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    There’s nothing particularly unusual about me. I would say in all modesty that I’m better looking than most girls. And I’m certainly taller than most girls. I’m a natural blonde, which most girls aren’t though many wish they were. And I have, well, better breasts than most girls. I mean, mine are nicely rounded and full. But they don’t look too big on my chest, given that I’m just an inch shy of six feet.

    My height has always been a problem, or at least since adolescence and since I started being interested in boys. For some reason, dating guys who are shorter than me doesn’t really work very well. I don’t think it’s me, so much as it’s them. They seem to feel awkward looking up at me.

    That has always sort of limited my selection.

    Also, because of my height, school teams had always been after me to join. So I’d been on the girls’ basketball team, the girls’ volleyball team, the girls’ track and field team… I’m not sure if I was naturally sports-minded or if I simply got that in response to all the earnest pleas from coaches to join their teams.

    But I have certainly become athletic, and all that training and support have taught me a lot about how to keep my body fit and toned. Not many freshmen managed to get on the volleyball team at college, but I had last year. I was on it again this year, too.

    I’m used to being taller than other women. Combined with being better looking than most, that gets me a lot of jealousy. There’s always been a kind of cliché about attractive blondes, especially if they're, well, generously endowed. So almost from the start girls resented me and suspected me and accused me of being a slut.

    I had worked awfully hard to fight back against that cliché. I had always made sure I didn’t dress too slutty, and never even looked at boys who belonged to other girls. Even though they all looked at me. I tried to keep my demeanor cool, calm, and dignified.

    I was no airhead bimbo! That’s for sure!

    Of course, the other cliché was that if you were too sports-minded, you must be a lesbian. I certainly didn’t want to get that reputation! Maybe that’s one of the reasons why I wore my hair longer. It was well past my shoulders and halfway down my back.

    When I had started renting a room here from Claire and her girlfriend Paige, Claire at least had made it clear that she took all the clichés seriously. She was an older woman, at least to me, somewhere north of thirty. She had short hair and a frown on her face when I first met her. And neither of those things had much changed since then.

    Her girlfriend, Paige, was a couple of years below thirty, perky, lighthearted, and friendly. Which is of course what eventually caused me problems. She obviously thought I was very sexy and flirted outrageously. Guys have been hitting on me since adolescence, and girls sometimes have, as well. So I was kind of used to it. The difference here was that I was living in a room in her house.

    And her house had a really nice swimming pool out back with high fences and hedges for privacy. Because of that, she liked to enjoy the pool naked. Well, you can see where this would eventually have led to. I hadn’t had much experience with girls before, but given I was in college, I was fully prepared to experiment.

    The experiment had worked out really well! You might even call it a screaming success. I wasn’t really into girls' bodies as compared to boys. But Paige knew an awful lot about how to give a woman pleasure. She knew a lot more than any of the guys I dated, that was for sure! And she had a lot more patience and a lot more interest in giving me pleasure than they had.

    Mostly, they had wanted to get their cocks inside me. Everything else they did could mostly be classified as eager groping. Paige had made me climax. Then she tied me up and made me, again! And boy were those ever-good climaxes!

    With her expertise, Paige made me feel more excitement, passion, and need than any guy I’d ever dated. And then, of course, we’d been caught in the act by Claire! That would’ve been a mortifying experience at any time. But given I was completely naked and my hands were tied behind my back, it became something more than surreal.

    It was then that I realized that the relationship between the two of them was not what you might call normal. It was something the more intellectual magazine stories might call power exchange. It was something I had just sort of vaguely thought of as tying people up and spanking them. Paige called it bondage and domination.

    Well, given how dominating a person Claire was and how much she liked to tie people up, I figured that was probably the best description. Claire had been an intimidating presence from the start, very stern and hard to please. Paige acted younger than her age while Claire acted older than hers. They were both short women, at least compared to me, and my height had always given me a sense of emotional confidence around such women.

    Not around Claire!

    You would think that would make the idea of sex with her more than a little scary. And you would be right. But somehow, that edge, that scariness, made her dark, wicked little games of mistress and slave girl seem much more realistic, and so much hotter!

    With Claire, things seemed playful and sly and wicked, like when she pretended to be the mistress and I had to act like the slave girl. But with Claire, that seemed way more realistic. And Teresa was even worse. Teresa was about the same age as the two of them, a little taller, and even more stern and scowling than Claire. She was also very black. Like, black like a Zulu warrior princess or something.

    Imagine being introduced to such a person while you’re naked and on your knees with very visible sex toys protruding from your body! Talk about mortifying! Yet somehow, in the course of just one day, my mind had come to feel that being mistreated sexually was incredibly exciting.

    I had never thought of myself as a masochist, really! The very idea was ridiculous! Masochists like pain. And I most certainly did not. But the, I guess you could call drama of being a ‘helpless, beautiful, sexy victim’ to lust-crazed captors, if you will, just struck me as scalding hot!

    The more degrading and humiliating a position was, the more wicked and exciting I found it to be. I mean, my God, they had me lick the floor on all fours to prove that I had cleaned it properly! They called me all kinds of degrading names and made me repeat them as if I believed it.

    It was all thoroughly bizarre! It was like another world compared to how I had lived my life to this point. And maybe that was partly the reason why I found it so thrilling. It was the sheer outrageousness of the things they ‘ordered’ me to do and the things they did and said to me. It was doing all the stuff that I had been told never to do because only bad girls did them.

    But, if I was ordered to do them by my ‘mistress’, then I couldn’t really refuse, now could I? So it was like getting to do the things I had always kind of secretly thought about but not had the courage for. Like showing off my naked body. I had been proud of it for years, but secretly. To show any pride, to flaunt your body, especially if it was naked, was to be thought of as some kind of vain, arrogant narcissist.

    And yet, I had had to stand before three women who were all much older than me and all fully clothed with my hands behind my head and my legs apart and my back arched… naked! Talk about flaunting your body! Sure it had been embarrassing. I was very self-conscious about doing it. But there was a dark, delicious sense of ego gratification in it, as well.

    It was like, look at me, look how sexy I am. You certainly can’t do that in real life. But being ordered to do it was something else entirely!

    The next day was a school day. I woke up wearing nothing more than the collar around my neck and the leather restraints around my wrists. I woke up to Paige standing beside my bed. Previously, they had not come into my room without invitation. After all, it was my room. I rented it from them. They were, I guess you’d say, my landladies.

    Apparently, things had changed.

    Paige woke me up by yanking the sheets away and then climbing atop me. She straddled my body even as I was fluttering my eyelids and trying to figure out what was going on, and pushed my wrists up and back above my head.

    “It’s a new day, slave girl,” she said.

    She shifted forward atop my chest, pinning my arms down with her knees as she reached behind the bed and drew the strap out, then locked it to the restraints.

    “Paige!” I moaned. “I have to go to school this morning!”

    “And is that any reason why you should be treated as anything other than our sexy little blonde slave girl?” she demanded in a haughty voice.

    She shifted higher and brought her pussy down against my mouth while her hands gripped my hair firmly.

    “Please your mistress, slut,” she growled, “or I’ll have you whipped!”

    Well, after the events of yesterday, my view of sex had changed enormously. For one thing, the incredible levels of pleasure I had received, the intensity of the passion, and the powerful climaxes, had, as you might imagine, given me a much greater interest. It did not take long for me to get excited as I began to lick her naked pussy.

    “And that’s mistress Paige to you, slave girl,” she growled.

    She reached back and I felt her fingers grip my nipple and twist sharply

    I squealed in pain, my wrists jerking upward about four inches, which was all the straps would allow.

    “Don’t even try to resist your mistress, slut. You are entirely under my power!”

    Paige had a flair for the dramatic.

    She ground herself against me as I licked energetically. My own body began to thrum with excitement at this casual example of my new and low position. Poor me!

    “Dirty little girl,” she growled, reaching back to give one of my breasts a slap. “Your body belongs to us now. We can do anything we want to it. You’re a sex slave, after all.”

    I licked her more energetically as she growled down at me, her knees and thighs framing my head, her hands filled with my hair as she pulled my head up against her. She ground her pussy into me, slowly rolling and rubbing and grinding herself against my tongue as I did my best to pleasure her.

    And to my relief, I was able to soon bring her to climax. Hers was much less noticeable and audible than my own of late. She merely groaned and gasped in pleasure before rolling off of me. She had me roll over onto my belly and raise my hips up. She then worked the butt plug I’d had inside me much of yesterday evening into my back opening. Then came the big dildo, pushing deeper and deeper as she rubbed my clitoris with her fingers.

    “Nasty little blonde slut,” she said. “Tell me you love cocks.”

