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Have you ever noticed how many songs are related to
romance or sex? That can be a problem when you're trying to console
your girlfriend because her shitty boyfriend has just dumped her.
But it wasn't like there was an awful lot else to watch on TV in
the middle of the day aside for music videos. Neither one of us was
into soap operas or game shows. And we didn't want to watch a
movie.

At least Chelsea had passed through the initial
crying phase and was now into surly, sullen resentment.

“What some more ice cream?” I asked.

“I think I better watch my weight,” she said. “I have
to go and find another boyfriend now.”

“Or you could just be without a boyfriend for a
little while,” I said.

She glowered at me for a moment. “We both know I'm
not like you, Kendra. I don't do well by myself.”

“So become more self-sufficient.”

“Oh don't give me that. You have your father wrapped
around your little finger, and you have all those cousins that will
help you out anytime you need it.”

“And you have me!” I said, giving her a hug.

I hopped over the back of the sofa and headed across
the room towards the kitchen.

“Anyway, it's his loss,” I said over my shoulder.

“If he had just had more patience,” she called back.
“I don't know what it is with guys who think that you should take
all your clothes off practically as soon as you shake hands.”

“Probably the internet, not to mention Tinder,” I
said as I opened the fridge.

“He called me a prude,” she exclaimed from the other
room.

“He's just an entitled asshole. He's handsome and
thinks he's God’s gift to women and we should all fall at his
feet.”

I got some fruit juice from the fridge and let the
door close.

“He was like an octopus every time we went out. Every
time we'd meet his hands would go immediately to my boobs.”

“You're not under any obligation to sleep with some
guy. Especially since you barely knew him more than what, two
weeks?”

“Three,” she said. “It wasn't like I didn't give him
blow jobs.” She glowered at me again. “Even if I can’t deep throat
like some slutty people.”

“I refuse to apologize for having a weak gag reflex,”
I said as I came back into the living room.

“He wanted me to send him naked pictures,” she
said.

“Never send naked pictures to guys,” I said. “You
never know who they're going to share them with or even whether
they’ll post them online.”

“I know that,” she said in annoyance. “Although now
I'd like to send him a naked picture just to show him what he
missed out on.”

“I'm sure he's got a pretty good idea,” I said.

“Yes, but he can't regret a pretty good idea. If he
saw a picture he might feel regret.”

“You're not going to get this guy back by sending him
porn pictures,” I said. “Even if he responded to them it would be
only because he wanted to fuck you and then he'd dump you
again.”

“Give me a little credit,” she said.

I did not give her any credit. Chelsea was one of
those girls who needed a boy all the time. Every time she had a
problem she needed the boy to solve. She was very needy. She wanted
him around so that he could tell her how pretty she was and
reassure her that he loved her and cared for her.

She got away with it, though, because she was pretty,
and had a great body. Although I preferred my breasts to hers. Mine
are perkier and rounder and they get in the way less than hers
must. I've never wanted to be one of those girls people described
as buxom or busty.

That was the first thing you noticed about Chelsea,
along with the long blonde hair. She dressed to emphasize her
looks, always wearing formfitting clothes. No one was ever under
any illusion about how shapely she was. Not that she was a slut or
anything. But she knew she needed to have bait to get what she
wanted. And what Chelsea wanted was attention, male attention
preferably.

I could get that myself pretty easily, mind you. I
wasn't as noticeably hourglass as her, but nobody had ever
expressed the slightest disappointment in my breasts or my body.
Quite the contrary. But I didn't cater to boys or men the way she
always had.

She had often suggested I dye my hair blonde like she
had. No thank you! I'm perfectly content as a brunette. My hair
isn't as long as hers, but I think partly because of that it's
thicker, softer and healthier. And it's much easier to take care
of.

“I know. Will you take a picture of me?”

I looked at her uncertainly. “What kind of a
picture?”

“A naked picture, of course.”

“Thought you just said you weren't – !”

“I don't want him back now. But I want him to regret
dumping me.”

“But if you send him a naked picture he could send it
or give it or show it to anyone!” I exclaimed.

“So make sure that no one can prove that it's me. Cut
my head off or something.”

“You don't think anyone will recognize the girls?” I
asked, pointing at her chest.

“Not very many people have seen the girls,” she said.
“It's not like I flash them around.”

“Yes, you do.”

“I mean naked. Just because I wear a few low-cut tops
doesn't mean very many people have seen me topless. Besides,
they’re just boobs. Lots of girls have boobs.”

“So get a picture of a pair of nice boobs on the
internet and send those to him.”

“I want him to regret not being able to see my boobs,
not some other slut's.”

“But if you send a picture then he will have seen
your boobs.”

“Not in person!” she exclaimed impatiently.

She jumped up from the sofa, her eyes alight. “In
fact, I want you to send him pictures of my entire body naked.”

“Me? I'm not sending any naked pictures.”

“You know how to send them so he can't trace them
back!”

“I thought the idea was he had to know they were
you.”

“Yes, but he can't prove it. So it can't come from my
phone.”

“You can take your own naked pictures with your own
phone,” I said.

“Oh please, Kendra, you know you're a way better
photographer than me! You have a knack for taking sexy
pictures.”

“I do? I only take pictures of me.”

“But they're always really good!”

I laughed. “Because I delete the ones that aren't,
dummy!”

“Then take some sexy pictures of me and we'll delete
the ones that aren't.”

I shrugged. It wasn't like I hadn't seen her naked
lots of times. We had spent much of our teenage years going
back-and-forth sleeping at each other's homes, after all. I was
still a little irritated, though. It wasn't like she couldn't take
lots of selfies. She did it a bazillion times a month.

Maybe that was why I decided that if she really
insisted that I take naked pictures of her, they were going to be
very naked indeed. You want me to take sexy, erotic pictures? Okay
then. Photography is kind of a hobby of mine.

“I'll get my camera,” I said.

I went upstairs to my bedroom and got my digital
camera, then came back down again to find that Chelsea had already
stripped down to her lingerie. She removed her bra and thong as I
watch and then stood up proudly, no doubt expecting a complement.
She wasn't going to get it. I figured she really did need to learn
new stuff on her own. We weren't children anymore.

“Okay, lay lengthwise on the sofa. On your back.”

“That doesn’t seem very imaginative.”

“Who's the photographer here, bitch?”

She stuck her tongue out at me and lay down along the
sofa.

I pulled the coffee table out of the way and then
knelt beside the sofa, bringing a camera to my eye.

“Turn your head away and mush your hair over your
face.”

She got the idea and I lowered myself a bit more.

“Now I want you to raise your right leg as if you
were stretching it out. Higher.”

I snapped a bunch of pictures, moving left to right,
easing back to get that shot of her leg, but keeping the camera low
enough that I didn't get any shot of her pussy.

“Now drape your right arm across your breasts,” I
directed.

I took some more pictures, this time essentially
showing nothing except her side, and a bit of boob that was
sticking out from around her arm and hand. I figured I would give
her the option of a G rated picture or two.

“Okay, now kneel on the sofa and lean over the
back.”

This picture would not be at all G rated. She raised
her butt and spread her legs apart and even slid her arm back
between her legs to spread the lips of her sex with her fingers.
Obviously, she'd been looking at too much online porn. I would
never take a picture like that of myself. But she had always
measured herself against the girls she saw online.

“Should I stick my fingers in my pussy?”

The question startled me and made me kind of shake my
head. But like I said I understood where the influence was coming
from. As a part of me was feeling a little impatient with her
narcissistic ways.

“If you want.”

She withdrew her hand, and then returned it, with her
fingers moist, probably from her mouth. And sure enough, she slid
her fingers into her pussy, one, two that even a third.

“This is going to be kind of pornographic,” I felt
the need to warn her.

“I want him to get a big hard-on,” she said.

“Okaaaayy.”

I took a bunch more pictures, starting to feel like a
porn photographer now.

“Don't forget, I want him to see my tits,” she
said.

“All right, stand up.”

I had her come over to the stairs. It was a wide,
polished wooden staircase.

“Oh, I think you should put your shoes on,” I
said.

She didn't argue. Her shoes were not like my shoes,
of course. I tended to wear tennis shoes around most of the time.
Chelsea always wore high heels. The shoes she had worn over were
not stilettos, but they were sexy and black with four-inch
heels.

I had her sit on the stairs and spread her legs wide,
then lean way back so that I couldn't see anything of her face, but
the underside of her chin. It was an extremely graphic picture, but
that didn't seem to bother her in the slightest. In fact, even as I
took pictures she reached around with one hand we do that little
spreading of the pussy lips thing again.

Was anything too much for her?

Then again she'd always been a camera whore. She was
very photographic and knew it

“Maybe I should take a video of this,” I said
sarcastically.

“Yeah! Do it!”

She eased her fingers into her pussy as I watched,
and then as I flipped it over to video she began to slide them in
and out. Her other arm came around, her fingers searching out her
clitoris and rubbing quick and fast.

I held the camera on her and felt a kind of a jolt of
confusion and astonishment. I mean, we had no need to hide much
from each other. We were close and had known each other a long
time. We had even practiced kissing on each other, but we had never
messed around or anything. We certainly hadn’t masturbated for each
other or in each other's presence!

Did she really want to send this to some guy?

I almost stopped for her own good, but was feeling a
little fascinated as I watched. I'd never seen anyone masturbate
before in person, it was clear that she wasn't just faking it. I
could see a kind of flush spreading down her neck and onto her
chest. Her hips began to grind in what looked like an instinctive
motion and I could hear her breathing, though it was soft, getting
faster and harsher.

I started to feel a kind of a buzz, myself. It was a
very, very sexual image, and very erotic given how beautiful her
body was. It was also strangely anonymous, for she was effectively
headless. It was just a beautiful naked female body pleasuring
itself. And I found a heat rising within me as I watched.

My own nipples were prickling inside my shirt, and I
felt a kind of moist heaviness down low as I held the camera
steady.

Her fingers were sliding in and out, twisting and
turning as she pumped. She drew back her other hand quickly,
sliding her fingers into her mouth again, then bringing them back
down, rubbing again at her swollen clitoris.

Her leg muscles began to work, now, raising her butt
up more, grinding her fingers as she got more excited.

She had a great body, a very womanly body. It was
hard to recognize it as belonging to the teenage girl I had known
for so long. It was extremely sensual and I felt my own breathing
becoming more shallow as my chest tightened.

She brought one of her hands up from between her
legs, squeezing and kneading her breast before dropping it down low
again.

She tilted her head up and forward, suddenly, which
pretty much screwed the idea of this being anonymously sent
anywhere. I could see the glassy look in her eyes, and how flushed
her face was as she gulped in air. She was looking right at the
camera, right at me as she masturbated.

I felt weird, strangely aroused, though I rarely got
aroused by girls, but also annoyed. She'd fucked up the video. Now
she wasn't anonymous anymore. Now it was Chelsea. I wanted her to
be anonymous.

“You fucked up the video, you know,” I said. “Now
your face is in it.”

Her motions slowed and her face looked confused as if
she'd just remembered what she was supposed to be doing.

“And I should get you something you can use as a
dildo,” I said. “Maybe a cucumber.”

She bit her lip unhappily, knowing she had irritated
me. “I'm sorry,” she said in her sad little girl voice.

That voice pissed me off. It was the one she used
with men.

“Maybe I should tie you up so you can't move,” I
said. “I could put a blindfold on you then too.”

“Okay,” she said a little breathlessly.

I looked at her uncertainly. I hadn't really meant
it. But now I had a lot of different thoughts and conflicting
emotions. I was sure I could take some really erotic, sexy pictures
of her tied up. But there was also a temptation there, to see how
far I could push her. And that temptation came partly out of
annoyance at her, and partly out of that strange, heady sense of
sensual excitement I was feeling

I had her wait there and went upstairs, it came back
with several scarves. I had had an aunt who gave one to me for
birthdays and Christmas presents for years, though I never wore
them.

Now I tied scarves around her wrists and had her
spread them apart and grip the railings on the banisters on either
side before tying the scarfs to the thin wooden rails. I did the
same to her ankles and then tied a scarf around her eyes.

God, this looked sexy! Especially since she looked
more anonymous again. But I could make her more anonymous still. I
placed another scarf over her mouth, and tied it behind her. By now
I was starting to get really turned on. I took some pictures of her
like that, and the flush never left her face and chest. Her pussy
glistened wetly.

I put the camera down and walked upstairs quickly,
then went to my bedroom, and then into the closet. I pulled aside a
couple of boxes and opened the box at the bottom then pulled out
another smaller box and unlocked it. I returned, hurrying down the
stairs until I was below her. She was still of course posed as I
posed her, though her chest was rising and falling fairly
quickly.

I turned on the vibrator and pushed the rounded head
against the mouth of her sex. This was her opportunity to say
something. But all she did was arch her back more and shudder.

I picked up the camera and started taking video again
as I slowly worked the thick vibrator in deeper and deeper. I was
feeling more and more excited as I did, and had to fight myself to
restrain my impulses. I watched her body for signals, as she slowly
writhed in place and her breathing grew more ragged.

She was very wet, and though the vibrator was thick
and stretched her out so that I could feel how tight she was I had
no difficulty pushing it in deeper. As her movements became more
excited I felt a strange sense of need that had everything to do
with sex And yet also a strange desire to make her do what I
wanted.

I was feeling a growing sense of excitement just at
feeling as if I had power over her, over this gorgeous naked female
body trembling and writhing before me all tied up and helpless. I
pulled it out completely, examining it as she moaned softly.

“You made this vibrator all wet, you blonde slut,” I
said.

She moaned again, only louder.

I felt a strange sense of power just from saying the
words. I mean it wasn't like I hadn’t called her that before,
though only jokingly, or sometimes when I was angry and we were
fighting. But saying them here, with her all tied up, naked and
helpless, at my mercy, sent a strange ripple of excitement through
my body.

I leaned forward and pressed just the tip of the
vibrator against the top of her sex, rolling it lightly around and
around, and watched her hips grinding up against it, or trying
to.

“Such a hot and horny little slut,” I said as if in
amazement. “I bet you want me to stick this inside you again.”

I slid the thing slowly up and down the line of her
sex, then slowly pushed the head just to the mouth of her pussy
before pulling it away again.

She cursed through the gag and I laughed down at
her.

“What's the matter, little blonde girl?” I cooed.

I left the dildo sliding slowly up and down along her
inner thighs, watching them tremble, then ran it up along the edge
of her pussy and over her belly until it was pressing into her left
nipple. I rubbed the head around and around her nipple, and
back-and-forth across it.

“Such a dirty little blonde girl,” I taunted her.
“Always wanting big hard things in her pussy.”

I pressed the head against the mouth of her pussy and
pushed the vibrator slowly down into her quivering body. I watched
her hips jerking more and more, the muscles moving beneath her skin
as her body reacted and tried to push itself up harder against the
vibrator.

This was getting me very excited, even if I didn't
quite understand why it was influencing my behavior. I could feel
it filling my head with dark, deliciously exciting ideas and
thoughts.

I pumped the thing slowly in and out, at a speed I
knew she would find extremely frustrating. I certainly would if it
was me. Then I gripped the scarf over her mouth, and tugged it down
and out.

“Are you a bad little slut?” I asked teasingly.

“Keendraaaa!” She moaned.

“You didn't answer my question.”

I reached up and gripped her right nipple between my
fingers and then plucked it sharply. We had done nipple twists
before, of course, in a teasing way. But not when we were topless,
Or when our breasts were bare. In fact, I never touched her bare
breasts before. Now I pinched her nipple sharply and she cried out,
her back arching.

“Ow! Oh! Kendra!” she cried.

“Tell me you're sorry for being a silly little blonde
slut,” I said.

“Nooooo!”

I drew the vibrator back and set it down on the
stair, then left her there as I went down the hall and into the
kitchen. I returned with some duct tape, then ignored her whining
as I carefully taped the camera to the rail so that it was aiming
down at her at just the right angle to get her entire torso and
head in the frame and turned it on. Then I gripped both her nipples
and pinched them sharply, pulling upwards so that she squealed once
again, her back arching up.

“Oh! Ow! Kendra! Don't! That hurts!” she gasped.

“Why would I care about that? It doesn't hurt me.” I
taunted her.

I eased the pressure, and rolled her stiff nipples
between my thumbs and forefingers, feeling my own inner heat rising
rapidly. I had a thought then and then looked down at myself. I had
a very thin belt around my waist. It was not much more than a
quarter inch wide and very light. I unbuckled the little buckle
slid the belt off and doubled it up in my hand, suddenly feeling an
incredibly dark sense of heat and anticipation.

“Admit that you're a bad little blonde slut,” I
said.

“Eat me,” she responded.

I didn't think it was really an invitation.

“Bad little sluts get punished,” I said. “Don't you
think you're a bad little slut who should be punished?”

I swung the belt down lightly across her left breast
just below the nipple. She gasped softly but didn’t respond
otherwise. I swung it several more times almost as lightly and saw
her arms pulling against the scarves.

“You're the slut,” she said. “You fuck hundreds of
guys! You're like a prostitute who doesn't charge any money because
no one is willing to pay you.”

She laughed and I swung the belt down harder, right
over her nipple. That made her yelp and moan.

“You need to show more respect for your betters,
slut.”

I swung the little belt down harder and faster and
she cried out, twisting and squirming against the scarves.

“Okay! Okay! I'm a bad little blonde slut!”

I picked up the vibrator and rubbed it slowly up and
down along the line of sex then pushed it slowly into her, again
feeling the resistance as I sank it even deeper into her body than
I had before.

“You like that, slut?”

“Yeeeeees!” she moaned.

“What a nasty little blonde whore!” I exclaimed as if
astonished.

I shoved it forward all the way, which in the case of
this meant all the way to near the base, for there was a little
branch angling up and forward that was meant to press against the
clitoris. I jammed it home and her hips began to jerk more and more
violently up at me as her head dropped back and her back
arched.

“You like that, slut?! You like having a big cock
inside you, whore!? Come on, slut, come on my big cock! Let's see
you have an orgasm while I'm fucking you with my big cock!”

From the way she was behaving and the sounds coming
out of her, that was exactly what she was doing. Her head pulled
back and rolled from side to side and her breasts strained up
towards the ceiling as her hips trembled violently, jerking against
the vibrator as I ground the clit tickler against her sensitive
little button.
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Either she was a very good actress or that was a heck
of an orgasm. Her body writhed and twisted and strained against the
scarves as her mouth gave out a long, uneven gurgling, and sobbing
of breath. Then she began to grunt and gasp helplessly, her body
practically in convulsions.

I stared in amazement, feeling heat wash over me at
the erotic view I was seeing. Watching this gorgeous naked body in
the grip of a powerful orgasm couldn't help but arouse anyone
watching, including me. It also made me jealous. I wished it was me
there having that amazing climax.

I swung the belt down again, this time against her
right breast, swinging so rapidly it was practically a blur as I
rained sharp little blows across her breast, then moved to the
other. They weren't doing much other than making like slapping
noises, and slowly turning her skin pink, but it was making
something burn inside me.

“Nasty little blonde,” I taunted as I swung.

Something inside me felt the need to say that to
justify what I was doing. In the meantime I was still jamming the
little branch against her click, holding it there as her hips
jerked ground violently up.

This was certainly a very long orgasm. I mean, I
hadn’t studied them or anything, but I knew that mine lasted longer
than guys' did. Hers seemed to be a lot longer than mine. Which
made me jealous again. Bitch!

She kind of seemed to go limp so I eased the vibrator
back and out, but was reluctant to simply stop. This was so
deliciously exciting!

“I hope you’re grateful for my giving you such a nice
orgasm, slut?”

She didn't answer, but just kind of lay back, her
chest heaving.

I swung the belt down right against her pussy. Not
very hard, of course, but it got a reaction in that her hips seemed
to spasm and she gasped aloud.

“Thank me for making you come, slut.”

“T-Thank you for making me come,” she said in a
shaky, breathless voice. “Now untie me, you dyke.”

