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Danielle was perspiring freely as the sun
beat down. It was unseasonably hot for late May and she had had to
walk almost a mile from the highway as the heat beat down on her
jet-black hair. Now her long bangs were plastered against the side
of her face. Her short gray tank was dark where sweat had soaked
it, and her tight, low riding jeans were damp as they squeezed in
around her hips and bottom.

She reached the porch with a sigh of relief
and pushed through into the house. It was, if anything, hotter
inside, but at least the sun was off her head.

Her mother was asleep, of course, and there
was no sign of her mother’s useless, creepy boyfriend. She got
herself a coke, then wandered out onto the back porch. The hole
which was always supposed to be a swimming pool, if anyone ever
finished it, was dry. The old maple provided nice shade, though, as
she sat down at the picnic table underneath and looked out at the
broad field of grass beyond.

Sucky small town, she thought morosely; sucky
small town without proper bus service, where people lived out in
the boonies, with nothing to do and no one but idiots and losers to
hang around with.

A belch sounded from behind her and she made
a disgusted sound which had more to do with realizing her mother’s
boyfriend Roy was around than any problems with belching. She
turned her head and her face wrinkled in disgust as Roy sauntered
out of the open rear door of the wooden garage.

He was wearing an armless T-shirt and a
speedo, and for a moment she could only stare as her mind
contemplated what new lows of dignity and sophistication Roy was
plumbing.

“Hot out, ain’t it?” he said, walking right
up to her, his bulging speedo a foot from her face.

“You are just too gross to even live,” she
said in contempt, shaking her head and sliding sideways to climb
off the bench.

“What? It’s hot! Excuse me if I dress for
it,” he said indignantly.

He moved around to block her as she stood up,
and then, grinning, stepped forward, backing her against the side
of the table, his groin pushing in against hers and grinding
against her.

“You look hot, too, baby,” he said. “Maybe we
should be hot together.”

“My mother is upstairs sleeping,” she said
acidly, both grossed out and weirdly fascinated by his close
presence and smell.

“She’s dead to the world,” he said. “We could
do anything and she’d stay sleeping.”

“Get the fuck away from me,” she said, not
wanting to touch his sweaty body.

His eyes moved down onto her tight gray top
and he licked his eyes. “Nice top,” he said. “But it must be hot.
Maybe you should take it off.”

She dodged to the side and he put his arm up
to block her. “What? Here you’ve been gone all day and I don’t get
a kiss? Is that any way to treat your daddy?”

“You are not my fucking daddy,” she said in
disgust.

“Your step daddy then,” he said, grinding
himself against her tauntingly.

“You aren’t my fucking step dad either.
You’re just a loser fucking my mom.”

His bulge was growing as he rubbed it against
her, and Danielle wasn’t sure if she’d ever been quite so grossed
out. Why, then, did she also feel a strange dark quivering in her
lower belly?

“And I’m really good at it,” he said with a
leer.

His hands slipped around her and squeezed her
buttocks, grinding her back against him. Danielle twisted and
jammed her elbow into his gut, then half stumbled half leapt away
as he laughed behind her.

“Gross pig!” she shouted over her shoulder as
she stormed away.

She slammed the door behind her. Who cared if
her mother woke up? Then went up to her room and slammed that door
for good measure. She peeled off her tank top and undid her jeans,
skimming them down her legs and off. Her bra came next, flung
across the bed, and she went to her mirror and shoved the hair out
of her face.

Her bangs were drying, and falling back over
her eyes again. Glaring at herself, she picked up a brush and
brushed her hair back violently, stomach churning angrily. Roy was
a disgusting, pathetic excuse for a man. He wasn’t very good
looking, had a beer belly, and was constantly drunk.

What possible reason could there be, then,
for her to feel the slightest sense of sexual excitement as he
pressed himself against her?

She brushed angrily at her hair, and was so
fixated on her task the sound of the bedroom door creaking took
several seconds to dig through the anger and reach her
consciousness. She turned, both hands in her hair, and gasped in
shock as she saw Roy in the doorway, grinning, holding a can of
coke.

“You forgot your coke, baby,” he said with a
grin. “I knew you were hot and - .”

“Get the fuck out of here!” she screamed,
leaping forward and slamming the door in his face.

“Sorry about that, baby,” he called through
the door mockingly. “But don’t worry. You got nothing to be ashamed
of. You got a helluva hot body there. You got a real tight ass, and
your tits are mighty nice, too.”

Enraged, she jammed the back of an old chair
under the doorknob, face red with embarrassment that he had again
managed to “accidentally” catch a glimpse of her.

He had been doing that since he’d moved in.
Sometimes it was by “accidentally” opening the bathroom door she
was sure she had locked. Sometimes it was her room.

The problem was that both doors only had
courtesy locks. That meant you only needed to stick a little piece
of metal through the tiny hole in the outside of the handle to pop
the lock and open the door. And there was no way of proving she
hadn’t just forgotten to lock them.

She glared at the door warily, then returned
to the mirror, face red as she looked at herself. She cursed
sourly. Then, eying the door cautiously out of the corner of her
eye, she raised her arms up to her head as they had been when he’d
opened the door.

Her breasts did look good, of course, with
her arms raised as they’d been. She arched her back a bit, then,
flushed, turned her back to the mirror and looked over her
shoulder. She was wearing a tiny black thong. She eyed her bottom
carefully. Yes, it had looked pretty damned good.

That didn’t make her feel much better about
him catching her out, but it did do something to her self-esteem.
She did have a good body, she knew. No wonder the pathetic jerk was
always trying to peep at her and grope her.

She needed a shower, but was damned if she
was going to do it until she was sure he was away. She went to the
window, holding the curtain before her, peering out into the back
yard. Sure enough, he sauntered out, a beer bottle in hand. She
shook her head in disgust, then peeled off her thong and,
defiantly, went to the door and stomped down the hall to the shower
completely naked.

Too bad you’re not here, asshole, she
thought.

* * *

Danny sat relatively still before her
computer monitor. Her head, however, rolled slowly from side to
side as the music raced through the tiny wires attached to her
earphones and then pounded in her head. She moved in tune to the
music, though others might have suggested the music itself had no
tune or melody, and more closely resembled abrasive noise.

Her face looked surprisingly young as her
shoulders began to move, as well. Gone were the dark eyes and black
lipstick and the white powder to whiten her skin. Gone, too, was
the usual mocking expression she habitually wore when dealing with
the world.

She was a slender girl, her skin pale, even
without the powder, her hair straight and dark as black silk,
sweeping over her narrow shoulders. Her nose was tiny, her lips
full, her eyes sky blue.

She was, for the most part, nude, as she sat
before the monitor, save for a black thong covering her carefully
shaven sex. Her breasts were high, the skin pale like the rest of
her, with tiny pink nipples. She was a D-cup, but only had a
32-inch chest. Her breasts were thus very full on her chest, yet
exceptionally rounded and firm, and, without a bra, wearing
something heavy, she could be mistaken for being very small.

She stood up, now, swaying more with the
music, her hips beginning to roll, her arms moving aggressively.
Her eyes were still closed, as if to better imagine herself
elsewhere than the small, overheated room with the cracked and
peeling paint looking out onto a dark, hot Mississippi night.

Her shoulders began to move in counterpoint
to her hips, her buttocks rolling and hips grinding in barely
conscious sexual enticement.

The music ended.

Danny shook her head and pulled the earphones
out, dropping them on the keyboard. She yawned and realized her
hunger. She moved to the door, snatching up a thin black nightshirt
and slipping it over her shoulders. She did up the buttons at the
front as she left the room and padded barefoot down across the
wooden floor of the upstairs hall to the back stairs.

Her eyes skimmed across the clock on the
wall, noting it was almost midnight. She had school tomorrow, but
cared little. School was easy, idiotic; geared to the losers who
taught and the drones who attended.

Life sucked, and then you died. And that was
the way of life for drones, or those who acted like drones.

She trotted down the back stairs on light
feet, not wanting to attract attention. The linoleum was yellowing
with age as she stepped into the kitchen. The house was old and
poorly maintained.

Her mother was a stripper at the roadhouse up
the highway. She made decent money, but spent most of it on
alcohol, and on the loser she was currently living with. Roy Morgan
was a strutting, useless creep and his myriad failed schemes to get
rich without working consumed too much of her idiot mother’s money,
even as he sat around on his ass collecting unemployment.

The only reason they could even afford a
house was that it was dirt-cheap. Then again, not much was
expensive in Jasper, Mississippi. Anyone who had money left. As she
would have long ago, if she’d had two nickels to rub together. As
it was she was doomed to at least get her high school diploma –
hopefully in a few months. Then she could hitchhike out and take
her chances on the road. Surely wherever she wound up would be
better than this sweltering hick town with its overly religious,
bible thumping hicks, losers, and drones.

She opened the fridge and took out a small
tub of margarine, then opened the bread and took a package of
sliced ham from the fridge. While it was open she took out the milk
and set it on the counter.

And then that hated, slurred voice sounded
from the doorway.

“Shouldn’t you be asleep, brat?”

She did not deign to answer. She was
eighteen, if barely. She would go to sleep when and if she so
chose, not at the behest of drunken losers like Roy Morgan.

He wore loose trousers which had seen better
days and a filthy white tank top which exposed his large, if flabby
arms and shoulders. He hadn’t shaved that day, and his hair was
greasy and mussed. She despised him, and perhaps the thing which
irritated her the most was that, despite it all, he considered
himself attractive; a ladies man.

He was a toad. And even if he hadn’t been
more than twice her age she’d have been grossed out by being around
him. Her mother was an idiot and a whore to let this lowlife into
the house, much less sleep with him. Danny had to turn her music up
loud whenever the two of them got together. Her mother screeched
like an alley cat and Roy bellowed like an elephant.

“You’re very pretty when you wash all that
makeup off your face,” he said, shuffling forward. “Even that black
hair suits you.”

Danny continued to ignore him, spreading
margarine on the bread before her.

His eyes scanned her pale skin below the
short, thin nightshirt.

“Nice legs too,” he said. “Bet you didn’t
play at that Goth thing you’d find plenty of boys to wrap them
around.”

Danny continued to ignore him. Being a Goth,
dressing in black, was nothing more than her outward demonstration
of her contempt for the rest of her straight, obedient, boring,
unsophisticated town and all its inhabitants. At least she had a
personality, which was more than she could have said for most of
the others in her school.

“Of course you’d find it hard to do that with
your nose stuck in the air all the time,” he said, from directly
behind her. “You should try and be a little friendlier to people,
Danielle.”

Still, she ignored him. He was always trying
to get a reaction out of her, to get her to acknowledge his
miserable existence. But she was so far above him, she couldn’t
care less what he thought or said or did or wanted.

His hands slid onto the counter on either
side of her, hemming her in, and he pressed himself against her
from behind. Danny stiffened slightly, but continued to refuse to
acknowledge him as she picked up the ham and put it on the
bread.

His hands closed in on her, pressing against
her belly. It was hot and humid in the small kitchen, and she
didn’t need his overheated, sweaty body pressed against her, much
less his arms around her, but she refused to show she was even
aware he was there.

He pressed his groin in against her buttocks,
but she still ignored him. She’d put up with worse, not only from
him, but other males, most of whom thought her weird, most of whom
she ignored as beneath her notice. He ground himself against her
harder, and she could detect, now, that he was starting to become
erect.

“You know, it doesn’t make a lot of sense for
you and me to be so bored while your mother is away,” he said,
leaning in, his breath hot against the nape of her neck. “We could
have a lot of fun together.”

Danny was contemptuous, and angry, but
refused to show either. Even as his hands rubbed her belly and
began to move higher.

Some time ago she had come to understand that
she was fascinated by darkness, by death, by pain and suffering and
torment. Her mother said she was simply going through a dramatic
phase, which was infuriating given the woman had about the level of
sophistication one could expect of a small town stripper.

Danny read about death, read about pain and
suffering. She read about the inquisitions, and the Nazis, read
about Satan worshipers, vampires and those who thought they could
work magic. She was fascinated by it all in a cold, dark way.

And she was fascinated by pain and cruelty,
by the mentality and emotions and feelings. She had a friend, well,
as close as she had to a friend, who slashed her arms with knives.
She had been both appalled and fascinated to hear of it, and had
asked to watch, but been refused.

Anything out of the ordinary in her dull as
dishwater, boring little hick town was more than worthy of looking
into. And she had considered cutting herself with knives, as well,
just to feel the pain. But she’d caught a glimpse of Kyra’s arms
and decided that disfiguring herself wasn’t in the cards.

She had once sat in a dark corner, however,
and slowly tugged hairs out of her head one strand at a time,
feeling both pain and a strange dark delight at the same time. She
had tested herself, and tested the pain, trying to understand it,
trying to conquer it, to embrace it. She had pulled the hairs, one
by one, slowly, slowly, so that she had to wince and gasp at the
sting.

She had found the experience – invigorating,
and repeated it a few times. As she had, she’d tried to think it
was someone else pulling her hair out, someone cruel, dark and
evil, torturing her. Evil was a fascinating concept, one she longed
to examine more closely.

But the strange fantasy of being the victim
of a cold, dark man had done something odd; it had aroused her. She
had no idea why, and considered it deliciously bizarre. And
certainly, anything which separated her from the drones was well
worthwhile.

She had never understood why she had found
pain to be exciting, but she did. She was also obscurely fascinated
by being treated – badly. Again, she had no idea why.

But it was undeniable that she was starting
to become aroused, not because she found Roy the least bit
attractive, but rather, because she didn’t. She was disgusted by
him, and by the heat of his hands pressing against her through the
thin nightshirt.

And she knew that his behavior was outrageous
and unacceptable. She was extremely indignant that he was touching
her – again, with his greasy, dirty hands. He’d done it before, of
course. She was used to being groped and grabbed and slapped and
stared at by him.

But her heart was beating harder as his hands
squeezed in against the undersides of her breasts, first gently,
then with more confidence, harder as he ground his now very large
and firm erection against her from behind.

“I know you, little girl,” he whispered into
her ear, “You’ve got your mother’s genes, her love for men.”

His breath smelled of beer, and disgusted her
even more. And she felt an odd sense of almost martyrdom, a
self-righteous sense of strong, noble sacrifice as she continued to
ignore his kneading fingers.

She would ignore him! He was nothing, to
her!

Her nipples were hard against the thin
nightshirt, however, and while Roy had been drinking, his fingers
were both talented and experienced. Danny was surprised at how
easily he slipped open the buttons between her breasts, and hardly
had she noticed when his left hand was sliding through between them
and cupping her right breast firmly.

She felt a kind of dark, liquid shock pass
over her at the feel of his sweating, work-roughened hand around
her soft, pale breast. He had groped her before there, but only
briefly, and not on her bare breast! Her breast throbbed hotly,
causing her to draw in her breath sharply, the first sign she’d
made that anything was happening.

Her pussy throbbed in tandem, and she felt
her knees almost buckle. This was too much! How dare he! The
miserable filth! She was so far above him, so far out of his class,
she was speechless with indignation.

But she didn’t move. Even as his other hand
slid through the opening at the front of her nightshirt and cupped
her other breast.

“Your skin's so soft,” he panted.

She continued to ignore him, but while her
contempt and indignation swirled within her there was also a rising
dark hunger at the nastiness and malicious behavior she was being
subjected to.

His fingers dug into the soft flesh of her
breasts, overlong fingernails stinging as they dug into her tender
skin. He jerked her body against his, grinding his erection into
her buttocks as he bent and began to chew and suck on the nape of
her neck.

This, she could not ignore.

She tried to turn, casually, to pull away, as
if she still wasn’t aware of his existence, but his hands against
her breasts held her against him. She tried to turn the other way,
still grimly keeping silent as his fingers caught at her small,
pink nipples and plucked and pinched them.

“Your tits are so soft,” he sighed, as if
surprised.

She twisted harder, face red, trying to pull
loose, but he ground himself into her harder, jamming her hips
against the kitchen counter.

Then the hand on her right breast slid back,
nimbly undoing more buttons, sliding down her belly and into her
tiny black thong. Danny’s eyes widened and she felt another
shockwave sweep over her as his rough hand slid down into her tight
panties and across her shaven sex.

Her pussy was suddenly burning like fire at
the touch, and her body jerked as if struck. She felt again that
towering sense of martyrdom, of sacrifice, of subjecting herself to
cruel, disgusting torment, and her pussy spasmed in masochistic
hunger as she swayed weakly.

But this was going too far, much too far.
She’d let him do too much, and her inaction now was liable to be
seen, not as contempt, but as acquiescence, as inviting him to
continue. The idea was stomach-churning, that he would actually
think she wanted him to touch her or do anything with her.

“Don’t fucking touch me!” she growled,
putting as much contempt as she could into her voice as she tried
to twist free.

“Come on, sweetie! I could teach you a lot,”
he said.

“Get off me!”

“I think you want it,” he said. “Shall we
see?”

She felt his fingers pressing against her
tiny, closed slit, forcing the taut lips to part, jamming against
her entrance. Her face went thermal as he crowed in delight,
feeling the heat and moisture of her sex against his hand.

He chuckled odiously. “I thought as much,” he
said, a smirk in his voice

“Get your greasy paws off me, you filthy
bastard!” she cried. “You good for nothing loser!”

“Not good enough for you, am I princess!?” he
sneered. “But your little pussy is running for me!”

She was not a strong young woman, nor large.
Roy had twice her weight, and held her easily in place as his hand
rubbed lazily against her shaven sex.

“No pussy hair!” he crowed. “Just like the
porn stars!”

Danny twisted and jerked helplessly, shocked,
gasping at how far and how fast things had gone. Then she felt his
finger curling in, pressing against the tight lips of her sex,
jamming through, penetrating her.

She cursed and cried out as his finger slid
through the tight lips of her sex and up into her body. She ached,
though she was wet, for his finger stabbed deep as he laughed into
her ear, and humiliation and outrage filled her as his finger slid
through the tight, moist heat of her pussy.

“Hot, horny little slut!” he crowed. “You
know you want it!”

And the terrifying thing was; she did! At
least, a part of her did. Danny felt the heat swirling around her
as his finger thrust deep and pumped in and out. He bit into the
nape of her neck, his mouth hot, his tongue wet. She felt
overwhelmed, shocked.

She struggled, her legs twisting, bare feet
scrabbling at the floor, arms and shoulders trying to twist
free.

He gripped the sides of the nightshirt, and
the last buttons popped as he tore it open, pulling it back off her
shoulders to leave her almost nude. Another shockwave hit Danny, so
that she could barely stand, and he spun her around, his face full
of lust as he pressed his body against her and crushed her lips
with his.

His hands dug into her soft buttocks as his
tongue shot into her mouth, and Danny was momentarily so disgusted
she could not think.

Then she bit his tongue; hard.

He cursed and jerked back, then slapped her
face so hard she spun around and had to grab the counter to keep
from falling.

“You little bitch!” he snarled.

He grabbed her hair and yanked her head back
painfully, so that Danny cried out. Then he shoved her forward,
bending her hard across the counter, jamming her face in against
the tiled wall behind it. His hand slapped stingingly against her
naked bottom and she cried out in pain.

“Think you’re too good for me!?” he
demanded.

He gripped the thin thong and tore it off
her, then forced her legs apart with his own and slapped the back
of her head. He was still holding her hair, using it like a handle
to hold her face jammed into the corner.

She felt something against her bottom, then,
startlingly, against her wrinkled little anal opening, something
cold and liquid and slimy. His finger pushed against her, slippery
and moist and slid through into her rectum.

“Wha- what… g-get off me!’ she cried.

She heard him chuckle as she received another
stinging slap to the bottom. His finger pushed deeper, pumping in
and out. It was covered in margarine, she realized with a shock,
and he meant to – to – no!

The idea was – disgusting. And at the same
time it was electrifying. Even as outraged as she was, Danny was
still helplessly aroused by what he was doing to her, or rather,
what was being done to her – so cruelly.

A second finger pushed into her as he
chuckled in amusement. “What a tight little ass you have, Danny
girl.”

She kicked out at him wildly, but he dodged,
and then grabbed at her wrists, pulling them back together behind
her back, and then forcing them upwards, up along her spine, up
between her shoulder blades as she cried out in pain, fearing her
shoulders would be dislocated.

“Hold still, Danielle,” he said calmly.

Danny could hardly speak with the pain. She
gasped and shuddered as her wrists were forced up behind her
neck.

“Now let me see you spread your legs
apart.”

“F-Fuck you!” she gasped between clenched
teeth.

He jerked her arms higher and she cried out
in pain.

“Lift that tight little ass higher. Come on.
Lift your ass up and spread your legs.”

God it hurt! It hurt so bad! But there was a
dark, liquid hunger as well, as he so cruelly hurt her.

Danny shifted her feet apart on the floor,
burning with lust that he was forcing her to do it.

“Lift that pretty little teenage ass higher,
Danielle.”

He slapped her bottom sharply, and, gasping,
she complied, rising onto the balls of her feet.

“Anngh!” she cried as he jerked on her
hair.

“Spread your legs wider!”

She shifted her straight legs wider still,
rising onto her toes, pushing her bottom back at him in a way which
was so obscenely humiliating that her face flamed despite the wild
turmoil of her arousal.

She felt his fingers against her sex. As
before, they were – greasy, slimy, and she realized that he’d stuck
them into the margarine, too. He thrust two fingers into her pussy,
then his thumb pushed down into her anal opening as he laughed at
her.

“Keep that sweet little bottom high, Danny
girl,” he ordered, jerking her pinned wrists up high again to make
her cry out in pain.

“That’s it, show me your best side, little
girl,” he said.

A third finger pushed into her sex, so that
she ached. They thrust in and out as his thumb twisted around in
her ass.