    Crack! She slapped my bottom sharply

    “Ow! I love cocks, Mistress Paige!” I exclaimed.

    “Tell me you love having big cocks inside you, slut.”

    “I love having big cocks inside me, Mistress Paige,” I groaned.

    Crack!

    “Ow! That hurts, you know!”

    Crack!

    “Nobody cares what a slave thinks.”

    Crack!

    Apologize for being a cock loving blonde whore.”

    Every time they said these outrageous and degrading things I felt a dark flutter in my lower belly. And saying them back to them was even more perverted and yet sickly exciting.

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

    “Maybe we’ll find a nice real cock for you, blonde girl,” she said. “I’m sure you’d love a big, hot, dripping wet cock inside your slutty blonde belly.”

    Crack!

    “Wouldn’t you, slut?”

    “Yes, Mistress Paige!” I moaned.

    She really knew how to work her fingers!

    And then she stopped, dammit! She jammed the dildo in as deep as it would go, which was very deep, then clipped it to the butt plug somehow.

    She unfastened the wrist restraints from the strap then grabbed my arm and hair and pulled me out of bed and onto my knees on the floor

    “Ow! That hurts!” I cried.

    “Slave girls are put on this earth to be hurt. Especially the blonde ones,” she said as she fitted a leash to the O-ring dangling from the front of my collar.

    “On your hands and knees, slave-bitch,” she said sternly. You’re a sexual animal. All you blonde girls are.”

    She tugged on the leash and I had to crawl across the floor to the door of my room, then out into the hall. I knew it would be pointless to complain that she had worked me into a state of hunger and need and then not let me come. She’d just say something about slave girls and blonde whores.

    So as I crawled, I felt a kind of dull throbbing coming from my sex, a hunger for dark things I could only partially imagine. I could feel my body squeezing down around the thick sex toy she had jammed inside me as I crawled.

    We went down the hall and then into the dining room where plates and utensils had been set up.

    She had me kneel and then locked the wrist restraints together behind my back. Then she took the leash from the O-ring and fitted it to the little rings that joined the wrist restraints together. She brought it up to the back of the collar and through another ring there and pulled so that my wrists rose up behind me to about the middle of my back. Then, she fastened it there somehow and sat down.

    So it appeared I was going to have breakfast the same way I had had dinner. On my knees, naked, bound, and eating out of their fingers. Only I normally didn’t even have breakfast on weekdays. Of course, Paige had woken me up earlier than I usually wake up for school anyway. I liked my sleep in the mornings

    Claire was in the kitchen, as usual. She brought over some plates and set them on the table and then sat down.

    “I don’t usually eat breakfast in the morning, uhm, Mistress Claire,” I said diffidently.

    She didn’t answer or look at me. Instead, she looked across at Paige. “Did this blonde slut just speak without being spoken to?” she asked as if astonished.

    “I’m pretty sure she did,” Paige replied.

    “So you don’t want to eat, do you?” Claire growled as she turned to me. “Fine then.”

    I spent their breakfast time kneeling in the corner, facing the wall, with the little chain they had used to clip to my nipples the other day biting into them again. This time it was hooked onto a small hook set in the corner of the wall.

    Yesterday, they had introduced me to a gag which resembled the head of a penis attached to a leather pad that went over my mouth. This time, the gag was a longer version of that. The head was so far in my mouth that it was almost entering my throat. The pad went across my lips and the lower part of my face and buckled together behind my head.

    “You can spend breakfast sucking on that cock, you blonde slut,” Claire growled.

    And so I did. Sort of. Having a big cock in your mouth, even if it was made of silicon or whatever this was made of, tends to create a lot of saliva.

    At first, I felt indignant, but that slowly gave way to a strange, dark brooding, which itself morphed into a sense of martyred victimhood. Poor me! Poor, sexy, beautiful me being so cruelly treated! And with that big cock jammed up inside my pussy my mouth wasn’t the only thing that was drooling.

    It was bizarre. They weren’t doing anything to arouse me. Nobody was touching me. I didn’t have a vibrator jammed up inside me, and my nipples stung. And yet, the sheer outrageousness of it once again began to make me burn with a dark almost masochistic hunger and need.

    I no longer thought much about school. I would’ve been perfectly content to stay home all day and engage in this dark, perverted sex game of theirs.

    After breakfast, they brought me outside into the backyard.

    “Face down, ass up,” Claire ordered.

    I started to spread my legs as usual but they pushed them together again.

    “You will learn self-discipline, slut,” Claire said sternly. “You will learn your place. Slaves do not speak without being spoken to first.”

    She had a thin switch she had used on my bottom a number of times the other day. But today she had replaced it with what looked like a small whip of sorts. It was black and looked like it was made of leather. It had a short handle and then a number of thin flat laces attached that were about a foot long.

    “Did anyone say you turn your head around, slut?” Claire demanded.

    Crack!

    The thong spread out as she swung the thing at my bottom. They were all very thin and lightweight but there were two or three dozen of them! I squealed as they struck in a mass all across my bottom and upper thighs.

    “This is what you get for being a bad girl,” Paige said.

    She knelt next to me, gripped my hair to jam my face down harder, then slid her other hand up underneath my raised hips and found my clitoris with her fingers. “Dirty little blonde girl,” she said sternly.

    Crack!

    I squealed again, my hips jerking helplessly forward.

    “Bad slave!” Claire said from behind me.

    “Slutty blonde slave girl!” Paige said in a low voice, her lips now next to my ear.

    Crack!

    “Don’t you love that big cock inside you, blonde girl!?” she whispered into my ear.

    Crack!

    “Bad slave!” Claire exclaimed.

    “I bet you want a big cock to ride you hard, dirty girl,” Paige whispered.

    Her fingers rubbed skillfully against my clitoris

    Crack!

    Bad slave!” Claire said again.

    “You know you love cock, dirty girl,” Paige growled.

    Crack!

    “Bad slave!”

    My bottom was really starting to burn! The whip or flog or whatever it was called landed with a crackle of stings that merged together. My whole back area was throbbing with heat now and becoming increasingly tender.

    Crack!

    “You’ll learn to be an obedient little slave girl,” Claire said.

    “Now Mistress is going to get a nice big cock to fuck you with,” Paige said, her lips still next to my ear. “Won’t that be nice!? You know you love having big cocks inside you. Blonde girls like you love to be fucked hard by big cocks! I’m sure you’ll love it!” I

    I felt the dildo being unclipped from the butt plug and moaned as she pulled my legs apart and began to pump it in and out. Her fingers were still on my clitoris and I shuddered and groaned, starting to forget about my tender bottom as I rolled my hips back at her.

    Claire returned. The dildo was pulled free of me and another one thrust inside. The one with the little curved base and I moaned as it started to vibrate. Then the butt plug was pulled free of my rear opening and a moment later I felt pressure there as Claire pushed something thick and hard slowly down into my ass.

    I was shocked for a moment, then felt a sense of frustration and even anger. I wanted it in my pussy! I needed it there! What good was it going to do me back there!?

    As she worked it deeper, Paige gripped the vibrator. It was throbbing away deep inside me, but also at the base which she now began to rub from side to side across my clitoris. Then a foot came down on the back of my head, and I could feel the stiletto heel digging lightly into the side of my head.

    Claire worked the dildo deeper and deeper and I moaned as I felt it sliding in and out.

    “This is what you deserve, you blonde slut,” she growled.

    The dark heat began to ripple through my mind and body. This was so outrageous again! And yet it was setting off a seething cauldron of eager and thrilled heat inside me. The dildo punched deeper, astonishingly deep. I felt cramps in my abdomen as she pumped it in and out.

    And then despite myself, my hips began to roll back against her. My pussy squeezed and sucked at the vibrator buzzing away inside it. A strange, dark sexual fever spread through me as I knelt there with my face to the grass and dirt moaning around the dildo gag.

    When Claire’s hips began to smack against my bottom my whole body started to shudder. My clitoris quivered like a plucked guitar string and Paige ground the base of the vibrator into it, twisting it back and forth. The dildo in my ass seemed incredibly deep! I was being so cruelly used!

    The drama queen in me reveled in it and my body flipped over to an incredible orgasm that had me screaming around the dildo shoved into my mouth. I lost myself to the intensity of the pleasure tearing through me.

    My muscles spasmed uncontrollably as Claire continued to ride me, continued to pound me, continued to impale me on the big cock she had strapped to her hips. The orgasm went on and on to the point I wondered if it would ever stop. I prayed it didn’t! Even if I died! What a way to go that would be!

    Claire almost literally fucked me into the dirt, and when she was done, I collapsed there, stunned, gulping in air, still trembling and twitching from the incredible orgasm. Claire walked around in front of me as Paige unfastened the strap holding the gag in place.

