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Erin gave her an ostentatious hug, which made
Alyson's breasts pillow out against her, then pulled back with a
grin as Aly frowned at her in annoyance. The redhead was well aware
that Alyson was a very private person and did not enjoy creating
any sort of public scene.

But she would tease. And she was quite an
extrovert.

Erin guided them to their table and sat down
heavily.

“I'm famished,” she said.

Alyson sat down more delicately and pulled
her chair in.

“You're looking good,” Erin said. “You're
still wearing those idiotic bras, I see.”

Alyson flushed and looked around them, but no
one was close enough to hear.

“I prefer to have people see me as a person
and not... not – .”

“A pair of big boobs?”

Alyson nodded in annoyance.

“I say if you got them, flaunt them. Enjoy
your sexual power. It won't last.”

Erin was dressed in skintight leggings under
a tight green shirt that didn't quite cover her bottom. Alyson wore
a blue, knee-length dress. It was form-fitting, but then, her form
had been altered by the minimizing bra she had on.

“I don't need sexual power, thank you,” she
said primly.

“Phht. Power is power.”

The girl arrived and handed them menus, and
when she went away, Erin smirked.

“You think she's wearing that top because
it's hot in here?”

Alyson made a face. The t-shirt was tight,
and when she leaned over the table, it displayed what she presumed
was a carefully measured amount of cleavage. Not too much, but
certainly noticeable.

“I bet she gets much better tips from men,”
Erin said.

“I have no intention of using my body to get
ahead.”

“Hmph. Speaking about using your body, how's
the new boy-toy?”

“Jacob is fine, thanks.”

“Got him trained yet?”

“Our relationship is one of equals, Erin,”
she said firmly.

“Yeah, right. Don't give me that, Aly. I know
you. You always want to get your way.”

“I do not!”

“You do too! And if you don't, you get
annoyed. And if it happens too much, you get frustrated and then
pissed off.”

“I'm... quite willing to compromise with
Jacob.”

“You better if you want to hold onto him. You
know what your problem is, honey? You want a boyfriend who will
give in to you all the time. But you don't like weak men and don't
find them sexy. Well, none of us do, of course.”

“I don't need them to give in to me all the
time,” Alyson said firmly. “Just... most of the time.”

“On all the major issues,” Erin said with a
smirk.

“Most of them,” Aly said in a dignified
tone.

“You're a control freak. Men think you're a
bossy girl.”

Alyson shrugged helplessly. Erin had known
her for too many years for her to deny it. And she was right, and
Alyson knew that her... assertiveness had turned off guys in the
past. It was a flaw in her personality, and yet try as she might
she hadn't been able to overcome it.

She wanted what she wanted.

And she wanted a nice, strong, confident,
intelligent, capable, successful, sensitive guy with a swimmer's
body. Who would do whatever she told him without arguing.
Unfortunately, that combination was proving difficult to find.

“Maybe I need to wait until they come out
with robots,” she sighed.

“Or just make do with a vibrator.”

Alyson scowled at her and looked around them
again.

“You're kind of a prude, you know.”

“I am not! I just have a sense of... decorum
in public.”

“Every girl I know has sex toys, but
you.”

“I don't need them,” she said very firmly.
“Nor do you, from what you keep saying about Marco.”

“Yeah, he's a horndog,” Erin said. “He's
bugging me about doing a threesome.”

“Seriously?”

“Not that it's a horrible idea. But it does
come laden with a lot of emotional tripwires.”

“Girl or boy?” Alyson asked curiously.

“He says he wants to see me with a girl, and
if I let him, then we can do a boy.”

Alyson rolled her eyes.

“Volunteering?” Erin asked in amusement.

That wasn't something that needed an answer,
and Aly gave her a quelling look as the waitress came back to take
their orders.

“How's the job going?” Erin asked.

“Excellent. Mister Dunrobin complimented me
on my attention to detail the other day.”

“Was he looking down your top at the
time?”

“Honestly, you have a one-track mind.”

“You did say you'd caught him staring at your
chest.”

“Not staring just... looking.”

“Well, despite those bras, it's hard to not
notice you're female, Aly.

“I know, but it's not like I'm Tanya. I don't
wear super tight tops all the time. With cleavage! At work!
Honestly!”

“Has anyone complained?” the redhead asked in
amusement.

“No. I mean, it's not a lot of cleavage. But
a woman in an office environment should not be showing even a tiny
bit of cleavage.”

“Why?”

“Because... because it gives men the wrong
idea. And it will lead to someone saying or doing something
disrespectful.”

“You make it sound like men are helpless
sluts, and the instant they see a bit of cleavage, they'll forget
the rules and shove their faces into a girl's chest.”

“Well, let's face it, men are entirely
hormonal when it comes to women's bodies.”

“Let them be as hormonal as they want to as
long as they follow the rules. I'm sure the men at your office
aren't going to be openly drooling on the girl.”

“No, but you can bet they 'll be undressing
her with their eyes!”

“In my experience, Aly, they do that no
matter what you're wearing. At least if you have a pretty face, and
you do.”

“Well, you don't have to make it easier for
them to know what you look like naked.”

Erin laughed, and Alyson sighed. She knew she
sounded like a prude, but she honestly didn't feel she was. She
just felt that people ought to behave in public in a civilized and
mannerly way. And that included, of course, men treating women with
respect and not as sex objects.

“But men are sex objects too. If they
weren't, we wouldn't have anything to do with them. They're too
annoying otherwise.”

Alyson snorted in amusement.

“And I've seen your body naked, honey,” Erin
said with a grin. “Trust me that Jacob thinks of you as a sex
object.”

“Just so he treats me with respect,” Alyson
said.

“You know... that might be a way to
compromise for you.”

“What do you mean?”

“Let him have his way in bed. It's not like
it's all that important to you anyway.”

Alyson looked at her doubtfully. “Guys are...
far too... perverted.”

“If you don't let him have his way there you
won't let him have his way anywhere, and he'll find some other nice
girl who will. Besides, you said he was gentle and did his best to
give you pleasure. Let him do what he wants as long as it isn't too
gross.”

Alyson glowered mulishly, but she wasn't sure
her friend wasn't right.

*

Alyson was not... entirely unsatisfied with
her body. It was fit and healthy and had nice, unblemished skin.
She was pleased that her chestnut hair was mostly obedient and
spilled neatly down over her shoulders. Her face was attractive,
with a slender, turned-up nose, high cheekbones, and small seashell
ears. And her eyes were very, very blue.

Unfortunately, her vision wasn't clear enough
not to wear glasses. She was shorter than she would have liked. And
her breasts drew an... uncomfortable amount of attention. She had
to dress carefully to try to diminish that attention and wear
lingerie to make herself look smaller than she was there.

Though at least her breasts were nicely firm.
Then again, she had to do extra exercises to keep them that
way.

Alyson regarded herself as a serious,
intelligent young woman, and was determined to have everyone else
regard her that way too! She dressed modestly, though attractively,
spoke softly and thoughtfully, and read voraciously.

She was also quite careful about the boys she
dated, and what she let them do, lest she get a bad reputation. She
searched out boys who were respectful, reliable, intelligent, and
less likely to talk about her in intimate ways with their friends.
And, of course, who had nice shoulders and firm bodies.

Jacob was her latest, and she had to admit,
so far, she quite approved of him. She'd met him shortly after
starting her second year at Boston College. He was a sophomore
taking English Literature, and he could recite poetry from medieval
period European poets.

He had the right social and political views,
had little time for video games, and was attentive and – as much as
boys could be – respectful. That was to say that he was male. And
as Alyson had long learned, males were generally helpless victims
of their instincts and hormones.

Which meant that as much as he respected her
and would respect her refusal to do this or that, he continued to
try.

That had led, at first, to allowing him to
touch her in various places, then to oral sex, and then, finally,
to sex. Sex with Jacob was pleasant. She liked feeling his arms
around her and his body against her. She even liked feeling his
cock inside her as their lips moved gently together.

It was like a slow, pleasant, intimate dance
of equals.

And after he climaxed, he would attentively
perform oral sex on her so that she did too!

Alyson was quite pleased with him so far.
Even though, of course, he was a boy. And boys were all terribly
horny, apparently all the time.

Still, she had resigned herself to this.
Unless she wanted to have a girlfriend instead there was just no
way around it. And she simply didn't feel that interested in girls.
Not for sex anyway.

She thought about what Erin had said and had
decided that she would give in to his sexual demands more, as long
as they weren't too disgusting. It didn't make her happy, of
course. She liked sex in only two ways. One was on her back with
him atop her. The other was on his back with her atop him.

Face to face. That was how civilized human
beings made love. Anything else was... fucking. She thought the
word, though she never ever used it. She thought obscenity was for
the unintelligent.

He had not suggested 'doggy style' for some
time now, though, given her indignant response when he had. “I am
not a dog!” she'd said haughtily.

It was such a... male dominant position! And
so unromantic! It was undignified! She'd be presenting him with her
sex like she was some sort of animal! Still, she had begun to
recognize the signs of restlessness in him. He was not happy at her
assertiveness. She would have to compromise somehow, do something
to help his male... ego... think he was in charge.

She sighed at the necessity but knew Erin was
right.

She was kind of a bossy girl.

So when Jacob asked her if he could tie her
up, she had not instantly refused. She'd been startled, certainly.
The very idea was somewhat astonishing! Why would he tie her up? It
wasn't like she didn't do all the sexual things he needed! Was he
not enjoying the sex with her?

She knew she was being at least a little
egotistical in being annoyed. As if sex with her was so wonderful!
Well, all the boys she'd met had certainly been enthusiastic about
the idea and had tried so very hard to get her to let them. That
had, she realized, made her think she and her body were something
especially precious and that any boy damned well ought to be on his
knees in gratitude if she let them touch her!

Which, she knew, was outrageously arrogant
and immodest.

But tie her up?! She thought about it for a
time. It probably came from some deep instinct of his to dominate
his 'woman'. Men were much under the the control of their
instincts, she knew. And perhaps this bit of play-acting would
serve to assuage those instincts and keep them from interfering in
their overall relationship. Which was a relationship of equals,
naturally.

With her making most of the decisions.

“Well... I suppose,” she said doubtfully,
after he'd promised faithfully (and repeatedly) to untie her the
moment she demanded it and to do nothing he thought she wouldn't
like.

She expected him to tie her wrists together
behind her back. That was what tying a girl up meant, didn't
it?

Nor was she entirely wrong. When he produced
a thick coil of black rope (much to her surprise) the first thing
he did was tie her wrists together behind her back. The rope was
nicely soft against her skin because, he said, it was 'special'
rope. Special for what, she wondered? Did they actually make rope
just to tie people up with?

“Bend over the table, Aly.”

“What? Why?”

“So I can continue.”

“But... what are you doing to do?”

“Tie you up.”

“I'm already tied up,” she said in
confusion.

“There's more to it,” he said.

She shrugged and sighed, rolled her eyes when
he couldn't see her, congratulated herself on her tolerance for
goofy things boys liked, and warily bent over the table. He eased
her back, though, pulling on her hips so that instead of her whole
upper body pressed against the table, it was just her
shoulders.

She flushed a little as she felt his hands on
her breasts, which hung freely below her. This was kind of...
perverted, she thought uncomfortably.

Then she felt the rope going around her
breasts! Her eyes opened in astonishment as two thick loops were
raised up and then slowly tightened around her breasts next to her
ribs.

“What on earth are you doing!?” she
exclaimed.

“It's part of the... the... hobby.”

“Hobby?! Tying people up is a hobby!?”

“It's called Shibari; Japanese rope bondage,”
he said.

He pulled her upright and she gasped, staring
down at her breasts. He had wound a triple loop of rope around each
breast, squeezing in around them firmly but not tightly. The rope
had the effect of squeezing in around the base of her breasts to
make them stick out more, the skin taut across her breasts. Her
nipples, she noted, were very erect and tingling.

“It doesn't hurt, does it?”

“Well... no, I... I suppose not,” she
said.

She was a bit self-conscious about the way
her breasts looked so... fat and hard, though.

They were throbbing, too.

Jacob wound ropes back behind her, then had
her kneel on the edge of the bed. That felt rather obscene!
Especially since he was standing behind her and drawing the ropes
downward. She gasped as she felt them drawn in tight between her
legs, then up her abdomen. He had her straighten up, and she saw
him feed the rope up to the ones around her breasts.

Then he pushed her back down again.

This was ridiculous! How much tying up did he
intend to do anyway!? Her patience was starting to wear thin. But
she thought about what Erin said and held her tongue.

He had her lay on her side and promised he
was almost done. Then he had her lift her ankles up behind her and
wound more rope around them. She gasped as he tightened various
ropes. The ones between her legs pulled up sharply between the lips
of her sex!

“Oh! That's too tight!” she gasped.

“It's supposed to be that way. Don't
worry.”

Supposed to be that way!?

She gasped as he tightened more rope, and her
wrists and ankles were pulled together, bowing her back.

Her breasts still throbbed. And her hardened
nipples were now feeling very, very... sensitive. To the point she
wished he would play with them!

She was, she realized, become aroused for
some reason.

He gathered in her hair, next. She felt his
fingers combing through it as he drew it back behind her, pulling
gently, forcing her head to pull back further and further! He was
gathering it into a thick braid, and now tied it to her ankles!

How simply astonishing!

He removed her glasses, then

“Oh! Jacob!”

“Shhh. It's for the look.”

“But I can't see!”

Which wasn't really true. She could see. She
just couldn't see very far. Out past a foot or so the world started
to blur. The further out she looked, the more the world
blurred.

“You don't need to.”

And then he pressed a red ball against her
mouth.

“Open wide.”

“Wha... Jasmmph!”

The ball was small enough to push into her
mouth, but not small enough for her to close her lips afterward! It
astonished her, at first, but then as he drew a thin black cord
around her cheeks and tied it behind she realized she'd seen the
like before, as part of some sort of kinky bondage thing.

She watched him go into his dresser and come
out with something else. She couldn't see it very well until he was
leaning over her. She looked down as he tried to wedge it as much
as he could between her thighs. The narrow tip pressed against her
sex, and he tied it off there.

Then he plugged it in and turned it on.

It... vibrated.

She gasped, her body jerking, her eyes
widening in alarm and shock. He pushed it in more firmly, then tied
it in place and stepped back to watch her.

Aly scowled up at him. This was ridiculous!
This was perverted! This was... degrading! Well, sort of! And the
vibrator was producing some very uncomfortable sensations! It was
making her pussy tremble and crackle with a strange sense of
something like electricity dancing along the skin.

It made her want to... squirm.

And as she started to, she realized other
things about how he'd tied her up. If her head jerked forward, it
tugged her hair against the rope binding it. That rope seemed to be
part of the rope that went up between her legs, and tugging it made
that little knot grind against her clitoris.

If she arched more, the ropes around her
breasts tightened, squeezing them more sharply, which made them
throb even more. Her nipples were now extremely hard, sticking out
from her taut breasts like pencil erasers, tingling so much she
felt a sense of growing frustration that no one was touching
them.

He had a piece of rope in hand, and seemed to
be unraveling, or at least, pulling the strands apart into thin
cords. He leaned over with one in hand and tied a loop in it, then
placed the loop over her very stiff right nipple.

As she watched, trying to control her
now-ragged breathing, he slowly and carefully tightened the knot
until it was firmly around her nipple. Then he tied another thin
cord around her other nipple. He drew the two thin cords up towards
her face, and then carefully tied the ends to the cord holding the
ball in her mouth.

But first, he tugged them a bit harder.

Alyson gasped as the loops tightened
painfully! Her nipples burned as they were pinched, and she cried
out in startled pain! He tied them off to the cords on either
cheek, then stepped back, and then he left the room entirely!

This... was... so... ridiculous, she thought,
her breathing more raggedly around the ball in her mouth. She
gasped and squirmed against the vibrator, and her head jerked back.
That jerked on the thin cords tied to her nipples, and she yelped
as the pain grew suddenly sharp!

God! Jacob was such a pervert! She'd had no
idea! And yet it was at least a very creative perversion! She
continued to squirm as her hips ground themselves helplessly,
trying to impale her on the vibrator. It moved as she did, though,
and though her body was now bubbling with heat and hunger, she
couldn't do much to add to the sensations.

Except... well... if she sort of jerked on
her hands or hair, they made that little knot thing rub against her
swollen clitoris. That should not have felt as good as it did, but
perhaps under the influence of the vibrator even that was sending
hot, bubbling jolts of sexual pleasure and energy up through her
nervous system.

And before long, she discovered that jerking
her head back to pull on the cords attached to her nipples did the
same. It still ached. Every pull sent a hot, sharp little sting of
pain through her nipples. But somehow those stings were making her
breasts throb with incredible pleasure, and adding to the heat
gripping her body and mind.

That heat was becoming more intense,
inflaming her mind, making her desperate for more, for his touch,
for his cock, to feel him inside her! And he wasn't even here!
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Jacob returned, or at least, she thought it
was him. He was wearing a ski mask! She tried to ease her
movements, not wanting him to see how successful his silly little
rope bondage was in arousing her. He was fully dressed – including
the mask – and she was naked, which made her feel inferior in some
way, like she was his sex toy.

That was bad enough without her encouraging
him by twisting and writhing like a … bitch in heat.

Unfortunately, the heat was sweltering and
growing, and she moaned helplessly around the ball gag as he
grinned down at her. She felt a strange dark rush of anxiety at the
mask, briefly uncertain it was actually him, followed by an even
more powerful rush of heat. It was him. But still, the mask made
this feel strangely... edgy.

He reached down, then, and removed the ball
from her mouth. Yet something remained behind! It was as if he'd
taken the center out of a doughnut while leaving the doughnut
behind to hold her jaw wide.

He unzipped his pants and pulled his erection
out, then put a knee on the edge of the bed and gripped her
hair.

Alyson gasped as he jerked back a little on
it, forcing her head back further, and not incidentally, tugging on
her nipples. His cock slid through her open lips, and she felt the
head against her tongue, then sliding across it.

“Please your master, prisoner,” he said.

She moaned around his cock and started
sucking with a strange, heady sense of excitement. Her hips were
grinding against the vibrator again, her nipples burning as the
pull of the cords got worse.

This is so perverted, she thought
dazedly.

But her body was gripped by a growing sexual
pressure that made her feel as if she was trembling. She felt shaky
and breathless, and her eyes fluttered as he pumped slowly in and
out.

“You have beautiful lips, prisoner,” he said.
“And a beautiful tongue. Lick me harder or I'll string you up by
your wrists and whip you.”

What an outrageous order! Not that she
believed him for an instant. But still, it made something wild and
dark flare hotly inside her.

He pumped his cock slowly in and out, which
made it hard for her to lick properly. She'd never given oral sex
where she wasn't in control before, but she had no control at all
now. And then to her astonishment, he pushed forward, a long,
smooth thrust that sent the spongy head of his cock deep into her
throat.

Her eyes went wide in disbelief, so startled
she barely had time to start gagging. He pulled back, and she
coughed and gulped in air.

It wasn't that she'd never taken a guy's cock
down her throat before. She'd done it once, almost by accident. And
it wasn't as if she hadn't thought about it often enough, partly in
curiosity, partly in envy of those who could.

But really, she hadn't seen the need to put
in the effort. Her oral sex was broadly and unanimously praised and
welcomed by every guy she'd demonstrated her skill on. Why work to
increase her abilities when what she had was perfectly
satisfactory?

He pushed back into her mouth and then pushed
into her throat a second time. This time he pushed deeper, all the
way, as she trembled and shook in alarm and shock. She could do
nothing to resist, nothing to pull back. She was on her side,
hog-tied, her head already back as far as it would go!

Her lips were wrapped around the base of his
cock; she saw in astonishment. She could feel the thick shaft all
the way down her throat!

He pulled slowly back and withdrew, and she
coughed and gulped in air again, gasping for breath. She felt
indignant at him dong that without even asking her! But she also
felt a delighted flicker of excitement at having done it so
easily.

He bent over more and gripped the vibrator,
then pulled it free of where he'd tied it. He pressed the tip
against the top of her sex, right where the knot was grinding
almost painfully against her clitoris and began to rub her
there.

Alyson cried out, her hips grinding more
energetically, and he pushed himself back into her mouth and down
her throat again. This time he started to pump slowly in and out as
he ground the vibrator against her

Aly felt the orgasm approaching, felt it
rushing over her like a wave, and then it crashed down upon her, a
scalding wall of liquid heat which drew an involuntary scream from
her throat. Or would have if his cock hadn't filled it. Her mind
was already in a swirling haze, and now the orgasm churned it even
more violently.

