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When she got to work that Monday Olivia
immediately noticed a difference.

“What’s that?” she asked, staring into the
corner of the lingerie store.

Hannah shrugged. “It’s all the other stuff.
It’s new, I guess the company wanted to expand its selection of…
stuff,” she said.

“Stuff?”

Hannah looked around then lowered her voice.
“Kinky stuff,” she said.

Olivia’s eyes widened as she headed into the
corner area. There were two back corners, divided by dressing rooms
and the door to the back of the store. The one on the left was now
mostly black, and unlike the rest of the store, there was no silk
or satin or lace to be seen.

Instead, everything was leather, including
some strange-looking outfits that widened her eyes further. The row
of manikin torsos on the shelf had a number of odd leather
harnesses made up of straps and buckles. They left a lot more to be
seen than they covered up.

Along the floor were a series of extremely
high, as in thigh-high stiletto boots. And on shelves and baskets
were groups of leather collars and restraints. These widened her
eyes still further. There are also fluffy pink handcuffs,
blindfolds, and ball gags in various colors.

“What’s next, sex toys?” she whispered.

“Well at least we’ll still get an employee
discount,” Hannah replied, which set them both to giggling.

“How would you even walk in these?” Olivia
asked prodding at one with the toe of her sneaker.

“I don’t think you’ll be walking a lot if
you’re wearing those,” Hannah said dryly. “Those will be back
behind your ears.”

“Eeeeww! TMI!” Olivia said, heading in the
back to take off her coat and put her purse away.

Laura’s Lingerie had always been a quiet
place, and not much given to cutting edge, sexy things that you
wore for about a minute before they were torn off by your lover.
Most women went there just for basic underwear. It’d only been a
couple of years ago they had started carrying thongs and G
strings

That had coincided with the original owner of
the chain becoming semi-retired and her daughter taking over. The
stock was a lot more colorful now, and a lot lacier. But this was
the first time it had carried anything like this.

Like most of the younger staff, Olivia
preferred the stuff being sold now since she got a discount. She
liked colorful undies, and like all her friends she never wore
anything but thongs. But she doubted she would be taking advantage
of this new stock. She couldn’t imagine where she would wear it or
why.

Though she had to admit to herself that some
of it looked quite intriguing. She would certainly not mind trying
it on just to see what she looked like. She had the body for it,
after all, even if she rarely displayed it. She was quite proud of
her body and exercised a lot to make sure it stayed fit and
toned.

But she wasn’t about to act like some
desperate slut and wear a lot of revealing outfits in public. She
got self-conscious when men looked at her in that way, the way that
seemed to indicate they were undressing her with their eyes. It was
bad enough when boys did, that is, guys her age. But it made her
mind squirm when she noticed grown men doing it.

Not that she wasn’t grown, at least
officially, technically, and legally. But there was a difference
between a guy, which were those immature people she had gone to
school with, and adult men ten or twenty or even thirty years older
than her.

There was just no getting around the fact
that she had, okay, fairly good-sized breasts. They weren’t
humongous or anything, but they were certainly… noticeable. Well,
more noticeable than most of her friends anyway. A part of her was
proud of that since they looked very good. They were high and firm
and round and had very cute little pink nipples.

But the attention they garnered embarrassed
her, and they took a lot of upkeep. After all, they were nice and
firm and almost perky but that was because she was still a
teenager. She was well aware of what gravity did to older women and
determined it wouldn’t inflict the same punishment on her for a
long time to come. So she exercised very carefully to keep her
boobs as nice-looking as possible.

Here in the shop, she didn’t have to worry
much, which was one of the reasons she’d taken a job here instead
of one of the many other retail openings that had been available.
Few men came in here alone and those who did were mostly not very
comfortable and wanted to make their purchases and get out. They
weren’t about to stop to hit on a sales clerk.

Well, mostly.

So she could dress comfortably without
worrying too much about giving the wrong messages to people she
didn’t want to be messaging to begin with. This morning that meant
a nice light, silk-like crop top which actually did show a little
cleavage and a lot of midriff above low-slung ivory drawstring
pants.

Dressing in a way that was somewhat sexy was
not exactly her own choice. The new area manager had been fairly
clear on the image they wanted for the stores now. And that image
required girls who looked like they benefited from the products
they were selling. The chain was going for a sexier image so it
wanted its staff to look sexier.

She had been at great pains to explain that
she did not mean slutty or revealing. Just young and sexy and hot.
The mostly teenage staff had to interpret that for themselves, and
Maureen, the store manager would correct them if they got it
wrong.

The crop top was actually sold here, and the
normal 20% employee discount went up to 30% if it was visible and
you wore it while working. It wasn’t really silk, but it was soft
and shiny like silk. It had very thin spaghetti straps across her
otherwise bare shoulders and a nice little strategically placed
inner lining so that her nipples wouldn’t show or poke through when
hard.

It wasn’t lingerie, of course, but not
everything the store sold was strictly speaking lingerie. It did
have some cute little tops and shorts, as well. She knew that she
looked good in white but there were few occasions in locations
where she dared to wear it, especially this kind of blinding white.
It wouldn’t take much to make it dirty.

In the back of the store, Olivia brushed her
shoulder-length brown hair and checked her look in the mirror,
particularly ensuring she wasn’t showing any side boob. Then she
headed out front to start her day.

It being Monday, the store wasn’t especially
busy, so they usually dealt with stock reports and packing up older
stock to send back while unpacking new things. Since there weren’t
a lot of customers and she passed back and forth before the new
leather stuff multiple times she allowed herself to exercise her
curiosity with a few of them.

She and Hannah laughed as they tried on the
thigh-high stiletto-heeled boots, stumbling back and forth on the
six-inch heels. Olivia tried on one of the collars and was
surprised to see how much she liked the look. The black leather
with its stainless steel O-ring dangling from the front looked very
nice against her slender throat.

More than that, it brought up a number of
dark fantasies she’d had for some years, enough so that she felt
her chest tightening and her nipples tingling within the cups of
her bra. She looked more closely at some of the leather harnesses
and then while Hannah was busy she took one into the change room
and quickly stripped off her clothes to try it on.

She was startled at how excited she was
getting as she fumbled the leather straps around her body and
across her shoulders. You weren’t supposed to try these on without
something underneath but she cheated and slipped off her thong.

The harness had a series of thin leather
straps which circled her breasts, crisscrossed her lower chest and
abdomen, and ended in a strap that went down between her legs and
barely covered her naked sex before emerging up between her
buttocks.

The moment she tightened it against her sex
she felt a surge of heat from down there. And as she adjusted the
straps around her breasts, tightening them in against the buckles
she felt her breast beginning to throb from the additional
pressure. Her nipples were already rigid.

She stared at herself in the full-length
mirror and felt a sense of breathless excitement at how sexy she
looked. But it immediately evoked the desire to see more. She
wanted to see herself in this with one of the collars and maybe a
pair of those wrist restraints.

Of course, there was no way she could go out
into the store dressed like this and no way to hide it under the
clothes she had worn that day so she removed it, quickly dressed,
and then replaced it on the shelf to await another opportunity.

That didn’t come for several hours. During
that time her mind flitted over some of the darker fantasies she’d
had over the years. Fantasies where she was taken by rough,
powerful men and used roughly and ruthlessly, manhandled, and made
to scream with pleasure.

Of course those were just fantasies.
Real-life sex was nothing like that, and she had certainly never
even hinted to any of the guys she had slept with that she might
like things rougher or darker. They would’ve thought she was some
kind of crazy slut, and no doubt would’ve told all their friends,
and then they would’ve told all their girlfriends.

She kept her fantasies mostly to herself. But
her reaction to the leather showed that they lived on within her
subconsciousness. And when she had the opportunity to try on the
harness again, this time accompanied by the collar and restraints,
she knew she had to have them somehow. She took a picture of
herself in the mirror, something she rarely did when partially nude
or wearing suggestive outfits.

There was simply no way she could simply buy
these. Everyone who worked in the store would know she had! No, she
was going to have to pay retail and order it over the internet from
the warehouse.

That would take time of course, for they were
not cheap. First, she rented a mailbox at the store up the street,
for she had no intention of having them sent to her home. Then she
ordered the collar and restraints that night.

Olivia had a very active imagination. And
that included her sexual fantasies. Like all her fantasies, they
were wildly better than her experiences. Her sex life was not
especially thrilling. Especially at the moment since she had dumped
her last boyfriend. Not that he had been especially good or
attentive anyway.

Like most guys, his interest in sex was
mostly limited to what pleased him, and he assumed that while he
was enjoying himself his partner would, too. It was a blissful
ignorance that a lot of girls failed to point out to their
boyfriends for fear of hurting their egos, and she was not a lot
different.

She lived in a small city of no more than ten
thousand people. She still lived at home, for it was a nice, large,
comfortable old Victorian house with bay windows, high ceilings,
and large rooms. Her bedroom even had a fireplace, though she
rarely used it. It was just too messy and time-consuming to set
up.

Her room was big enough for her queen-size
canopy bed. She wasn’t quite sure if she should call it a canopy
given it only had the wooden rails, but it was large and
comfortable. She had a large flatscreen TV on the chest at the foot
of the bed, a pair of dressers and a desk as well as a couple of
comfy chairs in the bay window.

She thought about getting her own place, of
course, but her parents generally respected her privacy and that
she was an adult. She could certainly not afford a place as nice as
this. Nor was she particularly interested in having to do all her
own cooking. She was in no way eager to be out on her own anyway.
She liked her parents being around.

Most of the time…

*

“Hey.”

Riley’s greeting was perfunctory, as usual
when she came into Olivia’s bedroom unannounced. She closed the
door behind her and then threw herself on the bed, dumping a large
bag on the floor.

“Whatcha doing?” she asked.

Riley was probably Olivia’s best friend. She
was a slender girl with an oval face and straight, dirty blonde
hair which at the moment was mostly swept untidily down her right
side. She had large, Harry-Potter-style glasses, except these were
framed by thin silver rather than thick, clunky brown plastic.

Olivia hesitated, then showed her tablet with
the picture she had posted of the leather outfits her store was now
selling.

“Kinky. Gonna buy any?”

“Of course not! I’m just surprised Laura’s is
selling them now.”

“I suppose there’s money in it,” Riley
said.

She reached out and prodded Olivia with her
elbow. “Can I stay here tonight?”

“Sure, if you want.”

Riley was always getting in fights with her
mother and older sisters and had slept over too many times for
Olivia to even count. They had also practiced kissing on each other
when younger and Olivia had often thought that if she ever dared to
experiment with another girl, Riley would be the one she would
pick. Assuming the blonde girl was agreeable.

Olivia sent a text to her mother to tell her
there’d be another for dinner. She knew her mother would be annoyed
at that. Not at Riley staying over but at Olivia sending her a text
while still in the house. She didn’t quite understand it, since it
was so much easier and less time-consuming, but then old people
often had weird ways and thoughts.

The two gossiped, watched TV, and played
around on the Internet, and then Riley decided to take a shower
before bed. The house had four bathrooms so it wasn’t like that was
an issue here, unlike at Riley’s house

Half an hour or so later the blonde girl came
back, hair fluffy and parted in the middle, and wearing one of
Olivia’s long dressing gowns.

“I wish we had a bathroom like yours,” she
said. “One with its own shower and multiple showerheads.”

She took off the dressing gown and hung it on
the hook on the back of the door before crossing naked to where she
left her bag beside the bed.

“Lady Godiva,” Olivia said with a smirk.

It wasn’t like the nudity embarrassed her.
She and Riley had seen each other naked many times during their
many sleepovers. Not to mention the many times Riley had come over
to use her pool.

The blonde grinned at her as she straightened
up, a pink nightie in her hand.

“Hey, if you got it, flaunt it,” she said
smugly.

Riley did indeed have it, though her body was
not as good as Olivia’s, Olivia thought with a little bit of
satisfaction. Her hips weren’t quite as wide and her breasts were
not as big.

As if to demonstrate what she meant by
flaunting she gripped one of the high bedposts in her hands and
swung her hips slowly in time to the music playing on the stereo as
if she were some kind of stripper.

“Practicing for your next job interview?”
Olivia asked with a smirk.

“You think I should be a stripper?”

Since Riley was even less prone to showing
off her body than Olivia that was very unlikely.

“Definitely.”

“I need better music than this shit,” Riley
said. “Why do you listen to Q-99 anyway”

She turned her back on the bed post, still
holding it between her hands as she ground her hips lewdly.

Olivia felt a sudden tightening in her chest
as she remembered the number of times she had thought about how to
hint to the blonde about her curiosity about doing stuff with
girls. Was this an opportunity, she wondered.

“It’s either that or country stuff.”

“Just go to Spotify.”

“I don’t have very good sound on my
tablet.”

Riley looked at her like she was simple.

“Don’t you have your phone hooked into your
Bluetooth? Isn’t your stereo on, too?”

“Oh, right.”

Riley slipped the nightshirt over her head,
somewhat to Olivia’s disappointment, and slid it down her body to
her upper thighs.

“Anyway, you should be grateful it’s only
Q-99. You’re not much of a dancer.”

As she had hoped, Riley was indignant about
this and the blonde was soon using Olivia’s phone to log into her
own Spotify account and then play the music over Olivia’s
stereo.

“You dance to this?” Olivia asked. “I bet you
look like a dancing cow.”

As she had expected, Riley did not take that
sitting down and was soon dancing in front of her big dresser
mirror in a way that involved a lot of hip rolling and back arching
and fingers combing through her long blonde hair and she made her
face into what she imagined was a sexy look.

Olivia laughed but her stomach fluttered and
her chest tightened further when the blonde danced over to the bed,
climbed in, and was soon straddling her as Olivia sat propped up
against the headboard, pretending to give her a lap dance.

“Am I supposed to pay for this?” she asked,
teasingly.

“You don’t think I’m worth the money?” Riley
demanded mockingly.

She reached down and peeled the little
nightshirt up and over her head and Olivia felt her nipples harden
as the blonde slid her tongue along her lower lip and ground
herself against Olivia’s lap. She couldn’t help notice that Riley’s
nipples were also quite hard and felt a sudden rush of heat
rippling through her body.

“Oh please! I bet I could do better!”

She pushed the blonde off her and crawled out
of bed, then began to dance in front of the mirror. Of course, she
had to peel off her own nightshirt.

Soon Olivia was dancing naked with her hands
on one of the high posts at the foot of the bed while Riley was
doing the same at the second as they competed with each other to
see which could look sexier.

“Maybe we should invite some guy to come over
to judge,” Riley said.

“I can’t imagine what guy would want to do
that,” Olivia replied with a laugh.

Riley stopped and threw herself over the
footboard and into bed, somersaulting and then grabbing her
nightshirt to pull it on over her head.

“You’d make a fortune with your big boobs,”
she said. “But you need an intro, like some sexy lingerie to where
so you can strip it off.”

“Well, I work in a lingerie store,” Olivia
said, crossing to her dresser.

She pulled open one of the drawers took out a
sexy, lacy black set, and put them on.

Riley came in behind her, looking in the
drawer.

“Do you have some kind of like, camisole to
go on top?”

She pulled open another drawer before Olivia
could stop her and her eyes lit up.

“What is this?!” she exclaimed as she sought
the collar and restraints there.

Red-faced, Olivia quickly shoved the drawer
closed as Riley smirked at her.

“Something you want to tell me?” she
teased.

“They were, uhm, I mean, we got fifty percent
off, and, I thought that I might, you know, uhm, someday meet a guy
that, uhm, it might be, you know, cute.”

Riley continued to smirk at her. She gripped
the drawer and pushed Olivia’s hand aside to yank it open then took
out the collar.

“So let’s see it on you. If you’re going to
look sexy as a stripper, wearing that would sure help.”

“Oh, I don’t think so.”

But she didn’t fight when the blonde placed
the collar around her throat and buckled it behind her.

She was still embarrassed and self-conscious,
not so much about being seen naked as Riley perhaps having some
insight into her sexual fantasies. But she figured she should just
treat it as no big deal and put on the lacy black lingerie to
resume dancing.

And then, her pulse racing, she decided that
since Riley had given her the opening by doing it herself, she
would straddle the blonde as she sat on a nearby chair and pretend
she was a stripper giving her a lap dance.

She danced over before her, rolling her hips,
sliding her hands up and down her body and through her hair giving
the blonde a smoldering look.

“Would you like a dance, mister?” she said in
her throatiest voice.

Riley laughed. “You think I look like a man,
bitch?”

Olivia turned her back to the girl, rolling
her hips, grinding her buttocks back as she bent forward, then
yelped when the blonde slapped her bare bottom and stumbled
away.

“Bitch!” she exclaimed as Riley laughed.

She danced back, sliding her hands up under
her breasts then undoing the cups and pulling them away to bare her
breasts.

“If I had a dollar bill I’d definitely give
it to you,” Riley said, grinning.

Olivia climbed into the chair, straddling the
blonde, sliding her hands up along Riley’s bare arms and over her
shoulders as she eased forward, the way she had seen in movies. She
ground herself down against the blonde as she brought her full
breasts in and forward and up so that they slid almost along
Riley’s face.

“I bet you want some of this, Mister!” Olivia
purred.

She ground herself against the blonde then
slid her hands off Riley's shoulders and up through her soft blonde
hair as she leaned in and placed a soft kiss on her friend's lips.
It was not really over the line at all given the number of times
the two had kissed, but of course, doing it wearing nothing but a
thong felt entirely different for her.

Riley was not surprised and kissed back,
sliding her hands in through Olivia’s hair as their kiss
deepened.

Olivia’s heart beat faster and faster but her
mind was gripped by uncertainty and anxiety. She could not tell if
Riley was just playing along or if she had the slightest interest
in going anywhere further. The two had exchanged deep, soul-searing
kisses in front of boys before, but never alone.

Even when Riley’s hands slid down to caress
her bare back, even as the blonde girl’s tongue eased forward
against Olivia’s mouth, she couldn’t tell if she was just going
along with the teasing game.

Riley’s hands slid down onto her bare
buttocks and then back up her back before one curved in around her
ribs and up to squeeze her breast.

Her anxiety deepened. She didn’t want to be
caught thinking something was going to happen which wasn’t. That
would be mortifying! So she pulled back from the kiss, first
pretending to laugh, then giving Riley the stern look.

“You don’t get to touch the dancers, sir,”
she said. “Especially when you haven’t laid down your money
yet.”

But then she leaned in to kiss her again, and
her hand slid down Riley's slender shoulders then across to cup the
blonde girl’s breasts through her nightshirt.

Riley’s hands rose and squeezed both of
Olivia’s breasts firmly and Olivia drew back the kiss again.

“Sir, do I have to call the bouncer?” she
asked sternly.

“Sure. I hope he’s hot,” Riley said.

Then she caught Olivia's stiff nipples
between her thumbs and forefingers and twisted them sharply.
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Olivia squealed in pain and stumbled backward
as Riley laughed in delight.

“Bitch!” she exclaimed, cupping her
breasts.

“Be nicer to the customers next time, slut!”
Riley taunted.

The blonde rose from the chair and Olivia
grabbed at her. The two wrestled and fell onto the bed. Olivia felt
her body thrumming with sexual energy and she grabbed at the blonde
and tried to get at her breasts. Riley rolled onto her stomach and
Olivia yanked up her nightshirt, putting her knee on the small of
her back and slapping her bare bottom sharply and repeatedly.

“Ow! Ow! Bitch! Kinky whore!” Riley squealed,
twisting and wriggling.

Olivia yanked the nightshirt up higher until
it was locked in the girl’s armpits and tried to roll her over, but
Riley resisted so she slapped at her bottom several times again
before Riley twisted around and managed to pin Olivia down

Not that Olivia resisted all that much.

Riley straddled her lower chest, pinning her
arms down with her knees then grinned lewdly down at her as she
squeezed her full breasts firmly in her hands.

“What pretty little nipples you have,
stripper girl,” she taunted.

She rolled Olivia's stiff nipples between her
thumbs and forefingers then plucked them lightly before pinching
sharply.

“Ow!Ow!Ow!Ow!Ow!” Olivia squealed, her legs
kicking futilely.

“Apologize for saying I danced like a cow,”
Riley ordered.

“I’m very sorry for saying you danced like a
cow,” Olivia cried. “That’s an insult to cows!”

