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I hate being stared at, but I’m used to it. I used to think someone staring at me was a danger, and I suppose in some cases that could be true. In most cases, I’ve learned, it’s mostly people with low social skills, and assholes, people who just don’t care if you catch them staring.

Most of these are men, naturally. I get less of it in winter, but it still happens. In summer, like most girls I know, I choose my wardrobe carefully if I’m going somewhere that isn’t governed by rules. Like public transit. I hate being poor. It means I have to use public transit. It means I have to live far from where all the jobs are, and can’t afford a car, so I have to ride the bus and the train.

Both suck.

Especially during rush hour. Like now. I was sitting on the subway, wired headphones on because I wanted people to notice them and realize I can’t hear them. That makes it a little harder for guys to hit on me. The harder I make it, the fewer guys hit on me.

I also had my eBook out and was reading, very studiously, so as not to notice the guy across from me staring at me. I did notice him, of course. I always notice them. I notice them at school, on the sidewalk, in clubs, in theaters, in restaurants, and in malls. My eyes scan around me like radar, constantly watching for threats.

I’ve been hit on by guys since I was eleven years old. And not just guys who are reasonable prospects, either. When I was eleven, grown-ass adult men would leer at me and compliment me and make suggestive comments.

They got progressively more suggestive as I got older. Now, they feel free to say just about anything to me. Maybe it’s because they know they don’t have a chance in hell, so the best hope of some temporary excitement for them is to say something obscene to me to get a reaction and maybe embarrass me in public.

Because not being rich doesn’t mean I’m not valuable. I’m well aware of my value. Guys have been telling me that and reinforcing that in my mind since I hit puberty. 

Some guys just don’t get what it’s like. Ordinary guys, especially older guys who hit on me, a complete stranger, in public, for example. What do they even expect? There are tons of guys I know who want to go out with me (which just means want to get me in bed), so why should I consider some complete stranger?

I don’t want to make it sound like I’m some egotistical blonde bombshell. I’m not. The thing is, you don’t have to be to get a ton of attention from men. Just about every girl I know gets that attention. I get more because I’m somewhat cuter than most and blonde.

Okay, yes, I’m noticeably shapely. By which I mean I’m slender and fit, but uhm, well, you can’t ever call me flat-chested. Let’s put it that way. I don’t mean I’m huge, like, or even really busty like one of the girls at work I know. I think it’s mostly that since I’m short and slim, mine tend to look bigger than they are.

And they’re big enough. Guys notice them unless I wear a coat, a thick sweater, or something like that. Guys of all ages notice them. Their eyes go to them on the street. Guys who are sixteen and sixty. It doesn’t seem to matter. So yes, as I walk down the street, strangers are constantly eyeing me.

I doubt most strangers are serial killers, or even dangerous, but that doesn’t mean I’m going to trust them enough to be alone with them. At least the guys I know have a history with me, and with people whose opinions I trust. Even then, a girl has to be careful. Guys are predators, and we’re prey.

The guy across from me was black. That isn’t unusual. This city is about 70% black and brown. So statistically, if some creep was going to ogle me, he probably wouldn’t be white. But I can add to that because black guys are just way more up front about what they want. They’re not as shy, and they really want a blonde girl because we’re such a status symbol to them and their friends.

Same for everyone else, but it’s worse for black guys as well as certain Asians. As for Indians and Arabs? Forget it. They’re crazy. Most of them are immigrants, and they have this weird idea that all white girls are sluts, and that blondes are the absolutely sluttiest of all sluts.

They often get insulted when I politely turn them down or ignore them. Like, who am I, a complete whore, to think I’m too good for them? How dare I presume to be better than them!? They can get pretty emotional and nasty about it, too.

Not likely on the subway, of course. But making obscene gestures or doing stupid things with their tongues and lips seems to strike them as easy to get away with. Because it mostly is.

When I was younger, I’d wear as many clothes on public transit as I could, depending on the weather. Rainy days were good because a rain poncho shows almost nothing. I can even keep the hood up to hide some of my hair.

I’m a natural blonde. I’ve dyed it before, and turning it brown does tend to drop the number of guys hitting on me. But I know dyeing isn’t good for hair, and I resented having to do it too much to continue. It was annoying anyway, making sure my blonde roots didn’t show with constant touch-ups.

My hair is golden blonde, and when travelling, I tend to pull it back and braid it. Not super tight, not so I look like a librarian or something, because that’s compromising myself too much again, like the dye. I do leave some bangs in place, and some hair spilling off over my ears, but I often wear a cap.

I also have these big brown glasses. They’re a disguise, too, but an easy one to handle. They’re like thick, extra-large Harry-Potter frames except at the top, where they curve gently, instead of completing the circle. They’re ordinary glass to look through, except that they darken in the sun.

The idea that wearing glasses makes me less sexy is just as dumb as being blonde making me sexier. It makes no sense to me, but I’ve given up pondering it. I wear them because they help. Some guys seem to think that if you’re wearing big glasses, you aren’t likely to be a slut. Why? I don’t know. Ask them. It’s stupid. But it works.

I don’t wear skirts when I’m out and about on my own, like on the subway. I’ve had enough guys trying to touch me on buses and trains without giving them the opportunity to slide their fingers under a skirt. I tend to wear baggy cargo pants and sneakers. They’re good for almost all weather.

The top depends on the heat. Most subway cars and buses have air conditioning, but it often doesn’t work. None of the stations has A/C. Sometimes I’ll wear a light sweater tied around my waist when I walk and when I’m waiting, which is useful for covering my butt from staring eyes. Then I can put it on once I get on a train or bus.

That lets me wear something thin for hot weather without melting.

On this particular day, I was wearing a pink T-shirt, which was not particularly tight, but did get kind of form-fitting because the A/C on the crowded bus had been broken and I’d been sweating a lot. Then I’d had to run because it was late, and just managed to run down the stairs and onto the platform as the train arrived.

So, I was overheated. And not in a good way. I pulled my glasses out of the pocket on my right thigh and slipped them on, then got my eBook out of my bag and lowered my eyes to it, though not before I saw the guy licking his lips at me.

I ignored him. I always ignore guys like that in public. He was tall and skinny and probably in his early thirties. I’m nineteen. It is possible for a girl my age to fall for a guy that age, as I know from personal experience, but not when they were looking as dirty and slovenly as him, and acting like a low-class creep, to boot.

I could see him through my bangs. He wasn’t looking at my face anyway. The way I was holding my eBook, as well as clutching my bag to my side, kind of squeezed my boobs in together from the sides, plumping them out more. Of course, I was also partially covering my chest with the eBook, but he still seemed intent on what he could see.

I guess if you come from a place where women wear long, voluminous robes, or even something like a burqa, any sight of a girl like me wearing pretty ordinary clothes can fill you with excitement. Of course, there are people born and raised here who seem to be just as prone to staring.

I look at old videos from the nineteen forties and fifties of all those neatly dressed men and women out in public wearing nothing but dresses and suits, and all behaving impeccably, and I sometimes yearn for the old days when the city was more civilized.

That would mean I’d have to wear a dress, or at least a skirt. But that was okay if it meant I’d be treated respectfully in public. Which wasn’t the case very much these days. Not in this city, anyway. Walking around this city as a fairly attractive blonde girl was like being a sheep in a city full of wolves.

They all wanted to bite me in the worst way. And only the thin veneer of civilization – not to mention the law – kept them from doing it. I see these girls at school going like ‘defund the police!’ and I look at them as insane because if there weren’t any police, none of them would be able to walk around in public without male bodyguards.

Nor would I. And I can’t afford bodyguards. So, I stay wary, move fast, ignore catcalls and whistles, and some of the ‘compliments’ thrown my way about my anatomy. No, I’m not grateful for it. Sorry, guys, but your approval of the shape of my body doesn’t mean much to me. You’re not telling me anything I don’t know, after all.

I have eyes. I can compare myself to other girls, even the ones on the internet. You know the ones I mean. I don’t claim to be a supermodel (I’m too short for one thing), but I’m quite sure I could get just about any straight guy to salivate over me if I dressed the right way – or undressed.

The book I was reading that morning had different chapters that talked about what life was like in different professions.

I have always thought I had the right attitude, the right intellect for law. I have an excellent memory, and everyone who knows me considers me to be a responsible and level-headed girl. I have become less certain of this lately.

It was looking like a career as a lawyer would be one with long, boring hours and very little thanks for at least a decade or so. That’s after seven years of college. Right now, I am working a summer job for the government. I’m replacing clerks who aren’t doing very complicated jobs while they go on vacation.

Despite the jobs not being very hard, or so it seemed to me, they paid very well. And the office atmosphere is generally pretty relaxed. Most people dressed fairly casually in the summer, and called each other by their first names, even if it was a lowly clerk talking to the director-general, for example.

There were good benefits, and it was unlikely you’d be laid off and have to find something else while they repossess your car.

And I wanted a car!

A lot of the people there are older and have been there quite a while. That suggested to me they’d be retiring and need replacements. And unlike a lot of other places, they tended to promote from within here. If I had a degree and knew people, I was betting I wouldn’t be a clerk for long.

So, I could make decent money. Not as much as if I was a lawyer, but it would take me three extra years of school plus years as a junior lawyer before I made really good money. For those years, I’d be earning decent cash here, where they seemed to like and approve of me. 

That was like six years at fifty thousand or more, and no more borrowing for college vs borrowing more for another six years of school and earning nothing except in the summer. More if I got promotions.

In the long term, I’d make more as a lawyer, of course. I just wasn’t sure if I had the patience. And was I willing to sacrifice ten years, arguably the best ten years of my life, to law books and then working like a dog as a junior lawyer?  I’d be in my early thirties before I could start thinking about a social life, practically middle-aged! When was I supposed to have fun?! Isn’t that what being young is for?

I gave no sign that I was aware my stop was coming up. I waited until the train had already slowed down and was coming to a stop, seemingly paying no attention. When the doors opened, and people started to move, I shoved my eBook back into my bag, got up, conscious as I did it of the black guy also getting up right afterward. I moved quickly aside to put some of the crowd between him and me so he couldn’t easily slide in behind me and slide his hand onto my ass, then strode briskly off on the platform, moving ahead of the crowd who, let’s face it, were mostly two to three times my age and twice my weight, and slower.

I walked, rather than standing on the escalator, casually turning my head to try to see out of the corner of my eye if he was anywhere nearby. I didn’t see him, so, relieved, I continued through the station and out onto the street.

My glasses darkened as the sun hit me. It was only eight-thirty, but the humidity was suffocating! I knew I’d have to take a shower before I went upstairs. Fortunately, that was another of the benefits of working for the government.

At this time of the day, most of the stores were still closed, and almost everyone else, like me, was moving intently towards work. Nobody called out to me. Nobody tried to hit on me. It was very peaceful. But sweaty nonetheless.

My pants would be okay, but I had an extra blouse in my bag because I had suspected something like this might happen on a humid day like this. I also had a towel and a little bottle of body wash. I hopped up the stairs at the government building and used my pass in the automatic reader. It beeped green, and the little plastic gate let me through.

The security guard eyed me as I did, like so many men do. Polite, not staring, but clearly noticing me and appreciating the view. I took the elevator down rather than up, got off in the basement, and made my way to the ladies' gym.

I used my pass again to unlock the door and slip inside. The room was brightly lit, with a blue carpet underfoot and fake pine boards on the walls to make it look nice. It’s not a huge place. It’s got some treadmills and rowing machines, as well as some ellipticals and a few stationary bikes. And, of course, a shower.

No one was using the machines as I hurried through to the back, where the little sauna was, along with the showers and bathrooms. I went into the shower area and got my stuff. There were three shower stalls, and two were in use. I hurriedly got what I needed and went over to the third, opening the door and hanging my towel and bag on the hook inside.

A hand grabbed the door before I could close it, and Taylor looked at me. She biked to work, and she had obviously been sweating like a pig.

“I’ll give you two dollars to let me shower first,” she said.

“Eat me,” I replied.

Taylor was one of the other clerks, a regular, not a summer replacement. Like me, she was blonde, but was several inches taller, noticeably busty, and not the least bit shy about anything. She was twenty-two, and as the youngest clerk by far, aside from me, we’d become friends – kind of. You know, work friends. She was a great source of information, and we usually had lunch together.

“That’s a pretty high price just to save me ten minutes,” she said.

“Wait in line.”

“Come on, Paige,” she whined. “I’m drowning in sweat.”

I giggled because she was. The humidity had made her blonde hair mat against her face, and her tight, midriff tank top was hugging every curve of her upper body while her cutoff denim shorts were plastered to her butt.

“You chose to ride a bike,” I said.

With two other showers going, we could talk in low voices, and the other women weren’t going to hear us.

“Yeah, but look at what it does for me,” she said, showing off her very toned belly.

Then she shouldered past me.

“Taylor!”

“We can both shower!” she half-whispered. “You’re not shy, are you?”

She was already peeling her tank top off to reveal a large, white bra. And before I could answer, she was undoing her belt, pushing her shorts down, and toeing off her sneakers.

What was I supposed to do now!? I couldn’t very well push her out. She was bigger and stronger than me. Also, more confident, and I didn’t want her mad at me. I liked having her as a work friend. I could just give up and leave, but then she’d taunt me for being shy. She already teased me about being kind of prudish compared to her, and I didn’t want more of that.

I tsked loudly, and she smirked as she pulled off her bra.

I shook my head and took off the T-shirt, starting to blush a little as she pulled her thong down and hung it and her shorts on the hook with her tank. She was completely hairless down below, which didn’t surprise me in the slightest. Taylor was a bit of a narcissist about her looks. Yes, yes, I know, I’m proud of my looks, too, but she’s on another level.

“If those other women hear us, they’ll think we’re doing something dirty!” I said in a stage whisper.

She snickered and waggled her tongue at me, then turned on the shower.

I cursed and hurriedly toed off my own shoes, then undid my cargo pants and pulled them down and off along with my thong. I felt very self-conscious as I did, despite her back being turned to me. I peeled off my bra, and then, feeling my pulse rate going up, turned around, fighting not to act like a ‘prude’ by hiding my body with my hands and arms.

Yes, I know she’s a girl too! But I wasn’t into sports in high school and was definitely not used to being naked around others. Friends, sure. I mean, I’ve had sleepovers lots of times. But this was work. Somehow, being naked around a coworker was different. 

The shower stall was just that. It wasn’t any bigger than a bathroom stall, except it had a shower at one end instead of a toilet, and more hooks and a little shelf at my end. The door also went all the way to the floor, like public toilets did in Europe, instead of leaving a big opening at the bottom like there usually is in the US.

Why the fuck don’t we have toilet stalls like they have in Europe!? They’re a million times better than ours! The doors don’t have big cracks on the sides, and they and the walls go from floor to ceiling.

I hung my bag up and then wondered what to do as the water splashed off Taylor’s ample chest. Then her back as she turned around and tilted her head back. Was she showing off for me when she let the water pour over her hair and even face, her back arching so strongly? I wouldn’t put it past her.

It would have been impossible for me not to think sexual thoughts as she turned around again. I’d never done anything much with other girls, but I knew Taylor had. She was not gay and was actually something of a nympho where guys were concerned, but she’d nonchalantly admitted to having dabbled with girls, too.

And here we were naked in an enclosed space.

She stepped away from the shower and grabbed my arm, then yanked me forward.

“Your turn!” she whispered as she grabbed her body wash.

I half stumbled into the water, then went further forward, letting it soak me from neck to toe while Taylor vigorously lathered up behind me. I turned around and then decided not to turn off the water as I usually would. First, because she’d be going back under it in seconds, and second, because the more noise, the less likely anyone would overhear us.

Just then, she was leaning over, lathering up her lower legs. That made her soapy breasts hang down, and her arm kind of squeezed in against one side to push them together. I blushed a little more, trying to avert my eyes, but she was where I wanted to be. My own body wash was on the shelf behind her.

“Pass me my tube of bodywash,” I whispered.

“I have a faster way,” she said as she straightened up. She grinned at me and pulled me against her. And I mean against her! As in breasts to breasts!

I felt my face heat as she slid her arms around me and waggled her tongue again.

“What do you say, Paige, looking for some fun?” she whispered teasingly.

“We’re going to be late!” I whispered, my face getting hotter as her hands slid down onto my ass.

“Only a little. I bet I could make you come in no time.”

“This isn’t funny!” I hissed as she kind of rubbed her breasts against mine.

My nipples were tingling wildly, and my breasts were already throbbing when she kissed me. I pushed against her shoulders, but she slid a hand up behind my head, which made me curse inwardly because I’d been counting on not getting my hair wet! Now her soapy hand was in it, and I’d have no choice!

The kiss took me by surprise. It was... passionate. And good! She had me pressed up against the tile wall as she ground her body against mine, and that pulse rate of mine was shooting up furiously!

I was also starting to feel like, well, like I wanted to try it and see what happened! But I was still somewhat unsure of her. She teased a lot. Was this just more teasing!? If I started to kiss back and let her know how good it was starting to make me feel, would she jump back and laugh and yell “Aha! You’re a dyke!” or something like that!?

She pulled her hands off and gripped my wrists where my hands were pressing against her shoulders, lifting them up and back against the tiles above my head as she leered at me teasingly.

“This isn’t funny!” I hissed, still keeping my voice low.

“No, it’s wicked hot, though! You have a sexy body!”

She easily held my wrists in place. She clearly worked out a lot more than me! Well, and she was bigger and, uhm, I wasn’t exactly fighting her. Much.

“Live a little!” she teased, which was something she’d been saying to me for weeks.

She kissed me again, rubbing her breasts against mine, holding my wrists crossed with one hand. Her other hand slid down my hip and under my buttock, then kind of lifted my left leg up and back as she maneuvered her own right leg in between.

She brought her soapy thigh up against my pussy and started to rub and grind it against me. That sent a hot rush of sensations through my body and into my brain! The more I thought she wasn’t faking this, the more excited I became.

While she was grinding her thigh against my pussy, she was also grinding her soapy pussy against my thigh, and the heat was starting to build up inside me to the point I wouldn’t be able to resist showing her just how much I was starting to enjoy it.

That would be a disaster if she was still just pretending, but with every passing second, that seemed less and less likely. And I was starting to find it impossible not to kiss back. My breasts were throbbing as she continued to mash hers against them, and my pussy was starting to burn!

She released my wrist, and my hands dropped onto her shoulders again, but this time they weren’t pushing back against her, just holding on as I would be with a guy. Then, daringly, I let my hands slide down and go around to caress her back as she ground her thigh against my pussy.

She pulled her lips away from mine with a grin, and I felt a jolt, thinking this was where she’d admit she’d just been kidding, just been messing around. Instead, she reached over to where her shorts hung and yanked at the belt.

The belt was this skinny, braided fabric thing with a buckle at one end. She slid it easily out of the loops of her shorts, and while I was wondering why, she turned back to me, still pressed against me, and gripped my wrists again, lifting them up and back against the wall. 

She reached up, her belt in hand, and slid it around my wrists.

I gasped. “Taylor! What are you doing!?”

“Shh, little virgin. You’ll like the results!” she whispered with a giggle.

“I’m not a fucking virgin!” I hissed.
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I could feel the belt tightening around my wrists, but still didn’t get what she was doing until she lowered my wrists a little and then slid the belt around a pipe that ran horizontally along the wall. I squirmed to pull free, then, but she only laughed and tied it in place.

“Are you insane! If we get caught, we’ll both get fired!” I gasped.

“Then we'd better not get caught.”

She kissed me again, even more passionately than before, then she lifted up my left leg, this time hefting it way up and back until it was back against my shoulder! Now she was able to get her pussy in directly against mine! 

The sensations that blew through me when they touched and she began to grind herself against me were like nothing I’d ever felt before! 

