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The internet taught me a lot about sex. It
combined with my adolescent hormones to make me fascinated by the
possibilities of all the naughty and nasty things I saw on my
computer. The problem was that I was a girl. Girls are not
encouraged to explore such things. Boys can be as experimental as
they want, and no one cares. A guy who sleeps with a different girl
every day, or twice every day, would be a hero to his classmates.
Well, the boys anyway.

Needless to say, such behavior among girls is
unacceptable. Wanting anything even mildly out of the ordinary
about sex would, if it got out, make her the subject of mockery and
ridicule. Sex is a minefield for girls. If you don’t permit enough
you’re a prude. If you permit too much you’re a slut. If you react
too enthusiastically then you’re some kind of nympho. If you don’t
react at all you’re a dead fuck.

And boys are worse gossips than girls are
when it comes to sex. You absolutely can not rely on their
discretion. At least not in high school. They were so proud of
themselves that they wanted to tell everyone they knew! And it was
only worse if the girl they were with reacted (or pretended to
react) with a lot of enthusiasm.

Which meant you had to always be on your
guard, always be careful about what you say and do. Sex was very
stressful! A girl I knew named Allison asked a guy to tie her up
once and for the rest of her time in school, she was a bondage
pervert, the subject of teasing, taunts, and ridicule.

I learned from that, you better believe! No
way was I going to tell a guy to tie me up!

And yet, that was one of the ideas that
fascinated me. I saw videos of it and the idea of myself tied up
naked and being… being… ravished by some big, strong, powerful guy
took my breath away! I wanted to be overpowered, tied up, and used
ruthlessly by some cruel (sexy) man!

But only in a good way, you understand. I
mean by a man I could trust not just to keep his mouth shut but not
to hurt me.

In my fantasies, such men had the faces of
various Hollywood actors but with the personalities from various
romance novels I devoured. Always tender and caring and kind, but
in bed, dominant and rough, manhandling me the way a girl should be
manhandled!

I won’t say it was an obsession or anything.
It was just my most popular sexual fantasy, one I never did a
single thing to try to bring to life because I didn’t dare to.

What made it all so frustrating was that guys
were such sluts they’d have been eager to do anything I wanted.
Guys always wanted sex. And no one judged them badly for it! They’d
do just about anything to get it, too. Which was all the more
reason to be wary around them.

I mean, I might have had a fantasy about
being forced to do things but I didn’t want that to be the reality.
And I knew very well that I was a sheep surrounded by a bunch of
hungry, salivating wolves every time I was around guys.

I went to a graduation party which eventually
became just a group of us in a hot tub in our underwear. We were
all friends, but that didn’t mean the guys weren’t looking
lustfully at me and the other girls. And then the other girls left
and I found myself temporarily the only girl in a hot tub with five
horny guys in their underwear.

I was wearing lingerie, that night, too,
sexy, slinky, lacy, and partially see-through. The sexual tension I
began to feel was almost palpable. I knew that if the guys had a
few more beers, or if they could get me to consume a couple more, I
could see myself naked and gang-banged that night!

And that idea was darkly thrilling as a
fantasy, but appalling in reality, even if I did know them all. I
didn’t want to be remembered to my high school class as the girl
who fucked five guys on graduation night! No way! Uh uh! And no way
would they keep silent about it either!

So despite the sexual electricity I was
feeling making my nipples tingle and my breasts throb, despite the
dark hunger I felt, I excused myself and took off.

Hey, it’s your fucking fault, guys! If you
weren’t all such blabbermouths we’d be interested in doing a lot of
nasty things!

I went home and masturbated to the fantasy of
me and them all naked, and their hands all over my body! In some of
the fantasies, I was tied up and being ruthlessly ‘ravished’, while
in others I was an enthusiastic participant.

Those fantasies played out in my mind for a
long time afterward, because I knew, I absolutely knew that at
least some of them would have happened if I hadn’t left. It was the
near reality of it all which had left me breathless.

I went to college that fall and left behind
all the people I’d known, along with the need to be very careful
about what I did and who I did it with. I was a bit slow to grasp
that. But the college was so huge compared to my old high school,
and people cared a lot less about what others were doing.

As a freshman, I was allotted a dorm room
which I shared with another girl. Calling it a dorm room might be a
bit deceptive. It’s a little suite made up of two tiny bedrooms on
either side of a study/lounge room which had an adjoining bathroom
with a shower.

The other girl had already moved in when my
parents and I moved my stuff in and never showed up through our
tearful goodbyes. When they were gone I carefully arranged all my
things, put my stuff away in the dresser and closet in my room, and
then considered the lounge area.

There were a couple of desks there, along
with a pair of cushioned chairs facing a television next to a small
brick fireplace. Strings of lights had already been strung along
the ceiling and there was a painting hung on the wall over the
fireplace. It was of a very blue ocean or sea and had a naked girl
swimming up toward the surface high above.

I doubted it or anything else had come from
the college, so the other girl must have put it all in place. Her
name, I knew, was Ariana, but I knew nothing else about her. I
considered what of my own I might put there to make it a little
more like me, but honestly, she had done a good job and I was
hesitant to intrude on a space she’d clearly made hers.

I’m not a very assertive person, to be
honest.

I was decorating my own bedroom when Ariana
breezed in.

“So here you are!” she exclaimed.

I turned, startled and she grinned at me from
the doorway of my bedroom.

“Good, you’ll do.”

“What?”

“You’re Sage, right?”

“Uhm, yes. Ariana?”

“Got it in one, kid.

I had gotten an expensive haircut and style
the week before. I have soft brown hair and I’d had it styled short
so I didn’t have to spend a lot of time with it while at college.
It was parted in the middle and curved delicately down around my
egg-shaped face to brush lightly along my collar.

Ariana, on the other hand, hand, was blonde,
very, very blonde. Her golden hair spilled down alongside her face
in a golden wave, splashing across her shoulders and much of the
way down her chest. If she was topless, her breasts would have been
hidden by it.

It was beautiful, don’t get me wrong. She was
beautiful. But the first thought I had was how much effort it was
going to be to wash and dry and style all that.

“I guess we’ll be roommates,” I said with a
smile.

“Lucky us!” she exclaimed. “You always wear
those glasses? You have gorgeous eyes.”

“Uh… I do have contacts,” I said. “But these
are much easier.”

“Well, it makes you look sort of
intellectual. Goes with your name,” she said, looking around with
interest.

“Glad to find you’re a white girl,” she
said.

I blinked in surprise and she grinned.

“Don’t mean that in a racist way. But Black
girls have a tendency to resent me. Actually, lots of girls resent
me. I’m pretty hot. I’m glad you’re hot too. Ugly girls resent me
the most. But Black girls especially resent me. Or at least, they
really do when I date Black guys. And most Asian girls are so
fixated on studies that they’re boring as shit. They sure aren’t
into wild parties and kinky sex!”

I kind of gaped at her at all this.

“Uh… wild parties and kinky sex?”

“You’re not a virgin, are you?”

“Uhm, no.”

I was kind of taken aback by her question. I
mean, we’d barely met. At the same time, I didn’t want her to think
I was some kind of, well… innocent.

“Good. I’m not sure what I’d do with a
virgin. Especially one of those religious girls. Yikes. I’d wake up
one night and find them in my room trying to perform an
exorcism.”

“That uhm, happen a lot?”

“Maybe I’m exaggerating a little. Anyway, I’m
a junior, so I get to look after you and show you around. You
should thank me for my selflessness.”

“Uh, okay.”

She stepped forward so closely that I took an
involuntary step back. She reached out and grabbed my shoulders and
stepped forward again so our breasts were practically touching as
she looked down.

“Excellent! We’re pretty close to the same
size. I can borrow your clothes!”

That left out whether or not I wanted to loan
her my clothes, of course. Or whether what I wore would interest
her. I mean, I was wearing a black sweatshirt over cargo pants
today. A good, practical outfit for moving in and setting things
up. Ariana was wearing a short, tight crop top and low-slung jeans
that might have been painted on.

“Aside from bras, of course,” she said,
stepping back and then poking a finger into the center of my left
breast.

As it wasn’t my normal experience to have
strangers poking their fingers into my breast I was momentarily
caught off-balance, even though she quickly withdrew the finger and
moved to one side to look around at the room.

“You need more colors,” she said.

“I find grey to be a soothing, relaxing
color,” I said, my eyes flicking to the curtains and bedspread I’d
brought.

“BO-ring!” she replied.

“It’s where I sleep. It’s supposed to be
boring!” I exclaimed.

She made a rude nose, then gripped my wrist
and tugged me towards the door fast enough I almost stumbled.

“Ariana!” I protested.

She pulled me across the study room and into
her bedroom. Which was… not much like mine.

“It’s very Boho, don’t you think!?”

It was very colorful. I had to give it that
much. She’d hung some kind of patterned tapestry on the wall behind
the bed and matched it with a colorful bedspread and a couple of
dozen colorful pillows. There was also a colorful rug on the floor
next to it.

I don’t need to tell you the colors. Think of
a color. It was there. All very bright, too. Nothing was one color.
Be it the bedspread, rug, pillows, or tapestry. There were three or
four or six colors on them all. Not the same colors either. It
looked like a kaleidoscope exploded.

“It’s very colorful,” I said.

“Isn’t it!? It’s warm and cozy, too!”

I didn’t comment on that.

“Want me to help you redo yours?”

“No, thank you. I like boring.”

“Why?! You’re like what? Eighteen or
nineteen? This isn’t the time for boring, Sage! This is the time
for fun and excitement and experimenting with wild ideas!”

“I still need to sleep.”

“I intend to do a lot more than sleep in this
room,” she said with a smirk. Which reminds me, if you have any
guys sleep over tell them not to wander around in the common room
naked unless they’re like, really hot. Then it’s okay.”

She grinned at me, then looked up at the
ceiling.

“How do you think I can hang a mirror up
there?”

“Why would you want to?”

“You think I should just put a video camera
in instead? But I can’t watch what’s happening unless I put a
monitor up there. Well, unless I’m on my hands and knees. Then I
can put the monitor where I can see it.”

I looked at her, nonplussed.

“Well, this is a time for fun,
girlfriend!”

“I think, uhm, that you have to be careful
about videos like that. I mean, in case someone else gets hold of
them and they wind up on the internet.”

She waved that away. “There’s so many naked
girls having sex on the internet that if mine were up there you’d
never find it unless you put a team of researchers to work. Barring
bad luck, anyway.

“That could be – .”

“Think about it! There must be millions of
sex vids and billions of pictures on the internet! What are the
odds anyone I know comes across mine? Anyway, it’s not like I plan
on handing them out to guests. Also, I look incredibly hot in
them.”

I was finding it hard not to just stare at
her like some strange apparition, some creature I’d never met
before.

“I don’t want to brag,” she said, bragging,
“but I have an incredible body. And I look fantastic naked. Want to
see my pictures?”

“Uhm, no thank you,” I said politely.

She shrugged. “I’m sure you’ll see me naked
before long. We’re roomies, after all. And I’m not exactly
shy.”

“No,” I said faintly, “I can see that.”

She slapped her belly proudly.

“Feel this,” she said.

Before I could demur, she’d grabbed my hand
and placed it against her stomach, then rubbed it up and down along
her stomach and abdomen. Her skin was soft and warm but there was
no denying she was very fit and firm.

“Pole dancing,” she confided.

“Pardon?”

“It’s fantastic exercise! And not at all
boring! It works your arms, your shoulders, your thighs and butt,
and of course, your stomach.”

“I uhm, do yoga.”

“BO-ring!”

She let go of my hand and I quickly pulled it
back.

“So what are you taking?” she asked.

I was about to answer when she said “Wait!”
and then rushed out the door, through the middle room and into my
bedroom, with me following. I found her there examining the books
I’d bought.

“Blech,” she said, looking at Economics
101.

She pushed aside others on my dresser and
made more faces.

“Mathematics of Finance, Accounting, Business
Law, Communications Fundamentals? Uhg. Are you taking some kind of
business course?”

“I’m taking Business Administration,” I
said.

“You want to sit in a cubicle at a computer
all your life?

“What are you taking?” I asked, slightly
annoyed.

“Veterinary Science.”

That surprised me. I had been expecting
something like physical education. Also, you had to have really
high marks to get into veterinary science. Ariana was smarter than
she looked or acted.

“I love animals,” she said.

“I wasn’t really sure what to take,” I
admitted. “But this has an eclectic group of courses that will give
me a better idea of where I want to go.”

“Well, where you want is one thing. What it
pays and what the job is like is another. I mean, I’d like to be a
high-priced call girl. You’re your own boss and it pays great but I
don’t think I’d like the working conditions.”

I stared at her in astonishment.

“I mean, I love sex, but sex with old guys
maybe not so much. Plus, I really don’t think I want to catch
anything. Maybe I could be a high-priced call girl just for women.
Way easier work, less dangerous, and less likely to catch anything
unpleasant. I’m just not sure if that’s a thing. Plus, frankly,
lesbians tend to be fat. I’m not into fat girls.”

“You have no filter, do you?” I asked.

“Not really,” she replied with a shrug.

This was going to be an interesting term.
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Ariana showed me the best places to get
snacks to take back upstairs, as well as the best places to eat
meals.

“We’re not allowed to have microwaves in our
room,” she said in annoyance. “They’re afraid we’d micro smelly
stuff like fish. Which, face facts, some idiot on the floor would
do. Or some ethnic girl. Indian food smells awful. Well, some of
it. We can get a beer fridge, though. We should definitely do
that.”

“I don’t drink.”

She rolled her eyes at me. “For any kind of
drinks! Like, you can put in water or juices in case you’re
thirsty. The tap water here sucks ass.”

We were wandering through an enormous dining
hall. There was one next to the dorm which was pretty big. It
consisted of about thirty polished wooden tables going down a long
room on either side of a patterned carpet. This one was of the same
style, except the tables here sat fourteen and there were more of
them. The ceiling was very high, like Harry Potter high, with rows
of chandeliers hanging from long chains underneath.

It reminded me just how big a school this
was.

We got some food. I got bean sprouts with
chicken and water while she got a burger and fries with coke.

“That looks boring,” she said as she took a
big bite from her burger.”

“It’s healthy, though,” I said.

“Why live forever if you don’t have fun while
doing it?”

I noticed a couple of guys across from us
examining her.

“Those guys are looking at you,” I said.

She shrugged and didn’t even turn her
head.

“Guys look at me everywhere I go.”

“Maybe it’s your hot stomach.”

Hot and bare. She was showing a lot of
skin.

“They’d look at me no matter what I wore. I’m
sure they’re checking you out too. I’m just better eye candy today
because I’m dressed sexier.”

She said that with such utter, casual
confidence that I just looked at her for a moment. But then, she
was probably right. She was beautiful, after all, and her long,
blonde hair was quite noticeable. The tight top and bare midriff
helped get attention, of course.

“Men aren’t hard to find, Sage. Just turn
your head in any direction and you’ll find one or two staring at
you with their tongue out. The problem is figuring out which ones
will be fun. By which I mean good in bed, at a minimum.”

“Uhm,” I said with a mouthful of chicken.

“Guys are lucky. They can look at me or you
and know right away we’ve got everything they want. Right? We’ve
got the equipment. As for skill, well, that’s not too important to
most guys. Let’s face it, they don’t care if you’re asleep as long
as they can have their fun. Their requirements for skills are
pretty minimal.”

She stuffed several fries into her mouth.

“We’re not so lucky. We don’t know if they’ve
got a big dick or a tiny dick. We also don’t know if they know what
to do with it, not to mention with their mouths and hands. Not to
mention if they have the patience and interest in helping a girl
with a little foreplay. You know? For guys, all the foreplay they
need is us taking off our clothes. That’s it. They’re ready. For
us, well, unless you’re a nympho – which I wish I was, but I’m not
– well, we require more.

“I mean, you ever had an orgasm during sex? I
mean actual intercourse?”

“Ariana!” I protested, blushing slightly as I
looked around.

“What? You think they can hear us in this
place? Way too many people. That’s why I prefer to eat back at the
rez. It’s smaller and quieter. Anyway, I need more time to really
get into things unless a guy is really good with his tongue and
fingers. Which, let’s admit, most aren’t. At least at our age. You
need experience, right? Not many of them have much. Plus, they’re
guys. When it comes to sex, guys are pretty shallow. And they’re
not very imaginative. They’re not much into kink.”

I stared at her, my eyes widening. This
girl’s mouth had no off switch! And she really didn’t have a
filter! Even in a public place!

“Would you consider a gag to be kink?” I
asked a bit peeved.

“Maybe,” she said in amusement. “As long as
it came with other stuff like a collar and restraints. You pack
any?”

“I’m afraid not,” I said, exasperated as I
looked quickly around.

“You afraid someone might hear? Why? We don’t
know these people and they don’t know us.”

“That doesn’t mean I want them to hear us
talking about… well… bondage stuff!”

“You introduced the subject,” she said in
amusement. “Besides, if they overheard what I said all they’d do is
get all excited. I don’t mind guys getting excited as long as they
mind their manners. It’s tiresome when they don’t take ‘go away’
for an answer.”

“I introduced a gag, not uhm, bondage.”

“Well, they go together!”

“I was meaning you could wear one here!”

“How could I eat, then?”

I scowled at her, and she laughed.

“You’ll have to get used to me, girlfriend.
I’m just not shy.”

“I can see that.”

“You have no reason to be either. You’re
gorgeous. Don’t tell me you don’t know that. I’m sure guys have
been panting after you since junior high just like they have me,
glasses or not.”

“That doesn’t mean I want them thinking about
me all tied up or something,” I said, feeling uncomfortable about
how closely the topic went with my secret fantasies.

On the other hand, talking about bondage,
even kind of indirectly, in a way which didn’t even suggest I had
an interest in it, was a kind of novel experience.

“I guarantee you every guy in your high
school classes and every guy in your classes here is going to have
fantasies about fucking you in every conceivable way,” she said.
“Well, except the gay guys.”

“I’m not that exciting,” I replied.

“Doesn’t matter. They’ll provide the
excitement in their fantasies. Guys have tons of them. All they
need is an attractive girl to cast as the central character in the
play. And when your male classmates are sitting in those boring
classes of yours they’re going to look around for something to rest
their eyes on and you, my dainty, delicate little brunette, are
going to be one of those things. Just like I am in my classes.”

“There’s more to life than sex, you know,
Ariana,” I said.

“Yes, but everything else is much less fun
and exciting.”

I was going to say that sex wasn’t all that
much fun and exciting but didn’t want her to start questioning me
on what kind I’d had! She might even, from what she’s said earlier
about sleeping with girls, offer to demonstrate how fun and
exciting sex was with her!

Which, the moment I thought of it, kind of
tightened my chest a little. I mean, sex with girls was not among
my fantasies. As I’ve said, my fantasies feature big, powerful
guys, tossing me around and then using me roughly. I was not one of
the girls who had experimented with other girls in high school. I
hadn’t really thought seriously about doing so, either.

But now, suddenly, I realized that nothing I
said or did would shock Ariana, not about sex anyway. And from what
she’d said she’d probably be quite happy to sleep with me. That was
both a daunting and suddenly quite interesting idea. I was sure she
knew way more than I did, had lots more experience, and obviously
was so uninhibited she’d probably gotten some guys to do some of
those things I’d only fantasized about.

Like being tied up!

“Just where did you go to school that you
could talk to people about being tied up and having sex with girls
and not be called names by half the student body?” I asked.

She grinned and shrugged. “Half the student
body did call me names. Mostly the female half. But not much to my
face. I have a wicked, sharp tongue. But I had way more fun than
any of them had. And now where are they? Gone! They’re in the
rear-view mirror! Who cares about them?”

It was actually an enviable attitude.

“I wish I could think like that,” I said.

“You can. You just need more of me to rub off
on you!”

“Uhm, I don’t think that will happen. I’m a
lot more… uhm – .”

“Boring?”

“Reserved, than you.”

“Then I’ll have to unreserve you,” she said
with a wide grin.

“My parents and school spent a lot of time
teaching me to act like a lady,” I said.

She made a rude noise. “Who cares about
ladies?! Girls just want to have fun, Sage! You can be a lady when
you’re a schoolteacher or a grandmother or something.”

“Hmmm,” I said, turning back to my lunch.

*

Fortunately, what we liked to watch on TV
wasn’t as different as our public behavior – or dress. She was not
a fan of dumb reality shows, for example. She liked shows with good
acting and writing. So, sitting on the comfortable loveseat, we had
a good chat about our favorite shows, many of which we shared.

Of course, her idea of appropriate dress for
the late evening was different from mine. I wore a loose blue,
cotton shirt that had belonged to an ex-boyfriend. It was more than
long enough to serve as a nightie. She wore a silk or satin look
camisole with matching booty shorts. By then I wasn’t even
surprised. Ariana liked to look and feel sexy all the time. I
didn’t judge her badly for that. I just felt it was inappropriate
in public to dress in ways that got people looking at you and
thinking about you in certain ways.