The margarine made them slide through her
flesh with a soft, sucking slickness that she found it very hard to
not feel aroused. He had a big thumb deep into her ass and three
fingers pumping in her pussy at the same time.

The big man held her tightly against the
counter, his left hand easily holding both her wrists, his right,
thrusting and pawing at her sex as he hurt her.

“Fucking asshole! Fucking faggot! Sicko loser
pervert!”

Danny's blood was on fire. There was only one
thing which could make it more darkly exciting, and as he did it.
Roy pulled his fingers out of her sex and ass, then adjusted his
grip on her wrists so that her silky hair was yanked back and
wrapped around her own wrists.

The stinging sensation of her hair being
pulled back sharply made her shudder.

“Rude little brat,” he said.

Crack! He slapped his hand against her
upraised bottom with stinging force.

Crack!

“Walk around like you’re a queen and I’m some
lump of crap on the floor.”

Crack!

“Well, guess what, sweetie? You’re nothing
special. You’re just another small town girl bent over with her
legs spread.”

Crack!

His big hand kneaded and squeezed her
buttocks and cupped and rubbed at her pussy. Then his fingers
thrust into her sex once more, three fingers forcing aside the
soft, slick lips of her opening, driving into her pink hole as his
thumb jammed down into her ass.

Danny stopped struggling. She was exhausted,
and it was useless. It was only arousing him and making her sweat
like a pig. There was no point, and she retreated into her old act,
the one she’d been living for the last few years.

She ignored him. She ignored him as she
always did, as she ignored the taunting students at school, and the
sneering men, most of them farmers, who saw her on the street. She
lay across the counter and pretended he wasn’t even there.

He held her pinned as his free hand raced
over her body as he laughed and groped and used her. His fingers
pushed into her anus, and into her pussy as margarine dripped down
her thighs.

And the terrible thing was how wonderful it
felt, with those slippery, oiled up fingers thrusting in and out of
both holes.

“I know what you need, you stuck up little
twat.”

He slapped her bottom again, and then opened
the fridge with his free hand. Danny could see nothing. Her hair
was pulled back and her wrists forced up hard, so that her face was
jammed against the wall.

She felt a cold hard pressure against her
pussy, felt the squishiness as margarine spurted around something.
Her sex lips were crushed inwards and the mouth of her sex ached as
he tried to push something cold – obviously a something from the
fridge – into her body.

“Ungh! D-Don’t!” she gasped. “Don’t!”

But he kept pushing, twisting it from side to
side as it ground against the mouth of her sex, as her aching sex
lips were slowly forced wider and wider – and wider. Pain and anger
mixed with a wild dark thrill as she was cruelly and obscenely
abused.

“Unngh!”

God it was big! What the fuck was he trying
to put into her!?

And then her sex lips spread enough to allow
it to slide forward. As if her pussy had given up the struggle, it
now slid smoothly, if tightly on its layer of margarine, and Danny
gasped as she felt the thick hard girth of it sliding through her
soft flesh, forcing her pink pussy walls to spread apart as it slid
up into her belly.

“Ungh! Unnnngh!” she cried, her hips jerking,
her legs scrabbling.

“I said keep your ass raised,” he said
mildly, forcing her wrists even higher behind her neck.

She cried out in pain and forced her legs
straight again, rising onto her toes as that – that thing slid even
deeper into her aching, overfilled pussy.

It was cold and hard, and she knew what it
had to be. It was too hard to be a banana, and too big. It was too
soft to be a bottle or plastic container. It had to be a cucumber,
one of the ones her mother had bought last week.

She shuddered at the remembered length and
thickness of them, wondering if she’d be damaged for life by having
this drunken pig shoving one up her pussy.

Still, the idea of being maimed for life only
served to fuel her sense of victimhood and masochistic martyrdom.
And dark hunger twisted its way through her increasingly dazed
mind.

“Oh God! Oh Jesus!” she gasped.

It was wayyyy up inside her, and still he was
twisting the thing from side to side, forcing it even deeper, until
she knew she would have to scream as it ground against her
cervix.

He laughed and slapped her bottom, then his
finger twisted its way into her ass. The cucumber was buried in her
sex, cold and heavy, filling her, holding her sex lips spread wide,
sticking out of her.

And now he was pumping his finger into her
ass! And worse, for a second finger soon followed.

“You got a tight little ass, Danielle,” he
said, “And you know what every tight assed little girl needs?”

She felt his finger withdraw, and something
else pushing against her anal opening, something soft, but moist,
hot but firm.

He’s gonna fuck me in the ass, she thought in
shock. The world felt cold suddenly, icy, crystalline.

She tried to rise, deliberately, not wanting
to really. It was an almost instinctive effort. And it drew exactly
the response she wanted, needed. He slapped the back of her head
and gripped her hair again, jamming her down against the counter,
pulling cruelly on her hair to force her head up and back even as
her chin was jammed against the counter.

Her bottom was raised high, and he thrust
deep. Danny shuddered, her breath coming in ragged gasps, eyes wide
as his big cock skewered her buttery little opening. He felt so –
so big there! She felt utterly stuffed with his cock and the
cucumber. It was disgusting! It was intense! And it was a wild,
dark, heady rush!

He forced himself even deeper, and she could barely repress a cry
of pain as cramps rippled through her gut. He was too big, too
long, too thick, and she ached – wonderfully.

He ground his pelvis into her upraised
bottom, slapping her buttocks, chortling with glee now as he began
to pump. Her ass was tight, but he forced himself in and out until
it loosened up, and Danny lay bent over the counter, shuddering as
she tried to cope with the dark, nasty waves of sexual excitement
sweeping through her.

He felt huge back there, but compared to the
cold, sullen hardness of the cucumber filling her pussy his cock
felt so – so strangely natural, warm and good as the big pole of
flesh slid up and down, up and down, up and down within her. His
hips slammed powerfully against her slim bottom, and his hands
continued to maul her, pinching and groping and squeezing as he ran
his hips in and out.

“Tight assed little beauty! Aren’t acting so
high and mighty now, are you!?” he laughed, his hips slapping
loudly against her in the small room. “You like that, baby? You
like my cock stuffed up your ass!”

And she did, God help her! A part of her
wanted to cry at how degraded and filthy she felt. And another part
of her was on fire because of it, reveling in her own degradation,
in the pain and abuse he was pouring over her.

He pulled his cock free and released her arms
as he abruptly dropped to his knees. His big hands grasped her
slender thighs, yanking them farther apart. His mouth shot in and
closed around her naked sex, his tongue whipping up and down along
her thin, tight oiled up slit.

Danny gasped and cried out as the awful,
wonderful tension and pressure was finally released, as her hair
and arms came free. She shuddered, slowly drawing her arms away
from her back, gasping at the pain of renewed sensation, her hair
spilling around her face.

She hardly noticed what Roy was doing back
there, at first. And then she did, and her eyes rolled dazedly as
she felt his lips sucking on her clit, as she felt him mouthing her
soft, hairless mons with his wet, hot, filthy mouth.

She jerked violently, gasping, jaw slack, her
mind blown momentarily. He sucked and licked and she lay across the
counter with glassy eyes, trembling, flinching, shuddering
helplessly as he caught at her swollen clitoris, his lips sucking
hotly, his tongue, his gross, disgusting, wet, slimy, eel-like
tongue, sweeping strongly back and forth across her aching,
exquisitely sensitive little clit so that she wanted to scream in
both pleasure and disgust.

She threw herself aside, staggering across
the floor, the cucumber a fat, heavy thing sticking out of her
pussy, rubbing against her thighs. But he was on her in an instant,
grasping her hair from behind again, yanking it up and back
cruelly, painfully, so Danny had to cry out as she was looking at
him upside down behind her, sneering at her.

He thrust her forward against the table,
against one of the wooden chairs, jamming her down once more, her
breasts pillowing out against the rough wood as he slapped her
bottom stingingly.

He chortled at her cry of pain, slapping her
again, and then again, and again, the room echoing with the loud,
sharp sound of flesh on flesh.

“Think you’re so good,” he smirked, slapping
her bottom again, and then again.

“Aren’t so good now, little girl!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her bottom was burning, but then her entire
body was flaming anyway, and Danny could only jerk and moan as he
held her hair and slapped her bottom until her skin felt like it
was on fire.

Then his cock thrust into her again,
skewering her, burying itself in her tight, aching little ass while
he pulled at her hair and roughly groped her breast.

His hips were a trip hammer, beating at her
upraised bottom, and her mind was pounded by waves of wild, dark
hunger as her entire body began to quiver and shake with
unrestrained heat and pleasure.

He slowed, his cock now sliding in and out in
long, slow, careful movements as he leaned over her body, his face
above her, dripping sweat as she was.

“Tell me you love it, baby!”

She ignored him, refusing to even look at
him. His cock felt delicious inside her warm, tight bottom, its
movements that of a hot, hard snake writhing inside her. It pushed
deep, as if into her very belly, and she had a wonderful sense of
fullness within her.

He jerked back sharply on her hair and she
cried out in pain, but a crackling jolt of sexual electricity
rippled through her at the same time.

“Tell me you love it, baby.”

“F-Fuck you!’ she gasped.

And she knew it would provoke him, and a
strange, dark part of her wanted to.

He yanked back on her hair again and she
cried out in pain and pleasure. He was twisting his fingers in her
hair now, tearing at her scalp as he worked his cock up into her
faster and faster.

Danny could feel his hard, hot flesh
thrusting up through the soft folds of her anus, forcing them aside
again and again.

“Tell me you want to be my bitch.”

He gripped her breast with his hand now,
squeezing it painfully. Danny cried out, struggling helplessly as
the pain mounted.

“Tell me you want to be my little bitch.”

The pain was too much, her breast feeling as
though it was going to explode.

“I-I want to – to be your bitch!” she
cried.

He buried his cock in her ass and ground
himself against her, then began to pump, hard, fast and deep, her
thighs aching as they were ground against the back of the chair,
her scalp stinging as he pulled her head up and back.

“Tell me you love my cock,” he ordered.

She clawed at his hand and he cursed and
slapped her head, grasping her wrists, pulling them in together
behind her back, then forcing them cruelly up between her shoulder
blades again.

The pain clawed at her mind and a dark,
wicked lust poured through her. He snatched at her hair with one
hand, yanking it back, even as he forced her wrists higher and held
her chest pressed to the table.

“Tell me you love my cock,” he demanded.

She shuddered at the pain, and at the hot,
liquid heat within her belly as his cock slid in and out.

“I-I love your cock,” she gasped in a choked
voice.

His hips thrust harder, faster, deeper, his
pounding violently, bruisingly, against her upraised bottom as his
cock raped her ass with hard, savage strokes. In her belly, the
cucumber shuddered and trembled and strained against her aching,
overstretched pussy lips.

It was so good! So wonderfully cruel! It was
so terribly, horribly, disgustingly animal-like! She had never felt
more revolted, more degraded.

Then he reached beneath her and his slippery,
greasy fingers began to roughly rub back and forth over her aching,
swollen clit, jamming it in and back against the hard, solid weight
of the big cucumber he’d rammed up inside her.

The climax screamed through her nervous
system like an explosion, and her body shuddered and bucked as his
cock pounded up her ass in hard, deep, savage strokes that jerked
her slender body violently against the table.

She could not hide it. Her breath left her in
a long, gurgling, undulating moan as flame enveloped her mind and
body. Her anus spasmed and squeezed and sucked on his pistoning
cock as he bellowed and twisted her hair and rammed himself into
her even harder.

“Yeah! Yeah! You fucking love it, you hot
little slut!” he crowed, his hips pounding against her bottom.

Danny shuddered and went limp, eyes glassy, a
fog of languorous pleasure filling every muscle and nerve in her
body even as Roy continued to pound his cock up her ass. But the
thought, the suspicion he had conquered her utterly, had forced her
to climax, drove him over the edge, and he cursed as he felt his
seed spurting down into the lovely young pale skinned girl before
him.

He leaned over her, gasping, panting,
dripping sweat onto her back, then, as his cock sagged, so did he.
He drew back, stumbled away, fumbling at his trousers, and without
another look, left her there bent across the table.

Danny was soaked in sweat, gasping for
breath, moaning dazedly. She didn’t move for a long minute, then
slowly forced herself erect. She stared dazedly down at the
cucumber, the small rounded end protruding from her obscenely
spread sex lips.

She reached for it, but it was slippery with
margarine, and she moaned dazedly.

She stumbled for the rear stairs and pulled
herself up them, the cucumber a solid weight inside her.

Naked, she stumbled at the top and pulled
herself onto the floor on hands and knees, then crawled several
feet, headily aware of the big, solid cucumber filling her pussy
and sticking out behind her. She pulled herself to her feet,
holding herself against the wall. She swayed as she made her way to
her room and closed the door, locking it, collapsing across the
bed.

She lay still, gasping, moaning, chest
heaving, for some minutes, a world of embarrassment, guilt, and
disgust filling her mind.

But hot, nasty sexual heat pushed it back as
she rolled onto her back and spread her legs. She stared,
cross-eyed at the cucumber, shuddering, eyes fluttering, mind
filled with heat and anger, shock and disbelief, hunger and
wildfire lust.

The orgasm had been so incredible! She’d
never felt anything like it! Yet still, her body burned with lust,
and she reached her hand down and moaned as her fingers touched the
slipper mouth of her sex.

And then she was rubbing frenziedly at her
clit, her knees spread wide, gasping and moaning and grunting as
another orgasm spread up through her body and made her arch and
twist and buck her hips against her fingers.

And at last, as she collapsed, she knew some
peace, groaning to herself in exhaustion now. She lay still for a
long minute, then pawed ineffectually at the cucumber. It took
several minutes of discomfort before she could pull the fat thing
out of her, and when she did, the sight of how long and fat it was
as it slid, inch by inch, out into the light, made her mind burn
with wicked excitement once again.

She dropped it on the floor, feeling
incredibly empty, and after a long moment, forced herself up and
down the hall to the bathroom.

She scrubbed herself hard, then rinsed off
and did it again. She was light-headed as she sank into the corner
of the tub, sitting on the edge, staring blankly at the water
falling in front of her feet.

Her pussy felt so good now that it wasn’t
stretched out, not full of that horrible cold cucumber. She rubbed
at it, and her rubbing grew faster and more artful. Soon she was
climaxing again, her buttocks grinding against the edge of the tub
as she threw back her head and shuddered in pleasure.
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Danny drew in a deep drag and sighed, blowing
smoke out her nose. Beside her, Kyra blew smoke rings into the
air.

“You guys are asking for trouble smoking this
close to the doors.”

Danny shrugged as Eddie Keegan dropped to the
grass beside them. Neither she, nor Kyra had a lot of time for
Eddie – nor did anyone else, really. He was, for the most part, an
annoying, adolescent pest. On the other hand, he did have good
grass, from a supplier he managed to keep secret. And somehow, he
was getting it cheap enough to be generous about it.

With some people.

“Hey, you guys wanna cut school today, and go
down by the Donner Street Bridge?” he asked with a little half
leer.

Which meant go down there, smoke his weed,
and blow him as payment, she knew. But she really wasn’t in the
mood.

“Naw, I’m in enough trouble,” she said. “And
my marks aren’t that great. I want to graduate and get out of this
stinking town.”

“Come on,” he groaned. “There’s nothing big
today, no tests. I got some really good stuff.”

She finished the cigarette and ground it out
on the edge of the sidewalk next to her, then got up and dusted off
her jeans as Kyra rose as well.

“Some other time,” she said.

“Shit. You guys are no fun.”

“Guess you’ll have to find someone else to
wrap their lips around your grass – and your weenie,” Kyra said
with a smirk.

“Up yours,” he said, giving them both the
finger as they sauntered towards the doors.

They followed several others in, and passed
Mr. Keegan, the vice principal. He glowered at them as they
approached, and Danny felt his eyes on them as they passed by.
There was no doubt Keegan, Eddie’s father, disapproved of both of
them. And for good reason. Neither was exactly a model student.

But Danny suspected there was more to it than
that. The way Keegan looked at them, the way his dark eyes followed
them, gave her the creeps. It always had. And she got the same
feeling from him she’d always gotten from Roy; that he wanted to
fuck her, and hard.

But where Roy was a ne’er-do-well punk and
bully, Keegan seemed somehow darker, colder, nastier. Maybe it was
her imagination, given his job as disciplinarian, but while Roy
merely angered her, Keegan scared her sometimes. She got the
feeling he was capable of almost anything.

Her senses towards dark and nasty things had
been heightened of late. And since she had lost herself to Roy,
since he had demonstrated to her just what a weak-willed little
slut she was, she had come to consider things she would have
dismissed as gross and disgusting only days before.

What would Keegan do to her if she let him?
How nasty would it be? And how hot would it get?

She carried on to class, but she felt a
distinct throbbing between her legs just thinking about how cold
and disapproving the vice principal was, and what might be in his
cold, disapproving mind for her.

Because if she was going to be thrown around
and fucked by some old guy, she’d rather it be someone like Keegan,
who was a bit scary, but was also smart, good looking, and clean,
rather than a useless, drunken leech like Roy.

God! How weak did she have to be that a bum
like Roy could make her cream like a slut!?

Her pussy was still sore from that fucking
cucumber he had shoved up inside her. And her ass was sore from the
hard sodomy he had inflicted upon her. But worse was the blow to
her own image of herself. She had always thought she was better
than the others, especially than those simpering females who gave
themselves to men. Now it seemed she was little more than a whore
who could be turned on her head by a stiff prick, even one wielded
by a total loser.

After school, Kyra decided to head home.
Danny was sick of her whining, but also had no intention of heading
home herself. Her mother would be asleep, and shithead Roy would be
up and waiting for action. She wasn’t about to walk in and have him
look at her and give her that patented, self-satisfied leer.

She hitched a ride with Mr. Williams, a local
farmer, up the highway, and got off at a bar a few miles outside
town. It was kind of a seedy bar, but then, she wasn’t exactly high
class herself.

She wasn’t surprised that guys started
offering her drinks. She ignored them at first, brooding, drinking,
and feeling cheap and stupid and weak. She alternated between
wanting to curse out every guy who approached and wanting to just
give herself to them.

Because when all was said and done, despite
how disgusted she was at herself, her pussy had been in a state of
low, throbbing hunger all day. Every time she thought back to what
had happened, every time her mind filled with the mental image of
herself being – being fucked, being used, being mauled like a
helpless little girl by that shitheel Roy, she felt a hot shiver
run up through her groin.

How disgusting was that!?

And it wasn’t like she’d suddenly found a new
and interesting side of the man. She found him, if anything, even
more of a disgusting creep pervert than she had before. No, when
she thought back on what had happened, Roy’s face didn’t even show
up. Instead it was her, all her, her being degraded, being used,
being slapped and – and beaten and – and raped!

And somehow, that aroused that dark, nasty
side of her sexuality which had been simmering just below the
surface, but which had now exploded into full life.

So giving herself to one of these creeps
would be – degrading, and the idea of degrading herself like that
was arousing her.

Danny was disgusted and confused by that, but
even while she recognized it was pathetic, that didn’t stop her
pussy from throbbing or her mind from playing through dark, nasty
images of herself stretched out, legs spread, some repulsive guy
thrusting into her.

“Hey, baby.”

And here was just the guy nasty enough to
satisfy her, she realized with a sudden, quickening of
interest.

He was tall, with shoulder length dark hair
which was overdue for a washing. He had a long, thin face with a
wide mouth, and wore a beat-up leather jacket over scruffy jeans.
He was big, though, and all male, and he exuded a slimy, sordid air
which made something inside her tremble.

This was not a man who would make long,
tender love to her. This was a man who would use her like a whore
and then brag about it later. Fortunately, he was a complete
stranger. So let him brag – somewhere else.

“Want a drink, hot stuff?”

God, what a stupid line.

And she’d already had more than enough to
drink if this asshole was looking good.

She shook her head, just to see his reaction.
“I think I’m about ready to go anyway.”

“Yeah, need a ride?” he asked, leaning in
with a leer. “You look like you need a ride.”

“Do tell?”

“You look like you need a good ride,” he said
with his tongue across his lower lip. “You look like you need a
good, long, hard ride.”

“And you think you can give me one, huh?”

“I know I can, baby.”

“I don’t like this place.”

“Then let’s go somewhere else.”

So they did. He had a motorcycle, which
appealed to her even more. They raced up the highway and pulled off
down a side road and into another bar. This one made the other one
look like the Ritz.

“What a fucking dump,” she said, sliding off
the bike and swaying a bit.

She had drunk too much. But it had given her
courage – the courage to do something stupid but thrilling like
this.

The guy – whose name, she discovered, not
that she cared, was Jake, grabbed her hair. Could he possibly know
how much that turned her on these days – and yanked her back
against him, then kissed her hard on the lips as his hands crushed
her buttocks and pulled her in against him.

She made no effort to resist, a wave of
submission and heat passing over her and igniting fires within her
lower belly. He kissed her hard and sloppy, his tongue thrusting
into her mouth, his left hand on her ass while his right kneaded
her breasts through her thin black tank top.

Then he was bringing her inside. The smell
inside was of stale beer and cigarettes. The air was smoky, the
light dim, the noise overwhelming. They moved through a crowd and
Danny felt herself groped several times in the near-dark before
they slid through into a back hall.

He shoved her against the wall and kissed her
again, and again, she let him, her heart fluttering.

“You’re a hot little bitch,” he said into her
ear.

Then he yanked her away from the wall and
before she understood his intent they were in the men’s room. She
gaped as she saw several men lined up at urinals. Most never
noticed her, intent on their business. One tuned and glared, but
she was yanked into a stall and Jake shut and locked the door.

