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“Oh man. You are becoming such a kinky
bitch!”

Selena only smiled very lightly and held out
the loop of rope.

Daria drew in a deep, slightly shaky breath,
licked her lips, then put her hands together and slid them through
the loop in the soft black rope.

Selena closed the loop, her eyes boring into
Daria’s, then with a quick twist, she threw another loop around her
wrists, and another, and another, swinging the rope around and
around until there were five or six loops around the blonde girl’s
slim wrists.

She looked down, then, bringing the rope up
between her wrists, then down and through, pinching the loops more
tightly and locking the rope immovably around Daria’s wrists.

She smiled coyly at the blonde girl, then
pulled on the rope. Daria, her heart pounding, followed along to
the center of the basement, then watched mutely as Selena climbed
onto a chair and reached up towards the ceiling. She saw the heavy
ring driven into the roof beam now, and swallowed again as she
watched her girlfriend slip the rope through it and then jump
down.

They had been friends for years, then lovers
for the last few months, since a drunken prom had thrown them
together, changing their relationship from that of close friends to
lovers.

Lesbian sex had been an real eye opener for
Daria, a wild, delicious thrill ride without fear or guilt. She
trusted Selena, after all, and had no fears of either betrayal or
gossip. It was – play sex, and she loved it! Oh, it was true that
sometimes Selena went overboard, but that only added to the
unpredictability, to the heat and excitement.

And she loved Selena. The sleek Eurasian girl
with her sleek body and long, silky black hair was the most
gorgeous girl Daria had ever seen. She was lithe and slender, her
golden skin unmarred, flawless and soft as down. Her breasts were
small but incredibly firm, her eyes the deepest, softest brown.

Daria let her bound hands be raised up,
lifted high above her, and watched as Selena moved to the nearby
wall, watched, a bit startled, as she saw what looked like a pulley
there. Selena fed the rope into it, tied it around and then turned
with an excited look in her eyes as she began to turn the
wheel.

Daria gasped as she felt the pressure tighten
around her wrists, felt her body stretching tighter and tighter.
She was forced up onto the balls of her feet, her arms tightly
pressed against the back of her head.

She had the same hair style as Selena – now.
She used to do her hair differently, but Selena was just so
gorgeous, the way her long, black hair framed her face, that Daria
had had hers cut to match. Her hair was only shoulder length, but
it was cut in the middle too, full and thick, soft and golden
blonde as it spilled down around her face.

She had no other resemblance to Selena,
really. Her face was rounder; her eyes wider and blue green. Selena
looked sleek, even mysterious. Daria’s face was fresh scrubbed and
innocent. She had small freckles above the bridge of her nose, and
a wide, lazy grin. She was shorter, her body fit and athletic
rather than lithe and slim, and her breasts bigger

Selena stopped turning the wheel and moved
over to stand before her.

“Little slut,” she whispered, tilting her
chin up with one finger.

“Bitch!” Daria panted excitedly.

Selena smiled coolly, her fingers tracing
circles around the blonde girl’s fat, stiff nipples. She pressed
her thumbs and forefingers around them and squeezed, and Daria
moaned softly. Then she began to pinch them, twisting them from
side to side so that they burned and ached.

“Ah! Ow! Fuck! Bitch!” Daria gasped.

Selena stepped past her, and her hand slapped
down sharply onto Daria’s upturned bottom as she passed. Daria
yelped in pain as the crack of flesh on flesh filled the
basement.

“Bitch!” she yelled over her shoulder.

Selena was moving to a nearby cabinet, and
Daria’s turned slowly on the balls of her feet so she could face
her. She watched excitedly as Selena returned, her eyes darting to
the small objects in her hand, objects which looked like little
metal balls.

“Don’t you dare!” she gasped as Selena held
one out before her.

The little balls had inch long chains. The
chains were attached to small metal alligator clips.

Selena smirked and reached for her right
breast. Daria twisted aside.

“If you resist I’m going to have to punish
you,” Selena said, slapping the blonde teen’s bottom sharply.

“Ow! Bitch! Whore! Skank!”

“I’ll gag you too, little slut!”

“Bite my ass!”

Selena slapped her again. “I will!”

She gripped Daria’s soft blonde hair and
jerked the other girl’s head back, turning her body as she reached
around her chest with one hand and placed one of the clips around
the girl’s fat pink nipple. She let it close slowly, and Daria
yelped and cried out, her cries growing louder as the pressure
increased.

“Ow! Owww! It’s too hard! Ow! Ow! Ow! Shit!
Don’t! Oooooo!”

The little alligator clip bit her soft,
sensitive nipple until it was on fire, and it was all she could do
to keep from twisting and shaking herself as the pain drove deep
into her breast.

“Fuck! Ow! Take it off!”

But Selena instead slipped the second clip
around her other nipple, and this time let it snap closed all at
once. She let go of Daria’s hair as the blonde girl yelped and
cried out, dancing awkwardly on the balls of her feet, complaining
and demanding she remove the clips as her nipples burned like
fire.

But the burning did begin to ease, even
before Selena produced the gag, a fat rubber ball thing with a
strap. She pulled on Daria’s hair and shoved the ball into her
mouth, then pulled the strap back together around her head and
snapped it in place.

Daria moaned around the gag, her nipples
throbbing painfully. But in truth she was even more aroused now.
The gag always aroused her, for some reason, for it added to her
sense of helplessness. Why being tied and helpless excited her so
much was beyond her. She was nineteen years old and having a ton of
fun, and she just thought it was all wildly kinky and sexy.

But her nipples hurt! Shit!

“Oh stop whining,” Selena said.

She had suggested several times that Daria
get her nipples pierced, but though the idea was intensely
attractive, Daria had always declined. Not only was she afraid of
the pain, but the idea of baring her chest to some stranger and
letting them finger her nipples and breasts was simply too
embarrassing.

She watched as Selena strolled back to the
cabinet, wondering what her lover would produce next. She felt a
jolt of excitement as she saw her turn and hold up a pair of large
dildos. She moaned and squeezed her thighs together as she watched
Selena lube up the dildos, and knew that she intended to shove one
up her ass.

Selena had tried that before, but she had
said no, embarrassed and feeling it would be just too – too slutty,
for want of a better word, to let her friend do that. Yet now that
she was helpless and could not even protest, the idea seemed
deliciously exciting, in a dirty, nasty kind of way.

Selena returned to her.

“Look what I’ve got for you, slut,” she
said.

She set the dildos neatly down on the chair,
then reached for more rope. Daria watched in surprise as she
brought two lengths of rope across to her and bound each to one of
her ankles. Then she yelped in surprise and alarm as Selena pulled
on one, forcing her left leg out from under her. She pulled the leg
straight out to the side and then tied the rope off to a metal
support pole.

Balanced precariously on the ball of one
foot, Daria shook her head weakly, protesting feebly into the gag
as Selena smirked at her and pulled slowly and tauntingly on the
other rope. Daria’s bound hands closed around the rope above her as
her foot was forced aside and she gasped in pain as all her weight
came down on her hands and wrists.

Selena pulled her leg wide and tied it off to
another support pole, and Daria shuddered, her body stretched out,
her wrists already burning from the pressure, her fingers slipping
on the rope, unable to continue to support even a part of her
weight.

She squealed and yelped and cried out
repeatedly, shocked, excited and anxious all in turns, her body
writhing and twisting on the end of the rope, her legs pulling
against the ropes on her ankles as Selena picked up one of the
dildos and rubbed it up and down the length of her tight, moist sex
opening.

She felt the pressure mounting as Selena
pushed harder, twisting the dildo from side to side, forcing her
sex lips in and back, stretching them out as she slowly drove the
dildo up into her body. It was a long dildo, as well as being
thick, and Daria groaned as the head jammed against her cervix. Yet
Selena kept pushing, kept twisting, working the fat, spongy head
past her cervix.

It ached, but the ache was not all bad. It
ached in a dark, hungry, sexy way as her pussy was filled to
overflowing. And still some of the dildo remained outside.

Selena held up the second one then, smirking,
and moved around her. Daria shuddered, feeling her entire body
flare with heat as the thing pressed against her wrinkled little
rosebud. She felt the coolness of the lubricant on the head, and
moaned as the pressure grew, as Selena jammed it up and down, up
and down, working it slowly into her ass.

She worked patiently, slowly twisting the
dildo around and around, pressing forward, then retreating, pushing
up, then easing back. Then the head was inside her, and there was
no real pain, just a sense of being stretched. Selena continued to
push the dildo up, draw it back, push it up. She slapped at Daria’s
buttocks several times, startling her, jerking her attention away
from the fat dildo being forced up her ass.

And each time she did the dildo seemed to
give a lurch, and slide deeper. She – ached. She felt bloated out
back there, and still Selena was pushing and pulling the dildo,
working it deeper.

“You like that, little slut?” Selena purred.
“You like having a big cock up your ass? I bet you love it. You
love having a cock up the ass, don’t you?”

Crack! She slapped her hand against
Daria’s bottom.

“Filthy little blonde whore!” she
growled.

Daria’s wrists were burning, and her hands
were going numb, but the sexual heat was rolling over her in waves
as she writhed and twisted in her bonds. She felt the fat dildo
drive even higher into her belly, felt cramps and aches as Selena
twisted it from side to side within her gut.

Selena moved back away from her, and Daria
gasped and panted for breath, moaning weakly as she felt the twin
dildos inside her. She turned her head to see Selena drawing on a
pair of something, panties, she thought at first. But that made no
sense. Then she realized it was merely the straps, the straps to
the strap-on dildo she had used on Daria on previous occasions.

She moaned anew as the sleek girl moved back
to her, moved up behind her.

“I think I’m going to fuck your little
asshole,” Selena whispered, pulling on the base of the dildo,
twisting it, fixing it to the front of the straps around her
thighs.

Daria shuddered as she felt the girl’s soft
breasts against her back, as her hands came around her body,
caressing her belly, then rising to cup and fondle her breasts.

The dildo began to move in and out of her
with slow movements, and she knew it was now attached to Selena,
that Selena was fucking her as if she were a man.

“Dirty little cock loving whore,” Selena
growled into her ear. “I’m going to fuck your ass!”

Her hips began to work in and out with more
authority, the dildo driving up into her belly more forcefully now,
and Daria gasped and moaned as her body flared with wildfire
heat.

It hurt – a little – but not nearly enough to
distract her from the incredible sexual high she was on. Selena’s
hands stroked up and down over her body, lifting and squeezing her
breasts, making the little metal balls swing and dance so they
tugged and pulled at her burning nipples.

Then one of Selena’s hands slid down her
belly and between her spread thighs. Daria bucked violently as her
fingers pressed against her throbbing clitoris, and she felt a
quiver of orgasmic power rush through her nervous system. Then
Selena seized the dildo in her hand and began to pump it in and
out. She let her thumb extend along the bottom so that each time
she thrust it up into Daria’s pussy her thumb rode firmly across
her clitoris.

At the same time she was working her hips in
harder and grinding her pelvis in slow circles. The dildo in
Daria’s anus was moving faster and deeper, and when she felt
Selena’s hips pushing against her buttocks a wild thrill went
through her as she realized she had ever last inch of the big dildo
buried in her bottom.

“Little slut,” Selena growled. “You only wish
I was a big man with a real cock, don’t you? You’d love to have a
big cock raping your hot little ass, wouldn’t you? Dirty little
girl!”

Her hips worked in and out, in and out, in
and out, while she pumped the dildo in Daria’s pussy and stroked
her thumb across her clitoris. Daria was awash in heat and lust, a
sexual firestorm gripping her mind and body as she soared upwards
towards orgasm.

Then abruptly, Selena thrust the dildo up
especially hard, painfully hard, and she grunted at the sudden
force of that pain. At the same time the girl detached her harness
from the dildo and shoved that hard, all but burying it in Daria’s
anus. That too hurt, and Daria moaned at the hard cramp in her gut,
then cried out weakly as the raven haired beauty slapped at the
base a couple of times.

Selena stepped away, and Daria hung helpless,
gasping, moaning, her body on fire, held just short of what she had
just known would have been a massive orgasm. Her belly ached, her
spread legs quivered and trembled and her body twisted against her
bonds as she waited what the girl would do to her next.

The next toy Selena produced was not one
Daria had ever seen before – exactly. She had sort of seen them in
movies, in TV shows, mainly about the old south. It was a whip, a
fat handled thing with numerous small black leather strips. She
stared at it, panting, gasping, chewing on the gag, stared in
disbelief, a quiver of anxiety running through her now sweating
body.

Yet there was more than that. There was also
a dark hunger. With her body enveloped in sex heat, with the
sadomasochistic scene arousing her to feverish levels, the thought
of being whipped did not produce the fear that it otherwise would
have. She trusted Selena, after all. She was fairly sure the girl
would not hurt her very badly. It was probably not a real whip,
just a fake.

“A whipped slut,” Selena growled. “That’s
what you’re going to be!”

She let the long leather twist down as she
moved around the trembling blonde girl. Then she drew her arm back
and swung, letting the long leather strips slap lightly across
Daria’s back.

It stung a little, but only a little, and
Daria felt a wild surge of excitement.

Whipped! She was being whipped! She was
hanging from her wrists and being fucking whipped!

The whip slashed across her back a little
lower and a little harder this time, and she flinched from the
numerous small stings. But she let her mind turn outward into a
wild, kinky sexual dream where she was a helpless prisoner, a
sexual slave being disciplined by he master, her mistress.

Crack! The whip fell across her
shoulders again, and she moaned and arched her back as it stung, as
her back began to warm, to heat, the skin growing pink.

“Dirty little slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

Each blow was slow and measured, and made
Daria’s body shiver and jerk in its bonds. Her breasts wobbled and
shook so that the weights tugged and pulled at her nipples, and she
felt an incredible sense of sexual fever sweeping through her, a
fever where nothing mattered but the wild thrill of sex.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She cried out as the blows struck, for they
stung more now. Selena was using more force, and the long, thin
leather strips were lacing her back so that she bit into the gag in
place of grinding her teeth. Yet the pain only seemed to make her
more aroused.

The whip sliced low, and she howled as the
pain rose still higher. The strips wrapped around her waist and bit
at her taut stomach now, and her mind was now gripped by indecision
and uncertainty, by anxiety at the level of pain. It was starting
to distract her from the thrilling sexual scene, and she wondered
if she should demand it stop, then realized she could not.

As if sensing her increased anxiety Selena
halted. She moved closer, gripping the girl’s blonde hair, yanking
her head up and back. She took the base of the dildo which
protruded from her anal opening and began to twist it around,
pumping it in and out.

“What’s the matter, slut? You don’t like your
whipping? Is it too hard for you, slut? Would you like to beg me to
stop!?”

She pumped the dildo hard in the moaning
girl’s anus, then moved around before her.

“Poor little baby,” she sneered.

She flicked the little metal balls, making
them swing and sway wildly, then reached down with both hands and
gripped the base of the dildo in Daria’s pussy. She attached it to
the straps around her hips, then began to thrust in and out. Her
hands moved around Daria, her fingers kneading her buttocks as she
began to lick and chew at her throat.

Daria shuddered and moaned as the Eurasian
girl bit at her earlobe.

“Filthy little whore,” she whispered in a
slow, sensuous drawl.

Her soft breasts pillowed against Daria’s,
and rubbed back and forth as she thrust up into the girl. Daria let
her head roll slowly, gasping, moaning, grunting at the hard impact
against the back wall of her sex.

She detached the dildo from her straps,
leaving it all but buried in Daria, then drew back and picked up
the whip. Now standing in front of her blonde lover, she smiled
darkly and brought the strips down across her chest, across her
breasts. It was not a hard blow, but it made Daria howl, startled
as the stinging pain made her breasts burn.

Another blow cut across her breasts, and
Daria shuddered, flames of lust eating at her body as she hung
helpless. Selena slashed the whip across her breasts a third time,
harder now, and she cried out, twisting and writhing
helplessly.

Her nipples flamed as the metal weights
bounced and jerked and pulled at them. But then Selena reached
forward and plucked the clips off. There was no relief from this,
though. Instead her nipples burned even more terribly, and she
yelped and twisted in mid-air, the pain like fire, almost as bad as
when the clips had been put there.

Selena dropped to her knees and began pumping
the dildo. At the same time she pushed her mouth in and began
licking at Daria’s clitoris. The soft, wet heat of her tongue drove
the blonde girl into muscular convulsions, and as the pain in her
nipples softened and faded, and then turned into a delicious sort
of pins and needles, she felt a monster orgasm beginning to
build.

The air began to puff out of her nose in
short, sharp, desperate gasps as her body stiffened.

Selena rose up before her, still pumping the
dildo, now letting her thumb rub furiously across the blonde’s
clitoris. Daria hardly noticed the needle she pulled from the strap
around her hips. It was only about three inches long, and made of
dark metal. Selena watched the orgasm build and then as it exploded
across her friend’s body she brought her knee rapidly up against
the base of the dildo protruding from her sex.

She pushed it against the base in very short,
fast movements even as she removed her hand, seized Daria’s right
nipple, tugged it hard and thrust the needle through it.

Daria was bucking violently, the orgasm
howling through her system, her head drawn back, eyes closed. She
felt the piercing as a dull, sharp blast of heat, but it did little
or nothing to distract her. Nor did the second piercing. Then
Selena’s fingers were between her legs again, rubbing expertly
across her clit as she pumped the dildo in and out, riding her
through the orgasm.

Daria slumped weakly, her eyes slitted, and
Selena smiled and drew back. She moved to the wall and lowered the
rope, letting the blond sink back onto her feet, then, her rubbery
legs collapsing, let her sink down to her knees.

“I hope your properly grateful, little slut.
These things cost five bucks apiece,” she said, quickly slipping a
pair of rings into Daria’s nipples.

Daria pawed at her but Selena yanked on the
ropes to lift her arms above her head again.

“Now it’s time for you to pay me back,” she
said.

She undid the catch of the ball gag, then
gently pulled the now sodden gag from Daria’s mouth. The blonde
girl gasped and moaned, working her stiff jaw slowly.

“Fuck!” she moaned. “What the fuck!”

“You know you wanted your nipples pierced.
This was the best way.”

“Fuck, Selena!” she cried, staring down at
her pierced nipples with shock, and no little awe.

“Now you get to pay me back.”

She gripped the girl’s soft blonde hair and
yanked her head up and back, then straddled her, bringing her own
wet pussy crack down against her mouth.

“Lick me, slut.”

Daria tried to twist her head away. She was
more than a little ticked off, and her nipples stung. But Selena
would have none of it, and rubbed her pussy back and forth against
her mouth and nose until she finally gave up and began to lick.
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She had never had sex with a girl before. Not
that she had a lot of experience in sex anyway. She’d slept with
exactly two guys, both boyfriends. Of course, she’d had sex with
one a couple of dozen times, and the other – well, that had lasted
a year. She couldn’t even remember how many times they’d done
it.

But a girl? Well, she had toyed with the idea
in her mind, but had not dared approach anyone. Anyway, it was just
a thought. Kind of like, it would be neat to have sex with two or
three or ten guys at once. But the difficulties and risks of such
things were such she never really expected to do them.

The prom had been a disaster, though. So what
if it was senior prom. She had only dated Vince once before. Now it
was like he felt she owed him sex because it was the prom. He’d
rented a motel room, and had even boasted to his friends. She
didn’t owe him sex! She wasn’t some cheap slut! And he was drunk
and obnoxious, to boot, pawing roughly at her breasts and ripping
her dress.

So she dumped him and caught a cab. Not home,
though. She was pissed off, miserable, and near to tears. And she
didn’t want her parents knowing what had happened. If she showed up
at ten after bugging them for ages to let her stay out till dawn,
well, she’d never hear the end of it. So she’d gone to Selena’s
instead.

Selena had missed the prom, deliberately. She
called it a childish, silly little ritual, far too clichéd for her.
Daria had racked that up to her simply not having a date. Not that
that was surprising. Selena didn’t have many dates. She was too
intimidating, too beautiful, too rich, too sharp-tongued. She
didn’t tolerate stupidity very well, and teenage boys tended to do
and say a lot of stupid things.

Her parents were divorced, and her mother, a
party animal, was away, thank God. So they had sat before the
fireplace and Selena had consoled her and Daria had gotten very
drunk.

Of course she’d taken off her prom dress.
Selena had let her wear a little satin nightshirt which buttoned up
the front. It was too tight for her, of course, and she’d left the
top several buttons undone as her bigger breasts strained against
the material.

She wasn’t quite sure how it had come to sex.
She remembered the giggling as they kissed experimentally,
remembered how darning she’d felt even as the sense of playful fun
had slowly shifted to one of uncertainty, then interest and
excitement.

The jolt she’d felt when Selena began to
gently caress her breasts had made her entire body shudder and
knocked the breath from her body. Her wide eyes had stared dazedly,
a sense of disbelief filling her as she watched Selena’s fingers
deftly undo the buttons down the front of the nightie, then begin
to knead and stroke her bare breasts.

As they lay side by side, Selena had mouthed
her nipples until she wanted to scream. No guy had ever made her
breasts throb so, had ever made her nipples burn like Selena had,
and without shifting her fingers or mouth off Daria’s breast she
had made her climax.

Then, as they lay together, kissing, their
tongues sliding back and forth between their mouths, the other girl
had brought her leg in between Daria’s, and with a slow, gentle,
grinding movement brought her to another climax.

There was no looking back from there. She’d
stripped, Selena had stripped, and the sex had gotten hotter and
wilder, as orgasm after orgasm had made her writhe and twist and
buck with shocked delight.

Selena hadn’t even used any of her toys that
night. It was just the two of them and their soft, warm bodies
writhing and grinding together before the fireplace. She’d climaxed
a dozen times, which was a stunner given the most she’d ever had
with her boyfriends had been one.

“I can’t fucking believe you pierced my
nipples!” Daria exclaimed in disbelief.

“That’s like, the fourth time you’ve said
that,” Selena said.

“Well, fuck!”

“You know you look hot.”

“That’s not the point! They fucking
hurt!”

“Want a Tylenol?”

“No! Yes!”

Selena got up and left the room, and Daria
stared down at her nipples again. They throbbed, but the pain was
not unbearable. She wanted to touch them, but her wrists were tied
together before her, with a loop of rope circling her waist,
holding them in place.

She was in the living room now, where Selena
had brought her. She knelt on the soft rug, her knees spread wide.
The rope, doubled over, circled her breasts, squeezing them
together from all sides, making them bulge a little. It also went
over each of her shoulders, down between her breasts, and between
her thighs to slide up between her buttocks. It held the two dildos
deep in her belly, where they ached a little.

The fireplace was going again, not that this
was much of an effort. It was a gas fireplace, after all, and only
needed the flick of a switch to set alight. The room was lit by the
soft yellow glow of a pair of lamps on either side of the heavy
leather sofa. The curtains were closed, but they could hear the
rain spattering against the window.

Selena returned with a cup of water and the
pills, and held them to Daria’s lips.

“When are you going to untie me?” she
sighed.

Selena shrugged.

“You and this Chinese rope shit. I feel like
a Barbie doll being dressed up and posed.”

“It’s Japanese rope shit. The Chinese are
kind of boring about sex.”

“Whatever. You all look alike to me.”

“Ignorant blonde bigot,” Selena said.

