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“I'd like you to be my sex slave,
please.”

“Yeah, okay.”

Cody slipped a handful of popcorn out of the
bowl and popped them into her mouth.

“I'm serious.”

“Uh huh.”

They were watching a movie, sitting on the
leather sofa. Cody was sitting sideways, propped against some
pillows at one end, her long legs extended along the length of the
sofa, her feet laying in his lap. Jamie had been occasionally
caressing or teasing her feet as the mood struck him.

“You like being tied up.”

In fact, they had been doing more and more
bondage to their lovemaking over the past month, and adding in some
dominance games, as well. Cody, an otherwise confident, even
aggressive young woman had found the experiences wildly
exciting.

Not that she hadn't always enjoyed sex. She
had. She was a girl who orgasmed quite readily, with or without the
help of men. Highly sexual, she had found the experience of being
bound focused her mind on the physical pleasure Jamie was giving
her, allowing her mind to abandon all other concerns – since she
wasn't capable of doing anything anyway – and just absorb the
physical sensations.

The sensation of helplessness wasn't exactly
physical. It was psychological, and yet it did something to her
mind that had her chest tight, breathing ragged and lower belly
thrumming hungrily before Jamie even touched her.

Jamie had only recently started to introduce
dominance as well, mostly through words, nasty words, wicked words,
dirty words, outrageous words, exciting words. He had also started
to pull on her hair a little, slap her ass a lot, pinch her
nipples, and even lightly slap her cheeks. Depending on how
impassioned she was at a given time the physical and psychological
stimulation could boost her excitement to incredibly intense
levels.

“You want me to call you master?” she asked
with a raised eyebrow.

A slow grin spread across his face, becoming
increasingly broad.

“Bite me... master.”

“Bad girls get spanked, you know, when they
talk back to their masters.”

She snorted, but felt a hot little twinge
between her legs as she plucked more popcorn from the bowl.

Then again, the thought of doing the nasty
with Jamie always excited her. He had a handsome face with bright
green eyes, short brown hair and sensual mouth over a square cut
jaw. More importantly he had an incredibly fit body, firm, tight,
tanned, with perfectly outlined pecs and a washboard stomach. It
was a body just the right side of being muscular, cut, but not
bulging.

And she was almost as much in love with his
cock, thick, and ten inches when aroused. Both of them shaved – she
actually having had laser hair removal, and the sight of that
beautiful cock pushing into her was almost as exciting as feeling
it.

“I bet you would find it wild,” he said.

“Uh huhhhh,” she said skeptically.

In fact, Jamie often tried to dominate her
outside of bed. He was a cocky, type-A personality who could
sometimes be a little controlling. At twenty-two Cody wasn't into
being pushed around, even by a gorgeous man six years her senior
who outweighed her by seventy pounds. Whenever he pushed her too
much she resorted to “Brat” behavior, as he called it, becoming
impudent, disrespectful, sticking her tongue out, flipping his
papers over, tossing his clothes into the sink, and generally
getting the message across that if he wanted to act like her daddy
she'd act like a spoiled brat.

She reached for the popcorn and he snatched
the bowl away.

“Hey.”

“Say please, master.”

She snorted and gave him the finger.

“Do you want a spanking?”

“Do you want a kick in the nuts?”

He grinned, then quickly grabbed her ankles,
then twisted, forcing her to roll onto her belly.

“Hey! Let go! Asshole!”

Roughhousing and wrestling was routine for
them. Cody almost always lost but she liked it anyway. She writhed
and twisted, trying to kick free of his grip, but he pinned her
legs with his left arm while reaching out and grabbing her by the
belt with his right. Cody squealed as he yanked her bodily up and
back so she fell across his lap, her legs half bent beneath
her.

He released them and yanked her by the belt
again, dragging her up across his lap so her butt was in the air
and her upper body was hanging over the opposite arm of the
chair.

“Let go! Pig! Bully! Dick!”

His hand cracked down on her bottom, and heat
flared beneath her tight jeans.

“Oww! Prick!

“Let me hear you say Jamie is my God.”

“Jamie is a goddamn retard!”

His hand cracked down on her bottom again and
again she yelped. It hurt, but she was getting excited regardless.
She yelped and reached back, trying to push his hands away as they
undid her jeans and began tugging them down. He pried her fingers
free carefully, then pinned her wrists together behind her back and
worked the jeans down her long, kicking legs.

“Now this is a pretty sight,” he said,
admiring the soft, golden skin of her bottom.

He slapped it sharply and she yelped
again.

“You have a nice ass,” he said, kneading her
buttocks casually.

“You are an ass!”

He chuckled, then threw his right leg over
her upper legs, pinning her against his left leg as he abandoned
her arms and instead tugged her t-shirt up. She struggled to keep
it down, twisting and pulling until after considerable effort he
had her arms pinned in front of her and was able to work the
t-shirt over her head and shoulders.

Cody was a bit of a jock, athletic, fit and
well-toned, and had a gorgeous body to go with her long blonde hair
and slim, beautiful face. Unlike Jamie, there were no muscles to be
seen unless she flexed her arms or legs. But they were there under
the downy skin, and her skin contrasted beautifully with the lacy
black thong and bra.

She kicked and twisted and managed to turn
herself over. Jamie concentrated on controlling her arms as she
bucked and twisted, and got her wrists back into what was becoming
a familiar pose with them, pulling them down behind her neck,
crossing them there and pinning them with one hand. He wrapped a
thick chunk of hair in with them, thus controlling her head as
well, and bent her backwards.

“Hmmm,.” he said admiring her breasts
thrusting out against the thin lace bra.

He adjusted her body, easing up on her legs a
little, pulling her up so she was sitting up across his lap, back
arched, head and shoulders forced back.

His hand caressed her taut belly and slid
down along her bare hips. The thong was a tiny V of black silk
between her legs, and his fingers cupped her there, squeezing
softly, his fingers rubbing her through the fabric. Her bra
matched, black silk along the bottoms of the cups, see-through lace
along the top, and plenty of bare breast pushing out above.

“You ma beeaatch,” he purred.

At the moment, she kind of was, Cody thought
breathlessly, so didn't bother to answer. She tried to control her
reaction so as to not give him even more of a smug, self-satisfied
air, tried to show no reaction as his hand mover over her,
caressing her every curve. But when he slid his fingers down into
her tiny thong and she felt them probing against the lips of her
sex she couldn't repress a moan of excited pleasure.

A lot of good looking men weren't that good
in bed. They had no trouble getting women, and those women rarely
had the nerve to tell a man he was a lousy lay. Jamie knew his way
around a female body, though, and his fingers expertly caressed her
pussy as she felt a swelling heat down there. By the time he
actually deigned to touch her clit she was sopping wet and her body
was trembling with need.

He tugged back a little more on her hair,
forcing her head further back, her chest pushing out more.

“Uhng! L-Let me go!” she moaned.

“Say, please master,” he teased.

She shuddered. “Please, master!”

“No, I don't think so.”

Two fingers slowly penetrated her, circled
around the mouth of her sex, then began to push firmly through the
moist folds of her overheated pussy.

Cody moaned helplessly, her hips jerking up
against his fingers as her pussy spasmed..

She was bowed back now, not truly sitting,
more like half laying across the left arm of the chair, with her
legs spread for balance.

Jamie popped the clip between her bra cups
and the cups flew apart. His fingers gripped one of her nipples
delicately, rolling it back and forth, then pinching lightly. His
hand widened, fingers spreading as he squeezed her taut breast.
Then his fingers returned to her pussy as he bent and she felt his
mouth over the center of her breast.

A third finger pushed into her body and she
twisted and moaned as his tongue lapped at her nipple. Her wrists
were still pinned behind her neck, her head still forced up and
back across the arm of the chair so that she couldn't even see him
any longer.

“Are you my slut?” he purred.

His fingers stilled within her and she tried
to grind herself up against them.

“Yesssss,” she moaned.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your slut!” she groaned, excitement
spiraling up within her.

“Say, I'm Jamie's slut.”

“I'm Jamie's slut!” she gasped.

His three fingers pushed deep into her
dripping pussy, and now his thumb came down against her clit,
rubbing from side to side.

“Oh fuck!” she gasped.

The muscles of Cody's belly stood out as her
body began to undulate, her hips working up and down with growing
excitement against his fingers.

He chuckled and pulled back, then tugged the
thong down and off. Cody didn't resist, spreading her legs wide
when the thong came off.

He didn't touch her, though. Instead he had
her sit up and then ran his fingers delicately over her body,
caressing and stroking, squeezing and massaging, enjoying the
tactile pleasure of her downy skin against his fingertips.

“Jamieee,” she moaned in complaint.

He yanked back harder on her hair and she
gasped in pain as her back arched.

He pinched her nipples lightly, then harder
so she squirmed and gasped “Don't!”

He chuckled, then rolled her over and gripped
her arms, pulling them out and then back behind her. Cody didn't
resist as he drew her arms back against her lower spine and pinned
her wrists together. He then reached down and pulled his belt out
of the loops of his pants and looped it around her arms. He
released her wrists and pulled the loop tight, and she groaned as
her elbows were forced back together.

He hummed softly, working the belt through
the buckle and locking it in place. Then he rolled her over again,
gripping her hair firmly, pulling on it to force her to sit up and
slide backwards so she was once again bent back across the arm of
the chair.

“Jammieee,” she moaned.

“Are you Jamie's slut?”

“I already said I was,” she groaned.

“Say it again.”

“No!”

He gripped a fat nipple and pinched it.

“Ow!”

“Say it.”

“No!”

He pinched the nipple harder, twisting it
from side to side, and she yelped.

“All right! I'm Jamie's slut!” she cried.

He released her nipple, and licked his
finger, then slid it across her clit so that she groaned and her
hips rolled up against him.

“Say it again,” he said.

“I'm Jamie's slut,” she gasped.

Again he stroked his finger across her
clit.

“Again,” he said.

Every time she said it, he stroked his finger
across her clit, and before long she was writhing and twisting, her
hips grinding against him as she said it again and again and again,
without pause, her voice halting, breaking, filled with heat and
need.

“I'm Jamie's slut! I'm Jamie's slut! I'm
Jamie's slut! I'm Jamie's slut!”

The climax overcame her and she cried out,
her hips pushing up frantically against his stroking fingers as her
head jerked from side to side.

Jamie kissed her and stroked her forehead and
breast, then stood up, carrying her in his arms. He walked down the
hall and into the master bedroom, carefully climbing into bed and
setting her in the middle.

Cody groaned limply, and didn't make any
attempt to resist as he rolled her over and removed the belt. He
rolled her back and positioned her arms up towards the corner posts
of the bed, then tied them there with soft rope. He wrapped another
rope around the lower post, drew her ankle to him and tied it in
place.

“What are you doooing?” she groaned.

“Whatever I want. You're my slut, after
all.”

“I'm not a slut,” she grumbled.

“Sure you are. You said you were. You're a
slut. My slut.”

She made a face, and when he moved around the
bed and reached for her other ankle she pulled it back
playfully.

He grabbed at it and she squealed and tried
to twist it back, but he had little difficulty drawing her ankle
back to tie the rope around it, then pulling the rope down around
the foot post. From there he simply drew it back until her leg was
fully extended, the foot pointed at the corner post.

He opened the bedside drawer and drew forth
the vibrator and dildo there, then knelt between her spreadeagled
legs and began to work on her.

Cody groaned but offered up no resistance as
he began to finger and lick her overheated pussy. Nor when he
pushed the nose of the dildo into the mouth of her sex and began to
twist and pump it deeper.

He buried the dildo inside her, ignoring her
gasps and moans of complaint, then turned on the vibrator. He
shifted his position, laying next to her, half atop her, his face
next to hers. He kissed her lightly, then more deeply, as his hand
roamed her body and fingered her swollen clit.

“Are you my bitch?” he whispered.

“Yessss,” she groaned.

“Say it.... bitch!”

Cody shuddered and felt a hot surge of dark
excitement. “I'm Jamie's bitch!” she groaned.

He touched the vibrator to her clit and
rubbed it lightly back and forth, and Cody groaned as her hips
rolled up and ground against him.

“Again, bitch,” he said.

When she didn't immediately answer he drew
the vibrator away, leaving her to grind her hips against nothing,
to moan and whimper in denial.

“I'm Jamie's bitch!” she gasped.

He pressed the vibrator against her, rubbing
lightly, then pulled it back.

“Say it,” he taunted.

“I'm Jamie's bitch!” she moaned.

He pressed it against her again, and she
gasped and rolled her hips up and he drew the vibrator back
again.

“Jammieee!”

“Say it, bitch.”

“I'm Jamie's bitch!”

He rolled the vibrator across her clit once
more, and then eased it back.

“I'm Jamie's bitch! I'm Jamie's bitch! I'm
Jamie's bitch! I'm Jamie's bitch!” she cried.

He leaned over, mouthing the center of her
breast, sucking and chewing lightly, his tongue lapping across it
as he rolled the vibrator back and forth across her clit. Whenever
she stopped saying the words he slowed his movements, then withdrew
the vibrator.

“I'm Jamie's bitch! Oh! Oh! I'm Jamie's
bitch! Ungh! Oh! Yes! I'm Jamie's bitch! I'm Jamie's bitch!” she
cried.

The bondage excited and aroused her. The way
she was stretched out, spreadeagled and helpless aroused her. His
nasty words, and hers, aroused her, and the thick dildo inside her
combined with the buzzing vibrator was driving her insane.

I'm Jamie's bitch!” she chanted, eyes closed,
back arching, hips grinding ever more frantically.

The orgasm rolled over her in waves and she
cried out, twisting and thrashing and pulling at the bonds holding
her, head rolling down behind her as the shattering sexual pleasure
tore through her body and mind.

He pulled the vibrator away and watched her
as she lay there, chest heaving, eyes slitted. He ran his hands
slowly up and down her body, kneading her breasts, then licked a
trail up her belly, circling her belly button, licked along the
curving edge of her breast, then mouthed and gently sucked first
one nipple, then the other. He slid his body atop hers, pinning her
below him, crushing her with his weight, not supporting himself at
all so she could feel the heaviness of him atop her.

She groaned and his mouth found hers, kissing
her deeply. His hand found her hair, firmly, forcefully, tilting
her head back, controlling it as he kissed harder, as his tongue
thrust between her fluttering lips and stroked across her own. His
other hand moved firmly up and down her body, over her ribs,
underneath to knead her buttocks, then back up to cup her breast
again.

“Whore,” he whispered, licking along her
lower lip. “Say it. Say whore.”

“Whore,” she sighed.

“Say I'm a whore.”

“Jamie's a whore,” she said, her lips tilting
up in a faint grin.

He slid downwards, mouthing her breast,
sucking then chewing lightly on her nipple.

“Say it, whore,” he said, teeth biting a
little harder at her nipple.

“I'm a whore,” she gasped.

He slid aside to her other breast, sucking
and chewing on that nipple.

“Again, whore.”

“I'm a whore,” she sighed.

“Say, I'm Jamie's whore.”

His right hand slid down her belly as he
eased over to one side.

“I'm Jamie's whore,” she said.

His fingers stroked lightly across her clit
and she groaned.

“Again, whore.”

“I'm Jamie's whore,” she moaned.

His finger stroked across her again.

“Bastard,” she groaned.

He jerked her hair back and she gasped.

“Say I'm Jamie's whore.”

“I”m Jamie's whore,” she gasped.

He released her hair and licked his way back
down her body, then began to mouth her sex. Cody sighed and then
moaned as his tongue went to work. Her hips were soon grinding
against him as his talented mouth roused the fires within her once
again.

He stopped.

“Say it,” he said, looking up her body.

“I'm Jamie's whore!” she groaned.

He licked again, his fingers gripping the
dildo, turning and twisting it, pumping it in and out.

He stopped.

“Say it.”

“I'm Jamie's whore!” she whined.

He continued, and she shuddered, hips
grinding.

He stopped.

“I'm Jamie's whore! I'm Jamie's whore! I”m
Jamie's whore! I'm Jamie's whore,” she gasped as he licked, as he
sucked, as he pumped the dildo in and out.

“I'm Ja – ooohhhhh! Uhhgggghh!” she cried,
arching her back, head rolling under her as the orgasm swamped her
senses.

It was not the last. Jamie continued
caressing and stroking her body, continued working on her with
tongue and fingers and vibrator and dildo, forcing one orgasm after
another into her trembling, overheated system until she begged him
to stop, her abdomen aching, her chest tight, light headed from
lack of oxygen, muscles exhausted from spasming and twisting.

“Say please master,” he instructed.

“Please, Master!” she groaned, gulping in
air, chest heaving.

“Again, slut.”

“Please, master!” she moaned as his fingers
stroked across her clit again. “Oh! Oh Please! Stop! Master! Please
master!” she gasped.

He eased back with a smile, then got up and
went to the dresser next to the bed, picking up the camcorder which
had been trained on her the entire time. They'd done videos before,
of course, but this one would be different for she was unaware of
the camera and her behavior had been entirely natural this
time.
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Cody was sitting on the sofa watching TV when
Jamie came in, slid down onto his knees and then began to lick at
the bare skin of her leg just above her knee. It was early on a
lazy Saturday morning. She'd only finished breakfast and brushed
her teeth, and hadn't yet dressed. She wore the old shirt she'd
taken from Jamie a year or so earlier.

“What are you doing, you freak?” she asked,
pushing him back.

He grinned, and slid his head forward,
licking up her soft, smooth leg, forcing her legs apart as he
licked in along her inner thigh.

“Jamie!”

He growled softly and forced her legs wider,
gave a yank to pull her forward more, then lifted her legs up and
back as his tongue licked in under the hem of the shirt.

“Shit,” she said, partly amused, partly
resigned, partly excited.

He undid the lower buttons of the shirt and
licked in along her slit, his fingers working their way slowly up
the length of the shirt until it was completely unbuttoned. His
mouth enveloped her mons, sucking and licking as his hands pushed
open the shirt and cupped her breasts to squeeze and knead
gently.

“We were... going to... Home Depot...”she
panted

“Later,” he said, his voice muffled by her
flesh.

His tongue lapped up against her clit as he
pushed his upper lip down against it, rolling it between. Then,
abruptly, he stopped and stood up.

“I want pictures,” he said.

She was slumped back on the sofa, legs spread
wide, face flushed, shirt completely open. She rolled her eyes up
at him a bit confused. “Wh-what?”

He grinned. “I want pictures.”

“Shit. Don't you already have enough pictures
of me?”

“Never. You're an incredibly beautiful
subject. And these will be bondage pictures. Slave girl.”

Cody felt a little twinge of excitement in
her lower belly.

“What kind of bondage pictures?” she asked
warily.

He grinned and waggled his eyebrows.
“Pictures of my sex slave.”

“I'm not your sex slave, pervert.”

She drew her legs in and then put her foot
against his belly, shoving him back.

“You will be,” he said with a smirk.

He pushed her leg aside, reached forward and
grabbed her wrist, then jerked her up out of the chair and against
his body. He crushed her against him, grinning as she squirmed, and
kissed her lightly on the lips. Then he moved quickly again,
releasing her and in the same movement jerking the shirt over her
shoulders, spinning her, and pulling it off.

“Jamie!” she protested.

“Slave do what master says!” he growled in a
hoarse, caveman voice.

She twisted back and he bent, grabbed her
around the waist and hefted her up across his shoulder.

“Jamie! Let me down!” she groaned.

He slapped her bottom and pinned her legs
together, then headed for the basement.

“I bought some new rope,” he said,” And a few
other things.”

“What other things?” she gasped, her head
upside down on his other side.

She slapped at his ass through his jeans and
he slapped hers harder.

