please. I need it so much!"
"Yes, you do," Susan said. "I can tell. Tiffany, feel this boy's need." She stepped back so Tiffany could fondle and squeeze his erection. His legs were trembling; he was nearly ready to spurt in his shorts.
"Oh, he does need some attention," Tiffany whispered. "This will be fun. Would you like us to help you out?"
"Yes, yes, please. Yes." Bobby couldn't think straight or see straight anymore.
"Then ask nicely," Tiffany commanded, continuing her stroking.
"Please, please, help me out, I need it."
"Need what?"
"To come. I need to come. Please make me come."
"How should we make you come?"
"However you like. Your mouth, your hand, anything. Please. Please."
"What do you think, Susan?" Tiffany asked.
"I don't know. Beg some more, Woody."
He put his heart into it. "Please, I beg you, make me come. However you like; I need it so badly. Please, you're so beautiful, so sexy, please... I beg you."
The girls listened to his begging with amused expressions.
"What will you do for us if we make you come?" Susan asked.
"Anything you like, just name it. Please, I beg you."
"All right, then. Kiss my feet."
He looked at her with surprise, but something in her face said she wasn't kidding. He knelt before her, bent over, and planted a kiss on the toe of her white tennis shoe. He couldn't take his eyes off the shapely calf. He kissed her shoe again.
"Now me," Tiffany giggled. Bobby crawled over and kissed Tiffany's shoe as well. He looked up expectantly.
Both girls looked at him with expressions of superiority; somehow, that turned him on even more.
"Show us your cock," Susan ordered.
Although the blunt command renewed his embarrassment, and he suddenly became aware that the door to the hallway was still open, he had gone too far. He started to scramble to his feet, but her order, "Stay where you are," kept him on his knees. He unzipped his shorts, pulled them down, and then his briefs. His straining purple cock leapt out. "Show us," the order came again, and he took his cock in his hand, holding it out as a thing for their inspection.
"Cute," Tiffany said.
"Yeah," Susan agreed. "OK, Woody, that's enough. Time for lunch."
He couldn't believe what she said and sat there dumbly for a minute until she repeated it.
"Please - " he started to beg, then suddenly both girls burst out into peals of laughter.
"You really believed we were going to do it, didn't you?" Susan said through her helpless laughter.
"Yeah, Woody," Tiffany added, "like we would do anything behind Sharon's back."
"You are a horny little boy, aren't you?" Susan laughed. "Let's have lunch, and before you know it, Sharon will be back. Your woody will hold out till then, I'm sure."
He had no choice but to slip his shorts back on. His hard-on was so large, he couldn't fit it back into his briefs; the girls were amused, watching his every move. Finally, he scrambled to his feet, his face threatening to become permanently red. His teased erection throbbed uselessly. He should have known he couldn't trust the girls, but now he couldn't get them out of his mind.
Lunch was a typical cafeteria affair; the three sat at a table in the center and ate mediocre food off a tray. Bobby sat mute through most of lunch as a parade of gorgeous young Valentine students came through, many stopping to say hello to their friends. A few other cheerleaders came by briefly. Bobby's erection continued to throb undiminished; it had begun to ache. The girls chattered away as if he weren't present. The arousal gave way to more humiliation, his embarrassment at resorting to begging, kneeling, exposing his cock merely to be laughed at. He focused his attention on his food rather than on the parade of beauties. He wasn't sure whether he wanted Sharon here, after all.
"Hey! Space cadet! Woody, I'm talking to you." Surprised, Bobby raised his head from his tray to see Susan snapping her fingers in his face, trying to catch his attention.
"All the blood must have rushed away from his brain," Tiffany observed cruelly.
Susan chortled as Bobby looked down. "Must not be much blood left for the rest of his body. Hey, come on. Cheer up. We're just teasing you."
"OK," Bobby pushed back his tray. He resolved to be a good sport, no matter what they did next.
What was next was a campus tour that ended at the gym. Their prattle during the campus tour was mostly innocent, with a little teasing thrown in; Bobby was finally able to relax and his erection diminish, although the throbbing ache remained. The beautiful young coeds in their summer outfits - brief dresses, shorts, halter tops, even a bikini or two for sunbathers on the quad, were a constant goad to his overheated imagination.
The gym had brick walls, ivy-covered, and the girls led him around to a side door, away from public view, concealed by large bushes. "Time for a toke," Tiffany said, pulling another joint from the waistband of her brief pleated cheerleader skirt.
Bobby regarded the joint with an element of horror; all he needed was another renewed attack of the hornies, which he tended to get in place of the munchies, but he couldn't refuse easily. The previous smoking hadn't completely worn off. Soon he felt the red fog of a renewed high rolling over his brain.
With the new high came painful awareness of his lovely companions - Tiffany's lush breasts pushing out her thin cropped sweater, the gleam of perspiration on her naked belly, the long curve of her shapely legs vanishing under her tiny skirt, the waves of her jet-black hair spilling erotically over her shoulders. Susan's body seemed to quiver as if it were impossible for her to ever be completely still. There was something about her that made him even more aware of her nakedness under her clothes. The final few inches of her legs kept trying to keep out from under the short hem of her skirt; her brief top was loose enough to show the bottom curve of her breasts; her navel drew his eyes to her flat stomach and curving hips; her rosebud mouth held wicked promise and amused cruelty. He felt a pre-erection tingle; soon he'd swell up again. He tried to think about something else with little luck.
"Let's go inside," Tiffany suggested.
Susan opened the door and they found themselves in a narrow hallway, office doors on either side. "Where to?" she asked her partner.
"Um, I've really got to go," Bobby interrupted, suddenly seized with the need to piss.
"OK. Wait - there's no boy's room in here. It's a girls' school, remember?"
Tiffany touched Susan's arm. "There's the girls' locker room. Nobody's in there; Woody can use that."
"OK. Woody, you get to boldly go where no man has gone before: into the girls' locker room." Susan giggled. "Are you ready?"
"Yeah." He was embarrassed once again. "I'll hurry."
The locker room had bare concrete floors, walls lined with lockers and benches, a large shower, and a row of stalls. A series of cheerleader, majorette, and dance-team outfits hung on a long bar. He could visualize the room full of half-dressed girls. He was excited.
"Hey, don't memorize the place, silly. Piss and let's go!" Susan ordered.
He looked around for a urinal out of habit, then shuffled off to the last stall. "Be sure to lift the seat, and put it back down again," Tiffany called after him.
Inside the stall, he unzipped himself. His cock was swelling once again; it was always troublesome to piss through a hard-on. He aimed it carefully; he didn't want to get the floor messy, not with his tormentresses around.
He couldn't do it, not in the girls' room, not with his erection. Everything hit him at once and he realized he had to masturbate, right then and there. He reached one hand up to rub his nipple and started pumping his cock with his other hand, quickly, needing to come before they started calling for him. Just a few seconds, and the worst would be over; he'd have the relief he so desperately needed. His eyes closed as he whipped the skin back and forth along his swollen shaft; his finger strummed his rock-hard nipple; his mind filled with the images of his recent humiliation; he could see himself down on the floor, kneeling, begging, holding his cock out to be toyed with... he was going to unload buckets of come right now... he was...
"Gotcha!" Hands behind him pulled his shorts down to his knees. A bright flash went off. He swiveled around. More flashes. Tiffany was snapping pictures as fast as she could while Susan, who had pulled his shorts down, laughed as his cock bobbed up and down, leaking the evidence of its near-explosion. He tried to grab for the camera, but tangled in his own shorts and stumbled to the cold concrete floor. Tiffany hid the camera quickly.
"Well, Woody, what do you have to say for yourself?" Susan demanded sternly.
Tiffany rejoined them. "Yeah. Jerking off in the girls' locker room. Woody, you're in deep trouble."
He could only stammer and stutter again; the combination of shock, humiliation, marijuana, and arousal had completely overloaded his mental circuits.
The girls cut short his excuses and explanations and apologies. "Woody, the pictures don't lie. We've got you. You had better do what we say, or not only will the pictures go to sweet Sharon, but also to the authorities. You've had it. Your fate is in our hands."
He was still crouched on the floor, unable to cover himself, nearly in tears.
"Please don't get me in trouble. I'll do anything!" he whimpered.
The girls smiled knowingly at each other. "Anything?" Susan said.
"Yes, anything. Please. I'm sorry. I couldn't help it."
"Anything at all?" Susan probed.
"Yes, anything."
"Are you sure you mean anything?" she asked again.
"Yes! Yes!" he cried.
"OK. Take off the rest of your clothes."
With trembling hands, he removed the rest of his garments. He was naked and erect.
"Now stand up."
He did. The girls circled him like cats stalking their prey. He trembled with fear.
"Well, Tiffany, what do you think we ought to do with him?" Susan asked.
"I don't know, but he deserves some serious punishment.
Waxing his woody in the girls' locker room. What a dirty boy!"
Tiffany stroked his naked rear end. He moaned and rocked his hips under her teasing touch. She spanked him, hard. "Stand still!" she ordered. "Absolutely still. Put your hands over your head."
With that, the girls embarked on a new campaign of tantalizing, making him stand absolutely still as they teased him. Susan toyed with his nipples; then Tiffany goosed his rear. Tiffany stood with her body so close to his that his cock brushed the rough fabric of her skirt, then Susan played spider's legs with the inside of his thigh. He couldn't help moving each time, and each time another stinging blow landed on his rear end. Their repeated commands couldn't make him obey; neither could the spanking.
They escalated their attack, exploring his nude form, caressing his ticklish sides, his tiny erect nipples, his dangling testicles. Susan snickered at his increasing discomfiture, tickling her soft hands over his naked torso, touching his nipples, sending waves of shameful pleasure coursing through him. His shame and vulnerability were evident. She petted his nipples slowly, rubbing the rigid nubs in a circle. He let out an agonized moan of frustration.
Her fingers neared the head of his cock, then pulled away at the last minute. She played a game of avoidance, caressing every part of his groin except the one most needful.
The nearness of her hands drove him crazy. "Oh, God!" he pleaded. "Oh, God... oh, God... please... yes... touch it... oh... yes... oh..."
"Horny little bastard, aren't you?" Tiffany commented. He nodded shamefully and groaned with mortified desire, but neither tormentress showed him any mercy.
The devilish teasing continued. He was red-faced and gasping for breath. He was rocking back and forth on his knees, dangerously close to falling. His mind was reeling as the coldhearted vixens continued their slow, devastating stroking. Clear seminal fluid began to leak from the purple cap of his untouched penis.
Finally Tiffany commented, "I think he's had about all he can take."
Susan regarded him carefully. "You're probably right. Still, Woody, you're not off the hook yet. Better keep doing exactly what we say, or you'll end up in even worse trouble."
Bobby could only nod his consent. His stricken face must have earned some sympathy because suddenly Susan patted it and said, "You're cute. I really like the way you blush. We've teased this boy enough - don't you think so, Tiffany? I think it's time to be nice to him."
"I think you're right," Tiffany said.
"C'mere, Woody," Susan said, sliding against his nude body for another delicious tongue-kiss.
"My turn next," Tiffany said, and took her turn in his arms. Bobby's cock was alive with delight.
"Let's go to the exercise room. We should have some privacy there for a while," Susan said. Each girl took an arm and they led him back through the locker room, leaving his clothes behind on the floor. He thought briefly about them, then surrendered to his overwhelming lust.
The exercise room was accessible directly from the locker room through an inside door. Besides the normal weight machines, one wall was a huge mirror with a ballet barre, obviously for practicing. Bobby got a glimpse of himself - a tall, naked blonde boy in the company of two devastatingly sexy cheerleaders.
A long leather-covered bench was connected to a weight-lifting machine. "Lie down," Susan said, grasping his cock in her firm little hand, making him gasp with pleasure. He stretched himself out on the leather and looked up with delight at the scantily clad beauties towering above him. They pulled up stools on either side of the bench and sat beside him. Susan grasped his cock in one hand and began tongue-kissing him; Tiffany began to lick his nipples. He closed his eyes in a sea of sensual delight. "Put your arms over your head," Tiffany whispered, "so I can do you better." He obliged.
Susan's hand continued a slow, devilishly delightful masturbation as she continued to neck with him. Tiffany got up, and walked behind him. He could feel her hands grasping his, stretching him out, slipping his hands into loops at the top of the machine, then stretching his legs into stirrups below.
He didn't think very much about what was happening until suddenly she pressed a button. The loops began to tighten around his wrists and ankles, imprisoning him. Startled, he jerked his arms and legs, only to find he could not move. Suddenly Susan stopped kissing him, let go of his throbbing cock, and sat up with a wicked smile on her face.
"Hey! Wait a minute! What are you doing?" he cried.
Then, to his shock and humiliation, the outside door to the exercise room opened to reveal two more Valentine College cheerleaders.
"Welcome, girls," Susan said. "This is Woody. He's our new mascot." Her hands slipped back over his stomach and, to his horror, began to tickle.
CHAPTER FIVE
Count Felipe de la Roche was a student of sex magick. He believed that the special energies surrounding arousal and orgasm tapped into the underlying magickal energies of the universe. Research in the great alchemy and thaumaturgical libraries of Europe had allowed him to piece together elements of the puzzle. The Philosophers' Stone, the semimythical creation that would turn base metals into gold, was real after all, but its transformational power source was Tantric - erotic - in origin. That power source, Count Felipe believed, would not only unlock the secrets of the elements, but provide mystical access to power, wealth, and wisdom. Like many students of That Which Man Was Not Meant to Know, he ended up with a fate he did not anticipate; unlike many such students, his fate had its delightful side.
His studies revealed that he needed a vessel for the transformation, a sex partner whose building arousal, never relieved by orgasm, would serve as the transforming engine to make him all powerful. A beautiful American coed, traveling for the summer in Spain, became the target of his quest. Her name was Tabitha.
Heart-stoppingly lovely even in her jean shorts and white T-shirt, a backpack hoisted high and no makeup, she seemed to possess that quality of sexual drive and all-American openness essential to his quest. Distinguished, handsome, sophisticated, an accomplished seducer of women, Count Felipe found it easy to approach her. He swept her off her feet, out of the dust of the Barcelona streets, and into a suite. For their first dinner together, he insisted on buying her an elegant new gown. When he saw her walking down the steps of the hotel, her body poured into a chic French creation, her cascades of thick hair piled high, his heart was pounding. She was even more exquisite than he had imagined.
From caviar to oysters, champagne to Chablis, the courses of a formal meal passed through to the flaming dessert and cognac. The seduction proceeded according to its ancient script. She accepted the rituals of courtship with a secret smile; she cooperated fully in her own seduction. Then the drive in his Porsche up the winding road to the ancient castle of the de la Roches, the servant pouring sherry, the first warm kiss beside the stone fireplace, the slow seduction, the exquisite sex...
She stayed with him as he slowly revealed the secrets of his research. She drank it in eagerly, reading his manuscripts, asking probing questions, rewarding him for her education with nights of passionate delights. He invited her to be his assistant on his Tantric quest for magickal powers, and she accepted. Tied up, shackled, teased, she became his experimental sex toy. Her lustful writhing from denied orgasm captivated him. Between experiments, their courtship continued; he was falling in love. She continued her studies.
Then came the morning when Count Felipe awoke, not in his bedroom but in his laboratory in the dungeons beneath his castle, naked and shackled. Tabitha smiled her secret smile. "Don't worry. We are going to continue our search together. You see, darling, I know a thing or two about arousal that you don't know. I'm going to introduce you to the secrets of Valentine College."
Tabitha had her own spells, he quickly learned: spells of exquisite teasing, tantalizing frustration, sensual stimulation that built him up to heights of arousal he could never have imagined. Yet it was not only about the sex, the turnabout. She was serious about the magick as well. He learned the truth: there was real power in the ancient manuscripts - but it was woman's power, not man's.
She created her own instruments: an enchanted silver ring that could withhold orgasm or trigger it with a secret word, love philters to captivate and enslave, and more. She experimented with new spells, gaining in power. Still, she needed more. She told him of Valentine College and the sorority of teasers. "There is a source of power that will enable all these spells to become reality," she said, a wicked smile of delight filling him with pangs of love and fear.
Even without her love philters, Count Felipe was fully under her spell. "Marry me," he murmured in his shackles. "I'm yours no matter what. Marry me and you'll have all the international fortune of the de la Roches at your disposal."
Tabitha was pleased. "Yes," she said. "I will marry you. I'll tease you and torment you and use you, but remember - I love you, too."
Count Felipe sent his new fiancee back to America, back to school to turn her secret sorority into the new laboratory for their magickal research, and turned his attention back to business. There was a difference: the silver ring that owned his cock kept him under her control. Every three months he flew to America to renew their liaison; their marriage would be postponed until her graduation at the end of this school year.
With each liaison, Tabitha had new surprises and torments ready for him. The anticipation kept him hard on the long transatlantic flight until his arrival at Valentine College, where he was greeted with the latest refinement of Tabitha's wicked imagination.
Sharon thought she was beyond being shocked. Her nakedness quickly ceased to be a problem; she felt natural and unashamed. She had a good body and she knew it, and somehow the erotic spell cast by this strange house had entered her. Tabitha took her leash and escorted her from the library through another door. Her bare feet padded silently in the thick, rich carpet. Tabitha commented on the age of the house, its ancient history, the ghosts that supposedly inhabited the castle.
With each step, the corridors grew darker. The house indeed had a gothic feel. In her imagination she could hear moans of sexual pleasure, laughter, even screams of passion and pain. She felt herself falling into an enchantment.
They climbed up the winding back staircases to the suite of apartments Tabitha kept as her own. "Would you like something to drink?" Tabitha asked.
Sharon nodded. Suddenly she was thirsty. Tabitha opened a locked cabinet and produced a silver goblet, into which she poured a strange liquid. "Drink it all!" she commanded.
Sharon paused. "Go ahead," Tabitha urged. "It's a special mixture we prepared. It's part of your initiation."
The beverage had a bitter taste. "What's in this?" Sharon asked.
"Oh, the usual. Some Ecstasy, some THC, a drop or two of LSD, and some witchcraft. It's the ultimate aphrodisiac. For the next twenty-four hours, you will become a creature of pure sex - exactly what we want."
Sharon looked down at the empty goblet with a slight shiver. Then she laughed nervously. "I already was a creature of pure sex," she said.
Tabitha smiled. "I know. I believe you'll make a great sorority sister. Before then, you have to learn about our secrets, and this is the best way to experience them."
She took the goblet from Sharon's unresisting hand, smiled, and kissed her. The naked young coed moaned at the touch of the lovely woman in the red leather dress. Tabitha caressed her, rubbing her hands over her recently spanked rear, and slowly worked up to her breasts, kneading them softly in her warm hands. Sharon moaned through deep tongue-kisses and didn't resist when Tabitha's hand dipped teasingly between her thighs to probe at her wetness. She had never been touched there by a woman before; she was surprised at how easily she accepted it.
When the kiss finally stopped, Sharon was panting. Suddenly the room began to quiver, to mutate in color and shape. A deep and total feeling of sensuality took possession of every nerve in her body. Tabitha regarded her with a smile. "I think you're ready to meet my fiance," she said, and led her into the next room, her bedroom.
The distinguished man had Spanish features, a trim, muscular body with hair beginning to whiten in curls on his chest. Some white hair was part of the thick mass surrounding his erect penis, imprisoned like Robin's with a silver ring. Naked and spread-eagled, arms and legs lashed with silken scarves to the four posters at the corners of the large canopy bed, sweat beading on his forehead and hips twitching helplessly, he strained at his bonds as the two young girls on either side teased his cock with slow, deliberate motions.
"Count Felipe de la Roche, may I present Sharon, our newest pledge," Tabitha said, stroking his cheek gently.
He stared at her with an expression filled with need and desire. "Forgive me for not rising," he smiled, the effort of politeness taking all his remaining energy, "but as you can see, I'm all tied up."
The young girls continued playing with his twitching penis. "Sharon, meet Zoe and Mandy." Zoe was petite with flaming red hair and a tiny figure. She wore a red Lycra teddy with a diamond cut out of the center. She smiled at Sharon. Her gleaming teeth and wicked sparkling eyes somehow reminded Sharon of a vampire. Mandy's innocent blue eyes, soft, wavy blonde hair, and ripe girlish figure made her seem the very opposite of her partner; she was every boy's backseat fuck fantasy. Sharon was surprised at her own body's response to the two girls; she knew she could take them on individually or together and still have energy left over for the bound man. She stared at his cock with hungry lust. A creature of pure sex, she thought. God, that's me.
"How is Felipe behaving?" Tabitha asked.
Zoe giggled cruelly and gave the Count's cock a hard twist, her hand rubbing underneath the sensitive head. He moaned. "So far, he's promised us a car and a trip around the world for a single orgasm." General laughter greeted the remark; the Count blushed.
"Oh, he did, did he?" Tabitha said. "Well, Felipe, I'll have to think of an extra-special punishment for you this time. It's only been three months since your last orgasm; there's no excuse for begging. I know; I'll have Sharon suck you off."
Sharon tore her eyes from his jutting hard-on to look at Tabitha with surprise.
"Would you like to suck this hard cock?" Tabitha asked. Zoe and Mandy sat back to watch with amused delight.
"Yes... I mean, if you want me to," Sharon stammered. She wanted his cock badly. She was salivating. She liked sucking cock, but she had never experienced desire like this before.
"Oh, I do," Tabitha said. "You'll find this extra special." She produced a silver vibrator from the bedside stand. "Zoe, would you prepare him for me?"
Zoe grinned her vampire grin and carefully slid the vibrator into the bound man's asshole, then turned it on. He moaned at the first buzzing sounds. Tabitha then took out a jar of strange-looking salve and tubbed a thin line down the ridge of his cock, over the silver ring, and to the jutting edge of the vibrator protruding from his rear.
Finally she produced two more large silver rings that she placed on both Sharon's and the Count's head, like crowns. Sharon looked at her questioningly. "It enables you to feel what he feels," Tabitha said. "I want you to know what a needy cock feels like."
Tabitha unhooked her leash and Sharon crawled up onto the luxurious four-poster and crouched between Felipe's outstretched legs. Zoe and Mandy kneeled on either side of her, watching her while playing idly with their prisoner's rock-hard nipples. Tabitha looked on from bedside. In spite of being surrounded by gorgeous half-clad girls, Count Felipe's attention was riveted on his beautiful fiancee.
At Tabitha's command, Sharon bent over, took the shaft of his cock in one hand, tossed her hair aside, and gently began to lick and moisten his straining organ, teasing both of them with anticipation.
Suddenly a wave of new sensation swept over her. It was as if a penis had suddenly sprouted between her legs, a teased and tormented penis throbbing with desperate need. The wetness of her mouth warmed her penis. As Tabitha promised, she was feeling what he felt. She was sucking her own cock. Her mouth opened wide and she devoured it, her moans echoing his. With the instantaneous mental feedback, she sucked his cock perfectly, the waves of pleasure washing over both sucker and suckee. She knew what it was like to be teased as a woman, but she had never felt the absolute desperation of a cock denied its orgasm. It was unbearably strong; she sucked harder, faster, deeper, devouring it with her hot mouth, her own hot imaginary cock sending out its signals of desire.
For some reason she could not fathom, he was trying to hold back, to save his orgasm, but she would have none of it. She was going to draw every drop of sperm from his cock no matter how hard he tried to resist. She needed it. She needed it badly. She swirled her tongue around his shaft, sucked it in and out, pumped the shaft while stimulating the sensitive head, forcing out his orgasm, bringing him unwillingly to the edge.
"No... careful... you don't understand!" The Spaniard moaned, but she paid no attention. His vibrator was echoed as an imaginary vibrator in her ass, driving her even wilder with desire. Both their orgasms were close, so close... Finally, her mouth overwhelmed the resistance of his cock.
Under the control of the silver cockring, his orgasm hit, but with a fiendish difference: she could feel the pulsing and clenching, but there was no sense of relief, no jets of spurting come and then... "Aaaah!" both victims shrieked with the pain of electric shock as the vibrators - his real, hers imaginary - delivered punishment for the unauthorized orgasm attempts. With each pulse and clench of his cock, another jolt of electricity coursed through them; it took several jolts before the worst was over. She was gasping and so was he; their audience laughed cruelly at their expressions of shock and lust and pain.
"Want to suck him again?" Tabitha laughed.
Sharon could still feel her cock and vibrator through the magic of the silver headbands. Without conscious awareness, she reached between her legs to play with her cock, and was startled not to find it. The powerful aphrodisiac coursing through her system had so disoriented her that it took time for her to return to some sense of focus. She was burning up with desire; she needed her own orgasm nearly as much as the Count or poor Robin. She looked up at Tabitha. "Oh, God!" she whimpered. "That was so hot! I'm burning up!"
All three girls laughed as Tabitha helped the weak-limbed Sharon climb off the four-poster and remove the silver headband. Zoe removed the vibrator and headband from the Count. They began to stroke his prone and trembling body, returning to the slow, cruel teasing their visitors had interrupted.
"My darling, I'll see you this evening," Tabitha said, leaning down to kiss her fiance. She stroked her hands down to his cock and caressed him for a moment. "Be good, suffer for me, and I'll come back to torture you some more tonight. Sound good?"
He could only nod weakly in response. "I love you, dearest," he said.
"And I love you, too," Tabitha replied. "But now it's time to continue Sharon's initiation." She took the trembling girl by the arm and escorted her out of the bedroom.
Back in the parlor of Tabitha's suite, Sharon said, "May I ask a question?"
"By all means, darling," Tabitha said.
"What was that - magic? A-Are you a witch?"
"Yes, it was, and yes, I am," the sorority leader said. "Tau Zeta Rho is also a coven, but our magic, you see, is utterly real. We have Count Felipe to thank for that, in part. The source of our power is orgasmic denial, especially male orgasmic denial, but sometimes female denial is useful. That's why we keep mostly boy-toys with occasional girl-toys. Most of the girl-toy need is satisfied by initiating new members. Right now, you're contributing to the sexual energy of this household, and those of us who are trained initiates in the ways of sorcery can use that power. We're still learning, but the toys you just played with are examples of what we're able to do. So is the potion you drank. The drugs are part of it, but some of what is happening to you is pure witchcraft.
"Your initiation serves several purposes," Tabitha continued. "You give us female sexual energy, which is part of our power. You are tested for membership in our occult society. If you pass, you'll learn how to use spells and potions yourself. Not all our sorority members become hill witches, though they all learn at least some of the basic sexual magick. And finally, we enjoy the initiation rituals ourselves. You're cute. I think Kelly really likes you, and I'm pretty sure what she's going to do with her time with you." Tabitha smiled prettily. Sharon gulped with a combination of fear and desire. She knew what Kelly was likely to do, too.
"Speaking of Kelly" - Tabitha looked up - "here she is!"
Sharon turned to see the tall blonde enter the room. Her piercing blue eyes twinkled with sexual delight; her wide, sensual mouth smiled with pleasure.
"I'm going to put Kelly in charge of the next phase of your initiation," Tabitha announced. "I have some special errands to run before tonight's party."
Sharon stood eagerly, placing her hands behind her back to open her body for Kelly's inspection. The blonde sorority officer looked pleased. "I think we'll go on a tour of the dungeons next," Kelly said.
"I think that's a fine idea." Tabitha smiled and handed Kelly the leash. Kelly snapped on the leash and then took a spring-loaded clip and fastened the rings on Sharon's leather wrist cuffs together. Sharon tugged experimentally. She was caught. Kelly walked in front of her and slowly ran her hand over Sharon's naked torso. She moaned and arched, showing herself off, wanting to be taken and seduced by the lovely cheerleader.
"Eager little thing, isn't she?" Kelly smiled. "What have you two been up to?"
"Just a little drink and a game with the silver headbands," Tabitha laughed.
"Oh," Kelly said knowingly. "I think she's trying to seduce me. Think she's primarily into girls?"
Sharon blushed in confusion. She wanted to be seduced by Kelly, but she wasn't ready to do the seducing herself.
"We'll find out, won't we?" Tabitha said. "Right now, I don't even think she knows, herself."
Kelly laughed. "We'll see how she reacts to the dungeons. See you a little later."
"Bye-bye, darling," Tabitha said, kissing Sharon on the lips and giving her nipple one exciting tweak. "A word of warning. Some parts of the dungeon are so exciting, you might never want to leave. That's how we get our girl-toys."
Consumed with excitement, Sharon trembled suddenly. She already knew she was game for anything, and now her desire could trap her as a victim forever.
"See you on the other side!" Tabitha smiled as Kelly led her victim back into the darkness of the corridors.
CHAPTER SIX
"Is little Woody ticklish?" Susan cooed.
"Ha-ha-ha-no! Hee-hee-hee-please!" He choked and twisted as four sets of girlish fingers tormented his helpless nude body. No sooner had he begun squirming under Susan's teasing fingers than the other girls joined in - teasing Tiffany and the two new cheerleaders. His cock was still rock-hard, saluting its captors, but his mind was overloaded with the powerful tickling. He hated being tickled and he was very ticklish; this was true torture for him.
He howled and pleaded and guffawed and laughed uncontrollably; he jerked at the inflexible mechanical cuffs that held him to the leather exercise bench. Susan and Tiffany were still seated on either side of him, working on his sides and neck and underarms and nipples. One of the new girls, short with light brown, sandy hair and brown eyes, worked on his stomach and inner thighs, while the other new girl, another cruel looking brunette, tall and classy, had pulled a stool up to the foot of the bench and attacked the soles of his feet. It was a tickle orgy with himself at the center, and he wasn't enjoying the attention one bit.
"Please... ha-ha-ha-ha... I can't - ha-ha - take anymore!" he begged. Tears of agonized laughter ran down his cheeks. His arm muscles hurt where he had jerked them, trying desperately to get free.
The girls weren't in any hurry to show mercy; they were clearly enjoying themselves, delighting in his agony and competing to see who could draw the most helpless laughter from his body. He continued to beg and plead for mercy. Wrong move. That only inflamed them more. These girls had a helpless male at their mercy, and they planned to take full advantage. And there wasn't a single thing Bobby could do except go nuts.
"Nooooo! Please!" he cried, continuing his struggle against the merciless cuffs. Their wriggling fingers tickled his underarms, his stomach, his nipples. He writhed in helpless, uncontrollable laughter, squirming desperately to escape the tormenting sensations. "Ha-ha-aha-ha-ha! Oh-ha-ha-ha-stop, please ha-ha-stop, no, no-ha-aha-ha!" It was hard to breathe; he felt himself gasping for lack of oxygen. They didn't even notice; they were wrapped up in the torture.
His brain was completely short-circuited. Seconds passed by like hours in the agony of being a truly helpless tickle-victim. He had never imagined that; Sharon tickled him from time to time, but he could always get away. By now, he was completely hysterical, but his cock stayed hard as an iron bar.
The four cheerleaders continued to play Bobby's helplessly strapped body like a piano. They tickled him all over - underarms, nipples, the inside of his thighs, his kneecaps, everywhere. The more he begged, the more they laughed with fiendish glee and redoubled their efforts.
The cheerleader who scratched his soles with her fingernails made him screech and scream with tormented agony. Susan drew designs in his armpits and made slow, tormenting circles around his rock-hard nipples. Every touch, every stroke turned a new area of his body into a ticklish zone until there wasn't a square inch of nonticklish flesh on his body. Tiffany alternated between gentle tickle and rough tickle, digging her fingers into his sensitive sides, making Bobby howl with laughter as she slid her devilish digits up and down his shackled body.
"Oh, ha-ha, I ca-can't stand-ha-ha any more!" Bobby howled. Meanwhile, the sandy-haired girl at his middle traced the contours of his legs and inner thighs, stopping for an agonizing eternity in the hollow of his knees. Bobby never imagined that such sensations could be drawn out of that part of his body. Slowly and tormentingly, she moved her tickling fingers higher up his thighs, tantalizingly, avoiding his rigid, straining cock, then back down his inner thighs and calves, then up again. Throughout this, his cock was standing straight up, pulsing hotly, leaking drops of clear pre-come.
He was desperate for relief from the terrible tickling and his incredible frustration. Twisting and turning, he struggled to get free, but the shackles were relentless. He was just about to pass out when the four grinning sadists finally decided they'd had enough.
The girls were panting with their exertion; driving him insane with tickling torture took energy. "Let's stop before he has a heart attack on us," Susan chuckled.
Even then, as he started to calm down, panting as if he'd just finished running a marathon, one of the girls would give him another tweak or tickle, sending him back into paroxysms.
Naked and helpless, Bobby's heart pounded as he awaited their next move.
"We just came by to tell you to have him ready for the party tonight," the sandy-haired girl said. "Looks like he may not survive, though." She tweaked his side, making him jerk in helpless reflex.
Susan laughed. "If he has trouble with this part, he really will have trouble later. This is just a little warmup." She planted a kiss on his lips; her teasing eyes focused on his. "Just a little warm-up."
He gulped; he could believe anything now.
The brunette at his feet came up. Her luscious body showed to great advantage in the scanty Valentine cheerleading outfit. She smiled. "Your girlfriend's having a good time. Her initiation is beginning right now. You know she gave you to us as a toy, don't you?"
Susan smiled. "I think he was beginning to figure that out, but we haven't made it official yet. That's right, Woody. You're really going to be our mascot. Sharon's initiation required that she give us a boy-toy. She volunteered you. That's OK with you, isn't it? Tell us you like being our boy-toy."
Bobby blushed yet again, revealing the truth even before he spoke. "Oh, God, yes... just don't tickle me anymore."
"We'll do anything we want, and you'll like it," Susan said, giving his right nipple a hard pinch. "Besides, I bet I can make you beg for us to tickle you again."
"Oh, no... no..." he pleaded.
Susan grabbed his throbbing erection and began pumping it, slipping one finger over the leaking head to rub the seminal fluid over the entire shaft. She stimulated him quickly toward an orgasm, then slowed down. "Would you like to come right now?" she asked.
Deliriously aroused, he looked into her teasing eyes, "Yes... yes... please..." He knew this was some sort of new tease, but he couldn't help it. He needed to come so badly.
"Just beg for us to tickle you again, twice as long and twice as hard, and I'll make you come. OK?"
He was silent. Nothing was worth being tickled... except the way her hand continued stroking him, teasing him up to the edge, then backing off, up to the edge and backing off again...
"Yes! Yes! Tickle me twice as long and twice as hard! Just make me come! Please!"
She released him. "See? There are worse things than being tickled. And this is one."
He moaned again with frustration.
The brunette asked Tiffany, "Got any pot?"
Tiffany smiled. "Of course I do. Have you ever known me not to?"
The girls giggled as Tiffany produced another joint from an endless secret stash in her skirt waistband; obviously, there was a hidden pocket.