Selena knelt beside her and slapped her
bottom, and Daria yelped.

“My body is all marked up,” she complained,
as Selena tied a length of thin cord between her nipple rings.

“Oh, big baby. It’s just a few little pink
lines. They’ll fade away by tomorrow.”

“I can’t fucking believe you whipped me!”

“You keep saying that.”

“You’re such a perve!”

Selena grinned and moved up onto the sofa.
The cord between Daria’s nipple rings was about a foot long, and
she held it in her hand, pulling gently, forcing the blonde girl up
off her heels, making her bend forward as she lay back and spread
her legs wide.

“Lick me, you little blonde whore.”

A voice called out something, suddenly, in
Chinese.

“Holy shit! Your mother!” Daria gasped,
jerking back.

The house was built with the garage on the
left. The door to the garage opened in the front hall, where the
stairs were. The two girls gaped at each other, with no way to run
but back to the kitchen – which led nowhere.

Selena leapt up and grabbed Daria’s rain
poncho, which she’d tossed onto a chair just inside the door. As
the blonde girl stood up she flung it over her head and pulled it
down around her, then snatched up their clothes, including Daria’s
prom dress, and raced aside, through the dining room

Selena’s mother came in through the hall
door, and stopped, noting the wide eyed blonde girl standing before
her.

“Oh, hello, Daria,” she said, frowning at
her. “I didn’t know you were coming over tonight.”

Daria’s mouth opened and closed several
times. “I-I uh, I was just – I wanted to uhm, talk to Selena,” she
stuttered.

She was aware that Mrs. Lee did not
altogether approve of her, of her daughter spending so much time
with a white girl. Mrs. Lee thought that American society was too
promiscuous and permissive, and wanted her daughter to take up with
more Asian girls, who, she assumed, were more restrained and
modest. That Daria was a blonde only seemed to make her more
suspicious, for Asians seemed to think blonde girls were even more
promiscuous than most White girls.

Mrs. Lee swept past her and looked out the
window. “It’s raining very hard outside,” she said.

“Oh uhm, yeah,” Daria gulped.

She wondered what the woman would think if
she knew she and Selena were involved in a lesbian relationship. No
doubt she’d go ballistic, call Daria filthy white whore and forbid
her daughter from ever seeing her again – as if it were her
fault.

“Hi Mom.”

Selena had slipped into the hall after her
mother went into the living room, and now she emerged, wearing her
raincoat and boots. “You’re home early,” she said.

“Yes, we finished much earlier than I had
expected. Are you girls going out in this rain?”

“It’s just a little water,” Selena said. “And
it’s warm out. We thought it would be uh, neat to walk in the rain
a little.”

Daria jerked her head up and down
frantically.

Mrs. Lee looked at her disapprovingly. “It’s
getting late, Selena.”

“We’re all grown up, mother,” Selena said
with a tolerant roll of her eyes. “And I doubt there’ll be many
muggers or rapists out standing around in the rain this time of
night.”

She took Daria’s arm and tugged.

“Walking in the rain,” her mother said,
shaking her head and rolling her own eyes.

“You should try it some time,” Selena said.
“It’s very nice and peaceful.”

She guided Selena into the front hall.

“I don’t have any boots,” Daria
whispered.

“Use these.”

She nodded at large rubber boots, and held
Daria’s arm while the bound girl carefully stepped into them.

“Fuck! I can’t believe this!”

“Shh!”

“Where are we going!?”

“Somewhere I can untie you for one
thing.”

“Don’t be long or I’ll get worried,” they
heard her mother call.

Selena closed the door and Daria let out a
strangled gasp. “Oh fuck! Holy shit!”

Selena grinned.

“Let’s go out back and you can get these
fucking ropes off me.”

“No way. What if she’s looking? Let’s go to
the park.”

“I’m fucking naked!”

“Not really. You’ve got a poncho on.”

They walked up the dark, empty street. The
rain grew even more heavy, pounding down against the hoods of their
raincoats.

“My legs are getting all wet,” Daria
grumbled.

“Quit bitching, slut.”

“Bitch.”

“Whore.”

“Skank!”

Selena grinned, then reached for the poncho
and swept it up and over her head.

“Selena!” Daria cried, her head twisting from
side to side as she stared at the dark rows of windows facing the
street.

“That’ll teach you to call me a skank.”

“Are you fucking crazy? Someone’s going to
see me!”

“I doubt it. Come on. The park is just
ahead.”

“Selena!”

Selena trotted forward, and Daria, already
soaking wet, her arms tightly bound, had to hurry after her. That
wasn’t easy with the base of the dildos protruding from her pussy
and anal opening rubbing against her thighs as she moved.

Gasping for breath, her head turning rapidly
from side to side, searching out watchers, she ran into the park,
grateful to be away from the streetlamps.

“Selena!” she hissed.

Selena grinned at her from beneath a tall
tree. “I like the way your tits are squeezed together,” she said
with a lazy grin.

“Pervert,” Daria said, panting. “I’m going to
catch pneumonia.”

“It’s a warm rain, little slut,” Selena said.
“Are you – wet?”

She reached out for the cord tied to the
blonde girl’s nipples and tugged hard enough to make Daria yelp in
pain and stumble forward.

‘Take off the boots, blonde slut,” Selena
said. “I want you completely, totally naked.”

Daria agreed easily enough, for now that the
initial shock and fear had passed she was feeling more and more
aroused herself. She slipped off the big boots and let her bare
feet feel the cold wet grass underneath, then gasped again as
Selena pulled on the cord and her nipples burned.

“That hurts!” she moaned.

“It’s your leash, blonde slut,” Selena
taunted, walking backwards and pulling on the cord.

It was hard to tell Daria’s hair was blonde
any more, for it was soaking wet and flat against her skull as she
stumbled forward. Then Selena tugged downwards on the cord and
Daria, wincing in pain, first bent over, then dropped to her knees
to ease the pressure.

“Ah, now you’re where you should be, little
blonde slut.”

She grinned and stepped closer, and Daria
breathlessly looked up at her, rain spattering off her head and
trickling down her naked body. She watched Selena lift her own
plastic rain coat up and reveal that she too was naked
underneath.

“Show me how much you love me, little slut,”
she purred, tugging lightly on the cord as she reached out for
Daria’s head and guided her between her legs.

Daria moaned, wet, excited, heart pounding,
pulse racing. It seemed incredibly wild and kinky to be naked and
tied up outside like this, and she eagerly pushed her tongue out,
lapping at her girlfriend’s sex as she felt her face being jammed
in against Selena’s groin.

Selena was still protected from most of the
rain, smirking down at the blonde girl from under a large hood. But
Daria was completely soaked and beginning to revel in it, feeling
the water trickling down into the cleavage between her breasts, and
following the lines of the ropes guiding it down between her
legs.

She licked hungrily at Selena’s pussy as the
girl periodically tugged on the cord bound to her nipples, gasping
and moaning, her lower body filled to overflowing by the fat dildos
stuffed into her, her insides aflame with passion and excitement as
she licked at Selena’s clitoris.

Selena basked in the sensation of sexual
power as she stood, legs apart, the quiet broken only by the rain
pattering against the hood of her coat and Daria’s soft gasps and
moans.

She felt her own groans beginning to push
upwards out of her throat as the heat and pleasure inside her grew
more powerful. Daria’s tongue was driving her mad with passion as
the blonde lapped and licked hungrily. It was such an exciting
scene, as well, and she loved dangerous sex, where someone might
catch them at any time. She felt her body beginning to thrum and
burn as her orgasm approached, the sexual heat rising and swelling
until with a sudden choked cry of pleasure, her orgasm washed over
her and she ground her sex furiously into Daria’s face and
mouth.

“Ohhh, that was so nice,” she groaned,
relaxing, staring down into the Daria’s bright blue eyes. “Now what
should we do to you next, little blonde slut?”

She tugged on the cord again, pulling the
gasping blonde to her feet, then backed away, tugging again, lower,
forcing her to kneel.

“Selena!” she moaned in protest.

“Lower, little slut. Lower.”

She forced the cord lower, almost to the
ground, and Daria, wincing in pain, was forced to fall forward onto
her shoulders in the grass and dirt. Selena moved behind her and
stared at her upraised bottom, then put her muddy boot against it
and brought the hell down against the base of the dildo protruding
from her anus.

“Oww!” Daria cried, as the pressure jammed
the nose of the dildo high into her belly.

“Nasty, naughty little blonde slut,” Selena
taunted.

She jammed her heel against the base of the
dildo in hard, short, sharp little jabbing motions, then moved her
foot lower still, pressing it against the base of the dildo
sticking out of the girl’s pussy. Again she jabbed at it, making
the blonde hiss and gasp and groan in pain.

“I bet you wish there was a man here so he
could fuck you,” Selena said.

“I do!” Daria gasped.

“Slut!”

She reached down and grasped the girl’s
sopping hair, forcing her back upright, then onto her feet. There
she shifted her grip to the cord again and, pulling on it, forced
Daria to follow her across the park, and then, laughing, led her
over to an earth embankment. The raw earth there was now foot deep
mud, with small puddles of muddy water scattered about it. She
shoved Daria hard, and the blonde girl, yelping, tripped and fell
into the mud.

“Mud baths are good for your complexion,”
Selena teased.

Daria half rose but Selena put a muddy boot
against her bottom and shoved hard so that she went sprawling, face
first into the mud, then, excited again by her own power, the Asian
girl took another step forward, reached down, and filled her fist
with soft mud, slapping it into Daria’s groin from behind.
Laughing, she rolled the blonde girl over, throwing and rubbing
handfuls of mud onto her breasts and belly and between her
legs.

“Bitch! Whore!” Daria cried.

“Roll in the mud like a pig,” Selena sneered,
pushing her down again and again.

Then, laughing, she pulled the mud soaked
girl out, tugging on the nipple cords, leading her back to solid
ground. There she shoved her back against a cold steel light pole,
braced her there with a shoulder, and untied the rope around her
waist which held her wrists hard against her belly. Before Daria
could think to do anything, however, she pulled the rope up and
back, quickly sliding behind the blonde girl as she wrapped it
around the pole above her head, then up higher across a low metal
brace, where she tied it off.

Both girls were hot, despite the rain, their
eyes filled with lust, their bodies throbbing as they stared at
each other. Daria was covered in mud from head to toe, nude, her
body stretched up and back as her hands were pinned behind the
pole. She moaned softly, feeling the hard, cold metal pressing
firmly into her buttocks and up along her spine.

Selena, loving the sight of her, loving the
excitement, backed away, breathless with a new idea.

“I’m going to bed now. Good night.”

And she backed further away as the mud
covered girl stared after her, moaning, backed further still, then
turned and walked away. Daria stared after her, panting for breath,
still indignant at being shoved into the mud, but moaning, feeling
incredibly aroused.

She didn’t really believe Selena would leave
her there like that, and had no intention of giving into her, of
calling her back. Yet as the Asian girl disappeared into the
darkness and silence took hold she felt a growing apprehension.

Yet still there was the excitement and
passion. She laid her head back against the pole, then shook her
head, leaning forward as much as she could as the rain pattered
against her and muddy rivulets ran down her face and body.

The minutes ticked slowly away in her mind,
and there was nothing but silence. Then the rain picked up, and she
felt a strange, blissful sense of eroticism as she stood pressed
against the pole and felt it striking her bare body. Most of the
mud was soon off her, though the water trickling steadily down from
her hair continued to be brownish in colour.

She pulled her head up and back, arching her
back, staring, blinking, up into the rain as it came down harder
still. Thunder rumbled across the sky, and lightning flashed
distantly. She moaned softly, her nipples pinpoints of fire,
throbbing and swollen, her pussy squeezing repeatedly around the
dildo stuffed up inside her.

What if someone came? What if someone found
her like this? What if someone saw her?

Her mind rolled through the possibilities of
discovery, sometimes imagining the police, shame, embarrassment,
sometimes drooling, lustful rapists thrusting hard and deep into
her helpless, naked body.

And yet, still, her pussy burned.

But where was Selena?!

She looked around her often, looking for
Selena, watching for anyone else, heart pounding at every imagined
sound. The rain began to let up, and then stopped. She could hear
distant traffic, and occasionally she saw a car drive past on the
distant road.

She couldn’t have really gone home to sleep!?
She couldn’t!

She felt a little cool now against the metal
pole, for the night was wearing on to morning, and her body was
still wet. She groaned and stretched, lifting her feet one by one
and bringing her heels up against her buttocks, stretching and
twisting stiff muscles. Her arms and back ached and her feet were
growing sore. How long had she been there? How long before Selena
came for her?

She tried to pull and twist her wrists
against the rope, but it was on quite tight, and all she succeeded
in doing was making her wrists burn with pain.

Her tied breast felt – cold, and she longed
to feel someone’s hands on them, to have them squeezed and kneaded,
her nipples licked and suckled.

She felt very much – abused, mistreated, and
yet, while that sparked a certain amount of resentment and
irritation – even a little anger – it also continued to stoke the
heat within her. She was quite certain she had been standing in
place for well over an hour, yet her body was still filled with
lust, heat and excitement.

And then she hard a noise behind her. Her
pulse raced in alarm, yet there was also relief, for she was almost
certain it must be Selena. She turned her head and gasped as a dog
trotted up to her and sniffed at her lower legs. She stared down at
it as it stared up at her, and she blushed unaccountably. It cocked
its head to one side, and she looked around nervously. “Go away,”
she whispered.

It wagged its tail.

And then she heard another sound, and this
time her heart almost stopped, for it was a male voice.

She jerked her head around as the dog slipped
around her and trotted to a figure crossing the park, and she felt
a pounding in her skull, a shock and horror and denial as she tried
to hide behind the too thin pole, tried to remain entirely
motionless, hoping the man would not notice her. Her heart pounded
a mile a minute as she hoped desperately he would walk on past.

“What the - .”

She cringed as he came up to the pole, walked
around it, and looked at her. Mortified, she just caught a glimpse
of a startled pale, middle aged face, then jerked her own face
away, unable to look at him.

“Are you - .” the man gasped, reaching for
her.

Then he stopped, and Daria stole a shamed
glance up at him to see his bearded face looking thoughtful, his
eyes admiring her sleek, wet body.

“Sorry if I intruded on something,” he said,
turning his head to look around. “I’ll leave you in place.

He turned as if to go.

“No!”

He halted, and Daria, cheeks burning, jerked
her face away again.

“Want me to call the police?” he asked.

She jerked her head from side to side, still
not looking at him, feeling unbelievably embarrassed.

She gasped as he reached out and lightly
plucked at the cord tied to her nipple rings, and her eyes were
drawn helplessly up to his face.

“I don’t think a girl surprised in the park
gets tied up this way,” he said with a knowing leer. “I interrupted
some little sex game, didn’t I?”

Daria dropped her eyes, cringing, but he
pulled harder on the cord and she gasped in pain, her chin jerking
up as she stared at the man.

He was perhaps forty, a little pudgy, with
short brown hair and a thin beard. He was wearing a light blue
jacket over a sweatshirt and shorts, and his eyes looked –
hungry.

Fear and anxiety joined the shame gnawing at
Daria’s mind and belly, but with it was something else, something
which matched the hunger in his eyes, some dark, masochistic need
to be used and abused.

He dropped the cord, and then his big hands
dropped to press lightly against her bound breasts, squeezing in
against them from beneath and the sides. “You have really nice
tits,” he said.

Daria’s mind squirmed and she gasped in
disbelief, shame, fear and – and hunger – as he squeezed her
breasts up even more than the ropes had, then bent and mouthed her
right nipple.

She shuddered and moaned, her body twisting
weakly as he sucked and licked and chewed no her aching nipples,
her areolas, and the flesh of her breasts.

“Someone leave you here as a sacrifice?” he
asked with an excited leer.

“P-Please!” she gasped.

“Please what?” he asked, his hand dropping to
the dildo sticking out from her swollen sex lips and twisting at
it.

“Oh!”

“I got something a lot nicer than this dildo,
baby,” he said.

He fumbled at the ropes and managed to untie
them, pulling them free of her groin. Daria felt a surge of relief
as the hard, tight pressure against her sex lips was finally
released. Yet now he gripped the dildo and, leering at her, began
to pump it in and out.

“Oh! Ungh! P-Please!” she gasped, her feet
twisting on the ground, her legs trying to close, but blocked by
his knee as he thrust it between them. “D-Don’t!”

He chuckled as he continued to pump the
dildo, then reached down with his other hand, stroking his thumb
across her swollen clitoris in a move which made Daria gasp and
arch her back helplessly.

“Yeah! You like that, don’t you, baby?” he
jeered.

And God help her she did! He was pumping the
dildo hard, jamming it painfully deep, but her body was pouring
heat and she could hardly keep still, could hardly stop herself
from thrusting her hips forward against him.

She cried out as he gripped her long, wet
hair, jerking her head back, and bent to mouth her nipples again,
sucking and biting on them as he continued to plunge the dildo up
into her body. Daria was on a roller coaster ride of emotions and
sensations, reeling from the pain, shame, excitement and heat as
the strange man’s tongue ravished her aching nipples.

She could only gasp, grunt, moan and whimper,
her body writhing and shaking and trembling as he laughed and
gnawed on her nipples.

Then he straightened, releasing her hair,
pulling the dildo free of her pussy. The sound of his zipper going
down was the loudest sound Daria had heard in hours, and she
shuddered, transfixed by the sight of his erection coming out of
his shorts. She stared at it, appalled, frightened, anxious, and
yet as he forced her legs wider and, holding himself, moved closer,
she felt herself almost swooning with a sense of sexual
exultation.

She felt the head rubbing up and down against
her pussy, and then he seized her hips, his fingers digging into
her moist buttocks as he thrust himself into her.

Daria’s climax was a wild rush of heat and
sensations that froze her, sent her head jerking back, and then
made her body tremble and spasm violently as the man rammed himself
up into her belly.

She was being forced, she thought with a
sense of wild excitement, tied up naked and violated, and instead
of frightening or traumatizing her the thought filled her with
scalding heat. The man’s cock was warm and soft compared to the
dildo which had been nestled between her sex lips for so long, and
her body reveled in the heat and pleasure as he jerked on her
buttocks, pulling her against him, and began to thrust in and
out.

He cursed and moaned, pulling at her hair
again, forcing her head back, grunting as he thrust hard up into
her pussy, groping her breast and gnawing at her throat. “Fuck!
Ungh! Yeah! Fuck! Fuck!” he panted as his hips ground into her.

The orgasm howled within her, leaving her
dazed and exhausted, yet his body, his hard, male body, clothed in
rough jeans and plastic coat, ground against her own soft, pale
flesh as he continued to use her. And the sex heat was not
diminished at all. Daria had never felt so aroused, had never felt
her body shake and tremble quite this badly as the man’s big cock
thrust up into her again and again. His hands were all over her,
racing over her wet body, squeezing and kneading and caressing as
his big body crushed her back against the metal pole.

He found the base of the dildo protruding
from her anus. It had slipped out a little more, but his excited
fingers thrust it back inside, and Daria cried out, bucking forward
against him as he chuckled and laughed and began to pump it in and
out in time to his own thrusting.

“You like that, baby?” he gasped. “You like
it in both holes?”

Even through the shame and anxiety still
swirling within her mind Daria did, and she twisted and writhed as
the sex heat burned and clawed at her mind, another orgasm rising
powerfully within her. He was doing to her just what Selena had
done, yet this was real! It was as if their little game had
suddenly sprang alive, and now instead of her girlfriend pretending
to tie and use her she had a real man, a stranger, and she was
completely at his mercy!

He was pumping the dildo harder and harder,
though, as his own excitement mounted. It hurt. It really hurt! Yet
the wild sexual fever gripping her body and mind had no room for
care, and she could only shake and twist under the blows of his
heavy hips as he continued to pound her, as his mouth mauled her
own, his tongue thrusting between her lips as her second orgasm
exploded within her.

It was massive, shaking her like a rag doll,
and in its midst he gave a final, furious thrust and completely
buried the dildo in her anus, then gripped her buttocks with both
hands, lifting her thighs up and apart as he went into overdrive,
hamming himself into her, lifting her feet off the ground, ramming
her back against the steel pole with his powerful thrusting motions
until, with a guttural cry of release he came, spewing his salty
white seed deep in her spasming pussy.

And then, after a few moments, it was as if
he regained his sanity, and he looked worriedly around, then did up
his pants and ran off, collecting his dog, and disappearing into
the night.

Daria slumped weakly, sore, exhausted, and
still gripped by the languor, the afterglow of the massive
climax.

She slumped against the pole, gasping, chest
heaving, moaning softly for long, long minutes. She got her breath
back slowly, recovering from the intense sensory overload she had
suffered. Her breasts felt bruised by his hungry groping, and she
had a bite mark around her right nipple. She was sore inside, and
the dildo up in her rectum ached.
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Selena returned at last, smug, smirking, but
surprised that the rope which had been wedged between her legs had
somehow come undone. When she realized what had happened she was
appalled at first, horrified, filled with guilt and remorse. She
apologized again and again, telling Daria she had been sure no one
would show up in the park so late at night, especially with the
rain.

And yet, she began to sense that Daria did
not share her horror. It was not for some time, not until a couple
of days had passed, that her probing, suspicious questions drew
forth from Daria not just what had happened, but how she had felt
about it.

She seemed a little awed that Daria had
climaxed, that her memories of her “attack” were filled with guilty
arousal rather than misery and fear. And she seemed to take courage
from that, her sense of superiority growing more powerful, her
certainty that Daria was her toy to do with as she chose even more
obvious.

She called her slut more often now, even when
they were not involved in sexual games, called her slut not as an
insult, exactly, but more to taunt her, to tease her, using it
almost like a nickname. She was also encouraged in her sex play,
realizing how submissive and masochistic Daria truly was.

Daria spent most of her time around her naked
and tied up now, even if all they were doing was watching
television. Her wrists were usually bound together behind her back,
and she often had a dildo inside her, and quite often a butt-plug
as well.

A week after that night she was on the
internet at home when the door bell rang. She ignored it, but a
minute later her bedroom door opened and Selena came through. She
was not surprised, her parents would have automatically let her
best friend in and sent her upstairs, for they did it all the time,
but she felt a sudden little throbbing between her legs as the
Asian girl closed the door behind her.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey, whatcha doing?”

She pulled over a chair and sat beside her.
“Not even looking at porn?” she asked in mock disgust.

“The whole world isn’t all about sex,” Daria
said.

She was wearing a white baby-t and loose,
elasticized red trousers, her hair pulled back into a pony
tail.

Selena gripped her pony tail and pulled her
head slowly back over the back of her padded office-style chair.
Daria did not really resist, as she arched back, the backrest
giving, the chair leaning back as she gasped in some pain and
reached up behind her head for Selena’s wrist.

“Let go,” Selena ordered.

Daria let go, panting.

“Pull your top up. I want to see your pretty
titties.”

“M-My parents - .”

“Always knock first. Do it.”

Daria pulled up her T-shirt, taking her bra
with it, lifting them up above her sweet, round breasts. Her ringed
nipples were already hardening, the lighter pink areolas puffing up
around them.

