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    You know how they say when something seems too good to be true it usually is? I might not be very old, but I’ve heard that said often enough. And it makes sense to me. On the other hand, the cost of housing was insane. I was looking at having to spend a ridiculous amount of money for a miserable, tiny room just off campus because I was now a second-year student and all of the dorms were taken.

    Most of the places I saw, and there weren’t many available anywhere near the university, had bugs, rats, or were falling apart. Actually, most were a combination of all three. I was forced to gradually move up the amount I was willing to pay in rent, but there still wasn’t much available.

    That was why, when I saw the little sign that offered a room for rent in a private house practically within walking distance of the university for a more than reasonable price I immediately started suspecting something was wrong with the place.

    It was just a little index card posted on the bulletin board at the Athletic department. It actually looked rather lonely and out of place there since nothing had really started yet. Still, I had gone there to look the place over after the summer refit I knew they’d given to it, and see if anyone was around since I was signed up for the volleyball team, and was taking classes in kinesiology.

    The sign didn’t give a phone number. Instead, it had an email address and said that interviews would be by Zoom. That was handy since it meant I didn’t have to go out there to ask questions only to find out that it was a waste of my time.

    But I have to go out there anyway, you might think, to look the place over and see if it was somewhere I would want to live. But I was so cynical about this that I figured there had to be something very wrong and I would ask right off the bat rather than going to look at the place first. Besides, I was getting kind of desperate, anything that didn’t have bugs and rodents and didn’t look like it was about to fall in would do if I could afford it.

    I shrugged and wrote down the email address, then hesitated and took the card. If it turned out to be an actual legitimate offer at that price, I didn’t want anyone else to see it and get in ahead of me. As I walked away, I was already on my phone sending an email to the address and asking if the room was still available.

    I wasn’t sure how long it would take to get a reply so put the phone away and finished my business at school before heading back to the car. To my surprise, an answer came in before I even got the car out of Park. It confirmed that the room was available for the price listed and that there were no infestations of any kind. Then it offered a Zoom call in an hour.

    That posed a dilemma for me. I didn’t have enough time to get home because I lived a ninety-minute drive away. It was also why I needed to find a place closer to the university if I was going to start here in September. I had no intention of spending three hours a day commuting, especially since it would take a lot longer during rush hour.

    So since I wasn’t that far, I decided to drive over there and have a look at the place. I agreed to the Zoom meeting, then pulled out of the parking lot and went to the street mentioned on the index card. It hadn’t given the exact address, but it had said that it was a nice, roomy bedroom in a comfortable bungalow with a large backyard and swimming pool.

    As I suspected when I got to the right street, there were very few bungalows on it. In fact, there were only three. So all I needed to do, now was see which of them had a swimming pool. In my experience, no more than one in twenty homes has a pool. Maybe one in ten in nicer neighborhoods like this. I know my father had always said they were a waste of time and money.

    One of the bungalows had nothing but a chain-link fence and I could see between it and the house next door that there was no pool back there. The next bungalow had high wooden fences and even higher cedar hedges inside them. That piqued my interest since a lot of people who have pools want privacy in their backyard.

    The place looked fairly nice. There were azaleas and lilacs planted along the wall, a huge old tree in the middle of the lawn, and a waist-high hedge along the sidewalk. A driveway led down and into a basement garage.

    Just to be sure I checked the third bungalow, but there was no pool. So I turned back to scrutinize the second one more carefully. It looked like it was kept up nicely. The flowers were pretty and well-tended, and the lawn was lush and green and mowed.

    I parked on the street and walked up the driveway to the house next to it because there was nothing separating that from the walkway that led to the gate leading into the bungalow’s backyard. I tried to peer over it but was frustrated because it was just a bit too high.

    Besides which, the hedge which seemed to completely border the backyard followed the line of the gate a few feet away from it. Whoever lived there definitely wanted their privacy. Just on the off chance, I daringly reached up and pulled the lever to open the back gate. I was actually surprised that it wasn’t locked.

    I probably shouldn’t have, but I just wanted a peek at the backyard. So I eased through the gate quietly and just crept a few feet further along the side of the house so I could look out past where the row of cedars ended.

    Wow! The backyard looked like some kind of lush, tropical paradise. There was a big pool that was made to look more natural than artificial, with rocks and plants and shrubs all around it and a waterfall at one end with water pouring down rocks into the pool. All around the edge of the yard was a tall, carefully trimmed cedar hedge. At their base were a variety of flowers and shrubs.

    There was a very large cedar deck by the house that extended out to within a few feet of the pool. In addition to the trimmed hedges, there are a couple of large trees there. A big honey locust in the middle of the deck, and what looked like a pear tree over to the side near the edge of the house.

    I seriously doubted that anyone who would keep their yard looking this great would have a dumpy interior to their house. But this just meant there simply had to be some kind of hitch. Nobody was going to rent out a room in a lovely place like this, so close to school, at the price listed.

    In my own defense, my eyes were assaulted by so much color and beauty that I didn’t notice the woman at first. She was lying on a chaise lounge on the deck facing the pool. That meant, most of her was hidden from me by the back of the lounger, which was tilted up. All that was visible were long, bare legs. And as soon as I noticed him I felt a rush of alarm and turned to go.

    Too late.

    I found myself looking at a short, thirtysomething woman in cutoffs and a tank top. She had short brown hair, thin lips, and eyes that were narrowed in disapproval as she gazed up at me.

    “Who are you? What are you doing here? How did you get in?”

    Of course, I started babbling an apology and trying to explain myself. And I got even more flustered when the woman who was lounging on the deck sat up and came around to see what was going on.

    Like the first woman, she was short and slender, with her hair drawn back in a ponytail. She was also completely naked.

    “I caught her peeping at you, Paige.”

    “I was not!” I exclaimed, face reddening. “I didn’t even notice her at first! As soon as I did, I turned to leave.”

    “But what were you doing here?” the naked woman asked.

    She seemed unaware that she was naked. Or at least she certainly didn’t seem shy about it. I, on the other hand, was blushing furiously.

    “I’m Madison! I sent you an email about the room!”

    “And you’re supposed to be doing a Zoom meeting in forty minutes,” the woman said, scowling.

    I hurriedly explained that I had seen the notice about the room and the ninety-minute drive home and the Zoom meeting was both too soon or too late and that I simply wanted to look the place over, first.

    “I figured it must be a disaster at the price that you were renting it,” I confessed.

    “Well, as you can see, it’s anything but,” Paige, the naked woman said.

    “I spent the last two weeks looking around,” I said.

    “And you wonder why we’re renting it so cheaply?” Paige suggested.

    “I figured there had to be a catch.”

    “Of course, there’s a catch!” the first woman growled.

    “Not much of one,” Paige said. “But you do have to put a little work in on the upkeep of the house because were lazy.”

    She smiled when she said it.

    “Uhm, I don’t mind a little hard work as long as it doesn’t get in the way of my studies,” I said hesitantly.

    “Well, she certainly seems healthy,” Paige said, smiling again.

    “She seems tall,” the other woman replied gruffly. “I’ll get a crick in my neck anytime I talk to her.”

    In fact, I’m five foot-eleven. At a guess, neither of the two women were much over five feet tall.

    “How much time do you think this housework would take?” I asked diffidently.

    “That depends on how fast you are,” the woman at the gate said. “Lazy girls will take longer at it.”

    “It involves yardwork,” Paige said. “Trimming the hedges once a month or so. Mowing the lawn every week, and maintaining the pool.”

    “Also vacuuming, and keeping the floors and bathrooms clean.”

    “That’s the main bathroom, but not the master bathroom in our room,” Paige said. “Also you don’t have to do any cleaning in our room. And Claire keeps the kitchen sparkling and does all the cooking. Your meals, come with the rent, by the way.”

    “Were not being generous,” Claire said. I just don’t want anyone else mucking around my kitchen.”

    It still sounded almost too good to be true.

    “I can do that,” I said cautiously.

    That they were a couple now became obvious. Nor were they trying to hide it. Nor should they, of course. I was fine with gay people. Really I was! I mean, really I am!

    But it would’ve taken someone with a lot less imagination than me not to get a few thoughts about living in a house with a couple of lesbians. After all, people had been after my body since I hit puberty. And not all of them had been men.

    Of course, fooling around with girls wasn’t exactly unusual in high school. And I was betting it was even less unusual in college. I hadn’t done an awful lot in that area yet but wasn’t really opposed to experimenting to see what it was like.

    God knows, sex with guys was often messy, complicated, and filled with anxiety. Maybe it would be easier with girls. Women, I mean. Of course, they were a couple, so I doubted the issue would come up.

    Claire didn’t seem to smile a lot. But she grudgingly led me up the stairs to the back door.

    “Usually, we show people in through the front door,” she said sarcastically.

    “It does present the house better than going in through the kitchen,” Paige said.

    “Maybe you should get some clothes on,” Claire suggested with raised eyebrow.

    Paige giggled a little and then shrugged and turned away, heading over to the lounger where I suppose she had put at least a towel.

