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   Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I felt a huge wave of depression as I passed my dad's doorway. My father was busy packing up, and like every other reminder of late it made my stomach roll unhappily. I resented the fact he'd accepted an assignment overseas, and even worse that it was in freaking Saudi Arabia!
 
   My mother had died when I was six, leaving just me and my dad. So the prospect of being orphaned for six months did not please me. That wasn't what was really depressing me, though. What was really depressing me was that I had to go and live with my dad's ex wife Kathleen.
 
   I had never really liked Kathy. My dad had married her when I was eleven, and I'd found her bossy and arrogant. We'd lived together for three years before they'd split. She lived alone with her daughter Erin, who was okay. I mean, she and I had kind of gotten along, though she was pretty nerdy.
 
   Now, when I was practically almost eighteen, I was going to have to go and live with them for six months! Why couldn't I live on my own? Because we weren't rich, and we lived in a rented apartment which he could give up, and no way was he going to let me stay here alone.
 
   He turned and saw me and I scowled.
 
   “Don't start again, Sierra,” he said.
 
   I rolled my eyes and flounced off, doing my best to show, with body language, how indignant I was.
 
   If he'd just waited until next year! I'd be eighteen and maybe working or at least in college! No, he had to go now! I had no money, and he was saving money by cutting a deal with Kathy to put me up. 
 
   In fact, I'd be eighteen not long after he left! Not that the magic number impressed him much. He didn't trust me to be alone, and that frustrated me even while, okay, I admit, I'm not the world's most obedient teenager, and yes I like to party, and yes, I like boys, and maybe I have been, on occasion, a little irresponsible.
 
   But living with that... that Nazi! Ugh!
 
   Imagine a woman who is short, very straight-backed, with her jaw permanently clenched. She has short brown hair and glasses, and looks down her nose at you all the time like you're some kind of trashy idiot!
 
   And I had little doubt that Erin was just the same by now. She'd been pretty nerdy and prissy and rules-bound even when she was eleven.
 
   What made it even more frustrating was that I was graduating from high school two days before he left! That was like... freedom, you know? But instead I was going to a gulag in the boondocks! Kathy lived thirty miles south of the city, on the edge of suburbia, which was fine if you had a car. I didn't, and wasn't going to, unless Kathy let me use hers.
 
   Stuck in the boonies with her and Erin! Ugh! What the hell was I supposed to do for six fucking months!?
 
   What was my dad's response? To make it sound like I was going to a resort! Oh, they have a pool, and they're on the river, and there's lots of space to canoe and kayak and there's internet and everything! Big whoop! He also suggested Kathy might get me a part time job at the law firm where she works, which, believe me, did not fill me with any enthusiasm!
 
   I love to party. I LOVE to party! I love dancing! I can easily dance for hours and hours, going from one club to another! It was especially good since I didn't have to pay for any of it! That's what boys are for, after all.
 
   I know, I know, I should be act more modest and want to share the costs and everything, but hey, boys will pay for me, so why shouldn't I accept it? I'm hot and blonde and I have a fabulous body, so I'm getting the benefits. I know I shouldn't take pride in my looks since it's basically just genetics, but should I be embarrassed about them?
 
   It's not like I don't exercise, either, since I hate flab! And, my boobs are a nice size, which means if I don't exercise they're going to start sagging in a few years, and that's like, yucky. I love the effect on guys when they see my boobs! I love it when the top comes off and they stare like a kid in a candy store!
 
   Not that I'm super busty, not really. I mean, I'm a thirty-two D cup, but I'm also five feet ten inches tall, so, while I'm reasonably slender, I don't really look top heavy. But on the other hand, no one is going to mistake me for a guy!
 
   So I have long legs, great legs, and they love to dance! What's a crime about that!? There's no way I could afford all the drinks and cover charges, not to mention the travel by myself. Daddy made an okay living but he was middle class, and not rich. The assignment in the middle east would, he hoped, pay enough that he could buy a house.
 
   Whoopy, just as I was getting set to leave home anyway! Not yet, though. I needed to either get a good job, or, more likely, go to college. I was pretty sure I'd have the marks for that, and part of the reason for him going to the middle east was to pay for my tuition.
 
   So it's probably kind of wrong to be bitchy about it, but... I can't help it!
 
   Six months with that awful troll woman! I had done my best to avoid her when we'd lived together before, but now it would be in her house! 
 
   And why did she have a house? Because she'd married someone else a year after leaving us, and divorced him too! Only she'd socked him for some kind of big divorce settlement. Fucking lawyers!
 
   Maybe I should be a lawyer, I thought unhappily, except the thought of spending all day, all my life, reading legal documents was enough to make me want to slit my fucking wrists! I had no idea what I wanted to do in life but I knew I didn't want to spend all my time at a desk or a computer.
 
   I liked people. I'm a people person. Maybe I should work in a hotel or restaurant? Except you make shitty wages. I'd worked at restaurants off and on, mostly off, since they kept firing me. 
 
   It's not that I'm not a good employee, but I have schedule issues, you know, especially if I'm out late. I mean, if I meet a hot guy what am I supposed to do, tell him goodbye since I have to get up early to work in a coffee shop the next morning?! And what difference does it fucking make anyway if they have to call someone else in? Big deal! Everyone makes such a big deal out of little shit like that!
 
   But when I was eighteen I could work in bars, or at least, in clubs. I could get big tips there. Some of the girls I knew who worked in them, like those sports bars where they wore those short kilts and the tight tank tops, pulled in a ton of tips.
 
    I look great in a short skirt and tight top! And I'm a great flirt! I knew I would make a lot of money!
 
   Were there sports bars out in the boonies? Probably, but probably they didn't have guys who made much money going to them so there wouldn't be great tips. Probably the customers would be farmers!
 
   And clubs! Forget about it! There weren't any clubs out there! Where was I supposed to dance!?
 
   Ugh! Ugh! Ugh! It was going to be a nightmare!
 
   Part of why I was sulking was because I didn't really have much of an argument. I mean, what else was I supposed to propose? He'd already given up the lease, so I couldn't stay here. I had no money so I couldn't rent a place myself. I had some friends I could stay with, but not for six months!
 
   So I was content to sulk in order to demonstrate how unhappy I was. I knew it wouldn't change anything, but I knew he wouldn't like it, and it served him right!
 
   *
 
   To save him the drive, Kathy would pick me up when she was in town and drive me back to her place. I wasn't happy about that, either. I wondered if I could convince her to not take me. But then, what was I going to do? I couldn't go with dad to the middle east. He'd have to call off his posting, then, which might get him fired, and then I'd definitely not be going to college any time soon!
 
   So that was out.
 
   She stopped by to pick me up, in a shiny Black SUV. She was wearing a business suit, of course, with her hair in perfect alignment, cut in a kind of short pageboy, and wearing frameless glasses. 
 
   The two of them greeted each other like old friends, which only made me more unhappy. I mean,  if they liked each other why get divorced? Not that I was complaining about them getting divorced, believe me! The woman was too bossy for words!
 
   “So,” she said, looking me up and down with that patented slightly raised eyebrow thing she was so good at.
 
   “So,” I said casually.
 
   Yes, I knew damn well she didn't approve of my tight, low hung jeans, or my midriff baring top. But if you got it, flaunt it is my motto. And in contrast to her perfectly coiffed hair mine was tousled and loose in the wind, and hung halfway down my back.
 
   “Good morning, Sierra,” she said.
 
   I nodded and shrugged.
 
   “It's so good to hear your voice. It's so sweet and melodic,” she said.
 
   I scowled. “Hi,” I said.
 
   “You can put your suitcases in the back of the car,” she said.
 
   Which was like, telling me she sure wasn't going to do it. I felt irritated at that, but shrugged again and picked up a couple of suitcases, carrying them to the car. I had a lot of them, of course, and neither of them helped me! I had to troop back and forth carrying them and shoving them into the back of her stupid car while they chatted like old friends!
 
   Luckily, there was lots of room there, because I had a lot of clothes. I wasn't sure what I'd be doing, after all. For all I knew I'd be wearing jeans all the time, like some farm girl.
 
   I let my father hug and kiss me goodbye, and at least made an effort to be nice. I mean, he was going away for six months. Then I got into the car with Kathy and she started away from the curb.
 
   And started in on me!
 
   “Do you always dress like that?” she asked.
 
   I shrugged. “Like what?'
 
   “Provocatively.”
 
   I frowned. “Provocatively? Everyone dresses like this.”
 
   “Not everyone. Those jeans are very low hanging, and that top is very tight.”
 
   “I'm not shy,” I said. “And if you got it, flaunt it.”
 
   “That's one way to go. But it means every guy who looks at you is going to think about sex.”
 
   “Every guy who looks at me is always going to think about sex,” I said. “Unless I wear a freaking burka.”
 
   “You have a point, I suppose,” she said. “Erin dresses much more conservatively.”
 
   “I'll bet. I bet she doesn't have as many boyfriends as me.”
 
   “How many do you need?”
 
   “Enough to pay for my drinks and dancing,” I said with a smirk.
 
   “You're not eighteen yet.”
 
   I sighed and rolled my eyes. “Like you never drank before you turned eighteen.”
 
   “Drinking clouds the mind. I like my mine to be clear.”
 
   “I like to have fun. I bet I have a lot more fun than you or Erin.”
 
   “Well, maybe you used to.”
 
   I looked at her warily. “What's that mean?”
 
   “It means that the legal age of drinking in this state is twenty one. You will not be drinking while you're at my place.”
 
   “I doubt you have any beer anyway.”
 
   “You will not be going out to drink while at my place.”
 
   I rolled my eyes again. Like she was gonna know anyway!
 
   “What do you plan on doing in the coming months?”
 
   “I have no idea. I don't know what's to do out in the boonies.”
 
   “Did you plan on working?”
 
   “If I can. My friend Annie works in a sports bar and she makes a ton of tips. I was going to apply there when I was eighteen.”
 
   “A sports bar,” she said with a sniff.
 
   “They pay really big tips.”
 
   “Let me guess. The waitresses wear tight tops and short shorts.”
 
   “Short skirts,” I said.
 
   “You really want to be a sex object?”
 
   “Sure, why not?” I said, fairly sure that would piss her off.
 
   Then, just to make sure, I added. “I like sex.”
 
   She turned briefly and gave me a flinty eyed look.
 
   I wondered if her precious Erin was still a virgin. It wasn't even like they were religious, so I had no idea why she was so prissy.
 
   “Your father was hoping you could learn a little discipline while with me,” she said.
 
   “Uh huh.”
 
   “Maybe Erin could teach you. She's a careful, responsible, intelligent girl.”
 
   I rolled my eyes again.
 
   “You do that a lot, you know. It's irritating.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Rolling your eyes as if you're so much smarter.”
 
   “I didn't say I was smarter than you.”
 
   God! I'd been in her car less than five minutes and we were already fighting!
 
   “You think you are, but you'll learn differently,” she said.
 
   “I'll be eighteen in like three days,” I said.
 
   “Congratulations.”
 
   “That means I'll be an adult.”
 
   She shrugged. “What does that mean anyway? It means you can join the army. Are you planning on joining the army?”
 
   I rolled my eyes again.
 
   “It means you can vote. But there aren't any elections this year.”
 
   “It means I can do what I want!”
 
   She laughed. “Nobody does what they want, little girl, except maybe Donald Trump. If you're filthy rich and own the company you can usually, though not always, do what you want. Everyone else has to do what society or their boss, or their school or their lover or their parents or someone else wants at least a substantial period of the time.”
 
   I shrugged.
 
   “And the less money you have, the more you have to do what other people want. How much money do you have again, dear?”
 
   I scowled and looked out the side window.
 
   Oh this was going to be lots of fun!
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Her place was surprisingly large given it only had one story. It didn't look that large when we pulled up. It was at the end of a hundred foot dirt road through trees and brush. It was red brick, one story, but with a high peaked roof. It had a three car garage, and one of the doors opened as she arrived and pressed a button on the ceiling of the car.
 
   She turned, then backed smoothly in and stopped. The garage had a high roof, and we were parked next to a pickup truck, Beyond that was a riding mower and a whole bunch of junk like spare tires and boxes and lawn furniture.
 
   “Welcome to your new home sweet home,” she said.
 
   I shrugged. We hadn't exactly gotten into friendly conversation on the way.
 
   There was a set of stairs at the rear, with a door up on the landing. It opened and Erin came out. It had been three years but the amazing thing was she hadn't changed at all! I mean, she still had shoulder length brown hair. She wore these dark brown oval framed glasses, and she was still about five feet two and kind of flat chested.
 
   “Hi Sierra! Welcome to your new home!” she said with a smile.
 
   “Hi,” I said, forcing a smile. “It's been a while. You've hardly changed at all.”
 
   “Not you! You're so tall now!” she said, giving me a hug. 
 
   Well, she was always a friendly girl.
 
   She opened the rear of the car, and pulled out a couple of suitcases. I grabbed a couple and followed her up the stairs and through the door into the house.
 
   Right in front of us was a staircase leading down. It had a wooden bannister all around it, with the opening just to the left. Past it on the left, was a small bedroom, and a bathroom. But she headed right down the stairs.
 
   The hallway was hardwood but the stairs were carpeted. I started to follow her but felt fingers sliding into the waistband of my jeans and tugging me back.
 
   “Shoes off before going on the carpet,” Kathy ordered.
 
   I grumbled, but toed off my shoes, then followed Erin down the narrow staircase. To the left was a doorway into another hall, and I followed Erin to a room at the end. It was surprisingly bright and roomy. The window was large, and while the bed and furniture were fairly plain it wasn't a bad place. It was bigger than my room in our apartment.
 
   “This is nice,” I said.
 
   “I hope you'll be happy here! I'm sure we'll have lots of fun together!” Erin said happily.
 
   Uh huh.
 
   We went back to the stairs, and she stopped and opened the next door.
 
   “This is my room!' she said.
 
   It looked a lot more lived in than mine, but it was extremely neat, with no clothes on the floor or bras draped on the corners of bedposts or anything like that. There was lots of lace and chintz. The bed had a canopy, for gods sakes, along with a pile of cushions! And the tables next to it had lacy white table covers! 
 
   The next room along was an exercise room. For a basement, by the way, the ceilings were nice and high. This room was as big as the two bedrooms combined, and it had a rowing machine, a treadmill, a complicated looking weight machine and mats for yoga, along with big mirrors on the walls and a big flat screen.
 
   I did a double-take when I saw the pole. It was a silver pole, in the corner, and I couldn't guess at its purpose except for....
 
   “That's for pole dancing,” Erin said, catching me staring.
 
   I stared at her and she blushed.
 
   “It's not stripping,” she said firmly. “It's exercise! And it builds your core and helps build up your arms, shoulders, thighs, and almost everything else! It's great exercise!
 
   “Uh, okay,” I said.  “I just wouldn't figure you would be doing something like that.”
 
   “Like what?”
 
   “Well...”
 
   “It's not sexual! Honestly, people need to get over that!”
 
   “Well, it can be sexy.”
 
   “If you're in a thong and some men are watching,” she said, frowning.
 
   I smiled. “Do you even own a thong?”
 
   She frowned at me. “I don't need to own a thong! Why would I own a thong? They make no sense as underwear at all.”
 
   “Well, guys like to see them.”
 
   She snorted. “No man is going to see my underwear until I get married.”
 
   “You're a virgin?” I asked.
 
   “Of course! Do you know how many diseases you can catch from sex!? Not to mention the risk of getting pregnant!”
 
   “Yeah, but it's kind of fun,” I said with a grin.
 
   She snorted and shook her head, them marched out of the room.
 
   Well, maybe I could work on her, I thought.
 
   There were other doors in the hall but she didn't volunteer to show me what was in them. Instead she climbed back up the stairs, and went to the garage, and we unloaded the rest of my clothes. After that she took me upstairs to show me around.
 
   The hallway where the stairs were was divided by them. On the other side was the master bedroom, which she didn't show me. The hall was at right angles to the rest of the floor. The house was narrow but very long.
 
   I could see the front door to my right, past the dining room and living room. To the left was the kitchen and then, I guess, what they call a family room. It was all kind of open, except for one wall separating the kitchen from the dining room. The high, vaulted ceiling sloped to the right about fifteen feet up.
 
   Erin took me past the kitchen, with its granite counters and stainless steel appliances, through the family room, where there was a big screen on the wall, to the big glass doors leading out back. There was a deck here, and an in ground pool, then past that, lots of trees.
 
   “This is nice,” I said.
 
   “It's peaceful and quiet too,” Erin said. “We don't get traffic sounds.”
 
   Graveyards were peaceful too, I thought.
 
   I went back downstairs to finish setting up my room, unpacking my laptop and putting it on the bare wooden desk, setting up my speakers, then aligning all my makeup and perfume on the dresser top.
 
   Erin came in while I was putting my clothes away. Several dresser drawers were open as I tossed different types of clothes into them, and she frowned as she looked at my open lingerie drawer. She picked out a thong and the matching lacy half-bra clipped to it and shook her head.
 
   “Why would you wear stuff like this?”
 
   “Because I look hot in them,” I said.
 
   “But who's going to see them?”
 
   I smirked and she flushed a little. “You shouldn't be showing people your underwear.”
 
   I laughed at that.
 
   “God, how old are you again?”
 
   “I'm eighteen!”
 
   “Really? You act more like you're thirteen.”
 
   And look like it, I almost added, given her short size and skinny body. But I didn't want to start a really nasty fight.
 
   “I don't find it necessary to show off  my body to men,” she huffed.
 
   Again, I bit my tongue. “I'm not showing off my body. I like looking sexy and feeling sexy. Even if no guy is going to see my underwear I feel better knowing I'm wearing sexy things.”
 
   “Why should that matter? You value is based on your intelligence, your skills, your education, your personality, on how good a person you are, not on how hot you are.”
 
   I raised my eyebrows. “You went to high school?”
 
   “Obviously!”
 
   I shrugged. “Those are all nice, but if you're not hot you were a nobody at my school.”
 
   “Don't you see how wrong that is?!”
 
   “Wrong and right don't enter into it. That's the way it is.”
 
   Kathleen entered the room then.
 
   “Getting unpacked all right?”
 
   “Uh huh,” I said as Erin showed her the flaming pink underwear.
 
   “If that's what she wants to wear that's up to her,” Kathy said.
 
   “Yup,” I said.
 
   “And I fully understand that you're simply responding to the sexual messages society is sending you. Whether it's music videos, magazines, television, movies or even advertising, the message is that you should look hot and be sexy.”
 
   “Which I am,” I said, just a bit smugly.
 
   “It's unfortunate you didn't have a woman around to counter those messages while you were growing up and point out what's really important.”
 
   “Like a nice personality?” I said dryly. “Yeah, okay. Lots of girls with nice personalities are sitting home Friday and Saturday nights watching TV while I'm out dancing. And anyway, who says you can't be hot and still have a nice personality?”
 
   “No one. But if you value yourself on how sexy you are it distorts your self image.”
 
   “My self image is fine,” I said.
 
   “Your self image is based on you being a sex kitten.”
 
   “And I'm a hot sex kitten,” I said.
 
   “Don't you want to be more than a blonde sex kitten?”
 
   I shrugged. “I don't know. I haven't thought of anything I want to do in life. Being a sex kitten sounds pretty good, actually. Everyone will want me and buy me drinks and take me dancing! Probably some guy will even marry me.”
 
   “Men want to marry a full formed woman, not just a sex toy,” she said.
 
   I laughed. “Men are walking penises,” I said. “They look for hot first. If there's no hot, they don't care about your personality.”
 
   “They can be,” she said. “If they're shallow. Just like women can only look for men who are hot, and not care if they're kind and sensitive and intelligent.”
 
   I rolled my eyes at that one.
 
   “Like my father? The guy you dumped?”
 
   “Your father was kind and sensitive and intelligent – .”
 
   “Guess that wasn't that important,” I said.
 
   “He and I split up for entirely separate reasons which are none of your business, but being hot had nothing to do with it.”
 
   I shrugged.
 
   “Now, rules of the house,” she said firmly.
 
   I sighed and turned to look at her, arms folded beneath my breasts.
 
   “First, you don't go anywhere without telling me where, and telling me when you'll be expected back. Second, you clean up any mess you make. We're not your maids. Third, no noise that bothers us. Fourth.”
 
   “Geeze, write it down,” I said.
 