“Wha - .”

And he was sitting on the toilet and yanking
her down into his lap. She wound up straddling him, sitting on his
thighs, looking down at him as he groped her breasts and jammed his
tongue into her mouth.

She was feeling very passive, though her skin
began to crackle with sexual tension. His hands slid up under her
top and yanked down her bra so he could grope her bare breasts. His
hands were rough and hard as his fingers dug into her soft
flesh.

She moaned as she pressed herself against
him, her mind floating on a sea of dark hunger and excitement. He
was practically eating at her mouth and she shuddered as he pinched
her nipples, then shoved her top up and over her head, tossing it
behind him onto the toilet tank.

Almost at once, his fingers undid her bra
completely and pulled it off, and then he was eating at her
breasts, his big, dirty mouth sucking and chewing at her soft, pale
flesh, his tongue lapping, dog-like, across her hard, still-aching
nipples as she swayed in his lap.

His hands roamed her body, then undid the
button at the front of her jeans. He pulled his mouth off her
breasts and pushed her back, both of them panting, and she stumbled
as she got her feet under her.

He yanked her jeans down, taking her thong
with them, and Danny shuddered as she felt the cool air on her bare
skin. She could hear men outside the stall, hear water going,
urinals and toilets flushing. This was so insane! It was so fucking
dirty!

And nasty, and degrading, and – filling her
with supercharged sexual excitement.

She kicked off her shoes, tugging at her
jeans. And the next thing she knew she was straddling him again,
but naked now, completely, bare ass naked in a public men’s room of
a greasy bar in the middle of nowhere.

Her skin felt electric. She was almost
physically trembling with sexual tension. Jake undid his own jeans
and pulled his cock out. It was everything he’d bragged about; long
and hard.

Danny moaned as she raised herself up a bit,
his hands sliding under her buttocks, scooping her up. She grabbed
his thick, hard, warm cock and rubbed the head along her bare slit,
then positioned it against the mouth of her moist, hungry sex as he
guided her over him.

She braced herself as he eased her down,
keeping her body from dropping too quickly. She grabbed his
leather-clad shoulders and felt the head of his cock filling the
entrance to her pussy, then she sank down, in one, long, slow, even
drop that made her want to cry out in pleasure as his fat cock
pushed up, inch by inch by inch through the quivering hot folds of
flesh within her pussy.

And then, peripherally, she became aware that
there were holes in the walls of the toilet stall. Each hole was
perhaps the size of a silver dollar, and there were eyes at the
holes. One to her left, one to her right.

It shamed her, and the shame made her even
hotter.

A small orgasm shook her as she sank down,
taking him deep inside her, as she felt that long slab of male meat
filling her. All around them was the noise of men going about their
business, sometimes talking, laughing, making obscene jokes or
comments.

Jake was kneading her buttocks and sucking
and chewing on her nipples and breasts, and Danny – Danny was in a
strange, dark dream world, her body pulsing with sexual pleasure as
she slowly ground herself against him and began to ride.

She started slowly, grinding and rolling her
hips as she rose and fell, using very slow strokes, loving the feel
of his big cock deep inside her belly. Another small orgasm made
her moan and arch her back, but she kept moving, and now rode
faster, harder, staring at the wall over his head with a fixed,
determined stare.

She knew there were eyes looking at her, had
seen at least the two on either side, and, now that she recalled,
another in the door as she’d stripped. At least three guys staring
at her completely naked as she rode up and down on this guy’s
cock!

Up and down, in longer, deep strokes, she
rode his cock, reveling in the feel of it thrusting up through her
body again and again and again. Her breathing grew ragged and
harsh, and her eyes were filled with a frantic need as she rode
faster, impaling herself painfully on his stiff cock with every
downward movement.

She felt a wild hunger at what a show she was
putting on for the watching men, for the hunger they must feel as
they watched her sleek body riding up and down on Jake’s cock.

“Keep the noise down in there,” a guy
called.

“You can’t get a fuckin’ motel room?” someone
else snapped.

“You’re just jealous,” Jake yelled back.

His hands were under her ass, now, helping to
lift her up and drop her down with more speed. And Danny was hardly
even aware of the sounds she was making, the wild animal noises as
sex-heat tore through her mind.

An orgasm howled through her, and she howled
along with it, crying out in dazed exultation as the sexual
pleasure roared through her mind. The pleasure was almost blinding
as her back arched violently and she shuddered and jerked in his
lap, only his own hands under her still causing her to move up and
down on his stiff prick.

She sagged dazedly against him, eyes glassy,
moaning, even drooling a bit as the orgasm faded, taking everything
out of her. He stood up, Danny in his hands, turned quickly, and
sat her on the toilet, his hands sliding from her bottom up her
thighs to squeeze her legs just behind the knees. And he lifted her
legs up and forced them back as he leaned into her.

The dazed girl found herself more laying on
the toilet than sitting on it, her knees jammed back against the
tank behind her, her pussy elevated as Jake lunged, buried his cock
in her and started thrusting wildly.

Danny was crushed, folded up, jammed against
the toilet tank, her bare feet in the air, jerking and wobbling,
her head pressed forward so that her chin was on her chest, his
cock pounding down into her as his hips slapped her buttocks
bruisingly.

She could dimly hear voices. “Yeah, give it
to her, man.”

“Fuck that pussy, guy.”

“Sounds like he’s really hammering away at
that slut.”

Slowly, she began to come to herself, her
eyes blinking, focusing, seeing him, awareness returning as she
looked up from between her own legs to see him bending over and
pounding down into her. She was gasping and grunting as he used
her, and as the world sharpened into existence again she found
herself – astonishingly – still feeling aroused.

God, God, God! This was surely the sluttiest,
dirtiest, nastiest thing she’d ever done! It even eclipsed Roy!
Didn’t it!? Surely it did! Her head rolled and she saw the eye
staring at her from the hole on her right, shuddering as she turned
her head away.

And then, to her great disappointment, Jake
came, groaning as he spilled himself inside her, and almost
immediately softened.

And then he straightened, grinning, letting
her bare feet drop to the filthy, sticky floor. He put himself back
into his pants, gave her a wink, and opened the door.

Danny was sitting up dizzily, back aching.
She gasped as he opened the door, and threw herself forward. But
she saw at least two men on the other side staring hungrily as she
slammed the door closed and threw the bolt.

She heard a rumble of male laughter and
jerked back, feeling extremely vulnerable. She looked around for
her clothes, just in time to see her jeans pulled under the wall by
whoever was in the next stall.

She gasped and reached for them, but too
late. Not only were her jeans gone, so was everything else.
Whatever he’d put on the back of the toilet tank must have fallen
off, and the watching men bracketing them had stolen them.

She stared anxiously at the eye on her left,
and the one on her right, her arms moving up protectively over her
chest, her legs closing. There was another one in the door, and she
felt her heart pounding with fear and anxiety.

And a renewed sense of arousal. What would
they do to her? Were they going to gang rape her!?

“You want your clothes, baby?” a male voice
asked from the next cubicle?

She nodded anxiously. The eye pulled back,
and then to her shock, a thick male cock slid through the hole. She
gaped, drawing back towards the other side, but just then another
thick male cock slid through that hole.

The toilet stall was not very wide, nor very
deep. She was uncomfortably close to both cocks as they pointed
threateningly at her.

“Suck it, slut!” the man on the left
demanded.

She shuddered, her stomach twisting, fear,
disgust and arousal sweeping through her in a strange, dark surge.
She couldn’t! But she wasn’t about to walk out of here naked
either!

And then, fingers trembling, she reached out
for the naked cock on her right, and slowly, as if in a trance,
folded around it. She squeezed it, and felt it throb, then reached
out for the other one, grabbing that as well.

Shuddering, her mind squirming in disgust,
her body burning up with a sexual fever, she bent and slid her lips
over the cock on her left, sucking and licking, bobbing her lips up
and down.

She pulled back, then turned to the other
one, sliding her lips over that one and sucking on it, almost
gagging as she forced her lips down too hard.

And now there was another one, sticking
through the door. Leaning forward, she could just get her mouth
around it and suck, her tongue licking, her mouth moving up and
down.

It was so insane! It was so filthy! It was so
nasty! It was so degrading!

A wild, dark hunger consumed her, and she
felt a wildness slide over her mind. She turned from one to the
other, pumping her small fists on two while she sucked on a third.
The one on her right spat a thick stream of come into her mouth and
she held it there, then, closing her eyes, she let it spill over
her lower lip, down onto her chest and breasts.

She blinked her glassy eyes, then turned and
took the one on the other side into her mouth, bobbing and sucking
and licking. As she turned to the one pushing through the door, she
was surprised to see the one on her right hard again. But no, it
was a different cock! It was slightly thicker, and not quite as
long.

Her mind reeled from the shock, but she never
paused. She worked on the cock in the door, then the new cock to
her right, then the one on her left

As she turned to the door, her fist squeezing
the cock on her left, the man climaxed, and his come sprayed over
the side of her face and shoulder. She continued to pump until he
softened, even as she sucked on the cock pushing through the
door.

She felt a surge in the cock, and pulled her
lips back, pumping it with her fingers as he came. She deliberately
held herself in place, shuddering as it sprayed over her face.

She turned to the other one, not at all
surprised to see the cock on her left replaced by another one. And
this one was black. She felt a crackling fire in her groin as she
sucked on the other, then turned to the black cock. She’d never had
a black guy. In fact, she’d had very few guys – her arrogance
keeping her more pure than her morals.

Now she spread her mouth wide and took the
cock inside, closing her lips and sucking lovingly, her tongue
sliding up and down against the underside of it.

Another cock pushed through the door, and she
swayed, sucking, squeezing, pumping. She turned to the new cock,
then the one on her right.

One after another, the cocks spewed out. Some
of them emptied themselves into her mouth, others sprayed across
her breasts and face, into her hair, onto her shoulders. It
trickled down her body to pool at her groin, and Danny moaned as
the wildness continued to burn within her.

Cock after cock entered her mouth, so many
her jaws ached, her tongue unable to move properly, felt swollen
and sore.

She stood up, or tried to, several times, a
wild mania working her over. She turned to face one side of the
stall and positioned her pussy against the one on the other side.
She pushed back, letting out a little cry of aching need as it sank
through the hot, wet lips of her sex.

She ground and rolled her hips as she sucked
wildly on the cock in front of her, forgetting about the cock
sticking through the door as she rode the cock through a shattering
orgasm.

But then she shifted positions, bending over,
forcing her pussy back onto the one sticking out of the door,
fisting the others, and directing their semen against her face as
they spurted hot white cum. She slapped her ass back against the
door, gasping and panting and moaning as another orgasm tore at her
dazed mind.

It wasn’t until the bar finally closed that
she was able to literally crawl out of the stall, covered in come,
and pull together scattered pieces of her clothes to get dressed.
Her bra and thong were gone, but her jeans and top were still on
the floor, and the bar’s exit was not far from the toilet door. She
stumbled out into the dark, gasping at the cool air of early
morning.

 


 


 



Chapter Three

 


 


 


 


She was just a stupid little slut, like Roy
said. She had no willpower. She was not, despite her own arrogant
thoughts otherwise, a strong woman. She was a weakling, a simpleton
who let herself be degraded and used because of her own primitive
lust.

Danny was in a sullen mood as she sat back
against the headboard of her bed and smoked the grass she’d gotten
from Eddie. The world sucked. Life sucked. Everything sucked. She
hated them all and she hated herself.

She flicked her plastic lighter and held her
hand over the flame, pursing her lips, then clenching them as she
brought the flame closer to her skin. She gasped and jerked her
hand away, licking her finger.

But there was something seductive about the
pain. She raised her knee and then flicked the lighter again,
turning the flame to high. She played it quickly across her skin,
slow enough to hurt, but fast enough not to burn.

She had very little hair there, but now she
decided to burn it away. Transfixed by the sight, she played the
flame along her leg, wincing, gasping, trying to control the pain,
to embrace it. She played the lighter up high, then down low,
moving it swiftly, too swiftly to burn her downy hair without
numerous efforts.

And then she had a nasty, cruel, dark, hungry
thought which almost left her breathless. She licked her lips and
slipped off her t-shirt, then her thong. Naked, she lay back and
spread her legs, feeling a sudden wash of lust and hunger as she
stared down her nude body.

She played the lighter’s flame along her
inner thigh in quick, sweeping motions, gasping at the pain, but
feeling a warm rush of excitement.

She rubbed her fingers against her pussy. She
had not shaved in a couple of days, so there was a downy stubble
there. She inhaled sharply several times, trying to gain courage,
then slumped down more and played the lighter across the edge of
her sex.

She gasped at the pain, then played it back
again, gasping once more, her hips jerking convulsively.

Again and again she brought the flame out,
then drew the lighter upwards across her mound in quick motions
that let the flame lick at her skin and stubble. She groaned as she
felt the pain inciting her pleasure, as her pussy began to throb
and burn with an entirely different kind of heat.

But the metal at the top of the lighter was
growing too hot to hold, and she had to put it aside, gasping,
chest heaving. She was sweating again, her pussy and legs where the
flames had licked felt a bit – raw, as if lightly sunburned.

She slipped out of bed and fished around on
the top of her dresser, then slipped back into bed holding a sewing
needle.

She examined the needle as she sat back,
licking her lips nervously. She was strong; she was! It was only a
freaking needle! She plunged it into her finger, jerking at the
sharp pain, wincing as she pulled it back. After a moment, a drop
of blood appeared, and she sucked her thumb.

She looked at the needle and then brought it
down against the fleshy part of her thigh, thrusting it in until
the pain made her stop, gasping, cursing softly.

She drew back, staring at the little needle,
then down at her breasts. She inhaled sharply, a shocking idea
filling her mind. She’d thought about getting her nipples pierced.
But it cost a lot, and she didn’t want to show her tits off to some
stranger in a shop anyway.

But obviously, there was no real harm in
sticking needles into your nipples.

She pressed the sharp needle against her
breast, then thrust, wincing, gasping in pain. Her pussy throbbed
and pulsed, and she wiped the sweat off her face with her arm.

Now she centered the needle against her left
nipple, not against the side, but dead center front. She was not
really piercing her nipple, after all, just… just playing.

But her playing was getting her very hot.

She slipped out of bed again, putting the
needle aside. She walked past the old rickety table which sat
against the wall near the foot of her bed, passing it by without a
second glance at the pile of old clothes heaped high upon it, not
noticing the small glassy eye of a camcorder just beneath them.

She pulled aside a box from the closet, then
forced up a floorboard. Feeling her lower body throb and pulse, she
brought the dildo back to her bed and jumped in. Once again she sat
back against the headboard, knees raised and spread wide as she
slumped down.

The dildo was, of course, black. It was long
and almost painfully thick, though not as thick as the cucumber
that bastard Roy had raped her with, she thought with sullen
hunger. It was carved into the shape of a penis, with thick veins
which scraped against her sex lips as she slid it into her
pussy.

She pumped the dildo in and out, in and out,
going deeper, plunging it in hard, so she hurt herself, so she
ground the head against her cervix. She held it in with a finger,
then got to her knees and turned around.

Spreading her legs wide, she sank her pussy
down towards the bed, then held the base of the dildo against the
mattress as she began to ride it up and down. She leaned forward,
gasping, her pussy sliding up and down the hard, black plastic cock
as she reached back and rubbed at her clit.

The blood raced within her veins and her
pulse pounded in her ears. She panted for breath, growing more and
more aroused as she rode the dildo, imagining it was a Black
man.

Then, on the edge of climax, she stopped,
rising and turning and then sitting back against the headboard
again. As before, she spread her legs and raised her knees,
slumping low.

Her heart was beating like a drum as she held
still, then she plucked the needle off the night table and, her
eyes dreamy, pressed it against the center of her pink nipple. She
reached down and pumped the dildo again, then thrust it deep and
turned it on.

She moaned as the dildo twisted inside her,
making her ache deep in her belly. She rode it hard, her hips
grinding and jerking as she felt the orgasm surging up through her
body.

She plunged the needle into her nipple, and
cried out at the sharp, hot stinging pain that crackled through
her.

She forced herself to not pull the needle
back as the orgasm receded. She stared at the needle, panting,
gasping. It was embedded in her nipple, but not deep, not very deep
at all. Her nipple stung.

She braced herself mentally and physically,
then reached up with her forearm, wiping the sweat out of her face
again. She concentrated on the needle, grasping it in two fingers,
then thrust it in harder.

“Fuck!’ she gasped in a chocked voice. “Oh
God!”

The needle slid deeper, and her fingers
dropped free of it. It protruded out very straight, firmly embedded
in her stinging, burning nipple.

She moaned and felt her pussy throb and suck
on the dildo as her hunger rose.

But she did not give herself to it. Instead
she crawled out of bed again, grabbing another needle from the
sewing kit.

She slid back in carefully, holding the dildo
in place, sitting back against the head of the bed again. She
pressed the needle against her other nipple, dead center, then
slowly, straining, sweating, half sobbing in pain, forced the
needle deep into her nipple, basking in the pain.

God, it hurt!

She rolled her head back, eyes glassy and
teary, chest rising and falling frantically as the pain eased. She
moaned and rubbed her finger over her clit, then felt the orgasm
rising again.

Half in a daze, she rose on her knees and
turned around, bending over, spreading her legs wider and wider so
that the base of the dildo pressed against the mattress, then she
began to grind herself against it as she bent forward and let the
needles sticking out of her nipples press against the backboard of
the bed.

At the same time, she brought her finger up
hard against her clit and began to roll her hips in and out, up and
down on the bed.

Panting, gasping, sweating, she felt the
orgasm explode, felt her mind swamped by the massive infusion of
sensations, both pleasure and pain. Her hips rocked and ground
downwards frantically as she pressed the base of the needles
against the headboard in short, desperate little thrusting motions
that made her nipples burn as though they were on fire.

Sweat poured down her flanks and into her
eyes as her entire body erupted in a fiery overload of sensation.
Her mind reeled as her body moved instinctively, grinding and
thrusting, pain and pleasure twisting within her.

She felt the hard, sharp pain of the dildo
jammed up into her cervix as she let her weight down in hard, rapid
thrusting motions. She felt the stinging, burning ache of the two
needles driven dead center into the sensitive flesh of her aching
nipples. The world narrowed to a wildfire storm of pleasure tearing
through her mind and body.

And it was a pleasure like none other she had
ever felt, a pleasure without end, a pleasure which rose and dipped
in wild, sweeping surges like an out of control roller coaster, but
never plunged, never fell, never gave her enough pause to catch her
breath or draw her stunned mind together.

And then, barely conscious, she fell back to
the bed, chest heaving as she drew in great, shaky breaths of air
and her body lay limp and exhausted, drained of energy and
feeling.

The glass eye of the camera looked on
unblinking.

* * *

It was cooler next morning, but the heatwave
was still on. It was supposed to be into the nineties by noon.
Danny wore a black T-shirt and a pair of tight black short shorts.
She liked the shorts because her teachers hated them. They had
tried to have these kinds of shorts banned a few months earlier, on
the grounds of “immorality”, but had failed.

After all, the short shorts covered her
buttocks completely. And the legs were no higher than the legs on
the cutoffs people had worn in the seventies. The waist was lower,
of course, but still, the shorts covered her completely. So what if
more of her legs were shown. That made them cooler, didn’t it?

Vice Principal Keegan had called them
“belts”, which was ridiculous. The shorts were at least – well,
four times as wide as a belt! Five if you used a thin belt!

Danny didn’t wear a belt. Instead she wore a
chain around her waist, through the loops, and clipped together at
the side by a pair of handcuffs. Her hair was jet black, combed and
brushed so that it shone and hung diagonally across her forehead,
half covering the left side of her face.

Her eyelashes were black, her eyes dark
rimmed, her lips black, her face whiter than the rest of her. She
sneered at herself in the mirror, was content, and headed off to
school.

Her mother, and of course, weasel-boy Roy,
were sound asleep.

She made quick work of the walk to the
highway, then waited, glaring sullenly at the odd car that went by,
until the old school bus rattled up. She climbed in, ignored Mrs.
Morgan’s frowning disapproval, sauntered down the aisle, and
slumped in the rear seat, knees up against the seat in front of her
as the bus accelerated.

She sneered at those who smirked at her. They
were little more than a bunch of children. What did they know about
life? Ignorant country hillbillies, all of them.

She thought about the other day, about all
those men she had sucked off. Boy, she’d been drunk. Thank God
nobody knew her there. But shit, that had been wild. She could
hardly keep from shivering in excitement as she remembered sucking
off three guys at once. That had been the wildest thing she’d ever
done, by far.

It made her hot to remember it, but at the
same time she felt disgusted at herself. Was she becoming a fucking
nympho? A nympho was a pathetic, wretched, weak-willed woman who
bent over whenever any man told her to, and she had never wanted to
think of herself as weak.

But damn it, it wasn’t that kind of weakness!
She wasn’t some pathetic little girl looking for love, affection
and approval! She didn’t give a shit about their fucking approval!
She was just – just – fucking hot, that was all.

But she had no clue why letting loser men do
such gross things to her made her hot. She had no idea why letting
herself be raped and used by Roy made her hot. Any more than she
had any idea why sticking needles into her still-aching nipples
made her hot.

Shit.

It just did.

Which was probably why, after first period,
she let Eddie persuade her to sneak downstairs into the furnace
room – empty, of course – and share some grass.

Not that Eddie aroused her. He was too much
of a weakling for that. But she could smoke his grass and endure
his pathetic attempts at seducing her while thinking about what she
was supposed to do to exorcise the demons inside her.

