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    Claire had been delighted at how limber I was. Well, I was studying kinesiology, after all. For those of you unaware of it, that’s the study of how we move, the movement of bones and muscles and tendons, and everything else that is a component of our movements. I was thinking about becoming either a chiropractor, a nurse, or a physical therapist. But in any event, I made sure I exercised all the parts of my body, doing advanced yoga and Pilates every day.

    People go through so many different exercises at the gym, using so many different kinds of expensive machines. But you don’t really need any of that. All you need to do is move your body, regularly, exercise it; arms, legs, and every muscle group. And you don’t need a machine for that. The healthiest people in the world never use machines. The people who use their bodies for work every day, especially in the developing world.

    Children walk miles a day to get to school instead of being driven or taking the school bus. Laborers carry huge weights and rocks instead of using wheelbarrows or forklifts. So much more is done by hand there, and the people who do it are extraordinarily fit.

    On this side of the world, ask a farmer or a landscaper if they ever need to use exercise machines and they’ll laugh at you. We are animals. Do you think animals need to use exercise machines or exercise it all?

    Speaking of animals. The intimidating Claire had started using that term to describe me since she had caught me with her girlfriend. When Paige said things like that I knew she was just playing a role in teasing me and trying to excite me. I wasn’t at all sure about Claire when she called me a slut or said that blondes were naturally built to be used sexually by others.

    She had acted coolly toward me since we had first met. As if she was so superior and I was so low and beneath her. She hadn’t exactly been rude at first. But the first few weeks that I had lived here, renting a room in her bungalow, she had made it very clear that she didn’t trust me to do anything right.

    To get the terrific rate I had for renting a room near the university I had agreed to do chores around the house and out in their beautiful backyard. She gave me directions for each of them in a very clear and concise manner that sounded like she thought I was a complete idiot. And then she inspected things afterward, looking for faults.

    She made me nervous. And you better believe I had made sure that I did everything on time, and double-checked to ensure I did it properly just so she wouldn’t find fault. It was a great room, you see, and a great rate. I had spent a lot of time looking before spotting the small card she had placed on the bulletin board in the athletics section at school. So I knew just how expensive decent rooms were.

    Which made it really stupid of me to fool around with Paige in her backyard and get caught. Although to be fair to myself, it was more like Paige had fooled around with me. It had all been her idea from the start. Even as we had done it I had known I should have pushed her away but she got me too excited, intrigued, and just plain hot.

    I had wanted to explore what sex with a girl would be like, after all. And yet I went through my first full year at college without any female sexual encounters. So it had been very hard to push her away when she began to teasingly apply sunscreen to my virtually naked body out by the pool.

    Like Claire, she was older than me, but she acted a lot more playful and she was constantly teasing and laughing, unlike Claire. It was easier to think of her as just another girl like me. There was no way I could think of Claire like that. She was more like a maiden aunt, though I didn’t think she was old enough for that. Just as Paige acted younger than her age, Claire acted older than hers.

    I have to say that I don’t regret fooling around with Paige, for she had shown me the kind of excitement and pleasure that I had been missing with guys. Don’t get me wrong, I was still mostly straight. Although now maybe I was kind of bisexual too?

    The thing is, I wasn’t particularly attracted to women’s bodies. Not like I was to men. It was more like Paige knew what to do with her hands and her lips and put the time and effort into doing it. Like her main goal was to give me pleasure. Where with the guys I had slept with, their main goal was to give themselves pleasure and do it as fast as possible.

    I was pretty sure that if I came across a guy with Paige’s talents and putting in the same effort I would’ve found the sex even more incredible. But then it wasn’t like I had slept around a lot. I didn’t want to be thought of as a slut, after all.

    Which was incredibly ironic given that Claire and Paige now used that word to describe me constantly. With Paige, again, I suspected she was just kidding, just teasing. I wasn’t at all sure about Claire.

    But I mean, at nineteen, just how many guys could I have slept with? Okay, as many as I wanted to. It wasn’t like I couldn’t get guys into my bed, two or three or four or five times a day if that was my interest. Men are cheap. Just like boys were when I was younger. They’re all sluts. But realistically, I had to be careful and selective about who I invited into my bed.

    Maybe that wasn’t fair, but it was the way the world was. A lot of people already looked at me like they suspected I was some kind of slutty blonde just because I was cute and had a nice body. Women were jealous the first time they saw me, and always ready to judge. Men just saw a collection of body parts and wanted to get their hands on them.

    But as I said, all of my careful, strenuous exercising of my body had made it quite limber. I had not done it with anything related to sex in mind. I had taken pride in how healthy, fit, and toned I was. And why shouldn’t I? I couldn’t really take credit for having nice boobs or a pretty face or long blonde hair. But I could certainly take credit for how fit and toned I was.

    I certainly hadn’t done it so that people could tie me up in awkward positions!

    I was nonplussed about that. Claire wanting to tie me up didn’t seem entirely strange. After all, Paige had kind of done it already. But Claire had an actual rope as opposed to just some bit of cloth belt from a robe that she had plucked. Somehow being tied up with the rope seemed more serious.

    Everything about Claire seemed more serious than it was with Paige. But I couldn’t think of a reason to say no. And in fact, she was a little too intimidating to say no to. At least not with the bubbling heat still within me.

    I had thought she would just tie my wrist together like Paige had done. I should’ve known that she would be into something more sophisticated. Oh, she certainly brought my wrists together behind my back, but then she raised them up together as high as she could get them. High enough that I gasped in pain as my arms pulled at my shoulders.

    She had put me on my stomach on the floor and straddled me. She moved her knees forward on either side of me and pressed them in against my upper arms pushing them back towards each other. The rope slipped around first one arm then the other, loop after loop after loop until I wondered if she thought I was super girl or something.

    Then she pulled them together, tightening the loops slowly as I gasped and moaned while the tension in my shoulders grew. Like I said, I’m pretty limber. She got my arms pulled practically together and tied them like that with my hands up above my shoulder blades. My elbows were almost touching behind me!

    She had me stand up and then bend over while she brought the loops of rope over my shoulders and then, carefully down around my breasts, circling each one repeatedly right against the ribs as she drew the tighter.

    “Not too tight,” I gasped.

    “Slave girls don’t get to give instructions to their mistress,” she growled.

    And then she pinched one of my nipples!

    I squealed at the stinging and she continued to carefully bind my breasts at the chest then drew the rope around my ribs. When she had me stand up I stared down at my breasts bulging out alarmingly from my chest. I’m not a small girl in any sense. I mean, I’m an inch short of six feet tall, and I have thirty-six C-cup breasts.

    But they never looked as big as they did now. The rope squeezed in around the base of each breast, causing my flesh to bulge out against the skin. My small pink nipples stuck out rock hard like the erasers of a pencil, only twice as long. When she had me kneel again and put my chest against the floor. My breasts ached at the pressure.

    “Oh, please, Claire!” I gasped as I felt her pushing something thick against my pussy.

    You see, she had just made me come powerfully with a big strap-on. I felt practically hollow inside! She had turned my belly into mush, and my mind too! I’d never had such a powerful orgasm in my life! But I still ached inside.

    She slapped my bottom, not unexpectedly, I guess.

    That’s Mistress Claire to you, slut,” she growled.

    She worked the thing into me even as she spoke. From the thickness, it felt less like the dildo she had used to ride me before and more like the vibrator Paige had put in me earlier. That meant it wasn’t quite as thick and went in slightly easier. But, I remembered the discomfort I had felt when Paige had turned it up to full.

    The vibrator had a little curved base on one side so that it angled up to press directly against a girl’s clitoris. It also had two straps that went up across the abdomen and around the back to meet a third that came up between the buttocks.

    Or at least, the one Paige had used had done that. As Claire pushed this deeper I realized that this one did not have the same base. I realized it when she pushed it fully inside me and I felt her fingers against the lips of my sex. That was when she wrapped two more loops around my hips, drew them down my abdomen, tied a careful knot in the two ropes, and then pulled them between my thighs and up between my buttocks to tie to the loops around my hips in back.

    And then she pulled it tight.

    Tight!

    I squealed in pain as the ropes pulled in between the lips of my sex, the pressure forcing the big dildo even deeper into my body! The knots, I realized, were directly over my clitoris, jammed uncomfortably against that hypersensitive little button as she tied the rope off behind me.

    She had me get up and then kneel on the floor in the dining room.

    “You are a blonde,” she said almost accusingly. “When blondes sit or kneel, they make sure to spread their legs as wide as they can.”

    This is what I meant when I said that Paige said outrageous things, degrading things to me that I knew she wasn’t serious about, that I knew she was just kidding about. But either Claire was a better actress, or she was actually serious when she said things like that. But it had to be the former because clearly, she couldn’t believe the latter.