He carried her down the stairs, and then past
the finished section of the basement to the open area with concrete
floors and cinder block walls they used for both storage and as a
work room. There was a rough table set to one side and on it was
piled various loops of rope in black, orange, green and blue.

He set her down next to it and she shook her
head.

“Shit, do you have enough rope?” Cody
demanded. “I’m not the incredible hulk, you know.”

“I want to do something artistic with the
colors.”

“Artistic, huh?” she asked with a smirk.

“Yeah.”

“If anyone ever sees these you are a dead
man,” Cody said, scowling suspiciously.

“Jesus, don’t worry. Trust me,” he said. “No
one is going to see them but us. Anyway, I‘ve already got lots of
naked pictures of you so what‘s the big deal?”

“Yeah, well…“

Jamie took her arms, pulled them straight
out, then crossed her wrists.

“Hold them like that,” he said.

He picked up some black rope. It was soft but
strong, and he looped it carefully and neatly around her crossed
wrists, then pushed her back to where two thick pipes crossed above
her just beneath the ceiling. He threw the pipe over one of the
pipes, drawing the long length of it off to one side and tying it
loosely around a post.

Cody was standing straight, her arms above
her, wrists crossed, watching as he picked up the camera and began
to snap pictures of her. He didn’t ask her to do anything, but
simply moved around her, snapping picture after picture as she
stood straight, arms overhead. Then he went over to the post where
he’d tied the rope and loosened it. She felt the pull on her wrists
as the rope tightened around them, then pulled her arms tauter,
forcing her up onto the balls of her feet.

He tied the rope off and came back, then tied
a similar rope around her ankles, laying half a dozen loops side by
side to bind her tightly together before taking more pictures. Her
chest began to tighten, her stomach to flutter a little, as the
tighter constriction began to set her pussy throbbing. Her nipples
were hard and tight, her breasts round and taut against her
chest.

He put the camera down with a grin.

“You ma beeatch!” he taunted.

He stood before her and caught her nipples in
his fingers, then pinched and pulled them out and up.

Cody gasped in pain, her nipples burning, her
back arching as much as she could as he stretched her nipples
out.

Then he released them, bending and covering
the center of her right breast with his mouth, sucking and licking
at her nipple, then chewing at it as his hand slid up and down her
belly and abdomen, then down further. His fingers began to stroke
against the top of her slit, against her clit, and she moaned
weakly as her shaky ankles got even more shaky.

He stopped suddenly, leaving her panting, and
moved around her, slapping her bottom sharply enough to make her
jerk and cry out.

“Slut,” he said. “Tell me you're my
slut.”

“I'm Jamie's slut!” she gasped, her stomach
fluttering.

He gripped her hair and jerked her head back,
then kissed her harshly, his tongue invading her mouth.

He withdrew, then took more pictures before
untying her ankles.

“Spread your legs a little,” he said.

“I can’t,” she protested.

Even with her ankles together she was on the
balls of her feet.

Jamie went back to the rope and loosened it.
She sank down flat on her heels, then spread her legs apart. Jamie
went over to the corner and came back with two fat black dildos and
a little jar of lube.

That made her stomach quiver even more
strongly, and her breathing started to increase as he knelt before
her and rubbed the head of one dildo into the open jar, then rubbed
it up and down along her tightly closed pussy. She felt the
pressure growing as he pushed the head through, forcing her sex
lips aside, then felt the round, thick head jamming up into the
mouth of her sex.

Her breathing became more ragged as the dildo
twisted and turned against her, then with the slow stretching of
her muscles, it penetrated her and began to push up through the
warm, tight depths of her pussy. The dildos were shaped like cocks,
but not realistic carvings. The heads were rounded, but the bodies
were dotted with different sized protrusions, like a host of
pimples and boils. Each one made a little jolt hit her as it pushed
through the tight, clinging lips of her sex.

Jamie pushed the dildo halfway up inside her
before he began to pump it in and out. Each stroke pushed it a
little deeper, until she began to gasp and moan at the aching
within her.

Jamie left it three quarters buried in her,
and scuttled around behind her. Cody swallowed nervously, her heart
thumping as she felt his finger stroking against her little anal
opening. His finger was obviously coated in lube, and it slowly
pushed up into her, twisting and turning inside her rectum, pumping
slowly in and out and caressing her soft flesh. A second finger
pushed into her tight depths, and then they withdrew and the dildo
penetrated her.

Cody gasped a little, but tried to loosen her
muscles as Jamie turned and twisted and pumped the dildo, sliding
it deeper and then still deeper.

A sharp slap to her bottom made her yelp at
the sting, and the dildo pushed deeper while her body was
distracted. She didn’t protest. That was an old trick he often used
to open her up to his cock back there, for he’d told her soon after
they became lovers that she had such a beautiful ass he was going
to have to fuck it often. She’d come to enjoy anal sex. There was
something raw and nasty and exciting about it.

He left the dildo halfway up inside her and
moved around in front, his slick finger rubbing at her clit now as
he began to pump the other dildo in and out, twisting and turning,
changing the angle with every other stroke, working it still deeper
into her overstuffed pussy.. She groaned and gasped and her hips
began to roll a little as he forced it into the back of her sex,
and, by the time he seemed satisfied, her insides were burning with
heat.

He moved behind her, working the other dildo
in and out, forcing it deeper.

Suddenly his hand was on her hair, yanking
her head back sharply enough to make her cry out. He was sanding
behind her, and licked along the nape of her neck.

“You want it up the ass, beatch?” he
breathed. “You know you do. Slut. You love getting it up the ass.
Let me hear you say it, slut. Let me hear you beg me to shove it
deeper.”

“I-I love it up the ass!” she gasped.

“Beg for it, slut! Beg for it.”

“Please fuck my ass!” she gasped, moaning as
he pumped the dildo more roughly, thrusting it up and jamming it
into her so it ached deeply.

“Nasty slut,” he growled, biting into the
nape of her neck.

He withdrew, then, with both dildos jammed
almost fully within her. Perhaps two inches or so remained
protruding from her body on either side as she stood, panting,
chest heaving, face and chest flushed with heat, pulse racing with
excitement and need.

He picked up the camera and snapped pictures
of her from front and back, then went back to the rope and pulled
it tauter. She found herself on the balls of her feet again, if
that. In fact, she was more on her toes, balanced precariously with
the aid of the rope around her wrists.

“Yeah. That's the way I like you,” he said
with a grin. “I hope you know you're not going to be wearing any
clothes this weekend. Not a stitch.”

“Pervert,” she panted.

“Yeah, and I'm going to make you into one
too,” he said with a leer. “After a week as my naked sex slave I
think you're either going to never want to be tied up again, or
never want to be untied again.”

“You think you're going to turn me into your
fuck toy?” she asked, chest heaving.

“I think that a weekend as a sex slave is
going to change you,” he said.

“Want to bet?”

“I'll bet you'll be my sex slave when I'm
done with you.”

She snorted, but felt a strange swirling
excitement at the thought.

He began to snap pictures again. Her legs
were tightly together now, but even so, the dildo protruding from
her pussy was quite visible, especially as the color contrasted so
deeply with her own pale, milky complexion. He moved behind her,
and again, the base of the dildo could be seen clutched tightly
between her buttocks as he zoomed in and out, turning and shifting
his view.

He returned to the rope, putting down the
camera, took a deep breath, and then heaved.

Cody gasped as she was lifted off her toes
completely, her body starting to swing as her feet wriggled
helplessly just above the floor. The rope dug much more tightly
into her wrists, and they began to ache as Jamie tied off the rope,
but now she really felt her helplessness, and the turmoil in her
mind darkened with a masochistic sense of arousal and lust.

“This hurts my wrists!” she gasped.

“I won’t leave you up for too long.”

He moved around her, sometimes dropping to
his knees for a different angle, snapping picture after picture.
Then tied her ankles together again with a half dozen neatly looped
lengths. He snapped more pictures, quite obviously intent on his
work, then went and fetched a black ball-gag. He tugged on her hair
and her mouth opened automatically in a gasp of pain, then he
worked the ball into her mouth, the spongy rubber pressing up
against the roof of her mouth and jamming down against her
tongue.

He fed the black strap around her head, his
fingers combing her hair out above it, then buckled it and went
back to taking pictures.

Cody’s breathing quickened. It was
surprisingly difficult, physically, to simply hang by her wrists.
She discovered that she could not simply hang limply, as if
unconscious, for she was unable to breath then. Instead she had to
tighten her arm muscles, to lift her body just a bit for each
breath, and that began to become tiring fairly quickly. Her wrists
were caught in a tight, bruising clamp, and ached, while her arms
felt strained and taut.

Her body hung helplessly below, dead weight,
of no use, pulling her down towards the floor below.

Jamie put down the camera at last, but then
turned and went upstairs, leaving her hanging there below. Cody
looked around, panting weakly into the gag, moaning to herself,
partly in excitement, partly at the ache to her wrists and the
growing effort needed to breath.

Maybe he was gone to the bathroom, she
thought, but if so he was taking his time.

She squeezed her thighs together around the
dildos, feeling a sense of dark, throbbing heat envelop her as she
hung helpless and alone.

Long minutes passed, minutes which seemed
longer still, and then Jamie finally came back down the stairs.

He had a small, plastic spray bottle in one
hand for some reason. He returned to her and gave her a wink,
passing by and grabbing the vibrator from the table. He returned
and stood before her, vibrator in hand, then turned it on and began
to play it slowly back and forth across her clit.

Her body quickly began to quiver and tremble
under the new stimulation. She was already highly aroused, after
all, and the buzzing against her clit soon had her insides frothing
and flaming with hunger and pleasure. Her hips began to work and
grind as her breathing grew more ragged, and she moaned and gasped
into the gag as Jamie worked her into a higher and higher state of
sexual fever.

He began to spray water onto her body then.
It was warm water, sprayed lightly into her face, then against he
chest and belly, then shoulders and back.

He put the bottle and vibrator down and set
to work with the camera again. Her eyes were filled with heat, her
face moist, small droplets of water slowly trickling down her
forehead, down her breasts, down her belly and hips and in amongst
her tightly closed thighs.

He put the camera down, stood beside he, and
gripped her hair in a tight hold, twisting it, forcing her head up
and back and to the side.

“Slut,” he taunted her. “You’re my slut,
Cody. You’re going to be my fuckbot, my sex slave. You’re going to
be my chained, crawling little nymphomaniac begging for cock. Are
you looking forwards to it, slut? Are you looking forward to
spending all your time naked with a collar on, to my giving you to
my friends whenever they come over, making you suck them off and
give them lap dances? Are you, slut?”

His other hand moved over the taut surface of
her breast, squeezing and caressing, and then he took her rigid
nipple between thumb and forefinger, pinching and twisting it,
causing it to burn with pain.

“Cock sucker,” he taunted.

Cody moaned and then kicked out at him with
her bound ankles, knocking him back.

“Hey!” he said indignantly.

She wanted to laugh, but of course, couldn’t,
not around the gag.

“Bitch,” he said matter of factly.

He looked her up and down, then went to the
other end of the basement and returned with large hammer and a
handful of hardware. She saw him kneel before her, and saw the
metal ring in his hand as he set it against the concrete floor
immediately below her. She grinned and shoved him back onto his
butt with her feet, and he looked up in annoyance.

“Okay,” he said.

He slipped a rope into the ropes around her
ankles, tied it, and then pulled her feet up in front of her.

“Oh I have an idea,” he said with a grin.

He lowered her ankles, then untied them. She
tried to kick out at him, more playfully than for any other reason,
but he dodged back, then jumped forward and grabbed one ankle,
yanking it up and out, raising her leg up and back against her
torso and pulling it off to the side. He tied a rope around it then
threw the rope over the rear pipe, pulling it off to the side to
tie off. Then he did the same with her other ankle, spreading it
wide so that her ankles were tied to the pipe behind her wrists,
but pulled higher than they were. She was thus obscenely displayed,
her groin actually lifted up and forward to display her pussy and
ass more prominently - especially with the dildos sticking out of
her.

This eased the pull on her wrists and made it
easier to breath, but she blushed as he snapped picture after
picture of her, legs spread achingly, obscenely wide.

And she couldn’t even complain!

He put down the camera and knelt, using the
hammer and other tools to fit the ring to the floor right below
her. Then he eased the pull of the rope around her wrists, and her
upper body began to roll back further and further, until finally
she was hanging upside down by her ankles.

Jamie fed the rope through the ring and tied
it off, then returned to taking pictures.

He paused, came forward, and eased the dildos
up so that only an inch or so remained inside her, then quickly
snapped pictures. Then he shoved them back in deep, even deeper
than they had been, and took more as the blood rushed to her head
and made it ache.

He chuckled and ran his hand over her
buttocks, giving them a squeeze, then a slap that made her squeal.
He set down the camera and went upstairs, returning with a thick
black candle.

“I remembered we had this,” he said somewhat
triumphantly. “It was your aunt’s dumb present. I mean, honestly,
who gives black candles unless they’re witches. But it’ll go well
with the rope.

Cody wasn’t even sure what he had. Her upside
down view was uncertain, especially as her head throbbed with blood
and the added heat of her deeply aroused sexual excitement. But she
felt him pumping the dildo in and out, twisting and turning it,
then he pulled it free and something - else - was pushed into her.
It was not rounded as the dildo was, but she was already spread
open, so thought it was somewhat thicker than the thick dildo, he
managed to stuff it into her pussy.

Though not easily.

She gasped and moaned as the thick round
thing was pushed into her, slowly worked deeper down her pussy
tunnel. It strained her pussy lips and stretched out the tight,
elastic folds of her sex as he struggled to push it deeper. It -
hurt - for this thing was not as slick as the dildo, and it was
thick! But her pussy was wet and warm and her muscles relaxed.
Jamie was able shove it down deep into her belly, though her pussy
muscles strained around it.

He began to snap pictures, moving slowly
around her, then paused.

“Shit, I forgot CSI was on!” he said.

Cody heard a familiar sound she didn’t
understand, a scratchy, metallic sound, and then Jamie went to the
stairs, went up them, and snapped off the light.

The thing inside her, she quickly realized,
was a candle, for its flickering flame was the only light now in
the basement.

She felt a little shock-wave run through her
at that realization, a combination of outrage, anxiety and a dark
sense of passion and hunger. The pressure in her head was easing,
but it still felt -- odd -- being upside down like this, her upside
down view of the dark, shadowy basement hard to decipher. She
stared down at her hanging arms and the wrists bound in rope, tied
to the ring, then tried awkwardly to pull her arms back - thought
without success.

Was that bastard really going to leave her
like this for an hour!? He wouldn’t dare!

As if in answer to her thought the door
opened and the light flicked on. She heard his footsteps on the
wooden stairs as he descended, then he was squatting next to her,
behind her.

“I thought I might as well start in with
this,” he said, fingers in her hair.

He had a portable radio in his hand and set
it on the floor just behind her, then ran the cord out to the wall.
He had to fetch and extension cord, but then he had it plugged in
and turned the CD on, setting it to continuous play.

“Enjoy,” he said, giving her bottom a squeeze
as he headed for the stairs.

Cody yelled to him, threatened him, but the
gag reduced it to a soft muffled nothing, and then the lights were
out, the door closed, and she was alone in the basement with the
small light flickering from the candle protruding from her
body.

What had he been…

“I am a filthy slut,” came her own voice.

She blinked in surprise, then remembered how
he’d had her speaking the words, saying nasty things again and
again. She hadn‘t known he‘d recorded her voice!. She blushed
slightly, for she could hear the heat in her voice, quite aside
from the nasty words, and wondered what would happen if any of
their friends heard her.

“I love to suck cock,” her hungry voice said.
“I love being fucked in the ass and riding a big stiff cock. I love
to bend over and get fucked doggy style. I’m a filthy, cock sucking
whore and I want to be Jamie’s love slave! I want to be his sex
toy! I want to be his nasty, dirty little slave whore!”

The volume was not high, but she could
certainly hear ever word in the otherwise silent basement, and
clearly Jamie had in other recordings from some of the videos he’d
taken of them, because now as the voice repeated nasty phrases she
could hear her own gasps and moans and heated curses of passion as
he fucked her, or.. or whatever he’d been doing at the time.

Her own voice went on and on, often repeating
the same phrases. “I’m a whore. I love to be fucked. I want to be
gang banged! I love to lick pussy! I want to be fucked by a big
black cock! I am a cock sucking slut! I am Jamie’s love slave! I’m
Jamie’s fuck toy! I love orgies and gang bangs! I love to be tied
up and fucked hard in the ass!”

On and on it went, sometimes all but drowned
out by her orgiastic cries of passion, other times coexisting with
the slap of his flesh against hers, with her gasps and moans and
shuddering sighs of pleasure.

Her mind buzzed with the dark nasty eroticism
of it all, as she hung, legs spread, helpless, her pussy stretched
wide, the big dildo driven deep into her ass. She could feel the
warm heaviness in her groin, the throbbing need of her pussy, the
aching hardness of her nipples. God! She wanted a hard cock inside
her pounding away!

But she could do nothing but hang there in
the near darkness, listening to her own voice, her own moans and
groans of excitement.

“I’m Jamie’s sex slave!” her voice groaned.
“I’m Jamie’s bitch! I’m Jamie’s whore! I’m Jamie’s slut! I’m
Jamie’s fuck toy! I’m Jamie’s sex toy! I’m Jamie’s slave! I’m
Jamie’s whore! I’m Jamie’s bitch! I’m Jamie’s animal! I’m
Jamie….”

Did he really think this sort of thing was
going to turn her into a sex slave, she wondered with a mixture of
amusement and scorn. He was pathetic!

A churning sexual hunger enveloped her mind
and body as she hung there, the words and her groans and moans soft
but continuous behind her.

Then a small movement of her hips tilted the
candle a bit. It had been alight for almost five minutes now, and
hot wax had built up around the wick. As she strained and her hips
tilted wax trickled over the edge and down the side of the candle.
Her sex lips were spread wide around the candle, and her clitoral
hood was raised and pushed back by her swollen bud. The first drop
of wax reached the bottom of the candle and she felt a sudden heat
against the sensitive flesh at the top of her pussy.

The heat grew very rapidly, and she squealed
and her hips flinched as if she could somehow draw free of that
heat. Instead all she succeeded in doing was to tip the candle to
the side even further, and now wax spilled over the edge and landed
on her flesh below.

Her eyes went wide and Cody screamed into the
gag at the sudden burning to her flesh. The wax struck her moist
flesh and almost immediately began to harden, yet it still remained
quite, quite hot for long seconds. She realized of course, what it
was, and tried desperately to remain still, but the heat commanded
otherwise, and her hips bucked violently, sending more wax spilling
over the side of the candle to trickle and splash down around its
base, down around her sex lips, and now, directly down on the hot,
sweating little button of her clitoris.

She screamed into the gag, her body thrashing
as she pulled violently against the ropes binding her, but to no
avail, and more wax spilled down around her groin and over her clit
as she finally forced her body to stop shifting and jerking. She
gulped in air frantically as she coped with the burning heat to her
sex, but slowly, slowly, the heat faded to something bearable.

Jamie had dripped wax on her before, after
all, though then it was only on her nipples. Still, she realized
she could do nothing but wait for the wax to harden and cool, and
she trembled as she waited for the heat to relent, beads of sweat
breaking out all over her body.

She flinched as more small, trickling drops
slid down the candle and her sensitive flesh, then, moaning, she
pulled on the ropes, arms and legs both, trying to arch, to bow her
back and tilt the candle to the back. She succeeded, and wax
splashed down around her buttocks, around her anal opening,
stretched tautly around the dildo. It still stung, but not as
much.

