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Graduating from high school had felt like a
tremendous accomplishment at one point not so long ago. It was like
the completion, the climax of my educational career if you like. Of
course what it really was was a beginning, like, the real beginning
of adulthood. Adulthood doesn’t really start with reaching an age.
It starts with when you’re now considered to be responsible for
starting to go out in the world and look after yourself.

Not that I had exactly been booted out of my
house or anything. But it was now up to me to seriously decide on
what I wanted to do with my life and figure out how I was going to
accomplish that. And just like all my friends and former high
school class, we no longer had the status of seniors. We no longer
had any status. We were a bunch of newbies, a bunch of people with
very little if any experience at anything useful. And not much in
the way of skills either.

We were not, in other words, greeted with
open arms by the job market. Employers were not lined up waiting to
offer us all kinds of great careers. Everything and anything I
qualified for and might get looked like crummy, low-skilled,
low-wage jobs with no future.

No thank you!

I didn’t have the kind of marks or money my
friend Amy did. She had not even considered anything other than
going off to university. I couldn’t really afford university and
didn’t have the marks. What I did was begin taking college courses
to become an EMT. That’s an emergency medical technician, the kind
you see in ambulances.

It’d taken me a while to figure out what I
wanted to do, and so I had worked as a barista, a store clerk, and
cashier, and a server at a tavern where I worked in little kilts
and tight tops and made big tips. Then I started taking courses at
the community college. By the time summer hit again I was about 90%
done. I would still need to take a couple of courses in the fall,
and then I would start working as an EMT.

That was not my final career. With some
experience and the money that I would get I was planning on taking
a lot more courses at college and becoming a paramedic. In the
meantime, it was summer again, and I intended to enjoy it. It was
likely to be the last one where I didn’t work full-time.

I got a part-time evening job at the same
tavern with the little kilts. It was a little degrading, but the
tips were amazing, and frankly, there was something enabling about
being able to wear a little kilt and tight top without anyone
calling me names. You know what I mean. If I was wearing the same
outfit in public even my friends would be raising their eyebrows
asking why I was showing off or who I was trying to impress.

That’s the way it is for girls, especially
blondes. You have to be careful that you don’t inspire jealousy and
accusations that you’re a bimbo or a slut. But I could wear it
quite casually at the restaurant and know that every guy there was
watching me admiringly, without anyone thinking the short skirt
made me immoral or slutty. I was just a girl doing a job wearing a
uniform.

I’m not saying I was really eager to show off
my body exactly. But there were very few times I got to do it
without having to worry about what people would think and how they
would judge me. Especially other girls. I had no doubt what the
guys thought. I knew what I looked like. I knew what my body looked
like. I had no worries about their lack of approval.

Guys wanted me and always had. I was
flattered and it helped with my ego, but it did present issues with
constantly trying to let guys down without hurting their feelings
or having them get mad at me. It sometimes made me squirmy on the
inside to catch them looking at me and know they were thinking
nasty thoughts.

And by nasty I think you know what I mean.
They weren’t just looking at me and thinking boy that sweater sure
looks good on her. No, they were running dirty little X-rated video
fantasies in their minds where I did God knows what and where they
did God only knew what to me. Some of them have even admitted it,
mostly after we had started dating and were already sleeping
together.

Then of course there were the cruel ones, the
angry once, the ones I refused to go out with or who never asked
because they just knew I wouldn’t. They seemed to like saying
obscene things to me in hopes of getting some kind of reaction. At
least those I could deal with fairly easily by cursing them or just
giving them the finger and moving away.

The nice ones were much harder. I don’t like
hurting anyone’s feelings, I don’t like disappointing people. On
the other hand, I’ve learned over the years that you can’t soften
things too much. If you give them any hope they will just keep at
it till you finally make it so blunt they can’t ignore it. And then
what did they do? Then they say I was a cock tease who led them on!
Shit!

Still, I don’t feel sorry for myself. Having
to deal with guys who are attracted to me and who I don’t have any
interest in is a lot better than not having guys attracted to me at
all. I just wished that at least the old guys wouldn’t stare when I
walked down the street. And it’s weird when you’re in a club and
you’re not even 19 and you get hit on by a guy older than your
father. Like, are you kidding me, Mister?

I had learned to deal with that a lot better
since I had started working as a server. The other girls had
helped, of course. But you learn to be tactful and laugh off these
middle-aged guys in suits who try to hit on you as if they were
just joking around. And if that didn’t work and they were really
persistent I could just say it’s a rule that I’m not allowed to
date customers.

Unfortunately, that doesn’t work in real
life, like outside the restaurant. So I dressed carefully, not
wanting to draw attention from people when I’m out and about going
to the store and doing routine stuff. It’s not that I don’t have
sexy clothes but those are for parties or other events, or for
dates, for guys I want to impress.

But there’s a part of me that would love to
walk down the street like some sexy, hot model type and have
everyone whistling and clapping and admiring me in my tiny skirts
and tight tops. I’m not exactly an exhibitionist but I think most
girls feel that inner urge to show off sometimes.

Wearing a bikini is one of the times you
could usually show off without being accused of anything. Of
course, there are bikinis and then there are bikinis. Even here I
was kind of careful not to wear one with cups too small or bottoms
too revealing. There wasn’t much you could hide though while
getting changed.

“You have amazing tits.”

I looked up at Emma in surprise, then
blushed. Obviously, it wasn’t a comment I was used to hearing,
especially coming from a girl. Then again, I wasn’t used to getting
naked in front of other people. At school, back when I’d gone to
school, we had to change for various things but we did so in
separate stalls.

What do you say to a comment like that? “Um,
thanks,” I said, blushing.

We were in my friend Ashley’s bedroom
changing into our swimsuits before going downstairs. Ashley was
already down at the pool.

I knew Emma from school, or had known her in
school, though we hadn’t been friends. I hadn’t seen her since we’d
all graduated last June. She was always a very studious girl
focused on her schoolwork. She was just back from her first year at
university. She had dark brown hair cut in a long bob so it curved
in just below her jaw, and large framed glasses.

“No, I mean it. You have absolutely perfect
breasts. I’m amazed they’re real. They are real, right?”

I was fumbling with my bikini top,
embarrassed at the continued focus on my breasts. My naked breasts,
I should add.

“Of course, they are,” I said.

“They’re perfectly round, and given how big
they are I’m amazed that they don’t sag at all. In fact, they look
perky. And you have perfect little pink nipples, too.”

I was beginning to wonder if she might be
gay, though she wasn’t saying it like she was coming on to me or
anything. She was just saying it like a normal comment, as if she
was talking about my shirt or a purse that I had just bought.

“They’re just breasts,” I said,
embarrassed.

“Maybe it’s because you have such good
musculature,” she said. “You look like you have really work out a
lot. Your stomach and abs are incredibly firm looking.”

“Oh yeah, I do,” I said. “I have a really
good yoga routine and I dance.”

What I didn’t add was that I had been doing
pole dancing for a couple of years. I told no one about it, not
even my family. I don’t mean I’m a stripper! Pole dancing is an
exercise, and it’s a fun one, and yes, it certainly has some sexual
connotations with the stripping industry if you can call it an
industry. But it has nothing to do with stripping.

What it is is an incredible workout. It’s
fun, and it gives every part of your body a great workout. So yes,
my arms and thighs and abs are really strong and firm. And I guess
the way that it works on my shoulders and arms also helps with my
chest muscles. Maybe that’s part of why my breasts are so firm, but
then, I’m also just nineteen years old.

I’m not exactly embarrassed about my pole
dancing lessons and classes. But as a blonde, I’ve been fighting
against the cliché of how sexual blondes are and how we’re always
so cheap and like to show off our bodies and always going after
other people’s boyfriends.

Whenever people make jokes about blondes I’m
always quick to point out that most of that originates from
Hollywood blondes and that most of those Hollywood blondes aren’t
really blondes at all. They’re brunettes who dyed their hair
blonde. So whatever slutty attitudes they had, they had them before
they became blonde.

I resent the suggestion because I really like
my hair. It’s a lush, golden blonde that I wear long and mostly
straight. I’m proud that I haven’t had to do much with it over the
years, with no dyes or tinting, or harsh chemicals.

I also resented it because in my case it’s
sort of true. What I mean is I kind of do have a very high sex
drive. I just don’t do much about it. Almost all my sex is with
myself. I have an awful lot of sexual fantasies of various kinds
but I haven’t really moved to try to live them out in real life.
Some of them I wouldn’t want to live in real life. Others I suppose
I could, but it would be difficult finding the right partners to do
what I fantasize about.

But I’ve always been careful about my
reputation because of that cliché about blondes. I did not want to
be another slutty blonde at school. And even though I wasn’t in
school any more old habits die hard. Anyway, I shouldn’t be blamed
for my active imagination.

It’s just that from occasional discussions
I’ve had with others I don’t think very many of them have my active
and often dark fantasy life when it comes to sex. Or maybe they’re
like me and just don’t want to admit it. But whenever I bring
things up with the excuse that some guy suggested it or I saw it on
the internet most girls tend to make faces and go “Ewww.”

Of course, any girl who takes pole dancing
lessons and says they’ve never had fantasies about doing it in a
strip club is lying. I certainly have. It’s one of my favorite
fantasies, in fact. Maybe because I’m a little repressed in terms
of acting so modest about my body.

The fantasy of just, you know, taking it all
off in front of a crowd of men, spreading my legs and arching my
back and showing them everything I’ve got while they whistle and
cheer and applaud… Well, it’s exciting.

Not that I would ever do it, of course! I
would be mortified!

I hurriedly put my top on and
self-consciously turned my back to her as I slipped off my panties
to pull on my bikini bottom. She didn’t comment on my butt, which
frankly is one of my best features, but I was sure she was looking
at it.

Emma was a short girl, slender, with a
rounded face and bright blue eyes, and she was completely naked
when I turned around. My eyes automatically noted her small breasts
and that she was completely shaven down between her legs as I was.
Then I quickly turned my eyes away as she put on her own
bikini.

I gathered in my things, my towel and wrap
and sunscreen and she did the same. Then we headed downstairs and I
noted as I followed her that she was wearing a thong. I was a
little surprised at this, given her nerdy image, but I supposed
since there were just the three of us here that she did it to get a
better tan.

We walked through the hall and then out
through the space which separated their dining room and kitchen to
the big sliding glass doors leading to the backyard. Ashley’s
parents had money, and the house and yard reflected that.

They had done up the backyard like a
paradise, with a big pool that was made to look natural, with
artificial stones all around it covered in vines and flowers
surrounded by trees and more plants and bushes. There was also a
little waterfall spilling into one end of the pool six feet down
some artificial rocks.

Ashley had set up three comfortably padded
chaise lounge chairs on the patio in the full sunshine overlooking
the pool. There was a pergola just behind them with some kind of
leafy vine climbing up and across the top and it really looks nice.
They had a table and chairs underneath it and I could see a tray
with ice water and glasses on the table.

Ashley was a brunette, but her hair was
longer than Emma, falling about midway down her back like mine, and
her hair was more reddish-brown. She had a narrow face with bright
green eyes and was slender but buxom. She didn’t work out like I
did, but then again she was also only nineteen.

“Hey,” I said by way of greeting.

“I was wondering where you two were.”

We put our towels down on the lounge chairs
and sat down. I reached for my sunscreen and she sat up and swung
her legs over the side of her chair.

“You should use the stuff I bought, Summer.
It’s supposed to be especially good for fair-skinned girls like
us.”

She handed the stuff over and I looked at it
uncertainly. Then I shrugged. “Okay,” I said.

Emma took off her glasses and then went to
the pool and dove in. Ashley stood up and went over to the side
where there were some inflatable toys and tossed them into the
pool. One of them was a great big swan you could sit on, and
another was an air mattress you could lay on.

I spread the slick, slippery oil over my
body, standing up so that I could spread it down my thighs and
legs. I certainly didn’t want to get a sunburn, or even for my skin
to get too darkly tanned. It doesn’t look good with my hair.

I hesitated, though, wondering if I should
take a dip in the pool first. But since I was already half finished
it would seem like it was a waste of sunscreen to go right away so
I finished up. Emma climbed out of the pool, wrung her short hair
out, and then came back to wrap the towel around herself before
sitting down with a gasp.

“I wish my parents had a pool,” she said.

“I’m sure when you become a rich lawyer
you’ll put one in your big mansion,” Ashley said.

“Yeah, that’s not going to happen anytime
soon.”

“How much do EMTs make?” Ashley asked me.

She turned back to Emma. “Summer is almost
finished with her EMT course.”

“Not a lot,” I said. “Especially for the
level I will be in at first. Probably about $30,000. But I’m going
to continue my training while I get experience as an EMT and go
back to community college and get my full paramedic training. You
can make $80,000 or $90,000, as a paramedic.”

“I guess that’s why you exercise so much,”
Emma said. “You need strong arms and a strong back to lift up those
stretchers and stuff.”

“The stretchers lift up easily. It’s getting
people onto them that can be harder,” I said.

“Have you seen her tits?” Emma asked. “She
has fantastic tits.”

I blushed again. “Emma!” I protested.

Ashley laughed. “She does have an incredible
body,” she said. “You know blonde girls. They’re made for sex.”

“Ashley!” I said in annoyance.

She laughed. “She hates it when I talk about
blondes as sex objects,” she told Emma.

“Were all sex objects,” Emma said.

“That’s what I said,” Ashley replied. “I
can’t walk down the street without guys staring at me, and that
includes old men as old as my grandparents. I think the first time
I got hit on by an old guy was when I was twelve and he was
probably sixty.”

“It’s because of your big boobs,” Emma
said.

“You never told me my boobs were fantastic,”
Ashley replied accusingly.

“You have great tits. But they’re not as
perfect as Summer’s.”

She looked down at her top. “I wish mine were
bigger.”

“Yours are fine,” Ashley said. “You should be
happy that you don’t have to worry about trying to get shirts and
dresses that fit, and don’t have the weight pulling at you.”

“Mine don’t really pull at me,” I said
reluctantly joining the subject. “But guys have been staring at
them since I was a kid.”

“Yours aren’t that big,” Ashley said.

“Not compared to yours,” I replied.

“That’s one of the reasons I said hers were
perfect,” Emma said. “They’re the perfect size for her body
type.”

“So let’s see your perfect tits, Summer,”
Ashley said with a smirk.

I showed her my middle finger instead.

She snorted in amusement.

“You’d think with us all being such hot, sexy
girls we’d be getting more wild, exciting sex,” she said.

“Guys don’t know how to have sex,” Emma
said.

“Well, some of them do.”

“Yeah, but how do you find out which ones do
and which ones don’t without an audition?”

“That’s why we have sex, to find out if they
know how.”

“That means you get a lot more bad sex than
good sex,” I said.

“Yeah. I think you have to find the guy
first, then teach him how,” Ashley said.

“Or just have a nice big dildo,” Emma
said.

“Emma!” I gasped, half amused, half
outraged.

“What? You don’t have a dildo? Everyone has a
dildo.”

“And a vibrator,” Ashley said with a
smirk.”

“You two are perverts.”

“Oh, listen to the blonde. What were you
telling me last month about that guy that tied you up to have sex
with you?”

I had made that up, actually, kind of
sounding her out about what she thought about it.

“I said he wanted to, not that he
did,” I corrected her quickly.

“Why would you turn down a hot guy just
because he wanted to tie you up?”

“Yeah, the good part about being tied up is
you don’t have to do much work,” Emma said with a smirk.

“And you know this how?”

She smirked even more, and that made me feel
kind of like I wanted to know the story.

“I’ve been with some kinky guys,” she said
airily.

“And they tied you up?”

“Where? Ashley asked.

“In his basement.”

“That doesn’t sound all that erotic,” I said
with a sniff.

“He tied me to an overhead pipe.”

We both stared at her in confusion.

“What’s the point of that?”

“Want me to tie you up and you can see?” she
asked in amusement.

“No, thank you! I’d rather have a guy in bed.
Seems much easier.”

“You haven’t had sex while standing up?”

“TMI,” I said, though actually I was getting
intrigued as dark images opened in my mind.

“It can be kind of wild. The most important
sexual organ is the brain, after all. You get that excited and
that’s half the work.”

“Who says sex is work?”

“It can be,” Ashley said, making a face.

“I bet Summer would get super excited if she
was tied up,” Emma said teasingly.

“You just want to tie me up and molest me,
you little lesbian.”

She stuck her tongue out at me and I stuck
mine out at her.

I managed to shift the conversation to a
better subject, that being Ashley’s recent breakup with her now
ex-boyfriend, and then we moved on to a movie that was playing next
week and a concert that was coming to town. We all jumped into the
pool and played around on the inflatables for a bit, and then
returned to the chairs and toweled off.

Before putting on more sunscreen I walked
back to the table to pour another cup of water from the pitcher.
Ashley had loaded it up with ice so that it was still nicely cold.
Ashley and Emma join me, and then Ashley adjusted one of the big
hanging plants that hung from the side of the pergola.

“Summer, help me get this down,” she
said.

I didn’t think anything other. I went over
and reached up for the plant and she slipped it off its hook so I
could lower it to the ground like she wanted.

“Grab that rope, would you?” she said.

For some reason, there was another rope
hanging from the hook and I reached up forward without thinking.
Suddenly Ashley was right behind me reaching up with me. I felt her
breasts pushing into my back as she grabbed the rope and then Emma
moved in from the front and before I knew what was happening the
two had quickly wrapped the rope around my wrists and yanked it
tight.

“What -!? What are you –!? Ashley!”

They stepped back, both of them laughing in
delight as I tugged against the rope holding my wrists over my
head.

“You guys!” I exclaimed. “What the
fuck?!”
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“Well, well, well,” Ashley said with a smirk.
“It’s Summer all tied up.”

“And helpless,” Emma added.

“You guys,” I said, scowling as I tried to
pull against the rope around my wrists.

“Do you feel excited yet?” Ashley asked.

“No! Untie me!”

“I’m sure she’ll get excited soon,” Emma
said.

“Well, she is a blonde,” Ashley said,
nodding.

“Oh, eat me!”

“Only if you’re a good girl and you ask
nicely,” Emma replied.

I felt my face flush, my mind squirming a
little as I wondered again if she was a lesbian, or at least
bisexual. She had certainly shown enough interest in my body!

“Maybe we should bring some boys over to
molest her!” Ashley taunted.

“Go ahead! I’m sure I’d enjoy the company,” I
replied.

Emma moved behind me and I gasped as she
tugged on the strings behind my neck and the bra of my bikini
dropped down.

“Emma!” I exclaimed as she pulled back with a
smirk.

“See, they’re perfect,” Emma said, joining
Ashley.

“They are pretty good,” Ashley admitted.

I turned my back to them.

“Hey! We were looking at your boobs!” Emma
complained.

“Yeah, well look at my butt instead!” I said,
pushing it out at them and rolling it from side to side.

Crack!

I squealed as one of them slapped my butt
hard, jerking forward and turning around as they both laughed in
amusement.

“Bitches!”

“Don’t worry. We’ll let you go,” Ashley said.
“All you have to do is be a good little blonde, and do what we tell
you.”

“Bite me!”

“Where?” Emma asked, interested.

“Not you, you little perve!”

“First you have to apologize.”

“For what?”

“For teasing us with your perfect breasts, of
course.”

“Oh please!”

“Well, if you’re not willing to apologize
we’ll just leave you there until you do.”

They both smirked and went back to the chaise
loungers, giggling to themselves as I glowered after them. I looked
up at the ropes around my wrists and tried to twist my hands out of
them but the ropes were tight enough to prevent it.

“Come and let me out of this, you
bitches!”

“That’s not being a nice little blonde girl,”
Ashley called over her shoulder.

“I mean it! I’m gonna get a sunburn standing
like this without any sunscreen!”

Emma stood up and came around the loungers,
picking up the squeeze bottle from the table and grinned at me,
then squeezed it so that a thin line of cream came out and landed
on my chest above my breasts.

“There, just rub it in,” she said
perkily.

I glared at her and she smirked, then leaned
in again and carefully squirted a small dollop onto my right
nipple, then my left. I flushed and turned my back to her and she
giggled.

The truth was I was starting to get weirdly
excited by this. I just wasn’t at all sure why. Girls didn’t really
do it for me. I mean, it wasn’t like I hadn’t fooled around a
little with girls just because it was kind of fashionable and it
was not a bad practice. But it was the guys that turned me on.