I supposed how she dressed in private didn’t
really matter. At least to me. Plus, for all I knew, that was her
version of conservative.

Along with talking about TV shows we talked
about a ton of other things, of course. One of which was her
deep-throating skills. Which, I have to admit, kind of fascinated
me. Okay, talking about it embarrassed me a little, but she was so
irrepressible and unashamed that I got over it.

“How do you not gag?” I asked curiously.

“Mind over matter, babe. Also, the more
excited you are the easier it is. You have to have your mind in the
right place. You’ve never tried?”

“Not seriously. Let’s face it, like you said,
guys don’t have high standards. They’re delighted at just about
anything I do.”

“Yep. That’s guys, all right. Still,
sometimes you really want to impress one. And deep-throating tends
to do that for exactly the reason you just gave. Girls don’t need
to become particularly expert at stuff to please them. Their
standards are so low and all.”

I nodded.

“Eating ass, though, is hard to get them to
do.”

“Oh ick!” I said, putting my hands against my
ears.

“What? If you get a guy who knows what he’s
doing it can feel pretty hot!”

“I’m not listening!” I said, putting my hands
against my ears.

“Prude,” she said with a smirk.

“Maybe I should send away for one of those
gags!”

“Unless you tied me up, I’d just take it
off,” she said with another smirk.

And then she turned to me, kind of half
leaning over the narrow table between our two chairs and giving me
a kind of hot and sexy look.

“Do you want to tie me up, Saaaage?” she
teased.

“Yes! In another room!”

“Like maybe your bedrooooom?”

“You stay out of my bedroom, you perverted
blonde,” I said, pushing against her bare shoulders to shove her
back.

But I was starting to feel a little tightness
in my chest because given her demonstrated interests in life –
which leaned heavily towards sex – I wasn’t completely sure she was
just joking around! At the very least I didn’t think she’d turn me
down if I suggested something. Which, believe me, I was NOT going
to do!

No way! No how! I would never, EVER, even
think of trying to initiate that kind of thing! Can you imagine how
humiliating that would be if it turned out I’d misinterpreted
things!? I mean, I lived with this girl!

She let herself be pushed back onto her chair
and we went back to watching TV and talking about more ordinary
things.

Now the chairs were facing the TV, and the
only way to place them, given the size of the room and given the
layout was in the middle of the room. Which was okay as there was
lots of room to move around behind them.

But several times when Ariana got up to go to
her room she’d pass behind my chair and let her fingers either
slide through my hair or pat my head in a kind of paternalistic
way.

“Would you please stop that?” I asked,
exasperated as I slapped her hand away.

“Can’t stop me,” she said, sticking her
tongue out as she continued on to her bedroom.

Honestly! The girl was kind of immature!
Don’t get me wrong, I kind of liked her. She wasn’t really like
anyone else I’d ever known, though, and I was trying to figure out
how to respond to her sometimes bratty behavior.

Tying her up and gagging her would be
effective, but that whole line of thought sent my mind drifting
into odd and probably dangerous places.

When she came back I turned my head a little,
eyeing her suspiciously. She grinned at me in response as she
passed behind me, reached down, and patted my head again. I tsked
and grabbed at her hand but she grabbed my hands instead and with a
kind of laugh, she caught my wrists and pulled them back behind my
head and down sharply.

“Ahg! Ariana!” I exclaimed.

“You know what your problem is, Sage?” she
asked as she pinned my wrists. “You don’t do enough pole dancing so
your arms and hands aren’t strong.”

“I don’t do any pole dancing! That’s for
strippers!” I gasped, trying to pull free and failing.

She did have surprisingly strong hands! Or
maybe not so surprising, I suppose. It must take a lot of strength
to pull yourself up those poles and swing around them.

And then I felt something fitted around my
wrists, and before I could even understand what I was feeling it
was yanked tight. It was some kind of fabric!

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

She snickered and I felt the pull forcing my
hands down further. The chair I was on was nicely upholstered but
the back wasn’t that high, and pulling on my wrists pulled on my
arms which kind of forced my shoulders back and had my butt sliding
forward to the edge of the seat. My head was actually pulled back
across the top of the seat back!

“Are you crazy!?” I gasped.

“Very possibly!” she said happily.

She let go of my hands, then her fingers
roughly mussed up my hair as I cursed in surprise. She giggled and
went around in front of the chair while I focused on trying to tug
my wrists free of what looked like a belt of some kind.

Meanwhile, Ariana quickly lifted my right leg
up and dropped it across the right arm of the chair, then did the
same to my left, where she grabbed my ankle and slipped some kind
of soft, thick cord around it and pulled it tight. Before I could
react, she quickly grabbed my right leg to hold it in place,
brought the cord under the chair and up the other side, then tied
it around my left ankle!

“What are you doing!?” I gasped again, my
attention taken off my wrists now.

She smirked and stood up before me.

“Now you’re all tied up,” she said.

“Untie me right now!” I gasped, my chest
suddenly very tight.

I was all tied up! My back was arched
back so that my breasts were pushing tautly out against the shirt,
with no bra underneath, and my legs were stretched wide. This was
kind of a, well, sexual position! And did I mention I was all tied
up!? I mean, really tied up!? Like, for real!

“Now what shall I do to you to punish you for
being so rude?” she asked in a stern voice.

She dropped to her knees in front of me, and
I became suddenly very aware of how high up the hem of the shirt
was given my current position!

“Hmmm?” she asked, sliding her hand up and
down along my exposed bare thigh.

“I-I mean it, Ariana!” I gulped.

“Do you really? Now, why do I have my doubts
about that?”

She leaned in and kissed my leg! I mean, my
thigh, up high – very high! Then she kissed it again, higher still,
as both hands caressed my bare skin. She kissed higher and higher
as my pulse raced and my heart beat faster and faster!

I struggled to pull my wrists and ankles free
but… well… not very desperately. My mind was churning violently,
trying to figure out what she was up to, if she was just
pretending, if she was serious, if I had given her messages that I
was into this kind of thing. I mean, I WAS into this kind of thing!
But I sure hadn’t intended to give her any messages about it! Had
she somehow figured it out!?

“Ariana!” I gulped.

“You’re such a bad girl, Sage,” she said.

She slid her hands up to push the loose shirt
up higher and expose my panties.

“White? Oh so boring. And they’re not even
lace or a thong,” she said. “Honestly, Sage, what century are you
in?”

I was unaccountably embarrassed about my
unstylish panties, which I knew was stupid. But she’d been making
me feel like a naïve, backward child all day.

“You and I simply have to go shopping,” she
said as she ran a finger lightly up and down the crotch of my
panties.

Right over my pussy!

“I think what I should do is torture you,”
she said.

“Are you going to try singing to me again?” I
gulped.

She scowled at me, then gave a sniff and
stood up, going back into her room.

Her singing hadn’t been that bad, but it
hadn’t exactly been impressive.

She came back from her room and I heard the
sound of tape being pulled from a roll. Well, we’d both had big
boxes to unpack today. She leaned over me and then pressed a roll
of masking tape over my mouth.

“There. Now you can’t be rude to your
betters,” she said.

I glared up at her, then she smirked and
leaned over the back of the chair, and plucked my glasses off.

“As for the torture, I think this device
should do the job.”

She had a round silver tube in hand that was
about five inches long and had a narrow, rounded end. She pulled
the shirt up a bit more to expose the elastic waistband of my
bikini panties and slid the thing in under the elastic and down
against my bare sex! Then it started to vibrate as she left it
there and returned to her chair.

I knew what it was immediately, of course. It
was a vibrator! I’d never actually used one because no way was I
going into the kind of stores that sold the things. And if I’d
ordered one on the internet I’d be terrified someone else in my
family would open it. Even if they didn’t, I had two younger
brothers who had very little respect for people’s privacy!

Ariana had pushed the thing right down
against me so it lay snugly, held in place by the elastic, and
buzzing right against my tender places! My immediate reaction was
to jerk my body from side to side to try to dislodge it, but I
couldn’t really move much because of being tied down, and the
elastic and gravity held it in place.

Ariana had picked up the remote control and
was flicking through TV channels, pretending to ignore me. I tried
to demand she remove it and untie me but couldn’t get much out
through the tape.

I was feeling both embarrassed and flushed
with a rising sense of heat and excitement. Not because of the
vibrator but because of where this could be headed. Given her
personality, there was no guarantee that this was anything but her
silly games.

But the chance that it wasn’t, that it was
her leading into something much more wicked and sexual had me
fighting to control my breathing as my heart pounded wildly.

Ariana picked up the bowl of popcorn she’d
set on the floor and started munching it, occasionally turning her
head to smirk at me.

Meanwhile, I struggled to know what to do, or
how to respond. I certainly didn’t want to give off any signals
that I was getting excited! That would be utterly mortifying if she
was just playing a silly game!

At the same time, I could feel how hard my
nipples were, could feel my breasts throbbing, and knew I was
getting wet. And that wasn’t just the vibrator. It wasn’t even
mostly the vibrator. It was being tied up so… so helpless, slumped
back and with my legs spread! She could do anything to me! Anyone
could!

“I trust we’re learning our lesson?” she
asked.

She reached over and down and gripped the
base of the vibrator, then slid it out of my panties and brought it
back to look at it.

“Hmm. This looks kind of… wet, Sage,” she
said as if curious. “I wonder why it would be wet?”

I could feel my face heating as she grinned
at me, then slid the thing back into my panties, then let the front
of it kind of slide up and down, up and down along the line of my
sex.

“You’re just a miserable little frosh,” she
said. “You should know to respect your betters, like older, more
experienced girls. Especially blondes.”

I glared at her and shook my head, but I
could still feel the heat building inside me.

“If you keep being a naughty girl, I may have
to spank you,” she said.

She got out of her chair, smirking at me
again, then bent over and pulled the waistband of my panties out
wide, looking down inside.

“Hmmm,” she said. “I’m surprised you’re so
well-shaven. I’d have expected such an old fashion girl to be all
hairy.”

I blushed even more furiously as she grinned
and rubbed the head of the vibrator back and forth along the top of
my sex. Right over my clitoris. Then she pulled the panties out
more, almost tearing them as she slid them down my hips a few
inches. She changed the angle of the vibrator, and the rounded nose
pushed right against my sex before pushing right inside!

I let out a squeal of shock as I watched the
metal cylinder, as I felt it, as it slid deeper and deeper into my
pussy! With only about an inch left she let my panties close behind
them, then tugged them up a bit to keep the vibrator in place.

Then she sat down again and picked up her
bowl of popcorn, grinning smugly at me.

This was not playing! Surely it wasn’t! Not
even for her! This was something more real! And the realization of
that sent a hot, bubbling rush of heat through my mind. My pussy
spasmed around the vibrator, and I felt my helplessness even more
deeply. But not just helplessness. It was sexual vulnerability,
sexual defenselessness!

It was again that she could do anything to
me! And was starting to take advantage of that!
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Now that it was mostly inside me the vibrator
was making my whole lower body buzz and tingle. And the heat was
growing into a kind of feverish sexual need like nothing I’d felt
before. But there was nothing I could do about it. And I was still
determined not to show her anything which suggested I was becoming
excited.

Unfortunately, my body had other ideas. And
as the vibrator buzzed away it also held the mouth of my sex open.
Which meant a dark spot was starting to appear in the front of my
panties.

“Are you ready to surrender yet and submit to
the glory that is my blondeness?” she asked.

I glowered at her.

“Are you?”

She reached down between my legs and gave the
base of the vibrator a push, sending it fully up inside me, leaving
the base level with my pussy.

“My, my. You sure seem to be getting kind of
wet, Sage,” she said.

I gasped as she simply pushed her hand down
the front of my panties and I felt her fingers along the line of my
sex.

“Yes, quite wet,” she said, drawing her
fingers back out.

She slid them into her mouth and licked them
as she grinned at me.

“One would almost think you were getting
turned on,” she said.

She got out of her chair and then leaned over
me, putting her right knee on the cushion just inside my left leg
as she leaned lower. Her fingers tugged the tape back off my mouth
and she waggled her tongue at me.

“Y-You … you untie me!” I gulped.

She gripped my hair roughly, then leaned in
and kissed me hard.

My eyes widened as her lips melded with mine.
I moaned a complaint as her lips moved hungrily, passionately
against my own and her tongue dipped and darted within my mouth.
She was… pretty good. I mean, very good. Even though she was a
girl. Did I imagine it or was her mouth softer than a guy’s?

It was a long, deep, passionate kiss and left
me gasping as she pulled her lips back.

“Call me mistress,” she said in a low
voice.

“P-Pervert!” I gulped.

She kissed me again, just as deep and
passionately and I moaned as the heat rose to a scalding level.

She drew back, turned away, and moved behind
me while I gulped in air and tried to figure out what to do and
say. When she returned she had a pair of scissors in her hand and
she grinned as she bent over and snipped away my panties.

“Don’t!” I exclaimed too late.

She pulled my panties away and left me
completely, utterly, obscenely, nakedly exposed!

“What a pretty little pussy,” she said.

She dropped to her knees before me, then
gripped the base as it pushed into view and kind of pushed it
upward, against the front wall of my sex. A moment later she leaned
in and began to slide her tongue over my clitoris.

The contrast between that soft, slick, warm
tongue and the hard, buzzing metal could not have been greater. The
explosion of sensations seemed to just jolt my mind into a state of
stunned amazement. And then as her tongue started to lick hard and
fast I just lost it. I felt the orgasm tear through me with a sense
of shock as my hips bucked frantically up against her tongue and my
upper body twisted and writhed in place.

I started to cry out more and more, my voice
rising, and she finally shot a hand up and closed it around my
neck, choking off my cries as I continued to tremble, shake and
thrash against the restraints she’d used on me. I couldn’t breath
much with her hand around my neck but that didn’t seem to matter
much. My mind was too completely fixated on the storm of pleasure
washing through it to care about minor matters like that.

When the orgasm finally relented it left me
gasping for breath in more ways than one. She released her hold on
my neck and then stood up, going into her bedroom again as I gulped
in air and trembled.

“I hadn’t known you were a screamer,” she
said crossly as she returned.

She had a kind of strap in hand and slipped a
loop of it around my neck, then dropped it down the back of the
chair and dropped low momentarily. She got up and moved around to
the front, reaching under the chair to pull the strap in and I
gurgled as the loop tightened around my neck, jerking my head
sharply back and down.

“That should do,” she said, as the loop went
slack.

She rose on her knees before me and then
calmly unbuttoned the shirt until she could pull it completely
open, exposing the rest of my body.

“My, my!” she said appreciatively. “Sage! You
have incredible breasts!”

She reached in and grasped my swollen pink
nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, pinching and rubbing
and rolling them.

“Look at how cute these nipples are!” she
exclaimed. “They’re adorable!”

She sat back and reached for the strap thing,
tugging it so the loop closed more tightly around my neck once
more, then leaned forward with something in her other hand that
looked like a little alligator clip, with some kind of rubber or
plastic coating over the jaws. She framed my pink nipple between
its jaws, then let them snap closed.

I cried out at the sudden, sharp, burning
pain, jerking and thrashing in place as she tightened the strap
further to choke off the sounds. A moment later she snapped a
second clip down onto my other nipple, ignoring my response.

She leaned forward, gripping my hair, then,
and kissed me once more, even more passionately than before. I felt
the strap loosen around my neck and gasped for breath as her lips
caressed mine.

“You must learn to obey your mistress, little
slave girl,” she said, her voice a soft purr.

She kissed me again, and I moaned helplessly,
gasping and panting and trembling as the sharp pain in my nipples
gave way to a duller throbbing and burning.

She drew her lips back and jerked her hand
against my hair to make me gasp in pain.

“Call me mistress,” she said. “Say it. Say
mistress.”

There was a thin chain between the two clips
and she slid a finger under it and pulled it up, then began to tug
at it, making the clips tug at my nipples. That made the pain
sharper again and I gasped and yelped and moaned.

“Say it. Mistress,” she growled.

“Mistress!” I gasped.

“That’s a good start,” she said, releasing
the chain.

She dropped back low again and began to lick
at my clitoris once more. She gripped the base of the vibrator and
started to gently pump it in and out as she licked. I shuddered and
trembled and moaned as sensations redoubled and my whole lower
belly began to thrum with energy once again.

She alternated between kneading my breasts
and tugging on the chain to tug at my aching nipples. All as she
licked and sucked at my clitoris and pumped the vibrator inside me!
Within minutes I was drifting and dazed, then began to buck and
shake as another climax tore through me!

I started to cry out, only to have it choked
off as the strap around my neck abruptly tightened. I stared
sightlessly up at the ceiling, hips jerking convulsively, my mouth
open in a soundless scream of pleasure and passion. Ariana plunged
the buzzing vibrator in and out of me as she licked hard and fast
on my clitoris. And every thought unrelated to the scalding flood
of pleasure was swept away.

Honestly, it really was like a fever! I was
dazed and quivering, twitching and gasping, my eyes glassy and
unseeing as my body jerked convulsively against the restraints. I
was soon light-headed from lack of oxygen too! Thankfully, she
loosened the strap and I was able to gulp in deep, shuddering
breaths of air as she climbed back up my body.

“Nasty girl,” she purred.

She plucked the clips off my nipples and I
shuddered at the returning blood even as her hands slid up to
squeeze my breasts while her lips moved in along the side of my
neck. She chewed lightly, sucking at my skin, then shifted back
down, taking the center of each breast into her mouth to suck
lightly, then more heavily, her tongue sweeping around and across
and over each quivering nipple in turn.

“I really need to fuck you,” she half
whispered.

I dazedly wondered what she thought she’d
been doing as my chest heaved and I gasped for breath. She
disappeared back into her room again, leaving me there in place, a
puddle of boneless flesh, my nerve endings still twitching and the
vibrator still buzzing inside me.

She returned, naked now. Well, she had said
I’d wind up seeing her naked. I just hadn’t thought it would be
quite so soon. She had a slim, very toned body, with small but very
firm breasts. She also had a large, very realistic-looking cock
strapped to her groin. When I say large I mean LARGE.

I stared at it with a kind of disbelieving
fascination, at first. It looked too long and too thick if she
really intended to put it inside me. I’m not saying it was
enormous, but well, it was a lot bigger than the real ones I’d seen
in person.

She knelt before me and gripped the fake
penis, then rubbed the nose up and down against the mouth of my
sex.

“Whoops. Better take this out first,” she
said, sliding her fingers into me and grasping the base of the
vibrator. She slid it out and winked at me as she pushed the head
of the dildo against me. At a guess, it was at least half again as
thick as the vibrator, and despite being very uh, well,
embarrassingly well-lubricated, I felt an ache growing as she tried
to push it into me.

It was on the tip of my tongue to tell her it
was too big but… I wanted it inside me! I really did! I stared down
between my breasts as the head slowly stretched me open and
disappeared into my body. I could feel the strain, the ache as it
slowly pushed deeper and deeper. But with that ache came a strange,
dark thrill! God, it made me feel so full!

She ran her hands over my breasts, her
fingers caressing my still-sore nipples, plucking them lightly,
then she leaned in further and further until her small breasts were
rubbing against mine. She roughly gripped my hair and jerked my
head up and forward and then crushed my lips with hers.

At the same time, her hips forced the big
cock deeper and higher into my abdomen! I gasped helplessly,
hungrily, moaning into her mouth as I felt that big cock driving
forward further than anything ever had!

I cried out as she jerked my head back by the
hair and licked and chewed and kissed her way up the side of my
neck. Her hips began to draw back, the push forward, working the
big cock back and forth inside me.

“Beg me to fuck you,” she whispered. “Say it.
Say please fuck me mistress!”

I gasped as she pinched one nipple.

“Say it!”

“P-Please fuck me, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Oooo! I love the sound of that! Say it
again!”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Slut! What a thing to say!” she exclaimed.
“Dirty girl! Cock loving whore!”

I gasped again as I felt the head of the
dildo jammed even higher inside me.

“You must really love big cocks,” she said.
“Tell me you love big cocks! Confess to mistress.”

She pinched my nipple again and I cried
out.

“Say it, slut.”

“I love big cocks!” I gasped.

“You forgot to say mistress!”

She jerked on my hair and I cried out in pain
again.

“Mistress!”

“Beg me to fuck you with my big cock, you
nasty little slut!”

“Please fuck me with your big cock,
Mistress!” I whimpered.

It was already moving in and out of me faster
and faster. Now she began to use longer strokes, and the head
plunged shockingly high into my belly! I felt this incredible sense
of almost unreality! Like, I could hardly believe I was doing this!
Feeling this! Okay, she wasn’t who I had fantasized about when
thinking about being tied up and ravished. But this was by far the
closest I’d ever come to that fantasy!

And she was getting awfully good at acting
the part of the rough, nasty captor using my body!

