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    Chapter One 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Dark Times was rapidly becoming my favorite first-person shooter. Maybe it was because, unlike most of the other players, I had the patience to do the smart thing and just camp with my scoped rifle and wait until someone came into range, then pop his head off, duck down for a minute, then look around again. 
 
    I liked being a sniper. Safe, high on my perch, shooting down the unwary, gave me a god-like feeling of satisfaction.  
 
    Besides, I’m a bitch. Or so I’ve been told. 
 
    Anyway, I was racking up a lot of points that way, but gradually decided to incorporate a few more point-getting activities. I moved closer to the action so that after I shot someone I could hop down, loot their bodies, do a little dance on them, then go back up to my perch. 
 
    Here’s the fun part. As soon as I saw their bodies fade I’d quickly go to another nearby perch, and in about three-quarters of the cases they’d come back thinking to ambush me where they’d seen me go. Suckers! Then I’d pop them again, loot whatever new they’d acquired, laugh at them, dance on their corpse, and move on. 
 
    Okay, I wasn’t making many friends, but hey, I don’t go online to make friends. It serves to work off some frustration and let me exercise my sadistic nature to irritate and even infuriate people.  
 
    Yes, yes, I’m a bitch. Move on, please. 
 
    I was working at Lowes at the time, in the garden supplies section. I was not thrilled with my job, nor the money I made, nor where I lived. So I had a lot of frustration to work off. I’ve always been a contrarian, always disagreed with what most other people wanted, and always been pig-headed.  
 
    I’m a natural blonde. Lots of girls would love that. I didn’t. When people see you’re a blonde they immediately start thinking SEX! Well, at least that’s what guys think. So I dyed my hair a darker shade of brown. 
 
    My sister was insistent that the best look for me was with my hair parted in the middle. So naturally I decided I wanted lots of heavy bangs cutting across my forehead. When she disapproved, I let them grow thicker and longer so they hid practically everything above my eyes, and sometimes my eyes too. It looks a bit emo but whatever. 
 
    My roommate Quinn is a lesbian. She has a shaved head, though not so shaved there’s no hair on it because she dyes it pink. She has a pierced tongue, nose, nipples, and belly button, and tattoos on her back, legs, and arms. I have none of these things and want none of these things, which seems to confound her. She appears to regard me either as a wayward little sister who needs to be educated or as an object of sexual reverence because I accidentally let her see me naked once. 
 
    I frustrate her because, why not? Don’t get me wrong, she’s cute, and has this really soft, cute, girly voice, but while the idea of sex with girls isn’t exactly anathema to me what really turns me on is a big guy with big muscles and a big dick. Okay, I’m not always contrarian. 
 
    I mostly wear rugby shirts and jeans, not being much into being gawked at on the streets or at work, or by Quinn at home. And I’m not bragging here. I have a great body, and I do enough physical labor at work, on my feet all the time, that, in combination with the sports I play, I’m in really good shape. 
 
    I look pretty ordinary in the right clothes. In something like a bikini or a tight tank top, well, every male eye lands on me. I have a nice, slim, but curvy body with full, firm, round breasts centered by small pink nipples. I also have a very firm belly and a great ass. 
 
    None of which helps me with anything but finding dates. And finding dates is problematic too. I can find a nice package and bring it home, or go home with him, but who knows what happens when I unwrap it? Is he going to know what to do with what he’s got? In my experience, the answer is usually NOPE!  
 
    Most guys are just shitty in bed. Especially the good-looking ones, because girls are always bedding them in hopes of landing a hot boyfriend, which means they then compliment them no matter how boring they are in bed. Plus they take sex for granted, take girls for granted, take their fast orgasms for granted. They don’t need to work at anything. And they don’t feel the need to impress their date. They figure just looking at them is impressive enough. 
 
    Yeah, no. I might have a high sex drive but it still takes me longer to get turned all the way up to high and then get off than any guy my age. And like in the games, they lack patience. Nor do they take directions well. They tend to get indignant if you indicate they’re not the best in bed. 
 
    All of which is why I’d been mostly self-pleasuring for a while, and starting to reconsider Quinn’s hopeful looks and hints. Hey, maybe she’d be better at sex than the guys were. At least she knew her way around a woman’s body. I needed a big cock, though.  
 
    Of course, she had one now. Yes, I’d basically told her that a week earlier. I’d said “You’re cute Quinn, don’t get me wrong. But I like big cocks.” 
 
    Is that blunt enough for you? So you’d think she’d take a hint from that. But she took it in the wrong way. Next thing I knew she was bringing in the mail and had a package which she used a kitchen knife to cut open. And what does she pull out of it? A great big cock! Yes, the most realistic-looking cock I’d ever seen, but then I’m cheap and don’t buy the pricier dildos. It was certainly long and thick anyway, and she smirked at me as she showed me the straps. 
 
    Then she went back to her room without a word. Well, I had to hand it to her. She hadn’t pressured me or anything. Just put the thought in my head. I couldn’t help wondering if she was going to use that thing on herself at all, though. I’m five feet, seven and reasonably slim, but she’s petite, barely over five feet, if that. I couldn’t imagine she’d get that big thing inside her. 
 
    Which made me wonder if she’d bought it just for me. 
 
    Anyway, a guy I knew had persuaded me to go on Twitch. You know what that is? It’s basically a site full of gamers who play while turning their webcam on themselves.  You get to watch them and watch the game they’re playing at the same time. I had in mind doing it while watching him playing in the same game. While we were kind of partners. 
 
    Only thing was that because of my style of play – and winning – I attracted a lot of nerdy fucks cursing at me. Which was fun in its own way. I mean, these guys were from all over the world, but nowhere near me. Let them rage. I basked in their anger. I gave them smiley faces and kisses, rather than calling them names, and that seemed to piss them off even more. 
 
    Yeah, so I’m a bitch. I already admitted that, kay? 
 
    Some of them wound up telling me the sorts of things they wanted to do to me, which I’m sure I don’t have to explain to you. But again, rather than be embarrassed or angry I would just reply, if I replied, by saying that sounded really kinky, or hot, or interesting. Some of them got pissed off even more at that while others then seemed to think they now had a chance with me and started being nicer!  
 
    Hope springs eternal, I guess. 
 
    So on that fateful night, Quinn came home and had a couple of milkshakes, one for me, which she set down on the desk in front of me. 
 
    “Thanks,” I said. 
 
    “No problem.” 
 
    She slurped her drink as she watched over my shoulders. 
 
    “I can’t believe he said that!” she exclaimed. 
 
    “Which one? The guy who wants to shove his fist up my pussy or the one who wants to shove his cock down my throat?” 
 
    “Either! Both! Isn’t that like, I don’t know, against the rules!?” 
 
    “Technically, I suppose. But if I bothered to report every rager who said stuff like that I wouldn’t have time for anything more. Anyway, water off a duck’s back.” 
 
     Then I replied to both. The first one I said, politely, gently “That’s not how you’re supposed to do sex, dear.” The second one I just asked. “Are you really long enough for that? Because I really enjoy deep-throating.” 
 
    “You’re encouraging them!?” 
 
    “No, just taunting them.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay then.” 
 
    She scowled as she leaned in, then abruptly leaned back when someone wrote about the ‘pink-haired dyke” with me. 
 
    “How can they see me!? You have your webcam on!?” she exclaimed, moving quickly to the side. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s how it works.” 
 
    “Well, where are their pictures?” 
 
    “I don’t turn that on, much. And not all of them have any. Like, only the ones you’re actually playing against have their webcams on. But anyone can just watch and comment, like an audience, and you have no idea what they look like.” 
 
    “So what’s the point of letting them see you? Isn’t that dangerous?” 
 
    “Not so far. Most of them aren’t anywhere within a thousand miles of me. And they’d have to borrow their dad’s car to get here.” 
 
    “Is there like, money in this?” 
 
    “Not much. If you get a lot of followers there would be, but I haven’t put any effort into it.” 
 
    “Why not? You could make money!” 
 
    I shrugged. “I do this for fun. I’d have to be careful what I said and all, and do it at prime times for a high audience.” 
 
    “And wear something sexier?” 
 
    I snorted. 
 
    “You have a great body, Leah. You could get a ton of these nerdy guys following you if you wore a tight tank top.” 
 
    “Why would I want them to?” 
 
    “To make money, of course! Monetize your play time, girl!” 
 
    I made a face. “There’s all kinds of hoops I’d have to jump through. And I’d have to use the microphone instead of just typing shit.” 
 
    “So? You have a sexy voice!” 
 
    “Oh please.” 
 
    “You do! I mean, I have this stupid, high, girly voice. But you have this nice, low, furry voice.” 
 
    “Furry?” 
 
    “Yeah! It’s very sexy.” 
 
    “You think everything about me is sexy.” 
 
    “Everything about you IS sexy, baby.” 
 
    She grinned at me and ran her fingers through my hair. 
 
    Right away the comments running down the side of the screen turned to a lot of lesbian stuff. Like is Quinn my girlfriend, and do I eat her pussy and stuff like that. 
 
    “It doesn’t take much to get their interest, does it?” she said, reading the screen. 
 
    “Nope. They’re guys. Anything about sex gets their attention real fast.” 
 
    I was playing while we talked, but I saw my prey approaching and focused in on that, then killed the guy and did my happy dance on his corpse before looting him. That took more attention and Quinn moved back into the camera, leaning over the back of my chair, looking sexy for the camera as her hands slid up and down my arms. She leaned in and lightly kissed her way along the side of my neck while I was busy killing the guy. Which is why I just tsked in annoyance since I didn’t have my hands free at the moment to push her back. 
 
    “Look at how excited they’re getting,” she said in amusement. 
 
    “Like I said, it doesn’t take much.” 
 
    “Oooooh, that one wants to spank you for being naughty,” she said. “Tell him that’s my job.” 
 
    “Weren’t you just acting disapproving because I was encouraging them?” 
 
    “This is different. Tell them I’m your mistress and you’re my sex slave. See how they react to that.” 
 
    “As if. I mean, it’d be more like you were my sex slave, shrimp.” 
 
    “You think so?” she asked in amusement. “Size isn’t everything, little buttercup.” 
 
    She chewed lightly on my earlobe and I pushed her back, then turned off the camera and turned to glower at her. 
 
    “What?” she asked innocently. “Just thinking of ways to help you get more money.” 
 
    “Oh, that was the only reason?” 
 
    “Well, I think you’re hot, too, of course. In a sort of cute little innocent, virginal girl who really needs to be educated by her older, wiser, more sophisticated friend sort of way.” 
 
    “I’m not a virgin. You’re two years older. And being a lesbian doesn’t make you wiser or more sophisticated.” 
 
    “I am when it comes to sex. I’ve slept with guys AND girls, after all. So I’m defacto the more expert between us.” 
 
    “Go away, Quinnie.” 
 
    She smiled and left, and I turned the camera back on and returned to focusing on the game. Of course, all the comments on the sidebar were about me and her and sex for a few minutes, and taunting suggestions we’d been making out when the camera was off. But that trailed off as the game play continued. 
 
    Then suddenly it exploded with comments about cock. And how I was going to get a big cock, and how they wished there were pictures or videos. I mean, like from everyone. I was like, wtf for a few seconds, then I realized Quinn had snuck up behind me and was waving that big dildo of hers just behind my shoulder. 
 
    Irritated, I shut off the camera again and swung the chair around as she giggled and danced backward. 
 
    “Are you trying to make everyone on this stream think I’m a lesbian?” 
 
    “Lesbians don’t want big cocks, sweetie,” she said in amusement. 
 
    “Those idiots don’t know that!” 
 
    “Think about having a microphone shaped like a cock, and how many viewers you’d get!” 
 
    “Yeah, all of them picturing me naked.” 
 
    “Don’t be silly. They do that anyway.” 
 
    I scowled because she was right. 
 
    “Also, lesbians are too busy having incredible, fantastic multiple orgasms to play video games.” 
 
    “Oh right. I don’t seem to hear you screaming through your walls.” 
 
    “Not here, sweetie. I know you’re very conservative and wouldn’t want to offend you.” 
 
    “I am not!” 
 
    “Prudish then.” 
 
    “I am not prudish! You’re just trying to goad me into letting you get your hands on my perfect body.” 
 
    “Well, yes.” 
 
    I snorted. 
 
    “I dream about your breasts, Leah.” 
 
    “They’re just breasts, Quinn!” I said, exasperated as I swung the chair around to face the computer again. 
 
    “No, hon, I have breasts that are just breasts. And they’re pretty good ones. But yours are like something sculpted by Michelangelo in how perfect they are.” 
 
    “I’ve seen his sculptures. His women had smaller boobs than me.” 
 
    “You’re right. Maybe as sculpted by the finest Hollywood plastic surgeon.” 
 
    “My boobs are real.” 
 
    “So you say. I haven’t been able to judge that. I only had the one brief glimpse and no opportunity to examine them closely or touch them." 
 
    "And you won’t!” 
 
    I went back to my game and she went back to her room. I have to admit it was kind of flattering. I mean, that was a weird thing I’d recognized about myself. It made me uncomfortable when guys flattered me, when they talked about how hot and sexy I was. Because I figured it was just them trying to get into my pants. 
 
    But when they talked that way online it was different because they had no way of getting into my pants. Also, I didn’t think Quinn was lying in her appreciation of my uh, assets. Her reaction when I’d come out of the bathroom naked – and she’d gotten home unexpectedly early – was kind of, well, like very obviously real. Like, her jaw dropped and she went like “Wow!” even as I ducked into my room. 
 
    And then she’d come to my door and said, “You are so amazingly lucky!” 
 
    And I was like, wot? 
 
    Yes, I was aware my body was pretty good, my breasts in particular. No, they’re not huge, but… a good size and a good shape. But I’d never had that sort of reaction from a girl before. Mind you, I rarely showed my bare boobs to girls. Or guys, for that matter. 
 
    Kind of a waste, I guess. 
 
    In the meantime, the screen talk was all about me and cocks, and I played along and kind of dismissively mentioned how I can deep throat and that I practiced on that. Which didn’t have the response I had hoped. Everyone wanted to see me practicing on it, or alternatively, shoving it up my pussy. 
 
    I ignored the comments for a time to play the game. But then someone posted a screencap and I was like, ‘shit’, because that just inspired more comments from more recent arrivals. And they were saying I couldn’t even get my lips around the thing, which I said I could. Finally, I just shut it down and off and went to my door to glare out at wherever Quinn was. 
 
    I went out and found her in the living room. 
 
    “You are annoying.” 
 
    She looked up from her book and raised her pink-tinted eyebrows. 
 
    “I am?” 
 
    “All everyone wants to talk about is that big cock now.” 
 
    “Well, they are guys, dear. Anyway, they were already sexually harassing you. What’s different?” 
 
    “Because now all of them are!” 
 
    “So you came to see me so I can do it instead?” she asked with a smile. “I’ll be much gentler.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes and went back to my bedroom. 
 
    “I bet you get a lot more viewers now!” she called after me. 
 
    I only had a few ‘regular’ viewers, that is, guys who clicked me on their board so they’d see whenever I played. But sure enough, dozens more signed on that day. Which shows you how desperate guys are. But it also started me thinking a little about that monetization bit. I wasn’t going to play in a bikini or anything, but I could wear something a little more … well, form-fitting, I supposed. 
 
    Like I said, I kind of liked being flattered online. I kind of liked guys thinking I was hot and telling me so. Online. I hadn’t really done anything much to play up to that, so far, other than respond in a kind of taunting fashion to some of the comments, but I could wear something more revealing without even being very revealing. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was standing in my closet door, examining my pitiful wardrobe for anything remotely sexy when Quinn showed up. I was holding a short, tight dress in my hand, one of the ones I wore when going clubbing. 
 
    “No, no, no, dear. That’s not what you want to wear,” she said as I scowled at her and quickly hung it up again. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You have to go with your image, sweetie. Your image is of a scrumptious cutey nerd.” 
 
    “I’m not a nerd!” I said indignantly. 
 
    “You spend a lot of time playing video games. Ipso facto, honey. You don’t want to try and wear some kind of sexy cocktail dress or show off a lot of cleavage. That would be out of character for you.” 
 
    “I thought you wanted me to be out of character for more viewers?” 
 
    “Yes, but in the right way, not just showing the girls to everyone.” 
 
    “There’s no nudity on Twitch,” I said with a scowl. “And I wasn’t considering doing that anyway!” 
 
    “Of course not. I think that rather than compete with other girls showing a lot of cleavage you should go with the image you already have. Wear something sporty. Like a pair of sweatpants, but nice, low-riding ones. And then a midriff top to show off your gorgeous stomach.” 
 
    “I have a gorgeous stomach now?” 
 
    “I liked it when I saw it. And I’ve seen it a few times.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. 
 
    “A nice, firm, hardbody midriff is very sexy,” she said. “As long as it’s not too hard.” 
 
    Her hand came up and caressed my stomach and I scowled at her and pushed it back. 
 
    “Be sexy in a different way than the cliché,” she said. 
 
    Which kind of made sense and meant I wouldn’t have to wear a top with half my boobs exposed. And I liked the idea of that. But I hadn’t really even decided if I wanted to encourage more people to follow me. I mean, could I really make much?  
 
    “Why would guys want to watch me as opposed to one of those sexy blondes with the big tits,” I said. 
 
    “Given that you can’t show nudity, what you need to do is grab their imagination. Please them. Titillate them. That word does not mean, by the way, showing them your tits. You want to get their imagination worked up. And there are a number of ways you can do that.” 
 
    Her eyes widened suddenly as if she thought of something and she said “oh.” 
 
    She disappeared, hurrying into her bedroom, and came back with a small faux leather choker. 
 
    “Put this on, with a reasonably tight tank top.” 
 
    I looked at it doubtfully, then rolled my eyes. Because it had a little tin plate on the front which said in quite legible black letters “Slave”. 
 
    “Seriously?” 
 
    She shrugged. “It was a present.” 
 
    “What does ‘slave’ got to do with anything?” 
 
    “It’s a tease, honey. Especially in combination with a tease about some strange woman behind you. A woman who will never be seen but who might wander by every now and then to run her fingers through your hair.” 
 
    “Forget it!” 
 
    Do you care what these people think of you? I mean they all want to tie you up and gang-bang you. And they don’t even live in the city. Why would you care if they think you’re some kind of a lesbian?” 
 
    “It’s not the lesbian part that bothers me.” 
 
    She smiled softly and let her fingers brush the bangs back from my forehead. 
 
    “I’ve heard girls talk about the incredible relaxation and freedom they have when they’re tied up and have no decisions to make but can just lay there and experience the pleasure their partner gives them,” she said in a soft, purring voice. “They say it relaxes their inhibitions and gives them the most incredible orgasms.” 
 
    I felt a dark little jolt of emotion at her words. Because the truth was the most excitement I had ever had with sex was when a former boyfriend had tied me to the bed. I had felt this wild charge of breathless heat at being completely at his mercy. 
 
    Unfortunately, he’d been way too gentle and hadn’t really manhandled me the way he could have, the way I would have preferred him to. So the idea of letting Quinn tie me up and do things to me was thus kind of intriguing and wicked. But she was so delicately built and petite that she was the complete opposite of what I wanted. So much so that I couldn’t help smiling. 
 