Her body shook and trembled, and she writhed,
her hips bucking frenziedly as the orgasm shattered her mind. It
was so powerful, so intense! And it rolled on and on with
relentless power; ten seconds, twenty, thirty, and still her body
was locked in convulsions as the pleasure overloaded her nervous
system.

And all the while he pumped his cock up and
down in her throat and mouth.

Alyson couldn't breathe but didn't care. The
pleasure drowned her mind, and her head throbbed and pounded as the
sexual pressure which had built up flared in one long, continuous
howl of ecstasy.

He pulled out, and she gulped in air, dazed,
sweating, chest heaving.

He was rubbing his still very hard cock over
her face. She knew she ought to protest that. Surely that was
degrading and demeaning. But she couldn't quite bring herself to
care. Her nerve endings were still crackling like live wires,
causing her body to twitch and tremble.

He squatted down by the bed, leaned over her
breasts, and undid the knots, then pulled the little cords free of
her nipples.

Alyson groaned and gasped as they tingled
more and more powerfully, throbbing hotly. Then she gasped again as
he leaned over, taking the center of one fat, taut breast into his
mouth, closing his teeth against her with an almost painful
pressure, then began to suck rhythmically.

His fingers were forced in beneath the knot,
rubbing her clitoris as he sucked and licked at one nipple, then
the other. And all she could do was moan and gasp for breath.

Alyson discovered that her body was still
pulsing with heat and sexual energy, and his fingers and lips and
tongue were making it swirl and crackle through her body. He pulled
his fingers back, then put the vibrator back in place, wedging it
in against her under the rope.

He turned his attention to the thing in her
mouth, holding it open. He undid the cord behind her and then
worked the thing out, allowing her to work her jaw muscles. But
then he gripped her hair, jerking it back a bit to make her gasp in
pain, and rubbed his cock along her lips.

“Close your lips, prisoner. Tight.”

Confused, she obeyed, and he pressed his cock
against them.

“Now slowly surrender, slowly let my cock
through. Keep your lips tight around it.”

She moaned as his cock pushed slowly through
her lips and into her mouth. She stared at his glistening shaft,
her eyes fluttering as he pushed deeper.

She gurgled and gagged lightly as he moved
into her throat, feeling a sense of awe as she felt him pushing
deeper and deeper. She stared at the shaft until it disappeared and
her lips were wrapped around the base again.

“Your throat and mouth belong to me, Slave
girl,” he said. “I'm your master. You're my sex slave.”

The words were so astonishing she should have
laughed, but she felt very little amusement. Instead, she felt a
sense of dark, thrilling heat as he ground himself against her and
reached down to grope her breast.

This was so degrading! So demeaning! But for
some reason, she didn't feel upset at it, didn't feel lowered or
embarrassed. Instead, she felt that rising sense of dark excitement
and heat she had before. Being tied up and helpless, her body in
the grip of a fever heat, the idea of herself as his sex slave was
deliciously forbidden – and arousing.

He pulled out again, and she gulped in air,
her hips grinding helplessly as the vibrator buzzed away against
her.

He pressed his scrotum against her open
mouth.

“Suck. Suck my balls, Slave girl. Obey your
master,” he ordered.

She shuddered and then sucked them into her
mouth as he pressed more firmly.

This was so perverted! It was so... sick! It
was so carnal! But... but if she was tied up... if she was his
prisoner, his helpless slave girl, then it wasn't her choice, her
fault. She need have no sense of guilt over allowing herself to be
degraded.

She licked his balls, massaging them with her
tongue, pressing them against the roof of her mouth as she
sucked.

He pulled back, rubbing the head along her
lips.

“Do you love my cock, Slave?”

“Y-Yes!” she panted.

“Say yes master.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned excitedly.

He pushed himself into her mouth and down her
throat, and Alyson gurgled and moaned around it. Then he bent and
took the vibrator in his hand, pressing it against her clitoris
alongside the rope, grinding it there as he jerked on her hair to
make the rope grind back and forth against her.

Another rush of sensations swept through her
body and mind, and Alyson cried out dazedly. She felt as if she
were being swept along on a churning, foaming flood of heat,
pleasure, and excitement as he pumped in and out of her throat, and
her clitoris swelled and burned and pulsed with an intensity like a
star about to explode!

And then she did just that. Another explosive
wave of intense pleasure tore through her body and mind, and she
bucked and jerked violently, crying out in dazed ecstasy around the
thick cock pumping inside her throat.

The more she jerked and twisted, the more the
knot ground across her clitoris, the more shockingly intense the
pleasure. It was so strong she barely thought or cared about the
thick cock sliding up and down in her throat, or the lack of air.
She barely thought about anything at all.

She sagged, gurgling weakly as he pulled
back, then gulped in air, sucking in deep, ragged breaths as her
chest heaved.

“Did you like that, little sex slave?” Jacob
asked.

She gasped in pain as he jerked on her
hair.

“Answer your master, slave girl.”

“Y-Y... yes!” she gasped.

His hand caressed her breast, then caught her
swollen nipple and pinched it.

“Ow!”

“You forgot to say master,” he said. “Do you
want a spanking?”

“Yes, Master!” she exclaimed.

He stopped pinching her nipple, his fingers
rolling and stroking it instead.

“Obviously, you need an extended bit of
training before you're a proper sex slave,” he said.

Sex slave? That was so outrageous! As if! She
was nobody's sex slave! She was an... an equal! At least! But...
she remembered Erin's words, and her own decision to allow him
more... well... more freedom to do as he wanted during sex.

And she couldn't exactly deny this had been
an incredible, wicked shock of pleasure! Wow!

He bent over, doing something with the ropes,
and she gasped as she felt the one attached to her hair being
released. Her scalp had been stinging for some time, and a wave of
relief swept over her. He untied her ankles from her wrists,
too.

Was it over? Well, she'd certainly had a pair
of incredible orgasms. Much better than usual! So she couldn't
complain. Still... she wouldn't mind if he continued a little
longer... Yes, it was ridiculous and degrading to call him master
and let him pretend she was some sort of sex slave, but... it was
also strangely exciting.

He rolled her onto her belly, then slapped
her bottom.

“Lift your hips into the air, slave
girl.”

She moaned and wriggled her knees in. He
gripped her hips, lifting her hips up to raise her bottom high.
Then he spread her knees wide apart, and she felt him pulling on
the ropes still attached to her ankles.

He untied her wrists – from each other – but
she could still feel the rope around them as he drew her hands down
along her hips on either side, then tied them to her ankles,
forcing her ankles up and back next to her buttocks

“What are you dooooing?” she groaned.

Crack!

She gasped at the slap to her bottom.

“Don't question your master, slave girl.”

She scowled indignantly, thinking of what to
say to remind him of how they were equals. But before she could, he
tugged on her hair, forcing her head back sharply. She cried out,
and with her mouth open, he pushed that damn ball back into it!

She tried to complain, but her words were
largely unintelligible as he drew the cords across her cheeks, then
fastened them together behind her head. She had to content herself
with scowling her disapproval. Which was entirely ineffective since
he was behind her.

She was not happy with this position. It
was... too submissive. It was one she'd long resisted because it
made of her little more than a pussy and ass, with her face not
even visible to him. She could be anyone. Just a 'cunt' for his
use, without personality or name. She almost told him to stop, but
then reminded herself again that she needed to let him reinforce
his silly male ego.

He turned on the vibrator again, and she
gasped as he ran it back and forth over her clitoris. She felt his
fingers pushing into her, one, two, then three, and she groaned as
they pumped slowly in and out, turning and twisting as he ground
the vibrator across her clit.

The heat began to build up inside her again,
and she had to resist the impulse to grind herself back against his
fingers and the vibrator as she considered the surprising
possibility she might have a third orgasm in such a short time.
That had never happened to her before.

He pressed a finger against her back opening
then, and her eyes widened as she gasped in startlement. His finger
pushed slowly into her, slick and warm, and when she tried to
complain, he slapped her bottom again.

“Nobody needs your opinions, Slave,” he
said.

Alyson squirmed mentally as well as
physically. Her wrists pulled against the ropes, and she felt a new
awareness of how helpless she was, how much in his power she had
placed herself.

She was surprised, though, that his finger
didn't hurt, even when it got thicker, which probably meant he had
two of them, or his thumb. She still felt this was disgusting, and
felt a sense of frustration both that she couldn't even ask him to
stop, and at men in general and their perverted desires. Why did
they all want to fuck girls in the ass anyway?!

He slid his finger out of her, then pushed
something else against her. It too was slick, but much thicker. She
moaned as she felt herself being stretched, felt the thing pushing
in, turning and twisting, pulling back, then pushing in again. It
stretched her opening wider, and then he slapped her bottom
sharply, stingingly.

She yelped, but in that instant of startled
pain, the thing slid into her. She felt her sphincter closing
behind it as it was sucked into her body. Or... no, not closing,
not entirely. Something remained, and something was pressed against
the outside of her there too.

She felt his fingers on her thighs, forcing
them a little wider, then his tongue began to lick at her
pussy.

The vibrator had made her nerve endings
quiver wildly. Now his deliciously warm, soft, slippery tongue was
a soothing balm and sent a much deeper rush of pleasure through her
body. She moaned helplessly, her hips rolling up and back to meet
his tongue as the heat rose to sweltering levels again.

Her entire lower body began to thrum with a
steadily increasing sense of pressure as she moaned helplessly
around the ball in her mouth. Then the tongue moved away, and a
moment later, he undid the cord and pulled the ball out of her
mouth. She felt what had to be his cock rubbing firmly up and down
across her clitoris.

“Would you like to feel my cock inside you,
slave girl?”

“Y-Yeees!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Yes, master.”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

“Beg me to fuck you then.”

Alyson flinched at the word. It was crude and
obscene, and she never used crude, obscene words.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Obey our master, slave girl.”

She felt his cock push forward, the head
nestled within the mouth of her sex.

Crack!

“Beg for it.”

“Please.... please – .”

Crack!

“Obey!”

“Ow! Please... fuck me... Master!” she
gasped.

God, that was so degrading! If her friends
ever thought she had said such a thing, especially in a position
like this, she would never live it down!

But now she felt his cock pushing into her,
sliding deep, all the way in one delicious stroke, and her cares
and concerns about that melted away in the heat which sluiced in
behind it. He gripped her hips and began to work himself in and
out, faster and faster, until his hips began to hit her buttocks
hard enough to make her body shudder and shake.

Fuck was a crude word. But this was
exactly what he was doing to her! This was nothing like their soft,
gentle lovemaking. This was... fucking! And Alyson entirely
disapproved of both the word and the activity. Or at least, she
had. It was difficult to feel a lot of disapproval when heat was
pouring through her body and seeping into her mind.

She gasped and panted and moaned as his thick
cock drove into her with powerful strokes, yelping when he slapped
her bottom, or when he gripped her hair and pulled back on it.

She had never felt so utterly helpless and so
completely used! And she knew she should hate that. But on
the other hand, there was a strange sense of complete freedom. She
had nothing to do, nothing to contribute, need say nothing. She
didn't have to think about her next action because she couldn't
take any action.

All she could do was kneel here with her
bottom raised, feeling his cock thrusting into her, feeling his
hips slapping against her buttocks, feeling like a … a slave girl
being used by her master!

And the ropes binding her wrists to her
ankles helped reinforce that, as the fantasy suddenly took form in
her mind. Instead of being a silly game she was putting up with for
the sake of their relationship, she let herself imagine she really
was his sex slave, helpless and at his mercy!

Being used so roughly, so powerfully! Used
like... like a whore, like a sex toy!

Her pulse began to race, and her mind began
to fall into a feverish sense of arousal. She let her face go
slack. No one could see it anyway. She closed her eyes, gasping,
the dark, sensual story pouring through her and swirling around
her, drawing her deeper into the fantasy.

Another orgasm tore through her, one she
accepted with unrestrained, uninhibited delight, crying out in
pleasure as her body burned with the explosion of heat. It was so
intense it reduced her to the status of animal, all instinct,
higher orders of her brain shutting down as the pleasure locked her
in its embrace.

Her body trembled and shook, convulsions
wracking her from head to toe. And all through it came the
relentless thrusting of his cock and the echoing impact of his hips
hammering against her upraised buttocks.

Her breasts, still tightly encircled by ropes
so that they were hard and taut, were grinding back and forth
against the bed beneath as his powerful thrusts sent her body
rocking forward again and again. His hands jerked back on her hips
each time, or yanked back on her hair so that her chest seemed to
be grinding her throbbing breasts down beneath her.

The orgasm spun her out and left her gasping
for breath, dazed and moaning. Yet her body continued to be swept
by sensations and heat, and just as she was catching her breath,
another orgasm tore through her, then another! They were not up to
those massive orgasms she'd had before, or even the first of this
series, but they were still quite powerful.

And then another followed, all while she was
hammered, while he yanked on her hair and slapped her bottom and
called her his slave, his bitch!
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Alyson was a bit disturbed by how that...
well, she could hardly call it lovemaking, how that sex had gone.
But she also felt more than slightly giddy. She'd never felt such
intense heat for so long, nor experienced so many powerful
orgasms.

It did make her mind squirm a little, letting
him degrade her like that and treat her with such disrespect. But
there was absolutely no denying it had been an incredible
experience. Nor could she deny, to herself, at least, if not to
him, that she was eager to try it again.

He was entirely too smug afterward, of
course. She'd done little to hide her pleasure, and his tolerant
acceptance of her complaints afterward made her scowl. Of course,
it was hard to get really upset at him not taking her complaints
seriously since she knew she didn't really mean them.

She watched him, without seeming to,
assessing him suspiciously. He had nice eyebrows, she thought. And
very nice hair. Though maybe he should cut it a bit? No, she liked
sliding her fingers through it.

Which reminded her she hadn't even been able
to touch him in their recent sex.

He was deceptively well-muscled under his
shirt. Especially lately. He'd been hitting the gym more. She
hadn't completely approved of that since he was already quite fit.
Why would he need more muscles anyway? He was a software engineer.
He didn't need big muscles.

She'd worried it was some kind of
compensation for the way she was being bossy, that he was bulking
up so he felt more manly. She was glad she'd let him get away with
acting the big, tough guy in charge during that sex. It wouldn't do
to get him too frustrated with her. Maybe she should relax about
some of the other stuff too, at least the little stuff.

She didn't want him getting restless and
using his looks and newly impressive muscles to look elsewhere.

“Going to work, babe,” he said.

She turned and gasped as his arms slid around
her, his hands sliding under her buttocks. In an instant, he had
lifted her up and set her on the edge of the kitchen counter as he
kissed her deeply.

“Jacob!” she protested a little
breathlessly.

He released her, but not before giving her
breast a little squeeze that made her squeak in protest.

She wasn't sure she shouldn't discourage this
newly macho attitude of his!

He grinned and moved on, letting her slide
off the counter on her own and then get back to making and packing
her lunch.

Men! Honestly!

“Have a good day!” she called after him.

He had to be at work for eight, while her job
was nine to five. He also worked in the opposite direction. She
regretted that. It would have been nice to go to work together. But
it was what it was. She finished her lunch, packed it, and put it
in the fridge.

She turned and headed into the bedroom,
stripping entirely naked now, then heading into the bathroom. She
looked at herself in the mirror with new eyes, feeling a little
ripple of heat as she remembered the previous night.

Sex slave!

She rarely allowed herself to really think of
herself as 'sexy' or hot. She accepted that people found her
attractive, of course. There was no point in denying reality. But
she wasn't the kind of girl to take pleasure in how sexually
desirable she was – normally. Or at least, she did her best not
to.

She slid her hands up and back through her
hair, thrusting her breasts out and giving her face a sexy look
before dropping her arms. Her breasts were still a little sore, and
there were thin pink lines around them from the ropes. She shook
her head in disapproval, then got into the shower.

She picked up the soap and began to soap her
body up, and as her hands moved lower, she felt another part of her
body which remained a bit sore. That was her pussy. The rope which
had dug into her there, particularly the knot which had ground
against the top of her sensitive flesh, had left her feeling a
little raw and achy.

And sensitive.

Even though it ached a bit as her soapy
fingers slid across her pussy, she couldn't help sliding them back
again and rubbing herself there. There was an almost immediate
surge of pleasure that caught her attention and distracted her from
other thinking.

Jacob had wanted to have sex again this
morning, but she'd discouraged it. She always did. Morning sex was
more like, well... fucking. It was a quicky, meant to satisfy a
man's lust, and not likely to give a girl much satisfaction.

She'd pleaded soreness from the sex the
previous night, including her throat, and he'd accepted it.

Now she was almost sorry she'd turned him
down. She couldn't stop herself backing against the wall and
rubbing herself more. She slid her other hand up to cup and knead
her breast as her nipples hardened, and then, for the first time
she could remember, she masturbated in the shower before work.

And she thought about the wild, kinky sex
last night while she did it.

It took surprisingly little time, and she was
soon dressing for work. There was no reason not to wear sensible
panties, rather than the thongs Jacob wanted. She felt a bit of
reluctance donning the bra, the minimizer bra which squeezed her
breasts down so they would be less noticeable. But it was
necessary, or the men at work would start staring at her more.

She wore her green dress, which went well
with her soft brown hair. The dress was knee-length, and entirely
proper for an office environment. She knew some of the other girls
didn't bother, and thought her either snobby or someone trying to
get approval from above for dressing formally, but she really
didn't care. If they thought jeans were appropriate for the office,
that was up to them.

She had her standards.

It was a warm day, so she had no excuse to
wear a jacket or sweater. Her high heels clicked on the pavement as
she walked up the block to the bus stop, and there she waited for
the Number Twelve bus to take her to the subway.

On the bus, she got the usual number of
extended glances from men. The dress was reasonably form-fitting,
after all, and there was little she could do about her hourglass
figure. Even the bra only reduced the apparent size of her breasts
from a 36D-cup to a 34C-cup.

But that still drew male eyes, especially on
a boring morning commute.

She ignored them as she always did, as she'd
been doing since junior high.

She strode firmly into the subway station,
went down the escalator, and waited for the train, which came
almost immediately. It was crowded, of course. And she was again
eyed by men within range. She had the usual sense of disapproval of
them but made no sign of it. They were simply acting the way men
did.

This morning, though, she had a new awareness
of herself and her sexuality, and that wild experience last night
was still prominent in her mind. Is that what they all want to do
to us women, she thought. The thought was disgusting, but also
rather strangely exciting – in a dark, slightly menacing and
forbidden way.

Would all these men like to tear her clothes
off, throw her down, tie her up and use her like Jacob had last
night? Is that what was behind their eyes?

She got off the train and took the escalator
up to the street level, then went outside and walked the two blocks
to her building. Inside, on the tenth floor, she put her lunch in
the fridge and then stopped at the ladies' room to ensure her hair
hung obediently down on either side of her face, straight and
smooth. She went to her cubicle, put her purse in her desk, and
settled down to work.

At 20, and newly graduated, she was the
youngest person in the office by quite a bit. She worked in the
administration section of First Boston Bank, which took care of
buying office supplies and equipment, paying bills, and taking care
of various staffing, payroll, and accommodation needs for one of
the bank's four main divisions.

Her specific job was to work with managers to
create purchase requisitions and purchase orders for large new
equipment or service orders, then negotiating with vendors, seeing
to the delivery, and paying them off afterward. She had also been
given a bank credit card to use on smaller purchases.

It was awesome to see the bill every month
and know she'd charged something like eighty or ninety thousand
dollars, and it was all automatically paid. Of course, justifying
those charges took some time in that she had to gather all her
invoices along with signed authorizations from managers, photocopy
them, print off a summary, and then send them on up to the Finance
Department.

She enjoyed it, though. She was a meticulous
person and kept very careful care of her invoices and records. Her
filing was always done carefully and always up to date. So unlike
others, she never had to try to find missing invoices or call the
vendors to get replacements.

She knew Mr. Dunrobin was impressed with her,
and that would eventually mean a promotion once she'd been here
sufficient time. She was punctual, respectful, capable, and
responsible. She didn't get involved in personal disagreements or
issues and didn't cause problems.

Unlike Heather, for example, who was feuding
with Carol to such an extent they weren't on speaking terms. Or
Roberta, who despised April and thought Tanya was a slut because of
how she dressed.

