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I guess it all started when I was wrestling
with Kendall. Wrestling is not something I do very much of, and I
don't do it very well. I'm not a very aggressive person, to be
honest. I'm not a person who tries to push others around. I think
I'm more the kind of person who gets pushed around.

I had gravitated towards Kendall in school
for a variety of reasons, most of them sexual, admittedly. I mean,
she's beautiful, with gorgeous green eyes, and yet she had this
sort of mannish way about her. I mean, she was firm, decisive, and
assertive. These are all qualities I admire very much in men, and
wished I had more of myself.

I hadn't really seen a lot of those
characteristics in girls before. Most of them who were assertive
could better be described as rude and pushy, as bitches, really,
and mean ones. Kendall wasn't rude and she wasn't mean. She didn't
tease or taunt people or insult or bully them.

But she just did make it clear to everyone
what she wanted, and why. She stated her case and took her
positions, and fought for them, and was quite relentless. I admired
that. Needless to say, when we were assigned to do a project
together, she got her way. But that was okay. She didn't shirk the
work, and she helped me with a lot of stuff.

I think it was because of her mannish nature
that I was first attracted to her sexually. You see, I was very
bi-curious, but wasn't quite sure how to go about making that clear
to people who might be insulted if I expressed an interest. Mind
you, I wasn't very good at seducing boys either! It's not that I
was shy exactly, just... self-conscious about a lot of things.

I met her in a basic computer class in my
first year at college. It was a local three year college. I was
taking a two year diploma program to be an administrative
assistant. Kendall, on the other hand, was taking a three year
program in Computer Aided Design. They had little in common except
for a couple of low level computer courses.

Anyway, I was attracted to her, interested in
her, but really didn't know how to let her know that safely.
Fortunately for me, she decided she was interested in me too, and
had no problem at all in seducing me!

We went south for spring break, which meant
we shared a motel room. And that was where I found myself, for the
first time, finding out what it felt like to have a girl's naked
body pressed against my own, and a girl's lips on mine!

It was exciting!

It was way different from being with a boy! I
mean, there wasn't any issue about her being 'hard', for one thing.
I didn't have to worry about her feelings in the way I did with a
guy. And the whole thing was more like 'fun' sex than anything else
I'd ever had.

We partied every day and had sex every night,
and it was loads of fun!

Then we returned to school and saw each other
a lot less. We only had one course together, and our timetables
didn't mesh very well at all. Her program had a lots of homework
and lots of computer lab work, too, so we didn't get together much.
When we did, then we had sex, and it was still great!

Don't get me wrong. It wasn't like sex with
Kendall had turned me gay. I still got hot with guys, and was still
very interested in the whole 'marry-and-settle-down' thing with a
guy. Eventually. Once I met one that I really loved.

But I was wary around guys in a way I didn't
have to be around Kendall. I trusted her, after all, and that
wasn't the case with some guy I barely knew who wanted to date me.
I mean, you have to worry a lot about going out with a guy. It's
not just will they turn out to be a jerk, or will they grope you
and all, but will they even be any good if you do decided to
eventually sleep with them.

Things were more relaxed with Kendall.
Granted, that was partly because I let her do pretty much whatever
she wanted. She chose what TV shows to watch, or what movies to go
to, or what restaurants or whatever. I didn't mind. I am a very
accommodating person.

After school ended for the summer she had
more time, and we started to see more of each other, mostly not
dates so much as friends with benefits. She had a nice house with a
big yard and a pool. While I lived with my parents in a big condo
building. So naturally, it was easier to hang out at her place.

Her mother was a lot like Kendall. She looked
like an older version of her, with the same brown hair, the same
green eyes (though hers were more severe and intimidating) and much
the same lithe, athletic build. Her mom wasn't all that old,
either, because she'd apparently had Kendall when she was still a
teenager herself.

Her mom was... a bit scary. I mean, she was
okay, but I was almost instinctively very, very polite and
respectful towards her. There was just something about her... It
wasn't like she even raised her voice or ever glared or scowled or
anything. But when she said to do something, calmly and politely,
Kendall did it, and so did I. She just had that sort of air of
authority.

Anyway, I was staying over one night. I was
only wearing my pink nightie – which is basically just a long
t-shirt. Mrs. Moore wasn't married so it wasn't like me or Kendall
wore much when we were near bedtime. I mean, it was a sleepover,
right?

Anyway, I was on my phone in the kitchen,
having gone downstairs for a drink. I was alone, and was answering
someone on Facebook. I was bent over the counter, and I guess my
butt was kind of stuck out some when her mom came in from the front
room, and without so much as an 'excuse me' slapped my butt enough
to make me yelp and jump!

“Move that butt, Blondie,” she said as she
walked past.

“Uhm, sorry, Mrs. Moore!” I gulped.

I got my drink and went back down the hall
(Kendall lived in a big bungalow) to Kendall's room.

“Your mom slapped my butt!” I complained a
bit indignantly.

Kendall, naturally, laughed.

“Hard!”

“Well, you know how my mom says if you're
going to do something, then do it right.”

I put my drink down and then sat down on the
bed next to her, where she was on her laptop.

“What were you doing?” she asked.

“Nothing. Just on Facebook. I was kind of
bent over and I guess my butt was in her way.”

“Or maybe she just thought that was a real
nice butt and it deserved to be smacked,” Kendall said with a grin.
“I mean, you do have an excellent butt.”

“No smacking my butt,” I said, scowling.

She snorted in amusement.

“I could smack your butt all I wanted to,
baby. You ma beeatch.”

“I am not your beeatch!”

“Are too!”

“Maybe I'll smack your butt!”

“Ha!”

Which was how we got to wrestling – playfully
wrestling – and how, naturally, I wound up on my belly with my butt
in the air, bent across her legs while she smacked my butt!

“Ow! Kendall!”

“Admit you're my bitch.”

“No way!”

She snorted in amusement. She was kneeling,
sitting on her heels, and I was kind of laying across her thighs.
She yanked up the short hem of my nightie to bare my buttocks –
clad in a thong, and then smacked my butt again.

“Ow! Quit it!”

“Admit you're my bitch.”

“You wish!”

She tugged my thong down, which was really
sort of pointless except that it kind of made me feel a hot little
thrill of excitement. Then she smacked my butt again.

“Bad girl,” she said.

“Pervert!”

Crack! Crack!

“Ow! That hurt!”

“Baby.”

She ran her hand over my bare bottom,
kneading and squeezing it, then smacked it again.

“Admit you're my bitch.”

“No!”

Her hand pushed between my thighs, and her
very talented fingers began to rub me in just the way she knew I
loved.

I gulped and felt another rush of heat, this
one more physical.

“Spread your legs, slut,” she ordered.

I moaned, felt another little thrill at her
saying that, and obeyed. I mean, I knew she didn't actually think I
was a slut. She was just playing around. So it was exciting,
especially the way her fingers stroked my clitoris.

I didn't resist when she pulled my nightie up
higher and higher, up under my arms. and ran her hands up and down
my body.

Crack!

I gasped and made a show of trying to roll
off her but she quickly pinned me and then smacked my butt
again.

“Naughty little bitch,” she said, fingering
my pussy again.

“L-Let me go!” I gasped a bit
breathlessly.

She pulled my nightie right up and off, then
she stretched out to the foot of the bed, where her robe was draped
across the post and pulled it up. I didn't see what she was doing
with it, but a moment later she smacked my butt again, then pulled
my wrists back behind me and crossed them.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped, feeling
another rush of heat and excitement.

I felt something... fabric, soft... going
around my wrists, and then it tightened!

“Kendall! You perve!” I gasped, trying to
twist around.

She pinned me and then wrapped more of what
turned out to be the belt from her robe around my wrists to firmly
bind them together.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Hey! Ow! Kendall! Stop! Quit
it!”

She was, like, spanking me! And it stung!

“Say you're my bitch,” she said.

“I... okay!”

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm your bitch!” I moaned.

“Spread your legs, bitch.”

I did so gladly, and gasped as her fingers
rubbed my clitoris.

“Say you're Kendall's bitch,” she said.

I gasped as her finger slid into me.

“I-I'm Kendall's bitch!” I gasped.

“Say you're Kendall's big titted blonde
bitch.”

I moaned as a second finger slid deep into my
already moist pussy and started to pump in and out.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm not big titted, you're just flat
chested!” I exclaimed.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Ahg! Kendall! Ow!”

“You're a thirty-six-C. That's big on a
shrimp like you.”

“I'm not a shrimp you're just a giant!”

She was five feet eleven. I'm five four.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I was wriggling and twisting as I lay across
her lap, gasping in pain, my bottom getting hotter and hotter. But
I was also becoming more and more aroused! And it wasn't just
because she was casually fingering my pussy either. Having my
wrists tied together behind my back was... freaky! It was this
sudden... I dunno, kinky part of what she was doing that was making
my chest so tight I had to gulp in air!

“Speak more respectfully towards your
mistress, slut,” she growled.

“Ha! As if!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Not so hard!”

“Slave girls don't give orders to their
mistresses,” she said.

I felt a dark rush of excitement!

“I'm not your slave girl!”

Crack! Crack!

“You're my sex slave! My lesbian sex slave,”
she taunted me.

“In your dreams.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Don't! That hurts, bitch!!”

Crack! Crack!

“You disrespecting your mistress, slut?”

My butt was really starting to burn! But the
heat inside me was burning even hotter!

She slid her fingers into me again, then
added a third finger! I gasped as her fingers stretched me,
twisting and turning inside me.

“Say you're Kendall's bit-titted blonde sex
slave,” she demanded.

“Oh! I-I'm... I'm Kendall's... Kendall's
big-titted blonde sex slave!” I gasped.

I shuddered and cried out as I felt her
fingers spreading, then realized she was working a fourth finger
into my tight little pussy.

“Oh! Wait! Kendall! That hurts!” I
moaned.

“You're a blonde,” she said.

Crack!

“Blondes are sluts. Everyone knows that.”

Crack!

“Blondes love big, giant cocks inside them.
The bigger the better.”

Crack!

I shuddered as her four fingers slowly slid
into my pussy. Then I felt something pressing against my back
opening too! My eyes opened wide. So did my mouth! See, up to that
point in time Kendall and I had had mostly fairly ordinary sex. I
mean, there had been some penetration with her fingers, but mostly
her tongue was so damn good she didn't need to do much else.

She had never pushed more than two fingers
into me at once, and never gotten rough. She had never pushed
anything into my butt, either! I mean, why would she!?

“What are you dooooing!?” I gasped.

“Teaching you that blonde sex slaves are
owned by their mistresses,” she said. “And that means I own your
slave body.”

I felt a dark thrill ripple through me. This
was so sick and kinky and wild and hot!

“As your mistress, I own your tight little
pussy,” she said.

Crack!

“I own your pretty butt.”

Crack!

“And I can shove whatever I want up your
tight little ass.”

I gasped as what had to be her thumb slid
into my ass!

Her hand slid up my side and pushed under my
ribs to squeeze my breast.

“Who owns this beautiful breast, slave girl?”
she demanded.

I moaned helplessly, starting to feel a
strange, twisted sense of heat at her perverted role playing
game.

“Y-You do!”

She released my breast then slapped my butt
sharply, stingingly!

“Ow!”

She squeezed my breast again.

“Who owns this breast, slave girl?” she
demanded.

“You do!”

Crack!

“When your mistress asks you a question, sex
slave, you should say yes mistress.”

God, this was so wicked!

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

Her thumb was kind of pumping in and out of
my ass, alternating with her fingers in my pussy, which were doing
the same!

She abruptly rolled me off her, and I gasped
as I found myself on my back – well, on my bound arms. actually,
looking up at her.

She peeled her own nightie up and off. She
was naked underneath, and quickly straddled my upper chest, leaning
forward, sliding her pussy down against my mouth.

“Lick your mistress, slave girl,” she
growled.

So of course, that was what I did. And I was
pretty excited as I did it, too. It was kind of weird, though,
given my arms were tied beneath me. I'd never performed oral sex on
her before without my hands being out in front of me, usually
caressing her body, rubbing her thighs, sometimes fingering her
pussy or sliding into her.

Doing it like this really brought home how
completely helpless I was! All I could do was lick her pussy as she
gripped my hair and ground herself against my face!

She taunted me as I did, calling me her slave
girl and bitch, tugging lightly on my hair to make me gasp and
squeal. It was hot, though, hot and thrilling! I licked eagerly at
her pussy as she rubbed herself against me, and then felt the usual
flush of pleasure when she climaxed.

She got off me, then made me roll over.

“Put your butt in the air, slave.”

I moaned but obeyed, especially since she
slapped my butt sharply!

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Crack!

I gasped and obeyed.

“Raise that ass higher, slut.”

Crack!

“Higher.”

“Ow! Don't!”

Crack!

“Higher.”

I raised my hips as high as I could, really
bending my back sharply since my chest was flat against the bed!
But feeling her fingers rubbing against me was more than worth
it!

“This looks like the perfect position for a
man to come and fuck you,” she said, her fingers pushing into me.
“A big man with a low IQ and wide shoulders and a giant cock!”

Crack!

“And you'll raise your ass and spread your
legs and beg him to fuck you.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Beg him to fuck you,” she said, a second
finger pushing deep into my quivering pussy and pumping in and
out.

“P-Please fuck me!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Say master. Please fuck me with your big
cock Master!”

I moaned as she moved around behind me.

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

Crack!

“Nasty little blonde slut!” she exclaimed.
“Imagine pushing your pussy in the air like this and begging a man
to fuck you!”

Crack!

I felt something pressing against the mouth
of my sex. It was hard and thick, and definitely not her fingers. I
couldn't really see what was going on back there, though. I wasn't
sure what it was! I could feel the pressure mounting against my
sex, and feel the ache growing. It was a dull ache, at first, but
as whatever it was began to force the lips of my sex apart the ache
got sharper.

“Oh! Kendall!” I gasped.

Crack!

“That's mistress to you, slave.”

“It... it's too big!” I moaned.

Crack!

“I told you. Blondes can take any size of
cock.”

I felt it starting to slide into me, then. I
quickly figured it must be some kind of dildo. Despite the ache to
the mouth of my sex a fiery sense of outraged excitement filled my
mind and quickly flooded down into my body!

The dildo was thicker than anything I'd put
into myself before! I felt it pushing higher and higher into my
abdomen, stretching out the elastic walls of my sex so that I ached
inside. But the dark, carnal hunger was building into something
like I had never really felt before! I was almost physically
trembling from the building sexual pressure!

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you, sex slave.”

“P-Please fu-fuck me, Mistress!” I
gasped.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck my little blonde whore.”

God! Fuck! This was so fucking hot!

Crack!

“Please fuck your little blonde whore,
Mistress!” I cried.

The dildo began to move in and out, in and
out, and I became aware that she was kneeling right behind me,
right up close. I mean, she wasn't off to the side where I'd have
expected her to be. And then the dildo went especially deep, making
me cry out, and I felt her hips pressing against my upraised
buttocks!

I felt a monetary confusion. But then I
understood. We had talked about using dildos before, and joked
about a strap-on dildo. She had gotten one! She was fucking me like
a guy would!

I felt this incredible OMG moment as her
hands slid down my hips, and then she gripped my hair and jerked it
back as she ground her hips into my upraised buttocks!

“I'm gonna fuck your blonde brains out, sex
slave,” she taunted.

I was in such a... graphic and obscene and
degrading pose before her, and completely helpless with my wrists
tied behind me, and now she was fucking me like a man would! It was
too much, too hot, too incredible. I came with just about the most
powerful orgasm of my life as she pumped the dildo in and out!

I felt as if I were gripped by a feverish
heat, intoxicated on the thrilling carnal game she had just
introduced into our sex lives! The dildo felt fucking incredible as
it thrust into me, especially with the punctuation mark of her hips
slapping against my buttocks every stroke! It was like I was being
fucked by a guy!

She yanked on my hair and slapped my butt,
really playing to the idea I was her sex slave!

It was just all so wickedly hot that my
climax seemed to surge to a whole different, higher level of
intensity! I cried out again and again, not even thinking about
anything, my mind swamped by the power and depth of the orgasm
tearing through my body!
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“You're lucky my mom didn't hear you, slave
girl,” she said. I'll have to gag you next time.”

“That was so wild,” I groaned.

She squeezed my breasts, rolling the
nipples.

“Maybe I'll make you my sex slave for real,”
she teased. “Nasty blonde slut.”

She gripped my hair and jerked it back,
making me gasp.

“I'll rent you out to the boys, too, make
myself some money. Maybe rent you to frat houses for
gang-bangs!”

“You're sick,” I groaned.

“Ha. You're the one who came like a whore,”
she taunted.

“Untie me,” I groaned.

“Why should I do that? I like you all
helpless.”

She got off the bed and then went to her
closet, rooting around in the bottom before coming back with what I
first thought was a big hunk of black yarn for knitting. But as she
jumped onto the bed I realized it was too thick to be yarn.

“Roll onto your belly, slave girl.”

“What are you – .”

“Now!”

I grunted and rolled onto my belly, and she
crawled over me, straddling my thighs, then sitting down. I felt
her hands on the belt around my wrists, and then felt it loosening.
I was a bit... regretful about that. Somehow having my hands tied
gave me a strange dark thrill.

But no sooner had she removed the belt when
she grabbed my wrists as I started to move them and put them right
back.

“Cross your wrists and keep them there.”

“What are you gonna do?” I asked.

I felt something soft pressing against my
wrists, then sliding around them. I felt my pulse rate pick up,
especially as it began to tighten more and more. I felt her
wrapping several loops, a bunch, maybe, around my wrists, so that
they were snugly locked together. Then she slapped my butt.

“Now I can do anything I want to you,” she
said.

Crack!

“Ow! Quit it!”

“I can torture you as much as I want.”

She got off me, though, and I rolled over,
feeling my chest tightening as I saw she still had a lot of the
black... rope, it looked like, and was contemplating me.

“Bend your legs.”

“What?”

“Bend your knees. Bring your feet back beside
your hips. Like, against your butt.”

“Why?”

“You ask a lot of questions for a slave,” she
said.

She caught my nipple between her thumb and
forefinger and pinched it.

“Ow!”

“Do it.”

I did it!

“Arch your back. Lift your butt up.”

I raised my hips up off the bed, having no
idea what she was up to. With my arms under me it wasn't hard,
though. I felt her grip my wrists, and it felt like she was tying
more of the black rope around them, then she got off the bed and
leaned over and I saw her tying several loops around my left ankle.
She scurried around to the right side and then tied rope around my
right ankle too.

Then she climbed back onto the bed but
ignored me, leaning forward over the headboard. I tried to twist my
head around and back to see what she was doing, and it seemed like
she was gripping ropes and pulling them around the headboard.

Then I felt the pull on my ankles. It was a
sharp pull, too! It yanked my ankles further back, and I felt new
pressure on my wrists as my body started to slide back. It felt
like my wrists were tied in place somehow!

I gasped and lowered my hips to the bed, but
then found I couldn't! My ankles pulled further back, which forced
my hips up. I was soon tightly arched as I lay on the bed, with my
wrists tied to the foot-board and my ankles tied to the
headboard!

This was a level of kinkiness I'd never even
imagined!

She jumped off the bed and moved around to
the foot board, then untied the rope there and pulled it. I gasped
as my wrists were forced further down, which yanked on my
shoulders, which made my back arch even more!

“Wh-what are you... doooing!?” I gasped.

She tore off a strip of masking tape and then
leaned over me, placing it across my mouth!

“Now for the torture,” she said in an evil
voice, cackling as she rubbed her hands.

I moaned helplessly.

“And with your legs spread so wide, I bet I
can fit almost anything up inside your slutty blonde pussy!”

She went back to her closet for something,
and then over to her desk. She returned with a pair of small
binding clips, the kind you use to clip papers together when
there's too many for a paperclip. And then, before I had any idea
what she intended to do, she slipped one around each of my very,
very hard nipples, and then let them close.

Tight!

I felt the sudden burning pain as the clips
closed on my nipples and howled, twisting and writhing as she got
off and moved away. I stared at the binding clips and gulped in air
through my nose as the sharp, stinging pain slowly, slowly, slowly
began to ease into a dull ache!

She returned with string, tying a piece to
each of the clips, then feeding the strings up and forward to the
top of the bedpost behind me.

Then she moved back and climbed onto the bed
again at the lower end.

With my legs spread and my body bowed, my
bottom and hips were elevated, not even touching my wrists, which
had been pulled down sharply so they were right underneath. She
only had to lean forward a little to start licking up and down the
length of my sex.

