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Satan’s Sisters Book I


Prologue

 

Panic is no longer an option.

Mrs. Kraft fires up the van’s engine, and I hear all of the door locks clunk down in unison. When I realize that I don’t have the choice of wrestling the back door open anymore I suddenly realize that I want to be so out of there! True, it wouldn’t have been easy with my hands cuffed behind me, but I think I might have managed it. Now there is no point in even trying.

I can’t feature that kind of Hollywood stunt anyway. I try to imagine what would happen if I made a break the first time the van stopped for a traffic light. There would be other cars back there, a stockbroker with a heart condition maybe, or some soccer mom with her SUV full of Mia Hamm wannabes. Spilling myself onto a busy highway, totally starkers, trussed and stuffed like a Christmas goose, would be such a major mortification! I don’t even want to think about going there.

The dude who dreamed up those automatic door locks was probably thinking that the kidlets in the back would be safer in a wreck. I’m sure he was like totally naïve. He never wondered about who else might get locked inside. It never occurred to his nerdy little geek brain that the whole system was a pervert’s wet dream. To me, those locks sound like a trap springing shut.

So now I’m down to two choices. I can flop around on my mattress and make a fuss, or I can relax and enjoy the ride. Making a scene won’t get me anywhere. Even blindfolded, I can tell that no one is going to see through the van’s tinted windows in all this rain. With Heather’s panties taped inside my mouth, I’m not about to argue my way out of this, and my chained ankles would keep me from trying to run even if I had someplace to go.

So I settle myself in for the trip. I’m shivering. The night is warm, but my chains are icy, and I’m still damp from marching across the loading dock naked in the rain, I guess I’m shaking because I’m freaked too—way freaked.

I can’t get comfortable with my hands behind me. The shackles chafe, and there is a rubber shaft up my ass the size of a kitchen drainpipe. My bladder will be a water balloon before we get where we’re going, but I don’t think we will be making a pit stop at the “Gas and Go”. 

I know what you’re thinking. Poor kid! How did she get into such a bogus situation? Well, just chill a minute. Before you organize the pity posse, I should probably tell you that I asked for this. I mean, like literally.


Chapter One

 

I’m Chrissy.

I know that you’ve heard all those jokes about blondes. Now that it’s not politically correct to make jokes about all those hyphenated minorities anymore, everybody makes jokes about blondes instead. They say we’re not too smart, and superficial, and sort of—you know—easy? 

Well, in my case it’s like, totally true.

I suppose you think that being blonde, young, rich and pretty is absolutely awesome. Daddy always gave me everything money could buy, naturally, but he was divorced when I was real young, and he was always like totally consumed with making his pile bigger. I haven’t seen Mom for years. Last I knew she was in the South of France with some dude named Raoul. I was pretty much raised by housekeepers. They kept quitting though, because I was such an awesomely creepy child!

Oh sure, I had plenty of friends, the right kind. They went well with the right clothes, the right clubs, and the right car. With so much right in my world, it must sound like whining to say nobody cared. That’s how it was though. Looks and money just get in the way, and all of that neat stuff just ends up owning you. 

Some of the things that some people (I’m not mentioning any names here) said about me were really major lies. I never took on the whole football team—just the defense. Anyway, I only did it to win a bet with my roommate, Heather. There’s no way I would do it again. I had guys coming in both ends for like hours. I was slack jawed and bow legged for a week afterward.

You might say that Heather was my only real friend at the time. She always seemed to know what I needed most, but she was sort of psycho, too. I mean, she could go postal over some little thing and hold a grudge simply forever!

She was always coming up with weird ideas that got me in trouble. I always went along, like I was learning disabled or something. I know what you’re thinking—Blondes! 

Anyway, I have to tell you about her “revenge” and how it really changed my life, like forever.

I’m always kidding her about the guys she goes out with. She dates real social lepers—the kind of dweebs that only your mother would like. Everyone thinks that it’s because she’s really big hearted or socially aware or something. The truth is that she really digs male virgins. One day I called her an “equal opportunity fuck” and that’s what got her pissed off at me.

What she did was, she got me very drunk one night and bet me that I couldn’t get an “A” from Doctor Cornell’s Fifteenth Century History course. She had just finished the course herself, and I knew for a fact that she got an “A”. Truth—we were both pulling a four point G.P.A. We got our grades the old fashioned way. We fucked for them.

It was a lot of fun. We made some older men happy, and avoided wasting a lot of time studying. Usually it was a simple thing, a few blow jobs in the office, a few evenings spent bent over a desk, or faking orgasms in some cheesy motel—and presto! My report cards brought tears of pride to Daddy’s eyes.

There was this Anthropology teacher everyone called “Horse”. It was a nickname he picked up doing field work with Native Americans. He wouldn’t screw me until after we did some bogue ritual where I wore clothespins on my tits while he beat a drum and chanted. He said it had something to do with Sue’s sun vows. Sue must have been some wiggy chick. It was worth the hassle though; because when he finally dropped his pants I found out why they called him “Horse”.

Back to the bet. I had never seen Dr. Cornell, but I had heard that the course was really tough. I knew that, if Heather aced it, she didn’t order the grade from “Pizza Boy”. I remembered that she once spent a weekend with Dr. Cornell and came back all spacey and mysterious. I asked her what zoned her out and she just smiled the way she does after she’s had about a zillion orgasms.

So I was curious about Dr. Cornell and let Heather talk me into this major bet. If I didn’t get an “A”, I would give her my trust fund, make her a set of keys for my Beemer, and let some geek named Cyril fuck me. Daddy would have cut me out of his will if he even heard about the bet. If I lost, he would probably hire a hit man or something.

I figured there was some catch. Dr. Cornell had to be really rank or something. Whatever it was, I figured I could work with it. Anyway, if I won the bet, Heather was going to fix me up with a real stud muffin who was in pre-med.

She really took the bet seriously, getting it notarized and all. The whole time she was wearing this “Gotcha!” grin. It kind of scared me.

It was about that time that she started getting way kinky. I had to sorta wonder if she picked up all the whips and chains stuff from Dr. Cornell, or if she just weirded out on her own. One night we were splitting something from her Daddy’s vineyard up in our room and she asked me if I had ever been tied up.

We had been lying side by side on the bed, but I edged away from her a little and said. “Why am I thinking that’s a leading question?”

She just giggled and handed me the wine bottle. “Wuss!”

Ever since I was a kid, you could get me to do absolutely anything on a dare. Heather knew it, the evil bitch. “I know how this works,” I mocked. “You tie me up and leave me here till I pee my pants while you go out for pizza.”

“I’ll stay right here with you,” she raised her hand like to say “I swear” and put on that wide-eyed innocent look that always made me laugh. I didn’t laugh this time, because I suddenly realized that the idea was turning me on. I cleared my throat. “Aren’t we supposed to use old neck ties, or something?”

She sprang off the bed as though my comment had been the starting pistol she was waiting for. She took a hank of cotton clothesline out of her dresser drawer and held it up with a grin. It was still shrink-wrapped. I felt goose bumps on my arms. She had planned this whole scene. It wasn’t just some wild impulse thing. I took a big gulp of wine. “What’s this? Girl scouts are always prepared?”