    I was relieved at that, but on the other hand, Paige seemed a very easy-going person compared to Claire who appeared stern and abrupt

    The kitchen had clearly been remodeled not that long ago. It gleamed brightly, despite it being done in shades of gray. The appliances were all stainless steel, including the big gas stove. And the tiles underneath looked like you could eat off of them.

    “Shoes off,” Claire growled, removing her sandals.

    I hurriedly toed off my sneakers and followed her inside in my socks.

    We passed into the hallway which ran the length of the house. On the left were the living and dining rooms. They were both comfortably furnished and also quite clean. I was mostly eager to see the room where I would be living, for I doubted I would be spending much time anywhere else. Other than when cleaning things, that was.

    Down the hall was the master bedroom on the left, which was quite large because, as Claire said in passing, they’d taken out the wall between what had been two bedrooms and merged them into one. The main bathroom was at the end of the hall.

    “It doesn’t actually get much use, except for visitors,” Claire said. “And now you, of course, should we accept you as a tenant.”

    On the opposite side of the hall from the main bedroom was the bedroom they were renting out.

    “This used to be the master bedroom,” Claire said. “But we wanted something bigger and with an attached bathroom.”

    The former master bedroom looked to be about 12 x 14’ in size. It held a double bed with high chestnut brown posts at the corners. It sat on a luxurious white carpet that felt deliciously soft beneath my feet. There was a wooden chest that ran the length of the bed at its foot, and Claire lifted the top up to show it was empty.

    A low dresser sat on the wall facing the bed, with a flatscreen TV perched atop it. On the left wall just before the double windows was a mahogany brown table with sturdy squared legs, which turned out to be a desk as Claire pulled out the drawer to show it was actually a keyboard tray.

    The view into the backyard was beautiful, of course, and the windows let in lots of light.

    “It’s beautiful,” I said.

    Paige showed up then, wearing a bathing suit, and smiled. “I furnished it,” she said. “Everything is from a consignment shop so it didn’t cost much. Only the desk is brand new because I didn’t see anything else I liked. I’m sure you’ll enjoy your time here.”

    “Not so fast,” Claire said. “We haven’t approved her yet.”

    “You have to get used to Claire,” Paige said in a low voice. “She’s kind of bossy.”

    Claire glowered at her briefly then turned her glower on me.

    “In my experience, young girls tend to be irresponsible. I won’t tolerate that here when it comes to the tasks and rules that you agree to do. I expect them to be done in a timely manner, and done well. I have exacting standards of cleanliness.”

    “And if you don’t she slaps your bottom,” Paige said in a stage whisper that was more than loud enough for Claire to hear.

    “You are a brat, sometimes, and so get what you deserve,” Claire said to her.

    Paige proved her right by sticking her tongue out at her.

    “So my chores include pool maintenance, doing the hedges once a month, mowing the lawn –.”

    I ticked each one off on my fingers as I spoke.

    “Aside from the hedges, mowing the lawn and doing the pool should probably take you about an hour a week,” Paige said.

    “Or two if done properly,” Claire said with a frown at her.

    Paige smiled.

    Vacuuming the rugs and keeping the bathroom clean shouldn’t take very long either,” Claire said. “There’s also the carpet downstairs.”

    We trooped down the stairs to the basement, then. It was divided into several rooms. One held a comfortable-looking sectional sofa facing a projection screen on the wall. A projector was attached to the ceiling overhead behind the sofa.

    “All you have to do here is vacuum the carpet,” Claire said. “Same for the gym.”

    The gym was the room next to the theater room. It held a treadmill, a rowing machine, a rack of loose weights, and yoga mats.

    “You can use the room as long as you make sure you don’t leave any trace of yourself behind,” Claire said with narrowed eyes. “That means wiping down anything that you sweat on.”

    “She doesn’t sweat, Claire,” Paige said. “Madison is a blonde so she merely perspires.”

    Claire rolled her eyes.

    There was another bedroom down here but it was a spare so didn’t have to be cleaned much. There was also a half bathroom down here which Claire added to the chores I was to do. All in all, the chores didn’t seem like they’d take more than a couple of hours a week. That meant that the room was still an amazing deal. It was certainly far better than I would’ve found anywhere else. Naturally, I agreed eagerly.

    And naturally, there was more to it, but mostly in the nature of rules that you would expect if you were staying at somebody’s house. No loud music, no overnight guests, no male guests at all without warning, keep the room clean and tidy, and assorted stuff like that.

    I was so happy about the room I took pictures to send to my friends as a kind of taunt about the wonderful place I had found. A couple of days later, I loaded up the car with clothes, some knickknacks for the room, my computer stuff, and a few other things to make it homier and more comfortable.

    Once I had it all set up, I took more pictures to send, delighted with my new room for the next nine months.

    I wasn’t quite so delighted with my landlady, meaning Claire. She always seemed to be frowning suspiciously or with disapproval at me. Fortunately, I didn’t have to see her very much. She spent most of her time when she was home in the kitchen or the living room. I avoided both where I could.

    Unfortunately, you couldn’t get to the basement or the backyard without going through the kitchen. And the laundry room and storage room were in the basement. Since that was where I put the boxes after I had unloaded them there was a lot of back-and-forth at first.

    Paige was entirely different. She seemed to have a very sunny personality and I wondered what she saw in Claire. In fact, she looked and acted younger than her age. Closer to my age than Claire’s, though she had mentioned that she had graduated five or six years ago.

    Paige worked from home doing some kind of nonspecific computer work. Claire wasn’t actually a chef, though she certainly did do a lot of interesting cooking. She worked for an insurance company. Fortunately, she had to work from the office, which meant she was gone most of the day except for weekends.

    I didn’t work at all unless you count homework. And of course, the stuff I was doing around the house for them. It wasn’t that I hadn’t looked for work. There just wasn’t anything available that fit my schedule. I wouldn’t have had any trouble finding full-time work, as long as I was willing to settle for working retail or restaurants. But everybody at school wanted part-time and those jobs were hard to find anywhere near the college.

    I was going to wind up owing a lot of money in student loans once I graduated, but I figured it was worth it. Naturally, I got to talking to Paige more than Claire. Not only was she there more, but she had gone to the same school only a few years ago. She was also a lot more pleasant to deal with. She did seem a little bit of an airhead though. Or at least not very serious about much of anything.

    She spent a lot of time at the pool, too, most of it naked. That would take some getting used to on my part. I understood, intellectually, the idea that since we were all women there was no reason to be embarrassed. And after all, it was her home and it was a private backyard. My hangups were my hangups, not hers.

    She didn’t seem to wear much around the house either. Usually, she wore loose cotton shorts and a tank top with no bra underneath. She wasn’t very big on top, so she could get away with it. That would never work for me, which I explained to her when she came up to flop down on the lounge chair while I was walking along the edge of the pool with the long-handled net to scoop up leaves and dead bugs.

    I was wearing shorts and a T-shirt. It was a hot afternoon, but the sun was beating down. Which is why I also had a baseball cap on. I had wound my hair into a ponytail which hung down my back as I walked slowly along the edge of the pool.

    “Aren’t you hot in those?” she asked.

    I avoided looking at her, focusing on the water below me.

    “It’s just shorts and a T-shirt,” I replied over my shoulder.

    “I hate wearing bras,” she said.

    “Well, I can’t get away without one.”

    “You are a bit big on top,” she replied.

    “I’m not big, exactly,” I said a bit uncomfortably. “I mean, I’m tall, and maybe a bit more than average, chest-wise.”

    “You’re either a thirty-six C cup or a thirty-four D,” she said, “depending on the bra. That seems pretty big to me. Don’t get me wrong, they’re fun to play with, but I’m just as glad mine are small enough that I don’t have to worry about bras.”

    “Well, you would if you were working in an office or somewhere public,” I replied.

    “But you aren’t,” she pointed out.

    “Yeah but, they kind of move around when I’m doing anything energetic if I’m not wearing a bra.”

    “That sounds like fun,” she said in amusement.

    “It’s not all that comfortable,” I replied, trying not to blush.

    I mean, she was a lesbian, naked, and alone with me. Naturally, those thoughts were on my mind as she talked about my breasts.

    “I meant they’d be fun to watch, not wear. I only care about myself, you know.”

    I laughed dutifully, but I definitely was feeling a little self-conscious. Which was weird, given she was the one who was naked. She ought to be feeling self-conscious, not me.

    “Claire should have put in a rule that you had to do all the pool work and yardwork naked,” she said in amusement.

    I felt another uncomfortable rush of self-consciousness. Was she flirting with me?!

    “What, even when I mowed the front lawn?” I replied jokingly.

    “Well, that might not be the best of ideas. Mr. Johansen across the street would have a heart attack. Which, come to think of it, I wouldn’t necessarily mind.”

    “You don’t like him?”

    “He’s a snoop, and is always wondering what it is we do back here that we need such privacy. He’s probably imagining we have all kinds of weird lesbian orgies or something out by the pool.”