The brunette moved her stool up next to the other girls. The name on her cheerleading outfit read "Marcia." She had an intimidating quality to her sexuality. Her perfume was sensual and powerful. Julie, the sandy-haired cheerleader, straddled his hips and kneeled over him. His cock was under her skirt, brushing against her panties.
The joint traveled around the circle of girls.
"Yeahhhh..." Marcia murmured. "That hits the spot."
Julie smiled in agreement. "How about you, Bobby?" Julie said, "Want a hit?" He nodded. He was so crazy that even more marijuana could hardly do more damage.
Instead of placing the joint in his mouth, Julie took a hit herself, leaned over, and pressed her lips against his, forcing his mouth open and breathing the thick smoke into his lungs in a reverse mouth-to-mouth resuscitation. He felt the effects of both pot and kiss, and her large breasts pressing against his naked chest. His cock throbbed and twitched as it rubbed against her panties.
"Oooh, Bobby," she giggled, feeling it twitch, then reaching down and giving it a playful squeeze. "Did that get you all turned on?"
He could only blush. Julie said, "Marcia, why don't you give him a toke?"
"Sure, I'd love to." She took a hit, then kissed him deeply, breathing the smoke deep into his lungs.
"Oh, God! This pot has got me so horny I could burst!" Julie moaned. "I really need to get off... now." She sat up and rubbed her hands up over her round breasts, cupping them in her hands, rubbing her nipples until they stood up through the thin sweater. She squeezed her thighs together rhythmically around his torso as she ground against his cock with her silk-covered pussy.
Julie pulled her thin sweater up over her head, revealing large, shapely breasts. She unfastened the clasp on her skirt, unzipped it and slipped it off without ever leaving the table. The other girls looked on with amusement. Bobby was utterly entranced. Naked except for panties and socks, Julie ground her nether regions against him. She was so wet that the moisture was visible between her legs.
"You need some attention for that cock?" she drawled softly. His moans and thrusting hips answered her. "Well, if you take care of us, we'll take care of you. Be a good boy, and maybe we won't have to tickle you anymore." She goosed him just for emphasis.
Julie looked at the other girls. "I sure hope this boy knows how to lick pussy."
"He does," said Tiffany. "His girlfriend was pretty happy."
"He'd better," Susan said firmly, "or he knows what will happen to him."
He gulped, but he didn't have much time to think about consequences, because Julie moved up to straddle his face, sliding her panties down, then rubbing her hand over her pussymound and between her legs. "God, I'm so wet," she giggled. "I want you to lick me and make me come. Then maybe... just maybe... you'll get yours."
Opening her slippery soft netherlips with her fingers, she slowly lowered her open, wet pussy to meet his lips. As Bobby's tongue licked up her wet slit, she moaned with pleasure. "Aaah... that's right... do it good. Yes. Yes. Yes!" He drew her netherlips into his mouth and licked the full length, up and down her pussy. His blood was boiling as he kissed and sucked at her. She tilted her head back with a smile of undisguised pleasure as his tongue probed her sensual depths. She reached her hands up to begin tweaking her own pulsing nipples, slowly grinding her hips in delight.
She moaned, urging her shackled victim to greater efforts. He moaned, too, thrusting his cock up into the empty air. Marcia began to tease it; and then, to his delight, she began to suck it. Wetly, hotly, she engulfed his desperately throbbing cock in her hot mouth as he groaned with rapture. That completely made up for the fielding.
Julie's pussy grew wetter and wetter as she neared her own climax. Her sensual moaning became more insistent. "Aaah. Oooh. Yes. Yes. Oh. Oh! Ob! Yes! Yes!
That's it! Yes! Ooooh!" Her orgasm shook her young body as she ground her hips against his face. Viscous fluid bathed Bobby's cheeks and lips as he furiously licked and sucked her through the convulsions of orgasm. Marcia's cocksucking drew him closer and closer to his own long-denied orgasm; but when Julie finished coming, she stopped.
With a final shudder, the tension left Julie's body and she collapsed over him. His heart pounded and his hips bucked slowly with the frustration and sensuality of the moment; she lay calmly against him, recovering from her orgasm.
"Move over, girl, it's my turn!" Marcia ordered. Julie looked up as if to argue, then moved aside. With one hand she reached between Bobby's thighs to softly feather his agonizingly sensitive cock. He moaned. "Please, I'm so close!"
Julie laughed. "Poor baby. Not until Marcia's had her turn."
Then Marcia stripped for him, making it a little show, grinding her hips and staring hotly into Bobby's inflamed eyes as she wriggled out of her tight cheerleader costume.
Then her dark pubic hair and rich, full pussylips were above him, and with deep pleasure he began licking and sucking. He loved sucking pussy; it was almost enough to make up for all the teasing he had been subjected to. Julie's tantalizing fingers teased his enraged cock as he lost himself in the pleasures of Marcia's pussy. He sucked her clit gently into his mouth, then slid his tongue deep within her inner lips. He opened his eyes and watched her playing with her own nipples, her head thrown back, eyes closed, the tip of her tongue penetrating between her lips. The incredibly sexy sight was nearly enough to send Bobby's cock spurting in waves of come, but Julie's careful teasing kept him from the brink. Then - "Ooh! Ah! Ah! Ah!" And Marcia was in the midst of orgasm.
There were more moans, and he looked over to see Tiffany with her skirt up over her waist, her hand deep inside her panties, petting herself to her own simultaneous orgasm. Susan watched the group lust with amused pleasure until finally all the girlish moans subsided, leaving only Bobby to suffer from his denied orgasm.
He writhed helplessly, every centimeter of his body alive with erotic need. "Please... please..." he moaned.
"I don't know, girls," Julie said. "He licks pussy well. Should we be nice to him?"
"Well," Marcia drawled slowly, "I think he probably deserves something. Tiffany?"
The masturbating brunette was still rubbing herself after her orgasm. "Let him wait for a while longer."
"Susan?"
"I haven't gotten off yet. Certainly not until I finish."
"Two to two. That's a tie," Julie observed. "Unfortunately, Woody, ties go to the teaser. You lose. Maybe later. Listen, we really just came by to give you the message about timing, so we should get going. Thanks a lot for lending him to us for a little while. I'm really nice and relaxed now." She stretched languorously, showing off her body and smiling wickedly when she caught Bobby's needy stare.
"You're cute, you know," she smiled, pursing her lips and blowing him a kiss. "I really liked tickling you. Maybe we can have some fun later."
"I almost forgot," Marcia said. "I brought a harness set for you." She pulled out a gym bag. "We'd better help you get him all rigged out."
Tiffany stood up, pulled up her panties, and smoothed down her skirt. She rubbed her wet finger over his lips and pushed it into his mouth; he eagerly sucked her pussyjuices. "Mmm," she said. "That just warmed me up. You have to take care of Susan when she's ready. Then I'll need some extra attention." She pushed the button to release the fasteners on the exercise bench. His arms were trembling and weak; Susan and Tiffany had to help him stand.
Tiffany produced still another joint, and Bobby eagerly joined the girls. Being stoned took away some of the embarrassment, making his sex-slavery easier to take. There he was, a college senior, fairly good-looking, naked and helpless as four tantalizing teases, all fully dressed, took advantage of him. He blushed as the humiliating situation became apparent to him.
"Oooh, look!" Julie saw it immediately. "Our little sex toy is blushing. How cute!" The giggling reaction of the other girls only inflamed his face more. This was like the naked nightmare, only worse - it was real. His cock stayed like iron, pursuing its own agenda.
Susan, pressing her petite body up against him kittenishly, her hips brushing lightly against his straining naked cock, whispered, "Put your hands over your head."
Marcia produced a strange contraption from the gym bag. First came a leather harness that fit around his waist and shoulders, meeting in a large metal O-ring in the middle of his chest. It included a leather belt with metal rings hanging from it. Then she produced leather ankle and wrist cuffs, each with a ring, and a leather collar, also ringed. A leather strip came down his back, parted his buttocks, with a circular ring around his anus, allowing access there. Then it split into a studded leather circle that went around his cock and balls. There were snaps on the leather circle that allowed them to fasten a leather cup - making this a male chastity belt. The cup was small; they experimented, but could not get his full erection inside.
"It's OK; we don't want to put it on right now anyway. When we use it, we'll put it on you when you're soft. Then wait until you get a hard-on," Susan giggled. He winced at the thought. It would hurt.
They fastened a metal clasp to the rings on his waistband, locking his hands behind his back. He realized that the rings and clasps would allow the girls to put him in virtually any sort of bondage they could think of, all in seconds. He was fast losing any hope of freedom.
"We also brought a blindfold, a leash, and this." She produced a silver cock ring.
"Oh, yes," Susan said. "Perfect." She knelt in front of him and to his delight took his rigid straining organ into her mouth, sucking it warmly and wetly. He could feel the surging orgasm building. She pulled her mouth away and slid the ring down to the base of his cock.
"Let's see if it works." She smiled up at him knowingly. She returned to sucking. Tiffany stood behind him, reached around, and began playing with his nipples. It felt so good. He closed his eyes and leaned back. The two other cheerleaders watched. His hips moved under her oral attentions. There was something serious in her cocksucking that allowed him to believe this time she meant for him to come.
It didn't take long. He realized with great delight that she had taken it finally past the point of no return. "Yes... yes..." he moaned. "Now! Aaah!"
His long-delayed orgasm hit in a wave of convulsive surging pleasure. "Unnhh!" he grunted, thrusting his hips as he went over the edge. "Aaah!"
The first pulse of his orgasm hit; it was delicious. But something strange was happening - there was no sperm, no jet of milky viscous come. Just the quivering delight of "Oooh!" and "Arrhh!" and "Ungh!" as each convulsion hit. There was orgasm - but, to his horror, no release! He quivered through a long orgasm, the best cocksucking of his life - but he was just as aroused, just as tormented as before.
"God... God... God... please... help!" he pleaded with his blonde tormentress. He was quivering with unfulfilled need when she released his cock, leaned back, wiped her lips with the back of her hand, and smiled.
"Like it?" she laughed. "Is that what poor horny Woody needed?"
"No... please... I didn't really come..."
"Of course you didn't come," Susan chided him.
"Why would I want to make you come? I told you you weren't going to come, didn't I? I just wanted to make sure the silver cockring did its purpose. It did. As long as it's on, you can have all the orgasms I decide you deserve, but you'll stay ready for everything else I have in mind. Understand?"
She had a devilish grin that enslaved his very soul. He had fallen victim to a strange secret sorority of teasing cheerleaders who were subjecting him to torments undreamed of... and in his secret heart, he loved it.
"Now," Susan said, standing, teasing his helpless nipples while smiling a withering smile of total control, "it's time to introduce you to the real initiation. All this has just been a little warm-up. Think you can take it?"
"No, Mistress Susan," he sighed. "But I will."
"What a good boy you are," she said, taking his cock in her hands and squeezing it. "Feels nice, doesn't it?" He moaned. "It's nicer when you really need it, isn't it?" she giggled. "Remember, we're just getting started!"
Taking him by the leash, she led her victim into the hall. Julie and Marcia turned left; Tiffany and Susan led Bobby to the right.
CHAPTER SEVEN
"I have a few minutes to spare." Tabitha smiled as she looked down on her helpless, spread-eagled fiance. "I think I want something only you can provide." The look on her face was slightly vampiric.
Utterly under the spell of the dominating vixen, Count Felipe de la Roche gulped, dry-mouthed with desire. Zoe and Mandy released his oozing cock, thick with viscous fluid from innumerable teasings. They got off the bed, leaving the Count to Tabitha.
The beautiful witch began to unlace the bodice of her leather dress, licking her lips with anticipation. Her slow undressing added to the flame of his desire. A wanton expression on her face made his cock lurch with sudden need. She revealed perfect bare breasts, firm nipples crinkling with passion, an exquisitely tiny waist; then, as she slid off the leather skirt, long sensual legs in black silk stockings and red garter belt over red bikini panties.
She pirouetted for her bound lover, showing off her body with pride. "Do you love me?" she giggled.
"I do," the Count sighed.
"Do you remember having me stretched out and shackled in your secret chamber?" she cooed sexily. "I remember how hot I was, how wet your teasing had made me. I remember you going through your manuals, figuring out new delights and trying each one out on me. You were really cruel, you know, but I loved it. Now, of course, the tables are turned. Do you regret it?"
"No, I don't."
"That's good. That's so good." She stretched out on the bed beside him, her face next to his, the heat of her body inflaming his senses, the smell of her rich scent filling his nostrils. She kissed him softly while using her hand to tease his nipples and slip farther down to his cock. Then she began sucking on his nipples while playing with his engorged tool. He moaned with ecstasy.
"It's time to turn silver into gold," she whispered, looking teasingly into his eyes. He trembled with anticipation and fear; he knew what that meant.
Tabitha slid open the bedside table drawer and produced a golden ring. She slipped the silver ring of orgasmic denial from his cock and slid the golden ring on in its place. He arched his hips with the sudden sensation as the golden ring began its own magic.
"I want to drink your come," she said wickedly, and in that moment she did look like a vampire, the sexiest vampire in all history.
The juice of his frustration was the source of her witch powers. Fully teased and denied, it formed a storehouse of magickal energy. She licked her lips in anticipation and slid down between his legs. Zoe and Mandy, turned on from their tease, had slipped away to make love. He arched his hips with a low guttural moan as her hungry mouth began to suck his life juices from him. He was being devoured, consumed, as all his energy and focus centered on his imprisoned cock.
The geyser of hot come began to rumble and build in his groin. He was so close. She sucked hard and deep, pulling his soul out through his penis. "Aaah!" His moan of passionate release echoed in the bedroom as the first explosion of rich, thick come spurted into Tabitha's hungry, devouring mouth, and then the second and then the third. His orgasm hit him with volcanic force; she swallowed deeply and repeatedly. His head was so sensitive that he began to cry out in sensual agony; her tongue was affecting him like a cat's tongue, rough and sandpapery on his tender purple cockhead.
His energy was drained; he lay weak, like a kitten. His bonds were no longer necessary; he could barely move. Tabitha sat up and licked her lips catlike, catching stray bits of sticky manjuice. She looked down at his wet, dripping cock, still hard. "Again?" She smiled, knowing that the golden ring would pull load after load of come from him until he was truly drained. He looked up at her weakly, desperately. She glowed, radiated with new energy, the magic of his frustrated seed.
She slid off her panties, straddled him, took his still rigid cock in her hand and sat down on him, devouring his penis in her second mouth. She rode him slowly, deliberately, squeezing her inner muscles to force his second load. She pinched the nipples on his chest as she increased her speed, fucking him harder and harder until: "Unnhh!" his second load jetted into her nether depths, sucking into her female sexual center.
Still, she kept riding, now grinding her clit against the wiry hair around his penis, stimulating herself to her own orgasm. She cried out with her release, simultaneously drawing out a third spurt from her victim.
The magical ring made each come full and rich and thick. He had spurted nearly half a cup in his three orgasms. Tabitha sucked him to a fourth and a fifth before even magick failed. He seemed weaker, older, a shadow of himself, nearly blacking out under the strain. She smiled and patted his head, then slipped off the gold ring and returned the silver ring to its normal place.
Tabitha felt the incredible energy of well-being, of power surging in her system. She had a special enchantment to prepare for the party. Felipe's contribution was the most important part; maybe she'd have to drain another slave or two to get the rest of the energy to put her over the top. Poor Robin had been teased for a long time, she mused. And she had never, ever made him come. Maybe this was his day - or maybe she'd choose someone else just to continue Robin's torment. She'd have to decide later.
She untied her helpless lover and pulled the sheet up over his naked form. She'd send someone up later to bring him something nutritious; he'd need to get his strength back up.
"This is the secret door to the dungeons," Kelly announced, pulling a lever in the library that made a section of the bookcases swivel out. A sudden draft of cold air made the naked Sharon shiver. She could hear moans and even screams from the darkness below - or was it her imagination? She was still in the grips of the aphrodisiac.
"Go ahead!" Kelly commanded. Tentatively, since her hands were still fastened behind her, Sharon stepped into the gloom. The stone steps led down into darkness. On the second step down, suddenly the stairs collapsed under her and she was sliding down a ramp. She shrieked with shock and fear, and slid helplessly into darkness.
Tumbling, disoriented, Sharon was breathless when she landed with a thud. The light was dim. Her heart pounded loudly. She shrieked with terror when hands grabbed her, pulled her naked form to her knees. Then there were more hands, feeling her up, caressing her. Her eyes began to adjust - she was surrounded by boys, horny boys who had a naked girl at their disposal. Hands groped her breasts, followed by mouths suckling her nipples, other hands probed between her thighs, spreading her legs. She was drowning in a sea of hands and tongues, of frustrated lust. The waves of arousal triggered her own; she reached out, wanting a cock in her hands, in her pussy, in her ass, in her mouth - and she heard the answering male grunts of pleasure as she began to masturbate two at once. Then a cock penetrated between her legs. Other hands cradled her head and she could turn side to side to suck two rigid cocks, back and forth. She could feel her own orgasm building; the boys, of course, wore the silver cockrings. The first waves of a long multiple orgasm swept over her; she moaned her ecstasy through a mouthful of hard, dripping cock as endless contractions of orgasm swept over her. The groping, devouring attack went on; the lust-engorged cocks continued their relentless pursuit of release.
Then the lights came on, suddenly, blindingly. Gasping from the delightful spasms of her long orgasm, Sharon was writhing under the continuing erotic assault, but suddenly it stopped. The boys were frozen in their position, turned into human statues. She was trapped with hands and mouths and cocks frozen around her in a grotesque erotic tableau.
The door opened. There was Kelly, accompanied by another girl; this one a green-eyed redhead wearing a micro-length red leather miniskirt and matching red fishnet hose under knee-high red leather stiletto-heeled boots. Around her neck she wore a studded leather collar. Her tight yellow tank top was cut low, revealing the swell of her breasts and hard, jutting nipples. She held a wand in her hand.
"Welcome to the dungeons!" Kelly laughed.
Sharon wriggled and squirmed, managing finally to free herself from the cage formed by the paralyzed hands and arms of the slaveboys. She brushed her tousled, tangled hair with her fingers and looked around with confusion.
"What was that?"
The redhead replied, "Magick, of course. I'm Mistress Amber; the dungeons are my domain."
"Wow," Sharon whistled as she looked at the mass of helpless boy-flesh. With her missing from the center it looked odd - the erect males straining for something not even there. "You can really do that?"
"And more," Amber replied. "This is the center for the male energy we trap, so all of us witches are more powerful here."
Sharon looked at the frozen tableau. "Are they hurt?"
"Oh, no, just frozen until I release them. They can still feel; they just can't move. Take a look."
Sharon explored the nearest human statue, contorted in the same position he used to ravish her. His was one of the cocks she had been sucking. He had dark brown hair and a slim body; the hair on his chest went in a straight line to his straining cock. She touched his cock; it was soft and warm. She looked into his eyes. Could she see longing and awareness? She wasn't sure. Suddenly everything was too strange for her.
"This is only a small part of what we have in store," Amber said. "Come, I'll show you around." Kelly unhooked Sharon's wrist cuffs and took her hand. They left the enchanted boys frozen in their awkward positions.
The tiny cell led to a long hallway. Most of the cells had large glass windows that revealed what was going on inside. "One-way mirrors," said Amber. "You never know when you're being watched here. Plus there are video cameras and other ways, not so obvious, for me to keep an eye on events."
Sharon looked curiously through the nearest window. A boy was shackled to what looked like a high-tech exercise machine, a leather-covered mechanical X. His head was strapped into a strange helmet; nipple clamps trailed electric wires; another wire led from silver ring to silver anal vibrator. His body was quivering.
"The rack can be moved into any position," Amber commented. "Very convenient. The rest of the equipment is our new, improved Tease-o-Matic. The helmet is a virtual reality device that transmits 3-D erotic video and audio, the nipple, cock and ass devices give off constant stimulation. The silver cockring keeps the victim from coming; the vibrator also gives off electric shocks as punishment."
"I know." Sharon winced from her memories. "Is that punishment?"
"No, just training. If we left someone hooked up long enough, they'd probably go insane, though."
"I was wondering where you get all these cute boys. Are they all contributed by pledges like me?"
Amber replied, "Some are, but you'd be surprised how many boys volunteer to be slaves once they hear about us. Some are true submissives; some think the sex part is going to be more to their liking. They learn better, of course. Some, like Robin, whom you met earlier, are captured. One problem we don't have is getting enough boys down here."
"God, they're cute!" Sharon said. "You do a good job picking them."
"They aren't all cute. That's another benefit of the sex magick we're developing. Have you noticed we're all drop-dead gorgeous down here?" Kelly and Amber both laughed, but Amber wasn't kidding.
"Well, yes," Sharon said. "I feel a little bit like the Ugly Duckling around you. I know I've got a good body and all, but nothing like you two."
"You will. That's part of the magick. As you become part of our society, you'll find that your sexiness and physical appeal grow dramatically. Yours and your boyfriend's. You'll end up drop-dead gorgeous, just like us." She gave Sharon an appraising once-over. "You don't have too far to go."
"Wow!" Sharon said. "What a fringe benefit!"
"Yes," added Kelly, "and all the sex you could hope for. What could be better?"
Sharon could see the boy's cock strain nearly to the bursting point, the head swelling purple and angry, then his entire body convulsed in electric shock. His erection lost part of its stiffness; but as he relaxed, the stimulation continued and he began the tortuous writhing that would lead him inexorably to his next electroshock.
The next window revealed another boy on a similar rack, but without the Tease-o-Matic harness. As the three girls watched, another door opened and a cute brown-haired coed came in, dressed in a parody of a nurse's uniform: starched white cap, ultrashort white dress with white stockings, so short the stocking tops showed, white heels. She posed sexily, bending over as she pretended to putter about his cell.
"That's Abbi," Amber pointed out. "She usually likes to masturbate about this time."
Abbi pulled up a leather chair and sat back, spreading her thighs wide, making her tight dress ride up virtually to her hips. She stuck out her long, sexy leg and used her toes to tease the inside of her victim's thighs. She smiled at his look of desperate need as she unzipped the top of her bodice and slipped her hand in to toy with her large nipples. She squeezed her breasts gently, sexily, getting herself warmed up. Finally, she slid off her panties, spread her legs wide again, and began masturbating wetly and openly, never taking her eyes off her victim, who was suffering greatly as she pleasured herself. Soon she came, passionately, but she continued rubbing herself faster and faster until she came again. Breathless, she sat for a while, recovering, then put on her clothes and left, never deigning to touch the now-dribbling cock she had teased so effectively.
"Hot stuff," Amber said. "The boys dread being Abbi's audience. She never touches a single one of them; having them watch her is all she needs to get off."
They continued down the hail. "This is our exercise room," Amber announced. "We have to keep our slaves toned up. Why don't we go inside and check it out for ourselves."
Petite raven-haired twins dressed in tight tank tops and short-shorts carrying whistles around their necks were putting a slaveboy through an exercise regimen. He was working on various weight machines as they teased him mercilessly. Sharon, whose libido had folly recovered from her time with the paralyzed boys, found herself wanting to participate.
"Don't let us stop you, Denise and Amy," Amber said.
The twins looked up. "Don't worry," they laughed and returned to their victim. Sharon noticed they were armed with ice cubes.
He was trying to do a leg workout with a machine that forced him to spread his legs then squeeze them together while lifting weights. The weight stack was set at a hundred pounds. Whenever he spread his legs, one of the twins pressed an ice cube on the sensitive ridge between penis and anus. He would clench, hard, but the heavy weights kept him from protecting the area quickly. As his legs came together, the twin took away the ice cube, then the other would touch one of his nipples with her cube until he spread his legs again. He was sweating, tired, nearly exhausted, but the motivation of the ice forced him past his limits. Finally, he couldn't force his legs together with the weights, even when both cock and nipples were chilled together. "There!" one of the twins said. "Now for chin-ups!"
One twin stood in front of him. The other grabbed a wooden paddle and stood behind him. "Come on, baby, chin up for us," the first called out. He strained upward. As his chin came over the bar, the twin in front began to suck his cock while the other counted to five. Then the first twin released his cock and he lowered himself, only to be greeted with a firm whack! from the paddle until he began to lift himself up. Again and again, the combination of pain and pleasure continued until his muscles were so exhausted that neither the promise of oral sex nor the threat of the paddle could make him do another.
"They say that for exercise to be effective, muscle groups have to be totally exhausted," Amber observed dryly.
There was one more one-way mirror room before the corridor branched left and right. The boy victim here was standing, his arms stretched to the ceiling; his legs in a spreader bar forced apart and chained to the floor, his feet nearly on tiptoe. Two girls, dressed identically in black shiny leotard tops, velvet hot pants, and laced calf-high leather high-heeled boots, were engaged in tickling him to death. His body contorted and his mouth was open; the soundproof room muffled the screams of laughter and pleading Sharon could easily imagine. There was something odd...
"Wait a minute," Sharon said. "I know him!"
"Really?" asked Kelly.
"Sure! That's Tom Joyce. I went to school with him. He was this big poet-intellectual, and he was just too good to hang out with dumb cheerleaders like me. I had a big crush on him. Wow! I can't believe he's one of your sex slaves."
"Want some revenge?" Kelly suggested.
Sharon turned to her with bright eyes. "Could I? That would be fantastic. I've always wanted to show that bastard what he missed out on."
Amber laughed. "Let's go inside."
Tom was so distracted by his excruciating tickle torture that he wouldn't have recognized anybody, much less a girl from his past. Sharon immediately dug her fingers into his sides, attacking him vehemently. The two ticklers said, "There's plenty of ticklish flesh for everybody. Join in!"
Kelly and Amber joined the party, too. Each of the ticklers had her own style: Sharon's aggressive attack on his exposed flanks was combined with Kelly's wicked and subtle approach of getting down on her knees so she could work on the back of his knees and inner thighs, points of particular and excruciating ticklishness. The two booted temptresses switched to quill feathers, one around his belly and hips, the other moving from neck to underarms. He shrieked and babbled and pleaded for mercy, which was, of course, not forthcoming.
Amber looked on with amusement as Tom was overwhelmed by the attack of four beautiful ticklers, screaming and writhing in sensual agony. She pulled a thin dildo made from a clear red transparent material from a pouch on her wide leather belt. She touched it lightly with her wand; it began to quiver as if alive. It began to sprout nubs all over its length. Quickly, before the nubs could grow too large, she thrust it into his anal passage. Suddenly he let out a shriek of tickled agony for more tortured than any previously - the device was a real French tickler; it tickled. He jerked and writhed so hard that if the bonds had not been metal, he would have broken free; if mere human strength had been enough, he would have been able to relieve the tickling, but as it was, he could only scream in hysterical laughter as his senses completely overloaded.
He hadn't been slated for this level of torment today, Amber mused, but that didn't matter when he was serving as such a good toy for Sharon's initiation. She let the tickling go on for a long, long time, much longer than he could truly bear. Tears were running down his cheeks; he was in agony. Sharon seemed tireless in her aggressive attack; the other girls enjoyed watching her and gave her the leadership role as they tickled their helpless male victim past the point of no return.
Finally, she rested, panting, and Amber stopped the French tickler. "Good job," Amber said, patting Sharon's arm.
"I'm not finished with him yet," she said defiantly, standing in front of the limply hanging boy. "Tom, I'll bet you don't even remember who I am." But the look on his face told a different story.
"Sharon - I - " he stammered.
"Oh, you do remember me. You didn't seem to know who I was back in school."
Amber interrupted. "I think you might be surprised. Here, take my wand and touch it to his face."
Sharon did, and suddenly she felt herself linked into his mind. He did know who she was. In fact, he had fantasized about her for years. Images of her in her cheerleading outfit, images of her naked in his arms, images of him fucking her filled her mind, and she realized she had tapped into a well of his deepest fantasies.
"Why didn't you ever ask me out?" she said in wonderment. The answer flooded into her mind: images of being rejected, images of being condemned by his friends for dating a cheerleader - and then, to her surprise, images of her dominating him sexually.
"Oh," she said. "I understand. You didn't think I'd be willing to do this sort of thing to you. Well, as you can see, you're wrong. Very wrong. I'll prove it to you."
She looked at her companions. Amber and Kelly were both smiling at her. "Of course you can borrow him," Amber said. "That's what slaves are for."
Kelly whispered in her ear.
"What a great idea," Sharon laughed. "Of course, Tom won't like it very much, but that makes it perfect."
Amber gestured to the two ticklers. "Let's leave these three alone, shall we? Kelly, I'll send your cousin down shortly."
"OK," Kelly said. "Well, Tom, looks like you're in for the treat of your life, whether you like it or not."
CHAPTER EIGHT
Like most people, Bobby had experienced naked-in-school nightmares before, but the stark reality was really too much to bear. He balked when his captors reached the door to the gym, but a sharp tug on his leash and a spank on his rear made him cooperate. He had no choice. Out into the afternoon sun in the middle of a girls' school, naked, erect, cuffed and collared, led like a prize animal by two gorgeous cheerleaders, their cute rears wiggling in their scanty skirts as they walked ahead of him.
The coeds were still lounging on the quad in their brief summer outfits, sunbathing, studying, relaxing in the lovely weather. As he passed, they noticed, sitting up and pointing, laughing, giggling at his obvious need and helplessness. It was an exquisite symphony of humiliation; the blush traveled down his body but his cock tingled. He was getting used to being embarrassed, exposed, teased. In one hidden part of his mind, he liked it.
In the rest of his mind the painful embarrassment was still real, however. When the catcalling began he felt like he was shrinking.
"Hey, cutie, did you forget your clothes?"
"Susan, leave something for the rest of us!"
"Come over here and we'll help you with that hard problem of yours."
Wolf whistles echoed in the quad. His face burned; his cock twitched. It seemed to take forever before he was safely back in the dorm.
Unfortunately, the dorm, like all the others, was female, and now he was being led through a narrow hallway. Doors opened and girls came out.
"Ooh, cute! Can we borrow him for a while?"
"Nice ass."
"Good cock, too." Susan and Tiffany let the dorm residents borrow their victim; the press of young girls forced Bobby up against the wall as hands explored his chest and groin. His own hands clenched and unclenched behind his back as he closed his eyes under the onslaught.
The girls caressed and grabbed at him, groping his flesh, squeezing and twisting his cock, sucking his nipples, running their fingers along his lips and forcing them into his mouth. Susan and Tiffany looked on with amusement. Bobby slumped against the wall, surrendering to the hands and mouths of the hungry coeds. His cock, roughly handled and squeezed, progressed quickly to the edge of orgasm. He could feel the pressure building, then the attack of convulsions his strangled orgasm hit, sending his body through waves of ecstatic pleasure without the release of jetting hot sperm. He trembled and shivered as his body clenched; he fucked his hips against the teasing pressure of girlish hands; he moaned and gasped but gained no final relief.
After the clenches and pulses of his orgasm, he needed a brief respite, but the girls continued their ravenous attack on his naked, shackled body. Now their hands began to tickle, and when they discovered his ticklishness, he screamed and shrieked and wriggled as hands and fingers competed to drive him crazy. He was seized with an overpowering need to piss and was terrified that the tickling would make him wet himself - that would be the ultimate unbearable public humiliation, and one he could not stand nor find sexy.
"Help! Ha-ha-ha-ha! I have to go! Ha-ha-ha" he called out in between gasps of helpless laughter.
Finally, Susan made the girls stop. "Careful, or he'll start to pee all over you," she said.
"Eww," one of the girls said, backing away in disgust. "Gross!"
Bobby blushed again as Susan led him into the group bathroom, followed by several of the dorm residents. There were no stalls or urinals. "He tried to wax his woody last time we left him alone," Susan said to the group, to jeers and catcalls. "Now we have to help him go."
She grabbed his cock and pointed it toward the toilet. It was erect, and he couldn't piss easily. "Come on!" she ordered bossily. "You told us you have to go. So go."
"I-I can't - not with everybody watching - and it's hard..." he stammered.
"You'd better, or I'll turn you back over with instructions to really tickle you this time," Susan said.
The threat made him quiver, but his hard-on would not diminish.
Tiffany chimed in. "I've got an idea. I'll be right back."
His cock continued to throb in Susan's tiny hand; the girls watched eagerly at his continuing humiliation until Tiffany came back armed with a wooden paddle. Thwack! The first blow landed hard and stinging on his bare ass. Thwack! Thwack! She spanked fast and ruthlessly, quickly bringing tears to his eyes. Under the paddling, his erection began to go limp. When he was soft, she stopped. "Now, pee," she ordered. He could. Susan shook it off, then dabbed away the remaining droplets with a square of toilet tissue. The girls applauded.
"Is that everything?" Susan asked.
"Y-yes," he replied shakily. She kept hold of his limp cock, which quickly started swelling until his erection was nice and firm again.
"There we go. Now, say thank you to all the girls who helped, and we'll go on."
"Thank you," he said meekly, his eyes downcast, his cock throbbing.
The girls giggled and laughed at his humiliation. One flushed the toilet, and they all left the bathroom.
"Bring him back soon," called one girl, a cute brunette with a crooked, sexy smile.
He thought he was safe when they were back in the original dorm room he ostensibly shared with Sharon - at least, there were no other girls around. The calculating, controlling smiles on the faces of his delicious coed captors was enough to disabuse him of that notion. His stomach had that lurching sensation, like going over the top on a roller coaster. Like it or not, he was on board for the entire ride.
Tiffany had made him drink a strange-tasting potion. Combined with the effects of all the marijuana, he could tell that there were even more psychedelics in his system, but he was so completely overloaded by all the dominating sexuality that it hardly made a difference.
Their cruel, hungry smiles made him realize again the depths of his own helplessness and he shivered with fear and anticipation. He didn't have long to wait. Tiffany slid a chair over and stood on it, removing a hanging flower basket from a ceiling hook while Susan unclasped the metal lock that held his wrists together. "Hands up!" Susan ordered. Taking another clasp, they fastened his wrists to the hook above, stretching him out. Fastening a short length of chain to the rings on his ankle bands, they stretched his legs to the corners of the bed. He was dangling dangerously; the strain on his arms and legs was on the edge of painful.
Susan stood in front of him, smiling up into his face with wicked controlling delight. Her eyes sparkled and flashed as she regarded her helpless prisoner. She liked being in control. She moved forward, step by step, hips swinging, lips smiling, aware of the devastating tease in her approach. He felt even more exposed and vulnerable, if that were possible.
Her sharp fingernails slid up his chest to his nipples, affecting him like an electric current, making his cock jump and brush against her skirt. Her body was inches from his.
"Do you want me?" she purred.
"Oh, God, yes!" he moaned. As her fingernails stroked and teased, he found it difficult to talk.
"How much?"