    “Quinn, no offense, but I don’t think you could be a mistress to me. I mean, you’re not exactly scary.” 
 
    Her eyes widened and she smiled. “Do you think someone has to be violent and yell a lot to be scary? Maybe I’m a quiet little psychopath who could do unspeakable things to your lovely body while I have you tied up at my mercy.” 
 
    “I’m not worried,” I said confidently. 
 
    She gave me a knowing look and then held up the choker. “Put it on. See how you look in the mirror.” 
 
    I shrugged and slipped the choker around my neck. She went behind me and buckled it for me. Then I turned to the mirror. 
 
    “I don’t think you’ll get much interest with that top you’re wearing,” she said. 
 
    She left the room again and returned with a black suede halter. 
 
    “Take your top off and put this on.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” I said. “Besides, if it’s yours it’ll be too small.” 
 
    She grinned. “That’s the point, darling.” 
 
    “I thought you said I should show a bunch of cleavage.” 
 
    “This won’t. This will just tease. Trust me. “ 
 
    “Okay, I’ll try it on.” 
 
    We stared at each other for several seconds. 
 
    “After you leave my bedroom.” 
 
    She grinned broadly. “Are you afraid I’ll see you topless and lose control and attack you?” 
 
    I snorted disdainfully. And I thought, what the hell. I was feeling this weird little simmering sense of confused heat anyway. What did it matter if she saw my breasts again? She’d seen them before. And she was a girl, and it wasn’t like I hadn’t been looked at lustfully before many, many times. 
 
    I peeled the rugby top up and off, feeling my face flush a bit as she kind of propped herself against the wall and crossed her arms to smile at me. I felt the urge to turn my back to her, but at the same time didn’t want to come across like some silly, self-conscious little virgin or something. 
 
    I reached behind and undid my bra then peeled it up and off. 
 
    Quinn didn’t move, but her smile grew wider as I felt a flush come to my cheeks. I quickly put my arms through the armholes of the halter and pulled it tight, trying to close it in front. It tied together with the laces, though, so that took a minute. 
 
    At the end, there was a gap about an inch wide between the two sides of the halter, but the laces partially covered that. It didn’t look that bad in the mirror. Kind of sexy in fact. But there was a problem in that the armholes were kind of big. 
 
    “Don’t worry, side boob is super sexy. It’s the ultimate tease,” she said. “And they won’t be seeing it most of the time anyway. Only if you turn to one side or the other.” 
 
    Her hands went to the clasp of my jeans and popped it and I quickly grabbed her wrists. 
 
    “What are you doing!?” 
 
    “Just helping you. You are going to put on a pair of low-riding sweatpants or something, right?” 
 
    “I think I can take my pants off myself, thanks.” 
 
    She grinned cheekily and stepped back. 
 
    It felt weird and sexual and more than a little hot to expose my breast to her. And so I slipped my jeans down, acting as casual as could be in my thong. I didn’t have black sweatpants but I had a pair of black drawstring pants which would do, which I could pull low on my hips. 
 
    Quinn shook her head and licked her lips and waggled her eyebrows. 
 
    “That is so sexy,” she said, looking at all the bare skin between the waistband and the halter. 
 
    Then she left the room, returning with black leather wristbands. 
 
    “These will accentuate your bare arms,” she said. 
 
    I put them on without hardly even looking at them. I’d seen tough girls wearing leather wristbands before, after all. And I sort of, kind of considered myself to be a tough girl. At least I wanted to be. I certainly didn’t want to be a nerd! Nerds weren’t sexy! 
 
    “I don’t know if this is the right image for playing video games,” I said doubtfully, looking at myself in the mirror. 
 
    “Well, naked would be better, but you said that’s not allowed.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes at her. 
 
    “Quinn, no offense, but what makes you think you know how to turn on guys?” 
 
    “I know how to turn on people, my sweet. I know how to pose the body, to cock the head, to widen the eyes, to moisten the lips. I know how to use what I’ve got to intrigue and interest. You should by now too except you’ve told yourself that you’re above that sort of thing. But all that means is you have to wait for a guy to approach you rather than you selecting the guy you want.” 
 
    “I do not just -- .” 
 
    “Come here and let me show you something,” she said. 
 
    I scowled and followed her to her room. She had a lot of plants here, including several large hanging pots. She pulled over a chair and got up next to one. 
 
    “Give me a hand with this.” 
 
    I shrugged and went over, reaching up to grip the pot. 
 
    “No, take hold of the supports higher up,” she said. 
 
    I raised my hands up, trying to see past all the leafy tendrils spilling over the edge of the pot and she did something there which I couldn’t see, then removed the hook from a ring set in the ceiling and stepped down with it in her hands. 
 
    Only when I tried to lower my arms I found I couldn’t! The leather bands around my wrists had little metal rings and she’d attached them to a clip of some kind she’d put in the overhead ring. 
 
    “What the – Quinn!” I exclaimed. 
 
    She was giggling madly as she walked away and put the pot down, while I stared up at my wrists and tugged against the ring set in the ceiling. 
 
    “Are you crazy?” I demanded. 
 
    “A little,” she replied with a satisfied grin. “But I thought I’d show you what direct meant. This is direct.” 
 
    I scowled but felt my pulse racing. I wasn’t worried or anything. But this was definitely something… sexual. Especially in light of the things she’d been saying, and her very clear and obvious interest in me. 
 
    “Untie me,” I ordered. 
 
    She let her eyes widen as if in astonishment. “You’re not tied up. Besides, are you afraid of little me?” 
 
    “Of course not.” 
 
    She sauntered forward and then let her fingers caress my abdomen, then slide up along my belly. 
 
    “Are you worried I’ll turn you into a lesbian?” she teased. 
 
    “Don’t be an idiot,” I replied. 
 
    “Maybe you’re worried I’ll give you such intense pleasure and passion you’ll never look at guys again.” 
 
    “Quinn, you’re being weird.” 
 
    “But I am weird. I’m a nasty, lust-crazed dyke who wants to molest your lovely cis body and drive you mad with pleasure.” 
 
    “Yeah, not happening.” 
 
    “You think I can’t make you scream in pleasure?” she asked with a smile. 
 
    “Uhm, no. Now undo this.” 
 
    “How about if we make a deal? A little bet.” 
 
    “Like what?” I asked, eyes narrowing. 
 
    I was giving every indication that I was totally unimpressed by this because, well, that was what I do. But the truth was I was feeling kind of breathy, my chest tight, and I could feel my nipples tingling and hardening behind the suede halter. Something about this was turning me on. 
 
    “If I can’t make you move, you win. If I make you move, I win.” 
 
    “What do you mean by move?” 
 
    “You stay absolutely still for three minutes. Or I win.” 
 
    “And what do I win if I do?” 
 
    “I will never again try to seduce, harass or bother you or try in any way to get my hands or eyes on your lovely body.” 
 
    I looked at her doubtfully but felt a thrum of excitement rolling through my body. 
 
    “Fine, but you can’t take my clothes off.” 
 
    “Oooh, way to make it less interesting and more challenging. But I accept.” 
 
    She suddenly reached behind my head and gripped my hair, then yanked sharply as her lips came down on mine. It was a good kiss, and it got progressively better as her other hand slid up and down my side.  
 
    I had forgotten the side-boob issue, and now her small, soft hand slid up to caress the flesh which was unprotected by the halter. That was sufficiently novel and her fingers were adept enough that I could actually feel my nipples hardening and my breasts swelling at her touch. 
 
    Her lips stayed on mine, her tongue dipping and dancing as she eased her head slightly to one side, then back. Then she released my hair, her hands sliding down my back and in through the waistband of the drawstring trousers. 
 
    I felt another little jolt of emotion and heat as her hands squeezed and kneaded my bare buttocks, especially as her kiss continued. 
 
    She was an incredibly good kisser! 
 
    Her right hand slid up out of my trousers, caressing my boob again, or at least the part visible through the large armhole, then slid down my bare hip and curved in front to dip down through the front of the pants – and into my thong. 
 
    I hadn’t thought about this! 
 
    I gasped aloud, instinctively trying to pull free, and she grinned at me and pulled her lips off mine. 
 
    “Give up? Going to move?” 
 
    “I-I’m… you… no!” I sputtered. 
 
    I hadn’t said she couldn’t do this, after all, only that she couldn’t take my clothes off! And now her fingers were brushing gently up and down along the naked line of my sex as my heart pounded wildly. 
 
    She drew her hand back out and then slid two fingers into her mouth, giving me a smoky look as she sucked on them. She pulled them free, then seized my hair again and I gasped as she jerked my head to the side and leaned in to kiss and suck and chew on the nape of my neck. 
 
    Her other hand plunged down the front of my thong and I felt her slick fingers now spreading the lips of my sex and finding my clitoris. I gulped and my eyes widened as her fingers stroked very skillfully across them, and it was all I could do to keep my hips from grinding against them. 
 
    Her fingers rubbed around and around, then changed directions, before starting to rub hard and fast up and down. I felt a flood of liquid sensation come sluicing through my nervous system. It became increasingly impossible to keep still as my muscles began to spasm in response. 
 
    I’d been touched before down there by a number of guys, but never with the kind of firm, skillful expertise she was demonstrating. And believe me, there was just no comparison in the sensations. Any more than there was between touching yourself and having someone else touch you. 
 
    Long before her kiss was finished my hips were rolling and grinding against her fingers and I had lost my bet. She smirked and backed off, grinning at me as I stood there, face flushed, and licking my lips. I was unaccustomedly nervous and uncertain as sexual pressure and desire thrummed within me and didn’t understand how quickly and easily I had become this aroused. 
 
    I didn’t get this aroused! I mean, I rarely did. Only now was all I could do to keep from panting. 
 
    “I think I win,” she said. 
 
    She moved around behind me and drew my hair back, then kissed her way along the back of my neck, then up along the nape of my neck. Her hands caressed my bare ribs, then slid forward and pushed in through the sides of the halter to cup and squeeze my bare breasts, which sent a hot flush of pleasure through my chest! 
 
    “Naughty little cis girl,” she whispered as her lips moved up to suck gently on my earlobe. 
 
    “Ooo, what lovely breasts! And you’re right. They’re so very real! And so soft and yet firm!” 
 
    Her small fingers were kneading my breasts under the halter, and then her fingers rubbed and rolled my nipples as I fought to keep my breath from getting too noticeably ragged! The heat was pouring through me, and my body was fairly trembling with sexual tension! 
 
    One of her hands slid out of the halter and down my belly, caressing it gently, then pushed down the front of the trousers and thong to rub against my clitoris again. 
 
    “You know, you’re feeling kind of … wet, my sweet,” she whispered in my ear. 
 
    She pulled her other hand out of the halter and combed my hair back, then gathered it in a thick mass and jerked back sharply. 
 
    “Ahh! Quinn!” I gasped as she forced my head back. 
 
    She giggled into my ear and nibbled her way along the nape of my neck. 
 
    “You’re my prisoner now, pretty-pretty,” she teased. “I can do anything to your lovely body!” 
 
    She released my hair and pulled her hand out of my pants as she moved around in front of me. I tried to glower at her but had difficulty meeting her eyes. I felt… embarrassed, but not so much about her touching me as about her … defeating me, if you will. I was a very competitive person, usually, and she’d definitely won this. 
 
    She undid the drawstring of my pants, then yanked pants and thong down with one firm yank while dropping to her knees in front of me. 
 
    “Quinn!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Her lips were already at my sex, her hands on my hips as her tongue whipped up and down along the line of my pussy. Then her thumbs spread me open, and her tongue began to work on my clitoris. It took seconds for my mind to melt after that. 
 
    Guys had licked me before, but almost like it was a brief, necessary chore they thought they had to get out of the way before the real action they wanted to take. They weren’t good at it, hadn’t had much experience at it, and had very little interest in it. And it showed. 
 
    Needless to say, none of that was the case with Quinn. 
 
    My determination to make her think this was no big deal to me was hammered by the raw heat which swept through my body and the intensity of the sensations which rapidly followed.  
 
    Holy shit, it felt good! God! Fuck! Shit! 
 
    I felt the passion closing in around my mind like a drug, like a narcotic, and even as she yanked my pants and thong down the rest of the way and pulled them off I couldn’t even bring myself to put up a pretense of resistance. She spread my legs and I felt two small fingers penetrating me, sliding up inside, then rubbing rapidly along the front wall of my sex as she licked me. 
 
    My breath came faster and faster. My face, my head, my whole body felt as if it was pulsing with heat as her lips closed on my clitoris and began to suck in a strong, rhythmic way. That ended with her tongue sweeping rapidly up and down, resting on her lower lip to make the contact stronger. 
 
    I realized I was on the edge of a powerful orgasm, and moaned low in my throat, my hips grinding against her mouth and fingers as the heat cooked my mind. 
 
    Suddenly she stood up, grinning at me, sliding her fingers into her mouth and sucking on them as she gave me a flirty look. She reached for the laces down the front of the halter and undid them, pulling it wide to expose my breasts. 
 
    “Such lovely breasts,” she said in her girlish voice. 
 
    She caught my very stiff pink nipples between thumbs and forefingers, rolling and caressing them, then tightened her grip, pinching them so they ached before pulling up and forward. 
 
    I gasped, my back arching as my nipples burned. 
 
    “Are you going to be my little sex slave, Leah?” 
 
    “N-No way!” I gasped. 
 
    She smirked, then released my nipples. She turned away and moved behind me and gripped my hair, jerking my head roughly back so I cried out in pain. 
 
    “You will submit to me, little girl,” she purred. 
 
    She had a knife in her other hand and held it against my throat just long enough for me to feel a sharp rush of fear. Then she eased it back and sliced through the vest at the shoulder so it fell off at that side. She did the same on the other side, and suddenly I was standing there completely naked with my wrists locked above my head! 
 
    “I never really liked that vest anyway,” she said. 
 
    She put the knife down and stood back, her eyes running up and down my now naked body.  
 
    I gulped, my heart hammering. Because I WAS naked now, naked and tied up and helpless before her, my wrists still bound above my head as she examined me. 
 
    “I should get some pictures of this,” she said. 
 
    “Don’t you dare!” 
 
    She smirked, then moved forward, her hands cupping, then caressing my breasts. She squeezed them and leaned in to suck and lick at each nipple in turn until they were both throbbing and burning. She licked and nibbled her way back down my belly and abdomen and then began to suck and lick at my clitoris once again. 
 
    It didn’t take more than a few seconds before my hips were grinding helplessly against her once again and heat and passion swept through me. 
 
    She paused and looked up my body. 
 
    “Would you like to come, little slut?” 
 
    I moaned weakly but didn’t answer. She smirked and stood up, pinching my nipples, then turned me around and slapped my bottom sharply. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Answer me, slut!” she barked. 
 
    “Ow! Quinn!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “That’s not how you address your mistress,” she said sternly. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ow! Quit it!” 
 
    “You will address me as… mistress.” 
 
    “In your dreams!” I exclaimed. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Yes,” she said in a purring voice. 
 
    She reached a hand around my hip, letting it slide down until her middle fingers were pressing against my wet pussy. The heel of her hand forced my hips back as her fingers began to rub against me. 
 
    I moaned again, my eyes nearly closing, my breathing becoming more ragged. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    Her other hand slapped my butt sharply. 
 
    “Ow! That hurts!” 
 
    My voice sounded whiny! Which made my mind squirm self-consciously. 
 
    “It’s supposed to, little slut. Pain teaches obedience to your mistress.” 
 
    “You’re not my mistress!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “I will be.” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Slut!” 
 
    “Bitch!” I gasped. 
 
    “Ha!” 
 
    Crack! Crack! Crack! 
 
    “Ow! Quinn!” 
 
    She moved around in front of me again and dropped back to her knees and I soon forgot the stinging blows on my buttocks as my hips began to roll excitedly against her tongue and fingers. But she stopped again, and I cursed weakly as she rose up before me, rolling my nipples, plucking at them, smirking at me. 
 
    “Would you like to come, little slut?” 
 
    “Y-Yes!” I moaned. 
 
    She smiled. Her fingers lightly plucking at my nipples. 
 
    “Say yes… mistress.” 
 
    “No!” I gulped. 
 
    “Mistress is going to have to punish you, little slave girl,” she said with a frown. 
 
    “I’m not your slave girl, perve!” I gulped. 
 
    I felt a strange, twisty kind of thrill at saying that, at… taunting her. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “You will be!” 
 
    “Dyke!” I said. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    She smiled and then turned away. She went to one of her dressers and pulled out a drawer. She turned back, a long, thick dildo in her hand. It wasn’t the one she’d shown earlier but it was certainly large. I gulped as she smirked at me and came closer. 
 
    “See what I have for my little baby girl?” she cooed. 
 
    She flicked a switch on the base, and it started to buzz, which made my eyes widen as I realized it was more than just a dildo. It was a vibrator. 
 
    She smiled and moved around behind me. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ow! Bitch!” 
 
    “That’s not being properly respectful,” she said. 
 
    I felt the thing thrust between my thighs, felt the head rubbing up and down along my overheated and rapidly moistening sex.  
 
    “Does my little baby girl want to feel something big and hard going up into her deliciously sexy body?” she purred. 
 
    She angled the head up and I felt my pulse racing as it found my clitoris, then rubbed slowly up and down. 
 
    “Does that feel good?” she cooed, kissing my shoulder and the nape of my neck. 
 
    It felt incredible! I fought to control my breathing as my heart pounded. Almost all my attention was on the feel of the thing rubbing back and forth against my pussy.  
 
    “Push your hips back,” she said. 
 
    I did, almost without thinking. 
 
    “Further, slut!” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    I gulped in air and pushed my buttocks back more. 
 
    “Spread your legs.” 
 
    I shifted my legs wider apart, even though it meant rising onto the balls of my heels! 
 
    I felt the head pressing harder as it moved slowly up and down along the line of my sex, pressing hard enough to spread me open so it could buzz and vibrate directly against the soft, glistening pink flesh within!  
 
    “Tell me you want this inside you,” she whispered. 
 
    I felt the thing angling upward, dipping lightly into the mouth of my sex, then easing back, then doing it again and again. 
 
    “Would you like me to fuck you, little Leah?” she purred. 
 
    “Yes!” I gasped. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ahh!” 
 
    “Say yes, please.” 
 
    The thing dipped in a bit more, then eased back, then dipped in and eased back. 
 
    “Yes, please!” I gasped. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ow! Fuck! I said please!” 
 
    She giggled. 
 
    “Say yes please… mistress,” she breathed. 
 
    “No way!” 
 
    “Why? It’s a little thing? A sexy thing. An erotic little plaything. We’re playing a game, aren’t we? A game where you’re my… sex slave!” 
 
    She put her mouth right against my ear to almost breathe out those words! And all the while she was dipping the head of the buzzing vibrator in and out of the mouth of my pussy. I was getting wetter and hotter by the second as she gripped my hair and pulled it sharply up and back! The pull on my scalp stung and I cried out even as she leaned in to kiss and suck and chew lightly on the nape of my neck. 
 
    “Say it,” she whispered. “Say please fuck me, Mistress.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Mistress,” I moaned. 
 