I felt the dildo pushing and prodding and
then sliding up inside me, then, pumping slowly as she licked at my
clitoris.

This was so weird and freaky!

But while my nipples ached, the ache was a
duller ache now, and my mind began to slowly swelter in the rising
heat of what she was doing between my legs. I was a helpless sex
slave being tortured by her mistress! Okay, maybe not, but it was a
dark, deliciously thrilling fantasy!

And Kendall was very, very good at oral sex!
I was soon grinding my hips back at her, even though I couldn't
even see her given how my hips were raised and my back arched.

What I soon discovered, though, is that the
more my body moved, the more my nipples were pulled against the
strings! Every time my body moved even a little downward I felt the
sharp sting of the clips pulling against my aching little pink
buttons!

But that didn't mean I was going to stop
moving. I couldn't. The surging sexual electricity crackling
through my body made my muscles spasm, made my hips jerk and grind
and buck against her, and kept pulling my nipples against the
clips.

And even though that hurt, the sharp little
stings became sort of absorbed into the swirling heat and pleasure
and raw carnal hunger gripping my body to the point where I
actually jerked my body a little against them, repeatedly, just to
feel the sharp little sting. Because it added to the excitement,
the dark thrill!

Kendall had no trouble licking me into an
intense orgasm, where I bucked and jerked and rode the dildo and
her tongue through a violent, churning storm of sensation, totally
caught up in the dark fantasy and wild pleasure!

Nor did she have much trouble doing it
again!

She moved up alongside me, then, and pulled
the clips off my nipples. That made them hurt even more! Instead of
the dull, background ache they burned like fire again! Fortunately,
that didn't last. The sharp ache began to fade to a dull ache
again, and then even more, to a sense of relief that spread
soothingly over my body.

That was when Kendall, using a small pair of
ice tongs, plucked an ice cube from the glass she'd been drinking
from, and then pressed the little piece of ice directly against my
right nipple.

I squealed, my body bucking and jerking, but
she only grinned, slowly rubbing the piece of ice around and around
and back and forth across my nipples. I couldn't even demand she
stop because my mouth was taped up!

She ran the ice cube slowly over my breasts,
first one, then the other, rubbing it across my nipples, then just
circling each breast, slowly, letting the icy melted droplets of
water trickle slowly down off my breasts.

Given the angle of my body they trickled onto
my upper chest and shoulders, but then she moved the ice, sliding
it down along my ribs!

I squealed and cursed and twisted and
writhed, but she ignored me, humming to herself as she traced the
ice cube up and down along my ribs on the left side, then across my
stomach, then up along ribs on the right side, then back and forth
across my nipples again, freezing them!

“Aw, poor baby. Are you cold?” she cooed.

She bent and began to lick and suck at my
nipples and the center of my breasts. It was very soothing given
her mouth was nice and warm. But then she popped an ice cube into
her mouth to cool it down, and began to lick and suck on my
breasts, before licking her way down my trembling chest and stomach
and abdomen!

And I realized in frustration, that there
wasn't a single thing I could do to stop her!

Having an icy cold tongue licking up along
the side of your ribs is not a pleasant experience!

She giggled and spit out the ice, then she
picked up a candle, lit it, and began to drop hot droplets of wax
onto my chilled nipples!

She shifted back to between my legs again,
resuming her licking and pumping the dildo. Then with the dildo
deep inside me she did something to it and it began to buzz – to
vibrate.

Ohmygod!

She licked faster and faster at my clitoris
as she pumped the vibrating dildo inside me, and my hips began to
roll and buck in helpless convulsions as another orgasm tore
through me! Then another! Then another!

It was exhausting!

My abdomen was starting to ache sharply from
the muscle spasms.

The vibrator thing was driving me insane!
Especially when she pulled it out of me and thrust her fingers in
to pump slowly in and out, then ground the vibrator back and forth
directly across my clitoris! I couldn't stop coming!

I was a wreck when she finally stopped! I was
sweating and trembling and dazed and more than a little
light-headed!

She untied my ankles and wrists from the bed,
but left my wrists tied together behind me. She made me lick her to
orgasm, then we went to sleep, naked, with my wrists tied up!

And when we woke up in the morning, she
gripped my hair and dragged my face in between he legs again,
ordering me to lick her!

“Raise your hips in the air,” she ordered, as
she lay back comfortably. “Get on your knees with your ass in the
air.”

She held tight to my hair as I obeyed.

“Spread your legs. Spread your legs wide like
a hot slut who's waiting for a man to come fuck her,” she
ordered.

So I did! I knelt there, bottom in the air,
moaning, licking her hard until she came.

She did not return the favor, though.

Instead she drew a double loop of the black
rope together, tied a couple of knots in it, and then pulled it in
between my thighs. She tied it around my hips, then drew the double
loop down between my buttocks and up front, yanking firmly until it
dug up into my pussy!

And that was how I had to eat breakfast, with
her AND her mom! Out at the kitchen table, wearing just the
nightie, with the rope jammed up hard between the lips of my sex!
The knots were right at the top of my sex, against my clitoris, and
I could feel how wet I was getting at how outrageous that was, as
my clitoris throbbed and ached and I fought to show no reaction in
front of Mrs. Moore.

The problem was that I usually didn't bother
to wear a bra when I was wearing my nightie. Nor had I done so over
here. I mean, why would I? But now my nipples were very, very
hard.

That thing Kendall had done with the binding
clips last night had hurt! But it had left my nipples even more
sensitive than usual. Even the pressure of the thin cotton nightie
rubbing against them as I moved was a bit scratchy. And given how
aroused I was my nipples were poking at the material like little
pencil erasers!

I tried to kind of keep my arms up so they
were at least partially hiding my breasts, and lean forward more so
the fabric wasn't so tight against my breasts. Of course, that had
me jamming my pussy into the chair exactly where those knots were
pressed tight against my clitoris!

It was kind of an awkward and anxious
breakfast for me!

After breakfast we went back to Kendall's
room. It had its own bathroom, and the tub enclosure had been
removed and replaced with a shower enclosure. This morning we had a
shower together! Kendall, of course, took the lead in soaping up my
body, pressing me back into the wall and kissing me hungrily as her
fingers stroked and caressed me!

She forced her right leg in between my legs,
and kind of lifted my left leg up and back and angled her pussy in
against mine.

I shuddered in heat, grasping her buttocks,
grinding myself against her thigh and pussy as we both kissed with
growing passion! It didn't take long for my orgasm to arrive, with
her rubbing herself against my sensitive pussy, and I could barely
contain my cries of pleasure as her mouth locked tightly with mine
and the pleasure coursed through my body!

Afterward we did our hair, and chatted about
what we were going to do and where we were going to go. Kendall
wanted to do some shopping, which I, of course, was always fine
with. The difference today was that Kendall decided that I would
wear her black turtleneck sweaterdress.

“Why?”

“Because it will look cute on you.”

“It won't fit.”

“Of course it will. It's a sweaterdress. It
stretches.”

“Yeah but – .”

“Obey your mistress, slave girl,” she said in
a haughty voice.

I snorted, but her words sent a hot little
ripple of sexual energy up my spine.

She was way taller than me so I figured the
skirt would be too long, but that didn't turn out to be the
case.

“How old were you when you last wore this?!”
I demanded in dismay.

“Uhm, it's been a while,” she said with a
small smile.

“Like, back when you were twelve?!”

“Oh not that long ago, no.”

The dress did stretch, but it was awfully
taut across my breasts – which was to be expected given that I had
a bigger chest than her. But it was also quite short, even on me. I
had a few short skirts,but not quite this short. And I wore those
to nightclubs not out shopping.

“It's too short.”

“It's fine.”

“Kendall!”

“Slave girl!”

“I'm not your slave girl!” I protested,
though I felt another hot little ripple of energy.

I started to pull it off and she stopped me,
eyes narrowing.

“Are you looking for a spanking, slut?”

I flushed, feeling another little rush.

“I... well, I still have to put on my bra and
– .”

“You don't need a bra. No panties
either.”

“No way!”

“Your breasts don't bounce much.”

“Because I wear bras!”

“And you said it yourself, it's tight against
your boobs.”

“It's not going to – .”

She suddenly pushed me against the dresser,
shoved forward on the back of my neck, yanked up the bottom of the
skirt, and slapped my bottom sharply, all in the space of about a
second!

“Ow! Kendall!”

“Obey your mistress, slave.”

So we went out like that, with me being more
than slightly nervous. Not having panties wasn't too bad, because
at least this wasn't the sort of dress that could fly up in a
breeze. Which meant as long as I didn't go on any stairs with guys
underneath I should be okay. The top really hugged my breasts,
though! So even if it was black people were gonna notice if they
looked!

Kendall ignored my objections.

Fortunately, her mom let us borrow her car,
because I wouldn't have liked to take the bus like that. But even
riding in the car didn't keep me entirely safe. Kendall was really
pushing her little slave girl game, and I couldn't really resist
because, I have to admit, I found it darkly thrilling.

“Spread your legs,” she said once I had sat
down in the car.

I looked at her in surprise, then felt
another little thrum of excitement and obeyed.

“Lift up the skirt of the dress. Pull it up
over your hips.”

“Why!?”

She gave me a haughty look. “Slaves do not
ask such questions. They obey or are punished.”

“You're weird.”

“You're going to get a slap on the bottom for
every impertinent thing you say and I'm keeping track.”

I flushed.

She reached out and gripped my hair behind my
neck and jerked back sharply.

“Obey your mistress, slut!”

“Ow! Don't!”

I pulled the stretchy material up over my
hips, looking out the window to make sure her mom wasn't looking
on, and Kendall released my hair and started the car. She pulled
out of the driveway and then turned on the radio, turning to glance
at my pussy.

“The only problem with that pussy of yours is
it's empty,” she said. “I know blondes love to have big hard cocks
inside them all the time.”

“Maybe I should call up a boy, then,” I
said.

“No, slave girl. I get to decide when boys
fuck you now that you're my sex slave. Remember, this is my
pussy.”

She reached over and rubbed lightly against
my pussy as she spoke.

We drove along and I looked around a bit
nervously. I was naked below the waist, after all. Nobody could see
unless they were way up higher, but there were some big trucks on
the street, and even big pickups were taller than us.

“If I get arrested I'm going to blame
you.”

“Any guy who sees your pussy is going to be
grateful, not angry.”

I snorted.

We didn't go to the mall, like we usually
did. Instead we parked on the street further uptown. I looked
around curiously.

“What's here?”

“Stores.”

“What stores?”

“Slave girls don't need to ask questions.
They only need to obey their mistress and do as they're told.”

I snorted again and pulled down the dress,
then got out of the car and joined her as she walked up the street.
We passed a Chinese restaurant, then a kitchen supply store, then a
bookstore. On the other side of the street was a card shop and a
gas station and a dentist. Then we passed a larger store with
mannequins in the windows which wore kinky leather.

Except we didn't pass it. She gripped my arm
as we reached the door and we went inside!
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I felt my eyes widen. I'd never been in one
of these places! It was a sex shop! I blushed a little even to be
seen by the girl behind the cash!

“What are we doing here!?” I hissed.

“Shopping, slut.”

I flushed, looking around to make sure no one
had heard.

The store wasn't really busy, it being the
middle of a weekday. It was reasonably big, and the only other
customers were a black couple a half dozen aisles over to the left.
Kendall and I turned to the right, examining the 'merchandise'.

“Hmmm,” she said, as we came to a shelf full
of dildos, “I wonder if we can find one big enough for you.”

I looked around nervously again.

“I have a dildo,” I hissed.

“I make the decisions about what goes up your
pussy, slave girl.”

She led me further down the aisle, and then I
felt my pulse rate pick up, because there was all sorts of bondage
stuff here!

She took my hand and then rolled up the
sleeve as she tried on a studded leather... uh, restraint. She
tightened it around my wrist and then buckled it. Then she did the
same to the other one.

“Hmm. I'd be able to see how good they looked
much better without the dress.”

“Forget it!” I hissed.

She sniffed. “Shy blondes. Will wonders never
cease?”

She pulled me along.

“Oh, now this is what we need,” she said.

She picked up a black ball gag and then
pressed it against my mouth.

“Open.”

“Kendall!”

“Open!” she insisted.

I flushed but moaned and let her slowly push
the ball into my mouth! It kind of filled my mouth – too much for
my jaws to close behind it. But I think that was the point, as she
drew the strap around behind my neck and then buckled it.

“You look so hot!” she said.

A guy in the next aisle looked at me and his
eyes widened.

I flushed and looked away, but I felt a
roiling heat in my lower body. Yes, this was embarrassing, but it
wasn't like Kendall and I hadn't teased guys before, like, mock
kissing in bars and stuff to turn them on and “pretend” we were
doing each other. Of course, little did they know that we actually
WERE doing each other!

I reached up to try and unbuckle it but
Kendall pulled me along and was examining what looked like a bunch
of leather harnesses on mannequins. I was trying to feel for how to
undo the strap behind my head and wasn't paying a lot of attention.
But she picked something up, and then continued pulling on my arm
leading me towards a change room.

And I couldn't even complain because of the
ball gag!

I felt relieved, though, when she slid the
curtains closed.

“Put this on,” she said.

She hung the harness on a hook, though, then
yanked the hem of the dress up, peeling it up my body and up under
my arms I reluctantly raised my arms looking at the curtain
nervously, and she pulled it off.

I was naked. I looked around warily. I didn't
usually get naked in change rooms. Especially in sex shops! Who
knew where they might have put cameras!?

“Step into this.”

I looked down as she held the weird
collection of straps, and saw that it was like, sort of a one piece
swimsuit, only made of straps with nothing between. I stepped into
it and she pulled the thing up my body, and I got even more aroused
as I looked at myself in the mirror!

She pulled the straps over my shoulders, then
fastened them in back. But then she looked at the front and it
seemed it was adjustable.

The top consisted of four straps around each
breast, all linked together with four metal rings. It seemed like
you could tighten the straps though, to pull the loop in more
firmly around the breast. Kendall did this until the straps were
squeezing quite firmly against the base of my breasts!

It felt weird! My breasts felt... squeezed,
and were throbbing! Even though they were completely naked they
were compressed enough to stick out! She grinned and rolled my
nipples. Then she pulled my wrists together behind my back, and
before I knew what she intended to do, managed to clip the
restraints together!

“Wait here a minute,” she said.

I stared at her anxiously, but it wasn't like
I had any choice! She slipped out and I was alone, naked, or all
but naked, staring at myself in the mirror!

The harness had a pair of straps coming down
from the ones around my breasts to join to a strap around my waist.
Then two straps came down from the edges of that to join together
into one thicker one that went over my pussy. That narrowed as it
went up between my buttocks to join together to the strap around my
waist.

Kendall returned, much to my relief. She had
collar with her, a studded leather collar! She ignored my attempts
at communicating with her around the gag, fitting it around my neck
and then buckling it there.

“Sit, slave girl.”

She had me sit down, because she had brought
in really high leather boots! They went all the way up my legs to
just below my crotch! My heart was pounding as I looked at the
curtain nervously. I was in such a ridiculously slutty getup! And I
couldn't do anything to cover myself or protest or anything!

She slid the boot up my leg, then laced it up
the inside. Then she did the same for the other one and helped me
stand.

I was now quite a bit taller! These boots had
like five inch stiletto heels! I stared at myself excitedly in the
mirror. Wow! I looked like some kind of kinky bondage slut!

Kendall lifted up my wrists, and I gasped,
for doing that forced me to bend over, to bend way over.

“Spread your legs, slave girl,” she
ordered.

Moaning, I obeyed, and felt her undo the
strap that went up between my buttocks and was attached to the one
around my waist. As that dropped away my pussy was exposed, and her
fingers slid up and down along it, then slowly pushed into me.

I felt my heart rate pick up even more! I
mean, I was in a perverted outfit, and naked, and in a public
place, and helpless! What if someone came in!?

I was wet, and blushed, because I could feel
it as her finger, and then her second finger pumped inside me.

Her fingers pulled back and then something
thicker and harder pushed against me. I moaned, and looked back
between my legs. It was hard to see upside down, but it looked like
some kind of black dildo! Just like the one last night, the
pressure made the mouth of my pussy ached dully, then as it twisted
and pumped and slowly worked its way inside me I felt my tight,
elastic sheath stretching out around it.

I groaned as it pushed deeper and deeper. I
wanted to ask her what the hell she was doing given this was
practically in a public place, but of course, I couldn't say
anything.

She forced the dildo in deep, so deep it
ached. But she still wasn't finished. She held something out in
front of me.

“See this? It's a butt-plug. It's for hot
little blonde sluts. It gets their asses ready to be fucked hard by
lots and lots of men!”

I moaned as I stared at the stainless steel
object in her hand. It was about five inches or so long, and looked
sort of like an egg on a short stem, attached to a base. It
disappeared from view, and I felt pressure against my back opening!
It slowly pushed into me, getting wider and wider, then abruptly
narrowed until I felt just the base against the outside of my
body.

She drew the strap up, then, until it was
pressed against the part of the dildo still outside my pussy. She
pulled up harder and I moaned as the dildo was slowly forced to go
even deeper, until it was completely buried inside me and the head
was jammed against the very back wall of my pussy!

She pulled even harder, ignoring my squeals
of pain, and buckled it behind my back, then finally released my
wrists and let me stand upright.

“Very much the sex slave now, aren't you,
baby,” she teased, rolling my nipples between her thumbs and
forefingers.

All I could do was moan, and try to gesture
with my chin but jerking it towards her, that she should remove the
gag.

She ignored me, and I felt my insides
squirming as I stared at myself in the mirror and my pussy thrummed
around the dildo!

She took out what looked like a leash, and
snapped it to a ring in the front of the collar.

“Now you're all ready to be a sex slave,” she
cooed.

Then she took out a black scarf, folded it in
two, then in two again and pressed it against my face, against my
eyes! She pulled it around behind me and tied it so I couldn't see
a thing.

I gasped as I felt a sudden pull on the
collar! I had no choice but to stumble forward, and then again, and
again, and my heart skipped a beat as I realized that we were no
longer in the change room! I squealed into the gag, trying to turn
around, but I couldn't! And then I didn't even know for sure where
the change room was!

I felt my face heat as she led me through the
store! I couldn't see anyone, of course, but I knew anyone there
could see me! Even if the store was otherwise empty the sales girl
could!

“I'll take these,” I heard her say.

“Do you have the tags?” the girl asked.

“I'll just bring the scanning gun around the
counter,” the girl said.

She came around – I guess – and I heard the
beeping of the gun against the back of my neck, then against my
chest, then against one of my wrists. Then low, as if she was
scanning the boots!

“Oh, and these,” Kendall said.

“Let's see, a dildo and a butt plug?”

“Yes. They're inside her.”

My face was so hot it probably should have
caught fire as there were two more beeps!

“She has nice breasts,” the girl said. “You
should have her nipples pierced.”

“I've thought about it,” Kendall said. “I
might.”

“I know a girl who does femme sluts,” the
girl said. “Way better than taking her to some man.”

Kendall wrote down the number as the girl
told her how much more sensitive my nipples and clit would be if I
got pierced.

Fuck!

“I guess I have to put your dress on, sex
slave, or you might get arrested when we go outside,” she said.

The sales girl giggled.

Kendall unlinked the wrist restraints and
then raised my arms high. I resisted briefly, wanting to snatch off
the blindfold. But then... if I did that I'd have to see the sales
girl! Not to mention whoever else might be there! I felt my face
burn even hotter just thinking about it.

So I let her raise my arms and slip the dress
over my head, pulling the arms down over my arms and then sliding
the dress all the way down until I was safely covered again.

But then when I brought my hands down she
drew my arms behind me again and locked the restraints
together!

I felt the pull of the leash and had to
stumble awkwardly across the floor to the door. It opened and she
took my arm to ensure I got out safely. When we were out on the
street she reached up and pulled the blindfold away and I gasped,
my eyes blinking, then staring around me wildly!

Thank God nobody else was nearby! And the
traffic on the street was quiet! Kendall led me back to the car,
opened the door, and I quickly scooted inside. Then she leaned over
and pulled my seat-belt across me, buckling it with a grin before
withdrawing.

She got in and pulled away from the curb, and
I started yelling at her through the gag.

She turned up the radio until I stopped.

When she lowered it she grinned at me.

“In case you were wondering, there were
several guys in there looking at you with a great deal of
excitement,” she said. “I'm pretty sure they all had raging boners,
too.”

My face colored further.

“The girl behind the counter was obviously
very impressed, too. She was clearly gay. She was practically
drooling when she looked at your breasts. I wonder what they all
would have paid me to let them fuck my sex slave.”

