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Candid Cam

I’d
known from a fairly young age that I liked girls and despite coming
from a deeply religious background, I never allowed the prejudices
of my parents to interfere with my happiness. I always found it
rather amusing how embarrassed and ashamed they would get if I
flirted with another girl, which only made me want to do it even
more. One time, we were out having a meal for my birthday, I think
it might have even been my eighteenth, and the slightest wink to
our waitress had them clutching their cutlery so tightly in their
fists, the metal almost began to warp. That said, as much as I
openly lusted after other girls, it wasn’t until I finally left
home and moved away to university that I finally met a girl with
whom I wanted to do more than just kiss. Her name was Keely and I’d
was transfixed by her presence from the moment I laid eyes on her.
With her deep hazel eyes, pale skin, and stunning jet black hair
streaming down to the bottom of her spine, she emanated beauty and
elegance from every pore and it didn’t take me long to discover
that she was equally fascinated by my fiery ginger locks. Within
weeks of us meeting, we had become inseparable, making use of every
moment of free time to explore each other’s bodies back at either
her dorm room, or mine.

I’d
fallen head over heels in love with her and although she was the
first girl I’d felt so passionate about, I could tell from the way
she would sweep the hair over my ear or hold me as we made love
that she felt the same way. It was a small mercy that we didn’t
share the same degree course, as I doubt we would have learned a
thing. That said, as I sat in the lecture hall each day scribbling
down notes about European enlightenment or neoclassicism – such
were the themes of my art history studies – Keely’s pasty white
skin and supple young breasts were rarely far from my mind.
Sometimes, I would even sit near the back so no one could see my
left hand to descending below the barrier as I secretly touched
myself. As we headed into winter, the evenings grew darker and
frostier by the day, making the prospects of going out to enjoy the
city’s vibrant nightlife less and less appealing. So, we would
often find ourselves tucked away under the covers in her dorm room
- as it was closer to the university campus - with the heating
turned up to a toasty level as we watched porn and kissed, cuddled,
and fondled each other senseless. It was on one such evening that
our boiling lust got the better of us, as Keely had an idea that
would have an immeasurable impact on our sex lives.

“I found
another site...” she declared, flicking my hands away from the
keyboard to type out an address, “Trust me, you’ll like
it...”

“It’s
not another shock site, is it?” I asked cautiously. She had a habit
of tricking me into watching the most obscene videos on the
Internet so she could record my reaction. I was sat on Keely’s bed
with the laptop perched on my lap and her legs stretch around me
from behind as she lay propped up on the pillows. Her fingers had
been busy gently working away inside my saucy red French panties,
which was all I was wearing by that point. However, now they were
tapping away at the keys as she found the site she wanted to show
me.

“What is
it?” I asked. But then, as the page loaded, I realised it was a
webcam site, on which anyone could broadcast themselves to the
hundreds, even thousands, of online viewers. It was no ordinary
chat room site, though, as every single one of the webcams featured
naked men, women, couples, even whole groups of horny people
showing off their bodies, masturbating and fucking for the world to
see.

“Who do
you fancy?” she grinned, moving her finger back down inside my
panties as I cycled through the female section, “Take your
pick...”

I
perused the available options, scanning from one thumbnail to the
next in search of a suitable girl. It didn’t take long for my eyes
to fix on a rather pretty blonde haired girl and I quickly clicked
on the link to open up her webcam stream.

“What do
you think?” I said, feeling Keely’s pussy rubbing over the base of
my spine as she writhed against me from behind.

“Oh, so
you’ve gone off dark haired girls now?” she giggled, knowing all
too well I was insanely jealous of her gothic dark hair. I could
feel the pressure of her fingers increasing around my clitoris as
she played with my pussy, moving them down to coat her fingers in
the warm, sticky nectar leaking from between my moist
labia.

“We can
watch another one... if you want...” I sighed, pausing as the waves
of pleasure washed over me. It felt like she was injecting syrupy
heroin directly into my clitoris, leaving me in an almost catatonic
state of sexual bliss at the slightest touch of her
fingertips.

“She’s
cute...” replied Keely, clearly admiring the young woman’s
deliciously slender curves as she slowly glided a pink plastic
dildo in and out of her dripping wet pussy, “I bet you’d like to
suck the juices off of that dildo!”