I felt her squirting the sunscreen across my
back. A moment later her small hand began to spread it over my
back, sliding up and down, spreading it lower and lower, then along
my sides.

“There you are. See how nice I’m being even
when you say bad things to us?” she teased.

“Untie me and I’ll put it on myself!” I
growled.

“Well, now where would be the fun in
that?”

She squirted more of it and both her hands
began to slide up and down my back, then along my sides and up
along my ribs. I felt a hot, wild little jolt of psychic and sexual
energy when the tips of her fingers slid along the outside of my
breasts. And I realized my nipples were now rock hard under the
little dollops of cream.

My mind was swirling wildly, wondering where
she and Ashley were going with this, wondering how far they’d take
it, wondering how I should respond. They were almost certainly just
teasing me! I mean, probably! Both had had several boyfriends that
I knew about. And I’d never heard either was particularly into
girls.

But her small, soft hands were spreading the
sunscreen along my ribs and every time her fingertips brushed the
sides of my breasts, I felt that hot little rush again. Then she
dropped her hands lower, sliding them around onto my belly and
abdomen, spreading the oil slowly as her hands rubbed softly
against my skin.

“You have very soft skin,” she said.

Her hands slid up and I gasped as they slid
right across my breasts! That produced not just a psychic jolt but
a sensual and tactile one as well! My breasts throbbed powerfully
and my nipples crackled and tingled.

“Is she excited yet?” Ashley called.

“Definitely.”

“I am not!” I exclaimed.

Her fingertips seized my nipples, rubbing and
rolling them.

“Her nipples are hard.”

I lurched and twisted away and halfheartedly
raised my leg, shoving her back with my foot.

“Now she’s being naughty again,” Emma
said.

“You should spank her then,” Ashley replied,
coming up behind me.

Suddenly I felt my swimming suit bottom
yanked down! I spun around but she just stepped back, grinning.

“You guys!” I exclaimed, face flushed.

“We’re not guys,” Emma said.

She stepped up behind me again, her slippery
hands moving down onto my butt! She spread the sunscreen over my
butt, then down my thighs in back. My mind was squirming and
twisting with wild confusion and uncertainty. I still wasn’t sure
where they were going, if anywhere. I didn’t know if this was all
some big joke they’d stop any moment or not.

But I was sure if I showed any sign I was
liking it and they stopped and then started laughing I’d never live
it down! Ashley would be teasing me about being a secret bondage
lesbian or something forever!

“I don’t think you did her perfect breasts
enough,” Ashley said.

She stepped forward with another smirk at me
and her hands began to slide slowly up and down across my
breasts.

“You two are perverted lesbos!” I
exclaimed.

Ashley began making phony panting noises as
her fingers plucked at my hard nipples. Then she leaned into
me.

“Excited yet… baaaby?” she asked,
whispering.

“No!” I exclaimed.

One of her hands slid down my slippery
belly.

“We mustn’t forget this,” she said as her
fingers slid down further and further. They touched the top of my
sex and I jerked slightly, then continued downward, her fingers
rubbing lightly up and down against me. My pussy immediately began
to burn and thrum with energy as a gush of dark excitement swept
through my mind!

Then she abandoned my breast and her fingers
slid behind my neck and into my hair. She gipped my hair and then
kissed me passionately.

Again, that didn’t mean anything! She and I
had practiced kissing when younger. And we sometimes kissed just as
passionately in front of guys to turn them on!

“I don’t think that’s where she wants your
tongue,” Emma said behind me.

Ashley’s fingers were stroking up and down
against me and that was doing crazy things to me! A wild, crackling
sexual energy is sweeping through my body and mind! The only reason
I didn’t embrace it was I didn’t dare! In case they were still
joking around!

Ashley drew back and smiled.

“There. All oiled up and safe from the
sun.”

The two of them giggled and went back to
their chairs, leaving me naked and overheated in every sense of the
word. The sun was shining on me and my mind was in turmoil as my
body practically shook with sexual hunger and excitement!

“If you guys don’t untie me I’m going to get
mad!” I called.

“Apologize and we’ll untie you.”

“Apologize for what!?”

“For being a slutty blonde, of course!”

“I am not slutty! You’re a lot sluttier than
me!”

“Oh? Who’s insisting on standing around naked
just to show off her body?” she asked.

“Ashley! You freak! You pervert! You
weirdo!”

“Now you’re just being nasty,” she said. “If
you don’t stop, I’m going to have to punish you.”

“You going to sing to me again?”

She had sung a song to me and some others
once when drunk and everyone still made fun of her because of it.
It had been… bad.

I could see the two of them leaning in
towards each other and speaking in low voices but couldn’t hear
them. Then they giggled and laughed.

“Bitches!”

Ashley got up and went to the door, then to
the little shelf next to it where stuff like sneakers and crocs
were kept. Since there was an overhead roof they wouldn’t get wet,
and her mother didn’t like them worn in the house. Ashley picked up
a pair and then took the laces from them.

Grinning at me, she doubled the laces, then
doubled them again as she came back to me.

“Apologize and then tell me how wonderful my
voice is.”

“Drop dead!”

She swung the four little laces down across
my breast and I squeaked in alarm and startled pain. I mean, it’s
not like they actually hurt much. They were just shoelaces and had
little weight. The tips stung a bit, though. More importantly, they
were hitting my breasts! Which are a kind of sensitive part of my
body! Not to mention she was aiming at my nipples!

“Oh! Hey! Quit it!” I yelped.

She just went on smirking as she slapped the
laces down against my breast repeatedly. It wasn’t really hurting,
though my nipples began to ache since she seemed to be aiming right
at them.

I glared at her.

“Doesn’t hurt at all!” I said defiantly.

“Oh, okay. I’ll hit harder.”

And so she did, and I winced silently, doing
my best to show no response as she swept the bunched-up laces down
again and again until the soft flesh of my breasts began to turn
pink.

“I’m gonna get you when I’m untied!”

“Promises promises!” she taunted. “Anyway,
I’m not hurting your boobies.”

She squeezed my breasts, lifting them up
together and letting her fingers sink into the soft flesh.

“See? Perfectly fine. Well, your nipples seem
a little red. Do you want mommy to kiss them and make them
better?”

She didn’t wait for an answer but bent over
and began to suck on my left nipple, her tongue sweeping back and
forth across it as her teeth chewed lightly on the surrounding
flesh. Then Emma joined her, giggling, bending over and taking my
right nipple between her lips, sucking and licking it as my mind
churned with the new rush of sensation and dark excitement.

They both rose and laughed at me, then, moved
back to the lounge chairs.

“Bitches!”

“You need to come up with new insults,” Emma
said.

“I hope the sunscreen makes your tongues
burn!”

“The sunscreen is all-natural, dear,” Ashley
said in amusement.

“Maybe we should give her something that’s
less natural,” Emma replied.

“Like what?”

They whispered together and then Ashley
laughed and went into the house as Emma sat down.

“It’s hot here in the sun,” I complained.

“Are you saying you’re all hot and
bothered?”

I rolled my eyes in annoyance.

“Just apologize to all women everywhere on
behalf of slutty blonde sex toys like yourself.”

“I’m not slutty and I’m not a sex toy!”

“She’s right,” Ashley said, coming from the
house. “She’s not a sex toy.”

She walked up in front of me, smirking.

“Now this… this is a sex toy!” she said
triumphantly.

She was holding what sort of looked like a
pink microphone, with a handle and a rounded ball at the tip. I
wasn’t sure what it was, at first, but then Emma joined her and the
two giggled as Ashley pressed the handle up along my left thigh,
sliding it up so that the rounded end was pushing firmly against my
pussy.

At first, I thought she was going to try and
push it into me, though it was too wide for that, then Emma used
some to tie it firmly against my thigh.

“Wh-what are you… what are you perverts
doing!?” I exclaimed, trying to turn away.

They held me in place pretty easily, though.
In part because I wasn’t struggling all that much. The thing felt
smoothly comfortable pushed up against the soft lips of my sex,
kind of spreading them out to either side around it as they tied it
tightly to my thigh.

I noticed, then, that it had an electrical
cord dangling from the handle and I gasped, realizing what it had
to be. By then they’d tied it and then fed the cord up to circle my
waist before tying it off, just so the thing couldn’t slide lower
on my slippery leg.

Emma was already plugging it into the outdoor
electrical socket set into the edge of the pergola. A moment later
it started to buzz and I yelped and twisted free as they laughed at
me and then went back to their chairs.

I had never used a vibrator before. And for
the first minute or two, I didn’t regret it! The sensation was…
overwhelming! And very uncomfortable! I kind of danced and twisted
awkwardly in place, yelling at them to take it away. They just
laughed and never even turned around.

It didn’t take long, though, for my body to
get used to the sensations. I still tried to get it off, lifting my
leg up and kind of shaking it around in hopes of dislodging it. But
they’d tied it firmly in place.

“None of that, slave girl,” Emma called over
her shoulder.

Slave girl!?

I ignored her and then she and Ashley got up
again, coming back to me. They had more rope, and before I knew
what they intended to do they’d each tied a loop around one ankle.
Then they pulled sharply out to either side. My bikini bottom had
dropped off the leg I’d been shaking so they were able to spread my
feet wide apart on the patio. Of course, that came at the cost of
lowering my body enough that the rope around my wrists went
taut.

“Ah! Hey! You guys!” I exclaimed.

“She still thinks we’re guys,” Emma said.

“I should take out my big cock and fuck her
with it,” Ashley replied.

“No, she’d like that too much. Make her beg
for it.”

They laughed and went back and sat down.

Panting, gulping in air, I stared down the
line of my glistening body at the thing jammed against me. Now it
began to shift its buzzing into a different pattern, a pattern
where it got very low, then slowly increased its buzzing until I
wanted to clench my teeth together!

The two of them were leaning in against each
other looking down at something that looked like Ashley’s phone and
giggling. Every now and then they’d turned to look at me over their
shoulders, then back at the phone.

The vibrator shifted its pattern again. Now
it began to buzz in a weird, pulsating way that made me want to
squirm and twist.

Suddenly Emma got up and came over to me.

“Enjoying yourself, slave girl?”

“I’m not your slave girl!” I said
breathlessly.

“But you want to be.”

“I do not!”

She grinned, gripped my hair firmly, then
kissed me hard on the lips.

I didn’t resist, at first. In fact, after the
first startled seconds, I felt a sense of appreciation for how good
a kisser she was. She also cupped and squeezed my breast as she
kissed me. And to be honest, the rush of sensation and heat meant I
had to resist strongly to keep my hips from bucking forward against
the buzzing vibrator!

She drew back and looked at me knowingly and
I managed to summon a scowl, though I didn’t trust my voice to say
anything.

“Slave girl!” she teased. “Sex slave!”

“Y-You wish! Dream on, pervert!” I
gulped.

“Do we have a nice slave collar for her?” she
asked Ashley.

Ashley got up, grinning at me, and went into
the house. She didn’t go very far, though, so she must have had it
ready at hand. She came back with a black studded collar that I
thought I vaguely recognized.

“Here is her official slave collar,” she
said.

“That was Randolph’s collar!” I
exclaimed.

Randolph had been their dog, a big dumb mutt
who had died of old age last year.

“So? You can be my bitch now.”

She slipped it around my neck and buckled it
and I felt another dark rush of something that tightened my chest
and made it hard to breathe.

“And now Emma is going to show you something
she showed me,” Ashley said with a conspiratorial grin. “I know you
enough to know it would take days of coaxing to get you to agree so
I figured we’d just do it.”

“Sh-Show me what!?” I gulped.

Emma slid her hands through my still-damp
hair, caught it firmly in her fist then kissed me hard! She brought
her fingers down between my legs and began to stroke skillfully
across my clit. Then they eased them downward and curved them in
and I felt a finger probing at the entrance to my sex before
wriggling slowly up inside me.

I flinched sharply, but it was all I could do
to keep my hips from jamming forward against her finger as a dark
sense of wild, thrilling anticipation began to fill my body and
mind. Sexual heat flooded through my body and began to drown my
mind in hunger and need.

Surely this wasn’t just a game! This was
going too far for a game! They must actually mean it! And that sent
the heat billowing up inside me so strongly I could hardly think
straight!

“You-You’re both… both… perves!” I
moaned.

Ashley was chewing her way up the nape of my
neck from behind as her hands slid around my lips and cupped my
breasts. She nibbled at my earlobe and whispered “You’re just too
sexy, Summer. It’s all your fault for being a blonde sexpot.”

Emma laughed softly and forced the round head
of the vibrator back, easing a second finger up inside me. I felt
them curving in as she brought her slippery thumb against my
clitoris and began to rub it up and down and from side to side. The
sensations flooded through me and I gasped dazedly as Emma’s mouth
seemed to become more voracious against mine.

She was smaller than me and weaker, but I
suddenly felt as if I was completely and totally at her mercy. Tied
up the way I was, and completely naked, she had total control over
me. And as my mind began to melt under the heat I felt like her
hungry mouth was feeding at my mouth, ravishing me!

My hips began to grind helplessly against her
fingers and I felt myself falling into a sexual fever dream, like
when my fantasies come to life. My breasts were throbbing in
Ashley’s hands, the nipples burning up as she plucked and stroked
and rubbed them between her fingers.

Then she drew back and I focused solely on
Emma for a few seconds until Ashley caught my attention once more
as I gasped aloud to feel something pressing against my back
opening. It wasn’t her finger for it was definitely harder and
thicker. It pushed slowly but firmly, twisting from side to side
and I cried out into Emma’s mouth, trying to protest.

It ached a little, stretching me wider and
wider, and then I felt it pushing up inside me maybe an inch or
two, maybe three at most before it slipped completely inside. Or so
I thought for a moment. Then I realized that a small part of it was
still outside, pressed against my opening.

Her hand slid around my sides again,
squeezing my breasts up and together as Emma forced a third finger
inside me and worked her thumb even faster across my clitoris. That
did it for me. My hips began to buck frenziedly against her fingers
as she pumped them in and out and stroked her thumb rapidly across
my little button.

“Emma really knows how to use her fingers,”
Ashley said in amusement before biting into the nape of my neck and
chewing her way down.

I heard her but paid little attention. I lost
control of my body, and writhed in the grip of a tremendous climax.
Every orgasm I had had so far had come from my own fingers or
whatever instrument I had used. And none of them had been halfway
as powerful as this!

I twisted and writhed, pulling and straining
against the ropes, arching my back and thrusting my hips out
frantically against Emma’s fingers as the orgasm went on and on. It
was not only more powerful than any I had ever experienced but it
just seemed to go on forever!

By the time it faded away I was lightheaded,
having forgotten to breathe sometime during the peak, and my body
went practically limp as a sense of languor settled on my mind. I
think I would’ve dropped to my knees were it not for the rope
around my wrists.
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Emma drew her mouth back from mine then
leaned in and took the center of my left breast into her mouth.
Ashley came around in front of me and leaned in from the other side
to take the center of my right breast into her mouth. Together the
two of them sucked rhythmically, their tongues sweeping back and
forth and around my tingling nipples.

I moaned helplessly, gulping in ragged
breaths of air as I tried to clear my mind of the haziness the
orgasm had placed there. But what they were doing was certainly not
conducive to clear thinking on my part. My breasts were throbbing
and pulsing and starting to burn with a heat they had never
known.

Emma’s teeth caught my stiff nipple and
softly ground it between them so that I cried out on the edge of
pain. Ashley’s teeth were lightly digging into the soft flesh
around my nipple but she sucked hungrily. Her left hand was
caressing and kneading my buttocks while her right cupped my
breast, squeezing and lifting it as she sucked.

Emma’s left hand was down between my legs,
her fingers still inside me but her thumb stroked softly across my
swollen clitoris while her right fondled my breast. The sensations
they were creating had not allowed me to relax from the orgasm but
had almost immediately filled me with more passion and excitement
and hunger.

My nipples had never felt so hard, the
sensations coming from them had never felt so intense. There were
on fire! I realize with shock that I was not far from another
climax.

Emma suddenly dropped down to her knees.
Ashley roughly took my hair in her fist and yanked my head back and
to the side. And then, as I cried out in pain, she crushed my lips
with hers. She was just as hungry and passionate as Emma had been
and I moaned into her mouth as she fondled my breast and kissed me
voraciously.

But then my attention was yanked downward as
I felt Emma slide her fingers deeper into me and then bring her
tongue in against my clitoris.

Ashley drew her mouth back from mine and I
gulped in air.

“You’re going to be our little blonde sex
slave, Summer,” she taunted.

“Y-You… p-perve!” I gasped.

She smirked and she pinched my nipple so that
I yelped in pain.

“Be more respectful towards your mistress,
slave girl,” she teased.

It was hard to respond properly because my
attention was being pulled heavily downward as Emma began to
strongly lick my clitoris. She had three fingers inside me now, and
they didn’t just pump them in and out but seemed to be rubbing
against the front wall of my sex behind my clitoris. In combination
with her strong licking, that was rousing sensations that made me
want to cry out loud.

“Pay attention to Emma, sex slave,” Ashley
said. “You’ll need to know how to do this when you’re on your knees
pleasing your mistresses.”

Then before I could think of anything to
respond with her lips were against mine once more, hungry and full
of passion, her tongue dipping and darting as her lips moved
sensuously over my own. My nipples burned and throbbed as her hand
kneaded my breasts and rolled them between her fingertips.

But all of that was secondary to what Emma
was doing. Goys had made halfhearted, tentative efforts at
performing oral sex on me, but their hearts were never in it. It
was like a task they felt they had to at least pretend to pay
attention to before they could get to what they really wanted to
do.

Emma on the other hand was showing a sense of
intensity and purpose they had always lacked. She was determined to
make me come, and she wasn’t very far from reaching her goal.

My hips began to grind more and more
desperately against her and then the second climax burst open
within my body and mind and I cried in helpless pleasure. Only
Ashley’s mouth covering mine kept the sound from echoing across the
yard.

Ashley’s hand came up around my neck and
squeezed and she drew her lips back. My mouth was open and I was
gurgling dazedly, my head drawn back as my hips violently jerked
and trembled against Emma’s tongue and fingers.

“Are you coming again already, you blonde
slut?” Ashley demanded with a stern look. “You certainly do come a
lot. I guess that’s why blondes make such good sex slaves. They’re
all nymphomaniacs.”

I was still trembling and shaking,
convulsions racking my body as she smirked at me and held her hand
firmly around my throat. I couldn’t breathe but didn’t care a lot.
My mind was totally swamped by the feverish sexual explosion of
pleasure tearing through me.

My mouth was open and gasping like a fish out
of water and my head was pounding as black dots danced before my
eyes. She released her hand and I gulped in desperate, ragged
breaths as her hands kneaded my breasts and rolled my nipples
between her fingers.

“Slutty little sex slave,” she taunted.

Emma was just getting started down between my
legs, and Ashley drew back and moved around behind where I ignored
her for a time. My mind was focused on Emily as I stood there
twitching and trembling and moaning, my head back against my arms,
eyes slit, panting for breath.

Emma was sweeping her tongue up and down that
from side to side against my clit. But then she would suddenly
press her lips in and suck in a rhythmic fashion that made me want
to gasp and cry out loud. When I saw Ashley through glassy eyes I
almost ignored her except for something very weird about her.

She was still wearing her bikini, but she had
also gotten this weird set of straps which went around her hips and
waist and down between her legs. Projecting up from this was a very
realistic-looking penis. It was thick and long and she grinned at
me and squirted a bit of that oil on it before moving around behind
me again.

“Push her hips back,” she said.

Emma used her free hand to press against my
belly as I felt Ashley gripping my hips and drawing them back. At
the same time, I felt the head of that penis thing she was wearing
pressing up against the slick, swollen lips of my sex.

Emma reached in and took the head, guiding it
against my opening as she drew her fingers out and the thick
rounded cock head pushed up into the narrow mouth of my sex and
then slid deeper.

“Ohmygod!” I gasped. “What are you guys doing
to me!?”

“Fucking your blonde brains out,” Ashley
whispered into my ear.

I cried out as the cock pushed deep into my
belly. The thickness of the cock Ashley was using on me had
strained the mouth of my sex wide so Emma no longer had to spread
me open. She used her hands to push back on both my thighs as she
redoubled her oral attack on my clitoris.

Because I was held in place by the ropes I
couldn’t really move very far and instead was forced up onto the
balls of my feet as Ashley began to slowly pump the big, strap-on
cock in and out. She worked deeper and deeper as I gasped and
moaned and whimpered and then cried out at every stroke.