   “Fourth, no going in other people's rooms without permission. That includes not going into the unfinished part of the basement over there.”
 
   She pointed down the hall and to the right. 
 
   “That's where the furnace, the HVAC system, the water heater, the electrical stuff, and other systems are. That's where I store things. None of it needs blonde fingers on it.”
 
   I frowned at that turn of phrase.
 
   “Fine,” I said. “I have no interest in that junk anyway.”
 
   “Fifth, you will observe the proprieties of a young lady while living in this house.”
 
   “Huh?”
 
   “That means you will not curse, or smoke, or have men over, and will not walk around in your underwear – or less.”
 
   “Darn, because I was so looking forward to walking around naked,” I said.
 
   “It also means you will act with sensitivity to others, and will not be rude, crass, argumentative or insulting.”
 
   I sighed.
 
   “That includes rolling your eyes.”
 
   “Yes, Sir!” I said, saluting.
 
   “You will also assume your share of the chores needed to keep this house need and well-maintained,” she said.
 
   I groaned at that, but I couldn't really seriously argue against it.  My father had pretty much let me get away with doing almost nothing, but I didn't think I'd be able to wrap Kathleen around my little finger the way I usually had daddy.
 
   “We will discuss possible work assignments once you've settled in. You're a healthy young woman. I'm sure there is a lot of things you could be doing rather than sitting around the house doing Facebook or watching TV or whatever it is you're used to.”
 
   “I like dancing,” I said sarcastically.
 
   “There is a strip club up on the highway. Perhaps after you turn eighteen you can apply.”
 
   I glared at her. “You're the one with the stripper pole, lady.”
 
   “It's not a stripper pole!” Erin exclaimed.
 
   “Hush, Erin,” her mother said. “It's not substantially different, but the purpose to which it is put is.”
 
   “You swing around the pole. Seems the same to me,” I said.
 
   “If you're lucky, Erin will demonstrate what a great form of exercise pole dancing is, Sierra. Maybe she can work on helping you tone up your flabby arms and thighs.”
 
   “My arms and thighs are not flabby!” I said indignantly.
 
   Erin snorted as her mother left.
 
   “Well they're not!”
 
   “Want to arm wrestle?” she said, putting her elbow on the desk and holding her hand up.
 
   I was tempted, just to show up the scrawny little twerp, but I was also wary. What if she really was strong because of that pole dancing thing? And besides, even if these two only used it for exercise, I  kind of wanted to try the pole dancing thing myself. That would be hot and sexy!
 
   “How often do you do this pole dancing thing?” I asked.
 
   “Every day. Want to see?”
 
   We wandered up the hall and into the exercise room. She turned on the music and closed the door so as to not bother her mom then went to the pole and leapt upward. She spun around and twisted back up and about in a way which had my jaw dropping. I mean, wow!
 
   “Wow!” I said. “You are so good!”
 
   And I would look so hot doing that!
 
   “Show me!”
 
   “You wouldn't be able to do moves like that yet. Your arms are probably pretty weak.”
 
   She was unfortunately right. I tried leaping up, grabbing the pole and pulling myself up, but it was so hard! Neither my hands nor my arms were up to it, nor was I able to clamp my thighs tightly around the bar enough to help.
 
   It was kind of embarrassing to be so totally surpassed by this little twerp, especially at something which, let's face it, was something hot and sexy. And even if it was 'pole dancing' it was still dancing! And I loved dancing.
 
   She led me over to the exercise machine and showed me how to sit on the attached bench, and grip padded bars and then use them to work on both my arm and chest muscles, then on the lower bars for legs. I was determined, too. I wanted to be able to swing around that damn pole like she did!
 
   Just doing the exercises for a little bit left me sore and groaning, though. I mean, I wasn't out of shape. My favorite activity was dancing, but I wasn't used to using my upper body except for some chest muscle toning exercises I did for my breasts, and I wasn't used to working my legs in the same way.
 
   “You have to do it every day,” she said.
 
   Well, I have the time, so why not. Toning up my body was a worthy objective. It would make me even hotter, after all.
 
   I just didn't tell her that.
 
   *
 
   Living with Kathleen and Erin had its friction, of course. Especially since she was just as bossy as I remembered. Erin was two months older than me, but I still thought of her as way younger, for some reason. So it was hard to take her seriously.
 
   I was surprised that she could drive, for example, when she said she was taking the pickup to a volunteer place so she could deliver meals to old people. She invited me to come along and of course, I said no. Why the hell would I volunteer for something like that!?
 
   Jeeze, what a goody two shoes!
 
   A few days after moving in Kathleen I had my eighteenth birthday. She made me promise not to drink, which was so much bullshit, but I did it. Then Jared picked me up in his Corvette and we drove back downtown and had a wild blowout with my friends.
 
   Well of course I'd be drinking! It was my  eighteenth freaking birthday!
 
   So what if technically you weren't allowed to drink till twenty one? Nobody paid any attention to that! And since I was tall and blonde and hot and had fake ID that sort of thing had never given me any issues.
 
   Somewhere during the bar hopping me and Jared made out in his car, which was awkward given the lack of leg room, but hey, if there's a will, there's a way! We wound up angling the drivers seat back and then I straddled him and gave him a terrific ride which had his eyes bugging out!
 
   I loved making guys turn into silly putty!
 
   I was supposed to be 'home' by two, but it was closer to four before he dropped me off just up the lane. I was hoping to sneak in quietly, and had even left my basement window open for that purpose. I was a bit... not drunk, maybe, not entirely, but... uhm, happy.
 
   Hey, I was a fucking adult!
 
   It was freaking dark, though those trees. I managed to make my way around to the side, only to find the damn window closed and locked.
 
   “Fuck!” I hissed.
 
   So then I tried the front door, only to find the dead bolt on. What the fuck!? That bitch! She wanted me to have to ring the door so she'd wake up and find me smelling of booze! Fucking lawyer bitch!
 
   Maybe I was a bit drunk. But then again, going skinny-dipping wasn't really that bad an idea. There was some moon to see by, and going skinny-dipping was always fun – and a bit hot. I stripped off my dress, high heels, stockings and lingerie, then slipped into the pool.
 
   It always feels kind of sexy sliding through the water naked, and I slid under water, opening my mouth to fill it with water, then spurting it out like a whale surfacing. Ha! Let the bitch smell alcohol on me now!
 
   I swam a few laps, doing the same thing several times, enjoying myself and, like I said, feeling kind of daring and sexy being naked outside in the water like I was. 
 
   Then there was this huge wash of bright lights that dazzled and blinded me! I dove under water almost instinctively, shaking my head, then when I surfaced I squinted, trying to block the floodlights from hitting my eyes.
 
   Kathleen was standing there in a housecoat, arms folded across her chest, glaring down at me.
 
   “Shit,” I said.
 
   “What do you think you're doing, Sierra?”
 
   “Having a fucking swim! Is that a federal crime!? Geeze!”
 
   “You were supposed to be home by two. And you're naked.”
 
   “Duh,” I muttered.
 
   I climbed out of the pool, a little embarrassed, well, more than a little, but determined to brazen my way through it. Hey, I was proud of my body! And I was sure not going to cringe and squeal like an embarrassed little girl and try to cover myself with my arms! No way was I going to give her that much satisfaction!
 
   So I forced myself to stand up straight, and even reached up and back to my hair, gripping it and twisting the water out – and incidentally, arching my back.
 
   Yeah, how do you like my breasts, bitch? I bet you wish yours were as big and firm, I thought.
 
   “A proper lady does not wander around naked,” she said with a flinty eyed stare.
 
   “So I'm not a proper fucking lady. So fucking what?”
 
   “And a proper lady does not talk like a sailor!”
 
   “Well, I just got out of the water,” I said, snickering like that was funny.
 
   She looked me up and down. “Have you been drinking?”
 
   “Nope!” I said.
 
   “Get inside, get dressed and go to bed. We'll speak of this further in the morning!” she snapped.
 
   “Yes, sir!” I said, sort of clicking my heels together and saluting.
 
   “You're not funny, Sierra!”
 
   “I'm funny to me. And by the way, I sleep naked.”
 
   Her eyes narrowed.
 
   “What? Is there a rule about that?”
 
   “Not if you're an animal.”
 
   “You're such a prig,” I said. “I'm amazed you even have a daughter. I bet you got divorced because men wanted to have sex with you and see you naked.”
 
   “Go to bed!”
 
   “Okay,” I said, marching past her to the now open back door.
 
   I couldn't help turning, though. “And I had sex tonight! I can have sex any time I want!”
 
   “Any animal can,” she said. “Including blonde sluts!”
 
   “Jealous?”
 
   “Go!”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Okay, so I was in some trouble. But honestly, I didn't see what I'd done as being particularly wrong. Who doesn't get drunk on their eighteenth birthday? Unless they're a Mormon or something.
 
   But Kathleen was icy for days after, and kept calling me “the blonde” or bringing up blondes, as in “Even blondes have to do chores” or “just because you're blonde doesn't mean you can't work” or, “don't think being a blonde gets you out of acting responsibly” as if “blonde” was some sort of description which went beyond my hair color.
 
   I continued my new exercise regime, even though my muscles were feeling kind of sore. Erin was nicer than her mom, at least, though she was still a prissy girl about a lot of stuff. Like a week later  she agreed to show me a few introductory moves on the pole so of course, I wore my gray yoga pants and a short, midriff baring tank top.
 
   “Those pants are pretty tight,” she said with disapproval.
 
   “They're exercise pants!” I said. “And there's no men around to see anyway!”
 
   She shrugged and nodded. She, of course, was wearing shorts, and I don't mean tight shorts or short shorts. They were the kind of shorts middle school kids wore to gym class. She also wore a full sized t-shirt tucked into her shorts. Ugh! Ugh!
 
   Anyway, she demonstrated some fairly simple moves, like how to grab the pole up high and then twist your body around it. You held on and threw your legs forward and around so you swung halfway around the pole. I could do that, though not with the ease she could.
 
   The yoga pants proved to be an issue, though, when she tried to show me how to grip the pole with my legs, because when I tried I slid right since the fabric just wouldn't grip.
 
   “Maybe you should wear something else next time,” she said with a bit of an I-told-you-so smirk.
 
   “I wouldn't leave that open to her,” Kathleen said from the doorway.
 
   We turned and she frowned at us. “Being blonde, she'll probably decide on a thong and a tiny bikini top.”
 
   Then she turned and left!
 
   Bitch!
 
   “Your mom can be a real bitch.”
 
   And you know what she did!? She slapped my ass hard! It stung and made me yelp and leap.
 
   “Don't speak like that about my mother!” she snapped.
 
   Then she stormed out of the room before I could do anything but stare at her in astonishment. Jesus, what a freak! They were both freaks!
 
   I shook my head and swung around the pole a few times, but the yoga pants really weren't doing it for me. In fact, I kind of wanted to try it in lingerie, like a real stripper! That would be – hot! No way I was gong to, of course, now that Kathleen had brought that up like I was some kind of natural born slut.
 
   It was maybe a week later that Kathleen went to work, and Erin went downtown with her to work at her office as an intern. That was when I thought I'd skinny-dip again. Why not? It was nice and sunny out, but no one was around, and I had the place to myself all day. 
 
   Then I had the thought to do some pole dancing the way it should be done! So I put on some clothes I could take off, turned on the music, and started dancing – like a stripper. It made me feel hot and breathless as I stripped off my clothes as if an audience was watching and cheering.
 
   I got down to my thong and bra, then slipped off the bra, and started swinging around the pole, arching and twisting, proudly showing off my body. Then I slipped off the thong and continued – like a stripper!
 
   It was tiring, but I enjoyed myself, and then I went out back and jumped into the pool naked.
 
   Take that, Kathleen!
 
   When I went back inside I wasn't in any hurry to get dressed, in large part because I didn't have to. I mean, I was also kind of rubbing her nose in it – safely, without her knowing. So I wandered into her room and looked around – naked. I opened her closet and dresser drawers and sneered at her conservative white underwear and ugly clothes.
 
   Then I went downstairs and did the same in Erin's room, and, before going back to my room, opened the door to the unfinished side of the basement and wandered around, just because I could. I was mostly dry now, except for my hair and padded barefoot around the boxes and equipment, going to the far end, where I found a set of stairs going down.
 
   That looked weird. I mean, we were in the basement. Why would there be stairs going down? We weren't in a tornado area or anything where people routinely built storm shelters, but maybe that was what it was.
 
   I walked down the stairs but found a locked door. That intrigued me. A secret! I loved ferreting out other people's secrets!
 
   Furthermore, when I'd been casually poking around in Kathleen's room I'd opened the drawers to her desk and there had been keys there. I padded back upstairs and got the keys, then came down and tried one after another until – yay! 
 
   Feeling smug, I eased into the room, reaching up and finding a light switch. I snapped it on, and found myself in a small hallway with a carpeted floor. There were doorways to left and right, and I went left, reached in and snapped on the light.
 
   What I found shocked me. At first I just stood there in a state of confusion, and then disbelief.
 
   I don't think I would have even known what the stuff in there was for, the various frames, for example, had it not been for the rack on the wall which had what were very obviously a collection of whips and flogs and paddles and straps.
 
   Like, there was this big X-shaped frame propped up at an angle against one wall. It had straps on the corners, but I would probably not have realized what it was for without the whips. Then there was this weird sort of thing like a sawhorse, only it was polished, and had several knobs and holes. 
 
   Then there was the post in the corner, also with straps at the top, and rings down the side, and the chains hanging overhead from pulleys. I mean, holy shit!
 
   I went over to finger the whips, shaking my head in amazement, then opened a cupboard and found a ridiculously large assortment of ropes in a wild variety of colors. There were also a lot of chains hanging from hooks, again, some very thin, some thick enough to hold Conan! There were a bunch of shackles and handcuffs and leather restraints, collars and clips and all sorts of weird and kinky shit!
 
   And then the next cupboard was full of dildos! There were at least a dozen in different thicknesses and lengths and colors, but very clearly made to look as much like real penises as possible. Then there were a dozen more in strange colors and shapes, like with balls and dimples and curves. And there was a whole bunch of different shaped vibrators, some big, some small.
 
   They were perverts!
 
   Or at least, Kathleen was!
 
   Of all the nerve treating me like I was some kind of slut!
 
   I was indignant at first. I wandered down the hall and found another room, this one with a big cage in the middle, then another room which was a bathroom with shower. I returned to the cage room and looked at it. Did they actually keep people in a cage? What a kinky, perverted idea! Who would agree to that!?
 
   I wandered back to the main room, then examined stuff again. I was still naked, and I was starting, frankly, to get turned on. Well, I had been in kind of a hot, sexy mood from the pole dancing and skinny-dip to begin with. But seeing all this sex stuff not only gave me a different view of Kathleen, but of course, made me think about myself in here doing kinky stuff with some guy!
 
   I was... fascinated with some of the stuff. I had lived in a small apartment with my dad all my life, and he cleaned the place up and did the laundry, which meant he could be in my room putting things away when I wasn't there.
 
   Hey, it was either accept that or do my own laundry, okay?
 
   But I had never seriously considered getting any sort of sex toy in part because, well, imagine how horrible, how mortifying it would be if my dad found it! Imagine your dad finding a big old dildo or vibrator in your night table! Aaack!
 
   But now I picked up these dildos, some of them very impressive in size, and licked my lips appreciatively. Some, I wasn't even sure I could get into my body!
 
   Mind you, the thought of trying was more than a little exciting. And hey, I had hours before I had to worry about them returning. Some of them were awfully intriguing, and as I went through them it became clear a few were clearly designed to go up your ass! That was... icky but...  hot and nasty!
 
   There were several collars, and I tried on a couple and looked at myself in the full length mirrors. I looked freaking hot! I left the black leather one on, which had metal studs, and put matching restraints around my wrists and ankles, then posed for myself in front of the mirror.
 
   I even ran to my room to get my camera to take a few pictures of myself like that. I wasn't going to be dumb enough to send them to anyone, but I could show them to a few guys and it would make them instantly hard as rocks!
 
   Then I started playing with the dildos. I tried a small one, first, then a fat one, then a long, fat one! There was lube, and I used it, straddling the thing on the floor, and slowly sinking down its long length, gasping and moaning as I did, and resisting touching my clitoris, which was swollen and throbbing and ready to explode!
 
   When I was fully down on it, groaning at the pressure inside me, I reached down and fingered my clitoris, and came like crazy! It was a monster orgasm, and I twisted and jerked and jammed myself down on it as I cried out in wild, helpless pleasure!
 
   I calmed down a little and removed it, then positioned myself on that big X, as if I was tied to it and about to be whipped! That was hot! I stepped down, and plucked a few of the straps off the wall, testing them by slapping them lightly against my butt a few times. Then I tried the same with a few of the little crops and quirts.
 
   Poking around in one of the drawers I found a pair of dildos that were a bit odd. They weren't made to look like real penises but had the right sort of shape. The heads were on a small spring, though, and three quarters of the way down, they swelled like a snake that had eaten a baseball, then narrowed abruptly.
 
   They both had caps at the end, which, when unscrewed, showed batteries. There was a switch, and I laughed to see the heads turning and rotating when you turned it on. They also pushed in and back. I had to try them of course, but why were there two?
 
   Well, because one was supposed to go up your ass!
 
   And I was intrigued enough to want to see what they'd feel like. I lubed them, then slid the one up my ass first, because I figured that would be harder. It was surprisingly easy, though it stretched me some. My ass really stretched around the bulge, though, but once that was in I was fine.
 
   I had that dildo up my ass to the cap, then fed the other one into my pussy. It stretched me a little too, especially the round part, but again, with both inside me, I was ready to turn them on. Then I realized I could stand up with them, which was interesting. The bulges kept them from falling even without my squeezing in on them!
 
   There was a whole shelf of blindfolds and gags, and I took out one of the gags, a ball-gag, feeling a rush of heat at the thought of putting it into my mouth. My skin was feeling hot, my insides squirming with excitement as I pressed the thing against my mouth. It was too big, at first, but I found that I could squeeze the ball in to get it past my teeth if I opened them wide.
 
   It slid into my mouth slowly, expanding on the other side of the teeth until it was lodged firmly in my mouth, filling it, and pressing down against my tongue, but also not allowing me to close my mouth again. I drew the straps across my cheeks and then buckled them behind my head, glancing at myself in the mirror with a sense of awe!
 
   Wow!
 
   There was another of those odd stands to one side which had interested me. It was like a tall double doorway without doors. Chains with ring clips hung from the top corners, though, as well as directly overhead.
 
   The base was raised off the floor to about to ankle height, and it had holes in it. Then I realized that half of it could be lifted up and back. I quickly understood you stepped into the box, then closed the half down so that your ankles were enfolded, but your feet were trapped. There were snap locks which folded down to look the thing in place.
 
   I reached up and attached one of the snap rings to the ring in the left wrist restraint, feeling hotter and hornier by the second! Then I turned on the two vibrator things, or whatever they were! I gasped as I felt the heads moving up inside me! They were thrusting away deep in my belly at what felt like my freaking cervix!
 
   They were also twisting and turning, while the whole things vibrated! Gasping, I reached up and fumbled at the other ring. But I couldn't get my wrist in it. Cursing, I instead undid the first ring, then put my hands straight up to where there was a chain. I was able to get that clipped to both wrists, using both my hands.
 
   Then I looked directly across at myself, at the mirror. I looked so hot! I mean, wow! I stared at my naked body, stretched and arching, and the dildo vibrator thing sticking out of my pussy! I looked incredibly sexy and sensual! I looked like one of those hot, slutty girls on the internet the guys are always staring at!
 
   It was... electrifying! I deliberately strained and twisted against the restraints to watch myself, while those buzzing sex toys made my abdomen quiver and thrum with a growing sense of heat and power!
 
   I was going to come, I thought! God, I was going to come without even touching myself! I moaned and writhed dramatically as I stared at myself in the mirror, throwing my head up and back, pulling against the restraints as the heat pumped wildly inside me!
 
   The sex toys felt really wild inside me! The way the heads were jabbing away at my insides, while turning and twisting, and setting the whole things vibrating, left me breathless and overheated! 
 
   I gasped as my ankles jerked against the wooden base. Unlike the wrist cuffs this was not soft leather but hard wood, but pushing against it I discovered by accident that somehow the holes were meant to slide apart! How weird and cool! I was able to press my lower legs to the sides, and the holes slid further apart.
 