"Completely... absolutely... more than anything... please..." He was babbling, trying to obey. Her voice seemed detached from her, registering in the wrong parts of his brain. He was on fire. The drugs in the potion were more powerful than he first thought. He didn't believe there was any higher level of arousal to which he could climb; he was wrong. Now he wondered whether there was a peak to his sensations.
Hanging from the ropes, he twitched and moaned as her fingers scratched at his white-hard nipples.
"Tell me what you'd do for an orgasm," she teased.
"Anything... be your slave... do whatever you want..."
"But you'd do that right now for me, wouldn't you?"
"Yes... yes..."
"You'd do that even without an orgasm, just for me teasing you."
"Yes... yes..."
"So, why should I give you an orgasm?"
"Please... I need it... I'll do anything..."
"We already went through that. I know you need it. But what will you do for me?"
"Anything... name it... I don't know..."
Cut loose by his passion and the strange drug, the anchors of his mind let bits of feeling and memory drift out and then vanish with each electric flick of her fingernails against his nipples. The feeling was maddening and wonderful.
"Well, we'll just keep teasing you until we think of something, then," Susan laughed throatily.
Meanwhile, Tiffany stroked and tickled his rear, making him squirm forward, trying to brush his straining erection against Susan's skirt. Susan looked down and slapped his cock stingingly. "I see some precome leaking. If you get even a drop of it on my skirt, you'll regret it big time."
But he couldn't help squirming. Susan continued to torment his nipples, Tiffany stroking his rear. When Tiffany let her fingers trail up over his hip and onto the ridge above, he gasped with the ticklish sensation. Tiffany pressed her entire body up against his back, making him shiver with the delicious sensations. Her hot breath teased the nape of his neck. Her hair tickled. She made him squirm under the tickling fingers along the ridge of his hip.
His cock was lurching wildly, swinging up and down, jerked and pulled as if it were connected to puppet strings. He had come before with less stimulation; he was ready to scream for release.
"I think it's tickle time again," Tiffany whispered. Susan's eyes twinkled with evil delight as she looked at her victim, who recoiled in horror.
The muscles in Bobby's arms, legs, and asshole tightened. He tried to pull his arms down to his sides and strained to free himself from the ceiling hook that held him firmly. He could feel soft, trailing fingers moving up his sides, approaching his rib cage, raising gooseflesh over his stretched and helpless body, and then...
He shrieked with laughter as the wiggling fingers began their relentless attack, forcing endless guffaws. Each tickle session was more devastating than the one before; he felt as if his heart would explode. "No... stop, please... ha-ha-ha!"
"You said 'anything,'" Susan pouted as she kept tickling. "This is part of anything. Remember, you asked to be tickled twice as long and twice as hard for an orgasm - and you've had two!"
"No! No! I didn't really have - ha-ha-ha-ha - an orgasm!"
"Oh, yes you did. For lying, we'll have to tickle you extra!"
"Oh, God oh, God hahaha nooo!" He babbled and laughed with growing hysteria as the relentless tickling continued.
Finally, they stopped, and he sagged against the shackles, shoulders straining under the weight of his body, most of his conscious mind and sanity swept away.
The girls had stopped and simply looked amused. A lock of blonde hair had fallen on Susan's forehead. Her smile had vanished and her breathing was a little irregular. Her mouth was slightly open, her full red lips in a sensual pout.
"God, this boy-toy stuff has got me so hot, I haven't gotten off yet." she said.
Tiffany came over, embraced her, and began kissing her neck hungrily and caressing her stomach. Their mouths came together in a hard, passionate kiss. Bobby strained toward them, his cock drawn toward the sexy coeds.
Tiffany slid down the zipper of Susan's short cheerleader skirt; it poodled to the ground. She slid off her midriff top, revealing Susan's pert, bare breasts, then took off her own clothes while keeping her lips locked to Susan's. They groped and petted each other; then 'Tiffany slid down Susan's panties. They fell on the bed together. Tiffany slid down Susan's naked torso as Susan stretched her arms over her head languorously and slowly. Susan arched her body as Tiffany's mouth worshiped lower and lower.
Bobby strained forward and tugged helplessly; his prick reached out to the two women as his wrists twisted in vain.
Susan glanced at him sideways, eyes bright, and gave him a little, teasing smile, as if to say she understood his desperate plight.
Tiffany was in no hurry as she attended to Susan. She took infinite time stroking and pleasing her. As she kissed Susan's mound, covered with soft blonde fur, her hands and fingers rubbed and stroked from the calves up to the backs of her thighs. Susan's legs were spread wide; they climbed up over Tiffany's shoulders and Tiffany caressed her plump, rounded bottom. Her mouth hardly seemed to move, but Bobby could see Susan's eyes clenching shut, focusing on the pleasure she received.
The pleasure built in Bobby, too. Unattended, bound and left hanging, he felt a part of the sensation in a strange way, as if he were connected telepathically to the lovers. Susan began to moan as Tiffany's tongue had a devastating effect. With some surprise, Bobby realized he was moaning, too, in rhythm with Susan. "God... God... God... yes... yes!" Susan moaned as she arched in orgasmic release.
Tiffany licked Susan through another orgasm, then slid up beside her to fasten her wet mouth on her lover. Susan's hand slid up to cup Tiffany's large breasts; she squeezed and petted, then rolled her partner over slowly. She slid down, kissing breasts, stomach, belly, until she was between Tiffany's legs, returning the favor of oral delights.
Bobby's cruelly teased cock throbbed and leaked from the visual stimulation. His hips bucked back and forth of their own accord, fucking an invisible lover; his hands clenched and twisted in the bonds that stretched him wide.
Finally, Susan looked up at him. "Enjoy the show?" she said in a voice without a trace of viciousness or teasing.
Bobby nodded.
"Poor baby, I bet you'd really like some attention right now. You look like you're really turned on." She slid out of bed, magnificently nude, and walked to him slowly. She placed her hands on his shoulders and snuggled up to him, her face uptilted. She kissed him gently on the lips but drew back when his hungry mouth tried for more. Her soft breast inflamed the sensitive skin of his chest; the prickling of her damp pubic hair against his erection maddened him. Watching the girls make love was incredibly arousing; Susan's body pressed against his drove him to utter madness.
She toyed teasingly with the nape of his neck and his sensitive ears. "Tell me," she cooed, "now that we're both relaxed and in such a good mood, is there anything you'd like us to do for you?"
He was gasping; he tried to speak normally and not be tongue-tied with his passion.
"Yes... yes... please..."
"Tell me what it is."
"Please... make me come for real... I can't take any more of this."
"But we can't do that, you know. That's Sharon's job. We can do anything else, but you won't come until Sharon decides to make you come. What else would you like?" Her hips began a slow, grinding movement against his groin.
"Please... I beg you... you're driving me half-crazy..."
She pouted and stepped back. "Only half-crazy? Tm offended."
"No... no... completely crazy... totally insane... I'm burning up!"
"That's better," she smiled, and returned to her previous stance, rubbing her naked form against his. "We were going to find out what you wanted us to do next - except make you come. Tell us."
"Oh, God," he moaned, his emotions bursting like a dam. "Do anything you like - just keep rubbing my cock!"
His painful sincerity made the girls laugh.
"Wait a minute," Tiffany said, scrambling out of bed and padding naked across the carpeted floor. "I've got an idea!" She whispered in Susan's ear. Susan laughed delightedly.
"Great!" she said. Bobby looked on with trepidation. "Oh, don't worry, Woody. You'll probably enjoy this almost as much as we will. We've got an hour or two to kill before we get ready for the party tonight, so we want to make the most of it."
Susan began necking with him, naked body against naked body, rubbing herself against him catlike, tongue-kissing him deeply and passionately. His cock slid between her legs and began rubbing along the wet opening of her netherlips.
He didn't see, or care, where Tiffany had gone, until he suddenly felt her presence at his back. There was a cold, tingling contact as the metal head of a vibrator touched the top of his back. It began to hum. The vibrating sensations sent a new thrill of pleasure coursing through his body as Tiffany slid it down, down, and into the valley between the cheeks of his exposed rear.
It slid along the strap that parted his buttocks, then touched the hole in the leather and slid inside. The buzzing made his anus clench and his body strained to escape, pressing farther into Susan's arms.
The pressure on his anus increased; he felt the narrow passage force open in spite of his resistance. He moaned and struggled; he dreaded a repeat of the tickling device they had used previously. The vibrator was large and long; he felt stuffed and stretched as if it protruded a foot into him. The vibrating sensations against his prostate drove him wild; Susan continued to kiss and caress him. His cock slid back and forth in her wet crevice; he could not quite maneuver himself to slip all the way inside, but the sensation was still delightful.
He quickly began to approach another of his limited orgasms; to his everlasting delight, he felt Susan's passion growing, too, measured by the increasing passion of her hips grinding against his, by her hand slipping down to grab him just so, stimulating her clit, and they exploded together - Susan's writhing a real, satisfying orgasm, his a series of passionate clenches and wriggles as the top of his mind exploded, but his body remained filled with sexual energy.
As Susan slipped satisfied from his arms, Tiffany began her attack, first with tickling fingers that completely destroyed him, making him scream with laughter all the while his helpless cock fucked the empty air, looking fruitlessly for warm, wet solace. Tiffany was the crueler of the two in physical terms; Susan in psychological terms. She compounded the cruelty by hand-fucking his cock roughly while continuing her relentless tickling campaign - searching for new areas to attack on his totally exposed body. "I know - how about... underarms?" She suited actions to words.
When tickling bored her, she got out her sorority paddle and began spanking him, masturbating him, and allowing the vibrator to continue its devastating work. He was crying with frustration, pain, lust. Susan sprawled on the bed and looked on with amusement at his suffering.
Bobby had reached a point in his arousal that took him beyond sex and beyond reality; part of his mind had ceased to function: he was an animal, a creature of pure lust. The vibrator had raped the vestiges of his self-control and even his ego. His legs, strained and tired, became rubbery and weak; the strain on his arms increased but he could not continue to stand. The hellish vibrator continued to wring sanity from him. His cock was impossibly big, impossibly hard, swollen, tender, ready for an explosion that would finally tear him apart. The world was shifting to red and in his tormented eyes his mistresses were changing, metamorphosing into strange, demonic creatures - succubi - still impossibly lovely, more wicked and crueler than mere reality could accommodate. The last shreds of his ego disappeared as he fell into unconsciousness.
CHAPTER NINE
"Your cousin?" Sharon asked curiously as she and Kelly stepped into the anteroom of the dungeon cell to make wicked plans.
Kelly laughed. "Do you really want to get revenge on that boy?"
"Do I!" Sharon answered with a combination of anger and delightful anticipation. "Do you know how many nights I couldn't get to sleep from dreaming about that boy? How many times I fingered myself off over him? I never had any trouble getting any other boy to ask me out. In fact, I usually had too many. That's part of why I was such a pricktease. If someone pestered me enough, was hot enough for me, I'd show them what it meant to be hot. But Tom wouldn't give me the time of day. He'd hang out with his intellectual friends - most of them were nerds, but Tom was real dramatic, always in black, that sort of thing - and if I tried to talk to them he'd treat me like I had an IQ of eighty. I was so pissed!"
"And you didn't know he was into being dominated?"
"How could I? I didn't know about domination or bondage or any of this stuff. Petting, masturbating, maybe oral sex - that I knew about. Pretty naive, huh?"
"Well, they don't really teach that stuff in school."
"They do here!" They both laughed. "I'm getting a graduate education in kinky sex!"
"You want kinky?" Kelly asked seriously. "You haven't seen kinky yet."
"Really?" Sharon said with eager curiosity. "Right now, I'm game for anything."
Kelly put her hands on Sharon's nude shoulders. "You know I want to make love with you," she said, looking straight into Sharon's eyes.
"Yes," Sharon said. "I want it, too. It's weird; I never wanted a woman that way... I knew about it, of course, but now I want it."
"But that's not your main fantasy."
"Well, no, but it turns me on. You turn me on."
Kelly smiled. "Thanks. You turn me on, too. The difference is, that's my main fantasy."
"Are you a lesbian?" Sharon said. "I mean, it's OK and everything. I just didn't know."
"Basically I am," Kelly replied. "I think males have their uses, but for me the uses are primarily for teasing. I prefer girls for actual sex. Of course, I like submissive girls the same way I like submissive boys. I'm definitely dominant."
"Well, it's cool with me. I don't know that I'm going to be the same way, but..." Sharon stepped forward to give Kelly a kiss; the tall blonde responded with deep passion. "Ooh! Do you want to make love and make him watch? That would be hot."
Kelly grinned, "Yes, I would, but that's not all I had in mind. Remember, I have a cousin."
"Yeah. What's that about? Is he a slave?"
"Yes and no. You know that our pledges are supposed to bring us a male victim as part of their own initiation. I gave them my cousin."
"Whoa, that is kinky," Sharon said. "Like, do you two have sex?"
"Yes and no. See, he's gay, too."
"Wait a minute. You're into girls, I understand, and you like to tease boys, and that makes sense; but if your cousin is gay, what about being around all these girls?"
"Once you're teased enough, it doesn't really matter who's there to get you off," Kelly laughed. "But the most important thing is, my cousin is a transvestite, too, and thinking about becoming a transsexual."
"Wow!" Sharon was stunned. This was really outside her experience. She turned it around in her mind. She wasn't shocked; she was well past that. She was discovering how kinky she was, and that didn't leave room for a lot of judgment about other people.
"Coming here has been perfect for him. You see, the sex magick is letting him have the best of both worlds - he's turning into something of both genders. Plus, he's the nastiest little tease in the place, and he really gets off getting some absolutely straight boy all gender confused."
Sharon turned that around in her mind for a moment until suddenly she exclaimed, "Oh, my God! I get it! You're going to turn him loose on Tom while we watch! Oh, my God! Kelly, that's the dirtiest trick I've ever heard in my life! It's way too cruel! I love it!" She danced around the room gleefully. "Oh, my God!" she said over and over again. "When do we start?"
"Any minute now," Kelly said. She was laughing at Sharon's excitement, secretly pleased. This would be fun - except for Tom, and even he would enjoy it whether he wanted to or not.
Back in the dungeon cell, Tom was now shackled to the wall by means of the rings on the leather harness set he wore. The room contained various tools for whatever games the girls had in mind. The walls had hooks at various strategic locations, including the ones that imprisoned Tom. There was a hook-and-pulley combination overhead that when combined with the two rings protruding from the floor allowed freestanding bondage, as when they tickled him. A mechanical X-shaped rack was rigged to be moved into a wide variety of positions that would put any desired body part wherever wanted. There was a brass bed with handcuffs conveniently prepared. A spanking bench complete with a medieval neck and arm restraint, a closet filled with a range of sex devices, whips, and extra restraints, and the large, full mirror that Sharon and Kelly knew was one-way glass completed the room.
Tom glanced in the mirror when they reentered the room, then glanced away. The sight of himself in naked, erect bondage with his new tormentors was too much for him. Tam wore such a vulnerable expression, one of fear and longing, that if Sharon didn't already know about his tastes, she would be moved to pity. Instead, she wore a wicked expression, teasing eyes and pouting lips which she licked ostentatiously as she regarded her captive prey.
She pulled a chair between his legs and sat down. Kelly reclined on the brass bed to watch. Sharon raised one gloriously nude leg carelessly and ran her toes along the sensitive inside of Tom's leg, sending a shiver through him.
"Well, Tom, long time no see," she said. "What have you been up to lately?" At the word "up" she flicked his cock with her toes, watching it bob helplessly.
Tom was virtually speechless with shock, fear, humiliation, and arousal. "Sharon... please... I can't take it..." he moaned.
"Can't take what? I haven't even done anything yet. I'm just visiting, catching up on old times." She continued sliding her toes up and down his legs, occasionally sliding up over his hips. Her pussylips were clearly visible. She felt like such an outrageous show-off. She liked the feeling.
"So, Tom," she commanded, "tell me all about it. Tell me about your fantasies and how they brought you here. I want to know the truth. Tell me the truth and we can have some fun together. If you lie, you'll be in deeper trouble than you can imagine, and I'll bet you've got a great imagination, don't you?"
He gulped. How had the cute cheerleader he used to know turned into such an accomplished, wicked, dominating tease? The smile on her face was utterly serious.
"I've always had these fantasies," he said, speaking in slow and distracted tones as she kept up the foot teasing. "I never dreamed about seducing and screwing girls; I wanted them to seduce me, then tie me up, tease me, not let me come, use me, make me beg, humiliate me..."
"Really," said Sharon. "What kind of girls?"
"Cheerleaders. Majorettes. Girls in uniforms, costumes. Classy, pretty, in control. Like you."
"Like me?" Sharon said. He nodded, shamefaced. "That's nice. Then, why didn't you ask me out?"
"I was afraid it would turn out that you weren't like my fantasy at all. Even if we had sex, it wouldn't be the way I wanted. So I didn't ask."
"What did you do for sex, then?" Sharon asked. She was curious. The poor guy. Of course, he would have been right. She might have fucked him, or she might have teased him; but she never would have thought about tying him up, not in those days.
"I masturbated, bought pornography, daydreamed a lot. I daydreamed about you, doing... this. There were girls in my group, some nice. I had regular sex. It was OK. It was better than OK. But it wasn't my fantasy. I asked a couple of girls to tie me up. Some were too upset to do anything kinky like that; some were willing, but they just didn't understand what was going on. It wasn't the same. Once I went to a prostitute, but it wasn't like my fantasy."
"Wow!" Sharon said sympathetically. "You did have it tough. So, how did you get here?"
"There were rumors, mostly guy jokes, you know, about this wild fuck-palace, but the rumors about teasing and female dominants were the part I heard most clearly. I was studying this sort of thing, and I started to read about some of the sex magick and how it depended on male frustration. I did some of it... to myself, you know, and then I got an affinity. A spirit, something that let me know. I was drawn to Valentine College. I listened to the gossip, and about boys being part of the initiation. So I worked at meeting a girl, dated her, had sex, just to get her to give me to the sorority. She nearly didn't, you know... she felt guilty setting me up, I guess... so I deliberately cheated on her and let her find out. She got so angry with me, my fate was sealed." He was silent for a while, his mind obviously on his initiation.
"I let her lead me on, set me up. My heart was pounding. I was so scared, I nearly ran away from it even though I wanted it so much. I almost couldn't go through with it, but I did. Barely. She got me to take my clothes off. We were in the dark, she teased me into playing tag, and then..."
Sharon watched his cock. It had gotten so purple the head looked as if it were going to burst. Droplets of precome were drizzling from the head, all from the power of his fantasies.
"I was in the dark, naked, and then a part of the floor dropped out from under me. I slid and slid, and then I was attacked by a group of girls waiting for me. I started shrieking with fear as they tickled me. At that moment, I would have given anything to get away - "
"And now?" Sharon prompted, nudging his cock with her foot.
"Oh god, I hate to say this, but I'm still so scared, so overloaded, that if I got a chance I'd be out of here like a shot, but at the same time it's all of my fantasies come to life. I can't believe how aroused I've gotten."
Kelly spoke up from the brass bed. "You know, that happens frequently. Most of our initiates, male and female, aren't really that much into bondage or fantasies before they get here. It's hot, it's frustrating, sometimes it's a little overwhelming. But it's OK. When somebody like Tom, who's into the fantasy scene in a deep way, suddenly finds his fantasies coming out of his id into the real world, it's much more disturbing. Raw sexual fantasy is dangerous. It's probably worse now that you're here, since he knows you."
Tom nodded. "Yes, that's right. My wet dreams have come true, and it's scary. And you..." He was speechless. He couldn't put into words the complicated feelings that having her in the room created.
Sharon thought about that for a minute. "Poor baby.
Part of me is tempted to have pity on you, but I think in my heart that wouldn't be the right thing to do. Do you?"
His blush was all the confirmation she needed.
"I didn't think so. In fact, what you want is for me to make it worse for you. Lots worse."
He shook his head, eyes wide. "I don't know if I can take it."
"I don't know either," said Sharon, flashing her teasing eyes at him, seized by wickedness she had never previously imagined. "But let's find out, shall we?"
Kelly, on the bed, laughed. "Sharon, you're coming along faster than expected. If you want to blow Tom's mind, I'm all for it."
"I'm going to blow a lot more than your mind before I'm finished with you," Sharon said in her sexiest voice. She stood up, pushed the chair back, then pressed her naked body against his, squirming against him in a devastating tease. She looked up into his eyes, capturing him in her wicked gaze. "You know you have to be punished for not telling me all your secrets back in school. Who knows? You might have awakened it all in me and started living your fantasies that much earlier. But I'm here now, I'm in your fantasy, and I promise I'll make you suffer more than you could ever imagine."
She trailed a hand down his hard, muscular chest, teasing his nipples, which seemed as sensitive as poor Bobby's. With a start, she remembered she hadn't even thought about Bobby for hours and hours. Obsessed with her old flame, she felt momentarily guilty. She wondered what was happening with him. He was probably suffering as much as Tom. The thought pleased her. I'm really getting kinky in a hurry, she realized. I like it. She wondered whether she would ever get together with Bobby as they used to. Probably not, she thought. She pushed relationship thoughts out of her mind and returned to the current situation.
"Mmm" - she continued to caress him - "your body is nicer than I remember. You used to be too skinny."
"Magick. It does a body good." Kelly called out. Sharon laughed; the ripple of her body against Tom's made him moan with agonized pleasure. She bit one of his nipples, hard, then sucked it and flicked her tongue over it. His cock pressed up against her belly; it radiated heat and pulsed with his twitching arousal.
Teasing Tom sent new rushes of arousal through her body. "Maybe I should fasten you down on the rack so I can fuck your cock," she murmured, continuing her assault on his helpless nipple. "Ride it until I burst and know you can't come."
Tom's eyes were screwed shut. His head was thrown back, and every muscle in his body was taut with passion. He was barely able to keep control, to avoid being washed completely away in the sea of his lust. Sharon was overloading his senses.
Finally Sharon stopped and moved away. She looked at her victim with smug satisfaction. Her tease was obviously effective. She might be new at this, but she wasn't going to be an amateur for long. She looked over at Kelly, lounging on the bed. "I'm ready," she murmured, and walked toward her sorority mentor, hips swaying, strutting for the pleasure of two people she had turned on. She crawled up on the bed on all fours, looking like a sleek jungle cat, to kiss Kelly hungrily. Kelly responded, slipped up her hand to caress Sharon's breast, purred in welcome to her pledge's attentions. Sharon slid down and Kelly rolled over; they were side by side. "Let me help you out of that," Sharon said as she began unzipping Kelly's skirt, pulling the cropped sweater over her head, stripping her.
They were naked, necking on the bed. Sharon could feel Tom's eyes devouring her, feel the passion of his cock as if by remote control, but right now Kelly was the center of her attention. The girl-girl petting progressed slowly, wetly, at its own pace.
There was a knock. Kelly said, "It's Serena." She put a finger on Sharon's lips to caution her.
Serena was one of the hottest young girls Sharon had ever seen. A petite bundle of supercharged energy, Serena had waves of blonde hair over a heart-shaped face, wicked flashing eyes, and ruby-red lips. She wore a scandalously short black leather miniskirt over a lacy red bodice; her breasts were at least C-cups, and the nipples showed clearly through the thin lace. Her legs were luscious in wildly patterned red stockings, thigh-highs, the tops clearly revealing another two inches of skin before the skirt began, over red ankle boots with laces. She was ultrafeminine and incredibly sexy. Sharon was confused. There was simply no way that this could be a boy.
Serena's voice was a rich contralto, very feminine with a sultry bedroom quality. "Hi, cousin," she said, kissing Kelly in a very uncousinly manner.
Kelly introduced her to Sharon, still reclining on the bed; Serena gave her an equally warm, wet, and sexy kiss. "Cute," she said, giving Sharon an appraising once-over, for "she" seemed to be the appropriate word. "Kelly, you always knew how to pick them. Oh, and this must be Tom," she added brightly, focusing her laserlike grin on the shackled pleasure victim. "Well, aren't you something!" She giggled knowingly as she examined her new toy.
Tom's cock twitched under Serena's sexy attention. He was ready to be ravished. The petite sexpot sashayed over to her victim and ran her hands over his torso, hefted his erection in her petite hand. "Nice," she said. "I'm going to enjoy this."
Sharon's attention was riveted on the situation. It was unbelievably hot. Her crush on Tom had been quite an obsession for her; now that she knew about his fixations, she found herself with confused, swirling emotions to possess him and to torture him. The two directions blurred together. She squeezed her legs together in her growing passion. Kelly, kneeling on the bed behind her, slid her arms around the young girl to caress her full breasts. Sharon moaned and leaned back into the caress.
Serena unfastened her victim from his shackles, deliberately pressing her body against his, teasing him. "On your knees, like a good slaveboy," she ordered once he was free. "Would you like me to punish you?" she asked.
"Yes... please," he said in a tiny voice, the combination of humiliation and arousal choking him. He was red-faced; Sharon's presence had taken his torment to absolutely unbearable levels. He wanted to break and run, but he was too weak to move.
"Please what?" Serena asked imperiously, nudging the toe of her boot under his downcast face.
"Please, Mistress Serena, punish me," he said.
"I can't hear you."
He repeated it, louder, then louder still until she was satisfied. Sharon couldn't help bursting into giggles, which only made the situation worse for Tom.
"Kiss my boot, then," she ordered. He complied, kissing the red leather boot over and over. "Follow me," she commanded. "Stay on your knees." She led him over to the rack. "Now, climb aboard and stretch your arms and legs out. You know what to do."
He scrambled to obey. It was difficult for him to stretch out; his muscles didn't want to obey. He was tense, red, scared. Serena clipped the chains on the mechanical frame to the rings on his ankles, wrists, neck, waist, shackling him down. She fastened more restraints on him than needed, just to increase his sensation of total helplessness. She moved slowly, deliberately, enjoying the work of bondage, building suspense.
Once Tom was completely shackled, she touched the controls. First, she lowered the rack until he was completely horizontal, then turned him upside down. The motorized rack spun him in a circle, like a human windmill, slowly disorienting him. Then she laid him on his back, fully horizontal, and made the branches of the X stretch apart, pulling him painfully in all directions until the tension was scary, before releasing the pressure. She walked between his outstretched legs to insert a silver shocking vibrator, then put painful alligator clips on his nipples, wires dangling from them. She put another clip on the sensitive flesh under his cockhead.
He moaned and squirmed as she built up the sensation carefully. She stroked his forehead, now beading with sweat. "There, there," she cooed. "We've nearly finished the preliminaries. Soon we'll be ready to put on a show for your old girlfriend. We want to entertain her very well. You'll be a good boy, won't you?"
He was still tongue-tied, not only because of the overwhelming arousal of emotion, but also for fear of humiliating himself further in Sharon's presence. He barely muffled a shriek of pain and surprise when Serena pushed the control button that sent a random pattern of shocks and vibration through the clips and dildo. He thrashed helplessly in his shackles, grunting when each shock took him by surprise.
Sharon's emotions became more complex by the second. Part of her wanted to rush over, free him, make love to his body and kiss all the pain, suck all the pent-up passion from his overteased cock. Part of her wanted to take over the punishment from Serena, be the cruelest bitch-goddess he had ever imagined. Part of her wanted to watch, totally obsessed with his torment.
Part of her wanted to make out passionately with Kelly, both from her own desire and from the additional desire to make Tom watch and suffer. Kelly's hands continued to caress her breasts; Sharon leaned her head back into her arms to accept her deep kiss. Kelly's hand slipped down between Sharon's leg to finger her wet pussy, stroking in slow, sensual circles.
Serena tilted the rack so Tom could see the two girls making love on the brass bed. At first, Kelly was the initiator, suckling Sharon's pear-shaped breasts, sliding down to lick at her wet center; then Sharon, giving herself over completely to the sensations, rolled her lover over to begin giving sexual attention where it was needed. Kelly moaned and arched as Sharon's hot mouth fastened on her stiff nipples. Both as receiver and initiator, Sharon was constantly aware of her audience. She let her passion express itself in her voice and body. "Yes. Yes. Do it. Oh, God! It feels so good! Oh, yes. Do that some more." The girls were sharing equally, grinding and rubbing against each other, petting and stroking and fingering every inch of exposed flesh.
 
* * *
 
Tom's agony of desire and fear increased as he saw how truly passionate Sharon was, how much she was getting into her relationship with Kelly, how aggressively she sucked and licked her partner. His real attention, though, was consumed by the temptress Serena.
"Comfy now?" Serena purred, bending over her victim to stroke his forehead. She gave him a sweet, sensual kiss and a lovely, warm smile. For a minute, relief swept over him. This wasn't going to be too bad after all. But then the wicked smile returned to her face. "Don't get too comfy. Serena has big plans for that big cock of yours." His stomach lurched. He went over the top of the roller coaster yet again.
Her first weapon of choice was a wooden ruler. She slapped it into her palm, hard, as she looked into his transfixed eyes. "Time for your sex-education lesson," she laughed cruelly. "First lesson: You don't have permission for that hard-on. Lose it. Now."
Of course, he could do no such thing. "Six strokes penalty!" Serena held his penis lightly in position, then spanked it with the ruler. It stung; he gasped. She aimed the second blow right after the first. The pain was real, but it inflamed his erection rather than softened it. He suffered through the six strokes, gasping with each one.
"Bad boy," Serena said. "You didn't go soft. Penalty number two." She pressed the electroshock button on the control panel; jolts shot through his cock, nipples, and anus. His eyes opened wide; he hissed with pain and barely contained a shriek. Serena smiled again. It was a cruel smile.
The shock did soften him for a moment. "Now keep it that way for sixty seconds," she ordered. She removed an alligator clip from one nipple and began to suck the sore, tender flesh. He moaned under the erotic stimulation and tried to concentrate on something else - anything else. He felt himself swelling uncontrollably.
"Uh-oh," Serena said. "That's failure number two. Ten stroke penalty, and you'd better be soft at the end."
Smack! Smack! The penis punishment stung worse than before; she was spanking harder. He squinched his eyes so hard tears came out; he managed to lose at least part of his erection.
She smiled. "Very good. Keep it soft for sixty seconds." This time she swept her hair back over her shoulder and bent down to take his limp cock in her hot, hungry mouth. Her tongue swirled. She sucked with passion. He was stiffening in seconds. She kept sucking until he was nearing the culminating edge, then with a wet plop! let it drop from her mouth.
"You obviously have a self-control problem," she said. The penalty was twelve more strokes. His penis was red from the punishment, but so charged up that the pain wasn't enough to make him limp. Two shocks did the trick Then she sucked him again, and he was rampant again. "You aren't doing very well," she grinned. The sentence was another twelve strokes. They stung even more, but his erection wouldn't diminish.
When Serena let his cock go, it throbbed and pulsed. She stroked her finger down it; it jerked up to meet her hand. "Good," she said. "Can you hold it up in the air for me? Hold it just like that." She tickled the shaft with her fingers, then trailed her long, silky hair over it. She teased it carefully and thoroughly. At first it was no problem holding his cock in the air because he was so aroused. Soon those muscles began to tire. His cock dropped to his belly for just a second.
"Ah, ah, ah!" Serena chided. "Serena said, 'Hold it up.'"
Three spanks with the ruler. His cock elevated again. She kept up the teasing until he dropped back to his belly. Soon his cock was painfully on fire from its punishment, repeated spanks each time he let himself relax. Serena was thoroughly in control, taking infinite delight in her calculated sadism.
"Now for the third game." She smiled and licked her lips. "Don't let yourself come, whatever I do." She began sucking his cock deliciously while at the same time her hands played up and down his naked sides, tweaking his nipples. He moaned with pleasure, and quickly found himself with mounting passion. He knew the silver cockring would defeat his ejaculation, so he relaxed and enjoyed it. Serena was a marvelous cocksucker, inventive, almost telepathic in the way she knew how to drive him crazy. He knew his comeless orgasms only added to his frustration, but they were all he could have. The first wave hit. Bzzzz! The electroshock modules all went off. This time a shriek was tom out of his throat.
Serena looked up. "I told you. Don't let yourself come again. It's set for higher shocks each time."
"Oh, God!" he moaned, tugging at his restraints. "I can't take that... please!" Serena returned to her pleasant task of forcing her victim to an unwilling second orgasm.
He tried to concentrate on anything but sex, controlling his impending explosion by force of will. It was at that point that Sharon began to come, loudly and passionately, from Kelly's cunnilingual expertise. "Oh!
Oh! Ob! Yes!" she cried, and that sent him back over the top. Bzzzz!
He moaned, a terrible cry of pain. "Please... no more... oh, God, I can't take it... please... I beg you..."
His begging went for naught. Sharon came again, stimulated by his cries of pain and her occasional glances at his torment. Her newfound sadism raged in her blood. She began kissing Kelly roughly, assuming a dominant role. Kelly allowed herself to be swept away as Sharon began suckling at her body, driving the tall cheerleader to another exquisite orgasm.
The passionate moans and orgasmic cries of the lesbian lovers sent Tom over the top for the third time in spite of all his attempts at control. His entire body jerked and twitched as jolts of electricity coursed through him. His cock softened.
Serena relented at last. "That was a fun game," she laughed. "But I saved the best for last. Before I tell you what it is, let's get you hard again." She removed the electrodes and then gave him a delicious new round of oral sex, sucking his cock, playing with his nipples. Instead of triggering new convulsions, this time she contented herself with teasing: up to the edge and back away, up to the edge and back away, until that, too, became torture. "Please... please... please..." He could only moan repeatedly, begging helplessly.
"Girls, I think you might want to watch this," Serena giggled. Sharon and Kelly, now in a languorous postorgasmic glow, rose from the bed, both gloriously nude, to watch Serena's performance.
Serena stroked Tom's nipples. "Would you like to really come, little boy?" she asked.
"Yes... yes," he moaned.
"Would you do anything I asked?" she smiled, keeping up the nipple torment.
"Yes... anything..."
"Anything? I've got a pretty kinky imagination, you know." She pouted prettily at him.
His eyes went even wider. "Yes... please... you know I will."
"What a good boy you are," she said. "I'm very horny, and I want you to get me off. When you do, I'll let you come. I'll even let Sharon do the honors. Is that all right with you, Sharon?"
"You bet!" giggled the young coed. This was prickteasing far beyond anything she had conceived. She had an idea of what to expect, and the thought of Tom's ultimate humiliation made her quiver with renewed lust.
Tom blushed at the sight of Sharon, but his arousal knew no limits. "Please," he moaned. "Let me get you off. You're so beautiful. I want to please you. Let me."
"OK," Serena laughed. She unzipped the leather skirt slowly and let it drop to the floor. She wore the red bodice, her thigh-high stockings, boots, and red panties. She pulled down the panties, and her hard, jutting cock sprang out. It was long and thick. "Ready to get me off?" she laughed.

