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Chapter One

Captured

They threw the screaming girl upon a great crimson-sheeted bed, splay-limbed and vulnerable in her nakedness. Even in her terror Rachel was acutely conscious that every eye in the candlelit dungeon roamed her flushed young body at will, her professor and classmates alike all leering down at the curves and swells of her smooth creamy flesh, and at the heavy delta of raven curls suddenly exposed between her sleek thighs.

Wide-eyed and silently pleading, she looked up at the faces that ringed her about. The twenty-three-year-old graduate student found no sympathy anywhere there, however, no remorse—only a cool, smirking lust that both embarrassed and frightened her. Even the other women of the class looked down upon her nakedness in frank hunger, just as much as did the men. Clad only in perverse little costumes constructed of narrow strips of supple leather that flattered and displayed the ready flesh of man and woman alike, every member of Professor McEvers’ Psychology 669 class—nearly twenty individuals, from the middle-aged academic himself, to his two doctoral assistants, to the rest of her masters-level peers—looked upon Rachel’s lithe young body as they would upon a particularly promising piece of research.

And that, she realized all at once with a bleak certainty, was precisely what she was to them. She remembered now the professor’s explanation, given at the beginning of his renowned course in “Advanced Topics in the Psychology of Human Sexuality”, that they would pursue certain avenues of human research that, as he put it, the old-fashioned and narrow-minded might think skirted the very boundaries of informed consent. They all had chuckled at his rather self-deprecating pose of—well, of slight naughtiness, she had labeled it mentally at the time. It had seemed only natural then that she sign the release form he had incorporated into his syllabus. Dr. McEvers was well-known and highly respected in his field, after all, and she had naturally supposed that the release his graduate students all signed was merely to enable them to participate not only as researchers but also as research subjects as well if they wanted—to take a personality profile or be asked survey questions, she had assumed naively.

And yet now, though, McEvers was casually naked before them all, and she knew with a bitter surety that the sly, rather knowing older man must have read her sex-diary. Her face blazed red as she thought about it. He had said that the very, very personal journal which he required each student write for this class was merely an exercise of sexual self-discovery for his students, one which he simply checked off in his grade book rather than actually reading. Yet clearly that had been a cheap lie, and the man had violated her privacy like some voyeuristic pervert. 

Wildly she surged up, but one of McEvers’ doctoral assistants—another woman! she somehow had the presence of mind to fume—caught her by her long black hair, and, yelping, Rachel was dragged back off her feet. Still, panting and clawing, she tried to fight her way out. She could not yet admit to herself that the possibility of escape indeed might no longer exist…  The idea of being completely at the mercy of these shameless people whom she had foolishly imagined were altruistic, disinterested professionals like herself was still unthinkable.

For one brief moment Rachel thought she somehow had a chance of escape and up she darted again. Just as the woman who held Rachel by her hair inexplicably loosen her grasp, however, Dr. McEvers reached calmly out and grabbed at the naked brunette’s exposed nipples, hard, and a shockingly intimate pain seared through her body as he jerked her negligently to a stop. Rachel’s dark eyes snapped to his in panic, but he just smiled implacably back at her, silent and confident and knowing as he held her there by the gleaming silver posts that constantly teased and tormented her crinkled bundles of fire.

During her freshman year Rachel had had both of her nipples pierced on a dare with a girlfriend, and the dark puckers now were wildly sensitive. Those sweet nubbins of erectile tissue already had been perhaps her favorite erogenous zone, but after her piercing the poor things grew almost impossibly excitable. Why, they were always erect now, of course, her tender nipples pushed straight out from their areolas by the firm, penetrative caress of that sterling silver. She got used to it, but…well, she still felt everything, everything! She often found herself aroused by the random shifting of her shoulders that happened to draw her blouse tight, or merely by the pressure of her constantly stiffened nodules against the cups of her brassiere, and more than once over the years she had slipped out of some lecture hall, ducked into a restroom, and, biting her lip to keep from crying out in her dirty joy, had to reach down below her sweating belly and hastily satisfy herself so that she could try to put her mind back on the class.

And sometimes, of course, when the red-faced girl returned to her seat and commenced once more to taking notes, the faint fishy odor drifting up from her guilty fingertips made her heart stutter again beneath her fiercely stiff-nippled breasts. Oh, she might try to ignore that delicious reminder of her indiscretions, the intimate warmth which wafted into her helplessly dilated nostrils, but as often as not, her poor mindless flesh would surge once more with its passions. She would find herself stroking the soft hollow between her nose and her upper lip with one of those faintly sticky fingertips, idly, as if in consideration of some finer point of her professor’s argument. Eventually, the tangy tip of that slender red-nailed digit might even slip, almost unnoticed, into the corner of Rachel’s lips, and as her eyelids began to flutter in anticipation as her tongue rubbed savoringly against the naughty thing, she finally might admit to herself at last that she would have to take yet another little trip to the restroom…

When she needed a second orgasm like that, she would really let herself have it, locking herself in a bathroom stall and working herself into a frenzy. Writhing in her sweet agitation, she rubbed her poor wet pussy with one hand while with the other she dug her jiggling little handfuls out of their lacy cups and veritably attacked those hungry pierced nipples. Oh, how she treated her ready flesh, desperately, helplessly! She pulled, she plucked, and she twisted, really making herself feel it. Other girls came and went in the stalls beside her, unknowing, and it was wildly arousing to think of how shocked they would be if they only realized what she was doing. On and on she would pleasure herself, quaking.

Professor McEvers had read all of that, she knew, blushing fiercely. He had even read about how very much she loved to toy with those wondrously excitable little peaks as she masturbated. Yes, he had read how she had learned to tease and tantalize those overexcited crinkles of tingling pink-brown flesh—sometimes, upon a particularly frustrated and self-indulgent evening, for hours on end, whimpering. Oh, it was terrible!

“You didn’t think I’d forget, did you, Ms. Aschelman?” he wondered with a faint tone of menace, his fingertips never leaving her. “You do still masturbate every single night, don’t you, Rachel—pinching those naughty pierced nipples of yours, pulling them, twisting them, stretching them? Sometimes,” he reminded her darkly, “even smearing your vaginal lubrication on them so that you smell wet cunt close to your face, reminding you of the lesbianism about which you are so powerfully curious but which you have never yet had the nerve to try.”

She tried to glare back at him. “Those were personal things,” she hissed out. “Those weren’t for anyone else to read.”

“Oh, but read them I did,” he reminded her pointedly, giving her nipples a slight squeeze that made her heart quicken peculiarly beneath her high young breasts. “You forfeited your right to any privacy from me when you signed the release form at the beginning of the semester.”

