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THE NEW GIRL IN THE HOSTEL


The Greyhound bus smelled faintly of diesel, old vinyl, and someone’s half-eaten tuna sandwich three rows back. Amy pressed her forehead against the cool window and watched the Hudson River glitter under the late-afternoon sun like a sheet of crumpled aluminum foil.

She is 18 and this is the farthest she had ever been from Stockton. She lifted a long strand of  her long chestnut hair and wound it slowly around two fingers. The bus lurched over a bridge and she caught her reflection superimposed on the skyline. Pale skin, wide hazel eyes, a small mouth that always looked like it was about to smile even when she wasn’t. Tall enough that her knees pressed uncomfortably against the seat in front, but narrow-hipped and small-breasted in a way that made most tops hang loose across her chest.

Lucia College of Art & Design. Fashion Design major. She had the acceptance letter folded inside her journal, the one with the tiny silver lock she’d never actually clicked shut. She shifted in the seat. The thin cotton of her sundress rode up her thighs; she didn’t bother smoothing it back down right away. Her nipples tightened against the soft lining of her bralette, two small points she could see if she angled her head just right. She didn’t look down. She just felt them, aware in a way she hadn’t let herself be aware very often back home.
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The bus finally stopped outside the tall iron gates of Lucia College. Amy stepped down, dragging her small suitcase and backpack. It was a women’s college. Hundreds of  girls are wandering in the campus. Short dresses, tiny shorts, crop tops that showed flat stomachs and belly-button rings. Some stood in groups, laughing loudly. Others leaned against the brick walls smoking openly, blowing perfect rings into the warm September air. No one seemed to care about rules here.

Amy smoothed her sundress and tucked a strand of long hair behind her ear.  A girl walked straight toward her, short black skirt barely covering her thighs, tight white t-shirt stretched across full breasts, bubble gum popping between glossy lips.

“Heey, sweetie,” the girl drawled, voice thick with fake sweetness.

“Where you goin’ all lost and pretty like that?”

The girls behind her burst into giggles.

Amy’s cheeks burned.

She managed a quiet “Hi,” then hurried past, pulling her suitcase faster. Their laughter followed her like smoke.

Inside the admission building it was cooler and quieter. Papers were signed, keys handed over, a quick map of the campus shoved into her hand. Then the housing officer smiled too wide and said, “You’re in Willow Hall, room 312. Hostel warden Susy will help you there. Good luck, freshman.”

Amy walked across the green lawn toward the tall red-brick building that loomed at the edge of campus. Willow Hall looked old and beautiful from far away - ivy crawling up the walls, big arched windows. Up close it felt heavy, like it was watching her.

At the ground-floor desk, sat the warden. Susy. Mid-forties, heavy-set, blouse straining over enormous breasts that seemed to rest on the counter like they had their own gravity. Dark hair pulled into a messy bun. When Amy approached, Susy’s eyes slid over her slowly - up her long legs, across her small chest, lingering on the smooth fall of chestnut hair.

Amy shifted her weight. The look felt heavy, almost sticky.

“Name?” Susy asked, voice low and rough.

“Amy Carter.”

Susy checked the list, nodded. Her gaze didn’t leave Amy’s body.

“Room 312. Third floor. And listen good girl, obey the rules.

“Yes, ma’am.”

Susy’s lips curved, not quite a smile. “Good. Go on up.”

Amy hurried away, cheeks hot again. She could feel those eyes on her back the whole way to the stairs.

She climbed the wide staircase to the third floor. The hallway smelled like nail polish, weed, and coconut body lotion. Music thumped from behind several doors.

Room 312. The door was already open.

The room was small.

Two single beds pushed right together, making one big mattress that took up most of the space. A narrow window with thin white curtains. A desk crammed against the wall, covered in makeup and empty energy-drink cans. One open suitcase spilling clothes. An attached bathroom door stood half-open; she could see tiles and a foggy mirror.

And on the joined beds lay Ruby.

Twenty-two. Asleep on her stomach, face turned to the side, dark auburn hair fanned across the pillow. She wore only a thin black tank top and pale pink boyshorts that hugged her hips. The tank had ridden up, showing the smooth dip of her lower back and the gentle curve of her ass - round, firm, the kind that made the shorts look painted on. Even lying down, Amy could see the gentle swell of her 34B breasts pressed against the sheet, nipples faintly outlined through the fabric.

Amy set the suitcase down as quietly as she could. She sat carefully on the very edge of the empty side of the bed, so close their hips would almost touch if Ruby rolled over. Her long hair brushed the sheet.

Ruby suddenly stirred, her eyes fluttered open. She propped herself up on one elbow, auburn hair falling messily over one shoulder.

“Hey,” Ruby said, voice low and rough from sleep. “Who the fuck are you, shithole?”

Amy jumped to her feet like she’d been caught stealing.

“I’m Amy,” she said quickly. “I’m here for the fashion design degree. First year.”

Ruby sat up fully now, legs dangling off the side of the joined beds. Then she looked at Amy. Slow. From Amy’s white sneakers, up her long legs, over the sundress that suddenly felt paper-thin, past her small chest, to her face. Her gaze lingered like she was pricing something.

“Cute girl,” Ruby said, lips curling. “Where you from?”

“Stockton,” Amy answered.

“Ruby. California. By the way, I’m your senior.” She smirked.

“Repeating the year. Failed backup, whatever.

Amy nodded nervously. “O-okay...”

Ruby tilted her head. “So let me see you properly. Strip.”

Amy blinked. “What?”

Ruby rolled her eyes like Amy was being slow.

“It’s a ritual here. Every new girl has to strip when she walks into the room for the first time. Hostel tradition. Don’t make it weird.”

Amy’s mouth went dry. “What kind of rule is that?”

“Rule of this hostel,” Ruby said flatly. “If you’re done with questions... now strip.”

Amy’s heart slammed against her ribs. She looked toward the door-  locked. The window curtains half-drawn. No one could see in. But still.

She reached behind her neck with shaking fingers and untied the thin straps of the sundress. The fabric slid down her body in one soft rush, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing in plain black bra and matching panties. Her arms crossed over her chest instinctively.

Ruby’s eyes narrowed. “Everything.”

Amy hesitated. Her fingers hovered at the bra clasp.

Ruby leaned forward slightly. “Come on, new girl. Don’t be shy.”

Amy unhooked the bra. It fell away. Her small breasts were bare now - pale, pink nipples already tight from nerves and the cool air. She felt tiny under Ruby’s stare.

Ruby let out a soft laugh.

“Ohhh, so small. Don’t worry, sweetie. We’ll make them big.”

Amy froze. “W-what do you mean?”

Ruby just smiled wider. “Later. Now the panties.”

Amy’s hands trembled as they slid to the waistband. She pushed the black cotton down slowly over her hips, past the neat triangle of soft brown hair, down her thighs, stepping out one foot at a time. The panties landed beside the dress.

She stood completely naked.

Nude in front of a stranger. A woman she’d known for three minutes. She hadn’t imagined this when the bus pulled into Greenport. Not even close.

Ruby’s gaze dropped between Amy’s legs. She studied the smooth skin, the neat patch of hair, the faint pink lips of her pussy. A slow, hungry smile spread across her face.

“Fuck,” Ruby murmured, almost to herself. “You’re pretty.”

Amy’s arms hung useless at her sides. She didn’t cover herself. She didn’t know if she was allowed to. Her skin felt electric, every inch aware of Ruby’s eyes.

Ruby patted the bed beside her.

“Come here, little Stockton girl. Sit.”

Amy took one shaky step, then another. The mattress dipped under her weight. Amy sat on the edge of the bed, her naked body rigid. Slowly, Ruby lifted her hand, her fingers trailed through the air, then descended to hover just above the junction of Amy’s thighs.

Amy flinched.

Ruby didn’t pull back. Her hand remained, a silent, patient question.

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No.” Amy replied

“Hmm.” Ruby’s hand began to move, a slow, deliberate slide down the trembling plane of Amy’s thigh. “You ever had a boyfriend?”

The touch reached the crease where thigh met her pussy. Ruby’s fingers, brushed through the soft, downy hair there. Amy’s whole world contracted to that point of contact. A shudder wracked her frame. “N-noo...”

Ruby: “Good.”

Ruby’s index finger found the outer fold of her labia. It was a whisper of a touch, tracing the soft, closed seam. Amy felt a jolt, like static electricity, shoot straight up her spine. Her stomach clenched, a swarm of butterflies taking violent flight.

“Please,” Amy whispered, the word tearing from a place of pure, instinctive fear. “Don’t do this.”

Ruby leaned in. Her lips were so close they brushed the shell of Amy’s ear. Her whisper was a hot, velvet command. “Shhh.”

Amy’s protest died in her throat. Ruby’s finger stopped its tracing. It pressed, with a little more insistence, against the tight, virginal entrance. The pressure increased, a steady, unwavering force. The fingertip slipped past the initial tight ring of muscle.

Amy cried out a short, sharp cry.

Ruby let out a soft, appreciative hum.

