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Britney had always been a shy, quiet girl.
She liked to read a lot, and loved nature – as long as nature
didn't include bugs or lizards or snakes or anything icky. Her
dream was to open a book store, a used book store, because all the
new ones looked too industrial.

She wanted a book store with wooden shelves,
and wooden floors, and old upholstered chairs to sit and read. She
loved the smell of old books, and was the sort of person who loved
cataloging things and keeping lists and creating order – even if
that meant rearranging her own library all too often.

The best job she could get out of high
school, though, was working in a florist shop. College? College was
far away from home, and it cost a lot of money. She wasn't
comfortable with the idea of going far away on her own, leaving
behind everything and everyone she knew.

Britney lived in Florida – not the Florida of
beaches and tourists and ritzy hotels and fast cars, for she didn't
live anywhere near the ocean. Well, except that Florida was about a
hundred and fifty miles wide so no place was all that far from the
ocean. But Hampton Park, where she lived, was in north Florida just
south of the Georgia border, pretty much in the middle of
nothing.

Hampton Park had about fifteen hundred
people, was a dozen streets wide and long, had a lot of churches,
several used car dealerships, a tractor sales dealer, a packaging
factory, and a bunch of small stores along Main Street that managed
to stay open despite the Walmart ten miles outside of town.

She knew a lot of people there and a lot of
people knew her. She was aware they thought her head was in the
clouds and that she daydreamed too much, and that there was
considerable truth to that. But it didn't bother her all that
much.

And if it did she'd just read something
interesting to take her mind off it.

One of the things Britney found interesting
was the Japanese language. Really, she found all the interesting
ways people could write in Japanese, Mandarin, Arabic and the like
to be fascinating. But she had settled on Japanese because writing
the characters was something of an art form and she had a sure,
smooth hand.

From there, learning to actually read
Japanese became almost easy. Speaking it, on the other hand, was
more complicated. She studied the self-help lessons on the
internet, thinking it would be cool to have a 'secret language'
that no one else locally would have a clue to. She listened to
people speaking Japanese, then practiced the words herself.

Learning about Japanese meant learning about
Japan, and she found the country to be incredibly interesting and
attractive. It was so... orderly! It was so clean! Looking at
videos of Japanese cities she saw people all nicely dressed walking
the streets. No one was slovenly, wearing a dirty, untucked
wife-beater shirt or something. No one slouched or looked grubby or
fat or seemed to have a criminal bent to them.

On the other hand, she found it an eye-opener
how weirdly fixated they seemed to be on pornography and sex. The
Japanese seemed to devour pornography of every variety, some of it
astonishingly nasty. Yet none of that nastiness seemed to transfer
into their orderly, law abiding society.

When she joined a Japanese message board in
hopes of improving her writing, she made the mistake of uploading
her picture simply because that was what the forum suggested.
Everyone else had a picture, after all, and it hadn't occurred to
her they might not be using their own.

It was not, she decided, that everyone
thought she was so beautiful which got her so much attention. It
was probably just that she was the only non-Japanese person on the
site. Yes, she was young and blonde and female, but she wouldn't
really have called herself pretty.

She had very large round glasses on her face,
and her hair was usually just swept back out of the way by her hand
or fingers. She didn't bother to get it styled or anything. The
acne which had bothered her earlier had faded now, but she still
didn't think much of her face. Surely her nose was too small and
her mouth too wide and her eyes more gray than blue.

It was, she thought, an unremarkable face.
Certainly nothing to get excited over.

As for anything below the neck, well, she
wasn't entirely naive. She'd been wearing a T-shirt, but had
decided to pull on a dark blue rugby sweater for the picture. That
would disguise everything other than that she was a slender girl
with narrow shoulders. It certainly shouldn't draw the sort of
sexual attention that it did.

Yet day after day there were all sorts of
messages from Japanese men praising her as beautiful and gorgeous
and sexy and saying flattering things about her lips and her eyes
and her hair!

Britney wasn't sure if they were all perverts
or just crazy.

They all wanted her to post pictures of
herself, though, preferably with as little clothing on as possible.
She wasn't about to do that, of course!

The interest was... flattering, but also
embarrassing. Male interest had often embarrassed Britney,
especially the crude, graphic kind like that. She had always
preferred her romance novels where men were suave and sophisticated
and polite.

But in this case the men were thousands and
thousands of miles away and had no idea where she even lived. Plus,
since this was a Japanese language site no one she knew would know
what was being said even if by some miracle they logged onto
it.

So unlike in real life she was able to handle
the requests and flattery with a certain measure of aplomb, and
even joke with them, amused by some of the especially weird
requests. Like the one which wanted pictures of her bare feet.

And then she was sent a link from one of the
men, a man named Eiji, to a Japanese site where girls posted risque
pictures of themselves, and men paid them to see it! It wasn't like
American porn sites. This one required the men to pay a monthly fee
which amounted to fifty dollars American just to peruse pictures of
girls in bathing suits and shorts and short skirts and tank
tops!

If you posted your picture you got money
whenever anyone clicked on it, and the site had protection to keep
people from downloading the pictures. Each girl who posted pictures
also had a separate 'private' section with more graphic pictures
which the men had to pay another membership fee to access.

Britney would previously never have imagined
posting any pictures of herself for people just to look at. Well,
not for them to admire anyway. But she had moved into a very cheap
apartment as soon as she got a job, and really wanted something
better.

She was extremely dubious about the idea,
though, and thought about it for some weeks. She thought the odds
of anyone who lived within a hundred miles of her logging onto the
site was non-existent. It was all in Japanese, and you had to pay a
lot. Americans liked their porn free. And this wasn't even
porn!

Just to experiment, and because she had
enjoyed being flattered by all those men, Britney considered what
pictures she should take to put on the site. She had a pair of
cutoffs which were way too tight and short, and which she should
have tossed out years ago.

She put them on, then put on a t-shirt, which
she pulled up under her breasts and tied off to reveal her smooth,
flat stomach and abdomen. She set up her phone and let it take
several pictures of herself while she shifted her position and
head. Then she set it up again and turned her back on it, bending
over the windowsill as if to look out. Finally she put it on a
shelf next to the window and then bent over and looked out
again.

The pictures she examined on her computer
made her blush, but also pleased her. She thought she looked cute
and a little sexy in them. The one bent over was kind of outrageous
but it was what people on the site seemed to like. The one from the
side showed just what her chest looked like in profile, something
which often embarrassed her, but which she thought they would
like.

She posted them and then went back to reading
a book about a duchess being romanced by a prince in seventeenth
century Venice.

By the next day, though, she had made the
equivalent of five dollars! That seemed like a lot for doing
nothing. Still, it was only five dollars. And it was accompanied by
a number of new flattering messages on the new site asking for much
more.

Within a week she had made almost twenty
dollars, and calculating that out for a whole month astonished her.
That was a lot of money! Why if she got that every month in
addition to her pay at the flower shop she could rent a much nicer
place!

Over the following weeks she posed artfully
for a number of pictures. None of them were even mildly dirty
except that she bent over and arched her back a lot more than she
probably should have. She also wore less clothing than was the norm
for her, true. But nothing out of line with what other girls
routinely wore in Florida.

She was uncomfortable having people ogle her
body. At least in person. There was nothing 'dirty' about wearing
tank tops or tight t-shirts and the like, but it still made her
self-conscious. But these people were far, far away.

The flattery and the cajoling grew more
intense, and at times made her blush and giggle or even laugh out
loud. The money doubled, and that inspired her to even more
effort.

Finally, she gave in and wore a bikini. It
wasn't a terribly revealing bikini, but it did show her body off
more than any of the previous pictures, including her generously
sized breasts. Those breasts had often embarrassed her for they had
been the objects of both teasing and crude attention by boys and
now men since the sixth grade.

As such, she usually wore a one-piece bathing
suit. Wearing a bikini, and then posting pictures of herself in it
made her face flush and filled her with anxiety. It felt as if
she'd done something really, really outrageous! Sexually
outrageous! And that was a huge change for her!

After posting the bikini pictures she went
back into her bedroom and took off the bikini, then looked at
herself naked in the mirror. She felt a hot ripple of sexual energy
as she wondered if she would eventually post pictures of herself
like this – naked! She arched her back, sliding her hands through
her hair as she looked at herself, imagining taking a picture like
this and then posting it online for men to look at!

It was way more outrageous a thought than
what she'd just done. It made her nervous, though she was fairly
sure she would never do it. But it also, for some reason, turned
her on. The thought of doing something so shocking and sexual
filled her with a sense of possibilities...

Britney began to look at herself in more
sexual terms after that, delighting in how hot her body was, and
experimenting with different ways to wear her hair. But only in her
apartment. Whenever she left she always dressed modestly, wore no
makeup, and kept her head down.

There were many, many compliments about the
bikini, and she began to feel both daring and excited. She knew she
shouldn't be posting bikini pictures of herself for foreign men to
lech over! It was far too... sexual! Still, the money had risen to
almost thirty-five dollars a week by then. And besides, she loved
all the flattery. So she posted more pictures in the bikini.

The first picture she dared to post which she
really thought of as 'sexy' was of her wearing a large open shirt.
The shirt was a pale blue, and her panties were a dark blue. She
had already removed her glasses, and ran her fingers through her
hair to give herself a kind of 'just woke up' look.

The shirt was just open enough to give a
tantalizing hint of the insides of her breasts (since she hadn't
worn a bra) but nothing more. And, she decided, the blue panties
covered her as much as a bikini bathing suit bottom. The picture
drew many enthusiastic responses, and a lot more clicks than any of
her previous pictures.

Encouraged by that, and somewhat excited, she
daringly took another picture. This one was from behind, so (she
told herself) no one could prove it was her. It showed her loose
blonde hair but not her face. She was bent over, and the shirt was
pulled up enough to partially reveal her bare buttocks, given she
was wearing a thong.

The money and flattery rose, but it also
meant she had to supply more, and she felt a desire to keep her
viewers interested. She also felt deliciously sexy because of how
she was showing her off in scanty clothing to all those men.

If she posted pictures in her 'private' area,
they would all have an individual watermark so that if anyone dared
to show them around their identity would be revealed. The site
promised that no one had ever had their private pictures posted by
anyone online before.

And besides, it was in Japan! Seven thousand
miles away!

She bought some 'sexy' lingerie online, and
began to pose in it. This lingerie showed cleavage and her
buttocks, and it made her breathless to even think about posting
such things! She did, though. The lingerie itself, though, made her
feel extremely sexy. She loved how she looked in the pictures,
especially without her glasses!

She also loved how she was able to show off
her body to guys without anyone local knowing about it and calling
her names! And these were grown men, not 'boys'! And they all
thought she was incredibly hot!

And, she realized, arguably, she was. Because
when she compared her lingerie clad body to that of other girls she
didn't have much to envy. She had a narrow waist with a flat
stomach, nicely rounded hips, a bubble shaped bottom, and high,
firm, full breasts. What wasn't to like!?

She made enough additional money from posting
the pictures to rent a much nicer apartment, but then, not long
after, the money began to trail off. She was getting fewer repeat
visits, and she knew this was because the men were being attracted
by 'sluttier' girls who were showing off more of their bodies.

If she didn't make enough she wouldn't be
able to afford the rent! And she'd just moved in! So after studying
all kinds of other pictures on many other sites which featured
naked and nearly naked girls, she posted a few more revealing
ones.

This time she showed off her bare bottom
entirely. In fact, she took a naked picture of herself, showing her
top to bottom – from the rear anyway. Then, daringly, she took a
picture from the side, with her breasts pressed against the wall.
That showed some side boob, which she had discovered men really
liked.

This drew a lot of applause, and more
attention, and she experimented with different poses, creatively
hiding parts of her body with her hands and arms or other items. It
all made her feel wicked and slutty, but in a deliciously exciting
way! And it brought in money!

Meanwhile, she still had to live her life.
The picture taking and posting was only a tiny portion of it. She
got up every morning at Seven, showered, then carried her bike down
the stairs and out onto the street to cycle to work seven blocks
away.

As always, she pulled her bike around behind
the florist shop and then parked it before going in the rear.

“Hey, Mrs. Jameson,” she said.

“Good morning, Britney dear,” the woman
said.

Mrs. Jameson owned the flower shop and had
for twenty seven years. She was in her sixties, and knew more about
flowers and plants than Britney could even imagine. But she had
arthritis, so she needed Britney to do all the heavy lifting and to
help with arrangements and packaging.

It was a simple job, for all she had to do
was whatever Mrs. Jameson told her to do. Mrs. Jameson used her as
another pair of hands, directing her here and there, and Britney
enjoyed the simple work as it left her mind free to wander.

And her mind loved wandering.

These days, of course, it wandered into some
fairly new territory, thinking about herself as a sexy girl, and
wondering how she could make use of that. She was still quiet and
shy, and kind of tongue tied around boys, but she was becoming much
more interested in the idea of boys seeing her naked and 'fooling
around' than she used to be.

Being a virgin she wasn't entirely sure how
that would end up. But she'd seen enough videos on the internet to
have a pretty good idea of the sorts of things couples did together
in bed, and some of them looked kind of exciting.

Dirty, wild, outrageous, but exciting.

As long as nobody found out, of course.

She wasn't sure if she could let a boy see
her completely naked. She did have a new degree of confidence in
her body, though. And she even felt sexier as she went about her
work, for she was wearing the 'sexy' lingerie she'd ordered online,
a sexy little black thong and a matching bra.

Today she had to re-pot some plants, then
water everything in the shop, then carry in some bags of potting
soil to make up new planters to put in the windows for sale.

No one very interesting ever came into the
shop. Mostly it was old people, and the only men were there buying
flowers for their wives. This was not, she thought, a place to meet
boys. Not that there were a lot of such places in town. She could
go down to one of the bars, she supposed, except she didn't like to
drink.

And it wasn't like people were always
inviting her to parties or such. She only had a few friends, and
they mostly went to the movies together or went to Walmart to shop.
So where, she wondered, was she going to meet a boy to...
experiment with?

After work she rode her bicycle home through
the quiet streets, examining the store fronts and buildings around
her. Everything was familiar and comfortable, but at the same time
it was, she thought, kind of boring.

She stopped off at the grocer to pick up a
few things and ran into Sara, one of her friends from school. Sara
was a little plump and had thicker, though smaller glasses than
Britney, and almost waist length brown hair.

“Hey,” she said.

“Hey,” Sara said. “What are you up to?”

“Same old, same old.”

Britney had no intention of telling her about
her internet pictures!

“Hannah Chalmers has a new book out,” Sara
said.

“Yeah, I noticed. I'm reading something else
now but I'm going to get it when I'm done.”

“Well, I should be done in a few days. I can
loan it to you.”

“Okay, cool.”

“You wanna come over tonight and watch
something on Netflix?”

Britney hesitated. “I'm not sure. Let me get
home and eat and I'll call you.”

Hannah nodded and left with her own stuff,
and Britney said hello to Mr. Hadley behind the cash as she paid
for hers.

She brought her bike up the stairs and
changed, turned on the computer and the TV and made dinner. When
she checked her earnings, though, she was a bit disappointed. They
had been leveling off instead of rising, and now were starting to
ease down again.

She'd been getting more and more requests to
show more skin, and her viewers were apparently getting frustrated.
They wanted to see the 'naughty bits' she'd been hiding.

She argued with herself over dinner, weighing
the dangers and the benefits. It was extremely unlikely anyone she
knew would ever see them. There were billion if not trillions of
pictures of naked girls out there, after all. And this was a
Japanese site. So what was the harm?

So after dinner she posed for a topless
picture, her pulse racing at the thought of what she was doing. She
wore only a little thong, and took dozens of pictures before
examining them all and selecting a handful that seemed to show her
– and her breasts – in the best light.

After posting them she stared at the computer
with her heart beating rapidly, agonizing over whether she'd made
the right decision. If people around here found out what sort of
pictures she was posting on the internet her name would be mud!

But hopefully that wouldn't happen, so she
called Sara, then biked over to her house four blocks away to watch
some Netflix.

*

Interest in her private section rose rapidly,
as did the flattery, and the dirty things the men said they wanted
to do to her! Those were things which should have left her aghast
and grossed out, but because they were so far away and didn't know
her it had a different effect. It turned her on.

All those men seeing her practically naked
and getting all horny and wanting to do all those wild, carnal
things to her!

Before long she was posting completely naked
pictures – pictures she thought of as Playboy type, which were
artful and carefully selected.

It both embarrassed and aroused her, both
posing for such pictures and then posting them. She was nervous
about doing it, but her stomach fluttered with a dark thrill,
knowing men would be looking at her completely naked!

And the more she did the less inhibited she
was about what sort of pictures she took. She began to take ones
that were more... daring, more sexual.

The most daring picture she took was of
herself on all fours. The picture was taken from the side and rear,
showing everything! She amazed herself by, after long
self-argument, actually posting it! It was so graphic and revealing
and slutty! It showed her naked pussy as well as her breasts
hanging down!

But her face flushed as men complimented it,
and then told her they wished they were kneeling behind her, and
what they'd do to her if they were!

Of course, they all wanted even more graphic
pictures from there, and a surprisingly large number wanted to see
her tied up. She was aware, of course, of the Japanese fascination
for such things. And it would be relatively easy to do.

By this time she'd moved out of the apartment
and into an actual house. It was a small, three bedroom bungalow,
and the rent was high – over $800 a month! But she was making a
hundred dollars a week from her pictures, so it was easily
affordable.

That didn't mean she didn't want more! So she
bought some rope, went into the basement, which was rough stone and
unfinished, and hung the rope from the rafter, then wrapped it
around her wrists as she stood beneath with her arms raised.

She teased her group with a picture taken
from behind of her standing upright like that, her wrists high
above her, standing on the balls of her feet. Then she posted
several taken from in front, with her looking sad and lost and
helpless – some cruel man's prisoner!

That picture got way more attention than
anything she'd ever posted! Men lavished her with praise and
flattery – as well as what they'd like to do to her if she were
their prisoner! It was all deliciously nasty and hot and
exciting!

But they wanted more. Not just more pictures
of her tied up, but videos of her... doing things! Sex things! Like
masturbating! Like using dildos and vibrators!

She resisted that, but the thought made her
mind squirm and her lower belly thrum with sexual energy!

And so she ordered a dildo on the internet.
It fascinated her, and she got excited just unwrapping it. She
immediately stripped, oiled it up, and then worked at inserting it
into her pussy. It wasn't easy. She'd used other things, not to
mention her fingers, and had broken her cherry years earlier. But
this was thick and long!

Her first video was without her face. By now
she had a real camera, rather than just using her phone, and she
placed it on a chair facing her big wall mirror. She used the
suction cup on the base of the dildo to attach it to the mirror,
then knelt before it and worked her pussy back onto the dildo.

The video was obscene! But it didn't show her
face! It showed her from behind, with the dildo thrusting into her
(or her impaling herself on the dildo). Then she did one with it on
the floor and her straddling it, riding up and down, with the
camera not going past her neck.

All the while she continued working at the
flower shop. She shopped for her groceries at Hadley's Grocer on
Main, chatting with Mr. Hadley and his wife, and with people she
ran into on the street – mostly older people. She and Sara and her
friend Kayla went to Walmart and shopped for new clothes and just
browsed all the interesting stuff they mostly couldn't afford.

It was hard keeping her newfound 'wealth'
from them. She was making a thousand dollars a month now, and
combined with her flower shop salary she had a lot of disposable
income. But she had to be careful about spending it. People were
already wondering about how she could afford the bungalow.

She felt as if she were leading a secret
life, since all of them would have been appalled had they suspected
the sorts of things she was doing doing on the internet. More and
more of her life was becoming focused on sex and sexuality, and she
was becoming more interested in sex, and in experimenting in all
elements of it.

Tying herself up so it would look realistic
was difficult. She was making a lot more money from the internet
now, though, so she bought a pair of studded leather restraints
from a fetish site, along with some chains and a collar. This
allowed her to take a whole new series of pictures of her in the
'dungeon' of her basement.

She also found a piece of metal fencing left
in an alley and brought that home. She propped it upright in the
basement and then took pictures of herself through the bars, laying
dramatically on the stone floor, naked, collared, with restraints
locking her arms above her.

She got even more money now, and gave up her
restraint in the videos. Now she showed her face as she
masturbated, and was so aroused that her orgasms were
unfeigned.
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The Japanese loved to see girls tied up in
ropes, but in complicated ways. Britney looked at some of the
erotic pictures she found on the internet, and then tried to
imitate them. She bought soft bondage rope and then carefully tied
and re-tied them according to the patterns she saw on the internet,
eventually figuring out how to at least make the front part of her
body look like those other pictures – even if the back was kind of
messy since she couldn't reach behind her very well.

