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Life in lock-down is fucking boring. I have
no right to complain about it, though, which makes it even more
irritating. Even suggesting I have it hard would, I know damn well,
draw raised eyebrows and rolled eyes. Poor me. Yeah, yeah, I
fucking know! Lots of people are way worse off! There are people in
500 square foot bachelor apartments without balconies!

I live in a high-end condo in the Tribeca
area of New York, on the forty-fifth floor in a one-bedroom twelve
hundred square foot condo. The views are spectacular, and I have
way more room than most people without anyone to share it with and
get on my nerves.

I have top-notch cable, along with Netflix
and Amazon Prime and all the rest, a massive TV, great computer
connection, and work to do. I'm not short of cash, and I have a
great, well-paid job which I can do from home. Which means I don't
have to try to apply for unemployment or anything.

Thing is, one of the reasons I moved into
this place was all the amenities, including a huge pool (closed)
and a great exercise room (closed), as well as the rooftop terrace
(closed). Also, I can get my groceries over the internet and have
them delivered. Which is important since I have no car and there's
no grocery stores nearby in south Manhattan.

I just bought the place several months ago
after landing this great job right out of college at twenty years
of age.

Uh, when I say I bought it I should probably
add that my parents paid for the down payment and co-signed the
loan...

I mean, the job is great but it's not THAT
great. It has the potential to be great in the future, though. I'm
an actuary and work for an insurance company. I evaluate risks
based on a variety of statistical formulas and methodologies. It's
heavily into math and statistics. If you think that's boring – it
sure is!

But not to me. I've always loved numbers, and
I'm a whiz at statistical analyses. I can get into a project and
hours whiz by as my mind zones out to everything else. So in that
way, it's not a boring job at all, because all-of-a-sudden the
day's over and I'm often startled by it.

I get to work my own hours, by the way,
especially now that I'm working from home. Just so I put in enough
of them to get the job done. But the job is fairly solitary and
doesn't even involve Zoom meetings or anything.

Now I was never a big party-girl, but being
alone all the freaking time is really, well... isolating. By
definition. There are really only three rooms in this apartment,
and that includes the bathroom. So while it's a good size, there's
really nowhere to go.

I hit the genetic lottery in a lot of ways.
That includes brain-power. The stuff I do is hard for most people,
and even harder to do it fast and accurately. I have a very focused
mind when I work – almost OCD. That's how I concentrate so
easily.

I have a nice body, but then almost any girl
who isn't overweight and who keeps in shape does at my age. I'm not
bragging – or at least, I'm trying not to brag. I have really nice
boobs anyway. They're not huge but they're very firm and round. My
belly is flat, my waist trim, and my butt firm.

And I intended to keep it that way. Which was
a problem given I no longer had access to any of the gym equipment
and couldn't swim. I found some decent exercise videos and started
doing more yoga and Pilates on my floor. But that wasn't really
getting my heart-rate up enough.

I decided to try some jogging. Now, if you're
not a woman, you might not be aware of it, but jogging outside in
the city can be an unnerving experience. I get whistled at,
cat-called at, leered at. Guys waggle their tongues at me and make
kissy sounds, and those are the easy ones.

The others are worse. Those are the guys who
proposition me, who ask for my name and phone number, and who don't
seem to be very well-socialized. What I mean is they don't take a
hint. Then there are the real assholes, who are just very
aggressive and unsettling. Those are the ones that try to grope me
and say obscene things.

I'm not pretending I'm the world's most
beautiful girl here (though I'm kind of pretty) but this sort of
thing happens constantly, and not just to me. It happens to all my
friends. That's just life in the big city. But I thought, well,
there's way less traffic and way less people on the street. So
maybe I should give it a try.

I started on Broadway, not committed to a
long run yet, just kind of seeing how things went. I was wearing
gray sweatpants and a tank top. No cleavage, no belly showing, and
the sweatpants weren't tight. I wore a ball cap to shade my eyes
from the sun, with my hair in a ponytail behind me.

The sidewalks were definitely emptier, but
not empty. I guess a lot of people were bored and out for walks, if
not runs. There wasn't much traffic, though. Every time I came near
a guy I saw their eyes light on me, but I'm used to that. Again,
all girls are. I'm not pretending I'm Miss America.

I studiously ignored it. I had my iPod on my
hip and my earphones in, and I could ignore things casually said to
me as I went by. That included from the guy in the black Toyota who
passed by who yelled something out the window at me, and the one in
the blue Chrysler who did the same.

I dodged aside when some Hispanic delivery
guy swung his hand out towards my ass and just kept on jogging. He
said something but I didn't really get it over the music. It might
not even have been in English. Two black guys walking towards me
stopped and watched me approach, then one of them said something
which the other laughed at.

I didn't hear and didn't want to.

One fool in long black pants started to jog
alongside me. He wasn't even dressed for jogging. He kept asking me
for my name and I just looked ahead, ignored him, and ran faster.
He clearly wasn't a jogger because he couldn't keep up for long. He
shouted something after me that sounded like “whore” but I didn't
stop.

I don't really get how in their minds guys
decide to call us 'whores' or 'sluts' when we clearly DO have high
standards which don't include just any old guy – including
them.

Another car rolled alongside me with some guy
trying to say something. He kept moving at my speed, which he could
do since there was little traffic. I turned down a one-way street
to lose him. I only went down about twenty yards, though, then
turned and went back in case he decided to drive around the corner
and meet me.

I returned to Broadway. Some guy sweeping in
front of a drug store blew me a kiss. Further ahead was a mini-mart
with a socially distanced line of people waiting in front of it to
get in. The men watched me as I approached and, I presume, watched
me as I ran away.

I turned onto Worth and then back south on
Foley. It was more park-like, with fewer people. Hardly anyone
seemed to notice me. I went down Park Row alongside city hall, and
then back onto Broadway again.

It was a bit warm, but I wasn't really
sweating and wasn't really getting my heartbeat up the way I wanted
either. I returned to my building and then hesitated. Instead of
taking the elevator, I decided to take the stairs.

Yes, forty-five flights of stairs.

I took them a few flights at a time, resting
as needed, and even doing stretches on the landings. This,
admittedly, was getting my heartbeat going! I took a rest on the
twentieth floor and a longer one on the fortieth. I was sweating by
then! Which made me quite pleased. I was breathing heavily and had
to come out of the stairwell to get my breath, walking up and down
the corridor.

I took the other stairwell up, and at my
floor, hesitated. I was feeling like I'd really accomplished
something. And since it's a sixty story building, I wanted to get
all the way to the top. I went to fifty, rested, then continued
on.

The stairs ended at fifty-nine, which
surprised me, a bit. I stuck my key card in the door and it opened
to an elevator lobby rather than a corridor. It was then I realized
that the whole floor was just one apartment, with a pair of huge
wooden doors and no number on them.

The penthouse, I thought. Cool.

My legs were feeling really rubbery, by then,
and I was sweating like a pig so I decided to just take the
elevator down the fifteen flights. I pressed the button and waited,
leaning against the wall and breathing heavily.

I was really looking forward to a shower!
With cool water, at least at first.

The elevator pinged and opened and a guy
stood there, looking at me in surprise. I flushed, starting to feel
like I was an intruder or something. I mean, this was public space,
wasn't it? I had a right to be here, sort of. But I understood why
he might be surprised if he lived here.

And he looked like the kind of guy who would
live in a penthouse, to be honest. He was about forty, and wore a
very stylish, very expensive, tailor-made dark gray suit with black
and white pinstriped shirt and a wine-colored tie.

He had thick, slightly tousled dark brown
hair, a square-jawed face with full lips and very blue eyes. His
eyelashes were gorgeous, and he had thick eyebrows and a very short
beard and mustache, the kind that just looks like he hadn't shaved
in a few days.

“Lost?” he asked, in a soft, baritone
voice.

I felt very much like a waif compared to him.
He was twice my weight, I guess, and so neat and tidy and precise.
I was a sweaty, still slightly out of breath girl with frayed hair
and a tank top I had tied up beneath my breasts due to the heat in
the stairs.

The sweatpants, not being tight, as I said,
had kind of slid down around my hips, baring a lot of abdomen and
belly as the cuffs bunched up around my sneakers.

So I looked at him in dismay as his eyes
casually raked me. Because this was one fucking hot looking guy!
Okay, yeah, way out of my age group and league, sure. But it's one
of life's many unfair things that a guy in his forties can look
incredibly hot while most women just don't.

“Uh,” I said, “I was exercising. I mean... I
decided to walk up the stairs as part of my exercise.”

“All the way? Sixty flights?” he asked,
sounding impressed.

“Well, fifty-nine to be honest. There's no
way up to Sixty from the staircase.”

He smiled faintly. “Would you like me to let
you in so you can use the inner stairs to make it official?”

“Oh, that's okay!” I exclaimed. “I mean,
you're all clean and neat and – .”

And I didn't know what the fuck I was saying
because my mouth ran away while my mind was still processing how
hot this guy was. Guy? No, this was a man! And what a man!

“I mean, uhm, I'm all sweaty and shit –
excuse me, I mean, like – .”

His faint smile was deepening as I babbled
and I finally decided to shut the fuck up before I embarrassed
myself further.

He held out his hand.

“Alaric,” he said.

I blinked.

“Uh... Brianna,” I said, reluctantly holding
out my hand.

I jerked it back, rubbing it on my sweatpants
leg, then thrust it out again, and he smiled and took it in his.
His hand was way bigger, of course.

“Charmed. I presume you're a resident.”

“Oh yeah. I'm on the Forty-Fifth floor,” I
said. “I just bought the place six months ago and was going stir
crazy so I went jogging, but honestly, guys were a pain in the ass
so I decided to take the stairs up but then when I reached my floor
I thought well, why not go up all the way since this was really
getting my heart going and all and uh... sorry. I'm babbling.”

“Charmed,” he said.

“I'm an actuary,” I said, for no sane
reason.

“How nice.”

I sighed and rolled my eyes. “I've been kind
of stuck in a one-bedroom apartment because of all this disease
stuff,” I said. “So I think my verbal skills have kind of rusted
away and left me sounding like a moron. Which reminds me.” I
shuffled further away from him.

“Gone a bit stir-crazy, have you?”

I held up my thumb and middle finger close
together. “Just a bit.”

The door to his apartment opened, just then,
and a tall, blonde woman stood there. She was somewhere in her
thirties, big-busted, with an hourglass figure – the kind of woman
you'd expect a man like this to have waiting at home. Her golden
hair flowed around a beautiful face with perfect high cheekbones
and an aristocratic nose.

“Well hello,” she said, her voice rising
slightly as if in question, but amused, not jealous.

Her appearance kind of put to rest the
incipient fantasy I had begun to have about me meeting this hot,
older guy and having a whirlwind affair.

“Regan, my dear, this is Brianna, who lives
in the building and exercises by running up all sixty flights of
stairs.”

“Uhm, more like walked,” I said, flushing a
little under the gaze of this beautiful woman.

Like I said, I was sweaty and scruffy
looking. She, on the other hand, looked like a statue carved in
alabaster and ivory. She wore a pink blouse under a white jacket,
with a very short pink and white skirt – a mini, in fact, which
showed off long gorgeous legs.

“Well, that's considerably more ambitious
than I've been, lately,” the blonde said with a smile. “And it's
wonderful to meet you! We don't know anyone else in the building!
Aside from the doormen and security.”

“Brianna owns a one-bedroom and is feeling a
little cooped up,” Alaric said.

“Well, you can just come for a visit any time
you want,” Regan said, coming forward.

“Oh, I wouldn't want to disturb – .”

“Nonsense! I'm feeling a little cooped up,
myself,” she said, taking my hand. “Come in, come in! I don't get a
chance to show the place off very often.”

I was thinking this wasn't very socially
distanced! But I didn't want to be rude.

“Oh uhm, I'm –!”

Not dressed, I wanted to say. But she was
already pulling me through the door, while Alaric simply smiled and
followed.

She led me past a large dining room and out
into a great room fifty feet long and probably thirty feet wide! It
was in the corner of the building, for there were four huge windows
running down the wall on one side, and two more on the next. There
was a grand piano in front of one of the windows and past it huge
white sofas facing each other across a black table.

There were also two big, upholstered white
chairs on the far side of the two sofas, and two more long white
benches on the near side. With a lot of plants and small potted
trees scattered around.

On the wall to the left was a massive blue
and white painting, and next to that an even more massive floor to
ceiling mirror made up of square tiles that must have been ten feet
wide. The ceiling, meanwhile, was a good thirty feet overhead.

“I-I shouldn't,” I said uncertainly. “You
know that social distancing thing.”

“Oh, poof. We're all young and healthy. And
if you've been cooped up like I have you won't have gotten anything
either. Can I get you something to drink?” she asked. “You must be
thirsty after climbing all sixty floors!”

“Well, fifty-nine, really,” I said, more to
have something to say. “You can't get to the sixtieth from the
stairwell.”

It felt... weird, being treated like... well,
an adult. I know that sounds weird. But while I had been officially
an adult for a couple of years, and was now out of school and on my
own in my brand new (old) condo, I still had the kind of mindset
which put a distinct separation between people my age and, well...
adults. Real adults?

It sort of made sense they wouldn't know
anyone here. I hadn't met anyone yet either.

“I feel kind of grubby,” I said, looking at
her lovely white sofa.

“Oh, don't be silly,” she said. “Sit. Your
legs must be ready to collapse.”

“Well... a little,” I confessed, sitting
down.

“You live all alone here? You don't look old
enough, honestly,” she said.

“I graduated from Cornell last year,” I
said.

“And already have a place here?”

“Well, my parents helped with the
down-payment.”

As in they paid the whole thing, but I didn't
need to add that.

Alaric came in, holding a pair of glasses.
One had a dark liquid. He held the other out to me.

“Water,” he said. “I wouldn't want to break
the law by plying an underage female with liquor.”

“Oh geeze,” Regan said. “Does anyone really
pay attention to that? I got so drunk I could hardly breathe when I
was sixteen.”

Alaric sat down next to her, across from
me,

“You did? I never would have married you if
I'd known you were so depraved,” he said in mock indignation.

“You wouldn't have married anyone who wasn't
depraved,” she said tartly.

He smiled tolerantly.

I sipped from the icy cold water, eyeing them
over the rim of the glass.

“So how long have you guys lived here?” I
asked.

Yes, I'm a genius at novel conversational
gambits.

“A year and a half,” Regan said. “He wanted
something close to work. I would have preferred midtown. Preferably
with a view of the park.”

“The views here are spectacular,” Alaric
said.

“Darling, which of us is the artist?” she
asked.

“I'm a financial artist.”

She snorted.

“You're an artist?” I asked.

She nodded at the picture on the wall and I
turned my head. I was impressed. It was beautiful!

“Wow! That's gorgeous!” I said.

“I couldn't find anything appropriate for the
space so I painted it myself,” she said smugly.

Alaric's phone rang and he pulled it out of
his pocket.

“Excuse me for a couple of minutes, ladies,”
he said, standing.

He walked out of the room and Regan shrugged
at me. “That's the way it is when you're married to one of the
city's business titans. Come, walk with me. I'll show you the
terrace.”

We got up and I followed her up a winding
staircase to the sixtieth floor, the one I wasn't able to reach
from outside.

“Now I've climbed all sixty stairs,” I said
in amusement.

Regan laughed. “Congratulations.”

There was a massive bedroom to the right. It
had big double doors that were open and I could see into it to a
huge double bed against the far wall. The bedroom was huge. We
passed it by, though, and she opened a glass door that led out onto
a terrace.

I now understood the difference between a
terrace and a balcony.

The terrace was about twelve feet deep and
over thirty feet long, and filled with plants, and comfortable
outdoor furniture. This is an old office building which was
renovated as luxury condos. The terrace had a seven foot high wall
covered in terracotta carvings, with two-feet-high brass flowers
thrusting up from the top. It also has huge windows looking out on
the city.

At the far end was a hot tub, right next to
one of the big windows.

“You might be wondering why the wall,” Regan
said. “It's because it's incredibly windy up here! The reason you
usually don't see balconies on tall buildings in New York is
because no one would use them. It's a constant rush of air that
would be like sitting in front of a fan on high speed. The windows
are nice, though, large and clear. And at least you can get some
direct sun – for a brief period of time when it's like noon.”

She looked up and then guided me to one of
the love seats near the hot tub.

“So what do you do in New York, Brianna?” she
asked.

“Uhm, well, I'm an actuary,” I said.

I was about to launch into my description of
what that was, which I used with a lot of people, but she just
shook her head.

“Oh geeze. Math has never been my strong
suit,” she said. “It's like the opposite of me. I'm into art and
texture and color and fashion and interior design – that was my
major at Brown, by the way.”

She reached out and slid her fingers lightly through the bangs
spilling down over my forehead.

“If your hair was black you could be my
opposite,” she said with a smile. “You know, blonde, black, math,
art. You're probably a very serious, disciplined, responsible
person, too.”

“Well, kind of,” I said.

“And I am none of that!” she said happily.
“Live for the day, I say.”

“Is that what you do? Paint?” I asked.

“Anything artistic, from flower arranging to
redecorating to sculpting. I did that,” she said, pointing.

“Whoa!” I said, eyes widening.

The sculpture had a square base, and on it
sat a naked woman, her wrists lifted up above her and tied to a
kind of post. Her eyes were blindfolded, and she was naked.

“Alaric thought it a bit much, especially for
displaying in public, but he's kind of a fuddy-duddy sometimes,”
she said.

“It's uh, beautiful,” I said.

“I modeled it after myself,” she said. “I did
it in front of a mirror.”

The hair did sort of look like her. The
breasts were... large and firm and round.

“You're not embarrassed at anyone seeing your
uhm, boobs?”

She snorted. “I'm proud of my body. And
anyway, when you've spent a little time in Rio or St. Tropaz, you
lose your shyness about anyone seeing your boobs. Have you
been?”

“I was in France, but not the south.”

“Ah, you have to go. And, let me tell you
something, you have to go topless on the beach! To us Americans, it
seems just such an astonishing thing because we're so prudish and
taught all our lives never to let anyone see your chest! But you
get there and all the people are so casual about it and tons of
girls are topless and you just have to try. It's incredibly
freeing!”

“I uhm, guess it would be,” I said
doubtfully.

“And not a little exciting,” she admitted
with a grin. “I mean, walking around in nothing but a thong in
public? With all those men looking!”

“I don't think I'd like that,” I said. “Every
time I go out men stare at me already.”

“Oh my dear, I know, but as my mother once
told me, you'll be sorry when they stop looking. Because that means
you're no longer attractive.”

“Well,” I said, squirming a bit, “I don't
really mind the looking. It's the rudeness, the staring, the
wagging tongues and always trying to get my name and phone number.
Even if I'm just walking!”

She shrugged and nodded. “A lot of my friends
have that problem. I don't anymore. I don't walk anywhere, you see.
And when I am out among people it's with people who know how to
mind their manners. Plus I'm often with Alaric.”

“Yeah, I doubt many guys are going to be rude
to you around him,” I said.

“So you just need to find yourself an Alaric,
my dear!”

“That's easier said than done. Especially
now.”

“Well, yes, this stupid disease has screwed
up everyone's social life, including mine. On the plus side, I have
had more time for my art. I've sketched out a new sculpture I want
to make, one a little bigger than that,” she said. “And more
ambitious.”

That sounded a lot more interesting than my
actuary tables.

“I envy you your terrace,” I said, looking
around admiringly.

“You're welcome any time,” she said. “I paint
out here sometimes when the light is right. I could paint you!”

“Me!?”

“Why not? You're lovely, have that perfect,
smooth flesh of youth.”

“Oh no,” I said, blushing. “I don't think I
could – .”

She grinned. “I could do the face so you
couldn't be recognized,” she said, nodding towards the
sculpture.

That made me blush again because it kind of
implied she meant painting me naked! Yikes!

I laughed awkwardly and she smiled. “Don't
worry, Brianna, no pressure.”

She turned and looked out the window. “You
really should come up in the evening, sometime, and see the views
after dark. They are, as Alaric said, spectacular.”
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That had definitely been the highlight of my
day and week, and month. What a gorgeous apartment! And that
terrace! Wow! Not to mention she and Alaric were an incredibly
gorgeous couple! I couldn't help having little daydream fantasies
about posing for her, either. Naked! Some of them became kind of
erotic, featuring Alaric walking in on me, say. Yikes!

