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Graduating high school is supposed to be a
momentous occasion. It means getting on with your life, outgrowing
adolescence, becoming an adult. This is supposed to be something to
celebrate. I can't actually explain why that is, though.

The alternative to school, after all, is
work. Work takes more time and is generally less pleasant and has
less room for socializing or fun. And what kind of work do you get
at eighteen anyway? Shitty jobs in retail or food services – if
you're lucky.

Unless you go to college. But college
requires money and good grades. I had decent grades, but no money
to speak of. My father is a contractor who does home renovations.
That pays well when he gets work but money comes and goes depending
on what business he gets. My mom is a part-time cashier at the
Walmart on Highway Thirty-Seven just outside of town.

Town. I live in New York. I'll give you a few
moments to imagine huge, gleaming office towers soaring above busy
streets before pointing out I live in the state of New York, not
the city. I live in Otterville, a burg of twenty thousand people,
an ugly burg, a shithole of a town, to be honest. It's a good
six-hour drive north from New York City, and might as well be in
another country.

We are not at the top of the economic pyramid
here, to put it mildly. This is a town of old houses with peeling
paint and loose floorboards on dusty streets with lots of weeds. We
are one of those towns America forgot around the 1970s when all the
good jobs fled to the big cities.

So graduating into unemployment was what a
lot of kids did. The lucky ones, like I said, graduated into being
baristas at Starbucks or something similar.

I was mulling over whether I wanted to work
or be unemployed that summer. The only job I'd been offered was as
a receptionist at the cement factory. And I was pretty sure the
only reason I'd been offered it was that the fat old guy thought I
was hot and would be able to get his hands on my ass and tits.

He certainly hadn't made much of a secret of
it, even though I hadn't worn anything particularly revealing to
the interview. I'd worn a decent enough dress (which I hated). It
hadn't hidden my curves, but that's never been my intent in
choosing clothes. I mean, my looks are basically the only thing I
have going for me.

Taking advantage of my looks to get something
was not a new concept for me. I know how to flirt with guys, how to
pose my body, how to dress for 'success'. I don't mean I slept with
people for money or anything like that, but being hot and sexy can
get you a lot more with a smile than a smile alone.

Being leched at isn't anything new for me. I
don't want to sound like I'm bragging but guys have been leching
over me since I hit adolescence. Almost no matter how I dress. And
like I said, my hotness is about all I have going for me, so I'm
not usually eager to downplay it.

And getting groped from time to time is the
price of being hot. It annoys me, depending on who's doing the
groping, but I accept it as the way life is. That doesn't mean I
want to work in a small office with some fat old guy who'll be
undressing me with his eyes every day and probably pressuring me to
suck his tiny dick too.

I was in the park a few weeks after
graduating, with my friend Beth and three guys – Dave, Paul, and
Enriques. I was on my bike – my bicycle (like I could afford a
motorcycle, ha!). I was enjoying the guys leching over me, even
though I didn't intend to do anything much with them – except maybe
Dave if he played his cards right.

I was sitting on the bike seat. The bike was
next to the old, wooden bleachers the guys were sitting on. I had
one foot on the lowest bench to prop me and the bike up. And I was
wearing these loose, thin green pants which had an elastic
waistband which sat low on my hips. I was also wearing a simple
gray midriff-baring tank top with no bra.

The top came down to about four inches below
the bottom of my breasts. And it was tight enough for my breasts to
push the material out so the bottom kind of stood away from my
chest, letting air up inside. Which was nice because it was a
freaking hot day. But it also made it freaking obvious I had no
bra, and the material even kind of pulled in around my breasts to
sort of highlight where they were and how big. My nipples were
little dimples in the fabric too.

The guys could hardly take their eyes off my
chest, which was good for my ego. I'd bet Beth a dollar that I
could give at least one of them an erection. I, of course,
pretended I had no idea they kept staring at my chest. That was how
the game was played.

“So you gonna take that job at the cement
factory?” Dave asked.

I shook my head. “That guy's gross, and I
know he'd be all over me if I worked in that little office.”

“Maybe he's got a giant dick,” Enriques said
with a leer.

“You're a giant dick,” I replied. “Anyway, a
giant dick isn't much use to me. I'm hot for Beth.”

Beth smirked at me but also gave me a
reproving look because I was cheating. She's a cute blonde with
lots of bangs and breasts which are bigger than mine, though she's
shorter. She was wearing short cutoff shorts and a t-shirt which
also bared her midriff.

“I'm considering becoming a nun,” she
said.

I thought that was cheating in return. She
was trying to make them think of the least sexy thing she
could.

“I think you're probably too full of lust to
be a nun,” I said.

She put her hands together as if to pray. “I
only love Jesus,” she said piously.

“Is that why you say 'Oh God! Oh, God! Oh
God!'” whenever anyone does you from behind?” Paul asked.

She gave him the finger while the other guys
laughed and jeered.

There was a kid's playground a dozen yards
off, and a ball came rolling across the track from where a little
boy was playing with his mom. I saw an opportunity and quickly
propped the bike, slid off, and moved over to it, then, with my
butt pointed at the bleachers, bent over – way over – and picked up
the ball before straightening and tossing it back gently.

The pants I wore were loose, but not that
loose against my butt, and especially not when I bent over like
that. I was certain no one back there was in doubt about me wearing
a thong now as I turned and – pretending to be oblivious, walked
back.

Beth wasn't fooled. She glared at me, arms
folded across her chest under her breasts.

And oopsie, was the thin black waistband of
my thong now visible on one hip. Oh well.

“You're so athletic,” she said
sarcastically.

I smirked at her, then drew my arms and hands
up to the sides and made fists, as if to display my muscles. I
actually had muscles there, and they were visible. I had been heavy
into sports in school, especially volleyball, baseball, and track
and field. I was tall and lithe for a girl, and made a good
athlete. And all that work and the exercises coach made us do kept
me nice and fit. Which was good for keeping my butt tight.

Of course, it didn't hurt to draw my
shoulders back while I did it so my boobs pushed out a little more
firmly against the tank top.

And I got my dollar. Beth and I argued about
it as I rode and she walked away, but I knew, and she knew, that
the reason Paul had shifted his legs away and put his hands
artfully between his crotch and us was because he had a boner.

“It's not like it's all that hard to make
those guys hard anyway,” she said.

I was barely riding enough to keep the bike
from tilting as I kept pace with her.

“A dollar is a dollar,” I said.

“You're a very athletic girl,” a woman said
as we passed her.

I turned, surprised. She was blonde, like
Beth, but nothing like Beth. She was shorter than Beth, barely five
feet tall, in fact, quite slim, with a short, pixy type haircut.
She also wore quality workout clothes. She'd been running around
the track, and I had noticed her stop not far from us to do
stretches against a bench a little way up.

“Thanks,” I said.

“How athletic are you?” she asked boldly.

I felt wary. She was maybe in her
mid-thirties. Why was she talking to me at all? Who was she? What
was she after? Was she a dyke? The short hair said she could be.
Didn't they all have short hair?

“I bought a fitness studio on Elm Street,”
she said. “I need a model.”

“A model?” I asked, confused.

She smiled. “What I mean is a receptionist
for the front desk who can also be taught some elements of fitness
so she can help train the women there. But for marketing reasons it
really helps if she's got a great body, a fit body, something they
can aspire to.”

“She's very fit,” Beth said earnestly, but I
could see her eyes were mocking me.

“A lot of the work in a fitness studio is
just explaining how the machines work,” the woman said. “As well as
attending to clerical things like signing people in and out, and
doing a little cleaning. You look like you could do all of
that.”

“Uhm, well... I suppose I could,” I said
uncertainly.

Elm Street wasn't far away. I could drive
there on my bike from home easily.

“I'm Jessica Forsyth,” she said, thrusting
out a hand.

I felt kind of... grubby next to her. I was
sweating in the heat, and my tank top was... well, kind of slutty.
My brown hair fell to just above my breasts and was kind of ragged
in the wind and heat. But I took her hand and shook it, my mind
swirling with uncertainties.

“We're still setting up. Why don't you drop
by later today or tomorrow and I can explain things and discuss
them with you?”

“Uhm, okay,” I said.

She nodded and jogged away and Beth and I
looked at each other.

“She wants you,” she said, smirking.

“It's a fitness studio,” I said. “Wide open
areas, lots of other people around.”

“Until she gets you alone in the back,” she
teased.

“I'm bigger than her. I can handle her.”

“Oh I bet she wants you to handle her,
baaaabyyy!” she taunted.

“Fuck you,” I said. “Anyway, just because she
has short hair that doesn't mean she's a dyke. If you work in a
fitness studio you'd probably have to have short hair.”

“You gonna cut your hair?”

“Fuck no!”

“Ha!”

“But I'll be behind a counter and, like,
showing people machines, not actually exercising.”

“And being a model so all the fat middle-aged
women think they can look like you if they just exercise more!” she
exclaimed mockingly.

“There are a lot of fat people in this town,”
I said.

“That's for sure!”

“Well, whatever, it's worth looking
into.”

“Wear the same top. No bra.”

“Oh bite me, runt.”

We went together for a few blocks, then
parted ways as I headed back for my place. I was thinking a lot
about her offer. It sure sounded a lot better than a cement
factory. I could probably get the use of the machines for free,
which would be good. I mean, I wasn't doing any sports anymore and
I didn't want to get soft and mushy. My boobs aren't huge like Beth
but they're a thirty-six C-cups and now that I was an adult I had
to worry about them starting to sag one day.

Forsyth wasn't a very stern figure. She
seemed very pert and forthright, certainly, and could probably be a
bitch if you screwed up at work. But she wasn't going to lech over
me the way old man Emmerson would have.

And, so what if she did? I mean, I hadn't
really done much with girls other than fool around while guys
watched to tease them. But I had been playing around with the idea
of it for years. I just needed the right opportunity to experiment.
That meant one that wouldn't get me a reputation. This is a mostly
blue-collar town.

Now that I was out of school though,
reputation seemed less important. And besides, it wasn't like
anyone would know if she decided to make out with me in a backroom
somewhere after hours. Anyway, she was eight inches shorter than
me. I could handle her, and if she bugged me too much I'd just quit
and be no worse off than I am now.

I wore sweatpants, a t-shirt that covered all
of me, and an athletic bra underneath when I dropped by the fitness
studio. It was in the parking lot of a little strip mall on Elm.
The building used to be a restaurant, I recalled. It had a sign
with an hourglass figure of a woman on it and the name HER fitness.
So that didn't leave much doubt about it having men and women
both.

I wasn't sure how I felt about that. A
fitness studio where hunky guys worked out would have been cool. On
the other hand, if it was full of fat, middle-aged men wanting my
'help' maybe not.

The windows were covered in posters
advertising various types of fitness classes, fitness trainers, and
nutrition guides. That meant you couldn't really see anything until
you opened the glass door. Inside was a small waiting area with a
counter. No one was behind it. I didn't think the place was opened
yet.

Past that was a larger area with a bunch of
fitness machines already put in place. There was nobody there so I
wandered past the desk and looked at the machines. There were rows
of them facing windows on opposite sides of the building, and then
two more rows facing each other down the middle.

I could hear banging and other construction
noises so I moved towards the rear. I found Forsyth there with two
other women. The other women were finishing up what looked like a
sauna. It had the double rows of benches and the thing against the
wall that looked like a bunch of rocks in a big brick box.

It was unusual to see women doing
construction type work around here. I knew because my dad was
always hiring people when he got bigger jobs and had run through a
lot of them. All male. These ones seemed to be adding a frame to
the door. They all turned as I walked through the outer door.

“Ah, good. I'll get back to you on that,”
Forsyth said to one of the women as she approached me.

“Come on, I'll show you around,” she
said.

“That going to be a sauna?” I asked.

“Yup. And across from it is the whirlpool
bath. Come along. I didn't get your name.”

“Oh, sorry. I'm Paige,” I said.

She was all business, talking to me about the
various roles I could play, from signing and checking memberships
at the desk to scrubbing down the exercise equipment at the end of
the day.

“You're not a trained to be a fitness trainer
or even a gym assistant yet, but I can teach you enough to get by
on being a gym assistant. It's not that complicated if you're smart
and you pick things up quickly.”

“Just remember, while the job you do is
important, your looks are an added feature for me,” she said. “A
pretty, sexy thing behind the counter adds to the sort of style and
sex appeal I want my fitness studio to have. This is a higher-end
fitness studio aimed at people with money.”

“There are people with money in this town?” I
asked cynically.

“In every town, however poor,” she said.
“There are always winners, and I aim to get a reputation where the
smart, educated women will want to not only come but brag about
coming.”

I nodded.

“Anyway, so you'll make sure you look hot,
which shouldn't be very difficult for you. You looked hot right
there in the park with no makeup and not even trying.”

“Uhm, well – .”

“Okay, you were trying for the guys on the
benches, sure,” she said with a grin. “You'll have to make sure you
wear a bra here every night, though, or some of these women will
resent you for it.”

“Oh, I always do!” I assured her, blushing.
“I was just uhm, trying to win a bet with my girlfriend, to be
honest.”

“I'm not judging you,” she said. “You have
gorgeous, firm breasts. Congratulations. But some of the women
here, being a lot older, might resent that.”

It was a bit startling to have a woman I
barely know tell me I had gorgeous, firm breasts, and made me
blush, but she said it in a completely unsexual way. It still made
me squirm a bit, what with wondering if she was queer or
something.

“In fact, let me show you some of the
machines, including the ones to firm up chest muscles so your
breasts stay firm.”

She led me back into the studio among the
machines.

“If you were forty I'd have you wear that
shirt with no bra as an example of how terrifically firm our
exercises can make you!” she said with a grin. “But at your age,
they'd just put it down to youth and resent you.”

It felt weird again having this potentially
gay woman talking about my breasts like that! It was partly
embarrassing and partly kind of... intriguing!

She showed me the first machine. I straddled
the bench and reached up to grip the padded bars on either side of
me as she explained how it worked and what it did for my muscles
and how to control the settings.

She was very businesslike. But even so, I
felt this little shimmer of curiosity and low-level sexual tension.
I mean, I was working my arms and shoulders as she stood in front
of me, and doing it in a way which couldn't help but show off my
chest – which she'd been talking about.

She led me to a bench-like machine. It had a
long padded bench just wide enough to lay on. At one end was a
weighted bar. But the way it worked was to lay down along the bench
on your back, then reached up and back and below the head of the
bench to where the bar was, lifting it up and down. Which meant my
back was sharply arched the whole time, with my boobs sticking up
and out.

I probably wouldn't have thought twice about
it if it wasn't for that … uncertainty about her sexual orientation
and motives. But because I did it felt almost like I was showing
off like I had to the guys. Only this was to someone way older and
female, which made my stomach swirl.

After that came more machines for other
purposes, like another bench I sat on and spread my legs wide, wide
open to slide behind a pair of padded bars. Then I used my thigh
muscles to pull them in and out, in and out.

The two women came through the place and one
of them stopped.

“We need a couple more two-by-fours to
reinforce the back massage room,” one of them said. “We'll go over
to Henessy Lumber and be back in an hour or so.”

Forsyth nodded and they left. By then I was
sweating, panting for breath, and feeling kind of bedraggled.

“When's the last time you worked out?” she
asked in amusement.

“Well, I used to all the time because I was
into sports in school, but since I graduated I haven't really done
much.”

“Use it or lose it, Paige,” she said. “it's
really easy for a woman to turn into a lump, especially in this era
of fast food, if she doesn't work at keeping her body trim and
tight.”

She led me back up front so she could show me
more of the clerical stuff and forms and I could catch my breath.
Then we went back to the machines. She insisted I try every single
one so I knew how they were supposed to feel as she explained them
to me. Which meant I was soon aching and exhausted.

“Come back tomorrow and we'll continue this,”
she said.

I wearily agreed.

“Don't worry. Once you've got things down pat
you won't be spending that much time on the machines. But you do
have to keep that body toned. Oh, and buy some nice exercise
gear.

We discussed what 'nice' meant. Apparently,
it was a narrow line between sexy and sleek, and slutty. “Never go
slutty,” she said. “This is a class place.”

“Uhm, okay,” I said. “I don't have a lot of
money, though. I'm still not one hundred percent sure...”

She put up a hand to stop me talking, then
reached behind the counter and came out with a tape measure. In
short order, she swept it around my waist, then up my inseam, then
up my outside. She looked at my chest doubtfully.

“Your bra disguises you. What are your
measurements?”

I blushed again and gave them to her.

“Lucky you,” she said with a grin. “I’ll buy
you something appropriate and we'll go halfsies on the cost.”

I sure couldn't complain about that!
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Jessica was a dynamo! It was like she had
limitless energy. And she was uber fit! Way better than me! She
exhausted me on the machines, both mentally and physically. She
would quiz me repeatedly on how they worked and what they were for,
even as I used them.

The first outfit she bought me was like a
tracksuit. Only one piece. It hugged me tight from ankles to neck
like it was made of lycra or something. It was black and had a
bright pink swooshy thing which went up the side of my legs from
the knees, up along my hips, then curved back, then forward to have
cut across one breast.

It also had a zipper down the front, and
Jessica demonstrated exactly how low that zipper should go by
pulling it down herself! Again, if I wasn't wary and interested I
wouldn't have thought much about it. She wanted it down just enough
to get a little hint of cleavage, but not down beyond that.

While I was learning the fitness studio was
being completed, with a kind of dance studio in the back for high
impact yoga, Pilates, and even pole dancing classes!

“Just my opinion,” she said, “But there isn't
any better exercise than pole dancing. It works your arms, hands,
shoulders, chest, thighs, and gives your body enormous
movement.”

I looked at the stainless steel pole
doubtfully and she laughed.

“It's getting quite respectable. There are
even children's classes in New York City. Though this place is too
conservative for that.”

“I'll say! If I told any of my friends I was
taking pole dancing they'd think I wanted to be a stripper!”

“Most strippers do very little on a pole but
swing around it a little. Pole dancers, well, here, let me show
you.”

She took a leap and grabbed the pole halfway
up, then swung her legs around wildly, which made her whole body
swing around. She brought her legs up and back, and now she was
hanging from the pole upside down with her thighs clamped around
it! She made her lower body rise up – boy that must take good abs –
and then grabbed the pole again and let her feet fall down.

She climbed the pole, then started swinging
her lower body around and then halted with her lower foot pressed
against the side of the pole and her upper foot straight out so she
was almost horizontal on the pole! I was amazed at the strength in
her arms!

She let her lower body swing in so both legs
went past the pole and then swung up and let her upper body fall
down so she was again clutching the pole between her thighs. Then
she grabbed it with her hands and arched her body out.

She was good!

“No way I could do anything like that!” I
exclaimed.

She slid down the pole and off.

“Not immediately, no. You'd need time,
exercise, and classes,” she said with a grin. “Work your arm
muscles more and I'll give you a few free lessons.”

“Oh, I don't know...” I said, a bit
shyly.

“Hey, you never know,” she said, grinning, “I
know some places in New York City where strippers make a thousand
bucks a night.”

She laughed and then slapped my butt and
walked away.

I yelped and frowned and then felt that
rising uncertainty again about her intentions. I couldn't help
thinking about swinging around the pole, too, though. And I have to
admit the idea of making a thousand dollars a night was insane!
Mind you, the idea of swinging around a pole naked in front of a
crowd of men was even wilder!

I decided not to mention this to Beth. She
was a good friend but kind of a gossip, which was one of the
reasons I'd never even thought about experimenting with her in any
way.

I went back to the desk, to sorting through
files. Since we were going to be opening up in a few days I wanted
to make sure I had everything ready. After a while, Jessica stopped
by and tossed a bag onto the counter.

“New outfit for you,” she said. “I want to
take advantage of your flat tummy. And it's only going to get
better looking with exercise.”

I opened it and found a pair of low riding
black workout pants. They were stretchy and had a big purple
elasticized waistband. With them was a purple tank top with a
racerback.

“Uhm, okay,” I said.