I moaned
a soft hum of approval and writhed against the pressure of Keely’s
fingers as she toyed with my clitoris, rubbing it sideways and then
around in a circular fashion that drove me wild with lust. She knew
how much I liked hearing her voice purring dirty thoughts into my
ears and doing it as we watched another girl pleasuring herself
only made me hornier.

“You
wanna spread her legs apart and stick your tongue inside her...”
she continued, leaning in close behind me and whispering into my
ear, “You wanna wrap your tongue around her clit and stick your
fingers inside her...”

Little
did I know, she was merely buttering me up before she revealed her
real endgame. She proceeded to seduce me for a few minutes, cupping
my breasts and gently squeezing my nipples between her finger and
thumb as her other hand probed at my soaking wet pussy. Then,
trying her best to make it sound like she’d just spontaneously had
the idea, she perked up.

“Why
don’t we go online?” she asked casually, though I could tell from
the nervous tinge in her voice, she’d been thinking about it for
some time. In fact, her particularly romantic and generous attitude
that evening was rapidly beginning to make a lot more
sense.

“I don’t
know, Keely...” I replied. I’d only ever been naked in front of one
person; her.

“Come
on, it’ll be fun!” she persisted, still massaging my clitoris with
the tips of her fingers, “Let’s just do it for a few minutes to see
if anyone joins.”

Despite
my apprehension, I couldn’t deny that something about it was oddly
appealing.

“Okay, I
guess...” I said, and before I could finish my sentence, her hand
had rocketed from my panties and was hastily setting up the webcam
before I could change my mind. Within a matter of seconds, a
slightly jerky video feed showing the two of us appeared on the
screen, allowing anyone around the world to see us. I could feel
the uneasy chaos of butterflies fluttering around my stomach as a
few viewers joined our virtual room, and the sensation only grew
stronger as more and more people began to show up. For a while,
they seemed content to simply watch as Keely played with my breasts
and fondled between my thighs but soon enough, the requests began
coming. Not only that; so did the tips. The viewers had the
facility to remunerate the performers on such webcam shows with
real money, sending tips in the form of tokens to our account in
exchange for seeing whatever they wanted. We hadn’t even considered
that we could make money from doing it but as the requests began to
flood in, the dollar signs began to accumulate in our
eyes.

“Spread your legs...” asked one
viewer, “Let me see that wet
pussy!”

My
curiosity soon got the better of me and I peeled my panties down
and spread my legs apart, crossing them over Keely’s thighs to show
off my pretty pink slit. Moments later, a small notification popped
up to show that whoever he or she was had tipped us a few tokens. I
began to moan a little more theatrically for them, emphasising my
enjoyment as Keely’s fingers circled around the fleshy hood of my
throbbing clitoris.

“Slide your fingers inside her.”
requested another viewer. I began to tremble anxiously as Keely’s
fingers moved lower down and began to peel the lips of my pussy
apart so she could glide them inside me. They wormed their way into
my dripping wet crevice and began to tug gently against the roof of
my pussy, instantly setting my g-spot tingling.

 

“Eat the black haired girl’s pussy!”
said someone else, and before I could even finish reading the line,
Keely was moving the laptop sideway a few degrees so they could see
the action. I climbed to my knees and bent over in front of her,
leaning in close with the scent of her pussy seeping up my nostrils
and the warmth of her body washing over my face. I angled myself
carefully so they could watch as my tongue extended from between my
gaping jaws and began to flick over her exposed clitoris, tapping
it lightly from every direction before planting my lips down around
it and licking it thoroughly. Droplets of saliva oozed from my lips
and dripped down over the outer lips of her pussy, soaking into the
bed sheets beneath her ass as I snacked on her clit, making her
groan louder and faster with every stroke of my tongue. I glanced
at the screen and saw a whole load of people begging me to finger
her, and because they were offering sizeable tips in return, I
quickly raised my hand up and began to slide my two middle fingers
between her moist labia. Every time somebody tipped us, the
speakers rang out like a bell heralding their generosity and from
the moment my fingers touched her pussy lips, the room became
filled with a loud, chiming crescendo. We had our audience
extremely hot under the collar and as we satisfied their every
whim, the requests began to veer more into fetishist
territory.

“Eat her ass!” demanded one viewer.
“I’ll pay 50 tokens!”