Riley twisted her already burning nipples
again and Olivia squealed again, writhing beneath her. But as hot
as her nipples were getting, she was feeling an intense rush of
something beyond her usual sense of excitement. She felt as if
there was a growing pressure within her that was taking her breath
away and making it hard to think.

She fought to dislodge the blonde, though not
as hard as she could have.

Riley kneaded her breasts, smirking down at
her. “You should dye your hair blonde,” she said.

“Because all blondes are sluts?” Olivia asked
breathlessly.

Riley snorted and drew back then slapped one
of Olivia’s breasts before scrambling off her and standing up

“Ow! Whore!”

She scrambled out of bed herself, clutching
her stinging breasts and scowling at her friend.

“I can’t believe you slapped my boob!”

“If I had boobs like yours I probably would
be a stripper. I’d make a fortune,” Riley said.

“There’s nothing wrong with your boobs. I
wish my boobs were smaller like yours. Do you have any idea how
hard it is to find tops that fit right and don’t make you look like
you want every guy on the street to stare at you?”

She bent to pick up her bra and turned
towards the blonde.

“Besides, with that horse face of yours it
wouldn’t matter how big your boobs are. You’d never be as
successful as me.”

She quickly darted away as the blonde grabbed
at her, laughing as she jumped back into bed.

Riley jumped atop her as Olivia quickly
rolled onto her belly and drew her arms in over her breasts. The
blonde instead attacked her bare bottom, slapping hard and fast as
Olivia squealed and squirmed and twisted beneath her. She thrust
her hand back to try and protect her stinging buttocks and Riley
quickly grabbed it and pulled it up behind her back,

“Ow! Ow! That hurts!”

“Put your other wrists behind your back,”
Riley ordered.

Olivia yelped and obeyed and she found both
of her arms pinned again by the blonde's thighs and knees. Then to
her surprise, she felt what had to be the leather restraints being
wrapped around her wrists. She twisted her head around, staring in
shock.

“What…!? Hey! Riley! Bitch! What are you
doing!?”

She pulled her wrist but as before didn’t
fight hard as another rush of heat swept through her at the thought
of having her wrists locked together. Once they were locked
together, however, the blonde resumed spanking her bottom. Olivia
was still able to thrust her bound hands downward and partially
protect herself, though, much to the blonde’s annoyance.

Riley climbed off her and off the bed and sat
up, pulling at her wrists and trying to free them from the
restraints.

“Take these off! What are you doing over
there?”

Riley was in her closet, squatting down there
as she did something.

Olivia got up and walked over to her kicking
her lightly with her barefoot and Riley stood up, grabbing her and
turning her around to press her against the wall. She had one of
the laces from a pair of Olivia’s boots in her hand and now slipped
the thick lace through the rings in the leather restraints and
pulled upward.

Olivia did little to resist, her pulse racing
as she gasped in realization, her wrists rising almost to her
shoulder blades before she squealed in pain. Riley quickly fit the
boot lace through the ring in the back of the collar and tied it
there.

“Oh, this gives me such an idea!” Riley said
gleefully.

“What? You kinky blonde weirdo?” Olivia
grumbled, moving away as the blonde released her and stared at
herself in the mirror. “Take this off!”

Instead, Riley was at her desk, pulling open
drawers. She picked out a small ball of string with a laugh of
satisfaction then picked up a pair of scissors.

“What on earth are you doing?”

Riley returned and grabbed her arm then
shoved her across so that she fell onto her back on the bed before
straddling her.

Olivia stared, wide-eyed, as she saw the
blonde tie a loop at the end of each of the foot-long pieces of
string she had. Then she placed the first loop around one of
Olivia’s nipples, gripping the nipple in her fingers and pinching
it to stretch it up and out before sharply tugging on the strings
so the loop pulled tight.

Olivia cried out in pain, twisting and
writhing beneath her, but with her wrists so tightly bound up
behind her she didn’t have any leverage to dislodge the athletic
young blonde girl.

“Ow! Oh! Ow! Don’t! Don’t!” she squealed as
the smirking blonde tugged the other string’s loop tight around her
other nipple.

“Now then, what do you call me?”

“Bitch! Slut!”

Riley pulled the strings upwards, wrapping
them around a single finger, pulling slowly higher as Olivia yelped
and then cried out at the rapidly sharpening pain to her
nipples.

“You may call me Ms. Anderson,” she said in a
stern voice.

“Ow! Miss Anderson!” Olivia cried.

“No, that’s Ms. Ms. Anderson.”

“Oh, Don’t! Ms. Anderson!”

“Apologize for being rude to me.”

She tugged on the strings and Olivia
yelped.

“Okay! Okay! I’m sorry!”

“Not sufficient. Say I’m sorry for being a
rude little bitch to you, Ms. Anderson.”

“Eat me!”

“Ha!”

Riley sat back and slid off of her to stand
next to the bed, then pulled on the strings. Olivia yelped and
scrambled off the bed as well as Riley lifted her hand high,
forcing her to rise onto the balls of her feet as her nipples
burned.

“Okay, okay! I’m sorry for being a rude
little bitch to you, Ms. Anderson!” she cried.

Snickering at her, Riley moved back, forcing
her to stumble awkwardly forward on the balls of her feet, her back
arched as she tried to ease the pain to her nipples.

“Ow! Riley! Quit it! This isn’t funny!”

“It’s very funny,” Riley said, grinning
broadly.

She led her to the foot of the bed and then
reached up and wrapped the strings around the post, tying them in
place.

“Ohh! Riley!” she whined. “This hurts!”

Riley slapped her bottom several times and
Olivia yelped and tried to kick back at her while still propping
herself against the post. Riley simply gripped her thong and yanked
it down so it fell around her ankles to trap her legs together.
Then she resumed slapping her bottom.

“Now admit that blondes are a superior
example of womanhood,” she said sternly.

“Blondes are nymphomaniac sluts!” Olivia
exclaimed.”

“Yeah? You think I wouldn’t find a vibrator
or dildo if I looked around in here?”

“Of course not!” Olivia gulped. “And anyway
that doesn’t mean anything! Lots of girls have one!”

“Ha! Where is it?”

“I didn’t say I had one, just that lots of
girls did!”

Riley pulled open her bedside drawers as
Olivia looked on anxiously.

“Stop being nosy! I didn’t give you
permission to look in there!”

“Now where would you hide such a thing? You
wouldn’t want your mother to find it. Of course, your mother isn’t
a bitch like mine who’s always searching your room looking for
drugs or something.”

She went back to the closet and squatted
down, and started pulling boxes away.

“Stop looking for sex toys, you blonde
slut!”

Riley found an old Pringles can in the box on
the bottom and pulled the top off, then laughed as Olivia’s face
reddened

“Holy shit! You sure like them big,
Livi!”

She upended the can and the thick, ten-inch
dildo slid out into her hand.

“Some boy bought that for me is a joke!”
Olivia gulped.

Riley stood up with a smirk and carried the
big dildo back to her. Then prodded at her mouth with the very
realistic-looking head.

“Open your mouth.”

“No! Go away!”

Riley gripped her hair and tugged suddenly,
and Olivia yelped in startled pain as her head drew back, and her
mouth opened. In that instant, Riley pushed the first couple of
inches of the dildo into her mouth with a laugh of amusement.

“Suck it!” she taunted.

Olivia twisted her head away, her mind
spinning. She still didn’t know if the blonde was just playing
games with her or actually intended to do anything really… well,
for real!

Riley grinned and stood back, then brought
the dildo to her own mouth and pursed her lips. She slid the head
of the dildo into her mouth and then deeper and deeper as she
tilted her head back. Olivia stared as inch after inch of the thick
red and pink cock slid down the blonde girl’s throat until nothing
remained but the base clutched between her fingers.

Riley slid the long dildo back up out of her
mouth and throat and brought her face forward again, grinning.

“I told you I could deep throat.”

So she had, Olivia thought dazedly.

She reached up and untied the strings, then
tied them again at a lower level and picked up the dildo as she put
her hand on Olivia’s abdomen and pushed back.

“Spread your legs, slut,” she taunted.

“Wh-What are you doing!?” Olivia gasped.

Riley grinned and picked up the dildo and
then brought the spit-wet head in against her soft, throbbing sex
from behind.

She gasped, sucking in a deep breath of air.
“Don’t you dare!”

She felt the head rubbing up and down along
the naked line of her sex, and a wild rush of heat and pleasure
swept up through her lower belly as something like sexual
electricity blew through her mind.

“Riley!” she squeaked.

The blonde found the angle and she felt the
head penetrating her, the lips of her sex stretching wider and
wider until they ate as the dildo pushed slowly through them.

“Oh! Oh don’t!” she moaned.

Riley ignored her. The heel of her left hand
which was pressed against Olivia’s abdomen with her fingers hanging
lower. Then they began to rub her then as she used her right hand
to pump the dildo slowly in and out, working deeper and deeper.

Heat rolled over Olivia and waves and she
found herself unable to speak, unable to think, gripped by an
intense sexual pressure that made her begin to tremble. She felt
the dildo pushing deeper and deeper, even as Riley’s fingers
stroked rapidly from side to side against her swollen clitoris.

She squealed suddenly as Riley thrust the
dildo deep, deeper than she herself had ever managed to get it, and
she felt a sharp ache high inside her.

“Now apologize for your behavior, slut,”
Riley taunted.

“Ohhh! I-I don’t – Ah!”

Riley shoved the thing hard again and the
nose jammed up against what must surely be the back wall of her
pussy.

“Ahhh!”

“Apologize for your behavior, slut!”

“I-I’m sorry f-for my behavior!” she
cried.

Crack!

Riley slapped her bottom stingingly.

“Ms. Anderson. Say it.”

“Ms. Anderson!”

“Now apologize for acting like a slut.”

She pumped the dildo in and out as Olivia
struggled to breathe.

“I-I’m sorry for… a-acting like a slut, Ms.
Anderson!” she gasped.

“Apologize for being a big-titted, slutty
nymphomaniac.”

“Forget it! Ahh!”

Riley thrust the dildo in hard again, and it
ached deep inside, though it felt like it had actually pushed
deeper

“I’m… I’m sorry for being a-a slutty - .”

Crack!

“A big titted, slutty nymphomaniac” Riley
corrected her sternly.

“I’m sorry for being a big-titted, slutty
nymphomaniac, Ms. Anderson!”

”Now say sorry for being a cock loving,
big-titted whore.”

Her fingers were still stroking rapidly
across Olivia’s clitoris as she pumped the dildo in and out and
Olivia’s body and mind were both burning up with heat and a dark,
crackling sexual need.

“I’m sorry for b-being a cock-loving,
big-titted whore, Ms. Anderson!” she moaned, fighting to keep her
voice something like steady.

“Now beg me to fuck you harder, slut!” Riley
ordered.

Olivia shuddered. “Please fuck me harder, Ms.
Anderson!” she moaned.

Riley laughed and did just that, thrusting
the dildo in harder and faster, using the full, long length of it,
and jabbing the head so deep inside Olivia’s trembling body that
the impact seem to resonate through her whole lower body.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oh! Ohhh!” Olivia
gasped.

And then the orgasm hit and she gurgled and
gasped and fought desperately to keep her voice down as her hips
began to buck violently back against the plunging dildo. Despite
that, her voice rose higher as she lost control of herself and
Riley was forced to abandon rubbing her clitoris to slap her hand
over her mouth instead.

Frantic for renewed contact there Olivia
threw her hips forward, grinding herself against the bed post as
her body shook violently and her muscle spasmed again and again.
She couldn’t remember an orgasm this intense before. Nor one so
prolonged. Her head was swimming in a flood of burning liquid
pleasure and she could care about nothing else as she ground
herself feverishly against the post and shook in dazed ecstasy.

“I guess you really do like big cocks …
slut!” Riley purred.

She untied the strings from the post and
allowed Olivia to stumble back and then fall back onto the bed. Or
at least, mostly on the bed. Her buttocks were on the edge, but
with her knees up and apart that sufficed for her as she trembled
in the afterglow of the orgasm. Riley tried to remove strings but
they had dug in too tightly and it took her a minute to carefully
untie the loops so she could free Olivia’s throbbing, aching,
burning pink buttons

Olivia groaned. “Fuuuuck! My nipples are
burning!”

“You deserve it, slut.”

She got up, though, and went to the desk
where she slid her fingers into a glass of ice water Olivia had
neglected there and came out with a half-melted cube. She giggled
and hurried back and then straddled Olivia’s stomach and brought
the ice cube down against her throbbing left nipple.

Olivia gasped and then squealed and twisted
beneath her but to no avail as the grinning blonde slowly rubbed
and rolled the freezing cube around and back and forth across each
nipple in turn.

“Oh! Oh! Don’t! Take it off! Take it off!”
she cried.

“Let’s talk about my horse face,” Riley
said.”

“You’re the most beautiful blonde in the
world!” Olivia exclaimed.

“You forgot to call me Ms. Anderson.”

“You’re the most beautiful blonde in the
world, Ms. Anderson! Please!”

“Say I’m the most beautiful and sexiest girl
in the world.”

The cube was melting rapidly, small droplets
of icy water trickling slowly down the curved surfaces of Olivia’s
breasts.

“You’re the most beautiful and sexiest girl
in the world, Ms. Anderson!” Olivia cried.

Riley laughed and took the remnants of the
ice cube away, tossing it into a bowl on the bedside table. Then
she bent over and her mouth open wide around the center of Olivia’s
right breast. Her soft lips came down against her chilled flesh and
then her tongue swept in slowly, sweeping around and around her
nipple as she began to suck in a soft, rhythmic fashion.

Olivia gasped, then gulped in air as her
friend rapidly warmed her nipple and massaged it in her soft mouth.
Her hand came down and began to knead her breast as she sucked and
licked and Olivia felt a rush of sudden heat and excitement roll
through her.

The blonde shifted to her other nipple,
sucking and licking, her teeth now closing in to chew lightly on
the soft flesh surrounding her throbbing, tingling nipple. Her
other hand slid down Olivia’s body and found the dildo projecting
out through the taut lips of her sex. She pushed it back in, almost
burying it inside her as Olivia cried out and arched her back. Then
her fingers began to stroke her clitoris even as they held the
dildo in place.

In an astonishingly short time, Olivia felt
her body fill with passion and hunger and excitement once more. She
gulped in ragged breaths of air as Riley shifted her mouth from one
breast to the other, then slid backward, one foot on the floor and
the other on Olivia’s thigh to pin it back as she began to pump the
dildo in and out.

Olivia shuddered and moaned, her body
beginning to writhe in place. Her left leg rose up and back and
apart and her mouth opened in a soundless gurgle of pleasure and
awe.

“Oh! Oh! Oh, God! Oh my God! Oh, please!” she
moaned.

Riley gripped the base of the dildo with
three of her fingers while her thumb extended up along the shaft.
She had almost fully buried it in Olivia’s body now and as she
pumped it in short, sharp strokes she let her thumb stroke back and
forth across the wriggling, twisting, moaning girl's swollen
clitoris.

She looked at the other girl's face
excitedly, heat gripping her as well as she saw the excitement and
passion there. Then as Olivia’s hips began to grind more and more
desperately up she remembered her own most exciting sexual
experience and brought her free hand up to close it around Olivia’s
throat.

Olivia began to cry out only to find it
choked off. Her eyes bulged as she twisted and writhed, her back
arching again and again and her hips grinding frantically up at the
dildo as Riley pumped it in and out harder and faster.

Excitement gripped Riley as she watched her
friend’s face, as she pinned one of her legs down with her knee and
put the other on her far hip. A deep rush of something almost
primal seemed to grip her at her complete control of the beautiful
girl and her ability to drive Olivia into such feverish heights of
pleasure.

Olivia’s face had turned pink and then red as
Riley continued to hold her hand firmly closed around her throat
but her eyes showed little awareness of any difficulty in breathing
and Riley was watching intently for that. For some sign of
discomfort, for some sign of desperation. That took a lot longer to
come than she had expected. Then again she had not expected Olivia
to have an orgasm that lasted this long.

She finally saw the desperation in her
friend's eyes, her mouth opening and closing as she tried to
breathe, her free leg flailing and twisting, and released her so
that Olivia could gulp in deep, ragged breaths of air.

“Remember who’s in charge here, little
bitch,” she said.

That was exactly what Todd had said to her
that day.

She had longed to repeat the experience but
had never trusted Todd enough. It was strange and yet still
thrilling to repeat it from the other side.
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Riley peeled her nightshirt up and over her
head so that she was nude once again, then put a knee on the edge
of the bed and lifted the panting girl’s left leg up and back as
she leaned in to guide her pussy in against Olivia’s.

A rush of heat swept through her at the
contact and she forced the girl's leg back further as she angled
her body in to grind her pussy down. The base of the dildo jabbed
her lightly, and she reached down and push hard enough to make
Olivia gasp in pain, forcing the thing fully inside the trembling
girl.

Then she resumed grinding her sex down in
rapid, excited movements, her left hand sliding up and down
Olivia’s body, fondling her breasts and then moving up between them
to fold her fingers around her throat once again. She saw Olivia’s
eyes widen, uncertainty and anxiety gripping her, and that sent a
jolt of excitement through her body.

She didn’t close her hand much, just a
little, just enough so that Olivia remembered, so that she worried,
so that she wondered, so that she knew who was in charge and how
helpless she was herself. The heat built up within the excited
blonde girl and she felt her breath becoming more and more ragged
as she ground herself harder against Olivia’s soft, warm, moist
pussy.

“Dirty girl!” she gasped, eyes bright with
excitement.

Her left hand slid down to roughly fondled
Olivia’s breast and slap it lightly.

“Are you going to come again, slut? I bet you
are!”

Her hand slid back up and squeezed more
firmly around Olivia’s throat and the girl gasped weakly, moaning
in heat and excitement herself.

“Are you going to be my bitch, Olivia?”

She released her throat and slapped her cheek
lightly then again.

“Ow! Oh!” Olivia gasped.

“Tell me you’re my bitch, slut.”

She put her hand around Olivia’s throat
again

“I’m your bitch, Ms. Anderson!” Olivia
gasped.

Her chest was heaving and she was gulping in
air as her body thrummed with sexual heat and pressure. Her mind
was gripped by a hazy, swirling rush of confusion and excitement.
She couldn’t ever remember having two such powerful orgasms so
close together and yet her body was already filled with passion and
hunger and need and well on its way to a third!

She felt herself sinking into a dark,
submissive role, one from some of her many sexual fantasies, her
mind filled with desire and arousal and finally having a chance to
explore them. She gasped, the tendons in her thighs aching as Riley
shoved her leg even further back, the blonde girl grinding herself
hard against Olivia’s swollen sex.

She had never had sex like this before, and
not just with a girl. Sex was always a partnership, and one filled
with anxiety about what to say and do and how to react and respond.
Not this time. She was lying on your tightly bound wrists and arms
for one thing. There was nothing she could do. Therefore there was
nothing she could do wrong.

This was Riley, not some boy she was
desperate to impress. She didn’t have to guard her tongue around
Riley or care about her reactions. Of course, it was weird taking
orders from the blonde given that they had spent years as equal
friends. If anything, Olivia had always been the one taking the
lead in things while Riley was quiet and more bookish.

But something inside her eagerly embraced the
role of an obedient, helpless sexual prisoner to the other girl. It
wasn’t like she had any fear Riley would cause any harm to her,
after all. Nor did she have to worry about Riley gossiping about
what they had done together. She had no worries at all with Riley,
in fact.

And so she felt free to embrace this dark,
delicious little game. And the fact that Riley had actually
initiated it made it even better.

She gasped as Riley closed her hand around
her throat, shutting off her breathing completely.

“Say I’m Riley’s bitch!” Riley demanded, her
eyes alight with excitement.

Her fingers loosened and Olivia managed to
gasp out the words.

“I’m Riley’s bitch!”

And then she came again, crying out in
helpless pleasure, her body writhing and twisting beneath the
blonde girl, a wildfire explosion of intense heat and sensation
pouring up through her body to fill her with a sense of something
like rapture.

She felt Riley’s hand closing around her
throat again but didn’t care. Her head began to pound but that only
seemed to be increasing the power of the orgasm thundering through
her mind. Black dots danced before her eyes as her mouth opened in
desperate gasping motions while the rest of her continued to
tremble and shake through a massive climax.