She kissed me hungrily and I kissed back,
moaning and gasping as that big cock plunged into me again and
again. Then she leaned back, picking up the vibrator again and
pressing it against my clitoris.

“Oh! Oh, fuck!” I cried. “Oh, God!”

She snickered and rubbed the thing from side
to side against my clitoris as her hips thrust that big cock into
me again and again!

She held it there and leaned in to roughly
suck and lick and then start chewing on the flesh around my
nipples! And I came again!

Understand, she was right that I’d never come
during intercourse. In fact, I’d never come with a guy before. No
guy had licked me as well as she had, for one thing. Nor used a
vibrator on me. And no guy had fucked me as hard and fast as she
was doing. Never mind with the vibrator!

Still, having three orgasms in the space of
not much over fifteen minutes was definitely a record for me.
Especially how intense they were, and how long they were
lasting!

With that big cock spearing deep into my
belly it was all I could do to keep from tearing myself free from
the ropes or straps or whatever it was holding me in place. I was
throwing my lower body up against that plunging cock as hard and
fast as I could, impaling myself on it again and again, glorying in
the feel of that incredible penetration as the long, thick dildo
punched into me repeatedly.

She pulled on the strap again to tighten it
against my throat, and my rising cries were quite literally choked
off as my head was jerked back. I didn’t care, though. The power of
the orgasm was so strong that it sent my mind spinning wildly out
of control even as my body thrashed and pulled against the
restraints.

I discovered right then and there that I
loved being fucked hard by big cocks. I had long suspected it, but
now I knew it. It would have been even more thrilling if the big
cock was real, of course, but this would certainly do for now!

As the orgasm faded she loosened the strap
and then loosened the ones around her hips. But she kept the big
dildo jammed high inside me, turning the straps around and
fastening them around me somehow! Then she placed that vibrator
down against my clitoris and taped it in place!

She climbed into the chair, then. She had
undone the other end of the strap around my neck and pulled it out
from under the chair. Now she held it in her fist as she knelt on
the padded arms of the chair just behind where my legs crossed
them, then put her hand behind my head and pulled my face up and
forward into her pussy.

“Let’s see how good you are at pleasing your
mistress, slave girl,” she said.

I gasped as she rubbed my face against her
hairless sex. For, of course, I had no experience whatsoever in
what to do here. But I had seen it done on the internet, and she
had certainly given me some personal experience on the receiving
end. It wasn’t something I really wanted to do, you understand. I
mean, I wasn’t gay, and not really even bi! But I could hardly
refuse given what she’d done for me.

I was also still, despite those three
colossal orgasms, aroused. The big dildo jammed inside me and the
vibrator pressed against me were helping keep me that way, too. Or
maybe even deepen my arousal. Also, it wasn’t like I had a choice
because she was making me! Forcing me! I was tied up and helpless!
Her prisoner!

That was the role I excitedly let myself sink
into as I started to lick at her pussy. Then I hesitated. I wasn’t
exactly thinking clearly, you understand. I was still feeling
darkly, passionately aroused, and that was definitely affecting my
thinking, such as it was.

I instead pulled my head back.

“I don’t want to. Slutty blonde. You can’t
make me,” I said in a churlish voice.

I couldn’t say what I wanted, you see, not
even after what she’d already done. I couldn’t tell her to… make
me. Not in so many words.

Fortunately, as I had observed earlier about
her being in the Veterinary Science course, she wasn’t exactly
dumb. She gripped my hair roughly and yanked my face forward! She
also jerked on the strap around my neck to tighten it as she used
it like a leash!

“Please your mistress, you filthy slut or
I’ll whip you!” she growled.

I shuddered and gasped for breath as I
started licking again.

“Faster, slut! Harder!”

I moaned and obeyed, licking hard and faster
against her clitoris as she twisted her fingers in my hair.

“Dirty little sex slave,” she sneered. “Maybe
I’ll put your pretty little body up for rent and make some extra
money on the side. Would you like that? You’ll get lots of big
cocks then!”

She twisted her fingers in my hair and I
gasped in pain.

“You’re licking me like a dog, slut!”

“I bet you know how a dog licks your pussy!”
I gasped.

She jerked on my hair again and I cried
out.

“The little nerd girl is begging to be
punished,” she growled. “Being disrespectful to her mistress is
going to get her in a lot of trouble. Now lick your tongue from
side to side, slut. Brace it with your lower lip, whore! Obey your
mistress!”

I moaned and did as she told me while she
ground her pussy into my face. She made me plunge my tongue into
her pussy and then taunted me on how short my tongue was, saying
she’d have to start stretching it.

I did manage to make her come, though, which
gave me a great sense of achievement and victory, and also finally
got her to stop pulling my hair!

She backed off and released my hair, then
untied the ropes attached to my ankles.

“Turn over. Get on your knees, slut,” she
ordered.

I moaned and obeyed. The deep, thick cock
inside me and the vibrator had continued to keep me in a state of
simmering heat all through my licking her pussy. Now I grunted and
gasped as I pulled my legs off the arms of the chair, then
awkwardly turned around and got on my knees on the edge of the
seat.

Crack! She slapped my bottom
stingingly!

“Ahh!” I yelped.

“Apologize for being rude.”

“That hurt!”

Crack!

“You’ll get a lot more of them, slut, if you
don’t apologize.”

“You can’t make me, bitch!” I gasped.

“Oh no?”

She went around to the other side of the
chair and untied the strap somehow, then jerked on it so that I
half fell off the chair onto the floor. She continued to jerk on it
so I couldn’t get to my feet, pulling me forward each time I tried
so that I’d half fall onto the floor at her feet.

“Ow! Hey! Quit it!” I gasped.

“You forgot to say mistress, slut.”

She jerked on it again. By this time we were
almost to her bedroom. I moaned and kind of knee-walked forward as
she pulled on the strap, my arms held out before me, and she drew
me into her bedroom then closed the door behind her.

Then she pushed me back against the door and
jerked the strap in around the knob, wrapping it around again and
again before tying it off. That left me on my knees with my wrists
tied to the doorknob as she quickly went to her closet and took out
a very thin belt of some kind.

“Turn around and push your ass back at
me.”

“No!” I said, sticking my tongue out at
her.

She leaned and gripped my hair, yanking it so
that I cried out in pain.

“Obey your mistress, slut!”

I gasped and turned to the door, pushing my
bottom out, and shifting my knees back from the door.

Crack!

The belt wasn’t heavy or wide but it caused a
sharp, stinging pain when it hit!

“Ow! Fuck!”

Crack!

“Ow! Ariana!”

Crack!

“Mistress. Say mistress, slut.”

Crack!

“Ahh!” I jerked my hips in but the belt cut
across my bottom again anyway!

“Push that little ass back at me, slut.”

Instead, I twisted around so my back was to
the door. She glowered at me then swing the belt down only
marginally less hard and it snapped across the soft, tender skin of
my breast!

I squealed in pain and as she drew her arm
back hurriedly twisted around to hide them.

“Ha! I knew you couldn’t take that, you
weakling.”

“Psycho! Pervert!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Apologize, slut!”

Crack!

“Ahh! Okay, I’m sorry!”

Crack!

“That’s not how you talk to me, bitch.”

Crack!

“Ahh! I’m sorry, Mistress!” I cried.

“Push your ass out.”

Gasping, moaning, I obeyed.

Crack!

“Are you going to obey your mistress from now
on, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

Crack!

I gasped and winced. My bottom was really
starting to heat up now!

“Are you going to be respectful to your
mistress, whore?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

She moved aside, then returned as I turned my
head to see what she was up to.

“Turn around, whore.”

I gulped and then turned towards her, my back
to the door again.

“Arch your back. Show me your pretty
titties.”

I arched my back and she smirked and then
brought a plastic ruler down against them. It was flexible and
smooth and see-through as she rubbed it against my breasts.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” she
growled.

“I-I’m your sex slave, Mistress!” I
gulped.

She drew the ruler back a bit and slapped it
down over my left nipple.

I winced and moaned.

“Say it again.”

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress!” I gasped.

She slapped it down lightly against my right
nipple.

“Tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I-I’m… I’m your bitch, Mistress!” I
gulped.

She started to slap the tip of the ruler down
against my nipple with short, light, but rapid little motions that
made me gasp and moan as the center of my breast stung and began to
heat up.

“Tell me I own your body now, slut.”

I gasped at the dark, edgy words!

She shifted the ruler to my other breast,
slapping rapidly down on my nipple.

“Say it, whore.”

My nipple and the center of my breast began
to burn and I moaned and shuddered.

“Say it, bitch.”

She shifted to the other breast, hitting a
little harder, a little faster.

“Fuck you!” I gasped.

She snorted, then tossed the ruler down and
dropped to her knees. She gripped my hips and jerked me around so I
faced the door again, then pulled my hips back. She reached around
me and undid the straps holding the big cock to my body, slipping
them around hers instead.

Then she jerked my hips back even more and
started to fuck me, slowly, agonizingly slowly, and only using like
a half stroke. I kept eagerly anticipating that big cock driving
deep inside me but she was only using half of it.

“Beg me to fuck you hard, bitch.”

“Please fuck me hard, Mistress!” I
gasped.

“Tell me I own your slut body.”

I moaned and she jerked back on the strap
which had been dangling from my neck the whole time.

“Say it, whore,” she whispered.

I moaned as she continued to slowly fuck me
with half the dildo.

“Surrender, slave,” she taunted me.

I gurgled dazedly.

“Sex slave.”

She reached around and slapped the side of my
right breast and I yelped.

“Dirty slut. Tell me I own your body,
whore.”

She slapped my other breast, then slapped the
first one again.

The cock moved even slower in and out of my
trembling body.

“You own my body, Mistress!” I cried.

The dildo sank into me all the way to the
base and I cried out in almost giddy excitement! Then she started
riding me, pounding me, ramming her big cock into me as hard and
fast as she could. And all while the vibrator was taped against my
clitoris. But then she pulled the tape free, spilling the vibrator
to the floor and her fingers found my clitoris instead, rubbing
hard and fast.

Another orgasm tore through me, and I
screamed and screamed – silently, mostly, as she jerked on the
strap.




Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


I slept in my own bed that night, but naked,
because Ariana said I had to sleep naked all the time now ‘in case
she decided to come in and fuck me’. Also, I wasn’t allowed to lock
my bedroom door for the same reason. I didn’t really care that
first night. I was too wrapped up in the wild, wicked excitement of
what I’d just experienced.

It had been quite a shock. Never mind that
I’d had sex with a girl. That was the least important part! It was
the being tied up and ‘ravished’ part that I was delighted with. It
was the being ‘forced’ and roughly ‘used’! It was the memory of her
big dildo ramming into my pussy, and her calling me her bitch and
her sex slave. That was what sent heat bubbling through my veins
even hours later in bed alone.

Not to mention the heat and passion that had
been wrapped around my mind the whole time! And those four
fantastic orgasms! My mind was whirling from the excitement and
delight of what had happened. And there were almost no regrets, no
fears. Even if Ariana told anyone about it, I didn’t know anyone
she knew, and vice versa. What did it matter?

It was consequence-free sex! Hot, dirty,
nasty, kinky sex! With me tied up and helpless!

I wondered how I could get one of those big
dildos like she had. I certainly couldn’t ask to borrow it! And
maybe a vibrator too! I’d have to check the internet. Now that I
wasn’t living at home and mail was delivered to a postal box down
in the lobby, I didn’t have to worry about being embarrassed. And I
could lock my door when I left! Not that it would really matter if
Ariana discovered them, I supposed.

The next morning I got up with my mind
immediately turned towards my school schedule for the day. But even
as I was putting on my pajama top I was remembering the wild things
I’d done with Ariana the night before. Maybe tonight we’d do more!
Though, I’d have homework tonight, of course. Still, that shouldn’t
take too long.

I stepped out into the study area and found
it empty, her door still closed. I decided to take advantage of
that, turning back to get my towels and then going into the little
bathroom for a quick shower.

The bathroom isn’t large, but it’s
well-appointed. It has no tub. There’s a shower instead, but the
shower is the size a tub would have been, so there’s lots of room.
There’s even a little bench at the opposite end of the shower from
the faucet on the wall.

I stripped and turned the water on, then
stepped in and slid the door closed, letting the water pour over
me. I turned it off and reached for the body wash, then squirted a
generous amount into my right hand and began to spread it over my
body.

My hands, as always, felt nice on my breasts
as I gently worked the slippery liquid into my skin. I could feel
my nipples already erect at the touch, and a bit sore from the
previous night and those clips.

I slid my hands down my body, soaping up my
buttocks and belly, then moving down between my legs. I’d been
embarrassingly… uhm, damp the other night. I hoped Ariana didn’t
think anything of that. I spread the soap down my thighs and legs,
propping a foot up on the bench as I bent forward and slid my hands
down my legs.

“What a pretty sight.”

I gasped, straightening, twisting around, and
covering my body with my hands and arms out of sheer reflex.

Ariana was standing naked in the open door of
the shower stall.

“I thought I locked the door,” I gulped, my
chest starting to tighten.

“You did. I unlocked it. You only need to
stick a little piece of metal like a pin through the hole in the
doorknob to open it, you know.”

She stepped forward and slid the shower door
closed behind her, then turned off the water.

“Trying to hide your lovely nipples from me,
slave girl?” she asked, her voice a low purr.

“I-I have classes this morning,” I
gulped.

“So do I.”

She reached out and grabbed me by the neck!
She jerked me forward and around and shoved me back hard against
the tiled wall, then pressed her body against mine as she kissed me
passionately.

Holy jeeze!

Her soft, warm body pressed firmly into my
soft flesh, her nipples hard and rubbing against me as her lips
slid hungrily against my own. One of her hands slid up and squeezed
my left breast, then slid down onto my buttocks as she pushed her
right thigh in between my legs.

I felt the heat and passion suddenly explode
within me, enveloping my mind! But… as hot as it felt to have her
skin pressed against mine – and it definitely felt hot and exciting
– something was missing. Yes, the tactile feel of her flesh on
mine, and her lips on mine were making me hot. Despite my not
really being into girls.

Though admittedly I was more into girls today
than I’d been twenty-four hours earlier!

But I knew what I wanted and it wasn’t
exactly this…

So I pushed her back.

“I have to get ready for school,” I said
sternly. “I don’t have time for your slutty blonde games. Maybe
later on after school and after my homework I’ll do something with
you. If you’re nice. Very nice. Like, maybe if you beg.”

I tried to work enough arrogance into my
voice to provoke her but not enough to actually daunt her, if you
get my meaning. Because while I did have classes my pussy was
already thrumming with heat and my mind was already aroused. It
sure hadn’t taken long!

“Oh, okay. Sorry for bothering you,” she
said, turning away.

I felt a pang of regret. Had I been too
insistent? I had thought I was being, well... kind of obvious!

She didn’t go far, though. She reached for
the clothes hanging on hooks on the back of the door. Then she
turned around with the clothe belt to my robe in her hands.

“What – ?”

I didn’t get a chance to finish the question.
She moved forward, shoving me against the wall, and then grabbed me
by the throat! I gasped, reaching up to grasp her hand and the
swept the robe belt up and around my wrists with her other hand,
then quickly dropped her hand from my neck and yanked the belt
tight.

“Hey!” I exclaimed, startled but feeling a
wild shock of excitement.

I tried to pull my wrists apart but gee, I
guess I was too slow. She tied them together and then turned me to
shove me hard into the wall below where the faucet stuck out of the
wall overhead, then reached up with the belt and wrapped it quickly
around the pipe.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped. “Untie me,
you pervert! You weirdo! You slutty lesbo mpphhh!”

She crushed my lips with hers again, only
this time my hands were tied to the wall above my head!

She drew back and then slapped my face,
shocking me, before crushing my lips with hers once again.

Her right hand slid down under my buttock and
her fingers dug into my soft flesh, then she jerked my leg up into
the air and maneuvered her pussy in against mine! I shuddered as I
felt her flesh begin to rub against mine, the slipperiness of my
body quickly transferring to hers, as well.

“You forget you’re my sex slave, bitch?” she
growled, pulling her lips from mine and seizing my hair in her
fist.”

Ahh! Don’t!” I gasped.

“I can do anything I want to you, slut. Your
body belongs to me now, remember? You said as much last night.”

“I did not!” I gasped.

“Lying slut!”

She was grinding her pussy against mine as
she jerked my head back by the hair. She ignored my cry of pain,
chewing and sucking along the only part of my body I hadn’t soaped
up – my neck. Her small, firm breasts were mashed against mine,
rubbing up and down as she ground her pussy into me!

“Maybe I’ll get out my big cock tonight and
fuck you in the ass. Would you like that, slut?”

“No!” I gasped.

I cried out as she jerked back on my hair
again.

“Nobody cares what a sex slave likes or not,”
she growled. “It’s what her mistress likes that matters!”

She twisted her body a little, then jerked my
left leg up higher, way up high so my knee was hitting the tiles
and my foot was up over my head! She ground her pussy in hard and
fast and the sensation – and the whole scene, the whole, dark,
nasty, kinkiness of everything happening, were just about melting
my mind!

“Come for me, slut! Come for your mistress,
whore!”

So, I did. Well, it’s not like I could stop
it! The feeling, the sensations just welled up inside me and tore
through me like an explosion! I started to cry out and she quickly
grabbed my neck with her hand again, squeezing it so that all that
emerged were choked gasps, gurgles, and whimpers.

She was starting to pant and moan, too,
gasping for breath as she … used me! As she used me roughly
and cruelly! I felt so helpless and … mistreated and
sexually abused!

The orgasm shattered my mind and made my body
tremble and shake against her as she continued to frantically grind
her pussy against mine. If my wrists hadn’t been tied up above me
I’d have fallen to my knees!

When she was done she turned on the water to
rinse herself off, smirking at me as she did so. Then she turned it
off and left the shower, taking my towel to dry herself before
going over to the sink and brushing out her hair.

I stayed where she’d left me, of course,
gasping and panting for breath; wet and slick and tied up. I
started to recover as she left the room, but I still couldn’t get
free.

“Ariana!” I called.

She ignored me and a few seconds later I
heard the sound of a blow dryer in her bedroom.

“Ariana! I have to get to classes!” I
complained.

She still ignored me.

I turned to the wall and reached up, trying
to untie the robe belt. It took me a couple of minutes but I untied
it enough to get it free of the faucet and dropped my arms with a
grunt of relief. Of course, it was still tied to my wrists, holding
them together, but first things first, right?

I turned on the water and rinsed myself off,
then, dripping water, turned it off and slid the door open again.
Ariana had taken one of my towels, dried herself with it, and then
left it on the floor. Bitch! I used the other one to take most of
the water from my hair, then pat much of me dry.

Mostly. I wasn’t dripping wet but I wasn’t
really dry either. I padded out of the room, glared at her open
door, then went to my bedroom. There, with the help of a little
screw I found, I was able to get the knot in the belt loosened so I
could pull the thing off and free myself completely.

I started brushing out my hair, then got my
own hair dryer and started to dry and style it. Not that I exactly
styled it much, of course. I just blew it up and back from my face
on the right, then on the left as I brushed it. Fortunately, my
hair has a simple style, is soft but thick, and is fairly obedient.
The trick is to get just a bit of mousse in the front at the top so
it curves down around my head rather than spilling down over my
face.

That done, I went to my underwear drawer.
Usually, I wore practical underwear, generally cotton bikini
briefs. But I felt sexy, this morning. I wasn’t going to dress
sexy, of course, because that would be wildly inappropriate. But I
could wear something sexy under my more modest clothing.

I picked out a nice pale blue bra and thong
set then unclipped them (of course I paperclip them together as
they’re a set!).

Which was when Amelia barged into my bedroom,
holding up that big dildo she’d used on me the other night! I
gasped, my eyes widening, and despite knowing I just didn’t have
time for this I felt my lower belly starting to pulse eagerly.

“Ariana,” I said firmly. “I need to grab some
cereal and get to class.”

“Of course,” she said. “I agree completely. I
wouldn’t want you to be late.”

She grabbed my wrist. Did I mention she was a
lot stronger than me? Maybe because of those pole dancing classes
of hers? I gasped as she twisted me around and then twisted my arm
back and roughly bent me over the dresser!

“Ariana!” I moaned. “I mean it!”

“Me too. Spread your legs, slut.”

I squealed at the sharp slap to my bottom and
jerked my legs apart. Then I felt the rounded ‘head’ of the dildo
rubbing firmly up and down along the puffy opening to my sex.

“I-I… I don’t want to be late for my first
class!” I moaned.

“You won’t be.”

I gasped as the thing began to push into me.
I wasn’t wet! I mean, not really. But it was slippery, so she must
have put something on it! I moaned and the slapped my bottom again
as she began to pump the dildo in and out.

“I know a slutty little sex slave like you
loves having big cocks inside her,” she said. “You should thank me.
I’m doing you a favor.”

“Oh! It’s – OH!” I squealed. “It’s too
deeeep!”

