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Rebecca Curtis was very much aware of her
image. She was well respected by her peers and superiors for her
intelligence, her sense of responsibility for her work, and her
attitude and behavior. She did not slack off, gossip, or cause
trouble. She acted as nonjudgmental as she could towards others,
and worked hard because she believed she owed that to her
employer.

She acted little different in her private
life. She was kindhearted and modest, loved animals and nature, and
tried to think the best of people. She realized that in some cases
she was being foolishly naïve. But it was her belief that if you
treated people with respect they would return the favor. If you
expected good things of others, perhaps they would present you with
them.

Rebecca had grown up in rural Wyoming. Though
her parents were not so much farmers as city people who had decided
to move their business to the country. They were somewhat out of
step with their conservative, religious neighbors, but as their
attitude mirrored Rebecca’s, they managed to get along fine.

The people she had gone to school with,
however, came from very conservative and religious families. It was
hard not to be influenced by that. On the other hand, their
professed devotion to a religion which called for charity and
forgiveness did not seem to match their behavior in real life. And
once she hit her teen years, that divergence grew more
pronounced.

However much the school might preach about
chastity and modesty, the students, particularly the male students,
seemed to have other ideas. That was particularly so given that she
developed fairly early. Her generous bust drew considerable
attention, comments, and insults. There was also an enthusiastic
effort to see and touch her breasts - along with every other part
of her body.

Rebecca didn’t see how this fit in with their
supposed beliefs in the noble virtues of Christianity and grew
somewhat cynical about religion. She also became self-conscious
about her body and took to wearing clothing which helped disguise
her hourglass figure.

Her boyfriend through the later years of high
school had been a minister’s son, who at least had shown more
restraint. Still, she left high school, and Wyoming a virgin when
she traveled to Colorado for University. They were considerably
more liberal there but that did not adjust the men’s attitude or
desire about getting her to remove her clothing.

She did find a boyfriend there and allowed
him to satisfy his curiosity even as she satisfied hers. It was…
enjoyable, but nothing to write home about, even were she
interested in telling anyone about it which she most definitely was
not. She didn’t come to enjoy sex but did like the physical
closeness, the romance, and the gentle stroking and caressing than
anything which could be described as genuine lust or passion.

Her studious behavior in school had pushed
her a year ahead of her peers and so she graduated from university
when she was barely twenty. She took advantage of this to do a
backpacker tour of Europe with her girlfriend and there met Connor.
Connor lived in New York City but was originally from Vermont. So
his attitude was very similar to hers in many respects.

He was in Europe finishing his master’s
degree in international politics and had a job waiting for him at a
government-affiliated think tank in New York. They hit it off so
well that she returned to New York with him and found a job at a
bank.

She performed so well that she was quickly
promoted from clerk to junior officer due to her hard work,
intelligence, and responsible nature. At home, she took great
pleasure in setting up her first house with Connor, and loved going
through the secondhand shops searching for just the right furniture
for their Brooklyn apartment.

They lived in a nice neighborhood of
century-old brownstones on a quiet street with plentiful shady
trees. Their brownstone, once a large home with four floors, had
been subdivided into four apartments and they lived on the third
and highest floor.

She adored the bay window and spent months
searching for just the right furniture and curtains to accentuate
it. Connor often had to work overtime but that just gave her more
time to read, which she loved. She would sit back in the armchair
in the bay window with soft classical music playing, sip from her
ginger tea, and read through the latest book to catch her
interest.

When the neighbors didn’t interrupt.

Unfortunately, the couple downstairs were not
exactly of the same maturity level as she and Connor. Daniel was a
former football player who now taught physical education while
Kaley had been a cheerleader and sold used cars. They had what
might be called a fiery relationship, and she often heard them
yelling at each other through the thick old timber floor below her
feet.

Worse than that, their lovemaking sometimes
became embarrassingly vocal, at least on Kaley’s part. That was
disturbing in too many respects to even think about. It had forced
her to buy a white noise generator for the bedroom since she
certainly couldn’t bring it up to them as a complaint.

She was of two minds about the noise. She
thought the by far the most likely reason was that Kaley was simply
faking her orgasms to please Daniel’s ego. And that he was simply
too ignorant to realize it. The thought that they might be real was
intriguing, and she couldn’t help wondering just what he might be
doing to cause her such pleasure.

Certainly, she enjoyed her lovemaking with
Connor. He was considerably better than her boyfriend at college
and did his level best to please her. He succeeded most of the
time, though her climaxes were certainly nothing to cause her to
scream at the top of her lungs like Kaley was in the habit of
doing.

She felt guilty about not telling the girl,
for she herself would be mortified if she knew that people were
overhearing her at such an intimate moment. But there was simply no
way she could bring the subject up. Such things were not for
discussion with mere acquaintances, or even friends for that
matter.

Rebecca had a firm belief in what was and was
not to be discussed with others, and anything to do with sex was
very firmly in the latter category. Those that knew her considered
her to be something of a prude, and perhaps very religious. But she
simply had definite ideas on what was proper to do and say in
public.

In private was another matter, and she had no
difficulty with the concept that part of her partnership with
Connor involved her making her body available to him anytime she
wasn’t feeling ill or too much out of sorts.

In fact, she took a shy delight in his
appreciation of her body. She had spent so long covering it up,
after all, that it felt wonderful to be able to show it off to
someone. Certainly, she knew full well that her body was pleasing
to the eyes of men.

If she had ever had any doubt about that it
had been dispelled on the beaches of France, Italy, and Spain.
Though she had worn bikinis that were more modest than most there,
they did nothing to disguise her generous assets and shapely
figure. She had certainly gotten a lot of male attention.

When she was home, unlike at work or on the
street, she dressed casually, generally in a T-shirt or tank top
and shorts. The old place was rather hot in the summer, and she
tried to keep the air-conditioning down to save both money and the
environment.

She also dispensed with the thick, flattening
bras she wore to work and many other places which helped disguise
the size of her chest so that she would not draw unwanted attention
from males. In fact, she had a selection of quite sexy and
revealing lingerie for Connor’s benefit.

He had had to work overtime the last several
nights and was quite exhausted, but she knew from his text that he
was on his way home. Because she wanted to make it up to him for
his hard work, and lack of romance, she had donned a new outfit
which she hoped would be a pleasant surprise for when he got
home.

It was called a harem girl outfit. The top
part was a light mauve halter attached to a gold-colored collar and
supported by a gold-colored hard fabric hem beneath the breasts.
The fabric itself was very thin and partially see-through. It was
also quite tight across her buxom chest, and thin and stretchy
enough to gather in around and beneath each of her breasts
separately.

That was quite immodest, of course. Even
indecent. But in the context of showing it to her live-in
boyfriend, who was, after all, sort of her spouse, perfectly
fine.

The bottom was similar to the top with a
hardened gold-colored fabric belt around her hips and a thin thong
descending from it. There was also a second gold-colored belt
around her waist from which descended what could be called an
ankle-length, see-through lace skirt. Though since it was wide open
on both hips, perhaps it was more of a loincloth, if a long
one.

It had two hardened fabric bracelets which
matched the gold-colored fabric of the belt and top which she
supposed were meant to represent some kind of shackles that a harem
girl might wear. She had been inspired to buy the outfit because
she knew that he was working on a report on Middle East
socioeconomic issues.

Hopefully, that was now done since he had
handed it in today, and stayed late again to ensure it was
finished. She liked making him dinner and she had missed doing so
the last several days so she felt this might remind him that she
was his, if not wife, then spouse. Certainly, she was more than a
girlfriend given that they lived together, she thought.

In fact, she felt quite sexy as she moved
around the apartment in the outfit. She had, of course, first
ensured all of the curtains and blinds were drawn tightly. So she
was quite safe from casual eyes. She was a bit nervous about his
reaction. She was not one to flaunt herself, he approved of that.
Certainly, he said he did, but one never knew with men how much of
what they were saying was simply to please their girlfriends or
wives.

She checked her look in the mirror several
times, both pleased and a little self-conscious. Was it too much?
Would he disapprove? It was so thin that she could almost see her
nipples through the light-colored fabric. She thought he would like
it, though, and felt considerable anticipation, like she did when
he opened a particularly good present she had bought for him.

When she heard his key in the lock she jumped
up and started for the rear of the house, wanting to make a casual
entrance for his benefit. Her blue eyes were bright with excitement
as she hid herself behind the door of the bedroom, peeking out down
the length of the apartment as he closed the door behind him and
locked it.

She drew a deep breath and then opened the
door and casually strolled forward, through the dining room, then
the space they used as a den and library, and then into the living
room, doing her best to keep her face as nonchalant as
possible.

She felt a rush of excitement when his eyes
widened but kept her face, and casual as she approached him.

“I’m so glad you’re home at last,” she said,
giving him a light peck on the cheek.

When she made as if to back away he quickly
grabbed her by the shoulders

“Whoa!” he said, his eyes skimming up and
down her body.

“Something wrong?” she asked impishly.

“That’s new.”

“Oh, this old thing?” she sighed. “Just
something left over from my harem days.”

“Harem days, huh? I don’t believe you’ve ever
mentioned those,” he said in amusement.

He slid his left hand behind her neck to draw
her back in against him and gave her a rather more fulsome kiss,
his right hand cupping her breast and squeezing firmly through the
thin fabric.

His hands slid up and down her back as he
continued to kiss her and Rebecca felt her pulse rate rising as his
hands stroked her bare back then dropped lower to squeeze her
buttocks.

He drew his lips back with a grin. “Maybe to
remind you of the good old days you should wear this more often,”
he said.

“Oh you think so?” she asked.

“Yes, maybe we could go out to dinner with
you wearing that.”

She smirked up at him in amusement. Then
squeaked, startled as he dug his fingers into her bottom lifted her
into the air. She threw her arms over his shoulders as he carried
her through the living room and den.

“Wait, wait, wait!” she gasped, “I have your
coffee ready!”

“Later.”

“But I have to turn off the machine!” she
protested.

He sighed and set her down just inside the
dining room.

“Oh, and would you please put those plants
up?” she asked as she scurried into the kitchen.

The apartment was basically one long room
except that there was a wall between the kitchen and bedroom and a
door to the latter. Along the near wall were doors to a large
closet, a storage room, and the bathroom.

Rebecca had placed bookshelves to divide the
living room from the den area. But the division between that and
the dining room was more clear-cut in that there were two
Roman-style columns projecting out from the wall on either side.
She had selected a pair of heavy potted plants with long, leafy
vines descending from them to hang from both.

He had placed the metal brackets in the
columns a few days ago but the plants remained sitting on the
floor, too bulky, awkward, and heavy for her to comfortably raise
them up high enough to hang from the macrame plant hangers.

She quickly went to the kitchen to turn off
the coffee machine and returned to find him eying the macrame plant
holder rather than hanging the plant

“Something wrong?”

He grinned at her, a grin that she recognized
as something which preceded some kind of boyish mischief-making or
teasing.

“No, I was just thinking that this is a great
place to put a harem girl.”

She frowned at him in confusion as he gripped
her shoulders and guided her underneath the macramé plant
hanger.

“I don’t unders -.”

He took her wrists and lifted them up above
her head and then joined them together in one hand before quickly
wrapping the rope-like fabric around them.

“Connor!” she squealed. “What are you...
doing!?”

He stepped back and released her and she
stared at him in confusion and surprise then up above her at the
macramé wrapped around her wrists. She tugged at it to no avail
then turned and frowned at him only to see that smirk widen.
Confusion turned to understanding and she felt a sudden tightening
of her chest and fluttering in her stomach.

“Connor Phillips, what do you – mph!”

His lips crushed hers and she moaned into his
mouth as he pulled her body against his muscled chest. A rush of
excitement spread through her as his hands stroked up and down her
body, squeezing her breasts and then sliding in under the filmy
lace to cup her bare buttocks.

He drew back a moment, grinning. “Shouldn’t
you be calling me master?” he demanded mock-sternly.

“I-I certainly should not!” she gulped
breathlessly.

“But if you’re a harem girl, then aren’t you
my slave-girl?”

She smirked back at him now. “In your dreams,
Buster.”

“That’s for sure,” he said.

He slid his fingers behind her neck and undid
the clasp holding the collar in place then did the same for the
lower part of the halter and pulled it free to bare her
breasts.

As always, Rebecca’s face pinkened as he
examined her bare breasts but she felt her heart beating faster and
an unaccustomed rush of excitement rolled through her.

“You’re still wearing too much for a slave
girl,” he said.

He unfastened the belt and then slid the
thong down and off to leave her naked before him. Now Rebecca’s
heart pumped wildly and she felt a moist heaviness in her lower
belly as she saw the excitement in his eyes.

“Hmm, a naked, helpless harem slave at my
mercy,” he said. “What should I do with her?”

He caught her already very stiff little pink
nipples between the pads of his thumbs and forefingers, stroking
and caressing them, then rolling them between. He plucked at them
then pinched harder and drew them up and out so that she squealed,
arching her back to ease the pull.

“Ow, ow, ow! Connor!” she gasped.

“That’s master to you, slave girl.”

“D-Don’t be silly!” she gulped.

He tugged a little harder and she yelped in
pain.

“Say it. Master,” he said in amusement.

“Okay, okay, master!” she gasped.

He released her nipples which throbbed hotly,
then he bent and took the center of her left breast into his mouth,
his teeth closing around it firmly enough to make her gas but not
really hurt. He sucked rhythmically as his tongue swept back and
forth over her tingling nipple and Rebecca shuddered against
him.

He drew back and looked her up and down
again.

“My very own slave girl,” he said.

“And what would you like to do with her,
Master?” she asked playfully.

“I thought it was the slave girl who did
things for her master,” he said as he’s squeezed and fondled her
breasts.

“I can’t do a lot with my hands tied up,” she
said.

He raised an eyebrow. “Did you forget to say
master?”

She snorted in amusement and he abruptly
turned her away from him and then slapped her bottom sharply.
Rebecca yelped in startled pain and then opened her mouth
indignantly as he turned her back to face him.

“Say master,” he said.

She frowned, pouting. ‘Master. Big, mean
bully master.”

“Mean, am I?”

He dropped to his knees in front of her and
his hand slid between her thighs pulling them aside as his tongue
licked slowly up along the line of her bare sex.

Rebecca gasped in delight, her mind assailed
by uncertainty and excitement. This was… awfully indecent for them
to do like this. She did enjoy their sex life but it was very…
normal. They had never engaged in any sort of strange or
experimental or kinky type of sex before. Nor had she ever
considered doing so.

For Rebecca, having sex on the sofa or in the
shower, or once on the dining room table were as wild as things
ever got. This… this was on quite a different level! Yet her body
thrummed with sexual excitement as his thumbs spread the lips of
her sex and his tongue began to focus on her clitoris. She was
astonished at the excitement flooding her mind and body as she
stood there helpless and tied up before him.

She felt a wild, raw heat sweeping through
her, and moaned aloud as his lips sucked hungrily on her throbbing
little button. She felt a finger pushing up inside her and was
startled to feel how slick and moist she was inside after almost no
foreplay. A second finger jointed and his tongue swept hard and
fast across her clitoris.

The heat grew more intense and Rebecca
trembled there, balanced precariously on the balls of your feet her
breathing growing more ragged as her body began to fill with it
deep, powerful sexual pressure.

And then there was a hard banging at the
front door.
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She gasped in alarm, trying to jerk free, but
unable to do so.

“Yo, yo, in there!” Kaley’s voice called
through the door. “Can I borrow some laundry detergent?”

“Oh my God!” she gasped. “Pretend we’re not
home!”

“I passed her on the stairs on the way up,”
he said.

“Well, untie me, quickly!”

He grinned at her. “Why would I do that?”

He strolled away from her and she stared
after him, eyes widening. “Connor Phillips!” she hissed
anxiously.

He opened the door to the storeroom and
disappeared inside for a moment, then came out again with the box
of detergent in his hands and winked at her. He moved around the
door, keeping it open, and then disappeared from her view. But she
heard the front door being unlocked and opened and cringed, trying
to draw back behind the column.

Unfortunately, she could do almost nothing to
move her position. She would be completely visible to anyone in the
doorway except that Connor had left the storeroom door open to
block the view.

“Heya, handsome,” she heard Kaley say.
“Where’s Becks?”

Rebecca felt a surge of disapproval. She
hated her name being shortened, especially to Becky, which sounded
like some kind of airhead farm girl. But she didn’t like the way
Kaley shortened it either. And the girl had ignored her gentle
hints.

“She’s having a bath,” she heard Connor
say.

“A bath? The only reason to have a bath is if
there’s someone in there with you,” the blonde girl said in
amusement. “And how come you’re not in there with her?”

“I just got home,” he said.

“Oh well, I won’t interrupt you guys, since
I’m sure that you have more interesting things to do, nudge, nudge,
wink, wink.”

Rebecca’s face colored, but she was too
gripped by anxiety to really care about the blonde’s casual
insinuations. Being tied up naked like this only a few yards away
from where the girls stood, only that open door between them had
her tense with the thought of the girl somehow stepping in and
around Connor and seeing her like this.

“Thanks, Becks!” she called. “I’ll bring it
back later.”

There was no way Rebecca could reply but
Kaley did not seem to expect one.

“You sure you don’t want me to go in and
thank her in person?” she asked in a playful voice.

“Why would I want you to do that?” Connor
asked, sounding confused.

“Oh I know you guys,” Kaley said, her voice
flirty and amused. “You all have these fantasies about your sexy
girlfriends getting together with some other hotty girl. I could
like stumble and pretend to fall in with her.”

“I somehow doubt Rebecca would approve of
that,” Connor said.

Kaley gave off a bray of laughter. It was not
the girlish giggle which Rebecca confined herself to, but one
which, she had once told Connor, reminded her of some kind of
uncouth truck stop waitress or biker girl.

“No, I don’t think she would either,” she
said. “Anyway, I’ll get this back to you later.”

“No rush,” he replied.

To which she gave off another bray of
laughter.

Rebecca heard the door close and the locks
slipped into place then the door to the cupboard was closed and
Connor appeared, walking towards her, grinning. She scowled back at
him.

“You are not at all amusing!” she
exclaimed.

“I amuse myself,” he said.

“Untie me!”

But he was already dropping to his knees
before her and forcing her legs apart once more.

“Connor Phillips!” she exclaimed.

His tongue lapped hungrily up and down the
line of her sex and she shuddered at a wild rush of sensation.

“Y-You...you… untie me t-this… instant!” she
squeaked.

He ignored her and his fingers pushed up into
the mouth of her sex as he began sucking rhythmically against her
little button again.

Rebecca moaned and her back arched
involuntarily as pleasure rippled up through her body. His fingers
quickly found that spot at the front wall of her sex and began to
rub against it as his tongue licked harder. She began to gulp in
air, chest rising and falling faster and faster as she laid her
head slowly back in the sweltering heat.

“Oh!” she moaned. “Ooooh!”

He stopped and rose before her, then gathered
in her soft brown here behind the neck and tugged a little
sharply.

“Did you forget to call me master again,
slave girl?”

She stared at him dazedly. “Sh-she might
have… seen me!” she panted.

“So what? You’re both girls,” he said in
amusement. “And it’s not like you have anything to be embarrassed
about with this body.”

He cupped and fondled her breasts
casually.

“Maybe I should have brought her in and let
her engage in some of that girl-girl action she was suggesting,” he
said with a smirk.

“Y-You wouldn’t dare!” she gasped.

“You’re my slave girl,” he said. “I can do
anything I want with you.”

“I-I’m not your slave girl!” she gulped.

He turned her to face the column and she felt
his hand kneading her buttocks.

“Push your bottom back at me, slave
girl.”

She obeyed uncertainly and yelped as he
slapped her buttocks.