But those were just silly daydreams. And I
had to get back to my routine, working on my formulas, tables, and
statistics. The contrast between that and sitting on Regan's sunny
terrace looking out at the city was pretty stark, though.

Not that the view was bad from my place. It
was on the other side of the building, though, the one with the
less expansive view, which meant cheaper. It was still pretty darn
good, though, but I couldn't see up to midtown like she could.

It was the next evening when she called. I
had no idea how she even got my number, though of course, the
building would have it. It was just after Eight-thirty, and I was
watching TV when the phone rang.

“Brianna, my dear, how are you?” a barely
familiar voice asked.

“Fine.” Then the memory kicked in and for
some reason, I felt my face flush a little. “Regan?”

“Of course! I was wondering if you'd like to
come up and sit on the terrace and see how lovely the view is at
night.”

I hesitated. Again, I felt this sense of
weirdness because, like, she wasn't a girl but a woman. And yes,
yes, I know I'm a woman, but you know what I mean. She was probably
fifteen years older than me. Friendships between unrelated people
with that many years separating them weren't the norm.

Which made me suspect she wanted something,
like maybe for me to pose for her, and was hoping to persuade me.
No way I was doing that! On the other hand, I could just sit and
chat. I was bored and a little stir-crazy for company and was
curious about the view.

“You're sure I wouldn't be intruding on you
guys?” I asked. “I wouldn't want to be a third wheel.”

She laughed lightly. “Never! Besides, Alaric
is out of town.”

“Oh, okay.”

That made more sense. She was bored and
lonely.

“Excellent! Come right up! Bring a suit.”

“What?”

“A swimsuit, darling!” she said in
amusement.

Then she hung up, leaving me staring at the
phone.

I hesitated and felt that sense of
uncertainty again. I guessed she meant we'd sit in the hot tub and
relax, which sounded great if it was with friends. But I barely
knew her. And I had gotten this little suspicion of her last time,
this tiny little doubt about whether she might be, you know,
interested.

I mean, she wouldn't be the first girl –
woman – who had suggested a little play sex when no boys were
around. I had turned down such suggestions before, but the idea of
messing around with Regan tightened my chest. Mind you, it was just
this hot little fantasy thing, like many I get, and I didn't for a
moment take it seriously.

The thought of it, though, did add anxiety
and make me nervous and wonder if I shouldn't refuse. But of
course, it was too late. And, it could be fun. I was bored silly
here. And she was right in that if both of us were cooped up all
day we probably didn't have any sort of disease.

And I had been nursing a bit of a grudge
against the world for having me meet such a nicely dressed,
beautiful woman while I was looking like a grubby, smelly urchin. I
wanted her to know I was cute! Not because I had any real interest
there, but... well, it's a girl thing.

So I got my black bikini, which was
definitely not the one I wore at the building pool. I mean, it's
not that it was terribly immodest, but it was sexy. The half-cups
held my breasts up nicely, revealing some lovely curves. The bottom
was a small inverted triangle with thin straps curving up across my
hips and around in the back.

I hesitated, looking at myself anxiously in
the mirror. But then I decided to bite the bullet. I pulled on a
denim dress that zipped up the front, grabbed my purse, and went
upstairs.

Regan looked gorgeous, in an ankle-length
white wrap.

“Come in, come in!” she said. “How's the
number business?”

“Innumerable,” I said, which I regretted
because it was a nerdy joke.

“Never-ending,” I said.

“I know what innumerable means, sweetie,” she
said with a smile.

I had to admit she had a great smile.

“Would you like a drink?”

“Well, uhm, what have you got?”

“Oh heavens! Almost everything! I know what
you'd like! A Cardinal punch mocktail!”

“What's that?”

“We made some on the weekend for a little
gathering we had and I've still got half a pitcher.”

She led me into an enormous kitchen. It was
all white, with a huge white island across from the stove and
cupboards. To one side was a huge fridge next to a white cabinet
and more counter and drawers. She opened the fridge and took out a
pitcher.

“It's non-alcoholic,” she said. “It's got
ginger ale, orange juice, lemon juice, cranberry juice, and a few
other things. It's quite tasty.”

She put some ice into a glass, poured some,
and stuck an orange slice on the side. She poured herself what
looked like orange juice but was probably a screwdriver, and then
led me up the stairs to the second floor.

We went out on the terrace and she was right.
The view was amazing. The lights spread out in the distance like a
fairyland.

“Wow!” I said, looking out the window.

She continued down the terrace to the hot
tub, and put her glass on a little ledge, then peeled her dress up
and off. It was black, like mine, only a thong. I felt a little
anxious again, not because of her having a thong but because she
might think I was a prude for not having one.

I tried not to do the girl thing, you know,
measuring myself against other girls, but it was hard when alone.
Plus she was tall, blonde, and gorgeous.

I followed her over, and put my drink on the
ledge, then unzipped the dress, glad it was not very bright so my
blush wouldn't show. She climbed into the tub and I followed, aware
of her eyes on me. I wasn't generally that shy about my body but I
was still somewhat suspicious of her motives – and her interest in
me.

“You do exercise,” she said in an admiring
voice.

I flushed a bit again, pleased but also with
that little weird sense of maybe she thinks I'm... hot.

“Thanks,” I said.

The water was bubbling around me.

“Come over here, silly. You can't see the
city from there,” she said in amusement.

“Oh.”

She was right, I realized. I slid around the
tub until I was facing the big window and the lights beyond. Of
course, that put me almost shoulder to shoulder with her.

I realized I was feeling kind of... tingly
with anticipation, the way I occasionally got with guys. Only this
time the tingly part wasn't accompanied by the same sense of
wariness. Probably because she was a girl, well, woman, so I
wouldn't face any kind of sulky anger if I turned her down.

Alaric had to go to Rome,” she said.
“Something about a real estate deal. Bleh. You'd think there was
enough real estate here to work with.”

She asked me about Cornell, and told me about
Brown, and about living in London, which she'd done for a year.

“It's gorgeous, but the weather sucks,” she
said.

“If I was as rich as you guys, I think I'd be
living in Miami or LA,” I said.

“Oh, I'd love it. But Alaric has forbidden me
from mentioning it again,” she said. “Someday I'll get there. Well,
if Miami doesn't sink first, or LA doesn't disappear in an
earthquake.”

“I'd just like to avoid the winters,” I said.
“Maybe live in Las Vegas.”

“Oh no. Las Vegas is a dump, dear. I mean,
outside of the strip anyway.”

As she talked she reached behind her and
undid the strap of her bra, then shrugged out of the straps before
pulling the bra away. That sent alarm bells ringing in my head, but
faint ones. She was in the water, and her breasts were, well,
mostly underwater, though not entirely.

It raised my anxiety a bit, though, about
what she intended. It also raised that little sense of
anticipation, because I really didn't know how I'd react if she did
have an interest in me. A part of me was super curious about what
that would be like.

“Ah,” she said. “Feel free if you want.”

“Oh I don't – .”

She giggled and put her hand on my shoulder.
“Don't worry, sweetie, different life experiences, different mores,
you know? Like I said before, once you've walked up and down the
beach in a thong you aren't quite as self-conscious about your
boobs.”

Which completely made sense, and I even kind
of envied her. The thought of walking along a sunny beach topless
was kind of... exciting.

“I don't know if I could walk around
topless,” I said. “Maybe if I wasn't alone.”

“Well, dear, you're not alone here,” she said
in amusement.

“Ahm, oh, that wasn't what I meant.”

She talked about meeting Alaric at a gallery
showing she'd done, and how incredibly hot she thought he was, and
how she'd done her best to seduce him.

“Which isn't easy, despite all this,” she
said, waving at herself. “A man like Alaric has had a lifetime of
beautiful girls and women throwing themselves at him.”

That I could believe.

She half turned, rising and half turning to
adjust the controls of the hot tub and her breasts came out of the
water. They were... awfully nice. I mean, big, but surprisingly
firm. I wondered if they were real. They looked real, but –.

She sat back with a sigh and turned to look
at me

“Yes, they're real,” she said.

I blushed and she giggled.

“I get asked it a lot.”

“I wasn't thinking that!” I said
defensively.

“I'm proud of the girls but I do have to
exercise a lot to keep them tight,” she said ruefully.

“Mine aren't that big but I exercise a lot,
too.”

“They look pretty big to me,” she said.

“I'm a thirty-six-C,” I confessed.

“That's a pretty good size! Especially on a
skinny little thing like you.”

Talking about breasts was weird given hers
were bare, but she was really relaxed about it, and we were sitting
in the near dark with the lights of the city spread before us. So,
daringly, I pulled my strings and removed my top. That made me
flush a little, again, and also sent a tightness in my chest.
Again, I wondered if this was going somewhere, and I was kind of
hoping it was!

“Let's see,” she said.

I flushed. “Oh come on.”

“Let me see!” she said playfully.

Blushing, I rose in the water a bit, just so
she could see them, then dropped them back into the water.

“You have perfect breasts!”

“Oh please.”

“I'm surprised you don't get asked if they're
real.”

“I don't show them around much,” I said.

“Except to boys who can quickly find out for
themselves,” she said with a smirk.

I laughed.

“Honestly, honey, you have to let me sculpt
you. You'd be a perfect model!”

“I'd be too embarrassed!”

“Why? Alaric wouldn't be around. And I've
already seen, like 95% of your body already. Anyway, don't tell me
you haven't had thoughts about him.”

“What thoughts?” I asked defensively.

“Are you straight?”

“Yes!”

“Then you've had thoughts about him. Give me
a break, Brianna. No straight woman can look at Alaric and not have
thoughts. Just like no straight guy can look at you and I and not
have thoughts. We are what we are.”

“I don't think about other people's
husbands,” I said, trying to be as convincing as possible.

“Ha! What are you, a robot? Those didn't look
like robot boobies.”

And then her hand came up under the water and
gave my right breast a squeeze.

I squealed and shifted away and she laughed
in delight.

“Regan!”

“Brianna!”

“You really are... outrageous,” I said.

I felt that tightness in my chest again, only
worse, a sexual tension growing inside me.

“I try,” she said with a grin. “But as I
said, you wouldn't be human if you didn't look at a man like Alaric
and think wicked thoughts. I have to say it's a bit tiring as his
wife to know every woman he meets thinks he's such a hotty they'd
willingly throw themselves at his feet.”

“Not me,” I said sturdily.

She snorted. “What if he wasn't married?”

“Well...”

“Ha!”

“But he is married!”

“Fortunately, not only married but as I said,
he's had a lot of experience with eager women. He was bored of them
and wanted to settle down with someone compatible.”

“And beautiful and sexy,” I said.

“Well, of course. Why settle for anything
less,” she said smugly.

“Anyway, Alaric is probably twice my
age.”

“Yes, but still extremely sexy.”

I couldn't deny it.

I had slid a little ways away when she'd
squeezed my breast. Now she slid around to be closer again, which
made my pulse race.

“I would like to show you my project,” she
said. “It would be... interesting to have you as a model. And no
one would ever recognize your face. Guaranteed.”

“Oh I don't know, Regan, I'm not as..
comfortable in my skin as you.”

“Well let auntie Regan make you more
comfortable, my sweet,” she purred.

“You're not – .”

Her arm slipped over my shoulder – I thought,
but then she leaned in to kiss me and I felt her hand gripping my
hair behind my neck. At the same time as her lips met mine her
soft, warm breasts pressed in against mine as she kissed me.

That was a lot to take in at once!

Her left hand held my hair, turning me to
face her as her lips moved hungrily against mine, and her right
hand slid up as well to cup my cheek, which kind of blocked my left
hand from pushing back at her. My right arm, in the meantime, was
pinned between us. That left me without much to do but absorb the
rush of sensation from her breasts pillowing out against me and her
lips on mine.

And she was a very good kisser! Her lips
moved passionately against mine as her tongue dipped lightly into
my mouth. The sensation of her breasts rubbing against mine under
the hot water, though was what really startled me. I'd been kissed
before, often enough. This was much more novel! And I could feel my
nipples were already rock hard just under the surface of the
water.

It was a forceful kiss, and I didn't know in
my mind how to respond. I wasn't yet sure what I thought of this.
I'd been considering it since we'd met the last time, and the idea
was still exciting but also a bit scary. I didn't have any real
experience with girls!

Heat was flaring within me, though, even
before she dropped her right hand below the water, eased back a
bit, and squeezed my breast. She was touching me with a lot more
care than she had with that initial little squeeze, and my breast
started to throb as her fingers gently kneaded the soft, sensitive
flesh.

I felt the need to do something, but I wasn't
at all sure what that was! Kiss back? Okay. I started to do that,
tentatively, because I still wasn't sure of myself here. I didn't
want to seem like I was super into this in case she was just, you
know, kidding. I also didn't want to seem like some naive virgin
who didn't know anything about sex.

She had turned almost completely around in
the water, now, and the kiss, well, if it was kidding she was sure
putting a lot of effort into it!

She eased back a few inches, giggling
slightly.

“You have very soft lips,” she whispered.

Then she kissed me again before I could think
of how to respond.

We kissed for a long minute, with her either
kneading my left breast or rubbing hers against it as she caressed
my shoulder and the side of my neck. Then she eased back a little
and stood up. But she was still holding my hair behind the neck and
she pulled on it, enough to make me gasp in pain and rise up
myself.

But there wasn't really room to stand. I had
been sitting on the underwater bench which circled the hot tub, and
she was standing directly against it. Plus she was pulling my hair
back, not just up, which, now that my hands were free, caused me to
rise up, to put my feet on the seat, and push myself up and
back.

She let go of my hair then, leaning in as I
sat on the rim of the hot tub, in the corner.

“Sexy little girl,” she purred.

I was confused. The hair-pulling was strange,
and my scalp ached a little. I reached back to rub my head and
thought to complain, but she leaned in. I put my hands out against
her and she gripped my wrists and guided my hands to her
breasts.

They were certainly real. Touching them
didn't do a lot for me, since as I'd told her, I was straight. At
the same time, I was feeling this heady sense of sexual
anticipation and excitement, so it did give me a bit of an
emotional jolt.

Then she leaned in further, lifting my hands
up and back over my head as she leaned in to kiss me again. She
laughed as I kind of fell back under her weight until my back hit
the wall. Then she straightened and reached up for something.
Before I understood what she was doing she'd pulled down some kind
of rope or cord and quickly wrapped it around my wrists!

I twisted my head up and around, staring in
surprise.

“Hey!”

“Remember the sculpture?” she whispered.

I did remember it, the one with the girl
whose wrists were tied above her. And I felt a strange dark flush
spread across my skin even as she leaned in and began to kiss me
again. Her kiss was more forceful, this time, but still very
skillful. And some weird, confusing ideas were swirling in my head
as my wrists tugged against the soft but firm cord around them.

“Regan!” I gasped, needing to at least
protest.

She grinned and her fingers slid down, caught
the strings of my bikini bottom, and peeled them quickly down,
before jerking them down under my buttocks.

I squealed and she laughed as she pulled them
down my legs and off.
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“Regan!” I exclaimed again.

She was between my legs before I could snap
them closed, and reached down to force them apart, then half fell
atop me, kissing me against, seizing my hair to control my head,
and crushing my lips with hers.

This felt wild and hot and wicked and my body
was churning with a dark heat as she kissed me. I was completely
naked and my wrists tied above my head! Helpless! I thought of that
sculpture and thought that she must really be into this bondage
stuff if she'd do a sculpture like that! And now she'd tied my
hands up!

But she wasn't doing anything I didn't
welcome, however anxious I was about it. My body was heating up
rapidly, despite being out of the water, and when she slid down to
take the center of my left breast into her mouth I gasped aloud at
a jolt of sexual energy.

She closed her lips against my tender flesh,
sucking rhythmically as her tongue flicked and swirled across my
rigid nipple. Her teeth bit in, not too hard, but almost enough to
draw pain. And then she slid lower, forcing my thighs wide. Since I
had fallen back against the wall I was kind of slumped and that
opened me up very... clearly!

I flushed self-consciously as she brought her
face down right in front of my pussy, glad I had neatly shaved just
this morning. Then she simply leaned in and let her tongue lick
strongly right up along the line of my sex!

That sent a really powerful rush through me,
both of sensation and emotion. This sure wasn't any joking around,
not when she was licking my pussy! Heat rushed in, but also more
anxiety. This meant I'd probably have to lick hers and I had never
done so and wasn't sure how good I'd be.

Or even if I wanted to!

She settled in there between my legs, though,
like someone very familiar with things. She slid her hands up and
down along my inner thighs right up next to my pussy, then her
thumbs slid in and spread the lips of my sex. Her tongue began to
lick at my clitoris, right away, and hot, churning sensations of
pleasure swept up through my body.

Her tongue swirled around and around my
clitoris, then swept rapidly from side to side before moving up and
down. Meanwhile, one of her fingers slid up into my body, pumping
slowly in and out, pushing deeper and deeper.

It was pressing up along the upper wall of my
pussy even as she licked hard against my clitoris just on the other
side. The sensations were growing more intense, and they were
melting my mind like a narcotic, like alcohol, turning it into a
steaming, mushy, thoughtless sponge for the pleasure pulsing within
me.

I was becoming more aroused than I'd been in
a very long time, my entire body thrumming with sexual pleasure and
energy as she guided a second finger into me, pumping them in and
out as her tongue swept over my clitoris.

She eased back, then, her eyes hungry, but
also amused.

“So, my little prisoner, are you ready to
submit to your mistress?” she teased.

She stood and then pressed my legs wider. She
leaned over to the side, and I blinked as I saw more of the
thumb-wide black rope she'd wrapped around my wrists. She swept it
around my ankle and jerked tight, making me gasp as she tied it.
Then she leaned in the other direction and there was another
rope!

“Wh-Why are you... tying me up!?” I
gulped.

“Because it's fun,” she purred.

She leaned in and kissed me again, her hands
in my hair and on my breast. She eased back, then.

“You can be my little prisoner for the
evening, my sex slave!” she teased.

She slid down my body, mouthing each breast
in turn, sucking and licking and chewing so that they both throbbed
powerfully. My entire body was throbbing with heat and excitement,
now, and my mind was drowned in hunger and lust!

She pushed her fingers into me and began to
lick again and my hips started to roll helplessly up against her.
The heat burned within my mind, not just my body. This was so wild
and kinky and thrilling, after all! I stared ahead, looking out on
the lights of the thousands of buildings, and leaned my head back
against the wall, gasping for breath as heat poured through me.

Then the orgasm hit and I cried out at how
intense it was. My hips jerked spastically against her and my head
rolled back as the pleasure tore through me, setting my muscles to
spasming uncontrollably. It was like electricity tearing through
me, sexual electricity, making me cry out again, my body trying to
jam itself against her plunging fingers and licking tongue.

The orgasm was much more powerful than the
ones I got from my infrequent masturbation, and certainly more than
I'd ever gotten from a guy – since I'd never had an orgasm with a
guy. My body felt like every nerve endings was crackling and
snapping like a live electrical wire!

My breasts felt swollen and my nipples
tingled. I writhed and twisted as she plunged her fingers into me
and licked hard and fast at my clitoris. The orgasm went on and on,
much longer than was the norm for me, and I wallowed in the
pleasure, wanting it to last forever.

It couldn't, of course. And I couldn't have
survived it if it did. I slumped back, gasping for breath, and she
eased her fingers out of me, then licked her way slowly up my body.
She sucked and then chewed lightly on my nipples, then her lips
were on mine again, her hands in my hair.

She eased back.

“Are you enjoying being Mistress Regan's
little sex slave?” she teased.

I didn't know how to answer that, and in
fact, I was barely up to speaking at the moment. She giggled
softly, then swung away. She climbed out of the hot tub, and then
picked up a towel and wrapped it around herself.

“Wh-where are you... going?” I gasped.

“Why, to get some men to come and use your
helpless, naked body with their big, hard cocks, of course. Sex
slave,” she teased.

She winked, blew me a kiss, then, giggling,
went inside.

“Regan!”

I was still breathing heavily, recovering. I
looked out at the city, then at my legs, spread widely out to the
sides, my ankles tied firmly. I twisted my head up and looked at my
wrists and the rope there. Did she always have this rope here or
had she put it in place in anticipation of me?!

She was clearly into kinky stuff. That made
me a bit nervous about her saying she was going to get men to fuck
me. I didn't think she would. I mean, I wasn't afraid. But I was a
bit nervous. I'd only known her for a couple of days! She could be
crazy! Or maybe part of some sort of white slave group!