“You had every inch buried inside your hot,
buttery little cunt yesterday evening, bitch. I don’t think it’s
grown since then.”

The heavy straps she’d used the previous
evening had been replaced by much lighter, thinner ones. I didn’t
really think about why until she forced the whole thing up inside
my aching, throbbing belly, then drew the straps up between my
buttocks and up along my abdomen. The two that curved up across my
abdomen went over my hips and back to join together at the small of
my back with the one coming up between my buttocks.

“Ah! Oh! Not so tight!” I whined.

Crack!

She slapped my bottom sharply.

“You don’t give orders, sex slave.”

She forced the whole thing inside me, then
drew my wrists together behind me and tied them together!

“Now let’s eat,” she said.

She left me like that and after a moment I
straightened, panting, and staring at myself in the mirror. Holy
shit!

My eyes dropped down to the sight of the two
thin strips of leather curving up across my abdomen. They
disappeared over my hips, but also just about disappeared into my
pussy for she’d buried the damn dildo up inside me! I was kind of
amazed as I stared at it. That whole thing was completely inside
me! Wow!

And my wrists were tied together behind my
back!

I was aroused but impatient. I did need to
eat some cereal and then get to class. I padded naked out into the
living area and found her sitting down at her chair before the TV,
a very large bowl of Cheerios in her lap.

“Kneel on the floor, slut, and I’ll feed
you.”

This was so outrageous! I just gaped at her
for a long moment and then moved around in front of the chairs,
where I hesitated.

“Kneel, slut.”

I felt myself flushing and then knelt in
front of her. She spooned up a bunch of cereals and then lowered it
so the spoon was in front of me. I hesitated again as she pressed
it against my lips, then opened them and she slid the spoon
inside.

“Say ‘thank you for feeding me, mistress’,”
she said.

“Thank you for feeding me, Mistress,” I
gulped.

This was sick!

She spooned more cereal into her mouth, then
into mine.

“Tell me you love cock,” she ordered.

“I… I love cock, Mistress,” I gulped.

She slid the spoon into my mouth and I chewed
and swallowed another mouthful of cheerios.

She ate the next spoonful, then changed the
channel on the TV, then looked down at me again.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Mistress,” I said, face a
little warm.

She gave me another spoonful.

And that was how I ate breakfast! She fed
herself and me both from the spoon. I knelt with my knees wide and
hands behind me, leaning in to take each spoon into my mouth.

“I know you’re disappointed it’s just a
spoon,” she said. “You’d rather have a great big cock in your
mouth. Remind me to teach you how to deep throat. Sex slaves should
know shit like that.”

After breakfast she let me brush my teeth but
wouldn’t let me remove the dildo.

“You’re going to class with that, slut.”

“I can’t!”

“Why? You think anyone will notice?”

“But… it will be terribly uncomfortable!”

“Why? Your hot little pussy loves having a
big cock inside it.”

She pushed me into a chair and I gasped as I
sat down hard, but she was right about it being buried inside me. I
did feel a bit of pressure but it wasn’t painful.

“See? No problem sitting.”

She selected my clothes for the day. It was a
knee-length pleated black skirt, a white shirt, and a black
sweater.

“There. You look nice and schoolish,
especially with the glasses,” she said. “No one would imagine what
a cock hungry lesbian slut you are, let alone that you have a big
cock up inside you.”

I felt my skin heating at her words. Even
though I knew, or mostly felt that she was just playing a kind of
role.

I don’t know if you’ve ever tried to move
around with a big cock inside you, even one which is a little
flexible, but it feels… very strange! And very dark and wicked. But
she insisted I go to school like that and I couldn’t convince her
of a reason not to!

I had to walk down the hall, get in the
elevator, then go outside and walk across campus with my books
while that big dildo was stuffed up inside my abdomen! I wasn’t
going to sit in class with the thing inside me, though. As soon as
I got to school I was going to go to the bathroom, take it out, and
put it into my bag.

Unfortunately, I was later than I had hoped
so I decided to just go into the one class and bear it. It was one
of the smaller classes, unfortunately, one where you’d definitely
be noticed if you were late. It had just a dozen or so desks facing
each other across a narrow room with the teacher at the end.

I took a careful seat and then, hyper-aware
of the big dildo inside me, took out my book and notepad, along
with pencils. It was very hard not to squirm, though! And I was
glad of the sweater because my nipples were very hard.

I did my best to pay attention and take
notes, but the dildo kept distracting me with every little shift or
movement I made. And I couldn’t possibly forget it for more than a
second or two, which meant I kept thinking like I had this terrible
secret that everyone else in the class would have been shocked at,
had they known.

Let’s face it, the guys would have been
delighted while the girls would have been disgusted and called me a
slut. I kind of felt like a slut! I mean, I wasn’t really, but boy,
I had sure done some slutty things the other night – and this
morning! And going to class with a big old cock up inside you had
to quality as slutty!

Granted, it wasn’t my idea!

Let’s just say I was feeling my sexuality,
and very aware of the guys in the room and the eyes which roamed my
way. Which ones would I like to fuck? Which ones would do the best
job of ravishing me senseless!? Maybe the teacher would like to? He
wasn’t half bad looking. I was sure they’d all have been delighted
at the opportunity.

Not that I was a supermodel but I am pretty
hot and as I’ve said before, the standards of men were pretty low.
I wondered how they’d react if I told them all I had a big old
dildo inside me that my female lover had ordered me to wear to
class.

I got through class without volunteering that
information, of course. And then I went to the bathroom, closed the
stall door, and slid the straps down over my hips, then tugged the
dildo slowly down out of my body.

Geeze, I had really gotten wet! I had to use
toilet paper on myself before wrapping the thing in more toilet
paper and stuffing it into my purse. God help me if my purse fell
and this thing spilled out onto the floor!

I felt vacant without the dildo inside me,
but it was certainly less distracting. And I continued on to my
next class like a normal, dignified girl.

 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


“Hey,” I said as I opened the door to the
dorm.

“Hey,” Ariana said.

She was curled up in her chair reading a
textbook as I walked behind her to dump my books on my desk, then
went into my bedroom. I closed the door behind me but she opened it
and stood in the doorway.

“And how did you enjoy having a big cock up
inside you all day?” she asked.

“Uh, was I supposed to keep that in all
day?”

She scowled at me. “That was my order,
Slave.”

I slipped off the sweater and unbuttoned my
blouse.

“Well, I couldn’t wear it all day! It was…
uncomfortable!”

“Why would it be uncomfortable? You had the
whole thing buried in your tight little pussy.”

“That was what was uncomfortable,” I said,
undoing my skirt.

“So where is it?”

“In my purse. Boy, wouldn’t that have been
embarrassing if I’d dropped it and it had fallen out,” I joked.

“I bought you something,” she said.

I turned to look at her. “What?”

She disappeared and I put my clothes away and
then undid and removed my bra. She came back with a small bag, then
took what looked like a big dog collar from it. Only when she
smirked at me did I understand it was meant for me!

“You’re kidding!”

She crossed the floor to me and slipped the
thick, black, studded leather collar around my neck, then drew it
together behind me and buckled it up. A moment later she took out a
similarly styled black leather bracelet and slipped that around my
right wrist.

I was… nonplussed. I didn’t resist, though,
but just watched, feeling a rush of heat and excitement – along
with a bit of anxiety – as she buckled that one and then put a
second one around my other wrist.

“Bring your hands up behind your neck,” she
said.

I gulped, my heart beating faster, and then
did it, not even sure why. I felt her gripping my right wrist and
pulling it back more, then she released it and grabbed my left and
I realized she had clipped it to the back of the collar somehow.
She did the same to the right. Then she gripped my arm and pulled
me around to face the door as she closed it so I could see myself
in the full-length mirror.

“Oh wow!” I said, staring at the collar
around my neck.

It really did look hot and sexy and kinky
with the thick round ring dangling from the front.

As I looked at myself she went to my bag and
pulled the big dildo out of it then shook off the toilet paper I’d
wrapped around it and pushed me to my knees by shifting her grip to
my hair.

“Ah. Ow! Ariana!” I gasped.

And then she pushed the head of the dildo
into my open mouth.

“Suck,” she ordered.

“Mmmph!” I said, trying to twist my head
away.

She tightened her grip on my hair and I
gasped in pain.

She, in turn, shoved the dildo deeper into my
mouth.

“Suck my cock, slave,” she growled.

She was so kinky and perverted!

Of course, it occurred to me that I was
tasting my own pussy juice on this thing, but I didn’t really have
a choice. Anyway, I’d licked her hard and fast enough before that
it didn’t seem that gross.

“Lick it, whore,” she growled, pumping the
dildo slowly in my mouth. “You know you love big cocks in your
mouth.

I moaned around the big, thick cock, sucking
it as she stared down at me, not wanting her pissed at me,
especially since I was helpless! But I was also rapidly getting
into this slave girl game again!

She pushed it deeper and I gagged and jerked
back.

“Useless slave slut. What kind of slave slut
can’t even deep throat a cock?” she demanded.

She pulled it out of my mouth and then slid
it through her own lips. And as I watched, she tilted her head back
and pushed the whole long thick down her throat until she was
holding the base by the straps! She held it in place for long
seconds, then slid it slowly back out, and didn’t even gag.

“I guess you’re a better cock sucker than
me,” I said.

“And a better pussy eater, too. But don’t
worry. I’ll educate you. That’s why you’re at college, right? To
learn!”

She dragged me to my feet and bent me over
the dresser, then worked the big dildo up deep into my pussy again
before slipping the straps back on. Then she shut the bedroom door
and gripped me by the hair.

“Ow! Ow! Oh! Ariana!” I squealed as she
pulled me to the bed.

She sat on the edge of the bed and dragged me
down across her lap on my belly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her hand slapped stingingly against my bare
bottom and I squealed a lot more!

“Ow! Arian! Don’t!” I gasped.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“This is for disobeying your mistress and
taking my cock out of your pussy.”

“Ow! But I couldn’t keep it in all day!
Oww!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“You can do what you’re told, slut.”

“But it was uncomfortable and distracting!” I
whined.

“What do I care?”

Crack! Crack!

“I own your body, remember? You do what I
tell you.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I writhed helplessly, wriggling and twisting
but unable to pull free.

“And you keep forgetting to call me mistress,
slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Mistress! Ohw! Ow! Mistress! Oh! Please,
Mistress!” I cried as my bottom got hotter and hotter.

“Are you sorry for being a bad little girl?”
she cooed.

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

“Ow! I’m sorry for being a bad little girl,
Mistress!” I whined.

I felt her undoing the straps and then she
began to pump the dildo slowly in and out of me, with her fingers
curved across the base so they rubbed against my clitoris on every
deep stroke.

“Confess you’re a slut.”

Yikes! This was edgy and nasty!

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“I’m a slut, Mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“Confess to being a whore!”

“Ah! I’m a whore, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Are you my bitch?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I panted. “I’m your bitch,
Mistress!”

She was pumping and twisting the cock inside
me, and my body and mind were both starting to heat up despite my
throbbing bottom.

She jammed the dildo fully inside me and then
forced me off her lap onto my knees on the floor, still keeping
control of me by holding my hair.

She lifted her skirt and showed me she wasn’t
wearing panties as she dragged my face in against her.

“Please your mistress, whore!” she
growled.

Well, what else was I going to do? I started
licking as she twisted her fingers in my hair and reached down to
roughly grope and fondle my breasts.

“Filthy little girl,” she purred. “Lick my
pussy or I’ll take a belt to your round little ass.”

She pulled my glasses off and then jammed my
face in, rubbing it against her before slapping at my breast and
roughly squeezing it again.

“Nasty little sex slave disobeying your
mistress,” she growled. “You deserve to be tortured!”

I yelped and moaned and struggled to please
her, licking as skillfully as I could – which of course was not all
that skillful.

She jerked back on my hair and I gasped in
pain.

“Don’t you!?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy little cock
loving slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Say it, slut!”

“I’m sorry for being a filthy little
cock-loving slut, Mistress!”

Saying that out loud was so edgy and ark! And
it sent a rush of something hot up through my body!

She dragged me back up over her lap again,
ignoring my gasps and cries as my scalp ached from her sharp
pulling.

“Dirty slut.”

Crack!

“Ah! Please, Mistress!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Spread your legs, whore!”

I spread my legs wider and moaned again as
she pumped the dildo in my pussy, then jammed it deep. There was a
delay but I couldn’t see what she was doing. Then I felt something
rounded against my wrinkled back opening. I felt it turning and
twisting and prodding and pushing and gasped and moaned.

“Oh! Please, Mistress!

“Please what, slut?”

I gasped as whatever it was pushed into me.
It felt like the same size of dildo!

“Please, I… I don’t… don’t fool around back
there!”

“I own your body, remember? You’re my sex
slave.”

“But… but I don’t – ah! But I… never – !”

“And now you do, whore. Slut. You have a
lovely ass and lots of your customers will want to fuck you in the
ass. Do you think you get to say no? Of course not!”

She worked the dildo slowly down into my ass,
slapping my bottom and squeezing my breast, and calling me names as
she did it. The dildo felt huge! And despite it being slippery with
something it ached going in, even though she’d slap my bottom
sharply to startle me and startle my muscles into unclenching each
time she slowed down. I felt the head driving so deep inside me it
was giving me cramps!

This felt so dark and outrageous! Some part
of me knew I should be upset but instead I was falling deeper into
the wicked role she’d built for me in her sex game. My pulse and
heart were racing and my body was thrumming with a building sexual
tension!

She fed just about every inch up inside me
then fed more straps around me to hold it in place. Then she made
me kneel face down on the bed, my ass raised high and knees spread,
and chant “Please use my whore body, Mistress!” again and
again!

She left the room and then returned with, I
guessed, more stuff from her bedroom. She had me kneel next to the
bed, then, with my legs spread, and then showed me what.

“Oh, my God!” I gasped, staring at it.

It was a ball gag! A red one! I’d seen them
on the internet, of course, and even as I stared at it she pushed
it against my lips. I opened my mouth slowly, moaning as the ball
forced them wider and wider until it pushed in, practically filling
my mouth!

She strapped it around me, then unstrapped
the dildo in my pussy and slipped it free of me. It had another
base it could be attached to, and the base had a suction cup to
lock it to the floor. She did that then had me straddle it and sink
my pussy down onto it.

She slipped a pair of straps around my legs
just behind the knees, then had me sit on my heels next to the bed
and slide further down onto the dildo. She pulled the two straps
wide, pulling my thighs achingly wide apart and fastening them in
place.

Then she brought in an even bigger vibrator!
This one had a handle with a kind of round ball on the end, not
unlike a big microphone. The vibrator had a suction cup on the
base, too and she stuck it to the floor in front of me, then
plugged it in and angled the round part in against the top of my
sex.

“Have fun, slave slut,” she said, leaving me
alone.

With the door closed, I was alone with my
dark fantasies, and the vibrator buzzing away at me. My fantasies
fed the dark hunger within me and the buzzing vibrator and the
dildos filled my body with an almost uncontrollable overload of
sensations!

Needless to say, I was soon riding up and
down on the cock stuck to the floor, sobbing with heat and passion
as I ground myself against the vibrator every time I sank down
fully! It didn’t take long for the first orgasm to tear through my
body and mind.

I rode the dildo frantically, gasping and
moaning as the sexual fever she’d given me the other day grew once
again. The feeling of sliding down the long, thick length of that
dildo was indescribable! Especially with the vibrator at the end of
it to grind my clitoris against!

I came repeatedly! I came so intensely, with
the muscles of my body spasming so violently, that I was exhausting
myself. The muscles in my abdomen were starting to ache and burn
from overuse, just from repeated climaxes!

But I couldn’t stop riding that big cock,
couldn’t stop grinding myself against the vibrator! I was panting
for breath, practically drooling around the ball-gag, my nipples
tingling like live wires as I rolled my hips every time I buried
the dildo inside me, grinding myself against the vibrator!

Finally, the door opened, and Ariana stood
there. But she wasn’t alone. There was another girl with her, a
brunette with short dark hair.

I stared at them almost without
understanding, at first.

“This is my roommate,” she said, indicating
me.

“Nice body on the slut,” the other girl
replied.

I gasped and jerked my face away, feeling it
suddenly start to flame!

“Yeah. She’s pretty hot. And she belongs to
me. She’s my sex slave.”

“Lucky you,” the other girl said.

My face went from warm to burning in seconds!
I felt completely stunned! Mortified!

Then the two of them came in and kind of
squatted on either side of me. I cried out as Ariana gripped my
tousled, mussed-up hair and used it to jerk my head up and back
across the edge of the bed.

“Nice tits,” the other girl said.

I felt a hand on one of my breasts, then
another on my other breast.

“Aren’t they? She has just about the most
perfect tits I’ve seen.”

And then both of them leaned in and started
to suck and lick at my nipples!

“Mmmm, tasty,” the strange girl said.

She let her lips widen, sucking in the center
of my breast and digging her teeth lightly into my soft flesh. Then
Ariana did the same to the other breast! I felt fingers down
between my legs, felt the vibrator being rubbed against me as I
knelt, impaled on the big dildo!

And I didn’t even know who was doing it!

I went from stunned to mortified to
bewildered in the space of a handful of seconds! A hand was sliding
down my ribs and then under to caress my buttocks. Then felt
another on the other side! All while their mouths continued to suck
and lick and now chew at the center of my breasts!

One of the mouths came off my breast and
kissed its way down my bowed chest and belly and then onto my
abdomen. It couldn’t have been Ariana because even with my head
back I could see the top of her blonde hair as she sucked on my
nipple. That meant it was the stranger!

I felt the vibrator pulled away, then her
tongue began to lick at me. And just as I had noted the other day
with Ariana, the contrast between a soft, warm tongue and a cold,
buzzing machine was immense. I felt the muscles in my hips
flinching and jerking as the sensations jolted my mind.

It became quickly apparent this bitch knew
what to do with her tongue! In fact, unless I was mistaken, she was
even better than Ariana! I felt a pair of hands on my buttocks,
jerking my hips forward, and moaned at the additional ache to the
tendons in my thighs. My knees were being held tightly in place,
after all!

But her tongue was doing amazing things to me
down there and that she was doing it had a huge impact on
the level of embarrassment I’d initially felt. Because it turned
her from someone who had just walked in while I was naked and
doing… kinky things, to a girl who had come in to do kinky things
too!

My hips began to jerk, then to spasm
uncontrollably as I moaned and whimpered and gasped for breath!

“Of course, what she really loves is cock,”
Ariana said.

“Well, she should be happy then,” the girl
said.

“She’d be a lot happier if you fucked her
brains out.”

“I don’t have a cock.”

“You could use that one.”

Ariana pulled on my hair to force me up the
long length of the dildo, and then it was pulled away from me.

“Where’s the straps to put it on?” the girl
asked.

“In my room.”

“Well, that’s a lot of fucking help.”

Ariana tilted my head forward as the other
girl rose from where she’d been licking at me. My face heated and
reddened again.

“She certainly looks like a girl who loves
cock,” the girl said.

This was making my mind squirm so much! I was
horribly embarrassed! But I was still, well, very much aroused!
Especially as the girl held up the cock by the base and examined
its long, glistening wet length.

“Little bitch is sopping wet.”

I gasped as Ariana jerked my head further
forward, lowering my upper body to the floor. Of course, my knees
were still tied wide open but since I raised my bottom high I was
basically in the same position I had been when sitting on the
cock.

Ariana removed the soft straps that had held
my legs apart and I groaned as I managed to ease my legs closer
together. Then she unlinked the wrist things from the back of the
collar and jerked on the collar.

“On your hands and knees, slave girl,” she
barked.
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I gasped as she pulled me up onto all fours.
Then she did something with the back of the collar and stood up.
The strange girl stood up, too, so both were looking down at me,
and then the collar jerked against me so I stumbled forward.

“Crawl, slave,” Ariana said.

She tugged again and I gasped, bewildered
again for a few seconds before realizing she’d attached a strap to
the back of the collar.

“Crawl, you nasty little sexual animal,”
Ariana growled.

“Nasty little slut,” the stranger said.

I gasped again as the strap jerked me
forward, and then I realized it wasn’t a strap. It was a leash! The
two of them were fully dressed and walking me towards my door – as
I crawled naked between them! I hesitated and then yelped as
something hit my bottom. It was very thin and lightweight, but it
stung!

I half twisted around to see the strange girl
carrying some kind of… stick. I mean, like, it was leathery and
flexible and maybe two to three feet long?

“Get moving, slave,” she ordered.

For a few seconds, I was horribly
self-conscious. And then I started to feel… abused… degraded.
Horribly degraded! I continued to feel self-conscious and
embarrassed, but a dark heat rose around me as I crawled on a leash
across the study room. The two of them rained abuse on me as Ariana
tugged on the leash and I gasped and moaned helplessly as my pussy
felt like it was throbbing and pulsing hungrily!