Riley released her throat, gripping her
breast instead as she redoubled her own grinding motions. Then she
cried out in pleasure herself as her own orgasm took her. She
jammed herself against the gasping, shuddering girl with almost
violent need, her sex grinding furiously down as her head pulled
back and she gurgled in dazed pleasure.

“Fuuuuuuuck!” Olivia moaned in a strangled
voice.

Riley eased back slowly, gulping in air as
she lowered Olivia’s leg. She felt shaken by the power of the
orgasm which had swept through her. She groaned halfway down atop
the other girl, kissing her softly then harder. Their lips moving
together as her fingers combed through Olivia’s hair and then slid
down to fondle one of her breasts.

“Bitch!” Olivia groaned.

Riley smirked down at her. “You’re the one
who’s tied up and at my mercy… Bitch.”

She closed her hand around Olivia’s throat
again.

“Say your Riley’s bitch.”

“I’m Riley’s bitch!” Olivia moaned.

Riley laughed and eased her hand back.

“I think you like being tied up while you’re
fucked.”

Olivia felt a pang of uncertainty. Would
Riley think she was weird?

“You’re the one who tied me up!”

“You’re the one who bought the bondage
shit... bitch.”

She eased up and back so that she stood at
the side of the bed.

“Spread your legs wide, slut.”

Olivia groaned but obeyed, drawing her knees
wide apart as the blonde girl ran her fingers over her sex and
probed at the base of the dildo.

“I’m amazed you got all ten inches inside
you.”

“So am I,” Olivia moaned. “I hope you haven’t
damaged anything.”

“If I had you’d be feeling it now. Obviously,
you’re a slut meant to take big cocks inside you.”

Her fingers stroked lightly along the top of
Olivia’s pussy.

“Have you ever used a vibrator?”

Olivia shook her head.

“I bet you’d love them.”

“Have you had sex with girls before?” Olivia
asked.

“Maybe.”

“How come you never told me.”

“Because you might’ve thought I was coming on
to you or something.”

“So if you like girls how come you never came
on to me before?”

“Because I didn’t know that you did.”

“Who says I do? You’re the dyke who molested
me.”

Riley snorted and reached down to grip one of
Olivia’s nipples.

“I’m just an innocent girl who was tied up
and molested by a slutty blonde lesbian – ow!”

“Tell me you’re my bitch again, bitch.”

“I’m Riley’s bitch!” Olivia gasped.

Riley dropped to her knees next to the bed,
her arms coming down on the other girl's spread thighs as she
brought her mouth in against Olivia’s pussy. Her tongue licked up
along the line of her sex then circled and twisted wriggled across
her clitoris.

“Oh my God!” Olivia gasped, eyes
widening.

She stared at Riley as her friend began to
lick harder and more seriously at the top of her sex. The
sensations began to ripple through her body even as her mind once
again filled with a dark, heady sense of sexual hunger and
desire.

It seemed impossible that she could have
three orgasms so close together, especially as powerful as they had
been, and yet still be aroused. But there was no denying. And now
as she stared, wonderingly at Riley’s mouth licking energetically
at her overheated sex she again felt a rising torrent of excitement
and desire fill her mind and body.

“Fuck! Fuuuuuck! Oh! Oh, Riley!”

She felt the blonde girl’s fingers at her
sex, gripping the base of the thick dildo and drawing it slowly
out. She pulled it halfway out and thrust it back in again, then,
like before, then began pumping it in and out as she licked and
sucked at her clitoris.

Olivia writhed in place, her head rolling and
twisting, her back arching as the excitement grew into a feverish
sexual passion that took over her mind and forced out any other
thought, care, or concern. Her mind was gripped by a scorching
sense of animal heat and she wallowed in it, gloried in it.

And then Olivia stopped. She rose, climbing
into bed, straddling Olivia’s body. She moved up along Olivia’s
body until she could sit on her upper chest, shifting her knees
wider to bring her pussy in against the girl’s open mouth.

“Lick my clit, slut,” she growled.

She pushed her pussy down against Olivia’s
face and felt another hot rush of sexual energy at the sheer
outrageousness of what she was doing, and her ability to do it. She
could feel how wet she was as she rubbed herself against Olivia’s
mouth and cheeks and reached down with her fingers to spread
herself open and guide herself in so that Olivia could start
licking.

Olivia had never performed oral sex on a girl
before, of course. For that matter, she hadn’t really had it done
on her very well or very often, until just now. But, still dazed
from both the shocking intensity of the orgasm, gripped by lust and
passion and a bit lightheaded from her previous lack of oxygen, she
barely thought about it as she began to lick the blonde girl’s
clitoris.

“Harder, slut,” Riley growled.

Olivia squeaked as the blonde girl reached
back and slapped her breast lightly. She was laying half atop the
bed, her buttocks on the edge, and her legs kicked and flailed as
Riley twisted her nipple again.

“Please your mistress, slave girl!” Riley
ordered.

Olivia shuddered and licked harder, moaning
as she stared at the blonde girl's neat, bare little sex. She
rolled her eyes up along Riley’s slender body to see the blonde
girl peering down at her through her large round glasses, squeezing
one of her own breasts as she leaned forward.

“Olivia is a sex slave now!” she taunted.

Olivia shuddered, licking harder, dazed and
filled with a sense of unreality and wild, awed excitement. She
could hardly believe things had gone this far this fast this
deliciously well! Even as she licked she drew her legs up and
crossed her thighs, rubbing them together around the base of the
dildo seeking to slide out of her body.

She drew her knees up which allowed her to
bring her bare heels in against the base of the dildo and push it
deeper, gasping in heat, pleasure, and a dark ache as the nose
jammed high into her belly.

“Do you like the taste of my pussy, little
sex slave?” Riley asked.

She reached back again, squeezing Olivia’s
breast then pinching her nipple.

“Ow! Yes, Ms. Anderson!” she gasped.

Riley twisted her nipple anyway.

“From now on you call me mistress, slave
girl.” She plucked and rolled Olivia’s nipple between her thumb and
finger. “Little slave girl? Little slut? Call me mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress!” Olivia moaned.

She licked eagerly at the blonde girl’s
swollen clitoris, then placed her lips against it and sucked. That
was rewarded with a gasp from above and she did it again before
licking once more.

“Oooooh! Yeah! I like that, slave girl! You
have a natural talent for eating pussy!”

Olivia kept licking, her heart pounding and
pulse racing. She kept softly jabbing the heel of her foot against
the base of the dildo and could tell that she had forced it almost
fully inside her body again. Now she was able to rub her heel
against her clitoris, too and the wild heat was spiraling upward
and out of control again.

Riley began grinding herself against Olivia’s
mouth, she reached down and gathered in her long brown hair,
twisting lightly but enough to make the other girl gasp and
moan.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave, Olivia!” Riley
demanded excitedly.

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress Riley!” Olivia
moaned.

Riley came, jamming her sex down against
Olivia’s mouth and riding her through a gloriously intense orgasm
that overloaded her nervous system and overwhelmed her mind.
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“We’re just lucky no one came in,” Olivia
sighed.

“This room is at the end of the hall, next to
the attic, and no one goes up there,” Riley said.

“Yeah but I think we were making a lot of
noise.”

“You were making a lot of noise, slut,” Riley
said with a grin.

Olivia flushed.

“You started it, stripper girl.”

“Well, I didn’t know you were a
screamer.”

“I didn’t scream!”

“Only because I stopped you.”

“You almost strangled me.”

“It takes a lot longer than that to strangle
anyone. And I was careful. And you came like a whore. You should
have bought a gag along with the collar and restraints.”

“I didn’t think of it,” Olivia muttered. “So
what other girl have you had sex with?”

“None of your business. You don’t know her,
anyway, and she’s older.”

They were sitting up in bed, both dressed
again, or at least wearing nightshirts. The collar and restraints
were back in the dresser. It wouldn’t do to have someone show up
and find them both naked in bed together. Or worse.

“Anyway, your parents will be asleep by
now.”

“Unless some strange noise wakes them
up.”

“Stop making such strange noises, bitch.”

“Well stop making me make strange noises,
bitch!”

“You want another spanking?”

Olivia glared at her uncertainly. She had
always worried that sex between them would change their friendship,
but she hadn’t really thought about what kind of sex and what kind
of change.

“Admit it. You got turned on by being tied
up.”

Olivia shrugged, self-consciously.
“Maybe.”

“Maybe? You came like a whore!” Riley said in
amusement.

Olivia scowled at her. She couldn’t really
argue the point. She was still confused and amazed at how powerful
her orgasms had been, that she had had several of them, four in
total, after Riley licked her to the last after she herself had
come the second time, and how long they had lasted.

“Well, you seemed pretty excited too,” she
said defensively.

“Why wouldn’t I be? I got to play with my own
little tied-up, helpless sex doll.”

Olivia flushed. “I’m not a sex doll.”

Riley snorted. “You ever seen yourself in a
mirror? Or on video?”

“I meant… Well… I’m like, not some kind of --
.”

“Slut? Pervert? I liked being in charge and
being able to boss you around. Maybe I’m a sadist,” Riley said,
sliding her fingers through Olivia’s hair.

“You choked me, bitch,” Olivia said.

“And you liked it. Just like I did when a guy
did it to me.”

“Who choked you?”

“Doesn’t matter. It was kind of a one-night
stand. And I didn’t let him do it again because I didn’t trust him.
And it wasn’t like I would ask anyone else.”

“Yeah, I understand. Sometimes we get these
weird, strange sexual fantasies and thoughts, and we can’t always
completely control them”

She hesitated and looked at her friend.

“I admit that getting tied up has been kind
of a sexual fantasy of mine.”

Riley grinned at her. “No?!” she said in mock
astonishment.

“It’s just that I’ve seen some of these
pictures on the Internet, you know, and they look kind of… erotic
and sexy and hot.”

Riley nodded.

“You want to know the weirdest, nastiest sex
fantasy I’ve ever had?”

“Shoot.”

“I saw these drawings on the Internet once.
Like, a graphic comic? Only it was like totally sick. It was like
there was this world -- .”

“You mean like science fiction?”

“No, I mean this world. Like as if it was
just different than it is. And cannibalism was a thing.”

Riley’s eyes widened.

So there was like this lottery, and whenever
your number came up it was accepted that you would report to like
this place to be prepared to be cooked.”

“This was erotic?!”

“Let me finish,” she said impatiently.

“So somehow the people chosen were always
really sexy young women with big boobs.”

“Of course.”

“And nobody ever reminded it much. Then go to
this place and these men would strip them naked and tie her hands
behind her back and position her face down on like a table with her
ass in the air and then they’d use this like long, sharp pole which
would push into their pussy and slide all the way up through their
body and out their open mouth.”

“Holy shit!”

“Oh, wait, I forgot, they injected the girls
with this drug which would, like, give them a permanent
orgasm.”

“I wouldn’t mind some of that stuff!”

“No, because it would melt your brain after
an hour or so, but that wouldn’t matter since you’d be dead anyway
here. Anyway, so first since they were going to die anyway the men
would use their bodies just for their own pleasure, while this
helpless girl had wild orgasms. Then they’d slide this sharp pole
all the way through her, and somehow it never hurt, she didn’t
bleed, and it didn’t kill her either.”

“Oh right. That’s likely.”

“Well, obviously not very realistic. But
she’d be like so incredibly hot and full of excitement and having
orgasms while she felt the pole slide right through her body. And
then they’d tie her ankles and wrists to the pole and slide this
thick, sharp, skewer into her butt, like a foot deep and lock it in
place on the pole so that she didn’t slide around when they started
turning the pole over a fire.”

“You know how sick this is?”

“So then they pick up the pole with this girl
impaled along it and carry her out to the like barbecue. And all
these people would be watching happily and taking about how tasty
she would be. They basted her with oil as they put her over the
fire. Oh wait, I forgot they shaved her hair off first. So then
they’d put her on this spit over the fire and start slowly turning
her over and over while they basted her. And she was still alive
and still coming all through this.”

Riley laughed in disbelief. “And you thought
this was hot!? Well, I suppose it’s hot being turned over an open
fire but…”

“As a fantasy, an impossible and ridiculous
one.”

“So then they’d eat her?”

“Then there’d be like a picture of her body
laying on a table with an apple in her mouth and her arms and legs
tied in together like a turkey or something. And the cook would
carve pieces and put them on plates.”

“Enough! This is too sick even for me!”

“It had an effect on me. I don’t mean I
wanted someone to cook me and eat me or kill me or anything. But
that sense of being completely helpless and submissive and at other
people’s mercy while they did things to your body and you had these
incredible climaxes… I don’t know. Like you said, it's sick and
weird. But I still find it hot just talking about it.”

“Well, I’m not going to stick a pole through
you or cook you over a fire but I’ve already eaten you, and you
tasted very tasty.”

Olivia laughed.

“Maybe it was just the thought of a really,
really big cock going into you that turned you on.”

“God! I still ache inside from that dildo. I
can’t believe I took all ten inches!”

“Imagine how you’d ache from a six-foot-long
steel pole.”

“Yeah, no. I don’t want that. I just said it
was a hot, sexy fantasy.”

“Well, we’ll have to see what other hot, sexy
fantasies you have that are more adaptable to reality and won’t get
you killed.”

“Well, that’s just it. Not all of the girls
were killed in that way. Some of them were hanged.”

“Ahh, the plot thins. So that turned you on
when I choked you.”

“Maybe. Plus you were ramming that big cock
into me.”

“Plus you were tied up.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Plus you’re a nymphomaniac slut.”

Olivia stuck her tongue out at her.

*

Olivia returned to work the next morning,
still feeling a strange, almost giddy sense of excitement at her
newfound sexual relationship with Riley. It wasn’t just that she
had finally got to explore a little girl-on-girl fun. It was that
dark, deliciously heady bondage and submission element that excited
her.

She’d never even really thought about that
sort of thing involving girls before. And certainly not Riley. But
now she realized that this worked out amazingly well because she
could trust Riley to keep her mouth shut around their friends and
not go overboard and hurt her.

She looked greedily at the leather stuff in
the corner, wishing she could buy more. But it was expensive, and
there was still no way she could buy it under her employee discount
without them finding out she was a kinky pervert.

All of them joked around about the stuff, and
she certainly wasn’t going to be the first one to buy any of
it.

She was eager to explore more of her
fantasies with Riley, though, and the blonde girl seemed more than
a little intrigued by the possibilities, as well. She would have to
use masking tape or something over her mouth next time. After all,
her place was the only place they could play around. They certainly
couldn’t do it at Riley’s small apartment.

She should really leave there, she thought.
She made more money than Olivia did, working as a clerk at an
insurance company. Of course, she spent way too much money on video
games and computer stuff, which was one of the reasons she and her
mother argued all the time.

The shift seemed extra long that day because
she knew Riley was coming over again that evening. She was gripped
by a sense of anticipation and excitement at the thought of what
they might do together.

The sex that morning, when they’d woken up,
had been much softer and gentler, and she’d actually gotten to
touch the blonde girl, kneading and caressing her breasts as they
kissed, before their legs intertwined and they ground their pussies
together for another delicious orgasm.

Her excitement got the better of her during
the day and she managed to slip one of the ball gags out of the box
in the back, pry it out of its plastic package, and slip it into
her pocket. Of course, that involved carefully selecting the right
time so no one would catch her.

She felt a little guilty about it but
rationalized it by telling herself that she was owed an employee
discount on what she had already bought and hadn’t gotten it.

She brought it into the bathroom and worked
it into her mouth slowly, then strapped it behind her head and
stared at herself in the mirror. She couldn’t close her mouth
around it, but then that was by design. She couldn’t talk, that was
for sure. She wondered how much it would tone down her cries of
pleasure but wasn’t about to practice that at work.

Her parents were quite happy to have Riley
over again. They approved of her as just the kind of nerdy girl
they wanted their daughter hanging around with. Someone unlikely to
lead her into trouble. Of course, they didn’t know she was a kinky
pervert! But then they didn’t know that about Olivia either.

She was a little more worried about how she
was going to conceal the ball at home. The restraints and collar
could be folded flat and put in any number of very small, tight
locations. The ball was more difficult.

She finally decided she would just put it in
with the dildo in the Pringles can. The dildo had always worried
her by itself, but even if found her parents couldn’t exactly be
shocked that she had a sex life, or that she masturbated. A ball
gag would worry them considerably more.

What she had thought about was that Riley had
little interest in waiting until the late evening to begin playing
her games. And it was just too dangerous for her to put on even the
collar when there might be a knock at the door at any moment.

Of course, her being naked wasn’t so
dangerous. She could simply be in the middle of changing or
something. Besides, she had a zip-up denim dress that could be
pulled on and zipped up in seconds at need. They put that on the
bed after Riley insisted she strip naked.

But you can’t tie me up yet!” she
complained.

“I don’t need to tie you up. You just need to
do what you’re told or be punished.”

“Even a spanking makes too much noise.”

“Who said anything about a spanking?”

Olivia looked at her uncertainly.

“Take your clothes off.”

Olivia made sure the door was locked and then
stripped. Riley motioned her over to the desk and had her bend
over, the chair digging into her abdomen and raising her bottom
higher as her breasts pillowed out against the wooden desktop.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

She flushed excitedly and obeyed and felt
Riley’s fingers at her pussy. They felt slick and slippery as they
eased into her body, one, then two pumping in and out, and stroking
her already swelling clitoris. A moment later she felt the pressure
of the dildo pushing into her and gasped in pleasure as Riley
worked it in and out, thrusting ever deeper.

Her body began to heat up rapidly, the heat
becoming sweltering as the blonde girl rubbed her slippery clitoris
as well.

“Tell me you're my dirty little bitch.”

“I’m your dirty little bitch, Mistress!” she
moaned.

She also confessed to being her slut, her sex
slave, and her whore.

Then she felt Riley’s slippery finger
pressing against her wrinkled little back opening in her eyes
widened.

“Oh! What are you doing!?”

“Whatever I want to. You’re my bitch,
remember?”

She sensed quick movement behind her and a
moment later she yelped at a stinging blow to her bottom.

Riley had a thin black stick of some kind in
her hand. It was no thicker than a pencil but seemed flexible. It
made a thin, swishing sound as it cut through the air, but was
lightweight and made almost no sound when it hit her soft
flesh.

She winced at several more stinging blows as
the dildo pushed deeper and deeper, but her heat and passion only
grew.

“And now this.”

She felt something pressing against her back
opening now, and gasped, eyes widening. It felt slick and slippery
and hard, like plastic, and seemed to get wider and wider,
stretching her out uncomfortably. Then it was as if a lump had been
sucked into her body and nothing remained.

After a moment, though, she realized that
wasn’t true. Something was remaining on the outside, pressing down
over her small, pink opening.

“I put the butt plug in you. You know what a
butt plug is?”

Olivia gulped, eyes wide. “Yes,
Mistress!”

Riley’s hands dropped to the dildo and she
began to pump it again, forcing it deeper and deeper until she had
managed to push the whole length of it inside the moaning girl once
more. Then she had her straighten up and pulled the chair out and
turned it to face the bed.

“Sit.”

Olivia sat gingerly.

“Spread your legs, slave. Wider, slut. Now
raise your knees a bit. Only the balls of your feet should be on
the floor. Put your hands behind your neck, fingers interlocked and
arch your back. Show me those pretty breasts. Mmm, aren’t they
lovely?”

Olivia flushed, her heart beating faster as
her excitement mounted.

“Are you going to be a good, obedient little
slave girl?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gulped.

“Your mistress orders you not to move out of
that position.”

Riley turned away and picked up the bag she’d
brought, then took from it a narrow, rounded plastic tube which
Olivia somehow immediately knew must be a vibrator. Sure enough,
the blonde girl placed the device right on the chair in front of
her, the narrow nose pushed firmly against her sex.

Riley used masking tape from the desk to tape
it in place and then turned it on and sat back on the bed, lounging
there in amusement as she looked at Olivia.

“You’re not allowed to have an orgasm without
my permission, slave girl. You understand me?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Olivia gasped.

She turned all her senses anxiously to the
device. Its impact was not exactly what she’d thought. It wasn’t
arousing but distinctly uncomfortable! She wanted to squirm in
place, but not in pleasure.

“Oh! It’s… it’s really uncomfortable, Riley!”
he squeaked.

“You’ll get used to it.”

“Oh! Please turn it off!”