Selena eased up on her hair a little, then
slid her left hand over Daria’s breasts, kneading them roughly,
pinching the nipples. Her hand slid down her trim, flat belly and
pushed easily through the elastic waistband of her trousers, then
into her silky thong.

“Selena!” Daria groaned.

“Whore bitch slut,” Selena breathed. “You
just wish it was a man here raping you, don’t you?!”

Her middle finger was rubbing steadily up and
down against Daria’s already swollen clitoris as she pulled harder
on her pony tail and forced her back to arch further. She leaned
in, mouthing her left nipple and the areola around it, sucking and
kissing, then chewing lightly as her tongue licked back and
forth.

Daria lay back, gasping, passive, submissive,
her arms hanging down as she gulped and gasped and moaned. She,
like Selena, kept herself shaved down there, so the girl’s fingers
were unimpeded even by the downy blonde pussy hair she had once
had. And her finger felt delicious as it stroked back and forth
over her burning little clit.

Selena released her suddenly, and pulled her
hand out of her trousers. She grinned as Daria’s head pulled
upright slowly and she blinked repeatedly.

“You feel way too empty down there, slut. Go
and get the dildo and butt plug I gave you.”

Daria blushed slightly, but obeyed, getting
up and crossing the room, going into her closet and pushing boxes
aside to get at her hiding place. She returned with the fat dildo
and butt plug, first locking the door as she gave Selena a
reproving scowl.

“Don’t look at me that way, slut. Come
here.”

She took the blonde girl’s arm and tugged her
forward, then shoved her belly down across the desk and tugged down
her trousers and thong.

“Oww!” Daria complained as she slowly worked
the fat butt plug into her anus.

“Quiet, slut,” Selena said, slapping her
bottom.

She forced the butt plug in fully, then
twisted the dildo back and forth, putting a hand on the back of the
blonde’s neck to hold her bent over, and working the dildo deeper
and deeper, until the base was flush with her sex lips. Then she
tugged up her thong and trousers and released her.

“My mom is going to go on a boat trip next
week. Want to come?”

Daria stood up slowly, panting. “Wh-what?
Where?”

“Her friend Amy has a big boat, a sailboat.
They’re sailing down the coast to Mexico and maybe Cuba. We’ll be
gone about a month.”

“Geeze, I don’t know,” Daria said.

“It’s a big boat. Amy is rich. It’s
practically a yacht. We’ll have our own cabin. We can sunbathe
nude, and go partying in Mexico. There’s some wild clubs down
there.”

“And your mother doesn’t mind me coming?
Cool. Yeah, sure I’ll come.”

“Yeah, you’ll come all right,” Selena said
with a grin, cupping her sex through the trousers and
squeezing.

She pulled back and took the blonde girl’s
arm. “Come on. I want to go out.”

“Where?”

“Anywhere. It’s a nice day.”

They went downstairs. Daria knew better than
to ask to have the dildo or butt plug removed. The butt plug would
stay easily in place, but she would have to be a little more
careful about the dildo. It was thick, though, thicker than the one
Selena had used on her the previous week, but not quite so long, so
that could fit entirely – though just barely –inside her pussy.

They trotted down the stairs. This was not
the first time she had been required to walk around with dildos in
her, even in front of her parents, but she still felt a little
throb of wicked excitement as she and Selena passed through the
living room, knowing they would have no faintest clue that she had
the big dildo inside her pussy and a butt plug up her bottom.

Selena drove, occasionally reaching over to
fondle one of Daria’s breasts or cup her pussy. She parked
downtown, and the two walked along, window shopping for some
minutes.

“Let’s go in here,” she said suddenly.

Daria had barely the time to look up at the
sign above to try and see what the store with the darkened windows
was before Selena took her wrist and yanked her inside.

They were in a small waiting room, and Daria
still had no idea where they were. Selena led her up to the
reception desk and a small, Chinese girl there looked up.

“I have an appointment for two,” she said.
“Lee.”

The girl looked down, then up again, smiled,
and nodded. “Go right through,” she said. “Room Four.”

“Selena?” Daria whispered.

Selena, still holding her wrist, led her up a
narrow hall and then into a room with a four on the door. It looked
almost like a gynecology exam room. There was a reclining leather
bench in the center of the room, with the metal stirrups up and out
to either side, and an overhead light on an adjustable arm just
above it, a low wheeled stool beside it. One wall was made up of a
counter and sink and cupboards.

“What is this place!?” she demanded.

“Electrolysis.”

Daria stared at her blankly. “What?!”

“You know, hair removal.”

“Why do you need that?”

“Not me, silly, you,” Selena said, eyes
gleaming.

“Are you - ?”

The door opened and a tall, slim, middle aged
Asian woman came through. She had a white medical smock on, and
smiled faintly, then spoke to Selena in Chinese for a minute before
turning piercing brown eyes on Daria.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“For what?” Daria asked suspiciously.

“Miss Lee says that you wish to have your
pubic hair removed.”

Daria blushed and turned an angry glare on
Selena.

“I uhm, I don’t - .”

“You will find that after laser hair removal
your sex area is much softer and more sensitive,” the woman said.
“It is much better than shaving, much less bother, and no rawness
or soreness nor stubble.”

“But… but I - .”

“You can undress now,” the woman said.

Daria blushed and glared again at Selena, but
the Asian girl only smiled.

“Mrs. Chin is a friend,” Selena said.
“Nothing shocks her. Now strip. Naked.”

“But I - .”

“Come on. Hurry,” the woman said, grasping at
her tank top.

“Hey, wait - .”

Selena also grasped at the shirt, and the two
women easily peeled it up and over her head. Then, while Selena was
tugging at her trousers, and Daria, gasping and blushing, was
clutching at them, the woman undid her bra clasp, and pulled the
bra back over her shoulders.

At that point she stopped struggling, knowing
the woman was in on whatever Selena had planned. Her face was a
dark red, though, as the two Asian women pushed her back onto the
bench and tugged her trousers and thong off her legs.

‘Now spread your legs wide,” the woman said,
a glint in her eyes as she took Amy’s left leg, lifting it up and
out to the side.

Selena did the same, and Daria’s face burned
as her legs were spread almost painfully wide, her ankles fitted
into the stirrups, and leather straps closed around them to keep
them there. Selena then took her wrists and pulled them back over
the top of the bench, then down behind it, where she found another
leather strap to wrap around her wrists and hold them in place.

The chair was tilted back at an angle, and
the stirrups raised up and out and back, baring her sex lewdly as
the woman rolled over a cart bearing a heavy square machine and
then took her seat on the stool between her legs.

She gasped, and licked her lips as she felt
the woman’s long, slender fingers caress the edge of her sex lips,
then run along the skin of her pussy mound.

“Yes, already you can feel a little stubble,”
she said, “and the skin is a little rough where you shave. It will
get rougher over the years if you continue to shave. This is much
better.”

She produced dark glasses, like welding
glasses, and fit them over Daria’s eyes, then she and Selena donned
a pair, and she set to work, using a thin box on the end of a wire,
pressing it repeatedly against Daria’s bare sex, moving slowly from
side to side, zapping and burning at her hair follicles a half inch
at a time.

As her right hand moved the box, however, her
left rested against the center of Daria’s sex, fingers pressing,
occasionally rubbing at her pussy lips, at her clit, or pushing
against the base of the dildo all-but buried inside her.

Daria’s embarrassment faded slowly, while her
arousal rose in tandem.

Selena sat beside the woman for some minutes,
watching intently, then rose and disappeared above Daria’s head.
She could not see behind the bench, and wondered only a little what
the Asian girl was doing – until she returned. She was nude, save
for the welding goggles, and grinned down at Daria as she climbed
onto the bench, straddling her chest, then sliding higher.

Daria stared up at her friend’s pink, naked
sex, and then it was lowered to her mouth, pressing against it.

“Feel how soft I am?” she whispered. “Mrs.
Chin did mine too.”

And her sex lips were soft as she rubbed them
back and forth over Daria’s face, and Daria’s tongue pushed out,
licking along her slit as the Asian girl gripped her loose hair and
began to ride her.

Between her own legs the laser zapped up and
down, up and down, burning her hair follicles away, the woman
apparently intent on her work and paying no attention to what the
two teenagers were doing. Except that after a minute or so her
finger began to move more steadily against Daria’s clit, stroking
lightly up and down as she worked.

Selena squirmed atop her face, gasping and
panting, moaning and cursing softly as she ground her sex down into
Daria’s mouth. She came with a shuddering cry, jamming her pussy
down hard and riding it back and forth over Daria’s nose. Then she
sat back a little, relaxed, gasping.

She turned behind her, and Daria heard her
say “Stick her now.”

Then she turned back to Daria, looked down at
her, and settled her pussy more firmly over her mouth. “Again,” she
demanded.

Daria began to lick once more. The woman had
halted her steady movements at her groin, and now she felt her
fingers squeezing and tugging on her neat, tight little sex lips,
rubbing at them, then pinching them near the bottoms.

She felt a sharp pain there suddenly, and
cried out – the sound muffled by Selena’s pussy – arching her back
helplessly. The pain faded into a dull throbbing ache, but then she
felt another sharp pain in almost the same area.

“Keep licking, slut,” Selena gasped, jamming
her pussy down into her mouth.

She ground herself against Daria’s face for a
long minute, groaning now, her body beginning to heat on the
outside as well as the inside. Between her legs Daria felt the
older woman’s fingers caressing her sex, circling her pussy lips,
stroking up and down, up and down, spreading them and as she nudged
the base of the dildo. Then her tongue began to lap at Daria’s
clitoris in long, slow licks.

Soft, rolling waves of sensory heat began to
surge up through Daria’s already throbbing lower belly, and her
muscles spasmed weakly, her hips rolling as she groaned into
Selena’s moist pussy. Her body was keyed, pumped up, and the slow
licking soon began to feel incredibly frustrating, each long,
sensual caress setting her hips grinding upwards without any
conscious will.

Her pussy – hurt, still, and each lick sent a
hot little quiver of pain through her groin, yet the pain only
seemed to intensify the pleasure, a sharp edged counterpoint to the
soft, shimmering waves of pleasure.

Her mouth and lower face were wet with
Selena’s juices as she licked breathlessly at her bare pussy. She
could see little, as Selena’s golden thighs framed her head from
either side, could only look up the length of her girlfriend’s body
to see her firm young breasts tipped by sharply pointed nipples.
She could see her chest heaving, could see Selena’s passion filled
face and the gleam of excitement in her eyes as she rode back and
forth over her mouth.

And then Selena pulled up and away, awkwardly
twisting around to sit backwards, bringing her pussy down against
Daria’s face once more, but laying along her body so that there
were two tongues licking at her clit.

But only momentarily, for one of them
stopped. She felt fingers pushing at her pussy, forcing in between
the walls of her sex and the fat dildo, then slowly prying it up
and out of her body. She felt vacant for a moment, and then
something else was pushed into her, something softer, warmer,
driving even deeper as Selena licked at her clit.

She was on the edge of climax, and the sudden
hard pumping pushed her over. She cried out, shuddering, twisting
and writhing, her hips bucking up wildly to meet the thrusting as
the sensual storm enveloped her. For long, long seconds she exulted
in the intensity of the pleasure, arching her back, twisting and
writhing, gasping and moaning in ecstasy as her body’s senses
overloaded.

And then the orgasm eased, and she went limp,
gasping for breath. Yet soon Selena began grinding her pussy down
harder, and stopped her licking, sitting up atop Daria’s face.

The blonde teenager gasped and winced as
Selena reached down and slipped her fingers into her nipple rings,
pulling and twisting at them, tugging and pinching at her
nipples.

“Lick me, little slut,” she ordered. “Lick my
pussy.”

She slapped lightly at Daria’s right breast,
then more heavily, and Daria moaned and began to drive her tongue
up again, pushing her mouth deep into the other girl’s pussy.

Selena bent over her once again and returned
the favour, and that hard cock thing pumping inside her continued
to thrust in and out. The woman had an expertise Selena lacked,
Daria thought dazedly, for she knew how to use that phony cock of
hers, changing speeds and angles skillfully.

Then Selena sat back on her face, all but
smothering her, starting to bounce and grind now as her breathing
grew more ragged. Another climax took her, and she ground herself
hard against the blonde’s face until it released her, then half
fell forward again, panting weakly.

She climbed off at last, but turned, running
her hands over Daria’s breasts as the older woman continued to
thrust into her. But then Mrs. Chin stopped her pumping and with a
strange smile moved around to the other side of the bench. Daria’s
eyes fluttered as she stared at the woman, then they widened in
confusion.

“You like?” the woman asked teasingly.

She reached for Daria’s hair and ran her
fingers through it, then tightened her fingers and twisted sharply
enough to make the blonde girl gasp in pain.

She stared as the woman forced her head to
the side, and pulled her towards her groin, stared at the cock
sprouting from the woman’s groin. It couldn’t be, she thought at
first, but then the woman thrust it into her mouth, and there was
no mistaking it, not from this close. It was no dildo the woman
wore strapped around her hips, but a real cock. And Daria was wide
eyed with shock, disbelief and confusion as the fat head jabbed
against the roof of her mouth, then into her cheeks, then against
the entrance to her throat.

Selena leaned in and mouthed one of her
nipples, biting lightly, then drew her head back, smiling like a
satisfied cat. “You never met a transsexual before, little white
girl?” she cooed. “I told her if she did this for free she could
have you, she could fuck you. I told her you were a slutty little
white girl who loved to be fucked by big, fat cocks.”

She chuckled darkly, then straightened and
began to dress. Mrs. Chin continued to thrust into Daria’s mouth,
and when the blonde was slow about performing the woman twisted and
pulled at her hair without hesitation.

She pulled out, then, moving around between
her legs. Daria panted, still wide eyed, and stared at the woman,
who stared back, smirking. She rubbed her saliva coated cock up and
down Daria’s bare slit, then thrust into her sharply, ignoring her
groan of pain.

She leaned in, running her hands over Daria’s
breasts, fingering her nipples, then kneading her big breasts as
she began to pump harder, faster, and deeper. Daria shuddered and
moaned as the woman began to hammer her hips against her splayed
thighs, the bench shuddering and jerking beneath her as the woman
rode her with growing urgency.

Her pussy – hurt, with every movement, but
the desire and passion inside her could not be denied.

Selena was dressed now, she paused at he side
of the bench, gave one of Daria’s breasts a little squeeze, then
leaned over and kissed her gently on the lips. “Goodbye,” she said
with a smirk.

She turned, grabbed her purse, and opened the
door, then slipped outside and closed it behind her. Now alone with
the woman, Daria felt a fresh wave of hot, dark excitement. She
stared up at the strange, foreign face, the intense look of hunger,
lust and – what – strength, contempt, satisfaction on it, and knew
she was helpless, that the woman could do anything she wanted to
her.

The woman – if that was what she was, Daria
thought - slowed her pumping, pulling the cock out, rubbed it up
and down her slit, then thrust it in again. She pumped a half dozen
times, then pulled free a second time, rubbed it against her slit,
and then penetrated her, thrusting deep.

She leaned over her, laying her body down,
breast to breast, grinding her hips slowly, pumping softly as she
pulled at Daria’s hair and ran he tongue over her lips. Her tongue
slipped inside her mouth, then, tracing along the front of Daria’s
tongue, which roused uncertainly to meet it.

Her lips came crushing down as her hips began
to pump faster, harder, deeper, and her bottom rose and fell with
long, hard strokes as her tongue slithered inside Daria’s
mouth.

She drew back, straightening, and Daria’s
body strained weakly, her wrists pulling at the straps behind her
as if to reassure herself of her own helplessness. Then the woman
pulled free and half turned away. She picked up a small jar of
something and rubbed it along her cock, then pulled the butt plug
from Daria’s back opening. The hole remained open, and she had no
difficulty thrusting the first half of half of her cock down into
the small, pink hole.

Daria groaned as the woman forced her cock
slowly down into the depths of her ass. She had never been
sodomized, not really. Selena had used dildos on her there, but
only a couple of times. Now, for the first, time, the woman was
pushing a real cock down into her back opening, and it felt quite
strange.

As the woman pushed it deeper she began to
feel little cramps deep in her belly. The woman’s hands ran up her
body, kneading her breasts strongly. She began to work her hips in
and out, twisting and grinding. She began to talk to her, but in
Chinese, her voice soft, but filled with hunger as she worked her
cock deeper, pumped a little faster, a little harder.

Each time it pushed deep Daria felt a sharp
little ache at the center of her belly, a sharp little ache which
began to echo like a bell sounding as the woman thrust harder and
harder, jamming her hips hard against her upturned buttocks. Her
hands moved strongly up Daria’s body and squeezed both breasts,
fingers digging deep into the soft meat as she thrust even
harder.

Her lips drew back into a grimace and her
hips began to work harder, faster. The bench shuddered as her hips
slapped against Daria’s ass, and her hard cock sliced back and
forth through her aching pussy lips.

Her voice sharpened, growing more aggressive,
snarling down at her in Chinese, her voice filled with passion as
she hammered her hips forward with bruising force and speed.

Daria grunted and gurgled and panted for
breath at the rough pounding, her entire body shaking violently as
the woman’s cock reamed her out. Her insides felt like they were
being churned into jelly as the woman bent further over and
continued to drive her hips furiously in and out.

The Chinese woman was gasping and panting
now, her eyes bulging as she rode her. Her fingers were claws as
she dug them painfully into Daria’s breasts, and then she drew her
hand back, slapping her face suddenly. Daria gasped, her head
thrown aside, her ear ringing, her cheek stinging.

Dazed, she cried out again as the woman’s
other hand cracked against her opposite cheek, then again as the
first hand delivered another stinging slap to her face. A slap made
her breast sting, then another slap threw her head back as the
woman’s voice rose, her voice a loud, gasping, passionate sing-song
of Chinese.

Another slap to her face, and another, and
another, and another, and Daria was dazed and moaning, eyes rolling
and glassy. The woman dug her fingers into her breasts again,
kneading them violently, almost cruelly, pinching and twisting at
her nipples.

Then a hand dropped between her legs, and the
pad of her thumb began to stroke across Daria’s clitoris. She found
the dildo she had removed from her and thrust it deep into her
pussy

Her thumb began to stroke across her clitoris
as her other fingers pushed down rhythmically at the base of the
dildo, jabbing it again and again into the depths of her belly.

Her cock continued to pound deep into her
rectum, and she reached forwards with her other hand, gripping
Daria’s hair, yanking on it, twisting her head to one side, then
back sharply, forcing her back to arch as she cried out in dazed
pain.

And yet amid the storm of sensations sweeping
through her body, the heat and lust which had been forced back by
the hard slapping began to come together again, began to sweep
through her body, a formless, throbbing heat which responded to the
woman’s expert manipulation.

Glassy eyed, blood trickling lightly from her
lip, Daria moaned and writhed, her body still shaking to the hard
thrusting, the woman’s hips still slapping against her aching
bottom.

The orgasm was not as intense as the first,
but it was enveloped her completely, flooding around her mind and
body like a warm bath. She luxuriated in it, arching and twisting,
straining and quivering as her muscles spasmed and her nerve
endings burned.

Daria wore faded jeans and a tight, midriff
baring tank top as she strolled along the mall. She was not really
in the mood for shopping but had felt like getting out of the
house, and certainly didn’t want to go anywhere with Selena just
then.

She was mad at Selena. But conflicted. The
sense of disbelief and then outrage she’d felt when she’d been
virtually stripped and tied up before some strange old woman, the
absolute shock and humiliation as her legs had been spread wide and
the woman had begun to paw at her – well, it was all still there in
the back of her mind, still very vivid, still able to make her
blush just thinking about it. On the other hand, well, it had been
kind of wickedly exciting, and hot. She would not want to repeat
it, but on the other hand, she didn’t think she wanted to forget
either. It had been – hot!

But Christ! Was this kind of thing what she
wanted to get into? Screwing around with Selena was one thing, even
with her weird kinky love of bondage. That was just a kind of neat,
nasty game between the two of them. It was a way for her to explore
new things about herself without risk. Well, of course being left
naked out in a park had turned out to be riskier than either of
them had expected. But even that had a bizarre and exciting tinge
to it. God! The guy had fucked her right there in the park! She’d
been naked and fucking chained to a fucking pole!

It had been scary; humiliating to the point
it almost gave her a heart attack. But holy Jesus it had been
exciting, too, after the guy had put it in her and started humping
her. The memory was even more raw in her mind than her and Selena
and that old Chinese woman. Absolute raw, animal sex! That’s what
it was! She could hardly believe it had happened to her, any more
than that freaky lesbian thing with Selena’s hair removal lady.

What was she doing having sex with these old
people anyway!?

She made a face and passed into a store,
fingering the tops on tables as she passed to see how soft the
material was, head turning from side to side as she passed
mannequins and racks, looking for something to catch her eye.

Her pussy still hurt, as did her nipples,
though those only hurt a bit. Her pussy lips had fucking bled! God
damn Selena anyway, she thought resentfully. Who the hell had told
her she could have some old lady pierce her pussy lips? Okay, her
nipples had been coolly kinky, but her pussy lips? That said “slut”
in big, shining, neon lights to anyone who saw, and it wasn’t like
she could hide it much since her pussy hair was now gone fucking
forever!

She glared at the rack of sweaters she was
standing beside, then moved on with a sigh. The fact was that never
having to shave herself there wasn’t really that bad a thing. After
all, it was a real pain in the ass, and she had gotten used to
being bare there, and liked it. So Selena had really just kind of
saved her a lot of effort. And she did look so clean down there
now, without even a trace of stubble.

She probably should thank the bitch, except
that she wasn’t going to. It was true, as Selena had said, that
she’d have been too embarrassed to have it done herself, but that
was her decision. And her pussy lips were the same. They still
ached. Of course, she also had a gold ring through them. But that
didn’t mean she liked it. It just meant that, well, she hadn’t
decided one way or another whether to keep them. It only made sense
to put them in now until she decided for sure what she wanted.
She’d already had it done, after all.

She passed out of the store and went on down
the mall.

She wasn’t even sure she wanted to go on that
boat ride now. The thought was half-hearted though. Even Selena
ought to be careful around her mother, for it wasn’t like this boat
could be all that big. She’d just have to watch her when they
stopped in Mexico.

She picked up a bright blue top, and went
into a changing room. She slipped off her tank top and examined
herself briefly in the mirror. The lacy purple bra looked good on
her, she noted with approval, and her belly was trim and flat. She
slid her arms into the sleeves and pulled the top together. It
certainly set off her hair well.

The top was tight, and buttoned together in
front. It was midriff baring, the bottom button fastening together
below her breasts. Yes, it did look good, she thought with
approval. It showed off her breasts and belly well. She undid the
first couple of buttons and grinned at her cleavage, though the
purple bra would have to go. She stripped off the top, removed the
bra, then pulled the top on again.

Oh yeah, she thought, sliding her tongue
along her lower lip. That looked good. The top pulled her breasts
up and together nicely and with the top couple of buttons open she
had very nice, but not slutty cleavage. With another button undone
it was slutty, but hot.