“You calling me names, bitch?” I demanded.

I swung the belt down across her breasts fast and
hard and she squealed and twisted against the scarves, moaning and
yelping at the pain.

“Bitch! Whore! Dyke!” she cried.

“Look who's talking, you blonde slut.”

I retargeted the little belt at her pussy sweeping it
in fast and hard and her squeals came even louder. And she started
begging me to stop.

“Oh! Ow! Ow! Oh! I give! I give!” she cried.

“Are you going to apologize for saying such nasty
things?” I demanded.

“Yes! I'm sorry for calling you a dyke! You're just a
dirty little lesbian!” she cried, then laughed.

I swung the belt again, harder and faster this time.
Though to be honest, it was thin and lightweight I couldn't really
cause her any damage. She reacted anyway, crying out and hips
jerking, her body twisting and straining against the scarves as she
begged me to stop again.

“Are you sorry for being rude, bitch?”

“Yes! Yes!”

“Are you ready to confess to being a filthy little
blonde slut?”

“Y-Yes,” she moaned.

“Confess!”

“I-I'm … I'm a … a dirty little blonde slut!” she
moaned.

Picked up the vibrator again began to slide the tip
up and down along the line of her sex.

“You love to suck cock, but you?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Confess that you love to suck cock, whore!”

I swung the belt down against her pussy again.

“Oh! Ah! Please! Okay! I love to suck cock!” she
cried.

“Apologize for being a cock sucking, blonde slut,” I
demanded.

“I'm sorry for being a cock sucking blonde slut!” she
said, her voice sounding oddly excited.

“I bet you wish there was a guy here right now so you
could suck his cock,” I said in a sneering voice as I sank the
vibrator deeper into her to her warm, depths.

“Yeeeeeeees!” she moaned.

“I bet you wish there was a guy with a big cock here
now so he could fuck you. Don't you, slut?”

“Yeeeeees!” she moaned.

“Slut! Maybe I'll make some phone calls and invite
some guys over to see you all tied up like this. I bet they'd all
love to see you like this and touch you all over and fuck you.”

I shoved the thick vibrator all the way in to the
little branch and ground that against her clitoris and she began to
jerk and roll her hips like a wanton whore. I started slapping at
her breasts with little bells again, too, but it didn't seem to
deter her.

“How many guys should I invite over? Five? Ten? How
many guys do you want to gang-bang you, you blonde slut?!”

It looked like she was coming again, from the way her
body was moving and the strange, animal sounds issuing from her
open mouth. That excited me again, but also made me jealous again.
I put down the belt and opened my pants, shoving my fingers down
into my thong and rubbing my clitoris as I watched her coming so
violently.

The thought crossed my mind that I should untie her,
then have her tie me in the same position and have her do the same
me. But something about that wasn't very appealing. Or at least it
wasn't exactly what I wanted. I didn't really want her to do what I
was doing to her. Especially not using the belt.

I wanted to keep her under my control. I wanted to
make her lose control and come. But I was also building up a
tremendous amount of sexual pressure inside. My body was seemingly
thrumming with sexual tension, like a plucked guitar chord. And I
didn't really want to achieve release by masturbating.

I slid the vibrator back out of her as she went limp
again, then pulled my pants and thong down and off. This would be
the shocking part. This would be the daring part. This would be
something that would expose me in all senses of the word.

I climbed up the stairs until my feet were on the
stair below the one she was sitting on. Then I reached down
gathered all that blonde hair up into a loose, tangled braid in my
fist. I pulled it up, lifting her head up and forward, ignoring her
gasp of pain as I drew her face up against my pussy.

Then I reached down and pulled the scarf off her
eyes. I saw them widen as she saw what was in front of her. But
they were strangely glassy as if she was drunk or something. I
pulled her mouth forward rubbed up and down against my pussy.

“Lick me, slut!”

She seemed to shudder, her eyes widening, then she
began to lick. I reached down and eased the lips of my sex open,
and her tongue quickly zoomed in on my clitoris. I was pretty sure
she had no more experience in performing oral sex on a girl than I
had, I probably had even less experience getting it.

I was also pretty sure that what little experience I
had wasn't with guys who really knew what they were doing. Still, I
could direct her by simply responding to what felt good and what
didn't.

“Dirty little blonde slut,” I growled. “You better do
a good job or I’ll whip your big tits. Lick harder, slut. That's
it. Make me happy or else I'll beat the crap of you! Cheap blonde
whore!”

The feel of her tongue against me was deliciously
exciting both in terms of how it felt, and how it looked. I also
found that it turned me on whenever I tugged or twisted my fingers
in her hair and she winced. I was fascinated by this, though I
didn't really put much thought into it.

I reached down and picked up the belt then slid the
tongue through the buckle and dropped the loop over her head down
around her neck. Then I yanked it tight around her throat. I'm not
sure what I was thinking, other than maybe that it would help in
controlling her. And that that would be hot. Maybe that she was a
bitch who needed a collar like a dog. I'm not sure.

The look on her face, the wild combination of heat
and anxiety sent a scalding and heady rush of something dark and
wicked and thrilling through my mind and body.

The interesting thing was she made no effort to
protest at all. She just licked harder. When I reached down and
gathered up a fistful of hair, yanking sharply, she let out a cry
of pain but again made no protest, simply licking hard and fast at
my clit.

I didn't begin to understand this any more than I did
why I was doing this and why it was turning me on so very much. But
her face was flushed and her eyes were dazed and I felt the power,
the incredibly exciting thrill of power over her.

The sexual pressure rose higher and higher that began
to grind myself against her even as my bones seemed to melt in the
heat. Then the orgasm hit and I fought to keep from crying out
loud, my hips bucking convulsively against her mouth as she
continued to lick hard and fast.

I dropped the belt grabbed her hair and head in both
hands, in part to steady myself as my entire body seem to shake
violently. I felt this intense flair of heat and pleasure which
grew and grew to the point I almost screamed out loud. I was
jamming myself hard and fast against her mouth, against her face,
as the pleasure became this incredible, all-consuming sense of
ecstasy.

I was lucky I didn't fall down the stairs on my head.
If I wasn't clutching her hair and head so tightly I probably would
have. The world seemed to spin around me. My mind went almost
blank, as if I was swooning from the delirious rush of pleasure
which seemed to have no end to it.

It was the most incredible orgasm I had ever had to
that point, and it wasn't that she was all that good at oral sex,
believe me. It was just that I was so incredibly excited and
aroused.

When the orgasm faded I loosened my grip on her and
grabbed the railing to steady myself. I eased back down the stairs
until I was standing on the four, still twitching and feeling kind
of dazed. Chelsea just lay her head back, chest heaving as she
moaned low in her throat.

I glanced at the camera thinking of what an amazing
video I must've taken. That included me, but probably only below
the waist. If I edited out my voice and the few times she had used
my name, it would just be a really hot porn video of Chelsea.

And maybe I could take still more video and pictures.
I untaped the camera, Then carried it upstairs to my bedroom where
my computer was. I sat down at my desk and plugged it in and
downloaded the video. I heard Chelsea calling me from the stairs,
then. It sounded like she wanted me to untie her.

I brought the camera back downstairs and snapped
several pictures of her as she stared up at me. These ones had her
face in, of course.

“Nasty blonde slut,” I taunted.

“Dyke! Lesbian!” She stuck her tongue out at me.

“Bitch! Whore!” I teased, snapping more pictures.

“You're just hot for my sexy body!”

“Big titted blonde cow. Are you ready to be gang
banged now?”

“I bet you'd love to be gang banged,” she
retorted.

I picked up the vibrator and she gulped, staring at
it as I pressed it against her and turned it on.

“I didn't say you could use that on me!” she
exclaimed.

“Didn't say I couldn't!”

She moaned as I sank the thick sex toy deeper into
her wet, overheated pussy.

“You sure seem to like it a lot, slut.”

“I don't! I hate it!” she moaned. “Take it out!”

“Say please. Say pretty please.”

“Fuck you, lezbo!”

I shoved it in until the branch ground against her
clitoris and she let out a long, helpless shudder as the air hissed
out of her open mouth.

“Oh! Fuck! Don't! Unnnngh! Bitch!”

I laughed at her as her body began to rise again,
taunting her and calling her a slut.

“Take it ooooout!” she moaned.

“Okay.”

I pulled it out and she gasped and stared up at me in
confusion.

I untied her ankles, then began to untied the scarves
from her wrists.

“Bitch! Slut! Dyke! Lezbo!” she said.

“I don't need to tie you up to beat you up, bitch,” I
said.

Which was of course the truth. She was soft and girly
and had no clue how to fight. I was much more athletic and had been
into sports for a while, I was also much more familiar with
standing up for myself than she had ever been.

The belt was still around her neck so when her hands
were untied I grabbed the belt and pulled. She gasped and grabbed
at the belt but also had to sit up and come forward, then come to
her feet and stumbled down the stairs to the first floor where I
was standing.

I took the belt off and she scowled at me
resentfully. Then I picked up the camera and trained it on her.

“Put your hands behind your neck and arch your back
so the camera gets a great view of your tits,” I said.

“Why should I?”

“Because we're taking pictures of how hot and sexy
you are, slut.”

She looked as if she had just remembered that then as
she brought her hands up behind her neck.

“Stick your tits out, you blonde slut.”

“I’m not a slut, you dyke.”

She arched her back, though, and I took several
pictures, moving him around for different angles. I moved behind
her as well, and I must say that her butt looks very nice in those
high heels.

“Bend over and grab your ankles,” I ordered.

“Ewww, no way! That's gross,” she complained.

“Do as I order, slut, or I'll whip your ass.”

“Bossypants dyke,” she said.

She bent over, though, and grabbed her ankles.

“Spread your legs wider, slut.”

She did, and stuck her tongue out at me.

I found the camera and grabbed the vibrator. She
straightened up and turned her head to me.

“What are you going to do with that?”

“Whatever I want to, you blonde slut.”

I grabbed her hair and she yelped as her scalp ached.
I pulled her into the living room, then threw her onto one of the
big, fat armchairs.

Spread your legs, and drape them across the arms of
the chair.

“I don't have to do something just because you tell
me to,” she said in a sulky voice.

She had been wearing a belt, too, but it was a lot
heavier and thicker than the one I had had on. I bent and grabbed
her pants, and slid the belt out of the loops and doubled it in my
hand.

“You wouldn't dare,” she said sturdily.

“Oh no?”

She sniffed and did as I had ordered.

“Put your hands behind the back rest.”

I took more pictures of her like that then picked up
the vibrator.

She gazed at it nervously but didn't move as I
pressed it against her and then slid it up inside her body.

I saw her eyes close briefly as I stood back and
picked up the camera again. The vibrator was buzzing inside her and
the little branch was pressed up against her clit, though not hard.
I snapped a number of pictures as she began to shift and
twitch.

“Reach down and take the vibrator and slide it out a
few inches.”

“She looked hesitant and even anxious, but reached
down and grabbed the base of the vibrator, easing back a few
inches. When she looked up at me her face looked strangely stricken
as I snapped pictures.

“Now push it back in again until the little branch
thing is pressed right against your clit.”

She pushed it back in and shuddered as the branch
made contact. She grounded against herself and drew it back again
to pump it in and out. Her movements became faster and faster as
the heat swept through her and she reached down to fondle her
breasts as her feet began to jerk up and down in midair.

I switched the camera over to the video function and
felt myself starting to respond to her own heat. She thrust the
thing in and out faster and harder, and soft, breathless cries
issued from her open mouth.

“What a slut!” I exclaimed. “Look at this blonde
nympho masturbating right in front of me! You must really like
having big cocks inside you, Chelsea!”

She was lost in her own heat, and I was soon watching
yet another orgasm turn her into a quivering, trembling, shaking
mass of overheated blonde flesh.

I found myself wishing I had a cock. I don't mean the
vibrator. I mean a real cock so that I could bend her over and just
do her like the slut she was. I started actually thinking about
what guy I could invite, whether or not they would be willing to
let me take a video of them doing her hard and rough.

That was the way I wanted to see her done, except I
really wanted to do it myself. I just lacked the equipment.

“Whore! Nympho! You're just a bitch in heat! Just
wait until I put this video on the internet!”

After her orgasm faded I pulled the vibrator free,
then while she was still kind of dazed, I dropped the belt over her
head and tighten the loop around her neck. She grabbed at it and I
pulled her forward and off the chair. She stumbled onto her knees
and an instinct of mine jerked on the belt to pull her forward onto
all fours.

“Let's go upstairs, bitch. I'm going to teach you how
to please your Mistress,” I said.

She moaned but didn't fight as I pulled her along,
making her crawl, tugging sharply on the belt anytime she tried to
rise so she got the message and simply crawled along the end of it
as if it was a leash. I led her up the stairs and down the hall
into my bedroom.

I had her get onto the bed and spread her arms and
legs apart and tied them to the corner posts before stripping
completely. I straddled her head and sank my pussy down onto her
mouth again, then pulled on her hair as I ordered her to please her
Mistress.

She licked excitedly, her eyes filled with heat as
she tongued my clitoris. When I told her to lick harder she licked
harder. When I told her to sweep her tongue from side to side she
did that. When I told her to press her lips against it and suck she
sucked. She was hungry and obedient and I thought they were tightly
related.

Just as it was exciting me to order her around, it
seemed to be exciting her to be ordered around. I didn't quite
understand that at the time. But I was more than willing to work
with it and have her lick me to orgasms.

I shoved the vibrator back into her, pushing it in
firmly, and then found some cord to tie around the base. I wound
the cord under her legs and up around behind her then over her hips
and down the front again to fasten the vibrator firmly in place
before turning it on.

Then I gagged her and sat down at my desk to download
more stuff from the camera before setting it up to watch her again.
I sat back down and started to examine my pictures and videos as
she moaned and pulled against the straps behind me.

“Don't worry, slut, I'm sure you can't come again
since you already came three times,” I said over my shoulder.

I was wrong. Even as I edited videos to remove any
sight of myself or any sound of my voice, her own voice was rising
behind me as her moans turned to cries of heat and passion and
pleasure.

I pretty much ignored her, except to glance around
from time to time. I was surprised she had another orgasm so
quickly, but then even more surprised when she had a second. Then a
third! God, what a slut!

To be honest, I was starting to think I needed to try
out that vibrator more. I had bought it, tried it once, found it so
overpowering that it was uncomfortable, and simply packed it away
again. Maybe I'd given up too soon. I knew that Chelsea had never
had a vibrator. She would've told me. She didn't have any sex toys
because she had several younger brothers and sisters who were not
exactly respectful towards her privacy.

Well, she was becoming familiar with it now!

I wondered how many orgasms she could have. I mean,
was there a limit or something? She had three already downstairs.
Now she had three... No, four more. What a blonde sex maniac!

That gave me an idea. I had several websites which I
had worked on creating, but never published. I went to one and
change the title to the blonde sex maniac. Then I subtitled it with
her full name and even her phone number and address before
uploading a couple of videos from the stairs and the one from the
chair in the living room, then a bunch of pictures. I designed it
like a porn site, and yes I've seen porn sites. With the most
insulting language possible.

Chelsea is a filthy slut who just graduated from
Carmel high school last year, I wrote. She loves to suck
cock and loves having sex with multiple men at the same time. We
once had a bet she lost where she agreed to have sex with any guy
that asked her and then had sex with twenty-nine guys in just three
days.

She also strips at the Fairfax men's club on
weekends. She used to strip at the Raging Boner, but got fired for
having sex with the clients for an extra five dollars. She now
charges two dollars for sex and fifty cents for a blowjob. Call her
anytime or drop by her house and she'll come out onto the lawn and
do you.

As you can see from this video above, she also loves
to lick pussy. She's a bondage slut who enjoys being tied up and
whipped. She's also an exhibitionist, as you can see from this
video where she masturbates for us.

Chelsea had another climax while I was writing this
in and I shook my head in disbelief. I did not, of course publish
the website. But I made it look as if it was a real website, the
introductory page for a porn site devoted to Chelsea.

Partly I amusing myself, and partly I was intending
to show it to her as a joke, but there was also a strange sense of
power in knowing that all I had to do was actually put this up on
the Internet and I could destroy her. No way I would, of course. I
had no intention of doing anything which would cause her any harm.
It was just that the sense of power is doing something weird to my
head.
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She started screaming during her next orgasm, which
thankfully I got on camera. She was thrashing around so violently I
worried that she might hurt herself. Her back arched again and
again and her head rolled back almost beneath her as her hips
bucked frenziedly. But the orgasm ended and she sank back quickly,
chest heaving, moaning and gulping in air around the gag.

“Slut,” I said in amusement.

I grabbed the camera and downloaded the latest video
and put it back in place then went downstairs to get a drink. While
I was there the phone rang and I picked it up. It was a guy named
Sterling that I played soccer with. He was the captain of a unisex
soccer team, which meant it was required to have a certain number
of women. I was only nineteen but it seemed I qualified.

I wasn't scheduled to play the coming weekend but one
of the other women had called and said she could make it so I
agreed to replace her. While we were talking I heard Chelsea's
voice rising from above and couldn't help wondering if she was
faking all this. Surely nobody could come this often and this
powerfully in such a short period of time.

I went back upstairs and found her twitching and
writhing on the bed, chest heaving. It looked like she was
perspiring, too.

Had she lost her mind or something?! Or maybe she
really was an exhibitionist and was just doing this for my
benefit.

I untied the vibrator and slid it out. Boy, she was
sopping wet! Her clit looked swollen and puffy, and the instant I
touched it her hips bucked up against me.

I laughed, then dropped onto my elbows. I hadn't
licked a girl before but this seemed like a good time to
experiment. I started licking lightly, and she responded like her
nerve endings had been made hypersensitive due to the vibrator.

I started licking and she started coming. Again and
again and again! In fact, she was twisting and writhing and
thrashing around on the bed so much I could only watch in
amazement. If it wasn't for how she was sweating and flushed I
would've been sure she was faking.

She was very out of breath, and begin gulping air in
ragged breaths, her body trembling. I toyed with her, using my
fingers and thumbs, then bent and started sucking rhythmically on
her clit. She started squealing and writhing again fairly quickly
and I could just make out she was begging me to stop. Which seems
odd given she was obviously having incredible orgasms.

I leaned forward over her and removed the gag so she
could breathe more easily, and squeezed her breast as I looked down
at her.

“You certainly are coming a lot, you blonde
whore.”

“N-No more! No more!” she gasped breathlessly.

“No more orgasms? Why would you ask for no more
orgasms? That sounds pretty weird.”

I picked up the vibrator again and pushed it into her
slowly then turned it on and started to pump it in and out.

“Ah! Oh! Oh, please! Oh, God! Ungh! Ungh! Huhh!
Please!” she half sobbed, her body writhing and twisting.

“You forgot to say Mistress,” I said in
amusement.

I shoved it all the way in, grinding the branch
against her clitoris and she screamed, her back arching wildly, her
body twisting and shaking as I laughed down at her and ground the
little branch against her clitoris.

“You certainly do seem to like this vibrator,
Chelsea. Slut!”

I used it on her and she bucked and shook and twisted
and cried out again and again, until she seemed to go limp except
for her heaving chest. Then I drew it slowly out again.

I wonder how many times I can make you come.”

I slid a finger into her, then a second, then
another, twisting and turning and pumping them slowly in and out as
she continued to tremble and gasped for breath.

“No... n-no more!” she moaned.

“Beg me, slut. Beg your mistress,” I teased.

I pressed the bulbous head of the vibrator down
against her clitoris as I pumped my fingers and about, rubbing
rapidly from side to side and her voice turned to shuddering,
gurgling gasps and then cries as her hips began to shake wildly
once again.

“Oh! Oh! Oh! Ohmygod! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Aagh!” she
cried.

I laughed in excited amusement as I drove her over
the edge again and watched her melt down and dissolve into
convulsions.