“Obey your mistress, slut.”

Olivia’s face was a mask of anguish and
discomfort as she fought to keep still against the thrumming,
buzzing, very uncomfortable vibrations coming between her legs.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave.”

“Oh! I-I’m your sex slave, Mistress!”

“Are you going to be a good, obedient little
sex slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Say it aloud.”

“I’ll be a good, obedient little sex slave,
Mistress!” she moaned.

It was almost impossible to keep her legs
from moving. They kept trying to snap closed as if to block
uncomfortable sensations buzzing through her very sensitive
pussy.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Mistress! Oh! Awh!” she
gasped.

The discomfort began to fade as if her body
was beginning to accept the vibrations. But then she realized it
wasn’t so much that it was fading and shifting, as her body was
shifting how it reacted to it. Soon she wanted to grind herself
against it, not pull back from it. The vibrations had made her
clitoris vibrate too, and were resonating right up through her body
like a powerful echo.

Now she felt like squirming for another
reason, as heat began to suffuse her and her face started to
flush.

Suddenly, Riley turned her tablet around and
pointed at her.

“Read this aloud.”

Olivia stared at the screen, her eyes
widening.

“No way!”

Riley’s eyebrow rose and she smirked then put
the tablet down and picked up the thin little stick. It was very
lightweight, but it swished when swung through the air and she
brought it down against the center of Olivia’s right breast right
across the nipple. It wasn’t a hard blow by any means, but the
slight sting startled her and she gasped, eyes widening.

“Are you going to disobey your mistress,
slave girl?”

She struck her other breast a little harder.
Then again as Olivia winced in pain.

She shifted back to the first breast slapping
lightly against her nipple again and again then harder against the
side of her other breast before slapping down on her nipples there
too. The blows became gradually harder and stung more and Olivia
moaned and let out soft cries of pain as they struck, gulping in
air as a strange churning excitement rose to merge with the
stinging little blows.

Still, she made no effort to resist, keeping
her elbows back and back arched as a dark hunger rose within her
mind.

“Are you going to obey your mistress, slut
customer”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

Riley picked up the tablet again held it
before her eyes.

“Read, slut.”

“I’m a filthy little slut,” Olivia said. “I
love sucking cock. I love having big cocks inside me. I love
fucking any boy that wants me. I prefer to fuck two or three guys
at the same time because it feels so good to have a cock in every
one of my holes. The most guys I ever fucked at the same time was
twelve when I got the football team to gang bang me.”

Of course, it was nonsense, but the words
were wickedly degrading and outrageous, and that made her mind
squirm in concert with her body as if she wanted to do such nasty
things!

She licked her lips and continued to read. “I
work part-time as a stripper. It really turns me on taking off my
clothes in front of all those guys in knowing they want me. But
they can’t have me. Only the ones who pay can fuck me. I charge
fifty dollars for a blow job and a hundred dollars for sex. I also
make porn videos and sell them on the Internet. Including with dogs
and horses.”

“Oh, that’s just gross!”

“Says the girl who has fantasies about being
impaled and eaten while having orgasms.”

Olivia squirmed even more.

“Keep reading, slut.”

“I love being a slut. I love licking girls’
pussies. I want to be a sex slave.”

“You already are, slut. You want to come
now?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she groaned.

“You have to beg.”

“Please may I come, Mistress?!” she
moaned.

“No. You’re being a bad little slut by
moving. I told you not to move.”

“I can’t help myself!” she moaned.

Riley picked up the little stick again and
began striking her breasts. They were soft, stinging little blows,
but they got heavier as Olivia trembled and moaned and fought to
keep from grinding her sex against the vibrator.

“Arch your back more, sex slave.”

Whimpering, she drew her head and shoulders
back, thrusting her firm, round breasts out as the blonde brought
the thin switch down across them again and again. Her breasts were
throbbing and hot now, and each little blow sent a sharp little
sting through them. But her body was still cracking with sexual
electricity and a near feverish heat was starting to take hold of
her mind.

She wanted the blows to continue, wanted them
harder!

The tendons in her thighs ached but she
stretched them wider, arching her back further as she ground her
pussy against the tip of the vibrator.

“Bad, sex slave!” Riley growled.

She didn’t hit her breasts harder, though,
but seemed to turn away before returning. Now she had a short,
soft, thin strap in her hand and brought it down against the center
of Olivia’s right breast. It made a sharp little slapping sound
which was echoed by the sting which crackled through her
breast.

“Oh! Oh please!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Oh! Ungh!”

Crack! Crack!

She twisted her upper body from side to side
but kept her hands behind her neck, kept her back sharply arched as
the strap came down across her now burning breasts.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

She couldn’t stop herself. She
couldn’t help it. The orgasm took her and nothing else mattered.
Her back arched so sharply across the back of the chair she thought
she might break it as she ground herself feverishly against the
vibrator. The strap was laying rapid-fire little bursts of stinging
pain across her taut breasts as she trembled and shook and then
began to cry out in pleasure.

A hand over her mouth stopped that as Riley
continued to bring the thin strap down across her breasts fast and
furiously.

The orgasm finally faded and she slumped
dazedly in place as Riley moved back from her.

“You certainly are a disobedient little sex
slave,” she said. “Clearly you’ll have to be punished more
often.”
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“Ow. My breasts hurt.”

Olivia gingerly cupped her overheated breasts
and looked down at them.

“You shouldn’t be such a bad little sex slave
then. Anyway, your boobs are fine. This isn’t heavy enough to cause
any damage.”

“What the fuck is that?”

“It’s a leather book marker.”

“Seriously?”

“You want me to use a belt on your tits? I
don’t think you’re ready for that yet, sex slave.”

Olivia shuddered.

“Stand up and go stand in the corner. You bad
little girl. Oh, wait.”

She reached into her bag and took out a
length of course rope.

“Hold the dildo inside you.”

Olivia stood up, her fingers down between her
legs as the blonde girl wrapped the rope around her waist and tied
it in place.

“Hands on your head.”

She obeyed and Riley brought the rope down
her abdomen between her legs and up between her buttocks and into
the back of the rope around her waist she pulled it in tighter and
tighter and Olivia moaned and then gasped as the dildo was shoved
fully inside her once more and the rough rope was pulled up between
the lips of her sex and between her soft buttocks.

“What if someone knocks!?” she moaned.

“Then you put the dress on, or a nightie. No
one is going to notice unless you think your parents are going to
pull your skirt up to see what’s underneath.”

She pushed her into the corner, then made her
stand there with her hands on her head, and her breasts physically
touching the walls.

“Now push your feet back from the wall but
keep your tits pressed against it.”

Olivia shuffled her feet backward, bending
forward at the waist now.

“Now, apologize for being a bad little
girl.”

“I’m sorry for being a bad little girl,
Mistress,” Olivia said.

Crack!

She winced as the thin stick cut across her
buttocks. It made very little sound compared to a hand, but the
sting was more concentrated.

“Apologize for being a filthy little
slut.”

Crack!

“I’m sorry for being a filthy little slut,
Mistress.”

“Apologize for being a cock hungry
whore.”

Crack!

Olivia’s mind began to squirm again.

“I’m sorry for being a cock hungry whore,
Mistress.”

“Apologize for being a cheap prostitute.”

Crack!

“I-I’m sorry for being a cheap prostitute,
Mistress!” she gasped.

She flinched at every stinging blow, her hips
jerking forward at the sharp bite of the thin switch even as her
inner muscles spasmed around the big dildo stuffed inside her. The
rough rope digging into her down there felt incredibly itchy and
uncomfortable. But rather than distracting from her excitement it
added to it.

“What should be done with a slutty bitch like
you?”

Crack!

“T-They should be punished, Mistress!” she
moaned.

“They certainly should. And how should they
be punished, slut?”

Crack!

“They should be… they should be… hung by
their wrists!” Olivia gasped.

“Interesting idea, slut.”

“If you had a room with a high ceiling and
ceiling beams and stuff to hang ropes from…” Olivia gulped.

Crack!

“Sounds like you tried this before, slutty
girl. Have you?”

“I- I might have tried… once or twice… a
while ago.”

“I don’t know how we could explain to your
parents what we’re doing up there if they heard us walking around
or worse came up the stairs where you were… hanging there.”

“My parents are going out tomorrow
afternoon,” Olivia said.

“You’re not working on a Saturday?”

“I have this Saturday off.”

Crack!

“You forgot to call me mistress, slut.”

“Mistress!” Olivia gasped.

Riley moved back and Olivia stood there
fighting not to squirm as her pussy throbbed and her breasts
burned. She wanted to run her hands over her body, and pull the
rope away so she could rub her aching, tingling clitoris. She
turned her head a little and saw Riley looking in her closet.

“I don’t have any more sex toys or anything…
Mistress.”

“Did I say you could turn your face away from
the wall, slut?”

“No, Mistress!”

“Don’t you ever clean out your closet, slut?
I recognize some of these clothes from back when we were in high
school. Like years ago. You haven’t worn these in forever.”

“I always mean to,” Olivia said.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door.
“Olivia?” her mother said.

Olivia jumped away from the corner and
grabbed up her nightshirt, pulling it down over her body before
going to the door to pull it open a little.

“I’m going to bed now. Good night dear.”

Olivia pulled the door wider and her mother
kissed her and hugged her good night.

“Good night Riley,” she said.

“Good night, Mrs. Summers,” Riley said.

“Is daddy going to bed too?” Olivia
asked.

“In a few minutes.”

Olivia closed the door behind her and Riley
grinned at her.

“Soon I can do nasty things to you.”

“What have you already been doing?”

“Kind and gentle things… slut.”

They waited about ten minutes after her
father went to bed before Riley put the collar and restraints on
her. Then she tied her wrist restraints to the upper corners of the
bed and her ankles to the lower corners. Olivia had shown her the
ball gag and she put it in now and gazed down at the helpless girl
with excitement and amusement.

“I never would’ve thought this was the kind
of thing you were into,” she said.

Then she took out her phone and started
taking pictures as Olivia moaned and shook her head, pulling
against the ropes and restraints to no avail.

“Lots of boys will pay big money to see
these,” Riley said. “Remember how you used to say you got five or
ten emails or texts every day asking for nudes? I bet I can sell
these easily.”

She laughed and put her phone down, then
peeled off her clothes and climbed into bed. She untied the rope
around Olivia’s waist and then peeled it out from under her, easing
it out from between the lips of her sex as Olivia moaned and arched
her back.

“I’ll bet I can make you come in like thirty
seconds or less.”

She dropped her upper body down and licked
lightly up and down along the line of Olivia's sex before using
licking long, slow licks across her swollen, aching clitoris.
Olivia reacted immediately, gasping and moaning around the ball
gag, her lower body starting to roll up excitedly as the blonde
girl's tongue caressed her.

Riley let the dildo slide slowly into view
and started to pump it in and out as she licked harder at Olivia’s
clitoris and the helpless girl began to writhe and twist and arch
and buck in desperate heat and pleasure. It didn’t take very much
more than the time Riley had predicted before the first orgasm tore
through her. She cried out in pleasure, arching her back violently,
trembling and shaking as her head thrashed from side to side.

“Slut,” Riley taunted.

She shoved the dildo back in and then lay
herself up across Olivia’s body, their breasts pillowing together,
hard nipples rubbing and stroking each other as she kissed, licked,
and sucked her way up the nape of Olivia’s neck.

“How many times should I make you come,
little slut?” she whispered into her ear as she nibbled on her
earlobe.

Her lips slid down across Olivia’s heaving
chest and she mouthed her nipples, sucking and licking, biting
lightly into the soft flesh surrounding them as her fingers slid
down the trembling girl’s body to stroke and caress her
clitoris.

“Dirty little girl,” she purred. “Cock loving
little slut.”

She tongued her clitoris, her tongue swirling
and sweeping back and forth before her lips caught the swollen
little button and sucked hungrily. Olivia was soon writhing in
pleasure once again and Riley grinned at her and then rose up and
slipped off the bed.

She untied the ropes that bound Olivia’s
ankles to the lower posts then climbed into bed again and lifted
her legs up and back, pushing her left leg all the way back towards
the top corner post. She wrapped the rope around it and tied it in
place and shifted to the side and pulled Olivia’s other ankle up
and back to the other post, tying it firmly in place before turning
away.

Olivia moaned as she watched the blonde move
off to the side, wondering what she intended to do now. Her
overheated body thrummed with energy. Her mind was sodden with a
bubbling, steaming liquid heat. It looked like Riley was pulling on
some kind of leather panties or thong, which confused her.

Then the blonde girl turned around and
grinned at her and Olivia gasped, her eyes widening as she saw the
long, thick, and very realistic-looking cock projecting out from
the harness the blonde was wearing. A rush of excitement spread
through her as Riley climbed back into bed and knelt before
her.

“Would you like me to fuck your brains out,
little sex slave?” Riley purred.

She pulled the dildo out of Riley’s throbbing
pussy and then pressed the head of her own in place, sinking it
slowly down into the trembling, moaning brunette before lowering
her body further and further.

She started thrusting the thing in and out,
driving it deeper and deeper as she worked her hips faster and
harder. She leaned forward more, her hands on Olivia’s breasts,
kneading and squeezing them and fingering her stiff nipples.

“Hot little sex slave!” she taunted.

She dropped her hand down and her thumb
stroked skillfully across Olivia’s clitoris as she drove the dildo
deep, then let her other hand slide up around the helpless girl’s
throat and start squeezing.

Olivia’s eyes were slitted and glassy as
tremors swept through her body. The heat rolled over her in waves.
And then Riley dropped fully atop her, gripping her hair, kissing
and savagely sucking and chewing on her throat as her hips pounded
down against her and the dildo drove deep, achingly deep into her
with every thrust. The blonde girl closed her hand more tightly
around Olivia’s throat and Olivia’s eyes widened as her face turned
pink then red.

“Whore! Slut! Sex slave! Fuck toy!” Riley
whispered excitedly as her hips pounded down against Olivia’s
upraised buttocks.

She eased her grip on the girl’s throat and
Olivia sucked in several deep ragged breaths before Riley closed
her hand again.

“You only breathe when I say you can,
slave!”

An explosive release of pleasure and heat
tore through Olivia’s mind and body, and she screamed soundlessly
as Riley stared down into her eyes and continued to pound her hips
against her, continued to ram the dildo deep into her aching
belly.

*

Riley had, she said, a better idea than
waiting until Saturday. She and Olivia donned dressing gowns and
she took a bag with her as they turned the lights out and eased
quietly out into the hall, closing the door behind them.

They tiptoed down the stairs and quietly went
through the living room and around the corner to the door which led
to the basement. The door didn’t lock but it opened out and after
stepping inside they closed it behind them and Riley used some of
the rope she brought to tie the door handle to the railing.

Then the two went downstairs into the
basement.

“Nobody’s going to hear us down here,” Riley
said.

“Unless somebody wakes up to get some milk or
something,” Olivia said worriedly.

“They’ve only been in bed for an hour.
They’re not going to get up and come downstairs. And even if they
were downstairs they wouldn’t hear anything unless you were
screaming your head off. Which you might do, you loud come-slut.
Now take your clothes off.”

Olivia stripped, feeling a surge of
excitement as she looked around the large room.

The finished portion of the basement was
quite big. It was one long room over 30 feet long and about 20 feet
wide. There was a big screen TV against the far wall with a sofa
and chairs gathered around. The table stood behind the sofa. On the
other side of the room was a pool table and more chairs and sofas
along the walls.

To Olivia’s surprise, Riley took a long thin
strap from the bag and then attached it to the ring at the front of
her collar.

“That’s your leash, you nasty little
animal.”

She pushed the ball gag back into Olivia’s
mouth and then strapped it behind her head before tugging on the
leash.

Down on all fours, you little bitch.”

Moaning, Olivia obeyed, and a grinning Riley
tugged on the leash and started to walk. Olivia’s eyes were wide
and excited as she crawled along beside her, her breasts swinging
below her.

“You nasty little bitch in heat,” Riley
said.

She tugged sharply on the leash and Olivia
gurgled as the collar pulled back on her neck.

“Sit on your heels, little bitch. And spread
your knees wide. Put your hands behind your neck and arch your back
to show us your lovely breasts.”

Olivia obeyed, already breathing harder, a
flushed starting to spread down her face and neck.

“Nasty little sex slave,” Riley said.

She tugged on the leash, pulling Olivia off
balance so that she fell back onto all fours. Then she made her
crawl across the rug again. She stopped and put her foot down
against her shoulder blades.

“Put your chin against the floor and raise
your ass high, spread your knees wide, little bitch.”

Moaning, Olivia obeyed, stretching her arms
out in front of her, then wincing as Riley produced a thin switch
and smacked it down across her buttocks.

“Tuck your belly in tighter against your
thighs. I want your ass up high. Show us what a pretty pussy you
have. Imagine there’s a line of men waiting to fuck your brains out
for you. I bet you’d love that, you horny little bitch.”

She knelt behind her, fingering her pussy,
sliding her fingers in and out, and stroking her clitoris.

“I should invite some boys to come over and
do you. You couldn’t even stop them. You’d have to do anything we
wanted.”

She pushed something slowly into Olivia’s
naked sex and the other girl moaned uncertainly, starting to turn
her head around to look before Riley smacked her bottom
sharply.

“Face forward, slut!”

It felt fat and round and had an odd texture
to it as it pushed deeper into her body. The lips of her sex closed
behind it she felt Riley’s fingers pushing it a little deeper. A
moment later she yelped in alarm and surprise as it started to
vibrate.

“Don’t move, slave girl. This is the perfect
position for you. Facedown, ass up so that everyone who wants can
use your slutty body.”

Olivia heard the sound of her camera clicking
and gasped, refusing to look around as the blonde took more
pictures. Then she felt her fingers tugging at the butt plug she
had put into her body and pulling it free. A moment later she felt
one of the dildos pushing against her there, dipping in and out,
pushing and turning and twisting as Riley worked it deeper and
deeper.

Meanwhile, the vibrator thing was throbbing
away just within her sex, the vibrations echoing through her lower
belly, making her clitoris vibrate in tune so that she longed to
reach back and rub herself.

She moaned as the dildo slid deep into her
ass. Soon it was so deep that she felt cramps in her belly, but
there was no way for her to complain with the ball gag in her
mouth, and Riley slapped her bottom sharply whenever she moved. The
blonde girl was still wearing the harness thing, and now shrugged
off her own dressing gown and attached the dildo to it.

“I’m going to fuck you in the ass, you nasty
little slave girl.”

Olivia trembled and moaned, feeling wild
surging emotions sweep through her. Every nasty, wicked, degrading
thing she did turned her on more. Every nasty thing that Riley said
to her excited her. And when the blonde girl started thrusting the
dildo in and out, and her hand slid up and down Olivia’s body so
that she knew the big cock was attached to her groin, Olivia
started to roll her hips back excitedly.

She had never enjoyed anal sex, and rarely
allowed it, but tonight, with the vibrator throbbing away within
her pussy and the dark heat gripping her mind, she wallowed in the
nastiness and wickedness and excitement as her breasts rubbed and
rolled against the carpet below her.

Riley removed the thin leash from the collar
and instead wrapped it around Olivia’s throat higher up, tightening
it as she leaned forward, her hips slapping against Olivia’s
buttocks now as she buried the dildo in her body again and
again.

Olivia’s eyes bulged a little and she felt
her face reddening as she struggled to breathe. Her hands were free
but she made no attempt to interfere as her body shuddered to the
impact of the blonde girl’s hips.

Another orgasm tore through her and she cried
out, giving herself completely to the pleasure, needing no
restraint and abandoning all inhibitions. She screamed at the top
of her lungs, which, as she knew, meant little with the strap
pulled tight around her neck. Convulsions wracked her body and she
drove her hips back desperately against the plunging dildo as her
eyes rolled back in her head.

Riley drew her wrist back behind her back and
locked the restraints together, then pulled the girl onto her knees
and removed the ball gag. She slipped the harness off of herself
and then stood before Olivia with her legs spread, pulling the
panting, moaning girl's face in against her own hungry sex.

“Please your mistress now, slut.”

Olivia did her best to do so, licking and
sucking at the blonde’s pussy while Riley ran her fingers through
her hair, tugging and twisting to make the other girl moan and
whimper.