I mean, it wasn’t really just the physical sensations. It was the dark heat that was whipping through me at how wild and edgy and dangerous this was! We were having sex in a public shower with other women in the room! And I was tied up! That was a shock, a confusing shock. My mind was reacting in a strange way to it that I didn’t quite grasp.

I knew Taylor, but not this well! 

She seized my hair in a rough grip, and I gasped as she jerked it back and crushed my lips with hers! Her other hand was holding my leg up high as she ground herself into me, and I was... just along for the ride.

I heard the sound of one of the showers going off. And gasped, my senses tuned to any sound that indicated anyone knew what was happening in here! My body was on autopilot while my mind was filled with both heat and anxiety, mostly about getting caught.

You know, sex is always a pairing, a partnership. If you’re a girl, it’s a particularly worrying event because it’s largely done to please a guy you want to please because you like him and hope to take your relationship to a higher level. Your own pleasure doesn’t really count for much.

So having sex with a guy is all about saying and posing your body and giving the kind of reaction he wants to see. If he doesn’t think you’re enjoying yourself, it might hurt his ego, and that’s not what you want as a girl. You have to be very empathic and monitor everything and be ready to make the appropriate sounds and responses (whether you feel anything pleasurable or not).

But you also had to be wary about how he took things. You didn’t want to be too responsive because then he might think you’re a slut. Worse, he might tell his friends that. No girl wants a reputation as some kind of nympho. The guys might appreciate it, but that sort of thing inevitably gets out to the girls, and they would get pretty snotty about it.

Of course, college is somewhat different and more mature, but not all that much different. It’s a much bigger place, of course, and I didn’t have all the same people in every class and might not even have any of them in my dorm. It was harder to get a reputation in college.

But I wasn’t even in college here. No need to worry about my reputation. I also wasn’t trying to impress Taylor, so there was no need to worry about my reactions. And then adding in the fact that my hands were tied up, well, I couldn’t really do anything anyway!

Which, I guess, was a relief, in a sense, because my experience with girl sex was pretty close to nil. Much better to let her take the lead since she apparently knew what she was doing. Not that I was thinking about any of this on a conscious level. It was just all there at the back of my mind.

I moaned and gasped into her mouth as she kissed me voraciously, and also winced and gasped as her fingers pulled at my hair. This was all so sudden! I usually planned and stressed over a decision to have sex for days in advance. I was not a person much given to impulse. I liked things carefully planned out!

Now I just ... coped, as her soft, slick flesh rubbed and ground against my own, helpless! I was listening to the woman drying herself off, getting dressed, and leaving the shower room in the background, still afraid of being noticed.

Taylor pulled her lips back, but only inches.

“Are you gonna be my little bitch, Paige?” she whispered.

“Wh-what?”

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” she taunted.

“Forget it!” I whispered.

She laughed softly, then released my hair and moved aside a little. She continued to hold my leg up high so that I was in a pretty obscene position, frankly, and let her hand skim down my body, briefly kneading my breast, then gliding down on a silky layer of lather until it was over my pussy.

I gasped as her fingers parted the lips of my sex and then pushed slowly up inside me.

“Taylor!” I gasped.

“All natural ingredients!” she said of the layer of body wash, in a low, smirking voice.

Her fingers squirmed and twisted as they pushed up inside me, and my body and mind both reacted to the penetration with a wave of heat and excitement. 

“Y-You’re c-crazy!” I gasped.

“Am I?” she taunted.

She pushed three fingers into me! It ached! But the heat was roaring, and I felt the sexual pressure inside me growing in a way I’d never felt before. Then her thumb started to rub against my clitoris, and I gasped aloud, my hips jerking as the muscles spasmed.

“Little baby liked that,” she teased.

“I-I-I didn’t!” I gasped.

“Ha!”

Her fingers squirmed deeper, then started to move in and out, pulling upward against the front wall of my sex as her thumb flicked across my swollen little button.

She moved her upper body in close so she could hold my leg up high with her shoulder. That freed her right hand to reach up and grip my hair again, jerking my head back so she could kiss me hungrily.

I moaned helplessly into her mouth, my muscles starting to spasm down low, my hips grinding against her fingers as the sensations intensified and spread through my body.

My resolve was melting along with my inhibitions as a flood of liquid heat poured through me. It felt like it was melting the bones in my body, too! My mind began to float on this wild, churning sea of heat as her fingers pumped in and out.

I heard the other shower go off, but was too intoxicated with heat and passion to care. I could hear, but largely ignored them as they quickly dressed and then left the room.

With the sound of the door closing, I felt a sense of relief, a new freedom, tightening my senses now on what my body was feeling as Taylor’s fingers rubbed against the front wall of my pussy while she stroked her thumb across her clitoris.

And then she stopped.

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

I moaned, my hips grinding against her.

“Say it!”

“I-I’m your bitch!” I gasped.

She giggled and resumed thrusting her fingers in and out, her mouth devouring mine.

And then I felt a rush of sensation and belatedly tried to restrain it. I failed and then stopped caring as the orgasm rushed over me. My hips began to jerk violently against her fingers as my entire body trembled and shook.

I started to gasp and moan aloud, the sounds getting worse as I lost myself to the orgasm. Taylor released my hair and put her hand over my mouth instead, and that gave me another sense of freedom, oddly enough. Now I could moan louder, restrain myself even less.

The orgasm was intense. Not all orgasms are the same. Some are great, and some are low grade. This was above intense. This was spectacular! I was crying out with dazed animal pleasure as I tried to jam myself harder against her fingers, my entire body trembling and shaking as the sensations overloaded my nervous system.

The orgasm was not only more powerful than I was used to but also went on longer. My muscles were spasming for twice as long as what was normal for me while my body tried to thrash and twist around like a maddened thing.

“Sexy little blonde slut!” Taylor whispered.

The orgasm faded, leaving me dazed, and Taylor slipped her fingers out of me and pinned my leg higher, her other hand roughly squeezing my breast, then sliding up higher until it was around my throat. She squeezed slowly as she kissed me, as she ground her pussy against mine, and all I could do was moan and tremble.

The feel of her pussy against mine continued to send a deep, continuous rush of pleasure through my body. That I’d just had an orgasm didn’t seem to matter much. 

My foot was up in the air above me, and her hand was around my throat, squeezing me enough that it was making it harder to breathe. I was still kind of floating, dazed, my body still full of heat as the sexual energy built up again.

This surprised me, not that I was thinking much at that moment. I’d never had an orgasm with a guy. They had all been self-induced. And whatever I did to get them stopped as the orgasm faded. Why would you continue past the ‘climax’ of the event?

Now, it seemed, just because I had a climax didn’t mean I couldn’t still be full of sexual tension and need. It had never happened before. But I wasn’t going to try to fight reality. 

Taylor started to gasp for breath and grind herself harder and faster against me. That made me moan and tremble more myself, but it was she who was having an orgasm this time. I felt happy for her, almost instinctively, the way I was pleased when boys came. But on the other hand, I hadn’t done anything at all but let her use my body.

Which should have made me feel ashamed and guilty, but didn’t. Instead, when she started to ease off and then let my leg slowly down, I felt... disappointed. I groaned as she stepped back, both of us breathing heavily. 

She grinned and patted my cheek, then stepped under the water and let it rinse her off.

I, of course, did nothing, because... I couldn’t. I just stood there against the wall, panting, covered in lather from her body and her soapy hands, which had slid everywhere over me.

“Untie me,” I groaned.

“Say please,” she said over her shoulder.

“Please untie me,” I said.

“Nope.”

“Taylor!”

“I’m gonna leave you here for the next lady to enjoy.”

“You are not,” I said, only slightly nervous.

“Especially Hillary.”

“Ick!”

She reached up and gripped the showerhead, then turned it up and to the side so it spayed over me. 

I gasped and turned my head away as the water splashed against me and the wall.

“Taylor!” I gasped.

“I didn’t give you permission to call me Taylor,” she said in a suddenly haughty voice. “From now on, you shall call me Mistress Taylor.”

“I don’t think so!”

She smirked and pulled the showerhead down – it being a hand shower- and came over to me, spraying it directly over me, then down over my face and hair. I twisted around, and she sprayed it up and down my back, then my thighs.

She turned me around and shifted the showerhead to pulse, sticking her knee between my thighs so I couldn’t close them and bringing it down to aim at my pussy.

“Taylor!” I gasped, trying to twist free.

“I don’t hear you unless you call me Mistress,” she said. “You’re my little sex slave now.”

“I am not!”

“Oh, you don’t think so?”

She turned off the water, put the showerhead back, came over to me, and then abruptly dropped to her knees. Her hands pulled my thighs wide, and then her fingers spread the lips of my sex. 

“Wh-what are you doing!?” I gasped.

“You’re such a virgin.”

And then she leaned in and started to lick my clitoris!

I have had a couple of guys make a tentative effort at giving me oral sex, but their hearts weren’t really in it. Even so, it had felt awfully, awfully good. 

This felt way better!

I shuddered as her fingers pushed up inside me as her tongue licked at my swollen little bud. When she slipped her lips around it and started to suck rhythmically, my hips jerked helplessly against her.

Her fingers were pressing forward against the front wall of my pussy, right behind my clitoris, as she resumed licking. She licked harder, faster now, and I felt the heat wafting up over my body and into my brain. It was like a drug, making me feel this wild buzz where my body throbbed and pulsed and burned.

I gulped in air, helplessly grinding myself against her as her skillful licking, sucking, and fingering sent my pulse rate shooting up along with the heat. And I knew, with a shock, that I was close to another orgasm!

Until she stopped and stood up.

She grinned down at me and gripped my stiff nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, rolling and caressing them.

“Call me mistress, little sex slave.”

“Taylor!” I moaned weakly.

Her fingers pinched my nipples, and I gasped, then hissed as she pinched harder, pulling my nipples up and forward so that my back arched sharply.

“Say mistress.”

“Mistress!” I cried.

She eased her grip.

“Say, please make me come, Mistress,” she whispered as she slid her lips over mine.

“P-Please make me come, Mistress!” I moaned.

Her lips pulled back, and her fingers caressed my lips, then slid into my mouth.

“Suck,” she growled.

Moaning, I did as she asked, licking at her fingers.

She laughed softly again, then pulled them free.

She slid down my body, slowly, sucking and licking at my nipple, then chewing at my breast strongly enough that I gasped as she bit too hard. She slid down further, raining little kisses and light bites against my belly.

Then she was kneeling there again, licking hard and fast at my clitoris as her fingers pushed into me.

My body began to undulate, writhing against her, against the tiles, twisting and grinding as heat rolled over me in waves. And then another orgasm tore through me, and I bucked and jerked against her, crying out softly, then louder, unable to repress it, as hard as I tried.
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Taylor could be annoying at times.

That was nothing new. She was cocky, full of herself, smug, and didn’t take life too seriously most of the time. I suppose if I had always been a target for men, she would have been even more. She was taller, with an hourglass figure, and boobs that were bigger than mine, even on her larger frame.

And I’m a 36-D.

Unlike me, she loves male attention. She wears tight tops and even sometimes has a little bit of cleavage. No other woman on our floor or that I’d seen in the building ever showed even a hint of cleavage.

I had already noticed how unusually high the volume of traffic was where we sat in the corner of the floor compared to where it had been in the opposite corner when I’d been there replacing a different clerk temporarily. Which didn’t make a lot of sense. If you didn’t have business with us administration clerks, why would you be walking by outside our cubicles?

Because they were mostly men wanting to see what Taylor was wearing.

I wasn’t worried about rude comments or even guys hitting on me here, but I wasn’t about to wear anything too tight like her, much less show cleavage. I wore a button-down shirt with a collar. It was reasonably form-fitting, but not unduly tight.

My present cubicle was across from hers. I was entering requests for equipment into the computer system from managers whose staff needed another printer, or laptop, or PC, or monitor, or some other expensive object.

Taylor was presently replacing the admin assistant of a director who had left to have a baby. I was sitting in what had normally been her cubicle, doing what was normally her work. That was handy since I could ask her questions whenever I hit a snag.

Since it was summer, things were not as busy as usual, with lots of people on vacation, and Taylor, in particular, had some extra time on her hands. That let her take long lunches, leave early, and wander around from time to time to chat and gossip. 

I wasn’t surprised when she wandered across the aisle to see me an hour after we’d arrived. But I was more nervous than before as she leaned over my chair from behind.

“How is my little sex slave doing?” she purred.

“Shhh!” I hissed.

She laughed.

Fortunately, this cubicle backed onto the wall of a boardroom. It was on the inside of the corner. The director’s office was in the corner, while Taylor sat in the cubicle outside the door. The cubicle on my left was occupied by a guy named Jerry, who was sick that day. So it wasn’t likely anyone would hear her. Even so, I was nervous.

“You’re my little bitch now,” she teased.

“Dream on.”

She slid her fingers into my hair and then pulled, forcing my head back.

“Ah! Taylor!” I gasped.

She let her other hand push down the front of my pants, pushing under the loose elastic, then into my thong. I gasped, trying to jerk my legs closed as she nibbled on my earlobe.

“We’ll get fired!” I gasped.

“I know what I’m doing. No one can see us.”

Which was true. The cubicle walls were six feet high.

“Someone might come by!”

“But they can’t see what’s happening at your desk because of the panel next to it,” she whispered as her fingers found my clitoris.

She jerked on my hair, and I gasped again, grabbing at her wrist.

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

“Taylor!”

“Obey your mistress, slave!” she growled, tugging harder at my hair.

I gasped and let my knees fall apart, and her fingers began to rub against me.

I have to admit, they felt awfully good!

“I’d like to make you come again right here,” she said.

She pulled my head up and forward more and kissed me passionately, then released it and slid her fingers out of my pants.

She grinned down at me as I pushed my chair back, then slid her fingers into her mouth and licked them.

“Yum-yum. Such a tasty little slave girl,” she said before going back to her office.

This girl was going to get me into trouble! I was sure of it!
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I was going home with Taylor.

Why? Why not? She was fun, and she’d shown me this morning that she could be amazing in bed. I hadn’t really gotten much of a chance to do much of anything other than absorb what she was doing to me. I’m not sure what I was thinking of, but the memory of her breasts against mine turned me on. It had felt sexy and sensual and amazing, and I wanted to feel that excitement again.

She told me I was her sex slave and had ordered me to come home with her. I’d given her a look at my middle finger. So, then she’d asked, hinting at doing amazing things to me, promising she could make me scream with pleasure.

Which I didn’t really believe, but then again, I’d been close to it in the showers, so it was definitely worth a shot.

“Why do you wear those stupid glasses?” she demanded, as we walked out of the building, her pushing her bike. “I know you don’t need them.”

“They keep guys from bothering me.”

“Seriously?”

“I get hit on by creeps all the time, and guys say things, you know.”

“Like what things?”

“Come on,” I said, rolling my eyes. “Like nice ass, baby’, and ‘come over here and give us a kiss, sexy’ and stuff like that.”

She shrugged. “Shit like that doesn’t bother me. I just tell them to fuck off. It doesn’t happen that often, anyway. Guys tend to be afraid of me.”

I laughed, then thought about it and realized she could well be right. She was intimidating in her looks and in the way she acted. Like I said, cocky, confident, and breezy. She was also taller than me. Nobody was scared of me.

“Nobody is afraid of me,” I said as we walked.

She laughed again.

“Of course not! You look like a little cutey!”

I glared at her, and she laughed again.

“See, you look like someone’s little sister. I look like someone’s mistress.”

She was definitely right about the latter! I didn’t see myself as sisterly, though.

“They don’t look at me like I’m their sister.”

“Not their sister, just someone’s. Like the girl next door. Guys want to marry you. They just want to fuck me.”

“I’m pretty sure they want to fuck me, too.”

“Well, that too, of course.”

“And nobody I’ve dated has been old enough to think about marriage.”

“Seriously? You need to look into dating older men, Paige. They’re way more mature. Plus, they have way more money.”

“Old guys?” I made a face.

“Not old geezers! I’m talking about guys who are like thirty or so.”

“That’s pretty old.”

“They’re a lot better in bed, too. They know how to make love to your whole self.”

“What does that even mean?”

“It means that the most important sexual organ is here.” She tapped my forehead. “This is what gives you orgasm, not this.”

She jabbed her finger down at my groin, and I gasped and blocked her hand, looking around to see who might be watching.

“Shy?” she teased.

“You know people are watching us!”

“Phhht. When you look like us, you have to get used to men staring.”

“I try to avoid that. I don’t need to be hit on by creeps.”

“Well, you don’t need to worry anymore, little girl,” she said, putting an arm across my shoulder. “Now that you’re my sex slave, I’ll find guys to fuck you.”

“I don’t think so,” I said, pushing her arm back.

“They’ll be big and studly with giant cocks.”

I looked around nervously again, but no one was close enough to hear.

We went into the station, then down the escalator and out to the platform. It was crowded, of course. Hopefully, anyone wanting to grope a blonde would go for Taylor and not me.

“I’ve learned a lot from older guys.”

“Shhh,” I said as we entered the crowd.

She just smirked at me. Like I said, she wasn’t the least bit shy.

“I can’t wait to get you alone, so I can teach you so much about loving a woman!” she said, actually raising her voice.

She swept her arms around me and tried to kiss me as people turned to eye us.

“Will you knock that off!?” I exclaimed, pushing her back.

She laughed in delight. “You’re so shy!”

“You’re a wack job! I can’t believe Jeff puts up with you.”

Jeff was our manager.

“Jeff has the hots for me. That’s why he hired me.”

“I can believe it!”

I could, actually.

“But he knows I’m out of his league, so he doesn’t really bother me. He just appreciates the sight of me every day.”

“Narcissist much?”

“Hey, it’s hard to be humble when you’re perfect. Anyway, he hired you for the same reason.”

“I’m not you.”

“Phhht. Take off the glasses, and you’re pretty cute. You haven’t noticed how many of the girls in our unit are young and hot? Like Hannah and Riley and Cody?”

“We’re clerks. And me and Riley are summer students.”

“He hires girls who are eye candy.”

“I’ve never seen him hitting on anyone.”

“He doesn’t. He’s happily married. Doesn’t mean he doesn’t like eye candy.”

We got on the subway but had to stand up. She was able to reach the overhead strap easily. I had to hold onto her bike.

“You haven’t noticed how often men come around our corner of the floor for no particular reason at all?”

“Yeah. They come to see what you’re wearing.”

“Well, of course. But they like to check us all out.”

“They’re all old.”

“What difference does that make? Men are men even if they’re ninety.”
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Her apartment was closer than mine, and a lot bigger. It had two bedrooms and a nice, modern kitchen with stainless steel appliances. It also had a way better view. I was jealous.

“Vanessa is out.”

“Who’s Vanessa? You have a roommate?”

“Yup.”

“I wondered how you could afford this place.”

“It’s her place. She bought it, and I pay her rent for my room. That’s how she can afford to pay the mortgage.”

I dropped my bag at the door, and she brought hers into the small dining area and dropped it on a chair there.

“Will she mind you bringing home an overnight guest?”

“Not a hot, sexy blonde like you.”

“You have sex on the brain.”

“Damn right. It’s the most fun you can have in the world without being a millionaire.

She turned and pushed me against the wall, much like she’d done in the shower, and kissed me.

Here, at least, I was more relaxed about it, less worried about being overheard or caught. I kissed her back for long seconds, starting to get excited. Then her hands came up and started to unbutton my blouse.

“Wh-when does your roommate come home?” I gasped.

“Not for a while. Relax.”

She took off my blouse, then my bra. She was so firm and insistent that I didn’t really have any time to do anything myself, or even to try to take her clothes off for her, and I was soon naked as we continued to kiss.

That felt... strange. I could feel a wild churning in my body and a dark passion growing in my mind. It just felt strange to be completely naked in a strange place, kissing someone who was completely dressed! It made me feel very... vulnerable.

She pulled back, but instead of taking off her clothes, she winked at me, took my hand, and led me into the living room. She stopped before the sofa and turned back to me, her eyes glinting with excitement.