Of course, the light colour and lack of bra
made her nipple rings stand out fairly obviously. She’d have to
watch that. She could take them out, of course, but she wasn’t
supposed to yet, unless it was to put in studs, but they were just
about as obvious. Eventually she wouldn’t have to wear either, but
for now she was kind of stuck with them if she didn’t want the
holes to close up again.
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Daria arrived at the dock with her bags just
after nine, and was introduced to Selena’s mother’s friend,
Hiu-Ling. Hiu-Ling was a tall, thick shouldered Chinese woman,
bigger than most Daria had seen, with a square face and beetled
brows. Her hair was sleekly black, and curved in towards her face
on both sides like a very short pageboy. She gave Daria a look as
she walked up which made her pause in uncertainty, then smiled.

“Welcome aboard my boat,” she said.

Daria swallowed a little nervously but forced
a smile in return. There was something distinctly odd about the
woman, and unfriendly.

“Let’s get your junk below,” Selena said,
carrying one of her bags.

“You certainly have a lot of stuff,” Hiu-Ling
said.

“Well uhm, it’s going to be a long trip,”
Daria replied.

“Of course, but, you really don’t need to
wear much – or anything – for most of it.”

Her eyes raked up and down Daria’s body and
she felt a little quiver of anxiety mixed with a feathery little
tinge of excitement. Was the woman a lesbian? She was certainly
giving off that kind of vibe.

Selena led her down a narrow stairway and she
stopped at the bottom, saying “Wow!”

“It’s cool, isn’t it?”

It was more than cool. The kitchen, or
galley, she supposed, had all the amenities, including a big steel
refrigerator, a stove and microwave, and a lot of cabinets. There
was a large, comfortable table with padded benches at both sides
which would seat six, and past that, a gloriously beautiful main
cabin. The walls were of gleaming teak paneling. The floor was
deeply carpeted from wall to wall, or bulkhead to bulkhead. There
were two long, leather sofas facing each other across a low teak
table, and a built in stereo along with a large, flat screen
television.

Selena led her past that, showed her the
bathroom with its stand up shower, then the large, comfortable
cabin which would be their room. Its walls looked of some lighter
wood, pine or light oak, and the bed was large and covered with a
furry bedspread. There were built in dressers around it, and
another flat panel TV on the wall.

“You can put your stuff in these drawers,
though like Hiu-Ling says, you won’t be wearing much.”

“What’s her story?” Daria asked.

“What do you mean?”

“She looks kind of… I don’t know, weird.”

Selena shrugged. “Ignore her. We’re not going
to spend a lot of time with her. We’ll be up front sunbathing. She
can stay in the back with mom.”

Daria put her things away while Selena put on
a tiny thong bikini, then she stripped off as well, and started to
remove her nipple rings.

“You’re supposed to leave them in.”

‘I’m not having your mother and Hiu-Ling ask
me about my nipple rings,” Daria snorted, putting them in the
drawer.

“Yeah, I suppose you’re right. My mom isn’t
very modern. She’d wonder.”

“She’d think I was a perverted slut.”

“She thinks that anyway, silly.”

Daria scowled and Selena laughed. “Well, not
really, but you know, blonde girls have such reputations.”

“Come on.”

Going upstairs in the little thong bikini
made her feel strange. They met Selena’s mother and Hiu-Ling as
they sat in the back of the boat on the padded benches there. Both
women were in shorts and tank tops, and Daria fidgeted a little
unnerved as Hiu-Ling’s eyes moved up and down her barely clad body.
There was something hot and at the same time cold in the woman’s
eyes. She was glad when Selena led her forward onto the front of
the boat deck.

“I feel weird with her looking at me,” Daria
whispered.

“Getting hot?” Selena teased.

Daria punched her lightly and glared.

“She can’t hear.”

She stripped off her top, and Daria looked
behind them. They couldn’t even see the other two women now, with
the raised hatches of the deck between them, but she still felt
odd.

“Oh stop worrying. So what if she sees your
boobies. She’s a woman.”

“I suppose,” Daria said.

She stripped off her top as well, and the two
girls oiled themselves up then lay back on the sloping forward deck
near the bow, getting some sun.

They had been there about half an hour when
Hiu-Ling and Selena’s mother came forward. Again she felt awkward,
and a bit embarrassed. But there was something else in the mix, as
well, she realized, a kind of kinky excitement. Despite the fact
she was an adult she didn’t necessarily feel like one, especially
around friends’ mothers. So having a “grown up” lusting after her
while she brazenly showed off her bare breasts was making her feel
a bit like an exhibitionist.

And she found that excited her.

She got used to it, of course, kind of. But
she and Selena remained topless all afternoon, wearing nothing but
thongs, and Daria found that it excited her whenever she was near
Hiu-Ling. She tried not to show off, but it was hard, and by the
end of the day she was feeling very horny.

Even in the evening, wearing short shorts and
a tank top she could feel the woman’s eyes on her. She told herself
it was just her imagination, but another part of her felt a hot
little steaming excitement at the idea the older, sophisticated
woman was turned on by her body and wanted her.

She was very glad to see the two older women
disappear to their cabin for the night, and not surprised when
Selena turned to her and began to kiss her and fondle her through
the tank top.

“What if they come back?” she moaned.

“Maybe I’ll let Hiu-Ling have you then,”
Selena said, chewing on her lip. “I think she wants to fuck you,
little girl.”

A surge of excitement swept through Daria’s
belly.

“Le-let’s go to bed.”

“Chicken,” Selena teased.

The cabin door had no sooner been closed
behind them when Selena slid her arms around Daria’s waist and
began to lick at the nape of her neck, then bite softly. Daria’s
arms slid around the Asian girl, and their tongues began to slide
together as they peeled each others’ clothes off. Without breaking
liplock, they slid sideways and onto the bed, their nude bodies
sliding and caressing each other as they turned slowly, Daria on
top, then Selena, then Daria.

When Selena was on top she slid up the length
of Daria’s body until she was straddling her chest, then spread her
legs wide apart, leaning forward, supporting herself on her hands
as she brought her bare pussy down against the blonde girl’s mouth.
Daria let her tongue flick deftly across the other girl’s clit,
then stroke up and down her slit as Selena slowly ground her hips
forward, rubbing her pussy slit up and down against Daria’s
face.

Then she drew her legs in, bending her knees,
and putting them down precisely on Daria’s arms to pin them in
place. She jammed her sex down harder now, grinding faster, and
leaned forward to the corner of the bed. There was a leather strap
there, and she pulled it down, a loop already in place. She slid
Daria’s hand through the loop and tightened it before the blonde
girl knew what was happening.

“Selena!” she moaned in protest.

But Selena already had her arm pinned, and it
took seconds to strap it tightly in place.

“What if your mom comes!?” Daria panted,
pulling at the straps, raising her head as Selena slid
backwards.

“The door is locked,” she said
reassuringly.

She spread Daria’s legs to the corners of the
bed and strapped them tightly in place, as well, much more tightly
than usual. Daria’s body was tautly stretched out in four
directions, her arms and legs absolutely straight and unable to
move even an inch.

Then she licked her way slowly up Daria’s
inner thigh and began to tease her bare, moist little sex. Before
too long Daria forgot her objections, gasping and moaning, writhing
and pulling at the straps holding her in place as Selena’s talented
tongue made her clitoris throb and burn with hunger and need.

She grinned and reached down; opening a
drawer built into the bed, and drew out a pair of fat vibrators.
Daria groaned in denial as she first worked one deep into her
rectum, then teased her clitoris with the second before shoving it
through her straining pussy lips and jamming it down her sex to the
hilt.

Then she resumed her careful licking, teasing
the gasping, panting, moaning girl, licking along her belly and
inner thighs when she got too aroused, intent on keeping her hot
but not letting her climax.

“Lick meeee!” Daria groaned.

“Beg me, slut,” Selena teased.

“Please, please!” she moaned.

“Please mistress,’ Selena insisted.

“Please lick me, mistress!” Daria moaned.

Instead, Selena slid her soft, warm body up
along Daria’s, licking at her nipples and breasts, then sliding her
own breasts over them as she exchanged deep, passionate kisses with
the panting blonde girl.

“You need to work on your begging,” she said
with a smirk.

“Please, mistress!” Daria groaned.

Instead Selena straddled her shoulders,
spreading her knees wide, gripping Daria’s hair as she jammed her
sex down against her mouth. She rode her face harshly, ignoring the
blonde girl’s gasps and moans, twisting her fingers in her hair as
she bounced and ground herself against her.

She came, finally, crying out in pleasure,
bouncing wildly atop the blonde girl’s face as her hot juices
slipped through her sex lips and coated Daria’s face with a
glistening layer of girl cream.

“Oh yeah!” she moaned, easing up at last,
then falling backwards along Daria’s body. “You’re becoming a good
little pussy licker,” she said, panting.

She threw her legs over the edge of the bed
and sat up. “God it’s hot in here. I need to get a drink and some
air.”

She pulled on a short, satin robe and winked
at Daria. “Don’t go away.”

“Don’t you dare leave me like this!” Daria
gasped.

Selena grinned and walked back, then pulled a
gag from the drawer beneath the bed and shoved it quickly into the
blonde teenager’s mouth. It was a pump gag, and she smiled as she
began to inflate it, watching as Daria’s mouth was forced wider,
her eyes going wide too as the tough leather inside her oral cavity
grew wider and forced her jaws even further apart.

“Now don’t make any noise, dear,” she said.
“We wouldn’t want to wake up mother or Hiu-Ling.”

She left, and closed the door behind her.
Daria lay still, moaning, chest heaving, sweating in the warm air.
Her body was still gripped by passion, heat and lust, and the
buzzing sex toys in her belly were teasing her cruelly. Her arms
and legs were growing stiff and cramped, and she pulled feebly
against the straps, gasping and moaning into the inflatable gag
before going limp again.

And then there was a knock at the cabin door.
She jerked her head up, eyes wide, heart pounding as she heard a
voice calling Selena’s name. She pulled frantically at the straps,
but to no avail, and then the door opened and Hiu-Ling looked in.
The woman did a double take as Daria lay back, closing her eyes,
utterly mortified. She heard a soft gasp, then opened her eyes a
bit, hoping the woman had left.

Instead she was coming forward into the room,
frowning oddly. Daria moaned and turned her head away, her face
flaming, desperately wishing Selena would come back immediately and
the woman would leave.

“Well, well, well,” Hiu-Ling said in
amusement. “I never would have thought it of you, dear child.”

Daria cringed as she felt the pressure on the
bed indicating the woman had sat down. Then fingers gripped her
chin, forcing her head around, forcing her to look into the woman’s
smirking face.

“How strange and perverse,” she said. “Is
this the kind of thing you and Selena do when alone in her bedroom?
I do not think her mother would be happy to know how you pollute
her innocent little girl with your perverted sexual practices.”

Even in her shame Daria felt indignation,
wanting to protest that it was all Selena’s idea, but she had a
feeling her mother would indeed think that Daria was a perverted
blonde whore who had sullied her innocent little daughter.

Hiu-Ling looked down her body and then,
smiling, reached down and slipped her finger through one of Daria’s
nipple rings, pulling it up, painfully stretching her nipple.

“I see you have nipple rings,” the woman
said. “Are they painful?”

Daria tried to make no sound, but as the
woman continued to lift it up she could not repress a gasp of
pain.

The woman let it drop, but rubbed the nipple
between her thumb and forefinger.

“I heard they make nipples more sensitive,”
she said. “Is that true? Only prostitutes would wear such things in
China, of course, but you westerners have very – different –
morals.”

She kneaded Daria’s breast, her fingers
squeezing softly and rhythmically. “You white girls often have such
large breasts,” she said.

Daria moaned into the gag again, but the
woman was looking down along her body, and her hand followed her
gaze until it was between her legs, fingering the ring there,
pulling on it, stretching her labia, then circling the base of the
vibrator shoved up her pussy.

“I do not like penetration,” Hiu-Ling said,
pulling on the vibrator, then beginning to pump it in and out. “The
major nerve endings are in the female clitoris, yes? So what reason
is there for having things pushed into you like this? I think it is
all in your mind.” She smiled at Daria as she pumped the dildo in
and out. “I am a lesbian, you see. Do you know what many lesbians
call heterosexual girls? Breeders. Is it unflattering to you? I
think you breeder girls like the thought of being penetrated too
much to give it up, even when you are fucking a girl.”

She pulled the vibrator completely out and
let the head rub back and forth across Daria’s clitoris, and the
blonde girl’s hips jerked involuntarily.

“See? Isn’t that much better?” she asked
coyly.

She continued to rub the vibrator in slow
circles around Daria’s clit, now and then running it directly
across.

The door opened and Selena stood there,
holding a cup of juice, gasping in shock.

“Well, well, look who’s here,” Hiu-Ling said
with a smile. “Come in, dear, and close the door. We don’t want
your mother knowing what a perverted little girl you are, do
we?”

Selena quickly closed the door, looking
anxiously at the woman.

“Take that off. Let’s see what kind of a
pretty little body you’ve been hiding from auntie Hiu-Ling.”

“But - .”

“Or should I go and get your mother?”

Selena shook her head rapidly, then set down
the cup and reluctantly opened her robe, peeling it over her
shoulders and off.

“Very nice,” Hiu-Ling said. “What a pretty
little girl you are. Come here, Selena.”

Selena moved forward hesitantly, and Hiu-Ling
reached out for her, sliding a hand between her legs, thrusting two
fingers up into her pussy as she pressed her thumb against her
clit.

“You two must be punished, of course,’
Hiu-Ling said, “for being such bad little girls. But if you are
good then perhaps I will not have to tell mommy on you.”

She pulled and Selena gasped, falling forward
into the bed. The woman then gripped her hair, pulling tightly;
guiding her face in between Daria’s spread thighs.

“Show me what you two little girls do when
you are alone,” she demanded. “Go; lick the blonde whore until she
comes. I want to see a blonde orgasm.”

“But I don’t - .”

“Now! Or I call your mother.”

Selena squirmed, but then leaned in and began
to lick at Daria’s clit as Hiu-Ling looked on.

“Do you like that, blonde slut?” the woman
cooed, leaning back and stroking Daria’s hair. “Do you like having
the little Chinese girl licking your pussy?”

Daria didn’t. She was humiliated. On the
other hand, her body certainly did, and despite the anxiety and
shame flooding her mind her body was rapidly warming to the feel of
the girl’s tongue and the buzzing of the vibrators.

Then Hiu-Ling leaned in and began to knead
her breasts idly, fingering and pinching her nipples.

“That’s it, lick. Lick harder. Pump the
vibrator. I think this whore loves to be penetrated hard and
deep.”

She bent and mouthed one of Daria’s nipples,
sucking and chewing and licking, then raised her head again,
watching Selena licking at her clit. “Harder, bitch. Don’t you want
the little white girl to have her come?”

Abruptly, she shoved Selena back with her
foot, almost shoving her off the bed.

“Get out,” she said dismissively. “Go wait on
deck. I’ll deal with the white whore.”

“But Hiu-Ling she - .”

“Now!” Hiu-Ling snapped. “Or I go straight to
your mother.”

Selena dropped her eyes, then turned away and
reached for her robe.

“No! Go out naked. Go!”

Selena left, and Hiu-Ling turned dark, hungry
eyes on the helpless blonde. “I always want to fuck a blonde
whore,” she said. “But you must be punished, also, for seducing our
pure little Asian flower into your perverted ways. Her mother would
be most upset if she found out her baby was polluting herself with
a cheap white breeder whore.”

She sat up, then moved to the foot of the bed
and undid the straps around her ankles. She pulled one of the
straps completely free of the bedpost, and then slid up Daria’s
body, undoing first one wrist, then the other. Daria’s arms were
stiff, however, and she groaned as she bent them for the first time
in well over an hour. By the time she even thought of doing
anything else the woman had rolled her onto her back and pulled her
wrists back together behind her back.

She then sat on them as she straddled the
gasping blonde girl, and slipped the strap beneath her arms and
around them, pulling it into a loop and tightening it. Daria
groaned in discomfort, then pain as the strap was tightened even
further, as her arms were forced painfully back, her shoulders on
fire. The leather strap forced her arms back still further, and the
woman jammed her knee into the small of Daria’s back to hold her in
position as she ruthlessly forced her elbows back until they were
actually pressing together, then buckled the strap in place.

Daria’s wrists and hands were free, but since
her arms were locked together behind her there was little she could
do with them. She moaned in pain as the woman grasped her hair and
forced her up and off the side of the bed, spilling her to the
floor on her belly, then yanking on her hair to force her onto her
knees.

“Move, white whore,” the woman ordered,
pulling on her hair, forcing Daria to move forward on her knees,
gasping and moaning, eyes tearing at the pulling sting against her
scalp.

She was forced to move around to the far side
of the bed. The woman then made her bend forward over the bed as
she picked up a strap and wound it around her fist.

“I must punish you, blonde whore, for
involving poor, little Selena in your sick perversions. Now hold
still.”

Daria gasped, her arms and shoulders burning
with pain, her jaw aching around the inflatable gag. Then she
yelped loudly as the strap cut across her bottom with painful
force.

“Stop whining, blonde whore. You get what you
deserve,” Hiu-Ling growled.

She suddenly put her bare foot against the
base of the vibrator protruding from Daria’s anal opening and
shoved hard. Daria cried out in pain, shoved forward, the head of
the vibrator jamming into her gut like a punch. Then the belt
slashed across her bottom again, bringing stinging pain in its
wake.

“I teach you not to seduce our pure little
girls, blonde whore,” the woman said, laying the belt down hard
across Daria’s burning buttocks.

Daria rolled her head in pain, moaning and
sniffling, then crying out again at another blow, then another,
then another.

“Keep that white bottom raised, blonde whore,
or I whip something more painful, like those big boobs of yours,”
Hiu-Ling snapped.

Moaning and whimpering, Daria raised her
bottom and another blow cut across it, then another, then another,
each blow making her jerk violently, bringing tears of pain to her
eyes.

“You must learn to learn to reform your ways
this trip, blonde whore,” Hiu-Ling said, lashing her bottom again
and again.

Her buttocks were on fire, and Daria was
sobbing openly before the woman stopped. Then her eyes bulged and
she cried out in even greater pain, for the woman had leaned
forward, gripping her long hair to pull it backwards. At the same
time she put her foot against the base of the vibrator sticking out
of her pussy and put all her weight on it.

Daria’s head was pulled back, a thousand
needles stabbing into her scalp even as she was punched painfully
in the gut, the nose of the vibrator forced past her cervix and
jamming against the back wall of her pussy tunnel.

“Breeder slut!” Hiu-Ling sneered. “You love
to have big fat, hard things shoved up into your belly. Do not deny
it!”

She straddled the moaning girl, forcing her
head back by the hair, leaning over her, looking down.

“You love it, blonde whore. Admit it!”

She slapped at one of her breasts, then
again, twisting at her hair as she did.

She abruptly gripped the pump gag and
deflated it, then pulled it out of Daria’s mouth, yanking on her
hair at the same time, twisting her around. She stepped back as
Daria moaned and sniffled, working her aching jaw, and then
stripped off her own long robe, revealing that she was nude beneath
it.

“Now, blonde whore, you can reward me for all
the trouble I take to teach you your place.”

She gripped Daria’s thick hair, forcing it
into two thick wads at either side of her face, then pulled her
head into her groin. “Show me what Selena has taught you, breeder
slut.”

She jammed her pussy against the moaning
girl’s mouth, pulling on her hair until Daria began to lick. “Yes!
Show me what you can do, breeder slut!”

Daria licked her, and licked her, and licked
her, frantic as the woman pulled and twisted her hair, moaning and
whimpering in pain as she sought to please her. Her arms and
shoulders continued to burn, but were starting to go numb now as
she knelt and licked. Her shame was easing, as well, for now that
the woman was a participant, had revealed her own sexual lust and
motivation, she felt less like a schoolgirl who had been caught
doing something nasty.

It was obvious now that the woman’s
motivation was largely sexual, and so Daria did not need to feel so
low and shamed. She was still uncomfortable, still mentally
squirming at being the woman’s sex toy, but then again there was
something a little – kinky and hot – about it, too. Hiu-Ling was a
beautiful, sophisticated woman, and very strong, very – mannish –
in some ways, though she knew the woman would hate it if she were
so described.

Being forced to lick her pussy was degrading,
but not nearly as degrading and humiliating as being caught tied up
naked with vibrators in her pussy and anus. And even that shame was
beginning to fade now as she realized the woman was less shocked,
less disapproving, than aroused by what she had discovered.

She felt a sense of relief as the woman
stiffened, groaned in pleasure, then began to buck against her
mouth. But apparently, one climax was not enough. The woman sat on
the edge of the bed, spread her legs, and guided Daria’s mouth to
her pussy again.

She alternately fondled and slapped at the
blonde girl’s breasts as Daria licked her, calling her names and
telling her how filthy and perverted she was. But Selena had done
much the same when she was bound, and Daria thought this was more
for effect, more a game, more an act, than a demonstration of real
contempt. It even aroused her a little, for she was feeling quite
the victim, the prisoner, forced to perform sexually on a virtual
stranger.

It had aroused her immensely when Selena had
done this, but having Hiu-Ling do it was so much more – real, that
her body was beginning to burn with passion even as the woman
cursed her and roughly groped and slapped her breasts.

“Lick, blonde whore,” she sneered.

And Daria licked, moaning, helpless, naked,
the vibrators buzzing inside her belly.

After her second climax Hiu-Ling eased her
grip on Daria’s hair, but her face was still a mask of contempt.
“Filthy, weak minded little breeder slut,” she said.

She gave her a shove with her foot so she
fell back onto her back. Then sat up and looked down at the open
drawer of toys. She snorted in disdain, but reached into it,
looking over the things there, then pulling out several straps.

“Strap-ons,’ she said in disgust. “Breeder
girls use strap-ons. I think you love them, yes?”

She stood up, pulling the straps up her legs
and buckling them in place. “All right, breeder girl. I’ll give you
what you love.”

She took the big black dildo out of the
drawer and fit it in place in front of her groin, then dropped to
her knees between Daria’s legs.

“N-No, please,” Daria panted.

“Quiet, breeder slut.”

She rolled her onto her knees and jerked on
her hips, raising her bottom into the air, then dug the vibrator
out of her pussy and forced the somewhat thicker dildo into her in
its place.

“This is what breeder sluts live for,” she
said, as she forced the dildo deep into the groaning blonde
teenager’s belly.

She began to ride her, slapping at her bottom
whenever it lowered, forcing her knees apart, reaching under to
fondle her breasts as she pumped the dildo in and out.

“Show us your orgasm, breeder slut,” she
said.

And oh God did it feel good! The hard, deep
thrusting of the fat latex cock was making Daria’s head ache with
the steady throbbing and pounding of sexual excitement. Every deep
thrust made her gasp as a ripple of sexual pleasure rolled through
her body and mind.

Still, she tried to hide her arousal, tried
until the woman picked up the vibrator and slid it between her
legs, rubbing it back and forth against her clitoris. That was
simply too much, and the orgasm rose up around her and then crashed
down upon her like a tidal wave, swamping her mind with orgiastic
pleasure so intense she could not even think to hide it.

Her cries of pleasure were quickly muffled as
the woman put her hand over her mouth, but they continued as her
body jerked and bucked and twisted to the wild sexual energy
coursing through her system.

“I knew you would love that, blonde whore,”
Hiu-Ling said with a sneer.

She slowed her pumping as Daria went limp,
then pulled the dildo free and eased back, grinning.