“Oh! Oh! Oh Yes! Oh! Fuck me! Fuck me
harder!” her voice groaned.

“I’m Jamie’s sex slave! I’m Jamie’s bitch!
I’m Jamie’s fuck toy!” the other whispered.

Writhing and twisting only served to make the
wax spill over, so she did her best to stay perfectly still,
staring at the shadows along the wall, the voice whispering behind
her, degrading, exciting, passionate words of sexual heat and
hunger. Her pussy throbbed and she let her mind slowly sink into
the idea of being a sex slave - though not for real, of course! But
with sexual electricity crackling along the surface of her skin she
let herself imagine herself as a brainless fuck toy, as a naked
slave for Jamie’s sexual pleasure, and her pussy squeezed
helplessly, excitedly, around the thick candle within it.

What a nasty, kinky, wicked fantasy it was,
as she hung there upside down, imagining herself leashed, naked,
chained, being used by Jamie or even his friends, a she-animal, a
sexual beast with no will of her own. The idea was darkly arousing,
and added to the throbbing hunger of her pussy as she hung
there.
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The light snapped on, and she moaned dazedly.
Had it been an hour? It had seemed even longer! Jamie came down the
stairs. It was Jamie, and not Jamie. Under other circumstances she
might have found the hood silly, something to make her snicker and
laugh, but not now. Now it added to the dark fantasy role of
herself as a slave.

Jamie, and it was certainly Jamie, even
though his entire head was covered in some sort of dark hood. Not
even his eyes could be seen. It was like panty hose, only black and
shaped for a head. She'd never seen anything quite like it and
thought it both a little scary and erotic. He wore a black leather
jacket, and black leather pants. Sh e recognized nothing about the
clothes, and the merest, slightest possibility that it could be
anyone but Jamie made her pussy burn hotly, made a dark, churning
cloud of thrilled heat swirl through her mind.

Of course, she would have been horrified and
furious had it been anyone but him, but she knew it was him -
almost certainly.

Even his hands wore gloves, and she shuddered
as they gripped the candle and then drew it slowly out of her
pussy. He set the candle down, and then drew out an enormous dildo,
thicker even than the candle, lubed it, and slowly worked it down
into her pussy, twisting and turning pumping and thrusting as she
moaned and writhed in heat and ache.

He bent and picked up the candle, then tilted
it and let hot wax spill over her breasts.

She squealed and twisted, pulling wildly
against the ropes. It was so -- eerie, to have no face to look at,
just this soundless black - person!

He put the candle down, then untied the rope
binding her wrists below. He left her wrists bound together
however, and tied another length of rope to that rope, then threw
it up over one of the overhead pipes. And pulled.

She got immediately dizzy as the rope pulled
her wrists upwards and her head of course, came with it. She'd been
hanging upside down for an hour or so and all the blood had rushed
to her head. Now her head rolled and she felt cross-eyed as the
rope slowly pulled her upper body into an upright position.

He tied off that rope somewhere, then untied
her ankles, letting them down gently until she was standing on
rubbery legs, still dazed and dizzy. He untied her wrists, but held
her tightly, an arm around her, for she was swaying dizzily. As he
did, he carefully looped the rope around her right wrist a half
dozen times, then threw it up over the pipe again. By the time he
was done her arms were tied up and out widely to either side and
her ankles were tied together to the ring below her, her thighs and
buttocks squeezing in hard against the base of the dildos sticking
out of her.

He left her like that for a couple of
minutes, going upstairs. He returned with a tripod and set it up
off to one side, then put the camcorder on it, pointed at her. Cody
flinched and pulled against the ropes, then looked away
self-consciously. Nudity was one thing but this was... kinky stuff,
and she was uneasy about it.

Kinky? Shit! She had a dildo sticking out of
her pussy and another big one sticking out of her ass!

He moved to the table and took up a small
cord made of the same material as the rope, then approached her. He
tied a loop in one end of the slender cord, then slipped it around
her still very erect nipple, sliding it in firmly against the
aureola then starting to tighten the loop. Cody protested weakly
into the gag, then yelped and twisted, dancing from foot to foot as
the cord bit hard at her nipple.

He ignored her as he tied another loop in the
opposite side of the little cord and placed it around her other
nipple. By the time she realized his intent he had yanked that
closed too, and again she cried out in pain, twisting and pulling
against the ropes.

He tied another cord, a much longer one, to
the middle of the one he'd tied to her nipples, then pulled it
slowly up and forward until the cord was taut.

Then he pulled it a little more.

Cody moaned and hissed as her burning nipples
were tugged up and forward. There was nothing she could do or say,
however, and she felt her helplessness as both a sense of
frustration and a rising heat.

Her chest pushed up and out firmly to try to
ease the hot pain, and he fed the cord to the distant wall and then
tied it to a ring there. That forced her up onto the balls of her
feet again and she moaned as his hand traced the curves of her
bottom, then gave it a slap.

Then he produced something new. It looked...
it looked like a spatula, sort of. Except that it was perfectly
straight, and the flat part which might have slipped under pancakes
was made of some sort of leather.

As soon as she saw it, though, she knew it
was no spatula. The thing could have only one purpose, and that was
to spank someone. Her!

She shook her head and tried to yell at him through the gag, but...
eerily, there wasn't even a face looking back at her. It was like
he was a robot or something. She shuddered in sudden anxiety but
then heat rose up as he placed the flat leather against her bottom
and rubbed her lightly.

He bent over and did something with the CD
player. The words stopped, then started again. Once again she could
hear her own wordless moans of passion and heat. But now her own
voice issued new words.

“I'm a bad girl!”

She flushed, remembering how he had gotten
her to say that as he spanked her the other day.

“I'm a bad girl! I need to be spanked!” her
voice groaned.

“I'm a nasty, slutty girl and I need to be
spanked!”

And then he brought the spanker thing down
against her bottom.

It wasn't a hard blow, but it stung and she
yelped as her body jerked forward a little on her feet.

Oh! She had to be careful, she realized
quickly. For jerking forward in response to the sting inevitably
brought her body back afterward, and pulled her nipples against
those cords.

The next blow followed, harder, and she
yelped in pain, her hips jerking forward, then falling
instinctively back, her nipples tugging against the cords.

Her breathing increased rapidly as her pulse
began to race. She moaned, her head twisting around trying to see
him, the faceless black covered man behind her.

Another blow and this one stung too. It was
hard, and she couldn't keep her hips from flinching forward.
Another blow, and another, and another, landed on her bottom in
slow, measured strokes. In between, he rubbed the leather thing
against her increasingly warm, reddening skin.

“I'm a bad girl and I need to be spanked!”
her voice gasped in passion.

“Ohh! Ungggh! Oooh God! Yes! Oohhhh!” her
voice moaned in pleasure.

Her bottom began to heat up even more, and
the blows were now coming down more forcefully. She cried out with
each blow, her breathing ragged, her body glowing now, droplets of
sweat starting to bead on her forehead as blow after slow blow
cracked down against her buttocks.

A soft, leather gloved hand gripped the base
of the fat dildo jammed into her bottom, twisting it, pulling back,
then thrusting up and forward. The nose jammed deep into her belly
and she cried out in pain, forced forward on the balls of her feet,
forward onto her toes.

“I'm a bad girl! I'm a nasty girl! I need to
be spanked!”

The spanker cracked against her bottom with a
wicked blow, and she screamed into the gag, then again at the next
sharp whip-crack of pain, then again, her mind starting to twist
and tumble desperately as the pain mounted. Jamie was going too
far, and she couldn't even tell him so!

Another sharp blow threw her head back, her
hips forward, and she screamed into the gag, her nipples burning as
her body pulled against them.

He stopped, his hand sliding down her heaving
belly, finger rubbing against her clit as she moaned and whimpered
helplessly.

Her bottom flamed hotly, throbbing with every
beat of her heart.

She hardly noticed him untying her ankles, at
first. But then a booted foot forced them apart, and a moment later
she felt the dildo being pulled slowly downward out of her aching
belly. It pulled free, and she felt a deep sense of relief. Then
she felt his cock thrusting up into her.

She gasped, her body jerking as he penetrated
her. She was so open he had little difficulty, only encountering
resistance for the final couple of inches. Then he was pressed
against her, his cock deep in her belly. She gasped as he pulled
back on her hair, then she felt him beginning to grind his pelvis
against her.

He was all hard leather, all except his cock
inside her, hard dark leather grinding against the soft, perspiring
flesh of her back and buttocks as he began to work his hips slowly
in and out.

She had definitely not been a fan of getting
sodomized before Jamie, and had done so only reluctantly at first.
But she'd come to enjoy the dark, sensuous feeling of having his
cock sliding up and down inside her back there. And now she also
felt a deep sense of relief that he'd apparently finished spanking
her. Her bottom had burned so hotly she'd been on the verge of
tears from pain and frustration.

His hips worked slowly in and out, and she
felt the tip of his cock massaging her deep within her belly. His
gloved hands came around her then, sliding up her belly, then
cupping her breasts, stroking and caressing the undersides,
squeezing in tightly around them, lifting and squashing them, which
pulled her nipples against the cords.

His hips began to work in and out with more
forceful strokes, with longer strokes. His gloved hands reached
down, gripping her thighs, spreading them wider. A hand gripped the
dildo in her pussy and began to pump it in and out, the rough thumb
gliding across her clit.

Cody shuddered and moaned into the gag, then
gasped as he pulled back on her hair. His left hand pushed in
harshly against her pubic bone, forcing her bottom back while his
fingers jammed the dildo up and down within her.

He thrust into her harder, faster, and Cody
was utterly helpless, his bitch, his sex toy, his sex slave, as
he'd said. The thought only served to further arouse her, however,
as her mind tumbled and twisted to the delicious sensations he was
rousing in her burning flesh.

He stopped abruptly, his cock-head nestled
just inside her.

“Say it, slut,” he whispered. “Say you're a
bad girl!”

“I'm a bad girl,” she moaned into the gag,
almost unconsciously. “I'm a bad girl. I'm a bad girl! I'm a bad
girl!”

It didn't matter that he couldn't hear the
words. She knew what she was saying.

His hips slammed into her buttocks and she
tumbled over the edge, crying out as the orgasm swept over her.
Cody had never been particularly silent in bed, but now, oddly, the
presence of the gag encouraged her to give voice to her pleasure,
or at least, to not at all bother hiding or disguising it. She
cried out freely, knowing the gag would muffle it, cried out again
and again as the pleasure sent her mind spinning and rolling and
his hard cock continued to thrust up into her with powerful
strokes.

As he neared his own climax his strokes got
harsher, his hips ramming into her with more power, and then, just
as her orgasm faded, his began, and she moaned, knowing he was
pouring his silvery cream into her ass.

He stood against her for long seconds, his
cock deep within her, then slowly, he pulled back, and she felt his
softening organ sliding out of her.

She moaned, eyes slitted. God! He'd really
reamed her out! She wanted to go lay down for a while, then have a
nice warm bath.

But Jamie apparently still wasn't finished.
He worked the thick dildo back up inside her, and there was nothing
she could do about it.

He moved around in front of her, then
carefully untied the cords from her nipples. Cody winced as they
both began to burn hotly with returning sensation.

His hand in her hair jerked her head back
sharply, so she was staring at the ceiling. Then she felt his mouth
over her nipples. They'd begun to sparkle with pins and needles,
and the feel of his mouth over them was incredible as he sucked and
licked at the exquisitely sensitive, sparkling flesh.

His hand slid between her legs, finger
rubbing against her clit, and she moaned and pulled helplessly
against the ropes.

Then he drew back, wrapping rope around her
ankles, spreading them so far that she was precariously balanced on
the balls of her feet. And then he brought out another new
thing.

It was a whip. Cody stared at it with a sense
of disbelief, shaking her head anxiously as he moved behind her.
Her neck ached as she tried to see him, to watch him, her back
suddenly feeling raw and vulnerable.

The whip consisted of a handle and a number
of thin leather laces. He moved up behind her and then sort of
threw the thing over her shoulder so the laces dangled down against
her breasts.

His hands came around her, roughly squeezing
her breasts up and together, then he drew away, went over to the
table, and returned with something in his hand.

She looked down as he raised one against her.
It was a round metal ball attached to a small chain. The chain was
attached to a metal alligator clip, and he opened the jaws, slid
her nipple between them, and before she could react, let them snap
closed.

Her nipple burned like fire, as it had when
he'd tightened the loop around it, and she cried out, twisting and
pulling against the bonds. But an instant later he snapped another
one around her other nipple, and she quickly learned that her
energetic movements only set the weighted balls dancing and pulling
at her aching nipples.

She moaned and bit into the gag, her head
rolling as she fought to keep her trembling body from moving too
much. Oh, he was going to get it for this, she vowed!

But as long as she was tied, all she could do
was stand there and wait for the worst of the pain to ease. Her
nipples burned like fire, and she gulped in air as she braced
herself against it. Slowly it began to fade, and she could breath
more easily – until he jerked back on her hair and ran his gloved
hand in between her legs to finger her clit and push up against the
dildo already jammed deep within her.

He pumped it in and out, then thrust it deep
and went to the table, returning with yet another new toy. Cody
knew a fleeting sense of indignation as she wondered how much money
he'd spent on all this shit, then she realized the thing he held in
his hands was a thick vibrator which had a clit tickler branching
off to the side near the base.

She moaned weakly as he slid the dildo out of
her, then slowly worked the vibrator up inside. It was thicker than
the dildo, but she was sopping, and her pussy eased aside as the
thing pushed deeper and deeper. Jamie forced it achingly deep,
until the curving branch arm jammed up against her clit. Then he
turned it on, and she shuddered, her hips spasming, her pussy
squeezing down around the thing.

She stared at him as he moved around. It was
Jamie, wasn't it?! Of course it was! It was the right size, anyway.
The shoulders were right, the waist right. It was just a silly game
with him trying to convince her it might be someone else!

Yet game or not it was working. Her head was
starting to get into the dark, delicious erotic fantasy of herself
as the prisoner of some sort of anonymous sexual maniac who was
going to torture her and rape her. The thought made her pussy suck
and squeeze down around the vibrator, and she felt her insides
twisting and churning as he moved back behind her, picking up the
whip.

It wasn't a real whip, she told herself. He
was just playing a psychological game with her.

He drew his arm back, and she braced herself
anxiously, her breath going still as his arm drew back, then flung
forward. She turned her head away, and squealed as the whip landed
across her back.

She discovered that the blow was not terribly
heavy, but the spread out laces stung as they struck her skin. They
didn't sting as much as that thing he'd spanked her with, but they
still stung. Still, it was easily bearable, and she felt a wild
sense of relief combined with billowing waves of heat as she
realized that, in fact, he was whipping her. Whipping her!

The next blow landed, and she squealed again,
her body jerking as the whip struck her soft back. And now she
realized something else. Her movements sent the weights dangling
from her nipples jerking and swaying and pulling harder on her hot,
aching little buttons.

The next blow landed. It was a real whip! It
really hurt, she thought with an incredulous sense of heat and
wonder.

The stinging was still bearable, but even so
her body lurched, her nipples aching as the weights bounced.

From the CD player behind her, her own voice
moaned and groaned in pleasure, and called herself a nasty girl, a
dirty girl, and begged to be punished.

Pain and heat bubbled and churned through her
mind, and she felt her sense of reality twisting and distorting,
felt herself falling into a wild, swirling sense of exotic, erotic
sexual abandon. The whip cut across her back again, and again and
again, each blow sending the multiple thongs snapping and stinging
across the length of her soft back.

Cody twisted and arched, jerked and flinched,
cried out again and again into the rubber ball filling her mouth.
She felt more and more helpless, more and more light-headed, as if
she were floating unsteadily on a hot, stormy sea with lighting
snapping and crackling around her.

The vibrator buzzed and churned in her pussy,
the sensations growing in power as her throbbing, swollen clit
pulsed with hunger. Her hips jerked and rolled even without the
snap of the whip cutting across her back, and air came in hot,
ragged gasps and moaning whimpering exhalations as the intensity of
the sensations flayed her consciousness.

The whip halted, and she hung limp, gasping,
as he came around before her. He plucked the weighted clip off one
nipple, and pain exploded with returning sensation. A strong fist
forced her head up and back, almost upside down, and then his mouth
enveloped the center of her breast, sucking and licking at the
burning nipple as it began to sparkle with pins and needles
again.

He sucked and bit at her soft flesh, then
plucked the other weight free.

He was driving her insane, she thought
dazedly.

Her lower belly was a molten core of heat,
and when he gripped the vibrator, jammed it in harshly, and then
began to twist it so the little buzzing clit tickler ground back
and forth over her clitoris the orgasm which had been hovering over
her, building in the way of a tidal wave, collapsed upon her and
swamped her mind and senses. She screamed again and again,
twisting, thrashing, throwing herself against the ropes as the
orgasm shook her like a dog with a rag doll.

She would have collapsed, for she no longer
had the presence of mind to maintain her balance, to keep her legs
working. She hung by her wrists, and only the pain of that caused
her legs to push down, to help support her as the explosive orgasm
began to fade.

She was drooling, she realized, as he
released her hair and her chin fell to her chest. She was sweating
and drooling, and her hair was a bedraggled mess.

The skin on her back ached, as though she had
a sunburn.

Behind her, she felt his fingers in her hair,
felt the strap unbuckled. His fingers worked the ball out of her
mouth and she coughed dazedly, moaning, slack jawed, drooling.

He pulled her hair back slowly, forcing her
head up and back.

“I'm Jamie's sex slave,” he whispered in her
ear. “Say it.”

She moaned dully and his fingers twisted in
her hair.

“Oww!”

“I'm Jamie's sex slave.”

“I'm Jamie's sex slave,” she mumbled.

“Again.”

“I-I'm Jamie's sex slave,” she gasped.

“Again, whore.”

“I'm Jamie's sex slave,” she groaned.

“I”m Jamie's bitch.”

He pulled more sharply on her hair.

“Ow! I'm Jamie's bitch!” she whimpered.

“Again, slut.”

“I'm Jamie's bitch! I”m Jamie's bitch! I'm
Jamie's bitch,” she gasped.

He released her hair and then untied the rope
from her ankles. A moment later he untied firs t one wrist, then
the other, and she staggered against him. His arm supported her,
then half carried her against the table, where he bent her over. He
pulled her limp wrists up and back behind her, crossed them, then
began to loop the rope around them carefully.

“Jamie,” she whined as he pulled on her hair,
forcing her back to her feet.

He pulled her back and then pushed on her
shoulders, and Cody sank to her knees on the floor.

“Sit on your heels, slut.”

She wearily obeyed, and did nothing to oppose
him as his boot forced her knees apart.

He produced another toy, this one a sort of
very short, thin cane, only it was too thin for a cane and made of,
she thought, leather or something similar.

“Back straight, shoulders back.”

Gasping wearily, she tried to straighten,
then tried harder as he swung the thing down stingingly against her
back.

“Don't,” she whined.

“Sex slave don't give orders, they give
pleasure and obedience,” he said.

The vibrator still buzzed against her clit
and she moaned. She was so sensitive right now that the vibrations
were uncomfortably powerful.

“Would you like to suck my cock, slut?”

“Okay,” she said weakly.

The whip thing snapped down against her
breast. And while it wasn't swung hard it did sting and she yelped
in outrage.

“Answer yes master, slave.”

Cody's mouth opened to order him not to do
that again, but she hesitated, and then said “Yes, master.”

“Beg to suck your master's cock, you
whore.”

Cody felt her chest tightening again and
licked her lips.

“Please may I suck your cock, master?” she
asked plaintively.