“Put your hands behind your neck.”

“Why?” I asked warily.

“Because we’re playing a game.”

“What kind of game?”

“A fun game. An exciting game.”

I hesitated, then put my hands behind my neck.

“Interlock your fingers.”

She plucked the glasses off my nose and tossed them on a coffee table.

“Feet apart,” she barked.

“You’re a big goof,” I said.

“Disrespect for your mistress you will be punished,” she said sternly.

“Phhht.”

She moved back and sat down, looking at me.

“Don’t move.”

It felt very strange standing like this! Like I was posing for an artist, or maybe a dirty picture. But it was oddly exciting, too. Maybe because I was anticipating the kind of things that were going to soon happen.

“How do you feel?”

“Like I’m naked.”

“I love your breasts. They’re perfect.”

“Yours are bigger,” I said a little uncomfortably.

“Too big. They can be a pain. Yours are better. They’re a little too big for your body, but they won’t get in your way like mine do. Come closer.”

I hesitantly moved forward until she could grip my leg and pull me still closer. I stood right in front of her, and she raised her hands and fingered my pussy, then her thumbs spread the lips of my sex.

“Do not move,” she said, looking up at me. “And arch your back more. Stick out your chest.”

“Why?”

“You ask a lot of questions for a sex slave.”

“I’m not a sex slave.”

“Well, pretend. Do as you’re told, or you’ll be punished. The minute you move, I’m going to stop.”

I almost asked ‘stop what’, but then she spread the lips of my sex again and started to tongue my clitoris.

And I definitely didn’t want her to stop that!

I tried to analyze exactly what she was doing even as my pulse rate quickened, even as my heart beat faster, even as the sensations rolled up my spine. Because I obviously had to do this back at some point. I wasn’t looking forward to that. I had what a guy might call performance anxiety. I never worried about pleasing guys because it’s almost impossible not to. But I had no experience in performing oral sex on a girl!

And she clearly did! Her tongue swirled and stroked, and her lips sucked and massaged me as the heat built up. I was soon charged up with sexual electricity, my chest tight and my breath becoming ragged. And only then did her fingers push inside me. 

“Tell me you’re my bitch,” she said, halting.

“I-I’m your bitch,” I said, panting.

“Mistress. Call me mistress.”

“This is goofy!” I said.

“So? Do it!”

“Mistress,” I said awkwardly.

“Now tell me you’re my bitch.”

“I’m your bitch, Mistress,” I said.

Saying it felt... strange and edgy and strangely exciting.

She pulled her fingers out and pushed me back a foot or so, then stood up.

“Don’t move,” she barked.

She ran her hands slowly up and down my body, caressing my breasts, rolling my nipples. Then she leaned in, sliding her tongue over my left nipple, back and forth and around and around. Her lips closed around it, and she sucked rhythmically. They widened, and her teeth dug into my soft flesh as she sucked again, her tongue flicking back and forth over my nipples.

Her left hand was caressing my right breast while her right hand slid down so her fingers could rub my clitoris.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” she teased.

I just moaned weakly.

“Say it, slave.”

She gripped my nipples and started to pinch them.

“Okay! I’m your sex slave, Mistress!” I gasped.

She laughed softly, then resumed, sucking on my left breast now. She straightened, gripped my hair, and kissed me passionately. All while I stood there with my hands behind my neck and my back arched a little.

It felt very weird! But hot!

She moved behind me and leaned in, kissing the nape of my neck. Her hands slid around my chest and caressed my breasts, then one glided down between my legs to rub my clitoris.

“Beg me to make you come,” she whispered into my ear, nibbling on my earlobe.

“P-Please make me come... Mistress,” I gulped.

I started to grind my hips against her fingers, and she laughed again and pulled back.

“Wait here and do not move.”

She turned and hurried away into the bedroom. I stood where I was, still panting, heat gripping me. I continued to feel very strange just standing here like this. My nipples were tingling. They were hard little eraser heads that had been melting in her mouth. Now they longed to be touched again.

She hurried up behind me, and I turned to see what she was doing, but she was already behind me, something in her hands. She gripped my wrists and pulled them in closer, then started to wrap something thin around my right wrist.

“What are you doing!?” I exclaimed, starting to pull my hands free.

“Tying you up.”

“I don’t think so!”

I tried harder to pull away, but she already had what looked like black rope around my right wrist, and now, as I twisted around, she grabbed my left and pinned them together long enough to wrap a loop around it too!

“Taylor!”

“Like at the shower!” she said, wrapping more loops around my wrists.

“But why!?”

“Because I’m fucking your mind!”

“That sounds gross!”

She pulled my bound wrists up and back behind me and then gripped my hair to force my head back.

“Now do as you’re told, slave bitch, or I’m going to torture you.”

“I don’t see why you need to tie me up,” I said, grumbling.

“I told you. We’re playing a game.”

“Well, I can be an obedient slave girl without being tied up!”

“You’re not trained yet.”

She had doubled up the rope and now threw one of the double loops around my neck and pulled it back.

“Hey!”

“Shh.”

She threw another double loop around my neck, then another, then tightened them, though not so that they really interfered with my breathing or anything.

“There. Now, put your elbows back, slave.”

“Say please,” I demanded, starting to feel a dark rush of heat.

“I don’t think so, slave bitch,” she said haughtily.

And then she showed me what else she’d brought back from the bedroom. It was a thin... stick. I mean, it was thinner than a pencil, though about two feet long. And it was a lot more flexible. It also had a flat pink hand at the end made of rubber or leather.

She smirked at me now as she held the stick and let her hand rub over my nipple.

“Are you going to be an obedient little sex slave?”

“No!”

She slapped the tip of the thing down on my right nipple, then did it again, rapidly, the thing a blur as she whap-whap-whapped it against the center of my breast while holding my hair behind my neck.

“Ahh! That stings!” I gasped.

“Of course it stings, you blonde slut. I’m punishing you!”

It didn’t hurt that much, of course. It was more startling than painful. Who did stuff like this!? Obviously, Taylor did!

She started whapping my other nipple, too, and I gasped and tried to pull free.

“Obey your mistress, slave!”

“Ow! Okay, okay!” I gasped.

She released my hair and moved around in front of me, still rubbing my now warmer nipples with the little hand.

“What even is that!?”

“This? It’s a riding crop. It’s for training sexy slave girls.”

She whapped it back and forth between my inner thighs.

“Legs spread, slave!”

“Ah!”

I jerked my feet wider on the carpet.

“Elbows back!”

She slapped it at my nipples again, and I gasped and jerked my elbows back.

“Arch your back more. That’s it. Nasty little sex slave.”

She sat down again, casually, smirking, then reached out with the crop and let the little hand rub against my pussy.

“Would you like your mistress to make you come?”

“Y-Yes,” I gulped.

“Beg, slave.”

“Please make me come, Mistress Taylor!” I gasped, face reddening as I said it.

Yes, it was goofy, but it was edgy!

She sat up and leaned forward, then started to tongue me again, her tongue sliding up and down the tight line of my sex, then sinking into it.

Her fingers pushed up inside me and pumped in and out, rubbing up behind my clitoris as her tongue lapped hungrily at it. The heat grew within me, and my hips started to grind against her again.

She paused and looked up at me.

“Who owns this sexy blonde body, slave?”

“Uhm, me.”

She snorted.

“I am your mistress,” she said sternly. “I own your body. That means I can do anything I want to it. I can also loan it out to any man I think would like to do nasty, wicked things to it.”

“I don’t think so, you pervert,” I said breathlessly.

“Are you being disrespectful?”

“Bimbo,” I said. “Weirdo.”

She smirked and then grabbed my leg and yanked hard, pulling me forward so I half fell atop her. My hands instinctively jerked hard against the ropes, but all that did was tighten the ones around my throat so that I gasped weakly and fell forward.

She had expected it. She leaned aside and pulled me forward so I kind of fell onto the sofa right next to her while she pulled up on my legs, lifting them off the floor and settling them across her thighs. Then she wriggled in more, and I wound up lying on my belly across her lap.
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I felt Taylor’s hands kneading my buttocks.

“I can see that my slutty little blonde slave bitch needs to be disciplined,” she said.

“You’re blonde!” I exclaimed.

“Yes, but I’m not a real blonde. I’m actually a brunette. So that means I’m actually really smart.”

“I’m smarter than you, weirdo!”

Crack!

She slapped my butt stingingly.

“Ow! That stung!”

“It’s supposed to sting, you brainless blonde sex toy.”

Then she brought the crop down across my bottom. Not the thin little leather tip, but the shaft. It hit with a soft, light sound like thwick!

But it stung!

“Ah!”

Thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick!

“Ah! Quit that. Ow! Taylor!” I cried, my body twisting, my legs kicking feebly.

“You have to be taught to be respectful, slave.”

“I’m not your slave!”

“Oh, no?”

Her hand pushed between my thighs, and I felt something, her thumb, probably, push up inside me. The rest of her fingers rolled and rubbed my clitoris as her thumb rubbed up and down against the front wall of my pussy.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” she said.

“N-N-No!” I gasped.

Thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick!

“Ah! Okay, okay! I’m your sex slave!”

“Not good enough.”

Thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick!

“Ahh! Ow! Taylor!” I squealed, my feet kicking, my legs twisting.

“Say ‘I’m your little blonde sex slave mistress Taylor,” she said.

“Ahh! I’m... I’m your little blonde sex slave, Mistress Taylor!” I exclaimed.

Her thumb pushed into me again, and her fingers started to rub my clitoris.

“You pervert!” I added.

Thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick!

I laughed and squealed and twisted around on her lap, but she held me by the hair as she brought the crop down across my butt. And then she started hitting harder, and the thing started stinging more. My bottom was starting to heat up, and the blows were starting to sting a lot!

“Okay! Ah! Oh! I’m your little blonde sex slave, Mistress Taylor!” I cried.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Crack! Her hand slapped my bottom hard, and I squealed and jerked my legs wider.

“Nasty little slave girl,” she said as she pushed... something... against my pussy.

“Wh-what is that!?” I gasped.

“It’s a cock. I know what sluts like you need. You need big cocks inside you all the time.”

It felt big! It felt thick! It felt...I wasn’t sure what it felt like. Not like flesh, exactly, but kind of. It was firm, but not hard like, say, a plastic tube or bottle, like I had used one or two times. 

“It’s... big!” I gasped as it stretched me wide.

“Blonde sluts like you love big cocks inside you,” she retorted.

“Ohhhh!” I moaned as she twisted and turned it and pushed it deeper.

It was obviously some kind of sex toy, a dildo. As she twisted it, she pulled back, then pushed forward, pulled back, then pushed forward. It was stretching me wide and filling me up!

“Tell me you love big cocks, slave.”

I moaned, and she slapped my butt hard.

“Ah! I love big cocks, Mistress Taylor!” I gasped.

My breasts throbbed beneath me. My upper body lay along the sofa with my abdomen and bottom raised up across her lap. The sofa wasn’t soft, and the fabric felt rough against my tingling nipples.

“Untie me, you weirdo!” I moaned.

“Too late. You already said you’re my sex slave.”

“I was lying!”

Thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick!

“Ahh! Okay! I’m your sex slave! I’m your sex slave, Mistress Taylor!” I cried.

I moaned as she pushed on the dildo, and it sank even deeper. Then she began to pump it in and out as her other hand kneaded and sometimes slapped my buttocks. The dildo jabbed against something deep inside me, and still she tried to push it deeper. Only now, she was pushing it with the palm of her hand while her fingers rubbed my clitoris.

“Tell me you love cock.”

“I love cock, Mistress Taylor,” I moaned.

This was sick! And wild!

“I’ll have to find lots of men to stick their big, slimy cocks into you, slave girl.”

I felt her hand against my the mouth of  my pussy now, felt like the base was almost completely inside me – but not quite.

She gathered in my hair carefully, drawing it back behind me as if in a ponytail, then pulled and jerked my head up and back. At the same time, her other hand came around in front of me with some kind of big black... ball?

She pressed it against my mouth, which was wide open because of how she was pulling on my hair. The ball was still too big, but I instinctively opened wider, and she was able to get it inside before I recovered. She laughed and pulled a thin strap across my cheeks and around behind my head.

There was a plastic ball in my mouth! I tried to complain, but obviously my words were completely unintelligible.

I knew what it had to be, though. It was a ball-gag. That went with the riding crop and the tie-up games. She was even kinkier than I had thought!

“Nasty little slave girl. I’m going to teach you better manners and the proper respect for your mistress,” she said.

I squealed as the head of the thing jammed deep inside me. She reached under me and pulled something that felt like a thin cord up across my right hip, then another across my left. Another went up between my buttocks, and then she tightened them, and I gasped and moaned at the pressure inside me. They were obviously attached to the dildo!

“Stand up, slave.”

She pushed me off onto the floor, and I landed on my knees with her holding one arm. Then she stood up and pulled me to my feet.

“Feet apart! Elbows back!” she barked, picking up the crop again.

I moaned but obeyed.

“Excellent. Now don’t move.”

She moved behind me, and I stood there panting for breath, then lowered my chin to look down my body. I could just see the base of something thick, obviously the dildo. It was almost buried inside me, but not quite. It was right there, holding the mouth of my pussy obscenely wide, stretched tight around it.

This was sick!

She was in the kitchen. It sounded like she was getting herself a drink. Then she went into her bedroom again. She returned, humming to herself, came up behind me, and put a thin tube of something on the coffee table. Then she reached down between my legs and did something to the base.

And it started to vibrate!

I gasped and jerked sharply, almost losing my balance.

“I told you not to move, bad girl!”

I yelped at the flood of sensation, trying to grind my thighs together, but she gripped the hair behind my head and marched me over to the round kitchen table and bent me over a chair.

Thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick-thwick!-thiwick!-thwick

I yelped and squirmed and moaned as the crop cut across my buttocks, stinging more now.

“Bad slave girl! You must always obey your mistress!” she said sternly. “Now spread your legs.”

I moaned and obeyed.

She went back to the coffee table and got the tube, then returned. A moment later, something pushed against my wrinkled little back opening.

I yelped and squirmed and twisted, but she slapped my bottom sharply.

“Obey!” she exclaimed.

I moaned and settled down as something hard and slick pushed into me back there. It was thick, but not as thick as the one in my pussy. She pumped it in and out and then worked it deeper as I waited for it to hurt. Every time my sphincter clamped down on it, though, she slapped my bottom stingingly, and somehow that let it slide deeper.

And then it just kind of disappeared, only to reappear. It was like there was a notch cut out of the thing. My little wrinkled opening closed, but not quite. There was still something there, and something pressing against it from the outside, too.

“This is like a butt-plug. Only it’s a butt-dildo,” she said in amusement. “You have a cute ass. You should really be letting more boys fuck you back here. Of course, now that you’re my sex slave, I get to decide what happens to your body and who does it.”

Then her fingers found my clitoris. And her fingers were just as slick as whatever she’d shoved up my butt. It was some kind of lube, and it made her fingers feel incredible when they started to rub my swollen little button!

The vibrator was inside me, not really touching my clitoris. But what you see on the surface is only a small part of that particular organ. The rest is under the skin. And there’s only a thin layer of skin between my pussy and where the rest of my clitoris is. That’s what people sometimes call your G-spot.

And the vibrator was definitely having an impact there as her fingers rubbed my clitoris! I shuddered, and my hips started to roll back against her fingers. My pride melted away along with my inhibitions, and I felt the passion and heat building up again.

“Nasty little slave bitch,” she said.

Crack!

“You’ll learn to obey your mistress.”

Crack!

“I own your body now.”

Crack!

“I decide what happens to it.”

The slaps stung, but not that much, and the heat kept growing.

She paused and then pulled me upright. She pulled the chair out from the table and pushed me against it again, then bent me forward over the back. Way over. I moaned as the blood started to rush to my head. I felt more of that rope against my skin, this time tying my ankles to the back legs of the chair. I moaned and rolled my hips hungrily.

“Nasty girl. You want lots of big cocks inside, don’t you? Dirty girl.”

She moved in front of the chair and then knelt before it. She had some kind of black cord in her hand and slid it under the chair in front, then pulled it back in two pieces, like she’d wrapped it around something under the seat.

She reached up and caught my hair and pulled me up a bit, then brought her hand in under my right breast.

“Now don’t move, slave.”

Something pinched my nipple sharply, and I squealed and twisted wildly, but she only laughed and kept me in place. Then something else pinched my left nipple! She let go, and I tried to jerk upright only to squeal even louder! 

She had put some kind of clips on my nipples! They were attached together on opposite ends of the cord! Now they held me in place, keeping me from straightening up. I stared down at them in amazement.

“Such a bad girl to disobey your mistress!” she said in mock horror. “Obviously, you need more punishment.”

She went back to the sofa and sat down, drink in hand, grinning at me.

I moaned and glowered at her, but obviously, I couldn’t say anything.

“I wonder if you can come like that,” she said. “I bet you can.”

Then she set the drink down and stood up.

“But I don’t have the patience to wait.”

That was fine with me!

But when she walked past me, she kept going, disappearing into the bedroom again. Apparently, she had quite the collection of sex toys back there.

My nipples didn’t sting as hard anymore. The sharp sting had faded to a dull, burning ache.

She came up behind me, humming to herself, then put a clamp on the back of the seat for some weird reason. She stuck some kind of tube into it that stuck straight up, and then I felt something pressing against my pussy from underneath.

Against my clitoris. 

She plugged it in, and it turned out to be another vibrator!

I squealed even more, twisting and rolling my hips at the overload of sensation as she returned to her seat and sat down, grinning smugly at me.

Fucking hell! This girl was insane!

My movements eased as I settled down, panting, moaning, my nipples burning again because I’d been tugging them against the cords. 

“Sex slave!” she taunted.

I moaned, and then, well, my hips moved a bit, then a bit more. The vibrator pressed against me wasn’t made of hard plastic or metal. It felt like soft, molded plastic or leather or something. And it felt amazing when I ground the top of my pussy against it.

God! But Taylor was looking right at me! I didn’t want to give her the satisfaction of watching me come like this!

But how much that mattered began to evaporate as the heat took me. My hips ground in and out, in and out with short, rapid little movements that rubbed the top of my pussy against the vibrating thing below me. 

And then the orgasm hit, and I completely lost it. I rubbed myself frantically against it, crying out again and again, crying all the air out of my lungs as the orgasm blasted through me with overpowering force! I was aware, in the back of my mind, that she was watching, and that this was incredibly fucking degrading!

And it didn’t stop me. Nothing could. The pleasure was too intense. The passion had completely locked down my conscious mind. All it cared about was mashing myself against it and feeling that flood of sensation! I even wound up jerking myself against the nipple clamps, because even though that stung, the little repeated stings somehow added to the explosive force of the sexual eruption inside me!

It was so fucking good!

And it went on and on until I thought I was going insane! I was breathless from howling in pleasure, and my head throbbed as my grinding motions faded. Then I half collapsed against the backrest, moaning, my chin on the seat of the chair.

“That looked like fun,” she said.

I’ll put you on it, I thought weakly.

“Obviously, as a true blonde, you’re a slutty nymphomaniac,” she said.

Both vibrators were still buzzing, and I moaned and helplessly ground myself against the big one below me. My body was still thrumming with sexual excitement, the pressure growing rapidly.

And then I heard the door close, and a strange voice.

“I’m home,” it said.

I gasped, eyes widening, and tried to jerk free of the chair. All that did was make my nipples burn like fire before I gave up.

“You’re home early,” Taylor said, looking behind me towards the door.

“I see you brought company home without telling me.”

“It was an impulse.”

“Uh huh. I’ve told you about your impulses before.”

I was mortified!

I mean, could there possibly be a more humiliating position to be caught in by a stranger!?