“That’s right,” she giggled. “I plan to get my merit badge in knot tying.” 

I sighed, like the whole thing was a major drag and I was just going along because I was her best chum and all that. “So what do you want me to do?”

“Stand up.” There was a new note in her voice, still playful, but more intent, a trifle husky, commanding.

It was the commanding tone I responded too, snapping to attention like the Captain of the Guard or something, arching my back until my tits stuck out and folding my chin into my collarbone.

“Wipe that smirk off of your face.” The warning in her voice sounded sincere. I composed my face and relaxed enough to make my pose less comic.

She just looked at me for a long time, like she was trying to make up her mind about my attitude, or waiting for me to smart off again so that she could put me in line. The longer we stood there, the more turned on I was getting. That was a little freaky, I blamed the wine. It couldn’t be because I was some kind of closet case or something.

“Take off your clothes.”

I didn’t react right away. For a minute, I wasn’t sure that I had heard her correctly. All I had to do was tell her to fuck off and flop my ass back on the bed and she could either put the rope away and join me or stand there looking like a dweeb. Instead, I unbuttoned my blouse and peeled it off. I didn’t look at her. My face was hot.

We were roommates. We had showered together and borrowed each other’s muff covers. It wasn’t like she hadn’t seen it a zillion times. This was different though, not like doing a strip tease for some guy, more like being searched for drugs by the border patrol or something. If Heather whipped out a pair of rubber gloves, I was ready to tell her to go hump a hydrant.

She just kept watching, and I kept stripping, and the room got maximum quiet. When I was down to my sopping panties I threw her my best pleading puppy look. “All of it?”

“Starkers,” she said. I could see that she was already getting into a total dominant head space, all bitchy and stern. 

I peeled them down and kicked them over into the corner with the rest of my clothes. Then I stood there with my fists at my sides while she ripped the shrink wrap off the clothesline. 

“This is so rude!” I said. My voice had gone all whispery and like solemn.

“Shut up!” She was whispering, too.

I closed my eyes when I felt her hot breath on the back of my neck, and I didn’t struggle when she tied my hands behind me. She used plenty of wraps around each wrist, and tied the knot where I could never reach it. “You’ve been practicing this, haven’t you?” I teased.

She smacked my ass hard. I jumped and squealed. “Hey!”

That didn’t faze her. She kept a hold on the rope that dangled from my wrists and reeled me back in. 

“Watch your mouth!” she warned, “or I’ll have to gag you.”

She walked around me and got right in my face. I tried to stare her down, but the scary light in her eyes made me remember that she still had a bug up her butt. The switchblade didn’t do a thing for my peace of mind either.

It came out of her hip pocket and snicked open in front of my nose. I had seen it before. It was a love offering from some gearhead she used to go out with. She played with it all the time, opening and closing it over and over again while she studied, the way some people click pens. Still, under the circumstances, it seemed pretty shivery and menacing.

“Get real, Heather,” I groaned. “You aren’t going there.” Truth—I wasn’t so sure. She looked so radical I wouldn’t have been surprised by anything she did. There’s a love- hate thing between roommates, like surrogate siblings or something. She could kill me or kiss me. The weird part was, the uncertainty was giving me pussy quakes. Go figure.

She just grinned and tossed the knife on the bed. Then she stroked the side of my face with her fingertips. “You trust me, don’t you?”

I nodded, but I wasn’t all enthused about it. There was a hint of sarcasm in her voice—like she was really saying: “You aren’t really that much of a fucking feeb, are you?”

Still, when she ran her thumb over my lips, I ignored my first impulse, which involved lots of teeth and blood, and screaming. I opened my mouth to suck on it instead.

It was a set-up. I should have known her evil ways by then. She hooked my lower jaw open and stuffed in a pair of panty hose that I never saw coming. Before I could spit it out, she had the panty part past my tongue and the legs wrapped around my neck in a knot. 

“That should take care of that smart lip,” she said.

It didn’t entirely, of course. Even with a mouth full of panties, I could still make a lot of noise, but my words came out all distorted. Heather just grinned and shrugged like she didn’t get what I was trying to tell her, although “UCK OOO” should have been pretty easy to understand.

“I know what you want to ask me,” she said. “Yes, those panty hose did come out of my laundry basket.”

She got tired of my noise after awhile and ignored me while she picked up the switchblade and used it to cut off another length of rope. This one went around my waist.

“Spread your legs.” 

When I jammed my knees together, she smacked my thighs with her fingertips. “I said spread ‘em!”

Glaring at her the whole time to let her know how much I was not enjoying this, I opened my legs and let her snake the end of the rope up and through. She tied a big knot in it and positioned it right over my clit before she pulled tight and tied it off to my waist.

Up from the waist, over the shoulders, and back down, she looped that rope like she had been doing human macramé for years. She did some kind of cross your heart bra thing with my tits, wrapping them up separately in tourniquets of rope so that they stuck out like grapefruits.

The elbows were next, cinched together until they almost touched. I was forced to puff out my chest like some jailbait twit showing off her first training bra.

She tied my ankles together and stood back to admire her work. I looked down to confirm my suspicion that the knot over my clit was sopping. This was a whole new thing going on with me. Satisfied with her creation, she put one finger against my chest and tipped me over onto the bed.

I thought that maybe she was all done with me now. She would leave me here and go study or call up one of her nerdy acolytes to entertain him with a full report. Phone sex was real big with those losers, and she would have him searching around for his dick in no time. “Guess what she’s wearing,” she would whisper hoarsely. Then she would use that evil chuckle that always got them hard. “Not even close. All she has on is a hundred feet of rope. Yes—way!” 

That didn’t happen. Instead she finished making me uncomfortable and helpless to the max with the old classic hog-tie, bending back my legs until my fingertips touched my heels and my spine was a bow.

It was a very long night. Leaving me alone turned out to be the last thing on her mind. Now that I couldn’t defend myself, she tried out every radical thing she could think of. First it was a feather. She knew how ticklish I was. Just the sight of the damn thing had me screaming most dire threats into the pantyhose. She ignored all that, and trailed the feather over my ribs and belly until I was literally crying.

You probably think that a dorm room is hardly the dungeon of the inquisition, and there isn’t much she could do to hurt me when she had no plans to do like actual harm. All I can say is, try squirming around on the bed while somebody blindfolds you and runs ice cubes over your nipples.

The switchblade got into the act, too. By the time I felt the point scratching circles around my butt cheeks, I was convinced that Heather had finally gone homicidal and they would find me in a dumpster tomorrow with her initials carved in my ass.

So when she took out the gag, I was only too happy to tell her anything she wanted to hear.

“Who’s the most awesome goddess?” she prompted.

“Heather!” I sobbed.

“Who’s a grody cum sucking slut?”

“I am!”

“Say it!”

“I’m a grody cum sucking slut!”

Sure, after she cut me loose, I should have reported her or something, or at least moved to another dorm room. I was an absolute wreck by then, and she had to stroke my head and talk to me for a long time before I stopped shaking. There was something about the whole trip that got to me though. Maybe it’s what those old Greek dudes called catharsis. I was way relaxed the next morning, like I had been fucking all night or something. Instead of going ballistic with Heather, I started to hang even closer to her, like I was her puppy. Go figure.