It wasn't revealing or anything. The pants
were kind of tight but all workout pants were like that for women.
And being black it wouldn't really be that obvious. I changed into
them and looked at myself in the mirror admiringly. I looked hot!
But not slutty. The top was tight, too, but had a built-in athletic
bra so it wouldn't make me look too busty. It cut off just below my
breasts, though, so I was bare from below there to several inches
below my belly button.

When I came back out Jessica was supervising
Alison and Samantha putting big green plants around. Alison was a
trainer. She was about Jessica's age, but taller with wider
shoulders. She had more of an hourglass shape, though with wide
hips. Samantha was a tall, slender woman in her twenties who was
going to lead the yoga and Pilates classes. And maybe jazzercise,
though they hadn't decided yet.

This gym wasn't going to look spartan and
industrial like others. The walls were wood, the lighting was
discrete and often concealed. They'd even put up a wooden drop
ceiling so the light came out around the edges and down the walls.
Now with all the plants, the place was starting to look positively
cozy!

I knew I would way rather work out in a
pretty place like this than some industrial place with big
fluorescent lights. And I hoped that would be the case for the
women she was hoping to bring in as customers.

The people delivering the plants left, and
Jessica recruited me to help carry some into the rear, putting them
in the sauna, for example, and around the big hot tub.

“Put some in the shower room too.”

I shrugged and did so. The shower room was an
open shower, which was mostly to be used before getting into the
big hot tub, or after coming out. There were private shower stalls
further up for the shy – like me!

“On second thought, don't put any near the
hot tub. I want to clean it before we fill it.”

“Isn't it already clean?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes at me. “Just because they
gave it a quick wipe after installing it doesn't make it clean. We
have very high standards of cleanliness here. Empty it, and then
give it a cleaning.”

I made a face, but you don't argue with the
boss, especially when it's Jessica. The hot tub was really big. It
could easily fit a dozen people without too much crowding. It was
made to look like the benches below the water and the sides were
wood, but of course, it was fake wood. Real wood would have
rotted.

I drained the thing, then got the soap and
the brushes. The brushes were on six-foot poles so you could just
kneel on the edge and use them on the sides. I did that, scrubbing
up and down, moving slowly around the thing, then started
stretching out more. I'd squirted soap liberally, and it lathered
up really good as I leaned over and sent the brush sliding further
out into the tub.

I decided to save some time by lifting the
bucket – the one I used to keep dunking the brush into – into the
tub. Then I could dip the brush in it and scrub the floor of the
tub without having to keep twisting up and back.

The thing is, the soap did lather up nice,
but it was also, of course, very slippery, and the pants I had on
were very smooth and didn't have an awful lot of, well, friction
when they slid against something. And neither did the brush as it
scrubbed the bottom of the tub. And so when I leaned over a bit
farther to make sure the brush went into the middle of the tub the
pressure on it suddenly disappeared and I found myself leaning over
too far.

I squealed as I fell into the tub. It was
about four feet to the bottom, but interrupted by the bench which
ran along the edge below where the water line would be. That was
all slippery and soap covered, too, though, so I couldn't get a
grasp on it and fell the remaining three feet. Which was bad enough
except my legs swung around and kicked over the bucket, sending all
the soapy water flying.

I sat up quickly, but not before getting the
hair on my right side wet and soapy, not to mention the outfit I
had on, and my shoes.

Jessica showed up, stared at me, and then
smirked.

“It's not funny!”

“Are you hurt?”

I tried to stand, slipped and almost fell
again, then slowly pushed myself upright, then almost fell again.
Which made her laugh.

“Well, no harm done,” she said.

“My hair is a mess!”

“Your hair can be washed, dear,” she said,
still smirking in amusement.

I had to put a knee on the bench, and then
slowly slide over the top of the tub onto the floor.

“You'd best take those shoes off before you
fall again,” she said.

I grumbled and popped them off.

“Where are you going?” she demanded when I
started to move away.

“To get cleaned up!”

“Why? You're not finished. You want to get
another outfit on and maybe fall again? You might as well finish
this first.”

I didn't want to finish it first, but she was
making perfect sense.

She opened the drain so the soapy water would
drain out.

“Did you scrub every inch of the bottom?”

“Well... most of it.”

She snorted, then got a hose and sprayed down
the sides of the tub, then the bottom.

“Get in there and get the bucket and scrub
brush.”

I gingerly climbed in again and picked them
up. She took the bucket away and refilled it with soapy water, then
brought it back and gave it to me.

“Finish up as long as you're in there. Don't
fall down. I have to send Alison and Sam off to get more
plants.”

I snorted but scrubbed the bottom of the tub.
I poured the bucket around and then she came back and used the hose
to rinse off the sides and bottom while I used the brush to help
make sure no grit or soap was still on them. Of course, it was
still on me.

She helped me out of the tub and then away
from it.

“Take those things off and wet yourself
down,” she said. “No point tracking soap into the rest of the club.
I'll get you a towel.”

Which also made perfect sense. But I still
felt a tightening in my chest and hesitated before turning my back
to her and peeling the top up and off.

She went off to the cupboard and I felt my
pulse rate zooming as I peeled the soapy wet pants down and off,
taking my thong with them. Yikes! Yikes! Yikes! I was going to be
naked in front of Jessica! Who might or might not be gay! Who might
or might not be hot for me!

The shower area was brown tiled across the
floor, walls, and ceiling. It was about eight feet long and five
feet wide and had two shower-heads on one wall.

I hesitated, heart-thumping, then turned on
the shower. I wasn't thinking, of course. It came out icy cold and
I squealed and jumped back.

Jessica came back around the corner, carrying
a big towel.

“It's cold!” I exclaimed.

“Well, of course it's cold. You have to give
it a minute to warm up,” she said in amusement.

The last thing in the world I wanted to do in
front of her was look like some shy virgin! So I did nothing to
cover myself, other than turning a little away from her and towards
the water spraying down from one of the showerheads. I leaned in,
cringing a bit as I realized I was kind of bending over in front of
her, and thrust my arm out to test the water.

“It's still cold.”

She snorted and moved around me, then turned
the handles and made it warmer.

“Oh. Right,” I said stupidly.

“Honestly, girl, do I have to teach you how
to shower?” she asked in amusement.

I eased into the water, feeling really,
really, REALY weird to be naked under the shower-head like this
with her watching. I mean, the showers at school were all stalls.
And it was very much against the rules to walk around without a
towel on. You were even required to put on underwear in the shower
stall before putting on a towel and going back to your locker to
change.

So showering naked in front of someone was
definitely new to me!

“Oh,” she said, snapping a finger.

She went away, and I felt some relief – and
disappointment – as I turned under the water to finish rinsing
myself off.

She returned quicker than I'd thought, and I
had my back to the shower and my hands in my hair with my head
back. I was very much aware of putting on a show – accidentally –
and felt my chest tighten again as I quickly turned away from
her.

“Here,” she said. “Soap. The kind you're
supposed to use on yourself.”

“Oh, that's okay,” I said, a bit shakily. “I
mean, the soap from – .”

“That's not stuff you're supposed to use on
your own body,” she said sternly. “You have very soft, delicate
skin, Paige.”

She gripped my arm and pulled me back from
under the water, then squirted something from a plastic bottle onto
my back. A moment later her hand was spreading it out along my back
and shoulders as I stood there with my pulse suddenly pounding in
my throat!

“It's always hard to get your own back, I
know,” she said, as her hand moved lower.

“I... uhm, I-I can... get it,” I
squeaked.

“Of course! But why should you when there's
help available?”

Her hand was spreading the soap down my back
to my waist now. It was very slick soap, and she squirted more
before sliding her hand lower – onto my ass!

My heart skipped a beat as she calmly and
casually spread the soap over my butt, as if there was nothing the
least bit unusual about it, as if she was cleaning a car or
something. She raised the nozzle of the bottle and squirted it over
my shoulder so it trickled down my chest. I hurriedly lifted my
hands up and spread it over my breasts myself in case she got
ideas!

She slid down low, spreading the soap down my
legs in back and up the sides, then rose and one arm curled around
me, spreading the soap over my hip, then quickly over my abdomen
and down between my legs. I gasped in shock, alarm, and heat as her
hand slid down between my legs.

“Spread your legs, Paige,” she said.

I felt my heart pound like a drum as I
shifted my feet apart, and her hand slid up and down over my pussy.
The middle fingers pressed in more, and I felt the lips of my sex
slowly forced apart, then the tips of her fingers slid up to the
top of my sex and found my clitoris.

The jolt of emotion was far more intense than
the jolt of sensations – and that was powerful enough! I felt as if
I ought to stop her! Or at least say something! But at the same
time the level of sexual energy and tension in my body had just
shot up like a rocket and I wasn't sure I could speak aloud without
my voice breaking and quivering.

She gripped my arm, turning me around, then
pushed me back. She reached back to turn off the water and pushed
me further until my back was against the tiled wall.

“Put your hands up behind your neck, dear,”
she said casually.

“Wh-wh – I-I... y – .”

“Behind your neck,” she said sternly.

My hands were shaking, and my body wasn't far
behind! I obeyed, my chest heaving, as she moved in, her lips
pulling up into a sardonic simple as her fingers rubbed smoothly
and slickly against my clitoris. Her other hand rose and slid up
over my right breast, and a rush of heat filled my chest.

“Lovely breasts,” she said. “Even better than
I thought. You're a very lucky girl.”

My nipples were rock hard as her hand
casually moved over my breasts. And my legs were getting rubbery.
The sexual pressure filling my body was like nothing I'd ever felt
before!

“Spread your legs wider.”

I gulped at the words, my face already
burning hot, my mind filled with a terribly awkward, tense
embarrassment combined with an intense sense of arousal and
heat.

I eased my feet wider, and she gripped my
nipple and pinched it.

“Wider!”

I gasped and jerked my feet further apart,
and instinctively started to bring my hands down to push hers away
from my nipple.

She glowered at me even as she pulled her
fingers away.

“Didn't I tell you to put your hands behind
your neck?” she demanded.

“But – .”

“Put your hands behind your neck,” she
ordered.

I slowly raised them up again, wary,
confused, uncertain, embarrassed.

“That's it. Shoulders back, chest out. You
want to get a good scrubbing down, don't you?”

She squirted more soap onto my chest, and
both her hands slid up and down over my breasts, kneading and
squeezing them. She caught my very rigid nipples between thumbs and
forefingers and rolled and rubbed them so that they began to thrum
with energy like live wires!

I was confused. She was acting like... I
mean... as if this weren't sexual. Her face showed no sign she was
doing anything but scrubbing a piece of furniture. Her hands slid
off my breasts and moved up under my arms and then back and forth
along my arms before sliding back down my body again.

“Turn around.”

Somewhat dazed, I turned my back to her and
started to bring my hands down.

“Didn't I say to keep your hands behind your
neck?” she demanded, slapping my bottom.

I gasped at the sharp, wet slap and put my
hands back behind my neck. Then I felt her hand on my wrists,
pushing.

“Bend forward. Face to the wall,” she
barked.

I gasped as my cheek pressed against the
wall.

“Spread your legs more.”

I felt another rush of heat, another rush of
embarrassment and uncertainty. What was going on!? This wasn't like
any sort of sex I'd ever had or seen or heard of!

Her hand pushed between my thighs, rubbing
gently over the mound of my sex. Then I felt the fingers spreading
me open. A moment later a finger pushed into me!

“Must get you clean inside and out,” she
said.

A second finger pushed into me, and I moaned
as they pumped in and out. This was crazy!

Her other arm came around my hip and her
fingers found my clitoris and started rubbing from side to side,
faster and faster as she pushed a third finger into me! The three
of them together felt thick enough to stretch me out as waves of
sensation swept up through my body and then exploded against waves
of emotion churning through my mind.

The sensations were like a frothing wild
river of liquid heat, and suddenly a dam exploded and the river
became a flood that made me cry out as it tore through my body. My
hips jerked spasmodically, driving myself back against her plunging
fingers. My whole lower body was howling with sensation as my eyes
closed and my body trembled and shook.

She was thrusting her fingers into me hard
and fast now, giving them a sharp twist each time she drove them
into my spasming pussy. I was leaning forward with my breasts
pressed to the wall and now ground them purposefully against the
tiles, rubbing and mashing and pillowing them out as they throbbed
and pulsed with pleasure.

I almost screamed! As it was all the air left
my body as I gurgled and gasped and cried out in pleasure, my mind
swamped with sensation and pure dark lust. The orgasm went on and
on, with my hips bucking back against her fingers as she kept
driving them into me.

When I finally stopped moving I moaned low in
my throat, gulping in air.

“There, all clean,” she said.

She turned on the water and it gushed down
over me, rinsing off the soap. She spread the lips of my sex and
her fingers rubbed gently.

“Don't worry. This soap is quite safe for
anywhere on your body. You can even eat it, though the taste
wouldn't be all that great.”

She soaked me and then turned off the water
and threw a towel over my head, bending me forward to brusquely
scrub at it, then pulling the towel down my body to soak up the
water.

“Come this way,” she said, taking my
wrist.
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I was still damp, my hair bedraggled, and my
mind was still kind of stunned from what had happened as she led me
out of the shower, then into one of the massage rooms. Before I
knew it I was laying down on the padded massage table.

“Hands up here,” she ordered as she moved to
the head of the table.

I raised my hands and she pulled them further
back, over the side, in fact. I felt something wrapped around them
and pulling tight, and discovered my wrists held in place!

Wha –?

She moved to the side of the table and
gripped my ankle, lifting it up and out to the side.

“What... what are you... doing?” I
gasped.

“Teaching. It's what one does to the young,”
she replied briskly.

“But – .”

She slid a leather strap over my leg just
below the knee and then attached it to the side of the table. She
crossed to the other side and then pulled my other leg up and then
out to the side, sliding another strap over it.

“What are... I don't... understand!” I
gasped.

“Yes. Exactly. I will teach you to
understand.”

I gasped as she tightened the strap and I
felt the pull against both legs now, straining the tendons in my
inner thighs.

My legs were wide open! And I was tied up!
That was a stunning development, and filled me with bewilderment,
in addition to trying to recover from that wild orgasm.

She put something into the microwave there,
humming to herself as she moved around the small room. I stared
down the length of my body, feeling the pressure on my wrists,
staring at the straps holding my knees up and out to the sides.

What the fuck was going on!?

Then she slid a black kerchief or scarf over
my eyes and beneath my head, tying it around my head.

“What are you doing!?” I gasped.

“I've already told you that,” she
replied.

“But why are you blindfolding me!?”

“So you can focus all your attention on what
you feel, on the tactile sensations.”

I gasped as she pulled back my hair, and my
mouth opened instinctively, then I felt something hard pressing
against my lips, forcing them wider. It pushed into my mouth and
lodged there, three-quarters of it in my mouth, the rest holding my
lips and teeth apart! I felt a strap pulled under my neck and then
tightened.

The microwave pinged and she took something
out. She came over to the table and poured some thin liquid onto my
lower chest and it trickled down my belly. She moved up and it
trickled down over my breasts like... like pouring maple syrup on
pancakes!

This was way, way more slippery, though. It
was more slippery than the soap had been! She began to spread it
over my body, her hands moving slowly, kneading my breasts again,
rolling my nipples. They slid down between my legs, massaging my
thighs, then rubbing against my pussy.

Her hands felt incredibly good... erotic...
exciting... on my flesh as they moved over me. They were moving
quite slow, lightly caressing the lips of my sex, inside and out,
sliding up my body to knead my breasts, then back down again.

“Have you ever had an erotic massage? No? I
didn't think so.”

Erotic massage? Was that what she was calling
this!?

Her hands slid over my body, especially my
breasts and thighs and pussy. Without being able to see it felt
like all my senses were tuned to the touch of her fingers as they
roamed my body. They moved smoothly up along my sides, along my
ribs, then over onto my breasts, pushing them together, then apart,
kneading them, then rolling and plucking and lightly pinching the
nipples.

They coasted downward, caressing my thighs,
then moving smoothly over my pussy, pressing, pushing in with her
palm, then spreading the lips of my sex and slipping inside. I
gasped as first one, then two, then three fingers pushed in and
slid out, turning and twisting as it moved.

I moaned around whatever was in my mouth,
still bewildered, not understanding. This was not like sex. Though
it clearly was. My legs quivered and spasmed as her fingers slid in
and out, in and out, turning and twisting. I felt fingers at my
clitoris, rolling and stroking it.

My body heated up as my mind thrummed with
dark, sexual excitement, and the two quickly joined together,
reinforcing each other as I felt the sexual electricity crackling
along my skin. Her hands abandoned my sex, sliding up my body to
knead my breasts, then slid back down my sides and along my
legs.

They slid back up again, slowly, patiently –
though I was becoming less and less so. They lightly brushed over
my sex, rousing frustration in me. A single finger rubbed lightly
at my clitoris and my hips rolled up in wanton excitement, wanting
more pressure.

But she drew back, her hands stroking up and
down my leg to my foot, then up and down the other while I moaned
in frustration. They slid back up, rubbing lightly at my clitoris,
then harder as my hips began to grind against them again. The lips
of my sex parted and then her fingers pushed into me. More than
one.

I moaned as they stretched me out. I felt the
tight aching at the mouth of my sex as they pushed in and then I
realized there were four of them. Four fingers stretched me a lot
as they pushed in all the way to the knuckles. The fifth – her
thumb, then began to stroke my clitoris with rapid side to side
movements.

The rush of heat and pleasure made my body
twist and writhe on the table, and then another orgasm rolled
through me. This was so wicked and nasty and wild! My body thrummed
with the rush of pleasure, my hips bucking up against her, my back
arching as I pulled my wrists against whatever was tying them
down.

I think it was only then, in the midst of
that orgasm that I realized how helpless I was, how utterly
vulnerable and defenseless. I could resist nothing, control
nothing. I couldn't even complain, not that I was of a mind to.

Her other hand was squeezing my breast as I
came, squeezing it again and again as my body twisted and
shook.

She slid her hands out and they glided up and
down my body again as the orgasm faded. I gulped in air, gasping
for breath, and felt a renewed sense of confusion. Sex, to me, had
always been something you did until the guy came, and then that was
pretty much it. Well, sometimes you sucked them hard again, and
again they fucked you until they came, and then THAT was it.

What the hell was this? She wasn't saying
anything. I couldn't say anything. There was no hugging or
kissing involved. Her hands continued to caress me, sliding down to
massage my bare feet one at a time, then up again, kneading my
breasts.

Then her fingers slid into me again,
caressing, stroking, and rubbing. Her fingers pushed up towards the
top of my sex, towards my belly, if you will, rubbing the wall of
my sex even as they pumped in and out. The fingers on the outside
were rubbing against my clitoris in the opposite direction, as if
catching it between them.

Then more fingers pushed into me, stretching
me, straining the mouth of my sex. I gasped and cried out as the
aching grew more intense. The pressure grew, then eased, grew, then
eased, her hand turning slowly from side to side, pushing, then
easing. And then I felt a sharp ache, stretching just a bit more,
and her fingers pushed deeper.

And deeper.

They felt enormous inside me, and for a
moment I didn't understand. Then I did. As her fingers pushed
deeper the strain at the mouth of my sex was easing. Her fingers
pushed impossibly deep into my belly, far too long for fingers. And
I realized that she'd managed to get her entire hand inside me!

The tautness around my pussy lips eased as
they gripped her wrist, and I felt a sense of shocked wonder as her
fingers opened and twisted and turned inside me! The fingers of her
other hand were stroking my clitoris, rubbing in a circular motion,
then from side to side.

I felt her fingers drawing in, closing one by
one until they were joined in a fist inside me. Then the fist
pushed deeper, turning slowly from side to side.

I whimpered, moaning around the thing in my
mouth, pulling against the bindings around my wrists, trying to
close my legs. It ached to be so utterly full, so stuffed! And I
felt a sense of fear that she was damaging me.

But the ache began to fade and her fist moved
back, then forward, back, then forward. I couldn't see it with my
eyes but I could feel it, and could see it in my mind's eye. A dark
flood of heat swept over me and my hips began to grind and jerk as
the muscles spasmed.

Another orgasm tore through me, and I gave
myself to it, crying out, arching and twisting, my hips jerking up
again and again as she pumped her fist in and out with slow,
twisting motions.