He opened his leather pants and drew his cock
out. It was hot and hard and reddish. It was also, she thought,
somewhat murkily, smelled thankfully clean, so he must have taken
the opportunity after he'd sodomized her to shower, or at least
clean himself. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around it,
and he shifted his legs apart and folded his arms across his chest
to emphasize his arrogance as she began to lick and suck.

The arrogance actually turned her on, made
her feel more like a slave girl, like a helpless prisoner. His
voice had, of course, revealed for a certainty that it was him, but
his face was still a dark blank, giving off a strangely menacing
air as she worked her lips up and down on his shaft.

He didn't stay still long, of course. His
hand came down and he gripped her hair in a thick mass, jerking her
in and out.

“Suck cock, you slut,” he growled. “Lick it!
Lick your master's prick! That's it. Dirty little slut. You're a
cock sucker aren't you!?”

He jerked back on her hair, pulling her off
his cock, and Cody gasped in pain.

“Aren't you, slut?”

“Yes, master!” she gasped. “I'm a cock sucker!”

“You're a cock sucking whore.”

“I”m a cock-sucking whore!' she said, darkly
thrilled at the words she was speaking.

He forced her mouth back onto his cock, and
her pussy burned as it squeezed and sucked on the vibrator. He
pulled her in and out, thrusting into her mouth, the head of his
cock jamming into the insides of her cheeks, then up along the roof
of her mouth, then pushing deep into the back of her throat, making
her gag and choke before withdrawing.

“You're going to swallow every inch of prick,
you hungry little cock sucker,” he growled.

“Yes, master,” she gasped, panting weakly as
he twisted her hair back.

He pulled her forward again, and she licked
and sucked as he pulled her forward. Then his cock pushed into her
throat, and kept going as her wrists pulled feebly against the
ropes. He drew her forward forcefully by the hair, forcing his cock
down deep into her gullet, his other hand coming down behind her
head and pulling her forward until her lips were jammed against the
leather.

“Soon you'll be doing this to every man who
looks at you,” he said.

Heat and anxiety raced through Cody, yet she
knew what he said was nonsense. It didn't matter. It was the
thought that sent scalding heat through her body.

“Cock sucking slave,” he growled. “Filthy
little sex slave!”

He let her pull back and she coughed and
gulped in air as his cock came out.

He drew back suddenly, forcing her to bend
over. She gasped and almost fell on her face, only he held her face
up with his head, bent far over, she stared at his leather boots as
he pushed her face against them.

“Show your master what a submissive sex slave
you are,” he growled. “Lick my boots.”

Why did the thought of that make her mind
twist and her pussy burn? His boots looked new and clean. But... it
did something to her. It was degrading, submissive in a way Cody
had never been submissive, and the idea thrilled her the instant he
said it. She stared at his boot, then licked along the top.

He released her hair and she shuddered,
licking all along the toe of his boot, up along the top, down
around the ankles, moaning, panting for breath as she lapped and
licked. Even when he pulled his foot up and back, balancing it on
the heel, she twisted her head aside and licked at the underside,
tasting the grit it had picked up from the concrete floor.

He took a step back, bending, grasping her
hair, and forcing her face against the floor even as he moved
around behind her. Her knees ached but she didn't care. She moaned
hotly, shifting them aside as he moved behind her. He pulled the
vibrator free and thrust into her, then began to ride her savage
excitement, his hips pounding bruisingly against her upturned
buttocks as he rammed his cock into her with unrestrained
passion.

Cody cried out again and again, her chin
twisting and grinding into the stone, her breasts pressed against
the cool, gritty surface, her bottom hammered by the harsh thrusts
as he rode her into another massive orgasm which dissolved her
brain, rode her into it, through it, and out the other side,
leaving her limp, gasping and dazed.
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He wouldn't untie her. Or, well, he did, but
then he slipped a pair of soft, padded leather restraints around
her wrists as she lay moaning and dazed, locked them together
behind her back, and then picked her up and carried her
upstairs.

He pulled the thick dildo out of her ass,
then sat her in the tub and ran the water. She sat back, moaning
weakly, recovering from their sexual play.

“Bastard,” she whispered.

“Show your master respect, slave,” he said
softly.

“I'm not your – .”

He put a finger against her lips.

“For today you are.”

She mentally shrugged as he gently soaped her
up and then rinsed her off. He washed her hair and then put in the
cream rinse she liked, working his fingers firmly but gently into
her scalp. He lifted each leg high to soap it, then had her turn
and kneel as he soaped up her groin, his fingers working into her
tender flesh as she sighed in pleasure.

He rinsed her off, not trying to work her
into another sexual fever, and then had her rise and get out of the
tub.

He toweled her hair and body, then brushed
out her hair and used the blow dryer on it.

“Are you planning on keeping me tied up all
day?” she asked curiously.

“Yup.”

She frowned, wanting to protest, despite the
fact that she found the idea rather intriguing – and exciting. But
then she realized that with her hands locked behind her she
couldn't do any chores, no laundry, no nothing, and grinned to
herself.

“You can address me as master, or Master
Jamie,” he said.

She smirked a little and rolled her eyes.

He led her out of the bathroom and into their
bedroom, and Cody stopped for a moment, gasping as she saw what was
laid out on the bed. He pushed her forward and she moved to the
edge of the bed.

“How much did you spend on all this stuff?”
she demanded wonderingly.

“I got a deal. Don't worry about it,” he
said, picking up the collar and slipping it around her throat. Cody
felt her chest tighten and her pussy spasm as the collar went
around her and then buckled tightly.

He pushed her and she yelped as she fell into
the bed. He lifted her ankles, each in turn, and attached a leather
restraint around them, much the same as the ones around her wrists.
He had her put on her high, black stilettos, then lifted up a
narrow elastic cord with loops at either end. She winced as he
slipped one of the loops over her right nipple and tightened it,
but while the loop closed tightly and produced a feeling her nipple
was being squeezed, it didn't close so tight as to actually
hurt.

He fed the cord up through the ring in the
front of the collar, then down to her other nipple, then adjusted
its length so that her nipples were gripped firmly and tautly.

“Bend over, slut,” he said.

“Yes, master,” she said, half teasing, half
aroused.

He lubed up a butt-plug and slid it into her.
Then he produced a small, egg shaped device. It slipped into her
pussy, leaving a thin wire behind which was attached to a small
clasp which squeezed in firmly around the flesh on either side of
her clit. Again, unlike the clamp he'd used on her nipples, this
one didn't bite in hard.

She was surprised to find it was almost noon.
He attached a leash to her collar, then led her down the hall and
down the stairs, then into the kitchen.

“Kneel, slave,” he ordered.

She knelt just inside the kitchen, and he
slipped the leash around the doorknob, then began to pull food out
for lunch. He didn't ask her what she wanted, she noted, but she
decided that the game probably said slaves don't get a choice
anyway.

“So how are you and Julie getting along?” he
asked.

Cody made a face. “We get along,” she said.
“I still despise her. She's lazy and two-faced.”

Judy was a woman at work Cody had done a lot
of complaining about.

They began talking about work, and the people
there, then about the problems with the car, and it suddenly
occurred to her that she was kneeling naked and shackled on the
floor talking quite normally about everyday things as if, well, as
if nothing unusual was happening.

It felt... weird.

Then it felt weirder, for the little clasp
gently attached to her clit started to buzz, then to vibrate in a
soft, pleasant way. She started, at first, then tried to ignore it.
At first, she kept talking normally, but the little vibrator thing
started pulsating and she found her breathing beginning to become
uneven as her pussy started to bubble and heat.

Obviously, the thing had some sort of remote
control, and Cody set herself the challenge of ignoring it and
continuing to talk normally.

That was easy at first, but her own highly
charged sexuality began to make it more difficult. For the buzzing
against her clit and the entire bound, kneeling slave-girl
situation was starting to rouse her excitement again. She had
already discovered, very quickly, in fact, that arching her back
tugged the cords against her nipples in a way which ached just a
bit and made them throb deliciously. Now she found herself arching
and relaxing, arching and relaxing, softly, almost imperceptibly as
she knelt there by the door.

The buzzing stopped, and slowly, very slowly,
her insides calmed.

The food, from what she could see, consisted
of sausages and eggs. How typically Jamie, she thought. But her
stomach rumbled hungrily as the smell of the sausages filled the
air.

“Why don't you take Monday off?” he said.

She made a face. “I have too much work to do.
We're understaffed as it is.”

“You know it just frustrates you, working
there.”

“It's not that bad. I like the work and the
challenge. It's just some of the people I can't stand. Plus
management is incompetent. Well, my boss is okay, but all the rest
over her are idiots.”

They talked about television, and several
movies she wanted to see, good-naturedly bickering about seeing
either a “chick flick” or one of his “shoot-em-ups”.

Then he brought the food over to the table
and came for her. Oddly, it wasn't until then that she wondered how
she was going to eat with her hands behind her back. But then,
instead of setting her on a chair, he knelt her next to his
chair.

“Jamie,” she whined. “My knees are starting
to ache something awful.”

“Well, you should have said something. You'll
get used to being on your knees before your master, but we can ease
you into it.”

He got a towel, folded it in half, then
again, then set it on the floor so she could kneel on it. That
hadn't been what Cody had in mind and she scowled, but then the
little vibrator began to buzz again, and her stomach grumbled
hungrily.

He sat down and she looked up at him with
dawning realization. He hadn't made anything for her!”

She opened her mouth to protest quite firmly
but he turned to her. “Hungry?”

“Yes!” she said in annoyance.

He cut and speared a piece of sausage with
his fork, then held it out to her. She gazed at it a bit
indignantly for a moment, then shyly leaned in and slipped it off
the fork, chewing as she looked up at him. He at another piece, and
then another, and then cut a piece and picked it up in his fingers,
holding it out to her.

Cody felt her chest tighten, felt a sudden
sense of excitement, and let her lips take it from his fingers. Her
eyes rolled up towards him as her lips slipped around his fingers,
and she sucked lightly before drawing back and eating.

Again and again he cut off a piece, and
either let her lick it out of the palm of his hand, or take it from
between his fingers. The little vibrator thing started, then
stopped, started, then stopped at his will, and Cody found her body
thrumming with sexual heat and energy in what was certainly the
most erotic meal she'd ever had.

When he was finished, he poured a cup of milk
for himself, then a bowl, which he set on the floor before her.
Cody's pulse raced as she bent and lapped at it, spreading her
knees wide for balance, her bottom high in the air as her lips
sucked in the cool white liquid.

After lunch, he had her pose in various ways
as he took more pictures. He also set up the camcorder, then had
her lay back across a short round table. He used simple rope to
lock her wrists and ankles together beneath the table, then
tormented her with vibrator, dildo, tongue and lips, trying to
delay her orgasm as long as possible.

Then he removed the leather restraints,
including the collar, and carried her, over his shoulder, upstairs
and then up into the attic. The attic was, as usual, very hot. He
had pushed aside some boxes and junk to clear a space on the floor,
and she saw he had placed lengths of orange rope about. He took off
his own shirt in the heat, then had her get down on all fours.

“What are you planning?” she asked
warily.

“Just a little rope play. No spanking or
anything so no fear.”

She reluctantly got down on all fours and he
knelt beside her, measuring out the rope. He tied a loop and
slipped it over her head, then down around her neck. He fed the
rope down between her breasts. He held the rope there with one
finger while he looped a length around her right breast, then
tightened it. He tied it to the central rope with a slip knot, then
fed the rope around her left breast, and back again. A second loop
around both breasts followed, then he fed the rope straight down
her belly.

Just over her clitoris, he tied a knot in the
rope, then fed it along her slit, and up between her buttocks in
back, pulling it in so the rope sank between her pussy lips, then
had her lay down and put her arms back behind her. He tied the rope
around her wrists, then lifted her ankles up and back and tied them
to her wrists, slowly drawing the rope tighter and tighter and
forcing Cody's body to arch more and more harshly until her back
was deeply arched.

He rolled her onto her side and ran his hand
over her body, then tied orange cord around her nipples and fed it
up to the rope around her neck. He tightened the rope around her
neck, then stood up, as if to admire his work.

He turned on the CD player, which he had
pre-positioned, then moved around her snapping pictures.

And then he left.

At first, Cody thought he had gone to get
something else, but as more time passed with no sign of his return
she came to suspect he had decided to just leave her there for a
time. She had been starting to sweat before he even left, and now,
as she lay on the not very clean wooden floor she felt her entire
body becoming slick with sweat.

For long minutes she simply lay there,
basking in the heat, both inner and outer. For truth be told it was
more than slightly arousing being tied up like this, being hog-tied
and helpless on the floor. Her breasts throbbed as the ropes dug
into them, and the steady pressure of the knot against her clitoris
was not to be ignored.

What she soon came to realize, however, was
that her movements had an affect on the tightness of the ropes
around her. Some of those ropes were tied in slip-knots, and so,
arching, or pulling against them, would tighten them or loosen
them. That included the ropes around her breasts.

In addition, Jamie had fed a line from her
ankles to the rope around her neck, and so if she pulled against it
the rope around her neck, on a slip-knot, tightened. It didn't
tighten to the point she couldn't breath, but it did tighten
sufficiently that she felt the pressure make her head throb.
Pulling her head backwards, meanwhile, tightened and pulled on the
cords bound to her nipples, and also ground the knot against her
clit.

All of this her body discovered without
conscious effort as she lay there on the floor, and in her
thrumming excitement, her body began to move, to strain and pull,
to ease and arch in a way which soon had her inner juices bubbling
and boiling and the sweat trickling down her flanks and forehead
with growing volume.

Strain and ease, strain and ease, strain and
ease. Her body pulled and turned and twisted against the ropes as
her breathing became loud, passionate and ragged. Her breath was
rough, her shuddering gasps and moans nearly continuous as her body
burned with the inner fire of her rapidly intensifying sexual
arousal and pleasure.

And in the background, the tape recorder
played more moans and gasps of heated passion, and her own voice
whispering that she was a bitch and a whore and a slut and a sex
slave, and that she belonged to Jamie.

It was more than a little surreal, and her
mind, baking in the heat, flooded with passion and arousal and
need, was in no position to think or care about anything but her
own lust as she stretched and arched and moved and trembled with
the ravenous power of her own hunger.

The orgasm washed over her, and she strained
violently, mouth open in a soundless scream of intense pleasure,
yet the breath was locked within her until the shattering strength
of the orgasm passed, then she gasped for breath, only to feel
another massive wall of pleasure tear through her, and again she
stiffened and arched, quivering, mouth open in another soundless
scream. And again, and again she screamed soundlessly, straining
and twisting as each new sexual storm ripped through her.

She found herself semi-conscious, laying
limp, gasping for breath, head on the floor, drooling as her eyes
tried to focus at last, but she was so exhausted, so overheated,
from inside and out, that all she could do was lay there trembling
and chest heaving for long minutes.

The floor was damp all around her as sweat
continued to trickle down her body. Her hair was matted against her
skull, and her face glistened as she moaned weakly low in her
throat. Her back hurt, she realized. It felt cramped and stiff, and
she longed to bend forward, but of course couldn't.

Of course her body tried instinctively,
straining against the ropes, and that had the same affect it had
before of tightening and loosening the knots and ropes. Her breasts
throbbed as the ropes tightened, and her nipples burned. The knot
grinding against her clitoris made her gasp and shudder, and soon
her inner heat was roaring once again as her body began to
deliberately grinding and pull and roll and strain against the
ropes.

Her breaths grew more ragged and filled with
passion as she moaned and gasped and shuddered and twisted in the
throes of sexual hunger and pleasure, and this time the orgasm hit
her like a freight train, rather than a series of runaway trucks.
She screamed and writhed and jerked and pulled against the ropes
until the intensity of the pleasure so blasted her mind it left her
a dazed shell, laying on the floor sweating, having little idea of
where she was or even who she was.

“I'm Jamie's bitch,” her voice moaned from
the CD player. “I'm Jamie's whore. I'm Jamie's slut. I'm Jamie's
sex-slave.”

Her mind was dazed and numb, and the heat was
draining even as the twisting, writhing, and pulling of her
overheated body was exhausting. She lay, slack jawed, panting
shallowly for long minutes before she began to slowly writhe and
strain against the bonds in her body's instinctive desire to
straighten and ease the pain to her back and shoulders and the
stiffness of her legs.

“Fuuuuck,” she groaned, her voice hoarse and
choked by the rope. “God! God! Goddddd!”

Her body began to pull and strain against the
ropes once again, and slowly, the fires built up within her once
more until again she was sobbing in pleasure, gasping in heat, her
glistening body straining and pulling and then writhing, bucking
and heaving in orgasmic meltdown.

* * * * * *

“And how is my little slut doing?”

She groaned, slitted eyes fluttering as she
looked up to see Jamie standing over her.

She wanted to talk but felt exhausted and
merely groaned instead.

He moved back briefly, and her eyes closed.
She wasn't sure how long she'd lain on the floor, or how many
orgasms she'd had. She was exhausted, though, and thirstier than
she'd ever been in her life.

She wanted him to untie her. She wanted him
to get her water. But her fuzzy mind hadn't quite worked out the
need to tell him so.

And then he was kneeling next to her, his
hand running over her body. His fingers caressed her lips, and ..
.they were wet. She moaned, her dry lips slipping instantly around
his wet fingers, licking and sucking, her eyes opening with new
interest and energy.

He he slid his fingers out of her mouth, then
back again, and once more they were dripping wet. She moaned
wearily, sucking and licking the cool liquid into her parched
mouth.

He pulled his fingers back, then forward, but
hesitated. “Say, I love cock,” he said.

Cody eyed the glistening fingers thirstily.
“I... love... cock,” she panted hoarsely.

He slipped the wet fingers into her mouth and
her lips closed around them, her tongue licking eagerly.

He drew back, and she saw he had stripped
naked. His cock was long and hard, and she saw him dipping it into
a plastic cup. Then he held it out to her, dripping.

“Say it again, slut.”

“I...love... cock,” she gasped.

He leaned in, sliding his wet cock into her
mouth. Cody opened her lips wide, then closed her lips around it,
moaning as his cock slid over her tongue and deep into the back of
her mouth. She sucked like a baby sucking on a nipple, asexual,
wanting only liquid, and her lips caressed him as he pumped slowly
in and out.

He pulled free, and then held his cock over
her mouth again.

“Speak, slave.”

“I... love... cock,” she gasped.

His newly wetted cock pushed into her mouth
and again she moaned in delight, sucking and licking at the water,
feeling it ease the dust dryness of her mouth.

Again he drew back, and again she spoke the
words, and his cock slid into her mouth, and this time down deep
into her throat.

She choked mildly, gagged a little, but the
liquid was as welcome to her throat as it had been to her mouth,
perhaps moreso.

He pulled back, wetted his cock, and slid
forward again.

“I love cock,” she panted.

His cock plunged into her throat, and he
gripped her hair, forcing her head back as he pumped into her mouth
and throat with long, deep, slow strokes.

The cords tugged on her aching nipples, and
the knot ground over her clit, and Cody shuddered and moaned as his
cock pumped in and out.

Again and again he wetted down his cock and
let her suck and lick the water off, or pumped himself in and out
of her mouth and throat. And while he did so his hands plucked at
the cords to tug at her nipples, and gripped the rope running down
her abdomen, jerking it from side to side to grind the knot against
her clit in a wholly different direction.

“No!” she gasped weakly, panting, moaning.
“Nooooo! Jammeeeeee!”

Another orgasm lashed her senses and she
twisted and bucked, convulsions wracking her tightly bound muscles
and limbs as it rippled up and down her spine and flashed white hot
eruptions of intense liquid pleasure through her muscles and nerves
and sinews.