“I bet there’s lots of guys that want to fuck
you,” Riley said. I wonder how much they’d be willing to pay me to
let them. Now that you’re my sex slave your body belongs to me and
I can do anything I want to it and let anybody else I want use it
too.”

Olivia gasped in pain as Riley jerked back on
her hair and forced her head back.

“Isn’t that right, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” Olivia gasped.

“Tell me I own your body, slut.”

“You own my body, Mistress!”

Saying it was deliciously hot and kinky!

“Tell me your body belongs to me.”

“My body belongs to you, Mistress!”

Riley jammed her mouth in against her sex
again and Olivia resumed licking.
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“We used to have a lot of fun up here,” Riley
said.

She looked around at the attic and poked
through some of the boxes stored there.

“It’s too hot in the summer, least on days
like this, and freezing cold in the winter,” Olivia said.

“Yeah, I’m already sweating.”

“Well, there’s no AC up here, and no
insulation in the ceiling overhead. It’s in the floor. I didn’t
think it would be so hot today,” she said regretfully.”

“You won’t be as uncomfortable once you take
your clothes off.”

Olivia grinned. She was only wearing the
denim dress. She unzipped it with one motion then slipped it off
and tossed it on a nearby chair.

The only furniture in the attic was what was
being stored there, but there was enough of that.

“I tried hanging myself by my wrists before,
but the rope dug into my wrist too painfully. The restraints should
make it easier since the leather is padded.”

The rope was still there, just part of the
odds and ends being stored there. She threw it up so that it fell
across a crossbeam then dragged a low stool underneath.

“Once I’m on this tie the rope off over there
against the post, then I just have to step down a bit, rather than
you trying to lift me up.”

“As if I could.”

“You saying I’m fat?”

“Your tits must weigh 5 pounds each.”

“They do not, you bitch. They’re not that
big.”

Riley tied the rope to the linked restraints
and Olivia stood on the low stool. The blonde girl examined the
setup and then shook her head.

“This isn’t the way I want it. Step
down.”

“This is the way I did before.”

“You had to do it like this before because
you were alone then. Just stand in place with your hands
raised.”

Olivia complied, frowning at her. “But you
won’t be able to lift me up.”

“I won’t need to.”

She pulled on the rope until Olivia was
balanced precariously on the balls of her feet then tied it off.
She opened the bag and pulled out the ball gag, popping it into
Olivia’s mouth and strapping it behind her head.

“You honestly think you’ll be able to keep
much pressure off your wrist for very long? I bet your ankles will
start aching in a minute. But we won’t wait.”

She tied rope around one of Olivia’s ankles
and then pulled it to the side. The other girl gasped, now balanced
on just one foot as Olivia tied the rope off. She returned and tied
another piece of rope around her other ankle and tugged sharply so
that it jerked to the side. Olivia let out a little cry she found
herself hanging fully from her wrists, her face already flushed
with heat and excitement as Riley tied the rope off.

The blonde girl moved behind her as Olivia
wallowed in her sense of helplessness. She stared up towards her
wrist above then down the length of her taut, straining body, her
chest rising and falling with her ragged breathing as excitement
rose within her.

She felt Riley’s fingers against her back
opening, slippery with some kind of lube as she pumped them in and
out. Then the dildo followed, twisting and turning, pushing forward
and drawing back, sliding deeper and deeper inside her.

“This is a different dildo,” Riley said.
“This is an anal dildo. It has this kind of bulb at the bottom to
keep it in.”

Even as she talked Olivia felt the thing
thickening, straining her opening so that she moaned at the pain.
But then the bulb, as Riley had described it, slid past into her
body, leaving just the base remaining. Riley, another dildo in
hand, began to work it up into her already very moist pussy.

This one didn’t have a bulb, not that a bulb
would work here, but it had a short, thin chain which attached to
the one in her bottom so that this dildo too would stay in place,
very high within her thrumming pussy.

Only this was not a dildo. It began to
vibrate just as the smaller one Riley had used on her the other day
did.

The blonde girl wasn’t finished, however. She
took two little silver balls the size of ping-pong balls from her
bag and held them up before her face. Each had inch-long chains
attached with little rubber-coated alligator clips at the end.
Olivia had no idea what they were until Riley drew them down below
her nipples and then framed each pink button in the jaws before
letting them go.

She squealed as the clips bit into her
nipples, trembling and shaking at first, then stopping as she
realized that this just made the balls dance around and pull harder
on her aching nipples.

“Sex slaves need to be punished,” Riley said,
smirking.

She waved her forehead across her arm. “Boy,
it sure is hot in here. I think I’ll go get a nice glass of ice
water.”

She waved at Olivia, smirking, and then
disappear down the stairs, leaving the other girl alone there.

She wasn’t making it up about the heat,
though, Olivia knew. It was very hot in the attic, and very humid.
She was already sweating as she hung there in place. Her heart was
pounding and her pulse racing with excitement and need. That was
making her sweat even more. She moaned around the gag, staring
excitedly down her body at the thickness of the base of the
vibrator protruding from her sex.

Like before, it was uncomfortable at first,
but that passed quickly and her muscles began to spasm as she
instinctively attempted to grind her hips against the source of the
pleasure. That was incredibly frustrating, though. The big
cock-like vibrator was buried inside her, after all. Grinding her
hips accomplished little.

What she really wanted was Riley to strap on
the dildo and fuck her hard like this.

She raised her head back looking up towards
her wrists. They were aching more and more with every passing
minute. It was certainly true that they didn’t hurt nearly as much
as when she had tried this with rope. But they did hurt, and her
arms ached as well from supporting her entire body.

She found it very difficult to keep still.
Her hips kept trying to roll and grind, and her back arched
repeatedly. Every little movement made the little balls dance and
swing against her throbbing nipples and she winced and moaned as
she tried to restrain herself.

She was sweating more and more freely and
didn’t quite understand why. Of course, her inner heat was combined
with the outer heat so that her mind felt like it was wrapped in a
sweltering sauna. Tremors rippled through her body and she knew she
was very close to the edge.

Then she heard footsteps on the stairs and
moaned in relief, hoping she could communicate what she wanted
Riley to do. She felt a kind of psychic jolt for there were too
many footsteps on the stairs. Riley emerged a moment later then to
her horror another woman came up behind her.

She didn’t know the other woman at all. She
looked to be in her mid-twenties, beautiful, with a mass of
reddish-brown hair tumbling over her shoulders and bright green
eyes. She studied Olivia with interest and Olivia’s face burned as
she dropped her eyes to the floor, appalled and mortified.

The two women came up to stand before her and
she kept her eyes down, still gripped by shock.

“Well she certainly has the body for it,” the
woman said. “In fact, I don’t think I’ve seen a better body in a
long while. And I’ve seen a lot of hot girls.”

They were both a little taller than her given
that Olivia’s legs had been pulled apart, and when the woman
reached out and gripped her hair to roughly jerk her head up and
back she found herself looking up into those green eyes.

“Lovely face, too.”

She let her other hand lightly caress one of
Olivia’s breasts.

“How long have you had these clips on her
nipples?”

“Not long. Maybe five minutes?”

“Just remember to keep an eye on them. If
they start to turn a little blue, take the clamps off for a bit.
Remember that the purpose of the clamps is to restrict the
circulation, which makes them more sensitive when you remove them.
But you don’t want to restrict the circulation too much for too
long.”

Her hand slid down Riley’s body and she
gasped as she felt the woman’s fingers brushing against her
clitoris.

“The same goes for hanging by her wrists like
this. Only much more so. The wrists can be delicate, especially on
women.”

She reached up and her fingers slid along the
restraints.

“These aren’t padded enough,” she said.
“These are just basic restraints. If you want to hang her from her
wrists you need to get more heavily padded versions.”

She dropped her hand and gripped Riley’s hair
again, jerking her head up after she had dropped her chin.

“She sweating like a pig,” she said.

“Well, it’s fucking hot in here!”

“Yes, but you want to make sure if you keep
her tied up here for long that she doesn’t get dehydrated. Remember
that you are completely responsible for her safety when she can’t
do anything for herself. Now, this part is really important. She
can’t breathe like this you know that right?”

“Of course, she can breathe. You can see
she’s breathing. The ball gag hardly bothers that at all.”

The woman shook her head.

“I’m not talking about the gag. A person
hanging by the wrists cannot breathe without lifting their body up
just a bit each time they inhale. You see when they’re hanging
fully from the wrists, it kind of drops the rib cage down and makes
it impossible to expand the diaphragm. That means they have to use
the muscles in their arms to raise themselves just a bit with every
breath they take. Eventually, they aren’t able to do that. Which
means if you leave them like this long enough they suffocate.”

“Seriously?!”

“Absolutely. A strong man or a very
lightweight woman can last for a while, but we’re talking about a
few hours at the most, and often less than that. Heat like this
would sap your strength, so you would be able to last less
time.”

Olivia was still appalled at the stranger’s
presence but now began to feel a sense of wonder. Who was this
woman?! She seemed to be some kind of expert on bondage stuff. It
was certainly news to her that she had to pull herself up to
breathe, though now that the woman had said that she realized she
was quite correct. Perhaps that was why her arms were aching so
much already.

“If you’re going to play around with this
stuff you need to make sure it’s done safely,” the woman said.

She plucked the clips off Olivia’s nipples
and handed them to Riley.

“Her nipples look fine,” Riley protested.

“They were fine. I want to give her a little
test.”

She cupped and caressed Olivia’s breasts then
brought her thumbs and forefingers in around her nipples and began
to gently caress and massaged them. Her nipples were quite sore, of
course, throbbing from the recent pinching of the clips. In fact,
they were starting to feel a little bit of returning sensation,
like pins and needles.

As uncomfortable as she was with the woman’s
presence, she felt a sense of startled wonder at how good her
nipples felt as the woman’s fingers stroked and rubbed them.

“How sensitive are her nipples, usually?”

“As compared to what? I mean, I don’t know
other than she reacts pretty strongly. I can’t actually tell if
they’re more sensitive than mine.”

“You should’ve stayed with me longer, blonde
girl. I would’ve taught you better.”

Olivia blinked. This was the woman that Riley
had slept with!? When had that happened!?

The woman let her fingers pluck at Olivia’s
nipples, then rolled them lightly and pinched ever so slightly. She
plucked at them again and rolled them between her fingers. Olivia’s
emotional discomfort with this began to be pushed aside by her
rising sense of surprise at how good it felt. She’d had people
playing with her nipples before, including herself, but she never
felt them throbbing and pulsing quite like this before.

“Most people pay less attention to the
nipples than they should,” she said. “And you can do a lot more
with them than the occasional licking and stroking. You just have
to have a little patience. Patience is always the key with women,
something men rarely seem to have or care about.”

She stopped and pulled Riley over in front of
her, raising her hands up and having her roll and stroke and caress
Olivia’s nipples instead.

“If you want her to be your sex slave, she
has to want to be. And the only way to do that is to give her way
more pleasure than she can get from anything else. If you give her
enough, it becomes like an addiction. Sexual pleasure, after all,
arouses the same section of the brain that drugs do. And so you can
become psychologically addicted to having the pleasure center of
your brain stimulated.”

Riley continued to stroke and roll and caress
her nipples as Olivia hung there, confused, uncertain, and still
desperately anxious about the stranger’s presence. Her
embarrassment was fading, however. In part it was because the woman
was taking things so casually, not the least surprised or showing
any disapproval at all.

It was like Riley had shown her a computer
that wasn’t working and the woman was giving advice on how to make
it work better.

And that was when Olivia understood that the
woman was treating her like an object, rather than a person. At
first, she felt a sense of indignation at that, but then she
considered that in the context of her being a sex slave, not that
she really was one, of course, that made perfect sense.

And as her embarrassment faded the throbbing
effect of the vibrator inside her, and the thickness of the two big
cock-like toys jammed up into her abdomen began to have an effect
once more. Not to mention the way Riley continued to stroke and
caress her nipples. Those were throbbing like crazy now, so much so
that it felt like her breasts were pulsing with every
heartbeat.

“The more you make her come, the more comes
shall want. The more you make her come when she’s tied up, the more
she’ll want to be tied up. And after a while, she will start
getting incredibly aroused every time she’s restrained because her
mind and body will anticipate the pleasure to come.

“She already gets turned on when she’s tied
up.”

“She’ll get more turned on as this
continues.”

She gripped Olivia’s hair and jerked it back
roughly so that Olivia was forced to look into her face.

“You’ll make a fine sex slave, girl,” she
said. “Once you learn to obey your mistress properly. Once you
abandon your inhibitions and pride and dignity. A slave has no use
for those. The only purpose you have in life is to give sexual
pleasure to others. And I must say your body is designed well for
that purpose.”

Her other hand dropped down between Olivia’s
legs and her fingers stroked her swollen clitoris as she spoke.

“Just remember that you are a thing not a
person. You have no rights. You may not protest, disagree, or argue
with your mistress. You do exactly as you are told when you are
told to do it, instantly, without hesitation, or you’ll be
punished. Your body belongs to your mistress, not to you. And she
can do whatever she wants to it. She can give you pleasure, or
pain.”

The woman’s words were outrageous. She was
talking as if Olivia was actually a sex slave! Did she understand
they were just playing around? Just playing a game?! She was acting
like it was real!

Of course, the more real it seemed, the more
exciting it was for Olivia. And as her embarrassment continued to
fade her excitement rapidly mounted. She did her best to hide that,
at first. The last thing she wanted was to put on even more of a
slut show in front of this strange woman! It was bad enough she’d
come in and seen her like this!

But weirdly, feeling degraded had been
arousing her for days. And this was the ultimate in being degraded.
For being degraded in front of another person, a stranger, was far
more of a jolt to her mind. Yet this woman acted like everything
was perfectly normal, including Olivia hanging here by her wrists
naked with the dildo in her butt and the vibrator in her pussy.

As the woman continued to stroke her fingers
across her clitoris, though, and Riley continued to roll and caress
and massaged her nipples, the sensations grew more and more
intense, rolling through her with an unstoppable force so that the
pleasure grew to the point her entire body felt as if it was ready
to explode.

Yet surely it would be the most mortifying
thing imaginable to have an orgasm like this right in front of the
woman! She had to make sure that didn’t happen! Unfortunately, she
felt her resolve melting away as the heat grew more intense.
Tremors made her twitch and tremble and then her hips began to
spasm.

The woman released her hair but then her hand
shot in around her throat and squeezed.

Olivia’s eyes widened and she thought again
about where Riley had learned this stuff she was doing to her. She
found it harder and harder to breathe, even as waves of pleasure
rolled through her body. She writhed helplessly in midair, moaning
around the gag, until the woman’s fingers closed more tightly and
then she had no breath to moan with.

“Are you going to come for us, little sex
slave?” the woman purred.

“She comes a lot,” Riley said.

“Come for your mistress, sex slave. Come on
my fingers, little slut.”

And then Olivia did just that. The muscles in
her lower body spasmed violently so that her hips bucked
frantically against the woman’s fingers. Her nipples burned and
flared and it almost felt as if they were a secondary source of
orgasm. It was like she was having multiple orgasms at the same
time, and they spread through her body and merged until she wanted
to scream at the top of her lungs.

But she couldn’t breathe to do so, not until
the woman released her grip. Then she did and the trembling,
shaking girl drew in great, ragged breaths of air only to cry them
out again repeatedly. She twisted and writhed and arched and shook
in place as the two women stroked and manipulated her body, roiling
her mind to the point she was dazed and reduced to a state of
animal instinct and hunger.

It was an incredibly powerful orgasm and took
her to the brink of unconsciousness, her mind and body overloaded
with the sheer power of the sensations pouring through her. She
thought she might be losing her mind, but didn’t honestly care. She
didn’t care about anything at all, in fact, but the pleasure, the
scorching heat, the wonder and awe of something that felt like…
rapture.

“Not bad,” the woman said, “more than thirty
seconds long. Now let’s see how much you have remembered from what
I taught you.”
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Riley dropped to her knees in front of
Olivia, tonguing her clitoris with long, slow strokes. The other
woman leaned in behind her to watch, offering instructions from
time to time. She had Riley pull the vibrator out and hand it to
her and then Riley slid her fingers inside Olivia’s body, pumping
and twisting them as she licked and sucked.

“Don’t forget to press the pads of your
fingers up along the front wall of her sex. Find her G-spot, which
is basically just that very thin wall behind her clitoris. Rub her
from both sides and she should be squirming like a whore in no
time.”

The woman was again speaking about her like
she was a thing, only Olivia felt beyond embarrassment now. So the
woman’s words, and her attitude of how real this was sent a dark,
wicked rush of heat through her mind. The thought of herself as a
sex slave, a real sex life, was a delicious fantasy.

Of course, she couldn’t be one to Riley for
they had been friends for years. But she let herself imagine she
was the sex slave to this beautiful older and more sophisticated
brunette, and that filled her with a breathless sense of
excitement

“What you need to do is condition her mind.
That’s actually surprisingly easy if you keep at it. Every time she
disobeys or hesitates or talks back or disrespects you even
slightly you give her a smack on the bottom. It doesn’t have to be
much just so it stings. She won’t take it seriously, because it
doesn’t hurt much, but eventually it will condition her mind. The
mind reacts to instinct, and our instinct is to avoid pain.”

“Should you be saying this where she can
hear?”

“It doesn’t matter if she hears it or not. We
are controlled by our instincts, not our intelligence. Most of the
time we simply use our intelligence to rationalize doing something
that our instinct is already telling us to do. Even if it doesn’t
seem to make sense to rationalize it because we want to do whatever
instinct says we should.

“Our intelligence is a monkey riding an
elephant, the elephant being our instincts. The monkey might think
it’s in control, but it really just goes wherever the elephant
wants to, and it can’t change the path of the elephant.”

Olivia was sweating even more now, gasping
for breath, her arms and particularly her wrists aching as she hung
in place twitching and trembling. She moaned dazedly as Riley’s
tongue sent pleasure swirling through her body and her fingers did
odd things to her mind.

“She’ll make a fine little fuck toy once you
have her mind under control. And the key to that is her body. Give
it enough pleasure combined with discipline and she’ll be in the
palm of your hand.”

“Or at the tip of my fingers,” Riley said
with a laugh.

“Or your cock. Have you fucked her with a
dildo yet, I mean a strap-on?”

“Of course.”

“Remember what I said about instinct. Her
instinct is to submit to a dominant male who mounts and rides her.
Use her in that way, manhandle her, use her roughly as a man would,
in a dominant way, and her subconscious will come to think of you
as that dominant male that she owes allegiance to, that she looks
to for protection. Have you got a strap on here?”

Riley stood up and moved to the bag she had
brought upstairs then pulled out the strap-on dildo and stepped
into it, drawing it up her legs and adjusting it at her groin.

“I think we want her on her feet for this,
and we want to ease the strain on those slender wrists.”

They untied her ankles so she could get her
feet under her again and then lowered her wrists a little before
drawing her hips back and then tying her ankles apart once
more.

“Got a nice ass,” the woman said as Olivia
felt her hand caressing her buttocks. “A nice everything, in fact.
This one was built to be a sex toy for someone.”

Olivia felt pressure at her sex as Riley
nudged the head of the dildo up against her.

“Now remember how to fuck a hot little bitch
like this so she gets the most out of it,” the woman said. “Doing
it from the right angle from behind so that the head of your cock
rubs firmly up and down along the front wall of her sex especially
a few inches inside. That means it’s hitting her G spot. Use her
roughly, so her mind knows who’s in charge.”

Olivia shuddered as she felt herself
stretched wider and then felt the cock pushing up into her body. It
was very weird the way the woman kept talking about her like this
and she wondered if it was some kind of act. Her words were
outrageous in the way that she was basically instructing Riley how
to brainwash her or something, and yet she seemed quite serious.
But as the dildo slid up into her body her mind stopped caring
about the woman and focused on the delicious sensations coming from
between her legs as she was stretched out and filled up.

She gasped and moaned as Riley began to pump
in and out, the blonde girl’s hands on her hips jerking them back
to meet her thrusts. Heat swirled through her body with ever
greater intensity and she felt her mind melting as passion took
control of it.

The woman reached behind her head and undid
the straps holding the ball gag in place and then drew it out of
her mouth. She gripped her by the hair and throat and kissed her
roughly, passionately, as Olivia moaned into her mouth. Her body
was shuddering from the impact of Riley’s hips against her buttocks
and her mind was drowning in excitement and need as the thick cock
plunged high into her quivering body again and again.