“I never meant to—”

“But sign you did,” Dr. McEvers explained with a patient paternalism, “thus empowering me most extraordinarily. Why, with your consent form you asked me to know you as intimately as any therapist or gynecologist, in private or in public, wherever and whenever it may be my whim to do so.”

Licking her lips uncertainly, Rachel tried to remember the exact wording of the consent form which she had with such foolish trust signed at the beginning of the semester. Could it be? she wondered. It seemed impossible that she could have granted him such power—and yet Dr. McEvers indeed was known for the meticulous thoroughness of his various writings, be they syllabi or academic articles or research contracts…

“Your supple white body,” McEvers reminded her with a calm little leer, “is, essentially, mine now just as much as it is yours—mine to do with as I see fit. How could I properly study something unless I could examine it inside and out, so to speak, and have access to it whenever and however I might desire? Yes, I certainly do have every right…thanks to your signature.”  His eyes twinkled. “A suspicious person might even suggest that on some subconscious level you knew all too well what you were getting yourself into, for why else would you have empowered me so? Perhaps it was no accident that the usually thorough and yet secretly excitable Ms. Aschelman failed to read the fine print of her release form?”

Rachel blanched at this little insinuation. “That’s ridiculous,” she sputtered, trying to convince herself that his slippery logic meant nothing, that it could not possibly have any grounding in her own psychological reality.

McEvers merely shrugged faintly with his eyebrows. “In any event,” he reminded her with a faint smile of satisfaction, “what’s signed is signed. And now, with your notarized signature on my carefully drafted contract, even if I were to have you bound spread-eagled in the commons of the Student Union so that I might invite curious strangers to perform gynecological examinations upon you with their bare hands, you still would have no legal recourse against me. And to question you before this class about all the dirty little secrets of your fantasy life—why, that is a mere trifle.”  He smiled briefly, smugly, as he stood so close before her. “Trust that I have read all of your fantasies, Rachel, and with great care.”

Despite her attempted bravado, she could only stare back helplessly as he spoke her innermost secrets aloud before everyone. “In your secret desires, for example, you would wish to take part in a fraternity gangbang, being paid like a whore for every cock you can take. Twenty or fifty dollars each was the rate you always imagined, I believe—enough to pay for a year’s worth of fancy new clothes with just one night of debauchery, but not so much that the average undergraduate male couldn’t scrape up the cash to give you the dirty fucking your hungry flesh craved.”

“No,” Rachel whispered, wide-eyed, “no…”

“You would be used like an animal,” McEvers continued imperturbably, “pawed, penetrated, pumped, and polluted, over and over again. Through it all, dozens of naked men would mill about, breathless and eager as they watched you submit beneath one fat red phallus after another. You always imagined that these watching men, turgidly erect at the sight, the sound, the very smell of you, could not help but touch themselves absently as they wait for their turn at the slut. According to your sex-diary, you would find their instinctive, almost helpless arousal particularly flattering to your feminine sensibilities.”

McEvers gave a faint shrug with his eyebrows. “In fact, though, first, just to get them started, you might coo and smirk at the boys, encouraging them to masturbate for you, and show you just how excited you made them. Kneeling coquettishly before half a dozen excited men, flushed and naked and receptive in your eagerness, you might hold out your cupped hands in front of your stiff-nippled little breasts and allow them to jerk out their thick squirting loads right into your bare palms.”  Her professor smiled briefly. “Of course, after you lowered your smirking face and deliberately, theatrically licked up each gooey string of their sperm while all the partygoers watched in awe, then the party could truly begin—and it would not end until every drop of semen from every other man present was writhing inside of you as well.”

Rachel’s mouth was dry as cotton. Blinking, she swallowed uncomfortably, acutely conscious of the eyes of all her classmates smirking down at her.

“If I recall, Rachel,” continued her professor, “you seem particularly keen to get down on your hands and knees before the crowd of naked males, open up those pretty red lips of yours, and get fucked on both ends at once. As anonymous hands reach in to grope and fondle and tug at your fiercely aroused breasts, you would gulp at one swollen purple cockhead, happily, as another mindless erection hammers beneath your upraised haunches, until semen pours down your throat as copiously as it oozes from the dilated lips of your overexcited cunt.”

Slowly she shook her head. “But I wouldn’t,” she whispered. “Not really…”

Professor McEvers smiled placidly into her face. “And during high school you secretly longed to be seduced by one of your mother’s best female friends, a statuesque and always very amiable woman who at the time would have been perhaps thirty-five or forty. She had shining honey-blonde hair, short and spunky, and sparkling green eyes that always made you wonder if maybe, just maybe she might be open to a little bi-curious experimentation.”

“But she was married and had kids,” Rachel tried to protest. “She was straight! I knew she was straight—”

“Well, you were straight, too,” commented McEvers patiently, “but that didn’t mean you wouldn’t have done just about anything to get the chance to make out with her if you thought you could get away with it. In fact, it was your particular wish,” he reminded her, leering, “to service this regal lady in the living room while the rest of the two families attended a barbecue in the backyard, unknowing. In the deliciously naughty incongruity of some languorous dream, you imagined the forbidden act taking place almost beneath the very noses of the unconcerned revelers. Parents and siblings and friends might laugh and cavort so close by, just on the other side of a single pane of plate glass, but somehow no one would notice sweet little Rachel’s public depravity.”

McEvers’ eyes twinkled, and Rachel could only swallow uncomfortably.

“You would present yourself to her naked except for a collar of red ribbon tied around your throat,” he continued, “while she would be fully dressed in an immaculate business suit of pinstriped charcoal. As she lifted her skirts and pulled her heels up about her hips on the couch that faced the sliding glass doors to a crowded patio, you would kneel reverently before her, breathing deep of her salty, intimate scent. Eyes bright, you might lick your lips without even realizing it, and perhaps run your fingertips contemplatively along the puckered points of your virginal young nipples.”

McEvers smiled. “And yet perhaps you might pose and preen there for a moment as well, teasing yourself just as much as you teased her as you pretended to be hesitant and shy and suddenly uncertain. Blinking coquettishly, you might murmur some platitudinous protest, thrilling all the while to the desire burning in your neighbor’s hungry face. Softly, then, trying to conceal her eagerness, the woman would have to convince you all over again, to praise your beauty, and tell you how much you excited her. On and on she would whisper and coo, as you posed and preened and flirted, nude and desirable before her. Smirking, you eventually would allow yourself to be seduced, and you would bury your flushed eighteen-year-old face gratefully in her hairy wet cunt and, whimpering in your inexpressible delight, lick her to a shrieking orgasm.”