Alyson disapproved of Tanya's outfits too,
but she kept her opinions to herself. As was only proper.

She was halfway through the morning when Mr.
Dunrobin came into her office and looked down at her.

“Alyson,” he said. “I thought you should know
that Mrs. Peterson is leaving for another position next week.
Mister Walsh is looking for a quick, in-house replacement. I think
you should put your name in.”

“Oh, really? Gee, I mean, I've only been here
a few months,” she said.

“Yes, but you've impressed people with your
attitude and commitment. Anyway, since it's in-house, your only
competition will be the other girls in this division. I know Tanya
is going for it, as are Sharon and Tiffany.”

“Sharon will probably get it,” she said.

She had a degree of respect for Sharon's work
ethic and intelligence.

“It won't hurt to apply, and it will give you
some experience in how such competitions work.”

“Well, okay, if you think I should.”

He showed her where to go on the company
site, and then left her alone to complete the short
application.

Mr. Walsh was a director, and Louise Peterson
was his administrative assistant. On the one hand, she thought she
preferred what she was doing. On the other hand, it was a higher
pay level. And she'd have more contact with all the directors and
executives. Which meant she could impress people faster and make
contacts.

Mr. Walsh was a very no-nonsense businessman,
and others found him rather forbidding. But Alyson respected him.
He behaved properly for an office environment. Unlike some of her
colleagues who seemed to think they could sit around gossiping,
take long lunch breaks, and play silly games at work.

She filled out the required online form, then
got back to work. She doubted she would get it anyway, but as Mr.
Dunrobin said, it would give her experience in how such things
worked.

She sent Jacob a text telling him about it –
during her break, of course. He sent back a congratulatory text.
Then another saying he hoped she was obeying her master and wearing
the butt-plug she'd been given.

She flushed slightly, looked around guiltily,
then texted back a firm insistence he not use such language in
texts or emails. And no, she was certainly not wearing it!

Of all the nerve!

That had been the most outrageous thing he'd
done to her the other night, putting that... that... plug into her
bottom! He hadn't done anything more, but afterward, he'd left it
in, telling her to keep it in so she could get used to it. Because
eventually he was going to be thrusting his cock into her
there.

That was so outrageous!

She'd taken it out, of course, and made it
clear to him he would do no such thing. And that she wasn't his
slave girl.

Clearly, this slave girl stuff had gone to
his macho male brain. She was going to have to make things clear to
him that what she permitted him to do while they were engaged in...
in sexual games, was entirely different from their regular
life.

Outside of sex, he was not to refer to her in
that manner, nor expect her to behave in any sort of submissive or
subservient way.

She would have to put it diplomatically, of
course. She wouldn't want to ruin the credit she had from letting
him do that stuff last night. It would allow her to get her way in
other things without upsetting him.

It hadn't hurt when he'd put his fingers into
her there, though, she thought reluctantly. And even the... the
plug thing had only kind of ached a bit going in. Then she'd
practically forgotten it. Still, it was a gross thing to do, and
she wouldn't stand for it. She had her pride and dignity to
consider.

She watched the clock, and not until the
sweep hand had reached twelve, not until exactly Five O'clock, did
she begin to pack up and get ready to leave. That allowed her to
close up and lock her filing cabinet, close down her computer, and
then get her purse out and lock up so that she could leave at five
minutes after.

It wouldn't do for anyone to think she left
even a minute early. So she always left five minutes or more
late.

Unlike most of the other girls, she thought
with disapproval.

She rode the elevator down to the lobby,
walked across the street, and into the gym there, thinking again
how handy the location was. She went to the locker room and
changed, then began her routine, moving from machine to machine at
regular timed intervals.

It absolutely wouldn't do to get soft. She
did almost nothing all day at work, after all. And she wanted no
part of her body sagging for lack of muscles!

She spent almost an hour in determined
exercise, had a quick shower, then took the subway and reached home
three-quarters of an hour later. As usual, she was there first.
Jacob's job required more than the standard eight hours. Many of
his peers worked ten-hour days and some twelve.

There was a package propped against the door,
a box from Amazon. She picked it up and carried it inside, looking
at it curiously. It was very lightweight, but she had no idea what
it was. She set it down on the table and continued on to their
bedroom.

She changed, feeling the usual relief when
she let her breasts out from the tight constraints of the bra, and
was wearing just her panties when another text from Jacob
arrived.

She picked up the phone and read it.

Got my package yet? I expect you to be
wearing it when I come home, Slave girl.

She tsked in annoyance. She once again primly
reminded him to keep such games within the bedroom. Then she
wandered out front and picked up the box. Curious, she took it into
the kitchen and cut the tape, then opened it and took out something
in a plastic bag.

It was... it was... a nightie? She opened it
and gripped the thin spaghetti straps. It was a light mauve in
color. And the front part, at least the chest, looked entirely
transparent. Below that was an opaque panel that dropped down to
her upper thighs. There was a similar panel in the back. Both of
them, however, hung freely, for the nightie was slit all the way up
to the chest on both sides.

“Good heavens!” she whispered.

How much had that idiot spent on this
trash?!

There was no invoice with it, and she carried
it back into the bedroom and picked up her phone to tell him what a
fool he was. But then she hesitated. She had to at least try it on
so she could give him her full assessment of how improper and
inappropriate it was. And now was certainly the time.

She gathered it up, slipped it down over her
head, and let it fall down past her shoulders. It had no arms, of
course, just the two spaghetti straps to keep it up. The part
across her chest was elasticized underneath, which drew the lacy
fabric tight across her breasts.

That was the only part that was tight. The
rest of it seemed to float on the air whenever she moved, the sides
swirling open like curtains in a breeze. It was an awfully slutty
nightie, she thought. On the other hand, they were living together.
So... so it wasn't entirely inappropriate. At least in the
bedroom.

Though she couldn't imagine she'd be wearing
it long even there.

She looked at herself in the full-length
mirror and felt a little flutter of pleasure, of ego gratification.
She was pretty sexy, wasn't she? She vamped for the mirror, turning
sideways and arching her back, seeing how much of herself was
visible in the big slit.

And it was big. They'd made no attempt to
have the two sides meet even when she was standing still. Well, it
covered the essentials. Except that when she walked, it could float
aside. She shook her head, bemused. She gave some small thought to
actually having it on when he came home, but no, that would be
giving him far too much of a sense of control.

Imagine trying to tell her what to wear!

She put on a pair of comfortable sweat pants
and a tank top, then started dinner. She did not text him to ask
his opinion. If she was going to make it, then it was going to be
whatever she wanted. And tonight that was Ground Turkey
Bolognese.

He got home half an hour later, apparently
not surprised to find her not wearing his nightie. He wandered into
the kitchen and yawned, put his arm around her and kissed her on
the side of the neck. His hand strayed up and gave her breast a
squeeze before he looked at what she was making.

“What is this?”

“Ground Turkey Bolognese.”

“What's that?”

“What's it sound like?”

“Some weird recipe you found on the
internet.”

“Correct, except it's not weird. And it'll be
ready in ten minutes.”

“You know a good slave girl would serve me
dinner naked on her knees.”

She snorted. “Too bad you don't have one of
those. Too bad it's not medieval Europe, and you're not some
wealthy nobleman.”

“Too bad they outlawed spanking,” he
replied.

She raised an eyebrow at him disapprovingly,
then returned to her cooking.

“Be glad women allow you men to pretend
you're our equals,” she said airily. “You're all so hormonal, after
all.”

“Unlike women,” he said.

“Exactly.”

He pressed himself against her, his hands on
her hips sliding around her, then up under the sweatshirt.

“Want to know what my hormones are telling me
to do now?” he asked, leaning in to kiss the nape of her neck.

“I can guess. The same as they always are.
Hey!”

His hands slid up to cup her breasts, tugging
her bra up, his forearms forcing the sweatshirt up high.

She pulled free and frowned at him.

“I'm making dinner!” she said. “Go and set
the table.”

He shrugged but did as he was told. She
scowled and put her bra back in place, then pulled her top
down.

Men!

She told him about applying for the admin
assistant job over dinner, and he told her about some computer
issue which was occupying his time at work. They spoke about
friends and what they were doing, and Alyson reminded him that on
the upcoming weekend they were going to go to have brunch, go to
Ikea, then go visit her parents.

He sighed and shrugged.

“There's an arts and craft festival on Sunday
I'd like to go to,” she said.

“Have fun.”

She scowled. “With you.”

“There's a football game on.”

“You can record that.”

“It's not the same.”

“How is it not the same? It's exactly the
same.”

“Not if I heard the score first.”

“So don't listen.”

“If I could turn my ears off, I'd do that
every time you planned one of your goofy outings.”

“It's not goofy!” she said indignantly.

“Arts and crafts?” he said, rolling his
eyes.

“You can find all kinds of extremely
interesting things there, and for a lot less than you'd pay in
some... department store!”

“We don't need anything.”

“We're going,” she said, scowling. “Sunday is
going to be a beautiful day. You are not going to waste it in the
living room watching some stupid football game! Plus I don't see
enough of you during the week. I don't want us apart on the weekend
too!”

“Then stay and watch the game.”

She gave him an incredulous look. As if she
would ever watch a football game!

“Are you saying you'd rather watch a stupid
football game than be with me?” she demanded.

“I didn't say that!”

“Well, it sounded like it!”

It would take a little time, but she felt a
sense of satisfaction. She had him on the defensive now. It would
only be a matter of time before he surrendered.
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After dinner, they cleared things up and put
the dishes, plates, and pots into the dishwasher, then sat down to
watch Netflix. He wanted to watch The Witcher, but she argued him
around to The Chilling Adventures of Sabrina. Then he got
passive-aggressive on her by admiring Sabrina more than she really
liked.

“Maybe you should get your hair dyed blonde,”
he said.

“I don't think so.”

“Kind of a cute cut too.”

“You like my hair long.”

“Yeah, but short looks cute. Not that it's
really short.”

“My hair is nicer.”

“She's sexy. A little small, but a nice
body.”

She eyed him sideways.

He looked back innocently.

After one episode of Sabrina, she gave in and
let him have the Witcher, then turned things around, talking
lustfully about how wide Henry Cavill's shoulders were, how broad
his chest was, how incredible a jaw he had.

Jacob whipped his shirt off and stood in
front of her, holding his arms up and out, squeezing his hands into
fists to make his biceps bulge.

“I'm trying to watch Henry Cavill,” she
said.

“Want to run your fingers over my muscles,
baby?”

“A, I am not a baby. I am a grown woman, and
an adult. And B, Henry Cavill has arms twice as thick. He looks
amazingly strong.”

“You want to see strong?”

“Jacob!” she exclaimed as he gripped her
wrists and yanked her up off the sofa. She squealed as he then bent
over and grabbed her around the middle, then heaved her up across
his shoulder before standing up.

She squealed and tried to twist free as her
glasses fell off below her.

“Jacob! Put me down!”

Instead, he marched her into the bedroom.

“Put me down!” she exclaimed, slapping his
back.

He slapped her bottom sharply, and she
squealed again before he threw her onto the bed.

She brushed her hair out of her face and
glowered up at him.

“I did not move in with Conan the Barbarian!”
she exclaimed.

She was impressed at how easily he had
scooped her up and carried her but had no intention of showing him
that.

“Ah, but you said all men are hormonal,
remember?”

“Clearly, I was understating things!”

He grabbed her ankle, and she squealed as he
yanked it up into the air, then lifted the other.

“Jacob!”

He yanked her sweatpants down her legs and
off and dropped her legs to the bed again.

“I want to see you in that nightie.”

“That slutty thing? I threw it out!”

“You did not. You're too practical for that.
Where'd you put it?”

“I threw it in the garbage!”

“Really? So if I check the garbage, it will
be there, right?”

“Have fun!”

Instead, he yanked open the lingerie drawer
on her dresser.

“Hey!”

“Ha,” he said, pulling it up and shaking it
out.

“I have no intention of wearing something
that slutty!”

“Conan would give you a spanking until you
stopped being bratty,” he said.

“Well, Geralt would be respectful of my own
wishes!”

“Geralt isn't human,” he said. “And he has no
emotions. He simply wouldn't care about your wishes.”

He tossed the nightie to her.

“Forget it!”

“Fine. I'm gonna go watch the hockey
game.”

“Hockey?!”

He left the bedroom, and she glowered after
him. She threw the nightie on the floor and grabbed her sweatpants,
intending to follow him out and then... and then what? Argue over
what to watch? It would be time for bed soon anyway.

She sat down, sulking. She was going to have
to compromise again. She'd... persuaded him about what to watch,
and then into what to do on the weekend. He was clearly unhappy
again. And hadn't she decided the way to give him a sense of power
was to give in sexually?

Well, the nightie was better than being tied
up and being his 'sex slave', wasn't it?

She sighed and stripped her top off, removed
her bra, and then pulled on the nightie. It was tight against her
breasts but flowed everywhere else. She paused a moment, then
slipped her panties off. They didn't really go with an open-sided
nightie.

And she'd look sexier, which would remind him
of how good he had it.

Yes, that made sense.

She brushed her hair and then headed out the
door. She could hear the hockey game playing. She doubted it would
be playing for long now.

She smirked to herself about that.

She wandered out into the living room and
moved to stand between him and the TV, giving him a querying look.
“Well?”

The look he gave her was quite gratifying;
intense, excited, appreciative. As she'd suspected, she wasn't
wearing the thing for long. He lifted her up over his shoulders,
carried her back into the bedroom, threw her on the bed again, then
threw himself atop her.

His hand moved beneath the front flap as he
gripped her hair, and Alyson gasped in surprise as he pulled her
head back. His lips were at her throat, then kissing his way up
under her ear as his fingers found her sex and began to caress
her.

His lips made their way up onto hers, and she
moaned into his mouth as she kissed back. She felt a rush of
anticipation, wondering if their lovemaking tonight would be as
exciting and wild as the previous night. Probably not, but it was
starting out good!

He quickly removed the nightie, what there
was of it, then moved her to the center of the bed. He got up,
then, moving to his dresser, and returned with... the rope!

She scowled but, with her pulse racing, she
made no serious objection. She did try to jerk her arms away,
though, putting on at least a show of resistance for pride's sake.
That forced him to straddle her and pin her arms down while he tied
them to the two corner posts. He got off her, and she made a
halfhearted attempt to kick him, which he dodged.

He yanked her ankles down and apart, and then
tied them wide apart to the corner posts. Her insides thrummed with
a rising sense of dark anticipation, which left Alyson struggling
to continue to show her disapproval.

Then she didn't have to pretend, as he pushed
the ball gag into her mouth, then swept a scarf down over her eyes
and tied it behind her head.

She felt utterly helpless now! She couldn't
see him or see anything he was doing, couldn't move and couldn't
protest!

A moment later, she felt what had to be
earbuds pushed into her ears, playing soft, classical music.

She gulped, her chest rising and falling
rapidly as she waited anxiously for what he would do. She gasped
and flinched as his fingers alighted on her ankle, then felt them
glide slowly up her leg, swerving from inside to outside, then
lightly skimming past her sex and over her abdomen.

His other hand landed on her left breast,
gently caressing it, following the contours as his first hand slid
up her belly and onto her right breast. She felt him grasping her
nipples and rolling them between the pads of his fingertips,
plucking lightly, then twisting them enough to make her gasp.

A moment later, something warm and liquid
trickled onto her chest! Her face scrunched up in consternation,
wondering what it could be. A moment later, his hands slid over her
breasts, spreading some sort of warm, slippery oil across her
skin.

His hands felt very sensual as they caressed
her breasts and ribs, and then moved slowly down her body. They
passed her sex, sliding along her legs instead, one at a time, down
to her bound ankles, then massaging her feet.

Alyson began to relax, feeling a growing
sense of admiration for how skillfully he was caressing and
massaging her. Only the continuing pressure on her wrists and
ankles reminded her she was laid out helplessly, obscenely
displayed, completely at his mercy.

His fingers slid back up her legs and again
bypassed her sex, frustrating her. They massaged her breasts this
time, fingers kneading the soft flesh, stroking and rolling and
rubbing her eager, sparkling nipples. Then they slowly moved back
down.

This time they didn't bypass her sex. Fingers
stroked lightly up and down on either side, then more firmly. She
felt the lips of her sex spread apart, caressed and stroked by
slick, warm fingers, then felt those fingers dipping lightly into
the mouth of her sex, twisting and stroking.

One finger pushed deep inside her, not doing
anything else. It just sat there for a long moment, then slowly
moved in and out with... frustrating slowness. His other hand slid
up her body, rubbing her breasts again, then back down, caressing
her hip.

Fingers began to rub lightly up and down
along the top of her sex, to either side of her already swollen
clitoris, and she moaned into the gag, feeling her insides pulsing
with a growing sexual pressure. The fingers didn't quite touch her
there, just rubbed up and down, up and down, up and down.

The finger inside her slid out and then
pushed in, thicker now. Two of them. It pumped slowly, then pushed
in, even thicker. Three of them, she thought with a rising sense of
excitement. Her hips began to grind helplessly against them as they
moved, her body filling with heat.

It was... strange not being able to see what
he was doing, not being able to talk, not being able to hear
anything. It was like being locked in her own body, with her mind
focused inward on touch. And as before, she had nothing to
consider, nothing to do or think about doing, nothing to say or
think about saying. She could simply lay still and focus on
whatever her body felt.

His fingers began to plunge into her with
greater force, the three of them sliding in and twisting from side
to side. Her hips began to roll up more energetically, the feel of
him inside her rousing her body. Then he began to slide a finger,
or perhaps a thumb, upward across her clitoris, between the two
fingers sliding downward.

She gasped at the rush of sensation, her hips
spasming as the pleasure swept through her.

Again and again, he slid two fingers down
while bringing his thumb up across her clitoris, his fingers
driving deep inside her as the heat poured through her mind and
ignited into a sexual fever heat. She moaned and writhed in place,
and every movement or attempt at movement reminded her she was
helpless.

And then he stopped.

She gasped in denial, moaning around the ball
gag as his hands slid upward to knead and massage her breasts. She
had been so close!

His hands caressed her ribs, sliding up and
down her sides, then across her abdomen again, and up across her
breasts. Frustrated, she jerked against the ropes, but to no
avail.

His hands massaged her body, then slid back
down again, rubbing lightly along the line of her sex. He spread
her open, and his fingers pushed in again. Then he was thrusting
and twisting them as before, her body reacting quickly, the heat
flaring anew.

His fingers began to brush her quivering
clitoris, far too lightly, making her want to curse him aloud. He
began to rub her as before again, his thumb stroking upward as his
fingers drove into her, and the fingers of his other hand sliding
down to frame her clitoris and make it bulge.

Alyson twisted and writhed, her hips rolling
upward, the heat growing, the pleasure flooding her mind.

And then again he stopped, his fingers
sliding up her body as she moaned in breathless protest. His hands
kneaded her breasts again, and then one of them slid up and around
her neck, squeezing lightly but enough to make her eyes bulge and
preventing her from breathing.

He held her throat in his hand for long
seconds, then released her. Both hands slid down again, leaving her
confused and panting. Soon he was again thrusting his fingers into
her slippery, overheated depths and stroking her clitoris as her
hips ground excitedly up.

And again he stopped, making her want to
scream, to curse him!

His hands slid up around her throat but
didn't squeeze as before. Instead, they slid behind her and undid
the clasp of the cord, then she felt the ball-gag drawn gently out
of her mouth.

“Would you like to come, Slave?” he asked,
his voice in her ear just loud enough to be heard over the
music.

“Yeeess!” she moaned.

“Beg me to make you come, Slave.”

“Please make me come, Jacob!” she panted.

She squeaked in pain as he pinched her
nipple.

“The name... is master. Say it, Slave.”

“Ow! Ow! Master! Master!” she exclaimed.

“Now beg me to make you come.”

This was sick and outrageous but deliciously
exciting.

“Please make me come, Master!”

His fingers lightly caressed her
clitoris.

“Are you my slave girl?” he asked.

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slave girl, Master!” she
groaned.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she whined.

She felt the oddity of saying such an obscene
thing, and how easily she had done so.

She gasped as his hand closed around her
neck, squeezing. Then it released.

“Again, Slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

The hand was still around her throat,
confusing her, making her anxious and uncertain. But his other hand
was down between her legs, brushing and stroking her clitoris.

“Are you my bitch?”

“Yes, Master! I'm your bitch, Master!”