    She laughed softly, then released my hair. But then pulled the vibrator away at the same time. 
 
    “Don’t move,” she said sternly. 
 
     A moment later she gripped my hair again and then jerked back sharply. Of course, it hurt, but that was okay. It always hurt at first when guys did it too.  She pulled back sharply, and my mouth opened as I made a pain sound. Then she pushed something against it. Something which put enough pressure against my teeth to instinctively cause them to widen. It pushed into my mouth, something round which filled my mouth and pressed my tongue down even as it pushed up against the roof of my mouth. She quickly drew two thin straps across my cheeks and around behind my head and fastened them together before using her slim fingers to pry my hair out from underneath. 
 
    “If you’re not going to speak respectfully, little slave girl, then you’re not going to speak at all.” 
 
    The way she had positioned me was near one of the dressers and I could see myself there, my arms stretched up, skin taut across the flesh of my breasts, and now a round red ball mostly but not entirely in my mouth. I recognized it of course from the occasional picture or video I’d seen on the Internet. It was a ball gag! 
 
    I looked astonishingly hot with the choker around my neck and the ball gag in my mouth and her hands caressing my breasts as she peeked over my shoulder. And the gag, well, it just made things seem and feel more… more real! It made it seem so serious and edgy and hot! 
 
    “Dirty little girl,” she purred as her hand slid slowly down my body. “I know what you want, slut.” 
 
    Her fingers found my clitoris and began to rub, and I moaned around the gag as I stared at myself in the mirror. 
 
    Sexual electricity crackled up and down my body I couldn’t help grinding my hips forward as she chewed lightly on the back of my neck. 
 
    “Sex slave,” she whispered. 
 
    She moved back to the dresser and took out another pair of studded leather bands. Then she knelt behind me and placed them around my ankles. She reached behind the dresser and took out a kind of iron bar which she was able to extend by turning a little screw. She placed it low and hooked either end to the bands around my ankles, forcing my legs wide. 
 
    She grinned at me as she played the tip of the vibrator across my breasts and nipples, the vibrations making my nipples tingle wildly. 
 
    “You’re my prisoner now, little sex slave,” she whispered. “You’re completely at my mercy, Leah. I can do anything I want to your lovely body. Anything!” 
 
    She had the vibrator in hand again and was rubbing the head up and down the slick mound of my sex, dipping it in and out, teasing me, taunting me! 
 
    “You know you want to be my little sex slave,” she whispered in my ear. 
 
    I was grinding my hips against it with growing desperation, and she laughed and pulled it back, making me curse and moan around the gag. 
 
    She put the vibrator down and went back to the drawer. She did something there with her back to me, and I couldn’t turn around because of how I’d been tied, but she returned to me, standing behind me again. Her left hand curved across my left hip, her fingers stretching down, down until they could spread the lips of my sex. 
 
    The heel of her hand pushed in against my pubic bone again, forcing me back a little bit, pushing my bottom out. Then I felt something else rubbing back and forth, back and forth over the sensitive flesh down there. It felt much larger and cooler than her fingers, or even the vibrator and I moaned as it pushed slowly against my opening, knowing it must be the big dildo she’d shown earlier. 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you now, baby,” she purred. “I’m going to fuck your tight little pussy with my big man-cock! I’m going to ram it up into you until you scream with pleasure!” 
 
    I stared at myself in the mirror and could see it as she angled it upward. She rolled her hips in and out, then pushed, slowly working just the head into me, mostly, and then slowly drawing it in and out, taunting and teasing and tormenting me as my body practically trembled with heat, passion, and hunger. 
 
    “Slut,” she taunted. “You know you want this big cock deep inside you, nasty het girl!” 
 
    I did! I stared at it excitedly, panting for breath as the woman rubbed the soft, rubbery head up and down, up and down against my sex. I saw the angle shifting and felt the pressure grow, saw the head push-up to disappear between the tight, clutching lips of my sex. I loved how it stretched me, how I ached so deliciously! 
 
    “I’m going to fuck you with my big hard cock, slave girl,” Quinn said softly. 
 
    She gripped my hair and yanked sharply, then nibbled on my ear. “And you’re going to come like a whore,” she growled. 
 
    I groaned as the thick cock slowly pushed deeper, higher, as the girl pumped it in and out, occasionally slapping my bottom, reaching around to fondle my breasts, or lightly caressing my swollen little button with her fingers. 
 
    The dildo pushed achingly deep, and Quinn continued to pump it slowly in and out, pushing it, forcing it deeper, ignoring my gasps and moans of pain as it felt like it was grinding against the back wall of my sex. There were thin straps attached to the base, which I had not noted before. Now the pink-haired girl drew two of them up diagonally across my abdomen over my hips to fasten behind my back. The third pulled up between my buttocks and was tugged firmly in place to hold the dildo where it was. 
 
    I was practically trembling with the sexual pressure, my body fairly radiating heat as the slender girl fondled my breasts and kissed her way lightly down my spine. She straightened again and pulled slowly back on my hair. 
 
     With my legs spread apart, Quinn was almost as tall as I was now, and chewed lightly along the nape of my neck as she gripped my hair and tugged it just enough to make me wince at the sting to my scalp. 
 
    “Sex slave,” she purred. 
 
    She picked up the vibrator again and turned it on then reached around my hip and brought the rounded, nose down against my clitoris. I shuddered as the vibrations made me squirm, my muscles spasming and nerve endings crackling wildly with sensation. 
 
    Quinn pulled it away and I felt her fingers against the buckle of the choker around my neck,  undoing it. She held it in her hand as she reached across my hip and her fingers slid down to lightly brush my clitoris. 
 
    The fingers rubbed harder and faster, harder, and faster and I felt the sensations growing rapidly, intensifying, and suddenly Quinn jerked on the end of the choker to tighten it sharply around my throat. I gurgled, feeling like my eyes were bulging as the choker did exactly as its name would suggest. 
 
    Sensation flooded my mind from down where she was rubbing so hard against my clit and my hips began to buck uncontrollably as the orgasm screamed up through my nervous system. My mouth opened wide in a scream of pleasure. A silent scream since I couldn’t breathe. My entire body seemed to be wracked with convulsions as I twisted and writhed, arched my back, and bucked my hips violently. 
 
    The orgasm tore through me like a hurricane even as I became lightheaded from lack of air and my chest burned. I needed to breath, but… honestly, that was almost an afterthought. My mind was too intoxicated with pleasure to really care. 
 
    “Sex slave,” Quinn purred into my ear. 
 
    She eased the pressure on the choker, and I sucked in a deep, ragged breath of air and then cried it out again, then again and again as I trembled and shook through the most powerful orgasms I’d ever felt. 
 
    “Sex slave!” Quinn whispered teasingly, chewing on my earlobe. 
 
    Her fingers rubbed furiously against my clitoris. The orgasm went on and on, longer than I could ever remember. Even as my cries of pleasure began to fade Quinn yanked on the choker again to tighten it around my throat. 
 
    “As your mistress, I get to say when you breathe and when you don’t. As well as whether you feel pleasure or pain… Slave girl.” 
 
    She bit lightly on the back of my neck, then on the side of my throat. “Sex slave!” 
 
    My hips were still jerking convulsively, and I felt lightheaded once again, gasping helplessly for breath. 
 
    “You’re my little slut now, slave girl,” Quinn said in a sweet, happy voice. 
 
    She opened the choker and removed it, and I drew in deep, shuddering breaths of air. I was feeling dazed, and my body continued to twitch and tremble. Only the pull of the restraints holding my wrists in place kept me from sinking to my knees. 
 
    “Now wasn’t that a lovely little orgasm?” Quinn said happily. 
 
    She moved around in front of me, a perky little smile on her face. 
 
    “You have such a gorgeous, sexy body,” she said admiringly, sliding her hands up over my breasts and softly squeezing them. “I love your breasts.” 
 
    She took the center of my left breast into her mouth. Her right hand slid down my belly and her fingers pressed against the base of the big dildo she’d shoved inside me. I grunted as I felt the nose somehow forced even deeper, the aching sharpening inside me. 
 
    “Such a big cock inside you,” she said in a coy, awed little voice. 
 
    She reached down and tightened the strap to hold it there then closed her mouth on the center of my right breast, her lips pursed, sucking rhythmically as they spread wider then narrowed. Her tongue circled my nipple and swept up and down before going from side to side. I felt her teeth closing on the soft flesh of my breast and moaned into the gag as she bit a little harder. 
 
    She raised her eyes and slid her fingers through my hair as she smiled at me. 
 
    “Being a sex slave means that your mistress owns your body,” she said. “So, she gets to do anything she wants to it.” 
 
    She beamed at me and then turned away briefly. She turned back with a small alligator clip in each hand, quickly framed my very stiff, hard nipples between the teeth, and then let them snap closed. I squealed in pain as my nipples were abruptly pinched very sharply, the pain burning through me as she giggled in amusement. 
 
    For the first time, I felt this odd sense of wariness and even a little fear that she might actually be a bit crazy. Normally that wouldn’t have bothered me a lot, but given my current helpless state, it made me a little anxious. I mean she was acting as if I was her sex slave, which was nutty if it wasn’t just a game. Of course, if it was a game, and I was pretty sure it was, it was a thrilling, wickedly exciting game! 
 
    I was pretty sure it was a game to her, just playing, pretty sure. 
 
    She hummed softly to herself as she hooked a little chain to each of the clips and then drew them up to the sides of the ball filling my mouth, attaching them to the straps. 
 
    “There,” she said happily. “Just a little added sense of excitement for you, little slave girl.” 
 
    She gathered in my hair behind my head and pulled my head slowly back. Of course, now that the ball gag thing was attached to the clips biting into my nipples this tugged sharply on my nipples and I gasped in pain. 
 
    She giggled and released my hair then dropped to her knees in front of me as her tongue began to lick across my clitoris like a lazy cat. 
 
    The sharpness of the pain in my nipples faded into a dull throbbing as I looked down at her. The sensations coming from between my legs began to grow in power as her tongue licked faster and harder. Her tongue began to sweep from side to side and then around in circles then she pressed her pursed lips against me to suck gently before licking again. 
 
    She pushed against the dildo and somehow it found still more room. Instead of the sharp pain it had before the pain was dull now as the entire dildo pushed up into my body to leave the base flat against the lips of my sex. She squealed happily. 
 
    “There you are! You’ve got all 10 inches inside you now, you, you slut!” she said in delight. 
 
    She looked up my body with a smile on her face. “I know how you slutty straight girls love big cocks jammed way up inside your pussies.” 
 
    She resumed licking, her hands caressing and kneading my buttocks then sliding up my sides and up under my breasts to squeeze and caress them. She brought her hands back down, picked up the vibrator from the floor then rolled it back and forth against my clitoris. 
 
    The vibrations made me twist and squirm in place with the intensity of the sensations that swept through me. She just giggled and ground it against me from side to side. But just when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore she stopped and resumed licking. Heat flooding through me to the extent I felt as if my bones were melting. Holy shit, she was good with her tongue! 
 
    I winced, though, as I drew my head up because that tugged on my nipples. And when I arched my back, it did the same. My nipples were soon burning, because I couldn’t keep my head still, couldn’t keep from drawing it up and back, and then something morphed within my mind, and I began to pull my head back on purpose in order to feel those sharp little jolts of sensation from my nipples. Somehow that began to excite and arouse me further despite the fact that it was a sharp ache. 
 
    Was I becoming a masochist?! I didn’t really put a lot of thought into it because my mind was drunk on pleasure and heat and hunger and passion. I ground my hips against her mouth, moaning around the ball gag as I rolled my head back to pull against my throbbing nipples. 
 
    Another orgasm tore through me and she licked harder and faster as I trembled and shook. It was another massive climax, and my head rolled back, pulling at my nipples as my back arched again and again while my hips bucked frantically against her tongue. 
 
    My nipples were on fire as the clips yanked on them but that only served to make the passion more intense as I writhed in the grip of a blast furnace, the heat scorching my mind. It was even more powerful than the first one had been, and I was literally stunned by the force of it. 
 
    When it faded away she rose quickly and reached up above me to undo the wristbands from the ring set above me. Given that my ankles were still bound, and my mind was gripped by the dazed afterglow of that phenomenal orgasm that left me a little unstable. She helped me as I sank to my knees, giggling again. 
 
    But almost immediately she moved behind me, drawing my wrist back together. I didn’t think to resist her and by the time I wondered at it she had already fastened the wristbands together. She undid the chains linked to the nipple clips from the ball gag then undid the strap and pulled the ball out of my mouth as she brushed my hair back from my forehead. 
 
    “There you are, my little slutty little slave girl,” she said. “Now you can show me what you’ve learned so far today. Your mistress wants you to service her.” 
 
    She tugged her pants down and stepped out of them then peeled her T-shirt up and off. She had no underwear and was now naked before me as she gathered in my hair and pulled my face forward against her naked sex. 
 
    “Let’s see you work your little tongue against me, sex slave,” she purred. 
 
    I was mildly doubtful about this, but still kind of shellshocked from the tremendous orgasm I’d just experienced. Besides, it would be pretty ungrateful to refuse at this point. Like I said, I’d fooled around with girls a little, but not to the stage of oral sex. Still, she’d just given me a very good lesson in what felt good down there, certainly a better lesson than any guy had ever done. 
 
    On the other hand, as I just then realized, my wrists were locked together behind my back. I could have pointed that out to her, and suggest she release them so that I could use my hands as she had. But for some reason, the thought hardly occurred to me. I wanted to be tied up. There was something darkly thrilling about it. 
 
    I gasped as she jammed my mouth in against her sex, rubbing my lips up and down against her and I awkwardly pushed my tongue out and began to lick. She reached down and used her fingers to peel the lips of her sex open then gripped the little chains attached to my nipples and tugged lightly on them so that I winced and leaned further forward. 
 
    I marveled at finding myself in this position, on my knees naked with my wrists and ankles bound, performing oral sex on a girl! I certainly wouldn’t have ever predicted it before. 
 
    She pulled over a chair and sat down, slumped down low, actually, and raised her legs to drape them across the arms as she pulled me down to resume licking. 
 
    Dirty girl,” she purred, combing her fingers through my hair. “Nasty little straight girl. Slutty little blonde girl.” 
 
    “I’m not blonde,” I whined. 
 
    “You are under that dye job,” she said. “And we all know what sluts blonde girls are.” 
 
    “Don’t be ridic --. Ah! Ow!” I yelped as she tugged on chains. 
 
    “Don’t be disrespectful to your mistress, slave girl.” 
 
    “That hurts!” I whined. 
 
    “Then show more respect for your mistress, slut.” 
 
    “I’m not a slut!” 
 
    “Would you like me to show you differently? Maybe I’ll put on a strap-on dildo and fuck you in the ass and make you come again. Would you like that?” 
 
    I shook my head uncertainly. 
 
    She smirked and then leaned over and drew the belt out of her pants before sliding it around my neck. 
 
    “What are… are you doing?” I gulped. 
 
    She put the tongue through the buckle and pulled it in tight so that the belt tightened around my neck and she could hold it like a leash. 
 
    “Back to work, slut.” 
 
    She yanked on it, and I gurgled as I was pulled down between her legs once more. I started licking, moaning as my burning nipples jammed against the edge of the seat. She tugged on the chains more, then released the clips and I gasped, first in pain, then relief as a sharp pain gave way to a dull ache and then a kind of pins and needles sensation. 
 
    She reached down with one hand and began fondling my left breast, then rolling and caressing my nipple until it throbbed wildly. I licked harder and faster at her, especially when she started tugging the belt to tighten it around my neck. 
 
    “Please your mistress, little slut, or she’s going to punish you,” she said in that sweet girly voice of hers. 
 
    Well, I wanted to please her anyway. I mean, I wanted to make her come, since she had made me come twice. I didn’t want to demonstrate just how inept and inexperienced I was at this kind of thing compared to her. Besides which, her playing with my nipples and breasts was turning me on again. Not that I hadn’t been bubbling and simmering with heat anyway with that big dildo in my pussy and the whole dark, wild kinkiness of what was going on. 
 
    God, my nipples felt so swollen and hypersensitive! I gasped and moaned every time she rolled one between her thumb and fingers. 
 
    She drew her thighs in tighter around my head, around my neck, her feet coming down on my shoulders, or at least on my back, pulling me in more firmly. 
 
    “Lick harder, slut!” she moaned. “Please your mistress, sex slave!” 
 
    This was so kinky and hot! 
 
    I licked harder and faster, and she rolled her hips up faster and began to gasp and moan in pleasure. That gave me a real sense of achievement and accomplishment. Encouraged, I worked harder still as her orgasm took her, pleased that I had paid her back to some extent. 
 
    I was also pleased that I had learned how to perform oral sex on a girl. Not that that was all that difficult given I had a certain familiarity with the equipment. 
 
    “Not bad for a beginner,” she said with a smile. “Of course, you have to learn to get better or else I’ll beat you.” 
 
    I raised my eyebrows, and she tugged the belt tighter so that I gurgled helplessly. 
 
    “Say yes mistress, little slave girl,” she said teasingly. 
 
    A stubborn part of me wanted to say no and see what she would do but given the passion and pleasure I had already experienced I was starting to get into this kinky stuff. My mind was starting to swirl and churn with the dark hunger it brought. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” I gasped. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    I was wearing a choker with the word ‘slave’ on the front, low-slung drawstring pants with elastic waistband, and a midriff-baring tank top. It was a simple, gray, sleeveless tank top that I might have worn to exercise in. It wasn’t even all that tight, and it showed no cleavage. On the other hand, it was thin enough that given I wasn’t wearing a bra it outlined my breasts pretty nicely, including the two fairly obvious little indentations of my nipples poking against the material. 
 
    I was embarrassed, at first. I was very self-conscious because believe me they noticed those nipples. There were a lot of comments about my top, my breasts, and my nipples. A number of them thought I was faking it, somehow, and there were a lot of requests for me to pull up the tank top the show them my tits. 
 
    I had to answer that unfortunately that wasn’t allowed here. 
 
    I was supposed to answer sweetly, coyly, but I was too self-conscious so all that came out was a kind of mutter of “Not allowed.” 
 
    Under Quinn’s instructions, I was also using the microphone rather than just occasionally typing things in. That made it more… I don’t know, intimate, to reply to some of those hungry sexual statements I saw scrolling up the side of the screen. It was easier to distance myself by just typing in words than saying them. Talking was more … well, I don’t know, personal. 
 
    Quinn wandered back and forth behind me occasionally, although at a distance that did not show her above the shoulders. Still, given what she was wearing, there was no doubt she was female. And she took the opportunity to stroke my head or run her fingers through my hair each time she went by. 
 
    I was too self-conscious to do this properly, though. And she became unhappy with my responses to the guys writing stuff. She took to standing off to the side with a notebook with stuff written in marker like “Talk sexier”, or “Stop frowning at them”, or “Pull your shoulders back.” 
 
    I mostly ignored her. I figured I was going far enough as it was just wearing this top. And then, when I was in a firefight, she snuck up behind me, curled her arm around the chair and my body, and shoved a vibrator down into my pants. 
 