It felt enormous! It was certainly bigger
than any guy I had ever had, not that I had had many. It was both
thicker and longer and I yelped and moaned and cried out as the
head drove deeper and higher into my trembling body. Then her hips
were pressed in against my buttocks, grinding against me as the
thick sex toy twisted around inside me.

“Sex slave!” she growled into my ear.

Her hands rose to squeeze my breasts up and
together as she pumped the dildo in and out and I came a third
time. If anything, this seemed even more powerful, even more
intense. She abandoned one breast to slap her hand over my mouth as
I began to cry out, my voice rising louder and louder until she
silenced me.

“Who would’ve guessed that our blonde slave
girl would be a screamer,” she teased.

My hips bucked frantically against her as she
thrust her cock harder and faster – fast enough and hard enough it
ached. It ached in a deliciously exciting way, though, a way that
only made the heat burn hotter.

I was losing my mind as the fourth
orgasm overloaded my nervous system. I lost myself in the howling
storm of pleasure sweeping through me. Nothing else mattered.
Nothing else existed. And I wanted it to go on forever.

Of course, it didn’t, and couldn’t, but boy
there wasn’t much left of me by the time it faded away. I felt
barely able to stand up, and even then only because of the rope
around my wrists.

Ashley pulled her big cock out of me, leaving
me feeling naked as Emma sat back on her heels.

“This blonde bitch has a really nice-looking
pussy, too,” she said. “I’m jealous.”

“Then maybe we should torture her as
punishment,” Ashley said.

She handed something to Emma and then
gathered in my hair and pulled my head back before placing what
felt like masking tape over my mouth.

She let go of my hair and moved around in
front of me and I dropped my eyes to see that Emma had a purple
dildo of some kind in her hand. She pushed it against me and began
to work it up inside my pussy. And I moaned as it went deeper and
deeper. It didn’t look like a penis, like the realistic-looking and
colored strap-on thing Ashley had been using.

But it was thick, and she slid it deep into
my overheated pussy. Then she brought the vibrator back up against
me, untying, then retying the cords to keep it in place.

Ashley went back to the table and picked up
her phone and then did something to it. I was afraid she was going
to take a picture but instead the thing inside me began to vibrate.
She raised her head to me and grinned. “I can control both
vibrators from apps on my phone,” she said.

She and Emma returned to the chaise lounge
chairs, them to face me. Then they examined the phone and began
experimenting with different settings.

I was still caught in a state of dazed
disbelief and had no idea what to do or think. Not that I was in a
condition to do either just then. As before, they were both mostly
uncomfortable. I moaned through the tape, twisting against the
ropes. But as my body started to get used to them and they changed
the settings I started to feel a growing sensation coming from down
there.

“Where’s the nipple clips?” Emma asked.

“Oh, right. I guess they’re in the box
still.”

Emma got up and went over to the table and
then a chair sitting on the other side, where a box had been placed
I had not noticed before.

She picked up a Y-shaped chain from the box
and brought it back to me. She attached the chain to a ring
dangling from the front of the collar and then drew the two sides
down to my nipples. There were little, plastic-coated alligator
clips on the tips and she framed my stiff nipples between them and
then let them close.

I squealed in pain as my nipples burned at
the sudden pinching pressure. She stepped back and watched with a
smile as I twisted and writhed in place while my nipples burned
sharply. After about thirty or forty seconds the sharpness began to
fade into a dull ache and heat and she moved in again and adjusted
the chains linked somehow to the collar.

Then she went back to join Ashley and examine
the phone she was playing with.

She had made the chains tight enough that any
movement on my part, especially if I arched my back or did anything
to make my breasts bob or shake tugged my nipples against the tight
little clips. I marveled at this, and at the collar. It wasn’t like
I had never heard of such things before for of course I had.

You can’t have any sexual curiosity without
coming across stuff like this on the Internet. I just had never
really thought anyone would ever use them on me! I started to feel
his strange dark thrill at being helpless, being a sort of
prisoner, at how outrageous what they were doing to me was.

It was a kind of arousal which came from
something like masochism. I didn’t think of it as that exactly. As
far as I knew masochism was about liking pain and I didn’t. But
certainly, some of the fantasies that I had enjoyed for some years
involved me being roughly treated and forced into doing stuff that
I was curious about but knew I would never willingly try on my
own.

I mean, I would never have asked any guy to
tie me up, for example, despite being really curious about how that
would feel. Not only would I have been worried about what he would
do but I would be really worried about him telling people. Guys
were such blabbermouths. And I could just imagine having it going
around our school that I liked to be tied up!

I felt a dark sense of drama and excitement
about being a helpless sexual victim, especially when no real fear
accompanied it. I mean, I had initially been alarmed and confused
and embarrassed. But that had passed quickly. Now I just felt the
smoldering heat which was rapidly building up as they perfected
their use of the vibrator on me.

Now it was throbbing in a particular pattern
which seemed to start at the base and work its way up to the tip of
the thing high inside my trembling belly. Meanwhile, the part that
was jammed up against my clitoris was pulsing in tandem while also
continuously vibrating.

The sensations this was delivering to my
nervous system were like nothing I had ever felt before and both
confused and overpowered me. I was self-conscious in front of the
girls now that they weren’t actually doing anything with me but
sitting back comfortably and watching me. I didn’t want to show
much in the way of a reaction, but it was quickly becoming
impossible to suppress my response.

My hips began to grind and my body began to
writhe and twist and undulate in place. And that was continually
tugging and pulling my nipples against the clips biting into them
so that they burned and throbbed and ached. Like I said before, I
don’t like pain, and nobody I know does. But in this particular
context, even that was turning me on. The sharp, tingling, pulling
at my nipples was adding crackling little explosive sensations of
heat to the bonfire building up inside me.

I was paying less and less attention to what
the girls were doing as my body drew all of my attention inward.
And then I noticed Ashley coming towards me. Only she was pulling a
black hood down over her head, and already I could see nothing of
her face as she moved behind me.

I ignored her, my attention focused inward
again until Emma came in front of me and tugged the vibrator down
and held it there as she worked the other one down out of my pussy.
Then she pushed it back up against me so that my hips bucked wildly
as it made contact with my sex. Then Ashley pulled my hips back and
then pushed her strap-on cock up into my throbbing, sopping pussy
again.

Emma peeled the tape away from my mouth and I
gulped in air as Ashley jerked back on my hair to force my head
back.

“Would you like me to fuck you, you sexy
blonde slut?” Ashley demanded.

I shuddered and moaned helplessly.

“Beg me to fuck you, sex slave!” she
taunted.

The head of the fat cock lay nestled up
against the mouth of my sex, dipping lightly in and out.

“Beg me to fuck you, Summer!”

“Oooohh! Please fuck me!” I moaned.

She jerked sharply on my hair and I gasped in
pain

“Say please fuck me Mistress, you blonde
slut.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

She jerked back on my hair again, now pulling
enough that my nipples burned from the clips.

“Louder, blonde girl.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I cried.

I didn’t really care at this point. I just
wanted to feel that dildo up inside me!

I felt the thick, fake cock pushing deep
inside me and let out a helpless cry of pleasure.

She released my hair and jerked my hips back
and drove the big cock fully inside me. I cried out again then my
mind began to melt as her hips slapped hard and fast against my
buttocks and the big cock punched in and out of me with deep,
powerful strokes.

I could see Emma standing back a few feet
holding up her phone but paid her little attention as my eyes lost
their focus and another orgasm smashed my mind to pieces. This time
nobody tried to gag me as I cried out again and again, the orgasm a
massive, towering, endless wave of something that must surely
approach ecstasy swamped my mind.

Convulsions wracked my body as I drove myself
back against Ashley’s hard, thrusting cock. It was truly a
mind-blowing orgasm and I gave myself to it, wallowing in the pure
rapture that engulfed my body and mind. The only constants were the
feeling of that big cock punching in and out of me, the vibrator
buzzing against me, her hips slapping against my buttocks, and the
steady tugging of my nipples against the clips that made them sting
and burn.

She fucked me right through the orgasm until
my body stopped moving, except for twitches and helpless trembling.
Then she slid the big thing out of me and Emma came forward and
pushed the other vibrator back inside, tightening the cord once
again.

The two of them returned to their loungers as
I gulped in air and moaned softly while my mind slowly fit itself
back together again. My chin hung on my chest and the ropes were
tight around my wrists for I could hardly support myself on my
rubbery legs.

After some time I heard sounds coming from
Emma’s phone and raise my glassy eyes to see them both examining
it. The sounds were passionate, if tinny, and familiar. It was my
voice crying out in pleasure. And the sudden shock of remembering
Emma holding her phone up and realizing that she must’ve taken a
video drew me out of my torpor.

“Want to see yourself coming, slave girl?”
Ashley asked.

She got up and came over to me and then held
the phone in front of my eyes as she started the video again. I
stared at the crystal-clear image of myself naked, the vibrator
tied to my thigh, begging the faceless, hooded person behind to
fuck me. Then I watched with something like disbelief, not to
mention growing horror as I came, twisting and shaking and crying
out in obvious orgasmic pleasure as the hooded figure behind drove
herself into me again and again.

The phone helpfully panned slowly down my
body, until it was looking up between my trembling thighs at the
big, thick dildo punching up into my pussy. Then it rose up again
to take in my face, which was a mask of dazed pleasure.

“D-D-Delete that!” I gasped.

“Sex slaves don’t give orders, blonde girl.
They take them. It’s your mistress that gives the orders, not
you.

“Ashley!” I moaned in protest.

She gave me an arrogant look and then slapped
my bottom sharply enough to make me yelp.

“Call me Mistress, slave girl.”

“Stop being dumb,” I gulped.

Crack! She slapped my bottom
again.

“Ow! Ashley! That hurts!”

“It’s supposed to hurt, sex slave.”

Crack!

“Now call me Mistress.”

This was sick and yet hot, disturbingly hot.
Of course with the vibrator throbbing away inside me and against
me, and having just had no less than four astonishingly powerful
orgasms in a very short time, my mind was more than slightly filled
with sexual heat and excitement.

“You’re not my mistress,” I said.

She gripped the two chains attached to the
nipple clips between her thumbs and forefingers and tugged them up
and out.

“Ah! Ah! Ah! Oh! Don’t! Ow! Ashley!”

“Call me Mistress, little bitch.”

“Mistress! Mistress!”

She released them.

“Now tell me you’re my sex slave.”

“No way!”

She unfastened the chains from the collar and
then pulled them slowly up and forward so that I squealed in pain
and rose up onto the balls of my feet, arching my back and
thrusting my breasts forward to try to ease the stinging pain.

“Ow! Ow! Okay-Okay! I’m your sex slave!”

“Say I’m your sex slave, Mistress
Ashley.”

This was so wild and sick and kinky and
edgy!

“I’m your sex slave, Mistress Ashley!”

She released them and I gasped in pain.

“My nipples hurt!” I moaned.

“Well, we can’t have your tender little
nipples hurting, now can we.”

She removed the clips, which was a huge
relief. Then she turned away and reached into the pitcher of ice
water and pulled an ice cube out. Emma giggled and reached for one
herself and then the two girls pressed the icy cubes against my
nipples.

I squealed and twisted and tried to pull away
but they easily followed the small movements I could make, slowly
moving the ice cubes back and forth across my nipples and over my
breasts.

“Ah! Ah! Don’t! It’s too cold! Ashley!”

“I don’t hear you unless you call me
Mistress, slave girl.”

“Mistress! Mistress! Please, Mistress!”

“But you said your nipples hurt,” she said in
mock confusion.

“Maybe it's some other part of her body that
hurts,” Emma said.

They slid the ice cubes down along my belly
and then up and down along my ribs and into my armpit as I twisted
and writhed and squealed helplessly.

“If you would like me to stop just say
please,” Ashley said.

“Please! Please!”

“I didn’t hear anything,” she said as she
slid the room up and down across my nipple again.

“Please, Mistress! Please, Mistress!”

She pulled the ice cube away and so did Emma
but she held it right in front of my breast.

“Say I’m your sex slave, Mistress
Ashley.”

I shuddered helplessly. “I’m your sex slave,
Mistress Ashley.”

She reached in and suddenly grabbed my hair
yanking it back harshly so that I cried out in pain.

“Say I’m your slut, Mistress Ashley,” she
growled.

My pulse was racing and a dark heat rolled
through me. “I-I’m your slut, Mistress Ashley!” I gasped.

“Say I’m your nasty blonde slut Mistress
Ashley.”

“I’m your nasty blonde slut, Mistress
Ashley!”

She and Emma both dropped their heads low and
took the center of my frozen breasts into their mouths at the same
time, sucking and gently licking as I shuddered and trembled in
their grip. The feel of their warm mouths and soft tongues against
my aching nipples was incredibly intense and delicious! In
combination with the vibrator throbbing away inside me and against
me it roused my body yet again to a swirling, churning sense of
excitement and heat.

The two of them returned to the chairs and
sat down, watching me, playing with their phone.
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“Should we put this slutty blonde sex slave
to work now?” Emma asked.

“Do you think you’ve taught her enough
yet?”

“Perhaps not,” Emma said.

She got up and knelt in front of me then
pulled the vibrators down and out. Her tongue went to work on my
clitoris as her fingers pumped in and out of me and I felt like
swooning under the rush of pleasure that swept over me.

It was like the vibrator had set all my nerve
endings to a high-intensity reception, making them hypersensitive.
And now her deliciously soft warm tongue was stroking those raw,
ragged nerve endings and driving me out of my mind.

Suddenly Ashley was behind me jerking back on
my hair as she leaned in to nibble on my earlobe.

“Tell me you’re my little blonde fuck toy,
Summer.

“I’m… I’m your little blonde fuck toy,
Mistress Ashley!” I moaned.

“Don’t let the bitch come yet,” she said to
Emma. “Let’s make her work for it.”

They both moved behind me and reached out to
untie my wrists, but before I really even think of trying to pull
away, assuming I wanted to, they drew my hands back behind my back
and used the same rope to tie my crust wrists together.

They untied my ankles and led me over to the
chaise lounges where I sank gratefully to my knees. Ashley pulled
off her bikini bottom and sat on the edge of one of the loungers,
gripping my hair and pulling my mouth in as she spread her legs
wide.

“Please your mistress with your tongue,
slutty blonde sex slave.”

I moaned weakly as she rubbed my face against
her naked sex. This was all so wild! And new! And yet I had
fantasized about something like it many times – only with guys.

Crack! Emma slapped my bottom
stingingly.

“Push your ass back and spread your legs,
slave girl,” she ordered.

Crack!

“Obey your mistress, slut!”

I gasped in pain and obeyed, then felt her
pushing the vibrator back inside me.

“Lick your mistress, sex slave,” Ashley
ordered in an arrogant tone.

I had never performed oral sex on a girl
before, but I had a pretty good idea how, especially with the
demonstration Emma had just made. And any hesitation I might’ve had
about it melted in the storm of heat gripping my body and mind.

I pressed my tongue against her and started
licking as Emma slowly pumped the vibrator in my pussy. She shoved
it deep and then moved back for a minute as Ashley reached down to
spread the lips of her sex with her other hand and had me kiss and
suck on her clitoris.

It felt very weird licking a girl’s pussy! I
mean, it seemed so intensely intimate, and yet we were outside in
the bright sun with another person present! It felt like we were
involved with nasty, wicked games, not what I had come to think of
as sex. The odd part was I felt way more passion and hunger now
than I had during any of my previous sessions of actual sex.

Then Emma was back behind me once more. I
felt her fingers at the thing that Ashley had pushed into my butt
and which I had basically ignored since then. I felt pressure as
she tugged on it and it slowly forced my sphincter open as she drew
it out of my body.

Then what had to be the dildo slid into me in
its place.

“Oh my God!” I gasped.

“Keep licking, slut,” Ashley growled
imperiously.

Crack!

“Nasty blonde slut!” Emma growled from behind
me.

Ashley reached down and squeezed my breast
hard. “Slutty blonde sex slave!” she taunted.

Emma was working the dildo deeper and deeper
into my ass, her hips pumping in and out as she fucked me. The
vibrator was throbbing away in and against my pussy, and I was
slowly losing my mind even as I licked dazedly at Ashley’s
clitoris.

Crack!

“Blonde whore!” Emma growled.

“Blondes are all made to be sex slaves,”
Ashley said as she fondled my breast.

“Once we have her properly trained maybe we
can rent her out as an escort,” Emma said as she worked her hips in
and out.

“We could probably make a lot of money off
her,” Ashley said. “A lot of men would pay a fortune to be able to
fuck a beautiful blonde slut like Summer.”

“You were a cheerleader. You must still know
all the guys who were on the senior football team,” Emma said.
“Maybe you can bring 10 or 20 of them here to gang-bang her. I bet
she loves that.”

I cried out as Ashley jerked up on my
hair.

“I bet you’d love to be gang banged by the
whole football team, wouldn’t you, slave girl?”

I was intoxicated by the heat and passion as
I licked frantically at Ashley's sex. My mind was completely
overcome with the dark, glittering image they were creating of me
as their helpless sex slave. Especially given the heat already
gripping me.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned dazedly.

“Say I want to be gang banged by the football
team.”

“I want to be gang banged by the football
team, Mistress!” I whimpered.

Crack!

“Louder, slut!” Emma demanded.

“I want to be gang banged by the football
team, Mistress!” I cried.

She jammed my face back into her pussy but I
lost myself to the heat, my hips bucking back more and more
desperately as another orgasm tore my mind apart.

“This bitch comes like crazy,” Emma said.

“That’s how we know she’s a natural-born sex
slave,” Ashley responded.

Crack! Emma slapped my bottom sharply.
“Blonde whore!” she growled.

I had never let a guy sodomize me, never felt
anything being pushed into my butt before. The sensation as she
drove that big dildo into my ass combined with the vibrator buzzing
away inside me drove me half out of my mind. My whole body seemed
to be spasming uncontrollably as my mind melted under the heat.

I felt like an incredible slut, yet somehow
gloried in being one! The violent way she was using me, her hips
slapping against my buttocks as that big cock of hers drove into my
belly again and again all set my mind reeling. And yet, I never
would’ve imagined having a cock, real or not, pumping in my butt
would feel so incredibly erotic and sensual!

And degrading, but for some reason that
seemed hot, too. Being tied up and used so cruelly,
as I saw it, added to the dark fantasy. Call me a drama queen, if
you want, but it felt very dramatic and exciting and wicked to be
used like this with my hands tied.

“Blonde slut!” Emma said, slapping my bottom
again.

“Lick me harder, you nasty little blonde sex
slave!” Ashley growled, twisting her fingers in my hair.

It was wild and insane and the most
deliciously nasty sex I had ever been involved in by a very long
measure. I managed to make Ashley come, though. But then she and
Emma traded places. Ashley donned the strap-on and began to fuck my
ass again as I was ‘forced’ to lick Emma’s pussy.

It was… surreal, and I wallowed in it. Even
as Emma squeezed and even slapped at my breasts while Ashley
sodomized me and reached under to grind the vibrator against my
pussy. I came again, the breath sobbing from my tortured lungs as I
panted and moaned, overheated and dazed.

I still managed to make Emma come before too
long, though.

“Now let’s tie her up again.”

“You guys!” I moaned.

“If you call us guys again, blonde girl,
we're going to have to spank you,” Ashley said.

“You know how dumb blondes are,” Emma
replied. “Apparently this little blonde slut can’t tell the
difference between a guy and a girl.”

“That’s why blondes are only good as sex
slaves.”

*

They were back in their chaise lounges,
casually sipping on ice water and munching on baby carrots. I was
kneeling on the ground, sitting on my heels. They had tied rope
around my leg just below the knees so I couldn’t stand and used
what looked like tent pegs to tie them to the ground with my knees
spread achingly wide apart. My wrists were still tied together
behind my back. They had also wrapped ropes around the base of my
breasts so that they were being firmly squeezed and the skin was
taut across my soft flesh.

The vibrator was still inside me, and they
turned it on from time to time, always making me squirm
helplessly.

I flinched as Emma raised her phone and took
another picture of me. I had protested, but they had both just
laughed and said sex slaves should be proud that anyone wants to
take pictures of them. I liked this nasty little game, sick as it
was, but the pictures and videos were making me nervous.

“What do we say?” Ashley demanded.