    “You mean you don’t?” I asked as if surprised.

    “I’d love to. But as you can imagine, Claire is just a bit more conservative than me.”

    Deciding to change the subject I asked her if she had worked anywhere around here when she was in school.

    “Sure, I worked at O’Brian’s just a few blocks up from here on Danley. That’s where I met Claire. She was a very good tipper.” She smiled smugly.

    “I haven’t been able to find any part-time work,” I said.

    “Why would you need money with a body and face like yours?”

    “What? You think money just falls out of trees for me because I’m so wonderfully beautiful?” I asked a bit sarcastically.

    “No, but I’m sure the men are willing to buy you pretty things, not to mention pay for your drinks, movies, or whatever.”

    “Well, they won’t pay for my tuition.”

    “Well, of course they will. You just need a sugar daddy.”

    “I don’t think so,” I said firmly.

    She laughed in amusement.

    “Well then, if you don’t want a job that’s hands-on, why don’t you get one of those fan site memberships, and then you can have men send, you money just for showing them pretty pictures?”

    “I’ve put a good deal of effort into making sure nobody gets pretty pictures of me,” I said dryly.

    “If I looked like you, honey, I’d be flaunting myself all over the Internet,” she said with a grin. “Besides, the day is coming when all someone has to do is put your picture into a software program and it will generate any kind of naked picture of you that the viewer wants to see. You should make some money while you can.”

    “The idea that some guy from halfway across the world would be gawking at pictures of me while playing with himself is more than a little gross,” I said.

    “Better that than the guy sitting at the desk next to yours in class.”

    “I suppose.”

    “I mean, theoretically, you wouldn’t even know that that person exists. You never meet them, never see them, never talk to them. Although I think there’s some texting of some sort that goes on on the websites.”

    “I don’t need money that badly.”

    “The problem in our society,” she said, “is that men are allowed to take advantage of their bodies' strengths and power, but women aren’t allowed to take advantage of their bodies’ beauty. I mean, that’s what men have, right, strength. They can do all kinds of jobs better than us because of it. So we should be allowed to make money off of our sexual attractiveness. But society says we’re not supposed to. Which to me is just bullshit. It’s the patriarchal society screwing us over again.”

    “Would you really like to pose for naked pictures for strange men?” I asked.

    “For money, sure. Seems like easy work to me. And you can do it from the comfort of your own bedroom. Also, the money some of them make is pretty amazing.”

    I came around to her side of the pool again and then pulled the net out of the pool.

    “All finished?”

    “Yup,” I replied.

    She got up and promptly dove into the pool. I have to admit she looked awfully comfortable in there twisting and turning underwater like a porpoise or something. I wouldn’t have minded skinny dipping in the pool myself, though not with others around.

    It was awfully hot outside, after all.

    She swam to the edge and popped her head and shoulders out of the water.

    “Seriously, you should take a dip. You look pretty hot.”

    “Maybe I’ll get my bathing suit later,” I said.

    “Shy?” she teased.

    I shrugged uncomfortably. Because I was feeling like I was acting kind of like some kind of prude. Maybe if she hadn’t been a lesbian and hadn’t been talking about my breasts I would be less self-conscious about it.

    The next time I was alone, I told myself I would try it.

    *

    As the days passed it became increasingly obvious that Paige was more than slightly interested in me. She flirted all the time, flattering and teasing me. I have to admit that if she had been single, I would’ve strongly considered flirting right back. Not that I was all that knowledgeable about how to flirt with women.

    As it was, I was kind of uncomfortable, since I was wary of incurring Claire’s anger if she suspected there was anything at all between me and Paige. But I did toy around with the idea in my mind, wondering what it would be like. She was an older woman, after all, and presumably very experienced in how to give women pleasure.

    The temptation to skinny dip in the pool was pretty strong, too. But not around Paige or Claire of course. I’d been there about three weeks when I found the place empty when getting home from school in the midafternoon. I still didn’t quite dare to skinny dip entirely. But I did, for the first time, put on my black thong bikini which I had been avoiding wearing around them.

    And once out back in the pool, I daringly removed the top and just went into the pool in my thong. There is something sensuous about water sliding over your bare skin. I longed to remove the bottom, too, but wasn’t quite that daring yet.

    I would wait until I was absolutely sure the two of them were not going to show up. And then, of course, Paige did show up. At just about the worst time. I was under the water, twisting and turning, enjoying myself while my breath lasted. I finally curved up and came out of the water, gulping in air, and then swam to the edge of the pool.

    Just as Paige came out of the house.

    “Hey, Madison!” she called and waved as she came down the stairs.

    That immediately caused a wildfire of anxiety in my mind. But I couldn’t pretend she was a man and act accordingly, even though I was tempted to do so. I couldn’t, for example, ask her to throw me my towel before I got out of the pool so that I could hide my breasts. Nor would I look like anything other than either a shy, prudish virgin or a homophobe if I climbed out of the pool holding my arm across my breasts.

    I was going to have to pretend to be as casual about my nudity around her as she was about hers around me.

    “Hey,” I said back, waving.

    I pretended to a casualness that I did not feel as I calmly pulled myself up out of the water under her eyes.

    Since she had been teasing me about my boobs almost since we met I was not surprised that they drew her eyes.

    “Oh my God, you have gorgeous breasts!” she squealed in delight.

    I was confused as well as self-conscious. Did she mean that, or was she just teasing me again? I mean, I know I have really nice breasts. But she was surely exaggerating for effect, perhaps even trying to embarrass me. She had previously said that she found it ‘cute’ how easily I blushed.

    “Oh, please,” I said dismissively, blushing.

    “Wait!” she said. “Now reach up and back and wring the water out of your hair for me.”

    I frowned at her in confusion, at first, then understood the reference and rolled my eyes. The thing is that is what I would normally do. My hair was plastered, dripping water down my back. And it only made sense to wring out my hair before grabbing a towel which would immediately be soaked otherwise.

    A part of me, though, was kind of proud at the approval in her eyes. I mean, why wouldn’t I be? Who didn’t like being complimented?

    So what I did was I turned my back to her and then I reached up and back and wrung the worst of the water out of my hair.

    “Gorgeous ass, too,” she said from behind me.

    “I know,” I said without looking.

    Hey, I would rather look like I was cocky and arrogant than shy and prudish.

    She laughed but then before I could turn around snapped her towel at my bottom. I yelped, reaching back to slap my hand over my stinging bottom as I twisted around to face her.

    “Paige!” I protested.

    She laughed and put the towel down on the lounge chair next to the one where mine was resting.

    This again presented a dilemma. She was naked, and I was almost naked. It was clear she had come out here to lay down again as she did so often. But if I wrapped the towel around myself and went inside it would look pretty unfriendly. Either that or I would once again risk her thinking I was some kind of prudish little girl or worse, that I had something against lesbians.

    So instead, I used the towel to further dry my hair and then the rest of me while she watched. I pretended not to notice her watching, wondering again, how much was just teasing, as opposed to actual interest.

    There wasn’t really much alternative to me sitting on the lounge chair, at least for a little while.

    “Honestly, Madison, I’m sure you’d make a fortune on one of those fan sites. I’d even be willing to take the pictures!”

    “I’m sure you would,” I said with a sniff.

    She laughed again.

    I’m not a bad photographer if you want to know. You should see some of the pictures I’ve taken of myself.”

    “No thanks!”

    She laughed again. They’re not all naked. But then I don’t have a body like yours.”

    “My body is okay,” I said, a little uncomfortably.

    “Your body is amazing. I bet you look even better in high heels. Say stilettos.”

    “I don’t wear stilettos. And I rarely wear high heels since I’m already too tall.”

    I think you should wear stiletto heels, six-inch stilettos, and nothing else while you clean the pool.”

    “You have a dirty mind, Paige,” I said.

    “I hope I’m not making you mad,” she said with a grin.

    I rolled my eyes because ever since she found out my name was Madison, she’d enjoyed shortening it to Mad. Like I said before, he was a little immature at times.

    “Just think of the great pictures I’d get.”

    “I’d rather not.”

    “It would be a great start for your new fan site.”

    “I don’t need a fan site.”

    “Well, of course not, as long as you don’t mind graduating and owing the government tens of thousands of dollars. I know one girl, not much older than you, who’s making about thirty thousand dollars a month from hers. She’s blonde too, of course, but not as pretty as you and doesn’t have the body you have.”

    “Thirty thousand dollars a month!?”

    “Yup. Even if you only made a tenth of that, that would pay for all your expenses, if not your tuition.”

    “And then someone in school would spot the pictures and I would be forced to find a new school,” I said.

    “Not necessarily. Some of them have this lockout feature, now, that scans IP Addresses and can refuse connections from the same area or even the same state or country where you live.”

    “Yeah?”

    I had to admit that that removed one of the objections I had to putting naked pictures of me up. But only one.

    “You just want to take naked pictures of me,” I said.

    “Of course! I love taking pictures of beautiful things.”