She stopped at a stop sign and then took her
cell phone out and brought up a picture. It was of me, naked but
for the harness, with my arms raised!

“Now before I remove your gag,” I want to say
three things,” she said.

“First, if you are rude to your mistress, you
will be punished. Second, everyone in that store was a total
stranger, and you will never see them again. Third, because of the
blindfold on and the gag in your mouth, none of them would
recognize you even if by some chance they ran into you again.”

I looked anxiously at my face in the picture,
and it was kind of true that it was a pretty good disguise.

“Oh, also. There's a feature of this harness
thing you probably didn't notice.”

She tugged my skirt up to reveal the front of
the harness.

“Spread your legs,” she ordered.

I instinctively did, and she ran her hand
along the crotch, then showed me there was a zipper at the top. She
tugged it down and the leather crotch thing spread apart, at least
to the top of where the dildo was. That let her slide her finger
into her mouth, then down to rub my clitoris.

I moaned, my legs jerking together
instinctively.

“Spread your legs!” she barked.

I moaned and obeyed, and she resumed rubbing
my clitoris.

And despite the wild, emotional turmoil I had
just gone through, well, it all began to fade away. She was right.
They were strangers and they'd never recognize me, and it was in
the past. And my clitoris was incredibly hot and swollen and
sensitive as her skilled fingers rubbed me.

“Dirty girl,” she teased. “Nasty little
blonde slut. I'm going to tie you spreadeagled to a bed and invite
a whole football team to take you!”

She jerked back on my hair and I gasped, back
arching.

“A football team full of big, musclebound,
black players,” she taunted. “All with giant black cocks eager to
bury themselves in pretty naked blonde girls!”

God, she was sick! But then, so was I,
because her dark fantasy was making my mind burn even as her
fingers sent hot little pulses of pleasure through my body.

She reached behind my neck and undid strap,
then worked the ball gag out of my mouth.

“You're... such... a pervert!” I gasped.

She stepped on the accelerator and the car
started forward.

“You're just learning this now?” she asked in
amusement.

I jerked my wrists against the leather
bands.

“Unlock me!”

She turned and raised her eyebrows, then
turned away.

“Please unlock me,” I said, frowning.

“When you address me, slave, you will call me
mistress,” she said in her haughty voice.

“Please unlock me, Mistress,” I said, feeling
fluttery sensations in my lower belly.

She stopped at the next light and pulled me
forward, then reached down behind me and unclipped the leather
restraints, letting me pull my arms free.

“And now that your hands are free what do you
intend to do with them?”

Put that way, I really didn't have any
ideas.

“Pull your skirt up again.

I flushed, looked around, then did so.

“Now take two fingers from your right hand
and slide them into your mouth.”

I did so, feeling the excitement churning
within me.

“Now slide them down and rub your hot little
clit.”

God!

I did so, gasping, pushing them in harder and
looking around again.

This is so sick! I thought wildly. Playing
with myself in front of her and in a moving car with people driving
past!

“lift your dress up under your arms ”

I gasped.

“Do it, slave!” she barked.

I moaned and obeyed, sliding it up over my
breasts, staring around wildly.

“Lovely tits,” she said, reaching over and
giving one a squeeze. “Keep rubbing your clit.”

I slumped in the seat, my breathing becoming
more ragged, rubbing my clitoris and squeezing my breast, my head
constantly turning from side to side as I looked around
anxiously.

That I was masturbating in front of Kendall
was wild and heady all on its own. I mean, yes, we had had sex, but
I'd never masturbated in front of her! Or anyone! But that was what
I was doing as I slumped lower, moaning low in my throat as I
rubbed my clitoris.

“You are not allowed to have an orgasm,
slave. Not unless I give you permission,” she said.

God! This is so kinky and outrageous! I
thought.

I moaned, rubbing myself faster, the sexual
heat growing, my chest tightening, my heart thumping.

“M-May I... have an orgasm, please,
Mistress?” I moaned.

“No.”

“Pleeeease?”

“You'll have to beg a lot harder, sex
slave.”

“Please can I have an orgasm, Mistress?!” I
whined.

“Who is asking?”

The question confused me.

“Me?”

“Who is me?”

“Uhm... Hannah?”

She sighed and shook her head at my evident
stupidity.

“Is my sex slave asking permission to
come?'

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Then let her ask properly.”

Again I was confused, and it was getting hard
to think straight as I rubbed my clitoris.

“Can I... can Sex slave please come,
Mistress?” I moaned.

“No. Sex slave can only have orgasms at her
mistress's hands.”

I moaned and then drew my fingers back.

“Please make Sex slave come, Mistress!” I
begged.

“Spread your legs wider, slut.”

I shuddered at her dark, nasty words!

I slumped still lower, drawing my knees up
and spreading them as wide to the sides as I could, while I reached
up above me and gripped the headrest.

Kendall turned onto another road, then
reached over with one hand, her fingers sliding along my lips, then
into my mouth.

Moaning, I licked and sucked them, my head
pulsing with pressure, my body thrumming with sexual heat and
excitement. She pumped them in and out and then pushed them down
between my legs, rubbing my clitoris.

“Oh! Oh! Oh fuck!” I moaned, arching my back
and grinding my hips up at her.

“Would the blonde slut like to come?” she
demanded.

“Yes, mistress!”I moaned.

“Beg for it.”

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

“Don't say I. Say please may the blonde cum
slut have an orgasm.”

Oh fuck!

“Please may the blonde cum-slut have an
orgasm, Mistress!? I gasped, rolling my hips up harder and
faster.

“Again, whore.”

“Please may the blonde cum-slut have an
orgasm, Mistress!?”

I never would imagined that just words – that
saying them – saying outrageous, degrading, insulting words, would
be such a wild, shocking thrill!

“Again, slut.”

“Please may the blonde cum-slut have an
orgasm, Mistress!” I gasped.

“No.”

She pulled her hand away, as I panted and my
chest heaved, then brought it back with what looked like a magic
marker in her fingers. She clicked it, and it buzzed, and she
pushed it down against my clitoris.

The vibrator seemed to make my swollen,
overheated clitoris explode with sensation, sensation that tore up
through my body like a wild flare of sexual energy, overloading my
mind!

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Oh God! Oh Fuck! Fuck! Ohh!” I
cried, my hips bucking up frantically.

The orgasm tore through me like a howling
firestorm! I twisted and arched and bucked up against the vibrator
as the energy raced up my spine and exploded in my skull! I cried
out all the air in my lungs, sucked in more and cried it all out
again in a wild, undulating wail of animal rapture!
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It was fairly clear to me that this bondage
shit was not new to Kendall. She obviously enjoyed it, but she
wasn't shocked by anything, and it didn't appear to me that she was
making stuff up as she went along. It seemed to me she was playing
a role she knew how to play and had played before, like an actress
in a familiar part.

That didn't bother me at all, though. I was
thrilled – darkly thrilled – but thrilled. And the fact she knew
what she was doing was actually a bonus, as far as I was concerned.
Because it was all entirely new to me. I was a bit nervous and felt
more than a little awkward and embarrassed and uncertain about it
all. It was reassuring she was familiar with things.

I was grateful we were able to make it to her
bedroom without her mom seeing me in the thigh high fuck-me boots,
though. Not to mention my bare breasts and hard nipples sticking
out against the thin sweater. But as soon as we got to her bedroom
Kendall made me remove the sweater. Then she had me put my hands up
behind my neck, and locked the rings on the wrist bands to a ring
in the back of the collar.

“Elbows back, chest out, slut.”

I gulped, nervously looking at the door.

Kendall shoved the ball-gag back into my
mouth and buckled it behind me.

“Spread your legs, sex slave.”

I obeyed, feeling a hot throbbing between my
legs.

“The first duty of a sex slave is to obey her
mistress,” she said. “No matter what she thinks. She must obey her
mistress instantly, without question, and without hesitating. If
she does not, then she gets punished like the bad little sex slave
she is.”

She had brought a bag in with her, I noticed.
Now she went to it and took something from it. My eyes widened. It
was about two and a half feet long, quite thin. Beyond the handle
it looked like a pencil with... leather or something similar
wrapped around it. All except the tip, which ended in a two inch
long strip of flexible... leather?

“Now,” she said, swinging the thing through
the air so it made a swishing sound. “I believe you said I was
weird. That is a very disrespectful thing for a sex slave to say to
her mistress. You also called me a pervert. Another disrespectful
thing to say.”

She brought the thing down so the softer
leather at the tip could rub against my swollen right nipple.

“Any slave girl who who speaks
disrespectfully to her mistress must expect to be punished,” she
said. “And a riding crop is a good place to start.”

A riding crop!? OMG! I looked at it
nervously, moaning, wondering how far she would try to go!

She rubbed the thing slowly against my
nipple.

“Don't worry, slave girl. Your mistress may
hurt you, but she will never harm you.”

She drew the thing back a little.

“Elbows back! Chest out!”

I gasped, obeying, flinching as she brought
it down slowly against my nipple again. Then she drew it back and …
slapped the tip down. Then again, and again, and
againagainagainagainagain....

I moaned and trembled as she brought the tip
down so fast it was a blur! Oh, she wasn't hitting hard, for her
arm hardly moved. She was just using her wrist to slap the light
little leather thing against the center of my breast. But it did
sting a little, and the more she continued the more it stung and
began to throb and burn!

She shifted to my other nipple, and I
flinched and gasped, jerking my elbows back and arching my back
again as she whipped it down faster.

“Bad little slave girls can expect to be
treated appropriately,” she said.

She shifted to my right nipple again, and I
moaned as it got hotter and hotter, then she moved back to the
left, slapping the tip of the crop down against it with equal
speed.

She moved behind me and undid the gag, then
drew it out.

I was drawing in air in ragged gulps.

“Are you sorry for being rude to your
mistress, Sex slave?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm sorry for being rude, Mistress!”

She brought the shaft it self down across my
bottom and I yelped.

“That is not how a sex slave refers to
herself. Saying 'I' presumes that you are a person. You are not a
person. You are a sex slave and must refer to yourself in that
fashion.”

Whaaat? I thought in confusion.

“Say 'This sex slave is sorry for being rude
mistress,” she said.

I licked my lips. “This sex slave is sorry
for being rude, Mistress,” I said.

This is so fucking sick! I thought
excitedly.

“Are you sorry for being a blonde
cum-slut?”

“I – I.. yes,Mistress!” I gulped.

She brought the crop down across my bottom
again and I gasped in pain.

“Say it, slut.”

“I... This sex slave is sorry for being a
blonde cum-slut, Mistress!” I gasped.

“On your knees, slut.”

I got down on my knees – awkwardly given the
thigh-high stilettos.

“Elbows back, slave.”

I jerked my elbows back as she gazed down at
me.

She undid her jeans and slid them down and
off, along with her thong, then peeled her blouse up and off and
removed her bra.

“Now, Sex slave, please your mistress,” she
ordered.

She wound her fingers through my hair, then
jerked my head forward against her, and I started to eagerly lick
her pussy.

“Don't lick like a dog, even if you are a
bitch in heat,” she said.

She punctuated her words by slapping at the
side of my left breast with the tip of the crop.

“Nasty little slave girl,” she said, slapping
at my breast again.

I moaned dazedly, the dark sexual heat and
thrills swirling wildly inside me! My breasts were throbbing and
felt swollen and hard – which, thanks to the straps digging into
them, they were!

“Softer, slut,” she growled, slapping at the
side of my breast again.

There was a knock at the door and I gasped
and almost screamed, trying to jerk back away from her and hide
myself. She tightened her grip on my hair, though to hold me in
place.

“Yeah?” she called.

“Kendall, I'm going out. I'll be back in a
few hours,” her mother said.

“Kay,” she replied.

“Sex slaves are not permitted to try and pull
away from their mistress' hand,” she said sternly.

“I was afraid your mom would walk in and –
ow!”

She pulled back on my hair sharply, forcing
it way back, which of course, arched my back sharply.

“Mistress would think of such things.
Mistress knew the door was locked. Sex slaves need have no
concerns, slave, that anything will happen without mistress'
knowledge. She is far wiser than a mere slave. Does Sex Slave
understand?”

She slapped at my nipples again
repeatedly.

“Oh! Oh! Ow! Yes, Mistress!” I squealed.

“And if mistress wishes this lovely blonde
body to be viewed by others than that will happen, too. Sex slaves
have no say in such things because their mistress owns their
body.”

She released my hair and then walked over to
the bag again, returning with... I don't know, a kind of cord? It
wasn't over a foot long. Then I noticed it was actually three
cords. Or rather, it was one which split into two. The two branches
had little loops at the end.

Kendall bent and slipped the first loop over
my throbbing right nipple, and then as I watched nervously, slipped
the second over my left. Then she carefully tightened them, first
one, then the other. At first I felt a pressure, then a stinging,
then a throbbing that ached!

“Oh! Oh! Please, Mistress!” I gasped. “That
hurts, Mistress!”

“Pain and pleasure are both heat, slave.”

She put down the crop and instead held my
hair again, while tugging on the cord – which tugged on my
nipples.

“Please your mistress, sex slave.”

Moaning, I leaned in and began to lick
again.

This time instead of whapping at my breast
she tugged at the cord, making my nipples sting, as she directed me
to exactly how hard, how soft, how fast, how slow and where to lick
and suck her clitoris and the surrounding flesh.

She never called me Hannah as she gave these
instructions, but always 'slut'. It was so outrageous and depraved
and dark and thrilling!

By the time she came my nipples were on
fire!

She pulled the loops free, then got the
vibrator. She knelt beside me, unzipped the front of the leather
crotch piece digging into me and stuck the vibrator in. She jerked
back on my hair and kissed me passionately as she ground the
vibrator against my pussy!

The dark, sizzling heat swept through me, and
I began to cry out and buck my hips against the vibrator. Then she
pulled her lips off mine and bent to suck and lick at my
nipples!

I came, crying out again and again, the
breath sobbing out of me as a firestorm tore through my nervous
system! Oh my God, it was so good!

I practically sagged, boneless, when the
orgasm finally faded.

“You're such a filthy little animal!” she
growled, jerking on my hair. “But I know what animals like,
especially bitches in heat.”

She jerked forward on my hair, bending me
forward so my face was against the floor.

“Raise that ass high, slut.”

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp slap to my buttocks,
and obeyed.

I felt her undoing the buckle at the small of
my back, then also undoing the buckle behind my neck. She drew the
harness completely off, leaving me naked but for the boots, collar
and restraints.

Crack!

“Ass high, slut!”

I gasped and obeyed.

“What bitches in heat want more than anything
else is to be fucked. Isn't that right, slut?”

Crack!

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“A bitch in heat loves a big cock inside her.
Doesn't she whore?”

Crack!

“Oh! Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

Her fingers rubbed my pussy, then dug in and
slowly drew the dildo out. I shuddered and moaned in helpless
pleasure. It had been jammed so deep inside me for what felt like
forever!

She pumped it in and out as she rubbed her
fingers against my clitoris, then slid it deep again and got up.
She went to the closet, then got the strap-on thing she'd used on
me before! The one with the even bigger black cock!

“Beg me to fuck you, whore.”

“P-Please... please fuck me, Mistress!” I
whimpered.

Crack!

“Say this sex slave begs to be fucked,” she
ordered.

Fucking weird!

“This sex slave begs to be fucked, Mistress!”
I moaned.

She knelt behind me and pulled the dildo
out.

Crack!

“Again, whore.”

“This sex slave begs to be fucked,
Mistress!”

Crack!

“Again, you filthy little animal.”

She rubbed the thing up and down against my
throbbing, oozing pussy.

“This sex slave begs to be fucked, Mistress!”
I cried.

I felt the aching pressure against my mons,
then felt it slowly pushing into my body as a dark, feverish heat
rose around me. It was even thicker than the one I'd had inside me,
and I half sobbed as a wicked, wild thrill of excitement roiled my
mind!

“Oh! Oh! Fuck! Oh God! OH!”

She slid it deep. Soooo fucking deep! Oh God
it was deep!

“Whore. Bitch in heat,” she growled, slapping
at my bottom and then yanking at my hair.

“Your mistress is going to fuck you the way
you deserve – hard.”

She began to do just that, and I nearly lost
my mind as another massive orgasm tore through me! The feel of that
thick, deliciously long cock churning inside me, her hips slapping
against my buttocks, and even her slaps and yanks on my hair all
drove me to the edge of sanity as I cried out in a long, undulating
wail of pleasure!

Nor did she stop as the orgasm faded. She
continued to pound the thing into me, to jerk on my hair, to slap
my bottom, and to call me a sex slave and a bitch in heat. And then
her hand snaked around my hip and her fingers found my clitoris and
I exploded into another wild explosion of pleasure!

And then another!

I was so dazed, drained, exhausted, and
wrung-out. I was light-headed and gulping in air.

She slid the big dildo out of me, and pushed
the vibrator in that she'd used last night. Then she pulled that
butt-plug thing out of my ass and began to slowly work the big
dildo into it!

I trembled and moaned.

Kendall, what are you doing to me!? I thought
dazedly.

The big slick dildo pushed deep into my ass,
even as the vibrator buzzed away inside my sopping wet pussy. By
then I had all-but collapsed, but my ass was high in the air and my
knees spread as she began to pump, began to fuck me – in the
ass!

I had never been fucked in the ass before. It
felt... strange! But not painful, really. Maybe the butt-plug had
gotten me used to it. I mean, it did ache. I felt... stretched, but
the ache was simply absorbed into the storm of heat raging through
my body.

“Uhnngh!” I groaned as she jerked on my
hair.

“Beg me to fuck your ass, slave.”

“Ohh!” I gasped as she yanked again.

“This sex slave begs to be fucked in... in
the ass, Mistress!” I panted.

“Louder, slut.”

“This sex slave begs to be fucked in the ass,
Mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“Louder, whore.”

“This sex slave begs to be fucked in the ass,
Mistress!”

The dildo churned inside me, plunging deep,
the vibrator buzzing, and I was wrapped in an intoxicating sexual
fever, sobbing and gasping and moaning and crying out until still
another massive orgasm tore through my trembling, shaking body!

Kendall leaned over me, into me, her hands in
my hair and against my head, jamming my face down as her hips
thrust forward again and again! My body rocked and shuddered under
the impact as she thrust the big black cock into me with savage
force, and I just felt so... so... owned!

*

I was sore inside! God! It felt like I'd been
repeatedly punched in the gut – on the inside!

Kendall didn't give me a lot of time to
recover, though. Instead, she attached the leash thing to the
collar and tugged – harder and harder – until, groaning, I rolled
over and sat up.

Kendall pushed the ball-gag back into my
mouth without warning, and I glared at her in annoyance.

“Come, slave girl,” she said in amusement.
“You have so much more to learn about your new status.”

I felt a little jolt of anxiety as she opened
the bedroom door, but I knew her mom had gone out, so I followed
along as she took me out into the hall. We went out into the living
room, and then over to the stairs which led down. We didn't go
down, though. Instead she reached into the laundry room and took
out a pole with a hook on the end, then reached up and hooked the
ring on the door to the attic.

The door pulled down, and then an angled
ladder slid down, unfolding itself until it reached the floor.
Kendall climbed up, and then pulled on the leash. I looked up
uncertainly, but then put my foot on the lowest rung. It was angled
forward but even so it made me nervous climbing with my hands
locked up behind my collar!

I climbed slowly, and she tugged firmly on
the leash to keep me from losing my balance. Then we came out into
the attic.

Her mom had brought a new bungalow, because
it had high ceilings and big windows. The attic was oddly shaped.
It angled up sharply on the right, which would be where their
living room, dining room, kitchen and family room were. But it was
flat on the left over the garage, bathrooms and bedrooms.

There wasn't much here, probably because it
would be hard to move anything large or heavy up the ladder. And I
wondered what the hell we were doing up here. The floor was dirty,
unpolished wood, and the walls were unfinished wood framing. The
attic was not insulated. That meant it would be very cold in winter
and – very hot in summer.

And it was almost summer. Certainly it was a
hot spring day. And it was very hot and humid in the attic.

Kendall led me over to the middle of the
room, which was lit only by a pair of bare bulbs overhead. She
moved behind me and then did something to unlock my left wrist from
the collar. She lifted it straight up. I cocked my head back, and
saw there was a chain there, which she clipped the wrist band
to!

I moaned into the gag, feeling confusion,
anxiety, and a dark little rush.

She unlocked my right wrist and then lifted
that hand up high and clipped that to the chain, too.