“But I didn’t,” Rachel said softly. “I didn’t. I would never—”

“And yet you were secretly attracted to this woman, were you not?” he pressed her. “You contrived endlessly to glance down her blouse or sneak a peek at her long smooth legs as she bent to retrieve her keys or some such. You liked to gaze at her pretty face as she talked, imagining how those eyes might widen at the sight of your nude young body as you coyly exposed yourself before her, imagining what those lips would feel like as they finally descended hungrily upon your throat, your mouth, your wildly rigid nipples.”

Wide-eyed in her shame, Rachel could only shake her head slowly with a mute, scarcely believed denial.

“Well,” shrugged McEvers mildly, “that is what your own handwritten sex-diary claims. You reported that during your teenaged years this particular lesbian seduction was perhaps your favorite fantasy, one to which you masturbated countless times—and not merely during your usual bout of bedtime self-indulgence.”  He cocked an eyebrow roguishly. “In fact, if the written testimony is to be believed, you spied upon the unsuspecting woman repeatedly as she sunbathed on drowsy summer afternoons. You studied the long curves of her mature, womanly body, her rounded shoulders and the fuzzy nape of her neck, the shape of those hips that veritably begged to be grabbed, the smooth warm pillars of her thighs that glistened with sweat. What you particularly enjoyed, however, was when she rolled over on her belly, and as the woman’s plump bottom stuck up alluringly, she would reach behind her back to untie her halter top, and the sides of her heavy bosoms would spill out from beneath her, so full and jiggly and tempting. You would squat by your upstairs window, your hairy wet pussy open and swollen and smelly beneath your feverish fingertips as you tried to see how many times you could bring yourself closer and closer to orgasm before you finally had to give in and bring your dirty reverie to its welcome end.”

Rachel licked her dry lips, looking slowly around the room at the eager, leering faces that ringed her about.

“And then,” said her professor mockingly, “there is perhaps my own personal favorite of all your many naughty fantasies. You wish to be abducted by three men in an automobile who strip you bare, tie your hands behind your back, and masturbate you relentlessly until you can no longer resist.”

Rachel’s eyes were wide, silently pleading, but McEvers’ voice continued matter-of-factly. “You begin by begging with them to let you go, but they merely laugh and chuckle to one another about how long they have gone without sex—ten, twenty, thirty days!—just so they will be able to be particularly merciless in their demands upon this lovely young victim. Leering, they expose themselves to you so that you may see how desperate their fat red erections are, how hopeless is any petition for mercy. Their organs thrust straight up in their excitation, thick and trembling, already oozing…  At the sight of those veiny shafts, those sperm-heavy balls, those swollen purple cockheads, you fall silent. Biting your lip, you realize that you will have no option but to submit to whatever indignities these brutes chance to imagine.”  The professor smiled.

“The three drive you to some secluded trail in the woods,” he went on, “and their hands and mouths travel all over your bare body. Soon, despite your fear and your shame and your nagging inhibitions, you grow aroused, and you find yourself writhing in the back seat among them, longing for ever greater intimacies.”

McEvers nodded solemnly. “Eventually, of course, your captors make you beg to be handled, and you do, shamelessly! For hours they tease and tantalize your whorish flesh, squeezing your smooth pale breasts, kissing your wanton mouth, stroking the glistening black fur beneath your palpitating belly, sticking their smelly fingers to the hilt in every hole. Naked and sweaty in your bondage, agitated beyond belief, you whimper so prettily that they grant you the first of many orgasms, negligently. Laughing at what a sluttish cunt you have revealed yourself to be, they masturbate you over and over and over again in all the weird and shameful ways which their inventive minds can imagine.”

Rachel tried to shake her head, tried to say that she had never written such things—and yet no words could escape her frozen throat, for the ideas came back to her as clearly recognizable as her own signature, her own photograph. She could not escape, not even from the shame of her own forbidden fantasies. The eyes that surrounded her burned eagerly down upon her exposed flesh.

“After they ravish you methodically,” continued McEvers, “the men finally take out their frustrations by masturbating themselves all over your face. Still bound helpless before them, your suddenly untouched flesh cries out wordlessly in its hunger, and, gasping, you beg for whatever defilement they can give you. You whimper, you plead, and you tell them how much you need to taste the frothing goop which the sight, the feel, the very smell of your body will force them to squirt. Their phalluses are red and engorged, and you watch doe-eyed as the urgent things jerk faster and faster in demanding male fists.”

McEvers smiled briefly at the bright verbal tapestry he wove. “Finally, of course, those roping veins twitch, and the drizzling tips of those great purpled cockheads begin to spasm, and then all at once your pretty face is soaked, spurt after spurt of their semen churning and spattering all over your flushed visage. Cooing, you gurgle and slurp, bubbling the sour mouthfuls theatrically, and you gulp and gulp as they pour out their lusts upon you. Each man soils you two or three or even four times, grunting, and you lie drowsily between them, sweaty and spread-legged and fulfilled, with your trembling belly full of their cum. When at long last they finally are done, they drive you back to town and, with your hands still bound behind your back, they leave you standing naked on a busy street corner with the gooey strings of their sperm dangling from your flushed countenance.”

Mortified, she stared helplessly back at him. It was intolerable that anyone should know these terrible, forbidden thoughts! And yet now she was naked not only physically but emotionally as well, for her professor had bared the dirty, secret thoughts of her very soul. This man was naked, too, of course, yet whereas her nakedness was one of helpless vulnerability; his nakedness seemed based upon unquestioned authority. She was, he had to know, his to command.

As she bit her lip uncertainly before him, her professor twisted the dusky nubbins of her nipples idly between cruel fingers and thumbs, sending a strange tremor running down to the soft places brooding beneath her fluttering belly. Addressing the others and yet staring all the while into Rachel’s wide, dark eyes, he said, “Well, class? What do you make of such fantasies?”

“I think she must have a very low self-esteem,” said one of her classmates, a boy that Rachel herself had pegged as a rather smarmy kiss-up.

“It’s not that!” she found herself gasping defensively. “It’s just—” Under McEvers’ bland stare, she stopped, flushing.

“It’s just a natural experimentation, you were going to say, perhaps?” he wondered. Idly he toyed with her sensitive nipples, making her shiver in unwanted arousal before him. “I would concur. And, really, Mr. Smith,” he said reproachfully to the smarmy young man, “is that what an undergraduate education is worth these days? Anyone with a true academic’s attention for details would see that the slinky young Rachel is not some abused piece of trailer trash. She is,” he added, eying her judiciously, “merely an imaginative and healthy young girl who dreams of fulfillment she could never dare speak aloud.”