    “Now before you go inside and get ready for school, you’re going to demonstrate that you are sorry for being an impertinent and disobedient little slut,” Claire said from high, high above.

    She nudged my face with her pointy-toed black shoe and I groaned then gasped as Paige brought the flog thing down against my bottom again.

    “Raise your hips up and spread your legs, you blonde slut!” Paige ordered.

    I groaned dazedly but obeyed, by now it was almost instinctive to spread my knees wide.

    “Now apologize to your mistress, slut,” she ordered.

    “I’m sorry… For being a blonde slut, Mistress Claire,” I moaned.

    I winced as Paige brought the flog down on my back.

    “Demonstrate how sorry you are,” Claire ordered.

    She pushed the toe of her shoe against my face and I understood and felt another flare of astonished heat and outraged excitement. Moaning, I raised my head higher and then licked the top of her shoe.

    Crack!

    “Apologize for speaking without being spoken to!” Paige ordered.

    I gasped and then did so.

    Crack!

    “Keep licking, slut!”

    Moaning, I continued to lick at Claire’s shoe as I felt Paige sliding the vibrator out of my very overheated and wet pussy.

    Then Claire tilted the shoe up on its stiletto heel to expose the underside.

    “Lick there, you blonde slave bitch,” she growled.

    I shuddered at the wave of crackling sexual electricity that swept through me. Then I tilted my head a little more and licked at the underside of her shoe.

    Paige’s fingers were sliding into my pussy, two, three, and then, stretching me wider, four! I moaned as her other fingers began stroking my swollen clitoris.

    “Keep licking, you little blonde slave animal,” Claire ordered.

    I licked at the grit and dirt on the bottom of her shoe and then Paige seized my hair from behind and roughly pushed my mouth forward so that the front of that pointy shoe slid right through my open lips.

    “Lick that,” she ordered. “Suck on it like it was a juicy cock.”

    And I obeyed! Moaning around the pointed shoe, I slid my lips up and down it, licking the bottom and sucking on it as my hips began to grind helplessly back at Paige. I took the shoe as deep into my mouth as I could before it got too wide for my lips to go further. My mind was engulfed in a dark, hazy sexual need as for one moment, a long moment, I forgot that this was a game at all.

    Then Claire pulled her foot back and Paige slid her fingers out of me. I felt the pull on the collar and she yanked on the leash and then led me back inside, my breasts still throbbing with hunger, my pussy still hot and hungry. She led me to my bedroom, and then unclipped the leash and had me stand up as she removed the collar and restraints.

    And then she simply said, “Better get ready for school” and left.

    Just like that! I cursed under my breath and then checked the time. I didn’t really want to go to school now. I wanted more of this! They had got me up early, as I said. So it was possible for me to make my first class if I rushed. I was very close to campus, after all, and could easily reach it in minutes on my bike.

    There would be no time to shower or wash my hair. But then, I had had a shower yesterday evening with Paige. I quickly pulled my hair back together and wrapped an elastic around the tail. I brushed my teeth and then gargled with mouthwash - twice. I dressed quickly, took a minute to wash my face, put on just a bit of makeup, and then dashed out to get my bike.

    I felt strange to be riding to school, to be heading for what felt like a different world. So much had happened in just a short time in the bungalow. I wasn’t sure I was the same girl that I had been yesterday morning at this time. My mind was full of dark thoughts, some of them sexual fantasies, some of them consternation at what had happened to me, at my behavior and response. I still didn’t understand it.

    One minute I felt almost giddy at my daring and wicked behavior. The next I felt embarrassed at what I had done and said in front of other people. And then the next, I would feel indignation at the way they talked about me being such a slut simply because I was blonde.

    Mind you, the things I had done yesterday had been awfully damn slutty. Not to mention this morning! I could hardly believe I had let that woman push her foot right into my mouth and then sucked and licked at her shoe! There was no one I knew or had ever known that I could tell that to and not see their eyes bulge and not have them wonder if I was crazy.

    Sex had always been a simple thing before. And it had never lasted all evening long and into the morning hours.

    I didn’t think sex with girls was like this normally. But I did realize that sex with girls could last a lot longer than with boys. After all, dildos didn’t get soft. With guys, once they had come a lot of their urgency disappears. If they come more than once, they are usually pretty satisfied. Apparently, things were different with girls.

    You might wonder why that would be a revelation to me at my age. And the simple reason is that most of the time when girls have sex with guys it’s not done for self-pleasure. It’s done to please the guys. Most girls don’t actually expect to have orgasms when they have sex. It isn’t a requirement. Having more than one orgasm during one sexual encounter was extremely unusual.

    At least, at my age. Maybe it was different for older women who had sex with older guys. Presumably, the older guys had more patience, knowledge, and skill. And maybe the older women demanded more.

    I’d had a whole bunch of orgasms yesterday, and that was by far the most I’ve ever had in one day. My previous record was no more than one. With my experiences yesterday, though, I found myself thinking about, wondering about, and wanting sex a lot more.

    It was hard to concentrate on my classes. Sometimes I lost myself to them and then would suddenly remember what had happened, and that I would be going home to that same place after classes. What would those perverted women want to do to me tonight?!

    I was more alive and more attentive to the people looking at me, both guys and girls. And I caught myself wondering now and then, what kind of sex I could have with them, and whether or not they would want to tie me up and make me beg.

    Sick, right?

    I often felt through the day like I was a kid who’d been given a really neat toy, and longed to go back home and play with it some more. But today was Friday, so I needed to get these classes in, collect the homework I would be given, and then I had two more days to play with my toy.

    Except it was more like I was the toy and it was Claire and Paige who were going to play with me. I wondered how rough they would be with their toy tonight.

    Then again, despite rough handling, I had not noticed any bruises or cuts on my skin. My scalp felt a little tender from my hair being pulled so often. And I was a little sore inside from the rough use of big dildos in both my lower orifices. But overall I felt fine.

    As the day wore on, I found myself glancing at the time more and more often. I was both anxious and excited about what might happen when I got home. I thought of a lot of things they might do and wondered about some of them, that is, whether or not I would agree. I was wary about what they intended. Not so much Paige, but Claire.

    What I had not expected was to be punished because I had not completed all my chores the other day. I mean, that was patently unfair! It was their fault I had been interrupted and hadn’t gotten back to them. Trying to protest that got me nowhere, of course.

    And then on top of that, Claire punished me for wearing clothes inside the house.

    “I was never told I wasn’t allowed to wear clothes in the house,” I said uncertainly.

    “You shouldn’t need to be told that sex slaves don’t wear clothes,” Claire growled.

    What was I supposed to say to that? Particularly since I had been filled with a sense of anticipation for over an hour by the time the last class ended and I had ridden home on my bike. Let me tell you, the pressure of that bike up against my pussy on the way home had done nothing to cool me off.

    So I didn’t really argue as she ordered me to strip naked immediately. Then I had to assume the position Paige showed me the other day where I was standing up naked and basically flaunting my body. As I was in that position, Claire showed me a new collar.

    This one was made of metal. It was shiny, and the edges were rounded, but it had the same O-ring dangling from the front, with a smaller one in the back. She placed it around my neck and drew it firmly closed behind me before I heard a clicking sound. Then came a pair of matching shackles for my wrists and another pair for my ankles.

    I thought they were fascinating. I stared at myself in the mirror, feeling a growing excitement, before she pulled me away and made me bend over the table. This wasn’t for punishment, though. It was for the insertion of the vibrator. The one with the straps that went over my hips and up between my buttocks.

    She turned it on, and I felt the quivering discomfort I had before. I couldn’t complain, though, because she’d already put the ball gag in my mouth first thing, saying “No one wants to hear anything a blonde has to say.”

    She made me stand against the wall, my wrists up straight and high above me, and then, with my breasts pillowed out against the firm, hard surface, I had to push my bottom out and back, then rise up onto the balls of my feet and hold that position.

    “Remember slave girl, if you move your position, whatever punishment you have been given already is canceled out and I will start over again.”

    Bitch! I thought.

    She used that strap again, the one that was bent in half and stung like the dickens.

    Crack!

    I squealed into the gag but managed to keep myself in position.

    “A slave does not wear clothing like a human being,” she said.

    Crack!

    I thought she was hitting harder today than she had the other day. The belt really stung as it landed on my outthrust buttocks!

    “Clothes are for people, not slaves.”

    Crack!

    “A slave is only dressed when her mistress decides she wants her dressed. And then she will dress her.”

    Crack!

    “When you are given a task, you’ll do that task properly and on time.”

    Crack!

