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		Part One

		

		Cindy grew up in an area of Arkansas called Centerton, which is a small area on the edge of Bentonville. She was a shy girl that got a crush on her teacher Ms. Benson when she was thirteen years old. When her girlfriends were going boy crazy Cindy was still dreaming about running off with her teacher to become lovers. She grew up hiding her desire for women. She pretended to be straight and dated some young men but never felt comfortable in any man's company. Any man that made a pass at her was rebuffed quickly.

		When she was twenty-two years old she finally got up the nerve to enter a nightclub, Club Frisco that was known to be a place frequented by gays and lesbians. Cindy felt so apprehensive about entering the club that her heart was pounding in her breast. She didn't know what to do. She moved through the crowded room to the bar and ordered a gin and tonic. She stood there sipping her drink and checking out the room.

		She could not help notice the lovely looking woman approaching her because she had such lovely long hair that draped over her shoulders and moved like cascading water. The lights and mirrors in the room reflected in the hair. She looked to be about the same age as Cindy.

		Cindy thought the woman was just approaching the bar to order a drink. The long haired girl did move to the bar next to Cindy and order the same as Cindy was drinking. Then she turned to Cindy and smiled at her. She was standing so close that Cindy could feel her body pressing against her body. She could smell her perfume. The blond introduced herself as Erin and after Cindy told her, her name, she asked Cindy to dance with her.

		Cindy wanted to decline, but Erin took her by the hand and led her to the dance floor. Erin led and as they danced she flirted with Cindy. When the music changed to a romantic tune, Erin pulled Cindy close and placed both her hands on Cindy's behind. Cindy was shocked and looked around the room in fear that they would be seen.

		Cindy saw that most of the women on the dance floor and even some of the men were holding their dance partners by their butt. Cindy finally let her own hands slide down Erin's back and rest on the fashionable dress covering Erin's ass. Cindy could feel the large muscles in her butt move as she shifted her weight from one leg to the other. It was a sensual rhythmic dance of hips as their pubes rubbed against each.

		Erin placed her mouth against Cindy's ear and asked her if she wanted to get out of the place before she raped her right there on the dance floor. Cindy felt her throat tighten up as she tried to say something. Erin led her to the street. She led her to a waiting Uber.

		Cindy admitted that this was the first time she had ever been in a gay nightclub. Erin asked if she had ever been with a woman before. Erin blushed as she admitted that she had never been with anyone before. Erin beamed as she said, "I will have to make this very memorable for you then."

		They got in the Uber and held hands on their ride across town. Erin led Cindy to her small apartment off the square. As she closed the door behind them with the weight of her body, she locked the door and took Cindy in her arms and kissed her on the mouth.

		Cindy had dreamed about kissing a woman like that but when the blond actually pressed her lips against Cindy's mouth, Cindy froze for a moment. She was soon accustomed to the pleasant feeling of the soft lips. She opened her mouth and had a chill run down her back, as she felt Erin's tongue enter her mouth.

		Erin led Cindy into the sitting room and took her into her arms as they sat on the davenport. The kiss lingered on for the longest time. Erin undressed Cindy while they sat. She removed each item very slowly and draped them over the back of the couch. When Erin had Cindy naked to the waist she took her time feeling Cindy's breasts. They were not large but they were very sensitive. The feeling of Erin's abrasive tongue surface on her nipples had Cindy squirming like ants were crawling all over her flesh.

		Erin stood up and pulled Cindy to her feet. Their dresses fell to the floor in a pool around their feet. They stepped out of them and walked to the bedroom. Cindy was to find out just how much Erin had to be in charge.

		She gave Cindy the thrill of her first oral climax by kneeling between her legs and sucking her clitoris until Cindy was crying out her name in her first oral climax. Erin placed Cindy on her back across the bed, so that she could sit straddling Jodi's shoulders. That way she could look between her legs at Cindy's face as she moved her vagina over Cindy's mouth.

		The way Erin was sitting on her, Cindy could not use her arm to prevent Erin from forcing her to suck her pussy. Cindy felt the slimy juices in the canal, as she tasted her first cunt. Erin was rubbing her pussy on the mouth and nose of Cindy until she was about to make herself climax.

		Erin leaned back and slid forward until Cindy felt the puckered ring of Erin's asshole. Cindy would have never thought herself capable of even touching someone's asshole let alone put her tongue in one. In the heat of her passion she found that she could think of nothing more than tasting Erin's asshole. When Erin climaxed she just lay on top of her. Cindy was looking at the pink ring of Erin's asshole and vagina. The strawberry colored pubic hair looked like pink frosting on the pale skin.

		Cindy fell in love with Erin right there and then. She was ready to do anything Erin wanted. That first night they never slept. They were still making love when the morning sun brightened the room.