That meant enduring his groping, at least a
little, but that was small change compared to what Roy had done to
her. She shoved him away several times as she leaned back against
the old boiler, drawing in the sweet smoke from the marihuana
cigarette he’d made. He always crept back, trying to get his hands
on her breasts and occasionally succeeding.

She let him, of course, feeling sorry for the
wretched little punk. But she never let him keep his hands on her
breasts for more than a couple of seconds at a time.

There was only so much she’d endure for a
little grass. And no, she was not going to give him a mercy fuck.
Blowing him was different. That wasn’t even really sex. Everyone
knew that.

She had had more grass than him, because she
wasn’t talking and he wouldn’t shut up. That was probably why he
heard the scuff of feet while she didn’t. He instantly slid back
under the big old gas tank before his father came around the side
of the boiler.

Danny observed him with interest and some
confusion. It wasn’t until she saw the shadow across the floor and
turned to look up that she saw Keegan standing there, hands on his
hips, glaring at her.

“Hey,’ she said, knowing that insolence would
be the least of her problems. “Want some?”

She held the cigarette up towards him.

He merely glowered, and she shrugged, drew
the cigarette back to her lips, and drew in a deep, long breath as
she eyed him with only partly feigned casualness.

Well, it was hard to get excited when she was
half stoned.

He reached down and snatched the cigarette
out of her hand, then grabbed her by the scruff of the neck and
dragged her to her feet.

“Hey! I ain’t finished!” she exclaimed
dazedly.

“You most certainly are finished,” he
growled, jerking her forward.

And then he slapped her bottom – hard.

Danny yelped in pain, stumbling forward as he
led her through the maze of pipes and up the short flight of stone
stairs out of the basement – a basement she wasn’t supposed to be
in, of course. But then, Eddie had gotten a key from his father and
had it copied some time ago.

The main hall was empty as he dragged her,
stumbling along, his big hand firmly squeezing down on her slender
arm just below the shoulder.

It slowly seeped into Danny’s somewhat musty
mind that she was in trouble. And she tried to think of some way to
get out of it. Unfortunately, her mind wasn’t working very well,
just then. And in any event, there really was no way out. She was
caught red-handed. He had the grass in one hand and her in the
other. What was she supposed to say?

The outer office was empty, so Mrs. Van Rose
was probably off distributing photocopies. He dragged her through
to his office.

The school was ancient and had the strange
character of an old building. That meant that there was a small
outer office which had once held a secretary. Now it just held
filing cabinets. He closed the door behind them as they went
through, then closed the door to his office after them as well.

He flung her across the room so that she fell
into the sofa, gasping dazedly.

“You are in big trouble, Miss Ryan,” he
growled, going to his desk and carefully placing the cigarette into
a box. “You not only have violated school policy on drug use –
which, by the way, carries an automatic expulsion – but have
violated federal law by bringing drugs to a school. I remind you
you’re over eighteen. You can be arrested and sentenced under
federal or state law, and the punishments are severe, to say the
least!

Danny had sat up and was rubbing her arm, looking sulky. “Can I at
least get my cigarette back then?” she said.

Keegan glared at her, then walked across the
room, looked down, and slapped her insolent face. She cried out in
pain and shock, thrown back and to the side by the stinging force
of the blow.

She held her stinging cheek in shock, the
pain pushing back the fogginess in her mind.

“Do you understand the difficulty you are in,
Miss Ryan?” he demanded.

“I-I didn’t do anything,” she said sullenly,
holding her cheek.

Keegan moved faster than she would have
thought for a man his size, and his other hand cracked across her
other cheek, flinging her in the opposite direction.

Her mind was even more cleared as she lay
there, looking up, gasping at the pain.

“Do you think stupid, childish denials will
do any good with the police?” he demanded. “Because I’m about to
call them. You’re going to be expelled, and then arrested. Your
school days are over, Ryan. And this school will be well-rid of you
and your lousy attitude.”

Her mind certainly was clearer for the shocks
of the slaps, and Danny looked up at him warily, realizing now that
he was correct. She could easily be expelled and no one would say a
word in her defense. And everyone knew the Mississippi and federal
governments were crazy paranoid about any kind of drugs, even
grass. Could she actually go to jail? Even if she didn’t, she’d
have a criminal record. Shit!

“I – I was just – I didn’t – it wasn’t
anything – I mean, I didn’t hurt anyone or - .”

“Stand up,” he barked, moving back.

Danny licked her lips anxiously, then
gathered herself and got to her feet, wary of another blow. But
Keegan moved back further, then moved behind his desk and sat
down.

“Would you like to remain in school?”

She nodded.

He sighed and shook his head.

“Yes,” she said.

“Not good enough by a very, very long shot,”
he snapped.

“I’m sorry,” she ventured.

“Not nearly good enough.”

“What – what do I have to do?” she asked.

He smiled thinly. “You agree I can expel
you?”

She shrugged and he slapped his hand down
onto the desk with the sound of a gunshot.

“Yes, sir,” she said, striving for
meekness.

“I like the sound of that from you, Ryan. I
like a well-mannered response. Say it again.”

“Yes, sir,” she said, face flushed.

“Again.”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“And you agree I can have you arrested
easily?”

“Yes, sir,” she said.

“Do you want me to?”

“No, sir.”

“Then ask me not to.”

She licked her lips uncertainly.

“Please don’t expel me, sir.”

He steepled his fingers in front of him as he
rested his elbows on the desk.

“Not good enough.”

“What then… sir?”

“On your knees.”

Bastard, she thought.

But she dropped slowly to her knees.

“Please don’t expel me, sir,” she said, face
flushed.

“Raise your hands together in front of you
and clasp your fingers together,” he said.

He was mocking her, the miserable
bastard!

But she had little choice.

Face now red, she clasped her hands together
and raised them, feeling – low, degraded.

That was probably why she suddenly felt a
quivering of heat between her legs, a quivering which grew into a
throbbing as she held her hands together in front of her – and
begged.

“Please don’t expel me from school, Mr.
Keegan,” she said.

“Again. Put more feeling into it.”

“Please don’t expel me from school, Mr.
Keegan,” she repeated, trying to put more emotion into her
voice.

“Why shouldn’t I? You’re a lousy student.
You’re insolent. You’re a bad influence on others. You dress like a
slut, like a freak. I’m delighted at the thought of you no longer
being in my school. Why on earth would I not expel you?”

Glaring, Danny climbed to her feet again. If
this wasn’t going to do any good - .

“I didn’t say you could stand up,” he said
coldly.

“If you’re going to expel me anyway - .”

“Who said I was? I asked you a question.”

She stared at him in confusion.

“Why would I not have you expelled?”

“I – don’t know,” she said uncertainly.

“What’s in it for me if I give up my dream of
expelling your pretty little ass?”

She blinked at his choice of words, and
remembered her suspicion about his desire for her. Jesus! Was he
going to suggest she sleep with him? The idea grossed her out, but
it grossed her out in the same kind of hot, nasty way that Roy’s
rape had.

“Maybe I could… make it worth your while,”
she said uncertainly.

His hand slapped down on the desk again,
making her jump.

“Do you think you can suggest you spread your
legs for me to get your way, you miserable little slut!?”

Her jaw dropped. “I never - .”

“I know what you were going to suggest,” he
growled. “And selling your body won’t be enough to get you out of
this.”

“I never - .”

“Silence!”

She bit her lip.

He leaned back in his chair and gazed at her
with dark, sneering eyes.

“Do you know what I did last weekend, Miss
Ryan?”

“No – sir,” she said.

“I went to a strip club, the one up on the
highway. You know the one.”

She flushed.

“Your mother gave me a lap dance. She’s very
good.”

Danny flushed even more darkly.

“Are you as good as her, Miss Ryan?”

“I doubt it,” she said.

“That’s too bad, but I’m sure you’ll get
better with practice. And it’s not like a brainless little slut
like you has many options in life.”

The words shocked her a little. Mr. Keegan
was a pillar of the community, after all. She’d been called slut by
lots of kids at school, but not by the Vice Principal. It was –
outrageous. As was his suggestion. But aside from making her squirm
with embarrassment and disgust, it was also doing something to that
dark, nasty sexual longing which had recently come to possess
her.

She stared at him. He stared back.

“Well?”

“Well what?”

He smirked and reached behind him to turn on
the radio. “Go ahead. Show me your stuff.”
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Danny inhaled sharply, face burning, mind
squirming.

“Or would you rather be expelled and
arrested?”

“Couldn’t – couldn’t I do something
else?”

He sat forward, glaring. “Sir!” he
snapped.

“Couldn’t I do something else, sir?”

“You’ll do a lot else. But first, let’s see
the lap dance.”

She stood, frozen.

“Move your tight little ass, Ryan. I don’t
have all day!”

He pushed his chair back from the desk and
motioned her forward. Reluctantly, she shuffled forward, stomach
twisting with tension and anxiety, mind filling with anger,
indignation and embarrassment.

But that dark, nasty sexual hunger was a
throbbing presence at the back of her mind.

“Dance, slut.”

Again she felt a shock of indignation and
outrage – and a dark hunger. She began to slowly, slowly roll her
hips. She moved in time to the music, but reluctantly, horribly
embarrassed as he sat back and smirked at her. God, how she hated
him!

He patted his lap, and, face burning, she
shuffled forward. Her hips were rolling, her upper body swaying
reluctantly. She spread her legs, and he reached up and grasped her
by the chain belt, pulling her forward so she straddled him, then
down into his lap.

He grinned at her, and his hands slid onto
her bottom, squeezing her buttocks, pulling her forward and
back.

“Grind yourself against me, slut. Or
else!”

She ground herself against him, gripping the
back of the chair, rolling her buttocks around and grinding her
pussy against his rapidly growing cock. Her face was burning, and
she couldn’t look at him as his hands kneaded her buttocks through
the short shorts.

His hands slid up her back, rubbing at her
bare skin, then up and down her bare sides.

“Get undressed, slut. Strip. Let’s see if you
inherited any natural talent.”

He pushed her back, and she stood back,
glaring defiantly. She reached down and peeled her black t-shirt up
and off. She rolled her hips, let her body undulate, and as the
embarrassment gave way to anger and defiance, moved more and more
in time to the music.

She had a hard time undoing the chain, then
popped the clip of her shorts and let them slide down to her
ankles. She stepped out of them, then out of her sneakers.

Wearing thong and t-shirt, she rolled and
ground her hips, eyes slitted. Tears of humiliation filled her eyes
but she blinked them back. She would not show her weakness in front
of him! She would pretend that it was nothing to her! Nothing! So
what if he saw her naked!? So what if he fucked her!? Lots of guys
had!?

In panties and bra, she straddled his chair
again, then sank down, grinding herself against him much more
aggressively.

SO he’d had a lap dance from her mother, had
he? Well her mother was a brainless old slut! Danny was a thousand
times smarter than her, and better looking, too!

Danny glared at him as she rolled her hips,
and endured his hands sliding up and down her bare back even though
his touch made her feel slimy.

He slid his hands down onto her bare
buttocks, kneading them gently as she ground herself against him.
Danny, heart pounding, undid her bra, and pulled it off. His eyes
went immediately to her breasts, and she felt a surge of angry
pride at his excited and pleased look.

Then he bent his head and licked her nipple!
She drew back in disgust, but his hands pressed against her back,
pulling her forward, and he opened his mouth wide, engulfing the
center of her breast, closing his mouth to suck and lick and chew
on her nipple as she felt a wave of churning nausea roll through
her body.

He pulled back with a lewd look. “Keep
moving, slut,” he ordered, slapping her bottom.

Danny kept moving, grinding herself against
his erection as he sucked and chewed her breasts, then began to
grope and squeeze them. Her nipples ached as she sucked on them,
and every swipe of his tongue sent a hot little stinging sensation
through her body.

She felt a wave of despair sweep her, but
almost on its heels came a wave of dark hunger and excitement. She
felt Keegan’s hands on her bottom, then on the thong, pulling it
upwards, jamming the crotch up into her pussy, then forcing it up
painfully between her sex lips before it tore completely off.

Naked. She was naked on Keegan’s lap! In his
office! At school! Shocked excitement and embarrassment swept her,
and when his hand slid down her abdomen and his thumb flicked
across her clitoris, she gasped and her back arched sharply.

“Hot little piece of ass, aren’t you, Ryan?
Just like your slut mother,” he sneered.

He gripped her hair, holding her head and
shoulders back as his thumb ground back and forth across her
clit.

Danny tried to resist, to fight, or at least,
to hide the shudders of her body, but she failed. Her hips ground
and jerked and bucked in time to his stroking thumb as she felt a
powerful orgasm approach.

But Keegan stopped, shoving her back off his
lap so she tumbled onto the floor.

“Dance, slut. Let me see how good you dance,”
he ordered.

“I – how – I - .”

“Stand up!”

She could do that, at least, though her legs
were rubbery. Danny stood, blushing again as he looked at her.

“Put your hands behind your head.”

She obeyed, uncertain as to why.

“Arch your back, slut.’

Blushing, she obeyed, feeling more
embarrassment, more anger, and more heat.

“Spread your legs more. That’s it, slut. Very
nice. Now dance for me.”

“I – don’t dance,” she said haltingly.

“You’ll dance now. That’s our agreement,
remember? You do whatever I want and in return I don’t put you in
prison.”

She took in a deep, shuddering breath, then
started to roll her hips in time to the music. After a few seconds,
her hands moved, as well, sliding up and down her body awkwardly.
She felt extremely self-conscious, and very awkward, but the truth
was the hunger in her belly had her almost dripping wet, and the
sexual excitement was like electricity crackling along the surface
of her skin.

God, how she hated him! How she despised
him!

She began to roll her hips more, her hands
moving with more energy, sliding up and down her body, through her
hair as her feet moved and her body began to grind to the rhythmic
sounds of the radio.

Of course, she knew how to strip and dance
naked. What girl her age didn’t, unless she was a nun, and she had
certainly tried it often enough, knowing what her mother did.

So Danny danced, face red, hips rolling and
grinding, body turning and twisting.

“Enough.”

She halted, breathless.

“Turn around.”

She obeyed, panting.

“Spread your legs more.”

Again Danny obeyed.

“Now bend over and grab your ankles.”

She inhaled sharply, her face reddening
again, but she obeyed, unable to look at him as she displayed
herself to his smirking face.

“Now on your hands and knees.”

That, at least, was easier.

“Crawl. Crawl to the door, then back.”

Swallowing, anger building again, despite her
arousal, Danny crawled to the door on all fours, then turned and
crawled back.

“Again. Crawl to the door.”

“Why?” she demanded.

“Because I told you, slut.”

Danny bit her lip and crawled to the
door.

“Now crawl back – on your belly.”

On her belly? Danny was confused, at first,
but then settled onto her belly and pulled herself along the floor
towards him. Her breasts ached as they were ground across the
rough, industrial carpet, and she felt – low, dirty, degraded, and
angry at this hateful, ignorant, pig of a man.

And hot, of course. Oh yes, very, very
hot.

Her mind was in turmoil because of the
conflicting emotions, but she knew what she had to do; obey.

At his feet, he pressed his foot against the
side of her cheek.

“Lick my shoe, slut. Clean it off for me.
Show me how obedient you are.”

She stared up at him, up so high above her,
feeling another hot surge of humiliation, anger and despair. But as
she leaned in and licked at his shoe, a wildfire pulse of malicious
pleasure exploded inside her.

It was as if – as if somehow – she took
pleasure in someone doing terrible things to her! It was as if she
hated herself and was delighted when someone punished or mistreated
her!

She cried out in pain as he wrapped her long
hair around his fist and dragged her bodily upwards, up between his
legs to grind her face into his groin.

“Undo my trousers.”

Danny’s fingers trembled as she obeyed, and
she needed no instructions to pull his hot, hard cock free. She
stared at it, dazed, then licked at the tip, licked around it, and
took it into her mouth. She began to bob her lips eagerly up and
down, even while doing her best to show no interest, indeed, to
show how reluctant she was and how much against her will she was
acting.

“That’s it. Suck that cock, you dirty little
slut,” he sneered, his voice full of contempt and even disgust.

She shuddered under the harshness of his
voice, sucking harder. She felt him reach down and take her hand,
twisting it up behind her back. He did the same with the other hand
and then, to her surprise, took up the handcuffs she’d had on her
belt and snapped them around her own wrists.

Then he grasped her hair in both hands and
began to thrust his stiff cock up into her mouth. She gagged and
tried to jerk back, but he had a solid grip on her hair and head
and forced her down so that his cock plunged into her throat.

She gagged much more strongly now, her hips
jerking violently, legs scrabbling, trying to force herself up and
away.

Keegan surged up from his chair, still
holding her head tightly, forcing it down and back, and thrusting
his stiff cock deep into her throat.

Danny choked and gagged, eyes wide as she
stared up at him. His own eyes were dark and filled with malicious
glee as he rammed his cock down to the hilt and forced her face
into his groin, grinding her nose against himself.

Her legs twisted, her feet pawing at the
floor, her wrists aching as they pulled against the handcuffs. Her
lower body twisted and writhed as she instinctively tried to tear
herself away.

“Swallow it, you little bitch. Swallow every
fucking inch or I’ll spank your nasty little ass,” he hissed in a
sneering voice.

His words and tone startled Danny, startled
her enough to distract her from the need to empty her stomach –
long enough, at least, until she knew she didn’t have to.

He ground her nose painfully into his groin,
then pulled back. Danny gasped and gagged as inch after sodden inch
of his dripping cock slid slickly up out of her throat and through
her lips. He sneered down at her, shifting his grip, filling one
hand with her bunched-up black hair, rubbing his spit-wet prick all
over her face as she gasped raggedly and gulped in air.

“This is all a filthy little bitch like you
is good for, Ryan,” he sneered, his face full of contempt. “Sucking
cock!”

With that, he forced the fat, purple head of
his cock back into her mouth. It jammed against the inside of one
cheek, then slid along the roof of her mouth. But as he tilted her
head back, forcing her back down onto her knees from where she had
tried to rise, his cock plunged straight down her throat and her
face was once more jammed into his groin.

“That’s right. You miserable little slut!
Choke on it,” he snarled. “Choke on my fat cock, you dirty little
whore!”

Again his words and the harsh, cruel tone of
his voice frightened her, but there was a sharp edge to her fear,
an edge of wild, dark excitement as he treated her even more
cruelly, more brutally than Roy had. She’d never had any fear of
Roy. But she feared Keegan, and that fear was setting her body on
fire.

He twisted his fingers in her hair and she
cried out in pain, her voice muffled and choked, of course. Then,
his face still filled with anger and contempt, he began to pump his
cock in her mouth. His hips worked in and out as he pulled on her
bunched-up hair.

Danny gagged and choked again, and he slapped
the side of her head hard enough to make her ear ring.

“Suck me, slut. Suck my cock!” he
growled.

He was mad, Danny thought in fear. He was a
crazy man!

He pulled out and she gagged and coughed and
gulped in air as he jerked her back by the hair.

“I’ve been dreaming of this day for a long
time, Ryan,” he said, dragging her literally backwards by the hair,
across the office floor.

At the side was a heavy wooden block on which
he had long ago mounted a horse saddle. It was always thought to be
a pathetic indication that he’d wanted to be a cowboy or something,
but wound up as a vice principal in a hick town.

Now he flung the handcuffed girl back onto
the floor, where she lay gasping and moaning, as he bodily dragged
the heavy pedestal back from the wall into the middle of the room.
He turned to her, again dragging her to her feet by the hair,
ignoring her cry of pain, and thrusting her belly down across the
saddle.

“On your toes, you filthy girl!”

She groaned and pushed herself up, and thus
further across the saddle. She felt him pushing her legs together
tightly, pressing them against the side of the wooden block. Then
something like a strap went behind her knees and cinched in tight.
Another strap of some sort went over her ankles, binding them in
tightly.

Her head and shoulders hung over the other
side, of course, and Danny was more concerned with gulping in deep
breaths of air than anything else, as another strap went across her
back.

The key for the handcuffs was on a chain
which she habitually wore around her neck. With a harsh pull Keegan
snapped and broke the thin chain, then undid one handcuff and
pulled her hands forward and down, cuffing them together again
around a support strut near the bottom of the pedestal.

He pulled her hair and she cried out as he
forced her head up and back, then thrust his cock into her mouth
and straight down her throat. She gagged again, choking as he
pumped his big cock in and out of her throat and mouth, his face a
mask of eager contempt as he raped her throat.

Danny could feel the hard, throbbing pipe of
flesh as it forced its way through the tight tube of her throat,
deep. It felt like the head was deep into her chest on each forward
stroke, and it hurt.

Her body jerked and pulled against its bonds,
but to no avail, and she felt a sweeping sense of utter
helplessness as he used her mouth and throat with long, deep,
brutal strokes. She had been tied up before, but never so
thoroughly, so professionally, and never with such a cold, cruel,
angry man like Keegan.

Fear crawled through the crackling sexual
flames in her belly, and she continued to gag weakly as his cock
pumped in and out, up and down, his groin mashing painfully into
her face on every deep stroke.

God, would he never come!? Would he never
come!?

And then he did, spewing a thick, white flood
of juice into her mouth and throat so that she feared she would
drown in it. He laughed as he jammed himself balls-deep in her
throat and held her face against him.

“Swallow it, slut. Swallow every drop. If one
drop gets out I’ll whip you until you can’t scream any more!”

And then he pulled his cock back out, and in
her dazed state there was little she could do to stop some of his
jism from dribbling out of her lower lip and onto the floor.

“Filthy whore,” he sneered. “If you can’t
keep your mouth closed, I’ll have to help you.”

His help was something thick and spongy,
which he shoved into her mouth, forcing her jaw wide, digging his
thick thumbs and fingers into the sides of her cheeks to pull her
lips wider as he forced it into her oral cavity. It filled her
mouth and crushed her tongue down, and then tight straps dug into
the edges of her mouth as he heaved them behind her head.

