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Chapter One
“I hate it when it looks like they're not a couple. I don't know who to play to,” I said.
Taylor glanced across at the couple at table sixteen.
“What makes you think they're not a couple?”
“Just the way they act. And they look like they're office workers,” I said.
“So probably separate checks.”
“Yeah.”
“So be nice to the guy.”
“You think she won't mind?”
“First, if they're not a couple, what does she care? Second, she's fat and frumpy and middle-aged. She's not going to like you from the start. Third, women don't tip well anyway. Well, unless they're like, dykes.”
“Lesbians tip better?”
“Some of them. It's like they want to prove they're as good as men.”
“And are they?” I asked, smirking.
“Some of them,” she said, raising her eyebrow.
I snorted and skimmed my eyes over the other occupied tables in my section before turning back to her. Taylor had been doing this for a few years. I'd just started – and I had no intention of doing it for years. But I'd only graduated recently, and my parents were nagging me to either get a damn job or take out a loan and go to college.
I wasn't at all sure I wanted to go to college, or what I'd take if I did. And anyone can wait on tables. Even if it's not the most fun in the world.
“Just remember, little girl, you're a server,” she said. “Your job is to serve.”
I sniffed and walked along the row, smile fixed in place as they looked up.
“Hi,” I said brightly. “My name is Sierra, and I'll be your server. Can I get you a drink or would you like to order first?”
The guy was older, maybe mid to late fifties, kind of on the thin side. His hair sure was. The woman was a decade and a half younger, but as Taylor had observed, kind of frumpy and overweight, with limp brown hair.
I stood straight as I spoke. We all wore the same outfits; short black miniskirt and a black vest. The vest showed a respectable but not slutty amount of cleavage, and the bottom sort of curved up in the middle to display our navels.
Well, it was a pub. And I wasn't about to complain given how much I made in tips.
“Just a rum and coke,” the man said.
“What do you have on draft?” the woman replied.
In my experience, customers rarely offered their names.
I ran through what we had on draft, and she ordered a Carlsberg, and I smiled in a perky way and went back to the bar to place their orders.
Taylor returned from whatever she was doing while I waited.
“Hey, you interested in going up to the lake next month?”
“What lake? Where?”
“Me and a few other girls, like, four or five, are gonna share the rental price on a cottage up at Harrington Lake. It'll be like, a girls night out – only for a week. It's a gorgeous cottage with five bedrooms.”
“I dunno. How much?”
“Three hundred each. That's not bad for a week's vacation.”
“What other girls?”
“Well, we don't know yet. It depends on who wants to come.”
“Well, how many?”
“Probably five or six. Most cottages can sleep that many.”
“All girls?”
“If it's all girls we can just fuck around and not worry about makeup and our hair and making sure we look nice for the guys and plus it's on an island so we can basically swim naked. Or at least topless. I mean, we won't have to worry about being ogled all the time.”
“I dunno,” I said. “What's this cottage like?”
“I'll send you a link. It's really nice. It's got a great dock with a boat for water skiing, and it's got personal watercraft and kayaks. It's really nicely equipped. And with say six of us paying it won't cost much for a couple of weeks.”
I shrugged. I was pissed off missing out on my summer by working. It'd be nice to  have at least some fun.
“They won't have a problem with both of us taking off the same week?”
“Nah. As long as you give them enough notice.”
I'd only known Taylor a month or so, but she was pretty cool. She was a few years older than me, but she didn't act it. I was a bit intimidated since she was like a head taller than me, and also more sophisticated. But she was funny and cool. She was a redhead, but I hadn't seen much of a temper. She was a bit bossy, but I didn't mind since she was always right anyway. The thought of getting to know her better and becoming friends was something I welcomed.
The drinks arrived, and I brought them back to the couple, then took their orders. The woman, not to my surprise, ordered a steak salad. The man ordered a burger and fries. I was perky, didn't notice him examining my legs, and then went back to place their orders.
Such is life in a bar and restaurant. Exciting, it is not. In fact, I was discovering, after my brief time as a full-time employee, that school was actually preferable to work! It took up less time, was more fun, more entertaining, and people were nicer to me. Granted, I didn't get paid. That was the only area where this was an improvement.
But I sure as shit wasn't going to do it for a lot longer if I had a choice. I was already looking around for something – anything – better. But unfortunately, most places wanted experience for anything decent. Otherwise, even if you could get in, you got paid less than I made here with my tips.
And I like money. A lot!
My parents are far from rich. They're not even really middle class unless they creep up across the line from poor from time to time. Don't get me wrong, we're not exactly starving. We live in a reasonably nice place, if small. It's a rented townhouse. One of those places with big, common front and back yards and a dozen homes attached together?
No way would my parents ever be able to afford to buy their own place, or even a car. They'd had a car when I was younger, mind you, but dad had crashed it and then lost his license because he had been drinking. He still drinks. A lot.
After work I walked out onto the street, looking around myself carefully. I've actually had customers wait for me to leave and then approach me. They're always drunk, which doesn't make turning them down any more pleasant. Fortunately, it's a high-traffic area so violence isn't likely.
I crossed the street and waited for the bus, ignoring a car that honked at me as it went by. I wasn't wearing my short skirt outside, of course. But I was in a pair of nice jeans and a T-shirt, and while I don't usually show off my figure, I don't try to hide it either.
I'm young, cute and blonde. Which means I get male attention fairly commonly. Guys have accused me of being stuck-up because I don't get very excited when they approach me and flatter me and ask me out. But it happens so often! And I don't like it! I don't EVER go out with some guy who approaches me out of nowhere to tell me he likes my looks! Why should I? There's plenty of guys I know aren't crazed serial killers who want to date me.
Frankly, to be young, cute and blonde  means you're always being watched wherever you go where there's men. I do appreciate that I'm good looking, don't get me wrong. And I try not to feel too proud or arrogant about it. But honestly, why would guys expect more than a shrug and a bored thanks when you tell me how cute I am? I know I'm cute. EVERYONE says so. And has for years.
Great. You like my ass, or my body or my face. Good for you. But no, I'm not going to feel any gratitude for your flattering judgment. You want to date me because I have a nice rack? So I should be impressed why? You don't know anything about me or what kind of a person I even am. You just like my boobs.
The bus came and I climbed in. My eyes did their best to eliminate every seat with people on it and focus on the empty ones. I picked the one I wanted and aimed for it, ignoring the guys I passed, none of whom ignored me. I could feel their eyes skimming over me as I approached and passed.
Not a big deal. Happens wherever I go.
I sat down and pulled out my phone, and found Taylor had already sent me the link to the cottage, so I pulled it up and looked.
It was a gorgeous place! There was one picture in particular of like this big living room thing and it was glowing yellow because it was night out and it had these big windows running down three sides of the room, all done in those cute little divided panes. It looked gorgeous and homey and comfy and all.
The view of the beach that was right there was nice, and it did have a nice dock down there, plus a deck above. Anyway, I said I was in – tentatively – depending on who else was going, and if I could find the money.
There were five bedrooms, which suggested two girls would be sharing a room. That was no big deal, and pretty normal. In fact, I wondered why they didn't invite more girls. More people meant more fun and more people paying meant it would be cheaper.
And frankly, the thought of no men wasn't that bad.
Aaaand, there was this thing about Taylor. I mean, she was cool and all, and smart and had a wicked sense of humor. But she's also kind of a tomboy type, and very assertive. She'd never said it in so many words, but I suspected she was bisexual.
Sometimes she teased me about it, like, pretending she was hot for me, but that didn't make it a certainty since she did like to joke around.  But she had an attitude, and she looked at me sometimes in that way, even when not kidding.
You know, the way guys look at me?
The only thing I'd noticed about Taylor, other than her being bossy – and fun – was that as shift  captain she had a habit of smacking girls asses when they made a mistake or weren't listening. Which was one of the reasons some of us kind of wondered...
But it didn't worry me or anything. I'm not homophobic. I've kind of fooled around with girls before, though I've never done it very seriously. I mean, a little kissing and groping over the clothes was about the extent of it. Aaaand, I was kind of thinking, well, if she wanted to … explore her options with me... maybe I'd go along with her.
It wasn't like I was in school anymore where I had to worry all that much about my reputation either, so hey, maybe if I was in the mood, I'd be open to seeing what it was like. I was pretty sure Taylor would be a pretty exciting lover.
So the idea was kind of intriguing – in a 'it's almost certainly not going to happen' kind of way that my mind plays with ideas, thoughts and fantasies. You know, like some big Hollywood star coming and sitting at my table and then giving me their phone number and then jetting me off to Paris for dinner – and breakfast.
Anyway, this place looked nice I decided to go if I could get together the money. I mean, I hadn't been working for long, and I sure hadn't saved much of anything. I had spent it all on, well.. .stuff!
I got off the bus, and looked quickly around, especially at the guy who got off the bus after me. It was dark out now and a girl had to be wary. I didn't live in a rough neighborhood but still... guys, you know?
I had no problems and unlocked the front door.
“Home!” I shouted.
“How was work?” I heard my mom ask from the kitchen.
“Fine. Boring,” I replied, going up the stairs.
I went into my room and kicked the door closed, then stripped and pulled on my robe and went out again.
If you work all day in a restaurant, then believe me, a shower is the FIRST thing you want when you get home. I don't want to lay around on my bed or anything smelling like fries.
I opened the hall closet, took out a couple of towels and went into the bathroom, then closed and locked the door (I have brothers). I whipped off the robe and looked at myself briefly and approvingly in the mirror, mostly focusing on my hair. It wasn't in bad shape after standing all day.
Believe me, hair is important to a server. You don't want it getting in your way but you want to look cute for the tips. I wore mine loose. It comes down to about my shoulder blades in back, but on the sides it's only five inches past my shoulders. I part it in the middle, and I want it to STAY parted, and not hang over my face. I was impressed it had held through a long day of running around the restaurant.
My boobs don't have a problem holding since I wear a bra to do that. And besides, since I'm on my feet all day I can focus my exercise on my upper body, on my abs and stomach and chest muscles. Chest muscles are important to a girl. I mean, I'm not huge or anything, but I'm just, just small enough to be on the edge of perky.
And that's also because I'm eighteen. I don't know how many years that will last.
I turned on the shower, tested the water, adjusted it, then stepped in and pulled the curtain closed, intent on washing away the smell of food and beer. I had this new shampoo. It was twice as expensive as the stuff my mom had been buying at the supermarket, but it made my hair feel really incredibly soft, and made it smell like apples. Fresh!
I washed my hair first, then continued on down my body.
No, I don't get excited looking at myself, nor soaping myself. Well, I can appreciate how soft it feels sliding my hands over my soapy body. I'll give you that. But I'm not an egotist nor a nympho. I finished quickly, wrung out my hair, toweled it, wrapped the towel around it, toweled the rest of me and got out of the tub.
All done quickly and efficiently.
I have a cousin in the army – a girl cousin – and she says you get five minutes and no more to shower. I would have had to really rush to do that, but it was doable. It sure wasn't much of a relaxing time, though.  I didn't think I'd like the military.
But the problem was every time I thought about a career I could think of more I didn't like about it than I might like.
I knew one thing: I didn't like being a server.
*
A month later Taylor picked me up, and Molly was with her. Molly was a Chinese girl with really long black hair. She didn't have an accent, though, and she seemed pretty cool
We put my suitcases in with theirs in the back of Taylor's (actually her boyfriend's) SUV, and we headed out on the road for fun. Molly was pretty animated, and we talked about the usual things on the way. It was a two-hour drive, and I had the whole back seat to myself.
Which was okay, but I would have preferred to be up front with the better view. But hey, you takes what you gets, right? I wasn't going to fuss about it. I was excited to be going out and having fun, getting out of the city, and spending a week relaxing by the lake.
When we got there, which involved a lot of back roads and then driving down what looked like a freaking goat trail, the cottage turned out to be just like the pictures, a sort of modern chalet with high arched ceiling and huge windows overlooking the lake.
We carted our stuff up the stairs, and Taylor had me pull mine in with her to a large, comfortable front room with a double bed. I was slightly surprised, but not very. And it was sure a nice room with a fantastic view! Better than Molly's! She faced the woods! Ha!
But then Taylor had a habit of getting what she wanted. It figured she'd pick the best room for herself. I wasn't surprised at that. I was surprised she wanted to share it. With me. That got me thinking again, you know, wondering in a kind of breathy way, whether she had anything in mind?  You know, sexually!
I didn't honestly think she did, but still, just the thought was a kind of exciting thing.
We put our stuff away, and came out of the bedroom and went downstairs to find another girl had arrived and was already in a thong – and nothing else. Her brown hair was a damp mess indicating she'd just come in from the lake. Her name was Amanda. I knew her only slightly, from high school.
She'd been two years ahead of me, though, but kind of notorious. She was known as a real party chick, and lots of guys claimed they'd done all sorts of stuff with her. I had no idea how much to believe, but she had always seemed to me, back in the day, like she was really cool and sleek.
“Hey!” she said, rushing forward and giving Taylor a hug.
“Bitch! You're all wet!” Taylor said, pushing her away.
Amanda laughed and then threw herself on me, too, pressing her wet, naked breasts against me!
“Get away from me!” I exclaimed.
“I want your body, Sierra!” she said dramatically.
Crack!
That was the sound of Taylor's hand hitting Amanda's nearly bare ass!
“Ow! Bitch!” Amanda yelped, whirling around and grabbing her bottom.
Amanda had shoulder length brown hair, small, pert breasts, and a sleek, slender body with lots of energy.
“That hurt!”
“Stop being a wet slut then.”
Amanda grinned. “I can't help it. I was born that way.”
We laughed.
“You guys have any trouble finding the place?” she asked.
“I just let Taylor do all the work,” I replied.
“Yeah, well that's gonna end, Blondie,” Taylor said. “From now on YOU do all the work.”
“Good luck with that,” I said.
Another girl came in from outside, and she was as tall as Taylor, but with a pixie cut. She was handsome as opposed to cute, and the first thing I thought of when I saw her was 'dyke'. I wasn't wrong, either.
“This is Claire,” Amanda said.
She was wearing as little as Amanda. She had bigger breasts, with hard nipples. But then she'd just come out of the water too.
We were all getting acquainted when Deidre showed up. She was complaining about taking several wrong turns, and that her A/C had stopped working in the car, and that there was no cell phone reception, and that her boyfriend had bitched at her and... well, lots of stuff.
Taylor had told me about her. She was supposed to be really proper and prudish and smart and reserved, and when she'd told me about her I wondered why she'd invited her. Anyway, she didn't have any complaints about Amanda and Claire being nearly naked, which was a bit surprising. I mean, if she was all proper and prudish.
Amanda showed us around the place, to the different bedrooms, the games room downstairs, the solar, which was really cute, and then out onto the deck where the hot tub was. Down a long flight of stairs was the dock, with the attached boathouse which had the boats and watercraft.
Pretty soon we were all in bikinis on the deck chairs down on the dock, and Amanda taunted us about having tops. Well, Taylor lost hers pretty quickly, which didn't surprise me. I was surprised that Deidre removed hers so easily, though, especially since everyone then started talking about her breasts.
Deidre is pretty stacked. She's a thirty-eight D cup, but they're fairly firm for their size (not like mine, though!), and she is a pretty girl. But while her cheeks were a bit pink while everyone was staring at her boobs and talking about them, she didn't seem to be terribly embarrassed.
Of course, I had to remove mine, then, not wanting to be like the last one – and that made Molly take hers off. So then we all did a kind of comparison thing. And we all talked about boobs, and problems with boobs, and guys fixation with boobs, and then moved on to more important topics, like celebrities.
It was a very comfortable afternoon, and wearing only a thong was comfortable too. Though I was a bit nervous. I wasn't the only one who kept her eyes on the lake to watch for someone boating past too close!
I have to admit, though, I was starting to feel kind of... inferior. I mean, Deidre, Taylor, Claire and Molly were going to university, and Amanda had a great job as a fitness instructor. She'd gone to college out of high school and loved her job. I was also the youngest girl there.
Taylor and Deidre were like, just about three or four year older than me. Molly was older but it was hard to tell since Chinese girls didn't always show it. Amanda was 2 years older and Claire 5 years older. Most of them had boyfriends, too. Which, if you don't know it, is a status thing for us girls.
Claire, of course, had no boyfriend. But nobody talked about that much.
They were also, it turned out, all richer than me. I don't mean because of my server job, either. They started talking about all the places they'd gone on holidays, and eagerly discussing the places many of them had been, like England, France, Italy, Egypt, Bermuda, Hawaii, and Tokyo.
My parents weren't dirt poor, but they weren't middle class either. I mean, if we went on holidays it was in the car to one of my relatives. We sure weren't jetting off to Europe for the summer or going to Hawaii to escape the winter. So I mostly kept quiet. I didn't dare risk lying and making something up in case I got caught.
But it made me feel kind of inferior again, and left out, as if I was a poor relation, you know. I was starting to feel like maybe this wasn't going to be that much fun since I felt like a bit of an outsider. I mean, they weren't rich, but they sure had way more money than me. Or at least their parents did. And so they'd had more experiences than me. And that was on top of them being older, which meant more sophisticated.
I was glad when the topic moved back to celebrities, anyway, something I knew at least a little about.
Anyway, we spent much of the afternoon relaxing, then went back inside, changed into shorts and t-shirts or tank tops, and all bustled around trying to make a big dinner for our first night. Having six people in one kitchen – even a big kitchen – is a recipe for a mess, in case you're wondering, but it was kind of fun anyway.
We all ate happily, and then put stuff away and cleaned up. We explored around the cottage some, and played in the games room. I was reasonably good at pool, and better than most of them except Claire. We played cards and then watched a movie on the satellite dish and then headed off to bed.
Everyone kind of agreed it made no sense to stay up late and sleep in when we could go to bed early and sleep in!
Chapter Two
“So, you enjoying yourself, Blonde girl?” Taylor asked.
“Yeah. So far,” I said.
She peeled her tank-top off and removed her bra, then shoved her shorts down. I did the same as she wandered over to play with the stereo and get some nice music. Which couldn't be done because we were out in the country. She cursed it and pulled a small USB drive from a drawer and plugged it in, and that got much better music.
“Always come prepared, Blonde girl,” she said.
She slipped off her thong, and then pulled on a nightshirt, pulling it down over her head and shoulders. It was the sort of thing I'd wear at home, which was really little more than a longish T-shirt, and was blue, with a panda on the front. I felt only slightly nervous stripping naked in front of her because my mind flicked back to that curiosity about whether she was into girls too.