It was
nothing I hadn’t done before and truth be told, I quite liked it –
giving or receiving. I placed my hands under Keely’s knees and
lifted them up, presenting the delicate pink ring of her ass hole
to the camera. She held them precariously in the air as I descended
down again; my tongue outstretched once more with the soft target
of her puckering rim just inches away. I wedged my face between her
cheeks and began to lash my tongue up and down over her anus with
my nose nudging at the quivering lips of her pussy. She moaned
excessively, thrusting her ass against my tongue as I probed the
ripples of supple flesh. I gave the webcam a quick wink and began
to run it around the inside of the rim, working her ass hole wider
and wider apart until I was able to insert the tip of my tongue a
full inch inside her ass. The laptop speakers rang out even louder
as the tip poured in, earning more money than a week of bar work in
the town centre. That was just the beginning of our evening,
though.

“Spank the red head.” requested one
of the viewers, who was quickly bolstered by a few others asking
the same thing. This was the point where our antics ventured into
areas we’d never tried before. For once, it was Keely who was
apprehensive about continuing.

“I don’t
know...” she whispered out of earshot of the laptop’s microphone,
“I don’t want to hurt you.”

“Don’t
worry.” I reassured her, “Let’s just try it this
once...”

It was
one of those things I’d heard about and occasionally seen in the
porn movies we watched together, but it was only in that moment
that I even considered us doing it. Even more strangely; the more I
entertained the idea, the more it turned me on. I lay across
Keely’s lap, presenting my bare, untouched ass to her. She caressed
my cheeks for a moment, stroking her palms over my soft flesh and
gently squeezing them between her fingers.

“Are you
ready?” her voice trembled above me, clearly just as excited by the
thought of spanking me as I was. I gave her a nod; unable to speak
for the chatter of nervous energy rattling my teeth. With the bed
sheets clutched in my fists, I braced myself for the first strike.
I waited and waited, and then finally, I felt the most pathetic
slap across my bottom.

“Really,
that’s all you have?” I snorted back at her, taunting her to try
harder. I looked at the chat window and saw that our viewers were
expecting something a little more intense as well. So, emboldened
by my resolve, she raised her hand again and brought it crashing
down onto my ass, sending the flesh rippling out in every
direction. A faint white palm print formed in its wake, slowly
fading to a dark shade of pink as a sharp, but excited yelp erupted
from my lips.

“Is that
better?” she giggled, raising her hand to spank me again before I
could even respond. With a forceful swipe, she planted her hand
down onto my other cheek, leaving a second prickly pink hand print
plastered across my flesh. I bolted slightly forward with each
impact before resting on her lap once more. My breath grew stronger
as a battle commenced inside my body, with the tingling pleasure of
my clitoris fighting against the sudden injections of fiery pain
engulfing my ass.

“Again!”
I nodded, no longer caring much about the financial incentives
being lavished upon us. The thunderous clap of her hand hitting my
ass was sending jolts of electrifying energy through my body, as if
she was somehow targeting my throbbing clitoris with her magical,
Zeus-like fingertips. She spanked me a few more times, tenderising
my cheeks until they glowed a deep scarlet colour. I couldn’t quite
believe just how much I liked it but as each successive slap
layered on top of the last, I could feel my clitoris pulsating
harder and faster between my thighs. I’d been given a taste of
something dark and twisted, and all I could think about was getting
some more. I was on the verge of telling Keely to keep going,
regardless of what our viewers wanted, but then as I peered across
at the screen, it seemed they were enjoying my punishment almost as
much as me.

“Tie her up!” commanded the crowd,
with no less than five of them effectively chanting silently
through text. Keely grinned at me, obviously hoping I would agree
to it. The only question on my mind was what we would use – after
all, this was our first foray into bondage and spanking, so we were
sorely lacking in the requisite equipment. As imaginative as ever,
Keely jumped down off the bed and picked up a pair of running
shoes. I watched as she unthreaded the laces, feeling my heart
beating faster as they popped through each hole. She finally
loosened both laces and held them up to the camera before pulling
me off the bed.