One rainy morning on her weekend she got the
ropes set up in a deliciously intricate fashion which squeezed
firmly (but not too firmly) around her breasts, criss-crossed her
body and then went down between her legs and up between her
buttocks.

She got a little more creative – and obscene
– than the Japanese usually did, though. Instead of the rope
pulling in tight between her pussy lips, maybe with a knot at the
top near her clitoris, she fed one of the dildos up inside her so
that just an inch or so protruded, then split the rope in two as it
went down between her legs to pinch the dildo in tight and keep it
from slipping out.

She also worked thin cords in from the edges
of the ropes around her breasts and twisted it around her already
very hard nipples. The pictures she took would, she know, be very
popular. But doing all that left her sexually charged and feeling
eager to do... something!

She just wasn't sure what, other than
masturbate. She was doing that a lot lately, though, and wanted
something else.

And then she had an awesome idea! She almost
trembled with how exciting and daring it was! She pulled on her
rain poncho, stepped into a pair of rubber boots, and then went
downstairs and out into the street.

It felt very, very odd walking with the dildo
inside her, especially since her thighs rubbed against the base
with every step. Her face was flushed with excitement as she walked
slowly along the sidewalk, heart pounding and pulse racing.

She was so aroused she considered finding a
place, perhaps the park, to masturbate. Wouldn't that be
outrageous!

And then, who did she run into right there on
the sidewalk but her father! She almost had a heart attack when she
saw him approaching, and nearly panicked as she thought about how
to turn and run before he noticed her.

Too late, she had to smile as he walked
up.

“Hello, honey,” he said.

He leaned in and kissed her on the
forehead.

“What are you doing out in the rain?” he
asked, holding his umbrella high.

“Oh uhm, I just thought it would be nice to
walk in the rain,” she said, trying to keep her voice from becoming
too high pitched.

“Strange idea of fun,” he said. “How are you
doing? Your mother is expecting you for dinner tomorrow night.”

“Sure,” she said. “I'm doing fine. I really
like the new house, though I don't have enough money to properly
furnish it yet.”

“Why you thought you needed a house is beyond
me,” he grumbled. “An apartment should be sufficient. There's a lot
more work needed to keep up a house.”

“Well, I'm only renting it,” she said. “And I
don't mind cutting the grass and stuff.”

It made her extremely nervous standing there
like that with her breasts throbbing, her nipples tingling, and the
dildo making her ache inside. But she reassured herself that he
couldn't possibly know.

He kissed her on the forehead again and
walked on, and she blew out a breath of relief as she continued on
her way. At first she felt relieved, then she felt a sense of
smugness. No one would have any idea how kinky and slutty and sexy
she was underneath the poncho! She could walk all around town like
this and nobody would notice a thing!

She went home and masturbated, then tried to
figure out what new nasty pictures and videos she would make.

Her next video was again set up in her
basement. The landlord had already left some junk there, like a
sawhorse, and she wrapped that in black duct tape, then screwed
rings into the ceiling overhead to hang chains. She wore a collar,
wrist and ankle restraints, and had a ball gag in her mouth.

She put a pair of five pound weights on
chairs out to the sides, and attached them to chains which she
clipped to her ankle restraints. Then, standing straight, and
straddling the sawhorse, she raised her wrists high and managed to
get the rings into the hooks at the end of the chains.

She sank slowly down, measuring the lengths
of the chain. It was too low, so she redid it, then it was too
high, so she redid it again until it was exactly right. She sat
straddling the sawhorse, with a vibrator she had taped along the
top pressed directly against her.

She raised her right foot and kicked the
chair so the weight fell off. She felt the jerk against her ankle,
but it wasn't enough to unbalance her. She put her foot back down
and then raised her left foot and kicked the other weight off the
other chair.

The weights weren't enough to force her legs
out from under her, but when she deliberately raised them up and
out to the sides, the weights made the chains taut. With the camera
in front narrowly focused, it would look like she was completely
helpless, locked in place.

The pressure of the sawhorse against her
pussy began to make her ache, but the aching, of course, only made
her nerve endings more sensitive. And the vibrator was pressed
against her. She was already excited by the scene she had created,
so as the camera watched and recorded, she writhed and moaned into
the gag, and then had a tremendous orgasm in the midst of her
'torture'.

Even in the midst of the orgasm she made sure
to arch her back and roll her head for effect, and knew a sense of
elation at how happy the video would make the site members who
visited her private section.

*

She was making way more money from the web
site now than she made at work! But while that gave her lots of
disposable income there was a limited number of things she could
buy without getting busybodies asking questions.

To explain the house, she'd said she was
doing online tutoring in English as a second language to Japanese
students, and everyone seemed to buy that for now. But if she
started doing things like buying a car they'd get suspicious.

Nor could she quit her day job, so every
morning she showed up for work as usual, acting just like a
'normal' girl, and feeling kind of smug about it. Everyone thought
she was a sweet, innocent girl and had no idea she was a kinky
bondage slut!

She felt as if she was living a double life.
On the surface, she was a perfectly normal, quiet girl bicycling
around, doing her shopping, working at the flower store, and having
dinner with her parents on occasion. But behind the closed curtains
of her little house she was a slut, masturbating with dildos while
the video camera watched, and having increasingly more intense
orgasms as the thought of men watching the videos aroused her
further.

Then, one evening, she got an email from the
web site owner, a man named Saburo Tafumo.

Your pictures and videos are drawing enormous
interest, the email said. You have a real talent as well as a
lovely body and face. I would like to move you into our prime
watching area. The viewership there is ten times greater than in
the smaller sections, and you would receive much more attention and
money.

However, we require only the best photography
and setting in the prime watching area. Your videos and pictures
are clearly being done only by yourself, which limits their realism
and quality. You need an assistant to tie and restrain you
properly, and then take professional pictures and videos.

The amount of money he suggested she could
make was eye-popping. It was much more than she was getting now –
even if she added in what she made at the flower shop! She would be
able to buy a house outright!

But there was just no way! She knew no one
she would trust with this sort of knowledge! And she wrote him
back, explaining she lived in a small town and it was
impossible.

I have a solution to your problem, he
replied. Keiko Nakamura has appeared in similar pictures. She is
also an excellent photographer. She is already visiting America,
and is currently in New York. She can fly down to visit you and you
can see if you would be comfortable working with her.

The idea appalled Britney! How could she
possibly face someone who had seen her pictures!? But when Mr.
Tafumo sent a link to pictures of this girl she reconsidered. It
wasn't like Keiko would call her a slut or a pervert when she did
the same sorts of pictures, after all. And when Britney had seen
her naked and tied up too.

She resisted, and agonized over her decision.
But the amount of money Tafumo offered was astonishing! Where in
the world would she possibly make that kind of money! Her father
didn't make that kind of money, that was for sure!

Two days later, before she could decide one
way or another there was a ring at door. She went to answer it and
saw a Japanese woman standing there smiling at her. She was a
little taller than Britney, with long, straight black hair. She was
quite pretty, and Britney recognized her at once as the girl in the
pictures!

But she wasn't a girl any more. It was clear
those pictures had been taken years and years ago, for Keiko looked
like she was at least thirty.

“Hello, Britney!” she said in a very friendly
fashion.

Britney's face, of course, was hot and red at
once, even as the woman bowed to her.

“Uhm... uh... ahmmm.... you... you're...
Keiko!” Britney gulped.

“Yes! Mister Tafumo sent me to help you with
your pictures and videos.”

“Oh uhm, well, the thing is – .”

“I came all the way from New York.”

Britney's heart pounded. She couldn't just...
just send the woman away after she'd come all the way here! So she
reluctantly let her into the house. She was horribly embarrassed
since she knew the woman must have seen her pictures and videos.
And she cringed when she thought of some of those videos,
especially the ones with her masturbating with dildos!

But she was a very polite girl, and despite
being tongue-tied, she managed to offer the woman some tea, which
she accepted.

“This is a lovely little town,” Keiko said.
“I came from a similar town, though of course, I left it. There is
a wide world out there to explore!”

She sat across from Britney, eyeing her
shrewdly.

“So, you are embarrassed about meeting
someone who has seen your pictures,” she said.

Britney flushed even more and her mind
squirmed.

“You should not be. They are very beautiful.
You are lovely! You have an excellent body, far better than most
girls. And you have a pretty face to go with it! That is part of
why your pictures and videos are so popular.”

She reached out and her fingers brushed some
of the blonde hair out of Britney's face.

“Of course, Japanese are fascinated with
western women, especially blondes,” she said, so that makes your
pictures doubly popular. But you know what else makes them
popular?”

Britney shrugged helplessly.

“It is clear from the pictures that you are
aroused.”

Britney's face flushed even more, and Keiko
laughed in delight.

“Do not be embarrassed! Realism is cherished!
A video of a girl really having an orgasm is much more enticing
than one faking! And men know, or at least, our more discerning
members do.”

Britney was horribly embarrassed, of course,
but Keiko took such things so naturally, as she spoke about various
poses and sexual scenarios, that she gradually lost most of that
embarrassment. She kept reminding herself Keiko had done much the
same, after all.

She had Britney show her around the house,
and her eyes raked the walls and ceilings as if imagining various
scenes she could stage.

“Our members love realism,” she said. “Not
just in how aroused the model is but how realistic the scene is.
Your scenes are very good, for being self-made, but lack that final
element of realism. You do not know any men who can join you?
Hopefully handsome ones with big penises?”

Britney blushed again and shook her head.
“Not around here! And if word got out – .”

“I understand. I can just be a Japanese
student of yours who came to visit you. That's if anyone finds out
I'm even here.”

Britney nodded. She'd already thought of that
as an excuse. The bungalow was on the edge of town and had a lot of
scruffy brush and trees between her and her nearest neighbors. Out
here, land was not at a premium and people liked their privacy.

I have several ideas for new videos and
picture series,” she said. “Would you like to try out one or
two?”

That made Britney blush furiously all over
again at the thought of taking her clothes off. But as if she
sensed this Keiko began to take her own clothes off, much to
Britney's shock.

“Wh-what are you doing!?” she gasped.

“I'm showing that you do not need to be
embarrassed about being naked,” Keiko replied.

She quickly stripped naked, but if anything,
Britney was even more embarrassed. She'd never stood next to a
naked person before, man or woman! And she hardly knew Keiko!

The Japanese woman was quite pretty, though,
with a delicate, slender face, high, firm, small breasts, and a
neat, hairless pussy which Britney did her best to not stare
at.

“I'd do my own pictures still, but men want
to see teenagers, not old women.”

“You're not old!” Britney protested.

“Ah well, in modeling, men prefer the younger
the better.”

Keiko moved cameras and tripods and clothes
into the bungalow's second bedroom.

“I can buy a cot of something for me,” she
said.

Which was all very well and good but Britney
hadn't even agreed yet! And besides, at the moment there was only
one bed and that was hers.

Keiko, though, was cheerfully persistent and
persuasive and very hard to say no to. Before long she had
persuaded Britney to pose in her underwear in the attic of all
places, with the restraints around her wrists attached to a chain
which went up to the rafters then down to a hook on the wall.

She had Britney stand on a low stool to get
the angle right for her tripod mounted cameras, and then had her
put a ball gag into her mouth.

Then she moved the stool out of the way so
Britney was hanging completely suspended from her wrists, her toes
just above the floor!

She had two tripod-mounted cameras facing
her, one from the left front and the other from the right front.
She didn't turn them on, though. Instead she went back downstairs,
leaving Britney hanging there for long minutes! She hung there
panting around the ball in her mouth and wriggling slowly in
place.

This felt... kinky and hot, and made her
chest tight and breathless. She was getting aroused despite her
embarrassment, and wondering what Keiko was up to. Then the woman
returned and her eyes widened, for she was wearing a very short
black leather miniskirt, high stiletto heels, a bikini top, long
black leather gloves and a lone ranger mask.

She went to the cameras and turned them on,
and then giggled at Britney and gave her a thumbs up sign. Then she
moved forward, speaking in Japanese.

“So, American girl, you are my prisoner,” she
purred in a sinister voice. “You are helpless before me, and now I
will train you to become a sex slave!”

Britney stared at her with wide-eyes as the
woman sauntered up to her. She had thought she was just going to
set things up and take pictures and videos, not appear in the
videos herself!

“Soon you will beg to please me and your new
masters,” Keiko cooed.

She reached up and fondled Britney's breast
with her gloved fingers, which shocked the blonde girl, made her
face even more red, but also sent a wild, churning wall of
excitement through her mind. She knew Keiko was just playing for
the cameras, but she suddenly felt herself plunged into the midst
of one of those dark sexual fantasies she'd had over the last few
months!

She cried out as Keiko gripped her hair and
jerked her head back, then held a knife against her throat.

“And you will obey, won't you, slave,”
Keiko purred.

She let the blade of the knife slide up along
Britney's throat, then along her lips – which was when Britney
realized the knife wasn't real. The blade was made of some kind of
plastic, and not in the least bit sharp.

“Naughty slave girls get punished,” Keiko
growled. “You don't want to be a naughty slave girl.”

She put the knife away, but still held onto
Britney's hair, holding her head back as she leaned in and let her
tongue lick a long, slow lick up along her throat!

“White slaves are much in desire in Japan,”
she growled.

Then her other hand slid down Britney's body
and pushed into the crotch of her panties!

Britney's body jerked as she felt a jolt of
shock hit her. She moaned helplessly around the ball gag as the
woman's slick, gloved fingers pushed down to find the line of her
sex, then rubbed up and down it. A wild rush of sensation flooded
up through her body and she squirmed both mentally and
physically.

“Your body belongs to us now, slave,” Keiko
said.

She slid her hand out, then jerked Britney's
panties down!

Britney cried out in alarm, then
embarrassment and heat as the woman pulled them down around her
ankles, then off.

“We will teach you obedience and submission,
white girl,” she said. “We will use pleasure and pain to condition
your mind and body to being our sex slave.”

She smiled, then produced a real knife, and
quickly sliced through the shoulder straps of Britney's bra,
pulling it away and leaving her completely naked.

Keiko moved back behind the cameras, lifted
up the mask and winked, giving her a thumbs-up sign. Then she
pulled the mask back down and picked up another pair of restraints.
She came forward and slipped them around Britney's ankles, then
attached chains and pulled her ankles apart.

Britney moaned helplessly, staring at her,
staring down her body, her heart pounding as she hung there
helpless. She watched Keiko return and then moaned as the woman's
gloved fingers slid up her body, mashing her breasts.

“Slave girl!” the women hissed.

She leaned down and Britney squealed as the
girl took the center of her breast into her mouth, sucking and
licking hungrily. One of her gloved fingers slid down to rub
insistently against her clitoris, and her lower body began to thrum
with a growing power.

“I will teach you the pleasure you may
receive if you are a good little slave girl,” Keiko purred.

And then she sank to her knees in front of
Britney, her tongue pushing out shockingly far before sliding
slowly up and down the line of her naked sex!

Britney squealed, her hips jerking
spastically, and the woman chuckled throatily, then licked harder.
Her hands slid up Britney's body, lifting and squeezing her breasts
together as her tongue twisted and turned and pushed deeper and
deeper into her pussy! It flicked in and out, pumping like a little
cock, then the girl's hands slid down and her fingers spread her
pussy open.

“What a lovely little clitoris,” the girl
said in Japanese.

She let one long, slow, hard lick go up
across it, then the tip of her tongue began to tease and circle and
caress her there.

Britney had never had any experience with
oral sex before, other than a few disastrous attempts at giving it
to guys. She'd thrown up during one such attempt...

Now the feel of the girl's tongue sweeping
across her clitoris was sending incredible waves of pleasure
rolling up through her body! She was astonished at how truly
wonderful it felt! And as the pleasure mounted her entire body
began to pulse with heat as if filled with pressure.

She gulped in air around the gag, moaning
helplessly, the pleasure like a drug rolling through her mind and
drowning it in sensation and need. She practically forgot there
were cameras, or that this would wind up on the internet. Her focus
was entirely on what the woman was doing to her body, and the
explosive rise of pleasure greater than she'd ever known!

The orgasm rose like a tidal wave and crashed
down upon her, sending her mind rolling in a hazy sense of glorious
wonder. She cried out around the gag, head thrown back, back
arching as the pleasure swallowed her whole. All she could do was
tremble and shake and writhe and strain against the chains as Keiko
drove her out of her mind with pleasure!

The orgasm went on and on and on until she
thought she'd faint for lack of breath, and left her limp and
dazed, gasping for breath, moaning weakly as she lay in the soft
afterglow. But unlike every other experience of orgasm she'd had –
which had all been at her own hand – her climax did not stop
anything.

Keiko did redirect her oral attentions,
though. She slowly licked her way up Britney's body until she was
sucking and licking her breasts and nipples. Her teeth
chewed softly at her breasts, almost to the edge of pain, as
she sucked rhythmically, and all Britney could do was moan.

She licked her way back down her body again,
though, and then resumed licking her pussy. This time her fingers
pushed up inside Britney, pumping slowly, twisting and turning, as
Keiko licked and sucked on her clitoris.

The girl stopped suddenly, got to her knees,
and went to one of the cameras. She did something to it, then
lifted up the tripod and carried it around behind Britney to set up
on her right. Then Keiko started to lick her way along her throat
and neck and down her spine.

And then lower still!

Britney squealed in astonishment as Keiko's
hands spread her buttocks wider and the girl's nimble tongue began
to circle her back opening.

“What a pretty little hole,” she said. “I'm
sure many, many men will want to push their cocks in here. We
should get it ready for them.”

Her finger pushed into Britney's ass. It felt
slick and slippery, and she wasn't sure if that was saliva or
something else, but it was soon joined by a second one, as her
other hand fingered her clitoris.

Then something much bigger pushed into her
ass. She moaned as the pressure grew and grew, then something round
popped through and she felt her opening close – almost. But then
she felt another something slowly forced through, and then after
that another.

Keiko giggled as she forced what felt like a
series of little balls up inside Britney, then back down, then up
inside once more, then back down and up inside. All the while her
oily leather finger rubbed her clitoris and pumped in and out of
her pussy.

Britney's excitement mounted again, despite
being somewhat mystified by why Keiko was behind her doing this
instead of something more... normal.

Keiko left the thing in her bottom, then
moved around in front and strode past the cameras. She opened a low
case and then stripped off her miniskirt. Underneath was a kind of
leather and plastic thong. She picked up a black dildo from the
case and pressed the base against her crotch and gave it a
twist.

Britney gulped, heart thumping, as the
Japanese girl walked back in front of the cameras wearing the thing
like it was a cock. She'd seen the like before on the internet, of
course, and knew what she intended. She'd used dildos on her own
ass already, of course, for the viewers wanted it, but that was her
in control, not someone else.

She moaned as the round ball thing pulled
free, and then Keiko fed the dildo up into her ass.

“Slave girl,” she taunted. “Your body belongs
to your masters and mistresses now! It will be used any way we
choose!”

Britney gulped as the dildo pushed deep,
pumping in and out. She cried out as Keiko pulled back on her hair
and began to chew and kiss and lick her way along the nape of her
neck. Her hands slid around her, one rubbing her clitoris, the
other roughly fondling one of her breasts.

This is so sick, she thought dazedly. Her
body and mind were both subjected to a scalding level of sexual
heat as the Japanese girl sodomized her.

“Do you like my cock, slave whore?” Keiko
growled? “You will learn to come whenever you feel a big cock
sliding into you!”

Britney shuddered and trembled. She wasn't
far from coming now! This was all just too wild for her to
comprehend, and her mind was battered and dazed by it all.

Keiko pulled back out of her and walked back
to the case. She took off the dildo, then snapped on a larger one!
This one was thicker and longer, and Britney moaned as she came
back and slowly worked it up inside her.

“You'll take any size cock inside your whore
body, slave!” she growled. “Blonde girls are known for their love
of large cocks!”

The dildo pushed impossibly deep! Britney
ached with every thrust! But the intensity of the thrilling scene
Keiko had created, not to mention the way she was rubbing her
clitoris and squeezing her breasts meant the dull ache couldn't
compete with the howling storm of pleasure engulfing her mind and
body.

She gasped and moaned and panted as Keiko
drove the dildo into her harder and faster. Her head rolled and she
stared down her body with astonishment as she saw a bulge in her
abdomen, just above her belly button. It disappeared, then appeared
again, then again, every time Keiko drove the dildo high inside
her!

The Japanese girl's fingers rubbed furiously
at her clitoris as she did, and Britney's mind dissolved as another
massive orgasm tore through her body.