That got me hot again so after she was finished I
straddled her head and sank my pussy down onto her mouth. It took
some twisting and pulling at her hair but she started to lick and
it didn't take long after that for me to climax again.

She was looking awfully bedraggled I now, and begging
me to untie her, so I figured I'd better. As soon as I did she kind
of rolled onto her side, and cupped her pussy. I got up and went
over to the desk, taking the camera and then downloading yet
another video to edit.

Some of them were awfully good. I mean they were sure
more realistic sexy and hot than most of what I found on the
Internet. I couldn't help wondering if they might actually be worth
money. I mean not that I would betray her, exactly. I wasn't really
thinking about loading the website or anything. Seriously.

I was thinking, however, that there had to be a way
we can make some money out of things without destroying her
reputation with people that we knew. Unfortunately, while I have
okay computer skills I'm not exactly a techno-nerd. We would need a
way to ensure that nobody around here saw these videos, and that
they weren't downloaded and then reposted by somebody somewhere
else.

So I started thinking about who I might know who was
a techno nerd and wouldn't object to helping to create some kind of
porn site. And of course, the name that immediately came to mind
was Sage. Sage had been a wickedly smart girl in high school
seniors class, but not exactly part of the in-crowd, if you know
what I mean.

She was short and slim, had large framed glasses, and
short, mousy hair she kept mostly tied back. But she was
everybody's choice for help when it came to computers. I wasn't
entirely sure how she felt about porn, but from what I gathered,
the hints I had heard from her and other people, she was a very
practical girl and not at all shy about sexual things.

“That was insane,” I heard from behind me. “I thought
I'd lose my mind.”

I turned and looked behind me to see her sitting up
in bed.

“You certainly do have a lot of orgasms,” I said.

She flushed. “I don't usually,” she said. “It must be
that vibrator thing.”

“Must be,” I said. “Mind you, you reacted a lot to
just my tongue.”

She flushed even more. “I didn't know you knew how to
do oral sex on girls,” she said.

“Well, I can't say I really did. Pretty much
everything I got came from watching porn videos or the couple times
guys have done me.”

“Well, it sure as fuck was effective,” she
groaned.

“Maybe because you're such a nymphomaniac,” I
said.

“Well, I haven't been in nymphomaniac with anyone
else,” she said, unfurling herself and climbing out of bed.

She was rubbing her abdomen and groaning. “I came so
much it hurt,” she complained. “What are you doing there?”

“Setting up your website, a special website for
slutty blondes.”

“Oh my God!” she said as she saw the image of herself
on the monitor.

“I'm gonna make a lot of money off these videos,” I
said.

“Don't you dare! Delete those!”

“Nu-uh! These are real hot and sexy videos.”

“God! Imagine if anyone I knew saw these!?”

“Oh I've already sent videos to all your friends and
your family,” said.

“Yeah right,” she said.

“Now you have no choice but to be my sex slave.”

“What would you want with a girl sex slave? I thought
you didn't even like girls that way?”

“Me too. I'm not sure, but I think I like being able
to drive you out of your mind and make you scream and do whatever I
want.”

“You mean you're some kind of sadist,” she said
cynically.

“And you're some kind of masochist,” I said.

“I am not!”

“You disagree with your Mistress you might get a
spanking or something,” I said.

She sniffed derisively, but looked a little
uncertain.

“You're my sex slave now so that means I can pimp you
out,” I said. “I'll make you work as a stripper and a prostitute
and give me all the money.”

“Yeah, I don't think so,” she said.

“I think you'll be really popular as a stripper,” I
said, poking my finger into her right breast.

“Why don't you work as a stripper? I bet you'd be
awfully popular too.”

“Because I don't have to. That's why I have a sex
slave.”

Of course, I was kidding… Mostly. But I was watching
her reactions, too. And she was dismissing what I was saying with
her words but looked a little odd, a little excited, which was
strange given how many times she had already come.

“Of course as your mistress, I will make all the
decisions in your life. I will decide where you work, what you
wear, and who you have sex with. Also, what you eat and drink,
assuming I let you have anything to drink, how you wear your hair,
and everything else. What I need to do is get a cage and put you in
it.”

“You call me a slut,” she said. “You seem like a
pretty kinky pervert.”

“Are you looking to be whipped, slave girl? I
demanded sternly.

“You don't have a whip,” she said.

“I could buy one. Or I could make you go buy one for
me.”

“No, you couldn't.”

“Oh, I so could!” I said, giving her the look.

She dropped her eyes, well aware I could get her to
do almost anything. I had always been able to talk to her, or
simply bully her into doing what I wanted. She was a pretty
weak-willed girl. Which is why she felt she needed a boy to take
care of her all the time. But she kept driving them off because she
was so needy.

Not to mention she wasn't slutty enough, to be
honest. Though that wasn't from any moral perspective or reason. I
think she was just afraid of surrendering herself to a guy. And
maybe well aware that she couldn’t trust them.

“I wish there was a way we could make money off of
the stuff without risking anybody around here seeing them,” I
said.

“What makes you think you could make money off of
these? There's lots and lots and lots of porn videos on the
Internet. I doubt many people are making a lot of money.”

“Yes, but you have a certain enthusiasm which I think
people would pay for. Plus you're pretty hot. And people do pay for
porn. A lot!

“Yeah, well I'm not risking my friends seeing these.
I'd never hear the end of it.”

“They'd just be jealous about how sexy you looked,” I
said

That certainly pleased her.

“I've been thinking that I'd like to check with
someone who knows a lot about computers just to see if there
someplace we can sell these where no one around here would see
them.”

Her eyes widened. “You're serious!?”

“Only if there could be a way that no one we know
could see them,” I said. “I mean, wouldn't it be kind of neat
having guys 10,000 miles away staring at those videos and jerking
off and thinking how hot and sexy you are?”

“As long as there were 10,000 miles away…”

“Yeah I'm not sure how that could be done, but maybe
it could.”

She started getting dressed. “Well if you find a way,
let me know. I can certainly use money.”

I nodded. So could I. Being an adult was expensive
and neither of us had found a way to make much money yet.

*

Sage was working for herself as a computer repair
technician. She had set up her own business, with a website and
phone number. That was pretty cool for less than a year out of
school. I didn't know that she was making any money, though.

She seemed surprised that I called, then assumed that
I needed help with my computer.

“Sort of,” I said. “What I was really wondering is if
you knew a way to have a website that nobody around here could see,
but only like people far away.”

“No,” she said. “But you can have some that are not
listed on the major website search engines which means that nobody
who doesn't know the web address is going to come across it except
by a very, very big coincidence. Of course, you wouldn’t get very
many visitors that way.”

“I want visitors,” I said.

“You can have it in a foreign language so that only
foreign search engines found it.”

“Like what kind of foreign language?”

“Like Mandarin for Japanese or Vietnamese or
something like that. You talking about a porn site?”

“What makes you think that!?” I said defensively.

“I wasn't born yesterday. If you're looking to start
a website the people around here can’t access, there’s really only
one reason for it.”

“It's not for me!”

“That big titted Chelsea girl you always hang around
with?”

“I don't hang around her all the time!” I
protested.

This girl was awfully blunt. I guess that went with
being a nerd. Not great social skills

“Okay, she hangs around you. Anyway, I can see her
being popular on a porn site. Though you would be too. In a kind of
girl-next-door way.”

“Sound like you know a lot about porn sites,” I said
sarcastically.

“I know a lot about all kinds of internet sites and
the finances behind them. It can be amazingly profitable if you
manage to get the right kind of customers.”

“What kind of customers?”

“Like something out of the ordinary. I mean there are
lots of blonde girls with big hits out there on the internet having
sex. That's not going to be particularly special.”

“So what's special?”

“It depends. It could be anything from bondage and
submission to weird stuff like crushing bugs with your feet.”

“Wait, what?! Crushing bugs!?”

“Sometimes you make more money from the fetishes than
the regular sex. Even though there's a lot fewer of them that are
like foot freaks, they can't find what they want on regular porn
sites.”

“What about that bondage stuff?”

“Well, if you have really sexy models, and can do
inventive stuff, and the better looking models usually don't want
X-rated stuff, then yeah you can find a loyal audience for that.
Doesn't even take a lot of people. Like a hundred guys willing to
pay twenty bucks a month is $2000 a month. That's pretty good for
just one hundred people. Now imagine you get a thousand
people.”

“Yeah, but how do you do that?”

“Well, if you want to only attract Asians, they
happen to have a thing for Western girls, especially blondes. And
they tend to be kinkier than Western men. But the problem then is
that most of them are in countries that censor their Internet. Even
the free ones like Japan censor X-rated videos and pictures. So you
got like a billion men wanting to see dirty videos and pictures of
cute girls, especially Western girls, and none of their companies
can’t do them.”

“So how would we have a website that would only
attract them?”

“Well, first you need to hire someone who knows all
about how to get that traffic to your website. Then you need to
create content that would be interesting to those people. And you
need someone to write the native language tags so that like Chinese
and Japanese and Korean people find you.”

“I don't see how I could find someone to translate
stuff like that,” I said in disappointment.

“But be silly. That's the easy part. There's
translators for every language on earth on the Internet. All you
have to do is send them some texts and they send it back
translated.”

“Oh, I didn't know that. Wouldn’t they object to
dirty language?”

“Some would, some wouldn't.”

“So how much money do you think we could make?”

“That depends on what kind of content you can
produce. You have a lot of competition. You would have to do it
with a kind of personal touch that the big sites can’t do. Like,
inventing a persona and letting the customers think they were
getting to know her so that she was almost like their online
girlfriend.”

“She's a pretty friendly girl.”

“She's kind of an airhead.”

“Well, a little, sometimes.”

“Why don't we meet?”

“At my house? I think my parents will be home
soon.”

“What if you come over to my place, then. I have my
own apartment.”

“Really? Is your business doing that well?”

“Well enough, certainly better than some crummy
minimum-wage job.”

Since what I had was a crummy minimum-wage job, and
only part-time, I didn't say much to that.

“Bring what content you have, or at least the address
where I can access it, and I'll see if there's stuff that we might
be able to market to Asian customers. Although Europe isn't out of
line, either. There's a lot of censorship going on there, too. They
have very liberal governments they try to suppress stuff they think
is degrading to women.”

“Well… that's good, isn't it?”

“Not if you're going to open up a porn site features
bondage and sex with girls who are tied up.”

“Well, I only have one girl.”

“We might be able to get more.”
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I'm not sure what I was expecting for her apartment.
It turned out to be in the attic over a hardware store. It wasn't a
big hardware store, was in an old Victorian red brick house, and
used the second floor for storage. It had a high, peaked roof,
Which left the attic for Sage's apartment.

It was mostly an open-concept apartment, with the
kitchen at one end, the bedroom at the other, and a small living
room in between. There was also a bathroom and storage closet which
was created in the middle of the space.

I was extremely jealous the minute I walked in. It
was way better than my bedroom, and of course, she was on her own,
and didn't have to account to her parents or anybody else for when
she came and went.

Sage looked about like she always had. She wasn't
exactly a great lover of fashion, and her hair was usually
messy.

“Let's see what you got,” she said.

I handed her the flash drive and she led me over to a
desk set up beside the flatscreen sitting on a stand by the
wall.

She was all business as she stuck it in and begin to
pull up pictures.

“Nice tits,” she said. “Should be very popular in
Asia.”

“She's popular everywhere,” I said.

“She's pretty,” she said. “In a standard Hollywood
sort of way. You're prettier.”

I looked at her in surprise, for she wasn't the kind
to give you will complement. Which meant she was simply giving her
opinion.

She pulled up the first video, one on the stair. I
squirmed a bit as she watched but she didn't seem to be the least
bit bothered by what she was seeing.

“This is pretty good,” she said. “You have a pretty
good eye for the erotic.”

I thought about denying that I had been the camera
person but that seemed pointless. She would see through that in the
second.

“This has been edited,” she said. “I take it that's
to remove you from the video.”

“What makes you think it was me?” I said, feeling my
face redden.

She gave me a look., you know the look that you give
someone who said something really dumb.

“I'm not an idiot, Kendra. Not to mention, you're
wearing the same ring as the arm I see shoving this vibrator into
the blonde's pussy.”

I flushed as I looked down at my hand.

“Besides, who else would it be?”

She pulled up another program, some kind of file
handling program and rapidly skimmed the contents before pulling up
another video. My eyes widened as I realized it was the one I had
deleted, where I was straddling her face on the stairway and she
was licking my pussy. True, you could see me from below the waist,
but Sage would certainly know it was me.

“Hey! I deleted that!”

“Why? Nobody can tell it's you?”

My face reddened further because she clearly knew it
was.

“

If you’re going to get into the porn business,
Kendra, you can't be shy.”

“I hadn’t intended to be in front of the camera on
this site!” I exclaimed, face hot.

“Why not? You're beautiful. And what do you care if
some Chinese guys, or maybe some German or Italian sees you naked
on camera?”

“What's to stop them from saving them and posting
them somewhere else?”

“There are ways, though nothing is absolutely
perfect. But there's a bazillion videos and pictures of naked girls
on the internet. Without your name attached, the odds anyone you
know would come across them is extremely slim.”

She turned back to the videos and skimmed through
several more.

“Is she acting?”

“I don't think so.”

“I was going to say that if she is, she's a better
actress than almost every porn actress I've seen. These are very
realistic looking orgasms.”

She brought up another video, another one I had
deleted, and my face reddened again because I was again straddling
Chelsea's face, this time on the bed.

“See now, your orgasm is a lot more restrained. But
it's still very realistic. I don't think you are acting here were
you?”

I was squirming with embarrassment! I mean I knew
Sage, but not that well! And now she'd just watched me riding
Chelsea's face and coming! Only the weirdly calm and casual way she
was taking it kept me from being completely mortified!

“So do you know any other girls who would appear on
this site?” she asked.

I was just kind of thinking of it as Chelsea's
site.”

“Guys like some variety,” she said. “Also you need to
find a guy with a big cock to appear in these videos. The guys are
very visually oriented and want to see big cocks going into
girls.”

“I don't know,” I said uncertainly, still very
embarrassed.

“Well, dildos can be a substitute sometimes. But I
know they will eventually want to see a real cock inside that girl.
And inside you.”

“No way! I am not going to be in these videos!”

“Why not? It can be fun for you. You like sex,
obviously. Or are you a lesbian?”

“No, I'm not a lesbian!”

She flicked her eyes to the screen and back at me,
giving me a significant look.

“That was just… playing around!”

“Some game,” she said. “Anyway, you can start by
hiding your face, if you're really worried about someone seeing
you. Especially in bondage stuff. You can wear a mask or something.
I like the way you set her up with originally with this blindfold
and gag on her.”

“I don't know…”

“No offense to your friend, but she doesn't have the
personality to carry this. And personality matters, not just looks.
Plus you have to have at least one other person in there doing
stuff to her. And we know you're good at that.”

“Personality really matters?” I said doubtfully.

“You bet it does, especially if you want them to keep
hanging around for months, paying twenty dollars every month. They
need to feel some kind of connection with you.”

She stood up and walked across the room, took
something off the shelf, and came back.

“Here, put this on.”

“What the hell is this?”

“It's a disguise.”

I was hesitant but I pulled the leather hood down
over my head and face until my eyes were looking out through the
eyeholes. She reached up and tugged a little more so that the thing
came down under my jaw and then fastened it around my neck.

“Here, come and look.”

She led me across the room again, then through the
little hall between her bathroom and closet and into her bedroom.
There was a full-length mirror on the wall and she put me in front
of it. I had to admit that no one would be able to tell it was
me.

For some reason, just wearing this thing was making
my chest tighten. Maybe it was because of the suggestion that I
would actually wear it and get involved in porn videos. And I know
that's silly given that I had just made porn videos earlier that
day. But I hadn't really thought of them that way when I was doing
them.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

“What?! Why!? No way!”

“I've already seen you naked, Kendra.”

“So then you don't need to see me again!” I said
defensively, flushing under the hood.

She grinned up at me. “You afraid of me?”

“Don't be ridiculous!”

“Well then take off your clothes so we can see how
you look in some of this other stuff.”

“What other stuff?”

She had a bunch of other stuff, including a couple of
studded leather bracelets and even a collar

“Chelsea is the one who's going to be the bondage
slut on the videos!” I protested.

“Yes, but you're going to be with her. So you should
look the part. Stop being a baby.”

Scowling at her was kind of pointless since she
couldn't see my face, and besides that not only was my chest
tightening, but I could feel my nipples hardening and a warm, sense
of moist heaviness growing down low. It confused me because I
certainly didn't have the hots for Sage.

I reluctantly unbuttoned my shirt shrugged it off
over my shoulders, then undid my belt, unzipped my jeans, and slid
them down and off. I knew I was already blushing, which was silly,
and made me glad I had the hood on. Why should I be embarrassed? I
had a great body. And like she said, she'd already seen me.

“Is this enough?”

She reached behind me and undie my bra and I yelped
and covered myself as she smirked at me. I scowled again, then put
on a show of bravery and slipped the bra off. She'd already see my
boobs on video anyway.

“Here, let's try these on.”

She slipped the leather bands around my wrists and I
had to admit, looking in the mirror, I looked pretty hot and kinky.
Then she put a kind of leather corset around my waist, tightening
more and more as I gasped and felt my breathing getting a little
shakier. The thing pressed up against the underside of my breasts
but hid nothing. It was squeezing so tight it felt like it was
squeezing my internal organs down so that they'd push out of my
body.

“T-That's too tight!” I gasped.

“It's supposed to be tight.”

“Not so tight I can't breathe!”

She came around in front of me again and took my
hands and held them together in a moment before clipping the two
bands together.

“Raise your arms up above your head as if you're
being held prisoner or something.”

I did as she said and I have to admit again I looked
freaking sexy!

“Here, come over here.”

She gripped my arm and led me over to the flat wall
and attached a chain to the leather bands. I felt very strange like
this, almost intimidated by her simply because I was mostly naked
and wearing this bondage stuff.

She pulled the stepstool over and climbed on it as
she lifted my arms up and before I could ask what she was doing,
she had fastened the chain somewhere up on the wall.

“Hey! What are you doing?”

“Seeing if you'll make good videos,” she said.

I felt my mind squirm again as she moved back and
produced a camera. I reminded myself, even as my heart beat faster
and faster, that no one could recognize me under the hood. Besides,
the videos I had made with Chelsea were way more graphic than this.
All I was doing was standing here topless.

She went over to the pile of leather stuff and came
back and push something against my mouth, hard enough for me to
instinctively open my jaws wider as it pushed inside. I would've
complained but I really wasn't able to do so as she pushed some
kind of spongy round object into my mouth. It was attached to a
flat leather pad which she pressed against my mouth and cheeks and
then drew straps around my head and fastened in place.

I tried to complain again, but the gag made it
impossible to make any kind of intelligible noises. She went back
and picked up the camera again then focused it on me, apparently
taking pictures. She came back and showed me the screen and the
pictures on it.

“Pretty good,” she said. “You have a great body. In
some ways it's better than the blonde. Your boobs aren't as big,
but they're nicer.”

She put the camera down and went back to the piled
leather stuff, then returned with another couple of bands, which
she fastened around my ankles. While she was down there she reached
up and ripped my thong and yanked it down before I could do more
than yelp. She pulled them off my ankles and then pulled my right
foot sharply over to the side where she fastened it with another
chain.

My pulse was really racing now, I was beginning to
really wonder what she was up to, if this is just for pictures or
something more. She soon had my other ankle spread apart, though,
leaving me completely naked and helpless. I couldn't even protest
or complain!

She went back to the pile of stuff and pulled
something from the bottom then returned with a black dildo in her
hand. It wasn't like the one I had seen before, either. It had a
strange little tube at the base which ran down to a black bulb of
some kind. She pushed the head of the thing into a little jar of
cream and then without looking up at me pressed it against my
sex.