I had brought a nightshirt, though I usually sleep naked. It was black and looked like satin or silk, though it was polyester. It buttoned down the front and wasn't much longer than hers. I pulled it out of a drawer and swept it up and around myself, sliding my arms in.
We both tried to do some facebooking, but the reception wasn't there, and we gave up.
“What good is having a cell phone if you can't fucking get anything?” she demanded.
“Well, there's other things on your phone,” I said. “Like games and a camera and a calculator and stuff.”
“Hey,” she said.
I turned around and saw her glaring at her phone, then she did something, and it flashed at me.
I gasped, because I was still naked! I mean, I had the nightshirt on, but I hadn't closed it! It was wide open!
“You're right,” she said with a cheeky grin.
“Taylor!”
“Yeeesss?” she asked smugly.
“Delete that!” I demanded, quickly buttoning the nightshirt.
“Say please.”
“Please!”
“Say pretty please.”
I glared at her and knelt on the bed.
“Pretty please.”
“Say please oh great and beautiful mistress I worship.”
“Eat me!”
She grinned toothily.
“Or you could eat me,” she said in a taunting voice. “That might get me to do what you want.”
I flushed. “Taylor!” I said.
I grabbed at the phone but she pulled it back. That led into a wrestling match on the bed as I tried to get it away from her, but Taylor is taller and stronger than me. I'm nimble, though, and I squirmed around, trying to grab the phone, half atop her, and sliding down the other side as she rolled away from me.
Crack! She smacked my ass! The nightshirt had slid up as I struggled so she got a lot of my bare skin, which stung even more!
“Get off me, you blonde brat!”
“Ow! Hey! Bitch!”
She rolled atop me, and I rolled back. And I won't say that I wasn't getting this wild dark vibe off wrestling around with her like this. I mean, this breathless kind of sense of sexual anticipation, even though I had no idea if this was even slightly sexual to her or if she was just teasing!
And then she kind of flung me up and across onto my stomach. She was strong! I got up on my knees and she was already on hers and yanked me on top of her! Or, actually, across her knees. Then she pinned my wrists together behind my back – after a struggle.
“Now. Apologize to the beautiful and wonderful Miss Taylor for being rude,” she demanded in an imperious voice.
“Fuck you, bitch!”
Crack!
“Ow!”
I kicked my legs and squirmed, trying to break free.
“Bad, bratty little blonde girl,” she said.
And then she tugged up my loose nightshirt to bare me below the waist.
Crack!
“Bad girl!”
“Ow! Taylor!”
That my nightshirt was hiked up was not that big a deal. I mean, she'd already seen me naked, after all. But it did add to that sense of dark, wild sexual anticipation within me. I could feel my nipples getting hard against the bed!
“Let me go, bitch!”
Crack!
“Such a foul mouthed little girl!” she said in mock indignation.
Crack!
“Ow! Don't!”
Crack!
“Apologize.”
“No!”
“Tsk, tsk, tsk. You have a nice little ass, Blonde girl. Be a shame if anything... happened to it,” she said in a low growl.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Ow! Oh! Agh! Taylor! That hurts!”
“It's supposed to hurt,” she said. “That's how little girls learn to show respect to their betters.”
“You're my bigger, not my better!”
Crack! Crack!
“Are you ready to apologize?”
“All right!” I gasped.
I didn't know what else to do! My ass was starting to really hurt!
“I apologize... bitch!”
I couldn't really resist that...
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
I yelped and squirmed and moaned and cursed, but she had me tightly in place and my butt was really starting to heat up!
“I apologize!” I gasped.
Her hand came down on my butt, but didn't slap. Instead, it just rested there!
“Say I apologize beautiful and wonderful Miss Taylor,” she said in a taunting voice.
I was very aware of her hand on my bare ass!
“I-I... apologize, beautiful and wonderful Miss Taylor!” I gulped.
“That's better. Remember to show the proper deference and respect to one of my beauty and sophistication and hair color. Redheads must be treated properly.”
She rolled me off her, and I gasped and jumped out of bed, rubbing my bottom.
“That hurt!” I protested.
She smirked at me.
“And I still want that picture!”
She pulled out her phone and pulled up the picture, examining it, then turned it so I could see. Yes, it was indeed as naked as I had thought!
“Taylor!”
“I know my name, Blonde Girl. Perhaps I might consent to delete it... for a price.”
“What price?” I asked suspiciously.
She lay back against the backrest of the double bed.
“Hmmm. Do a little dance for me.”
I rolled my eyes.
“Yes, I think that would be appropriate. Since I can't get any internet, I require entertainment. Dance for me, peasant girl.”
“Peasant girl?”
“Redheads are sophisticated aristocrats. Blondes are sex-starved peasant girls put on Earth to entertain others.”
“I thought it was that redheads were the children of Satan while Blondes were children of the Gods.”
“I have no idea what weird folk tales you blonde people tell each other,” she said dismissively.
She clapped her hands. “Dance for me, Blonde girl.”
“I don't think so!”
She looked at the phone.
“Hmm, who should I send this to? Maybe my boyfriend would appreciate it.”
“Don't you dare!”
She waggled her tongue at me.
“This is a good song,” she said.
It was. It was one of Beyonce's, and I love her music. And then Taylor got up and started to dance so... I danced with her. And it was kind of fun. It had been a while since I'd danced with a girl in my room in my nightie.
What had never happened before was the girl stripping off her nightie to dance naked! But Taylor did that!
The bed was a four-poster, with tall, round, turned-wood posts and Taylor slipped her hand around one of the foot-posts and then moved in close to it, acting like it was a stripper pole! God, she had no shame at all!
But she also looked really hot! Especially when she turned her back to the post, holding her hands up and back, and kind of sliding her butt up and down as she gave me a sexy look!
But then I had this idea. I grabbed my own phone and took a picture of her!
She didn't even try to hide. She didn't stop either. She danced right through the song, acting like some kind of ridiculously exaggerated stripper. That partly looked hot and partly made me laugh. I kind of imitated her, using the other foot post, but I didn't take my nightshirt off.
But I wanted to!
“Move your hips more,” she said.
“Like this?”
“Yeah. And arch your back. And let your head roll.”
So we kind of danced like we were strippers. Which again was kind of exciting and fun, but also filled me with a lot of sexual uncertainty and anticipation. I had no idea of her intentions!
Then she pushed me into a chair and then straddled me, still dancing, and then sank down atop me, so she was kind of giving me a lap dance. I felt my chest tighten, and sexual electricity coursed through my body! But I sure didn't want to give anything away! She might still just be joking around!
“I don't have the equipment for this excite me,” I said with a grin.
She was grinding her butt against me, but there was just nothing to feel it.
She ignored my words. Her hands were on my shoulders, and she arched up and back, then in and down, and then her fingers slid through my hair and then... she was kissing me!
Now I know you're thinking this is pretty obvious, but girls are not boys. Okay? I mean, boys won't even touch each other except to wrestle and punch. Girls don't mind touching or even kissing each other, even just in fun, and even without any sexual interest.
But she was pushing it!
She was also a very good kisser! My heart was beating faster and faster!
Then she got up with a laugh. “Now you try.”
“What? Me? No way.”
She pulled me up out of the chair and sat down.
“I want me a lap dance,” she growled in this sort of surly mock-male voice.
The music was still playing, though another song, and I licked my lips, then kind of started dancing, rolling my hips and pretending. I mean, it wasn't like I haven't done this before, okay? It wasn't like I haven't given lap dances either, though only to guys. Well, mostly.
I'd never given a lap dance in my nightie, though, with no underwear on, except to guys I was intending on sleeping with!
But the fact is I was feeling really hot and excited. And I knew that if she wanted me – I would do it. I was sure not about to do anything until she made her interest known for absolute sure, though!
My nightshirt is not very long, and straddling her, sitting down, well, there was a lot of bare skin touching! That was exciting too, as I ground myself against her.
“Closer, you blonde slut,” she growled, in that pretend male voice.
Her hand slid in against my ass – my bare ass, and jerked me in closer!
I gasped and grabbed her shoulders. My breasts were practically touching her face now, and I eased back. Now both her hands were on my bare ass, cupping and squeezing me as I tried to dance and grind myself against her!
Her hands came off my bottom and one gripped my hair, jerking back sharply.
“Hey! Ow!”
“Keep dancing, blonde girl.”
Because my head was forced back, I wasn't immediately aware she was undoing the buttons down the front of my nightshirt. But then it gaped open! My hands were back behind my head gripping her wrist, and I squealed and jerked them back forward as she released my hair. But then she pushed the nightshirt back over my shoulders and jerked it down around my arms.
“Lap dances should be done naked,” she said in a taunting voice.
I felt... embarrassed, uncertain and challenged. I let the nightshirt drop off me and began to grind against her again.
Her hands slid up and down my back, all the way down to my buttocks, then up along my sides and under my breasts. She cupped and squeezed them as my face filled with heat, but I continued to dance, pretending I wasn't feeling anything much.
I still wasn't sure if she wasn't just testing or taunting me!
An arm slid behind me and pulled me forward and then she had her lips around my right nipple, sucking and licking it as her teeth chewed at my breast!
She pulled back and then gripped my nipples, my very stiff nipples, and kind of squeezed and pinched them and pulled upwards!
“Stand up, Blonde girl. Dance,” she ordered, releasing them and slapping my ass.
Dance? I was straddling the chair, and her face was about at the level of my naked pussy! I gulped, heart pounding, and 'danced'. Which mostly meant kind of rolling and grinding my hips as I slid my fingers 'seductively' through my hair.
And then her hands cupped my buttocks and pulled me in closer, and she pressed her mouth against my sex!
That was not something you did for play!
I gasped and shuddered, my hands dropping instantly onto her shoulders, almost instinctively trying to pull back. But her hands were squeezing my ass and she was licking upward along the neat little line of my sex like it was Popsicle!
Then her lips pressed in firmly, and her tongue pushed into me, and wriggled around inside! I gurgled helplessly, my legs going rubbery as she pressed her lips firmly against my sex, her tongue dipping into me with hard little flicks. Her hands moved around to clasp the front of my thighs, but her thumbs stretched in and peeled me open, then her tongue lapped up between them again and again!
I felt the wild shock of excitement, of desperate heat as all my suspicions and doubts fled. I felt a sense of astonished delight, and exulted in the pleasure of the sensations she was sending flowing up through my body!
Her hand came off my left thigh, and she slid two fingers slowly up inside me, pumping them in and out as she focused on my clitoris, and I moaned helplessly as the sensations grew more intense, the fire more powerful!
She was kind of... pulling me in against her with those fingers inside me, sliding them firmly up and down against the front wall of my pussy! Her tongue circled my clitoris again and again, then began to do soft little sweeps from side to side as I felt the rush of pressure and heat swirling inside me!
She stopped all of a sudden, while I was gulping and panting and flushed, and pushed me back so she could stand up. Then she kissed me again, her naked body pressing against mine, forcing me back as she grabbed my hair. We staggered back, and then my legs hit the side of the bed and I fell, with her falling atop me.
We spent the next several minutes kissing, with me tentatively sliding my hands up to explore her body, cupping and kneading her breast, sliding down to caress her sides and buttocks as our tongues  writhed together.
She got up and helped me move so I was full on the bed, then threw the covers aside, as well as the pillows.
“Spread your legs, Blonde girl,” she growled.
I gulped as she slid atop me, and in between my legs. Again her lips met mine, hungry, passionate, and demanding. Her hand slid into my hair again, jerking it back sharply enough I cried out and my own instinctively reached up to grab her wrists.
“You keep doing that,” she said, pushing herself up on her elbows. “You don't get any say in what I do to you, Blonde Girl. You're my bitch,” she said, tauntingly.
She leaned in, sliding her hands along my arms, gripping my wrists and forcing them back against the bed above my head. Then she slid up my body until she was straddling my chest, leaning over me.
The next thing I knew she was wrapping something around my wrists. I cocked my head back, or tried to, and tried to jerk my hands down, but by the time I understood she was tying me up, it was too late to do anything about it. And even then the realization mostly produced a wild jolt of excitement!
She grinned lewdly at me as she sat back, then slid off the bed. She went to the closet, came back with something, and pushed it into my open mouth! I was startled again, confused, and she jerked on my hair so my mouth opened wider. Then she pulled straps around my head and underneath, attaching them as I struggled to understand what she was doing!
Something was in my mouth! Something big enough that it basically filled my mouth, pressing down on my tongue and up against the roof of my mouth. I tried to protest, to say something, and all I could do was make unintelligible sounds!
“Slave girl,” she said, taunting me again.
I moaned excitedly, and she went back to the closet, coming back with ropes she used to tie my ankles wide apart. Then she came back with a scarf and slipped it over my eyes, tying it around behind my head to blindfold me.
“Now it's time to torture you, you blonde slut,” she growled.
I felt nothing at first, as I lay there helpless and filled with both wild, dark heat and a new sense of anxious uncertainty. Then the music changed, from fast rock, to slow classical. A few moments later I felt her weight on the bed, then her lips and tongue on my ankle!
She took her time about it, slowly kissing and licking her way up my leg, up along my inner thigh, her hands gently caressing me until she reached my sex. She licked lightly up and down on either side of my sex, her tongue flickering teasingly, and I moaned, wanting more pressure.
But instead her tongue moved down to my other ankle, frustrating me, and slowly, patiently, licked and kissed and nibbled her way back up again until she was again flickering her tongue along the edges of my sex.
I felt her spreading the lips of my sex, and then her fingers pushed into me – deep, as she licked patiently up and down along my outer lips.
My hips were already rolling upward as the growing heat within me sought more sensation, and I moaned impatiently, wanting her to lick harder. She wouldn't. She teased me, she caressed me, she nibbled lightly, all avoiding my clitoris for the most part.
Her fingers pumped slowly within me, gently, pressing upward against the inside of my stomach.
A strange kind of … sensuality settled upon me. I lay back, kind of relaxing as if baking in the heat of a bright summer day. You know how when it's really hot, and you're nicely oiled, and you can almost feel your body kind of throbbing with the heat? It was like that, except the heat was coming from within me!
My hips began to roll faster and harder, though, as the sexual pressure grew more intense. My body arched and writhed a little, straining against the restraints, and I thought, kind of wildly, about how incredibly hot and kinky this all was!
Then her tongue swept across my clitoris in hard, fast strokes, and her fingers pumped harder, and the sexual pressure built up rapidly into an explosive power! I cried out as the orgasm hit, my back arching and my hips bucking frantically as she licked me and pumped her fingers inside me!
It was sooo good! I twisted and bucked and bathed in the fires of my own heat as the orgasm released a thunderous storm of pleasure to overload my nervous system – and my mind!
It was certainly the most intense orgasm I'd ever had with another person, maybe even ever! No guy I'd ever been with had taken this much time licking me and fingering me to orgasm! And none of them had lasted long in terms of actual penetration with their cocks either.
I moaned and went limp, groaning in satisfaction at the release.
But she wasn't finished. In fact, she wasn't even close to finished!



Chapter Three
Her lips and tongue began to work their way up my body now as I lay there, her teeth nibbling lightly against my abdomen, her tongue zig-zagging slowly upward, then her hands, then her mouth was on my breasts. Boys had sucked and licked them before, but never like she did!
She spent long, long minutes on each breast, teasing and caressing my nipples with her tongue and lips and fingers, her hands massaging and kneading my breasts until they throbbed and felt hot and swollen and heavy atop my chest. She sucked and plucked and licked and chewed and massaged my nipples until they were sparkling like live electrical wires!
Then she was moving back down again until her mouth was between my legs and her fingers inside me. I shuddered and writhed, the heat building up once again, my hips grinding against her as I moaned and panted for breath.
She halted, and I felt her hands under my head, lifting it, then undoing the strap. The whatever it was that was in my mouth was pulled free, and I gasped, working my jaw, then moaning into a mouth which pressed down hungrily against it!
She kissed me deeply, then pulled back, but jerked on my hair to force my head back.
“Oh!” I moaned.
“Nasty little blonde slut,” she said, her voice purring. “You're my sex slave now.”
I shuddered excitedly as her other hand kneaded one of my breasts.
“Aren't you?” she demanded, jerking on my hair.
“Ow! Please!” I moaned.
She jerked again.
“Say it. Say you're my sex slave.”
“I-I'm your sex slave!” I gasped.
“Blonde girls are all meant to be sex slaves. You were bred for that purpose,” she said haughtily.
She kissed me again, then her lips traced downward along my exposed throat as she held my hair, held my head back.
I moaned as she sucked and licked at my nipple, then kissed me once again, her tongue darting in along my lips.
“Nasty little slut,” she said. “Are you my sex slave?”
She jerked on my hair and I gasped at the sting.
“Y-Yes!” I gasped.
“Say it.”
“I'm your sex slave!” I gasped.
“Say I'm your sex slave mistress Taylor.”
This was so kinky!
“I'm... I-I'm your sex slave, Mistress Taylor!” I gasped.
She pulled more sharply on my hair, forcing my head way back.
“Oh! Please!” I gasped.
“Say please Mistress Taylor,” she demanded imperiously.
“Please, Mistress Taylor!”
She eased her grip on my hair.
“Would you like me to make you come again, you blonde slut?” she demanded, her other hand sliding down so she could rub my pussy.
“Oh! Yes!” I gasped.
She jerked on my hair again.
“Say yes Mistress Taylor.”
“Yes, Mistress Taylor!” I cried.
“Say please make your slave girl come like a whore Mistress Taylor,” she ordered.
So kinky and wild!
“Please make your slave girl come like a whore, Mistress Taylor!” I moaned.
She chuckled and released my hair, then licked her way downward until she was once more licking my clitoris. Her fingers pushed into me, and my hips began to roll and buck as the heat swirled and churned and grew, the pressure intensifying!
Another orgasm shattered my mind, and I arched violently, crying out, but trying to restrain myself now that I wasn't gagged. Or at least, I briefly tried to restrain myself, until her mouth came down on mine, kissing me hungrily.
I moaned into that mouth, even as she licked me hard between the legs, even as her fingers pumped inside me!
I realized almost at once, of course, that it had to be someone else kissing me. That produced a wild jolt of shock, but it couldn't stop the powerful orgasm tearing my mind apart and sending convulsions through my body.
Whoever the other girl was, her hand jerked back on my hair as she kissed me, and one of her hands cupped my breast, kneading and squeezing it, even as one of Taylor's hands slid up to cup and squeeze the other one!