		***

		For the better part of a year Cindy spent every minute she could with Erin. Erin was an able teacher. She had to be in charge at all times though. She wanted to be on top at all times. She really didn't like penetration with any objects, other than tongues. She instilled that in Cindy. Erin liked to indulge in sex anyplace any time and almost any place. She took special delight in kissing Cindy in public. She enjoyed doing things like when they were on a bus late at night or the tube when there were only a few people on them to have Cindy stand in front of her and lift her dress and suck her pussy.

		Erin had some kinky tastes too. She liked water sports. She taught Cindy to enjoy having Erin squat over her and pee on her naked body. It was like Cindy was Erin's love slave. She would do anything to please Erin.

		It only ended when Cindy found out that Erin was cheating on her. Cindy was so upset she wanted to scratch Erin's eyes out, and in fact demanded that she fight her. A real no holds bar catfight to settle their differences. Erin quickly agreed.

		***

		. 'Fucking cunt!' Cindy spat at Erin who just smiled at her, keeping up a steady tempo with the slaps as she punished her.

		Cindy responded, grabbing a handful of Erin's right breast, mauling it, twisting and sinking her nails in at the same time. That gave her some relief as Erin stopped slapping her, looking instead to pull her hand away from her breast. Managing that, she elected to roll clear of Cindy , releasing the scissor hold and sending Cindy sprawling with a foot to the chest as she performed a backwards roll to get clear of her.

		Erin gave Cindy no time to regain her bearings as she got back on her quickly, a lashing foot catching Cindy's backside, sending her pitching to the carpet chest first. Erin followed her down, dropping a knee in the small of Cindy's back drawing a pained cry before she grabbed the long auburn hair to pull Cindy's head painfully.

		Arching her back, Cindy gritted her teeth as Erin reached around her to punch her twice in the breasts before letting go of her hair to allow her chest to fall back to the carpet. A hard slap around the back of the head dazed Cindy long enough to allow the sadistic Erin to grab her legs and drag her two yards across the carpet.

		Cindy's breasts took the brunt of that move, angry carpet burns visible as Erin stripped her of her black satin thong before bringing her back to her feet. Wrapping her right hand in Cindy's long hair, Erin whipped two left uppercuts into Cindy's stomach and winded, Cindy showed little resistance as she was run back hard into the bedroom wall. Leaning into Cindy there, Erin sunk both hands into Cindy's still burning breasts.

		Cindy howled with pain, groping around her blonde tormentor as she looked to retaliate in some way to alleviate her pain. It took a moment, but Cindy's left hand found a target in the waistband of Erin's blue lace thong, quickly pulling it into a wedgie. That caused Erin to moan as the lace material cut in to her pussy, but the blonde had an effective answer as she drove a knee up into Cindy's crotch.

		Cindy broke the wedgie attack off, her legs rubbery as Erin held her up against the wall by her breasts which she took every opportunity to twist painfully. Cindy cried out in pain and defiance as she took the punishment from her blonde foe before Erin whipped in a right cross to the jaw that snapped Cindy's head back and sent her crashing to the floor in a dazed heap.

		There was no time for Cindy to recover either; the blonde American experienced enough to not allow a troubled opponent off the hook easily. Erin used Cindy's hair to pull her into a seated position before driving a thigh into Cindy's face, knocking her back to the mat. Liking that move, Erin elected to go there again, and as she repeated the move for a third time, it looked to me like the fight had been knocked out of Cindy by the tough blonde.

		Erin probably sensed that too, standing over Cindy as she considered her next move while she waited for her to stir. Erin allowed Cindy to struggle to all fours before standing over her back, she locked her ankles beneath Cindy and fell to the floor, trapping Cindy in a crushing body scissor.

		Cindy moaned as the blonde's strong legs went to work on her, shrieked as Erin raised angry furrows down her back with nasty nail rakes, and then found herself in big, big trouble as Erin wrapped her arm in tightly around her throat, a sleeper hold of sorts that threatened to turn out her lights.

		Erin worked the hold in deeply, and as Cindy's breathing started to grow labored, it seemed to be just a matter of time before the blonde would claim the victory. Indeed, it would have been if Erin not had one final indignation in store for Cindy. Sensing her opponent was severely weakened now, Erin broke the choke and scissor hold before dragging Cindy's breasts across the carpet once more.

		Cindy cried out, but she had little resistance in her as Erin picked her up, throwing her onto the bed, before climbing on the bed herself to trap Cindy in a perfectly applied grapevine. Arms wrapped tightly around Cindy 's head, her breasts playing across Cindy 's face, Erin looked down on Cindy as she told her 'you know what's coming now bitch; time for you to take a nap!'