“Now your punishment,” he said, moving away
from her.

Danny hung slack, moaning, eyes glassy,
wondering what he would to her next. She felt drained and beaten
down, helpless, and miserable. Right then and there she wanted to
be almost anywhere else.

And yet – and yet, her lower belly still
throbbed, and her pussy still burned and pulsed with hunger. Wild,
dark fantasies and bits of fantasies raced through her mind as her
own dark hair spilled over her face and blocked out the world.

She heard the swish of something cutting
through the air. Heard it swish back and forth somewhere behind
her.

“They used to discipline young people
properly,” she hard Keegan say. “The British were especially good
at it. Children grew up obedient and respectful to their superiors.
Not any more, of course! We’re too enlightened for that! So our
children grow up as foul-mouthed, ignorant, lazy, shiftless brats!
But I admire the old days, Ryan. And I’ve no doubt you will agree
with me that some methods are better in disciplining and reforming
wayward youth than others.”

And with that she heard the swishing, cutting
sound, and then something struck her upraised bottom hard. It was
such a sharp, cutting pain that she screamed into the gag thing he
had stuffed into her mouth, her body jerking violently against the
straps and handcuffs.

Her bottom burned like fire, and she moaned,
wild eyed, trying frantically to pull free. She could see him
pacing, out of the corner of her eye, could see his legs, at any
rate. Then there was another swishing sound, and she jerked
violently as another terribly sharp crack of pain cut across her
bottom.

“You don’t like that, do you, slut? Does it
hurt? Is it terrible? Children used to be punished like this! Small
children! And it’s too much for you?”

Another slicing swing of the stick thing he
carried cut into her rear, and again Danny howled and jerked
against her bonds. She heard him chuckle in amusement, and then his
hands stroked her flaming bottom.

“Get used to it,” he said. “I’ve only just
begun, and I’ve been eager to treat you as you deserved for years.
You’re a spoiled, arrogant little bitch! And you’re getting exactly
what you deserve!”

Crack! The stick slashed across her bottom
again.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

In slow, measured blows, Keegan beat her
bottom until it was a screaming mass of flames, and tears were
forced from Danny’s eyes. She slumped helpless, hopeless,
miserable, but every blow made her body flinch and jerk as a fresh
gasp and cry of pain was muffled by the gag.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“What’s the matter, Ryan? Where is your
typical sneering contempt for those who try to correct your
misbehavior?”

Crack!

“Where is your superior attitude, your
insolent expression of defiance?”

Crack!

“Where is your world-weary contempt to show
the world how much better you are than those pointing out your
deficiencies?”

Crack!

Danny’s face hung low, her wrists bruised
from pulling at the handcuffs, her bottom aflame, her eyes blurry
with tears as she sobbed weakly into the gag.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She absorbed the blows, her body jerking and
flinching, her entire bottom flaming with pain, feeling truly a
victim, a helpless prisoner, a tortured slave. And yet, the pain
finally overrode her hunger – though only just.

Keegan came around to the other side of the
saddle, and she grunted in pain as he gripped her hair and used it
to raise her head up and look at her.

“Did you enjoy that, Ryan?”

She moaned dully.

He pulled her hair harder, and she gasped as
her head was forced up and back between her shoulder blades.

“Did you enjoy it, you vile, disgusting
little whore?!” he demanded.

“Because,” he said, bending over and putting
his face next to hers, “that was just the first half of your
beating!”

Danny caught his words, and she moaned
involuntarily. Only half!? She couldn’t take more! She
couldn’t!

“Or perhaps you’d like some other
punishment?”

She moaned and tried to nod her head.

He chuckled cruelly. He undid the strap
behind her head, and then dug the spongy ball out of her mouth.
Danny gasped and moaned, and saliva dribbled out as he jerked on
her hair.

“Well?”

“P-Please!” she gasped in a choked voice.

“Please? Please what?”

He jerked on her hair again.

“Please I – please, no more,” she half
sobbed.

“Are you sorry for being a miserable little
slut?” he demanded, jerking on her hair sharply.

“Ye-eesss,” she sobbed.

“Then say so. Let me hear you apologize.”

She moaned weakly. “I-I’m sorry for – for
being a m-miserable little s-slut,” she sobbed.

He brought the thin stick sweeping down onto
her bottom and she cried out in pain.

“You forgot to say sir. Nothing you say which
does not append the proper honorific constitutes true speech, Ryan.
Now try again.”

“I’m sorry for being a m-miserable little
slut, sir!’ she cried.

“Are you sorry for being a foul-mouthed,
arrogant piece of gutter trash?”

Yes, sir,” she moaned.

Again he jerked on her hair.

“Then say it, you ignorant piece of
trash!”

And so she did. And more.

“I’m sorry for being a dirty little whore,
sir!” she moaned.

“I’m sorry for being a disrespectful little
bitch, sir!”

“I’m sorry for being a miserable, cock
sucking piece of white trash, sir!”

“I’m sorry for being a cheap little teenage
cunt who spreads her legs for every boy in school, sir!”

He squatted down in front of her head,
staring at her. “And now the kicker, Ryan. If you want to avoid the
other half of your punishment, you are going to beg me to do
something else.”

“Please do something else, sir,” she moaned,
conditioned by then to saying anything he told her.

He slapped her face. “Stupid slut. That’s not
what you are to say. You are going to beg me to fuck you. I’m not
going to tell you the words to use, slut. You are going to beg for
my cock. And you’re going to do it so convincingly, and with so
much passion, that I really believe that you are desperate to have
my cock inside you. And if you can’t convince me, then I’m going to
take this cane and beat your ass until you can’t sit down for a
year!”

“Please,” she moaned.

He brought the cane sweeping down onto her
aching, throbbing, burning bottom and she cried out in pain.

“Not remotely good enough,” he said. “In
fact, it was so bad I think I should start your beating over.
Unless you can convince me of how desperately you want my cock in
your filthy little slut pussy!”

“Oh please! Please fuck me, sir!” Danny
gasped. “Please fuck my slut pussy, sir! Please put your – your
wonderful cock inside me, sir! Please! Please! I want your
beautiful cock, sir! I beg you to fuck my filthy whore body with
your wonderful stiff cock! Oh, please, please, sir! Please use your
beautiful cock and fuck my dirty whore pussy!”

“Not good enough. I’m going to start over
now. You’ll get another chance at the halfway mark.”

“Please!” she cried, “Please fuck me, sir! Oh
please! Oh, God, I want your wonderful cock inside me! I need your
beautiful cock, sir! Please fuck my dirty whore cunt with your
beautiful cock! I love your cock!” she cried, eyes wide and
rolling. “I need your cock, sir! I’m begging you; Please fuck me
hard! Please ram your wonderful stiff prick so deep inside me it
comes out my mouth! Oh God I need your cock! I need it! Please,
sir! Please fuck me!”

He chuckled as he listened to her cries.

“Keep begging. If you stop for one second
then I’ll start the beating over.”

And so Danny continued to beg, to ramble,
hardly even knowing what she was saying, the words tumbling across
her lips as he unstrapped her knees and ankles and then spread her
legs wide. He strapped her knees to the sides of the wooden
pedestal, leaving her feet wriggling above the floor, and her pussy
spread wide.

“Please fuck me, sir! Please fuck my whore
pussy!” Danny cried as he opened her up. “Please stuff your
wonderful cock up my whore pussy! Please rape my filthy slut cunt,
sir! Please ram your unngghh - !”

Keegan rammed his cock deep into her spread
pussy. And despite how moist and hot it was, it hurt. He ground
himself against her, and then began to pump, hard, fast, deep, with
no time for her pussy to accommodate his big cock.

And then he halted. “Are you stopping!?” he
demanded, sliding his cock back out.

“Please fuck me hard, sir! Oh please fuck my
filthy whore body!” she cried.

And his cock slid back into her, pumping in
and out as she begged him to fuck her, as she cried out for him to
fuck her harder, deeper, to ram his cock into her belly, to rape
her as hard as he could.

And he did.

Danny was overcome by the fear, pain and
trauma of the beating, of the pain, and the wildfire sexual heat
and passion which crackled through her groin. She could hardly
think any more, only react. And she begged, prattling on as his
hips slapped painfully against her upraised buttocks and ground
into her thighs, as his spear of flesh pierced deep into her belly,
pumping violently in and out.

His hands kneaded her aching buttocks, and
slid over her back and down to grasp and roughly squeeze her
breasts as his hips slapped steadily and methodically against her.
His cock pumped in and out of her quivering belly in hard, deep
strokes.

He reached down and wrapped her hair around
his hand, then jerked her head up and back. She moaned and cried
out, gasping and grunting steadily in time to his hard thrusts.

The fire within her belly grew and spread,
and then out of nowhere came a powerful orgasm. It was an orgasm
divorced from her shattered mind, but a massive one, nonetheless,
that had her muscles spasming and body jerking and thrashing
against the bonds holding it.

And still he pumped, riding her, using her,
raping her, as Danny begged him to continue, blathering mindlessly
as she stared sightlessly at the far walls and felt his cock
pounding up and down within her.
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It took days for the welts on her bottom to
fade. Danny did her best to stay away from Roy during that time,
staying away from home during the afternoon, and making sure the
chair was wedged tightly against her bedroom door.

She could not stay away from Keegan, however,
who insisted that every lunch hour she go to his office. Then,
after the door was locked, she must crawl across the floor,
kneeling in front of him, and beg to suck his cock. If she didn’t
beg hard enough, he took a table tennis paddle with the rubber
stripped off, and spanked her bottom – hard, as she knelt on the
floor with her face down and her bottom high.

After the first beating, she was able to beg
very convincingly for his cock, and he seemed content to give it to
her, so long as she took him deep into her throat on each occasion.
This, she was able to do, though with “help”.

He had other demands. She was required to
wear more revealing clothing, tighter tops, without bras, shorter
skirts and shorts, without panties. She had a poor reputation at
school before, mostly as a freak. Now she became known as a slut,
as well, as other girls sneered at the way she dressed, and the
boys licked their lips and stared at her firm nipples pushing
against her tight tank tops and T-shirts.

She was sent to see the vice principal
several times because of her clothing, and on each occasion was
required to beg him to fuck her – which she again did. She was
getting used to begging, and the importance of begging
convincingly, and with passion.

She had to “stay after class” several times
as punishment.

On each occasion, Keegan had her strip naked,
and cuffed her wrists behind her back with her own cuffs again –
she was required to always wear the cuffs on her belt. He then
wrapped a thin wire around the stud protruding from her pierced
tongue, and fed it up onto a larger chain, which he ran through a
metal ring he’d screwed into the ceiling.

For over an hour Danny was forced to stand
naked, balanced precariously on her toes, her head tilted back, her
tongue protruding painfully from her mouth.

The punishments, the begging, the pain, the
helplessness, were all turning her mind to mush. She moved around
as if in a haze, rarely speaking, not caring very much about
anything.

She was taking on a strange, almost feral
nature, craving that which she feared, her body aching for the pain
and punishment, for the horrible, humiliating degradation which
threatened to break her mind.

She spent many evenings in bed, naked,
masturbating, thrusting her dildo and vibrator deep inside her
body, imagining herself being beaten and humiliated, crawling
before the school naked, used and abused by the entire student body
as Keegan looked on, sneering in contempt.

She feared what he was doing to her, but her
nature was becoming more submissive, at least, with Keegan, and to
a certain extent, Roy, the fight beaten and frightened out of her,
and squeezed out of her by the intense hunger and dark pleasure she
was taking in her own abuse.

When the cool air swept through the toilet as
she stood under the shower, she had but a moment to realize it
meant someone had opened the door, and whirl towards it as Roy,
grinning rudely, naked, stepped through the curtain.

“Miss me, baby?”

She didn’t say a word, nor did she fight as
he moved against her, his arms wrapping around her, grasping her
hair, tilting her head back, crushing her lips with his. She
shuddered and moaned as his tongue pushed into his mouth. Then his
hands were kneading her still sore buttocks as he forced her into
the corner of the tub with his heavier body.

He forced her legs apart, his mouth kissing,
sucking and licking at hers, almost feeding at her mouth, and then
thrust his hard cock deep into her pussy.

She accepted it all without fight, without
resistance, flushed with anger, but her body pulsing with
excitement as he rammed his cock up deep into her belly, grabbed
her buttocks, and began to pound his hips against her with
unrestrained glee.

Danny’s head fell back against the wall, her
eyes glassy, and she grunted and shuddered as he raped and used
her, and then her wet eyes squeezed closed as an orgasm rippled up
through her body.

When he was finished, he laughed and turned
away, whistling. She stood in the corner, then slowly sagged
downwards until she was squatting. She stared at nothing, then, as
if of their own volition, her hands moved in against her body. Her
left squeezed and kneaded her breast as her right rubbed up and
down the moist, slick valley of her sex.

She groaned, piercing herself, thrusting two
fingers deep into her pussy, rubbing her thumb across her clit as
she masturbated to another, more powerful orgasm.

She slumped exhausted, letting the water rain
down on her, wondering how and when she had completely lost control
of her life. Then she pulled herself to her feet, finished her
shower, and went back to her room.

She closed the door, and, as was her habit,
propped the chair under the doorknob. She didn’t bother to get
dressed, but flung herself naked onto the bed, eyes closed. After a
short while, however, her hand slid down between her legs, and
began to rub at her clit as she ground her hips down.

She rolled over and got up, going to her
closet. She dug out her vibrator, then went back to bed, sliding it
deep as she began to thrust the sewing needles into her flesh
again.

This time, fascinated, she pressed her thumb
and forefinger against the base of her left nipple, and then
slowly, gasping at the pain, forced the needle all the way through
from side to side. The hole wasn’t thick enough, so she found
another needle, and forced that through.

Then she pierced her other nipple for good
measure, reveling in the pain, gasping and moaning, arching her
back, legs spread, bottom grinding against the mattress as the
vibrator purred wildly within her.

She hung a pair of earrings from her nipples
and played with them in the mirror. Then she turned and bent down,
pressing her chest and face against the mattress, raising her
bottom high, spreading her legs, and reaching back to pump the
vibrator.

This was the same position she was required
to take on Keegan’s office floor each time he raped her, and she
was becoming accustomed to it.

In the corner of the room, the unblinking eye
of the camcorder looked on.

* * *

It was evening, hot and sweltering. In the
distance, thunder rumbled. It was too humid, too hot, and the
weather was going to break.

Danny didn’t care. She wandered through the
grass, headed for the bush party she knew was happening a mile off.
She was wearing a tight tank top which showed plenty of cleavage
and a short black skirt. It was the same outfit she’d worn to
school that day. The nipple rings showed clearly through the
fabric, and Keegan had had her “stay after school” to punish her
after a teacher complained.

This time, instead of attaching the wire to
her tongue ring alone, he had attached similar wires to her nipple
rings, adjusting them for tension, pulling them up and out so that
her nipples stretched and ached. Her head had been pulled straight
up, her legs spread, and she was almost bending backwards as he had
completed marking some papers.

Now she was supposed to go home, but her
mother would have already left for work. It was Friday, and a big
night at the strip club. She did not want to go home, knowing Roy
would simply strip her and use her. As with Keegan, she desired his
abuse but despised it at the same time.

It started to rain, and in moments the rain
was pouring down, utterly drenching her. Yet she felt oddly clean
under the pouring raindrops. She peeled off her black top and
walked in just her short skirt, holding the top beside her. The
rain clouds made it darker than it would have been as evening
approached, and she walked through the warm rain as water flooded
down her body.

The rain slowed, and then stopped. Danny
walked on, then twisted the thin cotton top in her fists to wring
the water out before pulling it on once again.

She reached back and twisted the water out of
her hair, gathering it into a ponytail behind her and fastening it
with an elastic band.

She saw a light ahead, then another, and
music began to pound. She moved into some trees, and then out into
a more lightly treed area. It was filled with young people from all
the surrounding area, from young teens to men in their late
twenties.

She walked around a parked car, and stiffened
as she recognized a half dozen kids from her school. She turned her
eyes away, the better to ignore them as she felt their eyes on
her.

“Look, it’s the internet movie star,” Cheryl
Thomas said, to giggles.

Danny knew the jibe was aimed at her, but had
no idea what the girl meant. She ignored he and continued to
walk.

A quick movement behind her jerked her head
around as Bobbie Adams came up behind her. “So uh, tell me,
Danielle, do you ever run out of hot water?” he asked.

“Fuck off,” she said, turning her head away
and walking on.

“You can’t blame her for being distracted,
what with that big black cock she likes to take into the shower
with her,” Troy Miller said with a snicker.

What the fuck were they talking about, she
wondered.

She left them behind, and got a beer from
someone, swallowing deep, chugging it, finishing it in minutes and
grabbing another. She leaned against a car and finished it as
several young men stood nearby talking about cars they liked to
race. They cast numerous semi-covert looks at her glistening
cleavage, but none made a move at her because of her sullen
glare.

She moved on, getting another beer, watching
some people dancing to music, around a bonfire. She felt the urge
to join them – but naked, to strip and grind her hips. She moved
on.

She found another beer – her looks got them
easily enough from the guys who’d brought them, and then passed
another group from her school. She’d been getting odd looks and
remarks all evening and didn’t understand them. She was getting
used to snide insults and innuendo, but these all seemed – odd.

“It’s the shower girl,” someone remarked.

What the fuck did she mean?

“You’re just jealous you don’t have such nice
tits,” some guy said from the darkness.

“Or a nice shaved pussy.”

How did they know that? Were they guessing?
She moved on.

Rapid footsteps and she almost punched the
person coming up before recognizing Eddie.

“Hey,” he said.

She shrugged off his hand and finished her
beer, then wandered on, looking for another.

“How you doing?’

“Fine,” she said curtly.

“So uh, how did those pictures and videos get
out?”

She glared at him. “What the fuck are you
talking about?”

“You know, the shower things.”

She stared at him.

“The pictures, the videos? You in the shower?
You know?”

“What?!”

“Well, I mean, you know. Chad has them on his
web site. I’ve seen them. I mean, they’re going around, you know.
But I don’t think you have anything to be embarrassed about. I
mean, God, you have a fantastic body. Even the girls are all
jealous.”

She lengthened her stride, her mind buzzing,
a crackling sensation of shock beginning to run along her skin.
What videos? Her in the shower? What!?

“Hey, wait up.”

“Fuck off,” she snarled viciously.

She stalked off, trying to understand. She’d
never taken any videos! In the shower? How? Could that – could that
miserable scumbag Roy have somehow – no!

Two guys grabbed her as she tried to pass.
She hadn’t even recognized them. Now she did; Bill Higgins and Joel
Cox, a guy who was notorious for saying “have you felt a Cox
lately”. She had little more than contempt for both.

Higgins had her around the waist, pulling her
in against him. “Hey, baby,” he said. “I see you’re all wet.”

“And without her black friend,” Cox
sniggered. “Hey, Ryan, does that big black dildo mean you got a
thing for niggers?”

“Get your creepy hands off me!” she shouted,
twisting free as Higgins grabbed her breast.

She stalked away, walking as quickly as she
could without running, furious, confused, and mortified as she
realized there must actually be some kind of videos out there with
her in the shower – with her dildo. With her dildo! Her mind could
hardly absorb it.

And then she realized Higgins and Cox were
trailing her closely.

“Hey, Ryan, you don’t need no plastic,” Cox
said. “You got all the Cox you need right here.”

He chortled at his own low humor.

“You need it, baby,” Higgins said. “We got
it.”

“Fuck off, losers,” she snarled over her
shoulders.

Instead they followed her, and when Cox
grabbed her she swung at him, but was grasped by Higgins. Gasping,
cursing, she was forced to the ground, both of them groping and
clutching her.

“Get off me!” she cried.

But she was not exactly in a position to
fight. She was hazy from the beer, and nowhere near strong enough
to fight off one, let alone both. Higgins jammed his hand into her
cleavage with an abrasive laugh, while Cox tried to kiss her,
grinding his mouth against hers.

She twisted, and Higgins’ hand tore the front
of her thin cotton top. Cox whooped in delight and ripped the rest
open. When Danny tried to pull free, they wrenched the shirt off
her and, laughing, chased her deeper into the woods.

Higgins tackled her, and he and Cox twisted
her onto her back, groping her breasts, their hands racing over her
body. Danny felt a hand thrust up beneath her short skirt, and then
Cox laughed in delight. “No panties!”

“Fucking slut!” Higgins said.

And then he was on top of her, spreading her
legs, the short skirt forced up as he pinned her wrists. Cox
grabbed her wrists, letting Higgins have his hands free, and he
undid his jeans and pulled out his erection.

Danny twisted and writhed, but did not
scream. She was afraid of attracting more attention, afraid of
being seen like this. And then Higgins thrust himself into her
pussy and she groaned, her hips bucking, her torso twisting against
Cox’s grip as he laughed down at her.

Higgins leaned into her as he thrust in and
out hard, his beery breath on her face as he grunted and pumped.
Danny might once have fought more, but now she went limp, panting,
legs spread, waiting for him to finish. She knew it wouldn’t take
long.

And in truth, despite her embarrassment and
anger, she was starting to feel that dark, haunting sensation of
pleasure at being raped. She had no fear of him, nor of Cox.
Neither would hurt her. They were simply – raping her, degrading
and abusing her, and her pussy responded by throbbing and
moistening around the cock thrusting inside it.

When Higgins finished Cox took his place. She
had expected that, but it still brought a surge of anger and heat
as he thrust himself into her too. He fucked her with the same hard
strokes, the same urgency, and the same lack of sophistication as
Higgins, and finished almost as quickly.