I tried shaking my head wildly, but she wasn't even
looking up, focusing entirely on my pussy as she slowly worked the
slender dildo up inside me. She pumped it slowly in and out but
worked it awfully deep.

I knew my face was hot under the mask, and I was
extremely uncomfortable and embarrassed about what she was doing.
But at the same time, I could almost feel my body heating up, and
feel a kind of sexual electricity crackling up and down inside
me.

She pushed the thing in deep and then started
squeezing the bulb again and again. I had no idea what the hell she
was doing until I realized that the dildo thing was getting thicker
and thicker. That astonished me, but at the same time I loved how
thick the thing was getting, because I loved the feel of something
straining my sex, something big inside me.

Then I started to get a little uncomfortable, because
she kept squeezing it and the thing kept getting thicker. I moaned
helplessly, trying to twist free of the chains, but succeeding only
in kind of slapping and rubbing my bottom against the wall.

“You’d be surprised how much you could fit in there,”
she said, getting to her feet. “Like I said, guys like to see big
cocks going into the girls' pussies.”

She moved back and picked up the camera, taking more
pictures, then put it down and searched in her closet before coming
up with a tripod. She set the camera on the tripod looking at me
then set it and move back.

“Think of this as a screen test,” she said.

She dropped to her knees before me, put her hands on
my thighs, we did, and started to lick around the edges of the
dildo protruding from my straining opening.

Well, there was certainly no doubt about what she
intended to do now! I had kind of suspected it, but staring down at
her licking my pussy, I couldn’t really have a lot of doubts.
Though there were still some. She was so casual about everything do
with this porn site. Maybe she really was just testing out my
reactions.

Let me tell you, despite my embarrassment, my
reactions were starting to boil over. I hadn't realized how excited
wearing this stuff and being naked had made me. And now with the
thick dildo inside me and her tongue doing amazing things to my
clitoris, I could feel a wild, thrumming energy pouring through
me.

It was one of those 'Oh my God' moments, and I
twisted and pulled against the restraints. That accomplished
exactly nothing, of course, other than to make me realize just how
helpless I was, how much at her mercy I was.

It didn't take very long to realize that she was a
heck of a lot more skilled at oral sex than I once. This girl has
had some experience! She was doing some strange things with that
tongue of hers. It was kind of flicking in and out, dipping and
darting, lightly caressing me to the point of making me want to
grind myself against her, and suddenly licking hard and fast.

I guess that she squeezed the bulb again, making the
thing grow even thicker. Then she brought her lips around my
clitoris and started sucking in a weird, rhythmic way that made my
entire lower body start to tremble and shake.

She squeezed the bulb again and I groaned helplessly
as it stretched me even wider. I stared down there and was amazed
at how wide I was as her little tongue flicked across my swollen
clitoris again and again.

My body began to burn up in the rising heat. I gasped
and moaned and whimpered around the gag thing in my mouth, my hips
grinding against her tongue, my buttocks rubbing and slapping
against the wall. She squeezed the bulb again and I cried out, my
back arching at the sudden jolt of pain. But then she did some kind
of hard, fast sweeping motion with her tongue against my clitoris I
forgot about the pain.

Her small hands slid up my body, cupping and fondling
my breasts, just like with her mouth, her hands knew a lot more
about what to do with girls' breasts than mine ever had. Or than
any of the guys who had ever fondled me had ever known either.

The orgasm seemed to surge up within me, A sudden,
searing explosion of sensation that grew and grew until my entire
body was twisting and shaking as I cried out all the air in my
lungs. I wasn't paying any attention to the camera or anything else
but just reacting to that incredible storm of sensation hammering
against my mind and body.

She licked me hard and fast right through the longest
orgasm of my life, and when it eased off to the point I was simply
trembling twitching, and jerking, she stood up and move back to
check the camera. She was being very calm, and casual, almost like
this really was just a business venture.

Except of course I was still basically chained naked
to the wall with a massively thick dildo shoved deep inside me.

She loaded the video and looked at it on her monitor
while I tried to catch my breath. It wasn't easy with this corset
thing around me. I began to fit the shattered pieces of my mind
back together and then wondered how I had let myself be put in this
position. It was true I wanted money, but surely not this badly. I
did not come here with the thought of having sex or being any kind
of porn model.

And unlike Chelsea, I did not have a weak personality
that was easily influenced or pushed around. Nor was I the least
bit physically intimidated by a girl who was a good six inches
shorter than me. So how had I let her chain me up like this naked
and then basically make me the model for some kind of bondage porn
video?!

She came back and put the camera back on the tripod
and shifted a little to place it on my other side. She went away
and came back with a small handled object with what looked like a
ball on the end. A small one, like a golf ball or maybe a ping-pong
ball.

It was a vibrator, I realized, as soon as she turned
on and pressed it against my clitoris. It was a powerful one, too.
My hips began to jerk sharply, as I tried to pull away from it, but
she held it in place, rubbing it smoothly from side to side for
long seconds. She pulled it away then started licking me hard and
fast before pressing it against me again.

It was a strange mix of sensations, between the hard,
machine-like vibrations, and her soft warm, wet tongue. But as she
continued to do it, the discomfort level of the vibrations began to
fade, and instead they began to produce an entirely different
effect.

I should have suspected I would be as vulnerable to a
vibrator as I had seen Chelsea be, given that I had only used it
once, and then gave it up as too powerful for me. But apparently,
Sage knew how to get around that, by shifting back and forth
between the vibrator and her tongue.

Once I reached that certain point, she didn't even
need to use her tongue. That vibrator was driving me out of my
mind!

She stood up, and I realized that as wide apart as my
feet were, we were almost the same height. She reached behind my
head and unfastened the strap there, then hugged the gag free of my
mouth. A moment later her hand came up against my throat, and I
gurgled as she choked the air out of me.

“I want you to obey me, slave girl,” she said. “You
will say exactly what I tell you to say or you will be
punished.”

I squirmed helplessly, unable to breathe so she eased
her grip. Then I sucked in deep, ragged breasts as she pressed the
vibrator against my clitoris again.

“Tell me you're my bitch,” she ordered.

I moaned weekly, still gulping in air and she
suddenly slapped my breast hard enough to sting! I cried out in
pain and astonishment as her hand went my throat again and
squeezed.

“Obey!” she growled. “Tell me you're my bitch!”

I felt a little bit of fear, like, how much did I
really know this girl?

She eased her grip. “Say it!”

“I-I'm... I'm your bitch!” I gasped.

She slapped my breast again and I yelped in pain.

“Say I'm your bitch Mistress.”

“I'm your bitch, Mistress!” I cried.

She fondled my breast softly.

“Tell me you're my sex slave.”

“I'm your sex slave… Mistress!” I gulped.

“Tell me you're my whore.”

“I'm your whore, Mistress!” I moaned.

She was rubbing that vibrator against my clitoris
again. I was starting to lose my shock and anxiety in the face of a
re surging heat and hunger.

“Tell me you're my fuck toy.”

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

She gripped my throat again, shoving my head hard
against the wall, and then crushed my lips with hers. I moaned into
her mouth as her tongue darted and swirled across my lips and
teeth. She kissed harder, more passionately, I trembled under her
oral assault, my mouth widening, surrendering.

I felt myself, some part of myself just relaxing, as
if the say there was no point in thinking about what was going to
happen or worrying about it for I was completely under her control
and I might as well just accept that. Not to mention that my body
was trembling and shaking with pleasure and passion that was on the
edge of a massive orgasm.

Then it came and I cried out again and again into her
mouth. She forced her lips down harder, her tongue pushing into my
mouth as she ground the little golf ball thing against my clitoris.
My hips jerked frenziedly against her as an orgasm shattered my
mind.

It was an incredibly intense orgasm. I lost control
of my body, and of my mind. I was hardly aware of anything but the
shocking rush of pleasure overwhelming my senses. God, it was
wonderful! I've never been one to take drugs, but if they made you
feel anywhere near as incredible as this orgasm was, I could
suddenly understand those who did.

This was like… Rapture!

I felt as if the muscles in my mouth had simply
collapsed and she was trying to climb inside. And I didn't care. It
was all I could do to breathe and resented the concentration I had
to use to do that. I wanted all my focus on the glorious pleasure
howling inside me.

She eased back, squeezing my breasts roughly as I
sagged against the chains holding my wrists aloft.

“You're a responsive slut,” she said “Almost like
your blonde friend.”

She pulled the vibrator away from me, for which I was
incredibly grateful. After the intense orgasm, I felt
hypersensitive there. Then she pushed the ball thing back into my
mouth and fasten the strap behind me.

She sank down to her knees and started licking me
once again. Again I felt that strange shift in sensations from the
powerful vibrations to her soft, warm tongue. It was a delicious
shift which both relaxed and excited me.

I moaned, stretching, not really trying to get free
or anything, just slowly writhing in place against the restraints
as she licked and sucked my clitoris.

Suddenly, she did something with the big dildo that
let the air out a bit. All the pressure and strain against the
walls and opening of my sex disappeared. She slid the dildo down
and out, then pushed four fingers up inside me. She twisted and
turned them from side to side, and folded her thumb in and slowly
began to twist and turn and push it up against me.

I didn't understand, at first. Only the way the
knuckle of her thumb stretched and strained my opening finally made
me realize her intention. I felt this incredible jolt, a shock, a
sense of disbelief as I watched her knuckles slowly push through
and the pressure began to ease.

I stared in astonishment as her entire hand slid into
my body and I watched my pussy closing down behind it around her
narrow wrist. The realization she had her entire hand inside me
seemed to break some kind of sense of comfort, of confidence. It
hammered me with the realization I was completely helpless. I was
hers to do anything she wanted to!

I whimpered helplessly, my head going back against
the wall as I felt her hand squirming slowly up inside me, her
small fingers caressing the walls of my sex. She pressed the
vibrator against my clitoris again, rubbing from side to side as I
felt her fingers slowly drawing together one by one until they
formed a fist inside me.

Her fist pushed deeper and I shuddered and moaned as
I felt myself stretching more, her wrist sliding into my body and
her forearm began to follow. I was gripped by a wild sense of
disbelief, but I also felt my inhibition melting away in the face
of a scorching heat.

I was lost under that heat, under the growing
churning surge of sensation which was throwing my mind into
turmoil.

When the orgasm hit I screamed without any thought of
suppressing it, without any inhibition or embarrassment. My hips
bucked violently, my buttocks slapping against the wall again and
again as my head jerked back and my back arched. My whole body
seemed to tremble violently as my nervous system overloaded.

I was thrashing and twisting as convulsions wracked
my body, I wasn't even aware of the way my muscles were spasming,
my mind tumbling freely, confident the chains would keep me from
falling so not needing to spare even enough thought or concern to
keep from sprawling face down on the floor.

Her fist drew slowly down and pushed up again,
twisting and turning, pushing in and out, using longer and longer
strokes as the orgasm broke me and left me breathless and dazed.
She started licking me again, then using the vibrator once more and
licking me and drove me over the edge of sanity with the vibrator
into another massive orgasm as her small fist thrust up into me
hard and fast!

I remember thinking she was going to drive me insane,
that I was going to lose my mind. But I didn't really care. Nothing
really seemed to matter other than pleasure as she worked her fist
in and out and used her tongue and the vibrator to drive me into
orgasm after orgasm until I lost touch with reality and became
little more than an animal responding to instinct.
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She left me there against the wall as she again took
the camera back to her computer. This struck me as uncannily
similar to how I had been treating Chelsea and I began to feel a
small sense of guilt. Mostly, though, I was gripped by astonishment
and wonder. I ached down there, But oddly enough I didn't fear that
she had caused me any damage. I had this weird confidence in her
level of knowledge and expertise.

She was certainly more experienced and knowledgeable
about sex than me! Especially the kinky kind. Where had she got all
this stuff from, after all? When she came back to stand before me
gulped anxiously, realizing I was very intimidated before her. Not
so much physically, as emotionally.

I didn't understand why. Certainly, she had
demonstrated that she was very confident, and capable, and
knowledgeable. And not at all hesitant to mete out punishment when
I didn't do as she told me. But that was just part of her little
act, after all. This was just a bondage video screen test kind of
thing. Not just a test either, for I was sure we could use this
video on any website we created.

Still, I felt intimidated under her flat gaze.

“Are you going to obey your Mistress, slut?”

Yes, this was obviously an act. Still, the words hit
me in a strange, dark, oddly exciting way. They were the same sorts
of words I’d made Chelsea say. And I doubted that was a
coincidence.

I nodded my head slowly.

She squatted down and unhooked the chain from my left
ankle and shifted across and did the same for my right before
standing up.

“Turn around, slut.”

I obeyed her, flushing under the hood, very much
aware that I had been using this exact same sort of language on
Chelsea earlier. I didn't really like the comparison, the thought
that I was a weakling like Chelsea. At the same time, I liked the
comparison in that it made me a hot, sexy, erotic figure the way
Chelsea had been.

“Push your butt back at me.”

I shifted my feet back, And she reached an arm around
my hip, her hand going down to my sex and pushing so that I shifted
further back until I was on the balls of my feet.

“You've been a bad little girl, haven't you,
slut?”

I blinked uncertainly. Wasn't she finished yet? What
she'd already done had hammered my mind and I was still trying to
reach some kind of accommodation with what I'd gone through and the
self-image I had been holding of myself. Because they definitely
didn't match.

I felt her pushing something against me, felt it
penetrating me, sliding up into my pussy. Her fingers were rubbing
my clit as she pumped what I assumed was the dildo in and out of my
body.

“Do you love this nice cock of mine, slut? You know
you love cocks. There's nothing you love better than having a big
cock inside you. Isn’t that right, slut?”

I gasped as she slapped my butt sharply. She shoved
the dildo deep inside me and pumped the bulb on the end so that it
expanded stretched out my body just to the point of aching. She
reached up to the back of my neck and undid the clasp of the gag
then pulled it out of my mouth. She tugged the hood up, next,
sliding it up over my head and off to toss behind her.

“There now. That's better,” she said as she combed
her fingers through my hair.

She slapped my bottom again I gasped in pain.

“Tell me you love cock,” she ordered.

“Oh!” I gasped as she squeezed the bulb again.

She moved away and then returned with a short strap
which she slapped across my bottom.

“Oh! Don't!” I yelped.

“Don’t tell me what to do, slut.”

She snapped the strap across my bottom again sharply
and I cried out in pain once more, jerking my hips forward.

“Push that ass back, slut!” she barked.

Crack! Crack! Crack!

She swept the strap down against my bottom several
times and I didn't dare turn around because I knew the camera was
on me and was trying to keep my face away from it. The blows stung,
though, and I yelped and jerked helplessly.

“Push your ass back at me right now or you'll get
much worse,” she threatened.

I moaned and obeyed as her hand slid down my abdomen,
her fingers rubbing my clitoris again.

A surge of raw sensation spread up through my belly
and I shuddered weakly.

“Tell me you love cock.”

Crack!

“Ow! Sage!”

Crack! Crack!

“You know that isn’t the right word to use, slut. You
taught it to that other slut earlier. I saw in the video. You call
me Mistress.”

Crack!

“Say it, slut!”

Crack!

“Ah! Mistress!” I cried.

Saying it felt... weird! I mean, yes, this was just a
put-on show for the camera. Except that the way she was acting, and
my helplessness, and the sting of the strap made it seem almost
real! And that was strangely exciting in a very dark and confusing
way.

Crack!

“Again, whore!”

“Mistress!” I exclaimed.

“Tell me you love cock.”

Crack!

“Ah! I love cock, Mistress!”

Crack!

“Again, whore?”

“I love cock, Mistress!”

This was so sick! But I could feel the heat rising
rapidly, driven by strange emotional jolts of outrage and
excitement.

Crack!

“Louder, bitch!”

“I love cock, Mistress!” I cried

She squeezed the bulb again and I gasped as the dildo
expanded once more.

She reached for something then returned, I saw her
sliding the vibrator over my hip and down to press directly against
the top of my sex. It started to vibrate against me and I shuddered
helplessly. I was such a prisoner! I was her helpless... bitch,
just as she said!

“You're just a sexual animal,” Sage said.

She gripped my hair and yanked sharply back and I
cried out in pain.

“Say yes Mistress, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

My mind was losing the ability to separate the acting
job she was doing from reality. It was a strange, wild fascination
with the flickering, delicious idea of it being real!

“Spread your legs wider, slut. Filthy slut
animal!”

Crack!

I whimpered and obeyed as much as I could, rising
onto almost my toes as she ground the vibrating ball against my
clitoris. She let go of my hair, and then gripped the base of the
dildo, fighting against the tight grip of my pussy to slowly pull
it back and push it up inside me again.

“Beg me to fuck you, slut.”

She slapped my bottom again stingingly. “Beg, whore!”
she almost yelled.

“Please fuck me, Mistress! Nghaa!”

She shoved the dildo really, really deep and my hips
fell forward against the wall as my body tried to pull away.

She moved back and kicked the stepstool over again.
She stood on it reached up and did something to the chain so that
the tension eased and I was able to pull my wrist down a little bit
more. She stepped down again and pick up the strap, bringing it
down against my bottom with several sharp, stinging blows.

“Push that ass out at me, you filthy slut! Do as your
Mistress orders!”

I thrust my bottom out at her and she jerked my legs
wider apart. Then the dildo in my pussy lost its thickness, and she
slid it out again. Almost immediately, though, she pressed it
against my wrinkled little back passage instead. I felt the
pressure there with a little shock and then felt that pushing
slowly inside me.

I almost objected, but again I was feeling extremely
intimidated by her. And the heat was roiling my mind. Her pushing a
dildo into my ass was another outrageous thing in a parade of
outrages. Only for some reason, those outrages were stoking the
fires inside me like nothing else ever had.

Some of what she was saying was taken directly from
the videos that I had used on Chelsea. I could see that, but for
the first time I suddenly realized that using that language on
Chelsea and getting her to repeat it back at me had excited me
because some part of me wanted to say it myself. When I was
watching Chelsea, I was aware of being jealous, of wanting to be in
her position, Of wanting to be the hot, sexy girl being misused and
abused so cruelly.

I was starting to feel a sweltering sense of heat and
an arousal which had me almost shaking with the sexual pressure
building up inside me. Sage had taken my insulting, overbearing
attitude toward Chelsea and kicked it up several notches.

But Chelsea and I were deep friends while I didn’t
know Sage nearly as well. That made it seem less like a game, and
more real.

“Don't tell me you don't love it up the ass, slut. I
know you do. I know a slut like you loves to be fucked in the ass.
Any cock anywhere and you're happy. Isn't that right, slut?”

I felt the dildo pushing deeper, riding a slick layer
of some kind of lubrication. She gripped my hair and yanked it back
sharply and I yelped in pain as she shoved the dildo were
still.

“Beg me to fuck you in your whore ass!” She
growled.

She yanked again

.“Beg, slut!”

“Please fuck me in my whore ass, Mistress!” I
cried.

I gasped aloud as the thing slid way up inside me,
and I felt cramps in my abdomen. Then she started pumping more and
more as I groaned helplessly. I was sinking into this strange
mental state of utter submission, with hardly a thought of
resisting or refusing. As if I belonged to her in reality and could
do nothing but obey.

She moved away again, and I trembled weekly. My
wrists were held firmly above me by the chain. My face was pressed
into the wall, but my breasts hung freely as my upper torso leaned
sharply back to where my feet stood, wide apart.

I felt something against my sex as she returned, I
felt myself being penetrated as her hands gripped my hips. With my
legs spread so far she was actually taller than me, and whatever
she pushed into me pressed sharply against the front wall of my sex
as it slid forward and up.

It was thick and hard, but it was not made of some
kind of hard plastic or anything. It felt awfully lifelike, like a
real cock.

It started to move in and out faster and deeper,
until suddenly her hips slapped against my buttocks. They struck
me, again and again, each time the dildo drove deep, and I realized
with a sense of awe and excitement that she had attached something
to herself.