“Ah! Don’t you dare!” she gasped.

“Harem girls who disobey the master have to
be punished,” he said in amusement. “Push your lovely bottom back
again, slave girl.”

“I-I will not!” she gulped, her pulse racing
wildly.

His left hand slid over her hip and down her
abdomen until it was lightly cupping her sex. The heel of his hand
pushed against her pubic bone and she squealed and she was forced
to shift her toes backward on the floor until she was up on the
balls of her feet.

“Now then, what do you call me?” he asked
sternly.

A breathless excitement spilled through
Rebecca’s mind.

“A meany!” she squeaked.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
sharply and she gasped aloud.

“Try again, Harem girl.”

His hand caressed the rounded contours of her
bottom as she trembled before him.

Crack!

“Ohh! Connor!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say the word, slave girl.”

“M-Master!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Again.”

“Master!”

He gently worked two fingers from his left
hand up inside her as his right continued to caress and knead her
buttocks. Then his thumb began to stroke against her clitoris and
Rebecca’s eyes closed as her hips jerked convulsively.

“Are you going to be a good, obedient little
harem girl?”

His hand slapped her bottom again she gasped
in pain.

“Answer your master, slave girl.”

“Y-Yes, Master!” she moaned

“Say you’ll be a good little slave girl,” he
ordered.

“I’ll be a good little slave girl, Master!”
she breathed.

Crack!

“Louder, slave girl.”

“But they might hear us downstairs!” she
whined.

Crack!

“Obey your master, slave girl.”

“Connor!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Ow! I’ll be a good little slave girl,
Master!” she cried.

“Much better, slave girl. Now, would you like
me to slide my cock into this soft little opening here between your
legs?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned excitedly.

“Beg your master to fuck you, then.”

The words were jarring to Rebecca. She never
used obscene language. In fact, in place of the curse words so
common today she tended to use old-fashioned expressions like
‘darn’ and ‘fiddlesticks’. That had amused Connor to no end when
they had first met.

“Don’t use dirty words!” she gasped almost
automatically.

Crack!

“Are you trying to give your master orders,
slave girl?”

Crack!

“Because that’s not the way it works.”

“Ow! Connor!” she moaned.

“Beg your master to fuck you, slave.”

A strange dark rush of excitement swept
through her. This was all so new and strange and different! But she
suddenly felt a strange little thrill of fantasy at the thought of
being his slave girl. Helpless before his will and lust!

“Please… Make love to me, Master!” She
moaned.

Crack!

“Say exactly what your master ordered you to,
slave girl.” he said sternly.

“Please don’t make me say that!” she
moaned.

Crack!

“You forgot to say master against, slave
girl.”

“Please don’t make me say bad words, Master!”
she whined.

She gasped as he gathered in her hair and
forced her head up and back.

“Sex slaves say whatever they’re told to
say,” he growled.

Rebecca felt a wild rush of dark passion at
his words. Sex slave! The idea was outrageous and yet deliciously
exciting!

“P-Please fuck me, Master!” she whispered in
a wondering voice, as if amazed at saying the word.

Crack!

“Louder, sex slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she half sobbed,
gripped by a towering heat.

He turned her roughly away from them and
jerked her thighs apart. A moment later she felt the soft heat of
his erection between her thighs, shuddering as he pressed the head
up to run it back and forth along the line of her sex.

He pulled her hair back again with his left
hand. His right arm snaked across her hip, his fingers reaching
down to grip the front of his thick cock as he rubbed the head up
and down, pressing more firmly so that it sank between the lips of
her sex and he could rub it directly against her clitoris.

He chewed his way softly up and down along
the nape of her neck as Rebecca felt a depth of passion like none
she had ever experienced before. Her buttocks ground back against
him as he rubbed his cock far too slowly against her. She wanted
him inside her! Now!

“Please fuck me, Master!” she moaned
desperately.

Excitement and heat trampled her
inhibitions.

“Please fuck your sex slave, Master!”

He pushed himself up harder, drawing himself
slowly back until he found the angle, and then Rebecca closed her
eyes and let out a soft, gurgling moan as he pushed himself slowly
up inside her. She had never felt herself this moist and heavy and
hot before down there, not even with lubrication.

She rose on the balls of her feet and issued
another soft cry of pleasure as he drove himself fully into her
quivering, overheated body.

“Sex slave!” he growled as he chewed lightly
on the nape of her neck.

Yes! Yes! I’m a sex slave, she thought
excitedly as he stretched her out and filled her deliciously.

His hips moved in and out slowly at first,
and then both hands dropped to grip the front of her thighs and he
began to thrust with unaccustomed speed and force. This was most
certainly not the soft, gentle lovemaking that was the norm between
them. This was something much wilder, rougher, more
animalistic!

She squeaked and gasped and moaned as his
hips began to slap firmly against her buttocks. She rolled her hips
back frantically, and he abandoned her hair, his hand roughly
fondling her breast instead. Then his other hand shifted from her
thigh, his fingers finding her clitoris.

Rebecca let out a cry of passion and heat and
pleasure and then as the orgasm hit, his other hand rose from her
breast and closed around her throat, squeezing firmly enough so
that the wild, passion-filled cry of pleasure she uttered was
choked off to a low gurgling croak.

The orgasm swamped her mind and senses, a
massive wave of liquid heat that swept aside her inhibitions and
drowned her in pleasure. Nothing else mattered just then, not her
pride and dignity, not whether Kaley and her husband heard her
cries of pleasure, not anything of consequences or future. Nothing
mattered but the present, and the ecstasy rampaging through her
nervous system.

His hips slapped hard and fast against her
buttocks as she rutted back against him in animal need. Her eyes
were wide as his fingers squeezed her throat and her mouth opened
wide, gasping for breath, uncaring, wallowing in the pleasure as
the orgasm seemed to go on and on.

She couldn’t remember an orgasm this intense,
or one which lasted so long. She thought she would lose her mind,
but didn’t care. She was gripped by a sense of rapture and felt as
if her body was melting, her mind floating up on a cloud of
heat.

He abruptly pulled out and spun her around to
face him. His hand gripped her by the throat once more, tilting her
head back as his mouth came down hungrily on hers. She felt his
hard erection pressed up between them as his other hand roughly
squeezed her buttocks.

His mouth was commanding and full of passion,
and she shuddered against him as she opened her lips wider and his
tongue stroked against hers. His free hand came around in front of
her and she felt his fingers roughly squeezing her breast.

His mouth pulled back from hers, his eyes hot
and excited.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” he
growled.

“I’m your sex slave, Master!” she moaned, her
mind gripped by passion and heat.

He bit into the nape of her neck, sucking
strongly, then his mouth moved down to suck and chew on her soft,
throbbing breast as his fingers kneaded her sensitive flesh. He
dropped down further, now his mouth was at her sex, his tongue
licking savagely at her clitoris so that she squeaked and gasped
and moaned helplessly.

He rose again, gripping her leg behind the
knee and lifting it forcefully up so that she balanced precariously
on one foot. She gasped softly as she felt him pushing into her
again, his thick cock thrusting up hard into her belly as he raised
her leg higher and higher, the tendons in her thighs aching as they
were stretched wide.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!Ungh! Ungh! Ungh!” she
gasped at every thrust.

He seized her breast in his other hand,
squeezing hard as his cock punch deep into her abdomen again and
again. Rebecca felt as if everything was moving too fast, like
she’d lost control of the world and was simply riding atop a wild,
stampeding horse with no way to control it.

But a dark, thrilling heat was rolling up
through her body again and she could only stand in place and accept
whatever was done to her. She felt once again that strange, dark,
scalding fantasy of being a helpless slave girl, and the heat
poured over her mind once more.

The orgasm came unexpectedly. She had never
had more than one during lovemaking, and none of them this intense.
Her cries of passion rose higher and higher and the power of the
climax grew. Her mind was battered in dazed by the force of the
heat, excitement, and pleasure.

“Yes!” she sobbed. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh my God!
Please! Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

His hand closed around her throat, silencing
her as his hips pounded away. Her eyes rolled back in her head and
she reveled in the pleasure swamping her mind. It was so good!
Soooo good!
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“As you can see from column three, the
branches in Florida and Texas have been most heavily impacted by
the rise in commercial loans. If we correlate that to our
advertising, we can see the direct relationship between the amount
spent and the rise in activity. This isn’t a 100% correlation, but
generally, if you look at the amount spent in each state you’ll see
that initial contact rises and falls depending on advertising.”

She moved the pointer to various columns and
then stopped as Mr. Jensen cleared his throat.

“Very good, Ms. Curtis. An excellent
presentation,” he said.

“Thank you, sir,” she replied with a
smile.

She sat down demurely and he called on
another of the officers, who stood up to go over cost overruns.

They were in one of the boardrooms gathered
for a weekly meeting, where they discussed and reviewed statistics
from various states and branches. She was dressed in a dark blue,
wraparound dress which was more formfitting than the norm for her.
But it was hardly anything more than modest, especially with her
usual flattening bra underneath.

The bra was rather uncomfortable this
morning, more than usual, given that Connor had been unusually
rough in that crazy sex thing they had had the previous evening. He
never manhandled her like that! Nor did he ever suck and chew on
her breasts the way he had done yesterday.

A part of her was indignant at what had
happened, for she was a very firm believer in feminism and
equality. Thus they were a partnership in all they did, an equal
partnership. That included their lovemaking. But that had certainly
not been the case last night. She felt as if she had been…
ravished!

But she felt it with a sense of slightly
giddy excitement. For that had been the most awesome and passionate
sex she could remember. It was quite improper, of course. On
several different levels. Making her call herself a slave girl and
call him Master was quite outrageous!

And yet she had felt an incredible rush of
delicious excitement at doing so, and at the way he had manhandled
her. Perhaps she had been wrong to insist on a more romantic,
gentler lovemaking. It was slightly disturbing that this raw,
animal type of sex had excited her so much. But there was certainly
no doubting the impact.

And despite her feeling that her dignity had
been damaged, she could not help longing for more of the same. She
wanted to feel that wild passion and intense pleasure again. She
wasn’t going to suggest it to Connor, of course. It had to be his
idea. She already felt chastened somehow by her uncharacteristic
response to what had happened. That was certainly not the behavior
of a full and equal partner!

She looked up from her desk as Joshua Evans
appeared in the doorway of her cubicle.

“Rebecca, Celia is in today. Want to come
with me and have another go at convincing her?” he asked.

She hesitated a moment. “Okay,” she finally
said.

She stood up and pushed her chair back in and
then went to the doorway as he backed off. She followed him down
the aisle between the high cubicle walls, past the walled office of
their manager, then more cubicles to reach the manager of the tax
processing department.

They had been trying to convince her to
reform the system for sending out tax slips to customers who were
investors so that it would be easier and more obvious how the
client could download them in a timely fashion.

She didn’t approve of Joshua, generally
speaking. He seemed smart enough and capable enough at work, but he
spent far too much time gossiping, even if he did manage to get all
his work done. She also occasionally caught him looking at her in
ways that made her uncomfortable. Not that he was obvious about it,
of course, or she would have complained to her manager.

Then again, a lot of men here looked at her
in ways that made her uncomfortable. She had been used to that in
college and high school but had expected things would be different
in the work world. They were more circumspect, of course, but it
made her uneasy that these men, unlike the guys in university and
high school, were mostly much older than her.

Joshua Evans was in his mid-forties, after
all, which made him pretty much twice her age. And he was hardly
alone. She was one of the youngest people on the floor, and
certainly the youngest woman. Connor had only smiled when she had
complained and then explained to her in his most intellectual
fashion about the male instinct with regard to ‘breeding age
females’.

Honestly, she did love him, but at times he
could be entirely too much the intellectual, and too coldly
analytical about some things. Terming her a ‘breeding age female’
was certainly accurate, but hardly endearing. Nor did it make a
particularly comfortable thought that all the men around her, even
the ones into their sixties, had an instinctive desire to ‘breed’
with her!

Yuck!

He knocked on Celia’s door and they entered,
standing across from her desk in the small office. He was making
the pitch, but she simply supported him mainly with her presence.
Not to mention as a witness, since Celia Rhodes had a habit of
taking things out of context and making claims about what people
said that weren’t entirely accurate.

Privately, Rebecca signed her a woman who had
been promoted beyond her abilities, most likely because of
affirmative action policies for women. She was generally in favor
of such policies, but not where they promoted people who shouldn’t
be promoted.

She was a fit, slender woman, and had a large
chest she made no effort to hide. In fact, she was the only woman
in the building Rebecca knew of who sometimes showed any hint of
cleavage in her tight tops. It was very unprofessional, in
Rebecca’s opinion. Not that she would ever say so to anyone.

“So you see the problem, if we wait until the
last legal day to send out these tax slips, people wind up doing
their taxes in advance and then get penalized by the IRS for not
reporting income,” Joshua said.

“Well then, they should be keeping better
track,” she said. “We’re meeting our legal obligations. I don’t see
why we should change a system that works because some people are
dumb.”

“The people who run into the most issues,”
she said,” are the ones with the most complicated returns and many
tax slips. That generally means they’re the ones with the most
wealth invested with us.”

“Then they can afford to hire an account,”
she said.

“The point is these changes would cost us
virtually nothing, and make the system more user-friendly for our
clients,” Joshua said.

“Why would I care about that?” the woman
demanded.

“There is a cost involved,” Rebecca said.
“They wind up calling our customer service line and getting angry
at us for not sending the slips out or putting them on their online
account sooner.”

“But there is no cost to my department,” she
said archly.

And that was the thing about her which
Rebecca most disapproved up. She was not a team player. She cared
only about how her own department’s numbers looked when she
submitted her reports up the ladder because she only cared about
how her superiors saw her. She was barely into her thirties but
extremely ambitious, and her ambition motivated everything she
did.

Unfortunately, she was hardly alone in that.
The bank had a number of such people, and Rebecca wondered if other
industries might be better.

“What you need to do,” she said to Joshua as
they walked back, “is to recommend the customer service people
gather the number of times we get complaints about this issue so
you can present it to Michael, and he can move it up above her
head.”

He snorted doubtfully. “He can try convincing
Paul Baxter, but he’s the one who promoted that airhead to begin
with, and I don’t think he did it because he respected her verbal
skills so much as her oral skills.”

It took Rebecca a few seconds to understand
what he meant and then she flushed slightly, frowning at him with
disapproval. Such gossip was inevitable about women who rose high
and fast, especially good-looking ones. On the other hand, she
suspected in this case it might actually be true.

But even if so it was gauche to mention it,
especially to her. She refrained from any reply, of course, and
walked away from him as they reached his cubicle to get to her own.
As she sat down she thought again about the events of the previous
evening and felt a hot little rush of excitement.

Their lovemaking, if she could even term it
that, had been outrageous! She should be vowing to never have it
happen again, instead of imagining it play out again with similar
circumstances. She tugged up the sleeves of her shirt to examine
her wrists. There had been red marks on them after he had untied
her, but they had mostly disappeared now and were well hidden under
a bracelet and watch she had worn to work.

Imagine letting herself be tied up! She
should have demanded he untie her immediately! Yet it had turned
out to be so deliciously exciting! And she had had the most
incredible orgasms! Two of them! Perhaps a little fun and games in
their sex life could be acceptable given that they were… partners.
It wasn’t like it had been her idea, after all! And everyone knew
what men were like!

She wondered if she should wear the same
harem girl outfit for tonight. Would that be too obvious, too
brazen? No, she would wear something sexy and seductive but not
that. It seemed important that if they had another such wicked
time, he initiated it and not her.

She got home a little late, that day as she
stopped off at the corner grocer to pick up some food. She did that
often, of course, since dragging large amounts up three flights of
stairs was prohibitively difficult. As it was she had a backpack
she folded up in her shoulder bag, and it held all she needed to as
she made her way up to their third-floor apartment.

As she passed the doorway on the second
floor, however it opened and Kaley looked out at her.

“Yo, girlfriend!” she said. “I got your
detergent.”

“Oh, thank you,” Rebecca said, blinking
doubtfully at the outfit the blonde was wearing.

She’d never seen a skirt that short, if
indeed it was a skirt. It looked like nothing so much as a piece of
gray cotton wrapped around her hips and tied together on one side.
It barely covered what needed to be covered, and the top wasn’t
much better.

It looked like a square of T-shirt fabric
tied behind her back, and did little to hide either the size or
shape of her breasts. Rebecca could see the indentations of her
nipples pressing against the thin fabric. That anyone would wear
such a thing to go to the door was astonishing to her. Kaley
already had a boyfriend, so why did she feel the need to display so
much bare flesh to anyone passing by?

“My arms are already kind of full,” she said.
“I’ll come back for it.”

Kaley blew a raspberry and followed her up
the stairs with the box. Rebecca unlocked her door and went inside
and the woman followed her without being invited.

“I like how you’ve done this place up,” she
said, looking around.

“Well, I like to shop at interesting old
secondhand in antique stores,” Rebecca said as she set her bag
down.

“It doesn’t look very old-fashioned,” Kaley
said.

“Well, it’s not old so much as classic,”
Rebecca said.

“Yeah, you guys always struck me as pretty
conservative,” the blonde said.

“Well, it depends on the subject,” Rebecca
replied. “In some ways, we’re quite liberal.”

Despite her efforts to get the girl out of
the apartment as soon as possible Kaley insisted on talking about a
TV show she had been watching, one of those idiotic reality TV
things featuring rich housewives of Beverly Hills. And
unfortunately, she was still there when Connor came home a few
minutes later.

Rebecca frowned with disapproval as his eyes
immediately tracked down onto her barely covered bottom as he
entered the apartment. But she could understand why as Kaley heard
and turned around to face him. The skirt only just barely covered
her buttocks.

“Hi, handsome!” the blonde said.

“Hi,” Connor said, grinning at her in a way
which made Rebecca frown even more.

She shook her head at the failings of men,
then picked up her bags and went to the kitchen to drop them off.
She was glad to hear him see her out the door. and carefully put
things away as he passed by the kitchen and entered the bedroom to
change out of his suit.

“I can’t believe what that woman was
wearing,” she said as she finished and then joined him.

“Looked like a very nice outfit,” he said
with a grin.

She gave him a sour look. “Maybe I should
wear something like that the next time we go out,” she said.

“Sounds good to me,” he replied.

She rolled her eyes. There was no way she
could bluff him on this for he knew her too well.

“By the way, they’re coming over for dinner
Friday.”

“What!?”

“Well, they are our neighbors, and we haven’t
had them over since we first got here.”

“For a reason!”

“I get along okay with Dan.”

“That woman is cheap.”

He shrugged. “She’s easy on the eyes,” he
said with a grin.

“She has no class,” she declared in
annoyance.

“But a cute face and a nice body.”

“Men are pigs,” she sighed.

“Don’t worry, Rebecca, you have a gorgeous
face and an incredible body.”

“And don’t you forget it!”

She sniffed and started to change out of her
work clothes herself as he pulled on a pair of sweatpants and a
t-shirt. Then he grinned at her.

“Oh, by the way, I bought you a little
something.”

“You did?” she asked with interest.
“What?”

He grinned again and she frowned warily as he
handed over a small plastic bag and then left the room.

Inside the bag was a slave girl costume
according to the label. She felt a ripple of excitement as she
opened it and examined what was inside. This was not the sort of
costume one purchased for Halloween, she realized quickly. It had a
gold collar made of tin and aluminum and a bra whose framework was
made of strips of the same gold-colored stuff reinforced by green
fabric inside it.

It had a small half-moon-shaped gold-colored
plate with a pair of gold strings on either end from which dangled
a length of purple lace. A similar length and width of lace would
be on the rear. There were also a couple of cheap aluminum,
gold-colored bracelets to go over her wrists, and a chain that
dangled from the collar which served no purpose she could see at
first until she realized it was a leash.