“B-b-but according to Dr. Villanova’s framework of sexualization,” protested the one called Smith, sputtering, “such exhibitionistic tendencies are often associated with some sort of early-childhood abuse that—”

This time McEvers actually turned his head, and he fixed the young man with an icy stare. “Concept-juggling does not the truth make,” he reminded Smith, “for no matter how tidy the labels and pigeonholes may seem, they are still merely arbitrary labels and pigeonholes.”  As his two doctoral students smirked and the rest of the class looked on in frozen silence, McEvers upbraided the youngster thoroughly. “In addition, of course, it is not enough to say, as you perhaps have read in textbooks or even in journal articles, that one thing is associated with another. This is an unfortunate convention of the writings of our profession, an over-cautiousness that often obscures true meaning.”  In his irritation his fingers grew rough upon the sensitive points of Rachel’s breasts, and, unheeded, she shivered and gasped out the humiliating, unwanted pleasure that her poor body could not deny. “Causation,” he intoned precisely to Smith. “Causation. What exactly is caused by what, and how do we know?”  He sniffed with disdain. “This jargon association which too often students ape actually explains nothing.”

“And anyway,” one of the doctoral assistants added to the younger man, “remember that these case studies we usually read are made from cases that are anything but representative.”

“Well said, Ms. Bellano,” commented their professor agreeably, rolling Rachel’s lengthened nipples between his thumbs and fingers with a more restrained and yet very much more purposeful touch. He smiled as her eyelids fluttered at the sensation. “In a case such as this—an attractive middle-class girl living in ordinary surroundings—we must investigate most carefully.”

“But how, sir?” asked one of the other boys of the class.

“By experiments on her,” suggested a slender student from overseas in her quiet, stilted English—and, almost as much as anything else had, this contribution shocked Rachel profoundly, for the girl previously in class had been very shy and reserved. Yet now the petite Asian’s sly, almond-eyed gaze moved slowly over Rachel’s nude white flesh without reserve, and the captive girl read in those frank eyes a lust that, despite Rachel’s terrible predicament, made her feel somehow warm and loose inside. “By doing many things to her and see how she responds,” the girl continued carefully, licking her lips. “And by make her perform for us all, with sex, and get her excited, whether she wants it or not.”

“Partially true, Ms. Chang,” said the professor tolerantly—and Rachel shivered at his matter-of-fact tone. “Yet to answer you more fully, Mr. Reid, first we observe the subject in her surroundings. By that, of course, I mean using my University credit card to have a host of miniaturized surveillance gear installed in Ms. Aschelman’s apartment.”  Rachel’s eyes went round, and McEvers concluded mildly, “If you had watched the subject in her unguarded moments, as I have—watched her study and bathe and sleep, watched her masturbate every night—then you would feel quite confident in characterizing her as I do.”

“Ah,” said the young man, nodding.

“In fact,” continued the professor, “if you were a thorough researcher such as myself, you would widen the study to have private investigators interview her friends and colleagues—oh, in a very discreet manner,” he assured Rachel, seeing her expression. “Finally you would come to feel that you knew her, ah…inside and out, one might say.”  He smiled briefly.

“For example, Rachel,” McEvers insinuated quietly, “there’s more to the story of getting your nipples pierced than even you have admitted in your diary.”

“I don’t know what you mean,” she whispered, but, smiling, McEvers merely gave those throbbing nodules a yank that took her breath away.

“The night that you went out with your roommate and your boyfriend,” he reminded her, “it was your true intention, was it not, to have your boyfriend make love to the other girl while you watched?”

Rachel bit her lip. She had told that to no one, no one—not even the diary. Yet though she would not admit it aloud before these strangers, it was true. Her old roommate Katy was so buxom and blonde and pretty—and kind of flirty, too!—and within the imagination of Rachel’s innermost, faintly guilty mind that night had burned bright the look she longed to see on the tipsy girl’s face as the blonde’s confusion at Rachel’s oblique hints and odd double entendres might slowly turn at last to understanding. In Rachel’s secret, scarcely acknowledged plan the big-breasted blonde might then sit on the bed, a little self-consciously, and while her blue eyes gleamed sultry and expectant, Rachel would nod quietly to her own equally surprised boyfriend…  Yes, that night Rachel had been so secretly aroused.

“Yes,” nodded McEvers urbanely, “but my research unearthed something else as well, something which even the parties whom we interviewed did not suspect but which, taking your nature into account, seemed to me fairly obvious.”

She gazed at her professor helplessly. More assertively he handled her breasts, so that, despite herself, she began to whimper in delight. Though it was terrible to be exposed like this, humiliated and put upon display, in some secret way it was also wildly thrilling as well. Her poor body could not help responding.

Rachel looked down her smooth white chest, watching, mesmerized, as the man stimulated her so relentlessly. She tried not to react, tried not to give him the satisfaction of knowing he could control her—and yet she could not resist. Soon, as this knowing academic’s fingers pulled and pinched and twisted at the dusky nubbins of her excruciatingly sensitive nipples, she began to shudder at the very brink of orgasm.

Yet in the midst of her helpless rapture, she felt a faint stirring against her inner thighs. Shivering, she looked farther down—and saw that, despite her professor’s seemingly clinical demeanor, his penis had inflated, thick and pulsing. The blunt head of his swollen cock nuzzled impatiently between the creamy soft pillars of flesh beneath her heavy delta of moistening curls. Her eyes, heavy-lidded though they were, snapped up to his.

McEvers smiled blandly, as if not a thing were out of the ordinary. “Unfortunately,” he continued, “your boyfriend was too drunk to perform sexually, and neither he nor your roommate ever had any idea of what you had been thinking.”

Yes, how frustrating it had been! In Rachel’s secret plan, while her boyfriend might be hesitant at first, soon with her softly reassuring whispers and the softer touch of her cool white fingertips along his blazing red earlobe she would convince him that, at least for tonight, what his mindless male flesh longed for truly was allowable. Soon the boy would start to strip the desirable blonde wench bare before Rachel’s silent gaze, and he would squeeze and suck happily at those thick naked titties, making the girl shiver and squirm prettily. And, then, while the dark-haired girl watched in trembling wide-eyed excitation, her wildly rampant boyfriend would just climb up on top of the splayed-open Katy and sink shudderingly down into her very core and do whatever he craved inside of her.

How beautiful it was supposed to have been, a primal scene of sweet betrayal played out on a stage of sweaty sheets and creaking mattress springs! On and on the boy would have grappled with the buxom blonde’s available flesh, whimpering in his mounting excitation, his hips moving faster and faster toward a once-forbidden culmination which he still could scarcely believe his girlfriend would allow. But, no, to the poor Rachel’s extraordinary disappointment, it had not turned out like that, and she had had to go home unfulfilled instead.

“Knowing your proclivities as I do, however,” her professor pronounced with a quiet leer, “I very strongly suspect that what you really wanted was the chance to lick out the unsuspecting girl’s pussy after your boyfriend had fucked it.”