    I had been living in her house for over three weeks now and I knew that she was no dummy. I wasn’t quite as sure about Paige.

    I licked my lips a bit nervously and then shifted my knees wider apart.

    Claire dropped low, put her hands on my legs just behind the knees, and forced them much wider.

    “Sit on your heels, slave girl,” she ordered.

    “But I am!” I exclaimed.

    She glared at me. “I should leave you like that and make you stay like that. I thought you were supposed to be a bright college girl who studied the movement of bodies, how the joints, muscles, and bones interact. Do you think you can sit like that for long, with your feet bent back and all your weight on top of them?”

    “Uhm… No,” I said.

    “Flatten your feet on the floor and sit on your heels, you blonde slut.”

    I did as she directed, pressing the top of my feet into the cool wood and sitting on my heels, or actually, with my heels almost beside my buttocks.

    She straightened up and glowered down at me.

    “Straighten your shoulders, slave girl!”

    I could smell food cooking, and past Claire I could see Paige in the kitchen. I was surprised Claire had let her do anything since it was very clearly Claire’s kitchen and she did all the cooking.

    She left me and walked into the kitchen.

    “You better have been stirring that constantly,” she said.

    “I am!” Paige protested. “It’s not like I can’t at least stir things!”

    Claire slapped her bottom and took the long-handled spoon from her. Paige shrugged and came over to see me.

    “Wow, your tits look even bigger now,” she said in amusement.

    I felt my face flush a little, self-conscious under her delighted gaze.

    “Dinner is almost ready,” she said.

    She pulled out a chair and sat down in front of me, then reached over and caught my stiff nipples between her thumbs and forefingers rolling and caressing.

    “You guys are really into this kinky stuff, aren’t you?” I said in a low voice.

    She turned and looked over her shoulder then back at me and winked.

    “It’s more Claire than me, but I have to admit it makes sex way more exciting. I’ve been interested in trying to do it from the other direction, that is from the top instead of the bottom for a while, but as you can imagine, Claire’s not going to let anybody else be her top. But now we have you! So I can be the mistress!”

    “In your mind,” Claire called from the kitchen. “And it looks like it’s clouding over pretty fast. We might get ready. Did you leave anything out there by the pool?”

    “I’m not sure.”

    “Then get your ass out there and look.”

    Paige rolled her eyes at me, looked over her shoulders to see if Claire was looking, and stuck her tongue out before heading outside.

    I knelt on the floor with my legs spread wide and considered how incredibly weird it was to be in this position, and how I got there. I mean, up until this afternoon I was just a tenant renting a room. Paige had been flirting with me for days actually since we first met, so I suppose it wasn’t that shocking that when she found me out by the pool in just the thong she had seized her opportunity to see how far I would let her take it.

    I had been curious enough, intrigued enough, and frankly, impressed enough by her kissing abilities to let her take things awfully far. The feel of her soft hands caressing my body as she spread the sunscreen in had been deliciously erotic. So I had given in and let myself experience what sex with a woman would be like.

    It had been amazing, and that was what had progressed to this. At least, after Claire had found us like that. She had bent Paige over the table and strapped her bare bottom. And then, to my shock, had done the same to me.

    Things had gotten progressively more sexual, more sensual, and more exciting after that. There was nowhere along that journey that I had ever wanted to stop and get off. Though I had been awfully doubtful and shocked at some of the things they had done.

    And were still doing! In my experience, after you had sex, you got dressed and did something else. Paige and Claire got dressed, but they weren’t doing something else quite yet. Or at least, they were doing something else while keeping me naked and tied up. And they were still talking to me and acting toward me, or at least Claire was, like I was a ‘slave girl’.

    I knew that she didn’t actually think that, of course. But the way she acted made it seem like she did. And for some reason that was so darkly exciting and wicked and hot that it sent a thrum of sexual energy through my lower belly.

    “Something simple tonight, in honor of our simpleminded blonde guest,” she said as Paige returned.

    “She was our guest. Now she’s our prisoner,” Paige said lightly, smirking down at me. “After all, she’s a slave girl.”

    “But she’s a slave to her own sexual hunger first,” Claire explained. “We don’t need to keep her prisoner because her own lust will keep her bound tighter than we can.

    “Well, she is kind of a slut,” Paige said.

    They were speaking to each other as if I couldn’t hear them, which was strange in that their words were silly but still continued to play to the idea I was this sexual creature they had created.

    They carried over a number of plates and bowls and sat them down on the dining room table, then pulled out chairs and sat. Whatever it was, it smelled good.

    “Meatballs?” Paige asked doubtfully.

    “Buffalo chicken meatballs and fried rice,” Claire replied.

    They picked up knives and forks and began to eat, with Claire asking about the weather, and Paige mentioning a new project she had just been assigned from work. Neither talked to or about me, though they glanced at me frequently.

    I considered asking what I was here for, especially as my stomach grumbled a little. But I was pretty sure Claire was waiting for me to say something. I wondered if she would make me beg for food.

    “Here, little slut,” Paige said lightly.

    She held her hand out, and I saw what looked like a meatball in it. I glanced uncertainly at Claire then shifted sideways on my knees until I was in range of her hand. Then I hesitantly leaned forward and gingerly took the small ball from her fingers.

    I certainly liked the flavor, as I chewed and then gulped it down. And then saw Claire beckoning me so shifted sideways again told her.

    “Always spread your legs wide, blonde girl,” she growled.

    I pulled my knees wider and leaned forward and licked another small meatball from her hand.

    I was beginning to understand the idea here. Yes, it was degrading, but deliciously wicked, too. They had me on my knees, literally eating out of their hands.

    “The blonde looks very dirty,” Claire said. “She probably needs to be washed.”

    “Well, it’s starting to rain outside. Maybe we should just put her out in the rain.”

    “She’s awfully dirty for just rain to get her clean,” Claire said.

    I had showered that morning, of course. Then again, I’d been doing a lot of stuff with first Paige out back by the pool and then with her and Claire. But I thought this was more about acting like I was some kind of simpleminded creature again rather than anything true.

    Claire held her hand out again only this time she had a lot of rice in it. Which meant that I had to move over and then lick repeatedly to get it all into my mouth. I felt a dark ripple of awe at what I was doing, at just how outrageous it was.

    Throughout the meal, I had to keep shifting back and forth between one and the other as they fed me by hand. The one time I attempted to speak Claire glared and pointed her finger at me menacingly and told me that slaves do not speak unless spoken to.”

    Then Paige threw one of the chicken meatballs at me. It bounced off my breasts and onto the floor.

    “Well, don’t just look at it, you blonde slut, lick it up,” Claire growled.

    OMG!

    I hesitated only a moment as the two of them looked at me and then shifted sideways a little and bent over. I couldn’t bend over enough and then Claire raised her leg, put her foot against the side of my arm, and pushed so that I fell over onto my opposite side.

    “Lick that up, blonde girl, or you’ll get such a beating,” she growled in a menacing voice.

    I felt my chest tighten and my pulse quicken with dark excitement as I rolled over more onto my front, making my breast throb, then leaned in and licked the chicken ball off the floor.

    Of course, then they began throwing the food at me, and I felt a growing sense of breathless excitement as I crawled on the floor, licking it up. Claire even dumped some rice on the floor! That gave me pause, but I felt a shudder of sick heat and began to lick it up off the floor. Something within me was wallowing in my own degradation, in acting out the role of the helpless, abused slave girl.

    After dinner, Claire set a bowl of water on the floor and I had to drink from it while kneeling with my legs spread wide, my hips raised high and my breasts throbbing beneath me as I licked the water from the bowl.

    Then Paige put on a raincoat as Claire pushed the gag Paige had used earlier back into my mouth and strapped it behind my head. They kept the big dildo jammed up inside me but added a small one that they wedged in under the ropes just at the top of my pussy.

    “Guess what this is little slave girl,” Paige said with a grin.

    Claire was holding what looked like a very thin foot-long chain in her hand. It was a chain that had alligator clips at either end. Unlike the usual ones, these little metal jaws were covered in some kind of thin plastic. They both held one in their hands, opened the jaws, and then snapped them closed on my rigid little pink nipples.

    I squealed in pain, dancing from foot to foot as my nipples stung and burned, and both just looked on in amusement.

    Then Paige slipped her finger under the chain and led me out back into the backyard.

    It was raining out as she led me across the patio and then toward what was meant to look like a very thin tree by the edge of the pool. It was actually a metal pole that had been covered in fake bark. It had a knotted rope attached to the top so people could swing out over the water and then drop in.