There was something deliciously nasty about
saying such things!

She felt him shifting and then felt something
soft rubbing up and down against the line of her sex.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

She gasped in pleasure as she felt what had
to be his cock slowly sinking into her body. It stretched her out
gloriously, and she gulped in air as it sank deeper and deeper. She
felt him above, felt his weight settling on her. And then... he
thrust himself into her all the way and started... fucking...
her.

She cried out, head drawn back, body
straining against the ropes, heat flaring wildly as his cock thrust
into her to the hilt in hard, steady strokes that made her body
bounce on the bed.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Ahh!” she gasped
as he drove himself into her.

It was soooo goood!

She gasped as he jerked back on her hair, his
lips along the nape of her neck, up under her ear, but that was an
overthought. All her attention was focused on the feel of his
thick, slick cock driving into her. The heat rose like a wall and
then fell atop her as the orgasm arrived.

She cried out, her back arching, her hips
bucking frantically up as he thrust harder. The hand around her
throat closed, and her eyes bulged, the air locked in her lungs as
her entire body trembled and shook to the wild, overpowering rush
of sensation.

He released her throat, focusing on
thrusting, thrusting, thrusting, as she continued to twist and
writhe in pleasure. She went limp, and he slid out. She felt him
shifting around on the bed. Then he was … above her?

She felt his hands on her head, tilting it
back and up, and then his cock pushed into her open mouth, the
head, then more, sliding into her open mouth, then sliding deeper,
pushing down her throat as she gurgled dazedly.

He pumped in and out, hard and fast, making
her gurgle and gag weakly, but fortunately, he didn't last long.
She felt his cock sliding back up and out and tasted his juices in
her mouth and throat.

And then he gagged her again.

She moaned weakly, closing her eyes behind
the gag, chest heaving as he moved around again.

His hands began to stroke and caress her
again, and when he had worked her up into a state of heat, she felt
his tongue on her clitoris, then his lips. Once again, the heat
burned fiery hot within her body and mind, and when he removed the
gag, she said whatever he told her to say.

She begged him to fuck her. She begged him
for orgasm. She called herself his slave, his slut, his bitch. And
then she cried out in a long, warbling, dazed cry of pleasure as he
brought her to her second climax, his tongue licking and his lips
sucking and his fingers plunging into her as his other hand choked
her.

His lips moved over her body, then, sucking
and licking on her breasts, on her nipples, then lightly kissing,
licking and nibbling his way back down to work on her pussy.

Again she begged for release, confessed to
being owned by him, to being his slut, his whore, his sexual
animal, his sex slave! And again, he pushed her over the edge into
a tremendous orgasm, one which had her heart thundering in her ear,
her head flaming from lack of oxygen as his big hand closed around
her throat.

How long was he going to keep this up, she
wondered, weakly.

But gagged again, she couldn't ask.

Now she felt a sudden hot, stinging pressure
against first one nipple, then the other. They were both pinched
sharply by something which made them burn! She moaned and cried out
in complaint, but to no avail.

Something pushed into her, something thick.
Thicker than him. But not him. And not real, she quickly came to
realize. It pumped in and out as his tongue lapped at her clitoris.
It pushed in deeper still, and then something, some part of it
halted it, pressing against the top part of her sex.

It began to vibrate. The part inside her to a
different tempo than the one pressing against her clitoris on the
outside.

Alyson shuddered, her hips grinding and
rolling as he ground and pumped the thing inside her. He jammed it
in deep, and she felt the pressure against her changing, now soft,
now hard, now soft, now hard. Whatever was pinching her nipples now
began to jerk lightly but rapidly against them so that sparkling
embers of heat rippled through her breasts and chest.

The vibrator ground against her, and she came
– again! And again, she felt his hand around her neck, squeezing,
making her gurgle and tremble and shudder, her back arching
violently, her hips bucking wildly as the energy coursed through
her body.

She was becoming drained of energy, both
physical and emotional. She moaned weakly, gulping in air once she
could.

He untied her wrists as if to release her,
but he wasn't yet done. He tied them together again to the center
of the bedpost above her. He untied her ankles, then rolled her
over. Slapping her bottom, he raised her hips high into the air. He
spread her legs wide, and then tied the ropes around them just
below the knees, locking her into the obscene and vulnerable
position.

His fingers slid into her back opening now,
one, then two, and she moaned weakly. The... the plug thing slid
into her, stretching her, making her ache.

Then his fingers worked on her, plunging into
her sex, twisting and turning, pumping in and out, stroking her
clitoris. He deftly worked the vibrator against her, then his
tongue, then the vibrator.

Her hips ground shamelessly up and back as
heat overwhelmed her.

He pulled the gag free.

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave.”

“P-Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

“Beg me to fuck your ass.”

She moaned and then cried out as he slapped
her bottom.

Crack!

“Beg, Slave!”

“Please fuck my ass, Master!” she gasped
dazedly.

The vibrator slid deep, until that little
hook thing pressed against her clitoris.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck you in the ass, Slave.”

“Please fuck me in the ass, Master!”

She felt the plug pulling out, and then the
soft head of his cock pushed into her back opening. She shuddered,
her mind soaked in heat and lust and want and need, dazed by it all
as she felt his cock sinking deeper and deeper as her mind burned
hotter and hotter.

She cried out as he jerked back on her hair,
and in that instant, his thick cock slid deep into her belly.

“Tell me you're my bitch!” he demanded,
slapping her bottom.

“Ah! I'm your bitch, Master!”

Crack!

“Tell me you're my whore!”

“I'm your whore, Master!”

Crack!

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

His cock drove even deeper, and she felt
cramps inside her even as his hips pressed against her buttocks. He
ground himself against her, then started to pump.

Crack!

“Beg me to fuck your ass hard.”

“Please!”

Crack!

“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck my ass hard, Master!” she half
sobbed.

And he did, and another tremendous orgasm
tore her mind into small fragments and left her crying out again
and again in animal heat, lust, and pleasure.

“Oh! Oh! Oh !Oh God! Oh God! Oh !Ungh! Ungh!
Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she cried as the orgasm churned furiously inside
her.

And all the while, her body shuddered and
shook as his hips pounded against her buttocks and his big cock
drove deep into her ass.
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Alyson had to endure his smugness again. But
there was something else this time. She felt a strange sense of
being... cowed, somehow. She wasn't exactly intimidated by him. She
certainly had no fear of him. But she felt a strange new awareness
of him as a strong, powerful, and determined man, one she had to
walk a little carefully around.

That was... disturbing. And also
confusing.

It wasn't that she hadn't respected him
before. Of course, she had. Or she never would have moved in with
him. But she sensed a shifting in how she felt about him, as if he
were somehow more impressive now, more... more macho, more
manly.

She didn't understand why.

Yes, he'd given her some impressive orgasms.
So? Yes, he'd completely dominated her. Yes, she'd said some...
degrading things... repeatedly. But she hadn't meant them! It was
just a game, after all!

It bothered her, in fact, that he'd made her
say such things. But again, she couldn't quite explain how.
Playfully calling herself his slut or his bitch during sex was not
really a big deal. Or shouldn't be. Of course, she'd never done it
before.

Begging him to fuck her in the ass was beyond
the pale! It was obscene! Disgusting!

But the feel of him filling her up, so deep
in her belly, with the vibrator up inside her at the same time,
making her ache, making her pulse... God! She'd felt so full! It
had been so incredible!

It was hard to complain when things had
worked out so well.

She supposed her real problem was that being
his 'slut' like that in the bedroom was such a wildly shocking
difference from how she acted the rest of the time. It was a
jarring blow to her ego and her sense of dignity and pride.

Imagine if her friends from Boston College
knew! That was absolutely not how a strong, intelligent feminist
was supposed to act!

She could not bring herself to protest,
though. She was still filled with awe at the incredible pleasure
and wanted more of it. However much she scowled disapprovingly at
Jacob, she was not going to do anything to make him stop.

The next evening, she again ignored his order
to be wearing the nightie – and the butt-plug for when he got home.
Those kinky things were going to be left to the bedroom, she
thought with some determination. Though not as much as the previous
evening.

She wore a t-shirt and loose, cotton
drawstring pants, and made Mongolian Beef. He was always
complaining she didn't serve enough meat, so he ought to be happy.
Then again, he also wasn't a fan of 'foreign' recipes. But this was
a compromise, and he would just have to accept it.

“Dinner's almost ready,” she said when she
heard the front door opening and closing.

“Hey, slave girl,” he said as he entered the
kitchen.

She gave him a disapproving look but didn't
argue. Especially since the words tightened her chest in
anticipation of what he might do later on.

“Did you have a good day?” she asked.

“I did. And I intend to have a good evening
too.”

She felt the tightness in her chest
again.

He came up behind her, his arms sliding
around her and his hands rising to cup and squeeze her breasts.

“Jacob,” she said reprovingly.

“Weren't you supposed to be wearing that
nightie?”

“It would get dirty if I cooked in it.”

“But your master told you to.”

She sniffed derisively.

“And he bought you a present, too.”

“What kind of present?” she asked warily.

“Close your eyes.”

“Jacob!” she whined.

“Obey your master, slave girl,” he
teased.

She let out a sigh of impatience but closed
her eyes. She felt his hands at her neck, then something slid
around her throat, something cool and... leather? She jerked her
eyes open, her hands pulling up to her neck as he tightened it
around her and fastened it behind her.

“What is this? A choker?”

No, it was too heavy and thick.

“Go look.”

“Dinner's almost ready,” she complained.

But she went out to the hall where there was
a mirror and stared, her eyes widening and her jaw dropping.

It was a … collar. It was like a dog collar,
only not a dog collar. She knew that much. It was thicker, and with
studs around it. It had a stainless steel plate in front, and a
large ring dangled from it.

“This... Jacob… you... I mean... I'm – .”

He took her hand, and she saw he had a
smaller version of the collar in his hand. Before she could object,
he had slipped it around her wrist and then was buckling it,
despite her trying to pull her hand back.

“This stuff is supposed to be kept in the
bedroom,” she said firmly.

Her chest was feeling a lot tighter, though,
and a dark thrum of heat was passing through her as he slipped a
second leather bracelet around her other wrist. Then he peeled her
T-shirt up and off before she could really resist.

“Jacob!”

He grinned at her in the mirror, but he was
already undoing her bra from behind, and she gulped as he pulled it
away, and she stared at herself in the mirror.

“This is... perverted,” she said.

“But hot and sexy,” he replied.

He pulled her wrists back behind her, and
when he released them, she realized with a dark rush of heat that
the leather bands were locked together.

She squealed as he yanked her pants and thong
down.

“Jacob!”

He pulled them off, and she was naked!

“Now, let's have dinner.”

“What!? I'm not... are you crazy!?”

He slapped her bottom, and she yelped at the
sting.

“Be more respectful to your master, slave
girl,” he said with a smirk.

“You're not my master!”

“Want a spanking?”

“You wouldn't dare!”

She was far from sure of that, though, and
she licked her lips nervously.

He led her back into the kitchen.

“What is this?”

“It's Mongolian Beef. Now undo this so I can
finish it.”

“What do you have to do?”

“Well... it's almost finished. I really just
have to wait for uhm... five minutes, then serve it,” she
admitted.

“Excellent.”

He pulled her into the living room and had
her kneel on the floor next to the big upholstered chair.

“We don't have time for sex!” she
protested.

“There's always time for sex when you're a
sex slave,” he replied.

She tsked and rolled her eyes as he knelt
behind her. Then she heard a metal clinking and twisted her head
around and down to see.

“What are you doing!?”

He slipped the same bands he had around her
wrists around her ankles, then fastened them to the wristbands with
a small chain!

Alyson felt heat rolling through her, a sense
of dark, impending thrills and eager excitement. She refused to
show it, though.

“This is silly! We can play your games later
on tonight!”

“Or now.”

He left her like that, and she tried to rise,
only to find she couldn't. Nor could she pull either her wrists or
ankles free.

He returned and knelt behind her, then
gripped her hair and forced her to rise up off her heels a little.
A moment later, she felt the slippery nose of the butt-plug against
her bottom.

“Oh! Oh no! Don't! Wait! Jacob!”

It pushed slowly into her, stretching her
out, and then she felt it sucked inside, leaving only the round
coin-like base pressed against the outside of her body.

She felt frustrated as he settled her back on
her knees, but didn't know how to tell him off without... without
having him stop. And this was far too intriguing and delicious for
her to want it stopped. Even though... even though she knew she
ought to!

He disappeared into the kitchen, and she
looked down at her bare body, at the flush on her chest and her
throbbing breasts and hard, tingling nipples. The plug inside her
was a continuing ache, but a sensual and forbidden one.

He brought a big plate of food back and set
it on the coffee table.

Alyson tsked in annoyance. She felt civilized
people ought to eat at the kitchen table. Plus, if he dropped any
of that on the furniture or rug, it was going to make a mess!

And how was she supposed to eat like
this!?

He sat down and picked up a fork.

“You're supposed to eat it with chopsticks!”
she protested.

He turned and eyed her with disapproval. “Did
you say something, slave?”

She rolled her eyes.

“I said you're supposed to eat it with
chopsticks, MASTER.”

“Forks are much more efficient.”

“But it's not authentic!”

'Spread your legs.”

“What?” she stared at him blankly.

“Spread your legs, and I'll use
chopsticks.”

That was ridiculous! She flushed, but then
scowled and shifted her knees apart.

“Wider.”

She flushed a bit more and felt a swirly rush
of heat to her lower body, but she shifted her knees wider.

“Have a nice view?” she asked
sarcastically.

“Yes. Lovely.”

He got up and went back to the kitchen,
returning with a pair of chopsticks, and sat down.

He reached over to her with the chopsticks,
and she gasped in pain as he caught her hard right nipple between
them.

“I said, spread your legs, slave.”

“Ow! She shifted her knees quickly apart.

He let go and used the chopsticks to pick up
a piece, then bit it.

“And how am I to eat?” she asked.

He took the rest of the piece of beef he had
been holding, then reached out and caught at her nipple again,
pinching it between them.

“Master,” he said.

“Ow! Jacob!”

“Master,” he said relentlessly.

“Master!”

“Now ask me again,” he said, still clutching
her nipple in between the chopsticks, but not as severely.

“H-How do I eat... Master?” she gasped.

He pulled the chopsticks back and then picked
up another piece.

“That depends. Are you going to be a good
little sex slave?”

Alyson felt a rush of heat at the words.

“Yes, Master,” she gulped.

“Are you going to keep your knees spread wide
so Master can see your lovely pussy?”

“Yes, Master,” she said, flushing, her mind
squirming.

He picked up another piece of meat, and she
glanced down in annoyance. The Mongolian beef had a thick coating
of sauce, and some of it was now on her nipple.

He held the piece of before her lips, and she
looked up, then leaned in and took a bite, chewing it thoughtfully
as he ate the rest of the piece. It tasted delicious!

“Did you like that?”

“Yes!”

He reached out and caught her other nipple
between the chopsticks, and she gasped.

“Yes master.”

“Ow, that pinches! Yes, Master! Ow!”

He removed the chopsticks.

“Thank your master for feeding you, slave,”
he said in a sort of arrogant, aristocratic tone.

“I made the food!” she said indignantly.

He reached out and caught her nipple
again.

“Ow! Thank you, Master!”

“Say thank you for feeding this lowly slave
master,” he said with a grin.

This was getting ridiculous, she thought a
bit breathlessly.

“Thank you for... feeding this lowly slave,
Master,” she said.

He drew the chopsticks back, and she looked
down again.

“You're getting meat sauce all over my
breasts,” she complained.

“That's all right. I'll lick it off
later.”

She licked her lips.

He picked up another piece and bit half of it
off, then held the remainder before her. She hesitated, then took
it from him and chewed.

“You're a pervert,” she said after
swallowing.

He raised his eyebrow.

“Master.”

“You think all men are perverts.”

“All men ARE perverts... master.”

“Sexist.”

She snorted.

He picked up another piece and bit half, then
held the chopsticks, not to her lips, but over her head. Alyson
tilted her head back further and further, wary he'd get sauce in
her hair. He finally lowered it, and she took it in her mouth.

“Very nice,” he said. “You should arch your
back more.”

She flushed again, glowering at him, but not
displeased.

“Have a nice day at work today?” he
asked.

“Yes. I mean, yes, Master.”

“Heard anything more of that job?”

“It's only been a day.”

“Maybe we could send him pictures of you like
this. Think that would help?”

She blushed and scowled at him.

He took another bite and again held the
chopsticks over her head, so she had to pull her head far back –
and of course, arch her back way back – for her to get it. And
there was a brief flash as she did.

When she tilted her head forward again, it
was to see him examining his phone. She gasped, and then chewed
hurriedly as he played with it.

“Jacob Munro, you better not have taken a
picture of me like that!” she exclaimed.

“Yup. And I'm gonna put it on the internet,”
he said. “Millions of men will see you. Tens of millions, and
they'll all want to fuck you. But they can't.”

“Jacob!”

He turned the phone around and showed her. He
had indeed taken a picture! But he'd held the phone low. Her body
was perfectly framed in it, but she was cut off at the neck so no
one would possibly recognize her.

“You delete that this instant!” she
exclaimed.

“Just wanted to show you how beautiful you
look.”

“You mean how big and hard my breasts
look!”

“Well, yes, that's part of it.”

“Delete it!”

“Why? No one would recognize you even if I
did put it on the internet and millions of people saw it.”

“Because... because... it's...
degrading!”

“Nonsense. No one seeing this would think
anything except how incredibly awesome a body that anonymous girl
has. All the men would wish they could fuck you and all the women
would be jealous and wish they had a body like yours.”

“Well... someone might recognize me!”

He raised his eyebrow. “You been posing like
this for people?”

She flushed. “Of course not!”

She found it weirdly exciting thinking about
thousands and thousands and thousands of people seeing a picture
like that – of her – but with nothing to tie it to her. She'd long
suppressed any interest in showing off her body and now found it
astonishing how exciting the idea was – as long as it could be
anonymous anyway.

He picked up the chopsticks again, then
picked up a second pair he'd had at the side, reached out and
caught both her nipples with them.

“Ow! Oh! Jacob!”

He tugged, forcing her to lean forward, then
leaned forward himself and kissed her before letting go and leaning
back.

“You're weird,” she muttered.

“Definitely. Here, have another.”

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


After dinner, he put the plates away, then
came and unlocked her wrist restraints from her ankles. He had her
sit across his lap, then drank wine and let her sip from the same
wine glass. He bent her back by the simple expedient of tugging on
her hair, and while she was gasping and complaining, he sucked and
licked at her nipples, cleaning them off.

His fingers slid into her pussy, then, and
began to casually stroke in and out, pressing up and back against
the top wall of her sex while his thumb pressed in against her
clitoris, rolling it between them as he casually stroked her.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he said.

“I'm Jacob's sex slave,” she gulped, moaning
softly, her buttocks grinding against his thigh.

She gasped again as he pulled back on her
hair and felt his lips around her nipple.

“Oh! Oh! Jacob!”

He was... chewing at her breast, if
not her nipple. His teeth were digging into the soft flesh around
it as he sucked and licked.

He shifted his teeth and caught her swollen
nipple between them, pinching enough to make her yelp.

“Master,” he said.

“Ow! Master! Don't! Master!”

He opened his mouth wider, chewing on her
breasts as his tongue soothed her nipple. His fingers continued to
move slowly in and out, rubbing, stroking, caressing, while his
thumb moved in a circular motion over and around her clitoris.

“Say I'm Jacob's slave girl.”

“I'm Jacob's slave girl,” she gasped.

“Say I'm Jacob's slut.”

This was certainly slutty! But the word still
made her mind squirm both with discomfort and with a strange dark
sense of thrilled heat.

“I'm Jacob's slut!”

He reached down and suddenly had a long,
thick phallic object in hand.

She gasped, her eyes widening. “Where did you
get that?!”

“A store.”

It was a dildo, and he rubbed it up and down
along her lips like it was a lipstick!

“Open your mouth, slave.”

She did so, but hesitantly and reluctantly.
He slid the thick through her lips, and she examined it. It was
very realistic looking and had a soft, pliable covering. She felt
another rush of excitement and interest.

He pushed it deeper, then pulled it out.

“Do you like cocks, Slave?”

“Y-Yes, Master,” she gulped.

He pushed it back into her mouth.

“Suck that cock, Slave.”