    It wasn’t the big one thing she had used on me before. This was much smaller, and she managed to work it down inside the waistband of my thong, her fingers accompanying the slim, rounded little device until it was pressed right up and down along the narrow line of my sex, the base held in place by the waistbands of my thong and pants. 
 
    At first, I was too busy fighting to do anything about it. It was only buzzing a little, anyway. Then she stepped behind the camera and held up her little notebook again with the note that said “Leave it in. It will put you in the right mood. And if you take it out, I’m going to spank you.” 
 
    I scowled at her impatiently, but I was still in a state of confusion about our relationship. That wild, incredibly hot experience I had had with her the other evening was so intense that it was hard not to think about it for more than a few minutes at a time. I would not admit it to her, but it was certainly the most exciting, passionate, and pleasurable sexual experience of my life. 
 
    And I was fighting against myself because I wanted more of that. I was not happy about her tying me up and basically making me her bitch, of course. But the pleasure and the scalding passion, those were things I wanted to feel again. 
 
    It was just kind of damaging to my pride and dignity to have her treat me like her bitch, her sex slave. I wasn’t used to letting anyone get the better of me or boss me around. And she was this, well, artsy-fartsy little pink-haired lesbian progressive who was a head shorter than me and wouldn’t say boo to save her life. 
 
    Even though she was a little older than me I was kind of used to thinking of myself as the one in charge between us. And that certainly was not the case when it came to sex. 
 
    Anyway, since it was below the line of the desk the camera couldn’t see anything. It just kind of sat there against my soft skin buzzing away. That in itself was a little bit exciting, but I could kind of ignore it. At least at first. Just the thought of having it there though, with no one able to see it was kind of a secret little thrill, though. I mean, if these guys had any idea of what Quinn had just done, they’d all have huge erections. 
 
    That made me feel superior to them, which I liked. Because I knew what was going on and they didn’t. Smug was what I did best online, so having the vibrator there did in fact put me in the right frame of mind. As it continued to buzz away, though, I did start to feel kind of turned on. It was only resting lightly against me, but that was enough to make me start feeling more and more sensitive down there as my nerve endings quivered in response. 
 
    Naturally, I got tons of questions and insults about my sexual preferences, and about the girl they had seen. I brushed them off airily. 
 
    “What makes you think I have anything to do with girls?” I asked with a careless shrug. “Her? Oh, she’s my roommate. She’s very friendly.” 
 
    Which naturally elicited a lot of obscene remarks about how friendly Quinn was. 
 
    “The choker? Oh, that was a joke present.” 
 
    Who gave it to me? 
 
    “My roommate.” 
 
    Which excited them, of course. 
 
    Were we really ‘close’? 
 
    I shrugged. “We live in the same apartment. We agree on some things and disagree on other things. I like guys more than she does, for one thing.” 
 
    Which was certainly true enough. 
 
    Show us your tits! 
 
    That one got repeated dozens of times. 
 
    “Gee, sorry. Against the rules on this site.” 
 
    God, what a bunch of horny bastards they were! 
 
    Quinn moved beside the desk again and held out her notebook. It said, “Stand up and lean forward as if you’re adjusting something so the camera gets a nice shot of your bare belly, and then your boobs pushing against the top.” 
 
    I scowled at her and shook my head. She narrowed her eyes and then went away, only to return with a belt in her hand. She doubled it up and slapped it lightly against the palm of her other hand, giving me the hairy eyeball. I snorted in amusement. She wasn’t going to do anything to me I didn’t let her do. And I wasn’t about to let her hit me with the belt, even on my butt. 
 
    I considered doing it after a bit more time, though. I was getting horny as I sat there with these guys salivating after me and the vibrator buzzing away down between my legs. I even reached down into my pants – below the table – and adjusted the vibrator so it was pushing against me more firmly. 
 
    That soon started getting awfully distracting, though. My nipples were getting harder and my body hotter and my mind was finding it more difficult to focus on the game. 
 
    “Nope. Can’t show you my boobs. Sorry. Besides, you couldn’t take it. They’re too perfect,” I said, taunting them. “You’d be ruined for watching porn because all you could think of was how ugly their boobs were compared to mine.” 
 
    Then someone asked me what my onlyfans account was and I laughed. “I haven’t got one. Sorry.” 
 
    I squirmed a little in my seat and let my back arch a bit more to press my breasts more firmly against the thin tank top. Then I lost myself to the game for a few minutes, hardly paying attention to what people were writing. I was starting to sweat, though, and my chest was getting tight. The vibrator along with kind of showing myself off and all these guys wanting me was turning me on more and more. 
 
    Finally, I signed off by saying “I gotta go for a few hours. My boyfriend is coming over and he’ll take a while to… uhm… greet.” 
 
    That brought an inevitable flood of obscene remarks, and I turned it off with a satisfied smirk. 
 
    “You should really do what I tell you. You are my sex slave, after all,” Quinn said with a pout. 
 
    I snorted at her. “I can spank you if you want.” 
 
    She raised her eyebrows. “Why would I want that? You’re the sex slave. I’m the mistress.” 
 
    “If you say so. Suppose I make myself the mistress?” 
 
    “You don’t want to be the mistress, though,” she said. “You like being tied up.” 
 
    The thing was… she was right. So, all I could do was sniff disdainfully and pretend it was otherwise. I mean, you’d have to be some kind of pervert to want to be tied up, after all. So clearly, I couldn’t admit to that. 
 
    But that created the problem of how I could get her to tie me up! The first time she’d caught me unawares. I wasn’t sure how I could arrange for a similar incident to happen where I could at least pretend that it was all her doing and not mine. But that was what I wanted to do. 
 
    I slipped the vibrator out of my thong and examined it. It was really the size of a magic marker, maybe smaller. But I guessed if you held it directly against your clit and kind of rubbed it back and forth it would have a stronger effect. 
 
    “How many freaking vibrators do you have anyway, you little perv?” I asked. 
 
    She plucked it out of my fingers with a smile. “As many as I need,” she said airily. 
 
    “And how many do you need?” 
 
    “That depends.” 
 
    “On what?” 
 
    “On how many cis girls I seduce.” 
 
    I went back to my room with a sniff and peeled the tank top up and off. I did not bother to close the door behind me. I slipped the drawstring trousers down and stepped out of them, wondering if she’d follow me in. I was in no hurry to get dressed, giving her plenty of opportunity to come up with an excuse to follow me and maybe figure out how to get her to ‘make me’ do stuff. 
 
    Well, she didn’t follow, to my disappointment, so I put on a bra and then a pair of sweatpants, and then the same tank top. It didn’t have the same effect with the bra underneath, though but I still didn’t look bad in it. And if she was that impressed with my bare midriff, well, why not tease her the way I had the guys online? 
 
    I tugged the sweatpants lower, smirked at myself in the mirror, then went back out front. I had no sooner emerged from my bedroom when she appeared from the kitchen holding an actual camera. She held it up and snapped the picture before I could raise my hand to block my face like I usually did. 
 
    “You know, every phone has a camera now,” I said. 
 
    “Not like this,” she said. “And I like to take pictures of pretty things.” 
 
    I flushed a little and made a face like, you know, like yeah sure. 
 
    “I’d love to take some pictures of you,” she said. 
 
    “Yeah, I bet. Let me guess, with no clothes on?” 
 
    She smiled. “Well, those too. But not just those. You’re very photogenic.” 
 
    I shrugged. 
 
    She pulled a chair away from the wall and turned around to face me. 
 
    “Here, sit here for a minute.” 
 
    “Quinn,” I groaned. 
 
    “Just for a minute,” she said, taking my arm and guiding me over to the chair. 
 
    I wasn’t sure what she had in mind but was still feeling a simmering heat so was willing to let her see if she could persuade me into taking my clothes off to get sexier pictures. It wasn’t going to work, of course. I wanted to have more kinky sex but not dirty pictures of myself! 
 
    I slumped on the chair and looked up at her. 
 
    “Didn’t your mother ever teach you about posture?” she said. 
 
    “No, she only told me not to let boys see what’s under my skirt.” 
 
    She moved behind the chair and gripped a thin tendril of hair, tugging it up. I yelped and grabbed at her wrist but the pull did make me sit up straight before she released my hair. 
 
    “Just sit straight like you are taking a picture for your passport,” she said. 
 
    “How would I know how you sit for a passport? I don’t have a passport.” 
 
    “Honestly, you’re so provincial.” 
 
    “What’s that mean?” 
 
    “You’ve never been abroad?” 
 
    “People say I’m already a broad.” 
 
    “Oh, ha-ha. You know what I mean. You’ve never been overseas or anything?” 
 
    “That takes money I don’t have.” 
 
    “Well, the next time I go maybe I’ll bring you with me. I wouldn’t want my sex slave to stay home alone, after all.” 
 
    “I’m not your sex slave, little pixie girl.” 
 
    She smiled and put my hands on the arms of the chair. 
 
    “Tilt your head up just a bit.” 
 
    I gave her a world-weary look but raised my chin and she snapped a couple of pictures. 
 
    “Hmm. That looks too posed.” 
 
    “Well, duh. You posed me.” 
 
    “Just let your arms drop down along your sides.” 
 
    It was a narrow chair, so dropping my arms down dropped them down past the arms of the chair. She brushed my bangs back a bit then very smoothly reached down next to the rear right leg of the chair and pulled up the cord that she had attached at some point, quickly wrapping it around my wrist while grabbing my left and holding it in place. 
 
    “What… hey!” I exclaimed. 
 
    She had actually caught me by surprise, though admittedly I didn’t fight too hard to get my left hand free as she quickly pulled the cord behind the chair to wrap around and bind my right down  
 
    “What are you doing now, you little perv?” I demanded. 
 
    “Anything I want. You’re my sex slave, after all.” 
 
    “I am not your – Aghh!” 
 
    She did the same as she had the other day. She pulled my hair back sharply which caused my mouth to instinctively open wide. And then she shoved that ball thing into my mouth. Again, I didn’t really resist, just gave a pretense of resistance as she put it in place and drew the strap around behind me. 
 
    “Since you refuse to speak politely and properly to your Mistress, you won’t get to speak.” 
 
    I glared at her as my chest tightened and my pulse raced, a dark thrill of anticipation sweeping through my mind and making my nipples instantly erect!  
 
    She grinned and then reached down and grabbed my ankles to lift them up and then back. And then back more. She was stronger than I had thought! With my feet up back above my head she scooped my pants and thong down, out from under me, then up my legs and off. 
 
    I pretended to struggle and when she lowered my feet again I kind of kicked out at her, though not hard. She dodged to the side with a giggle and went behind the chair. A moment later a soft strap slid around my neck and then tightened. I gasped, my eyes widening as it tightened further and pulled backward and down. 
 
    “You have to learn to obey your mistress, little slave girl. Otherwise, you get punished.”  
 
    She held the strap tight as she gently brushed my bangs back for my forehead and I gasped weakly. Then she eased it up a bit though the strap remained tight and fastened down behind the chair. She had that knife again but didn’t put it against my neck. Instead, she cut the sides of the top and peeled it away. Then she did the same to the bra which kind of outraged me. Granted, it was cheap, but still. Unlike the top, the bra belonged to me! 
 
    She drew a strap across each of my shoulders and to pin them to the back of the chair then went in front of me and lifted my ankles up and back again. In short order, she had fastened the straps around my ankles and pulled them slowly back further and further until they were actually behind my head. I slumped down some, and she drew the straps out to either side of the backrest and then pulled harder. 
 
    I groaned and gasped as my body was bent so sharply, winding up perched awkwardly on the small of my back with my pussy and butt incredibly exposed, and my ankles up past the backrest on either side. Nor was that all. 
 
    She put the clips on my nipples again, ignoring my yelps and attempts at cursing. This time she attached longer cords to them and drew them out to either side and across the backs of my thighs before pulling them around behind me. 
 
    She grinned at me and showed me another dildo or vibrator. No, I thought it must be a vibrator, for it was long and thick and round but had a kind of stem near the base. She got down on her knees and started licking me and it didn’t take very long before she was able to work that thing deep into my already well-lubricated pussy. 
 
    She did something to the base and it started to vibrate, a lot more powerfully than the little one she’d slipped into my thong earlier. It was inside me, as well as outside. That gave me that delicious sensation of penetration that I liked so much as well as the vibrations resonating up through my body. 
 
     She was humming to herself as she picked up another dildo. She put some kind of lubricant on it and then pressed the rounded head against my wrinkled little back passage. I yelped and kind of struggled against the straps in protest but she ignored me as she slowly worked the thing into my ass. 
 
    I couldn’t help but feel a sense of awe at what a little pervert she was even as she worked the phony cock deeper and deeper into my abdomen. Unlike the other one, this one had kind of a weird bulge about an inch from the base. As she pushed it against me I felt myself spreading wider and wider, achingly wide.  
 
    The head, meanwhile, was so deep inside me it was giving me cramps. Still, she pushed and the fat, round bulge pushed past my sphincter. It abruptly narrowed, leaving just an inch or so protruding. She took a little cord and tied it around the base then tied it around the base of the vibrator to keep the latter from sliding out. 
 
    “Now then, since you disobeyed your mistress, you will have to be punished like the naughty little slave girl you are,” she chided me. 
 
    The vibrator was doing wild things inside me. My whole body felt as if it was vibrating in tune, and my clitoris felt hot and swollen, and hypersensitive. And then there was that dildo also jammed up inside me. I felt so full! So deliciously, wildly full! 
 
    Humming happily to herself, she knelt next to the chair then raised her right hand and I saw she had a thin strap in it. I shook my head at her but she ignored me and brought it down across my straining buttocks with a sharp little flick of her wrist. 
 
    I yelped at the sting and she brought it down harder, then again. 
 
    “You have to learn to obey your mistress, little sex slave,” she said. 
 
    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 
 
    “How could you be a proper little sex slave if you don’t show the proper respect to your mistress?” 
 
    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 
 
    She was swinging harder and harder, and my butt was getting hotter and more tender with every blow. I moaned and wriggled in place, pulling against the straps. But there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it. And moving tugged on my nipples. All I succeeded in doing was slumping down further which tightened the strap around my throat to the point I could no longer breathe. 
 
    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 
 
    I gurgled and gasped for breath, becoming lightheaded, Black dots dancing before my eyes. 
 
    “What did I tell you about proper posture, little sex slave?” she said sternly. 
 
    She moved behind the chair and loosened the strap and I was able to gulp in ragged breaths of air. Then she moved around to the side again and picked up the strap once more. 
 
    Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack! 
 
    I moaned and trembled and jerked as the strap cut down across my bottom again and again. It hurt! My skin was on fire! Every blow sent a sharp snap of stinging pain through my body. But it was fighting through the mass of pulsing, thrumming sexual fire gripping me. 
 
    My mind was flooded with sensation, much of it overwhelming. It was swimming in heat and hunger and excitement and passion and lust. My nipples were on fire as my trembling and shuddering were constantly tugging the cords against the clips biting into them. On top of that, of course, I kept sliding downward which tightened the strap around my throat. 
 
    Quinn reached behind me and undid the straps holding the ball gag in place and pulled it free. 
 
    “Are you sorry for being a naughty little slave girl?” she asked. 
 
    The flooding waves of scalding heat or melting my inhibitions as well as my sense of pride and dignity. They just didn’t seem to matter much compared to the hunger consuming me. 
 
    “Yes,” I croaked. 
 
    She slipped two fingers into my open mouth and rubbed them along my tongue, then pulled them out and brushed them lightly across my swollen clitoris. My body shuddered, the flare of heat making me gasp aloud. 
 
    “Apologize then. Say I’m sorry for being a naughty little slave girl Mistress.” 
 
    A part of me wanted to stubbornly refuse. I was indignant, and to some extent resentful. But the excitement was really overwhelming my inhibitions and pride and pulled me into this dark and perverted game she was playing. The attraction to it was simply too great to care about minor things like dignity. 
 
    “I’m sorry for being a naughty little slave girl, Mistress!” I gasped around the tight strap. 
 
    She did something to the little cord holding the vibrator tight to the big dildo in my butt and then slowly slid the vibrator out of my body. I could see it was dripping wet, that I was incredibly wet. She slid three fingers into me easily, twisting and sliding them around then pushed a fourth which stretched me out deliciously. 
 
    “Would you like me to fuck your brains out, little sex slave?” she asked. 
 
    “Yeeees!” I groaned. 
 
    She gripped my hair and yanked it back so that I cried out in pain. 
 
    “You have to say yes mistress, little sex slave. Go ahead. Say it.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” I groaned. 
 
    “Now beg me to fuck your brains out.” 
 
    My mind squirmed at the thought of saying that. And yet a dark heat swirled through me at the same time. 
 
    “Please fuck my brains out, Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    She bent a little, smiling at me, then licked slowly across my clitoris. I gasped aloud, my hips jerking up against her. 
 
    “I want you to say please fuck my whore brains out Mistress,” she said with a smile. 
 
    I felt another jolt at the thought. It was a dark, outrageous, and wildly kinky thing to say. So, I said it! 
 
    “Please fuck my whore brains out, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    Her four fingers were pushed into me all the way to the crook of her thumb and now she started sweeping that thumb back and forth across my clitoris hard and fast. At the same time, she reached up and tugged on the strap to pull it tighter around my throat. My eyes bulged again and I gurgled helplessly, my head starting to pound my chest to burn. 
 
    As that thumb stroked rapidly against my burning clitoris my entire body began to tremble and shake. My mouth opened again and again as I tried instinctively to breathe, as I became more and more lightheaded. Then she abruptly released the strap. 
 
    I gulped in deep, ragged breaths of air and then the orgasm hit, sweeping through me with explosive force. My body thrashed and shook, my hips trying to buck upwards against her fingers and thumb as she reached forward with her other hand and roughly fondled my breast. 
 
    “Sex slave!” she taunted. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    My body felt as if it were being consumed by heat. My head rolled back as the muscles in my lower body spasmed violently. My mind was rolled by the churning flood of pleasure and gave me a sense of euphoria. And in the midst of that, I felt the delicious ache of being so full and being so stretched. That feeling became more intense as I was swept by the wildfire passion and wicked heat. 
 
    I gasped and moaned and writhed in place and then as I lowered my eyes I stared, dumbfounded at first, as I saw that Quinn had now pushed all five fingers into my body, and was using the fingers of her other hand to rub against my clitoris. Even as I stared, I saw her knuckles disappear and the lips of my sex slowly sliding down until they were able to narrow at last around her slender wrist. 
 
    She grinned up at me then reached up and pulled on the strap around my throat again. I gurgled and choked once more as she leaned in and began to lick hard and fast across my clitoris. I felt her fingers twisting within me and then drawing slowly in against the palm of her hand to form a fist within my body. 
 
    The fist turned slowly from side to side and then pushed deeper and I stared at the taut, straining lips of my sex sliding further down her wrist and then up her forearm as I felt that fist pushing deeper. A part of me thought I was losing my mind, and was dazed about how this could be happening. But the sheer raw passion and lust and dark, kinky heat was intoxicating. 
 
    “I know all you straight girls dream about being fist-fucked by a sexy lesbian girl,” she said sweetly. 
 