All I know is, when she whipped out a roll of duct tape a week later, I started stripping without being told. She used two rolls of tape. When she was done, she held up a mirror and laughed at her silver mummy. Wearing it was bad enough, that stuff gets really itchy after a while, but the awful part came when she ripped it off. After that, I kept my beaver shaved in self-defense.

 

***

 

So spring term came and I signed up for Dr. Cornell’s class.

First day I came early and grabbed a seat in the front row, ready for a quick kill in my leather mini and no panties. Flashing a prof is the easiest way to get his attention. After that, all I had to do was see him after class and ask to meet him in his office for a consultation. 

Then Dr. Cornell came in and all my well laid plans were toast. It was Valkyrie time. She was taller than any woman I’ve ever seen, but she was still wearing heels. Her hair was pulled back in a tight bun. There were more tight buns under her “Don’t fuck with me” suit. She was rocket body gorgeous, and couldn’t hide it no matter how hard she tried.

There was something about her though. Maybe it was those deep gray eyes that seemed so grave and sure, like they had seen things that would give me bad dreams if I knew about them. Maybe it was the cynical way her mouth curled up at the corners.

I took one look at her and crossed my legs. 

She headed right for me though, and for a minute, when I saw this Amazon bending down to hand me a stack of papers, I felt small and scared. 

“Hand these around for me would you...?”

It took me awhile to understand that she was waiting for my name, and another second to overcome an irrational fear of giving it to her; as though I might be giving up a part of myself.

“Chrissy,” I said.

She repeated the name, wrapping a really evil smile around it.

As I passed out the course outlines she explained what was in it. I could feel her eyes on me, and right then I would have traded in my slut rags for a pair of brown duck coveralls.

When I sat down, I crossed my legs again, but when I looked up and saw Dr. Cornell smiling at me I knew that she had seen a quick glimpse of the gates of heaven. Gag me! She was a lez!

She started her lecture then, telling us that the course would focus on fifteenth century Spain. While she was talking, her eyes kept drifting over to me. She locked on to my return stare as her hand rested on her desk with her fingers crossed. She uncrossed her fingers and spread them wide, nodding to me. No one else noticed. They were all scribbling notes.

She wanted me to open my legs.

I didn’t think that anyone could make me blush anymore. I did what she wanted. I’m gutless sometimes. I still wanted that “A”, and suspected that giving her a show was just a small down payment. No- that’s bullshit, I wanted to please her, even then. 

Later, I forgot and crossed my legs again. She flashed me a yellow alert with her eyes and I got back into the position she wanted. Both feet stayed on the floor after that.

When class was over I was tensed like a sprinter, ready to do a Lamont Cranston and fade into the crowd, but she stopped me, calling out my name loud enough so that there was no way I could pretend not to hear her.

“Stay after a bit, would you?”

So I stood in front of her desk, watching her eyes peel me out of my skirt and do rude things to me, until the last student was gone.

“Are you on your way to another class right now?” she asked.

“No,” I admitted. I should have said that I was, but I already sensed that lying to her would be a lame idea. Anyway, I wouldn’t be able to avoid her forever.

She took her coat off the back of her chair, giving me a good look at the way her boobs strained at her blouse when she put it on. “I think that we should continue this conference in my office.”

I followed her down the corridor to her office. The heels made her butt sway. I think she worked that a little for my benefit, putting one foot in front of the other like runway models do. I already knew that the offices were designed for maximum privacy, with no window to the corridor and no glass in the door. It was a fact that I had taken advantage of many times before. Balling a co-ed in the office is like a peak fantasy for a lot of profs.

There was only one chair. Dr. Cornell poured herself a cup of coffee and settled into it, staring up at me over the rim as she sipped. 

“You’re one of those girls who trades sex for grades,” she said. It wasn’t a question. She was like telling me that she already had me all psyched out.

I just nodded. 

“What grade are you expecting from this class?”

There was really only one way to answer a question like that. I made a complete confession. Something told me that lying to her would be totally dumb. I told her about my bet with Heather, and what it would cost me to lose. 

I had never done any lezzie stuff before, except for the Houdini thing with Heather, which doesn’t really count; because we never had actual sex. Even though Dr. Cornell gave me the squirming fits, I hinted that I was ready to be coaxed into bed with her if it would get me the grade I wanted.

She wasn’t letting me get away with any of that. “Are you offering me your body for sex?” She added a smirk to let me know that she wasn’t exactly horrified by the idea.

I blushed. I had done a lot of profs, but none of them had ever been so out there with everything. Usually they played the whole game, pretending to be in love so that they wouldn’t feel so guilty about doing me.

“I guess I am,” I murmured.

“Let me see what you have to offer.”

I put a hand up to my blouse, “You mean…?”

“I mean strip,” her voice was firm. “I want to see what we are bargaining for.”

I couldn’t look at her as I unbuttoned my blouse. At Heather’s urging, I had gone out sans bra that day. She told me that the nipple bumps would get attention even if the mini skirt didn’t. I was already getting the news flash that the whole thing had been a set up. I could feel Dr. Cornell’s eyes burning holes through me as I draped my blouse over the desktop. 

“Don’t cover yourself,” she snapped, as I started to raise my arms. “Put your hands on top of your head. That’s better. Elbows back.”

My nipples were starting to crinkle up and get hard. I told myself that it was just cold in the office. I couldn’t be getting turned on by the imperious way she was ordering me to show her my tits.

“Very nice,” she purred. “Now the skirt. Turn around first.”

I was surprised by that. I figured that a carpet muncher like her would want to see my puss. Maybe she was saving it for last. My skirt was tight. As I bent over and started to slither it over my hips, She stood up and set her cup down. Alarmed, I threw a glance over my shoulder, just in time to see her run her tongue quickly over her lips. I faced forward again, trembling as she ran a fingernail over the dimples above my butt cheeks and let it trail down the crack of my ass.

I let go of my skirt and let it drop, kicking off my shoes as I stepped out of it. Showing my ass was humiliating enough. I wasn’t going to stand there in just my Nikes. Dr. Cornell sighed. I could feel her breath on my neck.

“Are you wet?”

I was, but I wasn’t going to say so. “I dunno.” I sounded like a little girl who can’t explain the open cookie jar and the crumbs on her chin.

“Turn around.”

When I turned, she snaked a hand between my thighs and dipped a finger into my slit. I started to close my legs, but the look in her eyes stopped me. 

“Spread.” There was a warning in her voice.

I spread, pissed at myself for being so totally easy. Her hand dallied in the valley, until I could feel my clit starting to swell. 

“A very tempting offer,” she murmured. She wiped her fingers across my belly, teasing me with the evidence. She picked up her cup and sat down again. I stood and fidgeted.

“Can I get dressed now?” 

She thought about it, tapping her desk blotter with a ball point while she studied me.

“No,” she said finally.

She shuffled papers on her desk, scribbled something in the margin of one page, and tossed another in the trash basket. I was starting to think that she had forgotten about me when she spoke again. 