“Goodness!” she said, her eyes wide as she
examined it all.

She stripped and then carefully donned the
outfit. The brat barely contained her breasts and was not
particularly comfortable. The lace which dangled from the front
plate was no wider than it was, about 6 inches. She was half
scandalized, even as she giggled at the thought of wearing it in
front of him.

With that done, she stared at herself in the
dresser mirror, feeling a rush of excitement as she reached up
behind her neck and unfastened her hair to let it dangle loosely
around her shoulders. She brushed it out and then turned her back
to the mirror, wincing a bit at how little the lace-covered.

She thought she looked very sexy, very
erotic, and very much like a slave girl. She opened the door to the
bedroom and strolled casually out through the dining room to the
den, then froze, shocked as she saw Connor speaking with Daniel,
Kaley’s boyfriend, a little ways inside the door.

They both turned as they saw her and she saw
their eyes widen as her face flamed. She squeaked and hurriedly
backed away, then turned and fled into the bedroom. She put her
face into her hands and moaned helplessly, then peeked at herself
in the mirror, trying to look at herself through his eyes.

She backed away from the mirror as much as
she could before hitting the wall, and thought he had been twice as
far. He probably hadn’t seen an awful lot at all. At least not
until she had turned around to scurry back into the bedroom. She
winced as she turned quickly and saw the lace swirling behind her.
It was wider than the lace in front but he would still have seen
something of her buttocks before she disappeared from view.

She quickly stripped out of the outfit,
yelping as the door opened and clapping her arms across her body
before she recognized Connor and that he was alone.

“Why did you take it off?” he asked with a
grin. “You looked pretty sexy in that.”

“And Daniel saw me in that!” she
exclaimed.

“Just for a few seconds. Don’t worry, he
thought you were hot, too.”

She scowled at him. “I don’t want Daniel
thinking I’m hot!”

“He always thought you were hot.”

“How do you know that?!”

“Because he said so the first time I met him.
Nothing insulting about it. Kaley is hot, too. There’s no point
denying the obvious.”

“I wasn’t aware you talked about me like that
to other men,” she said coldly.

“Don’t be silly. It’s just casual
conversation. I never told him how marvelous your breasts feel in
my hands, for example.”

His hands slid around her from behind and
rose up to cup her breasts.

“I can only imagine what he’s going to tell
his girlfriend!”

“Probably he’s gone to buy an outfit just
like it,” he said in amusement.

“This isn’t funny,” she said in a sulky
voice.

“You weren’t wearing anything less than on a
beach. Well, except for a little less coverage in the rear. But he
wouldn’t have seen that if you hadn’t turned and run away.”

“But this wasn’t at the beach!”

“I’m pretty sure both of them know we have
sex on occasion. We certainly know they do.”

His fingers squeezed and kneaded her breasts
as he nuzzled the nape of her neck

“Can you imagine what people at work would be
saying if they saw me in that outfit?”

“It’s a good thing they didn’t see you in
that outfit, then. Or the one yesterday. Want me to take a picture
so you can send it to them?

“Now you’re just being silly,” she said,
pouting.

“Sometimes it’s fun to be silly. Even in
sex.”

“But I’m not putting that thing back on
again!”

“That’s okay. I like you better naked
anyway.”

His right hand dropped down between her
thighs and his fingers rubbed against her clitoris.

“We haven’t even had dinner,” she said. “We
should probably wait until tonight.”

“Fine then. I wanted to do a little sketching
anyway.”

He often sketched things in pencil and was
good enough that their friends marveled at some of the things she
put on Facebook.

“That sounds nicely relaxing,” she said.

“For me, maybe. Not for you.”

She frowned at him in the mirror. “What does
that mean?”

“I’ve got a particular sketch in mind. I even
bought a couple of things for you to wear.”

“More things to wear?” she said warily.

“I think what you started last night was
quite interesting. It certainly seems to have had an impact on you.
And I enjoyed it myself. I thought we might explore that more.”

“I thought that was what the slave girl
outfit was for.”

“That’s the costume. The introduction, the
kiddy version.”

“And what, may I ask, is the adult
version?”

“I’ll show you. But first…”

He opened the dresser drawer and took out a
black scarf that had been folded in quarters and then placed it
against the front of her face.

“What is this?!” she exclaimed, pushing his
hand back.

“This is a surprise. I want to blindfold you
first so you can see it all at once. Trust me.”

She let him blindfold her, though she was
extremely uncertain of the wisdom of that. A moment later he had
her pull her hands up and out and she felt some kind of soft
leather bracelets being wrapped around each wrist. He let her drop
her arms and then she felt him at her ankles, also wrapping soft
leather around. A moment later she felt something pulled in around
her neck, like a belt, and tightened.

He gripped her shoulders and moved her a
little ways to the side and turned her around, then removed the
blindfold and she was staring at herself in the big dresser mirror.
Her eyes widened as she saw that she was wearing a dark red collar
with a metal ring dangling from the front, and matching wrist and
ankle bands.

“Goodness!” she exclaimed, staring at herself
in the mirror.

She raised her arms to look at her wrists and
then looked at them in the mirror. The leather bands were buckled
together but then locked with tiny padlocks. She tugged at one and
realized she could not remove it.

She felt a rush of sexual energy as heat
swept through her. Her chest tightened and she felt her lower belly
starting to thrum with excitement.

“Come,” he said, taking her by the wrist.

He led her back into the den and raised her
wrist above her head as they had been the previous night. Now there
was a chain dangling from the bracket and he fastened the
wristbands to the chain, then step back a few paces to admire
her.

“Now that’s awfully sexy!” he said. “But it
still needs something.”

“W-What?!” she gulped.

He winked and then placed the blindfold over
her eyes again and. Then she felt him doing something behind her,
and heard the sounds of metal and some kind of hard material like
plastic being worked together.
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“What are you doing?” Rebecca gasped.

“You’ll find out.”

His hand shifted her legs a little apart, and
she felt something move up diagonally between them, something cool
and smooth like plastic. Then he was in front of her and she felt
something pressing up against her sex

“Connor!”

It felt rather like a small plastic ball.
Perhaps the size of a golf ball. It pressed in quite firmly, enough
to spread apart the lips of her sex and sit there within.

He took off the blindfold and she dropped her
eyes immediately and could see what looked like a round white
ball-like object pressing up into the mouth of her sex. It was
attached to a long handle, she saw, which he had somehow fixed to
the collar behind her.

“What on earth is this!?” she asked,
baffled.

“Oh yes, one more thing.”

He gently gathered her hair in and then
pulled back, forcing her head back.

“Open your mouth wide.”

“Why should I – mmmph!”

He pushed a rubbery red ball against her
mouth with sufficient force that she widened her jaw immediately.
The ball pushed inside, but was too large for her to close her
mouth after. Thin red straps went across her cheeks and he buckled
them behind her neck then used his fingers to comb her hair out
from underneath.

It was some kind of gag!

She scowled indignantly at him as he stood
back but felt a rush of excitement as she saw the heat in his
eyes.

“You look absolutely incredible! That is the
most erotic thing I’ve ever seen,” he said.

She looked down again between her legs and
then raised her head and as she did so she saw he was holding his
phone up. She had only a moment to realize before he snapped a
picture of her. She tried to twist away as he came over to her and
showed her the picture.

“Don’t worry. I’ll delete it. I just took it
to show you.”

She stared at herself in the picture and felt
another rush of energy. That was her!? She’d never seen herself
looking like that before! She’d never seen herself looking so… so
sexual! So sensual!

And then she squealed in surprise and alarm
as the thing between her legs started to vibrate.

He turned away from her and pulled over the
tripod which held his large, white sketch pad, then picked up his
pencil.

This was what he had meant about sketching!?
She hadn’t considered that! Still, it was just a sketch. It wasn’t
like there was a danger of it falling into the wrong hands, and
being seen by the wrong people, like a picture of her on his phone
or on the computer. Still, if he didn’t alter her face somewhat,
she would ensure that he did so.

When she was able to speak again, of
course.

This was so bizarre! And the vibrations from
the thing pressed against her were making her squirm uncomfortably.
It was lodged firmly in place, though, and it would be very hard to
pull herself free. She looked down the line of her body between her
breasts, noting how incredibly hard her nipples were as she stared
at the ball pressed against her. It just looked like a largish golf
ball, but she could see it quivering.

It wasn’t like she’d never heard of vibrators
before, of course. She’d simply never used one, nor really
seriously considered obtaining one. Sex had not previously been a
large part of her life, nor a large part of her interests in life.
Even now she felt annoyed and exasperated at the lengths Connor had
gone to place her in this position.

Not to mention whatever this had cost.

She tried to ease herself away from the
thing, and could, but not easily. The plastic arm holding it was up
between her thighs, preventing her from turning or shifting her
body from side to side. But she could pull her lower body back a
little, though maintaining that position was awkward.

She glowered at him, trying to use her eyes
to convey her level of discomfort with the thing pushing against
her, but he was busy sketching.

Her heart was beating rapidly, her pulse
racing as she bit down on the ball thing in her mouth. She eased
herself forward a bit, feeling the bar still pressing up against
her once more, though not as strongly. The vibrations made her gasp
and ease back.

Slowly she eased forward again, for it was
awkward to keep her bottom back, and she was starting to feel a
sense of curiosity. While she had never used the things, she had
certainly heard that they gave women a lot of pleasure. She didn’t
see how this was supposed to be pleasurable.

It didn’t feel as bad now, and maybe she was
starting to get used to it. In fact, perhaps there was something
there after all. She experimented slowly, rubbing herself ever so
slightly against the thing, feeling the strange, unfamiliar crackle
of sensation through her lower body.

Her eyes widened as the feelings intensified
and she groaned around the ball gag, her hips jerking slightly,
pressing her forward so that the ball stretched apart lips of her
sex once more and lodged itself just within. She found her
breathing starting to become more ragged as her chest tightened
further and moaned softly around the gag as she ground herself
gently against the thing.

She jerked her eyes upwards towards Connor,
having almost forgotten him, and her face flushed as she saw him
still carefully sketching her. He had better not make her face
familiar!

This was incredibly silly, she thought
anxiously, scanning the apartment and then looking back down
between her legs. There were things she should be doing right
now.

The sensations the thing was giving off
seemed to intensify. Or perhaps her response did. She eased back,
then did it again, moaning as she pressed herself against the
thing, as she let it spread the lips of her sex and repeatedly jam
against her. She felt her body filling with an incredible sense of
sexual tension and her legs trembled as she ground herself
helplessly against the little round vibrating ball.

She looked up at Connor, moaning, her mind
beset by confusion and heat. It suddenly occurred to her how
utterly undignified this was, and that she was, in effect,
masturbating in front of him! She tried beseeching him with her
eyes, wanting him to come to her, touch her, have sex with her.

But his eyes remain on his sketch, rising up
to her only briefly and repeatedly before dropping to his
sketchpad, intent on his drawing she moaned and tried to ease back
from the ball. She caught her breath, gulping in air, but her
determination eased as she let her hips push forward again and
shuddered at the firm contact with the ball.

She rolled her hips awkwardly up and down,
whimpering around the gag then felt her muscles spasm and jammed
herself forward so that the ball almost disappeared inside her. And
then she realized, without thought, that shifting her legs further
apart, lowered her body.

In her right mind, she would not have
considered it but now she spread her feet further and further,
trembling as she felt the ball push slightly deeper inside her. She
was a very fit woman, very responsible about her exercise routine.
She worked her knees to raise herself and lower herself repeatedly,
just a little, the vibrating ball moving up and down within the
front part of her sex.

She lost herself to the passion and hunger
which spread through her mind and body. And swept away all thoughts
of dignity and pride, along with any interest or concern in how she
appeared. She wantonly and lewdly ground her hips in and out,
sliding herself up and down on the ball and the attached arm, her
head rolling back, back arching as she cried out in short, frantic
heat.

Her legs and knees ached but she cared
nothing for that as she forced her legs wider, driving herself
downward on the ball and arm, desperately needing the penetration.
She rode up and down, trembling, half sobbing as a flood of liquid
heat drowned her mind and she gave herself fully to the dark,
thrilling pleasure.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh my God, yes! Oh! Oh!” she
cried around the ball gag.

And then the orgasm hit, and she cried out in
a long, undulating wail of pleasure. A storm of heat flailed her,
and she gave herself to it, jamming herself down against the ball
with frantic hunger and passion. She gurgled and moaned and panted
dazedly around the ball gag, lost in the endless flood of
pleasure.

It was so intense, so powerful! She gloried
in the ecstasy, wallowing in it, wanting it to never end. But of
course, it had to. She would not have been able to survive
otherwise. And as it faded she became more aware of the reality
around her. She groaned weakly, easing herself up off of the thing,
feeling a little sore inside as she straightened her legs and drew
them together.

The ball slid up and almost out, though it
remained halfway inside her until she forced her hips back. She
looked up, suddenly self-conscious and embarrassed in front of him,
worried about what he might think of her after such a display. But
he showed nothing but his determination to continue sketching and
she felt both miffed and relieved.

Surely watching that must have excited him!
But she couldn’t see around the tripod to determine if he was erect
within his sweatpants. Why hadn’t he abandoned his sketch to come
forward to touch her, to help her, to thrust himself into her?

She knew fresh doubts, wondering if he
disapproved of such an uncharacteristically vulgar display of
sexual hunger on her part. And perhaps he was insulted that the
vibrator thing had aroused her to such an extent rather than him
doing so.

She realized with some alarm that her saliva
was leaking out around the ball thing and hastened to swallow as
much as she could. Why had he that put this thing in her mouth
anyway?! It was definitely uncomfortable!

She saw him pick up his phone again and
cringed but he didn’t seem to be aiming it at her. Instead, he did
something, checking his messages perhaps? She felt insulted that he
would do something like that with her here like this. Suddenly the
ball began to vibrate in a strange pattern. She dropped her eyes
down but could see no difference.

Nevertheless, it was pulsing oddly, pulsing
and vibrating at the same time. She gasped softly, rubbing herself
gently against it. She slowly allowed her hips to ease forward once
more to push herself more firmly against it. She whimpered as the
heat rose within her once more, seeping into her mind like a
narcotic, melting her inhibitions and resistance.

Connor rose and came forward and she gasped,
jerking her eyes up to his. He smirked at her and then waggled his
eyebrows before reaching down and doing something which adjusted
the arm and retracted it. Then he gripped her hips and turned her
to face the column. He angled the arm forward while pulling back on
her hips, forcing her onto the balls of her feet before positioning
the ball directly and firmly against her in there.

Unlike before, however, the shallow angle was
wrong for her to use it for anything other than grinding herself
against the ball. She moaned as he casually fondled her breasts and
rolled her nipples between his fingers. One of his hands slid up
and down her back onto her buttocks.

“You’re being a very naughty girl, aren’t
you, Rebecca?”

She was, of course, and moaned guiltily.

“Don’t you think you should be punished for
such behavior?”

She looked at him in confusion.

“You certainly wouldn’t approve of such
behavior in another woman. Why your behavior was something like
Kaley might engage in his. It was quite indecent, and even
obscene.”

Crack!

Rebecca gasped as his hand slapped her bottom
sharply.

Then he reached up behind her head and she
felt him undoing the buckle of the straps holding the ball in
place. He drew the ball out of her mouth carefully and she panted
and worked her stiff jaw.

She felt him gathering her hair in and gasped
in surprise and startled pain as he pulled her head sharply
back.

“Are you sorry for being such a naughty
girl?” he asked sternly.

This is extremely silly, she thought! And yet
a crackling sense of sexual electricity creeping across the surface
of her body made her moan helplessly.

Crack! His hand slapped her bottom
stingingly.

“Answer your master, slave girl.”

“Y-Yes!” she gasped.

Crack!

“You forgot to call me master.”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned breathlessly.

Silly or not this was getting to her. She
felt herself falling into the dark, wicked thrill of the game he
was playing. She ground herself more firmly against the ball,
gasping as the pulsations made her hips want to jerk and spasm.

Crack!

“I think you should apologize for being a
naughty little slave girl,” he said sternly.

“I’m sorry for being a… a naughty little
slave girl, Master!” she moaned helplessly.

“You’re behaving in a very obscene and
indecent manner, slave girl,” he said with mock indignation.

Crack!

“You definitely have a lot to make up
for.”

He moved away from her and for long seconds
she feared he was going to return to the sketching, but instead he
took something off of the chair hidden under the table and brought
it back to her. Her eyes widened as she stared in astonishment at
some sort of whip!

“Don’t you dare!” she squeaked in alarm.

“Slave girls who are naughty should be
whipped,” he said sternly.

The whip had a foot-long handle from which
sprung a dozen or more thin black laces rather like shoelaces. He
gave her a scowl and then drew his arm back and swung the thing
down so that the laces cracked down across her thrust buttocks.

Rebecca cried out in alarm and anticipation
of pain, then realized there really wasn’t any to speak of.

“Bad girl!” he growled.

The laces things were too soft to cause real
pain and she realized this was some sort of play whip. She turned
her head and stuck her tongue out at him.

He brought the whip down again, harder this
time and she gasped for the multiple laces did sting just a bit.
But it was only a bit. She stuck her tongue out at him again,
giggling slightly.

“Bad little slave girl,” he growled.

He brought the whip down harder and she
gasped but ground herself more firmly against the ball feeling a
delicious sense of wicked excitement and at the little playacting
they were engaged in.

“Tramp!” he exclaimed.

The laces snapped down across her bottom
again, and then again and again. Rebecca shuddered and ground
herself harder against the ball, the heat within her rising and
growing more and more scalding. This was so dirty and nasty but so
utterly enthralling!

And then she yelped in surprise as the laces
came down across her back instead. It stung a little more there,
but she felt a dark jolt of almost unbearable excitement at the
idea of herself being whipped. Whipped like a slave girl! And it
felt much more realistic to be whipped on the back.

The laces slapped down against her back
repeatedly and she twisted and writhed and moaned, panting for
breath as she ground herself against the vibrating ball. And then
another orgasm struck her. He had to clap his hand around her mouth
as she began to cry out in animal pleasure. Yet with his hand over
her mouth she felt herself able to abandon any restraint at all.
She screamed wildly into the palm of his hand, letting herself go
completely, the orgasm roiling her mind as convulsions wracked her
body.

He slapped her bottom repeatedly through it
until her movements eased and she almost went limp against him.

He quickly moved the vibrator down and out of
the way then reached up and unhooked her wrists from the chain
above. They remained locked together, however. He turned her and
moved her into the bedroom, then threw her onto the bed before
grasping her ankles and yanking her back.

Crack!

His hand slapped her bottom sharply.

“Raise your bottom into the air, slave. Your
master is going to use your body now.”

He jerked up on her hips and slapped her
bottom a second time then gripped her hair and pushed down on the
back of her neck.

“Face down, bottom up, legs spread!” he
barked out in a commanding tone.

Still dazed with the afterglow of the orgasm,
Rebecca moaned as he positioned her body with her knees at the edge
of the bed, yanking on her waist to pull her belly in tight against
her thighs and jerking her knees apart.

“Now there’s the perfect position for a sexy
little slave girl to be in,” he growled.

He slapped her bottom stingingly and she
yelped in pain.

“Beg your master to fuck you, slave
girl.”

Rebecca’s mind squirmed again at the same
words he had made her utter the previous day but another slap to
her bottom major yelped and acquiesce.

“Please fuck your slave girl, Master!” she
gasped.

His fingers caressed her sex and she
shuddered helplessly. The vibrator was one thing, but it was cold
and machinelike. His soft, warm fingers were delicious to feel now
against her hypersensitive little button.

“I don’t know if you are worthy of me, slave
girl,” he said sternly. “Your behavior in the other room was
astonishing.”