    I gasped aloud at the stinging pain, my bottom starting to heat up badly. At the same time, my breasts were jammed against the wall and grinding remorselessly against it. And that vibrator was a lot less uncomfortable than it had been. The sensations were starting to morph into something a lot more like pleasure.

    “There are no excuses for failure.”

    Crack!

    My bottom was really hot now!

    “You will complete every task on your list and do it properly so that I may inspect them.”

    Crack!

    I trembled there against the wall, gasping and moaning. My feet were starting to ache, too, from being up on the balls of my feet this whole time.

    “Nothing is more important to a slave than obeying her master or mistress.”

    Crack!

    “You will do all of your chores right now. And if you fail in any of them, I will bring up the whip!”

    I gasped in relief as she pulled me back from the wall and I was able to drop back onto my heels.

    “You will start out back, do the weeding along the base of the hedges, and then skim the pool for bugs and leaves. I will be inspecting your work, slut.”

    She turned away and then turned back. She had two small objects in her fingers. They were little silver bells. Each had a thin, one-inch-long chain attached which led to a small round ring. Claire squeezed my right breast and then pressed her fingers and thumb together at the base of my very erect nipple. I winced at the thought that this was some kind of clip like she had used before. But it was somewhat different. She easily slipped the ring around my nipple, then twisted a tiny wheel that slowly tightened the thing until I was wincing.

    She let go of my breast and then gripped the other one instead. It took only seconds to attach the second bell. They were a little uncomfortable, but the round rings didn’t bite into my nipples nearly as much as the clips had the other day. And the bells were nearly weightless. That is, I would’ve thought they were nearly weightless if I had held them in my hand or if they were in my pocket. I could certainly feel the weight dangling from my tender nipples, though.

    “Now get out there, you dirty little blonde girl. Do your chores.”

    So I went out back, gathered up the trowel and fork and the recycling box for the weeds I pulled, and then went over to the nearest hedge and dropped down onto all fours. The little bells tinkled as I moved and also pulled lightly on my nipples in a way that made them tingle.

    I pulled most of the weeds I found out by hand. Only the ones that were deeper needed to be dug out. Of course, I was only at it a few minutes before Paige came up behind me. I felt a little jolt of anxiety and quickly shifted my knees wider apart.

    “Why are you out in the sunshine without any sunscreen on, blonde girl?” she asked.

    I felt a sense of consternation at her question because I had simply forgotten. I had been, as you might imagine, slightly distracted.

    “Stand up and present yourself,” she said.

    I stood up, hands behind my head, and legs apart.

    She grinned at me.

    “I bet this makes gardening more pleasant. Or at least more interesting.”

    She squirted the sunscreen onto my chest about my breasts and then both her hands slowly spread the oil over my shoulders and down my arms. Then, of course, she began to massage it into my breasts.

    “What lovely little bells you have, slave girl,” she said teasingly.

    Her fingers gently stroked all around my nipples, which were already tingling. Her fingers kneaded my breasts, squeezing them up and together.

    She took her time spreading the oil over the rest of my body, as well. Especially between my legs. Between her fingers stroking and caressing me and the constant vibrations from the sex toy Claire had shoved up inside me I was on the verge of orgasm before she stopped. Stopped deliberately, I knew.

    Bitch! I thought as she told me to get back to my weeding.

    Of all the things they did, working me up and then not letting me climax was probably the one that aggravated me the most.

    I returned to my weeding and knew she would be watching in case I tried to touch myself improperly.

    I found myself becoming more and more sexually frustrated and hungry for release as I moved along the base of the hedges. There were not very many weeds because I did them regularly. Even so, it took far too long before I could work my way back around to the other side of the pool where Paige lay comfortably and naked on a lounge chair.

    “It’s so good to have slaves,” she said as if to herself.

    I was reminded that if I wasn’t doing this, it would be her job.

    When I was finished, I put the vegetable matter into the bigger recycling bin and then went back to the pool with the skimmer net. By then, my nipples were hard as rocks, and I longed to squeeze my breasts and roll them between my fingers. I found myself making quicker movements just so the little bells would pull a bit harder on them.

    When I finished skimming, Paige actually took the skimmer from me and then pushed me so I fell into the pool.

    “Time to cool off, slave girl,” she called to me.

    I was startled, at first, but then decided to go with it. I had not been in the pool naked before, just topless the other day. Of course, this time I was wearing a collar and shackles. And I had those damn bells on my nipples. But still, it was pleasurable and even erotic to slowly swim underwater, turning and twisting as the water slid over my bare skin.

    This time, unlike yesterday, when Paige told me to ring the water out of my hair, I obeyed her, and did it facing her, making myself look as erotic as I could in hopes that she would decide to do something more than look.

    Unfortunately, what she decided to do was have me perform oral sex on her. She pulled the ball gag out of my mouth long enough for me to get down on my knees and lick her pussy until she came. Then she pushed it back into my mouth and sent me back into the house even more frustrated than I had been!

    Even as I walked toward the door I was already thinking of ways that I could hide myself long enough to masturbate. Maybe when I was downstairs vacuuming the carpet. The vibrator was no longer buzzing away as powerfully as it had been. I thought the batteries must’ve worn down, though I later discovered they had simply been able to turn the thing down remotely.

    They wanted me hot and bothered in more ways than one.

    I did the vacuuming but wasn’t able to get any time to myself because either Claire or Paige always seemed to be nearby. Then Paige grabbed me and brought me into the master bathroom. It was a lot bigger than the main one and had a separate shower enclosure.

    “We want to get you all nice and clean again. I’m sure you were sweating a lot out there.”

    She brought my hands up and back behind my head and then clipped the metal wrist shackles against the back of the collar. Then she bent me over the counter and had me spread my legs. She undid the thin straps and pulled the vibrator out of me then to my disappointment simply put it aside. I thought I was prepared for anything, but when she pushed something up into my bottom, I suspected it was something more like the butt plug they had been having me where the last couple of days.

    It wasn’t.

    It wasn’t until she bent me over further, all the way until my breasts were pillowed out against the counter that I felt the warm liquid bubbling into me and understood her intent. My face reddened immediately. I tried to jerk up, but she had already anticipated this and her hand was pressing down on my back just below my neck.

    “We have to get you all clean, slave girl. And remember, your body belongs to us. We can do anything we want with it. You have no privacy from us. Nothing about your body’s secret to those who own you.”

    By then it was pointless to try to resist. The water was sluicing down into my belly and I could only curse silently in my embarrassment. Worse, she reached under and began to stroke her fingers against my clitoris. And despite my indignation, I felt my body’s heat rising rapidly. I did mention she was very skilled with her fingers, did I not?

    But like before, she roused me without giving me relief. She continued with her cleaning. Cleaning every part of me. And as she repeatedly told me, I was a mere possession, owned property. Much like a dog.

    She shampooed my hair then soaped me up all over, taking time to of course kneading my breasts and bottom, and finger my clitoris until I was almost trembling with excitement and heat.

    And then she stopped and rinsed me off.

    Bitch!

    After drying me and styling my hair she bent me over the counter again and spread my legs. This time she works what was obviously a large dildo up into my pussy. It was slick and long, too long to entirely fit inside me. So I figured it was the one they had used yesterday.

    Then she worked what I thought at first was the butt plug into my bottom, only this one didn’t widen as it slid into me, and pushed much, much deeper. Only when the head began to give me cramps did I feel the shaft widening. It widened to the point where I gasped and moaned as it stretched me so wide. Then it suddenly got very, very narrow again.

    She pulled me upright and I looked down the length of my body. I could see the bottom two inches of the dildo protruding from my body, the lips of my sex wrapped tightly around it. And I could certainly feel the other one between my buttocks as I shifted my legs closer together.

    Paige lifted up a garment of some kind of leather, and then pressed it against my middle. It was another corset, of sorts. She drew it in tighter and tighter as I moaned a protest, feeling it squeezing in around my abdomen.

    This one didn’t have bra cups. All it had was a kind of shelf about an inch and a half wide that ran across the underside of my breasts. I was distracted from caring much though, as she continued to tighten it in back until I could hardly breathe.

    There were straps dangling from the top corners in front whose purpose I did not understand at first. Then Paige gathered them up and pulled them up and around the outsides of my breasts, then in to crisscross at the center of my chest above my breasts before drawing them up over my shoulders to buckle together behind my neck. A final strap went from the left to the right across the top of my breasts before buckling together there.

    When she unshackled my wrists from the collar and I dropped them the effect was eye-catching, to say the least. The straps squeezed my breasts together from both sides while the one crossing at the top pressed down against them. With the shelf pushing up from below my breasts were plumped out nicely indeed.