    It was not something I had ever even imagined doing, of course. In fact, I was barely aware it was something anyone did! And yet now I could feel her fist deep inside me. Her whole fist! The thought was a hammer blow to my already dazed mind. And when she bent and started to lick hard and fast I felt myself beginning to tremble. 
 
    She reached up and pulled the strap tight again and I felt my head pounding as she licked furiously at me and began to work her fist in and out. I felt as if I was losing my mind and losing control of my body. My muscles were spasming continuously as scalding heat consumed my mind. 
 
    It was like… Rapture! 
 
    My mind was pummeled by a howling storm of pleasure that threatened to consume my sanity. There was no thinking left in me really except a feverish hunger and an arousal so deep nothing else mattered but satisfying it. I stared through increasingly glassy eyes at the sight of her arm moving forward and back as I felt her fist sliding slowly up and down inside me. 
 
    She released the strap and I sucked in desperate lungs full of air only to cry them out again in a carnal howl of animal pleasure as my body trembled and shook violently. It went on and on, hammering my mind to the point of shattering it and turning me into little more than an animal responding to instinct. 
 
    I’d never felt such pleasure in my life and sustaining it was more important than anything that could possibly exist. When it began to fade it left me barely conscious, my mind blasted, shellshocked as my body twitched and trembled. 
 
    She stopped licking and looked up at me with a smile. “Did my little slut have a lovely orgasm?” She cooed. “Remember that Mistress controls your pleasure as well as your pain, not to mention whether you breathe or not. That’s why it’s so important for you to treat your mistress with respect.” 
 
    She picked up the vibrator as she was speaking and began to rub it gently back and forth against my clitoris. I was still gulping in air, and could only gasp and moan and whimper as she rubbed slowly back and forth, then in circles then back and forth, then pressed harder. Her fist turned from side to side within me then pushed deeper. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my little slut, baby girl,” she said. 
 
    I could only gasp and moan and shudder. 
 
    “You know you want to,” she said. 
 
    She pushed her fist deeper, and I cried out, my voice rising as she forced it deeper still. 
 
    “Oh! Oh! Don’t! I gasped. 
 
    “Slave girls do what Mistress tells them to do,” she said sweetly. 
 
    She leaned into her me, her knuckles grinding against what felt like the back wall of my pussy, against my cervix. The pain rose and I yelped and twisted against the restraints. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my little slut,” she teased. 
 
    “Please!” 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I’m your little slut!” I cried. 
 
    “Say mistress. I’m your little slut mistress.” 
 
    “I’m your little slut, Mistress!” I cried as her knuckles ground against me deep inside. 
 
    She eased her fist back and resumed rubbing the vibrator against my clitoris. 
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    “I-I’m your little slut, Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    “Again.” 
 
    “I’m your little slut, Mistress,” I groaned. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my sex slave.” 
 
    I was starting to feel a flickering rush of dark, almost awed heat again now that the pain had faded. 
 
    “I’m… your sex slave, Mistress,” I gulped. 
 
    She smiled and reached up to brush the bangs back from my forehead, then slid her hand down and undid the clips biting into my nipples. 
 
    I gasped at the sudden release, a rush of stinging pain flooding in. But as before, it began to fade into a dull, relieved throbbing. And then a kind of pins and needles sensitivity – which she took advantage of, gently stroking and rolling my throbbing nipples even as she gently leaned in to lick lightly at my clitoris. 
 
    “Such a slutty little blonde het girl you are,” she said as I moaned dazedly. 
 
    She looked up again, kneading my breast and flicking her thumb across the nipple. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my bitch.” 
 
    “I’m your bitch, Mistress,” I said, my mind swirling with uncertainty and heat. I was kind of cringing a little at saying this but it was so wicked and hot I couldn’t resist. 
 
    “Say my body belongs to Quinn.” 
 
    I gulped and hesitated, but then she started to tighten her fingers against my nipple. 
 
    “My body belongs to Quinn!” I gasped. 
 
    “Mistress Quinn can do anything she wants to me,” she said. 
 
    “Mistress Quinn can do anything she wants to me,” I gulped. 
 
    She smirked happily. 
 
    “I promise to obey everything Mistress Quinn tells me.” 
 
    “I… I… promise to obey everything Mistress Quinn tells me,” I said, not planning to keep that promise at all. 
 
    “Now beg me to make you come… slut.” 
 
    “I… please make me come, Mistress Quinn,” I moaned. 
 
    She picked up the vibrator again and began to press it against my clit as she moved her fist slowly in and out. She pulled it slowly back… back… back so that I felt and saw my opening stretching as her hand began to appear, then she pushed slowly but firmly deeper, driving that fist all the way up inside me until my legs started to shake wildly. 
 
    She did it again, and then again. It hurt when she drove her fist so deep, but the rush of dark heat and pleasure overwhelmed the pain and overpowered my mind. I came again, screaming this time, my feet jerking wildly as my head pulled back and my hips bucked up against her. 
 
    She pulled the vibrator back and resumed licking, slowly, gently, then harder, faster, interspersed with sucking, and drove me into a third powerful orgasm, then a fourth. My guts were aching, both from her fist and the way my muscles kept spasming. 
 
    Finally, she pulled her fist out slowly and stuffed the vibrator back inside me with the little branch pressed against my clit. Then she stood up, peeled off her pants, and moved forward to straddle the chair, and me. She took hold of the strap around my throat and then pressed her pussy in against my mouth. 
 
    “Please your mistress, little sex slave,” she ordered. 
 
    It wasn’t like I had much choice! Mind you, it didn’t even occur to me to do anything else. Sex was my world. Sex and heat and passion and pleasure were all that existed in my mind. I panted dazedly and licked and sucked as she directed, as she ground her pussy against my mouth and face, breathlessly sweeping my tongue across her clitoris as she tugged on my hair and sometimes tightened the strap around my throat so I could barely breathe. 
 
    Every other minute or so she’d pull back on my hair and look down at me. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my slut,” she’d order, and strange, dark rush of heat, I’d say it. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my bitch,” she’d say, and I’d say it. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my whore.” 
 
    It was sick and kinky and hot and wild and some part of my mind burned feverishly as I obeyed. But even after she came she wasn’t done with me. She did unstrap me, though, and helped me slide off the chair and onto my knees on the floor. 
 
    But then, gripping my hair, she pulled me forward and down and, moaning, I did nothing to resist as she pressed my chest and chin to the floor, keeping my hips raised. 
 
    “Spread your legs, slave,” she ordered. 
 
    I obeyed, panting dazedly as she moved away and stood up. She pressed her foot down against the back of my neck and I gasped and started to twist away, reaching for it. 
 
    “No!” she said. “Don’t resist your mistress, Slave girl! Stretch your arms out before you! Submit to your mistress!” 
 
    Moaning, I obeyed, and she eased her foot up a bit. 
 
    “Raise your hips higher, slut.” 
 
    I shuddered with heat as I obeyed. 
 
    “Higher, slave.” 
 
    I managed to wiggle my knees a bit further forward and then spread them. 
 
    “Now beg me to fuck you in the ass.” 
 
    I gasped at the order because it was so outrageous and nasty and dirty – which, given the condition I was meant hot to me. 
 
    “Please fuck me in the ass, Mistress,” I groaned. 
 
    She knelt behind me and put the straps in place to hold the vibrator in tight. Then she turned away and donned another set of straps with another cock attached. She knelt behind me and pulled the dildo she had impaled me with out. 
 
    I groaned as that fat, bulging part slowly came out of my sphincter. Then the rest slid out relatively easily. She put the new dildo against me and slid it almost all the way in before my body even began to clamp down. 
 
    “Beg me to fuck your ass,” she taunted. 
 
    “Please fuck my ass, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    She pushed it deeper, starting to pump in and out now as she slid her hands over my buttocks. They slid down my body and I gasped as she gripped my hair, tugging it back with one hand while the other pressed down against my upper back. 
 
    “Beg.” 
 
    “Please fuck my ass, Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    She thrust in harder and deeper and I shuddered as her hips began to slap against my buttocks. It was such a degrading thing for me! I mean, letting her fuck me in the ass – which I had almost never even allowed guys to do – and then begging her at the same time! 
 
    “Beg, slut.” 
 
    “Please fuck my ass, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    Her hips started to hit harder now, making my body shudder with the impact as she drove the big dildo into me with fast, powerful strokes.  
 
    She abandoned my hair, seizing my wrists and drawing them back together behind my back. I felt one of the straps wrapping tightly around them to bind them together and another wicked rush of heat swept through me. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my bitch.” 
 
    “I’m your bitch, Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    A moment later one of the straps slid around my neck, and she tightened it and then jerked back to choke me again. 
 
    “Remember, slave girl. Your mistress controls your pleasure and pain, and even your breathing,” she taunted. 
 
    I gasped dazedly as she hammered her hips into my buttocks, as the vibrator buzzed powerfully inside me and against my clit, and then flashed over into another wild orgasm. I gasped and gurgled, my eyes glazed as her hips pounded against me and the big cock thrust deep again and again, almost losing consciousness and not caring. 
 
    The pleasure was just too good to care about anything else. 
 
    But there was, along with that seething pleasure, a strange dark sense of submission, of surrender, of going with the flow and almost floating along unconcerned.  
 
    My breasts were pillowed out beneath me, rubbing and mashing against the rug as my body shuddered at the impact of her hips. I was hardly able to breathe as she tightened the strap around my throat. When she wasn’t doing that she was slapping my bottom or yanking on my hair. 
 
    But I didn’t care. It didn’t even occur to me to protest or resent any of it. Whatever happened, happened. Whatever she did, well, that was that. I simply accepted it the way I would the weather. 
 
    Of course, my mind wasn’t exactly functioning at a very high level at the time. It was gripped by carnal heat and a strange, almost masochistic sense of passion and excitement at how outrageously I was being treated and how roughly my body was being used. 
 
    The big dildo was impaling me with every deep thrust. I ached high inside, but somehow the aching produced a desperate thrill. I felt like I was floating, observing myself from above, and getting aroused by watching myself being treated like that. It was like I was enjoying a sadistic sense of excitement at watching someone else being abused. Except the person being abused was actually me. 
 
    I came again, exhausted, drained, my body feeling as if my bones had melted. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    That feeling grew even more intense later on that day. Because I hadn’t been aware of it at the time but she had placed her camcorder nearby. And so I got to watch myself being used as I was, being fisted and choked and coming like a whore. I was both appalled and incredibly turned on watching myself like that. 
 
    Still, I protested. I was worried about a video like that getting out. 
 
    Quinn put on a look of innocence and surprise when I demanded it be deleted. 
 
    “It’s really no worse than the first one,” she said. 
 
    I felt my eyes widen. “What do you mean the first one?” 
 
    She smiled and her eyes looked smug. 
 
    I stared at her in astonishment. “What do you mean the first one!?” 
 
    “Well, of course, I took video of you in my bedroom.” 
 
    I stared at her, dumbfounded at first. 
 
    “Would you like to see?” she asked sweetly. 
 
    “Of course, I would!” 
 
    She brought me into her bedroom and had me sit down in front of the monitor but then she stopped and said “No, this isn’t quite right. Stand up and take off your clothes first.” 
 
    I stared at her in confusion. “Why!” 
 
    “Because I said so. I’m your mistress. And if you want to see the video, you have to do what I say.” 
 
    I scowled at her but I did want to see the video and it’s not like I had anything to hide from her anymore. I glared suspiciously, though, as I quickly stripped off my sweatpants and peeled my T-shirt up and off. I wasn’t wearing any underwear and sat back down in the chair facing the monitor. 
 
    She did something and the video came on. I winced at how crystal-clear it was 
 
    I watched as she entrapped my wrists and stripped me and then fucked me while I was standing up. Remembering it and watching it like this sent a hot rush of excitement through my mind and body. My nipples hardened immediately, and I felt a heavy thrumming down low in my belly. 
 
    “See how sexy you look,” she cooed as she leaned in and brought her hand down between my legs. 
 
    I gasped but didn’t bother to push her hand away, staring at myself with wide eyes, transfixed at what I was watching, as if I had stumbled across a porn video starring myself. Which, I guess, I just had. 
 
    She lifted my legs up and put them across the arms of the chair and I slumped down more to accommodate her, heat growing within me as I stared at the screen and her fingers stroked my sex. 
 
    “You look like such a sexy little sex slave,” she said. 
 
    She took my right hand and brought it down between my legs, then used my fingers to rub against me. As my excitement mounted I continued without her guidance and she took her hands away. 
 
    It was fascinating to watch myself, to watch my body being pleasured, to hear myself respond, to see the look on my face, and hear my cries of pleasure. My fingers moved faster I brought my other hand up to massage my breasts. 
 
    I knew she was there, of course, and watching me. But that only turned me on more. Of course, I hadn’t realized that she had turned the webcam on and that I was effectively making a third video even as I watched myself in the first. And when she handed me the dildo I slid it into my body, pumping in and out as I rubbed my clitoris and stared at myself on the screen. 
 
    I was kind of putting on a show for her, excited she was watching. It was adding to the heat and dark thrills. I even exaggerated my orgasm when it arrived. Or at least, I made no effort to mask it or silence myself. 
 
    Of course, just as the orgasm was fading she did something to switch the image on the monitor from her bedroom before, to well… basically a mirror. I stared at myself, panting, gulping in air, startled, and then embarrassed. 
 
    “God, you’re a bitch!” I groaned. 
 
    “So naughty of you to say so,” she purred. 
 
    * 
 
    For my next online gaming session, she had me put my hair in a loose ponytail. I again wore a midriff-baring top. This top was kind of like a thin sweater, with long sleeves, except it ended just below my breasts. And again, I wore no bra as the sweater clung to me quite tightly (it was Quinn’s).  
 
    I had more viewers. And there were more lewd comments about my boobs and more compliments, I have to admit. What they didn’t see was that I had no pants or underwear on below the camera. In fact, I was sitting on a kind of curved foam cushion with a big dildo sticking out of it. It was jammed high in my abdomen. There was also a short, rounded vibrator thing attached to the saddle which was pressed against me. Oh, and the dildo itself was also a vibrator. 
 
    The strength of the vibrations, as well as the type of vibrations, were controlled by a program on Quinn’s phone. As the game started, they were set to low. Unbeknownst to me, though, Quinn had been active on some of the game boards where discussions between gamers were held. Apparently, she had told people about the vibrator/dildo thing! 
 
    What was more, she had told them that every time I got a certain number of points the vibrator would be turned up higher. Also, if more people watched, buttons would start being undone on the halter. I knew nothing of this until I started seeing comments about it on the sidebar which confused me. 
 
    What are they talking about? went through my mind as they mentioned more people watching would cause me to undo buttons. No, it wouldn’t! Then they started talking about me being on a vibrator and that more points would make it vibrate more and I gasped, my face reddening. How the fuck could they know about the vibrator!? 
 
    I squirmed both mentally and physically now. 
 
    Some guy came running right at me in a kind of kamikaze move and I shot him down. Then another did the same, and I was like, what the fuck, you know? But then the vibrator suddenly started to buzz more powerfully. I flinched and gulped. I turned and stared across the room at Quinn and she smiled and waved. 
 
    Oh, did I forget to mention I was also wearing a black, studded leather collar with a big O-ring dangling from the front like some kind of slave girl? Yeah, I was. That had drawn more than a few comments, too. 
 
    They noticed my reaction, too! There were lots of comments about my flushed face, about the way I was squirming, and about how hard my nipples were! Lots of them asked me if I was hot, if I was wet, if I liked the big cock inside me, and if I was going to come! 
 
    God! I was both embarrassed and aroused at the same time!  
 
    The number of people watching passed two hundred and everyone seemed to get excited and started talking about the buttons on the halter again. Like what the hell? 
 
    Then Quinn came over and stood behind me. The camera could only see her from like the top of her chest down as she slid her hands down my shoulders and arms. She suddenly reached in and undid the lowest button on the halter! 
 
    I started to understand then! 
 
    “Okay, give me a minute,” I said. 
 
    I turned off the mike and camera and turned to confront her. 
 
    “What the fuck!?” I demanded. 
 
    “What? I started a rumor,” she said easily. 
 
    “A rumor!?” 
 
    “Well, a true rumor. But no one can prove it one way or another.” 
 
    She came over and turned my swivel chair back towards the screen, then bent over and swept a belt, a strap of some kind around my waist, pulling it back behind the chair to tighten it. 
 
    “What are you doing now!?” I demanded. 
 
    “Adding to the fun.” 
 
    She drew another strap around my right ankle, pulled it back along the side, then around to the other side to encircle my left ankle and force that apart more. Then she buckled that in place.  
 
    “Oh, you know that butt plug I put into you?” 
 
    “Wh-what about it?” I gulped 
 
    “Well, when you die it will deliver a little shock, like static electricity. No big deal. Except, well, it is in a kind of tender and sensitive place with a lot of nerve endings. So… you better not die.” 
 
    “Are you insane!?” 
 
    “You’re being disrespectful to your mistress, slave girl,” she said. 
 
    She did something with her phone and I let out a squeal of startled pain as I felt the ‘static electricity’ snap briefly deep inside my ass! 
 
    “Ow! That hurt!” 
 
    “A little, but it did no harm. And that’s the important thing.” 
 
    “But… but…” 
 
    “Better play well. Oh, and start talking more. You need to respond to your fans.” 
 
    “They’re calling me a slut and asking me if I deep throat and like to lick pussy and shit like that!” 
 
    “So? Answer them. And be honest or I’ll give you another shock.” 
 
    I should have told her to go to hell, but the truth is I was already kind of deeply turned on by all this, as well as by the vibrator and dildo inside me. So when she turned on the camera and moved aside I gulped and grabbed for the controls, remembering suddenly that it would hurt to die. 
 
    She had her own tablet out as she sat in the corner, and I looked anxiously at her, wondering what she was doing, then tried to focus on the game. But that was hard with all the obscene comments, questions, and insults. 
 
    Especially if I had to answer them! Fuck! 
 
    What’s the biggest cock you’ve had inside you? someone named Bandit wrote. 
 
    “I don’t know, Bandit. I don’t measure them.” 
 
    How about the biggest dildo? 
 
    I hesitated. Because I knew that one and flicked my eyes to Quinn, who knew I knew. 
 
    “Ten inches,” I said, flushing. 
 
    She loves big cocks, someone named Wyvern said. 
 
    “I do love them, Wyvern.” 
 
    I killed several more guys pretty easily and the vibrator turned up again. 
 
    Are you really tied to the chair? Someone asked. 
 
    I stared at the screen. How the fuck would they know that?! 
 
    I turned and glared at Quinn and she smiled again. 
 
    Show us underneath the desk, someone demanded. 
 
    “You know I can’t do that,” I said. 
 
    Another hundred people had joined, and Quinn came over and unbuttoned the next lowest button on the halter. She returned to her seat and I continued to play. The halter still wasn’t showing much of anything except more of my chest below my breasts. But if one more button was opened things would start to get a little dicey. 
 
    Then I got ambushed and killed I felt that shock deep in my butt. It was unexpected and startling and I hadn’t even thought about hiding or trying to hide my reaction so yelped aloud. That produced a whole bunch of high-fives and laughter because apparently they had been told about the butt plug, too. 
 