“Mmm. It’s too tight.” Her finger retreated slightly, then pushed forward again, gaining another millimeter.

“Let’s break your seal today.”

Tears welled in Amy’s eyes. They weren’t tears of sorrow, but of overwhelming sensory overload.

“Please,” she sobbed, the word ragged. “Leave me.”

Ruby didn’t leave. Her finger withdrew completely, slick now with Amy’s wetness. The sudden absence was its own kind of shock. Then, with the same slow certainty, she pushed back in. Deeper this time. The stretch was more pronounced, a burning, full feeling that made Amy gasp and arch her back.

Out. In.

A rhythm established itself. A relentless, gentle piston. Each inward stroke delved a fraction deeper, each withdrawal felt like a loss. The initial sharp pain was softening, melting into a persistent, throbbing ache that spread heat through her lower belly. Amy’s hands fisted in the sheets. She was crying openly now, silent tears tracking through the blush on her cheeks. Her breath came in ragged hitches that matched the rhythm of Ruby’s hand.

“Shut up,” Ruby murmured. “And enjoy, cutey.”

As Amy’s body yielded, stretched, Ruby added a second finger. It was a smoother entry, aided by the slickness. Amy’s body was being opened, filled in a way she had never imagined.

A huge, guttural moan ripped from her throat.

“Ahhhh!” It was a sound of surrender.

Ruby began to move in earnest. Her two fingers curled slightly, finding a rhythm that was no longer just about penetration. She fucked Amy with her hand, a spontaneous, exploring cadence. She’d thrust deep, then scissor gently, stretching. She’d press upward, rubbing against something inside that made Amy’s toes curl and a new, sharper cry tear from her lips.

Ruby’s free hand came up. She cupped Amy’s small breast, her thumb sweeping over the taut nipple. The dual sensation, the invasion below, the teasing above sent Amy’s mind spinning. She was being played, like an instrument, and Ruby was the only one who knew the tune.

“That’s it,” Ruby breathed. She watched Amy’s face, the play of agony and ecstasy, the tears and the parted lips. “Just feel it. Let it happen.”

Her moans became continuous, a soft, broken melody. Her head tipped back, throat exposed. Ruby felt the change. She shifted the angle of her fingers, pressing more firmly against that spongy, miraculous spot inside. She curled them, a come-hither motion that scraped directly over it.

Amy’s body went taut as a bowstring. A high, keening sound escaped her. Her back arched clear off the bed. Her inner muscles clamped down vise-tight around Ruby’s fingers. She cried out, a raw, shattered sound, as her orgasm ripped through her. It seemed to last forever. Convulsions wracked her, milking Ruby’s buried fingers. Juices gushed with blood, hot and copious, flooding Ruby’s hand and trickling down to wet the sheets beneath them.

Ruby didn’t stop. She kept her fingers inside, gentling her movements to small, coaxing pulses that prolonged the aftershocks, each one making Amy sob with oversensitivity. Finally, as Amy’s body went limp, boneless and trembling, Ruby slowly withdrew her fingers. They emerged slick and glistening in the faint light. She held her hand up between them, examining the evidence.

“So quick,” Ruby said. She lowered her hand, showing Amy the glistening trails of fluid that still coated her palm and dripped down her wrist.

“Dirty little slut. You ruined my hands.”

Ruby pushed her to the bed. She fell forward, the motion sudden and graceless. Her face pressed into the twisted, damp sheets of Ruby’s bed. The scent of her own release was overwhelming here, mixed with the clean cotton and Ruby’s lavender soap. Her small breasts were flattened against the mattress, her nipples peaked and sensitive from the earlier touch. Her legs were splayed, knees bent, her ass in the air. A position of utter vulnerability.

Ruby’s shadow fell over her. She could feel the heat of her body hovering close. The warm, smooth curve of Ruby’s palm landed on the crest of Amy’s right buttock. It was a possessory touch, cupping the soft, pale flesh. A thumb stroked the outer curve, a slow, appreciative caress.

“Such a pretty canvas,” Ruby murmured. Her other hand joined, both palms now mapping the slopes of Amy’s ass. They squeezed gently, testing the give, the resilience. Amy felt like a specimen, pinned and examined. A sheep in the hands of a tiger.

Ruby’s thumbs moved inward, tracing the delicate crease where her ass cheeks met. They brushed against the furled, forbidden knot of her anus, making Amy jolt and gasp into the sheets. Ruby chuckled, a dark, pleasant sound.

“So jumpy. Every nerve is awake, isn’t it?”

Her touch grew more deliberate. She used her fingertips to pinch, not hard, but with a sharp, surprising pressure. She pinched the soft flesh of Amy’s ass. Amy yelped, the sound muffled by the bedding. The pinch was a bright spark of sensation.

“Shh,” Ruby soothed. She pinched the other side, a mirroring claim. Then she dragged her nails lightly, so lightly, up the center of Amy’s spine, making every hair on Amy’s body stand on end. The contrast was maddening. The sharp pinches, the feather-light scratches. Amy squirmed, a helpless, involuntary movement.

Ruby’s hands returned to her ass, this time spreading her cheeks apart. The cool air of the room kissed her most intimate places, the slick, swollen lips of her pussy and the tight pucker behind them now exposed. Amy whimpered, humiliation and arousal twisting together in her gut. She was being opened, displayed.

“Look at you,” Ruby breathed, her voice thick with arousal. A single finger, still slick from before, trailed down the damp path between her ass cheeks. It circled her anus. Amy clenched.  Then, the touch vanished. For a second, there was only the weight of anticipation, the cool air on her wet skin.

The slap came without warning.

A sharp, stinging crack of palm on flesh. It wasn’t a brutal hit, but it was firm, decisive. It landed on the fullest part of her right buttock.

Amy cried out, a sharp, genuine cry of surprise and pain. Ruby’s hand came down again. Left cheek this time. Another crisp slap. The sound was louder in the silent room. Amy cried out again, tears springing to her eyes. “You take it so well,” Ruby cooed, her voice a mix of praise and dominance. She rubbed the reddening skin, her palm soothing the burn she’d just created. Another slap, harder this time. Amy’s cry was broken, a sob. Her body was alight. The sting was a bright, clean fire on her skin, and it fanned the embers of the pleasure still simmering inside her.

Ruby leaned over her, her breath hot on Amy’s ear.

“Your skin is turning such a pretty pink. My color on you.” She punctuated the sentence with two quick, successive slaps - crack! crack! that made Amy sob and push her face deeper into the sheets.

Ruby’s hand stopped. She spread Amy’s stinging ass cheeks wide again. Amy felt the blunt, thick head of something press against her entrance. Not fingers. Ruby’s thumb. Amy froze.

“Relax,” Ruby commanded, her voice leaving no room for argument. She pushed. The thumb breached, a shocking, impossible invasion. The stretch was intense, a burning ring of fire that made Amy scream, a raw, ragged sound. It was a fullness unlike anything, a pressure that felt like it reached into her very core.

Ruby withdrew the thumb with a slow, slick sound that made Amy flinch. Ruby’s weight shifted off the bed. Amy heard the rustle of fabric. A zipper. The soft thump of clothes hitting the floor. Ruby was undressing, methodically, completely.

Ruby’s strong hands grasped Amy’s shoulders again. This time, they didn’t push her down; they pulled her up. Ruby carried Amy to the bathroom on her shoulder. The bathroom light flickered on with a harsh, fluorescent buzz. It was brutally bright, exposing every detail: the cheap white tiles, the small shower stall, the toilet, the sink with a single toothpaste stain. It was a clinical, impersonal space. And Ruby was leading her naked into the center of it.

Ruby guided her down to the floor. The linoleum was cold, unyielding against Amy’s back. The shock of it made her gasp. She lay there, looking up at the water-stained ceiling, her small breasts pointing upward, her legs falling open slightly of their own accord. Ruby stood over her, a nude goddess in a fluorescent-lit cubicle, her gaze traveling the length of Amy’s spreadeagled form.

Then Ruby knelt. Between her legs. Ruby placed her hands on Amy’s inner thighs, just above the knees. She pushed, spreading Amy wider, opening her completely to the light and the air and her own intent.

Amy’s breath hitched. Ruby lowered her head.

The first touch wasn’t her tongue. It was her breath. A warm, deliberate exhale against Amy’s slick, swollen folds. Amy jerked, a tiny, helpless movement. Then, the flat of Ruby’s tongue. A slow, broad, claiming swipe from the very bottom of her slit all the way up to her clit. Amy cried out, a sharp, broken sound that echoed off the tiles. Her hands flew to her sides, fingers scrabbling against the cool, smooth linoleum for purchase.

Ruby didn’t pause. She established a rhythm immediately. Long, languid licks that coated Amy’s pussy with saliva. The sound was lewd, wet, and obscenely loud in the small room - a rhythmic, slurping shlick, shlick, shlick. Her virgin body clenched. It was an involuntary, whole-body spasm. Her inner muscles, still loose and tender from her first penetration, tightened rhythmically around nothing, as if trying to grasp the tongue that was tormenting her from the outside. Her back arched, lifting her hips off the cold floor.  A high, desperate whine escaped her lips.