The fingers rubbing my clitoris rubbed harder
as convulsions wracked my body and my mind drowned in pleasure and
wanton passion. The bindings on my legs held them firmly but also
provided leverage that allowed my spasming muscles to lift my
buttocks up completely off the table even as my upper torso tried
to twist from side to side.

The orgasm went on so long I began to
hyperventilate and was dazed and gasping by the time my buttocks
fell back to the table. The fist inside me moved slower and the
other hand slid up and down my body, squeezing my breasts. Then I
felt something entirely new. It was, without question, her tongue,
on my clitoris!

Her other hand kneaded my breasts while her
fist turned and twisted and pumped slowly in and out. Her tongue
started to lick lightly, but the pressure became harder and the
movements faster. I sobbed breathlessly around the thing in my
mouth, moaning as my body pulsed with excitement.

Her tongue swirled across my clitoris like a
dancer, teasing and taunting, then bearing down and making me
scream through another orgasm, then another as her fist moved
faster and harder inside me.

I collapsed, gasping, from yet another
climax, my mind blasted, and she slowly worked her hand out of my
aching belly. But almost immediately something else slid into me.
It was almost as thick, and certainly as long as it too filled me
and made me ache. I felt something pressing from its base up along
the top of my sex on the outside, then past it to my lower
abdomen.

I felt movement on the table, flesh pressing
against my ribs, then fingers reached behind me and undid the strap
holding the thing in my mouth. It pulled free and I gulped in air
even as the fingers slid the blindfold off my eyes.

I blinked up at Jessica kneeling above me,
naked. Her body was slender and muscled, with small, perfect
breasts. She looked down at me and then slid two, then three
fingers into my open mouth, rubbing them along my tongue.

“Close your mouth,” she ordered. “Suck.”

Dazed, I obeyed.

“Lick.”

I licked, staring wonderingly up at her.

“Do you taste your pussy? Get used to that
taste. I'm sure mine will be similar,” she said with a dark, hungry
look.

She slid her fingers out and shifted forward,
and her naked sex was above me, as smooth as if it had never had
hair. She lowered her sex to my mouth, and then wound tendrils of
my hair around her index fingers and tugged lightly.

“Get to work,” she said.

I winced and gasped and blinked, and winced
again at further tugs on my hair.

“Lick.”

I licked. I was shell-shocked at first, but
my mind recovered, and then filled with more dark heat. Was there
no limit to it!? I was staring at her pussy, licking it! Like I was
some kind of kinky lesbian or something! I moaned and licked,
trying to do as she had done to me.

Of course, I had no fingers to help me along
and, gasping, said as much.

“I like you tied up,” she said with a hungry
look. “Helpless, completely at my mercy.”

She tugged at my hair again.

“Please me with your tongue alone, little
girl, or I'll punish you.”

I moaned and tried to obey, and she began to
instruct me, tugging on the tendrils of my hair like they were the
reins of a horse, guiding me the same way. And then she twisted
back for some reason, and a moment later whatever was stuffed into
my pussy began to vibrate. It vibrated not only inside me but on
the outside, that portion of whatever it was which curved up along
my lower abdomen, over my clitoris.

I jerked and gasped and she giggled.

“Lick, you sexy little blonde het girl. Or
I'll fist you again.”

I moaned and licked, though my legs kept
trying to jerk closed around the thing vibrating inside me and
against me. Then, as the sensations seemed to grow, my hips began
to roll and twist. The vibrations were driving me crazy! I really,
really wanted the thing inside me to move! I wanted to be able to
grind the vibrator thing against myself too. I couldn't do either!
Still, I knew I was approaching another orgasm!

She eased her pussy back from my mouth, then
slid her body back along my chest and leaned over until her face
was against mine. She kissed me passionately, and I moaned into her
mouth as her tongue slid along my lips and teased my own.

She pulled her lips back and nibbled lightly
on my earlobe.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she whispered.

I gasped and moaned, chest heaving, and she
tugged on my hair.

“Say it.”

“I... I'm... I'm your bitch!” I moaned.

She kissed me again, even more passionately,
and I kissed her back, heat wrapping itself around my mind and
threatening to bake it!

“Say it again.”

“I'm your bitch!” I gasped.

“Would you like to come again, little
bitch?”

“Yes!” I moaned, fever gripping my body and
mind.

“Beg. Beg me to make you come, little bitch,”
she said, chewing lightly on my lower lip.

“Please make me come!” I panted.

She kissed me then rose up.

“Call me Ms. Jessica,” she said.

Why would I do that?

She tugged on my hair and I gasped.

“Say it.”

“Ms. Jessica!”

“Now beg me to make you come.”

“Please... make me come... Ms. Jessica!” I
gasped.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“I'm... your bitch, Ms. Jessica!” I
moaned.

She slid her hips forward again and pushed
her sex down against my mouth.

“Lick,” she ordered.

I obeyed, panting and moaning. Then I felt
her touching the thing inside me. It didn't occur to me right away
how she could do that when she had my hair wrapped around her
fingers on both hands. My mind was so fuzzy and dazed all I cared
about was sex and heat and passion and lust.

The thing inside me began to move, pumping in
and out, hard and fast. It sent an explosive roar of pleasure and
passion through me. I screamed as I came, my body twisting and
jerking violently as the dildo – or whatever it was, fucked me hard
and deep and her fingers rubbed my clitoris.

The pleasure was so intense it practically
blew my mind! I lost control of my body as my muscles spasmed again
and again. My mind rolled like a tiny boat on an ocean storm,
swirling and churning, swooping and turning and spinning and
dropping.

And as the orgasm finally faded, leaving me
completely mind-fucked, I realized that it couldn't be her pumping
the thing in and out of me. It had to be someone else. I felt a
slow blossoming realization of that, felt it growing and expanding
in my mind like a light on a dimmer switch turning up. Or maybe I
should say its importance began to rise as my shattered mind began
to fit back together.

I sagged, dazed, feeling so utterly relaxed
at first, in the afterglow of that orgasm, that it was hard for
anything else to matter. Then my eyes widened and began to roll
from side to side as if I could see around her.

“Ms. Alison is going to demonstrate the
proper way to please a woman,” Jessica said.

A tongue began to lick me and I trembled and
moaned helplessly.

“Do as she does,” Jessica said, tugging on my
hair.

OMG! What, what, what was going on!?

“Lick, little girl, or you're going to get a
spanking,” Jessica said.

I began to lick, focusing on that, on doing
what... Alison was doing to me. Alison!? Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!
Fuck!

I had not counted on this! Yet what could I
do about it? Complain? Alison, if that was who was there, had just
about driven me out of my mind with that last orgasm. And I had
been so, so, so desperate to have that thing fucking me, and she
had done it.

Now her tongue was licking at me and I winced
every time Jessica tugged on my hair, trying to avoid that by doing
exactly as she was doing.,

I felt a burst of relief and then
satisfaction as Jessica began to respond, as she sighed and groaned
and ground herself against me. At the same time, that...
vibrator... was pumping in and out of me again as Alison licked me.
And that was rousing me further. Alison!?

Fuck!

This was the wildest sex I'd ever taken part
in or even imagined! And the heat masked my embarrassment at having
Alison between my spread legs, looking at me, touching me, licking
me. The heat rose and then Jessica came, on my tongue.

I felt a profound relief that I'd done it
right. She slid off me, then dropped off the table. Now I could see
Alison licking me, and flushed in embarrassment. But then Jessica
leaned in, her hands kneading my breasts. Her mouth came down and
she began to suck on first one nipple, then the other, then the
first. Her lips mouthed and sucked and her tongue swept over them.
Then her teeth began to chew at my flesh as she sucked.

My breasts began to throb and burn, my
nipples to tingle and pulse. It was all too much, and another
orgasm wrapped itself around my mind and buried it in pleasure.
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Of course, I considered quitting. I was
unhappy that Alison had just joined in like that and that Jessica
hadn't done or said anything about it. At the same time, the sex
with Jessica had been intense beyond belief, and then with Alison,
it had felt even wilder.

I was both mentally and physically exhausted
afterward, and I ached all across my body, and inside. My muscles
had spasmed so much I felt as if I'd been through the most intense
exercise routine of my life.

Of course, if I quit I'd have to explain to
Beth why, and she'd smirk and chortle gleefully even if I just said
Jessica had come on to me. Besides, then I wouldn't be able to
explore sex with Jessica further. I was sure there was a lot more
to this. I mean, in my mind it involved her and me naked in a bed,
doing a lot of kissing and caressing.

But that 'you're my bitch' stuff implied
something darker, especially since I had to call her Ms. Jessica. I
had to call Alison Ms. Alison, too. I wasn't terribly experienced,
but combined with how she'd tied me down I was thinking that was
some kind of kinky stuff she was into!

I was wary of that but intrigued. The gym
gave me an opportunity to explore stuff like this without worrying
about my friends or family finding out, and without, well, without
worrying about guys and what they might do. I just felt safer with
women, especially grown women.

And let's be honest, they'd made me come more
in an hour or so than I'd come in a long time! I had never even
imagined you could come that many times in one sex session! I often
didn't come at all with guys!

That made me worry I might be gay, but I
didn't really think so. Thinking of hot guys turned me on more than
thinking of hot girls. I could appreciate a pretty girl's face and
hair and body, but they didn't turn me on.

I had seen Jessica naked and her body didn't
turn me on either. But she turned me on! Just thinking about
her made my chest tight and sent alternating emotions of panic and
passion through my mind and body.

It was a little weird talking to people and
going on social media and mentioning nothing of such a massive,
shocking, wicked experience. But no way in hell was I going to let
anyone know what I'd done!

Mind you, all I'd done was lay there and let
Jessica do anything she wanted to me!

I was wildly uneasy but also excited when I
showed up for work the next morning and had no idea what was going
to happen.

Well, the first thing that happened was
Jessica winked at me. And then that was that. I went into the
dressing room and changed into the workout suit, the bodysuit with
the zip. I came back out and then had to approach her to ask her
what she wanted me to do first.

“Jessica,” I said.

She turned and gave me a frown. “You mean,
Ms. Jessica, don't you?” she said archly.

I flushed. “I... I mean... do you want me to
say that... like... all the time?”

Like not just during sex!?

“Of course.”

She reached out and brushed my bangs aside
and slid her fingers through my hair.

“I think it's an appropriate sign of respect
from a young girl to an older woman, from an employee to her boss,
from a... bitch... to her mistress.”

Yow! Mistress! Fuck!

I felt a wild pulse of shock at that, but she
grinned as if she didn't mean it. But then she said.

“Say it.”

“Ms. Jessica,” I said, gulping.

She took my arm and led me back to the
changing room, then closed the door behind us and jerked down the
zipper on the front of the bodysuit.

“Thought so. You can remove that bra, young
lady. It's not needed.”

“But...”

She slapped my bottom and I gasped.

“Not needed. The bodysuit is tight enough to
hold your lovely girls in place quite firmly.”

She pushed the suit back over my shoulders
and it fell around my waist, then I undid my bra and she pulled it
off.

“Oh, and one other thing. I have a present
for you,” she said.

She took what I thought was a magic marker
out of her breast pocket. But it wasn't a magic marker, though it
was the same size. It was stainless steel, and round at the top. It
had a clip like a magic marker, though.

Jessica pushed the bodysuit over my hips and
down my legs, grinning at me. Then she touched the base of the
thing and it began to vibrate.

I gulped then gasped as she dropped her hand
and let the rounded nose slide up and down along the line of my
sex.

“This is a pretty little toy,” she said. “It
can be remote-controlled by a Bluetooth app on your cell phone. Or
mine.”

Her fingers spread the lips of my sex and she
gently worked it up inside me as I stood there in breathless
uncertainty. As the base slid into me the 'clip', which was on a
spring, slid up over my clitoris. She tugged the bodysuit back up
and I shrugged my arms into it, then she zipped it up and examined
me.

“Your nipples seem hard, dear. Any
reason?”

“Yeah!”

“The good part is I can't see that you have
no bra, and I can't see any sign of my little toy, and I can't hear
it either.”

She took her phone out and the thing stopped
vibrating.

“All right. Let's get to work.

“You want me to work with this thing inside
me!?” I gasped.

She smacked my bottom and I gasped.

“Ms. Jessica,” she said, giving me a
scowl.

“Ms. Jessica,” I gulped.

“And yes, I do want you to work. Perhaps it
will make work less boring for you? Hmm? Maybe?”

She grinned and then tugged the zipper of the
bodysuit down to show some cleavage. It wasn't a ton of cleavage
but it was certainly more than she had before.

“I thought the zipper wasn't supposed to go
down too far,” I gulped.

“We're not open yet, dear,” she said.

So then I got to work, or tried to. First I
had to do a workout on the machine and explain to her what each did
and how to adjust them. But then she got called away and Alison
took over. I blushed furiously as she came over.

“Ms. Alison will take over for now,” Jessica
said.

Ms. Alison did just that, grinning at me.

It was very... strange. And it got worse when
the thing inside me started to vibrate.

I gulped and continued my workout as Alison
smiled down at me, feeling very... awkward.

“How do you adjust the weight settings?” she
asked.

“Uhm, you have to guess their weight because
people don't like to give it, and then turn this knob here. One
level for every twenty pounds.”

She bent over. “One level for every twenty
pounds, Ms. Alison,” she said.

I flushed and my eyes rolled away. “One level
for every twenty pounds, Ms. Alison,” I said.

She grinned and kissed me lightly on the
lips, then straightened up. “Continue.”

This was so weird!

We went to another machine and I straddled
the bench, then raised my arms up and out to either side, slipping
them behind the bars. The vibrator thing was buzzing inside me, and
my whole groin and abdomen were starting to throb and heat up.

“And what is this in aid of?” she asked.

“It... uhm, helps to work the trapezius
muscles in back and also the pectoral muscles in front which
uhm...”

“Which help support the breasts?”

I gulped and nodded.

“Ms. Alison?”

“Ms. Alison,” I said.

“We don't want these to start sagging after
all,” she said as she pulled the zipper of my bodysuit down to my
belly button!

I gasped as she spread the front open to bare
my breasts!

“Keep working those muscles,” she said.

I stared anxiously around. We were in the
main gym, after all, but I continued to work my arms in and back,
in and back as my breasts throbbed and my nipples tingled. The
vibrator was making me want to squirm on the bench, and I could
feel my pulse racing as I pulled on the bars and worked my arms in
and out, my breasts sticking out nakedly.

“Such lovely nipples,” she said.

She reached down and caressed them, rolling
them between thumbs and forefingers. Then she reached back and
turned the settings higher.

“We want you to work those muscles,” she
said.

She cupped and kneaded my breasts, now,
mashing them together as I pulled the bars forward and back, and a
wild, anxious heat spread over me.

Then, grinning, she drew her hands back and
zipped the thing slowly up, though leaving plenty of cleavage.

Holy fuck!

I moved to another machine. This one worked
the leg muscles. That involved sitting on a narrow bench with
padded bars between your thighs, opening and closing your legs.

With the vibrator buzzing away inside me and
Alison was behaving my skin was flushed, and sexual anticipation
and heat were building up within me. I still felt self-conscious
and uncomfortable. I mean, I hardly knew her! But my body was
thrumming with sexual pressure!

“Wider. You're supposed to be a straight
girl, Paige,” she said.

She leaned in and put her hands on my inner
thighs, pushing them further apart.

“Straight girls need to spread their legs
wide apart, after all,” she teased.

I gulped, pulse racing, as the tendons in my
thighs stretched and ached.

She straightened up and I pulled the bars
apart again and again with my legs, making them ache and strain as
I spread them as wide as I could. The sexual tension within me was
intense, and I was sweating in my bodysuit from more than just the
exercise.

After that, she led me further into the gym,
then to the shower area by the hot tub.

“You should have a shower after that hard
workout,” she said.

The words hit me like a blow and my anxiety
and uncertainty and self-consciousness rose swiftly.

“Oh, that's all right!” I blurted. “I'm just
– .”

“Nonsense,” she said briskly.

She jerked the zipper down again.

“Can't have you running around sweating. Look
at how... hot you are, dear,” she said.

She ran her hand over my breast, then pushed
me against the wall as my mouth worked like a fish. I was trying to
think of what to say, what to do, but she didn't give my fuzzy mind
much time to think. Her hand slid down my belly and into the bottom
of the bodysuit, into my thong.

I gasped, my hips jerking as her fingers
found my clitoris.

“Why, Paige, you're all... wet,” she
said.

I had instinctively grasped her arm, though I
wasn't really pushing on it.

“Put your hands behind your neck,” she
suddenly said in a stern voice. “Now!”

Confused and a bit jolted by her tone, I
obeyed as sensations poured up through my body.

“Girls these days, she sighed. “You have to
show them everything.”

“Oh!” I gasped. “Please!”

My hips jerked violently and my hands darted
down to grasp her lower arm.

She sniffed, pulled her hand out, and then
pushed the bodysuit back over my shoulders, and jerked it down my
arms.

“I can see there's much we must teach you,
little girl,” she said. “Get out of that. And the panties.”

She briskly jerked the bodysuit down around
my ankles and untied my shoes and kind of rushed me into stripping
naked, then she took my hands and pulled them out in front of me,
crossing my wrists.

“Hold your hands there. Now close your
eyes.”

“But – .”

She put her finger against my lips.

“Do as you're told, little girl, or you'll
get a spanking,” she said.

Heart thumping wildly, I obeyed her and then
felt something wrapped around them. I jerked my eyes open and
dropped my jaw as I saw a kind of strap. It was brown, about as
wide as a belt, but ended in two loops instead of one. Now both
those loops were pulled in around my wrists as I gaped at them.

Alison pushed me back against the wall again
and raised my hands above my head. I turned my head to see what she
was looking at and saw a hook up on the wall – at just the right
height for her to snap the clasp on the other end of the belt
to.

“Wh-what are you doing?!” I gulped.

“Why, now that you're all nicely positioned –
whatever I want to, dear,” she said sweetly.

“But... but... I... Jessica might – .”

She put her finger against my lips again.

“No talking. In fact – .”

She left the shower area, leaving me standing
there naked with my arms above my head and wondering what kind of
wild, kinky, perverted shit she was going to do to me! And what I
ought to be doing in response! Like objecting and saying 'no' or...
or something!

She came back with something in her hand.

“I believe you have some acquaintance with
this,” she said.

She held up a ball, which was pierced by a
strap, then pressed it against my mouth.

“What are you – mphhh!?”

She jerked back on my hair and my mouth
opened automatically. That allowed her to push the ball into my
mouth. Or mostly in. It was the one Jessica had used the other day!
Alison put the strap around my head, then used her finger to pull
my hair out from under it and smiled. She reached down and pulled
the vibrator out of me and then slid a couple of fingers into my
pussy.

“Nice and hot and tight,” she said in a
teasing voice.

“Now I can get to work,” she said.

She turned on the shower. The showerheads
were on long hoses so they could be used as hand showers and she
took one down, let the water warm, then sprayed it over me as I
stood by the wall. She sprayed it up and down my body from head to
toes, then turned it off and soaped me up.

Just like when Jessica did it the other day,
her hands were brisk and efficient, but took their time around my
breasts and pussy! I moaned helplessly. It was all I could do as
her hands moved over me. Then she rinsed me off and I stood there
dripping wet.

She smirked, then stripped herself. She
dropped to her knees in front of me and jerked my thighs apart
before pushing her tongue in against my sex!

I closed my eyes and shuddered, the wall cool
against my bare, wet back as she worked her tongue into me and
pumped it in and out.

Were they all queers here!?

I couldn't keep my hips from grinding against
her. The sexual tension and pressure were too great, and she knew
what to do with her tongue! I moaned and arched my back as she
brought her tongue upward and started to work on my clitoris.

I came in what was probably thirty seconds,
my lower body twisting and bucking and rolling against her mouth,
my buttocks grinding and slapping against the tiles behind. The
orgasm tore through me like a hurricane, and I cried out in dazed
wonder, my body trembling and shaking as the sensations overloaded
my nervous system.

And then Samantha came around the corner and
stopped to look at me.

I shuddered, trying to twist away. I
couldn't, for Alison's hands were pressed against my thighs as she
continued to stroke her tongue across my clitoris.