    Like the corset she had put on me the other day, this one ended right at the top of my buttocks. Instead of black stockings, however, she sat me down and then pulled a pair of thigh-high leather boots from under the bed. She removed the metal shackles for my ankles and then slipped my feet into the boots.

    Naturally, they were stilettos. Six-inch heels. They had laces going up along the insides that she had to draw together as I stood up and wobbled in place. And they went up to just below my pussy. She removed the metal shackles from my wrists and then slipped on a pair of leather gloves that went up well past my elbows before replacing the shackles. Then she replaced the shackles on my ankles on the outside of the boots.

    She brought me back into the bathroom and then started to put on lipstick and makeup. It was more makeup, and certainly more lipstick than I ever used, but there seemed no point in trying to object. She seemed to be enjoying herself like a girl playing with her doll. And in this case, I was the doll. A sex doll.

    Finally, she locked the two wrist shackles together with a thick, shiny chain. The chain was about a foot and a half long and I couldn’t see what it accomplished other than being inconvenient for me. Then again, if I was their slave, they didn’t really care what inconvenienced me.

    I have to say that the effect was eye-opening. She had me stand in front of the full-length mirror in their walk-in closet and look at myself as she stood next to me, and reached over and began to stroke her fingers against my clitoris.

    “Sex slave,” she teased. “You certainly look like a sex slave now, blonde girl.”

    There was no denying that.

    She got down on her knees before me and began to apply her tongue to my already quivering clitoris. I moaned as I stared at myself in the mirror, as I stared at the back of her head and felt her tongue against me. I felt myself spiraling upwards into its delicious, dark heat, my breathing getting shallow and ragged.

    She stopped and stood up, grinning at me as I looked at her in some dismay. Then she reached behind me and undid the ball gag, pulling it from my mouth.

    “Would you like to come, slave girl?

    “Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

    She took her phone out of her pocket and held it up before my face.

    I was afraid it was set to take a picture for a moment, but instead, I read words that said, “I am a blonde fuck doll.”

    “Read those words aloud and read them in a sexy voice,” she said.

    “I don’t have a sexy voice,” I protested.

    “If you want me to make you come, you better find one.”

    “I am a blonde fuck doll,” I said in a kind of breathy voice.

    “Again.” He

    I repeated it several times until she was satisfied. Then she pressed something on the phone and new words appeared.

    “What is this for?” I asked.

    She slapped my bottom. “Obey your mistress, slut.”

    I read the words, and then the words that appeared after that. Some of them were the kind of things that they’d had me saying already. That I was a slut, that I was a whore, that I love cocks inside me. That kind of thing. I had to repeat them several times until I said them in the proper tone of voice and not like I was reading something.

    When she was satisfied, she led me by the leash down the hall, through the kitchen, and then downstairs into the basement. We went into the theater room. She snapped on the lights and brought me around to stand behind the sofa.

    “Legs apart, slave girl.”

    She attached a small chain to each of the ankle shackles, drawing one out to the side and attaching it to the treadmill. She pulled the other to the other side and attached it to a ring set into the wall. With that done, she lifted my wrists overhead and attached the chain holding them together to a smaller chain that dangled from overhead.

    Then she turned on the TV projector and fiddled with the controls before snapping off the light and leaving the room. The screen was over 100 inches so the images that appeared on it were quite large. It was very much like a movie theater, albeit a small one.

    There was a porn video on. A lesbian porn video, of course, bondage oriented. And it was fairly good as porn videos go. Not that the acting was anything special. But the girls were beautiful and the camera caught their bodies at their best.

    I would’ve been more aroused by looking at men and women, though.

    But looking at the videos gave me some ideas about what they might do to me next, and some of them looked quite intriguing.

    There were footsteps on the stairs. I turned my eyes in that direction and felt a wary rush as Teresa stepped through the doorway. Like Claire, I found her to be quite intimidating. Not at all friendly, like Paige. On the other hand, that intimidation lent a sense of realism to this edgy game of Claire’s about me being a slave girl.

    She walked around behind the sofa to where I stood and then stopped next to me. She looked me up and down silently then I gasped in pain as I felt her left hand grip my hair and roughly yank my head back.

    “Are you enjoying the movies, slut?” she growled into my ear.

    Her lips were no more than an inch from my ear.

    I felt her right hand slide down my body and finger my swollen clitoris.

    “Sex slave!” she all but hissed into my ear. “Have you learned obedience yet?”

    I moaned helplessly, my pulse throbbing faster and faster.

    “I’ve always hated blondes,” she growled. “I love to punish them.”

    She released my hair and then moved briefly behind me while she undid the strap holding the ball gag in place. With that free, she moved around to my side again, her hand sliding up and across my swollen breasts.

    “Big titted blonde whore!” she snapped.

    She slapped one of my breasts stingingly and I let out a cry of pain. Then her hand slid up around my neck and closed slowly. Meanwhile, her other hand unlinked the dildo from the big plug in my bottom and began to slowly pump it in and out, using short strokes that kept her thumb rubbing steadily at my clitoris.

    “You love my cock, you blonde slut?”

    “Y-Yes, Mistress T-Teresa!” I croaked, barely able to breathe.

    She stepped back and suddenly there was another woman there! A woman I had never seen before! My face immediately turned red as she moved around me and came in on my other side.

    “You’re right, Terry, she certainly looks and acts like a natural-born slut,” she said.

    The woman was in her mid-thirties, slender, with her hair in a short, pageboy cut.

    She ran a hand slowly over my left breast then up the side of my neck and cheek and then back around until her finger could slide lightly along my lips.

    “I understand you love nothing more in the world than having a big cock inside you. Is that right, blonde girl?”

    “Yes, Mistress,” I said in a soft, embarrassed voice.

    Her finger pushed through my lips along my tongue.

    “Suck,” she growled.

    Moaning, I obeyed, sucking her finger as she pumped slowly in and out. She had a second finger and then a third and then the fourth, pushing them in deep as I gasped and moaned, my mouth stretched wide.

    Meanwhile, Teresa continued to rub my clitoris. She leaned in as well, on my right side though, her lips sucking lightly on my earlobe as she whispered nasty things in my ear.

    “Slave! Whore! Animal! Slut!”

    Teresa moved away, and then the new woman dropped to her knees before me, gripping my thighs as she inspected my sex. She gripped the fat dildo and began to pump it in and out, using longer strokes than Teresa had. Then she moved in and began to lick and suck on my clitoris.

    Teresa moved behind me and I had no idea what she was doing for a long minute. Then I felt her fingers at my buttocks. She pulled on the big plug dildo thing and slowly worked it out of me. But moments later another thrust up into my bottom.

    It became quickly apparent that she had donned a strap-on and was using it to sodomize me.

    With all that going on, I almost didn’t notice that the images on the screen had changed. It had a new porn video up, and I was the star!

    I had completely forgotten that there were security cameras attached to the two corners of the roof over the backyard. And someone had been able to take the video, crisp, clean, bright, colorful video, and zoom in.

    At first, I cringed as I realized that they had these videos of me. But, given the things I had done with them over the past couple of days, that began to fade away. I didn’t think they were likely to be putting these up on the Internet, after all.

    It was astonishing to see myself, astonishing and more than slightly arousing. There was no sound, but I could see myself, my skin glistening, as Paige used her hands and lips to drive me half out of my mind. I watched as she tied me up, as she performed oral sex on me, and as I knelt before her returning the favor.

    The video zoomed in on my face several times, making me cringe anew. I mean, I had never seen my face before when I was having an orgasm.

    Meanwhile, behind me, Teresa was working the dildo up deep, the head causing cramps in my abdomen every time she buried the thing inside me. The nameless woman kneeling before me licked energetically at my clitoris and then brought her hands up to squeeze my throbbing breasts.

    “Sex slave! Slave bitch!” Teresa whispered into my ear as she ground her hips against my buttocks.

    The shocking thing was that I didn’t even know these women. I mean, Teresa had never been introduced to me. I just heard Claire calling her that. She had used me roughly the other day, and now she was back to do it again. And this other woman, I didn’t even know her name!

    But somehow, it didn’t seem to matter. My body was burning up as the two of them ran their hands over it, as the two dildos thrust up and down in my lower belly, and as my eyes drank in the image of myself in the backyard, tied up, helpless, and kneeling before Paige.

    A strap went around my neck suddenly. Teresa pulled it back and I gurgled as she tightened it.

    “I can do anything I want to you, you blonde slut,” she whispered into my ear. “Anything!”

    I gasped for breath, but nothing came. She had tightened it too much. The heat inside me was spiraling up into a sexual fever that melted my inhibitions as well as much of my higher order of thinking. It was like nothing mattered anymore. Just the heat. Just the pleasure. Just the passion. Black dots danced before my eyes and I wondered if I would faint. But I didn’t really care. All I cared about was the pleasure.