Crack!

“Would you agree that you behaved like a
whore?” he demanded.

“Yes, Master!” she moaned, completely
agreeing.

Crack!

“I want you to beg me to use your whore
body,” he demanded.

Rebecca felt her eyes widen at how outrageous
the demand was.

Crack!

“Now, slave girl.”

A dark rush of heat swept over her.

“Please use my whore body, Master!” she
whimpered, liquid heat pouring through her mind.

Crack!

“Beg me to ride you like a whore, slave
girl.”

Rebecca hesitated again, enthralled by the
wickedness but outraged by how undignified that would be.

Crack! Crack!

“Please… Please ride me like… like a whore,
Master!” she gasped.

She felt the head of his cock push against
her and rub up and down, and wantonly rolled her hips back against
it.

Crack!

“Louder, slave.”

“Please ride me like a whore, Master!” she
cried.

His big cock slid into her with a sudden
hard, deep thrust and she cried out in pleasure, reveling in the
thick, deep penetration as he pushed himself all the way into her
with one smooth stroke that filled her to the brim. It felt…
glorious!

And then, just like the other day, he rode
her savagely, his hip slapping hard against her buttocks as he
drove himself into her with hard, fast, powerful strokes. She
gurgled and whimpered and moaned in dazed heat then cried out as he
gripped her hair and yanked it back before slapping her bottom
again.

She felt the passion and heat billowing up
through her and gave herself to it. Her eyes narrowed to slits and
she gurgled and gasped and cried out with every thrust, uncaring of
the slaps to her bottom or the sharp tugs on her hair.

“Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Ungh! Oh! Ungh! Ahhg! Ohh!
Unnngh!” she cried as his hips slapped against her and his big cock
punched deep into her churning belly.

“Hot, sexy little slave girl,” he growled,
slapping her bottom again.

He leaned over her, bending forward until she
felt his chest against her back, his arm sliding around her,
enfolding her, his hands roughly fondling her breasts as his hips
continued to pummel her buttocks. She felt his hot breath on the
nape of her neck then his teeth biting into her there as one of his
hands rose to cover her mouth.

His other hand slid down from her breast
along her abdomen and she felt his fingers against her clitoris
just before another massive orgasm tore her mind to pieces. She
screamed and screamed through it, giving up all restraint under the
tidal wave of pleasure.
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The kilt really was too short for work, but
she felt flirty and giggly and girlish and sexy this morning.
Yesterday evening had been amazing and absurd and incredibly
exciting, even if Connor had acted quite overbearing at times. Then
again, he was the ‘master’ so he was simply keeping to his proper
role.

But even after their astonishingly exciting
and wicked sex, he had insisted she remained naked for hours. Naked
save for the leather collar and restraints! When he had let her put
something on it had only been her long black, nearly sheer
nightgown. She had felt so sexy and excited all evening.

In bed he had tied her wrists to the
headboard, spread her legs, and performed oral sex on her until she
came twice before sliding his cock into her and thrusting hard and
fast until she came a third time. Rebecca had never imagined having
so many orgasms in one evening! She was astounded by it!

She longed to brag about it to the girls at
work, but of course would not. There was no one she could brag to
over this! She had made it clear to everyone she knew that certain
subjects of discussion were out of bounds and they had largely
respected that.

In any event, it would be far too
embarrassing to reveal the sorts of things they had done, let alone
the incredible intensity of the pleasure she had felt. Surely even
someone like Kaley would hesitate to tell others about that sort of
thing.

She wore long black socks which came up to
just above her knees and flat black shoes. With a white sweater
under the blazer she felt she looked professional enough. Really,
all that showed were about six inches of thigh. That was all right,
wasn’t it? She was only twenty-two, after all. And with the blazer
she didn’t even need to wear one of those uncomfortable, flattening
bras.

Anyway, she had no presentations today. She
would spend most of the day in her cubicle going over
spreadsheets.

She began to have her doubts about the wisdom
of her wardrobe as she stood in line at Starbucks for her green tea
crème Frappuccino. She realized she was drawing more attention from
men than usual. Then again, it didn’t bother her as much as it
usually did.

We are all sexual beings, she told herself
calmly. We are all subject to our instincts at times. And there is
nothing to be ashamed of about being considered attractive to the
opposite sex.

The Starbucks was in the lobby of the
building, however, and as she reminded herself, there were
unfortunately very few young women around to draw the interests of
male attention. And none of them, she candidly admitted to herself
with just a tiny sense of smugness, were half as attractive or
shapely as she.

One thing for sure, all the men were very
nice to her today. They smiled a lot and held doors and the
elevator and offered to press the button for her. She was much more
aware today of their attention, and for the first time felt a
little sense of something like conceit over it. She was hot and
sexy and beautiful, after all. Of course, they were looking.

Still, even as she walked down the aisle,
saying hello to those who greeted her, she felt their sense of
surprise, their double-takes, and seeing her looking so… girlishly
attractive. Perhaps, she thought, she dressed a little too old for
her age before. On the other hand, maybe she was dressing too
revealingly now.

She looked down at herself once she was in
the privacy of her cubicle but really, the only thing that anyone
could possibly see different was the shortness of the skirt.
Perhaps she had a different air about her this morning. She frowned
at that, remembering vague suggestions from various stories about
how people looked different after a night of wild sex.

Surely it wasn’t possible anyone could tell
that just from looking at her!

She got more visitors than usual that day.
Though as usual they were mostly men. And one thing she had failed
to take into account with the short kilt was that it was even
shorter when she was seated. That made her mind squirm a little
uncomfortably for she had to of course push her chair back from the
desk and turn to whoever came in to talk to her. Even crossing her
legs did little to conceal how short the kilt was. In fact, it made
it appear a bit shorter.

It wasn’t like it was really immodest or
anything, just uncharacteristic for her at the office. Or for that
matter, almost anywhere else. The kilt had been a present and she
hadn’t worn it in three years. It wasn’t like any of them actually
stared at her legs, or at least not so she was able to catch them
out on. But she was quite certain they all noticed the smooth,
creamy skin of her thighs.

That made her self-conscious, of course. But
it also gave her an unfamiliar sense of pleasure in all that male
appreciation. That was quite different from her usual attitude, and
she didn’t really understand the reason for the change. Perhaps
what she had experienced with Connor in the last couple of days had
reminded her that she was very much a sexual being, and in the eyes
of him and, she acknowledged, other men, a very attractive one.

She’d always instinctively shied away from
taking any sense of pride in her looks, or at least tried to. She
did appreciate compliments, of course. As long as they were polite
and not on rude subjects like her body parts. Perhaps she had been
teased so much in her early years about those body parts that she
had become overly sensitized to men noticing them.

There was certainly nothing for her to be
ashamed of having nice legs, or a shapely body. Much of that was
because of nature, of course, but it wasn’t like she didn’t put in
a lot of time and effort in maintaining her fitness. Why shouldn’t
she take some pride in her looks?

But honestly, all these men finding reasons
to come and see her was starting to become embarrassing. People
were going to notice. She didn’t want her reputation damaged.
Certainly, the other women here were unlikely to be impressed. Most
of them were middle-aged, and not particularly shapely.

She definitely was not going to wear the
skirt again! She had also likely made a mistake in not wearing her
usual bust flattening bra. She had thought that would be fine with
the blazer but it was warm in the office and she had removed it in
her cubicle. At least until the first man had clearly noticed a
difference there. Then she had donned it again.

She sighed and got up, taking a long walk
down the main aisle to the end of the floor and then turning into
the little kitchen. She filled up the kettle and plugged it in then
rinsed out her cup before getting some milk from the
refrigerator.

Celia Rhodes came in while she waited for the
water to boil and gave her a nod as she went over to the coffee
machine. She turned her head back again, giving her a second
look.

“Cute outfit, Rebecca,” she said.

“Thank you,” Rebecca replied.

Celia filled up her mug and came over to the
counter, taking the milk and pouring some in before getting some
sugar.

“Not your usual look,” she said.

Rebecca colored slightly. “I haven’t had time
to do the laundry lately,” she said.

That was disingenuous but not exactly
untrue.

“Ah, of course.”

There was something snippy about that ‘of
course’, which Rebecca couldn’t quite place her finger on. Was the
woman simply assuming she never dressed in an even mildly sexy way?
Not that she had dressed sexy now, of course. Celia was not one to
give complements where they did not earn her something from those
above her.

Rebecca stuck her tongue out at the woman as
left the kitchen and disappeared. Then she made her tea and
returned to her cubicle only to find two very large men standing
outside. They were certainly not the normal office guys because
they weren’t wearing office wear. Instead, they were clad in jeans
and T-shirts.

And despite herself, Rebecca did a double
take at the tight T-shirt across the very large chest of one of
them. She felt a distinct thrum of feminine interest as the man
grinned down at her.

“Um, hello?” she gulped.

“Rebecca Curtis?”

She nodded.

He pointed at the filing cabinet behind
him.

“Got your new filing cabinet,” he said.

“Oh, excellent!” she exclaimed.

She darted in past him to take the piles of
file folders off the top of the old, low cabinet and place them on
the desk.

“I’ve already emptied it,” she said.

He and his older colleague came into the
cubicle, which left her very little room for anything. She backed
against her L-shaped desk and then slid up and back to sit on it to
give the two men more room as they picked up the low cabinet and
placed it on a dolly, then maneuvered it out through the
doorway.

A minute later they rolled the larger cabinet
in, carefully placed it against the wall, and then pulled the dolly
out before lifting and pushing it in closer.

Rebecca watched all this manly labor with
interest, especially each time the younger man bent over. When they
were done, he turned to her and grinned and she grinned helplessly
back up at him.

“If you would sign here, please?” he asked
her, placing a document in her hands.

“Oh sure!” she said.

She slid off the desk and turned, placing the
invoice on the desk and examining it to ensure it was the correct
name, cubicle number, and description. Then she reached for a pen
and bent over to sign the document. She felt a bit of a flush come
to her cheeks as she did so for she was dead certain the man was
eyeing her bottom now and she felt both a sense of squirmy
self-consciousness and smug pleasure at the same time.

She straightened up and turned and was fairly
sure she caught his eyes flicking back up as she handed him the
document.

“If I’d known who this was for, I would have
brought it up sooner,” he said with a grin.

She giggled a little. “Oh, that’s all right.
It wasn’t urgent.”

“Well, if you have any problems, just call
accommodations and ask for Wayne.”

“Okay!” she said.

You really are shameless, she said to
herself.

He certainly had broad shoulders, though! And
a very muscular chest! He was certainly nothing like most of the
men she ran into day-to-day.

And probably hasn’t ever read a poem or
appreciates classical music, she told herself.

Still, there was something to be said for
these big, powerful, macho men. At least as fantasy material. What
would it be like to be with such a man in bed? Only lately had she
come to appreciate the delicious, and to her somewhat forbidden
fantasy of being dominated by a big strong man. Wayne was certainly
a big strong man! She wondered if he had a sword, and what he would
look like in a loincloth. That would certainly fit in with some of
her wicked fantasies of late.

She chastised herself again for such low
thoughts and set about putting her files away into the new
cabinet.

*

The men on the subway were much less
restrained in their interest. She did her best to ignore them,
listening to Chopin on her earbuds and studiously tuning out
anything that any of them might have said. It had grown
unseasonably warm but she wore her blazer anyway. She did not need
to elicit further male attention. She felt self-conscious enough
even walking up the stairs, wondering if the men behind her were
trying to look up her skirt.

It’s not that short, she told herself
for the hundredth time. Girls dress like this all the time.

She decided to walk home since it was nice
out and the bus was always crowded. Besides, she could stop along
the way and pick up a few things at the grocer. More men than usual
eyed her as she passed them on the sidewalk, or perhaps it was just
her imagination.

The man behind the counter was always nice to
her and nicer still today, beaming at her as he asked her for her
order.

She wondered, in an intellectual way, if
there was simply something about pretty girls that caused men to
act more friendly even when they knew they had not the slightest
chance of ever doing anything physical with them whatsoever. Was it
simply that seeing pretty girls made them happier? Was there
something instinctive or biological or cultural which caused them
to act nicer? It would be an interesting study for a psychology
course.

She put the meat in her bag and continued on
her way. She wanted to take a quick shower before Connor got home.
She continued to where the blazer, though she knew she was being
foolish. She was relieved to make it up to her apartment without
running into Daniel or Kaley and let herself in, then quickly put
the meat away before heading to the bedroom to get undressed.

She wondered if there was a way to postpone
that dinner Connor had arranged. Maybe she could clean illness or
something, though she hated to ever tell a lie. She quickly
stripped and then got into the shower. It didn’t take her long
especially since she wasn’t washing her hair.

It was long enough, though, for Connor to
show up, and tap on the shower door to let her know he was
home.

She quickly finished rinsing off then took
the towel down and patted herself dry before sliding the door open.
She looked for her dressing gown but for some reason, it was gone,
as was Connor’s. She frowned at the empty hooks in confusion then
turned and saw that the red leather collar and bracelets were
sitting on the cabinet.

She felt an immediate jolt of energy and
excitement but couldn’t help wondering if she ought to put up some
kind of show of resistance. After all, if she gave into him too
easily on this, he might think less of her. She wanted him to
believe that she was simply humoring his own little fantasy, not
pursuing her own.

It was perfectly fine for men to have such
fantasies, after all, and no one thought less of them for it. Girls
with such fantasies, on the other hand, might draw accusations of
low morals and standards. She acknowledged how unfair that was but
that was the world they lived in.

She wrapped the damp towel as securely around
herself as she could and then picked up the collar and pulled the
door open. She peeked out to ensure that there was no sign of
unexpected visitors and then found him in the bedroom changing out
of his suit.

She gave him a disapproving look as she hung
the collar from one finger.

“And just how did this get into the bathroom,
Mr. Phillips?” she demanded.

“I thought you might need something to wear,”
he said.

“You thought mistakenly,” she replied
archly.

He grinned and came over to her, taking the
collar from her finger and then quickly wrapping it around her neck
before she can even pretend to resist.

“Hey! Connor!” she protested halfheartedly,
reaching up to the collar.

“Slave girls dress as they’re told,” he said
in amusement.

“I am not your slave girl, Mr. Phillips,” she
said sternly.

He tugged how towel off and she squeaked and
grabbed for it too late.

“Connor Phillips!”

He took her hand and led her back to the
bathroom and picked up the first of the leather bands as she
frowned disapprovingly at him. Her heart was thumping faster and
faster and she felt the rush of sexual energy, but she determinedly
continued putting up a show of resistance.

“Why on earth do you padlock them closed?”
she demanded, honestly confused about that.

“So you know you can’t get them off
yourself,” he said.

“I don’t understand.”

“That’s because you didn’t take enough human
behavior courses in college. Knowing you can’t remove them has an
impact.”

“I still don’t understand.”

“That’s because you’re just a sex slave and
are expected to understand intellectual things like that,” he said
loftily

“Oh, you’re really looking for trouble,
mister!”

“I better make sure you can’t hurt me
then.”

He turned her around and drew her wrists back
behind her, and she again put up a feigned resistance which he
easily overcame, locking them together there.

He lifted her up and sat her on the counter
then gripped her leg and lifted her ankle up so that he can place
one of the leather bands around it.

“You expect me to stay naked all evening?”
she asked.

“I’ll turn up the heat,” he said with a
grin.

She flushed, uncertain as to what he
meant.

“It’s not… sanitary,” she grumbled.

“Well, we just won’t let you sit on the
furniture,” he said.

She snorted disdainfully.

A moment later he gripped her legs under the
knees and lifted them up so that she squeaked and fell back onto
her back on the counter. Before she knew it he was on his knees in
front of her, his hands pressing her thighs wider as his tongue
licked up and down the line of her sex.

The sexual energy quickly rocketed up within
Rebecca as she stared down at him between her breasts, feeling the
surge of sensation as his thumbs parted the lips of her sex and his
tongue found her clitoris.

“Pervert,” she moaned softly.

“You bet,” he said.

His tongue teased and taunted her little
button, swirling in a circular motion then sweeping rapidly from
side to side. When his finger pushed into her then was joined by a
second and Rebecca felt heat and excitement rolling up through her
body.

“Oohhhh!” she moaned. “What are you doing to
meeee!?”

“His hand slid up her body and squeezed her
breast that he stood up, abruptly yanking his trousers down so that
his cock sprang up thick and hard. He pushed forward, letting it
lay along her abdomen as both his hands slid up to knead her
breasts.

His fingers and thumbs rolled her nipples and
then plucked at them delicately.

“Tell me you’re my slave girl,” he said.

She gave him a pouty look instead and he
pinched her nipples until she squeaked in pain.

“Obey your master, slave girl.”

“Ow! Ow! Okay, I’m your slave girl,
Master!”

He rolled her nipples and then bent over to
take each into his mouth, sucking and licking, chewing on her soft
flesh as his fingers squeezed again and again. He straightened and
rubbed the head of his cock up and down along the line of her sex,
pressing harder and harder until he slowly pushed himself into
her.

Rebecca groaned happily, reveling in the
feeling of thick penetration as his cock slid deep.

“Tell me you’re my sex slave,” he growled,
one of his hands sliding up around her throat.

“I’m your sex slave, Master!” she said
excitedly

His hands fondled her breasts as he began to
thrust, and Rebecca drew her knees up and back, letting their
weight force them further and further down to the sides despite how
the tendons in her thighs ached. The sense of her helplessness, of
being his prisoner, and being his to do with as he chose was darkly
thrilling as she lay on her bound wrists.

She imagined herself a prisoner, and for a
fleeting moment wondered if she could persuade him to wear a mask
of some kind. But no, that would suggest she had dark, perverted
fantasies too, and she wasn’t prepared to admit that.

He leaned over, one hand encircling her
throat, forcing her head back as he brought his mouth down hungrily
against hers. She opened her lips to him, moaning passionately into
his mouth as his tongue dipping and darting into her. Her lips slid
against his and her tongue pushed out to meet his as his hips
continued to slap against her.

“Nasty little sex slave,” he growled.

His other hand roughly squeezed her breast
and she shuddered excitedly.

“Your body belongs to me, slave girl!”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

He straightened up and drew the long length
of himself almost completely out of her.

“That reminds me,” he said.

He opened the drawer and took out an oddly
shaped stainless-steel object.

“What is that?” she asked breathlessly.

“It’s a plug.”

It didn’t look like a plug to her. It looked
rather like the head of a rocket sitting on a very small stem which
in turn sat on a flat, round coin-sized base. He sat it down then
took out the ball gag and pressed it against her mouth.

Rebecca kept her mouth obstinately closed,
deciding it was once again time to show her ‘resistance’ to his
dirty, perverted fantasy.

“Are you being a bad little slave girl?” he
demanded.

He gripped her nipples and pinched and she
yelped in pain as he tugged them up and forward. She struggled to
sit up without using much of her hands, trying to ease the pressure
on the stinging little pink buds as he raised her into a nearly
seated position.

“Open your mouth wide, slave,” he
growled.

Moaning, she obeyed. “You’re a big bully!”
she said in a pouty voice.

“Mouth wide.”

She opened her mouth very wide and he
released her nipples, then picked up the ball and pushed it against
her mouth. His other hand slid around her throat and her eyes
widened as he squeezed softly but firmly before pushing the ball
through into her mouth.

He quickly buckled it around behind her head
then jerked up on her legs again so she fell back onto her back on
the counter. He started to thrust in and out, one hand between her
legs where his thumb was stroking her clitoris, the other fondling
her breast as she moaned around the gag and felt the heat rising
once more to drown out her other cares and concerns.

“I wonder how many times I can make my slave
girl, come tonight,” he said.