The woman drew her lips back, her eyes hot
and hungry. “You like that, don’t you little slut. You love having
a big cock pounding away at you. Tell your mistress to fuck you
harder.”

She jerked her hand, pulling at Olivia’s hair
and the helpless girl cried out pain.

“Always obey instantly, slave girl,” the
woman barked. “Instantly! Beg your mistress to fuck you
harder.”

“Oh! Ungh! P-Please fuck me harder,
M-Mistress!” she gasped helplessly.

The woman jerked on her hair again and
slapped her face.

“Are you Riley’s little fuck toy?” The woman
demanded.

She slapped her face again. “Say it. Say
you’re Riley’s little fuck toy!”

“I’m Riley’s little fuck toy!” Olivia
gasped.

The woman tightened her hand around Olivia’s
throat.

“Beg Riley to use your whore body the way you
deserve, slut. Beg!”

Saying the words like this in front of this
strange woman was even darker and more degrading than it had been
when Riley and she had been alone. But that just made it even more
shockingly exciting.

“Please use my whore body the way I deserve,
Mistress Riley!” she half sobbed.

Riley was thrusting into her harder and
harder so that Olivia’s whole body was shaking from the impact. The
dildo was punching deep into her belly with every thrust. But while
the woman clutched her throat and one hand her other was down
between her legs, her fingers skillfully stroking her swollen
clitoris.

The woman kissed her hard and passionately
again, still holding her throat tightly in her grip.

“Tell me you’re a brainless little fuck toy,”
the woman growled. “Say it, slut!”

Olivia shuddered and moaned dazedly. “I’m a
brainless little fuck toy, Mistress!” She gasped in a gravelly,
half-choked voice.

 


“Again, slut!”

“I’m a brainless little fuck toy,
Mistress!”

“Keep saying it, whore!”

“Ungh! Oh! Ungh I’m… I’m a brainless little
fuck toy, Mistress! I-I’m a brainless – Ungh – a brainless l-little
fuck toy, Mistress! I’m OH a brainless little Oh I’m – oh a fuck
toy, Mistress!” she gurgled as her eyes began to lose focus and
turn glassy.

The orgasm tore through her with explosive
force, and she jerked her head back as her whole body trembled
violently, her feet leaving the floor as she strained against the
restraints and convulsions wracking her body.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Unnngh!
Auhghhhh!”

She began to shake and thrash in place as
Riley speared the big dildo deep into her body with hard, powerful
strokes. The blonde girl seized her hair and yanked it back hard so
that her head was pulled over her shoulder and she could chew and
suck and kiss her way along that helpless girl's throat.

“Fuck toy!” she whispered as she chewed on
her earlobe. “Nasty little fuck toy!”

“Please!” Olivia gasped dazedly. “Please!
Please! Oh! Oh…”

The woman stopped rubbing her and the
vibrator pressed against her clitoris and ground fast and hard
against it.

Olivia’s voice rose into a mindless shriek as
her nervous system was overloaded and her muscles spasmed
furiously. The orgasm seemed to go on forever and she wondered if
she would even survive it, but didn’t really care. The pleasure was
all that mattered. The pleasure consumed her. And she wallowed in
it, gloried in it.

*

Olivia felt shattered, drained, exhausted.
She groaned weakly as they untied her and allowed her to slump to
her knees. The woman pushed the gag back into her mouth and
strapped it behind her head, though, then locked the restraints
behind her back before the three of them went back downstairs.

She brought her to the living room, and she
shivered a little in the cool air, even as much of a relief as it
was. Riley had a longer, thinner, flexible kind of stick in her
hand now. And it had a strange flat tip that looked like it was
made of rubber or leather or plastic. She and the woman had
conferred quietly after placing Olivia on her knees and now Riley
came back to her, using the tip of the stick to brush the hair back
from her face.

“Now I’m going to give orders, and you, slave
girl, are going to obey them,” she said sternly.

With the passion which had gripped her
upstairs diminished, Olivia began to feel self-conscious once more
in front of the stranger. But she was also feeling oddly proud for
everything the woman had said about her suggested that she thought
Olivia was incredibly attractive.

She was gripped by a sudden thought which
sent a psychic jolt through her mind. Would she be doing something
with this woman? Having sex with her? Clearly, the woman had had
sex with Riley. And she certainly seemed interested in Olivia,
having touched her all over and rubbed her clitoris to two massive
orgasms already.

“Stand up, slave girl.”

Olivia blinked and then stood up slowly, but
Riley slapped the stick thing across her buttocks anyway and she
gasped at the sting.

“No delays. Obey instantly, slave girl. Sit
on your heels.”

Olivia’s sat down quickly on her heels but
Riley reached down with the stick thing and slapped the flat tip
against the center of her right breast over her swollen nipple.

“Is that the way you were taught, slave girl?
Why aren’t your legs spread wider? Why aren’t your shoulders
back?”

Flushing, Olivia jerked her knees wider and
drew her shoulders back as the other woman looked on silently.

“Stand up, sex slave.”

She stood up quickly making sure her
shoulders were back.

“Spread your feet apart, sex slave.”

She did so and then Riley had her bend
forward at the waist. Then straighten up, then sit on her heels
again, then lay on her belly and raise her bottom high in the air
and spread her knees apart. Every order had to be obeyed instantly
or the little stick thing snapped down stingingly across her
bottom.

She was starting to become frustrated at the
stings and the repeated orders to simply stand and sit and kneel or
whatever. Although this particular position, being one that Riley
had taken her in before with the strap on did arouse a sense of
excitement with that memory filling her mind.

Then she suddenly realized something. The
woman had told Riley to condition Olivia’s mind in such a way. And
that was what they were trying to do. They were trying to condition
her to instant obedience, like a slave girl. Like a sex slave! That
was… wicked! She didn’t of course think that any such thing was
possible, but the very idea was deliciously hot and outrageous.

Dark heat began to bubble away inside her.
Then she continued to obey Riley’s orders to the best of her
ability. Any delay, any hesitation or getting the position wrong
brought a sharp sting from the stick. But now that she knew the
purpose that only seemed to add to her sense of deliciously dark
and thrilling excitement.

She lay on her back with her feet flat on the
floor and legs spread wide then raised her hips high in a degrading
and obscene pose, flinching self-consciously before the woman even
as she felt a rush of excitement at the woman watching her like
this.

Then they unlinked her wrists and had her get
on all fours. Riley attached a leash and walked her back and forth
across the floor, using the stick on her bottom whenever she
hesitated or moved wrong.

“On your knees and beg like a dog,” Riley
said.

Olivia wasn’t sure what that meant exactly so
got another stinging blow before Riley showed her, and she knelt
there before the two women with her arms up against her breasts and
her hands turned down like a dog begging at the table.

The woman then produced a large dildo with a
suction cup at the bottom and placed it on the floor. Riley made
her straddle it and then sink down so that the cock pushed up into
her body. Excitement grew within Olivia’s mind as she sank
deeper.

“Reach down and rub your little clitoris with
your fingers,” Riley ordered.

Olivia started, then hesitated a moment,
which got her another blow from the stick before she hurriedly
continued. Her face reddened as she rubbed her swollen clitoris
while the two women looked on.

“Ride up and down on that nice cock, little
sex slave,” Riley ordered.

This is so sick, so wild, so
outrageous! Olivia thought excitedly.

She rode slowly up and down on the dildo as
she rubbed her clitoris. But what was really exciting was that she
was doing it in front of the strange woman and Riley. She could
hardly believe she was, but she felt her need and hunger growing as
she rode up and down faster and harder. The woman looked at her and
she shuddered, knowing what she was doing was incredibly sluttish.
She was masturbating in front of them!

The fact they were both fully dressed and she
was entirely naked added to a sense of being helpless and inferior,
like a lesser person, powerless and dominated. And that just
aroused her even more.

The woman moved behind her and unfastened the
gag and pulled it free of her mouth.

“Are you enjoying masturbating in front of
us, sex slave?” Riley demanded.

Olivia’s face reddened further.

“Y-Yes, Mistress Riley!” she moaned.

“Is that because you’re a filthy little fuck
toy?”

“Yes, Mistress Riley!”

“You may not come without my permission,
slave girl. If you do you will be severely punished. Do you
understand me, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress Riley!” Olivia gasped.
“Please may I come, Mistress Riley!”

Her mind squirmed at begging like this for
orgasm in front of the strange woman.

“No, you may not.”

“Oh! Oh! Please, Mistress Riley!” she
moaned.

The woman behind pressed down on her
shoulders and forced her all the way down the length of the dildo,
stopping her from rising. Then she grabbed her wrists from behind
and pulled them behind her back to lock the restraints together
again.

“I think you need to demonstrate your
obedience before I allow you another orgasm, sex slave.”

Olivia cried out as the woman pulled on her
hair forcing her to rise up off of the dildo, and then pushed her
so that she sprawled forward on the floor on her belly and
shoulder.

Riley handed the stick to the strange woman
then moved back a dozen feet.

“Crawl to your mistress on your belly,
slave,” the woman ordered. “Crawl over to her to demonstrate how
obedient and disciplined you are.”

Her face reddened still further but the heat
grew newly unbearable within her as Olivia obeyed, crawling
awkwardly forward on her belly across the rug, her throbbing
nipples grinding against the rough fabric as the woman followed
along smacking the stick down against her bottom whenever she
slowed.

Panting for breath, her breasts aching as
they rolled and were squeezed beneath her she managed to reach
Riley.

“Do you love your mistress, sex slave?” The
woman demanded

“Yes, Mistress!” Olivia panted.

It wasn’t a lie after all. She did love
Riley.

“You will demonstrate your love and worship
for your mistress. Clean her shoes for her.”

Olivia was baffled by the instruction for
long seconds and winced as the stick cracked down across her bottom
again.

“Now, sex slave. With your tongue!”

Olivia froze for an instant and then
shuddered as another wave of heat swept through her. She drew a
trembling breath, getting another blow before wriggling a bit
further forward and licking down at Riley’s feet. She noticed now
that the girl was wearing shiny black leather high-heeled shoes.
When had she even put those on?

She felt herself trembling with the sexual
pressure building within her as she licked her way along the front
and top of Riley’s left shoe.

Crack! The stick cut across her bottom
again.

“Raise your ass in the air and spread your
legs wide like the slut you are!” Riley ordered.

Whimpering, gasping, Olivia jerked her knees
in and raised her bottom high and continued to slide her tongue
along Riley’s shoes.

“Beg your mistress to be fucked by a hard
cock, sex slave,” the woman ordered.

“Please may I be fucked by a hard cock,
Mistress Riley!?” Olivia gasped.

Crack!

Tell your mistress you’re a filthy little
fuck toy and need to be fucked hard.”

“I’m a filthy little fuck toy, Mistress and I
need to be fucked hard!” Olivia moaned.

“Very well. I will allow you to get the hard
fucking you want as long as you keep licking my shoes.”

Olivia felt one of the dildos pushing against
her and whimpered in excitement as she resumed licking Riley’s
shoes. The dildo spread her wide and slid into her body as she felt
the woman’s hands on her buttocks. She shuddered as she realized
the woman had donned the strap on and now was thrusting in and out
of her. Her entire body throbbed with unbearable heat and
pressure.

She licked frantically at Riley’s shoes as
her body began to shudder to the impact of the woman’s hips against
her upraised buttocks. Her mind reveled in the feel of the thick
dildo punching deep into her belly and her breasts grinding against
the floor below as her body rocked in and back.

Riley tilted one of her feet upwards and
pressed the pointy toe against her mouth and the dazed, trembling
girl spread her lips and slid her mouth over the other girl's shoe,
sucking and licking as it pushed as deep as she could get and her
body continued to shake to the hard thrusts coming from behind
her.

“Nasty little fuck toy!” Riley taunted.

“Filthy little animal!” The woman growled
from behind her.

Olivia came, her mind melting down, her very
bones feeling as if they were melting under the scorching heat as
her hips bucked back violently and her mind collapsed under the
pressure of the thundering waves of liquid pleasure.

Olivia had to lick the woman’s pussy then, as
she sat back on the sofa with her legs spread. Riley took over
control of the strap-on dildo and fucked her from behind, driving
her to another orgasm that reduced her to the status of a dazed
animal.

Then she was led back upstairs and suspended
from ropes from the ceiling once more, only this time they were
around her ankles, spread wide apart. The dildo was pushed back
into her bottom and the vibrator thrust into her pussy and turned
on. They put a blindfold over her eyes and earbuds in her ears. And
as she hung there moaning into the gag she heard her own voice
proclaiming herself a sex slave, a fuck toy, a whore and a
slut.
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Olivia had never had a day like Saturday. It
was sex all day, wild, kinky, thrilling, dark and deliciously
exciting sex. She and Riley had showered together after the blonde
and the other woman had cut her down from the ceiling. Well, after
she had been made to crawl across the dusty floor and lick Riley’s
shoes to thank her for cutting her down.

She had been so exhausted she didn’t think
she would have been able to walk at that point anyway. She had had
multiple orgasms while hanging from her ankles and was incredibly
dizzy as well. But after the woman left Riley and she went into the
main bathroom’s shower and she had been made to stand still with
her hands on her head while the blonde girl had soaped her up
slowly and carefully and then rinsed her off.

She had then returned the favor and the two
had exchanged long, passionate kisses before shampooing their hair
and rinsing it off. She spent the evening in her room with Olivia
naked at all times, her nightshirt ready to be instantly donned in
case one of her parents came to the door.

She had to address Riley as Mistress Riley
always. And Riley spent a considerable amount of time caressing and
stroking her body so that despite her weariness, Olivia existed in
a bubbling little stew of simmering heat.

When her parents went to bed she donned the
collar and restraints once more and licked Riley to an orgasm. The
blonde girl had then pushed her back on the bed and ground their
pussies together until they both came before rolling her onto her
belly, raising her hips and using the strap-on dildo to fuck her to
yet another orgasm.

Sunday morning they had breakfast with her
parents, which was a very uncomfortable experience for Olivia since
she had to do so with the butt plug and dildo inside her and
wearing only her little nightshirt. Riley had reached under the
table and tugged that up to basically bare her lower body entirely
with only the table and tablecloth hiding her, then she had
fingered her from time to time when no one was looking at them.

Afterward, they had gone outside, but she
still had the dildo inside her. And Riley replaced the butt plug
with that big dildo. Then she had Olivia wear a very short denim
skirt combined with a crop top which was several years old, too
small, and now had an indecent amount of cleavage not to mention
side boob. Especially since she wouldn’t let her wear a bra with
it.

She wore the denim dress over it when they
left the house but once out of sight Riley had her take it off and
put it into her bag as the anxious Olivia walked along feeling
extremely exposed. Every man who had seen her had done a
double-take, and one had walked into a tree.

Olivia had never worn anything this revealing
outside, let alone without underwear, let alone with a pair of
dildos inside her. Soon both her mind and body were squirming as
Riley led her into a crowded public park.

She fought desperately to show nothing for
she knew that many eyes were on her as they walked among the people
there. Her breasts moved freely inside the light, thin crop top,
and it felt like at least half of her full, creamy orbs were bare
and visible to the many staring eyes.

It was extremely embarrassing, but at the
same time strangely invigorating to have so many men looking at her
so obviously hungry for her body. She had never flaunted herself so
obviously before and it made her breathless with tension and
self-consciousness.

“This is so embarrassing!” she moaned.

“Why? Everyone thinks you’re hot.”

“Half my tits are visible!”

“So what? They’re really nice tits.”

“I don’t see yours naked.”

Riley slapped her bottom sharply. “Don’t be
impertinent to your mistress, slave. I am decently covered because
I am not a creature of sex and heat and lust whose body was built
to excite and give pleasure to others. You should stop being
self-conscious about your beautiful, slut body.”

The words made Olivia squirm even though they
also excited that dark, wicked side of her mind that seemed to
revel in her own humiliation and degradation.

They emerged on the other side of the park to
a tree-lined street filled with lovely old houses. Riley led her up
to one and Olivia felt her stomach churning anxiously as she
wondered who was going to stare at her nearly bare breasts now.

“Who lives here?”

Riley slapped her bottom sharply.

“Who lives here, Mistress?” Olivia
whispered.

“A friend of mine.”

The door opened and Olivia gulped as she saw
the woman from the previous afternoon there.

“Good to see you again, Riley.”

The woman stood back and Olivia dropped her
eyes as she followed Riley through the door.

Once the door was closed the two women looked
at Olivia. “Take off your clothes, slave,” Riley said.

Olivia’s stomach fluttered wildly as she
peeled the tank top up and off and then undid the skirt and let it
fall away. The woman reached her hand in and stroked her fingers
across Olivia’s throbbing little clitoris and she gasped and
stiffened as a wave of pleasure swept through her.

“A proper slave girl keeps her eyes
downcast,” the woman said sternly.

Olivia dropped her eyes and the woman snorted
and moved back into the house. Riley followed and Olivia followed
after her.

“She’s still shy,” Riley said.

“Of course she is. She’s been conditioned
like the rest of the women in this society to be ashamed of her
body and to hide most of it all the time and not show it off in
case people think she’s immoral or something. Of course, we both
know that morals are not something that belong to sex slaves.”

There was an odd-looking wooden frame in the
middle of the large living room. It looked like a polished length
of two by four with a pair of legs on either end, somewhat like a
sawhorse. There were a number of objects sitting on the coffee
table which drew her eyes as well, including large dildos, straps,
and ropes.

“We’ll set up the slave girl and then have a
nice visit,” the woman said.

“Oh look, a pair of nice boots, just like the
ones you talked about, slave girl,” Riley said.

They were indeed the thigh-high leather
stiletto-heeled boots that Olivia had spoken to her about and Riley
quickly had her put them on.

“It’s hard to walk in these,” Olivia said,
balancing precariously with her arms outstretched.

She gasped as the woman brought a thin switch
down against her bottom.

“Slave girls speak only when spoken to,” she
said sternly. “Put your arms behind your back and grip your
opposite elbows in your hands, slave.”

Olivia obeyed and quickly found her arms
strapped in place behind her. The two women then bent her forward,
not across the wooden beam but so that she had to slide her upper
body below it. Her arms were then strapped firmly against the beam
above her. They spread her legs almost painfully wide and tied them
in place to the legs of the odd frame.

She was bent so far forward her nipples were
not much more than a foot off the floor as Riley sat down in front
of her, grinning, black rope in her hands. The other woman moved
behind her and then Olivia felt her gathering in her hair, drawing
it up and back and braiding it. Riley slipped black rope up around
her breasts and carefully pulled the loops tighter and tighter
around the base of her hanging breasts until they were taut and
throbbing. Then she swept another loop around both breasts to bind
them together.

She gasped in pain as the woman pulled on her
hair forcing her head up and back, and then she felt pressure on
the big dildo shoved into her bottom and it became evident that her
hair was being tied somehow to the base that stuck out of her
body.

She felt the dildo being pulled free of her
pussy and then another thrust into her, one which quickly revealed
itself to be a vibrator.

“Now, if you’re going to be of any value to
your mistress beyond the sexual pleasure you give her and her
friends, we need to teach you a few things, slut. But don’t worry,
you’ll enjoy them, eventually.”

She put a large pan underneath Olivia’s head
as Riley placed clips around her nipples to dangle little weighted
balls from. Olivia cried out at the throbbing pinching pain but a
moment later the woman pushed a soft, pink dildo into her open
mouth.

The dildo was impossibly long, Olivia saw. It
was also somewhat flexible, and she recognized it from porn videos
as a double-headed dildo. The kind two girls might use. That wasn’t
the purpose of this one at the moment, though.

“Your mistress might want you to be a
stripper someday and earn her money,” the woman said. “Or perhaps
she’ll want you to be a prostitute. Or maybe she just wants you to
be able to please her male friends when she loans your body to
them. In any event, your ability to please their big cocks is
important, and something any sex slave should learn.”

A moment later Riley rose and placed a
blindfold over her eyes blocking off Olivia’s vision.

“It is a skill that is required of every sex
slave,” the woman said. “And certainly something a slut like you
should have already mastered.”

Olivia blinked behind the blindfold,
remembering how Riley had shown her how she herself could deep
throat. She felt envious at the time. Now she felt nervous that
this woman expected her to be able to do the same.