    “And what does Claire think of that?”

    “She’s fine with that as long as she gets to see the pictures.”

    “I don’t think so!”

    She laughed in delight.

    “She’s not so bad once you get to know her.”

    I diplomatically didn’t comment. Instead, I lowered the back of the lounge chair and then lay down on my stomach. I would stay out here for a bit, long enough to not have her suspect that I was feeling uneasy around her, and then go inside.

    She got up and dove into the pool, climbed out, went on the diving board, and dove in again. I got out my e-book reader and propped myself on my elbows to read.

    I didn’t look up when she came back over and then dried herself off.

    “Good book?” she asked.

    “Not bad,” I replied.

    “Want some of this?” she asked.

    I glanced up to see her putting sunscreen on and belatedly remembered that I had forgotten to do the same for myself. But my brain froze up briefly. If I was staying out here much longer I should put on some sunscreen as I have fair skin. I wasn’t planning on staying out much longer, but I wasn’t sure I had been there long enough yet to tell her without risking offending her.

    As you may have surmised, I was in a bit of a quandary about my anxieties here. I didn’t want to seem like a silly shy virgin or that I was uneasy about her seeing me half naked, though I was.

    Before I could answer, she sat down on the edge of my lounger and put a slick hand on my back between my shoulder blades.

    “Honestly, girl, blondes should not be going out in the sun without sunscreen.”

    Her hand was gently caressing my back, and she squirted more of the sunscreen just below my shoulders. That put my mind into another flurry of indecision once more. My instinct was to abruptly sit up and tell her I could do it myself. But that might be seen as prudish or homophobic again.

    “You have a very soft skin,” she said as her hand moved in wider circles.

    I wasn’t sure what to say to that, and my mind was still a little locked up in uncertainty.

    Her hand moved slowly lower, caressing my spine and then gliding downwards to the top of my bathing suit. Her fingers dipped in beneath the narrow, inverted triangle of material at the top of my buttocks, but not far enough for me to protest. I was, however, extremely aware of where her hand was and where was moving. I felt a rising sense of tension within me, my chest tightening as her hand glided along my side and then down over my buttocks.

    “Paige,” I gulped warningly as her hand stroked my buttocks.

    “Hey, girl, if you’re going to show it to the sun, then it has to have sunscreen on it. You wouldn’t want to get a sunburn here and not be able to sit down in class, would you?”

    She was completely accurate, of course. But it still felt extremely strange to have her hand caressing my bare bottom. The tension within me began to take on a different tone, and a thrum of anticipation began to build up in my body. My small pink nipples were rock hard, sticking straight out from my now throbbing breasts like little eraser heads.

    Her hands slid down the back of my thigh, then back up on the outside before curving across the back and in between my thighs. I sucked in a breath, for while her hand was technically on my inner thigh, the side of her hand was pressing up directly against my pussy. And she seemed to be taking her time applying the sunscreen at that particular location.

    Her hand slid lower, finally, with my heart beating furiously. It felt like my pussy was warm and throbbing beneath the crotch of the thong where her hand had been pressing. And then of course her hand slid up on the side of my other leg, stroking and caressing up to the hip and then curving across once more under my buttock, along the inside of my thigh, the side of her hand again pressing and rubbing slightly against my pussy.

    It would be a crime to let such lovely, unblemished skin get all blotchy with burns,” she said, her voice lower than it had been.

    Her hand moved up along my side, and I felt another jolt of anticipation and anxiety as it reached my ribs. It was too late to lower myself more and as she caressed my ribs the first joints of her fingers stroked lightly along the side of my breast.

    “Would you like to turn over so I can get your front?” she asked in a soft, breathy voice.

    “N-No, I can get it,” I squeaked anxiously.

    “Don’t be a silly girl,” she whispered.

    And then the hand that had been applying sunscreen along the side of my ribs pushed in completely under to caress the front of my breast.

    I froze again, my brain locked in uncertainty between pulling away and responding with the excitement that was building within me.

    Since I did nothing her slippery hand continued to caress my breast, and started to squeeze gently now. Her other hand now moved in along my left side, doing the same to that breast.

    “Your breasts feel so soft and warm and full,” she cooed.

    Her fingers caught my nipples between them, rolling and plucking them lightly while my pulse raced wildly.

    I finally twisted rapidly onto my side, though facing her rather than away. She grinned down at me then leaned in further and further, her right hand kneading my breasts as she kissed me. Her kiss was soft, delicate, almost childlike at first, but it rapidly deepened and grew and passion. I moaned helplessly into her mouth as she leaned further, pushing me over onto my back.

    Her lips didn’t move from mine, and were in constant motion as her hand glided down my stomach and abdomen and then under the elastic band of my thong. My heart was beating a mile a minute and then I felt the sudden wild jolt of energy and pleasure as her slippery fingers found the line of my bare sex and rubbed lightly against my clitoris.

    Sexual energy flooded through me as her fingers rubbed harder. My thighs parted almost instinctively even as she slid her other hand into my hair, her slippery fingers tightening and tugging lightly to force my head back. I gasped as she licked lightly along my lips then moved down over my chin and further along the front of my throat. She nibbled and kissed her way up along the nape of my neck all the way to my earlobe which he sucked lightly.

    “Such a sexy girl,” she whispered into my ear.

    Her middle finger had moved up and down along the line of my bare sex, pressing down harder and harder until it sank between, then curved gently and slid inside me. It pumped in and out gently as she brought her lips back to mine, then a second finger joined it, spreading me wider as they slipped inside. I moaned as a third joined them, stretching me. Then her thumb began to rub skillfully against my swollen clitoris and it was all I could do to keep from grinding my hips up against it.

    I was not usually this passive during sex, but it had all taken me by surprise and I really wasn’t at all sure what to do. The heat and hunger had come upon me before I could even decide whether or not to gently and diplomatically draw away from her. And as it grew, my passion spiraled up higher and higher and pushed aside all higher orders of brain function.

    That left me largely speechless, gasping for breath and moaning helplessly as my legs trembled and crackling sexual energy rippled through my body.

    Suddenly she was gone, her lips pulled back from me, her body rising from the lounger. But it was only to turn inward more, grabbing my thong and yanking it down my long legs and off. Then she was kneeling at the bottom of the lounger, her small hands pushing my legs wide so that they fell over on either side of the chair.

    She slid forward onto her belly, and I’m sure my eyes were enormous as I watched her lick lightly along the line of my sex.

    She looked up at me and grinned. “It’s a good thing my sunscreen is vegetable-based and edible,” she said lightly.

    Then her forearms pressed down on my thighs to spread them even more and I gasped as her thumbs peeled open the lips of my sex. Her tongue pushed down astonishingly deep, wriggling and twisting around in the tight, elastic folds of my sex. Then it pulled free and began to dance and swirl around my swollen clitoris as I found my breathing getting more and more ragged.

    Everything had happened so fast that my mind still hadn’t caught up to it, and I realized with a sense of astonishment that I wasn’t far from coming. The more she licked, the more her tongue swirled and swept and caressed me, the more astonished I was.

    Getting guys to perform oral sex on me was always a bit of a chore. They never did it with much enthusiasm. And as soon as they could, they abandoned the job to get to what they really wanted, which was thrusting themselves as deep inside me as they could get.

    Paige was not like that. She clearly relished what she was doing, even as her fingers pushed into me, twisting and turning, pumping lightly in and out, pressing up and in against the front wall of my sex as her tongue licked harder and faster.

    The waves of pleasure crashed over me and I arched my back, crying out softly, my hips trying to buck up against her tongue and fingers.

    “Such a responsive girl,” she said teasingly. “I’ll have to tie you down next time.”

    My body writhed in the grip of a glorious sense of passion and heat. I squeezed my breasts, gasping helplessly as I watched her, moaning as her fingers stroked and twisted, and then gurgling wildly as the orgasm hit.

    Honestly, it was all I could do to keep from crying out loud. I was aware that we were outside, and that neighbors were just on the other side of the hedge and fence. If they were outside, or the windows were open, they would definitely hear me.

    The orgasm tore through my system like a hurricane. The sexual electricity became a roaring storm of sensation that had me twisting and bucking and writhing there on the lounger as her lips sucked hungrily on my clitoris and her fingers drove deep inside me.

    I trembled and shook through one of the most powerful climaxes I’d ever had, then felt my muscles go limp as I laid my head back, my chest heaving.

    “Such a responsive girl,” she said again, pleased. “Now pay attention, schoolgirl, for I’m about to teach you how to pleasure a woman.”

    She had already done that, of course, but I have to admit that I hadn’t exactly been paying the closest of attention at all times as the heat had possessed me.

    She continued her oral attack on me. Her fingers now pushed in all the way to the knuckles, pumping slowly, twisting, always pressing upwards. Her tongue swirled and swept across my clitoris, and her lips folded against me, sucking rhythmically.

    Needless to say, she soon had me panting and moaning once again. She broke off to lick and kiss her way up my body again, spending long minutes kneading my breasts as her lips sucked and her tongue swirled around my nipples.