"No... oh, God!" Tom recoiled in horror as the three vixens burst out in uncontrollable gales of laughter.
Serena made the rack tilt so his head was lower than his feet, just in the right position to take her cock in his mouth. He struggled against his bonds in shock and fear.
"I just love to see little straight boys when they are confronted with a hard cock," Serena said. "I'll let you suck my cock, Tom, but only if you beg for it."
Tom was still consumed with shock and horror, but his cock stayed distressingly hard, and got harder when Serena began sucking it again, playing with his nipples, inflaming him. He was so sexy that Tom couldn't think straight. But he couldn't... he just couldn't.
He looked to Sharon for help and mercy, but she was excited by his impending fate. "Go ahead," she teased. "Suck Serena's cock. I want to watch."
"Oh, God... oh, God..." he cried out as his furious lust took possession of his senses. "OK... please... Serena, let me suck your cock. Please, I beg you. Let me suck your cock."
"Ooh," the little blonde tease said. "That's the kind of dirty talk I like to hear. OK, but only because you beg. By the way, tell me to unload all my come in your mouth."
Tom could barely choke out the words, but he knew he was doomed. "Please... unload all your come in my mouth."
Kelly removed his silver cockring. "Sharon, make sure you don't let him come until he's swallowed all of Serena's. He's very hair-trigger by now."
Sharon giggled. "Don't worry. In fact, I don't know if I'll make him come even then."
Serena stood with her cock near Tom's face. He opened his mouth to take her and began sucking. Sharon hand-fucked his cock with slow, teasing deliberation. Serena played with his nipples with one hand and teased her own fat nipples with her other. "Mmm, nothing I like better than straight-boy blowjobs," she laughed. Her cock fucked his mouth slowly.
Tom could feel her cock swell, her hips push more insistently. Suddenly the cock was pushing back in his mouth, threatening to trigger his gag reflex. She was close, close. Sharon's careful stroking goaded his cock; sucking Serena's cock was humiliating and exciting simultaneously. Then Serena moaned and jets of come spurted into his mouth; he swallowed deeply as her cock pushed hard against the back of his throat. Sharon kept teasing him until the last jolts of Serena's orgasm leaked away.
"There, there," Serena smiled, kissing his lips and licking away stray drops of sperm. "That wasn't so bad, was it? In fact, you liked it, didn't you."
He couldn't lie. "Yes... yes, I did."
"Good. Now Sharon will finish you off."
Sharon was so inflamed by the sexy vision that she began sucking Tom's cock. Kelly and Serena each took one of his nipples. The three girls attacked their victim with vampirish delight, devouring him, taking him until with "Oh God!" a deep and terrible moan as he exploded into Sharon's hungry mouth. Sharon had sucked boys' cocks, but never swallowed; this time she drank down the thick spurts of come with passion nearly equal to her own orgasm.
Tom was drained, weak, helpless when the girls unfastened him and placed him on the brass bed. His cock was still erect. Sharon needed more. "Put your hands over your head; grab the bars and hold them until I say to let go," she ordered. He looked so vulnerable as she straddled him and sat down on his hard cock. She fucked him in deep strokes, finally falling on him, her hair spilling over his face, tonguing him deeply as she rode faster and faster until "Oh! Oh!" her orgasm hit and he spurted again. She smiled down at him. "That's all for now," she said. "But I'll be back."
Tom trembled unresistingly as Serena and Kelly hooked his wrist and ankle cuffs to the bars on the brass bed. The three temptresses left their limp victim naked and drained and closed the cell door behind them.
CHAPTER TEN
Tabitha prowled the corridors of the dungeon, deciding on her next victims. Tonight's party was the culmination of her study of witchcraft; the sexual energy being harvested in the dungeon would be put to good use - to create the hottest, wildest, strangest, most erotically charged party in history. She smiled at the thought. Her own erotic charge was building; she had absorbed the pent-up come from her lover Felipe and kept her own orgasm in check. She felt the magickal power surging within her. Inside the walls of the dungeon there was far more power, the waves of frustrated delight and erotic agony charged her even more. Suddenly there was a tremble... an orgasm. Her witchy senses reached out; it was Sharon and Tom. Good, she thought. Those two needed to meet. Sharon's life would certainly become more complicated, and that fit Tabitha's plan perfectly.
Rather than put back on her red leather party dress, she had slipped on the dungeon uniform of shiny black leotard top, velvet hot pants, and laced calf-high leather high-heeled boots. Her thick waves of golden-red hair spilled over her shoulders; her luscious body strained against the tight fabric; her long, booted legs were a fetishist's dream. She looked wicked, hot, and dangerous.
She checked out the one-way mirrors. There was a boy strapped to the Tease-o-Matic. Here was a girl, undergoing her own initiation as a tease-toy, being caressed with fur gloves while a vibrator worked on her sensitive parts. Two dungeon mistresses, garbed as she was, worked over a crawling boy on his hands and knees. Next, a couple - a girl who chickened out and tried to free her boyfriend. They were being teased together and soon the girl would have to decide which one got release. Tabitha was fairly sure what her choice would be. In another room, the boys who had been paralyzed by Amber's magic found the spell wearing off; their hard cocks throbbed from having a cute naked girl at their mercy, then having her taken away. Six boys, Tabitha thought. That's a good start.
She would have Robin brought in, too. She felt a certain fondness for the boy; he was so easy to tease, so responsive to her wickedness. Felipe was her bondage lover, Robin her toy, but she cared in her own way for them both. Robin had never even seen her naked. He was in for a treat. And if six boys weren't enough... well, perhaps Robin would really get lucky.
She gave the orders to Amber. In the meantime, she drank a potion of her own, one to stimulate her own erotic sensitivities and get her ready. She settled into a meditative trance to harness her Tantric energies.
Soon the word came. She went to a special chamber, a large dungeon room with a padded floor. The six boys were dressed in their leather harnesses, their cocks folly teased into readiness. They were kneeling, hands cuffed to their collar rings. Robin was shackled to the wall; he had also been teased hard. He was leaking. Tabitha felt a wildness, a hunger. This would be fun.
She strode into the room like a stripper in control. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror; she knew several of the dungeon staff had gathered to watch. Good, she thought. The more the merrier. She strutted for the pleasure of all her watchers. The lovestruck expression on Robin's face was particularly priceless.
She felt wonderfully slutty. "Come on boys, boys, boys," she taunted. "Wanna fuck? Wanna fuck me? Fuck me hard, fuck my pussy, fuck my ass?" Their saluting cocks gave the answer. She ran her hands over her body, preening in the mirror. She was hot, gorgeous, a wet dream with a knowing smile.
She gestured hypnotically and spoke a single word of power, freeing the hands of the six boys. "Come and get me," she said in her best Lauren Bacall voice. They were up on their feet, surrounding her eagerly, ready to devour her just the way she wanted. She played with them like a matador, teasing one and then another, grabbing a cock in each hand and pumping wildly, taking one for a tongue-kiss and rubbing her ass against the cock of another. Their hands began to caress her, squeeze her, maul her. "Yeah, that's the way. Do it. Do it to me," she urged hotly. Hands were pulling at her leotard top. "Tear it off!" she ordered, and hands were pulling, tearing until her large breasts fell free.
She leaned back into the sea of hands as they tore at her hot pants, leaving her naked except for boots, each hand filled with a cock. Cocks were at her face to the right and to the left; she sucked on one and then another. The hands spread her legs wide and then a mouth fastened itself to her pussy and began devouring her. Other mouths fastened on each breast. Cocks, hands, mouths were all that existed. "Yeah, do it. Lick my pussy. Give me your cocks. Give me all your come." The boys had each been equipped with golden cockrings that stimulated the production of seminal fluid; their orgasms were guaranteed to be huge and they would not stop until every drop of comejuice had squirted out for Tabitha's pleasure and Tabitha's power. She was playing with fire, but it was her magickal fire.
She felt the first surges of her own first orgasm and let it sweep over her; her power surged with it. She got on her hands and knees, feeling particularly dirty and hot, spread her legs, and one of the boys shoved his cock in her doggy-style as she leaned over to suck off a spread-legged boy sitting in front of her. The other boys continued to feel her up, grab her, use her body. The cock in her pussy began to spurt; then she had a mouthful of hot, creamy come to swallow. The power was building. She let the boys lift her up; there was a new cock in her pussy and now another cock was pushing against the tight ring of her asshole. The double penetration triggered her again; she found herself in a state of continuous orgasm, pulse after pulse, quiver after quiver. Back and forth they rocked, making a sandwich out of her, until both her pussy and ass each took a load of come. She was hand-fucking two of the boys and one of them shot off; she licked the come off her hand.
Tabitha had never felt so outrageous, so hot. She wanted more, much more.
She was on her knees sucking two cocks together, forcing them both into her mouth while hand-fucking a third; her pussy had swallowed up another cock beneath her and she rode it until all four cocks shot off. Her mouth was running over with come, and it was beginning to leak from her pussy. She was getting sticky with male seed. It was glorious!
Tabitha hefted the fat balls beneath one of the cocks. There was still more come to draw out. She had never felt so much power, and still she wanted more. She needed more. Her mouth fastened on that cock, determined to drain it dry; it shot under her determined sucking and she kept on, pulling more out of it. She could hear the whimpering of the cock's owner, but she didn't care. There was more for her. And here it came. She could see his quivering legs; he was almost done for. One more should do it. She kept on sucking.
Another boy entered her ass again, filling her up and fucking her hard. The cock in her mouth spurted its weak last; the boy sagged; she let it go. There was another cock waggling at her, and she began sucking it eagerly. When the cock in her ass shot again, she grabbed another boy, pulled him on top of her and spread her legs wide to take his pumping cock as he fucked her, used her pussy as a vessel for his pent-up sperm, spat his load into her. She hand-fucked two more boys and got two more handfuls of sticky sperm.
Her power raged hot and wild within her. Her boytoys continued their ravenous attack, no matter how much they came they needed more. They couldn't get enough of her. She couldn't get enough of them. Their energy spurted out in waves of cream.
One by one, the boys were drained dry; they dropped out until finally she was fucking one victim for the fifth time; his weak spurts were the end. She was trembling slightly when she stood up, but inside her was a surge of magickal power like nothing she had ever felt. She was a living flame, a cosmic power. She glowed with unbelievable sexuality.
Her senses widened. Through the one-way glass, she could sense the stimulation of her dungeon staff. Some were playing with themselves, some necking and petting, some merely transfixed with lust. She turned to face her final victim.
Shackled to the wall, Robin was utterly transported. Already mesmerized by his tormentress, he was blissed out completely by the wild orgy he had witnessed. His cock was straining and forming drops of pearly liquid. His hips quivered; his body trembled uncontrollably. Tabitha could feel the pain in his swollen cock, could sense the come churning in his balls. She licked her lips at the thought of it.
Robin knew he was in the presence of a goddess. In the months of his imprisonment, he had never seen Tabitha naked. She planned it that way. She had blindfolded him while she made love in the same room, undressed just out of range, teasing him relentlessly with what he couldn't have. Her naked body was fully as gorgeous as he had imagined - more so. His body quivered and went rigid in the grip of a restrained orgasm that would not quit. Fireworks exploded in his skull. His body convulsed as she walked toward him. What would she do now? He could barely hope.
Tabitha licked her lips at the thought of drawing out weeks of frustrated come. Robin would be good for a gallon, at least. She looked at him thoughtfully, then came to a decision.
"No, Robin, not yet." The stricken look of pain on his face made her laugh. "I'll make you a promise, though. At the party, I'll find the most humiliating, sexy, embarrassing, nasty, frustrating, and teasing way to make you come. You'll come tonight, at the stroke of midnight. Something to look forward to." She gave him a wicked grin. "I'm glad you watched. I've never felt so nasty or so hot. I thought about your cock, and I really wanted it inside me. But, you know, you're just too much fun to tease."
One of the other dungeon girls brought Tabitha a towel; she wiped herself off. Other girls carried out the limp boys, useless for hours to come. Two girls took Robin away; they had eager looks. Tabitha knew they would play more games with her toy, torture him even further before tonight. She expected to keep her promise about his coming at the party, especially the humiliation part. She already had some ideas.
It was dusk; time for magick to begin. Time for the transformation. Time for the Goddess to rule again.
A pentagram was already inscribed on the floor in the secret chamber set aside for spell casting. Felipe, her coach and mentor in the ways of magick as well as her slave and lover, held open an ancient tome. Tabitha was naked, as befits a witch. So were the two others who formed a triangle inside the pentagram: Amber and Veronica. Veronica was a dark-haired senior who had been a sorority member for several years.
Tabitha joined them and the three began to chant through the long spell. Incense wafted through the chamber. They could see the beginnings of the power forming in the pentacle's center; Tabitha fed it more and more of her power. Having absorbed so much power, she was the main engine of the magic. Amber and Veronica, who frequented the dungeons, tended also to have good reserves. The power was a glowing orb; it grew brighter, brighter. The presence of the magick was sexy, since it was, after all, erotic magic. It built and built as the chant continued.
Then a silent explosion and a bright flash of light! The transformation began.
Tabitha's spell had opened the gateway to the sex dimension - only a small way, not enough to merge the realms, but enough. For the rest of the night the impossible would be real, the fantastic immediate, the erotic manifest.
 
* * *
 
BOOK TWO - THE PARTY
CHAPTER ONE
Queen of her domain in red leather, her red-gold hair forming a halo around her tanned features, her body radiating sexuality from every pore, Tabitha led her two leashed slaves like dogs kneeling beside her: Felipe on the left, Robin on the right, both with swollen cocks laced into painfully tight leather tubes, both naked except for their humiliating leather slave harnesses, this time in red to match her outfit.
Amber wore her own open harness, revealing pussy and breasts, but tough and dominant in style. She carried a whip and strutted with sexy self-confidence. Veronica was a sleek black cat in her formfitting jumpsuit, a large silver zipper from high collar to crotch.
The long paneled corridor was lined with alternating slaves, male and female, the males teased erect and the females spread and open. An eerie red glow filled the room. The magick had begun.
Tabitha smiled down at her lover. "Tonight should increase our power remarkably," she said quietly.
Felipe nodded. It was Tabitha's power, not his, but he gloried in his mistress's witchy achievements. His cock had revived from his earlier draining; the leather bonds were tightening around him. Robin, whose balls hung full and aching, felt the tight lacing cut cruelly into his swollen shaft.
With a tug on her leash, Tabitha began the procession. As Robin crawled along meekly at her side, he was just at the height of the cocks and pussies of the bound slaves. He could get a glimpse of faces drawn tight with lust. Tabitha's glowing magick made each cock twitch with need, each pussy drip with excitement. He could feel them looking at him: the humiliation of being a slave in front of slaves, a toy in front of toys. Their presence added to his torment; his to theirs.
Ornately carved heavy wooden double doors led into the main chamber. Two dungeon mistresses, garbed in leather hot pants and metallic silver tops, opened the doors.
Dante and Hieronymus Bosch might have envisioned the scene, but few others could. Pulsing light and loud music, the first waves of intricately costumed boys and girls, each trying to top each other with outrageous sexual display, strange erotic devices undergoing imaginative uses. The first couplings began as night fell.
Robin's hips twitched uncontrollably in time to the music; he longed to be part of the massive orgy. He followed Tabitha to an elevated dais: her throne. The Witch-Queen was here to inspire her subjects. Sexmagick was alive. The Goddess was afoot.
David's costume embarrassed him. It was his stepsister's idea: an old-fashioned schoolboy outfit right out of a Red Skelton sketch, complete with ribboned boater and dorky Bermuda shorts - they didn't let him wear underwear, and the shorts were so tight that the outline of his cock showed clearly. He was tall, thin, attractive. His girlfriend Brandi, a freshman, wore a fetish version of a Catholic schoolgirl outfit with a short plaid skirt, blue button-down blouse and knee-high socks. Brandi looked around with eager nervousness. She was cute, small breasts and pert bottom, petite, with great legs.
His stepsister was the schoolteacher: hair in a tight bun, long, straight skirt slit all the way up, granny glasses, and a ruler to discipline unruly students. They fit right in as they entered the party, joining miniskirted nurses, jackbooted girl cops with nightsticks, a genie in diaphanous harem pants that were totally transparent.
David looked hesitantly at his girlfriend. This wasn't the evening he had planned. This was their night: their planned first time making love. Until his stepsister showed up. Now he was afraid that his secret would be revealed, and he didn't know how Brandi would react. His cock ached.
David's secret was that he had been under the spell of his gorgeous stepsister for years. Monica was three years his senior, with dark red hair. She was tall, with a cruel mouth, a terrible tease. He couldn't keep his eyes off her from the time his father remarried and she moved in. She caught him staring and smiled back boldly. She wore sexy clothing: skintight shorts and tight tops, miniskirts with a sheer blouse with one too many buttons unbuttoned. Around the house she was a torment in her short nightie and even just a towel from the shower, giving him a quick peek and a thrill. A teenage wet dream with knowing eyes that caught him every time he stared lustfully at her. He masturbated two or three times a day, but it wasn't enough.
Then one day he sneaked into her bedroom and went into her hamper, fished out satin panties to wrap around his cock. He rubbed the wool of her cheerleading sweater as he masturbated. She was supposed to be safely out of the house, but she wasn't, and he was caught. His punishment was a bare-ass spanking and then he came while bent over her lap. They were both surprised, but she decided that this was an experience worth repeating.
During a long, erotic summer, she turned him into her slave, making him run errands, serve her, wait on her hand and foot. One day her girlfriends visited. She made him kneel on the floor at her feet, patting his head like a dog. His face was a permanent red. She made him fetch drinks, patting his ass, ordering him around as the girls giggled. Then they began to boss him around, teasing him until his cock swelled, making them giggle some more. There was no real sex, just lots of giggling at his hard-on showing through his summer shorts.
In private, though, Monica would explore her dominance by having him pull down his pants, fondling his cock, playing with it, having him lick her to repeated orgasms, but she never fucked him. She loved to see his cock spurt. She made him masturbate for her often. Sometimes she made him stand naked before her, hands clasped behind his back and legs spread as she played with his cock for hours until his legs trembled and he begged for mercy, finally making him shoot for her.
Monica was accepted at Valentine. When it came time for her initiation, she had to give them a boy-toy, so David served his time in the dungeons. Unlike girls who used the dungeons to train their boyfriends, David was not Monica's boyfriend, merely a toy. She went wild with sexual opportunities; he suffered the delights and agonies that Tau Zeta Rho specialized in. He couldn't think of his time in the dungeons without an instant erection. He never spoke of it. The dungeons hadn't turned him into a submissive fetishist, but they had awoken desires in him he didn't know he had. That's why he was so afraid of Brandi's knowing.
David now attended Tech, the nearby college. He was surprisingly successful with the coeds - possibly because his training under Monica and Tau Zeta had made him a very capable and considerate lover. He was certainly a world-class cunnilinguist.
Brandi was the first girl he was completely serious about; he was in love. That night they had been petting for a while on a blanket near the lake. He was ready; so was she. But when they returned to his dorm room for the culmination, there were Monica and two of her Valentine friends lounging on his bed.
"It's party time, darling," Monica smiled cruelly, coming over to give him a hug. The two watching girls smiled as David's cock stiffened. He knew them; they had enjoyed him in the dungeon. He blushed a painful red.
Brandi looked quizzical, but he was too overwhelmed to speak. "I'm his stepsister," Monica said. "We're all off to Valentine College for a party. Ready to party? You do want to come, don't you?" The emphasis on "come" was her deliberate way of sending him a message. He was trapped.
Brandi looked at David. Then she looked at the three girls in the room. There was something going on, and she took David's arm. "Come on, David. You don't have to go if you don't want to. We can go to my room," she said sympathetically.
"How sweet," Monica drawled as her two companions giggled. "But you know you both want to come, don't you? It's a Tau Zeta Rho party, and it's going to be the hottest party of the year."
Brandi was tempted. She always heard about Tau Zeta's parties. There was a really sexy secret she hadn't quite figured out. "If you want to, I'm game," she said, smiling prettily at her blushing boyfriend. "But if you want to go somewhere else, that's OK. I just want to do what you want."
David looked at her with gratitude, but also with fear. How would she react if she knew about his relationship with Monica, or his dungeon experiences.
"Listen, loverboy," Monica said sternly. "You know you want to come. Get with the program! Or do we have to have a long personal chat with your little girlfriend?"
She was capable of anything, David thought, with a combination of fear and a wave of overpowering lust. He looked at Brandi. She was excited about the party.
"I promise... later..." Brandi whispered, her voice trailing off, leaning up to kiss his cheek.
David knew full well what the likely result of that promise would be, but he also knew that Monica wouldn't hesitate to embarrass him if he failed to cooperate. One way or another, he was positive that the evening would end with Brandi's learning his secret. How she would react was anybody's guess, but his fate was cast. "Sure," he said stoically. "Let's party."
Anthony was a stranger to Valentine, and so was his girlfriend Stephanie. Stephanie hoped to transfer in her junior year and was particularly pleased to get this invitation. Anthony had heard rumors about wild orgies and easy women, and really looked forward to the evening. He was another Tech student, and so was she. He fancied himself quite a cocksman. He liked Stephanie a lot and thought she was a good fuck. Stephanie thought he could be something more for her, but spent much of her time annoyed at him.
Anthony's cock jutted out in his lace-front leotard pants; he had shifted it carefully to make the bulge as obvious as possible. He wore a white pirate shirt with puffy sleeves, the lace open to show his hairy chest. Black boots, a wide black belt, and a matching eye patch made him feel piratical and aggressive. Stephanie, rich blonde hair spilling over bare shoulders, wore a low-cut period gown - the noblewoman captured by her pirate lover. He could see down to her nipples. He knew she wore no underwear. He wanted to fuck her in her costume, but she kept saying, "Later... later." He looked around the antechamber of the party. Every gorgeous woman in the state was there: cheerleaders, vampires, nurses, science fiction aliens, secret agents, cops... a fantasia of fetishes.
"Don't wear your eyes out," Stephanie said with annoyance. "I've got to powder my nose," she said. "Don't get into any trouble."
Anthony wanted to get into trouble, to get into the panties of virtually every woman he saw around him. This was every boy's fantasy. After all, men were polygamous, and this was Pussy Central.
Then his eyes were drawn to the cage.
It was a wooden cage about the size of a phone booth with iron bars forming the front. In it was a girl, a prisoner in black leather. Wide black collar with an imprisoning ring, a leather laced-up corset revealing naked breasts and pussy, long raven hair and ruby-red lips. With a shock, he noticed that she was masturbating! Her eyes closed, lips parted with just the tip of a pink tongue protruding, one hand pinching her nipple, hard, two fingers of her other hand sliding roughly back and forth in her wet pussy. He was drawn to her. She opened her eyes, heavy with lust. "Give me your... cock," she breathed, sliding down in her cage. "Give me your cock... fuck my mouth with it... please... I need it so much... fuck my mouth with your cock... I can see it in your pants... pull it out... fuck my mouth... please..." She was gasping with passion.
Without even thinking, Anthony moved up to the cage and unlaced his pants, fumbling inside to pull out his cock, now purple and engorged. Her mouth opened, widely, wetly. As he moved his hips forward, his cock slid inside. Her mouth was hot - so hot and wet that the sensation nearly triggered an instant orgasm. He reached up to grab the bars for stability, standing closer and closer. She was really hungry for cock, sucking him passionately. He closed his eyes; his head spun with passion. His orgasm approached quickly. "Yes... yes... suck my cock..." he moaned.
Suddenly he felt his entire body twist, his cock released to throb wetly and helplessly in the cold air. He was standing on a trapdoor! He slid down a metal slide, clutched in the darkness by waiting hands. Disoriented, stunned at the nearness of his orgasm, he could not resist as knowing female hands stripped him naked, tweaking his nipples and stroking his cock, tickling his sides with light squirming pleasure - he surrendered to it. Then the shackles fastened around his wrists, and he found himself spread-eagled against a wooden wall, ankles pulled apart and imprisoned as well. One last squeeze of his cock and he was being lifted on a platform and then... "Oh, my God!" he gasped as he realized he was back in the party, naked and fastened to a board, his cock bobbing as waves of girlish laughter drew a blush of humiliation from him.
With a flourish, a girl dressed as a circus ringmaster - fishnet stockings and black pumps, black leotard, with a tuxedo shirtfront, a jacket with clawhammer tails and a top hat - announced, "Ladies, our first victim! Here he is, unable to resist an opportunity to get his ashes hauled, a typical out-of-control sex maniac, Anthony!" Applause, whistles, and catcalls drove him crazy with the desire to escape; he struggled against his heavy iron shackles to no avail. As his head whipped back and forth, he stopped suddenly - Stephanie! Her expression was angry.
"Less than five minutes, and look what you're into," she said.
The ringmistress put her arm around the young blonde. "His fate is now in our hands. He must pay a forfeit to be released - he has to be jerked off in front of everybody. When he spurts, he's free." With a wicked glance at Anthony, she whispered quickly in Stephanie's ear. The young blonde's expression changed at once.
With a smile, she walked toward her helpless lover and kissed him. The rustle of stiff satin against his nude form drove him crazy. Their kiss was long. Stephanie slowly reached her hand down and captured his long erection. "I have to jerk you off," she whispered. "Jerk you off in front of everybody, or they won't let you go." Her eyes were bright, her smile teasing. His cock was throbbing.
"OK," he whispered back. "I'm sorry."
"I know," she smiled. "You just couldn't help yourself, right?"
"That's right," he nodded eagerly as her hand began its slow, sensual work. "Baby, that's nice. So nice. You're the best."
"I'm glad you realize it," Stephanie smiled. "You really owe me one, you know."
"Yes... yes... I owe you one. I'll lick you really nice, fuck you, anything... please... yes..." He was beginning to moan with pleasure. He imagined all the girls watching his cock, getting hot, wanting him. Stephanie studied his face carefully. The girls were whistling and catcalling as she masturbated him. She was angry and humiliated at his unfaithfulness.
"Don't let him spurt all over that nice dress!" one called.
Stephanie looked over her shoulder. "Don't worry." She turned back to Anthony. "I didn't think about that. You'll get that come all over me."
Lost in a growing fog of sensuality, he could barely hear her. "Mmm... yes... OK..." he moaned, his hips fucking her hand as the slow masturbation continued.
He was close. He moved his hips faster, spurring her on. From humiliation to arousal, he was at the point that spurting an orgasm in front of a crowd of girls seemed very sexy, very masculine. He imagined them all envying him, wanting his cock.
"You aren't listening to a word I say," Stephanie teased, her other hand toying with his right nipple. "Tell me what I just said."
He racked his brain. "Don't get come... on your dress..." he gasped.
"That's right," Stephanie smiled. "Are you close?"
"Yes..."
"Very close?"
"Yes... yes..."
"Just about ready to come? Let me know just exactly when, OK?"
"Yes... yes... just a little more... almost... faster... faster... faster... yes! Yes! Now!"
Stephanie let go of his cock as if it were a hot iron. Anthony's eyes flew open.
"April fool, lover," she laughed. "I told you I didn't want to get your dirty come all over my dress. I'm going to leave you here just like this as a lesson. Maybe you'll learn to behave."
He tore at his shackles. "Damn it! Stephanie! You can't... you just can't."
"Oh, yes I can," Stephanie giggled. "Tough luck, baby. Maybe one of the other girls will have pity on you. I'm going to go party. 'Bye!"
"Wait! Stephanie... come back here! Right now! Damn it, you can't leave me like this! I'm sorry! Really! I'll make it up to you! Come back!"
The ringmistress gestured at the crowd of girls. "He's unredeemed, available for your pleasure! Keep him hard and tied, or make him come and own him for the rest of the evening!" The girls clustered around, teasing and tickling. "Hard and tied!" one girl cried out, and the rest chanted along. "Hard and tied! Hard and tied!" He screamed as the first tickling fingers attacked.
Stephanie gave a quick glance back as his tickled laughter shrieked in the crowded room. She liked the idea of his torment. The girls would tickle him senseless, then tease him until he couldn't see straight, and nobody, but nobody - would let him come. She planned to return, all right, but he'd be surprised at his little pussycat's claws. She smiled at what she had planned for him. She'd never been this way - dominant, teasing, cruel. Even a few hours ago, she would have pleased him, just to be nice. There must be something in the air, she thought, as she went into the main party room, prowling for her own pleasures.
CHAPTER TWO
Trapped naked in the back of the van between two outrageously costumed coeds, Bobby was continuing his descent into erotic madness. By now, the repeated teases, humiliations, and tickling sessions had short-circuited his brain completely. To his surprise, however, he was still able to feel keen moments of embarrassment.
Once he had recovered from his fainting spell, Susan and Tiffany shifted gears, getting the threesome ready for the party. The girls dressed up as Satanic imps. Both girls somehow made their skin glow an erotic and slightly evil shade of red. Tiffany wore a black cire spandex costume that consisted of a low-cut V-shaped bottom with high-cut legs, dipping far below her navel in front to rest at the leading edge of her pubic mound. Her midriff was bare; thin bands of cloth hugged her skin like wide suspenders, covering the outer edge of her breasts, dipping in to barely cover the nipples, leaving the deep cleavage gloriously nude. From the upper part of her pert rounded ass protruded a devil's tail with forked end. It seemed alive, not at all fake, and matched her skin perfectly. It twitched. Susan wore the same basic costume in gold, to match her hair.
"We're succubi," Susan said breathily, squirming her lithe body against him. "We visit young boys in their sleep and give them wet dreams. Then we lick up all the come. We're come-vampires."
"I-I've got plenty for you," replied Bobby, trembling with overpowering lust. "You can have it all."
Susan chortled. "Ooh, I'll bet. Let me weigh your balls. Mmm, so heavy. Full of come, rich and thick. Tiffany, feel."
Tiffany's hand joined Susan's. "Mmm. Maybe I'll take a taste," she said, sliding down on her knees to suck his straining shaft deeply into her mouth, sucking hard, until he quivered with desperate need - then she quit. His hips continued to fuck the empty air like a phantom lover. Both girls laughed.
"Ready to party?" Susan teased.
"Where's my costume?" Bobby asked innocently.
"Why, Woody!" Susan said with mock shock. "You're already in costume!"
He looked down at the leather harness, his bobbing cock protruding. "I-I can't go out like this!" he protested.
Tiffany chimed in. "You're right, lover. Of course you can't. We haven't finished the costume yet." She opened the drawer of the study desk and pulled out two sheets. They were decals - temporary tattoos. Soon, he wore an inscription on his chest - SLAVE - and another on his back - PROPERTY OF VALENTINE CHEERLEADING SQUAD. The blush on his face nearly matched the red skin of the costumed imps.
Susan looked him up and down. "Cute," she laughed, giving his cock a sexy squeeze. Then she said more seriously, "Woody, here are tonight's rules. You're not part of the party, you're part of the entertainment. We're going to keep the silver cockring on until midnight. Then we'll bring Sharon in. She gets to decide whether or not to make you come; if you come, she'll do it. Now, you're getting a little overwhelmed; you haven't been here that long, so you're not used to this yet. That actually makes you a lot more amusing. But we're going to help you out. Tiffany..."
Tiffany produced another joint, a huge one, and a strange-smelling concoction. "This is our special slaveboy aphrodisiac," she laughed. "It makes you willing, eager, and able. You'll like it. It's got LSD, THC, Ecstasy, and even real magick." He gulped. "Drink it down. It'll make the evening much easier for you. Then smoke up."
He complied.
The van was filled with coeds, all in costume. There were two girls dressed as rock video vixens, skintight leather and trashy lingerie. An Indian princess in war paint and buckskin leather that barely covered bikini areas. A buxom construction worker in hard hat, an unbuttoned flannel shirt tied off at the midriff, and frayed jeans shorts cut so short that they left nothing to the imagination. Susan and Tiffany were in the seat in front of him; he was between the video vixens.
Leather and lace rubbed up against him. His hands were once again shackled, this time to the rings at his waist. As the van left the dorm, he felt the hands of his seatmates begin a wicked attack, sliding up his legs, stroking him. His erection, never completely soft, raged once again. One hand began pumping him in a regular, evenly paced masturbation, an excruciatingly slow jerk-off. The other hand of the same girl toyed with his right nipple. The girl on his left played with his left nipple and used her tongue to stimulate the nape of his neck and his ears, blowing gently, nipping at his earlobe, stimulating the tiny hairs on the back of his neck. It was delicious; he opened his legs and leaned back to enjoy the sensation.
Tiffany had been right about the pot; it made his sexy torment much easier to bear. The potion had scared him, and now with the tracings coming on, the first signs of a psychedelic episode, he discovered that the aphrodisiac really worked. Right now, in his heart, he was a slave, a toy, a victim - and it gave him surprising pleasure. He couldn't think about anything else; this was normal.
His hips squirmed under the attack of the rock vixens; they took turns kissing him and began trading off his cock. One ran long-nailed fingers over the swollen head, taking the precome drippings and smearing them all around. Despite the array of sexy, scandalous costumes, Bobby's fetish was still operative: he imagined them all in cheerleading outfits. He moaned with delight, leaning back to enjoy the attention. Had it not been for the silver cockring, he would never have held out under the slow masturbation. But he had no choice. He had to suffer excruciating pleasure at the girls' teasing hands. This kind of suffering he liked.
The van jerked to a stop and the side door slid open. Light flooded the interior of the van. "Enjoy the ride?" Susan teased, leaning over the seat to look at her boytoy being fondled so brazenly by the young rock vixens. His mouth was open and slack, his legs were spread wide and his cock jutted wetly upward in the sensual grip of his costumed playmates. Susan laughed. "I guess you did. Girls, it's party time."
They looked up at Susan. One of them said, "He's so cute. Can't we keep him for a while?"
Susan smiled. "He'd like it too much. But maybe later. He'll be available for general use."
The vixens laughed knowingly. "Ooh, that'll be fun," said the second vixen, tweaking Bobby's nipple sexily. "We'll come get you when you're all tied up and humiliated. Maybe we'll jerk you off in front of an audience. Would you like that?"
The combination of blush and twitching erection spoke volumes. He moaned in sensual desperation, thrusting his cock in hopes of finding a willing hand, mouth, or pussy.
"See you later, baby," the other vixen said, giving him a last wet kiss and quick pump of his cock. The girls slid out of the van, leaving Bobby once again in the hands of his captors.
Bobby was shaking as he climbed out of the van. With his arms shackled, it took the support of Tiffany and Susan to help him out. His aching cock, head glistening with precome ooze, bobbed in the chilly night air. He developed goose bumps all over; his balls tightened.