“Come for me, slut! Come for your mistress,
Slave!” Keiko growled.

The words swept through her as the orgasm
overwhelmed her mind, and Britney's body thrashed in place as the
wild howl of pleasure went on and on seemingly forever.
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It was very hard to meet Keiko's eyes after
that. The Japanese woman seemed just as calm and casual about
everything as she had before as she sat in front of her laptop
editing the videos.

“This will be a very popular video,” she
said. “And I'll select the best pictures from it, especially the
ones with your back arching as they make your breasts look even
more delicious.”

Britney blushed, thought he woman's
matter-of-fact attitude did much to diminish what would otherwise
be mortifying, as opposed to merely very embarrassing.

“I uhm... I didn't know you were going to...
uh – .”

“Participate?”

Britney flushed. “Yes.”

“That was one of the things your videos
missed the most. You did good with the dildos, but men like it
better when they see someone else doing something to you,
especially if it's forceful and aggressive. At least in this
genre.”

“I know Japan has a history of uhm, these
kinds of videos,” Britney said.

“We like our fantasies,” Keiko said.

“So like... what should I write when you post
them?”

“Don't worry. I'll take care of that. I know
what turns them on. With you looking so young and naive and western
– it will be teaching you obedience while making you insane with
lust.”

She giggled as Britney blushed again.

“The second part should be easy,” she said
teasingly.

“I was acting,” Britney gulped,
embarrassed.

“No you weren't, dear,” Keiko said with a
smirk. “You blonde girls always get excited when your inhibitions
are taken away. You want to act slutty but you don't want the
people around you to think you're slutty.”

“If the people here had any idea what kind of
stuff – .”

“They won't. The site is very careful about
protecting its actors and actresses. Mind you, that's as much
because they don't want people to be able to see their pictures and
videos without paying as for any other reason.”

*

Britney felt a little shell-shocked after
that incredibly intense sexual experience. Keiko might have only
been doing it to make a video but it had been Britney and her body
who had experienced it! She thought Keiko ought to have warned her
in advance she would be taking part, but given the incredible
sexual heat she'd experience she couldn't really find it in her to
be upset about it.

And watching herself on the screen made her
squirm even more than usual. Which meant she put up little
resistance when Keiko made her strip and sit next to her while they
watched. She ran her hands over Britney's body, and was soon
masturbating her even as Britney's eyes remained locked on the
screen.

“I want to explore your body and how you
react and respond,” she said softly. “I want to know everything
about how to turn you on and make you come when I want you to. For
the videos, you see.”

And with Keiko's fingers pumping inside her
and watching herself on the videos, Britney had no problem at all
coming powerfully!

She was surprised that the girl went no
further. Even though they slept in the same bed that night, Keiko
was demure and never touched her.

“I want you to continue to have that
wide-eyed look of surprise in the videos for as long as possible,”
she said in amusement. “So I don't want to overdose you on
everything too soon.”

The next day a delivery truck arrived with a
bedroom set to fill up Britney's spare bedroom, along with some
large brown boxes which Keiko had brought down to the basement.

“What's in those?” Britney asked,.

“Set pieces,” she said in amusement. “You
have a nasty looking basement. It will look like a dungeon easily
enough.”

“I already sort of did that in some
pictures.”

“Yes, I saw. These will be even better.”

*

Keiko used the attic again for the next
video. This time a blushing Britney was hung up by her ankles,
which were spread wide apart, then her wrists were chained down and
apart.

Keiko licked her to the edge of orgasm
easily, then drew back, and picked up a flog. She had shown the
flog and other 'training devices' to Britney earlier.

“Don't worry,” she'd said. “They don't hurt
unless you swing them hard. And the cameras won't need that. So
they're mostly for play whipping.”

She swung the flog down across Britney's back
with enough force to make the blonde girl squeal and writhe in her
bonds. Then she swung overhand, letting the thin laces fall down
against her pussy again and again.

Britney squirmed and twisted and moaned and
cried out as the flog hit. Keiko wasn't swinging hard, and she was
right that they didn't really hurt. They did sting, though! And the
more they hit the more tender she felt and the hotter and more
sensitive her flesh was!

Keiko stopped to lick her aching pussy, and
Britney gurgled around the ball-gag, twisting and jerking and
bucking through an orgasm as the Japanese woman reversed the flog
and shoved the handle deep into her pussy, using it as a dildo as
she licked her clitoris through the orgasm.

Then she got a real vibrator, rousing Britney
again, only to sheath it inside her and resume using the flog. This
time she swung it down across her belly and breasts!

Britney cried out again and again, her
breasts throbbing and aching, the dark heat swirling and churning
inside her as the vibrator continued to buzz. When the Japanese
woman added her own tongue to the effect of the vibrator Britney
came a second time, even more powerfully.

After rousing her a third time, Keiko used
the strap-on dildo to fuck her ass while the vibrator buzzed away
in her pussy, driving it in deep enough to make her abdomen bulge
again and again while the cameras looked on – and driving Britney
into another howling storm of pleasure.

“Wait here while I see if we need more
video,” the woman said after that.

There wasn't much more Britney could do but
hang there upside down, moaning around the gag. And since the woman
had left the vibrator buried in her pussy the vibrations were a
constant and continuous source of sensation that made her clitoris
throb and pulse and quiver with excitement.

After a while that was too much for her, and
she began to twist and buck and strain against the chains as
another orgasm assailed her. Still the vibrator continued.

Keiko returned, picked up the flog and
started flogging her pussy and breasts and back again, while crying
“Slave! Obey your mistress or be punished!” and other such
things.

Then she licked her to yet another orgasm
that left her gasping and dazed.

She moaned weakly as Keiko lowered her to the
floor. The Japanese woman lay her on her belly, then drew her
wrists and ankles up tightly back together to chain together. She
slid what felt like a smoothly rounded metal hook into Britney's
bottom which curved up around her tailbone and up her spine. Then
she drew her hair back into a braid, and tied it to the hook,
forcing her head to stay up and back.

She turned on the vibrator, which was still
inside her body, and let her fingers add to the sensations until
Britney was squirming again. At that point she took the ball gag
out of her mouth and pushed one of the dildos in.

She pumped it in and out slowly, but pushed
deeper and deeper until suddenly she thrust it so deep it went into
the blonde girl's throat. At the same time, she jerked sharply on
the cord tied to her hair so that Britney felt a sharp stinging
jolt of pain in her scalp to distract her.

“Every sex slave must learn to swallow a
man's entire unit,” she said as Britney gurgled and choked and
gagged and twisted violently. “Failure is not acceptable.”

The dildo she was using was almost twenty
inches long. It was soft and flexible, and had heads on either end.
The one she'd shoved down Britney's throat felt as it it were deep
in her chest as she stared wide-eyed at the rest of it.

“Get used to the feel of big cocks in your
throat, slave girl,” Keiko said sternly.

Britney's eyes watered and her chest burned
and her head pounded from lack of oxygen as the Japanese woman left
the dildo there for long seconds. Then when she drew it out she
coughed explosively and gulped in ragged breaths of air.

“Good for a first attempt,” Keiko said.

Then, while Britney was still gulping in air,
she shoved the dildo through her open lips and straight down her
throat a second time.

Again Britney choked and gagged and writhed
and twisted helplessly as the dildo filled her aching throat and
the head pushed deep into her chest. But she could do nothing as
her head pounded and her vision swam.

Keiko pulled it out once more, letting her
gasp for breath, but then it went down her throat again, and then
again, and again. Britney was light-headed and dazed, drooling and
coughing and gasping, her eyes glassy, as Keiko pumped the dildo in
her throat now, sliding it smoothly in and out again and again.

She praised her as a good slave girl and
patted her head while she fucked her throat, and gradually Britney
got used to the sensation of the dildo moving in her throat. Her
choking and gagging faded, though she still remained light-headed
and dazed.

Keiko finally rolled her onto her back, wiped
off her face, then licked her clitoris as the vibrator buzzed away,
driving her into another orgasm.

*

“That fucking hurt!” she exclaimed afterward.
“My throat aches!”

Keiko was unrepentant.

“The men like to see a girl deep throat. It's
one of their favorite things.”

“You could have asked me and we could –
.”

“The way I did it got it done much faster and
with less anxiety on your part. Now you know you can do it. Now
your subconscious knows you can do it. Your subconscious is the
problem. Did you ever wonder how you could swallow food easily but
if you put a finger in the back of your mouth you throw up? Your
response is instinctive, and mental, not physical. So we have to
teach your subconscious it's all right in order to repress your gag
instinct.”

“I thought I was going to fucking choke! Or
vomit!”

“That's why we did this before you ate. Trust
me, being able to deep-throat will double your income.”

“Double!”

“Yes. The men, they like variety. And we must
make use of every orifice to please them and separate them from
their well-earned money.”

“I didn't see you shoving that thing down
your own throat!”

Keiko picked up the dildo, tilted her head
back, and then acted like a sword-shallower. The entire thing slid
down her throat until she was just holding onto the tip. She held
it in place, then slid it back out again as if it was the easiest
thing in the world.”

“So how come you don't please the viewers?”
Britney asked sulkily.

“Because I am thirty-three instead of
eighteen.”

“You're thirty-three?”

“Yes. The men, as I said, like them
young.”

“So how long is my throat going to ache?”

“Don't worry. It goes away. Most of that is
because of your muscles reacting, trying to clamp down on the
dildo. Once you lose your gag reflex and accept the cocks or dildos
it won't hurt. Now let's do more videos.”

“More!? Haven't you taken enough for
days?”

“Yes, but I can't stay here forever. We can
take many videos and pictures in a day, but then only place them on
the site at a steady rate, say one a day for the videos.”

That made sense to Britney, though she was
still feeling a bit shaken from the deep throating.

“Don't worry, the next one I have in mind is
easy for you.”

The third bedroom was small and empty. Keiko
had her strip naked, save for the collar, and the wrist and ankle
restraints.

“Remember, you are a slave girl being
trained,” she said as she set up the video cameras on their
tripods.

She picked up a thin, meter long switch.

“This will sting a bit, but only a bit. And
the sting will help your acting,” she said.

Britney looked at it nervously, not at all
sure she wanted to be hit with the thing.

Keiko was dressed in her black leather outfit
with the mask. Britney wondered if that was so she could walk
around in Tokyo without being recognized.

“Take these off,” Keiko said, slipping
Britney's glasses off.

Britney blinked her eyes uncertainly. She
couldn't see very far without them, but she supposed she didn't
need to.

“Ready?”

“Uhmn, I guess.”

“Call me Mistress. Say it.”

“Yes, mistress,” she said, making a face.

“Yes, I know it is silly but it will please
the customers.”

Britney nodded.

“Stand up straight, slut!” she said in a
suddenly harsh voice.

Britney gasped, startled, the gulped as the
woman thrust the switch right out in front of her like it was a
sword. She instinctively stood up straight, half forgetting the
cameras.

“Hands behind your neck. Arch your back. Show
me your lovely breasts, slave girl!”

Flushing, Britney obeyed.

“Feet apart! Don't hide your pretty
pussy!”

Britney shifted her feet apart, her heart
already beating faster as the woman let the thin switch slide
across her breasts and down her body, then push in between her
thighs. She gasped as Keiko brought the shaft of the thing up
firmly against her naked pussy, up hard enough to sink between
them, then moved it slowly in and out.

“What a beautiful little sex slave,” Keiko
said. “The perfect fantasy for a man to own and use for his
pleasure.”

Britney found herself already pulsing with
heat, and the movement of the thin leather covered switch as it
rubbed up and down against her made her pussy burn.

“Do you know why you are a sex slave?” Keiko
demanded.

“N-No, Mistress,” Britney said
breathlessly.

Keiko slid the switch back and walked slowly
around her, then let it snap lightly across her buttocks. That made
Britney gasp and flinch.

“Because you are a slut!” Keiko said.

She walked around to the side and thrust the
switch out, letting the shaft push up against the underside of
Britney's breasts.

“Do you know how I know you are a slut, slave
girl?” she demanded.

She moved around in front of her, careful not
to block the cameras.

“Because you are a blonde girl,” she
said.

The switch could apparently hang from Keiko's
belt, so she did, then reached out and caught Britney's hard
nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, rolling and plucking
them.

“The bodies of blonde girls are much more
sensitive and feel much more pleasure than other girls,” she said.
“And their minds are filled with lust and heat.”

She pinched Britney's nipples, and jerked
them up.

Britney gasped in pain, but kept her position
as her nipples ached as they were were stretched out.

“Blonde girls love nothing so much as sex.
They like to have sex all the time,” Keiko said. “So they make
perfect sex slaves.”

She walked over to the side and picked up a
vibrator, then returned, turned it on, and pressed it against
Britney's sex, rubbing it slowly up and down and from side to side
across her clitoris.

“Are you sorry for being such a naughty girl,
Slave?”

“Y-Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Then say so!”

“I-I'm sorry for being a naughty girl,
Mistress!” she gasped.

She was fighting to remain still as the
muscles in her hips and groin sought to jerk her hips forward, but
then Keiko pulled away.

“Get down on all fours, slut!”

Gasping, she obeyed, then winced as Keiko
brought the switch down across her bottom.

“Head up, knees apart! Keep your bottom
raised high and proud!”

She thrust the switch between Britney's legs
again, grinding it back and forth against her pussy before pulling
it back. She examined it and sniffed derisively.

“I see you are already wet, slave.”

Britney's face colored further. Then she
gasped as the woman brought the switch down across her bottom
again.

“Put your chin on the floor, and draw your
stomach in tight as you can against your thighs. Now spread your
knees wide. That's it. Present yourself to your masters for use!
Now beg them to use you.”

Britney was already becoming both embarrassed
and astonished by how deliciously nasty this role was! She winced
at another sharp blow from the switch, uncertain what she was to
do.

“Beg your master to use your slut body!”

“Please... use my slut body, Master!” she
moaned.

This was sooo dirty!

She gasped as Keiko rubbed the switch up and
down against the top of her sex again.

“Sit back on your heels, slave.”

Panting, flushed, Britney sat back on her
heels, spreading her knees wide at a further order, and then
placing the backs of her hands on her outer thighs.

Keiko picked up the very dildo Britney had
first used for videos, and then slapped the suction cup down on the
floor right in front of her.

“Slide your hungry pussy down over this
lovely cock, blonde girl,” Keiko purred.

The words sent a jarring psychic jolt of
embarrassed heat through Britney as she rose on her knees, eased
forward, and then, blushing furiously, slowly sank down on it.

It was one thing to know Keiko had seen her
videos of her doing this but another to do it right in front of
her!

She gasped as the switch cut across her
back.

“All the way down, slut!”

She sank down fully, moaning low in her
throat.

“Now masturbate.”

She cringed at the words! And she got another
blow from the switch which stung!

“Obey your mistress, slave!”

Moaning, she brought her trembling fingers
down against her swollen clitoris and began to rub herself. She
flinched at another blow from the switch.

“Ride that cock, slave!”

She began to rise up and sink down on the
dildo, panting for breath as she rubbed her clitoris. The sexual
heat rose around her like a howling vortex, pushing aside every
other care and concern, and her body filled with need as she rode
faster and harder.

“Stop!”

She gasped as the switch hit the front of her
right breast.

“You may not orgasm without my permission,
slave,” Keiko said in an arrogant voice. “If you do you will be
whipped! Do you understand?”

“Y-Y-Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

Keiko bent over and snapped some kind of
chain to the ring in the front of the collar Britney was wearing,
then tugged on it.

“On all fours, slave girl.”

Britney moaned as she slid her tight pussy up
off the dildo, then found herself on her hands and knees.

“Crawl, slave.”

Keiko pulled on the chain, a leash, Britney
now realized with a dark thrill of wonder, and she crawled forward
at her heels as the Japanese woman tugged on it. She made her crawl
back and forth, then put her face down and bottom high once more so
that she could bring the switch down on it several times, then rub
the shaft against her pussy.

“Are you a slave girl? Are you?” she
demanded.

“Yes, Mistress!” Britney cried.

The switch cut across her upraised bottom
sharply.

“Say it! Let me hear you!”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” she gasped.

Keiko walked her back to the dildo and had
her sink her pussy down on it once more, then masturbate. Her
fingers trembled and shook and she gasped and moaned as she rode up
and down, back arching, her free hand kneading her breast.

“Do not orgasm without permission!”

“Please may I orgasm, Mistress!” Britney
exclaimed.

“No. You may not. You have not earned an
orgasm yet.”

Britney hesitated, for she was near orgasm,
and her clitoris throbbed with life! She knew she would come soon
if she touched herself again.,

“Please may I orgasm, Mistress!”

“Hands behind neck!”

Moaning, she obeyed.

“Are you a sex slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned.

The switch cut across her bare breasts, and
though Keiko had swung it lightly enough, the sting startled her
enough to cry out.

“Say it!”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” she
exclaimed.

The switch cut across her swollen breasts
again.

“Again, slut!”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” she cried.

Another blow made her breasts sting!

“Again, whore!”

“I'm a sex slave, Mistress!” she cried.

Keiko moved behind her, then Britney felt her
wrists being gripped by the woman's strong hands. Shortly after she
realized her wrist restraints were locked to the back of the
collar.

Keiko walked around in front of her again,
then removed her skirt. This time she wore nothing underneath.

“Show me how eager you are to please your
mistress, Slave,” she said, “And perhaps I will allow you to have
an orgasm.”

Britney froze, but then Keiko gripped her
hair and jerked her face forward.

“Please your mistress, Slave!”

Britney tentatively pushed her tongue forward
and licked at the woman's sex, then winced as her hair was jerked
again, more sharply.

Keiko then began to show her how she wanted
her pussy licked, and after an initial uncertainty Britney began to
lick eagerly, at least in part because every time she failed to
please her Keiko jerked on her hair or brought the switch down
across her back or bottom.

The dildo was a deep, throbbing intruder in
her belly, and her pussy squeezed down against it again and again
as she licked Keiko's pussy..

She cried out as the woman jerked her hair
back sharply.

“Who owns you, Slave!?”

“You do, Mistress!” she gasped.

“And whoever I sell you to. Is that not
correct?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

Keiko jerked her forward again and she
resumed licking. She began to grind herself down on the dildo as
she did, riding her pussy up and down in short, rapid movements
that made her body pulse with hunger.

Keiko noticed and jerked back on her hair,
then brought her other gloved hand down around her throat,
squeezing until Britney's eyes bulged.

“Are you trying to come without your
Mistress' permission, Slave?”

“N-No, Mistress!” she croaked.

Britney knew this was all just playacting,
but her body was ready to boil over, and she felt a sexual fever
taking hold of her mind. It was all so outrageous and kinky and
slutty and wild! And she was licking a woman's pussy, for gosh
sakes!

Her friends would be astounded!

“Would you like me to fuck you, little
slave?”

“Yes, Mistress!” she gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” she moaned.

Keiko shoved her back so that Britney fell on
her back, and lay there gasping, chest heaving as the woman
adjusted the cameras, then drew on a strap-on dildo. She walked
forward and knelt between Britney's legs, then gripped them and
lifted them up and back.

“Beg me, whore!”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” Britney
gasped.

Keiko rubbed the head of the dildo up and
down Britney's sopping pussy.

“Again, slave!”

“Please fuck me, Mistress!” she cried.

“More. Beg me!”

“Please fuck me, Mistress! Please
uhhgghh!”

The dildo pushed into her, spreading her open
and sliding deep as Keiko forced her legs up and back sharply,
letting her own body lean over and come down atop her. The Japanese
woman held her arms straight, her hands on Britney's ankles,
forcing them down over her head, then began to thrust the dildo
into her with hard, deep strokes that brought cries from Britney's
gasping mouth.

“Oh! Oh! God! Oh! Ungh! Ungh! Ngh! Ngh! Ngh!
Ngh! Oh! Ngh! Ngh!”

Keiko's torso was above her, the woman's dark
eyes gleaming as she looked down at Britney. Her hips were working
harder and faster, smashing into her upturned buttocks now as she
buried the dildo in her roiling, overheated belly again and again
and again.

The orgasm tore through Britney like a
hurricane. She cried out all the air in her lungs as the intensity
of it shattered her mind, her voice undulating as Keiko's hips
slapped hard and fast against her bottom.

“This is what you were made for, Slave!”
Keiko growled. “To be used for the pleasure of others!”

She hammered herself down, spiking the dildo
deep into Britney's belly as the orgasm swept her mind away and
almost lost it.
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“What we need is a man,” Keiko said as she
reviewed the videos they had stored up.