She gave my breast a squeeze.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I moaned but obeyed, even though that made
the chain go taut. She grinned and showed me the vibrator thing,
and I shuddered as she pushed it into me, sliding it slowly up
inside my still very wet pussy.

“Close your legs.”

I obeyed again, and she went behind me and
over to the wall. Then she did something, and gripped some sort of
lever. She turned it, not without effort, grunting as she pushed
against it, and I gasped as I felt the chain go taut, then lift me
right off the floor!

“Excellent,” she said.

She came back and stared at me excitedly.

Even with my toes off the floor she was still
a bit taller than me as she looked me up and down and ran her hands
slowly over my breasts and then down my body.

“Sex slaves should know what it feels like to
be hung by their wrists,” she said.

And then she winked, and reached down to turn
on the vibrator. She went back to the ladder, went down it, and
then pushed the ladder back up and closed the trap door, leaving me
alone.

Holy shit! I thought. Kendall was really
taking this game to the limits!

My wrists were already starting to ache as I
looked up at them. The bands were thick and padded but they still
jammed against my wrists as I hung there! I stared down the length
of my body, feeling increasingly breathless as the vibrator buzzed
inside me and between my thighs.

My body felt all... stretched! My arms
especially! My shoulders ached a little, and I felt a strange
tightness in my chest.

My body just... hung there!

I moaned around the gag in my mouth, feeling
how taut the skin over my breasts was, feeling... heavy. My lower
body was like dead weight, except that the vibrator was buzzing
away inside me!

I squirmed, which only made me start to turn
on the end of the chain.

I was very hot in the attic, and I began to
sweat – a lot. In fact, every minute that passed made me sweat
more! It wasn't just the heat, though. I quickly found that hanging
by the wrists is hard work. You can't just... dangle there, because
you can't actually breath for some reason. I had to kind of use my
arms and shoulder to pull myself up a bit every time I
breathed.

That quickly got exhausting in the stifling,
humid heat! But even more exhausting was the way my heart was
beating furiously and my pulse racing as I ground my thighs
together around the vibrator!

Hanging by my wrists struck me as darkly
thrilling and outrageous and wickedly kinky, and that added to the
dark fire coursing through my veins. And the orgasm was not long in
coming. I bucked and jerked and twisted and writhed, moaning and
crying out into the gag as the screaming rush of sexual pressure
was released, my nerve endings crackling and my muscles spasming
wildly.

That left me even more exhausted, sweaty and
dazed!

But the dark heat inside me did not ease
much. The vibrator was relentless, and my pussy squeezed down on it
repeatedly. I couldn't keep still. It felt so... delicious to grind
my thighs together! The sexual heat wrapped itself around my mind
and my body, and beads of sweat were trickling slowly down across
my breasts and belly and thighs.

Another orgasm hit me, and I thrashed and
squealed and cried out, free to do so since no one was watching or
listening.

I was on my way to a third when the trap door
pulled down, but I didn't pay it a lot of attention. I was really
deeply immersed in a sexual fever by then. My mind was wrapped in
dark fantasy, and my body was quivering with hunger and
arousal.

Kendall was wearing shorts and a t-shirt. For
some reason this made me feel twice as naked, and twice as much the
sex slave!

“Are you having fun, little sex slave?” she
cooed.

She slid her fingers between my legs and
rubbed at my clitoris, and I cried out, my hips jerking spastically
against her.

“Don't want to leave you like this too long,
though,” she said. “But that's okay. There are other ways.”

She bent and gripped my right ankle, then
wrapped what looked like another leather band around it over the
boot. She hummed to herself as she put a second one around my left
ankle, then stood up, gripping that ankle and lifting it up into
the air.

My legs felt heavy, but she didn't seem to
have a lot of trouble lifting my ankle up, raising my leg and
pressing it back against my torso. She had the ankle in both hands
and was lifting it up above my head!

The vibrator slid out of me onto the floor,
making me moan at its absence, but also groan in relief. Most of my
attention was on her and my ankle, though, wondering dazedly what
the heck she was up to.

As it turned out, she was hooking the new
restraint around my ankle to the hook on the end of the chain. She
let go and it stayed there. Then she reached up and got another
chain, bringing it over and pinning it against me as she lifted my
other ankle up and back and attached it to the second chain.

She went to the wall again and turned a crank
and I felt my right ankle pulled up more sharply, and out to the
side as well. Then she unhooked my wrists from the hook and I
squealed as I abruptly fell! Only I didn't fall because my ankles
were being held up high!

My body did unfold, though, with my head and
arms swinging back and down until I was hanging upside down by the
ankles!

She did something to the chains and my ankles
pulled wider, then I went lower, until my hands could touch the
floor. Not for long, though, because she quickly drew each wrist
out and apart and then chained them to little rings in the
floor!

I felt her fingers at my ass, then, felt them
dipping in and out. They were slippery with something, and a moment
later a dildo pushed into me, a thick one which she slowly worked
down deeper and deeper until I ached.

She pushed the vibrator back into my pussy,
almost burying it, and then, weirdly, flicked a little lighter as
if lighting something.

Then she left, pushing the trap door back up
– and turning out the lights.

I moaned helplessly, staring around me at the
upside down attic, sweat trickling down my body now instead of up.
The first thing I realized was that there was some light, just a
little, and that it was coming from a single candle flame. The
candle flame was up above me, or actually, between my legs.

The candle was in my ass!

This realization astonished me. Where was
Kendall getting these perverted ideas!?

The vibrator buzzed.

I moaned dazedly.

I was spreadeagled upside down! But at least
the ache in my wrists, arms and shoulders was now gone. And I had
no difficulty breathing except for the heat.

She shoved a great big candle into my ass! I
thought, marveling at the thought.

Then I gasped as I felt the first droplet of
wax fall onto my bottom! I twisted my head up and forward, then
dropped it, gasping. At least the candle flame was well above my
body, even if the wax was starting to trickle down!

Every time I moved I felt a drop or two or
three spilling onto my buttocks or inner thighs! At least the
vibrator kept it from falling directly onto my pussy. But then
again, the vibrator was making it very hard to keep still!

My thighs were spread wide, which made the
vibrations less intense. But my body was still burning up with
sexual hunger, and I... I writhed, slowly in place, my limbs
straining and pulling against the restraints, my body burning
inside and out, sweat trickling down even faster as the wax
droplets fell!

And then the orgasm hit, and my writhing
became wild thrashing as convulsions wracked my body.
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I had no idea how much time had passed. I was
exhausted, drained, dazed, and only semi-conscious. Had I been more
conscious I would have been horrified at Kendall's mother being
there with her, even though I would have been gratified she was
giving Kendall shit for putting me there.

“I don't care if you were keeping an eye on
her in the camera, you never leave a bound sub alone,” her mother
snapped. “And you have to be careful about dehydration when they're
doing anything energetic in heat like this. You are completely
responsible for them since they can't act or think for themselves,
Kendall!”

“She's fine,” Kendall said defensively. “She
was coming like a whore.”

“And now she looks half dead!”

“She's just tired.”

“You have the arrogance of someone who knows
a little about something, and not enough to know better,” Mrs.
Moore said.

I felt somewhat embarrassed, but not a lot.
Because I didn't care that much about... anything.

I groaned weakly as the chains lowered me and
they had me lay on the floor.

“We'll have to use the hoist to get her down.
She's not going to be able to walk,” Mrs. Moore said in
irritation.

I felt weirdly empty. Then I realized the
candle and vibrator were gone.

They carried me over to the trap door, then
pushed my head and shoulders over the edge. I hung upside down
again, only now I was sliding lower, being held by the ankles once
more. Kendra was already down below me and she took hold of me as I
reached bottom.

Then she and her mother carried me into the
bathroom. They took out the gag, put me in some cool water, then
had me drink some water.

All the while Mrs. Moore was lecturing
Kendall on how to train and take care of subs. Whatever the fuck
that was.

My mind started to waken, and I got more
embarrassed as I began to realize what was going on. Then,
thankfully, she left, and I was alone with Kendall.

Kendall was soaping me up and then rinsing me
off with the hand shower that was attached to the side of the
tub.

The more awake I felt the more embarrassed
and anxious I got.

“Oh my God!” I moaned. “How did your mother
find me!?”

“She caught me going up into the attic,”
Kendall said. “And I've never been able to lie to her.”

“So you told her I was up there hanging
naked!?”

“Well, sort of. You must have figured out by
now she's gay.”

I hadn't, actually. I wasn't sure if that
made things worse or not.

“She saw me hanging naked like that!” I
moaned.

“So? You looked beautiful and sexy.”

She was shampooing my hair, so I closed my
eyes.

“With a vibrator inside me!” I moaned. “And a
candle!”

“Yeah. She gave me shit about the candle.
Said the wax might have hit your eyes or something. I mean,
honestly, how likely was that?”

“Aren't you embarrassed!?”

“Why? She's not shocked. She does this sort
of thing herself.”

She does!?”

“Sure.”

I didn't have to ask if she was the one who
tied people up or if she got tied up herself. I knew very well she
tied up other people – other women.

She used the hand shower to rinse off the
shampoo.

“This is humiliating!”

“Why? Like I said, she's seen lots of women
naked and tied up in various positions. She's the one that ties
them up, after all.”

“Not me!”

“Well, now she has. She thinks you have a
gorgeous body. So there's nothing to be embarrassed about.”

I shook my head and moaned, wondering if I
could duck my head under the water and drown.

“She must think I'm a total slut!”

“Of course.”

I looked at her indignantly.

“But you're a blonde, Hannah,” she said.
“Everyone knows blondes are total sluts.”

I glared at her. “They are not.”

She snorted.

“Well I'm not!”

“Because you were worried about your
reputation. Remember, this is me here. I've heard your sexual
fantasies.”

“Just because I have sexual fantasies that
doesn't make me a slut!

“You're a repressed slut,” she said in
amusement. “I intend to make you less repressed.”

“Well I don't want to be less repressed!”

“Of course you do. It's way more fun.”

As soon as I was clean I got up, a bit
unsteadily, and Kendall helped me towel off, then brushed and
blow-dried my hair. She tried to talk me into staying for lunch but
I couldn't bear to face her mother again so I quickly dressed and
went home!

Along the way I marveled at what a wild and
slutty time I'd had! From the attic to her fucking me in the ass,
to the insane visit to the sex shop, and then the night before...
wow! Just... wow!

I was sore in multiple places, but my mind
couldn't stop running the wild and perverted memories of the things
I'd done. Because, I mean, while I wasn't a virgin or anything, I'd
never done anything remotely that kinky before.

My apartment wasn't far and when I got home
it was empty. My parents and brother were all working. I went to my
room and stripped naked – well, I was wearing yesterday's clothes –
then went to the bathroom and looked at myself.

“Slut,” I said.

I didn't say it with shame, though, but more
kind of well... maybe even a bit proud. It was so wild, after all.
Yes, that Mrs. Moore had seen me was incredibly humiliating! But if
she did the same stuff herself then it wasn't so bad. She'd seen me
practically naked any number of times because I and Kendall had
often sunbathed by the back pool in nothing but thongs.

And it wasn't like she was going to tell
anyone!

I got dressed, made lunch, and went through
my email, texts, and other messages. I had other friends besides
Kendall, after all.

But Kendall did figure pretty prominently on
the list just now!

We continued to exchange text messages, and
in one of them I told her I could have died up there in the attic
of heat stroke. Her text was jarring.

I could see you were fine on the camera.

I suddenly remember that snippet of
conversation between her and her mother!

What camera? I demanded.

A little camera I put there that connected to
my phone. You think I'd leave you up there without keeping an eye
on you?

And then she sent me a picture – of me
dangling naked from my wrists!

I stared at it, open mouthed. I mean, I had
just done it, but seeing myself... it suddenly tightened my chest,
made my pulse race, and sent a hot thrumming surge of energy
through my lower belly!

I looked so... hot! And I don't mean because
I was clearly sweating! My skin was glistening, and my hair was
tangled and matted. I just looked like... like some kind of hot
bondage slut! God! My thighs were closed but you could still see
the bit of the base of the vibrator there!

I just stared at it, transfixed, for a long
minute, my mind rippling through the memories of what had happened.
Then another text arrived, with another picture! This was of me
hanging upside down. You couldn't see my face, at least, because it
was taken from behind, but I knew it was me! And I could see the
candle and vibrator and... my God! It was so... insanely
erotic!

My phone beeped and I checked and saw I had
an email – from her. I opened it and there was an attachment – a
video.

It wasn't from the attic, though. It was from
her bedroom! It showed me in the harness, me on my knees licking
her pussy, and then me face down with my ass in the air. I stared,
open-mouthed, as she pressed the dildo against my pussy and fucked
me

Rubbing my clitoris frantically as I did!

I got up and practically ran to my laptop,
opening my mail there so I could watch on the bigger screen. Oh my
God! I looked so hot, so... helpless! A helpless prisoner being
fucked hard – savagely! I rubbed my clitoris as I watched, as I
listened to myself crying out in pleasure, and came to the sight of
myself coming!

Do you have cameras everywhere? I
demanded afterward.

No. The one I put in the attic was for safety
reasons. The one on my dresser was for fun.

You never told me!

That's because you're repressed and would
have acted differently.

I would have said no!

No, you wouldn't. You never say no to me.

Which was true enough.

But you wouldn't have been as natural.

What if someone sees these!? I
demanded.

Then they'll get really, really turned
on, she replied. Watching them turns me on again.

Me too, I thought. I wasn't going to
tell her that, though!

You should have asked me!

Mistresses don't ask sex slaves for
permission, she replied.

Bitch!

Someone's looking for a spanking.

Yeah, right! Don't even think about it!

I'm thinking about it now.

Well, forget it!

Look forward to it, sex slave.

Dyke! Slut! Pervert! I typed.

Keep it up and maybe you'll get a strapping
instead.

Ha! I'm not scared of you!

Good. You shouldn't be.

I snorted.

It was impossible to keep my mind off it for
long. My parents and brother came home and I felt a little awkward,
like maybe there was a brand new mark on my face or something that
said 'SLUT' in big letters, but they didn't notice anything.

Plus Kendall kept sending me texts. Like, one
had a picture of those thigh-high stiletto boots she'd bought and
said 'Your boots are waiting for you, slut'.

I like boys, I texted back.

Me too. Maybe I'll find some boy with a
great big cock to fuck your blonde brains out then, she
replied.

Good! Do that! I responded.

I watched some Netflix, masturbated
furiously, and then went to sleep.

*

Wanna come over and sit by the pool? she
texted next morning.

I hesitated. But it was nice out, and she had
a nice private pool. On the other hand – .

My mom is gone out.

Okay, but you can be my slave girl this
time.

Not likely.

I put on my thong bikini, already starting to
feel a sense of … anticipation, as well as some anxiety. This was
all incredibly hot and all but it was also really... nasty stuff. I
mean, it was degrading and... it was a wild ride. Yes, it was a
thrill ride, but who knew what she'd do when I was tied up!?

Something... outrageous, probably!

I was really... nervous probably isn't the
right term. I was anxious about what she'd do, though, and what I'd
do, and... just how slutty she would make me be! I mean, I had a
certain amount of self respect! I didn't much like it when people
assumed that just because I was blonde I was some kind of bimbo. I
had gotten great marks in school and was not a slut!

Except that I had done some ridiculously
slutty things with Kendall!

But I was definitely not a lesbian! I would
have to make that very clear to her. Okay, so we were both bisexual
– kinda. But I thought she was probably less into boys than me.
Being fuck buddies and having play sex was okay for me but I was
going to have to ensure she knew there'd be no romance or stuff
like that.

She answered the door wearing a robe, and I
licked my lips, feeling flushed already.

“Hey,” I said, trying to say it in a firm
way.

She just jerked her head and I walked past
her into the house, looking around nervously.

She led the way down the hall, then into the
family room, where the big french door gave onto the back yard.

“You can change here,” she said.

“Uh...” I looked around.

“You afraid I'll see you naked?” she asked
with a smirk.

I scowled at her and snorted, then unbuttoned
my blouse and pulled it off. I undid my jeans and skinned them
down, and took off my shoes.

I shrugged at her. I was already in my
bikini, after all.

“I got another few things for you to wear,”
she said.

“Like what?” I asked suspiciously. “More
leather stuff?”

“Nope.”

There was a box on the table and she opened
it. The inside was velvet, and there were four round metal rings in
it, one quite large, the other the size of bracelets. She took out
one of the small ones and then took my hand, lifting it.

I looked down at it, my heart already
starting to beat faster as I saw it was basically a smooth,
stainless steel bracelet about two and a half inches wide. The only
decoration on it was a thick ring on a kind of hinge on one
side.

“Kendall!” I exclaimed, tugging at my
hand.

“Just wait till you see how you look with
them on.”

I pursed my lips as the cool metal closed
around my wrist. I watched as she quickly picked up another and put
it around my other wrist. Looking at them on my wrists, and feeling
their firm, cool metal clasped around me sent a strange dark ripple
of anticipation through my body.

She put the other two around my ankles, then
picked up the big one. I felt another hot little rush as she held
it out before me. It was clearly a collar, and she slid it around
my neck, closed it, and snapped it tight. Then she reached up
behind my neck and undid the tie to my bikini top.

I gasped but she'd already undone the lower
string, and now yanked the top away.

“Come see in a mirror.”

She led me over to the hall mirror and I
stared breathlessly at myself.

This was so hot!

She jerked back on my hair and I gasped,
instinctively reaching up and back – only to have her grasp my
wrists and pull them back behind me, then kind of wrap my hair
around them!

“Kendall!” I gasped.

“That's mistress, slave.”

She pushed her other hand down the front of
my little thong and I moaned as her fingers quickly found my pussy
and slid up and down along it. Her fingers rubbed me skilfully, and
my breathing became more and more ragged. Then she simply yanked
the thong down and off to leave me naked!

I stared at myself in the mirror, my eyes
wide, my body thrumming with a growing sexual energy!

“Hot little blonde sex slave,” she
taunted.

She drew my arms down and back behind me, and
then clipped the wrist bands together. Then she gripped me behind
the neck and bent me over the table.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

I moaned and obeyed and she opened a drawer
and showed me another stainless steel object. It looked like a
dildo! I mean, like a penis! Only down about an inch from the
bottom it had a kind of flared bulge. It bulged out, and then after
an inch or so, abruptly stopped bulging. She poured a little lube
on it, then slapped my butt and pressed it against my ass!

“OH! Kendall!” I whined.

Crack!

“That's mistress, slut.”

“Mistress!” I whined. “I don't like stuff in
my ass!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Slave's have no body. Their body belongs to
their mistress. And don't say I. Say this slave.”

Crack!

“Understand?”

“You're a freak!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Ow!”

She slid it in and out, and I gasped, moaning
as her oiled fingers now rubbed against my pussy while she worked
the metal cock deep into my ass. I felt the sudden bulge, then,
straining the opening to my back passage, making it ache more. Then
it abruptly narrowed and I realized what the purpose was. This
would keep the thing inside me!

Then she took out another one. This one went
up my pussy, and, like the black one she'd used the other day, had
a slim chain that went up around my hips to keep it in place.

With that done she removed her own robe to
reveal that she was wearing a silver bikini, then led me outside by
the pool.

“Kneel, slave,” she ordered.

I knelt next to the chaise lounge she'd
obviously been sitting in. I sure couldn't sit since about an inch
of the two dildos stuck out of my body!

“Spread those legs wide. You should know
that, slut. Blondes love spreading their legs wide.”

I flushed but obeyed, my chest tight and
heart thumping because of how kinky and darkly sexual this all
was.

She sat down on the lounge and sipped from a
drink, then picked up the riding crop she'd left there and slid the
soft top down between my legs, rubbing against my clit!

“Now little slave girl. Are you ready to obey
your mistress?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Say this sex slave loves her mistress”

“This sex slave loves her mistress...
Mistress!”

“Say this sex slave loves to lick pussy.”

I gulped. “This sex slave loves to lick
pussy, Mistress!”

She took another sip from the drink.

“Say this sex slave loves to be fucked
hard.”

“This sex slave loves to be fucked hard,
Mistress!” I gulped.

“Rise on your knees, slave.”

I hesitated, then rose up off my heels as she
poured some cream – sunscreen, I immediately thought, into her
hand. Then she began to spread it over my naked body. She started
at my neck and worked her way down, but she took her time, slowly
spreading the slick oil into my breasts, rolling and massaging my
nipples, then sliding her hands lower and lower.

She poured more of the slippery cream, and
began to work it into my pussy as I moaned and my hips began to
grind helplessly back at her.