She blushed hotly but obeyed as he
watched.

“You love sucking cocks, don't you, slave
girl.”

“I... You... Yes, Master,” she gulped.

“Say it.”

She bit her lip reluctantly.

“Say it or master will punish you.”

“I love sucking cocks, Master,” she said, her
mind squirming at the words.

He pushed it back into her mouth.

“Suck that cock, Sex slave.”

She moaned uneasily, but her body was feeling
an ever more powerful crackle of sexual electricity, and she
obeyed, sucking and licking at the dildo as he pumped it in and
out.

He shifted her on his lap, and Alyson gasped
as he managed to roll her over so she was laying across his lap,
her breasts pressing in firmly against the fabric of the sofa on
his left while her legs were stretched out on his right.

Crack!

He slapped her bottom sharply.

“Ow!”

“Spread your legs, slave girl.”

Alyson obeyed and felt his fingers caressing
her sex. Then he slapped her bottom again.

“Wider, slave.”

“Ow!”

Moaning in complaint, she spread her legs
wider, so that her right knee slid off him onto the floor. His
fingers penetrated her and pumped slowly in and out, as they'd done
before. They withdrew, and she felt the dildo pushing into her,
stretching her out wider, and then sliding, twisting, pumping,
pushing, deeper and deeper as she squirmed both mentally and
physically.

This was depraved! It was sick! And it was
deliciously thrilling! She moaned as she felt herself stretched
out, felt the slick dildo pushing deeper into her overheated pussy.
She'd avoided having anything much to do with sex toys since she
considered sex, for the most part, not very dignified and
definitely not in keeping with her self-image as a serious, mature,
disciplined woman.

But now, as she felt the thing thrusting into
her, she gasped and moaned at every stroke, and when he pushed it
deep enough, his fingers on the base could rub her clitoris her
hips began to buck and grind back with helpless passion.

Crack!

“Oh! Don't!”

Crack!

“Master,” he said.

“Don't, Master!”

Crack!

“Slaves don't give orders to their masters.
They beg.”

Alyson shuddered as the dildo pumped in and
out, and his fingers stroked across her swollen clitoris.

Crack!

“Beg, slave.”

“Please!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Master. You keep forgetting that.”

“Please, Master!” she cried.

“Would you like to come, little slave
girl?”

“Yeeess!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, Master!”

He chuckled, then undid the wrist bands so
her arms were free, slid the dildo out of her, and lifted her off
him and onto the wide square coffee table. He lifted her legs up,
putting her feet on the edge of the table and spreading them wide,
then slid the dildo into her again.

Alyson watched, panting, chest heaving, as he
pumped the dildo in and out, his fingers rubbing her clitoris. The
heat flooded through her and her body began to undulate she moaned
in pleasure. Her legs spread wider, her knees falling apart, and
her hips began to grind helplessly against the plunging dildo.

“Give me your hands, slave girl.”

Panting, chest heaving, she blinked at him in
confusion, then reached forward. He took her hands, then set one
around the base of the dildo. He straightened out two fingers of
her other hand and pressed them against the top of her sex.

“Now show me how excited you are...
Slave.”

Alyson felt a sudden jolt in her chest as she
realized what he wanted her to do. At the same time, the feel of
the dildo under her palm and against her fingers, and the feel of
it up inside her sent a wild surge of heat through her body.

Alyson had always been careful of her dignity
and her privacy. Their sex life had always been quite... calm. She
kept the bathroom door locked when in use, and preferred not to
have him watch her undress. Now... now he wanted her to masturbate
while he watched!

And she was too aroused to refuse!

She moaned, wanting to refuse, knowing she
should. But her fingers pressed against her hot, swollen, throbbing
clitoris had almost instinctively begun to rub against herself. And
then her other hand began to pump the dildo in and out, slowly, at
first, then faster and harder.

This is insane! she thought dazedly.
There he was sitting there, still dressed, watching while she acted
like some kind of slutty sex object! Naked and masturbating! It was
degrading!

But she couldn't stop, and her anxiety and
discomfort couldn't halt the flood of heat sweeping up through her
body as her arousal deepened. She shuddered and moaned and panted
and gasped for breath as she thrust the big cock into her sopping
pussy, embarrassed at him watching!

She wanted to cry “Don't look!” but knew that
would be ridiculous.

She whimpered at the churning rush of
pleasure roiling her mind, falling into a fever heat as she plunged
the dildo deep into her body again and again. Her fingers were
frantic as she rubbed her clitoris, and the muscles in her lower
body began to spasm, bucking her hips up.

She laid her head back, gurgling dazedly,
letting it fall across the opposite side of the table. Her knees
jerked up and down again and again, then the orgasm hit and her
back arched violently as she cried out again and again, jamming the
dildo in with painful force as her fingers rubbed herself with
desperate fury.

Oh God, she thought to herself weakly.
She felt a fresh rush of embarrassment as her body's movements
stilled save for twitches and trembling. He would think she was
some kind of crazed slut after this!

She groaned as she tried to raise her head
up. It had been hanging upside down over the side of the table, and
the blood had rushed to it.

He gripped her wrists and pulled her upright,
and she swayed a little, panting weakly. He slid the dildo out of
her, then locked her wrists behind her back once more before
lifting her and dropping her onto the sofa. At least, she thought,
it was much softer than the table. And now her head was propped
forward by the backrest rather than hanging upside down!

Of course, that gave her a close-up view as
he jerked her legs wide, then bent and began to lick her pussy. The
feel of his tongue along her deliciously sensitive clitoris made
her gasp and moan as his fingers slid into her. He had learned a
lot about pleasing her orally since they'd met, and she
congratulated herself on that even as her body was swept by
delicious sensations of pleasure, which grew deeper and more
intense by the second.

She groaned, watching, staring down between
her breasts, laying on her arms, feeling a dark excitement at her
own helplessness for some reason. Then he straightened and his cock
was in his hand. He rubbed the head up and down, up and down
against the moist, overheated line of her sex as his other hand
roughly kneaded one of her breasts.

It moved on then and closed around her
throat. She gasped, eyes widening as it tightened. Then it
loosened.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave,” he growled.

Why was the strange sense of threat which
came with his actions and his voice so thrilling?

“Please... fuck me, Master!” she gasped.

He reached down and peeled his shirt up and
off. His cock pushed into her, and she moaned in pleasure. She
stared at it, seldom getting such a clear view as it drove into her
all the way. Then he lifted her legs up, his hands gripping them
firmly behind the knees, and pushed them back against her shoulders
as he leaned forward.

“Your master is gonna tear your pussy up,
Slave,” he growled.

His hips began to work in and out, in and
out, in and out, faster and faster and harder and deeper. She began
to gasp and grunt and squeak and cry out then as his hips started
to slap her buttocks, then to hammer them, driving her down into
the cushion as he leaned further forward.

Her legs were jammed against the back of the
cushion as he drove himself into her. He filled her world, as she
stared up his body, his chest, his face, and down the length of him
to the thick cock driving into her, to his hips slapping against
her.

She grunted and gasped and moaned, her body
sweltering in heat as he used her, as he … fucked her, as he
pounded down against her and into her. Her eyes felt as if they
were rolling back in her head and she let her eyes flutter closed,
focusing all her attention inward, at the sensation of that big
cock driving into her trembling body.

It felt soooooo good!

This was not lovemaking, some part of herself
complained. It was fucking. No, it wasn't even fucking. It was
being fucked! She was just an inert body!

But that left her mind free to float on a
rushing flood of liquid heat, to absorb that heat, to wallow in it
as his cock drove deep into her quivering body, and his hips
pounded against her upraised buttocks.

Another orgasm tore through her, and she
cried out, eyes widening, mouth going wide, only to gurgle as his
hand closed around her throat. Her eyes bulged and her head
pounded, and she felt a sudden dark rise in the intensity of the
orgasm screaming through her mind and body.

Her mouth opened and closed soundlessly,
unable to talk, or scream or breathe. She stared at him, gurgling,
overwhelmed by the pleasure drowning her mind.

Soooo gooood!

*

Alyson sat up as perfectly straight as she
could in the hard-backed chair as she looked intently at Mr. Walsh
across his large desk. She was very anxious to present the best
image she could of a responsible, respectable, businesslike woman
who could be relied upon to do her job properly.

“So have you ever worked with budgets before,
Ms. Ford?”

“Not as such, though I did take several
semesters of Accounting at college,” she said. “I'm very good with
Excel, and I worked with the financial documents which wind up
going into the makeup of the spreadsheets you use. I understand the
accounting codes being used, for example, since I enter them into
the SAP system when I'm paying for goods and services.”

She was wearing a loose, ankle-length gray
tweed skirt with a matching jacket over a green blouse. She felt
the jacket presented a very businesslike image of an educated and
intelligent woman, for one thing. It also, of course, helped
disguise the size of her breasts. She wanted no one thinking he had
hired her for her body!

“And you know how to use the calendar to
organize meetings and reserve board rooms, I take it?”

“Everyone in the administration section had
to learn that in case the person in charge of accommodation wasn't
around,” she said. “I've done it a number of times.”

Three times to be exact, but there was no
need to be exact.

“Do you have a problem with overtime on
occasion?”

Jacob worked overtime all the time, so she
certainly could too!

“No, sir.”

He was a large and intimidating man in a lot
of ways. He was well over six feet tall and built like a football
player, with broad shoulders and a thick chest. He had a very deep
voice, which he did not mind raising on occasion. She'd heard it
through his closed door. His hair was short and his eyes were
intent as they regarded her.

“Very well. Thank you, Ms. Ford.”

She stood up, leaned forward, and shook his
hand, then turned and opened the door, walking out and back to her
office. She was pleased with how the interview had gone. She had
answered all his questions properly, she thought, and conducted
herself in a very businesslike fashion.

She went back to her cubicle and unlocked her
PC and her desk drawers. She took out her phone and then texted
Jacob that the meeting had gone well. She was slightly uncertain
about doing that because his texts had a habit of making her
uncomfortable these days due to how he sexualized her all the
time.

Not that the sex wasn't incredible, but she
certainly didn't want the attitude he brought to it taking over
their relationship. That would remain one of equals – with her
being ever so slightly more equal than him. As was only right, she
being more mature and... and responsible.

I hope you told him you were owned by
another man, he replied.

She sighed and frowned, but elected not to
reply. He was certainly enjoying his kinky little sex games (as was
she) and she was pleased with that, of course. It brought her a lot
of room to make decisions about everything else.

She worked studiously on her various tasks
for a while, then got another text from Jacob. She ignored it while
she continued to work. It wouldn't do to have people come in and
see her playing around on her phone too often. She would look at it
on her break.

At two-thirty, she locked her PC and desk and
got up to go to the bathroom, then downstairs to get a tea at the
cafeteria. She brought it back up to her cubicle and then took her
phone out and checked for messages. Jacob's was short, saying I
posted that picture. There was also a link.

She felt a sudden jolt. Not that picture?!
Not the one... he wouldn't dare. He was just teasing her. She'd
check, and there'd be a picture of a cat or something.

She hesitated, then put her thumb on the
link. A moment later up popped that picture of her, the one he'd
shown her the other night! She felt a jolt of panic but reminded
herself he was a male and thus an unserious person. He'd be able to
pretend he had posted something, since computers were his
business.

She checked the link, checked the picture,
and saw that it was supposed to be some kind of forum called “My
Hot Girlfriend”. She felt her stomach fluttering with uncertainty
about whether it was real or not even as she scrolled down and saw
comment after comment talking about how beautiful her breasts were,
and how cute and hard her nipples were, and what a beautiful body
she had.

Could this be real!? Could he really have –
?! She scrolled quickly back up, looking at the picture again. No
one would know it was her, she told herself anxiously. It could be
any girl. Well, any girl with really nice breasts and a flat
stomach, and nicely naked pussy. But no one she knew was likely to
ever see this – even if it was real – and if they did, they
wouldn't dream it was her!

Whatever the fool had done, in the worst-case
scenario that this was a real forum, no one would know it was
her!

She scrolled anxiously back down, seeing more
comments, and clicked on the second page, then the third.
Supposedly they were rating her body, and the ratings taken
together had her at a Nine. Was that good? She supposed it was. Who
was a Ten? What did a Ten look like? Were these really men, perhaps
men from all over the country, staring at her naked body like
this!?

Some of them were crude, talking about how
they'd like to come on her breasts! Yuck! Others said delightful
things about how beautiful and gorgeous she was, and how jealous
they were of the person who had posted it to have such a sexy
'slave girl'.

Her stomach continued to flutter, but she
still wasn't convinced it was not a web site he had simply created
in order to tease her. She didn't think that would be very hard for
him to do. The only way to check, though, would be to try to access
it from another computer, and she certainly wasn't going to do that
from her work computer!

She looked at the picture again. Her breasts
really did look quite nice and firm like this, she thought
anxiously. And her stomach looked very flat, with the light
definition of the muscles beneath. Her pussy was horribly.... bare,
though! She blushed at the thought of men staring at it!

If this is real I'm going to kill him!
she thought.

Men!

She had no intention of giving him the
satisfaction of her freaking out just so he could then laugh and
tell her it was a fake site.

That better not be real, she
replied.

Of course, it is. Everyone thinks you're
super hot.

She snorted. Of course I'm super hot,
she replied. I'm glad you realized it. You should worship at my
feet.

That's the slave girl's job, he
replied. You can worship at my feet.

Yeah, no. Maybe I should post naked pictures
of you to some women's site and see what the women say!

Feel free, he replied.

She got back to work, still refusing to
believe it was real. But she had a growing sense of uncertainty
about that, as well as anxiety. What if it was real!? Well...
well... no one would recognize her so... did it really matter? It
was just one more picture of a naked girl among billions and
billions of other such pictures on the internet.

And no one would ever know. Including Mr.
Shaw.

She felt her face heat at the very idea. God,
that would be mortifying! He'd fire her in a second! Or would he?
She took out the phone and looked at the picture again. She looked
very sexy, or her body did. What would a man like Mr. Shaw like to
do with a girl that looked like that, she wondered.

He was a big, powerful man, in all senses of
the word. He was certainly more... macho than Jacob, more mature,
more sophisticated. She let her mind toy with the idea of her being
his admin, his secretary, and then, like in the cliche's, having a
torrid relationship with him!

Not that she ever would, of course! But the
idea was certainly hot!

She tried to focus on her work, paying more
bills and putting them into the system, then at precisely Five she
locked things up, got up, and left for home. She was pleased with
how her interview had gone but a little disturbed that instead of
thinking about that, her mind was filled with sex stuff! Whether it
was that picture, and what she would do if he really had posted it
to the internet, and her fantasies about Shaw.

Which that damn picture had started!

She got home and immediately pulled out her
laptop, signed in, and looked up the web site. It looked
disturbingly real! And then she found her picture among the
recently posted. And still more comments! There were also many
requests for more pictures.

Alyson felt a sense of anger, along with her
embarrassment. Her cheeks were pink as she read through the
comments, and her lips were pursed. How dare he post this! It had
done no real harm, of course, she thought, reassuring herself again
by examining the picture. No one would know it was her. Even she
wouldn't know it was her if she'd been, say, unconscious when it
was taken.

That took away most of her anxiety and
distress. But still, he had such a nerve to post that picture
publicly! And all those men! There were dozens of comments! Dozens
of men had seen her naked! Then she realized that was just the
comments. There was a scale called 'views' in the corner, and that
was at almost one hundred thousand!

A hundred thousand men had seen this
picture!

Wait, no, some of the comments were
supposedly from women. Were they really?

A hundred thousand men and women had seen her
naked!

Still... not even one comment said anything
bad about her body. Every one of them thought she was beautiful and
sexy. That was an ego boost she couldn't deny, however much she
tried.

She probably has a flat ass, one of them
said.

She glared at it. Oh really!? she
thought indignantly. You should pray to ever see an ass as nice
as mine, you pervert! Why, she should post such a picture
herself!

She lapsed into confusion.
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They had a fight when Jacob came home, of
course. It wasn't as angry as she had thought it would be, though.
She just wasn't as... upset as she should have been. She had
convinced herself no one, not even her mother, would recognize that
as her. And that no one she knew was ever likely to see it anyway.
She still needed him to grovel and apologize, though, in order to
be satisfied.

He had to admit he was wrong, and never
should have posted it or any other picture without her permission.
Which, before long, he did. She was going to insist he take the
picture down too, but somehow that didn't seem that important. Lots
of people had already seen it, after all, and no one could
recognize her so... so well...

The thought of all those men staring at her
naked body was a strange, twisted thrill she didn't understand. She
didn't think of herself as an exhibitionist, but still, it not only
pleased her ego that they saw her and complimented her, she thought
it was a strange sort of turn-on.

She let Jacob think she was madder than she
was to see what he came up with as compensation. She wanted
something nice, maybe a new dress – and not one of those slutty
things either! Something she could wear to work!

She sat on the end of the sofa leafing
through pictures of dresses on her tablet while he watched TV. He
hadn't dared to propose anything nasty this evening with her in
this 'mood'!

“What do you think of this?” she asked,
turning the tablet so he could see.

“It's very... white.”

She rolled her eyes impatiently.

“And long.”

“It's casual but lovely. I can see myself
strolling down the aisles, the director's admin, looking sleek and
sophisticated in this dress.”

“Hmm. I think a tight leather miniskirt with
a tight sweater and stiletto heels would look more
sophisticated.”

“More slutty, you mean,” she sniffed.

“Everyone would be very impressed.”

“I'm not trying to impress your pervert
friends on the internet!” she replied.

“Think of them as a poll of mankind. If you
impress them, you impress everyone.”

“Yes, MAN kind,” she said. “All of WOMAN kind
would think I was a slut wearing anything like that.”

“Who cares about them? They're either fatties
or oldies or chicks not getting enough cock.”

She stared at him, indignantly. “You really
are a sexist pig, Jacob Munro!”

He shrugged. “I bet that director guy would
prefer you in a miniskirt too.”

“He's not a pervert. He's a grown, mature,
sophisticated man!”

“Doesn't change anything I said.”

She suspected he was right but still scowled
at him.

“Not that you wouldn't look cute and sexy in
the white dress,” he said.

“Jacob!” she squealed as he lifted her up and
pulled her back atop him.

“Or anything else,” he said, kissing her.

“You're darn right, I would!”

By bedtime, she had mostly forgiven him. That
was partly because the idea of tens of thousands of men staring at
her naked and getting exciting was... well... exciting.

“Maybe I should post another picture,” he
said.

“Don't you dare!” she exclaimed. “Do you have
other pictures?”

“No, but you could pose for one.”

“You wish!”

“Maybe one showing your beautiful ass. No one
would know it was you.”

She hesitated. That would teach that pig who
suggested she had a flat ass!

She rejected the idea, of course, but wasn't
as opposed as she pretended. And she kept him from any sort of sex
until bed, which was as things ought to be. She put on a proper
pink nightie, a long one, though it had spaghetti straps, and got
into bed with a book, propping herself against the headboard.

“I don't think you'll need a book to
entertain you,” he said.

“Are you always horny?”

“Every time I look at you.”

Which pleased her, though she pretended
otherwise.

“Jacob!”

He had grabbed her ankles and yanked her
down, so she dropped flat on the bed. Then he climbed atop her and
looked down with hungry eyes.

“I'm hungry,” he said.

“Wh-what does that mean?”

His lips slowly curled up into a feral grin,
and she felt a sudden tightness in her chest.

He gripped her wrists and lifted her hands up
and back, then reached forward. She twisted her head and saw with a
gasp that there was some kind of strap there. Before she could
react, he'd strapped her wrists together and cinched it tight.

“Jacob! Why do you need to tie me up all the
time!?”

“Because I like to.”

“That's not an answer!”

He sniffed, then undid the spaghetti straps
and slid the nightie all the way down her body, leaving her naked.
He spread her legs, and then his tongue and lips and fingers began
to heat up her body, sending a hot wall of excitement flooding
through her mind.

Rather than just arousing her and then
sliding inside, he continued right through her orgasm. Then he took
out the dildo and vibrator and continued working on her, making her
writhe and twist and roll her hips up as the sexual steam enveloped
her body and mind.

He rolled her abruptly over, then yanked her
hips up as he had the other day.

“On your knees, slave!” he barked, slapping
her bottom sharply.

“Ow! Jacob!” she moaned.