   Which left my body more and more tightly held, for spreading my legs pulled me down against the leather restraints. I moaned excitedly as I shifted my legs far apart enough so my body strained with the tension, then continued to writhe and buck and grind my hips as the sexual pressure built up!
 
   The thing was, as incredibly aroused as I was, there was no direct contact with my clitoris, and the little jabbing things, while exciting, weren't a substitute for a real cock. I was sure that if I was able to touch my clit for only a few seconds I would have come incredibly hard! But I couldn't!
 
   That made it frustrating. I was sooo hot, but I wanted to come! But if I came then I'd stop being so hot, right? I was enjoying being so turned on, so filled with sexual energy and heat! But I wanted to come, damn it! Instead, I just kept getting hotter, but slowly, until I was frazzled and gasping and moaning into the gag, and I was starting to sweat!
 
   It was so incredibly wild! I'd never been so hot before for so long! I'd always been able to come really fast whenever I reached that level of intensity. But now I just bubbled and boiled in a cauldron of my own wild dark juices, without the climax I so desperately craved!
 
   Now my moaning and writhing was for real, not just done so I could watch myself. I was panting through the gag filling my mouth, moaning as my body thrummed with sexual electricity. I dropped my head low, staring excitedly at the sight of the thing sticking out of my pussy, then up at the mirror again, then drew my head back, arching, feeling the skin going taut across my breasts!
 
   And then the orgasm came! I cried out in pleasure, my hips bucking more and more violently as the power grew and grew! I wanted to look at myself but couldn't focus, couldn't concentrate! I arched again and again, crying out, my cries becoming louder and louder as some part of me realized that I was alone, there were no neighbors, and I had this gag in my mouth.
 
   No need for restraint at all!
 
   God! I thought the top of my head would explode! This huge rush of sensation tore through me, so that I couldn't keep still, my body arching and bucking violently as my muscles spasmed uncontrollably!
 
   It left me... dazed, and gasping. Oh. My. God! What a come!
 
   Of course, as the orgasm left so too did a lot of that incredible sexual heat and feverish hunger. I sort of came to myself, wondering what time it was, and realizing how taut my body was being held, and that my arms and shoulders were getting sore.
 
   I pulled my ankles back together so I could loosen the chain clipped to my wrists and let me undo it. Or... I tried to pull my ankles together so I could loosen the chain clipped to my wrists...
 
   I grunted with effort, trying to pull the wood in by closing my legs, staring down below me at the frame my feet were locked into. I didn't have a lot of leverage, though. I mean, the muscles I used to pull my legs together weren't something used to a lot of resistance.
 
   And the wood wasn't moving.
 
   At all!
 
   I grunted with effort, my teeth digging into the ball gag as I put all my effort into forcing the holes to slide further together again! 
 
   And they didn't move!
 
   I felt a momentary panic, and then worked twice as hard, grunting and gasping and pulling with all my weight and strength, but the stupid holes didn't move at all! I stared up the length of my arms to my wrists tightly encased in the leather restraints, then at the chain which linked them to the top of the frame.
 
   The chain was hooked to the rings in the restraints by a simple little ring. All you needed to do to open it was use your thumb to push up the little spring side and then you could slide the ring of the restraints out.
 
   But not if the restraints were pulling hard against the ring, because you couldn't get your fingers down to your other wrist then to push in that little spring! I tried and tried, trying to push myself upward to ease the pressure! 
 
   But the wood around my ankles wouldn't allow me to rise much, not enough to make a difference, anyway. I kept trying and I kept failing!
 
   I felt a sense of horror starting to swell within me at the thought of not being able to get free! Because it wasn't even noon, and Kathleen and Erin wouldn't be back for a good six hours! And on top of that... if I was like this when they came home... OH! MY! GOD!
 
   I panicked again, twisting and writhing and thrashing, trying to tear myself free of the stupid frame by any means available! 
 
   All I did was exhaust myself. I wound up swaying dazedly, gasping for breath, sweating, my hair kind of frazzled as I swayed weakly.
 
   Hours passed. Hours!
 
   Every now and then I tried desperately to pull free, and failed. Every now and then tears of frustration filled my eyes and spilled down my cheeks at the thought of the utter humiliation I would feel when they found me like this.
 
   My arms and legs got more and more stiff and sore, my arms and back and shoulders aching from the strain. I was gripped by a sense of dazed disbelief. How could this have happened to me! How could I be so stupid! I was going to be mortified when they showed up! 
 
   It seemed like forever before I heard the first faint sounds. I was dazed, exhausted, drained and miserable. I was a mess! But the prospect of one of them finding me like this was not exactly a relief! Instead I started to feel a growing sense of horror at what was to come, cringing mentally.
 
   I had been wondering which would be worse. Would it be worse if Erin found me? Because she probably had no idea about all this stuff, and would be shocked, but I might be able to convince her not to tell her mom. Or would it be worse if Kathleen found me? She wouldn't tell Erin, after all, and was probably familiar with all this... pervy stuff.
 
   The worst case scenario, of course, was both of them finding me together. So, of course, that was what happened.
 
   I heard their voices, and cringed, dropping my chin down low, refusing to look at them as their voices approached! And then I saw their feet and lower legs through the curtain of my own hair. I heard Erin's gasp of shock, then “Oh my God!' she exclaimed.
 
   “Well, well, well,” Kathleen said.
 
   She moved closer, and then I cried out as she grabbed my thick, loose hair and jerked my head up and back, forcing me to look at her! My face was burning up with heat and shame!
 
   “I see someone has broken into my personal things,” she said with a low, dangerous growl. 
 
   I moaned as she forced my head back further.
 
   “Someone went snooping in my bedroom, went into my desk drawers, took out my keys, and then stuck her nose where it didn't belong!”
 
   I rolled my eyes up and to the right, refusing to look at her. I mean, I saw her anyway, but I couldn't meet her eyes! This was the most humiliating moment of my entire life! I could see Erin standing back a little way, staring at me with wide eyes, clearly shocked, and I wished I could fall through the floor!
 
   She let go of my hair and I dropped my chain down to my chest again as she snorted disdainfully.
 
   “What you see here, Erin, is your typical blonde whore,” she growled. “Helplessly drawn to sex and anything related to sex without regard to any sense of right or wrong.
 
   The words stung, and I thought they were unfair. I mean, she was the one with the pervy little play room!
 
   “What you have to remember about blondes, dear, is they're all sluts. Sex, and satisfying their sexual hunger is all they  think about. They need to be lusted after, to be envied, to be looked at as sex objects, and are willing to do whatever it takes to please their hungry little bodies.”
 
   I gasped again as she seized my hair and jerked it up and back again.
 
   “It's in their genes,” she said.
 
   She released my hair and moved back, in fact, moved back to where the rack of whips was, then took something down and returned. Something slid in under my jaw, a long, thin, leathery rod, and she forced my chin upward.
 
   “Look at me, slut!” she barked.
 
   I flinched, but forced my eyes to her face.
 
   “We have two choices here, slut,” she said. “The first choice involves me calling your father and explaining to him what you did, how I found you – exactly how I found you – and why you can't stay here any more.”
 
   I felt another rush of horror at the thought of her calling my dad and telling him how she found me! Ohmgod! 
 
   “Would you like to know what the second choice is – slut?”
 
   I stared at her anxiously.
 
   “Nod your head if you do.”
 
   I forced my head to nod.
 
   “The second choice you have is that you reform your behavior, show more respect, and learn discipline. That means doing as you are told, when you are told, instantly, and without argument! Do you understand me, slut?”
 
   I jerked my head helplessly up and down.
 
   “It also means punishment. Because you have violated my privacy, violated the privacy of my bedroom, of my desk, and of my life. That all requires a very, very stiff discipline. Do you understand? Slut?”
 
   I jerked my head anxiously up and down again.
 
   “Very well,” she growled.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “Erin!”
 
   “Yes, mother?”
 
   “How does a child learn not to touch a hot pot?”
 
   “Uhm, well, you tell it.”
 
   “And then?”
 
   “If it burns its hand...”
 
   “Exactly. The burned hand teaches best. It teaches on an almost instinctive level after that. Pain is a very good teacher.”
 
   I felt a swirling, churning sense of anxiety amid the humiliation still gripping me.
 
   “And do you know why you would pull down a child's pants to spank its' bare bottom?”
 
   “Uhm, because it stings more?”
 
   “No. You do it because the shame is also a good educator. It adds to the power of the lesson to be learned.”
 
   She pulled the leather stick thing back and I gulped nervously, looking away again, face still flaming.
 
   “Do you know what this is, Erin?”
 
   “It's a light riding crop, number 12, with a flicker tip,” Erin said, in the same voice she might have answered a teacher at school asking her to identify a river in Brazil.
 
   I felt a sense of confusion at her words. Like, how the hell would Erin know this stuff?
 
   “Blonde girls, as I've said, are different from real women,” Kathleen said. “There is another way you can teach or train a blonde girl,” she said. “Blonde girls have a different set of responses, a different set of instincts to real women.”
 
   She drew the riding crop down and then pressed the thin shaft up against the underside of my left breast. I gulped, looking down at it. It was quite thin and flexible. There was a loose, inch long leather cord at the tip like a tassel. 
 
   Suddenly she drew her arm back, and then swung the crop down very quickly. The tassel snapped down across my right breast, right across the nipple! I yelped at the sting, but already she was shifting to my left breast, snapping the tassel down across my nipple there, leaving both of them throbbing a bit!
 
   “You see how I did that, Erin?”
 
   Erin moved closer, not looking shocked or appalled as I had imagined. Instead she had a sort of earnest look on her face.
 
   “I just used my wrist, which has enough force in a short distance to cause the flick tip to strike her nipple.”
 
   She did it again, twice, to my left breast, and I yelped and gasped, my eyes going wide.
 
   “Yes, I see,” Erin said.
 
   “You try it.”
 
   I started to feel, amid the humiliation and anxiety, a trace of swirling confusion.
 
   She handed the crop to Erin, who studied my breasts.
 
   “She has big breasts,” she said.
 
   “That's one of the signs of a sex toy. Remember what I taught you about women who are sex toys?”
 
   Erin nodded earnestly.
 
   “I told you I suspected that was what Sierra was.”
 
   “Yes. She looks and acts like one,” Erin said.
 
   She placed the tip of the crop against my nipple, then drew it up and snapped it down. The tassel thing cut across the center of my breast with stinging force, and I yelped and jerked back.
 
   “You're using your arm, dear,” Kathleen said. “Just use the wrist to move the hand itself.”
 
   Erin nodded and repositioned her arm, then her hand slapped the thin 'flick' down across my nipple. It wasn't very hard and didn't really hurt.
 
   “That's the idea, but faster.”
 
   Erin moved her hand faster, now that she apparently had the idea, and the little tip flicked down across my nipple again and again and again, becoming a blur as her hand kept moving it! My nipple stung again and again, with the rapid little blows, and began to burn hotly!
 
   “Good,” Kathleen said, moving forward again. “Now if you want to accentuate the sensations, just give her nipple a little pinch and twist.”
 
   And she did just that! She caught my already erect nipple between her thumb and forefingers and jerked it out, then twisted it sharply so that it stung! It throbbed hotly and when Erin flicked the little whip tip across it hard and fast it stung more!
 
   I twisted and pulled at the restraints, moaning into the gag, more and more confused and anxious about what the hell Kathleen and Erin were doing!
 
   “Her nipples appear to be fairly sensitive,” Kathleen said. “That's often not the case with these big breasted sluts. That's good, because it gives you more options. Get me a couple of nipple clamps, with alligator clips.”
 
   Erin hurried back to one of the cupboards and returned with a pair of small silver balls. Each had a two inch chain with an alligator clip attached, and Kathleen cupped my left breast and framed my swollen nipple between the teeth. Then let it snap closed.
 
   I squealed into the gag, jerking back, but of course, that only served to make the ball bounce and jerk on my burning nipple more! So I had to stay still, trembling, moaning, and rolling my eyes at her as she handed the other one to Erin.
 
   Erin framed my other nipple, ignoring the way I was shaking my head, and let the jaws bit down on it! I again felt that sharp, stinging pain, and cried out into the gag! But this time I didn't move much, knowing that it would only make both balls bounce and pull!
 
   “Now get me a flogger, a light one,” Kathleen said.
 
   Erin hurried back to the rack and returned with a thick handled flog. It was blue, and had studs along the handle. A dozen or more thin leather laces about a foot long hung loosely from the handle.
 
   I shook my head again and she snorted.
 
   “You think you don't deserve punishment, slut?”
 
   I moaned helplessly.
 
   “Make up your mind. Either I punish you and teach you discipline, or you can go, and I'll call your father.”
 
   I dropped my head, face flushed, nipples burning.
 
   She nodded and moved around behind me.
 
   “Now the idea here is to prepare your slut. That's important, especially with a slut like this who isn't used to discipline. Position your body at an angle.”
 
   I felt a hand sliding over my bare back.
 
   “You have all this expanse of space to work with, unmarred, like a blank canvas.”
 
   I cringed and tried to brace myself, feeling a sense of unreality to this, of disbelief!
 
   Then there was a faint movement out of the corner of my eye, and a soft sound as those laces struck the center of my back! They had spread out, and they weren't very heavy. But each one stung when it hit, and they all hit at the same time! 
 
   I cried out in pain, back arching sharply! Of course, my sudden movement made the balls hanging from my nipples swing and bounce, which tugged on them even more!
 
   Another blow followed a few seconds later, and again I jerked sharply, crying out at the sudden ripple of stinging blows! Another blow, and another, one rising and one hitting lower made me jerk and set the weighted balls bouncing, and another sharper blow finished it off as I cried out and whimpered helplessly.
 
   “Now you try.”
 
   I moaned, my back feeling hot and tender already! 
 
   “Notice that while the skin is getting pink there are no welts. This is a light flog.”
 
   The flog struck my back again, five or six times in a row! My back began to burn hotly as I twisted and jerked and cried out into the gag.
 
   “Quit whining, you baby,” Kathleen said. 
 
   I felt her hand on my ass, then, caressing it.
 
   “Now this is another unmarked surface, and its nicely positioned, though the buttocks are spread apart more than I'd normally like. Still, the skin hasn't drawn too tightly. I think we use a nice punishment strap, the loop.”
 
   Erin took the flog back and got something else. I moaned, staring anxiously. It was like... a strap, well, a handle, with a loop of leather strap attached.
 
   “The way it works, of course, is that the outside strap hits the bottom first,” Kathleen said, “Then the inner strap hits the outer, reinforcing the blow and making it sting more, but without damaging the skin.”
 
   “I know this one. Can I do it first?” Erin asked with an eager voice.
 
   I twisted my head and saw her positioning herself to my left, and I tried again to pull my wrists free.
 
   Crack!
 
   I squealed hard when the strap hit my bottom! It stung!
 
   And, as with the flog, the sting was redoubled because my body jerked hard, and that set the weighted balls bouncing and tugging at my nipples!
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   I squealed and cried out at every blow, unable to keep myself from jerking and twisting, getting more frantic as she continued to carefully bring the strap down across my already hot, throbbing bottom!
 
   I felt a hand pushing in between my arms and grabbing my hair, then jerking back sharply. I cried out again as my head was forced back between my arms, way back, until I was looking up and back at Kathleen's stern face.
 
   “A strapping on your tender ass is the very least you deserve for violating my privacy, you blonde slut!' she said.
 
   She took the strap from Erin and then drew her arm up and back while still holding my hair.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   The strap hit even harder and I howled into the gag, my bottom starting to burn!
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   “You're going to learn discipline, slut.”
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   “And you're going to learn manners.”
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   “And you're going to learn obedience.”
 
   Tears began to spill from my eyes as my bottom burned hotly! But she released my hair and then moved around in front of me again, Erin coming with her, eyes wide and fascinated.
 
   “Get me a couple of small nipple suction cups,” she said.
 
   Erin moved back to the cupboards and returned with two round plastic things which looked a little like egg cups, but had plungers on the rear. Kathleen removed the nipple clamps from my nipples, and I gasped in relief – for an instant. Then they began to sting and burn hotly all over again!
 
   The pain had dulled, but now it sharpened right up again and I twisted and cried out, fresh tears coming to my eyes! This was so unfair!
 
   And yet... there was this strange dark undertone to it. I mean, it wasn't just that she was punishing me. She was punishing me in a very sexual way. It could be that it was simply because I was here and naked and that was the sorts of stuff which were available to her, but I was starting to think it was a lot more than that.
 
   That put my mind into swirling confusion and uncertainty yet again!
 
   The stinging pain eased, and instead I began to feel a sort of pins and needles sensation, like when you lost feeling in a body part and the blood returned. 
 
   Kathleen took one of the cups and pressed it against the center of my left breast, around my nipple, then began to slowly pull the plunger thing back. I felt a sense of suction, of being sucked harder and harder as she pulled the plunger back all the way.
 
   Erin then put the other one on my other nipple, and it too began to suck on my soft flesh. With the pins and needles sensation they were experiencing I felt a very, very strange and not unpleasant kind of tingling and sucking which made me gasp and widened my eyes.
 
   “You like that, don't you, slut?” she asked with a smile.
 
   I flushed and looked away and then her hand dropped down to between my legs! I gasped and felt a jolt of energy and heat as she gripped the base of the dildo thing there and pushed it up a little more. Then her thumb pressed against my clitoris and began to rub firmly!
 
   Now this could not be explained away as anything BUT sexual! I felt a breathless sense, a sense of shocked confusion and uncertainty, and then a dark flickering heat. I mean, it wasn't like I'd never done anything with girls before. It was kind of fashionable, after all.
 
   The idea of doing anything with Kathleen, though, had never occurred to me! And this wasn't drunken playing around by teenage friends. She was a woman in her late thirties, technically old enough to be my mother! 
 
   I flushed hotly, moaning and shaking my head in denial even as this dark, swirly sense of sexual heat and hunger began to ooze up through my belly.
 
   “Notice what I'm doing, Erin?”
 
   “You're rubbing her clit.”
 
   “Yes, but with the dildo. I don't have to pump it in and out. I just shift it a little inside her, from side to side, and in, just a little, enough that she feels movement. Then use your thumb in short, firm sideways strokes. It's effective against any woman, but especially against a blonde slut.”
 
   “Can I try?”
 
   This was so fucking bizarre! I was in a state of rising shock as Erin gripped the dildo instead, twisting it, pushing it upward, then rubbing her thumb across my clitoris. The raw heat grew much deeper, even as I groaned at how hard she was pushing the dildo!
 
   “You're pushing it in harder than you need to,” Kathleen said.
 
   “Don't we want her to feel pain?”
 
   “Yes, but I'm not sure if she's ready to meld pleasure and pain together yet.”
 
   “She's a blonde, though.”
 
   “That's true.”
 
   It was weird the way they were talking about me, as if I wasn't even there, or at least, as if  I wasn't a person, but some kind of... of thing! And they were speaking so clinically and casually about stuff like rubbing my clit! It was insane!
 
   Kathleen pulled one of the cups loose from the center of my breast and I gasped, staring down at my swollen nipple.
 
   “See how big her nipples are now!?” Erin said in delight.
 
   “And much more sensitive,” Kathleen said.
 
   Erin leaned forward. I was taller than her, but with my legs apart as they were we were about the same height. I cried out as Kathleen gripped my hair, forcing my head back sharply. Then Erin slid her lips around the center of my breast and began to suck rhythmically!
 
   I cried out, first in shock, then in helpless pleasure! My nipple was tingling wildly! And her thumb was still stroking against my clitoris as she ground the nose of the dildo against the back wall of my pussy!
 
   And then the orgasm came, rippling up through my abdomen and making me cry out involuntarily, my hips bucking against her hand, against her thumb and the dildo!
 
   “You see how easy that was?” Kathleen asked as I arched a final time and shuddered.
 
   “Yes! That didn't take much time!”
 
   “Blondes,” Kathleen said knowingly. “They're natural sluts and sex toys.”
 
   I trembled weakly, moaning into the gag, and dropped my chin, even more embarrassed! 
 
   And yet... and yet this was becoming a weird, kinky sex thing, and the two of them might be acting almost like observers but they definitely weren't uninvolved! That, oddly enough, relieved some of my humiliation and shame. Instead this weird dark emotion began to shimmer inside me, as if I were part of some kind of strange, dreamy play, acting in a role.
 