“Here...” she said excitedly, pointing at a spot on the
carpet just in front of her wardrobe. I’d never seen her acting in
such an authoritative manner, but I liked it. I did as she
commanded and watched as she took my hands and held them together,
winding one of the white laces around my wrists and then around the
two door handles. She quickly tied a surprisingly secure knot and
stood back as I tested it. The tugging motion of my arms only
tightened the knot further, leaving me perilously tied to the
wardrobe. She picked up the second lace and crouched down behind
me, wrapping it around my ankles to bind them together as well. It
all seemed so frighteningly perverted and new, but the incessant,
pulsing beat of our hearts easily overwhelmed any sense of doubt in
our minds. My ass was still slightly sore from the spanking she had
given me, but it was nothing compared to the devilish torture she
was about to be talked into. Although some of our viewers wanted to
see more spanking, most of them had had their appetites thoroughly
whetted and were crying out for something even harder.

“Whip her with something!” demanded
one horny viewer, “Do you have a
belt?”

I saw
her eyes rise up from the screen in search of something, quickly
darting to the bottom of the bed where her jeans lay atop a pile of
our hastily discarded clothes. She picked them up and unwound the
thin leather belt from the hoops around the waist, which she then
looped to form an ideal whipping instrument. She held the two ends
together with the leather strand drooping from her fist as she
stood behind me, checking the camera angle repeatedly to make sure
everyone could see. I winced in preparation and clenched my fists
as I awaited the first piercing strike and moments later, I felt
just that. She sliced the belt through the air behind me, filling
the air with a sharp hum that was punctuated by the deafening crack
of the leather striking my ass. I howled and whimpered as the pain
splintered through my flesh, as if she had targeted the bones deep
inside my body. My whole body shook as I tried to wiggle away the
pain, but nothing could dispel the intense burning sensation
spreading through my cheeks. Every ripple of my flesh just carried
the fire further, leaving me reeling in agony in front of the
wardrobe.

“Take
it, bitch!” she growled, and I might have laughed at the
uncharacteristic nature of her voice had she not unleashed another
brutal lash of her belt across the back of my thighs. It seemed
that someone had told her to talk dirty and really start to abuse
me, and to my surprise, it only added to my arousal.

“You
naught little whore!” she sneered, pausing for a moment as she
thought of something else dirty enough to say, “You want it, don’t
you? You want me to whip you!”

She
wasn’t making it up, either. As devastatingly painful as the belt
was, it had awoken something deep inside me that I didn’t fully
understand. I was shivering despite the overwhelming warmth of the
ramped up heating and my skin had developed a slick, sweaty sheen
that glimmered in the soft candlelight flicking on desk behind us.
The room would have seemed rather romantic, were it not for the
endless screams and lashes of the belt. She swung it again, putting
every bit of force into her arm to land it squarely across the base
of my spine, sending me bolting forward against the doors to escape
its wrath. My breasts squashed against the wood, cushioning the
impact as I danced on the spot to dissipate the intense burning
sensation spreading through my cheeks. The succession of sharp
squealing blaring from my lips was giving Keely some cause for
concern, as her dorm room neighboured several others and we had no
idea if anyone else was home. I didn’t particularly care, because
the girl next door had forced us to listen to her throes of ecstasy
on more than one occasion whenever her boyfriend was over, but
Keely couldn't bear the thought of anyone knowing about our sordid
antics. She grabbed a roll of sticky tape and bit off roughly a
foot long strand, which she then held up to my face and planted
across my lips. She tore off a few more pieces and coated my mouth
in plastic, sealing my lips tightly shut so my cries could no
longer disturb anyone. I loved her taking charge like that and the
slightly intimidating pat of her hand pressing the tape down onto
my mouth only amplified her dominance over me.

“That’s
better!” she said, swinging the belt so close behind me, I could
feel the draught licking my inflamed skin. I whimpered repeatedly
as she taunted me with it, anticipating the next strike without
ever receiving it. It went on for a minute or so, and Keely was
clearly having a lot of fun teasing with the sound of the belt
slicing through the air. I could hear the faint titter of her voice
behind me, but she was merely luring me into a false sense of
security. Just as I began to relax a little, she unleashed a flurry
of swift, hard strikes, belting me across the ass over and over
again. Even the sticky tape couldn’t contain the sharp squeals
bellowing from my lungs and the force of my breath almost caused
the gluey residue to become unstuck from my lips. She finally
stayed her hand and allowed me a moment to process the tsunami of
pain flooding my system. The doors banged open and shut with the
force of my arms and the floor almost caved in beneath the thud of
my stamping feet. Keely peered across at the screen to see what
other terrible suggestion our loving viewers might have to offer. I
couldn’t quite make out the text in the chat box because of the
smearing of salty tears blurring my eyes, but I could tell from the
way her expression lit up that it was something disturbingly cruel.
She moved over and began to untie my left wrist from the wardrobe
handle, quickly turning me around and then binding my arms together
once more, with my ass now pressed up to the door and the front of
my naked body on full show.