It was like a full body thing like I'd never felt in my life before!
The orgasm washed over me in ever-growing waves, each one astonishing me with its power and making me greedily, desperately try to prolong it! I wallowed in the crackling sexual heat as long as I could, and then went limp once more, gasping for breath.
I spent long seconds in a kind of torpor, a languid relaxation as the afterglow of that orgasm held me. Then my mind started to function, at least on a basic level, enough to start wondering, with a growing sense of alarm, who was in the room with us!
My wrists and ankles jerked against the restraints, but of course, I couldn't do anything. My head turned and twisted as if I could see who it was, but I couldn't. The mouth was alternately gentle and passionate against mine, but it was there and would not be dislodged, especially since whoever it was held my hair firmly in her hand!
I ran through the faces of the other girls,trying to figure out who it was! The most likely was Amanda, I thought. But what if it was Claire!? On the other hand, did it really matter!?
The lips pulled off mine, kissed lightly, then kissed up along the nape of my neck.
“T-Taylor?!” I gasped.
I gasped as the hand in my hair jerked down sharply, forcing my head back.
“Mistress Taylor,” she purred, her lips right in front of my face.
But then... then it wasn't her licking me! Omygod! Who was it!?
She jerked again, and I gasped in pain.
“Say it!” she demanded.
“M-Mistress Taylor!” I gasped.
She kissed me again, hungrily. The other girl was licking at the outside of my pussy, which felt sopping wet and swollen and hot,but her fingers were still pumping inside me. It was probably Amanda, I thought. Taylor didn't really know Claire. I doubted it would be Molly, and certainly not Deidre!
I moaned, for my body was still thrumming with sexual electricity, still pulsing with heat. I thought it was probably Amanda, but it didn't really matter. It was still Taylor. Then I felt the buzzing, and something rubbing against my clitoris.
It was a vibrator!
I moaned into Taylor's mouth as the fingers pumped inside me and the vibrator ground against me. I could feel the power of the sensations the thing was rousing, could feel them making my entire lower torso churn and throb!
The fingers drew back, and something else pushed into me. It was thicker, slicker, as if lubed, and I shuddered as it stretched me wide and then pushed in through the mouth of my sex!
My muscles twitched and spasmed, dark heat washing over me, the thrill of heat intoxicating as my body writhed and the sexual pressure grew more and more intense!
A mouth came down on my left breast, then, sucking and licking, focusing on the nipple. Then another mouth came down on my right breast!
I cried out, my mind spinning in place, filled with confusion, alarm, and consternation!
Taylor was still kissing me – hard! At least... at least I thought it was her! Who the fuck else was here?! All of them!? All of them!?
The thing sliding into me pushed deep – achingly deep, and the vibrator ground against my clitoris as the mouths on my nipples and breasts sucked and licked and chewed! And now hands roamed my body, caressing my belly and my breasts and my hips and my chest and my thighs. So many hands! It was fucking insane!
And, strangely, that all of them, that all of us, were in on this (except one, probably Deidre) made me relax, made me feel less anxiety, less consternation. If it was all of us in this kinky lesbian thing then, well, we were all doing it, right?
Of course, I was the only one tied up, but I wasn't thinking of that, really.
I was intoxicated by the wild dark thrill of it, and the powerful sensations rolling up through my body as someone fucked me with whatever... probably a dildo, and played a vibrator against my clitoris, and two more girls sucked and licked at my breasts!
I felt my mouth going wide, as if surrendering to Taylor, moaning into her mouth as she ravished me. I stopped even thinking about anything but the pleasure, and wallowing in it! And then another orgasm tore through me, a powerful one that sent my body writhing and bucking as I cried out in wildfire pleasure!
The orgasm seemed to shatter my mind, and I writhed in the grip of its power, my mind blasted again and again until I was left dazed, shell-shocked, as I collapsed.
I heard whispers but paid no heed. My ankles were untied, and I was rolled onto my belly.
Crack! A hand slapped my bottom sharply!
“On your knees, slave girl,” Taylor ordered.
Crack! Crack!
“Up!”
I moaned a protest, but another sharp smack forced me to rise onto my knees. A hand gripped my hair and then my knees were shoved forward. My face and chest were on the bed but my belly was raised up, and my legs pushed in almost to the point my thighs pressed against my abdomen. They jerked my legs wide, and then fingers began to stroke my pussy.
“This is the position of the Blonde sex slave awaiting her master's big cock,” Taylor said.
I moaned dazedly.
Hands pushed under to fondle my breasts, and to finger my clitoris.
Crack!
“Beg your master to fuck you, slave girl,” Taylor demanded.
I gasped and moaned again.
Crack!
“Beg, slut!”
Crack!
“Ow! Don't!” I whined.
“Beg!”
“Please... fuck me!” I gasped.
Crack!
“Beg your master to fuck you, slut.”
“Please... fuck me, Master!” I gasped.
My head was lurching dazedly. I didn't want to talk like this in front of people I hardly knew! But the sex heat was still gripping my mind and body, and I was helpless, and the smacks to my bottom stung!
“Fuck this bitch,” Taylor growled. “Fuck the blonde slave bitch!”
I felt something rubbing up and down against my sex. It felt like... the dildo which had been inserted into me. Then I decided that it was thicker. I moaned as it pushed into my sex, my mind feeling new anxiety and uncertainty, not to mention embarrassment as it wakened.
This was such a … degrading and obscene position! Especially if girls were behind me! But now the dildo, a thick one, was pushing into me.
I knew it was a dildo, by the way. I was slick and slippery and hot and swollen but I knew that wasn't real... probably.
What if it was a guy, I thought, with a sort of awed horror.
But no, there were no guys here!
“Oh! Wait!” I gasped. “It's too big!”
Crack!
“You don't give orders, slave,” Taylor said.
Crack!
“Oh!”
“No cock is too big for a Blonde!”
Crack!
“Ow!”
My hair was gathered in and jerked back and I cried out again! Then I felt something against my open mouth, something which pushed inside.
“Here. Suck this cock, slave. You know you love cock,” Taylor said.
It slid into my mouth, and I gurgled helplessly. It tasted like...  yes, it was a dildo. It was probably the one they'd fucked me with! That thought made me quiver with how dirty and nasty and kinky this all was!
“Suck that cock, you blonde slut.”
Crack!
I moaned around the dildo.
“Suck that cock while another one fucks you from behind like a bitch in heat!”
Crack!
I shuddered as the dildo in my mouth pushed deeper, and the one behind me slid deeper still! It ached! But it ached wonderfully! I felt hands on my hips as it began to work in and out, in and out, and then hips began to strike my upraised buttocks, and I realized, after a momentary confusion, that whoever it was must be wearing the thing like... a strap-on!
This was so fucking kinky and hot and nasty and delicious!
Crack!
“Slave,” Amanda's voice said from behind me.
Crack!
“Sex slave!” Taylor taunted me.
Hands fondled my breasts, and then soft, warm, slick fingers pressed up against my clitoris and began to rub it hard and fast, and I cried out as the heat flared wildly inside me!
This was all so intense, so wild and insane! The feel of that thick dildo thrusting into me, sliding deeeeep inside me, deeeeeep inside me again and again was driving me wild! Soft hands caressed my body and kneaded my breasts, and a sexual fever was baking my mind!
The dildo in my mouth pumped in and out and a part me sort of forgot it even was a dildo! I sort of forgot it was a girl behind me. I felt myself floating on a bubbling sea of heat. Then the dildo pushed deeper into my mouth, deep! I gurgled and gagged as it pushed right into my throat!
But it wasn't a mistake, as my first fuzzy thought felt, for it kept pushing deeper! I felt it pushing down my throat, kind of spreading my throat tube the same way the one in my pussy had done down there, and my eyes went wide behind the gag as it slid way down inside my throat!
I twisted and writhed but they held me firmly, and then the big dildo slid slowly back down out of my throat and out of my mouth.
“All blondes swallow cock,” Taylor taunted.
“Definitely,” Amanda said.
“It's what blondes do,” a third voice – which I vaguely recognized as Claire said.
I was too busy gulping in air and coughing and gasping to reply.
“Blondes love cock,” another voice said – Molly.
“Oh yes, all blondes love cock,” Taylor said.
“They live for cock,” Amanda said
The dildo pushed into my open mouth and straight down my throat and I gurgled and gagged and twisted again – all instinctive.
“Swallow that big cock, slave girl,” Taylor ordered.
“Swallow that cock, you blonde slut!” Claire said.
Crack! A hand slapped my bottom, then again! Crack! Then again! Crack!
“Sex slave!”
Crack!
“Blonde whore!”
Crack!
“Slave girl!
Crack!
“Cock lover!”
Crack!
I gurgled as the slick, realistic looking dildo slid back and forth in my throat. It was so... stunning, really. I mean, I'd deep-throated – a few times. But this was way different! This wasn't me forcing myself down the shaft, trying to ignore my instincts in order to impress a guy. This was them shoving a cock into my throat and pumping it in and out!
Whoever held it wasn't moving super fast but even so the feel of it caressing the inside of my throat, moving up and down, in and out, was like nothing I'd ever felt in my life! As for my instincts, well, it wasn't like I could pull back my head! It was already being held back by the hair! And with my wrists tied to the headboard, I couldn't pull my body back either!
Dots danced before my eyes, and I felt light-headed from lack of air. My head pounded and my chest burned, and then they pulled it free, and I coughed and gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air.
Someone kissed me – hard, and then... I think it was someone else doing the same... while my body was rocked by the hard thrusting of whoever was behind me, her hips slapping against my buttocks. Fingers kneaded and squeezed my breasts and rolled and plucked at my nipples, and other fingers rubbed my clitoris.
And I couldn't see anything! I could only feel it!
The fingers rubbing my clitoris pulled back, and the vibrator began to grind into me. I shuddered, my hips spasming, my mind swirling, my blood churning.
“Hot slut toy.”
Crack
“Sex slave!” Taylor exclaimed tauntingly.
“Fuck that pussy! Harder! Pound the bitch!” Claire cried.
“Nasty little fuck toy.”
Crack! Crack!
I cried out as whoever was thrusting into me drove the dildo in harder, her hips smacking bruisingly against my upraised buttocks.
Then the dildo slid back into my mouth and down my throat, pumping in and out, in and out, as my mind rolled and swirled and the sensations flooded and overloaded my nervous system.
This is fucking insane! I thought dazedly.
Another orgasm hit and I screamed – mostly silently – as the dildo slid up and down in my throat. The pleasure welled up inside me, low in my belly, then exploded upward so that I twisted and writhed and thrashed wildly, my muscles spasming uncontrollably!
It was soooo fucking good!
I cried every last breath out of my body, and still the pleasure flailing my mind! I tried to exhale even more, as if that would prolong the pleasure! Then I sucked in a desperate breath as someone pulled the dildo out and cried out again, a long, dazed wail of ecstasy as they taunted me and their hands raced over my body.
They pushed me over onto my side, then rolled me onto my back. I felt my legs being spread wide, then someone began to lick me.
I just lay there gasping, panting, chest heaving, moaning dazedly. People took turns kissing me. Other people licked and sucked at my breasts and nipples, while one or another of the dildos pumped slowly inside my overheated pussy.
What did they want from me, I wondered dazedly.
The dildo pulled out, and fingers slid into me, several of them, pumping and turning and twisting as someone sucked on my clitoris.
My hips began to roll up again, the wild heat raging through me like a flooded river, hot and churning as I moaned and panted and trembled.
Then the licking stopped, and I felt the bigger dildo sliding into me again. Someone was atop me, between my legs, then settled atop me, breast to breast, I moaned as she began to fuck me, with my knees spread and her lips on my throat, then on my mouth, her hands jerking on my hair.
I was being … ravished... by a girl in a strap-on dildo, and some part of me was absolutely wallowing in it! It felt so fucking good with that dildo ramming into my sodden depths! And her body felt warm and soft and delicious against mine!
A hand pushed in between us and fingers rubbed my clitoris, and I came again, sobbing and crying out as her hips sent that stiff cock ramming down into me with hard, powerful strokes.
It slid out and someone licked me. I had no idea if it was the same girl but I thought not. The technique seemed different. And then someone slid atop me and began to fuck me, someone with bigger breasts than before, and again she kissed me hard as she drove the dildo into me until I came again.
Then it happened again, and then again, then I was flipped onto my belly again, my bottom lifted up, slapped, as the dildo was driven deep into my belly again, fucking me to still another orgasm as the vibrator ground against my clitoris!
I was going insane, and I was exhausted, both physically and mentally!
They kept using the vibrator and dildos on me as I twisted and writhed and arched and cried out again and again, until finally, they left me like that, panting, dazed and barely conscious. They left me still blindfolded and still tied up!
“Untie me!” I moaned.
They all left me alone, and I lay there for some time alone, or at least, I guessed I was alone. I couldn't see. I was … numbed, mentally, and my body was sore in many places.
But I still occasionally twitched at a remembered burst of passion or pleasure. The orgasms had seemed to get more and more intense until they just absolutely shattering!
I was alone. I felt irritated, but still dazed, and eventually, I fell asleep.



Chapter Four
I woke to hands caressing my body. I moaned and wriggled helplessly.
“Who's there?” I demanded.
Well... demanded. My voice sounded kind of dazed and whiny even to me.
No one answered. Fingers stroked my pussy, and then my legs were spread, and someone began to lick me! I gasped and moaned. I felt sore and sensitive down there, but her fingers pushed into me, and her tongue licked, and her lips sucked, and the dark heat roused within me to the point I couldn't resist.
Fingers plunged deep into my hot, moist depths, twisting and stroking and pumping, and my hips ground up frantically as the heat enveloped my body and mind. The orgasm was not long in coming, and I cried out, arching, my hips bucking, my mind swept by waves of wild pleasure.
As the orgasm passed, lips licked and kissed their way up my body, sucking and licking at my nipples, then kissing me softly but passionately.
“Untieee meee!” I moaned.
They rolled me onto my belly and straddled me, sitting on my lower back, their thighs pressed against my sides. I felt fingers combing my hair back, then something, like a … a thick strap, going around my neck.
“Wh-what are you doing!?”
Again, no one answered, and the strap was drawn up behind my head, then joined together at the back of my neck. A moment later I felt hands at my wrists. My left wrist was released but firm hands guided it down and then back behind me, bending it so my forearm went straight across my spine. When it was released, I tried to jerk it away only to find it strapped in place.
My right wrist was undone, and I tried to resist, but it was also drawn down and back behind me, then strapped next to my left wrist.
“Come on! You guuuuuys! I have to go to the bathroom!” I moaned.
Whoever it was rolled off me, and I grunted and rolled onto my back, then yelped as they gripped my hair and jerked, pulling me to the side of the bed!
“Ow! Ow! Don't!” I squealed.
They pulled until I got my legs under me and pushed myself in the direction of the pull, until I was sitting on the edge, then standing. I felt a pull on the strap around my neck and was forced to shuffle forward.
“You guys!” I moaned.
The pull forced me to keep moving, and then sound changed, as if we were in a smaller room. Hands gripped my hair now, and I cried out as it was jerked back, forcing my back to arch.
“There are no guys here, little blonde girl.”
That voice... I had only heard it a little but... it was Claire! I felt a sense of... I don't know, being intimidated. She was tall and kind of... brusque and older and … a lesbian! This sort of thing wouldn't be playing to her! It was girls she lusted after!
“You said you had to go to the bathroom, slave girl. We're in the bathroom.”
She pushed me back until I felt pressure against my lower leg, cold pressure, the toilet, then she shoved so I had to sit back.
“Untie me!” I exclaimed.
“Sex slaves don't make demands, little blonde.”
I flushed.
This was... kinky! And it was still a game and yet... with her being virtually a stranger... and a lesbian, it took on a new darker tone that made my heart beat faster. I felt... anxious, self-conscious... as well as intimidated. But I also felt a dark, bubbling heat.
“So go.”
“I-I can't with you here!” I gasped.
I flushed, because I knew that sounded... I don't know, childish and silly in a way.
I heard her chuckling softly.
“I bet you can.”
I heard the faucet turned on.
I really did have to go!
Then something was being filled up, like a cup. A moment later she gripped my hair again behind my neck, pulling back a little so that I arched back across the seat.
“Oh! Claire!” I moaned.
“Go, little sex slave. Slave girls have no privacy before their mistress.”
And then cold water was trickling onto my chest, just above and between my breasts!
I squealed but it continued, spilling down my chest and between my breasts, then over my breasts, down my belly and abdomen and between my thighs!
“Claire! Oh! It's cold!” I exclaimed.
She chuckled, then poured more. It was certainly making me need to go more! And then I just, well, I went.
THAT was sure embarrassing! Knowing she was standing there watching me!
“There? See? It's not so hard.”
She wiped me and then lifted me to my feet by the hair, but only to bend me forward over the counter.
Crack!
“Spread your legs, slut.”
I gasped, indignant and yet feeling a wild, raw surge of dark hunger as I obeyed. I felt her finger, slippery, very slippery, between my buttocks, pressing against my small back opening.
“Oh! Don't!” I squealed, jerking my legs together.
Crack!
“Don't disobey your mistress, slave slut.”
Crack! Crack! Crack!
“Ow! Oh! Don't!”
She spanked harder, and I gasped and spread my legs. Her finger pushed into me, pumping slowly, then something else, something not a finger, pushed into me instead! A moment later warm water began to flow into me, and my eyes bulged behind the blindfold!
“Wh-what are you dooooing!?” I cried.
“I'm preparing you for when all the men show up to fuck you in the ass.”
The words were so...shocking, coarse, outrageous! They kind of staggered me! I fairly quickly decided she was just saying that. I mean, she was a lesbian. She wasn't about to invite a bunch of men here for sex. But still, the idea sent a strange almost awed sense of … sexual helplessness through my mind.
I really was helpless! They could do anything to me! Anyone could!
I was filling up with water, and starting to ache!
Then I heard a buzzing sound, and then the vibrator began to rub against my sex!
“Oh! Oh! Don't!” I gasped, my hips jerking.
Crack!
“Sex slaves don't give orders to their mistresses,” she said.
She sat me on the toilet again. And that time was even more embarrassing! Then she bent me over the counter and did it again!
Finally, she put me into the shower and pulled the blindfold off.
I could see!
I could see her, naked, in the shower before me.
I gulped, face red, dropping my eyes with embarrassment.