“I think you’ve had too much pleasure,
though, and not enough punishment for your perverted abuse of our
poor little Selena. So I’m going to have to punish you
further.”

Her bottom still stung, and Daria moaned
weakly. “Please,” she panted.

“Do not fear another strapping. I give you
time to think on your wicked ways.”

She pushed her onto her stomach, and then,
much to Daria’s relief, released the strap pinning her elbows back
together. She cried out in pain as her stiff arms and shoulders
sprang apart, but the pain soon gave way to relief as the deep ache
began to ease.

Before she could make any use of her arms,
however, Hiu-Ling had fit leather restraints around both wrists,
then around both ankles. She locked the wrist restraints together
behind her back, then did the same to the ankle restraints. She
shoved the dildo deep into her pussy again, laughing as the blonde
girl squirmed with discomfort.

She found a narrow cord, then, and forced
Daria’s legs back, lifting her feet up and pressing them back
against her buttocks. She pulled her wrists down and then fit the
cord through the links in them, pulling, tightening so that Daria’s
back arched and she groaned in discomfort.

She tied off the cord then and shoved the
inflatable gag back into her mouth. She pushed it deeper than
Selena had, though, and when she inflated it the leather filled
Daria’s mouth without hurting her jaw. She then pulled Daria’s long
hair into a braid. Another cord was tied to it, and she pulled it
back sharply and tied it to her big toes.

“You spend night like this,” she said, “think
of what a nasty, dirty whore you are.”

Daria moaned and rolled her eyes, but the
woman was not kidding. She left her like that on the floor, then
returned with Selena. Selena was allowed to lay on the bed, but
then her wrists were shackled above her.

“I come and release you in the morning,”
Hiu-Ling said. “Have a nice night, and no fooling around
together.”

She chuckled to herself and closed the door
behind her.

Daria stared at the foot of the bed. She
could not see Hiu-Ling up on top of it, but that hardly mattered.
She knew Selena could not release her. She tried to twist and roll
herself into a more comfortable position, but nothing eased the
growing ache in her back for long. Whether she was on her belly or
her sides her back was arched sharply, and the longer she lay there
the more it hurt.

“God, I hope she doesn’t tell my mother,”
Selena said in the darkness.

That was almost all she said, and before long
she seemed to fall asleep, leaving Daria moaning softly into the
gag, her back burning with pain. She got no sleep at all, though
she was sweating and exhausted by the time the sky began to
brighten through the narrow window above the bed. The sun rose, and
the room brightened, but still she lay there, feeling as though a
knife had been driven into her back.
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After what seemed like an eternity Hiu-Ling
arrived, hair tousled, eyes blinking away sleep. She gave Daria one
disapproving look, then moved to the bed and sat on it, speaking
quietly with Selena. Then she rose and left the room. Selena rose
too, after a few moments, and ran her fingers through her hair. It
was obvious she, at least, had slept all right.

She yawned, then slipped off the bed and drew
on a pair of shorts and a bikini top, then left the room, much to
Daria’s dismay, returning after a few minutes to kneel beside her.
She worked at the cord holding her hair back, not speaking very
much. “Sorry about this,” she whispered. “I think this is her idea
of fun.”

She released Daria’s hair, then loosened the
cord holding her ankles and wrists together, letting it slowly
apart.

Daria groaned in relief as her body slowly
unfolded. The sense of relief was intense, and she writhed very
slowly as her arms were free to turn and twist, her back finally
straight again.

Selena rolled her onto her back, kissing her
lightly, running her hand over her body.

“I bet you’ll be glad to get these out at
last,” she said, fingering the dildo and now dead vibrator.

But her thumb stroked lightly back and forth
across Daria’s clit, as well, and such was the incredible sense of
physical relief that her body was much more sensitive to the
pleasure. Despite herself she found the sexual heat roaring inside
her in mere seconds, and did nothing but writhe and twist slowly,
eyes narrow slits, hips bucking weakly as Selena rubbed her to a
tremendous climax.

She remove the restraints then as Daria lay
on her back recovering, then helped her up to lay back on the
bed.

“How do you feel?”

“I’m sore all over,” Daria groaned.

“Even here?” Selena teased, rubbing at her
pussy.

“Shit.”

She reached down and tugged the dildo out of
her pussy, tossing it on the floor, then did the same for the
vibrator in her rectum.

“I think Hiu-Ling has the hots for you. She
wants to make you her little love toy.”

“Yuck,” she groaned.

“Well go along with her for now. I don’t want
her telling my mother.”

“Don’t you think your mother is a lesbian
too?”

“What? Don’t be insane.”

“Well she’s on a boat trip with a
lesbian.”

“She probably doesn’t know she’s lesbian. I
told you, she’s from the old country.”

Daria rolled her eyes. “Hiu-Ling is pretty
fucking obvious.”

“My mother wouldn’t recognize things like
that. She’d say only White girls were into dirty stuff like that
anyway.”

“Oh bullshit.”

“Let’s just keep things quiet, okay?”

“God, my back is killing me!”

Roll over and I’ll massage it.”

She did, and groaned weakly as Selena dug her
fingers into the stiff, sore muscles, massaging her for several
minutes.

“Now let’s go upstairs and eat. I’m
starving.”

“I’m not sure I can walk,” Daria sighed.

But she got dressed – slowly – and the two
girls made their way down the narrow corridor to the kitchen – or
galley – as Hiu-Ling insisted on calling it. Hiu-Ling was sitting
behind the table, sipping coffee, dressed in shorts and a tank top.
Selena’s mother was at the stove. Selena led them to the other side
of the table, and Daria dropped her eyes low, unable to look at the
older Chinese woman.

“And what do you girls have planned for
today?” Mrs. Lee called from the stove.

“A little lesbian bondage, perhaps?” Hiu-Ling
suggested softly.

Daria blushed deeply and stared at the floor.
Selena looked nervously at her mother. “I guess just getting some
sun, hanging out, you know. We going to stop anywhere today?”

“We should hit the Bahamas early this
afternoon.”

“Cool.”

Hiu-Ling leaned forward and kept her voice
low. “Lots of cock there for you, Daria. Won’t that be nice?”

Daria swallowed and looked away.

“Don’t worry. I’ll find some cock for you,”
she said as Mrs. Lee talked about the resorts on the Bahamas out
islands.

“Maybe big, black cock for you. Will that not
be nice?”

Mrs. Lee brought breakfast over and set the
plates in front of the two girls as Hiu-Ling sat back,
smirking.

Daria gasped as she felt the woman’s bare
foot rubbing against her ankle, then sliding slowly up her leg and
over her knee. She looked nervously at her, then at Selena’s
mother, then at Selena, but none of them seemed to notice. She
tried to close her legs but the woman’s foot was already between,
pushing up between her thighs and then rubbing against her pussy
through her thin shorts.

She tried to ignore it as she ate, or at
least pretend to, but Hiu-Ling just slouched back, smirking, and
rubbing her toes against her pussy, and the constant rubbing motion
was getting to her, as was the sexual tension. Mrs. Lee sat next to
Hiu-Ling, but she was mainly talking to Selena about the Bahamas.
When she got up and moved to the fridge, though, Hiu-Ling’s eyes
hardened.

“Take your shorts and panties off,” she
ordered.

Selena and Daria stared at her. “What? No
way!” Daria gasped.

“Now, blonde whore!” Hiu-Ling growled.

“Do it,” Selena whispered anxiously.

Daria felt rebellious, but she was also
getting aroused. She looked at Selena’s mother, who had her back
turned to them, then gripped her shorts and slipped them and her
panties under her buttocks, then down her legs. She lifted her foot
with them dangling from the ankle and pulled them off, putting them
on the bench beside her.

“Now spread your legs, blonde whore.”

Mrs. Lee returned, putting down more butter,
and Daria, heart pounding, let her legs slide apart as Hiu-Ling’s
bare foot pushed in between her thighs. Her toes rubbed up and down
her warm, moist slit, and her big toe began to grind against her
clitoris.

Though she felt abused and bullied, resentful
and anxious, the sexual heat began to pour through her body. She
slouched down a little, spreading her knees more, fighting to
control her breathing as the Chinese woman continued her
remorseless stroking and rubbing against her pussy. Daria had to
clamp her thighs tightly together a couple of times when she got
too near a climax, afraid she would not be able to hide it from
Selena’s mother.

Each time she did Hiu-Ling smirked knowingly,
and mouthed the words “blonde whore” at her.

By the time breakfast was done she felt as
though her entire body was crackling with sexual electricity. Mrs.
Lee took a pair of plates to the galley, and she quickly bent and
slipped her shorts on. When Selena went to help her she got up and
left, hurrying back to her cabin. But she had barely closed the
door when it as pushed open again by Hiu-Ling. Daria stumbled back
with a gasp, her eyes wide.

“What do you think you do here, little blonde
whore?” the Chinese woman demanded.

“I-I uhm – f-forgot something.”

“Let me guess, you forgot a big dildo to fuck
yourself with.”

“N-No!”

Hiu-Ling gave her a hard shove and she
stumbled back. “Get me the big black dildo, blonde whore!”

Heart pounding, Daria turned and obeyed,
holding it up, face red. Hiu-Ling snatched it and smiled grimly.
“Now get those shorts off, blonde slut.”

Again Daria obeyed, and Hiu-Ling took her arm
and turned her around roughly, then bent her over the small writing
table.

“Spread your legs, blonde whore. Hiu-Ling
knows what breeder bitches need.”

Moaning, Daria shifted her legs apart, and
let out a passionate groan of pleasure when the woman rubbed the
head of the dildo against her sopping pussy and then began to push
it in.

“You love that, yes? Dirty breeder sow! You
love a stiff one in your dirty little sex hole.”

She forced it deep, then began to pump it in
and out rapidly. Her fist gripped the base of the dildo and as she
pushed it in it jammed against Daria’s burning pussy. The faster
she pumped the harder her fist struck her pussy mound, so that as
the woman rammed the dildo in harder and faster she was almost
punching her.

Daria didn’t care. She lay bent across the
desk gasping, moaning, grunting and half sobbing at the tremendous
sexual haze enveloping her. Her body was electric with sexual
tension, and she could not stop herself bucking and grinding her
hips back as the woman pounded the dildo deep into her aching
belly.

“Dirty blonde whore,” Hiu-Ling sneered. “You
will need more punishment for being such a filthy little slut.”

The orgasm poured over her and Daria jerked
up and back, gasping and moaning, shuddering, eyes rolling back as
she rutted back shamelessly onto the hard, plunging latex cock.

In the midst of the orgasm Hiu-Ling put a
hand over her mouth and rammed the dildo painfully deep, her
fingers and palm gripping the bottom, twisting it cruelly, forcing
it deeper and deeper, even slapping and punching at it to force it
fully into her belly. The ache was terrible, but somehow the orgasm
only absorbed it and made it more powerful. Daria cried out in pain
and pleasure, dazed, her head pounding with sensory overload as her
feet drummed against the soft floor.

She collapsed and moaning, gasping into the
woman’s hand as Hiu-Ling’s flat hand slid back and forth over her
sex mound, stroking and caressing the soft lips of her sex and the
base of the dildo which was flush with them.

“There, blonde whore. You have black cock
orgasm. In Bahamas we find you real black cock to ride you,
yes?”

She slapped her bottom then released her, and
Daria almost fell to her knees on the floor.

Selena was topless and already oiling herself
as she lay on the deck up front. She looked up from beneath her
sunglasses as Daria crossed the deck.

“Where’ve you been?” she asked.

Daria eased down to her knees gingerly, then
hesitated and shrugged, not wanting to speak of what had happened
with Hiu-Ling.

“Hiu-Ling really has the hots for you,”
Selena said. “You’re so lucky.”

“Lucky!?” Daria gaped at her.

“Don’t you think she’s hot?”

“If you think she’s hot then you fuck her!”
Daria demanded.

Selena shrugged. “She doesn’t want me. She
wants you, blonde whore,” she said sarcastically.

“Oh shove it!”

“Look at it this way, you wanted to have
experiences, right? You said you wanted your life to be more
exciting, wanted to do wild things you’d remember when you were old
and gray? Well you are!”

“I guess,” Daria said glumly, reaching for
the oil.

She moved slowly, wincing slightly, also not
wanting to tell Selena that the big black dildo was buried in her
belly, throbbing and aching, filling her sex to overflowing.

She oiled her breasts and belly and legs,
keeping a wary eye open for Hiu-Ling or Selena’s mother. Selena
read a book as the hot sun glowed above.

Finally Daria lay back, eyes covered by her
own sunglasses, trying to think.

Hiu-Ling was not the shy type, so if she was
sleeping in the same cabin with Selena’s mother then, regardless of
what Selena might think, she was betting her mother was a lesbian
too, or at least bisexual. She didn’t know why that was so hard for
Selena to think of, except of course, for the normal desire of all
girls not to think of their parents and sex.

And if Selena’s mother was a lesbian and
having sex with her girlfriend, would she really be upset at
finding out about her and Daria? That was difficult to tell. Her
mother seemed so prim and proper, and parents were often as strange
about their kids’ sexuality as the kids were about theirs. And then
there was the bondage element. She’d never done bondage, really,
except with Selena, and now Hiu-Ling. It made her indignant that
the two older women might think she was the one who had led their
relationship into that area. It was definitely Selena who was the
kinky slut, not her!

She felt intimidated by the entire situation,
feeling very much like the outsider around these people. Selena’s
race had never been much of a consideration to her before, except
in regard to how beautiful Daria found her long black hair and
golden body. Now she felt very – white.

For a couple of hours they baked in the sun
and enjoyed the gentle movement of the boat as it sped through the
waves. The sales were high overhead, and Selena’s mother and
Hiu-Ling occupied themselves with adjusting them as the wind
altered course, paying little or no attention to the girls up
front.

And then, getting on towards noon, Hiu-Ling
came up front, and both girls looked up at her as her shadow hid
the sun.

“Enjoying sun, pretty girls?” she asked.

Neither answered. Selena sat up while Daria,
the dildo still jammed into her pussy, remained on her back,
holding her hand up to shield her eyes.

“Your mother makes lunch, Selena. What do you
wish?”

“Just hot dogs, I guess,” Selena said.

The woman sniffed. “You become too
Americans.”

“So what?” Selena challenged.

Hiu-Ling crouched beside them, beside
Daria.

“And you, blonde whore? You like to have
round meat in mouth, yes?”

The butterflies swirled in her stomach, and
her face flushed. “Whatever is easiest,” she said hesitantly.

Hiu-Ling sniffed and ran her eyes down
towards her groin. “Why you not get more sun?” she asked them. “No
need for little panties. Get tanned all over.”

Selena and Daria looked at each other, and
Hui Li stared at Selena. “Take off panties,” she ordered.

Selena hesitated, then did so, and Hiu-Ling
turned her dark eyes on her. “You too, blonde whore.”

“I uhm, I’d rather not,” she said.

“Take off panties.”

“No.”

“Afraid Selena’s mommy will see naked pussy
and wonder? No fear. Naked pussy looks much neater, much cleaner.
Many Chinese ladies shave hair from sex.”

She reached for the side of Daria’s thong,
and when Daria grabbed her wrist twisted her hand and leaned
forward, forcing both her hands down hard against the deck above
her head.

“Selena. Remove panties from blonde whore,”
she ordered.

Selena leaned in and gripped Daria’s panties
as Daria looked up anxiously into the cold dark eyes above her. She
gasped as she felt her thong being slipped down her thighs and
pulled off.

The older woman smiled thinly. “Afraid mommy
will see big dildo in your nasty white pussy hole?” she asked,
taunting her. “You should push in deeper.”

“I-It won’t go any deeper,” Daria gulped.

“Breeder girl,” Hiu-Ling taunted. “Breeder
girls are made to take big, long fat things into nasty pussy
holes.”

She turned and snapped something to Selena in
Chinese. The teenager twisted away, then got up and trotted further
back along the deck as Hiu-Ling leaned over and brought her face
close to Daria’s.

“Breeder girl,” she said in a low voice.
“Breeder girls are made for their bodies to be enjoyed by others.
Breeder girls submit to all who want them. You will submit to me,
breeder girl!”

As Selena returned she roughly turned Daria
onto her belly and pulled her arms together behind her back. Daria,
startled, anxious, uncertain, did not fight as Selena handed her
some rough hemp rope, though she gasped as she felt it wrapped
around her left wrist. She struggled a little then, but Hiu-Ling
again barked out something in Chinese, and Selena knelt and grabbed
her other wrist, holding it in place.

Hiu-Ling bent her arms back, forcing her
wrists up painfully high behind her back and binding them there.
Then as she gripped her elbows and forced them back against each
other Selena looped the rope around her arms and tightened the
loop.

“Oh! Ow! No! That hurts!” she gasped,
struggling.

“Blonde whores should be hurt,” Hiu-Ling
said.

“Ow! Don’t!” she cried, her voice rising.

Hiu-Ling said something in Chinese, and a
moment later Daria cried out in pain as her hair was pulled, her
head forced up and back. AS she opened her mouth one of them shoved
something into her mouth. It was, she realized, her and Selena’s
thong bottoms, bunched up to fill her mouth. Then a thick rope went
around her head and jerked back hard, forcing its way between her
lips, pressing hard against the corners of her mouth as it was
pulled around her head and tied behind her.

With that done her elbows were forced further
and further back together, and then bound tightly with several
loops of rope. Her shoulders ached as badly as they had the other
night, no, worse! Her hands wriggled and twisted behind her neck,
and she moaned and cried out into the makeshift gag as they pulled
her to her knees, then, to her feet, by the hair.

There was a five foot high flag pole at the
very front of the bow. Right in front of it was a kind of thin
metal bar sitting atop a post. Hiu-Ling, aided by an anxious
Selena, forced her to straddle the bar, and the woman then tied a
loop of rope to her wrists and fed it up to the top of the flagpole
behind her head.

Quickly now, her face filled with a broad
smile, the woman looped rope around her ankles and then she and
Selena forced her feet apart on the deck. The further apart they
were forced the lower her body was until she felt the pressure of
the bar beneath against her pussy, and against the base of the
dildo nestling tightly there.

She moaned into the gag, her head shaking
violently from side to side, but Selena and Hiu-Ling forced her
feet further apart, and she felt the pressure mounting. Her eyes
bulged as the base of the dildo jammed against the hard, flat pipe,
and she forced herself up onto the balls of her feet. There, the
two Asian women tied her ankles off and stepped back.

“Now we go eat lunch,” Hiu-Ling said.

“But uhm, my mother will wonder.”

‘Shut up girl,” Hiu-Ling snapped. “We say
little girlfriend not hungry. Everyone know how blonde girls all
the time on diets.”

She took the naked girl’s arm and led her
back to the rear of the boat, and Daria, her head turning from side
to side, gasping and moaning in discomfort, started down at
herself, assessing her position.

It wasn’t good.

However, she told herself it couldn’t last
very long. Surely after lunch Hiu-Ling would have to untie her lest
Selena’s mother come up front and spot her.

She was resting against the flat pole, her
bound arms tight against it. She could just feel the pole beneath
her pressing lightly against the base of the dildo.

The rope around her arms was rough and raw
and was making her itch and ache. She was upset, still confused,
wondering why Hiu-Ling was being so mean. At the same time she felt
a continuing flutter in her stomach, a sense of dark hunger and
excitement.

She was angry and frustrated at the woman,
and at the same time embarrassed, anxious, and, despite herself,
excited. She resented being spoken to so insultingly, resented
being physically overcome and forced to do things she didn’t want
to do, and yet the sexual aspect of it all gave her a helpless
sense of almost masochistic arousal.

Yet that was all background in her mind. For
the moment, her main focus was her current uncomfortable position.
The hemp ropes dug painfully into her soft flesh, and her arms and
shoulders ached numbly. Even that, of course, had its excitement
value.

But the metal bar below her was pressing up
harder against the base of the dildo as the muscles in her feet,
ankles and legs grew tired and her legs began to shake. Soon her
ankles and feet were on fire, and she wanted desperately to settle
onto her heels. But easing up just a little put pressure against
the base of the dildo, which in turn ground against something deep
in her belly.

Yet her ankles were not that strong, and as
the minutes past she began to gasp and moan as they started to give
way, as her pussy eased down against the round bar between her
thighs, as the pain against her insides came more and more
frequently, and more and more painfully. She tried to settle
herself lower, biting into the rope jammed between her teeth,
gasping and moaning, beads of sweat trickling down her face and
chest now.

And then she had no choice, none. She sobbed
as she was forced to settle herself fully atop the bar. Her feet
came down firmly onto the deck, her heels flat, and the feeling of
relief was exquisite. Yet at the same time the rounded bar jammed
hard against the base of the dildo, and forced it up higher and
deeper, somehow jamming it right past her cervix.

The pain was terrible, and she screamed into
the gag, forcing her aching, weary ankles to lift her higher again.
Yet while she succeeded, it was only a matter of time, and not very
much time, before her trembling, shaking ankles and feet gave way
and dropped her back heavily onto the bar. Again she screamed,
sobbing in pain as the bar jammed against the base of the
dildo.

The bar was forced up between the lips of her
sex now, jamming hard against her pink flesh as the dildo impaled
her, its nose penetrating horribly deep and jamming against the
back wall of her sex, somehow actually stretching it up, forcing
the wall back higher and deeper into her abdomen.

She twisted and turned, moaning, pulling
against the taut ropes binding her ankles, trying to shift her
position to no avail. She could not lean forward without pulling
her arms out of their sockets, could not lean back because of the
flag pole, and could not slide off on either side.

If she could only pull her feet just a little
closer together she would be able to stand firmly on them and have
no pressure on her sex. But the ropes were cunningly laid, and she
moaned, tears filling her eyes as the ache in her belly grew more
and more powerful.

Hiu-Ling strolled up then, holding a sandwich
in one hand. She was wearing a wraparound flowered skirt and a
halter, and had a hungry smile on her face.

“Blonde whore. Are you enjoying yourself?”
she asked, her voice a cold purr.

She smiled and ran her free hand up and down
the trembling girl’s sweating belly.

“Is your tummy full of cock?” she asked
tauntingly. “Too much cock, maybe? She smirked, then appeared to
have a sudden realization. “Maybe not enough cock!”

She squatted next to Daria’s right foot and
then reached for the rope which was tied off to a low ring. She
untied it, then pulled it a couple of inches further apart.

Daria sobbed and shook her head, imploring
the woman with her eyes, but Hiu-Ling was not even looking at her
as she tied off the rope, then moved to her other foot and, holding
her sandwich in her mouth, forced that foot further apart, as
well.

Daria had just barely been able to hold some
of her weight on her toes, but now her legs were simply too far,
and her trembling, shaking toes could barely claw at the deck below
as Hiu-Ling tied off the rope. She was effectively sitting fully on
the bar, now, and while the pressure against the base of the dildo
had already pushed it deep enough into her sex that no additional
weight could be brought to bear the bar did jam up much more
painfully against her naked sex opening.

“Have nice ride, blonde whore,” the woman
said with a smile, patting her blonde head as she headed aft.

Daria moaned and shuddered. She was riding
the metal bar now. The bar was not much wider than the dildo, and
all her weight jammed her soft flesh down against it. The pain in
her gut was now joined by the bruising ache of her pussy mound
being crushed against the hard steel.