I couldn't help twisting my head looking around,
trying to confirm what I was thinking. I couldn't see much, except
some straps around her waist and thighs. But that was enough for
sure that you had indeed strapped something, a strap-on dildo, to
her body. Now she was fucking me like a guy would.

I cried out as she yanked on my hair, forcing my head
way back until she was actually looking down at me.

Are you trying to get your eyes on my big cock, slut?
You want to see it, don't you? You love the sight of cock just as
much as you love feeling it inside you.”

Her other hand curled around my hip and her fingers
started to rub my clitoris. I felt the heat darken and intensify.
For the pressure, the impact of hips against my buttocks was
exactly what I'd been missing. Now it felt even more real. A kind
of sexual fever grew within me, so that I sank into a dazed state
of simply wallowing in the passion and heat and pleasure churning
within me.

Sage was fucking me! She was fucking me hard! She was
fucking me like a guy would! Except of course, that I'd never
trusted a guy enough to tie me up. My hips began to spasm as my
instincts drove me back against her cock. I trembled in shock,
moaning, writhing, grunting and whimpering as she rode me, as she
fucked me hard!

She was still fully dressed. She had strapped the
dildo over her jeans. Somehow that meant something in my mind. My
being completely naked, while she was fully dressed, dropped me
even lower on a scale of who was important, who had power. It made
me feel even more as if I was helpless, and built up that sense of
inferiority, of submission.

She was using me like I was her bitch, and I felt
like one! And for some reason that aroused me even more. Something
inside me wanted to be her bitch.

She drew back briefly, and then she put the strap
over my head down around my neck. I recognized this, immediately,
of course. She'd watched me do it the Chelsea. And suddenly I
realize that she had seen threw everything I had done. That I did
it to Chelsea because I thought that was sexy and hot. Which meant
that I would find it sexy and hot when done to me.

I wasn't entirely sure she was correct, but that was
obviously what she was thinking as she suddenly jerked back on the
strap and I felt it tighten around my throat.

“Come for me, animal. Let me feel your cunt sucking
and chewing on my cock while I fuck you! Ride my cock, you whore
bitch.”

I trembled and shook, gurgling as I tried to draw
breath, my hips bucking back more and more desperately against the
thick cock she was using to fuck me. My mind was dissolving in a
dark, churning flood of liquid heat where nothing mattered but the
passion and the pleasure that were growing to almost painful levels
within my mind and body.

The orgasm took me and I screamed at the top of my
lungs, perhaps knowing that I couldn't make much noise anyway. My
head was threatening to explode, My mouth was open wide as if to
draw breath, or scream it out.

Her hips were battering against my buttocks as she
rammed the dildo into my aching pussy with hard, powerful thrusts.
And at the same time, something, perhaps her pubic bone, was
striking the base of the dildo she had shoved up into my ass so
that the tip was jabbing me, punching me deep inside.

I was overwhelmed by it all, my mind tumbling and
turning as the pleasure turned into a screaming storm of sensation
that threatened to drive me unconscious. She released the pressure
on the strap around my throat and I sucked in deep, ragged breaths
of air only to cry them out again, especially as she yanked back of
my hair.

“Come for me, whore! Come for your Mistress, slut!
Filthy animal! Sex slave!”

She rode me through the orgasm and then slowed her
harsh thrusts, and eventually pulled the dildo out of me, leaving
me feeling vacant and empty, though sore.

She left me like that, returning to the camera,
taking it back to her computer to download. She quickly returned,
though. She attached it to the tripod then lowered the tripod to
something like crotch high.

She slapped my bottom sharply, pushing me against the
wall and roughly turning me around. I felt boneless, limp, weak. My
chest was heaving, and I felt shellshocked from the incredible
intensity of the orgasm which shattered my mind. The lead-up to
that, the amazing level of feverish heat had also sapped me of
strength.

She stepped on the stepstool reached above and
unfastened the chain from wherever she had locked it. She dropped
down again kicked the school away.

“On your knees, slut.”

I sank to my knees, gladly. I felt as if I had little
strength left in me. She still held my wrists and did something
with the chain that locked them to the wall above me before moving
away. I could see the cock protruding from her groin now. It was
attached there by a series of straps and looked extremely
lifelike.

She returned, stopping to turn the camera on and
shift it over to the side.

She walked up before me and gathered my hair in, and
again I recognize this from what I had done with Chelsea. Only this
time I wasn't licking a pussy. I stared at the cock as the head
pointed right at my mouth.

“Now you're going to suck my cock like the good
little slut you are,” she said.

She pushed the head in my mouth and I moaned, my lips
spreading part as it slid across my tongue deeper than my
mouth.

“I hope you like the taste, slut. It's the taste of
your own pussy.”

Actually tasted more like strawberry, which I guessed
was the taste of the lubricant she used. I hoped it was edible, but
somehow trusted that she would ensure it was before pushing it into
my mouth. I do not know why I had such trust in her, why I was
suddenly so impressed by her.

The cock slid deep into my mouth, and she tilted my
head back and then pushed it right down my throat. I gurgled
weakly, trembling against her grip, but she had me pinned against
the wall and had a firm, tight hold of my hair she buried the last
inch of it in my mouth.

She drew the thing back and then plunged it deep
again, slowly fucking my mouth and throat. At first, it was
uncomfortable, even though I had mastered deep throating, or
thought I had, some time ago. But then I felt that strange sense of
submission rising within me once more, a feeling that I should
simply accept whatever it was, and I felt my muscles relax,
thinking myself as little more than a receptacle as she began to
pump the dildo in and out of my mouth and throat.

“I can see you're very good at this, slut. How many
hundreds and thousands of cocks have you sucked already?”

She drew the long length of it and out and I coughed
at the lack of air.

“Tell me you love sucking cock.”

She slapped my cheek and I gasped in pain.

“Obey your Mistress, slut.”

“I-I love sucking cock, Mistress!” I gasped
breathlessly.

“Louder, whore!”

“I love sucking cock, Mistress!”

She slapped my face again.

“Louder, slut!”

“I love sucking cock, Mistress!” I cried.

“Filthy animal!”

She pushed the dildo back into my open mouth, sliding
along it my tongue and then down my throat. She held my head tilted
back as she fucked my throat and I simply knelt there, basically,
dazed and submissive as the soft skinned dildo caressed my
throat.

She pulled out and moved back beyond the camera, then
stripped off the strap-on dildo and returned, pausing to turn the
camera off. She squatted down and shoved the dildo into my pussy
once more. Now the straps which had held it against her, held it
inside me as she slipped them around my back.

She stripped off her jeans and panties and then
turned the camera back on as she returned to me. She gathered in my
hair again and drew my face forward against her. I needed no real
instructions as she shifted her legs apart. I started to lick
immediately, moaning and gasping, still trying to catch my breath
as she ground herself slowly against my face.

“That's it, slut. Lick your Mistress, you filthy
whore. Obey me or you'll be whipped. I know how to treat sluts like
you.”

I whimpered and moaned and licked, wanting to please
her, wanting to get her off. I was still feeling that strange sense
of intimidation, that she was so much above me, so much superior to
me, and I wanted to impress her somehow.

I had learned more about doing that from when she had
performed oral sex on me earlier. Now I did my best to show her
what I had learned, though she kept twisting her fingers in my hair
to correct and teach me better.

I made her come, though her orgasm did not seem to be
as intense, as wild as mine. Still, she ground my face against her
pussy until my skin was glistening with her pussy cream before
drawing back and turning off the camera once more.

I was left in place, kneeling against the wall, jaw a
little sore from the hard work of licking her. She sat down at the
desk and downloaded the videos, then returned to me and removed the
chain from the leather bands around my wrists.

She took off the corset which made me moan in relief,
then she made me pose in pretty much the same positions I had made
Chelsea pose as she took pictures. That included having me lay back
on the floor with legs spread wide as I masturbated with the
dildo.

Posing had aroused me to the point where despite my
realizing I shouldn't be doing this, I just couldn't work up the
will to say no. Besides, she already had such incredibly graphic
videos of me, that the pictures seem comparatively mild. Still, I
posed for dozens of them, and in all kinds of positions, some of
them pretty crude.

Now I masturbated, thrusting the dildo in and out as
she watched, as she recorded it, I felt a little stunned, a little
dazed by what I was doing, and a little astonished at myself,
wondering how the hell I could have let things get to this point.
But I did it anyway, and I also had an orgasm, even if it wasn't
quite as intense as the earlier ones had been.

“Yes, I think I can build a nice website with you two
sexy sluts as my main models,” she said.
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I was upset at myself afterward. I had acted just as
weak as Chelsea had. Just as slutty as Chelsea had. Maybe even
worse! In fact, it was worse, because I expected more of myself. I
was the girl who stuck up for myself. I was the strong,
independent-minded girl. She was a weakling. But I'd let myself get
pushed around by that midget nerd while not even putting up any
show of resistance!

True, I was already tied up by the time I really
realized her intent. But after all, I had stripped off and let her
put a collar and restraints on me. And I had let her lock them to a
chain on the wall. Nor had I even once told her to stop or to
release me. I had been almost instantly captivated by the idea of
myself as a helpless, naked prisoner.

And the nastier the things she said to me, the more
degrading things she did, the more intensely aroused I had become.
What the fuck was up with me!? Was I that sex-starved?! I mean, I
had more sexual experience with guys than Chelsea had. True, none
of it had been super pleasurable. Certainly, none of it had been
like what I had experienced with Sage.

I didn't think that was because I was a lesbian,
though. It was more that what she had done was a lot more exciting,
a lot edgier and wild compared to the conventional stuff I've done
with guys.

Probably I would've been even more excited if it'd
been a guy. But what guy could I possibly trust to tie me up naked
and not tell everyone?

Of course, how did I know I could trust Sage? How did
I let myself be maneuvered into taking those videos without even
the hood on to protect my face?! I mean, originally, it'd been like
a daring thing, the thought of making a video that only foreigners
would see, but with my face completely covered.

By the time she had stripped off the hood, I had been
so overheated and excited and almost suffocated with heat that I
hadn't objected. I should have! I should have stopped things right
away! Now she had these incredibly graphic videos of me being
fucked, having orgasms, being fist-fucked of all things! Oh my
God!

Granted she had a small hand, but I still shuddered
at the memory of it sliding up into my belly like that. That had
been just absolutely astonishing and incredible and outrageous and
shocking and wild! It was still hard to believe I had let her do
that! I hadn't protested it at all!

She had all that on video! Yes, I had had a hood on,
at that time, but then she pulled it free, so anyone who watched
all the videos would certainly know who it was in the first one.
And then, of course, I posed for all those naked pictures in a wild
variety of poses. Those could wind up on the internet!

Or worse, wind up in the boxes of people from school
we both knew! God! She could destroy both me and Chelsea with the
videos I had left her! How had that even happen? When I had gone
there I had intended to only let her see the videos, not copy them
or keep a copy!

Now the little nerd could ruin us both! Everyone
would think we were lesbian sluts and amateur porn stars!

I had sounded out Chelsea about showing some stuff to
Sage and she had agreed, but I had kind of left her the impression
I was only going to show her the more mild pictures. I had kind of
been of the intent to do that at the time, but again it all seemed
to go too far. Now I needed to tell her that Sage had seen all the
videos and had copies.

I wasn't sure how she was going to take that. I tried
calling her and sending her a text, but she didn't answer her
phone. I called her home number, and her mother said she was going
out to a friend's house. Well, I wasn't eager to tell her what I
had done anyway. I kind of let it go. I could see her in the
morning, after all.

My mind continued to be filled with the memories of
what I had done Sage's apartment, of what she had done for me,
trying to imagine what the videos looked like, and remembering the
shocking rush, the wild, overwhelming heat and passion and lust
which had gripped me.

I re-created some of the poses in my bedroom, looking
at myself in the mirror, trying to see what the camera had seen. I
hadn't even managed to look at the videos before stumbling home
with her assurance that she would put something together. She said
she would see about how to get the site up off the ground while
ensuring nobody local would likely ever see.

Don't get me wrong, I have a great body. I'm proud of
how I look naked. Maybe a little too proud. Showing it off always
turns me on. Like that moment when I reveal myself to a guy and his
eyes light up because I'm so hot and sexy. That didn't mean I
wanted the most graphic videos imaginable to be passed around among
my friends!

I had trouble getting a hold of Chelsea the next
morning again. Her mother said she had slept over at her
girlfriend’s. But she didn't give me the name. I found myself
cursing her impatiently. Where had she gone anyway? Unfortunately,
I couldn't stand a lot of her friends. They were girly girls like
her and only cared about fashion and makeup and hair and simpering
around guys.

I left word with her mother to call and I left
messages on her cell phone, but when I got a phone call, it wasn't
from her but from Sage. I didn't even know Sage well enough for her
to be an entry in my cell phone. But I recognized the number, and
it made me freeze for a moment, made my heart skip a beat.

I answered the phone carefully. I tried to sound very
calm and confident and not at all like the stupid brainless slut I
had come across the other evening.

“I want you to come over and see what I put
together,” she said.

“You couldn't, like, send me something, could
you?”

“If you want me to send you a link, no. I have to
make it live for that. And it's not, yet. And I don't want to make
it live until I get your approval.”

Well, I had to admit that sounded good to me, that
she cared enough about my approval not to put this thing out there
until we agreed on something.

“Uhm, I haven’t been able to get in touch with
Chelsea.”

“Don’t worry about Chelsea. The blonde bimbo will do
whatever we want.”

I felt I should resent that on Chelsea's behalf.
Although generally Chelsea did whatever I wanted. Did Sage think
that meant Chelsea would do whatever she wanted, too? I wasn't sure
I liked that idea. If Sage could push me around as easily as she
had last night, Chelsea would be putty in her hands. And I wasn't
sure she had Chelsea's best interest at heart, the way I usually
did.

This whole thing was proving to be very confusing and
giving me a lot more anxiety than I had ever thought I would have.
Then again, I hadn’t thought I would be in the videos!

Every time I thought about those videos my stomach
fluttered.

I couldn’t afford a car, so what I had was a kind of
glorified moped. Well, it got me around if I was only going short
distances, and I was. I pulled up in front of the house where Sage
had her apartment about twenty minutes later and went up the
stairs.

I don’t know what I had expected but certainly not to
see Chelsea there, naked, kneeling, sitting on her heels with her
knees spread wide and her hands behind her neck, posing as if for a
picture. I stared at her in astonishment, noting the bondage collar
around her throat and the restraints on her wrists and ankles.

There was also something in her pussy, something held
there by thin chains that went up diagonally across her abdomen and
around over her hips and back on both sides.

“Well come on in,” she said.

She closed the door behind me and I walked further
into the room, staring at Chelsea, as her face reddened. She didn’t
move though, and I could see thin pink lines across her breasts as
if something thin had been hitting them. Her nipples were extremely
hard and swollen-looking.

“What the fuck!” I said.

“I thought I’d call Chelsea and see if we could reach
an understanding,” Sage said casually, passing me by and heading
for the computer.

She snapped her fingers at Chelsea who dropped onto
all fours and crawled quickly forward until she reached the edge of
the desk, then resumed her former position. I followed, staring in
disbelief at Chelsea.

Sage looked at me with a thin smile.” She’s very
easily trained,” she said.

“I don’t understand,” I said dazedly.

“What’s to understand? You know she’s a slut and very
responsive to certain sexual stimuli. Clearly from those videos
vibrators are her Achilles heel. Then again they’re yours, too”

.I flushed a little, wondering how much Chelsea.

“Chelsea and I have been going over the details of
how this website will work. We’ve also been looking at pictures and
videos of the two of you.”

I felt my own face heating as Chelsea looked at me.
Had Sage shown her everything!?

“As we discussed the other day, there are tons of
ordinary sex and porn sites on the Internet. There are a couple of
ways we can stand out, among them that both of you are pretty high
above the normal line of porn actresses in the looks department.
The bondage element will help, too. And I think the obvious
enthusiastic way that two of you respond to things will also make
your videos a lot more popular than the norm. Let’s face facts,
those girls can’t act for shit.”

She looked me up and down briefly then looked at
Chelsea.

“The advantage you two have is that you aren’t
acting.”

I flushed.

“Why don’t you take off your clothes, by the
way.”

“Um, That’s okay.”

She got up and moved into the other room, then
returned with several leather restraints and a bondage collar
similar to the one Chelsea was wearing.

“I want to see how you two look together,” she
said.

“Uhm, I’m not exactly sure…”

“Stop being silly and just get undressed,” she said
impatiently.

“It’s just that -- .”

She tsked and began to unbutton my shirt.

“Sage!”

“We don’t have a lot of time, you know. Time is money
in this business.”

“We aren’t doing more pictures or videos or -.”

“We’ve both already seen you naked and more than
naked,” she said. “Are you suddenly shy?”

By this time she was already yanking my shirt off,
and it seemed pointless to resist, especially since I was already
starting to feel a powerful thrum of sexual energy rolling up
through my body. Chelsea looked incredibly erotic as she knelt
there like that, like some kind of slave girl! I couldn’t help
wondering just what Sage had done to her.

Maybe there were more videos to see.

Sage put the collar around my neck before I had even
undone my bra. Soon enough I was wearing the restraints just like
Chelsea was. And one further.

Bend over the desk.”

“What?! Why?”

“So I can make you identical to Chelsea.”

What she meant by that was that she had another of
those little things she had pushed into Chelsea’s pussy, and she
slipped it into mine as she bent me over the desk. It wasn’t really
big or long and wondered what the point was even as she pushed
something bigger and thicker into my butt.

“Hey, what’s that for?!”

“It’s just a butt plug. It will make it easier if we
want to do stuff later.”

“Stuff!? What stuff!?”

“Okay, kneel here beside Chelsea. Assume the same
position.”

“Wait a minute!”

“Just do it and quit whining!”

I scowled at that but knelt next to Chelsea and after
some prodding from Sage, who picked up what looked like some kind
of a thin flexible leather switch, put my hands behind my neck and
arched my back. A dark rush of heat swept through me as I did, and
then as I spread my knees apart.

Suddenly I felt a vibration between my legs and
gasped as I looked down at the thing the chain was holding inside
me. It was entirely inside me, though. It was a little bit like a
lightbulb, though smaller, of course. It had a round, bulbous head
about the size of a golf ball which was kind of pressed against the
front of my sex, half-in-half out, while the more narrow part was
up inside.

I noticed Chelsea made a little jerk at the same
time, and figured that however Sage had turned on the vibrator in
me, it had turned hers on too.

“Now, what we're going to do with the site is set it
up as videos and pictures of two sex slaves who are being trained.
You’re going to be two innocent young girls who have fallen in with
bad company now being abused and molested and driven mad with lust
by your evil captor.”

I was struggling not to move, despite the vibrations
and the growing heat and excitement within me, and also fought to
keep my voice as steady as possible.

“I suppose that’s you,” I said.

“I don’t think my presence in the videos will add a
lot to the image and erotic nature of what we’re trying to
achieve,” Sage said.

“Why not? You’re pretty enough.”

“Because I don’t look like anything that would be
oppressing or abusing or cruelly dominating to beautiful girls like
you. I look like a nerd, which is what I am. And this is all about
visuals. Reality doesn’t really matter.”

As she spoke she moved over beside us, then bent
over, and pushed the ball gag into Chelsea’s mouth. Chelsea opened
her mouth wide as if it was not the first time she’d had the thing
inside, or at least mostly inside. I stared, feeling another hot,
bubbling rush of liquid heat as I watched Sage buckle the gag in
place and then comb Chelsea’s hair out from under the straps.

Then she showed me another gag and pushed it against
my mouth. I hesitated but then let my mouth be open, another rush
of heat sweeping through me as she worked the gag into my mouth and
then strapped it behind my head.

While she was behind me she also locked the wrist
restraints against the back of the collar then moved around in
front and picked up the slim switch, pointing at me.