She was going to come once, that was for
sure, Rebecca thought as the heat poured over her. She moaned and
writhed in pleasure, her knees spread wide as his big cock thrust
into her again and again. Her lower body was already burning up,
the heat flooding her mind.

Suddenly he paused, drawing himself back out
of her as he picked up the plug thing. She let her eyes widen from
the slits they had become as she saw him spread some kind of
lubricant on it, then he dropped it down low and she felt it
pressing against her back opening.

She gasped in shock and no small alarm as she
felt the pressure mounting. It took a few seconds to pull her mind
free of the stifling heat and then she jerked her arms against the
restraints but to no avail. Already she could feel herself
spreading wider and wider, achingly wide around the thing. She had
just begun to shake her head at him when it abruptly narrowed and
she felt it pulled into her body until the coin-shaped base pressed
against the outside of her little wrinkled opening.

Then he resumed thrusting. His hand stroked
and caressed her, rubbing her clitoris and rolling her tingling
nipples. She scowled at him for some seconds but quickly lost her
indignation as the heat poured into her mind.

They had not engaged in any kind of that sort
of’ play’ before. He had occasionally suggested it, half serious,
half-joking, but she had insisted it was undignified and
unsanitary. It was also selfish and that would give him but not her
pleasure. And it was likely to hurt considerably.

Only it hadn’t so far. It had ached a little
at first, but that was much. She was surprised at that. And her
determination to do nothing undignified or lower herself in his
eyes had greatly diminished since she had started allowing him to
tie her up. She supposed, in fact, that anal sex was probably the
norm for a real sex slave.

She allowed her mind to dwell darkly on that
for long seconds, imagining herself as the poor, helpless, abused
lady who had been captured by crude barbarians and subjected to
outrageous indignities. All of that added to the delicious thrill
of the fantasy she was building around herself and she surrendered
completely to the feel of his hard, powerful thrusts, and the way
he was manhandling and controlling her.

She basked in that fantasy as he roughly
fondled her breast and closed his hand around her throat again.
Wild, raw, animal heat poured through her mind as he squeezed
firmly, and she knew he could do anything to her he wanted. The
fingers of his other hand were stroking her clitoris and she closed
her eyes and gave herself to the pleasure as it rose like a tidal
wave above her.

Then her body stiffened and her muscles began
to spasm uncontrollably. Her eyes snapped open and she stared up at
him as she trembled and shook, gurgling helplessly around the ball
gag, unable to breathe, her head starting to pound even as the
orgasm swamped her mind.

He released his grip and she sucked in ragged
breaths of air on the cried about again and again, her head rolling
from side to side against the wall as her back arched and her body
flared wildly within an endless flood of scalding liquid heat.
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Given the incredible excitement she had
experienced at his hands, Rebecca could forget a lot. And she was
realizing being heavily aroused was a little bit like being
intoxicated in that it affected her judgment. It was the only
reason she could think of why she was not only tolerating Conner’s
somewhat juvenile insistence on her playing out this sex slave
game, but feeling a continuing, bubbling sense of excitement at
it.

He had put her on the bed while he showered,
but with the bands around her wrists linked together with the bands
around her ankles, and the ball gag still in her mouth. When he
returned, he merely grinned at her inarticulate attempts to demand
he released her, dressing in sweatpants and T-shirt before
unlinking her wrist from her ankles.

Of course, that left her wrist still locked
together behind her and her ankle still locked together below her
as he physically lifted her into the air and dropped her belly down
across his shoulder to carry her out of the room. That made her
somewhat indignant, but she had to admit it was also a strange,
delicious thrill.

He didn’t carry her far, but set her down in
the kitchen, then pushed her to her knees. He grinned down at her
then squatted down, undid the ankle restraints from each other and
slowly forced them apart, wide apart.

“Slave girls should always show their best
assets,” he said.

He had a short chain in his hand and reached
behind her, clipping it to the wrist restraints and then pulling
downward. That had the effect of drawing her shoulders back further
and then locking there as he attached the other end of the chain to
the ankle restraints.

He stood up and turned to the counter.

“I think I’ll make dinner tonight.”

Rebecca frowned at that because his food
preferences ran to meat and frozen foods and other unhealthy
things. He also seemed to prefer fairly basic sustenance rather
than the more eclectic mix of often foreign dishes she had
introduced to him.

There wasn’t an awful lot she could say at
the moment, not with the ball filling her mouth. She thought he was
pushing it a bit, though, especially with having her kneel on the
floor. As she watched him get things from the cupboard, though, she
had to admit she felt a hot little rush of excitement at the
position she was in. It was so degrading she ought to be outraged.
Instead, it helped her bring to life that delicious fantasy of
being a sex slave.

Of course, kneeling like this was highly
improper. Naked with her legs spread wide! That was wildly contrary
to the much more modest behavior she usually engaged in. Still,
there was something freeing and empowering about embracing that
side of herself, one she had always neglected. She was never one to
show off her body before or take pleasure in others looking at her
body appreciatively or approvingly.

It was different with him, of course. But
only because she thought that more acceptable with a guy she lived
with. But as today’s events had demonstrated, she was beginning to
find the notion of other men looking at her that way to be somewhat
pleasant, as well.

She rolled her eyes as she realized he was
making mashed potatoes. Did he not understand how starchy those
were? And then she quickly determined he was making meatballs to go
with it. None of this was healthy! Where were the vegetables? She
made an effort to protest but he merely turned and pointed his
finger at her.

“Be quiet, slave girl, or I’ll smack your
bottom.”

She frowned indignantly.

Well, she supposed that one night wouldn’t be
too bad for their health. They’d eaten worse, for she didn’t always
get her way.

He left the room and she looked towards the
doorway with a frown. How long did he intend for her to remain here
kneeling on the floor all by herself? She tried to shift herself a
little closer to the doorway, but it was very difficult with her
wrists fastened to her ankles, and she almost fell over.

He returned and frowned down at her. “Did I
say you could close your knees, slave girl?”

She started guiltily, looking down and noting
that she had mostly closed her knees. She pulled them apart again
and he squatted down and pressed them wider. Then he picked up an
odd-looking little device. It looked like a plastic thimble of
sorts but with a hose attached. He had a black ball in his hand
which he affixed to the hose and pressed the thimble around her
right nipple and squeezed the ball several times.

Rebecca squeaked as she felt the suction on
her already stiff nipple and he grinned at her as he removed the
black ball, leaving the thimble stuck against her and the suction
in place. He pressed another one around her other nipple and did
the same.

“You should appreciate this one,” he
said.

His fingers spread the lips of her sex and he
pressed a third little thimble-like object directly over her
clitoris before squeezing the ball several times. He left all three
in place and then got back to his cooking as Rebecca looked down at
the little thimble-like objects attached to her body. She could
still feel the continuing suction against her and it felt… odd. It
was neither pleasant nor unpleasant, and she wasn’t quite sure what
the point was.

Perhaps he thought they would bring her more
pleasure than they clearly did. She wondered where he had even
found these, or the other things that he had bought like the
restraints and the vibrator. And how much it had all cost. They
were going to have to have a discussion about that afterward.

He put the meatballs in the oven and then
left the room again. Rebecca frowned at the doorway, wondering if
she was being taken for granted. When he returned, however, he held
up an object which made her face flush. It was a very
realistic-looking male phallus.

“I should have put this in you earlier, slave
girl. It would have given you more to occupy your time while you
waited for dinner.”

He put the thing down on the table and then
gathered in her hair in both hands. Rebecca was confused at first
about what he was doing. But she had gotten him to help with her
hair on a few previous occasions so she quickly determined he was
winding it together in a braid. Though this braid seemed to be
sprouting from the top of her head for some reason.

He reached out and undid the chain locking
her wrists to her ankles and then tugged on the braid which made
her squeak as she was forced up off her heels. He slid the phallic
object beneath her and she felt the rounded helmet head pressing
against the still quite moist lips of her sex.

“Down you go, sex slave. You know that you
like having big cocks inside you,” he said teasingly.

Rebecca flushed at such language for she had,
of course, said no such thing in her entire life! But he pushed
down on her head now and she gasped as she felt the thing slowly
penetrating her, spreading the lips of her sex and pushing up into
her body.

This really was outrageous, she thought with
disapproval. He was taking things far too far. They were really
going to have to have a discussion about this after. Still, as she
slid down she felt the penetration with a sense of helpless
excitement. She did always love the feel of him sliding into her
body, and this was quite similar.

She sank down onto her heels again. Looking
down between her legs she saw that the thing had a suction cup
which he had attached to the floor below her. Now he did something,
touching some small button at the base and the whole length of it
started to vibrate.

She squeaked in surprise and alarm as he
rose, chuckling in amusement. Then he gripped her hair and pulled
it back, doing something with it above her head which she could not
see.

He dropped down low, sitting on his own heels
in front of her, and suddenly plucked the little thimble things off
her nipples.

Rebecca squeaked at the sudden sharp
sensation and then tried to lower her head to look. That proved
difficult. Her braid seemed to be tied to something above her,
though it was tied with an elastic cord of sorts which she could
stretch if willing to feel her braid pulled on. So she looked down
briefly enough to see that her nipples looked quite swollen, as did
the areoles around them.

Then she laid her head back to ease the pull
on her scalp even as she felt his fingers reach for them and begin
to roll and caress them.

“What lovely nipples you have, slave girl,”
he said.

He plucked at them and rolled them between
the pads of his thumbs and forefingers, and Rebecca shuddered as
she felt the surge of sensation and pleasure which made her breasts
throb. Her nipples felt hypersensitive, and she moaned around the
gag as he stroked and rolled them between his fingers.

“These are so bright and pink and get so
stiff when you’re excited,” he said in amusement.

Rebecca trembled and groaned, sinking further
down on the vibrating penis. She felt an indefinable but determined
instinct to impale herself on the thing, to sink down as low as she
possibly could. She realized suddenly that when he had removed the
chain from the ankle restraints he had also unhooked them from each
other and she was able to slide them further to the sides of her
buttocks to lower herself more.

“Does the little slave girl like having that
nice big cock inside her?” he purred.

Rebecca’s face flushed self-consciously but
the heat swirled and churned more and more violently within her.
She slid lower, gasping as the elastic cord pulled more against her
scalp.

Her entire breasts were pulsing with
excitement and even when he pinched her nipples, sharp stings sent
a rush of heat through her body.

“Sexy little slave,” he said, “Horny little
sex slave!”

She whimpered and gasped as she sank further
down, enduring the sharp pull on her braid to get the thick cock
deeper inside her. Then she rose up several inches, responding to
some deep, primal instinct before sinking slowly down again.

Connor let his hand fall between her legs and
plucked the third thimble away, then his fingers began to rub her
clitoris.

The explosion of sensation made Rebecca cry
out loud. She twisted and writhed in place, gulping in air before
dropping herself fully onto the vibrating dildo, impaling herself
despite the sharp pull on her braid. Then she began to ride
frantically up and down, heedless of what he would think of her,
frantic with need as the intoxicating effects of the passion and
pleasure began to spiral out of control

She slid up and down the thick vibrator
repeatedly, gasping each time it tugged sharply on her hair, her
hips grinding desperately against his fingers as he rubbed her
clitoris. Then the orgasm exploded within her and she screamed out
loud, completely losing her mind as the pleasure swamped her with
an overload of pleasure so powerful she couldn’t think.

She had fallen back on her animal instincts
and plunged up and down on the thick cock as her mind was roiled by
the seemingly endless wave of pleasure. Her body trembled and shook
as her muscles spasmed, and her nerve endings crackled like live
electrical wires.

As the orgasm faded she sank down, ignoring
the pull on her hair, moaning dazedly as she gulped in air. Connor
reached behind her and undid the straps holding the ball in her
mouth and pulled it free before abruptly standing up before
her.

She groaned as he pulled on the braid,
pressing in closer to the wall to tilt her head back further. Her
mouth was open wide, and he yanked his sweatpants down so that his
erection sprang up hungrily. He pressed it forward, sliding it
through the open lips of her mouth and across her tongue even as
her glassy eyes began to finally pass on information she was seeing
through her befuddled brain.

He held her braid back as he pumped slowly in
and out, and her eyes fluttered as she stared into his groin and
along the length of his cock. Then the head pushed deep, and she
gurgled, her eyes widening that it slipped into her throat. Rather
than pull back, however, he kept going. Rebecca felt a jolt of
astonishment as his cock slid deep into her throat and kept going
until her lips were wrapped around the base.

She heard him curse softly overhead as he
ground himself against her, and her mind was suddenly filled with
shock, and disbelief at the sense of aching coming from her
overfilled throat. She felt amazement that she had not gagged
already, and a strange, wicked sense of achievement.

They had discussed this sort of thing before
a few times, and she had dismissed the ability as something only
extremely experienced women of low moral stature ever accomplished.
Sluts, in other words. She had even gone into the anatomy of the
male phallus to point out that the feel of her lips and tongue on
the front, around the head was what was important.

Still, she had always felt a sense of failure
at not being able to achieve what some of those other women did.
She had seen a few videos of it, and they seemed to do it
effortlessly. She had never really tried before, however. And now
she had been presented with a fait accompli.

If she wasn’t feeling that sense of awe at
her accomplishment, at being able to take his entire cock down her
throat with almost no gagging, she would have been outraged at his
behavior. As it was she was left bewildered as he slowly slid
himself out and she found herself coping with the strange sensation
of his thick, slick cock sliding up her throat and then out into
her mouth.

She coughed several times, gulping in air as
he rubbed himself against her face.

But then before she could say a word he
pushed himself back into her mouth and she gurgled as he slid into
her throat once more, pushing down all the way to the hilt. Her
wrist pulled instinctively against the restraints and she sought to
back away, but the wall was right behind her and her hair was held
in a tight grip.

This was so insane! She could hardly believe
it! She could hardly believe she’d done it! Was doing it! Oh, he
was going to get such a talking to later! And yet, that sense of
victory filled her with an almost giddy delight as he pulled
himself slowly out once more.

He dropped down low and kissed her hungrily,
then gripped her throat and pushed himself back.

“Tell me you're my sex slave!” he
growled.

“I-I’m y-your sex slave, Master!” she
gasped.

His hand dropped low and his fingers rubbed
her clitoris.

“Tell me you belong to me, slave girl.”

“I-I… belong… t-to you… Master!” she
moaned.

He stood up again and once more his cock
pushed into her open mouth and then kept sliding forward and down
her throat. This time he pulled back halfway then pushed forward
once again, pulled back then pushed forward, effectively using her
mouth and throat as if it was her pussy.

She gurgled and gagged weakly,
discombobulated by this sudden increase in the unfamiliar
sensations assaulting her throat. He buried himself in her throat
again, grinding her lips against his groin before pulling slowly
back and out to let her breathe.

She began to suck and lick on him, then,
hoping to delay him from thrusting himself down her throat again.
He pulled out entirely, then, using her hair to guide her,
maneuvered her lips over his testicles. Moaning, still panting for
breath, she took them into her mouth, sucking and licking,
massaging them against the roof of her mouth as he held her in
place.

He pulled back and began fisting himself,
rapidly pumping his hand along his shaft as he held it directly
before her face. He tugged on her braid again and she winced, her
mouth opening wider as he came, spurting his seed into her open
mouth.

“A little appetizer for you, slave girl.”

He put the ball gag back in place as he
finished making dinner. They usually ate out in the dining room but
he simply pulled the little two-person kitchen table closer to her
and sat down next to her to eat

The vibrator was still buzzing away inside
her and Rebecca moaned weakly, wriggling a little atop it. She
looked up at him uncertainly, wondering when she was going to get
to eat, and he grinned down at her. “Is the slave girl hungry?”

He undid the ball gag and removed it, then
held a small meatball in the palm of his hand directly under her
nose.

“Eat, slave.”

It did smell nice, and she was hungry, so
Rebecca licked the meatball out of his hand and chewed
thoughtfully. He repeated this several times and she began to
become aware of how strange and subservient her position was in
literally eating out of the palm of his hand. That made her uneasy
and a bit indignant but with the vibrator buzzing away inside her
she certainly couldn’t be angry about it.

Her mind and body were starting to throb with
sexual tension once again and she felt herself sinking with delight
into the role of the sexy slave girl and eagerly licking food out
of his hand and fingers as he fed her.

At first, he used a fork to slide the mashed
potatoes into her mouth, but then he simply scooped some up in two
fingers and, startled at first, she rolled her eyes up at him as
she slid her lips around his fingers and then sucked and licked the
mashed potatoes off.

She moaned weakly, grinding herself down on
the vibrating cock inside her, starting to slide up and down its
length as the heat grew more intense. Then he did something and it
stopped vibrating.

“I don’t want you to get too addicted to
that, little slave girl,” he said.

“Meany,” she pouted.

He slid more mashed potatoes into her mouth,
and she sucked them off and swallowed.

After dinner, he undid the wrist restraints
so her hands were finally free, but the restraints were still
locked tightly around her wrists and ankles. And he only freed her
hands so she could wash up.

Since that was their deal; whoever made
dinner, the other washed up, she didn’t protest. But it did feel
odd, standing before the sink just as usual, washing up entirely
naked with the collar around her neck and the restraints on her
wrists and ankles. When she was finished, she went out to the
living room to see him sitting before the TV.

“Am I supposed to stay naked all evening?”
she asked doubtfully.

“That is the normal uniform of the sex
slave,” he said in amusement.

She gave him a disapproving look.

“I was going to do my exercises.”

“That’s fine. You can do them right
here.”

He knew very well that she was talking about
her Pilates, and the thought of doing them naked in front of him
was… well, it would be very lewd and even obscene. But given her
current mood, she decided to go ahead and do it right there on the
carpet before him.

She felt a little self-conscious. But she
also took a delicious sense of pleasure in teasing him with some of
the more obscene poses. He kept half an eye on the TV and half an
eye on her. She didn’t appreciate only having half his attention,
though, and kept interrupting his TV show on purpose until he put
the ball gag back in her mouth.

She frowned and pouted at him after that but
found the gag oddly exciting.

After her exercises, she thought about what
she would usually do around now, and decided that the kitchen floor
was overdue for washing. Especially if he expected her to be
kneeling on it! She went into the closet and got the pale and mop,
then began to fill it up with soap and water.

Before she could start, however, he came into
the kitchen and grinned at her, taking the mop away.

“Slave girls clean things by hand,” he said.
“On all fours.”

She felt a jolt of thrilling excitement for
some reason at that idea. And when he gripped the back of her
collar and pushed her down onto her knees she did not resist. He
provided her with sponges from under the sink and she got down on
all fours, starting in the corner, scrubbing the floor clean.

It was not a large kitchen, thankfully, for
this was a lot more effort. On the other hand, it was also more
exercise, especially for her arms. It did feel extremely odd and
extremely sexual, though. Then she discovered that without a bra,
moving her arms rapidly back and forth made her breasts swing
uncomfortably below her.

She had almost finished when there was a
knock at the door, a rapid-fire knock which she immediately
recognized as being Kaley. She tried to call out to him to not
answer but of course wasn’t able to, and to her dismay he got up
and went to the door.

She squeaked in alarm because the kitchen was
in full view of the doorway and there she was naked and gagged with
the collar around her throat on her hands and knees. She scurried
back to the rear of the kitchen and hid behind the cupboard as he
opened the door.

“Hiya handsome!” Kaley said, her flirty voice
carrying easily.

“Hello blonde girl,” he said.

“Is your gorgeous girlfriend around?”

“I’m afraid she stepped out momentarily.
That’s a lovely outfit you’re wearing.”

“Oh, this old thing?” Kaley cooed.

Rebecca frowned then eased to the corner to
peak around the edge of the cupboard. Her eyes widened as she saw
that the blonde was wearing some kind of tight white halter top. It
was shiny like silk, though it was likely some kind of cheap
polyester, she thought dismissively.