And yet, worse was to come.

For the boat now turned slowly about. It had
been rolling slowly in the light waves striking it from the left
side, but now it turned into the waves and the water began to crash
against the bow and splash up across the top. Much worse, though,
the boat began to ride heavily up and down, the nose dropping as it
hit a trough, then rising up as a wave slid under the bow, then
crashing back down again.

Daria was not quite bouncing on the bar, but
each time the bow hit a wave the entire boat jarred a little, and
the vibration hammered into her pussy. Her body then shook and
jerked, pulling agonizingly against the ropes bound to her now numb
hands.

She could not quite believe the predicament
in which she found herself, but her scattered mind could do nothing
but try to cope with the pain and discomfort assaulting her. A part
of her thought it was sexy, wild and kinky, a little thrilled at
the strange, cruel and creative bondage the woman had forced upon
her, but she was too distracted by the pain to feel aroused.

Her big toes clawed downwards, trying
frantically to reach the deck, to support herself just a little,
but it was hopeless, and she rode up and down, up and down, the
boat crashing into the waves, the bow dropping, rising, dropping
again as she stared ahead of her with a sense of shaken
disbelief.

Cold salt water sprayed up over her each time
the bow hit a wave, so that she was soon soaked and dripping. Each
time the bow dropped her body leaned forward, pulling her arms up
harder behind her and incidentally mashing her sensitive clitoris
against the steel.

The pain in her abdomen soon eased to a dull,
background ache, for the base of the dildo was nestled firmly
inside her hole and the bar could hardly touch it. Her arms were
quickly numb, but her shoulders continued to ache each time she
leaned forward. Her pussy felt sore and bruised as she rode the
bar, as she rolled atop it, leaning forward and back, again and
again, with all her weight coming down on the soft, tender
flesh.

It was bearable, however, the pain not too
intense, and her anxiety and fear lessened. She began to feel a
sense of awe at the wildness of her position, then, and a thrill of
sexual abandon, of a dark hunger within her. She had known bondage
and been aroused by it, but she had never known anything quite like
this. She felt very much the sexual victim, the sinister, kinky
excitement of being sexually tortured and punished by a virtual
stranger.

Daria’s excitement and sexual hunger grew,
and she all but reveled in her status as victim of such wicked
perversity. The pain between her legs intensified, and she groaned
and bit into the rope, but it was little more than a distraction
from the exhilarating sexual fantasy she found herself living
out.

The boat hit an especially large wave, and
her body jerked violently against the ropes, her head flung
forward, then back as the bow rode up, and she felt a surge of
liquid heat between her legs, pleasure and pain melding, merging,
twisting together as she approached orgasm.

And then it hit, and she found herself
frantically trying to grind her pussy harder against the bar as a
firestorm tore through her mind and body. Sexual electricity tore
through her as she thrashed and shook in violent convulsions, her
muscles spasming and jerking as she pulled mindlessly and
frenziedly against her bonds.

The orgasm washed slowly away, and she
slumped exhausted, head bowed forward.

The pain of her sex jammed down against the
bar seemed much greater now that her sexual hunger had eased. The
lack of that distraction began to make her feel very sorry for
herself, and rekindled her resentment, indignation, and even
outrage that Hiu Ling would dare treat her like this. Who did she
think she was, the miserable old lesbian hag!?

She moaned weakly, leaning back against the
flag pole, trying to shift her body in a way which would ease the
worst of her pain. She managed to put most of her weight on her
tailbone, but after not too very long that began to hurt terribly,
and she had to lean forward once more, gasping as her soft sex
jammed down against the bar.

She took that as long as she could, then
leaned back, wincing as her sore tailbone took her weight and her
stiff, straight legs trembled. She felt a change, then, as the boat
came about, turning away from the waves, and began to ride more
steadily through the water.

“Hello, blonde whore, are you enjoying
yourself?”

She looked up sullenly at Hiu-Ling, and the
woman smiled and petted her wet head.

“Now, now. You were most bad. It was only
proper that you be punished. And you must show respect for your
elders as a sign of repentance. Or do you wish to stay where you
are”

No, she certainly didn’t, and Daria shook her
head hurriedly.

Hiu-Ling smiled and reached behind her head,
forcing her to lean forward. Her fingers pried at the knots there
and then undid them, peeling the rope out of her mouth, then
plugging the thongs from between her lips.

“Let me off!” Daria gasped.

Hiu-Ling shook her head chidingly. “Foolish
blonde whore. You must show respect for elders.”

Daria bit back an indignant, outraged
obscenity. “Wh-what do you want?” she asked.

“Show respect, blonde whore. Apologize for
wrongdoing.”

“I-I’m sorry,” Daria panted.

Hiu-Ling was already shaking her head. “Must
show more emotion, blonde whore. Must say sorry for being whore and
slut and seducing poor virgin Chinese girl.”

Daria opened her mouth to argue and then
gasped as the woman’s fingers in her hair tightened and jerked her
head back sharply. “Must show submission, blonde whore, submission
expected of breeder slut.”

“I-I’m sorry!” she gasped.

Hiu-Ling pulled her hair harder, so that her
head was back and her eyes were staring up the length of the
flagpole. She felt the woman’s fingers pinching and twisting one of
her nipples.

“Must call Hiu-Ling mistress,” she said.
“Must show terrible sorrow at being perverted and seducing little
Selena.”

“I’m s-sorry, Mistress!” Daria gasped. “I’m
sorry for – for being a pervert and s-seducing Selena.”

“Is in your nature, blonde whore, yes?”

Hiu-Ling pinched her nipple sharply and Daria
gasped in pain.

“Yes!” she cried.

“Yes? Yes, who, blonde whore?”

“Yes, mistress!”

“Yes what, blonde whore?”

“Yes, I – I – don’t know,” she moaned.

“Yes is in nature for blonde whore.”

“Yes, mistress,” she moaned. “It’s my nature
because I’m a blonde whore!”

Hiu-Ling smiled and abandoned her nipple, but
kept her body bowed back as she ran her hand down her wet,
trembling body. Daria hissed as one of her long, slim fingers found
her clitoris and gently stroked against it.

“You are breeder slut, yes? You are cock
whore, yes?”

“Yes!” Daria moaned. “I’m a breeder slut and
a cock whore.”

The woman’s word were cruel, but her finger
was being much kinder. Daria’s clitoris was swollen and sore, and
the Asian woman was ever so gently brushing the pad of her finger
lightly across it. That touch was enough to send short little
stinging sensations up into her belly, but as she continued
stroking the sting seemed to ease, to turn into something entirely
different. Her groin began to throb, her belly to thrum with sexual
heat, and her anger and anxiety began to fade in the presence of a
growing arousal.

Hiu Ling leaned in and began to lick and
suckle at her nipples, still brushing at her clitoris, and Daria
closed her eyes, moaning low in her throat.

The woman licked a trail up across her
exposed throat.

“Blonde whore,” she whispered. “Blonde whore
love man cock, yes? You love man cock, blonde whore?”

“Y-yess,” Daria panted.

“Love to suck on man cock? Love to take big,
slimy man cock into your mouth, yes? Love to swallow man cock
juice, to drink man cock piss, yes? Tell me of your love for man
cock, blonde whore. Tell me how you love to ride man cock, how you
love to have man cock into your body, into your sex hole.”

Daria moaned as she twisted her fingers in
her hair again.

“I-I-I d-do!” she gasped, somehow finding the
wicked, accusing words exciting. She had never ever dreamed of
herself as a slut, and so was more aroused than insulted at the
woman’s words, and at saying them herself.

“I-I love man cocks!” she gasped, her hips
now beginning to spasm and jerk as Hiu-Ling rubbed a little harder.
“I’m a – a dirty whore and I love fucking men! I love s-sucking
their cocks.”

She felt another hand on her breast and
rolled her eyes to the left to see Selena, still naked, standing
there. Selena leaned in, mouthing her left nipple, her hands
stroking over her belly and breasts as Hiu-Ling continued to rub at
her clitoris and nuzzle at her earlobe.

“Filthy white whore,” she whispered.

“Dirty blonde slut,” Selena echoed with a
purr in her voice.

“Tell us again, whore,” Hiu-Ling
demanded.

“Cock sucking breeder slut,” Selena
sneered.

“I-I love man cock!” Daria groaned, overcome
by passion and excitement now, glorying in the lewd, dirty, nasty
talk as a sensory storm of pleasure and pain, as conflicting
emotions of outrage and wicked excitement twisted within her.

“I love drinking semen!” she panted, moaning
and writhing. “I’m a filthy little slut who loves fucking men!”

“Breeder whore,” Selena said.

“I’m a breeder slut,” Daria breathed, “A
fucking whore bitch slut. I want to suck cock all the time! I want
to fuck every man in the world.”

The orgasm crashed over her and she let out a
long, undulating cry of pleasure, her voice filled with passion and
joyful release as the two Asian women stroked, licked, sucked and
caressed her.

She could hear their cruel words through the
thundering in her head, her body writhing and jerking and spasming
as they stroked and kissed her.

“Whore!”

“Slut!”

“Man toy!”

“Breeder bitch!”

“Cock lover!”

The orgasm seemed to roll on and on, falling
away only to rise up again, as a new surge of pleasure washed over
her, but finally she went nearly limp, gasping, eyes closing as her
chest heaved. The two Asian women untied her ankles and removed the
rope binding her hands against the flag pole. They helped her off
the bar and she sank exhaustedly to the deck, kneeling, still
gasping, as Hiu-Ling stood over her.

“Filthy little breeder girl,” she said
softly, “You must make it up to us. For we are real women, and you
insult us by your weakness to man cocks.”

How she was to make it up to them was readily
apparent as the woman removed her wraparound skirt, gripped Daria’s
wet hair in bunches and forced her up and forward, jamming her face
into her groin.

Tired as she was, Daria immediately began to
lick. There was no fight in her, no strength to resist, nor thought
of it. She licked weakly at the woman’s slit, then was driven to
more effort as her hair was pulled and she was cursed for her
weakness.

And then Selena was next to her, on her
knees, her hand between Daria’s thighs, stroking gently, her other
hand around her, fondling her breast as she licked at the nape of
her neck and carried on a low voiced, nearly whispered monologue
into her ear.

“Lick her clit, Daria! You’re suck a fucking
whore! Dirty little blonde slut! I knew you’d be a cheap slut when
I saw you. Spineless breeder slut! You love it when you’re tied up!
Pervert. Sick little cock lover. Yeah, lick harder, dirty little
breeder bitch. All blondes are whores. You don’t deserve to be
licking her clit. You should be licking her toes. Groveling at her
feet. Filthy little fuck toy.”

The girl’s words and fingers against her now
ultra-sensitive clit had the effect of reigniting Daria’s body and
mind once again, and she moaned and licked eagerly at Hiu Ling’s
slit, pushing her tongue deep, feeling the wetness and moisture
against her lips and cheeks as she jammed her face in, lapping
upwards across the woman’s clitoris again and again as her hair was
pulled and insults rained down upon her.

She licked the woman to a climax, but got no
thanks for it. Hiu-Ling simply put her skirt back on and left. Then
Selena stood and she was forced to lick her to an orgasm as well
before finally being untied.

“Wasn’t that fucking hot!?” Selena asked
eagerly as she slowly, gently peeled the ropes off her arms.

Daria could only groan in reply as her aching
limbs ever so slowly unbent.

“You almost pulled my fucking arms out,” she
gasped.

“Not me. Hiu-Ling. She’s really something,
isn’t she?”
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The only marks on her body were red rope
burns on her wrists and upper arms, and Selena’s mother showed no
interest in them, paying her little attention. Daria wondered again
what the older woman was like. She had always seemed to be very
stern faced and very conservative, very strict with Selena. And
while she had always been cordial and polite to Daria she had never
been the buddy buddy type, like the parents of some of her other
friends.

It was hard to imagine her and Hiu-Ling in
some kind of sordid lesbian affair, harder still to imagine her
allowing herself to be tied up and mistreated. Still, Daria
wondered just how innocent she was of what was going on on the boat
when she wasn’t present. Could she really know nothing? It was hard
to think of her approving of this sort of thing, especially
involving Selena.

On the other hand, Hiu-Ling seemed intent on
shocking her, perhaps rubbing her face in what a “blonde whore”
Daria was. Hiu-Ling insisted she remain naked over the afternoon,
just like Selena. She realized that nudity wasn’t considered that
big a deal among the Asians, but it still felt odd, for the two
older women remained dressed while she and Selena moved about like
naked young nymphs.

And they did move about. Hiu-Ling instead the
two girls begin to learn how to run the boat, to work the sails and
tiller, and not just lay around getting tanned. This made for a lot
of climbing about, and a lot of exposure before the placid,
apparently unmoved older woman. Even when Hiu-Ling ordered Daria to
wear her rings in her nipples and labia Selena’s mother showed no
sign of noticing.

By mid afternoon they had reached waters with
other boaters. Daria was nervous, but Hiu-Ling wouldn’t let them
don their bathing suits, nor hide in the cabin. They passed within
fifty yards of boats on many occasions, and she could only hope no
one on the other boats had binoculars trained on her. Still, the
thought they might made her squirm with something other than
embarrassment.

Finally, the traffic grew too great, and
Selena’s mother told them to put on their bathing suits. Daria was
both grateful and disappointed as she pulled her little bikini top
up over her breasts.

They pulled into port and docked at one of
the islands, and she and Selena dressed in shorts and tanks went
ashore. They shopped through the markets and oohed and ahhed over
local souvenirs, jewelry and food. They rented motor scooters and
had a great time moving around the quiet roads, then finished up
the day on a long, beautiful white beach, splashing, swimming and
snorkeling in the warm clear water.

They returned to the boat for dinner, and to
shower, do their hair, and dress up for a night out.

She was suspicious when Hiu-Ling came into
their room and insisted on helping her brush out her hair, but the
woman was quite friendly as she sat behind her, telling her how
soft and silky and beautiful her golden hair was as she gently ran
the brush and her fingers through it.

She insisted on loaning Daria a pair of self
supporting black, fishnet stockings, and then, as if dressing a
doll, produced a nearly matching pair of lacy black gloves which
slid all the way up her arms to her shoulders.

“This will hide the red marks on your wrists
and arms,” she said.

She had her wear her black lace thong, and
then produced a black velvet band with a bow to go around her
throat, and a sheer lace crop top.

“I’m not sure what I can wear over this,
though,” Daria protested.

Hiu-Ling smiled. “I have just the thing.”

She nodded to Selena, who opened one of the
drawers and took out a thin square box, opened it, and drew out a
length of black silk so thin it should have floated. She dropped it
over Daria’s head, and it dropped down on either side of her. The
sides were open, but thin black clips closed them, and then a
silver chain belt went over it to snug it in tightly at the waist.
It was short, but not too short, and Daria’s only real problem with
it was it was so thin and light it almost felt like she was wearing
nothing.

“I-I guess it’s okay,” she said, turning
before the mirror.

“Is more than okay,” Hiu Ling said. “You will
be most popular girl.”

Hiu-Ling herself was dressed in a Chinese
style dress in red silk, with a much longer hem, for she was going
to a dinner party. Selena was wearing something similar in green,
but with a low cut bodice and a short skirt. Selena’s mother was
apparently staying on the boat, not very much interested in the
island’s nightlife

An old fashioned black car like one of the
taxis she’d seen in London years earlier picked them up and drove
them into the darkness, for there were few street lights.

“What’s this place like?” she asked
Selena.

“I’ve never been there,” the girl said.

“I thought you said it was hot and had lots
of men.”

“That’s what I’ve been told.”

“Many men,” Hiu-Ling confirmed.

Daria started to get a sinking feeling in her
stomach and she looked uncertainly at the older woman. “You’ve uhm,
been there?”

“Oh yes. Here, another item for you to wear,”
she said.

She took Daria’s gloved wrist and produced a
stainless steel bracelet. It was quite a wide bracelet, and as
Daria stared at it she felt her other hand pulled out to the other
side by Selena, and turned her head to see her putting a similar
band on that wrist.

“Wait a - .”

The two women pushed her forward at almost
the same time and pushed her wrists back behind her, and before
Daria even thought to struggle she felt the metal bracelets lock
together.

“Wha – what are you doing!?” she
squeaked.

They let her sit back and smiled at her.
“Special party,” Hiu-Ling said. “For little breeder slut.”

“A special party for a cock loving whore,”
Selena said, taunting her.

Daria twisted her head from side to side,
gaping, a slow understanding spreading through her mind as she felt
a shock of anxiety. She pulled at the wrist bands but they were
tight around her wrists and would not come apart.

“Wh-what are you going to do?” she
gulped.

“I go to dinner party, as I say,” Hiu-Ling
said.

“I’m going to a disco,” Selena said.

Hiu-Ling suddenly jerked back on Daria’s hair
and she cried out as her head was forced back. Selena leaned in and
jammed something into her mouth.

“You’re going to get all the black cock you
can take,” she said as Hiu-Ling pulled a black band around her head
and fastened it behind.

Daria made anguished noises, for what Selena
had pushed into her mouth was not so much a gag as a kind of ring
which forced her mouth to remain open, but was essentially hollow.
But then Hiu-Ling showed her what looked like a fat little dildo
and thrust it through the ring. The soft latex slid along her
tongue and filled her mouth, threatening to down her throat. She
snapped it in place and the two women sat back with Daria wide eyed
and twisting helplessly between them.

The black man in the front of the cab never
took his eyes off the road. The car swerved and stopped, and Selena
got out, saying a few words in Chinese to her aunt. Then the car
moved on.

Hiu-Ling leaned over her, stroking her face
gently and smiling.

“No need for fear, blonde whore,” she cooed
softly. “Will have much man cock tonight, much big black man cock.
You will drink man juices and feel many large man cocks inside your
pussy and bottom.”

Daria shook her head frantically, but the
woman only chuckled softly.

The car pulled over, and Hiu-Ling got out,
then closed the door behind her. The taxi drove on, and Daria, now
alone, stared at the back of the head of the driver, her chest
tight with shock and anxiety, her mind filled with disbelief and
fear. Surely they had been kidding! Surely this was all some kind
of – of colossal joke!

The car pulled over, and the door was open.
Daria turned and stared at the black man who leaned in. He motioned
for her to slide over and she shrunk back, heart pounding. But the
other door opened then, and another black man leaned in, took her
arm, and pulled her roughly out of the car. The other man rounded
the car and, holding both her arms, the two men led her down a
dark, stone path.

Daria stared around, pulse racing, trembling
with fear as she tried to slow them down, tried to hang back. But
her weight was like nothing, and they easily pulled her along,
paying no attention to her struggles, ignoring her muffled protests
as she stumbled along on the high, stiletto heels Selena had loaned
her.

They wound downwards and she heard waves
washing ashore, and then emerged on a narrow beach into the light
cast by six foot high circle of torches. Daria’s eyes were wide and
full of disbelief and shock as she saw the men crowded around those
torches, dozens of them, all nude. They were all big men, ranging
in age from perhaps their early twenties to early sixties, with
broad chests and gleaming teeth as she was led into the center of
the circle.

One of the men undid the chain belt around
her waist as she stared around her, and then the thin silk dress
was pulled up and over her head. Daria’s heart was pounding like a
drum, her pulse racing, and the hair on the back of her neck was
standing up as the men began hooting and hollering and stamping
their feet. She felt like some kind of long ago tribal sacrifice,
and could hardly breathe for the tightness in her chest.

This isn’t happening, she thought, over and
over again.

One of the men holding her squeezed her
breast through the little silk top, and then the other tore it away
to cheers from the men surrounding them. The other tore her thong
off, and the mortified teenager found herself virtually naked as
she was dragged to a low, round wooden platform at the center of
the circle of torches and forced to kneel on it.

“This is a blonde whore who wants black
cock!” one of the men shouted, his accent so thick she could barely
understand him.

Another cheer went up.

“We will give her all she can take!”

Another cheer.

One of the men popped the catches loose from
the side of the ring in her mouth and drew the fat latex gag thing
out. The first naked man stepped up to her, and Daria stared,
nearly faint with shock as he reached down for her, gripping her
thick blonde hair, and forced her face forward against his groin.
He was already fully erect, fat and long, and Daria could do
nothing as her open mouth was forced over his cock and she felt it
push in across her tongue.

Black men were crowded in all around her,
teeth gleaming as they laughed and stared. Hands reached out and
she squirmed and twisted and mewled in protest as they roughly
groped her bare breasts, pinched her nipples, kneaded her buttocks
and thrust in between her thighs.

They laughed and shouted to each other in
their thickly accented English, but Daria could not make out their
words through the pounding in her skull. The cock in her mouth was
pushing in and out harder and faster as the man dug his fingers
into her hair. And then without notice he tightened his grip on her
hair, forcing her head up and back, and then thrust his cock
forward. It punched against the entrance to her throat, and Daria
gagged as it pushed through and slid down her gullet.

Her shock redoubled and she squirmed and
gurgled in fear and alarm, her stomach threatening to overturn as
her body twisted and bucked violently. Yet the men only laughed,
and the hands gripping her hair pulled her face upwards, sliding
her mouth along the thick shaft until her nose was buried in his
hairy black groin.

Then he began to thrust in and out, using her
hair as levers to pull her forward to meet his thrusts. His groin
slapped into her face as his thick cock pumped painfully up and
down her throat. Their shouts seemed to come from a distance now,
echoing in her head as the world reeled around her. A sudden sharp
pull on her hair as the man himself dropped to his knees forced
Daria to bend over, and then big hands gripped her thighs, forcing
her legs apart.

Fingers pried at her sex, then pushed inside,
and as she grew more and more faint and stopped caring about
anything, something fat and hard and long began to enter her.

Then the cock in her mouth pulled free,
sliding up her throat and out, and just as the head pulled across
her tongue it seemed to explode, warm, wet frothing male juice
spewing into her mouth and nearly choking her as she gulped in
deep, desperate breaths of air.

She was aware of a man thrusting into her
pussy from behind, of the hard black erection pushing deep into her
belly. But she didn’t care. Daria was sweating heavily, gasping for
breath as men in front of her struggled and argued over who would
be next. The man behind thrust harder, and reached out to grip her
hair, yanking her head back as his hips began to pound against her
upraised buttocks.

Then the argument was resolved. Another man
knelt before the trembling girl, gripped her hair, and guided his
uncircumcised cock through the open ring and into her mouth. With
barely any hesitation he drove his fat log of a cock straight down
her throat, and Daria could only wail in muffled fear and alarm as
her face was jammed in against his groin.

A sharp blow against the side of her head
made her ears ring as the man began to thrust in and out. Behind
her, the other man was pumping faster and faster, and hands reached
in from both sides, roughly groping and fondling her breasts.

The pounding from behind slowed and stopped.
The cock inside her softened and withdrew. Then another took its
place, and fingers dug into her hips as she was ridden once again.
The cock in her throat pulled back and she coughed violently,
gagging and choking, gasping for breath. Her vision swam and black
dots danced before her eyes. Someone slapped her face, and there
was laughter around her.

Then there was a shout, a man speaking
loudly, silencing the others somehow. Even the hard pumping behind
her slowed. Daria heard only snatches and pieces of words, her body
sagging, her ragged breaths obscuring what the man said. Then the
pumping stopped. She was eased back onto her back, allowed to sit
back on her heels as the black men went quiet and eased back a
little.