“Alison, dear, what on Earth are you doing?”
she demanded. “You know little Paige is a straight girl.”

I hadn't been referred to as 'little Paige'
in ten years. It sounded strange in my ears, especially since I was
almost as tall as them, if younger. It sounded... demeaning.
Deliberately so, I suspected.

Alison drew back, smiling up at me, then
getting to her feet.

I turned around to face the wall.

“Even straight girls like to get their pussy
licked, Sam.”

“Yes, but they like cock a lot better,”
Samantha said.

“Perhaps, but it's important she knows what a
good tonguing feels like so she can return the favor.”

“Well, you could be considerate and give her
cock as well as tongue,” Sam said.

“I would have needed help for that.”

“And aren't I always ready to lend you a
helping hand with things?”

“I didn't want to impose. I know you're
busy.”

“It's no trouble at all!”

What the fuck were they talking about!? I was
bewildered again! Not to mention horribly embarrassed now that my
mind was working once more. Suddenly Alison's hand slid around my
hips and her hand pulled back on my abdomen.

I moaned in confusion even as she came around
to the side. Then she dropped to her knees and both her hands
pushed out at my hips, forcing them back from the wall. She slid in
between me and the wall, on her knees, then her strong hands forced
my thighs apart.

Given the way my wrists were held, I was now
leaning forward and had to rise onto the balls of my feet as my
breasts hung below me.

Even as Alison began to lick me I felt a hand
on my hair, pulling my head up and back sharply enough that my
scalp stung and I cried out.

“You do love cock, don't you, straight girl?”
Samantha asked in a low voice, her lips near my ear. “You look like
a girl who really loves the feel of a big cock inside her.”

She roughly squeezed and mashed my breast as
she spoke, then drew back. A moment later I felt something pushing
against the mouth of my sex, something rounded and... thick. I
moaned, fearing it was her fist, for I hadn't yet recovered from
the ache Jessica had caused with hers.

And Jessica was a much smaller woman!

But it wasn't a fist. It was a cock! I knew
because I was leaning forward against the wall, my head hanging
down, and I saw it push out between my thighs and jab Alison in the
chin.

Not a real cock, though, I quickly realized.
It was a dildo, but a very realistic looking one.

“I don't need your cock, slut,” Alison said,
pushing it back as Samantha laughed.

Then it shifted its angle and pushed up
against me, spreading the lips of my sex and sinking into my body.
I was sopping wet, of course, but still moaned as I was stretched
wide. The cock was a thick one, and it slid up inside me even as
the woman's hands fondled my breasts

At the same time, Alison was licking my
clitoris, her hands sliding up and down my thighs and belly.

This was just so insane! And just like the
previous day, there was nothing for me to say or do! This time I
wasn't blindfolded, though, as I looked down between my swaying
breasts and watched Alison lick me.

The dildo was pushing into me deeper,
starting to pump in and out now. The thing is, both of Samantha's
hands were on my breasts. What was she using to move the dildo!
Then I realized it must be attached to her hips! It was a strap-on!
Somehow that sent a wild shock through me, a shock of dark,
thrilling heat.

She was fucking me like a man would! With a
strap-on dildo! OMG!

I don't know why that made it seem more
darkly exciting and erotic but it did! I shuddered and trembled and
moaned as she drove her 'cock' into me, forcing it deeper and
deeper until her hips began to slap against my out-thrust
buttocks.

“Why did you gag her anyway?”

“I think she's a screamer,” Alison said.

“So what? There's nobody here but us.”

Her hands came off my breasts and I felt the
strap undone behind my head, then she jerked back on my hair,
making me cry out in pain before pulling the ball out of my
mouth.

“There. Now we can hear you sing,” she
said.

I wasn't doing any singing. I was just
gasping and moaning and whimpering as they used me! I didn't
understand what she meant by singing!

“Ungh! Oh! Ungh! Huhgh!” I gasped as her hips
drove the big cock deep into my belly.

I cried out again as she jerked back on my
hair, her lips sliding in to chew at the nape of my neck.

“Hot, sexy little slut,” she purred.

She kneaded my breast as she licked her way
along the nape of my neck, then nibbled at my earlobe. I felt one
of Alison's hands rising to squeeze the other breast.

“Tell me you're my slut,” she growled, biting
at my ear.

“Oh! Oh! Ungh! Please!” I gasped.

“Say it!”

“I-I... I-I'm your... your slut!” I
gasped.

“And a beautiful, hot, sexy little slut you
are, too!”

I cried out as she jerked back on my hair
again.

“Call me Ms. Samantha,” she ordered.

“Ms. Samantha!” I gasped.

“Do you like my cock... slut?”

I gasped as she drove it into me to the
hilt.

“Y-Yes, Ms. Samantha!” I moaned.

Alison leaned back from my pussy.

“Do you like my tongue, slut?”

“Yes, Ms. Alison!”

She returned to licking me as Samantha drove
the big cock into me even harder. The two mauled my breasts and
sent my mind spinning wildly through every a wild variety of
thoughts, emotions, and confusion.

Heat poured through me. It flooded my brain
and was quickly reducing my mind to mush and my bones to rubber. I
felt the sexual pressure growing more and more intense, and then
the orgasm tore through me, full force, making me cry out in
wonder, pleasure, and ecstasy!

I mean, there are orgasms and then... there
are orgasms! All of them are good, of course. But some of them just
about wipe your brain clean, as if stunning you in the face of a
roaring firestorm of pleasure. This was that kind, and my body
twisted and jerked and trembled and shook as the two women fucked
me and licked me and taunted me and told me I was their slut.

I was hyperventilating, gasping, dazed,
twisting, and bucking as the orgasm howled. And even after it faded
it left me burning up, gulping in air, my head feeling like it
might explode. Another orgasm ripped through me, leaving me
breathless and shaking. I could barely stand, and wouldn't have
were it not for the straps around my wrists.

“I love her tits,” Samantha said.

“Aren't they gorgeous!”

“She's a responsive little slut.”

I cried out as she jerked back on my
hair.

“Do you like my cock, slut?”

I panted and moaned and she pinched my nipple
until it burned.

“Answer me, slut.”

“Yes!” I cried.

She twisted my nipple.

“That's not how you answer me, slut. Do you
like my cock inside you?”

“Yes! Yes, Ms. Samantha!” I cried.

She rolled and rubbed my nipple.

“Say it.”

“I... love your cock inside me, Ms.
Samantha!” I moaned.

“Do you love my tongue licking your clit,
little slut?” Alison demanded.

“Yes!” I moaned.

She pinched my other nipple.

“That's not how you answer me, slut.”

“Yes, Ms. Alison!”

“Say it.”

“I love your tongue on my clit, Ms.
Alison!”

“What is going on here?” Jessica demanded as
she came around the corner.
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She looked at us sternly, hands on her
hips.

“Well, Alison said, “Little Paige wanted to
play. She stripped off her clothes and just sort of begged us to
use her lovely young body.”

I gaped at her, my mind still dazed.

“I didn't give you permission to fuck these
women, Paige!” she exclaimed.

“I-I... but... but... I didn't!” I
gasped.

Alison came out from in front of me as
Jessica came forward and slapped my bottom stingingly.

“Is that how you address me?”

“Ow! I mean, I didn't, Ms. Jessica!” I
exclaimed.

“Are you saying Ms. Alison is lying?” she
demanded.

I didn't want to say that but... but she
was!

“I think Paige is being a very naughty girl,”
Samantha said.

“Definitely naughty,” Alison said,
nodding.

“Push your hips out, slut,” Jessica
ordered.

Alison and Samantha moved alongside me and
both put a hand against the front of my hips, pushing me back
again.

“I love how her breasts look like this,”
Samantha said, fondling one of my breasts.

Alison fondled the other and then I felt
fingers pushing into my sex from behind.

“Hmmph, she's dripping wet,” Jessica said as
those fingers slid deeper.

“Well, she is a hot little slut, after all,”
Alison said.

It was clear by now, of course, that this
wasn't serious, that they were playing some wicked game with me. I
moaned as someone's fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“Apparently that toy I gave you wasn't
sufficient for your buttery little pussy,” Jessica said. “You had
to seduce poor Samantha away from her work so she could fuck you
with a bigger cock.”

“Poor Samantha,” Alison said in a said
voice.

“Well if you like big cocks, little girl...”
Jessica said.

I felt pressure against me again, and
shuddered as something thick pushed forward. It eased back, then
pushed forward, eased back, then pushed forward, turning and
twisting, and I felt the pressure mount. I felt myself starting to
ache, and then it slid into me – slowly – barely able to fit.

“Oh! Oh! Fuck!” I gasped.

Crack!

“Someone slapped my bottom.

“Nobody said you could use filthy language,
slut!” Jessica exclaimed.

“Such a naughty girl,” Alison said.

“She should be spanked, Samantha added.

It was... thick. It was slick, as if covered
in soap or oil, but it was really thick, and Jessica could barely
force it deeper.

“Please!” I moaned.

Crack!

“Please what?”

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Please what, slut?”

“Please, Ms. Jessica!” I gasped.

“Please what? Please fuck you, slut?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

The thing was making me feel incredibly full!
It was jammed high inside me, stretching the lips of my sex
achingly wide!

“Close your legs, slut.”

Crack!

I shuddered and closed my legs, at least as
much as I could! The base of the... dildo I guess, was still
protruding from my aching pussy. Not much, but it was there, and it
was forcing the lips of my sex wide around it. My thighs now
squeezed in against it even as fingers continued to rub my clitoris
and knead my breasts.

“Are you going to stop being a bad girl?”
Jessica demanded.

Crack!

Whoa! That stung! I yelped and twisted my
head around to see her holding some kind of thin black rod or stick
or... crop.

She swung it again, not hard, but it still
stung.

“Ow!”

“Are you?”

“Y-Yes, Ms. Jessica!” I cried.

“Do you promise?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

“Then say it.”

Crack!

“Ow!”

The thing was fairly light but it stung! And
left a thin line of fire behind!

“I promise to be a good girl, Ms. Jessica!” I
cried.

This was sick, sick, sick! But it was also
incredibly hot and dark and nasty and wicked! And the fingers
rubbing my clitoris really knew their business as my breasts
throbbed in their hands! I shuddered and moaned as the three women
worked me over.

“Tell me you're my bitch.”

“Bitch,” both Alison and Samantha whispered
into my ears.

Crack!

“I'm your bitch, Ms. Jessica!” I gasped.

“Tell me you're my slut,” Alison
demanded.

“Slut!” Alison and Samantha whispered into my
ears.

Crack!

“I'm your slut, Ms. Alison!”

“Tell me you're my whore,” Samantha
demanded.

“Whore!” they both whispered.

Crack!

“I'm your whoooore, Ms. Samantha!”

I came, my body thrashing and twisting as
they mauled my breasts and pinched my nipples and rubbed my
clitoris, and as Jessica brought her thin switch down against my
hot, throbbing bottom again and again!

I felt her pushing against the base of the
dildo and somehow it was forced even deeper! I ached inside! But I
could feel the palm of her hand against it and it was now flush
with my pussy.

They undid the strap from the wall, but kept
it around my wrists, pulling it down behind my head then folding it
around my throat so that my wrists were held firmly in place behind
my neck. Then they decided everyone should test out the hot
tub.

Jessica climbed in, then Samantha, then she
and Alison helped me in since I had no hands. I cried out as I sat
gingerly on the little ledge under the water, forced to slump down
so the weight of my body didn't jam the nose of the dildo even
higher inside me.

I was sitting between Samantha and Alison,
who continued to play with my breasts and nipples.

“Keep your shoulders and elbows back, little
bitch,” Jessica ordered.

She was sitting across from us, eyes on
me.

I moaned and drew my elbows back more.

“A body like this is wasted on the young,”
she said.

“Especially young guys,” Alison sniffed.

“Yes, they don't know how to make her dance
the way we do,” Samantha said.

I felt a finger – hers – on my clitoris,
rubbing it lightly, and trembled.

This was such an intense, shocking sexual
scene, well beyond anything I'd ever imagined! I felt very... low.
As in low girl on the totem pole, younger and less knowledgeable
and less skilled and less sophisticated and less... everything than
these three women.

The one thing I did have was what they kept
commenting on. I was beautiful and had a great body. And given how
thick the cock thing inside me was, and how it stretched me out,
and stretched out the mouth of my sex, my clitoris was swollen and
burning.

“I bet she's had sex with hundreds of
pimple-faced boys,” Jessica said.

“I haven't!” I gasped.

I cried out as Alison jerked back on my
hair.

“Are you arguing with Ms. Jessica, slut?” she
demanded.

“Bad girl!” Samantha chided me. “Do you want
another switching?”

“She's had sex with thousands of them,”
Alison said. “She told me so.”

I gasped as she jerked on my hair.

“Didn't you, slut!?”

“I-I... I'm...!”

“Say yes, Ms. Alison,” she ordered.

“Yes, Ms. Alison!”

“Say you're had sex with thousands of
men.”

“I-I've... had sex with... thousands of men,”
I gasped.

The two women stroking and caressing me and
pulling on my hair scowled at me.

“Whore!” Alison said.

“Slut!” Samantha exclaimed.

“Imagine having sex with thousands of men!”
Alison exclaimed in mock indignation.

“What a dirty little girl!” Samantha cried in
feigned outrage.

Jessica moved forward through the water and
suddenly she was against me, kissing me. Her lips were hungry and
hot and liquid, and I moaned into her mouth as she crushed my lips.
She kissed me for long minutes, and I was amazed at just how good
she was, doing my best to imitate her as I kissed back.

It was hard to make my mind work, though, and
I came again, thrashing in their arms as they taunted me as a 'cock
hungry straight girl'.

They took me from the hot tub, casually dried
me, then led me, my wrists still strapped behind my neck, back into
the gym. It was weird being there naked! Especially with the big
dildo still jammed inside me! I couldn't complain about it, though,
because they'd put the ball gag back into my mouth.

Samantha and Alison then carried a big piece
of equipment across and put it next to a woodgrain pillar. It was
sort of like... well.. kind of a short log about two feet long, the
kind with the bottom cut so that it was flat on the floor.

This one had a big cock sticking up out of
it, though!

They giggled and made me straddle it, then
sink down onto my knees. I was expecting them to pull the big dildo
out of me so they could insert this other one but instead, they
pushed me lower and I felt the head of the pink dildo press against
my back opening!

I yelped and shook my head but they laughed
and pushed down. The thing was well-lubricated, and fingers began
to stroke my clitoris as they gradually worked me down further and
further. I shuddered as it slid deep into my ass!

Finally, I was sitting on the thing. They
strapped my ankles to the rear, with the backs of my feet against
the floor so I couldn't stand. Then they plugged the thing into an
outlet in the wall. It started to vibrate, but mostly it started to
vibrate right on a particular spot, a kind of round, mushy lump
which not coincidentally was pressing right against the top of my
sex!

They laughed and then left me there, going
back to work.

I shuddered and stared at them, then around
me at the open gym, then down my naked body at the thing I was
straddling.

I ached inside! Not only was I sitting
on the base of the big cock stuffed up inside my pussy, but the
other one was driven up deep into my ass! My abdomen felt so...
stuffed! I felt impaled! But I still felt an incredible dark thrill
of sexual heat and passion and lust. Just because this was so sick
and nasty!

I moaned at the pressure of the cock in my
pussy pushing against what must surely be the absolute back of my
sex. But the vibrator was intense there, and I couldn't help
lightly grinding myself against it.

The heat and lust and passion rose within me
like... like drinking more and more and getting more and more
drunk. It was making me dazed and feverish, and I had to grind
myself more.

Jessica came back and did something with the
post behind me. She stuck like, a pole into it. It wasn't very
long, and it wasn't very high. But it stuck out over my head. She
took the ball-gag out of my mouth and pulled on my hair so that it
was forced back.

I stared up at the thin pole above me
wonderingly.

“Stick your tongue out, little bitch,” she
ordered.

I obeyed, not knowing any reason not to. She
had something in her hand, and a moment later it snapped down
around my tongue! I squealed in pain, but that didn't do any good!
The thing was like a clip or something, pinching my tongue between
two rubber teeth. It was attached to a cord which she pulled up and
hooked to the pole over my head.

Holy fuck!

I couldn't talk, couldn't say anything! My
tongue was held up above me, holding my head back.

“We have to get your tongue all nicely
stretched out,” she said.

Then she went away.

My tongue hurt! But the heat pouring through
me was still intense. I moaned helplessly, suddenly feeling very
sorry for myself. But... I felt very sorry for myself almost in a
masochistic way. As if I was being cruelly abused but in a way that
struck me as erotic!

And my pussy still throbbed around the big
cock impaling me.

I moaned helplessly, grinding myself against
the puffy little vibrator. Then I rose up, using my leg muscles. I
felt the dildo sliding out of my ass. Not much, just an inch or
two. I thought it would ease the pull on my tongue, but the cord
seemed to be elastic. So it still pulled on my tongue even as I
rose up a couple of inches.

I sank back and felt a burst of dark intense
heat as I slid down the dildo and it buried itself in my ass.

This was so sick, so wild!

I rose up and slid down again, gasping,
moaning. I rose up and slid down again, rose up again, this time
three inches, then slid down. I rose up four inches and slid down.
Every time I sank down fully atop it I felt the ache from the dildo
in my pussy, deep inside me.

I didn't care, though. I was becoming
feverish again, and the heat had my mind in its grip. I rode the
dildo, grinding my pussy against the vibrator, gasping and sobbing
and moaning in pleasure and pain, and then came again, crying out
as my buttocks slapped down against the thing I was straddling.

I came twice more before I heard the
voices.

Jessica was showing the gym to a pair of
women, and I moaned helplessly, gasping for breath, my mind
battered, my body aching.

“Oh this is our little sex slave, Paige,” she
said as they came closer. “We're training her tongue to better
service people, as you can see.”

Sex slave!? I was cringing already in the
presence of the two strange women, and my face burned as they got
closer. I couldn't see them because my head was held up and back by
the tongue.

“Wow,” I heard one voice say.

“That's some kind of body,” another voice
said.

“And very responsive,” Jessica replied.

“You should see the size of the cock inside
her,” I heard Alison say from behind me somewhere.

They came into view, then, standing over me,
Jessica and two other women who looked to be in their thirties or
late twenties. I cringed further, rolling my eyes away.

“Nice tits,” one said.

She bent over and fondled my left breast.
Then the other woman did the same to my right.

“Very nice,” she said.

Jessica led them further into the gym, past
me, and I shuddered, horribly embarrassed and deeply relieved
they'd gone! Their voices trailed off as they went into the rear,
presumably to look at the sauna, showers, hot tub, and massage
rooms.

Alison appeared then and squatted beside me,
grinning.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” she purred,
her hand caressing my breasts. “We should slap a collar and
shackles on you and make you call us mistress.”

Her hand slid down my body and I trembled as
her fingers found my clitoris. The vibrator made it incredibly
hyper-sensitive so that the touch of real warm flesh sent a wild
pulse of delight through my body.

She reached up, then and unclipped my tongue.
I cried out in pain, then relief, my tongue drawing back into my
mouth.

“There you are, little slave girl. We don't
want to hurt your sweet little tongue, only stretch it out a bit –
gradually,” she said.

She leaned over and kissed me on the cheek,
then unstrapped my ankles and pulled me to my feet. She led me back
towards the rear. Jessica appeared, leading the two women then, and
my face burned once more as I dropped my eyes to the floor.

That seemed to amuse them and they laughed
softly. One gave my breast a squeeze as I was led past them and
another slapped my bottom.

I had nothing to say, of course. What the
fuck was I going to say!? Plus my wrists were still strapped up
behind my neck so I couldn't slap their hands away or anything.

I was relieved again as Alison led me away
from them and through the narrow hall in the rear before taking me
into the big rear room where we were to hold classes for yoga, pole
dancing, and all the rest.

“Here you are, little slave girl,” she said
in amusement.

The wall was mirrored here and a horizontal
stainless steel pole ran along it at waist height. It was, as far
as I knew, mostly for stretching. At least I always saw them in
rooms that taught dance.