		Without any further ceremony, Erin plunged forward, her breasts treating Cindy to yet another taste of her super smother. Cindy struggled, valiantly at first as she searched for some kind of grip on the bed to force Erin off her. The bed was just about the perfect ally for Erin though, the soft mattress and shiny satin sheets offering no purchase as Cindy floundered helplessly under the buxom blonde.

		A muffled cry of 'I submit!' from Cindy might have ended the match in Erin's favor.

		'I'm sure you do slut' Erin told her 'but this is only over when you go out' the blonde continued; well within the rules as it was agreed beforehand that the match was only over when the victor decided it was so.

		And with that, Erin simply pressed her body and her breasts tighter, harder into Cindy, slowly crushing that last bit of fight out of her. As Cindy's whimpering subsided, Erin checked her arm once, and happy that Cindy was out cold, she eased herself off Cindy, once again victorious.

		She wasn't quite done yet though, tearing off Cindy's ripped stockings and leaving them draped across Cindy's breasts as she strutted around the room to collect her shoes. Vaguely stirring, Cindy had a glazed look in her eyes as the blonde told her 'You're my little bitch, right Cindy, you always will be. I'll fight you again any time you want, name the place, the time, rules; it won't matter, I'll make you my little bitch again you worthless whore!

		And with that, Erin turned on her heels and left the room with Danielle in tow, leaving Cindy battered and bruised. As she was helped from the room to the changing area, everyone knew that the damage to her body would heal given time, but it wasn't entirely clear if she was going to recover from the mental domination of the blonde quite so easily.

		

	
		Part Two

		

		While Cindy needed time to lick her wounds and plot her revenged. Erin basked in the glow of knowing she had squashed the sniveling bitch Cindy. So overcome with excitement over the victory she sent an email to her new lover Danielle to let her know the extent of her arousal of the victory.

		'Danielle,

		I just had to write and tell you. I just had the loveliest cum. Thinking of Cindy smothered between my sweaty breasts, gasping for air, my pussy pushing into hers as her consciousness slipped away

		I was pondering the final moments and I got excited. My pussy started feeling twitchy and my nipples tickled.

		I started playing with my nipples as I read, pulling them, twisting them, pinching them, wetting my finger and rubbing the wetness all over them until they were hard as a rock. I wanted someone to suck them for me but of course there is no one. I started rubbing my panty covered pussy too, it felt nice but it just wasn't enough. Then I realized I had to pee. I didn't want to quit until I finished reading the story and the 'have to pee' feeling kept building up. I felt like my pee would start dripping out before I finally got finished reading the story.

		I went to the bathroom and as I sat on the toilet, using both hands, I reached down and pulled my cuntlips apart and let my pee go. Ohhhh what a relief it was letting the pee come out. I used one of my fingers and started touching my clitty. It was so hard and the hood was peeled back and it stood straight up like a tiny cock. I began to rub in circles around my clit and then rubbed directly on top of my tiny cock's head.

		Exquisite!

		I even pee'd on my fingers and I felt a little naughty rubbing and peeing at the same time.

		I finished peeing and wiped my pussy dry. My cuntlips were starting to swell like they do when I'm really horny and I just sat back down and played with them. I wanted to feel something inside my pussy so I reached over and got my hairbrush. The handle is thick and round and a little bent on the end. I stood up and moved away from the toilet, slipped my panties off and squatted down and put the handle into my mouth and sucked on it to make it wet. Holding the bristled end, I pushed the slick smooth wet handle up into my pussy.

		Oh Danielle, I loved the feeling of it sliding in me. I began to fuck myself with the handle and suddenly I needed more. I pushed it in as far as the handle would go....it still wasn't in deep enough. I wanted something bigger and deeper in my pussy, I wanted to feel it fucking me hard.

		I remembered the black plastic plunger I had gotten a while back. I have never used it as a plunger, I bought it because it could be washed easily and it had a round knob handle.

		I pulled out the brush handle (it came out with almost a pop) and I went to get the plunger. I washed it good and took off all my clothes. I got a bottle of lotion to use as lube and got into the shower. I lubed up the handle and sitting the plunger on the bottom of the shower I slowly squatted down until my cuntlips were resting on the knob of the handle. I was getting excited again so I pulled my cuntlips apart (If I don't, they push inside my cunt with the handle)

		I pushed my pussy down onto the handle. It was hard to get that big mushroom knob inside my cunt but once it popped inside of me I slid all the way down the handle until it was embedded completely inside of me. I raised up and pushed with my cunt muscles and pushed the handle back out to the mushroom head. I sat down again. I began fucking myself with this handle.