Britney blinked as she stared at the woman.
She'd had the most incredible sex of her life the last few days,
with the most amazing, intense orgasms. All without a man. And the
videos they'd made were all outrageously hot and perverted! Keiko
had weeks worth recorded already!

“Why?” Britney gulped.

“Because the customers like to see pretty
blonde girls dominated and used and abused by men. Do you know any
who would like to do so?”

Britney snorted. “Lots, but then everyone in
town would know.”

The idea of doing this playacting with a man
made her wildly anxious and uncertain, but it also made her lower
body hum with excitement. The last few days had torn away a lot of
her inhibitions with all the kinky stuff Keiko had done to her and
with her, but the idea of having a man doing it... wow!

Still, her outlook about sex now had changed
immensely. In fact, it filled her mind almost every waking moment!
That was because Keiko kept teasing and taunting her, kept touching
her, kept rousing her – without letting her come, and kept making
videos of her!

Every time she tied Britney up or put the
restraints on her Britney's pulse began to race, her nipples
hardened and her pussy began to thrum with excitement!

“Maybe I can find a man for you, one with a
big cock,” Keiko said.

Britney flushed and her mind squirmed. She'd
gotten used to Keiko, and they'd done all kinds of wildly slutty
things together, but a man... wow! The idea took her breath
away!

“Just think how much money you'll make!”
Keiko said.

Britney nodded. They'd put the first three
videos up and the viewership had already doubled!

“They liked the teacher video,” Keiko said,
eyeing the report on the PC.

Britney nodded. She hadn't. She had dressed
as a schoolgirl while Keiko had been the teacher who was punishing
her. That had involved her bending over the desk while she switched
her bare bottom until it was red and burning!

Of course, then she had made her squirm and
moan and nearly come with her fingers and tongue before 'forcing'
Britney to kneel and lick teacher's pussy.

“You're getting very good at deep throating
too.”

Britney was pleased about that, but certainly
hadn't liked the lessons – with Keiko fucking her throat with
dildos! Still, it did make her feel smug and sexually
sophisticated, thinking of how shocked any of the guys around town
would be if she showed them.

“A black man would be good,” Keiko mused.

Britney frowned. “Why?”

Keiko grinned. “Japanese are very racist,”
she said. “Just as the cliché about blondes is that they're all sex
mad, so too the cliché about black men is they're all constantly
lusting after women, and have huge cocks like bulls, like beasts.
Also, to be honest, most Japanese think Black men are almost
savages.”

She shrugged.

“We have no Black men in Japan, so all they
see are nasty fighting in the news from Africa, and then violent
crime from America. Anyway, having a pretty, sweet-faced blonde
girl being mounted by an angry savage will seem more exciting
because it would be more degrading to you.”

“Why?”

“It doesn't matter. It just would. Your
Japanese is improving but you don't really know Japan. You should
come and visit, get to know Japanese people better.”

“Well, maybe some day. It would be way too
expensive for me now.”

“Hmm, maybe, maybe not. We'll see in the
future, hmm?”

She reached up and squeezed her bottom, then
frowned as her fingers slid in closer.

“You are not wearing your butt-plug,” she
said sternly.

Britney flushed. “Uhm, I uh, forgot.”

Keiko scowled. “I told you, you must get your
bottom used to the feel of penetration so it will be easier to use
dildos on you. I do not want to cause you any damage!”

“Well, I mean, it's not like – .”

“Like you know the damage that can happen?
Listen to me, girl, I know all the ways a girl can be hurt by rough
sex or games and I do not intend to have any of that happen to you.
Take off your clothes right now.”

Britney gulped but obeyed. She'd gotten used
to obeying Keiko. The woman was way older than her, after all, so
it seemed natural. Plus she knew way more about what she was doing,
from the cameras to the computer editing to the sex part.
Especially the sex part!

Keiko put a new collar on her, a metal one,
then put similar metal shackles on her wrists which Britney looked
at in fascination. She gasped as the Japanese woman bent her over
and then gulped as an oiled finger wiggled into her bottom and
pumped in and out. Soon the butt-plug was being pushed into her,
making her ache until it was through her opening.

But she obviously had more planned for her,
for she put the ball-gag in her mouth, then worked a dildo deep
into her pussy. This dildo, though, had thin leather cords which
went up across her abdomen on either side, then around behind her
to snap tight in place.

She pulled on Britney's hair to pull her
upright, then led her downstairs to the basement.

Among the things which had been in the boxes
were the plastic bars which could fit together and make it look
like she was in a dungeon cell. They were tall and looked like
metal to the camera, and Keiko set them up in a far corner to make
a 'dungeon cell.”

She led Britney into it and pushed her back
against one of the rough stone walls before lifting her wrists up
and back. Britney cocked her head up and saw there were chains
bolted to the wall overhead, and that Keiko was locking them to the
metal shackles.

Keiko left her there, then came down with the
cameras, putting them in place, one in the 'cell' and another
looking through the bars. Then she grinned at her and her hand slid
in under the base of the dildo. With the flick of a switch, the
dildo began to vibrate, and Britney gasped.

“It's on low setting. So it should make your
little pussy burn, but not let you come,” the woman said. “That
will be the start of your punishment for disobeying me – slave
girl!”

She left, 'locking' the bars behind, leaving
Britney standing against the wall with her arms locked above her to
very real chains.

She moaned, looking at the cameras, then down
the length of her body.

She was slightly confused. She had gotten
into the habit of doing what Keiko wanted fairly quickly. She was,
after all, well aware of her own inadequacies and lack of knowledge
and experience. But she was conflicted about the thought Keiko was
punishing her – like this – for not obeying her.

Keiko could not punish her for any reason!
Yet it seemed somehow that she could. Or at least, it felt right
that she should – somehow. Britney had been explicitly obeying her,
and had been switched numerous times for various reasons as Keiko
had given her orders. But that was all for the camera, wasn't it?
Or was this just to make more videos? Or... or something else?

In any event she had been intimidated by the
woman from the start because she was older, more sophisticated,
more knowledgeable – and because she'd seen those pictures and
videos Britney had made, which made her mind squirm and shy away
from confronting her on anything.

And since then, well, she'd been constantly
degraded and called a sex slave and a slut, and that had not only
not aroused resentment in her mind but had excited her! She'd acted
like Keiko's sex slave! Although... that was just for the camera.
Yet, still, the long hours of it had gotten her used to submitting
to the Japanese woman's will.

And so here she was literally chained to the
wall in the basement as punishment! That was a ridiculous
situation, but she was aroused by it. And the presence of the
cameras meant it was mostly for that reason, or so she told
herself.

It felt weird and kinky and outrageous to be
shackled to the wall, the harsh stone against her soft skin,
staring out through the bars at the dimly lit basement. It was like
she was really a slave girl! And that was a darkly thrilling
idea.

This was not like any of the other videos
they'd done. There Keiko had been ever-present, barking out orders
and bringing her switch down against Britney to make things look
good for the cameras. Of course, the stinging blows had also served
to compel her to respond quickly to whatever order Keiko
gave...

She squirmed in place with the big dildo
filling her. She felt its thickness inside her abdomen, felt how
tight she was around it. Her lower body was bubbling with
sensation, and the heat of it was rolling up along her spine. Her
nipples were achingly hard, and longed for someone's touch. And her
breasts felt hot and swollen.

Being chained up like this was ridiculously
erotic, like she was in one of those dark fantasy romances she
loved. Well, except none of those heroines had been locked up
naked!

She turned in place, moaning around the gag
as she pressed her breasts into the wall, gasping as she lightly
rubbed her stiff nipples against the roughs tone. She felt the
sexual pressure growing inside her, but it wouldn't rise far enough
to approach an orgasm.

It was... frustrating!

She thought about spreading her legs wide and
then trying to angle her lower body against the wall so that she
could sort of push up against the dildo in a repetitive fashion,
but remembered the cameras. She had already let herself be degraded
enough without doing it on her own!

She turned around, eyeing the cameras
suspiciously. What if they weren't even on?! What if Keiko was just
punishing her on her own?! That would be outrageous! It was her
channel, after all, and her pictures and videos! Keiko was merely
helping her!

She turned back around, wondering how long
Keiko would leave her like this. She was going to have a word with
that woman when she took the gag out, and remind her that she
wasn't Britney's mistress in real life!

She wasn't even sure how long she'd been like
that already, and her frustration mounted. What was the point of
having video of her just standing here for ten, twenty, thirty or
forty minutes? Nobody would watch that!

Finally, Keiko showed up, dressed in a black
leather catsuit, and holding a … whip. It wasn't the switch Britney
was used to. This had a short, thick handle and what looked like
dozens of thin black laces two feet long dangling from it.

Britney gulped, her pulse rate instantly
shooting up as she stared at the whip anxiously.

“So, slave girl,” the Japanese woman said.
“Clearly you have not been sufficiently disciplined yet and require
more punishment.”

She walked up to her and roughly fondled her
breast, then slid her hand down her body and turned the vibrator up
to high.

“I bet you want to come already,” she
taunted. “You blonde slut. But first you must be flogged.”

She stepped back.

“Turn around, slave.”

Britney tried to refuse, glowering at
her.

“Unless you would prefer I whip your
breasts,” Keiko taunted.

Britney gulped and turned around, then cried
out as the laces of the flog cut across her back. The cry was
premature and instinctive. The pain was mild, really. Though it was
certainly spread out as the multiple little laces landed across her
upper back.

“You must learn to obey your mistress,
Slave!”

Crack! The laces snapped down across
her back again, and again she cried out, though the cry was less as
she got used to the sudden, startling flurry of little stinging
blows.

Crack! The laces snapped down
again.

“Blonde whores must realize their place.”

Crack!

“You are sexual animals.”

Crack!

“To be used by you mistress and master as
they choose.”

Crack!

Britney moaned at the blow. Her back was
starting to heat up, and the wild dark rush of awe she felt at the
very idea of being 'whipped' was spreading a dark erotic heat
through her mind and down into her body.

Crack! The flog hit lower, and harder,
and she squealed as her bottom felt the laces.

“Naughty little sex slave!”

Crack! Crack!

She gasped and flinched and twisted as the
flog swept down across her buttocks and lower back and upper back.
None of the blows was hard, but the repeated stinging was turning
her skin hot.

“Turn around, slave, so I can whip your
breasts and pussy.”

Britney gasped at the idea, but it felt
terribly unnatural to refuse an order! Gulping, she slowly turned,
moaning, wide eyed as she stared at the leather clad Japanese
woman.

“Arch your back, slave. Show me your pretty
breasts.”

The vibrator buzzed powerfully, and Britney
squeezed her thighs together, a wild, roiling heat gripping her
body and mind even as anxiety and uncertainty swept over her.

“Obey, slave!”

Flinching, she obeyed, arching her back,
thrusting her breasts out as the Japanese woman drew her arm
back.

“Close your eyes, Slave.”

Moaning, Britney obeyed, and then cried out
as the laces cut across her out-thrust breasts! Her eyes shot open
and she stared down at them, relieved to see only a trace of thin
pink lines.

“Arch your back again, slave.”

Britney obeyed, and then flinched back at the
next blow, her breasts stinging.

“Hold your position, slut! Or you'll get much
worse!”

The tone of voice yanked at Britney's mind
and she arched her back, trembling. She watched the flog fly
forward and the laces cut across her breasts with stinging force.
She cried out, but kept her position as the flog swept down again,
and then again, and then again, her breasts getting hotter and more
tender with each flickering rush of stinging blows.

Finally, though, as the blows continued, her
breasts began to burn, and she cried out and twisted away from the
flog.

“Bad slave girl,” Keiko said. “Now I will
have to whip your pussy as punishment for disobeying.”

She stepped forward and forcibly turned
Britney around, then bent and pulled Britney's left ankle out from
under her. She lifted it up and back, then spread it out to the
side, where she soon locked the ankle restraint to the wall. She
smirked and winked at Britney, then bent and yanked her other ankle
up and out from under her.

Britney gasped, finding herself hanging by
her wrists, and one ankle. She could do little, not even complain,
as Keiko lifted the other ankle up and back against the wall, then
painfully wide before locking it in place.

“Sex slaves must always obey their mistress
and master,” Keiko said, kneading Britney's breasts and rolling her
nipples.

She ran her hand down between her legs and
undid the strap holding the vibrator in place, then began to pump
it slowly in and out.

“Sex slave!” she taunted.

Britney moaned, the sexual heat rising
rapidly as the woman pumped the big vibrator in and out, then cried
out as she pulled it out completely, letting the head rub back and
forth against her clitoris.

She thrust it back deep inside her again,
deeper than before, deep enough to ache as Britney twisted and
writhed in place.

“Sex slave!” Keiko taunted.

Britney shuddered. She felt like a sex slave!
This was a dark, thrilling, wildly kinky scene, and she was sure it
would be popular with the viewers, but it was battering at her mind
and filling her with a wild, feverish hunger and passion.

“Now I will whip your pussy to punish you
further,” she said, drawing back.

“That's such a nice, tight, pretty looking
pussy, too,” said a strange – male voice.

Britney screamed around the gag, staring as a
dark figure moved into the 'cell'. It was a man! A large man! A
large black man in a suit! A large, scary looking black man in a
suit! She twisted her head violently away, her face flaming, but
there was absolutely nothing she could do to hide her body as she
hung there on the wall, obscenely displayed.

“Master Black,” Keiko said with a brief nod
of her head.

“Mistress Keiko,” Black said, bowing his
head.

He was speaking Japanese, Britney realized,
her mind spinning with wild, frantic thoughts and emotions.

“I hear you have a new white slave for sale,”
Black said.

“Yes, but not yet. I am still training her. I
intend to auction her off once she is properly trained.”

“I thought I would stop by and see her value
beforehand,” he said, coming closer to Britney.

She kept her head down and to the side, face
burning, then cried out as the man reached for her, gripping her
hair and forcing her head up and back.

“A lovely blonde girl,” he said. “And a
natural blonde at that.”

“Yes, and as you know, blonde girls tend to
be very... responsive,” Keiko said.

“Lovely breasts,” the man said.

He reached down and cupped one of Britney's
bare breasts, kneading it softly, and letting a big, rough thumb
roll and rub her stiff nipple.

This must be the man Keiko had spoken about
recruiting, Britney thought frantically. But she'd never asked
Britney! Well... she'd mentioned it and Britney hadn't said no,
but... but she'd expected it to be discussed further at some later
time!

“A fine looking white slave,” the black man
said.

He reached down and gripped the vibrator,
then slid it completely out of Britney. His fingers replaced it,
two large, long black fingers sliding deep.

Britney's mind squirmed wildly. What should
she do!? What could she do!? What did she even want to do!?

“She feels tight,” he said, his fingers
pumping slowly in and out.

He brought his thumb down against her
clitoris, rubbing from side to side.

“But her pink opening is ready for a big
cock,” Keiko said.

“Leave her with me.”

Keiko bobbed her head and then left, and
Britney felt another rush of anxiety, fear and emotion to find
herself alone, naked and alone and shackled like this, in front of
a strange man!

He stepped back out of the cell and removed
his jacket, hanging it on a conveniently placed chair. A moment
later he removed his tie, then unbuttoned his shirt.

He was a very muscular man, she noted, her
mind churning violently. He had a huge chest with broad shoulders,
and his arms were very muscular!

He took off his shoes and socks, undid his
belt and then jerked his pants down and off, folding them and
placing them on the chair. Now wearing just boxer shorts, he
stepped back into the cell, a hugely muscled man, his skin gleaming
as if oiled.

He gave her an arrogant look, then jerked his
shorts down, and his cock sprang up, thick and hard and long and
hungry!

Britney shuddered and moaned and squirmed as
his teeth gleamed.

“Sex slave,” he growled. “Your body is for
the use and pleasure of your master.”

He stepped forward so closely the head of his
cock pressed against her sex, then slid up along her belly.

“And today, I am your master,” he
growled.

 


 





Chapter Five

 


 


 


 


He gripped his thick shaft and let the head
rub up and down, up and down, up and down along the line of her
sex, pressing in more firmly, riding it across her clitoris as he
looked down at her.

“Are you ready for your master's cock,
slave?”

His big hand suddenly thrust up around her
throat, almost completely enveloping it! He squeezed softly as he
forced her head against the wall.

“Your master will use your sluttish body and
make you scream in pleasure, slave girl,” he said.

No one talked like this! It was obviously
playacting, she thought desperately. This was just part of Keiko's
videos!

Yet it felt real!

Certainly his cock was real, his huge cock
sliding up and down against her pussy!

He took his hand away from her neck, then
reached behind her and undid the strap holding the ball gag in
place. His fingers gripped the ball and tugged it slowly out of her
mouth.

Britney gulped in air, her eyes still
flicking wildly out and away to all sides, unable to meet his dark
gaze.

“Look at me, slut!”

She gasped at his harsh words, and was forced
to look at him as his dark eyes bore into hers.

“I am your master. Say it.”

His hand went around her neck again.

“Say it!”

“Ye-Yes, Master!” she croaked.

He eased his hand back, and his fingers
rolled her nipples.

“Do you love cock, slave?”

Keiko knew what answer was required but was
almost breathless with the tightness in her chest.

His hand went instantly to her throat, and
she gasped and gurgled as he jammed her head back against the
wall.

“Answer me!”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

He eased his grip and his hand kneaded her
breasts.

“Say it.”

“I... love... cock, Master!' she gasped, face
flaming.

It's just a role! It's just acting!
she told herself frantically. And no one I know will ever see
it!

He gripped her throat again, but not tightly,
then leaned in and kissed her – hard. Britney was startled by that.
She hadn't expected it, and her experience with kissing was – not
great. Keiko had kissed her sometimes, and that had been very
pleasant. The feel of this big man's lips on her was different.

His lips seemed harsher, and more demanding,
also hungrier, as his tongue slid into her, as his lips pressed
forcefully against hers as if he were feeding at her mouth!

His cock kept rubbing up and down against
her, again and again, as his lips feasted on hers. And a bewildered
Britney had no idea how to respond. The kiss went on and on and she
felt overwhelmed by it. The feel of his cock rubbing and rubbing
against her was sending a dark tide of sensation up through her
body, and the harder he pushed the more she felt the need for him
to push into her!

He drew his lips back.

“Sexy little blonde slave girl,” he growled.
“I want your body wrapped around my cock.”

His big fingers caressed her lips, then slid
into her mouth across her tongue.

“Suck!” he ordered.

Startled, confused, Britney obeyed, moaning
around his big fingers as they pumped slowly in and out of her
mouth.

“Sex slave!” he growled.

He drew his fingers out and then pushed them
into her pussy, pumping them in and out. Then he sank to his knees
in front of her, staring at her pussy.

“What a beautiful blonde pussy,” he said.

His tongue was large and thick and long as it
pushed into her. Then he focused on her clitoris, licking as
expertly as Keiko.

Britney felt as if her mind was dissolving
under the wave of liquid heat. Her inhibitions began to fade away,
and a sexual fever began to take hold of her that was more intense
than any she'd felt before.

What a wild, shocking, dirty, kinky, insane
way to lose her virginity, she thought dazedly.

The man rose before her again, all gleaming
black skin over powerful muscles. His thick cock rubbed up and down
along the line of her sex.

“Beg me to fuck you, slave!” he growled.

“Please!” she gasped.

“Beg, slave!”

“Please... please fuck me... master!” she
whispered.

“Louder, slave!”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she said, wincing
at her own words.

“Louder, slut!”

“Please fuck me, Master!”

“Do you want my big black cock inside you,
slave?”

“Yes, Master!” she whimpered.

“Louder, slut!”

“Yes, Master!”

“Then beg!”

“Please fuck me with your big black cock,
Master!”

His big hand encircled her throat again,
squeezing until her eyes bulged.

“Do you want my cock inside you, slut!?”

“Yes, Master!” she croaked.

He drew his hand back and she felt the
pressure against her sex growing into a throbbing ache as the thick
head slowly stretched her open wider and wider. Then the head of
his cock pushed into the mouth of her sex. He dropped a hand to one
breast while the other rubbed against her clitoris.

His cock pushed into her slowly, like a
too-large foot pushing into a too-small sock, stretching her out as
it drove deeper. She ached, but the aching was darkly thrilling,
and her breathing became heated pants and gasps and moans as the
sexual heat grew more intense.

He began to pump his hips in and out, and
each thrust drove him deeper and deeper. She felt the head of his
cock high inside her, then higher, then his hips were hitting her
buttocks. His pumping grew faster and his stroke lengthened, and
Britney's mind sank into a dazed cauldron of heat until an
explosion of sensation swept through her.