More to the point, it left her midriff bare
above low riding elastic trousers, showed a generous amount of
cleavage along with the top third of her breasts, and had very
large openings around her arms so that the outside of her breast
was partially visible as well.

What a slut! she growled to herself.
Who would wear such an outfit out of her house?! Of course, she had
known that Connor would be here, so she was obviously wearing it
for his benefit. The cheap little tart!

“Danny likes it. He says it’s his favorite
top,” she said.

“I can see why,” Connor said in
amusement.

“I was wearing it at Kelsey’s and all the men
seemed to like it,” she said.

“I don’t doubt it,” he replied.

Rebecca scowled at the girl but ducked back
as she started to turn her head.

Trust her to wear that out in public. Of
course, given how big and strong Danny was, she supposed she wasn’t
all that worried about getting rude comments from strange men.

She peeked out again as she thought of
something and then ducked back more, muttering to herself. The girl
hadn’t even had the decency to wear a bra! Granted, she wasn’t as
big as Rebecca, but she was certainly not small either.

“Is there something I can do for you?” Connor
asked.

“Now there’s an open-ended offer,” Kaley
said, laughing.

Tramp, Rebecca thought.

“Anything that wouldn’t annoy Dan? He’s an
awfully big guy, you know.”

Kaley laughed again, in that loud, crude way
of hers. “You’d be surprised what Danny would let you get away
with,” she said, her voice as soft, throaty purr. “Of course, he’d
want to reciprocate, and I doubt somehow that your very proper
girlfriend would like that.”

“No, I rather think she wouldn’t,” Connor
said.

What on earth was this vapid, cheap woman
talking about, Rebecca wondered.

“But I really came to see if I could borrow a
little cream.”

“I think we have some.”

Rebecca’s eyes widened and she shrank back,
trying to hide against the wall as she heard his footsteps
approach. Worse, Kaley was following him! Fortunately, the fridge
door opened towards her so that when he opened it wide she was
further hidden as he looked inside for cream.

Which was a good thing because Kaley had
followed him right up to the fridge!

“Here you are,” he said.

“Thanks, handsome. I’ll get that back to you
soon as I do my shopping tomorrow.”

“I’ll tell Rebecca,” he said.

“Tell her the pussycat took her cream,” Kaley
said with another braying laugh.

Her heart was beating furiously as Rebecca
pressed herself into the corner as tightly as she could. She felt a
surge of relief as she heard footsteps moving away from the kitchen
and then peeked out to see him leading her to the door and through
it.

As soon as the door was closed and he was
walking she stood up and scurried through the kitchen and then out
into the living room to confront him.

He grinned at her even as she reached up
behind her neck to try to undo the strap holding the ball gag in
place.

“There’s no point in you yelling at me,” he
said. “I didn’t invite her in. I thought she’d stay at the door. It
wasn’t like I was going to close the door in her face while I came
to the kitchen.”

Everything he said was entirely reasonable
but she was still fuming.

“Nor did I dress her. Nor did I make any
suggestion about swapping partners. That was her suggestion.”

His words startled her, and she stared at him
in astonishment for now she realized that was exactly what the
blonde had been hinting at when she suggested Daniel would let him
do certain things as long as he got to reciprocate. Her jaw would
have dropped if it wasn’t already held open by the ball gag.

“Have you finished with the kitchen floor,
slave girl?”

She frowned at him but he caught her by the
collar and led her firmly though not roughly back into the kitchen.
Then he slapped her bottom and she yelped as he drew back and
released her.

“Finish the kitchen floor like a proper slave
girl and then maybe I’ll let you on the furniture.”

She glared at his back and reached up behind
her neck to try again to undo the strap holding the ball gag in
place, but somehow or other it eluded her. It wasn’t a simple
buckle as she had supposed. There was some kind of oddly shaped
clasp there and she couldn’t see it to undo it.

She muttered around the ball gag and sank
back to her knees, but there was very little else she could do but
finish with what she had started. She dipped the sponge into the
soapy water and then squeezed it to let most of the water out
before continuing to scrub at the floor.

They really should move. She liked her
apartment, but honestly, living above that woman was becoming more
and more infuriating. The way she flirted with Connor was
outrageous. And that ridiculous suggestion that her boyfriend might
let Connor do whatever he wanted to her - as if he would! Connor
had no real interest in her, she thought.

Of course, she was an attractive girl and he
had said as much. But she could hardly blame him for noticing the
obvious. Especially when she flaunted herself the way she did. But
suggesting also that Daniel would be forgiving as long as he got to
reciprocate could only mean one thing.

She scowled as she scrubbed the floor, but
despite her disapproval felt a hot little thrum of excitement as
her imagination took hold. She remembered that powerfully built
Wayne man today and thought that Daniel was probably just as
well-built. What would he look like without his shirt on?

Of course, it was ludicrous to even suggest,
and the only place she had ever heard such things mentioned were on
reruns of That Seventies Show on Netflix. But trust Kaley to think
of it. The woman had the morals of an alley cat.
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She finished her scrubbing and straightened
up with a sigh of relief. She stood up and carried the bucket to
the bathroom and poured it down the toilet and rinsed it out. She
carefully washed her hands and brushed her hair before going out
into the living room.

“Have you finished your job, slave girl?”

She scowled at him and nodded.

“Will you be a good, respectful little slave
girl if I take the ball gag out?”

She gave him a mulish look, then nodded.

He gripped her wrist and pulled her down onto
the sofa beside him, but then moved to draw it behind her back and
quickly grabbed the other to lock them together. He reached up
behind her neck and undid the strap easily, then worked the ball
out of her mouth.

“Remember, slave girl, if you’re
disrespectful to your master, you’ll get a spanking.”

“You wouldn’t dare,” she exclaimed.

“Would you like to test that theory?”

She didn’t. Especially since he had smacked
her bottom a number of times over the last couple of days.

“That horrible woman!” she exclaimed.
“Imagine wearing something like that out in public!

“She looked pretty sexy in it.”

She scowled at him. “Men seem to always think
that the fewer clothes a woman wears the sexier she is.”

“Why do you think I like you naked?” he asked
with a grin.

She sniffed disdainfully.

“I wonder if her boyfriend knows she walks
around offering herself to other men.”

“I’m pretty sure she was kidding,” he said.
“She’s just one of those women that’s always flirting with men. I
think that’s the only way she relates to men.”

“And you don’t think she was suggesting that
Dan would be fine with your doing things with her as long as you
let him do the same with me?”

“Oh that’s what she was suggesting, but
remember she said that you would never approve so it’s more like
she was saying as long as you would let him do the same with
you.”

“And that isn’t the sluttiest thing you’ve
ever heard in your life?!”

“I don’t think she was serious.”

“I bet you wish she was,” she said
accusingly. “You think she’s hot.”

“She is hot.”

He lifted her up and sat her across his lap,
overcoming her weak effort to pull away by gathering her hair in
his hand tugging back to force her back to arch.

“Ow, Connor!” she gasped.

“My name is master, slave girl.”

His fingers were already between her legs
stroking her and she spread her thighs apart, feeling a rush of
excitement as two fingers slipped into her body.

“You’re very wet, slave girl.”

She blushed self-consciously.

He sank his fingers deep into her warm sex
and then rubbed his thumb skillfully across her clitoris.

“Maybe you are getting excited at the thought
of Dan getting his hands on your body,” he teased.

“Oh, as if!” she gasped. “You’re the one that
wants to get his hands on that slutty blonde!”

“I like my hands where they are now,” he
said.

Rebecca gasped and moaned as he slowly worked
a third finger into her body.

“Of course, since you are my sex slave, and
since you belong to me, I can let any man use your body however I
choose to. Maybe I’ll let Dan use you in exchange for him working
on some plumbing for me.”

“Oh, you are so sick!” she gasped.

“In fact, I hear Kaley is a good cook. Maybe
I’ll have her make me dinner and let her enjoy your body as
payment.”

Rebecca gasped at the suggestion, momentarily
silent. It had not even occurred to her that Kaley might be
interested in other girls. She wondered at herself not having ever
thought of it before. It was just the sort of thing a sexually
adventurous girl - to use a polite term - might be interested
in.

In fact though, back in college there had
been a few suggestions from other girls which she had been quite
tempted to take up, if only out of curiosity’s sake. Having sex
with girls did not seem to suggest the same degree of moral
failings as doing it with guys. And did not carry with it anything
like the number of risks.

People often thought her belief in proper
behavior in public meant she was very conservative and religious,
but she wasn’t, really. And she had a very liberal attitude towards
diversity and different sexual orientations. She had stayed well
away from pornography, though, except when someone she was dating
had shown her something, and wasn’t entirely certain what girls did
together. Unless it was simply kissing, caressing, and oral
sex.

But of course, Kaley was certainly not the
type of woman she had an interest in experimenting with in that
regard. She thought of such things, on the rare occasion when she
did, as something gentler than with men, softer, slower, more
restrained, and dignified. And that was not the way she envisaged
the blonde girl having sex of any kind. After all, she had heard
her screaming.

She realized she was being a tad hypocritical
here given her own behavior the last couple of days. In fact,
thinking back over recent events, she hoped she had not made any
sounds that they had heard downstairs. That would be mortifying!
Connor had been quick to put his hand over her mouth or even around
her throat, though, and she been gagged today.

“I bet you’d like that,” she sniffed. “All
you men seem to think every pretty girl wants to have sex with
other girls just so you can watch.”

“Not just so we can watch. We’d like to join
in,” he said in amusement.

“I think the whole point of lesbian sex is so
that we don’t need men,” she said.

“But it would be much more fun my way.”

“Men are such – huhhh!” she gasped as he
jerked back on her hair and bent to take the middle of her breast
into his mouth.

“Don’t be disrespectful towards your master,
slave girl.”

“Oh! Oh! Don’t!” she squealed and squirmed as
he rained small bites across the taut surface of her breast.

“Mmmmmm. Tasty girl flesh,” he said.

He nibbled his way across her breast to her
other breast, letting his teeth grind gently against her stiff
nipple before taking it into his mouth and sucking hungrily. His
right hand was busy between her thighs, two fingers slipping inside
her as his thumb stroked her clitoris again.

“Yes, I think that would be a very good
idea,” he said teasingly. “I’ll let Kaley have her way with you.
I’m sure she has much to teach you.”

“Because she’s a slut!” she exclaimed.

He laughed and drew back then rolled her onto
her belly and slapped her bottom sharply, causing her to yelp in
pain.

“How dare you say such a nasty thing about
such a sweet, innocent young woman?” he said sternly.

“She’s a blonde tramp!” Rebecca gasped.

Crack! Crack!

“If you can’t say something nice about
somebody, then you shouldn’t say anything at all,” he said
piously.

Crack!

“Seems I heard that somewhere before.”

Crack!

“Ow! Connor!”

Crack!

“That’s master to you, slave girl.”

His fingers slid into her again, twisting and
turning and pumping slowly in and out as she squirmed atop his
lap.

“Are you going to be a good little slave
girl?”

Crack!

“Ow! Yes, master!” she gasped.

Crack!

“Let me hear you say it.”

Crack!

“Ow! I’ll be a good little slave girl,
master!” she cried.

He rolled her over again, his fingers sliding
out so that he could fondle her breasts then dropping back between
her thighs.

“Spread your legs wide,” he ordered. “Wider.
Wider still.”

Rebecca groaned, the tendons in her thighs
stretching and straining as she stretched her knees as far apart as
possible.

He worked three fingers into her body,
pumping them slowly in and out as his thumb stroked over her
clitoris. He lowered his mouth to her aching nipples, sucking and
chewing and licking as she gasped and whimpered in pleasure.

She wriggled and writhed and moaned atop him
as the heat grew within her and then she cried out in pleasure as
another orgasm tore through her body. She arched her back, again
and again, her hips grinding frantically up against his fingers as
the heat burned within her.

He lifted her up and sat her aside on the
sofa as he reached for the TV remote again. Rebecca lay sprawled
there, chest heaving as she bathed in the afterglow, then slowly
drew herself up and turned her attention back to him. She stretched
her legs out along the sofa and let her bare toes teasingly prod at
his side.

“Is that the best you can do, Mr. Master?”
she teased.

“Keep your feet to yourself or I’ll make you
sit on the floor again, slave girl.”

She sniffed disdainfully. “I’m not afraid of
you, Mr. Master.”

She stood up and then moved over in front of
him, turning her back to him and waving her bound wrists.

“Take these off, Mr. Master.”

Crack!

She squealed and leaped away at the sharp
slap to her bottom, then turned and scowled at him.

“That's spousal abuse!” she said
accusingly.

“You’re not my spouse, you’re my sex slave.
If you’re not careful I’ll sell you on the Internet to some Arab
sheik.”

“Ha! You don’t scare me, Mr. Master.”

She moved around to the other side of the
coffee table to stand directly between him and the television, her
back to him as she pretended to look at the screen.

“What’s this dumb show about?” she asked. “It
doesn’t seem very interesting to me. Maybe I’m just too intelligent
and sophisticated for your low, manly forms of entertainment.”

“Did you promise to be a good little slave
girl?” he demanded.

“No, I don’t remember that.”

He stood up and she squealed and ran away. He
went into the cupboard as she went into the bedroom and then peeked
around the corner. She came out slowly, wondering what he was doing
in there, and when he emerged with what looked like a coil of rope
she squealed again and ran back into the bedroom, then tried to
close the door on him.

Five minutes later she was hanging upside
down by the ankles with the ball gag filling her mouth and the
vibrator thing pressed against her sex. Connor was back on the
living room sofa watching TV as she moaned and wriggled
helplessly.

At first, she felt throbbing in her skull as
all the blood rush to her head, but after a few minutes that seemed
to equalize. After that, she merely had an upside-down view of the
world, with the vibrator held in place against the column, and
pressing down firmly against the mouth of her sex.

There was very little she could do to affect
her situation. She felt a delicious sense of wicked excitement in
this new and outrageous variety of her bondage, and the vibrator
was quickly beginning to have an impact on both her body and then
her mind.

Her wrists were bound behind her back but she
was able to use her hands to grip the column or push against it.
That allowed her to move her body a little in and out to grind
herself against the vibrator and she had another orgasm within
minutes.

Lightheaded and somewhat giddy, she gave
herself another orgasm then another, grinding herself against the
relentless vibrations of the device pressed against her.

“Are you having fun?” he asked, standing over
her.

She could not, of course, answer, but only
groan as she looked up at him.

He lowered her carefully to the floor then
let her lay there for a few minutes to recover. When she sat up and
turned to him he turned his head and grinned at her.

“Are you enjoying yourself, sex slave?”

Her ankles were still locked together and she
moaned and then began to wriggle her way across the den to him,
crawling and rolling on the floor until she reached the living room
rug.

“I didn’t say you could come into the living
room, slave.”

She continued to wriggle forward and then
stood up awkwardly to take a few hops towards the sofa. He stood up
and grabbed her and then lifted her over his shoulder to carry her
back into the bedroom.

Crack!

“I can see you’re going have to be put in
your place, slave girl.”

He placed her on the bed on her belly then
yanked her hips up and slapped her bottom. He tied the rope to her
ankle restraints and spread them wide apart. Then unlatched her
wrists and pulled them out to the sides and then underneath her
abdomen, to join them together again between her thighs before
attaching another rope to them and pulling it downwards towards the
foot of the bed.

Finally, he brought out an odd-looking
device. It looked like stainless steel rod of some kind, like the
crook of an umbrella. He grinned at her and disappeared behind her
then a moment later she felt his fingers at the plug thing he had
pushed into her. She blushed hotly as she felt him tugging on it,
the pressure slowly forcing her open as it came free.

But then what had to be the stainless-steel
hook was pushed into her bottom, for she soon felt its touch
against her tailbone as it was led forward along her back. He tied
the rope to the far end and drew it up to the headboard, tightening
it so that she felt a sharp pull that forced her bottom a little
higher and forward.

She groaned weakly, heat filling her mind and
body. She was totally lost in his kinky, imaginative fantasy, and
couldn’t imagine where he was getting his ideas from. But they were
certainly outrageous and scalding!

A moment later he slid the vibrator, the one
that looked like a real penis, into her body and left her like
that. Rebecca trembled and her hips began to grind almost
unconsciously back. Her movements were limited but as the
excitement grew she felt herself sinking into the dark, churning
waters of passion and heat which soon began to flood through
her.

Connor appeared, entirely casual, as if
knowing she belonged to him and was completely in his control,
knowing he could do anything he wanted to her helpless body! She
trembled as she moved behind her, feeling his hands caressing her
buttocks, and sliding down along her bare back and through her
hair.

“Sex slave!” he taunted.

He reached for the rope attached to the hook
thing and she felt the pressure lessening. Then it was smoothly
withdrawn. A moment later she felt something much softer and warmer
pressing against her back there and gasped, eyes widening as what
had to be his real cock pushed into her.

She moaned, half in denial, half in
excitement as she felt his cock dipping in and out, pushing deeper
and deeper into her bottom. Her mind squirmed but her dark heat
gripped her in its embrace, and with the vibrator buzzing away she
could only shudder and moan as he worked himself deeper and higher
inside her.

She was astonished that it didn’t hurt. It
might not be her idea of excitement, exactly, but it didn’t feel
that way at all as he began to work itself in and out with more
authority.

“What a lovely, tight little butt you have,
slave girl. I’m so glad I own this body now and can do anything I
want with it.”

She moaned in partial indignation, then
gasped as his cock plunged so deep she felt cramps in her
abdomen

“I’m sure Daniel will love it too,” he
said.

Crack!

She squealed and moaned as he began to thrust
harder, his hips working in and out until finally they began to
slap against her upraised buttocks. The vibrator continued to buzz
powerfully within her and his hands slid up and down her body and
into her hair. He wound a thick tendril around his fist and pulled
up and back, slapping her bottom as he drove his hips hard against
her upraised buttocks.

This is so dirty, she gasped to
herself. I can’t believe I’m doing this! I must be insane!
Yet the heat built up within her and she was soon panting for
breath once again as his hands raced over her body and he
manhandled and fondled her carelessly and even roughly. He slapped
her bottom, pulled on her hair, and called her his sex slave as his
hips slapped powerfully against her.

A dark, feverish heat crept over her and her
eyes slitted as she grunted and gasped to every deep stroke. Then
the powerful rush of pleasure swept through her yet again, and she
cried out in dazed wonder, giving herself fully to the orgasm as it
tore through her body.

*

Rebecca spent the rest of the night naked and
collared, even sleeping like that. In the morning, he released her
only to shower and do her hair. Then she had breakfast on her knees
before him again, collared and restrained.

She finally got dressed only to go to work
and felt very strange when she got there given the wild divergence
in how she was dressed, acted, and was treated at work. Other women
handled a very different lifestyle between their home lives in
their work lives, she knew, and intended to research that on the
Internet, though not, of course, at work.

But it felt very… very odd.
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She was annoyed the next day to realize that
this being Friday, Kaley and Dan would be coming over for dinner.
She was determined to make it as quick a dinner as possible so that
they could get back to their fun and games afterward.

She thought about making something terribly
simple but remembered what Connor had said about Kaley being a good
cook. She doubted that was true, but either way she intended to
show the little blonde hussy up by producing a very memorable
meal.

In fact, she would show the blonde up in any
number of ways. She would be the soul of grace and dignity for one
thing, and was quite sure no one could miss the distinction between
them on that particular subject. She would serve a healthy, yet
delicious and complicated meal, and she would act more mature,

She would even look sexier. But, of course,
in a much more restrained and casual fashion without the need to
flaunt her assets in tight, low-cut tops! She had picked up a new
dress. It was ivory, with a tight waist, and short, frilly, pleated
skirt which was quite short – shorter than the kilt she had worn to
work the previous day.