But she rose up on her knees as he moved
behind her. He spread them, then pushed her hips forward, bowing
her back more sharply and pushing her thighs in more closely to her
belly. She was panting for breath, filled with a deep desire, but
she still squirmed uncomfortably at this position.

“Maybe I should take another picture from
back here and post it,” he said.

“Don't you dare!” she squealed.

He chuckled softly. “Think someone would
recognize you?”

That, of course, was absurd.

“But I think we need something more,” he
said.

The dildo pushed into her, pumping in and
out, then pushing deeper still, until it was all-but buried in her
throbbing pussy. He rolled over and opened the bedside table on his
side, and she turned her head to see him take out a strange-looking
metal object. It was short and bulb-like, with a short stem and a
round base.

“What's that for?” she gasped weakly.

“You'll see, slave.”

He moved behind her, and turned on the
vibrator, sliding it up and down, grinding it gently against her
clitoris. He left the dildo inside her, buried, but tapped or
pushed at the base continually so that she could feel the nose
jabbing up inside her.

The sensations redoubled, and she moaned, her
breasts throbbing beneath her chest. Her mind was still quite
uncomfortable with how obscenely displayed she was, how degrading
this position was. But it was being flooded with pleasure which
would not be denied.

She could feel her resistance melting under
the fires of growing excitement and need. She moaned helplessly,
staring along her arms at her bound wrists, feeling a strange sense
of something like a delighted victimhood, a masochistic thrill at
her own abuse. Why had she ever been against this position!?

And then as her lower belly pulsed with
hunger and pleasure, she felt something pressing against her small
back opening. Her eyes widened in surprise as she felt the pressure
growing, felt something pushing and turning and twisting as it
sought entry.

“Jacob!” she gasped.

Crack!

His hand slapped soundly against her bottom,
and she squealed at the sting. And during that instant the...
thing... which had to be that bulb, pushed into her, slipping
entirely inside. She felt her body sucking it inward as her
wrinkled opening closed – or almost closed. She felt the stem of
the thing pressing against the outside and felt a sense of outrage
and wonder even as he ground the vibrator even harder against
her.

“Jacob... Munro!” she gasped, trying to raise
her head and turn it around.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“That's master to you, slave girl.”

“I'm not – !” Crack!

“Ow! Stop that!”

“Sex slave.”

Crack!

“Ow! Jacob!” Her voice had lost its firmness,
become whiny, even to herself.

Crack!

“Bad slave girl!”

“Ohh!”

“Beg me to fuck you, Slave.”

Crack!

“Beg your master.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she gasped, eager
to have the spanking stop.

She felt the dildo sliding out, and then his
cock rubbed up and down along her swollen opening. It pushed into
her, and she shuddered as his hands slid down her body, and he
drove himself into her to the hilt. He leaned over her, grinding
his pelvis against her upraised buttocks, and she felt his cock
twisting and shifting inside her abdomen.

“Hot, sexy slave girl,” he said.

He gathered in her hair and tugged it back,
and Alyson gasped, her chin forced up and back as her scalp
stung.

His hips began to thrust into her, hard, and
her eyes widened at the sheer... animal nature of what was
happening! This was so raw! So carnal! So crude and... and...
demeaning! She might almost be a prisoner, a helpless... sex
slave!

She knew she should be disgusted by that, but
the image instead drove a dark, thrilling heat through her mind as
his hips began to slap harder against her buttocks. Her body was
shuddering in place now as he thrust himself deep again and
again.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
even as he tugged on her hair.

“Sex slave!” he taunted.

Alyson moaned helplessly, unused to such a …
savage sexual attack! She felt herself sinking into a comforting
sense of almost floating, being above it all. She stared ahead of
her, gasping and grunting and moaning as he used her, as he rode
her like a bitch in heat, like an animal! It was outrageous! And it
was thrilling! In a very forbidden sort of way, of course.

His hair-pulling had raised her chest a
little, enough for him to slide his hand under to fill it with her
left breast. His right hand abandoned her hair but then clamped
over her mouth to hold her head back as he ground and thrust
himself furiously into her from behind.

“Sex slave,” he growled, his lips near her
ear. “You belong to your master, slave!”

She gasped and grunted and moaned, her eyes
going glassy, the heat swirling and churning within her. This was
so crude, so primitive! It was like she was an animal being bred by
a stallion! And he was using her ruthlessly!

And it was all so breathtaking, so
exhilarating!

The orgasm hit her like a wall of sensation,
and she cried out again and again, her voice muffled by his hand,
her body jerking and shaking as her muscles spasmed.

“Slave girl!” he growled.

It was sooo good! The pleasure swamped her
mind, and everything else dissolved into utter meaningless
background detail. All that mattered was the pleasure, and the
hard, steady thrusting of his cock deep into her spasming
belly!

*

Alyson groaned dazedly, face flushed,
overheated, and panting. She hardly cared about much as he moved
off the bed. She paid little attention to him tying rope around her
right leg just above the knee, nor that he moved to the other side
of the bed and then did the same to her other leg. But she felt the
pull of the rope, the strain seeking to draw them a little further
apart.

“Jacob!” she groaned in complaint.

And then there was the flash, and then
another. She gasped, realizing what that must mean.

“Jacob! Don't you dare take another picture
of me!”

He sat on the edge of the bed, looking at his
phone, and Alyson tugged against the rope and straps in
frustration, realizing she couldn't move at all.

“You untie me and delete that right now!”

He turned the phone to her, and she flushed
as she saw herself from behind. Then he flipped the picture to the
next, which was the same except it showed her with the dildo
all-but buried inside her. But both pictures were taken from
directly behind. They showed not a single thing other than her
lower body.

“Now that's a gorgeous ass,” he said. “And a
gorgeous pussy.”

Did he think so? She had never really thought
to judge her pussy before as to its comparative attractiveness. She
wondered what those men on that web site would think. Would they be
aroused? Would the against tell him how gorgeous she was and how
lucky he was? She rather liked such comments.

“You... delete those at once,” she said,
though her tone lacked certainty.

“Have you forgotten that sex slaves don't
give orders to their masters?” he asked.

“I – .”

“Want a spanking?”

“No!”

“No, what?”

“Uhm... no... Master.”

“Good slave girl,” he said.

This was exasperating, Alyson thought. Still,
it was an undeniably exciting game too. But she felt soooo nasty
being posed like this! As if she was nothing more than a sex toy,
an animal made for mounting and rutting! Then he slipped that
blindfold over her eyes again, ignoring her complaints!

She gulped as his fingers began to massage
her clitoris again. She felt very sensitive there, very raw, and so
more sensitive than normal. She felt a flickering surprise at how
quickly she could feel such pleasure again after such a monster
orgasm, but when he started to pump the dildo as well, she
discovered her body was still quite ready for more.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” he
ordered.

“I'm... I'm Jason's sex slave,” she said
without enthusiasm.

“I think you need more training,” he replied.
“To show the proper respect to your master.”

Oh, please, she almost said.

But then he reached over to his bedside table
– she was really going to have to look in there after this – and
took out – what was that? It was no more than a foot or so in
length, very thin and flexible. So much so that when he swung it
through the air, it made a swishing sound.

He shifted to one side, and she heard the
swishing sound, then she felt it hit across her buttocks. It
certainly wasn't heavy. But an instant after the impact, she felt a
thin line of stinging pain for just an instant, making her
yelp.

“Bad slave girls get punished,” he said.

“Jacob!”

Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish!

“Ow! Don't! Ow! Jason!”

“Master,” he said.

“Master!”

“Are my sex slave?”

“Oh! Yes, Master!”

“Say it.”

“I'm Jacob's sex slave!”

“You're my slut, aren't you.”

She cringed a little but also felt a dark
flare of heat.

“Yes, Master!”

Swish!

“'Ow! I'm Jacob's slut!” she gasped.

Again.”

“I'm Jason's slut!” she said, her mind
squirming.

Swish!

“Ow!”

“Again, slut.”

OMG! she thought. I can't believe I
just let him call me a slut!

Swish! Swish!

The little switch stung when it landed – not
much – not really enough to get upset over. But it did sting, and
make her flinch, and make her gasp and moan. And it heated up her
soft skin as it continued to strike her, and gave her a sense of
confused anxiety and uncertainty amid the dark heat growing inside
her.

“Do you want a cock inside you, slut?”

Her mind squirmed at such obscene
language!

Swish! Swish! Swish!

“Ow! Oh !Please!”

“Please master.”

“Please, Master!” she moaned.

Swish!

“Do you want a cock inside you, slut?”

“Yes, Master!”

Swish!

“Tell me.”

“I want a cock inside me, Master!”

A big cock?”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned. “I want a big cock
inside me!”

Swish!

“Ow!”

“Is that because you're a slut?”

God!

“Yes, Master! I'm a slut, Master!” she
gasped.

“And sluts love to have cocks inside them –
lots of cocks. I bet you wish there were ten or twenty men waiting
here in line behind you, ready to mount you, ready to stuff their
hard cocks into your sexy body and ride you to another come.”

Swish!

“Don't you, slut?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

This is so filthy! So outrageous!

“Maybe there are,” he said. “Maybe I
blindfolded you so you couldn't see. Maybe I have a few of my
friends here standing behind the bed watching you, with big hard
cocks in their hands eager to stuff them up your tight little
pussy.”

That was another outrageous and yet
desperately exciting thought. She felt her mind swimming in hunger
and excitement, imagining herself as some kind of sex toy,
helpless, tied up, abused, used by crowds of lustful men eager to
get their hands on her!

She moaned as there was movement on the bed.
Then the dildo came out, and his cock slid into her – at least she
assumed it was him! The thing in her bottom pulled slowly out as he
ground himself against her, but then the dildo slid into her, and
she felt horribly full!

He began to thrust into her as the dildo
moved in and out of her ass. Then fingers rubbed at her
clitoris!

Oh my God, I'm going to go insane! she
thought dazedly.
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Alyson's determination to keep his kinky
master and slave game strictly confined to the bedroom was
weakening. She simply saw herself as more of a sexual creature now.
The thrill, the excitement of their sex was shifting her attitude
both about sex itself, and its kinkier aspects, and about her view
of herself.

She felt a new sense of pride in her sexiness
and attractiveness for one. Jacob had posted several pictures of
her from behind, including one which made her gasp for it was taken
from a higher position, showing her back and shoulders and head!
But her face had been forward, and her hair was mussed and tangled
and covered her identity completely.

And all those compliments! All those
outrageous comments about her body and what men would like to do to
her!

And if that wasn't enough, Jacob playfully
called her slave girl often enough, and sometimes slapped her
bottom whenever she said or did something he didn't like. It wasn't
a particularly painful slap, not something to really get upset
over. But it was happening more often. He was also casually cupping
her breasts and bottom more often as he passed her or she passed
him.

He stripped her naked as soon as he could in
the evening, now, putting on the collar and restraints. She argued
and protested but not nearly as hard as she could have simply
because the idea was... intriguing, exciting, and gave her a sense
of delicious sexual freedom. If she was a 'slave girl' then she
wasn't bound by the same rules of behavior as she was when she was
just Alyson.

Sort of.

He kept talking about doing a threesome,
though. And while she always sniffed disdainfully the idea – as a
fantasy – was extremely attractive. He drew outrageous
word-pictures of her kneeling between he and another man, being
taken front and back at once!

Like a slave girl!

A sex slave!

That would be so wild and perverted and
slutty!

She had never considered those terms as in
any way describing herself, nor ever wanted to. She was a very
controlled person, normally, a very dignified person. But letting
all that go to be a 'slave girl' was, she was discovering, very
oddly freeing.

So that when he ordered her, rather
arrogantly “Give me a lap dance, slave,” she actually did it
without much argument. She straddled him, wearing nothing but
collar and restraints, and ground herself against him as he fondled
her breasts.

It felt hot and sexy and wild and... free! It
wasn't at all the sort of thing she would normally do!

She did strip teases for him, too, and he got
her to let him take more pictures of her to put on the internet.
One was of her laying on the coffee table, legs tied wide open,
head fallen over the opposite and arms tied apart. Not a thing
could be seen of her head, so once again she felt safe letting him
put it on the internet, and basked in the approval and lust of
strangers.

They all wanted her so bad!

It made her feel... hot and beautiful and
sexy and desirable.

He bought her an outfit. But it wasn't the
one for work she had wanted. Instead, it was that short leather
skirt with the tight turtleneck sweater! It came with thigh-high
black four-inch stiletto-heeled boots that rose well above her
knees!

They also rose well above where the hem of
her shortest skirt would ever be. But not the new one. The leather
skirt still left a good six inches of naked thigh between the top
of the boots and the bottom of the skirt! It had two zippers going
down opposite sides of the front.

“Why does it have two zippers!?” she
exclaimed.

“Am I a fashion designer?”

“Clearly not.”

“Want a spanking?”

“No... master.”

She examined herself in front of a mirror in
the outfit, feeling very sexy.

“Got you something else?”

“What?!”

He held up what looked like a magic marker,
except it had a pocket clip on the end, and those were mostly only
on pens.

“What's that?”

“Bend over.”

“What?!”

He gripped the back of her neck and bent her
forward, forcefully but not roughly, and she reluctantly obeyed,
bending over the table. He tugged the short skirt up in back, and
then she felt his fingers against her naked sex. A moment later, he
pushed the 'marker' into her, twisting and turning, slowly working
it inside.

It wasn't nearly as long or thick as his cock
or the dildo, so it wasn't hard to get inside her. But then the
'clip' on the end, seemed to catch on her flesh. She thought that
was a mistake at first, but it slid up across the top of her sex,
and then squeezed in around it.

A moment later, she felt the vibrations and
gasped.

He let her straighten up, and she looked
down, then tugged the skirt up to look. The entire 'marker' was up
inside her, with just a thin hollow clip protruding. It was
composed of two narrow metal bars that rose up and then curved in
together to frame the top of her sex, squeezing in against her –
around her clitoris.

“Where did you find this!?”

“On the internet, of course.”

He reached in and let his finger lightly rub
her swollen clitoris, and she moaned softly. Then the vibrations
stopped.

“Come on.”

“Come on, what? Jacob?”

He had taken her hand and was leading her
towards the door. She gasped when she realized he intended to bring
her outside.

“Oh no! No way! I'm not going out there
dressed like this!”

“You're dressed perfectly fine,” he said.
“The skirt is short but not that short. No one can see
anything.”

“But – !”

“No one you know is going to see you anyway.
Plus, it's getting dark. We'll just walk around a little.”

“But – !”

“Don't act like a shy little prude who's
terrified of being seen in a short skirt,” he said.

She bit her lower lip, but it was already too
late, for he had pulled her remorselessly to the door and out, and
now locked it behind them!

They lived in a small townhouse along a quiet
street. She looked around anxiously, but no one seemed to be out as
she scurried after him, walking carefully on the four-inch
stilettos.

“This is sick!” she moaned.

“Nonsense,” It's just fun. You need to have
more fun.”

“I have plenty of fun!”

“Ha.”

She continued to look around nervously. She
was dressed like a slut! Or at least... she was dressed in a...
revealing outfit. Well, the top wasn't too revealing, though it was
tight across her breasts. But the skirt! She'd never worn a skirt
remotely this short!

And she had no panties on underneath!

It shouldn't matter, of course. They were
simply walking around, and there were no people around. She still
felt very... exposed. She kept trying to tug the skirt lower, and
feeling along the hem to reassure herself it was definitely
covering her buttocks.

She also felt along the turtleneck collar to
make sure it was covering the leather one around her neck and made
sure the sleeves stayed low enough to hide the restraints on her
wrists!

Walking around like this was so outrageous
and kinky! It made her quite nervous, and her head swiveled one
way, then the other.

The vibrator thing turned on, and she
stumbled, almost falling, but for him holding her arm.

“Jacob!” she gasped.

“What?”

“You know very well what!”

“No idea what you're complaining about.”

She squeezed her thighs tight, again and
again, but that didn't really help. She tried opening her legs, but
that didn't help a lot either. She looked around anxiously, but no
one could possibly see or hear.

“I can't walk like this!” she exclaimed.

“Of course you can. It's not even touching
your clit. Not... quite.”

Which was correct, but the vibrations
surrounded it, and she kept squeezing her vaginal muscles down
around the 'marker' as sensations thrummed through her lower
body.

She clutched his arm tightly in hers as she
stumbled along, gasping and moaning softly as the sensations
continued to resonate within her.

“We should go home!” she gasped.

“We will. Just not yet.”

“Where are we going?” she moaned.

They turned a corner, and she blanched. There
was someone there, a middle-aged man putting things into his car.
He wasn't paying much attention to her, but she did her best to
compose herself anyway. She steeled herself to an image of a cool,
composed woman. She turned her head casually away as he turned to
look, and felt her heart beating faster, but he made no comment as
they walked past.

Her face was hot, though.

“I bet he's watching your legs,” Jacob
whispered.

“You're bad!” she whispered back. “Please
turn this off!” she moaned.

“Say please master.”

“Please turn this off, Master!”

“Very well.”

It stopped, and she gasped in relief. But
then they passed a woman, and then two other men. She was sure all
of them were staring at her naked legs! Thankfully, Jacob turned
down a quieter street and then into a small park. It wasn't a busy
park, nor a large one. Dusk was falling, which probably explained
the absence of other people.

There was a paved path through it, so she
didn't complain, despite the high heels. It felt weirdly exciting
walking along like this, to her way of thinking, scandalously
dressed. Well, as long as no one she knew saw her like this! But
then he turned off the path.

“Jacob! It's hard to walk in these heels,”
she complained.

“You'll manage.”

She did manage. Especially since he was
holding her arm in his. They walked under a tree, and he turned her
around, then took her other hand and raised both her arms suddenly
high above her. She blinked in surprise, then, since he was looking
up, she tilted her head up too, to see him locking the restraints
together around a low-hanging branch.

“Jacob!” she gasped.

“Alyson!”

She looked around anxiously, but no one was
about. And as she did, he dropped to his knees in front of her and
lifted the skirt up. She gasped in alarm, looking around again, but
his tongue swept up across her clitoris, and she almost cried out
loud!

“Oh! Oh! Fuck!” she moaned.

“Such language,” he said in amusement.

He jerked her legs wider, and Alyson felt a
wild rush of excitement, still staring around her in the darkening
park as he began to lick her harder. The vibrator was still
buzzing, and she felt incredibly sensitive down there!

Her hips began to grind helplessly against
him. Her body had been in a state of low simmering heat since
they'd left the house, and now the feel of his tongue sweeping up
across her swollen clitoris was sending a tremendous flare of heat
up through her lower belly!

He slid the zipper down, and she gasped anew
as the skirt fell apart, leaving her naked below the waist!

“Oh my God! Jacob! What if someone
comes!?”

“No one is anywhere near us. No one can see
you,” he said soothingly.

“But... but what if they dooo!?” she
moaned.

“Then they'll be very excited at what a
beautiful, sexy slave girl they see.”

“Jacob!”

He was licking her again, and she moaned
helplessly, staring around, then down, then around, then down, heat
rolling through her so that she had to grind her hips against him!
His hands slid up her buttocks, squeezing and kneading, then pushed
up her hips, sliding the turtleneck sweater up higher and higher,
then up above her breasts!

She wasn't wearing a bra, and moaned as her
breasts throbbed, her nipples crackling and tingling!

This was so slutty!

He stood up and then moved behind her. Alyson
moaned as she felt his erection sliding up between her buttocks,
rubbing up and down, up and down.

“Beg me to fuck your ass, slave.”

“Oh, God! Oh, Jacob!” she moaned.

He jerked back on her hair, and she let out a
helpless cry of pain. His other hand snaked around her hips, his
fingers rubbing her clitoris.

“Beg, slut.”

She gasped at the word

“Please... please fuck my ass, Master!” she
whimpered.

“Are you my filthy slave bitch?” he growled,
jerking back on her hair.

“Ow! Yes! Yes, Master!” she moaned. “I'm
your... your... filthy slave bitch!”

Just saying such words should have horrified
her. And it did, but the rush of dark, glittering heat overwhelmed
her mind as he chuckled and kneaded her breast.

She felt him tugging the butt-plug out, and
then his cock pushed up into her ass.

So dirty, she thought wildly, so slutty, so
outrageous, so degrading!

She moaned as he pumped slowly in and out,
working himself deeper and deeper.

He tugged her sweater up higher, peeling it
over her head and pushing it up her bound arms. Then he thrust
himself fully into her ass and ground himself against her.

“Slave girl,” he whispered. “Sex slave!”