“You have to remember that this is all aimed at
making us a lot of money. Fun and pleasure and everything else is
secondary to that. This is an adult website and you have to have to
act like adults about some of the embarrassing parts involved.”

She placed the tip of the switch against the center
of my left breast. I saw that the tip had a flat leather bit on it
was that she rubbed against my already very erect nipple. My chest
was getting tighter as I looked at it, felt it rubbing against my
nipple.

She drew it back an inch or two and slapped it down a
little, not even enough to really sting. Then she slept it down
several more times, a little harder. I winced a bit but felt the
heat churning even more powerfully.

“If you act like little girls, you’ll have to be
punished,” she said sternly.

“I’m sure I’ll have no difficulty teaching her
manners,” another voice said.

I squealed with shock, my head whipping aside as I
saw another girl walking into the room, smiling at me. I didn’t
recognize her. She was Asian, as small as Sage, but with much
shorter hair, you know, lesbian type hair.

“The Asian audience will love the sight of you being
dominated by a Chinese girl,” Sage said.

I had half turned away, my wrists jerking against the
collar, my face burning hot red. I was horribly embarrassed to be
seen like this in front of this stranger! Naked would have been
embarrassing, but naked in this bondage outfit with the butt plug
and vibrator were mortifying.

“Assume your previous position, slut,” Sage
ordered

She and the unnamed Chinese girl forced my knees
apart and then she ordered Chelsea to stand behind me, grip the
collar to hold it back.

“Stop acting like a silly child,” Sage said. Kim has
already seen your videos. Nothing you have is new or surprising to
her.”

“I have to admit that their level of enthusiasm is
kind of new to me,” Kim said in amusement. “You rarely come across
a beautiful girl so responsive as this one.” She nodded at Chelsea.
“But to come across two together is really amazing.”

The two of them moved back while Chelsea remained
behind me, holding the collar so I couldn’t turn away.

I glowered at the two but it was mostly for show. I
was feeling as if things were getting out of my control again, just
as they had last night. Only now I had this strange girl here, this
Chinese girl. And I didn’t know her at all.

My emotions were in turmoil, embarrassment, and a
wild anxiety warring with a strange, dark fascination and almost
breathless anticipation for what they might do to me. Me, helpless,
naked, bound and gagged, beautiful me! I was definitely starting to
feel a sense of almost masochistic excitement.

It was like when I had been abusing Chelsea, and
getting excited, and kind of envying her. Now I was her, sort of,
the beautiful, naked girl being abused and tormented! It was a
heady sense of something wild and wicked about to happen and I
couldn’t suppress the excitement crackling through my body.

“You know what the fastest way is to dissolve the
resistance of a sexy little slut like this?” Kim asked.

Sage snorted in amusement. “Of course.”

I thought she was looking at me, but she was looking
at Chelsea as she gestured.

“Put her on her back on the floor.”

I felt Chelsea pulling on my collar and shoulder as
Kim and Sage knelt and grabbed one of my legs apiece, spreading
them wide.

“Come around here, slut,” Sage ordered. Chelsea
released my collar now that I was on my back on the floor and
crawled around until she was between my legs. Then she lowered her
upper torso to the floor, her big breasts pillowing out below her
as her forearms pressed against my inner thighs hold my legs
apart.

Kim pulled the ball gag out of her mouth and Chelsea
started licking up and down around my pussy, raising her bottom
high and spreading her legs apart as she tongued me with more skill
than she had shown the other day. Obviously, someone had been
teaching her!

Kim and Sage knelt on either side of me and bent,
each taking one of my breasts in their small hands. They both bent
over further and starting to lick and suck and chew on my erect
nipples. Chelsea gripped the little base of the vibrator thing,
kind of rolling it around and around so that she could get her
tongue in against my clitoris.

And all I could do was… Nothing! Yet with Kim and
Sage now joining in to lick and suck and knead my breasts, I felt
that sense of deep embarrassment fading. Now that they were, so to
speak, involved in what I thought of as a kinky, perverted game, I
felt less ashamed of my own participation.

I was still uneasy and very self-conscious, but that
was being easily overpowered by the flood of pleasure and
excitement as the three of them began to push my body and mind to a
state of helpless excitement and need.

It didn’t take long. Chelsea was sort of gripping the
head of the vibrator thing and tugging it up a little, again and
again and letting the strap pull it back immediately. Her tongue
was very active as it swept back and forth around my clitoris. By
the time Kim moved away and out of my vision, it was all I could do
to keep from grinding my hips up against Chelsea’s tongue and the
buzzing vibrator.

“Turn the slut beast over,” Sage said in
amusement.

She and Chelsea gripped my legs and hips and rolled
me onto my stomach then jerked up on my hips.

“I want your legs absolutely straight except open
wide, slut beast,” Sage said. “I want your tummy tucked in as tight
against your thighs as you can get it. You are presenting your
pussy and ass for someone to use however they wish. You're
demonstrating that you are available and submissive and that you
need to be mounted and ridden hard like the hot little bitch in
heat you are.”

She picked up the thin switch thing and rubbed it
against my buttocks as Chelsea tugged on my hips to position me
properly. I felt the flat leather piece at the tip rub against the
top of my clitoris as Chelsea rose on her knees uncertainly.

“What should I do now, Mistress?” Chelsea asked.

“Kim is about to teach her what she was made for,”
Sage said.

I whimpered and moaned around the gag, my pulse
racing, my heart pounding. My entire body seemed to be filled with
an intense sexual pressure as the vibrator buzzed the way against
me and my breasts throbbed against the floor below.

“Go over there and assume the same position, slut,”
Sage said.

Chelsea moved forward and then dropped her upper
torso down low, spreading her legs and raising her bottom as she
pushed her arms out ahead of herself. She certainly did look like a
girl getting ready for someone to kneel behind her and shove their
cock into her.

And that was how I was looking right then I realized.
Sage knelt next to me as Kim moved in behind me. I felt hands at
the vibrator thing, felt the straps undone as it was pulled away.
Then I felt the pressure, something thick and slick pressing
against my already very moist opening.

Kim was going to fuck me, I thought dazedly.
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It started to push slowly into me as Sage undid the
clips holding my wrists up behind my head.

“Hands out in front of you just like the slut,” she
ordered, gripping my wrists and pushing them ahead before locking
them together. Then she attached a chain to them and fed them to
Chelsea’s wrists.

I could feel what I presumed to be a dildo pushing
slowly and deliciously into my pussy from behind and moved my
trembling hands out before me the same way Chelsea was doing. It
was starting to move in and out, started to stroke, and I knew that
Kim had the strap-on dildo attached to her body.

She was fucking me like a guy would! Much like Sage
had the other night! Only this was even more submissive and
degrading on my part. I felt the thick cock pushing deeper and
deeper until finally her hips began to slap against my
buttocks.

I felt her gathering in my hair and then tugging it
sharply back. I cried out in pain, my hands pushing against the
floor as if to raise me up and ease the pressure on my hair. But
her other hand came down on the back of my neck pushing me back
down so my chin was against the floor.

“Don’t move, slut beast!” Kim growled in a menacing
voice.

She thrust harder, her hips striking my buttocks with
enough force to make me shudder and tremble she drove the thick
cock into me again and again.

“Remember, slut beast, you’re just an animal, a
sexual animal that was put here for other women and men to make use
of for their own pleasure. You have no other purpose in life. This
body is here to be used by others however they choose to use
it.”

She tugged on my hair again.

“If I want to pull on your hair or slap your bottom
or strangle you, that is my prerogative. You have no say in
anything. You are a mere animal, a sluttish little sex slave at the
mercy of anyone who chooses to do whatever they want to you.”

She continued talking, only this time it was in
Chinese. I had no idea what she was saying but she punctuated by
slapping my bottom sharply and then tugging on my hair again.

Then I realized that Sage was moving around me taking
a video. I moaned helplessly, my body shuddering at the impact of
Kim’s hips as she punched the thick cock into me again and again.
Fire was raging within me, the heat growing more and more
intense.

Every thrust of the dildo made me cry out in pleasure
even as her hips struck my buttocks to make my body lurch forward
and back, grinding my chest over my breasts.

“Whore!” Kim snapped, slapping my bottom.

She leaned far over me, jamming the dildo into me to
the hilt as she let her upper body come down on my back. She chewed
lightly along the nape of my neck then against my earlobe.

“You are my sex slave now, white girl!” she said in a
low growl.

She jerked on my hair as she pushed her arm down
under my hip, her fingers searching out my clitoris. She ground her
hips against me, twisting the big cock around in my trembling
abdomen, then began to thrust into me with short, slow
movements.

“Bitch animal,” she growled. “You Western sluts are
all weak. We Chinese will own you and your bodies. You will all be
our whores, our slaves!”

She pushed herself upright again, and resumed
thrusting hard and fast. She gathered in my hair and tugged on it
like the reins of a horse, pulling each time she thrust so that my
scalp stung and burned. I felt like that cock punching into me
again and again was making my entire world tumble and churn. I knew
I was going to come, and abandoned all thoughts of dignity or pride
as the scalding heat swept over me.

Kim was saying something in Chinese, her voice
practically a snarl, but I had no idea what it was. Nor did I care,
not with this level of heat and passion and excitement gripping me.
The orgasm swept over me like a tidal wave, drowning my mind. I was
lost once again, all higher thinking processes shut down in the
face of the storm of ecstasy. What could matter compared to this?
Who cared about tomorrow, or anything else?

I gurgled and moaned and cried out in pleasure as the
orgasm broke my mind, and I became little more than the animal she
was calling me, rutting back against the thick cock plunging into
my sopping sex. My body trembled and shook as I ground my breasts
against the floor and wallowed in the delirious passion and
pleasure.

She shoved the thing deep inside me as I held still
then reached forward and grabbed my arms, undoing the chain and
pulling them back alongside me before crossing my wrists at the
small of my back and locking the wrist restraints together. Then
she reached behind my neck and undid the strap holding the gag in
place, working it out of my mouth before pulling on my hair
again.

“Thank me for giving you such a good orgasm, slut
beast,” she ordered.

All I could do was gulp in air, too dazed and mind
blasted to think.

She pulled harder on my hair, forcing my head back
making me cry out in pain.

“Obey your Mistress, slut beast!”

She slapped my bottom sharply.

“Thank your Mistress for fucking you to such a good
orgasm, you white slut!”

“Th-Thank you, Mistress!” I gasped weakly.

I felt a sudden sharp sting across my buttocks as she
swung the switch down.

“Say thank you Mistress for fucking me to such a good
orgasm!”

This was so outrageous! But she was so over-the-top
that it was obvious she was acting for the camera, for the videos
that would be seen by some foreign people. In fact, now I
understood why she was sometimes speaking Chinese. No doubt those
would be videos for people in China.

I felt a sense of awe imagining a bunch of Chinese
men watching this obscene, graphic sex scene and probably getting
erections. Well, also embarrassment, but I would never see them,
after all.

She brought the switch down across my bottom a second
time and I yelped in pain.

“Thank you Mistress for fucking me to such a good
orgasm!” I cried.

She had stood up behind me, and pulled the dildo
thing off. Now she gestured Chelsea over and told her to put it on.
She reached down and gripped my hair, lifting my head and then my
torso off the floor as I yelped and raise myself up. Then she kind
of dragged me forward so that I had to stumble along on my knees
until we were near the wall.

She slipped the strap over my head which settled down
around my neck just above the collar and then pulled it up above me
and over a hook. This kept my upper body horizontal to the floor,
my breasts hanging below me even as she brought the switch down on
my bottom a third time.

“Spread your legs, slut beast! You must always keep
your legs spread wide to let every man woman who sees you knows
what you want!”

She gestured Chelsea forward and Chelsea hurriedly
knelt behind me and push the dildo into my aching pussy then began
to ride me.

She swung the switch down more lightly, this time
striking Chelsea’s breast.

“Faster, slut! Use her roughly the way she deserves
to be used!”

Chelsea cried out and began to thrust faster and
harder, her hips slapping against my buttocks as she drove the
dildo into my pussy with faster deeper breasts.

“Look at these two white whores,” Kim said. “They’re
little more than animals. Filthy, rutting animals. This is why
China will conquer you!”

She started talking in Chinese, then, and I presume
she was saying the same thing.

I noticed that Sage had set up a camera on a tripod
but was also holding a second camera she moved around me, around
us. Meanwhile, Kim moved back then returned and did something to
Chelsea.

“Make this whore come again or I will beat you,
slut!”

A moment later Chelsie’s arm curved over my hip. I
heard a buzzing sound as she brought a vibrator down along my
abdomen until it was pressed against my clitoris.

I whimpered and moaned, my body shuddering to the
impact of her hips, my breasts wobbling below me. I was also partly
strangling on the strap around my throat. It was in a loop, every
time my hips jerked back the loop tightened around my throat and my
eyes bulged.

“Stop.”

Chelsea stopped immediately, and the Chinese girl
drew her back. Moments later I felt something sliding into my
pussy. It was long and thick, and began to vibrate powerfully. Then
I felt the plug pulled free of my ass and a moment later Chelsea
pushed the thick dildo strapped to her hips into my butt.

I moaned helplessly. I don’t mean helpless in the
sense that I was bound in restraints. I mean my mind felt helpless
to resist the churning liquid heat which rushed over me. This was
too wild, the sensations were too varied and powerful.

The vibrator was filling my pussy, stretching and
straining. Making my clitoris feel as if it was tingling and
dancing. Now Chelsea was thrusting the dildo into my ass, driving
it deeper and deeper into my belly so that I felt utterly full. My
breasts ached as they shook below me and the strap kept choking me
every time my hips moved back.

I was losing my mind. I was losing any sense of who I
was.

Since she didn’t have to hold onto the vibrator now,
Chelsea’s hands were on my hips, jerking me back to meet her
thrusts. That only choked me more, but I couldn’t find it in myself
to really care. I was buffeted by wave after wave of passion and
heat and pleasure and need.

Kim squatted next to me for a moment, reaching in to
finger my nipple. Then something bit into it and I cried out in
pain as she rose and moved around to my other side. Something had
been attached to my nipple! And a moment later something else bit
into my other nipple!

“Slut beasts like you should feel pain as well as
pleasure, to remind you of how filthy you are. To punish you for
not feeling sufficient shame.”

There were two somethings, biting at my nipples,
pinching them sharply. And they were attached to something else,
which swung loosely below me, tugging on them with my every
movement. My nipples began to burn fiercely even as the wild
passion became a fever heat.

Kim was saying something in Chinese but I had no idea
what it was. A moment later the orgasm hit and I lost interest in
anything else. A hurricane of sensations battered my mind and body
and I gloried in the lack of inhibitions, laying myself open to
revel in the sheer wonder of that deep, searing pleasure.

Black dots danced before my glassy eyes but I didn’t
care. I let the pleasure drown me in its churning waves and
wallowed in them as they went on and on and her hips continued to
slap against me hard and fast.

I was lost, lost, lost. I didn’t care. The power of
the orgasm was glorious I gave myself to it without restraint.
Without thought.

*

Kim and Sage took a number of pictures of Chelsea and
me together. Some of them were pretty graphic.

Then it was back to the videos, starting with Chelsea
and me doing a sixty-nine on the bed while Kim stood over us with
the thin switch, occasionally snapping it down to encourage us to
more enthusiasm. Then we shared a double-headed dildo, both
face-to-face and bottom to bottom, before taking a shower together,
which involve soaping each other up and then eating each other
out.

I was kind of all sexed out by then, so they sent us
home while they worked on the editing and dubbing of the videos I
think both of us were a little shellshocked by then. Instead of
riding the bike I just walked along with her next to me. We didn’t
talk at first.

Then she just said “Wow.”

I grunted in response.

“So I guess we’re porn stars now,” she said.

“We’re not stars of anything yet,” I said.

“Well, even if it doesn’t make us a lot of money, the
sex is fucking awesome.” She giggled. “Or I could say that’s
awesome fucking sex.”

I couldn’t exactly argue the point but I was still
feeling uncomfortable about it. I wasn’t used to being anyone’s
bitch and I had been treated like one since I got to Sage’s
apartment. I was pretty sure I could beat her up pretty easily.
Shouldn’t she be my bitch, then?

Then there was this Chinese chick, too. And she was
bossing me around as arrogantly as Sage had. Did I have a sign on
my head these days that said Bitch? It was frustrating. Because not
only did it bother me to be treated like that, but I was aware that
being treated like that was what was making this so incredibly
exciting.

I couldn’t quite explain that myself.

“I just hope we can trust them to make sure these
fucking pictures and videos don’t show up all over town,” I
said.

“If they do, we’re fucked, you know. I mean we’re
wrecked. I wouldn’t be able to see my parents anymore. I wouldn’t
be able to look them in the face.”

I couldn’t argue with her.

“What made you think this was a good idea?” she
demanded.

“I didn’t have all that in mind,” I said. “I just
thought she might be able to give me information on where we could
post videos we had where nobody around here would see them and we
could make some money. I didn’t think she would basically take over
the job and make it into this big foreign website and all. And I
sure didn’t think she would be inviting another girl in.

When did she get in touch with you anyway?”

She shrugged. “Yesterday. She just called and said we
needed to meet about a website you had asked her about. Then she
started showing me the videos and telling me how erotic they were
and how we could make them better and the next thing I knew I was
naked.”

“Slut,” I said.

“Yeah, look who’s talking. I saw your videos too. I
bet Sage was right that you intended me to be the single focus of
the videos while you stayed hidden.”

“That was what we kind of agreed to. You’re the hot,
sexy, centerfold type.”

“Yeah, except Sage has just shown that you can make
some pretty hot videos, too.”

I rubbed my throat. “You almost fucking strangled me
back there,” I complained.

“You strangled yourself, slut. You could’ve just
stayed where you were instead of shoving yourself back onto the
dildo I was wearing.”

“How would you like me to bend you over and take a
strap to your ass?” I asked.

She shrugged “Sage already did that.”

“I bet there’s a lot of videos I need to see,” I
said.

“Sage’s one horny little nerd girl,” she said.

“How did she get you to go along with her?”

“Well fuck, after she showed me the videos you took
and talked about them in the most casual way as if they weren’t the
most obscene things in the world, I didn’t figure it mattered much.
And I kinda wanted to keep her happy given you let her have those
videos, bitch.”

“That wasn’t my plan. In fact, I deleted those. But
she pulled up some program that pulled them up from the flash drive
even though I had deleted them. I didn’t realize what she was doing
until she was actually looking at them. And yeah, it’s weird how
casual she is about this shit.”

“Kinda makes me wonder what kind of videos she’s been
doing,” Chelsea said.

I looked at her, startled, because the thought had
never entered my mind. But now that she mentioned it, it seemed
obvious.

“I wonder if she’s made videos with Kim,” I said.

“Or guys. She talked about me doing videos with guys.
Like she was going to like find guys to come and fuck me on
video.”

“Really? I was thinking she must be queer.”

“She might be, I don’t know. It’s hard to tell with
her. But all she talks about is what would make for a good video
and sell more memberships. I think that if we actually go forward
with this thing it’s almost inevitable that there is going to have
to be some guys involved as like, actors, if you can call them
that.”

The idea was suddenly very scary and at the same time
made my nipples tingle and tightened my chest. The thought of
repeating those obscene scenes we just performed today, but with a
guy was enough to make my stomach roil wildly. But at the same
time, wow, would that ever be insane!

“I don’t know how I feel about that,” I said.

“Yeah, me too. It’s one thing to make a little money
from some friendly fun and games. Or even showing off my body to
foreigners somewhere who we’ll never meet me, but fucking guys I
don’t even know is something else again.”

“But if they’re super hot and sexy looking?”

“Lots of super hot sexy looking guys want to fuck me
all the time.”

“Yeah, but this time you won’t have to worry about
whether they’re any good. And I guess you don’t have to worry about
flattering them and pretending you enjoyed it if you don’t. I mean
when you think about it this is like no strings attached sex with
hot guys and we will never have to worry about them.”