    But there was also a much smaller ring set into the side of the thing at about the height of my throat. Paige led me over to it and then lifted the chain up. I squealed again as my nipples were pulled on, and I was forced up onto the balls of my feet. She giggled and then let the chain down over the hook.

    She gave one of my breasts a squeeze then went inside, leaving me like that in the rain.

    I stared around me in amazement, then up at the sky, then back at the house. Was I really standing here all tied up in rope, chained by the nipples to this fake tree while I got rained on?! Like I said, I had never done anything sexual before other than, well, sex. I’d never done any of this kinky stuff, no weird sexual games or pretending to be something.

    But I was finding it incredibly hot despite the cool rain falling on my head and body. By getting as close to the post as I could, I was able to slowly sink down onto my heels. But that meant I was literally touching it, my breasts still tugged upward a little on either side of the post and my face tilted up toward the rain.

    Sick, sick, sick!

    And then the vibrator started to buzz! And it was set on high like the other had been when Paige turned it on the first time. This one at least wasn’t touching my clitoris, but it wasn’t more than an inch away, and the vibrations were still making my nerve endings crackle and spark! I shuddered and wriggled and moaned as I ground myself against the post. But of course, the knot covered my clitoris, which meant I was grinding the knot against the uneven surface of the post.

    That produced a dull ache, but I really didn’t care that much. It was kind of like scratching an itch as I helplessly ground myself against the fake bark. I pushed my thighs a little closer, almost to either side of the thing, risking falling backward as I gently rose up a bit then lowered myself to grind the knot against the bark, and of course against me.

    This was not so much sexual as trying to ease an incredible discomfort. The vibrator was making it feel like my clitoris was vibrating, and that was an incredibly weird sensation. Fortunately, grinding myself against the fake tree had an impact. Soon the discomfort shifted, changed, and morphed into something quite different.

    And so as the rain thickened into a downpour I breathlessly ground myself against the pole, gasping and moaning and sobbing in heated pleasure as my body filled with need and my mind with passion. I heard thunder overhead and shuddered, my nipples burning, my breasts throbbing, and my mind drowning in lust and excitement.

    The orgasm hit like a clap of thunder, and alone in the big backyard with the gag in my mouth I screamed out my pleasure, jamming myself feverishly against the pole as I cried out again and again while the pleasure swamped my mind.

    *

    It was Paige that came out and brought me back inside. With a finger underneath the chain, she led me, dripping wet, into the kitchen. I was a head taller than either of them, but the need to ease the pull on my aching nipples kept me bent forward so that my eyes were almost at the same level as hers.

    She led me down the hall and into the main bathroom and then thankfully removed the clip from my nipples.

    She laughed to see me, rolling my aching nipples between her thumbs and fingers.

    “Are you all wet again, slave girl?” she asked teasingly.

    She untied the ropes as my arms were finally allowed to unbend, and the pressure came off my shoulders. My breasts also felt a good deal of relief as the pressure came off them. My arms were all but useless, at first. They just hung at my sides, throbbing.

    Paige pulled the vibrator out of me and then had me stand in the shower as she soaped me up from neck to ankle. Then she poured shampoo over my head and shampooed my hair, too. I still had the gag in my mouth so I couldn’t say anything. It was very strange having another person wash me, though.

    Mind you, her hands felt very good on my breasts as she gently massaged, caressed, and kneaded them. And her fingers felt especially good as they stroked and massaged my nipples. Needless to say, she did a very good job in fingering my pussy, too. Good enough that I was feeling the hunger and heat again by the time she rinsed me off.

    She toweled me dry, including my hair, then brushed my hair out, picked up a hand dryer, and began to style it. It was a simple enough style, after all, since I kept my hair parted in the middle. However, when it was dry, she began to braid my hair, drawing it back behind my ears and then putting it into two thick braids, one on either side. She finished that up by tying a red ribbon near the end of each braid.

    “You look adorable!” She said with a smile, “Good enough to eat,” she added.

    She brought me back to my bedroom, where an unfamiliar garment lay waiting on the bed. It was lingerie, but nothing I had ever worn before. It looked like a corset. It was black, short, and had red ribbons crisscrossing the front as if it tied these two sides together there.

    It actually fastened together in the back, though, as I learned when Paige picked it up and put it against me. Because she tightened the strings in the back really tight so that it squeezed in very firmly around my middle. Firmly enough it felt almost as if my inner organs were being squeezed downward.

    Two thin black straps went over my shoulders to hold the cups up, and they too were quite tight, and left half my breasts bare. There was a fringe of black lace about as wide as my hand around the bottom of the thing, mostly see-through, that danced loosely on my hips and ended just at the top of my buttocks.

    She had me put on lacy black self-supporting stockings that went high on my thighs and then produced a pair of sexy-looking black stiletto shoes which turned out to be my size. She wasn’t quite finished, even as she paused to admire the look in the mirror.

    “You look incredibly sexy!” she said.

    I stared at myself in the mirror and couldn’t disagree. I did look incredibly sexy!

    I watched her move behind me in the mirror and then slipped a studded black collar around my neck. I felt my heart skip a beat and my pulse quivered as she drew it together and buckled it in behind me. Then, she placed matching black bracelets on each of my wrists.

    I stared in awe at myself.

    She reached up and undid the straps holding the gag in place and then pulled it free. A moment later she drew my wrists back behind me and when she released them the wristbands were locked together. She pushed a thick dildo against the mouth of my sex and I stared down at it, and then at my image in the mirror, watching, transfixed, even as I felt it slowly forcing aside the lips of my sex and then sliding up into my still very moist, and eager pussy.

    Like the vibrator, this had no straps to hold it in place. She had me bend over my desk, and then she pushed something quite narrow against my wrinkled little back opening. I almost protested, but I was too caught up in the self-image of myself as a slave girl. I moaned as the thing she was pushing into me got thicker and wider, forcing me open further.

    I was about to protest, and then it abruptly seemed to disappear inside me. It was a moment before I realized there was still some part of it protruding to the outside for I could feel something pressed against me there.

    When Paige pulled me upright I stared again at the mirror, noting that the dildo, though jammed deep inside me, protruded a couple of inches through the lips of my sex, stretching them out tautly around it. But I felt no movement of the sex toy sliding down. I felt like it was attached to the thing she put in my butt, somehow, like it was tied to it.

    “On your knees, slave,” she growled.

    I let out a little moan as I sank to my knees and she slipped out of the sweatpants she had been wearing and then stood before me.

    “Please your mistress, slut, or you’ll be beaten!” she growled.

    I felt my heart thump as I excitedly leaned in and began to lick at her naked pussy. She reached for the two braids and lifted them out and up in her hands, tugging lightly on them as if they were reins on a horse, using them to control me.

    I needed no encouragement, though. I was thoroughly excited by the way I looked, the way I was dressed, and even by the leather restraints holding my wrists behind my back. A slave girl! A sex slave! How could that not be wild and exciting?

    The fullness inside me as my body squeezed down around the big, thick dildo was a constant reminder of how deeply I was penetrated. Of how utterly sexual and sensual this was. I licked and sucked at her eagerly, using everything she had taught me, and everything I had learned from being licked by the both of them.

    She tugged up and back on the braids and I gasped and raised my eyes to her.

    “Are you my little blonde sex slave?” she demanded.

    “Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

    She tugged on the braids again more sharply.

    “Let me hear you say it.

    “I’m your little blonde sex slave, Mistress Paige!”

    Since I was a head taller, that made little sense, but I wasn’t about to argue.

    She pulled me back into her sex and I licked excitedly.

    “You’ve gotten a lot better since this afternoon, blonde girl,” she groaned. “Of course, we still have to work on stretching your tongue out. Maybe we should work on getting it pierced. And your nipples too.”

    Just then, the idea of myself as a slave girl was so exciting that I would have consented if someone had shown up with the needles.

    Sex slave!

    I was able to make her come for the first time, which pleased me even more.

    Paige then worked a red ball into my mouth. It couldn’t quite fit. I mean, I couldn’t get my mouth closed afterward. She drew a thin black strap across each cheek and buckled them together in the back.

    Then she showed me a tiny padlock. I had no idea why until she brought it behind me and I heard it click. A moment later, I heard two more clicks, then a third.

    “I’ve locked the collar and wrist restraints in place, along with the gag,” she said.

    I don’t know why I found that so weirdly exciting. It wasn’t like I could remove anything anyway with my wrists locked together behind my back. But it did make it seem a lot more final, somehow. Like, even if she undid my wrists from each other I would not be able to remove the ball from my mouth for the collar from my neck. Not that I would have! I stared at myself in the mirror again, feeling another rush of excitement.