The woman walked rapidly past me, and I kept my face low, then rolled my eyes to the side when she was over with Taylor. Her back was to me, and she had her hands on her hips. Black hair hung down her back against a blue silk blouse.

She reached forward and put her hand around Taylor’s throat, then used it to jerk her up out of the chair.

“Take your clothes off, slut!” she barked.

My eyes widened.

What the hell...!?

And Taylor immediately began to strip. Then she stood in the same position she’d made me stand, with her hands behind her head, elbows back, and feet apart on the floor!

“Obviously, you must be severely punished,” the woman said.

The woman turned abruptly, and I gasped and jerked my face around. She was tall, black, but not dark black, more coffee colored, with smaller breasts and an oval face. She looked like she was in her early thirties.

She didn’t say anything to me, but strode past me and around the corner into the bedroom. I was guessing she was going to wherever all the sex toys were. I had thought that was just a Taylor thing, but clearly she had a relationship with this Vanessa chick.

I heard the woman’s heels on the floor as she came back. She passed behind me and went over to stand in front of but to the side of Taylor, who was still standing straight. In fact, she’d arched her back more.

“Nasty, slutty little blonde,” the woman growled.

She had a... a thing in her hand. A whip! I mean, it had a thick handle, and then the handle sprouted what looked like dozens of thin, foot-long black strings or laces.

She drew her arm back and swept it forward and down. The thin laces flew forward and landed across Taylor’s breasts! I stared in astonishment as the woman brought it down hard and fast, and Taylor flinched and groaned and yet arched her back even more!

“You need to learn obedience, you nasty little blonde animal,” the woman, Vanessa, I guess, said.

The whip swept down again and again, Taylor’s breasts turning pink, then red as the laces snapped down across them repeatedly.

The woman gripped Taylor by the throat, roughly turned her aside, and shoved her roughly against the wall, then she put the whip down on the table and her other hand drove up between Taylor’s thighs, two, then three, then four fingers forced up inside the moaning blonde girl.

“Apologize for being a blonde slut,” Vanessa growled.

“I’m sorry for being a blonde slut, Mistress!” Taylor gasped in a choked voice.

“Apologize for being a filthy blonde whore.”

“I’m sorry for being a filthy blonde whore, Mistress!” Taylor croaked.

The woman had four fingers inside Taylor while her thumb stroked from side to side and up and down over her clitoris.

I was close, since I was actually bent over the table just behind and to Taylor’s left. I could see that the woman’s fingers were glistening as they thrust up again and again. So, Taylor was obviously very wet. Nor was she making any effort to resist the woman, despite how tight Vanessa’s hand must be around her throat.

“Who owns your blonde slut body?” Vanessa demanded.

“You do, Mistress!” Taylor croaked. “You own my blonde slut body!”

So, this was where Taylor had gotten all that stuff!

“Please!” Taylor gasped.

“Please what, whore?”

“Please... please... please make me... come, Mistress!” she gasped.

“You think you should be rewarded? Oh, hell no!”

She removed her hands from Taylor’s pussy and throat and spun her around, then slapped her bottom stingingly. There was still rope on the sofa, that black rope Taylor had brought out and tied me with. The woman picked it up and drew Taylor’s arms down and then in behind her back, she forced her hands up high, then, almost between her shoulder blades!

“Whore!”

She swept the rope around her arms, two loops, just as Taylor had done to me, then tightened it as the blonde girl moaned helplessly. Her elbows were forced back closer and closer together, and her hands up higher still.

The woman swept the two loops around Taylor’s ribs and across the bottom of her ample breasts, then back around the other side. She looped it around her wrists in back to bind them tightly, then carried it around her ribs again, this time across the top of Taylor’s breasts. She curved it around the outside of her right breast, though, down and underneath again, then up around the outside of her right breast and across once more before bringing the last bit behind her and tying it in place.

It left her breasts squeezed together from all sides, and kind of puffed out, the skin taut across them.

Then she yanked her around by the hair and marched her behind me.

“On your knees, slave,” she ordered.

I rolled my eyes back, anxiously wondering what was going on.

“Get to work, you fucking whore.”

Taylor began to stuff her tongue in against me, forcing it between the rounded vibrator underneath and my still throbbing clitoris.

“I’m going to go and get changed.”

She disappeared, leaving us alone. I moaned and pulled against the restraints, but Taylor just kept licking me.

I was baffled by how utterly bizarre this was! The woman had found me here like this – an incredibly perverted and obscene scene – and her only reaction was anger at Taylor for not getting permission first? And then she’d acted out a shocking, perverted punishment of the now naked blonde girl that sort of mirrored the way Taylor had been acting toward me.

On the one hand, she was clearly not even slightly shocked at the way I was tied up, which was good. She apparently engaged in the same sort of stuff herself all the time. Which was again good. That made it less humiliating somehow.

But that still left me tied up and bent over a chair with my legs spread and my pussy and ass full of sex toys! And my nipples were really starting to go numb!

Meanwhile, Taylor was obediently licking my clitoris. In concert with the vibrators, that was making my entire lower body buzz with sensation. Only the alarm in my mind kept me from falling into the same overwhelming sexual heat as before.

What kind of weird lesbian sex game had I stumbled into!?

Vanessa returned. I heard Taylor gasp in pain as she was pulled away from me. I saw her out of the corner of my eye as Vanessa, gripping a thick mass of blonde hair, half-dragged her over to the sofa and threw her onto it, mostly on her back.

She was wearing black latex short-shorts and a plastic tube top. A huge, erect black cock stuck out of the open fly of the shorts, and for a long moment, I was shocked into thinking it was real. It certainly looked real! It was the most realistic dildo I’d ever seen!

But when Vanessa lifted Taylor’s legs up and shoved them back over her shoulders, and pressed the head of the ‘cock’ against the blonde’s sopping pussy, I realized it was just a very good fake. She thrust a third of it into the moaning blonde, then half, then buried it as Taylor cried out in either pleasure or pain. I wasn’t sure.

Maybe both.

“Think I forgot how noisy you can get, slut?” Vanessa said.

She picked up another big black dildo, this one curved, and then pushed it into Taylor’s open mouth. I watched in shock as inch after inch slid into Taylor’s mouth and then very visibly went down her throat. The base of the thing was a soft black leather pad, and Vanessa held it against Taylor’s mouth and then wrapped it across her cheeks before strapping it behind her head.

Now the blonde only gasped and grunted and moaned as Vanessa grabbed her ankles and forced them back behind her head. The Black woman’s hips started to thrust down hard and fast, and Taylor trembled and gurgled and moaned as it plunged deep into her pussy hard and fast.

I have to say, the sounds she was making did not sound particularly unhappy. The sounds the big dildo was making were wet as it thrust into her with relentless force.

“Whore!” Vanessa growled.

“Slut!”

“Slave!”

“You're going to learn who is in charge, bitch?”

She eased back, crossing Taylor’s ankles and holding them with one hand as she started to slap her face and then her tightly bound breasts.

“You starting to remember who’s in charge, slave bitch?”

And then Taylor came, obviously, violently, seemingly not caring that the black woman was slapping her breasts, caring only about the big fake cock spearing into her belly so hard and fast.

How was she even breathing!?

She kept trembling and shaking, her eyes glassy, her head jerking and shaking as the orgasm tore through her body.

And, well, it was turning me on. I mean, I still had the dildo and vibrator inside me! And another vibrator that I realized I had been rubbing myself against as I stared at them. I stopped, then started again, unable to pull my eyes off the perverted scene.
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Vanessa slid the big cock out of the still-dazed blonde. It was dripping wet now, and Taylor continued to tremble and moan even as the black woman let her legs fall down. She gripped her hair and dragged her off the sofa, then onto her knees on the floor, holding her there by the hair.

She reached behind her and undid the gag thing, then pulled the long, curved black cock out of her throat.

Taylor coughed a couple of times, then gulped in air.

“Are you sorry, bitch?”

“I’m... I’m s-sorry for... for being a filthy blonde slut, Mistress!” Taylor gasped.

Vanessa pulled her to her feet by the hair, then turned towards me. I jerked my face away just before she bent Taylor down across the table to my left.

“Now, who is this blonde slut you brought home?”

“Her name is Paige, Mistress. I told you about her.”

“The college girl?”

She reached out with her other hand, and I cried out as she pulled my head up and back by the hair. That tugged the clips against my nipples, which made me cry out again.

“I wondered where this had gotten to,” Vanessa said.

She plucked them off my nipples, thankfully, then freed them from wherever they were wrapped under the chair and dropped them on the table. Then she jerked me up and back by the hair again, forcing me to look towards her.

She reached over and undid the strap going across my cheeks, pulling the ball gag from my mouth.

“What’s your name, slut?” she barked.

“P-P-Paige!” I gasped, my voice squeaking.

“What do you call me when you answer, bitch?” the woman demanded, glaring at me.

“Uhm... uh... but –!”

She jerked back on my hair again, and I cried out in pain.

“What do you call me, bitch?”

“Mistress!” I cried.

She leaned in and kissed me roughly, passionately, much like Taylor had done before, with her fist in my hair, holding me in place for it as I moaned helplessly. She pulled back and shoved me down across the table again as I gulped in air, then knelt and untied my ankles.

She gripped my hair again, jerked me around towards her, and kissed me again, then shoved me roughly back against the table, this time so I fell back onto my back. She gripped my thighs and lifted them up the rest of the way, then spread them wide.

“W-Wait!” I gasped.

But she pulled Taylor in and bent her over, and the blonde began to immediately lick furiously at my clitoris.

“Slave girls don’t give orders,” Vanessa growled.

“I-I’m not a slave girl!” I exclaimed.

She sniffed derisively and then walked past me towards the kitchen.

Taylor licked me hard and fast, and the world spun around me as I tried to figure out what to do, what to say. My wrists were still tied behind my neck. And I was dizzy from having my head bent over for so long. I was also very deeply aroused despite the wild anxiety, embarrassment, and confusion gripping my mind.

This was so crazy! So impossible! And yet it was happening! To me! What was I supposed to do!?

What I should do was demand I be untied, then quickly get dressed, grab my things, and take off for home!

But the embarrassment had faded even more now, into something like a very deep, deep sense of self-consciousness as I lay there with my legs spread, gasping.

And despite it all, my body was thrumming with sexual pressure and hunger. And it was starting to influence my mind like a drug! Especially with Taylor sucking and licking at my clitoris!

Vanessa came back. Now she was on my left. I gasped as she gripped my hair and jerked my head back, then leaned in to kiss me again.

Insanity!

I moaned and gasped into her mouth as her tongue flickered and her lips moved passionately against mine.

She pulled her lips back slowly, then moved them along my cheek and in under my ear. I felt her sucking on my earlobe, then biting lightly into the nape of my neck.

“Tell me you love cock, blonde girl,” she whispered.

Her lips moved over my ear again.

“Say it,” she breathed. “Say I love cock.”

I moaned helplessly, my mind caught between saying what she wanted and wondering what it would lead to. Obviously, if I didn’t love cock, then I was a lesbian, and she’d want... well, something! But if I did love cock, then did she still have that big black dildo on!?

“Say it, slut,” she whispered softly, biting my earlobe.

“I-I... I... I love cock,” I moaned.

I gasped in pain, my head forced back more sharply as she pulled on my hair.

“Did you forget to call me Mistress, slut?”

“Mistress!” I cried.

“Say it,” she growled.

“I love cock, Mistress!” I gasped.

She released my hair and straightened, then pushed Taylor away and moved between my legs.

Yes, she did still have that big black cock!

She sniffed and pulled the vibrator out of me. It was sopping wet, just like the dildo! I moaned, still gripped by wild uncertainty as she rubbed the head up and down against my pussy, then slowly pushed it into me. 

She jerked my thighs wider, and then she started to pump slowly in and out, working the black cock deeper and deeper as I stared at it, open-mouthed. I moaned and gasped and shuddered as it pushed higher and higher inside me.

She leaned over, dropping her body atop mine. She gripped my hair again and kissed me passionately, her hips working steadily up and down, rolling and shifting angles, the cock plunging deeper and deeper as she fucked me.

Her mouth was hungry and determined, and I mostly just gave way to it.

She released my hair, straightened up, and undid her black top, pulling it off to expose small, hard breasts, then she leaned in again, pressing them against mine as she kissed me once again.

I was still gripped by the unreality of it all, my mind churning wildly. But the feel of the big black dildo inside me was adding a wild, rough flood of liquid heat that was starting to melt my brain. 

Vanessa straightened again, then lifted my ankles up and back like she had with Taylor, shoving them back over my shoulders as her hips started to pound me.

I gasped and yelped and moaned as her hips slapped against my buttocks, slowly losing my mind, as if it was being melted away, as if every deep thrust sent another powerful wave of sensation to shatter my inhibitions and turn me into a quivering mass of overheated flesh.

She let my legs up and back, but spread them achingly wide before dropping them on the table. Then she gripped Taylor, who was standing watching, pulled her closer, shifted her grip to her hair, and bent her forward over me so she could lick and suck at my nipples.

“Tell me you love cock, blonde bitch,” she ordered.

I gasped as her hand came down around my throat.

“I-I love cock!” I croaked.

She pulled her hand back and slapped my cheek! Not hard, but it stung, then her hand went around my throat again.

“Try again!”

“I-I love cock, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Tell me you love black cock, bitch,” she snapped, her hand tightening.

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

Her fingers started rubbing my clitoris, and I cried out, my hips bucking instinctively against the wild burst of sensation. I’d had the vibrator inside me and against me for so long that it had made my nerve endings hypersensitive. Now her soft, slick fingers felt heavenly as they rubbed hard and fast against me!

Taylor licked and sucked my nipple, moaning around it as Vanessa looked down at me, plunging her big black cock into my overheated pussy. And I came, my back arching, my head jerking back convulsively, my legs flopping and dancing on the table as I cried out in wild, animal heat and pleasure.
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This is what I thought I’d be doing, I thought in amazement.

I was in bed with Taylor, both of us naked, our bodies pressed together as we kissed, as our hands slid over each other’s bodies.

I just hadn’t imagined Vanessa would be there watching and giving us instructions!

It was weird, embarrassing, and strangely hot to have an audience. I had thought myself the furthest possible thing from being an exhibitionist, but I was still turned on – and embarrassed – at the same time. Her presence made me very uncomfortable – and also hot.

The only things Taylor and I wore were studded black leather collars and matching wrist restraints. She looked incredibly hot in them, and one glimpse of myself in the bedroom mirror had sent a pulse of excitement through my body.

“All right, sluts. Do a sixty-nine now, and make it look hot,” she demanded.

I cringed mentally, because I had known that this was coming, that I would have to perform oral sex on Taylor. I had accepted it as something I owed her, but hadn’t expected to have to do it while someone watched.

She immediately swiveled around atop me, her hands gripping my legs and jerking them wide as she settled her pussy down against my face. I felt her tongue on my pussy and hesitated, then seeing no alternative – she had given me several orgasms, after all – I tentatively spread the lips of her sex with my fingers and then licked at her clitoris.

From there, I just tried to mirror whatever she was doing to me.

That included sliding her fingers up inside me. I hesitated again, then pushed my fingers into her pussy, angling them down towards her clitoris as I licked with more confidence.

“That’s it, you blonde whores. Lick those pussies, slave bitches,” Vanessa growled.

She moved to the head of the bed and peered in at what I was doing. I found it odd she was wearing glasses now, kind of thick, ugly ones too, but I couldn’t spare much thought to it as her hand came forward and she held that big black cock in it. She pushed it against Taylor’s pussy, and I slid my fingers out as she shoved it deep. Then she gripped my hand and wrapped my fingers around the base.

“Fuck that blonde whore!” she barked.

I gasped and started to pump the dildo in and out as I licked her clitoris.

She disappeared, then I felt Taylor’s fingers coming out of my pussy, followed by a fat, thick object pushing into me. I moaned, licking harder.

“Fuck that blonde whore!” Vanessa barked.

She moved back to watch me as Taylor plunged the dildo into me while sucking on my clitoris.

I shuddered, the unreality of it all rising in my mind again, but the dark heat creeping higher and higher as the dildo pumped in and out and Taylor licked and sucked.

“Blonde nympho sluts,” Vanessa taunted.

I felt like one! I was panting and moaning, licking without hesitation now, pumping the dildo deep into Taylor, who was grinding and mashing her pussy down against me.

“I’m gonna make you both my sex slaves. That’s why blondes were born.”

I could have said that Taylor wasn’t really a blonde, but my mind wasn’t working that well at the moment, and I didn’t really care as heat swept through me.

The orgasm exploded, and I cried out helplessly, my hips bucking up against Taylor’s mouth and the dildo she held, a flashfire of pleasure tearing up through my body and brain as my nervous system overloaded and my muscles spasmed violently.

Taylor came shortly after me, gasping and moaning as I rammed the dildo into her sodden pussy.

“Enough. Go make dinner, bitch.”

Taylor crawled off me, and I moaned weakly, chest heaving. I noticed Vanessa was entirely naked now, but it didn’t really register.

Then she climbed into bed, pushing one of my raised knees aside. She gripped the dildo that was half inside me and pulled it free, then slid her long, lithe body atop me. Her thigh came down between my legs, pressing against my pussy as she gripped my hair and kissed me.

I kissed back almost instinctively as she rubbed her thigh against me.

“Sexy blonde slut,” she growled, pulling her lips free and then nibbling on my ear. “Sex slave.”

She kissed me again, wiping away any thought of my denying it as her breasts mashed against mine. There was nothing to be done but to kiss her back as she let her hand slide over my body, and down between my legs.

I felt her long fingers sliding into me, and I moaned as she chewed lightly on my throat and pumped her fingers in and out.

“Dirty girl,” she growled.

I gasped as she pushed another finger into me, then began to stroke her thumb across my clitoris.

“Who owns your body, slut?” she demanded, her thumb halting.

“Y-You do... Mistress!” I gasped.

Her thumb resumed stroking me.

“Say it. Tell me I own your body.”

This was so nasty and kinky! Taylor had done the same, but it seemed darker and more wicked with a stranger, one who was much older than me.

“You own my body, Mistress!” I gasped.

She pushed herself up and back, then slid over me, gripping my wrists and pushing them down together above my head as she leaned over me.

“Tell me you’re my whore.”

Every time I said nasty words like this, I felt this wild, raw jolt of energy!

“I’m your whore, Mistress!” I gasped.

She was fastening something, a strap to the wrist restraints! I gasped, only realizing it as she drew back. She lifted my left leg up and back... and back, repositioned herself, and then, like Taylor had done, started to grind her naked pussy against mine.

The realization of where Taylor had gotten her habits from came along with a strange sense of reassurance. I didn’t even know this woman, but this was what had given me a tremendous orgasm before, after all.

She leaned in further, my leg extended up along her torso, my foot over her head as she reached up and started to roughly squeeze my breasts.

And again, all I had to do was just lie back and wallow in the sensations rippling through my body. It lulled me into a sense of blissful heat, unconcerned with anything because, well, I had nothing I needed or could do anyway! Which was weirdly freeing!

I groaned and gasped and moaned as she ground herself in harder, her hand sliding up my chest and then around my throat. I gasped weakly, for she closed her hand a lot tighter than Taylor ever had, enough to make breathing difficult. I didn’t complain, though. I was floating on a dark tide, my body burning up, my mind growing feverish.

“Tell me you’re my blonde sex slave,” she demanded.

“I’m your blonde sex slave, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Tell me you’re my blonde fuck toy.”

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

The orgasm hit, and my body began to tremble and shake, my back arching, my head twisting back as a firestorm of pleasure tore through me. 

“Yeah, come for me, bitch! Come for me, you blonde slut!” she growled.

I did, thrown into something like rapture as my body shook and she continued to grind herself furiously against me.

*
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“No, sit back on your heels,” she ordered, shoving me down when I would have risen.

Confused, I knelt and sat back on my heels.

“Spread your legs, you blonde slave.”