I had been working my sore tongue around in
my mouth, wincing a bit, and was starting to work up the courage to
say something – though I wasn't sure what that would be.

At any rate, she pulled back on my hair and
then pushed something against my mouth! It wasn't the ball-gag, but
it did have a kind of soft leather ball against it. The ball went
into my mouth, and then a kind of leather mask went over my mouth
that covered me from chin to nose and extended up along my cheeks.
She strapped that behind my head, humming to herself as she did,
then slipped a blindfold over my eyes, ignoring my moan of
complaint.

I felt her hands on my breasts, then
something was tied around them! It felt like rope, but a soft rope.
She wrapped it around the base of each breast separately, then
squeezed so that my breasts throbbed and felt as if they were stuck
out hard and swollen! My nipples felt like pencil points, hard and
pointy!

I felt her undoing the straps which held my
arms up and back behind my neck.

“How is our little princess doing?” I heard
Samantha ask as she came into the room.

“Hot and wet,” Alison replied in
amusement.

I moaned a complaint. I was exhausted, not
hot and wet! Well, okay, maybe I was wet... and maybe I was kind of
hot too, but I wanted a shower and to relax and try and wrap my
mind around all this wild, kinky shit and see how I stood with
it.

“Knees,” Alison said.

She pushed on my shoulder and I sank to my
knees.

“Lower.”

I sank down onto my heels and then she made
me sit down flat, which made me gasp as I put pressure on the base
of that huge dildo.

I felt the straps loosening around my wrists,
but they pulled my arms down and then back behind me
immediately.

“Oh, there you are,” Jessica's voice
said.

“We're just putting our little slave girl
down for a rest,” Alison said.

There was that ridiculous phrase again!

Hands pulled me down onto my back, which was
a relief since it eased the pressure on the big dildo. I felt my
ankles lifted up and back behind me, though, and I gasped and
moaned as the tendons in my inner thighs were strained. My ankles
were forced right back behind me! And then they were crossed behind
my head!

I felt them being tied together there as
several hands kind of tilted my upper body up. My arms were forced
back behind me so that the undersides of my knees were actually
pressed up into my armpits! Then my arms were pulled behind and
were tied together there!

I felt pressure on my ankles, lifting them
up, raising them off the floor, and in so doing, my lower legs
lifted up and tilted my shoulders forward. The back of my head was
now pressed against my ankles, and so as they were lifted up my
head was pushed forward.

I didn't have a clue what they were doing,
you understand, just that it was more dark, nasty, kinky sex
stuff!

“Mmm, now isn't that a pretty picture,”
Alison said.

“Hot,” Samantha replied.

“Now what shall we do with our little sex
slave?” Jessica asked.

Apparently, they decided without telling me,
because after a brief delay someone started working a dildo into my
ass, pumping it in and out. Fingers rubbed my clitoris and my
nipples at the same time. Then the fingers began to... vibrate as I
heard a buzzing sound. It was like a vibrator was in her hand or
something!

The dildo in my ass pumped in and out, but
eventually thrust itself very deep, giving me cramps that ached but
were also darkly sensual. Especially as someone started to lick my
clitoris.

They were all gathered around me, fondling,
caressing, licking, sucking as they pumped the dildo and pinched
and plucked at my nipples while stroking my swollen breasts.

I was starting to tremble and shake, heating
up again despite myself. The dildo in my pussy slowly oozed out of
me after a bit, and someone pulled it free. Fingers replaced it,
then lots of them, and slowly someone, Jessica, I guessed, worked
her hand into my pussy and started to fist me.

Her fist twisted and turned, pumping slowly
in and out as tongues and vibrating fingers alternated on my
clitoris. My breasts throbbed, my nipples burned, and I came again,
my mind and body both melting down under the avalanche of sensation
and dark, scalding lust and heat!

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Most people's biggest complaint about work
was how boring it was. Boring, repetitive drudgery. At least, most
of the people I knew who worked. It's not like many of us had
exciting and satisfying careers.

That, of course, was not my issue.

It was ironic that I'd turned down work at
the cement factory for fear of being sexually harassed. Nothing I
had even imagined that fat man doing remotely came close to the
kind of 'harassment' I was getting at the gym!

That … concerned me but also confused me.
Because I liked it. I liked it way too much given I was straight.
Yes, I had some curiosity about girls, but that was just curiosity
because so many people talked about it. And the curiosity was
about, like, what would it be like making out with a woman.

And I still didn't really know! I mean, the
ideas I'd had involved, like I said, me and a girl in bed, breast
to breast, kissing and stroking and stuff. I had yet to do anything
like that! Mostly these women were doing things to me while I was
tied up!

Sex slave!? Fuck, what a kinky idea!
What was it about older people and their nasty sex games anyway?
But okay, I couldn't deny that they were really managing to turn me
on with how outrageous they were being. And they were sure as hell
good at oral sex! Wow! They were way better than the guys I'd slept
with!

Not that there have been many.

Imagine making me say I slept with thousands
of men! They certainly knew that wasn't true! But it was all part
of their dirty games and their dirty games made me scream with
pleasure like nothing I'd ever done before.

They also left me sore inside from their
giant sex toys and... hands! Yikes! My tongue kind of ached,
too.

Slave girl! That was so wicked an
idea!

*

The next day was another heavy workout on the
machines. This time Samantha ran me through them, making me work
out on each different machine and recite what muscle groups they
helped. I also had to explain how to adjust the machines.

Then she took me into the back room where I'd
been the previous day and did a little pole dancing. She had me try
to imitate her, but the bodysuit was made of smooth, frictionless
lycra and just slid on the pole.

“Well take it off then,” she said.

I flushed. “I'm not wearing a bra.”

“So? You think I haven't seen your breasts?”
she asked in amusement.

I gulped and removed the bodysuit, my pulse
rate picking up.

I had to take off my shoes to do it. That
left me in nothing but a thong. She had me leap up and grab the
pole in my hands, pull myself up a bit, then wrap my thighs around
it. She gripped my shoulders then to help support me as I let go of
the pole and swung my upper body down and back until I could grab
the bottom of the post in my hands.

“Lovely,” she said, rubbing my bare
breasts.

I gulped, my pulse racing harder.

“Now slide your hands to the floor and
slowly, in a controlled manner, slide your legs up the pole.

She stood next to me to help as I sort of did
a handstand, with my hands on the floor and my body extended up
along the pole. I was facing away from the pole and she had me let
my legs come down so that I wound up bent way over, bottom in the
air. She goosed me and I yelped and straightened up.

My heart was pounding now, for I was filled
with anticipation of what kinky shit she would have me doing.

She turned on music, though, and danced
around the pole, doing a little swinging, rolling her hips and
giving me a saucy look. Then I had to do the same. It was...
exciting and fun and very sexual. I felt like a stripper! Well, how
could I not given I wasn't wearing anything but a thong!?

She could say whatever she liked about pole
dancing not being about stripping, but when you're wearing a thong,
well... Plus she was showing me moves which were very much sexual.
Like having me grab the pole and then bend slowly over, rolling my
hips around in time to the music. Or grab the pole high above my
head with my back to it and then slowly arch my back, rolling my
hips again.

Not to mention facing the pole and clutching
it with my hands in front of my upper chest so that my arms
squeezed my breasts in around the pole from either side and then
sliding slowly up and down!

This was all very overtly sexual, and it kept
making me feel like a hot, sexy stripper girl!

“I bet I could make a lot more money as a
stripper,” I said.

“With your body? You better believe it,” she
said. “Especially in the bigger, richer clubs in New York
City.”

I let myself imagine that, imagine myself
making a fortune while parading across a stage in front of rich
guys in suits, all of them wanting me and throwing money at me. It
was an attractive fantasy! There was no way I would do it, of
course! I'd be way too embarrassed and self-conscious!

All that climbing and swinging and dancing
was as tiring as the machines out front and I was soon panting, hot
and tired.

My workout was just beginning, however.

“Close your eyes. I've got a surprise,” she
said.

That made me nervous but I obeyed. I gulped
as I felt something going around my throat. It felt like a strap,
like before, only thicker and... harder maybe. Then something
similar was wrapped around my wrists, and then my ankles. I felt my
wrists pulled back behind my back, and then when she released them
they wouldn't come free.

“Open your eyes, slave girl.”

I opened my eyes and gulped, staring at
myself in the big mirror on the wall. I was wearing one of those
bondage-type collars. It was white, but there was no doubt what it
was, given it had this metal square in the front which had big
stainless steel O-ring dangling from it.

I had matching restraints around my ankles
and, when she half turned me towards the mirror, I saw I had the
same on my wrists!

She grinned at me and fondled one breast.

“Slave girl,” she teased as my body thrummed
with sexual energy.

A moment later she pushed a white ball into
my mouth, making me open my jaws wide to insert it. The strap went
around my head and then she released whatever clasp or link held my
wrists back behind my back tugged my panties down and off, and
snapped a leash to the front of the O-ring!

I felt heat, dark, liquid heat, rolling
through me as I stared at the image I presented in the mirror! Oh
my God! It was incredibly sexual and sensual and erotic!

“On your knees, slave!” she barked, tugging
on the leash.

I moaned and dropped to my knees. Then when
she tugged again on the leash I fell forward onto my hands and
knees.

“Crawl, you nasty little sex slave!”

She tugged on the leash and I crawled
forward, my body suffused with heat now, my eyes rolling to the
side to stare at myself in the big mirror that filled the wall!
This was so wild! My breasts wobbled below me as I crawled and I
moaned helplessly around the ball-gag, the arousal suffocating me
in excitement and want.

“Put your chin on the floor and keep your
bottom raised high,” she ordered.

I moaned and obeyed, but she knelt beside me,
slapping my bottom, making me wriggle my knees forward. She wanted
me positioned just so, with my abdomen pressed almost back into my
upper legs and my bottom high with my knees wide.

“Excellent,” she said.

She had a long, thin switch or crop or
something in hand now and I winced as she slapped it lightly
against my upraised buttocks.

“Positioned perfectly for your master to come
along and stick his big cock into you. Isn't that right, slave
girl?”

I moaned helplessly at the wild, lurid word
picture she was creating!

“Filthy little slut,” she said, lightly
slapping the switch against my pussy. “I can tell you want a big
cock inside your hungry little pussy!”

I did just then!

She brought the switch down across my
buttocks hard enough to make me gasp.

“Roll your hips back at your master, you
eager little slut. Show him how much you want his cock,” she
growled.

I trembled and moaned and then started to
roll my hips back in a lewd, wanton way. God, this was sick!

“Hungry little man-slut,” she said, slapping
the thing down lightly across my buttocks again.

I winced and gasped, then gasped again as I
saw another movement in the mirror. It was Alison coming into the
room. I flushed more deeply, now kneeling so... obscenely between
two women! Two grown women! Both of them looking down at me like I
was some kind of wild sexual beast!

“There's definitely something wrong with this
sight,” Alison said. “Why doesn't this horny little slut have a big
cock inside her?”

Samantha leaned over and I felt her fingers
caressing my pussy, then pushing inside me.

“She definitely wants one,” Samantha said.
“She's sopping wet.”

She thrust her thumb into me and then pressed
downward inside as she let her other fingers rub my clitoris.

“Slutty little sex-slave,” she taunted.
“Always looking for big cocks to fuck her.”

Alison returned, and the two women knelt at
my hips, working a pair of big dildos into my pussy and ass while
rubbing my clitoris. They constantly told me what a nasty, horny,
cock-loving little straight girl slut I was as they ran their hands
over my trembling body!

The one they pushed into my pussy was the
same one they'd used before, which had a kind of vibrator base that
pressed up against my clitoris. I was starting to burn up with a
feverish heat by the time they pulled me to my feet.

They locked the two leather bands around my
wrists together with a little clip, then raised my wrists above my
head and drew a chain down from an overhead track, and clipped it
to them. They also locked my ankle bands together and then raised
the chain up so I was on the balls of my feet!

I was on the verge of orgasm when Alison
produced the flog. It was basically a short handle with several
dozen thin black laces attached, each about twenty inches long. I
stared at it, appalled, at first, but then she swung it and the
laces spread out to snap down across my bare back!

I screamed into the gag, but an instant later
realized, okay, it really doesn't hurt that much. But it did hurt!
Or at least, it stung a bit! The individual laces were pretty
lightweight, and no big deal. But there were a lot of them!

“Slutty little cock lover!” she taunted.

She swung it again and I yelped as the laces
snapped down on my buttocks.

“Sex slave!” Samantha teased.

I shuddered and moaned as the flog came down
again, and then again, each blow a rapid rippling of stings against
my soft skin. Then I saw that Samantha had one too! I gasped as she
stuck her tongue out at me and then swung the flog out so that the
laces hit my upper chest and breasts!

I cried out at the anticipated pain, but
again, they only stung. What was more, the feverish heat gripping
me seemed to not only absorb the stinging but embrace it. It was as
if my breasts suddenly crackled with little bursts of
sensation!

Alison swung hers down against my buttocks
and then Samantha swung hers against my breasts again! They laughed
and teased and taunted me, calling me a slave girl and a sex slave,
and said I was their prisoner they were going to sell to white
slavers! They also promised me great big cocks, real ones, from
big, ugly men who would gang bang me!

My skin began to rapidly warm and become more
tender, and the stings felt more intense as they continued to bring
the flogs down against my back, breasts, belly, and bottom! It was
all so overwhelming, especially with two big cocks jammed up inside
my abdomen and one of them vibrating madly between my legs!

So of course I came like an insane person,
twisting and writing and almost literally screaming as I lost my
mind to the storm of pleasure, lust, passion, and thrilling dark
hunger! My body twisted and writhed and jerked as convulsions tore
through me, and I know my feet left the floor several times so that
I swung and twisted on the end of the chain.

When I calmed, gasping and trembling, Alison
came up to me and grasped me by the chin.

“Cock slut!” she taunted.

She looked over my shoulder. “Fuck her in the
ass!”

I moaned as I felt the dildo sliding out of
my ass, then sliding back in. Only now it was attached to
Samantha's body. I cried out as she jerked back on my hair and
leaned in to chew the nape of my neck.

“Slut!” she teased. “Whore!”

I trembled and moaned as she pumped the dildo
in my ass. Then I saw Alison drop to her knees in front of me. She
undid the clips holding my ankles together and pushed my legs
apart, then began to lick my clitoris as she pumped the dildo in
and out of my pussy.

“Sex slave!” Samantha growled as she chewed
on my earlobe.

I came again, lost in the wild rush of
sensory overload, my body flaring white-hot with the shattering
howl of sensation that was making my nerve endings snap and
pop!

After that I had to lick first Samantha, then
Alison to orgasm. Then we went into the massage room where I had to
give Samantha an erotic massage which, of course, eventually
included not just using my hands but also my tongue to give her
another orgasm – and then another!

It's a good thing the oil was edible!

After she got up and showered it was Alison's
turn. I gave her a long, erotic massage too. Like Samantha, she
corrected me along the way. Then I had to lick her to orgasm. And
then it was Jessica's turn! Boy, my hands were sure getting a
workout! As was my tongue.

During the massages, I remained naked except
for a pair of pink rabbit ears sticking up from my head and a puffy
pink ball about the size of a baseball which was pressed against my
buttocks down low – attached to a butt-plug Samantha had shoved up
my butt!

Then Jessica gave me more pole dancing
lessons. Last time I'd done them in a thong. Now I did them
entirely naked. It felt even more erotic naked!

I went home that night physically exhausted!
There'd been so much exercise and movement, not to mention all that
wild, kinky sex which had nearly blown my mind! It was hard to
pretend to my family that all I'd been doing was learning exercise
routines and machines and clerical stuff all day!

It even felt a little strange wearing
clothes! I'd been naked most of the day! And my breasts felt kind
of tender from that flogging, though they looked normal enough. My
nipples especially felt swollen, and were quite hard. Though that
was probably because I kept thinking about what had happened and
getting aroused.

Which also meant I had to masturbate several
times that evening to work off the sexual energy.

I was regretting that we were about to open.
I was sure I wouldn't be able to have so much wild, kinky fun once
the gym opened. I'd be handling clients at the desk, mostly, and
occasionally adjusting machines and answering questions and
cleaning stuff.

Ordinary working stuff, in other words. Like
what regular people do!

And of course, I told Beth and others only
what I told my family, about the machines and forms that had to be
filled out and other boring, administrative stuff. My biggest
problem was trying to make sure I used only their names – like
Jessica or Alison – and didn't call them Ms. Jessica or Ms.
Alison.

Jessica had given me tongue exercises to do,
which I was supposed to do almost all the time I remembered. Mostly
they involved working my tongue around in my mouth then thrusting
it out as far as I could and holding it for twenty seconds, then
doing it again and again and again. All that was to make me better
at oral sex.

Oral sex for women, of course. I don't think
they cared about what I could do for men!

But I was glad it was women. I'd have felt
like a horrible slut if I'd let three men, especially three older
men use me as their fuck toy the way I was allowing them. Somehow
it didn't seem that horrible with women. It just seemed like a hot,
kinky, exciting game.

And yes, it was kind of degrading, but I
would have felt a sense of deference to each of them anyway since
they were so much older and more sophisticated and more
knowledgeable about stuff than me. So it didn't really make me feel
bad to be, well, inferior, or submissive to them.

If it was girls my age I might have felt some
sense of rivalry, but I knew they were all way better trained, in
better shape, older, richer, and way better at sex than me! I never
had any thought I was their equal anyway. So it didn't bother me
when they treated me otherwise. That just felt natural.

And it was wild being the 'young, sexy thing'
around them. It was deeply flattering for my ego, too, because they
kept telling me how hot and sexy I was, what a great body I had,
how pretty I was, and how nice my hair was.

They didn't have to flatter me, either. They
were already doing pretty much whatever they wanted with me so I
took their compliments for their real opinion. Which I wouldn't
have otherwise, at least not with men. Guys were always
complimenting me because they wanted to get into my pants.

I figured the women at work had no ulterior
motives because they'd already been there, and didn't need to
flatter me to go back! Although, to be honest, I was still
considering myself straight. Their naked bodies didn't turn me on.
Just the way they treated me and touched me and licked me and
sucked me and fucked me turned me on.

And the weird, nasty mind games they played,
of course. That was really hot and wicked! I didn't have a clue
they might be anything else. And I had no fear of any of them.
Though I did have a healthy degree of respect and wariness due to
their habit of slapping my bottom whenever I misspoke or did the
wrong thing.

Certainly, that got me to automatically call
them Ms. Jessica and Ms. Samantha and Ms. Alison pretty
quickly!
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I didn't wear clothes for long the next day.
Jessica started me out in the showers, cleaning them. And there was
no point in my wearing any clothes, she said. All I wore were the
collar from the previous day, and the leather bands around my
wrists and ankles to remind me I was their sex slave.

I wasn't given a mop to clean with. Instead,
I had a pail and a sponge and had to do it on my hands and knees.
Oh, to make it more interesting they stuck those dildos into me
again. The one in my pussy had thin straps, this time, which went
up across my abdomen, angling over my hips and going around in back
to join up.

Cleaning a floor is boring. But doing it
naked on all fours while wearing bondage shit with dildos sticking
out of your pussy and ass is... less so. It filled me with this
dark, hungry sense of sexual anticipation and excitement. For I was
scrubbing the floor like some kind of sex slave!

That sent a simmering heat up through my body
– well, that and the dildos – and kept me simmering even as I
slowly crawled backward, scrubbing away at the floor. I had just
finished when Jessica arrived.

“I'm finished, Ms. Jessica,” I said.

“You are, are you, slave girl?” she asked
with a suspicious look.

“Yes, Ms. Jessica,” I said, a bit
nervously.

“When you speak to me, slave girl, sit back
on your heels and put your hands behind your neck.”

I gulped and did as she said.

“Legs spread,” she barked.

I jerked my knees wide, feeling heat rushing
through me.

“Now, repeat that.”

“I'm finished cleaning the floor, Ms.
Jessica!” I gulped.

“And did you do a good job, slave girl?”

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

“You're sure of that?”

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

She wasn't wearing her exercise outfit today.
She wore a short dark skirt, a white blouse, and black high heels.
I figured she was going to be having a meeting with someone
later.