“Feel free then.”

“I know it’s kind of slutty, but then everything we
did today was wildly slutty.”

“You think!?”

We were quiet for a bit.

“What I don’t really understand is why it was so
incredibly hot and exciting,” I said.

“Well, what you and me were doing was incredibly hot
and exciting to. At least to me.”

I thought about it for a minute.

“You know, sex is complicated. You have to be on your
guard the whole time about how you look, what he’s doing, how you
should respond to him, making sure you don’t say or do the wrong
thing that will either damage his fragile ego or make them think
you’re a slut…”

“I wasn’t thinking about any of that when you and me
were doing it. And I don’t think I was with Sage either. It was
like a different kind of sex.”

“It was because we weren’t trying to impress guys or
get them to like us, and weren’t worried about damaging our
reputation or anything.”

“It was like I just did what I was told and
everything else was about just feeling what I was feeling, when
Sage or you were doing stuff to me. I have to admit that kinky
stuff with the slave girl shit and tying me up is kind of hot and
sexy.”

“Yeah, I don’t understand it. Maybe it’s just like
with the other stuff we were talking about. If you’re all tied up
and you can’t do anything so your mind doesn’t have to think about
what you should be doing. And if you’re gagged then your mind
doesn’t have to think about what you should be saying. So all your
mind has to do is just experience whatever they’re doing to
you.”

“Not to mention they're doing fucking outrageous
stuff. And saying outrageous shit! That Kim is one nasty Chinese
bitch.”

“I need to talk to Sage about her. We don’t know
anything about her yet we’re letting her tie us up and take those
videos of us. I mean, at least we know Sage.”

“Doesn’t mean we can trust Sage. It’s not like she’s
in the videos.”

She was right, of course. I’d always sort of liked
Sage. But who knew what she was doing in her life now?

“Maybe what we need is to get them to do videos that
we can keep just in case.”

Her eyes widened as she looked at me. “You mean like
blackmail material?”

“In case they decide to blackmail us!”

“That would probably be a good idea. At least if they
destroyed us then we could destroy them too.”
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I was far from certain how I was going to approach
Sage about my idea of getting videos on her and Kim. Being honest
about it didn’t seem a likely path to success given that she had no
reason whatsoever to give us such material. At least not as long as
we kept giving her whatever she wanted without anything coming back
to us.

I thought that I might talk to her the next morning,
go over to her place and just discuss the future of this website
that she was developing with us. It irritated me that I continued
to feel a strange sense of being intimidated around her. I mean,
she was smarter than me, I guess. But so what? I was better
looking, had a better body, and could beat the crap out of her.

I considered various scenarios, including me being in
the video with her so she showed her face, and also just telling
her about me and Chelsea being worried about the videos and wanting
reassurance. I was sure she would be happy to offer reassurance,
but much less so that she would be willing to go so far as to give
us videos of her to hold her to her promises.

I felt a little nervous around my family that
evening, as if somehow they might have some clue about the nasty
things I’d done yesterday and the day before. I mean, they were
awful damn nasty! My parents thought I was a good girl! They would
not be happy to find out I was a psychotic slut who let girls tie
me up fuck me with the dildos.

It made me even more worried about those videos
getting out. I was definitely going to have to talk to Sage
tomorrow.

And then tomorrow came a little bit early. I only
slept in a little since I wasn’t working. Everyone else was gone
when I started hearing weird sounds at my window that eventually
woke me up and pulled me out of bed.

I went to the window and looked out and saw Sage down
there in our backyard tossing pebbles up. She waved and I stared at
her in surprise and then nodded and hurriedly got dressed before
going downstairs. M\It made me nervous to see her here, though that
was stupid since of course she knew where I lived. And nobody was
going to think anything about her showing up.

Besides this would be a good opportunity to talk to
her.

I opened the door and she grinned at me and walked
in, a backpack slung across her shoulder.

“I thought you’d like to see this site that we’ve
developed so far, and how we're going to market it,” she said.

“Uhm, yes,” I said.

We went upstairs to my room and she plugged a flash
drive into my laptop and brought up the website. I haven’t spent a
lot of time on porn sites but this one certainly looked
professionally done. I couldn’t read any of the words because they
were in Chinese characters, but she quickly did something and then
suddenly they were in English.

“We thought we’d start over in Asia first because
it’s safer there for you. And Kim knows a couple of Asian guys who
can translate Chinese into Japanese and Vietnamese and Thai. They
don’t have to see the videos to translate the characters.”

“That sounds good,” I said cautiously.

She showed me a menu system, with thumbnails showing
pictures of me and Chelsea tied up in various positions.

“The reason I came here was to get more pictures of
you for the front page of the site,” she said. I want pictures of
you looking nice and sweet, and wearing clothes of various kinds.
We want you to look sexy too, of course. These will be the pictures
that entice them to want to see you naked and doing all the nasty
stuff you’ve already done.”

That sounded entirely reasonable, too. And it’s not
like I was going to complain about having her take pictures of me
in a tank top and jeans or something, given the kind of picture she
already had of me. It also gave me more of an opportunity to work
up the courage to ask her about things like where the videos were
and how we could be sure nobody around here would ever see
them.

She went into my closet and selected various things
for me to wear. They were mostly ordinary things, but of course I
had selected them to look pretty good. I mean they worked well with
my hair and eyes and skin tone. I felt kind of cool to be posing
for her camera like I was some kind of model or actress.

“So Chelsea and we were talking,” I said.

“Let me guess, you’re wondering who Kim was, and
worried about those videos getting out to people you know.”

I blinked in surprise.

“Turn to your right more, raise your right arm a
little.”

I did as she told me and she took another
picture.

“It’s what I would be worried about if some girl had
all kinds of videos and pictures of me.”

“So, who is this Kim girl?”

“She’s a friend of mine. We met in chess club. She
went to Catholic high school.”

“She doesn’t seem very Catholic,” I said.

“She’s not. Her parents sent her there because they
were stricter. But she’s a weird girl for an Asian. Most of them
were pretty prudish. They have to be virgins to get married you
know. At least if they marry another Asian. I don’t think she’s too
worried about that. She’s kind of a dyke.”

“How do we know we can trust her with the videos and
pictures?”

“You don’t need to. I have them all. All she’s doing
is narrating a little and doing some Chinese characters for the
website. She doesn’t have any files or pictures and videos.”

That was a little more reassuring.

“Take off your clothes now. “

I flushed slightly. “You don’t have enough naked
pictures of me already?”

“Nope. Besides, these are only going to be partially
naked. These are still going to be teaser pictures. Think you being
naked, but not showing anything much in the picture.”

I nodded, a little confused. But it soon became
obvious what she had in mind. She took pictures of me like standing
behind a table with a scarf hanging down over my breasts or with my
breasts pressed against the wall so all you saw was like some side
boob. There were butt shots, too, and lingerie shots, and full-body
shots of me naked from the back.

But then the pictures became more explicit. She posed
me on sofas and beds, leaning over railings, draped across tables,
pretending to have a bath, and other stuff, all naked and not
hiding anything. I started to kind of get into it. I enjoyed the
thought of showing off my naked body without getting a hit to my
reputation.

And I felt sexy, and hot, and started to feel that
familiar kind of thrum of excitement rising within me.

She had me put on the bondage stuff, the collar, and
restraints, and then took pictures of me with them, sometimes
locking them together, sometimes not. She explored the house,
looking for new settings to pose me in and liked the basement a
lot. Especially the unfinished part with the concrete floor and
walls.

She went upstairs and got her backpack, which turned
out to have things like ropes and chains in it. She pulled over a
chair and tied ropes high around a couple of roof support posts,
then tied them to the wrist restraints so I was standing in between
them with my arms raised up and apart.

She moved around me, snapping picture after picture,
telling me to look sad or helpless or scared or whatever. Then she
tied more ropes to my ankle restraints and pulled them apart so I
was only ever to reach the floor with the balls of my feet. She
took more pictures then pushed the ball gag into my mouth and took
still more.

It crossed my mind that things had escalated rapidly
before I could really get the reassurance from her that I had hoped
to. And next thing I know she had a big dildo in her hand. It had a
fat bulge an inch from the bottom and she worked it slowly up into
my butt until the fat bulge really stretched my sphincter muscle
before slipping inside.

By then I was already getting overheated. I mean, she
was being very casual about it now, like this was just for
pictures. But I didn’t feel that way. I didn’t feel like a model,
anymore. I felt like this was sex. And hot, kinky sex!

She knelt in front of me and started licking my clit
while working another dildo up into my already very moist pussy. I
wasn’t sure if Chelsea was right about her being a lesbian, but her
tongue was certainly very highly skilled! The heat just poured
through me and I found myself twisting and moaning and writhing in
place as she worked the dildo deeper and deeper.

She did something with it which somehow attached the
base of the butt plug dildo thing inside me and held it there as
she stepped back and started taking more pictures.

The first sign I had that things were going in a
different direction was when I heard footsteps on the stairs. I
jerked my head around and saw Kim coming down, looking at us.

“So here you are,” she said.

“I gave you the address,” Sage said.

“Yeah, but I didn’t think I’d find you in the
basement.”

She walked up behind me gripped my hair and yanked it
sharply back, hard enough for me to cry out. Even as she did so,
though, I saw Sage quickly bring the camera up and start snapping
pictures.

“I see you’ve got our little slut beast already for
me.”

“I was just getting her ready.”

Kim ran her hand down my body, her fingers rubbing my
swollen wet clitoris.

“So I see. Our little slut animal is already for cock
again.”

I moaned, staring up at the ceiling, rolling my eyes
towards her and she held me like that. My heart was beating faster
my pulse was racing as she rub my clitoris. Dark heat rolled
through me, but with it came anxiety, uncertainty, and
embarrassment.

I really didn’t like this Chinese girl. She was
rougher than Sage, and nastier. I didn’t think that was just all
for the cameras.

Sage was setting up a tripod for the camera off to
one side. She had another camera which she was checking and
adjusting as Kim moved up and pressed her body against me from
behind.

“Dirty little slut,” she whispered into my ear. “I’m
going to turn you into a living, breathing sex slave. And you’re
going to love it.”

I felt a tremor ran through me at her words. Because
I thought that they might be joking, but I wasn’t at all sure she
didn’t mean it. I mean, if she was gay and all. I was sure she
would like to have me as her sex slave!

She released my hair at last and drew back. “I’ll get
dressed,” she said.

I had no idea what she meant by that since she was
already dressed. And she didn’t explain. She went upstairs. Sage
pulled that vibrator thing that she used on me before out of her
backpack. It was the one with the leather handle, with a
four-inch-long stem holding a round golf ball-like vibrator thing.
She strapped the handle to my thigh in such a way that the little
ball was pressed against my clitoris.

Then she turned it on.

It didn’t take long before I was writhing in place
again, my wrists and ankles pulling against the restraints as I
moaned in helpless pleasure. Sage moved around me snapping pictures
until I heard footsteps on the stairs again.

I turned and stared as I saw what Kim was wearing. It
looked like a shiny, one-piece black leather bodysuit, except that
it had a cock. A huge black cock thrusting up with a
menacing-looking head pointed at me. It even had a set of balls
bolted to the crotch of her bodysuit. She was wearing
stiletto-heeled black boots, long black gloves, and had her hair
drawn back into a severe ponytail.

She looked at me and smirked. “I’m gonna your fuck
your brains out, slut beast.”

I shuddered helplessly she moved over to the table
where Sage had unloaded some of the things from the backpack. Then
my eyes widened as she returned holding some kind of whip! The whip
had what looked like two or three dozen very thin black laces of
some kind dangling from a six-inch-long leather wrapped handle.

“Now we’re going to punish you, sex slave,” Kim
said.

I shook my head rapidly and they both laughed.

“Sex slaves don’t get any say in anything,” Kim
said.

She jerked back on my hair again and let the laces
trail down along my taut breasts.

“You’re nothing but a miserable animal,” she hissed
as the cameras rolled. “I can beat you as much as I want. I can do
it to teach you a lesson, but also just because I enjoy it. You
filthy little cock loving slut!”

She drew back and then swung her arm. I braced myself
and let out a cry of pain as the laces swept through the air and
then landed across my back. My back arched sharply as I threw
myself forward, straining against the restraints.

But a moment later I realized that it hadn’t really
hurt at all to speak of. I felt a huge surge of relief that however
realistic they were pretending this was, they knew it was just
putting on a show for the cameras.

She swung the thing again and again the laces cut
across my back, though this time it did sting a bit. Sage moved
from side to side taking more video as Kim swung the whip a little
harder, making me more nervous as the laces stung my back and
buttocks.

She talked as she whipped me, obviously speaking for
the cameras.

“I’ll teach you to be a filthy slut,” she growled.
“You are not to fuck the delivery man! I also don’t want you
fucking men in alleys or going to bars and dragging men into
bathrooms so you can give them blow jobs!”

I mean, she was making it sound like I was some kind
of an impulsive slut! But I was still mostly focused on the feel of
those laces as they swept down on my body.

“I know you’re a whore,” she growled. “But I didn’t
think you would order food to be delivered just so you could fuck
the delivery man! Whore! Animal!”

Yet even though the laces stung I was really starting
to get off on this wild, perverted scene that they were creating. I
mean, obviously I was meant to be the helpless slut being punished
for her sluttish ways. And I kind of felt like a slut, and to be
truthful I kind of felt I should be punished for my sluttish ways
too.

But then Kim moved around in front of me and to the
side. Sage adjusted the tripod forward and I moaned anxiously as I
watch Kim draw her arm back. This time the laces swept across my
chest! I squealed a lot louder as I twisted and pulled at the
restraints. She wasn’t swinging it very hard, but that wasn’t a
part of my anatomy I was used to feeling any kind of pain from! The
crackle of stings that rained across my taut, swollen breasts
startled me.

“Filthy little cock loving bitch!”

The laces came down across my breasts a second time
and a third, and I twisted and moaned and yelped as my breasts
stung and began to feel warmer still. She brought the laces down
across my belly and abdomen and I squealed and twisted as the
stinging grew worse. She moved behind me and the laces struck my
back and bottom once again. My skin felt hot and was starting to
feel… raw and tender.

She moved forward again and I cried out as the laces
cut down across my breasts with more authority. The laces drew tiny
pink lines of heat across my breasts and then my lower chest and
belly. The aching was starting to edge up towards actual pain now,
but my mind was still churning with a dark, wild, passionate need
and desire.

And then something seemed to shift and twist inside
me. The next time the laces came down across my breasts stung, yes,
but they brought with them this incredible jolt of deep excitement
bordering on elation. It was like endorphins were filling my body
and joining with the wild heat to become something even more
intense and powerful.

I was starting to slip into that same sense of dark,
feverish hunger that had possessed me the other evening. My body
was filled with an incredible pressure to the point it trembled and
shook. Heat rode my mind as I arched my back, pushing my breasts up
to meet the next downward stroke of the whip. I cried out in dark
pleasure and pain as it struck, leaving a crackle of stings behind
on my reddening breasts.

I cried out as the whip cut across my back, then an
instant later laces swept down across my breasts. Then my buttocks.
And suddenly I realized that she couldn’t possibly be doing it all
herself. I twisted my head around, my eyes wild and glassy, and
stared at another Chinese girl, dressed exactly the same as Kim,
and holding an identical whip in her hand.

I gaped at her until Kim brought hers down across my
breasts especially hard. I screamed and twisted my head around then
got another blow across the buttocks from the girl behind me. They
were both yelling at me now, calling me a whore and a slut. And
then they switched to Chinese as I twisted and trembled and cried
out, again and again, my body overheating and my mind churning
violently with an insane mixture of feverish lust, pain,
humiliation, and fear.

I felt the other girl come up behind me, felt her
hand reach between my trembling thighs, and do something with the
dildo in my pussy. She slipped it down and out and then I felt
something hard and rubbery rubbing up and down against the line of
my sex.

She was slowly pushing that thick cock attached to
her black leather outfit up into my pussy. I felt the rounded
helmet head pushing hard along the front wall of my sex as she kind
of rounded there, pumping slowly in and out, making sure the head
pressed firmly against the front of my sex as she fucked me.

Part of me was outraged since I didn’t even know her
name but mostly I was just relieved because now she couldn’t be
using that whip thing on me. Of course, that didn’t stop Kim. She
continued to yell at me in Chinese as she brought her whip down
across my breast again and again.

The Chinese girl behind me was whispering into my
ear, her voice full of sneers and threats though I didn’t
understand a word. Then Kim threw down her whip and moved up close
before me. The dildo the other girl had pushed up into my pussy was
withdrawn and I felt her fingers tugging the other one I had in my
ass.

Then I felt the same dildo pushing back up into my
ass while Kim lifted the head of hers and pushed it up into my
pussy. I was taller than both of them, but not with my legs spread
as wide as they were. I trembled and moaned and cried out as they
both pushed those thick black cock’s deep into my abdomen.

“Filthy white slut!”

“American whore!”

“You will submit to your Chinese mistress,
animal!”

“You are our sex slave, white girl!”

“You are owned by China now, western whore!”

They spat the words at me as they shoved their cocks
into me with hard, quickening strokes. Their hands moved roughly
over my body. My hair was tugged and yanked and hands roughly
fondled and mashed and squeezed my aching breasts just as they
kneaded my overheated buttocks.

Then I came with an explosive release of sexual
pressure that I thought might be so intense it might cause my head
to actually tear apart. I screamed in wild, mindless, animal
pleasure and ecstasy as the two Chinese girls drove those thick
black cocks into me from either side, their leathery bodies
grinding me between them as they cursed me and insulted me and told
me how low I was.

The climax went on and on, convulsions wracking my
body as I strained against the restraints and cried out all the air
in my lungs again and again. Sage moved rapidly around with the
camera to her eye as she recorded it all. She seemed quite
businesslike with no sign of arousal. Like, did she this every day
or something!?

Those two bitches churned my insides into mush until
I could barely stand and was half hanging from the wrist
restraints. Mind you, most of the exhaustion was mental, emotional
rather than physical. The orgasm seemed to rise and fall, rise and
fall, and I basically recognized finally that it was multiple
orgasms.

I could feel those big, black cock's jamming up into
me, like soft spears thrusting up into my belly from two different
directions as the two of them leaned in to chew and suck and kiss
on opposite sides of my throat. One of them jerked my head back by
the hair and another one roughly fondled my breasts. But always
those hard cocks thrust into me fast and hard while I screamed and
lost my mind.
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When they finally slid those thick black cocks out of
me I felt almost hollow inside. Kim showed me a kind of headband
with a pair of furry ears, like animal ears attached, then reached
to my head and slipped the headband over. Her fingers brushed my
hair across to hide the band as I felt the girl behind me pushing
some kind of butt plug into my ass.

Then they both untied the ropes from my ankle
restraints, before doing the same for my wrist restraints. They did
it in tandem as if they had practiced it together. Somehow that was
intimidating. They put me on my knees before them, and then on my
belly. I made no effort to resist.

“Raise your ass high into the air, slut creature!”
Kim ordered.

I felt the switch cut down across my bottom and
yelped as I hurriedly raised my hips high and moved my body into
the position they had shown me the other day. It was an obscenely
vulnerable position, and it had made me self-conscious and also
darkly aroused in a strange masochistic way the other day. Now it
was two virtual strangers standing over me and the feeling was even
more intense.

My bare breasts were pillowed out against the cold
concrete below but throbbed beneath me as I knelt there. I was
still gulping in air, still kind of dazed by incredible levels of
heat and passion and dark excitement that had filled my body. I was
also feeling that wild, desperately thrilling, and confusing sense
of self-consciousness and excitement at prostrating myself in such
a degrading way before them.

The Chinese girl behind me, the one I didn’t even
know at all, suddenly knelt beside me, and I felt her gloved hand
against the back of my neck shoving down hard.

She yelled at me in Chinese and then slapped my
bottom sharply before jerking my wrist together behind my back and
then locking the restraints together.