I felt myself get a little mental flinch and
licked my lips, uncomfortable with the phrase she insisted I keep
saying. On the other hand, if I would didn’t comply she had a
little plastic ruler she would use to slap my nipples.

“I’m a slutty blonde sex slave, Mistress,” I
moaned.

“And?” Emma demanded.

“My only purpose in life is to please people
with my… my… my whore body, Mistress.”

I felt a dark rush of heat and then gasped
and jerked as the vibrator came to life inside me and against me,
moaning helplessly as my already overstimulated nerve endings began
to crackle with energy.

Ashley got up and went into the house, but
Emma played with the phone and I wriggled and writhed as the
vibrator pulsed and throbbed.

I was amazed at the effect these vibrators
had had on me so far, and though I wasn’t going to admit it, one of
my first actions when I left was going to be trying to get one
myself. But right now, their ability to make me squirm and dissolve
my brain into a bubbling, steaming cauldron of goo was making it
very hard to even protest against what they were doing to me.

Ashley came back, but I didn’t pay much
attention at first, my focus mostly on the buildup of sensations
within me. Then I noticed she wasn’t alone. My eyes went wide and I
gasped in humiliation, jerking my head away and pulling frantically
at the bonds holding me to the ground as Ashley returned and sat
down, accompanied by Ava.

I knew Ava only slightly she had been in the
class ahead of ours in high school. She was a tall, slender black
girl with very short hair. And unlike Ashley and Emma had never
made any secret of her interest in girls, and only girls.

I would have protested but I was too
humiliated to talk as Ava came over and looked down at me.

“Congratulations, you two, this is exactly
how all blondes should be treated.”

“The cute, sexy ones anyway,” Emma said.”

Ava snorted and then stripped off her clothes
right there. My heart was pounding a mile a minute, my face burning
as I continued to pull and strain against the ropes holding my legs
to the ground. Ava didn’t bother with a swimsuit. Naked she simply
walked up in front of me, then reached down and gathered in my hair
and pulled my face up and forward so that I was looking directly
into her pussy.

“Please your new mistresses, blonde girl, or
I will string you up by the wrists and whip you,” she growled.

It wasn’t a real threat, of course, but it
didn’t really matter. I’d been fully immersed in how helpless I was
for some time now, and was feeling very submissive and inferior
anyway given that I was naked and tied up and the subject of their
mutual derision.

I hardly had to think twice before starting
to lick and she pressed her sex right against my mouth. She shifted
her long legs apart, her back straight as she gathered my hair in
tight to the top of my head, holding it in both hands as she ground
herself against me.

Moaning, I licked frantically even as Emma
moved to the side and began taking more videos. I was gripped by a
state of astonished amazement. It was like the world had shifted
and the one I was in was full of outrageous, darkly wicked
behavior. All of it directed at me!

And yet despite my shock, the arousal within
me only deepened. Ava taking this perverted sex game so calmly, so
naturally, and joining in, was making me feel less embarrassed
about being naked and tied up like this in front of her. It seemed
like the more outrageously I was treated, even spoken to, the
darker and more thrilling my heat became.

She suddenly pulled sharply back on my hair,
forcing my head to tilt up.

“You think I have a pretty pussy, blonde
girl?”

I stared at her, anxious, embarrassed, and
confused.

“Y-Yes,” I squeaked.

Her other hand shot down close around my neck
and I gurgled helplessly.

“Yes what, blonde slut? Did you forget to say
my name? I’m mistress Ava. Say it, slut.”

“M-Mistress… Ava!” I gasped in a choked
voice.

“Don’t forget it, slut.”

She jammed my face back against her sex and I
gulped in air as I resumed my desperate licking.

“This little slut licks like a dog,” Ava said
in disdain.

“Well, we’ve only just started to teach her,”
Emma said.

“How do you know what a dog licks like?”
Ashley asked slyly.

“Fuck you, bitch,” Ava replied without
heat.

She turned her eyes back down at me. “That’s
the problem when I deal with cock loving straight girls. They don’t
know how to properly please a pussy. All their lives they have only
been working on cock. You’ve even got the little bitch riding
one.”

“It’s a vibrator,” Emma said. “I think she’s
going to become addicted to them.”

“We all are,” Ashley said, laughing.

Ava jerked my head back by the hair again and
put her other hand around my neck.

“You a cock lover, blonde girl? Do you love
cock?” she growled.

“Of course she is, and of course she does,”
Ashley said.

“Well, slut?”

“Yes, M-Mistress Ava!” I gurgled around her
tightly squeezing hand.

She pulled her hand back and then squatted
down lowering her other hand to fondle my taut breasts and rolled
my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers. Then her hand
dropped down between my legs and I shuddered helplessly as her
fingers pushed aside the little branch from the vibrator and rubbed
my clitoris.

“Tell me you love cock, blonde girl.”

“I-I love c-cock, Mistress Ava!” I gasped,
hardly able to breathe.

It was terribly degrading to say something
like that in front of them, especially kneeling like this, but
though it made my mind squirm it also made it burn with an
intensity I couldn’t remember ever feeling in my life!

“Louder, slut!”

“I love cock, Mistress Ava!” I croaked.

She loosened her fingers around my neck and
turned to the other two as I gulped in air.

“Has anyone fucked this blonde bitch
yet?”

“I fucked her. And Emma fucked her in the
ass,” Ashley said.

Ava turned her eyes back to be with interest
and I blushed hotly.

“Yeah? And how did she react to that?”

“She came like a whore, of course,” Ashley
said in amusement.

“To be fair, she had a vibrator in her pussy
at the time,” Emma said.

“Tell me you’re a cock loving whore, blonde
girl,” Ava demanded.

I shuddered and squirmed, heat roiling my
mind and pushing back against the desperate embarrassment I felt at
my situation and the words I had to say.

“I’m a cock loving whore, Mistress Ava!” I
moaned.

“Say I’m a cock loving blonde whore,” she
said in amusement.

“I’m a cock loving blonde whore, Mistress
Ava!”

“I think she should be punished for being a
cock loving blonde whore,” Ava said to the others.

“Absolutely!” Ashley said.

“Of course, she should,” said Emma.

“Let’s put her in the right position then,”
Ava said.

“Ashley has a strap-on in the box on the
table,” Emma said.

“I don’t need none of her little sex toys,”
Ava said. “I know what this blonde slut needs. She needs a big
black cock.”

The other two giggled in amusement as Ava
untied my legs. She had Ashley turn me to the side bent me forward,
putting my upper body on the grass and raising my bottom high. The
vibrator continued to thrum powerfully within me as Ava went to the
jeans she had discarded and pulled the thin belt from its loops
then doubled it in her hand.

She came over and knelt beside me, and a
little behind me.

“What a beautiful little bubble butt you
have, blonde girl. It’s all smooth and white. Let’s see if we can
make it a little pink.”

She swung her arm in and the belt snapped
down across my buttocks, sending a sharp stinging pain through my
lower body.

Crack!

“Ahh!” I gasped.

“This is what you get for being a cock loving
blonde whore,” Ava said.

Crack!

“Ow! Please!” I gasped.

“I think you need to apologize to us, blonde
girl.”

Crack! The belt snapped down across my
upraised bottom a third time and I yelped in pain.

“Apologize for being a cock loving blonde
whore.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ow! Ahh! Oh please, Mistress!” I cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Agh! Ava! Ashley!”

“That’s not an apology, slut.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

My ass was on burning as she brought the thin
belt down across my buttocks again and again! Every blow sent a
sharp, stinging burst of pain through my churning nervous system as
it made my skin more and more tender!

“Please, Mistress! Please, Mistress Ava!”

Crack!

“Apologize, slut!”

Crack! Crack!

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

Crack!

“Louder, slut!”

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

Crack!

“This little ass doesn’t seem so white
anymore,” Ava said.

“No it’s a shiny pink now,” Ashley said.
“Even a little red.”

Crack!

“Tell me you love black cock, blonde
girl.”

“Agh! I love black cock, Mistress Ava!” I
cried.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you with my black cock.”

Crack!

“Beg, blonde slut.”

Crack!

“Please fuck me with your black cock,
Mistress Ava!” I cried.

My bottom was on fire by then, throbbing
hotly enough to outweigh the churning liquid heat flooding through
me. I did not like this pain thing one bit!

“Spread your legs, you filthy blonde
slut.”

I hurriedly jerked my knees apart and she
reached down and gripped my waist jerking back, insisting that my
upper legs be absolutely vertical except spread to the sides and
that my belly be drawn in as tightly against my thighs as it could
go. This was of course an extremely obscene and submissive position
with the three of them behind me and only served to accentuate how
demeaning this was.

But I felt a deep sense of relief as she got
up and moved away, for I assumed that meant the strapping was over,
and I would far rather have her fucking me with the dildo. In fact,
the heat within me was such that even before she had taken the belt
to my bottom I wouldn’t have at all minded being fucked with the
dildo.

Only it seemed that she had brought her own.
Apparently, it was not a surprise to her to find me like this. Her
dildo was as she had suggested very black, and also bigger and
thicker, and longer than the one that Ashley had.

“That is definitely a big cock,” Emma
said.

“They don’t call it BBC for nothing,” Ashley
replied.

“This is just the normal size of all black
man’s cocks,” Ava said airily. “You white girls should try them
someday. I know you’re both into cock, too.”

Ashley laughed. “I had sex with black guys
and they didn’t have cocks that big,” she said.

Ava stepped around in front of me and then
dropped to her knees by my head to show me the strap-on she had. My
eyes widened as I saw the long, thick, and realistic looking cock
that stuck out from her groin.

“Th-That’s too big!” I gasped, eyes
widening.

Ava smirked. “You’re a blonde, you brainless
little slut. There’s no such thing as a cock that’s too big for
you.”

She moved around behind me and I felt her
undoing the straps of the vibrator and pulling it out. A moment
later I felt the fat rounded head of the fake cock pushing into my
soft, warm, wet, squishy opening and slowly forcing it to stretch
wider and wider.

“Oh! Oh, God!” I moaned. “Please, Mistress
Taylor!”

I felt myself stretching wider still,
straining to the point of aching, and then the head pushed into me
and the thick shaft slowly began to move deeper into my trembling
body.

“Beg me to fuck you with my big black cock,
blonde girl,” Ava demanded.

I saw her reach out to the side and pick up
the belt and moaned helplessly.

“Please fuck me with your big black cock,
Mistress Ava!” I gasped.

She was already doing it, but with very short
strokes as she worked the thick toy into my pussy. I could feel the
elastic walls of my sex being stretched wide inch by inch as she
pushed it deeper into my belly.

She slapped the doubled-up belt lightly
against my upraised buttocks.

“Tell me you love black cock, slut.”

“I love black cock, Mistress Ava!” I
gasped.

I could feel the thing filling me up, jabbing
and pushing and sliding inch by inch into my tight pink tunnel
until it felt like I was absolutely and utterly filled to
overflowing. And still, she pushed deeper.

Ashley knelt beside me with the vibrator in
her hand and raised it up under my abdomen to let the head press
against my clitoris.

I cried out, my hips jerking violently in
response.

She laughed and rubbed the thing against me
as Ava began to pump more seriously now, her hands gripping my hips
to keep me in place as if every time she drew herself back that
thick prong would drag me with it.

She slapped me with the strap again. Then
reached for my hair and wrapped it around her fist and yanked
sharply back.

“Tell me you love black cock, whore.”

“I love black cock, Mistress Ava!” I
cried.

“Again, slut!”

“I love black cock, Mistress Ava! Ahh!
Ohmygod!” I cried as the head jammed into what surely must be the
back wall of my sex.

“You’re going to get every inch, blonde girl.
And you’re going to love it and beg for more. Because that’s just
what blondes are like.”

“Oh, God! Oh, fuck! Oh! Oh please!” I croaked
as she worked the thing in and out faster and harder.

My scalp burned as she pulled back on my hair
and I was gulping in ragged breaths of air as my pulse raced and my
heart pounded wildly. A powerful feeling that I was absolutely
filled with pressure and sexual tension made it seem like my entire
body was quivering like a plucked guitar chord.

I was starting to swelter in the heat, my
mind melting as that huge cock fucked me harder and harder. By the
time her hips started to slap against my upraised buttocks I was in
a feverish heat, reduced to the status of an animal. All higher
orders of function in my brain shut down as I wallowed in passion
and hunger and pleasure.

I could hear them raining taunts and epithets
at me, calling me whore and slut and sex slave and bitch and stuff
like that, but none of it really mattered except to reinforce to me
this strange dark thrilling fantasy of myself as a helpless, abused
sex slave.

When I came, I started to scream and Ava had
to lean forward and clap her hand over my mouth. She laughed and
ground her hips against my buttocks then pounded herself against me
with renewed fury as my mind was torn apart by the intensity of the
pleasure overloading my brain.

I was completely lost, tumbling and turning
in a deep pool of churning liquid heat, reveling in the pleasure
and wildfire excitement gripping me. It was like an orgasm with no
end, so that I thought I might die from it, my whole brain burned
out. But I finally just slumped dazedly, boneless and limp as she
continued to pound against me for long seconds.

“I’m jealous of this bitch,” she said.

“She sure seems to have powerful comes,”
Ashley replied.

“Powerful? Jesus! Maybe I should dye my
hair,” Emma said.

“That he would make no difference,” Ava
replied. “You’re either a real blonde or just faking it. This bitch
is the real thing, a sexual animal.”

“You wouldn’t believe how many times she’s
already come,” Ashley said.

“I believe it. And I bet I could make her
come again.”

“Is she even conscious?”

I moaned as someone yanked on my hair. “You
still with us, slut?”

“Seems like it.”

They laughed in amusement.

“You know what’s scary?” Ashley said. “She
really does like cock. I mean she is straight, basically. So
imagine how she’d react if we were guys.”

“Maybe you should get her gang banged by the
football team like you said,” Emma said.

“No way,” Ava said. “This bitch belongs to
us. We can give her all the cock she can take. We’ll train her to
be our sex slave for real!”

She resumed fucking me, this time with long,
slow strokes as her hands moved up and down my body, caressing my
soft skin. Then she slipped the belt around my neck, pushing the
tongue through the buckle to tighten the loop and use the belt like
the reins of a horse, or a leash – or a choke chain.

I could feel her pulling each time she drove
her insanely long cock into my body, the belt-tightening around my
throat so that I couldn’t breathe. Then as she drew back the
pressure on the belt loosened and I gulped in dazed breaths of air,
panting like an exhausted dog.

The smooth, deep stroking of the big cock
inside me began to seem totally natural and almost relaxing, like
waves washing ashore – big waves. Of course, my mind was in a hazy
state of confusion, and I was not exactly thinking straight. And as
she picked up the pace and her hips began to slap against my
buttocks hard enough to make me shudder, the heat grew once more
and a dark passion flooded my mind.

It just felt so incredibly good, natural,
exciting, wicked, and perfect to be taken so savagely, to be used
like this, like a helpless prisoner, like a whore, like a slave
girl!

“I blonde slut is getting hot again,” Ashley
said. “Watch out, remember she’s a screamer.”

“Not with this around her throat,” it was
said, tightening the belt.

“We should get her gag or something,” Emma
said.

“Shove that dildo into her mouth,” Ava
suggested.

“Not that one,” Ashley said. “Em used that on
her ass.”

“All the better!”

I understood it, but my mind wasn’t really
processing it. My mind was floating in a steaming, bubbling sea of
passion and heated pleasure as I exulted in the feel of that long,
long cock sliding into me inch by inch by inch. Then it would draw
back and then I would groan in pleasure as it pushed forward once
again, and again and again.

Ava pulled back on my hair, pulling my chin
off the grass, and my mouth came open as Ashley knelt before me and
a realistic-looking cock through my open lips and across my tongue.
It confused me a little and I moaned, my eyes fluttering as she
pumped it slowly in and out.

“You know this is a blonde, right?” I heard
Ava say.

“Of course.”

Ava leaned forward over me and I saw her hand
reach out and take the base of the dildo and then pull it slowly
but firmly all the way into my mouth. I gurgled and gagged weakly
as the head pushed into my throat, my body instinctively flinching
and jerking, but unable to resist as the dildo slid down all the
way.

“These blonde bitches were made to deep
throat,” Ava growled.

Ashley giggled and as Ava began to fuck me
harder she worked the dildo slowly up and down in my mouth and
throat. I was already in a state of overheated confusion and
emotional turmoil. The dildo filling my throat shocked me and
before I could gag Ava yanked back harder on my hair and the pain
distracted me enough that it jerked my attention momentarily away
from my throat.

She used her grip on my hair to lift my chest
right off the ground as she began to pummel my buttocks with her
hips. Ashley pumped the dildo in and out of my mouth and throat and
reached under to fondle my breast. And then Emma knelt on my other
side to squeeze my other breast, sliding her hand up along my
abdomen until her fingers found my clitoris and began to rub.

I lost my mind sometime around then. I
screamed and screamed, even if only I heard it, the sound a long,
undulating howl of animal pleasure as yet another astonishing
orgasm ripped my nervous system apart and drove my body into
violent convulsions.
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I was barely conscious by the time she
finished and untied me. I groaned weakly, stunned by the enormity
of the explosive release of sexual pressure. I rolled onto my back,
shell-shocked, groaning. I was aware Emma was holding her phone up,
either taking a video or another picture but it didn’t seem to
matter.

Ava and Ashley had me sit on my heels again
and spread my knees wide and then pose for pictures from all three
of them. I was uncomfortable and anxious about it, but still
breathless, dazed, and wallowing in my role as a sex slave. Then
Ashley picked up the little plastic ruler and I licked my lips
nervously and posed as they wanted.

Like I said, with the videos they’d already
taken it didn’t seem to matter all that much, at least not enough
to get my nipples slapped. Once we put away this game and got back
to reality I would make sure that the videos and pictures were
deleted.

“Slide your fingers up through your hair,
blonde girl,” Ava said.

I reluctantly obeyed as they took more
pictures, all three of them holding their phones up now.

“Arch your back more.”

“She sure has fine titties,” Ava said. “The
boys on the Internet are going to love them.”

I flushed a little, though I was virtually
certain she was just taunting me.

“Get down on all fours,” Ashley said.

Uneasily, I dropped onto my hands and knees
as they took more pictures.

“Her boobs look great even in this position,”
Emma said admiringly.

“She has a great ass, too,” Ava said from
behind me. “Spread your legs more, slut.”

I flushed and obeyed.

“Lower yourself to your elbows like a good
little blonde slut.”

I understood that this was part of their
dark, sick game, and the degrading way they were treating me sent a
dark rush of sexual energy through my mind.

“Damn! This blonde slut even has a
nice-looking little butthole,” Ava said.

“Look how nice and tight her pussy looks,”
Emma said, joining her behind me.

It was embarrassing but since I knew they
were deliberately trying to do that, it wasn’t quite so bad.

“Turn your head around the block at us,” Emma
said.

I reluctantly did as they took more
pictures.

“Reach your arm back underneath you and put
your fingers up to spread your pussy open.”

“You guys!” I protested uncomfortably.

“Where’s my belt?” Ava asked.

I hurriedly obeyed, my fingers spreading the
lips of my sex as I looked back and watch them snapping
pictures.

“Roll onto your back.”

I gratefully rolled over onto my back but
then Ashley tossed the dildo onto my stomach.

“Spread your legs wide and put that inside,
halfway inside.”

I cringed inwardly but felt another jolt of
dark heat as I slowly worked the thick black dildo into my still
very hot, sopping wet pussy.

I knew they were taking pictures that a
growing worry about what might happen to them all.

“Arch your back more and look hot and
excited.”

This was sick and hot at the same time.

Of course, they soon had me pumping the dildo
in and out while sliding my other hand up and down my body,
squeezing my breasts, and rubbing my clitoris. Being ordered to
masturbate for them was a jolt that filled my mind with squirmy
heat, but I did it as they held up their phones to take a video.
And that now struck some dark side of me as wickedly thrilling – to
do this while people watched AND took videos! I moaned when I was
told to and writhed there on the grass and pretended that I was
masturbating for real.

And as the heat grew within me it became
real, my chest heaving, a flush spreading down my face and chest
and my insides thrumming with pressure and excitement. And so right
there in the open and the bright sunshine while I was completely
naked and laying on my back with my knees raised and spread wide I
masturbated to orgasm with the dildo while three girls took videos
of me doing it.

After that, I licked Ava to orgasm then did
Emma. Then I acted as their slave girl servant, spreading sunscreen
over their bodies, pouring drinks for them, going to fetch snacks,
and taking no part in their conversation because I wasn’t allowed
to talk unless spoken to.