“If that's the case, then you'll be happy to
demonstrate how confident you are, won't you?

I looked at her in confusion.

“Face down on the floor, slut.”

I felt a rush of energy and heat and dropped
forward.

“Press those lovely breasts into the floor,
you hungry, horny little sex slave,” she growled.

I did and raised my bottom high.

“Spread those legs wide, slave girl!”

I obeyed again, feeling a hot little
thrumming in my pussy.

“Now lick the floor.”

I felt a jolt of confusion and rolled my eyes
up at her.

“Is it clean?”

“Y-Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

“Then prove it. Slide your tongue along the
floor, slave.”

I felt heat churning inside me as I stuck my
tongue out and licked at the floor.

“Long licks, slut. Long, slow, loving
licks.”

I felt my pussy squeezing down around the
dildo as I slid my tongue slowly up along the floor in front of
her. She moved forward, bent, and snapped the leash to the collar,
then tugged me forward. I raised myself up on all fours and crawled
forward, then stopped and licked the floor again at another
order.

She pulled me up and forward again.

“Lick the wall, slut.”

I hesitated.

“You did clean the walls, didn't you,
slut?”

I flushed. “No, Ms. Jessica.”

“Why not?”

“I-I... I didn't think I had to!”

She snorted, walked away briefly, then
returned with one of those switch things in her hand.

“Face down, slave.”

I moaned, pressing my breasts into the
floor.

“Arms outstretched to your sides.”

I thrust my arms out, my chin pressed back by
the floor.

“Bad little slave girl,” she said.

Crack!

I winced as the switch cut across my upraised
bottom with a stinging blow.

“Are you sorry for being a bad slave
girl?”

Crack!

“Oh! Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

Crack!

“Are you sorry for being a cock-loving
slut?”

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

Crack!

“Say it!”

“I'm sorry for being a cock-loving slut, Ms.
Jessica!”

“Dirty little girl. Now wash the wall and do
a good job!”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

She turned and left and I reached down,
wincing as I rubbed my butt. That thing stung!

I filled up the pail and then scrubbed the
wall, first on one side, then, just to be sure, on the other. And
you better believe I made sure I did a good job!

I was just considering what more to do when I
heard her footsteps. I gulped and quickly sat back on my heels,
spreading my knees and drawing my hands up behind my back. I arched
my back as she rounded the corner – the switch in her hand!

“So little sex slave,” she said, her voice a
purr. “Have you cleaned the walls properly?”

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!” I gulped.

She walked over to me and then snapped the
leash to the front of the collar again, then jerked so I fell
forward onto my hands and knees.

“Come, little slave girl,” she said.

She tugged on it and led me – crawling –
across to the wall, then thrust the tip of the switch against the
wall about three feet up.

“Lick, slave.”

My pulse was racing as I rose and put my
hands against the wall and then tentatively licked it.

Crack!

I gasped as the switch cut across my
buttocks.

“Long, slow licks, sex slave.”

Sex slave! Every time she said that my
insides got all squirmy!

I let my tongue slide along the wall,
flinching as she thrust the switch between my thighs and then
brought it up to rub against my sex. The dildo was almost
completely buried in me, but not quite. Its base still held the
lips of my sex wide. The switch was able to angle up to rub against
my clitoris, though!

She tugged back on the leash and I gasped and
fell back to all fours, then she led me further along the wall
before pointing at the wall again.

“Lick, you sexy little animal.”

I rose and licked the wall with long, slow
licks, my chest so tight I was gulping in air.

She tugged on the leash and then led me
across to the other side, this time pointing low on the wall. I
lowered my head, then had to lower myself to my forearms.

Crack!

I winced at the sharp sting to my bottom.

“Always spread your legs wide, slave slut,”
she purred.

I moaned and obeyed, and then felt the tip of
the thing rubbing against my clitoris as I licked along the base of
the wall.

“Nasty, wicked little slave girl,” she
taunted. “Always hungry for a big cock in her.”

She tugged on the leash to pull me back and
had me lick the floor again.

“Much better, slave girl,” she said. “Now I
have something else for you to clean. Face down.”

I dropped down again, mashing my breasts
against the floor, raising my hips, and spreading my legs.

She stepped right up in front of me.

“My shoes. Start on the left one.”

I started to rise and she put her foot on my
back to press me down.

“Where do you think you're going, slut?”

“T-To get some soap and – .”

“Use your tongue, slave.”

Ooooo, so sick! So nasty! So wickedly
degrading and hot!

I licked at her shoe, and she brought the
switch down, but not to hit me so much as to slide the tip slowly
up and down my spine.

“Long, slow, loving licks, slut.”

I shuddered and obeyed, licking all along her
shoe, then the other one. When I was done she jerked on the leash,
drawing me up to all fours, and then pulled, making me crawl along
the floor and then into the big exercise room, the one with the
poles and bars.

She pulled me to my feet and then locked my
wrists behind my back again before maneuvering me below a chain
that dangled from a track laid along the ceiling.

“Stick your tongue out, slut.”

I moaned anxiously. I didn't want my tongue
to be pinched again! I gasped as she jerked on my hair, though, and
then hesitantly pushed my tongue out. She closed the clip on it and
I yelped in pain, jerking my tongue back into my mouth – but with
the clip on it.

Alison came in then, and the two of them
pulled my feet apart and then chained them that way. A moment later
Alison snapped clips on my rigid nipples and I yowled again as they
bit down hard and made my tender nipples burn and throb!

Jessica pulled up on the chain, forcing my
tongue out again and making me tilt my head back more. Then she
slipped a blindfold over my eyes and pushed what turned out to be
earbuds into my ears. The earbuds had voices crying out in
pleasure, or alternately whispering words like “Slut” and “Whore”
and “Bitch” and “Slave”.

I felt hands caressing my body, sliding up
and down my thighs and over my buttocks, up and down my back, over
my shoulders, along my belly over my breasts and down along my
pussy. There were a lot of hands, and I figured that Samantha had
come in too.

I felt the straps holding the dildo inside me
loosen, then the dildo slid out. I felt something else push up
inside me, something which vibrated. Then a tongue began to lick my
clitoris.

The pain had dampened my arousal, at least at
first. But the sharpness of the pain faded into a dull ache for
both my tongue and my nipples. And that dark sense of thrilling
heat I was now experiencing at how... cruel they were being, how
degraded I was, an almost masochistic sense of excitement, grew
more powerful.

I shuddered and trembled and moaned as the
hands continued to glide over my body, as the tongue licked
skilfully at my clitoris, and the vibrator buzzed at it from
inside.

“Whore!”

“Slut!”

“Sex slave!”

“Slave girl!”

The words kept repeating in my ears along
with the sounds of a woman crying out in pleasure, and after some
moments I realized the voice was mine! Somehow or other they had
recorded me having an orgasm – or more than one!

I felt a body move up against me from behind.
It was definitely female, for she pressed her body against me and I
felt her breasts against my back. Her hands slid around my ribs to
cup and squeeze my breasts. Then I felt the vibrator slide out. In
its place was a cock, or at least a dildo shaped like a cock with a
very realistic feeling texture.

I moaned as the woman behind me fucked me,
her 'cock' pushing up deep so the head seemed to be thumping
against the inside of my abdomen every time she drove it into me.
She leaned in and I felt her hot breath along my neck as she kissed
and chewed on my flesh.

Meanwhile whoever was licking my clitoris
continued, alternating with pressing the vibrator against me and
grinding it from side to side.

I cried out as someone – I think the woman
behind me – jerked sharply back on my hair. Her lips moved further
forward along my neck, biting into me as her hips thrust the dildo
up into my pussy.

I began to lose myself to a sexual fever, my
mind burning up in the firestorm of heat which was raging within
me.

“Slave bitch!”

“Cock slut!”

“Whore!”

The words were taunts in my ears amid the
moans and cries of pleasure. But I hardly heard them. My mind was
pulsing with an intoxicating level of pleasure, and that was all I
cared about. Then... the orgasm arrived and I gave myself to it,
screaming as the pleasure swamped me.

The orgasm rode me like a storm and my body
trembled and shook, my hips bucking back violently against the
woman fucking me. I felt so hot I thought my whole body might
explode into flames!

*

I spent most of the rest of the morning on
clerical stuff, signing up new clients. I did it naked, though.
Jessica said that would be easier on my throbbing nipples. She did
put a butt-plug in me, though, and then this weird little thing
which she shoved up my pussy.

It wasn't a tubular shape, like a dildo. It
was kind of V-shaped, though rounded at the corners, and it was
curved. It was very lightweight and about four inches deep, and she
slid it up inside me. Near the base, it was like a butt-plug in
that it narrowed to almost nothing right where my pussy lips closed
against it. And the base was like the butt-plug, except three
inches long and slightly curved, and about an inch wide – just
covering the line of my pussy, in other words.

We usually had lunch together in a little
break room, but this time Jessica said that since I was naked it
wouldn't be sanitary for me to sit on a chair, so I had to sit in
my heels on the floor. I was ordered not to speak unless spoken to,
and then they also decided to lock my wrists together behind my
back.

And feed me!

It was another exercise in being degraded, in
being treated like a sex slave, and it made my stomach swirl and my
pussy throb because of how outrageous it was. I had to take the
food from their fingers.

They talked about what was left to do, which
wasn't a lot. We were opening on the coming weekend. They ignored
me except to gesture me forward. Then I rose off my heels, shifted
over to where one or another of them sat, and they popped a piece
of food into my mouth.

“Do you like that, slut?” Alison asked
pleasantly, after I chewed on a piece of meat.

“Yes, Ms. Alison,” I gulped.

“But not as much as cock. You love to feel
cock in your mouth more, don't you.”

I flushed. “Yes, Ms. Alison.”

I knew she wanted me to say that.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Ms. Alison,” I said, my mind
squirming.

“Spread your legs more, slave,” Jessica
snapped.

I jerked my knees wider.

“Cock slut!” Samantha jeered.

Samantha gestured me over and I rose on my
knees, moved over, and then opened my mouth. She put her fingers
into it, clutching a piece of meat, and I closed my lips, sucking
on her fingers as she slid them slowly out.

“Whore,” she taunted. “Aren't you a
whore?”

“Yes, Ms. Samantha!”

“You're a cock-loving whore. Say it.”

“I'm a cock-loving whore, Ms. Samantha.”

“Filthy little girl,” she sniffed.

My pussy throbbed and my nipples tingled.

“Little animal!”

I cried out as my hair was jerked sharply to
the side and back, and looked up to see Jessica looking down at
me.

“Are you our little fuck-toy, straight girl?”
she demanded.

“Y-Yes, Ms. Jessica!” I gasped.

“Say it, slut!”

“I'm your little fuck-toy, Ms. Jessica!

Alison got up and suddenly slapped something
down on the floor hard. It turned out to be a big dildo with a
suction cup base. She tugged on the collar to get me to straddle
it, then pulled the thing out of my pussy and made me sink down on
it.

“Ride that cock, het girl,” she ordered.

Flushed, mind squirming again, I did as she
ordered, riding up and down on the cock as the three of them ate
and watched me. It was degrading, of course, but felt so hot my
entire body soon felt flushed.

“Keep those knees wide, slut,” Alison
ordered.

I moaned, shifting my knees a little wider as
I rode slowly up and down on the dildo.

My insides were bubbling over with liquid
heat as I rode up and down. And then Jessica slipped off her chair,
squatting next to me. She gripped my hair and forced my head
back.

“Do you want to come, little sex slave?”

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!” I moaned.

“Beg.”

“Please may I come, Ms. Jessica!” I
gasped.

“Louder, slut.”

“Please may I come, Ms. Jessica!” I
moaned.

“Put more passion into it,” she said, her
fingers lightly brushing my clitoris.

“Please may I come, Ms. Jessica!”
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“That is one horny little bitch.”

I squeaked in alarm, jerking my head, or
trying to jerk my head around at the unfamiliar voice. Jessica held
me fast, though, and while I tried to snap my legs together I found
her hand between them.

Then another woman came around from the side
and looked down at me and my face flamed hotly as I tried to jerk
it away.

She was a black woman, tall and slim, with
very short hair. Like the others, she was in her late twenties or
early thirties.

“Pretty little slut,” she said.

“Hello, Nicole,” Alison said.

“Am I too late for lunch?”

“We were nearly finished but sit down.
There's still some left. We got lazy and ordered Chinese.”

“Who's your little slave girl?” she asked,
smirking at me.

'This is our front desk clerk, Paige.
Although we don't call her that.”

“Yes, we usually call her Slave or slut or
you there,” Samantha said as they laughed.

“She's a cock lover,” Samantha said.

“Really? Well, she seems to have a big one
inside her.”

She sat down at the table and picked through
the boxes from the Chinese food place.

“Spread your legs, slave,” Jessica
growled.

Despite my humiliation, her tone of voice
made me anxious and I reluctantly spread my knees apart.

“Wider, slut.”

I jerked my knees wider.

She got up and sat down with the other three,
and they resumed talking about the state of the gym, bringing this
new woman in on how close they were to finishing while I knelt
there, horribly embarrassed. Mind you, embarrassment at the same
thing can only last so long when the person you're embarrassed
about stays right there in front of you, looking at you.

“Nice tits on her,” she said.

“Everyone agrees on that,” Jessica said in
amusement.

“She has a pretty face, too,” Alison said.
“And lovely hair.”

“Nice ass on her, as well, and look at how
sweet and tight her pussy looks,” Samantha said.

She snapped her fingers at me.

“Slave, rise up and off the dildo. Let Ms.
Nicole see how pretty your pussy is.”

I cringed mentally, but I didn't feel like I
had much choice so I rose up, sliding my pussy up the length of the
dildo until I was kneeling upright, all of them looking at my
tightly closed pussy.

“I remember when I was that young,” Nicole
said.

The others laughed.

“Sit on it again, slut,” Alison ordered.

I cringed mentally again, but with all of
them looking at me I began to feel a dark pulse of heat again as I
lowered myself down. I felt the tip of the cock against me and
slowly sank down until it penetrated me, then slid up into my
body.

That all four were watching was a wild rush,
of course, especially Nicole.

“Tell me you love cock,” Samantha
ordered.

“I love cock, Ms. Samantha,” I said, blushing
furiously.

“Let's see you ride that cock then,
slut.”

Again my mind squirmed, but heat and sexual
energy thrummed throughout my body as I slowly started to ride up
and down on the dildo. And now four grown women, all dressed, were
watching me ride a dildo!

My face burned but my body burned hotter.

And then Nicole got out of her seat, came
around to stand before me, then squatted down next to me. I gasped
as he grasped my hair and jerked my head back. Then she leaned in
and began to suck and chew on the center of my right breast! At the
same time, her other hand pushed down and her fingers began to
stroke my clitoris.

I came within seconds, crying out again and
again as I plunged down the long, thick length of the dildo. Her
mouth felt... ravenous on my breast, chewing and sucking and
licking as her fingers rubbed hard from side to side against my
clitoris.

I impaled myself again and again, crying out
each time the dildo punched deep into my aching belly, not caring
about the ache, caring only about the seething heat and sexual
power tearing apart my mind. That I was doing it at the touch of a
complete stranger only made it more insane and intense!

“Nasty little slave girl,” Samantha said.

“Such a horny, responsive slut,” Jessica
added.

“Clearly she just loves cock,” Alison
said.

The pleasure faded, leaving me gasping and
dazed.

And then Nicole stood up. Someone handed her
the leash, and she bent and snapped it to the front of the collar,
then jerked sharply, pulling me up off the dildo. She pulled me to
my feet and then simply walked out of the kitchen with me! She was
fairly strong and I wasn't really even thinking about resisting so
lurched into motion, following along behind her.

I felt even weirder alone with her. I didn't
know her at all! And yet here I was stumbling along down the hall
behind her, naked, my wrists locked behind me.

We went to the sauna. She turned it on and
then began to strip off her clothes as I stood self-consciously
next to her, eyes downcast. She was tall and lithe and muscled
under her clothes, though had quite small breasts.

She jerked on the leash and pulled me into
the sauna, which was already starting to heat up, then sat down on
the bench and jerked down on the leash to force me down onto my
knees before her.

I gulped, feeling a growing sense of anxiety
and a churning uncertainty even as looked at me from dark eyes. She
leaned in and jerked forward on the leash, kissing me on the lips,
kissing me hard! I felt a surge of heat and confusion but
hesitantly began to kiss back as she kneaded one breast and plunged
her tongue into my mouth.

She eased back, then sat back on the bench
and spread her legs as she pulled me forward by the leash. My
breasts pressed into the edge of the bench, and she reached forward
with her other hand, gathering in a thick fistful of my hair to
pull my face lower.

“Service me, slut,” she growled.

I felt a jolt of anxiety at her tone,
embarrassment, and a sense of... protest, or something like it. Why
should I perform oral sex on her? I didn't even know her! But that
faded quickly because the reason was she had told me to and she
seemed quite intimidating. Besides, it wasn't like I didn't do that
a lot around here!

She mashed my face in against her sex, then
eased off a bit as she swung the strap of the leash up and back to
snap at my bottom.

“Lick, slave.”

I licked! My breasts ached as they were
ground into the edge of the bench, but my tongue licked frantically
at her pussy and clitoris as she twisted her fingers in my hair.
She dropped the leash, fondling my breast instead.

“Bit titted cow,” she said. “You certainly
look like you were made to be some male's fuck toy.”

I moaned as she squeezed my breast hard, but
even though she made me anxious and nervous a dark heat was
spreading within me – a match for the moist heat pouring into the
room around me.

She jerked up on my hair suddenly.

“Tell me you love my pussy, slave,” she
growled.

“I-I love your pussy, Ms. Nicole!” I
gasped.

I squealed as she pulled me forward again.
But she also grabbed my arm and jerked me up and to the side,
actually pulling me across her lap.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her hand slapped down sharply and stingingly
against my bottom as I yelped in pain!

“Try again, with more passion,” she said, her
fingers now pushing at my naked sex.

“I love your pussy, Ms. Nicole!” I
exclaimed!

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Her hand stung as it smacked my bottom! My
flesh was starting to heat up there very fast!

“Try again. Louder, slut.”

“I love your pussy, Ms. Nicole!” I cried.

“Are you going to work hard to please me,
slut?”

“Yes, Ms. Nicole!” I exclaimed.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I gasped and winced at the stinging
slaps.

“Louder, slave.”

Her fingers rubbed at my clitoris, my flesh
moist and swollen.

“Yes, Ms. Nicole!”

“Spread your legs, slut.”

I jerked my legs apart and her finger pushed
into me.

“Tell me you love to lick pussy.”

“I love to lick pussy, Ms. Nicole!”

Her finger slid deep and pumped in and out
even as she rubbed my clitoris.

“Again, slave.”

“I love to lick pussy, Ms. Nicole!”

“Beg me to let you lick my pussy, slut.”

“Please may I lick your pussy, Ms.
Nicole!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

My bottom was really starting to throb and
burn now!

“Put more passion into it, slave.”

“Please may I lick your pussy, Ms.
Nicole!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

I yelped and gasped and trembled as my
buttocks glowed!

“More passion. Show me you really want to
lick my pussy, cock-slut.”

“Please may I lick your pussy, Ms. Nicole!
Please! Please!” I cried.

She shoved me roughly back onto my knees, and
jerked me forward by the hair, causing me to cry out again.

“Lick, slut.”

I licked desperately, moaning, panting,
jamming my face against her as she kneaded my breast more softly
now.

Strangely, it didn't even occur to me to
protest, though my bottom was really sore now!

I licked and sucked her, gasping and moaning
as she jerked on my hair, or dug her fingers into my breast, and
she began to roll her hips up at my mouth. I was desperately
relieved when it seemed that she was coming, even though she jammed
my face in against her hard again.

By then I was sweating like a pig, of course,
in the wet heat of the sauna. Not to mention gasping for
breath.

She pulled me up, at last, her eyes glinting
as she looked at me.

I dropped my eyes anxiously.

“Hot little white slut,” she said. “I bet you
love black cocks, don't you?”

I wasn't entirely sure how to answer but knew
I had to answer.

“Yes, Ms. Nicole!” I gulped.