“Nasty little nympho,” she said. “Tell me
you're a nympho.”

“Th-this sex slave is a nympho, Mistress,” I
moaned.

She spread the oil over my buttocks and up
and down my back, then rubbed my clitoris again until I was
grinding my hips more and more feverishly. Then she stopped.

“Sit back on your heels, sex slave.”

She stood up, undid her bottoms. and they
fell away. Then she wrapped my hair around her fist and pulled my
mouth in against her.

“Please your mistress, slut,” she
growled.

I hesitated, looking at her glistening
pussy.

“Uh... do you have sunscreen on?”

“Of course I have sunscreen on, you dumb
slave girl.”

“Well... I don't want to get it on my
tongue!”

She sighed and rolled her eyes, then stood
up, gripped my hair to jerk me forward across the lounger, and then
brought the crop down across my bottom!

“Ow!”

“Silly little sex slave.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Do you think your mistress doesn't think
about such things?”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“The sunscreen is made to be edible so people
can enjoy themselves in the sun.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! Oh! Please, Mistress!” I
squealed.

The crop was stinging pretty bad!

“I told you yesterday not to question your
mistress,” she said sternly.

Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! I”m sorry, Mistress!” I cried.

Crack!

“And I told you not to use I in a sentence. I
is for people. You're a non-person.”

Crack!

“Th-This sex slave is sorry, Mistress!” I
cried.

“For what, slut?”

I blinked dazedly.

Crack!

“For being a bad girl. Say it.”

“Ow! This sex slave is sorry for being a bad
girl, Mistress!” I gasped.

She jerked me back upright, then back onto my
heels, then stood before me again.

“Please your mistress, sex slave.”
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I did my best! My bottom stung! Shit! She had
hit me harder than yesterday! Still, it was over, and now the dark
heat began to bubble through my veins again!

Yes, this was degrading, but so what!? It was
hot! I was hot! I licked hungrily, moaning as my pussy throbbed
around the two dildos. Then I suddenly cried out, my hips jerking,
as the one in my pussy began to buzz!

I wasn't even that surprised, just startled!
I shuddered and resumed licking as the vibrator purred away,
feeling myself sinking into the dark, wicked mindset of being her
slave girl! And she must have been excited herself, because it
didn't take much time to make her come!

I was ready to come myself! But she made me
keep my legs wide, and then slapped at my hard nipples with the tip
of the crop to cool my heat a little.

Then she showed me another stainless steel
toy. It was a ball-gag, and she popped it into my mouth and slid a
little chain around my head to hold it there.

I moaned, panting, gasping, overheated in all
senses of the word!

“Are you hot, sex slave?”

I moaned and nodded my head.

She gestured me to rise and turn, and
unlocked the wrist shackles. I mean, they were still on me, but not
attached to each other.

“Go for a swim.”

I cried out as she jerked back on my
hair.

“But you are not to touch your hot little
pussy. Understand?”

I moaned and nodded jerkily.

“Go.”

This was so hot and weird and wild!

I crawled the few feet to the side of the
pool, then dove in from my knees and slid through the cool water.
The vibrator was still buzzing, and my hips ground and bucked
helplessly. I turned and dove lower near the side of the pool where
she sat, and quickly slid my hand in to rub my clitoris and feel
the hard metal base of the vibrator.

God!

I shuddered and my hips jerked violently, but
I pulled my fingers away before she could see and then curved up
and grasped the side of the pool as I came out of the water to look
up at her.

I climbed out of the water and looked for a
towel, but none was handy.

She pointed and I knelt next to her chair
again.

“Hands behind your neck, slut. Back
arched.”

I obeyed, chest rising and falling
rapidly.

She touched something beside her and the
vibrator stopped buzzing. Then she got up after a minute, rung the
water out of my hair, then pulled me to my feet. Just off to the
side was a pergola, and she had hung a chain from it. She raised my
wrists up and clipped the chain to the wrist shackles. Then she
went inside.

I was left under the sun, moaning into the
gag, naked, shackled, staring around the pool and thinking how
ridiculously kinky and hot this was!

She returned with another drink, set it down,
then picked up the sun screen and began to spread it over my body
again. I shuddered and my hips ground violently against her fingers
as they stroked along the lips of my sex, which were stretched out
around the base of the vibrator.

“Hot little sex toy,” she said.

I gasped as she jerked back on my hair.

“A blonde slut built for fucking,” she said,
licking and sucking on each of my hard nipples!

She looked me up and down.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I moaned and obeyed, which made the chain
locked to my wrists go taut.

She spread the oil up and down my back and
over my buttocks, then down my thighs, then sat down again and
began to read a book!

I moaned, not bored but deeply impatient. I
wanted to come!

The vibrator started to buzz and my hips
bucked.

“Keep those legs apart,” she barked as I
instinctively ground my thighs together.

I moaned and reluctantly obeyed.

I was quickly bathed in heat, my hips
grinding and rolling as the sexual pressure pulsed through my
body.

“Are you two at it again?”

I gasped in horror as I heard her mother's
voice coming from the doorway. I twisted around so my back was to
the door and jerked my legs together as an entirely different kind
of heat made my face burn wildly.

“You're back early,” Kendall said.

“Well, I found what I wanted at the first
store I went to,” her mother's voice said, getting closer!

She had come outside!

I gasped as a firm grip on my arm turned me
around and I briefly looked up into Mrs. Moore's face before
jerking my head down frantically.

“I hope you're keeping sunscreen on her,”
Mrs. Moore said sharply.

“Yeah, yeah.”

“She's a blonde and they burn easily,” Mrs.
Moore said.

“I just put some on like five minutes
ago.”

And then to my shock Mrs. Moore reached out
and cupped my breast, giving it a squeeze.

“You're using that edible stuff, aren't you,”
she said.

“Yeah.”

“I'm not sure how high an SPF that has,” her
mother said. “And it dries out a lot faster.”

She let go of my breast and my arm and I
tried to twist around so my back was to her again.

“Shy, isn't she?” she said in amusement.

“She's repressed. I'm trying to cure
her.”

I heard Mrs. Moore laugh.

“Slave, turn around,” Kendall ordered.

I moaned into the gag.

“Turn around, sex slave, or else,” she
growled.

I blanched, feeling another wave of
embarrassment, but then slowly shuffled around so I was facing
them, my head down.

“She does have a gorgeous body. I'll give you
that,” Mrs. Moore said.

“Legs apart, slut!” Kendall barked.

I shifted my feet apart, cringing under Mrs.
Moore's eyes.

“You het girls certainly do love your phony
cocks,” she said.

I felt her fingers down between my legs
lightly gripping the base of the vibrator, and gasped again.

“I'm bi,” Kendall said.

“And her?”

“She's... bi now. But mostly leans towards
boys. So I'm feeding her cocks.”

“Well, she is a blonde,” Mrs. Moore said.

“Yeah.”

“Responsive?”

“Very.”

“Obedient?”

“We're working on it. Can I borrow one of
your flogs?”

“Which one? Has she ever been flogged
before?”

“No. I thought I'd start with them because
they're pretty thin and harmless.”

“Nothing is entirely harmless, Kendall. You
should attend a workshop on flogging if you're intending on moving
into this area.”

“Why should I do that when I have you?”

Mrs. Moore snorted.

Then I felt my hair jerked up and back
sharply and I cried out as she looked down at me.

“Well, slave. What do you think of the idea
of your mistress flogging you?” she demanded.

I moaned around the gag and rolled my eyes
away.

“I want to flog her breasts,” Kendall said,
standing up.

“Catty of you,” her mother said.

They both laughed.

“I'm not sure she's ready to be whipped,”
Mrs. Moore said.

Whipped!? Me? Holy shit!? I tried to shake my
head but she had a firm hold on my hair and had my head jerked back
so hard my back was arched violently.

“You don't need to use pain to train a slave,
Kendall, if she's got the right mindset. Pleasure works almost as
well. A good mix of both is your best bet.

“I read one of your books. I'm using that...
uhm, dominant language stuff. She seems to get turned on by
it.”

I felt a hand sliding up and down over my
breast, and felt a sudden jolt of alarm because I realized I didn't
know whose hand it was! Then the hand slid down between my legs,
fingers lightly brushing at my swollen clitoris, and I shuddered,
my hips grinding helplessly.

“She's never used a vibrator before,” Kendall
said, giggling. “I think she's going to become addicted. And it's
not even touching her clit.”

“Well, it kind of is,” Mrs. Moore answered.
“Remember, what people think of as the G-spot is actually just
where the interior of the clitoris runs along the wall of the
vagina. But I agree, direct contact with the exterior would
probably make her explode just about now.”

“I don't want her to come yet. I want to keep
her turned on for a long time before she comes.”

“There's no need for that, dear. That helps
with men more than women, especially young women, especially
blondes. Her orgasm won't eliminate the heat gripping her. It will
ease it temporarily, but you can quickly build it up again. And the
more often she comes the more addicted to this she'll be.”

I felt a finger brushing my clitoris.

“Lightly, but faster,” her mother's voice
said.

“Now circle, now stop.”

I trembled and moaned, gulping in air.

“I bet this little button is throbbing pretty
hotly about now,” Mrs. Moore said.

And as she did, I felt a tap-tap-tap with a
long fingernail against my clitoris!

I knew Kendall didn't have long
fingernails!

I shuddered, my hips grinding
desperately.

“Make her come. I want to watch,” Mrs. Moore
said.

I whimpered just as fingers rubbed firmly
against my clitoris. I still couldn't see who was doing it but I
figured it was Kendall. But... her mom was watching me! Oh my
God!

I couldn't stop myself. The orgasm rose up
like an incredible tidal wave, and I started to cry out.

“Fast and hard now,” Mrs. Moore said.

The fingers rubbed faster and the tidal wave
crashed down on me with devastating force! I cried out, screamed,
really, my hips bucking frantically against the fingers rubbing me
as the incredible power of the sensory storm flayed my mind!

I felt a hand on my right breast, and another
on my left, both kneading firmly. Knowing one had to be Mrs. Moore
I felt another wild jolt even in the midst of the storm of sexual
release. But instead of pulling me out of the orgasm it seemed to
only make it more intense!

My body was overloaded, like with a live
electrical current, and it bucked and jerked in a frenzy as the
power flared wildly up and down my nervous system!

“She's coming like a whore,” Kendall said in
amusement.

“Or like a blonde,” her mother said.

“Same thing.”

The orgasm faded, leaving me gasping, and my
hair was released.

“Chain her ankles and I'll go get something,”
Mrs. Moore said.

I moaned, my head falling forward as Kendall
got a couple of chains from beneath the chair and attached them to
the shackles around my ankles. She pulled my ankles further apart,
then locked them down as she slid her hands up and down my
body.

“Slutty blonde slave girl,” she taunted. “You
can't resist that vibrator, can you?”

She mouthed my nipples, sucking and licking
at them, then gripped my hair the way her mother had and jerked my
head up and back.

“Say mistress,” she ordered.

I moaned into the ball gag and she jerked
again.

“Say it, slut.”

“Mistress!” I moaned as best I could.

“I think a nasty little slut like you should
be whipped and whipped often,” Kendall growled.

I moaned and shook my head.

“No one cares what a sex slave thinks.”

The vibrator was still buzzing! The orgasm
had practically consumed my mind, leaving my eyes slitted and my
body feeling weak and wanting to lay down and curl up in a ball.
But my body was still thrumming with sexual heat, especially as
Kendall slid her hands over me!

Mrs. Moore came back outside, carrying what
looked like a bunch of whips! I gasped, turning my head away again
even as I felt a burst of anxiety!

“Now pay attention, Kendall,” she said.
“These are for beginners. They have a different affect and you need
to be aware of that effect. For one thing, You need to watch your
slave to find out how they react to them. Pain is good, but it has
to be the right kind of pain; not too intense to detract from the
excitement.”

“What if I'm punishing her?”

“A good strap is best for that.”

I moaned anxiously into the gag, but nobody
seemed to care about my opinion!

“Now the tails of this one are made of
silicone,” her mother said.

They were behind me and I was sort of trying
to turn my head to see, but without seeing Mrs. Moore's face.
Because I still couldn't meet her eyes!

Then something hit my back! It was very
lightweight and spread out. But it was sure sharp and stinging!

I squealed into the gag, jerking against the
bracelets helplessly.

“What you have to remember is that you start
out gently and see what the slave can take. Also, avoid having the
laces curve across around the body because that will greatly
accelerate the tips and make them sting much more. That's why I'm
using short laces.”

She was holding what looked like a soft,
black leather whip! It had a handle which sprouted maybe ten
foot-long laces. That was what had cut across my back!

I gasped and squealed as it hit my back
again!

“Flick your wrist back just before it hits,”
Mrs. Moore said.

Crack!

I squealed again as the flog cut across my
back!

It stung! I mean, the little laces were thin
and lightweight but boy, they stung!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I knew Kendall was swinging the flog now, and
I twisted and yelped and cried out as it hit my back.

“Try this one. The laces are leather. It
gives a different feel, usually a duller pain.”

Crack!

I gasped at another blow. This one felt
slightly heavier, but the pain wasn't as sharp.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I moaned as a hand gripped my hair and forced
my head up, and found myself looking at Mrs. Moore!

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She reached down and began to rub my clitoris
and I shuddered at a wild burst of raw heat!

“How does that feel, sex slave?” she
asked.

OMG!

Crack! Crack!

I cried out and jerked and twisted.

“Not so hard,” Mrs. Moore said sharply.

“Her back is getting nice and pink.”

“Ease up and come around to this side.

I moaned as Kendall, looking excited, came
around in front of me holding a whip.

“Now do her breasts.”

I gasped and trembled.

“Lightly,” her mother said.

She was still rubbing my clitoris. I thought
I was going out of my mind! I could hardly breath!

Kendall drew the flog back and swung the
laces out across my taut breasts as her mother held my head back by
the hair.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I twisted and writhed and moaned helplessly.
My breasts ached but... but ached deliciously! The thin laces
slapped down lightly enough to cause a little stinging, all across
the surface of my breasts! But the pain was low enough to just make
my breasts throb and throb!

Even as the fact she was whipping my breasts
made me at first incredulous, then filled with a dark, ragged
heat!

“Come for your mistress, slave girl,” Mrs.
Moore said.

Oh God! This was humiliating! Having orgasms
in front of Mrs. Moore! But as the heat pulsed and my body thrummed
with growing sexual energy she kept slapping the laces down against
my breasts, and I whimpered and moaned and cried out around the
ball gag!

“Come for your mistress, you blonde slut,”
Mrs. Moore ordered.

Oh! My! God!

I did! I came, screaming and writhing, my
mind melting under the scorching heat!

And she rubbed harder, faster, jerking
roughly on my hair as Kendall whipped my breasts faster!
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“You don't have nails, which can be used to
your advantage,” Mrs. Moore said.

She reached out and caught my left nipple
between them and I winced and moaned as she pinched. Then she
released it and I felt her nail pressing against my clitoris, kind
of tapping it as I stood there panting and gasping and moaning
helplessly.

“Remember, the best way to enslave a blonde
is not to make her fearful of punishment, but to addict her to
sexual pleasure and heat.”

“Vibrators drive her crazy.”

Mrs. Moore sniffed.

“Vibrators give a different sort of
sensation. I personally find them cold and … machine-like. I prefer
the warmth and softness of human flesh.”

She showed Kendall a strange looking metal
tool. It sort of looked like a wrench. Except that on the tip it
had a small wheel – no, two small wheels with little tiny needles
sticking out of the wheels.

“This is a double pinwheel,” she said. “What
you need to do is alternate pleasure with pain – light pain – deep
pleasure.”

She placed the thing against my chest, just
above my left breast, and I looked at it anxiously, feeling the
sharp little pins pressed against my soft skin. Then she slowly
rolled it downward.

I gasped as the little pins dug into my skin.
She wasn't pressing enough to draw blood or anything, but the sharp
little pins stung as the wheel rolled slowly down across the
surface of my breast, then curved up and across the nipple!

She let the thing roll downward, down along
my belly, and I writhed away – or tried to, as it rolled back and
forth and went down across my abdomen. She curved it around and up
my hip then and along my ribs so that I squealed and again strained
against the restraints!

She rolled it sideways across my left breast,
then across my right, then downward again, down my belly and
abdomen, and then along the edge of my tautly stretched pussy
lips!

“Take this out of her,” she said to
Kendall.

Kendall undid the chain and then slid the
vibrator down out of my pussy.

I flushed as Mrs. Moore slid her fingers into
me.

“Dripping wet,” she said in amusement.

My face was hot!

Her long, slim fingers pushed deep inside me,
then began to sort of rub against the front wall of my pussy as
they pumped slowly in and out. Her thumb came in and down against
my clitoris, and she ground it back against her fingers inside
me!

“Take the gag out.”

Kendall undid the chain and pulled the gag
out of my mouth and I gasped, working my jaws, which had gotten
stiff.

“What are you?” Mrs. Moore demanded.

I gulped uncertainly, still squirming in my
mind that Mrs. Moore was seeing me like this, was touching me like
this, was fingering me like this!

But what she was doing was also pumping
liquid fuel onto the dark fires inside me!

I cried out as she yanked back on my
hair.

“Answer me, slut!”

“I-I'm... I'm a … a sex slave, Mistress!” I
cried.

“I've been trying to get her to not use 'I'
or 'me',” Kendall said.

“That will take a while. She has to really
come to terms with not being a person any more. And you need to
really grind her face into the ground so she knows you're her
mistress and she's low as dirt.”

She pulled her fingers out of my pussy and
pushed them into my mouth.

“Lick them clean, slut.”

I obeyed, moaning, squirming both mentally
and physically as she pumped her fingers in my mouth.

I was anxious as well as embarrassed. It
seemed like Mrs. Moore was taking this thing a lot more seriously
than me and Kendall. I mean, she was treating it like it was a real
thing! Did she not understand we were just playing!?

“You're a blonde whore. Say it,” Mrs. Moore
ordered.

She pulled her hand back.

“I-I'm a blonde – .”

Slap!

I gasped as she slapped my face! I mean, it
wasn't a hard slap, not a slap which would leave a bruise or
anything. But it stung and it was... shocking! It threw my head to
one side as I cried out in startled pain.

“Do not refer to yourself as 'I', sex slave,”
she growled.

“But I – .”

Slap!

Her hand slapped my other cheek, rocking my
head to the other side!

“This sex slave is a blonde whore mistress,”
she said sternly. “Say it.”

“Th-this sex slave is a blonde whore,
Mistress!” I gulped, wide-eyed.

She slid two fingers up inside me again and I
shuddered. Then she added a third.

“This sex slave is a filthy, blonde slut. Say
it.”

“This sex slave is a filthy, blonde slut,
Mistress!” I moaned.

“This sex slave is a bitch in heat,” Kendall
said.

I felt my heart thumping wildly.

“This sex slave is a bitch in heat,
Mistress!” I gasped.

Her thumb was rubbing skilfully against my
clitoris, doing this weird circular thing, then shifting to a rapid
side to side movement, then going back to the circular motion!
Meanwhile her three fingers were pumping steadily inside me!

She pulled them out and then pushed them into
my mouth again, and I moaned and licked and sucked them as Kendall
stepped forward and slid her fingers up inside me instead!

“In the end, you have to remember she's a
blonde slut,” Mrs. Moore said. “She IS a bitch in heat. And you
have to treat her that way. Have you fucked her face down ass up
yet?”

“Sure.”

“Hard? Rough? You need to drive into her that
you're in charge. You own her. You're her master – or mistress as
this case is. You need to appeal to her instincts, not just her
surface thinking. A blonde whore like this is driven by
instincts.”

Mrs. Moore unlocked the shackles around my
wrists from the chains, but locked them together in front of me
instead. She had Kendall undo the ones around my ankles, and then
picked up the riding crop.

“Get down on all fours, slut.”

God! It was so freaking weird to have Mrs.
Moore talking to me like this! So... embarrassing and weird and
freaky! Especially since she sounded a lot more sincere about it
than Kendall had!

“Now on your elbows. Now, press those lovely
breasts against the ground and stretch your arms out ahead of
you.”

I moaned but obeyed.

“Gag her again. I don't want her to even
think she has the ability to complain or protest or beg.”

Kendall pushed the ball back in my mouth and
drew the chain back around behind my head.

“She needs to know you own her, that she is
completely at your mercy.”

Crack!

The crop snapped down across my buttocks with
a stinging jolt of pain!

“Spread your legs, slave!”

I squealed and obeyed!

Crack!

I cried out again at another blow.

“Draw your belly in tighter against your
thighs, you little blonde animal! And raise that ass high!”