The sound seemed to encourage Ruby. She shifted her focus. The broad strokes narrowed, became more precise. Her tongue tip found Amy’s clit, a hard, desperate little nub already straining for attention.

She teased her. She circled it. Flicked it lightly, once, twice, making Amy gasp and buck, then abandoned it to trace the inner folds, to dip shallowly into her entrance, tasting the deeper, musky flavor there. She’d return to the clit, applying a firm, steady pressure for just two seconds, just enough to make Amy’s vision blur before pulling away again to lap at her thighs, to nibble gently on her inner lips.

The teasing was torture. It was mastery. Amy was sobbing, begging wordlessly, her hips moving in frantic, circular grinds against Ruby’s face. “Please... please...” she chanted, not even knowing what she was pleading for. For it to stop? For it never to end? For the release that was coiling, impossibly tight, in the pit of her stomach.

Ruby’s hands tightened on her thighs, holding her steady, pinning her in place for the feast. She increased the pace. Her tongue became relentless, a soft, wet, living thing dedicated solely to Amy’s destruction. She ate her out with a steady, hungry rhythm. The slurping sounds grew louder, wetter. Amy could feel Ruby’s nose pressed against her, could feel the heat of her breath.

Her pussy was eaten out in her new hostel’s small bathroom. The thought flashed, absurd and vivid. This sterile, cheap little room was now the site of her most profound degradation and pleasure.

“Ruby... God... I can’t...” Amy babbled, her head thrashing side to side on the hard floor.

Ruby’s only response was to sink deeper, to seal her mouth over Amy’s entire clit and suck, hard. The sensation was electric, blinding. It pulled the coiled spring in Amy’s belly taut to its breaking point.

It only took a few minutes.

The orgasm hit her not like a wave. A silent scream stretched her lips. Then sound returned, a raw, guttural, continuous cry that tore from her throat as the pleasure detonated. It was a deeper, longer, more wrenching climax than the first. It rolled through her in endless, crashing pulses, each one milking a fresh gush of wetness into Ruby’s waiting mouth. Her vision whited out. Only when Amy’s body finally went limp, a boneless, sobbing wreck against the tile, did Ruby slowly lift her head.

She sat back on her heels, her chin glistening with Amy’s release. Her lips were swollen, wet. She looked down at Amy with dark, satisfied eyes. Amy lay utterly ruined, her chest heaving, tears streaming from the corners of her eyes to pool in her ears and wet her hair on the floor. Her legs were still splayed wide, her pussy exposed, swollen, and glistening under the harsh light, a beaten, pink flower.
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Amy barely slept that night. The next morning Amy couldn’t look at her roommate. Her whole body felt raw, nipples still tender, thighs. She needed help. She needed someone to stop this.

She went straight to the ground-floor office.

Warden Susy was behind the desk again, blouse buttons straining, eyes lighting up the second Amy walked in.

“Trouble already, sweetie?” Susy’s voice was syrupy.

Amy’s words tumbled out in a rush - Ruby touching her, pinning her, making her feel small and exposed. She left out how wet she’d gotten; that part burned too much to say.

Susy listened, nodding slowly. Then she smiled - wide, slow, almost hungry.

“Alright,” she said. “We’ll handle this the hostel way.

Susan announced all girls to come to the common hall.

She led Amy to the large common hall at the back of Willow. It was already filling up. Girls drifted in, some in tiny sleep shorts, others in sports bras and boy shorts, a few still damp from morning showers. Forty of them, maybe more. Laughter and chatter died down when Susy stepped to the center, Amy trailing behind like a scared shadow.

Ruby sauntered in last, arms crossed under her full breasts, smirking like she already knew what was coming.

Susy clapped once. The room went quiet.

“New girl here has a complaint,” Susy announced. “Says Ruby was... inappropriate last night.”

A ripple of giggles.

Amy’s stomach dropped.

Susy turned to her. “And you want justice, don’t you, Amy?”

Amy nodded, throat tight.

“Good.” Susy’s gaze raked over Amy’s body - sundress again today, thin straps, no bra because she’d been too rattled to put one on. “In Willow Hall, we settle things openly. No secrets. No hiding.”

She stepped closer. Voice dropped low, but loud enough for everyone to hear.

“Undress.”

Amy froze. “W-what?”

“Take off your clothes.” Susy spoke each word like she was tasting it.  

“If you want your complaint taken seriously, you show us you have nothing to hide. Prove you’re brave enough to be honest.”

The room buzzed. Phones came out, some discreet, some not. Ruby leaned against the wall, eyes gleaming.

Amy looked around. Forty pairs of eyes. Some curious. Some amused. A few hungry.

Her hands shook as they rose to the straps of her dress. She glanced at Susy - hoping for mercy, finding none.

The first strap slipped down her shoulder. Cool air hit skin. A soft whistle from somewhere in the back.

Second strap. The bodice loosened. She held the fabric to her chest for a second, heart slamming.

Susy raised an eyebrow. “All of it, girl.”

Amy let go.

The dress slid down her tall frame in one slow wave - over small, upturned breasts, past narrow waist, pooling at her feet. She stepped out of it, standing in only pale blue cotton panties that clung damply between her thighs from last night’s memory.

Nipples hardened instantly under so many stares. They were small, pale pink, embarrassingly stiff. She crossed her arms over her chest.

“Hands down,” Susy ordered.

Amy obeyed. Arms fell to her sides. Long chestnut hair spilled forward, brushing the tops of her breasts, but it didn’t hide anything.

A low murmur went through the crowd.

“Turn,” Susy said.

Amy turned slowly. She could feel eyes on her back, on the curve of her ass under the thin panties, on the long smooth length of her legs.

“Panties too.”

Amy’s breath hitched. “Please...”

“You want protection from Ruby?” Susy asked sweetly. “Then show us you’re one of us. No hiding. No pretending you’re above it.”

She hooked thumbs into the waistband. Pulled down.

The cotton dragged over her hips, past the neat triangle of soft hair, down her thighs. She stepped out. Naked.

Completely naked in the middle of forty girls.

Silence for one long beat.

Then Ruby broke it with a slow clap.

“Fuck,” someone muttered. “She’s actually kinda pretty like that.”

Amy stood trembling, arms useless at her sides, hair falling like a curtain but not enough to cover her small breasts or the slick shine she could feel gathering at the top of her inner thighs.

Susy circled her once, slow. Reached out and lifted a long strand of Amy’s hair, letting it run through her fingers.

“See?” Susy said to the room.

“She came to complain... but look how wet she is already. Complaint dismissed.”

Laughter rolled through the hall.

Amy wanted to disappear.

Then Ruby moved towards Amy. Ruby stopped a foot in front of her.

“Show us what you done to her yesterday,” Susy echoed, her voice low but carrying in the quiet hall.

Amy’s eyes darted to Susy, who stood with arms crossed, her severe face an unreadable mask of professional observation. There was no rescue there.

Ruby stepped closer to Amy, and before Amy could flinch or protest, Ruby lifted her as if she weighed nothing. Amy gasped, her arms instinctively looping around Ruby’s neck for balance. The contact was shocking - the soft cotton of Ruby’s t-shirt against her naked breasts, the firm muscle of Ruby’s arms holding her aloft. She was carried, a helpless offering, the few steps to the table in the middle of the hall.

Ruby laid her down upon it. Amy flinched, a sharp inhale catching in her throat. The table was small; her shoulders fit widthwise, but her head and the cascade of her blonde hair hung off one end, her calves and feet off the other. She was displayed on a platter, utterly centered and vulnerable.

Slowly, with inexorable pressure, Ruby pushed Amy’s knees apart. Amy resisted for a second, a primal instinct to close herself off from the staring eyes. But Ruby’s will was a tangible force. Her legs yielded, falling open until her thighs were spread wide, her most private self fully exposed to the room. A low, collective murmur rippled through the watching girls. Somewhere, a nervous giggle was quickly shushed.

Ruby stood at the foot of the table, between Amy’s spread legs, like a clinician or a priestess. She placed her palms flat on the inside of Amy’s thighs, just above her knees, holding her open. Her touch was firm, possessive.

“Come closer,” Ruby said, not looking away from Amy. “Don’t you want to see?”

There was a shuffling of feet. The circle tightened. Amy could see faces now, hovering at the edges of her vision. Girls she didn’t know, with expressions ranging from wide-eyed shock to avid curiosity to uncomfortable embarrassment. They were so close she could smell their morning breath, their floral shampoos.

Ruby’s right hand left her thigh. She held it up, examining her own fingers in the light, as if judging their suitability. Then, she lowered it. The first touch was not on her pussy, but a single, slow stroke from the bottom of her slit, up through her folds, gathering the slickness that had already gathered there. Then Ruby positioned her hand. Her index finger, glistening with Amy’s moisture, pressed against her entrance. Amy flinched, a full-body jolt that made the table legs squeak against the linoleum floor. Her eyes squeezed shut. She couldn’t look at the faces anymore.