Suddenly the entire room was silent. As McEvers previously had questioned and teased her, there had been whispered conversations here and there as her leather-costumed classmates compared theories. Now, however, at the revelation of this shocking perversion, all other sounds ceased.

“Do I have it right, Ms. Aschelman?” McEvers wondered dryly. Smiling, he tugged at her burning nipples, making her gasp and squirm. “Do I?”

Rachel shuddered in almost unendurable delight. It was terrible to be tortured so intimately, so publicly—and yet her betraying flesh longed wordlessly for ever more. Beneath her sweating belly, she knew, her secret places had opened up, warm and moist. And yet despite that instinctive reaction, despite the mindless hunger of her poor untouched clitoris, she knew she was so wondrously excited that the continued attention of the man’s deft fingers upon her nipples was all it would take to make her shriek out her wicked joys.

“I have read you correctly, haven’t I, Rachel?” McEvers pressed her. “Haven’t I?”  His face was red now, she realized vaguely, and his nostrils were dilated with his urgent breath. “Admit it!”

Rachel swayed and whimpered before him. Dimly she felt the purpled head of his erection pressing against the slickness of her plump labia. Her whole body throbbed.

“You wanted him to fuck her,” McEvers said raggedly, “wanted him to make her squeal as she writhed prettily beneath his gasping, animalistic thrusts until, grunting, he simply poured himself into her. And then, as the girl lay there, sweaty and happy and drowsily fulfilled, you would have slithered down between her pale thighs and simply buried your face in the spermed-up folds of your roommate’s wondrously used cunt.”  The professor’s eyes were bright as his hips wriggled sinuously before her, seemingly of their own accord, making his blunt cockhead bobble all about the slippery entrance of her helplessly lubricated pussy. “You wanted to see what a dirty, cummy girl he could make her, and then you wanted to suck her aaaalllll out.”

Rachel swooned in unutterable delirium as his fingers yanked at her wildly sensitive nipples, pulling them, twisting them, stretching them. In her mind’s eye burned the beautiful picture of what McEvers suggested, what she herself had longed for, so very secretly: a freshly fucked pussy, plump-lipped and hairy, absolutely overflowing with sperm—a forbidden delight that called her watering mouth and its hungrily slavering tongue…  How she writhed now within McEvers’ demanding grasp, craving more, and more!

“You wanted to bury your face in those slippery warm curls,” said McEvers accusingly, “moaning in your unutterable delight—seeing, feeling, smelling, tasting nothing but the deliciously forbidden wonder of another girl’s body, intimate and overpowering in its sudden reality, absolving of all sins, all guilt, all remorse.”  The man’s eyes were wild. “You craved the chance to lick out those glistening pink folds of smelly, used pussy,” he panted, “and suck up every stringy curdle of cum you had silently begged your boyfriend to squirt. After watching the welcome betrayal which you yourself had craved to see, you longed to grasp a pair of round white hips in your trembling hands and drown yourself in flesh and hair and fluids, to moan and whimper and wallow and show them both the depths of your own sweet depravity. You wished to pervert yourself utterly before your closest friends, to feast upon pussy, bubbling and gasping! Didn’t you? Didn’t you!” 

“Yes,” cried Rachel at long last, reeling with the joy and the humiliation of admitting it, “yes, yes, yes!”  And as her professor grasped hungrily at the fiery points of her young breasts so that finally she whimpered out her orgasm, he jerked his hips sharply forward to penetrate her suddenly balls-deep. His belly pressed urgently against her sweaty mound, and in just a few desperate strokes he began to fill her dilated cunt with his squirting sperm. His cock was thick and full, pulsing like some heavy-muscled snake, and as he clung breathlessly to her overexcited nipples, the thing rhythmically disgorged into her spurt after spurt of the sour fluids of his lusts. Grunting, he emptied himself into her, on and on and on.

Face crimson in her pleasure and her shame, Rachel let out her breath shakily, and as her own unasked-for and yet desperately needed orgasm began to subside, she found herself blinking at the man whose demanding red organ had plunged, fat and urgent and unwanted, balls-deep to her very core. His eyes had ground shut in his own moment of helplessness, and she studied his blissful face in a strange, silent awe. How much this seemingly self-collected academic had needed that relief! She realized all at once. How wildly excited her desirable body had made him! Within her most intimate places the intruder was wet and slippery and oozing, beginning to soften now to the pulse of his pounding heart. As the glow of her own fading climax ebbed through her flesh, the confused girl experienced a dizzying split-second feeling—a deep surge of oneness, of communion, almost, with her captor.

In a moment, though, McEvers’ heavy lids came drowsily open, and the man eyed her speculatively. “So that is what it means to let yourself go, eh, Rachel?” he asked her softly. “To become the slut you have so often dreamed about being—fucked like a whore, an animal, a cunt and nothing more. But I can promise you, my dear Ms. Aschelman, that this is scarcely even the beginning…” 

Smiling in an infuriatingly superior manner, the man pulled the shivering thing back to the bed by her nipples and wordlessly guided her down upon the silken sheets of glossy crimson. There others lashed her smooth white limbs to iron rings upon the great wooden headboard so that they could do whatever they wanted to her. Rachel gasped as her knees were pulled almost up to her naked shoulders so that her hairy pussy was open and exposed, swimming with cum.

McEvers looked around quickly. “You! Ms. Chang!”  He waited until the petite, almost flat-chested young woman came forward, and then he spoke smirkingly to the group. “Since Chu-Li seems so keen on experimenting upon helpless girls, let us begin by having her slurp the mess out of the demure Ms. Aschelman’s cunt.”  The Asian girl goggled, but McEvers grabbed her by her glossy black hair, forced her to her knees, and pressed her face right into Rachel’s glistening pink, making sperm bubble and splash. “Now eat!”

Rachel’s eyes went wide as the sallow-faced girl’s tongue probed slowly, hesitantly through the open pink bowl of her used pussy. Despite the insistent fantasies with which she had first teased and then satisfied herself over the years, never had she actually experienced anything like this before—never! Breathless, she looked down her fluttering belly and across the shining dark curls of her mound, to where her fellow student’s face labored, uncertain and yet growing amateurishly eager. How exciting it was for Rachel to have this wench submit between her sleek pale thighs!