My imagination ran away with me briefly, but
then she returned, alone. She tossed the towel on a table, and came
over to the hot tub, carrying what looked like a small wicker
basket. She set it down on the rim and I could see, in the near
darkness, some very phallic-looking objects!

She climbed into the tub again and moved over
to me, standing between my spread legs. She leaned in and kissed
me, then eased back. Her hand slid down my body, and her fingers
began to rub gently but insistingly against my clitoris.

“Tell me, slave girl,” she asked, “Do you
like cocks?”

I gulped, my mind filling with heat and
uncertainty.

She stopped rubbing, then plucked a little
plastic squeeze bottle from the basket, squeezing something onto
her fingers. When they returned to my pussy they were very slick
and slippery, and the sensations as she rubbed seemed even more
erotic and delicious.

Her finger sank into me, then a second, then
a third as I gasped helplessly. I saw her thumb rubbing against my
clitoris, and she leaned in against me, gripping my hair in her
other hand and jerking my head back.

“Tell me you love cock, little sex slave,”
she whispered.

“Oh... Ow! I-I... I... love cock!” I
gasped.

Her fingers were very skilfully pumping in
and out of me while her thumb stroked across my sensitive clitoris,
almost instantly reigniting the fires of excitement within me.

“Call me... mistress,” she whispered.

“Mistress!” I gasped.

She drew back her fingers then pulled
something else out of the basket. It was big and long and thick and
rounded and curved slightly upward. I gasped as she brought it in
against my pussy and I felt the pressure. The pressure grew,
becoming an ache, as she ground it against me. Then the lips of my
sex were forced in and back, stretching wide.

I gasped as the thing slowly slid into
me.

“Do you like my cock, little girl?” she
whispered.

I gasped and moaned as she worked it in
deeper and deeper. It ached, but it ached wonderfully! It was a big
cock!

“Oh! Oh!” I gasped. “No more!”

“Ha. I'm going to jam every inch of my cock
into your hot, hungry little body,” she teased. “You need to learn
to take big cocks if you're ever going to have Alaric fucking
you.”

That information hit me like a thunderclap.
Did she intend to have Alaric fuck me!? Did she want to!? Didn't
that bother her!? The idea was outrageous but wildly exciting and
kinky, and I shuddered as her fingers rubbed my clitoris even while
pumping the big cock in and out.

She straightened up and then took something
else from the basket. She drew it in against herself and strapped
it around her hips, then drew something, a strap, down between her
thighs and up in back to buckle or strap in place. She pressed her
hips forward, gripped the base of the dildo, and fitted it to the
thing now strapped against her.

“I'm going to fuck your sexy little slave
girl brains out,” she taunted.

And then she leaned in against me, gripping
my hair again, crushing my lips with hers. Her hips began to work
in and out, and as they moved, the dildo moved, just as if she was
a guy fucking me! Heat and pleasure roiled my mind and pulled it
into a feverish haze of dark passion and need.

She jerked her head back even as she jerked
back on my hair.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl,” she
growled.

“Fu... please fuck me!” I gasped.

She pinched my nipple and I yelped.

“You forgot to call me mistress, slut!” she
said in a haughty voice. “Try again.”

Oh wow! Oh, fuck! This was so kinky!

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” I gasped.

And then she did, thrusting her hips in and
out hard and fast as her lips fairly devoured mine. I felt the
thick cock driving up achingly deep into my trembling body with the
weight of her hips behind it, and flashed into another orgasm, this
one even more intense!

I certainly couldn't hide it! My hips bucked
and ground back at her as she cried out, and she laughed as she
thrust harder.

“That's it, slut! Come on your mistress's
cock!”

Her words burned in my mind because for the
first time the thought occurred to me that instead of this just
being a wicked, kinky game she might actually be serious about this
sort of thing. That was simultaneously scary and incredibly
exciting!

But my mind was being battered by howling
storm winds of pleasure that made it incapable of any real thought.
I twisted and writhed and my hips rolled up against her as she sent
her cock plunging deep again and again.

The orgasm exhausted me and left me panting
and moaning. But she wasn't nearly finished. She dropped down to
her knees again and began to lick me, gently at first, then with
growing strength. Her fingers pushed into me once more and my body
pulsed with pleasure and excitement.

She rose up, kissing me, sucking and licking
at my nipples as her fingers kneaded them.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave girl,” she
ordered. “Beg your mistress to fuck you hard.”

“P-Please fuck me hard, Mistress!” I
gasped.

This was without a doubt the kinkiest,
hottest, most wicked, and exciting sex I'd ever experienced!

She brought the dildo up against me and
pushed it slowly up into my body, then started to fuck me again.
God, this was incredible! And I realized that unlike a guy she
would never get soft! She drove her cock into me hard and fast,
making me ache and burn. She roughly groped my breasts as she
crushed my lips with hers.

And she fucked me into another orgasm!

I had never had three orgasms in a single
evening before, or a single day. And I'd had them in half an
hour!

Then she did something weird. She undid the
straps around her body. They were still attached to the dildo
inside me. She led the straps up my belly, across my hip, and then
around my waist to fasten behind my back.

“Let's go to bed, my little slave girl,” she
said.

She untied my wrists and ankles and I
groaned. The tendons in my thighs felt stretched and sore as I
closed my legs again.

She climbed out of the tub, gripping my arm
and helping me. It felt weird moving with the dildo inside me. I
climbed out of the tub and stood on shaky legs as she kissed me.
Then she swept a towel around herself while her blue eyes watched
me like a hawk.

“Bondage slut,” she said in a teasing
voice.

I flushed.

She giggled and tossed another towel at me
and I swept it around myself, toweling off.

She yanked it away, then, and took my hand,
leading me to the door and then into the building.

I felt unaccountably shy as I followed her,
naked and damp, the dildo jammed up inside my belly making it feel
weird to walk. I looked down at it in something like astonishment.
I'd never imagined such a thing.

She led me into that big bedroom we'd passed
in front of and over to the big bed. She tossed the pillows away
and had me get on it.

“Spread your arms and legs apart,” she said
as she stood next to it.

Flushing, gulping anxiously, I obeyed.

“Sex slave!” she teased.

She climbed into bed and straddled me, then
reached up to the top corner of the bed and found a strap dangling
there. She pulled it up and fit it around my wrist, instantly
cinching it tight.

My pulse rate picked up quite a bit then, and
even more when she did the same to my other wrist. She backed off,
then found straps at the bottom of the bed, and cinched them tight
around my ankles.

“Helpless,” she said, crawling into bed. “A
helpless little sex slave,” she purred.

“You are so kinky,” I gulped.

She giggled. “Alaric has made me that
way.”

Then she crawled up my body and lay atop me,
kissing me, sometimes soft, sometimes hard as her hand glided up
and down my body.

She pulled back, and reached for the bedside
table, then took out a vibrator. I gulped as she turned it on, then
guided it down against my clitoris.

“Nasty little slut,” she said. “Thinking
about that big cock inside you, aren't you?”

She undid the strap and began to pump the
dildo in and out as she ground the vibrator against my clitoris.
That had an almost immediate impact and my body began to burn
again, the fire growing hotter and hotter.

She turned the vibrator off, jammed the dildo
in fully, strapped it in place, and then climbed up my body.

“Are you my slut?” she demanded.

She jerked on my hair and I gasped.

“Are you?”

“I... yes!” I gasped.

“Say it.”

“I'm your slut!” I gasped.

She pinched and twisted my nipple.

“You forgot to say mistress.”

“I'm your slut, Mistress!” I cried.

She laughed, then rose over me. I felt
anxious, but I was filled with sexual hunger and tension as she
brought her knees down on either side of my head and positioned her
pussy right over my mouth. She was as perfectly shaved as if she'd
never had hair and I thought in an instant that she'd probably had
laser hair removal.

Then her pussy was pressed against my mouth
and rubbing there.

“Please your mistress, slut, or you'll be
whipped!” she said imperiously.

I licked at her, awkwardly, but
enthusiastically. I tried to do what she'd done, and what guys had
done on the few occasions they'd put the effort into licking me a
little. She wound my hair around her fist and jerked on it, then
preceded to... guide me.

I was relieved at that, not resentful. I
eagerly took her guidance, wanting to please her, wanting to make
her come as she'd made me come.

Eventually, I did, though to be fair, I
didn't have the use of my fingers the way she had with me. She
seemed content with my efforts, though, and rewarded me by using
the vibrator and dildo to make my body writhe and twist, then
strapping the dildo to her hips and fucking me to a fourth
orgasm.

Only then did she unstrap me so I could curl
up in a ball and moan. She laughed and then led me into the
bathroom. And what a bathroom it was! It was all white, with a
shining marble floor. The cabinet was white, with a white marble
top, and two sinks. The mirror filled the wall above it.

On the other side of the room was a huge
shower cabinet, and next to that a sliding panel door which covered
the sauna. Then at the end of the room was a big tub sitting under
a huge window. At the opposite end of the room there was a doorway
which had a toilet and bidet in a separate room.

She didn't seem the slightest worried about
how brightly lit the bathroom was or how wide the mirror. Mind you,
someone would have to have a telescope and be in just the right
position in the right building to see us. Then again, there were a
lot of such buildings out there!

She smiled and drew me into the shower. It
was certainly big enough for two! Or four!

“Stand straight, chest out, shoulders back,
hands behind your neck,” she barked.

I looked at her uncertainly but did so, and
she turned off the water. She squeezed what I guess was soap or
body wash into her hand and then began to gently spread it over my
body. Of course, it was slick and slippery, so her warm, soft hand
sliding over my breasts and along my skin soon had my nipples rigid
again.

She smirked as she slowly and carefully
soaped up my body, her hands gliding over my flesh, down over my
buttocks, in between my legs, up and down my thighs. She soaped me
up completely, then pushed me against the wall and started kissing
me again.

I brought my arms down, my hands going around
her as we kissed. She rubbed her body against mine, which got her
all lathered up too. Then she lifted one of my legs, positioned her
leg in between, and angled herself so her pussy was rubbing against
mine.

I responded tiredly, at first, but with
growing heat as our tongues caressed each other and our bodies
ground together.

She made me come again! Holy shit!

I was feeling astonished at it all, at
myself, at my body, at her. It was all very, very heady and
exciting!

Afterward, I gathered my clothes and made my
way back to my apartment, feeling a little stunned at it all, and
wildly excited, even giggly, at the thought of what more was to
come. I wasn't sure if she had just been kidding when she talked
about me and Alaric. Probably she was, but I didn't mind if it was
just me and her.

But the dark, hungry thought of a threesome
filled my mind, too. I'd never done one, of course! No one I knew
had, or at least admitted to it! But the idea of having sex with
her and Alaric together was blazing hot!

I had no guilt or anything at what we'd done.
It had been incredibly fun and exciting, and I wanted more of that!
It also made me feel more mature, more sophisticated, more adult,
if you understand what I'm getting at.

Thinking back, remembering some of the stuff
I'd done, I sometimes giggled to myself, or sometimes shook my head
in awe.

“I hope you appreciated my little
introduction to girl love, sweetie,” Regan had said at the
elevator. “I intend to show you a lot more over the coming
days.”

That was fine with me!

The thing is... I was fairly sure I was still
completely straight. Her body was nice. I could certainly
appreciate that, in a kind of clinical way. She was a really good
kisser. It was fun kissing her. And her skin was soft. It felt hot
and sexy having her breasts against mine and her pussy against
mine.

But I don't think I was really into girls so
much as into... being touched, being fucked, being licked. She knew
how to do all that really well! I hoped she realized it was just
basically friendly fucking, not something serious.

 


 





Chapter Four

 


 


 


 


I had a little more difficulty concentrating
on work the next day, but I persevered. As the day drew on, though,
I started wondering if Regan would call me again tonight. I cursed
myself for not getting her phone number, or for asking if Alaric
was going to be back soon.

And just thinking about him sent a jolt
through me. I still wasn't sure if she was just kidding around
about me and him. And I wasn't sure how I felt about it either. I
mean, yeah, he was good looking and looked like he had a great
body. But I didn't generally go in for cheap sex with people who I
had no interest in having a long-term relationship with.

Still, the idea of him and her together –
that was scorching! Could I turn that down? That could be, like, a
once in a lifetime opportunity to see what that sort of thing was
like.

The call came at Four. I had told her I
worked from Eight to Four, then did some exercising.

“Hello?” I asked.

“Hello, my dear. It occurred to me that you
might be setting out on your jogging or stair running, and I have
this lovely home gym here you could use instead.

I was instantly interested in that.

“Oh, uhm... is uh, Alaric – ?”

“Still in Rome.”

“Well... well okay.”

“We can have dinner afterward.”

“I'd like that.”

My stomach was still swirling a little as I
went upstairs. I was wearing yoga pants and a tank-top. Both were
tight. A middle-aged couple was in the elevator when it opened. I
got in and pressed the button for the penthouse, ignoring them. I
knew the guy was looking at me, though.

They got off on Forty-Nine, and I continued
up to the Penthouse, then got out and rang the bell.

“Ah, here's my little sex slave,” she said
teasingly as she opened the door.

“Uhm, hi,” I said.

“Come in, honey.”

She led me down the hall past a library, or a
den with a lot of bookshelves, then past a theater with a huge big
screen and finally into a home gym. There were mirrors on the wall,
heavy mats on the floor, and several big, complicated exercise
machines. There was also a step machine, a bike, and a treadmill. I
guess when you're really rich you don't want to exercise with the
plebes!

“But first, of course, you have to dress
appropriately,” she said.

“This isn't appropriate?”

“Of course not!” she said, as if
astonished.

She led me further down the hall, to a small
but nicely furnished bedroom. It was obvious it was a spare since
there were no personal possessions and it was in perfect order.

“Take off your clothes,” she said
briskly.

“All of them?”

“Every stitch!”

I started to feel those butterflies in my
stomach but shrugged and obeyed.

“This will be a surprise, so I'm going to
have you put this on temporarily,” she said.

By that she meant a blindfold! I gasped as
she slipped the mask over my head and then down over my eyes.

“Hands behind neck,” she ordered.

“But – .”

She smacked my butt and I yelped.

“Hands behind neck, slave!”

I felt a rush of heat and sexual energy and
obeyed.

“Legs spread!”

I shifted my feet apart on the floor.

“Back arched!'

This felt so wild and sexy! But I did it.

I felt her fingers at my sex, rubbing me,
slick and slippery. One slipped into me, pumping in and out, then
another.

“Nasty little sex slave,” she said, her voice
purring.

I gasped as her fingers pulled back and I
felt the dildo again, pushing up inside me as her fingers rubbed my
clitoris. It was so weird to stand here blind and feel that. My
body began to heat up and my mind began to melt down!

She forced it all the way inside and then fit
the straps over my hips and around my back to keep it there. There
was silence and nothing for a few moments, then I felt something at
my neck.

“Move your hands up in the air,” she
said.

I did, my senses focused tightly on what she
was doing. I felt something thick and heavy and flexible and...
leathery going around my neck and then buckling in back.

Like a collar!

“Drop your arms to your sides.”

I did that too, and then felt something else
leathery, firm and leathery, slipping over my breasts, or more
like, my breasts were pushing into it. They squeezed my breasts as
if they were too big for... the bra? No, it wasn't a bra! What was
it!?

I felt it slide forward until it was flat
against my chest, but squeezing around my breasts, especially from
underneath, where it felt harder, more solid.

“Arms out in front of you.”

I put my arms out and felt leather wrapped
around my wrists and buckled tight. Separately, though. Then I felt
more wrapped around my ankles, again separately.

“Bend over, slave.”

I obeyed, my body throbbing with heat, and
gasped as I felt something pressing against my back opening.

“Oh!” I gasped, starting to rise.

Crack! She slapped my bottom.

“Bend over, slave. Do you think your bottom
is inviolate? Your mistress can use every part of you she so
desires!”

I felt new anxiety but also even darker heat
as something thick was slowly worked into my butt. It was thick,
but then suddenly slipped into me and my sphincter closed behind it
– almost.

I felt pressure on the... bra? It pulled up,
and then somehow was attached to the front of the collar around my
neck somehow. But my breasts were still bare!

She pulled the blindfold off and I stared at
myself in the mirror on the wall.

“Whoa!” I said, eyes widening.

I was wearing a black studded leather collar,
along with restraints around my wrists and ankles. The base of the
dildo was flush with my body, held tightly in place by the thin
black strings going up across my hips.

There were leather straps around my breasts,
held together by metal rings, squeezing in tight around them. The
straps underneath were larger, helping support them. But they all
squeezed in around the base of my breasts to make them harder,
firmer, the flesh kind of sticking out. There were two straps
leading up from these to an O-ring at the front of the collar.

“Now you're ready to exercise,” she said.

“In this!? You are so kinky!”

“I bet you've never been as turned on during
boring old exercise as you will be today,” she said with a
grin,

I reached behind me and felt something flat
and round against my back opening.

“It's a butt-plug, so your tight little ass
gets used to the idea. I'm sure all the men I'll give your body to
will want to fuck you in the ass,” she teased.

“What if I refuse!?” I gasped.

Her eyes went wide. “Why, my dear, what makes
you think sex slaves have a choice in who uses their body or
how?”

Jesus God I sure looked like one! This was...
breathtaking! And the feeling of pressure inside me from that dildo
jammed high and deep, combined with this butt-plug in my ass made
me feel so wildly, totally sexual that I could feel my pussy
squeezing and pulling at the dildo. My nipples weren't just hard,
they felt a longing to be touched and played with.

She led me into the home gym and I sat –
gingerly – on the bench at one of the machines. She explained how
it was used, and set it, and I started to do exercises as she
watched.

It felt insanely sexual! I mean, like I said
I'm really not into women per se, but having her looking at me like
this, knowing she definitely WAS into women, added to the dark aura
of sexuality and heat which swirled within me.

My tits were very firm, the way the leather
thing was squeezing around them at the base, but my nipples
quivered as I moved, as I pulled in and out at the padded bar, then
reached up and pulled down at the bar there. There were also padded
bars to work my legs, to work my thigh muscles, pulling them in and
out, in and out.

Make no mistake, this was a real workout. I
was soon panting with the effort, but I was also simmering on a low
broil with the feel and sight of these things she'd had me wear –
and insert. I finally had to take a break. By then I had kind of
gotten used to my breasts feeling squeezed, and the dildo and
butt-plug.

Regan then suggested I use the treadmill.

“In my bare feet?” I asked uncertainly.

“Certainly not! You need appropriate
footwear.”

She grinned at me, then pulled over a long,
low box and flipped the lid off. Inside was black leather...
boots.

She pulled one out and had me hold out my
foot.

“Are you kidding?”

“I never kid, my sweet.”

She slid the thing up my leg, then past my
knee, then up my thigh! I was sitting on a bench and the boot went
so high that it almost reached the bench, just below my butt. It
felt like it fit, too. And it had a really high stiletto heel!

“I can't walk in this thing!” I
protested.

“Of course you can, sweetie. It just takes
practice.

She put the other on and helped me stand up,
then led me to the treadmill. I almost fell, not just because of
the high, stiletto heel but because I was staring at myself in the
big mirror on the wall. Holy shit!

She turned on the treadmill and I nearly fell
again but held tight to the bar. It took focus, I'll tell you. But
then I'm good at focus. She turned up the angle, though kept the
speed low, and I felt myself walking uphill, so to speak, which
required a lot more energy, heels or not.

Regan stood beside me. She was about the same
height as me, even though she was on the floor. She had high,
stiletto heels on her shoes, too, and her height made up for me
being on the treadmill. She reached across and gave my breast a
squeeze, which made me gulp. Then she caught the nipple between
thumb and forefinger, plucking, rolling and rubbing it as my breast
started to throb in response.

“You have such lovely little nipples,” she
said.

I guarantee you nobody ever said that to me
before!

She let go of my nipple and slid her hand
down my belly and abdomen, finding my clitoris just above where the
dildo was jammed into me. She rubbed it lightly, then took her
finger away and put it against my lips, sliding it into my
mouth.

I felt a jolt as she looked at me, then
knowing what she wanted, I licked it and sucked on it, feeling...
weird!

She took it out, giving me a knowing grin,
and then rubbed my clitoris again. It responded immediately, and
the sensations began to flood out through my abdomen and up my body
as I walked.

She stopped the machine, grinning at me, and
led me off it, then over beneath I guess what was a chin-up
bar.

“Do you think you can do a chin-up or
two?”

“I don't know,” I said dubiously.