    She didn’t stop until my breasts throbbed hotly, the nipples crackling little buttons of hypersensitive need.

    “Roll over onto your belly for a minute,” she said.

    Panting, excitement rippling through me, I didn’t argue, though I had no idea why. She leaned over me, gripping my arms and drawing them back behind my back, crossing my wrist there. I felt some soft material against first one wrist then the other, looping around them and drawing in tight.

    My mind was sodden with heat and excitement and slow to realize what was happening until another loop and then another crisscrossed my wrists and pulled in tightly.

    “P-Paige?” I gasped. “What are you –?”

    “I want you to show me what you learned with just your lips and tongue first,” she said.

    She drew back and then slapped my bottom stingingly.

    “Up! Up!”

    I yelped and she grabbed my arm, tugging me over to the side. I turned over and sat up as she pulled, and she pulled me right off the chair and onto my knees on the ground.

    She stood over me, naked, combing her fingers through my hair and then gathering it up in a thick, tight mass.

    “Now show teacher what you’ve learned, schoolgirl.”

    I stared anxiously at her pussy, knowing what she wanted of me. I was far from certain that I was capable of doing anything there with the skill she had just shown. But of course, considering the pleasure that she had given me, I certainly had to try.

    I licked my lips and then leaned in and traced my tongue up and down along her sex. I licked harder the second time, trying to push between the lips of her sex. She obligingly reached down with her free hand and spread herself open and, pulse racing, I licked at her clitoris.

    She giggled, which didn’t do my confidence much good, and then pulled my head back by the hair.

    “I think, schoolgirl, that you need more teaching. You are licking me like a dog.”

    She proceeded to teach me, giving me instructions on what she wanted, on how hard and soft, on where to lick, how to suck, reinforcing her orders by tugging sharply on my hair each time. Oddly, I did not resent any of the little stinging jolts to my scalp. There was something weirdly exciting about kneeling like this before her naked, with my wrists tied firmly behind my back.

    Despite the fact she had not touched me in any pleasurable way for long minutes, my body was still purring with excitement and heat, my nipples tingling and my breasts throbbing. What I really wanted, really, really wanted, was to have someone with a really big cock driving it into me hard and fast and repeatedly.

    “Much better, but there’s still much room for improvement,” she said. “Maybe we’ll add it to your task list.”

    She stepped back a little and looked down at me.

    “Spread your knees wide apart and sit on your heels.”

    I had no idea why she wanted me to but did so, but did it. She tugged back on my hair a little more.

    “No slouching. Always keep your shoulders back, you sexy blonde schoolgirl.”

    I didn’t really get the schoolgirl thing, though she was somewhat older than me and I was still in school. But I was too excited to care much. I just did as she told me.

    She knelt before me, jerking my hair back so that I gasped in pain. She kissed me hungrily, silencing any protest I might’ve made as her other hand cupped and kneaded my breast. It slid down my body, then began to rub my clitoris as her hungry kisses made my pulse race once again.

    Then she let go of my hair and stood up. “Don’t move. I’ll be back in less than one minute.”

    And then she dashed into the house, leaving me there on my knees, naked, panting, my body filled with sexual pressure and need. I had just enough time to think of how crazy this was and feel a sense of wondering awe at being naked and tied up outside when she hurried back.

    She came up behind me nearly silently then gathered in my hair again and this time pulled my hair back much further, tilting my face up towards the sun. She had a black object in her hand. It looked like a thick dildo, except that it was only about three inches long.

    I felt a big sense of disappointment because that was what I wanted inside me just then. But to my surprise, she pushed it into my open mouth instead. It was mounted on a soft leather base that pressed against and over my lips and mouth as well as my chin and part of my cheeks. The strap was attached which she drew around behind my head to pull tight.

    Now I was really confused!

    “All right girl, back onto the edge of the lounger. I’m going to show you how to make a girl come, again. Only this time, we won’t have to worry about you screaming in pleasure.”

    I wanted to protest that because I had been fairly successful in my efforts to keep from making much noise during the orgasm. But I let her push me up and back onto the lounger, eagerly spreading my legs as she leaned in and began to give me a more direct lesson with her tongue and lips.

    My muscles began to spasm, and I was soon twisting, arching my back, and moaning with more and more enthusiasm around the gag she had covered my mouth with. I even found myself instinctively sucking on the dildo head that she put into my mouth, grinding my hips up against her fingers and tongue.

    I couldn’t recall any of the guys I had been with getting me this excited, this aroused. I was losing my mind to it, my inhibitions melting away along with any concerns I had about anything beyond the immediate satisfaction of the raw and growing hunger within me.

    Then she straightened up, reached over to the glass of water she had taken out with her, pulled an ice cube from it, and began to rub it back and forth around and across my left breast.

    I squealed into the gag, trying to twist away as she laughed down at me.

    “You’re not going to come again until you earn it, schoolgirl,” she teased.

    She slid the ice cube across my chest and my other breast, rubbing it around and over my nipple as I writhed and arched beneath her. Then she tossed it back into the glass and resumed licking and sucking and caressing my pussy until I was once again twisting and grinding myself against her as I gulped in air in ragged breaths.

    Then came the ice cube again, or another one, until I was squealing and twisting and moaning helplessly as she laughed.

    “Am I spoiling your orgasm?” she teased. “Oh, I’m so sorry. Here, I’m sure this will help.”

    Apparently, she had brought something else out of the house with her. It was a big, thick, long, lifelike dildo. My eyes widened as I saw her rub it up and down the line of my sex and then push forward. I moaned as I felt the pressure growing, felt it slowly stretching me open.

    I felt a sense of eager anticipation as I watched it. I had never taken anything that big inside me before, but now was definitely the time for it! I gasped as it stretched me wider and wider, but the ache felt deliciously exciting as the head of the things slowly pushed up into my overheated pussy.

    She twisted it slowly from side to side, pushing it slowly deeper, drawing back a bit then pushing deeper, then deeper still. I felt a sense of anxiety that I would be able to get it all inside me because I wanted every inch of it!

    I thrilled to the feeling of the thick, hard, pseudo-cock pushing high into my abdomen. And then when she managed to push the last inch in I felt an ache deep inside me. There was a narrow kind of base on the dildo that curved up and forward from one side. And when Paige touched something on the base it began to vibrate.

    She laughed as I squealed again and my hips began to roll and jerk convulsively from side to side. But there were straps attached to the base and she pulled them up diagonally across either side of my abdomen and around behind me. There they met another strap that she drew up between my buttocks to fasten together.

    “Now let’s see how much you learned, you slutty blonde girl.”

    She half dragged me off the lounge chair again and onto my knees, then reached behind my head to undo the strap holding the gag in place.

    The vibrator was far too powerful for me to ignore. In fact, it was making my nerve endings crackle and dance wildly. I couldn’t keep my hips still and I kept grinding my thighs together as she pulled the cock head out of my mouth.

    I gasped for breath as she gathered my hair up once more and pulled me in against her pussy.

    “Now please your mistress, little slave girl,” she said in her stern voice.

    I wanted to! But the vibrator was driving me crazy!

    “Please, turn it off!” I squealed.

    “Don’t worry, little blonde girl, you’ll get used to it.”

    “It’s too strong!” I cried.

    “No, you’re just too weak. Now get to work.”

    I moaned as she jammed my mouth in against her and gasped in pain as she tugged on my hair so that my scalp ached. I began to lick almost frantically at her even as my hips continued to jerk helplessly.

    “Concentrate, blonde girl,” she growled.

    “Please turn it down!” I begged.

    “Say Mistress. Beg your mistress to turn it down a little, slave girl,” she teased.

    “Please turn it down a little, Mistress!” I gasped.

    I understood the reference, of course, though I had never involved myself in anything the least bit kinky up until now. Nobody had ever tied me up before, of course. And something clicked in my mind now as I realized that I was, in fact, tied up.

    I don’t mean to say that I didn’t know it before, but I had simply accepted her words that she wanted me to try oral sex without the use of my hands first. Now, combined with this stuff about slave girls and mistresses, it took on a new significance. Paige was playing some kind of kinky game with me; I mean beyond the kinkiness that was lesbian sex. You might not think lesbian sex was particularly kinky but it was new and eye-opening to me.

    “Say your blonde slave girl begs her mistress to please turn the vibrator down a little bit, Mistress,” she ordered in that same stern voice.

    I moaned and continued to grind my thighs together. “Your blonde slave girl begs her mistress to please turn the vibrator down, Mistress!” I gasped.

    She stepped to the side and pulled me forward by the hair and I yelped at the pull to my scalp as she half flung me forward so my upper body fell across the lounge chair. She dropped to one knee and slapped my bottom sharply, stinging me, then did something to the base of the vibrator that eased the strength of the vibrations.

    A moment later she pulled me back upright by the hair, ignoring my cry of pain as she pulled my face in against her once more.