It left her barely conscious, and he
chuckled, rolling her over further, then applying a vibrator to her
clit, pulling the knot to one side to slide the vibrator back and
forth over her.

Her body began to buck and twist, her head
thrashing and shaking as she gurgled and moaned and half sobbed in
helpless pleasure.

He gripped the rope and forced it entirely to
the side, exposing her sex, then fit his cock to it, leaning in and
sliding up into her sopping depths. Kneeling, he thrust in and out
of her, supporting himself with one hand on the floor while the
other played the vibrator over her clit.

The orgasm screamed through her body and
howled over her mind like a thunderous hurricane. She felt her
sanity, then her consciousness holding on by fingernails, then they
were swept away.

* * * * * *

She groaned weakly as he gently slapped her
awake. She was unbowed, at last, untied, laying spreadeagled on the
floor.

It felt so good!

He rolled her onto her belly, and then short stinging blows from a
quirt got her to rise to all fours, grumbling, moaning, like
someone half asleep, eyes slitted. He positioned her with her
bottom high, knees wide, elbows on the floor, hands flat on the
floor and apart. Then he placed a bowl of water before her.

She made an inarticulate cry of pleasure and
started to reach for it, but he stepped on one forearm and grabbed
the other, pinning it to the floor.

“No,” he said sternly. “Don't use your hands.
“Just your mouth.”

Cody didn't care. She just wanted the water,
and plunged her mouth into the bowl, sucking the glorious fluid up
into her mouth and down her throat.

He eased back, but she kept her hands on the
floor, drinking as he reached for his camera and snapped pictures,
moving slowly around her for better angles.

* * * * *

“Not my fault you kept pulling against it,”
Jamie said, leaning on the wall behind her.

She scowled at him in the bathroom mirror,
examining the distinct red line around her throat. There were
similar lines around her breasts, wrists and ankles, but the one
around her neck was what would be obvious above her clothing.

“It's not that bad, and it'll fade in a day
or so.”

“It better fade by Monday,” she said. “I
don't know how I'd explain it at the office. I accidentally hanged
myself?”

“Their idiocy drove you to attempt suicide,”
he said with a smirk.

She was weary. Jamie had kept her in the
attic tied up like that much of the afternoon. Afterward, he'd
carried her downstairs and into the bathroom, put her in a tub, and
cleaned her off.

She was tired, too tired to fight, even when
he insisted on placing the collar back around her throat, and the
echos of those mind blasting orgasms still resonated within her
mind.

He led her by the arm into the kitchen. He
had found a cushion now for her to kneel on. This time, rather than
have her eat out of his fingers he had set a bowl of salad out for
her, and with nary a complaint Cody knelt, dropped down onto her
elbows and forearms, and plunged her mouth into it, pulling up bite
sized chunks and drawing them up into her mouth.

He placed a bowl of milk beside it, and she
shifted from one bowl to the other, never really even thinking to
use her hands as she ate and drank.

Afterward, he attached a leash to her collar,
and tugged on it.

“Now crawl, slut dog,” he said, starting to
move slowly forward, holding the leash tight.

Cody crawled across the floor next to him,
out into the hall, and up the hall to the living room.

Cody felt a sense of breathless passion as
she crawled – CRAWLED – along, collared and leashed, her head
pulsing with the sexual pressure. It felt wildly thrilling, darkly
degrading and forbidden. She knew any of her friends from college
would have been aghast at her so degrading herself, to be crawling,
leashed, alongside a man. Maybe that was one of the reasons it felt
so wildly arousing as she set one knee and hand before another,
crawling across the floor like – like some kind of animal!

She spent the evening on the sofa, sometimes
next to Jamie, sometimes sitting or laying across his lap as they
watched television. They chatted, as they always did, about the
shows they watched, about work, about friends and plans and
politics. Sometimes she teased him and laughed at him, and he would
occasionally pinch her nipple or slap her bottom for her
impertinence. It seemed odd at times to be naked and collared and
to have her wrists tied behind her back, but odd in a squirmy,
sexy, exotic erotic way.

He used Japanese silk rope cuffs. The cuffs
were exactly as they sounded. Made of red silk rope, they were very
soft against her skin, the rope perhaps three or four inches long,
connecting two thick loops which went around her wrists and closed
tightly. They were quite comfortable against her, neither pinching
nor squeezing, but did lock her wrists firmly behind her.

Then he brushed her teeth for her, and led
her to bed. Even there he refused to remove either cuffs or collar,
and her protests were overridden when he put her on her back,
spread her legs, and applied his tongue to her swollen,
oversensitive clit until she could hardly speak – or think.

“Oh God!” she half sobbed. “What are you
doooing to meeee?”

“Driving you insane with lust,” he said, then sucked at her clit
once again.

 


 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


Sunday woke her, and she groaned and rolled
over in bed, only gradually becoming aware of something wrong. As
she wakened further, she realized that it was her inability to move
her arms or legs. They weren't asleep, however, but shackled. She'd
slept the whole night tied up! She shook her head weakly at such
bizarre kinkiness and rolled over to look at Jamie. He was still
asleep, and so she quietly turned over, sat up and got out of
bed.

She went to the bathroom and used the toilet,
though wiping herself after was awkward. Then she went downstairs,
pausing at the landing to stare with a strange sense of fascination
at her collared image in the big mirror there, at her nudity and
helplessness. It was strangely erotic, and after a long moment she
licked her lips then continued down the stairs and into the
kitchen.

Again, she found it difficult to do things.
She had to turn her back to the fridge to open it, turn her back to
the tea kettle to turn it on. She went into the kitchen, found the
remote, and eventually got the TV on and to the news channel, then
sat down, naked of course, still shackled, feeling oddly sexual as
she sat there waiting for her tea to boil.

Trying to pour it, though, proved much more
difficult, and she almost burned herself. Only her stubbornness
kept her at it, but she eventually succeeded, then carefully
carried the cup – behind her back, out to the living room, and set
it on the coffee table. From there, she could only drink by leaning
forward and sipping carefully, and that only worked when the tea
was almost full. Her helpless annoyed her, so she went back
upstairs to find Jamie still asleep.

She felt a wave of playful sexuality envelop
her, and knelt next to the bed on his side, then gripped the sheets
with her teeth and slowly pulled them back and off him. Jamie slept
nude, and she licked her lips as she looked at his naked groin, his
cock curled up limply. She bent over him carefully and began to
lick lightly at it, slowly slipping her lips around the head and
sucking it as she ran her tongue back and forth along the
underside.

His cock slowly hardened, and she drew it
deeper into her mouth, sliding her lips back and forth along the
shaft.

Suddenly a large hand came down against the
back of her neck, gripped her hair in a tight mass, and then jerked
her firmly up and back. She gasped and rolled onto her back, then
was dragged up alongside him as he rolled onto his side and played
his other hand along her body.

“How is my beautiful little fuck toy today?”
he purred, kneading her breast. “Hungry for cock, I see.”

“Yes,” she groaned, arching her back as his
fingers rubbed against her clit.

“Would you like to be fucked, sex slave?”

“Yess!” she gasped.

“Beg for it, slut.”

“Please fuck me, master!” she groaned
excitedly.

“Say, please fuck your sex slave master,” he
ordered.

“Please fuck your sex slave, master,” she
gasped.

He chuckled and rolled atop her, and Cody's
legs drew immediately up and back, spreading wide as he nudged the
head of his swollen cock into her moist opening.

“Oh fuuuck!” she groaned as he sank into
her.

He ground his hips against her, then began to
stroke slowly in and out. His lips were on hers, alternatively
harsh and demanding, and soft and gentle. His hips worked steadily,
his cock stroking inside her, pausing every now and then to grind
himself against her, and Cody lay back on her arms and reveled in
the hard, solid fucking.

Afterward, he brushed her hair and teeth in
the bathroom, then went downstairs with her.

“What's this?” he asked.

“I got up and made some tea,” she said a
trifle smugly.

“You could have burned yourself, you dumb
slave. You don't do anything without your master's permission.”

“Yes, master,” she said with false
meekness.

He made breakfast, and again she knelt and
ate from his hand. It occurred to her she'd been naked for more
than a full day now. She'd never been completely naked for 24 hours
straight – probably ever in her life, she thought wonderingly. Nor
had she been so sexually involved, sexually aroused, sexually used,
never had her mind been so continuously focused on sex for so
long.

After breakfast, she was allowed to kneel on
the carpet next to where Jamie sat flicking through the morning
news shows. She fidgeted somewhat, bored, until he made her kneel
and then pushed dildos up her pussy and ass. Then she again sat on
her heels, at least, as long as she could before her feet hurt too
much, bent back as they were.

From there she tried to sit with the backs of
her feet flat against the floor, but that lowered her so that the
pressure of the dildos against the floor forced them deeper into
her body. That ached a little but aroused her.

Jamie then pulled her to her feet and set up
a rope hanging from the ceiling. He lifted her bound wrists up
behind her, which forced her to bend at the stomach, raised her
arms almost straight up, and tied her wrist restraints to the rope
overhead. Then he clipped weights to her nipples, gagged her, and
left her like that as he went to do the laundry.

A part of her was happy since she didn't have
to do the laundry, but bent bent over as she was, her movements so
tightly restricted by pain, soon became difficult. Her legs had to
remain straight to keep her bottom up, or the pull against her
wrists worsened. She had to keep bent over or the ache in her
shoulders became far too severe. That meant her head hung down, her
hair hanging down around it like a curtain, and after some minutes
put her into a strange, isolated little world where she could see
very little but her own body and the floor below. She could raise
her head, but it was surprisingly difficult, and heavy, and she
couldn't hold it up long.

He had turned off the TV, but brought the CD
player in and so she got to hear her own gasps and moans and cries
of pleasure, along with her own slutty, degrading words calling
herself a whore and a slut and a sex slave and begging to be
spanked or fucked or punished or sodomized.

Then Jamie slid something onto the floor
below her. She could hardly not see it. It was a magazine, an
artistic drawing of a woman bound exactly as she was, bent over,
with a man standing behind her fucking her. Another man stood in
front of her, gripping a fistful of hair to hold her head aloft as
she sucked his cock.

Cody stared at it and felt excitement
twisting and squirming within her lower belly. She could easily
imagine that was her, could easily imagine what it would feel like.
But did Jamie really want her to suck another man's cock, to have a
man see her like this, to let another man fuck her?! The thought
made her made flash through multiple emotions, from betrayal to
arousal.

She was a healthy young woman who loved sex.
Of course she'd had dark fantasies like doing two guys at once, or
three, or even being gang banged or raped, or doing it in public.
What girl with an imagination and some experience of the internet
hadn't imagined themselves doing wicked, wild, forbidden things?
But not seriously, not really.

Not until... now.

Who would it be, she wondered. One of his
friends? She ran through the list, but couldn't think of anyone she
could accept, anyone she wouldn't be mortally embarrassed to have
see her like this. And what if word got out to their friends? No
way! She'd never live it down! No, it would have to be a stranger,
a complete stranger she'd never see before! Yes, she could
fantasize about that. She could let her mind swirl with images of
some handsome, mysterious stranger doing her from behind as she
sucked Jamie's cock.

It was very tiring standing like that! Her
back quickly started to ache. Her legs and arms stiffened and felt
cramped. Frustration built up within her mind; not just the sexual
frustration of need but the frustration of not being able to bend
her arms or legs, or unbend her back.

Her nipples burned and ached, and she stared
at the two weights hanging from them. God, this was wild and kinky!
Her nipples hurt! And yet, what she really, really wanted was to
have someone sucking on them right now!

The longer she had to carefully maintain her
awkward position, the more physically draining it became. But she
couldn't complain to anyone and couldn't do anything about it! She
was.. helpless... like a sex slave!

“I'm Jamie's fuck toy,” her voice said from
the CD player behind her. “I'm a sex slave. I'm a cock-sucking,
cock loving slut who needs to be fucked all day long.”

And her voice moaned and gasped in pleasure
in the background.

He finally returned, and she gasped into the
gag as her head was lifted up by the hair and she found herself
rolling her eyes up helplessly at him.

“You look hot enough to fuck,” he said.
“Would you this cock inside you, slut?”

He ground himself against her face and she
moaned helplessly.

“Let me hear you beg to suck my cock.”

Cody was gagged, but she tried, mouthing the
words, which were muffled and inaudible. He chuckled, then undid
the strap and slowly worked the gag out of her mouth. She had only
a few moments to gasp and work her jaw slightly before his cock
pushed into her open mouth.

“Suck your masters cock, sex slave,” he
ordered.

Cody had little choice, but even if she had,
she wouldn't have hesitated. She moaned excitedly as her lips
strained around his thick girth, as his slick cock began to slowly
push in and out of her mouth. Her scalp ached as he held her head
up by the hair, yet it ached in a weirdly exciting way as Jamie
continued to pump his cock slowly in and out of her mouth. When he
pushed it down her throat she gurgled weakly and her body twitched
and jerked – sending the weights swinging and jerking against her
nipples.

He pulled loose, lifting his cock high
against his belly, pulling her face in against his balls, ordering
her to mouth and suck them, then to lick up along his shaft before
thrusting himself into her mouth and down her throat again.

He whispered to her as she sucked, growled at
her, chanted to her, calling her his slut, his whore, his sex
slave, his sex toy, his bitch, and the words sizzled within Cory's
mind, hot, dark, exciting, wicked.

He reached down past her, his fingers
gripping the base of the dildo protruding from her bottom, and
began to work it in and out, and Cory shuddered in pleasure,
imagining it was a man there, thrusting into her as Jamie fucked
her mouth, imagining herself being caught between the two, their
big cocks thrusting and thrusting and thrusting inside her, using
her, fucking her, raping her!

The orgasm spilled through her body as Jamie
spurted within her mouth, and Cody shuddered and jerked in helpless
pleasure, her mind spinning wildly as the sensations rolled through
her.

“Nasty little sex animal,” he said as he
released her hair.

Gasping, moaning, her head fell low, and she
only stayed on her feet because of the tight clasp of the shackles
holding her wrists up behind her.

Then Jamie was untying them, gripping her arm
to balance her, and she gasped aloud as her arms were finally
allowed to come down. She all-but collapsed to her knees on the
floor, relief filling her as the tension in her back and shoulders
eased off.

Jamie shifted his grip to her hair, then,
forcing her to bend lower, her face within inches of the floor.

“Look at that, slave. My come is on the
floor,” he said. “Lick it up, you slut. You know you love my come
in your mouth. Go on. Lick it, or I'll tie you back up again.”

Her mind weakly numb, Jamie's tongue pushed
out and she began to lick the droplets of come off the floor as he
held her down, moaning and twisting feebly in his grasp as her
tongue licked along the floor.

Her body ached, and her mind was still
gripped by the strange sense of dark heat and excitement which
Jamie had roused within her. When he uncuffed her wrists she
willingly crawled alongside him, and then assumed a variety of
position, most of them obscene, all of them submissive, as he
snapped a light quirt across her bottom to incite her to greater
speed.

He took more pictures: of her kneeling, chest
against the floor, bottom high, of her on her knees, back arched,
of her on her back, legs drawn back, or spread. All with the dildos
still protruding from her body. The blows from the quirt stung, but
not terribly so. Nevertheless, she found herself falling into a
sense of submissive obedience as she posed and turned and twisted
at his direction without protest, or desire to protest.

It occurred to her that while she had let him
take naked pictures of her before, none were as obscene as these
ones, and none where she was being penetrated either. Those had
just been naked pictures. Then yesterday there'd been the bondage
ones, then the bondage ones with the dildos sticking out of her.
Now these, as blatantly obscene as pictures could be, with her
holding her sex lips apart, or pumping the dildo in and out.

Posing aroused her, though it also
embarrassed her, and kind of worried her a little.

Then he grinned at her and showed her another
dildo. It was black, and very realistic looking. It was also even
thicker than the ones he'd used on her already. It had a suction
cup on its base, and he pressed it down firmly against one end of
the coffee table.

“All right, sex slave. You're going to
straddle that, and sink down on it. Do it, slut. You know you want
that black cock inside you.”

“It's too big,” she said uncertainly.

“Not for a cock hungry slut like you.”

But he lubed it up, at least before pushing
her into place. “You know you want it inside you,w whore.”

She did, in fact, though it was... daunting.
She stood up shakily, then spread her legs to either side of the
table, maneuvering herself over the upright dildo. She bent her
knees, putting one hand on the top of the table to help support
herself as she gripped the dildo and pressed her moist sex down
against it. She had to rub herself against it and slowly force
herself down, holding the dildo, gasping as her pussy lips strained
and stretched.

Slowly, the head sank into her, and she
groaned in pleasure and excitement as it stretched her out. Slowly,
she worked herself down, gasping, wincing, rolling her hips, her
knees working as she rose and fell, rose and fell. She had both
hands on the table now as she forced herself way down the long
length of it, then turned to look over her shoulders.

Jamie was on his knees behind her with a
video camera, and she gasped, blushing. Video somehow took things
to a higher level, even though, her fuzzy brain reminded her, he'd
taken some video yesterday as well. And they'd done sex videos
before, too, but that was... ordinary. Beside, this was her...
masturbating.

She paused, but was too hot to keep still.
She turned her face forward. Maybe he hadn't even gotten her face
in it. He was probably focused in tight on her pussy and butt, and
that could be anyone, she told herself.

She began to ride slowly up and down the
shaft, her breathing quickening, her pulse pounding in her ears as
her excitement rose. She moaned softly, gasping as the dildo jammed
deep inside her with aching force.

“Let me hear you say you love black cock,” he
said behind her.

She hesitated, but felt that sense of
submission to his will again, crackling with heat.

“I love black cock,” she gasped
breathlessly.

“Say you love black cock inside me.”

“I love black cock inside me,” she
groaned.

She told herself that he was behind her with
the video, she told herself no one would recognize her gasped out
words. But then he made her turn around, and she obeyed. Dazed, she
rode slowly up and down on the black dildo as she stared into the
eye of the camera. Moaning, she reached down and fingered her clit
as she rode it. Whimpering, she forced herself down hard and deep,
groaning in pain as her fingers stroked frantically across her
clit.

“I love nigger cock!” she gasped at his
orders. “I love nigger cock inside me! I love to ride nigger cock!
I want to suck nigger cock! I want to be fucked by nigger
cock!”

As a product of modern, urban education
system, the words were shocking in themselves, shocking and
forbidden, and thus made the blood race through her veins as she
cried out her lust and came powerfully while Jamie taped it
all.

Later, she knelt and stared, entranced, at
herself on their big screen TV, horribly embarrassed yet wildly
aroused as she watched herself masturbate, cringing at the wound of
her voice, at her cries of pleasure. Jamie then cut a section of
the video he'd taken from behind her, basically only showing her
from the waist down, riding the dildo, then showing her from the
front, from the neck down, and, ignoring her protests, put it on
the internet.

He did at least remove the sound, though, so
no one could recognize her voice.

That seemed to break through to something
inside her, though, and she let him take more videos of her
masturbating with dildos and vibrators. Again he made sure long
sections of them didn't show her face, then put them on the
internet. Jamie felt a wild, dark thrill at that, imagining men all
over the world masturbating to videos of her body, of her playing
with herself, of her fucking herself with dildos!

She spent the rest of the day naked, eating
out of Jamie's hand, being bathed by him, being his sex toy, his
sex slave. It was quite strange how she settled into the role, a
part of her thought, but deliciously erotic at the same time.

 


 


 





Chapter Six

 


 


 


 


Monday morning rolled around, and she finally
had to put clothes on again. She felt strangely reluctant to do
so.