“I’ll make a deal with you,” she said. “If you score eighty percent or better on your exams; I’ll give you an “A”. If you don’t; I’ll give you an incomplete and you can attend a special summer session at my vacation home up North. The course of study there will be rather, shall I say—intense? If you perform well there, I will give you the grade you seek.”

The word “perform” bothered me. I was guessing that I would spend the summer with pubic hair in my teeth. Then again, eighty percent seemed do-able. Maybe if I actually studied, it could happen. I shrugged. “Sure.”

“Yes, Dr. Cornell,” her voice was sharp. “Say it!”

“Yes, Dr. Cornell.” I gagged on the words.

“You may dress.”

Neither one of us said anything while I struggled into my clothes.

I grabbed my books, feeling like a real feeb. Then she said, “I like your outfit. Wear it for me next time.”

If I had any self-respect, I threw it away when I said “Yes, Dr. Cornell.”

Okay—I’m a wuss. I came to class without panties after that. I sat in the front row with my legs apart because she wanted it that way. I made sure that she never had to remind me. I would rather go to the dentist than be embarrassed. I kept my head down so that I wouldn’t see her eyes and left the room as soon as class was over. I could feel her looking at me. I’m used to guys staring at me with pussy on their minds. I love it. This was different. I don’t mind saying that she scared the crap out of me.

During the next few weeks, I studied my ass off, surprising myself with what I could learn. When the mid-term exams came out I managed a seventy eight.

The morning after the scores were posted, Dr. Cornell came up to my seat just before class started and said quietly, “See me after class.”

It was two long hours before her lecture was over, and my armpits were soaked with sweat by that time. I kept telling myself that she was just another woman, and this was just another class, but I knew better. Something was happening here that was bigger than any silly bet.

When the last student was gone, I stayed in my seat. I knew that I should go over to Dr. Cornell’s desk and have a conference, keep it light and friendly. Maybe I could arrange extra credit work or a makeup exam. I asked myself what I was waiting for, but I already knew. I was waiting for orders.

“Come here.”

I got up, surprised to see that my hands were shaking, and stood in front of her desk. Why did I feel like a schoolgirl waiting to get a ruler across her knuckles?

She busied herself at her desk, ignoring me, letting suspense build. Without looking up, she said with quiet emphasis, “You will belong to me, you know.”

“Excuse me?”

She looked up then, smiling like a cat asking Budgie about the state of his health. “I spoke to Heather last night. She was surprised by your test score. When you apply yourself, you can earn decent grades honestly. The tests were graded by computer, by the way. I didn’t cheat and lower your score.”

“Have I been set up by you and Heather?”

She just grinned at the accusation. “Not exactly.” I was wishing that she would look down again. Her eyes were hypnotic. “Heather is something of a matchmaker. That little wager was just her way of introducing us. She knew both of us very well, and thought that we should know each other...” She paused then and looked away from my eyes at last, but only to stare at the mini-skirt in front of her. “Intimately,” she finished.

I took a long, shuddering breath. Shook as I was, I felt that it was time to make some kind of a stand. Otherwise I could become stalker bait.

“Dr. Cornell,” I said, “I don’t want to belong to anyone right now. I especially don’t want a relationship with another woman. I think the whole idea is gross, but I need to get an ‘A’ in this course. You know what I have to lose. So if you want to have sex with me, say so and stop beating around the bush.”

If she had romantic notions, spelling it out cold like that could really piss her off. She might get huffy and deny any such intentions, or kick me out of class. Instead, she surprised me with a laugh. 

“Beating around the bush, an interesting choice of phrase, I like it!” She steepled her fingers together in front of her. The arrogant bitch! She was so sure of getting whatever it was that she wanted, that my puny protest meant nothing to her.

“As things stand,” she said, “you will probably lose your wager. The final is longer and more difficult. My best students seldom achieve the ninety percent you will require. However, I could be persuaded to adjust your mid-term grade and offer you a sporting chance if you meet certain conditions.”

My throat was dry and I suddenly had to pee really bad. “What are your conditions?”

She scribbled down an address and handed it to me. “This is my home address. Every Friday night for the rest of the semester you will arrive there at six in the evening and remain until the same time on Sunday. Your main task will be a complete cleaning of my house, but you will have other duties as well. While you are in my house, you will obey all orders and accept all penalties.”

She wanted a housekeeper! I stifled a laugh. The hottest babe on campus had reluctantly offered her body, and she wanted a domestic. The penalty part bothered me some, but I let it pass.

“Yes, Dr. Cornell.” Might as well practice sucking up right now.

“I have appointed Heather as my special teaching assistant. She will report to me on how well you behave outside of class. I am trusting Heather to be honest with her reports. I think she will be. In her social circle, honor is everything. Anyway, I think she will enjoy her power too much to let you admit defeat easily. She wants to see you go down struggling. Heather will see to it that you are properly dressed for class, among other duties. If you disobey either one of us, I will give you the grade you have already earned.”

Yeeks! Heather was going to be my overseer. I knew how spiteful she could be. She could make my life the pits, and I wouldn’t be able to fight back.

Dr. Cornell must have read my mind. “Yes, Heather may subject you to some things you find unpleasant. Some of them will be of her own invention. Others will be things that I have ordered. You must embrace all of our demands. Humility is required.”

I stood fidgeting, counting the reasons for going along with this crappy deal. There was the bet. If I told them both to kiss off, Heather would insist on collecting. If I went along, I could probably trust Heather not to be impossibly mean. There was honor, too. Dr. Cornell said that it counted with the well-bred, and she was right. I have always been taught to respect authority, and Dr. Cornell was practically ordering me to take the deal. Those grey ice eyes seemed to cast a spell.

In the end, I think the decision was made by the creepy feeling inside of me that was making me wet where my panties should have been.

“Yes, Dr. Cornell.” Was that real humility in my voice? 

“You may go now.”

I grabbed my books and hauled ass before she could see that I was starting to cry.


Chapter Two

 

The next morning, Heather woke me up by yanking all of the covers off of me.

“Hey!” I mumbled.

I was jolted wide awake when she grabbed my chin and pushed my head down hard against the pillow. My eyes flew open and I found myself staring into Heather’s scowl. 

“You’re my bitch now,” she hissed. “If I hear one word of backtalk, I go straight to Dr. Cornell. Do you understand?”

I nodded, wide eyed at the change in Heather. Sure, we had played bondage games together, but that was for fun. Even when she tormented me we giggled about it later on, and she had never caused me serious pain. This was the first time she had anything like real power over me. It was turning her into a real snot. She is so mental sometimes. 

The hell of it was, I was starting to like it. Looking back, I realize that Heather understood me better than I did. Of course, Dr. Cornell understood us both.

Huddled there on the bed, I only knew that even though I was mad and scared, and wanted out in the worst way; my pussy was juicing like crazy.

“Get up, you slacker!” she said. “We’re taking a walk down the hall.” 

“Chill, Heather,” I tested her a little, even while appeasing her temper. “Just give me a minute to dress.”

I was hoping that if I could get back on an equal footing with her she would lighten up a little. Heather was already dressed, and being in my nightie put me at a disadvantage.

She wasn’t buying it. “No!” she said. “Right now!”