   And the role was of the helpless, beautiful, sexy prisoner of … of the evil witch! And that 'helpless' part was pretty easy to fit into given I was completely helpless! I was also, because of how they'd found me, feeling so completely... degraded and low, for want of a better term, that I didn't even think of trying to challenge Kathleen and the nasty things she was saying about me.
 
   I mean, she was acting like I was some sort of different and backward  species, some kind of sex animal that needed to be trained or something! She was an awfully good actor if she didn't believe it. And if she did believe it she was kind of crazy! But it was such a wicked, shocking sort of thing that it left me feeling this dark thrumming sense of tension inside!
 
   And I remained bound and helpless! 
 
   Maybe if I wasn't so exhausted, and so … degraded by the way they'd found me, so helpless, well, maybe I'd have been more angry, more resentful. I mean, her calling me a slut was kind of ironic given this was her place! But I didn't think of it as ironic at the time, not really! I felt shamed and guilty and that she was right!
 
   I mean, you know how when someone catches you red-handed, and you're just so very, very guilty there's no point in even trying to protest or argue? That was how I felt. I still had dildos sticking out of my pussy and ass! How could I be indignant when she called me a slut!?
 
   And then there was also the fact my bottom was still very, very warm! I way preferred them giving me an orgasm to strapping my bottom! Not that I thought of it that way, exactly. It wasn't like I was thinking straight. I was as flustered, dazed, and embarrassed, as overwhelmed by it all as I'd ever been in my life!
 
   “Remember, slut,” Kathleen said, pressing the crop up under one of my breasts, “Any disobedience will get you a strapping or worse. When you're given an order I expect you to obey it instantly. Is that clear?”
 
   I nodded my head shakily.
 
   “When I let you down, you are going to get down on your hands and knees. Understand?”
 
   I nodded anxiously.
 
   “Remember,” she said to Erin, “You have to speak to them firmly.”
 
   She went behind me and unsnapped something, then opened the top of the frame. I groaned as I was able to pull my legs out of the round holes and ease the tension on my spine and arms and shoulders! Then she reached up and unclipped the leather restraints, letting my arms drop. 
 
   I almost fell on my fact, never mind hands and knees. Erin had to grip my arm to support me as I stumbled forward away from the frame, groaning with relief as I was able to finally move my legs and bend my arms!
 
   I didn't hesitate to sink to my knees, groaning again at bending my legs finally! I felt such a sense of physical relief! I dropped forward onto my hands, groaning deeply.
 
   “I want your chin on the floor, and arms out to your sides, slut,” Kathleen ordered.
 
   I lowered myself further, groaning in relief as my back bent further. It felt so good to bend my back! I bent way over, wincing again as my throbbing nipples pressed against the carpeted floor.
 
   Crack!
 
   I gasped at the stinging blow across my backside! Kathleen had one of those crop things, and it stung!
 
   “Raise that bottom high, slut,” she ordered, and draw your belly in tight! I want a sharp arch to that back.”
 
   To emphasize her point she moved forward and put her foot down between my shoulder blades! I gasped and winced, for she was wearing high heels! Then she slapped the crop lightly against my sex.
 
   “Pull your hips forward, slut. Forward! I want that lovely ass of yours high in the air!”
 
   I struggled to wiggle myself forward, or at least, my hips, for she was pressing down firmly on my back to keep my chest where it was!
 
   Crack! The crop cut across my buttocks again!
 
   “Arms straight out to your sides!” she barked.
 
   I moaned and thrust my arms out to either side.
 
   “Good, now spread your knees to the sides.”
 
   She thrust the crop between my thighs and began to slap it back and forth between them as I shifted my knees wider and wider apart until she was satisfied.
 
   “Do you see how she's positioned, Erin?”
 
   “Yes, mother.”
 
   “It's a submissive position which is basically that of a slut waiting to be mounted and ridden hard. 
 
   “Yes, I see,” Erin said, nodding earnestly.
 
   “And there is both a psychological and instinctive aspect of such a mounting, for it demonstrates to her that she is a sexual object to be taken and used by a powerful man, that she is a submissive and obedient sexual animal for her master.”
 
   Erin nodded.
 
   “Go and get the vibrawand.”
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The position I was in was explicitly sexual, and I recognize that even if she hadn't been pointing that out to Erin. I might not have thought of it in quite the same way, but nothing which she was saying sounded out of line. I mean, if a guy was there I was positioned so he could take me from behind and fuck me as hard as he wanted, and with my arms out as they were, it was clear I was not taking an active part in it, just that I was being fucked.
 
   And yet, though her words made me uncomfortable, and a bit indignant, they also turned me on for some weird reason. I was obscenely displayed to them, and I was now starting to come to the understanding that Kathleen liked girls, or at least, that she had a sexual use for them.
 
   And then Erin brought over the 'vibrawand'. I turned my head a bit to see that it was like a sort of a big plastic microphone. I mean, it had a handle part, and then the sort of rounded part on top, and it trailed a long cord behind.
 
   Crack!
 
   I gasped at the blow to my bottom.
 
   “Face forward, slut!”
 
   I jerked my face forward, moaning, then heard the soft buzzing of the wand.
 
   “... this is low, this is medium, and this is high,” Kathleen was saying. “This one gives a more pulsating rhythm. I would work them upward, and use that to make her come.”
 
   I felt my pulse starting to race at the words and sound, and despite my embarrassment and sense of, well, being so degraded at being positioned like this naked before them, I felt a sudden tingling heat between my legs.
 
   Then she pressed the vibrator against my clitoris and my hips flinched and jerked as I gasped in surprise. 
 
   “Softly, at first,” I heard Kathleen say.
 
   I moaned as the pressure within me began to grow. Erin rubbed the vibrator from side to side, then back and forth, turning up the pressure so that I began to breath in sharp, ragged gasps! My insides thrummed with growing intensity, and I my heart was pounding as the sexual electricity grew to unbearable levels!
 
   She turned off the vibrator, then, and I felt fingers at the dildo in my pussy. I groaned as it was pulled backward, as the swollen part which was nestled just inside the taught lips of my sex put pressure on them to stretch wider, then slid slowly out of my body.
 
   I felt empty... vacant! But not for long. Within seconds I felt a pressure against my opening, felt myself being stretched wide, once again, very wide. I groaned helplessly as something slid into me, something with a soft texture, but firm and round and … and thick!
 
   It was as thick around as the bulge in the other dildo had been, and it pushed deeper and deeper into my belly as I knelt there, moaning, and feeling myself being filled up!
 
   I twisted my head up and around only to see Erin kneeling behind me. She was still fully dressed, as she had been when she came in, in jeans and a t-shirt. But she had this... thing strapped to her lower body, a thick strap-on dildo!
 
   Kathleen shifted her foot from between my shoulder blades to my head and pressed down sharply enough to make me cry out.
 
   “Face forward, slut!' she ordered.
 
   Oh God!
 
   Erin was starting to pump the dildo slowly in and out, working it deeper with every stroke, and the thick dildo was stretching out the tight, elastic walls of my sex like a baseball bat being slid into a stocking!
 
   And it was thick! I groaned and gasped, aching at the thick penetration! I'd never had something that big inside me before! I whimpered and moaned and wriggled a bit, being slapped on the bottom several times for my trouble!
 
   “You're going to take every inch inside that slut body of yours,” Kathleen growled. “And you're going to love it. It might hurt a little, at first, but you're a blonde, and you can take any size cock and still fall in love with it.”
 
   Kathleen knelt beside me and gripped my left wrist, then lifted it up and back across the small of my back.
 
   “Give me your other hand, slut.”
 
   I groaned and obeyed, and a moment later she had clipped the restraints together again, locking my hands behind my back.
 
   “I want her to fully realize how helpless she is,” Kathleen said, standing.
 
   Erin was still pumping the dildo inside me, pushing it deeper and deeper.
 
   It didn't exactly hurt. I mean, it ached a lot. It was uncomfortable. But I wouldn't say it hurt exactly. And despite the aching I was starting to feel a wild little thrill of dark heat as she fucked me.
 
   Then the vibrawand thing came on and was placed up against my clitoris. OhmyGod! I cried out helplessly, my entire lower belly crackling with energy as it was rubbed back and forth against me. I groaned as I felt Erin's hips grinding against my buttocks, and knew she had driven the whole long dildo into my aching belly!
 
   She ground her hips against me, and that made the big dildo twist and turn around inside my abdomen! I was grinding my hips helplessly, as well, and when she started to pump again the dildo moved a bit easier as her hips drove it in and out.
 
   “Long, deep strokes, Erin. Now grip her hair. We want her to know she's being dominated,” Kathleen said.
 
   I shuddered and moaned and gasped as the dildo thrust into me and the vibrator ground against my clitoris. I cried out as I felt my hair gathered together, then yanked up and back! It hurt, and there wasn't anything I could do about it! Erin had hold of my hair and was tugging on it as she thrust into me with the strap-on!
 
   I heard Kathleen saying something else, low, I guess so I wouldn't hear. Erin slapped my bottom several times as she pounded the dildo into me with growing force.
 
   “Bad girl,” she said. “Bad girl!”
 
   I shuddered as I was skewered by the big, long dildo, as her hips began to slap more and more powerfully against my buttocks. Then she released my hair, and instead shifted her left leg far forward. I gasped as I felt the bottom of her shoe pressing firmly against my head. The force made my head turn sideways, and then her foot was on the side of my face, pressing my other cheek into the carpet as she drove her hips into me!
 
   At least she was wearing sneakers instead of high heels!
 
   “Bad girl,” she said, slapping my bottom. “You know this is exactly what you deserve.”
 
   The muscles in my hips were pulsing, making my bottom spasm and jerk against the hard thrusting and the buzzing vibrator! I whimpered and moaned breathlessly, gasping and grunting and moaning as she ground my face into the carpet and drove the thick dildo into me with hard, deep thrusts!
 
   “This is what you were made for, you filthy slut,” Kathleen said, “To be used like a bitch in heat!”
 
   I could not argue, of course. I could only gurgle and gasp and moan as Erin pounded that dildo into me with hard, deep, aching strokes that inflamed my mind! The buzzing vibrator was driving me insane as my breasts were ground into the carpet and my insides ached and burned!
 
   I came again, and my hips began to spasm uncontrollably as I cried out in release, sobbing and moaning and gurgling as my body shook violently. Erin continued to pound the dildo into me, riding me with hard, even brutal strokes that sent the head of the dildo punching me in the deepest pit of my belly again and again and again!
 
   *
 
   She drew out slowly, and pulled her foot off my face, leaving me gasping for breath and moaning dazedly, even more exhausted and drained than I had already been!
 
   Kathleen was giving Erin instructions as I knelt there.
 
   “... to remember that she's like any other animal you're trying to train. That means you have to be very obvious about rules and punishment. She's been told not to speak. Every word she utters gets a single blow from the crop, and instantly, do you understand?”
 
   “Yes, mother.”
 
   “Bathe her and feed her. Remember, she's your pet now and should be treated like one. And change her name.”
 
   “Her name?”
 
   “Yes, it will help in her adopting to her new role. Give her a new name.”
 
   “What about slut?”
 
   “That's a description not a name. Would you call a dog Dog?”
 
   Erin giggled. “I guess not.”
 
   “Give her a name appropriate to her breed, which is the blonde bimbo.”
 
   “You mean like Bambi or Trix or Tawnyi?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Ooo, how about Kitty? She's a sex kitten, after all!”
 
   “That would seem appropriate.”
 
   Erin knelt next to me and then gripped a thick fistful of hair behind my neck. I gasped as she jerked it up and back, raising my head as she leaned over.
 
   “Your name is Kitty from now on. Understand? Kitty.”
 
   She unclipped the wrist restraints from each other, and I yelped as she stood, forcing me up onto all fours before releasing my hair, then Kathleen snapped a chain to the back of the collar, and Erin started forward, tugging on the chain – as if it were a leash! I stumbled forward, gasping, my nipples aching as the weighted balls swung from them.
 
   Erin led me out of the room and up the narrow hall, then into the room with the shower. The shower was in the corner of the room, and open to the room, with only a tiled wall facing the shower-head, and the side open. It was a large shower, easily big enough for several people, but Erin first led me to the toilet.
 
   “Do you need to pee?” she asked.
 
   I blushed and nodded.
 
   “You were stuck there for some time. I'm not surprised,” she said.
 
   She let me sit on the toilet, but then folded her arms.
 
   “Nope. I'm staying here.”
 
   I flushed hotly, and thought of trying to do something like... like what? Push her away? The bathroom had no door on it! And her bitch mother was outside and would really tan my ass if I tried to beat up her daughter!
 
   It was embarrassing, but I had to empty my bladder as she watched. What I had not yet realized was just how little privacy I was going to get after this, which is to say, none whatsoever.
 
   “Now chin against the floor and bottom in the air, like before,” she ordered.
 
   I groaned but obeyed, and I felt her pulling the dildo slowly out of my ass. I was glad to feel it go, but she stood up, turned on the water, and then when she knelt down again she slid something else into me. It was narrower, but had a fat round plug part.
 
   And then water began to flow into me!
 
   I gasped and jerked up but that got a sharp, stinging slap to my bottom, and then her hand gripping my hair and forcing my face down again!
 
   “Do not change your position once you've been put into it!” she said sternly. “You were given an order, bad girl!”
 
   Crack!
 
   She slapped my bottom again and I gasped.
 
   The water poured into me as I knelt there, flustered and confused and moaning into the gag. It was bad enough she'd watched me pee but now... now it was to get worse! For she was giving me a fucking enema! 
 
   Her fingers slid between my thighs and began to massage my clitoris, though, and I moaned helplessly. Her thumb pushed into my sex, and then she sort of massaged my clitoris between her thumb and fingers! It was discomforting how fast the dark heat began to rise within me!
 
   She made me sit on the toilet and expel the water, then made me reposition myself and slid the tube into me a second time. This time I had to wait in position while my abdomen began to swell and ache fiercely. She massaged my clitoris again, though, and the ache had a strange impact on the sensitivity of my sex, making me shudder with rising heat!
 
   After I'd expelled the contents a second time she led me, crawling, into the shower,, then tugged on my hair to force me up and back onto my heels.
 
   “Sit on your heels, Kitty,” she ordered.
 
   Still more than a little dazed, sore, exhausted, and shell-shocked from the intensity of the emotions and sensations I had been subjected to, I obeyed, panting.
 
   “Now I'm going to clean you up. Spread your knees wide, and put your hands up and back behind your head.”
 
   I was confused, but she jerked back on my hair and kicked my legs apart, and I gasped, then raised my hands up and back behind me, arching my back.
 
   She had a hand shower, and turned it on. Warm water poured over me and I blinked my eyes rapidly as she sprayed the water all over my body, then combed her fingers through my hair as she brought the hand shower in close to my head.
 
   She turned off the water and picked up a bottle of liquid soap, then pumped it into one hand and   squatted beside me, laying the hand against my belly, then sliding it up across my breasts. My nipples were hot and throbbing as her hand passed over my breasts, making them ache.
 
   Her hand rubbed smoothly, sliding down, water and soap trickling down my torso at the same time. Then her hand was between my legs, carefully stroking along my sex, then over my thighs and hips.
 
   “A dirty little girl like you needs to be cleaned a lot,” she said in a low cooing voice.
 
   Since she was almost a head shorter than me I thought her attitude was a little odd, but I was still kind of dazed. My nipples began to tingle, still incredibly sensitive from the clips and suction cups! Well, they were tingling like mad as her hands, both of them now, slid up onto my breasts.
 
   “You have such large, full breasts,” she said admiringly, kneading the soft flesh. “And mother says your nipples are sensitive.”
 
   I moaned helplessly as she rolled my sore nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.
 
   Her hands skimmed downward again, soaping up my inner thighs, sliding along my sex and across my clitoris, then they moved around behind me, soaping up my back, and sliding downward to where my bottom still clung tightly to the other dildo.
 
   “Rise up on your knees, Kitty,” she ordered, tugging on my hair.
 
   I rose with a gasp, blinking rapidly, and her hands slid over my buttocks, then down against my back opening.
 
   “Dirty girl,” she said. “Mother says sluts like you need to have cocks in every one of your holes to keep you happy.”
 
   I was starting to get a little less dazed, and starting to feel my mind kind of waking up, despite my exhaustion. That meant I was also starting to get indignant at the way she and her bitch mother were acting as if I was some sort of inferior species.
 
   But it was still kind of hard to get too indignant about it. I mean, she had a point, given I was caught with a big dildo jammed up my ass – which I had done myself!
 
   “Head right back, Kitty,” she said, pulling on my hair so that my head was tilted way far back.
 
   She picked up a shampoo bottle and used that, shampooing my hair, her fingers sliding through the long, thick blonde tresses. My back was starting to ache from the sharp arch, but she was almost done.
 
   She let her hands slide over my breasts and toy with my nipples again, then slide down between my legs to finger my clitoris. My entire body was layered in soap, and the feel of her soft hands sliding slickly over it was sensuous and was starting to arouse me again.
 
   She picked up the hand shower and rinsed me off, then had me crawl out of the shower and kneel on a bath rug as she toweled off my hair and body. She got a hair dryer, then, and dried my hair, before pulling it out to the sides in two long, thick pigtails.
 
   “Now it's time for dinner. Would Kitty like something to eat?” she asked.
 
   I moaned and nodded.
 
   “Remember that once I take the gag out, every word will get you a blow from the crop,” she said, pointing her finger at me. 
 
   I frowned but nodded. I wanted the stupid gag out of my mouth! Her and her pervert mother were weird but I would go along with them for now.
 
   She unbuckled the strap and then worked the ball gently out of my mouth. I groaned, for my jaw had gotten stiff in the hours that it had been in there.
 
   “Poor baby,” she said sympathetically, as I hissed and slowly started to work my jaw around.
 
   She snapped the leash to the back of the collar and tugged, causing me to lurch forward and catch myself – on all fours.
 
   “Come, Kitty,” she said.
 
   She led me, crawling, out of the bathroom.
 
   We crawled into the other room, where the cage was, and she led me over to the wall, where I guess Kathleen had set a pair of bowls. They weren't kitchen bowls, either. They were like, the kind of bowls you'd set out for a dog!
 
   But there was water in one, and some kind of food in the other. It wasn't much, though. It looked like just bread. It wasn't sliced white bread, but the kind you made, or bought, solid, and which someone had pulled into small, bite sized pieces.
 
   “No using your hands while eating or drinking, Kitty,” Erin warned.
 
   So I had to kneel on all fours – lowered to my elbows, and spread my legs, then eat and drink from the bowls like I was some kind of animal!
 
   Bread and water wasn't exactly what I had in mind for dinner, even if the bread had been buttered, but I was hungry and thirsty, and so I ate quickly, at least until the worst of my hunger had been assuaged.
 
   By then I had kind of recovered a little from my dazed state, and was starting to think that, you know, come on, this was a bit much, even if it was kind of kinky and exciting (which I was not going to admit to them).
 
   I swallowed the piece of buttered bread in my mouth and then raised up a bit, turning towards her.
 
   “Erin, can I at least – .”
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ow!”
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   'Ow! Fuck! Don't!” I gasped, twisting, or trying to twist away from her.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   She had hold of my collar, and was surprisingly strong! She pinned me face down as she brought the crop whistling down against my bottom with sharp, stinging blows!
 
   “Bad girl! Bad Kitty!' she said. “You know very well you aren't to speak a word!”
 
   “But I – !”
 
   Crack! Crack!
 
   She managed to pin my wrists together behind me and clip them that way, then the crop snapped down against my bottom again and again as I yelped and begged her to stop, and felt a growing sense of frustration at the rising pain! That frustration, as much as the pain, brought tears to my eyes, and it was only when my pleas subsided to sobs that she finally stopped hitting my bottom!
 
   She half dragged me over to the cage and put me into it, then closed the door and locked it, glaring in at me.
 
   “You need to learn to obey orders,” she said. “We're being very fair in telling you exactly what you need to do and what will happen when you don't, but you still can't manage it! Well, you'll learn how to, Kitty!”
 
   And then she left me there in the cage, moaning and with my bottom on fire!
 