    Paige laughed and pushed me back onto my bed on my back, then spread my legs and knelt at the edge of the bed and began to demonstrate that even if I was better than I had been, I was still nowhere near as good as her at oral sex. Despite what I’d already gone through she soon had my heart pounding, my pulse racing, and my body writhing and twisting on the bed as I moaned in pleasure.

    The tight corset made it difficult to breathe as rapidly as I needed to when my heart began to beat madly with excitement. My breathing was rough and ragged around the ball and at times I felt a little lightheaded.

    She somehow unlocked the big dildo from the thing in my butt and began to pump it in and out as she licked and sucked, and that triggered me. I cried out, my back arching violently, my hips thrusting up furiously into the stroke of the dildo as the orgasm shattered my mind.

    The pleasure was a hurricane tearing through my body, and it made me twist and buck and roll my hips up while Paige pulled her tongue back and used her thumb instead to rub furiously against my burning little clitoris. I floated in a different world, basking in the pleasure, a pleasure I could even call ecstasy without sneering at myself at the exaggeration.

    I realized in a moment of consciousness that I had never actually understood what the word meant before. Now I did. The pleasure was overpowering, shaking me like a dog with a ragdoll in its mouth. It left me barely conscious, dazed, and shell-shocked.

    Paige just laughed at my reaction, called me a responsive little slut, and then got to her feet and put her pants on.

    “Let’s go, slave girl.”

    She attached a leash to the O ring dangling from the front of the collar, pulled me up to my feet, steadied me, and then led me out of my bedroom. I felt awkward in the high heels. Because of my height, I avoided wearing heels wherever possible. But these things must’ve been six inches high! I felt as if I could fall at any second.

    We went down the hall to where Claire was working on something in the kitchen.

    The woman turned and looked at me as I felt my face flush self-consciously.

    She gave a short, approving nod. “Don’t try to sit down on that, you lazy blonde slut. In fact, we should keep that inside you all the time now. That way you’ll either be on your feet or on your knees where you belong.”

    She looked at Paige. “Undo her wrists so she can get to work. She’s spent enough time lying around doing nothing useful.”

    So that was how I vacuumed the rugs, and then wet mopped the floors. No matter what I was doing it felt inherently sexual given how I was dressed and the sex toys inside me.

    It wasn’t my job to clean the floor in the kitchen. Normally, anyway. But Claire said that since it had gotten dirty with my food, I needed to be the one to clean it. That seemed more than slightly unfair given it was she and Paige who had thrown the food on the floor in the first place, but with the ball gag in my mouth, I couldn’t exactly protest.

    She found me a pair of plastic gloves, not so much to protect my hands, I think, as to protect the bands around my wrists. Then she filled up a pail with soap and water, put it on the floor, and gave me a sponge.

    “You’ll clean the floor on your hands and knees, slave girl,” she growled. “I’m sure being on your hands and knees is your favorite position anyway since you’re such a slutty blonde nymphomaniac. And you had better get that floor sparkling and shiny. Because I have high standards. And when you’re done –,” She slid her hand down between my legs, her fingers pressing up against the base of the protruding dildo, her thumb stroking skillfully across my still-swollen clitoris. “you will be demonstrating how clean the floor is by licking it.”

    I gasped in pain as she pushed up sharply on the base and I felt the head jamming up against what must surely be the back wall of my pussy.

    “Do you understand your mistress, slut?” she growled.

    I moaned and nodded rapidly.

    I got down on my hands and knees and began to scrub the floor. Under normal circumstances, this would certainly not be a task that excited me in any way. And I probably would’ve resented the demand that I scrub the floor with a sponge instead of something more practical like a mop. I didn’t, though. I understood this was more about me as a sex slave than getting the floor cleaned.

    They were still playing their wicked, outrageous game!

    And I was more than willing to play along.

    Claire returned only a couple of minutes later. The first I realized it was when I heard a thin hissing sound, kind of like the sound a skipping rope made when you whirled it through the air. That was the only comparison I could make at the time. And then I felt the blow across my buttocks, thin, and very lightweight, but stinging enough that I yelped in pain and jerked upright.

    It was only then that I turned to see her standing there holding some kind of thin little switch in her hand.

    “What did I tell you earlier, slut?” she demanded. “Blonde sluts always spread their legs wide whenever they’re sitting or on their knees. Don’t let me see you with your legs close together again.”

    She turned and left the room leaving me staring and then feeling another rush of that dark sexual energy. I resisted the urge to rub my bottom since I was still wearing the now very wet gloves and then bent over again to continue scrubbing. After a moment I shifted my knees wider on the floor.

    What a slutty position to be in! Bent over with my legs spread and not only completely exposed but with the lips of my sex stretched wide around the thick shaft of the dildo impaling me! God! I was really doing this in a house with other people in it!?

    It made me feel self-conscious, and yet was… exhilarating!

    It was another continuing reminder of the role I was to play. As if I needed one!

    But it did serve to distract me a little more from the task at hand. It did make my body thrum with energy again, made my pussy squeeze down around the dildo, made my breasts throb inside the cups of the corset. This was so outrageous!

    The continuing heat pumping through my body from being dressed like this and in this position was filling me with sexual pressure once again. I think in part it was because I was behaving in a way that was the exact opposite of how I had always been taught a girl must behave. My earliest memories involve being told to keep my skirt down and not show anyone certain parts of my body.

    And there was a lot of pressure, mostly peer pressure in school and other settings not to show off, not to act slutty or dress slutty. And yet here, in this enclosed house, I was being ordered to do the opposite. And yes, I was well aware that I could just ignore those orders. But I didn’t want to! Being ordered freed me up from those unwritten rules.

    I couldn’t stop myself. I glanced over my shoulder to ensure no one was there, then tugged the glove off my right hand. I eased my chest lower so I could support myself on one arm while bringing my right arm back beneath me, sliding my fingers up my bare abdomen until they found the hot, hypersensitive button nestled in the shadow of the dildo sticking out of me.

    I hissed at a jolt of pleasure, then moaned softly as I began to rub steadily. The door was open. Anyone could come in at any moment! But the more I stroked and rubbed the more heat flooded my body, crackling sexual electricity making my nerve endings dance and my muscles quiver.

    It took mere seconds for me to approach orgasm. By then, I had brought my other hand in so it could push down into one of the cups of the corset and repeatedly squeeze my breast. It felt odd since I hadn’t removed the glove from that hand yet, and it was still wet, but I didn’t care. I moaned and gasped around the ball gag filling my mouth, my breathing becoming more and more ragged.

    And it was then that Claire showed up. I didn’t even see her for several seconds, so intent was I on the waves of pleasure sweeping through my body and mind. By the time I noticed and the sudden psychic jolt of alarm and embarrassment hit me she was already striding forward.

    “Don’t stop,” she ordered, bringing her foot down on the back of my neck to pin me to the floor.

    “Let me see you masturbate to orgasm, you filthy little blonde animal you.”

    I heard the hiss sound again and a moment later the switch she held cracked down across the top of my buttocks leaving a stinging line of pain behind.

    I yelped and moaned; my right hand having dropped to the floor.

    Crack! Crack! The little switch cut across my bottom again and again.

    “Did you hear me, slut?! Keep masturbating!”

    Crack!

    “Or I swear I’ll bring this directly down on your hot little pussy!”

    Gasping helplessly, I brought my hand back up and resumed rubbing my clitoris.

    “Harder, you blonde slut! Show me what you are. Show yourself what you are! A sexual animal with no self-discipline!”

    Crack!

    I shuddered as the dark pleasure rippled through my body and overloaded my nervous system. I couldn’t resist its siren call despite the embarrassment and anxiety I felt at Claire standing over me watching. In fact, in some way I didn’t understand, this was darker, more depraved, and more shameful, and thus more wickedly exciting! My hips soon began to buck uncontrollably as I cried out again and again. The orgasm slammed into me and all other cares and concerns were blotted out of my mind.

    “Whore!” Claire growled above me.

    The word hit me with another little jolt of emotion, but confused emotion. It was degrading, but some kind of filter seemed to have been applied to my mind since this morning that transformed what should’ve been a cringing, embarrassing thing into wicked, dark excitement. Or perhaps that had always been there somewhere in the back of my mind and the events of the day had brought it out into the open.

    “Slut!”

    I knelt there, breasts crushed against the floor, hips bucking and jerking as I sobbed dazedly, my fingers rubbing frenziedly against my clitoris.

    “Animal!”

    My chin was pressed to the floor, my eyes almost unseeing, glazing over as all my focus turned inward to the raging heat tearing through me. Convulsions racked my body as the orgasm continued to churn on and on.

    “You were born to be a sex slave!”

    The power of the orgasm finally began to fade, leaving me still gasping and moaning, my mind sinking into the afterglow.

    “Well that was certainly a good show,” someone said from behind me.