    Sure enough, those who were confused were quickly informed by those who had read the board that Quinn had posted this information. This produced a very strange game where a bunch of people combined to kill me together knowing I would shoot most of them down and get big points but that they would be able to kill me in the end and give me a shock in my butt that amused and excited them so much. 
 
    So the vibrator kept getting more intense as I racked up points, and it became harder to concentrate. I was also getting killed much more often than usual getting those sharp, stinging little jolts inside me. 
 
    Another hundred people came to watch and Quinn undid the next button. That one was basically just between my breasts, so the two sides of the halter spread wider and started to reveal the lower, inside portion of my boobs. 
 
    I was close to orgasm at this point, both from the vibrator and the dildo as well as just the sheer wicked perversity of having all these guys know and watch me. Quinn came over and undid the next button. This one was above my breasts so that the sweater parted even more. It was curved open like window drapes, baring the lower and inner parts of my breasts almost to the nipples.  
 
    I was flushed and sweating, trembling, and having a difficult time keeping my voice anything like straight. And believe me, they noticed. I was trying very hard not to come, trying to focus on the game, but of course the more points I racked up the more intense the vibrator buzzed and throbbed against me and within me. 
 
    People were swarming me just to increase the strength of the vibrator. But of course, there was a certain element of them that wanted to keep killing me again and again just to give me those sharp will snapping crackling jolts deep inside my butt. 
 
    I was starting to get giddy, to get dazed and feverish. And then the orgasm hit! I dropped forward over the desk, my hand over my mouth as I mashed my half-bare breasts against the keyboard. I used my leg muscles to raise my butt up a little, and then again, and again, feverishly riding the dildo inside me while trying to keep my clitoris in contact with the second vibrator placed before me. 
 
    This was so insane! But it was going to get worse, much worse. 
 
    I shut the game off and Quinn unstrapped me. But then she insisted on taking pictures, lots of pictures. Considering the kind of videos she already had of me it didn’t seem to really matter that she took more, especially since these pictures started out being just cute ones with me fully dressed. 
 
    Needless to say, we went through my wardrobe pretty quickly and then into hers, which meant I was soon wearing smaller, tighter, shorter things. Still, it was nothing compared to those videos she already had. And then she had me do lingerie pictures which made me flush again and gave me a hot little buzzing, thrumming sensation, and kind of excited me and my ego by posing so provocatively in little thongs and lacy bras. 
 
    Of course, that soon progressed to topless pictures, then naked pictures as I posed in what you might consider your typical porn star poses. I was resistant to the idea of posing with worse once, but after she licked my pussy for a while and fondled my breasts I was panting and overheated and agreed to the poses she wanted. 
 
    I’m sure you can imagine the kind of poses I’m talking about. And then they got worse as she had me pose with various dildos halfway inside my body. I was getting darkly aroused the whole time, feeling like a porn star, my body pulsing with heat as she took picture after picture. 
 
    Then she had me lay down and she hogtied me tightly, which included pulling my ponytail back and tying it with a cord that she attached to a butt plug. 
 
    She introduced me to a 20-inch-long double-sided dildo which was somewhat soft and flexible and which she worked deep into my throat as she took pictures and videos of it going in and out. 
 
    I should have suspected her intentions but I was too aroused to really care and simply rationalized going along by telling myself that since she already had worse on video it didn’t really matter what I posed for. 
 
    Of course, she had an entirely different kind of site in mind. I discovered that a couple of days later when she presented it to me. It was one of those membership sites where you can see pictures and videos of girls looking cute and sexy, but had to join and pay a membership fee to see the nastier, more revealing naked pictures and videos inside. 
 
    “We’ll make a fortune,” she said. 
 
    “No, we won’t! It’s grubby and cheap. Lots and lots of girls try and they don’t make much money!” I protested. 
 
    “But they don’t look like you. And they don’t play video games. 
 
    I stared at her in confusion. “What does that matter?!” 
 
    She only smiled gently. “You see, you’re right that there are lots of girls who try to get people to look at them while they do sexual stuff. It’s very hard to stand out in that crowd. But you have got several things going for you. First, of course, you’re extremely pretty. Second, you have a fantastic body. Third, you’re a gamer girl, which these guys always have the hots for, for some reason. And, most importantly, you’re my sex slave.” 
 
    I flushed. “I am not a sex slave,” I said. “Okay, I might let you do some stuff, sometimes, when I want to, like, when it’s kind of kinky, and maybe I find it a little exciting at times.” 
 
    “You come like a whore,” she said in amusement. 
 
    I scowled at her. “I’m not your sex slave.” 
 
    “Of course, you are. Because you have to obey me.”  
 
    “No, I don’t.” 
 
    She started in amusement. “Get down on all fours.” 
 
    “No,” I said obstinately. “Now what are you going to do?” 
 
    She smirked and then I got a little electric jolt in my butt. I yelped and grabbed my ass. 
 
    “You bitch!” I exclaimed. 
 
    “Now you’re just being naughty,” she said. 
 
    Another jolt hit me, and I quickly yanked my pants off and grabbed at the base of the butt plug. 
 
    “I forgot to tell you. It’s got little sides which extend outward once I press a button and make it impossible for it to come free.” 
 
    I stared at her in astonishment and then tugged at the plug. But she was right. It felt really big inside and I wasn’t going to get it free easily. And then the short, quick little jolt hit me again, only it didn’t stop. It was almost like being hit by a stun gun and I squealed and fell to the floor, grabbing at my butt and writhing from side to side. 
 
    “That’s what you get for being naughty,” she said with a smile. “Now get onto all fours like a good little sex slave.” 
 
    I was gulping in air, recovering from the shock, kind of twitching, only for shorter shocks to hit me. That made me squeal and yelp. 
 
    “Do as your mistress says, little slave girl.” 
 
    I scrambled onto all fours and the crackle of stings stopped. 
 
    “Face down, bottom high,” she ordered. 
 
    Moaning, I gave in, and she squatted behind me, fingering my sex which was, as you can imagine, quite wet. For the first time during her nasty, kinky games it felt… real. I mean, it felt like she was really in control! Like I had to obey her! 
 
    Of course, I could have just grabbed her and taken the phone away. I was bigger, stronger, and more athletic than her. But… while the thought occurred to me it didn’t really merit much serious thought. For some reason, the idea that I was really helpless was just… just… scalding! 
 
    She slid a dildo into me, punching deep, pumping it slowly in and out with her thumb stroking across my clitoris for she did it. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my slut.” 
 
    “I’m your slut, Mistress,” I groaned. 
 
    I was kind of frazzled, uncertain, and deeply aroused, but also confused, uncomfortable, and indignant to some degree. I looked up to see how she was controlling the butt plug thing, thinking to grab it, but she jolted me again making me look forward. 
 
    She had some kind of little remote. 
 
    “Tell me you’re my slave girl.” 
 
    “I’m your slave girl, Mistress,” I grumbled. 
 
    “Reach back with your hands underneath you, and use the dildo to masturbate.” 
 
    God! This was so outrageous! So nasty and wicked and kinky! And then I did it, anxious to avoid more shocks. Of course, it didn’t take long for me to get even more heated up doing something this nasty thing while she watched. The fingers of my left hand stroked my clitoris while my right pumped the dildo in and out, faster and faster. 
 
    “Would you like to come, little slave girl?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress, I moaned. 
 
    “Cross your wrists together behind your back.” 
 
    Moaning, I released my hold on the dildo with it deep inside me, pulled my arms out, and then crossed my wrists behind me. She quickly strapped them together and a moment later knelt behind me. She must have attached some kind of harness because soon she was thrusting away, her hips slapping against my buttocks as she fucked me good and hard. 
 
    She stopped, leaving me gasping and moaning. 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you hard.” 
 
    “Please fuck me hard, Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you like a whore.” 
 
    “Please fuck me like a whore, Mistress,” I moaned. 
 
    She started thrusting hard and fast, then reached forward and roughly grabbed my hair, yanking it back sharply as she slapped my butt. Naturally, I began to lose it pretty quickly. My mind went fuzzy and I got lightheaded. Heat swept through me in waves and I began to gurgle and gasp and moan and roll my hips back to meet her thrusts. 
 
    It was just too fucking good to want to resist. It was too incredibly hot to do anything but submit gleefully. 
 
    “You’re my slutty little slave girl, Leah, and shouldn’t forget that,” she said. 
 
    I came, screaming soundlessly, trembling, and shaking as she rode me into it and out the other side, leaving me dazed, overheated, twitching, and exhausted. 
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    I had to wear the butt plug all the time. Obviously, I had to take it out when I went to the bathroom. But then I had to put back it in again. Of course, I could have refused. In fact, I did refuse. And then Quinn refused to have sex with me. The little bitch! I tried to wait her out but… I couldn’t! 
 
    There was no way I was confessing my perversion to anyone else to get them to give me the kind of hot, steamy sexual passion that her nasty bondage games did. So I tried to do without. I could masturbate without her help, after all. Of course, it wasn’t nearly as exciting, nor nearly as thrilling, and not nearly as dark and passionate. 
 
    So, I had to give in. And I think from that moment on I started to become her sex slave for real, sort of, kind of. 
 
    Because whenever I forgot to call her mistress, whenever I didn’t immediately obey her, whenever I acted in any way she considered to be naughty, disrespectful, or rude, I’d get at least a quick little jolt, and if I was particularly annoying, a longer crackle of stinging electricity that had me writhing on the floor. 
 
    She made me stay naked most of the time, which I admit turned me on. I mean this nasty, dirty, kinky game of hers turned me on. The dark, wicked fantasy of me as some kind of sex slave was enthralling, and extremely exciting. 
 
    Even in stuff that supposedly had nothing to do with sex, she began treating me like a sex slave. She had me wear the collar all the time, with matching studded leather wrist and ankle restraints. That was mostly all I wore. And believe me, walking around like that quickly gives you the sense that you are indeed a slave girl of some kind. A sex slave! 
 
    She made me kneel on the floor and fed me by hand as if I was some kind of animal. But it was hot and sexy and perverted and turned me on. I had to do all the chores, and always call her Mistress. And whenever she told me to I had to present myself in certain poses before her. Like, kneeling with my legs apart, my hand behind my head, and my back arched. Or standing up with my back to her, bent over grasping my ankles. 
 
    She was not reluctant to use that little gizmo. And even though it didn’t really hurt that much, if you’ve ever gotten a little jolt of static electricity when you touch a light switch or something you know that it’s something you would like to avoid. And so, I did my best to avoid getting jolted, which meant acting the way she wanted me to act. It was just like playing a role, I told myself. 
 
    I didn’t really think about it as my becoming conditioning to obedience, to pleasing her. 
 
    And I was well rewarded with incredibly powerful orgasms. 
 
    The next game took place on the new site. I was entirely naked as I sat strapped to the seat, impaled on the dildo, with the attached vibrator pressed against my clitoris. My hands were chained separately to the desk so I could work the controls but couldn’t touch myself. And there were little clips biting into my nipples attached to wires. 
 
    I also had a ball gag in my mouth. 
 
    There was more than one camera trained on me this time. There was another to my side, and another under the table. The way Quinn had set the thing up the people watching had paid some kind of fee. They could affect the intensity of the vibrations as they played the game if they racked up points. 
 
    Then there were the ones who paid a bigger fee. They could punish me by activating the butt plug, or deliver a similar little jolt of electricity to my nipples. Needless to say, I was not enthusiastic about this at all. 
 
    It was a wild game, to say the least. I came several times and was also twisting and jerking in pain from the crackling electricity biting at my nipples or sweeping up through my abdomen. By the time she turned off the camera, I was dazed and shell-shocked. 
 
    She seemed quite pleased by the results, though. 
 
    “We had fifty people watching. That’s excellent for your first performance,” she said. 
 
    “That’s less than were watching on the other site, Mistress,” I said. 
 
    “They weren’t paying to watch. All of these people paid twenty-five dollars a month to join your club. That’s twelve hundred and fifty dollars, by the way. And ten of them paid the extra ten dollars for more control over the electrodes.” 
 
    “I think we can do without that,” I said warily. 
 
    “We’ll add more things they can do and see that will cause more people to want to join and pay.” 
 
    “More things like what?” I asked uncertainly. 
 
    That got me a sharp little snap in the butt for forgetting to call her mistress. But she wasn’t upset or anything. “I’m glad you asked,” she said with a smirk. 
 
    Quinn put up those pictures and some of the videos for them to watch. Of course, the pictures and videos never showed her face. But the ones with live action were either of me masturbating, or of her fucking me, showing her from the waist down. Or of me licking her pussy. Again, showing her only from the waist down. 
 
    She took me to get my hair styled and dyed, which I wasn’t all that happy about. They dyed my hair back to the same golden blonde it had been before. Then it was styled so thick, soft bangs covered my forehead and partially covered my eyes! My hair curved gently down on either side of my head to then curve slightly back in just above my breasts. 
 
    It was a very cutesy pie cut and I was aghast when I saw it. 
 
    “Why this?” I demanded. 
 
    She sighed and shook her head. “You poor, sweet little girl. You obviously don’t understand men.” 
 
    “And you do?” I demanded. 
 
    We were in public, but she still gave me a quick jolt in the ass that made me gasp. 
 
    “Yes, my sweet little sex doll. The more sweet, innocent, and helpless you look, the more excited the men will be at you being… defiled.” 
 
    “Defiled?” 
 
    “Degraded, treated cruelly, fucked hard and roughly with great big cocks.” 
 
    Her talking like that was turning me on, despite my indignation at the haircut. 
 
    And then we went home and she took a bunch more pictures of the now blonde, cutey pie me. 
 
    That included one of me in a very short, pleated tartan schoolgirl skirt, white socks, flat black shoes, a nearly see-through white blouse, and a blazer. I wore no underwear and without the blazer, my nipples were easily visible through the blouse.  
 
    She had a new vibrator. It was kind of shaped like an egg with a tail, or maybe a sperm. It was round and fat at one end, then narrowed as it went along until there was just this kind of tail thing. She stuffed it into my pussy and said if it fell out I’d get a long jolt from the butt thing. 
 
    And then we went outside! I had to walk around in that short skirt with the vibrator throbbing away up in my pussy! We walked through the park to the river, which had a metal railing along the bank. And I leaned against it, bending forward as she sat on a nearby bench and took video. I had a pair of earbuds in my ears and they were attached to my cell phone clipped to my hip. 
 
    With her on the other end of the phone! 
 
    “Bend forward, slut. That’s it. Give us a show, you blonde whore,” she teased. 
 
    I was… hot, admittedly. This was sick and edgy, even if no one was around. 
 
    “You’re so sexy. You’ll be lucky if some dyke doesn’t wander by and decide to molest you,” she said.  
 
    I smirked, thinking she meant herself, of course. And sure enough, she got up and wandered over to me. Then she took out a blue scarf that was the same color as the jacket and skirt and wrapped it neatly around my right wrist before putting my hand on the metal rail and tying the scarf there. 
 
    I gasped and swiveled my head rapidly from side to side to see if anyone was coming but no one was in sight. 
 
    “Such a bad little girl,” she purred as she tied my left wrist to the rail too. 
 
    “Someone might come by,” I gulped nervously. 
 
    “I’m counting on it.” 
 
    She jerked back on my hips and slapped my bottom. 
 
    “Stay in this position, slave girl.” 
 
    She went back and sat down again, and I tugged experimentally at the scarves. They were thin but strong. 
 
    “You know, I was talking about you to my friend Jessica just the other day,” Quinn's voice said in my ears. “I even showed her a sexy video of you.” 
 
    My face started to redden at the thought of her showing my video to anyone, even someone I didn’t know! All the guys who’d been on it had been screened so they weren’t within a thousand miles of me. 
 
    “She thought you were gorgeous. She called you a sexy little fuckbot. That’s like a mindless sex toy, like a robot. Bend over more for me, little fuckbot.” 
 
    I flushed a bit more then bent forward more. 
 
    “I can just see that vibrator sticking out of your smooth little pussy. Let me see if I can turn it up.” 
 
    I moaned softly as she did just that. 
 
    “Jessica asked if she could come and see you and I said sure, why not? So, she should be stopping by any minute now to test you out to see if you’re a good little fuckbot. She can be very stern, though, so you’d better be a good little slave girl.” 
 
    I turned my head and stared at her, then jerked my head from side to side. I saw two women coming around a distant corner from behind some trees and gasped, my chest tightening and my pulse racing. I turned towards Quin, who grinned and waved at me while holding up her camera. 
 
    “Quinn! Someone’s coming!” 
 
    “Yes. And soon you will be coming, too. Won’t that be fun?!” 
 
    As they came closer I tugged more against the scarves, my mind wracked by anxiety, uncertainty, and a dark sense of wonder at what was coming and what I should do about it. I could still, of course, turn and yell at Quinn, demand she untie me. I was sure – pretty sure anyway – that she’d do it if she thought I wasn’t willing to go that far in her ‘game’ but… I wasn’t at all sure I wanted to do that! 
 
    As the two women got closer my face started to heat up more and I straightened up. 
 
    “I don’t recall giving you permission to change your permission, slave girl,” she said sternly. “Are you looking for a spanking?” 
 
    Why were there two women!? Hadn’t she just mentioned one!? 
 
    I tried to ignore them. With me standing up straight the sleeves of the jacket kind of hid my wrists so they wouldn’t notice anything if they were strangers. Of course, if one of them was Quinn’s friend she would probably know exactly what was going on! 
 
    I turned my face away from them as they got closer and closer, my heart pounding and mind squirming. 
 
    “Bad girls get punished, you know,” Quinn’s voice said from my earbuds. 
 
    The two women reached me and I waited anxiously for them to walk by. 
 
    They didn’t. 
 
    They stopped right behind me, and I froze. 
 
    “What a pretty-looking blonde girl,” one of them said. 
 
    “Yes, it looks like someone tied up and left a perfectly good blonde here for passersby to enjoy.” 
 
    My face flamed. 
 
    I felt fingers combing gently through my hair. 
 
    “Very soft hair,” a voice said. 
 
    I gasped as someone lifted up my skirt behind me, my wrists jerking against the scarves. 
 
    “Very nice ass.” 
 
    “Kind of pale. She could use a little tan.” 
 
    Then with a giggle, they moved away, but not far. They went and sat down on the bench with Quinn! And then I heard another voice on the earbud I’d been connected to Quinn’s phone with. 
 
    “Quinn, your sex slave looks adorable.” 
 
    “Yes, very tasty looking,” said a second voice. 
 
    They must be speaking into her phone, I thought wildly. 
 
    “Yes, but she’s being quite bad. She was supposed to bend over and not move.” 
 
    “I see. So she’s being naughty? She should be punished, then.” 
 
    “I think you’re right,” Quinn said. 
 
    I was resolutely looking away from the bench, red-faced, and gasped when Quinn turned up right next to me and slapped my bottom. 
 
    “Bad girl!” she chided me. 
 
    “Quinn!” I hissed. 
 
    She jerked back on my hips, then put her left knee forward to keep me from straightening up! I gasped as she tugged my skirt up to bare my bottom entirely. 
 
    “My. That looks like a lovely pussy,” one of the women’s voices said in my earbud. 
 