“You want to work these arms,” she said.
“Give it a try.”

“It's a little high,” I said.

Even in the heels stretching my fingers up I
could barely touch it. I could normally jump but wasn't sure about
doing it in these boots.

She pressed a button on the wall and it
lowered itself until I could grip it firmly. Then I tried to do a
chin-up. It wasn't easy, but I did it. I couldn't quite do a
second, though.

“You'll get better with more exercise,” she
said.

“I do exercise.”

“Yes, but you don't work your arms and
shoulders enough.”

She reached up past me suddenly, and before I
knew what she was doing she'd clipped the little link on the
restraint around my right wrist to the one around my left, but done
it over the bar. She pressed the button on the wall again and I
gasped, grasping the bar as I was lifted off my heels.

“Hey! Regan!” I exclaimed.

“I'll be back in a moment,” she said.

I gulped, my chest tightening rapidly. I
jerked at the restraints and turned to watch her leave the room.
Then I turned and looked at myself in the mirror. My body was all
stretched out and taut as I hung there, and I wondered what she had
in mind. Maybe she was going to whip me or something! Like she'd
talked about! I mean, I'd assumed she was joking, but maybe she'd
try to anyway!

When she returned, though, it was with
another dildo, not a whip. She grinned at me, then pressed the
button on the wall. The bar lowered and my heels sank back onto the
floor.

“Spread your legs... slave.”

I gulped, and then did so as she lowered the
bar further.

“Excellent.”

She came over and combed my hair back with
her fingers. Then I saw the ball in front of my mouth. I
reluctantly opened my mouth and she worked it inside, then drew the
strap behind my head.

“I like you helpless,” she said softly.
“Helpless to resist, helpless to protest.”

My heartbeat picked up.

She grinned and knelt before me, her hands
sliding up and down my thighs, up my belly and abdomen, up to
squeeze my breasts, then down again. Her tongue began to work at my
clitoris, and she undid the strap of the dildo, pumping it in and
out as she licked and sucked.

And I got to watch myself in the big mirror,
gasping, eyes wide, the ball-gag and collar making me look
outrageously like the slave girl she was pretending I was. My body
was already humming with sexual intensity, and now it burst
full-blown through my mind and body. I felt passion burning at my
mind, and my body throbbing with sexual pressure.

I grunted and gasped and moaned as she thrust
the dildo up into me, as she sucked and licked at my clitoris. This
was just so fucking intense! I stared at myself, watching my body
tremble and undulate, and then came, my hips grinding feverishly
against her sucking, licking tongue as she drove the dildo up into
my spasming pussy.

Just as it had the other day the orgasm
swamped my mind and body. My hips rolled violently and my head
jerked back again and again as the howling flood of pleasure
drowned me! It filled me with the kind of lust and passion that was
like a fever, where I felt like nothing in the world mattered but
this moment in time!

By the time it eased my legs were rubbery,
and I would have sunk to my knees if I hadn't been restrained. I
saw Regan rise, smirking in satisfaction, and move behind me. I
didn't see what she did there. I was gulping in air around the
ball-gag.

Crack!

I gasped as she slapped my bottom. She slid
the dildo out of me, then I felt something hard pressing in between
my thighs, pushing up against my pussy. It was thicker than the
first dildo, but it pushed up fairly easily into me as she gripped
my thighs.

I could see her behind me now, and could see
the dildo, the cock, coming up between my thighs, pushing up into
my sex. I knew it was a strap-on, and her eyes as she looked at me
over my shoulder, were hungry.

I watched as she jerked back on my hair,
reaching around to roughly squeeze my breast.

“Sex slave,” she whispered in my ear.

Again I felt that jolt of anxiety, wondering
if she was serious, or if this was just a game. Surely she knew it
was just a game to me, right?

I gasped as the dildo thrust deep into my
belly. She forced my legs apart and jerked back so I was leaning
forward, my arms stretched up and forward to balance me as she
fucked me from behind.

“Hot little sex toy,” she taunted, watching
me watch myself in the mirror.

She suddenly jerked back on my hair, sharply
enough to make me cry out in pain. Her right arm slid around me,
her fingers finding my clitoris.

“Are you my little slut?” she purred. “Are
you?”

She jerked on my hair.

“Answer me, slave.”

“Yeth!” I moaned around the ball gag.

She jerked again and I cried out again.

“That's yes mistress, you slut. Say it!”

“Yeth, Mithwess,” I moaned.

Her hips continued to thrust in and out,
jamming the big dildo up into my belly. I watched in the mirror as
she leaned in, chewing and sucking on the nape of my neck just
above the collar. Her other hand was still rubbing at my
clitoris.

The sexual fever raged within me. Not just
because of the physical sensations, but from watching myself,
staring at this absolutely unbelievable image of myself looking
like... like a sex slave while this hot, sexy blonde dyke used her
strap-on cock to fuck me!

God, it was a big cock, too! It ached! It
punched up against what must be the absolute bottom of my pussy,
producing soft, deep little pains each time. But the raging
firestorm of pleasure and heat which enveloped me made that not
matter at all.

Another orgasm exploded within me and I found
myself crying out, again and again, rutting back against her,
wallowing in the steaming liquid heat pouring up through my body as
my mind tumbled end over end.

“Slave girl,” she taunted.

She fucked me through the orgasm, then slowed
and pulled out. I felt... empty. She undid the restraints so I
could drop my arms and then removed the restraints, collar, gag,
boots, and the weird bra thing. She took my hand, then, and led me
from the room.

“This is all so wild,” I groaned.

“A new experience should be enjoyed,” she
said.

“Oh, I am! God! I think I have to go buy a
dildo!”

“I don't think you'll be needing one, my
sweet.”
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She led me to another room. This one looked
like it was an artist's studio. It had all kinds of paintings on
the wall, some unfinished. Others were propped against the wall.
There were various sculptures in progress, rough tables filled with
paints and clay mix for pottery, and a variety of other artists’
tools and supplies.

“Kneel on this, slave girl,” she said with a
grin.

She pointed at a low padded platform of some
sort. It was square, and maybe a foot high

“What is this for?” I asked uncertainly.

“I want to see how you look.”

“Kneeling?”

“Yes.”

I knelt on the thing and she put her hand on
my shoulder.

“Sit on your heels.”

I did as she bade and she circled me
slowly.

“The base isn't big enough,” she said. “Wait,
kneel facing one of the corners.”

I shifted around. I could fit now, with my
knees together and my heels under my buttocks.

“Good. Now let's see.”

There were metal rings at all four corners.
She knelt and pulled my wrists behind me. Then I felt her wrapping
that rope she'd used the other day around them. I licked my lips,
nervous, anxious, and yet still excited as she lay loop after loop
around each wrist to bind them firmly together.

Then I felt loops going around my arms just
below the shoulders, drawing in tightly enough to pull my arms
further back together. She tied the rope off, then drew it around
my ribs under my breasts, then did it again. A half dozen loops
went around my chest, pressing up a little against the underside of
my breasts.

“What is this for?” I gulped.

“You'll see.”

She looped more rope around my chest just
above my breasts now, beginning to squeeze down on them as they
circled my chest again and again. She tied the ropes around my
wrists to the ring in the base behind me, forcing me to arch back a
little more. Then she tied two more ropes to the rings which were
on either side of me. And finally, she tied another rope from the
loops around my ribs to the ring in the front corner of the
base.

She tightened that one, forcing me to lean
forward, then she moved behind and pulled on the one around my
wrists, forcing me to kind of arch more back.

“This is kind of... uncomfortable,” I
gulped.

She didn't answer. But then she produced a
ball-gag. This one, unlike the others, was a bright pink. She
pushed it into my mouth, and then drew the pink strap behind my
head and buckled it. I felt her behind me doing something with my
ponytail, and then she plucked a pink silk scarf off a table,
folded it several times until it was only an inch and a half wide,
and pressed it in against my eyes. She tied it around my head
behind, and that left me completely helpless!

I felt her behind me, her hands tugging my
feet a bit apart. Then she put something in between them. I felt it
pressing against my sex, then pushing into the mouth of my pussy. A
moment later it started to vibrate.

I shuddered, moaning around the gag. I
couldn't move much. My body was in an awkward position, leaning
forward but arched back at the same time. I had to keep my head
back, too, because she'd apparently tied something to my ponytail,
preventing me from lowering my chin.

I heard the sound of a camera clicking...
clicking... clicking... again and again and again as she moved
slowly around me! I pulled instinctively against the ropes, but
couldn't move, of course. Then I told myself it was unlikely anyone
would be able to recognize me given the blindfold and gag.

My breasts throbbed, my nipples burned. The
vibrator buzzed away at me, jammed into the mouth of my sex. I
moaned, grinding myself against it as best I could, as heat rose
like a rocket inside me.

“You have such pretty nipples,” she said.
“I'd like to do something with them, like tie a cord around them,
but they're so pretty naked. I don't want to cover them up at
all.”

I felt her fingers rolling my nipples and
moaned.

“Ah, here you are,” I heard. “Well,
well.”

It wasn't her voice! It was a male voice! It
was Alaric's voice!

I heard her squeal – not in embarrassment or
anything, but in happiness.

“Darling! You're home early!”

I heard her heels moving rapidly across the
floor.

Meanwhile, I was locked tightly in place,
burning up with embarrassment! His voice had been in the room. And
that 'well, well, well' was certainly from seeing me! Like this!
Naked!

“Business concluded early. I see you've got a
new model.”

Oh my God! I was mortified! And I couldn't
move at all!

“Yes, she's lovely, isn't she?”

“Gorgeous.”

“Look at these breasts,” she said.

“Very nice indeed,” he said, his voice much
closer now.

He was right in front of me!

“Isn't this our little friend from
downstairs, the stair-climber?”

“Brianna,” she said happily.

Oh my God!

“You can be remarkably persuasive when you
want to,” he said.

“You're just finding this out now?”

“Nice back end too,” he said, his voice
behind me now.

I cringed!

“Would I choose a model that wasn't
perfect?”

“Well, you chose me.”

She giggled.

“Oh! I have an idea!” she said. “You can be
in the picture.”

“We've talked about that before.”

“Just your lower half. I can substitute some
Adonis with enormous shoulders like Conan the barbarian for you
above the hips.”

“Are you saying my upper body isn't
glorious?”

“It is, dear, but not up to Conan's
caliber.”

“Nor do I intend to spend five or six hours a
day exercising to get it that way,” he said with a snort.

“I have in mind the poor, helpless slave girl
all tied up, and being used by the cruel barbarian.”

I was sure my face was beet red as I knelt
there!

“Well, not to put too fine a point on it but
she's not exactly in a position to be, er, used.”

“She has lovely lips.”

“Ah. They do seem attractive. But they're
presently occupied.”

Regan giggled again. Then I heard her voice
much closer, right behind me.

“Slave girl,” she teased, her voice low. “Sex
slave! There's a hot, sexy man here who wants to use your lovely
body. I seem to recall you saying you loved cock. Isn't that right?
He has a lovely cock for you. Would you like to feel it in your
mouth? I think that would make a fantastic picture I could use for
my sculpture.”

“I have to go and change,” he said. “Let me
know what she decides.”

I guess he left, and I felt her hand
caressing one of my breasts.

“Now is your chance, slave girl,” she purred
into my ear. “You know you've wondered what sex with my hunky hubby
would be like. He's very, very good. I can assure you of that.”

I had been thinking about him since we'd met.
And her suggestive comments over the past couple of days had had me
thinking she was considering some kind of threesome. I guess I just
hadn't expected it to be sprung on me like this when I was
naked!

I felt her fingers on the strap of the ball-gag, and then she
pulled it free of my lips.

I gasped, working my mouth around.

“You said he was out of town!”

“He was. Now he's back. And he thinks you're
scrumptious!”

Her hand gave my breast a squeeze.

“So do I! Want to have some fun
together?”

My mind was spinning wildly now. I mean, the
thought of a threesome had been exciting in theory, especially when
not entirely likely to happen. Now I was faced with the reality and
didn't know for sure if I could go through with it!

“I just want a few pictures first, with you
tied properly, and your lovely lips – .”

Her fingers slid along my lips.

“ – wrapped around his lovely cock.”

“I-I don't know,” I moaned.

Her fingers pushed into my mouth.

“Suck.”

I sucked anxiously as her fingers slid slowly
in and out.

“Sex slave,” she teased. “Think of how hot
the picture will be!”

She gripped my knees, forcing them wider
apart, then I felt her slick fingers rubbing at my clitoris.

“Nasty little slave girl,” she cooed.

I felt her adjusting the vibrator, felt it
sinking deeper. Then she closed my legs tighter, making the
vibrations intensify.

“Slave slut,” she teased, rolling my
nipples.

“Regan!” I moaned.

“Tell me you love cock,” she said, pinching
them.

“Ow!”

“Tell me you love cock, little slave.”

“That hurts!” I gasped.

“Then tell me you love cock and I'll
stop.”

“I-I love cock!” I gasped.

She began to gently roll my aching nipples
instead.

“Say it again, slave girl.”

“I... love cock.”

She pinched my nipples and tugged on them and
I gasped in pain.

“You forgot to say mistress. Try again.”

“I love cock, Mistress!” I cried.

“Better. Darling, would you feed her some
cock. She loves it, you see.”

I felt a jolt. Was he here!? Did he hear me
say that!? Fuck!

“I'll be delighted to,” Alaric's voice
replied.

I felt something soft and warm rubbing along
my lower lip, then continuing on, caressing my upper lip.

“Open your mouth, slave girl,” Regan
ordered.

I flushed hotly but obeyed.

“Wider, slut!” she snapped.

I gasped, indignant, embarrassed, and
anxious, but opened my mouth wider.

“All disobedience will be met with the whip,
slave,” she said in that imperious voice she'd used earlier.

The soft fleshy thing rubbing all along my
lips continued, and I felt it was almost certainly a cock!

“Push your tongue out,” she ordered, rolling
my nipples.

I moaned and obeyed, and the thing began to
rub up and down against my tongue. Then it slowly pushed into my
mouth.

My hands jerked feebly against the rope
binding them, for of course I always used my hands when performing
oral sex. But of course, I couldn't this time, and his cock pushed
deeper into my mouth.

“Service your master's cock, slave girl,”
Regan said sternly.

This was sick! This was perverted! This was
kinky! This was seriously dark and dangerously thrilling!

I closed my lips around his cock and began to
suck and lick as it pushed deeper, as it began to pump slowly in
and out. I heard the click of Regan's camera, and flushed
anxiously, hoping she was right and no one could recognize me.

“Among the things one does with slave girls,
is to teach them new tricks,” Alaric said from above and before me.
“That makes them more useful, more valuable, and gives them a level
of pride in their... work.”

The vibrator continued to purr away down
below, and my nipples burned as I sucked Alaric's cock. I couldn't
see it, of course, but it felt very thick. I thought this must be
the most wicked thing I'd ever done in my life! What would the
pictures look like!?

The cock pushed deeper, enough to make me
gasp and gag a little, then pulled out, rubbing over my face.

“Tell me again that you love cock, slave,” he
said in amusement.

I winced, face flushed, but licked my
lips.

“I... love cock... master,” I gulped.

Oh wow, this was sick!

The cock pushed back into my mouth and I
moaned around it, trying to grind myself down on the vibrator as my
body heated up again. My initial embarrassment had faded into a
kind of dark, self-conscious heat as I got used to the idea he was
looking at me.

And would likely be fucking me soon!

Wow! Doing a threesome! Me! And in this kinky
fashion!

He slid his thick cock back into my mouth and
I gurgled as it pushed deep. My instinct to jerk back was halted by
the ropes around my body holding it in place. And since my head was
already tilted back it wasn't like I could do much more with it to
pull away. Nor, of course, could I use my hands to control how
deeply he pushed.

I felt hands on my breasts, squeezing and
kneading them, then rolling and stroking my nipples. I wondered
when, since she'd apparently done taking pictures, she'd untie me
so we could have some hot sex.

A hand forced its way between my thighs,
fingers rubbing at my clitoris, and I moaned around Alaric's cock
as he pumped slowly in and out. The mere realization I was sucking
a man's cock while his wife stroked and caressed me was a wild,
wicked thrill, and my body began to thrum with sexual tension
again.

He pulled his cock free, rubbing it around my
lips.

“Tell me you love cock, slave,” he said.

“I love cock, Master!”

He slid himself back into my mouth, then deep
– then deeper!

I felt his big hands around my head even as
his cock pushed into my throat! At first, I gagged, expecting him
to pull quickly back. He kept pushing forward, and I felt the
thickness of his slick flesh stroking along my throat and tongue as
it moved deeper, deep down my throat as I trembled and shook in
sudden astonished reaction.

“Sex slaves have to be able to deep-throat,”
Regan said smugly.

I was gagging... choking, trembling, pulling
against the ropes, even as I felt my lips pressing against his
flesh at the base of his cock. It felt as if his cock not only
filled my mouth, and my throat, but descended down into my
chest!

He held himself still, unmoving. Only I
moved, and I couldn't move much. I trembled and shook and strained
against the ropes as my throat ached and my chest began to burn, as
my head pounded and I felt sweat starting to stand out on my
forehead.

“With more experience, you'll learn to relax
your throat muscles so you can breathe with a cock down your
throat,” Regan said.

The thick cock slid back out as I felt a kind
of light-headedness gripping me. Then it was out entirely and I
gulped in ragged breaths of air, my chest heaving.

“I can deep throat him without any effort at
all,” Regan said.

“Maybe you should be my sex slave, then,” he
replied in an amused voice.

“Oh no, you need someone to talk back to you
on occasion so you don't forget what it's like.”

He laughed briefly.

I was still gulping in air. It was odd. I
mean, his cock had only been in my throat for a dozen seconds, or
so, but it felt like I'd been without breath a lot longer.

Then he pushed into my open mouth again. I
felt a sense of dismay, for I'd intended to insist on no more of
this! And now it was too late to do more than suck in a deep breath
of air. His cock-head pushed into my throat again and again I felt
a sense of gagging and choking as it slid down all the way.

Boy, my throat ached! I think the gagging
wasn't as bad, though, and I had nothing on my stomach anyway since
it was near dinner time.

“Sex slave,” Regan purred, rubbing at my
clit.

He held my head in place, then slowly drew
back, letting me gulp in air again.

“It's all a matter of mind over instincts,”
he said. “When you think about it. Putting a finger even near the
back of your throat can make you gag, but we routinely swallow big
chunks of food without any issue at all. Because we know we're
doing it.

“Just swallow, slave. Swallow it like it was
food you're meant to swallow,” she said.

It pushed into my throat again, once more
before I could catch my breath and protest. I tried to swallow as
if it was normal food, and that did help, though my throat still
ached.

Her hands withdrew, and I heard more pictures
being taken. The camera sounded like it was right up next to my
face.

He drew back again, leaving me panting for
breath once more, very light-headed and woozy. Suddenly I felt the
ropes loosening – not the ones around my chest and arms and wrists,
but the ones holding me in place. Then the ball gag was pushed into
my mouth – which was a relief.

I was pulled forward, off the base, onto the
floor. I was put face down, or rather, chest down, and bottom up.
Several hands positioned me with my bound breasts being mashed into
the floor and my bottom raised high. My legs were spread and
fingers stroked my pussy.

I felt his hard cock pushing into me and
shuddered.

“Fuck her!” Regan said enthusiastically.
“Fuck her hard! Use her like she's your sex slave!”

His cock pushed into me, and now I really
felt how thick it was. I moaned around the gag as he drove himself
deep into my belly, his hands on my hips, then my hair, jerking it
up and back as he began to hammer his hips against my upraised
buttocks.

“Do you love that cock, you nasty little
slave girl?” Regan demanded.

I felt a hand go up under my raised abdomen,
fingers finding my clitoris.

“Nasty little sex slave!” she exclaimed.

Someone, I guess Alaric, had my ponytail and
was tugging it back as he rammed his cock into me with hard, deep
thrusts. I was sopping wet, and the vibrator had made the flesh
around my pussy feel hypersensitive so that just her fingers alone
were making me burn.

Crack! I felt a sharp slap to the
bottom – clearly her hand, not his.

“Slut!” she exclaimed, slapping my bottom
again. “Do you like my husband's cock inside you, you adulterous
whore?”

Crack!

I shuddered and moaned, my mind awash with
heat and confusion. This was soooo unlike any kind of sex I'd ever
had before with a guy!