    My mouth was open wide as I stared at myself on the screen, watching myself silently screaming in pleasure. And then the orgasm exploded within me. And I shared that moment with myself on screen, screaming silently as my nervous system was overloaded by the intensity of the pleasure tearing through my body.

    And then Teresa loosened the strap and my silent cries filled the room. I hardly even knew I was screaming. I sucked in ragged breaths of air and cried them out again as Teresa drove her big dildo up into me hard and fast and the nameless woman sucked and licked hungrily at my clitoris while jamming the other dildo up deep into my pussy.

    Teresa still had her lips near my ear half whispering in a silken voice. “That’s it, blonde girl, let your whore out! Come for me, whore! Come for your mistress, breeder slut, let me hear you scream, slave bitch!”

    The big dildo twisted from side to side, especially the head, as she ground her hips against my buttocks. “You she-beast! Animal! Slave!”

    I writhed in place, crying out again and again, only the chains keeping me from falling to my knees between them. My hips bucked feverishly against the woman kneeling before me as the churning waves of heat continued to roll through my mind and body. I lost myself to the pleasure, to a sense of something like rapture.

    And it didn’t matter who they were. I didn’t care who they were.

    I shuddered, my knees almost giving way as the intensity of the orgasm slowly faded. And just then, Claire and Paige came through the doorway.

    “I see you started without us,” she said.

    “If you don’t want someone to nibble on the sweets, you shouldn’t leave them out,” Teresa said.

    I felt the big dildos sliding out of me, and then a moment later it slid back up inside. Except that it got suddenly much, much wider and I realized this was the plug thing. I moaned dazedly as Teresa forced it into me and my sphincter closed behind it.

    “A delicious little sex slave you have here, Claire,” the new woman said.

    “Yes, and she’s only just started her training.”

    She came around behind the sofa and then had Teresa reach up and move the chain from overhead. My arms fell, the chain between the shackles with it. Paige undid the chains from my ankles and Claire swung me around to face her.

    Her hand came up against my neck and squeezed, but I didn’t try to raise my hands to push it away.

    “Go upstairs to the kitchen, and bring down the hors d’oeuvres I have prepared. Do you understand that, slut?”

    I couldn’t speak but nodded weakly.

    She snorted and pulled her hand back. “Put the gag back in. Nobody wants to hear what a blonde has to say,” she said.

    Paige pushed the ball gag back in my mouth and Teresa fastened it behind my head. Then Claire slapped my bottom and sent me toward the stairs.

    Holy damn hell!

    I went upstairs, holding onto the railing tightly as I tried to regain both my breath and my balance. That had been an enormous orgasm!

    I walked out into the kitchen and saw the trays and bowls on the counter. Then I walked a little further, out into the hall just beyond, where the front door was. There was a full-length mirror on the wall there and I looked at myself, shackled, chained, collared, my hair bedraggled, my breasts swollen.

    I dropped my eyes lower to see the base of the dildo protruding from my sex and felt a sense of wonderment. I turned slowly and went back into the kitchen, picked up a bowl and tray, and went to the head of the stairs, then hesitated. It looked a lot more intimidating from up here than it had from down there. I still did not walk very well in these big stiletto heels. Licking my lips nervously I put the bowl back on the counter, and then, holding the railing in one hand and the bowl in the other, started down.

    I reached the bottom and turned into the room where all four women were now seated on the big sectional sofa and watching me on the movie screen. I felt my face heating again as they began to make comments on what they were seeing, all of the comments related to my body and what a whore I was.

    Again, I knew this was deliberate. They were trying to shock me. Trying to humiliate me. They were putting me into my place in the game they were playing. They were treating me like a sex slave. And there was a dark, wicked heat to that.

    The sectional sofa was U-shaped, with a large, square table in the middle. I moved around to the end and then came in before the table, bending over to place the tray on the table before them. Their eyes raked to me as I straightened, and nervously turned and went back for more.

    This was so sick! So intense! So wicked!

    I went back up the stairs, coming out into the kitchen, and picking up the tray. And just then the back door opened behind me. It was right next to the stairs, and a woman came through. Another stranger! Her eyes lit on me immediately, of course, and she smirked.

    She was taller than me, a lot taller and much broader at the shoulder. She had long red hair and was wearing a green dress.

    “Well, well, well. If it isn’t a blonde slut in her element,” she said in a deep, husky voice.

    I moaned around the ball gag as she looked me up and down. The woman was fairly obviously a trans-woman. Now I have spent the last several years in a very liberal high school and then a very liberal college. You would never find me saying that a trans-woman isn’t legitimately a woman.

    At the same time, given the way she was looking at me and given my state of helpless nakedness, I couldn’t help wondering whether or not she still had all her original equipment!

    “Nice tits,” she said.

    She brought a large hand up and roughly squeezed my left breast.

    “Mine are bigger,” she sneered.

    This certainly looks bigger under that dress. Of course, mine were real.

    “Where is Claire, you blonde slut?”

    I pointed toward the basement door with the tray and she sneered again, then looked down at my body and reached for the dildo protruding from my pussy.

    “I heard you love cock,” she growled.

    I moaned as she pushed up on the base of the dildo, jamming the head against the back wall of my pussy. A rough thumb rubbed against my clitoris and I felt a burst of sensation roll through the ache in my abdomen and belly.

    “I’ve got a nice one for you,” she said.

    She lowered her head, suddenly and took the center of my left breast into her mouth. I gasped as she closed her teeth against my soft flesh, digging them in as she sucked hungrily on my nipple and the surrounding flesh. I gasped as she bit harder, her other hand moving up to roughly squeeze my right breast.

    Her heavy body had pushed me back against the refrigerator and I held the tray unsteadily, wildly uncertain what to do.

    Then she pulled back and laughed, turning away and going downstairs. I drew in several deep, shuddering breasts and then hesitantly followed. My mind was fluttering wildly, uncertain about what to do. That Claire had brought this woman here meant she intended for her to make use of my body.

    And I didn’t know what I thought about that! I mean, strange women had used my body over the last couple of days and brought me nothing but intense passion and orgasms. Why should I feel differently about this one? Of course, this one was big and strong and thus vaguely menacing in the way the smaller, lighter women were not.

    And so what if she had a cock? I mean, assuming she did, a real one. I mean, wasn’t that something I longed for? I loved cocks! I mean, I preferred men. Not that she was a man, of course! But I prefer their bodies. And cocks were definitely a part of that. So why should I treat this woman any differently than the others? I should actually prefer her real cock.

    Her cock! That was the way I was supposed to think of it!

    I moved unsteadily down the stairs, clutching the railing in one hand. My chest was tight, and my breathing was rough because my heart was beating faster and my pulse was racing. And the tightness of the corset made it impossible to take deep breaths.

    I hesitated, then turned into the room as Claire finished introducing the new woman as Amy. Amy joined the other four on the large sectional, and now five pairs of eyes looked at me as I walked into the room and came around to the front of the section. I felt even, even more uncertain as I bent forward and put the bowl on the table.

    I noticed that the tray had been moved to the Ottoman, which was a part of the section on the right side. No sooner had I put the bowl down when Paige picked it up and offered it around.

    “Well, ladies, what do you think of my sex slave?” Claire asked.

    “She’s got a lovely face and a terrific body,” Paige said.

    “The body of a slut,” Teresa sneered.

    “A blonde slut,” the other woman said.

    “You’re being redundant, Hannah,” Claire said.

    “Yes, all blondes are sluts,” Teresa said.

    “Have you whipped her yet?” The trans-woman asked.

    “She has such deliciously unblemished skin,” Claire replied. “I don’t want to damage it.”

    “Done properly, a whipping need not leave any lasting marks,” Teresa said.

    “We shall see,” Claire said.

    She turned her eyes to me. “Come here, slave.”

    I started to move around the table and she held up her hand. “No. Crawl over the table.”

    I blinked in confusion, then bent over and knelt at the near end of the table. I dropped onto all fours and crawled forward a little bit.

    “Lay down on your back and spread your legs.”

    My pulse raced as I eased back carefully – the dildos still protruding from my body – and then drew my knees up and apart, spreading them wide.

    This was so bizarre! Five people were there looking at me as I lay back, basically naked, with my knees spread almost far enough to touch the opposite sides of the table!

    Claire leaned forward and touched something at the base of the dildo, whatever it was that attached it to the one in my bottom, then sat back again.

    “Masturbate for us, slave girl.”

    She said it so calmly! As if it was a routine request, like go and fetch my slippers! But it set off a churning mix of dark, almost masochistic awe with a sense of anguish at being ordered to do something that was so degrading, so humiliating!