The dress had an open back, with a tight
front that rose to just below her neck and held in place by two
thin spaghetti straps. They went over her shoulders, then down her
back to emerge under her arms to pull the front further back.

Unlike what Kaley had worn the other day this
top, while leaving some of her sides bare, completely covered her
breasts. She couldn’t wear a bra with it, but the dress had a
built-in bra which would do. She added a pair of cute, strappy high
heels, and a faux diamond choker, and then did her hair half up,
half down to add an elegant look.

She thought she looked quite sophisticated
and sexy, but not in a slutty way. Still, the dress made her a
little nervous. She’d never worn a skirt quite so short nor a top
quite so tight in public. Well, if Kaley insisted on showing her
assets off to Connor why shouldn’t she do the same for Dan?

All went well, at first. In fact, it went
better than well, for Kaley was late from work. That left Rebecca
able to show off for Dan while teasing Connor by doing so. She
served aperitifs while they waited for dinner, which she had turned
down low to allow extra time for Kaley to get home.

She found that she enjoyed the admiring
glances from the two men. Dan reminded her of that big, muscular
Wayne, and she couldn’t exactly exercise from her mind Connor’s
teasing about switching partners and letting Dan have his way with
her.

Combined, that gave her a delicious little
sense of ego-boosting excitement every time he gazed at her or paid
her a compliment. She found that she was flirting with Dan, in a
way she never would have before. Of course, it was just playful
fun, and half intended to tease Connor for his suggestive comments
the other day.

But she still wound up giggling far too much
and complementing him on his broad shoulders and chest more than
she ought to. She realized she might be making Connor jealous, but
then thought, with no small sense of smugness, that he deserved it
anyway.

And then Dan spotted the tripod in the den
and pulled it away from the wall.

“Which one of you paints?” he asked.

“Oh I just draw,” Connor said.

Rebecca had just a moment to remember what he
had last drawn before she felt a sense of panic at whether or not
he had removed the sheet and how much of the drawing he had
completed when that he had been… interrupted.

The blood rushed from her face when Dan’s
eyes lit up.

“Woah! I guess I understand the slave girl
outfit now! You’re quite the artist, Connor!”

He turned the tripod around she saw that
Connor had drawn quite a lifelike image of her standing nude with
her arms raised and bound, her back arched, and the ball gag in her
mouth. There was no doubt whatsoever of who the model for the image
was and she felt her face suddenly turn scarlet.

“What’s this between her legs?” he asked
curiously.

Connor had included the rounded head of the
vibrator attached to the little arm which projected out from the
column.

“That’s a vibrator,” Connor said
casually.

“I think I have to try this on Kaley,” he
said in amusement.

Rebecca fled to her bedroom and closed the
door.

It didn’t take long for Connor to come in,
and he seemed entirely unruffled by her humiliation.

“We have to move!” she cried.

“Don’t be silly. We lucked in here and you’re
just about finished decorating.”

“How can I ever face him or her again!?”

“I don’t see the big deal.”

She looked at him in disbelief.

“It’s not like he actually saw you naked.
Just the drawing.”

“Tied up with a vibrator! And you can be sure
he’ll be telling that blonde slut that he lives with!”

“Yes, I suppose he will. On the other hand,
we heard her crying out in orgasm more than a few times. So it’s
not like they don’t have an active sex life themselves.”

“But… But… It’s probably more… Normal!”

“Who knows what it’s like? I know Dan already
asked me where I got the slave girl costume. He wanted to buy one
for Kaley.”

“Well, that figures! You men are
perverts!”

“You seemed to be enjoying it quite a bit
yourself, slave girl,” he said.

There was no denying that and she hugged
herself anxiously. “I guess I’m a pervert too,” she moaned.

He wrapped his arms around her with a small
laugh.

“It’s not even all that unusual, you know.
About a third of couples sometimes play with masks, blindfolds, and
bondage. I looked it up. And given how enthusiastic Dan says Kaley
is about sex, I’m willing to bet she has experimented with it
herself more than a time or two. So it's certainly not going to
shock her.”

“That isn’t the point!” she exclaimed in
irritation.

“No, the point is you’re a snob who thinks
you’re way better than Kaley, and you don’t want to be seen as
doing kinky stuff like she would do.”

“I am not a snob,” she said sulkily. “And I
am way better than her!”

He laughed softly. “If it makes you feel any
better you have a better body than her.”

“How would you know that?” she demanded.

“Let’s just say that she does not have your
attitude towards her partner taking pictures of her.”

Her eyes widened.

“And she doesn’t mind Dan showing those
pictures to people on occasion, either.”

“I knew she was a slut!”

“So you see, you really don’t have anything
to be embarrassed about. Now let’s get back out to our guest.

“Oh no! No way! I couldn’t!”

“If you don’t what will you say the next time
you meet them in the hall?”

She stared at him helplessly.

“Just act like it’s no big deal and you’ll
soon lose your embarrassment.”

She saw no real alternative so braced herself
and let him pull her out of the bedroom and prepared herself to
apologize to Dan for her behavior. He was back in the living,
though, and Kaley had arrived. Worse, to her dismay her ‘portrait’
was still sitting on the pedestal, facing the room.

But then she saw what Kaley was wearing and
her eyes widened in disbelief. It was the same slave-girl outfit
Dan had seen her wearing a couple of days earlier! Without any
embarrassment at all the blonde rose to her feet and did a
pirouette, beaming at them.

“How do I look? Dan bought me the same outfit
he said you were wearing the other day, gorgeous.”

He might have, but he had bought one at least
a size too small, Rebecca saw. And the girl showed absolutely no
embarrassment at the lacy bottom nearly exposing her buttocks
completely save for the thin thong going down between them. For a
moment she was speechless as Kaley strolled forward to them and did
another pirouette.

“How do I look? Like a sexy slave girl?!”

“Definitely,” Connor said in amusement.

“You should put yours on too,” Kaley said
eagerly, looking at Rebecca.

Rebecca stared at her in astonishment. Only
when she got over her initial shock did her face flush with
embarrassment. But her mind was filled with uncertainty and
confusion. What on earth was the girl suggesting?! Did she think
that that was the sort of outfit couples habitually wore in
public?! Given what she had worn the other day perhaps that was the
case. Or was she suggesting something more along the lines of what
she had hinted at to Connor?!

“I-I better check on dinner!” she gulped.

She hurried into the kitchen, then out of
force of habit, checked on dinner and turned up the oven again. To
her dismay, though, Kaley followed her.

“I hope you don’t mind,” she said. “It’s not
exactly the same as yours. Dan says yours had purple lace while
this has green.”

“I-I don’t care,” Rebecca gulped.

“I think we’d look really hot both wearing
them, and would drive the boys nuts,” Kaley said with a giggle.

It occurred to her now as it had before that
this girl was entirely too upfront and open about her sex life and
everything related to sex and sexuality. Rebecca was of course the
exact opposite, considering such things to be highly personal and
never to be discussed in public.

But for the first time, she considered the
likelihood that this was simply an aspect of how she was raised,
which was clearly different from her own upbringing. Kaley simply
wasn’t embarrassed about her body at all and was quite proud of it.
On the surface, that was quite a healthy attitude, and probably
better than her own, Rebecca thought.

“I don’t think I’m really up to that,” she
admitted.

“What? Dan’s already sort of seen you. Not to
mention that drawing. That’s really sexy, by the way. I don’t
suppose you’d let Connor draw me?”

Rebecca’s face heated.

“I honestly didn’t realize you had such nice
boobs,” Kaley said. “Or is that drawing real?”

She looked down at Rebecca’s chest for a
moment then back up. “Where have you been hiding those?” she asked
with a grin.

Rebecca was not about to tell her about
flattening bras or why she wore them.

“I-I have to get dinner done,” she
gulped.

“Surely. I’ll go play with the boys.”

Rebecca frowned as the blonde turned and
strolled back towards the living room. Connor and Dan both looked
up as she flaunted herself before them and Rebecca ground her teeth
together in irritation. There was no way she was going to put on a
similar outfit, however. It was beneath her dignity!

She busied herself with dinner, ignoring the
occasional bray of laughter that rose from Kaley in the other
room.

She did her best to brazen things out from
there, acting like nothing at all was unusual about the way the
blonde was dressed as she set the table and brought out the food.
She talked about the food and its preparation as a safe subject
while they all sat down at the dining room table.

Kaley was being uncharacteristically quiet,
though she looked… odd for some reason. Rebecca explained where
each dish came from, and its historical origin as she brought out
more plates. Dan and Connor tasted it carefully, and she frowned at
them.

“Honestly! It tastes good! Trust me! Just
because it’s foreign doesn’t mean it’s not tasty.”

“It actually does taste pretty good,” Dan
said almost in surprise.

Kaley was squirming oddly and Dan and Connor
looked strange and smug as if they had a secret. She noticed the
blonde girl’s face reddening and a flush spreading down her
neck.

“Are you feeling all right, Kaley?” she asked
uncertainly.

The blonde girl nodded rapidly, while Dan
snorted in amusement.

She turned her eyes back to him uncertainly,
wondering what was going on. She frowned at Connor, who was
smirking slightly himself, but he just looked down at his
plate.

Dan had his phone on the table next to him,
and occasionally reached to tap the screen, but she couldn’t see
what it was he was doing. She thought it was rather rude, but it
wasn’t taking up much of his attention, so he clearly wasn’t
reading anything much. Perhaps he was waiting for an important
message.

The flush had spread down to the top of
Christie’s chest and she hunched over her plate. Rebecca frowned at
her, beginning to become concerned.

“Are you sure you’re all right?” she
asked.

Dan and Connor both snorted and she stared at
them both, confused.

“Turn it off!” The blonde moaned in a barely
audible voice.

Dan snickered in amusement.

“Turn what off?” Rebecca asked
hesitantly.

The blonde was starting to perspire and the
flush had deepened. She was gulping in air in ragged little gasps
and her face had a dazed look to it.

“It’s not even at maximum setting yet,” Dan
said.

Rebecca stared at him in bafflement.

Then flicked his finger over the phone and
Kaley shuddered, drew in a deep, ragged breath, and straightened
up, brushing her hair back from her face.

She seemed to improve from there, though
Rebecca had no clue as to what had transpired. She kept the
conversation on topics like traffic and taxes in the city, her
work, and the various things she had bought to decorate the
apartment with. Dan talked about his job and then Kaley started
talking about how she’s convinced men to buy cars.

What she had to say about men was not exactly
flattering, and she said it with great glee, relating how she
flirted with and complimented them to get them to buy more
expensive cars than intended. Or at least she did until she gave a
sudden jerk, let out a gasp, and turned her head to stare at
Dan.

From there on she started to squirm in her
seat again as Dan took over the conversation, and her face was soon
flushed once more.

“Men are, of course, the superior gender,” he
said airily. “Bigger, faster, stronger,”

“Dumber,” Kaley moaned between clenched
teeth.

Rebecca giggled despite herself, but was
still baffled about what was going on.

“Slave girls who want to eat at the table
should be more respectful toward their men folk,” Dan said.

Of course, referring to Kaley as a slave girl
sent a jolt through Rebecca and she darted a quick look at Connor.
He merely shrugged in return as if to say it was not an uncommon
phrase to use to someone wearing such an outfit.

She soon improved again and was soon her old
loud, laughing self, and not hesitating at all to lean forward or
arch her back despite the fact her breasts were spilling out around
the too-small bra.

They finished dinner and Rebecca smiled
modestly at the compliments as she took the dishes away. They
settled into the living room again and Kaley eyed her in amusement
as she sat down.

“You know, Becky, if you don’t want to wear
this slave girl outfit, you can always wear the one you had in that
drawing Connor did of you,” she said with a smirk.

Rebecca’s face reddened and she glared at the
girl as the blonde grinned cheekily back.

“Are you being a brat again?” Dan asked.

“Moi?” Kaley asked innocently. “Have you
asked Connor where he got the collar and restraints yet?”

Dan stood up and gripped her wrist to pull
her out of her chair, then marched her across to the den probably
to say something stern to her in private, Rebecca assumed. She
looked down, so as to pretend not to notice, then glanced at
Connor. But he was watching Dan and Kaley.

“Are they fighting?” she whispered.

“Not exactly,” he replied in amusement.

Dan came back and sat down, and Rebecca
raised her eyes and then looked back towards the den. She was
startled to see Kaley standing there next to the column with her
arms raised above her head and apparently bound that way, in much
the same way she herself had been tied except for the lack of the
vibrator.

“I’ve given Kaley a timeout,” Dan said as he
picked up his drink.

He picked up his cell phone at the same time
did something to it before putting it down. Rebecca stared at him
in confusion, then at Connor who turned on the TV.

“So tell me about that project you’re doing,
Connor,” Dan said.

“Well, much of it is classified, but it
mostly involves breaking down the economic information from various
countries and then fitting them into an integrated picture of
likely future political scenarios.”

Rebecca glanced across the room towards where
Kaley was standing and saw her squirming again, this time more
energetically. With a shock, she suddenly recognized the girl’s
behavior from her own recent experiences. Yet it seemed impossible,
for she saw no sign of any kind of vibrator!

She glanced uncertainly towards Dan and he
grinned at her.

“You have to excuse Kaley. She was raised by
hippies, and they were naturalists.”

“What?” she asked in confusion.

“Nudists,” Connor chipped in.

“Oh.” Her face colored. “Oh!”

“In fact, her first job at eighteen was as a
stripper. So she’s a little free with her sexuality and not
everybody is always entirely comfortable with that.”

“I-I see,” she gulped.

“But she really is a free spirit in a lot of
ways.”

“That’s… that’s a good thing,” Rebecca
said.

She turned to look at the girl again and back
at Dan.

“I don’t understand what’s going on,” she
said.

Connor snickered and grinned at her. Then he
held up his phone. The screen showed a strange series of pulsing
lines.

“This controls the rate of pulses, the
strength, and speed of the vibrations of a little, egg-shaped
device called a Lush.”

Rebecca stared at him in confusion.

“Couple sometimes play games with them,”
Connor said, raising his eyebrows as if that signified
something.

“It’s a vibrator, Rebecca,” Dan said.

Rebecca looked at him in disbelief, then over
at Kaley who was twisting and writhing and undulating in place. Her
jaw dropped and she stared in amazement, her mind suddenly spinning
with confusion and uncertainty.

“I’m punishing her for her rudeness,” Dan
said.

“P-Punishing… her?” she gulped faintly.

“This also connects to a wristband which
detects her pulse rate and heartbeat. When they get too high, I
turn the vibrations down. I know just how high they get before she
peaks, so I turn it off each time before that happens.”

In shock, she stared at Connor who shrugged
and grinned. She realized with a start that when she said ‘peaks’
he meant an orgasm. He had been using the vibrator to arouse the
blonde almost to the point of climax and then turning it off each
time before it could happen!

Her face colored and she stared at Connor
again, wondering if she should get up and run out of the room once
more. This was so incredibly inappropriate to do in public!
Obviously, Connor didn’t care, and she glared at him indignantly.
She turned to look at Kaley and thought that she seemed to be
regaining her breath and not moving as much.

“Do you really think, Dan, but this is
something you want to be… indulging in, in front of another
couple?” she said in disapproval.

“Well, she was acting bratty to you, and
given that you and Connor apparently play around with this sort of
thing I didn’t think you would be terribly shocked or offended.
We’re all adults, after all.”

“That doesn’t mean that the... I-I mean,
there are certain subjects… which aren’t really meant to be brought
up among anyone but… but your own partner,” she sputtered.

“Kaley’s a free spirit and something of an
exhibitionist,” Dan said. “So I like to both punish and indulge
her.”

He flicked his fingers on the phone and
Rebecca heard Kaley gasp. She turned her head with a frown and saw
the girl squirming once more, grinding her thighs together.

“This is absurd!” she said sternly.

Her voice sounded a little shaky even to her,
though. Dan seemed to be as open and casual about this sort of
thing as he claimed Kaley was. And that made the blonde girl’s
suggestive words to Connor the other day seem all the more likely
to have been a direct hint of her agreeableness to such an
outrageous idea.

The problem was that since Connor had teased
her about it the other night when she was tied up and he was
skillfully manipulating her body, she allowed the images to play
through her mind, dark, wicked fantasies involving Dan and Kaley…
And her!

The problem was that since Connor had teased
her about it the other night when she was tied up and he was
skillfully manipulating her body, she had allowed the images to
play through her mind, dark, wicked fantasies involving Dan and
Kaley… And her!

She knew the very idea was outrageously
inappropriate and wholly improper, but couldn’t repress a dark,
underlying sense of fascination with the thought, though only as a
fantasy!

Dan’s phone rang, suddenly, and he shrugged
and answered it, then made a face and turned to Connor.

“The new sofa is in and they won’t bring it
up. Would you lend a hand, Connor?”

“Sure.”

The two men got up, leaving Rebecca looking
at them in consternation, then they went to the door and left. A
moment later, however, her attention was caught by Kaley, who
gasped and started to grind her thighs together once again.
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It wasn’t until they had left that Rebecca
realized with a start that she had been left alone with Kaley. She
scowled across the room at the blonde, who seemed to be ignoring
her. This was so incredibly inappropriate! But she supposed it was
not wholly unexpected from somebody as lacking in class and dignity
is Kaley and her ex-football player boyfriend.

But it left her feeling uncomfortable about
what to do. She would like to leave her alone, but the only way to
do that would be to either leave the apartment entirely or go past
her into her bedroom and close the door.

“Becky!” Kaley called. “Come and take this
thing out of me! It’s driving me insane!”

Rebecca stared at her aghast, the very notion
embarrassing her

Kaley moaned and wriggled in place.

“Just pull down the thong and I think it will
fall out!” she groaned.

That idea was scarcely more acceptable, but
on the other hand, she did have personal experience with the
feelings of such a device and had a certain level of sympathy for
another woman subjected to such perverted torment. Of course, it
was no less than the little slut deserved, she thought.

“Why would you let him put such a thing in
you when you’re going outside?” she demanded.

Kaley laughed. “Have you seen how big he
is?”

Rebecca stood up and moved hesitantly closer.
“You don’t mean he forced you to wear, do you?”

Kaley wriggled and writhed and moaned.

“Dan has a very… forceful personality,” she
gasped. “It’s usually easier to just do what he wants than to
argue.”

That brought another sympathetic thought to
Rebecca’s mind, and she took a few more paces closer.

“Well, I don’t know,” she said
uncertainly.

Kaley groaned and her back arched. “You want
to see me have an orgasm right here in your living room?” she
groaned.

She certainly did not! She supposed if she
didn’t have to touch the blonde, she could just tug the thong down
somewhat. She moved closer still, reaching her hand out as Kaley
gasped, arching her back again. As she stood before her, however,
she saw that the outfit Kaley was wearing, which she had avoided
looking at too closely for much of the night, was not exactly the
same as the one she herself had worn.

This is had little gold chains running up her
sides from the lower band around her hips to the one around her
chest and she didn’t immediately see how to unlink them.

“This isn’t the same as the one I had,” she
said. “How do you take it off?”

“You have to do it behind the neck,” Kaley
said, turning her back.

This was easier since all Rebecca had to do
was reach out to the back of the blonde's neck and brush her hair
aside. She did so and then undid the clasp at the back of her
neck.

“Now the clasps at the sides,” Kaley
said.

There were two, one on either side of her
chest, and Rebecca undid them. Kaley turned in the whole front of
the costume fell down around her hips, baring her breasts.

Rebecca averted her eyes, though she knew she
was being silly. She looked back and saw that the top now hung down
but the bottom was still in place.

“Oh for goodness sakes!” she said,
exasperated.