She whimpered and moaned as he started to
thrust and grind, thrust and grind. One hand reached around to
finger her clitoris while the other reached around to knead her
breast.

“Remember, your master owns your body. He can
do anything he wants to it. He can even loan you to his friends or
sell you on the auction block.”

His cock thrust harder, deeper, and the
orgasm washed over her. Alyson's hips jerked back against him and
her back arched. She cried out, weakly, until his hand covered her
mouth, muffling it. He thrust harder, and she jerked more and more
violently, wallowing in the dark flood of pleasure.

“Tell me you're my sex slave!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!” she moaned.

The orgasm dazed her but didn't burn off all
the heat. Her mind was feverish with it as he continued to thrust
and stroke, as the vibrator continued to buzz, and his fingers
continued to play her body with skill and determination.

“Well, she certainly looks like she's
enjoying herself,” a sudden female voice spoke from nearby.

Alyson's eyes jerked wide as a shock ran
through her! She twisted her head to the side to see a woman
perhaps ten years older than her standing there smirking. She had a
short blonde bob, a slender body, and was wearing cutoffs and a
tank top.

Alyson's face suddenly burned hotly and she
jerked her eyes away, horrified, mortified!

“I never really got off on being fucked in
the ass,” the blonde woman said. “But I suppose it takes all
kinds.”

Humiliated, Alyson twisted her head even
further aside! She would have run out into the darkness if she
could have, but her wrists were still locked firmly around the
branch above!

“She has an amazing body,” the woman said.
“Gorgeous breasts.”

“I agree,” she heard Jacob say.

“Nice, neat little pussy, too, though that...
thing looks like it makes her clit swell out more than it should.
Then again, maybe she's just really excited.”

“Both, I think,” Jacob said.

Alyson's mind was in a state of shock – and
now confusion. Why was Jacob so calm!? Why wasn't he hurriedly
unlocking her wrists and pulling her sweater back down and... and
helping her hide herself!?

But no, his hands were on her hips, no, on
her thighs, stopping her from even closing them, preventing her
from turning away as the woman walked closer!

“So is she really your sex slave?” the woman
asked.

Alyson cringed!

“Of course,” Jacob said.

“Wish I had a sex slave like that,” the
blonde replied.

And then she reached up and ran her small
hand over Alyson's breast!

“Very nice,” she said. “I sometimes wish I
had big breasts like this. Though I play a lot of sports so they'd
probably get in the way.”

Her hand caressed Alyson's breast, and she
was too stunned to do or say a thing! She was still horribly
embarrassed and staring off in the other direction, but she
flinched as the woman started to roll and pluck at her nipples.

“Nice nipples. Are they very sensitive?”

She chuckled throatily, and then Alyson felt
her hands sliding down her belly and onto her thighs. She jerked
her head around – and down – shocked anew, to find the woman
kneeling in front of her! The girl's hands pushed on the inside of
her thighs, even as Jacob held them in his strong hands, keeping
Alyson from snapping them closed!

Then she leaned in and began to lick her
there!

“Mmm. What a tasty pussy,” she said.
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Alyson's mind – and body squirmed. She tried
to pull back, but of course, Jacob was pressed against her bottom,
his cock buried in her ass! And now he was leaning in to chew and
kiss his way up along the nape of her neck, up under her ear!

“J-J-Jacob!” she gasped.

“Master,” he said.

She gasped in pain as he jerked back on her
hair, leaning in to nibble on her earlobe.

“Master to you, sex slave,” he said.

His other hand was firmly kneading her breast
as he ground himself against her. And suddenly Alyson knew that he
had arranged this whole thing! Without even asking her!? Without
even discussing it! She felt outrage bubbling up through her,
almost enough to tear her free from the dark, sensual fantasy which
had been gripping her.

Almost.

Because knowing the woman was in on it
brought an enormous rush of relief. She wasn't some casual
bystander who happened upon Alyson in this horribly exposed
position. She wasn't shocked or disgusted. She had known what to
expect and had approved of it.

There wasn't any shock in the woman's
behavior, no reproof, and in fact, her clear approval and move to
join them meant she liked these... these... kinky games herself.
Aly was still terribly embarrassed and self-conscious, but not
nearly as much as she had been.

And it wasn't like she hadn't considered the
idea of sex with a woman herself. Just to see what it was like,
mind. It was an intriguing idea, after all. One of the daunting
aspects of such consideration, though, was her own lack of
experience. She would have felt like... some sort of virgin having
sex with a woman who had much more experience. And Aly never liked
appearing to be less capable than anyone else.

She had her pride and dignity to safeguard,
after all.

She gasped as Jacob jerked back on her hair
again.

“Slave girl,” he growled into her ear.

Slave girl! She shuddered, letting the
fantasy sweep through her once again. It was an attractive thought,
to retreat to the slave girl character he had created. For such a
person need do nothing but what she was specifically told to do.
And given she was helpless to resist she needn't even bear any
sense of shame or guilt.

Then too the way the woman's tongue was
licking at her already swollen clitoris – with the vibrator still
buzzing away – was sending waves of sensation through her nervous
system. Aly's shock could only shield her mind from the power of
those sensations for so long.

And what could she do anyway? Scream and
demand to be released at once? That would cause such a scene! It
would anger Jacob (who deserved it, mind) and make Aly seem like
some kind of emotionally out-of-control little girl in front of
this blonde woman.

She might even think she was homophobic!

How attractive it was to do nothing, and to
sink into the role of a person who wasn't expected to do
anything...

She let herself analyze just what the woman's
tongue was doing to her and felt a grudging sense of admiration.
She was certainly better than Jacob – or any other man Alyson had
ever slept with. She was probably a lesbian, she thought.

The thought was a little daunting. She'd met
lesbians before in college, and they seemed to have this attitude
that straight girls were nothing but simpering weaklings in the
control of their men. Alyson had been quite proud of herself in
being able to show she was nothing of the sort.

Yet here she was letting herself be treated
like a sex slave to her boyfriend!

There were so many thoughts chasing
themselves through her head; it was hard to think of anything else.
But slowly, the growing sensations spreading up through her body
began to drag her attention away from them. The more the heat rose
within her, the less she could bring herself to care about anything
else.

This was so outrageous, but so perverted and
wild and raw and... and carnal!

She moaned helplessly, looking around her in
the near dark, wondering if anyone else would come along and see
this perverted tableau. Then she looked down again as the woman's
hands shifted, gripping her buttocks as she licked harder.

Jacob was thrusting into her steadily, harder
now, using longer strokes. That was making her hips jerk and
shudder against the blonde woman's lips and tongue. The impact of
his hips sent a kind of echo of sensation rolling through her groin
even as the sharper, more heady sensations the woman was creating
rushed in the other direction.

Then there was his cock thrusting up into
her, and the wild, sensual feel of it practically impaling her.

She moaned and trembled, giving up even a
thought of resistance. She would talk to Jacob later about this,
but for now, she felt herself sinking into the bubbling, churning
cauldron of heat, reveling in the pleasure gripping her body.

“Tell me you're my sex slave,” Jacob growled
into her ear.

Alyson cringed at the thought. In front of
this... this lesbian!? That would be far too degrading!

He ground his hips against her buttocks and
jerked back on her hair again. She felt his fingers pinching her
nipple and moaned in complaint.

“Say it, slave girl,” he growled.

The blonde stopped licking her. Her hands
slid up and down Alyson's front, up under her breasts, cupping and
squeezing them.

“Say it, slave girl, she ordered from where
she knelt.

Alyson cringed again.

“Say it, slave,” Jacob ordered, pinching one
nipple.

“Obey your master, slave girl,” the blonde
said, pinching the other.

Her nipples burned, and Alyson whined in
protest.

“Maybe you should spank her,” the woman
said.

“Maybe I should.”

Jacob's hips slid back, his cock coming
completely free of her.

Crack!

“Ow!” she gasped.

“Bad girl.”

The blonde laughed!

Crack!

“Are you my slave girl?”

Crack!

“Ow! Don't!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Take a strap or belt to her ass,” the blonde
said.

Crack!

“Tell me you're my slave girl.”

“I'm... I'm your... slave girl!” she
gasped.

Crack!

“Oh!”

“Master. You forgot to say master.”

“Master!” she moaned, red-faced.

She felt his cock pushing against her, then
thrusting into her again, and shuddered as the thickness of it
drove high into her belly.

The woman began to lick her again, and Alyson
gasped, her hips grinding against her mouth as the pleasure
soared.

“What a hot, slutty little slave girl she
is,” the blonde said.

“Definitely,” Jacob said.

He jerked back on her hair again.

“Aren't you, slave girl?”

“Y-Yes!”

He jerked again.

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

“Yes master what? Yes master you're a slutty
little slave girl?”

“Y-Yes, Master!”

“Say it, slave girl.”

“I-I'm a hot, slutty little slave girl!”
Alyson gulped.

God, she thought. The woman must think she
was such a weakling! Not to mention a whore!

The woman stood up then, sliding her hands up
Alyson's body, kneading her breasts.

“Do you know what my name is, slave girl?”
she asked in a low purr.

Alyson tried to turn her eyes away,
embarrassed, but Jacob jerked back on her hair, holding her face
forward.

“Do you?”

“N-No!” she squeaked.

“My name is... Mistress. Say it, slave
girl.”

Alyson's mind squirmed even more.

“Say it, slave girl,” Jacob said.

“M-Mistress,” she gulped.

The blonde woman's fingers were stroking her
clitoris even as she stood before her.

Jacob released her hair, and the woman
stepped closer, then kissed her on the lips. Startled, Alyson's
eyes widened, but she didn't pull away as the woman pressed her
body against her and slid a hand behind her head.

She continued rubbing her clitoris as she
kissed her, her tongue flitting lightly along her lips, then
through them, darting and dipping and caressing her own tongue.
Somehow, to Alyson, that was more intimate than the woman licking
her pussy, and she felt a strange sense of closeness that eased
some of her remaining embarrassment.

The blonde drew back and peeled her tank top
up and over her head.

Alyson blushed, then gasped as the woman
moved in against her again, pressing her small, firm breasts into
Alyson's as she kissed her once more.

This was all so overwhelming, she thought
dazedly. She felt the woman's fingers rubbing her clitoris again as
Jacob began to thrust into her bottom and felt herself sinking into
that dark sensual slave girl role once more. It was... like a
retreat into something stable and easy.

The blonde pulled her lips away, bending and
sucking hungrily on Alyson's nipples, then she slid lower again,
her tongue lapping at her clitoris.

It was all too much, and as she relaxed
herself into the strangely welcoming role of slave girl, her mind
began to feel the pressure of the building sexual heat and she gave
herself to it.

She was still embarrassed, at least a little
when the orgasm arrived, and she couldn't hide it. She tried to
control her reactions, but her hips bucked and jerked against the
woman's licking tongue as Jacob thrust into her harder and
faster.

The woman laughed and stood up, kissing her
again, more roughly than before. Jacob continued to thrust into
her, then halted with a gasp of pleasure.

“Sexy little slave girl,” the woman purred.
“I want to feel your tongue on me.”

Alyson dropped her eyes, suddenly shy, and
the woman laughed again.

“Put her on her hands and knees,” she said to
Jacob.

“How about on her face. I'm teaching her
that's the proper position for a slave girl.”

The blonde snorted in agreement.

Jacob reached up and undid her restraints,
and Alyson groaned in relief as she was able to bend her arms
again. He locked them together again, though, this behind her, then
he and the blonde pushed her to her knees.

Jacob pushed her lower.

“Jacob!” she whined.

“Trust me,” he whispered.

She did, but she still cringed again as the
two of them arranged her on her face, with her bottom raised high
and her knees spread. This was degrading enough in front of Jacob
without doing it in front of another woman.

“Yes, I can see the attraction in the
position,” the woman said, fingering Alyson's pussy.

She slapped Alyson's bottom, then moved in
front of her and tugged her shorts down and off. She showed no
signs of shyness or embarrassment, even with Jacob watching. She
sat down in front of her, her legs spread, then scooted forward
until her pussy was almost touching Alyson's face.

“Now let's see if you were paying attention,
sex slave,” she said.

She reached out and gathered in Alyson's
hair, then jerked on it.

“Lick your mistress, slut!”

Alyson gasped at the words, and at the sharp
ache to her scalp. She moaned as she felt Jacob behind her
fingering her pussy, and then pushed her tongue out and tentatively
licked the woman's naked pussy.

This was so sick, she thought wildly.

But the thought aroused her, rather than
daunting her. She licked more certainly, her mind trying to
remember how the blonde had licked her. But was distracted by the
way Jacob was playing with her pussy. She felt him easing the magic
marker thing out, then something much thicker pushed into her.

The sensation of being penetrated by
something thick sent a ripple of heat through her body, and she
moaned again as it pushed deep. He must have brought the dildo!

She gasped as the blonde tugged on her hair
to get her attention.

“Suck. Let me feel you put those pretty slave
lips together around my clit and suck,” she said.

Alyson obeyed, gasping as Jacob pumped the
dildo in her pussy and played the vibrator up and down against her
clitoris.

“Softer. No, kind of unevenly,” the woman
said. “Not like you're slurping from a straw. Like pulsations.”

She made a kind of noise with her pursed
lips, and Alyson tried to imitate her, though her hips were
starting to roll and jerk back against Jacob.

The heat was growing within Alyson again,
making her breathless and overheated. She gasped and moaned as the
blonde jerked on her hair and gave her instructions, trying to
concentrate, trying to focus as the sexual tension and pressure
inside her grew.

Her mind became hazy, and she simply did
whatever the blonde ordered her to do as she gasped and moaned and
panted in the sweltering heat. She licked and sucked and licked as
the woman rolled her hips up at her and jerked down on her hair.
She thought she was improving, but she still came before the blonde
did, crying out in helpless ecstasy, her hips rutting back in
carnal hunger as the dildo rammed into her and the vibrator ground
against her clitoris.

After that, the blonde got dressed. Then they
brought her home, making her walk home naked, with her wrists still
locked together behind her back! True, it was dark, and there were
cars parked alongside the road for her to hide behind whenever a
car drove by, but her heart was still pounding wildly the whole
time!

Back at the house, the blonde stripped again
as Alyson was strapped spreadeagled to the bed. Then she teased and
taunted her with her tongue and fingers, the dildo and vibrator,
and ice cubes and candle wax. She made her come several times, and
straddled her face to make her lick her to several orgasms,
too.

It was a wild, heady experience, but also a
troubling, chastening one. The woman treated her like, well, a sex
slave. And just as Jacob had, seemed to take delight in making
Alyson degrade herself, in making her 'confess' to being a slave, a
sex toy, a whore, and a slut.

It was a blow to her self-image, to her
dignity, to her pride. But on the other hand, she'd had so many
orgasms through the evening she couldn't even remember them all.
And she was finding the idea of herself as a 'sex slave' to be a
delicious vacation from the need to care about things like dignity
anyway.
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“Congratulations, Alyson, Mr. Shaw has
selected you as his administrative assistant.”

“Really? Oh wow. That's... great!” Alyson
said as Dunrobin smiled at her.

“He was quite impressed with you. You can
start training with Mrs. Peterson this afternoon. We're looking at
the competitive process we brought you in under and feel we should
be able to quickly bring in one of the other girls who passed the
tests to replace you as they've also all been interviewed.”

Alyson was happy to get the promotion, but it
instantly made her life much more complicated, at least at work.
And since her life at home had gotten much more complicated lately,
she wasn't sure she wouldn't have preferred he choose someone
else.

There was no way she could say that, of
course, and she knew that would be illogical. So that afternoon,
she began training with Mrs. Peterson on what exactly the job
involved, and Mr. Walsh's personal preferences.

Mrs. Peterson was old school, and quite
formal. Even though she had worked for Mr. Walsh for some years,
she referred to him as Mr. Walsh, and he referred to her as Mrs.
Peterson. She also spoke to the man in a very deferential way,
which Alyson supposed she herself ought to adopt.

Nothing she was shown looked very difficult,
though getting used to it all would take some time. And of course,
much would depend on Mr. Walsh and how he took to her. She would
have to do her best to please him.

Which... brought to mind how she had to do
her best to please Jacob, these days. His little game of master and
slave had grown beyond the bedroom, and he often stripped her naked
as soon as he came home now! She felt very much like his sex toy,
and wasn't at all sure how she felt about that.

Sometimes she was indignant and other times
excited. It was a very exciting game, after all. And while it was
kind of degrading, she couldn't deny the thrills she felt at
assuming the role of 'sex slave' to him.

His introducing that blonde woman to things
had been an incredible shock, but it had also let her sink deeper
into the role. And now he was strongly hinting at bringing another
man into things! Alyson couldn't decide what she thought about
that. It would be horribly embarrassing, of course, but every time
she thought about it she felt a wild thrill of excitement.

Mrs. Peterson showed her the spreadsheets she
used to do Walsh's office budget, which also included programs in
the field. Then the larger spreadsheet for the whole branch that he
managed, with all the different budgets from individual managers
rolled up together.

Then there were his preferences for how to
deal with his mail, his email, and calls from various types of
people. None of it was hard, but it was still a lot to learn. So
Alyson set about dutifully doing so.

I need a new wardrobe, she thought
anxiously. She would be the director's public face. Instead of
being hidden away in her cubicle, everyone walking by or coming to
see him would be looking at her. She should try to look her best,
to look sophisticated and intelligent.

She met with Mr. Shaw in his office to go
over other things, including upcoming plans he had, and found him
to be very clear on his requirements – which pleased her. She liked
firm rules and guidance, after all.

Back in her cubicle, she spent some time
catching up on her work and sending exchanging texts with Jacob,
who congratulated her on winning the job. Then he warned her she
wasn't allowed to sleep with her boss – without his permission.
That was doubly outrageous, of course, and she sniffed
derisively.

After work, she stopped to do a little
shopping and picked up a new skirt and blouse, as well as a new
pair of shoes. They were higher heels than she was used to, aside
from those boots Jacob had bought her, and fairly narrow – but not
stilettos. She thought she would look sleek and sophisticated in
the outfit.

She didn't think she'd have any trouble at
all walking around in the high heels given Jacob wanted her to wear
those silly boots almost every day now. If she could get used to
walking in those, she could walk in anything.

Unfortunately, her shopping made her get home
later than usual. She was still there before Jacob, but she liked
to have dinner almost ready for him – especially since he tended to
strip her naked nowadays!

Not that it wasn't an ego-trip the way she
aroused and excited him, the way he always wanted to look at and
touch her. And not that he wasn't getting very good indeed at
arousing her with the tough-guy act he put on during their little
games.

She hurriedly changed out of her work
clothes, put the new ones aside, put on sweats, and started dinner.
But she wasn't nearly finished by the time he came home. He frowned
at her, then kissed her and said “This won't do at all. A
sweatshirt isn't sexy enough.”

“I don't have to be sexy all the time, you
know,” she said, slightly exasperated.

“But you ARE sexy all the time. So you should
wear clothes that don't diminish that,” he replied.

With that, he took her hand, and Alyson,
rolling her eyes, reluctantly let herself be led to the bedroom
where he stripped her naked – again.

“I got you a new outfit,” he said.

“Really? So did I!”

“I doubt your outfit is as sexy as mine.”

“Well, it wasn't meant to be!”

His new outfit had another pair of ridiculous
boots. These ones were even higher than the other ones! And they
were made of PVC leather. They went all the way up to just below
her buttocks. He also put a pair of leather gloves on her which
rose almost to her armpits. Then, of course, put on the collar and
restraints.

“You'll love your new bra,” he said,
smirking.

He took a collection of black straps held
together with rings from the bag.

“What is that?”

The straps formed two round rings, which
slipped around her breasts and pulled in against her ribs. Jacob
then tightened them so they squeezed around her breasts. Each of
the round loops had a strap that went up to fasten to the front of
her collar, and a buckle to adjust the tightness.

It was certainly the weirdest excuse for a
bra Alyson had ever seen or imagined. It did work, after a fashion.
The straps squeezed together around the base of her breasts, which
tended to make them more firm, and the straps leading to the collar
helped support them. But it was utterly obscene!

For panties, he pulled out a T-shaped belt
that had a dildo and butt plug attached to the part which went
between her legs.

“Jacob!” she moaned in protest.

He ignored her, working them into her, then
cinching the strap in tightly.

Then she had to get back to finishing
dinner!