The pressure increased. The blunt tip of Ruby’s finger pressed inward, breaching her slowly. Ruby slid her finger in to the knuckle, then paused, letting the reality of it sink in for everyone watching. Amy could feel every millimeter of that embedded finger, a claiming stake driven into the core of her pussy before an audience. Her breath came in ragged pants.

Then Ruby began to move. A slow, deliberate withdrawal, then a smooth, firm push back in. The rhythm was unmistakable. A gentle, rhythmic fucking. The wet, slick sound of her passage filled the hushed hall.

Shlick... shlick... shlick.

A moan tore from Amy’s throat. Her back arched slightly off the cold table, her small breasts lifting. Her hands, which had been gripping the edges of the table, now clenched into impotent fists. The girls watching were mesmerized. The giggles had stopped, replaced by an intense, focused silence. They leaned in, eyes wide, watching the pale, slender form on the table, watching the dark, confident hand moving between her spread legs. They watched the way Amy’s body trembled, the way her hips began to make tiny, matching circles against Ruby’s thrusting finger.

“She’s so tight,” Ruby commented clinically, increasing the pace slightly. “A virgin just yesterday. Now look at her. Taking a finger like she was made for it.”

Another moan spilled from Amy’s lips. She was lost in the sensation, the awful public shame of it burning away under the relentless, skilled friction inside her. The eyes on her were no longer just judgment; they were witnesses to her undoing, to her transformation. And a dark, shocking part of her thrilled at that.

Then Ruby slowed. She pulled her finger almost all the way out, making Amy whimper at the loss. She held up her hand again, two fingers now pressed together. They shined under the lights.

“She’s ready for more,” Ruby announced.

She didn’t ask. She simply positioned her middle finger alongside her index and pressed both tips against Amy’s stretched, glistening entrance.

Amy’s eyes flew open.

“N-no...” she breathed, but it was a plea devoid of conviction. Her body was already pulsing, aching for the fullness.

Ruby pushed. The stretch was significant, a burning, delicious pressure that made Amy gasp. She watched, horrified and fascinated, as the two fingers sank into her, inch by inch, before forty pairs of eyes. Her head thrashed side to side on the hard wood, her blonde hair fanning out.

Once fully sheathed, Ruby began to move again. A deeper, more potent rhythm. Her fingers fucked into Amy with a steady, piston-like motion. The lewd, wet chorus echoed in the hall. Amy’s moans became a continuous, low stream of sound. Her hips rolled and bucked, meeting Ruby’s thrusts, seeking more friction, more depth. Her small breasts bounced with the movement, pink nipples drawn tight.

The girls were no longer silent. Whispers crisscrossed the room.

“Look at her move...” “She’s loving it...” “I can’t believe this...” The giggles returned, but now they were edged with awe and a shared, voyeuristic excitement. Ruby’s expression was one of intense concentration and deep satisfaction. Her fingers worked tirelessly, curling, scissoring slightly, exploring the hot, clutching depths she had claimed as her own. Amy was completely at her mercy, her pleasure orchestrated for a crowd.

The heat in Amy’s belly was coiling again. Her breaths came in sobbing hitches. She was approaching the edge, the precipice of a climax, and she was going to tumble over in front of everyone.

Her cries grew more frantic. Her hands scrabbled at the smooth tabletop, finding no purchase.

“Ruby... please... I’m...”

“I know,” Ruby said. She leaned over slightly, driving her fingers in deeper, her thumb finding Amy’s clit and pressing a firm, circular pattern against it.

That was it. Amy’s body seized. A sharp, broken scream was torn from her lungs as the orgasm ripped through her. It was a public convulsion. Her back arched violently off the table, only Ruby’s grip on her thigh keeping her from falling. Her inner muscles clenched and fluttered around the thrusting fingers, milking them rhythmically. The room erupted in a cacophony of shocked gasps, more giggles, and a few low, impressed whistles. They had seen it all. The trembling, the penetration, the unabashed, vocal climax.

As the last tremors subsided, leaving Amy a boneless, weeping wreck on the table, Ruby slowly withdrew her glistening fingers. She held them up for a moment, letting the evidence gleam, before casually wiping them on the leg of her own shorts.

Warden Susy, who had watched the entire proceedings with that same unreadable, analytical expression, finally uncrossed her arms. She gave a single, crisp nod, as if a satisfactory experiment had concluded.

“Have fun, girls,” she said, her tone flat and dismissive. Then, without another glance at the ruined girl on the table or the electrified crowd, she turned on her heel and walked out of the common hall.

The moment the door shut behind her, the tension in the room snapped. A cheer went up - a collective release of scandalized energy. The circle around the table tightened further. Amy lay exposed, spent, and trembling, the echo of her own cries and the girls’ cheers ringing in her ears. Ruby stood over her, a victorious queen, her dark eyes scanning the eager, curious faces of their audience.

Ruby’s hands slid under her back and knees once more, lifting her from the table. Ruby set her on her feet, but her legs were liquid, buckling instantly. Ruby’s arm hooked around her waist, holding her upright, pressing Amy’s back firmly against her own front. Amy could feel the soft cotton of Ruby’s t-shirt, the firm band of her shorts’ waistband against the small of her back.

“Easy,” Ruby murmured into her ear.

“We’re not done. The show’s just starting.”

Ruby’s other hand came up, fingers threading into the long, tangled cascade of Amy’s blonde hair at the nape of her neck. Ruby gathered a thick handful of hair, pulling it over Amy’s shoulder.

“Such pretty hair,” Ruby mused aloud, for the benefit of the rapt audience. “So... useful.”

With deliberate movements, Ruby began to braid. Her fingers were swift and sure, weaving the thick strands together into a tight, solid rope. Amy stood frozen, feeling every pull and twist, the rasp of hair against hair the only sound in the now-quieting room. The girls watched, mesmerized, as Ruby fashioned a crude, living cord from Amy’s own body. She braided it down to the ends, then took the thick plait and brought it behind Amy’s back.

What is she doing? The thought was a panic-stricken flutter.

Ruby took Amy’s right wrist, guiding it behind her back. Then, she wrapped the braided rope of hair around both wrists, once, twice, pulling it taut. Amy’s arms were forced together at the small of her back. The bind was tight, unyielding. The pressure was not painful, but it was absolute. The final tug secured the ends of the braid around itself, a knot that was inseparable from the rope that formed it. Amy’s own hair, her defining feature, now held her prisoner.

Ruby stepped back, surveying her work. Amy stood nude in the center of the room, her slender arms pinned behind her by the pale rope of her hair. Her small breasts were thrust forward by the posture, her back slightly arched. Every curve, every dip, was exposed. There was no hiding, no covering. The girls’ eyes drank in the sight - the helpless posture, the flush on her skin, the damp evidence of her recent pleasure glistening between her still-trembling thighs.

“There,” Ruby said, satisfaction rich in her voice. “A proper presentation.”

She placed a firm hand between Amy’s shoulder blades and pushed. Amy stumbled forward, her balance compromised by the binding, until she stood in the very center of the open floor. The circle of girls tightened around her, a wall of flannel pajamas and eager faces. The air was close, warm with their breath and excitement.

“Down,” Ruby commanded, her voice leaving no room for hesitation.

Amy’s eyes, wide and glistening, sought Ruby’s. She found only cool certainty behind the glasses. A final, silent plea died in her throat. Slowly, awkwardly, she lowered herself. With her hands bound, she had to rely on her core and legs, sinking first to her knees on the hard linoleum. The floor was cold and unyielding. She then leaned forward, her bound arms forcing her chest out, until her shoulder and the side of her face met the ground.

Ruby stood over her for a moment, a queen surveying her subject. Then, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her own shorts. With a slow, deliberate shimmy, she pushed the soft fabric down over her hips, past her thighs, and let them fall to her ankles. Her thumbs slid into the waistband of her panties. Down they went, revealing the dark, neat triangle of hair at the junction of her thighs, the full, rounded swell of her buttocks. She kicked the underwear aside, standing completely naked except for her t-shirt and glasses. She turned, giving the room a view of her back, her own ass a perfect, generous sphere, before her gaze settled back on Amy, cowering on the floor.

Without a word, Ruby stepped over Amy’s prone body. She straddled her, one knee on either side of Amy’s ribs, facing her feet. Then, she lowered herself backward.

Amy’s world disappeared.

The warm, heavy weight of Ruby’s ass settled fully over Amy’s face, smothering her. The soft, pillowy flesh enveloped her nose and mouth. For a terrifying second, Amy couldn’t breathe. She instinctively tried to turn her head, but Ruby’s weight was immovable. Panic flared, bright and white. Then, her nostrils flared, dragging in air through the tight seal of flesh.

And the smell hit her, the unique, earthy scent of Ruby, concentrated and potent. And beneath it, faint but unmistakable, a darker, organic hint, the intimate evidence of a body’s functions. The smell of her asshole. A wicked, delighted laugh bubbled from Ruby above her.