    For a moment I ignored it. And then it slowly dawned on me that the voice was unfamiliar!

    Claire removed her foot from the back of my neck and then grabbed one of my braids and pulled it sharply so that I was forced back up on my knees and around to face the doorway. The pain in my scalp momentarily distracted me and so for a few moments, I knelt there nakedly before a strange woman at the doorway. Then I squealed and tried to cover myself with my hands.

    She laughed in amusement. She was, much like Claire, probably a little north of thirty. She was taller, though not as tall as me. She was slender, lithe, and athletic looking. Though again, like Claire and Paige, small breasted. She was also very black, with a very short, flathead haircut.

    “It’s a little late to be shy, honey,” she said with a sneer.

    “This is the girl I’ve been telling you about, Teresa. She wants to be a sex slave.”

    That was such a lie! But with the ball gag filling my mouth I couldn’t deny it.

    “Well, she is a natural blonde,” the black woman said.

    Claire released my hair and gave me a shove. “Get back to work, slut.”

    Then she and the black woman departed, leaving me there with my face burning hot and my mind filled with embarrassment and uncertainty. For a moment, I was tempted to get up and hurry into my room to change, or at least hide. Then Paige showed up, scowling, and holding the little switch in her hand.

    “Now who’s been a bad girl?” she demanded. “Masturbating when you’re supposed to be working? Shame!”

    She pointed the switch at the floor ahead of me.

    “Get back to work, slave girl.”

    I moaned uncertainly and then turned away, reaching for the other glove and pulling it back on my right hand. Then I picked up the sponge, dipped it in the water, squeezed it, and began to scrub once more.

    Crack! Paige brought the switch down across my bottom.

    “Bad girl!” she chided me.

    I winced and kept scrubbing.

    Crack!

    “Bad little sex slave!”

    Crack!

    I gasped as she laid another line of heat and pain across my bottom.

    “No one gave you permission to masturbate anytime you wanted to!”

    Crack!

    I shuddered and scrubbed harder.

    “And even worse to try and cover up your body when Claire is trying to show you off to another person!”

    Crack! Crack! Crack!

    “That’s direct disobedience! Claire wants to show her slutty little slave girl off to her friend! How dare you interfere!”

    Crack!

    “Don’t you realize that as a sex slave, your body belongs to her and not you?”

    Crack!

    None of the blows were particularly heavy, but each one stung! And my skin was becoming more and more tender as each blow landed. The heat from each thin line of pain was melding together so that my entire bottom throbbed and burned.

    “You should be severely punished for that alone!”

    Crack!

    “You had better do a good job on this floor. And while you’re scrubbing, you had better put it into your mind that your sexy blonde body belongs to Claire and she’s free to show it off to anyone she wants.”

    She gave my bottom a final flick of the switch and then turned to go. At the doorway, she turned and scowled back at me. “I’ll be checking on you frequently, slave girl. You better not be doing anything but scrubbing that floor.”

    I moaned around the ball gag and continued scrubbing, my mind churning with confusion and uncertainty, with embarrassment and anxiety, with heat and indignation. Naturally, I rejected her ridiculous statement about how Claire owned my body. Of course, if I really was a slave girl, that would follow. But I wasn’t! And of course, both she and Claire knew that very well!

    They certainly did like their perverted games!

    The problem was, so did I.

    My bottom continued to throb as I made my way slowly back along the floor. The kitchen was not that big. It was basically a galley kitchen, long and narrow, with cupboards and counters on both sides. Which meant, that the further back in I got, the closer to the doorway I was. And just to the right of that doorway from my present position was the living room where Claire was no doubt still entertaining her friend.

    And I was still in this degrading position with my bottom raised high, and my legs spread so that the dildo was very obvious.

    Then again, she had already watched me masturbating from this position. How much worse could I possibly shame myself? If I embraced the idea of being Claire’s slave, of course, then my behavior was completely natural and not something that was to be condemned. I was dressed, and positioned, exactly as Claire had ordered.

    I was just following the rules, in other words. There was a degree of comfort in that. And Paige was right that I did have a sexy body. Why should I be ashamed of it in front of another woman? Or anyone? Of course, masturbating was a whole other thing. Being caught doing that, even by Claire was horribly embarrassing.

    As I scrubbed, my mind seemed to slowly adapt to what had happened. Claire had already seen me orgasmic before. As had Paige. And they had both been practically strangers. Well, three weeks ago they were. And who was this Teresa anyway? I would probably never even see her again. It wasn’t like she was going tell all my friends what a slut I was. Did she even know my name?

    Then I started to feel a bit nervous as I realized that I was nearly finished. What was Claire going to have me do next? And would Teresa be there when she gave me the orders?

    God! What a crazy day this had been! I’d already had more wild, sexual experiences today than I’d had in the last year. And certainly more incredible orgasms. In fact, if you were to rate all the strongest orgasms I had ever had in my life, all of the ones I’d had today would be on top.

    So what the hell? Why not continue and see where this went? So what if it was kinky and edgy? It was hot! And the passion and heat I had felt was like nothing I had ever experienced before.

    I finished, then suddenly remembered Claire saying I would have to lick the floor to demonstrate that I’d done a good job. That made me nervous, so I crawled back in and went over several sections again just to be sure. When I finally was fairly confident, I stood up and gently and quietly eased out into the hall. I could still hear them talking in the living room so I moved as silently as I could on the stiletto heels toward the door to my bedroom.

    I had almost reached it when Paige came out of the master bedroom and saw me.

    “Ha! You had better be finished, slave girl.”

    I nodded my head, which was all I could do, and she took my arm and guided me into my bedroom. Then she turned me away from her and unfastened the corset. I gasped in relief as the tight pressure around my chest and upper belly faded away. She had no sooner removed the corset, though, when she brought my wrists together behind my back and then locked them in place there.

    She picked up the switch, which she had brought into the room and put down momentarily, and let it trail lazily up and down across my breasts.

    “Are you going to be a good, obedient little slave girl?” she demanded archly.

    I nodded my head obediently.

    “Let’s see. Hands behind your neck and arch your back.”

    I felt a little rush of heat as I obeyed.

    The switch slid down my belly and pushed in between my thighs so the shaft rubbed lazily up and down along the tight line of my sex.

    “Legs apart, slut.”

    Feeling my heartbeat quicken, I obeyed.

    “This is how you present yourself to people when your mistress commands it.”

    She let the thin shaft push up between the lips of my sex and rub slowly up and down against my clitoris.

    “Remember, this is Claire’s body. It belongs to her. She owns it. So any hesitancy in obeying her orders or mine will bring instant punishment.”

    She slid the little switch up my belly and over one breast then brought it down lightly against one hard nipple. I winced but didn’t move.

    “Obedience is the mark of a good slave girl,” she said. “If the slave has no self-discipline, then her mistress must discipline her.”

    She slapped the switch lightly down on my other nipple and I flinched.

    “Are you going to be an obedient little blonde slave girl?”

    I nodded my head rapidly.

    She snorted and then backed up.

    “Do not move until I tell you to.”

    She left the room and I felt a dark quiver of anxiety, wondering if she was going to get the black woman. That led to a churning confusion in my mind as I fought against myself about what to do. Naturally, a strong part of me wanted to quickly close and lock the door and put on decent clothing.

    But that would make Claire angry, or at least upset her. And probably disappoint Paige. And to be absolutely honest, I did not want to end this kinky little game they were playing with me. As I said already, it was the most excitement and the most passion I had ever felt.

    She returned with the leash she had used before, clipping it to the O-ring dangling from the collar around my neck.

    “Keep those hands where they are, elbows back, chest out.”

    And then she pulled on the leash and I was almost dazed by the certain knowledge that I was being brought out to display my body for the strange woman. My face reddened before we ever turned the corner into the living room. And I thought a thousand times about breaking free and running back to my room.

    Paige might call me ‘little girl’ all she wanted. I was a head taller than her and almost certainly a lot stronger.

    But I did nothing but follow along obediently as she led me up the narrow hall and then around the corner into the living aware, yes, both Claire and the black woman were seated.

    Their eyes turned to me and I forced mine to look straight ahead, unable to meet the black woman’s eyes. I felt incredibly embarrassed and self-conscious, especially with the base of the dildo still pushing out quite visibly between the lips of my sex.

    The best way for my mind to handle it was by embracing the role of sex slave. Because that way I was only doing what I was made to do. What I needed to do was to make myself a kind of robot, just doing whatever I was told. Then it wasn’t my fault for acting so slutty.

    Kind of.

    “Excellent body!” The black woman said. “She’s very fit and toned. Great breasts, too. And very cute little nipples.”

    Not the kind of thing I was used to hearing from strangers, needless to say!