“Be thorough, Ms. Chang,” advised their professor dryly. “Remember, your goal is threefold.”  He ticked them off on his cool fingertips. “For one thing, to show us how eagerly and deftly you are able to gulp up your first of the evening’s mouthfuls of cum, merely for the idle curiosity of your classmates. Second, to clean out that plump-lipped little pussy so that it will still be snug enough to bring off the next male who in a moment shall fuck it—and of course to perform the same service each time another cock has creamed this dusky split-peach. And finally,” he added almost as an afterthought, “to force upon our hesitant victim another orgasm or two so that we all may study more closely how she climaxes. Despite years of fantasizing, after all, this is Ms. Aschelman’s first real lesbian experience, so we must all be sure to observe her most closely.”  He bent briefly, and without rancor he gave the slender ass of the kneeling girl an encouraging slap. “Feast, slut! Wallow in that cummy cunt! Feel it, taste it, breathe it!”

Shuddering, Rachel felt that sperm-slicked tongue dance more assertively within her, and, closing her eyes before the class that looked down intently, she focused on the sweet sensation that made her burn and throb deep within. It felt good, so good…  The muscles beneath her flushed cheeks twitched into a fierce, tight smile.

“Yes, Ms. Aschelman,” said McEvers softly, “enjoy. Show us what a true slut you can be. Let yourself go—all self-consciousness, all hesitation, all shame. Take the pleasure, wallow in it, and let it fill you. Feel it, feel it…”

The Asian girl’s cunnilingus throbbed urgently within her, rhythmic and demanding, and yet somehow endearingly shy. Rachel heard the girl moan softly into her soaked black bush with the dirty joy of it all, heard her lips smack and slobber delightedly. Shivering in the comforting warm darkness of her flushed and closed eyelids, Rachel arched her back, pressing herself more firmly against that sweetly laboring mouth, against the tongue that lapped and swirled and probed. Her open cunt swam with sperm and saliva and lubrication. Her pulsing purple clit felt hot and swollen. She began to whimper in her delight.

And as the slender wench gasping between her splayed white thighs gulped happily at thick gooey strings of semen and at Rachel’s raging clit-meat alike, McEvers reached down and grabbed Rachel once more by her engorged nipples. Rachel’s eyes snapped open and, wild and panting beneath her captor’s calm and faintly benign gaze, she climaxed once more, thick spasms of pleasure filling every pore of her palpitating body like some fiery liquid honey. Feeling exposed and cherished, feeling turned inside-out like some creature of pure nerve endings, she writhed helplessly in an unutterable delight that went on and on and on…


Chapter Two

Sweet Dreams

After Professor McEvers and Rachel’s fellow students had teased and pleased her, used and abused her, over and over, mercilessly, the poor excitable girl dreamed all night long, wildly, vividly.

In one dream she finally had been given her first teaching assignment, an undergraduate class in Intro Psych. Yet when she stood on the stage of the great lecture hall, suddenly she could not remember her lesson plan, and as she squirmed there uncertainly before two hundred pairs of skeptical eyes, when some sneering boy raised his hand and asked a question, she could do nothing but sputter uncertainly.

“If you don’t know the answer,” the superior little snot told her smugly, “then we get to stick our fingers in your pussy.”  Though Rachel protested red-faced, other students backed him up matter-of-factly, referring to a clearly spelled-out clause in the syllabus, and soon it seemed there was nothing she could do but lie back, pull up her skirt and expose herself so that the long, long line of men and women starting to come down the center aisle could do whatever they wanted to her between her bare, raised thighs.

“Hey, look, there’s a bunch of cum in here!” laughed the first boy as he stuck a pair of blunt fingertips without any warning straight down into the bottom of her open womb. Rachel goggled confusedly beneath him, spread-legged and obedient as he dug around so nonchalantly within her most private places, but somehow it was true. When he raised his glistening digits in triumph for all to see, they dripped embarrassingly with the clingy sour strings of some unknown lovers’ semen. “Man, she must have gotten fucked just a couple minutes ago,” he exclaimed, “and there’s like six or eight cocks’ worth of jizz inside of her already! Wow, what a slut! This slinky little black-haired bitch must really have wanted us to see this—come on, everybody, check it out!”

Everyone laughed, and they crowded around and groped her all at once, men and women alike. At first Rachel tried to plead with them to stop, but no one listened. It was no use, she realized. She as their instructor had told them to do all of the textbook readings, and she had required them to come to class for some apparently nonexistent lecture, and yet here she was unprepared to answer even their simplest questions. Having wasted their time most rudely and unprofessionally, she was now the focus of their rightful frustrations, and it was only natural that they take out their resentment within the sodden vulnerability of her exposed, hairy mound. She alone was responsible for this. She had no one to blame but herself. She could only lie back, guilty and ashamed, as their rude fingers penetrated her so uncaringly, so vengefully.

Yes, the Department syllabus was unmistakable in this regard, and despite her mortification and her shame, the girl knew that her students were well within their rights—she could do nothing but submit beneath their most intimate and yet oh-so public intrusions. She bit her lip as half a dozen fingers plunged into her hole all at once, thick and insistent, bubbling and squelching through what felt like half a pint of cum. She was so loose down there, so sloppy, absolutely swimming in sperm. The boy was right, she realized in dismay—it indeed must have taken a particularly relentless and dirty gangbang to splooge her up so. And yet the fact that she could not remember exactly how all that semen got there was somehow just as humiliating as the quantity of the mess. Was she really, she wondered uncertainly, so promiscuous that she could not even recall who had soiled her so…? The thick spatters of forgotten strangers’ ejaculate oozed from her elevated labia back down into the sweaty curls of her pubis, splashed all over her cooling white thighs, drizzled down her rounded buttocks.

Her students cheered each other on as they committed indignities upon her, and though she felt like crying, those insistent fingers plunging again and again into the hairy black nest of her poor open pussy brought Rachel to orgasm with a humiliating swiftness. She tried to hold back, but though her mind recoiled, her whorish flesh betrayed her, and soon she could not help gasping out her unwanted joy, feeling turned inside out as everyone stared pitilessly down at the helpless contortions that they, not she, controlled. That only made them laugh all the harder, and as the sneering undergrads redoubled their efforts within her drizzling, dilated hole, she reeled through one whimpering climax after another.

Another dream saw her a half-willing visitor to some college art class. They needed a model, a friend of a friend told her urgently, for the woman scheduled had not arrived, and though Rachel hesitated and bit her lip, soon she found herself convinced, and suddenly she reclined nude upon a plush red velvet couch before a classroom full of very serious young art students.

Though the group was most professional and courteous, Rachel could not help being acutely conscious of the erectness of her naughtily pierced nipples. Only a really horny, dirty girl would get pierced up like that, everyone must have known, a girl who loved to touch herself and have her sensitive nipples pulled and pinched and twisted and tortured until she could not help screaming in delight at the ravishment. And then to flaunt the over sensitized dark puckers in public before a crowd now…well, what were these imaginative young artists to think? No matter how professionally they attempted to view her, surely it was clear that she was just a wanton, shameless slut, a girl that got off on being watched, and teasing her helpless victims so that they got excited, too.