    She was being awfully high-handed, to say the least! Certainly, she wasn’t behaving the way she usually did around me. That was why I figured it was all this silly act. Mind you, it didn’t take very long before I started to feel a dark rush of sexual energy as the edginess of it all turned me on all over again.

    Yes, the idea of me being her slave girl was a silly thing, but it was a sexy and exciting thing, too. Everything about sex had always been very straightforward for me. No one had ever surrounded the act with wicked role-playing games before. And this one, where I was a helpless, tied up, ‘slave girl’, kneeling naked and bound before her cruel mistress, filled me with a sense of dark, delicious heat.

    I looked at her again, trying to remember everything she had shown me so I could do the same back to her. I wanted her to think I was actually at least somewhat capable of pleasuring her, given the thrilling passion she had created for me.

    Plus, for some reason, I couldn’t for the life of me put my finger on, this was just incredibly hot!

    So while my pubic muscles continued to squeeze and sometimes spasm around the thick cock she jammed up inside me, and while I continued to squeeze my thighs together and rub them against the base of the vibrator, I tried to concentrate on performing oral sex in a satisfactory manner.

    This was where it would’ve been a lot easier if my introduction had been with a girl my age, and preferably with not much more experience than me. I would have preferred experimenting on each other to see what felt good as opposed to playing catch up with someone who was vastly superior to me in her knowledge and experience.

    The vibrator, though, even turned down, was filling my lower body with an incredible sense of sexual pressure. It was frustrating having it so deep inside me but not moving. I wanted it to move! It was building up a hunger and need within me that could not otherwise be fulfilled.

    The sexual pressure was growing. I stopped grinding my thighs together, my hips kind of rolling back against the imaginary cock instead. That, of course, was entirely useless since the thing moved with me. But my body was acting more and more on instinct as the sexual pressure and need turned my mind to mush.

    “You certainly seem to be enjoying that big cock inside you, blonde girl,” Paige said. “Would you like your mistress to fuck you hard with that?”

    “Yes!” I moaned.

    “Beg your mistress to fuck you hard with her big cock.”

    I felt my face heating but said it. I wanted her to do just that to the point I was almost becoming desperate!

    “Please fuck me with your big hard cock, Mistress!” I moaned.

    “And just what is the meaning of this!?” a new voice demanded from behind Paige.

    She turned and I gasped and pulled away from Paige as a flood of embarrassment and consternation filled my mind. It was Claire! And here I was naked with her girlfriend! And worse, I was tied up with this big vibrator inside me!

    I mean OMG! Talk about mortifying!

    “You little sluts!” she growled. “Are you trying to outrage the neighbors!? Get inside right now! This minute!”

    My face felt incredibly hot, and I turned myself away from her only to have her grip my hair and yank me stumbling to my feet.

    “Inside, you slut!” she snapped, slapping my bottom so hard I cried out in pain.

    She marched me into the house after Paige, cursing both of us.

    “You can hardly blame me, Claire,” Paige said, “I mean, look at her!”

    “I most certainly can blame you, you slut! I made it very clear to you from the start that you had better keep your hands to yourself around her! She’s not even bi!”

    “Well I think she is now,” Paige said.

    Claire grabbed her and roughly bent her over the kitchen table.

    “I am going to turn your ass red!” she exclaimed.

    “But it wasn’t my fault!” Paige whined. “She was in the backyard practically naked when I got home! How was I supposed to resist that!”

    “You were supposed to show a little self-discipline, that is how!”

    Claire turned and grabbed me by the arm and then roughly pushed me forward into the back of one of the chairs and then bent me forward the same way she had with Kristen. My breasts pillowed out against the cool wood of the table as I gasped in alarm.

    “And you, you blonde slut! This is what I was afraid of when I agreed to let a blonde stay here! Everyone knows you’re all nymphomaniacs!”

    “I-I didn’t mean to!” I cried.

    Crack!

    She slapped my bottom hard.

    “Didn’t mean to!? Are you telling me you didn’t mean to lick her pussy!?”

    Crack!

    “You didn’t mean to have a big vibrator stuffed up inside your hungry little cunt?”

    Crack!

    “You didn’t mean to act like a whore around my girlfriend!?”

    For the second time that afternoon my mind was caught sputtering helplessly as it tried to catch up with the speed with which things were moving. I felt extremely guilty as well as mortified at being caught like this. I was, after all, willfully helping Paige cheat on her. And it wasn’t like I didn’t know they were an item.

    “I should evict you immediately!”

    Crack!

    “I’m sure you’ll find some man who will let you stay in his bed!”

    Crack!

    “Ow! Please, Claire!” I whined.

    “And you, you little slut,” Claire said, slapping Paige’s bottom. “If you can’t learn to do as I tell you, then you’ll need help to remember what happens when you don’t.”

    She moved back a bit and returned with a strap in her hand. At first, I thought it was a belt that had been bent in two. But as she leaned forward over Paige and put the belt on the table in front of her I saw that it was actually two straps. They were both wide and about a foot and a half long, joined together not as if they had been simply folded over but as if some great weight had crushed them in place like that.

    “The strap is what you get, and it’s what you deserve. Agreed?”

    Paige sighed.”

    Crack!

    “Did you have something to say, slut?!”

    “No, Mistress,” Paige sighed.

    Something clicked in my head at that. Was this mistress and slave girl thing something that they played in bed? That explained where Paige had gotten it from.

    Claire picked up the belt and a moment later a much louder crack of sound echoed through the room as she brought it down across Paige’s upraised bottom.

    Paige gasped and jerked at the blow but made no other sound. The belt came in again and again and again and Paige moaned and squirmed helplessly but never tried to stand up or move away, though unlike me, her hands were not tied in any way.

    In fact, as her strapping continued she moaned and then spread her arms forward and then out to either side her eyes closing and her hips starting to grind back a little as if she was enjoying it!

    I was, to put it mildly, astonished at all of this. Things had been edgy and hot and sexy with me and Paige. Now they were just totally freaky!

    At first…

    I don’t know why seeing her face and the way her body moved started to lend a sense of the erotic and sensual to what was happening. My mind was still fluttering wildly with confusion and embarrassment. But she looked rea;;y hot there the way she was reacting and I didn’t understand why she was reacting like that.

    It was clear that these two had been playing this kinky little game for a while now and each of them knew their place and the rules. It was all, completely new and wild to me, of course. But I was still bent over there with my breasts pillowed out against the table and the vibrator throbbing away inside me.

    Paige began to moan and grind her hips back harder.

    “You little slut!” Claire growled.

    And then she turned to look at me and I gasped and jerked my face away from Paige, staring forward into the empty room.

    “And you, you blonde slut! Don’t tell me you didn’t know that she belonged to me!”

    Crack!

    I cried out as the belt cut across my buttocks. It was a lot worse than her hand, in a way. It was more lightweight and less solid, but it was almost a double blow with the belt. One hit a fraction of a second before the second, drawing out the sting and giving me a double jolt of pain.

    “Do you think you can just come in here and start fooling around was someone’s girlfriend and not be punished?!”

    Crack!

    I gasped at a second harp sharp line of pain across my bottom.

    Crack!

    “Answer me, slut!”

    “I’m sorry!” I moaned.

    Crack!

    “You certainly are!”

    Crack!

    Another blow of the double belt snapped across my bottom with a sharp, stinging impact.

    “Can you give me one reason why I shouldn’t evict you this minute? Throw your shit out into the street and let you find another place to live!?”

    I couldn’t, actually. I would have in her place.

    “Oh please, Claire!” I cried. “I promise it won’t happen again!”

    Crack!

    I hissed as another line of pain burned into my skin. The sharp pain only lasted a second, but it left behind a line of heat. Now the lines of heat were throbbing and melding together so that my entire bottom seemed to be on fire.

    “Am I supposed to believe you? A horny little blonde slut like you?!”

    Crack!

    “When you’ve already tasted this little slut’s pussy and had her tongue on yours?”

    “I-I will!” I cried.

    Crack!

    Another blow sliced into my soft, burning skin and I cried out in pain.

    “Oh! Please, Claire!”

    Crack!

    “You will not call me by my first name, you blonde whore!”

    Crack!

    “You will call me… Mistress. Got that?”

    I gasped as I felt her hand gripping my hair and yanking it sharply.

    “Did you understand me, slut!”

    “Ah! Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

    She twisted her fingers in my hair, tugging stingingly at my scalp, and brought the belt down across my bottom again.

    “You will call me Mistress Claire, you blonde whore!”

    Crack!

    “Let me hear you say it!”

    “Mistress Claire!” I cried

    I felt a shockwave roll through my mind. Did this mean she was intending to involve me in their edgy sex play!?

    She kept her fingers in my hair and then slapped the belt down on the table between me and Paige. A moment later I felt her hand at the small of my back and then felt the thin straps holding the vibrator in place give way.

    I gasped as the thick cock slid backward then was thrust deep again, achingly deep!

    “Oh!”

    “So you like big cocks, do you, you slutty blonde!”