I wanted to snort and tell her to get a grip, but I remembered what was at stake. I didn’t know if Heather could hold me to the bet legally, but her family had enough money and power to trash anyone they wanted to. Heather knew enough personal stuff about me to blackmail me for eternity. She had me over a barrel, and I was about to get fucked.

I followed her out of the room and down the hall to the incinerator chute.

“Strip,” she said.

“Please, Heather!” I put a little whine in my voice. With guys and parents, whining works almost as well as tears, but Heather knew that ploy.

“I didn’t think that I would be calling Dr. Cornell so soon.”

So I pulled off my nightie and held it in front of me, all the while giving Heather this really injured look, so she would know how much I didn’t like this game. She had seen me undressed many times, but today was different. 

“Panties, too.”

I tore off my panties, as pissed at myself as I was at her. She warned me to watch my attitude, then told me to throw my clothes into the chute. Hissing through clenched teeth, I opened the chute and dropped in my nightie, my panties, and my self-respect.

“You sleep naked from now on,” Heather announced.

She had me put my hands on the back of my neck so that I couldn’t cover myself and marched me back to the room. A girl came out of one of the rooms as we passed and gawked at us. Heather threw her a wink.

“Sorority hazing,” she explained.

I could hear the girl behind us, whispering frantically to her roommate. Before we reached our room, both of them were standing in the hall, staring at my bare butt while Heather put a hand in the small of my back and pushed me ahead like a political prisoner or something. 

“Way cool!” applauded one of the girls.

“Excellent!” said the other.

She took me into our bathroom where a filled enema bag was waiting, and had me crouch down with my face on the floor. The humiliations were coming so fast that I was like in shock or something. I didn’t ask why, just moaned a little when the hot water flowed into my ass. This was incredibly gnarly.

Heather seemed very blasé’ about the whole thing. She leaned against the sink while I kissed the tile with a hose up my ass. She told me how she and Dr. Cornell were best buds because they had become comfortable with their dominant natures. Under the circumstances, I couldn’t sincerely say that I was happy for them.

“Dr. C and I have decided that you need to accept your submissive side,” she said. “This is for your own good, trust me.”

That kind of psychobabble deserved a snappy comeback, and I had a real zinger for her, but I forgot all about it when the cramps hit me.

When the bag was empty and I was ready to explode, Heather made me wait for permission. I had to put a finger over my hole to prevent leakage, while I did a little dance and whined: “Heatheeeer!”

Finally she said, “Okay,” and I ran for it. At least she let me have the bathroom to myself while I took care of business.

When I came out of the shower, Heather had my clothes all laid out for me. She gave me a knit tank top with no bra and my shortest mini-skirt. The enema should have warned me, but I was still surprised when she showed me the butt plug and the leather chastity belt that would keep it inside.

“This little finger will help you stay awake in class.” It was like a small dick, about an inch thick and five inches long. The base was flared so that it wouldn’t fall in and get lost. I had to get on my knees and suck it like a cock first, then turn around and raise my butt while she worked a glob of grease into me, twisting her finger around more than I thought she needed to.

“I thought you were my friend!” I was feeling pretty bitchy.

Heather just giggled and slipped the damn thing into me. It wasn’t big enough to hurt, but it felt so—foreign! 

“Doctor’s orders,” she chirped. “Dr. Cornell asked me if there was any sexual practice you didn’t enjoy. I told her that you were an anal virgin. So you had better learn to like it; because you get to wear this contraption five days a week.”

She was right. I love to fuck and suck, but never let any guys in the “back door”. I thought it was major gross, not to mention painful. This wasn’t sex anyway, more like something medical. 

Heather pulled the crotch strap tight against my pussy and between my cheeks, locking it with a padlock that was cute but effective.

“I hope you can hold your water until I take this off,” she teased.

She gave me a pair of high heeled shoes to complete the outfit. I knew from experience that walking in those shoes would make me bump and grind like a hooker trolling for dates. 

I went directly to class, took the shortest way there, and didn’t look up until I was safe in my seat. Nobody said anything to me, but I couldn’t help feeling that everyone knew I had a plastic dick shifting around in my ass with every step I took.

Dr. Cornell did know, of course, and she watched from the corner of her eye while I squirmed around in my seat all morning. I knew better than to close my legs by now, so she had a clear shot of the strap running through my slit every time she looked my way. She knew what I was sitting on.

She lectured us about some creepy guy named Torquemada. I had a hard time taking notes. My ass kept clenching around that thing, and I had to relax so it wouldn’t hurt. When I did that, it would ooze in deeper, like it was alive. I sat on one cheek, then the other. The damn strap was right on my clit, and that was making me horny.

Ass aching and bladder bursting, I barely made it back to the dorm; where Heather made me thank her for my plug before she took it out.

On Wednesday, Dr. Cornell had me stay after class again. When we were alone, she said, “Turn around and bend over.”

I did it. I could feel her hands lifting my skirt and spreading my cheeks. It was just like the last time she touched me. There were like little sparks of electricity coming out of her finger tips when she ran them down the crack of my ass. She stopped when she got to the plug, and tapped it with a long red nail, sending faint vibrations into me.

“It looks good on you,” she remarked. Then she laughed. “Sorry, wrong preposition, in you.”

She dismissed me then. I had been inspected.

Red faced, I scooped up my books, spilling my notes all over the floor. I could feel her eyes burning me when I stooped to gather them up and jam them back into my folder. I was so out of there!

On Thursday the plug was bigger.


Chapter Three

 

I once knew this guy who saved for two years to buy some painting. I would drop in to see him and find him just staring at it like it was some babe or something, for hours. Sometimes he would sort of stroke the frame. I could never understand why it was so important to own some piece of art. It’s like picking flowers and taking them into the house. Aren’t they just as pretty in the garden?

So I knew that spooky look, and I saw it on Dr. Cornell’s face when Heather brought me to her on Friday night.

The house was a big old Victorian thing that looked like a wedding cake. Heather told me that it had been in Dr. Cornell’s family forever at least. The gates were iron, and we had to talk into an intercom before they would open for us. The driveway was like a private road that went way back in the woods. The place looked so totally last century that I was expecting to see Lurch or something when the door opened, but it was Dr. Cornell who answered our ring. 

She greeted Heather like a lost sister, hugging and kissing her and rubbing her back. It was the weekend, and the Valkyrie had let her hair down—literally. It spilled down her back like a brown waterfall. I suppose that she wore it up in the classroom because it made her look older and (as if!) plainer. All of her makeup was scrubbed away too, and that made me more aware that there was a real woman underneath all that disguise. She wore a silk robe with (I later learned) nothing under it, and slippers that looked almost like high heeled shoes. Somehow I knew that she wouldn’t be the kind of woman who would wear those awful fuzzy bunny slippers. She had a book in her hand with her finger marking the place.

She set the book down on the entry table and turned to me. “Chrissy!” she cooed. I noticed that the finger that traced the line of my jaw was trembling. I was trembling too, but I think we had different reasons for it. I flashed on two things at that moment. Dr. Cornell had a major crush on me, and she was going to hurt me—I mean like—physically. 