Feeling profoundly exposed, less a proper art model than a mere sexual object, Rachel became aware of a growing moistness between her soft pale thighs. Though her legs were posed along the crimson couch in mock propriety with her trim knees together, the long lines of her tapering limbs set off all too clearly the alluring curves of hips that veritably cried out to be grappled with and mastered utterly. And beneath that dense triangle of raven curls which gleamed between her supple hips she felt loose and open, like some soft-petaled flower. Finally, with her cheeks red in embarrassment, her nose seemed to breathe nothing but the musk of her own exhibitionistic excitation, and though no one said a word, of course, it appeared to her that now and then another student here and there sniffed the air meaningfully.

What a terrible erotic agony it was to lie on display before these people, to have them stare at her long slinky hips and the wide thatch of glossy black tangles beneath her fluttering belly, and at the jiggly little breasts whose wildly puffed-up nubbins of sensitive erectile tissue simply would not go flat. It was all she could do to keep herself from seducing one of those wide-eyed and innocent eighteen-year-old co-eds into her welcoming white arms or perhaps asking one or two or three of those eager boys if they minded just climbing up into her red velvet couch and fucking her silly while everyone watched. She ran such scenarios through her mind constantly, in endless variation—oh, the things she might do! And yet still she used all of her willpower, and somehow she resisted the wicked urges. She was so proud of herself.

Finally the session was done, and the shivering thing withdrew to the dressing room, where she found her clothes, a single long-stemmed red rose in an elegant crystal vase, the model’s $100 honorarium…and an enormous black dildo standing thick, nubby and upright on the dressing table. Poor Rachel did not even have the strength to close the door. She just sank to the floor, whimpering out her unspeakable gratitude, and as the class gathered around to watch in respectful silence, she simply lit up that fat thrumming vibrator and filled herself to her very core.

In yet a different dream she was a contestant at a county fair pie-eating contest back in her own hometown. When she began to lower her face toward her pie, however, she saw suddenly through the hole in the center of the flaky brown top-crust that the whole thing was filled to overflowing with the congealing strings of countless grunting male ejaculations. She froze in mid-descent, the color draining from her cheeks, but her wrists were lashed securely behind her back, and though she could not see him, some older man standing immediately behind her chair had put his hand possessively upon her right shoulder, holding her firmly in place.

Somehow everyone in the audience knew. “Why, look at that…” came the wondering tones of a glossy-blonde young soccer mother for whom Rachel used to baby-sit. “That pie is full of sperm!” called the wrinkled old grandmother of one of her best friends. “B-but she’s not really going to eat that, is she?” asked Rachel’s former high school principal, a puzzled middle-aged man with a paunch and great hairy, beefy arms. “I hope so!” replied a girl mischievously, her eyes bright. “Look, Aunt Linda, that girl’s gonna slurp up a pie full of splooge! Wow!”

Everyone gawked and pointed. Teenaged boys nudged one another in the ribs, snickering. A camera crew from the local television station began focusing in on the commotion, the ditzy bleach-blonde reporter jabbering, “Stay tuned, viewers, to our exclusive coverage of the year’s most heartwarming and provocative human-interest story, a young girl’s courageous public struggle for sexual identity and self-expression…”  The son of one of her father’s business associates started taking pictures excitedly, and Rachel knew in despair that the images of her shame and degradation would be posted all over the internet within hours, where men—and perhaps even women, too, she reminded herself, blushing—would masturbate to the terrible perversion.

“You do want to do it, don’t you, Ms. Aschelman?” taunted a voice so close behind her blazing ear. “You want to show everyone what a dirty slut you can be. Go ahead, Rachel, wallow in your lusts.”  The unseen yet strangely familiar man reached calmly down and yanked up her tee-shirt, baring to the gaze of the crowd the naked little breasts whose puckered erections, despite the enormity of her public shame, simply would not go flat.

“Hey,” chuckled one of the teenage boys, “not bad!”  Another shrugged, “Well, I usually like a bigger set of tits than that, but, you know, those pierced nipples sure do look like they’d be fun to play with. I’ll bet she’s a real slut.”  Rachel’s old principal nodded sagely to the boys, adding, “Yes, I presume so, gentlemen—after all, she wouldn’t have gotten the naughty things all pierced up like that unless she really wanted ‘em gawked at and teased and tortured, right? Oh, I always knew she had it in her…”

There were murmurs of approval from all over the crowd, and as the father of the family for whom she used to baby-sit dropped his hand conspiratorially upon his pretty blonde wife’s naked knee, the blushing Rachel somehow could hear with preternatural clarity as the devoted husband whispered into the woman’s ear, “Ooh, sweetie, look at those yummy little titties! I bet you’d like to suck on those, huh? And maybe pinch ‘em and bite ‘em…?”  The wife shivered prettily, her eyes bright and excited as she nodded eagerly back at the man. “Mm, then let’s have her over this Friday so we can go out to that sleazy porn theater on the east side and get warmed up by watching a couple of really, really dirty movies, and maybe play with each other a little in the dark.”  The blonde woman smiled dreamily, shifting her hips so that her husband could reach beneath her skirt and begin stroking her there between her pale thighs. “Yeah,” he continued encouragingly, rubbing her, “but after the kids fall asleep we’ll come back home, and she’ll have written instructions to be waiting in bed for us, all naked and white and smooth.”  The soccer mom’s eyes flashed bright and hungry as she thought about it. “Mm, and we can take turns doing whatever we want to her,” assured the husband quietly, “eating her, touching her, kissing her, fucking her…”

The man standing behind Rachel then reached his left hand across her pale bosom and began molesting the upstanding mounds purposefully. Oh, how his knowing old fingers made her squirm as he moved from one overexcited peak of erectile tissue to another! He had unzipped, apparently, and she felt the man’s hot, naked erection pressing urgently along the fuzzy nape of her neck and her reddened ear, jouncing in the glossy raven tresses of her hair. Then his right hand reached down and around, until his ungentle fingers slipped into the waistband of her shorts, down through a crinkly black delta of curls that already had begun to moisten betrayingly, and straight into the top of her sweating vulva. All eyes were upon her, but though she tried to remain defiant, that questing fingertip suddenly found the spot that would master her utterly.