“The thing to remember, slave girl, is that
while your gag reflex is indeed a reflex, it can be controlled. And
much of it is mental, not physical. Have you ever wondered why you
gag when a finger pushes too deep in your mouth but you can easily
swallow food? It’s because your mind knows that it’s all right for
the food to go into your throat but gets very defensive about
everything else.

“But as you know, your throat can take a nice
lovely cock. All you have to do is convince your mind of that
fact.”

As she spoke she pumped the dildo slowly in
and out of Olivia’s open mouth.

“One of the tricks is to simply swallow as if
it’s food, to convince your mind that it’s all right. It will be a
little uncomfortable at first because it’s a bigger mouthful than
you’re used to swallowing, but once it’s in there you’ll get used
to it. Now take a deep breath and hold it in. On the count of
three, we’re going to see if this can slide smoothly down your
throat.”

Olivia felt a sense of panic especially since
she couldn’t either resist or even argue against this plan while
the thing filled her mouth. On the other hand, she had wanted to
learn it, and this was probably the person who had taught Riley. So
a little short-term discomfort for long-term pleasure would surely
be worth it.

“On the count of three,” the woman said

Olivia gulped in as much air as she
could.

“One… Two.

Olivia gasped as the dildo pushed forward
without waiting for Three. It slid deep into her throat before she
could even react and then she gurgled and gagged and twisted and
writhed in place even as the woman pushed it deeper still.

“Get used to it, sex slave.”

Her throat ached and felt far too full, and
of course, she couldn’t breathe! She continued to twist and shake
helplessly but nothing she did moved the thing out of her throat.
Her head began to pound and her chest began to burn. She began to
get lightheaded from lack of oxygen, and then the dildo finally
slid out each by inch and she coughed violently and gulped in
air.

“Not bad for a start, sex slave.”

Olivia felt hands stroking her breasts and
fingers stroking her clitoris. Then the dildo pushed back into her
mouth and she felt a momentary panic before she realized it wasn’t
the same thing. This was some kind of very short dildo attached to
a leather base that was pressed over her mouth and strapped
together behind her head like a gag.

In fact, it was a gag, only instead of the
ball, there was a short fat, penis filling her mouth with the head
not far from the entrance to her throat.

The vibrator was drawn out of her pussy and
another big dildo pushed into her, then Riley started to thrust
into her with hard, deep strokes that soon had her hips slapping
against Olivia’s upraised bottom. Olivia cried out as her hair was
yanked back and her bottom slapped repeatedly.

“I love fucking nasty little sex slaves,”
Riley growled, slapping Olivia’s bottom again.

And that was exactly what she was doing as
Olivia gasped and moaned helplessly. A moment later she felt the
vibrator rubbing against her clitoris and moaned around the cock
gag in her mouth as her blood began to heat up again.

“I know you can’t see, sex slave,” the woman
said, “but don’t worry, I’m getting this on video. You’ll be able
to see just how deliciously erotic it looks to see a beautiful
little sex slave tied up like you are and being taken hard and
rough from behind.”

The thought that there might be a camera
taking video of this made Olivia gasp in alarm, but she wasn’t sure
if the woman was telling the truth. And if she was how visible she
would be with the gag and blindfold hiding most of her face? There
wasn’t anything she could do about it, anyway.

Besides which her mind was already being
roiled by the hard, deep pounding Riley was subjecting her to as
the vibrator buzzed away at her clitoris. Not to mention the whole
dark, delicious thrill of being treated like a sex slave.

She felt something being pushed into her ears
and recognized earbuds. And then she recognized her own voice, just
like before, telling her she was a sex slave and a slut and a whore
and a fuck toy. But her voice also said how much she loved cock and
that she wanted to be fucked hard and then she heard her own voice
crying out in pleasure.

It was getting very hard to think as her mind
collapsed under the weight of so much dark passion and heat. She
felt a feverish sense of sexual hunger settling around her mind and
moaned dazedly as her body continued to be subjected to the hard
thrusting from behind. Her nipples burned and stung as the weighted
balls swung back and forth below them, her breasts throbbing
powerfully.

And then the gag was pulled out and a moment
later pushed back, or so she thought for a moment. But it kept on
going, sliding deeper and deeper into her throat. She gurgled
dazedly, her body consumed with hunger and lust and then a sudden
sense of delight at how deep the thing must be.

She heard the woman’s voice in her ear and
wasn’t sure if it was coming over the earbuds or she was kneeling
there. “Come for your mistress, whore, come while your mistress
rides you like a bitch in heat! Come like the slut you are, sex
slave!”

Olivia came, thrashing and twisting and
crying out in pleasure, her voice near soundless as the big dildo
pumped slowly in and out of her mouth, over her tongue, and up and
down her throat.

After her orgasm, the big dildo was pulled
slowly up out of her throat and mouth, and she gasped and coughed
weakly before the penis gag was pushed back in place and fastened
tightly.

The vibrator went back into her pussy and she
heard nothing of what the two women might be saying or doing or
where they might be as she continued to stand there, bent far
forward, her bottom raised and legs spread.

The vibrator made her body quiver and
tremble, and her pussy squeezed down around it as she moaned
dazedly. After a while hands caressed and squeezed her breasts
again. She had no idea whose they were. Then someone licked and
sucked on her clitoris, then fucked her with a strap on again. But
again she didn’t know who it was. Nor did it matter.

The gag was pulled out of her mouth and the
long, double-headed dildo pushed down her throat, pumping slowly up
and down as the heat and passion flared within her. Then another
massive orgasm tore through her and she screamed nearly soundlessly
as her body shook and trembled and thrashed in place.

She was left to her own devices again, save
that she was gagged once more and the vibrator was thrust into her
sopping pussy. Her own words continued to assail her mind, her own
groans and moans and cries of pleasure continued to fill her
ears.

She was taken by the strap on a third time,
only this time even as she was gripped by a deep, passion-filled
hunger and heat, she felt another shock all through her for there
were too many hands on her body. Whoever was thrusting into her
from behind was gripping her hips firmly in both hands. Two hands
were caressing and stroking and kneading her breasts. But another
hand was rubbing her clitoris.

That meant there was another person in the
room with her! And she had no idea who it was! She didn’t even know
if it was a man or a woman!

In the end, though, it didn’t matter, because
she came anyway, screaming and howling and rutting back at the
dildo plunging into her body as the other one was pumped up and
down in her throat.

Finally, she was unstrapped from the frame,
her hair unbound, and they raised her upright. She felt hands
gripping both her arms as she staggered and then dropped to her
knees. They continued to hold her arms as she knelt there, two
hands on each arm as someone gripped her hair and tugged on it to
raise her chin.

“Who owns this body, slut?” Riley
demanded.

“Y-You do, Mistress!” she gasped dazedly.

“Tell me I own your body, slave.”

“You own my body, Mistress Riley,” she
moaned. “My body belongs to you.”

She moaned around it as it slid through her
lips and across her tongue and pumped slowly in and out. She did
nothing at first and then she felt a shock as she realized this was
not a dildo. This was real! There was a man standing before her and
his cock was in her mouth!

She froze for long seconds staring wide-eyed
at the inside of the blindfold. Then she started to suck and lick
at the underside, her mind still gripped by shock and wonder and
confusion. A sudden rush of embarrassment swept through her for she
was naked like this in front of a man! And she didn’t even know who
it was! But oddly, she felt protected and hidden behind the
blindfold, as if she was wearing a mask.

His cock punched down her throat and she
gurgled weakly as she felt her lips wrapped around the base of the
shaft, and pulled three to rub against her face.

“Who owns your slut body, slave girl,” Riley
demanded.

“Y-You do, Mistress Riley,” she panted.

The cock pushed through her open mouth and
down her throat again and pumped slowly in and out as she gurgled
weakly, her mind continuing to be gripped by a state of shock at
the presence of a man.

He pulled out again and the hands gripping
her arms bent her forward until her breasts were pressed against
the floor and her bottom raised high.

“Who does this slut body belongs to, slave
girl?” Riley demanded.

“You own this slut body, Mistress Riley,”
Olivia moaned.

She felt the vibrator pulsing within her
dripping wet sex, then the big dildo was pulled out of her bottom
and the slick warm flesh of a real cock entered her. She shuddered
as a man’s hands gripped her hips and then his cock punched deep
into her belly.

Fingers caressed her clitoris and fondled her
breasts as the man began to sodomize her. His cock was big, perhaps
even bigger than the dildo used on her before, if not quite so
long. She gasped and moaned helplessly as his cock punched into her
tight bottom again and again. And she cried out as he gripped her
hair and yanked her head up and back, slapping her bottom
sharply.

She came again, gripped by an overwhelming
passion and hunger and heat, crying out in pleasure as she drove
herself back onto the plunging cock and her mind tumbled and turned
in gleeful abandon.

*

Later that evening she stared in awe at the
video of herself. The camera had been set up in such a way that
whoever was thrusting into her from behind could not be seen above
the waist but she could certainly see the big cock and muscled hips
and belly of whoever had been using her mouth and it wasn’t anyone
she recognized.

It was hard to tell, but it didn’t look like
someone her age, either, but an older man.

She stared at the images in wonderment,
stared at herself in amazement and watched herself being pounded
hard by the women wearing the strap-on, watched herself coming
violently, and then the man’s cock pushing into her mouth and down
her throat to the hilt before she was bent over and sodomized.

It was the most astonishingly erotic thing
that had ever appeared before her eyes. Knowing it was her behind
that mask, behind that gag, remembering what it felt like even as
she watched herself being driven mad with pleasure set her mind and
body on fire all over again.

She masturbated frantically, thrusting the
dildo deep into her body, staring with wide eyes, and came again
and again, writhing on her bed as she watched the video on her
laptop screen.

It was her dark sexual fantasies come to life
before her eyes, the kind of thing she had visualized so many times
before in her mind, only this time she was watching it and knowing
it was her there on the screen.

She slept that night with the earbuds in, the
sound turned low. But she eventually fell asleep to the sound of
her own gasps and moans and cries of pleasure, and her own voice
telling her that she was a slut and a whore and a fuck toy and a
sex slave who must always obey her mistress. That her body was
owned by Riley, that she loved her mistress, that her mistress was
a goddess, that she belonged to Riley and that Riley could do
anything she wanted to her.

 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


“No one will see these, will they?” Olivia
asked nervously.

“You’ve seen the videos, so why would you be
worried about pictures?”

She wasn’t super happy about the videos
either. Even though they were incredibly hot and every time she
watched them she masturbated like crazy. But Riley was right, the
videos made any kind of pictures seem pretty mild by
comparison.

She was posing in a variety of poses, naked,
while Riley took pictures. Some of the poses were fairly innocuous,
although naked. Some of them were pretty darn graphic! Like with
her legs spread wide and her fingers rubbing her clitoris.

But given the existence of the videos it
really didn’t make a lot of sense to try and put up a fight over
pictures. Besides, whenever she hesitated or objected she got a
smack on the butt.

“Spread your legs wider.”

Olivia licked her lips but obeyed. She was
sort of slumped back on the sofa, and her legs were spread so far
apart the tendons in her thighs ached from the stretching. She was
also arching her back to thrust her breasts out at the camera as
Riley took more pictures.

“Don’t move, slave girl.”

Olivia blinked. Riley always called her slave
girl now. That woman, whose name turned out to be Emily, had told
her to use it to reinforce the idea in Olivia’s head that she was
Riley's sex slave.

Riley rubbed one of the big dildos up and
down along the line of her sex and slowly pushed it into Olivia’s
body. That immediately roused more heat within her, though she
always seemed to be at least a little aroused these days. Even her
dreams were erotic!

“Hold this.”

Olivia held the dildo and her mind squirmed a
little at how nasty this picture would be. Riley took several
pictures and told her to push it deeper. She worked it in and out
slowly as Riley took more pictures of it with only the head in and
then with it practically buried in her rapidly moistening
pussy.

“What are you?”

“I’m Riley’s fuck toy,” Olivia answered
almost automatically.

Riley asked that fairly often, and if she
failed to answer properly she got a smack on the butt or a pinched
nipple.

“Rub your clit while you pump that in and
out.”

Olivia didn’t hesitate. She began to rub her
warm little button as she pumped the dildo in and out. She moaned
softly and her eyes fluttered and she let her head roll back. She
seemed to get so easily turned on these days. It was like she was
becoming a boy or something! It took very little time and effort to
get her worked up.

She could feel the weight of her legs pulling
on them, trying to pull them down further to either side, straining
the tendons in her thighs more as her breathing quickened. She
noticed that Riley was simply holding her phone in place and after
a moment realized that she was no longer taking pictures. She must
be taking a video, she thought with a small jolt.

But again, given what videos the blonde girl
already had of her did it really matter if she had more? After all,
if the video she already had got out Olivia’s reputation would be
destroyed anyway. It wasn’t like this could make it worse. Besides
she didn’t want to argue with Riley.

And besides that, she was starting to feel a
dark thrill at giving herself to Riley in this way, letting the
girl take these extremely dangerous pictures and videos, putting
herself at Riley’s mercy. In a way, it was like she was making
herself Riley’s sex slave for real because if Riley threatened to
show these around it would utterly destroy Olivia’s reputation. She
didn’t think the girl would ever do that, of course. But just
knowing she had these added to the sense of reality, made her
deliciously dark and kinky fantasies seem truer.

Her breaths quickened and her heart beat
faster as she drove the dildo in and out of herself with deeper,
faster movements, her fingers rubbing harder across her swollen
little button as she gulped in air. She moaned more loudly, arching
her back, and rolled her head against the backrest of the sofa, her
hips starting to jerk and tremble and twitch.

“Tell me you love cock. Tell me you’re a slut
and you love cock.”

“I’m a slut and I love cock!” Olivia moaned.
“I’m a filthy whore and I love cock inside me! I’m a nasty little
fuck toy and I was built to give people pleasure!”

Saying these nasty, degrading things turned
her on to no end. She didn’t understand it but it made her pulse
race even faster.

She thrust the dildo fully inside your body,
groaning as she pressed the palm of her hand in against her sex.
Her chest heaved as she rubbed furiously at her clitoris, rolling
her eyes up towards the camera and then shuddering as she felt
another surge of heat at how slutty she was being, and how
vulnerable she was now, at how naked she was in every respect as
Riley held the phone up to record it.

They were alone in the house so when the
orgasm came she gave herself fully to it, her voice rising as she
cried out again and again twisting and writhing, gripping the base
of the dildo tight and pumping furiously in and out of her
trembling body as the pleasure clawed at her mind.

She went limp as the orgasm faded and started
to draw her legs together before a sharp word for Riley forced them
wide once more.

“Once I have you assume a pose you don’t
change your position unless I give you permission, slave girl.”

“Yes, Mistress! I’m sorry, Mistress!”

“I will have to consider what your punishment
should be, slave.”

The doorbell rang and Olivia gasped and
started to shift only to resume her pose under Riley’s stern
eyes.

“Put your hands behind your neck and arched
your back and do not move, slave slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Riley disappeared to answer the door while
Olivia nervously held her pose. It couldn’t be her parents, after
all. She knew they wouldn’t be back for hours yet and they wouldn’t
be ringing the bell. That meant it was probably Mistress Emily,
Mistress Emily made her nervous, though she also excited her with
her sense that the woman took this much more seriously than she and
Riley.

And then, sure enough, Riley returned with
Emily trailing her. Olivia flushed under the other woman’s eyes,
her mind squirming and twisting with a sense of shame and dark
heat.

“Look at this lovely little fuck toy,” Emily
said. “All laid out and stuffed with cock.”

“She just finished masturbating,” Riley
said.

“How often does she do that?” Emily asked in
amusement.

“As often as I let her. And I’m sure she does
it when she’s alone, too.”

“Is that because you’re a filthy little
whore, girl?” Emily asked.

“Yes, Mistress. I’m a filthy little whore,
Mistress,” Olivia gulped.

“You may move from your position, slave
girl,” Riley said. “Take that cock out of your hot little pussy,
get on all fours and crawl over to greet Mistress Emily.”

Heart beating faster, Olivia obeyed, groaning
as the tendons in her thighs protested, then eased as she dropped
onto all fours. She crawled across the floor under their eyes,
feeling her excitement mounting as she reached them. This was so
edgy!

“Greet Mistress Emily by cleaning her shoes,
slave,” Riley ordered.

A wave of shame and hunger swept Olivia as
she obeyed, dropping to her forearms, lowering her face, and then
licking at the brunette’s shoes. She gasped as Riley used the
riding crop on her bottom.

“Keep your ass high and legs spread,
slut!”

Olivia hurriedly complied, resuming her
licking with more energy.

“I brought something for our little slut to
wear,” Emily said.

She tossed what looked like a schoolgirl
outfit on the sofa.

“Get dressed, slut. Don’t worry. You won’t be
wearing it long.”

Olivia stood up and then examined the
clothes. They included some frilly, lacy white panties and a
matching bra, and she donned those first before pulling on the
tartan kilt and white blouse. The blazer was a bit small, and the
shoes were, as usual, stiletto heels.

“Now strip for us, slut.”

Riley turned on the stereo and Olivia
nervously began to dance, thinking of how this all started with her
and Riley pretending to be strippers in her room.

Of course, Ms. Emily was considerably more
critical than Riley. She stood up, taking the crop from the blonde
girl and pacing slowly around Olivia as she danced.

“You dance like a cow. Stop rolling your hips
so much, slut. Slide your hands up under those beautiful breasts of
yours. Squeeze them and let them bounce back into place. Roll your
nipples between your fingers and then slide your fingers up through
your hair. Make sure your face looks like you're hot and horny.
That shouldn’t be hard for you.”

She brought the crop down across Olivia’s
bottom and then across her back. Finally, she stripped herself and
began to dance to the music as Olivia anxiously tried to imitate
her. When that was done to Emily's satisfaction Olivia had to give
her a lap dance,

“You need to learn to be a good little
stripper, slave girl,” Emily said. “Your mistress might want to
impress someone with how sexy you are, or might decide to put you
to work in a strip club to earn her money.”

They had her put the outfit on again, and
once again Olivia began to dance. It was interrupted by the
doorbell and she looked at it anxiously as Emily smirked and then
stood up and walked around the sofa to go out to the front
hall.

“What are you, girl?” Riley demanded.

“I’m… I’m your fuck toy, Mistress!” she
gulped

“Who owns your body?”

“You do, Mistress.”

The other woman returned, with a man
following her.

Olivia blushed, glad she was at least
dressed. Though she had her doubts about how long she would be
allowed to retain the clothes. Her stomach began to flutter wildly
for she immediately suspected a man was here to watch her strip.
She wondered if he was the one who had fucked her ass the other
day.

He looked in his late twenties, fit,
handsome, with tousled black hair. He wore a gray suit and sat down
casually on the chair which faced the sofa.

“Dance, stripper girl,” Riley ordered.

Olivia cringed but under the stern eyes of
Riley and Emily, she began to dance to the music, trying to pretend
the strange man was not also watching her.

“Now start stripping, slave girl,” Emily
ordered.

Olivia cringed again at the words being used
in front of the strange man and felt a sense of panic for a moment.
But Riley was there and that kept her confident. She flung her arms
back to send the blazer over her shoulders then let it slide down
her arms and fall to the floor.

She danced more slowly, sliding her hands up
and down her body, then teasingly lifting the hem of the kilt up,
front and back. Finally, she unzipped it and let it fall around her
ankles. As she danced she began to gain confidence, and also a
sense of breathless excitement.

She was, after all, more or less straight.
She liked having sex with men. Or at least if they brought her
pleasure she did. They hadn’t for the most part. Those were guys,
not men. And she had certainly felt enough pleasure when that man
had fucked her ass the other day. She began to unbutton the blouse
then slipped it off, feeling her stomach fluttering more and more
wildly as she danced in her thong and bra.

The man looked on appreciatively and she
finally undid her bra and removed it, flushing even more as she
showed him her breasts. When she slipped down her thong she felt a
rush of energy and heat. She knew she was going to be required to
have sex with the man and felt a sense of excitement and
anticipation.

She had to give him a lap dance, of course.
His suit felt rough against her soft skin as she ground herself
against his lap. She slid her breasts up and down just past his
face and could feel his erection underneath her as she breathlessly
rubbed herself against him.