		I could push down hard and ram it into me or I could go slow and let it slide in and out of my pussy easily. It was so lubed with lotion and my own pussy juice that it was very slick. I could stand up and allow gravity to pull it out of me. It was so slick that after standing for a few seconds it would start to slide out of my cunt on its own.

		I felt my cum building so I reached down and started rubbing my clit. It was completely exposed now and standing up because my pussy was widespread to accommodate the knobby handle. I pushed down hard on the handle and rubbed the very tip of my clit hard and it made my cum start. I stood up with my legs still in a bit of a squat and let the handle slide out as I started to cum.

		My muscles clenched around the handle and squeezed it tight in my cunt, I sat down and slowly pushed it back inside. I stood up again thinking the handle would slide out again but my cunt was contracting so hard in cumming that I couldn't have pulled the handle out if I tried. I had a good hard, hard cum and felt exhausted.

		I tried to push with my cunt muscles to push out the knob but it wouldn't come all the way out. It slid out as far as the mushroom head before it stopped. I reached down and pulled but to no avail, it still wouldn't come out.

		I have read stories about people letting dogs fuck them and how their dog cock swells and a knot comes up that won't allow their cock to slip out. That's what it felt like, like I had a dog cock knot stuck in my cunt.

		I turned on the shower and let the water rush over me until my cunt relaxed enough to let loose and the handle started to slide out. As I pulled the knob completely out I felt so empty.

		I looked at the knob and it was covered with clumps of my thick cum. The whole handle was coated in white, I smelled it and knew it was all pussy juice and cum. I licked it with my tongue and I liked it. I can see why you would want a woman to cum in your mouth Danielle.

		I liked it and I sucked all my cum off that handle and felt very satisfied as I washed it ready for the next time I wanted to use it. My cuntlips are all swollen and red now and I wish your hot mouth was sucking on them for me. I just had to come to the computer and tell you what I did.

		Love Erin'

		***

		I'm going to fix that bitch! Cindy thought to herself. She sat at her desk soldering a circuit board. She was the perfect picture of a beautiful athletic woman and she looked very pissed. Cindy had endured all the other insults and humiliation, Erin Stone had heaped on her, but when she watched Erin flirt with her new girlfriend last night, that was the last straw! It really pissed her off, because she knew that Erin didn't even like black girls, she just did it to spite her.

		So as the bitch happened to be her former roommate, Cindy was in the perfect position, having a key, to make the slut pay. Cindy snapped a cover on the device she was working on and then lay down on her back and slid under Erin's bed to secure it with some electrical tape. She had waited patiently for the bitch to fuck up so she could use it against her, but Erin appeared invulnerable.

		'Well maybe little Erin just needs a nudge in the right direction.' Cindy thought.

		She wondered if her plan would work at all, as she finished disguising the small black device beneath Erin's bed.

		"Hee hee! If my plan does work, well Ms. Bitch won't be stealing any more girls from anyone else. Ever again."

		She was so excited, when she returned to her apartment, she didn't think she would be able to sleep a wink.

		Later that night after Erin had gone to bed, but just before her eyes started to close, a little red light came on underneath her bed. If a dog had been in the room with the two girls, it would have been able to hear.

		"Erin Stone, when you wake up, you will be fascinated by panties, plain panties, sexy panties, any color, and any size. The thoughts of panties, anyone's panties, or even hearing the word panty, will make your pussy DRIP with pleasure! Your mind will be consumed by thoughts of panties and pussies. When you wake up, you will have the irresistible urge to smell panties, because the lingering smell of pussy and sexual musk on the panties will turn you into a horny SLUT.

		"This scent will make you desire to MASTURBATE your wet cunt. The stronger the aroma of pussy, the hornier and wetter you will become. You will be hopeless to fight your desires to sniff panties, especially when they belong to someone else. Erin Stone, when you wake up you will be fascinated by panties....."

		As the message was being repeated over and over, Erin's eyes wiggled back and forth under her eyelids. The message was programmed into Erin's brain during REM sleep for the rest of the night. 'Oh my god I'm being suffocated by a panty covered ass!' Erin thought as she awoke with a start.

		Then she realized she must have been dreaming and had only turned her face into her pillow in her sleep. She was so hot at the thought of the panty-covered ass she had been dreaming about. A wonderful buzz emanated from her wet pussy.

		Erin was happy that the inferior bitch Cindy was not in the room with her. Then she reached her hand down and began to trace the swollen lips of her pussy as she thought of PANTIES! 'God!

		I am so hot! She thought, as she began to stroke her pussy with her middle finger. "I wonder how hot I smell?" and with that she brought her finger to her nose and inhaled deeply. "Mmmmmmmmm! I bet I have the best smelling pussy in the world!" Ewwwww!!! What am I doing? I've always thought the musky smell of my sex was disgusting!?!"