    She kind of twisted the base of the thing away from my clitoris and then her fingers began to stroke me there. The vibrator had been making my nerve endings there crackle and snap and quiver for long minutes now, and the feel of soft, warm flesh against them was indescribably better.

    She pulled the whole thing out of me and then I felt her thumb pushing in between the lips of my sex as they closed tightly.

    “You’re sopping wet inside, you blonde whore!”

    I moaned helplessly, embarrassed anew.

    At the same time, the feel of her fingers stroking against my clitoris with her thumb inside me was doing strange things to my body. And when she pulled her thumb out and thrust the big dildo back inside me I shuddered, heat flooding through my body do that my hips jerked back almost involuntarily.

    “Nasty little blonde girl,” she growled as she pumped it in and out.

    “Slutty little blonde girl!”

    Her fingers stroked me as the dildo pumped in and out and I felt as if my bones were slowly melting. Should I have told her to stop!? But I was incredibly relieved that she had stopped using the belt on me. This was way better!

    “Little blonde cock lover!”

    I gasped as she jerked on my hair again.

    “You should be looking for boys with big cocks not this slutty girlfriend of mine!”

    She was pumping the dildo with longer and longer strokes, pausing to jam it hard and then stroke my swollen clitoris with her small fingers.

    Before I knew it was happening she had pulled Paige back and shoved her to her knees behind me. Then Paige began to lick and suck at my clitoris as Julie resumed pumping the dildo.

    I was dazed by it all! But there was no denying the pleasure and heat that was rapidly building up within me. My bottom throbbed with heat, but the heat within me, the heat between my legs, was growing much more powerful. It was joined by a rising sexual pressure that was once again turning my mind to mush.

    “Oh! Oh! Oh, please!”

    She twisted her fingers in my hair painfully and leaned over me.

    “Did you mean to say please Mistress Claire, slut?”

    “Please, Mistress Claire!” I cried.

    She pulled Paige back and then yanked me upright only to push me down onto my knees. She and Paige shifted me to one side so that I was straddling Paige’s body. Paige wriggled lower and then gripped my thighs pulling me down further as Claire pushed down on my shoulders.

    I gasped in confusion and then moaned as Paige pulled my pussy down to her mouth and began to lick. Claire pulled on my hair, bending me forward, and then lifted the short skirt she had been wearing and pulled my mouth in against her pussy.

    “You a better try to do something to make me less angry at you, you blonde whore!”

    I gasped and started licking almost immediately, filled with confusion, heat, alarm, and embarrassment. Below me, Paige was licking excitedly at my swollen clitoris. And since I was leaning forward she was also able to begin pumping the dildo in and out in short, deep strokes.

    It was all wild and insane and incredibly kinky! I licked frantically at Claire’s pussy as Paige began to turn my own into thrumming, throbbing, burning, overheated pit of need.

    Claire twisted her fingers in my hair and gave me directions much as Paige had, but in a harsher, more unforgiving tone.

    And I obeyed!

    I never lost my sense of self-consciousness and embarrassment, or my sense of anxiety at what would happen if I wasn’t able to please her. But those were soon joined and then overwhelmed by a wild, dark, burning sense of excitement and passion.

    And then I just lost it, my whole body starting to shake as an explosive wave of pleasure tore through my body and mind. I cried out helplessly, convulsions racking my body as all my muscles spasmed violently.

    Paige was jamming the big vibrator into me harder now, forcing it in all the way to the base and then twisting it from side to side as she sucked and licked wildly at my burning clitoris. I twisted and ground myself down against her, trying to ride up and down but held in place by her hand on my thigh and Claire’s hand in my hair.

    The orgasm went on and on, seemingly longer than any I had ever had! My insides were filled with a storm of pleasure so intense it was almost intoxicating. I wallowed in it, completely uncaring about anything and everything else.

    Claire pulled my head back and then released my hair.

    “Slutty blonde bitch,” she growled.

    She moved back and I half collapsed forward, gulping in air in ragged gasps as the intensity of the pleasure slowly faded away. Paige wriggled out from beneath me as Claire returned, holding a belt in her hand. I winced, thinking she was going to punish me further, but instead she slipped the tongue through the buckle to form a loop and then dropped it over my head.

    “Untie his slut,” she barked.

    I felt Paige’s fingers at my wrists, undoing the fabric she had used to bind it together, and when my wrists came loose Claire pulled on the belt to tighten the loop around my neck.

    I gasped and instinctively brought my hands forward to grab the belt as she scowled down at me.

    “Put your hands at your sides, slut!” she growled.

    Moaning, I slowly obeyed, wondering raggedly what more I was in for as Paige knelt beside me, and reached a hand in between my thighs to finger my pussy.

    “Are you going to be a good, obedient little slut from now on?” Claire demanded.

    I wasn’t entirely sure what I was agreeing to but I certainly didn’t want to be evicted.

    “Yes, Claire,” I whimpered.

    She tightened the belt abruptly and I gasped as my eyes bulged, bringing my hands up to the belt again.

    “See? Already you disobey me! Put your hands down at your sides, slut!”

    Gasping weakly, I obeyed.

    Paige reached an arm around me, her hand coming in on my opposite side to cup and squeeze my breast.

    “Doesn’t she have gorgeous tits?” she said excitedly.

    I could still breathe, but barely, the sound of my gasps loud in the otherwise quiet room.

    “You will address me as Mistress Claire. Do you understand me, slut?”

    “Y-Yes, Mistress Claire!” I gasped raggedly.

    “Do you promise to be a good little blonde slut from now on?” she demanded”

    I knew it would do no good for me to protest that I wasn’t a slut. Especially given how she found me.

    “Y-Yes, Mistress C-Claire!” I gasped.

    She jerked on the belt again, tightening it further.

    “Let me hear the promise, slut. Say I promise to be a good little blonde slut from now on.”

    She loosened the belt enough for me to draw in a ragged breath of air.

    “I-I promise to be a-a good little blonde slut from now on, Mistress Claire!” I moaned.

    This was so sick and wicked! These two were real perves! And yet there was something darkly exciting about it all. I was bewildered as to why, and still very self-conscious as I knelt there before her, saying such outrageous things. But I felt a strange, twisted passion and heat rising once again within me.

    She jerked on the belt hard enough that I half fell and had to throw my hands out to stop myself from hitting the floor.

    “Crawl, little slut,” she ordered. “Crawl like a bitch in heat.”

    She pulled further on the belt, and I had little alternative but to scurry forward on my hands and knees after her. She led me across the room to the doorway and into the hall, with me crawling on my hands and knees the whole time. By the time I had reached the hall, I was feeling a flush spreading down my body as I realized that I was literally crawling on my hands and knees as if being led by a leash!

    My mind squirmed at that, beset by wildly different emotions and thoughts as Claire led me into the living room. She stopped abruptly and turned to me.

    “Position yourself for use, slave girl,” she barked.

    I was like, WTF?!

    Paige slapped my bottom and dropped to her knees next to me, pushing down and forward on the back of my neck.

    “Face down, hips up, legs spread, slave girl!”

    I was still bewildered, but did not resist as she pushed down until my shoulders and upper chest were pressed against the soft rug below.

    “Arms out to your sides,” she ordered, slapping my bottom again.

    I gasped and spread my arms out to the sides as she pinched the back of my thigh.

    “Knees forward. Pull your abdomen in closer to your thighs, slave girl.”

    I moaned weakly as she positioned my body, my hips high and my back bent sharply, bowed out as my chest was pushed down into the rug. She jerked my knees apart more and then put her hand between my thighs, her fingers stroking my clitoris.

    I shuddered at the touch, my mind churning wildly, my heart thumping and pulse racing!

    “That’s it, little slave girl,” she cooed. “You know what you want. You want a nice big cock inside you. You want someone to fuck you hard just the way you like it.”

    This was so sick! But I felt a raw spike of excitement at her outrageous words!

    She was kneeling on my left and now brought her left foot forward and pressed it down onto my back just below the neck.

    “Nasty blonde girl,” she cooed. “Slutty blonde girl with big tits. You know you love big cocks. Let me hear you beg for it. Say please fuck my blonde whore body with your big cock Mistress.”

    Holy shit!

    Crack!

    He slapped my bottom sharply.

    “Obey your mistress, slave girl! Beg for that big cock inside you. Say please fuck this blonde whore Mistress.”

    “P-Please fuck this… this blonde whore, Mistress!” I moaned.

    It felt so freaky to say things like that! My mind was falling behind what was happening again as it tried to understand and absorb the feelings and sensations swirling within me. But there was a sharp-edged sexual thrill to it such as I’d never known!

    Claire disappeared, which I didn’t mind. She still made me uneasy. She was a lot more of an intimidating figure than Paige.

    “You prostrate yourself like this, spreading your legs, raising your ass, showing the world how eager you are to be filled with cock,” Paige said. “You’re a blonde. You need that big cock inside you.”

    She slid several figures into me now, pumping them slowly in and out.