The van had parked in the driveway of an imposing mansion, far larger than he imagined the Tau Zeta sorority house to be. The formal driveway circled past the front entrance of the mansion; a fountain spouted in the center of the circle. The sculpture was of Prometheus bound on his rock, blindfolded and stretched wide. The fountain spurted from his cock. Instead of eagles tearing at his liver, this Prometheus's torture was a never-ending orgasm. A lovely Grecian goddess gripped his cock as it arched out its passion.
The moon was full and ripe; its yellow light illuminated the courtyard. Cars, vans, and limousines pulled up; exotically costumed guests climbed from them to proceed up the wide steps to the columned entrance. He noticed a Hindu goddess with multiple arms waving, a sultana with a male harem in golden chains, a circus ringmaster in fishnets and top hat, her companion a naked man with a lion's head.
Several of the arrivals noticed Bobby; one girl dressed as a miniskirted nurse snickered as she read the PROPERTY OF VALENTINE CHEERLEADING SQUAD tattoo. He blushed.
"Come on," Susan said bossily. "We haven't got all night." Bobby started toward the mansion until he got a sharp pull on his lease. "No, silly. The front entrance is for guests. Servants, slaves, and toys use the rear entrance. Follow us."
As the two succubi led their hard-cocked sex toy around the side, Bobby's torment grew. Both girls were so lovely, so sexy - he wanted to fuck either of them or both of them over and over again. By now the aphrodisiac concoction had hit him fully. The night was filled with tracings and hallucinations; his body trembled with the intense passion and desire brought on by the powerful drugs. His feet stumbled with uncertain balance on the cold stone walkway. In the bushes, on the expanse of formal lawn, in bowers behind hedges, numerous costumed couples were playing erotic games. One girl dressed in a Roman toga led two male satyrs on a merry chase: they darted from the bushes, ran across the stone path, then back into the bushes. A sexy female pirate had her male companion, dressed now only in the remnants of a ruffled shirt and tight pants, tied as she worked him over with a cat-o'-nine-tails.
Behind the house was a large swimming pool; skinny-dippers and bikini-clad coeds frolicked in the water. Couples spread on blankets necked, petted, and even made love.
In addition to the main pool, a series of grottoes lined the path. As the trio crossed a short wooden bridge, Bobby looked down into a bubbling Jacuzzi containing two naked girls - twins - who looked up at him. "Wanna play?" they giggled, splashing him with warm water. "Come join us," they teased. Bobby stopped, wanting more than anything to slide into the hot bubbling water with the two lovely water nymphs, but a quick tug on the leash made him follow once again.
Susan laughed cruelly. "Poor Woody. I bet you'd really like to be in their hands for a few hours. But we have much more interesting things planned for you."
At the servants' entrance there were a number of costumed waitresses, dressed as French maids, in fishnet stockings and flouncy skirts, stiletto-heeled fuck-me pumps, and tuxedo jackets over tight, low-cut cleavage. The male waiters wore tuxedo slacks, bow ties, but no shirts. One waitress came over to the trio as they approached.
"Here's a toy for the entertainment booths," Susan laughed wickedly, handing Bobby's leash over to the raven-haired waitress, who looked him over with a calculating smile.
"So you're a toy." The waitress giggled knowingly, sliding her hand over his chest in a casual ownership way. "Don't worry," she said to Susan. "I'll get him where he belongs."
Susan took Bobby's face in her hand. Her blue eyes twinkled with amusement. "You're entertainment, but we're guests. It's party time. Be a good boy, do what everybody tells you, and we'll be back for you at the stroke of midnight."
"Please!" Bobby moaned. "Please, don't leave me like this! I'm going completely crazy!"
"Oh, poor baby," Tiffany said, pouting with mock sympathy. "Has to be teased and hand-fucked and tickled by all the cute coeds. Well, that's the way it goes." She reached over to muss his blonde hair.
Bobby devoured her with his eyes. Her costume had become the single sexiest sight he'd seen in his life; he needed her more than he could imagine. But she just laughed at his helpless lust. Susan and Tiffany left, arms linked, to join the party. Bobby remained behind in the custody of the raven-haired waitress.
"Come on, slaveboy," she ordered. "Time to go to work." She led him in through the kitchen, filled with the clatter of pots and pans, waiters and waitresses trooping in and out. She pulled him into a pantry. "Here's your first assignment," she said, jumping up on an empty table. She spread her legs: she wore fishnet stockings fastened to a black garter belt, but no panties. Bobby knew what to do. He knelt in the tight quarters and leaned forward. His arms were still fastened to his sides, but his tongue was free. He licked up the length of her slit slowly; she shivered. "Mmm," she whispered breathily, "do it good!"
Betty loved getting head; he began kissing and nibbling the delicate folds of her labia. She was already aroused; her lips began to pout open under his slow, sensual attention. Soon her wet core was open and glistening; his tongue probed her center over and over, sliding up the ridge just under her clit, then backing off to tease just at the tip of her pleasure center. He glanced up: she had slid down her top and was playing with her nipples, tweaking them with thumb and forefinger, then cupping her entire breasts and squeezing gently. Her eyes were closed. He continued to lick and nibble. As her arousal grew, he flicked his tongue fast over her clit, then backed off to sensual strokes up and down the full length of her, over and over again. Her passion built; so did his.
She panted, faster and faster. He could tell she was getting close... close... he backed off to tease her, then close again, then back and again, the cycle between near-orgasm and backing off getting shorter and shorter until... "Nnnhhh!" she moaned and twisted as her orgasm began. He dove in, licking and stroking with his tongue faster and faster, sucking in the entirety of her outer lips until - finally - the waves subsided.
His heart pounded as he waited; mouth holding her erotic center. Finally she reached down to rub his tousled hair. "Good boy," she said sensually, stretching her gorgeous body. She slid down off the table to face him.
He got the first full look at her body. Her large, full breasts had plump nipples, slightly bruised from her own pinching. Her legs were long and lovely, still netted in the sexy black stockings, set off by the tall heels. Her eyes were dark and piercing, her lips red and full. Her hair was in slight disarray from her passion. She smiled at him, licking her red lips. "I shouldn't do this, but I feel like it. Spread your legs, lean against the wall, and smile."
She stroked and teased his torso first, discovering how sensitive his nipples were and then tormenting them until he quivered all over. With excruciating slowness she slid her red-nailed hands down to tickle through the wiry hair surrounding his protruding erection, finally toying with his balls. She wrapped her other hand around his erection and began to stroke it, pressing her body close to his, rubbing her bare breasts against him. She kissed his bare shoulder and sucked on the nape of his neck. Kissing slowly, she went up his neck to his earlobe, sucking it, then teasing and blowing into his ear, driving him insane with delight.
"Too bad about your cockring," she whispered in his ear as she stroked him faster and faster. "I'd make you come; I really would. Does it feel good?"
"Yes... yes..." he moaned. "Oh, God, does it feel good. Please... I'm so close!" Bobby was in an agony of delight and passion. The waitress began to slither down his body, kissing all the way, suckling his nipple, then his bare belly, then reaching his shaft, kissing and licking its length, getting it wet, then enveloping it with her hot mouth. He fucked her mouth with his rocking hips; it was heavenly. But he couldn't come, couldn't reach the moment of climax, couldn't explode his pent-up passion. She let him go, his glistening erection throbbing.
She smiled. "I would have made you come, but I also like teasing. Did that make you crazy?"
"Yes," he moaned, then looked down at the beautiful girl crouched between his spread legs. "But I loved it."
She laughed, then gave him a deep tongue-kiss. "I'd better put you to work. If you get loose, come find me. I'll trade you a lick for a suck."
He laughed. It was the first time in this long day he'd felt any equality with a woman. "You got it."
He followed her to his fate.
CHAPTER THREE
Like the costume?" Kelly asked, twirling for her audience. Sharon whistled. It was completely outrageous.
Kelly was dressed as a cop - a sex fantasy in blue. She wore a stiff-billed police officer's hat with silver insignia, tipped at a jaunty angle. Her long blonde hair was drawn into a severe bun. Mirror shades gave her a stem, dominant look. Her starched blue uniform shirt stretched tight over her ample chest; the last four buttons were unbuttoned so that the ends could be tied off, exposing her midriff. She wore a Sam Browne belt with a leather holster, a billy club, and handcuffs hanging from it. A high-cut leotard bottom, also in blue, exposed her legs as far as they would go. Her legs were covered in opaque striped hose, blue and white. High heeled leather boots hugged her calves to just below her knees.
The girls had left the dungeons and were in an upstairs dressing room in the sorority house. More evidence of the wealth of Tau Zeta was everywhere - beautiful curtains, antique wardrobes, classical art on the walls. They were there to get ready for the party, but Sharon was in a playful mood.
"Arrest me now, Officer!" Sharon giggled, putting her hands behind her back and making her firm breasts jut out sexily.
"OK, you asked for it. Up against the wall and spread 'em," Kelly growled in return.
Sharon obeyed quickly, leaning against the wall and spreading her legs wide. She was still naked. "Frisk me, Officer," she said in a little-girl voice. "Oooh," she moaned as Kelly began her work. "Check all my hiding places. Yes. That's right."
Kelly laughed. "Maybe I'll give you a taste of my billy club." She brandished it as Sharon peeked behind her. The billy club was a huge black dildo, extremely realistic in design.
"Mmm," said Sharon, licking her lips. "Now, that's what I call a billy club!"
"You haven't seen the best part yet," said Kelly. She slid the club between Sharon's spread legs. It was part of Tau Zeta's magic; Sharon's pussy clenched immediately in paroxysms of near-orgasmic transport.
"Oh, my God!" she panted. "Oh! Oh! Oh!"
Kelly withdrew the club before Sharon's orgasm was fully triggered. She whimpered as it was withdrawn. "Do that some more," she pouted.
"You'd better save it for the party. You'll have a lot better opportunities than this. You don't want to wear yourself out with the appetizers before you get the main dish. Come and give me a nice kiss. Then we'll see about your costume."
Sharon slid into her pledgemistress's arms. The feel of the police uniform against her nakedness aroused her. She leaned into a deep kiss.
"You're going to think I'm so bad," Sharon breathed through her kisses, "but I'm burning up. Please... spank me. I'd really like it if you spanked me."
"You are a bad girl," Kelly whispered. "So very bad. Tau Zeta is really bringing it out in you. Yes, I'll spank you, but you'll have to lick me. On your knees!"
Sharon obeyed, leaning down to kiss Kelly's leather boots, working her way slowly up the slick nylon hose, finally nuzzling between Kelly's thighs. She popped open the crotch snaps, rubbing through the pantyhose at the growing wetness. She pulled down the hose eagerly and began to lick and suck the wet pussy before her. She was consumed by lust; feelings had awakened in her that she didn't know she had. She was rewarded quickly by Kelly's orgasm.
"Now me," she breathed. Kelly sat up and pulled Sharon roughly over her lap, then began to spank her. She spanked hard; Sharon squirmed in sudden pain, and then again as the pain merged with arousal. The spanking drove her crazy, nearly enough to prompt an orgasm by itself. Finally Kelly slipped the billy club dildo between Sharon's legs to rub her clit while continuing to spank her. Sharon moaned and cried out loudly, wriggling her hips as she came strongly.
There was a discreet throat-clearing noise, and Sharon turned to see Serena, costumed as Marilyn Monroe in her famous white dress. "Did I interrupt something naughty?" he/she asked.
Sharon was sweaty. She looked up at the hermaphrodite tease and smiled weakly. "Very naughty. I think I've turned into a complete slut."
"And you make a very cute slut," Serena said, smiling. "Don't worry. Around here, we learn to give in to our passions. It's only the slaves who have to wait."
"God, I know. I couldn't stand it. But it's fun making them stand it. By the way, you look really hot," Sharon observed. "That costume really works on you."
Serena smiled. "Thanks. How about you? Or are you just going naked because anything else is just gilding the lily?"
Sharon laughed. "I think Kelly is about to show me some outfits."
"And, by the way, thanks for letting me mess around with Tom," Serena said. "He's a good-looking boy."
"Mmm, yes," Sharon replied. "I think I'm not nearly finished with him."
"I could tell," Serena said. "If you need more help, I'm your man. Or woman. Just pass the word."
"I've got a few ideas about your costume," Kelly interjected. "Want to see?"
"Oh, yes," said Sharon. Serena was interested, too.
"As a new sister, you've learned that Tau Zeta is about sexual witchcraft. Let's make you a witch." Sharon nodded eagerly.
Kelly and Serena both helped costume her. Soon Sharon was dressed, in a manner of speaking. She wore a low-cut black minidress with a pointed handkerchief hem over black fishnets and black high-heeled granny boots. A pointed hat and a magic wand completed the outfit.
"The wand is real magick," Kelly said. "Use it care-fully."
"What does it do?" Sharon asked, looking at the foot-long ebony rod.
"It's packed with a sexual charge," Kelly replied. "When you use it, every sexual nerve in your victim's body fires at the same time. They may have an orgasm, or they may not, but they won't forget it. They won't be able to move or do anything but twitch for a few minutes."
"Cute," smiled Sharon. "How does it work?"
"Just point and fire," Kelly said.
Sharon immediately pointed at Serena's crotch and squeezed the rod end gently. "Zap! You're it!" she laughed.
The effect was amazing. Serena's body suddenly went into a seizure. Every muscle stiffened; her eyes closed; her body began to twitch spastically. Her Marilyn skirt flew up; Sharon saw the outline of her bulging cock in her tight white panties. It began to spurt, staining the white cotton fabric. Sharon rushed to grab Serena before she fell.
It took a few minutes for her to recover. Sharon held her carefully. "I'm sorry," she said, "I didn't realize..."
"Oh, darling," Serena smiled weakly. "Don't apologize. It was an amazing moment. I'll have to have you do that again. Don't worry about the panties - I knew I'd need extras; and later in the party, I don't plan to wear any at all."
"You know, you're going to end up as one of the most sadistic girls in the sorority," Kelly observed wryly.
Sharon looked up, momentarily serious. "I don't know what's coming over me," she said.
"Oh, don't worry. I meant it as a compliment."
"No, really," Sharon said. "I'm serious. You know, this is the sexiest thing that ever happened to me, and I'm loving every minute of it. But I'm really getting caught up in this. Take Tom, for example."
"Mmm, yes," Serena teased. "I'll take him any time and any way."
"He's so sexy, and I really have had a crush on him for years. But the way I treated him! And then there's Bobby. I gave him to you to play with, and I really don't even know what you've done with him. And the truth is, I don't care. I mean, I do care, but only that I wish I could see what you're putting him through. And now, I don't know whether I want Bobby back, or whether it's going to be Tom. Kelly, I loved what we did and I want more. I knew I had a little bit of curiosity about girls that way, but not this much. And... while you were spanking me, I imagined taking a girl who didn't want to have sex with me and forcing her. I'm turning into a lesbian rapist and a dominatrix - and I've been here only a few hours!"
Kelly put her hand on Sharon's shoulder. "I understand, truly. You're the sort of girl we want in Tau Zeta. I know about the confusion you're going through, but you're not really a sadist. What we do isn't really sadism. It's the world's sexiest practical joke. You're a tease and a game player. That's different."
"Yeah? But isn't game playing bad?"
"Depends on who's playing and what they're playing for. You tortured Tom with pleasure, not pain. You messed with his mind and his cock. And I didn't hear Tom protest - at least not seriously. A few 'No! No!' cries add a little spice to it all. Tau Zeta's mission isn't to dominate the world, just add a little wicked fun to the mix. We turn people upside down and inside out. We play with pussies and pricks, but basically we play with minds. You understand mind games. You know how to mind-fuck. Sure, it's confusing right now, but you're not making anybody do anything that in their heart of hearts they don't like. We don't take victims who don't enjoy what we do. We take victims who like being taken, who want to be surprised. They have a submissive streak that welcomes what we do. Enjoy yourself. Let yourself go. Drive some helpless boy out of his mind with lust, and watch him crawl to kiss your feet in gratitude."
Sharon looked at her pledgemistress. "I can't help it. What a sexy image! I want some boy crawling at my feet. Maybe a girl, too. Maybe several all at once. I want them begging for it. Oh, God... what a sick girl I've become - but I still like it!"
"That's the spirit!" Kelly laughed. "As far as Bobby versus Tom, don't worry about it right now. Bobby's going crazy right now, but he is having fun. You'll see. And Tom... well, you know this is what Tom wants, even though it scares him in much the same way it scares you."
Serena spoke up. "Kelly's right. I had to go through all kinds of hell to find my sexual identity. I'm a magickal transsexual cockteaser. Innocent young boys are my specialty, and I haven't found one yet who ended up regretting my attentions. I blow their minds... among other things, of course."
Sharon looked from one to the other, then took a deep breath. "You're right. Robin was having fun, and so was Tom. And so am I. I like being in control, but I liked being spanked and played with, too. If I like it, so must they."
"There you go!" Kelly smiled. "This party will be just the thing for you. Try out various recreations. Let your witchy self rule for tonight. Find Tom, then find Bobby when midnight comes. I think it'll all work out."
"OK," Sharon said. Her face brightened in a wicked grin. "Let's go tease some cocks!"
"Go, Teasers!" the other two chanted.
The party was heating up. The huge ballroom was filled with exotic and expensive Halloween decorations, all with erotic and witchy motifs. Tabitha, in her tight red leather, sat on her throne looking with amusement as the party turned into an exotic orgy of dominance and submission. Lashed to pillars on either side of her were her two personal slaves - Felipe on the left, Robin on the right - the cocks still painfully laced into their constricting leather tubes. Robin's hips writhed helplessly with his overwhelming passion; Felipe, better trained and more recently relieved, suffered in silent dignity. From time to time, Tabitha trailed the end of a braided whip down one of their backs, causing a shiver of erotic delight to ripple through their helpless bodies.
Games of every persuasion filled the room. One group of girls spun a large wheel of fortune to which were shackled four male slaves. Around and around it went; bets were placed. When it stopped, one male was removed and turned over to a group of gleeful giggling girls. They pulled him over to a felt-covered pool table and fastened him down with his hands pulled over his head and legs pulled apart at the foot of the bed, securing him with cold metal cuffs.
Each of the girls in turn perched on the bed beside the naked young prisoner. They kissed his mouth and nipples, stroked his cock, caressed his chest, nibbled his neck and ears, each inflaming him to renewed jutting passion, giggling and taunting him in his desperate need. It was going to be a long night.
Another group - this one of both boys and girls - were playing a simple board game. Each point won caused the other player to lose an article of clothing. Each trip to a "Lose a Point" space gave the other player three minutes to do or have done anything they pleased. When one player lost all his or her clothes, the other player also got three minutes per point. The first to score twelve points was the master or mistress. One of the boys, already naked, lost a point as Tabitha watched. His female counterpart, who still had on bra, panties, stockings, and garter belt, was in a fiendish mood, practicing nipple torture on her companion. She made him put his hands behind his back as she tweaked and rubbed them. He writhed in sensual agony. His cock was hard and leaking.
When he returned to the game, he was shaking. He couldn't concentrate. On the next roll of the dice, he lost completely. His companion smiled and licked her lips. He was really in for it.
Not all the activity was female dominant. Tabitha noticed a particularly cute young thing dressed as a seventeenth-century lady. She wore a hoopskirt and petticoats, with a low-cut bodice that revealed deep cleavage, a powdered wig, and lots of costume jewelry. She looked like a rich, pampered lady, arrogant and spoiled. Her male companion, dressed as a cruel pirate, handkerchief tied around his head, an eye patch, wore a white pirate's shirt with puffy sleeves, a tricorne hat, tight breeches, and tall boots, with a wide leather belt holding a sword. They were in an exhibitionist mood, and a small crowd had gathered to watch her public ravishment.
Her hands were tied in front of her. The pirate pulled her roughly onto a small stage. There were several scattered throughout the ballroom for just such situations. "Ohhhh!" she moaned loudly, playing to the audience. "You brute! I demand that you free me at once! At once, do you hear?"
The pirate merely smiled. "Ah, my haughty beauty, be careful. You're at the mercy of Captain Blood and must watch your step."
She tossed her head disdainfully. "I am not afraid of the likes of you. My father's fleet will hunt you down like the dog you are, and soon enough you'll be clasped in chains, on your way to the gallows."
He laughed. "Perhaps. But not soon enough to spare you from the fate you so richly deserve." He looked her over slowly, calculatingly. "Such elegant clothes covering such a fine body. I wonder what you'd look like without them."
She put a shocked look on her face. "You wouldn't dare! You inhuman beast!"
"I've dared much worse, milady, and what sort of beast I am you'll soon see." With that he pulled her toward him. She struggled wildly to escape, but he was far too strong for her. He grasped her firmly and kissed her. At first she resisted and pulled away, but soon she found herself kissing back. "You see?" he said. "Soon you'll be my own little wench."
"Never!" she said. "Never!"
To the applause and encouragement of the audience, the pirate passed the rope that bound her hands over a bar that arched over the stage. He slowly contemplated the beauty that was now his for the ravishing. Slowly, he unfastened the stays of her dress and removed it, leaving her only in petticoats. She moaned and screamed and demanded her freedom. The crowd watched raptly and silently as the petticoats went next, and then she was revealed in her tight corset alone. He displayed her for the audience, circling her slowly, kissing the nape of her neck, stroking her taut, restrained body. She closed her eyes and her demands became muted as the pirate continued his sensual assault. Her weight shifted from foot to foot as his fingers tickled her pleasure centers - her neck, her earlobe, her lips, her arms, and down her sides, and eventually to the swell of her taut young breasts that were now aching for a pirate's touch. He recited the dirty, wicked things he planned to do to her helpless body. By the time he finally touched her nipples, she moaned with pleasure. Her protests continued, but they grew weaker and weaker. He slipped a hand down to check below and felt her wetness. She was ready.
He removed her corset, revealing her nude form for the crowd's delectation. Then he stripped off his outfit to reveal his rigid cock, straining from its long imprisonment. His victim's eyes fastened on it through lowered lashes, revealing her innocent embarrassment. Clasping her bound form in his manly arms, she moaned once again as their mouths locked. He stroked the wet center of her pleasure and moved down to suckle her nipples into stiffness. Soon she was gasping for pleasure, nearing the moment of climax.
"No... you mustn't enter me... no... don't... please..." She begged for mercy, but her passion betrayed her. She writhed under the gentle manipulation of his fingers and tongue. One finger entered her, and she gasped.
"You have no choice," the pirate muttered firmly, sliding between her legs. She tried to wriggle free, but her tight bonds only allowed her to squirm in delicious helplessness. "There's nothing you can do but submit," he said cruelly, and then pushed his intruding organ through her maidenhead.
"Ooohh," she wailed with a mixture of pleasure and pain. He fucked her with slow, deep strokes as the audience watched, rapt with sensual delight.
"How is the viceroy's daughter now?" he demanded. "The precious young virgin? All your wealth and power counts for nothing now. Now you're just a bed wench, here as a vessel for my lusts."
She was writhing, no longer fighting to get free, but to push herself upward to meet his hard thrusts. "Yes," she moaned. "Yesss... I'm just your bed wench. Make love to me. Aaah. Oh... oh... oh... Oh! Oohh!" She shrieked as her passion overtook her. As her writhing subsided, he pulled his wet cock from her. Looking at the audience, he grabbed his shaft and began pumping it.
"Feel the hot passion of my love on your sated body," he moaned as he jerked himself to orgasm and spurted his viscous seed over her helpless form.
There was general applause. The pirate bowed; the shackled heiress could only nod. Several audience members climbed onto the stage; two males and one female began caressing the bound girl. Another female knelt to suck the still-hard cock of the pirate.
David and Brandi, still dressed as schoolboy and schoolgirl, were among the watchers. Brandi grabbed his arm. "Oh my God! That was so incredibly hot," she moaned. "I'm really turned on. Is there somewhere private we can go? I know I said we'd wait until after the party, but I'm ready. I wish you could treat me just like the pirate girl."
David looked down at his girlfriend with surprised pleasure. "I'd love to, my proud beauty," he said, twirling an imaginary mustache. "I'm sure the way this place is set up there must be lots of private rooms. We have to be careful, though. Some things are set up as practical jokes. We don't want to become part of the entertainment, do we?"
Brandi was silent. What an interesting idea, she thought, but she said nothing. She just looked at David and smiled. He was hiding something; she knew it. But that was for later. Right now, they had to get away. She was burning up inside. Perhaps there was something in the punch...
As the couple moved away, arm in arm, Monica, standing nearby, smiled evilly. Little stepbrother was going to have an evening he'd never forget. And so would his little cupcake. She whispered to her female companion, who laughed.
CHAPTER FOUR
Bobby followed the cute waitress into the ballroom. His hands were once again shackled to the leather harness, his ankles were hobbled, and a humiliating leash tugged at his leather collar. His cock throbbed as his eyes devoured her sexy legs in their fishnets, following the line of her curvy legs up under her stiff skirt, imagining the wet pussy he'd so enjoyed licking. He wanted her badly; it made it worse that she was willing if only he were free.
The noise and light hit him strongly as he entered the main party area. Throbbing dance music and sweeping strobes filled the room, setting off the psychedelics coursing through his system. His nakedness and bondage seemed to fit right in with the mass of erotic costuming on both males and females, but the knowledge he was part of the entertainment kept his sense of humiliation high. He looked around avidly as he followed his delicious escort.
"Are you a mouse?" purred a sexy cat-woman - feline ears and whiskers over a tight leotard; a tail protruding behind.
"I-I - " he stuttered, not sure if she meant him.
"Are you a mouse?" she repeated, stroking her hand sensually over his chest, "I play with mice and eat them."
He was entranced. His cock strained toward her. "You can eat me," he sighed with passion as her clawed gloves found his sensitive nipple.
The cat-girl laughed. "I'll bet."
"Sorry," the waitress chimed in. "He's going to serve in one of the pleasure booths. You can visit him there."
"Maybe I'll come eat you later, little mouse." She smiled and left.
Entranced, he followed her with his eyes until a stinging slap on his rear brought his attention back to the cute waitress. She looked at him with amused sternness. "Be good, or I'll have to punish you." At the lurch of his cock, she laughed and amended her words. "Be good, or I won't punish you." She looked him up and down. "You are a cutie pie, you know." She wrapped her long fingers around his cock and squeezed. He went weak in the knees. "I like the way you react. You know, they have big plans for you."
He gulped with fear and delight. "They can do anything... if they just take off that damned cockring!"
She laughed and released him. "Sorry, baby. No chance of that, at least for a while. Tell the truth. It's fun being so desperate, isn't it."
He sighed and trembled. "Yes, but I like to come, too!"
She laughed. "Don't worry. That will happen in the long run. I'm finishing up my time as a Tau Zeta slave, myself. You know they capture girls, too."
"No, I didn't," he said, instantly imagining the cute waitress as a sex slave, stretched out in bondage, writhing in desperate need of an orgasm. His cock twitched.
She laughed. "I can see you like that idea. Oh, yes. Actually, I did it for a scholarship. Tau Zeta got me for a semester. The first couple of weeks was the tease-and-torment route - what you're going through. Then I joined the dungeon staff. There are full-time sorority officers, regular members, who finish their initiations and get to enjoy the slaves whenever they like, and staff. We work regular shifts, take care of routine training, and help out at special events, like this. Of course, we get access to the toys, too." She grinned wickedly. "Like you. I've developed a taste for girls, too." Images filled Bobby's mind - dungeons filled with sex toys, his waitress teased to insanity, his waitress playing with girls and boys together.
"If you're part of the staff, I'll be your slave whenever you like," he said.
"Oh, yes, you will," she smirked. "I'm glad you want to, but you'd have to do it anyway."
"What's that?" Bobby suddenly asked, observing a bank of strange machines. At first glance they looked like Victorian-era pinball machines - golden cases in elaborate curves, flashing lights and colors.
"Oh, those? That's part of the game room. You've been very good. Would you like to check them out?"
He nodded, fascinated. They were pinball machines! The golden shapes were familiar - they were shaped like men and women! The female machines had spread legs; their torsos were the playing surfaces. The male machines had a jutting metal cockseat. One girl was playing a male machine. Her skirt was puddled around her ass, her legs straddled the seat, taking the metal cock up inside her. She played the flipper buttons on either side. The writhing of her hips as she played implied that the cock was moving or vibrating in her. Suddenly lights flashed and bells rang; the player threw back her head and arched her back as she went into a convulsive orgasm, then slumped over the machine.
"May I play one?" he pleaded.
"Just one," the waitress said. "Then you go to work." The machines were named: "Vampire Lady,"
"Bondage Fantasy,"
"Kiss and Tell," and "Cheerleaders." He chose the Cheerleaders machine. The waitress unhooked his wrist cuffs. Between the outstretched golden legs was a center hole - a mechanical cunt. He slid his cock inside, and instantly the legs closed around him. The machine gave a sexy female moan as his cock penetrated it. It felt warm, wet, almost human. He looked over the playing field. It was decorated with colorful art of playful, sexy, miniskirted cheerleaders, cheering, dancing, doing pyramid stunts. There was a side bonus chute labeled LOCKER ROOM. A nest of thumper bumpers at the top led to the main field after a bank of rollovers containing the letters C-H-E-E-R. Below, three targets on each side contained the letters L-E-A and D-E-R. The completed CHEERLEADER obviously activated some kind of bonus play. On the back glass was an erect cock and the words "Special When Lit," which clearly meant orgasm. There was an area labeled "Penalty Box." He wanted to stay out of that. He felt he understood the rules well enough; he was ready. He pulled back the plunger for the first ball.
The metal ball shot out of the chute and hit the upper playfield, rolling over to light the R in CHEER before falling into the nest of thumper bumpers. Bobby gasped as the mechanical cunt began to stimulate him, fucking in and out while gentle vibration drove him crazy. One of the challenges of the machine was continuing to play in spite of the distraction, because the ball shot straight down from the thumper bumper, hit the kicker barrier near the flippers and middle exit chute, ricocheted back and forth, and nearly slipped out. A quick double-flipper hit shot it back up, but it was close. The ball hit a side target, lighting D. A sexy voice cheered, "Hit 'em again, hit 'em again, harder, harder." The cock stimulation increased slightly.
The ball shot down again; he caught it on the left flipper, aimed and shot it up toward an upper flipper on the asymmetrical playing field, and slammed the ball right into LOCKER ROOM. The ball rested in a hole as the back glass turned into a hologram - it was a cheerleader dressing room with lovely half-clad nymphs getting in and out of their outfits. One of them appeared to notice him and walked boldly toward the camera. She was topless, with a pleated cheerleading skirt below. The cheerleaders chanted, "Do it to it! Do it to it!" As she approached, smiling, the display stopped. The ball shot out into the nest of thumper bumpers. He tried to catch it as it flew toward the left outlane, but the stimulation was too distracting. The ball slipped out. The stimulation stopped.
His first ball bonus was 7,000 points. This earned him thirty-five seconds of a cheerleader striptease hologram - but she didn't even get her top off.
The second bail was a dud; it ran over the R once again, fell into the thumper-bumper nest and shot in a terrible straight line right between the flippers and out. The 3,000-point bonus earned him a fifteen-second striptease.
Artful pinball English kept the third ball in the upper playfield to roll over the C, H, and one E while gaining major thumper-bumper action - his cock felt it, too - and finally a carom shot off the upper flipper finished the final E. He had lit C-H-E-E-R, and suddenly the back glass turned into a hot dance number with a squad of wriggling cheerleaders. Unfortunately, the ball continued in play; the distraction was too much, and he lost the ball on the edge of one of the flippers. The dance stopped, replaced by a cheerleader who laughed mockingly at him. He enjoyed a 10,000-point-bonus show, nearly a minute long.
Fourth ball. The play went well, gaining a few thousand points of bonus, and all but two of the letters in LEADER. A carom off the top flipper nearly sent him into the Locker Room again, but he miscalculated and the ball flew into the Penalty Box. Ominous music began to play. A cheerleader appeared on the back glass, shaking her head sternly. She was joined by others who laughed mockingly as his cock underwent its punishment.
Suddenly the warm, wet mechanical cunt produced hard bristles. Panicked, Bobby tried to pull out, but the legs held him fast. The bristles rotated around his cock in two directions, like an Indian burn - he twisted and pulled but could only endure. The Penalty Box area had three ball catchers. The bristle treatment lasted for about fifteen seconds, then the ball shot from the first into the second penalty area. An electric shock made him scream. He was scared; he couldn't get free; his cock was trapped inside the machine. Then the third penalty area: bristles and shocks together until finally the ball shot free. The penalty had been so disturbing that he lost all concentration, and the ball shot out the right lane.
The fifth and final ball sat in the plunger well for a minute while he composed himself. Finally he launched it. The fifth ball lit the 2x bonus light at the bottom of the playfield. CHEER was waiting to be lit again; only the L and second E in LEADER needed to be hit. He played cautiously this time, less concerned with super points than with avoiding the Penalty Box. He managed to earn 15,000 points, then lost the ball in a Three-Bonus-Advance lane. With the 2x, that amounted to a 36,000-point bonus, which was a complete striptease scene. It was the prettiest cheerleader, and her strip dance was athletically sexy. The machine stimulation grew. The final pouting pose would have triggered a massive orgasm if he only had the ability.
GAME OVER. The back glass match didn't click; the machine's legs parted; he was free. Trembling, he stood still as the waitress refastened him. She toyed with his cock for an excruciating moment. "Did you like it?" she teased.
"Oh, God, that was so hot - except for the Penalty Box!" he gasped. "I didn't know what it was going to do to me!"
She laughed. "Well, you're all heated up. It's time to go into your own penalty box."
The casino action was hot and loud as the partygoers played for sexual stakes. Some played against each other; boys and girls turned into slaves of their partners. Some bet their bodies to win slaves of their own for the evening; the losers joined the victims.
The Pleasure Booths were below the floor level; stairs led down to each cell. The waitress fastened Bobby to a rack in the center of a curtained room. "Ready to be the entertainment?" she teased, sucking him to near explosion.
"Please... oh, God... I can't take any more," he moaned as he twisted in helpless lust.
"Oh, you can." The waitress laughed. "I did. Now you get some public humiliation before you get to serve. Bye-bye, baby. See you on the other side!"
She pressed a button beside the door. To his shock, Bobby felt himself being pulled up. The entire rack assembly rose toward the ceiling, which opened. To his utter horror, he was naked, spread, vulnerable, exposed to the entire gaming crowd. There were several other naked, spread victims, male and female. A male won a big jackpot; lights flashed. He stood up eagerly, looked at the line of sex toys, choosing an innocent-looking redhead with skin so white that her nipples and netherlips were light pink, her pubic hair red-blonde. The mistress of ceremonies touched a button and her rack sank down into her Pleasure Booth. The man went down the steps eagerly to enjoy his prize.