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   My bottom stopped hurting after a short while, and I was able to pull my wrists downward and slide them under my buttocks so my hands were now in front of me, then I began to examine the cage. It was about five feet tall and four feet wide, shaped like a bird cage. How freaking weird!
 
   The bottom had a soft pad, so at least it was fairly comfortable, but no pillow or sheets, of course, and I couldn't stretch out my legs all the way. 
 
   I was able to remove the restraints, then reached up behind me and removed the collar, tossing it at the side of the cage. I took off the ones around my ankles and lay there (sitting still made my bottom ache) in a sulk and thinking about how unfair this all was.
 
   There was a long, thick dildo in the cage with me. It looked like a big black penis, complete with veins and balls! God, what sluts they were!
 
   I ignored it, at first, tired and not interested. I was angry, but I was also physically and emotionally drained. So I fell asleep. When I wakened it was dark. I had no idea what time it was. I woke up confused, wondering where I was, then it all came back to me.
 
   I considered my options. No way was I going to tell my dad about this experience! And no way did I want Kathleen to tell him how she and Erin had found me either! So what could I do? I could demand they let me go, and walk out the front door and... and then what?
 
   I had no money and no job and nowhere to stay.  And how was I supposed to explain things to my father? 
 
   I mulled all that over, but there was another side to how I was feeling. It was a dark side, a strange sense of breathless heat at the wild things which had happened, and an almost, I don't know, masochistic arousal at the way they had treated me, at the way they were treating me.
 
   I liked sex, but to be absolutely honest, what I really liked about it was how turned on guys got by just looking at me, never mind touching me. I also liked being able to give them oral sex that turned big strong me into whimpering, moaning jellyfish. 
 
   I liked being hugged and held and kissed, too, and as Kathleen had figured out, my nipples were sensitive. But... to that point in my life, I can't honestly say that I had really gotten off on sex that much. I mean, most of the guys I had slept with had been in kind of a hurry to get themselves off, and been in too much hurry to worry about what I was feeling.
 
   And after they'd gotten off, well, they'd tended to be kind of lazy for a while. If there was a second go round, that was better, because in between they'd feel me up and kiss and fondle me, and if I was lucky, not only chew and suck on my breasts, but lick me between the legs a bit.
 
   But still, while I liked it all I couldn't recall sex having the same wild, thrilling intensity I'd experienced when Erin had fucked me.
 
   Fucked me like an animal, I thought heatedly.
 
   I let my hands caress my body in the dark, squeezing my breasts gently, rolling and plucking the still stiff nipples, then sliding down to finger my clitoris. My mind replied the more outrageous things they had done, and I felt my chest getting tight, my breathing ragged as my inner mind felt a sense of awe at what had happened.
 
   This was all so sick! But my boring life had sure as hell gotten a lot less boring!
 
   I thought of the dildo, and felt a jolt, then fumbled around in the dark for it. I found it, then ran my fingers up and down its length before pressing it against my sex, which was already starting to get very moist.
 
   Feeling outrageous, I brought it to my lips, licking it, sliding it into my mouth. I felt a weird, sick wonder at whether Erin or Kathleen had ever used it, at whether it had ever been deep inside their pussies!
 
   I slid it deep into my mouth, getting it wet and slick, then drew it out and rubbed it up and down against my sex before slowly sinking it into my body. A soft pulsing energy began to roll through me, staring between my legs, growing stronger as I pushed the dildo in and slid it back out.
 
   I moaned softly, gripped by a sense of disbelief, by the weird thought I was living in a strange dark fantasy. I was laying on my back in a cage, naked, as if I was some sort of... prisoner! But not just a prisoner, for I was a sexual prisoner, though it was unclear in my mind exactly what that meant.
 
   It wasn't like I had a lot of experience or knowledge of that sort of thing!
 
   In truth, my sex life to then had been almost entirely … ordinary. I mean, I hadn't done anything kinky or weird or perverted or even thought about it! Well, unless you counted my making out with Shauna Grant, but that was more a sort of experimental fling, and it hadn't gotten that far.
 
   I liked girls, but I just didn't really like them 'that way'. I liked guys, big, tough, macho, take-control guys.
 
   So why was I feeling a strange sense of fascination with being subjected to the kinky sexual punishment of Kathleen and Erin? I had no idea.
 
   I groaned softly as I pushed the dildo achingly deep, wanting to see just how much of it I could get into my overheated sex. My other hand slid over my breasts, squeezing and kneading them, rolling and pinching the nipples as my excitement mounted and I pumped the dildo in and out with growing force and speed.
 
   This was sick and perverted! I was sick and perverted! I was in a cage! And what they had done to me was outrageous! But it was also thrilling me to the core – some deep, dark core I hadn't had any idea even existed!
 
   The orgasm was strong, and prolonged, if not as intense as the ones I'd gotten earlier. The mere memory of the way Erin – little Erin! – had taken me, had pounded me like a whore, with her foot on my face, made me squirm with humiliation and anger and... and heat!
 
   I groaned and lay back, chest rising and falling quickly as I slowly slipped the dildo out of my body and dropped it beside me. I wondered when Erin or Kathleen would return, and what would happen then. Probably they wouldn't be happy to find me unshackled and without the collar, I thought, a bit wary.
 
   What would they do? Strap me again? They might. They would see it as being 'bratty', which was something that bitch Kathleen was always saying of me. Oh, she'd be delighted to have the excuse to strap my ass again, the cow!
 
   That idea started making me nervous, so, reluctantly, I put the collar and restraints back on. I even locked the restraints together, though I kept them in front of me. I lay back with a sigh, pondering what was going to happen and what my alternatives were. The answer to the first question was that I suspected Kathleen and Erin would try to do more kinky things with me.
 
   I resented that, and was indignant about it. At the same time some part of me was helplessly drawn to the idea, or at least, to a sort of wary anticipation of what kinky things they would do. Yes, it was embarrassing, horribly embarrassing, but that didn't seem to diminish the breathless sense of heat I felt over it.
 
   I was bored, after a while, and restless. I rose on my knees and tried to see how the lock on the door worked, but that didn't get me anywhere. Then, as I ran my fingers along the bars, I found something. It was a narrow, angled plastic tube which pushed into the bars a few inches.
 
   And it was wet, or at least, the tip was! I reached through the bars as I could, following the tube up to what felt like a plastic bottle clipped to the bars, and I suddenly realized what it was. It was like those water things you'd find in bird or hamster cages!
 
   For a moment I felt a sense of almost awed outrage, but then, because to be  honest I was kind of thirsty, I lowered myself – the tube was almost at the bottom of the cage, and slid my lips around it. As I had suspected, I was able to suck liquid from it like from a straw, though not nearly so easily. It involved a lot of strong sucking – with my bottom high in the air and my face near the floor.
 
   Unfortunately, that led to the feeling that I had to go to the bathroom, which was not available. I had to lay back and just hold it.
 
   I started feeling more and more restless and bored and unhappy, wanting them to come back and … do something. I mean, I wasn't sleepy and I was bored. And this pad, while soft, wasn't exactly up to the usual standard of my mattresses.
 
   But given where I was, and that they were probably up in the house, there was simply no point in even trying to call out to them. I was just going to have to wait until they got around to coming to see me.
 
   My hands spent some time massaging my breasts. I have always been proud of them, my fingers gently circling and caressing the nipples and occasionally plucking at them. That, of course, led to my fingers sliding down between my legs and massaging my clitoris, then pushing slowly  into the tight, narrow crevice between my legs.
 
   I pumped my fingers in and out almost idly, aroused, but not hugely so. Still, it felt good to touch myself, so I did. There was nothing else to do, after all. 
 
   After a while I picked up the dildo and began to rub myself with it, then push it slowly into myself and pumped it in and out as I stroked my clitoris. I'd never had a dildo before, or a vibrator, and this was kind of hot and nasty and squirmingly exciting, especially given the circumstances.
 
   Another orgasm took me, and I arched and moaned and jerked my thighs in tight around my hand and the base of the dildo, then stretched them wide, then clamped them closed again, gasping and rolling my hips up as my muscles spasmed repeatedly.
 
   I calmed down again and slid it out, feeling a bit abashed, and wondering if I was turning into some kind of sex maniac.
 
   Then the door opened and the light snapped on. I gasped, eyes blinking rapidly as my hands covered them. They teared up a little, trying to adjust to the light, but I could see a figure in black inside the doorway.
 
   “Not one word,” Erin said.
 
   She squatted, and then opened the door.
 
   “Out and sit on your heels.” 
 
   I rolled over and crawled through the low door, then sat back on my heels, looking up anxiously through slitted eyes. They widened, then the bright light made them ache and I closed them again.
 
   Erin was dressed... in black. She had on black high-heeled boots over black stockings. She also wore a pair of very short, skintight black leather shorts, a black leather bra, and matching leather gloves which went up past the elbows. Her hair was drawn back severely behind her into a tight bun, and she had that … crop in her hand!
 
   I was half tempted to laugh mockingly at her, to say sneering things about the little runt! But there was that crop, and despite myself, a sudden sense of anxiety in my belly as well as a tightening in my chest.
 
   “Knees apart!” she barked. “Hands behind your neck, back arched, head back!”
 
   I flinched at the sharp tone, resenting it, wanting to protest, but I obeyed it – for now, I thought.
 
   I jerked my head up when I felt the crop against my breast, and she drew it back and slapped it down sharply enough to make it sting and cause me to cry out.
 
   “Head back!” she barked.
 
   I gulped and jerked my head back.
 
   “You have a lot to learn, Kitty,” she said. “And discipline is the most important aspect of it.”
 
   She slapped the tip of the crop lightly against my breast as she spoke.
 
   “When you are permitted to speak, you will do so politely and with the proper respect. Until then, any word you utter will be punished.”
 
   I said nothing. Well, how could I!?
 
   The tip of the crop seemed to be different from the one she'd used the other day. That one had a little tassel on it. This one seemed to have a flat leather pad of some kind.
 
   “You must also learn that nothing you do can be hidden from me. Your responsibility is to do what you are told, and only what you are told. If you are placed in a position, you will stay in that position until told to change.”
 
   The crop slid down my body and I flinched again as it was placed between my legs. I felt the narrow shaft pressed up, sinking in through the soft lips of my sex. Then she began to slowly stroke the thing up and down, along my sex and over my clitoris.
 
   “Which means I know that you removed your collar and restraints last night, Kitty,” she said.
 
   I felt my chest tighten further, and a wave of anxiety swept through me.
 
   “I know that your wrists were behind your back when you were placed into the cage, and I know you moved them in front of you, where they remain.”
 
   I felt my heart beating faster.
 
   “You put the collar and restraints back on and locked the restraints together, but you did not put them behind your back. I regard that as an act of defiance, for which you will be punished.
 
   I was staring up at the ceiling, as per her orders, and wanted mightily to protest, but – then I'd be punished for that!
 
   “I take into account that you did put the restraints and collar back on, like a good girl, but you must still be punished, just not as badly as you would otherwise be.”
 
   I gasped as she slid the crop down, pressing harder now, grinding it across my clitoris and along the soft flesh between my labia.
 
   “Bad girl,” she said.
 
   She drew the crop back up, and I felt the tip, the flat tip, rubbing against my right nipple, then it drew back and 
 
   Slap!
 
   I gasped at the stinging little blow. It was light, and small, but it was hitting my nipple!
 
   Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!
 
   The thing hit fast, in short, rapid blows which made my nipple burn hotter and hotter with each passing second. I squirmed and moaned and gasped helplessly as she continued.
 
   Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!
 
   “Being a naughty girl will always get you punishment,” she said, shifting to my other breast.
 
   Slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap-slap!
 
   I clenched my teeth, gasping and trembling as the center of my breasts burned and stung, but I knew if I moved I'd get worse. And the pain, while sharp, was bearable. 
 
   The crop stopped slapping my breasts and instead slid between my legs again, sawing softly back and forth, sinking between my lips.
 
   “Dirty girl,” she said softly. “I know you used the dildo on yourself, too.”
 
   I flushed hotly, feeling a deep sense of embarrassment. How could she know!?
 
   “You have things to learn besides just discipline and respect,” Erin said. “And we will teach you. I will teach you. Now let me see your hands.”
 
   I blinked and drew my hands up and around in front of me, and I felt her doing something to the restraints, before unclipping them she reached behind my neck and I heard a click.
 
   “Now, I want you on hands and knees.”
 
   A little dazed from having my head back so far, I leaned forward and dropping onto all fours. 
 
   The click was the chain, the leash, being attached to the back of the collar, I thought. I flushed anew at the outrageousness of it, but when she tugged I crawled forward across the floor, glad to be out of there. She led me up the hall and I paused at the bathroom.
 
   “You need to go to the bathroom?” she asked.
 
   I nodded.
 
   “If you're a good girl, I'll let you go soon.”
 
   She tugged and I reluctantly crawled forward, then back into that room where they'd found me. I looked around warily for Kathleen but there was no sign of her.
 
   “Face down, bottom high, legs apart.”
 
   I gulped, feeling a surge of sexual electricity as I lowered myself to the position she wanted. It was the same one she'd had me take yesterday where she had fucked me so hard! Well, except she hadn't said I should spread my arms to the sides. But... I did that anyway, just in case.
 
   I was not surprised to feel her fingers sliding up and down my sex, then pushing slowly into my body. They were slick, and moved easily, pumping smoothly, then shifting and pressing against my back passage. I cringed mentally, almost protesting, but held my breath as her finger pushed deep, pumping in and out.
 
   I expected the thing she pushed into my ass, or at least, expected something. I was surprised it felt differently than the butt-plug, and didn't feel like a dildo either, not really. I noticed something up ahead on the floor, a frame of wood which hadn't been there the other day, and wondered what its purpose was.
 
   I was about to find out.
 
   “Up on all fours.”
 
   I rose and she led me towards the frame. It was similar to, yet different from the doorway frame I had accidentally locked myself into the other day. For one thing, there was only the base. It was a rectangular wooden base about eight inches wide and four feet long, with a pair of holes in it.
 
   Erin reached down and slid one side of the base away from the other, opening the interior, which was hollow. Yet the two holes were not the same as in the doorway frame. Instead, a sort of leather membrane circled the holes, and dropped down inside the box. The membrane was backed with some kind of springy metal so that the leather closed in together to form a narrow tube when the base was closed.
 
   Erin tugged on the leash, making me crawl forward and over the base, then stopped me, and pushed downward.
 
   “Place your breasts against the holes.”
 
   I gulped, but lowered my chest as she knelt beside me. I felt her hand grip my right breast as her left pressed further down on my back. She guided my breast into the half-hole, then pressed my other breast into the other hole. I could feel the soft, half circle of flexible leather squeeze together around my breasts as she worked them in firmly.
 
   She slid the other side of the box slowly in around them, pushing down on my back so that my chest was firmly pressed against the base of the box. I winced as the leather membrane squeezed in more, and then the wood at the top closed even more firmly together, leaving a circle which squeezed my breasts out tautly underneath, and would trap them in place.
 
   Erin took my arms and guided them sideways along the sides of the box, then strapped them down. A moment later she removed the pigtails from my hair, then combed it back in one single long tail behind me. I felt her doing something to it but had no idea what until I felt pressure on the thing she'd put into my bottom.
 
   It was... thick, but not uncomfortably so, and only went in a few inches, but now it was evident it curled sharply on the outside because I could feel it pulling against my tailbone, as if it were a hook of some kind, and the pressure grew at the same pace as the pressure I began to feel on my hair, pulling it up and back!
 
   When she withdrew her hands it became obvious that somehow she'd tied my hair to the hook in my butt! Then she jerked my legs apart, and I felt straps go over my legs just behind and below the knees, pinning them in place. I let out a yelp of pain as  she pulled more harshly on my hair, and then she pushed something into my open mouth.
 
   At first I thought it was some kind of gag, like the ball gag, but she wedged it, not without effort, between my jaws, so that it left my mouth empty but forced my mouth to stay wide open. Yet I felt her slide her fingers in and out, so that I knew it must be hollow, like a donut.
 
   “Since you're obviously a slut, and act like a slut, mother feels it proper that you should have the skill set that a slut should possess,” she said. “Your purpose in life is to use your slut body to please others.”
 
   She didn't say it insultingly, or with any sort of nasty tone. That, perhaps, was why it sounded so wicked and shocking. She said it as if it were obvious, sensible, and quite ordinary, in that horribly earnest voice of hers.
 
   Then she held a dildo in front of my eyes so I could see it.
 
   “Obviously you are addicted to these,” she said with a small smile. “But a proper slut needs to be very good at pleasuring them.”
 
   I was bewildered, anxious and still more than slightly aroused. My breasts were sort of locked In  the box below me, being softly squeezed by the leather. The rest of me was bound in place, and now, apparently, she was going to fuck me with the dildo.
 
   But instead she slid it into my open mouth, and there was nothing I could do about it even if I wanted to. I realized that only as it slid along my tongue.
 
   “You have to be very good at deep throating to be a proper slut, Kitty,” she said. “So mother is ensuring you know how to do that.”
 
   What!? Surely she didn't intend – !? 
 
   “This is the best position for deep throating, but once you've perfected it you can do it easily in any position,” she said in a friendly voice.
 
   I tried to talk. I couldn't help it. Of course, it was awfully hard to say anything intelligible with your jaw held tightly wide apart. Nevertheless, she went behind me and I winced and gasped and yelped as she brought the crop whistling down against my bottom several times.
 
   Then I heard the buzzing sound of the vibrator, and a moment later it was jammed up against my sex. I grunted, then gasped as a dildo, not the one she had shown me, for that one wasn't so thick, pushed slowly into my sex.
 
   I grunted and moaned, every movement tugging my breasts against the box, in effect, squeezing and pulling on them.  I wondered if she was actually crazy, her and her bitch mother. But even so, the vibrator was powerful and my body was rapidly becoming attuned to it, buzzing, vibrating at the same rhythm!
 
   “Such a nasty, naughty girl,” Erin said.
 
   I jerked helplessly, groaning, gasping through the open ring of the gag thing as she forced the dildo deeper and deeper.
 
   My body was heating up and my bottom was starting to roll in and around, grinding myself against the vibrator, which seemed to be very large and round and locked in place against me! I was making helpless sounds of pleasure and passion through my open mouth as she pumped the dildo in and out.
 
   And then she came around in front of me with the other dildo, the one she'd showed me. It was about the size of an average guy's cock, except a lot longer, and with very little preamble she slid it through the opening and into my mouth, turning it slowly inside, sliding it in and back along my tongue as I rolled my eyes up at her.
 
   “Remember, just swallow as if it's natural,” she said.
 
   I started to feel a sense of panic, and then she pushed the dildo forward and it plunged into my throat! Then she brought the crop whistling down against my bottom with a stinging blow even as the dildo slid deeper in my throat!
 
   The sudden, sharp, stinging pain oddly threw off my sense of panic, and interrupted my gagging.
 
   I had, to be honest, never put much effort into deep throating. I'd never done it. I'd sort of tried once or twice, but it made me gag, so I hadn't really pushed it. Why should I when guys seemed plenty grateful enough for whatever I did with my mouth? I mean, it's not like I got extra money for it or something!
 
   But now the dildo was sliding deep down my throat! It was a long dildo, way longer than a normal cock, and I guess that was, in part, so she could grip the bottom easily as she moved it in and out.
 
   “Remember, porn stars do this all the time,” she said, her voice echoing through the wild pounding in my head.
 
   She pulled it slowly back, which was another strange, and unique sensation, and then brought the crop down against my ass again, which also interrupted the gagging I'd started to do again. When she pulled it free I coughed violently and gulped in air as she looked on.
 
   “Don't worry, you'll be a pro in no time. Then we can start teaching you how to please women,” she said.
 
   But I didn't want to be a pro! Well, I did, but I didn't want to gag and for my throat to ache and I sure didn't want to please women! But I was too busy gasping for breath to say it, and then she slid the dildo into my mouth and down my throat again!
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   It was a long and exhausting lesson. And the only reason I didn't throw up repeatedly was that I had nothing in my stomach! 
 
   Erin slid the dildo deep into my throat repeatedly, and when I started to be able to handle that she used a thicker dildo! When I got used to that she started pumping it in and out, first slowly, then faster and faster, leaving me dazed and light-headed!
 
   She calmly and patiently wiped my chin and held Kleenex to my nose to let me blow, and wiped tears from my eyes, then continued. Only when she could slide the thickest of dildos down my throat and pump it in and out without my gagging did she pronounce herself satisfied.
 