He pulled harder on my ponytail, lifting my
chin and chest off the floor, holding it in place as his hips
hammered against me. I felt his big hand on one of my breasts,
squeezing it firmly as Regan squeezed the other one and fingered my
clit.

This had sure not been my fantasy about what
a threesome was like! Still, my body began to burn hotter and
hotter. The fever grew within me, and I lost myself to it. Another
orgasm lashed my senses and I twisted and jerked, driving myself
back against his cock and her fingers as the sensations howled
through my overloaded nervous system.

 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Can you overload on sex? I haven't had a lot
of sex in my life. By which I mean that I haven't been much of a
slut. I've had a few boyfriends, and the sex was fairly
unremarkable. I haven't had orgasms with any of them. And the sex
itself, truth to tell, hadn't lasted all that long. And had ended
with orgasm – his.

But I'd already had multiple orgasms, and yet
the sex was continuing on!

Regan untied me – mostly. She left the rope
tying my crossed wrists together in place. Then she marched me down
the hall and upstairs. I felt a soft carpet underfoot and thought
we were probably in the master bedroom.

The blindfold was whipped off, and I blushed
hotly to find myself standing between them. They were clothed. I,
of course, was naked. They were both taller than me, too.

“Sex slave,” Regan said teasingly.

I felt a shiver ripple up my spine.

They both took a breast in hand, kneading
them, and both leaned in to kiss me along opposite sides of my
throat. I felt his hand kneading my buttocks while hers rubbed my
clitoris.

She threw herself on the bed sideways and
rolled over. Alaric gripped my ponytail and led me to the bed and
forward, so I had no choice but to climb in. He had me move
forward, straddling his wife, sinking my pussy down onto her
eagerly awaiting mouth.

Then he moved to the opposite side of the
bed, right by her head, gripped my ponytail, and made me bend
forward. He undid the gag and pulled it free.

“Your training continues, sex slave,” he
said.

He guided me to his soft cock, and I felt a
jolt of anxiety, but then relief since he was soft. I began to lick
and suck his balls, then lick at his cock as he held it up and
back.

Regan, meanwhile, was licking and sucking my
pussy and doing an amazing job with her skilled tongue! Her hands
moved up to cup and squeeze my breasts repeatedly as she licked me,
and I felt that thrumming, overheated sexual hunger rousing yet
again.

Now, this was a threesome! Okay, I hadn't
counted on my wrists being tied behind me, but even so, this was
more what I'd fantasized about! That filled me with a wicked glee
at how wild and outrageous I was being!

Alaric started to harden again, and he pushed
himself into my mouth. I moaned anxiously, sucking and licking him
as he slowly hardened, wary of him pushing himself down my throat
again. But then he did, suddenly, and all I could do was choke and
gag and tremble as he held me tightly by the hair.

I was filled with amazement, though, because
now that I could see his erect cock I was awed that he'd gotten it
all inside my belly, never mind my throat! It was certainly the
biggest, thickest cock I'd ever had!

He pulled out, leaving me gasping, and then
gave me a push so I fell backward off Regan. She rolled over and
crawled to the head of the bed, then rolled over on her back,
propped up against the headboard. She drew her knees up and back
and spread her legs.

“Service your mistress now, slut,” he
taunted.

I flinched at the word even as it excited
me.

I mean, me a slut? Me!? And yet, wasn't I
acting like one!?

Alaric, who, I remind you, I had still barely
met, gripped my arm to help move me in position. His cock was hard
and slick and bobbing up and down as he moved. He put me into the
same position he'd taken me in before on the floor, except that now
Regan held my hair and pulled my mouth onto her pussy.

“Spread your legs, slave,” she growled,
twisting her fingers in my hair. “You should always make sure your
legs are spread wide so everyone knows what a slut you are.”

God, this was so sick!

I moaned and licked at her as Alaric got into
bed behind me. I felt his fingers stroking along my pussy, then,
rubbing up and down, rubbing my clitoris.

It had felt totally weird before having him
kneeling behind me. But now I could see him, it changed...
everything! It was more real now. And having a super handsome,
let's face it, old guy like him behind me, a man I barely knew,
that was doing strange things to my head!

“Lick your mistress, slave!” Regan
moaned.

Slave! What a kinky, wild idea!

I felt Alaric's fingers sliding into my
pussy. They were long and they were thick, and they pumped in and
out as he rubbed my clitoris.

I gasped as Regan pulled up on my hair.

“You're an adulterous slut,” she said
sternly. “Are you sorry for being an adulterous slut?” she
demanded.

I hadn't really thought of it that way,
before. I mean, slut, yes, adulterer? That was a new one on me! It
didn't make me ashamed, though. I mean, yes it was true, but it
wasn't like I was cheating with her husband behind her back!

“Yes... Mistress!” I panted.

His fingers drew back and what I first
thought was his cock, but quickly realized had to be a dildo pushed
into my pussy and slid deep. Then it began to vibrate. The plug
she'd put in my ass was pulled out, and then another dildo was
worked into me back there too!

Fuuuck!

“Dirty slut,” she said in a haughty voice.
“You must be punished for being such an adulterous little
whore.”

She jerked my mouth in against her pussy
again and I started licking.

“Alaric, punish this filthy little
whore.”

I wondered how he was going to do that, and
then I felt a sharp blow across my buttocks. It didn't come from
his hand. It was some kind of strap! And while he obviously wasn't
swinging it nearly as hard as he could it still did sting enough to
make me cry out.

“Bad little slut,” she chided me.

Oh, fuck! This was sick, sick, sick!

Meaning it was hot, hot, hot!

Crack!

The strap cut across my buttocks again, and I
gasped aloud.

“Keep licking, whore.”

God! The words, the nasty, insulting words he
and Regan used should have angered me. They were outrageous! But
instead, they caused this dark rush of awed heat inside me. I mean,
the thought that I was the sort of girl people talked to like that,
a slut, a whore, a slave, suddenly seemed so ferociously
dark and exciting!

Crack!

“Slave girls have to be punished to keep them
in line,” she said.

Crack!

“Pain teaches them obedience.”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The blows stung, but the pain wasn't enough
to counteract the wild, spiraling heat and powerful sexual pressure
growing inside me.

“Lick harder, slut!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Lick faster, slave!”

Crack! Crack! Crack!

The vibrator buzzed away inside me, seeming
to reverberate against the dildo in my ass! And his fingers stroked
my clitoris and pressed it up against the vibrator even as he
continued to swing the belt down across my bottom in lazy, but
stinging blows.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Lick your mistress, you nasty little slut,”
Regan demanded.

She reached forward and roughly squeezed one
of my breasts. Then I felt the dildo in my ass sliding up and out.
A moment later, Alaric pushed his cock into me! Despite the
preparation from the dildo it ached as his cock filled me up. But
the heat of knowing his cock was pushing deep into my ass drove me
wild!

I licked breathlessly at Regan's pussy,
filled with a wild, dark passion and hunger, my entire body fairly
vibrating with the sexual pressure within it. I was so turned on
that even the ache from his cock forcing its way deeper into my
belly could only rouse me further.

I was quivering with pleasure almost to the
extent of having an orgasm. Only it went on and on, melting my mind
in the heat radiating up from my body. Or maybe it was the other
way around. Maybe it was the delicious heat and excitement of my
mind which was inflaming my body.

I didn't know. I didn't care. I didn't think
about it. All I thought about was licking her pussy and the wonder
of being so full, of having a big cock thrusting deep into my ass
while this... masterful man, a virtual stranger, used me
like his bitch!

The pleasure exploded into stunning levels of
orgasm and I quivered and shook as the two of them roughly used me.
It was the most incredible feeling, of being utterly alive, utterly
free, of going beyond anything I'd ever done or experienced
before!

I wallowed in it! What a rush! How could
yanking on my hair or slapping my bottom possibly detract from
this? In fact, it added to it. It added to the reality of an unreal
experience, making it easier to pretend I was theirs, their
possession, their sex slave! And that was just such a wild and
scalding idea it blew my mind away!

*

They dressed for dinner.

Regan wore a pink, sleeveless dress which was
tight in front, down to the waist, then became thick with big,
loose pleats. It was short and sexy and backless, and she wore her
hair half up, half down, looking sleek and sophisticated. She had a
thick diamond choker around her neck, and sexy, strappy high heels
on her feet.

Alaric wore a tailored suit in darkest blue,
with a gray tie, and looked elegant and macho and commanding.

I wore a metal collar around my throat, and a
matching pair of restraints around my wrists lifted up by a chain
attaching them to the back of the collar. I also had the vibrator
inside me, held in place by those thin straps going up my abdomen
and over my hips. It wasn't turned on, though.

We ate at the dining table, which was this
long, dark, glossy wooden thing which seated a dozen. Alaric sat on
one end, and Regan on the other, and they acted like absolute snobs
to each other, with Regan speaking in that haughty tone she'd used
on me earlier.

I knelt on the floor at the side of the
table, about six feet back, knees spread wide, head up, shoulders
back.

To ensure I remained in the position they
wanted, Alaric had slid another butt-plug into me. This one,
though, had a different function. Each of them had their phones
beside them on the table. The touch of the phone in the app they
had open would deliver a short, stinging jolt of electricity right
into my bottom!

It wasn't a terrible jolt. It wasn't like
being electrocuted, or even something from a stun gun. It was about
the level of wearing a sweater or fluffy socks in winter and
touching a piece of metal. A brief, instant snap of stinging
electricity, in other words. Only this wasn't on my finger but
inside my bottom!

They ate and spoke to each other. I knelt and
watched – silently. Every time I started to talk I got that little
jolt, followed by one of them saying “Slaves speak only when spoken
to.”

If this wasn't so fucking bizarre and
perverted and kinky and... hot, I would have left!

“Come here, slave,” Alaric ordered.

He held out his hand low, at about the level
of his knees as he sat. I rose, a bit anxious, lest I get a jolt,
and then, correctly assuming I shouldn't get to my feet, sort of
knee-walked forward to where he held out a piece of meat.

Sick!

I felt a dark rush and then leaned forward,
licking it from his hand.

“Get back into position, slut,” Regan
snapped.

And then the spark inside me snapped too!

I hurriedly did, resuming my position with
knees spread and head and shoulders back.

A minute later it was her holding her hand
out.

I gulped, rose onto my knees, and moved
forward, then bent and licked another piece of what I now knew was
steak out of her fingers before hurriedly backing up and resuming
my position as I chewed and swallowed.

When Alaric held his hand out again I rose
and moved forward, bent and licked it from his hand, then backed up
and resumed my position.

The steak was good. The pieces were large and
hot and juicy. But the taste was almost irrelevant. Dark heat
swirled around my mind and body.

The vibrator started to buzz, and I realized
that it too was controlled by their phones. I did my best to ignore
it, somehow knowing that if moved I'd get more jolts from the
butt-plug.

Then Alaric decided to turn up the heat even
further. He cut a piece of steak and looked as if he was holding it
out for me. I rose on my knees, and he tossed it at me. He tossed
it as if I could catch it in my mouth, but I didn't.

“Tsk,” Regan said. “Lick it up, slut!”

I shifted aside, bent over, and licked the
piece of meat off the floor.

Sick! Sick! Sick!

They started to simply toss the meat at me,
then. I even caught one piece in my mouth. The rest bounced off me
or just missed me. Then I had to bend and lick the piece of meat
off the floor.

I was filled with a pulsing heat the whole
time, enthralled by how kinky and wild and sophisticated (in my
mind) and darkly sexual it all was.

At the end, Regan put down a bowl of water,
and I had to drink it like some kind of animal, bent over, slurping
on it and swallowing.

Then, after dinner, Regan put the ball-gag in
my mouth, filled a bucket with soapy water, dropped in a sponge,
then removed the chain locking my wrists behind me.

“Clean the floor, slave. And you'd better do
a good job because you're going to be demonstrating how clean it is
by licking it!”

Never had I found washing a floor remotely
arousing. Until now! Now I crawled on all fours, carefully washing
the floor with the sponge, backing up as I scrubbed, my breasts
swinging below me, the vibrator buzzing inside me, off and on. I
scrubbed the kitchen floor while they sat in the great room sipping
wine and chatting.

Sick!

When I had finished I looked out uncertainly
at them. I could see them there on the sofa, for the dining room
table was certainly in sight of the great room. I couldn't exactly
talk. So I held a hand up to get their attention. What that got me
was a jolt from the butt-plug.

“When you want our attention, slave,” Alaric
said, “You can crawl over here and position yourself
appropriately.”

Crawl!? Yikes!

I crawled forward, breathless, chest tight,
body thrumming, my mind pulsing with heat. I crawled up beside them
and sat back on my heels, and got another jolt.

“Hands behind neck, back arched, legs
spread,” he ordered.

I assumed the position, moaning,
trembling.

“Have you finished the task you've been
given?”

I hesitated, then nodded.

That brought another jolt.

“Speak, slut.”

“Yetth thiir!” I gasped around the gag.

He got up and he had a thin belt in his hand,
which my eyes flicked to warily. He bent and undid the strap around
my head, then drew the ball gag out of my mouth. A moment later he
snapped the thin strap to the o-ring at the front of the
collar.

“Let's go and inspect the job you've done,
slave,” he said.

A tug on the strap almost made me fall
sideways, but I turned around and dropped onto my hands and knees,
and he tugged on the – leash – and led me back to the dining
room.

I was like... fuuuuck! This is so fucking
kinky and hot!

I crawled back to the dining room with him,
and he examined the floor, then made me lick the floor in various
places.

I got a jolt the first time.

“Always keep your bottom high and legs
spread, slave girl,” he said sternly.

Trembling, I did so the next time and the
next.

You have to understand that I'm not a person
with low self-esteem. I would not normally tolerate the way they
were speaking to me, the words they were using, and the tone of
their voices, or the way they were treating me. But even though I
didn't know them well the... personas they had adopted now were
completely different from the warm, friendly behavior they'd shown
earlier.

So I knew it was just play-acting, just
pretend, just part of this dark, deliciously kinky sexual game.

I had to lick different parts of the dining
room floor, which meant lowering the front of my body, pressing my
throbbing breasts into the floor, raising my bottom high, and
spreading my knees to slide my tongue across the floor in long,
slow licks.

While he looked down at me!

“Are you grateful for the food you were fed,
slave?”

“Yes, Master!” I said breathlessly.

“How will you show your gratitude?”

Fuck! How?

“Any way you want me to, Master,” I
gulped.

He snorted.

“Raise your bottom, press your breasts to the
floor, extend your arms out to the sides.”

I did as he asked – ordered, my heart beating
faster.

“Raise your bottom more. Tuck your belly in
tighter to your thighs. That's it, you nasty little sex slave. And
spread your legs wide. You know what you want.”

Regan came over then, standing beside him as
they looked down at me. He moved forward until he was standing only
inches from me.

“Now I want you to grasp my ankle,” he said.
“And clean my shoe. With your tongue.”

The dark jolt which swept through me at those
words almost made me come! I felt my pussy thrum and throb! I drew
my arms in and grasped his ankle and then, my face hot, my body
hotter, I began to lick his shiny black leather shoe.

And got a jolt.

“Lick harder, slut,” Regan ordered. “Show how
grateful you are, you miserable little whore!”

I licked harder, gasping, my tongue licking
hard and fast at his shoe as they looked down at me.

After he was satisfied he jerked up on the
leash, raising me to all fours, and then had me crawl back to the
great room and kneel while he and Regan sat down on the soft white
sofas. Alaric put the ball-gag back in my mouth, and then he
vibrator began to buzz within me again.

The two of them chatted about inconsequential
things and exchanged gossip about people I didn't know. I knelt
with my back arched and hands behind my head while the vibrator
buzzed away inside me and I sweated with the heat roiling my body
and mind.

Eventually, Regan looked at me, sniffing
disdainfully.

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

“Yeth, Mithess!” I moaned around the gag.

“Beg me for an orgasm.”

“Pease may Uh have a orgam, Mithress!?” I
asked..

“What do you think? Should we let the slut
come?” she asked Alaric.

“Get on all fours, slave,” he said.

I dropped forward onto my hands.

“Push the table back.”

There was a square coffee table on the floor
in front of where they sat. I crawled to it and pushed it forward
away from them.

“Now lay on your back right there.”

Alaric got up and gripped me by the collar,
the way you'd grip a dog by the collar, and slapped my bottom as he
dragged me around to face his wife. Then I felt the straps undone,
the ones holding the big vibrator inside me.

I felt the thing drawn out of me a few
inches, and then he did... something. I couldn't tell. He came
forward and sat beside Regan, and the two looked at me. I turned
and saw that the straps at the base of the dildo had been tied
around the thick leg of the coffee table.

“Down on your elbows, slave,” he ordered.

I lowered myself to my elbows, pulse
racing.

“Now fuck yourself on that big cock,” Regan
ordered.

Sick!

So that was what I did, I started to slide my
pussy in and back, in and back, shifting back further a little to
take it deeper and deeper.

A jolt from the butt-plug made me yelp.

“Look at me,” Alaric ordered.

I raised my eyes, moaning, my hips riding
forward and back, forward and back as the heat swirled thicker and
hotter around me and within me.

The butt plug shocked me again.

“Look at me, slut,” Regan ordered.

I moaned and turned my head aside a little,
staring at her as I fucked myself on the vibrator.

Another shock.

“Look at me, whore,” Alaric ordered.

I yelped and turned my eyes to his.

“Tell me you're a whore,” He said.

“I-I'm a h-hoor, Mather!” I gasped around the
gag.

“Tell me you're a slut,” Regan ordered,
giving me another brief little shock.

“I'm a swut, Mithress!” I cried, turning my
eyes to her.

I jammed my pussy back so hard that I took
the whole of the vibrator inside, and mashed the mouth of my sex
against the rounded table leg. Then I rammed myself back again and
again, faster and faster as they held my eyes, watching me.

“Tell me you're a filthy whore,” Alaric
ordered.

“I'm a filthy hoor, Mather!” I moaned.

“Tell me you're a cock loving slut,” Regan
said.

“I'm a cock-lovn srut, Mithress!”

And then the orgasm hit me and blew my mind out.

Having an orgasm while people looked at you
was different, somehow, than having one when they were having sex
with you. I didn't quite understand but it felt insanely hot as the
two of them watched me and heard me cry out again and again.

The pleasure swamped my senses and sent my
mind spinning through a storm of pleasure that just kept howling
and howling as I frantically rammed myself back against the
vibrator.
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The quiet and peace and solitude of my
apartment now seemed almost bizarre. I showered and put on a little
nightshirt, and spooned pudding out of a pudding cup as I sat
cross-legged on my sofa watching TV. It was hard to come down from
the hours-long high I'd been feeling upstairs.

I'd never had that level of arousal grip me
for so long before. Nothing even began to come close to it. I'd
never done that many kinky, outrageous things before – ever – let
alone in the course of a few hours. I'd never had that many orgasms
in a single day, or a week, or month. And they were so intense!

I felt a little baffled and annoyed at myself
because of that – not for getting turned on, for getting aroused
but for why. Because part of it had to be that kinky bondage shit,
and the way they treated me, as if I was some kind of sex slave.
They had degraded me, and instead of protesting, I had felt
incredibly turned on!

Why? What was it about my character that fed
into that sort of interest, an interest I had never really been
aware of before? Why was I so turned on by the nasty things they'd
said and done to me? Sure, Alaric was hot, and I'd have been
aroused anyway given how wild the idea of having a threesome with a
hot older couple made me.

But why had I gotten THAT turned on? Did I
secretly long to be treated like shit? I didn't think so. No, it
was the context of the sexual game Regan had created, with me as
the helpless 'sex slave' just like in that kinky sculpture she was
going to make.

It made me feel... sexy. That's an
understatement. It made me feel like an incredibly hot, sexually
desirable person. It made me feel like the kind of girl who turned
heads, that every guy wanted. It made me feel that way without
making me feel slutty, either. Which was quite an accomplishment
given what a slut I'd acted and the slutty things I'd done.

Maybe because they were older, a couple, I
was able to sort of slough off all the responsibility for what
happened with them. I was just doing as I was told, after all.
They'd made me! Sort of.

Remember I'd never done more than have
ordinary vanilla sex. It hadn't been complicated, and it hadn't
lasted long. The hours and hours I'd spent with them doing all
kinds of outrageous things outweighed practically every other
sexual experience in my life combined!

I'd been completely naked since I'd gotten
there! I stayed naked with them all evening long! I'd never been
naked so long in my life. Well, aside from falling asleep naked,
and that didn't count. I'd certainly never been naked with other
people for so long!