Crack!

I cried out again, gasping, wide-eyed. Mrs.
Moore was hitting harder than Kendall had, and it stung! Her voice
was also much more... nasty! She didn't sound like she was teasing
or playing at all! That made this much more... real somehow!
Darker, nastier, with a lot more stress! But also... also
breathlessly, wickedly hot!

“I want you to ride this blonde slut hard,”
Mrs. Moore said. “As if you were a big, angry man using his bitch,
using her body as he chooses. Be rough. I think she's ready for it.
She strikes me as the kind of whore who needs to be treated like an
animal.”

Kendall was already drawing the straps up
over her bikini bottoms. The ones with the big black dildo
attached!

Crack!

Mrs. Moore brought the crop down across my
taut buttocks!

“You're an animal, slut. A sex slave and a
bitch animal in heat.”

Crack!

I gasped and moaned and trembled, gulping in
air as Kendall moved behind me and rubbed the big dildo up and down
against the mouth of my sex. I felt the pressure mounting, growing
into a dull ache. Then my pussy lips spread slowly aside,
stretching and straining as the big dildo slid into my body!

“Gather her hair in and yank at it,” Mrs.
Moore said.

I whimpered and then cried out as Kendall did
just that. At the same time she drove the dildo deeper into my
belly!

Mrs. Moore walked around in front of me, then
her right foot came down on my shackled wrists, pressing them more
firmly into the ground.

“Do her. Bury every last inch in the slut's
belly,” she growled.

Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Oh my God!

The dildo pushed deeper, slowly burrowing
through the tightly clutching walls of my sex, forcing them to
stretch wide until the nose finally pushed right up against the
back wall of my pussy!

Then she eased back before pushing forward.
She eased back before pushing forward, starting to pump the dildo
inside my trembling body.

“Balance yourself on your right knee,
Kendall, and bring your left foot up and forward onto the back of
the slut's neck.”

I gasped as Kendall did it. Thankfully, she
had bare feet, but even so I shuddered as she pressed down against
my neck, against the back of my head. Her hips pumped in and out
harder and deeper, and the big dildo punched against the back wall
of my pussy!

Then it was in me all the way, her hips
slapping against my buttocks.

Mrs. Moore took her foot off my arms and
moved up and back alongside me.

“You're nothing but a blonde slut,” she
growled at me. “An animal, a sexual animal!”

She squatted down and slid her arm forward,
her fingers pushing in under my raised abdomen and finding my
clitoris. Then she began to stroke me.

“Harder. Fuck this little bitch until she
screams,” she ordered.

Kendall did, her hips slapping harder as she
ground my face into the dirt! The big dildo punched into me harder
and faster so that I cried out again and again, while Mrs. Moore
rubbed my clitoris roughly and quickly.

I came, crying out, bucking back against her,
sobbing and moaning into the gag as Kendall continued to pound
herself against my upraised buttocks!

She yanked me up onto all fours by the hair,
which at least brought her foot off my neck. But she continued to
ride me hard, her hands now groping roughly at my breasts, then
slapping at them as Mrs. Moore told her what to do!

She yanked on my hair and slapped my buttocks
sharply, stingingly, roughly groped my breasts, then forced my face
back down against the ground and put her foot against the back of
my neck as she used me, as she rode me, as she fucked me
savagely!

And I came again, screaming!

*

I was all oily and sweaty of course, when
they unchained the shackles. Under Mrs. Moore's direction, I had to
walk – with my hands behind my back, elbows back, chest out, into
the house. I was still gagged, and as the worst of the sexual fever
faded I began to feel more nervous and self conscious around
her.

Kendall was holding the leash, and leading
me, while Mrs. Kendall, holding the riding crop, followed
along.

Kendall led me into the bathroom, and Mrs.
Moore followed.

“So, the first thing you have to learn is
that you're responsible for your slave,” she said. “You have to
feed it, water it, and clean it. If you want it to be a true pet,
like an animal, you can set aside somewhere out back for it to go
to the toilet, but then you'll have to clean it up.”

I felt a bit shocked at that. What? Go to the
bathroom outside? Was she talking about me!?

“If you're going to sodomize your slave girl,
which isn't a bad idea since it helps drive home that you own and
control her and can do anything you want to her, then clean her out
every morning with an enema. That's also useful because it's
terribly embarrassing for her at first. But it quickly drives home
that she has no privacy whatsoever around you. That you own her
body completely.”

I kept waiting for Kendall to explain to her
that we were just fooling around, but instead she seemed quite
interested.

So in short order I was bent across the
counter, my legs spread, and a hose pushed into my ass. It was,
just as Mrs. Moore had suggested, horribly embarrassing! Especially
in front of Mrs. Moore! Then they put me on the bidet and Kendall
cleaned me before taking me into the shower to thoroughly wash me
and shampoo my hair.

When she had finished blow drying my hair she
bent me over and slid the dildo back up my ass, then pushed the
vibrator back up my pussy before bringing me into the dining room
for lunch.

Kendall had dressed in shorts and T-shirt. I
remained naked. They sat on the chairs. I knelt on the floor. They
both had riding crops, and I was told that if I said a single word
except when spoken to they would use the crops on me!

Then as they ate and talked about things, I
knelt with my hands behind my neck and back arched!

Every now and then Kendall would do something
to a little box on the table and the vibrator would start up. They
both watched my response as I jerked and moaned softly, trying to
keep still as Mrs. Moore fingered the crop!

Then Kendall cut a piece of sandwich and held
it out to me.

I started to instinctively reach for it.

“Hands behind your neck, slut!” Mrs. Moore
snapped.

I gasped and obeyed.

Kendall held the piece of sandwich out and I
leaned in, hands behind my neck, and licked it out of her
fingers.

This was so wild and nasty and perverted!

I was still self-conscious around Mrs. Moore
but I was also filled with dark sexual energy. Every time she spoke
to me it gave me a jolt. Her tone was harsh and insulting. And when
she called me a slut I didn't think it was playful like when
Kendall did! It sounded like she meant it! When she called me a
slut that was because she thought I was a slut!

And it was hard to even resent that given how
I had acted and was still acting! This had just started out as a
playful game with Kendall, but Mrs. Moore would obviously think of
it as something... worse.

It was all so bizarre, so weird! And with the
vibrator buzzing inside me my mind and body both squirmed
helplessly!

I ate from Kendall's hand, nervous as Mrs.
Moore eyed me with a scowl. I got the feeling she was eager to use
that riding crop on me at the slightest excuse!

Even so, my body pulsed with heat, and my
chest was tight with more excitement than anxiety. This was just
so... nasty and wicked and hot and outrageous and thrilling I
couldn't resist!

Suddenly she thrust the crop out at me as if
it was a sword.

“What are you?” she demanded.

I gulped, my heart skipping a beat.

“Th-this sex slave is a blonde slut,
Mistress!” I gasped, my voice squeaking a bit.

“And who owns your body, slut?”

“This sex slave's body is owned by her
mistress... Mistress,” I exclaimed uncertainly.

“Should she be calling you mistress too?”
Kendall asked curiously.

“Every woman is mistress and every man is
master to a slave,” she replied. “She will obey the orders of any
man or woman, unless you overrule them.”

Kendall smirked at me. “Did you hear that,
sex slave? Any man that wants you, you have to obey and spread your
legs.”

“The blonde slut has probably always done
that anyway,” her mother said.

“Maybe I'll bring in the school's football
team to gang-bang her.”

“Only as a reward,” Mrs. Moore said.

“I'd kind of like to see her gang-banged. She
has such a pale complexion, and with all that blonde hair, I think
it would be great to have her gang-banged by black guys.”

“Again, she'll love it, so you should only do
it as a reward.”

“I could bring in Nia, as well. She has very
black skin. I think it would look hot with her atop the little
blonde sex slave.”

“The more women she learns to submit to the
better,” Mrs. Moore said. “You want to set it firmly in her tiny
blonde brain that she's the lowest person in the room every time,
and has to obey everyone.”

As they spoke Kendall held out her fingers
with pieces of sandwich or salad, and I'd lean forward and either
lick it or let her put it into my mouth.

When she finished, she got up and poured a
bowl of milk and put it on the floor. I had to drink it like a dog
or cat, except that I had to make sure my bottom was raised high in
the air and my legs were spread wide.

And then Kendall said she was going to go
over to Toby's place and talk to him about some hard drives he was
selling. At first I thought, well, that means we're done and I'm
going home, because I wanted no part of such a boring visit. But
then I became alarmed as I realized she intended to leave me here.
With her mother!
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With her gone my heart thumped wildly as I
knelt on the floor, hands behind my neck. Mrs. Moore wasn't even in
the room, and I wondered what I should do! Should I get up and
leave?! Should I go to Kendall's room and get dressed?! I even
started to do that, only to have her come back into the room.

“Who told you to stand up, slut?” she
barked.

I gasped and dropped back to my knees as she
came over in front of me.

“The first thing a slave needs to learn is
that she has no will,” she said. “A slave does precisely as she is
told to do and nothing more. If she is not told to move, she does
not move, no matter how much time passes. Is that clear, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

“While what I told Kendall about pleasure
being as or more important than pain as a teaching instrument is
true, pain has its place too, in punishing bad little slave
girls.”

She looked around, grabbed the leash, and
clipped it to the ring in the front of the collar, then picked up
the riding crop and jerked on the leash.

“On all fours,” she barked.

I gasped and fell forward onto my hands and
knees, then crawled out of the room after her!

We went into the living room, where she
removed the leash.

“Face down, ass up,” she ordered.

I dropped down low, and gasped as the crop
snapped across my bottom.

“Faster, slut.”

I quickly positioned myself, pushing my belly
back against my thighs and pushing my arms out in front of me, then
spreading my legs wide!

“I'm sure this will turn into your favorite
position,” she said.

I felt the crop sliding back and forth along
the top of my sex, rubbing against my clitoris!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!”

Crack!

I gasped in pain.

“You were instructed not to use 'I' or 'me'.
Try again.”

“This sex slave begs to be fucked,
Mistress!”

“What are you?”

“This sex slave is a blonde slut,
Mistress!”

“A blonde slut is the lowest form of life on
the planet,” she said, bringing the crop down lightly across my
bottom.

“Roll over, slut.”

I gulped and obeyed, my pulse racing.

“Knees up and back. Grab them with your
hands, pull your legs further back. Raise your ass. Hold your
ankles.”

I obeyed, cringing anew at every order, as it
positioned me in such an... obscene and degrading way.

I was laying with the sofa right behind my
head, and she ordered me to raise my hips up, and slide my feet
back under it. That required forcing my feet back over my head and
then sliding my toes into the small space under the sofa. But once
I did that I didn't have to hold my legs back any more.

My position was still obscene, though!

She bent over me and reached behind to undo
the chain holding the vibrator in place, then stepped back.

“Take the vibrator out, slut.”

Face hot, I gripped the vibrator and slid it
slowly out of my quivering pussy.

“You look soaking wet, you little blonde
whore,” she said. “You love cocks, don't you, slut?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress,” I gulped.

“Say it.”

“This sex slave loves cocks, Mistress!”

She threw something on my belly. It looked
like the big black dildo Kendall had bought.

“Put it in.”

Gulping, I took the thick, realistic looking
cock and fed it slowly down into my pussy. I was very wet and hot
but it didn't go in easily. It stretched me out and made me
ache!

“Now rub that vibrator against your
clit.”

I picked up the vibrator, which turned on,
and pressed it against my clitoris, gasping at the sudden surge of
sensation.

“Rub it from side to side. That's it. Now
pump that dildo in and out. Fuck yourself with it.”

Panting, moaning, I obeyed.

“Stop.”

I halted, trembling.

“What are you doing, slut?”

I blinked at her dazedly.

“What are you doing?”

“I-I'm fu – .”

Crack! The crop snapped down across my
now-upraised buttocks!

“What did I tell you about not using that
word?”

“This sex slave is fucking herself with the
dildo, Mistress!”

“You mean you're masturbating. Say it.”

I blanched, and felt a wild, swirling rush of
emotion that was equal part heat and embarrassment!

“This... this sex slave is masturbating,
Mistress!” I moaned.

“Continue then, slut.”

I pushed the black dildo back into myself,
then began to pump it in and out, grinding the vibrator against my
clitoris.

While Mrs. Moore watched!

It was horribly embarrassing and also
horribly darkly exciting!

Before long the arousal deepened to the point
the embarrassment didn't matter. My body was jerking and trembling,
my hips bucking up against the dildo as I pumped it in harder and
faster, and I was beginning to moan and gasp and whimper with the
rising tide of sexual pressure taking over my mind.

She came forward and knelt in front of me,
watching, and I moaned, my embarrassment deepening – and my heat
too!

“Put your hands on your ankles, slut.'

I hesitated, then obeyed, and she reached up
and clipped the metal restraints around my wrists to the ones
around my ankles. Then she gripped the big dildo and slid it out of
my body. Instead she pushed three of her fingers into me.

Oh fuck!

She twisted and turned them, then slowly
worked a fourth finger inside me, twisting and pumping them in and
out. Finally, she picked up the vibrator and began to rub it
against my clitoris as my hips started to buck uncontrollably
up.

She took the vibrator away, then, and she
slowly worked her fingers in and out, deeper and deeper, then she
began to push her thumb in! I whimpered and moaned as the mouth of
my pussy started to burn and ache. She twisted and turned her
fingers, then took them out and rubbed some sort of cream onto
them.

Then she started again, thrusting four
fingers into me, then pumping them and twisting them before pushing
the thumb. She formed them into a wedge, twisting and turning,
pushing and easing back, pushing and easing back. Her other hand
kneaded my breasts, then her fingers began to rub my clitoris.

“What are you, slut?”

“Th-This... This sex slave is a blonde slut,
Mistress!” I gasped.

“And what is a blonde slut?”

I had no answer, and racked my dazed
brain.

“A blonde slut is a sexual animal. A fuck
toy. A body for anyone's use.”

I cried out suddenly and jerked my eyes down
to see that her knuckles were slowly passing through the lips of my
sex. I gasped, realizing finally, what her intent was, and felt a
tremendous shock-wave of heat.

Her whole hand slid into my pussy, right up
to the wrist!

I began to tremble and shake, and she rubbed
my clitoris faster.

The orgasm screamed through my body and I
cried out again and again and again as she rubbed my clitoris and
the fingers inside me twisted and turned!

I was rolled back on my shoulders, with my
bottom in the air, and it bucked desperately up against her fingers
as the strength and intensity of the orgasm tore through me. Every
muscle in my body felt as if it was spasming wildly!

My pussy ached! I felt so full, so
stretched!

I could feel her fingers moving around inside
me! Inside me! I could see the lips of my sex clutching her wrist!
Then, as I watched, I felt her fingers drawing in against her palm
inside me until she had a fist, a big, hard fist inside me.

It pushed forward, and I whimpered and moaned
as it turned from side to side, and slowly began to move in and
out.

Her other hand roughly kneaded my breasts,
pinched and twisted the nipples, then began to rub my clitoris
again.

Her fist twisted and turned, pumping in and
out, slowly wearing down my muscles so it could move more freely. I
ached down there, but the fiery heat made it hard to care as I felt
my mind becoming swamped with heat and hunger.

Her fist moved deeper, pumped in longer
strokes, and then her other hand suddenly came up and closed around
my throat, or at least, up above the collar. I felt my eyes bulge,
and it was hard to breath. I gasped raggedly as she leaned in and
then began to lick my clitoris!

The dark heat consumed me and I wallowed in
the feverish sense of arousal and pleasure! I was light-headed,
dazed, eyes glassy, and didn't care. Another massive orgasm tore
through me, and I screamed at the top of my lungs – which wasn't
much because of the hand around my throat.

I was almost literally stunned by the force
of the orgasm, as well as being unable to breath very well. The top
of my head felt as if it was getting ready to blow off!

I think I almost lost consciousness. I gulped
in air as she pulled her hand back from my neck, and then trembled
and shook as she slowly drew her hand up out of my burning
pussy.

She eased back on her heels, then stripped.
She still had a really good body, very lean and toned, and more
muscled than mine was. She leaned over and unclipped my wrists from
my ankles, then jerked me down so my legs fell on the floor. She
quickly yanked me to my knees by the hair, pulled my wrists behind
me, and locked them there, then drew my mouth in against her
pussy.

Dazedly, I began to lick.

*

There had always been a room in the basement
that was locked. Kendall had told me it was her mother's hobby room
and I hadn't really inquired further. I had figured it had stuff
for, like, sewing and knitting and who knew what.

What it had were chains and shackles and
weird frames to lock girls into to punish them!

I was awed! And also more than slightly
anxious! But since she'd gagged me again it wasn't like I could
complain! That was presuming I could speak, given how weary and
sore my jaw was from licking her!

She had me sit on the floor, then attached
thick leather restraints to my ankles. These, in turn,were attached
to chains which fed up to the ceiling. And with the push of a
button, a machine sounded and the chains pulled my ankles up and
apart until I was hanging upside down with my hair brushing the
floor.

She unlinked the wrist bands, but then pulled
my arms down and apart, and chained them to the floor!

Then she left me like that!

Holy shit!

Kendall's mother was something else! It was
like this was all so serious to her! Still, I would talk to Kendall
later and get her to point out to her mother that this wasn't like,
a real thing, that we were just friends and this was a game.

In the meantime, I was hanging upside down
with my legs spread wide! And that was kind of disorienting!

Time passed. I wasn't sure how much. It felt
like a lot! I just hung there upside down like... I don't know...
like a sex slave! At first, I had a headache, but I was really...
aroused. Then the headache seemed to fade, as did my arousal.

My body started to feel stiff, because I
couldn't move, couldn't bend my arms or legs or back, and I started
to feel annoyed and frustrated.

Kendall returned at last but only to
giggle.

“You look so fucking hot and sexy, Hannah, I
mean, Sex slave.”

She came over and ran her hand over my
body.

“Maybe you really could be my sex slave,” she
said teasingly.

She got some oil and then began to massage my
body, running her hands gently, at first, up and down my legs, then
down between them, massaging my pussy, sliding and twisting her
fingers in between the lips of my sex, but not penetrating me.

She did the same with my buttocks, stroking
and caressing, then sliding her hands downward, oiling up my
stomach and then my breasts, her fingers kneading my breasts for
long minutes, until they throbbed, then rolling and stroking and
lightly pinching my nipples.

She stood up again and her fingers pushed
into my pussy. She kind of slid them in and out in a corkscrew
motion, twisting them around and around as she rubbed my clitoris.
Then she slid the big vibrator into me. No matter what her mother
thought she apparently thought it quite useful!

I moaned as it filled me up. Then, of course,
came the dildo in my ass. But then she brought out something new.
First, she put what felt like earbuds into my ears, then she put a
blindfold over my eyes! That was even more disorienting given I was
hanging upside down!

The vibrator came to life and my hips jerked
as I moaned around the gag. Then I started to hear sounds, moans,
gasps, cries of pleasure, and then a soft, female voice which was
in the background and said “I am a sex slave!” in a very excited
and enthusiastic way. “I love to submit to my mistress!” it said.
“I love to give pleasure with my body!”

She spoke in a soft, moaning voice, as if
very aroused.

“I was born to be a sex slave!” she moaned.
“My body belongs to my mistress! I must obey or be punished! My
mistress is my Goddess! I am fulfilled by being a sex slave!

These things weren't said once after another.
I could hear her saying one of these sentences amid the moans, then
nothing for a bit, then she'd make another breathless statement,
then silence, except for the gasps and moans of pleasure, then
again.

“I was born to be a whore! I am a natural
slut! I am worthless without my mistress! I deserve to be punished
if I fail to please!”

I was mystified, at first, but it was...
sexy... hot, especially with the gasps and moans of pleasure, and
especially with the vibrator buzzing away between my legs. And I
had this thought, then, that this was like... as if they were
trying to brainwash me! Into being a sex slave!

The thought wasn't threatening or anything.
Instead it reinforced my thought that Mrs. Moore was taking this
more seriously than Kendall and me, and it made me... hot. Really
hot! I mean, the very idea that she was trying to brainwash me into
being a sex slave was scalding! Because I was sure it would utterly
fail, but it lent more realism to the game! It allowed me to more
fully immerse myself in how breathless and exciting the fantasy
was!

I writhed slowly, upside down, moaning into
the gag, blind, wrists and ankles straining against the chains,
chest heaving, heart pounding. This was just so wicked and wild and
nasty!

The heat built up within me, along with the
sexual pressure, until my pulse was racing, and then the first
orgasm hit me. I writhed and twisted and thrashed in my bonds,
crying out, letting myself give full voice to my pleasure, sure I
was alone anyway!