    “All blonde slut’s love cock,” she said. “Let me hear you say it. Tell me you love cock, blonde girl.”

    This was so insane!

    Crack!

    “Ah! I love cock, Mistress!” I gasped.

    Crack!

    “Call me Mistress Paige, slave girl.”

    Crack!

    “Now try again, slut!”

    “I love cock, Mistress Paige!” I moaned.

    “Now say please use my whore body.”

    My mind continued to squirm and twist, beset by confusion and bubbling, crackling sexual electricity!

    “Please use my… my whore body, Mistress Paige!” I gasped.

    Claire came back into the room now. She walked around in front of me so I could see her and my eyes widened as I felt another wild jolt of amazement.

    She was wearing a very short pleated black leather skirt, black stiletto-heeled shoes, and a black leather bra. She also had black gloves that went all the way up to her shoulders. But most importantly of all, a thick, black cock projected out from under the skirt.

    She gripped it with her gloved hand and pumped her hand slowly up and down the length as she looked down at me.

    “Look what I have for you, you horny little blonde slut,” she growled.

    I felt my insides quiver and felt a sudden jolt of anxiety mixed with excitement.

    Paige moved behind me and now her fingers pushed in harder, thicker, as if she’d added another one. At the same time, she was fingering my clitoris very skillfully.

    Claire put her foot on my back just below my neck the same way Paige had earlier. But of course, she was wearing stiletto-heeled shoes.

    “Beg me to fuck you, slut,” she demanded.

    I shuddered helplessly. Like I said, she was way more intimidating than Paige. But for some reason, the idea of her touching me, fucking me, using me, was way darker and scarier than Paige, but also way edgier. Because, despite her being so short and petite, she was an intimidating woman. At least to me.

    Crack!

    “Obey your mistress, slut,” Paige said from behind me.

    “P-Please f-fuck me, Mistress Claire,” I squeaked.

    Saying that made my face heat as I once again felt deeply self-conscious. It was, after all, very degrading to say such a thing. Especially to a woman. With Paige, it felt more like a kinky little game. Because despite her being a lot closer to Claire’s age than mine, she still seemed immature and youthful. Claire was the stern, frowning disciplinarian that I had struggled to please since I had arrived.

    “Beg her to use your whore body, slut,” Paige ordered.

    “Please use my whore body, Mistress Claire!” I moaned.

    Once again, saying something so degrading made me cringe. But at the same time, something dark was growing inside me, something that thrived on the idea of being victimized by someone stronger. Metaphorically speaking, of course. I was pretty sure I was physically stronger than Claire.

    I gasped as she pushed down harder with her foot, the sharp stiletto heel pressing painfully into my back.

    “Beg me to fuck you like a whore deserves to be fucked,” she ordered.

    “Please fuck me like a whore deserves to be fucked, Mistress Claire!” I moaned.

    She moved around behind me and Paige slid out of the way, coming up on my left side. Her hand slid in beneath my hip, her fingers searching for my clitoris as I felt the pressure of the big black cock attached to Claire push in against the mouth of my sex.

    My heart beat even faster and I felt the sexual pressure growing even quicker than the pressure against my pussy. It surged up through my body to fill me with a raw animal hunger. And when I felt that thick black cock of hers pushing through the mouth of my sex and sliding deeper I shuddered physically as a surge of wicked sexual delight swept over me.

    The dildo she was using was thicker than the vibrator Paige had pushed inside me. And stretched me out almost painfully as she worked it in and out. Paige continued to stroke her fingers across my clitoris as Claire battered away at my pubic muscles, forcing the thick black cock deeper and deeper into my trembling body.

    Suddenly she pulled at the belt I had forgotten, the one wrapped around my neck. I gurgled weakly as my eyes bulged, and then gasped in pain as she gathered in my hair and yanked on that too.

    I started to rise only to have Paige put a knee on my back.

    “Did anyone say you could move, slut?” she growled, slapping my bottom.

    “She will take considerable training,” Claire said. “You know how blonde girls are. Nothing but air between the ears and a burning hunger to have sex with everything that moves.”

    She loosened the belt and I gasped for breath, drawing in shaky, ragged breaths as she rolled her hips to twist the big cock inside me, then pushed still deeper.

    “P-P-Please!” I gasped in a gravelly, ragged voice.

    “Please? Please what, slave girl?” Paige demanded. “Please fuck you harder?”

    “She wants to be used like a whore, remember?” Claire said.

    She slapped my bottom sharply. “Don’t worry, slave girl. I’ll give you all cock you need.”

    “I-It’s t-too big!” I croaked.

    I let out a sharp cry of pain as the head of the dildo punched against what felt like the back wall of my sex. But now her hips were pressed against me and she rolled them first one way then the other, twisting the big dildo around in my abdomen.

    “Too big? Nonsense! No cock is too big for a blonde slut like you!”

    She slapped my bottom again.

    “We’re going to turn you into our sex slave,” Paige said in a stern voice that was patently false.

    “Blonde girls with big tits always belong to someone who can give them the cock they need,” Claire said from behind me.

    She jerked on my hair again and I cried out in pain, as she slapped my bottom.

    “Beg me to use your whore body, slave girl,” she demanded.

    “Ahhhh!” I cried as she pulled at my hair. “Please use my whore body, Mistress Claire!” I cried.

    The big dildo began to slide in and out, using short, deep strokes at first, then longer and longer ones until her hips began to slap solidly against my buttocks.

    I had to give this to her, she knew how to use her cock better than the guys I had slept with who actually had one attached to them. She thrust in hard and fast, then slowed, then ground herself against me to twist the thing around inside before pulling it entirely free and rubbing the head up and down along the sopping mouth of my sex.

    Then she would penetrate me again, giving me a glorious sensation of satisfaction as that big cock slid fully into me in one long thrust. All the while Paige’s talented fingers stroked my clitoris and she leaned over, her mouth close to my ear to stage whisper outrageous, obscene things to me.

    “Does that feel good, you slutty, blonde? You love that big cock inside you, don’t you? Mistress Claire’s going to pound you until your head turns to mush. We’re going to train you to be our slave girl. We’re going to brainwash you with pleasure and turn you into a sex slave. Then we’ll loan you to our friends. Maybe we’ll give you out to men so they can bury their big, dripping cocks inside you and spew all their dirty liquids all over your slutty blonde body.”

    It was all so overwhelming! Like I said, sex before had been pretty ordinary for me. And I have to admit, not all that thrilling. I never imagined going through something as kinky, shocking, and outrageous as this! And while the things she and Claire said were outrageous and degrading, they were so ‘out there’ that I couldn’t possibly take them seriously. It was obviously an act, in other words.

    But the role they had created for me was so deliciously sick and exciting that the passion and lust built up to almost unbearable levels within my mind and body. My body rocked back against the big cock pounding me even though my mind wasn’t really controlling it. My mind floated on a churning flood of liquid heat while the muscles in my body spasmed and jerked.

    And then the orgasm hit like a blast wave. I cried out in shocked pleasure, my hips bucking back frantically as Claire drove her big cock into me with unrelenting speed and force. It hurt! That big cock drove into me like a spear! But it hurt so good! That intoxicating rush I had felt earlier came back even more powerfully and I gave myself to it, wallowing gleefully in an overpowering pleasure such as I had never known before.

    This really was like being ridden like a whore, like an animal, ravished by a cruel master! Or in this case Mistress! Her hips pounded against my buttocks as she drove the big cock into my shaking, shuddering, trembling body. She pulled on the belt again, tightening it around my throat, temporarily shutting off my cries of pleasure and passion as my eyes slowly glazed over, my mind stunned by the force of the pleasure.

    Rapture! That was the best word to describe it. Everything disappeared from my mind but that incredible pleasure. Who I was, what I was, where I was, and everything about the world outside faded and disappeared. There was nothing but the immediate ecstasy as my body screamed in pleasure.

    Claire was saying things, and so was Paige, but I couldn’t really process them. My mind wasn’t capable of understanding much of anything then.

    The belt loosened and I sucked in ragged breaths of air only to solve them out again, broken and dazed as the pleasure slowly faded.

    “She’s like an animal,” I heard Claire say.

    “Well, she certainly is responsive,” Paige replied happily.

    “She’s a blonde slut,” Claire growled.

    “Of course. And once she’s conditioned properly, she’ll be our blonde slut.”

     

    END

     

    Coming soon: Madison Learns the Rules
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    Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

    Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

     

    Working For the Smiths

    Nicky thought it was a great summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents at their beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

     

    Out of Uniform

    Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive!

     

    The Ladies Gym

    Paige gets a job as a receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a strict boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and slightly painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she gives the lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica isn't the only one interested in Paige. The other fitness instructors have much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients! Paige finds herself in a kinky game of submission and domination, with her on the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from the older women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but the scalding heat the women give her is too much to resist.

     

    Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

    Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!

     

    The Nerd Girls

    Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!

     

    In The Vampire's Lair

    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.

     

    The Temporary Harem Girl

    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 to 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 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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