She looked at herself uncertainly in the
mirror, considering, again, whether it might not be better to call
in sick today. She was physically tired and sore all over, and she
wasn't sure her head was really on straight after the insane
weekend she'd had.

Thank God it was a cooler day. That would
allow her to wear the turtleneck sweater dress. It would not only
cover the fading red line around her neck but the somewhat starker
lines around her wrists. But she wasn't really sure the dress was
appropriate for work. In fact, she'd never worn it to work before
for that very reason. It wasn't as though it were revealing –
exactly. But it was made of thin, ribbed, stretchy material which
made it quite form fitting.

And Cody had a form which tended to be
noticed. Cody didn't actually want to be noticed in that way, not
at the office anyway.

Still, the dress had long sleeves, fell well
below her knees, and she could wear her high black boots with it
for a stylish, sophisticated look.

“You look hot,” Jamie said, sliding his hand
down her back to cup and squeeze her ass.

“That's not what I'm aiming for,” she
tsked.

“Well, you can hardly help it, looking like
you.”

She smiled and shook her head. She doubted
the women at the office, most of whom were older and overweight
would feel the same on seeing her curvy figure in the form-fitting
dress. She was a slender woman with a tiny waist, but her breasts
were full and firm and quite noticeable in the dress.

But she had nothing else with a
turtleneck!

“They'll think I'm showing off.”

“Let them. You have a lot to show off.”

He slid his arms around her and brought his
hands up under her breasts, squeezing and lifting them.

“Jamie, I don 't have time for this. I have
to leave.”

“You should take the day off.”

“Too much to do, and there's no guarantee
that red line will be completely gone tomorrow either.”

She plucked at the thin fabric, as if she
could pull it away from her, but it was tight and elastic, firm
around her bottom and legs, firmer still around her waist and hips
- and breasts. Still, it wasn’t indecent or anything. It didn’t
violate any dress codes. She liked the dress. It was one of her
favorite looks and she liked the looks she got in it. But not at
work.

It would have to do, though. Beside, she
would spend most of the day in her cubicle, so not that many people
would see her at work.

“I have a present for you to take to work,”
Jamie said with a grin.

“What?” she asked suspiciously.

His grin widened and he held up the egg
vibrator.

“I don’t think so,” she said with a
snort.

“I’m serious. Look, you slide this up inside
you. It has a setting that makes it turn on and off intermittently.
You never have to touch it.”

“I don’t need a fucking vibrator going off
while I’m at work, Jamie!”

“Why? I bet it would be fun. No one will even
know. And it’s not like you can’t decide to take it out later if
it’s too… distracting.”

“You’re nuts,” she said, shaking her
head.

“And you’re my hot, slutty sex slave,” he
replied, slapping his hand on her ass and squeezing it firmly.

“I’m NOT your sex slave” she said, despite a
sudden spurt of heat and excitement.

He gripped her arm firmly, spun her around,
and bent her over the dresser.

“Jamie!” she protested.

She felt her skirt pulling up in back,
sliding up all the way to her hips, bunching up there, then up
around her waist, exposing her to Jamie’s eyes - and hands.

“I have to gooo,” she whined.

“This won’t take a minute.”

The dress being as long as it was, and as
tight fitting across her bottom, Cody wasn’t wearing panties, not
even a thong, for the outline would have shown through the thin,
stretchy material. His hands dropped to her upper thighs just a
moment before he pulled them wider. Then she felt his tongue at her
smoothly shaven mons, gasping as she felt his warm, wet tongue
sliding in between the tight lips of her sex, licking up and down
the slit, then probing at her tiny hole.

His thumbs spread her wider and his tongue
pushed deeper, twisting and turning, dipping and darting, then
sliding down and forward to lap at her clit.

Cod moaned, half rising, off the dresser, but
he jerked her thighs out and back, and she gasped, dropping forward
onto her elbows again as his lips sucked at her clit and made her
moan in sudden heat.

It never took her long to get heated up when
Jamie’s mouth got on her pussy, and this was no exception. He was
soon thrusting his fingers deep into her moistening pussy and
pumping them in and out as he licked and sucked on her swelling
clit. Her pulse began to race and her heart began to thump, and
then she felt his fingers withdraw and something fat and hard
pushed slowly through, spreading her wider and wider, wider than
his cock, and then, it pushed up within her and the mouth of her
pussy closed again.

A slim metal probe emerged from her pussy, no
thicker than a pencil lead, and split into a narrow elongated loop
which Jamie placed around her clitoris. A tiny adjustable screw
then tightened the slim metal, squeezing the loops together so it
was tightly, but not uncomfortably secure, squeezing her clitoris
and the flesh around it.

“There. You’ll hardly know it’s there,” he
said, rising and giving her bottom a light slap.

He pulled her skirt down and Cody felt a
sense of frustration and annoyance as she slowly straightened.

“If you were going to get me worked up like
that the least you could have done was to make me come,” she said
sulkily.

“No, the least I could have done was not let
you come,” he said with a smirk.

“Bastard!”

“You’ll get a spanking for that tonight.”

“Promises, promises,” she sniffed.

She brushed her hair in the mirror and tested
the feel of the device. It felt snug within her, not uncomfortable.
In fact, she hardly even felt it. She could feel the squeezing
around her clit, though, but it was a mild thing and, if anything,
simply gave her a nice, sexy feeling of pressure there. She could
live with it for now, and if got out of hand she‘d just slip it
into her purse later.

They got in the car and Jamie backed it out
of the driveway, then headed for the subway to drop her off. They
had gone only a few blocks when the little vibrator activated, and
Cody, who wasn’t thinking about it was startled as she felt the
vibrations around her clit. Her first reaction, though, was to
reach out and turn off the radio to reassure herself that she the
noise couldn’t be heard.

“I can hear it,” she said uncertainly.

“No you can’t. You think you can hear it
because it’s inside you but I can’t hear a thing. Neither will
anyone else.”

She unconsciously spread her legs more,
feeling the buzzing around her clit begin to grow in intensity. Or
more likely, she thought, the toy wasn’t becoming more powerful so
much as the affect was starting to build up. But it wasn’t like she
couldn’t ignore it, or at least, pretend to ignore it, she thought,
determined to give no sign in front of Jamie.

It did give her a hot little squirmy feeling
down there, but not one she couldn’t handle, and the buzzing soon
stopped.

It started again about ten minutes later,
then stopped after a minute or so.

“See you tonight,” Jamie said as she got out
of the car.

She walked carefully down the stairs in her
high heeled boots, purse on her shoulder, hand on the rail. She got
onto the platform just as a train was coming in, and moved forward
quickly, for it was already evident it was just about full. There
was a crush at the doors as people inside got out and then some of
those outside managed to push on - including Cody. She reached up
and caught hold of a strap as the doors closed and the train
started forward.

She didn’t personally like the straps. She
preferred the bars because while the straps would keep you from
falling down they didn’t stop you from shifting around somewhat -
or other people. She was not surprised, then, that other bodies
pressed and pushed against her as the train swayed, as it sped up
and slowed down.

She felt the little vibrator go off, but
there was no way anyone was going to hear it in here, and she
wasn’t worried. Well, not unduly worried. It did make her feel
wickedly nasty to be standing there in the midst of all those
strangers with a vibrator buzzing away inside her!

The little thing buzzed around her clit, and
she felt that familiar fluttery sensation as her senses roused and
her blood started to quicken. She squeezed her pubic muscles around
the egg almost unconsciously and let her eyes flit from side to
side as if to reassure herself no one could sense her growing
arousal.

She tried to squeeze her thighs together,
heightening the effect, but that proved too unstable as she swayed
to one side and pushed hard against someone there. She had to shift
her feet farther apart to brace herself against the movement of the
train.

She reached into her purse to the ipod and
flicked it on, then slipped the tiny buds into her ears.

“I’m Jamie’s whore. I’m Jamie’s bitch. I’m
Jamie’s sex slave,” her voice moaned.

She blinked in shock as she heard herself, as
she heard her moans and groans and passionate, helpless gasps of
sexual pleasure.

She pulled the ipod out and examined it with
a scowl, indignant that Jamie would erase her music in favour of
this. But after a moment she realized it wasn’t hers, it was his.
They’d bought two of them at the same time, after all, and he
rarely used his.

She turned it off, slipping the buds back
into the purse, annoyed at him. She liked to listen to music, and
had no intention of hearing her own voice on the subway.

She was so surprised she didn’t even react,
at first, when a hand reached around her left side, where her arm
was high overhead gripping the strap, and fully and firmly cupped
and squeezed her breast.

Her attention was on her purse, in other
words, down and to her right, and her hand was in there, turning
off the ipod, so it took her a few seconds to jerk her hand out,
jerk her head up and around and grab for the hand. And in that time
it had already withdrawn. She turned her head to the side, rolling
her eyes angrily off to her left, trying to see who it might have
been, but there was such a crowd it was impossible to tell for
sure.

Her heart was thumping with the sudden rush
of anger, indignation and embarrassment, but she didn’t see any
point in making a scene, especially when she didn’t even know who
it was. No doubt these fat, sullen women around her would just
think she deserved it for wearing the tight red dress anyway, she
thought in irritation. Well, it wasn’t the first time she’d gotten
groped, that was for sure, and probably wouldn’t be the last.

The vibrator was still buzzing between her
legs, and she felt a strange dark sense of sexual danger as she
turned her head back. She was nervous, of course, anxious, that the
same person might try to grope her again. That was only natural.
But what was strange was that her senses were churning with a
novel, masochistic sense of excitement at the violation. Her
excitement at submission and being used and degraded had been
roused to a very, very keen edge over the weekend, and with the
vibrator purring away within her, a breathless sense of sexual
excitement and adventure was seeping through her mind and beginning
to influence her body.

Her nipples were hard, especially her left,
where that hand had so roughly squeezed her. The breast throbbed
with the memory of that hand, and felt vulnerable as she stood with
her arm upraised.

The train began to slow for the next stop,
and she, like many others clinging to the straps, felt her body
swaying forward. She tightened her grip around the strap and tried
to lean in the other direction to counterbalance the sensation, and
felt bodies jamming against her on both sides.

At least the vibrator had stopped!

The doors opened and people pushed forcefully
past on their way out. A few seats were opened up, but only
briefly, as those next to them immediately sat down. The movement
did allow her to move a little forward, shifting her grip to
another strap, and then reaching up with her right hand and
grasping the strap on the opposite side. Holding both, she would be
firmly in place when the train moved.

More people crowded into the train and all
around her, and the doors closed again. The train started forward
and she felt the pressure pulling her back, but with both hands on
straps she easily held her place. Others, unfortunately, swayed
against her.

The vibrator started buzzing again, startling
her slightly, for all her senses had been tuned to watching who
might be behind her and sensing someone trying to touch her. Was
the vibrator stronger now, she wondered, her hips flinching
instinctively. God, how wild to be standing in the middle of a pack
of people with a vibrator purring away down there!

She let her mind play back some of the more
exotic, sensuous memories of what she and Jamie had done on the
weekend, and again felt that strange little jolt of furtive
excitement that no one around her would have a clue what kind of
wanton whore she had been, what kind of wild, slutty things she had
said and done.

It took her a moment to realize that what she
thought pressed against her wasn’t someone’s hip, but their groin,
and she slowly came to the understanding it was male, too. She felt
a surge of disgust and anger as she felt him slowly grinding
himself against her buttocks, but then felt a strange jolt of dark
excitement too. Her pussy was buzzing, and her breasts were
throbbing and her nipples tingling as the guy, whoever he was,
ground himself against her.

Yet she also felt a breathless sense of
shocked outrage, indignation, and even anxiety. She instinctively
wanted to scream and jump away, turn and see who was touching her,
who was being such a fucking pervert! Yet she told herself that she
didn’t need to make a scene. After all, it wasn’t like there was
much the guy could do to her beyond what he was already doing.

She stiffened with anxiety and embarrassment,
her face flooding with heat. And yet, even so, a strange part of
her mind was feeling a thrumming sense of excitement at her own
degradation, her own abuse. The guy was grinding an evidently not
small erection into her ass, and Cody was gripped by both anger and
embarrassment, and also uncertainty about why she could possibly
find that remotely - arousing.

But her body was certainly prepared for it,
eager for it, and her mind, for some reason, was feeling a cat-like
sense of satisfaction at having her own sense of hotness confirmed
by the unknown male. Still, it wasn’t just that, by any means. She
didn’t really understand why she was so hot. Surely it wasn’t just
the vibrator.

And then a hand slid up and down her ribs on
the left side. She froze, another shockwave running through her as
her mind was frozen by indecision. Should she slap it off? Should
she turn and confront whoever it was? Should she move away? What?
What?! Her heart pounded as the hand rubbed up and down along her
ribs

And while she was wrapped in doubt and
uncertainty the hand slid up to cup and knead her breast. The feel
of strange fingers on her breast left her nearly breathless as her
chest locked tightly and a hot surge of dark hunger and excitement
ripped through her body to combat her outrage and
embarrassment.

What was wrong with her!? Why was she
allowing this!? Had a weekend as Jamie’s sex slave somehow
conditioned her into the role of submissive to any man who wanted
her? Yet she wasn’t afraid, exactly, except perhaps of being
publicly embarrassed. She wasn’t physically intimidated. So why, as
outraged and embarrassed as she was, did she not do anything?

Heat. Heat flooding through her nervous
system, intense, wild, raw carnal excitement, a dark, masochistic
sense of beauty abused, of herself as helpless martyr before the
alter of lewd perversion and male desire. The heat had her locked
in place, unable to work up the necessary decisiveness to respond
as she ought to.

The vibrator eased, and she felt a bit of the
power of her sexual arousal ease, as well. But the fingers kneading
her breasts continued. She could look down and see them, staring,
as if amazed, as if unable to understand how that hand could be
there on her breast. And her breast was swollen and hot with
desire, her nipple achingly hard as the hand massaged her. Her
breasts had always been sensitive, but never more than now!

The grinding crotch eased back, and now she
felt a hand on her ass, cupping, squeezing and massaging it. She
wondered a bit dazedly if he wasn’t afraid of falling down, using
both hands on her like that. Then she felt the fingers gripping the
thin material along her thigh, pinching it, and tugging it up.

Oh, no you don’t, she thought, ordering her
hands to reach down and slap the hand away.

Only it didn’t move.

She felt the hand gathering up the material
in back, bit by bit, slowly raising the hem in back, up above her
knees, up along her thighs, bunching it up little by little. Her
breathing became more ragged and she fought to keep it silent as
the material of her dress slid slowly, slowly up until she could
feel a coolness against her bottom. Then a hand, squeezing and
caressing her, massaging her buttocks.

The hand came away from her breast and she
felt the hand on her buttocks pressing between them, spreading
them. Then his hard cock pressed up between them, jabbing against
her anus.

Again her mind flinched, shocked, and she
told herself that THIS was simply too far, way too far! Her entire
body felt gripped by the shock of it. And yet, she remained frozen,
her overheated body unmoving, her mind churning helplessly through
overheated excitement and wild indecision. His cock jabbed against
her again and again, pushing. And she could feel his warm pre-cum
moistening her, could feel his finger massaging it into her anus,
pushing against her, slipping inside.

She was starting to sweat, her body tingling
wildly, burning up as the finger withdrew and the man’s cock pushed
in again, slowly sinking into her.

She felt light headed, and remembered to
breath, as her body trembled weakly and his cock pushed deeper,
then still deeper, his hips working back and forth as he dropped
his hands to her hips to draw her back against him.

Cody helplessly shifted her long legs further
apart, and he drew back on her hips, forcing her bottom up and
back. His cock pushed deeper, and she shuddered as the vibrator
started up again. She felt the zipper slowly going down from her
neck, down to her bra, down to the top of her belt. She was so
charged now she could hardly breath even willing it so.

His hand slid into her dress, caressed the
bar skin of her back, then undid her bra, causing another explosive
shockwave to rip through her chest and mind. A moment later it slid
around her ribs and up front. Standing, gasping, her head low, she
could see his hand appearing under the dress, sliding upwards until
it covered her breast and started to squeeze. Gripped by shocked
outrage as she was, the heat inside her roared like a furnace and
her pussy burned with fiery hunger.

Then his other hand slid into her dress,
slipping around her other side and up to knead her other breast.
His hips started to work in and out, pumping his cock slowly and
gently inside her ass.

Cody’s head came up and back, then rolled
back helplessly as she arched up into his hands. Her hips began to
grind back as his cock thrust in harder, and she desperately
clamped her lips closed as the orgasm set her body shaking and
trembling. She jammed her aching nipples into the palms of his
hands as his fingers kneaded and squeezed her overheated breasts,
and his cock thrust up into her ass.

Her mind was blasted by a raw, hot, violent
sense of shocked heat, pleasure and animal lust. She was almost
dazed by her own sense of dismay and disbelief, helpless as the
pleasure coursed through her system and set every nerve ending in
her body into sputtering overdrive. She was filled with fear of
discovery, stunned at how fast things had happened, how she had
allowed it to happen. “Oh my God!” ran through her mind again and
again and again.

There was a large, fat man in front of her,
facing the other way. That was well and good, for the big hands
under her thin white dress were all-too visible to even a casual
glance as the knuckles and fingers moved and squeezed, opened and
closed, pushing the fabric out as they caressed her swollen
breasts.

There was a man in a large coat to her right,
just a bit back, again facing towards the windows, and holding a
tabloid in his hand which helped block all view of her from that
direction. A gaggle of teenage girls was on her other side, jammed
together and facing down towards more girls in the seats. She was,
for all intents and purposes invisible, and yet that could change
at any second. She was hyper aware of that possibility, that
danger. It made her pulse race wildly even aside from the wild heat
and pleasure burning through her mind.

One of his hands slid down off her breast,
down her Cody’s fluttering belly, down… down, and then his hand was
cupping her sopping wet sex. He could feel the vibrator, and she
almost felt his surprise, then heard a low, rumbling chuckle behind
her which made her face burn. He laid a single finger down against
her swollen wet clit, then traced the metal wire almost encircling
it before starting to rub gently up and down.

Then not so gently.

No! No! No! No! NO! She wanted to scream out
the words but was paralyzed. His hips thrust in and out faster. No…
no, she was thrusting her bottom back harder! Her body and
subconscious betrayed her as they sought the deep penetration of
his dripping cock.

Another orgasm rippled through her, a
thankfully small one. Or so she thought. It went on, and on, and
on, and on, rising and falling, rising and falling, tearing at her
mind and turning her body into nothing more than spasming muscles
and nerve endings which snapped and crackled like live wires.

On and on her come continued, as his finger
rubbed her clit, as the metal around it pulsated, as his cock
thrust up into her and his hand kneaded her bare breast. Her mind
swam and she felt faint. Only the desperate fear of the humiliation
she’d experience if she fainted and was found - like this - kept
her on her feet, kept her white knuckled fingers gripping the
straps.

And then his cock softened and withdrew, and
she knew he had come inside her. His hand slid up off her clit,
slid up her body so both were cupping her bare breasts again. Then
they withdrew and, gentlemanly, drew her bra cups back up against
her breasts, then did up her bra behind her and slid the zipper up
to her neck.

Her skirt fell behind her, and at the next
stop there was movement behind her. She didn’t turn around, but no
one touched her thereafter. She stood still, dazed, for long
minutes, before slowly shuffling forward to grip one of the
vertical bars and hold it for all she was worth.
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She missed her stop, got off, and sat down on
a bench, numb, shocked at what had happened, shocked at how she had
reacted - failed to react, and yet still enveloped in the
deliciously wanton memory of that wild pleasure and heat and
hunger. What kind of an orgasm had that been, she wondered. She’d
never had one quite like it before.