Oh my God, this was so outrageous! So
perverted and kinky and dark and wicked!

I crawled into Ariana’s room in a kind of
haze. The heat and passion were growing so intense it was hard to
think straight! Because this was just so… fucking edgy!

It was also fucking humiliating! That was
doing strange things to my head as Ariana led me onto a kind of
orange and red and white and green throw rug.

“Chin down, ass high. And spread those legs,
slut,” she barked.

I hesitated, then yelped as the stranger
snapped that stick thing across my buttocks again!

“Face down, ass up,” she growled.

I felt very intimidated by her! But even as I
pressed my breasts down against the rug I felt them throbbing
wildly.

“Hands out in front of you,” the girl
barked.

I squirmed and obeyed as I felt the… stick
thing… push between my thighs, felt the narrow length of it sliding
up and down along the line of my sex, then actually sinking in
between the lips of my pussy.

“Spread your legs wider, whore,” she said
with a sneer.

Her words made my mind cringe even more even
as they inflamed it still further!

I spread my legs and then cried out as she
brought the stick thing down across my buttocks once again.

“Raise your ass higher. Pull your belly in
tighter, you nasty little sexual animal,” she growled.

Moaning, whimpering, gasping, I squirmed
back, raising my bottom a bit higher. This was, of course, a
humiliating position. And I wallowed in that humiliation as the two
looked down at me.

“Face forward!” Ariana barked.

I stared down the length of my bare arms, my
hips high, my back aching a bit from how sharply it was bowed as my
breasts throbbed against the floor.

There was some movement and shuffling behind
me and then Ariana came around in front of me, holding the stick
thing. She laid the tip on my head, then slid it back along my neck
and down my spine.

“Nasty little sex slave,” she growled.
“Filthy little cock loving slut!”

I squealed and jerked as the other girl
slapped my bottom sharply.

Then I felt the rounded nose of the dildo
pushing against my sopping wet pussy and shuddered. My nipples felt
like they were giving off sparks against the carpet as the thick
dildo spread me open and then slid into me inch by inch. I felt the
girl’s hands on my hips then as she began to pump the cock in and
out, and knew she was wearing it the way the blonde had the other
evening.

It pushed deeper and deeper, and then I felt
the straps against bare skin, felt bare skin against me as well,
and knew she was naked now! And she was riding me like a whore!
Like a prisoner! Like a sex slave!

I felt one of her hands slide down my spine
and into my hair. Then she gripped it and jerked it up and back
sharply. I cried out in pain, my hands instinctively jerking up and
back against her.

“Are you being disobedient?” Ariana
demanded.

The other girl gripped my wrists, and then
she and Ariana pulled them down along my hips and then in together
behind my back where they were fastened together.

I shuddered and moaned as the girl resumed
fucking me, her hips striking harder and harder until my whole body
shook and shuddered from the impact.

She was pounding me! She was using me
like I was her prisoner, like I was a cheap whore!

And I was going to further humiliate myself
by coming again!

I gasped and moaned as the dildo punched into
me. And then I felt her reaching down to press against the base of
the other one, the one still slightly protruding from my ass. I
shuddered and cried out as she pressed harder, trying to sink it
even deeper into my aching belly! I felt so full of cock!

The wonder and sheer psychic joy of feeling
so full, of that hard cock punching into me again and again was too
much to resist and my mind and body flashed over into another
massive orgasm. Maybe the most intense so far! I cried out again
and again as the girl jerked back on my hair, heedless of the pain
in my scalp, not to mention my buttocks as she slapped them
repeatedly.

“Whore!” she growled.

“Slut!” Ariana barked.

“What a dirty little animal she is!” the girl
sneered.

“She’ll make a fine prostitute,” Ariana
said.

All the while the girl’s hips were pounding
against my upraised buttocks as she speared the big cock into my
belly with wild, powerful strokes.

My mind collapsed and I wallowed in pleasure
so complete, passion so intense it was like rapture. My body shook
with every hard, violent thrust as she drove the long length of the
dildo into me as fast and hard as she could.

The orgasm went on and on, much longer than
the others, to the point I couldn’t breathe anymore because I had
screamed all the air out of my lungs and didn’t want to draw
another breath in case it did something about the razor's edge of
orgasmic pleasure I was balanced on.

Eventually, of course, I fell off and the
orgasm faded, leaving me emotionally and physically drained. God, I
was done!

But they weren’t done with me!

The big cock slid out of me, and I just
groaned, my cheek against the rug, literally drooling around the
ball-gag. There was movement and sound behind me which I ignored,
just kneeling there with my butt in the air gasping for breath.

Then the cock pushed into me again and I felt
my bound wrists pulled sharply up and back. I gasped as the
pressure lifted my shoulders up off the floor, then my breasts. The
stranger moved around in front of me and knelt, sliding her fingers
through my hair and then tugging it up sharply to force my head
up.

I gasped, moaning as I stared into her naked
sex. She reached out and undid the strap holding the ball gag in
place, then tugged it free, dropping it on the rug. Both her hands
gripped my hair then as she ground my face against her pussy.

“Lick me, slut,” she growled.

Panting and dazed, I started to lick her even
as Ariana began to thrust the big dildo into me with more
authority. My body began to quiver and shake and my breasts started
to jiggle and shake underneath me for they were hanging free in the
air.

“Nasty little sex slave,” I heard Ariana
say.

“You should beat her more often,” the
stranger said.

“I need to get a good whip and string her up
by her wrists.”

“Or at least use the riding crop on her ass
more.”

“But it’s such a pretty little ass. I don’t
want to mark it up too much.”

Crack!

She slapped my bottom stingingly.

“Maybe you should punish her pretty little
nipples more, then.”

The girl reached down and slapped my
breast!

I squealed and moaned, but the two were
holding me pretty firmly in place.

“You need to teach her obedience,” she
said.

“She’s already a fairly passive, obedient
little slut,” Ariana said.

Her hips started slapping against my buttocks
harder and I gasped and moaned as I tried to keep my mouth pressed
against the stranger’s clitoris. But then she jerked back on my
hair and I yelped in pain as she forced my head up and back so I
was looking up into her eyes.

“Is that right, girl? Are you an obedient
slut?”

Crack!

Ariana slapped my bottom sharply again.

“Answer her, slut!”

“Y-Yes… mistress!” I gasped dazedly.

“Whore!” the stranger said.

“Slut!” Ariana said at the same time.

Crack!

“Tell Lilly you’re an obedient slut.” Crack!
“Say it!” Crack!

“I-I’m an obedient slut!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Call her Mistress Lilly, bitch.”

Crack!

“I’m an obedient slut, Mistress Lilly!” I
cried.

“Dirty girl!” she said, jamming my face into
her pussy again.

I shuddered as Ariana reached forward with
one hand and mashed my breast between her fingers. Then the other
girl – Lilly – reached forward and dug her fingers into my other
breast! All while my body jerked continually to the hard thrusts of
Ariana’s strap-on cock!

I felt so incredibly helpless and used and…
and dominated! God, I loved it! I sank into the role as if I was
born and raised to it! And as the heat rose within me once more I
felt a sense of awe and disbelief at all that was happening and had
happened. This was all going well past any of the dark sexual
fantasies I’d ever had!

I was lost in the passion, the fever growing
within me again as they manhandled me, slapping and roughly using
me like I was a thing, like I was a sex slave! The little stings
and hurts from pulling my hair, slapping my bottom, roughly groping
and squeezing my breasts and pinching my nipples just added to the
sense of dark realism gripping my mind!

Nothing was too depraved or outrageous for me
as I drank it all in, reveling in the dark thrill of what was
happening. Lilly twisted her fingers in my hair even more, mashing
her pussy against my mouth even harder as she grew more
excited.

Ariana undid the straps holding the dildo in
place in my ass, then began to pump it in and out even as her hips
worked the other one in and out! God! It was an incredible rush to
feel both of them moving inside me at once! Even when she jammed
the dildo so achingly deep my sphincter mostly closed behind it and
I felt cramps deep inside!

I felt one of Ariana’s fingers snake in under
my hip and down beneath my abdomen, then find my clitoris to rub
against. God! Another explosive rush of sensation sent my mind
spinning!

I came! Again! Fuck!

I was embarrassed even as I gloried in the
pleasure, knowing they would take it as confirmation that I really
was a slut. But I can’t say I cared overmuch. I was too into the
moment to care much about future issues.

When they finally eased me down I just lay
there in a numbed haze, my ass in the air, my chin pushed up and
back by the floor, my breasts aching as I twitched and
trembled.

“This slut can keep coming forever,” Lilly
said.

“She’s a sex machine.”

“We should rent her out to some of the men in
the dorm. I bet they’d like to sink their cocks into this hot
little fuck toy.”

The dildo slid out of me and I heard Ariana
standing up.

“We should. You don’t move, slut. Stay in
exactly that position and we’ll bring some men in to form a line
behind you.”

“You could probably get as much as five
dollars apiece,” Lilly said.

“That would be greedy. A dollar each would be
more appropriate. She is just a cheap little slut, after all.”

“True, but she has a nice, tight body and a
hungry cunt that will milk their nasty cocks for all they’re
worth.”

I just groaned, though as my mental processes
returned to life, I felt a sense of wariness as Lilly picked up
that stick thing again. A crop? Was that the crop she meant? A
riding crop!?

She moved behind me and I felt the crop
sliding along my upraised pussy.

Then Ariana moved around in front of me. She
was still dressed, and wearing, for some reason, high-heeled,
ankle-high boots.

“Are you an obedient little slut?” she
demanded, looking down at me.

I gulped anxiously, very aware of the crop
sliding back and forth against my pussy.

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I breathed.

The crop disappeared and then cut down across
my buttocks.

“Ah!”

“Louder, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

“Thank me for giving you such a good, hard
fuck.”

“Thank you for giving me such a good, hard
fuck, Mistress,” I gulped.

“You should thank me in a more physical way,
slut.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant by that. Licking
her pussy, probably, but she was fully clothed and way up
there.

She pushed her right foot forward and prodded
my chin with the toe.

“Demonstrate how grateful you are to your
mistress, slut. Clean my boot with your tongue,” she said.

Holy fuck! The suggestion jolted me because
it was so… nasty! My initial startled reaction of ‘no way’ was
quickly drowned in the torrent of heat which swept over me.

Fuck! That would be so degrading!

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Are you going to be an obedient little
slut?” Lilly demanded from behind me.

I moaned and pushed my tongue out, awkwardly
licking at Ariana’s boot. It was kind of hard since in that
position it was very hard to raise my head much. As if she realized
that Lilly leaned over and unfastened my wrists.

“Grab your mistress’s ankle and start
licking,” she ordered.

Fuuuuck!

This made it, in a way, even more degrading.
Because now I wasn’t tied up or restrained or anything! But the
idea of doing it was sending crackling heat through my brain.

I reached forward, gasping and panting as I
readjusted my position, taking some of my weight on my forearms so
I could raise my head a little. Then I licked at Ariana’s boot.

Crack!

“Lick harder, slut!” Lilly ordered.

I yelped and licked harder, my tongue licking
up and down from the toe to the heel as I grasped her boot in my
hands.

“Dirty slave girl,” Lilly said.

“Nasty little sex slave,” Ariana said from
above.

“Lick that boot, slut. Show how submissive
you are,” Lilly ordered.

“Whore,” Ariana said.

I licked at her boot, moaning, dazed, and
when she lifted one foot up on the heel to expose the underside, I
licked at that too!

It was sooo degrading! Soooo hot!

The dildo pushed back into me, jammed in
deep. Then the one in my ass started pumping in and out as the
vibrator was pushed up against my clitoris.

“Lick, whore.”

“Lick, slut!”

“Lick, sex slave!”

“Lick, bitch!

“Bitch slave!”

“Bitch whore!”

“Fuck toy!”

They rained abuse on me as I licked first one
boot then the other, all with my ass in the air and Lilly pumping
dildos and using the vibrator to drive me out of my mind!
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“So how are you finding school, so far?”
Ariana asked, buttering a scone.

“Different,” I said.

I had to restrain myself from appending
‘mistress’ to that. A few days with her and Lilly had immersed me
in a game of sexual submission that had been so deliciously
all-encompassing that I had almost come to take it for granted.
That meant I had to be careful around other people. And we were at
the cafeteria surrounded by other students.

I was dressed perfectly respectably and
modestly, as usual, my brown hair perfectly brushed and my glasses
in place, looking nothing like what I had resembled in our
dorm.

Of course, the dildo was jammed up high
inside me, and a large butt-plug was up my ass. In addition, Ariana
had been playing rope games with this soft, bondage rope she had
purchased somewhere. It was wrapped around the base of each breast,
squeezing them hard enough they throbbed, and then it crisscrossed
my body downward before pulling up tightly between the lips of my
sex and up between my buttocks.

Depending on how I moved the ropes would
squeeze tighter on my breasts or pull up harder into my pussy. And
there was a knot tied just over my clitoris which could grind
against me quite uncomfortably.

That no one around knew this had me in a
state of excited suspense. My nipples were rock-hard.

Fortunately, no one could tell through the
blouse and heavy, loose black sweater.

Outside of my classroom time, everything was
turning to sex! And it was dark, nasty, kinky lesbian sex! I loved
it, in part, but it was becoming hard to focus on my studies. My
mind kept drifting back to the latest outrageous thing I had done
with Ariana, or with her and Lilly.

The sex was overshadowing the actual
schooling part of my time here so far!

“How’s your throat?”

I frowned at her. “Still sore.”

She smirked.

She and Lilly had decided to teach me
deep-throating. To do this they’d hog-tied me and put me on a
table, then put a saucepan under my head and pushed one of the
dildos down my throat.

Repeatedly.

To their credit, they’d done this after dildo
and vibrator and tongues had driven me to the edge of orgasm and my
mind was in a sexual haze. But even so, it was difficult to cope
with a big dildo suddenly sliding down my throat. That hurt!

It had gotten easier after multiple times,
though. And by the end, they were pumping the dildo in and out of
my drooling mouth with hardly any issue at all.

And I was grateful I could now do it – sort
of. But it hadn’t exactly been super pleasant! At least at
first.

“Once you’ve the practice of relaxing your
throat muscles it’ll be a cinch,” she said.

I turned my head to ensure no one was close
enough to hear, even if they probably wouldn’t understand.

“Sadistic bitch,” I said.

“So nice of you to say so,” she replied with
a smirk.

“I need to find a boyfriend,” I muttered.

“Oh, we can find lots of boys for you.”

“I don’t mean – .”

Then I realized I actually did. I mean, it
would be nice to have a boyfriend but what I really needed was a
nice big cock and a strong guy to treat me… pretty much the way
Ariana was treating me.

“You couldn’t trust a guy to do the stuff we
do,” she said, lowering her voice. “Plus, he wouldn’t last nearly
as long.”

Well, it was hard to argue with her on that.
Dildos didn’t get soft, after all.

“Of course, if Lilly or I were
supervising…”

“Supervising? That sounds… weird.”

“What about what you’ve got on under your
clothes wouldn’t strike most people as weird?”

“Shhh!” I said, looking around.

“Just think of me as one of your teachers,”
she said. “And while you’ve started on the course and are doing
well. You still have much to learn.”

“Your teaching is exhausting me.”

She smirked again. “It’s not our teaching
it’s your own response to it which is exhausting you. You’re such a
multi-orgasmic little slut.”

I looked quickly around and frowned at
her.

“Honestly, have you considered making this
your life’s work? It’s certainly something you love.”

“I don’t think I could get paid to do this.
At least, not on a steady basis. And certainly not by women. And
doing it with men, as you pointed out, could be dangerous.”

“Depends on the circumstances. With the right
agency ensuring only the very finest of men were taken on as
clients, well, things would be reasonably safe for you.”

“Are you actually suggesting I become some
sort of – .”

“Professional slut? Maybe.”

“I don’t think that’s in the course
catalog.”

“No. You’d have to create your own course.
That sort of … professional… has to be a good communicator, and has
to be knowledgeable about a wide variety of subjects, from art and
theater to business and finance. Because surprisingly, men like to
chat. Probably be handy to have a lot of psychology courses, too,
especially those related to sex and sexuality.”

“And how do you know so much about the
requirements of this… profession?” I asked suspiciously.

She smiled. “My roommate last year was in the
business. She didn’t go into it permanently. It was more like a
part-time job to put her through college. But she learned a lot
about it. She was even considering going further but had a real
interest in medicine.”

“I’m not sure how I’d explain that sort of
business choice to my parents,” I said dryly.

“Why would you need to? You tell them you’ve
gotten work with a business consultant firm. That’s generally how
these people bill themselves, anyway.”

“They bill themselves!?”

“Of course. Do you think people want to pay
cash for transactions that cost thousands of dollars? The kind of
men who can afford that sort of thing don’t generally carry cash at
all. And people would ask questions if they kept going to the bank
to withdraw thousands of dollars in cash. It’s not like there are
any legitimate reasons for doing so.”

“Yes, well, I don’t see myself as some kind
of international call-girl type.”

“Why not? You’ve got that sexy, sophisticated
face, especially when you wear glasses, nice hair, fantastic body,
and you love sex.”

“And don’t you have all of that?” I
demanded.

“I love sex. Okay, that’s true. But you’re
something else again. I’ve never seen anyone come so powerfully, so
often.”

I felt my skin redden and turned my head
again to look around us before scowling at her.

“Honestly, I thought you were faking the
first few times. But now I’m just jealous. Some of your orgasms
last like forty seconds or more. I wish I was you.”

“Maybe I uhm, get more excited because mostly
what we’ve been involved in has been you, and sometimes Lilly doing
things to me instead of the reverse.”

“Well, at first you didn’t know how to do
much. Though you have gotten better at oral sex. I suspect, though,
that what we’re doing is just hitting some part of you that loves
being treated in a certain way. Which is, like our bitch.”

I squirmed uncomfortably, and not just
because the knot was digging into me.

“Hey, you’re the ones who always start that
kinky stuff!” I protested.

“Yeah, well, I don’t think you’re really as
passive as you act. I suspect you let me and Lilly do nasty stuff
because you want us to. Suspected it from the start. And you’ve
already admitted you’d probably get even more excited if it was
guys doing it.

“And whatever ordinary girls get paid for
pleasing those rich men, I bet girls who like being treated like
you do get paid even better. Lots of rich, A-type bossy men want to
throw a pretty girl around and just pound her without much care or
concern as to what she says.”

“Are you seriously suggesting this as a
career option!?” I exclaimed.

She shrugged. “You don’t really know what you
want to do in life. This would pay way better than anything else
you can think of. And we sure know you like it.”

“I’m sure it would get old before long.
Besides, you and Lilly are actually trying to – .”

I looked around carefully before turning
back.

“… trying to please me. Men who pay for it
don’t need to bother about that. In fact, that’s why they pay for
it! So they can just be selfish. Slam-bam, thank you, ma’am.”

“Not true,” she said. “From what my roommate
said what she spent most of her time doing with those men was
talking with them.”

I snorted in disbelief.

“No, she went with them to art galleries and
on holidays to Florida or the Caribbean or the south of France, had
lots of lunches and dinners, and sat around sipping wine and
talking. Let’s face it, most of these guys aren’t exactly
stallions. They’re probably twice our age or more. And a lot of
them are lonely. You know, lonely at the top. They want to talk to
someone who isn’t going to gossip about what they say and who can
understand them where their wives – if they have one – can’t.”

“How would I understand such men? I don’t
even understand the ones my age!”

“That’s why you take psychology courses. And
you take Finance and Business classes so you understand them when
they talk about work. I bet we could design a course that would be
perfect for an expensive, high-class escort.”

“I am not going to become an escort!” I
exclaimed in a low voice.

“Imagine a man who wanted to do to you what
me and Lilly do and was willing to pay you thousands of dollars to
let them.”

“Maybe I should make you and Lilly pay me,” I
said in irritation.

She grinned. “But we have way more options in
the way of entertainment. We’re cute, sexy girls, after all.”

“Well, so am I!”

“Yes, but you suck at finding them. And the
kind of entertainment you want the most is the kind you’re afraid
to actually ask anyone to do.”

It was the weekend, which was why I’d let her
put this stuff on me for breakfast. I had no classes. I figured
we’d go upstairs afterward and I’d get rid of them. My breasts were
throbbing and my pussy was aching. The rope was digging into my
soft flesh there and the knot was grinding intermittently but
firmly against my clitoris.

And frankly, all of it was producing a
simmering, bubbling sexual heat which made me long to have her put
on the strap-on, tie me up, and then just fuck my brains out
hard.

But on the way back to the elevators, in what
was obviously a pre-planned thing, Lilly showed up and both of them
linked arms with me in a sort of happy, girlish way which did not
fool me at all! They also guided me away from the elevators and
towards the door.

“Where are we going?!” I asked anxiously.
“I’m not really… dressed for going anywhere.”

“You look fine,” Lilly assured me.