		Erin tore her hand from her face and jumped out of bed to get ready for work. She came back to her bedroom from her morning shower and noticed a pair of panties Cindy had left on top of her dresser drawer. Bitch still hadn't gotten everything out of my apartment.

		"That slob, why did I always have to pick up after her?" she muttered to herself as she picked up the panties to put them away. . With her fingers touching the silky garment, Erin had an overwhelming desire to smell them. Deep down, she knew what she was contemplating was wrong.

		"Well I need to sure they are clean" she rationalized, as she smelled their clean fresh scent.

		Erin opened Cindy's lingerie drawer that still had stuff in it, to put the garment in and it was filled with even more panties. Erin rubbed the assorted panties gently. She was jealous of her dorm-mate's assorted silken treasures.

		'God I need to cum!' thought Erin as she felt a stab of pleasure deep in her cunt. 'It can't be the panties

		. . . They don't turn me on like this. It must be from my dream, but all I remember was a panty covered ass.' Out of the corner of her eye she saw more of Cindy's discarded panties and shorts from one of her morning jogs crumpled on the tile floor.

		'Hmmm. Maybe I ought to clean those up for the slob as well. They've been laying there for a long time.

		I can't wait for Danielle to move in next month, a girl with better hygiene and housekeeping habits,' Erin thought as she bent to pick up the wrinkled items from the floor.

		However, instead of picking them up as she had planned, Erin found herself down on her hands and knees.

		'What am I doing, oh god, this is so *wrong*!' 'Just one little sniff, 'she thought as she explored the recesses of the shorts with her nose until she honed on the sweat soaked crotch of the soiled panties lying within by sense of smell.

		She inhaled her roommate's scent deeply, enjoying the scent of Cindy's exertions, even after all these weeks, and the aroma of her sexual musk.

		"Oh God! These panties are positively delicious," Erin gasped.

		As she supported her upper body with her forehead, Erin undid the towel covering her still wet body. She ran her hands over her smooth young curves, tweaked her nipples between finger and thumb which sent erotic pains straight to her clit.

		Over and over Erin's brain repeated, 'this is WRONG...This is WRONG. Oh God! I can't be doing this.'

		But her body was burning from the sensations of lust, so desperate for release from her pent-up frustrations. It felt RIGHT as she stuck one finger, then two up her already soaked sex. Her sight and smell totally overwhelmed, as her senses were immersed in Cindy's soiled panties.

		Her face planted firmly in crumpled shorts, back arched gracefully, toned thighs spread wide, and her young tightly rounded ass high in the air. She reached underneath her body and tormented her swollen clit. "Oh God! Oh fuck! Oh fuck my pussy." The overheated Erin cried as she drove one finger and then two deeply in her cunt from behind.

		"Oh Oh ohhhhh -- eeeeoooooowwwwww!!!" Her cries echoed off the cinder-block walls as she came.

		Several people passing underneath the girl's apartment looked toward the commotion and wondered enviously who was getting her brains fucked out?

		"Ahhh...Cumming?!!" Erin, who had many times climaxed before in her young frustrated life, humped her fingers against the hard tile floor as she felt pleasure flow like a tidal-wave throughout her body. Oh! Oh! Fuck I'm cumming!! I'm fucking CUMMING!!"

		The girl stuck out her tongue and tasted her ex-roommate's essence, as she had a mind-blowing orgasm and her consciousness faded to black. She was laying unmoving, nose buried in her roommate's shorts, as she laid face-down on the floor.

		Her juices ran down her finger, which was still buried deeply in her gaping cunt and collected on the tile floor. Had Erin known, she would be quite shocked to learn that a video camera was recording her actions. For the second time this morning Erin awoke from a dream, of smelling a panty-covered pussy.

		

	
		Part Three

		

		This time however, she awoke to find her face smothered by a real pair of panties.

		Erin groaned, "I can't believe what I just did. I've become some sort of a sick demented pervert."

		She cringed inwardly, as she thought of her depravity. She glanced at the clock. "Oh shit! I am going to be late for WORK," she shouted still bewildered by her perverse actions.

		She stood quickly and washed her hands and face in the bathroom. There was no time to take another shower, so she placed her right foot on top of the sink, then pushed her hips forward until she was able to bring her cunt directly over the sink.

		When Erin turned the water on and splashed it over her pussy, she felt a thrill of pleasure as the cool water hit her swollen sex and hardened her small nipples. As Erin looked in the mirror, she was stunned by the image of the blonde slut that greeted her there.

		This person with her face and chest flushed pink, small breasts capped by hard swollen nipples, clit pushed out like a small cock, and her inner recesses peeking out from parted lips, couldn't be her. The image in the mirror traced her fingers through the folds of her aroused sex as her head tilted back in pleasure.