“Now get on your knees in front of him, undo
his pants, take out his cock, and give him a little blow job,”
Riley ordered.

The words made Olivia’s pulse race but she
obeyed them, kneeling before the man, carefully undoing his
trousers, unzipping them, and reaching in to pull his thick cock
out. She felt a sense of unreality, of disbelief and excitement as
she licked up and down on the underside of the head.

I can’t believe I’m doing this, she
thought excitedly, as she slipped her lips over the head began to
bob up and down.

He reached in and began to fondle her breasts
and she shuddered, then gasped as the crop cut across her buttocks.
Before she was even ordered to she quickly spread her legs wider
and raised her bottom. Then she forced her lips down further and
further until the man’s cock pushed into her throat.

She moaned around it as she forced her lips
down all the way, holding him in her mouth and throat as he
squeezed and kneaded her breasts. She slowly slid back up again to
rub him against her face then licked her way down to suck on his
balls.

She licked her way up and down the shaft
again then took it into her mouth and down her throat.

“Our little slut is becoming more talented,”
Emily said.”

Olivia felt a surge of excitement and pride
in the words.

“Now get on top of him and slide your pussy
down on his cock, slave girl,” Riley ordered.

I can’t believe I’m doing this, Olivia
thought again.

But her mind and body were filled with heat
and hunger as she climbed up in his lap, gripped his stiff cock,
rubbed it against herself, and then pushed it in. His hands slid up
to fondle her breasts as she sank slowly down his cock and then
began to ride up and down.

The man pulled her forward so he could suck
and lick and chew on her breasts and nipples and Olivia became more
and more breathless as she rode him faster and harder. Her
breathing became more ragged as the heat built up inside her to a
terrible pressure.

Suddenly the man’s raised his hand gripped
her throat firmly.

Olivia’s eyes widened and she gurgled
helplessly. Her hands instinctively went to his wrist but then
brought to her sides at a word from Riley.

“You’re not allowed to come until you’re
given permission, slut,” he said.

Hearing this strange man use that term for
her made Olivia’s face burn.

“Keep riding his cock, slut,” Emily
ordered.

Gasping weakly, Olivia rode up and down his
cock, trying to ignore his hand so tight around her throat she
could barely breathe.

“But your hands behind your head, slut,”
Riley ordered.

Olivia obeyed, her hands trembling as she
brought them in and back behind her head. Her face turned pink then
red as she struggled to breathe as she rode up and down the man’s
thick cock.

Then he reached down between her legs and his
thumb rubbed roughly against her swollen, buttery little clitoris.
It sent frothing waves of dark, liquid heat up through her body and
made her cry out in helpless pleasure.

“Please may I come, Mistress!?” she gasped in
a strangled voice.

“No, I don’t think so,” Riley said.

The man continued to rub her clitoris as she
rode up and down and the liquid heat was bubbling over inside her
like an unattended pot. The pressure was building up as she rode
slowly up and down the man’s cock, gurgling and gasping, barely
able to breathe. Her skull pounded and she felt lightheaded

The man eased his grip and she gulped in deep
breaths of air and then came, riding him desperately as she cried
out with every breath.

“Such a disobedient little slut,” Emily
said.

“Obviously she needs to learn more
discipline,” Riley replied.

She stood up and moved behind Olivia as the
girl sagged, shuddering and gulping in air. She gripped her wrist
and locked the restraints to the collar behind her neck, then
slipped a soft strap around her throat just above the collar and
drew it tight.

“Ride his cock, you filthy slut.”

Gasping, Olivia obeyed, riding up and down as
she struggled to breathe. The man was plucking and pinching and
massaging her stiff nipples as she slid up and down his thick cock.
Emily stood up and took the strap while Riley put on the strap-on
dildo.

The blonde girl moved in behind Olivia and
pulled the butt plug out of her bottom then slid the thick dildo up
inside her, thrusting in and out even as Olivia rode the man’s
cock.

“Whore!” she whispered into her ear as she
nibbled on her earlobe.

“Slut!” Emily whispered into her other ear as
she reached down to rub her clitoris with her fingers.

The feel of the two thick cocks inside her,
one real, one fake, both thrusting in and out, her insides being
churned to a bubbling, boiling froth, quickly overloaded Olivia’s
mind. Her eyes went glassy as she tried to gulp in air but
failed.

“Maybe we should just kill her,” Emily said
carelessly.

“That seems like rather a waste,” Riley said.
“She has such a nice body after all.”

“But what good is that to you if she won’t
learn to obey?”

“I shall just have to punish her more.”

“Yes, we need to break her mind.”

Olivia screamed soundlessly as another
monstrous orgasm tore through her body and fried her mind. She rode
the man desperately, sobbing weakly as black dots danced before her
eyes. Her whole body was burning up with sexual heat as she bounced
atop him and wallowed in pleasure so intense it drove all other
thoughts and thinking from her mind.

Embracing such pleasure was more important
than occupying her mind with anything else. Nothing else mattered
compared to such a towering wave of wondrous ecstasy.

The feel of the two big cocks driving into
her body and the flaring heat from her clitoris and burning,
nipples and breasts built together into a wildfire of sensory
rapture which took control of her mind and sent convulsions through
her body

And when Riley finally loosened the strap
just before she would’ve blacked out, she drew in deep, shuddering
breaths of air and cried them out again repeatedly, her mind
blasted and flayed, reduced to the status of animal instincts.

“Whore!” Emily growled.

“Slut!” Riley chided her.

“Fuck toy!” Emily said.

“Sex slave!” Riley added.
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Emily had a stripper pole and apparently some
experience with it so she continued to teach Olivia, promising her
she would become a stripper and soon be dancing in front of rooms
full of men.

Another thing Mistress Emily had experience
with was training slave girls. Her initial advice to Riley had born
fruit with surprising ease. It wasn’t very long before Olivia found
herself hesitating to object or question anything Riley said or
wanted her to do, whether it had anything to do with sex or
not.

That included who were the best singers, who
were the best actors and actresses, what movies and TV shows were
best, and everything else including fashion and social views. She
found herself deferring to Riley more and more in everyday
conversations, even where she disagreed. In fact, when she found
she disagreed she questioned whether her original preferences were
correct since they disagreed with Riley.

After a few weeks, she found herself
hesitating to even make such decisions for herself, waiting to find
out what Riley thought first and then simply accepting that as the
proper choice. Riley spent more and more time over at her place,
and Olivia did her laundry for her, and other little chores.

Every evening she would give her a tongue
bath, starting with her toes, licking and sucking on each of them,
and then licking her way slowly up her legs until her face was
buried between the blonde girl's thighs. After licking her to
several orgasms she would continue moving upwards to suck and lick
and chew on her breasts and nipples as their thighs scissor
together and their pussies ground against one another.

Because her parents were often in the house
Riley found clever ways to punish her more quietly than something
like a spanking. One of them was to push a knotted rope in between
her legs, up between her soft pussy lips, and up between her
buttocks. The rope would then go up her back and belly and over
both shoulders as Olivia bent forward.

When she straightened the rope would pull up
harshly into her soft flesh. And she would be made to stand there
in place, shoulders back, naked, hands behind her neck for whatever
time Riley determined would be the proper allotted punishment.

If someone knocked she would simply throw on
a dressing gown to answer the door and no one would be any the
wiser.

The rope would make her pussy burn and ache.
And the longer she had to stand like that the worse it would get
until she found herself begging Riley’s forgiveness for whatever
transgression she had made. But then when she was finally forgiven,
she had to drop to her knees and lick Riley’s shoes or toes and
tell her how much she loved her.

The blonde girl would remove the rope and
Olivia's sex would be so sensitive that when the blonde girl’s
tongue began to swipe across her swollen, aching clitoris it would
drive her to such intense and explosive climaxes that were it not
for the strap Riley put around her throat to choke off her screams
she would quickly have brought both her parents running.

On the weekends, however, they went to
Mistress Emily’s house. And it was there, the nervous Olivia
experienced her first whipping.

She hadn’t known what to expect when she was
strapped in place, standing with her arms apart and locked in place
above and out to either side for head.

“Spread your legs, fuck toy,” Emily
ordered.

Olivia obeyed, of course, then moaned around
the ball gag as it pushed into her mouth while the woman worked a
dildo up inside her. Behind her, Riley was working a dildo up her
bottom, as well. And when it was deep inside she realized it was
the one with the big bulge that would hold it in place once it was
jammed high enough.

The one that Emily used did not seem to be
all that thick until it was jammed completely inside her, it was
only then that she noticed the little holes at the base with the
squeeze bulb at the end. Then Emily began squeezing the bulb and
inflating the cock within her.

Before long it was stretching her wider and
wider and Olivia moaned helplessly, trying to pull her legs
together but failing because they were tied in place. Her pussy was
soon aching as the thing continued to grow within her as Emily
continued to squeeze the bulb, smirking at her as Olivia trembled
and moaned and writhed in place.

“Don’t worry, little fuck toy,” the woman
said. “We don’t want to damage your little pussy. After all, or
your mistress wants to be able to sell it to men soon.”

The dildo was jammed fully within her, but so
thick now that it held the mouth of her sex open despite the base
being a good half-inch inside. Then Riley put the earbuds into her
ears, and they started playing Olivia’s own voice.

I’m a slut! I’m a filthy fuck toy! I deserve
to be punished! I’m a sexual animal! I’m a whore! I was built to
serve! I love my mistress! My body belongs to her! I am a sex
slave! I must obey! I am a sexual animal!”

Her own voice went on and on even as behind
it she heard herself crying out in pleasure and heat.

Emily started with a small flog. It had thin
leather strands about 10 inches long and she whipped them lightly
down across Olivia’s breasts. At first, they barely registered, but
then as the woman swung harder the little black laces began to
sting. Her breasts began to feel sore and tender as Riley took over
and swung harder still.

Her nipples throbbed and burned and her
breasts pulsed with heat. Riley swung the laces down across her
lower chest and belly then, harder still, then Emily produced a
flog with longer laces and began to swing them across her back and
buttocks.

Olivia twisted and writhed, moaning and
gasping, her mind beset with the darkest of exciting thrills at
this fantasy come to life even as anxiety gripped her. The laces
stung, though not badly, but it was outrageous to have her breasts
whipped!

Riley took over the longer flog and brought
it down across her back, moving up and down from her thighs to her
shoulders while Emily knelt before her and began to tongue her
swollen clitoris.

Olivia was soon sweltering in the heat
gripping her mind and body and even arched her back to thrust her
breasts out towards each new blow.

Emily then put down the flog and showed Riley
another whip. This was like a long buggy whip, with a
three-foot-long handle and a much longer single-tailed whip
attached.

Emily began demonstrating its use, flicking
her hand and arm out so that the whip snapped down across Olivia’s
shoulders.

Olivia gasped at this new pain. The whip was
not heavy but stung surprisingly badly, and she yelped, arching her
back as it cut across her shoulder blades.

She felt a momentary sense of anxiety, then
another as the whip snapped it down across her lower back. This was
more pain than she really wanted! And she couldn’t do anything! She
couldn’t even protest! The whip left thins line of fire across her
buttocks and Olivia squealed, her hips lurching forward in
response.

“Sex slave!” Emily exclaimed.

“Sex slave!” Riley echoed.

Emily sent the whip curling around Olivia’s
waist to bite into her soft belly and the girl squealed again.

“Sex slave!” The two women chanted.

The whip cut across her back and then
buttocks and Olivia moaned and shuddered. This hurt! And yet… And
yet it was much more realistic! She felt that dark, suffocating
sense of desire at falling into the role of sex slave. It wasn’t
real, of course, she thought, with the whip snapping at her she
could convince herself it was and that sent waves of outraged
hunger and need through her mind and body.

The whip curled around her upper body and
snapped at her breasts and she cried out in pain, then again, then
again. Her breasts burned now, and her skin was beginning to ache
and burn up and down her body as the whip sliced into her buttocks
and then curled around her hip to snap at her abdomen.

And then outrage piled on outrage and she
screamed as the whip curled across her hip and sliced down into the
soft flesh of her pussy! She howled and twisted and thrashed
against the ropes and bonds but to no avail. The whip swept in
across one hip than the other, always aiming down between hers red
thighs, smacking biting at her aching sex.

Tears filled her eyes as the whip left red
lines of heated pain across her body.

And then Emily picked up a vibrator. It was
one that plugged into the wall, having a long handle and then a
round ball at the end. She jammed it up into the mouth of Olivia’s
aching sex and turned it on full and Olivia screamed and then began
to tremble as violently as a plucked guitar string.

“Let’s see if we can destroy her mind
completely,” Emily said in amusement.

“For that she needs a big cock,” Riley said
behind her.

Emily drew back and then did something that
made the big dildo inside her deflate and pulled it free. Then
Riley jerked her hips back and pushed a dildo up inside her. Emily
jammed the vibrator in against her clitoris, rubbing it from side
to side as Riley fucked her from behind. Riley’s hand came up
around her throat and closed tightly Olivia lost what remained of
her self-control and screamed like an animal as the orgasm
shattered her mind.

Riley drove the thick cock into her with
hard, powerful strokes as Olivia was torn by convulsions, her eyes
rolling back in her head. Her body shook violently as the orgasm
consumed her, then she lost consciousness entirely and slumped in
her bonds.

*

It was another week before she stripped at
the club. She was extremely nervous about it and more than slightly
reluctant. But Riley insisted, and as she always did now, Olivia
backed down. The club was crowded and she was terrified, on the
verge of running away. Riley and Emily insisted and kept close
watch, however.

She had to practically be pushed out onto the
stage as the familiar music started to play, and then she really
had no choice for there were so many eyes watching expectantly. She
began to go through the now-familiar moves, her face red as she
rolled her hips and slid her fingers up and down her body.

She was reassured when there were no boos or
yells, tugging the hem of her little kilt up here and there as she
danced. When she dropped the skirt she almost had a heart attack,
but then a wave of heat swept through her and she began to feel a
sense of breathless anticipation.

By the time she removed her top completely
her nipples were throbbing and swollen, and she felt an incredible
rush when she bared her breasts to them and they yelled in
approval. She twisted and turned across the stage, gripping the
pole to roll her thong-clad buttocks back at them.

Then she turned around, her back to the pole,
her hands above her head as she let her back arch and ground her
buttocks against the hard steel. Finally, she peeled her thong down
and off and pranced across the stage in nothing, wallowing in their
approval and hunger and desire.

She dropped to all fours and crawled slowly,
rolling her hips and buttocks, and then rolled onto her back
spreading her legs wide apart, arching her back as she slid her
hands up and down across her breasts. She almost masturbated The
urge was that intense, but she knew she would get in trouble.

Afterward, she was giddy with excitement and
desperate to get home with Riley or Emily so she could be made to
come.

Instead, she was ordered to perform lap
dances for the men. That was torture on her, for not only was it
embarrassing and degrading, it only roused her further where she
was already dripping wet and desperate for sex and a climax.

In fact, it was too much for her and when she
was grinding herself down across some man’s erection she came,
crying out and jamming her breasts into his face.

The manager wasn’t very happy about that, and
he watched as she was bent over his desk in his office and Riley
strapped her bottom sharply. Then Riley invited him to sodomize her
as an apology and he did so, using her roughly so that Olivia came
again.

She began stripping at the club more
regularly and was astonished at how much money she made. The men
seemed to love her enthusiasm, not to mention her body,
particularly her breasts. She and Riley moved into Emily’s place
together, and if Olivia’s life had been mostly about sex before,
now she was overwhelmed with it.

She never wore clothes at home, and Olivia
and Emily often played little ‘Simon says’ type games with her,
making her jump and kneel and roll and crawl and do whatever else
they ordered instantly and without hesitation. That included
crawling around on all fours and fetching balls and then dildos
that were thrown across the room in her mouth to return them to her
mistresses.

Often other women would stop by, and she
would have to perform for them, masturbating with dildos while they
watched and then pleasing their bodies with her mouth or whatever
else Riley ordered her to do.

She never questioned her orders. The very
idea that she could do so slowly faded from her mind to the point
her obedience became automatic. She wore very revealing clothing
whenever she went outside, the shortest of shorts, the tightest
most revealing of tops.

Once, she and Riley were walking along the
canal. She was wearing a very short skirt, one which barely covered
her buttocks, and a loose, thin crop top which dangled down to
perhaps an inch below her breasts. Riley had her bend forward,
holding the railing at the edge of the canal, which drew her skirt
up several inches above her buttocks.

When a man came by he stopped and stared, and
then reached in and fondled her.

“She has a lovely ass,” he said.

“Yes, she’s a beautiful little slut,” Riley
replied.

“Would you mind if I used her?”

Riley shrugged. “She’s nothing but a fuck
toy. She was built to be used.”

The man grinned and unzipped, then shoved
Olivia’s legs apart and drove himself up into her pussy.

She stared out at the water, her eyes wide,
gasping and moaning as he thrust violently into her. His hands
moved up under the crop top, lifting it above her breasts and then
roughly fondling and groping them as he drove his cock up into her
belly. It didn’t take long before he came inside her and then
withdrew, thanking Riley before walking away.

“There, you see how happy you made that man?”
Riley said. “Isn’t it good to make people happy?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress Riley,” Olivia gulped
shakily, her insides throbbing, her heart thumping wildly.

Later that day three men arrived at the house
and used Olivia at the same time, ramming their cocks into her as
she screamed in pleasure and came over and over again.

Emily and Riley had made many videos and
pictures by then, and put them on a website for members to view and
pay. Then they re-created a special scene from Olivia’s darkest
fantasies. She knelt, face down, bottom high, on a low table, tied
firmly in place.

The video showed one of the men with a long,
sharp, stainless-steel spear-like pole poised behind her. He
pressed it against her sodden sex. They halted the camera and
quickly replaced it with another which had a rounded tip. Then they
started the camera again and it showed the man pushing slowly into
her body.

It was fairly easy to fake pushing it deeper
and deeper by simply switching to shorter and shorter poles. And
then the final piece was that they had created a sharp, stainless
steel tip which was placed over her tongue. As the camera watched
from the side she slowly pushed her tongue forward her eyes wide as
what appeared to be the tip of the spear slowly pushed out her open
mouth.

After that, they took some pictures where she
really had to use her belly muscles to hold herself straight, much
like when she did the plank during her exercises. One pole was
pushed into her pussy, while another was before her, pushed a few
inches into her mouth. She gripped it tightly, her arms stretched
out before her, her wrists tied firmly to the pole.

Her ankles were tied to the one behind her
and they made it appear as if the pole was going all the way
through her. That caused a sensation but almost got them in trouble
because some people thought it might be real. She had to actually
take pictures holding a newspaper up with the next day’s date to
convince people she was just fine.

But every time she looked at those pictures
and every time she looked at the video she came by barely touching
herself.

That led to more creative pictures and
videos, though none quite so dark. It was as though she were able
to live out all her nasty fantasies in reality and get paid for
them at the same time. They made so much money from the website she
stopped stripping, and there was never any shortage of men willing
to stop by to use and abuse her in front of the cameras.

But one thing which came as a surprise to
her. Riley had of course enjoyed abusing and using her body and
teaching her to obey her every wish. But the blonde girl had also
become fascinated with the idea of sex slavery, and Olivia’s
intense pleasure began to work on her mind to the point she began
to allow Emily to tie her up again and play games with her.

Soon the two of them were in collars and
shackles, obeying Emily, pleasing the men and women Emily brought
over, and performing in front of the cameras. Riley took to it like
a duck to water, except for her continuing sense of
self-consciousness and embarrassment in front of strangers.

Emily made her strip in the club and perform
live sex acts in front of large groups of invited guests until that
faded away. She also hung her upside down for long periods of time,
gagged and blindfolded, with the earbuds in her years and vibrators
working on her body.

Soon she was as obedient as Olivia, both
girls reveling in their uninhibited sex lives and wild, kinky,
thrilling games of dark submission and abuse.
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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!

 


Zoe's New
Boss

Zoe's new
boss was a man who got what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and
arrogant, yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her
own body each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers
and tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more
submission than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl
before him and his clients, and be their sex toy.

 


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 Blue was offered
a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to
relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son
came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his
looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away
both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and
taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The Penthouse

Courtney is a
poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a
fabulous penthouse with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But
he's not her date, but his father! And he's very much the alpha
male used to getting his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of
submission and pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her
inhibitions before him, his son, and the servants!
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