Even by myself, though, even now I felt sexy,
sexual. I was far more aware of my body and my looks, of the feel
of my breasts inside my loose nightshirt and how they moved as I
moved. I was far more aware of how much men, even old guys like
Alaric, wanted me.

I felt like going to the window and stripping
it off and pressing my body against the glass just so they could
all see. Were there men out there with telescopes scanning the
towers hoping to see something interesting, especially a sexy girl
like me? Almost certainly. Boy, wouldn't they be happy if they got
to see me!

I didn't, of course, but the thought was
flattering, and I hadn't really had that sort of thought before. In
fact, my thoughts had mostly been the opposite – better draw the
curtains in case some pervert is looking.

I thought of all those guys who looked at me
when I jogged, who tried to talk to me, who whistled and said
insulting things - insulting things which were mostly flattering,
if crude and rude. They all wanted me! They all thought I was hot
and they wanted me! Or my body, anyway.

It wasn't like I hadn't sort of known that
already, of course. And it wasn't like I suddenly thought better of
them, either. They were still bastards. But I felt a bit of a
changing perspective, a new pride in the awareness that I was hot
and sexy and desirable.

That had not been the sort of threesome I'd
imagined, for the most part. But it had been incredibly hot.
Especially the part where we were in bed and I was licking Regan
while Alaric fucked me in the ass! I wished he'd fucked my pussy
instead, but it had definitely been an experience.

Unfortunately, not one I could tell anyone
about. No one would understand. I thought I might be able to just
tell the bare bones, that I'd had a threesome with a sexy older
couple. But not immediately. That was the sort of story you told
your friends years later.

Before bed I stripped and examined my body in
the mirror, posing for myself, remembering the way they'd had me
kneel and stand. I drew my hands behind my neck and arched my back,
and felt a hot little shudder run through me.

Sex slave!

Well, that had certainly been a night to
remember. I wondered if I'd have another soon. I wanted to. I would
have liked to have plain and simple sex with Alaric, face to face
on a bed or something. He'd mostly taken me from behind. Maybe we
could do something again soon.

In the meantime, I crawled into bed. I had
work the next day, and I needed my shut-eye in order to concentrate
properly on my work.

I woke the next day and masturbated. I rarely
did that, but I felt very... sexy. And remembering all the kinky
things I'd done the previous day turned me on too much.

After that, I dressed, but pretty darn
relaxed. I wore a pair of loose, short shorts with a drawstring
waist. They were low riding and showed a lot of my belly given I
only wore a midriff-baring crop top above it. The top was
sleeveless, and loose enough to be comfortable, but tight enough
across my breasts to show that I had no bra and that my nipples
were hard.

It made me feel sexy even as I worked. I
liked that. As long as it didn't get too distracting. I was
determined to do my work and to do it properly and responsibly.

Which wasn't easy, because I kept thinking of
the other day and feeling all giddy at the things I'd done. Plus,
the crop top was just tight enough against my breasts to kind of
press against them, and not nearly tight enough to restrain them at
all.

Which meant every time I moved they moved and
my nipples rubbed against the shirt. And in the mood I was in that
made my nipples hard, which in turn meant that as I moved it was my
nipples which rubbed against the inside of the crop top as my
breasts moved.

That was kind of an endless circle of turning
me on and making my nipples tingle and my breasts throb.

I got my work done, but I had to keep
retracing to correct little mistakes as my mind wandered. That was
annoying. I'm kind of a perfectionist. I decided that maybe after
lunch I'd change into something more businesslike to put myself
into the right frame of mind.

A bit before noon, though, there was a knock
at my door. That startled me, to say the least. No one knocked at
my door without being buzzed in below or having security call me. I
got up, partly concerned, partly annoyed, and partly speculative,
thinking it might be Regan.

I looked through the peephole and sure
enough, it was her. That sent a flush of pleasure through my
system, along with some anxiety and concern. I still had half a day
of work to go, after all. So I was going to have to tell her to
come back later.

I opened the door and smiled up at her.

“Hi, Regan,” I said, preparing to suggest she
come back later.

“Hello, my dear. We won't keep you. I know
your working, but Jason was considering buying a one-bedroom here
and I thought I'd show him yours,” she said.

She barged right past me as she said that,
and behind her was a guy. He was older, like she and Alaric, and
probably in his mid-thirties. He was broad-shouldered, with short
brown hair and very little neck. I mean, he was like a football
player type. And I belatedly remembered just how obvious my breasts
were in the crop top.

I flushed and backed away as he grinned and
his eyes flicked down.

“Hi,” he said. “Sorry to barge in but Regan
insisted that since we were going by we should just stop off
briefly. I hope you don't mind.”

“N-No,” I gulped.

I closed the door behind him as he followed
Regan into my living room and she showed him the view, and the
space. I was feeling a little put-out, admittedly. And I wanted to
cross my arms across my chest but couldn't think of how to do that
without making it – obvious – that I was hiding my breasts.

And that would be more embarrassing than him
noticing them pushing out against the crop top!

Regan acted the part of a realtor, showing
him the living room while I followed behind, glad I'd made the bed.
As I did so I was starting to feel a sense of uncertainty and
suspicion about just what the fuck she was up to. Was she really
bringing this hot guy down here just to look at my apartment?

And what happened to social distancing
anyway!? This guy obviously didn't live in the building! I was damn
sure going to demand an explanation for this!

He had nice eyes, though, and he kept turning
them my way, which made my lower belly flutter given how... sexy I
felt and how few clothes I had on. I'm not accustomed to wandering
around strange men sans bra, you know.

At least he wasn't touching anything I'd have
to clean.

Regan breezed past me and I backed up to keep
my distance from Jason as he followed her. She led him to the door,
opening it, and he strolled past as she grinned at me. Then she
reached out and grabbed me by the front of the top and jerked me
forward. She kissed me hard before I could think to do anything.
And right in front of Jason!

“Thank you, my dear,” she said, releasing me.
“Perhaps we'll see you later today.”

She winked and started out, then pushed the
door back again.

“Oh, and don't worry about Jason. He's from
Taiwan.”

“Taiwan?”

“She means I was working there,” Jason said
in amusement.

“Yes. And they have complete control over
diseases there. I think they had like a hundred cases. No need to
worry.”

Then she closed the door behind her, leaving
me more than slightly confused.

What the fuck had that been all about? I was
going to have to ask her later.

I looked at myself in the mirror, cringing a
bit. The crop top was tight enough across my breasts to kind of hug
them and made my nipples very obvious. I wasn't used to showing
myself off to strange guys like that. I'd have to talk to Regan
about calling me first before coming over.

I got back to work, deciding to work through
lunch to make up some of the time and to focus more. I managed to
do that, to the point I got pretty much everything done by Four.
Then at Four, I considered what to do. I worked another hour to
make up more of the time I'd lost while distracted, waiting for a
phone call that didn't come.

That annoyed me. Why wasn't she calling me
and telling me to come up? Or had she spent the afternoon fucking
Jason? Maybe that was it. Maybe that was why she barged in on me,
just to show off her latest boy toy. To remind me that while I was
working hard she was able to play hard – with a big, strong,
handsome man. Or maybe two!

What a slut she was!

I decided to go up there, dressed as I was.
It wasn't exactly a jogging outfit, since my breasts would move
around a lot if I tried, but if I didn't change then I could just
tell her I had oh-by-the-way just dropped by to talk about inviting
stranger men into my apartment without warning me.

The thought did occur to me that Jason might
still be there. If he was, then what had they been doing all this
time, hmm?

I took the elevator rather than the stairs
and knocked. There was no answer so I rang the bell. I tried to
frame what I was going to say to her as I waited. Then the door
opened and it was Alaric there instead.

“Oh,” I said.

“Oh to you too,” he said with a grin.

I smiled back. “I was uhm, hoping to just
have a brief chat with Regan,” I said.

“No one has a 'brief' chat with Regan,” he
said with another grin. “Come in, beautiful.”

I flushed at that and walked in.

“She uh, dropped by earlier, and I wanted to
have a word with her about it.”

“Only one?”

“Well...”

He led me into the great room then stopped
just beyond the entrance.

“Do you know what this is for?” he asked.

There were two fake pillars framing the
entryway about six feet inside. One was against the wall, and the
other about five feet away. They were square and about a foot
wide.

“Uh... looks?”

“I meant this.”

The pillars were made of marble, and there
was a kind of marble... with a kind of shelf sticking out of one of
them at about hip level. There was nothing on it, but a potted
plant hung over it, the chain leading up to a gold hook which was
driven into the marble pillar.

“To.. hold plants?” I asked, not sure why he
was asking.

“I don't think so. I think it's meant to hold
a phone.”

“Oh, I suppose. Maybe. It's about the right
size. I'm not sure what else you could put on it. Well, a plant, I
guess.”

He lifted the plant off the hook, though, and
set it aside.

“How about... a girl?” he asked.

“A girl?”

I half turned to him and he slid his hand up
around my neck. I instinctively grasped at his wrists as my pulse
began to race.

“Drop your hands to your sides, slave girl,”
he said in a soft voice.

My heart skipped a beat, and I obeyed. His
big hand squeezed around my neck a little, then eased, his thumb
stroking up along the nape of my neck.

He pulled me forward and kissed me, and I
kissed back, my chest tight, my heart pounding, excitement already
coursing through my veins.

He pushed me back until my butt hit the edge
of the little ledge, then released my neck, in the same instance,
peeling my crop top up and over my head.

“Lovely,” he said with a smile.

“A-Alaric!” I gulped.

“Master,” he said, putting his fingers
against my lips.

Then he took my hands and crossed my wrists
before me. I felt another hot rush of sexual energy as his eyes
bored into mine. But I watched as he pulled a black rope from
somewhere and began to tie my wrists neatly, looping it around and
around them until half a dozen loops pinned them tightly
together.

He lifted my wrists up above me and back and
then tied them to the hook. That had me kind of leaning back with
my butt against the ledge. But a moment later he spun me
around.

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Naughty little sex slave,” he growled.

He yanked my shorts down and off, slapped my
bottom again, and then yanked my thong off.

“Ow! That hurts!” I gasped.

“It's supposed to hurt, little sex
slave.”

I shuddered at that, even as he insisted on
taking off my shoes too.

“Spread your legs, slave!”

I hesitated and got another slap on the
bottom. I yelped and spread my legs and he dropped to his knees and
gripped my thighs.

I moaned as his tongue licked up along my
sex. The raw heat flooding my system almost immediately as his
thumbs spread my lips and his tongue went to work. His tongue
dipped and dove inside me, then slid up to caress my clitoris until
it felt swollen and hot.

He stood up and I cried out as he jerked back
on my hair. His other hand snaked across my hip, his fingers
sliding down to find my clitoris.

“Tell me you're my slut,” he growled.

“I-I... I'm your... your slut, Master!” I
moaned.

“Oh!” I cried as he jerked back on my hair
again.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

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

He kneaded my buttocks, then slapped them
again.

“Why aren't you wearing your butt-plug,
slave? Weren't you instructed to wear one at all times?”

“I... but... I.. that... that was yesterday!”
I moaned.

“Your mistress ordered you to wear one at
home and sent you home with one, didn't she?”

“I... didn't think... I thought... she was...
kidding,” I gulped.

“You're a very bad little slave,” he said
sternly.

He pulled back on my hair again and pushed a
ball-gag into my mouth. It was bigger than the one yesterday, and I
moaned as it filled my mouth. It was barely able to fit inside, and
I certainly couldn't close my mouth after it.

Crack!

“Slut,” he said sternly.

He walked away, leaving me as I was, and I
shuddered, squeezing my thighs together, gazing up at my wrists
tied in place, then down at my breasts, wobbling as I leaned
forward. He returned, and he had a big butt-plug. It was longer
than the others.

He lubed it and then worked it slowly into my
ass, making me ache, making me feel stuffed. But hot!

Then he spun me around and lifted me up onto
the ledge. He lifted my legs up, then, raising them up and back and
pushing my ankles back against the sides of the pillar. There was a
strap up there somewhere, for he suddenly wrapped it around my
ankle on one side, then drew it behind the pillar and forced my
other ankle back to strap it in place too.

I moaned as I looked up at him from between
my legs. This was a pretty obscene and helpless position! I was now
balanced on the narrow ledge, utterly exposed as he grinned at
me.

His cock came out, big and thick and hard,
and he rubbed it up and down my naked sex, up and down, up and
down, rubbing especially hard against my clitoris.

“Sex slave,” he growled. “Your body belongs
to me, slave girl.”

The head of his cock pushed slowly into me,
then rested at the mouth of my sex. He pinched and twisted my
nipples, then rubbed my clitoris as his cock pulled back, and then
pushed forward repeatedly.

“Sex toy,” he teased. “Fuck toy. Sex
slave.”

His cock pushed into me again, then pulled
back, pushed into me, then pulled back. That was driving me crazy!
My body was pulsing with heat and I was desperate to have that big
cock slide all the way into me!

“Nasty little slut,” he said.

The head slid out again, rubbing against my
clitoris, then pushed into me once more.

And then suddenly Regan showed up next to
him, looking down at me.

“What is our nasty little sex slave up to
today?” he asked.

She reached past him and began to rub my
clitoris as the muscles in my belly and hips and thighs jerked and
spasmed.

“Did you come for some lovely cock?” she
taunted.

She gripped her husband's cock, rubbing it
against me, leaving his hands free to knead and squeeze my breasts
as she rubbed the head of his cock up and down.

“Dirty little girl,” she said. “You think you
can have my husband's cock any time you want it?”

She pushed it into the mouth of my sex, then
pulled it back, dropped to her knees, and put it into her mouth.
She sucked on it, her tongue working hard as she bobbed up and
down.

And then another figure appeared on his other
side. It was Jason. Only now he was naked to the waist. He had a
ruggedly muscular body, even more than Alaric, and his eyes were on
me as my face flooded with heat.
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“Now isn't that a lovely sight,” he said.

He reached for my breasts, his big hands
covering them, squeezing them, then gripped my nipples between
thumbs and forefingers, rolling and rubbing them.

I know this because I was staring at his
hands, at his fingers, at my breasts, having dropped my eyes in
humiliation, unable to meet his gaze.

“Has my little slave given Jason a big
erection?” Regan cooed.

She shifted positions, backing Alaric up a
bit, then ran her other hand up and down the front of Jason's
shorts. She jerked them down and his cock sprang up and out, easily
as thick and long as Alaric's! Then she gripped that one and slid
her lips over it.

All I could do was watch in a mixture of
outrage, embarrassment, wonder, and jealousy as she pumped her
small hand on both cocks, shifting her lips from one to the other
and back again.

She turned and grinned at me. “I get two and
you get none, slut,” she taunted.

I felt irrationally indignant at that as I
watched her sucking on Jason's cock, and sliding her lips forward
to take every last inch into her mouth and throat.

“Oh man, she's good!” he gasped, reaching
forward to take her head in his hands.

“Yup,” Alaric said. “But she forgets who's in
charge, sometimes.”

He pushed her back, in against Jason, then
rubbed his cock up and down my naked sex again.

“Sexy little slave,” he said.

His cock sank into the mouth of my sex, then
kept going.

It felt wonderful! At the same time, I was
still feeling embarrassed at Jason's presence! I was in this
incredibly obscene position, and completely unable to cover my
body!

Yet at least he seemed to be paying more
attention to Regan now as she deep throated him. Meanwhile, Alaric
was pumping inside me, driving himself deeper and deeper.

I was wild with embarrassment and
self-consciousness at first, but the deeper he pushed the more
incredibly sensual it felt. And Regan seemed to be occupying most
of Jason's attention. And he was obviously used to kinky shit like
this anyway, just like they were!

Alaric jerked my attention away from Jason by
gripping my breasts. I gasped, staring up at him, and he thrust the
last inch home, making me cry out around the ball-gag.

“Nice and tight,” he said.

He ground himself against me, then started to
pump. He moved slowly at first, then faster and faster, until his
hips were striking my buttocks hard enough to make me shudder.

My thoughts were getting hazier and more
confused as the heat rose once again. As it flooded my mind I began
to lose interest or care in things like embarrassment. I gasped and
grunted and cried out at Alaric's deep, hard thrusts, my body awash
in a dark, heady sense of lust and pleasure as he used my body more
and more roughly.

Suddenly Regan pulled him back, sliding her
hand around him, gripping his cock as she pulled him free. She
turned him to face her and kissed him passionately

And then Jason moved in!

I shuddered as I stared at his cock and
watched it push into me. I began to tremble more and more violently
as the heat and sexual energy poured over me, and then just as he
started to thrust in and out, my orgasm arrived, clawing at my mind
and making me cry out all the air in my lungs.

I twisted and writhed, my back arching and my
head twisting and rolling from side to side as the pleasure tore
through me in an endless flood. I gave myself to it without a
second thought, crying out again and again as Jason rammed his big
cock into my spasming belly.

His hips were hitting my buttocks with enough
impact to make my entire body shudder as he leaned in against me,
his hands going to my breasts. His hands were big and rough,
squeezing and kneading my breasts even as Regan thrust her hand in
and began to rub my clitoris.

It was like I was going out of my mind! The
orgasm was so powerful, and I was caught in something like rapture,
bucking and twisting and crying out, my mind overloaded, my nervous
system fried, the pleasure taking me into a strange state of
existence where nothing else mattered.

The steady impact of his hips against me, the
steady thrust of his cock into my body, and the fingers rubbing
against my clitoris as I melted down were the only things I felt or
thought about or cared about aside from the storm of pleasure.

I went limp, gasping for breath around the
gag, and he pulled his cock out of me. Regan knelt, taking him into
her mouth again, then she rose once more, bending forward, her
hands on my buttocks as she brought her lips and tongue down
against my clitoris.

I moaned and jerked, my muscles spasming as
she began to lick and suck. She was bending forward, and I saw
Alaric move behind her. Then she started to moan as he thrust into
her. His hands went to her hips, jerking them back more as he
thrust.

She pushed two fingers into me, pressing up
against the top wall of my sex, rubbing and pumping as she licked
hard at my clitoris.

The sensations pulsed and burned within me. I
stared at her, my eyes glazed, gasping, and moaning. Then she
straightened, sticking her tongue out at me, and turned to Jason as
Alaric moved her aside. She knelt to suck on his balls and then
Alaric blocked my view.

He rubbed his big, slick cock up and down
along my sex, then pushed himself into me to the hilt.

I trembled and moaned as he filled me up,
then began to thrust.

“You like being a sex slave so far?” he asked
with a grin.

I only moaned in reply as he started to fuck
me. He put a hand on one breast and the fingers of the other rubbed
my clitoris as he drove his big cock into me.

My muscles began to twitch and spasm. Heat
began to build up within me once more. I was overwhelmed by all of
this kinky heat and had simply surrendered to it in the face of the
wild sexual energy coursing through my body.

He stopped, drawing himself out, rubbing the
head up and down, then he moved aside and Jason thrust himself into
me instead while Regan knelt and sucked Alaric's cock!

This was so... hot! So kinky! So slutty! And
it would have been so even if they were all my age. But then it
would have been just... I don't know, just fun sex. That they were
all so much older than me made it darker, more thrilling, and
exciting.

Jason thrust harder, my body shaking more as
his hips slammed down against my buttocks and thighs. He was
rougher than Alaric. He reached in and pinched my nipples, plucking
them, stretching them, making me cry out. Then he released them to
roughly squeeze my breasts.

“Hot little slut,” he growled.

He thrust his hand in and squeezed my throat,
making my eyes bulge.

“Aren't you? Sexy little slave girl,” he
growled.

He released my throat and I gasped for breath
as he slid out. Then Alaric drove himself into me.

Jesus God!

He started to roll his hips, fucking me as if
from different directions, thrusting left and right and up and
down, as if he as churning my insides into mush! He reached down
and fingered my clitoris as he did, then squeezed my breast.

I came again, crying out, bucking and
trembling and shaking as he drove himself into me hard and
fast.

When it faded Jason took over, and fucked me
to another orgasm, slapping my face and squeezing his hand around
my neck, growling down at me like some angry... slaver!

He came inside me, which I felt almost with
relief. My insides were starting to ache despite the pleasure. Then
Alaric fucked me to two more orgasms before he came too while Regan
sucked Jason's cock for him.

After that Regan used a vibrator on me,
driving me nearly out of my mind.