She was used to a butt-plug by now, but
walking around with a dildo inside her felt very strange. And her
breasts felt very odd too, with the way the straps squeezed around
them. They certainly made her nipples very hard! Or maybe it was
the whole sexy, slutty outfit that did that.

As was the norm, now, she knelt on the floor
for dinner, and Jacob fed both himself and her while they talked
about their days. Then he went into the living room and turned on
the TV while she cleaned up and put things away.

She joined him in the living room, where he
locked her restraints together behind her back, then fondled her
breasts and teased, pinched, rolled, licked, and sucked on her
nipples until she was breathless, and they were throbbing and
burning and felt swollen and hot.

“Oh Jacob, no,” she whined, but he ignored
her as he put the silk scarf he used as a blindfold over her
eyes.

Then came the ball-gag, and her heart beat
faster as his hands moved over her body. He undid the belt and
eased the dildo out of her, his fingers stroking and rubbing her
already hot and swollen clitoris as she squirmed and moaned around
the gag.

“You know, a girl with a body like yours,
who's as excitable and responsive as you, should be having sex all
the time,” he said. “Dozens of times a day. There should be a line
of men around the corner, eager to fuck your brains out.”

His fingers slid into her, gently, stroking
in and out as his thumb stroked her clitoris.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said, chewing and
sucking on her nipples.

He put her down across his lap and slapped
her bottom.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

She moaned and obeyed, and his fingers slid
into her again, pumping and stroking, occasionally drawing out to
smack her bottom.

He lifted her up after a while, as she panted
for breath and moaned around the gag, and put her on the big
upholstered chair instead. He spread her legs, draping them across
the arms, then she felt something, a rope or strap, attaching to
the ankle restraints to hold her legs in place.

And then the front doorbell rang.

Her eyes went wide behind the blindfold, and
she called to him around the gag but got no reply. She heard his
voice from a distance, then another male voice. Her heart beat like
a drum, and she jerked her ankles helplessly, trying to move and
unable to.

His voice got louder, and so did that other
voice, as they approached! And then they were there in the room
with her!

“So this is your little sex slave,” the other
male voice said appreciatively. “Now that is fiiiiine.”

“Isn't she?”

“What a body!”

Alyson squirmed, humiliated!

“Can I get you a beer?”

“Sure.”

Alyson's pulse raced as the two voices moved
away into the kitchen. She heard bits and pieces of their
conversation, but not much. Then they were returning, apparently
sitting down on the sofa across from her!

“Gorgeous tits,” the other man said.

“Cheers,” Jacob said.

They changed channels on the TV, and now it
had a football game on.

“That's nice looking pussy,” the other man
said. “Nice and smooth and neat. Looks very tight, too.”

“And wet,” Jacob said with a laugh.

Alyson cringed again!

“She's got a butt-plug in, huh? Does she like
it up the ass?”

“She likes it any way she can get it. This
little slave girl loves cock, man. She especially loves it inside
her.”

Alyson's mind was racing even as it was
spinning in shame, embarrassment and near panic. Jacob had
suggested several times lately that he'd like to see another man
with her. This must be the man he had chosen! She had no idea who
it was, for she didn't recognize the voice. Was that better or
worse? Probably better! If it were someone she knew they might tell
other friends! No, this must be someone Jacob knew from work, thank
God!

Which was still horribly, excruciatingly
embarrassing! But at least her embarrassment wouldn't last and
spread!

She felt very sorry for herself as she sat
slumped in the chair, feeling very much a victim of Jacob's
perversion and outrageous willingness to expose her body to others!
Even if she was his 'slave girl'.

His sex slave!

A sex slave. What an absurd idea, she
thought, for the hundredth time.

And yet here she was naked and bound, her
wrists locked behind her back, her legs spread wide in front of men
who could do anything they wanted to her! Anything! As if she were
indeed a sex slave!

Why were they watching football, though!? As
if she were less important! As if they casually saw naked girls
strapped down helpless with their legs splayed apart! What was the
matter with them!? Why weren't they focusing all their attention on
her!?

And then during a commercial Jacob – or at
least she assumed it was Jacob – got up and came over to her,
running his hand over her body. A moment later, something rubbed up
and down along her pussy, then slowly began to penetrate her.

She moaned and writhed and twisted,
embarrassed anew since the stranger must be watching! The thing
pushing into her felt like the vibrator thing he'd used on her
before. Sure enough, when it was deep enough she felt the pressure
against her clitoris, and then it began to vibrate.

He moved back away, saying to his friend
“Watch how she tries to resist.”

Resist!? You're a pervert! she thought
wildly.

She tried to squirm away from the thing but
couldn't because of the straps on her ankles. It didn't seem to be
attached to her body but was held in place somehow. She could ease
back a little, but not much, and that took using the muscles in her
legs to lift her bottom upward off the seat of the chair.

Which couldn't be maintained
indefinitely.

This was so obscene! She was stunned to find
herself so lewdly displayed before a strange man! With her legs
spread and the vibrator mostly buried in her pussy!

That they went back to talking about football
was incredible!

She sank herself back down the thing, gasping
softly as the little side branch of the vibrator made contact with
her clitoris. She forced herself up a bit, a fresh wave of heat
flooding her face as she realized that the stranger would be able
to see her pussy sliding up and down on the dildo, even if it was
just an inch or two!

Did he have a big erection?! Was he getting
ready to use her, to fuck her!?

Her legs trembled, and she sank down again,
grunting, as the vibrator pushed against the top of her sex,
buzzing.

Perverts! All men were sex fiends!

But at least he couldn't tell anyone. That
was important!

God, this was soooo filthy!

She squirmed mentally more than she did
physically.

But she squirmed physically too. Her
embarrassment faded, as it had with the blonde. It was actually
easier, she found, that he was a man. She didn't feel quite as
degraded by letting herself assume the role of a sexual object, a
sex-toy, a sex slave, in front of a man. That was pretty much the
way they thought of all pretty girls anyway.

This was so sick!

She moaned around the gag and worked her leg
muscles to ease her up a bit off the vibrator.

I bet he's watching. I bet he's staring, she
thought breathlessly. I bet he can hardly wait to ram his cock into
me and use me like a slut!

But no, they were talking about football
again. Men!

She slid down again, groaning, then up almost
immediately.

She could feel how wet she was becoming. Her
lower body was thrumming with sexual energy and pressure. Her
breasts were throbbing inside those kinky strap things. Her nipples
were tingling. And she was starting to feel a sense of longing to
have a big cock sliding into her.

So what if he fucked her anyway! It wasn't
like he could tell anyone! And since she couldn't see him it was,
in a weird sort of way, like he couldn't see her. Or at least that
her face was kind of hidden like it was on those internet
posts.

She gasped at a sudden rush of sensation, and
her body instinctively rose up and slid down again, what little bit
it could, grinding herself more firmly against the vibrator. She
lifted herself up a little and sank down again, the hunger growing
more intense.

Suddenly she felt hands on her thighs! Then a
tongue against her clitoris!

She trembled and moaned, having no idea if it
was Jacob or... or.. the stranger!

Hands slid up her body and kneaded her
breasts as the tongue swept quickly from side to side against her
clitoris. The hunger and heat raged higher, and she forced herself
up and then down, up and then down, moaning and panting and gasping
around the ball gag as the tongue licked, and the vibrator buzzed,
and she felt her inhibitions and pride fading away under the
scalding fever of her arousal.

And then she felt fingers behind her hair,
felt them tilting her head forward, then undoing the ball gag. It
was pulled from her mouth, and she gasped, gulping in deep lungfuls
of air. Then a cock pushed into her mouth, and a shocking jolt of
energy ripped through her.

If it was Jacob, after all, then the stranger
was licking her! And if it was Jacob licking her, then she had a
stranger's cock in her mouth!

And it didn't matter! She moaned around the
cock as it pushed deeper, closing her lips around it and sucking
and licking as it pumped in and out. Hands combed through her hair,
gathering it up above her, then jerked on it as the cock pushed
deeper.

Sex slave, she thought dazedly. Like a sex
slave!

Her legs forced her up and down, up and down,
and then down hard as she came. The orgasm screamed through her
body and overwhelmed her mind. She cried out again and again, her
voice a dazed sob as the cock in her mouth pushed into her
throat.

Her body twisted and writhed, arched and
shuddered as the rolling wave of pleasure reached a crescendo. The
cock slid deep into her throat, but she noted it only casually, as
almost all her attention was on the pleasure riding her like a
satyr.

She sagged, breathless, as the cock pulled
out of her throat, out of her mouth. She gulped in air, coughing
and gasping for breath even as the vibrator was pulled away from
her. A moment later and a hard cock was rubbing up and down, up and
down against her entrance.

The cock pushed back into her mouth, and the
one rubbing against her pushed forward, deep. She groaned in
pleasure, in rightness, in deep, instinctive sense of glorious
satisfaction as the cock filled her. The one in her mouth pumped in
and out, the hand gripping her hair firm in how it guided her. The
one in her pussy moved in and out with long, steady strokes.

The vibrator clicked on again, and now she
felt it pressing against her clitoris and rubbing from side to side
as the big cock inside her pumped. She shuddered and moaned,
gasping as hands kneaded her breasts.

They were different hands. A right hand
clutched her right breast, the thumb squeezing in from the inside.
A left hand squeezed her left, the thumb again on the lower side.
Then a mouth came down on the center of her breast, sucking and
licking as she felt her body thrumming and pulsing in growing
heat.

The vibrator ground against her, and the cock
thrust harder and deeper.

Another orgasm sent her mind into a
screaming, kaleidoscopic blur of heat and pleasure, and her body
trembled and shook as the two men drove their cocks into her. It
was madness, but a dark, searing kind of madness that left her mind
shell-shocked with the force of the pleasure which tore through
her.
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It was necessary to act with dignity and
poise at work. And as Alyson had years of experience she brought it
off effortlessly. Mr. Shaw seemed quite pleased with her, and she
thought the other senior administration people respected her too.
She always dressed well, in fabrics, colors, and clothes which
flattered her, were very feminine, but which never emphasized her
sexuality.

She knew everyone at work would have been
utterly shocked had they even the most remote idea of how she spent
her off-hours at home. For she was anything but poised and
dignified there! Jacob's 'game' had expanded to cover much of their
time together, and he didn't hesitate to slap her usually bare
bottom whenever she said or did anything he disapproved of.

Alyson, in turn, disapproved of THAT. But in
retrospect, she realized she hadn't made as big a deal of it as she
probably should have. Now it had become normal, and she could feel
it changing her behavior and how she spoke to him.

The previous night he'd had that blonde over
for dinner. That had been horribly embarrassing! Alyson had worn
only that strap thing around her breasts, as well as the thigh-high
boots, gloves, restraints, and collar. She'd had to make and serve
dinner then kneel while the two of them sat at the table and took
turns feeding her.

The blonde – mistress – had then taken her
into the bedroom, just the two of them, and had reinforced just how
low and miserable a person Alyson was while making her lick her
pussy. She'd spanked her, fingered her, and then used her tongue,
fingers, and a vibrator to make her climaxed at least half a dozen
times.

While begging 'mistress' to make her
come!

God, that was so pathetic!

But it had been so out-of-control hot!

And tonight Jacob had told her there would be
a couple coming over for dinner! She felt her chest tighten at the
very idea! She knew that Jacob would let them fuck her!

It passed briefly through her mind that Jacob
had no right to offer up her body to anyone and that she could, of
course, refuse, and should! But the idea of giving in, of letting
him treat her like a sex slave was simply too scalding!

She strode carefully up the corridor, then
halted at a manager's office.

“Mr. Hanson, Mr. Shaw was wondering when you
would have that report on the new server options ready,” she said,
looking at the man behind the desk.

“It's just being printed up now,” he said.
“I'll have it for you within a couple of hours.”

“That's fine, thank you,” she said sweetly,
inclining her head slightly before moving on.

When she spoke, people listened. When she
asked for something, it was done. Everyone knew she spoke for Shaw,
after all, and no one wanted him on their back. It gave her a sense
of power, even though the power was really his not hers.

Perhaps that helped make up for the lack of
power she had at home now with her delicious, perverted little game
of submission and dominance. It still made her uneasy, how much
power and dignity she'd conceded to him, but as long as no one else
knew it was their dark little secret.

She returned to her desk, gathered up the
mail, and rapped briefly on Shaw's door before opening it and
walking through.

“I have your mail and messages, Mr. Shaw,”
she said.

She read the messages off as she put the mail
in his in-basket, informed him the report would be delivered only
an hour late, and also that he had a meeting tomorrow with the
board.

“Thank you, Miss Phillips,” he said
brusquely.

She didn't take anything amiss from his
manner. He was always like that, and Mrs. Peterson had said he was
that way with everyone.

She went home and almost reluctantly, put the
strap bra on, along with the collar and restraints over the gloves
and boots. She thought it scandalous, and it made her frown
nervously to see herself like that, but it excited her
nonetheless.

She spent some time preparing dinner, and as
usual, Jacob arrived before it was ready.

“Hello, slave girl,” he said, wrapping his
arms around her.

“Hello... Master,” she said.

It was silly to call him that, but she was
getting used to it.

His hands roamed her body briefly but still
left her feeling aroused. Then again, she was aroused so much these
days, and so easily!

“Brought you a little present,” he said.

It was another dildo, a thick one. She bent
over and he fed it into her pussy, sliding it deep, so that if
filled her up and stretched her opening. It had a narrow cord that
went up between her buttocks, around her hips, and back again to
lock it in place with perhaps an inch or two protruding.

“Back to work, slave.”

She winced and walked carefully, staring down
in scandalized excitement. How obscene! To walk around with this
thing sticking out of her!

She got back to cooking while he went and
changed.

It was very weird moving around with a big
dildo inside her, and one which protruded out through her body to
rub against her bare thighs. She'd never had one this big inside
her before!

The doorbell rang, and she gasped, twisting
her head to stare back at where Jacob had disappeared, her eyes
wide.

He emerged, dressed casually, giving her
bottom a squeeze as he passed. He went to the front door and opened
it, and she recognized the female voice with relief. It was
Mistress. She frowned in surprise, for he'd said a couple, and she
had presumed that Mistress was a lesbian.

The two of them walked into the dining room
across from the kitchen, and Alyson looked at her anxiously.

“I hope your cooking is acceptable, Slave
girl,” Mistress said. “If it isn't, you're going to get a painful
strapping on that lovely bottom of yours.”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” Alyson gulped.

“My husband is just parking the car. If he
disapproves, you'll get worse than a strapping.”

Alyson began to place plates and bowls on the
dining room table, and she gasped as the blond reached out to feel
the base of the dildo protruding from her pussy.

“Well, well, what a nice hard cock you have
inside you, little slave girl,” she said. “But you love big cocks
inside you, don't you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she said.

“My husband has a big cock. Would you like to
have his big cock inside you, slave girl?”

Alyson gulped anxiously, and her eyes darted
to Jacob as she tried to figure out what to say.

“I-If my master orders it, Mistress,” she
finally said, more than slightly breathless.

The doorbell rang again, and the blonde got
up and went to answer it while Jacob drew her back and then pulled
her wrists back behind her back and locked the restraints.

She heard the door open and close and heard
the blonde's voice, then the woman entered the dining room.

With Mr. Shaw behind her.

Alyson gaped at him in horror, her arms
jerking wildly against the restraints as they instinctively tried
to cover her body! She felt Jacob suddenly gripping the back of her
collar, just before she tried to bolt. He held her in place as Mr.
Shaw came over to them.

“Well, well, Miss. Phillips, you're looking
lovely tonight,” he said.

He reached forward and cupped one of her
breasts, giving it a squeeze.

“Very lovely indeed,” he said.

Alyson felt as if her skin should be on fire!
It was that hot! She tried to look away, but Jacob had gripped her
hair now, holding her head up and facing forward as Shaw looked her
up and down with approval.

“Beautiful,” he said. “Much better than I
suspected.”

Jacob put her on her knees on the floor,
while the other three sat down at the table.

“Legs spread,” Jacob growled. “Or do you need
to be punished?”

Cringing in embarrassment, Alyson spread her
legs, staring at the floor, drowning in embarrassment. But she knew
she had to obey, or else things would be even worse. If Mistress
decided to spank her, for example, in front of Mister Shaw, that
would be mortifying!

So she had to take food from the woman's
fingers, and from Jacob. Taking it from Mr. Shaw's fingers made her
burn horribly, but she did it.

So stunned was she that it was easy to fall
into the role of the slave girl, to push everything away and put on
the cloak of being a slave, where all this was... normal.

By the time dinner was over, she had lost
most of the worst of her embarrassment. She was still extremely
uncomfortable, of course, but she could cope. Kneeling before Mr.
Shaw and sucking his cock was difficult at first. Even with
Mistress fingering her from behind – and slapping her bottom
whenever she failed to please.

Mr. Shaw did indeed have a large cock, and he
pushed down on her head to force every last inch down her throat!
His wife, meanwhile, used a strap-on dildo and vibrator on her. And
she was so skillful that her body began to thrum and throb with
sexual energy despite her continuing embarrassment.

Then Mistress tugged on her hair, pulling her
to her feet, removing the dildo from her and making her straddle
her husband where he sat on the sofa. Shuddering, trembling,
moaning, Alyson sank herself down on his big, slick cock, and began
to ride him as he fondled, sucked and licked her breasts and
nipples.

They shifted to the bedroom, leaving Jacob
behind, and Mr. Shaw fucked her like a wild bull, shifting
positions several times, with the help of his wife, positioning
Alyson face down and bottom-up, or on her back with her legs pushed
back, or pumping in and out of her throat as Mistress fingered and
fondled her.

Finally, she straddled Shaw again, riding his
cock, while Mistress put on a strap-on again, thrust it deep into
her ass, and rode her while fingering her clitoris.

Alyson couldn't NOT come. The heat had her
body fairly glowing with sexual pressure!

After he came inside her Shaw watched as she
and Mistress had various types of sex, with Mistress both riding
her face and donning a strap-on again to fuck her hard and fast. It
was all too much for her. She felt broken, her will melted away.
She defaulted to slave girl mode, obeying every order
instantly.

The pleasure threatened to consume what was
left of her mind, as Mistress demonstrated her acquaintance with
Alyson's body and what would excite it, and Mr. Shaw used his big
cock and heavy body to pound her mercilessly.

After they had used her for hours, Alyson was
led out of the bedroom and downstairs. There they were joined by
Jacob as she was stood in an empty corner, arms and legs
spreadeagled and tied in place. Mr. Shaw then demonstrated for
Jacob how to use various types of whips on her body while Mistress
used a vibrator and her fingers to keep her deeply, helplessly
aroused.

Shaw sodomized her then, as she stood dazed
and gasping, half hanging by her wrists. His wife, meanwhile, knelt
before her, licking and sucking she pumped the vibrator inside
her.

Alyson had lost track of how many climaxes
she'd already had that evening, but another one tore through her,
leaving her barely conscious.

*

At work the next day, she behaved as normally
as she could, but was thrown off her poise by Mr. Shaw fondling her
fairly often, then ordering her to kneel and perform oral sex on
him at noon. Then he bent her over his desk and took her from
behind.

Right after that he sent her on an errand
with an envelope. She went to the third floor, to another
director's office. And there she found... Mistress.

Stunned, she was taken into her office, then
once again put on her knees to perform oral sex on Mrs. Shaw, who
then fingered her to a climax.

The Shaws had her change her wardrobe in
uncomfortable ways over the following weeks. Her skirts got much
shorter, her tops much tighter. Men looked at her everywhere she
went, licking their lips hungrily, and she began to feel like a
helpless sheep surrounded by hungry wolves.

Between sex with the Shaws every day and sex
with Jacob and a growing number of his friends each evening
Alyson's life was becoming so focused on sex and sexuality she
hardly thought of herself in any other way but as a sex toy and
slave girl.

And the incredible pleasure and heat robbed
her of any interest in changing that. She was proud of her beauty,
of how her every move filled people with excitement and hunger for
her. That was a kind of power, just like Erin had said. And it gave
her a sense of pride – albeit a different kind than she used to
have.

And couldn't a slave girl have poise and
dignity too? Well, except when she was having yet another orgasm,
of course. She did her best to demonstrate those qualities, which
wasn't easy when largely naked. But she managed.

It was a bit of a strange life, but being
immersed, being drowned in sex and sexuality every day was simply
too exciting for her to want to change. And if that meant being a
sex slave then that was what she was going to be!

 


END
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