The orgasm made her thrash and shake and cry
out again and again as his cock punched deep into her belly. It
tore her mind apart and reduced her to a state of animal hunger.
And when it finally faded it left her dazed and gasping for breath,
but still overheated.

All her awareness was on his big cock,
staring through glassy eyes as it drove into her, feeling with the
rest of her senses, as it moved up and down inside her.

Heat pulsed within her, and then another
orgasm, then a third as she trembled and shook and cried out in
dazed pleasure. He was a machine, his cock a black trip-hammer, a
spear of flesh driving deep into her belly with every thrust.

And still he stayed erect. He drew himself
out of her repeatedly, rubbing the slick head across her sex, then
penetrating her again and pounding her until she ached and screamed
in pleasure. He pulled out again, then reached up and undid the
chains holding her ankles above her.

He lowered them gently, then undid the chains
on her wrists, as well.

Britney sank to her knees, gasping for
breath. He bundled up her hair in a thick tail, then held it like a
leash as he backed up.

Britney gasped and moaned, falling forward
onto her hands and knees, then crawling after him as he moved out
of the cell, holding her hair. He led her into an open area, then
released her hair, his big, powerful hands gripping her wrists and
forcing them up behind her neck, then locking them to her
collar.

“Sit on your heels and spread your legs wide,
slave.”

Moaning, chest heaving, the dazed blonde
obeyed. She flinched when she saw him with the flog in his hand.
Her breasts no longer felt hot and tender, but she remembered the
sting as he stood over her.

“Arch your back, slave.”

She whimpered but obeyed.

“Further, slut.”

Panting, gulping in air, Britney arched way
back, crying out as the flog cut across her breasts like a cat's
claws. She jerked and flinched but arched back again for the next
blow, and the next, and the next.

He stepped forward, gripping a fistful of her
hair and jerking her forward against his groin.

“Suck my balls, white girl.”

Gasping, she obeyed gratefully, moaning, eyes
rolling anxiously up at him as she sucked his big black balls into
her mouth, licking and sucking and massaging them against the roof
of her mouth.

He pulled her back.

“Back arched!”

Gasping, she obeyed, and cried out at the
next blow and the next. The he jerked her face in by the hair
again.

“Wrap your lips around my cock, blonde girl,”
he growled.

Moaning, Britney did so. He sucked
frantically, her tongue licking hard along the underside of his
head. He still held her hair in his fist and began to pump now, his
cock thrusting in deeper and deeper. Then his other hand went
behind her head and pulled her forward, and she gurgled and gagged
weakly as his thick black cock pushed into her throat and slid
remorselessly down it.

“All the way, slave girl. All the way to the
balls,” he growled, pulling her forward.

Her lips were wrapped around the base of his
shaft as he held her firmly in place. She trembled and shook and
gurgled dazedly, but could do nothing more until he eased up,
letting her slide her lips back down the long length until,
finally, the spongy head popped free and she could cough and gasp
and gulp in air.

“Hot little sex slave,” he said. “You'll
fetch a high price at auction. Everyone will want this sexy blonde
body. A beautiful face, a tight pussy and a talented throat only
add to your value.”

He pushed his cock back into her mouth and
down her throat, then began pumping in and out as she gurgled and
gasped and fought not to choke. He pulled out again and she gulped
in air.

He jerked her back by the hair.

“I've taken your mouth, and your pussy.
There's one other place I intend to use, slave.”

He flung her back and she cried out
dazedly.

“On your belly! Raise your ass high! Spread
your legs!”

His voice was loud and deep and commanding,
and Britney obeyed almost instinctively.

He moved back and then returned, holding the
belt he'd taken off his pants. He doubled it then swung it down
across her buttocks.

Crack!

“Agghh!” Britney cried.

“Do you love my black cock, slave?”

“Yes, Master!”

Crack!

“Say it!”

“I love your black cock, Master!'

Crack!

“Ahh!”

“Again, slut!”

“I love your black cock, Master!”

Crack!

“Tell me you want it in your ass, Slave.”

“I want your black cock in my ass,
Master!”

Crack!

“Beg, slave!”

“Please fuck me in the ass with your black
cock, Master!” she cried.

He threw the belt down, much to her relief,
then knelt behind her. She felt his fingers prying at the
butt-plug, then tugging it free. A moment later his slick cock-head
pushed against her, and she moaned helplessly as it began to drive
into her body.

“Sex slave,” he growled.

He began to pump, going deeper and deeper. He
brought his left foot forward and she gasped as it came down on her
head. Her head tilted to the side, and his black foot slid forward
across her cheek as his cock drove deeper and deeper.

“Sex slave!” he said.

His cock was punching her in the gut, deep
inside, but it felt incredible sliding in and out the way it was,
and her mind had already melted down under the scalding heat of the
scene she found herself in. Not a single part of her even thought
of it as fake. She had forgotten about the cameras. She felt as if
she was owned by him, as if her body was his to do with as he
chose. It did not even enter her thinking that she had a say in
anything.

She was a sex slave! His to do with as he
chose!

His cock filled her! It pumped in and out, in
and out, and she gasped and cried out at every thrust, especially
once his hips began to strike her buttocks. She wouldn't have
imagined it possible to have an orgasm while being roughly
sodomized, but she did, her entire body trembling and shaking.

She drove her hips back, sobbing with dazed
heat, crying out at every thrust, her body aflame with want and
need and lust as he used her with savage strokes that ground her
breasts against the stone below her.

“Beautiful tight ass,” he grunted. “I intend
to buy you, slave, and make use of it daily.”

He pulled out and roughly flipped her over,
then pumped his cock until he came, spraying his come across her
face as she lay there dazed, mouth open, eyes glazed.

He pulled her up by the hair, then by the
arms and heaved her over his shoulder. His hand slapped her bottom
sharply, then he carried her through the basement and up the
stairs. Then she was being carried into the attic. Before she could
recover enough breath and sanity to even think about speaking she
was hanging upside down by her spread ankles.

And then he left her there in the dark. Her
wrists were chained down again, and something big was stuffed into
her pussy and another in her bottom. Yellow light flickered but she
paid it little heed. She groaned dazedly for some minutes. Her mind
was caught in a dark spinning rush of memories, memories of things
he'd done to her and said to her and the incredible sensations her
body had experienced.

Suddenly there was a flash of light.
Startled, she jerked against the restraints, and then felt a
stinging heat from her buttocks. She recognized the sensation, but
didn't understand at first. Then she did. She forced her head to
look up the length of her body, trying to bend up to see. Yes,
there was a very thick candle stuffed deep inside her ass.

There was something in her pussy, too, a
dildo perhaps.

She didn't understand. Was this... for... the
camera?

She felt shell-shocked by what had happened,
overawed by it all with her mind unable to comprehend it let alone
understand how she should think about it.

Then the thing in her pussy began to buzz,
and she realized it was the vibrator. She winced as more candle wax
spilled down onto her, this time onto her pussy lips and lower
abdomen. She had to keep still, she thought exhaustedly.

Who was that man! Master Black!? She doubted
his name was even Black. That was simply too convenient. God! That
had been insane! It was one thing to have a girl use a dildo on
her, much as she'd been using on herself, but... He was a man! A
big, muscular, powerful man!

The feel of his cock inside her had been...
incredible! It had felt way better than a dildo! And just knowing
it was a real live cock had made her mind spasm with dark heat,
excitement and wonder!

She moaned weakly. Her head throbbed from
being upside down. The vibrator was making her abdominal muscles
clench and spasm, and making her hips want to jerk. But every time
they did the candle spilled hot wax down onto her thighs and
buttocks and abdomen!

This was so insane!

Her anal muscles clenched around the thick
candle inside her, and her pussy muscles spasmed around the
vibrator. Hot wax made her gasp and yelp and flinch in pain. And it
was hot up here to begin with. She was sweating badly.

Suddenly, lights came on. Her eyes blinked
rapidly, though the light was not terribly bright and came only
from a bare bulb overhead. She saw now that there were cameras
here, or at least, one, on a tripod in front of her and to the
side.

And then the man was there, Mr. Black! She
moaned as he knelt before her, naked, his hands kneading her
breasts.

“Are you my slave girl?” he asked in a deep
voice.

Britney just moaned and he gripped her
nipples in his fingers and pinched them, pulling them out from her
body until she cried out in pain.

“Are you my slave girl?”

“Yes, Master!” she cried.

He released them, rubbing and rolling them
gently.

“Are you my sex slave?”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned.

“Say it, slut.”

“I'm your sex slave, Master,” she
groaned.

God, he was hard again already. She gasped as
he gripped her ragged hair and jerked her head down sharply. Then
his thick cock pushed up through her open mouth, pumping in and
out, thrusting deeper and deeper. She gagged and choked as it
pushed deep into her throat, as he forced himself all the way in to
the balls.

“Swallow my black cock, slave,” he growled,
roughly squeezing her breast.

He ground himself against her, then slid his
cock back out, allowing her to gulp in air.

“This is the duty of white slaves, to please
their black masters,” he growled.

He thrust himself deep into her throat again,
and then again, then started pumping up and down as she trembled
and twisted and writhed weakly, her head pounding from lack of
oxygen, and the hot wax trickling and spilling down against her
tender flesh.

He pulled out, leaving her dazed, coughing,
drooling and light-headed.

“Never forget you are a sex slave,” he said
sternly.

He stood up and moved behind her, and Britney
felt the thick candle tugged up and out of her back opening. His
big cock drove deep into her in one hard thrust, then began to use
her. The head punched into the front of her abdomen and again and
again as she cried out in dazed animal confusion.

The vibrator was still working on her pussy,
and his fingers added to the sensations rushing through her body so
that another orgasm washed over her. She writhed and twisted in
ecstasy, hardly aware of what was even happening any more as he
roughly used her, then left her again, hanging suspended, this time
in in the pitch blackness.

It was some time later that someone came for
her. It was dark and she was confused. But she was lifted down and
carried downstairs. She groaned in relief as the cool air hit her
skin. The air got even cooler as she was carried down another
flight of stairs into the basement again.

She was placed into a small cage, something
like a dog cage, then locked in. She was physically and emotionally
drained enough, though, that she quickly fell asleep.
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Waking up naked and in a cage was certainly a
unique experience for Britney.

She groaned and sat up, as much as she could
given how low the cage was. She blinked around her in confusion,
hardly remembering how she got here. But there was so much else to
remember, so much shocking, wild, wicked things which had happened
to her so recently to take in!

That black man, Mr. Black! God! He had fucked
her so hard!

She rubbed her throat, what she could around
the collar, marveling that he had gotten something that thick all
the way down it. Her throat was sore, and dry. She was both very
thirsty and suddenly quite hungry.

And she was in a cage in her basement.

She rattled the door, then saw it was locked.
She looked out through the thin bars to see a camera on its tripod,
and then another one off to the side. She looked down at her body,
frowning, and picked bits of wax off herself.

I am going to have to talk to Keiko about
just exactly what sort of videos I do, she thought
indignantly.

She at least wanted some warning first!

How do I get out of here? And why am I in
a cage? she wondered a bit anxiously.

There were footsteps on the stairs, then the
black man walked across the basement towards her.

Britney flushed, embarrassed and uncertain.
She watched him bend over the cage, then unlock it.

“Out, slave girl.”

She hesitated, but the cameras were running.
Still, she was going to make it clear, after a minute or two of
video, that she wanted to stop this now and have something to eat –
and a shower.

She crawled out of the cage, only to have him
snap a leash to the ring in the front of the collar.

“Crawl, slave,” he ordered.

She flushed again. She didn't even know this
man!

She crawled forward as he led her back across
the basement, then, when she realized they were away from the
cameras she started to rise.

A big hand came down on her shoulder, shoving
her back down.

“Did I say you could stand, Slave?”

“Hey!” she protested. “There aren't even any
cameras here! I want to go upstairs and get something to eat and
drink!”

“Mistress Keiko said you were a slave girl,
so as far as I'm concerned you're a slave girl,” he said, jerking
on the leash to make her stumble forward.

“But that's only for the videos!” she
protested.

“You complain to Mistress Keiko,” he said,
tugging on the leash.

She gasped, almost falling, and had little
alternative but to crawl forward as he pulled on the leash. They
reached the stairs, and he slapped her bottom, making her crawl up
the stairs.

Who was this big idiot, she wondered in
annoyance. Did he actually think she was a real sex slave or
something? She would have Keiko set thing straight with him once
she saw her.

But they were headed where she wanted to go,
even if she had to crawl. The stairs came out in the kitchen, and
she tried to rise again, only to get a sharp slap to the
bottom.

“Ow! Hey!”

“Mistress Keiko said you need to be washed,”
he said. “Then fed.”

“Where is Keiko?”

He slapped her bottom again and she yelped
again.

“Mistress Keiko to you, Slave.”

“My name is Britney and I'm – .”

He shoved her back down again, then yanked on
the leash to make her crawl forward down the hall and into the
bathroom.

“Time for you to be washed, Slave.”

He was just some big stupid goon Keiko had
hired due to the size of his cock, Britney thought indignantly.

“Where is Keiko?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Mistress Keiko to you, slave.”

“Where is Mistress Keiko?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Address me as master when you speak.”

“Where is Mistress Keiko, Master,” she
demanded.

“She had to go buy some things. She'll be
back soon.”

He drew her wrists together behind her back
and locked the restraints in place, then pressed her face and chest
down to the floor.

“Spread your legs, slave.”

She gulped, not at all sure what to do or
say. This wasn't even part of a video! On the other hand, the idea
of having his cock thrusting into her again filled her with a sense
of dark heat and hunger.

And anyway, he wasn't asking. His big, strong
hands put her in position. Then he turned on the water for some
reason and fooled with something in the sink. He knelt over her and
pulled back on her hair, and she gasped in pain, then gasped in
startlement as he pushed the ball-gag into her mouth.

“You talk too much, Slave,” he said.

She cursed as he pulled the strap back behind
her and buckled it.

A moment later he knelt behind her, but it
wasn't his cock he pushed into her. Instead he thrust something
thin and plastic into her bottom. A moment later warm water began
to flood into her!

Britney's face heated and she tried to rise,
only to have another slap to the bottom as his hand pushed her back
down again.

“If you keep disobeying you'll have to be
whipped, slave,” he said.

She gulped anxiously. What had Keiko told
him?! He was acting as if she was a real sex slave! Would the big
dumb goon actually punish her by whipping her or something because
he thought that was what should be done to 'sex slaves'?!

The thought was outrageous, but it also
brought a rush of something dark. If he thought she really was a
sex slave then he would treat her like one and that was... well...
it would mean she practically was one! At least until Keiko got
back!

That was a hot, scary idea!

What would he do to a sex slave!?

Anything he wanted to!

At the moment he was giving her an enema!
Why!?

She supposed she didn't need to care. All she
needed to do was whatever she was told to do.

He had a douche, too, which was almost as
embarrassing! Then he brought her into the shower. There he removed
the collar and restraints, but a big finger warned her of
punishment if she didn't do what she was told.

So she had to stand still, hands behind her
neck, as he washed her. He shampooed her hair, soaped up her body,
all very matter-of-factly, and then rinsed her off.

Of course, while he acted matter-of-factly
Britney couldn't possibly take it nearly so casually that a big,
strange man was rubbing his big, rough, masculine hands up and down
her soapy body. Especially as they rubbed especially carefully at
her pussy!

He dried her off, then insisted on brushing
and blow-drying her hair. After that he bent her over the sink and
pushed a large butt-plug into her ass before putting the restraints
and collar back on her. Finally, he led her, crawling on the leash
again, back into the kitchen.

Where was Keiko!?

“Sit on your heels, hands behind your neck,
legs spread.”

She glowered, but obeyed. He did something at
the counter, then returned and pulled a chair over in front of her.
He reached behind her and undid the strap holding the gag in.

“One word and it goes back in,” he
warned.

She glowered, but when he pulled the ball-gag
out she kept silent.

He had a bowl of water and slid his big hand
into it, then his fingers came out, and surprised her by pushing
into her mouth.

“Suck,” he said softly.

Gulping, she did so, at least glad of what
little moisture they had.

He pulled his two fingers out of her, dipped
them into the bowl, then slipped them back into her mouth
again.

“Suck, slave.”

She licked his fingers, feeling a strange
turmoil in her mind.

Again and again he dipped his fingers into
the bowl, then had her lick them. And each time he did he said.
“Suck, slave.”

He put his whole hand into the water, cupping
some in the palm of his big black hand, then held it before her,
letting her slurp from that. Then he did it again, and again. Some
of the water dripped down onto her breasts and chest as he did so,
but he didn't seem to mind.

Britney remained frustrated, but knew Keiko
must surely be back soon. And anyway, she did desperately want a
drink, even if it came in these little bits at a time.

And something was cooking which smelled
wonderful. Now that she'd had at least something to drink her mouth
watered at the smell.

He put the bowl on the table, got up and went
over to the stove. He stirred something in a pot, then, his back to
her, took it off the stove and did something else with it at the
cupboard. He came back and sat down again, this time with a bowl in
his hand.

It looked like it was full of some
deliciously savory bits and pieces of meat. Not quite meatballs,
but... something!

“What is that?”

“Did I say you could talk, slave?” he
demanded.

“No but – .”

He put the bowl on the table, gripped her
hair and yanked her up and forward, his other hand lifting her up
and settling her, belly-down, across his lap.

Crack!

“Ow!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Don't! Ohw! That hurts! Ow! Hey!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand was hitting hard! The sharp,
stinging blows were rapidly turning her bottom red and making them
throb with growing heat!

“Ow! Please! Oww! Oww!”

“What is my name, Slave?”

“Mister Black!” she moaned.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“My name is master. Say it, slut.”

“Master!” she cried.

“I ordered you not to talk, did I not?”

“But I -!”

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

His hand continued to crack down painfully
against her bottom as it burned hotly!

“Slaves do not speak unless spoken to,” he
said calmly.

He settled her back onto her knees and forced
them apart.

“Now do you want to eat or not?”

She wanted to curse him! Her bottom was
flaming hot and sore!

But that wouldn't get her anything but more
of spanking. He was some big, dumb goon Keiko had hired for the
video and he didn't understand anything!

“Yes... Master!” she gasped.

Of course, he fed her by hand. She wasn't
allowed to eat from the bowl but had to eat from his fingers,
taking each piece from two fingers as he slid them into her mouth,
letting her lips close behind it, and sucking his fingers as he
pulled them slowly out so she could chew on the meat.

This was so fucking bizarre! When was Keiko
coming back!?

She was frustrated, but couldn't escape the
ever-present sense of dark, anxious heat about being treated like a
sex slave by a big, powerful man like this. It felt so much more
real than when Keiko did it for the cameras!

After eating he let her drink water directly
from the bowl, but only after he set the bowl on the floor, and
ordered her not to use her hands. She had to kneel, and then lower
her mouth to the bowl, while raising her bottom high, in order to
drink.

Then he put the damn ball gag back in her
mouth because she asked where Keiko was again!

He had her crawl out into the living room,
then sat down on her sofa and turned on the TV.

Britney, meanwhile, had to kneel, hands
behind her neck, and arch her back sharply. Her back started to get
stiff doing this, but every time she relaxed he barked out an order
for her to arch her back more. She was constantly irritated at him,
but she also couldn't deny a smoldering heat at how outrageously
erotic it was to be, even if only in his stupid mind, a sex
slave.

Finally, he left the room, leaving her as she
was. She glowered after him, wondering whether she should relax her
spine. She did so, but listened intently, waiting for any sound of
his return to jerk her shoulders back again.

He walked back into the room carrying what
looked like a square, padded leather stool. He set it down on the
floor, then flipped out the front into a kind of stair – which was
weird. Now it looked like a step-stool, except the surface was too
big and deep.

“Come here, slave,” he said.

He seized her hair and pulled her onto the
thing so that she was bent over it. He drew her hands out in front
of her, then, still holding them, rolled her onto her back. That
was awkward! The surface of the 'stool' had room enough for her
back, but nothing more. And that was with her shoulders over the
far side.

He drew her arms down, and locked the
restraints to the bottom of the thing, then moved out of her sight.
She felt his hands on her thighs, then bending her leg at the knee
to fold her ankle back along the side of the thing and lock to her
wrist restraint. He did the same with her other ankle, leaving her
body bowed again.

She felt his fingers at her sex, slick,
slippery. They pumped smoothly in and out, twisting and turning,
then eased out and something thicker pushed into her. A dildo, she
thought. A big one. It slid in several inches, but no more.

Then his fingers rubbed her clitoris. A
moment later his tongue began to work on her, and Britney felt her
indignation fading in the face of a growing rush of sensation and
pleasure. Her hips began to spasm and jerk and she moaned in
helpless pleasure, staring upside down at the wall behind her.