Bobby's public exposure was painfully humiliating to him; it was almost a relief when he looked down to see that he had been chosen by a 1960s-era go-go dancer - Mary Quant mini, white "These Boots Are Made for Walking" vinyl boots with tassels. He felt himself sink back into his booth.
His new tormentress entered the chamber. At a push of a button, his shackles dropped off. "On the bed," she ordered. "Hands above your head, eyes closed, and smile."
He heard the click of handcuffs and opened his eyes to find the go-go dancer straddling his chest. Her skirt had ridden up almost to her ass and her muscular legs imprisoned his thighs. He could see the outline of her panties underneath. She started stroking Bobby's too-sensitive nipples, a hot line to his twitching cock, making him crazy.
"Well, baby, looks like you're really in a fix now. What do you suppose we ought to do about it?" she cooed sexily. He fought against the mercilessly firm handcuffs, dry-mouthed, scared.
"Let's see," she giggled. "How about this?" She slid down between his legs to grab his straining organ. Slowly, deliciously, she licked it, first like a lollipop until every square inch was wet with saliva and precome, then took it in her mouth and swirled her tongue around until Bobby was gasping with pleasure. He was nearly ready for another of his near-explosions - at this level of frustration, even the convulsions of a strangled orgasm were better than nothing. But she wouldn't allow it. "Cool down," she ordered as he began to pulse. "Don't you dare come until I say so."
She got him close and then backed away, again and again until he was swimming in a sea of desperation. "Oh, God, please make me come!" he begged.
Driving him crazy was, it seemed, all she had in mind. She slipped one hand between her legs and played with herself while sucking him; when she came, she stopped, got up and walked out of the room, closing the door behind her.
"Wait..." he moaned. He expected to be hoisted back to public view, but there had been a sequence of winners.
The door opened again, and the girl who stood in the door had jet-black hair, a black vinyl snap-crotch corset and long, evil-looking leather boots with pointed toes and narrow heels that rose to midcalf. Fishnet stockings completed the bizarre outfit. "I'm Cassandra," she announced. She strode firmly to the bed where Bobby lay chained. She carried a black leather riding crop and smacked it into her palm. "Turn over!" she ordered. He obeyed quickly, twisting his hands together in the cuffs. She forced him to kneel, his ass sticking up in the air, and then began to whip him with the riding crop.
Whack! Whack! "Ahhhhh!" Whack! With her other hand, she reached between his legs and began milking his hard-on, combining pleasure and pain until he thought he'd go crazy. The hot drops of precome flowed from his shaft; his ass was striped with red where the crop had struck.
Whipping him turned her on; finally she had enough and pushed him roughly down on the bed. She unsnapped the bottom of her corset and straddled his face, leaning forward so that she could play with the rest of his body at whim. Lightly, then harder, she whipped his cock from side to side with her riding crop as Bobby's straining tongue probed her nether depths. "Ahhh, that's right, do it. Lick me. Yesss." She rode his tongue to a deep orgasm, while continuing to whip his cock and his thighs. He was a mass of blazing striped pain when she finished.
This time she fastened him back to the rack and for five minutes slashed his body until he was striped red all over. Then she elevated him back above the crowd. His humiliation was renewed by the crowd's catcalls and cheers.
His mind was threatening to leave its moorings completely. He just couldn't stand it anymore. He hung above the crowd for a while; his cock throbbed and leaked impotently. Finally, after an eternity of waiting, he was chosen again and the rack sank back into the room.
The new coed teaser was dressed as a schoolmistress. She had her hair tied up in a bun; she wore glasses and had on a very conservative blouse and plaid skirt. She stripped silently, undoing her hair and shaking it loose, taking off her glasses to reveal sensuous eyes, and removing her outer garments to reveal scandalously sexy lingerie underneath. She circled the rack, inspecting him like a side of beef, then finally unfastened him. "Kneel!" she ordered. He obeyed. She sat on the edge of the bed and spread her legs wide. She wanted his mouth on her pussy, his cuffed hands playing with her breasts. Her thighs imprisoned his head as she gasped her way to a powerful orgasm.
After a brief elevation, he was forced to serve again, this time a punk rocker in ripped fishnets and black lacy bra as outerwear who toyed with him roughly, grabbing his cock and twisting it, kneeling above his prone body and rubbing the head of his cock against her clit for stimulation until she came. She rode him to another orgasm while pinching his nipples and chest, hard and painfully, then left.
Two girls entered the pleasure chamber together. They were both cat-girls - one was the girl he'd met earlier. "Hi, baby," she said. "Ready to be eaten?" He moaned in delight, but they were in a mood for sensual tease. They mocked his desperate condition. "Tell us how much you want it," one laughed.
He moaned and pleaded, begged with all his might. They only laughed and giggled. The first cat-girl teased him, batting innocent eyes at him. "How terrible! Are you asking me to play with your cock? Maybe suck it or fuck it? Is that a nice thing to ask a pussycat to do? I don't think so. We're not nasty cats. Do you think we're nasty pussies?" She wriggled sexily and pressed her body against his, the rough fabric of her skirt stimulating his cock beyond all endurance.
He could only beg in the face of their merciless teasing. "OK," the second girl said. "We'll take pity on you." Their giggling belied their words. They had him lie down between them, the heat of their bodies inflaming him beyond all need. They toyed with his rock-hard nipples, making him hold onto the brass bed rails. "If you let go, we'll stop," one giggled.
This was a cruel tease - for once, he would have welcomed the bondage. The nipple torment turned into tickling. He squirmed helplessly, finally releasing the bars to resist the tormenting fingers.
"Bad boy!" one girl laughed. "We were going to be so nice to you. But now you have to be punished, don't you?"
Even without the aid of bondage, he was no match for the two girls. Soon one sat on his hands and the other his legs, imprisoning him as their hands went to work.
At first their fingers dug into his sides, tickling hard, making him shriek hysterically. They were everywhere at once: ribs, underarms, belly, thighs, feet. The young sadists played spider's-legs over his helpless body, convulsing him with helpless, humiliating laughter. He begged desperately, but his pleas were choked off by bursts of helpless laughter. "No - ha-ha - please - nooo! - ha-ha-hah!" he cried.
The young cat-girls laughed with delight at his suffering plight, utterly in control and obviously enjoying themselves in his eternal agony. Merciless fingers continued to tickle his underarms, his stomach, and nipples. He writhed in helpless, uncontrollable laughter, squirming futilely to escape. He begged helplessly, but the torturing tickling continued.
He giggled and sputtered and pleaded with them to stop wiggling their fingers in his armpits, tracing cat claws up and down his arms and chest, and making slow, tormenting circles around his rock-hard nipples. They tickled his ribs and tormented the agonizingly sensitive ridge of his hip with sharp fingernails.
They were in no hurry to quit. His salvation came only when the door opened. "Time's up," the assistant announced. "Save some for the rest of the girls."
The devilish cat-girls finally released him, refastening him to the rack with teasing and tickling. The public humiliation was nearly a relief; it took him some time to get his sanity back together.
He saw his next mistress before the rack returned to the room. His heart pounded loudly in his chest. It was a vampire. She looked hungrily at him.
She entered the room silently and looked at him for a long moment. He could feel the fear and lust building in him. "I am a true vampire. When I first drink of your blood, you shall be under my spell; when I drink of it three times, you also become a vampire." He stood frozen on the rack as her soft, small hands stroked his flesh. Her mouth trailed down his bare chest, nipping and biting, leaving a wet trail of pleasurable pain. She took his cock in her long red fingernails, digging them in until he moaned.
Her gaze traveled down his helpless body and she ran one sharp fingernail from his neck down to the inside of his thigh, including the length of his straining cock. Then she took his cock in her hand and gave it a few slow, tantalizing strokes until the first bead of precome oozed from the tip. She dipped her finger in it and touched it to her tongue. "Tastes good," she smiled, "but that's not what vampires want."
She toyed with his body, teasing it with long, rubbing strokes, driving him mad with desire. He started to plead for her to touch his cock, but she silenced him with a finger on his lips. "Be patient, my victim," she cooed. "I haven't taken my pleasures yet."
There was nothing he could do. He dropped his head back and surrendered to whatever games she wanted to play. She was determined to play out her vampire fantasy exactly the way she wanted.
"You must be prepared for your initiation." She smiled. Her eyes were bright, and he could see her nipples were stiff under the black satin bodysuit. Clearly she was getting her own powerful stimulation from the fantasy she'd created. She lit a candle and turned off the room lights, then tipped the burning candle. A drop of hot wax fell against Bobby's bare chest. He moaned with pain, but it wasn't very much - just a flash of heat and an odd feeling as the wax congealed. She moved the dripping candle down his body slowly, the droplets of hot wax forming a red line from just between his nipples down to his rigid, tormented cock. And then down his cock, the molten wax stimulating him in a combination of pleasure and pain until he was writhing in sensory overload. Her eyes were intent on him; she was devouring the pleasurable agony she was causing.
Finally she put the candle aside and stood up. Her eyes were bright. She grabbed his cock tightly; it was wet and glistening with ropy strands of his male fluid. Her hot tongue licked it off. He moaned. "Y-yes. I need it."
"So do I," she said. "But not this." She touched the leaking come once again. Then she looked up and smiled. Her fangs were real. "I need blood."
His eyes bugged out and he started thrashing in his bonds. "No!" he yelled. "Help!" His heart pounded in terror. She took the length of his cock deep into her mouth and he felt her teeth bite down, puncturing his shaft. Her carnivorous mouth sucked his blood. The blood flowing out felt like the long-delayed orgasm - it was painful but also impossibly erotic. "God... God... God..." he moaned as he thrashed in his bonds, his body convulsing with passion.
Her own orgasm hit as she sucked; they came together, vampire and victim; she released him only after her own convulsions stopped. He looked down fearfully, but his cock was still there. Two small puncture wounds adorned the shaft.
Gasping, weak, drained, his body could hardly move as the inexorable rack hoisted him back into public view.
CHAPTER FIVE
"This looks like a good spot!" Brandi giggled, grabbing David's arm and pulling him through a heavy black velvet curtain into a quiet alcove. The party arena, flashing lights, loud music, and constant crowd noise, was suddenly cut off. They were alone.
Brandi kissed him, hard and passionately, pressing her lithe body tightly against him. She was so excited that she couldn't think straight anymore. Ever since she watched the pirate rape his captive maiden, all she could think about was having David do the same thing to her. That she was also under the influence of the strange-tasting drink given her by Monica, David's stepsister, didn't occur to her at all.
David was similarly swept up in passion, but tinged with nervousness. He knew, unlike Brandi, what might befall them in the strange, dark corners of the Tau Zeta Rho house. But his cock had been hard all day, from their prolonged petting session on the blanket to the jolt of erotic fear produced by Monica's untimely appearance. Whatever his stepsister had planned for him was going to happen no matter what, and David resolved that at least he'd take his pleasure where he could.
"I want you so badly," he murmured between passionate kisses. "I love you."
Brandi looked at him, her eyes bright. She smiled. "I love you, too. I want you inside me, taking me. Look - there's a couch. Looks comfortable, too." She slipped out of his embrace. "Sit down and watch," she whispered.
She reached up and pulled the scrunchie off her ponytail and shook her dark blonde hair so it spilled across her face. Fastening her eyes on his and smiling sexily, she began to unbutton her white blouse, revealing a lacy bra underneath. She pulled the blouse from her skirt and slipped it off. She pulled down the zipper of her pleated skirt slowly, the rasping metal sound sending a quiver through David's cock. When she unfastened the single button, the skirt dropped to the floor. She wore only white cotton panties, knee-high socks, and black patent-leather shoes.
David couldn't take his eyes off her. Such innocent sexuality drove him mad with desire. He wanted to take her right then, push her to the floor and force his cock deep into her tight pussy. He controlled himself with difficulty, waiting for her next move.
Brandi felt wickedly slutty, like a striptease artist. As a young girl, she had fantasized about being Natalie Wood in Gypsy; now she was. Her eyes focused on the growing bulge in David's shorts. Her body was turning him on. She reached up to open the front clasp of her bra and teased him by holding her hands over her breasts as she shook the bra loose. She smiled, turned away from him, looking back over her shoulder as she slipped her fingers into the waistband of her cotton panties and worked them over her pert ass and down her silky legs inch by inch, finally pushing them off over her socks and shoes. Then she turned back, still playing the stripteaser, covering her breasts with one arm and cupping a hand over her nether regions. "Like what you she?" she teased.
"Yes," he breathed. "Yes. Come here."
"Not yet," Brandi laughed tauntingly. "Now you."
David was slightly unsteady on his feet, the effects of prolonged arousal. He threw away his ribboned boater and began unbuttoning his shirt.
"Slower," Brandi ordered. "I like it."
He complied, button by button, slipping the shirt off his masculine chest.
"Mmm," Brandi observed. "You work out, don't you?"
David nodded. His chest was good, and so were his legs. He took off his shoes and socks, then stood tall, unbuttoning the top button of his Bermuda shorts and pulling down the zipper. The shorts dropped to the floor. His white briefs bulged under the pressure of his erection. He decided to tease her in return, and began to rub his hand over his cock, squeezing it, sliding the shaft upward so the red tip began to peek out of the top of the elastic band. He slid the briefs slowly down the length of his cock, finally imprisoning the elastic band underneath his balls. He smiled at her. "You do the rest," he ordered.
In an erotic trance, Brandi moved toward her soon-to-be lover, her hands falling away to reveal her naked form. She pressed her body against his, the fullness of her breasts rubbing against the prickly hairs of his chest. She took his cock in both hands, one wrapped around the length of his shaft, the other cupping his balls. She masturbated his length gently as she leaned into a deep kiss. His hands slid down over her ass as the couple slid slowly onto the luxurious couch.
"Well, what have we here?" Monica's loud voice shattered the atmosphere of the quiet room as the black velvet drape was pulled back. "Naked schoolboys and schoolgirls - tsk, tsk."
The sudden noise and shaft of light shocked the two lovers; they sprang apart. Both clutched their modesty. Monica, tall and gorgeous in her stern schoolmistress garb was accompanied by her two friends, Jill, a sultry auburn-haired wench with pouty lips, and Lori, raven tresses and a ripe figure. Jill was dressed as a 1960s go-go dancer in fringed miniskirt and white boots; Lori was a high-stepping chorus girl.
Next to them was Kelly, wearing her police garb: starched blue uniform shirt tied off at the midriff, hot pants with blue and white striped hose, and high-heeled leather boots; and Sharon, still in her witchy mini with black fishnet stockings, pointed hat, and magic wand.
David and Brandi felt completely overwhelmed and helpless at the invasion. Outnumbered better than two to one, not to count the various costumed partygoers who peeked in to watch the show, the would-be lovers were helpless.
Looking sternly at the naked couple, Kelly announced, "You're under arrest for violation of Rule Sixty-nine - being caught naked. Of course, it's not the naked part that's the crime, it's the being caught part. On your feet; put your hands behind your back" Humiliated and scared, David felt his first impulse to resist flow out of his body. He knew what was likely to happen to them both. Brandi looked over at him. She wished she could let him know that his concern wasn't really necessary - secretly, she hoped something like this would happen. She scrambled to her feet and put her hands behind her back, making her chest thrust forward. "I surrender, Officer," she said.
The naked lovers were handcuffed quickly and inarched back onto the party floor, to the accompaniment of catcalls and caresses from passersby. David's rigid cock, still cupped by the elastic of the white briefs below his testicles, was the subject of several squeezes. Brandi, wearing only white knee socks and black patent-leather shoes, the picture of young innocence, felt hands crawling over her naked flesh. It was ticklish, delightful, sinful, erotic. She loved it!
Tabitha's throne was on the dais in the center of the room. Brandi was amazed at the sight of the gorgeous coed in her exotic red leather harness looking so utterly dominant and in control. Brandi's fantasies had included being dominated by a beautiful woman; Tabitha inflamed her. The two shackled male slaves lashed to the pillars on either side amazed her - the dignified older man and the young man, about her own age, both with painfully rigid erections restrained in their constricting leather tubes. As the couple was forced to kneel, Brandi found herself next to the young student, his cock at the level of her face. She couldn't keep her eyes off it, or off David's cock. Her pussy was wet and open; she had never been so aroused.
Tabitha smiled at her latest victims. Kelly told the story of their capture; Tabitha laughed. "Poor babies. David, I would have thought you knew better."
Brandi looked at her companion with surprise. Did David know this beautiful creature? A pang of jealousy swept through her. The quizzical look on her face prompted Tabitha to ask, "Didn't you know that David had been one of our toys for a while?"
"Toys?" Brandi asked, blushing deeply as she realized how eager she sounded.
"Toys. Like poor Robin here." Tabitha reached out to squeeze the leather-clad penis. Robin moaned desperately; the sight of a young girl falling into Tabitha's torments was always particularly arousing for him. "We keep toys - boy-toys - for our pleasure, you know. David had been Monica's toy, and she loaned him to us during her initiation."
Brandi looked over her shoulder at Monica, who smirked knowingly. "That's right, sweetie," she drawled. "David's a boy-toy pretending to be a lover. He really just wants to be teased and tormented - don't you, David?" Monica nudged the tip of David's cock with the pointed toe of her black pump.
David's face was stricken with utter humiliation and embarrassment. He could barely look at Brandi. He could feel her contempt for him growing as he slipped back under the spell of the girls of Valentine. His traitor cock remained hard.
Tabitha looked down with amused pity. "For the crime of private nakedness, I sentence you each to thirty minutes of torture. Take them away!"
Kelly pulled the two victims to their feet and marched them off to their fate.
Sharon felt the dynamics of the situation between David, Brandi, and Monica. Kelly had whispered a few of the details in her ear as she marched her prisoners to Tabitha. Although the situation was different, she was reminded of her confusion about Tom and Bobby. She wanted to be a creature of pure sex, but emotions and relationships kept creeping into it. She felt sorry for David, but not for Brandi. In a way, Brandi seemed eager, much like Sharon herself. A new wave of erotic cruelty swept over Sharon. She wanted to be one of Brandi's tormentors.
The torture chamber was a glass booth in one corner of the party; it contained two metal frames for victims and a cabinet filled with toys of punishment and pleasure. While Kelly, assisted by Monica and Lori, shackled David to his frame, Sharon, along with Jill, took care of Brandi.
Brandi's libido was afire. Every molecule of her body tingled in erotic fever as the hands of the young witchy blonde fastened her wrists and ankles into the cold metal cuffs. This was too sexy. David's muscular form spread-eagled on the other frame excited her as well; the hangdog expression on his face filled her with a mix of empathy and desire. His cock, purple and thrusting, jutted in her direction; she wanted it. Maybe that would be her punishment - to feel that cock inside her.
But no. Kelly produced two cat-o'-nine-tail whips, long leather straps tied to a handle. Sharon took one and stood behind Brandi; Kelly took the other over to David. Thwack! Thwack! Brandi screamed, more in shock than pain - it stung, but no more than that. David screamed, "No! Don't!" and tore at his shackles, trying to get free to save his girlfriend, but to no avail. Then his own blows began to land, forcing a gasp and then a cry from him.
An audience gathered around the glass torture chamber to watch the humiliating torture of the two young lovers. They laughed and chanted the count of each blow.
Both their asses were red and striped when the whipping finished. The crowd shouted suggestions for the next round of torment. "Tickle-time! Tickle-time!"
Brandi's eyes widened and she screamed again, "Please don't tickle meeee!" Then her body suddenly convulsed with shock as the first attack of tickling fingers grabbed her rib cage. "Oh, God, oh, God, Ha-ab-ha!" she screamed as fear and laughter took control of her body. She thrashed helplessly in her bonds.
Sharon found herself overcome once again with sadistic delight. She dove into the helpless exposed sides of her innocent girl victim with a sense of evil delight. Each scream and wiggle she produced - and she produced many - had its counterpart in the tingling of her cunt. More restrained in her approach, Jill began toying with Brandi's exposed nipples, combining the terrible tickling with a charge of erotic pleasure. Brandi wriggled and squirmed to escape the overpowering stimulation.
Meanwhile, Monica, Kelly, and Lori were torturing David the same way - a three-way tickle orgy with an erect male victim at the center. He screamed and writhed, gasping and choking with laughter; his cock remained rigid throughout.
The crowd continued to hoot and call out new torment ideas. Lost in gales of laughter and the overwhelming and mind-blowing sensations of the long tickle-torture, David and Brandi were oblivious to the suggestions.
Sharon felt herself once again confused about her role. On the one hand, being the evil torturess was wildly exciting; on the other, she could identify strongly with Brandi and imagined herself, naked, helpless, spread-eagled, tickled for the amusement of an audience. She looked at Jill, still carefully teasing Brandi's nipples. Arousal took over from the desire to torture, and Sharon began to kiss Brandi's exposed neck, slipping her hands to toy between her legs. Brandi was wet, open; her eyes closed, her head dropped back; she moaned with pleasure.
Monica was thoroughly enjoying tormenting her stepbrother in front of his new girlfriend. Let's make sure we know who's boss, she thought. David's stiffie made an amusing playtoy, and his body squirmed so well. She grabbed it, letting her fingernails sink into the reddened shaft. "Want to stick it into something nice and wet? Like your little girlfriend? Enjoy watching her get it at the same time you do? Ooh, look. She's getting played with very nicely. Girl-girl sex seems to turn her on, doesn't it. And here you are, all swollen with nowhere to go." She laughed.
As Monica teased, Kelly and Lori continued to tickle. Ass, inner thighs, underarms, ribs, neck - nothing escaped their calculating torment. David had screamed with hysterical laughter so long he was getting hoarse. Finally, Kelly and Lori switched to teasing, Lori stroking his shaft in a cruelly slow and sensual masturbation while Kelly played with his nipples, hard and white as stones.
Monica went over to Brandi, squirming with delight as Sharon and Jill continued to arouse her young, innocent body. Monica stroked Brandi's cheek softly. "Look at your boyfriend, all helpless. He likes what the girls are doing to him, doesn't he."
Brandi could only look, transfixed with jealousy and lust as she watched David's cock toyed with by the two coed vixens who dominated him so completely. "Boys are like that, you know," Monica observed, stroking one of Brandi's nipples casually. "All they want is someone to play with their cocks. That's how I got David in the first place - I caught him jerking off into my panties; can you believe it? What a dirty boy. So I punished him, and you know, he liked it. He liked it so much he became my little sex-pet. I played with his cock all the time, and he couldn't get enough. So finally I had to give him to the girls of Tau Zeta sorority. They keep male sex toys."
Brandi's mind kept flashing on images of David in various bondage positions, teased, tortured, whipped, spanked. She saw the come forced from him in one position after another, long, ropy streams of white spurting come. Her tongue dipped out over her cute pouting lips. "Y-yes, I see..." she gasped, the pleasure about to completely unhinge her mind.
"You can have him; I'm through with him. But you need to know about the special care he needs. He needs to be used, just like this. Make sure not to let him come more often than once a month; it just spoils a man, you know."
David squirmed in sexual agony as the two teases who worked him over brought him close to the edge of orgasm, only to keep him there in continued straining desperation. He saw Monica talking to Brandi and imagined the conversation. He thought of Brandi as his newest tormentress; the girl he'd fallen in love with becoming just another cruel tease. It was sexy, deliciously sexy, but disappointing at the same time. He flashed back on the pirate and his captive princess. He imagined himself in that role. His cock pulsed with renewed need.
Gasping with desire, the two lovers got a brief minute to recover. Then Kelly decided to let the crowd in. "OK! Everybody who wants to can have a minute with the prisoners. Get in line, either for the boy or the girl. Take any item from the rack and enjoy yourself!"
Most of the men and several of the women lined up for Brandi; most of the women and a few men lined up for David.
Brandi looked at the line of people ready to abuse her. The combination of tease and desire was too much. "Oh! Oh! Oooh! Oh, God!" Without direct stimulation, she began to convulse in the throes of orgasm. "Hot stuff," Kelly observed. Then the torment began anew. The first in line, a girl, chose a sorority paddle. Whack! Whack! came the blows on Brandi's already-reddened ass. Then a couple, boy and girl, decided to repeat the tickle-torment. A cruel blonde in a miniskirted nurse's uniform, starched white cap, and white shoes, took an ice cube. "No!" screamed Brandi, her eyes wide, as the cold ice pressed against her neck, traveling slowly down her body, drawing screams of shivery agony all the way down her sides. It was even worse than the tickling.
David's tormentors followed their own pattern. A girl dressed all in leather took a penis whip to his erection, slashing down hard enough to leave stripes. Then there was a man dressed in a leather harness, his own cock hard, who looked at him with dominant delight, running his hand over David's nipple and grabbing his cock. David blushed beet-red in utter humiliation; he wanted desperately to control his arousal, but couldn't. Brandi, noticing David being dominated by a man, found the sight of the two cocks together enough to drive her to the edge of another spontaneous orgasm. After the man, two girls team-tickled him again, then a paddle session, then another tickle.
The two victims were sagging in their bonds, blown away by the constant torment, when finally their thirty minutes of slavery ended. Kelly unfastened them from their shackles; they needed assistance to sit down. Monica and her cronies laughed and laughed with delight at the sight of their shattered victims. "See you later, cutie," she said sarcastically, patting David's cheek. They left.
Once seated, Sharon brought them each a drink; they were laced again with the aphrodisiac - based on one last suggestion from Monica.
"Your time is up, but be careful that you don't get caught again. Next time, we'll really put you through the wringer," Kelly counseled.
"C-can we have our clothes back?" David asked.
"Nope. Naked for the rest of the evening, that's the rest of your punishment. Remember, we can arrest you for being naked." Kelly laughed.
"What should we do?" Brandi asked.
Kelly looked at David. "The dungeons are empty tonight. That's about the only safe place to stay out of sight."
The dungeons? The thought caused Brandi to tingle with arousal yet again. "Yes, David. Let's go to the dungeons."
"You don't know what they are," David said. "I'm not so sure I want to go there."
Kelly smiled. "Tonight you get a free pass. Promise. Of course, if you're caught there after dawn, it's a different story. Besides, I think Brandi ought to see them, don't you?"
David looked at his girlfriend and sighed. "Yes, I suppose so. It wouldn't be fair for her not to know the whole story." He squared his shoulders. "Come with me."
Brandi stopped him and took his face in her hands. "David, I know you have some big dark secret, and I think I know what it is. Don't worry. I love you, and I have a few secrets to share with you, too. OK?" She gazed into his eyes and tried to transmit sincerity with them.
David looked back into her eyes. "OK. I love you, too." He took her hand.
Kelly said, "Let me lead you down there. Sharon, I'll see you later. Maybe you should try to find Tom."
"Mmm, sounds like a good idea," Sharon said, smiling.
Kelly led her charges through a set of wooden double doors into a darkened chamber. "Bye-bye!" she said, pulling a lever that caused the floor to fall away. Brandi screamed as the naked lovers slid into the darkness below.
CHAPTER SIX
Sharon wandered into the formal gardens that surrounded the Tau Zeta mansion, relieved to get a few minutes of privacy to think about the strange experiences of the day. Right now, she didn't quite feel like herself. Who was she? Dominant vixen or innocent cheerleader? Fucker or fuckee? All she was certain of was that she would never be the same person again. Tau Zeta, in a few brief hours, had changed her forever.
She followed a stone pathway at random, which led her around a carved hedge to a wooden bridge arching over an artificial pond. Lights under the water created an eerie fantasy world, occupied by satyrs and nymphs partaking of exotic delights. Two naked coeds made love to a young man who was lost in transports of delight; they kissed and suckled his nude body and played slowly with his towering shaft. Beside the pool, another girl was riding her lover, taking his cock deep inside while sitting upright on his body. His hands reached up to caress her breasts. As she noticed Sharon's gaze, the girl blew her a kiss.
Across the bridge, the pathway led to a small gazebo. Hanging from a hook in the ceiling was a naked boy being attended to by two sexy girls wearing togas made from bedsheets. One girl was armed with a whip and lashed her helpless captive while the other knelt in front of him, sucking his cock with delicious passion. He moaned and twisted under the stimulation. After a while, the girls switched places as Sharon continued to watch. The whipping and sucking went on for a long time. Finally, they released their prisoner and forced him on his knees. One girl wriggled her toga up over her hips and the boy began to worship at her sex as the other picked up the whip again.
In an overload of desire, Sharon found each vision a new stimulation, but somehow all the strange sexuality seemed normal to her. She walked on. The path led into a copse of trees. The remaining sounds of the party, which had formed a backdrop to her wandering, were completely screened out, replaced by the sounds of nature: crickets, birds, a gust of wind. Most of the grounds were lit with elegantly placed artificial light; here she experienced natural darkness, the swollen white light of the full moon casting a gentle glow over the surroundings.
Then she heard the beat of a tom-tom and saw a flickering glow of firelight ahead through the trees. She approached quietly. The pathway ended suddenly in a wall of trees. Carefully, she pulled several branches aside.
At the center of the copse was a fairy circle - a clear expanse of green marked with a circle of stones. In the center was a bonfire, around which were wild women from some exotic primitive fantasy, shredded clothes and streaks of tribal war paint, looking like jungle cats in the flickering firelight. There was a tall wooden pole next to the bonfire, and to the pole was lashed a handsome, well-muscled man. His hands were tied above his head and long cords wrapped around his body, holding it tight. He was naked. His cock was swollen and red. It was Tom.
The wild women had evidently been abusing Tom for a long time. His body was covered from chest to shin in red stripes and welts from the long whips each of the wild women carried. They were dancing in wild Dionysian abandon around the campfire, lashing their male victim in rhythm to the primitive beat. One wild woman, hair forming a golden frizzy halo, raked his chest with her long fingernails, drawing welts of blood all the way down his torso to the base of his cock.
Tom struggled and twisted in the tight bonds; not so much to escape them, but to let his own sensations sweep over him. His eyes were glazed; his mouth gaped open. The woman who had clawed his chest took her whip and lashed his chest. He moaned deeply, consumed by the sensation. The wild women continued their demonic dance of delight.
Sharon's first impulse was to save Tom from this awful torture, but her second impulse was another rush of evil erotic sensation. She wanted to watch the abuse and then to join in, to whip and defile him, to draw screams of subjection from his naked body, to feel his sexual agony and make it her own. One hand slid up to caress her right nipple; the other slid between her legs and into her panties to rub her wet clit. She was once again at the edge of orgasm.
The beat of the tom-tom grew faster and faster and louder and louder, and the dance of the wild women turned into a whirl of light and movement and sound and the bonfire raged and the crack of the whips and torment grew and grew and -
Suddenly the tom-tom stopped. The wild women flung themselves panting and gasping onto the greensward. The dance had ended, at least for now.
The wild women passed around a wineskin, shooting long streams of golden liquid into each others' mouths, some falling onto their skin. One stood up to pour liquid into Tom's mouth, then squirted more into the welts that covered his body; he tensed in the burning agony of sensation. The Tau Zeta aphrodisiac or something similar made the touch of liquid against skin also a carrier of the erotic sensation, for soon the panting and gasping of exhaustion turned into the moans and gasps of pleasure as the wild women stripped off their few remaining clothes to slither slowly into a huge orgy.
One wild woman poured liquid from the wineskin onto the growing writhing mass. Mouths and cunts and breasts and wet naked skin flowed together in a sight of unbelievable erotic power, the lights and shadows of the bonfire and its crackling sound mixing in with moans of pleasure and delight and the noises of the night. Above the orgy, lashed and engorged, Tom entered a new phase of erotic agony as his cock strained for pleasure denied.
Sharon couldn't resist. She stripped off her witch's costume and walked boldly naked into the circle. She picked up the wineskin where the wild women had dropped it and poured a generous stream into her own mouth. It tasted like liquid fire. She squirted some over her chest and rubbed it in. Each nerve tingled with special pleasure and deep erotic charge. She walked over to Tom, whose eyes were unfocused in his trance of delightful agony, and slapped him. His eyes widened and then focused on her. "Sharon!" he gasped. "Oh, my God!" With satisfaction, she noticed his cock lurch with pleasure.
She smiled. Staring boldly and wickedly into his eyes, she picked up a thin strip of tom cloth and tied it around the shaft of his cock. She tugged at it experimentally, making his foreskin slip up over his cockhead, then back again when she released it. He groaned at the teasingly slow masturbatory sensation. She pulled the cloth a few more times, grinning at the effect she was having. Then she tied her end of the cloth around her wrist and slid down into the writhing mass of wild women.
Sharon was buried in a mass of sensation as the naked wild women caressed and licked her from head to toe. She was part of the orgy. A naked breast shoved itself into her mouth; her hands and fingers found nipples and clitorises and acres of sensual skin. As the hand with the cloth strip tied to it moved, she glanced up; she was teasing Tom with cruelly slow masturbation with each movement. The occasional fast jerks of her hand caused him pleasurable pain.
A tongue busied itself between her legs; her breasts were suckled and her skin caressed and kissed - she floated in a warm, wet sea of women. Her body clenched and convulsed in sudden delight, but unlike normal orgasm didn't stop. It was an ocean of orgasmic nonstop delight for her.
Suddenly she felt warm drops from above and looked up - she had masturbated Tom to an orgasm. She opened her eyes just in time to see the warm drops of drizzling precome turn into the first jet of thick, ropy come, then another and another. A guttural groan tore from Tom's throat as he came in the throes of primal passion.
The band of cloth continued to pull; Tom continued to shoot his pent-up seed spraying over the naked wild women, who writhed even more passionately under the spell of his orgasm.
The orgy subsided after an endless period of sensual delight, the women sprawled on the grass, falling into blissful sleep. Sharon stood on shaky legs in front of Tom. She untied the cloth strip from his penis and fondled the shaft. Tom gasped with pleasure as it quickly firmed to hardness once again.
"I would have thought you'd had enough," said Sharon, gloriously naked, her skin glistening in the firelight.
Tom shook his head. "Never. Not here. They make me wait so long until all I can do is dream about it, then when I do come it's not enough to make up for all the teasing. Besides, when your fantasies come true, you can't get enough."
"I guess that's true." Sharon continued to fondle his erection as they talked. "I've lost track of how many times I've come today, and each one is as powerful as the first. But I thought it was different for boys. You run out of juice."
Tom smiled ruefully. "That's magic for you," he said. "You saw them whip me. Now look."
Indeed, the whip marks were already fading from his body, the bloody welts turning into thin red lines and then fading completely.
"Wow!" Sharon exclaimed. "So no matter what I do, you're still ready for more."
Tom nodded. "Oh, yes. Just speed up your hand a little bit, and you'll see."
She giggled and released him, producing another moan. "Oh, no you don't. Not now, anyway. Maybe later." She could see his hips pull against the tight bonds. She loved the feeling of arousing him when there was nothing he could do about it.