She and Kim continued to sneer at me, or at least it
sounded that way, though I had no idea what they were saying. The
stranger reached back and her fingers began to caress my pussy,
then wriggled inside. I gasped as two long fingers pushed deep into
my sex. They pulled back and then she held them before my face,
yelling at me all the while.

I could see them glistening with, I guess, my juices
and she rubbed them against my face before slapping my bottom,
still holding her other hand down firmly against my neck to pin my
chin to the floor. She reached behind my head and undid the strap,
then pulled the ball out of my mouth.

“Tell us how much you love cock, white girl!” she
growled.

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

“You’re a filthy little cock loving whore, aren’t
you?”

“Yes, Mistress!” I gasped.

“Say it, slut!” Kim yelled down at me.

The other one slapped my bottom again hard.

“I’m a filthy little cock loving whore, Mistress!” I
exclaimed.

“Are you grateful for your Mistress for giving you so
much cock, slut?!” Kim purred.

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

The girl beside me tightened her grip on the back of
my neck and pushed down harder as she yelled at me. “Thank your
Mistress for fucking you, whore!”

“Thank you for fucking me, Mistress!” I cried.

“I bet you want more cock. Don’t you, slut?”

The other girl slapped my bottom again. “Answer your
mistress, whore!”

“Yes, Mistress!” I cried.

“Beg for more cock, whore animal!”

“Please may I have more cock, Mistress!?” I
cried.

“Again, slut beast!"

I begged repeatedly, as she pulled my hair and
slapped my bottom and they called me names until finally she
shifted and I felt a cock or dildo I guess pushing into me from
behind. I thought at first she was driving a dildo into me because
I couldn’t see anything but Kim’s shiny black boots in front of me.
The dildo that pierced me felt thick and soft and warm as it pushed
deep into my trembling body.

“Thank your Mistress for the lovely cock inside you,
white whore!” the Chinese girl ordered.

“Thank you for the lovely cock inside me, Mistress!”
I cried.

It was moving in and out slowly, with long strokes as
Kim prodded at my mouth with the pointy toe of her leather
boot.

“If you’re really grateful, slut beast, show me.”

I didn’t know what she meant until the other Chinese
girl gripped my hair roughly and yanked it before pushing my mouth
forward a little.

“Lick your Mistress’ boot, slut slave!” she
hissed.

And then I obeyed, my tongue flicking out and licking
at her toe.

“All of it, you filthy little animal! Clean her boot
with your tongue!”

I remember feeling an incredible psychic jolt at her
words, even in the midst of the dazed confusion and wild
uncertainty, embarrassment, and heat gripping my mind. But then
there was this incredible rush of heat as I obeyed. I felt her
removing her hand from the back of my neck and then undoing my
wrist restraints.

“Grip her ankle between your hands and lick her boot
clean, you filthy little white slave girl!”

I whimpered helplessly, and then obeyed, my tongue
licking at her shiny boot as the other girl thrust the dildo into
me from behind - or so I kind of thought. But then she reached her
hand up under my raised abdomen and her fingers found my clitoris
even as she continued to grasp my hair in her other hand. And she
was kneeling beside me.

I realized it must be someone else but simply assumed
it was Sage at first. Then I saw her moving out of my peripheral
vision and realized it must be yet another girl. Another stranger
using my body! Another stranger seeing me in this incredibly
degrading situation, naked on my belly with my hips raised
high.

Hands gripped my hips as she thrust into me, and
warm, fleshy hips began to slap against my bottom.

That was a man!

I’m not sure why that thought came to my mind as I
licked Kim’s boot. Maybe because I felt bare flesh against me, the
feel of someone’s bare abdomen and hips pressing against my
buttocks each time he drove his cock into me to the hilt and ground
himself against me.

Then the size of the hands gripping my hips sank
through the dazed heat gripping my mind. They were large and strong
hands. I tried to turn my head away but the Chinese girl held my
hair firmly, yanking as she cursed me and ordered me to lick
harder, lick faster.

I moaned and gasped in pain, and obeyed, gripping
Kim’s ankle desperately as I looked up and down along her shiny
boot. I was focused on that, and yet it began to intrude upon my
thoughts more and more that the person thrusting into me from
behind was a guy. The more certain I became of that the more
astonished I felt.

This was a real cock inside me! It was a man here
behind me! A strange man was seeing me like this, using my body as
if I was some kind of… sex slave! Did I didn’t even know what he
looked like, and couldn’t even turn around to see!

And did I want to see him? How could I face looking
at a guy who was seeing me like this, had heard me begging for
cock, was watching me licking Kim’s boot like some kind of insane,
nymphomaniac whore!?

She stepped back and then dropped to her knees before
me. She gathered in my hair from the other girl and pulled me up
onto all fours, with her dildo pushed almost against my lips. She
didn’t need to speak as she pushed it forward, and the hard black
cock slid into my mouth.

She pumped slowly in and out as the other girl
continued to kneel beside me, fingering my clitoris and fondling my
breasts.

“Nasty little sex bitch!” she said to me. “You were
built for cock! Only cock makes you feel complete! You might look
like a nice girl, but inside you’re a whore!

Kim pushed the dildo straight down my throat with one
smooth, slow thrust that had my lips wrapped around the base and
pressed against the round balls fixed to the front of her suit.
Behind me, the guy, and by now I was almost certain it was a guy,
thrust harder and faster, his hips slapping against my buttocks as
he used me.

Kim drew slowly back and the dildo popped free of my
mouth with a wet sound. She shifted her body around to my side and
immediately there was another person kneeling before me. It was a
real cock this time, and it pushed into my open mouth as the man
there took control of my hair. It started to pump slowly in and out
of my mouth as I knelt there, stunned, my body shuddering to the
impact of the man behind me as she continued to thrust hard and
fast.

What was going on?! Who were these people!? It must
be for the videos I thought dazedly. Sage hadn’t even asked me, the
bitch!

I rolled my eyes upward to see a Chinese man looking
down at me. He smiled grimly as he drove his cock in and out of my
throat and said something in Chinese.

They all started speaking Chinese then, including the
man behind me. I gurgled wetly around the man’s cock, becoming
lightheaded from the lack of oxygen. He pulled out repeatedly so I
could breathe, but then drove his cock into my throat again and
start pumping.

What was going on!? I was too confused, bewildered,
and yet deeply aroused. I whimpered and moaned as my body seemed to
tremble and shake beyond my control. Then another climax tore
through me as I screamed almost soundlessly around the cock
plugging my throat.

It was all a dark, confusing blur in my mind.
Everything was happening so fast and there was this incredible
confusion of sensations and emotions churning within me. And over
it all was this incredible thrill of dark lust and passion, of heat
and a wild, glittering sense of thrilling, edgy excitement.

It was a fever dream of sex and fantasy. And I felt
very isolated and alone within it, in part because they were all
virtual strangers, or in the case of three of them complete
strangers. And because I was the singular focus of all of their
attention, and their common language, which I did not understand
isolated me from them.

And, well, not to put too fine a point on it, but I
was completely helpless, completely naked, with my wrists locked
together behind my back. I was totally at their mercy. They could
do anything they wanted to me! Anything! That was a strange,
anxious feeling, even in the midst of the wild turmoil of heat and
passion gripping my mind and body.

And now there were men here! That increased the
tension level enormously, for me. I'm not sure why. I mean, yes men
were always more of a threat than women, because of their desire
for me. But that really had no meaning in this case. There seemed
to be no difference between how and what the men did and wanted
from me then what the women did and wanted from me.

But then, trying to apply logic to this was
pointless. I was not ruled by logic today, but by a swirling storm
of emotions. I kept feeling these dark, intense psychic jolts, like
when I realized that, hey, I was having sex with two guys at the
same time.

Like, that had long been a fantasy, one that I had
never expected to really bring to life. And yet here it was, and I
was between them, with two big cocks inside me at once! That would
have been an enormous, shocking thing all on its own. And yet it
was simply a part of what was going on! The other two Chinese girls
ordered me, groping my breasts, sliding her hands under to rub my
clitoris, and saying nasty things to me, either in Chinese or in
English.

Suddenly I was lifted up, carried a few feet away,
and then turned and placed on my back on a small box which was not
nearly big enough for me. My head hung over one end and my buttocks
were just over the other. But one of the men lifted my legs up and
back as he pushed himself into my pussy again. The other knelt in
front of my face, gathered in my hair, and then pushed his cock
down my throat.

The two women knelt alongside me, as before. Their
hands caressed my body, rubbing my clitoris and kneading my
breasts, and leaning in to suck and lick and chew at my nipples and
breasts.

Meanwhile, Sage readjusted the camera tripod then
moved around me with another camera, taking more video. I was dazed
and gripped by a dark, feverish heat that turned my mind to mush. I
gurgled and moaned and gagged weakly around the cock pumping in and
out of my mouth and throat as the other man thrust into me hard and
fast.

I knew this would make some kind of video, and kind
of knew that was the point here but it was kind of a background
thing. The reality was I was the center of four people having sex
with me, none of whom I actually knew.

And yet there was no room in my head for calmly
analyzing why I was doing this, or the morality or even wisdom
involved. And no great urge to worry about it since there was
nothing I could do anyway. I was helpless, and could only do as
they chose, as if I really was a sex slave. In fact, it was quite
easy to even forget that there was any purpose in what was going on
other than that was what they wanted to do to me.

They carried me into the finished portion of the
basement and laid me down on the pool table. Then the Chinese girl
crawled atop me and settled her naked pussy down against my mouth.
Her fingers tugged and pulled at my hair as she ordered me to
please her and my tongue pushed out frantically to obey.

I think she exaggerated her response as she writhed
and twisted and moaned atop my face, and then rode me furiously as
she came, or pretended to come. Then I was lifted down again and
set on my knees before an armchair where Kim sat, slumped back,
legs apart, and was again required to please her with my tongue as
the other girl sodomize me with a strap-on dildo and work the
vibrator into my pussy.

The day passed in a daze, and left me physically and
emotionally exhausted by the time they left. I mostly just lay on
my bed, dazed for time, mostly ignoring Sage, who sat at my laptop
working. After a while she got up, grinned at me, and said she was
going to see Chelsea now.

*

The website went live the next day in certain parts
of the world. We didn’t make any money for the first month or so
but we continued to make videos and take a wide variety of
pictures. Sage got more creative with the pictures, and sometimes
artistic in the use of filters and shadows. Some of them were
really quite good, quite erotic without being nasty or
pornographic.

The videos, of course, were quite another thing. She
seemed very creative with those, too, but there was no question of
them being pornographic. I had sex with more men, mostly Chinese,
but sometimes others. At one point I had sex with three large,
muscular black men same time, who treated me roughly in pretended I
was playing their white sex slave.

I got strapped several times by Kimand the other
Chinese people, or others who took part in the videos. I was
spanked, switched, and tied up in a number of creative ways, and
writhed, and twisted and moaned as the cameras looked on. At one
point, I was hung fully by my wrists, just hanging there, with the
dildo and vibrator inside as me the camera looked on.

That was strangely exhausting, not to mention it hurt
my wrists and arms quite a lot. Of course, I also came repeatedly.
I was also suspended upside down by my ankles, legs spread wide,
and then flogged again. I was tightly hogtied with ropes that
squeezed tight around my breasts, and then hung by a rope. And I
was made to straddle a narrow, leather-covered sawhorse, all my
weight coming down on my pussy so that the pain slowly built up
even as Kim used a vibrator to fill me with heat and passion and
need.

They also made me crawl around a lot on a leash. I
had those furry animal ears atop my head, and a butt plug holding a
tail hanging down behind me. I had to lick their boots, and also
bark like a dog and beg like one as well. They put me in a cage,
and had me masturbate there, and then bought me some very revealing
outfits to wear out in public while they took video and
pictures.

The second month I made $500 from the website. That
still wasn’t much given the number of videos and pictures they had
taken of me, in the amount of time I put into it. But the third
month money tripled in by the fourth month was making $5000 a
month.

Which was great, but all of this was changing me
significantly. My inhibitions had been mostly washed away. I had
sex with all kinds of people I didn’t even know, public sex in
front of a video camera, kinky and perverted sex, the kind you
didn’t talk to your friends about. And I had allowed myself to be
not just degraded but be humanized and treated like a sex slave and
sex toy.

When you start doing that, and do it long enough
especially with enough emotions brought to bear it begins to change
who you think you are. Obedience became second nature, doing or
posing however I was told immediately. I had moved out of the house
and in with Sage, which to my parents’ way of thinking just meant I
was moving in with a girlfriend. Especially when Chelsea moved in,
too. In fact, they were happy to see me living with two other
girls.

They didn’t realize that neither Chelsea nor I wore
any clothing around the apartment, that we always were collared and
wore restraints, and that Sage only had to give the order for us to
drop to our knees and lick her shoes or perform oral sex on her or
any other person there.

Like I said, if you act like a sex slave long enough,
you begin sort of thinking like one. It becomes second nature.

We moved into a much bigger, much nicer apartment,
but it was really Sage’s apartment Chelsea and I were set up like
the naked sex slave maids. We cooked and cleaned and kept house and
did the laundry, and of course, served as her sort of servants
quite aside from also being sort of sex slaves.

I never really questioned why I was doing any of
this. At first, it was just to make videos to make money. Then it
became second nature, obedience, and submissiveness, I mean. And of
course, the sex we had been introduced to was so wildly passionate,
exciting, thrilling, and pleasurable, that Chelsea and I were both
fine with more of the same, especially since our inhibitions had
been melted.

It didn’t even matter to us who we had sex with. It
was also darkly delicious that we simply submitted to their
attention. At one point, several of the men using my body were
quite different from the handsome, muscular, big dick guys we
usually took videos with. And it was only afterward that I learned
they were simply members of the website who had entered lotteries
and won sex with me as the prize.

Rather than being outraged, I felt amazed and even
flattered that these guys had flown all the way here from China
just to fuck me and Chelsea. It turned out that the demand for the
site was so strong that they had increased the membership fee to
the point our membership was mostly made up of men who had quite a
bit of money.

The website was pulling in something like $75,000 a
month by then and Sage then auctioned me off for a week. I flew to
China and spent a week in the home of a very wealthy man, as his
sex slave. He had paid $100,000 for the privilege.

I made similar flights to the Middle East, Europe,
and Africa. I didn’t mind, as the only real difference was that
nobody but the other guy was taking videos of the kinky bondage
sex.

Sex had become my life, as well as my lifestyle and
career and hobby. But it never occurred to me to complain. Nor did
I think of any reason why I would want to. I became a millionaire
by the time I was twenty. And while the people I had gone to high
school with were working as baristas and stock clerks or spending
hours studying the boring subject of college in hopes of getting a
decent job, I was traveling around the world enjoying myself and
having deliciously kinky sex.

And getting rich doing it.

It was amazing to me how my casual thought that maybe
I could make a little bit of money off a couple of kinky videos of
Chelsea turned into a life-changing exercise that set the pattern
for the rest of my life. It’s not like I had ever set out to become
some kind of porn star. Not to mention a sex slave.

But I couldn’t argue with success.

 


End
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Have praise,
suggestions, questions or complaints? writeargus@gmail.com

*

Other
erotic stories & novels by JJ Argus

 


Molly's Black Master (Molly's Black Masters series)

Can a
nerdy blonde tech support girl survive the kinky attention of a
very black, very muscular very tall company vice president? I was about to
find out! One of the first things Mr. Blake insisted on when I came
to set up his computer was that I call him 'Sir", and that set the
tone for me to wind up naked and in chains at his feet as he taught
me how much heat and pleasure a girl could feel.

 


Working For
the Smiths

Nicky
thought it was a great
summer job, working for her friend Emily's parents at their
beautiful estate. It was a bit annoying that Em's dad decided to
teach her discipline. But him tossing her in the pool a lot meant
she got to wear her bikini all day. And the swats on the butt
didn't seem sexual - at first. But slowly, Nicky learns to submit
and obey, and service the Smiths in all their needs.

 


Out of
Uniform

Rookie
cop Jaime McCloud is
eager to shed her uniform and get into plainclothes work, but when
she arrests the wrong man she's drafted into undercover work,
helping hunky but controlling federal agent Dan Lucas at a modeling
agency. Tomboy Jaime hates modeling bikinis and slinky dresses, but
finds herself overpoweringly attracted to the overbearing Lucas and
is soon embarrassingly out of uniform and falling increasingly into
the role of an enthralled submissive!

 


The Ladies
Gym

Paige
gets a job as a receptionist at a high-end women's gym. Jessica, the owner is a strict
boss, and her punishments tend to be short, quick, and slightly
painful. But that was all right, because the pleasure she gives the
lovely young girl more than makes up for it. But Jessica isn't the
only one interested in Paige. The other fitness instructors have
much to teach her, as well. And so do the clients! Paige finds
herself in a kinky game of submission and domination, with her on
the bottom, taking orders and learning obedience from the older
women at the gym. That wasn't what she signed on for, but the
scalding heat the women give her is too much to resist.

 


Taylor's New Chauffeur (the Black Chauffeur series)

Taylor is a
spoiled rotten Beverly Hills blonde with a habit of throwing things
at clerks and servants who displease her. When her father hires a
muscular black chauffeur she instantly gets in trouble by taunting
him, and gets yanked across his lap for a 'reprimand'', then is
schooled in submission!

 


The
Nerd Girls

Paige is
a tall, athletic pre-law
student rooming with a short nerdy arts student, an odd couple
about to get far beyond odd. Somehow, she lets herself get talked
into being the subject of Nicky's nude photo assignment, not
realizing it's an erotic nude and Nicky intends to tie her up! As
Nicky's nerdy friend April joins them, Paige finds herself
helplessly aroused and completely at their mercy!

 


Zoe's New
Boss

Zoe's new
boss was a man who got
what he wanted, and he wanted Zoe. He was obnoxious and arrogant,
yet despite that, Zoe found herself unable to resist her own body
each time he forced himself upon her. His skillful fingers and
tongue made her cry out in pleasure, but he wanted more submission
than that. He forced her to submit utterly, to crawl before him and
his clients, and be their sex toy.

 


In The
Vampire's Lair

On a
foggy London night, Samantha feels a strange, dark inner heat which
blossoms to a shocking lust which all-but consumes her in the middle of a crowded
subway car. Yet none of the other riders see as she strips naked
and begs to be used by a smirking young man. So begins her
introduction to the world of vampires, to a world of enslavement,
of uncontrolled lust and shocking pleasure.

 


The Temporary
Harem Girl

It's
difficult to describe
what being in a modern harem is like, or what it's like to have no
control over your body. I thought It'd be kinky fun, and told
myself it was only temporary, for a story I was doing, but I just
wasn't prepared for how I began to lose myself to the lust and
excitement and total submission, to the dark eroticism of being a
sex slave, being shackled, punished, and used.

 


Mr. Stirling's
Chauffeur

Danielle
becomes a chauffeur to a startlingly wealthy, handsome, and arrogant man who seems to do
nothing but work and drink and growl at people. But when he becomes
taken with his insolent chauffeur she finds out his domineering
ways extend to the bedroom - and the car! And as she melts his cold
exterior he makes her burn with the dark, thrilling heat of his
dominance and submission games.

 


Owned by Mister Trask

When
Melody Blue was offered a condo on the ocean to house sit, she
thought it was a chance to relax and write her novel. It worked great, until the
owner's son came for his monthly visit. Evan Trask was breathtaking
in his looks and arrogance. In one shocking afternoon he stripped
away both her clothes and inhibitions, introduced her to a collar,
and taught her the wicked thrills of submission.

 


The
Penthouse

Courtney
is a poor girl, but a party girl with ambitions. Finding herself in a fabulous penthouse
with a wealthy man is her dream come true. But he's not her date,
but his father! And he's very much the alpha male used to getting
his way! Courtney begins a scalding journey of submission and
pleasure, learning to submit, obey and abandon her inhibitions
before him, his son, and the servants!
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