“Mmm. That’s it. Get a good whiff, Stockton. Breathe me in.”

The girls erupted. Laughter, cheers, clapping. Ruby began to move. A slow, grinding rotation of her hips. The smooth skin of her ass cheeks rubbed against Amy’s face. Amy could feel the firm cleft of Ruby’s ass pressed against her nose and mouth.

“She’s so soft, isn’t she?” Ruby called out to the audience.

“A perfect little pillow.”

The laughter grew. After a long, humiliating minute, Ruby lifted herself slightly. Cool air rushed over Amy’s wet, heated face. She gasped, dragging in a ragged breath that still tasted of Ruby’s skin. Ruby didn’t get up. She shifted, turning to look over her shoulder at the crowd of girls, her ass still hovering just above Amy’s prone head.

“Come on, girls,” Ruby said.

“Don’t be shy. She’s all warmed up for you.” A grin spread across her face. It was as if a spell broke. A tall girl with red hair and a smattering of freckles was the first to step forward.

“Hell yes,” she muttered, her voice thick with excitement.

She didn’t hesitate. She shoved her flannel pajama bottoms and underwear down in one rough push, stepping out of them. She was leaner than Ruby, with a smaller, firmer ass. She followed Ruby’s example, stepping over Amy and lowering herself backwards. The weight was different, the smell was different - a lighter, soapier scent. But the act was the same. Amy’s world went dark again, filled with the press of unfamiliar flesh, the sound of the girl’s giggles vibrating through her body into Amy’s skull, the roar of the crowd cheering her on.

The girl ground down for thirty seconds, maybe a minute, before hopping up with a laugh. She pulled her pants back on, disappearing back into the crowd, which patted her on the back as if she’d scored a goal.

Another girl was already moving. A curvier brunette. Then a petite Asian girl. Then a muscular blonde. A queue formed, a loose, giggling, jostling line of forty young women, all eager for a turn. The common hall became a chaotic, charged carnival. Music from someone’s phone started playing a pulsing, bass-heavy pop song. The cheers and claps fell into rhythm with it.

Amy lost all sense of time, of sequence. She became a fixture, a piece of living furniture. Face after face sat upon her. Ass after ass. Each one was a new universe of sensation. Some smelled of lavender lotion, some of sweat, some of nothing but clean skin. The line was orderly in its chaos. A girl would finish, get up, pull her clothes on, and melt back into the cheering crowd, making space for the next. The applause was for each participant. Amy was the constant, the silent, bound center of it all.

Through the haze, she saw snippets. Ruby, now dressed again in her shorts, leaning against a wall with her arms crossed, watching the procession with a proud, proprietorial smile. She met Amy’s bleary gaze each time a new girl stood up, and her smile would widen, as if to say, See? You belong to all of us now.

The queue continued. The music played. The laughter rang. Amy lay on the floor, her own hair biting into her wrists, her face a used, slick altar for the sisterhood’s initiation ritual. She lost count. The faces and bodies blurred into a continuous stream of warmth and pressure. Her body throbbed with a strange, exhausted arousal, a beaten-down hum that resonated with each new weight. She was the dorm’s new pet, their plaything, their shared secret.

As the last few girls in line took their turns, the initial frenetic energy began to wane, replaced by a sated, buzzing camaraderie. The final girl, a shy-looking thing with glasses similar to Ruby’s, practically jumped up after a few seconds, her face scarlet. A final, weary cheer went up.

The music clicked off. Footsteps approached. She knew the cadence. Ruby’s hands were on her again, rolling her onto her back. Ruby’s fingers went to the knot in the braid behind Amy’s back. With a few deft tugs, it came loose. The brutal tension on Amy’s scalp released. A wave of relief so profound it was almost painful washed over her.

Ruby didn’t help her up. She simply stood, looking down at the ruined girl on the floor, pale skin mottled from the cold and pressure, face glistening and smeared, eyes vacant and red-rimmed, slender limbs limp.

“Class dismissed,” Ruby said to the room, her voice conversational, as if ending a lecture. Then she looked directly at Amy, and her voice dropped, a private thread in the public space.

“Welcome to Lucia, Amy. Really welcome.”
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The girls went to college and tired Amy went to her room. she lay on the narrow bed, the thin mattress offering no comfort to her aching body. She stared at the ceiling, at a small water stain shaped like a continent. Her mind was a static-filled void, unable to process, only to feel. She had orgasmed, for the first time in her life. A part of her, a part she was terrified to acknowledge, had liked it. The excitement of the unknown, the thrill of being the center of such fierce, focused attention... it whispered to her from beneath the shame.

This is new, she thought, her fingers tracing the rough weave of the blanket beside her. The Amy who had unpacked her textbooks yesterday was gone. Someone else lay in this bed, naked and used, and that someone was... curious.

The door clicked open.

Amy flinched, curling instinctively into a fetal position, arms crossing over her small breasts. She hadn’t locked it. She hadn’t thought to.

Three figures spilled into the small room, a wave of perfume, cigarette smoke, and giggling energy that instantly displaced the heavy silence. In front was a girl Amy vaguely recognized - the one from her first day on campus, the one chewed bubble gum and teased her at college entrance. She wore a different skirt today, denim and impossibly short, and she was blowing a large pink bubble of gum. Her dyed-blonde bob was messy, artfully tousled, and her bright blue eyes locked onto Amy with predatory interest.

“Hey, sweetie,” the girl said, popping her bubble with a sharp snap.

“How are you holding up? We heard there was a real party in the common hall this morning.” She pouted in mock sympathy. “We had to go to this lame off-campus thing last night. Slept right through the alarm. Total bummer.”

The two girls behind her filtered in. One was tall and lean, her dark hair intricately braided and piled high on her head like a crown. She had a quiet, watchful energy, her eyes sweeping over Amy’s curled form with analytical calm. The other was shorter, stockier, with a round, friendly face currently split by a wide, mischievous grin. They closed the door, leaning against it, effectively blocking the exit.

Amy’s heart hammered against her ribs. She tried to sit up, to grab for the blanket, but her movements were slow, clumsy with exhaustion and shock. “I... I’m fine,” she whispered, the lie pathetic even to her own ears.

The blonde girl just smiled. It was a wide, warm smile that didn’t quite reach her calculating eyes.

“Don’t worry, we’re here to make it up to you.” She swung a small leather backpack off her shoulder, dropping it onto Ruby’s bed with a thump.

“By the way, I’m Candy. This is Val,” she nodded to the tall, braided girl, who gave a silent, regal incline of her head, “and that’s Frankie.” The stocky girl wiggled her fingers in a playful wave.

Candy unzipped her bag. Her hand emerged holding something that made Amy’s breath catch. It was a strap-on dildo. It was huge. Made of sleek, flesh-toned silicone, it had a pronounced, veined shaft that curved slightly upward, ending in a broad, rounded tip. The harness was simple, black nylon webbing. It looked less like a toy and more like a tool, a weapon of pure, blunt intention.

Amy’s eyes widened. She couldn’t look away. A strange, electric current shot down her spine, settling low in her belly. Candy watched her reaction, the smile on her lips turning knowing. The other two girls smiled too, seeing the unguarded fascination on Amy’s cute, tear-stained face. They moved to the edges of the room, settling in. Val leaned against the dresser, arms crossed, a silent spectator. Frankie hopped up to sit on Amy’s desk, kicking her legs like a child at a movie theater.

“Don’t be shy,” Candy purred. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her denim skirt and shimmied it down over her hips in one smooth motion. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. The skirt pooled at her ankles, revealing long, toned legs, a narrow waist, and a thatch of trimmed blonde hair of her pussy. She picked up the harness, stepping into the leg loops with the practiced ease of someone putting on a favorite jacket. She pulled the webbing up, adjusted the central O-ring, and fastened the buckle at the small of her back. The empty ring hung against her lower belly. Then, she took the silicone shaft. She made a show of it, holding it up, giving it a little squeeze, her eyes never leaving Amy’s. With a soft, wet sound from a small bottle of lube she produced from her bag, she slicked the entire length of the toy, making it gleam under the overhead light. The smell of artificial strawberries mixed with the room’s dust.

Amy watched, mesmerized, as Candy aligned the base of the dildo with the O-ring and pushed it through. It clicked into place. The effect was transformative. The toy was no longer separate; it became an extension of Candy. It jutted out from her pelvis, huge and heavy, the weight of it making the harness straps dig slightly into her hip bones. It hung there, a blatant, intimidating proposition.

Candy took a step forward, the dildo swaying with the motion.

“You are soo cute,” she repeated, her voice dropping to a husky register.

“All tired and used up, lying there. But I think you’ve got a little more in you, don’t you?”

Amy couldn’t speak. Her mouth was dry.

Candy closed the distance between them. The bed dipped as she put one knee on the mattress, then the other, straddling Amy’s legs. She loomed over her, a blonde goddess armed with silicone. Candy reached down, her fingers not touching Amy’s body, but instead tracing a line in the air above her, from her collarbone, down between her breasts, over the quivering plane of her abdomen.