"Tom, you've been here longer than me... How long have you been here?"
"Nearly a month, I guess. It's hard to keep track of time. It seems like forever."
"Wow. And it's all been like this?"
"No. At first it was just tease and tickle, plus some mind games. Each time I got used to it, they would escalate. That, plus the lack of orgasms, keeps it all hot. Tonight, well, this is the first time I've experienced anything like this. The maenads, you know."
Sharon didn't know about the wild women of Dionysus, but didn't want to be distracted with a mythology lesson. "Are you still scared?"
"All the time," Tom replied. "I've had these fantasies for so long, and the reality is sometimes just too much to bear. Besides, I feel funny giving myself up like this. The Tau Zeta sisters have put me through things I never imagined before. Some of it's quite disturbing."
Sharon nodded. "I wanted to hear you say that, because I'm feeling the same way. I kind of knew that something was going to happen in the way of an initiation when I came to Valentine, especially when they asked me to lend them my boyfriend."
"Your boyfriend?" Tom asked with anxious interest.
Sharon nodded. "Bobby. They've got him now, and I guess they're working him over, but he's not like you - I mean, I don't think he's into the same things. But you know, what's bothering me is my feelings. I mean, I really like this - I mean, I really like this, you know? I'm having fantasies and feelings I never knew I had, and I'm doing things I would never have thought of. I'm turning into a sick little puppy, you know?"
"Don't think like that," Tom said. "I mean, I understand how you can, because sometimes I think that about myself - but I've always been a sick little puppy that way. But Valentine is a really sexy place, and it's natural to be turned on, and it's natural to have feelings that you might not have otherwise. I mean, you and your boyfriend can enjoy this and then go back to your regular lives afterward."
"But I don't want to go back to my regular life," Sharon complained. "And I don't want to go back to Bobby, either."
Tom brightened with hope. "Why not?" he asked.
"Well, Bobby's cute and sexy and all, but I've changed since I've been here and I think it's a real change. I want this lifestyle. I want to be a prickteaser and a dominatrix, and sometimes I want to get spanked and played with; but mostly I want to be one of the sisters and have my own personal slave and use him any way I like whenever I like." She ran her fingers down Tom's muscular chest and looked into his eyes. "Any way I like and whenever I like."
His cock pulsed. "What about Bobby?" He didn't want to ask. He didn't want the answer he feared, but he had to get it out of the way.
"It's not about Bobby. Bobby's just got a cheerleader hard-on. It's about you, OK?"
"Thank God!" Tom breathed. "Because I need you desperately."
Sharon looked at him, eyes bright. "Really?"
"Really. Even though other girls have done things to me, the most incredible moments I've had have been today. Here. Now. With you."
"Oh, God!" Sharon cried. "I think I love you."
"I love you, too," Tom replied.
"But I want to do awful things to your body."
"I want you to do awful things to my body," he replied.
"Really?"
"Really. I want to be your slave."
Sharon paused. "My slave?" she asked.
Suddenly Tom was afraid he'd gone too far, but there was no stopping now. "Yes. Your slave. Mistress Sharon, may I be your slave? To serve you and give you pleasure, and be used by you in whatever way you desire?"
Sharon looked at him. "Do you really mean it? You see how mean and nasty and evil I've become in just one day. And I know I haven't finished changing yet. You may really be getting yourself into deep trouble."
"I hope so," Tom replied. "In fact, if you don't get mean and nasty and evil enough, I'll help you."
She laughed. It was a good feeling. "All right, Tom. You can be my slave. But you'd better know I'm serious."
"I certainly hope so," he said. "There is a catch, though."
"What's that?"
"I'm already a slave. A slave of Tau Zeta Rho. You're just a pledge, not even a full sorority sister. I want to be your slave, completely and absolutely, but remember - they own me right now."
Sharon paused. "I didn't think of that. But it's OK. I'll talk to Tabitha. I'm sure I can convince her. Or maybe I can buy you."
"Buy me?"
"Yeah. Give them my nubile young body for a week or two. They'd probably go for that."
He looked at her glorious naked form. "I sure would."
She giggled and simpered. "Thanks. Or, I could give them Bobby permanently. Oh, God - I'm so wicked! I can't believe I said that!" She laughed. "But I am that wicked. I really would give them Bobby. Poor baby. I'll bet he's had his mind totally blown. I hope he's enjoying it."
"I'm sure he is," Tom said. "They know how to make sure of it. Not all the slaves are basically submissive, like me.
"Well," Sharon said resolutely, "the first thing we have to do is talk to Tabitha. Here, let me untie you. We'd better be quiet, in case the wild women wake up."
"I think they're out for a long time, but you're right."
As Sharon worked at the knots, her naked form brushed up against Tam. The press of flesh against flesh inflamed both their young bodies. As soon as he was partly untied, Tom bent his face toward hers and kissed her. Their tongues swirled together; his cock slithered wetly against her belly, lubricated by his drizzling fluid. She slid her hands up to toy deliciously with his nipples. "Oh, God!" he moaned into her mouth.
She broke the kiss. "Later. Besides, I call the shots, remember?" She squeezed his erection, then led him away, ropes trailing from his body. Once in the bushes, she laced his hands together in front of him, leaving a leash. She draped the leash over a bush and retrieved her clothes, dressing in front of him.
"You make a sexy witch," he observed. "You certainly cast a spell on me."
Sharon laughed as she finished dressing, and picked up her ebony wand. "Cast a spell? Like this?" With an expression of innocent teasing, she touched him with the tip of her wand. Tom instantly convulsed with pleasure, falling backward onto the ground. His cock leaked pure, clear fluid.
"Zotz! You're it!" she laughed. He twitched like the victim of a huge electric shock, recovering slowly.
"Oh, God!" he whispered. "That was incredible."
"That's just a warm-up. I plan to torture you, tease you, whip you, tickle you, and rub ice cubes all over your naked body until you scream. Then I'll let several guys and girls fuck me at the same time and make you watch. And that's just the beginning. Still want to be my slave?"
"More than ever," Tom said.
"Then follow me!" she commanded.
The gazebo at the edge of the copse was empty, but the shackles that had imprisoned the boy still hung from the hook in the ceiling. Sharon led Tom into the gazebo. There was a large mat on the ground; she could smell the sex on it. "Lie down," she ordered. "Hands above your head and close your eyes. I just had a fantasy I want to tell you about."
She knelt beside his prone body and began stroking his nipples. "I want you to imagine that we're back in school together. I'm still a cheerleader, and you're now my slave. It's the last period of the school day. That's when the cheerleading squad has its practice. You're stark naked, hands tied. I'm wearing a red miniskirt and a tight white sleeveless cashmere sweater; my legs are bare. I'm pulling you into the girls' locker room. You're deeply humiliated, especially when all the girls cluster around you. They're laughing at you. I make you confess that you like being teased and tied up. They think that's hysterically funny. You're blushing so much you can barely stand up."
Tom moaned and twisted. Throbbing and in agony, his cock pulsed impotently, needing her touch. She looked at his desperate, aching cock with sadistic pleasure. "I know you want me to hand-fuck you, but this is nipple-tease time. If you keep your cock perfectly still, I might do something for it later. If it keeps twitching like that, I'll have to punish you. Understand?"
He nodded and furrowed his brow in concentration, trying to hold his cock still.
"I back you up against the wall of gym baskets and cuff you to them. The metal is cold against your back. I spread your legs apart and cuff each ankle. You're in an upside-down 'Y' position. I tell you to behave yourself. All the cheerleaders start changing clothes. I strip down to my panties; I don't have on a bra. Then I put on my shortest, cutest cheerleading outfit. The other girls are stripping, too. Gina - you remember Gina - comes over to you. She is wearing a bra; with those breasts, she needs one. She takes off her bra and trails it over your front. Oops! Your cock twitched. Bad boy. No cockplay for you. The other girls enjoy watching you being teased. Finally, all the girls are in their cheerleading outfits, and your cock hasn't been touched at all. Tammi picks up her pom-poms and shakes them in your face. Oops! There goes your cock again. Tsk. No self-control. Your cock is leaking." She continued her cruel nipple torment.
"It's time for cheerleader practice, so we all go out on the field. You're going to be the measure of how sexy we are. I wrap a cuff around your cock to let us know how swollen you get. Then we dance and do our routines, watching the meter to make sure we're as hot as possible. Other students come by to watch. Several of the cheerleaders' boyfriends are watching. I think they envy you.
"Finally, practice is over and we go back into the locker room. Kara and Tammi ask for permission to play with you for a while. I grant it. They play with your nipples, just like I am right now. Then they want to tickle you. Oops! There you go again. You like the idea of being tickled by Kara and Tammi, don't you? They're great ticklers. You know, they once tickled Wayne, the football player, until he nearly wet himself. Oops! You're getting worse, not better. Now, they're tickling you. The other girls see you laughing and decide to join in. Now you're being tickled by the entire cheerleading squad. I'm watching, enjoying your humiliation."
Sharon reached down to grab Tom's twitching cock. It was hot, swollen, and near to exploding even though she hadn't touched it. She was ready for his cock; she wanted it inside her. "I'm going to fuck you now," she said breathily. "I'm going to fuck you slowly, and if you come before I do, I'll spank you. If you hold out, I'll spank you and tickle you both."
"Y-yes, Mistress," he whispered.
With excruciating slowness, she took his hardness into her tight pussy, inch by inch. It filled and stretched her going in. She felt her own orgasm close. Finally she took the entire length of his cock inside her. Her clitoris pressed against his wiry pubic hair. Slowly she lifted herself up, slowly she sat back down on him, riding him for her pleasure. She rode his rigid erection again and again.
"You're being tickled all over by the cheerleading squad. In the middle of your tickle session, I come over. I take your cock in my hand and begin masturbating you. I lean down and fasten my mouth around one of your nipples and play with the other one with my free hand. You're squirming and screaming and begging, and it really turns me on. Getting close?"
"Yes... yes... careful..."
"Don't come yet. It won't be long now." She sped up. She felt her own orgasm nearly upon her. She felt his cock pulsing inside her; his orgasm was near, too.
"Just another minute," she said. "Now I'm straddling you just like this, and all the girls are clustered around, petting you and tickling you and using you and it's so humiliating and here I... Oh, God, oh yes! Ooh!" She exploded on his cock, writhing and twisting, pinching his nipples hard. "Come for me now!" she ordered, and he did, arching his back and shooting his pulsing orgasm deep inside her.
Finally the two lovers fell back, hearts pounding.
"You know," Tom said dreamily, "I've had more orgasms today than in all the time I've been a slave. You're my kind of mistress."
Sharon giggled. The rippling effect could be felt in both cock and pussy. "That's just for today. After today, I think it will be at least three weeks before you come again. Maybe longer, especially if you're really suffering."
"That's when Tabitha gives me to you," he observed.
"I'll get you, no matter what it takes. You're my slave now, even if I have to buy you," Sharon promised.
"That's wonderful," Tom said. "I love you."
"I love you, too... my little sex toy."
CHAPTER SEVEN
With a breathless thump, David and Brandi landed in one of the dungeon cells deep beneath the Tau Zeta mansion. Brandi clung to him with fear and shock. "W-what happened?" she gasped.
"We're in the dungeons," David said. "God knows if we'll ever get out." He stood and stumbled around the tiny room until he found a light switch. It was a small padded cell; a metal chute behind a spring-loaded door was their entrance; a locked and barred door the only possible exit. The room contained two racks, elaborately mechanical devices that could display and twist their prisoners into any position, a padded spanking stool, and an assortment of pleasure and torment devices hanging from a wall-mounted rack.
"Look at the bright side," said Brandi. "At least we have some privacy. She patted her hair into shape while standing in front of the large wall mirror.
David shook his head. "Not necessarily. That mirror is one-way glass."
Brandi giggled and primped, turning her body sexily. "That's OK. I'm getting used to having an audience." She turned to her lover. His face was drawn and haggard. "What's the matter, darling? Everything's OK really. I think this whole thing is fun."
David looked at her. "Fun. Well, some of it is fun. Some of it is unbelievably sexy. But you don't understand. They keep prisoners here... slaves."
Suddenly Brandi felt a wave of pity for David. He felt responsible for her situation and deeply humiliated at his own, all at the same time. She went over and placed her hands on his shoulders and smiled sweetly. When a thin grimace answered her smile, she hugged him. With delight, she felt the swelling of his erection once again.
"So, you were a prisoner here. A slave. Is that right?"
"Yes," he said solemnly. "Monica used me as her initiation ticket to join the Tau Zetas."
"But you were already her slave. That's what she said, anyway."
"True again. I guess I'd better tell you the whole story. You have a right to know. Monica always walked around half-dressed, and I was young. I couldn't help myself... I watched her. One day, after she'd come out of the shower wrapped only in a towel, she flashed me.
I... well, I stole a pair of her panties and her cheerleading sweater and jerked off. She caught me. As punishment, she spanked me. But that wasn't enough. She wanted a sex toy of her own. I licked her and she played with my cock, embarrassed me in front of her girlfriends, drove me crazy. I didn't date much in those days, and when I did, she teased me with threats to tell the girl about what we did."
"Did you like it?"
David paused before answering. "Yes. It was incredibly sexy. She only had to blackmail me a little bit at first. Afterward, I'd do anything, as long as she played with my cock."
"It's hard right now," Brandi said. She clasped it in her small hand.
David continued. "Then she was accepted at Valentine, and the rules for initiation into Tau Zeta include giving them a boy-toy. She had me drive over from Tech during a week break. At a party, the girls fed me their special drink - it's an aphrodisiac, you know."
"Oh," Brandi said. "That explains a few things. Keep going."
David's voice took on a faraway quality; he still had trouble focusing on his time in the dungeon. "After teasing me for a while, they made me take off my clothes. I thought it was just another one of Monica's games. Then I was in the dark, blindfolded, and then I was in a room just like this, fastened to the rack. Monica came by to let me know that I'd be a pet for the next week, then went away. Then the games started."
"What kind of games?"
"Tickling, spanking... a really nasty game with ice cubes... I gave a lot of head, which was the best part - making the girls come, you know. I like that a lot. They have a machine they call the Tease-o-Matic. Basically, their rule is that their toys don't get an orgasm for the first week. It seemed to take forever. I was completely insane." His cock pulsed hot and red in Brandi's hand; the first drops of precome glistened on her fingers.
"And then?"
"The end of the week, they had a show. I was the star - or the animal act, I guess. They made me show how well trained I was. Then, finally, right at the stroke of midnight, they made me come. And come. They kept stroking me and sucking me until I was completely drained. Then they set me free. I could come back if I liked, but I didn't. And Monica, I thought, had finally found her own niche and didn't need me anymore. I don't know what tonight was all about."
"Maybe she's jealous. Maybe she still wants you for herself."
"I guess," David replied. "She's beautiful and sexy and my stepsister, and we'll always have some sort of relationship, but she's older than I am and has her own interests. I don't know why she'd still want me."
"Maybe it's just that she doesn't want anyone else to have you."
"Or maybe she just likes the idea of letting you in on our secret."
"You mean, so I would do this?" With a teasing smile, still gripping his cock, Brandi pushed David back against the rack. She stretched his hands into the waiting cuffs, then did the same with his ankles. "You look very sexy that way, you know." She stroked his cock gently. "I can imagine you all tied up and horny. I would have enjoyed fucking you that way. But I'd gladly fuck you any way. You know I've wanted you all night. Tell me the truth about something, will you?"
"Anything," David sighed. "Anything at all."
"Would you like me to dominate you like the girls of Tau Zeta?"
"Whatever pleases you."
"No, that's not the answer I wanted. What pleases you!"
"The truth? The truth is that I never had fantasies about being dominated until it happened to me. It's sexy, it's hot. I can't deny it. And I guess I found out that I might enjoy it occasionally. But the truth is, I always fantasized about it the other way. Me doing the dominating."
Brandi smiled a secret smile. She slid his wrists and ankles out of the loosely constricting shackles. She backed over to her own rack and slid her hands and ankles into the restraints. "That's what I hoped you'd say, because that's what I want. Yes, it would be fun to occasionally use your body. But what I really want is for you to use mine. I had already guessed your secret and it doesn't bother me. I don't want to be your next mistress; I want to be your conquest. I want to be like the princess and the pirate we saw outside. I want the fantasy of Tau Zeta, but I want to be its object. Do you understand?"
"You want me to dominate you, just like Tau Zeta but in reverse?"
"That's right."
"Wow. You know I've got a lot of pent-up energy and I've had a lot of inspiration."
"Exactly what I hoped for."
"I might turn out to be really cruel."
"Ooh, please do!"
"I might spank you."
"Mmm."
"Rape you."
"Ooh!"
"Strip you naked in public, throw you to the floor and fuck your brains out with a crowd standing around, then threaten to share you with the crowd, and whip you without mercy if you dared to protest."
"Now you're talking," Brandi laughed. They both laughed. It was intensely liberating after the long evening of torment and frustration. When they finally calmed down, Brandi looked at him with innocent eyes. "Now that you're naked in a dungeon with a beautiful woman who wants to be dominated, what are you going to do about it?"
Her innocent expression inflamed him. David placed his hands on her naked shoulders. Firmly, irresistibly, he pulled her forward into his embrace, forcing his lips against hers in a burning kiss. She put her hands on his chest and tried to struggle out of his arms. "No! Stop it, please! What do you think you're doing?" Brandi's acting drove him even crazier.
"God, I want you," he said.
She pushed away again. "If you don't stop right now, I'll scream!"
He merely smiled. "Go right ahead. There's no one around. You're helpless. The door is locked. Will you submit voluntarily, or do I have to rape you?"
She continued to protest. "You'll go to jail!"
"Not until I've fully enjoyed your body," he said. "I've wanted you for a long time, and you can't do anything about it. No one is here. No one can hear you. No one can rescue you. You're mine. I want you. I need you. And I'm going to have you."
Brandi felt his erection pressing against her and a wave of erotic helplessness overcame her. She really couldn't stop him if she wanted to. The thought excited her. "Please, don't..." she moaned, rubbing her body against him in a way that belied her words.
Nothing was going to stop him. With one strong hand, he bent her head back to kiss her. She wriggled in his arms in a combination struggle and play. This was her fantasy come true.
David picked her up in his strong, muscular arms, her naked form pressed against his chest. With a touch of a button, the rack folded down into a horizontal surface - a bed with shackles. Her heart pounded loudly. Her nipples stiffened; her pussy tingled. She felt so helpless. So sexy.
Once she was on the bed, David straddled her, grabbed her hair with one hand, and pulled her against him for a hard, ruthless kiss. His lips fastened against hers, his tongue probed her mouth. His erection pressed insistently at her belly, rubbing against the soft fur of her mount of Venus, ready to invade her.
She felt herself responding to his kiss, her pussy quickly moistening. His grip became less rough, and he stroked one hand gently down her back, then reached down to cup her asscheeks with both hands, pushing her lower body against his cock She moaned. He smiled wickedly. She was at his mercy and would be his erotic toy.
With one knee he forced her legs apart, laying on top of her with the tip of his cock pressing insistently against her pulsing clitoris. He kissed her sensually and deeply, stroking his hands over her gently rounded breasts, then leaning down to kiss her right nipple and suck it into his hot mouth.
"Ooh!" she moaned. A wave of pleasure coursed through her young, desperately aroused body. She reveled in her helplessness, giving herself up to the fierce joy of being dominated.
His other hand slipped between her legs, stroking the length of her wet slit, already tantalized by his cock's nearness. Insistently, his finger rubbed gently over her clit, then took it between two fingers and massaged the little node of pleasure. That drew another deep moan from her. His cock rubbed between her legs, sliding the length of her wet slit. Then he reached his arm underneath her and kissed her left breast, suckling her nipple, while one hand played with her right nipple and the other hand slid down her belly, between her open thighs, to gently stroke the center of her sex. Her pussy was wet and throbbing with desire. She moaned, closed her eyes, and gave herself up to the pleasure of being masturbated by his expert hand. He rubbed her pussylips, then stroked wetly and gently over her clitoris. She could feel his erection pressing against her thigh. The whole experience was so sexy that she couldn't believe it. Within minutes, she felt her orgasm building. "Oh... oh... oh... oh... oh!" she moaned. But just as she got close, he stopped.
She moaned with disappointment and frustration, but then he started again. It took only a minute or two to get her close. Then he stopped again. He was teasing her, toying mercilessly with her passion and need. The sensation drove her crazy. "Please, oh, please, don't stop... ooh... oh!" she cried as he tormented her once again.
Finally, he stopped completely. She looked at him passionately, wordlessly, wishing he would stroke her to orgasm. But David had something else in mind. "I want you to suck my cock," he said.
Brandi scrambled shakily onto her knees as David reclined on the rack, his cock pulsing in the air. She could see pearly beads of come glistening from the head. His cock was purple and rigid, twitching like a live thing, burning to her touch. She reached out to stroke it. The skin was soft, and underneath the strong muscle, and pulsing blood made it hard. He grabbed her head, and slowly forced it down on his cock.
She took his cock in both hands, stroking it softly. It was very large. She leaned over and kissed it on the angry red head, tasting a little bit of the glistening precome against her lips. She looked up. He closed his eyes and leaned back, ready for her to pleasure him. The thought excited her. Again, she kissed it, this time licking around the head. He moaned. Emboldened by his response, she licked his cock up and down, getting it wet, while playing with it with her hands. She stroked his hairy balls, then opened her mouth wide to take it in. "Yes... yes!" he moaned. "Suck my cock, Brandi," he murmured. He began playing with his own nipples.
His arousal awakened a response in her. Wet and throbbing from his teasing fingers, she was deeply turned on, and the pleasure she was giving his cock turned her on even more. She began sucking and licking deeply, letting his cock fuck her mouth. It was delicious.
His moaning grew louder as his orgasm approached. She could feel the beginnings of his pleasure ooze from the sensitive head of his cock. Brandi had never let a boy come in her mouth; for the first time, the idea turned her on. She felt his cock ravaging her mouth, taking his pleasure. His hips began to buck underneath her. She could feel him getting closer... closer...
"Unnhh!" he moaned gutturally as the first hot spurts of his passion filled her mouth. She gulped his orgasm, feeling his cock pulse and shoot its seed. Her own passion mounted as she rode out his climax, his cock pulsing, his hands busy on his nipples, his hips rocking and bucking.
Finally, he stopped pulsing, and she released his softening cock gently from between her lips. Her heart pounded as she looked up into his face, contorted with pleasure, eyes closed. She felt on fire with passion, desperately wanting his cock deep inside her. Was it all over so soon?
Panting, he said, "Brandi, you are a great little cocksucker. I like that in a slavegirl."
Brandi blushed. "That's the first time I've ever... swallowed." It embarrassed her to admit her innocence.
He was surprised. "Really? That was unbelievable. Now it's your turn."
Startled, she looked up at him. She had thought it was all over after he had come in her mouth. But it wasn't. Now David knelt before her, spreading her legs, lowering his face to her wet and throbbing pussy. When his fiery tongue began to lick and suck at her innermost recesses, she nearly went out of her mind with pleasure. It was ten times sexier than his earlier toying with her. She cried aloud at the sensations that racked her young body. He reached his hands up around her hips to cup and stroke her breasts, kneading them gently, then stroking her nipples in a circular rhythm. She looked down at his hard, muscular body. She could see his cock stiffen again as he licked her, and she knew her passion turned him on. The thought excited her. Again, he brought her to the edge, and again he denied her, driving the young beauty crazy with desire and need. "Please... please... please... please-please-please!" Her moans turned into begging as his cunnilingual feast continued.
Time and time again, his hot, flicking tongue drove Brandi insane with pleasure. He took one hand from her breasts and slid it between her legs, slipping it inside her pussy, fucking her depths with his finger, making her long for his cock. When was he going to fuck her? When was he going to stick his cock inside her?
At last he was ready. He sat up, wiped his mouth, and looked into her eyes. "I'm going to fuck you now." She looked down at his cock, as hard as before. She needed it inside her.
"Ask for it!" he demanded. "Beg me to fuck you."
"F-fuck me," she said in response. "P-please, fuck me." The words were deeply arousing and fueled her submissive fantasies. "Please fuck me. I want you to fuck me. Fuck me now."
He sat up between her legs, and slowly rubbed the head of his hard cock against her lips. "I'm going to fuck you," he said. "I've been wanting to fuck you for a long time."
She looked up into his eyes. "Yes, I want you to fuck me. Fuck me hard. I need you to fuck me."
He slid his hard, aching penis between her pouting wet pussylips. Her pussy was tight, and he pressed hard to enter her. "Mmmh," she moaned, with a combination of pleasure and pain as he forced his way into her wet center. "'Ooh!" she cried.
He was in her. The entire length of his hard cock was deep within her. He drew his cock out slowly, then entered her depths again. Again he withdrew, then plunged inside, a little fester. "My little Brandi, you've got my cock inside your tight pussy. I'm fucking your pussy just like I fucked your mouth earlier. Do you like being fucked by my cock?"
She looked up into his gray eyes. "Yes, I like being fucked by your hard cock. Fuck me, David, please fuck me. Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," she murmured.
He continued to fuck her, building in speed, each thrust penetrating to her core. He stroked her wet clit with one hand, and played with his own nipples with the other. "Play with your nipples!" he commanded. She obeyed.
Her passion built. She could feel his own orgasm approaching, and she imagined his hot come inside her pussy as it had filled her mouth. His experienced hand on her clit drove her wild, along with the sensation of his cock fucking her pussy. She felt her orgasm close once again.
"Oh, fuck me!" Brandi cried, twisting her hips underneath him. His own passion stimulated by the sight of the beautiful coed, his cock so hard it would burst, he began to fuck her faster and faster, playing with his nipples, with her clit, building both their orgasms to the peak...
"I'm fucking you; I'm going to come in your pussy, oh, God!" he moaned as he thrust inside her faster and faster.
"Oh, fuck me, fuck meeee, fuck meeeeee!" Brandi moaned wildly. Both their orgasms were near.
And then the climax. "Oh... ob... oh!" she cried wildly as the first pulses of her long-denied climax exploded in waves deep inside her body, radiating from her clit.
"Aaah!" David cried, as pulsing waves of orgasm spurted from his cock. "I love you!" he cried out in the midst of his passion.
"I love you, too," she moaned.
Their simultaneous orgasm filled the air with cries and moans of pleasure, until the two lovers finally collapsed, sweating, on the rack. Panting, trying to catch their breath, they kissed and held each other, his still-hard cock buried deep within her pussy, grinding against her in a motion that could never stop.
Finally, they relaxed. "Is that what you wanted?" David asked.
Brandi smiled. "You know it is. There's only one thing more..."
"What's that?"
"Do it again!"
The lovers laughed.
And soon they did, heedless of the possibility of watching eyes behind the glass of the one-way mirror.
CHAPTER EIGHT
By now, Bobby thought his night of erotic torment would never end. His mind was shattered; his cock ached with a world-class case of blue balls. The silver cockring had kept him from innumerable orgasms - he could hardly imagine what it would feel like to get sexual relief. Whenever he thought he was getting used to being a sexual prisoner and toy, the sadistic vixens of Tau Zeta Rho would escalate to a new and unexpected level. Exposed above the laughing crowd, a toy to be won and used, Bobby experienced the stark humiliation of being merely a sex object. When the mechanical whirring sound signaled that he was being lowered once again into the sex chamber below, he trembled with fear and anticipation. His nipples tingled; his still-rigid erection throbbed. After the vampire, the cat-women, and the endless parade in, what new and exotic pleasures could they have for him?
To his shock, it was his original captors: Susan and Tiffany, still dressed as succubi. "Welcome back, darling," Susan laughed mockingly. "Miss us?"
Desperate with need, he could only beg, even though he knew it would probably only inflame her sadistic nature. "Please... please... I can't take any more. You've got to help me!"
Susan strutted over to the helpless, shackled boy-toy and cupped his balls gently, weighing them. "Ooh, you're really full of come right now. I'll bet you feel really backed up." She giggled at the thought. "But don't worry about not being able to take any more. I'm sure you can, especially with help. Right, Tiff?"
"That's right!" Tiffany chimed in cheerfully. "We'll help you out." She undulated across the room, her pointed tail twitching as her ass wiggled with each high-heeled step. Bobby couldn't keep his eyes off her. She was a fetishist's dream, as was Susan - two beautiful, scantily clad costumed succubi, with the deep cleavage between their pert breasts peeking from the thin bands of cire spandex that formed the brief costumes. The two girls pressed against Bobby, one on either side. Tiffany encircled his swollen organ with one tiny hand as Susan continued to fondle his aching balls. "Let's help the boy out," she breathed, winking at Susan.
With that, the two demonic succubi began to devour Bobby's helpless body once again. One set of succulent lips fastened on each of his ultrasensitive nipples. Tiffany's hand began to slowly, slowly pump his aching cock. Susan continued to fondle his balls but slipped a finger down to massage his perineal ridge. Bobby arched his back and let out a deep moan of pleasure that reached near-orgasmic heights. While frustrating, it was also delicious. "Please... please... more... just like that... oh, God... please!" he babbled in his desperate need to climax.
Of course, it was another tease, though a delightful one. With skill and sensitivity, the two tormenting temptresses worked their helpless victim along the crumbling edge of passion, licking and sucking and stroking and fondling and rubbing until passion yielded to agony. Bright bursts of color seemed to explode before Bobby's tormented eyes as he was swept away in a psychedelic tide of pleasure.
"You know you can't come until Sharon gets here, no matter how much we want to make you come," Susan taunted. "We do want to make you come, don't we, Tiff?"
"That's right, Woody. We want your come. We want to make you squirt all your come all over the place. Wouldn't you like that? Wouldn't you like to come for us? Maybe I could suck you off, make you explode in my mouth. You'd like that. I'm a hot cocksucker, you know."
"Or you could fuck my pussy and come in my pussy," Susan teased. "I'll bet your cock would feel so good in my pussy, all swollen and big. You'd really fill me up, wouldn't you?"
"Yes... yes... yes..." Bobby moaned. "Please... I'll do anything you want!"
"I know, Woody," Susan said. "I know you would. Even if I offered to trade one orgasm right now for an entire week of frustration, you'd take it, wouldn't you?"
Bobby gulped, then agreed.
"You'd let us tickle you nonstop as long as we felt like it for just one little orgasm, wouldn't you?"
"Oh... no... no... Yes! Yes!" Bobby cried, as Susan stimulated him carefully to the edge of explosion.
She studied his face and laughed. "Poor Woody. You don't have any willpower left at all, do you?"
"No... no..." Only the simplest responses remained for him.
"Then it's a good thing Sharon's here," Tiffany giggled.
"Sharon?" Bobby lifted his head weakly in shock, disbelief, arousal, and fear. What would she think? What would she do when she found him like this? Was he really going to get an orgasm at long last?
As Sharon opened the door, her mind was filled with confusion as well. After she and Tom had finished making love in the gazebo, she had led him back to the party to talk to Tabitha. As they entered the main party area, she saw a line of restraints along the wall. Several males were chained up; party girls amused themselves toying with victims at random. "You'd better wait here," she told Tom. "I'll lock you up and take the key, and I'll be back soon... I hope." His cock swelled as she fastened his hands into cuffs above his head and locked his legs into a spreader bar. She squeezed his cock tightly, making it rage to full erection. "If you still have this hard-on when I get back, I'll punish you for it," she said loudly, knowing full well that the teasing costumed party girls would make sure that his erection was still strong for her.
Tom's stricken expression of lust, love, and fear sent a surge of pleasure through her. "Yes, Mistress," he sighed, lost in the delights of submissive slavery.
Tabitha's majestic presence in red leather filled Sharon with awe, but she approached her anyway. "I know this is a big favor for a new pledge to ask," she began, "but I've fallen in love and want one of your slaves."
Tabitha smiled wickedly. "Come, dear, sit beside me and tell me all about it." Haltingly, Sharon blurted out the whole story. "How delightfully romantic and sexy!" Tabitha laughed. "I wouldn't want to stand in the way of young love, but maybe you need to prove yourself. I've got a little game for you to play, and if you win, Tom is yours. If not, you both can be mine for a week. Are you willing to gamble your body for Tom's?" Tabitha reached over to fondle Sharon's breast. Her touch, augmented by her witchcraft, was amazingly erotic.
Sharon gasped, nearly orgasmic. "Oh, God!" she gasped. "Yes! Yes!"
Tabitha gave a low, sexy laugh. "If you lose, you and Tom are both mine for a week. A very long week. If you win, you and Tom are mine for a night. A very long night. That's the price. Do you agree?"
"Yes," Sharon said, recovering. "I'll enjoy it."
"We both will, darling. There is another problem, though. Your boyfriend, Woody."
Woody. Sharon shook her head. "I just don't know what to do. I got him into this, but I don't know how to get him out."
Tabitha smiled. "I've got an idea, darling. What if..." She whispered softly to Sharon, who brightened instantly.
"That's wonderful!" Sharon laughed. "Cruel, but wonderful. Think he'll go for it?"
"If my instincts are right, and they always are, I think he'll love it," Tabitha replied. "And you may enjoy it, too."
"Thank you," Sharon said.
"You're welcome. I look forward to the night - or the week - we're going to be together."
"So do I," Sharon said. She leaned into Tabitha for a deep, deep kiss. As she rose, she noticed the two bound men on either side of Tabitha's throne: Count Felipe and Robin. She looked at Tabitha, who nodded.
First, Sharon went over to Count Felipe. She took his large cock in her hands, then dropped to her knees to suckle it. She looked up at him; he moaned deeply. "That's to make up for the last time," she said around her mouthful, then swirled her tongue and moved her head back and forth, drawing him inexorably to the edge and then beyond. Only the power of the silver cockring kept the Count's come from exploding into Sharon's waiting mouth.
Then she approached Robin. The cruelly teased slaveboy had only been a watcher in the evening's festivities. He instantly recognized the new sorority initiate who had prick-teased him so well in the mansion earlier. His cock hadn't been sucked at all that day, and he looked forward to getting what Count Felipe had gotten - even a strangled orgasm was better than none. But Sharon had grown in cruelty and sophistication: she merely teased his nipples, standing so close that the heat of her body served to inflame him. She smiled at him. "I'm still a prickteaser, you know. If I become a sorority sister, I promise to spend a day with you. I'll make you suffer like nobody else has."
Robin's cock lurched with the threat; his body shook with pleasure. Carefully, wickedly, Sharon touched him with her magic wand. It was like an electric shock - his body convulsed, twisted and shook with indescribable ecstasy.
Then, filled with lust, cruelty, power, and hope, the beautiful blonde coed went to find her old boyfriend.
"Hi, Bobby." Sharon smiled. "Miss me today?"