I mean, somehow, having the blindfold on during that embarrassing stuff had made it easier. But now here she was, and I couldn't look her in the eyes!
She didn't seem to care. She soaked us both, then shampooed herself, and then me, then turned on the water to rinse us off. I was too... intimidated to say much of anything.
She soaped me up, then, her hands moving slickly over my soapy body, lingering between my thighs, of course, her fingers stroking and rubbing and caressing until my chest tightened and the heat began to roll through me despite myself.
She kissed me – hard, grinding and rubbing her body against mine. She backed me into the corner, her hands all over me, her lips feeding at mine!
She kind of lifted my left leg up, and angled her lower body in so that her right leg slid in between my legs, and her pussy was able to rub and grind against mine!
The sensations were incredible, especially given how the heat was gripping me, and I moaned into her mouth, kissing back, overwhelmed by the heat and passion and sense of thrilled kinky excitement.
The orgasm swept through me, and I felt a sense of wonder at how many I had had since Taylor had stripped me! I was turning into some kind of lesbian nympho!
I shuddered and cried out, bucking my hips up, which only ground me harder against her.
She was breathing heavily herself when she pulled back and turned the water on. She let it pour over us, rinsing away the water, then turned it off and, gripping my hair, forced me to my knees.
Oh God! I had never done this before!
I stared at her pussy, and she gathered in my dripping wet hair and pulled my mouth against her.
“Please your mistress, you blonde slut, or you'll be whipped,” she growled.
I gasped at the kinky words, for of course I didn't for a moment take them seriously as a threat. No, it was just a kinky dark game! She was kind of intimidating, though, and the fact I hardly knew her, and that she was older and taller, well, it all made her stern attitude seem deliciously thrilling!
Well, I had a lot of recent experience at being given oral sex, that was for sure! And I couldn't say no. Not because I was tied up but because, well, after she and others had done it to me for hours I was kind of... obligated to return the favor!
I licked tentatively up along her shaven sex, then licked harder. I pushed my lips in more firmly against her, moaning, my tongue licking upwards, searching for her clitoris.
“You better please your mistress, slut,” she growled. “Or you'll be hung upside down by the ankles and have your pussy whipped!”
I moaned and licked harder, and she twisted her fingers in my wet hair as she ground her hips against me!
“That's it. Lick harder, slut,” she moaned. “Use your lower lip to push against your tongue. That's it, you cock loving blonde whore! Lick your mistress!”
God, she was so dirty! I was sort of... scandalized, outraged and excited at the same time!
This was so wild and kinky!
“Ahh, that's it. Nasty little sex slave,” she groaned. “Lick harder! I'll bring in a whole football team to gang bang you!”
I licked harder, moaning, panting, my mouth jammed in hard into her pussy as I tried to suck on her clitoris. Then she jerked my face in harder, her hips grinding, pumping as she gasped in pleasure and came!
She stepped out of the shower and toweled her short hair, then the rest of her. I kind of knelt there, panting.
“Stand up. Come here, slut,” she barked.
I flushed, but stood up and stepped out of the shower. She grabbed my hair and wrung it out, then toweled it and me off.
“Tell me you love your mistress, slave girl,” she ordered.
I flushed again! “I-I love my mistress,” I gulped.
I gasped as she jerked down on my hair, forcing my head back.
“What do you call me, slut?”
“I... E-Claire?”
She slapped my bottom.
“Mistress. Say it.”
“Mistress!” I gasped.
She used my hair as a kind of handle and shoved me against the counter, then bent me over it until my breasts were pillowed out against the cool granite.
“Spread your legs, slut!”
Crack!
“Wide!”
I gasped and obeyed, and her fingers massaged my damp sex.
“What a pretty little blonde pussy,” she said.
She spread the lips of my sex, and her fingers dipped in between.
“Know how I can tell it's a blonde pussy? Because it looks so hungry for cock,” she said.
She reached above my head for something, then pressed her finger in again, only now it was slippery with something. It slid deep into my pussy, then came out and entered again, only thicker, and then thicker. I moaned as she slid three fingers inside me, pumping and stroking as her thumb rubbed my clitoris.
“Tell me you love cock, slut.”
“I-I love cock!” I gasped.
Crack!
“You answer every question with my name, slut. My name is Mistress. Now say it again.”
“I love cock, Mistress!” I moaned.
“Why do you love cock so much, slut?”
Crack!
“Ow!”
“Because you're a blonde whore,” she said.
Crack!
“Isn't that right?”
“Y-Yes, Mistress!”
Crack!
“Oh!”
“Say it, slut.”
“I'm a blonde whore, Mistress!”
I was starting to wonder if this wasn't more real to her than I had previously thought! I mean, she was a lesbo, right? That meant she probably didn't think that much of straight girls who liked boys. So maybe she did think we were all whores. I dunno. It didn't really bother me. I mean, she was who she was. If she looked down on girls who liked to sleep with boys, well, I really didn't care.
If anything, her attitude just gave the dark, thrilling game more tension and made it seem more realistic! Which made it even more deliciously hot!
Crack!
Her hand slapped down hard and made me yelp!
“Ow! Don't!” I gasped.
She seized my damp, tangled hair and jerked it sharply back, even while the heel of her hand pressed down against me to hold my body down.
“Slaves don't tell their mistresses what to do, slut,” she said.
Her fingers twisted and turned deep inside me as she ground her thumb against my clitoris, and I gasped and moaned, my hips grinding against the edge of the counter.
“You're a sex slave. All you do is obey,” she said.
She released my hair and then her fingers slid out of me. Something else pushed into me instead, and I moaned as it stretched me wide and slide in inch by inch, deeper and deeper, making me gasp and tremble as it filled me up!
“I know what blondes love. Cock! You're all nympho sluts!”
Crack!
I gasped at the slap, but that... dildo, I guessed, had pushed sooo deep! Except for a small part which was jammed against my entrance, or at least, against the top of me...
Then I felt something pressing against my ass! I moaned as it twisted and turned. I hoped she wasn't trying to give me an enema again!
But this got wider and wider, spreading my wrinkled little opening further and further as it slid into me! It was way thicker than that little hose thing she'd used before! It pushed up deeper, and then suddenly it was like it narrowed to practically nothing.
No... not nothing. It narrowed to about the width of my finger. And there was something flat pressing against me on the outside now too...
Claire pulled a slim band up my abdomen. No, it was two, and she pulled them up diagonally and over my hips, then drew them back behind me, back behind my back to the small of my back. She pulled another one up from the … the dildo, and joined them together behind me.
Then she gripped my hair and jerked me upright!
I gasped, staring at myself, naked and bedraggled, with the collar around my neck! I dropped my eyes, seeing the two thin black strings going up across my abdomen, leading down to... well, all I could see was a little finger wide thing sticking out of me, right at the top of my sex, like a little marble!
“Feet apart, back straight,” she barked.
I gasped and stood there as she picked up the hair dryer and a brush and brushed my air.
“You blonde, girly girls always seem to love your long hair,” she said.
“I'm not a girly girl,” I said in a low voice.
She jerked on my hair.
“Are you arguing with your mistress, slave?”
“No!” I gasped.
Crack!
“No mistress!”
“No, Mistress!”
She released my hair and continued brushing and drying it while I focused more attention on the dildo inside me. The strings were obviously there to keep it from falling out. That was sort of... ingenious, I guess, if you wanted to walk around with a dildo inside you. But who would!?
A nympho slut?
She got dressed, then attached a slim chain to the ring in the front of the collar and jerked on it so I stumbled.
“Obey your mistress, little slut, or you'll be punished,” she said.
She opened the door and pulled me out into the hall, then down the hall.
It was... weird walking with that dildo inside me! It kind of moved inside me a little, and the little finger thing kind of rubbed against the top of my sex – which means against my clitoris!
We went down the stairs, and I blushed in anticipation as I heard voices down there. Sure enough, they were all in the kitchen as Claire led me in. They all turned to look at me and I dropped my eyes, feeling very... self-conscious!
“It's our little sex slave!” Taylor said.
“Our little fuck puppy,” Amanda added.
They were all dressed in shorts and t-shirts, like Claire. I was the only one naked – and more than naked!
“You guys,” I moaned, mentally squirming.
Crack!
“Ow!” I yelped.
“There are no guys here, slave girl,” Claire growled.
“Lucky for our slave girl,” Molly said in amusement.
“I bet she'd love to have a bunch of guys here grabbing her and fucking her,” Taylor said in amusement.
“On your knees, slut,” Claire ordered.
I blushed anew. This was... embarrassing! But I knelt on the floor beside the kitchen table.
“Legs spread wide.”
I felt even more heat come to my face as I shifted my knees apart.
“She'll obviously have to be whipped a lot before she comes a properly disciplined sex slave,” Claire said.
“That should be fun,” Deidre said, giggling. “I've never whipped a slave girl before.”
“I'll show you how,” Taylor said, grinning at me.
Claire sat down to join the others around the table. It was already piled high with food – food that smelled very good to me. I wondered how I was supposed to eat, or even if they intended me to eat at all. I wanted to say something, but I was still awfully self-conscious!
Then Taylor held out her hand, her fingers right in front of my mouth, practically touching my lips. She had, well, some kind of bun, or at least, a piece of one.
“Eat, slut,” she said.
I opened my mouth indignantly, and she popped it in.
Well... since it was in my mouth I decided to chew it, but I felt very weird about it.
And embarrassed, with them all looking at me! I mean, it was one thing for Claire to call me a slut in the bathroom when we were naked together, but quite another for Taylor to call me one with everyone else here. And everyone else fully clothed. And me naked!
Then Amanda held out her hand with a piece of pancake!
I felt this strange little chest-tightening sense of... I don't know! I just suddenly felt this dark, swirly sensation that made my stomach churn. Like... like I was really a sex slave! This was so wild and kinky and hot!
I slipped my lips around her fingers, which were slick with syrup, and took the piece of pancake from her.
I was starting to feel this very hot, breathless sense of wonder. The world felt as if it were moving around me, circling, spinning, as if all the rules were in play, confused, and I had no idea where I stood – or knelt.
Taylor held out a piece of bun, and I licked it from her fingers, then Amanda held out another piece of pancake and actually pushed her fingers into my mouth, so I licked the piece off and sucked on them before she drew them back.
I know that probably all of them had seen me naked and writhing in pleasure last night, but I hadn't seen them!
Deidre snapped her fingers at me, and I looked at her, my face flushed.
“Come here, slut.”
I gulped, rose and kind of knee-walked over, and she pushed a piece of pancake into my mouth. I licked it and her fingers as I'd done with Amanda. Then I had to do the same to Molly, then Claire.
What a weird, breathtaking breakfast!



Chapter Five
They all took turns feeding me, sliding their fingers into my mouth for me to lick and suck. Then Claire got up and poured a bowl of milk. She put the milk on the floor, and then grabbed me by the leash and hair and had me bend way over. She lowered me until my chest was on the floor.
“Ass up,” she ordered, slapping my bottom stingingly.
I gasped and raised my bottom and she spread my legs, then pulled the bowl up in front of me.
“Now you can drink.”
I could!? How!?
It sure wasn't easy!
I had to raise my head and kind of push my mouth into the bowl and then slurp up the milk that way. My neck hurt, and a lot of my weight was on my breasts, which ached and throbbed! I drank quickly, believe me!
This was all very exciting, but I was feeling a growing pressure to... well... protest! I was confused, and my mind was swirling with strange emotions, not the least of which was a dark, sizzling sense of sexual hunger. But hey, I needed to protest so... so they realized that... uh, I didn't like being tied up and treated like that!
Because I didn't! Well... I mean, aside from it being hot and sexy and exciting anyway...
I mean, if I didn't protest they'd think I was some kind of weak-willed, spineless.... slut!
So I had to protest! But I didn't want the protest to... well... work.
Because this was fucking hot!
I straightened up on my knees and looked at my breasts, which were kind of red from being squeezed.
Most of the girls were finishing up and putting stuff away, carrying stuff over to the counter or fridge, rinsing dishes off in the sink, and talking about how nice it was and maybe they'd go for a swim.
“Are you guys gonna untie me?” I asked.
Claire looked at me and frowned.
“Slave girls speak only when spoken to,” Taylor said.
“Come oooon,” I sighed.
“I think we need to punish the slave for speaking out of turn,” Amanda said smugly.
“Absolutely. I have just the thing,” Claire said.
She left the room and then turned holding what looked like a ball, and a little... stick.
She put the stick down and then gripped my hair, pulling me to my feet.
“You can't keep me tied up all the time!” I protested.
“Sure we can,” Taylor said cheerfully.
And then Claire pushed the ball thing into my mouth! I blinked, startled, as it pushed against my teeth, instinctively widening my mouth, as she worked it between my jaws!
“Oh cool. A ball gag!” Molly said.
A ball gag! God!
I moaned as the ball was pushed into my mouth, and a little strap pulled behind my head and buckled. Claire combed my fingers out from under the strap, and they all looked at me, gathering around as I moaned into the thing. I couldn't close my mouth completely because of the size!
“Slaves only speak when spoken to... slave,” Taylor said with a smirk.
Claire turned me around and bent me over the back of one of the kitchen chairs which had been pushed in against the table again. Then she picked up the black stick. It was about two feet long and thinner than my little finger.
“What a pretty picture,” Molly said.
“Yes. She looks good from this angle,” Amanda said.
I flushed hotly.
“How long is that dildo?” Deidre asked.
“Nine inches,” Claire said. “But it's not a dildo. It's a vibrator.”
And with that it began to buzz, to vibrate! I gasped, my muscles spasming, as the thing vibrated all along its length! But it was particularly strong for the bottom couple of inches, especially in the front – like the part pressed against the inside of my stomach. And that part that stuck out, the little marble jammed against my clitoris!
I felt my legs jerked together by someone, held together. That made the vibrations seem even more powerful, and I moaned and jerked helplessly. I was already aroused, simmering, bubbling with the sexual tension and heat I'd felt all morning, and now that vibrator was sending these undulating waves of sensation through my lower belly!
“I don't think making the little slut come is much of a punishment,” Deidre said.
I wasn't so sure! It would be embarrassing coming like this in front of them! Having the blindfold on last night had been a strange sort of protection since I couldn't actually see them. Now I could!
But I didn't think I could stop myself from having an orgasm as long as that thing was buzzing and vibrating inside me!
Then there was a kind of hissing sound, a whirring sound, like when you swing a skipping rope through the air, and the stick landed across my upraised buttocks.
The stick wasn't heavy, and it wasn't thick. But it stung!
I cried out, jerking helplessly at the sudden stinging bite!
“Slaves speak only when spoken to,” Claire said.
Thwick!
“Slaves speak only when spoken to!” Taylor said.
Thwick!
“Slaves speak only when spoken to!” Molly said in amusement.
Thwick!
“Slaves speak only when spoken to!” Deidre said happily.
Thwick!
“Slaves speak only when spoken to!” Amanda crowed.
The blows hurt! I mean, they stung! I yelped and twisted and jerked at each one, as Claire brought the stick whistling down to slice into my soft bottom!
Thwick!
“Slaves speak only when spoken to!”
Thwick!
“Slaves speak only when spoken to!”
My bottom was starting to heat up! I moaned and cried out, wriggling helplessly, unable to move since Claire was holding my hair firmly in her fist!
“You know what I think,” Claire said. “She's a blonde slut, so her real problem is she's desperate to be fucked by a hard cock.”
“Well, she's got a big cock inside her,” Taylor said.
“Yeah, but the thing about blonde whores is they can never get enough cock,” Claire replied.
“That's true,” Taylor said. “Maybe she wants to be fucked in the ass.”
“I think that's it!” Molly exclaimed.
So Taylor left, and when she came back she had this … dildo, this cock in her hand, with straps attached to it. I moaned, wriggling helplessly, the vibrator still buzzing, my bottom hot.
She moved behind me and then stepped into the thing.
“You do the strap like this,” I heard Claire said.
Then when she had adjusted it over her shorts, I felt her fingers against the thing Claire had pushed into my ass. She tugged, and I felt the thing slowly forcing my ass open from the inside! I blushed hotly, but my mind was kind of reeling from the vibrations and the dark, thrilling, exciting sex, and the embarrassment and discomfort and the ache in my bottom and... and everything!
I moaned as it slowly pulled out of me. Then I felt something pushing in, sliding in smoothly, and much deeper. I gasped, moaning, as it pushed deeeep!
“That it. Fuck the slave girl in the ass,” Deidre said.
“Slave girls love being fucked in the ass,” Amanda said.
“Slave girls love being fucked in every hole,” Claire said.
“You mean blondes, don't you?” Amanda said.
“Blondes are natural born sex slaves,” Claire replied
I gasped and moaned as the thick cock thing slid into my ass and out, then in then out, pumping inside me in  way which felt... God! It felt so good! I mean, I don't normally go in for anal sex! In combination with this wild scene, and the vibrator buzzing away in my pussy, and the other girls all watching, it was incredibly intense!
My body was practically shaking with the buildup of sexual pressure inside as Taylor's hips slapped against my buttocks, and the other girls gathered around the table, watching me.
“Fuck that ass!” Claire said. “Ream the blonde slut out!”
“It's exactly what blondes love,” Deidre said.
God! They were being so outrageous! So nasty! So insulting! So... degrading! But I was falling into a dark, feverish heat as Taylor sodomized me and the vibrator buzzed and they all taunted me like I was... a slave girl!
Taylor gathered in my hair and wound it around her fist, then jerked on it as she thrust. That forced my head up and back, and I shuddered and cried out again and again as she rammed that big dildo deep into my ass!
“Come for us, slave,” Taylor said.
“Come for us, sex slave,” Claire cried.
“Come while you're being ass fucked, bitch!” Amanda cried, laughing.
“Come, sex slave. You know you love that big cock,” Deidre said.
And then, my mind spinning, my body burning, I did just that. I couldn't stop it. And once it started I couldn't resist or control it – or me! The orgasm just... exploded! The sensations were powerful and totally mind-blowing! They erupted and spewed hot, scalding pleasure up through my body so that I couldn't stop myself crying out again and again!
The vibrator filled me up and buzzed with a frightening power, while the big dildo was sliding deliciously in and out of my body! I had never imagined it could feel so erotic, exotic and thrilling to be fucked in the ass! But it was like I was in this strange, uninhibited world where – for the moment, I was free to act like, well, a sex slave!
And God it felt good! I was on fire with the wild, dark animal heat and hunger, my mind burning with a desperate heat as that big dildo thrust into me again and again, and Taylor's hips smacked hard into my buttocks!