		The person in the mirror was a wanton slut, it couldn't be Erin. It just couldn't. Tears dropped from Erin's eyes as she dried herself. Then she took the towel and carefully wiped up the evidence of her morning activities from the tile floor of the dorm. As she dressed, she subconsciously put on the panties she had sniffed earlier, followed by a bra, pink mini-skirt, white stretch shirt, and pink pumps.

		Erin grabbed her knapsack, left the dorm, and began walking to work. On the way, she brought her hand to her nose and inhaled the lingering musk from her morning activities. "Mmmm! I smell good and royally fucked!" Little did she know how truly fucked she was.

		***

		'Damn, I must have put on the panties Cindy had jogged in by accident, these are much too tight to be mine.

		I sure hope she doesn't want these back.' Erin thought as she felt the too tight panties once again slip into her pussy. As she walked to class, Erin's eyes kept being drawn to the slim tight asses of her fellow associates.

		Prior to today, the Erin really noticed girls bottoms was when she would make fun of the lard asses she worked with. However, on this day, Erin's thoughts were preoccupied by panties. Through the thin fabric of her associates' short skirts and tight leggings she could make out what sort of panties they were wearing. Some wore low riders, French cut, even a few thongs and it appeared that some girls weren't wearing underwear at all. Erin wondered how guys at school could function with all these sexy asses and panty lines around.

		'Oh God, does this mean I have a pantie fetish? Wait a minute, I can't be a perv, I like girls. What is wrong with me? Maybe I'm so preoccupied about panties because of the tight ones I'm wearing now,' Erin reasoned.

		The highly aroused girl stopped walking and leaned against the wall to avoid an impending orgasm that threatened to boil over.

		"Oh God! I may have to take these bastards off in order to get through my meetings today," Erin whispered to no one in particular. In meeting after meeting,

		Erin tried to relieve the sensations from below, however they seemed to keep getting worse. The young girl was constantly squirming in her seat in an effort to keep the panties from digging into her crotch.

		"Is there some difficulty, Ms. Stone?" Her supervisor asked?

		"Oh! I uh . uh . I strained a muscle while jogging," Erin replied blushing, not meeting the supervisor's eyes

		. Erin was humiliated and wondered if the whole office suspected what was really going on *down there*. She thought she could smell the musky smell of sex again and she wondered if it was hers or Cindy's and whether or not anyone else could smell her.

		She knew during lunch she would have to go to the restroom and do something, anything, to would relieve the constant throbbing coming her sex. As the lunch period rolled around,

		Erin made sure she was the last person to leave, because she was afraid there would be a wet spot on the back of her pink skirt.

		Thinking quickly, Erin loosened the straps on her knapsack, so it would cover her ass, just in case. Then she hurried to the ladies restroom. However, with every step after being loosened, Erin's sack kept lightly slapping her pert ass. Between the spanking to her ass and the panties massaging her sex, Erin worried she wouldn't make it to the restroom before collapsing in a climax.

		The poor girl wondered if anyone around her suspected that she was dripping wet or even worse, could they know that she was going to do something she had never done before . . . masturbate in a public place. Luckily, she made it inside the ladies room without cumming and rushed into the first stall she came to.

		The lock on the door was broken, but it stayed put when it was closed. Erin reached underneath her skirt and rolled the tight panties down her thighs, before stepping out of them. She was worried about being caught, so she stood on top of the toilet lid where no one could see her legs, if they walked in.

		Then placing the top of her head on the front wall for support, she proceeded to massage her throbbing clit. In her left hand she held the panties, she had developed such a love hate relationship with today, tightly under her nose, smelling them, drinking in their musky aroma.

		Unknown to the otherwise occupied girl, two stalls over a young Goth girl with her feet up, sneaking a smoke. Her hair, fingernails, clothes and lips were black, while her skin was ivory white. She paused and listened to the very interesting sounds coming from girl who had just entered the restroom.

		"Oh God! Ugh . . . Ugh . . ." Squitch Shlep.

		'Can it be?' the Goth wondered, 'Can someone at this uptight company be wanking herself? God, wouldn't it be funny if it was one of those VP prissy bitches,' she thought, grinning wickedly.

		Schlurp "Ahhh!" Erin was approaching an orgasm when she heard a latch open and the heavy footsteps of heels. 'Please don't let me get caught. Please don't let me be caught!' Erin thought as her heart was pounding in her chest.

		She placed the smelly panties over her nose and mouth to muffle the sound of her heavy breathing. The only sound she was making now was the drip drop of the juices that fell from her sex into the toilet.

		Erin did the only thing she felt she could to quiet the drips she was making. She dipped her finger into her pussy and scooped off as much of her fluids as she could and then stuck the finger in her mouth.