I had never been so completely overwhelmed
with sex before! It was continuous – unending! I had little or no
time to recover.

Then the men untied my ankles and lowered
them carefully. In fact, they lifted me off the little ledge and
turned me around so that it was jammed against my abdomen. Regan
shoved the vibrator up inside me and closed my thighs, and then I
felt the strap across my bottom.

I yelped and gasped and moaned and twisted my
head around to see Jason swinging a thin belt down across my
bottom. It stung! It stung again and again! But there was nothing I
could do about it! My jaws were locked around the ball-gag and my
wrists still tied to the pillar as the ledge pushed my hips back
out.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“That's what you get for being a naughty
little slave girl,” Regan taunted me.

She pushed her hand down under my hip, her
fingers finding my clitoris and rubbing even as the vibrator purred
inside me.

“Sexy little slut,” she taunted.

Alaric took the belt and swung it down
against my bottom from the other side, as Regan fondled my breasts
and fingered my clitoris.

“Sex toy,” she said, her lips next to my ear.
“Fuck toy! Sex slave!”

I moaned and trembled and whimpered as the
belt cracked across my bottom. But the sensations coming from her
fingers and the vibrator were more powerful. So despite the pain,
the strapping was turning me on again!

“Whore,” she breathed into my ear.

Jason leaned in on the other side, and
slipped a collar around my neck, buckling it behind me.

“Slut,” Regan breathed into my ear.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

Jason buckled leather restraints around my
wrists, then untied the ropes. I half fell to my knees, and then
Regan jerked on a leash attached to the collar so I fell forward
onto my hands and knees.

“Crawl, slut!” she ordered.

I crawled! I crawled across the floor as they
followed. We went into the great room, and the two men stopped by
the fireplace, turning to watch me. God, they had great bodies!
Even as mind-fucked as I was I felt a sense of awe looking at
them.

Regan led me over to them, of course. Then
she removed the ball gag and told me to get to work.

I gripped a big cock in either hand, sliding
my fists up and down them. I took Alaric into my mouth, sucking and
bobbing my lips up and down while I pumped my hand on Jason's thick
cock. Then I switched to Jason, then back to Alaric.

Suddenly they gripped my wrists and lifted
them up above my head. Jason fastened them together, and I felt
Regan behind me, gripping my wrists and pulling them back as she
tugged on the leash.

Alaric stepped forward and pushed his cock
into my mouth, then right down my throat.

I trembled and jerked, fighting not to gag or
choke as he drove himself into me to the balls, then began to pump
slowly in and out.

Jason moved in on the side, rubbing his cock
against my right cheek. Then Alaric drew his cock out of me,
rubbing it against my left cheek as Jason thrust his cock into my
mouth and down my throat.

There was nothing I could do since my body
and head were pressed back against Regan, and she held my wrists up
and back. I gurgled and gasped and choked and my head pounded and
my chest burned as I sought to breathe.

Jason pulled out, leaving me coughing and
drooling, and Alaric took over. Then Jason, then Alaric.

They pulled out finally. I was light-headed
and dazed by then. Alaric sat on the sofa, and Regan led me over to
him, making me straddle him. I moaned as I sank down and felt his
cock pressed against me. I felt it forcing me apart and then
shuddered as I slid down its long length until I was impaled on
him.

“Ride his cock, you filthy slut!” Regan
ordered.

Something hit my bottom, the belt again, and
I gasped in pain, then started to ride him.

Crack!

“Faster, slut!” Regan barked.

“Ow!”

I rode his cock faster, while he kneaded my
breasts, then began to suck and chew on my left breast and
nipple.

“Do you like having my husband's big cock
inside you, slut?” Regan demanded.

Crack!

“Adulterous whore!”

Crack!

I felt my wrists lifted up and back, and then
locked to the back of the collar. Then Alaric swung around,
gripping my hips to take me with him. He lay sideways along the
sofa with me straddling him. Then I felt hands on my back, forcing
me to fall forward. Or I would have but Alaric raised his hands,
taking my breasts into them as I leaned forward.

I felt fingers at the butt-plug, and then
felt it pulled back.

I moaned as Jason climbed onto the sofa,
positioned himself carefully, then pushed his cock into my ass!

I cried out as someone jerked back on my
hair. Regan leaned in, her face near mine.

“You little slut! You've got two men fucking
you at the same time! What kind of a whore are you!? Dirty little
girl!”

She slid a hand down my belly and her fingers
started to rub my clitoris again as Jason worked his cock deeper
and deeper into my belly. Meanwhile, Alaric fondled my breasts and
thrust up into me with slow, careful strokes.

This was just so unbelievable! It wasn't that
such kinky things didn't happen. It was that such kinky things
didn't happen to me!

Feeling two cocks inside me, real cocks
moving in and out, was like nothing I had ever felt before. Yes,
I'd felt dildos pushed into me before, but this was just different!
And knowing they were cocks, not dildos, was inflaming my mind to
the point it felt as if my skin was crackling with sexual
electricity!

Regan twisted my hair painfully, forcing my
head back.

“What's the matter, slut? Are you going to
come again? Are you? Nasty little girl! Filthy little sex
slave!”

And that was exactly what I did. I had a
massive orgasm that almost made my head explode! All while two big
cocks churned away inside me and Alaric's big hands mashed my
breasts, and Regan's fingers rubbed my clitoris. The intensity of
the orgasm was so high I thought I might actually lose
consciousness!

The hard thumping of Jason's cock against
something deep inside my ass sent ripples of sensation up through
my body. The hard thrusting of Alaric's cock in my pussy produced
waves of sensation which swept up through my body and into my
mind.

I came and I came. I couldn't stop coming! My
mind was melting in the fire as the three of them taunted and used
me, trying to drive me insane!

*

I should be working.

That was a small thought, one of furtive
guilt and even amusement.

We were eating again. The three of them were
all dressed up. I was naked on my knees, legs spread wide. My
wrists were still locked to the back of the collar and I had to
keep my head up and shoulders back or the butt-plug zapped me.

They had put hard little clips around my
nipples and made them tight enough that my nipples had burned! Now
they just throbbed. A small chain went from one clip to the other,
passing up through the ring at the center of the collar, first.
Arching my back and pulling my head up tugged the clips against my
nipples.

I doubt I looked my best. I felt... frazzled,
mentally exhausted, physically sore in many places, inside and
out.

And then Regan gave off a satisfied sound as
she looked at her phone. She got up and left the dining room. The
two men turned to look at me together, and I felt a jolt.

“She looks like she needs to be whipped,”
Jason said.

“She looks like she needs to be fucked,”
Alaric said.

“We can do both.”

I said nothing. It had been made clear to me
that slaves speak when spoken to or they get their breasts slapped
or their nipples pinched.

Regan returned – only she was talking. She
walked into the room and I blanched as I saw another woman was with
her! Oh fuck!

I jerked my face aside as it began to burn,
embarrassment flooding my system as I instinctively pulled my knees
together.

“Who said you could change positions,”
Slave?” Alaric demanded.

The butt-plug zapped me, and then did it
again, and then again as I yelped and gasped and jerked my legs
apart. Regan walked up behind me, pulling back on my wrists.

“Arch your back, slave,” she said
sternly.

The woman looked on, smirking. She was in her
mid-thirties. She was another blonde, like Regan, though not a real
one. She was much shorter than Regan but had an excellent body
under a silvery dress.

She kissed Jason, then. Regan gave me a stern
look, pointing her finger at me.

“Stay in position or else!”

“I hope you haven't been fucking that slut,”
the new woman said, poking Jason.

Jason shrugged. “She really wanted my cock,
Kristin.”

“Of course, she did! She's a slut!”

“Oh don't worry about it, Kristin,” Regan
said. “It's not like he was fucking another woman. She's just a sex
slave. She's not even human, really, just an animal, a sexual
animal.”

This was so sick!

“Yes, she's not a person,” Jason said, “She's
a thing.”

A dark rush swept through me at their callous
statements. It occurred to me that since this was their dirty
little game they set the rules – and that I'd never asked what the
rules were!

“I still don't like my husband sticking his
cock into any old slut he comes across!”

“Well, you could punish her,” Regan said.

“I intend to!”

“And maybe the slave would like to apologize
so she gets an easier punishment.”

I stared straight ahead, my face burning with
embarrassment, and all sorts of weird emotions swirling within
me.

I gasped as she jerked on my hair and scowled
down at me.

“Did you hear what I said, slut?”

“I... yes, Mistress!” I gasped in
confusion.

My face colored further at having said that
in front of the strange woman.

“So apologize for being a filthy, adulterous
whore!”

“I-I'm sorry for being a f-filthy, adulterous
whore... Mistress!” I gulped, still not looking at the woman.

“That's not how you apologize, slut!” Regan
said. “Get down on your face!”

She shoved and I gasped as I fell forward,
twisting aside to land on my side.

“Face down, ass high!”

I moaned and obeyed, raising my bottom high,
spreading my knees, and pulling my belly in tight against my
thighs.

The woman walked over, her pointy black high
heels right in front of my face.

“Well, slut!?” she demanded.

“I-I... I'm sorry for... being a filthy,
adulterous whore, Mistress!” I moaned.

“Then show her how sorry you are,” Regan
demanded.

I wasn't sure, and then I was. I moaned
again, and raised my chin, licking at her shoe.

Crack! The strap cut across my
bottom.

“Harder, slut!”

I licked harder, gasping, panting, moaning as
she stood over me, as Regan stood behind me, as the men looked on.
This was so incredibly degrading! And because of that, it was also
darkly, wickedly hot. The embarrassment faded a bit as heat rushed
into me. I felt my nipples burning as I mashed them into the floor
with the clips around them, my head forced up and back tugging on
the clips.

I felt something thick being forced into my
pussy. It was, I assumed, another dildo, thicker than usual, making
me ache more. I moaned as I licked, gasping as the dildo was
twisted and turned and jammed deeper and deeper.

It ached!

Regan pulled me back onto my heels, and I
cried out as my pussy jammed down on the dildo, forcing it deeper.
I stared down and gasped at how thick it was. Then I got a zap from
the butt-plug and jerked my head up and back.

The two women knelt beside me, squeezing my
breasts, and fingering my clitoris.

“Slut!” Regan cried, her lips only inches
from my right ear.

“Whore!” Kristen cried, her lips inches from
my left.

“Animal!” Regan hissed.

“Filthy slave!” Kristen growled.

“Ladies, it's time to eat,” Alaric said.

They rose and returned to the table, then the
four of them ate, chatted, and ignored me. I groaned softly,
gasping, as my pussy sank deeper on the thick dildo. It was
obviously too long to fit inside me. It was thick enough, though,
that when Regan threw a piece of meat on the floor and then pointed
imperiously at me, it didn't come out as I knee-walked over, then
dropped forward onto my breasts.

I winced as they mashed against the floor,
but licked the piece of meat up and then struggled back into
position.

I burned with embarrassment, but the burning
inside me was more intense. I had thought yesterday was insane.
Today was far more shocking!
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My apartment was like a quiet, soothing,
comfortable haven. Everything was so calm. I had time to think. I
had time to relax. I had time to let the endless sexual tension and
simmering arousal fade and leave me with a sense of peace.

Ho-ly shit! I sat on my sofa and shook my
head at what had happened that evening. Hours more of kinky wicked
sex. Not to mention multiple orgasms. I figured I'd had more
orgasms in the last two days than in the last six months! And
they'd been a lot more intense!

Was I out of my fucking mind! How could I go
along with this stuff?

Multiple orgasms...

Right, okay. I guess that explained things.
I'd never had this kind of heat grip my mind before. It was like a
fever which turned me into... an animal.

Having sex with two men at the same time!
Fuck!

I just... I was feeling weird about the loss
of my perfect peace. I was used to calm, peace, and order. The
incredible emotional energy I'd experienced upstairs the last two
evenings left me mentally exhausted. It had kind of tired me out
physically, too!

On the other hand, I'd never felt more
alive!

I looked out on the city and its glittering
lights, and it made me think about how big and noisy and wild life
could be. So maybe being stuck alone in my apartment going over
numbers every day and watching TV at night wasn't exactly much of a
life compared to the hustle and bustle of the city around me.

And maybe peaceful wasn't necessarily
what I should be seeking at my age.

My apartment seemed small, too, compared to
the one upstairs. Hardly surprising given that was the penthouse. I
wondered how many tens of millions that had cost. Just how rich was
Alaric anyway? Normally when you meet people, when you become
friends, there's a lot more conversation involved so you get to
know each other.

Alaric and I had had an interesting start to
that when we'd first met. Then Regan had interrupted, and
everything since then had been wild, outrageous sex. In that short
time, though, he'd struck me as an extremely interesting man. The
kind of guy you could talk about things with for hours.

I had nothing against Regan. She was a bit
flighty, and very much the cliche'd blonde in a lot of ways. She
loved fashion and sex and demonstrating her wealth. She fairly
preened. Mind you, I'd had little chance to talk to her about much,
either, other than sex. She was certainly artistic – not that that
necessarily made you a very serious person, of course.

Then again, 'serious' was rarely a character
trait of artists.

I needed to talk with Alaric, I decided. I
wasn't sure how to arrange that, but I needed to do that. And I
needed to do it with my clothes on, for a change!

As it happened, I knew his cell phone number.
Regan had mentioned it the other day, about how easy it was to
remember. It was five-five-six, six-seven-six-seven. Kind of hard
to forget. I couldn't call tonight, and I was worn out, but
tomorrow – before the end of the day when Regan might call again –
I was going to see if we could chat.

He might be at work, of course. Where did he
even go in the day? I should have been more concerned about that.
What if he caught something and gave it to me, or Regan, who would
give it to me?

*

I was missing work. I didn't like that, but
on the other hand, I felt this was necessary. I agonized about what
to wear. I didn't want to wear anything sexy, really, even though I
really wanted to look attractive. I was going to an office
building, so didn't want to dress too informally. And it wasn't
like I had a huge wardrobe of appropriate outfits.

I mean, I used to work from an office, but my
office wear was... drab, boring, dull, and almost asexual. I'd
wanted to be seen as a serious office worker, not some sexy girl
men might hit on. Most of my colleagues were a lot older than me,
anyway. And most of the younger ones were, well, pretty nerdy.

Mind you, I can be kind of nerdy, myself, but
it wasn't really something which turned me on, if you catch my
drift.

I settled on a loose, casual black cotton
dress. It was a bit more than knee-length and had long sleeves
which could be (and usually were) rolled up and held in place with
a little button. It had a high collar, the front held loosely with
black laces, and it could be slit up to the thigh by undoing a
couple of buttons. I undid one.

It would do for office or socializing, and I
thought I looked kind of cute in it. I didn't have to go far to get
to his office. It was about six blocks away. I walked, enjoying the
sunshine. I was wearing heels (though not stilettos) which was not
something I preferred to do a lot, but you had to with a dress.

His office was a huge glass and steel thing,
with a big fountain out front. I put on my mask and went to the
door, which opened automatically. I walked into the lobby and found
it-empty, except for a man sitting behind a counter who also wore a
mask.

“I'm here to see Mister Morgan,” I said. “My
name is Brianna Smith.”

He picked up a pen and wrote something in a
book even as he also picked up a phone.

“Brianna Smith to see Mister Morgan,” he said
softly.

He hung and nodded for me to go ahead.

“Seventy-three-fourteen,” he said.

I walked to the bank of elevators and took
out a pencil I kept for such occasions to touch the button. Once
inside, I hit the button with it, then slipped it back into my
purse. I got off on Seventy-Three and found a wooden floor with old
fashioned buttoned leather sofas sitting against a wall. To the
right was a reception desk – empty. I walked to it, then looked out
on the floor just as Alaric appeared.

“Ah, there you are. Come along, Ms. Smith,”
he said with a twinkle in his eyes.

He led me down a corridor, then in through a
door to a large office area with cubicles in the middle and
glass-walled offices along the edges. It was empty, too. We walked
through them to, of course, the corner, and he led me past an outer
office, then into his office.

It was immense. You could have a reception
and party here. It not only had huge glass walls looking out over
the city but a terrace. This one was a lot wider than the other
one, though, and didn't have the high walls around it.

“I bet that's windy,” I said.

“Not as much as you might think. This side of
the building is partly protected. Also, there's that glass above
the rail. If you sit down you're mostly fine. So why don't we?”

He pushed open the door and led me out onto
the wide deck. We walked out to the end, about fifteen feet from
the wall, and sat at a small table there. There was a single steel
rail around the edge of the terrace, at waist height. But there was
glass under it, and more above it, to about chest height.

“I feel as if we should be sipping wine or
something,” I said, taking off my mask and looking around.

“We do frequently entertain guests here,” he
replied.

Boy, he looked sexy!

I looked up but saw no windows. We were on
the top floor – again.

“You always get the top floor, do you?” I
asked.

He grinned. “It's good to be on top.”

That was a statement I probably shouldn't
touch.

“I wondered how you were working at the
office given the rules.”

“I declared myself essential. And since the
building is almost entirely empty, there's little danger. My staff
are all working from home.”

“Yes, me too.”

“So tell me, do you like your job?” he
asked.

“Sure. I've always been good with numbers. I
like them. They... concentrate my mind so I don't get bored. It
makes the time go by quickly.”

“How'd you like to come and work for me?”

I looked at him in astonishment. This
certainly was not something even on my radar!

“Uh... for you? I mean, uhm, as … what?”

“I'm an investment banker. People who work
well with numbers are always in high demand.”

“Uhm, thanks but...”

“But you're wondering just how much in the
way of personal services that job would involve?” he asked with a
twinkle in his eyes.

“Uhm, well, yeah.”

“I don't need to hire you to enjoy your
lovely body, Brianna.”

“No, but uhm... about this slave
stuff...”

He shrugged. “It's a bit kinky. I enjoy it,
though. I am what in an animal you might call an Alpha male.
Sometimes we call it Type-A personalities, too. I work hard and I
play hard. I like winning. And... I like to be in charge.”

“The big boss,” I said.

“The master. The guy who calls the shots, who
gives the orders.”

“And Regan?”

“She's just kinky,” he said with a broad
smile.

“Wouldn't she be jealous if I went to work
for you?”

“Possibly. She might even spank you more
often.”

I snorted.

“Anyway, I didn't have in mind you working
here. I thought you might work from my apartment.”

I looked at him in surprise. “Doing what?” I
asked suspiciously.

“Taking care of my household accounts. What I
mean by that is taking care of my money, doing up regular reports
about my investments, paying bills, arranging maintenance, buying
supplies and services we need. It's probably not a full-time job,
but it will certainly require several hours a day.”

“What would I do the rest of the time?”

He grinned. “I can think of a few
things.”

I flushed.

“And as you gain experience and I give you a
little training – .” He paused to grin. “ – you might look for and
recommend other investments, as well as charitable projects. We're
talking here of hundreds of millions of dollars, you realize.”

“And what would this job pay?” I asked.

“Double what you're getting now, plus room
and board.”

I felt my eyes widen. Double my present
salary? Room and board!?

“You mean... uh, you expect me to live in
your penthouse?”

“Certainly lots of room there.”

“But I have a place.”

“You can rent it out – to Jason, as it
happens.”

I stared at him, my mind swirling. A place
like mine, in a building like mine, would probably rent for three
or four thousand a month! That would pay me an extra forty to fifty
thousand dollars a year on top of doubling my salary!

“You can serve as a model for Regan, too. You
have a nearly perfect body, you know.”

I flushed. “Regan has a great body.”

“Your is more... how did she put it...
symmetrical... proportional.”

That meant, I suppose, I didn't have huge
breasts like her.

I was making nearly $80k. This would pay
$160k plus the rent!

“Stand up.”

“What?”

“Stand.”

I stood up and he sat back in his chair. The
look he gave me sent a rush of heat up my spine.

I looked at him, startled, then looked down
the line of windows.

“No one is on this floor but me. And no one
is allowed to come on this floor without my permission.”

“But...”

I looked out at other nearby buildings.

“I doubt there are very many people in any of
them. And how much do you imagine they can see looking casually out
their windows?”

I hesitated.

“Strip. Slave.”

I gulped, feeling another rush that made my
nipples prickle in the cups of my bra. Then I hesitantly unbuttoned
the dress down the front and pulled it back over my shoulders. I
felt myself flush as I let it slide down around my waist, baring my
upper half to the world. Then I pushed it over my hips, sliding it
down my legs. I bent and stepped out of it, held it uncertainly,
then put it on the chair.