    Technically, I had sort of masturbated before in front of Claire, but not in front of five people. And not due to a calm order that everyone heard. I shuddered and felt a kind of prickling on my skin as my mind froze up momentarily.

    Maybe she needs some encouragement,” the trans-woman growled.

    “Calmly, Amy. I know just the encouragement our blonde needs.”

    Paige slipped off the sofa and onto the rug between it and the table, then leaned in and began to lick at my clitoris. I closed my eyes and moaned as I felt her fingers grip the base of the dildo and began to pump it slowly in and out.

    The heat grew within me, not just at what she was doing physically, but at all of them watching her do it, watching me, watching my reactions. I moaned again as Paige began to thrust the dildo in with long, slow strokes.

    Tantalizingly slow. Frustratingly slow!

    I felt her grip one of my hands, then she put my fingers around the dildo. This was further tearing away at the pride and sense of dignity that I still somehow possessed, melting my inhibitions. I hardly even realized it when she stopped moving the dildo and my own hand took over. I pumped it faster, of course, and then faster still.

    She slid back and up onto the sofa again and I continued to pump the big cock in and out of my overheated body. My other hand sought out my clitoris and my fingers began to rub slowly then much faster. I whimpered and moaned, deliberately shaming myself before them, deliberately degrading myself. And somehow feeling an incredible thrill at doing so, at doing something so forbidden, so outrageous!

    I gasped and grunted as the dildo pushed gently against the back wall of my sex again and again. The excitement mounted within me, excitement at what I was doing, at the sensations pulsing through my body, and knowing they were all watching, watching hungrily, aroused themselves by the sight of my body and what I was doing with it.

    The orgasm hit and I cried out in pleasure again and again, thrusting the dildo down into my spasming, overheated pussy again and again as my hips bucked up against it. Not only did I not try to suppress the pleasure or my reaction, but I even exaggerated a little, finding it thrilling that they were all watching me!

    Embarrassing, yes, but thrilling anyway!

    Of course, they called me names as I came, and I heard them, but didn’t care. Well, that’s incorrect. I cared in that they both further embarrassed and further aroused me.

    After the orgasm faded, they sent me upstairs for drinks. But when I got back downstairs the table had been moved aside. I hesitated until Claire beckoned me forward with her finger. I stepped in front of them and leaned over and they took the drinks off of the tray I was using.

    Narrow sofa tables ran along the rear of the back and outside parts of the sofa and they put their drinks on those. Then Claire gestured for me to kneel, turn, and then get into that now familiar pose, with my face down and my bottom raised.

    From this position, of course, I could see the screen again. And now I was watching myself out in the backyard once more, this time during the rain. I was slowly grinding myself against the pole. I cringed a bit, but given what I’d just done, it was hard to be embarrassed about the sight of myself on video.

    There were more comments about me and how sluttish I was and then the scene changed. Now it was me in the kitchen, scrubbing the floor. I watched with growing embarrassment as on the screen I began masturbating. Then was strapped by Claire before continuing my cleaning. The worst, of course, was yet to come.

    For then I began to lick the floor at Claire’s order, my knees shuffling my upper body forward along the floor, my tongue obediently licking out at the tiles as the three women present looked down at me. And then I licked Claire’s shoe as I apologized for being a slutty, cock-loving blonde slut, and then begged to be fucked.

    So degrading!

    I watched, my face flushed, as I crawled out of the kitchen at the end of the leash. The next image was of me in my bedroom. I moaned into the gag as I watched Teresa come in, watched as she flogged my bare breasts, as I spread my legs, and as she brought the flog down between them.

    Dark jolts of heat and crackling sexual electricity swept through my body as I watched myself, watched as she cursed me, and as she thrust the double-ended dildo into me and into herself and then roughly used me until I was out of my mind with pleasure.

    I didn’t get to see the rest. I was jerked up and back by the hair and then my face was pulled in between Amy’s thighs. She removed the ball gag, and then pushed my face in against her. I needed no orders as I began to lick immediately, spreading my legs wide almost automatically. I could hear myself on the screen, though, and knew what happened as Teresa finished with me and was replaced by Claire. Amy dug her fingers into my hair, twisting them constantly as I moaned in pain.

    My swollen breasts rubbed hard into the coarse fabric of the sectional sofa and I found myself intentionally shifting myself just a bit so that I could continue to grind my nipples down. Then a cock drove into me from behind, not a real one, as Paige began to thrust steadily away while the other women watched me on the big screen.

    After I had succeeded in making Amy come, I was pulled further along and placed between Teresa’s legs, then began licking her in turn. No one had to tell me what to do. I knew what was required of a slave girl.

    Paige drove her dildo into me again and continued thrusting, her hands moving up my back and then unfastening the corset. I gasped in relief as I was finally able to breathe freely, then moaned as she unfastened the chain from one of my wrists, then pulled them both back behind me and locked them together there.

    My body was soon thrumming with sexual energy again, my mind drowning in a liquid heat. Paige slapped my bottom frequently and reached around my hips so her fingers could find my clitoris. Teresa pulled on my hair even more than Amy had, frequently forcing my head up and back so she could look down at me.

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

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

    She shoved my face back in between her thighs and I resumed licking.

    Another time she jerked my head up and back.

    “Tell me you love sucking cock, slave bitch.”

    “I love sucking cock, Mistress Teresa!”

    Then my face was pushed in against her sex again.

    I had said such things before a number of times over the past couple of days. But the more people witnessed it, the more it made my mind squirm.

    Especially in front of Hannah!

    “Don’t let the slut come, Paige,” I heard Claire say.

    I moaned unhappily but did not dare protest as Paige slowed her thrusts and pulled her fingers back from my clitoris. She gripped my shackled wrists and pushed them upward along my spine, higher and higher until they were between my shoulder blades, then used the chain, somehow, to attach them to the back of my collar.

    When I had succeeded in making Teresa come, I was roughly yanked back once more and half dragged up and across Claire’s lap. Her hands caressed my buttocks and slid along my bareback and down on my ribs to knead my breasts.

    “Such a slutty little blonde girl,” Claire said. “You definitely must be punished for being such a cock loving whore.”

    Crack!

    I moaned at the sharp slap on my bottom.

    “Apologize for being a cock loving whore,” Claire said sternly.

    “I’m sorry for being a cock loving whore, Mistress Claire!” I exclaimed.

    And again, it made my mind squirm to say such things in front of them all.

    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

    I gasped and moaned and wriggled as Claire’s hand came down across my increasingly pink buttocks. She pulled my thighs further apart and I felt something pushed into me. Then it turned on, and I knew it was the vibrator.

    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

    My body was getting more than pink, it was starting to turn red! And it was starting to throb with the heat and pain.

    I had to apologize for being a cock sucking blonde slut, and then for being a spineless blonde fuck doll, and finally for being a disgrace to all womenkind.

    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

    I moaned as she shifted me sideways and Teresa gripped my hair to pull me further along until I was belly down across her lap.

    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

    My bottom was really starting to burn now as she brought her hand down in quick, stinging blows.

    “You love being a slave bitch, don’t you blonde girl,” she growled, jerking on my hair to force my head up and back.

    “Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

    “Say it, slut!”

    “I love being a slave bitch, Mistress Teresa!” I exclaimed.

    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

    My bottom was on fire by now, and I moaned and whimpered at each additional blow. At the same time, the vibrator was buzzing away inside me, and against my clitoris. Teresa would pause every now and then to reach between my thighs, pumping the vibrator in and out, and grinding the base against my clitoris.

    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

    I gasped helplessly as she put her hand between my thighs, cupping my pussy, with the base of the vibrator against the palm of her hand, and then pushed forcefully. I cried out in pain, instinctively scrambling forward and away from the pressure. The woman named Amy gripped me by the hair and pulled me along further until I was across her lap

    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

    I whimpered, my eyes starting to tear up at the incredible throbbing heat coming from my buttocks. She reached down between my thighs, pumping the vibrator in and out, grinding it against my clitoris, then pulled me back a little so her fingers could reach my hot little button and stroke skillfully against it.

    “Tell me you love being a sex slave, slut.”

    “I love being a sex slave, Mistress Amy!” I moaned in a stuttering, trembling voice.

    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

    Tears were starting to spill from my eyes now, my mind churning violently with confusion. I found the spanking to be incredibly frustrating. I mean, the constant, I mean continuing slaps to my aching bottom which I could do nothing about.

    At the same time, the realism of their tone, of their actions, of my helplessness, combined with the vibrator had my body crackling with sexual electricity.