"Sharon!" he cried. "Thank God you're here! I'm going crazy! Help me! What have you gotten us into?"
The two coeds looked at each other. How much had changed in less than a day! Bobby saw his innocent cheerleader girlfriend turned into an exquisitely sexy witch, her black mini revealing every curve of her body, a cruel and knowing smile turning her into a vixen every bit as wicked as the girls who had been torturing him for this endless day.
Sharon had last seen her boyfriend naked on the dorm bed, his cock swollen. Not much had changed. Bobby was naked, except for his bizarre leather harness, the same kind Tom wore. His cock was, if anything, even more swollen, imprisoned in the silver cockring that denied his explosion. Red stripes and marks all over his body revealed the evidence of whippings. The look of desperate sexual agony wasn't new, either, but now it had the appearance of near-insanity.
Susan and Tiffany in their succubi costumes were different, too. Sharon experienced a moment of jealousy seeing her old boyfriend so obviously turned on by the two beautiful coeds. Then she strutted over to him. "Well, Bobby baby, looks like you're really in a fix."
He struggled. "Sharon, you've got to help me! You don't know what they've done to me today. I'm going crazy... please... they told me I couldn't come until you got here and you made me come. Please... I'm going crazy."
"Oh?" Sharon asked innocently. "You want me to make you come?"
Bobby paused. His eyes widened in horror. "Oh, God - you aren't going to make me come! You're one of them! Sharon - you can't... No! No!" He thrashed in his bonds.
"Shush," Sharon smiled. "It's OK. You're going to get what you need - soon. First, tell me about your day. Tell me all about it."
Bobby quieted down. He was filled with a combination of fear and desperate need. He wasn't sure he believed Sharon's reassurances, but she was his only hope. With the three girls clustered around him, he began to talk. Sharon reached out to stroke his chest and play with his nipples. Tiffany continued to masturbate his cock. The story of his endless teasing and torment came out in halts and stutters - it was a source of incredible embarrassment, not only to tell his girlfriend, but to tell the story in front of the two who had orchestrated so much of it. Whenever he stuttered and stopped, the girls stopped playing with him, urging him to continue. Whenever he omitted parts of the story, Susan and Tiffany added the missing details.
Sharon found the entire situation too funny; she couldn't help laughing at several points. "So, Bobby baby, here you are. You really need something for that swollen stiffie, don't you?"
"Yes... yes... please... I'm going insane!"
"I'll bet. Unfortunately, I've got some bad news for you."
His eyes widened in horror yet again. "No! Please, don't! I can't take any more."
"Shush. Calm down. It's OK. I've got some good news, too."
He quieted down, though his heart was pounding.
"Bobby, I'm afraid that I have to break up with you."
"What!? Sharon, you can't - especially not now!"
"I have to. I've met someone else."
"Who?"
"His name is Tom. He's a slave here, like you. But I knew him before."
"Damn it, Sharon - this isn't fair!"
"I know, Bobby. It isn't fair. But it happened anyway. When I decided to let Tau Zeta have you for my initiation, I didn't know how far things were going to go. I also figured that you'd enjoy being played with by a bunch of cheerleaders. Things have gotten out of hand, but I want to try to make it up to you."
"Make it up to me? You come in here and tell me we're breaking up after putting me through all of this? How can you make it up?"
"Be quiet for a minute and I'll tell you. I talked to Tabitha. It seems that the Valentine Cheerleading Squad needs a manager."
"A manager?"
"Someone to take care of logistics, fetch and carry, run errands. It needs someone organized, hardworking, someone who loves being around cheerleaders."
Bobby blushed.
"That's why I thought of you. Tabitha told me that they initiate their managers, and after the initiation, they play with them, use them, and abuse them. You'll have to go into the locker room to help the cheerleaders with every game. You'll travel on long bus rides; you'll stay in hotels with them. You'll even have to room in the cheerleaders' dormitory on campus here. Want the job?"
His face was so red it looked as if it would explode. "Oh, God! You're kidding, right?"
"Nope. Susan, Tiffany, tell him."
"That's right, Woody," Susan said, smiling inches from his face. "You can 'manage' us, and we'll play games like this all the time. You know, we sometimes get sore after putting on an exhibition, and the manager gets to massage us. Naked. If one of us gets horny and there's nobody else around, you'll have to get us off. Of course, you'll have to go for long periods without orgasm and keep us amused any way we want." The images of steamy locker rooms and cheerleaders, combined with Tiffany's devilish hand, defeated him utterly.
"Oh, God! Yes - I'll be your manager."
"Great!" Susan said. "Go, Teasers!"
"Now, about your orgasm," Sharon added.
Bobby stopped dead. "What about it?" he demanded.
"I planned to fuck you all tied down, and I have to admit, the thought of it is still sexy. But I have another boyfriend now."
"Wait a minute!" he cried. "You can leave me if you like, but you have to do something for me at least one more time - you owe me that much!"
"You wouldn't want me to be unfaithful, would you?" Sharon teased.
"Yes... please... do anything you want, but do something!"
"Well..."
"Pleaaase!" he begged.
She giggled as he humiliated himself; Susan and Tiffany joined in. "Well, OK. But I won't fuck you."
"That's all right. Please. Anything you like. I need it so badly."
"OK. Girls, come here." Sharon, Susan, and Tiffany huddled as Bobby watched in desperate need and anxiety. He no longer trusted any promise or any person. Finally, the three girls broke their huddle and grinned wickedly at him. "We'll be right back," Tiffany giggled. "Don't go anywhere!"
"Wait!" Bobby cried out, but it was too late. The girls were heading for the door. Susan gave him a farewell wink and turned out the lights. He was left alone in the darkness with his throbbing cock.
Endless minutes ticked by; then the door opened again. There were the three girls - they had changed into their cheerleading costumes just for him. Susan and Tiffany wore their Valentine cheerleading outfits - hot scarlet with white trim, flouncy pleated miniskirts and cropped sweaters just a size too tight. Sharon was wearing her Kittens costume - short purple and white pleated skirt and matching high-necked sleeveless sweater. For an exotic touch, the girls all wore high heeled fuck-me pumps, the Valentines' in scarlet and Sharon's in purple. Bobby's cock lurched dangerously. "Oh, God!" he cried out. "You're beautiful!"
The girls giggled. "Cheerleader fetish," Sharon observed. "Just like I told you."
"Don't worry, Woody," Susan said. "We like that in a boy. Now lie back and smile. We cheerleaders will make you feel all better."
They unfastened him from the rack and tied him to the rails of the large brass bed. Then all three perched around him: Susan on his right, Sharon on his left, and Tiffany crouched between his spread legs.
Then the torment began. Before the girls would let him spurt, all three were determined to drive him to new heights of madness.
Sharon and Susan began to tease his ultrasensitive nipples, sending delicious waves of pleasure through his needy body. At the same time, Tiffany slowly captured his leaking purple shaft in her tiny hand. Veins stood out in sharp relief. She smiled wickedly as she lowered her head to lick his cock in a ritual of slow moistening, combining her tongue's moisture with his precome ooze to make his shaft glisten with desire. He was gasping and in preorgasmic territory in seconds. "Oh God, oh God!" he murmured as his eyes and voice glazed over with passion. Once his cock was thoroughly wet, Tiffany slid the restricting silver cockring off his straining shaft. He moaned again.
Meanwhile, Sharon and Susan teased his nipples. Each leaned down in turn to tongue-kiss him. They smiled at his helpless form. His entire body was tensing in precome territory, but Tiffany's slow, slow cocksucking kept him below the climactic edge.
"Please... please... make me come," he whined.
"Shush. You know you want us to make it last. After all, this is the last orgasm I'll give you - and probably the last you'll get for a while if you're going to be the new cheerleader manager."
Bobby wriggled and squirmed under the relentless teasing. His lust-dazed mind could think of nothing but spurting, spurting endlessly.
"No... no... please keep going. I'll behave."
Tiffany continued to torture his cock with the slowest cocksucking he'd ever experienced. She smiled. "Let's play a little game," she laughed.
Bobby didn't want to play any games, but he had no choice.
"What did you have in mind?" Sharon asked.
"Let's see if our new manager has any self-control. He's pretty close right now, but let's see if he can hold out for one little minute." She sped up her mouth action, and his hips lifted from the bed.
"No, no, Woody. I want you to control yourself. Here's the rest of the game. If you wait one minute, Susan and I will take turns fucking you until you come. If you can't wait one minute, all three of us will tickle you senseless. Got it?"
He gulped with horror. "No! No!"
"Control yourself. Just think about getting thoroughly fucked by us."
Unfortunately, that was exactly the wrong image. Combined with everything else the stimulation sent him thoroughly and completely over the edge. His hips rose uncontrollably from the bed as he bucked them for the final stimulation he needed to trigger uncontrollable spurting.
He was in heaven, his body one large sex organ, every nerve filled with indescribable pleasure. And then it was here - the final tidal wave... "Aaaaahhhh!" he screamed as the first jet of spurting come arched a foot into the air. "Aaaarrgh!" he yelled as the second jet shot as high as the first - then a third and a fourth; the pressure subsiding slowly as the ache of hours of desperate teasing was finally released. He was spattered in come all over his chest; strands of come were in Susan's hair and on Sharon's uniform. His chest heaved and his heart pounded as the waves of convulsive orgasm subsided, and then...
"Ha-ha-ha-hee-hee-hee-hee!" Bobby convulsed again as three sets of tickling fingers attacked his come-soaked, exhausted body. "Nooo!" he yelled. He twisted and squirmed to escape the maddening fingers of his tormentors.
"We warned you," Tiffany said. "Now you have to pay the consequences."
In the middle of the terrible tickling, he looked up into Sharon's eyes. His now-ex-girlfriend was clearly enjoying tormenting him. His cock swelled again. With a look of amused pity and simultaneous sadism, Sharon began masturbating him in the middle of the tickleparty. His cock grew and grew and grew. Sharon produced a thin ebony shaft. She gave him one last cruel smile and jabbed him in the side with it. "Oh, God!" he screamed as another wave of orgasm hit - every bit as strong as the first wave, jets of come spurting high in the air as his body convulsed under the stimulation of the magic wand.
"Oooh, messy!" Susan said, pulling a string of come out of her blonde hair. The other girls laughed.
Bobby blushed once again.
CHAPTER NINE
"Attention, boys and girls," came the announcement. "It's time for the Grand Masturbation Contest!" Eagerly, the costumed partygoers clustered about the central stage to watch as the victims and their masturbatrices were lined up for display.
Each masturbation stand was a metal bar anchored to the floor. Near the base of the pole, a crosspiece had two metal cuffs for ankles - they would be elevated off the floor when they were fastened. At the top of the pole was a strange seat consisting of a dildo that would fit into the ass of the victim and a frame to hold his body straight and balls forward. The crowd cheered as a line of shackled men was led out by women wearing circus ringleader costumes: tux and tails over leotard, fishnet stockings, and heels. The line included Tom and Bobby and Anthony and David, all naked, hard, collared and chained, arms cruelly pulled together by long single gloves laced up behind their backs.
The men were forced to climb steps to straddle their dildo seats. They rocked awkwardly and unsteadily as the dildos slid into their tight assholes. Their legs were spread and fastened into the ankle cuffs. Leather straps came out from below the seat and fastened over their thighs. They were unsteady, but completely helpless. Cocks jutted out rigidly. Then came the masturbatrices who would participate in the contest. Sharon for Tom, Susan and Tiffany both for Bobby, Stephanie for Anthony, and Brandi for David. The girls lined up beside their males.
Tabitha smiled wickedly as she walked down the line. "The rules are simple. When I say 'go,' masturbate your boy-toy. The first boy to come will be a slave for a month. The second boy to come will be a slave for a week. The girl who makes her boy come last will be the slave of that boy for a week. Other prizes will be awarded at my whim. Got it?"
The girls nodded.
This was a particularly wicked contest, and Tabitha was proud of herself for thinking it up. Each couple had something to win or lose.
Sharon's heart pounded. She had to win - first or second place, at least - or she wouldn't get Tom as her personal slave. The four orgasms Tom had gotten today would surely serve as a handicap. "If you come for me quickly, I promise you that I'll think up the most humiliating and outrageous tortures you've ever experienced," she whispered in his ear.
Susan and Tiffany just planned to enjoy themselves. Just to tease their victim, Susan whispered in Bobby's ear, "If you can hold out, we'll have to be your slaves. I'd like to be your fuck-toy for a week. If you want me, just resist whatever Tiffany and I do. OK?" Bobby gulped. He'd sure like to win, but the thought of winning was so arousing it served as a handicap to him. Besides, he saw Sharon with Tam, her new boyfriend. She looked so sexy in her cheerleading costume.
Anthony had spent the entire party shackled and teased. Stephanie was mad at him. He didn't want to end up a slave - he couldn't take any more - but he was so incredibly horny after everything that he didn't know how he could hold out.
David and Brandi had made love in the dungeon cell several times before the door flew open and they were taken prisoner again. Once again, Monica was the ringleader. "Poor babies!" she mocked. "David, you know you want to spend a month as a slave. Brandi, you can watch, and if you're very good, we may let you join us." But Brandi had a simple plan. She would just go slow in masturbating David. She would lose, and she'd be the slave and he the master, just as she wanted. She smiled a secret smile.
"Hold on!" Tabitha announced. "There's been a last-minute change in the lineup. Instead of Brandi, for David we now have... Monica!" There was a loud cheer, and with a sense of horror, Brandi and David turned around. Monica strode sexily on stage and rubbed her body against David's. "Good luck holding out, baby stepbrother," she laughed cruelly. "I know all your weak spots!" Nearly in tears, Brandi was forced to leave the stage. In the audience, she could only watch with hope.
Tabitha laughed. "One more little catch!" She gestured magically, and suddenly all the erect male penises went limp. "That should make things more challenging. OK - ready, set, go!" Tabitha announced, and the masturbation contest began. Female hands, slick with baby oil, grasped the rigid members and began to work them as the audience applauded, cheered, and whistled.
Sharon rubbed her baby-oiled hand over Tom's limp cock and was pleased to feel it begin to stir, even after four orgasms. She whispered, "You're naked and exposed in front of a huge audience, being masturbated so you'll shoot a huge load of sperm in front of everybody. They know you'll be a slave. They're laughing at you. Just imagine that it's the Kittens cheerleading squad. There's Gina and there's Tammi. Ooh, yeah. Swell up. Humiliate yourself in front of everyone. That's the ticket!" As he stiffened, she began to masturbate him in long, liquid strokes. She reached her free hand around to toy with his nipples.
Bobby squirmed as his two mistresses began their erotic attack. "Don't come for us," Susan giggled. "No matter how much we tease your poor cock, no matter how good it feels when we pump it for you, don't come. Hold it back. Watch all the other boys come. Watch Sharon with her new boyfriend. That's right. Imagine that's you. You'd be a slave for sure. Instead, you're going to hold out, and then we'll have to be your slaves. We'll have to suck you off on command. Won't that be sexy?" His cock was rampant instantly. He knew their hands could defeat him easily; he could only hope they would misjudge or that the other boys would be even more hair trigger. He tried to concentrate on something - anything - -but the teasing hands of his two masturbatrices.
"Baby, I'm sorry," Anthony begged. "You've got your revenge. Don't do this to me."
Stephanie smiled as her oiled hand began to stroke him. "You don't like the way this feels?"
"Yeah, baby, yeah, so good... Just be careful. I want to get out of this, and then we can go somewhere so you can finish it."
"Go somewhere so I can jerk you off?" Stephanie said innocently. "Is that what you want?"
"Or suck me off, whichever you like," Anthony replied.
"Oh, how generous. Suck or masturbate. My choice, huh?"
"Yeah, baby, yeah." He felt his cock swelling uncontrollably at the touch of her teasing hand. "Whichever you like."
Wickedly, she increased the speed of her hand. "What if I like the idea of making you a slave?"
"Baby, no! Damn it, be careful. Haven't you done enough already?"
Stephanie laughed. "You started it, baby. Now I'm going to finish it." She flogged his penis faster and faster.
David gritted his teeth as Monica's talented fingers took possession of his cock. "Just like old times, darling," Monica chuckled. "I've got your cock and I can make it spurt whenever I want. Baby, you're mine, and don't you ever forget it."
"Please, Monica," he pleaded. "Let go. You're beautiful and you're sexy, but it's over. I'm not a submissive. Besides, I love Brandi."
"I know you do, Davy-boy," Monica laughed. "Don't worry. I have plans for her, too. A nice little submissive girl to go with my sex toy of a stepbrother. I've got lots of ideas. Fight me if you like, but you know I've got you. See? Your cock is already hard. What's this? A drop of precome. Baby, you've already lost. Surrender now."
David caught sight of Brandi, still gloriously nude and beautiful, standing in the front of the crowd. She looked at him with an expression of total confidence and gave him a thumbs-up sign. "You can hold on, David! Do it for us!" she called to him.
Tom felt the overwhelming sensations of Sharon's masturbating hand mixed with the glorious humiliation of being exposed and abused in public. He would normally be right at the edge of orgasm just at her touch, but he felt emptied by his four previous orgasms. For a moment he worried - he needed to lose this contest for his sake and Sharon's. What if he couldn't come again? The thought concerned him enough to take the edge off his orgasm - he was stuck in a downward spiral. "Sharon - help me," he begged. "I-I'm losing it!" Even under her best manipulation, he began to wilt.
Susan and Tiffany left Bobby's cock right at the edge of orgasm to tease his nipples. His aching cock bobbed impotently in the empty air. The twisting of his hips agitated the dildo that stretched his asshole; he got closer and closer to his orgasm even without being touched. Susan giggled. "We're trying to help you out. We want to be your sex slaves and let you fuck us any time and any way you want. But you bad boy - you just can't control yourself, can you? You must really want to be a slave and tease-toy yourself." Bobby moaned, "No... no... careful... don't... oh, God..." and bit his lip to keep from coming.
"Please, Stephanie! Please! I'll do anything you like. I'm sorry! I'll lick you to a hundred orgasms - just stop doing this to me! Let me go! Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!" Anthony felt the inexorable build of pressure in his balls. His orgasm was inevitable now.
Stephanie masturbated him so quickly that her hand was a blur. "I've been talking with the Valentine girls, Anthony. We've got a whole plan mapped out for you for your month of slavery. You'll come right now, and then you won't come again until the month is up. Like the thought? I'll make sure you spend each day with a hard-on and you'll never... never... never get off." With each "never" she jerked his cock by the roots hard enough to hurt.
Through focus and concentration, David slowly mastered the overwhelming sensations of Monica's hand. She was a particularly talented masturbatrix who had earned a reputation in the dungeons for her talent in drawing a man to the edge and beyond. She worked the entire shaft, finally sliding her oily fingers in a ring just under the ultrasensitive head of his cock, a maneuver well known to bring any man to his knees. David moaned, but resisted.
"Baby brother, you might as well give up now. I've got an insurance policy," Monica laughed haughtily. She reached down to touch a secret button below the dildo that penetrated her stepbrother. It began to vibrate and slide in and out, fucking his ass and rubbing over his prostate. His eyes widened. It was too much! He felt his orgasm breaking through his control... he was just about to -
Suddenly Sharon had an inspiration. She pulled the magic wand from the waistband of her cheerleading costume and touched it directly to the shaft of Tom's cock. "Oh, God, yes!" he screamed. His eyes widened. His body convulsed. His throbbing cock shot a huge jet of come out into the audience.
Waves of applause greeted the first victim to explode. "To the dungeons! To the dungeons!" the crowd chanted. To their mutual surprise, the platform segment on which they were standing began to descend. Sharon had the presence of mind to raise her hands in a boxer's victory gesture. She had won. She had her slave.
"You're in for it now, lover," she whispered as the couple sank into the depths.
"I know. Thank you," he replied.
The pressure in Anthony's balls grew and grew as his masturbatrix triggered his inevitable climax. "No! Baby! Please! Please! Don't! Oh! Oh! Oh! Aaah!" The long-delayed orgasm from his cruelly teased cock jetted into the crowd. At the first pulse of orgasm, Stephanie released his cock. "No! Touch it! Please!" he begged, but it was too late. His orgasm was left incomplete and hanging as he continued to shoot. He moaned in frustration and blue-ball agony. Why had he ever cheated on Stephanie in the first place? More cheers and raucous laughter greeted the second slave and his new mistress as they descended for a week in the dungeons.
"Enjoy the ride, darling," Stephanie laughed gaily. "I sure will."
Two victims were left: David, who was on the verge of orgasm at Monica's hands and Bobby, still being played with by Susan and Tiffany. Susan and Tiffany looked at each other with surprised horror. Perhaps they had delayed too long. "Oh, my God!" Tiffany cried, starting to stroke him faster and faster.
"Come for us! Come for us!" Susan urged, playing with his nipples, driving him toward the edge. At last, victory was in sight for Bobby. He imagined what he would do with his two slavegirls. It was a great feeling.
Monica was annoyed that she had failed to get David as a slave, but at least she could escape becoming his. The vibrator in his ass and her calculating hands had defeated him. His orgasm was upon him. She could feel his cock stiffen and pulse in the moment before his final explosion. Then - suddenly - he slid back. His entire trip to the edge reversed. She pumped his cock wildly.
Bobby's eyes grew wider and wider. "Oh, God! Oh, God! Aaah!" His orgasm hit and his come began to spurt and spurt. Susan and Tiffany laughed as he sagged in his cruel bondage.
"Guess you won't get two slavegirls for a week after all," Susan mocked. "But don't worry. You're still our manager, and we'll do lots of things to keep you entertained."
Monica's hand slid up and down David's shaft, but suddenly nothing she could do - not the vibrator, not all her skill - would get him closer to orgasm. Wild-eyed, she suddenly saw Brandi climb up on the platform. "What did you do?" she asked, suddenly suspicious.
Brandi smiled knowingly. "Valentine doesn't have a monopoly on witchcraft, you know. Every woman is a witch - especially when she needs to be."
"That's unfair!" Monica protested.
"As opposed to the vibrator dildo in David's ass?" Tabitha asked, joining the trio on the platform. "All's fair in love and perverse sexuality. Congratulations, Monica. You just earned a week in the dungeon." Tabitha gestured hypnotically. Monica suddenly found herself naked and impaled on the platform; David stood next to her.
Brandi hugged David's arm and smiled sweetly. "I'm David's slave and always will be, but I think I'll enjoy being a mistress for a week where you're concerned."
Monica's heart sank along with the platform.
Tabitha laughed sexily. Things had worked out exactly as she planned. There was only one more thing to do to complete the evening.
CHAPTER TEN
The swollen moon cast its golden light over the grounds of the Tau Zeta Rho sorority house. The party had ended, the guests were gone, and the new slaves were undergoing their first initiations in the dungeons. An eerie quiet had settled over the surroundings. The fantasy areas had returned to normal, but the echoes of passionate moans and cracking whips could be heard faintly in the recesses of the gardens.
Only Robin was left, shackled to his post on what had been the dais holding Tabitha's throne in what had been the main party ballroom, now returned to normal size in the elegant sorority. He had been ignored through most of the evening, except for random humiliation and teasing. Sharon's magic wand had been the highlight of the evening's stimulation for him.
Robin had had a long journey from captured boy victim to complete and utter sex slave. From the moment of his arrival at Valentine, Robin had fallen under the spell of the gorgeous, sexy coeds who populated the campus. He had been caught masturbating, was punished in a most humiliating fashion, and stripped naked and left in a public place to find his way back home. But he had become distracted by peeping through a window at another show and had been captured again. Since then, his life had been one excruciating tease after another. He escaped once, but fell into the clutches of the cheerleaders of a rival school. He was abused there as well, before finding his way back to Valentine.
Tabitha had punished him for the crime of his escape. During the long, tantalizing torment, he found in himself a deep submissive nature. His one vice was the pleasure he found watching a girl being dominated by other girls; his attempt to pleasure one such girl was responsible for his current situation. Normally, he came every week or so, at Tabitha's whim, but now he was on punishment. He spent most of his days tied up near wherever Tabitha was, teased when she was in the mood. She loaned him out regularly to one or more girls needing a tickle victim or party servant. He had been the prize in several competitions, devoting himself to the service of one pretty girl or another. It was a delicious slavery.
Tied to his post, his cock permanently hard (some of Tabitha's magic, he felt sure), he rubbed his ass against the pole. Any stimulation was better than none. He didn't need an orgasm right now as much as he just needed to be played with. Tabitha had promised him an orgasm tonight. "I'll find the most humiliating, sexy, embarrassing, nasty, frustrating, and teasing way to make you come. You'll come tonight, at the stroke of midnight. Something to look forward to." He could hear her ghost voice in his head. It was after midnight. Perhaps this was another tease. It wouldn't surprise him, but then nothing much would any more. Sometimes Tabitha delighted in making promises, then simply changing her mind about them. She was entitled to. She was in charge.
He resigned himself to another night of endless frustration. He was a slave.
Just then a single spotlight came on. He blinked, blinded by the sudden light. Then he saw her. As always, she was a walking wet dream, an impossible beauty. Her royal blue eyes twinkled with amusement. She was wearing her Valentine College cheerleading costume. Her amazing figure threatened to burst the tight and revealing confines of the cute costume. His cock jolted at the sight.
"You thought I forgot you, didn't you." It was simply a statement. "But how could I forget an opportunity to torture my very favorite sex-pet?"
Behind him he saw the rest of the full Tau Zeta sorority members filing into the room. All were wearing their cheerleading costumes. They formed a wide circle around him. He counted. There were exactly thirteen, counting Tabitha.
The girls joined hands. Tabitha entered the ring right in front of him. The circle closed about him. "Now the coven is complete. Sisters," Tabitha announced, "it is time for the Great Sacrifice."
Robin's heart pounded. Whatever Tabitha had planned for him, it was sure to be humiliating, degrading... and painfully sexy.
"Sisters, the traditions of magick and witchcraft have revolved around sacrifice. Sacrifices of blood, sacrifices of animals - and, above all, the sacrifice of virgins. Tonight, we have a rare animal for our sacrifice: an authentic male virgin." She smiled at Robin and licked her lips.
He blushed a painful shade of red. It was true. He was a virgin, in spite of everything that had happened. He had been a virgin when he arrived at Valentine, and with everything they had done to him, they had never, not once, allowed him to ejaculate inside a pussy. He was still a virgin.
"We are on the verge of the ultimate female power - the power to instantly arouse and tease, to utterly dominate through our sexuality alone. We need a final spell to complete the pattern. Tonight's event created a web of passion that surrounds the mansion. With the appropriate sacrifice, all the power will be ours. Here is our sacrifice - a carefully prepared male virgin, full of semen. Let us use our sacrifice to open the gateway fully."
She gestured magically. Robin found himself free of the pole at last. Naked, except for his leather slave harness, he found his hands imprisoned by his side. He floated up into the air. Underneath him there appeared a draped altar. Tabitha levitated him over the altar and lowered him upon it. Two of the cheerleader witches took his hands and shackled them in cold iron above his head; they did the same with his feet. He was pulled from both ends.
Another cheerleader brought in a large silver chalice filled with liquid - another magical concoction. She passed it around the circle. Robin could feel the growing sensuality. They brought another chalice, this one filled with thick purple liquid. This one they gave to Tabitha, who proceeded to pour it over Robin's body. It was cold and slimy. He nearly cried out at the shock; only his slave training kept him quiet.
The liquid warmed and caressed his body, flowing like something alive, inflaming every nerve of his body. This time he cried out in lust that was almost painful.
Tabitha smiled down at him. "Robin, darling, we need all your virgin sperm for our magic spell. Do you understand?"
"Yes, yes," he breathed. "It's all yours."
She laughed. "I know it's all mine. But I need it all, every last drop. It's like a bottle of soda pop. If you shake it and shake it, finally everything gushes out at once." She abused his penis gently with her soft hand; he gave himself up to the sensation. She slipped the silver cockring off his slithery cock, slimed with the strange liquid. Now he could explode for real - when she decided to let him. But she would certainly put him through his paces first.
His body taut and stretched, Robin looked up at the gorgeous cheerleaders whose complete slave he was. His heart pounded in his chest. The cold iron bands at wrists and ankles made him acutely aware of his servitude.
"Are you ready to be our virgin sacrifice?" Tabitha asked gently.
"Yes," he replied. "Yes. Yes."
"That's so nice." She smiled. "You really are a good slaveboy. That's why I torture you so much."
The cheerleaders of the Tau Zeta coven surrounded the altar, clustering on all sides of the helpless Robin, their scantily clad bodies radiating heat that stimulated his skin. Their sweet perfume tickled his nostrils.
"Now it begins," Tabitha breathed. Slow, sensual music began to play, and Tabitha performed a breath-takingly erotic dance to inflame the virgin slaveboy even more. She arched her body sensually, stroking her hands over her breasts, twisting to display herself in every position. She teased him by bringing her body close to his, moving so that her body was within inches, then writhing without making the final contact. She slowly peeled off her cheerleading outfit with the elan of a true striptease artist, exposing each inch of flesh with as much drama and power as possible.
The other cheerleaders were aroused by the performance. Under the spell of the ritual, the remaining twelve paired up, taking off each other's clothes slowly, petting each other. Tabitha finally began to touch Robin, rubbing his nipples in soft circles, slapping his cock back and forth playfully.
When all the cheerleaders were nude and aroused, the next phase of the ritual began. From a vase holding ostrich feathers, each cheerleader took a single long plume. Head to toe, no inch of Robin's flesh was free of a stroking, teasing, tickling ostrich plume. At first the tickling was a gentle titillation; then it escalated. He squirmed and wriggled, and then the first helpless giggles escaped him. It was maddening. He moaned helplessly under the onslaught of the thirteen tickling cheerleaders. His hips twitched involuntarily, his cock fucking the empty air. He leaked slowly, constantly, the pent-up seminal fluid oozing from the tip of his rigid, straining purple cock.
Tabitha's sparkling blue eyes regarded him with amusement. She played with him as if he were a pet. His eyes devoured her as she displayed her body; her amusement at his plight and his total lack of control made him even more aroused.
The feathers gave way to fingers. The cheerleaders pinched his nipples, slapped his cock from side to side, slid their fingers around in the viscous fluid that covered his body and drew patterns in the purple liquid, tickling the ridge of his hips to make him squirm helplessly, tickling the soles of his feet, licking his ear, driving him insane.
"Lick me!" Tabitha ordered. He had never before touched her sexually, though she had freely explored his body many times. She was breathtaking. She straddled his prone body, knees on either side of his chest, and cupped her breasts. Dry-mouthed, helpless, he watched as she slid her panties down, revealing close-cropped blonde pubic hair and pale pink lips, red and pouting, with a few drops of moisture glistening in the dim red light.
Robin stared hungrily at her. She weighed very little as she sat on his chest. She opened her slippery, soft netherlips with her fingers. She was wet. She lowered her pussy to his lips. He opened his mouth to take in her sensitive flesh. This was the torment he liked best. He was determined to give her pleasure, kissing her softly and deeply, licking his tongue up and down her wet slit, gently sucking the ridge that hid her clitoris, feeling it swell. The fingers and feathers that played with the rest of his body were only part of the background as he lavished oral adoration on his mistress.
Tabitha moaned with pleasure. Robin was a talented cunnilinguist; she'd heard that from the other girls, but she had to wait until this night to draw out the come she needed. At the edge of her orgasm, she pulled away; she couldn't come yet.
His heart pounded loudly in his chest. He looked up at Tabitha with awe and delight. She gestured to another cheerleader. This one produced an egret feather, hard and stiff.
To his horror, they planned one of the worst torments in his experience: the feather was for his balls.
He clenched and screamed at the first touch of the maddening sensation; it was the worst possible kind of tickling for him. In vain he writhed and twisted to escape the relentless tormenting feather. He gasped for breath. The cruel cheerleader drew the feather back and forth slowly across his balls. She stroked the sensitive flesh between his balls and his anus, wriggling the feather in the narrow passage, then touching the tip of the feather to his clenching asshole. His screams echoed in the darkened chamber. His tormentress continued the feathery attack, locating the exact spots that caused him the most agony.
Finally she relented, only to stroke the feather up and down his swollen organ. Up and down she stroked, around the underside of the head of his cock, back down the shaft. A pearly drop of precome oozed from the head of his cock. His hips wriggled helplessly.
As his orgasm approached, she returned to his balls and anus. The agony was worse the second time. Then to his cock. It took less time than before to draw him to the crumbling edge of release.
He was trembling with agony and desire when the long torment ended. And there was Tabitha, looking down at him. "Now it's time for the virgin sacrifice. We're going to sacrifice your virginity. Will you sacrifice your virginity to me?"
He took a moment to puzzle out what she meant.
Then he answered, "With all my heart and soul." Tabitha smiled. "Then don't come until I say so." She reached down to grab Robin's twitching and swollen cock. He bit his lip at the overwhelming sensation. With excruciating slowness, she took his hardness into her tight pussy, inch by inch. Each inch was heaven to the much-teased slaveboy. This was what he imagined fucking would be like - but it was even better.
The cheerleaders began to chant. "Nevaeh ni tra ohw rehtaf ruo/Eman yht eb dewollah..." Robin didn't recognize the Lord's Prayer backwards. He was too busy finally losing his virginity.
When Tabitha finally took the entire length of his cock inside her, she began a slow, rhythmic fuck in time to the solemn chant. "Goddess," she prayed, "by offering the sacrifice of the virginity of this young man, we ask for the gifts You have promised us."
Afterward, Robin never knew how he managed to refrain from spontaneous orgasm. It was certainly the peak erotic experience in an environment filled with peak erotic experiences. He held out because Tabitha wanted him to. Again and again she rode him, taking him deep inside her with each stroke.
Tabitha felt her orgasm nearly upon her. His orgasm was there for the taking. She had to time this perfectly, else all would be for naught. She looked down at her erotically suffering victim. He was so close; a touch of his nipples would trigger him. Her passion built, built... She started rubbing his sensitive nipples. "Now," she smiled. "Give me your virginity."
Robin's eyes widened and his hips rose off the altar. At the moment Tabitha's orgasm began, so did his. The pent-up flow of come filled her so much she came again; the come leaked out, staining the altar. At the same time, a radiant glow made the fucking couple illuminate the room, then the glow spread to the other cheerleaders in the coven, then swept through the sorority house.
"We did it!" Tabitha cried, leaning down and kissing Robin spontaneously. The cheerleaders kissed and hugged each other.
"W-what did we do?" Robin asked, weak and drained.
"We have liberated the power of the Goddess, silly," Tabitha said. "The things you've experienced - now we can bring them into the world. Thanks, baby. Because of you, more men can be slaves. Like the idea?"
"As long as I can stay your slave," Robin sighed.
"Of course you can, baby," Tabitha promised.
"Forever."
The End
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