   She left me there for a while, then, after a pat on the head, and I moaned helplessly, slowly regaining my breath, my throat aching. I was intensely relieved the 'lesson' was over. At the same time, I began to feel a sense of victory, of accomplishment. I mean, I had deep throated big dildos, and done it easily!
 
   Well, at least at the end. I had conquered my gag reflex! The next guy I blew was going to be in for a surprise! To my way of thinking that meant I was more accomplished, more sensual and sexy, more sophisticated. Guys would think I was hotter.
 
   I hadn't enjoyed the lesson, that was for sure! And I was desperately glad it was over! But I was also very happy I'd learned what Erin wanted me to. Not for her sake, of course, but for mine.
 
   I groaned as I lay there, my chest still on the long box, my arms stretched out to the sides, my bottom in the air, my breasts squeezed inside the box, and that vibrator pressing against my naked sex.
 
   With my relief came a deep sense of peace and then a slowly rising heat at the dildo inside me and the vibrator pressing against me. I was kind of surprised at that, but the wakening of my sense of darkly thrilled sexual adventure had come almost as soon as I'd realized the 'lesson' was done and I'd learned what I needed to learn.
 
   And then there was nothing but the vibrator and my breasts throbbing inside the box, and the dildo stuffed deep into my pussy, and the hook thing in my bottom pulling on my hair.
 
   And that sense of thrilled sexual adventure...
 
   By the time Erin returned I was well on my way to orgasm, gasping and moaning as I ground my sex back against the vibrator, deliberately pulling my breasts against the box so they would be squeezed each time.
 
   “It's not time for you to come yet, slutty Kitty,” she chided, turning off the vibrator.
 
   She untied my hair, then released my arms and my breasts.
 
   I had to crawl on the leash again, this time back to the toilet, but I was awfully grateful by then as she let me scramble onto the toilet. I still blushed hotly as she watched, though!
 
   After that, I crawled back into the room with the cage, where two bowls had been set. This time there was milk in one, and instead of bread chunks with butter there was peanut butter on the bread.
 
   “You're being rewarded with better food because you learned your lesson so well,” she said. “Remember that if you're bad, you can go back to ordinary bread and water. If you continue to learn and be good, the food will get better.”
 
    I had to kneel as before, bottom in the air, to eat like a dog or something, then she had me crawl back to the bathroom. I cringed mentally as she gave me an enema again, then took me into the shower and washed me, but the embarrassment didn't stop me from climaxing as her fingers stroked my soapy clitoris.
 
   She dried my hair and put it into pigtails as before, then brushed my teeth for me, before having me crawl back down the hall to the main room. There was a dildo sticking up out of the floor in one corner, a thick one, and she had me straddle it, then sink down. I had to do it slowly, even with her fingering my clitoris, but I eventually got most of it inside.
 
   She locked my ankle and wrist restraints together behind me, which forced my shoulders back sharply. Then she put that hook thing into my ass, undid my pigtails, and tied my hair back behind me just as she had before when I was over the box.
 
   That forced my head back until I was looking up at the ceiling again, then she put a blindfold over me. I moaned as I felt her fingers pinching my nipples, then felt something tightening around them. It wasn't the sharp steel jaws of the alligator clips, but softer, but even so it began to squeeze harder and harder, until I began to moan and cry out in pain!
 
   I gasped as I felt something pulling at my right nipple, then my left. They were pulled up and forward, and then the pull became … different... regular... as if they'd been tied to something!
 
   “Stick your tongue out as far as you can, Kitty,” she ordered.
 
   Moaning a little, I obeyed, and a moment later felt a hard pain that made me cry out loud! I jerked my tongue back into my mouth, but the pain remained! Something was clamped to my tongue! It was hard and it was tight and it hurt!
 
   “The pain will ease in a minute,” she said.
 
   I tried to pry the thing off but I couldn't! And the more I tried the more it hurt! So I had to just sit there, moaning, opening my mouth and waiting for the pain to fade! It did, but slowly, getting duller. Then I felt a pull which sharpened it! 
 
   The … whatever it was, clamp I guessed, was attached to some kind of chain! She pulled it upward, and then left it there, as if it was tied to something. Something was jammed against my pussy, the round hard  vibrator, and started to buzz.
 
   And then she left me alone, or at least, as far as I knew she left me alone.
 
   For a long time!
 
   The vibrator was definitely not any kind of comfort! Not at first anyway! My tongue hurt too much to care about it or anything else! But Erin was right. The sharp, stinging pain faded until was just a low, dull background ache.
 
   My nipples ached and throbbed. And every time I moved a little, they pulled against the loops. It didn't sting as much as it did when she'd used those alligator clips, but pulling against them still brought a sharp ache.
 
   It was all background to my tongue, though, at least for a while, until the sharp pain became duller and more easily tolerable. As that happened, the intense vibrations between my legs began to make themselves known more and more, and I began to moan weakly, and a bit dazedly as heat rippled up through my belly.
 
   My mind began to get fuzzy, for this was all really confusing and a bit bewildering. I mean, like I said, I wasn't a virgin, but this was way beyond any sort of sexual stuff I'd ever done before. And while I had a certain – enthusiasm – for the novelty and the kinkiness of what I was experiencing, it still left me feeling very off-balance.
 
   I wasn't aware of Erin even being there until I felt her fingers at my mouth, then the clip opened. My tongue pulled free and back into my mouth and I gasped in relief, then began to moan and gasp in pain at returning sensation! 
 
   At least... I assumed it was Erin...
 
   Wordlessly, she removed the loops from my nipples, freeing them, then tilted me forward, letting me down onto my chest and belly, though with my wrists still bound to my ankles that naturally left me on my knees as well.
 
   I felt her behind me, and there was some – adjustment – with the dildo, then my legs were spread wider and she began to thrust into me, clearly having attached the dildo to herself again. I grunted and gasped and moaned as her hips struck my buttocks, as the dildo pumped inside me.
 
   My head was still tilted back, my hair somehow tied to the hook she'd pushed into my bottom, but that didn't stop her from tugging on my hair again, or slapping my bottom as she drove the dildo into me with hard, deep strokes.
 
   The sexual heat the vibrator had raised began to grow and intensify as I knelt there, relief from my tongue and nipples flooding my body even as the heat rippled up from my groin. I felt myself sort of floating lazily, grunting at each thrust, eyes slitted behind the blindfold, body shuddering with each of her strong thrusts.
 
   Then a hand slid around my right hip, down along my abdomen, fingers stroking at my clitoris as the dildo pumped. The heat grew and I began to moan and whine in dazed pleasure until with a shuddering cry, the orgasm took me. It was a powerful, extended orgasm that had me bucking violently and crying out in mindless, breathless pleasure for long, long seconds!
 
   That seemed to be what she was waiting for, for after my bucking hips went still she pulled out completely, slapping my bottom as she unhooked my wrists from my ankles, then untied my hair from the hook thing, and removed that as well.
 
   She hadn't said a word, and so I still wasn't sure if it was Erin or Kathleen. It hadn't seemed to really matter before, though it did now, as my thinking cleared. Still, I wasn't about to ask and get the crop on my ass! A pull on the collar jerked me up onto all fours, and then I was crawling, still blindfolded, out of the room and into the hall.
 
   There I felt hands at my head, then the blindfold was pulled free. I jerked my head up and around, relieved, for some reason, to see it was Erin. The next thing I noticed was that the tile floor here was covered in milk from one side to the other! It was like someone had spilled a very large cup.
 
   “Clean this, Kitty,” she said. “with your tongue. I don't want to see a single bit of milk remaining when I get back,” she said sternly.
 
   Then she smiled and sort of petted my hair.
 
   “It's to help exercise your tongue, you see,” she said.
 
   Then she left, and I heard her going up the stairs.
 
   I looked at the milk on the floor, and then back at where she'd left, feeling another swirling mixture of emotions and thoughts. That, of course, included indignation and resentment, as well as rebelliousness. Lick the floor!? Was she kidding!?
 
   But I was sure it hadn't been her idea. It was that bitch Kathleen! So I could either do it or get a strapping and then have to do it, or just get dressed and leave, which was really not much of an option.
 
   Or so I told myself. I told myself that often. And I know it was partly because I didn't want to admit, even to myself, the deep sense of eager, excited fascination this kinky game held for me.
 
   My tongue still ached, and felt swollen, but it didn't seem to be cut or anything. I reluctantly eased down onto my forearms, then lowered myself more, so that my breasts pressed against the floor as I began to lick the milk off the tiles.
 
   I hoped the damn floor had been cleaned before! At least, I didn't taste anything, really, except milk. So my tongue flicked out again and again, licking at the milk, feeling irritable, rebellious, resentful and indignant, with a strong undercurrent of weird, dark arousal.
 
   “Is that what you were taught?”
 
   I gasped at the sudden sharp question, jerking my head up and around to see Kathleen standing in the doorway, arms folded across her chest as she glowered at me.
 
   I almost answered, but then snapped my lips together.
 
   “A slut does not lay on her lazy belly,” she said. “Get your ass in the air!”
 
   I raised my hips up on my knees a bit anxiously. The truth was Kathleen had always kind of intimidated me, and never more than lately!
 
   “Legs apart!”
 
   I shifted my knees apart, suddenly noticing the crop in her hand.
 
   “Now lick, slut!”
 
   I continued licking, only now, of course, my breasts pressed more heavily against the floor, and my bottom was raised high.
 
   I jerked as the crop slid between my thighs, then began to rub up and down slowly across my clitoris.
 
   “We'll make you into a proper little sex toy in no time,” she said with a sneer.
 
   Bitch, I thought.
 
   There was a sudden movement and I turned my head a bit to see Erin coming in.
 
   “Oh, hi, Mom,” she said.
 
   “You have to constantly remind her what she is, Erin,” Kathleen said. “She should always be positioned ready for sex, like this. Her legs should always be spread. She should always be presented to any casual observer as an available sexual toy for their use.”
 
   “Oh, okay,” Erin said. “I'll see to it.”
 
   “Don't go easy on her. Beat her into submission.”
 
   I felt a jolt of anxiety at the words.
 
   “She seems fairly obedient,” Erin said.
 
   “We don't want her fairly obedient. We want her totally submissive. Take her outside after this. Train her like a little blonde bitch in heat should be trained. And don't spare the crop. It's how they learn.”
 
   Their voices faded as they went into the other room, and I kept licking at the floor. My tongue was getting kind of tired, to be honest. I suppose if this was their idea of exercise it was working.
 
   Then they returned, with objects in their hands. I raised my head and started to turn it, only to get the crop across my bottom with as tinging blow.
 
   “Get back to your job, slut,” Kathleen snapped.
 
   I gasped and hurriedly put my tongue back onto the floor.
 
   “These first,” I heard her voice said.
 
   Something pressed against my sex, something round and hard and kind of... not metallic exactly, almost like stone, except it was so smooth. It pushed into me and the lips of my sex closed behind it. It was a ball, like a golf ball but a little bigger. It was definitely a ball, though, and another one pushed in right behind it!
 
   I continued to lick as the second ball pushed entirely inside me, clicking against the first a little. Then a third ball pushed in after the second, of course, pushing the other two deeper within my belly. I thought a fourth was being pushed in, but it turned out to be something a little different.
 
   This was thicker, and my body strained to allow it through, stretching and aching until the thing pushed in, forcing the balls deeper. Then it was entirely – not quite, but almost entirely inside me. I could feel something slender pushing out past it, curving up and around against the outside of my sex near the top.
 
   What were these perverts doing!?
 
   Something thick pushed into my bottom, then, and then I felt something soft dangling down from it against my thighs. 
 
   I licked the last of the milk up, at least, what was visible. The floor sure wasn't clean, though, since my tongue was very milky and was just kind of, you know, continuing to make the floor wet. But Kathleen tugged sharply on my collar and lifted me up and back onto my heels as I gurgled, off balance.
 
   I looked down between my legs and saw what looked like a sort of thick paper clip curving up and out from my sex. It was pressing back strongly against me, as if it were on a spring or something, and it framed my clitoris neatly as it pressed against my flesh.
 
   Erin attached the leash to the collar again, then led me out through the door and then up the stairs. I winced as I crawled on the stone floor, but then we reached the finished part of the basement, where the carpet was thick, and I climbed up the stairs with them following.
 
   It was clear that the thing in my ass was a sort of plug from which a thick mass of what was supposed to be a tail dangled – a blonde tail.
 
   What kinky bitches!
 
   Erin led me out onto the deck, then onto the grass, for which my knees were very thankful. I blushed anew, though, being naked in the bright light of day. Both of them were fully dressed. Kathleen was in jeans and a blouse, while Erin was still all in black leather.
 
   “Position, face down, ass up,” Kathleen barked.
 
   I quickly complied, and felt her fingers at my sex, then the pushed between my pussy lips, and pressed against the base of that fat thing they'd inserted. A moment later it started to buzz, and that paperclip thing pressed against me, around my clitoris, started to buzz.
 
   “Now you're going to learn how to obey an order instantly,” Kathleen said, holding up a crop.
 
   I gulped nervously as she said something to Erin, who nodded.
 
   “Kitty, stand up straight,” Erin said firmly.
 
   I hesitated a moment, which was weird, when you think about it. It was the idea of standing up which made me uncertain. I hadn't been standing up in a while.”
 
   I yelped as Kathleen brought her crop down against my bottom, and then leapt hurriedly to my feet.
 
   “Straight!” she barked, slashing it across my bottom again. “That means head forward, shoulders back, chest out, legs together!”
 
   I quickly stood as she wanted, pulse racing.
 
   “I think we should show her the positions first, mother,” Erin said.
 
   “She should know what stand up straight means,” Kathleen growled.
 
   “You said yourself she's only a blonde,” Erin said. 
 
   She turned to me. “We're going to have you shift from one position to another, Kitty. You have to do it very quickly. Nod your head if you understand.”
 
   I nodded my head slowly, anxiously.
 
   She gripped my collar.
 
   “Kneel upright,” she said, pushing down.
 
   I lowered myself to my knees, but not sitting down on my heels.
 
   “Clasp one wrist with the other behind your back and make sure your chest is out,” she said.
 
   I obeyed nervously, and she tugged on my hair a little to pull my head back.
 
   The thing between my legs continued to buzz around my clitoris, and the thing inside me was sort of buzzing too, which was resonating against those balls that had been pushed into me. What was more, every time I moved the balls seemed to sort of shift and clink together inside me!
 
   “When you're told to present, in any position, you arch your back hard and interlace your fingers behind your neck,” Erin said, sort of petting my hair again. “Now present.”
 
   I drew my hands up and back behind my neck, arching my back and drawing my head back.
 
   “Good Kitty,” she said. “Now sit on your heels.”
 
   I sank down on my heels, hands still behind my neck, back still arched, and spread my knees wide almost automatically.
 
   “Good Kitty,” she said, patting my head again. “Now position for being mounted. You know that one.”
 
   I did, of course. I dropped forward, bottom raising high, belly drawn in against my thighs as much as I could, arms out to the sides.
 
   “Good Kitty,” she said.
 
   “Slut,” Kathleen muttered.
 
   “Now roll over and pull your knees back.”
 
   I wasn't sure what she wanted here, but I rolled onto my back and then drew my knees back against my chest.
 
   “Slide your hands under your legs, and then pull your ankles back as far as you can,” Erin said. “And spread your legs, of course. This is called the 'show me' position.”
 
   There were more. The next one had me standing up, legs together, bent over with my arms around my legs. Then there was the one on my back, with my ankles next to my hips gripped by my hands, and my back arched sharply. Then the pretzel, which had me, with Erin's help, forcing first one ankle, then the other, back over my shoulder and behind my neck as I lay on the grass!
 
   It was all very perverted and the poses were all very sexual, and that... clip kept buzzing between my legs, and those weird balls kept clinking and trembling inside me! My insides were growing hotter and my mind was filling with more dark sexual arousal with every passing minute.
 
   And then Kathleen and Erin barked out positions, and I had to switch rapidly, instantly, from one to another. Any hesitation or mistake, and I made lots, got me a sharp, stinging blow from the crop Kathleen held, or the thin, short flog Erin had! My skin began to get pink and hot and sore everywhere, for they didn't just aim at my bottom!
 
   My heart was soon pounding, my pulse racing, and my breathing getting ragged as I threw myself frantically from one pose to another to another! It was hard work, too, jumping up and then kneel, twisting and rolling and up and down, again and again! I was starting to perspire in the sun!
 
   The blows stung, and while stinging wasn't exactly agony the blows kept coming! Erin's voice barked out a new change of position the instant I had achieved the last one, and neither hesitated for a second to make me wince and gasp and moan with their crop and flog!
 
   I was starting to really get stressed out and wild from the exhaustion and pain but for some reason it didn't even occur to me to refuse or demand they stop.
 
   They let me catch my breath for a few minutes while I was in the belly down, bottom up position, then took me to the pool. 
 
   Erin had me open my mouth and then she slid a dildo into my mouth, pushing it into my throat.
 
   “Grip the base with your teeth,” she ordered, removing her fingers. “Now bring it to mother.”
 
   Kathleen was on the other side of the pool. I started to rise but Erin pulled me back down.
 
   “Go through the pool. Dog paddle only,” she said.
 
   I moaned around the dildo, hardly able to breath, but crawled to the pool, dove awkwardly in (more like fell in) and then dog paddled across to the other side. There I climbed out and crawled to her. She took the dildo and slid it out of my throat and mouth, which let me gulp in ragged breaths of air as she rubbed it across my face.
 
   “I know you love cock, you slutty little blonde,” she said.
 
   She slid the dildo back into my mouth, back into my throat, then turned me around and sent me back to Erin. I dove into the pool again, dog paddled across, climbed out, and knelt before her, trembling a little as she pulled the dildo out of me and rubbed it over my face.
 
   “What a slutty little girl,” she said in a teasing voice.
 
   She pushed it back in and sent me back to her mother, who sent me back to her again.
 
   While I had been gone she had pulled leather straps on over her leather trousers, and pulled the dildo out a little way, enough to clip the base to them.
 
   “Hands at your sides, Kitty,” she said.
 
   I dropped my trembling arms and she began to pump the dildo in and out of my open mouth as I knelt there, moaning weakly around it. She slid it deep into my throat several times, holding me firmly against her, my lips jammed against her groin. Then she pulled out, put me in position, belly down, bottom up, pulled the tail thing out of my ass, and sodomized me hard and fast and deep.
 
   You might have thought that wouldn't do much for me, but it did. That clip thing continued to buzz, and my body was thrumming in response, especially with my belly filled with those strange clinking stone balls.
 
   She put her foot on my head again, her hips slapping against my buttocks, ramming the dildo into my ass until I came violently, then called me a good Kitty again.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I was sort of sitting on a ledge. It was not much over a foot wide or long, and attached to one of the ceiling beams. And calling it 'sitting' was inaccurate insofar as it went. I was propped on it, with my back to the ceiling beam and my ankles lifted up and back and strapped to the sides of the beam above my head.
 
   A strap around my throat pinned my neck to the beam, while my wrists were locked together down and behind it. There was a dildo in my pussy and another in my ass, and Erin and Kathleen were sitting on a pair of stools in front of me.
 
   “Pay attention, slut!” Kathleen growled at me.
 
   I had the ball gag in my mouth, so it wasn't like I could have answered.
 
   Kathleen leaned forward and blew air on my swollen clitoris. Then her tongue licked circles around it! Her hands began to caress my buttocks as her tongue angled in and across my clitoris, and then she was lapping at me with long, strong licks of her tongue as Erin and I watched.
 
   I moaned and writhed helplessly, for I had never been subjected to tonguing for long, and certainly never by someone who was so intent on her work! I was sopping wet, and my insides were horribly overheated as Kathleen continued to use my body as a demonstration subject to teach me how to please women!
 
   I had already come several times as she worked on me, licking, sucking and massaging my clitoris with her lips and tongue and mouth, and now groaned as she drew back and Erin took over. Erin's tonguing was more interested, that is, less clinical, less like a teacher, and more like someone who wanted to drive me crazy!
 
   And she did!
 
   She paused to giggle. “I love how responsive she is.”
 
   “She's a blonde, of course she's responsive,” Kathleen said. “They live and breath sex. It's all they really care about. It's all they're really good at.”
 