She reached out and tugged on the bands
around the blonde girl’s hips, pulling the thing down so it fell
around her ankles. That left Kaley entirely naked, and Rebecca had
to admit, though she did her best not to stare, but the blonde did
indeed have a very good, fit body.

My breasts are nicer though, she
thought to herself.

There was a small pink object protruding from
the tightly closed lips of Kaley's sex, and it wriggled as the
blonde rolled her hips and arched her back again with a moan of
pleasure.

“Just pull on the antenna,” she groaned.

Rebecca hesitated, feeling quite
uncomfortable this close to the writhing, naked girl.

Kaley laughed. “Haven’t you ever seen a naked
girl before?”

Rebecca flushed. “Of course I have!” she
exclaimed.

“You’re such a prude!” Kaley teased. “Poor
Rebecca, never kissed a girl!”

Rebecca scowled at her. “Maybe you’d like me
to just leave it there!”

“As long as you don’t mind watching me come.
My orgasms are pretty loud, you know.”

“I know!” Rebecca snapped.

Kaley laughed again. “I heard you the other
day, Miss prude”

Rebecca gasped in dismay. “What do you mean
you heard me?!"

“Oh, please fuck me, Master! Please ride me
like a whore, Master!” Kaley taunted.

Rebecca’s face flamed.

A surge of outrage gripped her and she swung
her open hand to slap the girl’s face.

The blow knocked her head to one side but
Kaley only laughed.

“You sure you wouldn’t like to spank me?” she
taunted.

She turned her back to Rebecca pushed her
bottom out at her and Rebecca glared angrily and started to storm
away into her bedroom.. A burst of mocking laughter from Kaley
angered her further and she felt in a rational determination to get
revenge.

She opened the closet door and there on hooks
were a variety of belts hanging down. She picked up one of the
larger ones, doubled it in her hand, and stormed back into the
other room. Kaley was still writhing place, moaning in pleasure,
the slut!

She swung the belt sharply down across her
bottom and the blonde girl yelped and lurched forward under the
overhanging bracket.

“Hey!” she gasped.

“Dan is right! You really are a brat!” she
exclaimed.

Rebecca swung her arm again, then again, and
the belt snapped down across the girl’s bare bottom as Kaley yelped
and gasped and moaned helplessly.

“You call that hard?” the blonde gasped,
taunting her still.

Rebecca swung the belt harder, feeling a
delicious surge of satisfaction at every blow as the blonde’s
buttocks began to turn pink then red.

But then Kaley cried out in what was
unmistakable pleasure, twisting and wiggling and pulling against
the chain holding her wrists up. She laughed, turning around to
face Rebecca as she arched her back. She reached up and gripped the
chain in her hands then swung her legs out and around Rebecca,
yanking her in against her.

Rebecca was startled and dropped the belt as
the blonde pulled her in against her body and then kissed her
passionately. She reached out to push herself back and her hands
alighted on Kaley’s breasts, then hurriedly jerked up to push
against her shoulders.

“Stop that!” she gasped.

“Kiss me, gorgeous!” Kaley moaned.

Rebecca twisted free, glaring at her even as
Kaley continued to writhe in place.

She was becoming a little breathless, she
realized. And there was no doubting how erotic the beautiful blonde
looked as she twisted in pleasure before her. She felt a resurgence
of that old curiosity, as well as a sense of anger at the blonde
girl’s outrageous conduct.

Kaley was helpless before her and that struck
a chord with some dark side of her mind, the same side which had
been reveling in her own recent submission to Connor. She could do
anything she wanted with Kaley, she realized. The blonde would
certainly not even try to resist. That was clear. And she and Dan
were well outside of Rebecca’s social circle, knew none of their
friends, nor anyone at work. There was nothing here, in other
words, to endanger her hard-won reputation.

The blonde’s movements eased and she groaned
in satisfaction and grinned at Rebecca. She blew her kiss and
laughed. “Such a prude,” she taunted.

Rebecca glared and then moved forward. She
gripped the blonde girl’s hair sharply and yanked it back so that
Kaley cried out in pain. A moment later she kissed her hard,
passionately. At first, it was to prove to the blonde that she
wasn’t a prude, that nothing she had done shocked her or
embarrassed her.

But as Kaley kissed back a felt a deep,
breathless sense of excitement began building within her. The feel
of the blonde girl’s bare breasts against her chest made her
nipples tingle and burn, and she suddenly felt an overwhelming
fascination with how soft and warm her skin was.

Her free hand slid up and down Kaley’s side,
and then around to stroke her bare back. Her fingers exulted in the
tactile pleasure, gliding up and down the blonde girl's back and
then, daringly slid down onto the round curves of her buttocks.

Her hand glided back up and then slid around
front to cup and fondled Kaley’s left breast, her thumb stroking
across her stiff pink nipple. With every passing second, the kiss
became more passionate and Rebecca’s heart beat faster, her pulse
racing as a wild sense of heat and excitement roiled her mind.

“Oh, unchain me!” Kaley moaned.

Panting for breath, Rebecca eased back and
raised her hands to undo the bracelets around Kaley’s wrists. They
were definitely stronger than the ones which came with the outfit
Connor had bought, she saw. Those had been cheap tin, but these
were perhaps stainless steel. They came undone easily, though
simply opening a clip that allowed them to open on a hinge, and
Kaley dropped her hands.

“These are definitely different than the ones
I was wearing,” Rebecca said.

“They’re very easy to use,” Kaley said.
“Look.”

She gripped Rebecca’s right wrist and snapped
it tight in an instant. Before Rebecca could react to that she had
done the same to her other wrist and then, laughing raised her
wrists up above her head. Rebecca squeaked in alarm and tried to
pull free but the blonde had already hooked slid the chain over the
hook and closed that up as well.

Before she could protest the blonde had
seized her hair and was now kissing her just as passionately.
Rebecca moaned into her mouth, her heart pounding as the blonde
slid her hand slowly up and down her body. Her hands moved to the
thin straps going over her shoulders and a moment later they were
undone and the top fell away to leave her bare to the hips.

She gasped in alarm, her face reddening as
Kaley looked down at her breasts.

“I guess Connor wasn’t exaggerating that
picture,” the blonde said admiringly.

She cupped Rebecca’s breasts, her fingers
squeezing and kneading them, lifting and pushing them together as
she leaned in and kissed her again. And her hands came free and
Rebecca felt the blonde girl’s bare breasts pressed against hers,
pillowing out against them as Kaley slid her hands down and pushed
the dress the rest of the way down.

Rebecca’s face reddened further, and she
gasped in dazed uncertainty and confusion. This was going further
than she had really intended! This was highly… improper!

Kaley slid her fingers down the front of her
thong, stroking them along the line of her sex, pressing harder
until her index finger sank between them and stroked across her
clitoris. The blonde held Rebecca’s hair in her other hand, kissing
her hungrily as their breasts rubbed together.

“Sexy slave girl!” the blonde purred in a
throaty voice.

She dropped to her knees and in the same
motion tugged Rebecca’s thong down to her ankles.

“Oh! Kaley? You mustn’t! This isn’t -!”

Kaley’s tongue slid up along the line of her
sex and Rebecca’s voice halted in a squeak of astonishment.

The blonde girl spread the lips of her sex
with her thumbs and began to lick passionately, while Rebecca stood
there trembling, gasping for breath, her mind churning with
confusion, indecision, and emotional turmoil as pleasure and
passion pouring through her mind.

The blonde reached down between her own legs
and tugged on the pink antenna thing, which was like the tail of a
tadpole. The lips of her sex spread apart and the rounded pink
vibrator slipped out into view. She raised it up against Rebecca’s
body and then pushed it slowly inside her as she continued to
lick.

“Oh! Oh my goodness! Oh, don’t!” Rebecca
gasped.

Kaley ignored her, sucking rhythmically
against her clitoris as she pushed the vibrator up inside her then
tugged it slowly back out until only the tip remained before
pushing it back inside once more.

“Oh! Oh! Please!” she squeaked.

The sensations were building rapidly,
flooding through her body and setting her muscles to spasming so
that she twisted and wriggled, her hips grinding helplessly against
the blonde girl’s lips and tongue.

The vibrator was startlingly powerful for its
size, and combined with Kaley’s strong oral attack was overloading
her nervous system with pleasure even as a dark passion filled her
mind with desperate hunger.

The blonde pushed the thing back inside her
and slid her hands up Rebecca’s trembling body to cup and squeeze
her breasts as her tongue licked powerfully against her
clitoris.

Rebecca couldn’t help herself. The climax
swept through her and she cried out in animal passion, her hips
bucking violently against the blonde as her entire body crackled
with sexual electricity from an intense storm of pleasure.

She gave herself to it, all her inhibitions
collapsing from an intoxicating rush of animal heat, pleasure, and
desire. She felt that sexual fever gripping her once again, where
nothing else mattered but her own hunger. And as she bucked and
jerked and cried out in passion the door opened and the two men
returned.

“What on earth is going on here?” Dan
demanded.

“I’m shocked at your behavior, Rebecca!”
Connor exclaimed.

In short order, they had found the leather
restraints he had used on Rebecca the other day and given them to
Dan to place around Kaley’s wrists. Connor pulled Rebecca’s wrists
down from the chain, quickly drew them behind her back, and locked
them in place, then brought her over to the sofa and sat down,
pulling her across his lap.

Dan placed Kaley back where she was, but
Connor had given him the flog he had used on Rebecca and he now
swung it across Kaley’s back as the blonde trembled and moaned and
gasped in pain and pleasure.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Rebecca squealed and writhed in place as
Connor’s hand slapped down across her bottom.

“Oh! Wait! Oh! Connor!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Ah! Oh! Ungh! Oh! Please!”

His hand slapped down again and again and she
twisted and wriggled and whimpered as her bottom began to heat up.
The vibrator was still inside her, however, and his fingers kept
descending between her thighs to press it back deeper.

“Nasty little slave girl!” he exclaimed as he
spanked her. “Imagine cheating on your husband!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Ow! I didn’t! Ow! It wasn’t like that!”
she moaned.

He tumbled her out of his lap onto her knees
on the floor, gathering her hair in his fist as he drew her mouth
in against his groin. He opened his pants and pulled his cock out
and drew her mouth down onto it even has Dan settled on the sofa
next to him. An instant later she was aware that Kaley was on her
knees in front of the ex-football player and her mouth was soon
wrapped around his cock as well

Things had moved at a far faster pace than
dazed her mind could keep up with. She was confused and uncertain,
embarrassed and self-conscious and yet burning up with heat.

“All the way down, you blonde slut,” she
heard Dan growl.

A moment later she heard Kaley gurgle and
rolled her eyes up to the side to see that her lips were wrapped
around the base of his cock.

A moment later Connor pulled on her hair,
gripping her arm and drawing her up atop him to straddle his body.
Beside him, Dan was doing the same to Kaley.

Rebecca moaned as Connor pressed himself
against her swollen, wet opening and then sank her down its length.
Then, still deeply self-conscious, she was riding up and down on
him as Kaley did the same next to her. She was assailed by guilt at
her behavior, and participating in such an immoral thing, but
hunger and need roiled her mind and she whimpered and gasped and
moaned as she slid up and down atop Connor’s cock.

Dan reached out and fondled her right breast,
and a dark emotional jolt struck her mind. A moment later she saw
Connor reach out and fondle Kaley’s left breast and felt a sense of
jealousy. Then he pulled the blonde in by the hair and kissed her
passionately while Connor dropped her hand between Rebecca’s
thighs, rubbing her clitoris with his thumb.

As the heat grew and began to melt away her
cares and concerns about the other couple, about improprieties and
morality and everything else. Dark heat gripped her mind, and her
body churned with hunger as she rode Connor with increasing
desperation.

Connor roughly fondled her breast as she rode
him then raised his hand to encircle her throat, squeezing firmly
she gasped for breath.

“Sex slave!” he taunted.

Rebecca came, her body burning up, her mind
overcome. She screamed silently as his hand tightened around her
throat but then suddenly it released and her cries of pleasure
filled the room.

When both men had come, they placed Rebecca
on her back on the coffee table, legs apart, and freed Kaley’s
hands. The blonde girl quickly demonstrated that her oral skills
were superior to Connor’s and despite discomfort at being the
subject of the two men’s excited gaze Rebecca began to writhe and
rolled her hips up at Kaley’s lapping tongue.

Kaley brought her to another orgasm and then
pulled her onto the floor. She was placed on her knees, with her
bottom raised high as the blonde donned a strap-on dildo and then
mounted her. With the two men watching, Rebecca felt another rush
of self-conscious embarrassment, not to mention resentment of
Kaley. But the blonde girl drove the thick cock deep into her pussy
and rode her with as much skill as she had demonstrated with her
mouth, then began to pull on her hair and slap her bottom.

It was impossible for her to resist for long.
And when Dan knelt before her and gripped her hair to lift her
shoulders up off the floor she found herself staring at his hard
cock. She gasped aloud and in that instant he pushed himself into
her open mouth.

Her mind was drowned in excitement and hunger
as the two ran their hands over her body and pushed their cocks in
and out. Rebecca felt as if she had been drawn into another world
and was soon gripped by a sexual fever once again as she came three
more times in quick succession.

Dan lifted her away and threw her on the
sofa. Kaley removed the strap on as Connor pulled the blonde’s
wrist together behind her back and then drew her mouth onto his own
cock and plunged deep into her throat.

Dan peeled his shirt off and shoved his pants
down. Rebecca’s eyes fixated on his muscular body as he lifted her
legs up and back over her shoulders and then pushed himself into
her thrumming, throbbing sex.

In seconds he was pounding away at her, her
body crushed in two beneath him as he drove his cock into her like
a spear, his hips pummeling her as he mashed her breasts with his
big fingers. Rebecca felt utterly overwhelmed by it all and stared
up at him through glassy eyes as he pounded against her.

“Love these tits!” he growled as he squeezed
them strongly.

His hand abruptly went around her throat and
squeezed until her eyes bulged.

“Call me Master,” he growled.

“M-Master!” she moaned.

She came again, trembling and shaking in his
grasp as his hips pounded down against her.

Over the next hours, Kaley demonstrated all
manner of what lesbians could do together on Rebecca as they lay on
the floor in front of the watching men. She licked Rebecca to
another orgasm, then lifted one of her legs and twisted her hips to
slide her own thighs in between and pressed her pussy against
Rebecca’s. She ground herself against her, fondling her breast as
she worked her into still another orgasm, then used a long,
double-headed dildo to fuck herself and Rebecca into another.

Finally, she sat on the sofa and drew
Rebecca’s mouth in against her sex, guiding her in how to please
her with her tongue and lips.

The men having gotten aroused once again by
this, Connor lay down and she mounted him, straddling his body and
riding his cock while Dan pushed his own cock deep into her ass.
Kaley stood beside the chair, drawing her mouth in against her
pussy once more while Connor rubbed her clitoris and all three
fondled her breasts.

She came three more times during this and
gave up all care or concern as the sexual fever took hold of
her.

It was a long, exhausting evening, but it was
just the beginning of the weekend. Rebecca slept naked, with her
wrists locked together behind her back with the leather restraints
and the collar around her neck. The next morning, Connor licked
her, then mounted her before bathing her. Then he took her out to
brunch with Dan and Kaley. Only this time it was Rebecca with the
vibrator inside her and the boys playing games with the controls as
she fought to show no sign of it to prevent herself from crying out
loud in the midst of the busy restaurant.

Back in the apartment, and naked once more,
Kaley demonstrated for her how to dance while naked, and how to
give a proper lap dance. The two girls were locked together under
the overhanging brace, wrists together, face to face, with the
long, double-headed dildo bent into a U-shape and stuffed into
their pussies as Dan and Connor practiced flogging them.

Then the two men drove their cocks into them
from behind, taking turns and repeatedly switching from one to the
other. Rebecca then was placed on her knees before the sofa,
straddling Kaley’s head as the blonde licked her and she bobbed up
and down on Dan’s cock. Meanwhile, Connor took her from behind, his
cock thrusting into her while the blonde licked excitedly.

She spent all day naked and bound, and the
next as well, and was spanked and strapped and flogged by Connor,
Dan, and Kaley. Dazed and overwhelmed with heat and passion, she
even had to crawl on all fours while the blonde held a leash
attached to her collar!

She had no idea how many orgasms she had over
the weekend. Too many to count. It was one long, sordid, slutty,
insanely passionate sexual experience that had her steaming with
heat the entire time. It was almost strange to don her clothing
again and go back to work Monday morning.

But her time at work was now just an
unfortunate, frustrating interruption from the excitement and heat
she felt at home. Connor had to work late again that evening, but
Kaley and Dan brought her downstairs and she knelt by the table,
her wrists, and ankles bound together behind her as they fed her by
hand.

After a time, they simply started throwing
bits of food to her to catch in her mouth, and when she failed she
had to drop onto the floor and wriggle towards where it had dropped
and then lick it up. Then they threw it on the floor, Kaley
giggling as she watched her wriggle across the tiles on her
belly.

Of course, she had to clean the floor
afterward, just as she had before upstairs, on all fours. Only this
time Kaley supervised her with the switch in her hand, bringing it
down across her buttocks whenever she slowed. When she was done,
she had to lick the floor to demonstrate how clean it was then
Kaley rode her with a strap-on dildo and drove her into multiple
orgasms.

After that, Dan took her in multiple
positions, riding her roughly before tying her in the corner with
the vibrator inside her and leaving her to squirm and twist and
writhe in pleasure.

Her life outside of work became one long
sexual fantasy and her inhibitions melted away to such an extent
that the three of them took her to an amateur night at a strip club
and she stripped on a stage in front of hundreds of cheering
men.

She maintained her modest, even prudish
appearance and behavior at work, but her colleagues would have been
astounded had they even the faintest idea of the kind of dark,
kinky world she had plunged into during her own time.

It astounded her whenever she thought about
it, too. But when the heat came upon her her mind seemed to stop
working and she gave herself to the hunger and passion and desire
without any further thought for consequences.

In fact, she embraced it to such an extent
that within a few months she was giving regular performances at a
strip club, and then at a live sex show, sometimes with Kaley, and
sometimes with Dan. Shortly afterward she began her own website and
gave up her job so that sex became her entire life. She began to
wear much less modest clothing and then quite revealing outfits,
wallowing in the male attention she drew.

It was a transformation she could not have
imagined only a few short months before but one she never came to
regret.
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Other
erotic stories & novels by JJ Argus

 


Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a
nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a
very black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to
find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came
to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the
tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught
me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky
thought it was a great
summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents at their
beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to
teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant
she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt
didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit
and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of
Uniform

Rookie
cop Jaime McCloud is
eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when
she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work,
helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling
agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but
finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and
is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies
Gym

Paige
gets a job as a receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a strict
boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and slightly
painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she gives the
lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica isn't the
only one interested in Paige. The other fitness instructors have
much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients! Paige finds
herself in a kinky game of submission and domination, with her on
the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from the older
women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but the
scalding heat the women give her is too much to resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is
a spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things at clerks and
servants who displease her. When her father hires a muscular black
chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting him, and gets
yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is schooled in
submission!

 


The
Nerd Girls

Paige is
a tall, athletic pre-law
student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple
about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked
into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not
realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As
Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself
helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!

 


Zoe's New
Boss

Zoe's new
boss was a man who got
what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant,
yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body
each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and
tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission
than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and
his clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a
foggy London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded
subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked
and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her
introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement,
of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's
difficult to describe
what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no
control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told
myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just
wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems to do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When
Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she
thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked
great, until the owner's
son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking in his
looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped away
both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar, and
taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The
Penthouse

Courtney
is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse
with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date,
but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting
his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and
pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions
before him, his son, and the servants!
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