“Such a pretty little canvas,” Candy murmured.

“Ruby did some interesting work. But she works in... sketches. Quick studies.” Candy’s bright blue eyes burned with intensity. “I like to take my time. I like to paint in oils.”

Her hands finally made contact. They were warm, slightly rough. They settled on Amy’s hips, fingers splaying possessively over the sharp bones. Candy’s thumbs stroked the delicate skin of Amy’s hip creases, making her shiver.

“This,” she glanced down at the strap-on, “is a lot to take. Especially for a first-timer. But I’m good at what I do.” She leaned down, bringing her face close to Amy’s. Amy could smell the bubble gum on her breath, see the faint smudge of eyeliner at the corner of her eye.

“You want to try, don’t you? You want to see if you can.”

Candy’s hands moved from Amy’s hips, sliding under her thighs. She pulled, gently but firmly, easing Amy’s legs further apart, bending her knees until her feet were flat on the mattress. The position was profoundly open, vulnerable. Amy’s heart was a frantic bird in her chest.

Candy shifted her own weight, settling more firmly between Amy’s spread thighs. The silicone tip of the strap-on, cool and slick, brushed against the inside of Amy’s knee. The contact was electric. Amy gasped, her back arching slightly off the bed.

“Shhh,” Candy soothed, one hand coming up to stroke Amy’s cheek. “Just feel it.”

She reached down between their bodies, her fingers finding Amy’s core. Amy flinched at the direct touch, but Candy’s fingers were skilled, circling, gathering the wetness that proved Amy’s treacherous arousal. She coated the head of the strap-on with it, the silicone glistening. Amy watched, hypnotized, as Candy positioned the broad, rounded tip. It pressed against  her pussy.

“So small,” Candy whispered, more to herself than to Amy. She adjusted her angle, the tip dragging upwards through damp folds, leaving a wet trail, until it found its target. The pressure changed, becoming centered, focused. The blunt, slick silicone nudged against Amy’s virgin entrance.

Amy’s whole body went taut. Her fingers clawed at the bedsheet. Her eyes were wide, locked on Candy’s face. The toy felt massive, impossible. Her body clenched in automatic, fearful rejection. Candy didn’t push. Not yet. She held the pressure, letting Amy feel the insistent, unyielding presence of it. She leaned down again, her lips brushing the shell of Amy’s ear.

“Breathe, sweetie,” she whispered, her voice a velvet command. “Just breathe. And let me in.”

She didn’t shove. She didn’t thrust. She pressed. A slow, relentless increase of force. Amy’s body screamed in protest. Her inner muscles, tiny and virginal, clenched in a fierce, automatic spasm, trying to bar the gate. The rounded tip pushed against that tight ring of muscle, stretching it, demanding entry. The stretch was a bright, burning line of pain. Amy whimpered, her head pressing back into the thin pillow, her eyes squeezing shut. Her fingers twisted in the bedsheet.

“Breathe, sweetie,” Candy commanded, her own breath coming a little faster. “You have to breathe out.”

Amy gasped, a ragged inhale, and on the shaky exhale, Candy pushed forward another fraction of an inch.

The sensation was seismic. A tearing, burning fullness that was so acute it blurred the line between pain and something else entirely. The thick crown of the dildo breached her, popping past that initial resistance with a soft, wet sound. Amy cried out, a short, sharp sound that was swallowed by the tense silence of the room. She was open. Stretched around an impossible girth. And it was only the tip.

From her perch on the desk, Frankie let out a low, appreciative whistle. Val, leaning against the dresser, uncrossed her arms, her dark eyes fixed on the point where flesh met silicone.

Candy paused, letting Amy adjust to the brutal new reality. She rotated her hips slightly, a tiny, grinding motion that made the silicone head move inside Amy, rubbing against her screaming inner walls

Then, Candy began to push in earnest. It was a slow, torturous invasion. Inch by terrifying inch, the thick, veined shaft disappeared into Amy’s slender body. The stretch was continuous, a burning ache that radiated outwards from her core, making her thighs tremble and her toes curl. Her channel, so small and untouched, was forced to accommodate a girth it was never designed for. She felt every ridge, every subtle vein of the toy as it forged its path inward. It was too much.

The full, impossible length of the strap-on was buried inside Amy. The ache was immense, a full, throbbing pressure that consumed her lower abdomen. She couldn’t breathe. She could only feel the overwhelming presence inside her. A guttural moan, torn from a place beyond pain, ripped from Amy’s throat. That was the signal Candy was waiting for.

She withdrew. Not all the way, but a slow, slick slide out until just the tip remained, stretching her entrance. The relief of the retreat was almost as shocking as the penetration. Then, with a snap of her hips, Candy pushed back in.

The thrust was harder, more confident. It punched the air from Amy’s lungs in a choked gasp.

“Oh, God,” Amy slurred, her vision swimming.

Candy set a rhythm. Slow, deep, punishing thrusts. Each inward stroke stretched her brutally, the thick shaft rubbing against every nerve ending. Each withdrawal was a teasing loss, a hint of emptiness that made her clench helplessly around the retreating toy, only to be filled again, harder, deeper. The pace was methodical, relentless. The sound in the room was reduced to the wet, rhythmic slap of Candy’s pelvis against Amy’s pussy, their combined heavy breathing, and Amy’s broken, escalating moans.

Her small breasts, pale and tipped with hard, pink nipples, jiggled and bounced with each powerful drive of Candy’s hips. The sight seemed to drive Candy wild. She leaned forward, bracing one hand on the mattress beside Amy’s head, her tank top gaping to give Amy a dizzying view of her small, perfect breasts swaying with the motion. The other hand slid up Amy’s body, fingers skimming her ribs before closing over one small breast. She squeezed, pinched the nipple, rolling it between her fingers. The sharp, bright pain there fused with the deep, throbbing ache below, creating a feedback loop of sensation that left Amy mindless.

“That’s it,” Candy grunted, her rhythm increasing incrementally. The thrusts came faster, harder. The bedsprings began a metallic protest, squeaking in time.

“Take it. You love it, don’t you? You love being my little fucktoy.”

Amy couldn’t deny it. Her body was answering for her. Between her legs, a flood of wetness gathered, easing the brutal friction, turning the searing pain into a slick, burning stretch. The sound grew wetter, messier. She was sobbing now, tears streaming down her temples into her hair, but her hips had begun to move. A tiny, reflexive jerk upwards to meet Candy’s downward strokes. She was fucking herself on the toy, seeking that devastating friction against that magical inner spot.

“Look at her go,” Frankie chuckled from the desk, her voice husky.

Val said nothing, but her hand had drifted to her own thigh, rubbing slowly over her pajama pants.

Candy noticed Amy’s movement and a savage grin split her face.

“There she is. There’s the hungry little cunt.” She changed her angle slightly, driving upwards now, hitting that deep spot with unerring accuracy on every thrust.

Ah! Ah! God!

Amy’s cries were wordless, punctuating each impact. The pleasure was building, a terrifying wave rising from the bedrock of pain. The pace became brutal. Candy was fucking her in earnest now, like a man possessed, her lean muscles corded with effort. Sweat dripped from her chin onto Amy’s chest. The slap of skin on skin was loud, rhythmic, obscene. Amy’s body was a ragdoll, jolted with every powerful stroke. Her cries rose in pitch, becoming screams that were muffled only by her own raw throat.

And then, she felt it. A new wetness, warmer, thicker, mingling with her own copious juices. A coppery tang hit the air, cutting through the scent of sweat and silicone lube. Candy’s thrusts pulled it out, smearing it on Amy’s inner thighs, painting the harness straps. Blood. Her virgin tissue, stretched beyond its limits, had given a little. It was proof. Proof of her violation, her surrender, her transformation.

Her orgasm didn’t crest; it detonated.

It ripped through her with a violence that dwarfed anything Ruby had given her. It was a full-body convulsion, a white-hot seizure of pure, unadulterated ecstasy that had its roots in the very ache of her stretching flesh. Her back arched off the bed, a strangled scream tearing from her lips. Her channel clamped down on the massive invading shaft with a series of brutal, milking spasms that were as much a final resistance as they were a rapturous welcome. Juices - her own, mixed with the faint, telltale pink of blood gushed out around the toy, soaking the bed beneath her hips in a warm, sticky flood.

Candy rode her through it, her thrusts becoming short, jagged jabs, grinding the silicone deep into Amy’s pussy, prolonging the agony and the ecstasy until Amy was sobbing, begging wordlessly for mercy, her body spent and shaking.

Finally, Candy stilled, buried to the hilt, panting heavily. She looked down at the wrecked girl beneath her. Amy was a vision of debauchery: tear-streaked face, bruised lips, small breasts heaving, body glistening with sweat, and the evidence of her brutal deflowering smeared across her thighs and the sheets.

Candy slowly pulled out.

The toy, once it was free, was glistening with a slick mixture of clear lubricant, Amy’s cream, and streaks of bright, fresh blood.