I spread my knees wide, and she picked up what I thought was the little crop Taylor had, but no, this was just a handle with a pair of thin cords, no more than six inches long, with a knot at the end.

“Hands behind your neck, elbows back.”

I hurried to obey as she looked down at me suspiciously. Then she put the thing down and turned away, going over to a closet. She pulled on a pair of sweatpants, then a blouse and a pair of slippers, before going back to a dresser and taking a small length of chain from it. 

She came back to me and moved behind me. I felt her fingers at the collar, then she moved forward, holding the chain, which was now attached to the back of the collar. 

“Get on all fours, slave bitch.”

I obeyed, and she tugged on the chain.

“Crawl.”

This was sick!

She turned and walked away, pulling at the chain. I lurched forward, crawling after her!

We crawled down the hall and into the kitchen, where I noted that Taylor was now dressed, too. That made me feel twice as naked. Not to mention that I was the only one crawling on all fours like some kind of animal.

“Dinner will be ready in five minutes,” Taylor said.

Vanessa grunted, then led me, still crawling, over to the table.

“On your heels, slut.”

I flushed and obeyed, and at a scowl, brought my hands up and back behind my head and spread my knees.

“I’ll turn you into a decent sex slave in no time,” she said.

She sat down at the table and examined me.

“She’s got nice tits,” she said.

“Yes, I know,” Taylor said.

“Nice and big and round and firm. They don’t look like they've been whipped enough, though.”

“I’m sure you can take care of that.”

I gulped a little nervously.

“Nice pink nipples.”

She reached out and rolled my nipples between her thumbs and forefingers.

“Are your nipples sore, slut?”

“Uhm, a little bit... Mistress,” I said, feeling silly.

“You have to watch out not to leave those clips on too long, you dumb blonde,” she said.

At first, I thought she was talking to me and felt indignant since it wasn’t like I’d had a choice, but then Taylor spoke from the kitchen.

“Well, I didn’t expect to get interrupted so early. You weren’t supposed to be home.”

“I had an appointment with my stylist, and she cancelled.”

I figured that was why she’d come home early.

She got up and went into the kitchen, but soon came back, stopping behind me. She gripped my wrists, pulling them in further, then clipped the restraints to the back of the collar before going around me and sitting down again. A few seconds later, Taylor came in with big plates and bowls and set them on the table, then went and got more.

“So how come you guys are dressed, and I’m not?” I asked.

“Did you just speak without being spoken to?”

“Naughty, naughty,” Taylor said, bringing in more plates.

“Well, I just wondered –.”

“You don’t need to wonder anything. A sex slave has no need of information except what she is told. Obedience is all you need to concern yourself with.”

“Well, isn’t Taylor a sex slave?”

“You can’t be a sex slave all the time,” Taylor said.

“You are a sex slave anytime you’re in this apartment,” Vanessa said.

Taylor shrugged.

“The reason she’s being permitted to wear clothing and sit down like a normal human being is because of your presence, slut.”

I didn’t understand that.

“I am going to train you to the realization that being a sex slave is your destiny. That means that you must accept how low your status is. You are no longer a human being, but more like an animal, and must be trained to obey like an animal.”

I glanced at Taylor, who was smiling slightly. Okay, Vanessa obviously enjoyed this kinky game.

“What if I decide not to be a sex slave?”

“You won’t. I will condition you with pleasure and pain. Your tiny blonde mind won’t be able to resist the freedom and certainty of having another make all your decisions and be responsible for you. Especially when it’s overloaded with heat and sexual hunger. It’s in your nature, you see.”

“Uhm, okay.”

She and Taylor were sharing out the dinner, and I looked on, wondering what was going on. Her attitude was actually giving me a kind of edgy sense of interest and pleasure. Like, it made this sex slave thing seem more real than with Taylor. Taylor was clearly just playing at it. Vanessa was a better actress. Also, she was older, so it was easier to feel... maybe not intimidated but, well, wary anyway.

Besides, obedience to adults was kind of ingrained in me by now, even if I was one. I didn’t consider Taylor much different than me, but Vanessa was more of a, well, a grown-up, if you will.

Then she held out her hand to me, palm up, with some kind of meat in it. I looked at it, then up at her.

“Well, you don’t want to eat?”

I felt a little jolt and then leaned cautiously forward and licked it out of her hand.

Don’t think I didn’t get it. I was eating out of her hand. Ha-ha. Yeah, sure. Okay.

I wasn’t sure what it was, but it was good and spicy.

“What is this?”

Vanessa scowled at me, and Taylor shook her head and grinned.

“Are you speaking again, you blonde animal?” she demanded.

She brought that little thing with the cords and picked it up, then swept it down across my left breast. I gasped and flinched.

“Back arched!” she snapped.

Gulping, I obeyed, and she brought it down again, and again and again, in several rapid blows that switched from one breast to the other, aiming for the nipples! They were just thin cords, but they did sting, and the knot stung even more. I gasped and yelped, my nipples throbbing as she put the thing back on the table.

“Blonde animals do not speak until spoken to,” she said.

I wondered what she’d say if I told her that was kind of racist.

I didn’t, of course. I didn’t want her using that thing on my breasts again. And as she held out another piece of whatever meat that was, I leaned in and licked it from her hand.

This was so weird. But dark and hot. Even with my sore breasts.
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I spent dinner on my heels like that, not talking again. I heard Taylor and Vanessa talking about Taylor’s day, including what she’d done with me, and Vanessa’s day, where she was apparently a business executive or something.

Then we went into the living room, with me still crawling.

At a word from Vanessa, Taylor went and got a big vibrator, which she worked up achingly deep into my belly. This one had a little base that was teardrop-shaped and only on one side – the front, where it curved up across the top of my pussy.

Two narrow straps went up diagonally across my abdomen and across to join together in the back, and a third up between my buttocks to hold it tightly in place. Then I was gagged. Not with the ball gag, or with that long cock that went down your throat like Taylor had, but with a shorter version. It had a fat cockhead that was several inches long attached to a soft leather base that went over my mouth and across my cheeks to fasten together in the back.

They put me on my stomach on the floor, brought my wrists down and back behind me, then put leather restraints on my ankles and used a cord to pull my wrists and ankles so tight together my back ached. Vanessa put what felt like earbuds in my ears.

Then she turned on the vibrator.

They put me against the wall near the TV, then sat down on the sofa. Vanessa turned on the TV, and they discussed which programs to watch.

Then their voices were drowned out by the sound of a woman moaning and groaning in pleasure and passion. Before too long, I recognized it as Taylor’s voice. Then, with the moaning and groaning still there in the background, I heard her voice say, “I am a sex slave. I am a blonde slut. I was made to give pleasure to others. My body belongs to my mistress. I must always obey her. I am a blonde animal. I am a fuck toy designed for others to use.”

That went on and on, repeating itself over the moans and groans, which sometimes grew louder, sounding like an orgasm.

Meanwhile, I was coping with the vibrator, which was quite powerful, especially with my thighs together. I quickly fell onto my side as a dark heat engulfed me. It wasn’t just because of the vibrator, or because of the sounds and words from Taylor. It was because, again, this made Vanessa’s dirty sex game seem so real!

Which made it much more wicked and hot!

Not that I had any intention of being a sex slave, of course, especially to a woman, but as a fantasy, it was deliciously, outrageously hot!

And even though I still thought of myself mostly as straight, well, I was reconsidering how straight. The passion and pleasure I had gotten from Taylor and Vanessa was way more intense than anything I’d gotten from a guy. 

Of course, I’d never tried kinky stuff like this with a guy...

Nor could I! Imagine putting myself in such a position, completely helpless like this, with a strange guy! That would be way, way too dangerous! God knows what they’d do to me! And if it was a guy I knew, then other people I knew also knew him. What if he talked, which he probably would, given what a juicy tale this would be!

This was way safer. Just thinking about it with guys, though, with men, I mean, made my body burn even hotter. 

And the vibrator was making me squirm helplessly as the nerves in and around my pussy sputtered and crackled like live electrical wires.

I felt my mind slowly melting, the fever rising again. I imagined myself as a real slave, a prisoner, a captive, a helpless, innocent girl being so outrageously treated by lust-crazed men – or in this case, lust-crazed lesbians!

“I love black cocks,” Taylor’s voice said in my ears. “I love having big black cocks inside me. I love having them fucking my throat and my ass. I love having three of them in me at the same time. I was built to be a sex slave to black cocks.”

Again, that was a bit weird for Vanessa to have her say. And I had no doubt she was saying what Vanessa had told her. I had assumed the black woman was a lesbian. Granted, she had big black dildos, but what I knew of lesbians suggested they weren’t really all that addicted to cocks.

A string of orgasms later, I was wrung out and exhausted, my abdominal muscles aching from all the spasming. I moaned into the gag, but the two women ignored me as I lay there on the floor.

Vanessa did eventually relent, after another couple of orgasms. She unclipped the clips holding the restraints together and pulled the vibrator out of me. I groaned and let my body stretch out, still twitching and trembling, at first.

Then she put a blindfold over my eyes. Taylor’s voice stopped moaning and groaning and talking in my ears. The silence seemed odd since it had been going non-stop for an hour.

Then I heard a new voice, a male voice. It was deep and stern and sounded quite black.

“Sit on your heels, slave,” he ordered.

I gasped and jerked the blindfold off, and Vanessa, who was holding her phone, glared at me.

She put the phone down, came over to me, gripped me by the hair, and then sat on her own heels, dragging me across her knees.

Then she spanked me!

I yelped and wriggled and kicked and thrashed, at first, but she held me easily in place. She was stronger than she looked! Her hand cracked down against my buttocks again and again as I yelped and moaned and cried out as my bottom got hotter and hotter!

She shoved me off, stood up, and stalked off.

“Take her away. I’m disgusted with her,” she said.

“Well, that was silly,” Taylor said, still slouched on the sofa.

I moaned weakly.

“You surely know you’re not allowed to take a blindfold off when she puts it on.”

She came over and attached the chain thing to the back of the collar.

“Come on. Get on all fours.”

Panting weakly, I did, and she tugged on the chain, the leash, as she led me, crawling, across the room and down the hall, then into her room. She closed the door, then had me get in bed and took off the leash and undid the gag.

“You have to not spoil the game, dummy,” she said.

“I thought it was a man,” I grumbled.

“Her phone has a voice mask that lets her say something, and then it comes out as a man’s voice in the earbuds.”

She pulled those out of my ears.

“And anyway, I thought you were straight and loved cocks.”

“Not strangers,” I protested.

“Pfft. You just had multiple orgasms with a strange woman. Are you telling me you couldn’t have multiple orgasms with a strange man? If so, maybe you’re not really straight.”

“I would be... more embarrassed in front of a man.”

“Why? Are you telling me you weren’t embarrassed when Vanessa came in?”

“Of course I was! It was humiliating!”

“So, what would be different with a man?”

“Uhm, well, who knows what he might do!”

“He might fuck you. But I thought you liked that. With men, I mean.”

“I... well, I mean, you know what I mean!”

“I don’t think even you know what you mean.”

I scowled at her.

“Is she really pissed?”

“A little. She loves using that app on girls, see, and watching their reaction when they suspect a man might be there watching them.”

“Well, it scared me.”

“Again, why? Wouldn’t it be even hotter if it was a man?”

“Uhm, yes and no. I mean, a man might do anything to me!”

“And a strange woman wouldn’t? What would a man do that Vanessa hasn’t done to you?”

“It would just be... scarier.”

She grinned. “Scary is part of what makes it hot. Like being on a really high roller coaster.”

She wasn’t entirely wrong. It was hotter with Vanessa because it was kind of scarier with her. Because she made it seem more real. It was just that the sound of a male voice in my ears made it seem even more scary real! And like I’ve said, I spend a good deal of time not being ogled and hit on by horny guys.

So the thought of one showing up while I was naked had startled me.

“You’re too shy. That’s your problem. A sex slave can’t be shy, you know.”

I made a face.

“Maybe we should bring a man over. I think you should get used to showing your body off to men. Maybe you’ll even like it when men fuck you.”

“I do like it when men fuck me! I told you, I’m straight!” I protested.

“Uh huh. Then it’s settled. We’ll bring a man over to fuck you.”

“No way!”

She laughed at me.

“I mean, I have to know him first and – .”

“Why? You didn’t know Vanessa.”

“Yeah, but... that was just... play sex!”

“So have play sex with a guy.”

“Too dangerous.”

“Not if Vanessa picks him. She’ll make sure he knows what he’s doing with his cock, that he’s got a nice big one, and that he’s clean, if you know what I mean. And not crazy, I should add.”

“Are you serious!?”

“You ever think of how great it would be if we could just have sex like guys do without any fears or worries about getting hurt or having our reputations trashed or anything like that? This would be the safest sex you’ll ever have.”

“I don’t do blind dates,” I grumbled.

“He wouldn’t be a date. So, you don’t need to know if your personalities go well together. You’d be a sex slave, and he’d be the master, and you’d get fucked hard enough to make you scream in pleasure. While me and Vanessa watch.”

“That’s so perverted!”

“Yeah!” she said enthusiastically. “Ain’t it great!”

“Well, forget it!”

“Why?”

“Because... because... he’d think I was some kind of –!”

“Sex slave?”

“Kinky slut!”

“So? You think I’m a kinky slut, and here you are.”

It was hard to even explain to myself why it was so different with guys, so I couldn’t really explain it to her. I mean, I’d been thinking earlier about how much hotter it would be with a guy. I guess I just didn’t dare to try it with a guy.

The heat broke that evening, and the weather forecast said it would be pouring rain the next day, so she decided to have a shower this evening. And then she ‘ordered’ me to have one with her.

It was kind of like earlier that day, except with less fear of discovery. And a lot less energetic. We did kiss a lot, and rubbed our soapy, wet bodies together a lot, but neither of us was really feeling too energetic.

After we rinsed off, though, she pushed me to my knees and gripped my wet hair and ‘ordered’ me to lick her pussy. I kind of figured I owed her, so did, while she tugged on my hair to guide and correct me in how she liked it. I was pleased that I was able to make her come anyway.

Afterward, she insisted on putting the collar and restraints on me again, and I had to crawl back out to the living room with her holding the leash. Then she sat on the sofa, and I sat on the rug against the sofa with my wrists locked behind my back while we watched TV.

Vanessa went to bed early. Apparently, boss types worked longer hours than government clerks. Who would have imagined it?

Afterward, she had me try on some of her clothes, but only skirts.

“You can’t go to work in the same outfit. People will start thinking you were sleeping with someone last night.”

“You.”

“Do we want them wondering about that?”

“Two girls can’t sleep over without people thinking it’s about sex?”

“These days? Anyway, your clothes are sweaty. And you can’t wear my pants because they’ll be too long. That leaves skirts.”

The problem with that was that she really didn’t have any long skirts.

“Seriously? All your skirts are minis!?”

“I like minis. And I have nice legs.”

“I can’t wear a miniskirt to work!”

‘You’re a summer student. You can get away with it. Anyway, the skirt will be longer on you than on me.”

We settled on a cute denim dress. It was short on her, but not so short on me. Though it was still way shorter than I was really comfortable wearing at work. Much less on the subway. It zipped up the middle from hem to neck. She had a thin brown belt that went around it to cinch it tight, and we could roll the sleeves up a bit. 

“It’s awfully short,” I said worriedly.

“We’ll be wearing raincoats outside.”

“I don’t have a raincoat here!”

“I have extras.”

“What about underwear?”

“My bras will be too big for you, and Vanessa’s will be too small. You can do without.”

“I can’t go to work without a bra!” I said, appalled.

“The denim is thick enough that nobody will notice anything.”

“They’ll notice them moving around!”

“You’re too shy!”

I glared at her.

“Well, let me see what I can find.”

She left the room, then came back with a collection of soft, thin leather straps.

“What the hell is that?!”

“An idea I had. Hold still.”

The thing was a sort of halter. It had a wider strap that kind of went across my chest under my breasts and pressed up against the base of my breasts. Then it strapped behind me. The part under me then curved up around the outside of both breasts, squeezing them in closer together, then the straps narrowed a lot as they crisscrossed my upper chest and went over my shoulders to fasten behind my neck. A final strap went directly across the top of my breasts from one side to the other, and buckled in place.

“This is ridiculous!” I said as I looked down.

I moved over in front of the mirror. My breasts were kind of squeezed in from all directions and looked bigger than they had.

“I can’t wear this to work!”

“Try the dress on.”

“Taylor!”

“Do it!”

Grumbling, I shrugged on the dress and zipped it up the front. It actually fit better now because her boobs were bigger than mine, and now mine stuck out more than they had.

“Move around and see how much they bounce.”

Unsurprisingly, they didn’t really move much. And due to the denim fabric being thick, you couldn’t tell I had the straps on in front or back. I know because I had her take a picture of my back.

“What even is this!?” I asked as I removed the dress.

“It’s for play, of course,” she said with a smirk.

The straps didn’t cover any of my breasts, just kind of squeezed them up and out.

I sighed.

“What about panties?”

“I think I have just the thing.”

It was leather, of course. 

“Oh, you must be kidding!”

It was quite small, a thong, and it had a cockhead attached to the inside. It wasn’t a huge one or a long one, but it had to be slipped into my pussy before I could cinch the thing in tight. Once it was on, though, there was no evidence of the little dildo thing. It was probably about three inches long and a decent girth. It narrowed at the bottom so it could attach to the thong without being seen.

You think I’m going to work with a dildo inside me?” I demanded.

“It’s a small one compared to what you’ve had inside you today. You’ll hardly notice it,” she said confidently.

“I’ll notice it!”

“Do as you’re told, slave!”
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“Well, did you expect no punishment after disappointing her last night?” Taylor said.

I glowered at her.

“Don’t look at me. I’m just obeying orders. I’m her sex slave after all.”

She had tricked me.

First, I’d had to sleep with the collar and restraints on. She’d even locked the restraints together behind my back, then lifted my wrists high and fastened the restraints to the back of the collar with a chain. That was kind of kinky and wild, so I had only pretended to object. Then I’d had to eat while sitting on my heels naked, as I had at dinner, only this time I had to lick food from Taylor’s hand.

She’d put the leather harness thing on me, then the ‘thong’. Frankly, looking at myself like that turned me on, but we didn’t have much time before work.

“Is this the same thing as I tried on yesterday?” I asked.

“Yeah.”

“It seems... thicker.”

“You’d had lots of big cocks in you yesterday. It seemed thin by comparison.”

“No, but... well, maybe, but what is this thing sticking out of it!?”

“Don’t worry. No one will notice it.”

“But what is it!?”

It was an inch long, black, and thick as a pencil, only not sharpened, sticking out of the outside of the thong right between my thighs.

“Hurry up and undo me. I have to get dressed, or we’ll be late.”

“Get dressed? It’s a zip-up dress. It will take thirty seconds.”

“Well, I can’t get dressed with my hands tied!”

“Put your shoes on.”

I tsked in annoyance and stuffed my feet into my sneakers. They were already tied. I was too lazy to tie them much, so I usually just stuck my feet in and tugged them out. She put a plastic poncho on me while my wrists were still locked behind my back ‘to make sure it fit’. Well, it was a poncho! Of course, it fit!

Then she picked up a large bag, put it over her shoulder, and dragged me to the door.

“Wait a minute! Hey! Taylor!”

She laughed as she pulled me out the door, then turned and locked it.

“Are you out of your mind!”

“What? I have the dress in my bag.”

“But... but... I’m naked!”

“No, you’re not. You have a nice leather thong on and a harness.”

“My breasts are naked!” I hissed, afraid of other people hearing.

“No one will notice.”

And there was no way to convince her to let me put the dress on! I couldn’t stick around where I was, so I had to follow her to the elevator, downstairs, and then outside.

Naked! Basically! I mean, my breasts were bare under the poncho!

“It will be the same at work except for the denim dress being on you.”