It didn't take her dazed, overheated mind
long to realize that she could ride her pussy up and down on the
stiff cock inside her. At first she was too self-conscious to do
so, but that faded as the heat grew.

Then the thing began to vibrate, and she
cried out in pleasure.

He eased off licking her. And she couldn't
see the front of the stool so had no idea where he was or what he
was doing. She didn't even know if he was still there!

She moaned, her head swirling and churning
with heat and hunger, with a sense of desperate need. She was
fairly sure he was there, and thought about him watching her. That
was embarrassing! But it was also deliciously exotic and
erotic!

She rode the dildo – the vibrator, gasping
and groaning as she forced herself lower and lower, taking it
deeper inside. Then she felt a sort of branch near the bottom
slipping up across the top of her sex, directly over her clitoris,
and the sensations redoubled.

“Slave,” he said.

She shuddered, riding her pussy with growing
desperation.

Then she felt the cat's claws across her
breasts, just as she had with Keiko. She cried out at the stinging,
but wasn't deterred. She rode the vibrator harder, desperately
working her body, straining against the chains and restraints, her
arousal overwhelming her.

The flog came down across her breasts again,
harder, then again, then again, harder still. She cried out at
every blow, but hardly cared as she feverishly rode her pussy up
and down against the vibrator until a massive orgasm tore her mind
apart.

“Don't hit too hard,” she heard Keiko say as
if from a great distance. “We don't want to mark the skin up.”

Her breasts were burning, but she didn't
care. Her body was suffused with heat and her hips kept bucking and
jerking and driving herself down onto the thick vibrator. The fever
was taking her into a strange world of pleasure and passion, where
nothing else mattered.

His fist gripped her hair, pulling her head
further down, then his thick cock pushed into her mouth. Moaning
dazedly, chest heaving, she felt the softness and warmth of his
flesh sliding through her lips and felt a delicious sense of erotic
need which caused her hips to grind.

For the first time ever, rather than merely
coping with a cock or dildo sliding down her throat she felt a deep
sense of erotic pleasure as his soft, warm flesh caressed her
tongue and tonsils. She felt the urge to push herself forward but
there was no need, as it slid deeper and deeper.

She trembled, her hips grinding harder,
feeling feverish hunger for his cock, for the sensation of it
pushing against her throat and moving up and down. Her lips closed
around the base of his shaft and she tried to suck, moaning low in
her throat as his hands roughly kneaded her breasts and played with
her throbbing, aching nipples.

She felt fingers at her ankles, at her
thighs. She moaned as the vibrator was pulled out. Her legs were
spread wide, and she felt something warmer and softer pressing
against her sex. She shuddered, her hips bucking up as it
penetrated her and pushed deeper.

She felt the same sense of gratification as
it stretched her out and pushed up into her belly, her hips rolling
and spasming as it began to pump. Strong hands held her legs just
behind the knees, forcing them so far apart the tendons in her
thighs burned.

She couldn't breath, and her chest began to
burn. But then the cock stroked lovingly against the soft flesh
inside her throat as it rode upward along her tongue to pop free
again at last.

She gulped in ragged breaths of air, gasping
and moaning as the cock inside her began to thrust in and out. She
never questioned that it was a cock, not a dildo. She felt the
heavy balls slapping against her buttocks every time it was buried
in her spasming belly, and the large, male hands gripping her
legs.

She never questioned who it was, either. She
was in a feverish state, and even as she drew in desperate lungfuls
of air she kept her mouth wide, wanting Black's cock again. He
obliged her, and she trembled in pleasure as the slick flesh slid
along her tongue and drove deep into her throat.

Fingers rubbed against her clitoris, and the
two cocks inside her pumped in and out, harder and faster, using
longer strokes.

Her mind dissolved in a kaleidoscopic rush of
light and sound as the orgasm exploded within her. She screamed –
though Black's cock blocked her throat. Her hips jerked violently,
but were held in place by those big, strong hands on her legs as
the thick cock drove into her hard and fast.

Her head stayed where it was, Black's fist
gripping her hair too strong to be denied as his cock stroked in
and out of her mouth and throat.

The hands around her legs slid downward onto
her ankles, shoving them back farther. She could see them now, out
of her peripheral vision, but only when Black's balls weren't
pressed against her cheeks. The bench began to tremble and shudder
with the force of the powerful hips striking her buttocks as the
big cock pounded her.

Her legs were pulled forward again and let
drop on the floor as the big cock slid out of her. Black withdrew,
as well, and her wrists were unshackled. Strong hands lifted her
and flipped her onto her belly, then jerked up on her hair and arm
and hips until she was on all fours.

She saw Keiko as the woman knelt beside her,
then the cock which had been fucking her pushed into her from
behind as Black pulled her head back and pushed himself into her
mouth.

Instinctively, she tried to raise a hand, but
found herself unable to. Her wrist restraints were chained together
Keiko was kneeling on the chain. There was a buzz, then she felt
the hard body of a vibrator pressed against her clitoris and
rubbing from side to side.

Her hips bucked up violently at the raw power
of the sensations, but a hand slapped her bottom and gripped her
hips more firmly, and hips began to slap against her buttocks as
she was ridden from behind. Black fucked her mouth and throat,
reaching down with one hand to fondle her breast. Another hand was
on the other breast and her body trembled and shook.

Another orgasm surged up out of nowhere and
she screamed and jerked and twisted, but was easily held in place.
Then Black was gone, and for a moment, so was whoever was fucking
her. A moment later he returned, jerking roughly up and back on her
hair and pushing himself into her mouth again. Only... it wasn't
Black.

She didn't notice, at first, especially in
the aftermath of the orgasm, and especially as the thick cock
pushed into her pussy and started to pump. But the cock in her
throat, though still long and thick, was slightly narrower. And
there was no pubic hair around it. It had been shaved off.

It pumped in and out, driving into her to the
balls with every thrust, and she gasped and gurgled dazedly as her
body was rocked back and forth by powerful bodies.

The vibrator rubbed against her again, and
Keiko leaned forward.

“Sex slave,” she taunted.

“Sex slave,” Black said from behind her.

“Sex slave,” a strange male voice said from
above.

She twisted and writhed, and then another
orgasm, even more intense than the previous ones, hammered her mind
and broke it into small pieces.
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The other man was called Mr. Brown, though as
far as Britney could see their skin color was virtually the same.
They were both tall and muscular, with very large cocks. Black had
very short, cropped hair, while Brown had shaved his head.

After fucking her brains out they left her
alone as Keiko went to the computer and began to edit the video and
select pictures out. Britney lay on the floor for several minutes
recovering before stumbling to her feet.

“The videos from that will be in very high
demand,” Keiko said, not looking up.

“Who –?”

She cleared her sore throat and rubbed
it.

“Who is that other guy?”

“Mr. Brown. He's another guy I hired. I told
you, the Japanese in this genre love to see pretty, innocent girls
being 'abused' by cruel black man.”

“But... you didn't tell me... we didn't talk
about – .”

“Of course we did. I told you I was going to
find a man to make the videos more profitable.”

“But... I mean...”

“You came so powerfully! The audience will
love the sight of your body shaking and trembling! Not to mention
those sounds!”

Britney had a headache, no doubt due to all
the times she'd been deprived of oxygen while the men took turns
fucking her throat. She stumbled down the hall to the bathroom, got
a couple of Tylenol and put her head under the faucet in the sink
to swallow some water.

She groaned, pulling her head up and back,
and combed her fingers through her tangled blonde hair.

That had been... intense. She'd been fucked
by two men! And they were MEN, not guys. Both of them were in their
late twenties, unless she missed her guess. And they were so big
and muscular!

God, this was getting out of hand! And yet...
what should she do? Her mind drew a blank at that. She wasn't sure
how she could even object given how incredible her orgasms were and
how the heat just seemed to take her into another world and keep
her there burning with need and lust.

Then she remembered Black treating her like a
'slave' and her resolve to talk to Keiko about it. She went to her
bedroom and pulled on a pair of sweatpants, then a tank top. She
didn't bother with underwear. She went to the kitchen and got a
glass of water, then went out into the living room and sat down
heavily on the sofa.

“Keiko,” she said.

“Yes, slave girl?”

Britney looked at her broodingly. “That Black
guy... he was acting like he was in charge of me or something, like
I was a sex slave – .”

“Well, of course. That's what you are in the
videos.”

“I mean in real life.”

“Oh well, you know, these big, musclebound
men aren't hired for their brains, you know.”

“Yes, but... I'm... there isn't... I
mean...”

“Look at how sexy you look in this,” Keiko
said, pushing back from the monitor so she could see.

Britney flushed a little as she watched
herself bent back across the top of the leather bench thing, with
Black's hand holding her head back and his cock pushing into her
throat. Her breasts strained as she arched, and her body twisted
and trembled as he fucked her face.

“The poor little white slave girl, abused by
her black masters,” Keiko said in amusement.

She saw the other man, Brown, lifting her
legs up and apart and sliding his big cock into her pussy, and
despite herself she felt a sense of awe and appreciation. She did
look very erotic, very beautiful, the helpless victim of cruel,
musclebound men! She looked so small and slender between those big
men!

“The customers will go wild for such videos,”
Keiko said. “And the thumbnail pictures will get you tons of new
members.”

Britney looked at the clock. “I still have to
go to work tomorrow,” she sighed.

“Really? Why not quit that job.”

“And how am I supposed to explain where I'm
getting money from?”

“Tell people to mind their own business.”

“I can't do that.”

“Honey, when these videos start appearing
you'll be making so much money that you can move to the big city
and buy a condo or something.”

“I'll believe that when I see it,” Britney
said doubtfully.

The very idea was... disturbing. This thing
had started as an easy way to pick up a some spare cash. That was
all. Now what was going on? She was turning into... a porn actress.
That seemed ridiculous on the face of it, but watching those
videos... well, there was no acting to them, but it seemed to be
what she was headed for.

And that was certainly not the sort of person
she had ever seen herself as resembling. She was a quiet person and
just wanted to own a bookshop or something like that, read her
books, maybe do some gardening and meet a nice, sweet, intelligent
boy.

“Where are my glasses?” she asked, looking
around.

“I'm not sure. There are scenes where they
look good because they make you seem more innocent, but none of the
ones we've done lately.”

Britney wanted the glasses to see, not
because they made her look 'innocent' in a video. She went down the
hall and then found them in the bathroom. She washed them and put
them on, and began to feel more herself.

Her head kept getting flashes of memories,
though, from all the different kinky 'scenes' that they'd shot that
day. But that felt like another person – Britney the porn star – as
opposed to her – Britney the shy, book lover. Was it possible to be
two people?

“You should take a vacation from your flower
job,” Keiko said.

“Huh? I don't get paid vacations. And how
would I explain it?”

“I need to pay these guys by the day, you
know. I don't want to waste their time and our money.”

“Well... but Mrs. Jameson needs me.”

“There must be some other girl who could take
over for you for a week or so. It's not very hard work.”

“Uhm, well, I suppose,” she said
doubtfully.

She did know a couple of girls who needed
money.

“But I would have to tell her why? I mean,
why would I suddenly take a vacation?”

“Because I offered to fly you to
California.”

Britney looked at her in surprise.

“Why not? It won't cost much.”

“But... well, I mean, where? What would I
–?”

“Los Angeles. I transfer there for my flight
back to Tokyo. In fact, why don't you come to Tokyo?”

“Me?! I... I couldn't afford that!”

“Oh don't be silly. It doesn't cost that
much. I can lend you the money and you could work once you were
there to pay it back.”

“Work as what?”

“Oh all sorts of things. Pretty blonde girls
are in high demand, especially if they speak Japanese.”

“I-I don't know,” she said.

It was a dream of hers to visit Japan, but
the cost...

Keiko tapped on the laptop and brought up her
customer site.

“I've been posting some of the videos of you
and me the last few days. Your income is already up by over a
thousand dollars for just two days.”

“What!?”

“Once I start promising the series with you
as a white slave to Black men the sales will go way higher. In
fact, you could probably write off the cost of the plane on your
taxes,” she said, sounding pleased.

“I... I don't know!' she repeated
uncertainly.

“Don't worry. I'll take care of
everything.”

Having someone knowledgeable taking care of
everything was something she'd long missed whenever she'd thought
about leaving town and going somewhere else, like Los Angeles or
even Japan. She bit her lower lip anxiously, not sure what to
do.

Keiko had no uncertainty. She acted as if it
were settled, and then insisted she sit down and review more of the
outrageous, kinky, obscene videos of her with Black and then both
men. The one from the attic made her chest tight as she stared at
herself hanging upside down like that, her hips grinding
helplessly, the candle flame flickering in the near dark.

“I used a night vision camera, to make it
seem more realistic,” Keiko said, pleased.

*

She talked to Mrs. Jameson the next day about
taking a vacation to Los Angeles. She didn't seem troubled at all.
She seemed pleased for Britney.

“Oh yes, dear, you should go if you have the
chance. You're young and haven't seen anything of the world. You
need to get out and look around, and if this Japanese friend of
yours will guide you around, so much the better.”

“I think I know a couple of girls who could
replace me here while I'm gone.”

“Oh, don't worry about that. Several people
have applied to work part-time or full-time. It's not like there
are a lot of jobs in this town, after all. I can call up one and
give them a week's work.”

Britney worked at potting some chrysanthemums
and azaleas and then helped with getting in new supplies and
stocking them. She thought about what Japan would be like, and all
the beautiful pictures she'd seen of temples and gardens and huge,
gleaming buildings and felt excited at the idea of actually going
to see them.

Then, when she got home, Keiko had her put on
a schoolgirl outfit, and had Mr. Black jump out of a closet and
tear them off, then use her body roughly while cursing and snarling
at her. Then he tied her wrists together behind her back and 'made
her' suck his cock.

Mr. Brown showed up then, and entered her
from behind, using her just as roughly. The two big men turned and
flipped her body around like she was a rag doll, while Keiko moved
around shifting cameras to get better angles.

She wound up straddling Brown, riding his
cock, until he pushed her back so her shoulders fell over his
knees. Then Black gripped her hair as he had the other day and
pushed himself down her throat. Once again she felt the strange,
breathless surge of sensual delight at the feel and sight of his
cock as he used her.

Then Mr. Brown played a school vice
principle, a lecherous and nasty one as he strapped her down and
strapped her bottom until tears spilled from her eyes. He eased her
tears with his tongue and lips on her pussy before driving his cock
into her and riding her like a bull until she screamed in
pleasure.

The next day, Keiko drove them to Tallahassee
and then to the airport. They flew to Los Angeles, and then took a
taxi to a house that was on the beach of Malibu, an enormous house
like nothing she'd ever seen or even imagined before!

She was staring around her in awe as Keiko
led her through the house, and then introduced her to a Japanese
man named Daichi Tanaka

“He owns a number of enterprises,” Keiko
said. “Including web sites and video companies. In the business,
you know.”

“Tanaka-Sensei,” she greeted him, bowing
low.

Britney took her cue from Keiko and did the
same.

“I see you have brought your new star,”
Tanaka said as he looked Britney up and down.

Britney felt her face redden. She hadn't
thought about meeting anyone who had seen her videos!

“She is indeed very lovely. How do you do,
Britney-chan.”

“Very well, thank you, Tanaka-sensei,” she
said in a low, uncomfortable voice.

Another Japanese man entered the room. He was
bigger and stronger than Tanaka, had a closed face and wore a dark
suit.

“This is Mr. Ito. He will help with the
assessment.”

“A-Assesment?” she asked in confusion.

“Don't worry. It is nothing. I will show
you,” Keiko assured her. “Come. I will show you your room.”

She pulled Britney away and led her up a
flight of stairs, then into a huge, beautiful bedroom with huge
plate glass windows looking out on the ocean.

“Wow!” she said, staring around her. “How
long will we be staying here?”

“Not long.”

She drew Britney over to a dresser and then
began to unbutton her shirt.

“What are you doing?!” Britney gasped.

“Getting you ready, silly. You have a screen
test.”

“A what? What are you talking about?”

“You are happy to make a thousand or two a
week when you could make a thousand a day?”

“A day!? What are you talking about!?”

Keiko giggled as she pulled Britney's blouse
off. “You are so beautiful! People will pay to see such
beauty.”

“But... but...”

Keiko quickly stripped her, then opened the
dresser and took a collar from it. This was metal, though it had a
soft rubber lining on the inside. She clicked it closed around
Britney's throat, then drew out ankle and wrist restraints and put
them on her.

“But Keiko! What will I be doing!?”

“Just do as you are told, little slave girl,”
Keiko said with a smile. “You know how to do that.”

“But – !”

Keiko drew her glasses off and pulled her
wrists together behind her back and locked the thick metal
restraints together.

“W-Will Mr. Tanaka see me?”

Crack!

“Ow!”

“Remember your Japanese manners here. He is
Tanaka-Sensei to you and I.”

But Keiko!”

Keiko pushed a metal ball against her mouth,
using enough pressure that it hurt and forced Britney to open her
mouth wide to let it slide past her teeth. It was a ball gag, and
she drew a thin black strap across her cheeks and fastened it
behind her head, then pulled her hair out from under it.

Keiko winked, then attached a leash to the
collar and pulled her to the door.

Britney moaned, her heart already beating
rapidly at the thought of someone new seeing her like this, but
there didn't seem to be a lot she could do as Keiko pulled her out
of the bedroom, then down the hall to another room.

A thousand dollars a day!? Surely that was
impossible!

This room was about the same size as the
bedroom she'd left, but was largely empty save for a rug in the
center. Keiko led her to the rug as the door closed behind them.
She spun her head and gasped as Ito walked across the floor towards
her.

He sat down on a simple, straight backed
chair, and gestured at Keiko.

“Now we will see how well you have learned
your lessons, slave girl,” Keiko said with a smile.

The only other piece of furniture in the room
was a small chest of drawers. She opened it and took out a switch,
then swished it through the air as she walked back to where Britney
stood. She unlocked the metal bracelets and then stood off to the
side.

“Present!” she barked.

It was a word she'd used often before in the
videos, and despite blushing furiously, Britney drew her hands
together behind her neck, arched her back, and shifted her feet
apart on the rug.

She let the switch slide up and down
Britney's back, then circled around in front of her.

“Turn to the right, slave!”

Cringing inwardly, Britney obeyed, which put
her facing Ito where he sat not six feet away! His eyes looked her
up and down, but he gave no expression.

Keiko let the switch slap lightly against her
breasts, enough to make her wince, but not move.

“Naughty slave girl,” she purred.

She moved around behind her.

“Turn to face me.”

Britney obeyed, with some relief, until the
Japanese girl smiled and said. “Feet further apart. Now bend and
grasp your ankles.”

She cringed even more, but obeyed, her pulse
racing as she presented herself so horribly lewdly to Mr. Ito!

“Now on all fours.”

She gratefully fell forward onto her hands
and knees. But then cringed again as she had to slide further
forward, letting her breasts pillow out against the floor,
spreading her knees and raising her bottom high.

Then it was sitting on her heels, knees
spread, hands behind her neck. Then on her back on the floor,
gathering her legs back against her chest and spreading them wide.
Every position was obscenely revealing to the stone faced Ito as he
sat straight in the chair.

Finally he spoke. “Her body is excellent,” he
said. “See how it photographs.”

“I have already taken many videos of her,
Ito-Sensei.”

“I want some with more quality.”

He got up and left the room, and Britney
gazed at Keiko. The Japanese girl shrugged. Then Ito returned,
carrying a camcorder.

“Ooo, This is very expensive,” she said.

“It is fifteen thousand dollars. It should
deliver a sharp, crystal clear image.”

Britney looked at the thing in surprise.
Fifteen thousand dollars? She had taken the first videos on her
Iphone!

He showed her how to operate the camera, but
then Ito took the switch, and Britney felt a jolt as he began to
give her orders. She obeyed them, of course, for she didn't know
what else to do. Also, he was faster to use the switch, and she
gasped and yelped several times when she didn't move fast enough
for him!

“Put her to work at something,” he said
finally. “Go and get cleaning supplies.

Keiko nodded and hurried out of the room,
while Britney frowned in confusion. Cleaning supplies?

Ito went to the chest of drawers and took
something from it.

“Face down, bottom up,” he barked.

Gulping anxiously, Britney obeyed, presenting
her body to be used by him, her mind swirling frantically as she
wondered if he would. And what she would do if he decided to.

She saw something out of her peripheral
vision and felt another jolt even as he slapped her bottom.

“Face forward, Slave!”