“What
did they say?” I mumbled through the tape, unable to avert my gaze
from the belt swinging from her hand.

“What’s
that?” she grinned, turning to pick up one of the tall red candles
burning on the table behind her. My eyes bulged in their sockets as
I realised what was happening, and even though my pussy was on fire
and dripping with my warm juices, playing with hot wax just seemed
a step beyond my tolerance level. I had no idea what to expect and
every second she spent holding it in front of me was almost as
tortuous as the lash of the leather belt across my flesh. I could
see the pool of molten wax shimmering beneath the bright golden
flame, threatening to spill out at any moment and bring its fiery
heat crashing down onto my body. She took a few teasing practice
swings, making me jaunt back against the wardrobe door every time.
The modest, supple mounds of my breasts jiggled chaotically in
front of me, but nothing could mask the firmness of my engorged
nipples. As painful as I knew it was going to be, I’d never felt
such heights of sexual pleasure and every unfulfilled swing of her
arm made me yearn for it just as much as I feared it.

“Take
it, bitch!” she giggled, finally jerking her wrist hard enough to
send every drop of the melted wax soaring across the air between
us. Huge droplets of steaming crimson wax splashed down onto my
breasts and stomach, hissing for the briefest of moments as the
heat evaporated the sweat coating my flesh. From the moment it
touched my skin, I began to shake violently in a vain attempt to
cast the rapidly setting splotches of wax away from my body. It
clung on to my skin, though, and not even a single drop fell away
as I wiggled and jumped in agony. I looked like I’d been zapped
with a million volts of electricity and my tits wobbled so wildly,
I wondered if they might stretch out and grow a little from the
g-force. She placed the candle down and I breathed a sigh of
relief, but then she picked up another one. Too impatient to wait
for the wax to melt on the red one again, she took a black one and
winked at me with a stupid grin on her face. Then, with another
cruel whip of her fingers, she launched another splash of scorching
hot wax directly over the front of my thighs. A droplet or two even
reached up as high as my pussy but thankfully, they were cushioned
by the small strip of pubic hair just above my aching
clitoris.

“I
missed!“ she tutted, reaching back to pick up the third and final
candle, not even allowing me a few seconds to get over the second
load. She tossed the candle toward me, aiming it directly at my
pussy. I could almost see the wax stretching out in slow motion as
it reached toward my clit, smacking down with a blast of searing
heat that left me almost incapable of speech. My lips immediately
broke free of the sticky tape and gaped wide apart, but no sound
other than a mild squeak came out of my mouth. It felt like she was
gripping my clit between her finger and thumb and pinching it as
tightly as she could, then releasing her grip as the heat absorbed
into my body. The resulting pulse emanating through my groin left
me teetering on the edge of a climax and I found myself
uncontrollably thrusting toward her in the hope of finding some
merciful pressure. I wanted so badly for her to reach out and
finish me off, but she held all of the control and she wasn’t about
to let me cum so easily.


“Please!” I begged, no longer paying any attention to the
laptop. I had no idea if anyone was still watching or how much
money we had made. The only thing that mattered to me in that
moment was achieving the climax hovering just beyond my grasp, much
like Keely’s pale, jiggling tits. The candlelight sent hundreds of
faints shadows flickering across her chest, emphasising the
beautiful curvature of her breasts and the hard, erect nubs of her
dark nipples. I’d never wanted her so much.

“You
want to cum?” she asked gracefully but I could tell from the
sadistic tinge in her voice, it would come at a price. She crouched
down and untied the laces around my feet, and then tapped the
insides of my ankles to spread them apart. I did as she wished and
stood with my legs wide open, exposing the wax coated slit of my
pussy. She allowed the belt to droop toward the floor again and
began to swing it vertically toward me, clearly aiming for my
pussy. There was nothing I could do to stop her other than closing
my legs, but I knew she would target my tits or stomach until I
parted them again. I could only shrivel my face like I’d bitten
into a lemon and await its brutal force. She swung it between my
thighs, gently tapping the leather over my clitoris to send a mild
tremor of excitement through my pussy. She did it again and again,
increasing the strength of her arm with every swing until finally
she let rip with an aggressive grunt, hurtling the belt through the
air smack it down onto my clit. It curled around beneath my crotch,
slapping onto my flesh with a devastating thump. Every muscle in my
body tensed up as I tried to control the shuddering energy pouring
through my veins, but even that wasn’t enough to send me over the
edge. I nodded for her to do it again, for I knew another strike
would certainly make me cum.