		'Ewwww . . . I can't believe I just did that.' Erin grimaced at exotic taste of her secretions.

		Then she heard the click clack of heels as the Goth girl walked closer and closer to her hiding place.

		"Please God, if you keep me from getting caught this time, I will NEVER EVER masturbate again!" Erin prayed desperately to herself.

		Then she heard the door behind her open and someone giggling.

		"Please, LET ME DIE. LET ME DIE!" she wished as she pushed her face against the wall and covered it with the hand that was holding onto her panties.

		

	
		Part Four

		

		The sight before the Goth girl was amazing. Here was a girl who could obviously be a model, squatting on top of a toilet, with her face hid by her hands and pressed against the wall. The most erotic thing about the whole surreal scene was the blonde's sparsely covered pussy gaping open between spread legs and dripping its slick cream into the toilet.

		"Ahem. Giggle Are you all right?" the Goth girl asked.

		"Aside from dying of embarrassment . . . not finishing the best cum ever . . ." muttered a thoroughly humiliated Erin, as tears began to form in her eyes.

		"What was that princess?" asked the Goth.

		"<Sniff> I said I accidentally wore my roommate's panties today <sniff> and they have been rubbing me raw and hurting me 'down there' when I walked," gasped Erin as she kept her face against the wall in hopes that she wouldn't be recognized.

		"I don't see any panties back here. Oh I see, you have them up there. What are you doing hmmm Princess? SNIFFING THEM?" asked the Goth girl

		Erin quickly jerked the panties down and draped them over her ass to try to protect her privates from being seen in this vulnerable position.

		"I-I was . . . Ah . . . I was crying into them." Erin stuttered.

		Careful to keep her face hidden, Erin looked down between her spread legs and dripping pussy at the girl behind her. All she was able to see was a pair of black leather studded boots and pale fishnet covered legs.

		'Please oh please! Go away Black Boots!' Erin thought.

		The Goth girl reached up and quickly snatched the panties out of Erin's hand, before she could react.

		"Well, you must have been crying a lot, cause these panties are positively soaking *wet* Princess Panty," replied the Goth girl.

		"Oh! Please give those back *PLEASE*," whined the distraught blonde.

		The Goth girl took the confiscated panties and began using them to lightly stroke Erin's ass, thighs, and sex. Whenever Erin felt the panties touch her exposed skin, she would try to grab them with her free hand, only to have them snatched away and moved to a different area.

		Soon Erin was so horny from being teased by the panties and her own meager attempts to grab them that her hands would stay searching for the panties a little longer than necessary.

		Her every attempt to grab the panties became just a little slower than the last.

		"Please?" Erin sobbed.

		"Don't worry Princess Panty. I only want to help you," replied the smug stranger.

		Even in this position, Erin had a smidgen of backbone left and said loudly, "My name is not Princess Panty!"

		"Oh. Then what is your name?" asked Black-Boots sarcastically.

		'There is no way I can tell her my name . . . *no way in hell*!'

		Fresh tears sprang anew and the defeated debutante muttered, "P-p-princess sniff. P-p- panty."

		"I thought so. Well, Princess Panty, lift your leg up so I can get these panties back on you."

		Erin obeyed and raised her leg in hopes of ending this embarrassment as soon as possible.

		Click

		The Goth girl took a quick picture of Erin with her cell phone she had removed from her purse. The picture captured Erin with one trembling leg on the toilet seat, the other leg in the air, backed arched and ass spread wide, blonde pussy gaping as juices ran down her thighs.

		'A little something to remember this by,' thought the Goth.

		"What was that sound?" asked Erin, hearing the click of the phone.

		"Oh that must be the janitor cleaning the men's restroom Princess Panty. We'd better hurry and get this over with, before she comes in here. Your other leg now," the Goth said.

		Erin lifted her other leg and stuck it through the hole. She saw that the girl had black fingernails too. Erin wondered if this girl was one of those Goth freaks.

		'Hmmm. I wonder if she has black panties too.' The thought of panties brought another throb to Erin's pussy and the drip drop of her juices as they fell below her.

		"Oh, please let's hurry and get this over with before the janitor comes!" whispered Erin, 'And before I embarrass myself even more with my dripping pussy,' she continued to herself.

		Erin Stone tried to lower her leg and found much to her dismay that the panties gripped so low on her legs, she couldn't spread her feet apart over the commode. Her only choice was to step down and reveal her face or place both her feet in the small space in the front of the lid.

		So Erin placed both her pink pumps pigeon toed in the crevice, legs straight but bent at the knee, sticking her ass high in the air, with her face against the wall. Her posture spread cheeks of her ass wide, her wet aroused cunt framed by tight thighs, providing the Goth girl with another excellent photo opportunity.