She gasped and obeyed, not surprised when she
felt something hard pressing against her back opening. She'd seen
what looked like a stainless steel butt-plug. She moaned softly as
he worked it into her bottom, and then felt it sucked down until
the round metal button was pressed against the outside of her
wrinkled little opening.

His fingers caressed her sex and she felt a
sudden wild surge of sexual electricity even as her mind churned
uncertainly. His fingers caressed her, spreading the lips of her
sex apart, then she felt something hard – and metal – pressing
against her. She moaned as he worked some kind of metal dildo or
vibrator deep into her pussy.

Like the one Keiko had used on her once, this
one had thin straps that went up across her abdomen and around
across her hips to lock the vibrator in place.

Keiko came back, carrying a bucket of
something heavy, and headed into the en-suite bathroom. Ito
followed, and gestured to Britney.

“Come, slave,” he growled.

He snapped his fingers and walked to the
bathroom as she rose to all fours and crawled after him. The
bathroom was bigger than her bedroom at home. It had a large,
glassed in shower cabinet, a long, gleaming counter with a granite
or marble top, and a huge bathtub, as well as both a toilet and a
bidet.

“You will clean this room, slave girl,” Ito
growled menacingly. “And when it is clean, you will lick every
surface to prove you cleaned it properly. Do you understand?”

Heart thumping, Britney nodded her head as
Keiko reached down and turned on the vibrator.

Britney gasped and her thighs clamped
together as Keiko giggled.

“This is a stronger one than I've used on you
before, little slave girl,” she said.

“Work hard, Slave,” Ito said. “If you fail
you will be whipped.”

He left the room and Keiko showed her the
pail with a sponge in it.

“You will clean on all fours, by hand, like a
slave girl,” she said. “And I will take videos.”

Britney didn't want to clean anything, and
was more than a little confused about why she was doing it. But
she'd gotten used to obeying Keiko and doing kinky things for the
cameras. And despite how embarrassing and nervous Ito's presence
had been her body had been bubbling and swirling with arousal for
some time.

“Clean the floor, sex slave,” Keiko said as
she raised the camera.

Britney didn't know why she couldn't have a
mop. Things would go much faster. But she sighed, shoved her hand
into the hot, soapy water, and pulled out the big sponge. Every
inch of the floor already looked crystal clean and polished but she
started at the far end and began to scrub the floor.

It felt very... weird and kinky to be on all
fours chained up and gagged and scrubbing a floor like, well, like
a sex slave or something. And with the vibrator buzzing away inside
her that dark arousal became a bubbling, boiling thing which filled
her body and mind with liquid heat.

Keiko moved around her taking videos, but not
all the time. She left for long minutes at a time, and when she was
gone Britney was alone. That just made it seem stranger. As long as
the camera was there it was clear she was posing. But when she was
alone it felt more like she was really some sort of slave girl, and
that brought a wild, perverse thrill for some reason.

“Clean the toilet well, slave,” Keiko said.
“There's no telling what Ito-Sensei will make you lick.”

What a gross and disgusting idea, Britney
thought. But the toilet looked cleaner already than any toilet
she'd ever seen. She scrubbed it, inside and out, then moved on to
the tub. That required she bend way over, her bottom in the air as
she scrubbed the tub, and she knew Keiko was getting some great
videos.

Then she cleaned the shower floor and walls,
at least as high as she could reach.

It was getting hard to focus by then. The
vibrator was driving her out of her mind. If Keiko hadn't stayed
there and slapped her bottom every time she reached to finger her
pussy she'd have come several times.

She was hot and bothered and frustrated as
she scrubbed. Keiko wouldn't even let her close her thighs
together. Finally, the Japanese girl took the ball gag out of her
mouth as Mr. Ito returned.

He inspected her, which made her flush even
more, and then the room. He attached a leash to the collar and
jerked her forward onto all fours, leading her across the room.

“Lick, slave,” he barked, pointing down at
the floor.

Heart thumping, Britney bent her head and
licked at the floor, then yelped as the switch cut across her
bottom.

“Is that how a slave presents her body?” he
demanded. “Bottom high and legs apart at all times, Slave!”

Britney winced in pain, but obeyed, raising
her bottom high, pressing her breasts to the floor as she
licked.

He jerked up on the leash and led her
further.

“Lick, Slave!”

She gulped, thinking of how weird and wild
this was, and how seriously he was taking this stuff!

She bent and licked, her bottom high and legs
apart, then gasped as he pulled on the leash to lead her further
along.

“Inside. Lick the floor, Slave,” he
growled.

She crawled into the big shower cabinet and
bent, making a bit of a face as she licked the floor while he
watched and Keiko took videos.

“The wall, Slave!”

She rose on her knees, licking at the
tiles.

“Long, slow licks, Slave girl.”

She flushed but obeyed, her tongue sliding
along the tiles as Keiko moved around shifting angles.

Then she was crawling out and licking at the
side of the tub, then half crawling into it, licking the bottom of
the tub. Which, given he stood behind her sent a rush of wildfire
through her veins.

He pulled back on the chain and she gurgled
as the collar choked her, lifting her up and back.

“There, Slave!

She winced even more, but by then hardly
thought of disobeying. She positioned herself, her breasts against
the cool tiles of the floor, and licked at the base of the toilet.
Then she licked up along the outside, and across the seat. He
lifted the seat and she licked the rim, then the inside of the
bowl.

She felt gross about it, despite having
cleaned it, but there was also a dark, awed sense of thrilling heat
at acting the part of some sort of helpless sex slave in this
realistic fashion!

“Good,” he said.

He jerked on the leash and she gasped,
scrambling along on all fours as he led her out of the
bathroom.
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“Position yourself for use, Slave.”

She obeyed, face down, bottom high, knees
wide.

“Do you wish to be used, Slave?” he
demanded.

“Y-Y-Yes, Master!” Britney gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please use me, Master!”

The switch cut across her buttocks sharply,
stingingly.

“Say please use this slut's body,” he
said.

“Please use this slut's body, Master!” she
croaked.

Crack!

“Louder, slave!”

“Please use this slut's body, Master!” she
cried.

Would he really, she thought wildly, or would
he have Keiko do it with a dildo. She didn't want a dildo. She
wanted something real! She moaned and gasped as the switch cut
across her upraised buttocks again.

“Do you love to feel men inside you,
Slave?”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

“Because you are a whore, is that
correct?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm a whore, Master!”

Crack!

“Louder.”

“I'm a whore, Master!” she cried.

Her bottom was starting to ache and burn, but
the heat inside her was far more intense, and Britney shuddered as
the man let the switch slide up and down against her sex.

“You are a slave whore. Is that not
correct?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

Crack!

“Say it.”

“I'm a slave-whore, Master!” she cried.

Crack!

“Beg for my cock.”

“Please fuck this slave-whore, Master!” she
exclaimed.

It was... almost unbearably shocking and
wicked to have her face on the floor and her bottom raised high
like this while she begged a strange man to fuck her! Britney felt
a sense of unreality about it. But the dark, thrilling heat clawed
at her mind as the fever heat raged, and when she sensed him
kneeling behind her she jerked her legs wider in anticipation.

She moaned at the feel of something soft
rubbing up and down along the puffy, swollen lips of her sex. Then
she felt the pressure, felt it growing, felt his hands on her hips.
She felt the lips of her sex being forced in and back, aching more,
stretching more.

His cock pushed into her and she shuddered,
trying to jerk herself back against him. His cock moved into her
steadily, with short thrusts getting longer and longer. He leaned
over her, his hands coming down on her upper back, grinding her
breasts into the floor as he pressed down.

His cock thrust into her harder, deeper,
until his hips began to slap against her buttocks, and Britney felt
herself fading into a shimmering world of pleasure and lust and
passion as she gave herself to the wall of sensation.

She cried out as the orgasm took her, her
body shaking, her hips jerking back spastically against him as he
rode her. She was aware of Keiko taking video, and that added
another wild, raw, shocking rush of heat to things. The wildness of
it all was what flayed her mind with heat, and drove the intensity
of the orgasm into the realm of ecstasy as it raged within her.

Ito leaned back, gathering up her hair in a
thick, loose mass, jerking on it sharply as he slapped her
buttocks.

“Slave whore!” he growled.

Britney cried out, her head forced back, her
scalp burning as her body shook to the powerful blows of his hips.
His big cock was punching into her hard and fast, and her mind was
overwhelmed with heat and sensation.

She wallowed in the pleasure, the world
narrowed to a strange carnal storm engulfing her, and nothing else
mattered, nor even existed. She gasped and grunted and sobbed as
his hips hit her buttocks, as his thick cock sliced through the
moist folds of her sex, as the head punched deep into her spasming
belly.

Another orgasm was near, hovering overhead as
her overheated mind surrendered to the sensory storm and let
herself be what she was pretending to be, a slave, a whore, a girl
with no choices or freedom or need to think. She need only
experience.

The orgasm swamped her again and she shook
violently, her eyes rolling back in her head as Ito continued to
pound her savagely, her entire body shuddering to the blow of his
hips. Until he finished with a grunt of satisfaction, burying
himself in her, pouring his heat into her as he he shuddered with
relief.

He pulled out, leaving her dazed and
shell-shocked. She heard him adjusting his clothing, and saw his
movement out of her peripheral vision as she gulped in air.

“Continue,” he said.

She heard the word, but had no idea what it
meant or even who it was spoken to. But then she felt something
rubbing against her sex, then another cock pushed into her,
thrusting deep. Strong hands gripped her hair and hips began to
slap against her buttocks again.

She was confused, but the heat still raged,
and if it was another man, a stranger, well, this wasn't the first
time that had happened lately. And besides, no one would
know...

And it felt sooo good!

A man was riding her, using her, fucking her.
An invisible man. She'd never met him and had no idea what he
looked like. And so it blended in well with the dark fantasy she
had sunk into, as if this were merely her imagination.

Whoever he was he wasn't as much the
automaton as Ito. He thrust in hard and fast, but every few strokes
he stopped, jammed balls-deep, and ground himself against her
before resuming. He shifted angles, he drove down and then up. And
he pulled harder on her hair, forcing her head back so sharply she
had to rise onto her elbows.

That let his hand slide under and roughly
grope her breast as he continued to ride her.

Keiko moved around from side to side, holding
the camera low, taking more video.

And then another man knelt in front of her.
Another stranger. She was startled, especially since he was naked.
He was Japanese, and his cock was erect as he pushed it into her
mouth.

The two men used her, their hands roaming her
body, and she felt the vibrator pressing against her clitoris
again, rubbing back and forth as the violent, churning storm of sex
heat grew more powerful within her. Another orgasm took her already
dazed mind away, leaving her nothing but a shell of herself, guided
by instinct and sensation.

*

When the men had finished with her Keiko
locked her restraints behind her back, put the ball gag back into
her mouth, then tugged her to her feet before leading her from the
room.

Groaning, still more than slightly overawed
at what had happened, Britney didn't even consider asking or caring
about where she was going. Keiko led her downstairs, down another
flight of stairs, and then down a narrow hall before leading her
into a large, open room.

The room, in contrast to the rest of the
house she'd seen so far, looked ancient. The walls looked like old
brown brick. The lighting came from flickering wall sconces. They
were LED lights, but clearly designed to mimic torches. The floor
was black stone. There was a rack of some kind against one wall,
and a chest of drawers against the other.

Keiko undid her shackles and lifted one arm
high, locking the metal bracelet to a chain. She did the same for
her other wrist, then pressed a button on the wall. There was a
machine sound, and Britney gasped as her wrists were pulled apart –
and up. They lifted her fully off her feet and she gasped in pain
as the bracelets squeezed heavily against her wrists.

Keiko drew first one, then the other ankle
apart and chained them that way, then set up a tripod for the
camera and attached it. She left the room, then returned with a
second tripod and camera, as Britney hung in place moaning
helplessly.

“Don't worry, slave girl, this will make an
excellent video,” she said soothingly.

She ran her hands over Britney's body, and a
moment later another Japanese woman showed up, doing the same.

Britney blushed under the eyes and touch of
this new person, but her ability to feel shocked was greatly
diminished of late, and growing smaller with every experience. Her
mind did squirm somewhat as the two women caressed her, but when
they both bent to take both her breasts into their mouths she
shuddered at the jolt of heat.

Fingers were rubbing skillfully at her
clitoris, and curling in to dip into the mouth of her sex as they
chewed and sucked and licked on her nipples. And then a black silk
scarf swept over her head from behind, came down over her eyes, and
blinded her.

Without sight, without any ability to speak,
her mind was focused even more inwardly, on the sensations, on the
touches. She gasped and moaned and writhed in place as six hands
now caressed her body.

She heard almost nothing, except for voices
which whispered the words “sex slave” repeatedly.

She felt a mouth at her pussy, even as the
mouths on her breasts continued to suck and lick and chew, and she
marveled at the outrageousness of what was happening. To her! That
all this was happening to her was insane! Nothing like this
happened to her! Her life was dead boring!

She felt fingers pushing into her pussy, and
then into her back opening, as well. They dipped and twisted and
pumped and rubbed, then were replaced by thick, slick, malleable
dildos which pumped in and out, deeper and deeper, making her ache
with the fullness.

I'm going to come! she thought
dazedly.

And then she did, crying out in pleasure,
arching and twisting and thrashing in place as the orgasm rampaged
through her senses and trampled her mind.

“Sex slave!” they whispered again and
again.

The hands and mouths went away, though the
thick dildos stuffed up inside her remained.

“Now you shall see what happens when a sex
slave is disobedient or disrespectful,” a male voice said.

The blow didn't feel very heavy. It was
something thin and lightweight. It landed across her upper back as
she hung there. A moment later she felt a stinging pain which
quickly faded, to leave behind a line of heat.

She gasped and moaned, then cried out at
another blow, and another, lower down, and another across her
buttocks.

“Naughty sex slave,” the women whispered
now.

Fingers ran up and down the front of her body
know, rolling her nipples, rubbing her clitoris as the thing, the
whip, she knew, sliced down across her back several more times.

“Sex slave!” they whispered.

She shuddered and moaned, her body flinching
and jerking and bucking as the whip struck. The pain was not so
bad. It stung, but the stinging didn't last, and the heat – what
was that to the heat raging inside her?

The hands moved away, and then she felt the
blow across her breasts. She cried out, startled, gasping,
shuddering, as the stinging faded and left behind a line of
heat.

So outrageous! So shocking! So perverted!

She felt a burst of anxiety, and then a rush
of twisted heat.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The whip cut across her breasts repeatedly,
making them sting and then burn. And the more the blows, the more
tender her breasts became. The whip snapped in against her belly,
then, and then her abdomen, and then it snapped in across her hip,
down across her pussy.

The women had shoved the dildo so deep inside
her that it was entirely buried in her body. The base was a half
inch or more inside her – just enough to keep the lips of her sex
partly spread as the whip snapped in across her hip.

This was real pain! She cried out, jolted out
of her heat, then again as the whip cut across her left hip, then
the right again, then the left, too fast to be one man, one whip.
She cried out again and again, twisting and thrashing as if trying
to break free while the heat and pain mounted.

Hands undid the gag and pulled it free.

“Will you obey your orders, Slave?” a man
growled.

“Yes, Master!' she cried.

Crack! The whip cut across her
breasts.

“Say it, slut!”

“I will obey my orders, Master!”

Crack!

The whip snapped down between her legs
again.

“Who owns your body, slave?”

“You do, Master!” she cried.

“Who can use your body, Slave?”

“I... anyone you want, Master!” she
cried.

Crack!

She cried out again, and then again at the
next blow.

“Beg to be used, slave.”

“Please use my body, Master!” she cried.

Crack!

The whip sliced in between her legs again,
harder, and she cried out, but the throbbing pain already there
seemed to shield her from the sharpness of the new blow – and the
next – and the next, and the dark carnal passion and need began to
build again.

“Beg to be fucked, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried again and
again as the whip snapped down.

Finally, they relented. She sobbed dazedly as
she was lowered to the floor, then lowered further to her knees.
Strong hands guided her, lifting and positioning her. There was a
man beneath her, and she was straddling him. She felt a hard cock
rubbing against her aching opening, then pushing inside.

A hand jerked on her hair, forcing her to
bend forward as the man beneath began to thrust up into her. A cock
pushed into her open mouth, and she felt the dildo pulled from her
bottom and another cock pushing up inside her there. Her hands were
pulled out to the sides, and her fingers wrapped around hard cocks,
then pumped up and down on them.

She gurgled and gasped and moaned as hands
raced over her body, as cocks plunged into her throat, pussy and
ass while her breasts were groped, her clitoris rubbed and her
nipples rolled.

It was surreal, like a strange dark dream,
but the pain was fading into the background as the lust and heat
rose and the men used her body to sate their own lust. She felt her
own inner hunger rising and gave into it without resistance, and
passion soon rode her mind again as she gave herself fully to its
embrace.

*

When they were done with her she was hung
upside down by the ankles with a dildo in her pussy and bottom.
Unlike back in Florida she hung in place for what felt like hours
and hours, dazed and confused.

Then there were soft hands caressing her, and
tongues on her pussy, on her nipples. The roused her to a feverish
heat once more, then the flog came down, swishing through the air
to send a rain of stinging blows across her back and belly and
breasts, then sweeping down between her legs.

“Naughty slave girls must be punished,” she
heard again and again.

The pain was not so awful, nor so lasting,
that after the flogging stopped those soft fingers and lips and
tongues couldn't make her body explode with orgasm yet again. Then
she was left alone again.

She felt hands on her again, this time
lowering her to the floor. But not for long. She was lifted up,
tilted right-side up so her head swam, and then she was sat down
astride something... narrow, no more than a few inches wide. Her
wrists were raised up and apart and locked in place, and her ankles
were pulled apart and chained, leaving all her weight on the narrow
wedge of something under her.

Her mind flickered back to the sawhorse
picture she'd made herself what felt like weeks ago. Only this was
real. She moaned dazedly, then cried out as she felt something
sharp and stinging bite into both nipples. She felt them tugged
forward and then locked tight in the jaws of whatever had been
clipped to them.

They throbbed and burned, but the burning
faded, leaving her to cope as best she could.

“Always obey your master, slave girl,” a
woman's voice purred.

But... I did! she thought dazedly.

The pressure against her soft sex began to
ache dully. The longer she was in place, the more it ached. She
tried shifting her body, leaning back, and that worked briefly, but
put pressure on her tailbone, producing a sharper pain which soon
caused her to lean forward again.

Each time she shifted her weight there was a
brief period of relief until the fresh pain hit, but then the pain
would burn and she would lean forward again, or back, or forward.
Her nipples throbbed and burned and she moaned dazedly.

Suddenly the clips came off her nipples. They
burned hotly for some seconds, then the burning faded. Fingers
rubbed at the top of her sex, then a small vibrator pressed against
her there. Her flesh was already hyper-sensitive, and she jerked
violently as the vibrator buzzed and rubbed. Mouths came down on
the center of each breast, sucking and licking gently.

“Sex slave!” they whispered.

Before long another orgasm stormed through
her exhausted mind and body.

Then the dull aching returned and she moaned
miserably as the pain mounted.

“Will you obey your master?”

She moaned and then cried out at another
stinging blow across her back.

“Will you obey your master?”

“Yes, Master!” she cried, or tried to around
the gag.

The blindfold was pulled off her and she
stared dazedly into Tanaka's scowling face. He pointed his finger
at her. “Slaves do not speak unless spoken to.”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned, confused but
uttering the words she thought she was supposed to.

“You will show your eagerness to please me,
or stay here for another few hours.”

Hours!? Britney shuddered at the thought! Her
pussy already ached horribly!

Her wrists were lowered, then her ankles
unfastened from the chains. Two men lifted her off the horse and
put her on her belly on the floor.

“Bottom high, legs spread!” Tanaka
growled.

Britney obeyed instantly, moaning weakly.

He stepped closer, his shiny leather shoe an
inch from her chin.

“Demonstrate your love and respect for your
master, Slave,” he ordered.

Britney had no idea what he meant, and winced
at a blow to her bottom.

“Lick, slave!”

She gasped and leaned in, licking his
shoe.

Crack!

“Show more enthusiasm, slut, or you'll go
back up on the horse!”

The threat made her gasp and she licked
harder, grasping his ankle, her tongue licking frantically up and
down along his shoe.

“Don't forget the bottom,” he said.

He raised one foot on its heel and Britney
drove her tongue in against the bottom, ignoring the grit she
tasted there, her tongue licking long, hard licks along the bottom
of his shoe.

She was aware of Keiko kneeling beside her,
holding the camera to her face.

“One word and you go back on the horse,” the
man said sternly.

A bowl of water was placed on the floor, and
she was allowed to drink from it – without using her hands, of
course, and while keeping her bottom raised high.