    “Very tasty. Very moist,” the other voice said. 
 
    “Quinn!” I moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Is that what you call me?” 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Is it?” 
 
    “N-No!” I moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Mistress!” I whispered. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Ow!” 
 
    “Say it again.” 
 
    “Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Louder!” 
 
    “Mistress!” I gasped. 
 
    She pushed her hand down my abdomen and her fingers found my clitoris, then began to rub it softly, gently, pushing back against the bulge of the rounded vibrator thing inside me. 
 
    “Nasty little sex slave,” she teased.  
 
    I shuddered at the rush of sensation. 
 
    Her other hand slid up my hip and undid the button at the side of the skirt. Then she unzipped the skirt. 
 
    “Quinn!” I moaned. 
 
    She pulled her hand away from my pussy and tugged on the skirt and it slid down over my hips and buttocks and dropped down around my ankles! Her hand pushed back between my legs and her fingers rubbed harder against my clitoris as my breathing got so ragged that I started to hyperventilate! 
 
    Crack! 
 
    She slapped my bottom again. 
 
    “That’s mistress. Say it, slut.” 
 
    “Mistress!” I moaned. 
 
    “I have to say that looking at that little tail sticking out of her pussy gives me the urge to tug on it,” one of the voices said in my earbud. 
 
    And then one of the women was right there on my other side, smiling at me and combing my bangs back with her fingers. 
 
    “What a pretty thing you are,” she said. 
 
    She was a little older than Quinn, and much taller, taller than me too. She had short dark hair cut in a boyish cut and I gasped as I felt a hand sliding up and down the back of my thigh! 
 
    “What did you say her name was, Quinn?” 
 
    “Her name? It’s Slave,” Quinn said, rubbing insistently at my pussy. 
 
    “Is that true, baby? Is Slave your name?” the woman asked. 
 
    I lowered my eyes and didn’t answer, my pulse racing wildly as my face burned. 
 
    Crack! 
 
    “Bad girl! You tell Mistress Jessica your name!”  
 
    My mind was squirming with embarrassment and self-consciousness! But also a dark, oppressive heat that felt as though it was robbing me of energy and the ability to think straight! 
 
    I felt a hand gripping my thigh on my right side where Jessica stood and pulling it further apart from my left. Then the back of the jacket was lifted up in the back to completely bare me below the waist! 
 
    “That’s a delicious-looking ass,” said the woman’s voice in my earbud. 
 
    I twisted my face away from Jessica towards Quinn and saw that the other woman was still on the bench and holding up Quinn’s camera! 
 
    I felt fingers at my pussy, felt them tugging slowly down on the egg thing, spreading the lips of my sex wider and wider as it slid through. It came free, and then Quinn took it in her hand to hold it against the front of me, rubbing it gently against my pussy. 
 
    Jessica moved behind me, and a moment later knelt down and gripped my thighs to jerk my hips further back. Then my legs felt rubbery as I felt a tongue licking at my pussy! I gasped aloud as someone jerked back on my hair, and then Quinn kissed me passionately. 
 
    I moaned into her mouth as her tongue and lips attacked me! I felt the sexual pressure skyrocket inside me despite my embarrassment! Then two long fingers were thrust into my super wet pussy, driven in all the way to the knuckles! 
 
    “Slave girl!” Quinn whispered. 
 
    Lips sucked hungrily on my clitoris as the fingers began to pump in and out, and then the other woman, who was Asian and had long dark hair down to her back came up and leaned against the railing where Jessica had been. 
 
    She reached in and gripped my chin, jerking my face around towards her and she kissed me almost as passionately as Quinn had! 
 
    “I love blonde slave girls,” she said in a low voice. 
 
    A third finger pushed up into my pussy and the muscles in my hips began to spasm as my breasts throbbed inside the thin blouse. Quinn gripped my chin and jerked my head around so she could kiss me again. 
 
    I felt a hand push in under the jacket and unbutton the blouse all the way down from top to bottom! Then the hand slid in and began to fondle my bare breasts! Since Quinn’s hand was still in my hair, with the other one rubbing the vibrator against me whenever Jessica’s mouth didn’t move it back it had to be the Asian woman! 
 
    All this was driving me out of my mind! I didn’t know how to react, what to do, or what to say! I was trembling with sexual hunger and need, sexual electricity crackling through my body! The Asian woman and Quinn leaned in and began to chew on the nape of my neck on both sides, as well as my earlobe! 
 
    “Whore,” the Asian woman whispered in my ear as she sucked on my earlobe. 
 
    “Slut!” Quinn whispered in my other ear. 
 
    “Slave!” the Asian woman whispered. 
 
    “Sex slave!” Quinn whispered. 
 
    The fingers in my pussy pumped in and out harder and faster, twisting and turning as Jessica sucked at my clitoris and licked furiously. 
 
    I came, convulsions wracking my body as I broke out in sobs and cries of dazed, animal pleasure! My hips bucked back violently against Jessica’s fingers and mouth as my head jerked back again and again! 
 
    “Whore! Bitch! Slut! Slave! Dyke! Cunt! Animal!” 
 
    Quinn and the Asian woman kept saying these words in my ears as I twisted and writhed in the grip of a storm of overwhelming pleasure that threatened to blow my mind out like a candle! 
 
    I jammed my pussy back against Jessica’s fingers, wanting to impale myself on them! My mind remembered Quinn’s fist and I wished Jessica would do the same and ram her whole fist and arm up inside me! I was caught in the grip of a sexual fever, caring about nothing but the passion and heat! 
 
    “Fuck toy! Slut! Whore! Slave! Dyke! Sex slave! Fuckbot!” they taunted. 
 
    I lost my balance and almost collapsed, my mind too dazed to concentrate on keeping my balance or steadying my legs. 
 
    They eased me down to my knees, laughing. Then my wrists, tied to the top bar, were slid closer together, the scarfs sliding neatly along the bar until my wrists were together above me as I gulped in air. They turned me around to face away from the river and Quinn and the Asian woman grinned at me from where they squatted on either side of my body. 
 
    “Dirty girl!” Quinn teased. 
 
    “Nasty girl!” the Asian woman said. 
 
    They ran their hands over my breasts, squeezing and caressing, while the Asian woman jerked back on my hair and kissed me savagely! Jessica squatted in front of me, her fingers still thrusting up and down, twisting and turning, her thumb stroking across my clitoris! 
 
    They forced my legs wide and Jessica rubbed the vibrator against me as her fingers plunged in and out of my sopping pussy. 
 
    I shuddered and gasped for breath, moaning as Quinn and the Asian woman took turns jerking my head to one side to kiss me hard and passionately. I was all but hanging by my wrists, heat roasting my brain as they taunted and teased, groped, fondled, and caressed me. 
 
    Jessica pushed the vibrator thing back up inside me, then stood, pulled up her skirt, and moved forward, standing above me. She reached down to grip my hair, forcing my head up, and then pressed her pussy against my mouth! 
 
    “Slut slave!” Quinn teased. 
 
    “Bitch toy!” the Asian girl taunted. 
 
    I moaned as I licked, the vibrator thing sliding up and down through the lips of my sex as fingers rubbed against me there and my nipples were sucked and licked. 
 
    “We’re pushing our luck, you know,” the Asian woman finally said. 
 
    “Yeah, someone is coming,” Quinn said. “And I don’t mean my slave girl.” 
 
    They untied my wrists from the railing and pulled me up to my feet, then led me off the path and into the trees. I was still missing the skirt, and the jacket only barely covered my buttocks as I panted for breath and moved dazedly along with a hand on each arm. 
 
    They walked me to a parking lot and pushed me up against an SUV. Then the open jacket and blouse were yanked back over my shoulders and off to leave me completely naked! I gasped, my head instinctively twisting from side to side again as my wrists were pulled together behind me and tied together with the scarves. 
 
    Jessica got into the back of the SUV and Quinn pushed me in next. Then Jessica pulled on my hair and Quinn slapped my bottom! I was soon on my knees on the floor licking Jessica’s pussy as Quinn sat next to her taking video and pictures and the Asian girl drove us… somewhere! 
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    We wound up at a house, an old house, one of those red brick ones from a century before that used to fill every downtown.  
 
    They brought me in and put me on my knees. I continued licking and sucking Jessica as the Asian woman donned an enormous strap-on dildo and used it on me, driving it in deeper and deeper until I ached!  
 
    Then she fucked me to three orgasms, her hips slapping against my buttocks as Quinn rubbed the vibrator against my clitoris and she and the other two took turns fondling, squeezing and even slapping at my breasts! 
 
    When I made Jessica come she changed places and it was the Asian woman pulling my mouth in against her by yanking on my hair. Jessica rode me as hard and fast as the Asian woman had, and I began to feel almost hollow from the hard, constant pumping of the big dildo! 
 
    After that, they led me downstairs to a basement that looked like something out of a dungeon. I mean, it had real stones, like old stones for a wall. But it was large, and at the far end was an open area. They put leather restraints around my ankles and wrists, then attached chains to both. In no time at all I was hanging upside down with my ankles spread wide apart!  
 
    My wrists were chained apart and down, as well, and I was gagged. Then the three of them put masks on and went to work on me, giggling and laughing, enjoying themselves. There were several cameras set up on tripods to record it too! 
 
    They had their fingers, their mouths, and a wild variety of sex toys to use on me. The Asian woman even had a kind of whip – a flog – which was a short-handled thing with dozens of long, thin laces. None of them hurt much individually when she swung it, but there were a lot of them! 
 
    They started, kind of testing my reaction, on my back and buttocks. Then they used it on my belly and breasts before swinging it overhand and down between my wide-open legs! It hurt! But they kept stopping to use vibrators and tongues and dildos to pour more heat and need and hunger into my mind and body before resuming the flogging. 
 
    I have no idea how many times I came. Lots. I was so mentally and physically exhausted by the time they stopped that I was barely conscious. Every muscle in my body was sore from constant spasming. They just left me hanging like that for hours, a dildo in my ass and another in my pussy.  
 
    I’m not sure if I fell asleep or just fell into a semi-conscious daze after a while. I didn’t come fully awake until they lowered me to the floor. Then they lifted me upright so I got dizzy, and basically just reversed the position I’d been in before. Only now it was my arms chained up and apart. 
 
    So did you know there was such a thing called the fucking machine? I don’t mean I machine that doesn’t work that you curse and say something like you fucking machine! I mean it’s like a piston-driven cock that fucks you while you bend over, or lay on your back with your legs spread. 
 
    In this case, they put it under me, with the two pistons pointing up, and each topped by a big dildo. There was also a pencil-thin rod with a round marble on its tip that was pressed up against my clitoris. 
 
    They adjusted the cameras, and Quinn sat down with her laptop doing something. Then the two women attached suction cups to my nipples and attached little hoses to them that ran back to another machine. 
 
    What they’d apparently done, or at least, Quinn had done, was to set up a silly little game on the website. People – meaning guys – had to pay each time they played it. And getting a certain number of points let them control something – like one of the dildos, say or the suction cups, or all of them together if they wanted to splurge. 
 
    With enough points, points you got by playing the game repeatedly, you could control all of them. Did I mention the three cameras on tripods? They had multiple angles they could switch back and forth from to watch me. 
 
    I had mostly recovered from the multiple orgasms, floggings, and such that I’d been subjected to while upside down, but parts of my body were now particularly sensitive, even hypersensitive. Like my nipples and clitoris, for example, having been repeatedly struck by the flog. 
 
    Then the women all left. But I knew people were watching me as I stood there nervously, my eyes flicking from one camera to another. It felt very weird to know there could be dozens of guys looking at me, watching me this very minute! 
 
    At first, nothing much else happened. But then the dildo pushed up into my pussy and began to pump in and out. This was not that big a deal, physically. But it meant some guy sitting at home was actually operating it while he watched me. That was nasty and kinky and dirty and made me self-conscious and darkly excited at the same time. 
 
    Then the little marble thing started to vibrate as it rubbed from side to side across my clitoris. That made me moan into the ball-gag since I was so sensitive there. When the suction began on my breasts it actually produced something more like intense frustration as opposed to excitement. The constant, rhythmic, up-and-down suction against my nipples was making them throb and burn and ache! 
 
    Then the dildo began to push up into my ass while the one in my pussy moved faster! 
 
    At first, things would go on for a minute or so then stop. But as more guys accumulated more points, they went on longer and longer, with hardly any break. 
 
    I began to heat up despite myself, the sexual heat, pressure, and electricity becoming more and more intense. Then came more explosive orgasms with me twisting and writhing and crying out again and again until I was drooling around the ball-gag and my eyes had become slits as I practically hung from my wrists. 
 
    They turned off the game, then and had me crawl exhaustedly up the stairs, still gagged, using switches on my butt to encourage me to more effort. Then I crawled up to the second floor and into the bathroom. 
 
    There was no sign of Quinn as Jessica and the Asian woman, whose name I discovered, was Amy, bathed me – inside and out. By which I mean they gave me an enema and a douche! Talk about humiliating! Then they made me crawl into the shower and washed me like I was a dog, except that their soapy hands and fingers lingered as they stroked my pussy and caressed my buttocks, and kneaded my breasts and sore, stiff nipples. 
 
    When I was all dried off and my hair brushed and dried they had me crawl back downstairs. The whole day had passed with non-stop sex and kinky sex games, and it was time for dinner. Quinn had ‘fed’ me before, so that wasn’t much of a shock. But it did feel darker and kinkier to have three of them all dressed and sitting at the table while I crawled on the floor naked and collared. 
 
    I wasn’t permitted to talk, but could only lick food from their fingers or hands. 
 
    You might think I’d be sick of the sex stuff by then, but I wasn’t. Sure, I was sore. But this was kind of different. And something about it called to me in a strange dark way. I had to act like an animal. And they called me ‘bitch’ a lot. And sure, that was meant to be degrading, and was. 
 
    But there was something wickedly delicious about it, too. Crawling naked like some kind of animal, like a sex slave before them, being patted and treated like an animal and licking food from their fingers… it was all just a dark rush! 
 
    I had to beg for each morsel of food. Of course, not by speaking. I had to beg like a dog. I had to rise up on my knees, bringing my forearms up against my chest, with my fingers pointing down at the floor, and then try to lol my tongue over my lower lip and whine at them like a dog. 
 
    And if I did it right one of them would hold out their hand and say “Here, bitch,” or “Here, slut dog” or “Here, fuck toy,” and I’d crawl to them and lick the food out of their hand. Sick, right? Yeah, I know. But hot. 
 
    It was Jessica who first tossed a piece of meat at me that bounced off my shoulder onto the floor. I reached for it but she said “No!” in a sharp tone. “Animals don’t use their hands. Lick it off the floor, slut-bitch!” 
 
    Yikes! That was so fucking raw and dark! 
 
    I squirmed back, lowered myself until my breasts were pressed against the cool tiles, then licked it off the floor! 
 
    It felt weirdly erotic to be licking a piece of meat off the floor while they watched! Something was really turning me on about this business of acting like some kind of sex kitten or animal! 
 
    And they seemed to like it too because they threw more at me and I licked them off the floor, too. 
 
    “She’s a natural-born slut,” Jessica said. 
 
    “A natural sub,” Amy said. 
 
    Quinn swiveled in her chair, bent over, and put a piece of meat on her shoe. 
 
    “Come and lick this off, little slave bitch,” she said. 
 
    I crawled over to her and licked it right off her foot. 
 
    “That left my shoe dirty,” she said, frowning. “Clean it off, little bitch slave.” 
 
    I was a bit confused for a moment, but quickly realized with a dark thrill, what she wanted from me. I bent further and began to lick the top of her shoe. 
 
    It was like… the more degrading something was, the more thrilling it was to do it! 
 
    “Dirty girl,” Quinn said. 
 
    I was sure becoming one! 
 
    I think it was sort of like my inhibitions were melting away and I was just getting this incredible sexual charge out of being so blatantly and obscenely sexual. There were no expectations for me to act like a ‘good’ girl. On the contrary, I was expected to act like a wild, nympho slut! So why not do it!? 
 
    What a sense of freedom! 
 
    Of course, that ‘freedom’ came with a need to obey directions that was enforced with little slaps and switches and pinches, and so I did have a certain anxious wariness about them all.  
 
    After dinner, they shoved the vibrator back up inside me. Not the little one but the big cock-shaped one that was jammed achingly deep in my belly and stretched me wide, the one only held in place by thin cords going up over my hips. 
 
    I wasn’t allowed on the furniture because I was an animal. And I had to crawl everywhere. They watched TV and I knelt on the floor, sitting on my heels with my knees wide and my hands on my outer thighs. If they wanted something from the kitchen I had to crawl there and bring it back in my mouth. 
 
    And if they wanted to tease and taunt me they’d do that too, including turning the vibrator on at random intervals and making me pose in obscene positions for them. Some of this was like with Quinn but I knew Quinn. Doing it with three people was much more intense, especially when the other two were older and I didn’t know them. 
 
    “Tell me you love cock, slave-slut,” Quinn said from her seat. 
 
    “I love cock, Mistress Quinn,” I said. 
 
    They liked me to say that a lot. And then after saying it multiple times I had to lay on my back on the floor in front of them, spread my legs, and fuck myself with the vibrator while chanting “I love cock! I’m a cock loving whore! I love cock! I’m a cock loving slut! I love cock!” 
 
    It was nasty and degrading and squirmy enough I came with them looking on! 
 
    I was exhausted by the time I licked them to orgasms and they started to go to bed. 
 
    I, however, did not get to go to bed. 
 
    They took me down to the basement. There was a thick, stone post in the middle of the floor and they had me sit on my heels with my back to it. My wrists were raised up and back behind it and strapped together. My ankles were strapped to the opposite sides of the post. And, of course, I was impaled on a long, thick cock-like vibrator that was fixed to the floor. 
 
    I didn’t realize they were just going to leave me there until they did. And then I figured they’d come back before too long. But they didn’t. I spent all night like that. I was able to find a sort of comfortable position, sliding my ankles a bit to the sides and shifting my feet so the back of my bare toes were pressed to the floor. 
 
    Of course, that lowered me a bit more onto the thick cock/vibrator. 
 
    At first, when I had the energy, when the vibrator and the thick penetration drove me to breathless heat, I did my best to ride up and down on it, sobbing with pleasure, then crying out in ecstasy as my mind was taken by orgasm. But after too many I became exhausted, numbed. 
 
    I became tired and drained, and after some time my eyes closed and my chin fell to my chest. But the vibrator would go off at random intervals, making me gasp, jerking me out of my daze, and then starting to rouse me so that my hips ground down against it. 
 
    It never stayed on long enough for me to come again, even with my exhaustion, but it kept doing that all night until the basement windows began to show the sunrise. 
 
    I was woozy, exhausted, and drained. I looked up at the brightening sky through the bars on the window and felt a dark little shiver of heat at feeling like… like a prisoner, a captive! I felt a sense of wonder and disbelief at how much my world had changed in such a short period of time. My world was now about hot, kinky sex and incredibly intense orgasms! 
 
    And men had little or nothing to do with it! That was the one part of things that hindered me from being totally in thrall to what was happening. I just wasn’t gay. The bondage and slavery and submission stuff thrilled me, but girls’ bodies didn’t. Their hard dildos and vibrators did, but not them. 
 