    “Yes, only putting a little ad in the athletic department at the University is paying dividends here. I was hoping for someone in good physical shape.”

    “Well, she certainly looks like it,” the black woman said. She stood up and I flinched but did not move as she walked over and then moved around me. I gasped when I felt her hand on my bottom, felt it squeezing my buttocks.

    “Nicely toned,” I heard her say from behind me.

    She moved around in front and I suddenly felt a dark rush of heat, and an almost dizzying collision between the breathy thought of being a wild, uninhibited sexual animal, and years of conditioning that taught me I must never show off my body. Especially to strangers.

    The woman put her hand on my abdomen, her fingers pressing in gently.

    “Nice musculature.”

    Her hand glided slowly up my body, and with every inch, I felt the churning grow worse. When it coasted up and under my breast, cupped it gently, and squeezed, I felt a flood of heat to that breast, and a moment later more heat swirling down into my lower belly.

    “Blondes make the best sex slaves,” she said. “Their bodies are so responsive, and their minds are so weak.”

    Her hand lightly caressed my breasts and then slid slowly back downward. I felt her fingers tracing the lips of my sex which gripped the shaft of the dildo almost buried inside me, and then her other hand slid up around my neck and squeezed gently.

    My heart beat faster and my pulse raced. I felt my nipples tingling and my chest tightened with sudden excitement. The fingers between my legs slid up and I felt them against my clitoris.

    “What a beautiful blonde slut you have here, Claire,” she said.

    She squeezed a little tighter around my neck as her fingers stroked my clitoris and I felt a wild tumbling, churning, bubbling rush of liquid heat pouring through me. This was so insane! It was so outrageous! It was so slutty! There was a sense of unreality about it. Like, was I really doing this!?

    OMG!

    But there is no denying the sensations sweeping through me. It was all I could do to keep my hips in check instead of grinding myself against her fingers.

    And then, to my dismay, I felt Paige fiddling with the clasp holding the ball gag in place. There was a faint clicking sound as she unlocked the little padlock, and then the tension on the strap faded.

    I did not want to have to talk! I was embarrassed enough as it was!

    But the woman, Teresa, reached up and tugged the red ball slowly out of my mouth, handing it to Paige behind me. Her hand returned down between my legs, gripping the dildo now, her thumb stroking idly across my clitoris.

    “Tell me you’re a slave girl,” she half whispered.

    The hand around my neck tightened a little more.

    My mind squirmed with embarrassment and self-consciousness.

    Crack! Paige brought the switch down across my buttocks.

    “Obey!” she exclaimed.

    “Tell me you’re a slave girl,” Teresa said again.

    “I-I’m a-a slave girl… Mistress,” I gulped self-consciously.

    “And what kind of slave girl are you?”

    The question confused me for a moment.

    “Are you a sex slave?”

    I felt another jolt of embarrassment.

    “Yes, Mistress,” I said in a quavering voice.

    Crack!

    “Tell Mistress Teresa you’re a sex slave!” Paige ordered.

    “I’m a sex slave, Mistress Teresa!” I gasped.

    “Just looking at you I can see you have the body of a slut,” she said in amusement. “And given you’re a natural blonde, you of course have the mind of one, as well.”

    As she spoke she continued to stroke my clitoris with her thumb. And her hand continued to idly squeeze and then relax around my throat.

    “But Claire tells me that you think you are a breeder girl. Do you love cock, blonde girl?”

    Of course, I knew the answer that was required here, even if it did make my face burn even hotter.

    “Yes, Mistress Teresa.”

    Crack!

    Tell Mistress Teresa that you love cock,” Paige ordered.

    My mind squirmed but I obeyed. “I love cock, Mistress Teresa!” I exclaimed.

    “Of course you do. All blonde slut’s love cock.”

    She removed her hands and stepped back, smiling at me, then turned and walked back to where she had been sitting.

    “On your knees, slave girl,” Paige ordered.

    I dropped down gracefully onto my knees only to have her tug on the leash and then swing the switch in against the side of one breast.

    Crack!

    I gasped in pain at the light, but stinging blow.

    “Did I tell you to take your hands away from your neck, slut?”

    “No, Mistress Paige!” I gasped, returning my hands to the back of my neck.

    She reached around and snapped the little switch down directly across my nipple.

    “Did I tell you to close your legs?”

    “No, Mistress Paige!” I gasped.

    I shifted my knees apart. Now I was kneeling in much the same position as I had been standing.

    “She has one of the finest slut bodies I have seen in a very, very long time,” Teresa said.

    “And she’s beautiful as well,” Claire said, speaking for the first time.

    “She is indeed,” Teresa agreed.

    “Down on all fours, slave,” Paige ordered.

    I gasped, my head almost aching with the strange sexual pressure within my brain that fought against the sense of embarrassment and indignation that pushed back against everything I was saying and doing.

    “Blondes are like bitches in heat,” Claire said.

    Paige giggled behind me and then jerked on the leash.

    “Crawl forward, little bitch,” she said lightly.

    I noticed, then, that the coffee table that was normally positioned between the sofa and loveseat where Teresa sat had been removed. I crawled forward until I was between the two women. Teresa was wearing a green dress with a loose, thigh-length skirt. Now she eased the hem up higher and higher, showing more of her gleaming, black thighs as she spread them apart. When the skirt got high enough, I could see she was wearing nothing underneath.

    I gulped, heart racing, as Paige handed the leash to her and the woman pulled on it, tugging me in closer.

    “Let’s see what you’ve learned so far, little bitch,” she said.

    I felt another psychic jolt, and then, I just… went with it. I let my upper body be pulled up across the edge of the seat, my breasts rubbing against the rough material, and then began to lick.

    Even as I did I felt the dark thrill of doing the outrageous, a sense of awe at myself.

    Crack!

    “Who told you to let your legs come together, slut?” Paige demanded from behind me.

    I gasped and shifted my knees apart again as I continued licking.

    My breasts throbbed beneath me, my nipples crackling like live electrical wires each time I shifted at all in any direction and they were rubbed against the coarse fabric.

    Paige dropped to her knees and I felt her freeing the dildo from the butt plug thing they had put into my bottom. She began to pump the dildo in and out as her fingers stroked my clitoris, and I shuddered as I tried to focus on the task I had been set.

    I was a sex slave, after all. I had to obey!

    I felt Teresa’s hand reach down and caress the side of my left breast then push in under it to squeeze and knead it.

    “Harder, you delicious little slut,” Teresa moaned.

    Encouraged, I obeyed.

    The heat was getting to me. It was becoming dark and all-consuming. It was a feverish heat that melted my inhibitions and made my body throb and pulse and burn with sexual pressure.

    I felt Paige gripping my wrists and then pulling them back behind me to lock them together. She stopped pumping the dildo, but I couldn’t see what she might be doing because I was intent on obeying. When the dildo resumed thrusting into me, though, I quickly realized she was no longer holding it. She must, I thought, have attached it to herself the same way Claire had earlier.

    She thrust harder now, and I winced and gasped as the head of the big dildo punched into the back wall of my pussy. I felt her grasping my braids, then, as she pulled my head up and back.

    Teresa slid her hand in under my jaw and squeezed firmly around my throat.

    “Do you love cock, blonde girl?” she demanded.

    “Yes, Mistress!” I croaked.

    She tightened her fingers and my eyes bulged.

    “Tell me you love cock, slut.”

    She loosened her fingers enough for me to gasp in a shaky breath of air.

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

    She reached to the side with a smile and then brought out a dildo. This was not like any of the ones I had seen before. It was absurdly long, for one thing. It was easily 20 inches or so. And, strangely, it had a head on either side. I understood after a moment, but by then she had pushed one of the cock heads into my open mouth.

    “Show me how much you love cock, blonde girl,” she said.

    She loosened her hand around my neck and pumped the dildo slowly in and out of my mouth before pushing deeper. I gurgled weakly and then jerked convulsively as the head pushed into my throat. She pushed it deeper and deeper, and I stared, cross side, dazed, as inch after inch after inch slid through my lips.

    Paige was still thrusting herself against me, the big dildo thumping lightly against the back wall of my sex. My hands jerked feebly against the leather restraints holding them together behind me as she held firmly to my braids.

    “Is that enough cock for you, your blonde slut?” Teresa demanded with a smirk.

    I had deep-throated before. I think I had even mentioned that to Paige at one point, probably in answer to some question of hers. But I had never deep-throated a cock as thick as this, and I had never felt one go as deep as this. Even when only half of it was inside me. And yet it continued to slide deeper and deeper, all the way through my throat already and down into my chest. Heading toward my stomach!