   She drew the dildo out and then slid another into me, even thicker. I groaned weakly, the lips of my sex stretching. I was wet, and the dildos were lubed, but it was still a tight fit! But it felt... incredible inside me! I was so full! And with Erin sucking on my clitoris my body began to tremble and shake in the prelude to another intense orgasm!
 
   It hit, and I cried out, again and again, trembling violently as my internal muscles squeezed down around the big dildo and my body thrashed and shook against the bonds holding it in place!
 
   It was so good! It was soooo gooood!
 
   And it left me dazed and gasping, slumped bonelessly, eyes slitted as Erin drew back with a small giggle.
 
   “Now to put the punctuation mark on the lesson and make sure she doesn't forget it,” Kathleen said. “Do it as I showed you.”
 
   Erin drew the big dildo out of me, then slid three fingers in to take its place, twisting and turning them as she bent to take long, slow licks across my quivering clitoris. The three became four, sliding in and out, turning and twisting easily amid the steaming, exhausted flesh of my sex. I groaned weakly, eyes fluttering, as she began to bring her thumb in against my clitoris.
 
   Her head drew back, and the two women studied me intently as Erin's fingers twisted and pumped slowly, her thumb stroking and caressing my clitoris. Erin was, as I've said, a small girl, petite, and her hand reflected that.
 
   But even so, when she drew the thumb back and formed a wedge with her other fingers, then pushed slowly forward, the lips of my sex began to stretch wider and wider. I moaned as 
 
   her knuckles ground against me again and again, her hand pulling back, then pushing forward, grinding, twisting, turning, pulling back, then pushing forward.
 
   The pressure grew stronger, the ache more pronounced as my opening stretched, and then I gasped, shocked suddenly, as her knuckles slid through and into my body! It was easier then, for the heel of her hand to follow, and I felt a wild wave of astonishment, fear, alarm, and then a seething heat as her entire hand passed into me!
 
   I could feel it inside me! It was thick and hard, but soft at the same time, the fingers wriggling around inside my body! I trembled and jerked against the restraints, moaning, whimpering and staring, bug-eyed, as her hand turned slowly in one direction, then back and into the other.
 
   Her other hand moved up and her fingers began to rub my clitoris, and the first hand pushed in even deeper! I could feel the individual fingers touching the inside of my sex, stroking against the tight, elastic walls! Then, slowly, one by one, they pressed out, hard, as they bent and curled in together to form a fist inside me!
 
   Oh! My! God!
 
   The fist turned slowly from side to side, drawing back a little, pushing forward a little, but always moving deeper. I stared down at where her wrist had already disappeared inside me, and now part of her forearm had followed!
 
   I trembled and shook, and then Kathleen handed her a vibrator, one of the powerful plug-in ones. Erin turned it on and pressed it against my clitoris, as her fist began to move in and out with more force, driving deep, deep inside me!
 
   An orgasm tore through me like none I'd ever experienced! I was stunned by the force of it, my mind overwhelmed by a howling storm of sensations as my body shook violently! The orgasm seemed to have no end, as I screamed out all the air in my lungs, then began a ragged series of cries and screams with every ragged breath I took!
 
   Her fist moved in and out, twisting and turning, pumping inside me, as she rolled the vibrator back and forth against my clitoris, and the entire world could just disappear so far as I was concerned. This was all that mattered! This was all that existed in the universe for me! This churning vortex of sensations that threatened to rip my mind to pieces!
 
   I don't even remember it stopping. I don't remember them releasing me, or how I got back to the cage. My next conscious memory was of laying in the cage, dazed, stunned, tremors still rolling through my body.
 
   There was little time for introspection, though. They didn't leave me alone there for long. When they came back for me it was to have me crawling back to the main room, where I was to experience another of the interesting perverted gadgets they had installed.
 
   This was the 'sawhorse' thing. They had me stand and throw a leg across it, straddling it. There was a sort of round ball on top, like a golf ball, and they sat me directly atop it so that it pushed up into my bottom. My wrists were raised up above my head and shackled there, and my ankles were pulled well apart, so that all my weight was sitting on the tender portion of my anatomy pressing down on the narrow top edge of the horse.
 
   That edge was probably no more than two inches wide, at most, and the portion of my anatomy pressing against it, of course, with all my weight behind it, was my sex and tailbone. I had no idea what this was in aid of, and could not have asked, of course, even if they hadn't left the gag in my mouth.
 
   But it took very little time before I began to ache down there. I could use my arms to relieve the pressure a little, but that had a diminishing time frame of usefulness, of course. I could not hold my body up to any real degree with my puny arms.
 
   Erin found another vibrator, a smaller one, which she attached to the top of the 'horse', pressing it against my clitoris. That had its usual effect. I think I was becoming addicted to vibrations, in fact. 
 
   The sexual heat began to rise around me and envelop my mind and body, which were both still not anywhere near recovered from the intensity of the orgasms I had just experienced. And so pain and pleasure melded together against my grown, with the pleasure winning over, at least at first.
 
   Kathleen moved in, then, and, oddly, with cotton ball in hand. She used it against the center of my right breast, and I caught the strong scent of alcohol. She rubbed another ball against the center of my left breast, leaving both feeling cool and tingly, though of course, fully erect.
 
   She then picked up a strange, stainless steel tool. It was something like, well, sort of a stapler, in that it had these jaws at the end, which she carefully placed on either side of my right nipple. Then she squeezed something, and there was a metallic clicking sound as a very sharp pain made my nipple sting horribly!
 
   I jerked and cried out at the pain, though it faded instantly into a kind of dull ache. She ignored me, placing the thing against my other breast, and I again felt that intense pain!
 
   I noticed now that she was wearing rubber gloves, not like the shiny leather PVC ones Erin had worn earlier, but like the kind doctors wore. She had a thick gold ring in hand, and gripped my breast, then began to work the edge of the open ring against my nipple!
 
   It stung again, though not nearly as much as that first time, and felt like it was being stretched out! When she drew her hands away, though, I saw that the ring remained, right through my nipple! She had pierced my nipples!
 
   I felt a sense of awe and indignation at that. I was mostly pleased, though, since that struck me as something really sexy and hot, and, after all, the pain had already been endured. That was in the past. Oh, they still ached, yes, but the thought of having rings in my nipples was hot, despite the continuing ache.
 
   The pain between my legs mounted, but so too did the dark heat. I was helplessly excited at seeing the rings piercing my nipples, and with the way Erin was grinding the vibrator against my clitoris, how could I not have another powerful orgasm!?
 
   That, unfortunately, was the high point of things. They weren't doing it to please me, after all, but to teach me, to discipline me, to train me. So they left me there for a time, with the ache between my legs growing continually worse!
 
   Of course, I couldn't sit still. I kept wriggling, twisting, shifting my weight, trying to ease the pain. And, of course, my arms soon became exhausted and useless in holding me up, as beads of sweat began to run down my body and I began to moan and gasp in pain!
 
   I was so relieved when Kathleen and Erin showed up again! Erin was still dressed in that PVC leather outfit, except now she wore a very short leather skirt in place of the shorts. And they hadn't come to release me. Instead, Kathleen was giving Erin instructions on the use of a different whip, one they called a flog.
 
   The flog was a short handled thing with long, thin leather strips. Kathleen swung it across my back, and I gasped, twisting helplessly as the thin laces stung my pale skin.
 
   “... use your arm and shoulder,” she was saying. “Start in easy, and build up strength as you watch your slave to see how it reacts.”
 
   I blinked dazedly at her words, even as the pain between my legs throbbed, and she swung the flog against me again, and then again.
 
   What was that she had said?!
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   I gasped and yelped, jerking in and back as my back began to grow hot and pink! 
 
   Her slave?!
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   I cried out as the stinging grew worse, moaning and twisting and pulling at the restraints holding my ankles and wrists in place as my weight ground down and my back burned hotter!
 
   Erin was trying it now, the laces slicing across my back again and again as I cried out in more and more frantic pain!
 
   Kathleen stepped forward and undid the buckle on the ball gag strap, then worked the sopping ball slowly out of my stiff mouth.
 
   “I will now give you temporary permission to speak, Kitty,” she said. “But only as directed.”
 
   'Please!” I gasped dazedly.
 
   Crack! The flog cut across my back with stinging force!
 
   “That was not as directed. You will only speak as spoken to. Now what is my name?”
 
   “K-Kathle – “ Crack!
 
   I cried out at the fresh blow.
 
   “My name is Mistress Kathleen. What is my name?”
 
   I moaned weakly.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Ah! Mistress Kathleen!” I cried.
 
   “That's correct. “What is my daughter's name?”
 
   “E-erin?”
 
   Crack!
 
   I squealed at the stinging blow!
 
   “She is Mistress Erin. What is her name?”
 
   “Mistress Erin!” I cried.
 
   “And what is my name?”
 
   “Mistress Kathleen!” I exclaimed frantically.
 
   “And what is your name?”
 
   I hesitated.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Oh! Kitty! I cried.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   I squealed and cried out again and again as the flog cut into my back.
 
   “You will never answer a question or address either of us without appending the word 'mistress' to your sentence. Do you understand me, Kitty?” she asked.
 
   “Yes, Mistress Kathleen!” I gasped desperately.
 
   “What is your name?”
 
   “Kitty, Mistress Kathleen!”
 
   Now you might think I would be indignant at being told to address her like that, or think it was idiotic, or even refuse. But I was dazed and half exhausted and burning with pain now, and wasn't really thinking or caring a damn about little, inconsequential things like pride and dignity!
 
   “Would you like to be let down from there, Kitty?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress Kathleen!”
 
   Crack! Crack!
 
   I cried out, arching and twisting helplessly!
 
   “I didn't hear a please in there, Kitty.”
 
   “Please, Mistress Kathleen!” I cried.
 
   “You belong to Erin. You must beg her.”
 
   “Please, Mistress Erin!” I cried.
 
   Crack!
 
   “Is she a mind reader, Kitty? What do you want of her?”
 
   “Please let me down, Mistress Erin!”
 
   Crack!
 
   “No, I think I enjoy this,” Erin said.
 
   “Please, Mistress Erin!” I half sobbed.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   “You aren't being very convincing, slave Kitty,” Kathleen said.
 
   “Please let me down, Mistress Erin!” I cried.
 
   Crack! Crack!
 
   “Ahh! Please! Oh! Ahh!”
 
   Erin was swinging the flog now in a way which made the long, thin laces curl around my ribs and snap at the sides of my breasts! 
 
   “Please let me down, Mistress Erin!” I cried.
 
   “I think if you want her to let you down, even though she's enjoying herself, you will have to come up with some alternative she might enjoy more, slave Kitty,” Kathleen said. “I'll leave you two together.”
 
   I squealed and cried out again and again as Erin sent the flog sweeping down across my back, the laces curling around my ribs to bite into the soft, tender flesh of my breasts!
 
   “Please Mistress Erin!” I begged.
 
   “But I'm enjoying myself, slave Kitty,” she said calmly.
 
   My mind was churning, as they will when you're starting to grow panicky! I hurt so much between the legs! And now these continuing blows from the flog were making me crazy! At least the pain between my legs was this huge dull thing. The pain from the flog was very sharp and stinging!
 
   “What do you think you could do which would be more pleasant for me than this, slave Kitty?” she asked.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   What I could do!? What could I do!? What could I do that would make her rather do that than this!?
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   Then it came to me in a sudden jolting awareness.
 
   “Please! Please can I lick you, Mistress Erin!?” I cried desperately.
 
   She paused.
 
   “Lick me where, slave Kitty?” she asked.
 
   “A-anywhere you want me to!” I gasped.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
 
   “You forgot to say Mistress Erin,” she said sternly.
 
   “Anywhere you want me to, Mistress Erin!” I half sobbed.
 
   “I don't know,” she said. “this is quite a bit of fun.”
 
   Crack!
 
   “If you put a lot of serious effort into it, and obey me instantly, then I might let you down,” She said. “But the instant I think you aren't trying hard enough, back up there you go. Do you understand, Slave Kitty?”
 
   “Yes, Mistress Erin!” I cried.
 
   Tears of frustration and pain were spilling down my cheeks by then, and I was so incredibly relieved when she put the flog down and came up behind me.
 
   “Bring your arms down behind your back as soon as I release them from the chain,” she said.
 
   I felt the tension drop free and I dropped my arms, trembling, bringing them in behind my back so she could lock my wrists together there.
 
   Then she unhooked the chains from my ankle restraints and my feet dropped to the floor. I groaned in incredible relief as I was able to take my weight slowly off my groin, and lift myself up off the horse, sliding my ass up over the ball, at the same time.
 
   “I want you on your belly in front of me, Kitty,” she said. “And instantly.”
 
   She helped me swing my trembling leg over the edge of the 'horse' and I immediately dropped down to my knees, then onto my belly, groaning with relief as she moved in front of me.
 
   “Now, as to your tongue, you can start on my boot,” she said, pushing one foot forward. “And remember that only an enthusiastic response will keep you from going back up on the horse.”
 
   I was a little crazed by then, so I wriggled frantically forward until I could reach her boot with my mouth, then began to lick desperately at it while she looked down. Again, pride and dignity were not even in existence, so far as my mind was concerned. 
 
   “I want your tongue on every part of this boot,” she said sternly. “All the way back around the ankles.”
 
   I continued to lick strongly, and the moment I eased up a bit she asked me if I was losing my enthusiasm.
 
   “Maybe you'll feel more enthusiastic after another couple of hours on the horse, slave girl,” she said sternly.
 
   I licked wildly at her boot, then! And even when she raised it up so that I could lick at the underside, I didn't hesitate!
 
   I cried out dazedly as she filled her fist with my hair, using it to lift me to my knees before her. Her other hand was raising her skirt as she spread her legs, and I didn't need her to tell me what she wanted me to do as she guided my mouth in against her!
 
   She jerked my head sharply up and back, making me cry out in pain.
 
   “Who am I?”
 
   “Mistress Erin!” I cried.
 
   “Who are you?”
 
   “Kitty, Mistress Erin!”
 
   She twisted her fingers painfully in my hair.
 
   “Slave Kitty,” she said. “Who are you?”
 
   “Slave Kitty, Mistress Erin!”
 
   She jammed my lips down onto hers again and I licked hard and fast, but then she jerked me back by the hair again, forcing my back to arch sharply.
 
   “Who am I?”
 
   “Mistress Erin!”  I cried.
 
   “Who are you?”
 
   “Slave Kitty, Mistress Erin!”
 
   A dozen or more times she did the same as I licked her. The pain between my legs faded, though of course, it still ached. The pain in my nipples was still there, throbbing. The pain from the flogging had faded almost completely, although my skin felt raw and tender.
 
   I wasn't exactly performing oral sex like a champion lesbian. I was just licking frantically to keep her from putting me back on the horse. So I guess she didn't have a lot of trouble resisting my efforts.
 
   She stopped me again, jerking back on my hair.
 
   “Sit back on your heels, knees wide, head back.”
 
   I sank to my knees, gasping, trembling, moaning as I lay my head way back. I saw her doing something, then getting low in front of me. I heard a buzzing sound,  one which was becoming familiar. 
 
   Then the vibrator pressed against my sex, oh so lightly. It still hurt, making the ache flare as it moved very gently up and down against me! I moaned and whimpered, but didn't move as she continued it.
 
   And then... and then the extremely over sensitized nerve endings there began to respond to the vibrator, and they did so in a rush, a flood, an explosive rise of heat and dark pleasure that made me cry out again and again, hips bucking helplessly, muscles spasming. Then the orgasm hit and I cried out again and again as she jammed the thing against me and rubbed it hard!
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The 'training' was exhausting, deliberately so, of course. Kathleen made me throw my body from position to position, bringing the crop down against my aching skin at every opportunity, at every hesitation or failure. Then she hung me by my ankles, legs spread wide 'to rest'. 
 
   For hours and hours.
 
   The thing was, I was still aroused. I mean, there was this bubbling well of sexuality and heat within me which seemed to have no end. Sometimes I was anxious. Sometimes I was in pain. Sometimes I was exhausted. So sometimes that bubbling sexual hunger was pushed into the background. But it was always there.
 
   Hanging upside down was embarrassing, I mean, what with how obscene it was, given my legs were wide apart and everything I had was laid bare, so to speak. She blindfolded me, gagged me, and then left me like that with my wrists cuffed behind my back for I don't know how long, but a long while.
 
   My head ached, at first, with the blood rushing to it from being upside down, but it slowly settled down over time. I was startled, but not surprised when someone began to touch me, when fingers caressed my clitoris, and then I was penetrated by objects.
 
   I felt some kind of pressure against my clitoris that was not someone's fingers, something hard. Then there was a buzzing, and from the pressure around my clitoris but not on it I knew it was that paper clip thing, the hollow metal clip which framed my clit and buzzed.
 
   That increased the background hum of sexuality and sexual hunger within me, but not to the point of orgasm. I mean, I was upside down with my legs spread wide, and I was more than slightly exhausted and dazed. It would take more than that to bring me off. 
 
   But it did keep my body humming for a very long time.
 
   When I was finally lowered, Kathleen's voice ordered me into that familiar face down, bottom up position, and I dizzily obeyed, slack jawed – or I would have been, had it not been for the ball gag forcing my mouth wide – and dazed.
 
   I don't know if it was her or Erin, but one of them then rode me hard and fast with a strap-on. I didn't know and didn't care. With her hands jerking on my hair, slapping my bottom and her hips pounding the thick dildo into my belly I came again, very powerfully.
 
   Then hands raised me up, more than one pair, so I knew they were both there. My wrists were unclipped, then raised high, and attached to something, chains or ropes. Again, I didn't know, except that I was left there for more hours to fall into a state of half consciousness.
 
   I was wakened with a mouth between my legs, a tongue licking at me, and a slowly rising orgasm.
 
   Exhausted, I ate while on my knees, taking my food from Erin's fingers, and thanking her each time, then I got to sleep a little bit in the cage, but just a little bit, before there was more of that frantic movement from one position to another to another again.
 
   Erin petted me for doing 'good' and switched me for being 'bad'. She bathed me, took me walking in the yard to go to the bathroom, gave me enemas, and fucked me silly. I crawled most places, and I wore no clothing whatever. It was odd what that did to my head after just a few days...
 
   I spent at least an hour each day sitting on a thick dildo, wrists and ankles bound behind me, head cast back, tongue up and outstretched and held, at first by the clamp, then after Kathleen pierced my tongue, by a chain attached to the thick ring in my tongue. 
 
   I also had to lick lick Erin's leather shoes or boots, from toe to ankle and then underneath and across the top, as well as licking milk off the floor every morning.
 
   This had the effect of stretching my tongue out further and further and strengthening my tongue muscles. 
 
   It was only after some days of this, and days after my tongue had been pierced, when Erin had me lick her pussy for the first time. I'm not counting the earlier time when I was just desperately trying to get off the horse and was licking her boots and her pussy wildly, like a slobbering dog.
 
   This time she expected a level of expertise given I had been treated to some tonguing, and she had a flog in hand to ensure her dissatisfaction would be felt by me, more than her.  The thing was I actually wanted to please her, to demonstrate that I had learned how to perform oral sex on a girl. I wanted it because I wanted to not be punished, of course, but also simply to demonstrate that I was 'good', since that was clearly the thing to be.
 
   Being bad hurt!
 
   My brain was kind of fuzzy, of course, for some days of energetic activities, stress, and lack of sleep had combined to drain me. I thrust my tongue out first, at her order, and she changed the ring in my tongue to a different kind, this one a sort of soft pad which would, I guessed, make my tonguing more effective.
 
   It seemed to work. Or else my skill level had risen greatly given their demonstrations on me. I was at first gratified as she began to moan and writhe beneath me, then feel a sense of pride and excitement and even a kind of victory, for I was making her shudder and gasp and roll her hips up at me the way she had made me do for her!
 
   I made her come! That was a tremendous thing, to me! I felt both happy and aroused. She pulled me up on the bed, naked body to naked body, and we spent an awful long time kissing, our lips sliding together, first softly, then with growing passion. She guided my lips to her small, pert breasts, and I sucked and licked at them, chewing carefully at the nipples to gauge her response.
 
   She had me lick my way down her belly and then along her inner thighs, past her knees, and down to her feet. I sucked and licked at her toes and feet, then licked my way back up until I was again between her legs, licking her strongly, and making her squirm and moan!
 