She sat on the bench for long, long minutes,
staggered by the enormity of what had happened. She’d never
considered herself to e a weakling before, never one to shrink from
confrontation when necessary. Last week, if she’d been asked, she
would have been certain that had anyone groped her on the subway
they’d have gotten an immediate, harsh response, regardless of how
many people heard her. She was no shrinking lily!

Yet she’d been frozen when it had happened.
And it wasn’t because of fear or embarrassment. No, she was unable
to shrink away from the reality that her own arousal had prevented
her from reacting as she should have. She’d been wrapped in hot
memories of her weekend experiences, her body primed by the
vibrator - not to mention Jamie’s tongue before leaving - and the
hot dress she wore - which always gave her a sort of smug,
exhibitionistic pleasure because of how it drew male eyes. And some
part of her, a strong part, had welcomed that touch, had welcomed
that intrusion, that demeaning, unwelcome intrusion into her
personal space.

That part of her had grown very powerful,
somehow, and left her helpless to resist when some man - a man she
never even saw - had seen fit to do whatever he felt he could get
away with. And so she’d let herself be shamelessly groped and pawed
on the subway and worse - sodomized! It was almost unbelievable!
What had she become? Was she going to give in to anyone who wanted
her now? Had all her assertiveness faded away in the light of… of…
intense, incredible, toe curling, mind warping pleasure?

Pleasure. Heat. Raw, wild, carnal desire that
made her entire body quake and tremble. Ecstasy

It was all like, like a narcotic. Was she
addicted? Was that why she didn’t slap him down? Because the
prospect of that wild passion and pleasure turned her into a
helpless bitch in heat?

The vibrator buzzed between her legs, and
even in her anxious self-recrimination she could feel the way it
set her pulse moving, made her pubic muscles spasm and started to
rouse her temperature. Angry, she got up and gathered her purse,
heading for a toilet to remove it.

Once inside a stall, with her skirt hiked up,
she reached down to it and gently tried to pull it free. Yet she
couldn’t. The thing was squeezed in around the sides of her clit
and the flesh there, and this held the egg at an angle inside her.
She had to open the U-shaped metal in order to pry it off, and it
wouldn’t open. There was a little screw near the bottom which
pinched the open end of the U together, and she couldn’t figure out
how to work it.

Her anger at this was enough to defeat any
tinge of sexual hunger the vibrator might have given her, however.
And she also felt a measure of self loathing, for she was
absolutely sopping wet! No doubt that was due to her incident on
the subway, however, not the vibrator. She dried the mouth of her
pussy somewhat, dropped her skirt, and left the toilet and the
station. She was already late for work.

* * * * * *

She tried to project her usual confident
image as she strode through the lobby of her building, but she was
nervous on the inside. It was extremely unlikely anyone here would
attempt to grope her, of course, but her self confidence had taken
a beating by the revelation of her own weakness. Her sexuality,
previously a source of pride, even arrogance, and her physical
attractiveness, now made her feel insecure and doubtful, nervous
about the way men looked at her.

She felt like a quivering virgin in a den of
leering wolves! Which was ridiculous on the face of it.

She locked her purse in her desk drawer, then
headed for the coffee shop in the lobby, lining up with the rest of
the early morning coffee drinkers. It made her nervous, being in a
line, even though she knew the idea of someone doing here what
they’d done on the subway was preposterous. The line for coffee
faced north. Ten feet away, the line for the cash faced south. And
she was uncomfortably aware of the number of men in that line who
were noticing her in the way men did on some occasions. That used
to make her feel her sexual power, but now it made her feel
sexually vulnerable.

Especially when the vibrator started up
again.

They weren’t staring, of course. Men at the
office didn’t do that. Instead they’d look at her and look away,
look past her - or supposedly past her - and then back in another
direction, all quite idly. But she knew every one of them had
noticed her, was noticing her, and was enjoying the view.

She wondered what they’d think if they knew a
vibrator was purring away between her legs right that second, if
they knew their lewdest thoughts of her failed to match what had
happened on the subway ride in.

She got her coffee and waited in the line to
pay, and now it was the men in the line for coffee who entertained
their eyes by casually resting them on her tall, sleek body.

Erotic thoughts and images played out behind
her eyes, but she gave no sign of it as she made her way up to the
front of the lines and then paid for her coffee.

She went back to her office, feeling a sense
of relief as the vibrations eased, then settled in blissful
solitude in her small cubicle as she examined the email.

Judy leaned over her wall as she passed.
“Theresa was looking for you.”

“Uhm, thanks.”

Cody rose, feeling a bit of churning in her
stomach. This was not the day she wanted to see Theresa, that was
for sure!

Theresa was the vice president. She was a
charming dark haired woman who looked like a librarian, right down
to her glasses. She dressed like a businesswoman, however, except
for the fact she had a terrific collection of shoes and boots - and
that she preferred stilettos. Not a lot of women could wear
stilettos to the office and not come off looking improper, or
sexual, but Theresa managed it effortlessly. She always looked
attractive, businesslike, professional, and yet hot, in a strange,
intellectual sort of way.

She was extremely intelligent, and while
nice, also quite commanding, intimidating, at times. And Cody had
long suspected she was, if not gay, at least bi. They had flirted
with each other, harmlessly, and deniable, numerous times. Cody had
never done anything much with women beyond play acting in front of
men when in college, but Theresa had long intrigued her, and she
had told herself that if she ever did try out the other team, as it
were, it would be with someone like her.

Theresa did a gratifying - and slightly
worrying - doubletake when Cody stepped into her office

“Ohmygod, I love your dress, Cody!” she said,
getting up and coming around her desk.

“Oh, well, thanks,” Cody said, a little
flushed. “It’s day before laundry day.”

“Don’t be silly. You look great in it. And I
love those boots!”

They sat in adjoining chairs and Cody held
her right foot out so Theresa could see it more clearly. “It’s
Bugari,” she said happily. “You wouldn’t believe how much off it
was at Sultan’s.”

“How is it walking around all day? They look
hot.”

“They look hot but they’re not. Feel how thin
this is.”

She lifted the hem of her dress up over he
top of the boot and slid a finger in along the side, but then
realized it was too tight so pulled the boot off. Theresa examined
it and then slid it on her own foot for a moment, but she was a
size smaller.

“I could wear this, but I like pointier toes,
as you know,” Theresa said with a grin.

“Yes, I know. But I can’t get away with that.
And my feet would ache.”

She pulled the boot back on and felt
Theresa’s eyes on her.

“So how’ve you been?” Theresa asked with a
smile. “How’s that sexy boyfriend of yours?”

“Still sexy,” Cody said with a laugh.

“I hope you’re keeping him in line.”

“Oh well, no one keeps Jamie in line.”

The vibrator began to buzz, and she squirmed
a little in her chair.

“There are two ways for a relationship to
go,” Theresa said. “Either you both compromise and share all
decisions, or one partner becomes the boss.”

“I bet you’re the boss in your
relationships,” Cody said, grinning.

“I like it that way. But others are
comfortable leaving the decision making to their spouse. In most
instances. There’s a comfort in that sometimes I wish I could
experience. Then again, in bed, I get exactly what I want, when I
want it.” She smirked and Cody flushed a bit.

“Well, Jamie and I mostly share decisions,”
she said.

“Did he get a say in that dress? Because
that’s the kind of dress I bet most men would love to see their
girlfriends in.”

Cody laughed a little self-consciously.

“No, it really shows off your figure. I wish
I had a figure like you.”

“You have a great figure,” Cody said.

“Not in your league, dear,’ Theresa said.

“Do you uhm, dress Peter?”

“I let him dress himself for work, but when
we’re going somewhere together I… guide him.”

Cody laughed lightly.

“Make sure he has his collar on right and the
leash is attached properly,” Theresa said, grinning.

Cody laughed again, and ground her thighs
together around the buzzing vibrator as her insides began to squirm
and throb.

“Doesn’t it make it hard for him to wait on
you hand and foot if his hands are tied?” she teased.

“As long as his mouth is free that’s all that
matters.”

“Theresa!”

They both laughed, but Cody felt her lower
belly throbbing with a growing heat, felt her nipples hardening and
her heart beating faster. She cursed the vibrator and wished there
was some way of willing it to shut off.

Of course, it wasn’t just the vibrator. She
was always sexually intrigued by Theresa, and had always seen her
as some kind of dominant. In fact, she and Grace had joked about
Theresa going home and putting on a leather catsuit and taking a
riding crop to her husband. She was that kind of sexy, scary
woman.

But of course, they hadn’t for a moment
thought it seriously.

Now she wasn’t sure.

“I wouldn’t mind being able to smack some of
my employees, “ Theresa said. “I bet we’d see a big improvement in
productivity around here.”

“Or your employees would be too distracted to
get their work done,” Cody said with a grin.

“Well that could be fun too, of course,”
Theresa said, “All work and no play makes Theresa a dull girl,
after all.”

Well, if you want to try and spank Jake
Hunter, you’re welcome to it,” Cody said.

Theresa made a face. “I think I’d need a much
larger hand,” she said with a snort. “I don’t know how he even fits
in one chair. No, I could smack, say Collin. He has a nice little
butt, or say, you. You look like you have a fabulous butt.”

Cody flushed a little more but grinned. “I do
have a fabulous butt,” she said, a trifle arrogantly.

It was the sort of conversation they’d had
before, but it held a lot more intimacy now, with the vibrator
buzzing, and with he recent activities with Jamie.

“And would it get you to work harder?”
Theresa purred.

“I doubt it,” Cody said. “I don’t much like
hard work.”

“Just hard men, right?”

“Right.”

They both giggled. Theresa’s laughter was
light but Cody’s felt forced. Her pussy was still thrumming, and
she could feel a squishy sense of heat and excitement spreading out
through her torso from her already overheated groin.

“I think I could get anyone to work harder if
it weren’t for those damned, what do you call them again…” Theresa
snapped her fingers as if uncertain. “Oh yes, laws. If it weren’t
for those things. I could get you all to work your tight little
fannies off.”

“Maybe you should make new employees sign a
contract allowing for corporal punishment,” Cody suggested with a
laugh.

“I think that might get me in trouble with
the labour board, or the board of directors. But I like how you
think, Cody. Maybe I’ll use you as my test case.”

“I’m afraid Jamie has first divs on my butt,”
she said.

Theresa grinned wolfishly. “Ahh, but Jamie is
a man!”

“So?”

She leaned in towards Cody, so he face was
only inches from hers. “Do you think a man would object to me …
doing things… to his pretty girl?”

Of course he wouldn’t, Cody knew, especially
if he could watch.

“Not if he could watch,” she admitted,
blushing a bit.

“Well, Theresa said, her voice low and
breathy, “I’m a bit of an exhibitionist… with the right
people.”

Cody felt a sudden jolt of increased tension,
as Theresa carried her teasing a bit further than she had on
previous occasions., and she was unprepared by the woman suddenly
reaching up, slipped a finger into the collar of her turtleneck,
and gently pulled it down a little.

Cody gasped and pulled back but Theresa
didn’t fight her, sitting back with a bit of a smug grin.

“Thought so,” she said.

“Thought what?” Cody gulped.

Theresa grinned at her like the cat who
swallowed the canary. “Well, when you took off your boot I saw that
light red line around your ankle. I thought it might just be rope
burn, and when you reached forward and your sleeve pulled up a bit
I saw something similar there. And you’ve got a fainter one around
your pretty neck.”

She leaned in and her finger suddenly slid
lightly down along the bridge of Cody’s nose.

“Someone has been doing some bondage,” she
said with a deep grin.

“I-I.. I don’t know what you’re talking
about!” Cody gasped.

She started to jerk upright but Theresa
gripped her wrist and yanked her back down again.

“Don’t be embarrassed, Cody. I’m not judging
you or anything. I’ve had similar marks on me more than a few times
in the past, believe me.”

Cody stared at her, face red, not knowing
what to say. Part of her was horribly embarrassed, but a part of
her… wasn’t.

“Of course,” Theresa said, getting to her
feet and looking down at Cody, “I discovered I like to be on the
other end of the rope. But then - .”

She suddenly straddled Cody’s chair, and
before the startled blond could react, slid forward and sat down in
her lap, facing her, looking down into Cody’s very surprised blue
eyes.

“I am the dominant type,” she said in a low,
purring voice.

Her hands slid over Cody's shoulders and in
along the sides of her neck, then up under her hair.

“T-Theresa!” Cody gulped.

Then the woman's moist lips were moving in to
brush tentatively across her own.

And THEN the vibrator started to buzz
again.

Theresa frowned and drew back, then her eyes
narrowed as her lips rose wolfishly.

“Cody dear,” she purred, “Do I feel something
buzzing down below?”

Cody's face flamed, and she tried to push the
woman off, to get up, but Theresa was deceptively muscled and
clamped her thighs around Cody's hips as she tightened her hands
behind her head.

“And why have you come to my office with a
vibrator, blonde girl?” Theresa purred.

“I-I didn't! I don't – ! I mean, there isn't
– !”

“Slut,” Theresa whispered as her lips pressed against Cody's.

Cody's hands were on Theresa's arms, trying
to push her back, but Theresa resisted, leaning into her, her
tongue pushing into Cody's mouth now as her lips moved hotly and
passionately against her.

The buzzing between her legs made her clit
seemed to pulse with energy, and heat rolled over her in waves as
she let herself be pressed back into the chair by the other woman.
Her grip on Theresa's arms weakened and then her hands dropped as
she moaned in surrender, the woman's tongue deep inside her mouth
now, her lips almost bruising in their strength and hunger as
Theresa began to slowly, sensuously grind herself against her like
a lap dancer.

Cody did … nothing. For long minutes she sat
there, head buzzing, thoughts spinning, body charged with sexual
electricity. She knew this was wrong, but felt unaccountably
helpless to resist either her body or Theresa's will. The dark
passion and lust were so great they were like a fever, muddling her
thoughts and shorting out her brain.

Theresa just kept kissing her, her lips now
and then trailing off to the side, down along the nape of her neck,
or up under her ear, then returning to her mouth. Her left hand
remained behind her head, gripping her hair occasionally pulling
her head back, while her right slowly began to caress Quinn's
shoulder and then slide down along her arm, then beneath it to
stroke her ribs.

She twisted her fingers in the soft blonde
hair and Quinn made a small pained sound.

Theresa eased her lips back, nibbling along
her lower lip.

“Does that hurt, blonde girl?” she whispered,
twisting her fingers in her hair again.

“Ahhh!” Cody gasped.

“Good,” Theresa whispered. “It turns me on.
Make that sound again, blonde girl.”

She twisted her fingers sharply in Quinn's
hair and again she gasped weakly, then again as Theresa's right
hand slid off her ribs and cupped her breast firmly and
confidently.

“I want to see your tits,” Theresa whispered.
“You want to show them to me, don't you, blonde girl.”

Theresa started to shake her head then gasped
as Theresa tugged on her hair, forcing her head back. She felt the
woman's teeth at her throat, and moaned as her fingers dug into her
breasts through her thin dress and bra.

“I know you do,” Theresa whispered.

She pulled Quinn's head up and forward and
crushed her lips down against her once more. Then she eased back on
the chair, tightening her fist in Cody's hair, pulling her forward
– and down so that Cody gasped and moaned and found herself on her
knees on the rug.

“Ow! Th-theresa! Theresa, don't!” she
gasped.

Theresa chuckled, then turned her, using her
hair like a leash, forcing her forward over the chair, her face
jammed in against the seat back as she slapped Cody's bottom, then
grabbed the hem of her skirt.

Cody gasped as she felt the cool air on her
bare bottom, as Theresa forced her legs apart and inspected the
vibrator there. It had stopped purring, and Theresa pried at
it.

“Oww! Oh! Don't!” Cody moaned.

Theresa laughed. “How clever,” she said. “I
bet you can't get it off yourself either.”

She pulled up and back on Cody's hair and the blonde girl gasped in
pain, then moaned as Theresa slid her dress up under her arms.

“Take it off,” Theresa ordered.

“Theresa, no!” she whined.

A sharp slap to her bottom made her gasp even
as the woman jerked back on her hair.

“Now!” Theresa growled.

Whimpering, dazed, Cody lifted the dress up
and Theresa yanked it up over her head, releasing her hair long
enough to remove it, then shoving her forward, undoing her bra, and
yanking that roughly off, as well.

Theresa pulled her belt out of the loops of
her dress pants and pulled Cody's arms back behind her, then
whipped the belt around them and yanked the loop tight. Cody gasped
as her arms were forced sharply back, crossed and bound at the
elbows. Then she pulled her head up and back, forcing her to arch
back.

“Beautiful,” Theresa said, kneeling beside
her and sliding a hand reverently up and down Cody's bowed chest.
Her fingers caressed her breasts, circling them, pinching and
lightly rubbing her erect nipples.

“You have incredible breasts,” she sighed,
her hand sliding down Cody's belly and fingers stroking across her
clit.

“Now come over here, Cody dear,” Theresa
said, getting to her feet.

It wasn't a suggestion. She gripped the
blonde girl's hair and forced her to shuffle forward on her knees
around to the rear of her desk

She pulled her to her feet and bent her over
the desk, then slapped her bottom.

“Spread em,” she ordered.

Blushing furiously, Cody obeyed, her mind
still awhirl, still flummoxed by what was happening, her body still
throbbing with heat.

Theresa opened a drawer, closed it, then
opened another, rummaging inside as if searching for something.
Cody felt her breath on her inner thigh, then her fingers at the
metal clip squeezing in around her clitoris. Its grip eased and she
moaned in relief as it came free. Then with a slow tug the egg
pushed its way out of her, spreading her moist sex lips, and coming
free.

She closed her eyes briefly and then they
widened as she felt Theresa's lips on her thigh. Her mouth opened
and closed, and she wanted to protest, but no words came out as
Theresa's lips slid higher, her tongue dipping lightly along the
oozing slit then down across her clit.

“Oh!” she gasped as a finger slid into
her.

A second joined it, then a third, and then
Theresa began to lick at her clit.

The sudden removal of the pressure which had
been squeezing her for hours was making her pussy feel an intense
sense of relief and pleasure. And Theresa's tongue hit that
sensation like a thunderbolt, the intensity of what would otherwise
be a moderately exciting sensation ratcheting up to the point it
stole her breath away.

She continued to feel a mild sense of
aversion and uneasiness about a woman being so intimate with her,
but it was swamped by the wild sexual heat that began to quickly
gush up through her belly and into her brain.

“Oh! Oh God! Oh! Oh!” she whimpered.

Theresa began to pump her fingers in and out
as she licked, and Cody's mind began to melt under the scalding
heat as her hips started to grind helplessly back at her.

Theresa's fingers thrust into her harshly,
roughly. They moved on a slippery coating of something that Cody
knew was not merely her own internal juices. She was wet, but not
THAT wet. The fingers twisted within her, turning and pushing
against the walls of her sex from different angles as the woman's
mouth sucked expertly at her clit.

It stopped abruptly, and she sensed Theresa
rising behind her. Cody's eyes were slitted, her body glowing with
heat, her pussy pulsing hotly. She moaned weakly as she heard the
woman's movements, as she heard other sounds she couldn't identify
or care about.

She gasped as her hair was gripped again and
she was roughly pulled upright, then forced to bow back as Theresa
fondled her breasts.

“Come around here, blonde girl,” Theresa
said.

She marched Cody back around to the open area
before the desk and forced her down onto her knees.

“Sit back on your heels,” she ordered,
pushing on her hair until she obeyed.

Then she took something off her desk. Cody
didn't see, at first, for, face flushed, she had dropped her eyes,
bowing forward as she knelt, panting, on the floor.

“See what mommy has for her little girl?”
Theresa purred.