Candy looked at it, then at Amy’s ruined, open entrance, which pulsed weakly, swollen and glistening. A slow smile of deep satisfaction spread across her face.

“Perfect,” she breathed.
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The morning light through the classroom window felt accusing. The lecture hall for “Textile Science 101” was half-full, buzzing with the low chatter of two dozen students. Amy sat, her spine rigid, trying to merge with the beige wall behind her. Every shift in her seat sent a fresh chorus of aches through her body - a deep, persistent throb between her legs, a tender soreness in her jaw, the ghost of countless hands on her skin.  Most were girls she now vaguely recognized from the common hall, from the ring of watching faces. They didn’t stare openly. They were subtler. A glance held a beat too long from a brunette two rows ahead. A whisper behind a hand, followed by a shared giggle that made Amy’s ears burn. A girl passing her aisle to sharpen a pencil let her fingers trail over Amy’s shoulder, a touch that was neither accidental nor friendly. It was a knowing touch. They all knew.

When the door finally swung open, a wave of stale air preceded him. Jambo. He was a man in his late thirties, soft in the middle with a pronounced pot belly that strained the fabric of a worn, coffee-stained sweater. He moved with a sighing lethargy, dropping a battered leather satchel on the desk with a thud. His dark hair was thinning, greasy. And there, caught in the bristles of his unkempt mustache and at the corner of his mouth, were the unmistakable remains of his breakfast - flecks of sesame seed, a smear of yellowish sauce.

The smell followed him - grease, fried onions, processed meat. The ghost of a fast-food burger. It filled the front of the room.

He didn’t greet the class. He simply opened a textbook, cleared his throat wetly, and began to drone about the “socio-political contexts of Dutch Golden Age portraiture.” His voice was a monotone, devoid of passion. The students reacted immediately, the energy slumping. Phones emerged. Notebooks closed. A girl in the front row began meticulously drawing vines in her margin.

Amy tried to focus, to lose herself in dates and names. But her body ached, and the smell of old meat was nauseating. She wrote “Vermeer” and “camera obscura” without absorbing their meaning.

Jambo’s gaze, dull and roving, swept over the disinterested class. It passed over the top of a phone, over a doodle, and landed. On her. The new face. The nervous girl in the back.

He paused his mumbling lecture. “You,” he said, his voice gaining a fraction of interest. He pointed a thick finger with a grimy nail directly at her. “What’s your name, sweety?”

Every pair of eyes in the room swung to her.

“I’m... Amy,” she said, her voice a mouse-squeak.

“Amy,” he repeated, as if tasting the name. He leaned back against his desk, crossing his arms over his belly. “No one told me about a new girl. Which room are you in?”

Amy felt the collective intake of breath. She saw the smirks start to form.

“I’m in... 312,” she whispered.

For the remaining forty minutes, Amy felt his occasional glances like pinpricks on her skin. She didn’t hear a word about Rembrandt’s chiaroscuro. She just counted the seconds until escape.
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The college canteen was a cacophony of clattering trays and shouted conversations. Amy sat alone at the end of a long table, pushing a limp salad around her plate. The food was unappealing; her body felt both hollow and overly full of jangling nerves. She was adrift, a ghost in the bustling midday crowd.

A shadow fell across her tray. A familiar, lavender-and-smoke scent cut through the smell of steamed vegetables. Ruby stood beside the table, a tray balanced in one hand. She looked effortlessly casual in a tight black t-shirt and ripped jeans, her dark curls a wild frame for her glasses. Her expression was unreadable.

“How are you, sweety?” Ruby asked.

Amy’s heart hammered. She tried to smile, but it felt brittle and nervous on her lips.

“I’m... okay.”

Ruby’s dark eyes scanned her face, seeing the fatigue, the lingering shock, the faint traces of yesterday’s tears. A small, knowing smile touched the corner of her mouth. She gave Amy’s chin a little squeeze.

“Eat your greens,” Ruby said, her tone lightly mocking. “You’ll need your strength.” She winked, then turned and walked away, melting into the crowd without a backward glance.
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Evening light slanted through the thin curtains of Room 312, turning everything golden and soft. Amy stepped out of the attached bathroom wrapped in a thin white towel, droplets still clinging to her collarbone and the tops of her small breasts. The towel barely reached mid-thigh; every move threatened to flash more skin.

Her skin still stung from the morning’s scratches: faint red lines across her thighs and ribs where nails had dragged. Ruby lounged on the joined beds, legs crossed, scrolling lazily on her phone.

Amy padded to the small mirror bolted to the wall. She unwound the towel from her hair, letting the long chestnut strands fall wet and heavy down her back. She started toweling it gently, section by section. The motion made the towel slip a little lower on her chest; one pale nipple peeked out for a second before she tugged it back up.

She dropped the bath towel to the floor and stepped into the skirt, zipping it high on her narrow waist. No bra tonight, her nipples were too sore for anything tight. The hem barely skimmed the tops of her thighs. She pulled the crop top over her head; it clung damply to her skin, outlining the small, stiff peaks of her breasts.

The door handle rattled, then turned. The door swung inward and Professor Jambo filled the frame. He looked even softer, more rumpled in the evening light. His sweater was the same stained one, his pot belly leading the way. Ruby glanced over the top of her book, her expression flat.

“Hey, sir,” she said.

Jambo’s eyes, small and dark behind his smudged glasses, swept past Ruby and locked onto Amy. A slow, unpleasant smile spread across his face, disturbing the crumbs in his mustache.

“Ruby,” he grunted, his voice a low rumble.

“You bad girl. You didn’t tell me about your new roommate.”

Ruby let out a soft, airy giggle, a sound that held no real humor.

“I was about to tell you.” She said it like it was the most obvious thing in the world, like his presence in their dorm room at night was a scheduled event.

Amy greets him.

“Hi, sir,” she whispered, her voice thin.

Jambo didn’t acknowledge her greeting. His gaze was a physical weight, traveling from her face, down the line of her camisole, over the small swell of her breasts, down to the scandalous hem of her skirt. He licked his lips, a quick, pink flash. Then, with a sigh of mundane effort, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his wrinkled trousers. He pushed them down, along with a pair of stained gray boxers, in one clumsy motion. They pooled around his ankles, revealing his throbbing big black cock. It was erect, thick and ruddy, standing out from his body at a slight angle. It throbbed visibly in the still air, a vein pulsing along its length. Amy’s breath caught. Her eyes widened. It was the first time she had ever seen one. In person, in the flesh.

Ruby, meanwhile, had picked her book back up. She opened it to the dog-eared page, as if Jambo’s naked lower half was no more interesting than a piece of furniture. She reached to her side table, picked up a neatly rolled joint, and put it to her lips. A lighter flicked, the flame catching. The acrid, sweet smell of weed began to curl into the air, mixing with the smell of him.

“Come on, sweety undress,” Jambo said, his voice dropping to a gravelly murmur.

Amy’s breath caught. “No Sir, please.

Ruby looked up.

“Better obey Jambo,” she said.

“Otherwise, I’ll make you obey. And you know how mean I can get when I’m annoyed.”

Amy had no other option. Her hands moved to the side tie of her denim skirt, her fingers fumbling with the simple knot. It came loose. She pushed the soft fabric down over her hips. It whispered down her legs to puddle on the floor. She stood naked.

Jambo took a heavy step forward, kicking free of his trousers. He turned her and pushed her backwards toward her own narrow bed. The back of her knees hit the mattress and she folded onto it, falling onto her back. He followed her down, his body a heavy, warm blanket that smelled of burgers and stale sweat. He didn’t waste time. His face descended, his mouth covering hers.

It wasn’t a kiss. It was a consumption. His lips were wet, slack. His tongue pushed past her teeth immediately, thick and probing, tasting of coffee and meat. Amy’s head pressed into her pillow. She made a small, muffled sound. His weight was immense, crushing the air from her lungs. She could feel the hard, hot line of his erection pressing against her inner thigh.

He drank from her mouth, his tongue mapping her teeth, her palate, with a grotesque intimacy. One of his hands slid down, over her ribcage, her flat stomach, and then between her legs. His fingers were blunt, calloused. They found her folds, already slick with a traitorous wetness her fear and shock couldn’t suppress. He grunted into her mouth, a sound of approval.

He broke the kiss, saliva stringing between their mouths. He shifted his weight, his knees pushing her legs apart. He positioned himself at her entrance, the broad, spongy head of his cock nudging against her pussy. Amy’s eyes shut tight. Her body was a tense line of anticipation.

This is it.  A real one.

He pushed.

The sensation was a shock of fullness, different from the strap-on. This was living heat, a pulsing, velvety hardness. It breached her, stretching her tender, recently used passage. A low, guttural moan escaped her lips. He sank into her slowly, with a wet, yielding sound. Amy could feel every inch as he filled her, a deep, burning stretch that made her toes curl. He was thick, and he buried himself to the hilt, his soft belly pressing against her pelvis. He held there for a moment, letting her adjust, his breath hot and ragged in her ear.

Then he began to move.