When they jumped in the pool and played I had
to stand there with towels waiting to dry them off as they came
out. Then I had to apply sunscreen again, then freshen their
drinks. When we all went inside, Ava yanked me into the shower with
her. She made me soap her body up, and then pinned me in the
corner, sliding her soapy body against mine. She brought her thigh
up between my legs, kissing me ferociously as she used her soapy
body to soap me up in turn. And along the way, she ground her pussy
and thigh against mine until we both came.

After that, after we had dried off and done
her hair, the three of them got dressed. I was only allowed to wear
the collar and a pair of studded black leather wristbands Ashley
had pulled from the box. I felt stranger and darker and more
uncomfortable inside than I had out at the pool. Also, the fact
they were now fully dressed placed an even greater distance between
them and me in terms of status I guess you could say, or maybe
importance or maybe in this case dominance.

They were intent on taking more pictures and
videos. In fact that started when I was in the shower. As soon as
Ava was done with me. She rinsed off but ordered me to stay in the
shower stall as she dried herself off. Then she got her camera and
had me soap myself up again while she took video.

“Now lean back against the corner and spread
your legs and masturbate for the camera,” she ordered.

“Do I have to?” I whined.

“Maybe you’d like to get a strap across your
little bubble butt again?”

“No, Mistress Ava,” I gulped.

So I leaned back and ran my soapy hands up
and down my body, kneaded my breasts and slid my fingers down to
pretend to masturbate while she held up her phone. Of course doing
that with just her, this dangerous, dark-eyed black girl who lusted
after girls and had treated me so roughly aroused me all over
again. Enough that I didn’t have to fake the orgasm which came over
me.

After I was dried off and my hair was done
then she and Ashley and Emma had me posing in various positions on
the bed. Then when we get went downstairs I had to bend over sofas
and tables and lay back and spread my legs and pose in other
revealing ways while they took more pictures.

I was still not allowed to speak unless
spoken to and whenever they addressed me it was to call me ‘slave
girl’ or ‘blonde girl’ or ‘slut’ or something like that. I was
getting more and more nervous being naked in the house the way I
was as time passed. And finally broke their rule about talking.

“Your parents aren’t due home anytime soon,
are they, Ashley?”

“Did you hear this slut talk without
permission?” Ava demanded.

“And she dared to call me by my name,” Ashley
said indignantly.

“You guys!” I said anxiously.

“She still thinks we’re guys,” Emma said.

“Well, we did all fuck her with our big
cocks,” Ashley replied to laughter from the other two.

“Your parents aren’t coming home anytime
soon, are they?” Emma asked.

“You think I’d have her standing around like
this if they were? My mom would freak if she came in now.”

“I’m sure your dad would be happy,” Emma
said.

Ashley glowered at her.

“Come here, slut,” Emma said.

I was grateful to her for clarifying that
Ashley’s parents weren’t due home. I rose off my knees and started
to stand.

“No! Crawl here.”

I flushed and felt another dark ripple of
outraged heat as I fell onto all fours and crawled around the table
to where she was slouched on the sofa.

“Lay across my lap like the bad little blonde
girl you are,” Emma said.

Ashley laughed. “Yes, give her a spanking,”
she said.

I hesitantly and reluctantly rose up and then
crawled across her lap. Ava came across from the loveseat where she
had been sitting and gripped my wrists, pulling them behind my back
and locking the wristbands together.

“Wait,” Ashley said. “She can still get her
fingers in the way.”

She dashed from the room and then soon
returned with a thin stainless-steel chain. She bent over and
clipped it to the ring in the back of the collar, then lifted my
wrists up underneath my shoulder blades. I felt the other end of
the chain being attached to the back of the restraints to hold them
in place as she stepped back and sat down to watch.

Getting spanked would be a humiliating thing,
but it would be particularly degrading to be spanked by Emma
because she was smaller than I was and weaker and a nerd girl. Her
hand caressed my buttocks as I lay across her lap and then slid
down between them rubbing at the base of the butt plug I still had
inside me then sliding down to caress my naked sex.

“Why is this blonde’s pussy empty?” she
asked.

“You have a point,” Ava said. “Blondes should
have a cock in them all the time.”

“Or two,” Ashley said.

“Or three!” Emma said.

Ashley found the dildos and Emma soon had one
lubed up and all but buried in my pussy.

“You’re a bad little blonde girl,” she said
sternly.

As she said it her fingers were stroking my
clitoris.

“She’s also a filthy little blonde slut,” Ava
growled.

“That’s true,” Ashley said, nodding
sagely.

Crack!

I winced as Emma slap my bottom.

“Are you a filthy little blonde slut?” she
asked accusingly.

I didn’t have to be a genius to know what
answer I was supposed to give to that.

“Yes, Mistress Emma!” I gulped.

Crack!

“Apologize.”

“Crack!

“Apologize for being a filthy little blonde
slut!”

“I’m sorry for being a filthy little blonde
slut, Mistress, Emma!” I exclaimed.

She pumped the dildo in and out of me as her
fingers stroked my clitoris.

“Are you sorry for being a brainless blonde
fuck toy?” Emma demanded.

Holy geez!

“Yes, Mistress Emma!” I moaned. “I’m sorry
for being a brainless blonde fuck toy!”

Crack!

“Dirty little blonde girl!” she chided
me.

Then her hand began to crack down against my
bottom hard and fast and my skin heated up and began to burn. I
squirmed and moaned helplessly, gasping and whimpering as the heat
and pain both grew.

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

“Apologize for being a bad little slave
girl.”

“I-I’m sorry for being a-a bad little slave
girl, Mistress Emma!” I panted.

Her left hand kneaded my breast as I
squirmed, her fingers rolling and lightly pinching my stiff
nipples. Her right descended between my thighs again, her fingers
rubbing my clitoris.

“You are a disgusting little blonde slut!”
she said sternly.

She drew the dildo out of me and I felt her
fingers slip inside. One, then two, then three. They pumped in and
out, twisting and turning as her left hand moved up and down to
slap my bottom.

“You have to learn to obey your betters, you
nasty little blonde.”

“And your betters means everyone!” Ava called
across from the other side of the coffee table.

“Well, except for another blonde,” Ashley
said in amusement.

Emma’s fingers felt wider and wider as she
worked them slowly in and out, twisting them from side to side. I
groaned as she forced four fingers inside me, the mouth of my pussy
stretched wide.

Then they got wider still. I could feel the
pushing at me in a wedge that got thicker and thicker, and I began
to twist and jerk helplessly.

“Ungh! Oh! That’s too big!” I gasped.

“Bitch is still talking,” Ava said.

She got up and came over to me holding the
double-headed dildo in her hand. She gripped my hair and pulled it
back then pushed one end of the dildo into my open mouth.
Meanwhile, Emma was slowly forcing her fingers even deeper. It was
only when I felt the pressure of what had to be her hard little
knuckles against the opening to my body that I realized she was
trying to fit her entire hand inside me!

“Nghaa! Mfhhg!” I cried around the dildo.

They laughed as Ava shoved the dildo down my
throat, all of it. I could actually feel it going down into my
chest! Meanwhile, Emma slowly managed to push whole her hand
through the aching entrance of my sex and I shuddered and moaned as
I felt it burrowing deeper.

My pussy lips closed around her wrist as she
slowly turned her hand from side to side inside my abdomen. I was
astonished, horrified, and kind of awed. Yes, she had a small hand
but the idea that the whole of it was inside me was shocking!

Ava peered across from where she was slowly
pumping the 20-inch-long dildo up and down in my mouth and
throat.

“You going to fist the little bitch?”

“Why not?” Emma asked happily.

“I can’t think of a reason myself.”

I squirmed and twisted frantically but could
do little especially as my chest was burning and my head pounded
from lack of air. Ava pulled the long dildo up and out of my mouth
and it was like watching and it seemed endless as inch after inch
appeared.

She pulled it free and I coughed repeatedly,
then gulped in air even as I felt the strange sensation of Emma’s
fingers wiggling up inside me. They drew slowly back into the palm
of her hand, one by one, and then her hard, solid fist twisted from
side to side before pushing deeper.

“Oh my God! Emma, please!” I gasped.

Ava shoved the dildo back in my mouth and
down my throat again.

“Don’t worry, sex slave,” Emma said. “I know
what I’m doing.”

Ashley brought over the vibrator and placed
it underneath me so that it was basically wedged in between Emma's
thigh and the top of my pussy. I shuddered as it began to vibrate
against my clitoris while Emma slowly worked her fist in and
out.

Of course, Ashley and Ava had their phones
out and were taking videos both of Ashley’s hand inside me and the
big dildo moving in and out of my open mouth.

“This is what it means to be our sex toy,
little slave girl,” Ashley taunted me.

Ashley pulled the butt plug out of my ass and
worked a dildo down inside me even as Emma forced her fist deeper
and deeper. Ava pulled the big dildo about and then released it,
stepping back to take pictures as I trembled and twitched and
gurgled dazedly.

Meanwhile, Emma worked her fist in and out
slowly, battering down my muscles, battering down my mind.

“You know you love big things in your pussy,
blonde girl,” Ashley said.

“Blonde sluts love getting fucked by
anything,” Ava said. “Doesn’t matter what it is. Any large object
will do, or any male, be he human, horse, or dog. Blondes are all
sex-crazed sluts.”

“Well, there might be some intelligent
blondes somewhere who have morals,” Ashley said piously.

Then she forced the dildo all the way into my
butt.

“Of course, Summer isn’t one of them.”

Emily pumped her fist in and out and just as
before, my mind collapsed as my hips began to tremble and buck up
in a wild, frenzied eruption of muscle spasms as my mind was
overcome by heat.

“Look at the little blonde slut,!”

“Shove your fist deeper!” Ava growled.

Emma pumped her fist slowly in and out as I
ground myself down on the vibrator and started to scream. Ava
picked up her camera to record me rather than blocking my cries of
pleasure and I screamed all the air that my lungs then began making
a series of incoherent cries with every thrust of Emma’s best.

“Ungh! Ungh! Nguhh! Unggh! Ngghha!
Unnnng!”

Every time her fist pushed forward I felt the
shockwave of sensation and emotion rolling through me and threw my
head back wildly.

“Unnngh! Oohhhh! Ohhh! Pleeease! Ohhh! Oh!
Please!” I cried.

“You hear that?” Eva said. “She says please
fuck me harder.”

The scalding heat came in wave after wave,
washing away my mind, turning me once again into a gurgling,
insensible creature of instinct and emotion, of pleasure and
pain.

I didn’t know what was happening to me,
didn’t understand it, and to be honest, didn’t care. I reveled in
the pleasure, and the intensity of the overwhelming heat flaying my
mind. Every time Emma pushed her fist into me my entire body
shuddered as if every nerve ending was crackling and every muscle
spasming.

It… hurt, but the pain was nothing compared
to the pleasure. And so while my body tried to pull forward my mind
simply collapsed.

The girls laughed in amusement as I lost my
mind, my hips rolling violently up and back as Emma rotated her
fist and moved it in and out.

“Slutty little blonde!” Ashley cheered.

“Cock loving blonde fuck doll!” Ava
exclaimed.

“Her cunt is sucking and squeezing on my
hand,” Emma said.

“Shove your fist deeper,” Ava said. “See if
you can get it right through to come out of her open mouth.”

They all laughed at that as the orgasm
finally worked its way through me and I collapsed, trembling and
moaning dazedly.

Emma eased her hand slowly back down and out
then fondled my breast and caressed my buttocks before rolling me
off onto the floor where I lay on my back at her feet, gulping in
air, my chest heaving.
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I had planned to go home after our swim, but
Ashley had me call home and say I would be staying the night with
her. It wasn’t like I had never done that before, so no one thought
anything of it.

The difference this time, of course, was that
I had a vibrator in my pussy and a big dildo up my butt, underneath
my clothes of course. And Ashley could still operate the vibrator
through her phone app. That made dinner uncomfortable, to say the
least.

Her parents acted like everything was normal,
as did Emma and Ashley. Of course, it was more difficult for me
whenever she turned on the damned vibrator.

Everything wasn’t normal, of course. And as
soon as her parents went out for the evening they stripped my
clothes off again.

And by the way, it’s really hot when people
practically tear your clothes off!

“You guys!” I moaned.

“Just because we fuck you with our big cocks
is no reason to call us guys,” Ashley said, slapping my bottom.

Ashley and Emma pulled my wrist back behind
me and then pushed them upward until they were almost between my
shoulder blades. They tied them together there, ignoring my
complaints, and then also looped ropes around my arms to pull them
closer in against each other.

Ashley led me upstairs, and then opened the
door to the attic and led me up there. The attic was not a place we
went very much. It was not very clean, and not insulated, which
made it very cold in winter and very hot in summer. It was mostly
just a place where they stored all boxes and furniture I collapsed
chairs.

It had a very high peaked ceiling and you
could see the exposed roof joints overhead. The beams crossed from
wall-to-wall just below where the roof began to lean inward. And
there were a couple of vertical beams rising up from the floor to
that.

They had a flat, square board that they
placed on the floor and then attached a big dildo to the center. I
had to sit on my heels and work my pussy down the dildo until I had
it all the way up inside me. They made me pull my knees wide and
then tied my lower legs and ankles down. Ashley threw a soft black
rope over the beam above us and brought it down in front of me and
then carefully tied two loops into it and placed them around my
breasts.

She tugged on the rope so that the loops were
firm around the base of my breasts, squeezing them so they were
aching and almost taut, and fed the rope up across a ceiling beam.
With that done she tied a loop into a second rope and placed it
around my throat. This one she fed back and down to attach
somewhere behind me on the floor.

Emma was carefully placing a vibrator against
my thigh, tying it with cords so the tip pressed against my
clitoris.

“It’s fucking hot in here,” Emma
complained.

“Well, almost finished. Only the sex slave
will have to stay.”

I was already starting to sweat but knew
there wasn’t much point in complaining.

Ashley brought up a laptop and placed it on a
chair facing me, then turned it on so that the webcam was watching
me.

“Now we can keep our eye on you while we’re
comfortable and in the cool air-conditioned living room,” she
said.

She turned on the vibrator and then the two
of them, giggling, left.

To tell you the truth, I was about done with
sex for the day, mentally and physically exhausted. But I still
found the fantasy of myself as a poor, beautiful, naked, abused sex
slave pretty intriguing and exciting.

The vibrator however had a predictable
effect. Like alcohol or drugs, it began to change my body and then
my mind. It didn’t come as fast as before, because like I said I
was kind of exhausted. I’d had tons of orgasms already that day,
and parts of me were awfully sore.

But with the vibrator goading me on and the
big cock inside, I began to squirm there on the floor. As the heat
rose my instincts took over and I pushed myself up a little on the
dildo to sink back down again. That was when I found out how clever
they had been.

When I rose upward the rope that was looped
around my neck tightened. At the same time, the loops around my
breasts loosened. And as I sank back down the opposite happened. I
was startled, at first, but then paid little attention. The effect
wasn’t all that strong when I only rose up an inch or so.

Of course, the most delicious part of having
a cock inside me was having it with just the head inside so I could
slide all the way down and feel that long deep penetration. So I
started to ride up higher as the heat grew deeper. Now the ropes
were tightening and loosening much more. By the time I was halfway
up the dildo the rope was tight enough around my throat I couldn’t
breathe, even with my head forced back sharply.

It was still no big deal because as soon as I
slid back down again the rope loosened. The other one around my
breasts didn’t hurt or anything but as I rode slowly up and down
the ropes there tightened and loosened repeatedly as if squeezing
my breasts again and again.

The more excited I got, the higher I rose,
even though that made my eyes bulge as the rope tightened around my
neck. And the faster I rode the less time it had to loosen up as I
slid back down before pushing myself back up again.

The vibrator drove me on, my inner heat
getting more and more intense at how outrageous this was. My head
was getting fuzzy from lack of oxygen as well as arousal. And I
knew I was going to have a massive orgasm before long.

I was also sweating like a pig, but since I
was naked didn’t pay much attention to it. In fact, I wasn’t paying
much attention to much of anything other than my own inner heat.
But the way my heart was pounding and blood racing combined with
the exertion I was undergoing and the heat which had built up in
the attic all day I was literally dripping sweat down my body.

Not being able to breathe properly didn’t
help either!

When the orgasm hit I forced myself up and
down frantically, crying out in pleasure and heat, though the rope
around my throat kept much from coming out but gurgling and
croaking sounds.

It must’ve been something about how all this
slave girl stuff was hitting my mind. I never had orgasms like this
before. But today there were all just incredible. There must’ve
been something deep in my subconscious that was ferociously
attracted to this sort of fantasy.

The orgasm just blasted my mind to pieces and
turned me into a ravening animal that cared about nothing but the
immediate pleasure I was drowning in. That included the camera
watching me, the fact I couldn’t breathe, or how horribly hot and
sweaty I was.

When it finally passed I was barely
conscious. I sank back down onto the dildo, my body twitching and
trembling as I gulped in air. My breasts throbbed and my head
pounded.

I was soon able to steady my breathing and
that stopped my head from pounding. But I was still exhausted, kind
of dazed, and sweat was still trickling slowly down my body. The
vibrator was still turned on in still pressed against me.

And so, ten minutes later I was desperately
riding up and down on the big dildo once again, gurgling and
moaning and crying out pleasure, riding harder and faster as I
frantically tried to reach that peak again. I did, and collapsed
once more, gasping for breath.

The muscles in my abdomen were aching
fiercely from the violent muscle spasms that I was experiencing
during these intense orgasms. I almost didn’t want to have another
one. But I couldn’t stop it! My legs were soon aching as I rode up
and down, up and down, up and down, gasping and choking as the
ropes tightened repeatedly around my throat and breasts.

The two of them came up the stairs again, but
I was in such a state of hazy exhaustion I hardly noticed it until
they were right there next to me. Emma did something with the
laptop while Ashley untied the rope from my neck and then removed
the other one from my breasts, which throbbed and pulsed.

She and Emma were both naked, except that she
was wearing, for some reason, high-heeled black leather boots with
stiletto heels.

They pulled me up off of the dildo and then
laid me on my side on the dirty, dusty floor. Then Emma
repositioned the laptop as Ashley stood back about six feet. Emma
wasn’t entirely naked, I noted as she rose from the computer. She
was wearing one of those strap-on harness things. She removed the
dildo from the floor and attached it to the front of the harness as
Ashley snapped her fingers at me.

“Crawl to me, slave girl,” she ordered in a
stern voice. “Crawl your belly to your mistress.”

I moaned dazedly and lay where I was gasping
for breath. Emma came over and I saw she had basically what looked
like a small skipping rope in her hand which had been cut a few
feet from the handle. She swung it down and it snapped against my
buttocks to deliver a stinging jolt of pain that made me gasp.

“Obey your mistress, slave girl,” she said
sternly.

“Crawl to me in your belly, you slutty little
blonde slave girl,” Ashley said.

Groaning, I started to wriggle towards her
and Emma brought the rope down across my bottom again, making me
yelp in pain. I wriggled a little more energetically, though it
made my breasts grind against the floor.

She brought the rope down across my bottom a
third time and I squealed in pain and wriggled harder. Then she
adjusted the laptop to watch me wriggling slowly across the floor
on my belly until I reached where Ashley stood over me.

“Raise your white little ass in the air,
blonde girl. High into the air and spread your legs.

Trembling, dazed, overheated, panting for
breath, I forced my hips up into the air and drew my knees forward
until I was in that same very obscene and submissive position they
had put me in that afternoon. Emma followed me over with the
skipping rope had brought it down against my bottom again so that I
yelped in pain.

“Beg your mistress to fuck you, slave girl,”
Emma said.

Crack!

“Uhnnnh! Please fuck me, Mistress Ashley!” I
panted weakly.

“You’re not begging hard enough, slave
girl.”

Crack! Crack! “Beg your mistress for
cock, sex slave.”

“Please may I have some cock, Mistress
Ashley!” I moaned.

Crack! Crack!

“You need to put more feeling into it, slut.
Lick her boots. Long, eager licks. Let’s see some tongue work.”

Crack!

I gasped in pain and dazedly licked at
Ashley’s letter boot.

“Harder, slut.”

Crack! Crack!

I licked my tongue frantically across
Ashley’s boot again and again and begged for cock.

“Please may I have some cock, Mistress?!”

“Lick harder, you filthy blonde slut.”