One man squatted before her, smiling,
watching silently as she gulped in breath. He shouted something,
his Creole accent difficult to make out with the pounding her ears.
A few moments later he rubbed a cold, wet cloth over her sweating
face, then unfastened the strap holding the ring gag in place and
pried it free.

“You better now, yes, girl?”

He stroked her head, combing her hair
back.

“We are not animals to attack you all
together. You are a beautiful young woman, yes? We shall enjoy your
lovely body much more as we take our time. And you shall not be so
beset with so many large black cocks!”

The other men laughed good naturedly.

Daria had managed to catch her breath
somewhat, and was growing more steady now. Without the men
jostling, pawing and hammering at her, and above all without the
cock stuffed down her throat, she was able to assess her situation
a little more, to care about something other than drawing her next
breath. She knelt on the small round platform, nude, of course,
surrounded by the nude Black men, most of whom had erections which
her eyes shied away from.

Her fear eased, and so her embarrassment,
which had been subdued by her desperation to breath, now began to
push forward in her mind. She squirmed mentally, trying not to see
all those leering faces surrounding her, desperately focusing on
the man squatting in front of her instead.

He stood up, and she raised her chin, licking
her lips nervously, her eyes rolling around herself, then jerking
back to him.

“Come girl,” he said. “You show these men
what a blonde girl is for, yes?”

He held his cock out to her and she blanched,
but knew she had no choice if she didn’t want them all to swarm her
once more. She leaned forward a little, then a little more. She
drew in a deep, shaky breath, then lifted her bottom off her heels
and pushed her open mouth towards his cock. She licked her lips
then hesitantly licked at his cock, kissed it, then, her eyes
rolling up, slid her lips over the head.

She was agonizingly aware of the eyes upon
her, of the grinning, leering men surrounding her, watching. Her
skin seemed to prickle all along her body as her lips began to move
up and down the Black man’s cock, her saliva moistening it, making
it slick. It glistened in the bright reflected firelight as he
smiled down at her, and she began to suck, reminding herself that
if she didn’t perform well they might well swarm over her
again.

She ran her tongue over the man’s cockhead,
licking from side to side as her lips bobbed up and down. He
stopped her, pushing her head back, then lifted his cock up. She
knew what he wanted, and leaned in to lick at his balls, then suck
at them as the men around them murmured and growled
appreciatively.

Hands reached out from other side, then,
groping her breasts, but doing it softly under the hard eyes of the
man standing above her. More hands caressed and kneaded her
buttocks, and one slipped between her thighs, fingers rubbing
lightly at her clit. It was much softer and more gentle than the
ferocious attack she had felt earlier, and she felt a bizarre sense
of gratitude for that, rather than any indignation.

Fingers tugged lightly at her nipple rings as
others stroked and caressed her breasts, and it seemed that
sometimes there were two or three hands on each breast. Yet the man
above spoke harshly any time the fingers grew rough, and they
instantly eased off.

“You must take me deeper, little slut,” he
murmured. “You know you can do this. A true whore should take all
of a man in order to please him. You must hold your breath and
force your lips all the way down the length of my staff.”

Daria trembled, anxiety instantly wakened
inside her. Yet she knew she had to try, and felt a strange urgency
to please the man. She drew in a deep breath and forced her lips
further along the length of his shaft, gagging a little as she felt
the head of his cock pushing against the entrance to her
throat.

Yet he was right: she knew she could do it.
She had had cocks rammed down her throat now, and thought that
surely it would be easier if she controlled the movement herself.
And she had to try – to please him, her protector.

She drew back and then pushed forward with
more determination. Again she gagged, instinctively backing off.
She flushed with anguish at her failure, not wanting to anger or
disappoint him. She gulped in air quickly, then tried again,
closing her eyes and forcing her lips forward. She gagged weakly as
the head pushed into her throat, but resolutely continued moving
forward, feeling his cock sliding across her lips and tongue, then
down into her throat.

She fought against her stomach’s urge to turn
over, conquered it, then basked in their approval as her nose
pushed in through the curly pubic hair around his groin and jammed
against him. She felt the whole long length of him down her throat,
and moaned around his shaft, gurgling weakly as she felt her air
run out. Yet he didn’t force her, and after holding herself still,
she slowly drew back, again fighting the urge to gag as his cock
came free again.

Saliva dripped free of his cock as she gasped
for breath, and he petted her head as she grinned down in approval.
She preened a little, even though she knew how odd it was to feel
any satisfaction at pleasing someone who was, after all, raping
her. Sort of.

“You are a good little white slut,” he said
with approval. “Soon you will be able to swallow my manhood with no
effort at all.”

And so it proved. The next few attempts were
still struggles, but the more she did it the easier it became. Her
throat ached, but not too much, and Daria was soon able to pump her
lips up and down his shaft as his cock slid in and out of her
throat.

Another man stepped onto the platform then,
and she rolled her eyes up towards him warily. But the man she was
sucking only smiled and eased her back, directing her towards his
cock instead. Licking her lips and gulping in air, Daria obeyed,
taking the new cock into her mouth, bobbing her lips up and down,
then taking him into her throat as the man before her rubbed his
cock against her face and pumped it lightly with his fist.

Then a third man stepped onto the stage, and
she turned her head in that direction as the other two stared down
at her. She sucked on the third cock, interrupted to suck on the
first, then the second, then went back to the third. As she sucked
on one, the other men would lightly pump their shafts, and
occasionally rub the head along her cheek or through her hair.

All the while hands gently kneaded her
breasts and bottoms and fingered her pussy and anus. A finger
forced its way slowly up into her rectum, twisting and turning,
pumping in and out. A second joined it. Two more fingers were
pumping inside her pussy as her clitoris was stroked. Her nipples
were being rolled and caressed, her breasts squeezed and
kneaded.

Then the man before her, the man who seemed
to be in charge, moved out of her sight. She heard him speaking
from behind her, and then she was firmly, but not roughly turned
around. She saw a chair had been placed on the stage and the man
sat on it, his legs spread. Other men pulled her to her feet and
guided her back against him, and she felt his arms around her,
pulling her into his lap.

But he held her, half sitting, and she gasped
and looked around, face red, nervous, as she felt the slick, saliva
coated head pushing against her anal opening. It was tight, but the
fingers had loosened her enough that hit slid in slowly as she sat
back. She gulped weakly, cringing a little now as the men all
looked on, but with the man’s big hands on her belly and hips
pulling her, she had little choice but to slowly sit down onto his
cock.

She moaned a little as it pushed deep into
her belly. It felt – odd – but it was not the first time she’d had
something back there, just the first time it was real and not
plastic. She felt the deep, full cramping sensation she sometimes
got with Selena’s dildos, and then a little relief and sense of
satisfaction as her bottom pressed firmly against his lap. She had
him all the way up inside her now.

His finger stroked at her clit, and he
kneaded her breast as he chewed lightly at her ear. Daria wasn’t
sure what, if anything, she was supposed to be doing. She sat on
his cock and did nothing, feeling it inside her, trying not to meet
the eyes of any of the Black men surrounding at her.

“Move up and down, you,” the Black man
whispered.

Startled at first, Daria obeyed as best she
could, using her legs to slowly raise herself up – with his help,
and then slide back down on his thick cock. She rode up and down
several times and found her anal muscles easing up, allowing her to
go faster. AT his urging she did so, gasping for breath now,
feeling a weird sense of awe at what she was doing before all these
eyes. Embarrassment, anxiety and fear filled her mind, along with a
determination to try and please the man so she could get through
this.

He stopped her suddenly; gasping, breathing
heavily, and she knew he was on the edge of climax. “Hold still,”
he whispered.

But then a man moved forward on her left
side, pulling at her hair, guiding her face around and pushing his
cock at her lips. The man she was sitting on did nothing, so she
reluctantly took him into her mouth, sucking on it as she squirmed
on the other man’s lap.

What a show she was putting on for them, she
thought dazedly.

Then large, strong hands slid under her
bottom and lifted her up. The man stood up easily, then knelt with
her in his arms. She saw that one of the Black men had laid down on
the platform, and the other men knelt straddling his legs, easing
her downwards. She gulped as her knees met the platform, for she
was straddling his groin, and he was holding his cock in his
hand.

He pressed it against her pussy and the man
holding her up eased her down. It slid inside, and she groaned as
she was lowered onto it, as it pushed up into her belly beside the
one in her rectum.

She had to lean forward, writhing and
wriggling as the cock pushed deeper. The other man leaned in over
her, pumping in slow motions as she took the other deep. The man
below began to pump up into her, and her head was turned suddenly,
her lips guided onto another cock.

Daria was feeling a dark, nasty sense of
arousal now. It was overpowered by her embarrassment, fear, anxiety
and discomfort, but it was present as she pleasured all three men
at once. A sense of disbelief lay over all the other emotions
twisting through her mind as the three Black men thrust their cocks
into her body and, one by one, came, spurting their white seed into
her.

As they finished, she was shifted, turned.
Soon she was kneeling, bent over, bobbing her lips up and down on
the shaft of a man who sat before her. Her bottom was raised,
another man thrusting hard, fast and deep into her pussy. The noise
was growing around her and the men were beginning to grow more
eager, less restrained.

Warm semen filled her mouth, and the man
withdrew, others pushing in to take his place. Another finished,
and another. The man thrusting into her halted, gasping. Hands
gripped her hips and pulled her roughly back now. She rolled onto
her back and a man knelt between her legs. He thrust into her, then
gripped her thighs and hips, lifting her bottom up off the
platform, jerking her up to meet his violent thrusts as he drove
himself into her.

Another man knelt over her head, turned it,
and drove his cock into her mouth and down her throat. The laughter
and jokes rose around her, and hands pawed roughly at her
breasts.

They turned her and twisted her, thrusting
into her again and again. As soon as one dripping cock was pulled
free another pushed forward. Her throat soon ached from overuse,
yet they continued, ignoring her feeble protests. She found herself
straddling one man, riding his cock as his hands helped her rise
and fall. Four more men stood around her, each with a stiff cock,
each taking his turn to thrust into her mouth and down her
throat.

On and on it went through the night, as she
grew more exhausted and they grew more excited. She was slapped and
pinched now, and the cocks were rammed down her throat and into her
pussy. They flung her about, twisting and turning her like a rag
doll, mounting her like wild animals, digging their harsh fingers
into her soft flesh as they rode her, one, two, three or more at a
time.
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She woke slowly, moaning, her body aching all
over, bruised, strained and overused. She blinked her eyes against
the light, and found herself spread-eagled on her bed, naked. She
drew a hand up to her throbbing head, relieved to be able to do so,
and then winced at the number of aches which assailed her each time
her body shifted and moved.

She groaned at each ache, stretching ever so
slowly, feeling out the degree of stiffness and soreness before
sitting up. Closing her legs – hurt – as if she was sunburned at
her inner thighs. They were scraped and raw, her pussy lips swollen
and sore. Her breasts felt bruised, her nipples stinging.

She sat up very slowly, gasping, wincing,
trying not to put pressure on her pussy as she slipped off the bed.
She had no idea what time it was or when she had been brought back
to the boat. From the familiar soft movement of the deck beneath
her she thought they must have left port.

She drew in a shaky breath and winced again,
bringing her fingers to her aching throat. It felt dreadfully sore
and raw.

She got to her feet, not without difficulty,
and stumbled to the nearest dresser.

She was not as bad a she had feared. Her face
looked a little red, her eyes dark rimmed, her breasts somewhat red
and blue, but the rest of her didn’t look bad. Her skin felt raw
but was more abraded than bruised by the man fingers and hands
which had moved over it.

She had been cleaned by someone, for her hair
smelled fresh and soapy, and was not the bedraggled, come stained
mess she had been sure she would see. Her skin felt fresh, as well,
though sore and raw.

She still had the silver bands on, but the
velvet band was gone from around her throat, replaced by a silver
collar which matched those on her wrists. On her wrists and – she
realized, her ankles, and also on her upper arms, just above her
elbows.

But they were not important. What was
important was – something to drink.

She opened the small closet and found it
empty, her clothes missing. Frowning, she turned to the dresser.
Its drawers were empty also. Confused, she turned to Selena’s
closet, but found it locked.

The cabin door opened and Hiu Ling stood
there, smiling darkly.

“How is blonde whore after her fun night?”
she asked coyly.

Daria started to talk, but stopped
immediately, hand going to her sore throat.

“Did you swallow much man juice?” Hiu Ling
asked cattily. “Did you take the cocks of many Black men down your
whore throat?”

Daria felt a sudden resentment and anger, but
at the same time a wariness, a fear of angering the woman.

“Come, we’ll get you something to drink,” Hiu
Ling said, taking her arm just above one of the metal bracelets and
pulling her to the door.

Naked, Daria followed her down the corridor,
shuffling a little, one arm half hiding her bare breasts as she was
led into the kitchen – galley – area.

“Sit down. Or – perhaps you don’t want to sit
just yet?” she asked with a smirk. “Kneel then.”

She did kneel, settling gingerly on her
heels, her knees spread so as to ease the soreness to her inner
thighs. She watched the Chinese woman open the refrigerator and
pour some cold water for her. When she reached up for the cup the
woman pulled it back, shaking her head. “I will hold the cup,
blonde whore. You put your hands down.”

Again, a reluctance to anger the woman caused
Daria to go along and drop her arms. The woman bent and put the cup
to her lips, and Daria drank, slowly, wincing at each swallow.

“You have slept much of the day,” she said.
“Your whoring kept you up all night, satisfying so many black men.
It is almost nightfall.”

Daria pulled her lips from the cup, anger
rising. “You had no right - .”

But the Chinese woman stopped her with a
quick, short slap to her cheek.

“Do not accuse me, blonde whore,” she
growled, her voice rising, face contorted in disapproval. “Or you
will be punished severely.”

Daria had no wish to be punished at all. She
felt totally worn out, despite having slept, apparently, most of
the day. Her body felt like it had been through the wringer, and
she could hardly move.

“Now do you wish anything further to drink?”
she demanded.

Daria nodded warily.

“Then ask nicely. Ask mistress Hiu Ling for
water,” she said in a haughty voice.

Daria flushed a little. “Please may I have
more water, Mistress Hiu Ling?” she asked, her voice rough and
gravelly.

“Yes, blonde whore, you may.”

She leaned in with the cup, and again brought
it to Daria’s lips.

“Do you wish food, blonde whore?”

The thought of food made he stomach twist and
she shook her head.

Hiu Ling slapped her cheek again, lightly but
stingingly.

“No, thank you, Mistress Hiu Ling,” she said
waspishly, pointing her finger at Daria.

“N-No, thank you, Mistress Hiu Ling,” Daria
said, angry, confused, but feeling very – weak spirited.

“You may go on deck, then, blonde whore, and
see Selena.”

Daria rose shakily, and then paused. “Uhm,
where are my clothes – Mistress Hiu Ling?”

“You have no need of clothes, blonde whore.
Now go.”

Daria bit her tongue against an irritated
reply. She would ask Selena, she decided. She moved to the stairs
and up them – slowly, pulling herself with her hands. She flushed a
little and tried to straighten as Selena’s mother, sitting on one
of the benches reading a magazine, looked up at her.

“Good afternoon,” she said, her voice very
precise.

“Uhm, hi,” Daria said, wondering what the
woman would make of the silver wrist and ankle bands, the nipple
rings, and the ring through her labia. Flushing a little, she
passed her, turned, climbed the three stairs up onto the main deck,
and moved forward in search of Selena.

She found her in the bow, sitting back
against the raised portion of the deck, clad in shorts and T-shirt
and reading a magazine.

She looked up at Daria and grinned. “Hey,
blonde whore.”

Daria glared at her and eased down to her
knees. “I can’t believe you let her do that to me,” she said
accusingly.

“Do what? Come on. You know you’ve had
fantasies about being gang banged.”

“Fuck! Fantasies, yeah, but that doesn’t mean
I wanted to get tossed to a bunch of strangers with my arms tied.
Jesus, I can hardly move,” she groaned.

“I bet you got royally fucked!” Selena said,
laughing.

“It’s not funny! They were rough! They
slapped and pinched and groped me and shoved their cocks down my
fucking throat! I almost choked to death.”

“You deep throated them!? Wow,” Selena
said.

“I wound up learning, shit, after they – used
my throat and almost suffocated me.”

“What a way to go, huh? Suffocated by a big
black cock.”

“Wait till she sends you to one of her little
gang bangs,” Daria said acidly.

“Oh she wouldn’t do that to me. I’m a nice
Chinese girl. You’re a dirty blonde whore.”

“So where’s my fucking clothes?”

Selena shrugged. “Hiu Ling said you didn’t
need to wear clothes any more since you were such an incredible
little slut. Did you come with all those Black men pawing at you
and sticking their big cocks into you?”

“No!” she said guiltily.

“I bet your pussy is sore.” Selena slid a
hand between Daria’s legs and cupped her pussy.

Daria cursed and jerked backwards.

“Ha! I thought it would be. How many Black
cocks did you get last night?”

“You’re such a bitch!”

“Don’t call me names, blonde whore,” Selena
said with a smirk. “Or I’ll have Hiu Ling spank your little white
ass.”

Daria glared. “Your mom is going to find out,
you know. I might even fucking tell her myself.”

“No you won’t, and even if you did it
wouldn’t matter. She thinks you’re a slut anyway. She thinks all
white girls are sluts, especially blondes.”

And then Hiu Ling was there, looming over
them. Daria rose quickly, wincing as her over-strained muscles
protested.

“You, blonde whore. Adjust the jib and lower
the spinnaker. We want to tack into the wind.”

“But I - .”

Hiu Ling slapped her sharply on the bottom
and Daria yelped and leapt forward.

“Move, blonde whore!” she snapped.

Daria moved. And kept moving. As soon as she
finished one task Hiu Ling found something else for her to do. And
any protest brought a sharp slap to her bottom, or once to her bare
breast. Daria was forced to keep her sore, aching, tried body
moving, adjusting sales, then washing the deck. And it did not
escape her notice that while she knelt on all fours naked scrubbing
at the deck and sides of the cabin the three Chinese women sat
back, fully clothed, taking in the sun, reading, chatting, and
doing crossword puzzles.

She resented it, and yet – a part of her
found it oddly arousing. She wasn’t at all sure why being the only
naked girl, wearing the metal bands, being forced to work while the
others relaxed should arouse her in the slightest. But it did. She
was indignant many times, and yet some part of her slipped
naturally into the position of servant, or labourer or, she
thought, her chest tight at the notion, slave girl.

But that was a silly thought, a girlish
flight of sexual fantasy brought on by too many encounters with
Selena’s perverted rope tricks and the bizarre gang bang she’d had
the other night.

As she scrubbed, Selena came up behind her,
and Daria felt her shoe on her bare bottom. She turned and looked
up and behind her to see Selena grinning.

“You missed a spot, blonde whore.”

“Fuck you,” she said in irritation.

Selena laughed, then slid her soft tennis
shoe lower, nudging Daria’s bare mons. Daria gasped and jerked her
legs together, twisting around.

“Don’t!”

“I should shove my fist up your cunt, Daria.
I bet you’d enjoy it.”

“You just try it and - .”

“And what?” Selena taunted. “I can lock your
wrists together behind your back and do it whether you like it or
not. You’ve had so much cock in there I bet your pussy is used to
big, hard things being shoved up inside it.”

“Bitch!”

“Slut!”

“What are you two yelling about?” came her
mother’s voice from aft.

“Nothing, mother,” she replied.

She gave Daria a smirk and flounced back to
the bow. Daria glared after her, then resumed scrubbing.

The sun set, and they all went below. Daria’s
pussy was not quite as sore now, but it was still uncomfortable to
sit on. She tried, nevertheless, but was shoved roughly off the
leather sofa by Hiu Ling, who scowled.

“You kneel on floor, blonde whore. Sitting is
for humans.”

Daria glared indignantly at her, but the
woman’s little smirk at the end made her stomach flutter a bit.
Clearly Hiu Ling was still playing at sexual games, still being the
dominant who Daria must obey. And though it angered her Daria found
a deep, dark hunger attached to the idea. It excited her, this
notion of being forced to obey the sleek, older woman, and do her
sexual bidding.

And besides, she knew it would hurt to sit on
her pussy just then.

She would have preferred to retire to her
cabin and watch videos or read, but Selena and Hiu Ling stayed in
the main cabin and insisted she did too. She felt increasingly
awkward among the other three, the only one who was naked.

Selena’s mother seemed to pay no attention to
her nudity, nor to the fact that while the three of them sat on the
plush sofa, Daria knelt naked on the floor. The four of them played
cards as normally as if she were fully dressed and not kneeling,
though occasionally when Selena’s mother left the room one of the
others would reach out to squeeze one of her breasts or her bottom,
and call her a blonde whore, or White slut.

Once when the older woman went up on deck to
check the sales and their location H Ling grabbed her by the hair
and yanked her forward, jamming her face into her groin.

Daria protested, grabbing at her wrist and
trying to twist free, but Selena jumped down and pulled her arms
back behind her while Hiu Ling snapped the wrist bands
together.

“Stop it! Your mother is going to come down
and catch us! Daria gasped.

“Watch for her,” Hiu Ling ordered Selena.

Then she pulled her long, loose, flowered
skirt up over her hips, slumped low, and yanked Daria’s face into
her groin.

“Lick me, white whore,” she ordered.

And after a further brief, but futile
struggle, Daria began licking, her tongue lapping strongly around
the woman’s clitoris as Selena watched the hatch. The Chinese girl
couldn’t resist sliding a hand between the blonde’s thighs, though,
and stroking a finger along her bare slit.

“Ow! Stop it!’ Daria cried, twisting
away.

“Behave, white whore!” Hiu Ling ordered,
yanking on her hair.

“That hurts!”

“You should be hurt, white slut! If you do
not behave you will be punished severely!”

She bent and slapped at Daria’s hanging
breast, and the blonde girl yelped again.

“Lick her, bitch,” Selena taunted, holding
her hand between the blonde’s thighs.

Daria had little choice, though she winced
and squirmed as Selena ran her finger lightly along her aching,
swollen lips, caressing the line of her sex.

“Yes. Dirty little blonde whore,” Hiu Ling
sighed. “Service me, blonde whore.”

“I’m sure she’d prefer it if you had a big,
black cock,” Selena said with a smirk.

“She is a cock lover,” Hiu Ling said.

“A slutty little cock girl,” Selena agreed.
“We should get the big black dildo and ram it up her cunt.”

For all her harsh words and tone Selena
stroked her finger gently along Daria’s slit, pausing to rub ever
so lightly near the top, at her clitoris. At first all this caused
Daria was light pain and soreness, but it took surprisingly little
time before a throbbing sexual tension began to grip her groin and
sift up through her belly and chest. The sex heat rose within her
and pushed aside the pain, so that even as Selena rubbed harder and
the pain rose, well, it just didn’t seem important.

She shifted her knees apart as she licked,
moaning now, spreading her legs to allow Selena to rub more easily
at her. The Chinese girl was also kneading her breasts as she knelt
between Hiu Ling’s legs, fingering her nipples, pinching and
twisting and rubbing at them.