    She roughly pulled me off her lap and I fell onto the carpet below. The movie paused and I noticed that the trans-woman, Hannah had gotten up and was standing in front of the screen, looking down at me hungrily. She lifted her skirt up higher and higher, and then I saw her tight, bulging, leather bikini bottom underneath.

    It was held together in front by the zipper, and she slowly unzipped it, opening up so that a big, throbbing, angry red and purple-headed cock could spring out.

    “We know that’s what you love, you blonde slut, Amy said. “Crawl over and beg for her cock.”

    I was a little confused at first, for how could I crawl when my wrists were up high behind my back? Then I realized what they wanted, and shuddered as sexual electricity crackled over my skin.

    I began to crawl over on my belly, wriggling from side to side, my breasts mashed against the carpeting, my nipples burning as they rubbed along the fabric. I reached her and looked up the long length of her body, staring at the big, thick, and very real cock.

    “Beg Mistress Hannah to use your filthy blonde whore body,” Teresa demanded.

    Another ripple of dark, glittering sexual electricity crackled along my body, especially over my breasts.

    “Please use my filthy blonde whore body, Mistress Hannah!” I moaned.

    My bottom was still throbbing with heat, but the heat within me was far more powerful.

    “Perhaps Mistress Hannah would be better persuaded if you cleaned off her shoes,” Claire said.

    Another psychic jolt swept through me and I angled my throat to bring my lips against her shoes. I looked at them dazedly, my chest fluttering wildly.

    “Beg Mistress Hannah to fuck your blonde whore brains out,” Amy ordered.

    I did, licking at her shoes once more.

    She reached down and gripped a fistful of blonde hair, and I cried out in pain as she practically lifted me up onto my knees by the hair and then jammed my face in against her cock. She shifted to the side, so that the other women would get a better view, and then pulled my mouth in against her testicles.

    I needed no instructions and took them into my mouth, sucking and licking eagerly as she glowered down at me. I moaned anxiously, and licked harder, desperate to please her. She jerked roughly back on my hair and then shoved her thick, purple-headed cock into my open mouth.

    It was the first time in a while that I had had a real cock in my mouth. I licked and sucked eagerly, trying to bob my head up and down as I licked and sucked. But she wouldn’t let me. She took a very firm hold on my hair, jerking my head back as she pushed her big cock forward. I felt the head sliding along my tongue into the back of my mouth and then she pulled me forward as she pushed her cock down my throat.

    She had a very thick cock, but it was still much easier for some reason than the dildos that the other ladies had used. I gurgled weakly around it as she pulled my lips in all the way to the base of her shaft and then put both big hands behind my head to hold me there.

    My head started to pound and my chest began to burn as I knelt there before her, my mouth and throat filled by her cock as I quivered helplessly. I tried to pull back but she held me firmly against her for long, long seconds as black dots danced before my eyes.

    She pulled out at last, and I sucked in deep, ragged breaths of air.

    “Blonde slut,” she sneered. “Imagine a woman getting off on being mistreated. What a brainless whore, you must be.”

    I was too busy sucking in deep, desperate breath of air to even think about what she was saying, aside from the added pain when she jerked back on my hair, leaned over, and slapped one of my breasts.

    “You’re a sex slave,” she exclaimed. “You have no rights. You’re not a person. You’re a thing.”

    She pushed her big cock back in my mouth and straight down my throat then began thrusting in and out rapidly, using her grip on my hair to force my head in the back.

    “You love cock, do you?! Well, I’ll give you all the cock that you could possibly use!”

    She pulled out and then rubbed her spit-wet cock back and forth over my face before shoving it back into my mouth and down my throat again. I gurgled helplessly as she used my mouth and throat while glaring down at me angrily.

    I kind of had an epiphany then. The idea behind this was to make me dislike cocks. Or at least, that was what I was thinking.

    She pulled out again, slapped my face with her cock, and then roughly dragged me around the edge of the sofa and around behind it. The others got up and followed and I found myself lifted to my feet, my wrists unlinked, and then lifted above my head. This time the leather restraints were attached directly to a chain hung from overhead.

    I was just tall enough for that to work while still standing on the balls of my feet, my body straining upward.

    That is until they pulled my ankles apart and chained them that way. Then I was hanging freely from my wrists and the leather restraints were digging into my soft skin!

    Paige slid into place on her knees before me and started licking eagerly at my clitoris while Claire picked up one of those flog things and stood off to my right. This one had smaller thinner laces than the one I had experienced before. Then I noticed that Teresa was standing to my left with a similar small flog.

    Hannah moved in behind me and pulled the big dildo out of my pussy. A moment later her hands gripped my thighs, jerking them back as she pushed her cock up inside me.

    I shuddered and moaned as her cock filled me to overflowing, but in my mind, there was still a strange sense of delight that it was a real cock and not a fake one. And while she fucked me frenziedly, her hips smashing against my buttocks again and again, Paige sucked hungrily on my clitoris.

    “Whore!” Claire exclaimed as she brought the flog down across my breasts.

    “Slut!” Teresa said as she swept hers down across my belly.

    “Sex slave!” Hannah growled from behind me as she jerked back on my hair and bit into the nape of my neck.

    Claire and Teresa took turns flogging my breasts and stomach while Hannah drove her cock into me from behind. I twisted and writhed, crying out again and again, my back arching, my head thrashing as I strained against the chains holding me.

    They didn’t really hurt that much. In fact, the big dildo in my ass was hurting more because the base still protruded out a couple of inches and every time Hannah thrust her big cock up into my body her pubic bone snapped against the base and jabbed the head harder inside me.

    “Cock loving blonde animal!” Teresa exclaimed as she swept her flog down across my breasts.

    There were so many sensations assaulting me at the same time that my nervous system was quickly overloaded. Pleasure and pain, all of it heat in one way or another, swept through my body and overwhelmed my mind. But through it all was that big, hard cock thrusting up into my body with unrestrained savagery.

    My whole body was shaking and shuddering just from the force of that. Hannah brought a black scarf around my neck and then drew back tightly so that I gurgled helplessly.

    “You still love the feel of the big cock inside you, blonde girl?” she sneered.

    I tried to speak but could not as the scarf cut off my breathing entirely. I wasn’t entirely sure I was capable of speech anyway as I was quickly falling into a feverish sense of sexual hunger and passion. She loosened the scarf and I gasped for breath

    “Cock loving whore!” Claire said as she swung the flog down across my throbbing, burning breasts.

    “I love cock, Mistress!” I gasped dazedly, only half thinking of what I was supposed to be saying.

    Apparently, that was not it.

    She glared at me and swung her flog harder.

    And then I came, came with a glorious rush of energy and ecstasy my head snapping back, far back arching violently, uncaring as the flogs bit into my breasts as I wallowed in the dark pleasure of being so cruelly used and ravished!

    Slave girl!

    What a delicious, wicked, outrageous idea!

    “Use her ass instead,” Teresa shouted. “See if the bitch slave still loves cock then!”

    Hannah pulled out of my pussy and yanked the big plug dildo thing out of my bottom I gasped dazedly as she thrust yourself home inside me again, this time in my ass.

    Paige, meanwhile, continued to lick excitedly at my clitoris, now sliding two then three fingers up into my sex.

    I was lost in the storm of pleasure that had only eased up as the climax faded. It was certainly far from going away.

    Paige got a fourth finger inside me as Hannah rutted furiously against me from behind, and then worked determinedly to force her thumb up into me, as well. She was a petite girl, and I was sopping wet and had already been roughly used. The knuckle of her thumb slowly pushed up through the tight mouth of my sex and I cried out in wonder and awe as I felt her fingers wriggling inside me.

    “Fist fuck the blonde slave bitch!” Teresa exclaimed.

    I twisted and thrashed and shook, crying out again and again in dazed pleasure even before a second orgasm tore through me. Paige worked her fingers up higher and then drew them slowly in and back to form a fist inside me. She twisted that from side to side and then began to work it slowly in and out as her wrist began to slide through the lips of my sex.

    I came again and again, lost in a world of dark, desperate pleasure, my mind overloaded to the point I almost lost consciousness.

    Maybe their aim was to convince me I didn’t love cock as much as I said I did. But all they had succeeded in doing was making me want it more. And the more dark, wicked sexual games they played on me, the more degrading and shameful my role, the more my mind was overcome with a burning need for more.

    They could call me what they would, whatever they wanted, as long as my body could experience this kind of shocking ecstasy on a daily basis.

    We would see what kind of slave girl I was. And how long the pleasure and heat kept me pretending to be one. Because I loved the freedom to be as sexual as I wanted, to expose my body to the lust and appreciation and hunger of others. For as a slave, as a ‘thing’, I had no responsibilities and no guilt for whatever was done to me.

     

    END
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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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