Don’t ask me how I knew; maybe it was the fact that she liked knowing that I showed up for her class every morning with my ass stuffed. When she looked at me, I could see her tail twitching the way a cat’s tail does just before it springs. She knew that I was scared, she could smell it. It was perfume to her.

It was the first time I had ever stood toe to toe with her. My nose only came up to the erect nipples straining against the thin robe. I looked at them, then realized that they were erect because of me, and looked down at the floor instead. I giggled, then mentally kicked myself for it. I was being so uncool!

“I feel like a little girl in front of you,” I said. Way to go Chrissy! Spill your guts.

She seemed pleased by the confession. “My little girl,” she crooned. “Strip for me. I want to see you.” 

Okay—I wasn’t too surprised. I knew that Dr. Cornell would get around to the sex stuff sooner or later, but I thought that she would choose a private time and place, maybe work a little moonlight and roses seduction number. I didn’t expect her to have me peel down at the door with my best friend watching. I looked over at Heather and she gave me a little nod as though to tell me that such demands were normal here and I should expect them.

There wasn’t much to take off, since Heather wasn’t letting me wear undies these days. I was bare in a minute. Dr. Cornell was a Braille reader I guess. She felt me all over, I mean everywhere, tweaking my nipples and stroking a finger into my slit. (Yes, it was damp, if you must know.) 

“Turn around and spread your legs, please.”

I know. It was time to say “Fuck you very much!” grab the clothes I had just folded neatly on the hall table next to the silk roses, and get the hell out of there. I was curious though, swept along in a current, to abuse a cliché’, and her finger had just plucked my clit like a guitar string. It was still thrumming.

I turned around and spread my legs.

Looking over my shoulder, I saw her take a tube of lubricant out of the pocket of her robe and knew what was coming. I thought about that tube, how she planned ahead for me, pocketing the lube before she sat down to read and wait for her little victim to fly into the web. I felt as though I were in some X rated movie, and no one had given me a script. 

She smeared my asshole with grease. I felt a finger spearing into me, clear to the knuckle. She wiggled it, finding nerves in there I never knew I had. She added another finger, stretching me and making it hurt. I tightened up. 

“Please!” I whined.

Dr. Cornell shushed me softly. It was like she was praying or something, she was so intent. I told myself that her fascination with my ass was pretty sick, but there was something very intimate about having her reach into me like that. I relaxed again, aware that her fingers were scissoring apart, opening me. I was squeaky clean inside, at least. Heather had seen to that before we left.

“The plugs are doing her a world of good,” Dr. Cornell said to Heather. “Next week she should be ready for the inch and a half.” She slipped the fingers out of me and gave my ass a smack that would have been playful if it hadn’t been so hard. Her fingers left a greasy smear on my butt, along with a red handprint. I jumped. I felt that she wanted to do more, but she was deliberately restraining herself, like a kid who eats dessert with tiny bites to make it last longer.

“Heather,” she said, “take Chrissy to the kitchen and introduce her to Mrs. Kraft.” To me she said, “She will explain your duties here.”

“Do I get a uniform to wear, or something?” I asked. I looked hopefully at my clothes. They weren’t designed for scrub work, but I sure didn’t want to wear some disgusting coverall.

Some of Dr. Cornell’s hair had tumbled across her face. She tossed her head to shake it out of her eyes. The better to see you, my dear. I was facing her again, arms folded over my tits and legs together. She looked into my eyes and took my hands in hers, squeezing them affectionately as she moved them down to my sides.

“You are already wearing it, My Dear.”

Mrs. Kraft was a big woman with beefy arms. She looked like a nanny I once had, until Daddy fired her for being a little too strict. She showed no surprise when I was delivered to her naked. She shook my hand, looked me up and down, and took me on a tour of the house. Pointing out the antiques that I should be especially careful of, she gave me a verbal list of all the things that needed cleaning. The tour ended at a locked door. It was oak paneled, with gargoyles or something carved in the trim around it.

“This is where you will go to be punished,” she explained.

I didn’t get it. I thought that maybe she would lock me in a closet or something if I didn’t behave. It was the kind of insult that would suit her need to put me in my place. I was sure that she had some class envy thing going. I didn’t ask her about what was on the other side of the door, just made up my mind not to give her any excuses to take me there.

I cleaned. I had never done this kind of work before, and had no idea that it was such physical labor. I was learning respect for all those illegals that Daddy used to hire. (He called them “wetbacks”. He’s so politically incorrect!) Mrs. Kraft had to show me how to do a lot of it, and made me feel stupid and clumsy the whole time. I scrubbed floors and walls. I swabbed out toilets. I dusted. 

When four hours had passed, she put on white gloves and inspected. I thought I had done really well, until she pointed out my goofs. She led me by the ear from room to room, her voice rising as she showed me the dust over the doorframes, the corners I missed, the ring of lime deposits under the toilet rim. All the time she was nagging me, she seemed secretly pleased.

She still had my ear pinched between thumb and forefinger when she led me into the living room; where Dr. Cornell and Heather were watching television.

“How did she do?” asked Dr. Cornell, as if my grand entrance hadn’t given her a clue.

“Not very well, I’m afraid,” said Mrs. Kraft. The snitch! I could have decked her. “Do you wish to witness her punishment?”

Dr. Cornell looked grave, as though I had disappointed her. I felt truly sorry, and wanted to apologize and promise to do better. How can I explain this sudden need to please her? It wasn’t just because I was scared.

“Of course,” she said.

“Shall I restrain her?” asked Mrs. Kraft

I relaxed a little. I should have known that any friend of Heather’s was likely to be into bondage. They would probably tie me up tight, stuff me in the “punishment room”, and leave me alone for a while. They would have a giggle, watching the tube while I languished in the dark, then turn me loose and forgive me. It’s no big deal, I told myself. I would be more than ready to do some sex with Dr. Cornell, or any other warm body, by the time I was free. Dr. Cornell considered it a moment, then said “No. I want to see how eager she is to make amends. Put her over your knee. Use the leather paddle. We can save the harsher implements for other times.”

She was so casual about it. It was as though she were asking Mrs. Kraft to put out the cat. When I heard myself sentenced, I looked over at Heather, expecting to see that she was enjoying this. Maybe it took her by surprise too. She sat deep in her chair with her arms folded, staring at the TV like she was all alone in the room—or wished that she were.

When Dr. Cornell talked about penalties, it never occurred to me that she was talking about physical abuse. Okay, maybe it had and I was in denial or something. Now I was looking at another moment of truth, wondering if it was already too late to take my pride and clothes and excuse myself. Would it do any good to declare my rights? Could I say that the whole thing was unfair? Mrs. Kraft made up my mind for me by grabbing my wrist and tossing me over her lap. 

I flinched, expecting her to start hammering on me right away, but she set the wicked looking paddle on the floor where I could see it and opened a jar instead. The stuff she rubbed on my butt had a funny smell, not unpleasant, some kind of herbal thing. It made my skin tingle. I learned later that the purpose of the oil was to hold in the heat and increase the sting, enhancing the effects of the spanking, and keeping my buns bright long after it was over.

Now I only have to think of the smell of that oil and I get scared.

Dr. Cornell said, “Chrissy, I want you to keep your hands and feet on the floor. If you shame yourself by struggling, we will have to restrain you, and your punishment will be more severe.”