When he drew back on his heels, she lay
still, legs and arms spread for a bit as he and Higgins joked with
each other. Then as Cox moved back, she twisted slowly, rolling
onto her belly. The grass was wet, soaking, and so was she. She
forced herself to her hands and knees, crawling away to grab at her
torn shirt. A hand grasped the hem of her skirt as Higgins’ voice
sounded. “Where do you think you’re going, slut?”

He tugged at the skirt as she continued to
try to pull away, and it slid off her slick hips. He laughed and
pulled it free, then he and Cox grabbed her, naked, rolling her
over again.

“I’m ready to go again,” he said.

They spread her arms, and then Cox, grinning,
pulled the handcuffs out. The key was still around her neck, and he
quickly cuffed her hands, then jammed them down against the grass
above her head.

“We need something,” he said.

Higgins forced her legs apart and penetrated
her again, and his hips were soon churning and thrusting as she lay
limply beneath him.

He was able to last much longer, this time,
and despite herself Danny felt her pussy beginning to throb with
ever more powerful sensations of pleasure as he humped and panted
and ground and thrust away at her.

Then Cox was back, grinning, leering. He had
a broken branch, a thumb thick wooden stake which he pounded into
the ground with a stone. Then he slid the link between the cuffs
over it, laughing.

Danny knew a fresh despair, but also a hotter
throbbing need as Higgins continued to thrust away at her.

Then voices sounded nearby, male voices, and
she gasped in shock as she pulled against the wooden stake, against
the cuffs. Higgins ignored the voices, spreading her legs wide, his
hands on the backs of her knees, thrusting, thrusting, gasping and
pumping.

Paul Ferguson and Kyle Rogers were there,
now, staring, making awed noises. And Cox was explaining what a
whore she was, and how she loved it. Their bulging groins showed
their sympathies were not with Danny, and she felt another surge of
fear and excitement.

Then there were three other men there, five
years older than the rest, half drunk like the others, and with
hunger in their eyes.

Mortified, frightened, Danny pulled against
the makeshift stake Cox had pounded into the ground and pulled
free. The men jumped in to hold her, and soon they had four more
stakes, and some leather cords.

Several more guys arrived, as the ones there
spread her arms and legs wide, strapped the leather cords around
her wrists and ankles, and pounded the new stakes deep into the
earth.

And then there was nothing she could do but
endure. More men gathered around, laughing, snickering, joking,
staring, rubbing their groins as one guy after another climbed atop
her and thrust deep into her pussy.

There were over a dozen gathered around in
the moonlit night now, staring excitedly as she was raped. And soon
they began to get impatient. One knelt beside her head and shoved
his cock into her mouth. But that proved to be too awkward.

They untied her, and tied her wrists behind
her back instead. Then she was put on her knees, forced to suck one
guy as the other did her, doggy style.

It was – thrilling.

Waves of shame and waves of passion swept
over her. She felt dazed, helpless, as if in a nightmare – or a
fantasy. She had enough presence of mind to hide her first orgasm
as the guy humping into her behind shook and battered her body, and
her cry of pleasure was muffled by the cock in her mouth.

By the time her second orgasm tore through
her body, she was straddling one guy, whose strong hands dug into
her buttocks, jerking her up and down. She was bent over, sucking a
guy’s cock who knelt beside her, and a third guy was ramming his
cock into her ass.

With her hands tied, with her body pawed and
controlled by six strong hands, and a big cock stuffed into her
mouth, she could give little sign of the wildfire sexual storm
which swept through her but to shake and quiver and thrash weakly,
which most took to be a pathetic sign of resistance.

But Danny was almost feverish with heat and
lust by then, her eyes wild, her body quivering as three guys –
THREE at once, raped her slender young body. She was lost in wonder
and excitement at her own degradation and mistreatment, at the way
they were using and abusing her. Her body was electric with sexual
tension.

The guy whose cock she was sucking was
pulling on her hair, and she let it seem as though he pulled too
hard, forcing her mouth down on his cock, taking him into her
throat. He groaned in wonder, cursing, as he thrust the rest of the
way into her throat.

There were cries of excitement from those
watching.

“Yeah!”

“Right down her fuckin’ throat!”

“Deep throat him, bitch!”

“I gotta try that!”

“Oh man, lookit her suck cock!”

Some raped her once, then left. Others
arrived, hearing about the slutty shower girl gang banging anyone
who wanted her.

On and on it went; a wild thrill ride that
blasted her with orgasm after orgasm as she was roughly rolled,
twisted, groped, slapped, raped and sodomized by one guy after
another, or by two or three at once.

It was late in the morning before most of
them had left, and she was alone but for the last two guys. She was
on her back, her ankles jammed back behind her head as a tattooed
guy with a bald head rammed his cock down hard into her ass,
beating her bottom with his hard, bony hips. Another guy she didn’t
know sat on a log nearby, drinking and watching, perhaps waiting
his turn.

The guy sodomizing her finished with a sigh
of pleasure and let her legs drop. He slid back, climbed to his
feet, and, wobbling, sauntered off. The guy on the log stared at
her, and Danny lay still, panting, wrists still bound behind
her.

And then her blurry vision cleared a little,
and she saw it was Eddie. How ironic, she thought weakly.

“You never told me you could deep throat,” he
said, his voice slurring, glaring at her accusingly.

Danny was beyond talking. She lay still, legs
spread, hurting, her pussy aching, her anus felt open and reamed
out. Her throat was so sore from all the cocks which had raped her
mouth, her breathing was loud and ragged, the air rasping in and
out of her swollen throat.

He slid off the log, crawling over to her
head, fumbling at his pants. He grunted drunkenly, then shifted
himself. There was a dip in the ground just above her head. He
grabbed her hair, dragging her back so that her head hung over it.
He knelt above her, and, forcing her head back, thrust his cock
into her mouth and down her throat.

His hands came down on her breasts, squeezing
and kneading the bruised, scratched flesh as he thrust slowly in
and out, using long strokes, pumping his cock up and down in her
throat. She had already lost consciousness briefly several times
that night from guys not pulling their cocks out to let her breath.
Now as Eddie thrust steadily away, panting and grunting, his cock
churning up and down inside her throat, she felt her head pounding,
her chest burning from lack of air.

She looked up at his balls as he thrust into
her mouth again and again, her vision blurring, dots dancing before
her eyes. Then the world faded away.

Rain woke her. It looked like dawn was
starting to glimmer on the horizon as the rain pattered down around
her naked body. After a few minutes, she blinked her eyes at the
water running over her and moaned weakly. She sat up, swayed and
fell back again. A minute or so later, she managed to sit up
again.

Her wrists were still tied behind her. She
tried to get up and fell, then rolled onto her side, then onto her
belly, getting her knees under her. This time she managed to rise
to her knees, her body aching all over, cold and sore and
bruised.

It took several tries to get to her feet. She
saw her top nearby, torn open, little more than a rag. There was no
sign of her skirt. Exhausted, dazed, she turned and headed towards
home, still naked, leather cords wrapped tightly around her
wrists.

She fell time and again, as the rain poured
more heavily. Still, it was cleansing, and the weather had turned.
It was now chilly, helping to wake her.

Her mind was clearing as she walked along
through the grass. She felt a wildness as she walked through the
world naked, right out in the open. She reached a fence, one she
had climbed over many times. Now all she could do was lay on her
belly and squirm under.

Then she walked on through more grass,
through a wooded field, and finally into the broad field behind her
house. Still naked, she reached the house and paused, swaying. She
had no desire whatever to be seen like this, by anyone, most
especially her mother, who would freak.

She moved to the side of the house, to the
run-down old wooden garage. The door in the back was half ajar. She
slipped inside, out of the rain. Her mother’s car was out front, so
the garage was empty except for Roy’s broken down old Dodge. She
managed to get the door open by backing against it. Then she slid
in and lay back on the rear seat, panting weakly, and soon fell
asleep.

“My turn,” she heard in her head. “I’m next.
Fuck that whore. She’s got a tight cunt! Give it to her. Do her,
man! Nice tits!

She moaned in her sleep, rolling and
twisting, her wrists still tightly bound.
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She woke hours later to find her world
unchanged. Except it was Roy now atop her, leering, licking at her
breasts, his hands moving hungrily over her body.

Her arms were trapped beneath her, still
bound, and he chuckled as he licked at her soft skin and ran his
hands over her body.

“What you doing here, baby? Had a long
night?” he whispered, his hands sliding between her legs and
rubbing at her swollen, aching pussy.

Danny moaned, her throat raspy and sore.

Roy forced her legs apart and moved between
them, and she winced as his stiff cock ran up and down the swollen,
raw flesh of her slit, then pushed into her.

“Don’t,” she whispered, her voice barely
audible.

He didn’t hear, or else ignored her. He
buried himself inside her and let his body down atop hers in the
back seat of the Dodge, thrusting into her with long, slow strokes
in a comfortable, confident fuck.

“Ah, what a tight little body you got, baby,”
he sighed.

Danny’s head began to ache.

She lay beneath him, staring up past his
shoulder at the torn fabric on the inside of the roof as he thrust
away at her, moving faster, hurting more. Then he finished with a
long sigh of satisfaction and eased back a bit.

“What you doing home, sweetie? You should be
at school.”

She didn’t answer, of course. She never spoke
to Roy.

He eased back out of the car. “Come on out,”
he said.

She still ignored him, and, irritated, he
grasped her ankle and dragged her out. It was then that he
discovered her bound wrists.

“Shiit!” he gasped, turning her around. “Who
tied you up, you kinky little girl?”

Again she said nothing, face flushed sulkily.

“Been partying without old Roy, have
you?”

If you could call being gang raped a party,
she thought sullenly.

“I like it!” he exclaimed.

She sighed tiredly.

“Let’s go inside.”

He didn’t give her a choice. He gripped her
arm tightly and led her, still tied, out of the garage and then
into the house.

“I wanna get some pictures of this,” he
said.

She stopped dead, fully alert in an instant,
glaring at him furiously.

“Don’t you already have lots of pictures of
me?!” she snarled.

He gave her an innocent look.

“And videos!? You got videos of me, don’t
you!?”

He grinned lazily. “What makes you
think?”

“Because everyone knows about them!”

He looked startled. “Huh? That can’t be
possible.”

“They all know about them! They’re on the
internet! They’ve seen me! Everyone is talking about it and calling
me a slut!”

“What the fuck!? Where are they on the
internet?”

“How the fuck would I know!?”

But she did, of course, and at his prodding
told him, not of what had transpired the previous night and
morning, but what she had heard.

He went to his “den” which was nothing more
than a place for him to download porn, she knew, and was soon
searching the sites she mentioned. While he did, she was furious at
being ordered to kneel next to him.

And then she felt her face going white as he
found the videos. In the first one, she was soaping up, naked in
the shower, the camera appearing to be above her and in front.

“How did you take that?!” she demanded
angrily.

“This guy I know on the internet sent me
these small hidden camera things. You know where the wall is all
cracked in there. I was able to go through the closet on the other
side and put a camera in. You should see it. It’s got this tiny
little lens.”

“You fucking bastard!”

The next video was far worse, and she moaned
as it showed her against the corner of the shower, doing herself
with the dildo.

“Well, if that’s all they got, it ain’t too
bad,” he said.

“What do you mean all they got? How many are
there!?”

He grinned coyly. “I know how they got these.
I sent them to a guy in New York. I never liked him. He probably
sent them to someone else even though he promised not to. Don’t
worry, he didn’t get the bad ones.”

“What bad ones?”

He chuckled, and showed her “the bad
ones.”

Her face was already hot from the video of
her masturbating with the dildo. Now it flamed as he opened another
video. In it she was using the vibrator, but then shoving the
needles into her nipples. She moaned and closed her eyes.

“This one is my favorite,” he said.

In the next video, she was also in bed, with
her ankles pulled up and back, her feet braced under the headboard
of the bed. She was wide open, a dildo stuffed into her ass while
she pumped the vibrator in her pussy. Her voice rose in a warbling
grunting moan of passion as she climaxed.

“Don’t worry, though. I never sent it to that
guy. Only the guy in California and the one in England have them,
since they sent me the hidden cameras for the bathroom.”

“And so long as you’re nice,” he said, “I
won’t let these ones get out.”

Her head ached.

“Untie me,” she whispered.

“Oh, no, baby. I want to get some pictures of
this. You look hot.”

He leered happily as he pulled out a camera.
Danny turned her face away, but it didn’t seem to matter to him as
the camera flashed, and flashed again. He moved around her,
snapping pictures of her on her knees, hands tied, then paused.

“Put your head back,” he said.

“Fuck off,” she said sullenly.

He reached in and took her hair, jerking her
head up and back painfully.

“Oww! Fuck!”

“Do what you’re told, brat.”

He snapped a picture of her glowering at him,
then another as she turned her head away. He moved behind her, and
she saw the light snap, then she gasped as he put a foot between
her shoulder blades and pushed her. She fell forward, grunting as
she took her weight on her shoulders, and he circled her, snapping
picture after picture.

She sullenly let her bottom down, laying flat
on the floor. He snapped more pictures, then paused.

“Raise your ass again.”

“Fuck off.”

He moved across the room, returning with
another small metal box, another camera, she thought at first,
though she paid little attention.

Then he pressed against her hip and she cried
out as she felt a sudden painful shock that sent her rolling over
violently.

“Now on your knees, and put your butt in the
air,” he said patiently.

“You fucker!”

She stared at the stun gun in his hand, and
then tried to scrabble back on her butt as he held it out to her.
The contacts crackled with power and he pressed it against her
shoulder. She cried out again, spinning violently over to
escape.

He laughed. “Do what you’re told, brat.”

He approached her again, and, gasping, she
raised her bottom as he ordered.

“You bastard!” she half sobbed.

He snapped pictures as he moved around.

“Higher.”

Closing her eyes dazedly, she raised her
bottom, and then at another order, spread her legs wider so he
could get more shots.

“You’re fucking making me hot, baby,” he
said.

He put aside the camera and stun gun as he
knelt behind her. She felt his hands sliding up and down and over
her buttocks, then his fingers rubbing along her tender slit. He
peeled her sex lips apart and then penetrated her. She grunted in
pain as his big cock began to slide through her aching opening.

There was really nothing she could do, she
knew, but kneel there, with her hands tied behind her, ass raised,
legs spread, letting him thrust into her again and again and again
as her shoulders and knees jerked against the floor and her body
shuddered to the pounding of his hips.

For the first few minutes she felt nothing
but self-pity, but then as his hips continued to slap against her
buttocks and his thick cock continued to pump inside her, she felt
that queasy dark hunger start to rise in her belly once more. Tied
up, helpless, raped, used, abused, practically tortured, she was
being horribly mistreated.

Her pussy grew warm, the walls becoming
slick, her breathing growing ragged as Roy continued to ride her,
to rape her. His hands mauled her body as his hips slapped
repeatedly against her upraised buttocks. Danny twisted her hands
feebly, grinding the ropes into her wrists in a sense of
masochistic pleasure.

Heat spread up her spine, and her anger and
misery faded under the onslaught of passion and need.

She closed her eyes and shuddered as the
pleasure rose and began to consume her. Another gush of misery
spread over her, and her eyes began to tear up, then the orgasm hit
and she could only gasp and moan and whimper as it hammered her
mind with sensual pleasure.

* * *

Danny sat against the wall behind the stage
curtain, knees up, head back against the wall, mind drifting
blankly. She could hear the sounds of running feet, shouting and
laughter out in front of the curtain, where the others in her class
were forced to do their daily physical education.

It was dodge ball today, she thought, and
that stupid English game the coach liked so much, something like
baseball, but with half sized, one-handed bats. It was all so
childish and - beneath her. She wore the shorts and t-shirt they
insisted on, but she had managed to disappear shortly after class
started, as she usually did, and no one had noticed.

She was thinking, or trying to. Her mind had
felt full of fuzz for some days now. Dark images played out behind
her eyes, and made it hard to focus on her problems, let alone what
solutions she might come up with. She was alternately gripped by a
deep misery at her state of sluttish weakness, and a sense of
hunger and excitement that made her pussy throb eagerly.

She heard a squeal of excitement and shook
her head in disgust. She got up and slid down the rear stairs, then
out the fire door. Behind the gym was a small walkway between the
fence and the trees beyond. She leaned against the wall, then slid
a hand under her T-shirt to the cigarette she had stuck into the
waistband of her shorts. She pulled it out and then reached behind
her, to the small cigarette lighter she’d slipped into the back of
her shorts.

She had no bra, nor panties, for angering the
coach was a lot less dangerous than angering Keegan, but at least
the T-shirt wasn’t tight.

She lit up and lay her head against the brick
wall, blowing the smoke out of her nose. What the fuck was she
going to do? Should she just run off somewhere? And do what? Be
everyone’s bitch somewhere else? Work as a waitress in some dumpy
roadside diner? Be a stripper like her whore mother?

The thought made her feel a little queasy,
for Keegan had ordered her to practice a stripping routine for him,
something new, he said. She was to pick out proper music, and
proper slutty clothes that she could strip in, and then do a
“performance” for him on Friday night. Why should he pay her slut
mother to perform, he said, when he could get Danny to do it for
nothing?

Danny had spent the last several years
determined not to become her mother. And Keegan seemed determined
to force her into the same mold.

She saw movement out of the corner of her
eyes and felt a sinking sensation. She knew the two guys
approaching. They hadn’t been at the party, hadn’t been among those
who had gang-raped her, but they knew about it, and had taunted her
earlier in the day about it.

She looked the other way, considering, but
they were already walking quicker, and it was, for some
inexplicable reason, beneath her to turn and run away. Let them
taunt her. They were nothing more than fucking farm boys
anyway.

Callum Lewis and George Lazarus were both on
the senior football team. Of course that meant they’d always
sneered at Danny and her Goth ways. Now they had even more reason
to smirk and taunt her.

“Well if it isn’t little round heels Ryan!”
Callum said. “Shouldn’t you be off gang-banging someone, baby?”

“Fuck off, Lewis,” she said, not turning to
look at him.

“Sorry we missed the party, Danielle,” George
said. “I’ve been wanting to stick it to your tight little ass for
years.”

She ignored him, ignored both of them,
looking away, except to blow a stream of smoke at them out of the
corner of her mouth.

That, apparently, irritated them.

“Fucking bitch,” Callum said.

“What’s the matter, Danny? You too sore
fucking yourself with dildos?”

And then he reached out and cupped her
breast.

Danny slapped it away as he snickered at
her.

“No bra either. Fucking slut,” he said with a
sneer.

“You like showing it off, don’t you, Danny,”
George said.

He reached for her and she slapped at his
hand but he grabbed her wrist. Callum grabbed the other, and then
she was pinned against the wall as the two guys groped her
eagerly.

“Get the fuck – off – me!’ she gasped,
twisting and trying to kick out at them.

“Fucking slut. Stop acting like a virgin!”
Callum growled.

His hand plunged into her shorts and she
gasped as he cupped and roughly squeezed her bare, hairless
pussy.

“No fucking panties! No fucking pussy hair!
What a whore!” he growled.

“Get off me! Let me go!”

“Shut up, you fucking slut!”

She got her knee into his groin, but missed
his jewels and he responded with a fist to her stomach that made
her gasp and double over – or almost double over. George forced her
head back by gripping her hair and slamming her head back against
the brick wall.

Dazed, gasping, she was only peripherally
aware as they yanked her shorts down. Then Callum was crushing her
against the wall, his hands on her ass as he thrust up into her
pussy. She grunted and moaned as he dug his fingers into her
buttocks, his cock lunging strongly up into her, half lifting her
from her feet with every hard, violent thrust.

Then she was pulled away from the wall, her
wrists twisted painfully up behind her, forcing her to bend over,
and bend further. Her wrists were held high by Callum as he thrust
into her from behind. George gripped her hair, forcing her head up,
and then his cock was thrust into her mouth.

“Suck me off! Suck it, Danny, you fucking
whore!” he hissed. “Suck it!”

He jerked painfully on her hair for emphasis,
and Danny began to suck, moaning and gasping as Callum thrust hard
into her from behind and her arms threatened to tear free of her
shoulders.

“Always knew the little freak was a slut!”
Callum panted.

George forced his cock down her throat, and
held her against him by the hair as he groaned and cursed in
pleasure. Callum continued to hammer his hips against her upraised
buttocks.

It all took perhaps three or four minutes.
Then Callum and George were snickering as they walked away,
high-fiving each other. Danny sat on the pavement behind, naked but
for her shoes and socks, panting weakly.

She staggered to her feet and found her
shorts, then pulled her T-shirt on. Then for some reason, she spent
the next five minutes obsessively searching for the cigarette she’d
been smoking, and her lighter. She went back to the fire door and
sat on the stair for long minutes, a little dazed by the sudden
violence and rape.

Then she went inside, her mind blank, her
stomach queasy. She found that the class had ended while she was
outside. She wandered through the empty gym to the locker room.
There were still a few girls there, finishing dressing. They either
sneered at her or looked away.

Ryan moved towards her locker, but Coach
Delisle came around the corner, grabbed her by the shoulders, spun
her around, and shoved her towards the showers.

“You know the rules, Ryan, now move. You’re
already late.”

Well, Ryan didn’t really mind this time. She
felt dirty, icky, from what George and Callum had just done. No
doubt Callum’s semen was even now ready to ooze out between her
pussy lips.

She stripped off at the entrance to the
showers. All the other girls had finished, and she stepped under
the shower to soap up. She was in no hurry, and soaped up good and
hard before rinsing off.

When she turned around, Coach Delisle was
leaning against the doorway looking at her. Delisle was an older
woman, in her mid-forties, tall, with a very strong physique and
short blonde hair. She was more handsome than pretty, with a strong
jaw and stern eyes.