   I made her come three times that afternoon!
 
   More daunting, her mother then brought me to her room later that evening and instructed me to duplicate that feat! I was much more anxious and nervous, much more intimidated by her, but I set out to do my best. The flog she carried swept down against my bare bottom several times, and against my pussy, for I was kneeling with my legs apart.
 
   That stung! But I continued on, and she directed me as to what she liked, how hard, how soft, when to lick, when to suck, and I paid very close attention. I actually felt a little awed when I was able to make her climax, but relieved, too.
 
   Doing it again was difficult, but I managed, and doing it a third time almost wore my tongue out! I mean, I'd been working on the muscles, but they were so tired, my tongue ached! But I was rewarded with another of those hard, pounding fuckings as she donned a strap-on and took me in the familiar position, and, as always, that brought me to a shuddering orgasm.
 
   They brought me upstairs more often after that, to the living room or their bedrooms. I began doing chores around the house, just the cleaning, at first, but then laundry too. But they didn't stop their 'lesson's, including that one where I had to constantly throw myself from position to position, instantly obeying orders or getting a stinging blow from a crop or flog.
 
   Sometimes they'd alter the training and order me to do something else, like lick their boots or the floor, or take up the strap or crop and use them on my own bottom. It was all about obeying orders immediately, even if they made no sense.
 
   They treated me very much as if I was, not a person, but some kind of, well, pet, as if I was the family dog or something! I still wasn't allowed to talk, for the most part, and crawled most times. When I cleaned the floors I did so with a scrub brush and sponge on all fours with a bucket beside me.
 
   And that was what I was doing when Annie showed up.
 
   I had no idea anyone else was even in the house, and had never met the woman. She was someone Kathleen knew, I gathered. I was busy scrubbing, and heard a sound behind me. I turned to see not only Kathleen there, but this other woman, a pretty redhead in her thirties with shoulder length hair.
 
   I gaped, shocked. I mean, you don't expect to find a stranger in the house suddenly, especially when you're naked!
 
   Not only naked either. I had those two dildos in me, the ones with the round bulges near the base which kept them from sliding out, though the bases were sticking out rather obviously.
 
   Of course my face flooded with heat, and I was frozen in shock.
 
   “Oh!” was all I could manage.
 
   “On your heels and present,” Kathleen barked.
 
   Almost instinctively I turned fully around, blood suddenly racing through my body as I rose and sat back on my heels, putting my hands back behind me to grip my feet, and tilting my head up and back as I arched my back. My knees spread wide, and I trembled weakly, face burning hot.
 
   “This is Kitty,” Kathleen said, “Our slave girl.”
 
   They had called me that before, in what I'd sort of taken as a kind of daring game. I still didn't take it seriously in any way, but it made me blush furiously, even atop the fact I was kneeling naked in front of a stranger with a dildo visibly protruding from both my pussy and my ass!
 
   The only good part about the position was I was staring up at the ceiling, and didn't have to see the woman, although as she came closer with Kathleen she appeared in my eyesight. I still focused on the ceiling, not wanting to meet her eyes!
 
   “Nice tits on her,” the woman said.
 
   “Yes, she's a natural blonde slut, with all the proper attachments,” Kathleen said. “She's not even gay, but she still comes like a little nympho whenever we touch her.”
 
   “You ought to see what a man can do to her, then. See if that blows her little mind further,” the woman said.
 
   “I'll probably arrange that at some point. I want her instinctively obeying women first.”
 
   “She's a submissive?”
 
   “Very.”
 
   I was not!
 
   “On your face, bottom high,” Kathleen barked.
 
   She had the crop in her hand, and I flushed anew, but obediently swung myself forward and dropped down low, in one way glad to put my face and the front of my body against the floor, though of course, I had to raise my hips high and then spread my knees.
 
   And then, of course, they walked around behind me, making me cringe anew!
 
   “She has a neat pussy,” the woman said.
 
   “She's young yet, and light skinned,” Kathleen said.
 
   “I take it she loves being penetrated.”
 
   “Well, as I said, she's a blonde,” Kathleen said.
 
   “Yes, of course.”
 
   “We take her with strap-ons every day and it drives her insane.”
 
   The two women laughed softly, and then I gulped as I felt a pressure against my bottom... one of them putting their foot on my bottom, probably Kathleen, I thought. 
 
   “Would you like to take the little slut like this?”
 
   The other woman laughed. “Really? Seriously?”
 
   “I swear it won't take you more than two minutes to make her come.”
 
   “Really? Come on!”
 
   “Believe me. This blonde slut is always primed and ready.”
 
   Which was... not altogether untrue. At least, I had felt that way for some days now, during which I had remained naked and often tied up, and of course, often had things like the dildos inside me.
 
   I felt the foot go off me as Kathleen moved away. She was wearing a long skirt and blouse, but the redhead was in jeans, and when Kathleen came back she had hold of a pair of leather shorts – the ones Erin sometimes wore. They were very strong leather, with a big dildo attached to the front.
 
   The woman laughed to see them.
 
   “I don't usually use sex toys with my girls,” she said.
 
   “Yes, but they're lesbians. Kitty is a straight girl, though maybe not so entirely straight any more,” Kathleen said.
 
   “A bent girl?” the woman asked in amusement.
 
   “Use her... roughly. It's what she deserves,” Kathleen said. “And it's what she thrives on. Erin fisted her last week and she went out of her mind.”
 
   I knelt in place, face burning, body churning with emotions, with anxiety and humiliation and shame. But when I felt hands on my bottom, even as Kathleen moved around in front of me, I felt a shudder pass through my body. The stranger was touching me! Was she really going to... fuck me!? 
 
   Oh my God!
 
   Her hand slid down between my legs, fingers stroking softly against my clitoris, and I felt suddenly breathless with shock and anticipation. This was unbelievable! I was overwhelmed by the shock of it, but a wild, seething sense of dark heat and excitement was rising within me!
 
   Kathleen stepped on the back of my head, and I gasped as she pushed down.
 
   “Beg Annie to fuck you, Kitty,” she ordered.
 
   “P-Please fuck me, Mistress Annie!” I gasped helplessly.
 
   I heard the woman's bark of laughter even as her fingers tugged the dildo out of me. Then another pressed against me, the nose thicker, and I moaned helplessly as the dildo stretched me a bit more and then slid deep, deep inside me!
 
   I swear to God that feeling, that sensation, was the most incredible, most wonderful in existence! The feeling of having a thick hard cock sliding firmly up inside me! Okay, it was a fake cock, but then, none of this was serious anyway, right?
 
   Her hands slid over my bottom, then along my hips as she began to pump the dildo in and out, and my breathing became ragged as the excitement mounted within me!
 
   “Draw your wrists in and back together behind you, slave Kitty,” Kathleen ordered.
 
   Panting, moaning, whimpering, I obeyed, and then felt the leather restraints locked together. For some reason that always turned me on even more, knowing how helpless I was! The woman behind me began to thrust in and out harder, her hands moving up and down my body more confidently, down along my ribs to roughly grope my breasts, then up – grabbing my hair.
 
   “Ngha!” I gasped as she roughly jerked my hair up and back.
 
   She lifted my head back enough to raise my breasts off the floor, then began to grope them freely as her hips started smacking against my bottom.
 
   And you know what? The humiliation began to fade, or at least, to not matter. The shame wasn't important. All that mattered was how deliciously dark and kinky and nasty it was, and the wonderful feeling of the thick dildo pumping inside me!
 
   The heat rushed over me like a fever, and I felt myself sinking into this soft, bubbling pit of steamy pleasure, like I was in a sauna, laying back and just grunting with pleasure as I enjoyed the raw heat!
 
   The big dildo punched into me hard and fast, her hips smacking against my buttocks as she yanked on my hair and groped my breasts. And Kathleen was right. I mean, I didn't have a stopwatch, but I swear it wasn't much more than two minutes before the orgasm rose up within me and tore my nervous system apart!
 
   After that, well, both women stripped naked, and I took turns licking first one, then the other, as the second fingered, spanked, strapped and fucked me. It was the first time I'd ever had sex with two people at once. Kathleen might have instructed Erin in things, but the two remained clothed when together. So this was quite different.
 
   It was shocking, and wicked and wild and I came over and over again because of how aroused I was at taking part in such a kinky scene!
 
   And then the next day it happened again, with a woman naked Hannah! I was still shocked, still horrified, but the sharpness of my reaction to Annie was absent. The next day it was Suzanne, and the day after that Erin brought home a friend named Kristin!
 
   Kristin was a black girl, and I was extremely nervous as well as embarrassed because they brought me into the main room downstairs, then chained me spreadeagled while standing. Then Kathleen came in – to demonstrate the use of the longer whips!
 
   I was gagged, so of course, couldn't exactly express myself. The two younger women enjoyed themselves shoving dildos into me, the thickest and longest they could! Then Kathleen showed them a long flog, one with long laces, demonstrating how to swing it, how to snap your wrist, how to use your shoulder.
 
   And that left my back burning! It was sore and overheated and felt like I had a bad sunburn!
 
   “Now this,” she said, “Is a single tail whip. You have to be more careful with this since it's more likely to cut the skin if you're not. But it does give you a degree of flexibility.”
 
   And with that I felt a light, narrow blow across my back by the whip, which then curled around my belly, fully circling my waist, and leaving a line of heat behind after the sting faded!
 
   “Observe. Position your body appropriate to where you want the whip to land,” she was saying as the two girls watched.
 
   I moaned as I waited anxiously, then the whip struck the center of my back, curled around my ribs, and cut across the middle of my breasts! I squealed into the gag and jerked sharply against the restraints!
 
   “Oh yeah,” Kristin said.
 
   “More like that, mom!” Erin said enthusiastically.
 
   Another blow, almost identical, sent the thin leather sweeping around my right side to snap at my breasts again! Then the next hit my back lower down, curling down across my hip to snap at my pussy with stinging force!
 
   “Here, you try it, dear,” Kathleen said.
 
   I shuddered as I stood there, helpless, then cried out as Erin swung the whip and it cut diagonally across my back!
 
   “Use your forearm more, snap it forward even as you turn,” Kathleen said.
 
   Crack! Crack! Crack! 
 
   The whip cut across my back several times, then curled around it to snap at my belly, then at my breasts! Then Kristen took it, swinging it harder, so that it stung more, and aiming at my pussy again and again until I throbbed and burned there!
 
   “I hate blondes,” she said.
 
   They switched back to the flog, but this time they flogged my front, specifically my breasts, again and again until my breasts burned! Then, as Erin moved behind me to flog my back, the black girl, Kirstin, came up in front of me, holding a vibrator against my clitoris, then pinching and twisting my nipple.
 
   “Nasty little blonde slut,” she  said. “You're going to lick my pussy real good, ain't you!?” 
 
   I moaned and whimpered, writhing and twisting as Erin flogged my back!
 
   But then she stopped, and I felt the dildo pulling free of my ass. I felt another inserted, and groaned as Erin began to sodomize me. Kristin knelt and began to pump the dildo in my pussy as she licked my clitoris, and I twisted and writhed and bucked in helpless convulsions as an orgasm tore through me!
 
   After which, of course, I had to wear my jaw and tongue out licking both girls to successive orgasms.
 
    
 
    
 
   


  
 

 
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Some of it was unpleasant, but the wild, searing thrill of the kinky sex was too great, the pleasure too intense for me to think about doing anything about what was happening. I mean, I often got a bit frantic while they were flogging me, but even if I wasn't gagged, which I almost always was, and could do anything to signal my unhappiness, there was no way to do it! I just had to endure it!
 
   And the incredible pleasure which always followed it robbed me of any desire to protest, because by the time I had caught my breath my body and mind were echoing with the powerful orgasms they'd given me, and quite... relaxed.
 
   And as day followed day into weeks I got used to obeying them, to doing chores, to instantly responding to orders. I learned to tongue women with the best of them, and learned to easily deep throat their dildos. I learned to pole dance and lap dance to Erin's satisfaction, and even how to cook meatloaf so that Kathleen couldn't find anything wrong with it.
 
   Things took on a certain pattern, which had me sleeping in the cage, which was unlocked. I would wake up at four, give myself an enema, shower, make coffee, then bring it into Kathleen's bedroom and set it on the side table. I would wake Kathleen, usually on my knees while licking her wrist or hand or arm. She would drag me into bed by the hair and I would proceed to lick her pussy until she came, which took very little time.
 
   I was very good at it! And my tongue was quite long and strong!
 
   With her awake I would go back and start breakfast. She would get ready, shower, then come out for breakfast while I knelt beside her chair. I didn't make breakfast for me. I had to be content with whatever bits and pieces she chose to feed me, by hand, as I knelt next to her.
 
   Of course, I always made more than enough for that...
 
   At six I would wake Erin, by the same means I had earlier wakened her mother, and with the same response. Unusually Kathleen would be gone to work by the time Erin came out for breakfast. I would then kneel again and once again get bits and pieces of food to eat.
 
   After breakfast I cleaned up while she surfed the internet. Then when I was finished she would put me through my exercises. That consisted of her holding a crop and barking out different commands so that I had to throw myself from one position into another instantly and perfectly. It was really quite exhausting!
 
   After that came chores. I had a list of them, which was basically everything you had to do in a house, from cleaning to laundry. Erin sometimes went out, and sometimes did other things.
 
   You might think doing chores was boring, but not when done naked, with a collar around your throat and weighted balls dangling from your nipples and clitoris (my clitoris was pierced my third week there)! I usually had ben-wa or other kegel balls inside my pussy and a butt-plug with a tail in my bottom.
 
   And any chore I could do while on all fours had to be done on all fours, even if it took longer to do. And at any point in time she could come into the room behind me, bark out “Face down, bottom up, slave girl” and I would have to throw my chest onto the floor, raise my bottom high and spread my legs as if positioned to be mounted.
 
    And any delay in that got me a swift, sharp, stinging blow from the crop!
 
   I only got to use the toilet in the morning when it would be inconvenient for them to walk me. At other times if I needed to go to the bathroom I had to find Erin or Kathleen, crawl up to them, and then rub my face against their lower legs like a cat would. That was the signal I needed to be walked.
 
   Then they would leash me and take me outside into the yard, crawling, where I would find one of the bushes and pee.
 
   There was no talking unless they directly told me to, but I didn't really miss it, oddly.
 
   In the afternoon came pole dancing practice, and sometimes lap dance practice. Erin often wore a strap on then, and my lap dance would often end with me riding the dildo as I straddled her, and her sucking and chewing on my breasts so that I came wildly.
 
   After pole dancing came more chores until it was time for me to make dinner, which was handled the same as breakfast except they both fed me from the table at the same time.
 
   And after dinner came whatever happened. It was always sexual in some way. Sometimes I'd be tied up in an awkward position, but always in a way which wound up bringing tremendous orgasms before they were done.
 
   I was hung by my wrists for hours once, to the point I was barely conscious, but they still managed to make me climax repeatedly before letting me down. Another time I was hung upside down by the ankles much of the day. I came repeatedly, while I was blindfolded and upside down! Of course, that was only after they had flogged every inch of my body!
 
   And then there was the evening when they had me position myself as always, sitting on my heels, knees stretched wide, head up and back, shoulders back, chest out, hands on my heels, for a guest. For the first time, the guest turned out to be male!
 
   I was stunned by that! He was this big, powerful looking black man! And to my astonishment, Erin and Kathleen just sat by as this man picked up the riding crop and put me through my movements! I was mortified, of course! But he wasn't shy about using the crop, so I had to throw myself from one obscene position to the other as he barked orders!
 
   That included the face down, bottom up position, and I held it, trembling, by then, with both embarrassment, and a wild, seething sense of anticipation and sexual electricity! I was not the least surprised when he knelt behind me and told me he was going to fuck me! And I made no move to stop him either!
 
   I shuddered, barely able to breath, hyperventilating as I felt his hard, yet soft cock pressing and pushing to gain entrance, then sliding deep into my belly! I was gripped by a sense of unreality, of disbelief, but mostly by an overwhelming sexual high! 
 
   Kathleen and Erin looked on, Kathleen sneering, Erin looking excited, as the man, David Ross, fucked me hard, very hard, and nearly fucked my brains out of my head! He used me like an animal!And I reacted like one! His cock was big and it ached, but the knowledge it was a real cock, a black cock at that, was just so suffocatingly hot that I came over and over again!
 
   After that, after I recovered, I did pole dancing for him, complete with stripping now from outfits Erin had prepared, then lap dancing, which, yes, ended with me riding his big cock and having more multiple orgasms!
 
   The next week Kathleen brought me to a strip club, where I repeated the performance in front of a room filled with people, most of them men! It was excruciatingly embarrassing but also so arousing I climaxed just from grinding myself against the pole!
 
   I started working there every evening after that, as Kitty, of course, which cut down on my orgasms a lot but increased their intensity. You see, I couldn't have sex at the club. But I was horribly aroused flaunting myself in front of all those men and giving them lap dances! I had to wait until the end of the night, though, for David, who owned the club, to fuck me.
 
   I always had multiple orgasms when he did!
 
   Then he would put a plastic tube in my pussy which had my share of the money I'd made that night, for Erin or Kathleen to retrieve after they picked me up and drove me home. I never looked in it. I was told it wasn't my business.
 
   The months passed in a strange blur, with me hardly knowing what month it was, never mind what day it was. I was very much a sexual creature, and loved it! The only time I wore clothes at all was to go to the strip clubs – so I could take it off for the men watching!
 
   Oh, and when my father came home to visit. He'd made a pack of money there, and had the option to continue for another six months. I assured him I was getting along fantastically well, and managed to not show my discomfort at having to wear clothes during his visit. There were a few moments when he called my name and I didn't reply, which seemed to confuse him, but in truth, I had come to think of myself as Kitty, not Sierra. No one called me Sierra any more!
 
   Anyway, he went back for another six months, which left me with Erin and Kathleen to continue my uh, training.
 
   When he did come back it was off to college for me – and Erin. We were roommates. I continued to strip on the side, and give her the money, continue to serve her, and continued to service her friends, male and female, who dropped by.
 
   Kathleen selected the courses I would take. They weren't university courses, like the ones Erin was taking. I was instead taking courses at the nearby community college. They were things which she said would make me better at being a whore. That included bartending so I could make drinks for men, massage, so I could massage their tired bodies, erotic massage, which was a whole other thing, and which I had to go to a special class for.
 
   I also took stuff about art and finance and psychology, and learned about sports  so I could talk to men better. It was about two years into college that Mister Smith came to visit. Erin knew him, and she simply sent him into the spare bedroom with me.
 
   I wasn't shocked in the least, of course, except he clearly wasn't one of her friends but an older man. He spanked me, fingered me, and fucked me. I sucked him back to life and he fucked me again, then he left.
 
   He was my first client. I just didn't know it at the time. Other men would show up, similar to him. They tended to be older, well-off, and liked spanking, strapping or flogging me before fucking me.  And then, unbeknownst to me, they paid Erin for the pleasure I gave them.
 
   By the end of the third year they were coming (no pun intended) every single evening, mostly the same ones coming back again. Sometimes I gave them private stripping and lap dance sessions, while other times they just wanted to fuck me, or strap me, or tear my clothes off and tie me up and then do stuff.
 
   It was all wickedly exciting and I always climaxed, so I didn't question it. I mean, it wasn't like at some point I didn't come to realize they were paying Erin for the right to do stuff to me, but I honestly never actually thought of it as prostitution. I was more amused they were paying for something I would have been delighted to do, and often had done, for nothing.
 
   After college Kathleen set me up as “consultant” so that I could tell my father I worked for a business consultancy firm. My consultations often took place in hotel rooms or in office towers in large, private offices after hours, and never involved wearing clothing for long!
 
   Of course, I was still Erin's slave girl at any other time, and I got very expert at making her come repeatedly with my tongue and lips and fingers! 
 
   It was all quite, quite tidy! I enjoyed being a sexual creature, a sexual animal, a sexual slave girl! I couldn't think of any sort of 'job' I would have rather been doing, that was for sure! And I didn't like wearing clothes, unless they were costumes meant to be taken off in front of someone.
 
   Erin took care of all the boring stuff, the business stuff, and paying bills and stuff like that. All I have to do is have sex and have lots of orgasms! What could be better than that!?
 
   Life was good as Kitty the slave girl!
 
    
 
   END
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