    I gurgled and gagged weakly, my eyes wide as I saw her hand holding the other end of the thing get closer and closer to my mouth. And then just as her fingers reached my lips I felt Paige’s hips begin to slap against my buttocks from behind. She had somehow managed to get the whole big dildo inside me.

    There was a strange, lightheaded moment when it felt almost like the big dildo that Teresa had pushed down my throat and the one Paige was thrusting into me from the other direction were one and the same. How much space actually separated the two?

    And then, Teresa slid the long, double-headed dildo back up in one long, slow pull. I coughed violently as it popped free of my throat, then sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air as she laughed down at me.

    Her hand was still around my throat, squeezing lightly now.

    “I know nothing excites a blonde breeder girl more than being full of cock,” she said.

    She tightened her fingers so that my eyes bulged again.

    “Tell me you’re a cock loving blonde whore,” she growled.

    “I-I’m a c-cock loving blonde whore, M-Mistress Teresa!” I gasped dazedly.

    Paige released my hair and Teresa gripped it and pulled my face down between her legs again.

    I gratefully began to lick. Gratefully? Yes, because I knew what I was supposed to do. And I didn’t have to say those incredibly degrading things while doing it.

    Paige continued to ride me from behind, occasionally slapping my bottom or reaching in to roughly squeeze a breast while she did it.

    I continued to lick avidly at Teresa’s pussy, doing my best to please her. Like Claire, I found her intimidating.

    Especially when she reached under to pinch and twist one of my nipples when I wasn’t doing a satisfactory job!

    I was extremely thankful when I was able to make her climax. That released a lot of the tension within me and I felt myself rapidly approaching one also.

    Paige pulled back, then, and unclipped the wristbands. She picked up the leash and tugged, making me crawl back out of the room, with me panting and lightly trembling. Claire followed behind, snapping that little switch lightly against her thigh as she walked.

    We turned into the kitchen where Claire walked ahead of us, examining the floor.

    “So you think this is clean, you little sexual beast?”

    “Yes, Mistress Claire,” I gulped.

    She pointed the switch at me. “Face down, hips high, legs spread, arms out to your sides.”

    I quickly assumed the position she wanted, my breasts pressing into the cool tiles of the floor.

    Teresa walked into the room behind us and I felt a sense of growing self-consciousness, despite the heat gripping my mind and body. It was that squirmy sensation again of doing something wicked, exciting, and outrageous, but embarrassed to be watched doing it.

    But it was more. All three of them were fully dressed and standing upright. I was on my knees, naked. The difference between… status, I guess you could say, could not be clearer!

    “Demonstrate for me your confidence in how clean the floor is.”

    She pointed the thin switch at the floor about six inches in front of me.

    “Lick the floor.”

    I had expected it, kind of, but the words produced another deep, psychic jolt within me. I was reasonably sure the floor was clean, mind you. But to be licking the floor like this with all of them watching, to be willing to degrade myself so much in front of them was just so dark and shameful!

    And yet, despite that, despite the self-consciousness I felt, the idea of doing it was charged with sexual electricity. Not to mention, if I refused, it would screw up this dark game we were playing and likely get me switched on my bottom pretty sharply.

    I couldn’t reach that spot with my tongue but there was no point in rising because it was only about six inches before me so I kind of shifted slowly forward on the floor, my breasts and arms sliding across the tiles until I could reach that spot with my mouth. I felt the sexual electricity crackling higher and higher as it did so simply because of how unbelievable it was for me to do such a thing at someone’s order.

    I raised my chin off the floor and then licked it lightly.

    Crack!

    I gasped at the sharp stinging blow from another switch, that I suddenly realized Paige must be carrying.

    “Not a dainty, delicate little lick, you animal. A long, slow lick,” Claire ordered.

    My heart pounded as I obeyed, pushing my tongue out and sliding it across the floor in a long, slow lick.

    Claire seemed satisfied but looked around further. She moved backward and pointed to another spot near the fridge. Once more I shifted my knees, pushing my body forward, sliding breasts arms, and shoulders along the floor another foot or two, and then putting my tongue out and licking the floor there.

    I felt Paige sliding her switch between my thighs, bringing the shaft up against my pussy and gently pushing it in and back as if sawing against me there.

    Claire found another spot for me to lick and I slid forward and obediently slid my tongue along the tile.

    “Good bitch,” she said with a smile. “Are you my little bitch?”

    “Yes, Mistress Claire,” I gasped. “I’m your little bitch.”

    “Prove that you’re my little bitch, slave girl.”

    She moved closer and nudged my chin with her foot. I saw that she was wearing black high heels.

    “Show me you’re my little bitch girl by licking my shoe.”

    My chest tightened to the point I could hardly breathe at the outrageousness of the demand. But I felt the muscles in my pussy spasming at the thought. This was so kinky and degrading! I was deeply aware of the other two women standing behind me watching as I pushed my tongue out and licked at the toe of her shoe.

    Crack!

    “Long, slow licks you sexual animal,” Paige ordered.

    Moaning, I obeyed, licking Claire’s shoe, and sliding my tongue along the top and side.

    “Apologize for being a slutty little cock loving blonde,” Claire said sternly.

    “I’m sorry for being a slutty little cock loving blonde, Mistress Claire!” I gasped.

    “Rise up on your knees, little bitch.”

    I felt the sharp pull from the leash and gasped as the collar jerked up against my neck. I hurriedly rose up and back on my knees.

    “Beg for cock, sex slave.”

    “Please may I have some cock, Mistress Claire?” I gulped.

    “Bend your arms back and raise your hands like a dog begging,” she said.

    The request confused my already muddled mind, which got me two stinging blows from the switches, one on the side of my breast and one on my bottom. She wanted me to pull my wrists up and back toward my shoulders and then drop my fingers down like a dog begging.

    When that was done I begged again.

    “Please may I have some cock, Mistress Claire?” I moaned.

    “Say please may this filthy blonde slut have some cock inside her,” she ordered.

    My mind squirmed again. “Please may this filthy blonde slut have some cock inside her, Mistress Claire?” I exclaimed.

    “Well, I know how you blonde girls are. So I shall see to it that you get some nice cock.”

    She patted my head as if I was a dog and then Paige jerked on the leash pulling me around and back.

    “Hands and knees, slave bitch.”

    She tugged on the leash and had me crawl out of the kitchen and then up the hall. She led me into my own room, and had me get up on the bed and then lay on my back.

    “Hands above your head, slave.”

    I obeyed and she leaned forward over me, on the edge of the bed as she reached above me. There was some kind of short strap there that had apparently been dangling down behind the bed and which she now attached to the wristbands.

    She pushed herself up and back off the bed and looked at me.

    “Spread your legs, slut.”

    I obeyed immediately, feeling the heat and energy thrum within my body.

    Then she turned and left the room.

    I stared wonderingly down at my body, feeling another jolt of unreality. The sexual pressure was still there, and my nipples were tingling hot.

    And then Teresa came into the room!

    She quickly stripped and then stood there in all her gleaming black nakedness and looked at me.

    “Beg me to fuck your brains out, blonde girl.”

    “Please fuck my brains out, Mistress Teresa!” I gasped weakly.

    And that again made a part of me cringe to talk like this

    She smirked, then climbed onto the bed between my spread legs. She lay her warm, soft skin down across mine, and her small, hard breasts pushed into my own larger, throbbing orbs. Then she gripped my hair roughly and crushed my lips with hers.

    I moaned helplessly into her mouth as she kissed me passionately, hungrily, and very, very skillfully. Her body rubbed slowly against me, her own hard nipples rubbing against my breasts, her lower body pressing in against my sex so that I brought my knees up and apart to elevate my most tender parts.

    She pulled her lips off mine and her hand went around my neck again, squeezing.

    “Nasty little blonde slut,” she growled. “You deserve to be punished for being such a cock-loving whore. Don’t you?!”

    “Yes, Mistress Teresa!” I gasped.

    She slid her body to one side and brought her other hand down between my legs, rubbing my clitoris.

    “Beg me to punish you for being a filthy little cock-loving blonde whore.”

    “P-Please punish me, Mistress Teresa!” I croaked as she tightened her grip on my neck.

    She tightened further.

    “Tell me why I should punish you, slut?”

    “B-Because… because I’m a f-filthy little cock-loving blonde whore,” Mistress Teresa!” I gasped.

    That was when she smiled and rolled off me completely, walking across the floor to the dresser by the door. There was something atop it that hadn’t been there the last time I had looked. She picked it up and returned to the bed and I moaned as I saw that it was some kind of whip. It had a foot-long handle and then dozens of thin black laces descending from it, each another foot or foot long.

    She trailed the thin laces down across my breasts.

    “Arch your back, slut, so that I might punish you properly.”