“Now it’s time to swallow all of that sperm, Rachel,” the man commanded her sneeringly, his breath hot in her ear. “Everyone is waiting. It was your naughty little body that made us want to squirt it all. Go ahead, you dirty cum-eater! Swallow, slut! Wallow in what you made us do—now, now!”  She shook her head in tight arcs, but she was bound helplessly, and his hands were all over her, ravishing her unwilling body. Her poor nipples burned as he plucked mercilessly at them, and her belly felt somehow both tight-coiled and loose at the same time. She tried to resist, but as he prodded her there ever more urgently, soon she could not help gasping, whimpering in unwanted delight, and then her helpless face dropped into her sodden cum-pie with a splash, and as everyone watched excitedly she gorged herself, ravenous and slobbering, on a stringy quart of faceless men’s most intimate fluids that had been squirted all for her…

In another dream Rachel lay spread-legged on her back in bed beside her old undergraduate roommate, both girls calm and smug and smirking as a pair of their friends fucked them simultaneously. The two girls shook beneath the eager penetrations, unembarrassed and open and absolutely full of thrusting cock. Agitated scrotums slapped against their cool white buttocks while a big group of all the rest of the girls’ male acquaintances stood around in the crowded dorm room awaiting their turns. Someone was making tallies on a whiteboard to keep score.

The girlfriends had starting bragging one night, and it seemed only natural that the best way to settle once and for all the friendly little wager about who could satisfy the biggest number of fat red erections in a row was simply to prove it with a friendly little gangbang. The previous argument actually had grown rather heated, and Rachel’s roommate finally suggested with a vengeful gleam in her eye that the loser should have to masturbate the other girl to orgasm while everyone watched. Rachel, her heart suddenly pounding beneath the fiercely erect peaks of her little breasts, went one better—the boys would not use condoms, and rather than performing a mere public lesbian masturbation, the girl who tired first would instead have to eat out the winner’s hairy, bubbling wet pussy…  The big-bosomed Katy blanched, but at last she nodded determinedly, and they shook on it.

Rachel smiled inwardly as the young man laboring atop her own belly ejaculated gratefully within her and soon was replaced by another plump cock that splashed straight down through the cool goop the others had left, filled her to the very core like a fierce pillar of rope-veined meat, and started humping her with a friendly, boyish eagerness. Shaking patiently beneath his self-indulgent efforts, she sneaked a peek at the whiteboard. The girls were tied for the number of men satisfied, and Rachel could see that her roommate was still going strong, ready for much more impalement—oh, how easily the other girl’s big-titted blonde body took dick after dick! Rachel smirked to herself as she began twisting the thickened plums of her own erect, pierced nipples. When the boy now within her was done, she had decided at last, she would pretend to have reached her limit, and then after the remaining rampant red phalluses had thoroughly plowed and seeded her buxom roommate to their spattering utmost, the sly Rachel would slither meekly down between the victor’s sleek white thighs, and as all their friends looked on in silent awe, with doe-eyed contrition Rachel would take her punishment…

One dream found Rachel a summer camp counselor for graduating seniors from a sheltered all-girl Catholic school, where beneath the fragrant, swaying pines she taught lessons in canoeing, basketball, and women’s health. The class on health, of course, concluded with a week-long series of lectures and hands-on teaching covering the all-important practice of female masturbation. She had the teenagers pair off in a big circle at the outdoor meeting area, and they then explored the previously undiscovered territory of the female genitals very seriously by sight and by touch—and sometimes even by smell, Rachel noticed with an indulgent little smile—between the splayed thighs of their partners. It was not just a learning exercise but also something of a special icebreaker as well, so she never scolded if the curious girls grew giggly. When anyone happened to get too off-task, all it took was a few gentle words of reminder, and then an apologetic girl would slither back down beneath her classmate’s belly, and with a hopeful expression stick in a fingertip or two beneath Rachel’s approving gaze.

Rachel went around to each group to introduce techniques for digital manipulation, insertion, and eventually even stimulation by vibrator. First, sitting on a sun-warmed log so that she could pull back her khaki skirt to expose herself, she would demonstrate the selected method on her own hairy flesh before modeling it on one of the other girls’ pudenda. She smiled as she showed the disbelieving girls how easy it was for her to stick not just one but two or even three fingers at a time right down to the last knuckle in the open hole of some lubricating young virgin. Whenever any of the girls was having trouble, Rachel could always show her the way to rub that would get her juices really flowing.

She tried to become not just an authority figure but a friend as well, and whenever they had a question, the girls soon felt free to ask her simply to lie down and open up her thighs so that they could experiment upon her more experienced body. Their openness was flattering and endearing, and it made her proud to see what progress the girls made daily. By the end of the training, Rachel had made sure that each girl had climaxed using every different method, for she checked them all off carefully in a little book. Now and then she suspected that a few of the girls pretended to have trouble so that they would have to try a particular technique again, but the tolerant Rachel never objected—she merely gave a quiet smile, watching patiently as the sly thing masturbated herself to orgasm beneath her instructor’s approving gaze. Rachel gave everyone candy and other little prizes at the end, and those whose efforts she found particularly praiseworthy were allowed a lick or two of her own smelly vulva, whose fierce hairiness impressed the girls so…

In another dream Rachel was the love-slave of a lost tribe of grunting cave-men who, spurning their own slope-browed hairy mates for this miraculous slender white creature, used her compulsively all day long. These squat primitives stood scarcely five feet tall, but they were powerfully muscled, and though their penises were somewhat short, the blunt organs always plumped up ferociously thick at the sight of her. At first the cave-men liked humping her from the rear as if she was an animal, but, smiling seductively, she taught them missionary-style as well. There was something pleasantly reassuring to her pride about being just crushed by those striving male beasts, and it also thrilled her that she could reach up her naughty red-nailed fingers and bring the astounded savages almost immediately to orgasm with her sly plucking upon their hairy male nipples.

A different dream had Rachel working in an upscale health club, yanking incoming male massage clients swiftly and impersonally to orgasm so that no unwanted erections might embarrass the professional massage therapists. Very prim and proper in her white lab coat and her latex gloves, she whacked off the various men into a single glass beaker. By the end of the day the splooge jar sitting prominently on her desk would swim with stringy goop, and the smirking girl could not help but notice as the afternoon wore on how this ever-increasing liquid evidence of her masturbatory prowess seemed to excite her clients profoundly—why, sometimes it took a second orgasm before the men were ready for their massage.

Rachel in yet another dream was a swinging housewife taking cock after cock on the living room floor as her husband played with his half-erect little organ and, with rather forced joviality, egged the group on. Penetrated repeatedly and pumped absolutely full of jism, the flushed and sweaty girl would peek up from beneath heavy lids at the indulgent man who gave his beloved to the caresses of strangers merely for the jaded wench’s enjoyment. Of course, when all their guests had satisfied themselves and at last had dressed again and left, only Rachel knew the utter depths of the delight of her final treat—before being allowed to enter her desirable body, the poor long-suffering husband would have to bury his reddened face in the sopping black thatch beneath her fluttering belly and slobber her overflowing pussy clean.