“That’s not what I meant!”

“Well, you should say what you mean
then.”

“And mean what you say,” Ariana said.

“That’s always a good thing.”

“Unless it’s rude.”

“Yes, she can’t be rude. No one likes rude
little girls.”

“They tend to be punished.”

“Spanked even.”

“Or strapped on their pretty little
bottoms.”

“Or maybe even whipped.”

“You guys!” I protested as the sun hit my
eyes.

“We’re not guys. Are we guys, Lilly?”

“Not me. Though we do have big cocks.”

“Where are we going?” I demanded.

“It’s Saturday morning. Maybe we should go
shopping.”

“That’s an excellent idea.”

“Shopping where? How far away? This stuff is
uncomfortable.”

“What stuff?” Lilly asked.

“Oh, as if you don’t know!”

“Not a clue. You seem to be comfortably
dressed.”

We were walking up the quiet street and they
still had their arms linked to mine so I didn’t have much of a
choice. I was feeling a lot of anxiety about what they intended. At
the same time, I was nearly certain what they intended would be
highly sexual, and probably give me multiple orgasms. So it wasn’t
like I wasn’t feeling a certain amount of anticipation!

“You try walking around with a big dildo in
your pussy!”

“I would never do that. But then, I’m not a
slut like you.”

“Me neither,” Ariana said. “There aren’t many
girls as slutty as Sage.”

“The only people I’ve fucked in the last six
months are you two!”

“But you’ve done it so sluttily!”

“Besides, we know you’d like to have wild
gang-bangs with lots of men at the same time. You simply lack the
courage to find the men to do it.”

“Otherwise, you’d be a complete and total
whore.”

“She does love cock.”

“Yes, she’s said so many times.”

“You made me say that!”

“Well, you love our cocks. And ours aren’t
even real.”

We reached a cross street, which was a busier
street, and they walked me to a bus stop.

“You still haven’t said where we’re
going!”

“Shopping.”

“But for what!?”

“Sexy things.”

“Sexy things for our slutty little sex
slave.”

“What kind of sexy things? I don’t have a lot
of money.”

“Which is why you should find some rich men
and let them pay you to treat you like their sex slave for a couple
of hours.”

“Forget it! I’m no hooker!”

“Hookers are the ones who stand on street
corners and blow guys for fifty bucks,” Lilly said.

“Yes, not girls who show up in limousines and
get paid several thousands of dollars to sip wine and flatter a
rich man and then make his fantasies come true.”

“Or a rich woman,” Lilly added.

The bus arrived and we got on. The bus was a
more or less direct route between the campus and the shopping and
bar district downtown. Lilly and Ariana went straight to the rear,
where the seats faced each other across the aisle. It was early on
a Saturday, so the bus was mostly empty. It certainly was in the
back, except for us.

I was sitting between the two of them, and
they had sat down so they pinned my arms to my sides. Then Ariana
reached across and gripped the fabric of my skirt, tugging it
upward.

“Ariana!” I hissed.

“What? No one can see anything,” she said in
amusement.

Which was true as far as it went. The seats
faced forward on our left, so anything that was done below chest
level would be invisible to the driver even if he looked back. The
other people on the bus were all facing forward, away from us.

Of course, if someone got on and came back
things would be different.

So, I was nervous but didn’t put up a huge
fuss as she eased my skirt up all the way up to the point my pussy
was bare.

“Spread your legs more, slut.”

“And slump down,” Lilly ordered.

I shuddered with a dark rush of heat and
obeyed, my face turned toward the front of the bus until Lilly’s
fingers slid down and pushed the knot aside, then started to rub my
clitoris. Those soft fingers felt so good compared to the rough
knot!

At the same time, my clitoris had been made
sore and was hypersensitive. So her fingers ached as they rubbed
me. But they still produced a wonderful rush of pleasure that
spread quickly through my body and began to infect my mind.

“She’s such a dirty girl,” Ariana said.

“A very dirty girl,” Lilly agreed.

Ariana’s hand pushed up under my sweater, up
under my loose blouse, and I felt her hand cup and squeeze my bare
breast.

“A slut, for sure,” Ariana said.

“Oh yes, a complete slut.”

“Y-You guys!” I gasped.

“She keeps thinking we’re guys.”

“We should make her lick our pussies more so
she loses that illusion.”

My body squirmed helplessly, my chest getting
tighter and tighter as the sexual pressure and heat and tension
built up within me.

“Lift your legs up and put them across ours,”
Ariana said.

I moaned and then, staring up the aisle,
obeyed. No one would notice anyway since my legs would be hidden by
the back of the seat next to us. It did make me slump down a bit
more, though.

Then Ariana did something to the rope,
untying the knot so the rope stopped digging into my soft, pink
flesh. The base of the dildo began to push slowly forward and out
as my heart beat faster and faster. She gripped the base and began
to pump it slowly in and out, twisting and turning it as Lilly
rubbed my clitoris.

This was so sick! So wild and wicked and
slutty!

And then they stopped! The bitches! Ariana
jammed the dildo back up inside me, then pulled the rope together
and tied the knot even tighter! They pulled my skirt down and had
me sit up.

“You bitches!” I moaned.

“You’re being disrespectful to your
mistresses, little slave animal.”

“We’ll have to punish her later.”

“We’re almost there,” Ariana said.

We got off, with me more than a little
breathless and dazed, and I found myself on a sidewalk on a busy
shopping street. The two of them led me down the street about a
block, then turned down a quieter side street.

There was a shop there with tinted windows
and it was marked Wicked Wei’s Adult Toys. They led me inside and I
found myself in a sex shop!

I would never have dared set foot in such a
place alone. But with two other girls, well, that was different.
Alone, people would have thought I was a sad, pathetic girl in need
of toys to masturbate with because I couldn’t get a man. But with
three of us, we could just be three college girls amusing
ourselves.
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Saturday morning apparently wasn’t their busy
time as we were the only people in the store aside from an Asian
woman behind the cash.

The first place the girls went was an aisle
filled with dildos and vibrators of various kinds. Some of the
dildos were ludicrous.

“These are for masochistic gay men or really,
really big women,” Lilly said, eyeing some of the gigantic cocks
doubtfully.

“That thing is thicker than a champagne
bottle,” Ariana said with a laugh, pointing at one of them.

“Even a horse couldn’t take a cock that
size.”

“I bet our little slut would love it
though.”

“Forget it!” I exclaimed.

Ariana picked up a vibrator. It was as big as
the dildo inside me now but had a little ‘clit tickler’ attached.
That was like a branch which curved up and over a girl’s
clitoris.

“Hmm. I bet she’d love to wear this.”

“Here’s a butt-plug that’s a full-sized
dildo,” Lilly said, holding it up.

We picked up and examined various things as
we moved up the aisle, then turned along the wall to where there
were all kinds of sexual things to wear. There were thigh-high
leather boots with five or six-inch stiletto heels, tons of collars
and restraints, tiny leather skirts and tops, and various leather
and chain harnesses.

“I think we should try some of this stuff
on,” Lilly said with interest.

“On our Barbie doll, you mean.”

“Exactly.”

“I’m not a Barbie doll,” I said.

“Our Brats doll then.”

Some of the stuff was intriguing. And the
woman at the desk seemed to be paying little attention to us back
here. And there was a dressing room so it didn’t take a lot of
persuading. I was still feeling kind of buzzed and highly sexual
after what had happened on the bus. Not to mention the dildo jammed
up inside me!

“I like this one,” Ariana said, raising her
eyes to look at a mannequin up on a shelf. It was just the torso,
but that showed a harness of leather strips and metal rings which
pulled down between where the thighs would be and then rose up in a
diamond pattern to where it joined together to a thicker strap that
went under the breasts.

That thicker strap then curved up along the
outside of the breasts and crisscrossed the upper chest before
going behind the neck. It also had a strap at one corner which
crossed the tops of the breasts, thus squeezing them in from all
four directions.

“We’ll let the brat try that on. And a pair
of boots.”

“And some restraints. And a collar!”

“We already have those,” I gulped.

“Yes, but we want to see the complete
look.”

They carried them over to a dressing room,
which was little more than a small closet-like box with a curtain
across it. It was barely big enough for the two of us, so Lilly
stayed outside while Ariana came in and helped me undress.

I felt very slutty when I had my skirt and
tops off and was standing there in the ropes. She untied the knot,
then undid the ropes from around my breasts, rolling up the thin
rope and putting it into her bag. Of course, the dildo began to
slide out so she pulled it free and set it aside.

Then she helped me don the straps. She seemed
to know how to adjust them as she pulled the straps in against my
chest and then tightened them so my breasts began to throb once
more. They actually squeezed my breasts together, and my nipples
were tingling as she drew the final strap across the top, then
pulled the rest down my front.

She shoved the dildo back inside me, then
pulled the last strap down between my buttocks and up between my
thighs. I winced as she tightened it to pull very firmly against my
pussy!

“Not so tight!” I gasped.

“I want it uncomfortable,” she said with a
smirk.

She put the collar and restraints on, then
had me sit on a little stool as she helped me to don the boots.
They looked sexy and felt sexier, zipping up and closing tightly
around my thighs no more than a finger or two away from my pussy!
With that done, she turned me and then we examined the effect in
the mirror.

“You look like quite the sex slave,” she
said. “Put your hands up over your head.”

I obeyed and she turned me to the side, then
pushed me against the wall. She reached up at the same time and
before I knew her intent she’d somehow clipped the restraints
together to a ring bolted to the wall.

“Now there’s a sight for hungry eyes,” she
said.

“Ariana!” I gulped.,

“We need a gag, though. Because if I make you
come, you’ll make too much noise.”

“We’ll get caught!”

She opened the curtain, and I gasped as I was
exposed to the whole back of the store! But the only one there was
Lilly, who looked me up and down and whistled.

“We need a good gag,” Ariana said.

Lilly nodded and disappeared, and Ariana
closed the curtain.

Then she kissed me roughly, her hands
fondling my breasts, her fingers pinching and rolling my
nipples.

“Dirty little sex slave!” she whispered as
she pulled her lips back.,

The curtain opened and Lilly leaned
through.

“Here,” she said, handing a black leather gag
of some kind to her. “And I think this clips to the bottom of that
outfit.”

She handed her something the size of a
lipstick and Ariana examined it, then looked down at the harness.
The strap that was pulled tight against my pussy covered it with
very little room to spare. But it led to a round metal ring right
over my little clitoris. At the moment, my swollen clit was
actually pushing out through the ring. But now she pressed the
lipstick-like thing against it and knelt, adjusting it in place
somehow.

She stood up and it just stuck there. Then
she grinned at me and pushed the gag against my mouth. This wasn’t
a ball gag. It was a penis gag. It had the shape of a thick black
penis, or at least, the front few inches. It was attached to a
leather pad and she slipped the penis into my mouth, forcing it in
to fill my mouth so that I moaned anxiously.

The pad went flat over my mouth and part of
my cheeks, then was strapped together behind my head. Once that was
in place she bent and did something with the lipstick thing, and it
started to vibrate! I gasped and my hips bucked violently at first,
my buttocks then slapping against the wall behind me as she laughed
softly.

The curtain opened and Lilly looked in.

“I see our little sex bitch is enjoying her
new outfit.”

“Definitely.”

“Let’s see what else they have.”

They both left, then! At least they closed
the curtain but that left me alone, basically naked in … a sex kit,
with a big dildo jammed up deep inside me and a vibrator buzzing
away at my already hypersensitive clitoris! I moaned helplessly,
looking up my arms to where they were clipped to a ring in the
wall, pulling at it uselessly, and feeling my breathing grow more
ragged.

Of course, I could also see myself in the
mirror. And what a wicked, nasty, slutty sight I was too! My
imagination was running wild. I wondered what would happen if a
male customer came down and opened the curtain and found me like
this!

Lilly pushed through the curtain, smirking at
me and pinching my nipples.

“Look what I found, little sex bitch,” she
purred.

She held up a pair of alligator clips, which
were attached to a thin chain, and I moaned and shook my head as
she snapped them down on my nipples! I squealed and jerked and
twisted and she snickered at me, then gripped the ends of the
chains, tugging them up and out to halt me in place! Any movement I
made now would pull my already burning nipples harder against the
clips!

“Naughty little sex slaves should be
punished,” she said.

I moaned and quivered, my back arching more
and more as she raised her hands higher. Then she stopped, drawing
the chains back towards my mouth. I gasped and my buttocks jerked
back to slap against the wall as she pressed the ends of the little
chains against the sides of my mouth. Or more accurately, the gag
over it.

At least they weren’t pulling sharply at my
nipples anymore! But the pain was still there, a dull, deep, aching
sensation.

The curtain opened again and I squeaked and
tried to twist around as the Asian sales lady stood there, frowning
at us.

“I hope you know you’re buying that
vibrator,” she said. “It’s very unsanitary to let customers try
them out and then put them back.”

“Uhm, yeah, sure, we’ll buy it,” Lilly
said.

The Asian woman was short and slender, with
long dark hair. She was probably in her mid to late twenties, and
was frowning at me in a way which made my face burn! This was so
humiliating!

“You’re going to have to buy that gag, as
well. The harness set too,” she said. “She’s probably gotten
vaginal juices all over it.”

Oh! My! God! This was mortifying!

“She can’t help it! She’s a slut!”

“Clearly.”

“Actually, she’s our sex slave,” Ariana said,
coming up behind her.

“Really? Where did you buy her?”

“We didn’t buy her. We made her. I mean, she
was already a slut but we turned her into our sex slave. We’re
thinking of turning her into a call girl next.”

Lilly undid the strap which went down between
my legs and then forced my thighs apart so the big dildo slowly
oozed out into view.

“She loves big cocks,” she said.

“Is that one of mine?”

“No, she walked in with it inside her. She
loves walking around with big cocks inside her.”

“I have bigger ones if you want to stretch
her out more.”

“If we want to stretch her out we’ll just
fist her,” Lilly said.

“Oh, I love fisting. Could I do her?”

“Sure.”

What?!

Lilly stood back and the Asian woman came
into the room, then knelt before me. Her hands were small but
strong as she shoved them between my thighs and roughly yanked them
apart. Then she leaned in and removed the vibrator then started to
lick at my aching, burning, throbbing, hypersensitive clitoris!

Fuck! I’ve mentioned before how the contrast
between vibrators and tongues drives me out of my mind. But now it
was worse because of the way the knot had been rubbing against me
for so long before the vibrator.

At the same time as she was licking at me her
fingers pushed up into me, one, two, then three, pumping slowly in
and out as they twisted and turned. I moaned and my mind tumbled
and twisted and churned with a dark rush of heat as well as a wild,
squirming sense of shame and embarrassment.

The woman certainly knew how to perform oral
sex on a girl! Her tongue licked fast and strong against me,
circling and sweeping from side to side, then up and down. At the
same time, her fingers were pushing deeper, pumping in and out.

She added a fourth finger and I gasped and
shuddered, whining and crying out every time I forgot myself and
jerked my head back. Because of the chains attaching the nipple
clips to my gag every time I did that, I yanked on my nipples!

The woman’s fingers seemed to get thicker and
thicker. I felt the mouth of my sex stretching and straining as she
pushed four fingers, then jammed the thumb into me! And then as the
pressure mounted and I stared down at her I realized she was trying
to force her whole hand inside me!

I was shocked, though I shouldn’t have been.
They’d talked about fisting only a minute or two earlier. I hadn’t
really recognized what they’d meant, for some reason. And now I
shook my head, crying out in pain as my twisting, jerking head
pulled at my nipples.

The wedge of her thumb, of her knuckle, was
what was having trouble getting into me. And then it slowly pushed
inside and I stared in disbelief as the heel of her hand
disappeared. I watched as her whole hand pushed into me and the
mouth of my sex closed around her wrist!

I trembled and shook, the sexual pressure and
heat growing into the fever dream which took me into another place
during the hottest and wildest of these things. And then Lilly
plucked the chains off my aching nipples. She leaned in and started
to lick and suck at my left nipple, and Ariana squeezed in on my
other side and started to suck and lick and chew at my right.

I was rapidly losing my mind, my body
twisting and jerking as my muscles spasmed more and more violently
in response to the crackling of nerve endings being overloaded.

I felt her hand pushing deeper into my
abdomen, slowly twisting and turning, her fingers caressing the
walls of my sex in a way which was incredibly intimate, darkly
thrilling, and horrifying all at the same time.

I was on the edge of orgasm as the passion
became more intense. And then her fingers slowly drew together into
the palm of her hand inside me and her fist began to twist and turn
and move up and down.

The orgasm tore through me and sent my head
banging back against the wall as convulsions wracked my body. I
could feel her fist moving deeper, achingly deeper, then sliding
back as she continued to lick hungrily at my clitoris, and my head
thrashed and twisted as my body bucked and shook against her.

I screamed as the orgasm tore higher and
higher, my mind filled with something like rapture as the pleasure
possessed me. It was so good, so wonderous! Why would I care about
anything else besides this!?

*

Before we left the cash lady sold them a
black robe which covered me from head to toe. It was basically one
of those Muslim burqa things, which she said was fun for moving sex
slaves around.

I found out what that meant when they slipped
it over my head and then down over my shoulders.

After locking the wrist restraints together
behind my back so I was helpless once again.

I could see out through a tiny slit across
the mask over the eyes. But no one could see the gag still covering
my mouth, much less that I was, aside from the harness, naked
underneath!

And it wasn’t like I could protest as Lilly
and Ariana took me outside and continued to walk along the
sidewalk. What was I supposed to do other than follow along!?

I was painfully aware of how kinky and slutty
this all was as I struggled along on the high, stiletto heels. My
nipples were painfully hard and rubbing against the fabric as I
moved. And the butt-plug and big dildo inside me made me ache and
feel bloated as I walked.

A black SUV pulled over to the curb next to
us and they stopped.

“Would you lovely ladies like a ride?” a
blonde woman driving asked.

“Now that you mention it, yes!” Ariana
said.

I felt my pulse rate kick up wildly as the
blonde flicked her eyes to me. Then Ariana opened the rear door and
climbed in, gripping my arm through the black robe to pull me after
her. Lilly had my other arm and pushed me in before her before
joining me.

It wasn’t like I could protest with the penis
gag filling my mouth!

“I love long weekends,” Ariana sighed.

“So you can study harder,” the blonde
said.

Ariana and Lilly snickered.

The blonde woman was a lot older than us,
probably in her early to mid-thirties. And given what I’d just gone
through with the unnamed Chinese woman in the store it didn’t take
a lot of brain power to figure out that I would soon be exposed to
her too! And in more ways than one!

“So, this is lovely little Sage. Are you
smart enough to deserve that name, girl?” she asked, looking in the
rear view mirror at me.

“She’s not talking at the moment,” Ariana
said.

“What’s with the burka?”

“She’s naked underneath. Also gagged,
collared, and restrained. With a nice dildo buried in her wet
little pussy and a big ol’ butt-plug in her ass.”

I blushed under the robe, grateful the woman
couldn’t see me!

“I doubt that’s a comfortable way to travel,”
the blonde said, not seeming particularly amazed.

“We didn’t intend it to be. Sex slaves should
be punished, after all.”

“Constantly.”

“Teaches them their place.”

“Especially the really slutty ones like
her.”

“I see. No vibrator?”

“She goes insane with a vibrator. She’d make
too much noise.”

“No one is around to hear,” the woman said
with a shrug.

“That’s true!”

I gasped as Lilly and Ariana gripped the
bottom of the robe and pulled it up over my knees, then up my
thighs.

“Those are quite the boots,” the woman said,
looking in the mirror.

The boots went almost all the way up my
thighs. The two of them jerked my legs wide and pulled them further
forward so I kind of slid down the back of the seat and was slumped
there in place. They pulled my legs up across their knees and my
face burned as the blonde looked back in the mirror and saw the
base of the dildo jammed into me.

Lilly had the vibrator in a bag and she
turned it on and began to rub it back and forth against my clitoris
as they held my legs in place.

“Such a slutty girl,” Lilly taunted me.

“Such a dirty girl,” Ariana said.

“A living fuck doll,” Lilly said.

“A walking sex toy,” Ariana added.

‘Whore!”

“Slut!”

I moaned helplessly, my breathing getting
more ragged as my chest tightened. We had driven onto the highway,
and I was slumped too low for any passing cars to see me even if
the windows weren’t tinted, which they were. But the woman could
certainly see whenever she looked back!

“She really wants a big, hard, throbbing cock
inside her,” Ariana said. “Do you know anyone who has one?”

“I might know a man or two,” the blonde
said.

It was obvious I was going to be having sex
with the blonde at some point. The thought there might be a man
involved made me anxious as hell. But at the same time, the idea
was kind of wicked hot.

They pulled the robe out from under my
bottom, forcing it higher still so they could get their hands up
under it and fondle my bare breasts. They eventually pulled it up
over my breasts, which were still clad in the tight, leather
harness, and began to tweak and pinch and then suck and lick at my
nipples.