Mrs. Kraft wiped her hands on a tissue. I felt her bend over me and saw her big hand reach down to take the paddle from the floor. I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. 

Right there, in Dr. Cornell’s living room, in front of my roommate, with the television blaring out sit-coms, I was spanked like a bad little girl.

I was very brave. Mrs. Kraft hit me twice before I started yelping. I had been thinking about how humiliating the whole thing was. I had no idea that it would hurt so much! The pain was totally awesome!

Someone used the remote to boost the volume on the tube when I started hollering. I could hear Dr. Cornell say that I was doing well for the first time, and could take a lot more. 

“No!” I begged. “I’ll do better! I promise!”

Mrs. Kraft ignored me, and the paddle started slapping my buns harder and faster. She would hit the same spot over and over, hurting more each time, then start a new spot.

I sobbed and begged. I told them I would be the best girl ever. I would do anything-ANYTHING!

I remembered Dr. Cornell’s warning somehow, and clutched the carpet; though I was desperate to reach back and protect my poor burning seat from any more pain.

Then it was over. The room seemed suddenly very quiet, except for the kid that kept going “Hoo! hoo! hoo!” all alone with her misery. 

The paddle waved in front of my face. “Kiss it.” I puckered up, smelling warm leather and that damn oil. “Thank me.”

“Thank you.” My voice was full of gravel.

The paddle fell again, many times, hard.

“Let’s try that again,” said Mrs. Kraft. “Try to sound sincere this time.”

I kissed the paddle like I was in love with it. I said, “Thank you, Mrs. Kraft for giving me the hard paddling I deserved!”

“The girl shows promise,” observed Mrs. Kraft.

“Yes,” Dr. Cornell agreed. “I think after another couple of dozen she will be ready to crawl over here and kiss my feet.”

“Please! I’ll do it now! You don’t have to hurt me again!”

Dr. Cornell made a tsk tsk sound. “Chrissy, don’t you understand yet? I’m not having you spanked because you really deserve it. I know I don’t have to make you behave. You’re being spanked because we can.”

Because! It was the final argument. I absorbed two dozen blows from that paddle, hating the unfairness of it. When the beating ended, I crawled across the room, sobbing, to Dr. Cornell’s feet and planted grateful kisses on the toes of her slippers.

She comforted me, stroking my hair and cooing to me like I was a child. After a while, I got quiet again and she ordered me to get on my hands and knees in front of her chair so that she could use my back for a footstool while she watched TV. My red bottom was pointed toward Heather. I let my head hang down, going into my own little world, feeling heels settle into the hollow of my back.

Mrs. Kraft brought me a bowl of milk. I lapped it like a dog, face low and ass high. Take a good look, Heather, I thought, enjoy your revenge, bitch! Emotionally, I was like—drained.

Heather wasn’t gloating, though. The fact is, she was pretty subdued for the rest of the evening. Maybe she felt guilty for not coming to my defense. I didn’t know if she had any more idea about Dr. Cornell’s plans for the evening than I did. I didn’t know then what a hold Dr. Cornell could have on someone, but I was starting to learn. 

And there was my poor little butt. It was on fire, but I could feel a glow inside, in deep where it aches when I want cock. What was happening here? When Dr. Cornell reached down to run cool fingers over my blazing buns, I arched up to meet her touch like a stroked cat. I am such a slut sometimes!

I guess Heather saw it, because she said something about needing to get up early and stood up. Dr. Cornell stood up, too. 

“I’ll see you out.” 

I started to move, but Dr. Cornell put a hand on my shoulder. “Stay.”

I stayed, listening to the murmur of their conversation at the door. Heather sounded upset. Dr. Cornell sounded matter of fact and reassuring. I couldn’t make out any words. 

I heard her slippers whisper on the carpet when Dr. Cornell came back into the room. She just stood there behind me for the longest time, looking at my ass. Mrs. Kraft turned off the television.

“Will there be anything else tonight?” she asked.

Behind me, Dr. Cornell said “No. Thank you and good night.” 

“My pleasure,” said Mrs. Kraft. 

Then it was just the two of us. I felt a hand stroke the length of my back and pat my bottom. “Bedtime.”

I stood up. I was a little shaky. Dr. Cornell took my head in her hands. “I’m not forcing you?” she asked.

“No.” I couldn’t look at her.

“I mean,” she seemed a little unsure of herself for the first time. “This agreement we have, it isn’t legally binding as far as I know. I could get into trouble probably, if this ever came into court. I can handle Heather. Don’t worry about her. If you come upstairs with me now, it is because you want to.”

I nodded. I couldn’t trust my voice. Truth was, I felt a little cheated. I wanted her to make me do it, not offer me a way out. The mind is a monkey.

We just stood there a minute, two girls, one naked. When she saw that I wasn’t about to book ass. She took one step back and said, “Go upstairs, first door on the right, and turn down the bed.” 

She didn’t tell me to, but I was waiting on my knees when she came into the bedroom. “I’ll try to please you,” I promised.

I felt her hand on the back of my neck. “I know you will. If we have to get Mrs. Kraft out of bed, she will be very angry.”

I watched her get undressed. She didn’t tell me not to, and I wanted to know if her body was really that magnificent or if she just knew how to hide it.

It was her all right. Those boobs didn’t need a bra to ride high, and her tummy really was that flat. No hidden cellulite appeared. I would hate her if I weren’t near perfection myself. (Yeah-right!)

She took my hand and led me to the bed.

It wasn’t as gross as I thought it would be. She smelled really great, and it was nice kissing someone who didn’t have beard stubble. 

There was another test for me though, another chance for little Chrissy to wimp out. It happened when she rolled over on her back and brought her knees up by her ears someplace, so that her whole bottom was practically off the bed.

“Start at the bottom and work up,” she said.

It took me a minute to realize that she was telling me to rim her. I was like WHOA! TIME OUT HERE! I had come to bed expecting to munch some bush, but this was a bit much. Then I realized that she had showered while I waited by the bed. Her hair was still damp. She wouldn’t be waving it at me if it wasn’t scrubbed. 

So I took a deep breath and gave her a tentative lick.“Chrissy!” her voice was soft, but it went up on the last syllable of my name, the way Mom’s used to when her patience was being tried. I was being warned to quit screwing around and get with the program.

It’s really amazing how having your rump roasted can change your attitude. I put my tongue to work.

As it turned out, tonguing her butthole was more of a symbolic thing with her. After a minute or so she told me to move on to the good part, and that was where I really hit my stride.

A lot of lezzies have told me that only a woman can really please another woman. I suppose there’s something to that. I knew all the best places, and I didn’t neglect any of them. If I found a spot that made Dr. Cornell’s breath quicken, I was sure to come back to it.

Her puss was soft and sweet and tasted better than I would have thought something like that could. She came about six times before she finally pushed me away.

My turn? No way. She had me kneel on the floor while she cuffed my hands behind me and chained my ankle to the bed post. She gave me a kiss to keep me warm. It would have to do. I had no blanket.

The floor was hard, and I couldn’t get comfortable with my hands behind me. I was extremely horny. It had been a day of hard lessons in Dr. Cornell’s class. I was exhausted, and fell asleep in minutes.