I gulped in ragged breaths of air as the orgasm faded, mind-blasted, dazed. I felt the big dildo sliding slowly out of me, and the other plug thing thrust back in. Then I was put back on my knees while they moved around the kitchen cleaning up and chattering to themselves.
After that, of course, it was time to go out and enjoy the morning. They all got their bikinis and towels and drinks and other things and made their way outside and down to the dock.
Taylor, almost as if it was a last minute thought she'd just remembered, grabbed the leash, pulled me to my feet, and led me after her.
Now we'd been outside topless the other day, which had been cool and just a bit exciting. But now I was completely naked, not to mention still bound helpless, not to mention gagged. Being seen like this was way worse than being caught topless, so I looked around anxiously as the girls took their places on the various lounge chairs.
I was put on my knees again, with Taylor kicking my legs apart so they were spread wide.
By now I had recovered from that incredible orgasm, but that didn't mean I was exactly bored. I was still feeling a dark, deep erotic sense of anticipation. I had no idea what they might do to me next!
“Come here, slut,” Taylor ordered.
I gulped, and rose on my knees, moving over beside her lounge chair.
She and the others had, of course, applied sunscreen to their bodies so they were all sort of glistening. Now Taylor squirted a stream of liquid onto my upper chest, then began to spread it over my chest – and breasts, using both hands.
I flushed as she kneaded my breasts, very much aware the other girls were looking on. Then Molly, who was on the chair next to Taylor, and behind me, began to slide her slippery hands over my shoulders and down my arms, which were behind me, and also down my back.
It felt... weird, having their slick, warm hands sliding all over my naked body, and my chest tightened further. Especially when their hands slid down over my buttocks and pussy!
By the time they had me kneel again I was – hot – in more ways than one, as well as being slick and slippery.
Then the buzzing started, as someone activated the vibrator again.
I moaned helplessly, kneeling there, sitting on my heels, the vibrations quickly rippling up through my abdomen and belly and making my pulse race. I sank down a bit more on my heels, and my pussy made contact with the wooden deck, which jammed the vibrator thing in against me even harder!
The other girls were idly chatting about various things, and Deidre had brought a radio. None of them had removed their tops, for some reason, making me the only one naked. Which of course, only made me feel MORE naked.
This was a very dark, kinky little game, and I still hadn't gotten a grip on how I should be reacting. Partly that was because I hadn't been given much of a choice, really. I mean, I suppose I could have gotten angry and made demands – before I was gagged – but it had all seemed so breathlessly hot!
And still did!
Still, I wasn't used to feeling – inferior, to being the low girl on the ladder, to being beneath everyone. It felt distinctly odd! I was always the pretty one, and partly because of that, the popular one. I was the girl others wanted to be friends with. That had given me a sense of, well, superiority I guess. And it was hard to reconcile it with this slave girl role.
Sex slave! God! It was so perverted!
And the names they called me, like slut and whore and bitch, were all absolutely fucking outrageous! Normally I'd have gotten so angry I'd have hit someone! So why did it just make me feel partly embarrassed, and partly aroused when they used such words on me now?
I had a hard time not putting on a show, squirming and trembling as the vibrator continued to buzz against my clitoris and thrum powerfully inside me. And as they continued I began to sink into a dark, bubbling miasma filled with sexuality, heat and pleasure.
And as that heat rose and became a fever, the importance of anything other than pleasure began to fade. That certainly included what was left of my dignity and pride.
I began to gently grind my pussy against the deck, with that little finger of the vibrator pressing against my clitoris! I moaned, my eyes narrowing to slits and my breathing becoming more ragged around the ball thing in my mouth. I was having a hard time not drooling around it too!
I moaned and my head rolled slowly back. My nipples were hard as pebbles, and longed to be touched. My entire lower belly was throbbing with heat! I knew the girls were at least idly watching me, even as they talked about other things, sipped their colas or fruit drinks, and enjoyed the day.
But hiding my arousal became secondary to wallowing in the dark, sizzling heat running up my spine. I began to grind myself harder and faster, and my breathing became louder.
And then the vibrator turned off.
No one said anything. It just did. I groaned in disappointment, for I had been near to orgasm. The sexual pressure began to slowly fade away.
Then the vibrator started up again.
There was no way for me to disguise my reaction, as my entire body jerked violently. The vibrations began to roll up through my belly as I knelt there, and my heartbeat quickened. Before long I was back in that dark, feverish haze of sexuality and need, grinding myself against the deck.
The vibrator turned off again, and I moaned helplessly.
A couple of the girls jumped into the river, then a couple more, splashing and playing around. When they returned they toweled off, then applied more sunscreen. They went back and forth to the house to get more drinks or to pee.
Speaking of which... my bladder was starting to get awfully achy. And it wasn't like I could ask to go to the bathroom, either!
The vibrator started up again.
It was taking less and less time for my body to respond. It was like my nerve endings down there were frayed and hyper-sensitive, and my hips jerked and ground down as my pulse rate shot up.
But once again, it turned off before I could climax.
By then I was, like, bent forward with my head almost on the deck. I groaned and straightened up, overheated and blinking a bit dazedly.
“The slave seems kind of hot,” Taylor said.
“Well, she does have a nice fucking body,” Claire replied.
Several of them giggled.
“That wasn't what I meant.”
“We can take care of that.”
Claire picked up a nearby bucket, scooped water up from the river, and then stood over me and poured it slowly down over my head!
I gasped and squirmed and twisted as the water poured over me, the other girls looking on in amusement. Then Claire went back to her lounge chair.
“There, all cooled off,” she said.
They returned to their conversation – about the Kardashians, and which one they liked. I sat there in a puddle, blinking water out of my eyes.
Being wet made me need to go to the bathroom even more. I mean, it was starting to hurt! I had to squirm and close my thighs, and Taylor noticed and ordered me to open them again. I did, but then I closed them again, squirming.
“The slave is being bad,” Deidre said.
“Clearly she's looking for another spanking,” said Claire.
“I think I know what the slave's problem is,” Taylor said.
She got up and reached down and seized my dripping wet hair, then jerked me up off my heels and back off the dock, back to the edge of the grass, then had me kneel down there instead.
“Does our little slave slut need to pee?” she asked sweetly.
I nodded my head anxiously.
“Then here's where you can do it.”
I looked at her in disbelief.
“Only humans need to use the toilet,” she said as if it was obvious. “Slave girls aren't human. They're animals.”
“Sexual animals,” Deidre said.
“Fuck animals,” Claire said.
“So you can pee outdoors just like the other animals,” Taylor said with a grin.
I wasn't damn well going to do that! That was for sure! Not with all of them watching anyway!
Now, the strange thing about that is that, like most other people, I had peed outdoors any number of times, and sometimes with other girls there with me. But they were doing it too, not watching me! Now I was right across from five girls, who would all be looking at me if I went!
That would be so... humiliating!
No way!
The idea was kind of filthy, perverted and exciting, in a wicked sort of way. I mean, calling me an animal and saying only humans went to the bathroom indoors was fucking outrageous! They were just trying to make me feel... like some kind of very, very low-status being!
The vibrator started up again and I moaned helplessly.
Whoever had the remote seemed intent on driving me crazy!
They all seemed to be intent on doing that!
The vibrator turned off again, leaving me panting and moaning and overheated again.
Deidre scooped up water in the bucket, came over, and poured it slowly down on my head. I gasped and dropped my face low as it poured around me, soaking me again.
It also made me need to pee  really, really badly! I mean, it was starting to hurt a lot!
The vibrator started up again! But not for long. It stopped within about thirty seconds. Then a minute later it started again, and stopped after thirty seconds. Then again.
I was becoming more and more wrung out, more overheated, gripped by a desperate sexual heat I couldn't satisfy.
The only thing distracting me from it was my bladder was aching so terribly!
And then... I just couldn't hold it anymore! I mean, partly it was because I was so wrung out and no longer cared that much about my dignity, but whatever. It just... well, I started to pee, right there in the grass right in front of them.
They all noticed right away. They had probably been eagerly waiting for it. And they all made disgusted noises about what an animal I was, what a slut I was, what a whore and an vulgar, pathetic person I was while they watched.
It was all calculated to make me feel very, very, very... low. And it worked. I felt incredibly embarrassed and self-conscious!
But I still felt aroused.
More, in fact, because now the pain was gone.
But I also sort of cringed under their comments and the looks they gave me – even though I sort of knew it was all just an act on their part.
“Just throw her in the lake,” Claire said.
“That's a good idea.”
Taylor grabbed the leash and pulled me up to my feet, then led me across the dock and then down to the beach and kept pulling.
Soon I was up to my waist in the water, then my chest, then Taylor swam further along.
You might not know this since you probably never tried, but you can't swim much if your wrists are bound together behind your back...
That meant that I was soon completely dependent on Taylor to keep my head out of the water. I could kick my legs all I wanted, but without her tugging up on the leash every now and then I'd freaking drown! That was a bit scary, especially when the other girls came into the water to splash around too, and Taylor handed the leash off from one to another.
They stayed in deep water, too deep for me to find the bottom with my feet. They swam around, letting my head go under water often, then tugging it up with the leash.
Finally, they pulled me back to shore with them and sat down – while I was knelt next to Taylor  again.
I was exhausted and dazed. I had had to hold my breath many times when my head had gone under the water!
They toweled off but didn't bother with doing so for me. I knelt there dripping, with the sun drying me.



Chapter Six
The vibrator started again, and I moaned weakly. I was feeling kind of fuzzed, fuzzy, and totally adrift, with no idea what was going to happen, but certain I had little to no control over it.
“The sex slave needs to have more sunscreen on her,” Deidre said.
“Oh yeah,” Taylor said, looking at me.
She leaned over and grabbed the leash, then pulled me up off my heels and began to spread sunscreen over me. Her hands slid smoothly over my warm skin, spreading the slippery oil down my shoulders and breasts, which throbbed and pulsed with heat. She let her fingers seize my hard nipples, pinching and rolling them as I gasped and moaned helplessly.
She bent me over her chaise lounge, and I felt my breasts slide along her bare legs as she ran her hands down my back and arms. I felt her hands sliding up and down my arms when the tight string across my hip was undone. Then the buzzing vibrator slid slowly down my aching, burning, wildly overheated pussy.
I heard Molly laugh, behind me.
“She's literally dripping wet!”
“Slut! Whore! Slave! Animal!” the other girls chanted.
I moaned as a smaller hand caressed my incredibly sensitive pussy! Fingers dipped into the mouth of my sex, then slid deep. I felt the lips of my slippery sex spread, and then more and more pressure against the mouth of my sex as she tried to add more fingers, and more, and more!
It ached – deliciously!
“Just a little more,” Deidre said from closer than her chair.
The other girls had moved up closer behind me to watch.
I moaned as I felt the mouth of my sex stretch more, felt the pain sharpen, then Molly's knuckles slid slowly through – all of them! I felt the heel of her palm pushing through as her wriggling fingers pushed higher into my abdomen.
And only then, when the strain on the lips of my sex eased as they slid closer around her wrist did I realize, with astonishment, that her entire hand was inside me!
Then the vibrator was turned on and pressed against my clitoris.
I fucking lost it! I screamed into the gag as the orgasm exploded, my hips bucking wildly and violently as Molly's hand turned and twisted inside my pussy! I could feel every finger as they moved, as they stroked and pressed and pushed, could feel the incredible dark heat of how thick her wrist was as my pussy lips clamped down around it!
I twisted and writhed in the grip of an incredible storm of erotic hunger, passion and animal pleasure! The orgasm was just that shattering! I could feel myself spasming around her hand, could feel how thick and hard it was, and how high up inside me!
It was an insane, shocking, horrifying, and desperately thrilling idea! To have someone's whole hand inside you!
The orgasm faded, leaving me limp and dazed. But that didn't stop her. Her hand continued to turn and move inside me, experimentally pushing against me in places. Then she drew her fingers, one by one, into her palm, and that let her push her hand deeper.
I moaned into the gag as her wrist slid into me and her forearm began to widen. I felt someone rubbing on my clitoris with warm, slippery fingers. The dark, desperate heat rolled through me in waves, and I whimpered and panted and moaned into the gag as her fist turned from side to side, then pushed deeper, then pulled back, then pushed deeper!
My buttocks began to roll and grind and the heat swept through me, dazing me again. She felt so enormous inside me! And my body had become primed by that damn vibrator so that I was a bubbling, steaming volcano with lava ready to blow inside me.
And as her fist began to move in and out, that's exactly what it did. Again!
It was a simply tremendous orgasm! With her fist and wrist moving in and out of me the dark heat was even more intense, and I screamed wildly, my hips jerking back, trying to impale myself on her as other hands jerked on my hair and the other girls gathered around to watch and sneer.
Another monster orgasm, and then another followed, as they alternated between fingers rubbing me, and the vibrator, all while Molly fisted me! I think they were trying to drive me out of my fucking mind!
And it worked!
They were all gathered around, watching excitedly as Molly pumped her fist inside me, twisting and turning it, drawing it almost all the way back, then pushing deep. She drew her fist all the way back, opening her hand again and slid it out of me entirely, then pushed it slowly into me again, driving me into still another orgasm!
There was no way to kneel after that. When Molly slid her fist out of me they let me fall back onto the deck and lay there, chest heaving, eyes glassy, legs spread wide, my insides aching. I felt... burned out, fried, like part of my brain had melted! And they'd slid the damn vibrator back inside me, too.
All through that wild, outrageous fisting they had been calling me names, saying what an animal I was, and what a whore and what a nympho slut I was and all. I sure felt like one as I lay there in a semi-stupor, naked and bedraggled, while they sat back down and sipped from their drinks.
It was finally Molly who got up and pulled me up to a sitting position by gripping my hair, then made me rise onto my knees and sit back on my heels again. And then she undid her bikini bottoms and dropped them.
I blinked dazedly into her pussy as she reached behind me and undid the strap that held the gag in and then used her fingers to work it out of my mouth.
She gathered in my hair and jerked my mouth in against her sex, rubbing my lips against hers.
“Please your mistress, slave,” she ordered.
I moaned and began to lick. It seemed... sort of... obligatory. I mean, it didn't even occur to me to wonder if I wanted to or if I had to. I knew I did, so I started to lick the way they, particularly Claire, had shown me.
It was kind of hard at first because my jaw was kind of stiff. But as my mouth loosened up I licked harder and pushed my lips in against her to suck on her clitoris. It didn't take long. I guess fisting me had excited her because soon she was coming, grinding my face in against her as she cursed softly and ground her hips forward.
Of course, then I had to move over to where Taylor was sitting. She slipped off her bikini bottoms and pulled me in to lick her to an orgasm, jerking roughly on my hair and groping my swollen breast as she jammed my face in against her.
After her, Amanda did the same, then Deidre, then Claire.
My tongue and jaw were too tired and sore to really perform well on Claire, though. So as punishment, she and Taylor hung me by my ankles from the pergola off to the side of the deck. Since my gag was back in I couldn't really protest.
It was kind of … dizzy, being hung upside down. At first, all the blood rushed to my head. Then it sort of evened out, but my world-view was still upside down. And to make matters worse they'd stuffed that big dildo up my ass, and the vibrator was put back into my pussy, to be turned on intermittently.
Then I was blindfolded again.
Now being upside down can be kind of confusing in itself, without being blindfolded. And then after a minute or so someone put earphones in my ear and played music – classical music at that, which I had no interest in. So I couldn't see or hear anything, was hanging upside down – naked – and had that vibrator jammed deep in my belly.
To say this was strange would be a huge understatement. Especially since I'd been in a kind of dazed state to begin with. I was still thinking of all this as the girls playing a kind of game on me, though. I mean, I wasn't really concerned or anything. At worst, I was afraid they'd realize how hot it made me (though honestly, they must have already) and think I was some kind of slut.
I know, I know, they'd been calling me that already. But I just thought of that as kind of acting, you know, role-playing. I considered myself a strong-minded, competent, capable person. Sluts were, well, girls who fucked boys a lot. And not so much because they liked it either, but because they were desperate for attention.
That sure wasn't me! I was finding being the center of attention, even of the five other girls, to be embarrassing and it made me self-conscious. It made me feel very weird, too, especially given the circumstances. I did think this 'slave girl' game was helplessly exciting and thrilling, though.
And did it really matter so much what they thought of me? None of them were my friends, anyway, except Taylor. And Taylor and I hadn't even known each other that long. That made it easier to be, well, treated so badly by them – though only as part of the game.
I'd have had a lot harder problem with letting friends I knew well see me like this! There was always a rivalry among girls, after all, and I liked coming out on top as much as possible. Being treated like everyone's bitch was a novel experience for me!
It helped that they were all older, too, and mostly more accomplished. That made me less resentful of them since, well, they kind of were 'better' than me, in a lot of ways; older, richer, more sophisticated and all.
After about ten or fifteen minutes the music cut out, and then instead I heard voices. Almost at once I recognized it as the voices of the girls. Or at least, about half of it was their voices. The other half were mine! Yes, my own voice! I was stunned to hear it, to realize they had recorded me saying some of those nasty things they, and mostly Claire had made me say!
The voices kind of ran together, with two people sometimes speaking on top of each other. But they were all variations on the same them.
“Fuck toy! Sexy little animal! Slut! Slave girl! Bitch in heat! Sex slave!”
It was bad enough hearing all their voices saying it, but worse hearing myself confessing to being those things! And then on top of all the voices came moans and cries of pleasure which I quickly also realized were mine!
Have you ever listened to yourself climax? Have you ever listened to yourself climax several times? It's weird! And it made me flush hotly knowing that Claire had recorded my voice and then spliced these all together! Especially if the others had heard!
Meanwhile, the vibrator was still buzzing away inside me and against me, with those strings tugging down on the thing so it was pressed firmly against me.
The longer this went on the stranger I felt. I felt … lost. I mean, like I was losing my bearings, losing my self-control and finding it harder to think straight.
My ankles were spread wide to either side, but I kept trying to jerk them together, to grind myself against something, even though I knew I could do nothing at all.
Then at some point hands began to spread what I assumed was sunscreen over my body again, sliding over my breasts and up and down my body, kneading my buttocks and caressing my thighs. Then the dildo began to move in and out of me, and fingers rolled and twisted and tugged at my nipples.
Meanwhile, all I could hear was myself moaning and gasping and crying out in pleasure, my voice announcing I was a sex slave, a slut, a fuck toy, a bitch in heat, and then other voices accusing me of being all that and more.