Ryan dropped her eyes. She’d always had a
funny feeling about Delisle. There were rumors, well, but there
always were about female gym coaches, especially unmarried ones.
Delisle had this incredible energy, though, and was a
disciplinarian who loved to make girls do laps until they threw
up.

“I can’t help wondering where you were during
gym class, Ryan,” she said.

“I was here,” Danny said in a low voice,
turning off the shower.

“Were you? Which team were you on?”

That stupid game. Danny shrugged as she
reached for her towel.

Delisle grabbed her towel and jerked it away,
and Danny looked at her again, starting to feel nervous. She saw
Delisle let the towel down, so it was half on the floor, in a
puddle of water.

“You think you can come in at the beginning
of my class, then disappear until the end, and I’m too stupid to
notice? Is that it?”

Danny shrugged again, dropping her eyes,
feeling very vulnerable as she stood naked and dripping.

“I don’t think you got very much exercise,
Ryan, and what’s my rule about that?”

Danny shrugged, still looking at the
floor.

“You can go and do laps.”

“I just showered,” she said.

“That’s good. Maybe you’re clean for
once.”

And what was that supposed to mean, Danny
wondered.

“Now go.”

“I’m all wet.”

“From what I hear, that’s a normal condition
for you, Ryan,” Delisle said.

Danny raised her eyes, but there was no smirk
on the woman’s face.

“You want me to do laps around the gym
naked?”

“Yours was last class. The gym doors are
locked. Get moving.”

Danny stared at her, her stomach starting to
flutter, chest starting to tighten. “But I - .”

“Get your ass in gear!” Delisle shouted
suddenly.

She grabbed Danny by the arm and yanked her
out of the shower room, giving her a hard push that sent her
staggering across the locker room towards the door to the gym.

“I’m not going to do laps naked!”

Delisle twisted up her towel and then snapped
it at her bottom.

Danny yelped and leapt forward.

“Stop it!”

Delisle snapped the towel again, and Danny
yelped and jumped as it bit stingingly into her left buttock.

“Fuck!”

“Move your skinny ass!”

Another snap of the towel and she was out
into the gym – naked and dripping wet! And Delisle was right behind
her, snapping the towel.

“Run! Run, you little slut!”

 


 


 



Chapter Seven

 


 


 


 


“Oww! Stop it! Oww!” Danny cried, trying to
run away.

Delisle followed her, loping along with ease
behind her as Danny tried to run, snapping the towel at her bottom
to spur her on. Of course, Danny couldn’t outdistance her. She was
already winded and gasping for breath.

She broke away from the red circle she was
supposed to follow, racing towards a partly open door. But it was
the door to the equipment room, and Delisle was right behind
her.

“Get back here, Ryan. Get your ass back onto
the line,” Delisle barked.

Danny tried to slam the door shut but Delisle
was too close behind her and kicked at the door, sending Danny
stumbling back against the steel shelves full of balls, skipping
ropes, paddles, bats, baskets and weights.

“Leave me alone!” she cried.

“Alone? Why would you want to be alone, Ryan?
So you can play with your dildo?”

Ryan dropped her eyes, face flaming.

“Or maybe find some boys to fuck? Don’t you
want to get in shape for your next gang bang?”

Danny had her arms folded across her chest,
one hand covering her sex as she stared at the floor. A slap to the
face staggered her back. It wasn’t hard, just enough to shock her
and jerk her eyes up in fear.

“You’ve been a snotty little bitch the last
few years, Ryan,” Delisle said with dark, angry eyes. “Sauntering
around like you’re so much better than us, so much smarter and more
sophisticated. But all you are is a stupid, little, brainless slut
like your mother.”

“And you’re just a stupid old dyke,” Danny
muttered, stung.

Another slap staggered her back against the
shelves.

“You don’t like lesbians, Ryan? Is that it?
Is it because they don’t have big things to stick up your slutty
little pussy?” Delisle sneered.

“Fuck off!”

“You fuck off, you little bitch!”

Delisle pressed her back against the shelves,
and then gripped her wrists as Danny tried to shove her away,
slamming them back painfully against an upper shelf. She smirked
down at her, her own firm body pressed against the slender, naked
girl.

Then she had grabbed a skipping rope, and
while pinning the younger girl’s arms in place with one big hand,
wrapped it tightly around them and tied them to the bracket
supporting the upper shelve.

Danny was more than a little stunned,
gasping, wriggling, but not even daring to fight back.

“Whatsamatter, Ryan? I don’t have the right
equipment for you?” she panted, her hands now running over Danny’s
naked body.

“S-Stop it! Don’t touch me!” Danny
gasped.

Delisle’s hand was between her legs, but
rubbing and squeezing her there with far more expertise than she
had felt out behind the gym from the two crude boys who had raped
her. Delisle had two fingers carefully pressing her sex lips apart
as the one between rubbed gently between, along her furrow, over
her clit.

“Hot little slut,” Delisle breathed, her face
inches from Danny. “You don’t want to accept the normal punishment,
then you get what I give you.”

She kissed her roughly, gripping her hair to
hold her in place, her tongue thrusting into Danny’s mouth and
flitting around as her fingers stroked expertly at her pussy.

Danny had never had anything to do with women
before. Any move towards that in as small a town as this would have
led to rumors, and the town was highly prejudiced against
homosexuals of any sort.

Still wet, she had no choice but to stand
pinned to the shelves as the bigger, older woman ran her hands over
her body and sucked and licked at her mouth.

“G-get off me!” she panted.

Delisle ignored her, her lips moving down,
taking a fat, hard nipple into her mouth. Her tongue swirled around
it in a way Danny had never experienced as her fingers caressed and
rubbed her other nipple. She sucked and licked and chewed lightly
at the teenager’s quivering nipples and areolas as she continued to
finger the girl, then forced her middle finger up into Danny’s
rapidly moistening pussy.

“D-Don’t!” Danny gasped.

Delisle sank to her knees, her hands forcing
Danny’s thighs apart so that she was compelled to almost stand on
her toes, the skipping rope digging into her wrists. Then Delisle’s
tongue began to plunge into Danny’s pussy, a tongue which had an
amazing length.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Ungh!”

Delisle’s tongue stroked skillfully along the
wriggling, moaning teenager’s throbbing pussy, plunging in through
the open mouth of her sex again and again to wriggle and twist
around. Her nose ground against Danny’s exposed clit as she licked
and sucked at her open hole.

And then she raised her tongue, at last,
circling and teasing her throbbing, pulsing clit until Danny wanted
to scream in frustration. When Delisle finally brought her moist
hot tongue sliding heavily across her clit, Danny exploded, crying
out, arching her back.

She lost control of her muscles as her hips
bucked convulsively into the woman’s face, and her head jerked
back, her back arching as her head twisted and rolled from side to
side. Sexual pleasure tore at her like sheet lightning, and her
legs jerked and quivered so that she lost her balance and hung by
her wrists.

Delisle’s mouth was jammed into her sex, like
an animal eating at her, sucking and licking, now using her teeth,
nibbling, nipping, making her sting and ache, but in a dark,
horribly exciting way as her tongue lapped and swirled and swept up
and down her slit.

Every time it slid across her clit a wild
surging sensual storm rolled up her spine, and she let out a soft,
gurgling cry of pleasure.

“Like that? Do you like that, you little
slut?” Delisle demanded.

“Oh, God! Oh, please!” the breathless girl
gasped.

“You begging for more, Ryan? Is that it?”

She slid up Danny’s body, sucking and licking
at her nipples, then crushing her mouth with her own, kissing her
as she held Danny’s head in both hands.

“Still hate dykes, bitch? Baby bitch?” she
growled.

Her hands kneaded Danny’s buttocks, and a
finger plunged up through her tight, wrinkled anal opening, pumping
in and out. “Still want something stiff and long inside your hot
little cunt?”

“F-Fucking bitch,” Danny gasped.

She wanted, needed, to show that she was not
willing, despite the thrill of passion and hunger sweeping through
her. Being forced meant everything to her, meant both a relief of
guilt, and a surging hunger. But more than that, she wanted to
provoke the woman. And it did.

“Yes, fucking bitch,” Delisle said. “I’m
fucking a little bitch!”

“Dyke,” Danny panted. “Freak!”

She was rewarded by having the woman yank
back painfully on her hair.

“Ungh!”

“Who’s a freak, bitch? You’re out gang
banging every swinging dick in the county and I’m a freak!?”

She reached up above Danny and took down
something. It was one of the bats for that English game. It was
called “rounders” which was as dumb a name as she’d ever heard. The
bats were about a foot and a half long, meant to be wielded
one-handed, and not as thick as baseball bats.

But they were thick.

“Here you are, Ryan. Here’s something hard
and long for you, you little slut,” Delisle sneered.

She pressed the rounded head against Danny’s
pussy, and Danny cried out, shuddering and moaning, trying to pull
away as Delisle twisted the bat from side to side, slowly
increasing the pressure.

“No! Stop it! Don’t! Fuck! Stop!”

She could feel the broad, fat head forcing
her sex lips in and back, slowly, painfully stretching them back
wider and wider. She was sopping wet inside, but even so the thick
bat hurt, and her legs quivered, her body twisting as she sought to
pull free.

Then it was inside her, and she moaned and
clenched her teeth as Delisle continued to twist it from side to
side, and continued to work it deeper inside her.

“Oh fuck!’ she gasped in a choked voice.

“I’ll fuck you, all right, you dirty little
slut.”

Inch after inch pushed through the straining
mouth of her sex, until she felt cramped and full up inside
herself, a foot of bat jammed deep into her belly, with only the
handle protruding. And then, as Delisle held the handle, she laid a
finger against Danny’s clit and began to rub rapidly up and
down.

With the bat up underneath her, she was
pressing her swollen button down against the hardness within her
pussy, and Danny felt a wild surge of almost painful pleasure as
she continued to squirm and moan and curse breathlessly.

God it hurt! It was so big! So painfully big!
She felt – stuffed, full, bulging!

Delisle gripped her hair with one hand,
forcing her head back, chewing and biting at her throat and under
her ears. Then she bent, pulling harder, forcing the teen’s chest
to bow out as she sucked and licked and chewed at her engorged
nipples.

It was hard to move the bat inside Danny’s
tight pussy, but she pulled and pushed, twisted and turned, and the
pressure made the dazed girl shudder and jerk and quiver as her
pussy burned and throbbed and ached.

“You like that, slut? Do you like having your
hot little pussy full?” Delisle growled, biting gently at Danny’s
lower lip. “Tell me you love it, slut. Tell me.”

“F-fuck you!” Danny gasped.

And again, she felt a hot, dark thrill at
provoking the woman, wanting more, wanting to be treated more
cruelly, wanting to be abused.

“Bitch,” Delisle growled.

She pulled back and abruptly spun the girl
around, then grabbed another rounders bat from the shelf and jammed
it up against her wrinkled little anal opening.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Don’t! Please! No!”

Delisle chuckled cruelly, twisting the
rounded head of the bat, pushing harder, then harder still,
practically lifting the slender girl off her feet until, with a
groan, she felt her sphincter muscles give way, and the bat was
forced up into her ass.

“Ahh! Fuck! Oh God! Oh! Please! No!”

“That’s right, slut. Beg for it!” Delisle
sneered, twisting and pushing.

“Oh please! God! Please!” Danny gasped, her
voice breaking, choking.

“You begging me, Ryan? You begging the dirty
old dyke?”

Delisle grabbed Danny’s hair and yanked it up
and back as he thrust hard with the bat. Danny screamed as the bat
slid deeper into her ass.

And then it too was buried in her ass, with
only the handle protruding.

Danny half hung by her wrists, sobbing
weakly, moaning at her sore bottom. But her insides were absolutely
stuffed, and a part of her mind was enthralled with the horribly
full sensation.

Delisle grabbed another skipping rope,
doubling it in her hand, then swung it down so that the four ropes
cracked across Danny’s buttocks. The girl cried out and jerked
against the shelf.

“That enough cock for you, Ryan? You dirty
little bitch! Do you think I can teach you some manners now!?”

The skipping rope bit into Danny’s bottom
again, and again, and again, and each time she jerked and cried
out, her body thrown sharply forward against the shelves

“Stop it! Please,” she half sobbed.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Now the rope rose, slashing across her lower
back, now it fell, cutting into the backs of her thighs. Now it
rose again, slashing across her shoulders.

“Please! Oh! Please! Ungh! Please!” she
sobbed openly now.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She moaned and shuddered to every blow as the
teacher whipped her back and buttocks. And then Delisle was pressed
against her, her body hot, heavy, her hands groping Danny’s breasts
as she licked at the nape of her neck.

“Nasty little girl,” she purred.

A hand slid down her belly and fingers began
to stroke against her clit. Danny felt the hot, terrible heat sweep
up from her groin, and her mind spun and twisted like a leaf in a
high wind.

“Ungh!” she groaned. “OhhH!”

Delisle bit into the nape of her neck,
rubbing her clit with one hand, squeezing and kneading her breast
with the other.

The orgasm exploded behind Danny’s eyes, and
her body shook and thrashed as her mind was hammered by screaming
waves of sensual overload.

It was a massive orgasm, and almost blew her
mind out like a candle. It left her dazed, exhausted, drained,
almost hanging by her wrists as Delisle continued to kiss and
fondle and caress her slick, wet, overheated body.

Delisle turned her bodily around, grinding
herself against the naked girl, cupping her buttocks again, her
mouth ravishing and raping Danny’s own as she drove her tongue deep
within.

Danny moaned, her head rolling bonelessly,
gasping for breath, hardly aware of anything but her body’s own
hunger and needs, exhaustion and pain.

Delisle bent and began to suck and chew at
her breasts. Her nipples were so sensitive that it hurt, that it
ached, but Danny could only hang by her wrists, moaning, chest
heaving as the older woman sucked and ate and licked at her.

Slowly, her mind returned, and she became
aware of how much her wrists ached. She managed to get her feet
underneath her again, and looked down at the coach mouthing her
breast.

She was still dazed, not sure what she was
doing, but something, some instinct, something out of the darkness
inside her, wanted to provoke the woman further. At the same time,
the small, frightened girl within her wanted to be left alone. And
the haughty loner wanted to show that she was still above it
all.

“Fu-fucking queer,” she panted.

It was the wrong thing to say, and the right
thing to say.

Delisle rose, glowering, glaring. She gripped
Danny’s hair and yanked her head up and back, then crushed her
mouth with her own, so that Danny tasted her own juices. The
coach’s other hand slid down to squeeze her buttocks, then gripped
the handle of the bat sticking out of her ass and thrust hard.

Danny’s eyes bulged and she cried out in
pain, her legs jerking apart, her hips flying forward. The Coach
bit at her lips, pulling the handle back and thrusting up again –
hard. Again Danny cried out as the bat jammed up high into her
belly.

“Tell me you love me, you little whore,”
Delisle growled.

She tugged on the bat handle, slowly forcing
the fat bat to ease back down Danny’s back passage, then thrust up
hard. Again the teenager cried out, her hips bucking, her legs
flailing as the bat jammed up deep within her gut.

“Tell me you love me, you little bitch!”
Delisle snarled, twisting the handle up and down, then from side to
side.

“Tell me you love me, slut!”

She gripped the bat handle in both hands and
pulled – hard. Danny screamed as the bat pushed up high, and then
literally lifted her off the floor so she was impaled on it, held
tightly in the coach’s hands.

“I love you! I love you!” she sobbed.

The coach chuckled throatily, then eased her
back to the floor.

“Of course you do – slut.”

She reached up and undid the skipping rope
binding Danny’s wrists to the shelf, but kept her wrists tied.
Danny slid weakly to her knees, and the coach held her bound wrists
up behind her head, then tugged her shorts and panties down with
her free hand.

She put a foot on one of the lower shelves,
and forced Danny’s face up into her groin, rubbing her mouth and
nose over her soaking sex.

“Eat me, slut! Show me how you love me!’ she
growled.

Danny’s mouth and face were almost
immediately soaked in the coach’s juices, and when Delisle twisted
her fingers in her hair she gave a weak sob and pushed out her
tongue, licking up and down the woman’s slit.

“That’s it, bitch. Pay me back for all the
insolence and trouble you’ve given me,” the coach ordered.

She ground her hips in and out, back and
forth, jamming the slender young girl’s face into her, almost
masturbating against Danny’s skin. When her first climax arrived,
her pussy gushed cream down onto the dazed girl’s face. And she
laughed to see it, but never stopped.

“Lick me, slut. I’ll tell you when you can
stop,” she panted breathlessly.

Danny licked, moaning, sucking, blinking her
eyes against the cream glistening on her skin, her lips and mouth
and nose bruised as the woman continued to grind her pussy over her
face.

Delisle threw her on her back on the floor,
on a mat, then straddled her face. She leered down at her as she
ground her pussy back and forth across the girl’s licking mouth. As
her excitement mounted, she began to grind faster, then to
literally bounce up and down on the hot pink tongue licking at her
burning pussy.

“Oh yeah! Yeah! Do it! Lick me! Uhn! You
fucking little whore!” she cried as she came.

She sat on Danny’s face as she recovered,
then began grinding again.

“Keep licking,” she growled.

* * *

Danny walked slowly and painfully down the
nearly empty hall, grunting with pain as she pushed through the
door and out onto the porch. She held the railing as she swayed
weakly, and turned to look anxiously behind her before very slowly
and carefully descending the stairs.

She was wearing the short, tight skirt Keegan
had ordered her to wear to school, and the tight tank top without a
bra. The skirt was not a mini. She didn’t own a mini. It was merely
a skirt she had owned when she was much younger and shorter.

It almost certainly covered the handles of
the rounders bats inside her, the handles which stuck out through
the bruised, aching openings of her pussy and ass. But she wasn’t
entirely certain. She was just as glad no one was around.

Delisle had ridden her face to half a dozen
orgasms, then forced her to dress with the bats still inside her
and, leering, shoved her out the gym door into the hall.
Fortunately, school was over, and the halls were empty.

Her insides ached as she moved. The two fat
bats moved within her abdominal cavity as she shifted and walked,
and the handles protruded down between her bruised thighs, rubbing
against her legs with every movement.

She reached the bottom of the stairs, but did
not head up the road. Instead she walked – slowly, into the grass
at the edge of the school, looking for somewhere private, somewhere
away from prying eyes, but away from Delisle too.

The woman was a scary bitch!

She made her way slowly in among the trees at
the edge of school property, and then, gasping and grunting in
pain, eased herself down to her knees. She reached below the skirt
and grasped the handle of the rounders bat up inside her pussy and
slowly began to pull it out.

She moaned in pain, for the handle was
considerably thinner than the body of the bat. As she pulled, the
bat forced her sex lips to spread wider and wider.

“Oh God! Oh fuck!” she gasped.

She slowly pulled the fat, glistening bat
forth, and her pussy felt a wonderful surge of relief as the bat
came free.

She spread her knees wider and grasped the
other bat, then began to pull on that. There was a deep ache deep
in her gut where the coach had jammed the bat so high and so hard.
She felt bruised, as though she’d been repeatedly punched from the
inside.

Slowly, tears of pain filling her eyes, she
eased the bat down her anal tunnel, and finally, clenching her
teeth, pulled it free of her body and threw it onto the grass.

She collapsed, gasping, moaning, hands
between her legs, clasping her aching pussy and anal opening.

She lay on her side for long minutes
recovering, and then slowly, gingerly, sat up. She spread her knees
and looked down between her legs, tracing the line of her pussy,
wincing only a little. She was relieved to find her pussy lips were
tightly closed again, that though the mouth of her sex looked red
and somewhat swollen, her pussy opening looked fine, and her hole
was closed, and not gaping, as was her back hole.

She stood up with a grunt of effort and a
stumble or two, then made her way slowly out through the woods and
onto the road. Her limp eased and the soreness in her belly began
to fade as she walked. Her jaw still hurt, though, from being
forced to constantly lick at the coach’s pussy for so long.

She had been walking for twenty minutes when
a car pulled up alongside her. She turned her head, feeling a
rising sense of anxiety not lessened when she saw it was a police
car. She knew the cop, the deputy, slightly. He had bitched at her
more than a few times and called her a troublemaker.

“Where you going, Ryan?”

“Walking home,” she said.

“Get in.”

“I can walk.”

“Get in,” he ordered.

She bit her lip, but sighed and moved around
to the passenger side, getting in. The car started forward, turned
off onto the highway, and headed for her place. He turned a few
times, grinning at her, then lay his hand on her thigh.

“I hear you’re making videos,” he said.

Danny said nothing.

“I like videos,” he said, sliding his hand up
and down her thigh.

“Yes, sir, and I like girls who make
videos.”

His hand slid under her skirt, and Danny
looked out the window. His fingers reached her bare pussy, and she
heard his breath hiss in.

“Very nice,” he said, his fingers stroking
her sore pussy mouth. “Very nice indeed.”

Danny continued to look out at the passing
scenery until the car turned off onto a dirt road and stopped.

Then the deputy pulled her over by the arm
and unzipped. Her face was pushed down into his groin, and she
opened her mouth and took him between her lips.

“That’s it, honey. You suck that cock,” he
said as she bobbed her lips up and down.

He tugged her skirt up and rubbed and
squeezed her bottom, then lifted her tank top up and groped and
fondled her breasts as she sucked his cock.

“Hot little slut,” he panted.

He began to buck up, thrusting his cock deep
into her mouth, then jammed his hand down against her head to force
her all the way down his shaft.

“Yeah! Oh yeah!” he gasped as his cock slid
into her throat. “Oh fuck! Yeah!”

He came with a cry of heated pleasure,
pouring his cream into her throat, then went limp almost at once,
sitting back in his seat and releasing her head.