I licked my way up and down along her boot
and then around the heel and then onto her second boot while I
begged for cock.

I felt something against my opening and then
Emma slowly pushed the big dildo into my body. I shuddered and
continued to lick as Emma started to fuck me hard and fast. And it
took almost no time before I exploded into yet another massive
climax that took both my breath and mind away in a churning,
howling storm of pleasure and passion.

Laughing, the two of them took the ropes
which had been tied to my breasts and throat and wrapped them
around my ankles, then slowly lifted my legs up into the air, then
pulled so they rose even higher. My bottom came off the floor and
then my lower back and then my shoulders and finally I was hanging
upside down, suspended by the ankles with my legs spread wide.

They left me like that for the rest of the
evening, occasionally activating the vibrator, which they pushed
into me again, by remote control.

At some point, they came and got me again,
but I was like a zombie by then. They brought me downstairs, untied
me, then brought me into the bathroom and washed me. That was a
good thing since I was totally filthy, all sweaty but covered in
dust.

I slept in Ashley’s bed as I always did when
I visited. The difference this time was I was naked and my wrists
were tied behind my back. But I was so exhausted I barely
noticed.

*

The next day we went shopping together. I had
not worn a change of clothing, but they had prepared. I wore one of
Ashley’s denim skirts and a thin white tank top which apparently
Emma had brought given it was way too tight for me. Likewise, the
denim skirt was way too short. It was short enough on Ashley and I
was several inches taller than her.

I don’t wear tight clothes, as a rule. I was
extremely self-conscious about how tight the tank top was across my
breasts. Especially since they hadn’t allowed me to wear a bra. It
was bad enough walking on the sidewalk, but much more embarrassing
on the bus, and still worse once we got to the mall.

I knew every guy we passed was staring at my
chest and that everyone behind was looking at how short the skirt
was. Ashley and Emma also went out of their way to stop and say
hello to anyone they knew, especially the guys. I also knew that if
my nipples weren’t completely visible, they were at least
completely obvious.

One of the places we went to was the lingerie
shop, where they had me try on the sluttiest lingerie they could
find along with the tiniest bikinis the store sold. And of course,
I had to model for them with the curtain to the fitting room open
and them standing there saying outrageous things about my breasts,
my ass, and my pussy.

Honestly, I’m not usually easy to push
around. But the previous day had done something strange to my mind,
drawn out a weird sort of submissive masochistic sexual hunger that
was thrilled by being mistreated. At least, mistreated in a certain
sort of sexual way.

Of course, then we returned to Ashley’s place
and went out back. They had me wear this tiny little bikini that
was so small on top that it really only covered the center of my
breasts, and the bottom was a tiny triangle of material in the
front that led between my legs and up between my buttocks to an
upside-down triangle just below the small of my back.

I was surprised, actually, that they let me
wear anything. So I didn’t protest. It was a private backyard,
after all, with high hedges. I never would’ve gone along with that
stuff the previous day otherwise.

Ava showed up, which made me blush for some
reason. I knew her a lot less than the other two, then she seemed a
lot sterner and like she didn’t like me that much. I mean, I knew
the others were sort of mocking me a little, but mostly they were
just playing a sexy game. But the way Ava treated me made me think
she really didn’t think much of me, partly for being blonde and
partly for liking guys.

“Why is the blonde allowed to wear clothes?”
she demanded.

She walked right up to me took off my bikini
top, then yanked down the little bottom.

“I got something for you to wear, you blonde
slut.”

She had a bag with her and she reached in and
took out a blindfold. She put it over my eyes and then I heard
giggling from the other two and then some kind of metal sound, like
chains clinking. I felt a chain of some kind being placed around my
waist, then some kind of metal bracelets put on my wrists and then
my ankles.

Something metal went around my neck and then
my arms were brought down to my side and I found that my wrists
were now trapped there, attached to the chain thing around my waist
on either side of my hips. Hands gripped me and bent me over the
table then someone slapped my bottom sharply.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I obeyed at once and I felt something slick
and hard and narrow being pushed against my wrinkled little back
opening. It widened quickly and then widened again and then
abruptly narrowed so I figured it was another butt plug, though a
longer one. A moment later I felt fingers rubbing at my pussy and
then something hard was pushed slowly into my body.

There was no point in complaining that it was
too thick. Although really, it wasn’t as thick as the black dildo
Ava had used on me the previous afternoon. Still, it was hard and
thick and I moaned as it pushed deeper and deeper into my belly. I
was pulled upright, and then I felt something, some kind of chain
being pulled from the base of the thing they put into my pussy up
my abdomen to fasten to the front of the chain around my waist.

Hands tugged on my hair, forcing my head way
up and back.

“Open your mouth, you blonde slut.”

I moaned and obeyed and something that felt
like a metal ball was worked into my mouth. Then another, narrow
chain was drawn across my cheeks and around behind my head.

“Where did you get all this stuff?” I heard
Ashley ask.

“A woman I know has lots of interesting
stuff,” Ava replied.

When they pulled the blindfold off I blinked
my eyes in the bright sun and looked down my body to see that as I
had suspected there was a narrow, stainless-steel chain circling my
waist, low on my hips. There were two bracelets on my wrists which
were attached to the chain on either side of me. There were two
more around my ankles and they were attached together with a short
chain.

Then Ava took another pair of very in chains
and attached them to the front of the collar around my neck,
leading them down to my nipples. There were small rings on the end
and she placed one around each nipple and then turned a tiny screw
so that they closed until I started to wince and then wriggle in
their grasp. She adjusted the length of the chains so they were
perfectly taut but not pulling on me.

Ashley took a picture of me and then showed
it to me and I stared at how outrageous I looked in the chains and
collar and the stainless-steel ball filling my mouth keeping me
from closing it. Not to mention the chains attached to my
nipples.

The bottom half inch or so of the thick,
stainless-steel thing they had pushed into my pussy was still
visible sticking out of me. The chain attached to it went up across
my clitoris, and when they had me move, it kind of rubbed lightly
against me.

“As she looks like a proper little sex
slave,” Ava said.

“Yes, but you can’t do much with her.”

“Of course, you can. You can whip her and
spank her and flog her and strap her and do lots of other things to
torture her.”

“You have a one-track mind, girl,” Ashley
said.

“Well, you can also take the gag out of her
mouth and have her lick your pussy. Not that she’s very good at
that.”

“She’s getting better,” Emma said. “We were
teaching her yesterday evening and this morning.”

“And of course, we can always use this,” Ava
said.

“An instant later the thing in my pussy
revealed itself to be a vibrator, not that that came as a huge
surprise to me. I quivered as it began to thrum with energy,
already aroused despite myself.

Ava put on a bikini and they settled down on
the chaise lounges as I knelt on the ground, fighting not to show
the reaction my body was starting to feel toward the vibrator and
this wildly exciting bondage stuff.
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Two more women arrived! I didn’t know either
one of them, which made it even more humiliating for me as they
came into the backyard and saw me kneeling there, sitting on my
heels, my knees wide and the base of the vibrator protruding from
my tautly stretched opening.

Just as when Ava arrived all I could do was
drop my head, my face burning as they came into the backyard,
greeting everyone as if they knew them all. One was an older black
woman, who might have been thirty, and a little taller than Ava,
but with shoulder-length hair. The other was a short girl with a
sweet face and hair that was only a little longer than a shaved
head and colored pink

I tried to be as unnoticeable as possible.
But of course, a naked girl with chains on her body was pretty
darned visible out in the sun. The black woman’s name was Grace,
And the girl with the hair dyed pink was Lily.

“Why is this slut naked?” Grace asked.

“She likes to show off,” Ava said.

“She thinks she has the world’s best
breasts,” Ashley said, “And she wants everyone to see them.”

Of course, I was indignant that they were
pretending it was my idea, but I didn’t think that these newcomers
would actually believe that anyway. Not that there was anything I
could do about it with the gag in my mouth.

“You know blondes,” Ava said.

“Blondes are such sluts,” Lily said.

“Everyone knows that blondes are cock
hungry,” Grace replied.

“Yes we have to give her something big for
her pussy all the time or she’s not happy,” Emma said.

“I hope that thing sticking out of her is a
long one,” Graves said.

“Come here, slut,” Ava barked.

I cringed at her words but knew that if I
didn’t obey I’d get some kind of stinging punishment. So, heart
pounding, I rose off my heels and then kind of knee-walked over to
where she sat. She gripped my hair and dragged me forward across
her lap and maybe spread my legs as she slapped my bottom
sharply.

A moment later she undid the chain from the
base of the vibrator and pulled the long, thick, metal tube slowly
down out of my pussy.

“That’s a long one,” Lily said.

“Look how wet she is,” Grace sneered.

“That’s what blondes are like,” Emma
said.

I felt the vibrator shoved back up inside me
and squeaked as the nose jammed against the back wall of my pussy.
Then she tightened the chain in place and jerked me back by the
hair until I was back on my knees on the ground.

“Go over and see Grace, slut,” she
ordered.

Since they were all kind of facing each other
in a circle I didn’t have far to go. But I still kept my eyes
downcast, my face hot as I shuffled over beside the other black
girl.

She reached forward and cupped one of my
breasts, squeezing it firmly.

“She does have nice tits,” she said.

“Yes, but she’s a cock loving whore,” Ava
replied.

“Doesn’t mean the little bitch can’t be
taught to do something useful,” Lily said.

Grace pulled the bottom of her bikini off,
raised her legs and draped them across the arms of the lounge
chair, and then pulled me in by the hair.

“Lick my pussy, slave girl.”

The demand both thrilled and dismayed me at
the same time I knew nothing about this woman! It was outrageous to
think she could come in here and simply demand that I perform oral
sex on her. But as I’ve said already, outrageous demands were like
a narcotic to me while I played this wicked game! And the idea of
having to perform oral sex on a complete stranger while my wrists
were chained to my sides seemed even more darkly realistic to the
fantasy.

So self-conscious and embarrassed as I was I
did nothing to resist as she pulled me forward between her thighs,
she undid the chain holding the ball in my mouth, and pulled it
free.

Then she shoved my face in between her thighs
and I started licking her pussy.

I felt something sting my bottom, like some
kind of thin stick cutting down across my buttocks.

“Spread your legs, slut!” Ava said. “Don’t
you know that blonde girls always keep their legs wide apart so
everyone can see what they got?”

I gasped in pain and spread my legs open as I
continued to lick at Grace’s pussy.

She reached down and fondled my breast,
squeezing and tugging at it so the nipple pulled against the little
ring around it and burned.

I felt fingers at my clitoris, then. They
started to rub skillfully as the stainless-steel vibrator pumped in
and out.

“She feels nice and tight,” Lily’s voice said
from behind me.

I couldn’t see anything there because my face
was jammed between Grace’s thighs and my soft hair was splayed
across and around my face. But the vibrator was pulled free and
then an ordinary dildo started to thrust into me. Before long I
could feel hips slapping against my buttocks as Grace tugged on my
hair and ordered me to suck on her clitoris.

I didn’t hear a word from the other three,
just from Grace and Lily as Lily fucked me with a strap-on and
Grace growled threats and insults at me while she demanded I lick
harder.

“Crack!

“What’s my name, blonde girl?” Lily demanded
from behind me.

Crack!

“M-Mistress Lily!” I gasped.

“What’s my name, you miserable little cock
loving slut?” Grace demanded.

“Mistress Grace!” I moaned.

“And are you going to be a good, obedient
little sex slave?” Grace demanded.

“Yes, Mistress Grace!” I gasped.

“That’s because you’re a fuck toy, isn’t it,
slut?” Lily demanded, slapping my bottom again.

“Yes, Mistress Lily!” I panted.

“Say it, slut.”

“I’m a fuck toy, Mistress Lily!”

“What you are is a blonde fuck toy,” Grace
said, twisting her fingers in my hair. Say it, slut.”

“I’m a blonde fuck toy, Mistress Grace!” I
cried.

It was so dirty, so nasty, so wicked and edgy
and… and hot to say things like that about myself in front of
virtual strangers! My pulse was racing and my whole body was
thrumming with sexual tension!

Crack!

“Do you love having a cock inside you, sex
toy?” Lily asked.

“Ahh! Yes, Mistress Lily!” I gasped.

“Say it, slut.”

“I-I love having a cock inside me, Mistress
Lily!”

I was starting to make progress on Grace from
the way she was beginning to wriggle around and tighten her fingers
in my hair. And Lily was making progress on me because this was so
dark and nasty and kinky and hot. And she and Grace were both
roughly squeezing and fondling my breasts and treating me very much
like a sex slave.

“Yeah! Like that, blonde bitch! Harder!”
Grace moaned.

I licked her harder and she jammed my face in
against her pussy as she came.

She released my hair but Lily grabbed it
instead, pulling my head up and back, raising my chest off of the
lounge chair, and allowing me to see a little more around me
again.

Even in the midst of the dark heat gripping
me I felt a shock as I realized that there were two women sitting
on either side of Grace and I’d never seen either one before in my
life!

There were both brunettes. And they were both
closer in age to Grace then me. One had collar-length hair on her
left side and a shaved head on her right. The other had a mannish
haircut. Both of them were obviously lesbians. Both of them were
staring at me lustfully. But with more than a little contempt in
their eyes.

My mind squirmed wildly!

Lily pulled me back and around and I saw
there were two other women on the other side of the circle of
chairs. I didn’t know them either! One was a Chinese girl while the
other might have been in Arabic. The Chinese girl looked around
thirty while the Arab woman could have been ten years older. The
other four women were all fully clothed watching me.

I, of course, was on my knees, bent forward,
with my wrists chained to my hips, and my upper body bowed back as
Lily gripped my hair and thrust her strap-on cock up into my
pussy.

I wasn’t gagged but I certainly had no idea
what to say. My face was on fire. Inside, I was stunned. I felt
lost among all the strangers, especially given that I was naked
and… helpless…

I was stunned, of course, I felt a sense of
impending panic as my mind churned violently. Suddenly finding
myself like this in the midst of a group of strange women… And they
were women, not girls, which was a huge shock.

I suddenly felt like I was a little girl who
had been caught doing something naughty by the adults. Something
shameful. Of course, I knew that this was all arranged, that those
pictures. I mean Ashley and Emma had arranged this to shock me, to
embarrass me, maybe to lead me into a darker part of that dark
fantasy they had already created for me.

It certainly felt more realistic now! I
didn’t know any of these people! And suddenly I was completely
naked in front of them while they watched me being fucked like a
whore, like a weakling slut who would let people do anything to
her! And since it was obvious that most, if not all of them were
lesbians I didn’t have to have a very good imagination – although I
had a very good imagination – to figure out just what kind of
contempt they must feel for me.

I wasn’t sure what I would’ve done, assuming
I could’ve done anything, but the pink-haired girl, Lily was at
least closer to my own age, and jerked back sharply on my hair so
that I cried out in pain. Her other hand fondled my breasts and
then slid down along my belly until her fingers found my
clitoris.

Her hips were working slowly in and out,
driving her big cock up into my pussy. And I knew that with my
knees apart and my upper body raised back like it was those women
could see it. They could see everything! There was nothing I could
do to hide myself! I was putting on a live sex show for them!

“Nasty little sex slave,” Lily purred softly
into my ear. “Blondes make excellent sex slaves,” she said in
amusement. “Because they love being touched.”

“They love being fucked, you mean,” the other
black woman said.

“They love having big cocks inside them,” one
of the other women said.

“The love showing off their slut bodies,” the
third replied.

“Isn’t it funny how blonde girls love the
idea of being slaves?” Grace said with a sneer.

“Only sex slaves,” the other black woman
said.

“This one obviously deserves to be a sex
slave,” the Asian woman said.

“She’s quite the slut,” the man said.

“But she’s such a pretty little slut,” Lily
said as her fingers stroked my clitoris as she pumped the dildo
slowly in and out of me.

“She’s a living, breathing sex toy,” the
Asian woman said.

“A blonde fuck doll,” Grace sneered.

The Asian woman got up and walked over to
stand in front of me. She reached down and took my hair from Lily
who released it and brought her free hand down to fondle my breast
instead. I gasped in pain as the Asian woman raised her skirt, then
put my face in against her sex.

She didn’t have to say anything. I started
licking, gasping, and moaning as she twisted her fingers in my hair
and Lily thrust harder and faster.

“She needs to stretch her tongue out more,”
the Asian woman said. “She’ll get lots of experience as a sex slave
and that should help.”

It was freaky to have them acting like a
really was a sex slave! Especially since they were grown-ups! And
yes, yes, I’m aware that technically so was I. But I never thought
of myself as one. I mean I was certainly glad to be an adult and to
have all the legal abilities to do stuff on my own. But I guess I
just hadn’t entirely grown out of thinking of myself as a girl, as
opposed to as a woman.

And so having ‘adults’ talking about me as if
I was really a sex slave, and using my body like they had the right
to, or like I would never even think of refusing, was kind of
unreal, and even disorienting. But it was also darkly thrilling in
a way, because it seemed more realistic. And the more realistic it
was, the more exciting and edgy.

The brunette had moved in beside me and knelt
down with the vibrator in her hand, pushing it down between my
thighs so that it rubbed against my clitoris while Lily fucked me
from behind. She also reached in to fondle my breasts and finger
the nipples. Or tried to. When the little ring things got in her
way she simply removed them, and then my burning nipples throbbed
powerfully!

“She does have wonderful breasts,” she said
admiringly.

“You shouldn’t use that pronoun,” the black
woman said. “Don’t say ‘she’. ‘She’ implies that you’re speaking
about a human being. A more appropriate term for a blonde fuck doll
would be ‘it’.”

The brunette laughed softly. “Then it has
lovely breasts.”

“It has a really nice little ass, too,” Lily
said.

“I like to take a riding crop to its round
little ass,” Grace said.

“I don’t think it’s even been properly
whipped yet,” I heard the other black woman say.

“I think any blonde slut who enjoys being a
slave should feel the taste of the whip,” Grace said.

All the while that they talked about me Lily
was fucking me with the big strap-on cock, the brunette was
grinding the vibrator against my clitoris, and she and the Asian
woman were fondling my breasts and caressing my body as I licked
the Asian woman’s pussy.

It was all so incredibly kinky and nasty and
perverted and wild and intense! And as my initial humiliation began
to fade into a dark heat I began to lose myself once again. All my
concern about how they looked at me, about ephemeral stuff like
pride and dignity, long were washed away under a flood of pleasure
and passion and dark hunger.

I couldn’t resist it if I tried and I didn’t
try. I embraced the thrill of it, embraced the excitement and
passion, and arousal. For it shielded me from humiliation. By
embracing the role that had been created for me as some kind of
living sex doll that provided another shield. For this was, after
all, how a sex slave was supposed to act, supposed to behave.

Therefore there was nothing to be ashamed of,
nothing to apologize for, and nothing to feel like I was doing
anything wrong. Of course, I knew I was. It would’ve been
unforgivable I suppose if it was with men. But doing it with girls
made it all just seem like a kinky sex game. Now it was women
rather than girls but I still clung to that thought. It was just a
kinky, exciting sex game.

And then the orgasm blasted through me and my
whole body began to tremble and shake as my hips bucked back
uncontrollably against Lily and her big cock. These powerful
orgasms were so intense they were becoming addictive. And I was
very quickly turning into an addict. A junkie!

And it wasn’t just that they were intense.
They just seemed to go on and on! They took complete control of me,
trashing my nervous system, stomping my brain into goo, and making
my muscle spasm. It was like I was transported to some strange
glittering realm of… of… rapture!

“It comes like a whore,” I heard Grace say
contemptuously.

“Well… blondes. What would you expect.”

“Yes, that’s what blondes are known for.”

“Blondes are all whores.”

“I want to feed this blonde slut some black
cock,” the other black woman growled.

“I already did,” Grace said. “She loves that
too.”

The Asian woman ground my face into her sex
as she came. Though her climax was not as loud or as violent as
mine. Or maybe she just hid it better. She moved aside and the
black woman knelt before the chair in her place. She was naked and
already had a big black strap-on cock jutting out from her
groin.

She seized my hair in both hands twisting it
deliberately as I gasped in pain, then forced my mouth over the
head of the thick dildo. It was so thick I could barely wrap my
lips around it as she pushed it slowly into my mouth. There was no
way I could’ve gotten it down my throat, but thankfully she seemed
content with filling my mouth with it and perhaps threatening to
push it into my throat.