It was... disorienting, to say the least. I was divorced from the world except for touch. And I was being touched in a deliciously erotic and pleasurable way even as the vibrator purred away inside me.
I came, repeatedly, writhing and twisting and bucking against them as the orgasms swept through my mind like powerful storms; tornadoes, ripping my thoughts apart, gouging deep ruts along my consciousness, and further exhausting me.
After a while they just let me hang there, though those voices and cries and moans continued.
For hours.
My mind kind of slept. I wasn't asleep, but my mind sank into this dull sort of half-awake state. And then, every now and then, hands would spread oil over me, caressing and squeezing and kneading and rubbing and stroking – and the dildo would plunge up and down in my ass, and the vibrator would buzz powerfully, and another series of intense orgasms would lash my body and mind.
And then at some point – I had no way of really measuring time in my state – someone worked the ball gag out of my mouth. My jaw was sore so that it kind of stayed wide open at first, and I felt fingers in my hair, tilting my face downward.
Then something soft and warm pushed against my open lips and slid through. It was soft but firm, and it slid deep into my yielding mouth. It pumped in and out as something held my hair to keep my head tilted downward, then it pushed up deep into my throat.
It pushed deep until my lips were pressed against what felt like soft flesh, the flesh it was attached to. It drew back slowly, then thrust deep again, drew back, then thrust deep. And each time it thrust deep, whoever was before me ground themselves into my face.
I could feel flesh – and only flesh. It pulled out long enough for me to gulp in air, while rubbing against my cheeks and over my lips, then it thrust up into my open mouth and up my throat again – and again, and again, moving faster as hands jerked on my hair to pull me in and out.
And slowly, despite my dazed state, I began to realize that this wasn't a dildo at all. This was a real cock. It felt far too real to be anything else! I was insulated from the shock of that by my dazed state, though, so it only came to be slowly and almost casually.
It was only when it was withdrawn, and the ball gag put back in place that I could gulp in enough air to stop my head pounding and chest burning, and my mind could start to function in something at least resembling efficiency again that I began to actually think about and understand the implications.
And again, because it happened slowly, and even then not with absolute certainty, I was saved from the real shock I'd have otherwise felt. Instead, the slow dawning realization made me feel a sense of much, much deeper self-consciousness about being hung here naked like this. The thought there might be a strange guy there seeing me like this made my face burn hotly!
My mind began to fill with a wild, discordant clash of emotions, with a growing sense of anxiety and embarrassment taking hold of me! Had that really been a guy!? Was he going to fuck me!? Was he looking at me even now!?
My face felt hot enough to burn!
But then nothing happened. For like, maybe an hour! You can't be embarrassed for that long. It fades. You can't be shocked for that long either.
And well, I wasn't exactly a super shy girl about my body, and I told myself that if it was someone I didn't even know, then no one would hear about it anyway. So that wouldn't harm my reputation or anything.
And then, slowly, because, as they'd been accusing me for some time, I really was a heterosexual girl (mostly) the idea of a guy there looking at me, treating me like a slave girl, began to take on this dark, breathless sense of thrilling heat!
A slave girl! To men!
Yes, it was still a game, but it would be a much, much darker and more outrageous game!
And then the hands were on me again. They were definitely, as far as I could tell, female hands, stroking my slippery body, kneading my breasts, rolling my nipples, and pumping the dildo slowly in and out of my ass.
But I couldn't escape the idea a guy might be there watching, looking on, licking his lips as he saw me!
And that made things both more embarrassing, and more arousing. It made things much more tense and anxious!
How long were they going to keep me like this!?
How long had even passed... ?
I had no idea. But despite the tension and anxiety and embarrassment, I found myself unable to resist those stroking, fondling hands and the way the dildo and vibrator drove me on. Another shattering orgasm tore apart my mind.
I was vaguely aware of them cutting me down, of being carried somewhere, then laid down. I felt a great deal of relief at that. I was hot from being in the sun, dazed, and sore and exhausted. Then the blindfold was removed, and I found myself in the shower with Claire.
Claire was dressed, this time, though, in bikini top and shorts. She sprayed me with water from a hand shower, then soaped me up, shampooed my hair, then rinsed me off before pulling me to my feet. By then I was able to stand without immediately falling over, but I still felt kind of disoriented, even though I could see.
Claire didn't talk to me at all. She dried off me and my hair, then brought me back to my bed. She lay me on my stomach, then undid the straps around my wrists, though only to lift my arms up above my head and then strap them in place there. Then she pulled the gag out of my mouth and left me there.
I groaned, but I was weary and relieved and lay on my side feeling relaxed at last. I rolled onto my back, and cocked my head upward, twisting my body to see that she'd fit these black studded leather bands around my wrists. They were attached to the headboard by a short chain.
I shook my head and lay back, wondering just how far she – they – were going to carry this slave girl stuff. I thought they had gone too far this morning, leaving me hanging upside down for so long. And if they'd brought a guy into it (and my face colored at the thought) that was really going too far!
But here and now I was relaxed and comfortable, and the air was cool, and I was out of the sun, and not hanging by my ankles. So I dozed a little.
I woke up to hands at my wrists, and confusion. Claire was in the room, as was Taylor. They drew my arms apart above me, and then strapped them in place to the top corner posts before I even knew what was happening. Then they moved down to the lower posts, spread my ankles, wrapped leather bands around them, and chained them firmly in place so I was spreadeagled.
“Wh-what are you guys dooooing?” I moaned tiredly.
“Didn't we teach you, slave girl, not to speak unless spoken to?” Claire demanded with a scowl.
Taylor smirked at me.
“Come ooon!” I moaned.
Claire kind of fell onto the bed next to me, well, half atop me, gripped my hair, jerked my head back sharply, and began to kiss me – hard. While she was doing that she let her other hand glide gently across my body, fingering my sex, and softly stroking and kneading my breast
Then Taylor did the same on my other side. They kind of shared possession of my hair, taking turns jerking my face to left or to right, taking turns covering my mouth with theirs for long, deep, passionate kisses, and their free hands roamed my body, stroking, fingering and fondling.
One finger slid into me while the other rubbed my clitoris. Then a second finger pushed into me, and I moaned helplessly into Claire's mouth, then Taylor's.
I felt that sense of everything being out of control again. It was partly scary, partly thrilling.
Then Claire surrendered my mouth to Taylor and crawled down between my legs to lick and suck at my pussy.
And she was GOOD at it!
I'd already had more orgasms so far in the last two days than in the previous year! And they were much more intense! But my body heated up regardless. In fact, I think I heated up even faster. My inhibitions regarding sex, at least, sex with girls, was gone, and they both knew how to make my body react.
Then they traded places. Taylor licked and sucked me, her fingers sliding inside me, while Claire came up to the top. This time, though, she straddled my face and sank her pussy down onto my mouth.
“Pleasure your mistress, slave,” she ordered in a low growl.
I shuddered and began to lick. After a short while, I realized I was licking her exactly the way Taylor was licking me! And when Taylor sucked on my clitoris, I did the same to Claire. It wasn't like I was even deliberately imitating her! It was almost instinct!
Taylor brought me to orgasm twice before I succeeded in doing the same with Claire. Then Taylor straddled my face while Claire knelt between my legs licking once more. After we had both climaxed, they left me again, this time spreadeagled.
This was getting... weird. Now, you might think to yourself, 'getting?!' Yeah, I was starting to wonder what was happening. I had mostly written it all off to just playing around, you know, some silly, giggly, if outrageous and kinky sex games.
But it had been hours and hours now. In fact, I'd been tied up and naked since bedtime last night. I wasn't sure what time it was, but certainly it was afternoon. I knew that much from my rumbling stomach, which told me I was overdue for lunch.
But the wild sex, the nearly continuous sense of arousal, and the multiple, intense orgasms, had kind of left me in a strange mental state. A part of me was impatient and indignant at this, but another part of me was fascinated with it, and almost... obsessed with the sheer delicious kinky idea of playing a 'sex slave' like this.
And why wouldn't I be given the number of orgasms it had given me!?
It wasn't like I had a lot of inhibitions left to worry me either!
Not with the girls, at least. And I was beginning to think I had imagined that it was a guy who had fucked my throat.



Chapter Seven
The door opened, and Deidre came in.
I flushed, for I had never met her before yesterday, and we had yet to really exchange more than two words. Nevertheless, I'd had to lick her to orgasm earlier, and of course, she had seen me doing all those sordid things.
She was in shorts and T-shirt when she came in, but she quickly stripped them off as my face flushed. She smiled at me, then climbed onto the bed, and I began to wonder, like, what is this? Am I everyone's fuck toy or something? Then I remembered they had actually called me that.
“Deidre, can you – .”
She put her hand over my mouth and glared at me.
“Bad slave girl!” she said, shaking her other finger at me. “Slave girls don't speak unless spoken to!”
I rolled my eyes at her a bit impatiently.
“Would you like me to gag you again?”
I hesitated, then shook my head.
“Say no mistress.”
She eased her hand up, and I licked my lips.
“No, Mistress,” I said.
“I will still have to punish you, of course,” she said in a haughty sort of voice. “We can't have slaves speaking out of turn, especially a blonde.”
First, she kissed me, deeply, hungrily, and began to rub her full breasts and warm body against me.
That was... not unpleasant. And it certainly distracted me from being hungry.
I hadn't ever in my life had such long, passionate kisses! And it was all from girls!
They knew what they were doing, though, and her hands, just like Taylor and Claire, seemed to instantly go for my hair, on the one part, and then my breasts and pussy. They all, come to think of it, seemed to enjoy yanking my head around by the hair.
She didn't either kiss or touch me in the same way as the other two. It was... subtly different in many small ways. But my body began to rouse and burn anyway, and my mind began to slough off all other concerns aside from the dark thrill of heat and pleasure rising within me.
She got up and got the vibrator, thrusting it inside me and turning it on.
I moaned helplessly, then cried out as she yanked on my hair to force my back to arch sharply.
“Slaves do not speak unless spoken to,” she said sternly. “Do you understand, slave?”
“Y-Yes, Mistress!”I gasped, my scalp aching.
Crack!
“Ow!” I squealed.
She had some kind of black... stick in her hand. It was like the one Claire had used on me but a bit thicker, and it had this sort of soft leather pad at the tip, about an inch long. It was this she was holding, and which she'd just used to slap the center of my breast – to slap my nipple! It was soft and lightweight, but my nipples were hard, sensitive and not used to being slapped at all!
“Slaves are not really humans,” Deidre said. “They have no right to express their opinions or to make requests of their mistresses. They must always remain silent until spoken to.”
She snapped the tip down on the center of my right breast, then my left.
Crack! Crack!
“You are fed and watered and sheltered to be a sex toy, so your slut body can be used by your betters,” she said.
Crack! Crack!
“Oh! Please!”
Crack! Crack!
“That's please mistress!” she snapped.
“Please, Mistress!” I gasped.
Crack! Crack!
“You had best learn that silence is your best friend, slave girl,” she said.
Crack! Crack!
Each time she brought the thing down on one nipple she followed up with a blow to the other. Meanwhile, the vibrator was buzzing away inside my already warm, throbbing sex.
She leaned in and kissed me passionately again, then drew her head back.
“Are you my sex slave?”
“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.
Crack! Crack!
“Say it, slut.”
“I'm your sex slave, Mistress!” I gasped.
“And do you know why you're a sex slave?”
I moaned uncertainly.
Crack! Crack!
“Because you're a blonde slut,” she said as if that was the most obvious thing in the world.
Crack! Crack!
“Ow! Oh!”
“Say it.”
“I-I'm a blonde slut, Mistress!”
“Exactly,” she said. “Why, you're barely more than an animal.”
She said that as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
This time she brought the little leather flap slapping down three times on one nipple, then three times on the other, as I yelped and gasped and twisted helplessly.
She put the thing down, and then abandoned my hair and knelt between my legs, alternately pumping the vibrator, grinding the tip against my clitoris, or licking strongly at my clitoris.
I was soon writhing helplessly in place. She sat up and slid two, then three fingers inside me, then, stretching me, making me ache, a fourth. She ground her thumb against my clitoris and her other hand went around my neck.
“Beg me to make you come, slut.”
“Please make me come, Mistress!” I gasped.
“Again, slut.”
“Please make me come, Mistress!” I moaned.
“Are you a sex slave?”
“Yes, mistress!” I gasped.
“Say it, slut. Keep saying it.”
So I did, while she brought me to another wild, grinding, straining, sobbing orgasm that sent a scalding wave of heat and pleasure ripping through my body and overloading my nervous system – and mind.
She smiled, straddled my face, and I licked her to an orgasm. Then she left.
A little while later Molly came into the room.
I gulped, eyes widening, remembering the feel of her hand inside me and the massive explosion of emotions and pleasure which had torn me apart.
“Would the little slave slut like dinner?” she asked in a purring voice.
“Y-yes, Mistress,” I gulped.
She sat on the edge of the bed, and her hand kneaded my breast.
“In order to eat you have to remain un-gagged. Remember that slave girls speak only when spoken to. If you forget, you will be gagged and spanked and do without dinner.”
I wanted to say something like “Oh, come on!” but I was uncertain whether she would do exactly what she'd said!
And I was hungry!
She undid my ankles, though she left the bands on, then produced a larger version of the leather bands around my wrists and slid it around my throat. She leaned in and kissed me lightly on the lips, and said. “Slave girl.”
She unclipped the chain from my left wrist band and drew my hand down, then rolled me onto my side and pushed my arm behind me. Then she rolled me back, and my arm stayed there. She undid the other wrist band and rolled me onto my other side, bringing that arm down behind me and then that too stayed in place.
Then she slipped another pair of leather bands around my upper arms. Like the others, these were buckled firmly in place. They had studs running around them and rings set into the sides. She hummed to herself and brought over what I thought was a thick, stainless steel chain, but it turned out to be several chains, and she attached them to a ring on the back of the collar.
She found the leash, attached it to the ring in the front of the collar, and tugged me to my feet, then pulled me after her and over before the mirror. I looked at myself, naked but for the collar, and gulped as she did something with the chain hanging down my back.
She pulled my right arm back, then I felt pressure on my left, as she clipped chains to them both. A moment later she turned me so I could see.
A chain was attached to the ring in the back of my collar. It dropped to about my shoulder blades and had another big ring on the end. Both my arms were attached to short chains which were clipped to this lower ring. And another chain descended from it as well, which my wrist restraints were attached to.
It was all so... strange and kinky and... hot! The leather was rich and thick and erotic looking, and the chains were bright and … outrageous! They clinked as I moved!
“Sex slave,” she whispered, combing my hair back with her fingers.
Then I heard her tsk, and then say “Let's not forget this.”
She pushed me forward, bending me over the dresser.
“Leg's spread, slave,” she barked, slapping my bottom lightly.
I jerked my feet apart and groaned as I felt the vibrator sliding into me. I was still quite wet, and though it was thick, it had no difficulty pushing up high. This time, though, instead of the thin straps, she used thinner versions of the chains binding my wrists back, running them diagonally up across my abdomen, and over my hips, then up between my buttocks in back.
“Remember, slave. Speak only when spoken to,” she said, pointing her finger at me.
She picked up the leash and opened the door. And just as I had done this morning, I padded naked down the hall, down the stairs, and into the kitchen.
And just as this morning, I was the only one naked. I flushed, the center of attention again as she led me into the room.
“Kneel, Slave,” she ordered.
I knelt, spreading my knees wide, dropping my eyes.
The difference in status between a naked, chained person, and a free, clothed one could not be more clear. Especially when the latter chatted freely among themselves and the chained person knew she would get smacked sharply across the bottom if she said a word.
Not to mention I was kneeling on the floor while they sat or walked about.
When they all sat down to dinner, I could only look on. Until Deidre snapped her fingers at me and held out something. I was hungry but still felt abashed as I rose off my heels and knee-walked forward, to bend and take whatever it was from her fingers between my lips.
They chatted, for the most part, as if no one else was there, which was oddly disconcerting, in a way. They certainly knew I was there, because they kept looking at me, and often enough, clicking at me or flicking their fingers at me so I would crawl over and eat from their fingers or hands.
The vibrator stayed quiet, but I was still feeling, of course, deeply sexual and sensual. The vibrator was very realistically shaped, for the most part, and filled me nicely. It also stretched my opening a little, and unlike the butt-plug I still wore, it was impossible to forget it was there.
So I was gripped by a simmering sense of heat and arousal through dinner. I didn't try to talk or to protest, or even to get them to release me. I had found the sight of the new restraints and chains to be deeply exciting, and wearing them made me feel – hot.
After dinner, and after I drank my milk off the floor like I had that morning, Taylor brought me to the bathroom and brushed my teeth, then let me use the toilet, then had me lick her to a climax. After that, she brushed my hair out again – since she'd been kind of yanking on it, and led me back out into the great room.
Everyone was slouched around on sofas and upholstered chairs arguing over what movie to watch on the big screen.
I knelt on the floor, legs spread.
And then the vibrator started buzzing.
I mostly ignored it at first, but of course, the effect built up quickly so that I was trying to surreptitiously grind my pussy against the rug below me!
“Come here, slut,” Claire ordered.
I gasped, but then rose and knee-walked over to where she sat on the sofa.
She reached out and gripped my hair, pulling me up across her lap.
Crack! She slapped my bottom sharply.
“What are you?”
“I-I'm a blonde slut, Mistress!” I gulped, blushing hotly.
I felt her push against the base of the vibrator and kind of grind it against me.
“Who's got the switch?” she asked.
Her other hand slid down to knead my breast as she undid the chain and began to slowly pump the vibrator in and out of me.
Something light was thrown onto my back from somewhere, then lifted off, and a moment later it smacked me sharply on the bottom.
Thwick!
“You're a sex slave. Say it, slut.”
“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” I gasped.
“She's also a blonde slut,” Taylor said idly.
“Well yes, but she's a sex slave because she's a blonde slut. You wouldn't say it the other way around. It's like, she's a blonde slut because she loves cock, for example.”
“Or she loves cock because she's a blonde slut,” Molly said.
“No, no. The loving cock comes first. That's what makes you a blonde slut.”
“I thought just being blonde made you a slut,” Taylor said.
“Well, yeah, in a way,” Claire conceded.
She was slowly pumping the vibrator in and out as she spoke, and running her other hand over my body.