“That’s different!”

“How?”

Infuriatingly, I couldn’t think of how. It was just a different fabric. The poncho was about the same length on me as the dress, and it was loose enough nobody would notice my nipples pressing against it or anything.

It still felt super strange and daring to be walking around outside with nothing between my bare breasts and the people around me but a thin rain poncho, though! Not to mention with my arms tied behind my back and this... little dildo thing inside me! If some pervert lifted it up a little, or if we got stopped by the police or hit by a bus or any other emergency, I was completely screwed!

Because we weren’t going far, and a lot of people had already gotten off the subway, there were actually seats available. It’s a good thing the place was noisy because when I sat down, I let out a squawk of surprise as the thing inside me kind of jerked up deeper!

Taylor smirked.

I knew what it was. That little thing sticking out of the bottom was attached to it, and when I sat down, it had pushed up inside, forcing the fat little cock to thrust up about another inch.

“It’s on a spring,” she said with a smirk. “It will push in when pressure is on it and slide back when it isn’t.”

“You’re sick.”

“Thank you.”

The trip was short, and just as she’d said, when I stood up, I felt the pressure holding the short, fat little dildo ease, and it began to sink slowly back down as we walked out of the car and then went up the stairs.

“I don’t even have my glasses,” I grumbled.

“You don’t need them when you’re with me.”

“What’s that mean?”

“It means all the perverts will be attracted to me instead.”

That was probably true, but mostly because of the way she dressed and her bigger boobs.

“Some of them seem to be attracted to me, too. Like you and Vanessa!”

“No accounting for tastes.”

“I still have these restraints on, you know!” I hissed.

“So? You’re such a shy girl.”

“I am not! I can’t exactly work with my hands tied behind me!”

“Technically, they’re not tied. Maybe I’ll bring you into the director’s office, take off the poncho, and leave you there.”

“That’s not funny!”

“Why? I bet he’d fuck you.”

“He’d fire me!”

“You don’t need a job anyway. You’re going to be a sex slave, remember?”

“You have a job.”

“That’s different. I’m not a natural blonde.”

She hung the lanyard with my pass around my neck as we walked up into the building. I was even more nervous. I felt like an exhibitionist walking around like this. We followed the crowd into the elevator, and she pressed the button. I didn’t even see because people were in my way.

They were all around me, and they had no idea I was basically naked under this poncho and had my hands bound together behind my back! Taylor was beside me, and I felt her hand slide up under the poncho in the back.

I turned and glared at her, but she just smiled.

“We’re going up to a different floor at first,” she whispered, leaning in next to my ear.

“Why?”

She didn’t say, but I figured it was a place with more privacy so she could take the stupid restraints off. Not to mention the collar! I had figured we’d remove it in the handicapped bathroom, but I suppose that could be an issue if someone saw both of us go in together. It would be better to do it on another floor, actually.

We were sure going up high, though. 

People got out, and we moved back to the rear wall. Then her fingers slid under the poncho again, caressing my bare butt as she ignored my glower.

Finally, she indicated we were getting out on the forty-second floor. Which was thirty floors above ours. Well, further away was safer. In fact, this wasn’t even a government floor. The government had eight floors. Other places, like insurance companies and banks, had other floors in the fifty-nine-story building.

She opened a door and led me down a hall and then into what looked like an outer office of some kind, with a large desk sitting in front of a door. There were a couple of chairs along the walls, a coffee machine, and an aquarium, among other things. I didn’t get much chance to look around as she took my arm and led me to the other door, opening it and pulling me inside.

This was a big office of some kind of bigshot with views across the city!

She pulled the poncho off and put it on a table, then reached into the bag and took out the denim dress and laid it on the same table.

“Hurry up before someone shows up!” I exclaimed.

She grinned and then led me further into the room, over near the corner.

“What are you doing!? Undo this stuff before we get caught!”

She attached another chain to the collar, this time to the front, then reached up and dropped the handle on a high hook on the wall, winked, and walked back to the door.

“Taylor! Don’t you dare!”

She waved and blew me a kiss and then left!

I looked around wildly. It was a very nice, tastefully decorated office. It had a big double pedestal desk with a tall, leather executive chair in front of a narrow, but high window. The walls were of paneled wood, and the ceiling was also coffered wood. There was a thick Persian rug of some kind on the floor in front of the desk, and two leather chairs sat on it.

Beyond that, there was a sofa area to the left and more bookcases to the right, with a long, wooden table at the far end that seated eight.

Was it an empty office where she knew the occupant was on vacation or something? But why wasn’t it locked? Who worked here!? And how would Taylor know anyway? This was some company, not the government!

I tried pulling against the hook, but it held fast. If I could reach up, I could just slip the handle off, but of course, I couldn’t. My wrists were held firmly up behind my back, just below my shoulder blades.

Then the door opened, and Vanessa walked in. I felt both shock and relief as she walked across the floor to the desk, put a folder on it, then sat down. She turned and eyed me, and I gulped, red-faced.

“Well, little sex slave. You had an exciting day yesterday, didn’t you?”

It wasn’t a question.

She got up and walked over to me, then her hand shot in beneath my jaw, against my neck, closed, and jerked me up onto the balls of my feet as she kissed me passionately.

I moaned into her mouth, not knowing what to do but... well, submit to whatever she wanted. So I started to kiss back as her tongue swept across mine and her lips moved hungrily.

“Dirty little blonde girl,” she whispered, pulling back.

She lifted the handle off the hook and went back to her desk, pulling me with her, pulling me down onto my knees. 

She was wearing a knee-length skirt. She slid it up high to reveal she was wearing nothing underneath. She pulled with the leash, and I gasped as I jerked forward across the chair.

“Please your mistress, slave bitch,” she growled, gripping my hair and pulling my mouth in against her.

Holy God! This was even more shocking and outrageous in an office! In my building! 

She lifted her legs and draped them across the arms of her chair, and I started to lick.

“Nasty little blonde slut,” she said, twisting my hair in her fingers. “Lick harder. Ahh, that’s it. Make me happy, slave bitch.”

Wow! Sick! Insane! 

I licked as she reached down and peeled the lips of her sex apart. Then she reached in and down and roughly squeezed one of my breasts.

“Such nice, firm breasts you have, blonde girl. Now push your ass out and spread your legs wide. Someone might come in and fuck you hard while you’re licking me.”

I gasped at the thought, but obeyed, fairly sure she was just making that up. It was clear that she and Taylor liked to fuck with my head and not just my body.

I let out a yelp of pain as she jerked back on my hair.

“Tell me you love licking black pussy, blonde girl.”

That was so dark and edgy!

“I-I love licking black pussy, Mistress!” I gasped.

She jammed my mouth against her pussy again, and I resumed licking.

“Slutty little slave girl. I bet you wish a big black man would come in and bury his cock in your hot, hungry little pussy right now.”

She slapped my breast!

I gasped as she jerked back on my hair.

“Don’t you, slut!?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Say it, slut!”

“I... do I have to?”

Her eyes narrowed.

“I wish a big black man would come and bury his cock in my pussy, Mistress!” I exclaimed.

“Tell me you love black cocks.”

“I love black cocks, Mistress!” I gasped.

She jammed my face in between her thighs again, and I resumed licking.

She reached down and squeezed my breast, then found my swollen nipple and twisted and rolled it between her fingers.

“That’s it, dirty girl. Harder. Yeeees. We need to stretch your tongue out like I did to that Taylor slut. Your tongue needs to get more exercise so it can perform for longer.”

I licked and sucked, gasping and moaning weakly as my breasts throbbed and my body began to thrum with sexual pressure. This was so outlandish! Being practically naked in an office building, in an office, and licking a woman’s pussy! And I still hardly even knew her!

“Spread your legs more, little blonde slave girl. We want every man who comes in to have no doubt that you’re inviting him to bury his big cock inside your hungry blonde pussy.”

I shifted my knees apart, still licking, wincing as she continued to twist her finger in my hair. She was showing more reaction, sighing in pleasure, and kind of grinding herself against my mouth.

“Now suck. That’s it. Ahhh, dirty little girl,” she groaned.

She came, gasping and cursing softly, really mashing me against her now as the pleasure took her. I felt a surge of relief and success, and almost immediately wondered what she’d do next.

“You’ll have to practice and exercise to get as good as that slut Taylor,” she said as she pushed me back. I will provide you with plenty of motivation. She pulled her legs together and stood up, then jerked on the leash to pull me to my feet, pushed the chair further aside, and led me around to the other side of the desk.

There, she gripped the back of my neck and bent me across the desk.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Spread your legs, slut!”

I spread my legs apart and felt her undoing the belt. It slipped off, and the little dildo thing slipped out of me. A moment later, her long fingers pushed into me. I was almost embarrassingly wet as they twisted and turned and plunged in and out.

“Dirty girl.”

Crack!

Ah!”

“Blonde slut.”

Crack!

“White slave bitch.”

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Tell me you love black cock.”

“I love black cock, Mistress!” I moaned.

She snorted and moved over to a bookcase. She opened a door there and took out a black scarf, then doubled it and doubled it again before turning and sliding it under my face and up against my eyes. She pulled it around my head and tied it behind my back, then slapped my bottom again.

“Tell me you need a big black cock inside you, slut.”

“I-I... I need... I need a big black cock inside me, Mistress!” I gulped, my pulse racing.

This was just more fucking with my mind! Almost certainly! If she was really bringing a guy in, she wouldn’t need to blindfold me!

Probably!

“Again, whore.”

“I need a big black cock inside me, Mistress!”

She had a dildo. I was betting that was it. That made this even kinkier and nastier and more outrageous!

“Tell me you love big black cocks.”

“I love big black cocks, Mistress!”

“Filthy blonde slave animal.”

I felt something against my pussy, something big. It pushed in, and I moaned as it kind of jammed against my opening. The pressure grew, and I felt my body slowly giving way. The entrance to my pussy pushed back and back and back and then began to slowly spread apart as something that I was virtually sure wasn’t a real cock pushed against me.

It slid slowly inside, absolutely filling me up! It felt warm and very real.

“Oh!” I moaned.

“You love big black cocks, you blonde slut.”

I gasped because her voice was coming from in front of me!

Or was it!? 

Maybe she was using some kind of speaker, a recording, or something!

But what if there really was a big black guy pushing his cock into me!?

That would be mortifying! Well, I mean, kind of. I mean, he couldn’t really see me because my face was against the desk, and I had this blindfold over much of it. But it wasn’t real! It was probably Taylor, I thought with relief.

It pushed deeper and deeper, and I moaned, then gasped in pain as my hair was jerked up and back and my buttocks slapped stingingly.

“Tight little whore,” I heard a man’s voice say.

I felt another shock, but a moment later I knew doubt again. Was that live, or was that a recording playing on some device?!

It started to slide in and out, in and out, and I gasped and moaned. Then felt lips against mine as Vanessa kissed me.

“Filthy blonde sex slave,” she whispered. “Tell me you love black cock.”

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh! I! I! I love! Black! Cock!” I gasped, my body being jerked in and out by the hair.

Fingers slid in under my hip and began to rub my clitoris, causing a burst of sensation.

“Ohmygod!” I gasped. “Oh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!”

Those were soft, girlish fingers! I was sure of it! It had to be Taylor!

“You make too many animal sounds, you slut,” Vanessa said.

Then I felt something pushing against and into my open mouth. This was definitely a dildo. I could taste the silicone as it slid across my tongue.

“If there’s one thing you love better than having a big black cock inside you, it’s having two big black cocks inside you. Isn’t that right, slave girl?”

I was not in any position to answer! The dildo in my mouth was pumping in and out, pushing deeper and deeper, and then as the hand jerked harder on my hair, the dildo pushed right into my throat and kept going!

I gurgled and choked briefly, caught by surprise, then gagged a little, but only a little, as the dildo slid deeper and deeper into my now-aching throat!

A hand slapped my bottom stingingly, and I cried out, but almost silently since the dildo filled my throat. 

“Dirty blonde animal,” A male voice said from behind me.

The dildo went way down my throat! Then it slid slowly back up and out, making me cough repeatedly and gasp for breath.

“I knew you could deep throat. All natural blondes are born to service big cocks with every opening in their body,” Vanessa said.

Hips began to slap against my buttocks as the dildo back there reached wherever it was attached to Taylor. Then my hair was pulled even more, forcing my upper body up off the desk. I felt fingers rolling and plucking and massaging my nipples as hips continued to hammer my buttocks and drive the big cock up into me.

“Tell me you love black cock, slave,” Vanessa ordered.

“I-I love black... c-cock, Mistress! I gasped.

My hair was pulled even harder, forcing me almost upright, making my back arch as the dildo continued to thrust up into me hard and fast.

“Blonde whore,” Vanessa said, her voice a purr.

The fingers at my clitoris were replaced by a tongue, and I gasped as it licked hungrily.

Then a hand came up around my neck and began to squeeze. My body trembled and shook, my mind battered, confused, and overwhelmed with dark pleasure and heat. The orgasm exploded within me, and I cried out repeatedly, though my voice was muted due to the hand choking me.

I jammed myself desperately back onto the dildo – or cock – thrusting up into me, my mind splintered and lost as the storm of sensations howled through me. Like the ones last night, it was a monster of a climax, and it went on and on, threatening to shake my mind to pieces!

The hand choking me didn’t help either. I was becoming light-headed just from that. When the orgasm faded, they lowered me to the desk and let me lie there limply, gulping in air as the big cock slid out of me. After a minute or so, the wristbands were unlocked from the chain that attached to the collar. Then the collar was removed, followed by the wristbands.

Vanessa pulled the blindfold off, and I slowly pushed myself upright, looking around me. No one else was here.

“Wh-Who was that?” I gulped.

“Mistress,” she said cooly.

“Who was that, Mistress?”

“You don’t need to know. I own your body and can let any man I want to stuff his cock up inside it.”

“That wasn’t a real cock,” I blurted. “Mistress, I mean.

“You’d better get dressed.  You’re already late for work.”

She gestured at the table where Taylor had left my dress as she sat down at her own desk.

Taylor had been there. I was sure of that!

Probably!

But someone had attached a dildo to themselves and fucked me hard! Was it another woman!?

“Who-Who was behind me?”

“That? Oh, that was Leon. He’s one of the messengers.”

“It wasn’t a real cock!” I exclaimed.

“Are you calling me a liar?” she demanded, eyes narrowing.

“Uhm, uh, no.”

“If you want a nice dildo, I happen to have one right here for you,” she growled.

She tightened her grip on my neck.

“Spread your legs, slut!”

Gasping, I opened.

“Wider, whore!”

I shifted my feet wide apart.

“Hands behind your head, slave! Head back!”

Moaning, I obeyed, and she reached up into the books behind me, reached behind a book, and took something out that I only caught a brief glimpse of. It was black, though. A moment later, I felt the pressure against my pussy. It wasn’t quite as thick as the other one, but it was plenty thick! Fortunately, I was still quite wet as she pushed it deep inside me.

I could actually feel it when the base of the thing pushed through the lips of my sex, and they started to close behind it.

“Tell me you love black cock, bitch!”

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

She let go of my throat, but I didn’t move as she drew some kind of straps up diagonally across my abdomen, then fed them around behind me, then back around in front. A moment later, I heard a ‘click,’ and she stepped back, smirking.

“Now you can go and get dressed.”

I looked down and saw that the lips of my sex had not quite closed. The thing was inside me, but the base was nestled at the mouth of my sex. The straps that went up and around me kept it from sliding out.

“I have people coming for a meeting. So, you should get dressed.”

“But –!”

She spun me around and undid the collar, removing it.

“You’ll get that back after work, slave.”

She shoved me towards the door, and I stumbled a bit, then walked over to the dress, pulling it on and zipping it up. I still had the restraints on, but the sleeves would hide those until I could get downstairs and into my cubicle.

Still more than a little rattled, I opened the door and slipped through.

The room was no longer empty. There were two middle-aged men in suits sitting by the wall. And there was a receptionist, a tall, sleek-looking girl with very black skin. She smirked at me as I passed her, and I felt a jolt of confusion and shock as I opened the outer door and left.
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It felt strange walking with the dildo inside me. It was thicker and longer than the other one had been. The other one was also just a little stem at the entry to my body. This one definitely did not. Which meant the mouth of my sex remained partially open, and walking was a weird experience.

I took the elevator down to my floor and made my way to my cubicle. Taylor smirked at me, and I scowled and walked over to hers.

“I know you were up there,” I said accusingly.

“Moi?” she said with wide, innocent eyes.

“Who was the other girl? Was it the receptionist?”

“Don’t know what you mean. I’ve been here all along.”

“Oh, you liar!”

“Someone’s looking for a spanking,” she said.

“Shhh!” I hissed.

I went back to my cubicle and then sat down gingerly. I could feel the pressure pushing up against the base of the dildo and shoving it a little deeper, could feel the pressure as the head nudged up against what felt like the back wall of my pussy.

This was so insane! I was wearing a perverted leather harness that left my breasts bare, and had a dildo sticking into me with no panties or thong on! At work!

It had never occurred to me before that Vanessa worked in the same building we did. I don’t know why. I guess I just hadn’t thought about it. Was that receptionist the other girl!? God! The idea she had stood behind me fucking me with a dildo while I had said I loved black cock was humiliating!

I had had a heck of an orgasm, though!

It was bizarre how I was having these incredible orgasms with people I didn’t even know! And that they were women! Was everyone a pervert but me?! Or did I qualify as a pervert now?

It felt very uncomfortable sitting the way I was. Not painful, but the way the dildo held me open and the way it pressed up high was way too distracting. I got up and went to the bathroom, then lifted the skirt and tried to see how the straps were attached so I could undo them.

They went around my waist and fastened together in some kind of clip which, as hard as I tried, would not open! It was behind me, so that didn’t help. I cursed softly as I tried to undo it, but failed. Grumbling, I pulled the skirt down and went back to my desk.

I was stuck with it! Unless I could get Taylor to help. Fat chance of that!

I opened my computer and started dealing with emails and requests, but kept squirming in my seat. My mind also kept flying off to dark, outrageous images of the things I’d experienced over the past two days. God, had it only been two days since Taylor had barged into my shower!?

I reached down and tentatively slid my fingers under the short skirt (which was even shorter now that I was sitting down) and brushed the tips of my fingers along the top of my pussy. My clitoris throbbed, hot and tender.

I shook my head and drew my hand away to tap at the keyboard, trying to ignore the distractions. Not to mention the growing sense of heady sexual arousal that my situation was starting to build within me. Every time I moved, my hard nipples would rub a little against the fabric of the dress. And it wasn’t like the fabric was super soft. It was denim!

Which meant my nipples got more and more sensitive and then began to tingle and ache. Which distracted me even more. I kept making mistakes because my mind kept drifting into dirty thoughts, so I had to keep going back to fix what I’d already done. 

Since I’d gotten in late, all this meant I hadn’t really accomplished an awful lot before it was time to go for my break. I took my breaks with Taylor, of course, so I wasn’t surprised when she got up and crossed the aisle to my place.

I locked my computer and got up, still glowering at her a little. But as we passed one of the meeting rooms, she took my arm and steered me into it.

“What?” I asked, startled.

Then she was muscling me in and closing the door behind us.

“Taylor!”

She turned me around and roughly bent me over the table.

“We’ll get caught!” I gasped.

She jerked my skirt up and slapped my bottom sharply.

“Only if you make noise, slut.”

She did something to the straps, so I didn’t resist. I felt them loosen. But then she tugged the dildo out only to start pumping it in and out!

“Ungh! Taylor!” I gasped. “This isn’t the place!”

“This is exactly the place, little slave.”

“I’m not a fucking slave!” I gasped.

“You will be. You, blonde girls are all slaves to your pussies.”

She was thrusting it in and out fairly quickly, and letting her fingers ride across my clitoris on every stroke. The simmering heat that had lain with me for the last hour blossomed into full brown need, and I moaned and mashed my breasts against the table as she pumped the dildo inside me.