    If only men were doing this to me, I thought. 
 
    But I knew that would make it too… serious, somehow. Being a slave, playing a slave to a man would make it more real. Of course, the thought of myself as a real sex slave was dark, wicked, and hot but I was wary of the reality. 
 
    Sex with women was just… just… games. But it was badly eroding my inhibitions and getting me used to taking orders and suffering consequences for delays in doing so. Not to mention any deviation from those orders. It was also getting me used to punishment, even painful punishment. And somehow it was twisting my mind into finding that punishment exciting and hot! 
 
    My mind was being drowned in eroticism and kink, in bondage and submission and incredible orgasms. The more outrageously they treated me, the more they treated me as if I really was a slave without rights, the hotter I got, and the more intense the orgasms. 
 
    I was wakened by Jessica, who removed my gag, gathered in my hair, and then lifted her skirt as she pulled my mouth harshly up against her. I moaned weakly and began to lick as she ground her pussy against me in a near-continuous motion. Then when I tried to speak she slapped my face sharply. 
 
    “Do not speak without permission, slave!” she barked. 
 
    She left me there, and after some minutes Amy came down. She did much the same as Jessica, and I licked her pussy as she twisted her fingers in my hair and called me her little bitch. Then she left, too.  
 
    You’d think Quinn would show up next. But instead, it was some other woman I’d never met before! She behaved in exactly the same way as the other two, though, so I licked her pussy just as she had ordered. My mind was flustered and confused. There was some thought of questioning why or who or by what right, but it was weak. 
 
    Then she too left me there. Jessica returned and for no reason slapped my face to remind me not to speak without permission. It stung but I felt intimidated out of proportion to the force of the blow. And I said nothing as she attached a leash to my collar and had me crawl across the floor and up the stairs. 
 
    My stomach was rumbling. I was hungry, but I didn’t dare speak. She had me crawl into the living room, where Amy and the other woman, a short-haired redhead sat. There, with a riding crop in hand, she put me through my paces, ordering me to pose in various erotic poses while the three observed me. 
 
    I was… intimidated. And yet doing this before three virtual strangers – well, one of them actually was a stranger – did something wild and thrilling in my mind. It made the dark fantasy game seem more real. When Jessica had me kneel on all fours and mounted me with a big strap-on Amy knelt on one side and the other woman on the other.  
 
    They fingered my clitoris and kneaded my breasts while Jessica fucked me. And I was at least allowed to speak – commanded to speak. I had to say “Please fuck me hard, Mistress!” first, then as she did I had to repeatedly thank her for fucking me. And whenever I forgot my nipples were pinched or twisted. 
 
    And yes, I came, powerfully. My mind went to that strange, dark place that filled me with rapture and I cried out again and again at the top of my lungs as the pleasure of the orgasm tore through my nervous system and made my body shake and buck uncontrollably. 
 
    And when they pulled away, leaving me there with my chin on the floor and my bottom in the air, I realized two more strangers, both women, had come in and had watched. My face flushed under their eyes, my mind squirming, but that dark heat roused itself again at the outrageousness of it, and I posed again for their benefit. 
 
    Then I lay back and masturbated with a dildo while they watched – and came again. 
 
    After that, I had to crawl to them and lick their pussies to orgasms while one or another of the women fucked me from behind. I came several more times during this. 
 
    One of the women then took me and cleaned me. I didn’t even know her name but I knelt on all fours, silent and obedient as she cleaned me inside and out, washed and dried and styled my hair, then made me crawl back into the kitchen. 
 
    Now there were five women at the table, none of whom I really knew. They were all older than I, and they ‘fed’ me in the same manner Quinn and the other two had done the previous night. And I found it every bit as dark and erotic! I was a lot more nervous around them, though because I didn’t know any of them.  
 
    I was allowed to speak again, but only into a microphone as words appeared on a tablet. Jessica stood behind me ready with her crop if I faltered. But honestly, I found saying the words so squirmy hot that there was no need. They were all obscene words, a confession of my lust and what a slut I was, as well as statements about how I was a whore and a sex slave. 
 
    After that I was brought back downstairs and hung upside down and spreadeagle, blindfolded, as well. I felt a big dildo pushing into my ass, and then another pushing down into my pussy. And then Ipods were placed into my ears and I was left in place. 
 
    After an hour or so the Ipods came to life. And at just about the same time, the vibrator started up. The sound in the Ipods was a background of my own moans, groans, and cries of orgasm and pleasure. And over them were my words. 
 
    “I am a whore! I love being a sex slave! I love having a big cock inside me! I love to lick pussies! I must obey my mistress! I exist to give pleasure to others! I am a slut! I am a slave! I am the lowest form of life! I must submit! My body belongs to my owner! My purpose in life is to serve!” 
 
    Variations of that were played over and over for what felt like hours as the vibrator drove me into writhing, twisting, sobbing, screaming fits of dazed orgasm. 
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    Of course, all of this was being carefully documented through a variety of cameras that took videos and pictures for posting on the website Quinn had established. That website got a lot more members and Quinn was making a bundle, though none of it was going to me, of course. I was barely even aware of it. 
 
    I was barely aware of anything for a while. I was exhausted all the time and never fed enough. And too much of what I was given was candy or chocolates. I lost myself to the role they had created, was absorbed by it, and became the sex slave I had been playing. In all but name, anyway. I mean, I was still free to leave any time, it just never occurred to me to do so. 
 
    And it was only a few days before they sent me back to Quinn – in a cage. I was unreasonably happy to see her again but didn’t speak because I had gotten used to not being allowed to. Instead, I showed her how happy I was by the way I was taught – by licking her fingers and hands – and shoes – while she patted me and ruffled my now-blonde hair. 
 
    I had never been naked for so long in my life. It had been several days since I’d worn a stitch of clothing. And that began to seem a kind of division between me and people I met, and Quinn, of course, because they all wore clothes. They also stood upright while I crawled. 
 
    I had a collar on, and restraints, as well as a big dildo in both my lower orifices held in by narrow straps. And Quinn strapped special mittens on me to keep me from masturbating without permission. I call them mittens but they had no thumb and were made of fairly rough leather on the outside that would ache if I tried to rub them against my pussy. 
 
    There were cameras placed strategically all over the apartment, especially in my bedroom. The furniture had been cleared out and a large cage put in place. That was now where I would sleep. Curled up, of course, as it wasn’t that big a cage. 
 
    It did have a dildo mounted at one side, though, with a vibrator at its base. All I needed to do was to raise my hips high while on my knees, maneuver myself back onto the dildo, then fuck myself on it. If I took it deep enough the vibrator would buzz against my clitoris.  
 
    Needless to say, the cage was under continuous video monitoring and could be watched live by people on the website. I saw the cameras but didn’t care. Until Quinn told me they were live. Then, the thought that there were men around the world watching me turned me on constantly, and I would masturbate against the big dildo repeatedly. 
 
    Quinn developed another simple game for the customers to play that had me tightly tied on all fours with my hair pulled tightly up and back to hold my mouth wide. Then she used a pair of fucking machines to fuck my pussy, ass, mouth, and throat depending on how the winners spent their points. 
 
    They could speed the fucking up, or slow it down. They could also use the vibrator or not, and play around with various types of rhythms and pulsations to see which aroused me the most. They could also use the suction cups to suck on my nipples as they wanted. 
 
    It didn’t take long with that kind of thing before I had come so many times my insides were aching! The customers seemed to love it, though. They also loved Quinn’s newest innovation. She bought an old baseball throwing machine on eBay.  
 
    New throwing machines used a sort of air cannon to fire them. But the old kind had an arm that cranked around slowly, then whipped the ball forward hard. She didn’t use baseballs. Instead, she attached a wide strap to the throwing arm so that it would swing the strap around hard to smack against my bottom. The watchers seemed to really appreciate that they could control this thing, and my bottom was soon burning hot and red! 
 
    Of course, Quinn and I still fucked every day, too, but in her room, away from the cameras. And that was usually the opposite of the cold, harsh, machinelike sex I got much of the time under the eye of the cameras. Here, she would caress my body, lick me to orgasms, grind her pussy against mine, and kiss me passionately as our thighs ground against each other’s pussies. 
 
    After a couple of weeks, we moved to a small house because the neighbors complained about the noise – which was mostly my screams of passion. Quinn didn’t like to gag me too much because the viewers liked hearing my screams. Besides, she was making so much money from the website she could not only quit her job but afford to move to a better place. 
 
    And then she decided to give in to the demands of her viewers – well, my viewers – and give me what they and I really wanted – a real cock. A very large, real cock that would fuck me hard! 
 
    Quinn had started introducing me to real whips. That is, instead of the little thongs whipping against me it would be a long, single-tailed whip. She was careful with it, mind you. She didn’t want me covered in welts which would look bad on camera for days. 
 
    She used a whip that would sting pretty badly but not really damage my skin. And she strapped me into the position she had first used to introduce me to submission and bondage. That felt like forever ago but had really only been a matter of weeks. 
 
    I stood upright with my wrists shackled up and apart and my ankles in similar restraints held out. I was lifted up sharply enough my bare heels rose into the air. And she had stuffed a fat vibrator deep into my pussy. So deep the lips of my sex were almost closed behind it, and so thick it stayed in place. Another one was pushed up into my ass, and this one was deep enough my sphincter closed behind it. 
 
    Then she spent some time teasing and taunting me, licking, and fingering my clitoris and nipples as the vibrators drove me crazy so that I begged her to fuck me, begged her to use my body, begged her to punish me, begged her to do whatever she told me to beg her for. 
 
    The first time the whip cut across my back it drew a sharp gasp of pain from me, for I was startled more than anything. The stinging followed, a kind of burning sensation across my shoulders. Then she swung again, this time letting the thing cut into me at the small of my back, just above my buttocks. 
 
    I cried out, then, and as the realization dawned on me about what she was doing – and that I couldn’t even protest since she had put the ball gag in – a dark, ferocious heat swept into my mind! 
 
    The next blow was harsher and cut across my buttocks, which were elevated by me being on the balls of my feet. I screamed at how sharp the pain was, my hips jerking violently forward. But the pain subsided at once into a burning sensation that could not match the burning in my mind! 
 
    The vibrators buzzed as the thin whip snapped out to cut across my back and buttocks again and again. Then it curled around my ribs and bit into my breast! Now both the pain and wicked heat grew more intense! So outrageous! So shocking! So cruel! How could I not be roused to a fever pitch by the thought!? 
 
    The whip curled around my ribs again and again, biting at my tender breasts so that they were crisscrossed in thin red lines of pain! Then she aimed at my stomach, so tender and firm. And then the whip curled across my hips and down, slicing down between my legs, aiming at my pussy – and hitting it! 
 
    I thrashed violently at this, but the orgasm exploded within me and I howled and howled even as the whip curled across my hip from one side then the other, snapping down across my pussy again and again until I was burning hot down there! 
 
    It was then that the man came in. He had no face. He was a black man, tall, powerfully built, and naked. He wore a half mask, the kind that covered his forehead, eyes, and nose, but left his mouth free. He was shirtless, wearing only leather pants, and his muscles bulged. 
 
    He came up to me and I was transfixed, gaping at him as he roughly gripped my hair and yanked my head back! He leaned in and licked his way lightly along the nape of my neck, then kissed me gently, then more passionately, sucking on my soft skin. 
 
    He reached behind me and undid the gag, then pulled it out of my mouth before crushing my lips with his. He kissed me hungrily as his free hand moved slowly over my aching breasts. His touch made them ache more but I was so stunned I hardly felt it. 
 
    My mind was locked up tight with the shock that a man was there while I was standing posed naked with sex toys stuffed up both my lower orifices. But… I wasn’t as embarrassed as I should have been. I had been posing obscenely and used by others, including strangers for weeks, and watched in obscene sexual games by hundreds of men. 
 
    Still, he was a man and he was not in some far-off place but right here with me!  
 
    He pulled his lips back and seemed to stare at me as his fingers twisted cruelly in my hair to make me gasp and moan. 
 
    “Tell me you are a slave,” he ordered. 
 
    “I’m a slave!” I gasped. 
 
    He twisted his hair more and I cried out. 
 
    “How do you address me, slave!?” 
 
    I stared at him, still kind of stunned. “M-Master?” 
 
    He kissed me again, hard, his big, male hand sliding down my body, his big finger finding my swollen, aching clitoris, and rubbing gently. It ached but also burned as his tongue pushed into my mouth. 
 
    He pulled his lips back. 
 
    “Are you a sex slave?” 
 
    “Y-Yes… Master!” I gulped low in my throat. 
 
    He jerked on my hair and I cried out. 
 
    “Louder, slut!” 
 
    “Yes, Master!” I cried. 
 
    “Say it!” 
 
    “I’m a sex slave, Master!” I cried. 
 
    He kissed me again, and I moaned as his finger rubbed my clitoris.  
 
    Then that finger dug into my pussy, spreading my lips, and working on the thick vibrator. He eased it slowly down and out and then moved behind me. I shuddered as his cock pushed between my thighs and up along my sex. 
 
    He reached around my hip and gripped the tip of his cock, rubbing it purposefully against my clitoris. 
 
    “Beg me to fuck you, slave.” 
 
    “Please fuck me, Master!” I moaned. 
 
    His cock pushed into me. It was real, it was warm, and it was thick and hard as it pushed up deep into my belly. I whimpered and moaned as he leaned in to kiss and suck on the side of my throat. 
 
    “Slut,” he growled. “I will use your body to please myself.” 
 
    He started to thrust, then, and I gasped and moaned and grunted as he drove himself high into my belly with every stroke. 
 
    His big hand came around me and folded around my neck, though he didn’t really squeeze so much as press up under my jaw and force my head back to where he could kiss and lick along my ear and cheek. 
 
    “I own you, slave!” he growled into my ear. “Your body belongs to me now.” 
 
    The thought was insane and so dark and hot that I could do nothing but tremble and moan and shudder as his cock thrust into me. 
 
    A part of my mind was writhing with anxiety and worry, but that was wildly overshadowed by the heat and passion that rose within me. It being a man, a male using me just escalated everything! Especially since he was such a large, powerfully built, and older man! 
 
    I came repeatedly, my eyes glazing over as my mind tumbled and turned in a wild, kaleidoscope of thoughts, emotions, and sensations. A sex slave! To a man! 
 
    This had to be the sluttiest, kinkiest, edgiest, most degrading thing I had ever allowed myself to take part in! Even if it was just a game, just a video! I could hardly believe it was happening! 
 
    Of course, one man became two, became three, became gang-bangs. I reveled in the degradation and bathed in the wickedness of being an incredible whore! And as I had in the home of those women I lost myself to the idea of being a sex slave, wallowing in my own rough ‘abuse’ by them, in cock after cock plunging into my helpless body! 
 
    I never saw any of the men’s faces, mind you. They were always covered for the cameras. And most of them weren’t as powerfully built as the first one. Most of them, I later discovered, were viewers on the website who had accumulated enough points to take part in a video, and to get their cocks into my lithe, young body. 
 
      It was how Quinn kept the costs down and profits up. She didn’t have to pay the actors. They paid her! 
 
    Of course, this couldn’t go on indefinitely. The wonder and outrage began to fade over time, becoming just … normal and ordinary. And that was a lot less arousing. I started to be less enthusiastic about the sex, not to mention the punishment. And then I started wondering about the money. 
 
    Quinn was fine about it, though. She hadn’t been a spendthrift. In fact, she’d used most of the money to invest in the stock market. And she split the money with me. We shut down the website and I decided to go to college. No one there recognized me. Partly because I dyed my hair brown again and changed the style. 
 
    Also, I was wearing clothes. 
 
    And by the way, when you haven’t worn a stitch of clothing for weeks, even months, it feels weird to start wearing them again. It did make me feel more… human again, though. And, of course, what I wore tended to be, to put it mildly, flattering. I was the eye candy for the guys in every class. 
 
    The thing is my mind was still filled with thoughts of sex. The experience of being a ‘sex slave’ changed my perception of it and its place in my life. But boring old sex with college boys really didn’t do it for me. 
 
    Quinn had the answer. Or at least, one of the women she knew did. There were men, and also women, who would pay a considerable amount of money to abuse a pretty young girl like me. People who wanted to roughly tear my clothes off and spank me, perhaps strap me, tie me down, and make me beg as they tormented me. 
 
    In other words, I could not only get exactly what I wanted but be paid at the same time! How great was that!? It’s not like I had any morals or ethics about being paid for sex. And it’s not like I feared sex with strangers. I’d already had lots of sex with strangers.  
 
    So I met with a woman named Allana who owned what she called an introduction service. Which, to my mind, meant prostitution. But that was fine. I didn’t care what she called it as long as she assured me that the clients were carefully screened and safe and would pay a good deal of money. 
 
    I even thought the idea of being a call girl was quite exciting. Doing outrageous things had always excited me and I’d never quite done this. So I gave her some pictures of me for the website. They were far from the more obscene ones. I was in more delicate poses than the graphic and obscene kind Quinn and her friends had often taken.  
 
    I was driven to a charming hotel, where, clad in a long jacket, I went to a particular suite. And there I met a man who I addressed as Professor Johnson. Once I removed the coat I was dressed as a schoolgirl and acted as if I was there to be tutored. It was really kind of neat. 
 
    Of course, he was unspeakably rude! And he kept sliding his hands up and down my body and under my skirt no matter how I squirmed and delicately and meekly asked him to stop. Soon he was tearing my clothes off, and then he tied me up and ‘forced’ me to give him oral sex! That was really hot because I’d never done this as part of a sort of play. 
 
    Then he spanked me for being a bad girl, and made me perform oral sex on him again, where he fucked my throat then put me face down and ass up and pounded me so deliciously that I came almost as intensely as I had in the good old days! 
 
    I had found my calling! 
 
    I changed my area of studies on the advice of Allana to take courses in human sexuality, as well as in things like art appreciation and business. I learned about wine and fine dining. I took courses off campus in stripping, pole dancing, and makeup, as well as bartending and acting. 
 
    And all the while gentlemen, and some ladies, were cruelly abusing me for money! And I became a professional, and very high-priced escort with a specialization in bondage, submission, and slavery. Talk about loving your work! 
 
    I think my clients sensed that my enjoyment wasn’t faked (mostly), and I became very much in-demand. Enough that the agency kept increasing my prices. I have to admit, though, of all my clients, the females were my favorites. They brought back to me the wild thrill of when it had all started and reminded me how outrageous my life was so that it never felt routine. 
 
    Quinn and I still get together from to time to chat and for sex. The sex usually isn’t too rough, though. I get that from my job, after all, so more gentle, feminine sex is what’s out of the ordinary for me. I don’t have to hide what I do from her, either, the way I do from my family. She’s admiring, and even a little jealous of the fun and money I make. 
 
    I’ve been teasing her and trying to get her into doing a gig or two with me, maybe as a twosome. So far she’s refused, but I can tell she’s intrigued. I’ll wear her down soon and then who knows what will happen! 
 
      
 
    End 
 
      
 
      
 
    Have complaints, suggestions, or questions? writeargus@gmail.com 
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