Then Lily drew back and the woman dragged me
forward by the hair a few paces and then flung me to the
ground.

“On your back, slut! Spread your legs
wide.”

I was still dazed from the orgasm and moaned
as I rolled over and spread my legs. The Black woman knelt between
them then pressed the head of the thick black cock against my
already slick opening, then slowly pushed it into me. It ached, but
Lily had been fucking me for some minutes now. And though her dildo
was smaller, it was still pretty thick.

I groaned helplessly as the black woman
pushed deeper, then gripped my legs and lifted them up before
pushing them back against me. The others all gathered around to
watch and take videos as she

leaned forward over me, bending my body in
half, forcing my ankles back over my head until the backs of my
bare toes were pressed against the grass.

She started pumping her hips in and out,
faster and harder, forcing the big cock deeper into my quivering
belly until it ached with the fullness. That was only the start, of
course. She took her time getting it all inside. I didn’t think she
could, at first. But she forced it in until her hips were pressed
against my taut buttocks.

And then she started to just pound me! She
rammed her hips down, again and again, hammering them against my
straining buttocks, impaling me on the big black dildo with every
thrust.

The brunette still had the vibrator and slid
it in to grind the head against my clitoris. My eyes grew glassy
and then rolled back in my head. My whole body was shaking from the
hammer blows of her hips. My insides were being churned to hot
liquid by her giant cock.

And all the while she sneered down at me, her
face looking as if she was deliberately punishing me, or trying to.
She buried the thing inside me then dropped her body atop mine,
crushing my lips with her own. Her hands roughly jerked back on my
hair as her mouth hungrily moved against me.

I felt as if she was trying to devour me as
her hips ground against me and her mouth kissed me hard and rough
and demanding. Then she drew back, resuming her ruthless pounding.
The brunette leaned in and kissed me, roughly fondling one of my
breasts. Then the Asian woman did the same from the other side.
They took turns, the brunette and the Asian, ravaging my mouth as
the black woman ravaged my aching, burning pussy.

And somewhere in the midst of it, I came
again.
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I was blindfolded again. They led me into the
house, then up the stairs. Nobody said much of anything. But when
the door creaked and they led me up into the attic, I knew where we
were going. Just not why.

When we were upstairs they removed the chains
from my body but then I felt something that felt like thickly
padded leather being wrapped around both wrists. At the same time,
something that felt like the leather restraints they had used on me
before were placed around my ankles. I heard whispers among them
and then my arms were raised up and apart until my body was tautly
stretched.

I cried out in pain as my hair was jerked
back, and then a ball gag was pushed into my mouth. I felt a thick,
hard object pushing up into my pussy, then a second one going up my
bottom. I felt something pressing against the top of my sex on the
outside, and then it began to vibrate, along with the thing in my
pussy.

When the blindfold was pulled free I saw I
was surrounded by them all. Emma, Ashley, and Ava were all present.
Along with grace and Lily and the three women whose names I didn’t
even know. The women gathered excitedly around me, snapping
pictures as I stood there naked and spreadeagled!

I looked down and saw that there was a kind
of post protruding from the floor with a thick vibrator on its end.
The vibrator was mostly buried inside me, but had a curving branch
near the base that pressed up against my clitoris. The post had two
branches, the other one being occupied by the dildo that pushed up
into my bottom.

I looked up and saw that my wrists were
enveloped in thick leather restraints of some kind with heavy
padding. I felt a squirming self-consciousness at being the center
of all that attention from all those fully-dressed women.
Especially since I barely knew one, and didn’t know five others at
all.

“This blonde slut thinks it’s sexy to be a
slave,” the black woman said.

“I guess it should be taught a lesson them,”
Gray said.

“Is there anything blondes can learn other
than how to suck cock and lick pussy?” Ava asked with a sneer.

“They can learn the kind of discipline a
slave girl needs to know,” the black woman said.

“You can train a dog, so you should be able
to a train a blonde,” Ava said.

“I think dogs are smarter than blondes,”
Grace said.

I realized then that Grace had some kind of
long black leather whip thing in her hand and felt a jolt of fear
and anxiety. I was really, really getting into this slave fantasy
stuff but that didn’t mean I wanted to be tortured!

Of course, all I had seen of whips were from
pirate movies and stuff like that. But nothing I knew about them
led me to believe that feeling them hitting my body would bring any
pleasure.

There was a wicked little surge of thrilling
outrage at the thought of being whipped, but it was outweighed by
the fear and alarm growing within me.

“Blonde whore!” Grace snapped.

She swung her arm sharply and the whip swept
through the air. I call it a whip, for I had no other idea what it
might be called. It consisted of what looked like several dozen
black strips of leather about three feet long and perhaps a half
inch or so wide. They spread out as they flew through the air and
then swept down across my bottom with stinging force.

I screamed as they hit, but that was mostly
in anticipation of great pain, which thankfully did not arrive. It
stung… a little, but that was all. Maybe it would be better to say
all of them hitting at about the same time stung. None of them
stung very much. They were all just very thin pieces of leather.
But they all hit together and so a ripple of little shocks struck
my rounded bottom at about the same time.

“Whore!” she growled.

I wasn’t insulted. I was just filled with
relief that they hadn’t hurt more. I had been beginning to wonder
whether or not they had taken things too seriously and whether this
hot, sexy little game was real or something.

“Raise the bitch up a little bit,” Grace
said.

Ashley and Ava did something with the ropes
which were attached to my wrists and I felt pressure raising me up
off my heels onto the balls of my feet.

Crack! The whip step down across my
bottom a second time and I squeaked in pain.

“Slut!” The black woman growled.

“Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!
Crack!

The whip struck my buttocks repeatedly then
began to work its way up my back. Somehow it was even darker and
more outrageous when they landed across my shoulder blades and I
squealed loudly, my back arching.

But the wicked excitement of taking this dark
game to an even more outrageous level was filling me with heat once
again. My body was practically throbbing with it, pulsing as if it
was filled with pressure ready to burst at any second.

And then Grace stepped up in front of me and
she had a similar whip in her hand. Only hers was shorter, and the
little strips of leather had been replaced by little tendrils like
shoelaces. She sneered at me and then swung her arm so the
twenty-inch-long laces swept down to land across my breasts.

I cried out in pain as I felt what seemed
like dozens of sharp little stings across my sensitive, swollen
breasts. One even hit my nipple! But again, the pain wasn’t
anything like what I would have expected. It was really just a
little stinging. Except it was a lot of little stings! There
must’ve been about all thirty of those things striking around the
same time!

“Blonde slut!” All the women there said at
the same time.

Crack! Crack!

Grace and the other woman swung the lips at
the same time and they lashed my buttocks and breasts with stinging
little bites.

“Blonde whore! They all chanted again.

Crack! Crack!

“Blonde sex toy! They all chanted.

Crack! Crack!

 “Blonde sex
slave!”

Crack! Crack!

“Blonde fuck toy!

Crack! Crack!

“Blonde slave girl!

Crack! Crack!

My body writhed and twisted and strained as I
squealed and cried out at every blow. The little strips of leather
were lightweight and only stung a bit, but there was an awful lot
of them! And the more times they hit the more tender and sensitive
my flesh felt. My breasts were starting to throb and burn as the
little leather laces struck them again and again. My nipples felt
sore and swollen.

And then Ava moved in, and she too had one of
the whip things. Hers were only about a foot long and she stood
beside me and swung the thin laces in and down across my abdomen so
that they snapped at my pussy and inner thighs.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

I cried out even louder, though thankfully
the vibrator pressed against my clitoris protected it from any
direct blows.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sex slave!” They all chanted.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sex slave!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Sex slave!”

My whole body felt scoured and tender my
whole front aching and red by the time they finished. They drew the
vibrator out of me and then Emma knelt before me and started to
lick my clitoris. The small, delicate button was swollen and
exquisitely sensitive from the vibrations. Now, the soft, warm,
slick feel of her tongue was incredible as she squirmed her fingers
up inside me.

I felt the dildo being pulled out of my
bottom, and then fingers pushed against me there. I shuddered and
moaned, my eyes slit, drooling around the ball gag onto my chest as
Emma pushed her fingers deeper and sucked skillfully on my
clit.

My skin felt as if it was sunburned from
thighs to neck but my mind felt a deep sense of relief that it was
over. And then Ava and the black woman leaned in from either side
of me and began to suck and lick at my nipples and breasts.

The heat rapidly built up again and exploded
when I realized Emma was pushing her hand up inside me as she had
done the other day. And the Chinese woman who was kneeling behind
me was working her whole hand up into my ass!

After my mind was torn apart by another
massive orgasm the rest of the time in the attic was mostly a hazy
dream. I remember crawling on my belly to each of them to lick
their shoes or boots. I remember being fucked like a dog by several
of them wearing strap-on dildos. I remember licking a lot of
pussies, though I didn’t care then and didn’t know who they
belonged to.

It didn’t seem to matter.

Emma and Ashley washed me, though I was
mostly shell-shocked throughout. And then we went back and sat
around by the pool again, just the three of us. It was almost like
normal except they wore bikinis and I was still naked except for a
collar and restraints.

“No. Because you’re a sex slave,” Ashley said
when I asked about wearing my bathing suit.

When I returned home later that afternoon it
almost seemed strange to be wearing clothes again. Surprisingly,
the thin, red lines that the flogs had left across my skin had
mostly faded into invisibility. My skin still felt sore and tender,
though. Especially my breasts!

My jaw and tongue were sore, too from the
workout they’d gotten licking pussy. I could hardly believe what an
amazing two days that had been, and all the outrageous and kinky
and perverted things I had experienced! It was difficult to wrap my
mind around it all and come to terms with what had happened and who
I was.

All that lesbian stuff! All that bondage and
slave stuff! Not to mention how wild it had been to do that in
front of so many women, most of them strangers. I could hardly
believe how kinky Ashley had turned out to be! Of course, now, I
guess, I was kinky too.

But I still wasn’t a lesbian. Which made me
wonder what it would be like to do stuff like that with a guy. Or
guys! Yikes! That would be so insane! That would be so slutty!

There was no way I would, of course. I mean,
Ashley and Emma would keep quiet about things because they wouldn’t
want their reputation trashed either. But a guy would brag to
everyone he knew. Especially if it was someone that I knew, and who
knew others who knew me.

I have to admit that I looked at my body
differently now. I would be lying if I said that I didn’t always
have a certain amount of ego gratification in looking good, looking
sexy and hot. Society fucks with girls’ minds. It tells us we’re
not supposed to be proud of our bodies or our beauty and at the
same time it tells us that our entire value is in how hot and sexy
we are.

It also tells us that no matter how hot and
sexy we are, we’re not really supposed to do anything with it. Boys
are never told as they grow up that they shouldn’t let anyone see
too much leg or that they shouldn’t wear their shorts too tight or
their tops too small. But girls are raised on that almost from the
time they could speak.

Boys also don’t have their sexuality and
sexual interest repressed. They are expected to have raging
hormones, be horny all the time, and always be chasing after sex.
And girls are simply supposed to say no. Well, once you’re old
enough, if you’re in a committed relationship of some kind then
it’s okay. Otherwise, you’re a slut.

So, while I had always realized that my body
was pretty hot and sexy, now I really felt like a super sexual
being. I knew all the guys were hot for me, and now it looked like
all these girls, not to mention adult women who were gay, were also
super-hot for me.

Plus, a lot of my fear of the unknown had
faded in the face of the astonishing amount of sexual experience I
had gathered in the last two days. True, it wasn’t with guys, but
it was still incredible. The idea that girls had fucked me with
their fists still astonished me. And I could hardly believe I had
been tied up and whipped!

Okay, it wasn’t real whipping, but it was
the next thing to it! And I had masturbated with the dildo in front
of people! Yikes! And licked the girls’ pussies while somebody else
fucked me with a strap-on dildo. All of that was just
incredible!

It made every experience I’d had with a guy
pale into insignificance by comparison. In fact, I had now in just
two days had more sexual experience with girls than I had had with
guys in my whole life.

And it was wilder, hotter, kinkier sex,
too!

But I still wanted to do it with guys. Maybe
I was a little bisexual now. Although I don’t think it was so much
that I was turned on by them being girls, or by their bodies, as it
was that I was turned on being tied up and basically dominated and
‘forced’ to do stuff like a helpless prisoner or sex slave.

I guess there was something very masochistic
in that, even though pain did not turn me on. It wasn’t so much
pain as being abused, or at least pretend-abuse. It was the fantasy
that turned me on, the dark, wicked, kinky fantasy.

But as I posed for myself before my mirror,
looking for bruises or marks, I couldn’t help remembering the
pictures they had taken, not to mention the videos. I hadn’t seen
them but I wanted to. I wondered if they would be just as hot and
sexy as the videos on the Internet that the professional actresses
did.

Of course, I was also extremely wary and
anxious about who else they might show those pictures and videos
to. If they got out, they would absolutely destroy my reputation. I
wouldn’t be able to face even my own family.

When I looked in my closet nothing seemed
sexy enough for me. Some of my older things that didn’t fit anymore
were tight and were sort of sexy. But I was looking for something
less obvious than tight shorts. So I went on the Internet, looking
for sexy dresses and skirts and tops.

Not that I had much money to buy them. And
not that I still had a lot of courage about the thought of say
wearing a low-cut top in public. Yes, a bunch of women had seen my
bare breasts. But that didn’t mean I was going to feel anything
less than extremely self-conscious if I tried to walk around on the
street with half my boobs hanging out.

And that was the magic of that dark fantasy
that Ashley and Emma had created. Because it didn’t matter if I was
naked if I was a ‘sex slave’. Everyone expected me to look and act
like that. But going out in public was another thing entirely.
Which is why I was embarrassed when we went to the mall in that
short skirt and tight top.

I like the idea of showing off my body, but
not where people would think it wrong. Like, if I was on a beach in
Brazil and lots of girls were topless I would love to go topless.
But I sure wouldn’t do it at our local beach, because everybody
would point and stare, and the women would call me names.

And yes, they had called me names at
Ashley’s place, but that was different. That was part of the
fantasy that they had created. I knew they didn’t really mean it,
or at least mostly. Or at least even if they did it was okay in the
context of my being a ‘sex slave’.

So I wanted to look sexy, but not slutty
sexy. I wanted to look sexy in a careless, I’m not really trying
sort of way. It wasn’t hard as long as I wore the right things.
Because let’s face it, I look pretty hot. And I have a really hot
body.

Unfortunately, the sexiest outfit I had was
my uniform for work with its short tartan kilt and tight top. Well,
and a few club dresses. But I couldn’t wear those outside. Like I
said there is a place for everything. Club dresses are fine if
you’re going clubbing, but you sure don’t want to be seen in the
mall in one or everyone will be sneering at you.

Well, not the guys, of course. They’d just
be staring.

I ordered one dress I figured I could
afford, and a top that was tighter than I usually wore. But I
couldn’t afford to spend much because I was saving for college in
the fall.

I went to work that evening, and I felt
really sexy in the uniform. Maybe because of that, I flirted a bit
more than usual but my tips were pretty darn good. And I enjoyed
the way the men looked at me, without the self-consciousness I
sometimes felt before.

I couldn’t help wondering what those guys,
what those men would think if they had the slightest idea what I’d
been doing earlier in the day or yesterday. They’d probably have
huge erections and be drooling over the thought of getting their
hands on me.

In fact, if somebody had a video of that
whole afternoon of the backyard yesterday it would probably be the
most popular porn video in history. I had seen porn videos, of
course. It wasn’t that they turned me on, but I needed to see what
the guys were looking at you know. And of course, I measured myself
against what the guys thought was hot on the Internet.

So I had no doubt that if someone had made a
video of the whole thing instead of just taking individual pictures
or small pieces of videos with their phones it would turn on
millions and millions of men and guys.

Thankfully, that hadn’t happened. But I was
still leery of what kind of videos had been taken and who had them.
I didn’t know those other women and girls. And the more I thought
about it, the more anxious I became. So I texted Ashley.

Don’t worry about it, she said.
Those women are all dykes. They’re not going to post your
pictures on the Internet or send them to high school boys or recent
graduates. You only have to worry about the videos and pictures me
and Emma and Ava took. Sex slave!

That was a little reassuring except that I
didn’t really know Ava very well. Nor Emma, really.

Just don’t show them to anyone, I
texted back

Too late. We already put them on the
Internet. But don’t worry, we created an Only Fans membership for
you. So guys will have to pay to see the juiciest pictures and
videos.

Ha, I texted back. You’re so
funny.

I was pretty sure she was just saying that
to get a rise out of me. Pretty sure…

I went back to Ashley’s the next morning
because I wanted to see the videos and pictures and I wanted to get
her to delete them. But I’d be lying if I didn’t say I was hoping
there would be more nasty, edgy sex stuff. Like I said before, the
excitement and pleasure were like an addiction.

“Hey,” I said as she opened the door.

“Hey, sex slave,” she replied, nodding me
in.

She closed the door behind me and then
smirked.

“Take off your clothes, sex slave.”

“Ashley,” I protested. “I just want to see
those videos and pictures you guys took of me the last couple of
days. I’m worried someone I know might see them.”

“How would they see them? It’s not like
we’re going to send them to your parents or something. And we’re
not going to pass them around the people we know, either.”

“I’m still nervous about them. Not to
mention the one those other women took. I don’t know them at all.
And I don’t know Ava very well either.”

“But that’s good,” she said. “If they don’t
know you, then they probably don’t know anybody that you know. So
even if they were to show a video or picture to one of their
friends, that friend wouldn’t know who you were and you probably
would never see them in your life.”

“Probably is not as reassuring as you seem
to think it is,” I said sourly.

“Well get undressed and I’ll let you see
them all.”

I felt the swirling in my stomach and the
tightening of my chest. A sense of anticipation of what was to come
was starting to make my nipples tingle. But I still thought I had
to push back at least a little.

“Why should I get undressed for that?”

“Because I told you to, sex slave,” she
said.

She gripped my T-shirt and peeled it up my
body and I made only a halfhearted effort to stop her before it was
pulled over my shoulders and off. Then she basically undressed me
as I sort of halfway cooperated.

“Don’t worry, sex slave, I have something
for you to wear,” she said.

“Let me guess, a collar and chains,” I
said.

“Something like that.”
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The ‘something’ like that turned out to be a
kind of leather sleeve that she pulled up my arms when my hands
were clasped together behind my back. Then she did up some straps
which pulled the sleeve tighter and tighter so that my shoulders
began to ache.

“Not so far!” I gasped.

“You don’t give orders here, slave girl,”
she replied.

She then picked up this collection of
leather straps which were held together by rings and buckles.

“Where are you getting all this stuff?” I
asked. “Does it cost a lot?”

“I’m richer than you, poor girl.”

She ran one strap across the top of my
breasts, pressing down against them and going around my arms,
pinning them even more securely behind me. Another went around my
chest right under my breasts, pressing up against them a little,
and also went around my arms and behind me. A third strap went
around my middle, pulling in tight and going behind me.

I felt my chest getting tighter, and my
heart beating faster as I stood there and she strapped these things
on me. She bent me over the table and then worked a big dildo up
into my butt, and then what I guess was a vibrator up into my
pussy.

Then she took a long strap which went around
behind my neck and then came down the center of my body, and was
linked to the other straps that went around me. Only it went
further down, down between my thighs and then up between my
buttocks. When she yanked it tight, I yelped as the dildo and
vibrator were forced almost fully inside me.

“Open wide, slut,” she said.

“What’s that?”

“It’s the gag, slut.”

It doesn’t look like a gag.”

One more word and I’m going to bend you over
and take a strap to your butt.”

I did as she ordered and opened my mouth
wide, and she pushed a sort of rubber doughnut into my mouth
sideways.

“It’s called a ring gag,” she said.

The hollow, rounded ring forced my mouth to
stay open, but I didn’t understand how that could be a gag.
Although admittedly, it was impossible to talk while your mouth was
kept completely open. Then she pushed what I guess you can describe
as a plug through the hall. The plug was a great big penis head
without very much shaft attached. It slid through the opening in
the ring gag filled my mouth.

“Now you understand that your mistress is
very smart and you are very dumb,” she said arrogantly.

I glowered at her.

She ignored me and picked up a collar,
placing it around my throat.

“You’re such an ugly little sex slave,” she
said in a hearty voice. “No one wants to see how ugly you are.”

That did not hurt my feelings, of course. I
knew very well I was far from ugly. In fact, I was better looking
than she was.