When I woke up, Dr. Cornell was nowhere to be seen and Mrs. Kraft was nudging me awake with her foot. 

“You’re burning daylight, girl!” I was really starting to have a problem with this woman.

Like she cared! I was just an animal she had to tend. She unchained me and took me to the bathroom to pee. She fed me breakfast from a bowl on the floor before she put me to work.

Fearing the paddle, I attacked my cleaning chores with an energy I never knew I had. Mrs. Kraft must have been under orders to go easy on me, or I was getting better at my job. When the day ended, I got another bowl of food and a pat on the head. Good doggie!

I didn’t see Dr. Cornell again until I was delivered to her bedroom that night. It was the same as the night before. I ate. Dr. Cornell enjoyed. I spent another night chained to the bed with my hands safe from mischief. My poor clit buzzed till morning, keeping me awake. Ordinarily, my vibrator gets a real workout at night, unless I have an available stud to satisfy my needs. Two nights without sex was making me hungry. That was just what Dr. Cornell wanted, of course.

At least I didn’t get my ass beat.

On Sunday, I was down on the library floor on my hands and knees, waxing the hardwood and keeping my legs apart the way Mrs. Kraft wanted me to. I thought that I was alone. Mrs. Kraft was in the kitchen. 

When I heard a small sound behind me, I glanced over my shoulder and saw Dr. Cornell leaning against the door jamb and watching me work. She was dressed in a sweatsuit, like she was about to go jogging or something. She had a cup of coffee in one hand and some kind of wand in the other. She saw me looking and smiled.

“Don’t let me interrupt,” she said. “You’re doing fine.”

For two days I had been feeling like a real nothing. Now a little bit of praise had me pumping away on that rag like waxing the floor was a divine quest or something. I knew that my ass was twitching as I crawled around down there, and Dr. Cornell was enjoying every minute. I let my knees slide a little farther apart, just to tease her. 

She was quiet for so long that I thought maybe she had gone, then I heard a sound that made me jump.

It was a kind of whickery sound, and I knew that Dr. Cornell had slashed the air with the stick in her hand. I wanted to look back, but I was afraid that I would see her flexing that wand in her fists and studying my ass.

She laughed. “Delicious, isn’t it? The fear I mean. I can see the muscles in your thighs tensing, the gooseflesh rising on your bottom. You know what this cane is for, don’t you?”

“I’ve done everything you asked me to,” I whined.

“Petulance is punishable,” she warned. Then she put the smile back in her voice. “You have performed better than I expected, actually. I’m not going to punish you.”

I started to relax, until she said: “I just want to give you a souvenir of this weekend.” I heard the cane slice at nothing again, a practice swing.

I had been waxing furiously, working off nervous energy. Now I froze.

Nothing—I waited. Then she took a step into the room, and I felt something slender, cold and hard, like a skeleton’s finger, sliding down my butt crease, searching. It opened my lips and went on, finding my clit. 

I hadn’t had any in two days. I had been kept naked and tied up a lot, which turned me on more than I would have expected. I had been giving a lot of head, teased, and sent away.

Okay—I’m a slut. I rocked back to meet it. I humped that rod like it was her hand.

I was just getting into it when she took the cane away. I saw it in front of my face.

“You’ve soiled it,” she whispered. “Clean it off.”

I knew she didn’t want me to wipe it with my rag. I opened my mouth and the cane slid slowly between my lips. 

“Just a taste,” she said. “So that you will know.” 

I thought for a minute that she was talking about the juice that was all over the cane, my juice. Then I realized that she was telling me that she wasn’t going to beat me very hard—this time.

“Don’t move.”

Easy for her to say. I took the rag in both hands. It was something to hold on to. I let my head hang.

The first stroke put me into like shock. It was awesome. The pain grew for awhile after. She let me feel it for a few seconds, hissing through my teeth. I jerked, just a little, then got back into position. 

“Raise up a little. Offer it to me.”

I did it, wondering how many more there would be.

She gave me ten. A few minutes, that’s all it took. How long is a few minutes sitting on a hot stove? I was blubbering, screaming, I didn’t care. It was like being cut with a hot knife.

Then I felt her hands on my shoulders, turning me. I went limp and flopped over on my back, gasping as my ass touched the floor.

Dr. Cornell didn’t waste her breath on apologies or sympathy. Words would have spoiled it. She just pushed my legs apart and dove in. Before I knew what she had in mind, she yawned like a movie vampire and champed down on my pussy. 

I never felt any teeth though. She just sucked me like a ripe peach while her tongue flicked over the best spots. My first impulse was to grab her head with both hands and ride it, but I wasn’t about to step out of line by touching her without permission. I couldn’t forget that she was in control.

Maybe that’s why I came big time. 

I could like feel the arteries in my neck swelling. I clawed the hardwood. I made weird animal noises. 

When I was down to just panting and vibrating, Dr. Cornell gave me a peck on the cheek and whispered in my ear. 

“Next weekend you will be fucked up the ass.”

An hour later, when Mrs. Kraft came in with my clothes and cab fare, I was still sprawled on the floor like somebody who fell from a high place.


Chapter Four

 

“You must hate me,” said Heather.

I was back in the dorm on Sunday night. While I had been working at Dr. Cornell’s, Heather had been busy in our room. My bed had gone into storage, and she had made a sort of nest for me out of old blankets piled on the floor at the foot of her bed. I was seeing a trend here. 

I had just stripped for bed, giving Heather her first look at the hash marks on my ass.

“Why should I hate you?” I was still spaced out. 

“I thought that it would be fun to see Dr. Cornell take you down a few pegs. I knew she was kinky, but I never thought that she would be so rough! She’s like brainwashed you or something. You used to have a wink and a smile for everybody. Now you look at the ground and hardly say anything. You’re so totally demure. This is beyond games now. I’m worried about you. Dr. Cornell is treating you like a slave.”

Heather is so clueless sometimes. She didn’t understand that my marks were like military decorations or something. I was practically grieving because the purple lines that Dr. Cornell’s cane left were already fading, and would be gone in a couple of days. Heather didn’t understand that after a whole weekend without my ass cork I was feeling this major void! She didn’t know yet that tomorrow morning I would reach back to spread my own cheeks and welcome my new improved plug home. She didn’t see that for once in my over privileged life I was expected to listen and follow orders, pay my dues and suffer for my sins, no tricks—no illusions. I was blindfolded on a rollercoaster and learning to enjoy the ride.

She didn’t understand that I was falling in love.

“I’m okay,” I said. “Fine—really!”

Heather wasn’t buying it. She won’t let anyone spoil a good guilt trip for her. She was feeling bad about it even while the chrome chain came slithering out of her lingerie drawer to be padlocked on my ankle and her bed frame. She apologized about the handcuffs that clicked together behind my back. My vibrator would be idle again tonight.

I couldn’t sleep. If I turned over on my back, the cuffs bit at my wrists and dug into my spine. If I rolled over on my shoulder, my arm went to sleep. On my belly, I had to twist my neck around to breath. Heather was no help. I could hear her tossing around, too. We were both thinking the same thing.