I was feeling a distinct thrum of sexual heat and arousal from all this, despite, or maybe even in part because of how they were all so casually talking about me as if I was some kind of nympho slut! And as if I wasn't even in the room, or maybe was a dog who wouldn't understand them!
I moaned low in my throat, my hips grinding back as the vibrator thrust deep, the nose pushing its way through the tight folds of my sex repeatedly even while the thing vibrated strongly.
“Are you a cock loving whore?” Claire demanded.
“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.
Thwick! The switch cut across my upraised buttocks again.
I winced.
“Say it, slut.”
“I'm a cock loving whore, Mistress!”
It was so strange and degrading saying shit like this in front of them all! But weirdly, darkly exciting too!
“Hnnghh!” I gasped as she thrust the thing hard and deep.
“Go and visit Amanda, slut,” she said, slapping my bottom and then tumbling me to the floor.
Panting a little, the thrum of sexual excitement roiling my insides, I knee-walked over to Amanda. She dragged me up across her lap now, and she began to pump the vibrator in turn, and fondle my body. Then she pulled the vibrator out and pushed something else into me, something thicker – and longer.
I moaned as it stretched me more, and pushed waaay high inside me! I squirmed and moaned in discomfort as she forced it deeper, and she slapped my bottom a couple of times.
“Nasty little cock-loving slut,” she said. “Tell me you love cock.”
“I-I love cock, Mistress!” I moaned.
She fingered my clitoris as she pumped that big cock inside me, and my hips began to roll up against it as the heat built up inside me. I moaned helplessly as she kneaded my breasts, slapped my bottom, and pumped that big cock in my belly!
Then she tumbled me off and sent me to Deidre. Again, I was dragged up across a lap, to be fingered, slapped and fucked with the big dildo. Deidre also pulled the butt-plug out of my ass, though. And instead pushed some weird kind of thing that was like a really long pencil stuck through really ping pong balls.
She'd push it in, and I'd feel the round ball slowly sliding through the opening of my ass, then my sphincter would close, then another one would push through, then another, then another, then another. And then, one by one, they'd slide out of me – pop! pop! pop! pop! pop!
Then she'd slide them in again while pumping the dildo and rubbing my clitoris.
There was no way I could hold still for that! My hips began to grind more and more feverishly and my hips rolled up more and more excitedly so I could impale myself on the big cock!
By now I was desperately aroused again, panting and moaning, flushed all the way down my chest as she fingered and stroked me and used those sex toys on my feverish body.
“Are you a sex slave?”
“Yes, Mistress! I'm a sex slave!” I moaned.
“Are you a cock loving whore?”
“Yes, Mistress! I'm a cock-loving whore!” I gasped.
“Dirty little girl,” she said, rubbing my clitoris.
She pulled the ping-pong balls out, and then slid what felt like another dildo into my ass. It was thick and long, but the only difference with a normal one that I could feel was that it suddenly slipped almost fully inside me – just like the butt-plug – except for a narrower part that stuck out a little.
She tumbled me onto the floor, then, and grabbed my hair to set me in place.
“Legs spread, slut.”
I hardly heard her. Because there was a guy sitting on the sofa across from us! He hadn't been there before! He had come in while I was belly down across Deidre's lap and couldn't see him without turning my head!
I was … stunned, and my face got even more red as I dropped my chin to my chest and snapped my legs tightly closed!
The other girls laughed and snickered.
“Are you being a bad slave girl?” Deidre demanded sternly. “Do you need a spanking?”
The thought of being spanked in front of this guy was somehow worse than me opening my legs, so I opened my legs, even while my mind was thundering with emotions and confusion and embarrassment and a wild array of other things!
“That looks like a nice big cock in you, slave girl,” he said.
I gasped as my hair was jerked back, forcing my head back.
“Answer him, slut,” Deidre ordered.
My face burned! My mind was stuttering in confusion!
What was I supposed to say anyway!? I felt panicky and confused!
I cried out as Deidre jerked sharply back on my hair.
“Say yes master,” she said.
“Y-Yes, Master!” I cried.
Oh, fuck!
“Tell me you love cock, slave,” she ordered.
I shuddered.
“The slave girl is looking for a punishment,” Claire said.
“Say it, slut.”
“I-I love... c-cock!” I gasped, my eyes rolling in any direction away from this guy!
Who the fuck was he!? Where had he come from!? Was he the guy who had fucked my throat earlier in the day!? I had almost gotten to the point where I had convinced myself I'd imagined that!
She had the crop in hand and now slapped it lightly but repeatedly against my nipple!
“You forgot to say mistress, slut,” she said.
“M-Mistress! Mistress!” I cried.
“Now tell him you love cock.”
A fresh flood of heat swept into my face, and my mind was twisting and squirming wildly.
She slapped the tip of the crop down on my other nipple, fast and hard.
“Oh! Ow! Please!”
“Say it, slut.”
“I-I love cock... Master!” I gasped.
I had been doing my best not to meet his eyes, but I'd repeatedly gotten glimpses of him nevertheless. He was in his early twenties, lithe, toned, with short hair and a really cute face. Now Deidre forced me up off my heels and, with my hair wrapped around her fist, made me knee-walk forward until I was kneeling right in front of him!
“What's your name, beautiful?” he asked in eager amusement.
“She has no name. She's a nameless sex slave,” Claire said.
“Call her slut if you want,” Taylor said.
He grinned, and undid his zipper, then pulled his cock out! It was already fully erect, red and eager, and I rolled my eyes helplessly away from it until Deidre jerked on my hair.
“Okay then. Suck my cock, slut.”
God! God! God! This was becoming even more outrageous and shocking and wicked and wild! What was I supposed to do! What could I do!?
Deidre pulled my hair forward and he reached out and took it. Then she moved away, and I shuddered as he pulled me forward, bending me over the sofa above his cock.
“Suck it, slut.”



Chapter Eight
I considered refusing. I was sure I could... refuse that is. I mean, it would ruin the game, and I'd have to put up a fuss to convince them I wasn't playing anymore and it might lead to bad feelings... and I thought that would be even more embarrassing. Like, making a stink, you know?
And I had little time to think about it as he pulled my head down by the hair and rubbed his cock head across my lips.
“Suck my cock, sex slave.”
I moaned and let my lips come apart as he pulled me down. And just like that, I was doing it, sucking his cock!
It was a shock. I mean, yes I'd been playing the part of sex slave for the girls, but this was a guy! That made it so much more... intense!
It was more embarrassing, more degrading, and yet, as my lips slid down his cock and I began to lick and suck, I felt a rush of some dark, thrilling pressure and power inside me. To me, this was real! Not the slave girl stuff, but the sex! Sex with a guy was real sex!
And here I was chained and bound and impaled on a big dildo and naked and sucking a guy's cock! And not only that, doing it while half a dozen girls looked on! God! This was so wild!
Because acting the slave girl slut in this nasty, wild, wicked little game was one thing, but doing it with a guy was just so much more shocking! But I'd been experiencing one shock after another since I'd gotten here, and all of them had led to incredible sexual heat and pleasure, so my mind was kind of getting conditioned to associating things that were outrageous with scalding heat!
There were half a dozen fully dressed girls sitting around watching me as I began to suck and bob my lips on this man's cock.
Crack!
I gasped as the crop cut across my bottom sharply!
“Push that ass out, slave, and spread your legs,” Claire ordered.
Moaning, I obeyed, still sucking and licking at the cock in my mouth. I felt fingers at my clitoris, rubbing me as the vibrator buzzed, and then gurgled as the guy shoved down on my head and my lips slid all the way down to the base of his shaft!
“That's it, slut,” Claire said. “You swallow every inch of that cock.”
“You know you love it, Blonde Girl,” Taylor said.
“All blondes are cock loving whores,” Amanda taunted me.
The man held my head firmly so I couldn't move for long, long seconds. My head began to pound, and my chest began to burn. Then he jerked up on my hair, and I cried out, gulping in air as he smirked down at me.
He opened his pants and pulled them down, then guided me to his balls. I sucked and licked them, gasping as Claire began to pump the vibrator inside me, moaning as this guy roughly kneaded my soft, throbbing breast with his big, male hand.
He jerked on my hair again, pulling me up, and feeding his cock into my mouth, and I began to suck and lick at it again, then gurgled as he shoved me all the way down and buried himself in my throat.
“This is a pretty hot little sex slave,” he said.
“You should see how tight her ass is,” Claire said.
Taylor had come over, and the two of them pulled me to my feet, then turned me around.
I moaned as one of them pulled the thing out of my ass, then they pulled me backward. I had no choice but to sit, as the guy's big hands gripped my hips. The three together guided me back so I was straddling him, my knees on the sofa on either side of his body.
And my ass slid slowly down his big, thick cock!
Taylor and Claire released me and went back to their seats. Then they, like the other girls, just watched me as the guy gripped my bound arms and rode me slowly up and down on his thick cock.
“She's got a nice tight ass,” he said.
I gasped and moaned, dazed and overwhelmed. This was so... sick, so perverted!
The guy released my arms and gripped my hair again, and I cried out as he jerked my head sharply up and back. His other hand went over my hip, and his big strong, hot male finger began to rub my clitoris as he thrust up into my ass!
I came like the whore they said I was, bucking and twisting and writhing and crying out again and again as I rode his big cock. The vibrator buzzed powerfully inside me, and his fingers rubbed rapidly over my swollen clitoris until I thought I would go insane!
*
I didn't sleep tied up that night. The girls had found somewhere else for me to sleep. It was a dog's cage. It was a big cage, to be sure, with a padded mattress or something on the bottom, but I still had to lay curled up on my side. Naked.
It was, of course, completely fucking outrageous! But this whole nasty game of theirs was outrageous! And it was also the most insanely thrilling experience of my life! I'd never felt anything like the continuous degree of excitement and heat I'd felt since Taylor had first tied me up!
I'd also gone beyond the point of protesting in order to protect my pride or dignity. That was simply too late now. If they thought I was a whore then that was that. It was too late to try and change their minds, and I wouldn't know how to even try.
There was still a bit of that left, but not much. As for really protesting, and having them stop... I didn't want it to! Like I said, despite the blow to my pride and how self-conscious I was at times, this was too exciting and wicked to want to end it!
I was kind of stunned when they'd made me crawl into the cage, but it was so sick, so kinky, so wicked, that I'd been dazed by how outrageous it was! And so I had done it. And then I had lain there alone looking through the bars with a sense of wonder.
The next morning, Claire came for me. She was still intimidating. And even more now since she had the crop in her hand.
She pointed it at me like a gun, glowering.
“You will not speak, sex slave,” she growled. “or else.”
I gulped as she opened the cage.
“Crawl out.”
I crawled out of the small door, and she snapped the leash to my collar. Only today, instead of having me get to my feet, she made me crawl across the room and out into the hall!
Like an animal!
My breasts swung below me as I crawled, anxiously looking around as she led me into the bathroom. There she sat me down and let me pee, then gave me an enema, then washed me and washed my hair before drying me and brushing my hair out.
Then she put the vibrator and butt-plug back inside me.”
“Are you grateful to your mistress for taking care of you, slave girl?” she demanded.
“Y-yes, Mistress!” I gulped.
They were the first words I had uttered that day.
“On your hands and knees.”
I got down on my hands and knees and she eased back.
“Slide your front half down low until your tits are pressed against the floor and your arms are out in front of you.”
I obeyed.
“Keep that ass high, slut, and spread your legs. That's it. That's the proper slut position. That's the position a slave girl takes when a man is about to mount her and ride her like a whore.”
She let the tip of the crop trace up and down along the line of my sex, then along my spine.
“Pull your belly in tighter against your thighs. That's it.”
She moved around in front of me again, and I noticed that for some reason she was wearing black high heels.
“Are you grateful to your kind mistress for taking care of you, slut?”
“Yes, Mistress,” I gulped again.
“Then say it.”
“Th-thank you for taking care of me, Mistress,” I said.
“That's not how slave girls talk,” she said.
She raised her right foot and brought it down, heel and all, against the back of my neck, jamming my face harder into the floor.
“A slave girl refers to herself in the third person. “You will not say 'I' or 'me'. You will say 'A slave girl thanks her mistress for taking care of her',” she said.
“A-A slave girl thanks her mistress for taking care of her,” I gasped.
Crack!
The crop snapped down stingingly across my bottom.
“You forgot to say mistress. Try again, slave.”
That confused me for a moment, but then I realized what she meant.
“A slave girl thanks her mistress for taking care of her, Mistress!” I moaned.
“The way a slave girl shows her appreciation and love of her mistress is to demonstrate her submission,” Claire said.
She took her foot off my neck and put it back on the floor, but her pointed toe nudged my face.
“Lick,” she ordered.
I was confused at first.
Crack!
“Lick, slave.”
Oh my God! I understood! I felt a wild jolt of dark, unspeakable heat which easily swept away my indignation.
Crack!
“Lick, slut.”
I moaned, feeling a trembling in my body, then eased in and licked at the toe of her shoe.
Crack!
I winced at another blow across my upraised buttocks.
“More enthusiasm, slave. Lick!”
Moaning, I pushed my tongue out, licking along her black shoe, long licks that got faster after another sharp stinging, blow on my bottom.
She tilted her foot up on the high heel.
“Don't forget the bottom, slave.”
Gasping, I tilted my head up and to the side, licking at the bottom of her shoe.
“Much better.”
She jerked on the leash, and turned away, and, dazed and moaning, I pushed myself up off my throbbing breasts and crawled after her.
The vibrator began to buzz and I lurched, then recovered.
I followed her to the stairs. It was awkward crawling down them, but I managed, then crawled out into the kitchen and took my place on the floor, kneeling in front of them all as they ate.
Again, they fed me by hand, and since my hands weren't bound behind me, I crawled around the table (like a fucking animal!) licking the food from their hands.
After that, I was allowed to stand up. Because I was ordered to put the food away, wash the dishes, and clean the counter and table. The rest of them wandered outside and down to the dock to enjoy themselves.
This was the first time I'd been alone and untied since coming here, but it didn't really occur to me to do anything with that. I mean, what was I supposed to do? Run away? Get dressed? The only thing I did that might have been even slightly daring was to go into the bathroom and stare at myself in the collar and restraints, shaking my head in amazement at how ridiculously kinky and sexy I looked.
After I had finished cleaning up, and with no other orders, I wandered outside and down to the dock.
“Ah, our little sex slave has finished her task. Or have you?”
“Yes, Mistress, “I said.
“Kneel,” Claire ordered.
The rest of them had their chairs gathered in a semi-circle facing the lake. I knelt in front of them, knees wide. Claire tossed me a squeeze bottle.
“Put sunscreen on yourself. Do it slowly.”
I gulped, then squirted some onto my chest. I felt my chest tightening, felt my insides starting to thrum. The vibrator hadn't gone off so far, but it went off now, as I slowly spread the oil over my body while they looked on. I spread the glistening, slippery cream over my breasts, with my nipples already hard and swollen, then down over my body, not neglecting to rub it up and down against my pussy.
“Lay back on your back and raise your knees, slave,” Claire ordered.
I obeyed.
“Spread them wide.”
I spread my knees wide, facing them all.
“Unclip the chain for that big cock inside you, there on your hip.”
I hesitated, then reached down and undid the chain so the big vibrator was no longer held inside me.
“Now masturbate for us. Fuck yourself with that big cock.”
I felt a kind of emotional jolt, a breathlessness. They were all looking at me expectantly, and I moaned, then hesitantly reached down and gripped the base of the vibrator. I began to pump it in and out, feeling a dark wave of heat spreading quickly through my body, growing more and more intense.
“Fuck yourself harder, slut,” Amanda said. “And pull your knees back.”
God! This was insanely sick!
I drew my knees back, lifting my butt a little, and plunged the vibrator in and out as they all looked on. I was getting more and more aroused, and so rapidly too! I kneaded my breast and then brought my hand down to finger my clitoris as I pumped the vibrator in and out, in and out.
“Harder, slut.”
“Fuck yourself, whore.”
“Ram that cock into your hungry pussy.”
I did, and then I came, crying out, twisting and writhing, ramming it in harder and faster as I rubbed my clitoris.
After that I had to hook the chain back up, then crawl over and lick Claire's bare foot in gratitude for letting me masturbate.
Again, that was a jolt to me, especially with the others watching! I licked at her toes and licked up along her ankle and then down under her foot!
Then I had to do the same to Taylor and then to Deidre and Molly and Amanda! It was soooo degrading!
After that I was ordered to put suntan lotion on Amanda, then on Taylor, then I had to trot back to the house to get fresh drinks, then again to get some chips, then again to get more ice for Deidre's drink.
Then I knelt in front of Claire and put suntan lotion on her feet, but mostly so I could give her a foot massage. After that Taylor wanted a foot massage, and then Deidre wanted one.
“Someone water the animal,” Taylor moaned, laying back comfortably on her lounger.
“I have to go inside anyway,” Amanda said.
She did go inside, then came out with a stainless steel dog bowl with water in it.
“Drink some water, slave animal,” she ordered.
I was grateful for it! It was hot out!
I crawled over and put my lips down to it, drinking like an animal, then returned to my position. I knelt, knees wide, hands behind my neck, back arched, waiting for my next order.
The girls jumped in the water to play, not all together, and each time one came out I had to towel them dry, and then put sunscreen on them again.
Until Claire undid her bikini bottom and jerked on my hair to pull my face in against her.
I licked her without further direction, while she played with my hair and squeezed my breasts. After she had climaxed I licked Deidre, then Taylor, then Amanda, then Molly.
Claire then had me rise and moved me to the side, where there was a kind of pergola. Taylor joined her, and the two of them chained me there spreadeagled, standing on the balls of my feet. Then stuffed the ball gag in my mouth. Then they went back to their seats. The vibrator turned on, and I jerked and gasped and moaned as the vibrations began to set my nerve endings to twitching.
It was maybe ten minutes later that the boat arrived.
It was a small motorboat, and there was a guy on it! It wasn't the same as the one the previous evening either! I dropped my chin to my chest, burning up, as he climbed out and said hello to everyone.
He was a big guy, and well-built, with broad shoulders. He was wearing just a bathing suit, and he looked good in it from the glimpses I got before jerking my eyes away.
“I was just passing by,” he said, “when I noticed you have a sex slave. I was wondering if you would let me make use of it.”
“Sure, why not,” Claire said airily.
“It's not like you can use it up,” Taylor added.
“And our blonde slut needs lots of cock,” Amanda said with a giggle.
“Thanks so much,” he replied.