Danny sat up, wiped her mouth, opened the car
door, and walked away.

 


 


 



Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


Danny was standing in the attic, sweating,
moaning softly.

Roy had demanded more pictures, and then been
dissatisfied. He said they didn’t look real, that she didn’t look
enough like a prisoner. Now she stood on her toes in the attic, her
wrists tied together and lifted up behind her back, attached to a
hook in the post she was backed against.

Her shoulders burned like fire, her arms
threatening to tear loose of their sockets. Her ankles and toes
were screaming from supporting her weight.

Her breasts throbbed hotly, for he had tied
rope around them, making them bulge out fat and taut, sore and
pulsing. He had attached clothespins to her nipples, and then video
taped her as she twisted and writhed and screamed in pain.

Apparently her cursing was too real for his
video, though, so he had gagged her.

The pain and heat was making her sweat
heavily, the perspiration trickling down her chest and flanks as
she stood, head down, moaning into the gag.

Slowly, ever so slowly, her toes gave way,
dropping her onto the balls of her feet. Slowly, her ankles gave
way, and she sank down onto her heels. Her wrists were forced even
higher up behind her back, the pain mounting. Yet somehow, her arms
did not tear free.

She stood there trembling, moaning, watching
the sweat slowly trickle down her forehead, down the bridge of her
nose to the tip, and then down onto the floor below her.

Occasionally, she would sense or hear a
movement, and then flashes would light up the attic as Roy took
pictures. When she raised her head to peer out between her damp,
tangled hair, he would snap more, saying “Yeah. Perfect. Like
that.”

After a time, he apparently felt he had
enough of those pictures. He used her own vibrator on her,
caressing her clit with it, then stuffing it up inside her. He
untied her wrists, and the intense relief in her shoulders made
tears fill her eyes as she sagged to her knees.

Roy untied her breasts, and another wonderful
relief rolled through her. It was almost intoxicating, and she
hardly paid him any attention as he tied her wrists together again,
this time in front of her, and raised them above her head.

She groaned as he lifted her up, forcing her
onto the weak, shaky balls of her feet again. He threw the rope
over a beam above, and then, grunting and cursing, lifted her right
off her toes.

In a sense, that gave her relief, as well,
for it took her off her aching toes and let her ankles free. The
pressure against her arms and shoulders was entirely different than
that she had felt before, so the relief was still there, and he was
able to use the vibrator to make her come as the video camera sat
nearby watching.

Then he snapped more pictures, moving around
her as she hung more or less still, gasping, moaning into the gag.
Her wrists burned and ached and her arms were sore, but it was
certainly bearable.

And so he went away and left her to hang
there. What was bearable for a minute or two became steadily less
so as her toes wriggled and feet swayed just above the floor. It
became exhausting just to breathe, and the sweat poured down her in
sheets as she became dazed and drained.

Roy snapped more pictures, muttering eagerly,
then circled her, taking videos. He set up the video on its tripod,
but she ignored it.

The belt against her ass woke her up, and set
her to swinging and kicking for the camera. He slashed the belt
down across her bottom and back repeatedly, inspiring her to move
and twist and cry out into the gag as the camera looked on.

“Excellent!” he said.

After that he hung her upside down, legs and
arms spread wide. She was right above her mother’s bedroom, and
when her mother woke up, she was treated to the sounds of her
mother’s howls and screams of pleasure as Roy rode her hard and
fast.

“Fuck me! Fuck me! Oh yeah! Yes! Oh God! Fuck
me harder!” her mother screamed.

Even in her dazed exhaustion, Danny heard the
cries, and moaned weakly.

She hung upside down for hours, until her
mother left for work, then Roy came up and snapped more pictures
and took more videos.

“Now you look real. I love the expression! I
love the eyes!” he said enthusiastically. “These are gonna be
great!”

* * *

She was standing in Keegan’s office again,
her tongue ring attached to the small chain, forcing her head up
and back, forcing her onto her toes.

Crack!

He had a thick leather paddle of sorts. It
was soft, and thin, but several inches wide, and it stung like fire
when he cracked it across her bottom.

Her wrists were bound together behind her
back, and she was dancing feebly on her toes as Keegan smiled and
worked her over, slowly, carefully, taking his time, swinging the
leather strap every twenty or thirty seconds as he told her what a
miserable little slut she was.

Sometimes it stung so much that her body
jerked so that she thought her tongue would be torn right out of
her mouth.

The stinging mounted, the heat burned, and
tears finally filled her eyes, trickling down her cheeks as Keegan
smiled in pleasure. He swung the strap several more times to urge
them on, then stepped up behind her and unzipped.

Moments later she felt his cock probing
against her anus, forcing its way up inside her. He groped and
squeezed her breasts, then cruelly pinched and twisted her nipples
as he forced his prick up into her and raped her ass.

* * *

“Smile!” Roy ordered.

Danny feigned a smile as the camera flashed
and flashed again. She was lying on his bed, hands behind her head,
back arched, legs apart.

“Now play with yourself.”

She moved her hands idly over her body as he
snapped pictures.

“Now on all fours.”

She shifted with a sigh, kneeling as he
snapped more pictures.

At least they were easier than the bondage
pictures he’d taken of her two days ago. And they demanded less
effort than the pictures he’d taken yesterday, where she had to
keep changing, wearing bits and pieces of clothes and lingerie as
he snapped picture after picture.

And they were much easier than the videos he
took; videos of her masturbating, with fingers, with dildo and
vibrator, with hair brush, with cucumber, in all sorts of
positions.

There were also the blowjob videos, some
taken while he held the camera, some while he set it on a nearby
table and posed them properly, with her head and his groin in the
frame, his cock sliding straight down her throat.

He was building a web-site for her, a porn
site, with milder pictures on the outside, nastier ones inside, and
videos for “special customers”. Danny wanted no part of it, but the
videos he’d already taken of her were so bad that she would rather
have them on a pay site than out in the open.

“Yeah! Yeah,” he said eagerly as he snapped
pictures.

He went over to the computer and downloaded
them as she lay on the bed, mind somewhat blank.

“I think we’re just about ready to launch,”
he said. “Especially with those teasers I posted.”

She sat up with a sigh. “What’s a teaser?”
she asked, not really wanting to know.

“You know, milder pictures, pictures of you
in that schoolgirl uniform, or in your thong, and tied up a little.
I send them out to a ton of people and post them publicly, with the
address of my new web site.”

His new web site, she thought blackly. Then
she opened her mouth. “What do you mean publicly?”

“You know, all over the place. Don’t worry,
they’re not nearly as bad as the ones that are already out there.
That vibrator one is really popular, by the way. It’s all over the
fucking net now. Probably a million people have downloaded it.

A million people, she thought, impressed.

But more pictures of her, for the people at
school to see, for the people in town to see, to give her even more
of a reputation.

Just what she needed.

She sighed and got up, them headed naked for
the door.

“I gotta go,” she said.

He ignored her as he worked on the web site,
and she went up the hall to her own room and gathered up the
schoolgirl outfit. He’d bought it for her, because, of course,
there were no schools which had uniforms around their crappy little
town.

But it was handy. Keegan wanted a good outfit
for her to strip in, and this was at least a standard, from what
she understood. She put the pleated skirt, blouse and blazer into a
plastic bag, then put the white thong and bra and black shoes in
with them.

She left the house, the bag in hand, heading
for Keegan’s house. She was dreading playing the stripper to him,
but that dark side of her was also looking forward to it with a
nasty sense of anticipation. What cruel and degrading things would
he do to her this evening?

It was dark out, but that had never bothered
her, not in dreary, backwater Mississippi. Besides, what was there
to fear; rape?

Half a mile from her house, a pickup owned by
one of the nearby farmers pulled to a stop, and she was forced to
give the man a blowjob. Then at the edge of town, the manager of
the town’s main grocery pulled over and bent her over the hood of
his car as he thrust up hard and fast into her from behind,
grunting and moaning as he tore at her breasts through the tank top
and hammered his hips against her buttocks.

She got most of the way through town to
within a block of Keegan’s street before three men she hardly knew
tore her clothes off and took her together on the front lawn of
someone’s house, thrusting into all three holes, shifting positions
again and again. That took over half an hour, and they ran off,
laughing, with her clothes.

She picked up the bag and carried on, walking
naked down the poorly lit street and then to Keegan’s house. She
walked up to the door and knocked, and he opened the door, then
glared when he saw her naked.

“Are you out of your mind, you stupid little
slut?” he demanded.

He slapped her face, then yanked her inside
and slapped her bottom hard.

“You’re late!”

“I couldn’t help it,” she said sullenly.

He examined the contents of the bag and
snorted. “How traditional.”

He threw it against her. “Get dressed, slut,
so you can get undressed.”

Danny did as he ordered, pulling on the thong
and bra, then dressing completely and stepping into the shoes and
socks.

“You better have a really good routine. I’ve
had some pretty good dances from your slut of a mother. So I’m not
easily impressed. You got your music?”

She held up the tape and he took her arm and
jerked her up the hall and then around the corner into the living
room. She halted, momentarily shocked. There were three other men
there, all teachers. Mr. Hanley had been her ninth grade Geography
teacher. Mr. Simms had been her eleventh grade Science teacher. And
Mr. Allen was her English teacher this year.

They all grinned at her as Keegan shoved her
into the room.

“Our entertainment for the night,” he
said.

“From what I hear, she’s everyone’s
entertainment,” Simms said with a leer.

“She’s a bad little girl,” Keegan said. “And
you know what happens to bad little girls.”

The three men grinned broadly, and Danny
blushed anxiously.

Keegan put her music on and then sat down.
“Let’s see your moves, slut.”

Danny hadn’t prepared for four men, but her
inhibitions had been shattered over the previous days, and she
began to swing and roll her hips in the routine she had long
practiced. The four men sat around in armchairs watching and
sipping their beer as she danced and spun and twisted around for
them.

She threw her arms back to send her blazer
sliding down her arms and off, and kicked it away, then kicked her
shoes off one at a time, into the corners. She swung her hips and
ran her hands up and down her body and through her hair, then began
to teasingly undo the buttons down the front of her blouse as she
ran her tongue along her lower lip.

When she got down to bra and thong, Keegan
gestured her closer. She was flushed with both embarrassment and
arousal by then, with those eyes staring at her hungrily. She
danced closer and he drew her over him, forcing her to straddle his
chair. Then she was down in his lap, grinding herself against him
as his hands squeezed her bare buttocks and stroked up and down her
back.

But then she had to do the same for Simms,
and for Allen and Hanley, grinding and rubbing herself against them
as she felt their erections pushing up against her from below.

She danced back, the four of them surrounding
her as she peeled off her bra to bare her breasts. Flushed, her
pussy burning, she swung and swayed, then peeled off her thong to
dance completely naked.

Again she had to give them lap dances,
grinding her bare pussy against Keegan’s lap as he fondled her,
then Simms as he groped her, then Allen as he sucked on her
nipples, then Hanley, who forced a finger up her butt.

And as the music ended, she stood in the
middle of the floor, anxiously shifting from foot to foot,
breathless with anticipation and excitement, stomach aching from
tension as the four men stared at her.

“Well, I think we can all agree that Danielle
is a very bad little girl,” Keegan said.

“She certainly is,” Allen replied

“She’s a nasty little slut,” Simms
growled.

“Come here, Danielle,” Keegan ordered.

She stepped towards him slowly, then took
another step, swallowing nervously.

“Put yourself across my lap.”

Danny felt a shock in her belly, but her
anxiety was offset by the throbbing in her pussy.

“Time for your spanking, little girl,” he
said.

Danny didn’t want to be spanked! But she did!
The idea made her mind squirm with embarrassment, but made her
pussy pulse with hunger. She shuffled forward slowly, and then as
the four men watched, she bent across Keegan’s lap.

“Let me show you how you spank a slut,
gentlemen,” Keegan said.

He adjusted her in his lap, then drew her
wrists together behind her back and tied them in place with cord.
He slapped her bottom and adjusted her again, then Danny, her head
hanging over one side of the chair, felt something pushing up into
her pussy.

A click, and it began to purr. He pumped it
in and out as her red face stared at the floor. Then he thrust it
in hard. There was a purring, and she knew it was a vibrator. She
moaned, flushed, and then realized it was a different kind of
vibrator.

It was long, and it was thick, but as Keegan
jammed it painfully deep into her pussy, she felt something, like a
sort of branch near its base which curved up and in to press
directly against her clit.

Then Keegan’s hand cracked down across her
bare bottom.

“Oww!” she cried, legs kicking.

“Spank that slut,” Allen growled.

“Nasty little girl. Turn her ass pink!”
Hanley demanded.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Keegan spanked her with
slow, deliberate slaps, each sending stinging pain through her
body. Ten spanks, and her bottom was on fire. But the vibrator he’d
jammed into her had made her insides burn, as well.

Keegan rolled her off, and she tumbled onto
the floor, gasping, moaning, dazed, wrists still bound together
behind her.

“Come here, slut,” Simms demanded.

Moaning, she twisted around, and tried to
rise. Keegan put his foot between her shoulders and shoved hard,
and she fell forward on her belly.

“Crawl on your belly, slut,” Keegan
ordered.

A fresh wave of shame spread through the
dazed girl, but Danny obeyed, crawling, wriggling across the floor
on her belly to reach Simms. He reached down and gripped her hair,
half dragging her to her knees, making her cry out in pain, then
hauling her over his lap.

“Bad little girl,” he said.

His hand cracked down onto her already sore
behind and she yelped in pain and kicked her legs feebly.

“Dirty little whore,” he said, slapping her
bottom again sharply.

Ten spanks, and she was tumbled off onto the
floor again, her bottom on fire, her eyes glassy with unshed tears,
her pussy throbbing around the vibrator.

“Come here, slut,” Allen ordered.

Panting, gasping for breath, her bottom
aching, Danny crawled across the floor on her belly, and he stopped
her with his shoe.

“Lick my shoe. Lick it, slut,” he
ordered.

Danny licked at his shoe, and the men growled
in delight, watching her tongue lap up and down along his heel and
instep. Then he dragged her across his lap by the hair and spanked
her.

Her bottom flared with pain, but on the third
blow, she came, shuddering and crying out, legs kicking wildly,
body twisting and writhing as he spanked harder and faster.

Then she had to crawl across the floor to
Hanley, lick his shoes, and be dragged across his lap for another
spanking. Her ass was on fire, and despite her hatred for them all,
she felt her eyes spilling tears.

His hand continued to crack down on her
aching bottom, and she sobbed weakly, even as he laughed and pumped
and twisted the vibrator inside her.

She didn’t come, but after crawling back
across the floor and licking Keegan’s shoes, and then being dragged
across his lap, she reached another climax as he spanked her
burning buttocks.

She made the rounds of each man three times,
sobbing miserably, coming half a dozen times, her bottom a fiery
red mass of pain. Only then was she permitted to kneel on the edge
of the coffee table as they thrust their hard cocks into her one by
one.

After that, she knelt in the midst of the
four men, sucking first one cock, then the next, until all were
hard again. Keegan then sodomized her as Simms fucked her. Then
Hanley sodomized her as Allen raped her throat.

Keegan then sent her on her way, naked, her
hands still tied behind her back. He thrust the vibrator up into
her pussy, and tied a cord around her waist, and another between
her legs to keep it in place, then threw her out the door.

Danny walked home naked. She was stopped and
forced to give blowjobs twice along the way, by men who laughed at
her predicament but refused to untie her. Then, near her home, a
group of black farm laborers came across her, and the resulting
gang rape took much of the night.

* * *

She pushed through several boys at the doors,
and felt hands squeezing her buttocks, grabbing her breasts,
sliding up under her short, black, pleated skirt to rub her pussy.
She ignored them, and reached the sidewalk. She walked up the
street, men and women looking her over as she passed. She ignored
them.

She went into Ed’s grocery, hoping it would
be crowded. There was only one old woman there, and as Danny got
behind her she sighed, her hope deflating. Ed smirked at her as he
made change for the woman.

“And what would you like, sweet cheeks?”

She dropped the money onto the counter.
“Marlboro.”

“Sure,” he said, plucking them off the shelf
behind the counter. “Come around and get them.”

She looked at him sullenly, but if she wanted
them she knew she had no choice. She moved around the counter and
he pulled them back with a smirk, forcing her to reach for them.
His other hand groped her breasts as she tried to pull the pack out
of his hand. She got the cigarettes free and turned, and he gave
her ass a nice good squeeze before she got around the counter and
out the door. She gave him the finger and he blew a kiss at
her.

On the sidewalk, she lit a cigarette, then
moved on. She walked quickly, staying near the street, well away
from anywhere anyone could jump out from or drag her into. A man
she passed slapped her bottom, which stung, and she hurled an
epithet behind as she kept walking.

A car slowed, and she ignored it.

”Hey, baby, how much for a suck?”

She kept walking.

“Come on, baby. Come and suck my cock. I’ll
give you twenty bucks.”

She kept walking, head down.

“Fucking whore. Think you’re too good for me.
Dirty little scank!”

The car burned rubber as it took off, and she
glared after it.

Roy had been wrong about her videos not
getting out. Once someone had come across his “teasers”, word had
spread. And at least several locals had been willing to pay to get
at her nastier pictures and videos. Now they were everywhere, and
it seemed everyone in town had seen them.

Her mother had thrown her out of the house
after she’d found out about her web site. It wasn’t any moral
indignation, but realizing that all those naked pictures and sex
videos had been taken by her boyfriend – and that the cock
appearing in many of them that she was sucking was her boyfriend’s
as well.

Roy had continued to maintain the web site.
Occasionally he lay in wait for Danny and grabbed her, forcing her
to do more videos and pictures. She never really cooperated, but
never complained either.

At least, not really. That time he bent her
backwards across a barrel, tied her there, and then stuck needles
through her nipples and clit, she had certainly screamed and
cursed. But the vibrator up her pussy had taken the edge off, so it
really wasn’t so very bad.

She reached her car, not surprised, but
unhappy to see two men hanging around next to it. Her car was as
nondescript as she could find, but they always found out
anyway.

“Hey, sweetie.”

“Hi, Danny. How you doing?”

One wrapped his arms around her from behind
as she tried to unlock her car, cupping her breasts. The other
drove his hand under her skirt and into her panties, roughly
squeezing her pussy. Danny tried to ignore them, jamming the key
into the lock, twisting away as they groped and licked and kissed
at her. A car passed by, and a voice called her a slut.

She wrenched herself free, though not before
one of them tore her blouse open and squeezed her bare breasts

She slammed the door and peeled away from the
curb with a sigh, trying to adjust her clothes. It wasn’t a big
deal that her blouse was torn. It happened all the time, after
all.

She was pulled over by a deputy halfway
there, but she didn’t even have to leave her car as he was content
to have her suck him through the open window as he stood next to
her. She reached the club on time and Jerry, the bouncer walked out
from the doorway as she parked. His presence was the only thing
which kept the half dozen watching men off her.

He led her into the club, and then into a
back room, where she knelt and blew him. Then she went in back and
dressed for her first set. She had to see the manager first, who
wasn’t content with a blowjob, and he bent her over his desk as he
thrust into her in a hard, rough quicky.

Then she was rushing to get ready, and her
music was playing. She strode out onto the stage as the music
howled and the lights swirled. She put on much the same show that
Keegan had had her do for him and his friends weeks ago, and was
soon naked, showing herself off to the hungry crowd of watching
men. They all wanted her. And given half the chance, they would
have rushed the stage to gang rape her.

The thought both frightened and excited her.
All of the men who abused her both frightened and excited her. It
angered and aroused her to be groped and taunted and used. And she
still didn’t know why. She didn’t think about it much any more,
though.

She spun slowly around the bar, naked, her
tongue sliding across her lower lip as she gave the room a vampy
look. She slid her bare thighs around the pole and ground her pussy
up and down against it as she squeezed her breasts in on either
side of the gleaming steel.

She could hear only the occasional catcall
over the pounding music as she threw herself back from the bar and
twisted to land on her belly on the stage. She spun around, then,
on her back, raised her legs up high, together, straight and let
them slowly spread open until her ankles were almost touching the
stage.

She sat up, leaned forward, and then crawled,
cat-like across the stage, tongue sliding out teasingly as the men
watched. Then the music was over and she was hurrying off stage to
make room for the next act.

That was Sandra, who glared at her before
going out on stage. The other dancers didn’t like her, calling her
a cheap slut who made things difficult for them.

She was very popular with the manager, who
bent her over his desk every night. She was also popular with the
customers, because she never complained when they groped her as she
gave them lap dances.

More than a few of them, in fact, had pulled
their erections out and made her ride up and down on them, which
was decidedly against the rules. But she hadn’t complained as she
bounced atop their stiff poles.

The sheriff came by regularly to slide
between her legs. So did the mayor. So did Keegan and a number of
teachers, town councilors, grocers, farmers, and others, some of
whose names she barely knew. Delisle and a small group of town
lesbians often surrounded her, gathered her into a car or van, and
drove her off for long hours of lesbian tonguing and
degradation.

Every male in town knew that if they could
get her alone, she would submit to whatever they wanted to do. And
many of them took advantage of her when the opportunity presented
itself.

Her house had bars on the windows, and a
steel door. That was the only way she got any rest.

Her hair was blonde now, its natural color.
She looked perfectly normal. Still, wherever she went, wherever she
walked, people turned and stared. The women sneered and glared, the
men licked their lips and hungered.

She had money now, the money men stuffed into
her hands as she ground her pussy against them. But she had no
thought of leaving and no idea where to go. She was a creature of
sex, and sex was all she knew and all she wanted.

She was the town slut, and couldn’t think of
anything else she would rather be.
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