All the while the blonde woman glanced at the
mirror to keep an eye on me!

I would have been way more embarrassed if my
face hadn’t been covered. As it was, well, I was starting to get
used to the woman. Especially since she seemed to take it so
casually. It was degrading and outrageous, of course. But those
things, despite unnerving me, seemed to arouse me even more when
they were done in a sexual context.

At least lately.

Ariana unsnapped the little strap holding the
dildo in place and began to pump it in and out as Lilly continued
to grind the vibrator against my clitoris. I was wet to start with
and got progressively more aroused as we drove along. And it wasn’t
just the physical things they were doing. What really made it edgy
and wicked was doing it in front of this stranger!

And as I had discovered, once I was aroused
enough, once the sexual fever and passion filled my mind, nothing
else really mattered. I embraced my role as a sex toy, sex slave,
or whatever they wanted me to be. It was just so sick! And it
turned me on to the point I couldn’t keep from rolling my hips up
at the dildo and vibrator!

“You love this big cock, don’t you, Sage,”
Ariana taunted.

“Don’t call her that. Call her Slave.
Always,” the blonde said.

“Slave!” Ariana said.

“Sex slave!” Lilly said.

The car exited the highway, but I had no idea
where we were. It wasn’t like I was paying a lot of attention. It
was some kind of residential area with lots of trees and
hedges.

“Don’t let her come,” the blonde said.

“How are we supposed to tell if she’s going
to come?”

“Amateur,” the woman said with a smirk.
“We’re almost there anyway.”

Lilly pulled the vibrator back and Ariana
buried the dildo in my pussy, then snapped the strap to the base. A
minute or so later the car turned through a low gate into a long,
curving driveway. There was a large, grey stone building there, and
we drove up to the entrance and stopped.

They opened the door and pulled me out, and
we walked up a few stairs to a pair of broad black-painted doors.
The blonde unlocked them and led us inside.
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I looked around anxiously. This was a
mansion! It had high ceilings, marble floors, and a huge, winding
staircase to the second floor. The girls held my arms and led me
into what I suppose I quaintly thought of as the living room, even
if it was way too big for such a title.

The blonde sighed and sat down on a large,
luxurious-looking white sofa, then waved her fingers toward us.

“Let’s open our present,” she said.

I cringed as the girls pulled the burka up
and over my head, exposing my face – and everything else to this
stranger! My face burned hotly as she looked me up and down.

“Kind of clichéd but sexy nonetheless,” she
said. “Still, I want to assess her prospects, so take off the
leather stuff.

Lilly and Ariana undid the straps and pulled
the harness off, then unzipped the boots and helped balance me as
they pulled them off.

“Take the dildo out, too. I want to see her
pussy.”

My mind squirmed as they slid the dildo out
of me and it glistened wetly.

The woman got up and walked over to me as
they turned me back to face her and I dropped my eyes, horribly
embarrassed.

“Now this is really something,” she said
admiringly.

She ran her fingers over my breasts, cupping
and lifting them slightly before releasing them.

“Gorgeous breasts. Not an inch of sag on
them. Terrific midriff, a nice, tight-looking little pussy. Great
legs.”

She gripped my arm and turned me away from
her.

“Nice ass, too. This girl really has it
all.”

She rolled my nipples between her thumbs and
forefingers.

“Lean forward, slave,” she ordered.

I gulped and obeyed as she tightened her grip
on my nipples.

“Shove the dildo back inside.”

I felt the nose of the dildo pressing against
my sex and gasped as one of them – Lilly, pushed it up into my
body, then adjusted the straps gain.

At a gesture from the woman Ariana undid the
strap holding the ball-gag in and then turned me around to tug the
ball out.

I gulped and looked downward, not having the
faintest idea what to say! I was too embarrassed to talk in front
of her! She was beautiful, hot-looking, sophisticated, and kind of
cool and aloof in a beautiful blue dress. I felt so completely…
inferior standing there naked!

“Gorgeous face too,” she said, gripping my
chin and forcing it up.

“Open your mouth girl,” she said.

I rolled my eyes to the side.

“Get my riding crop from the table, Ariana,”
she said.

I gulped and opened my mouth a little as
Ariana moved over to a distant table and then returned with a
riding crop. The woman took it and now seemed even more
menacing!

“Wider,” she snapped.

Startled, I opened my mouth wider.

“Yes, nice teeth too. This one will make a
mint,” she said.

I felt a jolt of understanding. This woman
was involved in that call-girl stuff Ariana had been talking to me
about earlier!

“I’m not a prostitute!” I exclaimed.

The woman brought the crop snapping down
against my bottom and I yelped in pain.

“Speak when spoken to, slave girl. What you
are or what you will be or what you decide to be may not all
be one and the same. No, you’re not being paid for the things you
do which so excite you. To my mind that doesn’t make you more moral
than those who are paid, just dumber. But that will, in the end, be
up to you.”

She moved around in front of me and slapped
the tip of the crop lightly against my breast.

“Lovely eyes, too. She’s a real beauty,” she
asked.

She reached in to pinch my nipples, pulling
them sharply upward so that I had to arch my back as I cried
out.

“Oh! Please!” I squealed.

“Is that what you were taught to say, slave?”
she demanded.

“Please… please… mistress!” I gasped.

She smiled thinly.

“Leave her with me for a bit while I assess
her.”

“Sure,” Ariana said.

She and Lilly left, and I felt a sense of
panic that they were leaving me alone and naked with my wrists
bound behind me with a complete stranger! They couldn’t be going
far, of course. I was sure they weren’t going to be driving off in
the woman’s car.

The blonde sat on a sofa and picked up a
glass of wine.

“Kneel before me. Knees spread wide,
shoulders back.”

I obeyed, not knowing what else to do,
excruciatingly uncomfortable and embarrassed!

“Lovely,” she said again. “Do you have any
idea how much money you could earn, girl?”

I shrugged helplessly, still looking
down.

“Would you like to be a millionaire?”

That caught my attention, of course! It
startled me and I briefly raised my eyes to her in confusion.

“A girl with your looks and body wouldn’t
have to compete for clients. The clients would compete to be
permitted to pay you for your attention.”

God! She was talking about Ariana’s idea of
me becoming a call girl! She was some kind of pimp! Did they even
call it that at high levels?

“There’s quite a demand for innocent-looking
young beauties like you. I’d ditch the leather and go with lace.
I’d put you in a short kilt, and maybe some kind of college sweater
to emphasize your youth and presumed innocence. Older men love
innocent schoolgirl types. They just don’t want them to BE
schoolgirls. Society doesn’t really approve of that. College girls,
now. Nothing wrong with that.”

“I’m going to college,” I gulped in a soft
voice.

“So I understand. With little idea of what
you want to do after. I imagine you’ll find something. Girls who
look like you have little difficulty getting hired. You’ll probably
make a decent salary and work in a cubicle somewhere tapping at
keyboards and inputting data so you can produce reports. That sort
of thing becomes utterly dreary before long, you know.”

The embarrassment was slowly leaking out of
me. Perhaps because she took my nudity so casually. Perhaps due to
the understanding of what she was, which meant she saw naked girls
all the time.

“I’m not interested in being a prostitute,” I
exclaimed.

“With the right training and attitude, you
could command top rates. Five thousand a date isn’t out of
reach.”

“Five thousand dollars?! For one night!?”

“For an evening, or an afternoon, or a few
hours. You could even have two clients a day on occasion. Ten
thousand for some fun and games. For longer sessions, that is,
accompanying your client on travel, you’d make considerably more.
It would not be unusual for a girl like you to earn half a million
a year.”

“Uh… really?”

“That’s in billings. There are almost always
additional gifts. Call them tips. Wealthy men love to give gifts to
pretty girls, especially the ones pleasing them sexually. Expensive
jewelry is popular, as are sports cars, sometimes stock. Or better
yet, insider stock news. The people you’d be with are often very
high up, if not at the top of big companies. They can freely give
you information because you can’t be tied to them in any way.”

She smirked and leaned forward.

“Anything the rich can get away with, dear,
they do. And they can get away with a lot.”

“I-I’m still going to school,” I gulped.

“Of course. Frankly, despite your looks,
uneducated girls don’t command as much money. You don’t know how to
talk, how to walk, how to act around such people. I can help teach
you that. I can make you into a sophisticated young woman who won’t
be out of place in St. Moritz or the French Riviera.”

“You seriously think I should be a
hooker!?”

“Such a crude term,” she said. “I think you
would enjoy life a lot more and find it much more profitable to …
date… the rich and famous and travel around the world on private
jets and yachts while becoming rich yourself. As opposed to slaving
away in a cubicle working for a lech who keeps trying to look down
your top. Either way, girl, you’re selling yourself to
someone.”

She flicked her eyes downward to the dildo
protruding from the straining lips of my sex.

“Do you enjoy having a big cock inside
you?”

I felt my face heating up again.

“That looks like a nice one. Does it feel
good?”

I dropped my eyes, embarrassed anew.

“Are you ashamed of liking cocks? Of enjoying
the feel of a big cock inside you?”

I didn’t answer that one either!

Then I squealed as she gripped my hair and
dragged me forward, reaching out to grab one arm as she pulled me
bodily up across her lap.

Crack! Her hand slapped sharply down
across my bottom, and I yelped again.

“When you are asked a question you answer it,
little slave girl,” she said sternly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Ow! Quit it!” I gasped.

“Ha. Impudent slave girls have to be taught
their manners,” she said.

Her hand undid the strap and started to pump
the dildo in and out. And she held her hand in such a way that each
time she buried the thing inside me her fingers or thumb rubbed
across my throbbing little clitoris!

“Being a bad girl always brings punishment to
slave girls. Especially sex slaves.”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Please!” I gasped.

She pumped the dildo again.

“Are you going to apologize?”

“I’m sorry!” I exclaimed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“That’s ‘I’m sorry, Mistress’,” she said.

“I’m sorry, Mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“Say you’re sorry for being a bad little sex
slave.”

God! This was dark and wicked and edgy!
Especially with a complete stranger! And one who wasn’t a ‘girl’
like me but a woman!

Crack!

“Let’s hear it, slut.”

“I-I’m sorry for being a bad little sex
slave, Mistress!” I gasped.

She jammed the dildo deep into my pussy again
and I felt her fingers plucking at the butt-plug.

“Hmm, what have we here?” she said.

I felt her tugging the thing slowly back out,
felt it forcing my sphincter open as the fat part slid out of
me.

“What a cute little ass you have here. But
you surely need something much bigger than this little plug for
it.”

She pushed it back in and slapped my bottom
again.

“Back on your knees, slut!”

She pushed me forward and I gasped and moaned
as I slid back onto the floor on my knees.

“Spread those lovely legs open. Let me see
that sweet, tight little pussy.”

I did as she said, breathing heavily, feeling
a wild and confused sense of emotions, including a dark, wild heat
and excitement.

“You need a big cock up that tight little ass
of yours, sex slave. And I have just the cock to fill it.”

She picked up her phone and took a picture,
which made me flinch and drop my head. When I raised it she was
texting someone.

And then one of the doors in the suite opened
and a man came in!

I froze, then jerked my eyes down to the
floor as he walked up to us. My wrists pulled frantically against
the restraints, at first, but I could do little or nothing to cover
my body unless I tried to run away or something! And that would be
both pathetic and silly.

He was a gorgeous-looking guy. In fact, he
was something like my fantasy man. He was tall, broad-shouldered,
and powerfully built with a square-jawed face and sensual lips. He
was maybe in his late twenties, with dark hair and blue eyes, and
he reached down to grip my hair as he reached me.

I cried out in pain as he forced me to my
feet and held me there at arms-length before him.

“Do you know how to please a man, girl?” he
growled.

I gaped at him, stunned, horribly
embarrassed, wildly anxious. I was wondering how to get out of
this! And yet, the idea was so darkly intriguing! The thought of
myself being some kind of paid sex goddess – very well paid,
indeed!

And here was a handsome man to ravish me! Not
a girl with a silicone cock anymore! The real thing! Weirdly, I
didn’t want to give off the impression I was some shy, silly girl.
But I also didn’t want to appear like I was a slut. Fortunately,
since my wrists were locked behind me, there wasn’t anything I
could do other than protest.

Which I didn’t do…

He unzipped his suit trousers, then reached
into his pants and pulled out a semi-hard cock which hardened
almost immediately under my gaze. I stared at it, wide-eyed, as it
grew and lengthened into something that was both menacing and
intensely erotic to look at! Especially from this close!

“Get to work,” he growled.

I moaned and started to lean forward, then
halted. I couldn’t do this without him making me, after all!
Fortunately, he pulled on my hair and I cried out, my mouth opening
wide. And then his cock pushed through my lips and slid along my
tongue to fill my mouth!

I moaned around it, sucking and licking as he
stood before me. A sense of disbelief gripped me as I did so, a
wondering amazement that I was naked and tied up on my knees
sucking a strange man’s cock! Yet despite my embarrassment a dark,
wicked heat was growing as that … that role… the sex slave thing…
began to seem more and more realistic!

Although, of course, not real at all.

I gurgled and gasped as he pumped in and out,
letting myself relax into the idea I was helpless, that I was his
to do with as he chose. To be ravished!

The dildo was still stuffed high inside me,
making the muscles in my lower belly twitch and spasm. And then he
pushed forward as he pulled on my hair and his cock slid deep into
my throat. I gagged slightly, caught by surprise. My throat ached
with the thickness of him but he was soft and slick as he pushed
deeper and deeper.

“Mmm, I love having a helpless sex slave at
my disposal,” he said. “I can do anything I want to her and don’t
have to be gentle.”

My heart was pounding and my pulse racing as
he held me in place, his cock buried in my mouth and throat. Then
he slid back and eased his grip on my hair. He pulled out
completely and I coughed repeatedly, gulping in air as he jerked me
forward, face down on the floor, and moved behind me.

I cried out as he slapped my bottom
stingingly. Then I felt his hands gripping my hips, jerking them up
higher. He slapped me again, then spread my thighs apart, then
slapped me again before gripping my shoulders and tugging me back
further to elevate my hips.

I felt his fingers at the butt plug as I
continued to gasp for breath, then moaned as he pulled it free and
his cock began to push into me.

That woman, whose name I didn’t even fucking
know, was calmly sitting there sipping her drink as she watched him
sodomize me! This was unbelievable!

And yet heat was flaring within me in
explosive little shocks and jolts of emotion. My breasts throbbed
against the floor as he plunged deeper and deeper. His cock felt so
big inside me! It hardly ached at all, at least until the head
drove so deep I began to feel cramps.

I cried out as he gripped my hair, jerking it
back, forcing my head and shoulders off the floor. Then I felt one
of his hands push in to squeeze and knead my breast as his hips
finally struck my buttocks.

It wasn’t the last time.

He began to use long, hard strokes, his hips
smacking against my buttocks with every stroke. His cock speared
into me again and again. Then he released my hair, letting my chin
fall forward, and bent over atop me. He gripped my hair again,
twisting his fingers in it and pulling it away from my ear on the
right side.

“Tell me you love it,” he whispered.

I just moaned and he twisted his fingers,
tugging at my hair.

“Tell me you love it, sex slave,” he
growled.

“I-I… love it!” I gasped.

“Not like that. Say I love your cock buried
in my ass, Master.”

No way!

“I-I… I love your cock buried in my ass,
Master!” I moaned.

He jammed himself deep and ground himself
against me so that I could feel his big cock kind of trying to
twist around in my belly.

“Nasty girl,” he growled. “Beg me to fuck
your tight ass.”

I gasped as he twisted his fingers in my hair
again.

“Please fuck my tight ass, Master!” I
cried.

“Bad girl,” he growled, chewing his way along
the nape of my neck.

His hips started to draw back and thrust
forward, gradually gaining speed until he was hammering himself
against me and my whole body was shaking.

And then I flipped over into an enormous
orgasm!

It was all just such a wild, dark, heady
rush! I couldn’t help it!

I cried out again and again as he rammed
himself deep into my ass even harder and faster. I gave myself to
it, not even trying to hide, too addicted to that dark heat to care
about anything as long as I could wallow in it for a few dozen
precious seconds!
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After he’d finished with me he left the room.
The woman, ‘Mistress’, came over to me and undid the restraints to
free my wrists and pushed the butt plug back into my ass.

“Kneel, slave girl. Hands behind your
head.”

I tiredly obeyed, chest heaving, not at all
even thinking about disobeying for some reason.

“Rise on your knees.”

I frowned uncertainly, then rose up off my
heels to kneel before her.

“Down on your heels.”

I sank down again, chest heaving.

“Stand up.”

I stood up before her.

“Did I tell you to remove your hands from
your head?” she demanded, lifting a riding crop I hadn’t seen off
the sofa.

“No, Mistress!” I gulped, quickly putting my
hands behind my head.

She lifted her phone and took a picture and I
flinched but didn’t move.

Given all the pictures and videos Ariana and
Lilly had of me it shouldn’t really matter anyway.

“Turn your back to me.”

I did as she ordered, hands still behind my
head.

“Now reach down and grip your ankles.

Seriously!?

I cringed mentally but did it.

“Spread your legs.”

I did that too, a part of me wondering why I
was.

“Straighten up, turn around, and sit in the
big armchair there.”

I did as she ordered, looking at her
uncertainly.

“Lift your legs and drape them over the arms
of the chair.

Flushing slightly, I obeyed.

“Now slump down a little more. That’s it. Now
masturbate for me.”

I stared at her in surprise.

“What?”

Her eyes narrowed and she raised the crop,
sliding it through her fingers.

“Are you hard of hearing?” she demanded.
“Unstrap the dildo and start using it!”

I gulped and then did as she ordered. Why? I
mean, there was no reason to be intimidated by her. I could tell
her to fuck off and just leave. But that would be… messy and …
well, confrontational. I didn’t want that!

So I turned it and began to kind of rub my
clitoris with my fingers.

Lift your knees up and pull them back to the
sides of your shoulders,” she ordered. “Slump down more.”

I did as she ordered, though my mind squirmed
once again at just how… obscenely and sluttishly I was posed now.
The dildo made my insides throb and ache around it as I rubbed my
clitoris, and my breathing was getting heavier.

This was so freaky! To be masturbating in
front of a complete stranger! What a slut I was! That was what was
turning me on! It wasn’t the dildo or rubbing my clitoris – as
super sensitive as it felt just then. It was doing it while she
watched me!

Then she stood up and reached across before
tossing something onto my belly. It was another dildo! A long,
thick one with a bunch of round dimples all along the sides.

“You enjoyed that big cock up your ass so
well you should fill it up again. Use this.”

“I… I’m… I mean –.”

She slapped the crop down on the coffee table
and I gulped and reached down, pulling the butt-plug out. I pressed
the round nose of this new dildo against me and then slowly began
to work it up into my body.

She stood up and came over to me, then bent
forward, her hands on the backs of my knees to force them back
further.

“You’re a limber girl. Draw your arms up and
forward between your legs.”

Moaning, my mind starting to heat up even
more rapidly, I worked first one arm, then the other forward in
front of my thighs. That allowed my upper arms to press back
against them to hold my thighs firmly down and back.

“Now bury that dildo in your tight little
ass,” she ordered.

I shuddered and pushed deeper, twisting and
turning it as the dark heat began to turn into something scalding.
This was so fucking outrageous! I didn’t even know her name!

I got the dildo halfway up my ass, then three
quarters deep as the fingers of my other hand rubbed against my
clitoris and a storm of sensations grew within me.

The door the guy had disappeared through
opened and he returned.

I gasped, eyes widening, and stopped.

“Did I tell you to stop!?” she demanded,
slapping the crop on the table again.

Moaning, I continued as the man sat down next
to her, both of them watching me!

This was so filthy! What kind of a slut was
I!?

I kept my eyes from them, my face hot as my
fingers rubbed faster at my clitoris while I pumped the dildo in
and out of my ass.

And two ‘adults’, both strangers, just sat
there and calmly watched me!

This made me self-conscious despite what had
already happened. But it also sent a heady rush of wicked
excitement flooding through my mind.

“Stop,” she said. “Give this gentleman a lap
dance.”

I gulped and stared at him, then dropped my
eyes self-consciously.

“Take the dildos out and then kneel before
him.”

I slid the two dildos out of my overheated
body and then unwound myself, half falling onto the rug before
crawling over in front of him.

“Now slide your hands gently up and down his
thighs, first outside, then inside, and push them apart.”

I blinked uncertainly, then obeyed, still
embarrassed, but filled with a churning heat. The woman kept giving
me instructions, how to stroke his thighs, how to rise up higher,
to rub my cheeks gently along his thighs, then climb higher and
straddle him.

She turned some music on with a remote
control and had me grind myself against him, rubbing my pussy
against his expensive trousers, sliding my breasts up down his
chest.