She stood up and took the leash again, then
jerked on it. I was panting heavily and was relieved as she headed
for the door. She opened it and a wave of cool air swept in over my
glistening skin.

Then we were out in the hall, with me still
gasping for breath. There was a first aid room in the back, with a
cot, and she led me into that then had me crawl onto the bed and
lay down. A moment later she climbed atop me.

And finally, I got what I had thought of as
the 'regular' lesbian experience, or what I had once thought of as
regular. Body to body, skin to skin, lips to lips – well, except my
arms were bound beneath me. Her fingers slid through my hair as her
lips ravished mine. Her body ground against mine.

She had her thigh between my thighs, which
allowed her to grind it against my pussy even as her pussy rubbed
against my thigh. It was... nice, and as I sort of relaxed, I began
to get into it more. Then she rose up on her knees, forcing my hips
to kind of roll on the side as she lifted my upper leg up.

She worked her pussy in so that she was
jammed right against my pussy, forcing my leg up and back as she
ground herself against me. She let her body force my leg back, then
reached forward with one hand, catching my hair and yanking it so
that my body kind of twisted and bowed back, her other hand mashed
my breasts and pinched my nipples as her hips ground her pussy
against mine.

I was mostly on my side, back arched, gasping
and moaning, not even able to see her anymore as she pulled firmly
on my hair. I could sure feel her, though as her pussy rubbed hard
and fast against mine!

A dark, swirling rush of pleasure and passion
and kinky excitement bubbled up within me so that I was soon
floating on a liquid heat. I gasped and shuddered and moaned at the
feel of her pussy actively grinding against mine. I once again felt
that deeply erotic sense of outraged excitement at being so...
helpless! At being used roughly, abused, treated like a... a sex
slave!

Our skin was sweating from the sauna and so
nicely slippery against each other. That made the sensations even
more intense as she used me for her own pleasure! Oddly, it felt
very mannish (emotionally, not physically) the way she was treating
me, and I think that added to the heat filling my mind.

“Tell me you're a whore, bitch!” she growled,
pinching my nipple.

“Ow! I'm a whore, Ms. Nicole!” I cried.

“Little white slut! Tell me you're my white
slut.”

“I'm your white slut, Ms. Nicole!” I
moaned.

And then I lost my voice as all the air left
me in a long, undulating cry of pleasure. The orgasm swamped my
mind and I could barely think as my pussy flared white-hot and that
heat spread out through my entire body. I twisted and bucked and
jerked and thrashed as she continued to fuck me through the orgasm,
and then went limp, moaning dazedly.

She slid out of the cot and pulled me off the
cot by the hair – literally. My body hit the floor – except for my
head and shoulders. I cried out in pain as she dragged me along the
floor by my long hair, out the door and a little further along the
hall to the showers.

She pulled me to my feet, then undid the link
between the wrist restraints, lifted my wrists high, and locked
them together to the hook against the wall, just as Jessica
had.

Water was sprayed over me, over my head, over
my hair, down my body. Then she soaped me up, including my hair.
She brought her body in against mine and kissed me, reaching down
to squeeze and knead my buttocks, then her hand forced one of my
legs up and back and she was able to work her pussy in against me
again.

This time with the layer of slippery soap
between us, she ground her pussy against mine until she had a
second orgasm. It began to heat me up again, too, and I was gasping
for breath when she halted. She rinsed us both off, then dried
herself, then me, including my hair.

She bent me over a counter in the bathroom
and took the butt-plug out, but then replaced it. This one was a
bit bigger and had a tail attached. It reminded me of the puffy
rabbit thing they'd put on me before, but this was more of a cat
tail and hung down almost to the back of my knees.

She brushed and blow-dried my hair, drawing
it up and to the sides. I felt a wire going over my head, again
like the rabbit ears thing. She brushed my hair over it. When she
was done I could see in the mirror that I had ears again, pointed
dog ears.

“Sexy little bitch,” she said.

She made me crawl down the hall, this time
into the large exercise room. Then I had to press my breasts and
chin against the floor, raise my bottom high, spread my legs, and
put my arms out before me as I begged for her to fuck me with her
black cock.

Continuously.

“Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms.
Nicole!” I exclaimed.

Again and again. Even when she left the
room.

I hesitated then stopped.

She returned immediately with the switch in
hand.

“Did I tell you to stop, slut?!”

Crack!

“Ah! No, Ms. Nicole!” I cried.

Crack!

“Then why did you stop, you nasty little
white slut?!”

“Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms.
Nicole!”

Crack!

“Nasty little white bitch.”

“Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms.
Nicole!”

She left and I kept it up, anxious, not sure
if she wasn't just waiting outside the door for me to dare to
stop!

“Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms.
Nicole! Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms. Nicole! Please
fuck me with your big black cock, Ms. Nicole! Please fuck me with
your big black cock, Ms. Nicole!”“Please fuck me with your big
black cock, Ms. Nicole!”

She returned and then threw something across
the room.

“Fetch.”

I hesitated uncertainly.

“Fetch, you slutty, horny little white
bitch.”

Crack!

I yelped and rose onto all fours, hesitated,
then crawled across the floor to where a large, realistic-looking
black dildo lay.

“With your mouth, bitch,” she said when I
would have picked it up in my hand.

I bent my head and opened my jaws wide,
grasping the thing sideways like a stick. Then I turned and crawled
back to her.

She was dressed now, but more, she had some
kind of hard black plastic thing strapped against her hips and
groin. I figured it was to hold the dildo. It was a big dildo, long
and thick!

I lay it in her hand.

“Tell me you love black cock, bitch.”

“I-I love black cock, Ms. Nicole!”

Alison came into the room, then Samantha and
Jessica.

“Assume the position, bitch.”

Flushed, mind churning, I turned and pressed
my throbbing breasts into the floor, raised my bottom high,
stretched my arms ahead, spread my legs wide, and waited.

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms.
Nicole!” I cried.

Crack!

“Beg harder, slut.”

“Please fuck me with your big, black cock,
Ms. Nicole!” I cried even louder.

She threw it across the room.

“Fetch, white bitch.”

I moaned, rose on all fours and crawled to
where it landed, then picked it up in my teeth and turned to crawl
back to her – to them. All four were looking at me! All of them
were dressed! I was naked and... and crawling like some kind of
fucking animal! My God this was sick and degrading!

But the heat was growing to a fever pitch
within me even as I set it down in her hand.

“Assume the position, bitch.”

I resumed the position, moaning, raising my
bottom high.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms.
Nicole!”

She walked around in front of me and put her
bare foot right up against my face.

“Lick.”

I gasped, then hesitated before starting to
lick her bare foot.

“Lick harder, you filthy little white
bitch.”

I trembled and felt a dark rush of heat as I
licked harder.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms.
Nicole!”

Lick some more.”

I licked her foot, my tongue sliding up and
down the top, and around the ankle.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me with your big black cock, Ms.
Nicole!”

“Suck on my toes, you little white
bitch.”

She raised her foot on the heel and I licked
at her toes, then sucked them into my mouth.

She pulled back and moved behind me. I moaned
dazedly, then gasped as I felt the pressure of the cock-head
against me. I was utterly sopping wet, but it was very thick, and
it pushed in slowly, making me ache, stretching me out.

I moaned and gasped and groaned as she forced
the big cock deeper into my trembling body.

Alison and Samantha moved forward to stand on
either side of me and Jessica moved in front of me so I was
surrounded by the four of them

I cried out as I felt Nicole pull my hair up
and back. That forced me up onto all fours, and then Alison and
Samantha knelt on either side of me. Their hands began to knead my
breasts as fingers found my clitoris and began to rub
skilfully.

My mind began to fog up more and more as the
fever took me. I shuddered and whimpered and moaned and cried out
as Nicole worked that big cock deeper and deeper and achingly
deeper into me even as my clitoris throbbed and swelled.

And then Jessica knelt before me.

“Since you like cock so much, little slave
girl,” she said.

She was holding a dildo. It was... yellow. It
was very long and flexible, and not nearly as thick as the one
Nicole was using to fuck me with.

She slid it into my open mouth and I moaned
around it, almost instinctively trying to suck and lick it. That
seemed to trigger something inside me and the passion and lust and
excitement grew even more powerful.

And then she pushed it deep into my
throat.

I felt a shock, a jolt of wild alarm, but she
had pushed it forward without hesitation, and even as I felt that
jolt it was sliding deeper and deeper.

“Swallow that cock, bitch,” I heard several
voices order.

Heat rose like a rocket, and the shock of
that overrode the other shock and prevented me from gagging. Well,
from gagging much. I still gagged and gurgled dazedly. I had
deep-throated before, after all, just... not often. I mean, it was
uncomfortable and difficult. And if you did it to a guy once he
wanted it every single time.

But it was easiest to do when I was really
turned on, and I was incredibly aroused just now.

I felt the thing sliding deeper and deeper,
right through my throat, for it was that long, and down into my
chest!

She pulled it slowly back out and I coughed
and gasped and gagged and coughed again.

“Slut.”

“Slave girl.”

“Cock-bitch.”

“Whore.”

“Sex slave.”

“Cock-lover.”

“Fuck-toy.”

“Bitch-slave.”

They all kept saying those words again and
again even as I yelped in pain at Nicole forcing the last of her
big dildo into my body. Then her hips began to slap against mine as
Jessica pushed the other cock into my mouth and throat again.

My breasts throbbed and my nipples burned and
my clitoris felt so hot it might catch fire at any moment! Then the
orgasms began. Not just one but a whole string of them, exploding
inside my bucking, twisting, thrashing, trembling, shaking body one
after another.

 


 





Chapter Nine

 


 


 


 


The new 'exercise wear' that Jessica found
for me was basically a stretchy piece of black fabric that had a
loop that went over my head to settle behind my neck. Then the
thing fell down my chest and body, narrowing every inch so that by
the time it reached my pussy it was only a few inches wide. At that
point, it was drawn up between my legs and up across my bottom,
with two thin straps that went over my hips to hook to the rest. It
also had a thin strap that went behind my chest to pull the
none-too-wide fabric back to the sides.

It didn't quite manage that. I mean, the
fabric was wide enough to cover my breasts, yes, and almost reached
my ribs at the sides, with just a tiny bit of side boob. The fabric
was quite thin and hugged my curves almost like a second skin.
There was certainly no doubt where my nipples were!

It was not a thong in back, but on the other
hand, it wasn't entirely full coverage, either. It was more of a
cheeky type cut. I thought it might be a bit too much but Jessica
wasn't interested in my opinion. Nor was anyone else.

The last day before we opened was very busy,
and I had to run around a lot, helping to get things ready. That
didn't mean I wasn't also experiencing the sexual interest of the
older women, of course. I arrived at work at a quarter to Nine. At
Nine I was on my knees licking Jessica's pussy.

It was on to work, then, but at ten I was
licking Alison's pussy, and at Eleven-Thirty, it was Samantha. At
noon I ate – kneeling on the floor naked with my wrists locked
behind me, and eating out of their hands. Then my hands were freed
and I had to lay back on the floor, legs spread, and masturbate
with one of the dildos while they watched and munched desert.

I had to cry “I love cock!” repeatedly as I
did so.

Then it was back to work, except I had to
lick Jessica's pussy again. In her office. At One Thirty Nicole
arrived and I had to lick her pussy. Then at Two-Thirty another
woman arrived, named Kelly. Jessica had me demonstrate what I had
learned of pole dancing in front of her – naked.

Then I had to demonstrate how much I'd
learned of erotic massage while she lay back on a massage table
naked. The massage and oral sex lasted until almost until
Three-Thirty. Then she and Jessica discussed how good I was, and
where I needed improvements. Jessica then made me bend over and
strapped my bottom as she told me how hard I had to work to get
better. Then I practiced on Samantha.

After that Nicole fucked me on my knees and
face on the floor with her big black cock while pulling my bound
wrists to help lift me up so I could lick Alison's pussy while she
held my hair and fingered my pussy.

That was my work day!

“Since this is our last day before opening I
thought we'd have a little celebration at my place,” Jessica said.
“Just us and a dozen or so friends – and prospective
customers.”

She looked at me and smiled. “And, of course,
we'll need a slave girl to serve drinks and canapes,” she said.

I gulped.

“Uhm, I uhm, didn't really wear anything
fancy to work,” I said.

I'd worn shorts and a T-shirt, which I didn't
think she wanted at some kind of party.

“Not an issue, my dear. I adore your lovely
body. You're my little Barbie doll, and I love buying things to
dress you in,” she said with a smile.

She had me strip naked, down to the
restraints, collar, and butt-plug, and then had me don a... a
skirt? It was a piece of dark gray fabric that wrapped around me
and covered my buttocks (barely) and my crotch – as long as I
didn't bend over or anything.

“This is ridiculously small!” I exclaimed. “I
mean, it's not even a miniskirt!”

“It shows off your lovely legs while covering
what needs to be covered,” she said benignly.

Then she gave me a halter top to wear. It was
more of a tube top, except that it did tie together in the back. It
was thin, like the other thing I'd been wearing, and folded firmly
over my breasts, circling behind my ribs without really squeezing
them down much. My breasts were pretty cleanly outlined against the
light gray fabric!

She wouldn't take no for an answer so I had
to accompany her, walking outside – outside! – in the tiny skirt
and revealing top! She usually parked close to the building but
today she'd parked a couple of blocks away so I had to walk the
distance feeling very naked! Given I wasn't wearing any bra or
panties I practically was!

She'd had me keep the wrist and ankle
restraints on too, along with the collar, and all of them would be
painfully obvious to anyone who looked at me!

“Ms. Jessica!” I whined. “I'm likely to get
arrested!”

“If so the strip search shouldn't take long,”
she replied. “Although I'm sure they'll put more effort into the
body cavity search. But then, you'd like that, wouldn't you, little
slut.”

She slapped my bottom.

“Walk straight,” she ordered. “Shoulders
back.”

I obeyed, of course, face flushed, looking
around self-consciously.

A half-block later she slapped my bottom
again.

“Arms at your side, little slut. Shoulders
back.”

I had been sort of trying to half cover
myself with my arms and hands, especially as we approached a man on
the sidewalk. Now, face flushed, I pulled my arms back and walked
past him as he stared at me.

“What's the matter? You know you love cock?”
she said.

We were close enough he probably heard that,
too, and I cringed as we walked away, wanting to walk faster.

“Not when they're on fat old men!”

“So judgmental.”

“I feel naked!”

“No, you don't.”

“Yes, I do!”

“Don't use that tone with me, slave girl,”
she growled.

“Sorry.”

Crack! She slapped my bottom
again.

“Are you forgetting how to address me?”

“Ms. Jessica. I thought that was only in the
gym, Ms. Jessica.”

“Whyever would you think that?”

I gasped as she slapped me again.

“Answer me, slut.”

“I-I... just did, Ms. Jessica!” I gulped.

“Well, stop trying to think. You're not a
slave girl because you like to think.”

“I'm not a – .”

I stopped before saying it. I mean, I wasn't
a slave girl, after all. That was just a kinky game she and the
other lesbos at the gym played. And yes, it was a dark, thrilling,
exciting game. But it was just a game. And it seemed... weird to
bring it outside the gym.

“Were you going to say something, slut?”

“No, Ms. Jessica.”

We passed two grumpy looking gray-haired
women who scowled at me. I dropped my eyes and looked away,
blushing, as we walked past.

“Do you think they disapprove of your outfit,
slave girl?” she asked in amusement.

“They probably think I'm some kind of
slut.”

“You ARE some kind of slut, dear. Here, cut
through here.”

There was a small, grubby looking park. The
grass needed to be cut, where it wasn't threadbare and there were
some scrubby weeds, some of them quite tall, near a strand of
trees. There were benches around a fountain but the fountain wasn't
working. It was one of those little downtown parks that took up a
block between streets.

Suddenly she reached out and undid the clasp
which held the skirt together. It came apart at once and I yelped
as she pulled it away.

“Ms. Jessica!” I squealed, clamping my hands
over my sex and looking wildly around.

“You said you felt naked before. I'm showing
you that you're quite mistaken.”

“Please can I have my skirt back!?” I
begged.

“You forgot again how to properly address
me,” she said.

“Please may I have the skirt back, Ms.
Jessica!” I cried.

The little park was empty but there were cars
out on the streets, and anyone could walk through it at any
time!

“No. I want you to realize how it feels to
really be naked.”

And with that, she jerked loose the tie that
held the halter top together and then yanked it away before I could
grab it!

“Ms. Jessica!”

“Oh stop being a child,” she snapped. “Put
your hands behind your neck. Now!”

“But –!”

“Now!” she snapped.

Gasping, I obeyed!

“Legs apart!” she barked. “Elbows back!”

Crack! She slapped my bottom
stingingly.

Moaning, I complied, standing utterly naked,
back arched as she glared at me.

“Much better. Now you see, little sex slave,
this is what it's like to be naked outside.”

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!” I gulped. “Can I put the
skirt and top on now, please, Ms. Jessica!?”

“Not just yet, dear. Get down on your
knees.”

I obeyed. At least I was lower and less
likely to be noticed from the street!

“Knees spread, back arched.”

I obeyed again and she smiled down at me.

“Now face on the ground, bottom high.”

I moaned but again obeyed. This put my
breasts down in a bare spot of dirt, which ground against my soft
skin as I raised my bottom high. I gasped as she stepped on the
back of my neck.

“Arms out at your sides, slut!”

I obeyed, heart pounding, as she looked down
at me.

“Are you going to be a good, obedient little
slut?” she asked.

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!” I moaned.

“Do you understand the difference between
being naked outside and not being naked outside now?”

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

“Are you sorry for arguing with me?”

“Yes, Ms. Jessica!”

She moved to stand in front of me. “Then
demonstrate how apologetic you are, little slut.”

I moaned and licked at her shoe, then licked
harder as she pressed down harder on the back of my neck. She
relented and eased back, then had me get to my feet and put the
skirt and top back on. Then we walked out onto the street where her
car was parked.

God!

We got into her car and drove for about five
minutes or so. It wasn't a big town, after all. I had assumed she
lived in some kind of apartment building, but she lived in a
detached house with a large yard, a high hedge around it, and a
swimming pool in the back.

As soon as we were inside she had me take off
the skirt and top again but that wasn't so bad since we were
inside. On the other hand, we were in her house. That sent a dark
rush of anxiety mixed with heat up through my mind and body.

I mean, it was one thing to have all this
kinky sex stuff confined to work. But now I had gone home with her!
That made it more – personal. Now you might wonder how you could
get any more personal than we'd been, but that was just fun-sex at
work with a bunch of girls. Going to her home and having sex was
more along the lines of some sort of – relationship!

“Here, dear, change out of those sneakers,”
she said.

She put a box down on the coffee table and I
frowned, then opened it. It had a pair of sexy looking shoes – with
very high, stiletto heels. I looked at them doubtfully, but then
sat down and untied the laces on my sneakers and put the new shoes
on.

When I stood up I was like five inches
higher. I'd worn high heels, of course, but not this high, and I
walked around tentatively, trying to get used to them. It felt
weird walking in these high, sexy heels naked!

“Women dance in them, slave girl, including
strippers, so I'm sure you'll manage,” she said.

The bell rang and I gasped, half turning
away.

“Go get that.”

“I'm naked!”

“Do you think I can't see that? It's just
Alison or Samantha.”

“But what if it isn't!?”

“Then someone will get a treat.”

I flushed but went to the front door and
looked through the peephole. It was Alison, so I opened it a
bit, though I hid behind it. She gave my breast a squeeze as she
walked past, and then I closed the door and followed them.

“Should I put the skirt and top on now?” I
asked anxiously.

“No.”

“We like you like this,” Alison said, giving
my bottom a squeeze.

Jessica had a table set up out back and I had
to carry plates and bowls and things from the kitchen to the table.
Then the bell rang so I had to answer it. This time it was
Samantha. She squeezed my boob, too walking into the house.

I followed, feeling nervous, wondering when
others would arrive.

There was a patio just outside the back door
and it had an overhead roof with posts at the corners. Samantha was
doing something with it, attaching something when the bell rang and
I went to answer it. This time it was Nicole. She always made me
anxious, and I stepped back as she came in.