Despite herself, Cody raised her eyes, and
gasped as she saw what the woman held.

It was a dildo – sort of. It was long, and
quite thick, certainly thicker than Theresa's wrist, or any other
cock Cody had ever seen. The base was a round upside down cup meant
to support the thing on a table or shelf, she supposed. The entire
thing was one piece, and made of hard glass.

Theresa leered at her, then squatted beside
her and, with a grip on her hair, forced her to rise off her heels
enough she could slide the thing in under her, sitting it on the
floor between her legs.

“No! Theresa! It's too biiiiig!” she
whined.

Theresa pulled down on her hair, forcing her
buttocks back down even as she guided the nose of the glass cock to
her swollen opening and tried to push it inside.

Cody moaned as she felt the cool slickness of
the glass against her oiled pussy, resisting, pulling up, but being
pulled back again. She felt the thing turning, twisting against her
as Theresa pushed it up, and gasped in pain as her hair was forced
down, pulling her bottom down against the thing harder. Her arms
pulled feebly against the belt pinning them back, and she gulped in
air, staring anxiously at the closed door to the hall just
outside.

She felt the thing slowly forcing aside the
lips of her pussy, slowly pushing up into the mouth of her sex, and
shuddered in heat and anxious fear as her own weight forced her
down against it.

“Oh God! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh Ungh! Oh!” she
whimpered, as it slowly pushed up inside her.

She could feel the strain in her sex lips,
feel the ache as they were spread so cruelly wide, and feel the
slick, smooth glass sliding up across them as it pushed into her
belly. She felt the sense of sensual, exciting fullness as the
glass cock drove up into her belly, and her fluttering stomach
began to churn with rising heat once more even as Theresa released
her hair and then stood.

Pointed black boots pressed into her legs
just behind the knees, forcing the wider, and then Theresa peeled
her own top up and off, reached back, and undid her bra.

Cody blushed, dropping her eyes, and saw the
woman's skirt fall to the floor before her, then a black thong
followed.

Theresa moved forward so that her boots
pressed into Cody's legs, forcing them back, then she reached down
and gripped her hair, roughly forcing her head up and back.

Cody's wide eyes flicked up at the woman
standing over her, nude, smirking, and her eyes rolled away as the
anxiety and distress rose within her to swirl within the heat.

Theresa had a nice body. It was slim, trim,
and well-tanned. Her breasts were small but high and firm, and her
pussy was as naked as Cody's. What made Cody cringe, however, was
the certainty that Theresa intended to have her perform oral sex on
her, and she not only didn't want to do that she didn't know HOW to
do that. Of course, it wasn't as if she didn't know anything. She'd
had her pussy licked, after all, most recently by Theresa
herself.

Still, it was one thing to imagine stroking
and petting with another girl, and quite another to have to put her
lips on a woman's pussy!

She gasped as her pussy slipped further down
the fat glass cock, moaning as the sense of fullness penetrated
deeper within her. God, it was so big, she thought dazedly,
excitedly, heatedly.

“Show mommy how much you love her, little
girl,” Theresa purred.

She pulled Cody's head forward by the hair
and Cody abruptly found her face being rubbed up and down against
the woman's pussy, her own lips pressed against them and rubbing
along the smooth, slick mons as she struggled weakly to pull
away.

But she couldn't. Theresa was shorter than
her, and was now more or less straddling her, legs spread, forcing
her down and back so that her heels pressed into her buttocks and
rising meant pressing her mouth harder against her sex.

“Lick me, you slut,” Theresa growled.

The words jolted her, and then she gasped as
she slipped further down the glass cock.

Theresa gripped fistfuls of hair on either
side of Cody's head, pulling her mouth in firmly against her pussy,
and then tightened her grip so that she pulled harder and harder on
it until Cody cried out in pain and began to work her tongue almost
blindly against her pussy.

“That's it, slut. Lick me,” Theresa cooed.
“Lick mommy's pussy. Harder, slut. No, to the side. That's my slut.
Up just a bit. Ahhh. That's it. Lick there, little slut. Nasty
blonde slut. Lick your mistress like a good little bitch,” she
purred.

She pushed her groin forward and down, riding
Cody's face, pulling her hair to encourage more energy as Cody
licked again and again, her wide eyes staring up the length of the
woman's body.

She felt the ache inside her intensifying as
the glass cock slid deeper into her belly, but was distracted by
sharp little pulls to her hair and light slaps to her face as
Theresa guided her in what she wanted done, in how to lick, how
hard to suck, and where to place her tongue.

Breathless, moaning, she slowly slid down the
long, thick glass cock until she was impaled upon it, until her
straining sex lips were clamped tightly around the bottom of the
cock just above the square divider which separated the cock from
the base underneath.

 


 


 





Chapter Eight

 


 


 


 


She couldn't tell Jamie! There was no way she
was going to tell him about the man who had fucked her ass on the
subway! And no way was she going to tell him about how Theresa had
used her as her bitch! God, she'd licked the woman's pussy so long
and hard her jaw ached! What the fuck was happening to her head!?
She just felt so incredibly sexual since the weekend! It was like
that was all she thought about, like she had a craving which kept
returning no matter how many releases she got.

She got home before he did, and found it odd
walking around in the house with clothes on. That was silly, she
knew, but when she changed, she changed into nothing but a pair of
short-shorts and a tank top, and even that felt like too much. She
felt a strange desire to put the leather restraints around herself
again and get naked.

And then she thought of what a wild thing it
would be to do that, and wait for Jamie, naked, shackled, kneeling
like his sex slave! The thought made her pussy throb, so she
stripped and put on the leather restraints and collar. She
hesitated, then slowly lubed up the two black dildos and inserted
them. She watched for Jamie, then when his car pulled in she
quickly knelt before the door, her hands behind her back, though
not shackled.

She spread her knees wide so he could see the
dildo in her pussy, and waited breathlessly.

She felt more than a little perverse. She had
been caught up in the idea of herself as sexual object, as object
of desire, as a submissive coquettish sex toy for the strong of
mind and body. She had no idea how that had happened, how a little
bondage and submission had so deeply affected her. Perhaps it had
been there all along, and her weekend with Jamie had simply brought
it out in strength. But she felt herself constantly aroused at the
thought of being used, molested, abused, simply... taken, however
degrading it was.

She felt the clip on the edge of one shackle,
and then, waiting, placed it against the ring on the other. She
wasn't sure she could get them attached, for she certainly couldn't
remove them once they were. She had to fumble and twist and even
hurriedly got up and went to the mirror to twist her head around
and try to see what she was doing. But she got them attached just
in time to run back as his key slid into the lock and kneel, legs
spread, before it.

As she saw him in the opening doorway, she
bowed her head like a proper little slave girl, her heart beating,
her pulse racing with the anticipation of him taking her and using
her. She could feel her pussy squeezing and pulling at the dildo
stuffed up within her, and felt a sense of breathless excitement as
he walked towards her.

“Your slave girl welcomes you home, master,”
she said coyly.

“Well, what a good little slave girl,” he
said as he stepped up behind her.

“I'll say,” came another voice.

It hit her with a jolt that almost made her
heart seize up. She jerked her head up and saw, standing in the
doorway, a tall, broad shouldered black man wearing a dark suit,
his head shaven, his face handsome and dark, lips drawn back in a
broad and appreciative smile.

Her face instantly turned to flame, and Cody
tried to twist and turn away, but Jamie caught at her hair behind
her head and jerked her back, forcing her to hold in place.

“Don't move, slave!” he barked.

“B-But Jamie!” she squealed.

He forced her head back and she shuddered,
moaning as the other man closed the door and came in to stand
beside Jamie.

“That is one lovely piece,” the man said.

“Isn't she? And not even half trained
yet.”

Jamie's face burned hotly, her skin red
almost down to her breasts. She whimpered weakly, mortified at
being seen like this by a strange man, by a strange anyone!

Then she let out a cry of pain as Jamie
pulled her hair, forcing her to stand. Jamie stood behind her,
still grasping her hair, forcing her to rise to the balls of her
toes, forcing her head back and her chest out.

“D-Don't!” she gasped desperately.

“What do you think, Evan? Is this a hot
little sex toy?”

“I wish I had one like that,” the other man
said.

“Well, I might let you play with mine a bit,”
Jamie said.

Cody's heart beat even louder, her pulse
racing even faster as the black man raised a large black hand and
placed it on her belly, then slid it slowly, sensuously up her
soft, downy flesh until it stroked across the curving, out-thrust
flesh of her breasts. She found herself unable to speak, so great
was her embarrassment, her mind whirling frantically as Jamie held
her in place and the Black man ran his hand slowly over her
body.

But the echoes of the shockwave began to
subside, and her horrible embarrassment began to ease as flickering
flames of heat began to rise once more within her. She'd already
been quite aroused before the door opened, after all. And now she
was suddenly realizing that Jamie must have brought his man here to
– to do something with her. She wasn't sure he intended it to be
this blatant. Perhaps he would have tried to persuade her, to let
her own fantasies – fantasies he had given her – of being taken by
two men at once force her better sense into submission.

But she had certainly made that
unnecessary!

And now with the strange man's hand, now
joined by the other, slowly caressing her body, she felt the heat
rushing into her once again. But she still couldn't look at the
man, and was still horribly embarrassed. And when his hand slid
down her abdomen and he grasped the base of the black dildo in the
palm of his hand, she felt her face burn with heat once again. He
chuckled throatily and his thumb stroked across her swollen
clitoris producing a sensation that almost made her hips buck out
uncontrollably.

Jamie released her and she staggered weakly,
but the black man caught her. He reached both hands up and took her
head in between, then forced her to look up at him. Her eyes were
enormous as, stricken, she stared at the lust in his face. Then his
mouth was on hers, crushing it as he pulled her body against
him.

She moaned into his mouth, moaned again as
one of his hands slid down her back to squeeze her bottom, and
gasped as his tongue pushed into her mouth and stroked along her
own.

He eased back suddenly, his eyes taking on a
sudden harshness as he released her.

“On your knees, woman,” he growled.

Legs rubbery already, Cody almost collapsed
when he released her, and then, panting, gulping in air, she sank
down, almost fell down to her knees. He grasped her hair and then
pulled her face in against his groin, rubbing her face against him
through his suit trousers.

“Do you know what's in here for you, slut?”
he asked with a low purr in his voice.

He jerked her head up and back by the hair
and she cried out in sudden pain.

“I asked you a questions, slut.”

“I-I... no! I mean... I mean yes!” she gasped
breathlessly.

He jerked harder on her hair, forcing her
head back more. “Yes, what?” he growled.

“Yes... yes... master!” she whimpered.

He pulled her face in against him again,
rubbing her face against his groin, then unzipped, reached in, and
pulled his cock out.

Cody wanted to gasp in shock. Jamie was big,
but this man was bigger, still, but before she could say anything
his cock was already in her open mouth, and she moaned and rolled
her eyes up helplessly as he pushed himself deeper.

A movement out of the corner of her eye
caused her to roll her eyes in that direction, and she saw Jamie
there, holding the camcorder. The sight of him reassured her
somewhat, even as the thought of a video of this roused alarm
within the back of her mind.

But she had no time for alarm and no way to
protest as the black man began to pump his big cock in her mouth.
He gathered her hair up around her head, bunching it up and using
it to hold her in place as his long, fat black cock pumped slowly
and steadily in her mouth. He found the range to the back of her
throat and pushed himself that far and no farther, just enough to
make her gag a little on every stroke.

He pulled his glistening cock out after a
minute and forced her head back.

“I hear you love black cock,” he said. “Let
me hear you say it, slut.”

Cody stared up at him breathlessly, dazed,
and he shook her head.

“I said let me hear it, slave.”

“I-I-I love – I love b-black cock!” she
gasped weakly.

He pushed himself back into her mouth once
more, forcing the fat head of his prick right into her throat
before pulling back and leaving her gasping and coughing.

“That isn't what I heard you called it,” he
said. “You called it nigger cock, didn't you?”

“No!” she gasped, reddening.

He twisted her hair back and she let out a
soft cry of pain.

“Are you lying to me, slut?”

“I-I don't... I...I never use th-that word!”
she gasped.

Then the computer screen came on behind her,
and she heard her own words.

“I love nigger cock!” they cried as she rode
up an down on the black dildo.

She gasped in humiliation as the man twisted
her head around, then forced her to shuffle awkwardly across the
floor on her knees until they were watching her riding the black
dildo. She felt mortified again as the man looked at her, watched
her, as she saw her pussy sliding up and down on the dildo and
cried out for black cock, for nigger cock.

“Lying slut,” he said. “I think you need to
be punished for being such a racist slut.”

“I definitely agree,” Jamie said.

Cody shuddered and then cried out again as he
forced her back to her feet, then bent her over the back of the
chair.

He pulled the belt out of the loops of his
dress trousers and doubled it in his hands, then swung it down
against her quivering bottom.

Cody cried out at the stinging pain of the
blow, though in truth, it was not so terrible as all that. The
dildos in her pussy and anus pushed out and Evan gave each a push
and a twist before swinging the belt down a second time, and then a
third.

Each blow sent a stinging heat through Cody's
bottom, but she made no effort to resist, gripped by a whirlwind of
dark sexual fever which demanded complete submission.

Again and again the belt cracked down against
her bottom, the blows coming harder now, the pain deeper. She cried
out at each blow, the sharp, jagged pain erupting deep within the
burning heat filling her body.

Suddenly the dildo in her pussy was yanked
free. A large hand forced her thighs wider, and then what was
unmistakeably his fat, rounded cockhead found the mouth of her sex
and pushed into her.

“Oh God! Oh God! Ohmygod!” she gurgled weakly
as his glistening prick pushed deeper and deeper into her body.

The moment his hands went onto her shoulders
and he forces himself into her to the hilt she lost it, screaming
as the orgasm poured over her, her body twisting and shaking as
Evan began to thrust into her with deep, hard strokes. His cock was
too long, too wide. It hurt, but it hurt with a blistering heat
that made her welcome the pain. The orgasm tore through her nervous
system like a tornado, leaving her dazed and barely conscious even
as he continued to thrust into her.

Another orgasm, and then a third washed over
her as his hips hammered against her buttocks. His hands crushed
her breasts, and raced over her body. They yanked back on her hair
and slapped her bottom. He used her ruthlessly, utterly,
forcefully, and she found herself reveling in that rough, urgent
use.

She was barely conscious when he finished,
laying there, groaning, slack jawed, eyes slitted as he stripped
naked behind her. But she was conscious enough as he roughly
slapped her back to wakefulness and put her on her knees before
him. He pulled her mouth against him, and she licked along his
shaft, sucked at his heavy balls, and mouthed him back to hardness
as Jamie took video. Then he threw her on her back and took her
hard and deep, forcing her legs wide, riding her hard, then lifting
her ankles up and back behind her head as she screamed in wildfire
pleasure and pain.

After that, he sat down, and she sucked him
as Jamie took her from behind, then Evan picked up the crop, and
Jamie unclipped her shackles as Evan put her through her paces. He
barked commands at her, ordering her to pose, to shift, to bend, to
display herself in lewd and obscene positions, and Cody threw
herself into obeying, gasping and yelping as the crop snapped
against her bottom. He attached a leash to her collar and made her
crawl around next to him, the dildos protruding very obviously from
her pussy and anus.

Then she licked at his feet, and at Jamie's,
before she mounted Jamie and rode his cock. She thought Evan would
have her suck him again but instead he positioned himself behind
her, and she had to endure the pain and anxiety as he slowly worked
his enormous cock up her ass – until the volcanic heat took over.
Then she was captive to her own lust and passion as the two men
pounded their cocks into her belly and drove her to the edge of
insanity.

* * * * * *

She didn't get to sleep until very late, for
the two men continued their use of her, their training of her,
their abuse of her until she was exhausted. She slept that night
with her wrists shackled behind her back, and Jamie called in sick
for her the next day so that she could continue in her role as his
sexual slave-girl.

As she had on the weekend, she did all the
chores he set her, though did them naked and collared. Every now
and then he tied her up in one lewd position or another, and left
her like that for a while, then released her, masturbated her to
orgasm, and set her another chore to do. She crawled often, at his
instruction, and washed the floors on her hands and knees rather
than with the mop as she usually did.

Even came over after work again, and the two
men took turns once more using and abusing her, sometimes at the
same time. It was utterly humiliating for her to have to masturbate
while they looked on, but she did it, and she came explosively
despite her embarrassment. She gave them each a lap dance, licked
their feet, and obeyed them as though she were a sex slave, and her
pussy burned with hunger all day and all evening as they roused her
to almost unbearable levels of passion.

The next day she and Jamie again stayed home,
but when Evan came to join them he had two friends with him. Cody
was shocked and mortified once again, but that didn't stop her from
coming with an intensity that made her nearly faint as the three
men jeered at her, degraded her, and took her again and again,
separately and together, while Jamie taped the action for their
later enjoyment.

She could feel her mind collapsing under the
weight of so much dark passion and heat, could feel herself falling
into the role of a mindless sex slave, questioning nothing, obeying
all, delighted at her own abuse and use.

But in her heart, Cody was not a submissive
woman. She was merely a sexual submissive, and outside of sex she
found her mind still alive, still thinking, still considering and
still independent. After the intensity of the sexual introduction
to Jamie's perverted sex sessions had eased, she reverted to form –
somewhat.

Around the house, she remained collared and
shackled at all times, though the shackles were usually not bound
together unless Jamie was doing something to her. The most she wore
at home was a thong, and often not even that. Her relationship with
Jamie outside of sex remained one of spirited disagreement on all
manner of subjects, of teasing, taunting, arguing and then
passionate sex. They watched TV together, played games together,
and chatted with the easy intimacy they always had – despite her
lack of clothing.

Now and then Evan would bring a man around,
or sometimes more than one, and Cody would revel in her sexual
submissiveness as they abused and took her again and again. But
most nights were just the two of them pleasuring each other in
whatever ways struck their desires.

And then there was Theresa.

She had a few chats with Jamie which led up
to her coming for a visit, and Cody was reluctantly made to perform
as her sexual slave while an excited Jamie looked on – and of
course, taped it all. It made her mind squirm more than usual to
have to submit and perform with a woman, even Theresa, but her body
thrilled to the woman's knowing touch, and she could only blush
afterward to see the videos of her writhing and bucking and crying
out in maddened pleasure.

And so at work, too, she became something of
a sex slave, a sex toy. She did her work, for the most part, but
Jamie and Theresa had altered her wardrobe, forcing her to wear
much shorter skirts and more revealing tops. And every now and then
Theresa would call her into her office, or visit her in her own,
pawing, fondling and molesting her until she was frazzled,
breathless, and throbbing with hunger. Then she'd leave her to
continue her work for a while.

Eventually Cody would show up at her office,
and beg for Theresa to use her fully, to make her come. It was
degrading, and Theresa would degrade her further before giving her
the incredible come she had now become addicted to.

Jamie too would make her beg for release, and
she found herself becoming more and more addicted to being used, to
being touched, to being made to submit. The more degrading, the
more embarrassing, the more exciting. And both of them made use of
that to make her perform before strangers, both men and women, to
force her to submit to the lust and passions of people she had
barely met in order to sate her own dark need.

Cody had never felt so sexual, so sensual,
and there was certainly no point in arguing with Jamie about how
that one weekend had influenced her. She was a sexual submissive
now, and sex had become her obsession, leaving little room for
anything else in her life. She was still herself, and yet she
wasn't. But she no longer cared. She lived in a world of heat and
passion, of pleasure and lust, and until it released her she gave
herself to her own dark lust and surrendered to the desires of
anyone who wanted her.
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