A leash was attached to her collar, and she
crawled out of the room at his heels, desperately grateful to be
away from that room, and determined not to do anything to
return!

In the kitchen, her leash was handed to
another man, who seemed to be a cook. He smirked down at her, then
jerked up on the leash to pull her mouth to his groin.

“Service me, Sex slave,” he ordered.

Moaning, Britney opened his zipper and pulled
his cock out, then began to suck and lick him. It didn't take long.
With that done he put her back on her hands and knees, then heated
up something in a microwave. She suddenly realized she hadn't eaten
a thing since... since Florida. How long ago was that?

He had pieces of meat, much as Mr. Black had
fed her with, only he tossed them to her one at a time for her to
catch in her mouth or lick off the floor. As if she were some kind
of dog!

Britney didn't really care. She'd licked a
toilet floor, after all, and a man's shoe. And she was very, very
hungry. It certainly didn't even occur to her that it was
degrading. And again, Keiko was there with her camera,
watching.

That seemed strangely important but she
hardly even thought about it. They were making videos, after all.
That was what all this was about. And she'd make a lot of money off
them, and open a book store. And it would be a beautiful one with a
lot of lovely, old-fashioned shelves and lamps and chairs.

Another man took the leash and brought her to
a large bathroom where he washed her – inside and out, like Black
had done. It was embarrassing, but she wasn't overly bothered by
it. And, of course, she deep-throated him right afterward, though
there was no camera around.

He took her leash and led her back up a hall
to another room. There was a low rounded, padded bench on the
floor. It resembled a small saddle, but with a large dildo sticking
up from it. She was soon impaled upon it, her legs and wrists bound
together. A rope went around her throat, tied overhead, and then
the vibrator attached to the base of the saddle turned on.

They left her alone there, except for
cameras, of course. They were making videos, after all.

The vibrator soon made her squirm and moan.
Her chest got tight and her pulse raced. She rose up on the dildo,
then down, up and down, panting for breath as she did. The only
problem was that whenever she slid all the way down on the dildo
the rope tightened around her throat and made her eyes bulge as it
cut off her breathing.

No matter. She did it only for brief periods
of time, panting and gasping and moaning as she rode the dildo and
ground herself against the vibrator. Another orgasm washed over her
and she gurgled and gasped as she jammed herself feverishly against
the vibrator at the base of the dildo, her head pounding as she
ground herself as long as she could to extend the orgasm.

She finally rose up, gasping, sucking in
deep, ragged breaths of air, panting and moaning as she held
herself there. Then the heat surged again and she began to ride the
dildo once more.

Her head ached from oxygen deprivation. She
felt a vague sense of warning, of having heard or read somewhere of
people who died doing this sort of thing. But the heat was more
important, and she was soon gurgling, bug-eyed, as she trembled and
shook through another orgasm, then another.

She almost passed out, but someone lowered
the noose and loosened and she swayed and moaned and gasped for
breath. They lifted her off it and put her on her belly again.

“Position, slave!”

She moaned weakly, raising her bottom high
and spreading her legs. She didn't look to see who it was. It
hardly mattered. Someone entered her and used her body, then
finished.
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Over the following days her resolve to obey
was tested repeatedly. She spent hours in obscene poses while men
walked by, or sat nearby. She lay on her back, her feet flat on the
floor, her hips raised high, her legs spread wide, her hands on her
ankles to hold herself in position. She knelt with her bottom
raised and legs spread. She sat on her heels with hands behind her
neck, back arched. She stood in a corner, bent over, grasping her
ankles, legs apart.

Any movement brought a strapping or
switching. But if she held her position then eventually someone
would come with fingers and tongue and vibrator and cock and
another orgasm would be given to her as a reward.

The women taught her to dance, naked, that
was, how to roll her hips and move in time to the music while men
watched. They taught her how to give lap dances, and how to do
strip teases. They taught her how to please men with her mouth and
body.

She was placed in a box, one day, gagged,
strapped down, with a dildo in her pussy and ass. The box was
lifted and carried, put down, lifted again, put on some kind of
truck and driven somewhere, then lifted and carried again before
being put down.

She was released and found herself on a
small, luxury jet on its way to Japan. She spent some of the
journey pleasing the men with her body, taking their cocks into her
throat and pussy, and even masturbating for them to watch.

Then she was given clothes to wear, a tiny
miniskirt and a revealing top. She climbed down the stairs and
looked out eagerly at Japan, but had little time to get acquainted
before being led into a car and driven off.

She was taken to what looked like a castle,
an ancient one, and she marveled at its beauty. But she wasn't
given a tour. Instead she was taken down a narrow, ancient stone
stair, deep underneath the castle and led along a narrow stone
corridor lit by real torches.

Then her clothes were taken from her and she
was placed into a cell, chained to the stone wall. Since this was
not totally unlike some of the videos she'd made with Keiko she
wasn't unduly alarmed. In fact, the memory served to arouse her and
fill her with a sense of anxious anticipation, wondering what they
would do differently here.

The last time it was Keiko and Mr. Black who
had come in and abused her and used her body. But that wasn't very
real, despite the shackles. The bars were plastic and she was in
the basement of her own house.

Now she was in a real castle! And the dungeon
was very real! It had probably been in use for centuries. How many
men – and perhaps women – had been shackled in here to await some
terrible punishment over the many years?

And now she was here, naked, shackled,
completely at the mercy of her... captors. This was much more
realistic! Yet where were the cameras? She was confused, and her
anxiety mounted, yet her body continued to hum with a dark,
crackling sexual energy. After all, every single time she'd been
shackled or tied up she'd been given tremendous orgasms.

She waited and waited, and began to get
stiff. She raised her feet just to bend her knees, and looked
anxiously at the closed cell door, wondering what was taking them
so long. Where was Keiko with her camera and her strap-on
dildo?

Finally she saw a movement through the small,
barred window of the heavy door. She heard the bolt thrown back and
the door opened. Her pulse began to race and she looked anxiously
towards the doorway, then flushed as a strange man came
through.

He walked over to her, looking her body up
and down.

“What a lovely slave girl,” he said, his hand
cupping and fondling her breast.

His hand slid down her body, and by the time
it reached her pussy she was already trembling. She moaned as his
fingers gently spread the lips of her sex, then began to rub her
clitoris.

“Are you a sex slave?” he growled.

“Y-Y-Yes, Master!” she squeaked.

His other hand went to her throat and she
gasped as he squeezed it enough to make her eyes bulge.

“Say it,” he all-but whispered.

“I'm a sex slave, Master!” she croaked.

He released her throat, but gripped her hair
instead, jerking her head back sharply as he leaned in to kiss
her.

Britney moaned into his mouth, gasping, her
body starting to burn as his fingers rubbed harder, as the roiling
heat swirled and churned with greater speed.

He pulled his lips back.

“Are you ready to be used, slut?”

“Yes, Master!” she gasped.

“Beg.”

“Please use my body, Master!” she gulped.

He smiled, then roughly turned her to face
the wall. He slapped her bottom, then jerked her hips back
sharply.

“Spread your legs, slut.”

Gasping, Britney obeyed, and felt his hands
jerk her hips back further. They shifted to grip her thighs high up
to spread them wider so that she had to rise onto the balls of her
feet. She was leaning forward so far her breasts were pillowed out
against the wall as her bottom was raised high.

He had a short strap in his hand and slapped
it down stingingly across her bottom.

“Beg, slut.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

Again the strap cut across her bottom with
stinging pain.

“Beg harder, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

“Oh! Please! Please fuck me! Oh! Please fuck
me, Master! Oww!”

His hand pushed between her thighs, his
fingers stroking her sex.

“Are you a whore?”

“Yes, Master!” she moaned.

“Say it.”

His fingers pushed into her pussy, pumping in
and out.

“I'm a whore, Master!”

“Beg me to use your whore body.”

“Please use my whore body, Master!”

His fingers pulled out and his cock pushed
into her. Britney gasped and shuddered as he seized her hips and
began to thrust hard and fast. The heat flooded into her mind again
at the familiar penetration and the hard, rough use. Her breasts
ached deliciously as they were ground against the rough stone, and
she cried out as he jerked back on her hair.

“Beg, slave.”

“Please fuck me, Master!” she cried.

He chuckled, leaning forward to chew his way
along the nape of his neck. The hand on her thigh slid down her
abdomen and his fingers began to rub her clitoris. Britney felt the
sensation redoubling, and the dark heat growing into a feverish
need and passion.

She was in a castle dungeon in Japan as a
captive slave girl! Her body was being used by a cruel, ruthless
lord! It was almost unbelievably erotic and exciting! She cried out
again and again as his cock punched into her, and then gave herself
to the orgasm which swept down upon her.

She grunted and gasped and moaned, reveling
in the dark heat and fantasy as his hips slapped against her
buttocks. He came inside her with a gasp of pleasure, his hands
sliding up then to roughly squeeze her breasts. Then he left,
locking her in again.

She turned around with a groan, chest
heaving, eyes fluttering. That had been so intense! She felt a
sense of confusion, though, about the lack of cameras.

Keiko showed up, and Britney sighed in
relief.

“Having a fun time, sex slave?” the Japanese
girl asked.

“Keiko! What's going on?”

“You're rehearsing for your role,” the girl
said.

She unshackled her wrists from the wall and
led her out of the room, then back up the darkened hall. They
turned into another room, where Keiko put a shiny, stainless steel
collar around her throat, and matching restraints on her wrists and
ankles. She already had a metal butt-plug inside her, so she simply
attached a leash to the collar and led her up the stairs.

They went to a large, high-ceilinged room
with a polished wooden floor. There, once again, Britney had to
pose her body, assuming a variety of often obscenely revealing
positions as Keiko gave her orders.

“What kind of role is it?” she asked
uncertainly.

That got her a sharp, stinging blow from the
switch.

“Slaves do not speak unless spoken to,” Keiko
said. “And you forgot to say mistress.”

“But Keiko!” she whined.

Another snap of the switch made her yelp.

“You must stay in your role or you will
forget it.”

Another man entered the room, and Britney was
self-conscious about that, but continued to go through her
movements at Keiko's orders.

The man left, and Keiko led her to a bathroom
and there washed her, inside and out, then brushed her hair nicely
and dried it. Finally, she led her, by leash, upstairs, then across
a wide hall and handed the leash to another stranger.

The stranger led her up another flight of
stairs and into a back room, then put her into what looked like a
closet. She heard voices outside, a kind of metallic echoing voice
calling out, but it was muffled. The man came back to her ten
minutes later and led her through a thick door, then up a short
flight of stairs.

Things got much brighter as he handed her
leash to another strange man, who led her out onto a wide, polished
wooden floor. She flushed as she realized it was a stage! And there
were shadowy figures in the audience of auditorium style seats
going up along two sides of the stage.

A large man unlinked her wrist restraints,
then a second man, this one holding a switch, began to give her
orders.

Gulping, flushed, shocked, she obeyed,
positioning her body. Standing still, arching her back, hands
behind her head, legs apart.

“Here we have a prime blonde slut for sale,”
a third man said, speaking into a microphone. “She is eighteen
years of age and is very sexually responsive, eager for a man's
cock.”

Britney flushed again. This was so outrageous
and kinky! She supposed there was a camera out beyond the bright
lights pointed at her. How much of the audience was real? Maybe
there were just dummies there.

“She came from a small, backwater town and
was a virgin when discovered,” the man said. “She has been properly
conditioned and submits to orders quite willingly.”

He turned and barked out an order.

Flushing, Britney turned around, spread her
feet wider, then bent and gripped her ankles.

This was sooo nasty!

“This slut has a lovely soft body,” the man
said, walking over and fingering her pussy. “She is tight and warm
but has been trained to welcome a man's member in any hole.”

“All fours,” he ordered.

Gulping, heart pounding, Britney dropped to
her hands and knees. One of the other men gripped the leash and
began to walk her back and forth along the front of the stage. She
crawled as best she could, head up as she'd been taught, eyes
forward. All the people in the front row seemed to be real men, she
thought with a growing sense of heat and anxiety.

Imagine doing this in front of so many
men!

Of course, many more would watch on video,
but it was just so much more shocking and wicked to do it in front
of real men!

“Sit on your heels,” the man ordered, jerking
back on the leash.

“Hands behind neck.”

She obeyed, and he locked her wrists
restraints to the back of the collar, then unzipped his pants and
pulled out his cock.

“Perform.”

She gulped, but leaned in, starting to lick
and suck his cock. It grew rapidly, becoming very long and thick.
She rose off her heels as he tugged on the leash, and gurgled
weakly as he pushed himself deep into her throat, then held her in
position.

He pulled back again, taking himself out
completely and then pushed himself back in a second time, burying
himself in her throat.

He pulled out.

“Face down, bottom high.”

She obeyed, and he knelt behind her. She
groaned in heat as his cock entered her, feeling an astonishing
rush of energy at being so slutty as to let a man fuck her like
this in front of many other men! He began to ride her, then turned
her body to face the audience. He gripped her hair to force her
head back, and let the audience see her face as his hips pounded
her.

It was all too much for Britney. This was the
most wicked, thrilling, outrageous thing she'd ever done, and her
body exploded with orgasm to the point she felt herself drowning in
pleasure. She cried out again and again, ramming her buttocks back
against the man using her, glorying in the pleasure and heat
churning through her body and mind.

After that, the audience began to bid on her,
and she was taken back to stand upright, hands behind neck, back
arched as the auctioneer took the bids and called for more. There
were a lot of bids, and the final price was three hundred and
eighty million yen.

Britney figured that was something like three
and a half million dollars. Would someone really pay that much for
a slave girl, she wondered. Would the people watching the video
believe it? Still, it was wickedly exciting to think of herself
being sold at a slave auction like this to some rich man!

She was led backstage, then down the flight
of stairs, across a hall, and then up another flight of stairs.
With her wrists still locked to the back of her collar, she passed
several men along the way, feeling a dark pulse of embarrassment
mixed with heat each time.

She kept her head up and shoulders back as
she'd been taught, and it seemed just so outrageous to be flaunting
herself like this!

She was led into a bedroom and then the leash
attached to a hook high on the wall. The bedroom was very
traditional, with antiques everywhere. The bed was low but covered
in layers of silken curtains and canopy.

The door opened behind her and she arched her
back anxiously as a middle aged man in a suit entered. He was tall
and had dark hair and a dark blue suit on as he came over to stand
before her. His eyes looked her up and down and she gulped and
looked up at him uncertainly.

“A slave girl looks over her master's
shoulder,” he said.

She jerked her head to the side in obedience
and felt his hands alight on her body, caressing her skin, then
sliding slowly down to lightly squeeze her breasts. His fingers
rolled her stiff nipples, then slid lower, rubbing her pussy.

“What are you?” he asked.

“I'm a sex slave, Master!” she gulped.

“Are you indeed. What is a sex slave?”

“A sex slave is one who uses her body to
please others, Master.”

“But you don't own this body,” he said. “I
own it.”

That confused her. She understood, sort of,
but wondered how that worked with what she'd said.

“Perhaps it would be better to say a sex
slave is one whose body is owned by another and used to bring
pleasure to others.”

“Yes, Master,” she said.

“Of course, a true sex slave is one who takes
great pleasure in the use of her body. Are you a true sex
slave?”

“Yes, Master.”

He stepped back, then undressed. Naked, he
took her leash off the hook and ordered her to kneel. Then he had
her perform oral sex on him, but much more slowly than she'd done
on stage. She licked his thighs, gently kissed and licked and
sucked on his balls, licked her way up his cock, then slowly took
it into her mouth.

What was different about it was he undid the
link of her shackles so she could use her hands to caress and
massage him as she was working on him. He sat down, and she
straddled him, moaning as she took him deep inside and began to
ride him. He sucked on her breasts and nipples as she did, and she
gasped in heat every time she plunged down.

He stopped her before she could climax and
ordered her to bend over the bed.

“Are you a slave girl?” he asked.

“Yes, Master!” she panted.

Crack! He brought a strap down across
her upraised buttocks with stinging force.

“Ah!”

“If I own your body I can do anything I wish
with it. Is that not so?”

“Yes, Master!”

Crack!

“I can give you pleasure or I can give you
pain. Is that not true, slave?”

“Yes, Master!”

Crack!

“Stand up!”

Panting, she obeyed.

“Turn. Arch your back! Hands behind
neck!”

Britney obeyed and he brought the strap down
across her breasts. It stung and she squealed in pain, but somehow
held her position.

“What are you?”

“I'm as ex slave, Master!”

Crack!

“What are you?”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!”

Crack!

“What are you?”

“I'm a sex slave, Master!” she cried.

Her breasts were starting to burn and she
shuddered as he ran his hands over them.

“Turn and kneel on the edge of the bed,
slave.”

She did, and he entered her from behind, then
rode her hard and fast, his hips slapping against her buttocks. He
jerked back on her hair, and slapped her bottom and even so the
dark, thrilling heat rose up around her like a vortex and drew her
into another orgasm, one so intense it was both wonderful and
terrible at the same time!

“Excellent,” he said.

He got dressed and walked out, leaving her
alone on the bed.

Britney groaned, slowly sitting up. She
winced a bit, her bottom still a little sore. So were her breasts.
She looked down at them and ran her fingers across the sore, stiff
nipples.

The door opened and Keiko came in. She had
some clothes in her arms and snapped her fingers at Britney.

“Come here, slave girl.”

Britney got up and walked across to her and
Keiko undid the collar and restraints, then placed them carefully
on an antique desk.

“Here. I thought them fitting. They were what
you wore for your first picture.”

Britney was startled, but saw the rugby shirt
and jeans she had indeed worn what seemed like forever ago. There
was also a bra and thong, and a pair of shoes and socks. Her
glasses were there too.

“Get dressed.”

“Where are we going?” Britney asked.

Keiko didn't answer.

She sat down at the antique desk and drew out
a document as Britney got dressed, waiting patiently.

“Come and sit here.”

Britney sat down next to her and Keko
indicated the document.

“This is a contract. You will become the
personal assistant of Mr. Nakamura for a period of five years.”

She frowned at it, and then up at her,
confused.

“You have just been sold as a slave,” she
said. “However, we are in the twenty-first century, not the
twelfth. And Mr. Nakamura is an immensely wealthy man who does not
wish to risk being arrested. So he will not take a slave against
her will. The auction house has taken its twenty percent of the
sale price. The remainder goes to you. You see the figure
here.”

Britney was even more confused.

“This will be your price for being his...
personal assistant for five years.”

The term personal assistant clearly had air
quotes around it. She meant she would be his slave girl – like a
real slave girl! She felt her jaw drop as she stared at her and at
the contract and at her.

“Are you fucking kidding me?!”

“No, I am very serious. I have been testing
you, seeing how responsive you are, how submissive you are, and
conditioning you to see if you would be a good slave girl. You are
a wonderful slave girl.”

Was she really... what did she... but... how
could she... wait, how much was that again!?

“I will give you a few minutes to consider
your choice,” she said. “If you wish to leave, simply keep your
clothes on. If you wish to accept the offer of Mr. Nakamura,
however, and stay in Japan as his 'personal assistant' for the
stated period and for the stated price, remove your clothes and put
on the shackles of a slave girl.”

She got up and left the room and Britney
stared at the contract, then read through it. If she stayed here in
Japan and went to work for him as his 'personal assistant' she
would get the equivalent of over two and a half million dollars!
She kept looking at the figure in disbelief.

Really!? Seriously!? Why would anyone pay
that much to have sex with her?!

Then she considered. If he really was a
wealthy man this money was almost nothing to him. And he would get
to have kinky sex with her anytime he wanted, anywhere he wanted,
any way he wanted. She knew she ought to reject that idea but her
sense of morality had frayed badly over the past weeks, and her
inhibitions had largely evaporated.

She would be making over half a million
dollars a year! That was ridiculous! How would she explain it to
her parents? She would have to pretend she'd been offered a job
here that was too good to say no to. Which... she had been!

So much money! She could buy that bookstore
she wanted! She'd never have to worry about money again! And all
she had to do was the same kind of shockingly wicked, kinky and
thrilling stuff she'd been doing since Keiko had showed up at her
door.

And she'd get to see more of Japan!

Gulping, pulse racing, she slowly undressed,
then picked up the collar. She looked at the antique mirror on the
wall, then placed the collar around her throat, reaching back to
click it together. She picked up the restraints and locked them
around her ankles, then her wrists, then, heart pounding, she bent
and signed the contract.

Sex slave, she thought, reaching up
wonderingly to run her fingers along her collar. A sex slave for
real! In Japan! What an experience this was going to be!
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