“Little white slave girl,” she said. “Are you
ready for the party?”

“P-Party?” I gulped. “I thought it was just a
little uhm...”

“Party.”

I followed her back out to the rear to find
that Samantha had attached a dildo to the post! It was held there
by a strap that went around the rounded post and locked it firmly
in place. As I stared, she added a second one, even longer and
thicker, just below it.

“What are those for?” I asked in
confusion.

Nicole gripped my hair and pulled it back and
I gasped, my head coming back, my mouth opening wide, just as
Alison pushed a ball gag into it. Then, giggling, they pulled me
over to the post and backed me against it. Someone pulled the butt
plug from my bottom, and then the two of them maneuvered me back
against the post, with the top dildo sliding into my ass and the
second one pushing up between my thighs and into my pussy!

They pulled my wrists up and back behind the
post and locked them in place, then drew my ankles back and fed a
chain between them around the post.

I moaned helplessly, staring at them as they
smirked at me. Nicole produced a vibrator and began to play it back
and forth over my clitoris as Alison and Samantha leaned in from
either side and began to suck and lick and chew on my breasts.

I couldn't very well complain with a ball-gag
in my mouth! At the same time, I wasn't at all sure I wanted to.
The sexual heat rose quickly as Nicole alternated the vibrator with
her talented fingers. Then she knelt before me and applied her
tongue.

I felt the wild surge of sensations and then
the rush of heat as my body began to squirm and twist and roll.
Every time it did, of course, I ground myself or fucked myself on
those two dildos, depending on how I moved. And that just added to
the hunger and arousal.

The bell rang, and Jessica went to answer it,
then returned with another woman. I flushed, mentally cringing, but
soon recognized her. It was Kelly, the woman I'd, well, massaged
and licked the other day. Still, now there were five women standing
around looking at me or touching me!

Music was playing from somewhere as Jessica
handed out drinks. Then another woman arrived. She was a complete
stranger, and I cringed again. But my body was still thrumming with
a wildfire excitement.

They had put a couple of nails in the post. A
vibrator dangled from a string attached to one. I wasn't sure what
the other held – something.

“This is my little sex slave,” Jessica said
to them, introducing me.

No, I'm not! I wanted to cry. I
couldn't, of course, and my face felt like it was burning even as
they came up to me, giggling and reaching out to fondle my swollen
breasts. I winced as one pinched my nipple and gave it a twist.
Then the other lifted up the vibrator, laughing, and turned it
on.

I gasped as she brought the tip in against
me. The lips of my sex were stretched wide around the big dildo
driven up into me from behind. And that was horribly... visible!
She ran the vibrator from side to side over my clitoris.

“Do you like that, little slave girl?” she
cooed.

There were now seven fully dressed women
there chatting, drinking wine, and observing me!

One of the new ones, a woman who must have
been close to forty and had a very short haircut, decided to taste
my pussy, so knelt down and began to lick me. She was... extremely
good at it. Which was excruciating because I was trying not to pay
any attention to them! I turned my head away, moaning helplessly,
doing my best to ignore the sensations.

She got up to have some wine and the
gathering continued. I was stroked, caressed, and squeezed
repeatedly, but not for long periods of time, not enough to make me
come or anything. I began to sort of... get used to the new couple,
though. And after all, the other five had already seen me naked and
sort of had sex with me before anyway!

Then another pair of women arrived!

My mind squirmed again as they stared at me
with delight. Both of them had to come over and fondle and knead my
breasts, as well as rolling and stroking and sucking on my nipples.
Their fingers rubbed my clitoris a bit, too before Jessica brought
them something to drink.

There were several tables but the women were
mostly standing around chatting, plucking bits of food off the
tables while holding drinks. I never went more than a minute
without someone coming over and running their hands over my body.
Or sometimes turning on the vibrator to play across my clitoris or
nipples.

Then one of the new ones picked up the other
thing dangling from the post on the other side. It looked sort of
like a wrench. But then I saw that instead of teeth it had a little
wheel – no – two wheels with little pointy spikes; pinwheels. She
grinned at me and then placed it against my skin just above my
right breast before rolling it slowly down.

I gasped and flinched at the flickering
prickle of pins as the pinwheel rolled down and under my breast,
then up the other side.

“How do you like that, little slave girl?”
she asked in amusement.

I moaned and gasped then yelped as she rolled
the pinwheel across my nipple, then back, then forth, then back,
giggling as I jerked and flinched. She ran it slowly down off my
breast and along my belly and abdomen, which again made me tremble
and jerk.

She let it roll back and forth, up across my
other breast and down over the nipple, then down my abdomen where
it rolled lightly over my clitoris!

I winced and cried out at the sharp little
pinpricks. Then, smirking, she picked up the vibrator and used that
on me instead.

“Prefer this? Hmmm? What a nice, big cock you
have inside you!”

My embarrassment had faded into
self-consciousness by then, and dark heat rose as the sensations
flooded through my body. Even as I'd been embarrassed my body had
continued to pulse with heat due to... the circumstances! Now I
began to tremble and arch, the heat becoming overwhelming.

I could no longer resist the need to move,
and my hips bucked helplessly, my buttocks grinding back against
the post as I rolled my hips in and out. Even a little movement
made my pussy ride the dildo driven into me, and seemed to almost
double the power of the dark heat gripping my mind.

And they were all watching me! All these
women staring at me! Some of them were smirking, some sneering,
some fascinated. But they were all fully dressed, adult women, and
all of them watching me twist and writhe and grind myself helpless
against the vibrator.

It should have been utterly humiliating. And
I guess, in a sense, it was. But since I'd started working at the
gym, since they'd started working on me – my view of things seemed
to have twisted. Pretty substantially, in fact. Yes, I knew in the
back of my mind how shameful this was. At the same time, I felt a
strange, almost heady sense of freedom.

It was the freedom that said you couldn't
really get any lower. Accompanied by the freedom that said it
didn't matter what these people thought of me since none of them
were part of my life, of my world, at least outside the gym. It was
sort of like I was in a different world, on a different planet. So
no need to care about my reputation or anything like that.

And so I could enjoy the wild, astonishing
thrill of completely freeing myself of all those unwritten rules
about how I had to behave. And I could do that because... because I
was a slave! A slave girl! A sex slave! Oh, okay, not really, but I
could pretend just as well as they could! And so, in a way, I could
sort of see myself as just a possession, a sexual animal free to
not care about anything but pleasure!

And so having them watch me might be
humiliating, in a sense, but it was also desperately exciting and
hot. And when the orgasm exploded down inside me I made no attempt
to hide it. I embraced it, crying out in wonder and heat as the
pleasure tore through my nervous system.

I jammed myself back on the dildo hard and
fast, grinding myself against the other one in my ass. My body
burned with heat, the pressure and intensity of the orgasm
super-charging my nervous system and swamping my mind!

And through it all they watched me. And I saw
them watching me. And I burned!

*

After that, they continued with their little
gathering. But I was rarely alone. The women often moved past and
around me, or simply stood before me, their hands gliding over my
breasts, stroking my thighs, rubbing my clitoris, brushing back my
hair. They talked at me, not to me, and talked about me to each
other.

Sometimes they used the vibrator. Sometimes
they'd kneel and lick and suck on my clitoris. Sometimes they'd rub
my clitoris hard and fast, trying to make me come.

And so I did. Because I began to lose my
sense of embarrassment, and that just let me wallow in the dark,
forbidden, outrageous kinkiness of what was going on even more!

 


 





Chapter Ten

 


 


 


 


The outfit Jessica picked out for me for
opening day was a short, tight halter which covered my breasts
entirely, and ended just beneath them, and a skin-tight pair of
spandex pants so low hung I had to keep checking to make sure the
waistband didn't creep down enough to show my pussy!

“We want to show off your lovely firm belly
and abdomen, slave girl,” Jessica said.

Despite all the kinky sex I'd had before the
place opened Jessica wasn't operating some kind of whorehouse for
lesbians. It was a fairly normal exercise place for women that
stressed sexiness and comfort.

That being said, I got groped fairly
regularly by the customers, though mostly just my butt. And that
seemed pretty tame compared to what I'd gone through since being
hired. I got a lot of admiring looks too, and not a few
propositions. I was able to honestly say I wasn't allowed to date
the customers, though.

Sort of honestly. What Jessica had actually
said was “I own your body and you don't get to fuck anyone unless I
tell you to.”

So I kept my clothes on, for a wonder. Which,
after what I'd gone through, was kind of frustrating. I was used to
the hot kinkiness of being used by these women. Just walking around
normally, wearing actual clothes, and doing nothing sexual seemed
oddly... wrong.

Samantha did use me as a helper for her pole
dancing class. Since it was an introductory class I was ahead of
them all. So I did some climbing and hanging and swinging around
the pole while the women watched. I normally would have been
embarrassed at being the center of attention, but not after the
previous evening!

There wasn't even any sex afterward! I
finished my shift and went home! I felt kind of miffed. I don't
know what I had expected but not... normality. I had to content
myself with masturbating at home in the shower.

The next day was the same, and the next.
Jessica shrugged helplessly and said she was too busy for sex. I
was feeling frustrated after a few days. The only sexual stuff I
did was the pole dancing. And that wasn't even really sexual. I
mean, not really. Though it was sort of sexy.

Then, Jessica had me work late on Friday. I
stayed until the gym closed. Samantha, Nicole, and Alison left. But
Jessica stayed behind, along with a woman I thought was a customer,
at first. She was slim and short and had very, very short hair.

“Here, put this on,” Jessica said.

“You and your outfits,” I sighed.

She raised her eyebrows. “Apparently you've
forgotten you're a sex slave,” she said.

I felt a hot little rush of heat at the
words.

“You going to spank me?” I taunted.

Because I wanted her to do something!

She snorted. “We'll see. Get dressed.”

The outfit was a lacy bra and thong, a short
kilt-type skirt, high heels, and a white blouse, with a jacket over
it. It was a schoolgirl outfit, I saw with some interest and
excitement.

She had me put on a pole-dancing display
again, only this time with the dancing and hair tossing and sexy
looks Samantha had been teaching me earlier added on.

“Now strip as you dance,” Jessica said.

Okaaayyyy!

Well, we hadn't really done that but it
wasn't like I hadn't already done pretend striptease routines in
front of my mirror at home. So I pranced around the pole, looking
sexy, playing up to the two women. I quickly tossed the jacket,
then undid the skirt and let it slide down.

I felt sexier and sexier, not to mention
aroused as I danced around in fewer and fewer clothes. Dropping my
bra really turned me on! I felt a real jolt at that! Then I slid
the thong off, and then I was dancing naked for Jessica AND this
stranger!

The stranger's name was Danielle, and she
watched me with interest as the two sat at a small table.

“Now give Danielle a lap dance,” Jessica
said.

That was something I'd done for boyfriends
even before I'd come here. Though, naturally, it wasn't going to do
a lot of good for a woman since she had nothing down there for me
to grind against. Not while she was seated on a chair anyway.

But I straddled her and rolled my hips and
tossed my hair and gave her my sexy look, sliding my tongue along
my lower lips and letting my upper body undulate. She ran her hands
up over my breasts and they seemed to throb in her hands. My
nipples were rock-hard!

Jessica put the collar and wrist restraints
on me, and then shackled me between two of the poles, my wrists up
and out to the sides, my ankles spread wide.

She worked a big, thick cock into my pussy
while Danielle worked one up into my ass. Both of them ran their
hands over my body as they did and called me nasty names so that I
writhed and ground myself against them.

OMG, they pushed those dildos deep! And of
course, the one in my pussy was a vibrator, as I learned when
Jessica turned it on. She managed to force the vibrator almost
completely inside me. Almost completely.

Then came the ball-gag.

And THEN came the whipping!

She'd used the little flog on me before, but
not a real whip! Granted, it was a very light, thin whip. But boy
did it sting when it cut across my buttocks! I was already in a
raging sexual fever by then, though. I cried out, gasping at the
sharpness of the sting which the whip left across my buttocks.

I was too aroused for that to put out the
fires inside me, though. Being treated like a slave girl, being
used as a slave girl, even being punished... tortured... just
aroused me more! Because it was outrageous and kinky and dark and
nasty. And all that stuff turned me on now!

The whip cut across my back again and again,
until it was on fire. The two of them seemed to be testing their
whipping skills out – although later I figured they were actually
testing out my reactions. Soon the whip began to curl around my
hips to snap at my pussy, and then around my ribs to cut across my
breasts.

Wow! That hurt! But the dark heat grew even
more intense as I screamed and cried out, as I writhed and twisted
helplessly, as the whip bit into my soft flesh again and again! It
hurt enough to finally push back against the heat engulfing me. But
then it hurt enough to flood my body with endorphins, and that
filled me with more pleasure.

Danielle was able to make me come just by
whipping my pussy! It was an insanely powerful orgasm! But I was
sure sore afterward! Fortunately, her tongue was very skillful, and
she used it on my swollen, aching clitoris to bring me to a half
dozen more orgasms afterward.

Then it was my turn, of course, to tongue her
to orgasm, after which she fucked me with a strap-on to another
come, then I licked her once again.

And after that she offered me a job, with
Jessica standing there beside her, smiling.

“We have an upscale club in New York City,”
she said. “It's somewhat less.. uhm.. vanilla than the one here.
And it pays five times as much. Plus tips.”

Five times as much! New York City! No way
could I turn that down! I'd been wanting to get the hell out of
this burg for years! So of course, I accepted.

“Don't worry about finding a place to stay.
The job comes with room and board,” Danielle said.

*

Well, as you might imagine, the club was a
lot more sexually oriented than the gym. It did have a stripper
pole, but that was in the middle of the floor in the bar. I was
really nervous, at first, and wasn't at all sure I wanted to do it.
But I'd just moved in and what was I supposed to do? Quit and come
home? And then what? Jessica probably wouldn't hire me again.

So I stripped on a round stage in front of
dozens of women of all ages. And then I gave lap dances in a small
room where the tips were incredible, and where the women I gave
lap-dances for fondled, groped, and pawed me ruthlessly.

The apartment they had found for me was
gorgeous, and right in the middle of Soho, where all the action
was. The only thing was that it had a spare key. And the spare key
was for rent. I didn't find that out, at first. At first, it was
just Danielle who visited me.

She was intent on 'continuing my training'
she said. There was a pole in the apartment for me to practice on.
But mostly her training was in how to please her with my tongue and
fingers, and how to be an obedient slave girl. She made me crawl
before her, pose in various obscene positions, and call her
“Mistress”. And any hesitation got a nasty cut across my bottom
from a riding crop!

But that was okay. It was still wild and dark
and thrilling, and she made me come multiple times each
evening.

After the third evening, she ordered me to
wear no clothes around the condo except for the collar and
restraints. And every time I heard the door I was to rush in and
sit on my heels, spread my legs, arch my back, and put my hands
behind my neck.

On the fourth evening, a complete stranger
showed up.

THAT was sure embarrassing! But when I
started to shift out of position her voice snapped out.

“Did I say you could move, slave girl!?” the
woman demanded.

“No, Mistress!” I gasped, almost
automatically.

She walked over to me, a woman old enough to
be my mother, though thankfully in much better shape. She was
attractive, with long, dark red hair.

“Stand up, slave.”

I stood up, hands still behind my neck, back
arched, legs spread, my heart pounding, and pulse racing.

“Very nice,” she said, fondling my
breast.

“You're a lovely little slut, aren't you,
girl?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gulped.

She locked my wrists behind my back and I sat
on my heels in the kitchen. Food was delivered, and she fed herself
and me. And for the next couple of hours, she did everything from
licking me to a come to spanking me until I cried to riding my
tongue to multiple orgasms herself.

Every night a different woman came and
treated me as their personal sex slave. Some were as young as me,
while some were older than her. Some only wanted sex, while most
wanted me to be a sex slave, bowing, crawling, licking their feet
and fingers, and obediently letting them spank, strap, flog, or
even whip me.

I came multiple times each night, so that was
good. I felt a little resentful and uncertain, at first. I wasn't
at all sure why I should allow this. Then I got my first paycheck.
It was indeed five times my previous rate. Combined with the tips I
was getting it was much more than that.

But there was a second payment to my account.
For 'consultation services'. And that was for ten thousand dollars
more. Well, it didn't take me long to figure out what that
was for! I'd had ten visits from women, not counting Danielle. So I
was getting a thousand dollars for each visit.

That much money shocked me! For two weeks!?
It didn't take much in the way of arithmetic to figure out how much
I would make that year if this continued!

After the first few weeks, Danielle had me
wear a sort of dildo/butt-plug and what she called a strap-in
during my dances. The butt-plug kept the dildo in my ass while I
danced. The one in my pussy was buried completely inside me, with
just a thin gold chain holding it there.

And during the dance routines on the pole,
one of the things I now did was to lay back on the stage and ease
that dildo out, then masturbate for the watching women. So
outrageous was this that I always came powerfully – not to mention
loudly.

The lap dances got more sexual, too. Every
woman took advantage of the dildos, fucking me with them as I
ground myself against them. And the 'dance' always finished with me
on my knees licking their pussy to a come.

The tips got better, though. I was raking in
money hand over fist!

But my life was almost 100% sex now. I was a
stripper and a whore for these women, and naked most of the day and
all evening. Danielle kept me so busy I didn't have time for much
of anything else. And so my mind became entirely focused on sex,
and on me being a fuck-toy for everyone willing to pay for the use
of my body.

It was kind of... overwhelming. And I knew it
was changing me, twisting my mind. But the money was so fantastic
every time I had my doubts I just pushed them aside.

That lasted for the longest time – months and
months. I became, in almost every way you could imagine, a sex
slave, totally obedient to whatever any woman wanted from me.
Allowing them to do anything they wanted to my body, even if it
hurt.

I was so consumed by sex, though, that the
pleasure vastly outweighed the pain, for I came pretty easily, and
repeatedly. It was like I was some kind of nympho now.

But the thing is... I was still straight!
That might seem odd given I'd spent months having sex with multiple
women every day and evening and coming like crazy. But it was
undeniable. And Danielle certainly knew it.

So one evening the woman who showed up at my
door was her. And she wasn't alone. She had a man with her! I was
so well trained by then that I maintained my position, even as my
face reddened. He was a handsome man, a guy in a very expensive
suit, with what looked like a nice body.

“So this is your little slave girl,” he said.
“Perhaps I'll buy her from you.”

I didn't take that seriously, of course.
Danielle, and even before her, Jessica, had often teased me with
the idea of selling me as a sex slave.

And once my initial embarrassment faded I
began to feel a familiar dark thrill of heat, one even more intense
than usual. I had to demonstrate my pole dancing skills for him,
then my lap dancing skills. And that ended in me taking his cock
out, sucking on it, deep-throating him (the women had ensured I
could do that), and then I rode his cock to a massive orgasm!

He spanked me, fingered me to another come,
made me pose and position myself for him, strapped me, and made me
lick his shoes.

And then he bought me!

From then on I worked at a male strip club!
And that was even wilder than it had been before! It wasn't a
regular strip club, of course. It was members only, and a
high-priced club. But I performed exactly as I had for the
lesbians, and that included the lap dances. Only now I fucked them
instead of just giving them oral sex.

And now men came to my apartment, a bigger,
nicer apartment. And they spanked, strapped, and flogged me while
fucking, dominating, and degrading me.

For double the price I'd been getting with
the lesbians!

Here, however, I was only doing a half-day
shift at the club, so I finally had some time to explore New York,
buy pretty clothes (even if I rarely wore clothes), and even go
dancing a little.

My life is still almost entirely about sex.
And almost all my 'visitors' are twice my age or more. They're
business titans, really wealthy men. Some of them are pretty nice,
though. And I'm starting to get to know them better and finding the
ones I actually like. Who knows, I might wind up going to live with
one of them, someday.

In the meantime, I'm young, beautiful, sexy,
and rich. And I'm going to enjoy all of that for as long as it
lasts! I know my parents would be horrified if they had a clue what
I was doing, but it's easy to keep it secret, and they're pleased
at my being happy.

And being happy is what life is all about!
Isn't it?

 


END
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black
Masters series)

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

 


Working For the Smiths

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

 


Out of Uniform

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

 


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.

 


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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