“Blonde slave bitch!” she taunted in a low voice.

I wasn’t going to argue with her then! I was too busy moaning and starting to roll my hips back against the dildo! But she only did it for about a minute or so, then thrust it deep, and pulled the straps tight again. I was already panting and full of need, and didn’t realize her intent until she tugged my skirt down.

“Let’s go get coffee,” she said, pulling me upright.

I stared at her smiling face in disbelief, then jerked up my skirt and reached down, but she was opening the door, so I hurriedly jerked my skirt down, glaring at her as she led me out of the room.

“You cunt!” I growled in a low voice.

“Uh huh.”

“Did Vanessa tell you to do that!?”

“Uh huh.”

“Slave bitch!”

“Meh.”

She got coffee. I got tea, and we returned to our desks, with her smirking and me glaring. I felt... flustered and very, very horny.

I tried to concentrate on my work, but it was very difficult because I really didn’t give a damn about it. My pussy was throbbing, and my nipples were tingling, and my body wanted to do nasty, wicked things that weren’t related to processing travel claims.

I squirmed more, and my body felt overheated. And when Taylor came early for lunch, I didn’t hesitate to get up and join her.

“It’s early,” I gulped as we walked down the aisle.

“So?”

“Won’t we be missed?”

“Phhhht.”

The thing about our group was that it had floating hours. You could come in any time between seven and nine in the morning, as long as you did your seven and a half hours of work. So, if you came in at nine, you leave at five. If you come in at seven, you leave at three. Your lunches and breaks would also shift around. You got paid for your breaks. You did not get paid for lunch. Or at least, theoretically.

I mean, lunch was supposed to be thirty minutes, but in practice, hey, this is the government, so it was usually about an hour. As long as you did your work, the manager didn’t care. And the work, well, maybe it was different at other times of the year, but there really wasn’t a big workload.

As soon as she hit the button for the elevator, I knew something was going to happen. She hit the up button.

“Where are we going?” I gulped.

“Vanessa has an early lunch,” she said with a smirk.

“I was just there a couple of hours ago!”

She pushed me into the elevator as it opened and hit the button for Vanessa’s floor.

“So? You like doing expense claims more?”

No. Obviously, I did not. 

“Is she horny all the time?” I grumbled, the elevator being empty.

“Only for sexy blonde slave girls.”

This time, the receptionist was at her desk. My face flushed as Taylor led me quickly past her and into the inner office. What did she know!? What had she seen!?

Taylor stopped a few feet inside the door and turned to me, grinning.

“Where’s Vanessa?” I asked, pulse rate increasing.

The door closed, and then I felt two strong hands gripping my arms from behind! I gasped and twisted my head to see that it was the receptionist! She smirked at me as Taylor caught my face in her hands and then kissed me hungrily.

Meanwhile, I felt the black girl’s lips on the nape of my neck, then up under my ear.

“Sexy blonde slut,” she whispered.

Oh! My! God!

Taylor’s lips and tongue attacked me as the black girl nibbled at my earlobe, then bit lightly into the side of my neck.

“Slave girl,” she whispered.

My face felt hot and red!

Taylor pulled her lips back and gripped the zipper, then slowly drew it down, inch by inch, smirking at me the whole way until it hit the bottom, and the dress came open all the way.

“My, my, what a slut you must be to have these things under your dress!” Taylor gasped as if shocked.

“You put it on me!”

Her fingers found my clitoris, and I gasped as it began to rub me.

“Slut,” she teased.

Suddenly, she and the other girl spun me around, and I felt Taylor yanking the dress down my arms and off. She gripped my arms the same way the black girl had as the girl leaned in and kissed me, catching my neck in her hand to prevent me from moving as her lips moved hungrily against mine.

My face was very hot and red now! And the flush was spreading down my neck and into my chest as the black girl fingered my clitoris.

“Dirty girl,” she said softly. “Nasty blonde girl.”

She bent over and began to suck and lick at my nipples, which burned in response. My hips ground involuntarily against her fingers as she rubbed harder.

“What a slut you are!” Taylor gasped, pretending to be shocked again.

The black girl sank to her knees, pushed against my thighs to force them wider, and then began to lick my clitoris as Taylor abandoned my arms. She swept something around my neck, which caused my hands to instinctively jump up to grab it, but it turned out to be just the collar. I had never gotten around to removing the wristbands because the sleeves of the dress were long and thick and hid them anyway.

Now she pulled them up and back behind me and locked them to the back of the collar again before abandoning me to get something else behind us. 

I moaned, then gasped as she put a folded-up black scarf over my eyes and tied it behind me. A moment later, earbuds were pushed into my ears, and I heard a woman moaning and groaning and gasping in pleasure and heat. But this time, I was sure it wasn’t Taylor, but me!

And then came the words, my own word, my own voice! “I love black cock! I love licking black pussy! I am a blonde whore! I am a slave bitch! I am a sex slave! I want to be filled with black cock! I’m a blonde slut. I love black cock!”

When had they even recorded me!?

The woman whose name I still didn’t even know was licking and sucking at my clitoris as I stood in place, my knees getting progressively weaker and wobblier.

She stopped suddenly. I stood there by myself, no one touching me.

Then my voice stopped in my ear.

“Arch your back, slave!” a man’s voice growled.

The voice jolted me, but then I decided it just meant Vanessa was here. I moaned and obeyed.

“Tell me you love black cock,” he said.

I blushed hotly. I couldn’t say that in front of this strange girl!

“Disobedience will not be tolerated from a slave,” he said sternly.

I gasped and winced as I felt something hit my nipple hard and fast. It was like the crop Taylor had used, I thought. A stick with a soft leather tip. Only this one wasn’t quite so soft!

It shifted to my other nipple, and I winced and gasped and moaned.

“Arch your back, slut!”

I gasped and obeyed and felt the thing rubbing against my already-sore nipples.

“Better. You must learn to obey instantly. Now tell me you love black cock.”

I cringed mentally but said it.

“Again, whore!”

“I love black cock, Mistress!”

I gasped at another rapid series of blows to my aching nipples.

“Try again. Say master.”

“I-I love black cock, Master!” I moaned.

“Apologize for being a brainless blonde whore.”

“I’m sorry for being a brainless blonde whore, Master!” I gasped, face hot.

“Who owns your body, slut?”

“You do Mist – Master!” I moaned.

“Say it, whore.”

“You own my body, Master!”

I felt fingers sliding over my skin, rolling my nipples, rubbing my abdomen, easing down to gently stroke my swollen clitoris.

“Dirty girl,” the male voice said in my ears. “Would you like to come?”

“Y-Yes, Master!” I moaned.

“Beg me to make you come.”

I cringed mentally again! Though I didn’t even know if the girl was still here.

“Please make me come, Master!”

I felt the straps holding the dildo in place loosen. The dildo slid slowly out of me, and I cringed again, knowing how sopping wet it would be. 

Someone pulled my hair back sharply, and I gasped, mouth widening. Someone pushed the thick cockhead gag into my mouth, then, and pressed the soft pad over my lower face, drawing it across my cheeks and fastening it behind me. But then my wristbands were unclipped from the collar.

A moment later, the thin shaft of the crop cut across my buttocks, and I gasped in pain.

“Instant obedience is required, slave girl!” the man’s voice said. “Get down on all fours.”

I sank to my knees, then lowered myself onto my hands.

Crack!

I gasped as the crop cut across my bottom again!

“Spread your legs, slave!”

I obeyed.

“Now down onto your elbows.”

I sank down onto my forearms, keeping my legs apart, cringing anew at how... obscene this was, and wondering if all three of them were watching me! The idea was humiliating, and yet somehow darkly thrilling.

“Now lower your chest to the floor and push your arms out ahead of you.”

I obeyed again, my breasts pillowing out against the rug.

Crack!

“Spread those legs, white girl!”

I moaned and obeyed.

“Back onto all fours, slave.”

Panting, I pushed myself back onto all fours.

“Now crawl.”

I hesitated and got another sharp blow from the crop. I lurched forward, not sure what was in front of me, going slowly, and got another blow from the crop.

“You will crawl without hesitation, trusting to my voice to guide you, slave girl.”

I crawled faster, if only to avoid the crop.

“Turn to your right, slave.”

I turned right immediately and kept crawling.

“Turn right.”

I turned again and kept crawling, my knees starting to get sore.

“Halt.”

I halted, thinking how sick and edgy and dark this was.

“Rise up on your knees.”

I did, and the male voice told me to reach out before me. I did, and felt something soft, a piece of furniture. It was part of the sofa set.

“Get into the chair, slump low, and drape your legs across the arms of the chair.

I did, again cringing at how obscenely I was seated.

“Caress your breasts. Aren’t they lovely?”

I hesitated, then yelped as the tips of two crops hit both my nipples! One had the soft, flat leather, and the other had a thin leather cord of some kind.

“Caress your breasts, slave.”

I caressed my breasts, and on further orders, rolled and caressed my nipples. Suddenly, something was thrust into my hand. It felt like the dildo!

“Put it inside you, slave. It’s a nice big black cock.”

Ohmygod!

I was shamed again, but completely in thrall to the dark heat, so I worked the head of the thing into my pussy.

“Deep inside, slave. Blondes are all sluts and love black cocks.”

I pushed the dildo deep, almost trembling with the rising sexual pressure.

“Now masturbate for me, slave.”

I shuddered, pumping the dildo in and out. Without being told, I brought my other hand down, and my fingers started to rub my clitoris.

I was more than self-conscious doing this in front of Taylor alone. Doing it in front of Vanessa made it much worse. And the likelihood that the receptionist was there made it way worse than that!

But it also made it more outrageous, more thrilling, more wicked, slutty, and insane!

I felt hands behind my neck, fingers undoing the gag and sliding it out of my mouth.

“Tell me you love black cock.”

“I love black cock, Master!” I moaned.

“Do you want to come like a whore, slave?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Say it. Beg for it.”

“Please may I come, Master!?”

I moaned and pumped and rubbed.

“Halt!”

I hesitated, then stopped, trembling.

“Beg.”

“Please may I come, Master!”

“Say please may I come like a blonde whore.”

Another mental cringe hit me. 

“Please may I come like a blonde whore, Master!?”

“Take that black cock out of your pussy and put it in your mouth.”

I hesitated, then gasped at the stinging twin blows from the crops against my nipples. I immediately pulled the dildo out of my pussy and then slid it into my mouth.

“That’s it. Lick it. Suck that black cock, slave. Take it deep into your throat.”

Oh, God! I wasn’t sure I could!

I raised my head more and more, tilting it back as I pumped the dildo in and out, then slid it further and gagged a little as it entered my throat. I trembled and moaned as I pushed it deep into my throat, then pulled it quickly out again, coughing and gasping.

“Tell me you love to suck black cock.”

“I-I love to suck black cock, Master!” I gasped.

“Stand up, slut.”

Panting, starting to feel the sexual fever digging deep into my mind, I slowly managed to push myself to my feet. I felt my hands pulled back behind me and locked together, then lifted up and chained to the back of the collar. A moment later, a thick strap of some kind went around my upper arms just above my elbows and pulled them slowly closer and closer together until I gasped in pain.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave.”

“I’m a sex slave, Master!”

“Kneel, slut.”

I half fell to my knees and then felt hands undoing the blindfold.

And standing before me was a large black man wearing a dark suit. His cock was hard and erect and stuck straight out from his open fly so that the head pointed unerringly at my face from about six inches away!
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I stared in disbelief, then jerked my eyes up to see the man’s face glowering down at me.

Face flaming, I dropped my eyes instantly.

I felt fingers sliding through my hair, then drawing it up into a mass just above my head, jerking it sharply.

“Tell me you’re a sex slave,” he ordered in the same voice.

“I-I-I’m a sex slave,” I half-whispered.

My hair was jerked sharply, and I cried out.

“Louder, slave,” he ordered.

“I’m a sex slave... Master!”

My mind was churning wildly, full of confusion and indecision. I was humiliated again in front of a stranger! Again!

God! He certainly had a beautiful cock! It was nice and thick and long and hard and gleaming in the light.

“Tell me you love black cock, slave.”

I felt suddenly breathless. My hair was jerked sharply, and I gasped in pain.

“Say it.”

“I love black cock, Master!”

A real cock!

I remembered what Taylor had said now, about finding a guy who would fuck me, who would see if I really was straight, who would see if it was more thrilling to be a ‘slave girl’ to a guy instead of a woman.

And this was not a guy. It was a man! Easily as old as Vanessa!

And he’d been watching me masturbate with a dildo!

I was in an office! There were people all around on this floor doing boring old, everyday work! Could they have even imagined what was going on behind closed doors here!?

The earbuds were still operating. I could still hear my own voice moaning and gasping in pleasure.

He rubbed his cock slowly over my forehead, then over my cheeks and nose, then across my lips as I knelt there, dazed, trembling, overheated, confused, horribly embarrassed, completely incapable of movement or speech unless I was told what to do or say.

It did not even occur to me to protest, much less try to stop this. I was in too deep. I was too aroused. This outrageous game had already infected me, had already addicted me with its heat and passion and incredible orgasms.

He slid it over my lips and then pushed very gently. I opened my lips, and he slid slowly forward through my lips and along my tongue.

A real cock!

I started to lick and suck, and the heat within me, which had been held in check by my shock, flared wildly into life. A real cock in my mouth! A black cock! With me all tied up! Helpless!

Like a sex slave!

It felt in that moment as though my lips were as sensitive as my pussy. As his shaft slid back and forth across them, I felt my passion growing into a dark fever. He gathered in my hair from whoever was holding it, taking control of me.

Like I was a sex slave!

His cock moved slowly in and out as I sucked and licked it, my head feeling as though it could explode with the sexual pressure building up inside me.

He pushed deep, pulling on my hair at the same time, and his cock, thick and slick, pushed smoothly into and down my throat until my lips were pressed against his trousers. Held me there for long seconds, his cock throbbing inside my throat, allowing me time to think of how much better this felt than a dildo, and how much hotter it was to have him holding me like that!

Like a sex slave!

He pulled out, and I gasped and coughed as he rubbed his spit-wet cock all over my face.

“Tell me you love black cock, slave.”

“I-I love black cock, Master!” I panted.

He used his firm grip on my hair to force me to turn around. 

Vanessa and the receptionist were sitting fully clothed on the sofa, looking disdainfully down at me.

My face burned hotter, and I dropped my eyes, my mind squirming.

He pulled me towards the big, square coffee table and told me to kneel on it. I rose and then knelt on the table.

“Bend over. Face against the table, slave.”

“What a slut!” Vanessa said as if shocked.

“What a whore!” the other girl gasped in the same pretend-shock.

My face burned even more as I bent over and let my chin press against the table.

“Legs spread, white girl.”

I shifted my knees wider and moaned as I felt his cock rubbing up and down against my opening.

“Filthy blonde slave bitch!” Vanessa said.

I shuddered as I felt the pressure against me, felt him pushing forward.

“She’s just a blonde sex animal!” the receptionist said indignantly.

I gasped as the big cock slid all the way into my body. I felt my pussy already squeezing and spasming around it. Finally, a real cock! Just knowing it was real set fire to my mind!

“Beg me to fuck you.”

“P-Please fuck me, Master!” I gasped, face hot as the two women sneered at me.

He started to do just that, then raised his left foot and brought it down against my head, forcing my head to turn sideways so my cheek was against the shiny wood. The bottom of his shoe was, of course, then against my ear and cheek as he started to drive himself into me hard and fast.

I felt a sense of wild unreality and an almost out-of-body experience.

The women glared at me.

“Whore!’

“Slave slut!”

“Slave animal!”

I came, bucking and jerking and crying out helplessly, the orgasm rising like a tidal wave, building and building until I cried all the oxygen out of my body, sucked it in, and cried it out again! And again! And again! 

His cock thrust into me hard and fast as his shoe pressed down hard against my cheek, and the orgasm continued to howl through my body and mind.

In my ears, I could hear my voice saying, “I love being a sex slave!” over and over and over again.

At that moment, I surely did!

He pulled out, then dragged me off the table and put me on my knees on the floor in front of the receptionist. She smirked at me, lifted her skirt, spread her legs, and took my hair from him, then roughly pulled me in against her. 

Dazed, I licked as the man knelt behind me and thrust himself home again.

“Now you’re starting to feel what it is to be a sex slave, white girl,” Vanessa said.

I was!

I gasped and moaned as the girl jerked on my hair, licking harder as she slumped lower, pulling me in against her. She reached out and slapped one of my breasts, calling me a filthy blonde slut and ordering me to lick harder. I did, gasping, moaning, whimpering as the man’s hips struck my buttocks hard and fast.

I managed to make her come. She squirmed and twisted and arched her back, jamming my face in against her pussy as the man’s hips continued to hammer my buttocks. Then the man halted, pulled me over in front of Vanessa, and she took my hair and pulled me in between her legs instead.

“Blonde whore!”

“Serve your mistress, slut!”

“Slave bitch!”

I moaned and licked dazedly, gasping, whimpering, light-headed as my bones seemed to melt. She jerked harder on my hair, and I licked harder. I felt big male hands roughly squeezing my breasts as he continued to drive his hot, slick cock up into my quivering body again and again. It was all so overwhelming!
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They put the dildo back into me and added another one up my butt! Then they put a penis gag in my mouth with the black pad across my lips. They then put a black face mask across that – the kind some people still wore because they thought it would stop them getting the flu or something. Taylor’s poncho had appeared somehow, and they put it on me, then the girl – whose name I still didn’t know – took me by the arm and led me out into the hall!

I had no idea what was going on as she pressed the elevator button and said nothing on the way down. We got off in the sub-basement, and she led me out into the garage, then over to a black Mercedes. She went around to the back and popped the trunk, which was empty, looked around, then roughly bent me over and shoved me into it.

She lifted my legs and dropped them into the trunk, then closed it on me, leaving me like that on my side in the trunk!

I moaned into the gag as the car started, then pulled out of its parking spot. It drove slowly, then the angle abruptly changed as the car tilted like it was going up a ramp. It drove a little more, then it drove up another ramp, and I heard the sound of a garage door opening before it pulled up another ramp and then out onto the street.

Where the hell were we going!? I didn’t have any way of asking. I still didn’t even know this girl’s name! 

We drove for only about five or ten minutes, then went down another ramp and from the sound of it into another garage. The car stopped, and she got out, then popped the trunk.

“Out, slave,” she ordered.

She reached in and gripped my arm, pulling me as I rose on my knees and then stepped unsteadily out. We walked across a large, underground garage, then to an elevator lobby – one in a very fancy building, from the looks of it. She pressed a button and an elevator arrived.

It was a nice elevator, too. It had lots of polished wood and was sparkling clean. We rode up sixty floors alone, then got out on another floor. It was here that I finally realized we were in an apartment building and not an office building.

She walked me to a double door and unlocked it, then led me inside.

As soon as we were inside, she pulled the poncho off, then looked me up and down with a smirk.

“Slutty blonde slave girl,” she taunted.

The floor looked like marble! Black marble! She led me down a corridor, then opened a door and pulled me into a strange-looking room. It had a thick black carpet and red-painted walls. She had me sit on the floor, then wrapped thick leather or faux-leather restraints around my ankles.

There was a pulley system overhead on a track so it could move along the ceiling. She brought a chain down from it and clipped it to the restraint around my left ankle. She moved over about ten feet, and there was another pulley there. She pulled the chain down and attached it to my right ankle restraint.

Then she pushed a button on the wall, and I gasped as I began to move. The chains dragged me across the floor, then lifted my feet in the air, then my legs. Soon enough, I was dangling completely upside down with my legs spread obscenely far apart. 

Then came the blindfold. The moaning and groaning started to come from the earbuds still in my ears, then, along with my voice talking about me being a blonde slut and a sex slave and all that stuff.