He walked over to me as my heart pounded, and then moved behind me. I gasped as he jerked up and back on my hair, forcing my head back.
“You have a lovely ass, slave girl,” he said.
He released my hair, and then poured something like honey down over my shoulders! It wasn't honey, of course. It was very slippery, and it oozed down my body until his hands came down and began to spread it over my breasts.
I moaned as big, male hands kneaded my breasts and rolled my nipples, spreading the oil over my chest and down my belly. They slid up and down my shoulders, then down my back and over my buttocks before sliding around my hips and rubbing at my pussy.
I had been fondled and caressed and squeezed for the last few days, but these were male hands, and it was indefinably different!
Then I felt it. His erection. He pressed it right up between my buttocks, slick and slippery, thick and hard and long. I moaned as he slid his cock up and down, up and down, up and down.
I felt him pulling the butt-plug out of me. Then his cock pushed into me.
The girls were all watching with interest, sipping their drinks from straws, or drinking directly, like there was a show going on.
I shuddered and gasped as his thick cock was forced slowly deeper into my ass. He'd pushed up an inch or so against the resistance, then slide back, then push forward a little more, then a little more...
And the girls looked on, some grinning and smirking and enjoying the show. Claire was even munching on popcorn!
The vibrator buzzed, and this guy shoved his cock higher and deeper until I felt absolutely stuffed! I gasped and moaned, writhing in place, straining against the chains as I felt cramps in my belly from how deep his cock was going!
Then Amanda got up and came forward, and dropped to her knees in front of me. She gripped my thighs, leaned in, and began to tongue my clitoris!
The vibrator was stuffed high inside me, but the base was pushed out so it was actually making the lips of my sex strain wide, and almost pressing directly against my clit! Now with her tongue sweeping across me, I felt a huge surge of heat and sensation.
And then the guy behind began to fuck my ass in deep, steady strokes, his hips slapping against my slippery buttocks as he pumped. His hands roughly kneaded my breasts and his lips came down on the nape of my neck, biting and chewing and growling like an animal!
It was too much for me to take! The sensations were too intense! I began to jerk and shake, and as the orgasm hit me I screamed into the gag, twisting and straining and bucking as that big cock thrust up into my ass, the vibrator buzzed inside me, and Amanda's tongue and lips made my clitoris explode!



Chapter Nine
They kept me gagged most of the time – unless I was either eating or licking one of them. Despite that, my tongue got awfully strong because I had to lick each girl to orgasm at least twice a day. The girls, in turn, tormented me with dildos, vibrators, and their own tongues and fingers.
I must have had a dozen orgasms a day, at least. It was kind of hard to keep track!
I ate on my knees, licking food from their hands, and each morning a different girl would come and get me, take me to the bathroom, clean me up – and out, and prepare me for the day. I had to crawl most of the time, unless I was doing something, like changing the sheets, or washing the dishes, or fetching drinks.
And every day a man came over, always a different man, and after I gave him a lap dance I sucked his cock and then he fucked me in the ass! I didn't even know their names!
All this was doing shit to my head which I didn't really understand. I kind of got how my inhibitions and pride and dignity had all changed radically over the space of a few days, but didn't really understand it or put much time thinking about it.
My life was too... intense, to care about stuff like that.
I think one of the things which had the most profound impact was just being naked all the time. Being the only naked one when everyone else was dressed did something to me. The fact I wore a collar and couldn't speak made it much more powerful.
It was like I wasn't one of them, like I was a servant, definitely an inferior, and definitely needed to walk carefully and obey instantly to try to avoid smacks to the ass, nipple pinches, pulled hair, or worse.
And it could be worse.
I was the one who was making dinner now. And if someone didn't like something, they'd sure let me know. I mean, I wasn't any great cook, and so I sometimes made mistakes. One of those mistakes was in the stew I made, which Claire didn't like.
So after dinner, I was bent over the back of a kitchen chair, my breasts pillowed out against the table and wrists bound together behind me.
She stuffed a big dildo up my ass, and turned the vibrator on, then fingered my clitoris to warm me up and get me helplessly grinding my hips back.
Then she picked up the belt. It was a thick leather belt, and it made this very loud crack of noise when it cut across my bottom. It also hurt!
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
I winced and gasped and moaned as the belt cut across my buttocks, the pain building, the heat getting more and more intense until my ass was on fire! And still, she continued.
Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
I was on the edge of tears! The pain had grown so great!
Then she stopped and slid the belt around my neck instead, and jerked it tight so I gasped.
I felt her fingers rubbing expertly at my clitoris as she leaned over me.
“Learn to please your mistress, slut. Or you'll get worse,” she growled.
I gasped for breath as the tightened the belt. Then the orgasm hit, and it felt a if my head was going to explode! I opened my mouth to scream, but I had no breath, and just trembled and shook as her fingers roughly ground against my clitoris and the vibrator buzzed!
After I recovered somewhat she let me kneel and lick her shoes, both of them, to apologize for the trouble I'd put her through. Then she undid my wrists and told me to clean the kitchen.
That was sort of how things went. I mean, some of it was painful and degrading, but the incredible heights of pleasure were so powerful, so raw, that they were addictive, and I couldn't think of anything to do which would get rid of the pain and degrading stuff and still keep that mind-blowing pleasure.
Especially since the degrading stuff was, in part, why the pleasure was so insane. Because it made things so outrageous!
When there was nothing good to watch on TV, I became the entertainment.
Sometimes I masturbated for the girls. Sometimes I crawled around licking their shoes and feet – and pussies.
Claire was always the one who hurt me the most. Then again, she was also the one who gave me the most powerful orgasms.
Well, except when Molly fisted me. But I was pretty sure it was Claire that told her to do that.
Having my wrists chained above me while I stood in the middle of the living room was a bit unusual, and made me anxious as I awaited whatever they had decided to do to me. It wasn't like I could ask since I wasn't allowed to talk unless spoken to. Anyway, the ball gag was in my mouth.
The vibrator was inside me, too, and the girls were amusing themselves playing with a phone app which sent instructions to the vibrator by Bluetooth. This changed the types and strength of the pulsations and vibrations. They would try one, watch my reaction, then try another.
It was, naturally, getting me worked up.
Then Claire walked in carrying a whip.
There was no mistaking it for anything else. It was black and thin, and about six feet long. Naturally, it made me anxious, but there wasn't anything I could do about it. Besides, I was already full of sexual tension by then, my chest tight, my insides thrumming with sexual energy.
I'd been punished with a variety of things already, from the crop to the switch, to the belt. But none of them had done any lasting harm to me, nor even raised bruises on my fair skin. I doubted this would be any worse.
“We have to remember that blonde sluts should be punished just for being blonde sluts,” she told the others. “Even if they haven't done anything else particularly wrong lately.”
“Whip her!” Amanda exclaimed in pleasure.
I moaned nervously.
“And sex slaves certainly deserve to be whipped from time to time to encourage them to be properly disciplined and obedient,” Claire said.
The whip didn't look terribly menacing. I mean, it wasn't like those thick whips in the pirate movies I'd seen. It looked quite thin and lightweight.  Then Claire swung it out at me, snapping her wrist, and the long thin length of... whatever it was... swept in and snapped stingingly across my buttocks.
I squealed, and my body lurched forward as the girls laughed.
“Sex slave!” Claire said.
“Sex slave!” the other girls shouted in amusement.
The whip swung out again and snapped across my buttocks a second time, and a third!
Each time it did I squealed at the sharp sting, my hips jerking forward as if I could run away from the pain!
Then the next blow hit across my back!
That was a shocker! First, the sharp, stinging line of pain that erupted across my back, just below my shoulder blades, then the realization, the sense of astonishment, the … outrage!
I mean, being smacked on the ass was playing. Being whipped... across the back... was... shockingly, outrageously... sadistic! It was cruel! It was... it was nasty and... and... and it was like... suddenly I felt awash in a sudden thought of this being real. I mean, like I really was a sex slave! Oh, I knew that wasn't true. But this made it so fucking realistic!
And that brought a rush of thrilling and overpowering heat to my mind!
Crack!
It snapped across my shoulders, and I squealed again, then it hit my lower back, and I arched my back violently, twisting away. It cut across my buttocks, then my back again, and I danced and cried out as the girls watched.
Amanda had her hand down her shorts and was fingering herself excitedly.
The whip cut across my back again, and again, and again as I twisted and squealed and cried out, and then I twisted around, almost in desperation, so she couldn't hit my back again, and she swung the whip anyway. It sliced across the soft flesh of both breasts, and I screamed, twisting around, the sharp pain ripping up into me along with another shock!
She had dared!
What was more, the next blow swung in and around my right side, snapping into my right breast again!
Again I howled! And again when it bit at my left breast, then my right!
All the girls were watching with heat in their eyes now, licking their lips excitedly as the whip sliced around my middle to snap at my belly and abdomen.
The stinging pain began to throb everywhere, but it still wasn't as powerful as the dark sense of arousal which was throbbing inside me and rising to a fever heat.
“Turn around, slave!” Claire growled.
Panting, moaning, and even drooling a little around the gag, I turned as she ordered.
“Arch your back. Stick those tits out.”
I moaned helplessly, outraged, heat and anxiety sweeping through me. I arched my back and she swung the whip to snap down across my breasts!
I cried out, twisting and turning away.
“Turn around! Obey your mistress!”
I moaned and turned back.
“Arch your back, and don't move!”
My heart was pounding as I obeyed, and the whip flicked out to snap down across my breasts again! Another line of sharp, stinging heat erupted across them! Then another, then another, as I held my position, trembling and shaking.
Then the whip cut across my lower chest, then my belly!
“Spread your legs.”
Dazed, I spread my legs until I was almost hanging by my wrists.
“Don't move, slave.”
The whip snapped in across my abdomen on the right side, to flick up between my legs.
I squealed and jerked away.
“Turn around, slave.”
The whip curled around my ribs to snap at my breasts again and again, then Amanda and Molly pulled my ankles apart until I was actually hanging by my wrists. Claire sent the whip slicing down across my hips, curling around them to flick down between my legs again and again as I strained and trembled and howled.
Then they chained my ankles in that position, and Molly got down on her knees to lick my pussy. She pulled the vibrator out and began to slide her fingers into me while licking my clitoris. Claire came in behind me, wearing a strap-on, and pushed it deep into my ass, fucking me with long, smooth strokes as Molly slowly worked her hand up into my pussy.
Molly fist-fucked me while alternately licking and sucking at my clitoris – and using the vibrator, while Claire fucked my ass, and Deidre and Taylor took turns licking and sucking on my breasts and nipples.
And I came, again and again, and again, until I was barely conscious and could hardly breathe.
*
The whip stung like fire, but surprisingly, when I woke up the next morning in my cage, I couldn't see any of the lines which had crisscrossed my skin the night before. I felt a little raw and tender and sore, though, especially my breasts, and between the legs. I also ached a little inside me from Molly's fist-fucking.
Taylor came for me this morning. She snapped the leash to my collar and led me, crawling, to the bathroom. There she examined me under the bright lights, apparently pleased.
“Claire promised the whip wouldn't leave any marks,” she said. “I wouldn't want this beautiful skin of yours marked up, Blonde Girl.”
She smiled and kissed me on the cheek, and I felt a strange little wave of emotion, of relief and affection and pleasure.
She washed me, and then also licked me to an orgasm. Jesus, I felt so sensitive down there! Then, of course, I returned the favor.
The rest of the day was pretty much like normal. If you can possibly call the way I was living normal.
Late in the afternoon was when things took a dark turn. I was outside on the deck, naked of course. I was all oiled up and riding a dildo which was attached to a wide base Claire had put on the dock. I was riding it and fingering myself, flushed, overheated, and ready to climax.
And then the guy showed up.
I gasped, stunned, and jerked my eyes away, because, despite what had been going on, I did still feel shame and embarrassment at times! Especially when some guy showed up!
And what a guy! He was must have been six and a half feet tall! He was like some kind of character in a movie about guys with swords and spears and stuff. He had huge shoulders, an enormously muscled chest, and was as black as the ace of spades. He had a shaved head and a dark, flinty-eyed glare on his face.
And he was naked!
He just walked onto the dock from nowhere, glaring at me.
“Come here, you slut!” he barked in a deep voice
I instantly felt a hot jolt of fear and anxiety, but also something... something dark.
I rose off the dildo and crawled over to him anxiously. He grabbed me by the hair, and I cried out as he jerked me up to my feet.
“Put your hands down!” he snapped.
I had instinctively grabbed at his wrists. Now I dropped my hands to my sides as he forced my head back.
“Nice tits,” he said. “You're going to obey me and everything I tell you to do. Is that understood, slut?!”
I moaned and nodded, and he undid the strap and pulled the gag out.
“Understand!?”
“Y-Yes, Master!” I gasped.
“On your knees, slut!”
I sank to my knees anxiously.
“Face on the fucking ground and ass in the air!”
He was acting so... loud and... menacing!
I obeyed him, and he shoved his foot against my mouth.
“Lick!” he growled.
Moaning, I obeyed, licking his bare foot, starting at his toes, then licking up along the top of his foot, and along the ankles.
“Keep going, slave! Higher.”
I licked slowly up along his powerfully muscled lower legs, then up past his knees, rising to lick my way up along his thighs. His cock was sticking up and out by now and holy shit it was huge! I moaned as I licked in along his inner thigh, then up against his balls. I sucked his balls into my mouth, massaging them with my tongue, then wrapped my lips around his thick cock and began to bob up and down.
“Hands at your sides!”
I dropped my arms, and he shoved that thick cock right down my throat!
The girls had been pushing dildos into my throat, and of course, I'd had to deep throat the other guys. But shit he was so big and long! I gurgled dazedly as he fucked my mouth and face, holding my hair tightly in his big, black fist.
He pulled my head back and I gulped in air as he slapped my face several times. Then he jammed my mouth back onto his cock and face fucked me again, pulling out to let me breathe again.
“Blonde sluts belong to black men,” he growled.
He threw me back onto the deck, which had me landing almost at the feet of the eagerly watching girls.
“Face down, ass up! You know the position, you filthy blonde slut!”
Panting and moaning, I obeyed, stretching my arms out before me, my breasts pillowed out against the deck as I raised my ass high and spread my legs.
He knelt behind me and slapped my ass hard, then guided his thick cock, not to my ass, which was what every man the girls had brought over had done so far, but to my pussy.
I felt this huge shudder pass through my body as my mind reacted to the pressure of him against my sex. At first, I thought, no, he's just going to rub me there then fuck my ass like all the others. But the pressure mounted, and the head of his thick cock slowly sank into my body.
Then it pushed deeper!
I don't know why this stunned me so much. Maybe because the other guys only fucking my ass made it less... real, somehow? I mean, sex, if you're a girl, comes in levels, right? And this was the most serious, real, absolutely real level!
And his cock was burrowing deeper and deeper into my body as his big black hands roamed over my hips and down along my back.
I shuddered and moaned, the heat swirling around me as he began to fuck me. His big cock punched deeper and deeper until his powerful hips were slapping forcefully against my buttocks.
He gripped my hair and jerked it back, and then rode me like a bull, his cock punching deep into my pussy again and again! It was a rough, even savage fucking, with him manhandling me. He pulled out, and flipped me onto my back, then lifted my legs up and back, and wound up blocking the sky above me.
With the backs of my feet pressed into the dock above my head, and my body crushed in two beneath him, he hammered his hips down into my buttocks, driving that thick black spear into my belly again and again with remorseless power!
And after nearly fucking my brains out, and coming inside me, he made me suck him hard again so he could do it again!
I was just... drained... limp after coming more times than a human being is supposed to be able to come! I was shell-shocked, my mind blasted into a state of animal instinct.
*
I was supposed to be there a week, but Taylor had me call home and tell them I was enjoying myself so much I'd decided to stay two more weeks. It wasn't entirely wrong. Except fun was not the word I would have used. It was more like incredibly wild and anxious and nervous ecstasy.
Because I never knew what those bitches were going to do to me! But I knew it was going to be intense!
Taylor went back to the restaurant at the end of a week because she only had a week off. Deidre left, too. Two new girls, Natasha and Allison arrived to take their place. Both of them were obvious dykes, and friends of Claire.
Natasha brought a kit, and pierced my nipples and tongue. Allison brought a flog, which was sort of a whip with a couple of dozen very thin lines of leather instead of one thick one, like a cat o' nine tails, only these tails were more numerous.
Believe me, when she was done with me I was pink from thighs to neck!
After the second week, Molly and Amanda left, and were replaced by Cindy and Hannah, both dykes. That meant I was the only heterosexual – If you could still call me that – among a bunch of dykes. And that meant they put even more effort into degrading and demeaning me as a filthy blonde cock lover.
But they also put just as much effort into driving me out of my mind with sexual heat and pleasure.
Cindy, for example, was a doctor. She put this band on my wrist to measure my pulse so she could figure out how intensely I was aroused, and then stop before I could come. She and Natasha, in particular, were very good at driving me into writhing, panting, sobbing storms of heat, and then stopping before I could climax!
I wasn't allowed to speak a single word for the whole week, nor to stand up. I had to crawl everywhere.
Then at the end of the week, they had me call home and say I was staying another couple of weeks. I had to argue with my mom over that because she was afraid I'd lose my job. I had to tell her that one of the girls had offered me another job to satisfy her.
The dykes still had men show up. Which was a bit weird. But they did it differently. Each day they had me put on clothes – which was even weirder since I hadn't worn clothing in weeks.
Then a man would show up and literally tear my clothes off and fuck my brains out on the floor in front of them. He'd always be big and powerfully built, with a big cock, and he'd use me savagely, slapping and choking me, pulling my hair and cursing me as he hammered his cock into my body.
The thing is, I always had massive orgasms despite that, or maybe because of it.
The dykes packed up to leave after another week, and left me standing in an open space between the dining room and kitchen, standing spread-eagled, chained to two posts, gagged.
They drove off and left me. And an hour later, five men arrived...
But that's another story.
END
*
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Zoe's New Boss
Zoe's new boss was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and his clients, and be their sex toy.
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On a foggy London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement, of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.
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A blonde girl has no business getting involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people. But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses her, whoever he gives her to.
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It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.
Mr. Stirling's Chauffeur
Danielle becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems do do nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and submission games.
Owned by Mister Trask
When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.
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Sierra is lured into nude photography by her aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos watched around the world.
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Courtney is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date, but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions before him, his son, and the servants!
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