A slow, deep withdrawal, then a thrust back in. The pace was measured, almost lazy at first. Each stroke dragged against her inner walls, a friction that ignited the raw nerves Candy had already exposed. From the other side of bed, the soft crackle of paper as Ruby turned a page. A long, slow exhale of weed smoke.

Jambo’s pace began to increase. The slow, deep thrusts became more urgent, more rhythmic. The bed, a cheap hostel-issue frame, started a rhythmic creak-creak in time with his hips. The sound was obscenely loud in the small room. Amy’s moans became sharper, punctuating each drive. Her hands, which had been lying limp at her sides, came up. They didn’t push him away. They fluttered, then settled on his broad, sweater-clad back, feeling the muscles work beneath the wool.

He was ramming into her now, his hips slapping against her upturned thighs. The force of it jolted her body up the bed. Her head bumped the wall. The pain was sharper now, a burning stretch with each impact, but her body was betraying her utterly. A coil of heat, familiar and terrifying, was tightening deep in her core. Her channel, despite its soreness, was clenching around him, slick and eager.

“Fuck,” Jambo grunted, his voice a harsh whisper by her ear.

“Tight little virgin cunt. Knew it.”

He lowered his head, his mouth leaving a wet trail down her neck. His mouth found  one of her small, peaked nipple. He sucked it in, his tongue rough and flat against the sensitive bud. He bit down, gently at first, then harder. Amy gasped, her back arching, offering herself more fully to his mouth and his cock.

The dual assault was overwhelming. The deep, pounding fullness below. The sharp, possessive pain on her breast. Her mind fragmented. She was no longer a person, but a collection of raw, singing nerves. The creak of the bed, the wet slap of skin, Jambo’s ragged breathing, her own helpless whimpers - it was a symphony of her own defilement. And through it all, the silent, smoky witness on the other side of the bed.

Jambo’s thrusts became erratic, frantic. He was chasing his end, his body slamming into hers with a brutal, final urgency. The pain flared, but Amy was beyond it now, riding a wave of something dark and inevitable. Her own climax gathered, not as a sharp peak, but as a deep, rolling quake of submission. Her inner muscles fluttered wildly around his driving length.

With a final, guttural groan that shook his entire frame, Jambo buried himself as deep as he could go. Amy felt a sudden, shocking warmth flood her insides. A pulsing, liquid heat as he released, jet after jet filling her, marking her in a way the strap-on never could. Her own orgasm crested in response, a silent, internal convulsion that milked his softening cock, drawing out every last drop.

He collapsed on top of her, a dead weight, panting heavily. The smell of sex and sweat and old food was overpowering. Amy lay beneath him, utterly spent, feeling the warm trickle of his release begin to seep out of her, onto her thighs and the sheets beneath.

After a moment, he pushed himself up with a grunt. He pulled out of her with a soft, wet sound. He stood, looking down at her sprawled, used body, his cock already shrinking, glistening with their mixed fluids. He didn’t say a word. He simply pulled up his boxers and trousers, fastened them, and turned for the door.

As he left, Ruby finally spoke, her voice calm and clear through the haze of smoke. “See you Thursday, sir?”

Jambo just grunted, the door closing behind him with a soft click.

Silence descended, broken only by Amy’s shaky breaths. She lay exposed, legs still splayed, the evidence of what just happened cooling on her skin. She felt hollowed out, claimed, and strangely, profoundly awake.

Ruby took a final drag of her joint, held it, then exhaled a slow, perfect smoke ring that drifted toward the ceiling. She glanced over at Amy, a faint, unreadable smile on her lips. “You okay, sweety?”

Amy turned her head on the pillow. She looked at Ruby, then down at the mess between her legs. She didn’t answer.

A moment later, Ruby’s shadow fell across Amy. Ruby stood beside the narrow bed, looking down. In one hand, she held the smoldering joint, its tip a glowing orange eye. She took a long, contemplative drag from the joint, holding the smoke in her lungs before exhaling a slow, fragrant cloud. She then sat on the edge of Amy’s bed, the mattress dipping under her weight.

“Here,” Ruby said. She held out the joint, pinched between her fingers. “Your turn.”

Amy stared at it. The paper was crinkled, the end damp from Ruby’s lips. It felt like a threshold more profound than the one she’d just been pushed across. Smoking was a Stockton taboo, a sure sign of delinquency her mother had warned about with grim fervor. But every other rule had been shattered.

Her fingers brushed Ruby’s as she took it. She brought the joint to her lips, mimicking what she’d seen. The paper tasted of ash and Ruby’s lip balm, something faintly sweet. She inhaled.

A violent, racking cough erupted from her chest, bending her double. Tears sprang to her eyes. She gasped for clean air, the joint nearly falling from her fingers. Ruby’s laughter was a soft, rich sound, devoid of mockery.

“Easy, sweety. You don’t fight it. You welcome it.” She took the joint back, her fingers steadying Amy’s shaking wrist for a moment.

Amy wiped her eyes, her throat raw. The initial shock receded, leaving behind a strange, buzzing emptiness in her head.

“Again,” Ruby instructed, offering it back.

This time, Amy was ready. She took a smaller, more cautious pull. She held the acrid smoke in her mouth for a second before tentatively drawing it into her lungs. She held it, her eyes watering slightly, then exhaled a thin, wispy stream.

Ruby watched her, a small, knowing smile playing on her lips. She took the final drag, extinguishing the roach in a small ceramic dish on the nightstand. Then she pulled her tight black t-shirt over her head. Her breasts, fuller than Amy’s with dark, pert nipples, were bared. She stood, shucking her jeans and underwear in one smooth motion, and stood naked in the golden pool of lamplight. Her body was a curve of confidence, the swell of her hips, the neat triangle of dark hair at the junction of her thighs, the smooth, glowing skin. She was art, unashamed. She turned back to the bed.

“Scoot over.”

Amy moved automatically. Ruby slid in beside her, the single bed suddenly impossibly small and intimate. The heat from her naked skin radiated against Amy’s side.

Then Ruby turned onto her side and opened her arms. Amy hesitated for only a heartbeat before turning into her, burying her face in the crook of Ruby’s neck. Amy’s arms went around Ruby’s waist, holding on as if she were the only solid thing in a spinning world. Ruby’s arms encircled her, one hand coming up to cradle the back of Amy’s head, fingers tangling in her damp hair. They fit together, skin to skin, curve to slender line.

Ruby’s smile was a vibration Amy felt against her cheek.

“See?” Ruby whispered, her breath warm on Amy’s temple. “It’s better when you stop fighting.”
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The first year of college became a blur of sensation and transformation, a shedding of skin that happened not in one painful tear, but in a thousand gradual slips. The joint in room 312 became a nightly ritual. The initial choke became a practiced, deep inhale. Weekends were for the off-campus parties in rattling Victorian houses, the air thick with sweat and bass and the same sweet smoke. Amy learned to dance, her body moving with a looser, more confident rhythm she didn’t recognize as her own. She learned to drink, cheap, fruity vodka mixes that burned less than the weed and to laugh loudly at nothing.

And there were guys. Boys, really, from the brother college across town. Their hands were eager and clumsy on her in dark corners, their kisses sloppy with beer. She let them. Sometimes in dusty bedrooms upstairs, sometimes in the backseats of their cars. Her “body count,” a term she learned from Candy, ticked upward. It felt less like a loss and more like a collection.

Her body changed. Her once small breasts grew fuller, rounding against her bras, becoming a curve she would catch sight of in mirrors and feel a jolt of foreign pride. Her ass, once barely there, took on a definite, shapely swell that filled out her jeans. She gained weight, but it was a weight of substance.
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A full year had slipped by like smoke.

Ruby had graduated in the spring. The joined beds felt too big without her weight pressing close every night. Amy kept them pushed together anyway. Habit. Memory. Power.

Amy sat cross-legged on her bed in a cropped tank and tiny sleep shorts, rolling a joint. She licked the paper, sealed it, lit the tip. First long drag curled smoke toward the ceiling. Her eyes half-closed in pleasure.

The door creaked open slowly.

A girl stood in the doorway, slim and small-framed, luggage clutched in both hands like a shield. She looked nervous but smiled anyway, small and hopeful.

Amy exhaled slow, smoke drifting between them. She tilted her head, studying the newcomer the way Ruby once studied her.

“Who are you, sweetie?”

The girl shifted. “Hi... I’m Rosy. I just joined. They said this is Room 312?”

“Welcome, dear,” Amy purred. “Come in.”

Rosy stepped inside, wheels of her suitcase rumbling softly on the floor.

Amy smiled wider. “Now, undress.”

Rosy blinked. “W-what?”

“It’s the ritual here.” Amy’s tone was calm, almost sweet. She tapped ash into an empty soda can on the nightstand. “Come on. Do it. Fast.”

––––––––

THE END
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Thank you so much for reading this book.

If you enjoyed this book, you may also like this femdom book bundle of above 100k words with femdom, cuckolding, pegging, feminization, honeymoon cuckolding and a lot more at a huge discount.

https://a.co/d/02ZJaIzC
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