Meanwhile, his hands were caressing my hips,
then my buttocks and back, then rose up and began to fondle my
breasts. He pulled me in to suck and lick and chew at my breasts
and nipples as I continued to grind myself against him, and his
hand dropped low to finger my clitoris and sent a hot, bubbling
rush of excitement through my body and mind.

She had me climb off, then kneel and slide my
face up and down against his thighs, then his crotch. She had me
undo his belt and grip his zipper with my teeth! Then I tugged his
pants down and pulled his cock out, taking it into my mouth.
Thankfully, he’d cleaned it! It smelled of soap. I licked at the
underside of the head, rubbing him against my cheeks and lips.

They both took their time, having me repeat
stuff until I was slowly bobbing my lips up and down his thick cock
and taking him deep into my throat. Then I climbed up and straddled
him, gripping his cock and sinking down onto it.

God! It felt so good as it slid up deep into
my belly!

She made me ride him slowly, though, not fast
and hard like I wanted to. I had to lean in and kiss him, or lean
back and have him suck and lick at my breasts. He also rubbed
repeatedly at my clitoris, so that I had to keep forcing myself to
slow down and not bounce wildly on his cock!

It occurred to me about once a minute that I
didn’t even know his name! Or hers! But it didn’t seem to matter to
the wild, raw heat gripping my body and, increasingly, my mind!

I came again! Riding his cock while she
watched! That was so wicked and shameful! But I didn’t feel that
ashamed. I felt self-conscious, true. But the pleasure was
overwhelming me as much as the passion, and I couldn’t care about
such things as pride or dignity!

“You make a lovely sex slave,” she said.

She had me climb off him and kneel before
her. He left, and she snapped her fingers, called me ‘slave’ and
then pulled her dress up and spread her legs. I gulped and leaned
in but she stopped me.

As with the guy, she had me go slowly, gently
rubbing my cheeks along her inner thighs, kissing them lightly as I
worked my way up, and taking my time as I licked around her pussy,
then gently plunged my tongue into her opening.

And it never occurred to me to question why I
was doing it! It was like I had embraced the wickedly hot idea of
myself as a sex slave! And sex slaves obeyed orders!

She was more demanding than Lilly or Ariana
had been, and gave more instructions, but in the end, I was able to
make her come.

“Good slave,” she said with a smile.

She pushed her skirt back down, then picked
up the ball-gag and snapped her fingers at me. I gulped and opened
my mouth and she pushed it back in, then strapped it behind my
head. She attached a strap from beside her and snapped it to the
front of the collar around my neck.

“On all fours, slave,” she ordered.

I gulped and obeyed, and she stood up and
then walked out of the room, slowly enough for me to keep up while
crawling! Yes, I’d done this with the girls in the dorm but this
was way more sick! Because she was still a stranger, a nameless,
older woman!

She led me to the big glass doors then pushed
a button and they slid aside, opening up a huge, green-filled back
yard with a gleaming blue swimming pool.

“Stand,” she said.

I got up gratefully and she tugged on the
leash and led me outside to where Lilly and Ariana were in bikinis
laying on chaise loungers by the pool, drinks on a table next to
them.

“How’s the slave girl?” Ariana asked.

“Still in need of training. But the raw
material is wonderful.”

“She has a nice fucking body,” Lilly said a
bit jealously.

“Yes, and her mind isn’t bad either. Men like
a girl who is enthusiastic about sex. And they can often sense when
they’re faking it.”

“Kneel, slave,” she ordered me.

I knelt down, and she frowned before I
remembered to spread my knees wide and then put my hands behind my
head and draw my shoulders back.

“Keep her in the proper position. I’ll get a
suit and join you.”

She left me alone with the two and they
smirked at me.

“She’s a natural sex slave.”

“You should actually just find a rich master
to be keep you,” Lilly said.

“But pay her.”

“Oh yeah. You don’t want to waste the best
years of your life and then get booted out with nothing when he’s
bored with you.”

The blonde came back and sat down on another
lounger, putting down a drink and towel. She also had a squeeze
bottle of some kind of sunscreen.

“Slave. Put sunscreen on me,” she said
imperiously.

I crawled forward and took the bottle from
her, then squeezed some into my hand and began to apply it to her
exposed body. When I was done Lilly and Ariana had me do the same
for them.

“Don’t forget yourself, slave,” the woman
said.

I squeezed more sunscreen onto my hand and
started to apply it to myself.

“Not like that, silly girl. Put on a show for
us. Do it slowly and sensuously.”

I felt self-conscious with the three of them
watching me, but slowed down, spreading the oil slowly over my arms
and shoulders, then over my breasts. I have to admit it turned me
on, feeling my hands sliding over my warm breasts riding a layer of
slippery oil while they watched. That it was outside was another
strange twist. I wasn’t used to being naked outside, of course!

I let my hands caress my body as I spread the
sunscreen up and down, and especially over my pussy. Then she told
me to lay back, draw my legs up and spread them wide, and
masturbate with the dildo while they watched!

Sick! Sick! Sick! And desperately,
outrageously hot and wicked!

I drove the dildo into my overheated body
again and again as I rubbed my slippery clitoris and let my slick
hands slide over my breasts, squeezing and kneading them again and
again! And I came! Nor could I hide it as I cried out in dark,
wanton excitement, my body twisting and my back arching, my knees
jerking back frantically as I drove the dildo into myself hard and
fast!

What a slut I’d become! And what an
exhibitionist they were turning me into!

After that, I had to crawl to Ariana and lick
her to a climax, then Lilly, then the nameless blonde again before
resuming my place on my knees with my hands behind my neck.

Being a sex slave was just too wickedly
enthralling for me to want to stop!

Ariana had me crawl back and forth on the
grass while she held the leash, stopping and posing several times.
Then she handed the leash to Lilly and we continued, except now
Ariana was taking pictures while I posed. That made me nervous and
anxious but also roused me still further because… well, it was
outrageous for me to pose like this!

Like I posed in all the most degrading,
obscene poses, like with my face down and ass up, and then with my
fingers thrust into my pussy while doing it, then while using a
dildo. Then I was on my back with my legs spread doing the same
while the camera snapped repeatedly. Then I was riding the dildo,
then putting one in my ass.

Not to mention licking her boots, then
licking her pussy!

Then I crawled on the leash some more!

Crawling inside was even wilder and weirder
and more wicked and sick! Especially when it was the still-nameless
blonde holding my leash. We went into a room the size of a closet
where she had me sit against the wall and raise my hands up and
apart. The restraints were snapped to rings in the wall. Then Lilly
and Ariana lifted my ankles up and back and snapped them to the
same rings!

The ball gag was pushed back into my mouth,
then a low machine was pushed forward on the floor. It looked like
a long, rectangular box with two pipes sticking out. There were
also two slender metal rods with what looked like big marbles on
the ends.

The blonde slipped a hollow dildo over one of
the rods, then another, this one oddly lumpy, over the other.

I moaned into the gag as the machine pushed
forward and then the rods slid out and pushed the dildo against my
pussy, slowly sliding deeper and deeper. The second one, the lumpy
one, began to push against my ass, sliding in more slowly. Then the
blonde adjusted the two marbles in to press into either side of my
clitoris.

A moment later she lifted a little door in
the top of the machine and took out two slim plastic tubes. She
stretched them out to my breasts and I saw there were little cups
on the ends which she pressed into the center of my breasts. I
gasped as I felt the suction coming from them, and the suction kept
them in place even as it rose and fell rhythmically.

The two marbles then began to vibrate, and
rub slowly up and down!

As you can imagine, my eyes were pretty
fucking wide as I stared at all this!

The final thing she did before the three of
them left was to push a pair of EarPods into my ears before closing
the door behind them. Soft music started to come from the EarPods,
then a woman’s voice, moaning softly, gasping and crying out in
passion and pleasure and hunger.

It was my voice! Worse, that was just
background for the words being spoken – again by me.

“I’m a fuck toy! I’m a sex slave! I’m a
whore! I’m a slut! I love cock! Please use my whore body! I’m a
slave girl! I deserve to be punished! I love having a cock inside
me!”

And variations of that said again and again
and again with my own moaning, gasping blissful cries of pleasure
in the background.

The marbles buzzed and vibrated and rubbed
against me as the dildo in my pussy pumped in and out. The lumpy
one in my ass drove deeper and deeper until I felt cramps high
inside me! Then it too began to pump in and out, though more
slowly. The cups sucked on my breasts, and I stared down at my body
in a state of amazed disbelief!

Then a large TV on the wall turned on,
showing me a live video of myself!

I shuddered and moaned as my body heated up
more and more. I’d stared out simmering with heat as I crawled and
posed. Now that heat was flooding through my mind like a narcotic.
I grunted and gasped and moaned as the big dildo plunged into me
harder and faster, my mind sinking into a dark, feverish haze as I
let myself feel that I was a real sex slave, a real prisoner being
cruelly tormented!

I have no idea how long I was in there. By
the time the door opened again and they came in to look down at me
I was barely conscious. And I was so sore inside! Not from the
dildos but from my abdominal muscles spasming so violently through
so many mind-blowing orgasms! I was sweating, panting, and drooling
around the ball-gag, and my mind was just… shell-shocked.

They drew the machine back, disconnecting the
suction cups, drawing back the marbles and dildos. The blonde
worked a little remote control and I heard some other machine
working, then something moved overhead I paid little attention to.
My eyes were slits as I continued to moan dazedly.

She drew a pair of chains in and fastened
them to my ankle restraints. Then she unclipped those restraints
from the wall. She looked down at the remote again and my ankles
were pulled away from the wall, but actually lifted up higher and
higher, and further apart.

She leaned in and unfastened my wrist
restraints from the wall and my arms dropped to dangle beneath me
as I was raised a little higher. The machine noise halted, then my
wrists were pulled down and apart, and two more chains attached
them to rings in the floor. She fit a blindfold over my eyes, then,
as far as I knew, left.

I couldn’t see anything but I could still
hear my own voice, confessing to being a whore, a sex slave, a
slut, a fuck toy, begging to be fucked… Blood rushed to my head
giving me a headache, but that sensation slowly eased after a
couple of minutes.

I hung there for some time. I wouldn’t say I
fell asleep, exactly, but my mind did slowly turn off. Then,
suddenly, there was someone in the room with me. I had no idea who
but the hands were definitely male. They moved gently over my body,
slippery hands, like my own were when I was applying sunscreen.

They caressed my soft flesh. They gently
kneaded my breasts. They rolled my still hypersensitive nipples,
lightly pinching and plucking them. They coasted up between my
legs, massaging my buttocks and thighs, then dipping lightly into
my pussy.

I groaned as a dildo slid into me. At least I
assumed it was a dildo. It plunged deep, then a tongue began to
lick at my clitoris. Soft lips sucked gently, then the tongue
licked, then the lips sucked again.

I moaned, writhing slowly in place as heat
and arousal grew within me. I couldn’t move much, but my hips tried
to grind themselves into the tongue lapping at my clitoris.

I screamed at the top of my lungs as another
orgasm stormed through my body and mind. It went on and on as my
muscles spasmed and my head thrashed wildly. Then it faded, leaving
me dazed and drooling.

I think I did fall asleep after that, though
I was wakened by essentially the same thing happening again. This
time the hands were smaller, softer, and clearly female. But the
dildo was replaced by what was definitely a cock, thrusting into me
from behind, male hips grinding against my buttocks as a soft
tongue licked hard and fast at my clitoris.

I screamed again, thrashing wildly in place
as the two of them drove me half out of my mind.

Then I fell asleep, to be wakened again…
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The idea I had originally dismissed as
ridiculous now was something worth considering. Because knowing
someone like Sandra – the blonde – who was a ‘consultant’ meant I
wouldn’t have to approach anyone myself. I’d just go where she sent
me.

And she would only send me to men she knew
and who were rich, important men. Safe men, in other words. Or
pretty safe. Which meant I really could make thousands and
thousands of dollars just from doing this kind of kinky, wicked
shit with strange men!

And no one would know!

The thought of making so much money for doing
something so hot and nasty was what excited me. That, and the idea
of hanging around rich men and celebrities at swimming pools and
beaches and on yachts and taking private airplanes to Europe and
places like that! What kind of regular job could I possibly get
that would let me do all that?!

Instead of wearing some uncomfortable,
asexual suit at an office, I could wear a sleek, sexy gown or dress
at a party or something! Of course, I’d have to take the right
courses at school. I’d need more business courses to understand
that, but also psychology and stuff about sex and sexuality. Sandra
had suggested modeling classes too, so I’d learn how to walk, pose
and do hair, fashion, and makeup. She’d also suggested I learn
about art, and how to mix drinks. Also a lot about wine.

I continued to be Ariana’s little sex toy
while at school. But occasionally, on weekends, I went to see
Sandra, and she’d have a guy there and they’d teach me how to
perform oral sex ‘erotically’ which meant, unlike the usual,
stretching it out, slowing it down, making it sexy and seductive
instead of just bobbing up and down.

She had a stripper there one day, and the
stripper taught me the moves. Then Sandra had me enroll in
pole-dancing classes. She also had me get my hair lasered off all
the way to the neck and get my nipples pierced.

In the new term, I kept my major in Business
but started taking psychology courses, too. I also took a course in
wine appreciation at the local community college.

And then for spring break, she had me go on
my first ‘date’.

“He knows you’re inexperienced,” she said.
“He knows you’ve never done this before and are in your first year
at college. Act the innocent with him. Exaggerate how poor you
are.”

She didn’t miss a step that woman! My first
‘date’ involved being taken by a limousine to the docks and then
flown on a helicopter out to a yacht! Yacht? It looked like a
cruise ship! It was enormous!

I wasn’t dressed in some sleek, sexy outfit,
either. No, this client, like others of hers, liked their own
little ‘games’. So instead I was going to pretend I was applying to
be a member of the crew, a stewardess. Yes, they have those on
yachts, apparently.

So I dressed in tight jeans and a tight
T-shirt with NYU on it. He was an older man. So this would really
be a test for me. The only older guys I’d slept with had been the
ones Sandra used, and they were all in their twenties or at least
early thirties. This guy was more like fifty! And while he was
handsome he had gray in his hair.

He was older than my father!

My hair had been done so it perfectly framed
my face and gleamed. I wore my glasses, too.

“Now then. Your name is Alexandra, is that
correct?” he asked once we were in his office.

“Yes, sir,” I said, not really needing to
pretend to be anxious since I WAS!

“You’ve never worked on a yacht before?”

“No, sir,” I said.

“But you have worked in restaurants.”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

“Did you have a uniform?”

“Well, uhm, yes. It was kind of a short
little kilt and a short top tied together under uh, you know,
across the chest.

“Under your breasts.”

“Yes, sir,” I said, flushing a bit.

My heart was already pounding, you know. This
was the real thing! I was supposed to have sex with this old guy!
That was not in itself appealing, but I was starting to get aroused
anyway, just from the situation. Because it wasn’t just going to be
sex. Sandra had told me that much.

“Showing a lot of cleavage?” he asked,
smiling.

“Uhm, well, some,” I said.

“You know, we have a uniform here, too. It’s
generally just a bikini. Are you all right with that?”

“Well, uhm, it is a boat,” I said.

“And we do a lot of entertaining here.
Everything on this ship is extremely expensive and designed to
impress the discerning eyes of very sophisticated people. We expect
our stewardesses to look appropriately… attractive too.”

I stared at him with what I hoped was an
appropriately uncertain look.

“Do you look good in a bikini,
Alexandra?”

“Uhm, well, I guess so, sir.”

“You’ll have to demonstrate that. Do you
mind?”

“Uhm, uh, how?”

“Well, you’re presumably wearing a bra under
that t-shirt. You could take the shirt off.”

I could feel my face heat, even though I had,
of course, expected to have to be naked.

“Uhm, now? Sir?” I asked, trying to sound
anxious.

“If you wouldn’t mind. It would be a
determining factor in hiring you.”

I stood up, looking anxious again, then
peeled the T-shirt up and over my head, then off. I was, of course,
wearing a little lacy half-bra which showed a lot of cleavage.

“And we’ll need the pants off too if you
don’t mind.”

I licked my lips, looking nervous again, then
undid my jeans, tugging the zipper down, then slowly sliding my
jeans down my legs, being sure my thong stayed in place. When I was
wearing just my bra and thong I stood before him, not needing to
act anxious. I was!

“Excellent. You seem to have a very good
body,” he said.

He stood up and walked around the desk, and
he had a measuring tape in his hand.

“I’ll just need to take your measurements,”
he said. “put your hands behind your neck, please.”

I did as he told me and he wrapped the tape
around my body, drawing it in tight across my breasts.

“Is this a push-up bra? We need to have
accurate readings, I’m afraid,” he said.

He undid the clasp behind me and I gasped as
my bra came loose. I drew my arms down to cross them over my
breasts – though not quickly – and he drew the bra away.

“Hands back behind your neck, please,” he
said sternly.

I obeyed, blushing hotly as he examined my
bare breasts.

“These are excellent breasts,” he said. “You
should be proud of them.”

He wrapped the tape around me again, his
fingers sliding across my stiff nipples as he examined the
number.

“These are real, correct? We don’t allow
fakery here.”

“Yes, sir!” I said breathlessly.

“I’ll have to check.”

He ran his hands over my breasts, squeezing
and fondling them, and his breathing grew more ragged. He was
already erect as his hands slid down my torso.

“You work out,” he said, his voice a little
hoarse as his fingers caressed my belly.

“Yes, sir!” I gasped.

He walked around behind me and I felt my
pulse rate picking up.

“And what on earth is this?” he asked
sternly.

His hand slid down to cup my buttocks right
over the butt-plug.

“I… I didn’t expect to have to disrobe, sir!”
I gulped.

“What is this?”

“It’s a… a butt plug, sir!” I said,
embarrassed.

“And why would you wear something like that
to a job interview?” he demanded.

“I always wear it! I love anal sex, sir! I’m
very sorry!”

“Not sorry enough!” he said sternly. “What
kind of a girl enjoys anal sex!?”

“I don’t know, sir!” I said in a whiny
voice.

“A slut! That’s what kind! How dare you wear
such a device to a job interview on my yacht!”

“I’m sorry, sir!” I whined.

“You deserve to be punished! Bend over the
desk immediately!”

I obeyed and he tugged my thong down and
yanked it off.

“This is disgusting!” he growled.

And then he produced a kind of… thing. It
wasn’t a riding crop. It seemed to be made of very flexible wood
but was too thin to be a cane. It made a little whirring sound as
he swung it in the air.

“Are you sorry for being a filthy slut?!” he
demanded

“Yes, sir!” I moaned.

Whirr! Snap!

I gasped as the thing cut across my bottom!
It was lightweight but stung!

“You nasty little girl!” he growled.

Whirr! Snap! Whirr-Snap! Whirrr-snap!

I moaned and gasped in pain as the little
switch cut across my bottom several times.

“Apologize for being so slutty!”

“I’m sorry for being so slutty, sir!” I
gasped.

Whirrr! Snap! Whirrr-Snap! Whirrrr-snap!

“You are definitely a slutty little girl!” he
exclaimed.

Whirr! Snap! Whirr-Snap! Whirrr-snap!

“Oh! Ow! Please, sir!” I cried.

My bottom was starting to burn!

“Spread your legs, you dirty girl!”

I moaned and did that, spreading my legs
wide. I felt the thin switch sliding up and down along my naked
sex, rubbing across my clitoris.

“This is where you should be fucked, you
dirty girl! It was built for cocks!”

And then he showed me, driving his erection
into me and fucking me hard as I moaned and groaned and gasped.

He drew my wrists back behind me and tied
them together as he fucked me. And frankly, I was starting to
really get wired by all of this! His hips were smacking into my ass
with authority, and his cock, while it wasn’t giant, was nicely
sized to make me gasp and moan!

“Dirty girl! I can feel how wet you are!” he
growled.

I was! And the way he was so ruthlessly using
me was turning me on more and more!

And just like that, I came!

And so did he!

Soon I was on my knees sucking his cock and
balls to get him hard again. Then he bent me over the desk again
and this time pulled the butt-plug out and drove himself deep into
my ass!

That was fine with me! I was excited by this
dirty game! I loved the idea, the fantasy, of being some helpless
girl cruelly used by a rich, powerful man!

I was on board for maybe two hours. The sex
took about an hour. Then he had me take a shower while he watched,
and tried to convince me to join his crew for real. Which I
politely, but smilingly refused despite the ridiculous salary he
was offering.

And it was ridiculous! Apparently,
stewardesses on yachts like this got really well-paid, but
stewardesses willing to sleep with the boss got… a lot more.

I would go back to Ariana and Sandra,
continue my ‘studies’, and learn more about bartending and wine,
about art and sculpting, about famous poets and writers,
psychology, erotic massage, stripping, lap dancing, and a lot
more.

I now had a real career goal! And a
guaranteed job offer at a very high rate of pay! What more could a
girl just into her second year at college hope for!?

 


End
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	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



