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Faibhar

Eggz

“Its sort of a hybrid, an invention of mine combining a little bit of the old, with something more modern.”

The dream fast dissolved. The voice sounded like one she should know.

“Nurse, I think our patient might need another whiff of O2. She seems to be coming around.”

Tia saw, and then felt the mask placed over her nose and mouth. She breathed deeply. 

“By ‘hybrid’ I coupled features of a rack with a surgical table. That’s where you find yourself now.”

A violent twist of her head knocked away the oxygen mask-she didn’t need it any more. Tia struggled, but her limbs and ankles held. Her entire body stretched with them. The gas cleared her fogged head. The room she was in was white. Lights gleamed as she saw more clearly.

“Let me go!” Tia spat out her fury. She now knew the owner of the voice-her biology professor at college was the speaker. 

He was also the one cranking the rack.

Somehow, she had gotten on this torture table because of him, and somehow she was nude.

“I think its time you met your nurse. Karen? You know Tia?”

Her emerald eyes blinked. Alongside of the table stood the pretty black teaching assistant, except now her dark skin contrasted against the white lab coat. Tia blinked again. The coat hung open. Full breasts swung. Karen’s legs below the coat at her upper thighs were bare.

“Sure I know the bitch. She’s one of the fine lookin’ ones in your class.”

“That she is, Kay. Let me give this wheel one more turn…and the I think we’ll be ready.”

The back of Tia’s head hit the metal table. Her arms felt like they would be dislocated. She could hardly breathe. Only her tight butt and where she hit her head touched the metal. She screamed.

Karen watched for the safety of her own fingers as she pulled back Tia’s brunette hair. She didn’t want to get bit. Taking an elastic band, she shaped the hair into a ponytail. The hair felt warm to her touch, and for what it was worth, she stroked it softly.

The professor grinned back at his nurse-slave and admired the pale legs with the narrow strip of fur where they met. This one, he learned, had been a pom-pom girl and track star all four of her high school years and for the last two in college. That would explain her condition, he thought, as he let down his trousers and climbed up on his invention’s first victim.

Tia felt the movement. Straining to see down her chest, she saw a bald head rise and then come closer. Her feet and shins scraped under the weight of the man’s bulk.

“Nooo,” she bellowed, but the head continued moving and then she saw his leering face. She screamed again as she felt fingers pry apart her pussy.

“Shhh,” Karen said and carefully placed her lips over Tia’s. Building more confidence as she felt the lips relax, she dove her tongue inside. “Emmm.” The student tasted good. Karen’s fingertips stroked the warm softness as she kissed and felt Tia release more tension.

Tia almost choked on the strange tongue, and then relaxed. It helped to take her mind away from what the professor was doing. Her tongue swirled over the TA’s.

Her eyes bulged and she twisted her mouth away from Karen when she felt the cock enter. Tears blurred her vision as she again strained down to see. The puffing professor, and his hairy body were thumping into her. She wanted to retch.

The room darkened. Karen’s leg swung over her. The bare pussy smothered Tia’s face. Her lips forced open. Tangy musk nearly gagged.

Light showed as Karen lifted off of her face. She felt the professor thrusting deeper. Above, she heard kissing noises and saw up Karen’s bare torso. In the light above she could see the TA and the professor locking lips.

The room went dark again. 

Tia felt the professor shoot his load into her. She felt him depart. A little light shown as weight shifted. Karen’s pussy dripped above her face, but now she felt the other woman’s lips and tongue. She groaned. 

Without her knowing it, the racked and raped co-ed stretched her tongue higher to meet the wet darkness above and moaned louder as her own sex was licked and eaten.

She was out of breath when Karen finally lifted off. Tia panted. She knew she was sweating, but froze when the face of the professor appeared above and to her side.

“You may not approve, Tia, but as you know faculty is not paid all that well, so we have a little plan to enhance our income.”

Tia winced: the rack tension still stretched her limbs to the point of pain. She tried to follow through agony what the middle-aged rapist was saying.

“To bring in lots of cash, we are going to harvest your eggs, hence the surgical table aspect of your rack.”

It was hard to believe what he was saying, but then again, everything else to this point was very unreal. From what she knew about ovaries, she knew that all women had just so many, and that there was a high demand for them around the world. They could be bought, sold, auctioned.

She also knew that losing hers meant no children, which was okay because she wasn’t really sure if she wanted to be a mother anyway. She also knew she’d need plenty of hormonal therapy, not to mention seeing a good shrink.

Tia only hoped the guy knew what he was doing.

“Of course,” the professor said as he lightly ran his fingertips over the thickness of one hard nipple. “There are many ways to do the harvest, including using all sorts of television gear, but call me old fashioned I just believe in doing it the traditional way.”

To Be Continued…