    I trembled and moaned but obeyed and she swung the thing up and out so the thin laces spread out and then came lashing down across my taut breasts.

    I cried out in pain, jerking my chest downward. For while the laces were very thin and light, there were an awful lot of them! Each produced a sharp little sting across the surface of my skin when it landed. The ones that cut across my stiff nipples were even worse!

    “Did I tell you to arch your back, slave?”

    “Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

    “Then why are you disobeying me?” she growled.

    I moaned and then slowly arched my back again.

    “Until you obey and show some discipline, none of the blows will count,” she said.

    The flog came down again and the thin laces caused another ripple of stings all across my breasts and chest. This time, I held my position, back arched, even as the things made my breasts burn.

    “Apologize for being a cock loving blonde whore,” she ordered.

    “I’m sorry for being a cock loving blonde whore, Mistress Teresa!” I gasped.

    The flog came down across my breasts again, and then again, and each time I had to apologize for being a cock loving blonde whore.

    Then she traced the soft laces down my body and in between my thighs.

    “Spread your legs wider, slut.”

    I moaned helplessly, my chest rising and falling rapidly, my pulse racing. I was anxious, wary, and uncertain. How far was this woman going to go and how far did I want her to? I was not particularly enjoying this. Although it had a dark sensual, erotic attraction.

    But there was no fighting the need to obey.

    And, after all, the stings had been unpleasant but hadn’t been all that bad. With that, I felt a strange, dark sense of heat that almost wanted her to do outrageous things to me. If I was a slave girl, I was a helpless victim of their lust. A breathless excitement began to fill me at the thought of being so cruelly used. Poor me! Poor beautiful, sexy me, being so badly abused! It was a kind of drama queen fantasy and just inches away from a sense of masochistic hunger.

    I pulled my knees as wide as I could and she swept the laces up overhead and down between my thighs. I cried out as they bit into my tender skin along both thighs and in between them. My hips bucked violently and my legs jerked closed.

    “Spread your legs for me, slave.”

    I gasped and obeyed, and then failed again. I spread my knees wide again, the tendons in my inner thighs aching from the strain, and the laces came down again, snapping at my exposed sex. My hips bucked again, but I kept my knees back. The next blow fell, and then the next, and then the next as I cried out at the rising sense of pain.

    And then Teresa threw the flog down and climbed onto the bed. She had the double-headed dildo in her hand, but she didn’t push it into my mouth. She pushed it down into my very wet pussy, thrusting deep. Then she worked the other end into herself.

    She gripped my left leg behind the knee, forcing it up and back, and then shifted her body forward, her left knee going over my right leg as she worked her sex in closer to mine. She half twisted me onto my side and then started thrusting in and out, grinding her pussy against mine as I shuddered and moaned and cried out in heat and dazed wonder.

    She leaned forward more, her hips grinding and pumping, and forced my left leg back further. Her left hand gripped my breast and squeezed roughly, then she let my left leg fall across her right shoulder, reaching up to grip both of the braids dangling from my head and yanking them down, forcing my head back as she rolled me further onto my side.

    I was being completely and utterly used! Ravaged! Pounded! I was totally helpless, just like a slave girl! Shuddering and shaking and bouncing on the bed as she thrust harder and harder and dug her fingers into my breast.

    The orgasm that tore through my mind and body was even more intense than the earlier ones. I cried out again and again, then let out a long, undulating wail of animal pleasure as the intensity of the pleasure consumed me. I floated, twisting and turning atop the churning liquid heat gushing through my mind and body.

    It seemed like all the higher orders of my brain had shut down and I became little more than the animal they had called me, responding with pure instinct, no inhibitions, no embarrassment, no concern. She said she would fuck my brains out, and she actually did it. When she walked out of the room I lay there with glassy eyes, chest heaving, barely conscious.

    I felt utterly shell-shocked and unable to think.

    And then Claire walked into the room.

    She quickly stripped and then donned that big strap-on dildo she had used on me earlier. She knelt between my spread legs, slapping them to get me to spread them wider, then pushed the head of the fat dildo slowly down into my sopping opening.

    Then, like Teresa, she laid her body atop mine. She began slowly, her hips rolling, rising and falling, her breasts rubbing against mine, her fingers combing through my hair as she kissed me.

    He brought her hand up to caress and knead my breast as her lips moved along my cheek and neck and up under my ear.

    “Slave girl,” she whispered. “Sex slave.”

    She pushed herself up and back so that she was kneeling there between my legs, then lifted them up and back as she leaned forward once more. She let them both rise up across her shoulders as she pumped her hips slowly.

    “Sexy little blonde slut,” she said. “Who owns this body?”

    Her hands caressed my breasts.

    “You do, Mistress Claire,” I gulped.

    “Say it, slave girl.”

    “You own my body, Mistress Claire,” I moaned.

    My braids had come partly undone from all the tugging and pulling. She freed them now, combing her fingers through my tangled blonde hair.

    Then she pushed my legs back again as she leaned into me. Her hips began to work faster, thrusting the dildo deeper.

    I moaned weakly, gasping and panting as I felt the thick cock driven deep inside me with every stroke.

    “You sexy little animal,” she growled. “Tell me you’re my bitch.”

    “I’m your bitch, Mistress Claire!” I gasped.

    “A bitch in heat. A sexual animal! That’s what you are.”

    She abandoned my left leg, leaning forward against my right, her hands sliding all the way to the ankle, then reaching forward for something on the other side of the post. It was another strap. How long had that been there?

    She quickly wrapped it around my ankle, then straightened and leaned toward the other side, forcing that ankle back toward the opposite bedpost. Sure enough, there was another strap there. With both ankles pinned down against the mattress on either side of the bed, my bottom was elevated, and she began to thrust hard and fast.

    Her hands roughly squeezed my breasts, sometimes rolling, sometimes pinching my nipples. Sometimes she even slapped my breasts as if to emphasize how completely owned I was, how conquered I was.

    And I came again, and then again, as Claire demonstrated just how expert she was with that cock.

    She laughed as she finally pulled it free. She slid the straps off of her body and then climbed forward, her knees straddling my chest. She gathered up my hair and jerked it roughly as she settled her pussy down against my mouth.

    “Service your mistress you blonde whore!” she growled, grinding my face into her pussy.

    I moaned and obeyed, licking as best I could as she rolled her hips and jammed her sex into me again and again.

    And then I felt fingers at my own sex, felt them stroking my clitoris. A moment later the big cock slid down deep into my belly again and someone began to thrust. I saw arms come from behind Claire, hands massaging her breasts as Paige, I guessed, continued to thrust into me.

    It was all so insane, so wild and impossible and outrageous!

    Claire rode my face, jerked on my hair, and told me I was her bitch, her whore, her slave!

    Paige thrust the big dildo down into me again and again, then brought some kind of vibrator down against my clitoris to make me scream and climax uncontrollably.

    *

    What a day it had been! I could hardly believe what I had gone through!

    I had never imagined having sex for hours and hours on end. Previous to today, I couldn’t have imagined even wanting to! And not just sex, but sex with women! Three different women! Boy, I sure had plunged into that experiment with both feet!

    The other part of the sex, though, was the one that continued to confuse me. The sex with Paige had been wild, fun, and exciting. Sex with the more intimidating Claire and Teresa had been darker and caused more anxiety, much more embarrassment, and self-consciousness, but it had also been a lot hotter and more passionate.

    It was that crazy, dark sense of being their prisoner, their victim, of being helpless before them that had somehow electrified my body. I had certainly never lived my life as if I was some kind of submissive shrinking violet. I had always stood up for myself. I was confident, and at least fairly assertive.

    Maybe that was part of why it felt so wildly outrageous to let them talk to me the way they did, and even punish me. Whatever the reason, my imagination was alive with dark, sexual fantasies of myself as the helpless, beautiful, sexy victim of cruel and powerful people.

    It would have been far hotter, scorching, if those people were men, but it was insane enough just the way it was. And honestly, I don’t know where I would find the man that I would trust to tie me up and treat me like that. Certainly, none of the guys I knew would qualify. Not that I suspected they would hurt me, at least not on purpose. But I would never be able to rely on them keeping their mouths shut.

    If I had done with any of them what I did that day with Claire, Paige, and Teresa, it would’ve been all over my social group by now. And everyone who heard would be looking at me like I was some kind of perverted slut.

    There was no need to fear that happening now. I was free to engage in whatever dark, kinky, outrageous sex I wanted, and to explore whatever strange and perverted corners of my sexuality I desired. And with Claire and Paige, I was certain I would find those corners expanding. For my imagination had not prepared me for the kind of things we had done today.

    I wondered with a sense of anxiety and anticipation what they would do tomorrow.

     

    END
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