This was so kinky and insane!

And the blood was rushing to my head!

I was left like that for maybe ten minutes or so. I felt fingers on my arms then, and the strap was undone, letting them come a little further apart. The wrist restraints were unclipped from the collar, and I groaned as my arms were allowed to straighten at last and dangle below me.

They didn’t stay free for long. I felt my wrists pulled wide, and then the wrist restraints were attached to something. My left soon followed. Then the harness thing was removed.

I hung in place for maybe another ten minutes, groaning weakly.

Then I felt something against the top of my sex, and it began to vibrate. I shuddered as it was rubbed from side to side and up and down, back and forth, and around in circles.

“I love being a sex slave,” my voice said in my ears. “I’m a blonde slut, and I was born to please others with my body.”

Behind that was the moaning and gasping and even orgasm sounds that they must have recorded earlier somehow!

I suppose I should have been more frightened than I was. I didn’t know where I was or who was here with me. I barely even knew Vanessa. And I’d only known Taylor for a few weeks. I just didn’t think any of them really meant me harm. And they seemed to hold responsible jobs, so they weren’t likely to be crazed criminals.

Did I feel anxious? Yes! But I was also gripped by an intense hunger that was rising faster and faster.

The vibrator stopped, and the face mask, then the gag were removed. I worked my jaw around and gulped in air as my voice was replaced by a man’s voice.

“Repeat after me,” it said. “I love being a sex slave.”

I just moaned, and then something like a thin strap cut across my breasts. I squealed and twisted against the restraints, but I couldn’t move at all.

“Repeat after me. I love being a sex slave.”

“I-I love being a sex slave,” I gasped.

“I am a blonde whore.”

“I am a blonde whore,” I gulped.

It led me through a series of such degrading statements while the vibrator rubbed against me again. And then I had an orgasm that nearly made my skull explode! At least, it felt like it! 

I was lowered to the floor, then raised again, this time right-side up. I wasn’t hanging by my wrists, though, but balanced unsteadily on my widely spread legs. I had to keep repeating the words that came into my ears, or I got the thin strap across my breasts, or a harder blow across my buttocks.

The vibrator started to rub against my clitoris, and I began to helplessly grind my hips as my body sought more. 

I cried out as something cut across my back. It was very thin and lightweight, and struck diagonally across my back so that it stung fairly sharply. I was baffled at first, then it hit again lower down, then again, but from right to left.

“I am a slave girl. My body belongs to my master and mistress,” my words said in my ears.

I shuddered, realizing that I was being whipped!

Okay, sort of. I’m not a dummy. I’m well aware that a real whipping would probably make me scream in pain. This didn’t really hurt – much. It hurt just enough to give me the feel, the sense of realism of being whipped. 

None of the blows hurt a lot, but the more of them that landed, the hotter my back got. Then they started to curl around my chest and snap at my breasts! The blows weren’t as hard, but they stung worse!

“Oh! Please!” I gasped.

“Obey,” the voice said in my ears.

“I will!” I promised.

This time I wasn’t lowered to the floor. Instead, the chains gripping my ankle restraints pulled my ankles back further until they came off the floor, then raised them up and back as the chains around my wrists lowered me. Soon, I was upside down again with my legs spread wide.

The straps were removed, and the big dildos slid out of me. A cock – a real one, I knew – slid into my pussy, and then another pushed down into my butt. At first, I thought the second one was just the dildo put back in, but after it pumped in and out, and drove deep, I decided it was real, too! Which meant two guys were using my body!

Two strangers!

Like I was a sex slave!

That I didn’t know who they were, that it could be anyone, was outrageous and added a wild, animal thrill to it all. I came three times as they drove their cocks into me, thrashing and twisting and crying out in pleasure.

I was lowered to the floor again, and the restraints came off my ankles, then my feet and legs were slid into some kind of boots. They were shockingly high boots, I realized, as they rose almost all the way up to my groin.

Then I felt the pull against the collar that was like before, when Vanessa had me crawl on a leash. At least this time I had boots between my knees and the floor! My hands were now free, but I didn’t give in to the urge to pull the blindfold off. Vanessa had gotten really annoyed at me when I’d done that the other day.

Nobody said anything. My ears still had the earbuds in, and it was still my voice moaning and groaning and telling me what a slut I was.

I crawled off the floor and onto some kind of rug or carpet, then stopped.

“Sit on your heels, slave,” the male voice said.

I hesitated, then pushed myself up and back on my heels.

“Hands behind your head, legs spread wide,” he said.

I blushed, but did it. Who was I posing in front of!? Another complete stranger! This was insane! What were the rules here!? Other than that, I got hit whenever I failed to say or do something I was told, or if I said anything I wasn’t supposed to say.

And what was I supposed to say!? Uhm, guys, can I ask what’s going on? 

No! I liked the realism of this edgy game and didn’t want to say something like that.
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“Tell me, slut, do you love black cock?” the voice asked.

“Yes, Master,” I gulped, my mind cringing again from not knowing who was watching.

I winced as something hit my right breast.

“Say it, slut.”

“I love black cock, Master!”

“What are you?”

“I-I’m a blonde slut.”

“What else?”

“I’m a sex slave!”

This was so wild and intense!

I felt a cock rubbing against my mouth and parted my lips as it pushed inside. It felt deliciously thick! God! And I didn’t even know who it was!

It pushed deeper, and I sucked and licked, keeping my hands behind my head like a good, obedient little sex slave. I felt large, strong hands on my head, tilting it back, and knew what to expect. Sure enough, the cock pushed forward into my throat, and I fought to keep my hands in place as I was pulled forward, and it slid deeper into my throat.

It pushed all the way down until I felt my lips wrapped around the base, pressed against flesh. So whoever it was, he was naked this time! It slid slowly back out again, then moved back, with the hand on my hair pulling me forward and down until I felt the fabric of some kind of cushion against my breasts. They were sitting down.

I bobbed my lips up and down as I felt hands on my hips, jerking them back.

Crack!

I gasped at the slap to my bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave. What do you mean by bending over and not spreading your legs?” the man said sternly.

I moaned and did as he told me, and then felt another cock rubbing up and down against me from behind! It drove deep and almost immediately started to thrust into me as the man before me pushed down on my head. My lips slid down his shaft to the base again as hands squeezed my breasts, fingers rolling and caressing my nipples.

My hair was pulled up, and my lips came up and off his cock as I panted heavily. Then he moved, pulling me. Other hands on my body lifted me onto the sofa, but sideways. My hands automatically dropped, and I felt his body below me. Then, as I was lifted to straddle him, I felt his cock against my pussy as the one behind pulled out.

My hands were drawn down and back behind me and locked together. Then my hair was pulled forward and down as my pussy slid down the big cock I had been sucking. I felt a cock rubbing against my mouth and licked at it even as it pushed forward.

I felt a finger against my wrinkled back passage. It was slippery and pushed into me, then a second pushed in. A moment later, a cock pushed against me and began to sink into my body. It took me longer to be sure, but as the one beneath me thrust up and the one in my mouth pushed deeper, I became more and more convinced it was a real cock! That would mean three men!

What was going on!?

My very skin felt electric as the sexual pressure inside me grew almost unbearable. The orgasm tore through me, and I screamed around the cock in my mouth. It silenced me by plunging down my throat as the one in my bottom pushed deeper.

There were male hands all over my body now as the three cocks pushed in and out, kneading my breasts, pulling at my hair, and rubbing my clitoris. I was in a strange world apart from reality, dazed and light-headed, overwhelmed by sensation as the three men used my body for their pleasure and forced orgasm after orgasm through my nervous system.

I don’t know how many orgasms I had. It was like I was feverish, incoherent, intoxicated. I never tried to remove the blindfold, though. This might sound ridiculous, but it would have been too embarrassing to see them all.

When they’d done, they left me lying there limply, trembling, panting, moaning. My wrists were unfastened, but I did nothing with my hands until I was pulled off the sofa. Then I just obeyed orders, shell-shocked. I crawled, stood, knelt, lay down, bent over, stood up, turned, and otherwise posed my body any way I was told to.

It didn’t matter how obscene the pose, either. Though a few of them did make me cringe more than others. Then, lying on the floor with my knees raised and spread wide, I masturbated for whoever was there, using a dildo and my fingers. 

I didn’t think I could come again, but thought I would pretend. But I was wrong. The thought of my lying on the floor with my legs spread and masturbating while three strange men watched was so degrading, so outrageous, so violently wicked and kinky that I did manage to have an orgasm.

“Blonde whore,” I heard Vanessa say.

“Blonde slut,” the other girl, the receptionist, said.

“Sex slave,” a man said.

“Slave animal,” said another man.

“Slave bitch,” said yet another.

They only spoke up as I was coming, as my hips were bucking and my hand was thrusting the dildo desperately and rubbing my clitoris for all I was worth, as my back was arching, and my head thrashing as I cried out in orgasm.

I felt the leash clipped to the back of my collar, and it jerked sharply. I moaned and rolled over, then got to my hands and knees and crawled out of the room and down a hall, and then into a... bathroom. Into a shower stall, where I remained on all fours, blindfolded, as the collar and wristbands were removed.

Finally, the blindfold was pulled free. I was indeed in a shower in a huge bathroom with the receptionist kneeling upright next to me, wearing shorts and a tank top. 

She slapped my bottom sharply.

“Do not move or speak, slave girl.”

I had no desire to speak. I had no idea what I would say. Would I explain to her that I wasn’t really a slut? Even I didn’t believe that anymore.

She used a hand shower to soak me, then came soap or bodywash, lathering me up from neck to toe. Her hands kneaded and caressed my breasts as I knelt in place, and also plunged deep into my pussy (so I hoped this was bodywash and all-natural). I was kind of self-conscious about this, as we were nearly the same ages and I didn’t even know her, and had basically humiliated myself in front of her.

Then came shampoo, and the world disappeared again, only to reappear when everything was rinsed off. She let me stand up then, but didn't do anything. She toweled me off, wrung out my hair, then moved me out of the shower so she could blow-dry and style my hair. She did not style it the way I usually did, but I wasn’t going to object.

I was still running recent events through my mind, both aghast and exhilarated at the idea of having had three men fucking me at the same time. In front of an audience! Yikes! That was impossibly slutty!

I was starting to wonder if this was a black-white thing, too, and not just a blonde thing. Vanessa being black was no big deal, nor her receptionist. Or at least, not a lot. But the black man made three. And the other two – were they black too? Was everyone here black but me? They were acting like blondes were some kind of different species, which was patently silly, but the racial element reinforced the idea of how kinky and dark that was.

When she was done, she put a collar around my neck. But it wasn’t the leather one. This was stainless steel! It was very shiny! It was heavier than the leather, but thankfully had rounded edges, so it didn’t dig into me anywhere. The restraints she put on my wrists and ankles were similar. Finally, a stainless steel ball went into my mouth, with two thin chains going across my cheeks around behind my head to lock together there. She carefully drew my hair out from under the chain and brushed it artfully, then hung a chain from the back of the collar. 

She drew my wrists behind me and locked them together to the chain. Then she added another, shorter chain between my ankle restraints, attaching that to the long chain, too. Then she clipped a leash to the front of the collar.

“If you even try to speak, you will be whipped, slave,” she said, scowling.

Wow!

She jerked on the chain, and I followed her out of the bathroom.

These people were really taking the game seriously!

I was able to stare around with awe as she led me down the corridor. My bare feet padded on the cool marble as I stared into first one open-doored room and then another. They were huge and impressive. This was an enormous place. Someone here was rich!

She led me out into a central entry hall, then into a huge living room, and my face started to burn as my feet hit the rug. Vanessa was there, dressed in a blue silk dress. And there were half a dozen black men there in suits! Some of the men were ancient! Easily over forty! My face flamed!

Vanessa sat on a chair at right angles to two large sofas. Three men sat on each sofa, and the receptionist led me in between them and then removed the leash and moved away. I stood there self-consciously, embarrassed as everyone looked at me.

“Very nice,” one man said.

“She is only slightly trained,” Vanessa said. “You may train her as you wish.”

“I can train any woman as I wish,” said one of the men.

“She is a blonde,” Vanessa said with a smile. “A true slut, extremely submissive and extremely responsive. Her own hunger and lust will enslave her more than any chains.”

I gasped as the receptionist stepped forward and brought one of the crops down across my bottom.

“Head up, slut!”

I gasped and jerked my chin up. I had been staring at the rug, too embarrassed to meet anyone’s eyes.

“That she is still capable of being shy suggests an especially interesting time for whoever trains her,” one of the men said.

There was a rumble of laughter from the rest.

“A shy blonde slut. Yes, that would be interesting,” said another.

Vanessa pointed her finger at me and gestured to turn, so I turned, and kept turning, eyes rolling away from the faces gazing up at me as I wondered what was going on.

Then they started to bid on me. This was kind of alarming, but I was still fairly sure this was all just play-acting. One of them won, bidding fifty thousand dollars.

The receptionist walked me out of the room, down the hall, and into another room, where there was a cage, like a large dog cage. She had me kneel, then removed the chains, then pushed me into the cage.

“Wait!” I tried to say. 

Not that anything intelligible made it past the ball in my mouth.

“No talking, slut!” she snapped.

She shoved me into the cage and closed the door, leaving me staring around me as she locked it and then left. 

Surely this wasn’t actually serious, I thought.

She came back and threw a tarp over the cage, completely covering it all the way to the floor. The cage had wheels, and started to move, and I stared around me with growing anxiety as the cage rolled down the hall, then out the door and onto an elevator. We dropped down to the garage, for the smell was unmistakable as the cage rolled along the pavement.

It was lifted up and placed into some kind of vehicle, then the doors were closed, and we started up.

I sat in the cage, staring at the bars, feeling a growing sense of anxiety. Where was I being taken? What was going on? What about work!? I reached behind my head, trying to undo the chain that held the ball in place, but couldn’t.

After a short journey, the car or truck stopped, the cage was lifted down, rolled across another garage floor, then into somewhere – a house, I guessed, since there was no elevator. It rolled outside, and then the tarp was removed.

I was in a large backyard with a huge swimming pool, totally surrounded by twenty-foot-high hedges, with trees and flower beds scattered about. One of the black men was there, smiling down at me. He unlocked the cage and gestured for me to come out.

I crawled out, and the man snapped his fingers.

“Sit on your heels, slave,” he barked. “Legs spread!”

Blushing uneasily, I obeyed.

“Hands behind head!”

I obeyed, and he smiled and then walked slowly around me.

“Lovely,” he said. “You will make an interesting hobby.”

He sat down in front of me and looked me up and down.

“You may, perhaps, be curious about what is going on,” he said, in a dry voice.

He laughed and sat back.

“I just bought you,” he exclaimed grandly. “And for an excellent price, too.”

He laughed then. “The look on your face, girl. The truth is, I won the opportunity to entice you into letting me train you. To allow me to mold you into a perfect sex slave. So, what do you get out of it? Well, the best way to turn a girl into a sex slave is to drown her in passion and pleasure. That’s not nothing, I think you would agree.

“As for your job, it was a mere summer job as a clerk. A waste of your talents. Why, you even had to wear clothes! Your employer will be told that a relative has taken a terrible illness and you have to go overseas to take care of her. You will instead stay here, in effect, working for me.

I looked at him doubtfully.

“We calculate that you would have earned over eleven thousand dollars this summer, minus benefits, at your previous job. So probably around nine thousand, perhaps less. I will pay you fifty thousand. With no deductions.”

I gaped at him.

“Instead of doing boring clerk things, you will learn to be a goddess of sex. You will be taught how to dance, how to walk, how to make drinks, how to serve your owner, as well, of course, as learning to be an obedient, submissive slave girl.

“At the end of which, you can return to school. Or, if you choose, you may take a six-month term of employment with a wealthy man as his obedient little sex toy. If you choose the latter, you should expect the remuneration to be over two hundred thousand dollars.

“The alternative would be more schooling, followed by a rather boring time being a clerk in a hospital or insurance company, working in a cubicle and making much, much less money. You might think about that for a few minutes.”

He got up and went inside, and I stared after him. This was insane! And how did I even know they’d pay me? Much less let me go afterward!? And how was this much different than being a prostitute!? Well, it paid better. 

Three men at once! 

Fifty thousand dollars for spending the summer as a sex slave?! Four times that for pretending to be a sex slave for six months!?

But how would I explain this to my parents!?

He came back a few minutes later with a glass of something dark and put it on a table next to his chair, then came around behind me and undid the chain before taking his seat again. I pulled the ball out of my mouth as he smiled and took a drink.

“This is ridiculous,” I said.

“Not at all. Wealthy men can buy almost anything. We need our diversions. And the price of this is throwaway money.”

“And I’m supposed to tell my parents I’m where?”

“You decided to take a last-minute job offer at a ritzy summer camp for exceptional children. It’s on the other side of the country, so they can’t visit. However, you can have Zoom calls almost every night, aided by AI, so it looks like you’re in a cabin or even outside one.”

“Why would I do that?”

“You didn’t like the clerk job, and someone you knew said they had a last-minute need and were desperate. You’d get to spend the summer outside riding horses and swimming.”

I looked at him doubtfully.

“How do I know –?”

“That we’d even let you go afterward? Well, to start with, once you’re in a cage, it’s a little late to start worrying about that. We could have just as easily flown you out of the country to Saudi Arabia or something. More importantly, we do not need to break the law and risk our fortunes and reputations. Why should we when we can pay a pittance to get what we want?”

“Fifty thousand is a pittance?”

“I’ve given tips at restaurants that big. Not often, true, but I have. It’s not a big deal to me.”

“But... this sounds insane! What would I do all day? Have sex?”

“Not even I can have sex all day,” he said. “No, there will be other training. Modelling lessons, for example, teach you how to walk and pose, how to do your hair and makeup, and teach you about fashion and what looks best on you. Dance lessons teach you how to be lithe and graceful. That includes pole dancing, by the way, which will be a far more interesting exercise than whatever you do currently. You will learn how to be a first-rate stripper and give excellent lap dances, how to give the very finest oral sex, and the best erotic massage. And while you’re learning that, I will condition you to obedience and submission through the application of a great deal of pleasure – and some pain.”

“Yeah? Pain! I don’t like pain!”

“No one likes pain, but it’s an excellent teacher. And I guarantee I will not harm your value by marring your skin.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means no cuts or scars or burns or anything like that. Your unblemished skin is one of your finest features. So what pain you receive will not exactly be unbearable. You’ve already experienced some of what you will experience here.”

I thought about the crops and the thin laces and nodded hesitantly. Those had stung but weren’t exactly horrible.

Two hundred thousand for six months!?

“What do I have to do?”

“Agree.”

“Okay, then how do we do this?”

He smiled.

I’m out of my mind, I thought.

But it sure sounded like it would be a wild and crazy experience!
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Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a very black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.
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Out of Uniform

Rookie cop Jaime McCloud is eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work, helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into the role of an enthralled submissive! 
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Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in submission!
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The Nerd Girls

Paige is a tall, athletic pre-law student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy! 
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Summer’s Black Submission

Getting a part-time job as a lifeguard was a boon to Summer while she attended college. The job, though, was in a private house with a huge pool often visited by scads of friends of the wealthy owner's family. It didn't bother her that everyone was black while she was blonde. When the owner's handsome son Trevor started flirting with her she flirted right back. Somehow, though, in the freedom which came from her being away from everyone she knew and all the rules which bound her, a summer affair became something much wilder and kinkier. His friend Jamal joined Trevor, and both playfully insisted she was theirs, as an employee, their possession, their blonde sex toy! And so Summer breathlessly allowed herself to be tied up, and to be treated as if she were owned! Then other friends joined in, and the dark heat became scalding as she found herself living a thrilling sexual fantasy of submission and obedience which was becoming more real by the day!
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The Temporary Harem Girl

It's difficult to describe what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.
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Owned by Mister Trask

When Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.
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