The orgasm left me gasping and dazed, but it
didn't do much to ease the sexual electricity crackling along the
surface of my skin. Another orgasm hit, and another, and another.
My belly was starting to ache from the spasming muscles, and I
whimpered and moaned dazedly.

And then what had to be the flog snapped down
across my back! I hadn't heard a thing, so the blow was a shock. It
pulled me out of the stupor I'd been in, and I moaned and pulled
against the chains, my eyes widening under the blindfold.

The flog swept down onto my back again,
lower, then across my belly and breasts. It came down between my
spread legs and then turned my breasts into throbbing mounds of
aching heat!

And then stopped.

I didn't even know if it was Kendall or her
mom!

The moans and gasps and vibrator continued,
and as the pain faded to a dull background heat, my body began to
writhe and twist in sexual hunger once more. The flogging had,
after all, just served to push me deeper into the fantasy of myself
as a sex slave!

I had more orgasms, and kind of faded in and
out, completely incapable of knowing how much time had passed.

Then I felt fingers at my left nipple, then
something cold and hard squeezed in against it. I had no idea what
it was. I was barely aware it was happening. Then I felt a very,
very sharp pain that made me scream! It was intense but very brief,
and left me gasping and moaning.

I felt something heavy, something squeezing
my nipple, but... but not pinching it. It felt very strange,
unfamiliar. It was sort of like my nipple was being stretched, but
it wasn't. And it didn't change when whoever it was moved to my
right nipple and repeated the same actions!

I felt hands caressing my body, four of them,
sliding up and down, gliding across my skin, stroking and
massaging, kneading my breasts, then rubbing at my clitoris. I felt
a tongue there, next, and shuddered, for it added a whole new warm,
soft dimension to the sensation coming from the vibrator Kendall
had shoved inside me!

And it made me climax again!

Fingers undid the chain holding the ball in
my mouth and pulled it loose. I moaned and gulped in air, then
cried out as my hair was pulled backward, which tilted my head, my
face, down towards the floor. Almost immediately I felt something
slick and soft pushing into my mouth.

Then I heard the voice change. It was still
soft and heated and full of passion and hunger, but now it said “I
love cock! I love to have a big cock inside me! I love to serve my
master! I love to swallow his come! I love to take every inch of
his cock down my throat!”

And then the thing in my mouth, which I
almost immediately identified as a dildo, slid up into my
throat.

Now I could deep throat. Kendall had taught
me, and we'd practiced it. What was more it was easiest with my
head tilted back like this because it gave the cock – or in this
case the dildo – a straight shot down my throat. But it startled me
and I gurgled and gagged, unprepared.

The tongue began to lick at my clitoris once
more, and then the vibrator, which was shaped like a dildo, began
to pump in and out.

I was confused, my mind befuddled. I gasped
as the dildo pulled out, and sucked in ragged breaths of air. But
then it pushed back again, now fucking my throat slowly.

It was all very... disorienting!

My body began to twist and jerk and spasm
again, and the dildo pumped faster, then was pulled out entirely.
Another one pushed in, this one bigger, and I moaned as it seemed
to stretch the walls of my throat while it slid in and out!

My mind was battered and sputtering, and I
gasped and moaned and gurgled as the dildo fucked my throat and the
vibrator fucked my pussy, and someone licked at my clitoris.

What was... going on?

And did it even matter?

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


I became so dazed I was practically
unconscious by the time they lowered me to the floor. When I was
able to they got me onto all fours, and then, feeling the pull of
the collar, I lurched forward. I tried to grab at the blindfold,
but every time I did the chain attached to the collar jerked
sharply, drawing me off balance, and making me put my hands back on
the floor. At the same time, the crop cut across my bottom, and
Kendall said “No!” in a stern voice.

And since at some point the gag had been put
back in place I couldn't exactly argue

I was utterly drained, exhausted! My muscles
had spasmed so much I felt as if I had been in an hours long
marathon! Only the deep sense of relief at being able to move and
bend kept me from wanting to fall asleep.

I noticed that my nipples throbbed and ached,
though, more than any other part of me. It also felt as if
something was hanging from them! But again, any time I tried to
reach for them the leash jerked sharply.

I found myself on my knees, probably, I
thought, in the shower. Water ran, and sprayed over me, then soft
hands massaged me and soaped me up as I knelt with my hands behind
my neck. I was dried off, then made to crawl again and sit back on
my heels with hands behind my neck.

I gasped as I felt the slap of the tip of the
crop against the side of my right breast, then the side of my left
breast, then both together.

“One word and you will be gagged and hung
upside down for the rest of the night,” Mrs. Moore growled.

The gag was removed, and fingers pushed
something into my mouth – food, some kind of meat. Maybe even
steak. I ate. Fingers patted my head. I ate again, and again, then
was allowed to walk – hands behind my neck, down a hall and up
stairs. Someone brushed my teeth. Then I was made to crawl
somewhere, and ease through a small, tight opening that rubbed
against my shoulders.

“All right, slave. Sleep well,” Kendall
said.

I hesitated. I heard a door close, then
silence. I reached up towards my eyes and no one said anything, so
I pulled the blindfold off.

I was in a cage! I gaped at it, at the bars,
and then out through the bars, to where a large mirror hung on the
wall about two feet away. I was in a cage shaped like a bird cage,
only way bigger. I started, open mouthed.

I was in a small empty room. The cage was the
only thing in it. And it was only lit by moonlight streaming in
from a small window.

Night? How long had I hung upside down!? It
must have been hours!

God! It felt like it! I was exhausted!

Then I saw at last why my nipples throbbed,
and why they felt like something was hanging from them.

Because something was. I cupped my breasts
and lifted them, staring down at my nipples, which had been
pierced! Two stainless steel rings about the circumference of
quarters hung from them! Holy shit! I stared in disbelief! I rubbed
lightly, wincing. My nipples were still quite sore!

They had pierced my nipples!

Wow! I wasn't sure how I felt about that. I
was too tired to think straight.

The cage wasn't big enough to stretch out in
but I'd hung with my back and legs straight for a long time and had
no desire to straighten out. I curled up on the soft pad at the
bottom of the cage and stared at my image in amazement.

Then I heard the sounds.

They were softer than they had been with the
ear buds in my ears. They sounded like they were coming from a
speaker just outside the cage. The same low moans, gasps and
whimpers of pleasure, and then, the background voices I could
barely hear now.

I groaned and fell asleep.

I woke to confusion, and my body still ached.
I was half on my back, half on my side, and moaned as I stared at
the cage bars. Where the fuck was... then I remembered, and with
the memory came a rush of astonishment and dark heat.

Holy shit!

I sat up slowly, groaning, and inspecting my
nipples.

Wow!

I could just remove the nipple rings and the
holes would close again, I supposed. But on the other hand, they
looked kind of sexy.

I was thirsty, and I groaned, looking around.
Then I saw a water bottle attached to the outside of the cage up
high. Instead of a thin drinking spout though, its spout was
attached to what looked like the base of a dildo that was attached
to the inside of the bars!

I had a WTF moment and then rose on my knees
to inspect it. It had a little hole in the tip. How were you
supposed to drink? I tried to squeeze it but that didn't work, and
then, flushing a little, cocked my head back and slid my lips over
the 'head', then began to suck.

Liquid trickled into my mouth.

Fuck! Mrs. Moore really was a perve!

My throat loved the liquid. It ached both
from deep throating and from screaming in pleasure for I didn't
even know how long.

I felt a bit shell-shocked, stunned,
dazed.

And aroused, despite myself.

And just a bit... anxious. I mean, Mrs. Moore
intimidated me but I wasn't really afraid of her. And Kendall was
bossy but I sure wasn't afraid of her either. This was just a wild,
wicked, dark sexy game.

I examined the door of the cage and found it
locked, so lay back on my back, my knees up and spread wide, and my
mind replayed all the nasty, wicked things which had happened to me
yesterday.

There sure were a lot of them!

The whole day had been nothing but hot, kinky
sex from the moment I'd arrived in the morning until I went to
sleep!

I marveled at the memory of licking Mrs.
Moore to orgasm! And of her fist-fucking me! Omygod! Fuck! That had
been soooooo insane!

And here I'd thought the business in the sex
shop the previous day had been crazy!

My fingers lightly traced along the lips of
my sex. They had really gotten a working out yesterday! Dildos and
vibrators and tongues and fingers and whole hands! Not to mention
that flog! Ouch!

My clitoris felt swollen even before I
touched it. Then as my fingers rubbed gently I felt the warmth
spread up through my body as the sensations began to grow more
powerful.

Then the door opened.

“Stop playing with yourself, slave girl, and
get on all fours,” Kendall ordered.

I gasped, blushed, and sat up, then got onto
all fours as she squatted and unlocked the cage door.

She slid it aside and I carefully crawled
through the narrow opening.

“I can't believe you made me sleep in a
cage!” I groaned.

“That's the best place for a sexual animal
like you,” she taunted.

“Your mother is treating this sex slave stuff
like it's real!”

She giggled a little. “Don't worry. She knows
fantasy from reality. But she's good at fantasy. Speaking of which,
your training will continue today, slave. Spread your legs.”

I moaned, but obeyed, and I felt her fingers
at my sex, slowly pumping in and out.

“Already wet I see.”

Crack!

I gasped as she slapped my bottom.

“Blonde slut.”

I moaned as her fingers stroked my clitoris
and pumped inside me.

“Wait,” I gasped. “What about... my
parents?”

Crack!

“Didn't I tell you the other day not to
question your mistress? She always thinks of everything. I called
your mom and told her you were staying over with me.”

She squeezed my breast.

“What are you?”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Bad slave girl,” she said sternly.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Oh! Sex slave is sorry, Mistress!”

“What are you?” she demanded, her fingers
sliding into me again.

“Sex slave is a filthy blonde slut,
Mistress!” I gasped.

“And what else?”

I was confused.

“Is she a cock loving whore?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

Crack!

“Say it, slut.”

“Sex slave is a cock loving whore,
Mistress!”

God! It felt so deliciously nasty to say this
shit!

Her fingers pulled out and the vibrator slid
into me – deep! I gasped and moaned as the head lodged high inside,
then the chain went around up around my hips and she began to work
the dildo into my ass.

“Do sex slaves love being fucked in the ass?”
she demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped. “Sex slave loves
to be fucked in the ass!”

God, this was hot and sick!

She pushed the ball gag into my mouth and
drew the chain behind me, then attached the leash to the collar and
tugged.

Moaning, panting, I crawled out of the room
and out into the corridor.

Where a black girl waited, leaning against
the wall, smirking down at me!

“She certainly sounds like an eager little
slut,” she said.

I instinctively jerked my arms in against me,
pushing back against the wall.

The two of them laughed down at me.

“Are you feeling shy, suddenly, Sex slave?”
Kendall asked.

She jerked roughly on the leash and I yelped
and half fell forward onto my belly.

“On your knees, slut!” she demanded.

Crack!

The riding crop cut across my buttocks and I
yelped and lurched up and back until I was sitting on my heels, my
pulse racing and my face burning hot!

“Are you being a bad slave girl? Because bad
slave girls get punished,” Kendall said. “Hands behind your neck!
Now!”

Trembling, moaning, horribly embarrassed, I
slowly obeyed.

She snapped the tip of the crop down against
the side of my breast.

“Back arched. Knees apart, Slave!”

Moaning, I obeyed, and the two looked down at
me.

“Nice fucking body on her,” the Black girl
said.

“I told you.”

“If ever a girl was born to be a sex slave
it's this blonde whore,” the Black girl said.

She was tall, like Kendall, and had very
black skin and very short hair. I remembered now that Kendall had
kind of threatened to have me fuck some black girl named Nia that
she knew. This was Nia, and I moaned, my mind spinning as I
realized that they would want me to have sex with her!

Still, that was less shocking than licking
Mrs. Moore and being fist-fucked by her!

Kendall jerked on the chain and I fell
forward onto all fours, then had to crawl into the living room.

“How deep are those cocks inside her?” Nia
asked.

“She's blonde,” Kendall said. “You know what
blondes are like. She's not happy if she doesn't have big cocks
inside her.”

“Cock loving whore,” Nia sneered.

I flushed hotly.

Kendall removed the leash, then held the crop
up warningly.

“Face down, ass up.”

I winced as my nipples pressed against the
rug, raising my bottom high and spreading my knees.

It was an obscene position, even with Kendall
behind me. It felt ten times worse with a girl I had never even met
before!

“Stand, slut.”

I stood up, and winced at another blow from
the crop.

“Is that how you stand?”

I jerked my hands up behind my neck and
spread my feet apart, arching a little as she ran the tip of the
crop along the underside of my breasts.

The vibrator started up and I gasped, then
gasped again as Nia reached down and fingered my clitoris.

“The blonde slut is already wet,” she said.
“You should beat her for being such a whore.”

“But I like that she's such a whore,” Kendall
said. “Besides, she's blonde.”

“All blondes are whores,” Nia said. “So she's
a cock loving slut. How is she on pussy?”

“You'll find out,” Kendall said in
amusement.

Oh God!

She made me lay down and spread my legs,
drawing my knees up and apart, then the two of them squatted on
either side as she undid the chain and began to pump the vibrator
in and out.

She pulled it out and then slid the thick
black dildo into me instead. Then, much like yesterday, she brought
my hand to it.

“Pump that black cock, slut,” she
ordered.

Shuddering, I obeyed. And when she gave me
the vibrator I pressed it against my clitoris and moaned helplessly
as the dark fires of sexual fever began to sweep up through my body
and mind and soul!

Kendall removed the gag.

“Tell me you love black cock, slave!”

“I-I-I love black cock, Mistress!” I
moaned.

Crack!

The crop snapped down on my breast.

“That's not the way you speak, slut!”

“This sex slave loves black cock, Mistress!”
I yelped.

“Blondes all love black cock,” Nia
sniffed.

She gripped the dildo, and began to pump it
faster, deeper, harder, and I moaned helplessly, gasping and
panting as the head jammed against the back wall of my pussy!

“Get on your belly, you filthy blonde slut!”
Nia ordered.

Gasping, I rolled over.

Crack!

“Ass up, slut!”

I spread my legs and raised my bottom.

Kendall stripped and sat in front of me, then
gripped my hair to jerk my face in against her pussy.

“Please your mistress, slut.”

Behind me, Nia stripped too, then pulled on
the strap-on.

I began to lick Kendall's pussy as she
kneaded my breast. Then I felt the dildo pushing into me from
behind and sinking deep! Nia began to fuck me as she squeezed my
other breast, and then picked up the vibrator and put her hand down
under my hip, bringing the tip against my clitoris.

I was soon utterly consumed by the furious
heat and pleasure, crying out again and again as Nia fucked me hard
and Kendall yanked at my hair to force me to lick faster.

“Filthy blonde slut!” Nia snapped, slapping
my buttocks.

“Blonde fuck toy!” Kendall growled, yanking
at my hair.

“Blonde sex slave!” Nia snarled, slapping at
my breast.

“Blonde whore!” Kendall barked, pinching my
nipple.

The orgasm tore through me and I cried out
all the air from my lungs as Nia hammered her hips into my buttocks
and ground the vibrator against my clitoris.

They shifted around, and Kendall fucked me
while I licked Nia's pussy.

“You better do a good job, you disgusting
little blonde piece of white trash!” she growled, yanking on my
hair. “I'm real eager to beat your ass red and blue!”

Crack! Kendall slapped my ass.

“Her ass is already getting red,” she
said.

Nia yanked at my hair and slapped at my
breast.

“Never mind her ass. I'll whip her
pussy!”

Gasping dazedly, anxious and wild eyed, I
licked her faster and harder.

Another orgasm tore through me and I sobbed
dazedly as they traded places again – and then again.

*

I was already panting and dazed by the time I
crawled into the kitchen.

They were dressed again, as was Mrs. Moore. I
knelt with my knees spread and the vibrator inside me again –
buzzing – hands behind my neck.

Kendall fed me by hand again, which felt
twice as weird in front of Nia AND Mrs. Moore, but also tightened
my chest despite the multiple orgasms I'd had in the living
room.

Then Nia tossed a piece of bun onto the
floor.

“Well, lick it up, slut!” she growled.

I flushed and felt a jolt of something
strange and dark. But I obeyed. She intimidated me almost as much
as Mrs. Moore. I dropped onto all fours, bent and licked it off the
floor.

Then Kendall threw a piece and I licked that
off the floor too.

“If you throw food on the floor it's going to
get dirty,” Mrs. Moore said.

“I'll have the slave clean it,” Kendall
said.

After breakfast I had to crawl to the
bathroom, where I was left alone with Nia!

I moaned, horribly self conscious.

“Bend over, slut.”

She put her hand behind my neck and shoved me
roughly over the counter.

“Spread your legs, you blonde whore.”

I obeyed and I felt her pulling the dildo out
of my ass. Then, my face burning, I felt her slide the nozzle of
the enema bag into me. Water gurgled down into my belly, and my
mind cringed as I realized it would be HER washing and cleaning me
out!

After the enema I peed while she watched,
then she cleaned me in the bidet, then cleaned me in the shower
while I stood with my hands behind my neck.

Then she stripped herself and came into the
shower stall.

“Wash me, slut.”

I gulped, but got the body wash and began to
soap up her body.

She was slimmer than me, with small breasts,
but she felt more... muscular. I slid my slick hands up and down
her body, and in between her legs, then she abruptly shoved me back
against the wall!

I gasped as she kissed me, hard! Her right
hand pulled my leg up and she angled her pussy in between my legs
and began to grind it against my own!

She pulled her lips back from mine a little,
still grinding her pussy against me.

“Who gets to use your slut body, slave?” she
demanded in a low voice.

“A-Anyone who wants to, Mistress!” I
moaned.

She kissed me again, her small, hard breasts
grinding against my bigger, fuller, softer ones.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she panted.

“This sex slave is your bitch, Mistress!” I
gasped

“Tell me you're my blonde whore.”

“This sex slave is your blonde whore,
Mistress!” I moaned.

“Tell me you're my blonde fuck toy.”

“This sex slave is your blonde fuck toy,
Mistress!” I panted.

She ground her pussy faster and faster, and
the dark heat began to twine around my mind once more. I felt hot
inside and out, my body filled with sexual pressure that made me
twitch and shake as she kissed me roughly and passionately!

I came first, but she wasn't far behind.

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


I had to clean the kitchen floor. And I had
to do it on all fours, my breasts swaying below me as I scrubbed
with a sponge. I couldn't even think of complaining either given
the ball gag was back in my mouth. Plus the vibrator in my pussy
kept buzzing intermittently, keeping me in a state of simmering
heat.

After cleaning the floor in the kitchen I had
to clean the bathroom. All of it. And Mrs. Moore made it clear what
her standards were.

“You will clean every single surface in this
room as if you were going to be eating off them,” she said.
“Because you will be demonstrating just how clean everything is –
including the shower floor, including the bathtub, including the
toilet, with your tongue.”

I gulped, eyes widening.

She left me to do it and I gaped after her.
Was she serious!?

She probably was! Fuck!

Well, I cleaned as well as I could, with that
as a warning. I started on tub and fixtures, then did the shower
floor and walls – scrubbing hard! I did the toilet, inside and out,
putting a lot more effort into that than I ever had back home!

Surely she wasn't serious!? At least about
the toilet!

I did the counter and sink last, then knelt
with my hands behind my neck as Mrs. Moore, Kendall, and Nia came
in to inspect the place.

“Do you think this filthy blonde slut is
actually capable of cleaning anything well?” Nia asked
doubtfully.

“If the sex slave didn't do a good job she'll
be punished,” Kendall said.

“Blonde sluts are rarely good for much other
than fucking,” Mrs. Moore said. “But they can be trained to do
menial tasks.”

“But blondes are lazy. All they want to do is
fuck,” Nia said.

“Then you have to punish them severely.”

I knew they were all, like... acting... I
mean, I kind of knew... I mean... they weren't really thinking
that... probably... but... God it was weird and degrading and also,
frankly, breathlessly exciting too. I don't know why I was getting
off on being degraded and treated like a sex slave but I sure
was!

Mrs. Moore pulled the ball gag from my mouth,
then attached the leash to my collar.

“Inside, slut!” she barked, going into the
big shower stall and tugging on the leash.

I crawled after her!

“Lick that floor, you filthy animal!” Kendall
said.

I shuddered. The vibrator was purring hard
now as I bent my lips and licked at the floor.

I gasped as the leash jerked on the collar
and was forced up on my knees.