But then she took this black bag thing,
which turned out to be made of spandex and Lycra, and pulled it
over my head. She drew it down over my face and it pulled then
beneath my jaw and around my neck.

I could see through it the way you can see
through very thin material. And I wondered what its purpose
was.

“Down on your knees, slut,” she ordered.

I sank to my knees and then she gripped my
arm and lowered me so I was on my belly.

“Bring your feet up and back against your
butt.”

She placed more straps around my thighs just
below my groin and then strapped my ankles against the backs of my
thighs and buttocks.

“All right, I want you on your knees now,
slut.”

Of course, there was no way I could rise on
my knees by myself now. I was totally helpless. But she was able to
lift me up and back and pressed me against the wall behind me. Then
she hooked the back of the collar to the wall somehow.

“Boy, you look hot,” she said. “Just like a
proper little sex slave.”

She had a camera this time, not just a
phone, and squatted down in front of me, lowering the camera till
it was pointing at my pussy. Then she took out her phone and held
it forward so the camera could see it as she activated the
vibrator.

“I wonder how long it will take this slut to
come,” she said.

Not very long, I thought. I had been getting
more and more aroused as she had strapped me in so tightly. Now
with the vibrator throbbing away, I could already feel my pulse
racing and my breasts throbbing.

As it happened, and not by coincidence I
guess, I was pressed against the wall that faced the big screen TV.
She turned it on now, and my eyes widened under the mask as I saw a
series of pictures of me that they had taken over the last couple
of days.

My face reddened, and my mind squirmed as I
thought about what would happen if someone I knew got hold of these
pictures. At the same time, I couldn’t help thinking that I sure
did look hot and sexy and gorgeous. It was like I was a porn star
or something! I still cringed, though, at pictures like me with my
legs spread and the dildo halfway inside me.

She took a picture of me with her phone,
then turned around and showed it to me. I stared at it in
astonishment. Again, I looked incredibly erotic and sexy and
helpless, like a sex slave! But you couldn’t see my face at all. In
fact, you could hardly even see any of my features. The spandex
hood pulled in just a bit over my eyes and bulged just a bit over
my nose, but that was about it.

Then she stepped back and the TV began
playing some of the videos and I shuddered as I watched myself
being fucked by dildos of various sizes and in various positions. I
watched myself licking girls’ pussies while others sodomized me
with strap-on dildos. I stared at the video of Emma fisting me and
listened to myself crying out in mindless animal pleasure as I
came.

And with the vibrator buzzing away inside me
I came half a dozen times just watching the videos, shaking and
trembling, my buttocks grinding back against my heels and the wall
behind me, my entire body straining and twisting as my muscles
spasmed and convulsions wracked my body.

Oh my God! I looked so hot! Seeing myself
and remembering not just what had happened but the incredible dark
thrill as it had happened brought it all back and drowned my mind
in passion and heat!

While I was staring at myself and repeatedly
coming, Ashley was setting up the camera on a tripod off to one
side, and then she found another tripod and another camera and set
it up on my other side. I paid very little attention to her.

On the other hand, when the doorbell rang
that caught my attention, and I wondered who else was coming. Emma?
Ava? Someone else? Maybe someone entirely new?!

The person who came in from the hall once
Ashley had gone to get the door, was Grace. Grace made me
uncomfortable, because she was older, and because she seemed to
take things more seriously. It sounded like she meant it. Of
course, that made it more realistic, but I couldn’t help wondering
if she really thought I was a whore and a slut who should be a sex
slave for real.

Which, I admit, by most people's standards,
at least based on the last two days, would be a pretty common
take.

Still, her presence did not shock me the way
the person coming in behind her did. Because the person behind her
was a man! Like Grace, he was black, tall and well built, and
older. He looked at me and I squirmed, my face hot beneath the
spandex hood.

I quickly remembered the picture that Ashley
had shown me and took a considerable amount of relief in my face
being invisible to him. But that didn’t mean I wasn’t shocked and
filled with wild discomfort and embarrassment as he looked down at
me. Especially as the front of his jeans began to bulge.

“Wow!” he said in delight. “Holy fuck! She’s
got some kind of body on her!”

“Don’t say ‘she’,” Grace said. “Say ‘it’. It
has a great body on it. It’s a sex toy. A fuck toy. Don’t talk to
it as if it’s a human being.”

“You are one kinky bitch,” he said to her in
amusement.

He squatted down in front of me and his hand
came out and cupped my left breast, his fingers kneading the soft
flesh.

“These are fucking fine tits,” he said.

He traced his fingers down along the
vertical strap to where it passed over my pussy. It didn’t cover
much because it wasn’t very wide, and I felt his fingers tapping at
the base of the vibrator which was almost flush with my body.

“The slut has already come like six times
already,” Ashley said.

“I wish I’d been here to see it,” the guy
said.

He let both hands fondle my breasts now, his
fingers stroking and rolling my nipples between them.

He turned his head up and back at Grace.
“You sure I can’t fuck her?”

“Maybe on a future occasion,” Grace
said.

My mind was wildly churning at all of this.
Despite my face being hidden I was still horribly embarrassed and
filled with anxiety about what they would have him do to me. At the
same time, I was starting to feel this dark rush of heat, maybe
because in part I had been super aroused when he’d shown up, and
also because the vibrator was still throbbing.

“Of course, that doesn’t mean she can’t do
anything to relieve you of that tension you obviously have,” Grace
said in a silky voice.

Ashley took a tiny knife and carefully cut a
little hole across the mouth of the spandex mask covering my head.
Then she dug the plug out of my mouth as the guy stood up.

“Holy fuck!” he said excitedly.

He quickly unzipped his jeans and pulled a
long, thick cock out, though not without difficulty since it was
already erect. It got even harder as he pumped his hand, holding it
in front of me.

“Shove it down its whore throat,” Grace
said. Don’t worry, it loves cock.”

“You don’t have to tell me twice, baby!”

I stared at his big cock as he pressed the
head through the ring and then felt it sliding across my tongue. I
was still stunned by Ashley having brought a guy into this wicked,
female-only sex game. On the other hand, like I said earlier, I’m
not a lesbian, and he had a really nice-looking cock.

It was longer than any cock I had ever had
inside me before. It was so long I was sure it would never have
been able to all fit inside my pussy. He pushed it through the
ring, through my mouth, and then right down my throat. His hands
came forward to grip my head on opposite sides and tilted it back a
little as he drove inch after inch down my throat until my lips
were wrapped around the base.

When I say this thing is long, I’m talking
like 10 or 11 inches. It was unbelievably long! And I gurgled and
gagged a little on it despite the fact that the girls had fucked my
throat with that double-headed dildo thing the last couple of days
and that was even longer.

But this was real! This was a real cock!
This was a guy! And that made it so much more intense for me. I
quickly adapted to his thickness as he slowly stroked his cock up
and down in long strokes, the soft flesh quickly growing slick and
stroking against the inside of my throat and along my tongue.

Grace bent down and whispered into my ear “I
bet you love that big black cock filling your throat, blonde girl.
There’s nothing a blonde slut like you loves more than a big black
cock inside her. You’ll be getting lots more soon. You’ll be
getting so much cock inside your whore body you won’t be able to
walk, you little cis slut.”

The guy pulled his cock out and I gulped in
great, shuddering breaths of air.

“I’d like to see what her face looks like,”
he said.

“But then there’d be no mystery,” Ashley
said with a smirk.

“It’s just an ugly little white bitch
anyway,” Grace said.

“With a sweet body like that, it’s hard to
believe,” the guy said.

Then he slid his big cock through the ring,
across my tongue, and deep into my throat, burying every last inch
before starting to pump in and out.

“Throat fuck the bitch,” Grace said. “That’s
what blonde sluts are made for.”

“You ain’t gonna find an argument here,
baby,” he said.

He used longer strokes, and I gurgled and
gasped, running out of air frequently before he pulled free to let
me breathe. Then he shoved his cock deep and fucked my mouth and
throat again, his hips working faster and faster so that it became
harder for me to cope.

Finally, he groaned and jammed himself balls
deep, grinding my face into him as he came, his cock spurting his
semen so deep into my throat I didn’t even feel or taste it.

“Well, this has been a nice, pleasant visit,
ladies,” he said as he pushed himself back into his jeans.

He bent over and fondled my breasts
again.

“Anytime you want me to come and fuck your
little sex slave, I’m available.”

He and grace left, and Ashley shoved the
plug back in my mouth and then patted me on the head.

“Sex slave,” she taunted.

I shuddered and moaned around the gag as she
went and sat down at a computer. There were more videos and
pictures of me on the screen now and I couldn’t help looking at
them, staring at them, even as my mind was filled with what had
just happened.

A blow job was not a big deal to me, but it
was stunning that for the first time, Ashley had brought a man in
to make use of my ‘slave’ body. Of course, Ashley knew very well
that I wasn’t gay. And she probably knew that I would way rather be
a sex slave, or at least have a fantasy of being a sex slave, with
guys than with girls.

And the fact that she had covered my face
was also extremely important in making it less dangerous. To my
reputation, I mean. I didn’t know him and he didn’t know me, and he
wouldn’t even recognize me on the street. And so, as I played it
back in my mind even as I stared at myself on the screen I started
to get hot again.

And when Emma showed up with another guy,
and he also shoved his cock down my throat, I was filled with a
deep, dark, thrilling sense of masochistic passion and excitement
at the way I was being so cruelly ‘abused’.

In fact, with the vibrator buzzing away
inside me, and the guy eagerly fucking my throat, I came
violently.

Then Ashley put a new video up, and it was
one taken of the black guy fucking my throat. One of the cameras
had an image of me from head to just below my pussy, while the
other one was more zoomed in around my head, watching that big cock
sliding through my open mouth. She was splicing them neatly
together and I stared at the results, entranced.

Emma pulled the ring gag out in my mouth and
then jerked my face in against her pussy and I started to lick
almost automatically.

“Nasty little slave girl,” she purred.
“You’re everyone’s fuck toy now!”

I trembled in heat as I licked eagerly. And
after she had come, she unhooked the collar from the wall and laid
me down on my belly. She unstrapped my ankles from my thighs and
then slapped my bottom until I raised it high. Then she did me with
a strap-on dildo and I came again and again.

They removed all the straps, then, and then
pulled my arms out of the sleeves. My shoulders were aching but
they massaged them and helped me to my feet.

“I bet you’d like more cocks, little sex
slave,” Ashley said. “I know you blonde girls love cocks.”

“Only the next one isn’t going to be in your
mouth,” Emma said. It’s going to be up your hot little pussy.”

“Or maybe both,” Ashley said.

I was dazed and overheated, and I didn’t
know what to say or even how to speak. I was still breathing
heavily as they took me out back. There was a kind of heavy-wheeled
table there. It wasn’t very big but they had me sit on it and then
laid me back across it. It wasn’t really large enough to hold me.
My buttocks were at one side and my shoulders and head hung over
the other side.

But I didn’t offer up any protest as the two
of them drew my arms down under the table and then pulled my thighs
achingly far apart so the backs of my knees were held in place by
straps going down under the sides of the table. Then I felt them
tying my wrists to something which turned out to be my ankles.

Ashley knelt down at my head and patted my
masked face gently.

“So? Would you like to go and read a book or
something?”

Emma laughed.

“What she’d like is to get fucked,” she
said.

“Well then, let’s see that that
happens.”

My heart pounded and I moaned softly.

The two of them began to spread sunscreen
over my body, there soft hands stroking and kneading and squeezing
my breasts, and rubbing up and down against my pussy. Fingers
pushed inside me, pumping in and out, and then one of them shoved
the vibrator deep inside and turned it on. The dildo was still up
inside my ass and my body began to quiver and trembled as the
vibrator purred away.

“Whore,” Ashley whispered into my ear.

“Slut!” Emma whispered into the other
ear.

“Sex slave!” Both of them said at the same
time.

My head was pounding at first, because it
was hanging upside down. My breasts throbbed and were taut and hard
for my back was arched back across one end of the table by the pull
on my arms.

Then I heard a male voice. “Holy shit!” it
gasped.

Moments later more hands were on my body.
But these were much larger hands, very clearly male hands that
squeezed and fondled my breasts, rolled my nipples, and then slid
down to grip the vibrator and pump it in and out.

I had no idea who it was, but just as
importantly he had no idea who I was!

I felt the vibrator pulled out and a moment
later a real cock pushed into me and started to fuck me hard. There
was no subtlety to it. There was no hesitation and no restraint. I
was being pounded, my body used as if it was nothing but a sex toy,
a fuck toy, the way they called me earlier.

And the thought of that was scalding!

With his hands roughly squeezing my breasts,
and his cock driving into me hard and fast, I came even before he
did. He went still and then I felt more hands on my body. A guy
moved around in front of where my head dangled and at Ashley’s
direction, shoved his cock through the opening and down my
throat.

I had never had two guys at once. I had had
two girls at once, and perhaps many more. So I was gripped by a
sense of awe and wicked, thrilled heat as the two guys use my body
without hesitation. The protection that the hood offered meant I
didn’t even have to really feel any fear that this would damage my
reputation, or that they would be talking about me later, or even
that I would run into them on the street.

So all I had to do was lay back and wallow
in my own victimhood, my own sense of masochistic heat and passion
and glee as poor me, poor, tied down, helpless, beautiful-girl-me
was cruelly abused by these evil men.

I came twice before the guy who was fucking
me had finished. And then the second guy pulled out of my mouth and
moved around and took his place. And then a third guy I hadn’t even
known was there moved in front of me and took his place, shoving
his cock down my throat!

Holy fuck!

There were two more who came to replace them
as they spent themselves, and I writhed and twisted and bucked and
arched and shuddered through orgasm after orgasm as they all
lustfully use my body. I don’t think any of them used me less than
twice. But then again I have no idea who the guys were who fucked
me. I simply assumed they were mostly the same guys who came around
in front of me and shoved their cocks down my throat.

And I had only a hazy view of them through
the fabric of the hood and from my upside-down position down at
cock level below them. I knew I didn’t recognize any of them. Which
was great! There were all older men, not guys. That made it hotter
and darker, as well.

Gang banged! I was being gang banged! By
five or more grown men! While I was tied down and helpless! It was
wild and kinky and edgy and thrilling and I lost myself to the
passion and reveled in the heat and pleasure.
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“Where are you getting the money for all of
this?” I asked, mystified.

Emma and Ashley just smirked.

They had posed me in all kinds of sexy
outfits, outrageously revealing club dresses I would never have
worn in public, see-through lingerie, itty-bitty tiny bikinis, and
then naked but for strategically placed objects and hands. Like me
naked but pressed against the wall with my breasts kind of pillowed
out where they took pictures from the side. Or me naked standing
looking at the camera with the scarf dangling down from my
shoulders and covering both breasts.

I didn’t see any harm in it given the kinds
of absolutely X-rated stuff they had already taken of me, but I
also didn’t understand why they were taking these pictures.

Then came all kinds of bondage pictures,
including me wearing thigh-high stiletto-heeled boots, as well as
various collars and restraints.

When the next guy showed up a couple of days
later, I was wearing a large bondage collar, with wrist restraints
holding my hands behind me, and similar restraints around my upper
arms drawing them back with chains.

And I wasn’t wearing any kind of hood. Nor
was the guy a guy. He was a man, well over thirty, and dressed in a
really nice dark suit.

The girls had me kneel before him and took
pictures. Then they set up the tripods and over the next hour or
so, I deep-throated him, straddled him as he sat in the chair, and
rode up and down while he sucked and chewed on my breasts and
nipples, then was placed face down and ass up while he sodomized
me.

Now I might not be the smartest girl in the
world, and I was certainly distracted by this guy. He that a big
cock and knew how to use it. But I couldn’t miss how much effort
they were putting into taking videos and pictures. It was one thing
to hold up their cell phones and take pictures as they had days
earlier. But this was way more intensive.

Before it had just been like they were
taking some pictures and videos of me having sex. Now it almost
seemed like the whole purpose of me fucking this man was for them
to take videos and pictures.

Of course it wasn’t just fucking. He spanked
me, too, while fucking me with his fingers and a dildo. Then they
moved up to the attic and he strapped me and then used the flog on
me as I stood there with my arms bound above my head, before
lifting my ankles up and back against my shoulders and fucking me
hard and fast.

Then they left me there, raising the rope a
little so I was actually dangling from my wrists, my toes just
above the floor. They’re using heavily padded leather restraints
but my wrists and arms still ached as the sun beat down on the
uninsulated attic and turned it into a sauna.

They left the cameras with the tripods in
place to watch, though, and left the vibrator and dildo inside me.
With the state my mind I was in, I came multiple times, swinging
and twisting and trembling and shaking as I hung there suspended by
my wrists.

And I was not really in much position or
state of mind to question them afterward, being mentally and
physically exhausted and drained. Besides, since they started this
sex slave business, every time I questioned them I got a slap on
the butt or my nipples pinched. And so I had gotten reluctant to
question them.

But the way I was having multiple orgasms
during every visit, it was hard to focus on anything else. What a
way to live! Wild, wicked sex and multiple orgasms every day! It
was all like a strange, dark, outrageous but thrilling fantasy!

I became their play toy, their sex toy. They
used me and amused themselves by tormenting me, mostly with
pleasure, though sometimes pain. I spent less time with Ashley and
Emma and more time at Grace’s home. She was scarier, darker (and I
don’t mean her skin color), and nastier. But it was a breathless
kind of nastiness that made me burn!

For a solid week, I had to crawl everywhere
while in her house or other places she brought me and was gagged at
all times except when eating or performing oral sex on her or her
friends. I wasn’t permitted to speak a word because “Animals don’t
talk.”

When we went somewhere else I’d be in a cage
in the back of a truck or SUV, or in the trunk of her car. Animals
don’t sit on seats either, you see.

The whipping she and her friends gave me was
a lot more painful than the pretend ones I’d gotten before. But
they were also a lot more skilled with their fingers and tongues
and knew how to drive me almost out of my head with passion,
hunger, and heat.

The rest of my life came to seem pale,
boring, and lifeless compared to the wild pleasure and excitement I
felt while I was a ‘sex slave’.

I wound up moving into her home. I had no
bedroom or bed but slept in a cage in the basement. I wore nothing
but restraints. She had all the hair below my neck removed with
laser electrolysis and then had my nipples, tongue, and clitoris
pierced.

She had me stretch my tongue by the simple
expedient of clamping it to a chain over my head, then placing me
on a kind of saddle with a vibrator and dildo jammed inside me.
With my head drawn sharply up and back and more chains attached to
my nipple rings, I would tremble and shake and cry out again and
again as orgasms tore through me.

My tongue got much stronger anyway since I
was using it more often. I had to lick her shoes clean as well as
perform oral sex on her and her friends, and often had to lick the
floors clean, as well.

At some point I guess I became a sex slave
for real, forgetting it was all a game, forgetting I had choices,
forgetting I could say no. The thought of refusing anyone anything
didn’t even enter my mind. It was a peaceful life in that I had no
decisions to make. But it was also darkly exciting given how much
of it revolved around kinky sex.

I spent the better part of a year with her,
experiencing the wildest, kinkiest, most perverted sex you – or she
– could imagine before it became kind of… routine. And after that,
I started thinking about leaving. Not to go back to my boring life,
though. What I wanted was more like this but with a man.

By that time I was working in a strip club
that catered to women. And I’d become quite good at it. So it was a
small thing to shift to a club for men, which also paid much
better. I left Grace after that and moved into my own condo. And
shortly afterward, missing the kinky sex, went to work for an
escort service that catered to wealthy and kinky perverted men.

You’d be amazed at how much money you could
make just by letting a guy spank you! The money just poured in! I
hardly knew what to do with it since there were so many customers
wanting me that I was working almost constantly.

But the thing is, eventually, almost
anything you do regularly becomes routine, and so less exciting,
less thrilling. Then it just became a business. And as the money
built up in my bank account I started to get restless, wanting
something more.

So I went back to school and got my
paramedic license. Do you find that odd? I wanted the challenge and
the sense of doing something important to help people. Naturally, I
didn’t tell any of my colleagues what I’d been doing the previous
year. Nor would they possibly have imagined it to look at me.

I’ll always remember my year of being a sex
slave, and will always have a preference for bondage. But now it’s
just a part of my life and not all of it. And that means I can once
again feel that kind of thrill and excitement I had in the
beginning when I’m tied up and being roughly used.

So I have the best of both worlds! And what
could be better than that?!

 


END
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