“All in
good time!” she grinned, moving in close to me to squash her
breasts against mine. They bulged between us, and as our nipples
ground over each other’s naked flesh, we each let out a brief
little moan. I felt her hand moving around behind me as she untied
the lace to release me from the wardrobe handles, but then she
fastened them again, binding me wrists together once more. Then,
she took a step back and began to wind the belt around my neck,
slipping it through the buckle and tightening it like a snake
constricting on its prey. She nodded for me to kneel before her,
like a sex slave obeying her master’s every command. It turned me
on so much to have her controlling me like that and I thought
nothing of bowing before her and climbing down onto my knees. I
tried to lean in to kiss her pussy, but she moved away before I
could even catch the scent of her delicious nectar and tugged on
the belt to guide me across to the bed. She lay back on it and
positioned the laptop well enough for our many viewers to watch as
she pulled me up to lay on top of her. Flakes of wax began to fall
from my burning flesh, dropping like a second skin being shed onto
the bed sheets beneath us as I straddled her left thigh, pressing
my right thigh between her legs. She wasn’t finished with the belt,
though, and as I lay on top of her chest and began to thrust myself
against her thigh, she unfastened it from my neck and looped it
around, forming the same flogging instrument she’d already used to
torture my body.

“I want
us to cum together...” she whispered, neither of us paying any
attention to the laptop. Our sweat laden bodies began to writhe
together on the bed as she held the belt above my ass, draping it
delicately across my flesh to tease me with it. Then, as our breath
grew stronger and the windows steamed up behind the curtains, she
brought it crashing down onto my cheeks once more; delivering one
sharp crack after another like she was whipping a horse along the
final furlong to victory. She smacked me with it harder and faster
with every breathless groan that purred from our mouths, filling
the room with the sound of creaking bed springs, guttural moaning
and the colossal thwack of the leather striking my skin. With my
pounding clitoris grinding on her thigh, I don’t know how I managed
to last longer than a minute, and the only thing that kept me from
cumming was the knowledge that she wanted us to orgasm together.
With my arms tied behind my back, I had no choice but to bury my
head in her shoulder, biting down on the pillow beside her cheek as
the waves of insurmountable pain and pleasure alternated through my
bones. Then, finally, I heard the blissful sound of her voice
whimpering into a climax and she dropped the belt beside us,
choosing to cling on to my back for dear life instead as we both
thrashed together on the bed.

I would
have forgiven anyone outside, or even on the floors above or below
us for thinking someone was being murdered in her bed room, for the
resulting cacophony of orgasmic moaning was so loud, I was sure I
could hear the windows rattling from the vibrations. Our breasts
smeared together, digging our nipples into each other’s flesh as we
each thrust our hips with as much force as we could muster. I bit
down on the pillow as hard as I could as I listened to her
whispering curse words into my ears, prolonging our combined state
of ecstasy for what seemed like an eternity. Then, with one final
roar of joyous rapture, we both went completely limp and simply lay
there on the bed, twitching and caressing each other with the tiny
vestige of strength left in our muscles. It wasn’t for a minute or
so that our ears adjusted to the ringing sound of tips streaming
in, leaving Keely’s dorm room sounding like a church tower at
Christmas. I glanced across and had to wipe my eyes to make sure I
was seeing it right. We’d accrued thousands of tokens and were
already the number one highest rated show on the site with just as
many viewers. We couldn’t quite believe we could make so much money
just fucking each other but then again, we were doing a whole lot
more than that. We’d discovered a whole avenue of sexual pleasure
neither of us had ever thought about, but which we couldn’t wait to
explore a little further. After all, with all those tips, we could
now afford to buy some real toys and put on an even bigger and
better show, or even enjoy the allure of spanking and bondage
without any viewers at all.






The End
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