“Don't forge the wall, slave!” Mrs. Moore
said.

I moaned, my hands against the wall as I
licked the tiles!

Can you believe that kneeling and licking the
wall in a shower can feel intensely erotic!? Because this did!

She handed the leash to Kendall who jerked me
down and out of the shower stall, then made me lick the faucet at
the edge of the tub, then half crawl into it and lick the bottom of
the tub! Nia jerked on the leash and I had to go over then and lick
the floor of the bathroom, then rise on my knees and lick the
counter and along the edge of the sink!

“Are you grateful you've been taught to clean
properly, slut?” Kendall demanded.

“Y-Ye-yes, Mistress!”I moaned.

“Put your ass in the air and your face down,
you little blonde animal!”

I obeyed and she prodded my face with her
foot.

“Show your mistress our gratitude. Lick!”

I trembled and another jolt ripped through
me.

Crack! The crop snapped down against
my bottom!

“Lick whore!” Nia said.

Crack!

“Lick, you filthy sex slave,” Mrs. Moore
ordered.

I licked! I was almost burning up with the
strange dark heat swirling inside me as my tongue licked up and
down Kendall's shoe. Then I had to lick Mrs. Moore's shoe,
including the bottom. I almost came! Is that wild! I was so
consumed by a ferocious dark heat, that was my breasts ground into
the floor and someone – Nia I think – rubbed the crop against my
swollen clitoris while I licked Mrs. Moore's shoes, my hips began
to buck and shake!

Then I had to lick Nia's shoes, but she
stopped me and jerked on the leash.

“We forgot one thing,” she said. “lick, you
filthy blonde animal.”

I dazedly licked at the base of the bowl,
then up along it to the rim, then I licked the rim as she slid the
crop between my thighs. She found the angle and began to grind it
back and forth against my clitoris.

I cried out, gasping, my hips grinding back
as I licked down the inside of the bowl!

The orgasm exploded within me with such force
I marveled it didn't tear my body apart!

“Blonde slut!” she said with a sneer.

“Blonde whore!” Mrs. Moore said
contemptuously.

“Blonde sex slave,” Kendall said.

She took the leash from Nia and jerked back,
pulling me away from the toilet. I gasped and panted dazedly,
moaning as someone struck my bottom with the crop. I lurched
forward as Kendall pulled me out of the bathroom, crawling on all
fours.

I was still trembling, still dazed by the
force of the orgasm, gulping in air as I crawled back into the
living room.

“Face down, ass up.”

I moaned and obeyed, collapsing onto my
elbows, then letting my breasts pillow out against the rug below as
I raised my bottom high and spread my legs.

“I think she needs to be fucked in the ass,”
Kendall said.

Crack!

I gasped as the crop cut across my
buttocks.

“Beg, whore,” she ordered.

“This sex slave begs to be fucked in the ass,
Mistress!” I moaned.

“Why are you a sex slave?” she demanded.

Crack! The crop cut across my bottom
again!

“I... this sex slave is a filthy blonde
whore, Mistress!” I gasped.

Kendall put on the strap-on, and then pulled
the dildo out of my ass to use a bigger one. The vibrator was still
buzzing, and I whimpered and moaned as she forced the bigger,
thicker cock deep into my ass and then began to fuck me.

She put her foot on the back of my head as
she did, slapping my bottom and demanding I beg her again and again
to be fucked in the ass. Then she reached under to rub my clitoris
and I came again, the breath sobbing out of my overheated lungs as
my body shuddered to the impact of her hips against my
buttocks.

Nia donned the strap-on then, and pushed an
equally large black cock down into my ass. Kendall moved around in
front of me and her put foot in front of my mouth.

“Lick, slave.”

I licked, gasping, moaning, eyes glassy, body
shuddering as Nia fucked my ass hard, as her hands slid up and down
my body. She slapped my buttocks repeatedly and called me a filthy
blonde slut and a blonde fuck toy and a sexual animal, then reached
under to knead my breasts.

I licked up and down against Kendall's shoes
the whole time, gasping and moaning helplessly as my body trembled
and shook.

“Beg me to fuck you with my big black cock,
whore,” Nia demanded, jerking back on my hair.

“This sex slave begs to be fucked in the ass
with your big black cock, Mistress!” I cried.

God, it was punching me so deep inside! But
the dull, deep ache was surrounded by a glittering, churning mass
of sexual energy that was pulsing and throbbing and growing more
and more intense!

I came again!

*

I ate lunch as I had eaten breakfast, only
worse. They threw pieces of food onto the floor, and I had to lick
them up, crawling back and forth to bend and eat. Then as I knelt
with knees spread, hands behind my neck and back arched, Kendall
poured milk into my open mouth. Too fast, however, to swallow. It
poured over my mouth and down the front of my body.

Then I had to lick it off the floor.

Then I had to clean the floor again.

Afterward I called home and told my mother I
would be going out of town for a week to a cottage Mrs. Moore
owned. This was true. But I passed the trip in the trunk of the
car, hog-tied, naked, gagged, and with the vibrator buzzing
intermittently inside me. And when we got there I had to carry
everything in and put everything away.

There was a woman there named Amanda. She was
slim and had a short, brown pixie cut. She looked at me tolerantly,
and I dropped my eyes, horribly embarrassed again. She was
apparently a friend of Mrs. Moore, and they went out front to
relax, along with Kendall and Nia, while I did all the work.

When I was done putting things away Kendall
had me pour a glass of fruit juice into a glass, then put it on a
tray.

“You're going to carry it out and serve it to
mother as a proper slave would,” she said.

I would have liked to ask how but I had the
ball gag in my mouth.

She led me out through the front door onto
the deck, which had a great view of the river.

Mrs. Moore, Amanda, and Nia were sitting
around a table chatting.

“Kneel,” Kendall ordered

I knelt next to Mrs. Moore's chair.

“Now raise your arms high and bow your head,
offering the drink.”

I was confused but raised my arms, blushing
under Amanda's gaze. I lowered my head, and Kendall then pushed it
lower still and pulled my arms higher.

“Kneel like that until you feel the glass has
been removed from the tray. Then ease back, get to your feet, and
go back inside,” Kendall said.

“I think you should also start teaching her
not to look people in the face,” Amanda said. “A slave should
always bow her head when she meets a human being.”

God! This was weird and freaky and
embarrassing and more than a little disconcerting, I mean, the
serious way they were treating this.

And yes, that also made it hot.

“Good point,” Mrs. Moore said. “I've seen her
look at me a number of times. She should be looking down, or if
presenting those lovely breasts for our appreciation, she should be
looking up. She should not look anyone in the face.”

From then on whenever I instinctively looked
anyone in the face I got a smack on the ass or on the breast from
the crop. I got spanked by Amanda, while the others watched. She
fingered me at the same time and made me squirm and moan in heat.
Then I had to crawl to Nia and let her spank me and finger me, then
I had to crawl to Mrs. Moore for more of the same. After that I
crawled to Kendall and spent five minutes licking her feet – which
were bare – before she would give me permission to masturbate while
they all watched.

After that I had to help Nia go downstairs
and bring up the pieces of what looked like a small sawhorse – sort
of. I mean, it was a sawhorse, only not very long, and with the
crossbeam covered in leather. I had no idea what they intended
doing with it as we set it up on the deck.

Kendall put sunscreen on me – everywhere,
rubbing my pussy and kneading my breasts. She pulled the vibrator
and anal dildo out of me, then had me straddle the sawhorse. When
I'd done that she locked my wrist restraints behind my back, then
attached a chain to the back of the collar and lifted my wrists up
high between my shoulder blades before locking them to the
chain.

She and Nia drew my ankles out to the sides
and chained them down, putting all my weight on my pussy!

They weren't finished, though. Or at least,
Amanda wasn't finished. She put a rope around my neck! It was
thick, and tied in a noose, and she and Mrs. Moore carefully raised
it up to the low overhanging roof and then tied it in place so that
it was quite taut, but not really constricting my breathing.

Mrs. Moore took a vibrator and began to play
the nose back and forth against the front of my sex where it was
pressed against the sawhorse.

The affect on my body was... powerful. I
mean, I was already aroused, already feeling the wild, dark thrill
of what was happening. Now my pussy was starting to throb and ache
because of my weight pressing it down against the sawhorse. Which,
of course, made it even more sensitive.

My body began to writhe and undulate. As the
sexual fever grew in my mind I lost much of my ability to think or
care about anything but the pleasure and heat. But Mrs. Moore then
began to ease off on the pressure from the vibrator, lightly
brushing it back and forth against me!

The need, the hunger to feel more was
intense! My hips began to grind forward against it, as I discovered
that I could use my bound ankles as leverage. I couldn't move much,
but I was able to slowly push my pussy forward along the leather
sawhorse to press more firmly into the vibrator.

She pushed it into me harder, almost
painfully, and I eased my pussy back, then she eased up and my
pussy slid forward. And I realized by doing this that it felt both
painful and deliciously pleasurable to grind my oiled-up pussy
along the leather surface of the sawhorse!

The fever tightened its grip on my mind and I
sobbed dazedly, arching and twisting, grinding my pussy against the
sawhorse, and, not incidentally, half strangling myself in the
process. The rope around my neck was taut, and every little
movement forward tightened the nose around my neck, making my eyes
bulge and making it hard to breath.

As my desire and hunger grew too powerful to
resist, though, I simply didn't care. Nor did I care all of them
were watching me. I had been reduced to my lowest instincts, like
an animal, craving the orgasm I knew was coming as I worked
desperately to bring it closer.

Yes, it hurt. So what!?

I came, screaming into the gag, sobbing,
grinding myself against the sawhorse, against the vibrator, my mind
overwhelmed by the power of the climax that ripped through me.

Mrs. Moore attached the vibrator to the
sawhorse so it was pushing lightly against me, then the four of
them sat down to chat and enjoy the warm weather.

I sank back down from the depths of the
orgasmic high, but quickly rose again, and again, and again,
writhing and rubbing and moaning and crying out as, like an addict,
I worked to reach the heights of pleasure again.

The pain mounted, though, especially when
Mrs. Moore removed the vibrator. It began to burn away the heat,
replacing it with a terrible, gnawing, throbbing ache that I could
not do anything about! I began to feel more and more desperate to
ease it, but was ignored by the four of them until Kendall finally
got up and pulled the ball gag out of my mouth.

The first word I spoke was “Please!”

“Do I hear a slut speaking?” Nia said.

“Please, Mistress!”I moaned.

“Your sex slave seems to be trying to
communicate in some way, dear,” Mrs. Moore said.

“It hurts!”I moaned.

“Nobody cares,” Nia replied.

“Perhaps the sex slave wants to lick your
pussy, Kendall?” Amanda said.

“Please!” I gasped. “This sex slave begs to
lick your pussy, Mistress!”

“She's not begging hard enough,” Mrs. Moore
said.

I begged for ten minutes to lick Kendall's
pussy, to lick Nia's pussy, to lick Mrs. Moore's pussy, and even to
lick Amanda's pussy – a woman I didn't even know! I got more and
more desperate, whimpering and moaning in pain as I sat astride the
hard sawhorse, as the soft flesh of my pussy burned fiercely.

I was getting frantic!

Finally, I was pulled down, with the promise
I would go back up instantly if I didn't perform to her
satisfaction. That, of course, made me lick her pussy as eagerly as
I could! I licked her to orgasm, then did the same to Nia, then to
Mrs. Moore, and finally to Amanda.

I could not care less at that point that I
hardly knew her.

Afterward, I knelt on the deck, knees spread,
back arched, my hands behind my neck. Whenever one of them wanted
something I got up, went inside, put it on a tray, came back, and
knelt to present it to them, then resumed my place kneeling.

I was gagged again so took no part in the
conversation, of course.

I helped make dinner, and ate on the floor
again, before cleaning the floor. Nia took me to bed, then. It
wasn't like previous occasions where she had fucked me with a
dildo. Instead she lay atop me, kissing, stroking and caressing
me.

She slid down between my legs, and her tongue
licked lightly, teasingly at my clitoris as I shuddered and moaned.
I was still very sore down there and hyper-sensitive! That meant
even her soft, licking tongue ached, but it also sent wild, carnal
heat flooding through my body.

She crawled up my body, slid her legs between
mine, and then began to grind her pussy against my own. Again, it
ached, even more than her tongue, but I was too far along to care
by then, and came violently.

She led me, as I crawled on the leash again,
down the hall into another bedroom, where I licked Amanda to a
climax. Then, just as Nia had, Amanda slid her body against mine,
grinding her pussy against my sore pussy, kissing me, her breasts
pillowed out against mine.

After her came Mrs. Moore. I had to start by
licking her feet, then licked my way up her ankles and legs, then
licked her pussy. I moved up her stomach and abdomen, then licked
her breasts and nipples, sucking and mouthing them before licking
back downward and licking her pussy to climax.

Finally I went to Kendall and licked her to
climax before she fucked me with a dildo. It hurt, but that didn't
matter. It made me come. Again!

I slept in a kind of pet bed on the floor
next to Kendall's bed that night, waking in the morning as she
called me to crawl into bed and lick her to climax again.

Breakfast was much the same as dinner. Then
the four of them went out on deck to enjoy the sun and do a little
swimming. I resumed my spot on my knees. The vibrator and dildo
inside me keeping me in a low simmering broil.

Walking with the vibrator and dildo sticking
out of me was really weird, and felt even weirder! But I still had
to fetch for them whenever they wanted a snack or drink or a towel
or whatever. It felt very much like I was a servant – or a
slave!

Kendall had me pose for pictures then, which
was a bit startling, but I only gave a passing thought to
protesting. She posed me in a number of different positions, most
of them pretty obscene, and took picture after picture with her
Iphone.

Then she took a video of me licking Nia's
pussy, then licking Amanda's feet and begging for permission to
lick her pussy, then licking her pussy too. After that she took
video of me masturbating with the big dildo. She took more video of
me at the lunch, licking pieces of food people throw me, and then
licking milk off the floor.

Then they had me riding up and down on a big
dildo that was suction cupped to the floor, and masturbating, and
me calling myself various names like a filthy blonde whore and a
fuck toy and a sex slave. After that they hung me upside down by
the ankles and flogged me.

After a week of this, I have to admit I had
half forgotten my own name. All anyone ever called me was 'slave',
'sex slave', or 'slut'. I hadn't worn a stitch of clothes since
arriving at Kendall's house, and I'd had more incredibly powerful
orgasms than I could possibly count. What was more, they were
becoming more powerful, more intense.

We drove back home, with me once again hot
tied in the trunk. I had no sooner put everything away, though,
when Kendall snapped the leash to my collar, locked my wrists
behind me, and led me downstairs and into the front room.

A man was there!

I froze, shocked, my face filling with heat
immediately! I had been so overwhelmed with lesbian sex for what
felt like forever I had practically forgotten about men! I tried to
turn around but Kendall led me right up to where he sat on the
sofa.

“Kneel, slut,” she ordered.

Face burning, I obeyed, instinctively
spreading my knees wide.

“Nice tits,” the man said. “Nice everything,
in fact.”

He was over thirty, maybe almost forty. He
was very muscular, though, and looked like the rough sort. He
wasn't at all like the sort of boy I had dated.

Kendall handed him the leash and he jerked
sharply on it so that I fell forward to sprawl across the sofa
between his legs. He easily lifted me up so I was draped across his
lap, then began to spank me!

I squealed and squirmed and moaned and tears
began to fill my eyes as the spanking continued. He was hitting my
ass so hard it was on fire! I was sooo relieved when he eased up
and began to finger me instead.

“Hot little blonde slut,” he said as his
fingers slid into me.

Believe me, being fingered was way better
than being spanked!

His hands moved over my body, squeezing my
breasts and rubbing my pussy. He pushed me off his lap, but held
onto my hair, then undid his pants and pulled them down and off

He was already hard, and my eyes widened at
the sight. It was hugely thick and long! Much like the dildos the
women had used on me.

He jerked forward on the leash and pulled me
in between his legs again, then undid the chain and removed the gag
from my mouth.

I gasped in pain as he jerked sharply on my
hair.

“What do you call me, slut?” he barked.

“M-Master!” I gasped.

“Please your master's cock, slut.”

I shuddered but obeyed, licking at his cock,
sucking his balls into my mouth, feeling a strange sense of
disorientation as he pulled me by the hair onto his cock. I bobbed
up and down, sucking and licking, then sliding all the way down as
he put pressure on my head.

I gurgled and gagged a bit, but not much,
marveling at how easy it was now to take such a big cock deep into
my throat! I mean, the women had fucked my throat with a dildo a
number of times, but this was a real cock!

He fucked my mouth and throat for long
minutes, then pulled me up onto him. I straddled him and my pussy
slid down his cock as his mouth sucked and chewed and licked at my
breasts and nipples.

The other three were watching, of course.
They were sitting behind me as I rode up and down on his thick
cock, as the heat began to pour through my body and mind, and as
the first orgasm swept through my nervous system.

I had fucked guys before, but I had never
felt the kind of heat I did as I rode his big cock – as a sex
slave! Every time I slid down its long length I felt a mini orgasm
tearing through my vitals! And when he'd come inside me I licked
and sucked his cock to get it hard again and he took me on all
fours, like a bitch in heat, pounding me, yanking on my hair,
slapping my bottom, and using my body for his pleasure as multiple
orgasms swept through me.

*

Over the summer I spent increasing amounts of
time at Kendall's, and men often came over for me to give lap
dances too. I also began to learn pole dancing. By end of summer I
had moved in with Kendall, though I never told my parents I slept
in a cage.

I didn't go back to college, but instead
started work as a stripper. It paid way better than any clerical
job and it was incredibly hot seeing all those people lusting after
me as I twisted and writhed and danced around the pole on
stage.

I think the men sensed that I was a lot more
eager than most of the girls, and I made a lot of money giving lap
dances. My biggest challenge was how horny it got me, and that I
couldn't give way to temptation and ride their cocks the way I
wanted to.

But Kendall always made me come like crazy
once I got home.

It was a strange existence, since I never
wore clothes at home, nor really at work (except to strip out of
them). But, and this is freaky I know, I figured it was appropriate
for a blonde slut like me. They had started calling me a blonde
slut mostly as a game, but now I kind of thought of myself as one.
Given the stuff I did it was hard to deny it.

I also kind of thought of myself as Kendall's
sex slave for real. I loved her as my mistress, and it never
occurred to me to ever refuse anything she told me to do. Which was
kind of a good thing because only her specific order kept me from
fucking every guy I gave lap dances to!

I have no real inhibitions any more about sex
and nudity. I mean, when I'm not stripping and not having sex at
home I'm working on as a camgirl on the internet. And that brings
in even more money than stripping some days, especially given what
the guys who appear with me do to me!

My life has basically become all about sex,
and the only time I wear any clothes is when visiting my family.
They still think I'm working as an admin assistant for the same
company as Mrs. Moore, and I don't do anything to change their
minds! Explaining this is hard enough to do anonymously, let alone
to your parents!

But I hope you'll understand what an
incredible life of excitement and pleasure I live, and realize, as
I have, how much better it is than it would possibly be working in
some dull job and having occasional sex with one guy.

I am completely fulfilled and completely
happy. And how many 'normal' girls can claim the same?

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other erotic stories & novels by JJ
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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!

 


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!

 


Owned by My Best Friend's Family!

Annie's father the cop was so... commanding,
in his uniform! I was fascinated with his handcuffs, and he was
fascinated by me! Letting him boss me around seemed natural – and
hot, and the the wild, rough, kinky nature of what we did was
scalding! But then he 'gave' me to her older brother as his, and
moved me into his house, so his whole family could own me!

 


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.

 


Nigger's Girl

A blonde girl has no business getting
involved with a Black man in rural Georgia. A blonde girl who's a
deputy sheriff especially has no business getting involved with a
Black ex-con with a violent temper and a hate on for white people.
But from the moment Dara sees Emery she's gripped by a feverish
need. However violently he treats her, however he shames and abuses
her, whoever he gives her to.

 


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 do do nothing but
work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes taken with
his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering ways extend to
the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold exterior he
makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his dominance and
submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the
ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write
her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his
monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and
arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her
clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her
the wicked thrills of submission.

 


Bound Beauty

Sierra is lured into nude photography by her
aunt, whose erotic photographs hang in art galleries. But as her
aunt discovers her weakness for bondage and submission, Sierra is
lured into more and more graphic and lurid pictures. With the aid
of her handsome black assistant, her aunt turns the incredibly
responsive young woman into an unknowing star of bondage videos
watched around the world.

 


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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