Daria was getting very, very turned on.

And so was Hiu Ling, who slumped lower and
lower, a fistful of Daria’s hair in one hand, her own breast in the
other as she slitted her eyes and groaned in pleasure.

“Hssst! Mother!”

Selena jerked back, and Hiu Ling released
Daria’s hair, smoothing her skirt down and sitting up. Daria sat
back on her heels, panting, flushed, as the other woman made her
way down the narrow stairs from the deck above, then crossed the
galley and kitchen and took her place on the sofa again.

“Haven’t you started a new game yet?” she
asked in surprise.

“We waited for you, Jiao,” Hiu Ling said with
a smile.

“You need not have. But let us continue.”

Daria squirmed. She wanted to slide her own
fingers down to her bare pussy, but had to ignore her body’s
arousal as she played cards. It seemed like the evening lasted
forever, but finally Mrs. Lee decided it was time for bed, and she
and Selena went to their cabin.

“God I’m exhausted,” she complained.

“Then go to bed. It’s not like you have to
get undressed,” Selena said with a snort.

“Bitch,” Daria muttered, sliding into the
bed.

“On your back.”

She was surprised as she turned, to find
Selena right there.

“But - .”

‘Now, slut.”

And, still aroused, Daria obeyed. Nor did she
resist much when Selena straddled her body and pushed her wrists up
to the corners of the bed, then strapped them there. The girl
slipped down and strapped her ankles to the lower posts, and then,
grinning, began to lick her way up Daria’s legs

When she got to her pussy Daria felt that
exquisite combination of raw soreness and delicious pleasure. Her
pussy was hypersensitive, so that every touch of the Asian girl’s
tongue made her wince and hiss in pain, but also forced wonderfully
powerful waves of pleasure through her belly.

And then the cabin door opened and Hiu Ling
was there. Daria, already writhing and straining and gasping in
pleasure, felt a shudder of excitement and anxiety roll through her
as the other woman undressed. Then, Hiu Ling directing, the two
Asians worked her body over, rousing her towards orgasm again and
again, only to tear her cruelly from the edge by slapping and
pinching at her face and breasts and nipples, and even her
clitoris.

Both of them took turns sitting on her face,
of course, forcing her to lick them to orgasm after orgasm while
they denied her any climax.

And then, when it seemed both were satisfied,
they unstrapped her from the bed. Yet Hiu Ling grabbed her wrist
when Daria would have brought it between her legs, and the two
rolled her onto her belly, then forced her arms back behind her.
She groaned in pain as Hiu Ling forced her elbows back sharply
enough to lock the two upper bracelets together, the ones just
above her elbows.

Then she was pulled to her feet by the hair,
and the older woman tugged her to the cabin door.

“Please can I just come?” Daria panted,
sweating and trembling with her sexual hunger and need.

“Not unless we choose to allow it, blonde
whore.”

She was out in the narrow corridor, and Daria
bit her lip, trying to keep quiet as she was led past Mrs. Lee’s
cabin. But then Hiu Ling abruptly stopped and opened the cabin
door, then, to Daria’s astonishment, yanked her inside.

She snapped on the light, and Daria’s eyes
widened as she spoke in Chinese, waking the sleeping woman.
Selena’s mother sat up and looked Daria up and down, then replied
to Hiu Ling in Chinese. Hiu Ling nodded and then turned and
left.

“Come here, Daria,” Mrs. Lee ordered.

Face flaming, squirming with discomfort,
Daria shuffled forward as Mrs. Lee threw back the covers and sat
up, swinging her legs out of bed.

“Kneel, slut.”

Daria felt as if she had been punched in the
belly, but, stunned or not, she sank slowly to her knees before the
woman.

She cried out as Mrs. Lee slapped her on the
right cheek, swaying in place.

“Blonde whore!” the Asian woman spat.

Daria gaped at her, then cried out again as
Mrs. Lee slapped her on the left cheek.

“You will obey me, slut, and service me,” she
growled.

She slipped her nightshirt up and off, and
Daria saw she had a slender, but very firm feminine body
underneath. Then she cried out a third time as the woman gripped
her hair and pulled her mouth forward into her groin.

“Service me, slut.”

And dazed and shocked as she was, Daria did,
almost automatically, her tongue, though tired and aching, lapped
at the older woman’s pussy, driving her to what appeared to be an
orgasm, then another before the woman let up on her hair.

When the woman was satisfied she rose and led
Daria to one of the dressers. There was a hook which seemed to be
strategically placed on the wall above the dresser. She opened the
dresser and drew out a small chain, clipping it to each of Daria’s
nipple rings, then hooked her thumb under the center of the chain
and pulled it towards the wall. This, of course, pulled on her
nipple rings and forced Daria to lean forward further and further,
then to rise on the balls of her feet as the chain was lifted up
across the hook.

When Mrs. Lee released the chain Daria was
standing on the balls of her feet, bent forward over the dresser,
her nipples lifted slightly upwards. Her arms and wrists, of
course, were still locked together by the bands. Mrs. Lee shoved a
knee between her legs, forcing her to spread them.

Daria cried out as her nipples pulled
painfully against the rings, stretching out further and further,
pulling her breasts taut.

“P-Please!” she gasped.

Mrs. Lee clipped her ankle bands to the legs
of the dresser, then forced a ball gag into Daria’s mouth and
adjusted the strap behind her neck.

She then produced an enormous dildo and
slowly forced it up into Daria’s aching pussy. When it was jammed
painfully deep, she forced a second one up her anus. She then
unclipped her ankle bands from the legs of the dresser, letting the
blonde girl bring her legs close together and ease the tension on
her nipples. When she’d done that Mrs. Lee clipped her ankle bands
together again.

She stood then, running her hands lightly
over Daria’s rounded bottom, squeezing and kneading her
breasts.

“I did not say, when I welcomed you to my
home, slut, that you could have sexual relations with my daughter
up in her room. I did not want a filthy white slut in my house at
all, much less polluting my daughter with her sick, sexually
promiscuous ways.”

Daria moaned a protest into the gag as the
woman took out a long, thin wooden switch and rolled it between her
fingers.

“You will be properly punished for your
sluttish ways. You will also be trained; for all of you cock loving
whores need to be properly disciplined by real women.”

And with that she slashed the switch down
across Daria’s soft, round bottom. The stinging pain slashed across
her mind like sheet lightning, and Daria screamed into the gag, her
wrists and arms pulling against the metal bracelets, her body
jerking violently against the chain holding her nipple rings
tight.

Her bottom was on fire, and the fire leapt up
as the woman cut the switch across her buttocks a second time, and
a third, and a fourth. Again and again the soft hissing of the
switch cut through the air and landed heavily on Daria’s red,
burning buttocks as the blonde girl squirmed and twisted and sobbed
in pain and protest.

A dozen blows, two dozen, three, and all she
could do was sob and take it, sweat rolling down her forehead,
tears down her cheeks, her nipples burning as they pulled against
the chain again and again.

And then Mrs. Lee paused at last, put away
the switch, pulled on her nightie, and climbed into her bed. The
lights went out, and Daria, whimpering, was left as she was, arms
aching, bottom on fire, bent across the dresser as the night slowly
wore on to morning.
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It was a very long night. Daria was exhausted
to begin with. She had gotten no sleep the night before last, and
then been gang banged the previous night. She had slept some after
that, but her body and mind were still aching with exhaustion. Now
she must stay up again all night, her flaming bottom slowly easing,
but her legs stiffening with ache and cramps, her back burning and
her nipples growing sore as they pulled against the rings and chain
with every movement.

Mrs. Lee completely ignored her when she
woke. Daria might as well have been a piece of furniture. The woman
left the room, and Daria was alone for some ten minutes. Then
Selena entered, dressed, smirking. She said nothing, but bent and
unclipped Daria’s ankle bands, then forced her legs apart and
pushed her face up in between her thighs, licking at her slit.

Daria moaned, startled, too tired to want any
sex play. Yet she had little choice, and as the Asian girl began to
work the dildo in and out of her pussy, began to lick at her
clitoris, she found her body rousing despite herself. And with her
body rousing her mind was dragged along, until she was shuddering
and moaning and panting for breath as the Asian girl forced her
body into higher and deeper realms of sexual heat.

Daria was almost over the edge when Selena
drew back again. The blonde girl wailed a protest into her gag, but
Selena didn’t go far. She picked up a bottle of hand cream from her
mother’s night table, then knelt between her legs again. This time
she forced her ankles far apart, locking the bands to the legs of
the dresser before pulling the dildo out of her aching, burning,
throbbing pussy.

She rubbed the dildo all over with hand
cream, then thrust it back up and began to pump it in and out with
harsh, cruel, painful movements that, nonetheless, made Daria
shudder with pleasure. The girl was pounding the dildo into her
without restraint, and Daria felt the orgasm beginning to surge up
from deep within her.

But again the Asian girl pulled the dildo
free. Instead she knelt and pushed her fingers against Daria’s
pussy, first one, then two, then three slid easily in between her
sore, swollen sex lips. Selena’s fingers were also greased up, and
when she added a fourth Daria groaned as her pussy was stretched
out.

Then she curled her thumb in against the
others and, forming a wedge, began to force the entire hand into
Daria’s pussy. Daria moaned in denial, but was helpless as the
Asian girl pushed in hard, twisting her hand from side to side,
jamming it against Daria’s battered pussy muscles. It pulled back
repeatedly, only to push forward again, and finally Daria’s sex
lips strained just that little bit harder, spread just that small
amount more, and the Asian girl’s hand pushed through into her
belly.

Daria shuddered in disbelief. Her pussy ached
terribly, but the sexual pressure was holding the pain back. She
felt Selena’s hand pushing higher and higher, felt her wrist
slipping in through her sex lips, felt the individual fingers
turning and twisting and moving inside her lower belly. The hand
pushed higher, then higher still, and when Selena began to lightly
slap at her clitoris Daria felt as though the top of her head
exploded. She screamed and howled into the gag, her entire body
thrashing and shaking and bucking as powerful convulsions wracked
her.

Her pussy squeezed down spastically around
the hand inside her, and her mind twisted and turned, bouncing and
roiling on a tidal flood of sexual overload. Shattering sexual
sensory firestorms tore through her body and mind and, the hand
jammed into her belly was the focus of a twisting hurricane of
sensations.

Selena laughed as she watched the blonde girl
shudder and shake, forcing her hand deeper and deeper until it met
bottom. Then she drew her fingers in against her palm, forming a
hard fist at the center of the girl’s lower belly, and began to
work it in and out. At first every small movement had to be slow
and steady, but as she battered the blonde girl’s pubic muscles
into submission she began to thrust harder and faster, using long
strokes to pound her fist straight up into the white girl’s
belly.

It – ached. The pain was sometimes dull, a
too-full, stretching sensation, sometimes sharp, when that bony
little fist jammed against her cervix. But the pain was nothing
compared to the wild, shattering sexual pleasure as orgasm after
orgasm tore through her mind. Daria was flayed by the massive
sexual overload that shook her body like a terrier with a rat, and
it was all she could do to keep from tearing her nipples free on
the rings as she thrashed and shook.

* * *

Once more she had to do all the odd chores,
the cleaning, and now the cooking, as well as attending to the
sails. She must call all of the women “Mistress” now, and attend
them when they wanted her to fetch something – a book, or drink or
something to eat. The Asian women remained clothed, and Daria
remained nude.

When the exhausted girl was rude to someone –
Selena, of course, she was tied to the mainsail with her arms above
her wrists and whipped by Mrs. Lee as the other two looked on. It
was not a small, light multi-thonged whip, this time, but a long
length of leather which cut across her back and shoulders with the
snap of agony, and left long, ugly welts behind.

That evening she knelt in the main cabin,
arms and wrists locked behind her back, servicing one woman after
another, sometimes being mounted with strap-on dildos.

She spent the night on her feet, with her
head tilted back, a clip biting into her tongue attached by chain
to the roof of the galley. She swayed weekly, but managed to stay
on her feet until the next morning, when she was allowed to resume
her chores.

She was fed on her knees, licking food from
the hands of the Asian women, then licking their feet in gratitude.
She was spanked several times, slapped across the face at least a
dozen times, and had her nipples pinched more times than she could
remember.

That night they pulled into Haiti, and she
was given two several dozen more men, this time men who spoke only
French. They were harsher than the other men had been, using her
roughly, even violently, and covering her face and body with their
come before abandoning her. Yet despite their roughness, Daria came
hopelessly and repeatedly as their black cocks thrust into her
body.

This time she was not washed, but forced to
stay filthy, her hair matted with dried semen through the morning
until Hiu Ling tied ropes around her ankles and threw her
overboard. The boat dragged her behind it for some time, almost
drowning her, but washing off most of the come. Then she was
dragged aboard and ordered to clean herself before kneeling and
servicing the Asian women again.

She was dazed, exhausted, battered and
bruised, and hardly able to think straight, which was exactly how
they wanted her. Any slight resistance, any hesitation, any
argument brought a quick, sharp slap to face or bottom, and she
soon stopped hesitating, stopped resisting, stopped arguing.

There was no way, that night, that she could
have stayed on her feet. So the Asian women hung her upside down by
her ankles, spreading them wide apart. Mrs. Lee than used the flog
on her breasts, back, buttocks and sex as she squealed and screamed
and sobbed in pain. Then she was left to hang as she was
overnight.

The next day she again spent nude, working,
doing chores, and servicing the Asian women, and that evening they
stopped in Cuba, where she was chained down in a low shack and used
by a long line of men, though mercifully one at a time.

And then it was back to the boat.

Daria only grunted as the rough rope forced
her arms back behind her. They’d done it so many times now the
tendons and muscles in her shoulders had loosened, though there had
not been enough time that it didn’t still hurt as the rope forced
her elbows tightly together behind her. The rope was tied off, and
her hands were left free, though they were useless anyway.

But then Selena produced what was
unmistakably a noose, a hangman’s noose, and she swallowed
nervously as Hiu-Ling stood on a chair and fed the rope through the
ring set in the ceiling. She stepped down, and Daria tried not to
squeak in fear as the older Chinese woman placed the noose around
her slender throat and pulled it tight.

She moved back to the leather sofa and sat,
then slouched back beside Mrs. Lee. The other woman took the rope
and bent, and only now did Daria see the crank and handles fastened
to the floor at her feet. She fed the rope into it, bound it in
place, then, like Hiu Ling, slouched back comfortably.

“The Chinese have always been more civilized
than others,” she said in her high pitched, precisely spoken
English. We execute criminals most quickly and humanely, by sword.
But the ignorant occidentals prefer to make a spectacle of it.”

She shifted her feet and put them on the
handles of the crank, then turned it slightly. Daria gasped as the
noose tightened further around her throat, and pulled up against
the underside of her jaw.

“Of course, the hangman need not be cruel,”
she said. “If he is well trained then the criminal is dropped a
proper distance so that the noose breaks his neck and he dies at
once. Often, of course, he misjudges, so that the poor wretch will
dance and quiver and shake on the end of the noose.”

“It is even worse for weaklings who try to
end their lives by hanging,” Hiu Ling said, her hands going
comfortably behind her head. “They think their deaths will be quick
and painless, but they are most wrong.”

“Most wrong,” Mrs. Lee echoed her. “For
without the drop, the wretch merely strangles, and if the rope is
thick, they will strangle slowly, over many minutes.”

She pushed her feet against the crank handles
and the rope pulled tighter, choking Daria. She rose onto the balls
of her feet to ease the pressure, gasping weakly, her hands
fluttering and twitching and jerking to either side of her
hips.

“Dance for us, blonde whore,” Hiu Ling
said.

Selena giggled. “Show us your ass,
Daria.”

“Yes, show us your – ass, blonde whore,” her
mother said.

“Now, blonde whore, or the rope tightens,”
Hiu Ling said.

Gasping, her face starting to turn red, Daria
managed to turn slowly on the end of the rope, her feet shifting in
small, incremental amounts as she fought to keep herself raised as
high as possible.

“Such a pretty ass,” Selena said.

“Yours is better, daughter,” her mother told
her comfortingly.

“Turn again, blonde whore,” Hiu Ling
said.

Her breaths were slow, labored gasps through
the tightness of the noose, as Daria slowly turned herself around
again to face them, her ankles growing weak as she kept herself
raised.

“How long do you think you would last on the
end of the rope, blonde whore?” Selena’s mother asked.

“Not long, I’m sure,” Hiu Ling said.

“Let’s find out,” Selena said, turning onto
her belly, resting her chin on her hands, her eyes eager and
excited.

Her mother turned the crank further, and
Daria gurgled her eyes widening as the noose lifted her off her
feet. The woman continued to turn the crank, and she rose higher,
and then higher, until her twitching, jerking toes were a good foot
off the floor.

The three Asian women watched silently,
fascinated by the sight of the naked blonde teenager hanging there
before them, jerking and trembling, her hands pulling frantically
against the biting hold on her elbows, her toes and feet shaking
and twitching as if searching for the floor.

The rope was tight around her throat, jammed
up against the underside of her jaw, pinching, burning hotly,
aching. Yet it was a small thing compared to the lack of oxygen.
Her chest burned, her head throbbed, and she gasped desperately for
every tiny breath. And she could breath, after a fashion, very
slowly, desperately and with enormous effort. But she could not
breathe well enough, for it was exhausting her to take every
breath.

She turned slowly on the end of the rope as
the three women looked on, and her legs began to move more
energetically, her feet moving up and down as if she climbed
invisible stairs, somehow instinctively trying to find purchase to
support her. Her body began to shudder and shake and her face, now
red, began to whiten. Black dots danced before her eyes and the
room began to sway as she began to loose focus.

Then, Selena’s mother kicked a lever and the
crank turned rapidly backwards. Her feet found purchase, but her
legs would no longer support her. Hiu Ling was behind her then,
supporting her, loosening the rope. Daria swayed and gulped in air,
gasping, her face soaked in sweat. She began to cough violently,
unable to speak for her frantic breaths and coughs.

“That was most interesting,” Mrs. Lee
said.

Daria continued to gulp in breaths,
exhausted, weak-kneed, hardly paying any attention to what any of
them said or did. She had feared she was going to die there at the
end, hanged, and now that she lived nothing else seemed to
matter.

Selena was kneeling before her, spreading her
legs apart, tying her ankles down, but she paid the girl no
attention.

“Poor little blonde whore,” Hiu Ling
whispered into her ear.

She began to lick lightly at the underside of
her ear. Then Selena was caressing her thighs, licking her soft,
pink tongue up and down along her slit. Somehow, she found she
could stand up again, and Hiu Ling moved away from her, going back
to the sofa as Selena produced a dildo and pushed it slowly up into
her pussy. She pumped it in and out as her tongue lapped at Daria’s
clit, and Daria, still in a mental state where she was relaxed and
cared about little, merely stood there, eyes slitted, breathing
deeply.

Her body responded, however, and when Selena
produced a vibrator, and began to deftly tease her clit in between
licks, her body became more and more excited, so much so that it
finally began to attract her attention, to wake her from her
lethargy. She stared across at the two women, then down at Selena,
and thought wonderingly of how odd this all was, and how she had
become involved in it.

She had almost died, she thought, and now she
was going to come. A part of her wanted to defy them and fight her
way through whatever physical sensations Selena was forcing upon
her. But she found she had little will to fight anything any more,
and simply stood still and accepted it as her body began to twist
and undulate to the sensory storms Selena roused within it.

She was near to orgasm, eyes slitted again,
but now against the waves of sensual heat rolling over her. She was
groaning low in her throat, grinding her hips against Selena’s
tongue and the teasing vibrator. Selena pumped the dildo harder,
thrusting it deep.

And then the rope tightened around her throat
and slowly lifted her off her feet.

She gurgled and choked again, the rope
lifting her higher again. As it did her ankles were forced further
apart, the rope bound to them growing taut until her ankles were
held firmly in place, spread out to either side.

And yet they did nothing to help her as she
slowly strangled on the end of the rope, gurgling and choking and
gasping desperately for a breath. Her chest began to burn again and
her head began to pound with more and more pressure, more and more
desperation to draw another breath.

Selena pressed the vibrator directly against
her clitoris now, rubbing it steadily and firmly back and forth
across it as she looked up the length of the quivering, trembling,
shaking blonde’s body. The sensation burned through the last of her
strength and the orgasm crashed down upon her.

It was immense. She had no idea why. But with
the pounding in her head and the burning in her chest the orgasm
hammered down upon her with an intensity which shook her like a
terrier with a rat. It was utterly overwhelming, blasting every
thought and fear from her mind as she bathed in the sheer ecstasy
of that scalding stormwave of pleasure.

She trembled violently, held in place by the
rope around her throat and the ropes on her ankles, her hands
jerking and twitching as her eyes rolled back in her head. The
orgasm seemed to go on and on and on, as if the rope around her
throat kept it from releasing her. A part of her knew that if it
didn’t soon she would die. And a part of her didn’t care.

And then she found herself on her knees,
dazed, vision blurred, gasping for breath, gulping it in so
powerfully her throat ached.

“Such a pretty little toy,” she heard someone
say.

Then the whip cut across her back.

Whatever thought of resistance Daria might
have had dissolved completely with her hanging, and she became
utterly submissive, doing whatever she was told at once, anxious,
eager, even desperate to please. And with that break they began to
treat her much more kindly. They spoke to her as they would have a
much loved pet, cooing and stroking her soft hair and body,
caressing her so that she writhed and moaned in pleasure.

Again and again, at least a dozen times a day
she was made to climax on their fingers or tongues, on their dildos
and vibrators. Always when she was tightly bound, so that she began
to associate the two in her mind. As they stopped at other ports
strange women would come aboard, and Daria would pleasure them,
servicing their sexual needs, often for hours, singly or in
groups.

These new women often treated her roughly,
calling her names, slapping and cuffing her, jeering at her as a
blonde whore, a white slut, or a breeder bitch, but afterwards one
or another of the Asian women would caress her and pet her and wash
her and put her to sleep with a kiss on the forehead.

Unquestioning obedience and sexual submission
became second nature to Daria, and by the time they returned to her
home port she was a servile slave in her own mind, debasing and
degrading herself to make the Asian women – even Selena –
happy.

It felt very, very odd to her to wear clothes
again, but she wore them only at home, where she spent very little
time. Most of her time was spent at Mrs. Lee’s or Hiu-Ling’s house,
always naked and chained, performing chores or servicing the women
or their guests, male or female.

A few weeks after returning home she began
dancing and stripping in a lesbian sex club. In the back rooms she
would perform sexually for those who paid an extra fee, and all the
money went to Mrs. Lee. A few months after that she told her
parents she had accepted a modeling job in Taiwan, and flew to
Asia. There she worked in a stylish brothel, performing on men with
a lust for blonde girls bound tightly in rope and chain.

It never occurred to her that it had been
arranged before she had ever left on the boat trip, that she had
been singled out by Selena, tested, worked, trained, and then sold
to the shadowy crime figures who owned the brothel, making the same
journey of shock, discovery and then submission as numerous other
young blonde girls before her.

And while she knelt, shackled, performing
oral sex on a fat Chinese man in the brothel, half a world away a
young blonde named Tanya slept over for the first time at her new
friend Selena’s place, and responded with giggling, embarrassed
excitement to the young Asian teen’s teasing fingers.
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