It felt freaking weird standing there in my
bra and thong! I was in an office building, outside, and there were
a dozen tall buildings nearby where people might look out their
windows and see me! Oh, as Alaric said I would be the size of a
thumbnail from their windows so they wouldn't even be able to tell
I was half-naked – probably.

He made a gesture and I flushed again,
reaching back and undoing my bra, then sliding the straps over my
shoulders and then down and off. Boy, it sure felt weird baring my
breasts outside! I was a city girl. There just weren't any places
around you could safely do that!

I felt my pulse race as I dropped the bra on
the dress, then slid the thong down and off.

I straightened, dropping it onto the
chair.

“Hands behind your neck, back arched, feet
apart. Slave.”

I obeyed, heart beating rapidly.

“So, you wanted to talk?”

I stared at him, then turned my head, looking
anxiously around at the other buildings.

“I-I was... I mean... look, Alaric, all
this... master and slave stuff is uh – .”

“Kinky, hot and exciting?”

“Well... yes, I suppose but – .”

“You're worried where it's going?”

“Uh, well, kind of.”

“It will go wherever you let it go. You're
ultimately the one to decide how much you like it, how exciting it
is, how freeing it is.”

“Freeing?!”

“It is freeing, to an extent, to not have to
make decisions about what happens, to simply accept what you're
ordered to do. No worries, no uncertainty, no thinking about what
you should and shouldn't do. I know that's particularly novel for
women. You don't need to fear what anyone will think of you. How
many times have you worried that a guy would think you were a slut
if you did or said such and such a thing?”

“You guys call me a slut all the time!”

“Which means it's not something you need
worry about anymore. Being a slave girl means having no worries or
fears about what to do since you simply have to obey orders. As for
words like 'slut' or 'whore', you can own them.”

He stood up and walked over to me. I felt my
heart beating faster as he stood before me. And then his hand rose
up and cupped my breast, his thumb stroking my nipple.

“Slut,” he said. “Tell me you're a slut,
Brianna.”

“I-I'm a slut,” I gulped.

“Master.”

“I'm a slut... Master!”

“Turn around, slut.”

I gulped and obeyed, my blood racing.

“Bend over and grab your ankles.”

I blinked in surprise, then, flushed, bent
over in front of him, grasping my ankles. I felt his hand caressing
my buttocks, fingers tugging lightly at the base of the butt-plug I
wore.

I was looking back between my legs and saw
his hands at his groin. No, at his belt. He was undoing it. But
then, rather than opening his trousers, he stood back, belt in
hand.

“Can you obey orders, slave girl?” he asked
sternly.

“Y-Y-Yes, sir! I mean master!”

Crack!

The belt was doubled up as it snapped down
across my bottom. I cried out, for it stung!

“Try again, Slave.”

“Yes, Master!”

Crack!

I gasped at the sharp pain.

“Yes, what, Slave?”

“Yes, I can obey orders, Master!”

Crack!

I gasped.

“Are you sure, slut?”

“Yes, Master!”

“Straighten.”

I straightened in relief, my bottom hot and
sore. I felt a bit dizzy as the blood which had rushed to my head
when I'd bent over fled.

“Hands behind neck.”

I obeyed.

“Walk to the railing. Stop a foot and a half
away.”

I obeyed, and he followed.

“Lean forward, until your breasts are pressed
against the glass. Keep your hands behind your neck and your feet
together.”

What the fuck!?

I obeyed, my breasts mashing against the cool
glass above the railing.

Crack!

I gasped as the belt cut across my out-thrust
buttocks.”

“You have a gorgeous ass, slave girl.”

Crack!

“Ah!”

“Very nice, trim, full but not too full.”

Crack!

I cried out at the next blow, staring out at
the building across from me. My breasts ached as I pressed them
harder against the glass, mashed up against it, grinding against it
as my body jerked and shook.

Crack!

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

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

Crack!

“Louder, slut!”

“I'm your sex slave, Master!”

I cried out as I felt my hair pulled, yanking
me upright. He roughly turned me around and pushed me down onto my
knees.

“Keep your hands behind your neck,
Slave!”

I trembled and moaned.

“Head back. Mouth wide.”

He unzipped and brought his cock out. It was
hard, and he rubbed it across my lips and cheeks, then pushed it
into my mouth. I moaned as he pumped it slowly in and out, gasping,
heart pounding. I felt the head of his cock sliding deeper and
deeper into my mouth, and gagged as it pushed near my throat.

It drew back, then I cried out again as his
fingers tugged sharply at my hair, making my scalp sting. In the
same instant, he drove his thick cock into my throat, holding my
head firmly in place as his cock slid deeper.

My hands instinctively jerked off my neck,
pushing against his thighs, but his strength easily overcame their
resistance, and I gurgled and put them back behind my neck again.
He drove himself into me to the hilt, until my lips were wrapped
around the base of his shaft, then held himself there as I trembled
and shook and my head pounded from lack of air.

“We'll have to train you better in a lot of
things, little sex slave,” he said in amusement.

He slid out again and I gulped in air as he
released my hair. He took the belt and looped it around my neck,
then jerked forward so I fell on hands and knees.

“Crawl, slave.”

I gasped for breath as I did, crawling along
at his heels across the terrace, then back into the building. He
led me along the aisles and then into his office. There he pulled
me to my feet, and over to the table. There was a box on it and he
opened the lid, then took out a collar. It was stainless steel,
shiny, rounded at the edges, with a hard black leather on the
inside. He fastened it around my throat, then fastened matching
restraints around my wrists.

A ball gag went into my mouth, then he raised
my wrists above my head, locked them together, and locked them to a
hook hanging from a chain – removing the plant which had been on
the hook and setting it aside.

He sank to his knees and pulled my legs
wider, then began to tongue me.

I moaned, laying my head back, closing my
eyes, heat prickling along the surface of my skin now as his tongue
worked skilfully on my clitoris. His fingers slid up inside me and
he soon had my hips grinding helplessly against him.

He stood up, drawing his cock out of his
zipper again, rubbing it up and down against my sex, then lifted
one of my legs up and slid himself inside me. He gripped the other
leg, then, and I cried out as he lifted me up into the air,
thrusting himself home as he lifted my ankles up over his
shoulders.

His hands were on my buttocks, taking much of
the weight, but my wrists still ached as he started to thrust. I
didn't care. His cock filled me, and my body crackled with sexual
electricity as he swung me in and out, pulping my insides with his
huge cock.

It took very little time before the orgasm
overcame me, and I lost myself to it as my body shook and
shuddered, swinging in and out as he impaled me again and
again.
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I stood under the hook for what felt like
twenty minutes or more after he returned to his desk. I couldn't
exactly protest or ask him anything. And I was too shell-shocked at
first to care. Once that wound down I was caught by the dark
eroticism of being shackled like this in a public office building,
right near a wide window.

A knock at the door shocked me, and then it
opened and I felt both relieved and embarrassed as Jason came in.
He glanced at me and grinned, then looked at Alaric.

“As discussed,” was all Alaric said.

Jason nodded wordlessly. He came over to me,
reached up, and unhooked my wrists from the hook, then drew them
down behind my neck, and locked them to the back of the collar. A
moment later he'd attached a leash to the front of the collar, and
was tugging me to the door.

I moaned, heat and anxiety churning within me
as he led me out into the outer office. I tried to speak, to tell
him about my clothes, but he ignored me, leading me to the
elevators. I tried to pull back and he smacked my bottom
stingingly.

“Obey your master, slave girl,” he said. “And
right now that's me.”

He was twice my weight, and I was certainly
not in any position to resist as he pressed the button for the
elevator. I wondered if the ball gag counted as a mask...

We got in and rode down it and he slapped my
bottom again.

“Elbows back,” he barked.

I flushed and obeyed.

This was insane!

Fortunately, we didn't stop in the lobby. We
went down to the garage, which was as empty as most of the
building. He led me out of the elevator and out into the garage. It
was more brightly lit than most and had almost no cars in it. One
was a dark Cadillac sedan not far away. He led me over to it, then
abruptly bent me over the front hood.

I gasped as my breasts mashed against the
steel, and heard his zipper going down. A moment later he was
pushing into me.

Just like that!

I moaned as he forced my legs wider, driving
his cock deep inside me.

Crack!

He slapped my bottom and then gripped my
hair, twining it around his fist and yanking my head up and back as
he leaned over me.

He chewed lightly on the nape of my neck as
his hips worked his cock in and out, then even more lightly on my
earlobe.

“Remember, you're a possession now, slave.
You're owned property. You have no say in anything,” he said.

Which was flatly ridiculous! I mean, I had
consented to working for Alaric at a frankly ridiculous amount of
money. And yes, I knew sex was included, but I certainly didn't
consider that as part of my duties as opposed to... a benefit for
me.

But this sex slave game was just a kinky
game! He was acting like it was real!

Yet as his cock thrust in and out I started
to feel as if it were real – even though I knew it wasn't. But the
way he was acting made it seem more realistic, and that... that
made my blood race and my heart pound and my body burn!

He yanked back on my hips and thrust into me
faster, harder, using me like I was some kind of... whore...
slut... slave! This was so fucking wild, so hot, so thrilling!

I came again, crying out, rolling my hips
back at him as he rode me, as he used me, as he fucked me like I
was just an animal!

The pleasure howled around me like a
hurricane of sensation, and I felt my eyes rolling back in my head
as his hips continued to pummel my buttocks.

He ground himself against me, his big cock
filling me, the head deep in my belly. He yanked my hair to pull my
head up and back against his chest and roughly turned my face up as
his lips moved along my throat and ear.

“Slave girl,” he growled into my ear.

He thrust into me again, hard, then again,
then again as he sighed in pleasure.

He pushed me over the car again, slapping my
bottom as he drew himself out of me. Then he pulled me upright once
more and led me further into the garage. I had thought the car was
his but he instead led me to a Mercedes SUV. As we approached the
tailgate opened and he led me around to the rear.

Inside was a cage. Like for a dog! He opened
the door and bent my head.

“Inside, slave.”

I was astonished, at first, and then slaps to
my bottom forced me to crawl inside! It wasn't a big cage. He
pushed me in so that my face was almost against the other side of
it. Then he pushed my bottom forward too. He squeezed me into it
and closed the door behind, then lowered the rear hatch, went
around to the driver's door, got in, and started the car.

I grunted as the car moved, trying to find a
more comfortable position. But the cage was barely wide enough for
my shoulders. And my bottom was raised almost to the top, while my
buttocks and toes pressed against the rear.

The car pulled out of the garage and onto the
street, then drove... somewhere! I didn't know and couldn't see or
ask. I was gripped by a sense of the surreal, of the unbelievable.
Just when I thought things couldn't get kinkier they managed to
anyway.

Then the car went down into another garage,
stopped, and parked. The rear hatch opened behind me as he got out
and came around, and he lifted the cage down, then tossed a tarp
over it and began to push it. The thing was apparently on
wheels.

I rolled across the garage floor and then
onto tiles, through a door, and then onto an elevator. The elevator
went up but stopped at the lobby level and a couple got on. I
couldn't see them but could hear them. They sounded older and were
discussing some sort of relative who was considering divorcing
their husband.

Again, I was struck by how surreal this was.
I was naked, my bottom in the air, my breasts mashed against the
floor of a cage, riding an elevator in another tall building with
people standing right next to me!

They got off and the elevator continued up
for a minute before stopping. He pulled it out onto a floor and
then I heard Regan's voice.

I rolled down the hall and then the tarp came
off and I saw them there looking in at me. Jason opened the door
and slapped my bottom.

“Out, slave.”

I groaned and backed out, my feet, then knees
on the floor. He reached in and gripped my arm and slid me out the
rest of the way, then raised me to my feet.

Crack! He slapped my bottom.

“Elbows back, slave!”

I stiffened and Regan glowered at me.

“So, going to see my husband behind my back,
huh? You slut!”

I flushed and she pushed me into a small,
empty interior room with mirrors on all four walls. There was
nothing in the room other than a small platform in the middle. It
had a post about as thick as a baseball bat sticking three feet out
of the floor. She and Jason positioned me above it.

There were chains overhead, attached to
straps. They attached one chain to each of my arms just above the
elbows, pulling up and out to the sides, then pulled my feet apart
and shackled them to the floor. A machine hummed and the post rose.
I could see it in the mirror before me.

I gaped at it, at myself, moaning into the
gag, shaking my head.

“Ha. You deserve something that big inside
your hot little cunt, slave,” she said.

But the post stopped. She left the room, then
came in with some sort of metal attachment, stainless steel. She
clipped it to the post and then the post rose again. The new
attachment was basically shaped like a penis, a very thick one, but
it was still stainless steel.

It pushed into me and slid up inside, and
then started to vibrate.

“Slave girls who act impertinently get
punished,” Regan said. “Calling my husband and meeting him
privately without asking my permission was impertinence.”

She kneaded one of my breasts and pulled back
on my hair, then began to chew her way up along my neck just above
the collar.

“Remember, slut, I own you now,” she
taunted.

She went to one of the mirrors on the wall
and pushed it. It clicked open. Apparently, it was a panel, and
there was a space behind. She took a short-handled... whip from it.
The whip had a several dozen very thin black laces about a foot or
so long, and my eyes widened to see it. I shook my head and she
smirked.

“Slave sluts don't get to argue about their
punishment, Slave slut,” she said.

However, instead of using it she knelt before
me, putting it on the floor. Then her tongue attacked my clitoris.
Since the thick metal cock was buzzing powerfully inside me, the
combination soon had me panting and moaning, my body undulating as
heat swept through me.

She stood up, eyes glinting, and moved behind
me, and I watched her in the mirror as she swung the flog at my
bottom. It was very lightweight, and yet the thin laces stung – a
tiny bit. But if you multiply a tiny bit times oh, thirty or so, it
smarted!

Not as badly as a sharp slap, though. Or so I
thought, at first. I stared at her and myself in the mirror and
began to feel a wild rush, a sense of dark thrills as she swung it
again, this time at my back. Again it smarted, but I felt a
feverish heat take hold of my mind at how outrageous this was!

She swung again and again, and again, and I
gasped and moaned, flinching and jerking as the thin laces cut
across my back and buttocks. But the vibrating cock inside me was
also having a powerful influence, and I couldn't do anything but
stand there and absorb the punishment.

“Slut! Slave! Whore! Bitch!” she taunted as
she swung.

Then she moved around in front of me, pushing
my chin up with the flog.

“Remember who your mistress is, slave girl,”
she said as I felt fingers at the butt plug.

I shuddered as Jason pushed his cock up into
my ass and Regan rubbed my clit with her fingers.

“Do you like that big cock going up your ass,
slut?” she taunted. “You know you do.”

And I did! I moaned, stuffed, burning,
aching, as Jason pushed his cock up high and cramps rippled through
me. Then Regan drew back and swung the flog so that the laces cut
across my breasts! I cried out at that, and again, and again, but
heat tore my mind apart and the orgasm took my breath away.

I screamed in pleasure as Jason rammed his
cock into me from behind, and the laces cut across my breasts and
chest with harder and sharper blows. They hurt more and my breasts
heated up and began to burn, but I didn't really care. It was just
part of this super-realistic sexual game that was frying my
mind!

*

Jason instructed me in the accounts I would
be dealing with, and what Alaric wanted done with them. He gave me
a lot of reading material to get through and promised to come back
the next day to continue. It was a lot to learn. I spent a couple
of weeks learning it all, in fact. I spent those weeks in the
penthouse, for Regan had assigned a room to me.

The only clothing I was allowed to wear the
entire time was a leather bra thing – which had no cups and which
basically squeezed in around the base of my breasts, and a T-shaped
leather belt. The horizontal part went around my waist and the
vertical part went down my belly, over my pussy, and up between my
buttocks to fasten in the back. It had a butt-plug and small dildo
attached on the inside.

That's all I wore, when I wore anything, all
day, day after day as I studied, exercised in their home gym, ate
on the floor of the dining room, and had sex with Regan, Jason,
Alaric, and Jason's wife Kristin.

After a couple of weeks, they replaced that
with what you might call a slave girl outfit from an Arab harem. It
had a thin gold belt, a very thin G-string, and a diaphanous
loincloth that dangled down to my ankles in front and back. It was
basically see-through lace, though, and it flew aside as I
moved.

It also had a kind of gold bra, which was
sort of a shelf bra with no cups. It lifted my breasts up like a
pair of hands, squeezing them up and out, and presenting them to
anyone who cared to look or touch them.

Those were my working clothes. I spent a few
hours on Alaric's financial accounts each day – though sometimes
more depending on events. Regan showed me how to cook, too, so that
I could take over much of the cooking from her.

And I posed for a variety of paintings and
sculptures, most of which were bondage-themed, and had me
naked.

Jason moved into my condo, which I sub-let to
him, and came by from time to time to help Alaric and Regan do
kinky things to me.

It was... weird, how even though I knew this
was all just a kinky game, I came to accept any order given me with
barely a second thought. Of course, getting slapped on the butt or
pinched on the nipple at every hesitation kind of conditioned me to
that!

At one point Regan put nipple clamps on me
and with my wrists locked to the back of the collar, fed little
chains down to them from above, forcing me to stand in place with
back arched and nipples aching as they were stretched out.

That was my punishment for not standing
straight with my shoulders back. You better believe I was careful
after that!

After a month Regan dressed me in a very
short leather skirt, thigh-high stiletto-heeled boots, and a tight
gray sweater, and we drove to a salon. They had just recently
opened up again, but you still had to wear masks.

It was embarrassing, to say the least, for I
had to wear the collar and shackles. The boots at least covered the
ones around my ankles, and the long sleeves covered the ones around
my wrists, but the collar was fairly obvious!

I had a ball-gag in my mouth, but that wasn't
as obvious under a black mask.

We went into a small room in the salon which
had something which looked a little like a dentist's chair. Only it
had metal stirrups. There Regan calmly removed my clothes, sat me
in it, and then drew my wrists up and back behind the top of the
chair and locked them in place. She lifted my ankles up and apart
and put them in the stirrups, then smirked and left.

A minute or so later a woman came in wearing
a medical gown, mask and face shield and began to use a machine on
me which I quickly realized was a laser. It was a laser hair
treatment thing, and she worked her way up and down my legs and
over my naked sex as I lay there in exquisite embarrassment.

She did under my arms, too, then left. A
couple of minutes later another woman came in. She rolled a tray
over, and then put on a pair of plastic gloves. She took out a
cotton ball, poured alcohol over it, and rubbed it against my
nipples, then pierced both.

With that done, she wheeled a chair in
between my legs, sat down, and pierced my clitoral hood too.

Nobody spoke to me during any of this. It was
like I was... an object, a thing they were working on, not a
person.

Regan returned, had me dress, and then led me
back to the car. I was still gagged so couldn't ask anything,
though there wasn't really anything to ask. I was indignant that
she'd done this without consulting me, but almost casually realized
that was what you did with slaves.

I had come to think of myself – when I didn't
catch it – as a slave!

And the longer I stayed with them, the more
natural that seemed. Especially since I never went anywhere. They
were practically the only people in my world, and they gave me both
orgasms and pain, depending on their mood. So of course, I wanted
them to be happy with me.

And the time I realized how deeply I'd fallen
into that mindset was when I walked into the great room and found a
stranger there. I stared at him in astonishment, and only belatedly
realized I was naked. But before I could react he snapped his
fingers at me.

“Come here, slave,” he barked.

I hurried over, heart beating faster as he
spread his legs. I watched him undo his trousers and pull his cock
out, and at an imperious gesture from him, I dropped to my knees
and began to lick and suck his cock. I had no idea who he was, but
it didn't matter. A slave girl did as she was told and didn't
complain.

I bobbed up and down his cock, easily
deep-throating him after the training and practice I'd had, and he
roughly fondled my breasts as I did. Then, at his order, I turned
and dropped my breasts and chin to the floor and raised my bottom.
He entered me from behind and rode me hard and fast.

And I came.

I came fairly easily by then, and powerfully.
Sex was so much a part of my world, so much a part of my life, so
much a part of what and who I was, that I had few inhibitions about
it. I came as a stranger rode me, and it didn't matter that he was
a stranger.

That's when I knew I had really accepted
being a slave girl. The realization startled me, but I couldn't
really feel very upset. It was way more fun and exciting being a
slave girl than being an actuary. And I had more company, more
companionship, and a certainty about my duties.

Just do what you're told, and enjoy.

What life could be better?

 


END

 


*

Have praise, suggestions, questions or
complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*
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