		Click

		"Oh God! Please hurry. I think I hear the janitor getting closer!" whispered Erin.

		Her legs and ass trembled from the strain of this posture. The stress proved too much for her legs and one of Erin's pink pumps hit the water.

		"Damn! Now my pump is drenched with toilet water, what else can possibly go wrong?"

		Click

		The Goth got another hilarious picture of Erin quaking and then almost falling into the toilet. Erin finally felt Black-Boots pull her panties up her legs, mercifully covering her ass and pussy. Erin was able to spread her legs again and relaxed a bit over the toilet seat.

		"Wait . . . wait!" Erin said when to her horror she felt Black-Boots stick her finger underneath her panties and against her wet pussy.

		Then the Goth slid the finger through Erin's soaked folds and began running it up and down between her slick labia.

		"No! No! Not that!" Erin gasped as she swung her hips from side to side to dislodge the intruding finger.

		"Oh this will never do. Never do at all Princess," said the Goth girl shaking her head. "No wonder you had such problems, these panties are entirely too snug. Now be a good girl Panty Princess and hold still while I stretch them out for you."

		Erin realized the girl was just trying to help and stood as still as she could while Black Boots proceeded to tug, pull and smooth Erin's panties again and again. First, she tugged the fabric viciously back and forth between her labia, embedding the panties deeply in the folds of Erin's hypersensitive cunt.

		Then the Goth would pinch the buried fabric between forefinger and thumb and pull outward until the fabric threatened to tear.

		"Owww! Easy easy. Please be careful!" Erin cried, as the Goth 'accidentally' pulled Erin's fuzzy muff instead of her panties.

		'This girl must be a complete klutz,' Erin thought because sometimes Black Boots would inadvertently pull Erin's exposed labia, swollen clit, or pubic hair instead of her panties.

		"Ugh. Oww! Oh my!"

		Having her pussy teased mercilessly had made Erin hornier and hornier. She felt warmth begin to flow throughout her body as a climax came closer and closer.

		"Gasp -- Ahhh Ah!"

		Here was a reject she wouldn't talk to in a million years and she was touching her where no one had ever touched her before.

		"Oh *PLEASE* don't let my pussy c-c-cum in front of this horrible bitch..." Erin mumbled as she tried to think of something different and not sexual, yet all she was able to think about was the image and aroma of a black pair of wet panties.

		"What did you say Princess!" demanded the now angry Goth.

		"I-I-I said my p-p-pussy has a h-horrible itch..." stuttered the distraught girl. 'Oh God! Did I just say that?' Erin wished she could take back her words, the instant they slipped out of her mouth.

		"Why didn't you just say so Princess," replied the Goth as she pulled the crotch of Erin's stretched panties to the side and began to stroke the blonde's erect clit. "Is that the spot where you have your little itchy?"

		"No! No! Not there!" cried Erin as she raised her ass even higher to escape the fingers that were driving her toward an orgasm.

		Erin closed her eyes and held onto the wall for dear life. She was on the verge of an orgasm and knew she would either reveal herself and/or fall in the toilet if she let go for one second. Finally the Goth withdrew her hand from Erin's clit, just before Erin could embarrass herself further.

		Erin sighed in relief and relaxed as she got her urges back under control again. Erin smelled the musky smell of pussy again and it wasn't her own. She opened her eyes and the Goth girl's black panties now covered her head, one leg hole over each eye.

		'Why did Black Boots put her panties on my head?' Erin wondered.

		"Well your itch must be in here then..." the Goth said as she plunged her finger deep in Erin's sex with no warning to the poor girl.

		"Oh fuck! Oh -- Ahhh!" Erin cried, as she felt herself penetrated.

		Erin was openly grunting and panting now, too far gone to care. Her identity now secret, she let go of all her inhibitions, knowing that a cowl of this strange girl's panties hid her face. The Goth girl ceased her teasing of Erin's sex, leaving the nubile girl pushing her hips back, searching for additional stimulation.

		"Uggghh...let me cum...Please." Erin moaned.

		"What was that Princess? I didn't hear you," the Goth said, almost laughing.

		"*Please* OH FUCK I need to CUM!" the blonde pleaded to her captor.

		"Call me Goddess Goth, slut and beg me to let you cum.

		"I'm begging you. <Gasp> Please let me c-cu-cum Gah- Goddess Goth."

		The Goth girl helped Erin down from her precarious perch. She stripped of Erin's remaining clothes and her own clothes. Black Boots was about to teach a sub how to behave.

		***

		Somewhere, as if by a sixth sense, Cindy just knew that Erin was suffering her revenge, in the most humiliating way. She just knew it.

		END
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